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THE STORY BEHI ND THE " FOUNDATI ON'
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The date was August 1, 1941. World War Il had been raging for two years.
France had fallen, the Battle of Britain had been fought, and the Soviet
Union had just been invaded by Nazi Germany. The bonbing of Pearl Harbor
was four nonths in the future.

But on that day, with Europe in flanmes, and the evil shadow of Adolf Hitler
apparently falling over all the world, what was chiefly on my nmind was a
meeting toward which | was hastening.

I was 21 years old, a graduate student in chem stry at Col unmbia University,
and | had been witing science fiction professionally for three years. In
that time, | had sold five stories to John Canpbell, editor of Astounding,
and the fifth story, "Nightfall," was about to appear in the Septenber 1941
i ssue of the magazine. | had an appointnment to see M. Canpbell to tell him
the plot of a new story | was planning to wite, and the catch was that |
had no plot in mnd, not the trace of one.

| therefore tried a device | sonmetines use. | opened a book at random and
set up free association, beginning with whatever | first saw. The book |
had with ne was a collection of the Glbert and Sullivan plays. | happened
to open it to the picture of the Fairy Queen of [|olanthe throw ng herself
at the feet of Private Wllis. | thought of soldiers, of mlitary enpires,
of the Ronman Enpire — of a Galactic Enpire — aha

Wiy shouldn't | wite of the fall of the Galactic Enpire and of the return
of feudalism witten fromthe viewpoint of sonmeone in the secure days of
the Second Gal actic Enpire? After all, | had read G bbon's Decline and Fal
of the Ronan Enpire not once, but tw ce.

I was bubbling over by the tinme | got to Canpbell's, and ny enthusi asm nust
have been catching for Canpbell blazed up as | had never seen himdo. In
the course of an hour we built up the notion of a vast series of connected
stories that were to deal in intricate detail with the thousand-year period
between the First and Second Gal actic Enpires. This was to be illum nated
by the science of psychohistory, which Canmpbell and | thrashed out between
us.
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On August 11, 1941, therefore, | began the story of that interregnum and
called it "Foundation." In it, | described how the psychohistorian, Hari
Sel don, established a pair of Foundations at opposite ends of the Universe
under such circunstances as to make sure that the forces of history would
bring about the second Enmpire after one thousand years instead of the
thirty thousand that woul d be required otherw se.

The story was submitted on Septenber 8 and, to nake sure that Canpbel
really nmeant what he said about a series, | ended "Foundation" on a
cliff-hanger. Thus, it seened to ne, he would be forced to buy a second
story.

However, when | started the second story (on Cctober 24), | found that |
had outsmarted nmyself. | quickly wote nyself into an inpasse, and the
Foundation series would have died an ignom nious death had | not had a
conversation with Fred Pohl on Novenber 2 (on the Brooklyn Bridge, as it
happened). | don't remenber what Fred actually said, but, whatever it was,
it pulled ne out of the hole.

"Foundation" appeared in the My 1942 issue of As tounding and the
succeedi ng story, "Bridle and Saddle," in the June 1942 issue.

After that there was only the routine trouble of witing the stories.
Through the remminder of the decade, John Canpbell kept nmy nose to the
gri ndstone and nmmade sure he got addi tional Foundation stories.

"The Big and the Little" was in the August 1944 Astounding, "The Wdge" in
the Cctober 1944 issue, and "Dead Hand" in the April 1945 issue. (These
stories were witten while I was working at the Navy Yard in Philadel phia.)

On January 26, 1945, | began "The Mile," ny personal favorite anong the
Foundation stories, and the longest yet, for it was 50,000 words. It was
printed as a two-part serial (the very first serial | was ever responsible

for) in the Novenber and December 1945 issues. By the tinme the second part
appeared | was in the arny.

After 1 got out of the arny, | wote "Now You See It-" which appeared in
the January 1948 issue. By this tinme, though, | had grown tired of the
Foundation stories so | tried to end themby setting up, and solving, the
mystery of the location of the Second Foundation. Canpbell would have none
of that, however. He forced nme to change the ending, and made nme prom se
woul d do one nore Foundation story.

Wl |, Canpbell was the kind of editor who could not be denied, so | wote
one nore Foundation story, vowing to nyself that it would be the |ast.

called it "—And Now You Don't," and it appeared as a three-part serial in
the Novenmber 1949, Decenber 1949, and January 1950 issues of Astoundi ng.

By then, | was on the biochenmistry faculty of Boston University School of
Medi cine, ny first book had just been published, and I was determned to
move on to new things. | had spent eight years on the Foundation, witten

nine stories with a total of about 220,000 words. My total earnings for the
series cane to $3,641 and that seemed enough. The Foundati on was over and
done with, as far as | was concer ned.

In 1950, however, hardcover science fiction was just conming into existence.
I had no objection to earning a little nore noney by having the Foundation
series reprinted in book form | offered the series to Doubl eday (which had
al ready published a science-fiction novel by nme, and which had contracted
for another) and to Little-Brown, but both rejected it. In that year,
though, a snmall publishing firm Gione Press, was beginning to be active,
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and it was prepared to do the Foundation series as three books.

The publisher of Ghonme felt, however, that the series began too abruptly.
He persuaded ne to wite a small Foundation story, one that would serve as
an introductory section to the first book (so that the first part of the
Foundation series was the last witten).

In 1951, the Ghone Press edition of Foundation was published, containing
the introduction and the first four stories of the series. |n 1952,

Foundation and Enpire appeared, with the fifth and sixth stories; and in
1953, Second Foundation appeared, with the seventh and eighth stories. The
three books together cane to be called The Foundation Tril ogy.

The nere fact of the existence of the Trilogy pleased ne, but Ghonme Press
did not have the financial clout or the publishing knowhow to get the books

distributed properly, so that few copies were sold and fewer still paid ne
royalties. (Nowadays, copies of first editions of those Ghone Press books
sell at $50 a copy and wup-but | still get no royalties from them)

Ace Books did put out paperback editions of Foundation and of Foundation
and Enpire, but they changed the titles, and used cut versions. Any noney
that was involved was paid to Giome Press and | didn't see much of that. In
the first decade of the existence of The Foundation Trilogy it may have
earned sonething |ike $1500 total

And yet there was sone foreign interest. In early 1961, Tinothy Sel des, who
was then ny editor at Doubleday, told nme that Doubl eday had received a
request for the Portuguese rights for the Foundation series and, since they
weren't Doubl eday books, he was passing themon to ne. | sighed and said,
"The heck with it, Tim | don't get royalties on those books."

Sel des was horrified, and instantly set about getting the books away from
Gnonme Press so that Doubleday could publish theminstead. He paid no
attention to ny loudly expressed fears that Doubl eday "would |ose its shirt
on them" In August 1961 an agreenent was reached and the Foundati on books
becane Doubl eday property. What's nore, Avon Books, which had published a
paper back version of Second Foundation, set about obtaining the rights to
all three from Doubl eday, and put out nice editions.

From that nmonent on, the Foundation books took off and began to earn
increasing royalties. They have sold well and steadily, both in hardcover
and softcover, for two decades so far. Increasingly, the letters | received
fromthe readers spoke of themin high praise. They received nore attention
than all my other books put together.

Doubl eday al so published an omi bus vol une, The Foundation Trilogy, for its
Science Fiction Book Cub. That omibus volune has been continuously
featured by the Book Club for over twenty years.

Matters reached a climax in 1966. The fans organizing the W rld Science
Fiction Convention for that year (to be held in O evel and) decided to award
a Hugo for the best all-time series, where the series, to qualify, had to
consist of at |east three connected novels. It was the first tine such a
category had been set up, nor has it been repeated since. The Foundation

series was nominated, and | felt that was going to have to be glory enough
for ne, sincel was sure that Tolkien's "Lord of the R ngs" would wn.
It didn't. The Foundation series won, and the Hugo | received for it has
been sitting on 1% bookcase in the l'ivingroom ever si nce.

In among all this litany of success, both in noney and in fanme, there was
one annoying side-effect. Readers couldn't help but notice that the books
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of the Foundation series covered only three hundred-plus years of the
t housand-year hiatus between Enpires. That meant the Foundation series
"wasn't finished." | got innunerable letters from readers who asked nme to
finish it, from others who demanded | finish it, and still others who
threatened dire vengeance if | didn't finish it. Wrse yet, various editors
at Doubl eday over the years have pointed out that it might be wse to
finish it.

It was flattering, of course, but irritating as well. Years had passed,
then decades. Back in the 1940s, | had been in a Foundation-witing nood.
Now | wasn't. Starting in the late 1950s, | had been in a nore and nore

nonfiction-witing nood.

That didn't nmean | was witing no fiction at all. |In the 1960s and 1970s,
in fact, | wote two science-fiction novels and a nystery novel, to say
not hing of well over a hundred short stories — but about eighty percent of
what | wote was nonfiction.

One of the nost indefatigable nags in the matter of finishing the
Foundation series was nmy good friend, the great science-fiction witer,
Lester del Rey. He was constantly telling nme | ought to finish the series
and was just as constantly suggesting plot devices. He even told Larry
Ashnead, then ny editor at Doubleday, that if I refused to wite nore
Foundation stories, he, Lester, would be wlling to take on the task

When Ashnead nentioned this to me in 1973, | began anot her Foundation nove
out of sheer desperation. | called it "Lightning Rod" and nanaged to wite
fourteen pages before other tasks called ne away. The fourteen pages were
put away and additional years passed.

In January 1977, Cathleen Jordan, then ny editor at Doubl eday, suggested
do "an inportant book — a Foundation novel, perhaps." |I said, "I'd rather
do an aut obi ography,” and | did — 640,000 words of it.

In January 1981, Doubleday apparently lost its tenmper. At |east, Hugh
O Neill, then ny editor there, said, "Betty Prashker wants to see you," and
marched me into her office. She was then one of the senior editors, and a
sweet and gentle person.

She wasted no tinme. "lsaac," she said, "you are going to wite a novel for
us and you are going to sign a contract to that effect."

"Betty," | said, "I amalready working on a big science book for Doubl eday
and | have to revise the Biographical Encyclopedia for Doubl eday and -"

"It can all wait," she said. "You are going to sign a contract to do a
novel . Wat's nmore, we're going to give you a $50,000 advance."

That was a stunner. | don't like |arge advances. They put nme under too
great an obligation. My average advance is sonething |like $3,000. Wiy not?
It's all out of royalties.

| said, "That's way too nmuch noney, Betty."

"No, it isn't," she said.

"Doubl eday will lose its shirt," | said.

"You keep telling us that all the tine. It won't."

| said, desperately, "All right. Have the contract read that | don't get
any noney until | notify youin witing that | have begun the novel."
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"Are you crazy?" she said. "You'll never start if that clause is in the
contract. You get $25,000 on signing the contract, and $25,6000 on
delivering a conpl eted manuscript."

"But suppose the novel is no good."
"Now you're being silly," she said, and she ended the conversation

That night, Pat LoBrutto, the science-fiction editor at Doubl eday called to
express his pleasure. "And renenber," he said, "that when we say 'novel' we

mean 'science-fiction novel ,' not anything else. And when we say
‘science-fiction novel,' we mean ' Foundation novel' and not anything el se.”
On February 5, 1981, | signed the contract, and wthin the week, the

Doubl eday accounting system cranked out the check for $25, 000.

I mpaned that | was not ny own naster anynore and Hugh O Neill said,
cheerfully, "That's right, and fromnow on, we're going to call every other
week and say, 'Were's the manuscript? " (But they didn't. They left ne

strictly al one, and never even asked for a progress report.)
Nearly four nonths passed while | took care of a vast nunber of things
had to do, but about the end of My, | picked up nmy own copy of The
Foundation Tril ogy and began readi ng.

I had to. For one thing, | hadn't read the Trilogy in thirty years and
while | renenbered the general plot, | did not renenber the details.
Besi des, before begi nning a new Foundation novel | had to i mMmerse myself in

the style and atnosphere of the series.

I read it with nounting uneasiness. | kept waiting for sonething to happen,
and nothing ever did. Al three volunes, all the nearly quarter of a
mllion words, consisted of thoughts and of conversations. No action. No
physi cal suspense.

What was all the fuss about, then? Wy did everyone want nore of that
stuff? — To be sure, | couldn't help but notice that I was turning the
pages eagerly, and that | was wupset when | finished the book, and that I
wanted nore, but | was the author, for goodness' sake. You couldn't go by
ne.

I was on the edge of deciding it was all a terrible mstake and of
insisting on giving back the noney, when (quite by accident, | swear) |
came across some sentences by science-fiction witer and critic, Janes
@unn, who, in connection with the Foundation series, said, "Action and
romance have little to do with the success of the Trilogy — virtually al

the action takes place offstage, and the romance is al nbst invisible — but
the stories provide a detective-story fascination with the pernutations and
reversals of ideas."

Ch, well, if what was needed were "pernutations and reversals of ideas,"”
then that | could supply. Panic receded, and on June 10, 1981, | dug out
the fourteen pages | had witten nore than eight years before and reread
them They sounded good to ne. | didn't renmenber where | had been headed
back then, but | had worked out what seened to ne to be a good endi ng now,
and, starting page 15 on that day, | proceeded to work toward the new
endi ng.

I found, to ny infinite relief, that | had no trouble getting back into a
"Foundation-nmood," and, fresh fromny rereading, | had Foundation history
at ny finger-tips.

There were differences, to be sure:
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1) The original stories were witten for a science-fiction mnmagazine and
were from7,000 to 50,000 words | ong, and no nmore. Consequently, each book
inthe trilogy had at least two stories and |lacked unity. | intended to
make the new book a single story.

2) | had a particularly good chance for devel opnent since Hugh said, "Let
the book find its ow length, Isaac. W don't mind a long book." So I
pl anned on 140,000 words, which was nearly three tinmes the length of "The
Mul e," and this gave ne plenty of elbowroom and | could add all sorts of
little touches.

3) The Foundation series had been witten at a time when our know edge of

astrononmy was prinmitive conpared with what it is today. | could take
advantage of that and at |east nention black holes, for instance. | could
al so take advantage of electronic conputers, which had not been invented
until | was half through with the series.

The novel progressed steadily, and on January 17, 1982, | began final copy.
I brought the manuscript to Hugh O Neill in batches, and the poor fell ow

went hal f-crazy since he insisted on reading it in this broken fashion. On
March 25, 1982, | brought in the last bit, and the very next day got the
second hal f of the advance.

I had kept "Lightning Rod" as my working title all the way through, but
Hugh finally said, "lIs there any way of putting 'Foundation' into the
title, Isaac?" | suggested Foundations at Bay, therefore, and that may be
the title that will actually be used. *

You will have noticed that | have said nothing about the plot of the new
Foundation novel. Well, naturally. I would rather vyou buy and read the
book.

And yet there is one thing | have to confess to you. | generally nanage to
tieup all the loose ends into one neat little bowknot at the end of ny
stories, no nmatter how complicated the plot might be. 1In this case,
however, | noticed that when | was all done, one glaring little item

remai ned unresol ved.

I am hopi ng no one else notices it because it clearly points the way to the
continuation of the series.

It is even possible that | inadvertently gave this away for at the end of
the novel, | wote: "The End (for now)."

I very much fear that if the novel proves successful, Doubleday will be at
my throat again, as Canpbell used to be in the old days. And yet what can
do but hope that the novel is very successful indeed. What a quandary!

*Editor's note: The novel was published in October 1982 as Foundation's
Edge.

PART |
THE PSYCHOH STORI ANS
1.

HARI SELDON-... born in the 11,988th year of the Galactic Era; died 12,069
The dates are nore conmonly given in ternms of the current Foundational Era
as — 79 to theyear 1 F.E. Born to mddle-class parents on Helicon
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Arcturus sector (where his father, in a |legend of doubtful authenticity,
was a tobacco grower in the hydroponic plants of the planet), he early
showed anazing ability in mathematics. Anecdotes concerning his ability are
i nnunerabl e, and sone are contradictory. At the age of two, he is said to
have ..

Undoubt edl y his greatest contributions were in the field of
psychohi story. Seldon found the field little nore than a set of vague
axi ons; he left it a profound statistical science...

The best existing authority we have for the details of his life is the
bi ography written by Gaal Dornick who. as a young nan, net Seldon two years
before the great mathematician's death. The story of the neeting

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA*

* Al quotations from the Encycl opedia Gal acti ca here reproduced are taken
fromthe 116th Edition published in 1020 F.E. by the Encycl opedia Gal actica
Publ i shi ng Co., Ter m nus, with per m ssi on of the publ i shers.

H s name was Gaal Dornick and he was just a country boy who had never seen

Trantor before. That is, not inreal life. He had seen it many tinmes on the
hyper-video, and occasionally in trenendous three-di nensional newscasts
covering an Inperial Coronation or the opening of a Galactic Council. Even
though he had lived all his Ilife on the world of Synnax, which circled a

star at the edges of the Blue Drift, he was not cut off fromcivilization
you see. At that time, no place in the Gl axy was.

There were nearly twenty-five mllion inhabited planets in the Gal axy then,
and not one but owed allegiance to the Enpire whose seat was on Trantor. |t
was the |ast halfcentury in which that could be said.

To Gaal, this trip was the undoubted climax of his young, scholarly life.
He had been in space before so that the trip, as a voyage and not hi ng nore,
meant little to him To be sure, he had travel ed previously only as far as
Synnax's only satellite in order to get the data on the nechanics of neteor
driftage which he needed for his dissertation, but space-travel was all one
whether one travelled half a mllion nmles, or as many light years.

He had steeled hinself just a little for the Junp through hyper-space, a
phenomenon one did not experience in sinple interplanetary trips. The Junp
remai ned, and would probably remain forever, the only practical nethod of
travel ling between the stars. Travel through ordinary space could proceed
at no rate nore rapid than that of ordinary light (a bit of scientific
know edge that bel onged anong the itens known since the forgotten dawn of
human history), and that would have nmeant years of travel between even the
nearest of inhabited systens. Through hyper-space, that uni nagi nabl e region
that was neither space nor time, matter nor energy, sonething nor nothing,
one could traverse the length of the Galaxy in the interval between two
nei ghboring instants of tine.

Gaal had waited for the first of those Junps with a little dread curled
gently in his stonmach, and it ended in nothing nore than a trifling jar, a
little internal kick which ceased an instant before he could be sure he had
felt it. That was all.

And after that, there was only the ship, large and glistening; the coo
production of 12,000 years of |Imnperial progress; and hinself, wth his
doctorate in mathematics freshly obtained and an invitation fromthe great
Hari Seldon to cone to Trantor and join the vast and sonmewhat nysterious
Sel don Proj ect.
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What Gaal was waiting for after the disappointnment of the Junp was that
first sight of Trantor. He haunted the Viewroom The steel shutter-lids
were rolled back at announced tines and he was always there, watching the
hard brilliance of the stars, enjoying the incredible hazy swarm of a star
cluster, like a giant congloneration of fire-flies caught in m d-notion and
stilled forever, At one tinme there was the cold, blue-white snmoke of a
gaseous nebula within five light vyears of the ship, spreading over the
wi ndow |ike distant mlk, filling the room with an icy tinge, and
di sappeari ng out of sight two hours later, after anot her  Junp.

The first sight of Trantor's sun was that of a hard, white speck all but
lost in a nyriad such, and recogni zabl e only because it was pointed out by
the ship's guide. The stars were thick here near the Galactic center. But
with each Junmp, it shone nore brightly, drowning out the rest, paling them
and t hi nning them out.

An officer canme through and said, "Viewroomwll be closed for the
remai nder of the trip. Prepare for landing."

Gaal had followed after, clutching at the sleeve of the white uniformwth
t he Spaceshi p-and-Sun of the Enpire on it.

He said, "Wuld it be possible to let me stay? | would like to see
Trantor."

The officer smled and Gaal flushed a bit. It occurred to himthat he spoke
with a provincial accent.

The  officer sai d, "We'll  be | andi ng on Trantor by nor ni ng. "
"I mean | want to see it from Space."

"Ch. Sorry, ny boy. |If this were a space-yacht we mght manage it. But
we' re spinning down, sunside. You wouldn't want to be blinded, burnt, and
radi ation-scarred all at the same tine, would you?"

Gaal started to wal k away.

The officer called after him "Trantor would only be gray blur anyway, Kid.
Wiy don't you take a space-tour once you hit Trantor. They're cheap."

Gaal | ooked back, "Thank you very nuch."

It was childish to feel disappointed, but childishness comes alnopst as
naturally to a nman as to a child, and there was a lunmp in Gaal's throat. He
had never seen Trantor spread out in all its incredibility, as large as
life, and he hadn't expected to have to wait |onger

2

The ship landed in a nedley of noises. There was the far-off hiss of the
at mosphere cutting and sliding past the metal of the ship. There was the
steady drone of the conditioners fighting the heat of friction, and the
slower runble of the engines enforcing deceleration. There was the human
sound of nen and women gathering in the debarkation roons and the grind of
the hoists lifting baggage, mail, and freight to the long axis of the ship,
from which they would be later noved along to the wunloading platform

Gaal felt the slight jar that indicated the ship no longer had an
i ndependent notion of its own. Ship's gravity had been giving way to
pl anetary gravity for hours. Thousands of passengers had been sitting
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patiently in the debarkation roons which swung easily on vyielding
force-fields to accommdate its orientation to the changing direction of
the gravitational forces. Now they were craw ing down curving ranps to the
| arge, yawning | ocks.

Gaal's baggage was mnor. He stood at a desk, as it was quickly and
expertly taken apart and put together again. H's visa was inspected and
stanped. He hinself paid no attention

This was Trantor! The air seened a little thicker here, the gravity a bit
greater, than on his hone planet of Synnax, but he would get used to that.
He wondered if he would get used to imrensity.

Debarkation Building was trenmendous. The roof was alnpbst lost in the
heights. Gaal could alnobst inagine that clouds could form beneath its
i mensity. He could see no opposite wall; just nmen and desks and convergi ng
floor till it faded out in haze.

The man at the desk was speaking again. He sounded annoyed. He said, "Mbove
on, Dornick." He had to open the visa, |ook again, before he remenbered the
nane.

Gaal said, "Were— where-"
The man at the desk jerked a thunb, "Taxis to the right and third left."

Gaal noved, seeing the glowing twi sts of air suspended high in nothingness
and reading, "TAXIS TO ALL PO NTS."

A figure detached itself fromanonymity and stopped at the desk, as Gaa
left. The nman at the desk | ooked up and nodded briefly. The figure nodded
in return and followed the young i mm grant.

He was in tine to hear Gaal's destination
Gaal found hinmself hard against a railing.

The small sign said, "Supervisor." The man to whomthe sign referred did
not | ook up. He said, "Were to?"

Gaal wasn't sure, but even a few seconds hesitation meant nen queuing in
I'ine behind him

The Supervi sor | ooked up, "Were to?"

Gaal's funds were low, but there was only this one night and then he woul d
have a job. He tried to sound nonchalant, "A good hotel, please."”

The Super vi sor was uni npressed, "They're al | good. Nane one. "
Gaal said, desperately, "The nearest one, please."

The Supervisor touched a button. A thin line of light forned along the
floor, twisting anobng others which brightened and dimmed in different
colors and shades. A ticket was shoved into Gaal's hands. It gl owed
faintly.

The Supervi sor said, "One point twelve."
Gaal funbled for the coins. He said, "Were do | go?"

"Follow the light. The ticket will keep glowing as |long as you're pointed
inthe tight direction."
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Gaal | ooked wup and began wal ki ng. There were hundreds creeping across the
vast floor, following their individual trails, sifting and straining
thenselves through intersection points to arrive at their respective
desti nati ons.

H's own trail ended. A man in glaring blue and yellow uniform shining and
new in unst ai nabl e pl asto-textile, reached for hi s t wo bags.

"Direct line to the Luxor," he said.

The man who foll owed Gaal heard that. He also heard Gaal say, "Fine," and
wat ched hi m enter the blunt-nosed vehicle.

The taxi lifted straight wup. Gaal stared out the curved, transparent
wi ndow, marvelling at the sensation of airflight wthin an enclosed
structure and clutching instinctively at the back of the driver's seat. The
vastness contracted and the people becane ants in randomdistribution. The
scene contracted further and began to slide backward.

There was a wall ahead. It began high in the air and extended upward out of
sight. It was riddled with holes that were the nmouths of tunnels. Gaal's
taxi nmoved toward one then plunged into it. For a nonent, Gaal wondered
idly how his driver could pick out one anbng so nany.

There was now only blackness, with nothing but the past-flashing of a
colored signal light to relieve the gloom The air was full of a rushing
sound.

Gaal | eaned forward against deceleration then and the taxi popped out of
the tunnel and descended to ground-I|evel once nore.

"The Luxor Hotel," said the driver, unnecessarily. He helped Gaal with his
baggage, accepted a tenth-credit tip with a businesslike air, picked up a
wai ti ng passenger, and was rising again.

Inall this, fromthe nonment of debarkation, there had been no glinpse of
sky.

3.

TRANTOR-... At the beginning of the thirteenth mllennium this tendency
reached its climax. As the center of the Inperial Governnment for unbroken
hundreds of generations and located, as it was, toward the central regions
of the Galaxy anmong the nost densely populated and industrially advanced
worl ds of the system it could scarcely help being the densest and richest
clot of humanity the Race had ever seen

Its urbani zation, progressing steadily, had finally reached the ultinmte.
Al the land surface of Trantor, 75,000,000 square mles in extent, was a
single city. The population, at its height, was well in excess of forty
billions. This enornous population was devoted alnobst entirely to the
adm nistrative necessities of Enpire, and found thenselves all too few for
the conplications of the task. (It is to be renenbered that the
impossibility of proper adnmnistration of the Galactic Enpire under the
uni nspired |l eadership of the later Enperors was a considerable factor in
the Fall.) Daily, fleets of ships in the tens of thousands brought the
produce of twenty agricultural worlds to the dinner tables of Trantor....

Its dependence wupon the outer worlds for food and, indeed, for al
necessities of life, made Trantor increasingly vulnerable to conquest by
siege. In the last mllennium of the Enpire, the nonotonously nunerous
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revolts made Enperor after Enperor conscious of this, and Inperial policy
became little more than the protection of Trantor's delicate jugular
vein...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA

Gaal was not certain whether the sun shone, or, for that matter, whether it
was day or night. He was ashamed to ask. Al the planet seened to |ive
beneath netal. The neal of which he had just partaken had been | abell ed
| uncheon, but there were many planets which |ived a standard tinescal e that
took no account of the perhaps inconvenient alternation of day and night.
The rate of planetary turnings differed, and he did not know that of
Trant or.

At first, he had eagerly followed the signs to the "Sun Roonmt' and found it
but a chanber for basking in artificial radiation. He lingered a nonent or
two, then returned to the Luxor's main | obby.

He said to the roomclerk, "Wiere can | buy a ticket for a planetary tour?"
"Ri ght here."
"When will it start?"

"You just mssed it. Another one tonorrow. Buy a ticket now and we'll
reserve a place for you."

"Ch." Tonmorrow would be too late. He would have to be at the University
tomorrow. He said, "There wouldn't be an observation tower — or sonething?
I nean, in the open air."

"Sure! Sell you a ticket for that, if you want. Better let nme check if it's
raining or not." He <closed a contact at his elbow and read the flow ng
letters that raced across a frosted screen. Gaal read with him

The roomclerk said, "Good weather. Come to think of it, | do believe it's
the dry season now." He added, conversationally, "I don't bother with the
outside nyself. The last time | was in the open was three years ago. You
see it once, you know and that's all there is to it. Here's your ticket.
Special elevator in the rear. It's marked 'To the Tower.' Just take it."

The elevator was of the new sort that ran by gravitic repulsion Ga
entered and others flowed in behind him The operator closed a contact. For
a nmonent, Gaal felt suspended in space as gravity switched to zero, and
then he had weight again in snmall nmeasure as the elevator accel erated
upward. Deceleration followed and his feet left the floor. He squawked
against his wll.

The operator called out, "Tuck your feet under the railing. Can't you read
t he sign?"

The others had done so. They were smiling at himas he madly and vainly
tried to clamber back down the wall. Their shoes pressed upward agai nst the
chromiumof the railings that stretched across the floor in parallels set
two feet apart. He had noticed those railings on entering and had ignored
t hem

Then a hand reached out and pull ed hi m down.
He gasped his thanks as the elevator cane to a halt.

He stepped out upon an open terrace bathed in a white brilliance that hurl
his eyes. The man, whose hel ping hand he had just now been the recipient
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of , was inmmedi ately behind him
The man said, kindly, "Plenty of seats."

Gaal closed his nouth; he had been gaping; and said, "It certainly seens
so." He started for them automatically, then stopped.

He said, "If you don't mind, I'Il just stop a nonent at the railing. | — |
want to look a bit."

The man waved him on, good-naturedly, and Gaal I|eaned out over the
shoul der - hi gh railing and bat hed hi nsel f in all the panor ama
He could not see the ground. It was lost in the ever increasing

conplexities of man-made structures. He could see no horizon other than
that of metal against sky, stretching out to alnost uniformgrayness, and
he knew it was so over all the land-surface of the planet. There was
scarcely any notion to be seen — a few pleasure-craft |azed against the
sky-but all the busy traffic of billions of men were going on, he knew,
beneath the metal skin of the world.

There was no green to be seen; no green, no soil, no life other than nan.
Sonewhere on the world, he realized vaguely, was the Enperor's pal ace, set
am d one hundred square niles of natural soil, green with trees, rai nbowed
with flowers. It was a snmall island anmid an ocean of steel, but it wasn't
visible from where he stood. It might be ten thousand niles away. He did
not know.

Bef ore very long, he nust have his tour!

He sighed noisily, and realized finally that he was on Trantor at l|ast; on

the planet which was the center of all the Galaxy and the kernel of the
human race. He saw none of its weaknesses. He saw no ships of food | anding.
He was not aware of a jugular vein delicately connecting the forty billion

of Trantor with the rest of the Galaxy. He was conscious only of the
m ghtiest deed of man; the conplete and alnobst contenptuously fina
conquest of a world.

He cane away a little blank-eyed. Hs friend of the el evator was indicating
a seat next to hinself and Gaal took it.

The man sm | ed. "My nane is Jerril. First time on Trantor?"
"Yes, M. Jerril."

"Thought so. Jerril's my first nane. Trantor gets you if you' ve got the
poetic tenperanment. Trantorians never come up here, though. They don't like
it. Gves them nerves."

"Nerves! — My nane's Gaal, by the way. Wiy should it give themnerves? It's
glorious."

"Subjective matter of opinion, Gaal. If you're born in a cubicle and grow
up in a corridor, and work in a cell, and vacation in a crowded sun-room

then conming up into the open with nothing but sky over you might just give
you a nervous breakdown. They make the children come up here once a year,
after they're five. | don't knowif it does any good. They don't get enough
of it, really, and the first few times they screamthenselves into
hysteria. They ought to start as soon as they're weaned and have the trip
once a week."

He went on, "O course, it doesn't really matter. What if they never cone
out at all? They're happy down there and they run the Enpire. How high up

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Foundation.txt (12 of 146) [1/14/03 9:33:40 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/ saac%20A simov/Foundation.txt
do you think we are?"
He said, "Half a mle?" and wondered if t hat sounded nai ve.

It must have, for Jerril chuckled a little. He said, "No. Just five hundred
feet."

"What ? But the el evator took about -

"I know. But mpst of the tine it was just getting up to ground |evel

Trantor is tunneled over a mle down. It's like an iceberg. N ne-tenths of
it is out of sight. It even works itself out a fewmles into the sub-ocean
soil at the shorelines. |In fact, we're down so |low that we can nmake use of
the tenperature difference between ground | evel and a couple of mles under
to supply us with all the energy we need. Did you know that?"

"No, | thought you used atom c generators."
"Did once. But this is cheaper."
"l imagi ne so."

"What do you think of it all?" For a nonent, the man's good nature
evaporated into shrewdness. He | ooked al nost sly.

Gaal funbled. "d orious," he said, again.
"Here on vacation? Traveling? Sight-seeing?"

"No exactly. At least, |[|'ve always wanted to visit Trantor but | cane here
primarily for a job."

" m?u

Gaal felt obliged to explain further, "Wth Dr. Seldon's project at the
Uni versity of Trantor."

"Raven Sel don?"

"Way, no. The one | nean is Hari Seldon. -The psychohistorian Sel don.
don't know of any Raven Sel don."

"Hari's the one | nmean. They call him Raven. Slang, you know. He keeps
predi cting disaster."

"He does?" Gaal was genuinely astonished.

"Surely, you rmust know. " Jerril was not smling. "You're coning to work for
him aren't you?"

"Wl l, yes, I'ma mathematician. Wiy does he predict disaster? What kind of
di saster?"

"What ki nd would you think?"

"I"'mafraid I wouldn't have the |least idea. |'ve read the papers Dr. Sel don
and his group have published. They're on nathenmati cal theory."

"Yes, the ones they publish."

Gaal felt annoyed. He said, "I think I'lIl go to nmy roomnow Very pleased
to have net you."

Jerril waved his armindifferently in farewell.
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Gaal found a man waiting for him in his room For a monent, he was too
startled to put into words the inevitable, "Wat are you doing here?" that
cane to his lips.

The man rose. He was old and al nost bald and he wal ked with a linp, but his
eyes were very bright and bl ue.

He said, "I am Hari Seldon," an instant before Gaal's befuddled brain
pl aced the face alongside the menory of the many times he had seen it in
pi ctures.

4.

PSYCHOHI STORY-. . . Gaal Dorni ck, wusing nonmathematical concepts, has defined
psychohistory to be that branch of mathematics which deals with the
reactions of human conglonerates to fixed social and economic stinuli....

Implicit in all these definitions is the assunption that the human
conglonerate being dealt with is sufficiently large for valid statistica
treatment. The necessary size of such a conglonerate may be determ ned by
Seldon's First Theoremwhich ... A further necessary assunption is that the
human congl omerate be itself unaware of psychohistoric analysis in order
that its reactions be truly random...

The basis of all valid psychohistory lies in the devel opnent of the Sel don
Functions which exhibit properties congruent to those of such social and
econonmic forces as ..

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA
"CGood afternoon, sir," said Gaal. "I- | -"

"You didn't think we were to neet before tonorrow? Ordinarily, we would not
have. It is just that if we are to use your services, we nust work quickly.
It grows continually nore difficult to obtain recruits.™

"l don't understand, sir."

"You were talkingto a nman on the observation tower, were you not?"

"Yes. His first nane is Jerril. | know no nore about him

"His name is nothing. He is an agent of the Conmi ssion of Public Safety. He
foll owed you fromthe space-port."

"But why? | amafraid | amvery confused."

"Did the nman on the tower say nothing about nme?"

Gaal hesitated, "He referred to you as Raven Sel don."
"Did he say why?"

"He said you predict disaster."

"l do. What does Trantor nean to you?"

Everyone seenmed to be asking his opinion of Trantor. Gaal felt incapable of
response beyond the bare word, "d orious."

"You say that wi thout thinking. What of psychohistory?"

"l haven't thought of applying it to the problem"
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"Before you are done wth nme, young nan, you will learn to apply
psychohistory to all problens as a nmatter of course. —-Cbserve." Seldon
renoved his cal culator pad fromthe pouch at his belt. Men said he kept one
beneath his pillow for use in nonents of wakefulness. Its gray, glossy
finish was slightly worn by use. Seldon's ninble fingers, spotted now with
age, played along the files and rows of buttons that filled its surface.
Red synbol s gl owed out fromthe upper tier

He said, "That represents the condition of the Enpire at present."”
He waited.

Gaal said finally, "Surely that is not a conplete representation.”
"No, not conplete,"” said Seldon. "I am glad you do not accept ny word
blindly. However, this is an approximation which will serve to denonstrate

the proposition. WIIl you accept that?"

"Subject to ny later verification of the derivation of the function, yes."
Gaal was carefully avoiding a possible trap.

"Good. Add to this the known probability of Inperial assassination,
viceregal revolt, the contenporary recurrence of periods of econonic
depression, the declining rate of planetary explorations, the. "

He proceeded. As each item was nentioned, new symbols sprang to life at his
touch, and nelted into the basic function which expanded and changed.

Gaal stopped him only once. "I don't see the validity of that
set-transformation."

Sel don repeated it nore slowy.
Gaal said, "But that is done by way of a forbidden sociooperation.”

"Good. You are quick, but not yet quick enough. It is not forbidden in this
connection. Let nme do it by expansions."”

The procedure was nmuch | onger and at its end, Gaal said, hunbly, "Yes, I
see now. "

Finally, Seldon stopped. "This is Trantor three centuries fromnow How do
you interpret that? Eh?" He put his head to one side and waited.

Gaal said, unbelievingly, "Total destruction! But — but that is inpossible.
Trantor has never been -

Sel don was filled with the intense excitenent of a nan whose body only had
grown old. "Cone, conme. You saw how the result was arrived at. Put it into
words. Forget the synbolismfor a nonent."

Gaal said, "As Trantor becomes nore specialized, it be cones nore

vul nerable, less able to defend itself. Further, as it becones nore and
more the administrative center of Enpire, it becones a greater prize. As
the I nperial succession becomes nore and nore uncertain, and the feuds
anong the great famlies nore ranpant, social responsibility disappears.

"Enough. And what of the nunerical probability of total destruction within
three centuries?"

"I couldn't tell."

"Surely you can performa field-differentiation?"
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Gaal felt hinself under pressure. He was not offered the cal cul ator pad. It
was held a foot fromhis eyes. He calculated furiously and felt his
forehead grow slick with sweat.

He said, "About 85%"

"Not bad," said Seldon, thrusting out a lower lip, "but not good. The
actual figure is 92.5%"

Gaal said, "And so you are called Raven Sel don? | have seen none of this in
the journals.”

"But of course not. This is unprintable. Do you suppose the Inperiumcould
expose its shakiness in this manner. That is a very sinple denpbnstration in
psychohi story. But some of our results have | eaked out anobng the

ari stocracy."

"That's bad."

"Not necessarily. Al is taken into account."

"But is that why |I'm being investigated?"

"Yes. Everything about my project is being investigated."
"Are you in danger, sir?"

"Ch, yes. There is probability of 1.7%that | will be executed, but of
course that will not stop the project. W have taken that into account as

well. Well, never mind. You will neet ne, | suppose, at the University

t onmor r ow?"

"I ' will," said Gaal

5.

COW SSION OF PUBLIC SAFETY-... The aristocratic coterie rose to power
after the assassination of Cleon |, last of the Entuns. In the main, they

formed an elenment of order during the centuries of instability and
uncertainty in the Inperium Usually under the control of the great

famlies of the Chens and the Divarts, it degenerated eventually into a
blind instrument for maintenance of the status quo.... They were not
completely renoved as a power in the state until after the accession of the
| ast strong Enperor, Cl eon H  The first Chief Conmi ssi oner. ..

In a way, the beginning of the Commission's decline can be traced to
the trial of Hari Seldon two years before the begi nning of the Foundationa
Era. That trial is described in Gaal Dornick's biography of Hari Seldon...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA

Gaal did not carry out his pronise. He was awakened the next morning by a
muted buzzer. He answered it, and the voice of the desk clerk, as nuted,
polite and deprecating as it well mght be, informed himthat he was under
detention at the orders of the Conmi ssi on of Public Saf et y.

Gaal sprang to the door and found it would no |onger open. He could only
dress and wait.

They came for him and took himel sewhere, but it was still detention. They
asked hi mquestions nmost politely. It was all very civilized. He expl ai ned
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that he was a provincial of Synnax; that he had attended such and such
schools and obtained a Doctor of Mathematics degree on such and such a
date. He had applied for a position on Dr. Seldon's staff and had been
accepted. Over and over again, he gave these details; and over and over
again, they returned to the question of his joining the Sel don Project. How
had he heard of it; what were to be his duties; what secret instructions
had he received; what was it all about?

He answered that he did not know. He had no secret instructions. He was a
schol ar and a mathemati ci an. He had no interest in politics.

And finally the gentle inquisitor asked, "Wen will Trantor be destroyed?"
Gaal faltered, "I could not say of nmy own know edge."

"Coul d you say of anyone's?"

"How could | speak for another?" He felt warm overwarm

The inquisitor said, "Has anyone told you of such destruction; set a date?"
And, as the young man hesitated, he went on, "You have been foll owed,
doctor. W were at the airport when you arrived; on the observation tower
when you waited for your appointnment; and, of course, we were able to
over hear your conversation with Dr. Seldon."

Gaal said, "Then you know his views on the matter.

"Perhaps. But we would like to hear themfromyou

"He is of the opinion that Trantor would be destroyed within three
centuries."

"He proved it, — uh — mathematically?"
"Yes, he did," — defiantly.
"You nmaintain the - uh - nathenmatics to be wvalid, | suppose.

"If Dr. Seldon vouches for it, it is valid."
"Then we will return.”

"Wait. | have aright toa lawer. | demand ny rights as an Inperia
citizen."

"You shall have them"

And he di d.

It was a tall man that eventually entered, a man whose face seened al
vertical lines and so thin that one coul d wonder whether there was room for
a smle.

Gaal | ooked up. He felt disheveled and wilted. So rmuch had happened, yet he
had been on Trantor not nore than thirty hours.

The man said, "I amlLors Avakim Dr. Seldon has directed nme to represent
you. "

"I's that so? Well, then, I|ook here. | demand an instant appeal to the
Emperor. |'m being held without cause. |1'minnocent of anything. O

anything." He slashed his hands outward, palns down, "You've got to arrange
a hearing with the Enperor, instantly."
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Avaki mwas carefully enptying the contents of a flat folder onto the floor
If Gaal had had the stomach for it, he m ght have recogni zed Cel |l onet | ega
forms, nmetal thin and tapelike, adapted for insertion within the small ness
of a personal capsule. He might also have recognized a pocket recorder

Avakim paying no attention to Gaal's outburst, finally | ooked up. He said,
"The Commission will, of course, have a spy beam on our conversation. This
is against the law, but they will use one neverthel ess."”

Gaal ground his teeth.

"However," and Avaki m seated hinself deliberately, "the recorder | have on
the table, — which is a perfectly ordinary recorder to all appearances and
performs it duties well — has the additional property of conpletely

bl anketing the spy beam This is sonething they will not find out at once."
"Then | can speak."

"Of course.”

"Then | want a hearing with the Enperor."

Avakimsmled frostily, and it turned out that there was roomfor it on his
thin face after all. His cheeks winkled to make the room He said, "You
are fromthe provinces."

"I amnone the less an Inperial citizen. As good a one as you or as any of
this Conmm ssion of Public Safety."”

"No doubt; no doubt. It is nerely that, as a provincial, you do not
understand life on Trantor as it is, There are no hearings before the
Enperor."

"To whom else would one appeal fromthis Commission? |s there other
pr ocedur e?"

"None. There 1is no recourse in a practical sense. Legalistically, you may
appeal to the Enperor, but you would get no hearing. The Enperor today is
not the Enperor of an Entun dynasty, you know. Trantor, | amafraid is in
the hands of the aristocratic famlies, nenbers of which conpose the
Conmi ssion of Public Safety. This is a devel opnment which is well predicted
by psychohistory."

Gaal said, "Indeed? In that case, if Dr. Seldon can predict the history of
Trantor three hundred years into the future -"

"He can pr edi ct it fifteen hundred vyears into the future.”

"Let it be fifteen thousand. Way couldn't he yesterday have predicted the

events of this norning and warned ne. -No, I'msorry." Gaal sat down and
rested his head in one sweating palm "I quite wunderstand that
psychohistory is a statistical science and cannot predict the future of a
single man with any accuracy. You'll understand that |'m upset."

"But you are wong. Dr. Seldon was of the opinion that you would be
arrested this norning."

"What !'"

"I't is unfortunate, but true. The Commi ssion has been nobre and nore hostile
to his activities. New nenbers joining the group have been interfered with
to an increasing extent. The graphs showed that for our purposes, nmatters
m ght best be brought to a climx now. The Conmi ssion of itself was noving

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Foundation.txt (18 of 146) [1/14/03 9:33:40 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/ saac%20A simov/Foundation.txt

somewhat slowy so Dr. Seldon visited you yesterday for the purpose of
forcing their hand. No other reason."

Gaal caught his breath, "I resent —

"Please. It was necessary. You were not picked for any personal reasons.
You nust realize that Dr. Seldon's plans, which are laid out wth the
devel oped nmat hematics of over eighteen years include all eventualities with
significant probabilities. This is one of them |'ve been sent here for no
ot her purpose than to assure you that you need not fear. It will end well;
al nost certainly so for the project; and with reasonable probability for
you."

"What are the figures?" demanded Gaal

"For the project, over 99.9%"

"And for nysel f?"

"I aminstructed that this probability is 77.2%"

"Then |'ve got better than one chance in five of being sentenced to prison
or to death."

"The last is under one per cent."

"I ndeed. Cal culations wupon one nan nean nothing. You send Dr. Seldon to
ne. "

"Unfortunately, I cannot . Dr. Sel don is hi nsel f arrested. "

The door was thrown open before the rising Gaal could do nore than utter
the beginning of a cry. A guard entered, wal ked to the table, picked up the

recorder, |looked wupon all sides of it and put it in his pocket.
Avakimsaid quietly, "I will need that instrunent."

"W will supply you with one, Counsellor, that does not cast a static
field. "

"My interviewis done, in that case."

Gaal watched hi m| eave and was al one.

6

The trial (Gaal supposed it to be one, though it bore little resenbl ance
legalistically to the elaborate trial techniques Gaal had read of) had not
lasted long. It was in its third day. Yet already, Gaal could no | onger
stretch his nmenory back far enough to enbrace its beginning.

He hinself had been but little pecked at. The heavy guns were trained on
Dr. Seldon hinself. Hari Seldon, however, sat there unperturbed. To Gaal,
he was t he only spot of stability remai ni ng in the wor | d.

The audi ence was small and drawn exclusively from anong the Barons of the
Enpire. Press and public were excluded and it was doubtful that any
significant nunber of outsiders even knewthat a trial of Seldon was being
conducted. The atmosphere was one of wunrelieved hostility toward the
def endant s.

Five of the Commi ssion of Public Safety sat behind the raised desk. They
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wore scarlet and gold wuniforns and the shining, close-fitting plastic caps
that were the sign of their judicial function. In the center was the Chief
Conmi ssi oner Linge Chen. Gaal had never before seen so great a Lord and he
wat ched himwi th fascination. Chen, throughout the trial, rarely said a
word. He made it quite clear that nuch speech was beneath his dignity.

The Comm ssion's Advocate consulted his notes and the exam nation
continued, with Seldon still on the stand:

Q Let us see, Dr. Seldon. How many nen are now engaged in the project of
whi ch you are head?

A. Fifty mathemati ci ans.

Q Including Dr. Gaal Dornick?
Q

A. Dr. Dornick is the fifty-first,
Oh, we have fifty-one then? Search your nenory, Dr. Seldon. Perhaps
there are fifty-two or fifty-three? O per haps even nor e?

A. Dr. Dornick has not yet formally joined ny organization. Wen he does,
the nenbership wll be fifty-one. It is now fifty, as | have said.

Q Not perhaps nearly a hundred thousand?
A. Mat hemati ci ans? No.

Q | did not say mathematicians. Are there a hundred thousand in all
capacities?

A. In all capacities, your figure may be correct.

Q My be? |l say it is. | say that the nen in your project nunber
ni nety-ei ght thousand, five hundred and seventy-two.

A. | believe you are counting wonen and chil dren.

Q (raising his voice) Ninety eight thousand five hundred and seventy-two
individuals is the intent of ny statement. There is no need to quibble.

A. | accept the figures.

Q (referring to his notes) Let us drop that for the nmonment, then, and take
up anot her matter which we have al ready discussed at some |ength. Wuld you
repeat, Dr. Seldon, your thoughts concerning the future of Trantor?

A. | have said, and | say again, that Trantor will lie in ruins within the
next three centuries.

You do not consider your statenent a disloyal one?
No, sir. Scientific truth is beyond loyalty and disloyalty.
You are sure that your statenent represents scientific truth?

I am

On the basis of the mathematics of psychohistory.

Q

A

Q

A

Q On what basis?
A

Q Can you prove that this mathematics is valid' ?
A

Only to another mat hemati ci an.
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Q (with a smle) Your claim then is that your truth is of so esoteric a
nature that it is beyond the understanding of a plain man. It seens to me
that truth should be clearer than that, less nysterious, nmore open to the
m nd.

A. It presents no difficulties to sone mnds. The physics of energy
transfer, which we know as thernbdynam cs, has been clear and true through
all the history of man since the nythical ages, yet there may be people
present who would find it inpossible to design a power engine. People of
hi gh intelligence, too. | doubt if the |earned Conmi ssi oner s—

At this point, one of the Commi ssioners |eaned toward the Advocate. His
words were not heard but the hissing of the voice carried a certain
asperity. The Advocate flushed and interrupted Sel don.

Q W are not here to listen to speeches, Dr. Seldon. Let us assume that
you have made your point. Let ne suggest to you that your predictions of
disaster might be intended to destroy public confidence in the Inperia
CGovernment for purposes of your own.

A. That is not so.

Q Let ne suggest that you intend to claimthat a period of tinme preceding
the so-called ruin of Trantor will be filled with unrest of various types.

A. That is correct.

Q And that by the nmere prediction thereof, you hope to bring it about, and
to have then an arny of a hundred thousand avail abl e.

A In the first place, that is not so. And if it were, investigation wll
show you that barely ten thousand are nmen of military age, and none of
these has training in arns.

Q Are you acting as an agent for another?

A. | amnot in the pay of any man, M. Advocate.

Q You are entirely di si nterested? You are serving sci ence?
A | am

Q Then let us see how. Can the future be changed, Dr. Seldon?

A. Qbviously. This courtroommay explode in the next few hours, or it may
not. |If it did, the future would undoubtedly be changed in sone m nor
respects.

Q You quibble, Dr. Seldon. Can the overall history of the human race be
changed?

A. Yes.

Q Easily?

A. No. Wth great difficulty.
Q Wy~?

A. The psychohistoric trend of a planet-full of people contains a huge
inertia. To be changed it nmust be net wth sonething possessing a simlar
inertia. Either as many people nust be concerned, or if the nunber of
people be relatively snmall, enornous tinme for change nust be allowed. Do
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you under st and?

Q | think I do. Trantor need not be ruined, if a great many peopl e decide
to act so that it will not.

A. That is right.

Q As many as a hundred thousand peopl e?

A. No, sir. That is far too few

Q You are sure?

A. Consider that Trantor has a popul ation of over forty billions. Consider
further that the trend leading to ruin does not belong to Trantor al one but
to the Enpire as a whole and the Enpire contains nearly a quintillion human
bei ngs.

Q | see. Then perhaps a hundred thousand people can change the trend, if
t hey and their descendant s | abor for three hundr ed years.
A I'm afraid not. Three hundred vyears is too short a tine.

Q Ah! In that case, Dr. Seldon, we are left with this deduction to be nmade
fromyour statenents. You have gathered one hundred thousand people w thin
the confines of your project. These are insufficient to change the history
of Trantor within three hundred years. In other words, they cannot prevent
the destruction of Trantor no matter what they do.

A. You are unfortunately correct.

Q And on the other hand, your hundred thousand are intended for no illega
pur pose.

A. Exactly.

Q (slowy and with satisfaction) In that case, Dr. Seldon- Now attend,
sir, nmost carefully, for we want a considered answer. \WWat is the purpose
of your hundred thousand?

The Advocate's voice had grown strident. He had sprung his trap; backed
Sel don into a coner; driven himastutely fromany possibility of answering.

There was a rising buzz of conversation at that which swept the ranks of
the peers in the audience and invaded even the row of Commi ssioners. They
swayed toward one another in their scarlet and gold, only the Chief
remai ni ng uncorrupt ed.

Hari Sel don remained unmoved. He waited for the babble to evaporate.
A. To minimze the effects of that destruction
Q And exactly what do you nean by that?

A. The explanation is sinmple. The com ng destruction of Trantor is not an

event in itself, isolated in the scheme of human devel oprment. It wll be
the climax to an intricate drama whi ch was begun centuries ago and which is
accelerating in pace continuously. | refer, gentlenmen, to the devel oping

decline and fall of the Galactic Enpire.

The buzz now becane a dull roar. The Advocate, unheeded, was yelling, "You
are openly declaring that—" and stopped because the cries of "Treason" from
the audi ence showed that the point had been nmade without any hameri ng.
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Slowy, the Chief Conm ssioner raised his gavel once and let it drop. The
sound was that of a nellow gong. Wen the reverberati ons ceased, the gabble
of the audi ence al so di d. The Advocate took a deep br eat h.

Q (theatrically) Do you realize, Dr. Seldon, that you are speaking of an
Empire that has stood for twelve thousand vyears, through all the
vi ci ssitudes of the generations, and which has behind it the good w shes
and | ove of a quadrillion human bei ngs?

A. | am aware both of the present status and the past history of the
Enpire. Wthout disrespect, | nust claima far better know edge of it than
any in this room

Q And you predict its ruin?

A It is a prediction which is made by mathematics. | pass no nora
judgenents. Personally, | regret the prospect. Even if the Enpire were
admtted to be a bad thing (an admission | do not make), the state of

anarchy which would follow its fall would be worse. It is that state of
anarchy which ny project is pledged to fight. The fall of Enpire,
gentlenen, is a massive thing, however, and not easily fought. It is
dictated by a rising bureaucracy, a receding initiative, a freezing of
caste, a dammng of curiosity — a hundred other factors. It has been going
on, as | have said, for centuries, and it is too majestic and nassive a
noverment to stop

Q Is it not obvious to anyone that the Enpire is as strong as it ever was?

A.  The appearance of strength is all about you. It would seem to |ast
forever. However, M. Advocate, the rotten tree-trunk, until the very
monent when the stormblast breaks it in two, has all the appearance of
mght it ever had. The stormblast whistles through the branches of the
Enpire even now. Listen with the ears of psychohistory, and you will hear
t he creaki ng.

Q (uncertainly) We are not here, Dr. Seldon, to lis-—

A (firmy) The Enpire wll wvanish and all its good wth it. |Its
accunul ated knowl edge will decay and the order it has inposed will vanish.
Interstellar wars will be endless; interstellar trade wll decay;
popul ation will decline; worlds will lose touch with the nain body of the

Gal axy. —And so matters will remain.
Q (a snall voice in the mddle of a vast silence) Forever?

A.  Psychohistory, which can predict the fall, can mnake statements
concerning the succeeding dark ages. The Enpire, gentlenen, as has just
been said, has stood twelve thousand years. The dark ages to come wll
endure not twelve, but thirty thousand years. A Second Empire will rise,
but between it and our civilization will be one thousand generations of
suffering humanity. We must fight that.

Q (recovering sonewhat) You contradict yourself. You said earlier that you
could not prevent the destruction of Trantor; hence, presumably, the fall
—-the so-called fall of the Enpire

A. | do not say now that we can prevent the fall. But it 1is not yet too
late to shorten the interregnum which wll follow It 1is possible,
gentlenen, to reduce the duration of anarchy to a single mllennium if ny
group is allowed to act now W are at a delicate nonent in history. The
huge, onrushing nmass of events must be deflected just a little, — just a
little — It cannot be nmuch, but it nmay be enough to renobve twenty-nine
thousand years of misery from hunman history.
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Q How do you propose to do this?

A. By saving the know edge of the race. The sum of human knowi ng i s beyond
any one nman; any thousand nen. Wth the destruction of our social fabric,

science will be broken into a nmillion pieces. Individuals will know rmuch of
exceedingly tiny facets of what there is to know They will be hel pl ess and
usel ess by thenselves. The bits of lore, neaningless, will not be passed
on. They wll be lost through the generations. But, if we now prepare a
giant summary of all know edge, it will never be lost. Conming generations
will build onit, and will not have to rediscover it for thenselves. One
mllenniumw Il do the work of thirty thousand.

Q Al this

A Al ny project; ny thirty thousand nen with their w ves and children,
are devoting thenselves to the preparation of an "Encycl opedia Gal actica."
They will not conplete it in their lifetines. | will not even live to see
it fairly begun. But by the time Trantor falls, it will be conplete and
copies will exist in every major library in the Gal axy.

The Chief Comm ssioner's gavel rose and fell. Hari Seldon left the stand
and quietly took his seat next to Gaal

He smled and said, "How did you |like the show?"
Gaal said, "You stole it. But what will happen now?"
"They' |l adjourn the trial and try to cone to a private agreenent with nme."

"How do you know?"

Seldon said, "I'lIl be honest. | don't know It depends on the Chief
Commi ssioner. | have studied himfor years. | have tried to analyze his
wor ki ngs, but you know how risky it is to introduce the vagaries of an
i ndi vi dual in the psychohi storic equations. Yet I have hopes. "
7

Avaki m approached, nodded to Gaal, |eaned over to whisper to Seldon. The

cry of adjournnent rang out, and guards separated them Gaal was | ed away.

The next day's hearings were entirely different. Hari Seldon and Gaa
Dornick were alone with the Conmission. They were seated at a table
together, with scarcely a separation between the five judges and the two
accused. They were even offered cigars from a box of iridescent plastic
whi ch had the appearance of water, endlessly flow ng. The eyes were fool ed
into seeing the notion although the fingers reported it to be hard and dry.

Sel don accepted one; Gaal refused.
Sel don said, "My lawer is not present."

A Conmissioner replied, "This is no longer a trial, Dr. Seldon. W are here
to discuss the safety of the State."

Linge Chen said, "I will speak,"” and the other Conmm ssioners sat back in
their chairs, prepared to listen. A silence forned about Chen into which he
m ght drop his words.

Gaal held his breath. Chen, |l ean and hard, older in |ooks than in fact, was
the actual Enperor of all the Galaxy. The child who bore the title itself
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was only a synmbol nmanufactured by Chen, and not the first such, either

Chen said, "Dr. Seldon, you disturb the peace of the Enperor's real m None
of the quadrillions living now anobng all the stars of the Galaxy will be
living a century fromnow Wy, then, should we concern ourselves with
events of three centuries distance?"

"I shall not be alive half a decade hence," said Seldon, and yet it is of
overpowering concern to ne. Call it idealism Call it an identification of
myself with that nystical generalization to which we refer by the term
"humanity."'"

"l do not wish to take the trouble to understand mysticism Can you tell ne

why | may not rid nyself of you, and of an unconfortable and unnecessary
three-century future which | wll never see by having you executed
t oni ght ?"

"A week ago," said Seldon, lightly, "you might have done so and perhaps
retained a one in ten probability of yourself remaining alive at year's
end. Today, the one in ten probability is scarcely one in ten thousand."

There were expired breaths in the gathering and uneasy stirrings. Gaal felt
the short hairs prickle on the back of his neck. Chen's upper eyelids
dropped a little.

"How so?" he said.

"The fall of Trantor," said Seldon, "cannot be stopped by any conceivabl e
effort. It can be hastened easily, however. The tale of ny interrupted
trial will spread through the Galaxy. Frustration of ny plans to lighten
the disaster will convince people that the future holds no prom se to them
Already they recall the lives of their grandfathers with envy. They wll
see that political revolutions and trade stagnations will increase. The
feeling will pervade the Galaxy that only what a man can grasp for hinself
at that nonent will be of any account. Anbitious nen will not wait and
unscrupul ous men will not hang back. By their every action they will hasten
the decay of the worlds. Have ne killed and Trantor wll fall not within

three centuries but within fifty years and you, yourself, within a single
year."

Chen said, "These are words to frighten children, and yet your death is not
the only answer which will satisfy us."

He Iifted his slender hand fromthe papers on which it rested, so that only
two fingers touched lightly upon the topnbst sheet.

"Tell me," he said, "will your only activity be that of preparing this
encycl opedi a you speak of ?"

Tt owill."
"And need that be done on Trantor?"

"Trantor, my lord, possesses the Inperial Library, as well as the scholarly
resources of the University of Trantor."

"And yet if you were |ocated elsewhere— , let us say upon a planet where
the hurry and distractions of a mnetropolis will not interfere wth
scholastic nusings; where your nmen nmay devote thenselves entirely and
single-mndedly to their work; —-m ght not that have advantages?"

"M nor ones, perhaps."
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"Such a world had been chosen, then. You may work, doctor, at your |eisure,
with your hundred thousand about you. The Galaxy will know that you are

wor king and fighting the Fall. They will even be told that you will prevent
the Fall." He smiled, "Since |l do not believe in so many things, it is not
difficult for nme to disbelieve in the Fall as well, so that | amentirely
convinced | will be telling the truth to the people. And neanwhile, doctor,
you Wwll not trouble Trantor and there will be no disturbance of the

Enperor's peace.

"The alternative is death for yourself and for as many of your followers as
will seem necessary. Your earlier threats | disregard. The opportunity for
choosi ng between death and exile is given you over a time period stretching
fromthis nmoment to one five mnutes hence."

"Which is the world chosen, ny |ord?" said Sel don

"It is called, I believe, Term nus," said Chen. Negligently, he turned the
papers upon his desk with his fingertips so that they faced Seldon. "It is
uni nhabi ted, but quite habitable, and can be nolded to suit the necessities
of scholars. It is sonewhat secluded-"

Sel don interrupted, "It is at the edge of the Gal axy, sir.

"As | have said, somewhat secluded. It wll suit your needs for
concentration. Cone, you have two minutes left."

Sel don said, "W wll need tine to arrange such a trip. There are twenty
thousand fanilies involved."

"You will be given tinme."

Sel don thought a nonent, and the last mnute began to die. He said, "I
accept exile."

Gaal 's heart skipped a beat at the words. For the nost part, he was filled
with a trenmendous joy for who would not be, to escape death. Yet in all his
vast relief, he found space for a little regret that Seldon had been
def eat ed

8.

For a long while, they sat silently as the taxi whined through the hundreds
of mles of wormlike tunnels toward the University. And then Gaal stirred.
He sai d:

"Was what you told the Comm ssioner true? Wuld your execution have really
hast ened the Fal |l ?"

Sel don said, "I never |ie about psychohistoric findings. Nor would it have
availed nme in this case. Chen knew | spoke the truth. He is a very clever
politician and politicians by the very nature of their work nust have an
instinctive feeling for the truths of psychohistory."

"Then need you have accepted exile," Gaal wondered, but Seldon did not
answer .

When they burst out upon the University grounds, Gaal's nuscles took action
of their own; or rather, inaction. He had to be carried, alnost, out of the
t axi

Al the University was a blaze of light. Gaal had al nost forgotten that a
sun coul d exi st.
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The University structures |lacked the hard steel-gray of the rest of
Trantor. They were silvery, rather. The netallic luster was al nobst ivory in
col or.

Sel don said, "Soldiers, it seens."

"What ?" Gaal brought his eyes to the prosaic ground and found a sentine
ahead of them

They stopped before him and a soft-spoken captain materialized froma
near - by doorway.

He said, "Dr. Seldon?"
"Yes."

"W have been waiting for you. You and your nen wll be under nartial |aw
henceforth. | have been instructed to informyou that six nonths will be
al l oned you for preparations to | eave for Term nus."

"Six months!" began Gaal, but Seldon's fingers were upon his elbowwth
gentl e pressure.

"These are ny instructions," repeated the captain.

He was gone, and Gaal turned to Seldon, "Wy, what can be done in six
mont hs? This is but slower nurder."

"Quietly. Quietly. Let us reach ny office.”

It was not a large office, but it was quite spy-proof and quite
undetectably so. Spy-beans trained upon it received neither a suspicious
silence nor an even nobre suspicious static. They received, rather, a
conversation constructed at random out of a vast stock of innocuous phrases
in various tones and voi ces.

" Now, " said Seldon, at his ease, six months will be enough."
"l don't see how. "

"Because, mnmy boy, in a plan such as ours, the actions of others are bent to

our needs. Have | not said to you already that Chen's tenperanental nakeup
has been subjected to greater scrutiny than that of any other single man in
history. The trial was not allowed to begin until the tinme and

ci rcunst ances were fight for the ending of our own choosing."
"But could you have arranged-"

"—to be exiled to Term nus? Why not?" He put his fingers on a certain spot
on his desk and a small section of the wall behind himslid aside. Only his
own fingers could have done so, since only his particular print-pattern
coul d have activated the scanner beneat h.

"You will find several mcrofilns inside," said Seldon. "Take the one
marked with the letter, T."

Gaal did so and waited while Seldon fixed it wthin the projector and
handed the young nman a pair of eyepieces. Gaal adjusted them and watched
the filmunroll before his eyes.

He said, "But then-"

Sel don said, "What surprises you?"
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"Have you been preparing to | eave for two years?”

"Two and a half. OF course, we could not be certain that it would be
Term nus he would choose, but we hoped it nmight be and we acted upon that
assunpti on-"

"But why, Dr. Seldon? If you arranged the exile, why? Could not events be
far better controlled here on Trantor?"

"Why, there are some reasons. Wbrking on Term nus, we will have Inperia
support wi thout ever rousing fears that we woul d endanger I|nperial safety.”

Gaal said, "But you aroused those fears only to force exile. | still do not
under st and. "

"Twenty thousand fanilies would not travel to the end of the Gal axy of
their owmn will perhaps."

"But why should they be forced there?" Gaal paused, "May | not know?"

Sel don said, "Not yet. It is enough for the nonent that you know that a
scientific refuge will be established on Term nus. And another will be

established at the other end of the Galaxy, let us say," and he smled, "at
Star's End. And as for the rest, | will die soon, and you will see nore
than I. —No, no. Spare nme your shock and good w shes. My doctors tell ne
that | cannot live |longer than a year or two. But then, | have acconplished

inlife what | have intended and under what circunstances nay one better
die. "

"And after you die, sir?"

"Why, there will be successors — perhaps even yourself. And these
successors will be able to apply the final touch in the scheme and
instigate the revolt on Anacreon at the right time and in the right manner.
Thereafter, events may roll unheeded.”

"l do not understand."”

"You will." Seldon's lined face grew peaceful and tired, both at once,

"Most will leave for Terminus, but some will stay. It will be easy to
arrange. —But as for nme," and he concluded in a whisper, so that Gaal could
scarcely hear him "I amfinished."

PART |1
THE ENCYCLOPEDI STS
1.

TERM NUS-... |Its location (see map) was an odd one for the role it was
called upon to play in Galactic history, and yet as many witers have never
tired of pointing out, an inevitable one. Located on the very fringe of the

Gal actic spiral, an only planet of an isolated sun, poor in resources and
negligible in economc value, it was never settled in the five centuries
after its di scovery, until the landing of the Encyclopedists...

It was inevitable that as a new generation grew, Terminus would becone
sonet hing nore than an appendage of the psychohistorians of Trantor. Wth
the Anacreonian revolt and the rise to power of Salvor Hardin, first of the
great line of...
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ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA

Lewis Pirenne was busily engaged at his desk in the one well-lit comer of
the room Wrk had to be co-ordinated. Effort had to be organi zed. Threads
had to be woven into a pattern.

Fifty vyears now, fifty years to establish thenselves and set up
Encycl opedia Foundation Nunber One into a snoothly working wunit. Fifty
years to gat her t he raw rmaterial. Fifty years to pr epare.

It had been done. Five nore vyears would see the publication of the first
vol ume of the nbst nonunental work the Gal axy had ever conceived. And then
at ten-year intervals — regularly — like clockwork — volume after vol une.
And with themthere would be supplenents; special articles on events of
current interest, until -

Pirenne stirred wuneasily, as the mnuted buzzer upon his desk nmuttered
peevishly. He had alnost forgotten the appointnment. He shoved the door
rel ease and out of an abstracted coner of one eye saw the door open and the
br oad figure of Salvor Hardin enter. Pirenne did not | ook up

Hardin smled to hinself. He was in a hurry, but he knew better than to
take offense at Pirenne's cavalier treatnent of anything or anyone that
di sturbed himat his work. He buried hinmself in the chair on the other side
of the desk and waited.

Pirenne's stylus nmade the faintest scraping sound as it raced across paper
O herw se, neither notion nor sound. And then Hardin withdrew a two-credit
coin from his vest pocket. He flipped it and its stainless-steel surface
caught flitters of light as it tunbled through the air. He -caught it
and-flipped it again, watching the flashing reflections lazily. Stainless
steel nmade good nedi um of exchange on a planet where all netal had to be
i mport ed.

Pirenne | ooked up and blinked. "Stop that!" he said querulously.
" Eh?"
"That infernal coin tossing. Stop it."

"Ch." Hardin pocketed the netal disk. "Tell me when you' re ready, will you?
I promsed to be back at the City Council neeting before the new aqueduct
project is put to a vote."

Pirenne sighed and shoved hinself away from the desk. "I'm ready. But

hope you aren't going to bother ne with city affairs. Take care of that
your sel f, pl ease. The Encycl opedia takes up al | 1% time."
"Have you heard the news?" guesti oned Har di n, phl egmatical | y.

"What news?"

"The news that the Termnus City ultrawave set received two hours ago. The
Royal Governor of the Prefect of Anacreon has assuned the title of king."

"Vell? What of it?"

"I't nmeans," responded Hardin, "that we're cut off fromthe inner regions of
the Enpire. W' ve been expecting it but that doesn't nmke it any nore
confortable. Anacreon stands square across what was our |ast remaining
trade route to Santanni and to Trantor and to Vega itself. \ere is our
metal to come fron? We haven't managed to get a steel or al um num shi prent
through in six nmonths and now we won't be able to get any at all, except by
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grace of the King of Anacreon."”
Pi renne tch-tched i mpatiently. " Cet them through hi m then."

"But can we? Listen, Pirenne, according to the charter which established
this Foundation, the Board of Trustees of the Encyclopedia Committee has
been given full administrative powers. |, as Mayor of Terminus City, have
just enough power to blow nmy own nose and perhaps to sneeze if you
countersign an order giving nme permission. |It's up to you and your Board
then. 1'masking you in the name of the City, whose prosperity depends upon
uninterrupted comrerce with the G@Glaxy, to call an energency neeting-"

"Stop! A canpaign speech is out of order. Now, Hardin, the Board of
Trustees has not barred the establishnment of a municipal governnment on
Term nus. W understand one to be necessary because of the increase in
popul ation since the Foundation was established fifty years ago, and
because of the increasing nunmber of people involved in non-Encyclopedia
affairs. But that does not mean that the first and only aimof the
Foundation is no longer to publish the definitive Encycl opedia of all human
know edge. W are a State-supported, scientific institution, Hardin. W
cannot — must not - will not interfere in |ocal politics."

"Local politics! By the Enperor's left toe, Pirenne, this is a matter of
life and death. The planet, Term nus, by itself cannot support a mechanized
civilization. It lacks netals. You know that. It hasn't a trace of iron,
copper, or alumnumin the surface rocks, and precious little of anything
el se. What do you think wll happen to the Encyclopedia if this
wat chmacal | um Ki ng of Anacreon cl anps down on us?"

"On us? Are you forgetting that we are under the direct control of the
Enperor hinself? W are not part of the Prefect of Anacreon or of any other
prefect. Menorize that! W are part of the Enperor's personal domain, and
no one touches us. The Enpire can protect its own."

"Then why didn't it prevent the Royal Governor of Anacreon from kicking
over the traces? And only Anacreon?

At | east twenty of the outernost prefects of the Galaxy, the entire

Peri phery as a matter of fact, have begun steering things their own way. |
tell you | feel damed uncertain of the Enpire and its ability to protect
us."

"Hokuml Royal Governors, Kings — what's the difference? The Enpire is

al ways shot through with a certain amount of politics and with different
men pulling this way and that. Governors have rebelled, and, for that
matter, Enperors have been deposed, or assassinated before this. But what
has that to do with the Enpire itself? Forget it, Hardin. It's none of our
business. W are first of all and last of all-scientists. And our concern
is the Encycl opedi a.

Oh, yes, |'d alnpbst forgotten. Hardin!"
"\l | 2"
"Do sonething about that paper of yours!"™ Pirenne's voice was angry.

"The Terminus City Journal? It isn't mne;, it's privately owned. Wiat's it
been doi ng?"

"For weeks now it has been recommending that the fiftieth anniversary of
the establishnent of the Foundation be nmade the occasion for public
hol i days and quite i nappropriate cel ebrations.”
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"And why not? The conputoclock will open the Vault in three nonths. | would
call this first opening a big occasion, wuldn't you?"

"Not for silly pageantry, Hardin. The Vault and its opening concern the
Board of Trustees al one. Anything of inmportance will be communicated to the
people. That is final and please nake it plain to the Journal."

"I"'msorry, Pirenne, but the City Charter guarantees a certain mnor nmatter
known as freedom of the press.”

"I't may. But the Board of Trustees does not. | amthe Enperor's
representative on Term nus, Hardin, and have full powers in this respect."

Hardi n's expression becanme that of a man counting to ten, nmentally. He
said, grimy: "in connection with your status as Enperor's representative,
then, 1 have a final piece of news to give you."

"About Anacreon?" Pirenne's lips tightened. He felt annoyed.
"Yes. A special envoy will be sent to us from Anacreon. In two weeks."
"An envoy? Here? From Anacreon?" Pirenne chewed that. "What for?"

Hardi n stood up, and shoved his chair back up agai nst the desk. "I give you
one guess."” And he |left — quite uncerenoni ously.

2

Ansel m haut Rodric — "haut" itself signifying noble blood -Sub-prefect of
Pluema and Envoy Extraordinary of his Hi ghness of Anacreon-plus half a
dozen other titleswas met by Salvor Hardin at the spaceport wth all the
i mposing ritual of a state occasion

Wth a tight smle and a | ow bow, the sub-prefect had flipped his blaster
fromits holster and presented it to Hardin butt first. Hardin returned the
complinment with, a blaster specifically borrowed for the occasion

Friendship and good will were thus established, and if Hardin noted the
barest bulge at Haut Rodric's shoulder, he prudently said nothing.

The ground car that received themthen — preceded, flanked, and foll owed by
the suitable cloud of m nor functionaries - proceeded in a slow,
cerenoni ous manner to Cyclopedia Square, cheered on its way by a properly
ent husi astic crowd.

Sub- prefect Ansel mreceived the cheers with the conpl ai sant indifference of
a sol dier and a nobl eman.

He said to Hardin, "And this city is all your world?"

Hardin raised his voice to be heard above the clanor. "W are a young
worl d, your emnence. In our short history we have had but few nenbers of
the higher nobility visiting our poor planet. Hence, our enthusiasm™

It is certain that "higher nobility" did not recognize irony when he heard
it.

He said thoughtfully: "Founded fifty years ago. Hhmmmnl You have a great
deal of unexploited | and here, mayor. You have never considered dividing it
into estates?"

"There is no necessity as yet. W're extrenely centralized; we have to be,
because of the Encyclopedia. Sonmeday, perhaps, when our population has
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gr own-"
"A strange world! You have no peasantry?"

Hardin reflected that it didn't require a great deal of acunmen to tell that
his em nence was indulging in a bit of fairly clumsy punping. He replied
casually, "No — nor nobility."

Haut Rodric's eyebrows lifted. "And your |leader — the man | amto neet?"

"You nean Dr. Pirenne? Yes! He is the Chairman of the Board of Trustees -
and a personal representative of the Enperor.”

"Doctor? No other title? A scholar? And he rates above the civi
aut hority?"

"Why, certainly," replied Hardin, aniably. "W're all scholars nore or
|l ess. After all, we're not so much a world as a scientific foundation —
under the direct control of the Enperor."

There was a faint enphasis upon the |last phrase that seened to disconcert
the sub-prefect. He remained thoughtfully silent during the rest of the
sl ow way to Cycl opedi a Squar e.

If Hardin found hinself bored by the afternoon and evening that followed,
he had at |east the satisfaction of realizing that Pirenne and Haut Rodric
— having met with loud and nutual protestations of esteemand regard — were
detesting each other's conpany a good deal nore

Haut Rodric had attended with glazed eye to Pirenne's |ecture during the
"inspection tour" of the Encyclopedia Building. Wth polite and vacant
smle, he had |listened to the latter's rapid patter as they passed through
the vast storehouses of reference films and the numerous projection roons.

It was only after he had gone down level by level into and through the
composing departnents, editing departnments, publishing departnents, and
filmng departnments that he made the first conprehensive statenent.

"This is all very interesting," he said, "but it seens a strange occupation
for growmn nmen. What good is it?"

It was a remark, Hardin noted, for which Pirenne found no answer, though
the expression of his face was nost el oquent.

The dinner that evening was nuch the mrror inage of the events of that
afternoon, for Haut Rodric monopolized the conversation by describing — in
m nute technical detail and with incredible zest — his own exploits as
battalion head during the recent war between Anacreon and the nei ghboring
new y proclai med Ki ngdom of Smyr no.

The details of the sub-prefect's account were not conpleted until dinner
was over and one by one the minor officials had drifted away. The last bit
of triunphant description of nangled spaceships came when he had
acconpani ed Pirenne and Hardin onto the balcony and relaxed in the warmair
of the sunmer evening.

"And now," he said, wth a heavy joviality, "to serious matters."

"By all neans,"” nurnmured Hardin, lighting a long cigar of Vegan tobacco —
not many left, he reflected — and teetering his chair back on two Iegs.

The Galaxy was high in the sky and its m sty |ens shape stretched lazily
from horizon to horizon. The few stars here at the very edge of the
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uni verse were insignificant tw nkles in conparison

"Of course,” said the sub-prefect, "all the formal discussions — the paper
signing and such dull technicalities, that is — will take place before the
— What is it you call your Council ?"

"The Board of Trustees,"” replied Pirenne, coldly.

"Queer nane! Anyway, that's for tonorrow. W night as well clear away sone
of the underbrush, man to nman, right now, though. Hey?"

"And this means—" prodded Hardin.

"Just this. There's been a certain change in the situation out here in the
Peri phery and the status of your planet has becone a trifle uncertain. It
woul d be very convenient if we succeeded in comng to an understandi ng as
to how the natter stands. By the way, mayor, have you anot her one of those
cigars?"

Hardin started and produced one reluctantly.

Ansel m haut Rodric sniffed at it and emitted a clucking sound of pleasure.
"Vegan tobacco! Where did you get it?"

"W received sone last shipnment. There's hardly any | eft. Space knows when
we'll get nmore — if ever."

Pirenne scowl ed. He didn't snoke — and, for that matter, detested the odor
"Let ne understand this, your emnence. Your nmission is nerely one of
clarification?"

Haut Rodric nodded through the snoke of his first lusty puffs.

"In that <case, it 1is soon over. The situation wth respect to the
Encycl opedi a Foundation is what it always has been."

"Ah! And what is it that it always has been?"

"Just this: A State-supported scientific institution and part of the
personal domai n of his august majesty, the Enperor.”

The sub-prefect seenmed uninpressed. He blew snoke rings. "That's a nice
theory, Dr. Pirenne. | inmagine you' ve got charters with the Inperial Sea
upon it — but what's the actual situation? How do you stand with respect to
Smyrno? You're not fifty parsecs from Snyrno's capital. you know. And what
about Konom and Dari bow?"

Pirenne said: "W have nothing to do with any prefect. As part of the
Enperor' s-"

"They're not prefects,” remnded Haut Rodric; "they're kingdons now.

"Kingdons then. W have nothing to do wth them As a scientific
institution-"

"Science be dammed!" swore the other. "Wat the devil has that got to do
with the fact that we're liable to see Term nus taken over by Snyrno at any
ti me?"

"And the Enmperor? He would just sit by?"

Haut Rodric cal ned down and said: "Wll, now, Dr. Pirenne, you respect the
Enperor's property and so does Anacreon, but Snmyrno night not. Renenber,
we've just signed a treaty with the Enperor — I'lI|l present a copy to that
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Board of yours tomobrrow — which places upon us the responsibility of
mai ntaining order within the borders of the old Prefect of Anacreon on
behal f of the Enperor. Qur duty is clear, then, isn't it?"

"Certainly. But Terminus is not part of the Prefect of Anacreon.”
"And Snyrno-"

"Nor is it part of the Prefect of Snmyrno. It's not part of any prefect.”
"Does Smyrno know t hat ?"

"l don't care what it knows."

"W do. W've just finished a war with her and she still holds two stellar
systens that are ours. Terminus occupies an extrenely strategic spot,
bet ween the two nations."

Hardin felt weary. He broke in: "Wat is your proposition, your em nence?"

The sub-prefect seened quite ready to stop fencing in favor of nore direct
statenents. He said briskly: "It seens perfectly obvious that, since
Term nus cannot defend itself, Anacreon nust take over the job for its own
sake. You understand we have no desire to interfere wth interna
adm ni strati on-"

"Uh-huh," grunted Hardin dryly.

"—but we believe that it would be best for all concerned to have Anacreon
establish a mlitary base upon the planet."

"And that is all you would want — a mlitary base in sonme of the vast
unoccupied territory — and let it go at that?"

"Well, of <course, there would be the matter of supporting the protecting
forces."
Hardin's chair cane down on all four, and his el bows went forward on his

knees. "Now we're getting to the nub. Let's put it into | anguage. Terni nus
is to be a protectorate and to pay tribute.”

" Not tribute. Taxes. We're protecting you. You pay for it."
Pi renne banged his hand on the chair with sudden violence. "Let me speak,
Hardin. Your eminence, | don't care a rusty half-credit coin for Anacreon,
Smyrno, or all your local politics and petty wars. | tell you this is a

St at e-supported tax-free institution."

"State-supported? But we are the State, Dr. Pirenne, and we're not
supporting.”

Pirenne rose angrily. "Your em nence, | amthe direct representative of -"

"—his august nmjesty, the Enperor," chorused Ansel mhaut Rodric sourly,
"And | amthe direct representative of the King of Anacreon. Anacreon is a
| ot nearer, Dr. Pirenne. "

"Let's get back to business,"” urged Hardin. "How would you take these
so-called taxes, your emnence? Wuld you take them in kind: wheat,
pot at oes, vegetables, cattle?"

The sub-prefect stared. "What the devil? Wiat do we need with those? W' ve
got hefty surpluses. Gold, of course. Chromiumor vanadium would be even
better, incidentally, if you have it in quantity."
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Hardin |aughed. "Quantity! W haven't even got iron in quantity. Gold!
Here, take a look at our currency." He tossed a coin to the envoy.

Haut Rodric bounced it and stared. "What is it? Steel ?"
"That's right."
"l don't understand."

"Terminus is a planet practically without netals. W inport it all.
Consequently, we have no gold, and nothing to pay unless you want a few
t housand bushel s of potatoes.”

"Wl | — manufactured goods."
"Wthout netal ? What do we nmke our machi nes out of ?"

There was a pause and Pirenne tried again. "This whole discussion is wde
of the point. Termnus is not a planet, but a scientific foundation
preparing a great encyclopedia. Space, man, have you no respect for
sci ence?"

"Encycl opedi as don't win wars." Haut Rodric's brows furrowed. "A completely
unproductive world, then — and practically unoccupied at that. Wll, you
m ght pay with [and."

"What do you nmean?" asked Pirenne.

"This world is just about enpty and the wunoccupied land is probably
fertile. There are many of the nobility on Anacreon that would 1like an
addition to their estates."

"You can't propose any such-"

"There's no necessity of |ooking so alarmed, Dr. Pirenne. There's plenty
for all of wus. If it cones to what it comes, and you co-operate, we could
probably arrange it so that you |l ose nothing. Titles can be conferred and
estates granted. You understand ne, | think."

Pi renne sneered, "Thanks!"

And then Hardin said ingenuously: "Could Anacreon supply us with adequate
quantities of plutonium for our nuclear-power plant? W've only a few
years' supply left."

There was a gasp fromPirenne and then a dead silence for mnutes. Wen
Haut Rodric spoke it was in a voice quite different fromwhat it had been
till then:

"You have nucl ear power?"

"Certainly. What's wunusual in that? | inmagine nuclear power is fifty
t housand years old now. Wy shouldn't we have it? Except that it's alittle
difficult to get plutonium"

"Yes ... Yes." The envoy paused and added unconfortably: "Well, gentlenen,
we' |l pursue the subject tomorrow. You'll excuse me-"

Pirenne | ooked after himand gritted through his teeth: "That insufferable,
dull -wi tted donkey! That-"

Hardin broke in: "Not at all. He's nerely the product of his environment.
He doesn't understand much except that 'l have a gun and you haven't.’"
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Pirenne whirled on him in exasperation. "Wat in space did you nmean by the
talk about nmilitary bases and tribute? Are you crazy?"

"No. | merely gave himrope and let himtalk. You'll notice that he managed
to stunble out with Anacreon's real intentions — that is, the parceling up
of Termnus into |anded estates. O course, | don't intend to Ilet that
happen. "

"You don't intend. You don't. And who are you? And may | ask what you neant
by bl owi ng of f your nouth about our nucl ear-power plant? Wy, it's just the
thing that would make us a nilitary target."

"Yes," grinned Hardin. "A mlitary target to stay away from Isn't it
obvi ous why | brought the subject up? It happened to confirma very strong
suspicion | had had."

"And that was what ?"

"That Anacreon no |onger has a nucl ear-power econony. |f they had, our
friend would undoubtedly have realized that plutonium except in ancient
tradition is not used in power plants. And therefore it follows that the
rest of the Periphery no |Ionger has nuclear power either. Certainly Smyrno
hasn't, or Anacreon woul dn't have won nost of the battles in their recent
war. Interesting, wouldn't you say?"

"Bah!" Pirenne left in fiendish hunor, and Hardin smled gently.

He threw his cigar away and | ooked up at the outstretched Gal axy. "Back to
oil and coal, are they?" he murnmured — and what the rest of his thoughts
were he kept to hinself.

3.

When Hardi n deni ed owning the Journal, he was perhaps technically correct,
but no nore. Hardin had been the |eading spirit in the drive to incorporate
Terminus into an autononous nunicipality-he had been elected its first
mayor-so it was not surprising that, though not a single share of Journa
stock was in his nanme, sone sixty percent was controlled by himin nore
devi ous fashi ons.

There were ways.

Consequently, when Hardi n began suggesting to Pirenne that he be allowed to
attend neetings of the Board of Trustees, it was not quite coincidence that
the Journal began a simlar canpaign. And the first nmass neeting in the
hi story of the Foundation was hel d, demandi ng representation of the City in
the "national" governnent.

And, eventually, Pirenne capitulated with ill grace.

Hardin, as he sat at the foot of the table, speculated idly as to just what
it was that nade physical scientists such poor administrators. It night be
merely that they were too used to inflexible fact and far too unused to
pl i abl e peopl e.

In any case, there was Tonaz Sutt and Jord Fara on his left; Lundin Crast
and Yate Fulhamon his fight; with Pirenne, hinself, presiding. He knew
themall, of course, but they seened to have put on an extra-special bit of
ponposity for the occasion

Hardin had dozed through the initial formalities and then perked up when
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Pirenne sipped at the glass of water before him by way of preparation and
sai d:

"I find it very gratifying to be able to inform the Board that since our

last neeting, | have received word that Lord Dorwin, Chancellor of the
Enpire, will arrive at Terminus in two weeks. It nmay be taken for granted
that our relations wth Anacreon will be snmoothed out to our conplete

satisfaction as soon as the Enperor is informed of the situation. "

He smiled and addressed Hardin across the length of the table. "Information
to this effect has been given the Journal."

Hardi n snickered below his breath. It seened evident that Pirenne's desire
to strut this information before himhad been one reason for his adn ssion
into the sacrosanctum

He said evenly: "Leaving vague expressions out of account, what do you
expect Lord Dorwin to do?"

Tomaz Sutt replied. He had a bad habit of addressing one in the third
person when in his nore stately noods.

"It is quite evident," he observed, "that Mayor Hardin is a professiona
cynic. He can scarcely fail to realize that the Enperor would be nost
unlikely to allow his personal rights to be infringed."

"Way? VWhat would he do in case they were?"

There was an annoyed stir. Pirenne said, "You are out of order," and, as an
afterthought, "and are maki ng what are near-treasonable statenents,
besi des. "

"Am | to consider nyself answered?"
"Yes! If you have nothing further to say-"

"Don't junp to conclusions. 1'd like to ask a question. Besides this stroke
of diplomacy - which nay or may not prove to mean anything — has anything
concrete been done to neet the Anacreoni c nenace?"

Yate Fulhamdrew one hand along his ferocious red nustache. "You see a
menace there, do you?"

"Don't you?"
"Scarcely"— this with indul gence. "The Enperor-"

"Great space!" Hardin felt annoyed. "What is this? Every once in a while
sonmeone nentions 'Enperor' or 'Enpire' as if it were a nagic word. The
Enperor is thousands of parsecs away, and | doubt whether he gives a dam
about us. And if he does, what can he do? What there was of the inperial
navy in these regions is in the hands of the four kingdons now and Anacreon
has its share. Listen, we have to fight wth guns, not with words.

"Now, get this. W've had two nonths' grace so far, nmainly because we've
gi ven Anacreon the idea that we've got nuclear weapons. Well, we all know
that that's a little white Ilie. We've got nuclear power, but only for
commercial uses, and darn little at that. They're going to find that out
soon, and if you think they're going to enjoy being jollied along, you're
nm st aken. "

"My dear sir-"
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"Hold on: |'mnot finished." Hardin was warming up. He liked this. "It's
all very well to drag chancellors into this, but it would be nuch nicer to
drag a few great big siege guns fitted for beautiful nuclear bonbs into it.
We've lost two nonths, gentlenen, and we nmay not have another two nonths to
| ose. What do you propose to do?"

Said Lundin Crast, his long nose winkling angrily: "If you're proposing
the militarization of the Foundation, | won't hear a word of it. It would
mark our open entrance into the field of politics. W, M. Myor, are a
scientific foundati on and nothing el se.”

Added Sutt: "He does not realize, noreover, that building armanments woul d
mean w t hdrawi ng nen — val uable men — fromthe Encycl opedi a. That cannot be
done, cone what may."

"Very true," agreed Pirenne. "The Encycl opedia first — always."

Hardin groaned in spirit. The Board seened to suffer violently from
Encycl opedi a on the brain,

He saidicily: "Has it ever occurred to this Board that it is barely
possible that Term nus nmay have interests other than the Encycl opedi a?"

Pirenne replied: "I do not conceive, Hardin, that the Foundation can have
any interest other than the Encycl opedia.”

"I didn't say the Foundation; | said Terminus. I'm afraid you don't
understand the situation. There's a good mllion of us here on Term nus,
and not nore than a hundred and fifty thousand are working directly on the
Encyclopedia. To the rest of wus, this is home. W were born here. W're
living here. Conpared with our farnms and our hones and our factories, the
Encycl opedi a means little to us. W want them protected-"

He was shouted down.
"The Encycl opedia first," ground out Crast. "W have a mission to fulfill."

"M ssion, hell,"” shouted Hardin. "That m ght have been true fifty years
ago. But this is a new generation."

"That has nothing to do with it," replied Pirenne. "W are scientists.”

And Hardin |l eaped through the opening. "Are you, though? That's a nice
hal l uci nation, isn't it? Your bunch here is a perfect exanple of what's
been wong with the entire Galaxy for thousands of years. Wat kind of
science is it to be stuck out here for centuries classifying the work of
scientists of the last millenniun? Have you ever thought of working onward,
extending their know edge and inproving upon it? No! You're quite happy to
stagnate. The whole Galaxy is, and has been for space knows how | ong.
That's why the Periphery is revolting; that's why comunications are
breaki ng down; that's why petty wars are becoming eternal; that's why whol e
systens are | osing nuclear power and going back to barbarous techni ques of
chemni cal power.

" f you ask me, " he cri ed, "the Gal actic Enmpire is dying!"

He paused and dropped into his chair to catch his breath, paying no
attention to the two or three that were attenpting sinultaneously to answer
hi m

Crast got the floor. "I don't know what you're trying to gain by your
hysterical statements, M. Mayor. Certainly, vyou are adding nothing
constructive to the discussion. | nove, M. Chairnman, that the speaker's
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remar ks be placed out of order and the discussion be resumed fromthe point
where it was interrupted."”

Jord Fara bestirred hinmself for the first tine. Up to this point Fara had
taken no part in the argunent even at its hottest. But now his ponderous
voi ce, every bit as ponderous as his three-hundred-pound body, burst its
bass way out.

"Haven't we forgotten sonething, gentlenen?"
"What ?" asked Pirenne, peevishly.

"That in a nmonth we celebrate our fiftieth anniversary." Fara had a trick
of uttering the nmost obvi ous platitudes with great profundity.

"What of it?"

"And on that anniversary," continued Fara, placidly, "Hari Seldon's Vault
wi |l open. Have you ever considered what mnight be in the Vault?"

"I don't know. Routine matters. A stock Speech of congratul ations, perhaps.
I don't think any significance need be placed on the Vault — though the
Journal "— and he glared at Hardin, who grinned back -"did try to make an
issue of it. | put a stop to that."

"Ah," said Fara, "but perhaps you are wong. Doesn't it strike you" — he
paused and put a finger to his round little nose —"that the Vault is
opening at a very convenient tinme?"

"Very inconvenient tinme, you nean," mnmuttered Ful ham "We've got sone other
things to worry about."

"Gther things nore inportant than a message from Hari Sel don? | think not."
Fara was growi ng nore pontifical than ever, and Hardin eyed him
thoughtful ly. What was he getting at?

"In fact," said Fara, happily, "you all seemto forget that Sel don was the
great est psychol ogi st of our tinme and that he was the founder of our
Foundation. It seens reasonable to assune that he used his science to
determ ne the probable course of the history of the imediate future. If he
did, as seens likely, | repeat, he would certainly have nanaged to find a
way to warn us of danger and, perhaps, to point out a solution. The

Encycl opedi a was very dear to his heart, you know. "

An aura of puzzled doubt prevailed. Pirenne hemred. "Well, now, | don't
know. Psychology is a great science, but-there are no psychol ogi sts anong
us at the nonent, | believe. It seens to ne we're on uncertain ground."

Fara turned to Hardin. "Didn't you study psychol ogy under Al urin?"

Hardin answered, half in reverie: "Yes, | never conpleted ny studies,
though. | got tired of theory. | wanted to be a psychol ogi cal engi neer, but
we | acked the facilities, so | did the next best thing — | went into

politics. It's practically the sane thing."
"Wel |, what do you think of the Vault?"
And Hardin replied cautiously, "I don't know. "

He did not say a word for the remmi nder of the neeting even though it got
back to the subject of the Chancellor of the Enpire.

In fact, he didn't even listen. He'd been put on a new track and things
were falling into place-just a little. Little angles were fitting together
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— one or two.
And psychol ogy was the key. He was sure of that.

He was trying desperately to renenber the psychol ogical theory he had once
|l earned — and fromit he got one thing right at the start.

A great psychol ogi st such as Seldon could unravel human enotions and hunman
reactions sufficiently to be able to predict broadly the historical sweep
of the future

And what woul d that nean?

4.

Lord Dorwin took snuff. He also had long hair, curled intricately and,
quite obviously, artificially, to which were added a pair of fluffy, blond
si deburns, which he fondled affectionately. Then, too, he spoke in
overpreci se statenents and left out all the r's.

At the nonent, Hardin had no time to think of nore of the reasons for the
instant detestation in which he had held the noble chancellor. Oh, yes, the
el egant gestures of one hand with which he acconpanied his remarks and the
studi ed condescension with which he acconpanied even a sinple affirmative.

But, at any rate, the problemnow was to |locate him He had di sappeared
with Pirenne half an hour before - passed clean out of sight, blast him

Hardin was quite sure that his own absence during the prelimnary
di scussions woul d quite suit Pirenne.

But Pirenne had been seen in this wing And on this floor. It was sinply a
matter of trying every door. Hal fway down, he said, "Ah!" and stepped into
the darkened room The profile of Lord Dorwin's intricate hair-do was
unnmi st akabl e against the |ighted screen

Lord Dorwin |ooked up and said: "Ah, Hahdin. You ah |ooking foah us, no
doubt?" He held out his snuffbox — overadorned and poor workmanship at
that, noted Hardinand was politely refused whereat he hel ped hinself to a
pi nch and smil ed graciously.

Pirenne scow ed and Hardin nmet that with an expression of blank
i ndi fference.

The only sound to break the short silence that foll owed was the clicking of
the lid of Lord Dorwin's snuffbox. And then he put it away and said:

"A gweat achievenent, this Encycl opedia of yoahs, Hahdin. A feat, indeed,
to r ank with the nost maj estic acconplishnents of all tinme."

"Most of us think so, milord. It's an acconplishnent not quite acconplished
as yet, however."

"Fwomthe little | have seen of the efficiency of yoah Foundation, | have
no feahs on that scoah." And he nodded to Pirenne, who responded with a
del i ght ed bow.

Quite a |l ove feast, thought Hardin. "I wasn't conplaining about the |ack of
efficiency, nmilord, as much as of the definite excess of efficiency on the
part of the Anacreonians — though in another and nore destructive
direction."”
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"Ah, yes, Anacweon." A negligent wave of the hand. "I have just come from
theah. Mst bahbawous planet. It is thowoughly inconceivable that human
beings could live heah in the Pew phewy. The | ack of the npst el ementawy
wequi ahments of a cultuahed gentleman; the absence of the nost fundanental
necessities foah confoht and convenience — the uttah desuetude into which
t hey-"

Hardin interrupted dryly: "The Anacreonians, unfortunately, have all the
el ementary requirements for warfare and all the fundanental necessities for
destruction.”

"Quite, quite." Lord Dorwi n seened annoyed, perhaps at being stopped nidway
in his sentence. "But we ahn't to discuss business now, y'know. Wally, I'm
ot hahwi se concuhned. Doctah Piwenne, ahn't you going to show ne the second
vol unme? Do, please."

The lights clicked out and for the next half-hour Hardin mght as well have
been on Anacreon for all the attention they paid him The book upon the
screen made little sense to him nor did he trouble to nake the attenpt to
follow, but Lord Dorwin becane quite humanly excited at tinmes. Hardin
noticed that during these nonents of excitenent the chancellor pronounced
his r's.

Wen the lights went on again, Lord Dorwin said: "Mhvelous. Twly
mahvel ous. You ah not, by chance, intewested in ahchaeol ogy, ah you,
Hahdi n?"

"Eh?" Hardi n shook hinself out of an abstracted reverie. "No, mlord, can't
say | am |'ma psychologist by original intention and a politician by
final decision."

"Ah! No doubt intewesting studies. 1, nyself, y'know' — he hel ped hinself
to a giant pinch of snuff —"dabble in ahchaeol ogy."

"I ndeed?"

"H's lordship," interrupted Pirenne, "is nost thoroughly acquainted with
the field."

"Well, p'haps | am p'haps | am" said his lordship conplacently. "I have
done an awful amount of wuhk in the science. Extwenely well-read, in fact.
I've gone thwough all of Jawdun, Cbijasi, Kwomnill ... oh, all of them
y' know. "

"I'"ve heard of them of course,” said Hardin, "but |I've never read them"

"You should sonme day, ny deah fellow It would anply repay you. Wy, |

cutainly considah it well wuhth the twip heah to the Pewi phewy to see this
copy of Laneth. Wbuld you believe it, ny Libwawy totally |acks a copy. By
the way, Doctah Piwenne, you have not fohgotten yoah pwonmise to
twansdevel op a copy foah nme befoah | | eave?"

"Only too pl eased."

"Lamet h, you rust know," continued the chancellor, pontifically, "pwesents
a new and nost intwesting addition to nmy pwevi ous know edge of the 'Om gin
Question. ™'

"Wi ch question?" asked Hardin.

"The 'Owigin Question." The place of the owigin of the hunan species,
y' know. Suahly you nust know that it is thought that ow ginally the human
wace occupi ed only one planetaw system"

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Foundation.txt (41 of 146) [1/14/03 9:33:41 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/ saac%20A simov/Foundation.txt

"Well, yes, | know that."

"Of cohse, no one knows exactly which systemit is — lost in the msts of
antiquity. Theah ah theaw es, howevah. Siwi us, sonme say. O hahs insist on
Al pha Centauwi, oah on Sol, oah on 61 Cygni — all in the Siw us sectah, you
see."

"And what does Laneth say?"

"Well, he goes off along a new twail conpletely. He twies to show that
ahchaeol ogi cal werains on the thuhd planet of the Ahctuwi an System show
that humanity exi sted theah bef oah theah wah any indications of
space-twavel . "

"And that neans it was humanity's birth planet?"

"P'"haps. | nust wead it closely and wei gh the evidence befoah | can say
foah cuhtain. One nust see just how weliable his obsuhvations ah."

Hardin remained silent for a short while. Then he said, "Wen did Laneth
wite his book?"

"Ch — | should say about eight hundwed yeahs ago. O cohse, he has based it
| ahgely on the pwevi ous wuhk of G een.”

"Then why rely on hin? Wiy not go to Arcturus and study the remains for
your sel f ?"

Lord Dorwin raised his eyebrows and took a pinch of snuff hurriedy. "Wy,
what evah foah, ny deah fell ow?"

"To get the information firsthand, of course.”

"But wheah's the necessity? It seenms an uncommonly woundabout and
hopel essly wi gmawol i sh  nmet hod of getting anywheahs. Look heah, now, |'ve
got the wuhks of all the old mastahs — the gweat ahchaeol ogists of the
past. | wi gh them against each othah - bal ance the di sagweenents — anal yze
the conflicting statenents — decide which is pwobably cowvect — and cone to
a conclusion. That is the scientific nethod. At |east" — patronizingly —-"as
| see it. How insuffewably cwude it would be to go to Ahctuwus, oah to Sol

foah instance, and blundah about, when the old nastahs have covahed the
gwound so nuch nbah effectually than we could possibly hope to do."

Hardin murnured politely, "I see.”
"Come, mlord," said Pirenne, "think we had better be returning."”
"Ah, yes. P haps we had."

As they left the room Hardin said suddenly, "Mlord, my | ask a
question?"

Lord Dorwin snmiled blandly and enphasized his answer wth a gracious
flutter of the hand. "Cuhtainly, ny deah fellow. Only too happy to be of
suhvice. If | can help you in any way fwom ny pooah stoah of know edge-"

"It isn't exactly about archaeol ogy, mlord."

"No?"
"No. It's this: Last year we received news here in Term nus about the
mel tdown of a power plant on Planet V of Gamma Androneda. W got the barest
outline of the accident - no details at all. | wonder if you could tell ne
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exactly what happened. "

Pirenne's nouth tw sted. "I wonder you annoy his lordship with questions on
totally irrel evant subjects.”

"Not at all, Doctah Piwenne," interceded the chancellor. "It is quite al
wi ght. Theah isn't nmuch to say concuhning it in any case. The powah pl ant
did undergo neltdown and it was quite a catastwophe, y'know. | believe

wadi at sen danmage. Weally, the govuhnnent is sew ously considew ng placing
seveah westwi ctions upon the indiscw mnate use of nucleah powah — though
that is not a thing for genewal publication, y'know "

"I understand," said Hardin. "But what was wong wth the plant?"

"Well, weally,” replied Lord Dorwin indifferently, "who knows? It had
bwoken down sone yeahs pweviously and it is thought that the wepl acenents
and wepai ah wuhk wuh nost infewiah. It is so difficult these days to find
men who weally wundahstand the nmpah technical details of ouah powah
systens." And he took a sorrowful pinch of snuff.

"You realize," said Hardin, "that the independent kingdons of the Periphery
had | ost nucl ear power altogether?"

"Have they? |'mnot at all suhpw sed. Bahbawous planets— Oh, but ny deah
fellow, don't call themindependent. They ahn't, y'know. The tweaties we've
made with them ah pwoof positive of that. They acknow edge the soveweignty
of the Enpewah. They'd have to, of cohse, oah we wouldn't tweat with them"

"That may be so, but they have considerable freedom of action."”

"Yes, | suppose so. Considewable. But that scahcely mattahs. The Enpiah is
fah bettah off, with the Pewi phewy thwown upon its own wesoahces — as it
is, mpah oah I|ess. They ahn't any good to wus, y' know. Mbst bahbawous
pl anets. Scahcely civilized."

"They were civilized in the past. Anacreon was one of the richest of the
outlying provinces. | understand it conpared favorably with Vega itself."

"Ch, but, Hahdin, that was centuw es ago. You can scahcely dwaw concl usi on
fwomthat. Things wah diffewent in the old gweat days. W ahn't the nmen we
used to be, vy'know But, Hahdin, cone, you ah a nobst puhsistent chap

I"ve told you I sinply won't discuss business today. Doctah Piwenne did
pwepayah ne foah you. He told ne you would twy to badgah me, but |1'mfah
too old a hand foah that. Leave it foah next day. And that was that.

5

This was the second neeting of the Board that Hardin had attended, if one
were to exclude the informal talks the Board nenbers had had wth the
now departed Lord Dorwin. Yet the mayor had a perfectly definite idea that
at least one other, and possibly two or three, had been held, to which he
had sonmehow never received an invitation

Nor, it seemed to him would he have received notification of this one had
it not been for the ultinmatum

At least, it amobunted to an ultimatum though a superficial reading of the
vi si graphed docunment would |ead one to suppose that it was a friendly
i nterchange of greetings between two potentates.

Hardin fingered it gingerly. It started off floridly with a salutation from
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"H s Pui ssant Majesty, the King of Anacreon, to his friend and brother, Dr.
Lewis Pirenne, Chairnan of the Board of Trustees, of the Encyclopedia
Foundati on Nunber One," and it ended even nore lavishly wth a gigantic,
mul ticol ored seal of the nobst involved synbolism

But it was an ultinmatum just the sane.

Hardin said: "It turned out that we didn't have nuch tinme after all — only
three nonths. But little as it was, we threwit away unused. This thing
here gives us a week. What do we do now?"

Pirenne frowned worriedly. "There nust be a |oophole. It is absolutely
unbel i evable that they would push natters to extremties in the face of
what Lord Dorwin has assured us regarding the attitude of the Enmperor and
the Enpire."

Hardin perked up. "I see. You have inforned the King of Anacreon of this
al l eged attitude?"

"I did — after having placed the proposal to the Board for a vote and
havi ng recei ved unani nous consent."

"And when did this vote take place?"

Pirenne clinbed onto his dignity. "I do not believe | amanswerable to you
in any way, Myor Hardin."

"All right. I'mnot that vitally interested. It's just my opinion that it
was your diplomatic transm ssion of Lord Dorwin's valuable contribution to
the situation"— he |l|ifted the conmer of his mouth in a sour half-smle
—"that was the direct cause of this friendly little note. They m ght have
del ayed |l onger otherwise — though | don't think the additional time would
have hel ped Term nus any, considering the attitude of the Board."

Said Yate Fulham "And just how do vyou arrive at that renarkable
concl usi on, M. WMayor?"

"In arather sinple way. It nerely required the use of that nuch-negl ected
commodity — common sense. You see, there is a branch of human know edge
known as synbolic logic, which can be wused to prune away all sorts of
cl oggi ng deadwood that clutters up human | anguage. "

"What about it?" said Ful ham

"I applied it. Anbng other things, | applied it to this docunent here.
didn't really need to for nyself because | knew what it was all about, but
I think | can explain it nore easily to five physical scientists by synbols
rat her than by words."

Hardin renoved a few sheets of paper fromthe pad under his arm and spread
themout. "I didn't do this nyself, by the way," he said. "Miller Hol k of
the Division of Logic has his nane signed to the anal yses, as you can see."

Pirenne | eaned over the table to get a better view and Hardin continued:
"The nmessage from Anacreon was a sinple problem naturally, for the nmen who
wote it were nen of action rather than men of words. It boils down easily
and straightforwardly to the unqualified statement, when in synbols is what
you see, and which in words, roughly translated, is, 'You give us what we
want in a week, or we take it by force.'"

There was silence as the five nenbers of the Board ran down the |ine of
synbol s, and then Pirenne sat down and coughed uneasily.
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Hardin said, "No |oophole, is there, Dr. Pirenne?"
"Doesn't seemto be."

"All right." Hardin replaced the sheets. "Before you now you see a copy of
the treaty between the Enpire and Anacreon — a treaty, incidentally, which
is signed on the Enperor's behalf by the sane Lord Dorwi n who was here | ast
week — and with it a synbolic analysis.”

The treaty ran through five pages of fine print and the analysis was
scraw ed out in just under half a page.

"As you see, gentlenen, sonething |ike ninety percent of the treaty boil ed
right out of the anal ysis as bei ng nmeani ngl ess, and what we end up with can
be described in the followi ng interesting manner:

"Obligations of Anacreon to the Enpire: None!
"Powers of the Enpire over Anacreon: None!"

Again the five followed the reasoni ng anxi ously, checking carefully back to
the treaty, and when they were finished, Pirenne said in a worried fashion,
"That seens to be correct.”

"You admt, then, that the treaty is nothing but a declaration of tota
i ndependence on the part of Anacreon and a recognition of that status by
the Enpire?"

"It seens so."

"And do you suppose that Anacreon doesn't realize that, and is not anxious
to emphasi ze the position of independence — so that it would naturally tend
to resent any appearance of threats from the Empire? Particularly when it
is evident that the Enpire is powerless to fulfill any such threats, or it
woul d never have all owed i ndependence.”

"But then," interposed Sutt, "how would Mayor Hardin account for Lord
Dorwi n's assurances of Enmpire support? They seened —" He shrugged. "Well,
they seened satisfactory."”

Hardin threw himself back in the chair. "You know, that's the nost
interesting part of the whole business. 1'Il adnit | had thought his
Lordship a nost consummate donkey when | first net him- but it turned out
that he was actually an acconplished di pl omat and a nost clever man. | took

the liberty of recording all his statenents.”
There was a flurry, and Pirenne opened his mout h in horror.

"What of it?" demanded Hardin. "I realize it was a gross breach of
hospitality and a thing no so-called gentleman would do. Also, that if his
| ordship had caught on, things m ght have been unpleasant; but he didn't,
and | have the record, and that's that. | took that record, had it copied
out and sent that to Holk for analysis, also."

Lundin Crast said, "And where is the anal ysis?"

"That," replied Hardin, "is the interesting thing. The analysis was the
most difficult of the three by all odds. Wien Holk, after two days of
steady work, succeeded in elimnating neaningless statenents, vague
gi bberi sh, useless qualifications — in short, all the goo and dribble — he

found he had nothing |l eft. Everything cancel ed out."

"Lord Dorwin, gentlenen, in five days of discussion didn't say one damed
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thing, and said it so you never noticed. There are the assurances you had
fromyour precious Enpire."

Hardin mi ght have placed an actively working stench bonb on the table and
created no nore confusion than existed after his |last statement. He waited,
with weary patience, for it to die down.

"So," he concluded, "when you sent threats — and that's what they were —
concerning Enpire action to Anacreon, you nerely irritated a nonarch who
knew better. Naturally, his ego would demand imediate action, and the
ultimatumis the result-which brings ne to ny original statenent. W have
one week |left and what do we do now?"

"It seens,"” said Sutt, "“that we have no choice but to allow Anacreon to
establish nmilitary bases on Termnus."

"l agree with you there," replied Hardin, "but what do we do toward ki cking
them off again at the first opportunity?"

Yate Ful hamis nustache twitched. "That sounds as if you have made up your
m nd that viol ence nust be used against them?"

"Violence," cane the retort, "is the last refuge of the inconpetent. But |
certainly don't intend to |ay down the welcone nat and brush off the best
furniture for their use."

"I still don't Ilike the way you put that," insisted Fulham "It is a
dangerous attitude; the nore dangerous because we have noticed lately that
a sizable section of the populace seens to respond to all your suggestions
just so. | mght as well tell you, Mayor Hardin, that the board is not
quite blind to your recent activities."

He paused and there was gener al agr eenent . Hardi n shrugged.
Ful hamwent on: "If you were to inflame the City into an act of violence,
you woul d achi eve el aborate suicide — and we don't intend to allowthat.

Qur policy has but one cardinal principle, and that is the Encycl opedi a.
What ever we decide to do or not to do will be so decided because it will be
the nmeasure required to keep that Encycl opedia safe.”

"Then," said Hardin, "you conme to the conclusion that we rmust continue our
i nt ensi ve canpai gn of doing nothing."

Pirenne said bitterly: "You have yourself denonstrated that the Enpire
cannot help wus; though how and why it can be so, | don't understand. If
conprom se i s necessary-"

Hardin had the nightnmarelike sensation of running at top speed and getting
nowhere. "There is no conpromise! Don't you realize that this bosh about
mlitary bases is a particularly inferior grade of drivel? Haut Rodric told
us what Anacreon was after — outright annexation and inposition of its own
feudal system of |anded estates and peasant-ari stocracy economy upon us.
What is left of our bluff of nuclear power may force themto nove slowy,
but they will nove nonethel ess. "

He had risen indignantly, and the rest rose with himexcept for Jord Fara.

And then Jord Fara spoke. "Everyone will please sit down. W' ve gone quite
far enough, | think. Conme, there's no use |ooking so furious, Mayor Hardin;
none of us have been committing treason."”

"You'l | have to convince ne of that!"
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Fara smiled gently. "You know you don't nean that. Let nme speak!"

Hs little shrewd eyes were half closed, and the perspiration gleamed on

the smooth expanse of his chin. "There seens no point in concealing that
the Board has come to the decision that the real solution to the
Anacr eoni an problem lies in what is to be revealed to us when the Vault

opens six days from now "
"I's that your contribution to the matter?"
"Yes."

"W are to do nothing, is that fight, except to wait in quiet serenity and
utter faith for the deus ex nachina to pop out of the Vault?"

"Stripped of your enot i onal phraseol ogy, that's t he i dea."

"Such unsubtle escapism Really, Dr. Fara, such folly smacks of genius. A
| esser m nd would be incapable of it."

Fara smiled indulgently. "Your taste in epigrams is amnusing, Hardin, but
out of place. As a matter of fact, | think you remenber ny |ine of argunent
concerning the Vault about three weeks ago."

"Yes, | renenber it. | don't deny that it was anything but a stupid idea
fromthe standpoint of deductive logic alone. You said — stop ne when
make a mistake - that Hari Seldon was the greatest psychologist in the

System that, hence, he could foresee the right and unconfortable spot
we're in now, that, hence, he established the Vault as a nethod of telling
us the way out."

"You' ve got the essence of the idea."

"Whuld it surprise you to hear that |'ve given considerable thought to the
matter these |ast weeks?"

"Very flattering. Wth what result?"

"Wth the result that pure deduction is found wanting. Again what is needed
isalittle sprinkling of common sense."

"For instance?"

"For instance, if he foresaw the Anacreoni an nmess, why not have placed us
on sone other planet nearer the Galactic centers? It's well known that
Sel don nmaneuvered the Conm ssioners on Trantor into ordering the Foundation
established on Term nus. But why should he have done so? Wiy put us out

here at all if he could see in advance the break in conmunication |ines,
our isolation from the @Glaxy, the threat of our neighbors — and our
hel pl essness because of the Ilack of nmetals on Term nus? That above all! O
if he foresaw all this, why not have warned the original settlers in
advance that they might have had tinme to prepare, rather than wait, as he
is doing, until one foot is over the cliff, before doing so?

"And don't forget this. Even though he could foresee the problemthen, we
can see it equally well now. Therefore, if he could foresee the solution
then, we should be able to see it now After all, Seldon was not a
magi ci an. There are no trick nmethods of escaping froma dilemm that he can
see and we can't."

"But, Hardin," rem nded Fara, "we can't!"

"But you haven't tried. You haven't tried once. First, you refused to admt
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that there was a nenace at all! Then you reposed an absolutely blind faith
in the Enperor! Now you've shifted it to Hari Seldon. Throughout you have
invariably relied on authority or on the past - never on yourselves."
Hs fists balled spasnodically. "It amounts to a diseased attitude - a

conditioned reflex that shunts aside the independence of your minds
whenever it is a question of opposing authority. There seems no doubt ever
in your minds that the Enperor is nore powerful than you are, or Hari
Sel don wi ser. And that's wong, don't you see?"

For sonme reason, no one cared to answer him

Hardin continued: "It isn't just you. It's the whole Galaxy. Pirenne heard
Lord Dorwin's idea of scientific research. Lord Dorwi n thought the way to
be a good archaeol ogist was to read all the books on the subject — witten
by nen who were dead for centuries. He thought that the way to solve
ar chaeol ogi cal puzzles was to weigh the opposing authorities. And Pirenne
i stened and nmade no objections. Don't you see that there's something wong
with that?"

Again the note of near-pleading in his voice. Again no answer.
He went on: "And you nen and half of Terminus as well are just as bad. W
sit here, considering the Encyclopedia the all-in-all. W consider the
greatest end of science. is the classification of past data. It is

important, but is there no further work to be done? W're receding and
forgetting, don't you see? Here in the Periphery they've |ost nuclear
power. In Gamma Androneda, a power plant has undergone neltdown because of
poor repairs, and the Chancellor of the Enmpire conplains that nuclear
technicians are scarce. And the solution? To train new ones? Never! I|nstead
they're to restrict nuclear power."

And for the third tine: "Don't you see? It's Galaxywide. It's a worship of
the past. It's a deterioration — a stagnation!"

He stared from one to the other and they gazed fixedly at him

Fara was the first to recover. "Well, nystical philosophy isn't going to
hel p us here. Let us be concrete. Do you deny that Hari Sel don could easily
have worked out historical trends of the future by sinple psychol ogica
t echni que?”

"No, of ~course not," cried Hardin. "But we can't rely on himfor a
solution. At best, he mght indicate the problem but if ever there is to
be a solution, we nust work it out ourselves. He can't do it for us."

Ful ham spoke suddenly. "Wat do you mean — 'indicate the problem ? W know
the problem™”

Hardin whirled on him "You think you do? You think Anacreon is all Hari
Seldon is likely to be worried about. | disagree! | tell you, gentlenen,
that as yet none of you has the faintest conception of what is really going
on."

"And you do?" questioned Pirenne, hostilely.

"I think so!" Hardin junped up and pushed his chair away. Hi s eyes were
cold and hard. "If there's one thing that's definite, it is that there's
somet hing snelly about the whole situation; sonething that is bigger than
anything we've talked about yet. Just ask yourself this question: Wiy was
it that anong the original population of the Foundation not one first-class
psychol ogi st was included, except Bor Alurin? And he carefully refrained
fromtraining his pupils in nore than the fundanental s.”
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A short silence and Fara said: "All right. Wy?"

"Per haps because a psychol ogi st m ght have caught on to what this was al
about — and too soon to suit Hari Seldon. As it is, we' ve been stunbling
about, getting misty glinpses of the truth and no nore. And that is what
Hari Sel don wanted."

He | aughed harshly. "Good day, gentlenen!"

He stal ked out of the room

6

Mayor Hardin chewed at the end of his cigar. |t had gone out but he was
past noticing that. He hadn't slept the night before and he had a good idea
t hat he wouldn't sleep this comng night. H's eyes showed it.

He said wearily, "And that covers it?"
"I think so." Yohan Lee put a hand to his chin. "How does it sound?”

"Not too bad. It's got to be done, you understand, wth inpudence. That is,
there is to be no hesitation; no time to allow themto grasp the situation.
Once we are in a position to give orders, why, give themas though you were
born to do so, and they'll obey out of habit. That's the essence of a
coup. "

"If the Board renmins irresolute for even —

"The Board? Count themout. After tomorrow, their inportance as a factor in
Terminus affairs won't matter a rusty half-credit.”

Lee nodded slowy. "Yet it is strange that they've done nothing to stop us
so far. You say they weren't entirely in the dark."

"Fara stunbles at the edges of the problem Sonetines he nakes ne nervous.
And Pirenne's been suspicious of nme since | was elected. But, you see, they
never had the capacity of really understanding what was up. Their whole
training has been authoritarian. They are sure that the Enperor, just
because he is the Enperor, is all-powerful. And they are sure that the
Board of Trustees, sinply because it is the Board of Trustees acting in the
nane of the Enperor, cannot be in a position where it does not give the
orders. That incapacity to recognize the possibility of revolt is our best
ally."

He heaved out of his chair and went to the water cooler. "They' re not bad

fellows, Lee, when they stick to their Encyclopedia — and we'll see that
that's where they stick in the future. They're hopel essly inconpetent when
it comes to ruling Term nus. Go away now and start things rolling. | want

to be alone."
He sat down on the comer of his desk and stared at the cup of water.

Space! If only he were as confident as he pretended! The Anacreoni ans were
landing in two days and what had he to go on but a set of notions and
hal f -guesses as to what Had Seldon had been driving at these past fifty
years? He wasn't even a real, honest-to-goodness psychologist — just a
fumbler with a little training trying to outguess the greatest mnd of the
age.

If Fara were fight; if Anacreon were all the problemHari Seldon had
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foreseen; if the Encyclopedia were all he was interested in preserving —
then what price coup d' état?

He shrugged and drank his water.

7

The Vault was furnished with considerably nore than six chairs, as though a
| arger conpany had been expected. Hardin noted that thoughtfully and seated
hinself wearily in a conmer just as far fromthe other five as possible.

The Board nenbers did not seem to object to that arrangenent. They spoke
among thenmsel ves in whispers, which fell off into sibilant nonosyll ables,
and then into nothing at all. & themall, only Jord Fara seemed even
reasonably calm He had produced a watch and was staring at it sonberly.

Hardin gl anced at his own watch and then at the glass cubicle — absolutely
enpty — that dominated half the room It was the only unusual feature of
the room for aside fromthat there was no indication that sonmewhere a
computer was splitting off instants of time toward that precise nonent when
a muon streamwould flow, a connection be nmade and-

The lights went dim

They didn't go out, but nerely yellowed and sank with a suddenness that
made Hardin junp. He had lifted his eyes to the ceiling lights in startled
fashi on, and when he brought them down the glass cubicle was no |onger

enpty.
A figure occupied it , a figure in a wheel chair!

It said nothing for a few nonents, but it closed the book upon its lap and
fingered it idly. And then it smled, and the face seened all alive.

It said, "I amHari Seldon." The voice was old and soft.

Hardin al nost rose to acknow edge the introduction and stopped hinmself in
the act.

The voice continued conversationally: "As vyou see, | am confined to this
chair and cannot rise to greet you. Your grandparents left for Term nus a
few nmonths back in nmy tinme and since then | have suffered a rather
i nconveni ent paralysis. | can't see you, you Kknow, so | can't greet you
properly. | don't even know how nany of you there are, so all this nust be
conducted informally. |If any of you are standing, please sit down; and if
you care to snoke, | wouldn't mnd." There was a light chuckle. "Wy should

1?7 1"'mnot really here."
Hardin funbled for a cigar alnost autonmatically, but thought better of it.

Hari Sel don put away his book — as if laying it upon a desk at his side —
and when his fingers let go, it disappeared.

He said: "It is fifty years now since this Foundation was established —
fifty years in which the nenbers of the Foundation have been ignorant of
what it was they were working toward. It was necessary that they be

i gnorant, but now the necessity is gone.

"The Encycl opedia Foundation, to begin with, is a fraud, and always has
been!"

There was a sound of a scranble behind Hardin and one or two nmuffl ed
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excl amations, but he did not turn around.

Hari Sel don was, of course, undisturbed. He went on: "It is a fraud in the
sense that neither I nor ny colleagues care at all whether a single vol ume
of the Encyclopedia is ever published. It has served its purpose, since by
it we extracted an inperial charter fromthe Enperor, by it we attracted
the hundred thousand humans necessary for our scheme, and by it we managed
to keep them preoccupied while events shaped thenselves, until it was too
late for any of themto draw back

"In the fifty years that you have worked on this fraudul ent project — there
is no use in softening phrases — your retreat has been cut off, and you
have now no choice but to proceed on the infinitely nore inportant project
that was, and is, our real plan.

"To that end we have placed you on such a planet and at such a tinme that in
fifty vyears you were maneuvered to the point where you no |onger have
freedom of action. Fromnow on, and into the centuries, the path you nust
take is inevitable. You will be faced with a series of crises, as you are
now faced with the first, and in each case your freedomof action wll
becone simlarly circunscribed so that you will be forced along one, and
only one, path.

"It is that path which our psychol ogy has worked out — and for a reason

"For centuries Galactic civilization has stagnated and declined, though
only a few ever realized that. But now, at last, the Periphery is breaking
away and the political unity of the Enpire is shattered. Sonewhere in the
fifty years just past is where the historians of the future will place an
arbitrary line and say: 'This marks the Fall of the Glactic Empire."'

"And they will be right, though scarcely any wll recognize that Fall for
addi tional centuries.

"And after the Fall wll come inevitable barbarism a period which, our
psychohistory tells us, should, under ordinary circunstances, last for
thirty thousand years. W cannot stop the Fall. W do not wish to; for

Imperial culture has |lost whatever virility and worth it once had. But we
can shorten the period of Barbarismthat must follow - dowmn to a single
t housand of years.

"The ins and outs of that shortening, we cannot tell you; just as we could
not tell you the truth about the Foundation fifty years ago. Wre you to
di scover those ins and outs, our plan mght fail; as it would have, had you
penetrated the fraud of the Encyclopedia earlier; for then, by know edge,
your freedomof action would be expanded and the nunber of additiona
vari abl es introduced woul d becone greater than our psychol ogy coul d handl e.

"But you won't, for there are no psychol ogi sts on Term nus, and never were,
but for Alurin — and he was one of us.

"But this | <can tell you: Terminus and its conpani on Foundation at the
other end of the Galaxy are the seeds of the Renascence and the future
founders of the Second Galactic Enpire. And it is the present crisis that
is starting Terminus off to that climax.

"This, by the way, is a rather straightforward crisis, nuch sinpler than
many of those that are ahead. To reduce it to its fundanentals, it is this:
You are a planet suddenly cut off from the still-civilized centers of the
Gal axy, and threatened by your stronger neighbors. You are a snall world of
scientists surrounded by vast and rapidly expanding reaches of barbarism
You are an island of nuclear power in a growing ocean of nore primtive
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energy; but are helpless despite that, because of your lack of netals.

"You see, then, that you are faced by hard necessity, and that action is
forced on you. The nature of that action — that 1is, the solution to your
dilemma — is, of course, obvious!"

The image of Hari Seldon reached into open air and the book once nore
appeared in his hand. He opened it and said:

"But whatever devious course your future history nmay take, inpress it
al ways upon your descendants that the path has been marked out, and that at
its end is new and greater Enpire!"

And as his eyes bent to his book, he flicked into nothingness, and the
I'ights brightened once nore.

Hardin | ooked up to see Pirenne facing him eyes tragic and |ips trenbling.

The chairman's voice was firmbut toneless. "You were right, it seems. If
you will see wus tonight at six, the Board will consult wth you as to the
next nove."

They shook his hand, each one, and left, and Hardin smled to hinself. They
were fundamentally sound at that; for they were scientists enough to admt
that they were wong — but for them it was too |ate.

He | ooked at his watch. By this tine, it was all over. Lee's nen were in
control and the Board was giving orders no | onger

The Anacreonians were |anding their first spaceships tonorrow, but that was
all right, too. In six nonths, they would be giving orders no |onger.

In fact, as Hari Seldon had said, and as Sal vor Hardin had guessed since
the day that Anselmhaut Rodric had first revealed to him Anacreon's | ack
of nuclear power — the solution to this first crisis was obvious.

Qbvious as all hell!
PART |11

THE MAYCRS

1.

THE FOUR KINGDOVE — The name given to those portions of the Province of
Anacreon which broke away fromthe First Enmpire in the early years of the
Foundational Era to form independent and short-1ived kingdons. The | argest
and nost powerful of these was Anacreon itself which in area..

Undoubtedly the nost interesting aspect of the history of the Four
Ki ngdons i nvolves the strange society forced tenporarily upon it during the
adm ni stration of Salvor Hardin...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA
A deput ati on!

That Salvor Hardin had seen it conmng nade it none the nore pleasant. On
the contrary, he found anticipation distinctly annoying.

Yohan Lee advocated extrene neasures. "l don't see, Hardin," he said, "that
we need waste any tinme. They can't do anything till next election -
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legally, anyway — and that gives us a year. Gve them the brush-off."

Hardin pursed his lips. "Lee, you'll never learn. 1In the forty years |'ve
known you, you've never once learned the gentle art of sneaking up from
behind. "

"It's not my way of fighting," grunbled Lee.

"Yes, | knowthat. | suppose that's why you're the one man | trust." He
paused and reached for a cigar. "W've cone a |ong way, Lee, since we
engi neered our coup agai nst the Encycl opedists way back. |I'mgetting ol d.

Sixty-two. Do you ever think how fast those thirty years went?"
Lee snorted. "I don't feel old, and I'm sixty-six."

"Yes, but | haven't your digestion." Hardin sucked lazily at his cigar. He
had long since stopped w shing for the nmld Vegan tobacco of his youth.
Those days when the planet, Termi nus, had trafficked with every part of the
Gal actic Enpire belonged in the linbo to which all Good O d Days go. Toward
the sane |inbo where the Galactic Enpire was headi ng. He wondered who the
new enperor was — or if there was a new enperor at all — or any Enpire.
Space! For thirty years now, since the breakup of communications here at
the edge of the G@Glaxy, the whole wuniverse of Term nus had consisted of
itself and the four surroundi ng ki ngdons.

How the mighty had fallen! Kingdoms! They were prefects in the old days,
all part of the sanme province, which in turn had been part of a sector
which in turn had been part of a quadrant, which in turn had been part of
the allenbracing Galactic Enpire. And now that the Enpire had | ost contro
over the farther reaches of the Galaxy, these little splinter groups of
pl anets became kingdons — wth com c-opera Kkings and nobles, and petty,
meani ngl ess wars, and a life that went on pathetically anong the ruins.

A civilization falling. Nuclear power forgotten. Science fading to
myt hol ogy — wuntil the Foundation had stepped in. The Foundation that Hari
Sel don had established for just that purpose here on Term nus.

Lee was at the w ndow and his voice broke in on Hardin's reverie. "They've

conme," he said, "in a |ate-npdel ground car, the young pups." He took a few
uncertain st eps t owar d t he door and then | ooked at Har di n.
Hardin smled, and waved himback. "I1've given orders to have them brought
up here."

"Here! What for? You're making themtoo inportant.”

"Way go through all the cerenpbnies of an official mayor's audience? I'm
getting too old for red tape. Besides which, flattery is useful when
dealing with youngsters — particularly when it doesn't commt you to

anything." He winked. "Sit down, Lee, and give ne your noral backing. |'lI
need it with this young Sernmak."

"That fellow, Sermak," said Lee, heavily,
followi ng, Hardin, so don't underestimate him™"

is dangerous. He's got a

"Have | ever underestimated anybody?"

"Well, then, arrest him You can accuse himof something or other
afterward. "
Hardin ignored that last bit of advice. "There they are, Lee." |In response

to the signal, he stepped on the pedal beneath his desk, and the door slid
asi de.
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They filed in, the four that conposed the deputation, and Hardin waved them
gently to the arnchairs that faced his desk in a senmicircle. They bowed and
waited for the mayor to speak first.

Hardin flicked open the curiously carved silver lid of the cigar box that
had once belonged to Jord Fara of the old Board of Trustees in the
| ong-dead days of the Encyclopedists. It was a genui ne Enpire product from
Santanni, though the cigars it now contained were hone-grown. One by one,
with grave solemity, the four of the deputation accepted cigars and lit up
inritualistic fashion

Sef Sernmak was second fromthe right, the youngest of the young group — and
the nost interesting with his bristly yellow nustache trimed precisely,
and his sunken eyes of uncertain color. The other three Hardin disnissed
al rost i medi ately; they were rank and file on the face of them It was on
Sermek that he concentrated, the Sernmak who had already, in his first term
inthe Cty Council, turned that sedate body topsy-turvy nore than once,
and it was to Sermak that he said:

"I've been particularly anxious to see you, Council man, ever since your
very excellent speech | ast nonth. Your attack on the foreign policy of this
governnent was a nobst capable one."

Sernmak's eyes snoldered. "Your interest honors ne. The attack may or may
not have been capable, but it was certainly justified."

"Per haps! Your opinions are yours, of course. Still you are rather young."

Dryly. "It is a fault that nbst people are guilty of at sone period of
their Iife. You becane mayor of the city when you were two years younger
than I am now. "

Hardin smled to hinself. The yearling was a cool customer. He said, "I
take it now that you have come to see ne concerning this sane foreign
policy that annoys you so greatly in the Council Chanber. Are you speaking
for your three colleagues, or nust | listen to each of you separately?"
There were quick mutual glances anobng the four young nen, a slight
flickering of eyelids.

Sermek said grinmy, "I speak for the people of Term nus — a people who are
not now truly represented in the rubberstanp body they call the Council."

"l see. Go ahead, then!"
"It conmes to this, M. Mayor. W are dissatisfied-"
"By 'we' you nean 'the people,’ don't you?"

Sermek stared hostilely, sensing a trap, and replied coldly, "I believe
that ny views reflect those of the mgjority of the voters of Term nus. Does
that suit you?"

"Well, a statement like that is all the better for proof, but go on,
anyway. You are dissatisfied."

"Yes, dissatisfied with the policy which for thirty years had been
stripping Term nus defensel ess against the inevitable attack from outside."

"l see. And therefore? Go on, go on."

"It's nice of you to anticipate. And therefore we are forning a new
political party; one that will stand for the i mediate needs of Term nus
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and not for a mystic 'manifest destiny' of future Enpire. W are going to
throw you and your lick-spittle clique of appeasers out of Cty Hall-and
that soon."

"Unl ess? There's always an 'unless,' you know. "

"Not nmuch of one in this case: Unless you resign now |'mnot asking you to
change your policies — | wouldn't trust you that far. Your promises are
wort h not hi ng. An outright resignation is al | we' || t ake. "

"l see." Hardin crossed his legs and teetered his chair back on two |egs.
"That's your ultimatum Nice of you to give nme warning. But, you see,
rather think I'lIl ignore it."

"Don't think it was a warning, M. Muyor. It was an announcement of
principles and of action. The new party has already been forned, and it
will beginits official activities tonorrow There is neither room nor
desire for conprom se, and, frankly, it was only our recognition of your
services to the City that induced us to offer the easy way out. | didn't
think you' d take it, but my conscience is clear.

The next election will be a nore forcible and quite irresistible rem nder
that resignation is necessary."

He rose and notioned the rest up
Hardin lifted his arm "Hold on! Sit down!"

Sef Sernak seated hinself once nore with just a shade too nmuch alacrity and
Hardin smled behind a straight face. In spite of his words, he was waiting
for an offer.

Hardin said, "In exactly what way do you want our foreign policy changed?
Do you want us to attack the Four Kingdonms, now, at once, and all four
si mul t aneousl| y?"

"I make no such suggestion, M. Myor. It is our sinple proposition that
al | appeasenent cease i medi ately. Throughout your adm nistration, you have
carried out a policy of scientific aid to the Kingdonms. You have given them
nucl ear power. You have hel ped rebuild power plants on their territories.
You have established nedical clinics, chenmical |aboratories and factories."

"Wel | ? And your objection?"

"You have done this in order to keep themfrom attacking us. Wth these as
bri bes, you have been playing the fool in a col ossal gane of blacknmail, in
whi ch you have allowed Terminus to be sucked dry — with the result that now
we are at the nmercy of these barbarians."

"I'n what way?"

"Because you have given them power, given them weapons, actually serviced
the ships of their navies, they are infinitely stronger than they were
three decades ago. Their demands are increasing, and wth their new
weapons, they will eventually satisfy all their demands at once by viol ent
annexation of Termnus. Isn't that the way blackmil wusually ends?"

"And your renedy?"

"Stop the bribes imrediately and while you can. Spend vyour effort in
strengthening Ternminus itself — and attack first!"

Hardin watched the young fellows |little blond nustache with an al nost
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morbid interest. Sermak felt sure of himself or he wouldn't talk so much.
There was no doubt that his remarks were the reflection of a pretty huge
segnment of the popul ation, pretty huge.

Hi s voice did not betray the slightly perturbed current of his thoughts. If
was al nost negligent. "Are you finished?"

"For the nonent."

"Well, then, do you notice the franed statenent | have on the wall behind
me? Read it, if you will!"

Sermek's lips twitched. "It says: 'Violence is the |last refuge of the
i nconpetent.' That's an old man's doctrine, M. Myor."

"I applied it as a young man, M. Councilman - and successfully. You were
busily being born when it happened, but perhaps you may have read sonet hing
of it in school."

He eyed Sermak closely and continued in neasured tones, "Wen Hari Sel don
established the Foundation here, it was for the ostensible purpose of
producing a great Encyclopedia, and for fifty years we followed that
Wi ll-of-the-wisp, before discovering what he was really after. By that
time, it was alnost too late. When comuni cations with the central regions
of the old Enpire broke down, we found ourselves a world of scientists
concentrated in a single city, possessing no industries, and surrounded by
newly created kingdons, hostile and |largely barbarous. W were a tiny
island of nuclear power in this ocean of barbarism and an infinitely
val uabl e prize

"Anacreon, then as now, the nobst powerful of the Four Kingdons, demanded
and later actually established a military base upon Terninus, and the then
rulers of the City, the Encycl opedists, knew very well that this was only a
prelimnary to taking over the entire planet. That is how matters stood
when I ... uh ... assuned actual governnent. Wat would you have done?"

Sermak shrugged his shoulders. "That's an academ ¢ question. O course,
know what you did."

"Il repeat it, anyway. Perhaps you don't get the point. The tenptation
was great to nuster what force we could and put up a fight. 1It's the
easiest way out, and the nost satisfactory to self-respect - but, nearly
invariably, the stupidest. You would have done it; you and your talk of
"attack first.' Wat | did, instead, was to visit the three other kingdomns,
one by one; point out to each that to allow the secret of nuclear power to
fall into the hands of Anacreon was the quickest way of cutting their own
throats; and suggest gently that they do the obvious thing. That was all.
One nmonth after the Anacreonian force had | anded on Terminus, their King
received a joint ultimtum fromhis three neighbors. In seven days, the
| ast Anacreoni an was of f Term nus.

Now tell nme, where was the need for viol ence?"

The vyoung council man regarded his cigar stub thoughtfully and tossed it
into the incinerator chute. "I fail to see the analogy. Insulin will bring
a diabetic to normal without the faintest need of a knife, but appendicitis
needs an operation. You can't help that. Wen other courses have failed,
what is left but, as you put it, the last refuge? It's your fault that
we're driven to it."

"I? Ch, vyes, again ny policy of appeasenent. You still seemto |ack grasp

of the fundanental necessities of our position. Qur problem wasn't over
with the departure of the Anacreonians. They had just begun. The Four
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Ki ngdons were nore our enem es than ever, for each wanted nucl ear power-and
each was kept off our throats only for fear of the other three. W are
bal anced on the point of a very sharp sword, and the slightest sway in any
direction — |If, for instance, one kingdom beconmes too strong; or if two
forma coalition — You understand?"

"Certainly. That was the tine to begin all-out preparations for war."

"On the contrary. That was the time to begin all-out prevention of war. |
pl ayed them one against the other. | helped each in turn. | offered them
science, trade, education, scientific nmedicine. | nade Terminus of nore
value to themas a flourishing world than as a mlitary prize. It worked
for thirty years."

"Yes, but you were forced to surround these scientific gifts with the nost
outrageous numery. You've nmade half religion, half balderdash out of it.
You' ve erected a hierarchy of priests and conplicated, neaningless ritual."

Hardin frowned. "What of that? | don't see that it has anything to do with
the argument at all. | started that way at first because the barbarians
| ooked upon our science as a sort of magical sorcery, and it was easiest to
get themto accept it on that basis. The priesthood built itself and if we
help it along we are only following the line of |east resistance. It is a
mnor matter."

"But these priests are in charge of the power plants. That is not a mnor
matter."

"True, but we have trained them Their knowl edge of their tools is purely
enpirical; and they have a firmbelief in the numrery that surrounds them"

"And if one pierces through the numrery, and has the genius to brush aside
enpiricism what is to prevent him fromlearning actual techniques, and
selling out to the nobst satisfactory bidder? Wiat price our value to the
ki ngdons, then?"

"Little chance of that, Sermak. You are being superficial. The best nen on
the planets of the kingdonms are sent here to the Foundation each year and
educated into the priesthood. And the best of these remmin here as research

students. If you think that those who are left, wth practically no
know edge of the elements of science, or worse, still, with the distorted
know edge the priests receive, can penetrate at a bound to nucl ear power,
to electronics, to the theory of the hyperwarp — you have a very romantic

and very foolish idea of science. It takes lifetimes of training and an
excellent brain to get that far."

Yohan Lee had risen abruptly during the foregoing speech and | eft the room
He had returned now and when Hardin finished speaking, he bent to his
superior's ear. A whisper was exchanged and then a | eaden cylinder. Then,
with one short hostile look at the deputation, Lee resuned his chair.

Hardin turned the cylinder end for end in his hands, watching the
deputation through his |lashes. And then he opened it with a hard, sudden
twi st and only Sermak had the sense not to throw a rapid |look at the rolled
paper that fell out.

"In short, gentlenen," he said, "the Government is of the opinion that it
knows what it is doing."

He read as he spoke. There were the lines of intricate, meaningl ess code
that covered the page and the three penciled words scrawled in one coner
that carried the message. He took it in at a glance and tossed it casually
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into the incinerator shaft.

"That," Hardin then said, "ends the interview, |'mafraid. G ad to have net
you all. Thank you for conming." He shook hands with each in perfunctory
fashion, and they filed out.

Hardi n had al nbst gotten out of the habit of |aughing, but after Sernak and
his three silent partners were well out of earshot, he indulged in a dry
chuckl e and bent an anused | ook on Lee.

"How did you like that battle of bluffs, Lee?"

Lee snorted grunpily. "lI'mnot sure that he was bluffing. Treat himwth
kid gloves and he's quite liable to wn the next election, just as he
says. "

" Ch, quite likely, quite likely - if not hi ng happens first."

"Make sure they don't happen in the wong direction this time, Hardin.
tell you this Sermak has a following. Wiat if he doesn't wait till the next
el ection? There was a tinme when you and | put things through violently, in
spite of your slogan about what violence is."

Hardi n cocked an eyebrow. "You are pessinistic today, Lee. And singularly
contrary, too, or you wouldn't speak of violence. Qur own little putsch was

carried through without 1loss of I|ife, you renenber. It was a necessary
measure put through at the proper nmonment, and went over snoothly,
pai nl essly, and all but effortlessly. As for Sermak, he's up against a
different proposition. You and |, Lee, aren't the Encycl opedists. W stand

prepared. Order your men onto these youngsters in a nice way, old fell ow
Don't let them know they're being watched — but eyes open, you understand."”

Lee laughed in sour anusenent. "I'd be a fine one to wait for your orders,
wouldn't |, Hardin? Sernmak and his nmen have been under surveillance for a
nont h now. "

The mayor chuckled. "Got in first, did you? Al right. By the way," he
observed, and added softly, "Ambassador Verisof is returning to Termnus.
Tenporarily, | hope."

There was a short silence, faintly horrified, and then Lee said, "Ws that
the message? Are things breaking al ready?"

"Don't know. | can't tell till | hear what Verisof has to say. They may be,
though. After all, they have to before election. But what are you | ooking
so dead about ?"

"Because | don't know how it's going to turn out. You're too deep, Hardin,
and you're playing the gane too close to your chest."

"Bven you?" murmured Hardin. And al oud, "Does that nean you're going to
join Sermak's new party?"

Lee smled against his will. "Al right. You win. How about |unch now?"

2

There are many epigrans attributed to Hardin — a confirned epi grammtist —
a good many of which are probably apocryphal. Nevertheless, it is reported
that on a certain occasion, he said:

"It pays to be obvious, especially if you have a reputation for subtlety.”
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Poly Verisof had had occasion to act on that advice nore than once for he
was now in the fourteenth year of his double status on Anacreon — a double
status the upkeep of which rem nded himoften and unpleasantly of a dance
performed barefoot on hot netal

To the people of Anacreon he was high priest, representative of that
Foundati on which, to those "barbarians,”" was the acne of nystery and the
physical center of this religion they had created — with Hardin's help — in
the last three decades. As such, he received a honmage that had becone
horribly wearying, for fromhis soul he despised the ritual of which he was
the center.

But to the King of Anacreon — the old one that had been, and the young
grandson that was now on the throne — he was sinply the anbassador of a
power at once feared and covet ed.

On the whole, it was an wunconfortable job, and his first trip to the
Foundation in three years, despite the disturbing incident that had nade it
necessary, was sonething in the nature of a holiday.

And since it was not the first tine he had had to travel in absolute
secrecy, he again nade use of Hardin's epigramon the uses of the obvious.

He changed into his civilian clothes — a holiday in itself — and boarded a
passenger liner to the Foundation, second class. Once at Termnus, he
threaded his way through the crowd at the spaceport and called up Cty Hal
at a public visiphone.

He said, "My nane is Jan Smite. | have an appointnment with the mayor this
aft ernoon. "

The dead-voiced but efficient young lady at the other end nmde a second
connection and exchanged a fewrapid words, then said to Verisof in dry,
mechani cal tone, "Mayor Hardin wll see you in half an hour, sir," and the
screen went bl ank

Wher eupon the anbassador to Anacreon bought the latest edition of the
Terminus City Journal, sauntered casually to City Hall Park and, sitting.
down on the first enpty bench he cane to, read the editorial page, sport
section and comc sheet while waiting. At the end of half an hour, he
tucked the paper under his arm entered City Hall and presented hinself in
t he ant eroom

In doing all this he remained safely and thoroughly unrecognized, for since
he was so entirely obvi ous, no one gave him a second |ook

Hardin |ooked up at himand grinned. "Have a cigar! How was the trip?"

Veri sof helped hinmself. "Interesting. There was a priest in the next cabin
on his way here to take a special course in the preparation of radioactive
synthetics — for the treatnent of cancer, you know —"

"Surely, he didn't call it radioactive synthetics, now?"
"l guess not! It was the Holy Food to him"
The mayor smiled. "Go on."

"He inveigled me into a theological discussion and did his I|evel best to
el evate me out of sordid materialism”

"And never recogni zed his own high priest?"
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"Wthout ny crimson robe? Besides, he was a Snyrnian. It was an interesting

experience, though. It is remarkable, Hardin, how the religion of science
has grabbed hold. 1've witten an essay on the subject — entirely for ny
own arusenent; it wouldn't do to have it published. Treating the problem

sociologically, it would seem that when the old Enpire began to rot at the
fringes, it could be considered that science, as science, had failed the
outer worlds. To be reaccepted it would have to present itself in another
gui se and it has done just that. It wor ks out beautifully."”

"Interesting!" The mayor placed his arns around his neck and said suddenly,
"Start tal king about the situation at Anacreon!"”

The anbassador frowned and w thdrew the cigar fromhis nouth. He | ooked at
it di stasteful ly and put it down. "\Well, it's pretty bad. "

"You woul dn't be here, otherw se."

"Scarcely. Here's the position. The key man at Anacreon is the Prince
Regent, Wenis. He's King Lepold's uncle.”

"I know. But Lepold is comng of age next year, isn't he? | believe he'l
be sixteen in February."

"Yes." Pause, and then a wy addition. "If he lives. The king's father died
under suspicious circunmstances. A needle bullet through the chest during a
hunt. It was called an accident."

"Hrph. | seemto renenber Wenis the tinme | was on Anacreon, when we kicked
themoff Termnus. It was before your tine. Let's see now If | renenber,
he was a dark young fellow, black hair and a squint in his right eye. He
had a funny hook in his nose."

"Same fellow. The hook and the squint are still there, but his hair's gray
now. He plays the ganme dirty. Luckily, he's the nbst egregious fool on the
pl anet. Fancies hinself as a shrewd devil, too, which mades his folly the

nore transparent.”
"That's usually the way."

"H's notion of cracking an egg is to shoot a nuclear blast at it. Wtness
the tax on Tenple property he tried to inpose just after the old king died
two years ago. Renenber?"

Hardin nodded thoughtfully, then smled. "The priests raised a how."

"They rai sed one you could hear way out to Lucreza. He's shown nore caution
in dealing with the priesthood since, but he still nanages to do things the
hard way. In a way, it's wunfortunate for us; he has wunlinited
sel f-confidence."

"Probably an over-conpensated inferiority conplex. Younger sons of royalty
get that way, you know. "

"But it anpbunts to the sane thing. He's foaning at the nmouth with eagerness
to attack the Foundation. He scarcely troubles to conceal it. And he's in a
position to do it, too, fromthe standpoint of arnmanent. The old king built
up a magni ficent navy, and Wenis hasn't been sleeping the | ast two years.
In fact, the tax on Tenple property was originally intended for further
armanent, and when that fell through he increased the incone tax twce."

"Any grunbling at that?"
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"None of serious inportance. Obedience to appointed authority was the text
of every sermon in the kingdom for weeks. Not that Wenis showed any
gratitude."

"All right. ' ve got the backgr ound. Now what's happened?"

"Two weeks ago an Anacreoni an nerchant ship cane across a derelict battle
cruiser of the old Inperial Navy. It nust have been drifting in space for
at |l east three centuries.”

Interest flickered in Hardin's eyes. He sat up. "Yes, |'ve heard of that.
The Board of Navigation has sent ne a petition asking ne to obtain the ship
for purposes of study. It is in good condition, | understand."

"In entirely too good condition," responded Verisof, dryly. "Wen Wenis
received your suggestion last week that he turn the ship over to the
Foundati on, he al nost had convul sions."

"He hasn't answered yet."

"He won't — except with guns, or so he thinks. You see, he cane to ne on
the day | left Anacreon and requested that the Foundation put this battle
cruiser into fighting order and turn it over to the Anacreonian navy. He
had the infernal gall to say that your note of |ast week indicated a plan
of the Foundation's to attack Anacreon. He said that refusal to repair the
battle cruiser would confirm his suspicions; and indicated that neasures
for the self-defense of Anacreon would be forced upon him Those are his
words. Forced upon him And that's why |'m here."

Hardi n | aughed gently.

Verisof smiled and continued, "OF course, he expects a refusal, and it
would be a perfect excuse - in his eyes — for imediate attack."
"l see that, Verisof. Well, we have at |least six nonths to spare, so have

the ship fixed up and present it with my conplinents. Have it renamed the
Wenis as a mark of our esteem and affection.”

He | aughed agai n.

And again Verisof responded with the faintest trace of a smle, "l suppose
it's the logical step, Hardin — but I'mworried.”

"What about ?"

"It's a ship! They could build in those days. |Its cubic capacity is half
again that of the entire Anacreonian navy. It's got nucl ear blasts capable
of blowing up a planet, and a shield that could take a Q beam without

wor ki ng up radi ati on. Too much  of a good thing, Hardin ="
"Superficial, Verisof, superficial. You and | both know that the arnanent
he now has could defeat Term nus handily, long before we could repair the
cruiser for our own use. Wiat does it matter, then, if we give himthe

crui ser as wel | ?  You know it won't ever conme to actual war."
"l suppose so. Yes." The anbassador | ooked wup. "But Hardin "
"Wl | ? Wy do you stop? Go ahead."

"Look. This isn't nmy province. But |'ve been reading the paper." He placed
the Journal on the desk and indicated the front page. "Wiat's this al
about ?"

Hardin dropped a casual glance. "'A group of Councilnen are forning a new
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political party."'

"That's what it says." Verisof fidgeted. "I know you're in better touch
with internal matters than | am but they're attacking you with everything
short of physical violence. How strong are they?"

"Damed strong. They'll probably control the Council after next election.”

"Not before?" Verisof |ooked at the mayor obliquely. "There are ways of
gai ning control besides elections."”

"Do you take ne for Wenis?"

"No. But repairing the ship will take nonths and an attack after that is
certain. Qur yielding will be taken as a sign of appalling weakness and the
addition of the Inperial Cruiser will just about double the strength of
Wenis' navy. He'll attack as sure as |I'ma high priest. Wy take chances?
Do one of two things. Either reveal the plan of campaign to the Council, or
force the issue with Anacreon now "

Hardi n frowned. "Force the issue now? Before the crisis cones? It's the one
thing | nmustn't do. There's Hari Seldon and the Plan, you know "

Verisof hesitated, then nuttered, "You're absolutely sure, then, that there
is a Plan?"

"There can scarcely be any doubt," canme the stiff reply. "I was present at
the opening of the Time Vault and Seldon's recording revealed it then."

"I didn't nean that, Hardin. | just don't see how it could be possible to
chart history for a thousand years ahead. Maybe Sel don overestinated
hinmsel f." He shriveled a bit at Hardin's ironical smle, and added, "Well,
I"'mno psychol ogi st, "

"Exactly. None of us are. But | did receive some elenentary training in ny
youth — enough to know what psychology is capable of, even if | can't
exploit its capabilities mnyself. There's no doubt but that Seldon did
exactly what he clains to have done. The Foundation, as he says, was
established as a scientific refuge — the nmeans by which the science and
culture of the dying Enpire was to be preserved through the centuries of
barbarism that have begun, to be rekindled in the end into a second
Empire. "

Veri sof nodded, a trifle doubtfully. "Everyone knows that's the way things
are supposed to go. But can we afford to take chances? Can we risk the
present for the sake of a nebul ous future?"

"We nust — because the future isn't nebulous. |It's been cal culated out by
Sel don and charted. Each successive crisis in our history is mapped and
each depends in a neasure on the successful conclusion of the ones
previous. This is only the second crisis and Space knows what effect even a
trifling deviation would have in the end."

"That's rather enpty specul ation."

"No! Hari Seldon said in the Time Vault, that at each crisis our freedom of
action would beconme circunscribed to the point where only one course of
action was possible."

"So as to keep us on the straight and narrow?"

"So as to keep us fromdeviating, yes. But, conversely, as long as nore
than one course of action is possible, the crisis has not been reached. W
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must let things drift so |long as we possibly can, and by space, that's what
| intend doing."

Verisof didn't answer. He chewed his lower lip in a grudging silence. It
had only been the year before that Hardin had first discussed the problem
with him — the real problem the problemof countering Anacreon's hostile
preparations. And then only because he, Verisof, had balked at further
appeasenent .

Hardin seenmed to follow his anbassador's thoughts. "I would rmuch rather
never to have told you anything about this."

"What nakes you say that?" cried Verisof, in surprise.

"Because there are six people now — you and |, the other three anbassadors
and Yohan Lee — who have a fair notion of what's ahead; and |I'm damed
afraid that it was Seldon's idea to have no one know. "

"Wy so?"

"Because even Sel don's advanced psychology was limted. It could not handle
too many i ndependent variables. He couldn't work with individuals over any
length of time; any nore than you could apply kinetic theory of gases to
single nol ecules. He worked with nobs, popul ations of whole planets, and
only blind nobs who do not possess foreknow edge of the results of their
own actions."

"That's not plain."

"I can't help it. I'mnot psychol ogi st enough to explain it scientifically.
But this you know. There are no trained psychol ogists on Term nus and no
mat hematical texts on the science. It is plain that he wanted no one on
Term nus capabl e of working out the future in advance. Seldon wanted us to

proceed blindly - and therefore correctly — according to the |aw of nbb
psychol ogy. As | once told you, | never knew where we were headi ng when

first drove out the Anacreonians. My idea had been to nmintain bal ance of
power, no nore than that. It was only afterward that | thought | saw a

pattern in events; but I've done ny level best not to act on that
know edge. Interference due to foresight would have knocked the Plan out of
kilter."

Veri sof nodded thoughtfully. "I've heard argunents al nbst as conplicated in
the Tenpl es back on Anacreon. How do you expect to spot the fight nonent of
action?"

"It's spotted already. You admit that once we repair the battle cruiser
nothing will stop Wenis fromattacking us. There will no |onger be any
alternative in that respect.”

"Yes

"All right. That accounts for the external aspect. Meanwhile, you'l

further admit that the next election will see a new and hostile Counci
that will force action against Anacreon. There is no alternative there."
"Yes."

"And as soon as all the alternatives di sappear, the crisis has conme. Just
the sanme — | get worried."

He paused, and Verisof waited. Slowy, al nrost  reluctantly, Hardin
continued, "l've got the idea - just a notion - that the external and
internal pressures were planned to cone to a head simultaneously. As it is,
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there's a few nonths difference. Wenis will probably attack before spring,
and el ections are still a year off."

"That doesn't sound inportant."

"l don't know It may be due nerely to unavoidable errors of calculation,

or it mght be due to the fact that | knew too nuch. | tried never to |et
my foresight influence ny action, but howcan | tell? And what effect wll
the discrepancy have? Anyway," he |ooked up, "there's one thing |'ve
deci ded. "

"And what's that?"

"When the crisis does begin to break, I'mgoing to Anacreon. | want to be
on the spot ... Ch, that's enough, Verisof. It's getting late. Let's go out
and make a night of it. | want sone relaxation."

"Then get it right here,' said Verisof. "I don't want to be recogni zed, or

you know what this new party your precious Councilnen are formng would
say. Call for the brandy."

And Hardin did — but not for too much.

3.

In the ancient days when the Galactic Empire had enbraced the Gl axy, and
Anacreon had been the richest of the prefects of the Periphery, nore than
one enperor had visited the Viceregal Palace in state. And not one had | eft
wi thout at |east one effort to pit his skill with air speedster and needl e
gun against the feathered flying fortress they <call the Nyakbird.

The fane of Anacreon had withered to nothing with the decay of the tines.
The Viceregal Palace was a drafty nmmss of ruins except for the wing that
Foundati on worknen had restored. And no Enperor had been seen in Anacreon
for two hundred years.

But Nyak hunting was still the royal sport and a good eye with the needle
gun still the first requirenent of Anacreon's Kkings.

Lepold I, King of Anacreon and — as was invariably, but untruthfully added
— Lord of the Quter Dom nions, though not yet sixteen had already proved
his skill many times over. He had brought down his first Nyak when scarcely

thirteen; had brought down his tenth the week after his accession to the
throne; and was returning now fromhis forty-sixth.

"Fifty before | come of age," he had exulted. "Who' Il take the wager?"

But Courtiers don't take wagers against the king's skill. There is the
deadly danger of winning. So no one did, and the king left to change his
clothes in high spirits.

"Lepol d!'"

The king stopped nmid-step at the one voice that could cause himto do so.
He turned sul kily.

Wenis stood upon the threshold of his chanbers and beetled at his young
nephew.

" Send them away, " he motioned inpatiently. "Get rid of them™

The king nodded curtly and the two chanberl ains bowed and backed down the
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stairs. Lepold entered his uncle's room

Wenis stared at the king's hunting suit nmorosely. "You'll have nore
i mport ant t hi ngs to tend to t han Ny ak hunting soon enough. "

He turned his back and stunped to his desk. Since he had grown too old for
the rush of air, the perilous dive within wi ng-beat of the Nyak, the rol
and clinmb of the speedster at the notion of a foot, he had soured upon the
whol e sport.

Lepol d appreciated his uncle's sour-grapes attitude and it was not w thout
mal i ce that he began enthusiastically, "But you should have been with us
today, uncle. W flushed one in the wilds of Sarnia that was a nonster. And
ganme as they come. W had it out for two hours over at |east seventy square
mles of ground. And then | got to Sunwards — he was notioning graphically,
as though he were once nore in his speedster —"and dived torque-w se.
Caught him on the rise just under the left wing at quarters. It naddened
himand he canted athwart. | took his dare and veered a-left, waiting for
the plumet. Sure enough, down he canme. He was within w ng-beat before
moved and then -"

"Lepol d!'"
"Well!—= 1 got him"
"I"'msure you did. Now will you attend?"

The king shrugged and gravitated to the end table where he nibbled at a
Lera nut in quite an unregal sulk. He did not dare to neet his uncle's
eyes.

Wenis said, by way of preanble, "lI've been to the ship today."
"What shi p?"

"There is only one ship. The ship. The one the Foundation is repairing for
the navy. The old Inperial cruiser. Do | make nyself sufficiently plain?"
"That one? You see, | told you the Foundation would repair it if we asked

them to. It's all poppycock, you know, that story of yours about their
wanting to attack us. Because if they did, why would they fix the ship? It
doesn't make sense, you know. "

"Lepold, you're a fool!"

The king, who had just discarded the shell of the Lera nut and was lifting
another to his lips, flushed.

"Well now, |look here," he said, wth anger that scarcely rose above
peevi shness, "I don't think you ought to call ne that. You forget yourself.
I"l'l be of age in two nonths, you know. "

"Yes, and you're in a fine position to assume regal responsibilities. If
you spent half the time on public affairs that you do on Nyak hunting, |I'd
resign the regency directly with a clear conscience."

"l don't care. That has nothing to do with the case, you know. The fact is
that even if you are the regent and ny uncle, I'mstill Kking and you're
still ny subject. You oughtn't to call me a fool and you oughtn't to sit in
my presence, anyway. You haven't asked ny permission. | think you ought to
be careful, or | m ght do somet hi ng about it pretty soon. "

Wenis' gaze was cold. "May | refer to you as ‘'your nmjesty'?"
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"Yes."
"Very well! You are a fool, your nmjesty!"

Hi s dark eyes bl azed from beneath his grizzled brows and the young king sat
down slowmy. For a nonent, there was sardonic satisfaction in the regent's
face, but it faded quickly. His thick lips parted in a smle and one hand
fell upon the king's shoul der

"Never mind, Lepold. I should not have spoken harshly to you. It is
difficult sometines to behave with true propriety when the pressure of
events is such as — You wunderstand?" But if the words were conciliatory,
there was something in his eyes that had not softened.

Lepold said wuncertainly, "Yes. Affairs of State are deuced difficult, you
know." He wondered, not without apprehension, whether he were not in for a
dull siege of neaningless details on the year's trade with Smyrno and the
long, wangling dispute over the sparsely settled worlds on the Red
Corri dor.

Wenis was speaking again. "My boy, | had thought to speak of this to you
earlier, and perhaps | should have, but | know that your youthful spirits
are inpatient of the dry detail of statecraft."

Lepol d nodded. "Well, that's all right-"

H's uncle broke in firmy and continued, "However, you will conme of age in
two nonths. Moreover, in the difficult tinmes that are comng, you will have
to take a full and active part. You wll be king henceforward, Lepold."

Agai n Lepol d nodded, but his expression was quite blank

"There will be war, Lepold."

"War! But there's been truce with Snyrno-"

"Not Snyrno. The Foundation itself."

" But, uncl e, t hey' ve agr eed to repair the shi p. You sai d-"
Hi s voice choked off at the twist of his uncle's lip.

"Lepol d* — sone of the friendliness had gone —"we are to talk man to man.
There is to be war with the Foundation, whether the ship is repaired or
not; all the sooner, in fact, since it is being repaired. The Foundation is

the source of power and nmight. Al the greatness of Anacreon; all its ships
and its cities and its people and its commerce depend on the dribbles and
| eavi ngs of power that the Foundation have given us grudgingly. | renenber
the time — |, nyself — when the cities of Anacreon were warmed by the
burning of coal and oil. But never nind that; you would have no conception
of it."

"It seems," suggested the king timdly, "that we ought to be grateful-"

"Grateful?" roared Wenis. "Gateful that they begrudge us the nerest
dregs, while keeping space knows what for thenselves — and keeping it with
what purpose in mnd? Wiy, only that they may sone day rule the Gl axy."

Hi s hand canme down on his nephew s knee, and his eyes narrowed. "Lepold,
you are king of Anacreon. Your children and your children's children may be
kings of the wuniverse - if you have the power that the Foundation is
keeping fromus!"
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"There's sonething in that." Lepold' s eyes gained a sparkle and his back
strai ghtened. "After all, what right have they to keep it to thenselves?
Not fair, you know. Anacreon counts for sonething, too."

"You see, you're beginning to understand. And now, ny boy, what if Smyrno
decides to attack the Foundation for its own part and thus gains all that
power? How | ong do you suppose we coul d escape becom ng a vassal power? How
| ong woul d you hol d your throne?"

Lepold grew excited. "Space, yes. You're absolutely right, you know W
must strike first. It's sinply sel f-defense."

Wenis' smle broadened slightly. "Furthermore, once, at the very beginning
of the reign of your grandfather, Anacreon actually established a nmlitary
base on the Foundation's planet, Terminus - a base vitally needed for
national defense. W were forced to abandon that base as a result of the
machi nati ons of the | eader of that Foundation, a sly cur, a scholar, with
not a drop of noble blood in his veins. You understand, Lepold? Your
grandfather was humiliated by this commoner. | renenber him He was
scarcely ol der than nmyself when he cane to Anacreon with his devil's snmile
and devil's brain — and the power of the other three kingdons behind him
conbi ned in cowardly uni on agai nst the great ness of Anacr eon. "

Lepold flushed and the sparkle in his eyes blazed. "By Seldon, if | had
been nmy grandfather, | would have fought even so."

"No, Lepold. We decided to wait — to wipe out the insult at a fitter tine.
It had been your father's hope, before his untinely death, that he m ght be

the one to — Well, well!" Wenis turned away for a nonent. Then, as if
stifling enotion, "He was ny brother. And yet, if his son were-"
"Yes, uncle, I'll not fail him | have decided. It seens only proper that

Anacreon wipe out this nest of troublemakers, and that inmmediately."

"No, not immediately. First, we nust wait for the repairs of the battle
cruiser to be conpleted. The nere fact that they are willing to undertake
these repairs proves that they fear wus. The fools attenpt to placate us,
but we are not to be turned fromour path, are we?"

And Lepold's fist slamred agai nst his cupped palm
"Not while | amking in Anacreon.”

Wenis' lip twitched sardonically. "Besides which we nust wait for Sal vor
Hardin to arrive."

"Sal vor Hardin!" The king grew suddenly round-eyed, and the youthfu
contour of his beardless face lost the alnpbst hard |ines into which they
had been conpressed.

"Yes, Lepold, the |eader of the Foundation hinself is conming to Anacreon on
your birthday — probably to soothe us with buttered words. But it won't
help him™"

"Salvor Hardin!" It was the nerest murnur.

Wenis frowed. "Are you afraid of the nane? It is the sanme Sal vor Hardin,
who on his previous visit, ground our noses into the dust. You're not
forgetting that deadly insult to the royal house? And from a commoner. The
dregs of the gutter."

"No. | guess not. No, | won't. | won't! We'Il pay himback — but...but -
I"'mafraid — a little."
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The regent rose. "Afraid? O what? O what, you young-" He choked off.

"I't would be...uh...sort of blasphenbus, you know, to attack the
Foundation. | nean-" He paused.

"Go on."

Lepol d said confusedly, "I mean, if there were really a Galactic Spirit,
he...uh...it mightn't like it. Don't you think?

"No, | don't," was the hard answer. Wenis sat down again and his lips
twisted in a queer smle. "And so you

really bother your head a great deal over the Galactic Spirit, do you?
That's what cones of letting you run wild. You've been listening to Verisof
quite a bit, | take it."

"He's explained a great deal -"
"About the Glactic Spirit?"
"Yes."

"Why, you unweaned cub, he believes in that munmery a good deal |ess than
do, and | don't believe in it at all. How many times have you been told
that all this talk is nonsense?"

"Well, | know that. But Verisof says—"
"Pay no heed to Verisof. It's nonsense."

There was a short, rebellious silence, and then Lepold said, "Everyone
believes it just the sane. | mean all this talk about the Prophet Hari

Sel don and how he appoi nted the Foundation to carry on his commandnments
that there might sone day be a return of the Gal actic Paradi se: and how
anyone who di sobeys his commandments will be destroyed for eternity. They
believe it. I've presided at festivals, and |I'm sure they do."

"Yes, they do; but we don't. And you may be thankful it's so, for according
to this foolishness, you are king by divine right — and are sem -divine
yourself. Very handy. It elinmnates all possibilities of revolts and

i nsures absol ute obedience in everything. And that is why, Lepold, you nust
take an active part in ordering the war agai nst the Foundation. | amonly
regent, and quite hunman. You are king, and nore than half a god — to them"

"But | suppose I'mnot really," said the king reflectively.

"No, not really,"” came the sardonic response, "but you are to everyone but
the people of the Foundation. Get that? To everyone but those of the
Foundation. Once they are renoved there will be no one to deny you the
godhead. Think of that!"

"And after that we will ourselves be able to operate the power boxes of the
tenpl es and the ships that fly without nen and the holy food that cures
cancer and all the rest? Verisof said only those blessed with the Gal actic
Spirit coul d-"

"Yes, Verisof said! Verisof, next to Salvor Hardin, is your greatest eneny.
Stay with nme, Lepold, and don't worry about them Together we will recreate
an enpire-not just the kingdom of Anacreon-but one conprising every one of
the billions of suns of the Enpire. |Is that better than a wordy ' Gl actic
Par adi se' ?"
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"Ye-es."

"Can Verisof prom se nore?"

"No. "
"Very well." His voice becane perenptory. "| suppose we nay consider the
matter settled."” He waited for no answer. "Get along. |'Il be down |ater

And just one thing, Lepold."
The young king turned on the threshol d.

Wenis was smling with all but his eyes. "Be careful on these Nyak hunts,

my boy. Since the unfortunate accident to your father, | have had the
strangest presentinents concerning you, at times. In the confusion, with
needl e guns thickening the air with darts, one can never tell. You will be
careful, I hope. And you'll do as | say about the Foundation, won't you?"
Lepold's eyes widened and dropped away fromthose of his uncle. "Yes —
certainly."

"Good!" He stared after his departing nephew, expressionlessly, and

returned to his desk

And Lepol d's thoughts as he left were sonber and not unfearful. Perhaps it
woul d be best to defeat the Foundation and gain the power Wenis spoke of.
But afterward, when the war was over and he was secure on his throne- He
becane acutely conscious of the fact that Wenis and his two arrogant sons
were at present next in line to the throne.

But he was king. And kings could order people executed.

Even uncl es and cousins.

4.

Next to Sermak hinself, Lewis Bort was the npbst active in rallying those
di ssident elenments which had fused into the now vociferous Action Party.
Yet he had not been one of the deputation that had called on Salvor Hardin
al nrost half a year previously. That this was so was not due to any |ack of
recognition of his efforts; quite the contrary. He was absent for the very
good reason that he was on Anacreon's capital world at the tine.

He visited it as a private citizen. He saw no official and he did nothing
of inportance. He nerely watched the obscure coners of the busy planet and
poked his stubby nose into dusty crannies.

He arrived hone toward the end of a short winter day that had started with
clouds and was finishing with snow and wthin an hour was seated at the
octagonal table in Sernmak's hone.

Hs first words were not calculated to inprove the atnpbsphere of a
gathering already considerably depressed by the deepening snowfilled
twi|light outside.

"I'mafraid," he said, "that our position is what is wusually ternmed, in
nmel odramati ¢ phraseol ogy, a 'Lost Cause.'"

"You think so?" said Sermak, gloonily.

"It's gone past thought, Sermak. There's no roomfor any other opinion."
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"Armanment s—" began Dokor Walto, sonewhat officiously, but Bort broke in at
once.

"Forget that. That's an old story." His eyes traveled round the circle.

"I'mreferring to the people. | admit that it was ny idea originally that
we attenpt to foster a palace rebellion of sone sort to install as king
someone nore favorable to the Foundation. It was a good idea. It still is.

The only trifling flaw about it is that it is inpossible. The great Sal vor
Hardin saw to that."

Ser mak sai d sourly, " f you'd gi ve us t he detail s, Bort -"

"Details! There aren't any! It isn't as sinple as that. It's the whole
dammed situation on Anacreon. |It's this religion the Foundation has
established. It works!"

"Wl

"You've got to see it work to appreciate it. Al you see here is that we
have a large school devoted to the training of priests, and that
occasionally a special showis put on in sone obscure coner of the city for
the benefit of pilgrins and that's all. The whol e business hardly affects
us as a general thing. But on Anacreon-"

Lem Tarki smoothed his primlittle Vandyke with one finger, and cleared his
throat. "What kind of religionis it? Hardin's always said that it was just
a fluffy flumery to get themto accept our science wthout question. You
renenber, Sermak, he told us that day-"

"Hardin's explanations,” rem nded Sernak, "don't often mean rmuch at face
val ue. But what kind of a religionis it, Bort?"

Bort considered. "Ethically, it's fine. It scarcely varies fromthe various
phi |l osophies of the old Enpire. H gh noral standards and all that. There's
nothing to conplain about fromthat viewpoint. Religion is one of the great

civilizing influences of history and in that respect, it's fulfilling-"
"W know that," interrupted Sermak, inpatiently. "Get to the point."
"Here it is." Bort was a trifle disconcerted, but didn't show it. "The
religion — which the Foundation has fostered and encouraged, mnd you — is

built on on strictly authoritarian Iines. The priesthood has sole contro
of the instrunents of science we have given Anacreon, but they've |earned
to handle these tools only empirically. They believe in this religion
entirely, and in the ... uh ... spiritual value of the power they handle.
For instance, two nonths ago sone fool tanpered with the power plant in the
Thessal ekian Temple - one of the large ones. He contaminated the city, of
course. It was considered divine vengeance by everyone, including the
priests.”

"I renmenber. The papers had sone garbled version of the story at the tine.
| don't see what you're driving at."

"Then, listen," said Bort, stiffly. "The priesthood forns a hierarchy at
the apex of which is the king, who is regarded as a sort of mnor god. He's
an absol ute nonarch by divine right, and the people believe it, thoroughly,
and the priests, too. You can't overthrow a king like that. Now do you get
t he poi nt?"

"Hold on," said Walto, at this point. "What did you nean when you said
Hardin's done all this? How does he come in?"

Bort glanced at his questioner bitterly. "The Foundation has fostered this
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del usi on assi duously. W've put all our scientific backing behind the hoax.
There isn't a festival at which the king does not preside surrounded by a
radi oactive aura shining forth all over his body and raising itself like a
coronet above his head. Anyone touching himis severely burned. He can nove
from place to place through the air at crucial nonments, supposedly by
inspiration of divine spirit. He fills the tenple with a pearly, interna
light at a gesture. There is no end to these quite sinmple tricks that we
performfor his benefit; but even the priests believe them while working
t hem personal ly."

"Bad!" said Sermak, biting his lip.

"I could cry — like the fountain in Cty Hall Park," said Bort, earnestly,
"when | think of the chance we nuffed. Take the situation thirty years ago,
when Hardin saved the Foundation from Anacreon - At that time, the

Anacr eoni an people had no real conception of the fact that the Enpire was
runni ng down. They had been nore or less running their own affairs since
the Zeonian revolt, but even after comrunications broke down and Lepold's
pirate of a grandfather nmade hinself king, they never quite realized the
Enpi re had gone kaput.

"If the Enperor had had the nerve to try, he could have taken over again
with two cruisers and with the help of the internal revolt that woul d have

certainly sprung to life. And we we could have done the sane; but no,
Har di n establi shed nonarch worship. Personally, | don't understand it. Wy?
Why? VWhy?"

"What," demanded Jaim Osy, suddenly, "does Verisof do? There was a day
when he was an advanced Actionist. Wat's he doing there? Is he blind,
too?"

"I don't know," said Bort, curtly. "He's high priest to them As far as
know, he does nothing but act as adviser to the priesthood on technica
details. Figurehead, blast him figurehead!"

There was silence all round and all eyes turned to Sermak. The young party
| eader was biting a fingernail nervously, and then said |loudly, "No good.
It's fishy!"

He | ooked around him and added nore energetically, "lIs Hardin then such a
f ool ?"

"Seens to be," shrugged Bort.

"Never! There's sonething wong. To cut our own throats so thoroughly and
so hopelessly would require colossal stupidity. Mre than Hardin could
possi bly have even if he were a fool, which | deny. On the one hand, to
establish a religion that would wi pe out all chance of internal troubles.
On the other hand, to arm Anacreon with all weapons of warfare. | don't see
it."

"The matter is alittle obscure, | admt,"
there. What else can we think?"

said Bort, "but the facts are

Walto sai d, jerkily, "Qutright treason. He's in their pay."
But Sermak shook his head inpatiently. "I don't see that, either. The whole
affair is as insane and neaningless — Tell ne, Bort, have you heard

anyt hing about a battle cruiser that the Foundation is supposed to have put
into shape for use in the Anacreon navy?"

"Battl e cruiser?"
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"An old Inperial cruiser-"

"No, | haven't. But that doesn't nean nuch. The navy yards are religious
sanctuaries conpletely inviolate on the part of the lay public. No one ever
hears anyt hi ng about the fleet.

"Wel |, runors have | eaked out. Sone of the Party have brought the matter up
in Council. Hardin never denied it, you know. H s spokesnen denounced runor
nonger s and et it go at that. It m ght have significance."
"It's of a piece with the rest," said Bort. "if true, it's absolutely

crazy. But it wouldn't be worse than the rest."

"I  suppose," said Osy, "Hardin hasn't any secret weapon waiting. That
m ght —"

"Yes," said Sermmk, viciously, "a huge jack-in-the-box that will junp out
at the psychol ogical nmonent and scare old Wenis into fits. The Foundation
may as well blowitself out of existence and save itself the agony of

suspense if it has to depend on any secret weapon."

"Well," said Orsy, changing the subject hurriedly, "the question conmes down
to this: How nuch time have we left? Eli, Bort?"

"All fight. It is the question. But don't 1look at nme; I don't know. The
Anacr eoni an press never nmentions the Foundation at all. Right now it's

full of the approaching celebrations and nothing else. Lepold is com ng of
age next week, you know "

"W have nonths then." Walto snmiled for the first tine that evening. "That
gives us time-"

"That gives us tine, ny foot," ground out Bort, inpatiently. "The king's a
god, | tell you. Do you suppose he has to carry on a canpai gn of propaganda
to get his people into fighting spirit? Do you suppose he has to accuse us
of aggression and pull out all stops on cheap enotionalisn? Wen the tine
cones to strike, Lepold gives the order and the people fight. Just like
that. That's the dammedness of the system You don’t question a god. He may
give the order tonorrow for all | know, and you can wap tobacco round that
and snoke it."

Everyone tried to talk at once and Sermak was slamming the table for
silence, when the front door opened and Levi Norast stanped in. He bounded
up the stairs, overcoat on, trailing snow.

"Look at that!" he <cried, tossing a cold, snow speckled newspaper onto the
table. "The visicasters are full of it, too."

The newspaper was unfol ded and five heads bent over it.

Sermek said, in a hushed voice, "G eat Space, he’s going to Anacreon! Going
to Anacreon!"”

"It is treason," squeaked Tarki, in sudden excitenment. "I’'I|l be damed if
Walto isn't right. He's sold us out and now he's going there to collect his
wage. "

Sermak had risen. "W’'ve no choice now. |I'm going to ask the Counci
tonorrow that Hardin be inpeached. And if that fails-"
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The snow had ceased, but it caked the ground deeply now and the sleek
ground car advanced through the deserted streets with lunbering effort. The
murky gray light of incipient dawn was cold not only in the poetical sense
but also in a very literal way — and even in the then turbulent state of
the Foundation's politics, no one, whether Actionist or pro-Hardin found
his spirits sufficiently ardent to begin street activity that early.

Yohan Lee did not like that and his grumblings grew audible. "It's going to
| ook bad, Har di n. They're goi ng to say you sneaked away. "

"Let themsay it if they wish. |I've got to get to Anacreon and | want to do
it without trouble. Now that's enough, Lee."

Hardin | eaned back into the cushioned seat and shivered slightly. It wasn't
cold inside the well-heated car, but there was sonething frigid about a
snhow- cover ed wor | d, even t hr ough gl ass, t hat annoyed hi m

He said, reflectively, "Sone day when we get around to it we ought to
weat her-condition Term nus. It could be done."

"I," replied Lee, "would like to see a few other things done first. For
i nstance, what about weather-conditioning Sermak? A nice, dry cell fitted
for twenty-five centigrade all year round would be just fight."

"And then |'d really need bodyguards," said Hardin, "and not just those
two," He indicated two of Lee's bully-boys sitting up front with the
driver, hard eyes on the enpty streets, ready hands at their atom bl asts.
"You evidently want to stir up civil war."

"I do? There are other sticks inthe fire and it won't require nuch
stirring, I can tell you." He counted off on blunt fingers, "One: Sermak
raised hell yesterday in the Gty Council and called for an inpeachnent.”

"He had a perfect right to do so," responded Hardin, coolly. "Besides
whi ch, his notion was defeated 206 to 184."

"Certainly. A mjority of twenty-two when we had counted on sixty as a
m nimum Don't deny it; you know you did."

"I't was close,"” admtted Hardin.

"All right. And two; after the vote, the fifty-nine nenbers of the
Actionist Party reared upon their hind | egs and stanped out of the Counci
Chanbers. "

Hardin was silent, and Lee continued, "And three: Before |eaving, Sernak
how ed that you were a traitor, that you were going to Anacreon to coll ect
your paynent, that the Chanber majority in refusing to vote inpeachnment had
participated in the treason, and that the name of their party was not
"Actionist' for nothing. Wat does that sound |ike?"

"Trouble, | suppose."
"And now you're chasing off at daybreak, like a crimnal. You ought to face
them Hardin - and if you have to, declare nmartial Ilaw, by space!"

"Violence is the | ast refuge-"
"—Of the inconpetent. Bah!"

"All right. W'Ill see. Nowlisten to me carefully, Lee. Thirty years ago,
the Time Vault opened, and on the fiftieth anniversary of the begi nning of
the Foundation, there appeared a Hari Sel don recording to give us our first
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i dea of what was really going on."

"I remenber," Lee nodded rem niscently, with a half smle. "It was the day
we took over the government."

"That's right. It was the tinme of our first mjor crisis. This is our
second-and three weeks from today will be the eightieth anniversary of the
beginning of the Foundation. Does that strike you as in any way
significant?"

"You mean he's coming agai n?"

"I''m not finished. Seldon never said anything about returning, you
understand, but that's of a piece with his whole plan. He's always done his

best to keep all foreknowl edge fromus. Nor is there any way of telling
whet her the conputer is set for further openings short of dismantling the
Vault — and it's probably set to destroy itself if we were to try that.

I'"ve been there every anniversary since the first appearance, just on the
chance. He's never shown up, but this is the first tine since then that
there's really been a crisis.”

"Then he'll cone."

"Maybe. | don't know. However, this is the point. At today's session of the
Council, just after you announce that | have left for Anacreon, you wll
further announce, officially, that on Mrch 14th next, there will be
another Hari Seldon recording, containing a nmessage of the utnost

i mportance regarding the recent successfully concluded crisis. That's very
inmportant, Lee. Don't add anything nore no matter how many questions are
asked. "

Lee stared. "WII they believe it?"

"That doesn't matter. It will confuse them which is all | want. Between
wondering whether it is true and what | nean by it if it isn't — they'l
decide to postpone action till after March 14th. I'I|l be back considerably

before then."
Lee |ooked uncertain. "But that 'successfully concluded.' That's bull!"
"Hi ghly confusing bull. Here's the airport!"

The waiting spaceship bulked sonmberly in the dimess. Hardin stanped
through the snow toward it and at the open air lock turned about with
out stret ched hand.

"Good-by, Lee. | hate to leave you in the frying pan like this, but there's
not anot her | can trust. Now please keep out of the fire."

"Don't worry. The frying pan is hot enough. 1'Il follow orders."
back, and the air |ock closed.

He stepped

6

Sal vor Hardin did not travel to the planet Anacreon — from which planet the
ki ngdom derived its name — imediately. It was only on the day before the
coronation that he arrived, after having made flying visits to eight of the
| arger stellar systens of the kingdom stopping only |long, enough to confer
with the | ocal representatives of the Foundation

The trip left him with an oppressive realization of the vastness of the
kingdom It was a little splinter, an insignificant fly speck conpared to
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the inconceivable reaches of the Galactic Enpire of which it had once
formed so distinguished a part; but to one whose habits of thought had been
built around a single planet, and a sparsely settled one at that,
Anacreon's size in area and popul ati on was staggering.

Following closely the boundaries of the old Prefect of Anacreon, it
enbraced twenty-five stellar systens, six of which included nore than one
i nhabited world. The population of nineteen billion, though still far |ess
than it had been in the Enpire's heyday was rising rapidly with the
i ncreasing scientific devel opnent fostered by the Foundat i on

And it was only now that Hardin found hinself floored by the nagnitude of
that task. Even in thirty years, only the capital world had been powered.

The outer provinces still possessed inmense stretches where nucl ear power
had not yet been re-introduced. Even the progress that had been nade m ght
have been inmpossible had it not been for the still workable relics left

over by the ebbing tide of Enmpire.

Wen Hardin did arrive at the capital world, it was to find all nornal
busi ness at an absolute standstill. In the outer provinces there had been
and still were celebrations; but here on the planet Anacreon, not a person
but took feverish part 1in the hectic religious pageantry that heral ded the
com ng-of -age of their god-king, Lepold.

Hardi n had been able to snatch only half an hour froma haggard and harried
Verisof before his anbassador was forced to rush off to supervise stil

another tenple festival. But the half-hour was a nost profitable one, and
Hardin prepared hinself for the night's fireworks well satisfied.

In all, he acted as an observer, for he had no stomach for the religious
tasks he would undoubtedly have had to undertake if his identity becane
known. So, when the palace's ballroomfilled itself with a glittering horde
of the kingdoms very highest and npost exalted nobility, he found hinself
hugging the wall, little noticed or totally ignored.

He had been introduced to Lepold as one of a long line of introducees, and
froma safe distance, for the king stood apart in 1lonely and inpressive
grandeur, surrounded by his deadly blaze of radioactive aura. And in |ess
than an hour this sane king would take his seat upon the nmassive throne of
rhodiumiridiumalloy wth jewel-set gold chasings, and then, throne and
all would rise maestically into the air, skimthe ground slowy to hover
before the great window fromwhich the great crowds of comon folk could
see their king and shout thenselves into near apoplexy. The throne would
not have been so nmassive, of course, if it had not had a shielded nucl ear
motor built into it.

It was past eleven. Hardin fidgeted and stood on his toes to better his
view. He resisted an inpulse to stand on a chair. And then he saw Wenis
threadi ng through the crowd toward hi mand he rel axed.

Wenis' progress was slow. At alnpst every step, he had to pass a kindly
sentence wth sone revered noble whose grandfather had hel ped Lepold's
grandfather brigandi ze the kingdomand had received a dukedomtherefor.

And then he disentangled hinself fromthe |ast uniforned peer and reached
Hardin. H's smile crooked itself into a smrk and his black eyes peered
from under grizzled brows with glints of satisfaction in them

"My dear Hardin," he said, in a low voice, "you nmnust expect to be bored,
when you refuse to announce your identity."

"I am not bored, your highness. This is all extrenely interesting. W have
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no conparabl e spectacl es on Term nus, you know. "

"No doubt. But would you care to step into nmy private chanbers, where we
can speak at greater length and with considerably nore privacy?"

"Certainly."

Wth arnms |inked, the two ascended the staircase, and nore than one dowager
duchess stared after them in surprise and wondered at the identity of this
insignificantly dressed and wuninteresting-looking stranger on whom such
signal honor was being conferred by the prince regent.

In Wenis' chanmbers, Hardin relaxed in perfect confort and accepted with a
murmur of gratitude the glass of liquor that had been poured out by the
regent's own hand.

"Locris wine, Hardin," said Wenis, "fromthe royal cellars. The real thing

— two centuries in age. It was laid down ten years before the Zeonian
Rebel I'ion."
"A really royal drink," agreed Hardin, politely. "To Lepold I, King of
Anacr eon. "

They drank, and Wenis added bl andly, at the pause, "And soon to be Enperor
of the Periphery, and further, who knows? The Galaxy nmay some day be
reunited."

"Undoubt edl y. By Anacreon?"

"Way not? Wth the help of the Foundation, our scientific superiority over
the rest of the Periphery would be undisputable."

Hardin set his enpty glass down and said, "Wll, vyes, except that, of
course, the Foundation is bound to help any nation that requests scientific
aid of it. Due to the high idealismof our governnent and the great nora
pur pose of our founder, Hari Seldon, we are unable to play favorites. That
can't be hel ped, your highness."

Wenis' smle broadened. "The @Galactic Spirit, to use the popular cant,
hel ps those who help thenselves. | quite understand that, left to itself,
t he Foundation woul d never cooperate."

"I wouldn't say that. We repaired the Inperial cruiser for you, though ny
board of navigation wi shed it for thenselves for research purposes.”

The regent repeated the |last words ironically. "Research purposes! Yes! Yet
you woul d not have repaired it, had | not threatened war . "

Hardin made a deprecatory gesture. "I don't know "
"l do. And that threat always stood.'
"And still stands now?"

"Now it is rather too late to speak of threats.”" Wenis had cast a rapid
glance at the clock on his desk. "Look here, Hardin, you were on Anacreon
once before. You were young then; we were both young. But even then we had
entirely different ways of |ooking at things. You're what they call a man
of peace, aren't you?"

"I suppose | am At least, | consider violence an uneconom cal way of
attaining an end. There are always better substitutes, though they may
sonetines be a little less direct."
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"Yes. 1've heard of your famous remark: 'Violence is the |ast refuge of the
i nconpetent.' And vyet" — the regent scratched one ear gently in affected
abstraction =" woul dn' t cal | nysel f exactly i nconpetent. "

Hardi n nodded politely and said not hing.

"And in spite of that," Wenis continued, "I have always believed in direct
action. | have believed in carving a straight path to ny objective and
followi ng that path. | have acconplished nuch that way, and fully expect to
acconplish still nore.™

"I know," interrupted Hardin. "I believe you are carving a path such as you
describe for yourself and your children that | eads directly to the throne,
considering the late unfortunate death of the king's father — your el der
brother and the king's own precarious state of health. He isin a
precarious state of health, is he not?"

Wenis frowmed at the shot, and his voice grew harder. "You might find it
advi sable, Hardin, to avoid certain subjects. You may consider yourself

privil eged as mayor of Terminus to make ... uh ... injudicious remarks, but
if you do, please disabuse vyourself of the notion. I amnot one to be
frightened at words. It has been my philosophy of Ilife that difficulties
vani sh when faced boldly, and | have never turned nmy back upon one yet."

"l don't doubt that. What particular difficulty are you refusing to turn
your back upon at the present nonent?"

"The difficulty, Hardin, of persuading the Foundation to co-operate. Your
policy of peace, vyou see, has |ed you into making several very serious
m st akes, sinply because you underestinmated the bol dness of your adversary.
Not everyone is as afraid of direct action as you are."

"For instance?" suggested Hardin.

"For instance, you came to Anacreon al one and acconpanied ne to ny chanbers
al one. "

Har di n | ooked about him "And what is wong with that?"

"Not hing," said the regent, "except that outside this roomare five police
guards, well arned and ready to shoot. | don't think you can |eave,
Hardin."

The mayor's eyebrows lifted, "I have no imediate desire to |eave. Do you

then fear ne so nuch?"

"I don't fear you at all. But this nay serve to inpress you wth ny
determination. Shall we call it a gesture?"

"Call it what you please," said Hardin, indifferently. "I shall not
di scoomode nyself over the incident, whatever you choose to call it."

"I"'msure that attitude will change wth tine. But you have nmade anot her
error, Hardin, a nore serious one. It seens that the planet Termnus is
al nrost whol | y undef ended. "

"Naturally. What have we to fear? W threaten no one's interest and serve
all alike."

"And while renmaining helpless,” Wenis went on, "you kindly helped us to
arm oursel ves, aiding us particularly in the devel opnent of a navy of our
own, a great navy. |In fact, a navy which, since your donation of the
Imperial cruiser, is quite irresistible.”
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"Your highness, you are wasting tine." Hardin made as if to rise fromhis
seat. "If you mean to declare war, and are informng ne of the fact, you
will allow ne to communi cat e with 1% gover nnent at once."

"Sit down, Hardin. | amnot declaring war, and you are not conmunicating
with your governnent at all. Wwen the war is fought — not declared, Hardin,
fought — the Foundation will be infornmed of it in due tine by the nuclear
blasts of the Anacreonian navy under the lead of ny own son upon the
flagship, Wenis, once a cruiser of the Inperial navy."

Hardin frowned. "When will all this happen?"

"If you're really interested, the ships of the fleet |eft Anacreon exactly
fifty mnutes ago, at eleven, and the first shot will be fired as soon as
they sight Term nus, which should be at noon tonorrow. You nay consider
yoursel f a prisoner of war."

"That's exactly what | do consider nyself, your highness," said Hardin,
still frowning. "But |'m di sappointed."

W eni s chuckl ed contenptuously. "lIs that all?"

"Yes. | had thought that the nonment of coronation — mdnight, you know —
woul d be the logical time to set the fleet in motion. Evidently, you wanted
to start the war while you were still regent. It would have been nore

dramatic the other way."

The r egent st ared. "What in Space are you tal ki ng about ?"
"Don't you understand?" said Hardin, softly. "I had set ny counterstroke
for mdnight."

Wenis started from his chair. "You are not bluffing me. There is no
counterstroke. If you are counting on the support of the other kingdomns,
f or get it. Thei r navi es, combi ned, are no mat ch for ours."

"I know that. | don't intend firing a shot. It is sinply that the word went
out a week ago that at mdnight tonight, the planet Anacreon goes under the
interdict."

"The interdict?"

"Yes. If you don't understand, | mnight explain that every priest in
Anacreon is going on strike, unless | countermand the order. But | can't
while |I'm being held i ncommuni cado; nor do | wish to even if | weren't!" He
| eaned forward and added, with sudden animation, "Do you realize, your

hi ghness, that an attack on the Foundation is nothing short of sacril ege of
the hi ghest order?"

Wenis was groping visibly for self-control. "G ve nme none of that, Hardin
Save it for the nob."

"My dear Wenis, whoever do you think | amsaving it for? | inagine that
for the last half hour every tenple on Anacreon has been the center of a
mob listening to a priest exhorting themupon that very subject. There's
not a man or woman on Anacreon that doesn't know that their governnent has
| aunched a vicious, unprovoked attack upon the center of their religion

But it lacks only four m nutes of nidnight now. You d better go down to the

ballroomto watch events. |'lIl be safe here with five guards outside the
door." He leaned back in his <chair, helped hinself to another glass of
Locris W ne, and gazed at the ceiling with perfect indifference.
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W eni s suddenly furious, rushed out of the room

A hush had fallen over the elite in the ballroom as a broad path was
cleared for the throne. Lepold sat on it now, hands solidly on its arms,
head hi gh, face frozen. The huge chandeliers had dimed and in the diffused
multi-colored light fromthe tiny nucleo-bulbs that bespangl ed the vaulted
ceiling, the royal aura shone out bravely, lifting high above his head to
forma bl azi ng coronet.

Weni s paused on the stairway. No one saw him all eyes were on the throne.
He clenched his fists and remai ned where he was; Hardin would not bluff him
into action.

And then the throne stiffed. Noiselessly, it lifted upward — and drifted.
Of the dais, slowy down the steps, and then horizontally, five
centinmetres off the floor, it worked itself toward the huge, open w ndow.

At the sound of the deep-toned bell that signified mdnight, it stopped
before the wi ndow — and the king's aura died.

For a frozen split second, the king did not nove, face twi sted in surprise,
wi thout an aura, nerely human; and then the throne wobbled and dropped to
the floor with a crashing thunp, just as every light in the pal ace went
out .

Through the shrieking din and confusion, Wenis' bull voice sounded. "Get
the flares! CGet the flares!"

He buffeted right and Ileft through the crowd and forced his way to the
door. From wi thout, palace guards had streamed into the darkness.

Sonehow the flares were brought back to the ballroom flares that were to
have been used in the gigantic torchlight procession through the streets of
the city after the coronation

Back to the ballroom guardsnmen swarnmed with torches — blue, green, and red;
wher e the strange I'i ght it up frightened, confused faces

"There is no harmdone,"” shouted Wenis. "Keep your places. Power will
return in a nmonent."

He turned to the captain of the guard who stood stiffly at attention. "Wat
is it, Captain?"
"Your highness," was the instant response, "the palace is surrounded by the
people of the city."

"VWhat do they want?" snarled Wenis.

"A priest is at the head. He has been identified as H gh Priest Poly
Verisof. He denmands the imediate release of Mayor Salvor Hardin and
cessation of the war against the Foundation." The report was nade in the
expressionless tones of an officer, but his eyes shifted uneasily.

Wenis cried, "if any of the rabble attenpt to pass the pal ace gates, bl ast
them out of existence. For the nonent, nothing nore. Let themhowl! There
wi Il be an accounting tonorrow "

The torches had been distributed now, and the ballroom was again alight.
Wenis rushed to the throne, still standing by the w ndow, and dragged the
stricken, wax-faced Lepold to his feet.

"Come with nme." He cast one look out of the wndow The city was
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pitch-bl ack. From below there were the hoarse confused cries of the nob.
Only toward the fight, where the Argolid Tenple stood was there
illum nation. He swor e angrily, and dr agged the ki ng away.

Wenis burst into his chanbers, the five guardsnen at his heels. Lepold
fol |l owed, wi de-eyed, scared speechl ess.

"Hardin," said Wenis, huskily, "you are playing with forces too great for
you."
The nmayor ignhored the speaker. In the pearly light of the pocket

nucleo-bulb at his side, he remuined quietly seated, a slightly ironic
smile on his face.

"Good norning, your majesty,” he said to Lepold. "I congratulate you on
your coronation.”

"Hardin," <cried Wenis again, "order your priests back to their jobs."

Hardin |ooked up coolly. "Oder them yourself, Wenis, and see who is
playing with forces too great for whom Right now, there's not a whee
turning in Anacreon. There's not a light burning, except in the tenples.
There's not a drop of water running, except in the tenples. On the wintry
hal f of the planet, there's not a calorie of heat, except in the tenples.
The hospitals are taking in no nore patients. The power plants have shut
down. All ships are grounded. If you don't like it, Wenis, you can order
the priests back to their jobs. | don't wish to."

"By Space, Hardin, I will. If it's to be a showdown, so be it. W'll see if
your priests can withstand the army. Tonight, every tenple on the planet
wi Il be put under army supervision."

"Very good, but how are you going to give the orders? Every line of
conmmuni cation on the planet is shut down. You'll find that neither wave nor
hyperwave will work. In fact, the only comunicator of the planet that wll
work — outside of the tenples, of course —is the televisor right here in

this room and |'ve fitted it only for reception.”

Wenis struggled vainly for breath, and Hardin continued, "If you wi sh you
can order your arnmy into the Argolid Tenple just outside the pal ace and
then use the ultrawave sets there to contact other portions of the planet.
But if you do that, I"'mafraid the arny contigent will be cut to pieces by
the nmob, and then what will protect your palace, Wenis? And your |ives,
W eni s?"

Wenis said thickly, "W can hold out, devil. W'll last the day. Let the
mob how and | et the power die, but we'll hold out. And when the news cones
back that the Foundati on has been taken, your precious nmob will find upon
what vacuumtheir religion has been built, and they'|Il desert your priests
and turn against them | give you until noon tonorrow, Hardin, because you
can stop the power on Anacreon but you can't stop ny fleet." Hi s voice
croaked exultantly. "They're on their way, Hardin, with the great cruiser
you yoursel f ordered repaired, at the head."

Hardin replied Ilightly. "Yes, the cruiser I nyself ordered repaired — but
inmy own way. Tell ne, Wenis, have you ever heard of a hyperwave rel ay?
No, | see you haven't. Well, in about two mnutes you'll find out what one
can do."

The televisor flashed to |ife as he spoke, and he anmended, "No, in two
seconds. Sit down, Wenis. and listen."
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7

Theo Aporat was one of the very highest ranking priests of Anacreon. From
the standpoint of precedence alone, he deserved his appointnent as head
priest- attendant upon the flagship Wenis.

But it was not only rank or precedence. He knew the ship. He had worked
directly under the holy nen fromthe Foundation itself in repairing the
ship. He had gone over the notors under their orders. He had rewired the
‘visors; revanped the comrunications system replated the punctured hull
rei nforced the beans. He had even been permitted to help while the wi se nen
of the Foundation had installed a device so holy it had never been placed
in any previous ship, but had been reserved only for this magnificent
col ossus of a vessel — a hyperwave rel ay.

It was no wonder that he felt heartsick over the purposes to which the
glorious ship was perverted. He had never wanted to believe what Veri sof
had told him—- that the ship was to be used for appalling w ckedness; that
its guns were to be turned on the great Foundation. Turned on that
Foundation, where he had been trained as a youth, from which al
bl essedness was derived.

Yet he could not doubt now, after what the admral had told him

How coul d the king, divinely blessed, allow this abom nable act? O was it
the king? Was it not, perhaps, an action of the accursed regent, Wenis,
wi t hout the know edge of the king at all. And it was the son of this sane
Wenis that was the admiral who five ninutes before had told him

"Attend to your souls and your blessings, priest. I wll attend to ny
ship."

Aporat smled crookedly. He would attend to his souls and his bl essings —
and also to his cursings; and Prince Lefkin would whine soon enough

He had entered the general comunications roomnow His. acolyte preceded
him and the two officers in charge nmade no nove to interfere. The head
priest-attendant had the right of free entry anywhere on the ship.

"Cl ose the door," Aporat ordered, and | ooked at the chrononmeter. It |acked
Five minutes of twelve. He had timed it well.

Wth quick practiced notions, he noved the little levers that opened all
conmuni cations, so that every part of the two-nmile-long ship was within
reach of his voice and his inmage

"Sol diers of the royal flagship Wenis, attend! It is your priest-attendant
that speaks!" The sound of his voice reverberated, he knew, fromthe stem
atom blast in the extrene rear to the navigation tables in the prow

"Your ship," he cried, "is engaged in sacrilege. Wthout your know edge, it
is performng such an act as will doomthe soul of every nan anong you to
the eternal frigidity of space! Listen! It is the intention of your
commander to take this ship to the Foundation and there to bonbard that
source of all blessings into submssion to his sinful will. And since that
is his intention, I, inthe name of the Galactic Spirit, renpove himfrom

his command, for there is no command where the blessing of the Galactic
Spirit has been withdrawmn. The divine king himself nmay not maintain his
ki ngship without the consent of the Spirit."

Hi s voice took on a deeper tone, while the acolyte listened with veneration
and the two soldiers wth nmounting fear. "And because this ship is upon
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such a devil's errand, the blessing of the Spirit is renoved fromit as
wel | ."

He lifted his arms solemly, and before a thousand televisors throughout
the ship, soldiers cowered, as the stately inmage of their priest-attendant
spoke:

"I'n the nane of the Galactic Spirit and of his prophet, Hari Seldon, and of
his interpreters, the holy nen of the Foundation, | curse this ship. Let
the televisors of this ship, which are its eyes, becone blind. Let its
grapples, which are its arns, be paralyzed. Let the nuclear blasts, which
are its fists, lose their function. Let the notors, which are its heart,
cease to beat. Let the communications, which are its voice, become dunb.
Let its ventilations, which are its breath, fade. Let its lights, which are
its soul, shrivel into nothing. In the nane of the Galactic Spirit, | so
curse this ship.”

And with his Jlast word, at the stroke of nidnight, a hand, light-years
distant in the Argolid Tenple, opened an ultrawave relay, which at the
i nstant aneous speed of the ultrawave, opened another on the flagship
W eni s.

And the ship died!

For it is the chief <characteristic of the religion of science that it
works, and that such curses as that of Aporat's are really deadly.

Aporat saw t he darkness cl ose down on the ship and heard the sudden ceasing
of the soft, distant purring of the hyperatonic notors. He exulted and from
the pocket of his long robe withdrew a self-powered nucleo-bulb that filled
the roomwi th pearly |ight.

He | ooked down at the two soldiers who, brave men though they undoubtedly
were, withed on their knees in the last extremity of nortal terror. "Save
our souls, your reverence. W are poor nen, ignorant of the crimes of our
| eaders, " one whi npered.

"Fol | ow, " sai d Aporat, sternly. " Your soul is not yet | ost. "

The ship was a turnoil of darkness in which fear was so thick and pal pabl e,
it was all but a masmic snell. Soldiers crowmded cl ose wherever Aporat and
his circle of light passed, striving to touch the hem of his robe, pleading
for the tiniest scrap of nercy.

And al ways his answer was, "Follow me!"

He found Prince Lefkin, groping his way through the officers' quarters,
cursing loudly for lights. The admiral stared at the priest-attendant with
hati ng eyes.

"There you are!" Lefkin inherited his blue eyes fromhis nother, but there
was that about the hook in his nose and the squint in his eye that marked
himas the son of Wenis. "Wat is the neaning of your treasonable actions?
Return the power to the ship. | am conmrander here."

"No | onger," said Aporat, somberly.

Lefkin | ooked about wildly. "Seize that man. Arrest him or by Space, |
will send every man within reach of nmy voice out the air lock in the nude."
He paused, and then shrieked, "It is your admral that orders. Arrest him"

Then, as he lost his head entirely, "Are you allow ng yourselves to be
fool ed by this nountebank, this harlequin? Do you cringe before a religion
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conpounded of clouds and noonbeanms? This nman is an inposter and the
Galactic Spirit he speaks of a fraud of the inmgination devised to-"

Aporat interrupted furiously. "Seize the blasphemer. You listen to him at
the peril of your souls."

And pronptly, the noble admral went down under the clutching hands of a
score of soldiers

"Take himwi th you and follow ne."

Aporat turned, and with Lefkin dragged along after him and the corridors
behi nd black with soldiery, he returned to the comunications room There,
he ordered the ex-comuander before the one televisor that worked.

"Order the rest of the fleet to cease course and to prepare for the return
to Anacreon."

The disheveled Lefkin, bleeding, beaten, and half stunned, did so.

"And now," continued Aporat, grimy, "we are in contact wth Anacreon on
the hyperwave beam Speak as | order you."

Lefkin made a gesture of negation, and the nob in the roomand the others
crowdi ng the corridor beyond, grow ed fearfully.

"Speak!" said Aporat. "Begin: The Anacreoni an navy-"

Lef ki n began.

8.

There was absolute silence in Wenis' chanbers when the inmage of Prince
Lef kin appeared at the televisor. There had been one startled gasp fromthe
regent at the haggard face and shredded wuniformof his son, and then he
collapsed into a chair, face contorted wth surprise and apprehension

Hardin listened stolidly, hands clasped lightly in his lap, while the
just-crowned King Lepold sat shriveled in the nost shadow coner, biting
spasnodically at his goldbraided sleeve. Even the soldiers had [|ost the
enotionless stare that is the prerogative of the mlitary, and, from where
they lined up against the door, nuclear blasts ready, peered furtively at
the figure upon the televisor

Lefkin spoke, reluctantly, with a tired voice that paused at intervals as
t hough he were bei ng pronpted-and not gently:

"The Anacreonian navy ... aware of the nature of its mssion ... and
refusing to be a party ... to abomnable sacrilage ... is returning to
Anacreon ... wth the following ultimatum issued ... to those bl asphem ng
sinners ... who would dare to use profane force ... against the Foundation
source of all blessings ... and against the Galactic Spirit. Cease at
once all war against ... the true faith . . . and guarantee in a nmanner
suiting us of the navy ... as represented by our ... priest-attendant, Theo
Aporat ... that such war wll never in the future ... be resuned, and
that"— here a |long pause, and then continuing -"and that the one-tine
prince regent, Wenis ... be inprisoned ... and tried before an
ecclesiastical court ... for his crines. O herwi se the royal navy ... upon
returning to Anacreon ... wll blast the palace to the ground ... and take
what ever ot her neasures ... are
necessary ... to destroy the nest of sinners ... and the den of destroyers
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of nmen's souls that now prevail."
The voi ce ended with half a sob and the screen went bl ank

Hardin's fingers passed rapidly over the nucleo-bulb and its light faded
until in the dimess, the hitherto regent, the king, and the soldiers were
hazy- edged shadows; and for the first tine it could be seen that an aura
enconpassed Hardin.

It was not the blazing light that was the prerogative of kings, but one
| ess spectacular, |less inpressive, and yet one nore effective inits own
way, and nore useful.

Hardin's voice was softly ironic as he addressed the sane Wenis who had
one hour earlier declared hima prisoner of war and Termi nus on the point
of destruction, and who now was a huddled shadow, broken and silent.

"There is an old fable," said Hardin, "as old perhaps as humanity, for the
ol dest records containing it are merely copies of other records stil
ol der, that might interest you. It runs as foll ows:

"A horse having a wolf as a powerful and dangerous eneny lived in constant
fear of his life. Being driven to desperation, it occured to himto seek a
strong ally. Wereupon he approached a nman, and offered an alliance,
pointing out that the wlf was |ikew se an eneny of the nan. The nman
accepted the partnership at once and offered to kill the wolf inmmrediately,
if his new partner would only co-operate by placing his greater speed at
the man's disposal. The horse was willing, and allowed the nman to place
bridle and saddle upon him The nman nounted, hunted down the wolf, and
killed him

"The horse, joyful and relieved, thanked the nan, and said: 'Now that our
eneny is dead, renove your bridle and saddle and restore ny freedom'

"WWhereupon the man |aughed loudly and replied, 'Never!' and applied the
spurs with a will."

Silence still. The shadow that was Wenis did not stir.

Hardi n continued quietly, "You see the analogy, | hope. In their anxiety to
cement forever domination over their own people, the kings of the Four
Ki ngdons accepted the religion of science that made them divine; and that
sane religion of science was their bridle and saddle, for it placed the
life blood of nuclear power in the hands of the priesthoodwho took their
orders from us, be it noted, and not fromyou. You killed the wolf, but
could not get rid of the m"

Wenis sprang to his feet and in the shadows, his eyes were maddened

hol  ows. Hi s voice was thick, incoherent. "And yet I'lIl get you. You won't
escape. You'll rot. Let them blowus up. Let themblow everything up
You'll rot! 1'll get you!

"Sol diers!" he thundered, hysterically. "Shoot nme down that devil. Bl ast

him Blast him™

Hardin turned about in his chair to face the soldiers and smiled. One ained
his nuclear blast and then Ilowered it. The others never budged. Sal vor
Hardin, nmayor of Term nus, surrounded by that soft aura, smling so
confidently, and before whomall the power of Anacreon had crunbled to
powder was too nmuch for them despite the orders of the shrieking maniac
j ust beyond.

Weni s shouted incoherently and staggered to the nearest soldier. Wldly,
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he wested the nuclear blast from the nman's hand-ained it at Hardin, who
didn't stir, shoved the |lever and held it contact ed.

The pal e continous beam i npi nged upon the force-field that surrounded the
mayor of Terminus and was sucked harmessly to neutralization. Wenis
pressed harder and | aughed tearingly.

Hardin still smled and his force-field aura scarcely brightened as it
absorbed the energies of the nuclear blast. Fromhis coner Lepold covered
hi s eyes and npaned.

And, with a yell of despair, Wenis changed his aim and shot again — and
t oppl ed to the fl oor with his head bl own into not hi ngness.

Hardin winced at the sight and muttered, "A man of 'direct action' to the
end. The | ast refuge!"

9

The Time Vault was filled; filled far beyond the available seating
capacity, and men l'i ned the back of t he room three deep

Sal vor Hardin conpared this large conpany with the few nen attending the
first appearance of Hari Seldon, thirty years earlier. There had only been
six, then; the five old Encyclopedists - all dead now - and hinself, the
young figurehead of a mayor. It had been on that day, that he, with Yohan
Lee's assistance had removed the "figurehead" stigma fromhis office.

It was quite different now, different in every respect. Every nan of the
Cty Council was awaiting Seldon's appearance. He, hinself, was stil
mayor, but all-powerful now, and since the utter rout of Anacreon,
al | -popul ar. When he had returned from Anacreon with the news of the death
of Wenis, and the newtreaty signed with the trenbling Lepold, he was
greeted with a vote of confidence of shrieking unanimty. Wien this was
followed in rapid order, by simlar treaties signed with each of the other
three kingdoms - treaties that gave the Foundation powers such as would
forever prevent any attenpts at attack simlar to that of Anacreon's —
torchlight processions had been held in every city street of Term nus. Not
even Hari Sel don's nanme had been nore |oudly cheered.

Hardin's lips twitched. Such popularity had been his after the first crisis
al so.

Across the room Sef Sermak and Lewis Bort were engaged in animted
di scussion, and recent events seened to have put themout not at all. They
had joined in the vote of confidence; made speeches in which they publicly
admitted that they had been in the wong, apol ogized handsonely for the use
of certain phrases in earlier debates, excused thenselves delicately by
declaring they had nerely followed the dictates of their judgenment and
their conscience — and immediately |aunched a new Actionist canpaign.

Yohan Lee touched Hardin's sleeve and pointed significantly to his watch.
Hardin | ooked up. "Hello there, Lee. Are you still sour? Wat's wong now?"
"He's due in five minutes, isn't he?"

"l presume so. He appeared at noon last tinme."

"What if he doesn't?"

"Are you going to wear nme down with your worries all your life? If he
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doesn't, he won't."

Lee frowned and shook his head slowmy. "If this thing flops, we're in
anot her nmess. Wthout Seldon's backing for what we've done, Sernak wll be
free to start all over. He wants outri ght annexation of the Four Ki ngdons,
and i medi ate expansion of the Foundation — by force, if necessary. He's
begun his canpai gn, already."

"I know. A fire eater nmust eat fire even if he has to kindle it hinself.
And you, Lee, have got to worry even if you nust kill yourself to invent
something to worry about."

Lee would have answered, but he lost his breath at just that nonment - as
the lights vyellowed and went dim He raised his arm to point to the glass
cubicle that dom nated half the roomand then collapsed into a chair with a
wi ndy si gh.

Hardin hinsel f straightened at the sight of the figure that now filled the
cubicle — a figure in a wheel chair! He alone, of all those present could
renenber the day, decades ago, when that figure had appeared first. He had
been young then, and the figure old. Since then, the figure had not aged a
day, but he hinself had in turn grown ol d.

The figure stared straight ahead, hands fingering a book inits |ap.
It said, "I amHari Seldon!" The voice was old and soft.

There was a breathless silence in the roomand Hari Seldon continued
conversationally, "This is the second tinme |'ve been here. O course,
don't know if any of you were here the first tinme. In fact, | have no way
of telling, by sense perception, that there is anyone here at all, but that
doesn't nmatter. If the second crisis has been overcone safely, vyou are
bound to be here; there is no way out. If you are not here, then the second
crisis has been too nuch for you."

He smled engagingly. "I doubt that, however, for my figures show a
ni nety-ei ght point four percent probability there is to be no significant
deviation fromthe Plan in the first eighty years.

"According to our calculations, you have now reached donmi nation of the
bar bari an ki ngdons immediately surrounding the Foundation. Just as in the
first crisis you held themoff by use of the Balance of Power, so in the
second, you gained mastery by use of the Spiritual Power as against the
Tenpor al .

"However, | night warn you here agai nst overconfidence. It is not ny way to
grant you any foreknow edge in these recordings, but it would be safe to
i ndi cate that what you have now achieved is nmerely a new bal ance-though one
in which your position is considerably better. The Spiritual Power, while
sufficient to ward off attacks of the Tenporal is not sufficient to attack
in turn. Because of the invariable growh of the counteracting force known
as Regionalism or Nationalism the Spiritual Power cannot prevail. | am
telling you nothing new, |'msure.

"You nust pardon ne, by the way, for speaking to you in this vague way. The
terns | use are at best mere approxi mations, but none of you is qualified
to understand the true synbol ogy of psychohistory, and so | must do the
best | can.

"In this case, the Foundation is only at the start of the path that |eads
to the Second Galactic Enpire. The nei ghboring kingdons, in manpower and
resources are still overwhelmngly powerful as conpared to vyourselves
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Qutside themlies the vast tangled jungle of barbarismthat extends around
the entire breadth of the Galaxy. Wthin that rimthere is still what is
left of the Galactic Enpire — and that, weakened and decaying though it is,
is still inconmparably mghty."

At this point, Hari Seldon lifted his book and opened it. Hi s face grew
solemm. "And never forget there was another Foundation established eighty
years ago; a Foundation at the other end of the Galaxy, at Star's End. They
will always be there for consideration. Gentlenmen, nine hundred and twenty
years of the Plan stretch ahead of you. The problem is yours!"”

He dropped his eyes to his book and flicked out of existence, while the
lights brightened to fullness. In the babble that foll owed, Lee | eaned over
to Hardin's ear. "He didn't say when he'd be back."

Hardin replied, "I know — but | trust he won't return wuntil you and | are
safely and cozily dead!"

PART IV
THE TRADERS
1.

TRADERS-... and constantly in advance of the political hegenony of the
Foundati on were the Traders, reaching out tenuous fingerholds through the
trenmendous di stances of the Periphery. Months or years mght pass between
| andi ngs on Term nus; their ships were often nothing nore than patchquilts
of hone-nade repairs and inprovisations; their honesty was none of the
hi ghest; their daring..

Thr ough it all they forged an enpire nore enduring than the
pseudo-religi ous despotism of the Four Kingdons...

Tales wthout end are told of these massive, lonely figures who bore
hal f-seriously, half-nockingly a notto adopted fromone of Salvor Hardin's
epi grans, "Never let your sense of norals prevent you from doing what is
right!" It is difficult now to tell which tales are real and which
apocryphal . There are none probably that have not suffered sone
exaggeration...

ENCYCLCPEDI A GALACTI CA

Li mmar Ponyets was conpletely a-lather when the call reached his receiver —
whi ch proves that the old brom de about telemessages and the shower hol ds
true even in the dark, hard space of the Gal actic Periphery.

Luckily that part of a free-lance trade ship which is not given over to
m scel | aneous nmerchandise is extrenely snug. So rmuch so, that the shower,
hot water included, is located in a two-by-four cubby, ten feet fromthe
control panels. Ponyets heard the staccato rattle of the receiver quite
pl ainly.

Dripping suds and a grow, he stepped out to adjust the vocal, and three
hours later a second trade ship was alongside, and a grinning youngster
entered through the air tube between the shi ps.

Ponyets rattled his best chair forward and perched himself on the
pi | ot - swi vel

"What' ve you been doing, CGornP" he asked, darkly. "Chasing ne all the way
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fromthe Foundation?"

Les Gorm broke out a cigarette, and shook his head definitely, "Me? Not a
chance. I'mjust a sucker who happened to |land on Ayptal 1V the day after
the mail. So they sent me out after you with this."

The tiny, gleamng sphere changed hands, and Gorm added, "It's
confidential. Super-secret. Can't be trusted to the sub-ether and all that.
O sol gather. At least, it's a Personal Capsule, and won't open for
anyone but you."

Ponyets regarded the capsule distastefully, "I can see that. And | never
knew one of these to hold good news, either."

It opened in his hand and the thin, transparent tape unrolled stiffly. H's
eyes swept the message quickly, for when the | ast of the tape had energed,
the first was already brown and crinkled. In a mnute and a half it had
turned bl ack and, nolecule by nmolecule, fallen apart.

Ponyets grunted hollowy, "Oh, Glaxy!"

Les Gorm said quietly, "Can | help somehow? O is it too secret?"
"It wll bear telling, since you're of the Gild. I've got to go to
Askone. "

"That pl ace? How cone?"
"They' ve inprisoned a trader. But keep it to yourself.'

Cormis expression jolted into anger, "lnprisoned! That's against the
Convention."

"So is the interference with local politics."

"Ch! Is that what he did?" Gorm neditated. "Wio's the trader'? Anyone
know?"

"No!" said Ponyets sharply, and Gorm accepted the inplication and asked no
further questions.

Ponyets was up and staring darkly out the visiplate. He nunbled strong
expressions at that part of the msty lens-formthat was the body of the
Gal axy, then said Ioudly, "Damedest nmess! |I'm way behind quota."

Li ght broke on Gormis intellect, "Hey, friend, Askone is a closed area."

"That's right. You can't sell as much as a penknife on Askone. They won't
buy nucl ear gadgets of any sort. Wth ny quota dead on its feet, it's
murder to go there."

"Can't get out of it?"

Ponyets shook his head absently, A know the fellow involved. Can't wal k out
on a friend. What of it? | amin the hands of the Galactic Spirit and wal k
cheerfully in the way he points out."

CGorm sai d bl ankly, "Huh?"

Ponyets | ooked at him and | aughed shortly, "I forgot. You never read the
"Bood of the Spirit,' did you?"

"Never heard of it," said Gorm curtly.
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"Well, you would if you'd had a religious training."

"Religious training? For the priesthood?" Gormwas profoundly shocked.

"Afraid so. It's ny dark shanme and secret. | was too nmuch for the Reverend
Fat hers, though, They expelled nme, for reasons sufficient to pronbte ne to
a secul ar education under the Foundation. Well, look, |'d better push off.

How s your quota this year?"

Gorm crushed out his cigarette and adjusted his cap, "lI've got ny |ast
cargo going now. I'll nake it."

"Lucky fellow, " gloomed Ponyets, and for many minutes after Les Gormleft,
he sat in notionless reverie.

So Eskel Gorov was on Askone — and in prison as well!

That was bad! In fact, considerably worse than it m ght appear. It was one
thing to tell a curious youngster a diluted version of the business to
throw him off and send himabout his owmn. It was a thing of a different
sort to face the truth.

For Limmar Ponyets was one of the few people who happened to know that
Master Trader Eskel Gorov was not a trader at all; but that entirely
different thing, an agent of the Foundation

2
Two weeks gone! Two weeks wast ed.

One week to reach Askone, at the extreme borders of which the vigilant
war ships speared out to neet himin converging nunbers. Watever their
detection systemwas, it worked — and wel |.

They sidled him in slowy, without a signal, nmaintaining their cold
di stance, and pointing him harshly towards the central sun of Askone.

Ponyets coul d have handl ed them at a pinch. Those ships were hol dovers from
the dead-and-gone Galactic Enpire — but they were sports cruisers, not
war shi ps; and w thout nuclear weapons, they were so nmany picturesque and
i mpotent ellipsoids. But Eskel Gorov was a prisoner in their hands, and
Gorov was not a hostage to |ose. The Askonians nmust know that.

And then another week — a week to wind a weary way through the clouds of
mnor officials that forned the buffer between the G and Master and the
outer world. Each little sub-secretary required soothing and conciliation

Each required careful and nauseating milking for the flourishing signature
that was the pathway to the next official one higher up

For the first time, Ponyets found his trader's identification papers
usel ess.

I Now, at last, the Grand Master was on the other side of the Guard-fl anked
gi |l ded door — and two weeks had gone.

CGorov was still a prisoner and Ponyets' cargo rotted useless in the holds
of his ship.

The Grand Master was a small man; a small man with a bal di ng head and very
winkled face, whose body seemed weighed dowmn to notionlessness by the
huge, gl ossy fur collar about his neck
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H s fingers noved on either side, and the line of armed men backed away to
for a passage, along which Ponyets strode to the foot of the Chair of
St ate.

"Don't speak," snapped the Grand Master, and Ponyets' opening |lips closed
tightly.

"That's right," the Askonian ruler relaxed visibly, "I can't endure usel ess
chatter. You cannot threaten and | won't abide flattery. Nor is there room
for injured conplaints. | have lost count of the tines you wanderers have
been warned that your devil's machines are not wanted anywhere in Askone."

"Sir," said Ponyets, quietly, "there is no attenpt to justify the trader in
question. It is not the policy of traders to intrude where they are not
wanted. But the Galaxy is great, and it has happened before that a boundary
has been trespassed unwi ttingly. It was a deplorable m st ake. "

"Deplorable, certainly," squeaked the Gand Master. "But m stake? Your
people on dyptal IV have been bonmbarding me with pleas for negotiation
since two hours after the sacrilegious wetch was seized. | have been
war ned by them of your own comng nany times over. It seenms a
wel | -organi zed rescue campaign. Mich seens to have been anticipated - a
little too much for m stakes, deplorable or otherw se."

The Askoni an's bl ack eyes were scornful. He raced on, "And are you traders,
flitting from world to world like mad little butterflies, so mad in your
own right that you can |l and on Askone's largest world, in the center of its
system and consider it an unwitting boundary m xup? Conme, surely not."

Ponyets winced w thout showing it. He said, doggedly, "If the attenpt to
trade was deliberate, your Veneration, it was npbst injudicious and contrary
to the strictest regulations of our Guild."

"Injudicious, yes," said the Askonian, curtly. "So much so, that your
contrade is likely to lose life in paynent."

Ponyets' stomach knotted. There was no irresolution there. He said, "Death,
your Veneration, is so absolute and irrevocabl e a phenonenon that certainly
there must be sone alternative."

There was a pause before the guarded answer cane, "I have heard that the
Foundation is rich."

"Rich? Certainly. But our riches are that which you refuse to take. Qur
nucl ear goods are worth-"

"Your goods are worthless in that they lack the ancestral blessing. Your

goods are wcked and accursed in that they lie wunder the ancestra
interdict." The sentences were intoned; the recitation of a formla.
The Grand Master's eyelids dropped, and he said with neaning, "You have

not hi ng el se of val ue?"

The neaning was lost on the trader, "I don't understand. What is it you
want ?"

The Askonian's hands spread apart, "You ask me to trade places with you,
and nake known to you ny wants. | think not. Your colleague, it seens, nust
suffer the punishnent set for sacrilege by the Askoni an code. Death by gas.
We are a just people. The poorest peasant, in like case, would suffer no
more. |, nyself, would suffer no | ess.”

Ponyet s nunbl ed hopel essly, "Your Veneration, would it be permitted that |
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speak to the prisoner?"

"Askonian law," said the G and Master coldly, "allows no comrunication with
a condemed man."

Mental ly, Ponyets held his breath, "Your Veneration, | ask you to be
merciful towards a man's soul, in the hour when his body stands forfeit. He
has been separated fromspiritual consolation in all the time that his life
has been in danger. Even now, he faces the prospect of going unprepared to
the bosomof the Spirit that rules all."

The Grand Master said slowy and suspiciously, "You are a Tender of the
Soul ?"

Ponyets dropped a hunble head, "I have been so trained. In the enpty
expanses of space, the wandering traders need nmen |ike myself to care for
the spiritual side of a life so given over to comerce and worldly
pursuits.”

The Askoni an rul er sucked thoughtfully at his lower |ip. "Every man shoul d
prepare his soul for his journey to his ancestral spirits. Yet | had never
t hought you traders to be believers."

3.

Eskel Gorov stirred on his couch and opened one eye as Linmar Ponyets
entered the heavily reinforced door. It boonmed shut behind him Gorov
sputtered and canme to his feet.

"Ponyets! They sent you?"

"Pure chance," said Ponyets, bitterly, "or the work of nmy own persona
mal evol ent denon. Itemone, you get into a ness on Askone. Iltemtwo, ny
sales route, as known to the Board of Trade, «carries me wthin fifty
parsecs of the systemat just the tinme of itemone. Item three, we've
worked together before and the Board knows it. 1Isn't that a sweet,
i nevitabl e set-up? The answer just pops out of a slot."

"Be careful," said Gorov, tautly. "There'll be soneone listening. Are you
wearing a Field Distorter?"

Ponyets indicated the ornamented bracel et that hugged his wist and Gorov
rel axed.

Ponyets | ooked about him The cell was bare, but large. It was well-lit and
it lacked offensive odors. He said, "Not bad. They're treating you with kid
gl oves. "

Gorov brushed the remark aside, "Listen, how did you get down here? |'ve
been in strict solitary for alnost two weeks."

"Ever since | canme, huh? Well, it seenms the old bird who's boss here has
his weak points. He |l eans toward pious speeches, so | took a chance that
worked. 1'm here in the capacity of your spiritual adviser. There's
somet hi ng about a pious man such as he. He will cheerfully cut your throat
if it suits him but he will hesitate to endanger the welfare of your
immaterial and problematical soul. It's just a piece of enpirica
psychol ogy. A trader has to know a little of everyt hing."

CGorov's smile was sardonic, "And you've been to theol ogi cal school as well.
You're all right, Ponyets. |'mglad they sent you. But the Grand Master
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doesn' t | ove ny soul excl usively. Has he nentioned a ransonP"
The trader's eyes narrowed, "He hinted — barely. And he also threatened
death by gas. | played safe, and dodged; it mght easily have been a trap

So it's extortion, is it? Wiat is it he wants?"
"Gold."

"Gol d!'" Ponyets frowned. "The netal itself? Wat for?"
"I't's their nmedium of exchange."

"Is it? And where do | get gold fronP"

"Wherever you can. Listen to ne; this is inmportant. Nothing will happen to
me as long as the Grand Master has the scent of gold in his nose. Prom se
it to him as nmuch as he asks for. Then go back to the Foundation, if
necessary, to get it. Wien I'mfree, we'll be escorted out of the system
and then we part company.”

Ponyets stared disapprovingly, "And then you'll cone back and try again."

"It's ny assignnment to sell nucleics to Askone."

"They' || get you before you' ve gone a parsec in space. You know that,
suppose. "

"I don't," said Gorov. "And if | did, it wouldn't affect things."
"They' Il kill you the second tine."

CGor ov shrugged.

Ponyets said quietly, "If I'm going to negotiate with the G and Mster
again, I want to know the whole story. So far, |I've been working it too
blind. As it was, the few mld r remarks | did make alnost threw his

Veneration into fits."

"It's sinple enough," said Gorov. "The only way we can increase the
security of the Foundation here in the Periphery is to form a
religion-controlled comercial enpire. W're still too weak to be able to
force political control. It's all we can do to hold the Four Kingdons."

Ponyets was nodding. "This | realize. And any system that doesn't accept
nucl ear gadgets can never be placed under our religious control-"

"And can therefore becone a focal point for independence and hostility.
Yes. "

"All right, then," said Ponyets, "so nmuch for theory. Now what exactly
prevents the sale. Religion? The Gand Master inplied as nmuch."

"It's a formof ancestor worship. Their traditions tell of an evil past
fromwhich they were saved by the sinple and virtuous heroes of the past
generations. It anounts to a distortion of the anarchic period a century
ago, when the inperial troops were driven out and an i ndependent governnent
was set up. Advanced science and nuclear power in particular becane
identified with the old inperial regine they renmenber wth horror."

"That so? But they have nice little ships which spotted ne very handily two
parsecs away. That snells of nucleics to ne."

Gorov shrugged. "Those ships are holdovers of the Enpire, no doubt.
Probably with nuclear drive. Wiat they have, they keep. The point is that
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they will not innovate and their internal economy is entirely non-nuclear.
That is what we nust change."

"How were you going to do it?"

"By breaking the resistance at one point. To put it sinply, if | could sell
a penknife with a force-field blade to a nobleman, it would be to his
interest to force laws that would allow himto use it. Put that baldly, it
sounds silly, but it is sound, psychologically. To nake strategic sales, at
strategic points, wuld be to create a pro-nucleics faction at court.”

"And they send you for that purpose, while I'"'monly here to ransom you and
| eave, while you Kkeep on trying? Isn't that sort of tail-backward?"

"I'n what way?" said Gorov, guardedly.

"Listen," Ponyets was suddenly exasperated, "you're a diplomat, not a
trader, and calling you a trader won't nake you one. This case is for one
who's nade a business of selling — and I"'mhere with a full cargo stinking
into uselessness, and a quota that won't ever be net, it |ooks like."

"You nean you're going to risk your |life on sonething that isn't your
busi ness?" Gorov smiled thinly.

Ponyets said, "You mean that this is a matter of patriotismand traders
aren't patriotic?"

"Not oriously not. Pioneers never are."

"All right. 1'Il grant that. | don't scoot about space to save the
Foundation or anything like that. But |'mout to nmake noney, and this is ny
chance. If it helps the Foundation at the sane time, all the better. And
I'"ve risked ny life on slimer chances.”

Ponyets rose, and Gorov rose wth him "Wat are you going to do?"

The trader smled, "Gorov, | don't know — not yet. But if the crux of the
matter is to make a sale, then I'myour man. |'mnot a boaster as a genera
thing, but there's one thing I'll always back up. |'ve never ended up bel ow
quota yet."

The door to the cell opened alnpbst instantly when he knocked, and two
guards fell in on either side

4.

"A show" said the Gand Master, grimy. He settled hinself well into his
furs, and one thin hand grasped the iron cudgel he used as a cane.

"And gol d, your Veneration."
"And gold," agreed the Grand Master, carel essly.

Ponyets set the box down and opened it wth as fine an appearance of
confidence as he could manage. He felt alone in the face of universa
hostility; the way he had felt out in space his first year. The semicircle
of bearded councilors who faced him down, stared unpl easantly. Anbng them
was Pherl, the thin-faced favorite who sat next to the Grand Master in
stiff hostility. Ponyets had met him once already and marked him
i medi ately as prime eneny, and, as a consequence, prime victim

Qutside the hall, a small arny awaited events. Ponyets was effectively

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Foundation.txt (93 of 146) [1/14/03 9:33:41 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/ saac%20A simov/Foundation.txt

i solated fromhis ship; he |acked any weapon, but his attenpted bribe; and
Gorov was still a hostage.

He made the final adjustnments on the clumsy nonstrosity that had cost hima
week of ingenuity, and prayed once again that the lead-lined quartz woul d
stand the strain.

"What is it?" asked the Grand Master.

"This," said Ponyets, stepping back, "is a small device | have constructed
nmysel f."
"That is obvious, but it is not the information | want. 1Is it one of the

bl ack- magi ¢ abom nati ons of your worl d?"

"It is nuclear in nature, admtted Ponyets, gravely, "but none of you need
touch it, or have anything to do with it. It is for nyself alone, and if it
contains abomi nations, | take the foul ness of it upon nyself."

The Grand Master had raised his iron cane at the machine in a threatening
gesture and his lips noved rapidly and silently in a purifying invocation
The thin-faced councilor at his right |eaned towards himand his straggl ed
red mustache approached the Gand Mster's ear. The ancient Askonian
petul antly shrugged hinsel f free.

"And what is the connection of your instrument of evil and the gold that
may save your countryman's |ife?"

"Wth this machine," began Ponyets, as his hand dropped softly onto the
central chamber and caressed its hard, round flanks, "I can turn the iron
you discard into gold of the finest quality. It is the only device known to
man that will take iron — the ugly iron, your Veneration, that props up the
chair you sit in and the walls of this building — and change it to shining,
heavy, yellow gold."

Ponyets felt hinself botching it. H s usual sales talk was snooth, facile
and plausible; but this linped |ike a shot-up space wagon. But it was the
content, not the form that interested the Grand Master

"So? Transmutati on? Men have been fools who have claimed the ability. They
have paid for their prying sacrilege."

"Had they succeeded?"

"No." The Gand Master seened coldly anused. "Success at producing gold
woul d have been a crime that carried its own antidote. It is the attenpt
plus the failure that is fatal. Here, what can you do with ny staff?" He
pounded the floor with it.

"Your Veneration wll excuse ne. My device is a small nodel, prepared by
mysel f, and your staff is too |long."

The Grand Master's small shining eye wandered and stopped, "Randel, your
buckl es. Cone, man, they shall be replaced double if need be."

The buckl es passed down the line, hand to hand. The G and Mster weighed
them t houghtful ly.

"Here," he said, and threw themto the fl oor.

Ponyets picked themup. He tugged hard before the cylinder opened, and his
eyes blinked and squinted with effort as he centered the buckles carefully
on the anode screen. Later, it would be easier but there nust be no
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failures the first tine.

The homenade transnuter crackled nmalevolently for ten mnutes while the
odor of ozone becane faintly present. The Askoni ans backed away, muttering,
and agai n Pherl whispered urgently into his ruler's ear. The Grand Master's
expressi on was stony. He did not budge.

And the buckl es were gol d.

Ponyets held them out to the Gand Mster wth a nmurnured, "Your
Veneration!" but the old man hesitated, then gestured themaway. H s stare
| i ngered upon the transnuter.

Ponyets said rapidly, "Gentlenen, this is pure gold. Gold through and
through. You may subject it to every known physical and chem cal test, if
you wi sh to prove the point. It cannot be identified from
natural l y-occurring gold in any way. Any iron can be so treated. Rust wll
not interfere, not will a nmoderate anount  of all oying nmetal s-"

But Ponyets spoke only to fill a vacuum He let the buckles remain in his
out stretched hand, and it was the gold that ar gued for him

The Gand Master stretched out a slow hand at last, and the thin-faced
Pherl was roused to open speech. "Your Veneration, the goldis froma
poi soned source."

And Ponyets countered, "A rose can grow from the mud, your Veneration. In
your dealings with your neighbors, you buy material of all inaginable
variety, wthout inquiring as to where they get it, whether from an
ort hodox machi ne bl essed by your benign ancestors or from sone
space- spawned outrage. Cone, | don't offer the machine. | offer the gold."

"Your Veneration," said Pherl, "you are not responsible for the sins of
forei gners who work neither wth your consent nor know edge. But to accept
this strange pseudo-gold made sinfully fromiron in your presence and with
your consent is an affront to the living spirits of our holy ancestors.™

"Yet goldis gold," said the Gand Master, doubtfully, "and is but an
exchange for the heathen person of a convicted felon. Pherl, you are too
critical.” But he wi thdrew his hand.

Ponyets said, "You are w sdom itself, your Veneration. Consider — to give
up a heathen is to lose nothing for your ancestors, whereas with the gold
you get in exchange you can ornanent the shrines of their holy spirits. And
surely, were gold evil initself, if such, a thing could be, the evil would
depart of necessity once the nmetal were put to such pious wuse.”

"Now by the bones of ny grandfather,"” said the Grand Master with surprising
vehenence. His |lips separated in a shrill |augh, "Pherl, what do you say of
this young nan? The statenent is valid. It is as valid as the words of ny
ancestors.”

Pherl said gloonmily, "So it would seem Gant that the validity does not
turn out to be a device of the Malignant Spirit."

"Il make it even better," said Ponyets, suddenly. "Hold the gold in
hostage. Place it on the altars of your ancestors as an offering and hold
me for thirty days. If at the end of that time, there is no evidence of
di spl easure — if no disasters occur — surely, it would be proof that the
of fering was accepted. What nore can be offered?”

And when the Grand Master rose to his feet to search out disapproval, not a
man in the council failed to signal his agreenent. Even Pherl chewed the
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ragged end of his mustache and nodded curtly.

Ponyets smled and neditated on the wuses of a religious education.

5

Anot her week rubbed away before the neeting with Pherl was arranged.
Ponyets felt the tension, but he was used to the feeling of physica
hel pl essness now. He had left city Ilimts under guard. He was in Pherl's
suburban villa wunder guard. There was nothing to do but accept it without
even | ooki ng over his shoul der

Pherl was taller and younger outside the circle of Elders. 1n nonfornal
costunme, he seenmed no El der at all

He said abruptly, "You're a peculiar man." Hi s close-set eyes seened to
qui ver. "You've done nothing this |last week, and particularly these |ast
two hours, but inply that | need gold. It seens usel ess |abor, for who does
not ? Why not advance one step?”

"It is not sinply gold," said Ponyets, discreetly. "Not sinply gold. Not
merely a coin or two. It is rather all that lies behind gold."

"Now what can lie behind gold?" prodded Pherl, with a down-curved snile.
"Certainly this is not the prelimnary of another clunsy denonstration.”

"C unsy?" Ponyets frowned slightly.

"Ch, definitely." Pherl folded his hands and nudged them gently with his

chin. "I don't criticize you. The clunsiness was on purpose, | amsure.
m ght have warned his Veneration of that, had | been certain of the notive.
Now had | been you, | would have produced the gold wupon ny ship, and

offered it alone. The show you offered us and the antagoni smyou aroused
woul d have been di spensed with."

"True," Ponyets admitted, "but since | was nyself, | accepted the
ant agoni smfor the sake of attracting your attention.”

"Is that it? Sinply that?" Pherl nade no effort to hide his contenptuous
anusenment. "And | inmagine you suggested the thirty-day purification period
that you m ght assure yourself time to turn the attraction into sonething a
bit mnore substantial. But what if the gold turns out to be inpure?”

Ponyets allowed hinself a dark hunmor in return, "When the judgenent of that
impurity depends wupon those who are nost interested in finding it pure?”

Pherl lifted his eyes and stared narrowy at the trader. He seened at once
surprised and sati sfied.

"A sensible point. Now tell me why you wi shed to attract nme."
"This | will do. In the short time | have been here, | have observed usefu
facts that concern you and interest nme. For instance, you are young-very
young for a nenber of the council, and even of a relatively young famly."

"You criticize nmy famly?"

"Not at all. Your ancestors are great and holy; all wll admt that. But
there are those that say you are not a nenber of one of the Five Tribes."

Pherl | eaned back, "Wth all respect to those involved," and he did not
hide his venom "the Five Tribes have inpoverished |oins and thin blood.
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Not fifty nenbers of the Tribes are alive."

"Yet there are those who say the nation would not be willing to see any man
outside the Tribes as Gand Master. And so young and new y-advanced a
favorite of the Grand Master is bound to make powerful enenies anong the

great ones of the State - it is said. His Veneration is aging and his
protection will not |last past his death, when it is an enemy of yours who
will undoubtedly be the one to interpret the words of his Spirit."

Pherl scowl ed, "For a foreigner vyou hear mnuch. Such ears are nmade for
cropping. "

"That may be decided later."

"Let me anticipate." Pherl stirred inpatiently in his seat. "You' re going
to offer me wealth and power in terms of those evil [little machines you
carry in your ship. Wll?"

"Suppose it so. What would be your objection? Sinply your standard of good
and evil ?"

Pherl shook his head. "Not at all. Look, ny CQutlander, your opinion of us

in your heathen agnosticismis what it is — but | amnot the entire slave
of our mythol ogy, though | nay appear so. | aman educated nan, sir, and,

hope, an enlightened one. The full depth of our religious custons, in the
ritualistic rat her than the ethical sense, is for the nasses.”

"Your objection, then?" pressed Ponyets, gently.

"Just that. The nmmsses. | mght be wlling to deal with you, but your
little nmachines nust be used to be useful. How might riches cone to ne, if
| had to use — what is it you sell?- well, a razor, for instance, only in

the strictest, trenbling secrecy. Even if ny chin were nore sinply and nore
cleanly shaven, how would | becone rich? And how would | avoid death by gas
chanmber or nob frightfulness if | were ever once caught using it?"

Ponyets shrugged, "You are correct. | might point out that the renedy would
be to educate your own people into the wuse of nucleics for their
conveni ence and your own substantial profit. It would be a gigantic piece

of work; | don't deny it; but the returns would be still nore gigantic.
Still that is your concern, and, at the nmonent, not mine at all. For
of fer nei t her razor, kni f e, nor mechani cal garbage  di sposer."

"What do you offer?”
"Gold itself. Directly. You may have the machine | denonstrated | ast week."

And now Pherl stiffened and the skin on his forehead noved jerkily. "The
transnuter?"

"Exactly. Your supply of gold wll equal your supply of iron. That, |
imagine, is sufficient for all needs. Sufficient for the Grand Mastership
itself, despite youth and enemes. And it is safe.”

"I'n what way?"

"In that secrecy is the essence of its use; that sanme secrecy you descri bed
as the only safety with regard to nucleics. You may bury the transmuter in
the deepest dungeon of the strongest fortress on your furthest estate, and
it will still bring you instant wealth. It 1is the gold you buy, not the
machi ne, and that gold bears no trace of its nmanufacture, for it cannot be
told fromthe natural creation.”
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"And who is to operate the nachi ne?"

"Yourself. Five mnutes teaching is all you will require. 1'Il set it up
for you wherever you w sh.”

"And in return?”

"Well," Ponyets grew cautious. "l ask a price and a handsonme one. It is ny
living. Let wus say,— for it its a valuable machine - the equivalent of a
cubic foot of gold in wought iron."

Pher!| | aughed, and Ponyets grew red. "l point out, sir," he added, stiffly,
"that you can get your price back in tw hours."

"True, and in one hour, you night be gone, and ny nachi ne m ght suddenly
turn out to be useless. I'll need a guarantee."

"You have nmy word."

"A very good one," Pherl bowed sardonically, "but your presence would be an
even better assurance. I'lIl give you ny word to pay you one week after
delivery in working order."

"I nmpossi ble. "

"I nmpossi bl e? When you' ve already incurred the death penalty very handily by
even offering to sell nme anything. The only alternative is mny word that
you'll get the gas chamber tonorrow ot herw se."

Ponyet's face was expressionless, but his eyes mght have flickered. He

said, "It is an wunfair advantage. You w Il at |least put your promise in
witing?"
"And al so become |liable for execution? No, sir!" Pherl sniled a broad

satisfaction. "No, sir! Only one of us is a fool."

The trader said in a snall voice, "It is agreed, then."

6

CGorov was released on the thirtieth day, and five hundred pounds of the
yel |l owest gold took his place. And with himwas released the quarantined
and untouched aboni nation that was his ship.

Then, as on the journey into the Askonian system so on the journey out,
t he cylinder of sleek little ships ushered them on their way.

Ponyets watched the dimy sun-lit speck that was Gorov's ship while Gorov's
voi ce pi erced through to hi m cl ear and thin on the tight,
di storti on-bounded et her-beam

He was saying, "But it isn't what's wanted, Ponyets. A transnuter won't do.
VWhere did you get one, anyway?"

"I didn't," Ponyets answer was patient. "I juiced it up out of a food
irradiation chanber. It isn't any good, really. The power consunption is
prohibitive on any large scale or the Foundation would use transnutation
instead of chasing all over the Galaxy for heavy netals. |It's one of the
standard tricks every trader uses, except that | never saw an iron-to-gold
one before. But it's inpressive, and it works - wvery tenporarily.”

"Al'l right. But that particular trick is no good."
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"It got you out of a nasty spot."

"That is very far fromthe point. Especially since |'ve got to go back,
once we shake our solicitous escort."”

" \My?u

"You yourself explained it to this politician of yours," Gorov's voice was
on edge. "Your entire sales-point rested on the fact that the transmuter
was a neans to an end, but of no value in itself—, that he was buying the
gold, not the machine. 1t was good psychology, since it worked, but-"

"But?" Ponyets urged blandly and obtusely.

The voice fromthe receiver grew shriller, "But we want to sell thema
machine of value in itself, sonething they would want to use openly;
sonmet hing that would tend to force themout in favor of nuclear techniques
as a matter of self-interest.”

"I understand all that," said Ponyets, gently. "You once explained it. But
| ook at what follows fromny sale, wll you? As long as that transmnuter
lasts, Pherl will coin gold; and it will last long enough to buy himthe
next el ection. The pr esent G and Mast er won' t | ast | ong. "

"You count on gratitude?" asked Gorov, coldly.

"No — onintelligent self-interest. The transmuter gets himan election;
ot her nechani sns-"

"No! No! Your premise is twisted. It's not the transmuter, he'll credit —
it'll be the good, old-fashioned gold. That's what I'mtrying to tell you."

Ponyets grinned and shifted into a nore confortable position. Al right.
He'd baited the poor fellow sufficiently. Gorov was beginning to sound
wild.

The trader said, "Not so fast, Gorov. | haven't finished. There are other
gadgets al ready invol ved. "

There was a short silence. Then, Gorov's voice sounded cautiously, "What
ot her gadget s?"

Ponyets gestured automatically and wuselessly, "You see that escort?"
"l do, " sai d CGor ov shortly. "Tell rme about t hose gadgets. "

"I will, —if you'll [listen. That's Pherl's private navy escorting us; a
special honor to himfromthe Gand Master. He managed to squeeze that
out."

" ggP"

"And where do you think he's taking us? To his mining estates on the
outskirts of Askone, that's where. Listen!" Ponyets was suddenly fiery, "I
told you | was in this to make noney, not to save worlds. Al right. | sold
that transmuter for nothing. Nothing except the risk of the gas chanber and
that doesn't count towards the quota."

"Get back to the mning estates, Ponyets. Were do they cone in?"

"Wth the profits. We're stacking up on tin, Gorov. Tin to fill every |ast
cubic foot this old scow can scrape up, and then sone nore for yours. |'m
going down wth Pherl to collect, old man, and you're going to cover ne
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from upstairs with every gun you've got - just in case Pherl isn't as
sporting about the nmatter as he lets on to be. That tin's ny profit.”

"For the transmnuter?"

"For ny entire cargo of nucleics. At double price, plus a bonus." He
shrugged, al nost apologetically. "I admt | gouged him but I've got to
make quota, don't |?"

Gorov was evidently lost. He said, weakly, "Do you mnd explaining ?"

"What's there to explain? It's obvious, Gorov. Look, the clever dog thought
he had me in a fool proof trap, because his word was worth nmore than nine to
the Gand Master. He took the transmuter. That was a capital «crinme in
Askone. But at any time he could say that he had lured ne on into a trap
with the purest of patriotic notives, and denounce me as a seller of
forbi dden things."

"That was obvi ous."

"Sure, but word against sinple word wasn't all there was to it. You see,
Pher | had never heard nor concei ved of a m crofil mrecorder."

CGorov | aughed suddenly.

"That's right," said Ponyets. "He had the wupper hand. | was properly
chastened. But when | set up the transnmuter for himin ny whipped-dog
fashion, | incorporated the recorder into the device and renoved it in the
next day's overhaul. | had a perfect record of his sanctum sanctorum his
hol y-of -holies, with he hinself, poor Pherl, operating the transnuter for

all the ergs it had and crowing over his first piece of gold as if it were
an egg he had just laid."

"You showed himthe results?"

"Two days later. The poor sap had never seen three-dinmensional col or-sound
images in his life. He clains he isn't superstitious, but if | ever saw an
adult | ook as scared as he did then, call me rookie. Wien | told himl had
a recorder planted in the city square, set to go off at mdday wth a
mllion fanatical Askonians to watch, and to tear him to pieces
subsequently, he was gibbering at ny knees in half a second. He was ready
to nake any deal | wanted.”

"Did you?" Gorov's voice was suppressing laughter. "I nean, have one
planted in the city square.”

"No, but that didn't matter. He nade the deal. He bought every gadget |
had, and every one you had for as nmuch tin as we could carry. At that
monent, he believed ne capabl e of anything. The agreenent is in witing and
you'll have a copy before | go down with him just as another precaution."

"But you've damaged his ego," said CGorov. "WII|l he use the gadgets?”

"Way not? It's his only way of recouping his | osses, and if he nakes noney
out of it, he'll salve his pride. And he will be the next G and Master —
and the best man we coul d have in our favor."

"Yes," said Gorov, "it was a good sale. Yet you' ve certainly got an
unconfortabl e sal es technique. No wonder you were kicked out of a sem nary.
Have you no sense of noral s?"

"What are the odds?" said Ponyets, indifferently. "You know what Sal vor
Hardi n said about a sense of norals.”
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PART V
THE MERCHANT PRI NCES
1.

TRADERS-... Wth psychohistoric inevitability. economc control of the
Foundation grew. The traders grew rich; and wth riches cane power....

It is sonmetines forgotten that Hober Mallow began |ife as an ordinary
trader. It is never forgotten that he ended it as the first of the Merchant
Princes. ...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA

Jorane Sutt put the tips of carefully-manicured fingers together and said,
"It's something of a puzzle. Infact - and this is in the strictest of
confidence - it my be anot her one of Hari Seldon's crises.”

The nman opposite felt in the pocket of his short Smyrnian jacket for a

cigarette. "Don't know about that, Sutt. As a general rule, politicians
start shouti ng ' Sel don crisis' at every mayoral ty canpai gn. "
Sutt smiled very faintly, "I'm not canmpaigning, Millow W're facing

nucl ear weapons, and we don't know where they're comng from"

Hober Mal l ow  of  Snyrno, Mast er Tr ader, snoked quietly, al nost
indifferently. "Go on. If you have nore to say, get it out." Mllow never
made the mistake of being overpolite to a Foundation man. He m ght be an
Qutl ander, but a man's a man for a’' that.

Sutt indicated the trimensional star-map on the table. He adjusted the
controls and a cluster of sonme half-dozen stellar systens blazed red.

"That," he said quietly, "is the Korellian Republic."

The trader nodded, "I've been there. Stinking rathole! | suppose you can
call it a republic but it's always soneone out of the Argo famly that gets
el ected Commdor each tinme. And if you ever don't like it — things happen to
you. " He tw sted hi s lip and r epeat ed, "1've been there. "

"But you've conme back, which hasn't always happened. Three trade ships,
i nviolate under the Conventions, have disappeared within the territory of
the Republic in the last year. And those ships were arned with all the
usual nucl ear expl osives and force-field defenses."

"VWhat was the | ast word heard fromthe ships?”
"Routine reports. Nothing else."
"What did Korell say?"

Sutt's eyes gleamed sardonically, "There was no way of asking. The
Foundation's greatest asset throughout the Periphery is its reputation of
power. Do you think we can lose three ships and ask for thenmP"

"Wel |, then, suppose you tell nme what you want with ne."

Jorane Sutt did not waste his tine in the |uxury of annoyance. As secretary
to the mayor, he had held off opposition council nen, jobseekers, reforners,
and crackpots who clainmed to have solved in its entirety the course of
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future history as worked out by Hari Seldon. Wth training like that, it
took a good deal to disturb him

He said nethodically, "In a nonent. You see, three ships lost in the sane
sector in the same year can't be accident, and nuclear power can be
conquered only by nore nucl ear power. The question automatically arises: if
Korell has nucl ear weapons, where is it getting thenP"

"And where does it?"
"Two alternatives. Either the Korellians have constructed themthensel ves-"
"Far-fetched!"

"Very! But the other possibility is that we are being afflicted with a case
of treason."

"You think so?" Mallow s voice was col d.

The secretary said calmy, "There's nothing mracul ous about the
possibility. Since the Four Kingdoms accepted the Foundati on Convention, we
have had to deal w th considerable groups of dissident popul ations in each
nation. Each former kingdomhas its pretenders and its former nobl enen, who
can't very well pretend to | ove the Foundation. Some of them are becom ng
active, perhaps.”

Mal | ow was a dull red. "I see. Is there anything you want to say to ne? I'm
a Snyrnian."

"I  know. You're a Snyrnian — born in Smyrno, one of the former Four
Ki ngdons. You're a Foundation man by education only. By birth, you're an
Qutl ander and a foreigner. No doubt your grandfather was a baron at the
time of the wars with Anacreon and Loris, and no doubt your fanmly estates
were taken away when Sef Sernek redistributed the |and."

"No, by Black Space, no! My grandfather was a bl ood-poor son-of-a-spacer
who di ed heaving coal at starving wages before the Foundati on took over.

owe nothing to the old regine. But | was born in Snyrno, and |'mnot
ashaned of either Snyrno or Snyrnians, by the Galaxy. Your sly little hints
of treason aren't going to panic ne into licking Foundation spittle. And

now you can either give your orders or make your accusations. | don't care
whi ch. "

"My good Master Trader, | don't care an electron whether your grandfather
was King of Smyrno or the greatest pauper on the planet. | recited that

rigmarol e about your birth and ancestry to show you that |I'mnot interested
in them Evidently, you mssed the point. Let's go back now. You're a
Snyrnian. You knowthe Qutlanders. Also, you're a trader and one of the
best. You've been to Korell and you know the Korellians. That's where
you've got to go."

Mal | ow breat hed deeply, "As a spy?"

"Not at all. As a trader — but with your eyes open. If you can find out
where the power is comng from — 1 mght remnd you, since you're a
Snmyrnian, that two of those lost trade ships had Snyrnian crews.”

"When do | start?"
"When wi Il your ship be ready?"

"In six days."
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"Then that's when you start. You'll have all the details at the Admiralty."
"Right!" The trader rose, shook hands roughly, and strode out.

Sutt waited, spreading his fingers gingerly and rubbing out the pressure;
then shrugged his shoul ders and stepped into the mayor's office.

The mayor deadened the visiplate and | eaned back. "Wat do you nmake of it,
Sutt ?"

"He could be a good actor," said Sutt, and stared thoughtfully ahead.

2

It was evening of the same day, and in Jorane Sutt's bachel or apartnent on
the twenty-first floor of the Hardin Building, Publis Manlio was sipping
wi ne slowy.

It was Publis Manlio in whose slight, aging body were fulfilled two great
of fices of the Foundation. He was Foreign Secretary in the mayor's cabinet,
and to all the outer suns, barring only the Foundation itself, he was, in
addition, Primate of the Church, Purveyor of the Holy Food, Master of the
Temples, and so forth almpst indefinitely in confusing but sonorous
syl | abl es.

He was saying, "But he agreed to let you send out that trader. It is a
point."

"But such a small one," said Sutt. "It gets us nothing i mediately. The
whol e business is the crudest sort of stratagem since we have no way of
foreseeing it to the end. It is a nere paying out of rope on the chance

that sonmewhere along the length of it will be a noose."

"True. And this Mallow is a capable man. What if he is not an easy prey to
dupery?"

"That is a chance that nust be run. If there is treachery, it is the
capable men that are inplicated. If not, we need a capable man to detect
the truth. And Mal low will be qguarded. Your gl ass is enmpty."

"No, thanks. |'ve had enough."
Sutt filled his own glass and patiently endured the other's uneasy reverie.

O whatever the reverie consisted, it ended indecisively, for the primte
sai d suddenly, al nost expl osively, "Sutt, what's on your mind?"

"Il tell you, Manlio." His thin lips parted, "W're in the niddle of a
Sel don crisis."

Manlio stared, then said softly, "How do you know? Has Sel don appeared in
the Time Vault again?"

"That nmuch, ny friend, 1is not necessary. Look, reason it out. Since the
Gal actic Enpire abandoned the Periphery, and threw us on our own, we have
never had an opponent who possessed nucl ear power. Now, for the first tine,
we have one. That seens significant even if it stood by itself. And it
doesn't. For the first time in over seventy years, we are facing a mgjor
domestic political «crisis. I should think the synchronization of the two
crises, inner and outer, puts it beyond all doubt."

Manlio's eyes narrowed, "If that's all, it's not enough. There have been
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two Seldon crises so far, and both tinmes the Foundation was in danger of
extermination. Nothing can be a third crisis till that danger returns."”

Sutt never showed inpatience, "That danger is conming. Any fool can tell a
crisis when it arrives. The real service to the state is to detect it in
enbryo. Look, Manlio, we're proceeding along a planned history. W know
that Hari Seldon worked out the historical probabilities of the future. W
know that some day we're to rebuild the Galactic Enpire. W know that it
will take a thousand years or thereabouts. And we know that in the interva

we will face certain definite crises.

"Now the first <crisis cane fifty vyears after the establishnment of the
Foundation, and the second, thirty vyears |later than that. Al nost
seventy-five years have gone since. It's time, Manlio, it's tinme."

Manlio rubbed his nose wuncertainly, "And you' ve nade your plans to neet
this crisis?"

Sutt nodded.
"And |," continued Manlio, "amto play a part in it?"

Sutt nodded again, "Before we can neet the foreign threat of atom c power,
we' ve got to put our own house in order. These traders-—"

"Ah!" The primate stiffened, and his eyes grew sharp

"That's right. These traders. They are wuseful, but they are too strong —
and too uncontrolled. They are Qutl anders, educated apart fromreligion. On
the one hand, we put knowl edge into their hands, and on the other, we
renove our strongest hold upon them™

"If we can prove treachery?"

"If we could, direct action wuld be sinple and sufficient. But that
doesn't signify in the least. Even if treason anong them did not exist,
they would form an uncertain el enent in our society. They wouldn't be bound
to wus by patriotismor common descent, or even by religious awe. Under
their secul ar | eadership, the outer provinces, which, since Hardin's tinme,
| ook to us as the Holy Planet, mght break away."

"l see all that, but the cure-"

"The cure must cone quickly, before the Seldon Crisis becomes acute. If
nucl ear weapons are without and disaffection within, the odds m ght be too
great." Sutt put down the enpty glass he had been fingering, "This is
obvi ously your job."

"M ne?"
"I can't do it. My office is appointive and has no |egislative standing."
"The mayor-"

"I mpossible. Hs personality is entirely negative. He is energetic only in
evading responsibility. But if an independent party arose that might
endanger re-election, he mght allow hinself to be led."

"But, Sutt, | lack the aptitude for practical politics."

"Leave that to nme. W knows, Manlio? Since Salvor Hardin's time, the
primacy and the mayoralty have never been conbined in a single person. But
it mght happen now — if your job were well done."
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3.

And at the other end of town, in homelier surroundings, Hober Mllow kept a
second appoi ntnent. He had |istened | ong, and now he said cautiously, "Yes,
I'"ve heard of your canpaigns to get trader representation in the council
But why ne, Twer?"

Jaim Twer, who would rem nd you any time, asked or unasked, that he was in
the first group of Qutlanders to receive a |lay education at the Foundati on,
beaned.

"I know what I'm doing," he said. "Renenber when | nmet you first, |ast
year."

"At the Trader's Convention."

"Right. You ran the neeting. You had those red-necked oxen planted in their
seats, then put themin your shirtpocket and wal ked off with them And
you're all right with the Foundati on masses, too. You' ve got glanor — or,
at any rate, solid adventure-publicity, which is the sane thing."

"Very good," said Mallow, dryly. "But why now?"

' Because now s our chance. Do you know that the Secretary of Education has
handed in his resignation? It's not out in the open yet, but it will be."

"How do you know?"

"That — never mnd-" He waved a disgusted hand. "It's so. The Actioni st
party is splitting wide open, and we can nurder it right now on a straight
question of equal rights for traders; or, rather, denocracy, pro- and
anti-."

Mal | ow | ounged back in his chair and stared at his thick fingers, "Un-uh.
Sorry, Twer. |I'mleaving next week on business. You'll have to get soneone
el se.”

Twer stared, "Business? What kind of business?"

"Very super-secret. Triple-A priority. Al that, you know. Had a talk with
the mayor's own secretary."”

"Snake Sutt?" Jaim Twer grew excited. "A trick. The son-of-a-spacer is
getting rid of you. Mallow"

"Hold on!"™ Mallow s hand fell on the other's balled fist. "Don't go into a
blaze. If it's a trick, 1'll be back some day for the reckoning. if it
isn'"t, your snake, Sutt, 1is playing into our hands. Listen, there's a
Sel don crisis comng up."

Mal | ow waited for a reaction but it never cane. Twer nerely stared. "Wat's
a Seldon crisis?"

"Gal axy!" Mallow expl oded angrily at the anticlimx, "Wat the blue blazes
did you do when you went to school? What do you nmean anyway by a fool
question |ike that?"

The el der man frowned, "If you'll explain-"

There was a long pause, then, "I'll explain.” Mallow s eyebrows | owered,
and he spoke slowy. "Wen the Galactic Enpire began to die at the edges,
and when the ends of the Galaxy reverted to barbarism and dropped away,
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Hari Sel don and his band of psychol ogi sts planted a col ony, the Foundati on,
out here in the mddle of the ness, so that we could incubate art, science,

and technol ogy, and form the nucl eus of the Second Empire. "
"Ch, yes, yes-"
"I''m not finished," said the trader, coldly. "The future course of the

Foundation was plotted according to the science of psychohistory, then
hi ghly devel oped, and conditions arranged so as to bring about a series of
crises that wll force us nost rapidly along the route to future Enpire.
Each «crisis, each Seldon crisis, marks an epoch in our history. W're
approachi ng one now — our third."

Twer shrugged. "I suppose this was nmentioned in school, but |'ve been out
of school a long time — |onger than you."

"l suppose so. Forget it. What matters is that |'mbeing sent out into the
m ddl e of the devel opment of this crisis. There's no telling what |I'Il have
when | come back, and there is a council election every year."

Twer | ooked up, "Are you on the track of anything?"
"No. "
"You have definite plans?"

"Not the faintest inkling of one."

" \MI I _ll
"Wl I, nothing. Hardin once said: 'To succeed, planning alone is
insufficient. One must i mprovi se as wel | .’ (R i mprovise. "

Twer shook his head wuncertainly, and they stood, |ooking at each other

Mal | ow said, quite suddenly, but quite matter-of-factly, "I tell you what,
how about coming with nme? Don't stare, man. You' ve been a trader before you
decided them was nore excitenent in politics. O so I've heard."

"\Where are you going? Tell ne that."

Towards the Whassallian Rift. | can't be nore specific till we're out in
space. What do you say?"

Suppose Sutt deci des he wants ne where he can see

"Not likely. |If he's anxious to get rid of ne, why not of you as well?
Besi des which, no trader would hit space if he couldn't pick his own crew
| take whom | please."

There was a queer glint in the older nan's eyes, "All right. I'll go." He
hel d out his hand, "I1t'lI be ny first trip in three years.”

Mal | ow grasped and shook the other's hand, "Good! Al fired good! And now
I"ve got to round up the boys. You know where the Far Star docks, don 't
you? Then show up tonorrow. Good-by."

4.
Korell is that frequent phenonenon in history: the republic whose ruler has

every attribute of the absolute nmonarch but the nanme. It therefore enjoyed
the usual despotism unrestrai ned even by those two noderating influences in
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the legitimte nmonar chi es: r egal "honor" and court etiquette.

Materially, its prosperity was low. The day of the Galactic Enpire had
departed, wth nothing but silent nenorials and broken structures to
testify to it. The day of the Foundation had not yet come — and in the
fierce determnation of its ruler, the Conmdor Asper Argo, with his strict
regul ation of the traders and his stricter prohibition of the nissionaries,
it was never coning.

The spaceport itself was decrepit and decayed, and the crew of the Far Star
were drearily aware of that. The noldering hangars nade for a noldering
atnosphere and Jaim Twer itched and fretted over a gane of solitaire.

Hober Mallow said thoughtfully, "Good trading nmaterial here." He was
staring quietly out the viewort. So far, there was little else to be said
about Korell. The trip here was uneventful. The squadron of Korellian ships
that had shot out to intercept the Far Star had been tiny, linping relics
of ancient glory or battered, clunmsy hulks. They had naintained their
distance fearfully, and still maintained it, and for a week now, Mallow s
requests for an audience wth the local go governnment had been unanswered.

Mal | ow repeated, "Good trading here. You mght call this virgin territory."

Jai m Twer | ooked up inmpatiently, and threw his cards aside, "Wuat the devil
do you intend doing, Millow? The crews grunbling, the officers are
worried, and |’ m wonderi ng-"

"Wbnderi ng? About what ?"
"About the situation. And about you. What are we doi ng?"
"Waiting."

The old trader snorted and grew red. He growed, "You're going it blind,
Mall ow. There's a guard around the field and there are ships overhead.
Suppose they're getting ready to blow us into a hole in the ground.”

"They' ve had a week."

"Maybe they're waiting for reinforcenents.
har d.

Twer's eyes were sharp and

Mal | ow sat down abruptly, "Yes, I'd thought of that You see, it poses a
pretty problem First, we got here without trouble. That may nean not hi ng,
however, for only three ships out of better than three hundred went
a-glimer |ast year. The percentage is |low. But that may nmean al so that the
number of their ships equipped with nuclear power is small, and that they
dare not expose them needl essly, unti | t hat nunber gr ows.

"But it could mean, on the other hand, that they haven't nucl ear power
after all. Or nmaybe they have and are keeping undercover, for fear we know
something. It's one thing, after all, to piratize blundering, |ight-armed
mer chant ships. It's another to fool around with an accredited envoy of the
Foundati on when the nere fact of his presence may nean the Foundation is
growi ng suspi ci ous.

" Conbi ne this-"

"Hold on, Mallow, hold on." Twer raised his hands. "You re just about
drowning ne with talk. What're you getting at? Never mnd the in-betwens."

"You've got to have the in-betweens, or you won't understand, Twer. We're
both waiting. They don't know what |I'm doing here and I don't know what
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they've got here. But I1'min the weaker position because |'m one and
they're an entire world — maybe with atonmic power. | can't afford to be the
one to weaken. Sure it's dangerous. Sure there nay be a hole in the ground
waiting for us. But we knew that fromthe start. Wiat else is there to do?"

"l don't— Who's that, now?"

Mal | ow | ooked up patiently, and tuned the receiver. The visiplate glowed
into the craggy face of the watch sergeant.

" Speak, sergeant."

The sergeant said, "Pardon, sir. The nen have given entry to a Foundation
m ssionary."

"A what?" Mallow s face grew livid.
"A missionary, sit. He's in need of hospi talization, sir-"

"There'll be nore than one in need of that, sergeant, for this piece of
work. Order the men to battle stations.”

Crew s |ounge was al nbst enpty. Five minutes after the order, even the nen
on the off-shift were at their guns. It was speed that was the great virtue
in the anarchic regions of the interstellar space of the Periphery, and it
was in speed above all that the crew of a nmaster trader excelled.

Mal | ow entered slowy, and stared the missionary up and down and around.
Hs eye slid to Lieutenant Tinter, who shifted uneasily to one side and to
Wat ch- Ser geant Denen, whose bl ank face and stolid figure flanked the other

The Master Trader turned to Twer and paused thoughtfully, "Well, then,
Twer, get the officers here quietly, except for the co-ordinators and the
trajectorian. The nen are to remain at stations till further orders."

There was a five-minute hiatus, in which Mllow kicked open the doors to
the lavatories, |ooked behind the bar, pulled the draperies across the
thick windows. For half a mnute he |left the room altogether, and when he
returned he was hunm ng abstractedly.

Men filed in. Twer fol | owed, and closed the door silently.
Mal | ow said quietly, "First, who let this man in without orders from me?"

The watch sergeant stepped forward. Every eye shifted. "Pardon, sir. It was
no definite person. It was a sort of nutual agreenent. He was one of us,
you m ght say, and these foreigners here-"

Mal l ow cut him short, "I synpathize wth your feelings, sergeant, and
understand them These men, were they under your command?"
"Yes, sir."

"When this is over, they're to be confined to individual quarters for a
week. You vyourself are relieved of all supervisory duties for a simlar
peri od. Understood?"

The sergeant's face never changed, but there was the slightest droop to his
shoul ders. He said, crisply, "Yes, sir."

"You may | eave. CGet to your gun-station.”

The door cl osed behind himand the babbl e rose.
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Twer broke in, "Why the punishnment, Mllow? You know that these Korellians
kill captured m ssionaries."

"An action against ny orders is bad in itself whatever other reasons there
may be inits favor. No one was to leave or enter the ship wthout
perm ssion."

Li eutenant Tinter murnured rebelliously, "Seven days without action. You
can't maintain discipline that way."

Mallow said icily, "I can. There's no nerit in discipline under idea
circunstances. |I'll have it in the face of death, or it's usel ess. Were's
this mssionary? Get himhere in front of ne."

The trader sat down, while the scarlet-cloaked figure was carefully brought
f orwar d.

"What's your name, reverend?"

"Eh?" The scarlet-robed figure wheeled towards Mallow, the whole body
turning as a unit. His eyes were blankly open and there was a brui se on one
tenple. He had not spoken, nor, as far as Mallow could tell, noved during
all the previous interval

"Your nane, revered one?"

The missionary started to sudden feverish life. H's arns went out in an
enbracing gesture. "My son - ny children. May you always be in the
protecting arns of the Galactic Spirit."

Twer stepped forward, eyes troubled, voice husky, "The man's sick. Take him
to bed, sonebody. Order himto bed, Mllow, and have himseen to. He's
badly hurt."

Mal |l ow s great arm shoved him back, "Don't interfere, Twer, or |'ll have
you out of the room Your nane, revered one?"

The mssionary's hands clasped in sudden supplication, "As you are
enl i ghtened nen, save ne fromthe heathen." The words tunbled out, "Save ne
fromthese brutes and darkened ones who raven after me and would afflict
the Galactic Spirit with their crimes. | amJord Parna, of the Anacreonian
wor | ds. Educated at the Foundation; the Foundation itself, ny children.
ama Priest of the Spirit educated into all the nysteries, who have cone
here where the inner voice called ne." He was gasping. "I have suffered at
the hands of the unenlightened. As you are Children of the Spirit; and in
the nane of that Spirit, protect ne fromthem"

A voice broke in upon them as the energency alarm box clanored
metal lically:

"Eneny units in sight! Instruction desired!"
Every eye shot nechanically upward to the speaker.

Mal | ow swore violently. He clicked open the reverse and yelled, "Mintain
vigil! That is all!" and turned it off.

He rmade his way to the thick drapes that rustled aside at a touch and
stared grimy out,

Eneny units! Several thousands of themin the persons of the individua
menbers of a Korellian nob. The rolling rabble enconpassed the port from
extrene end to extrenme end, and in the cold, hard light of magnesiumfl ares
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the forenost straggled closer.

"Tinter!" The trader never turned, but the back of his neck was red. "Get
the outer speaker working and find out what they want. Ask if they have a
representative of the lawwith them Mke no prom ses and no threats, or
"1l kill you."

Tinter turned and |eft.

Mallow felt a rough hand on his shoulder and he struck it aside. It was
Twer. Hi s voice was an angry hiss in his ear, "Ml low, you' re bound to hold
onto this man. There's no way of maintaining decency and honor otherw se.
He's of the Foundation and, after all, he — is a priest. These savages
out si de— Do you hear nme?"

"l hear you, Twer." Mallow s voice was incisive. "I've got nore to do here
than guard missionaries. I'lIl do, sir, what | please, and, by Sel don and
all the @Glaxy, if you try to stop me, |1'll tear out your stinking

wi ndpi pe. Don't get in my way, Twer, or it wll be the last of you."

He turned and strode past. "You! Revered Parnma! Did you know that, by
convention, no Foundation missionaries nmay enter the Korellian territory?"

The nissionary was trenbling, "I can but go where the Spirit |eads, ny son.
If the darkened ones refuse enlightenment, 1is it not the greater sign of
their need for it?"

"That's outside the question, revered one. You are here against the | aw of
bot h Korell and the Foundation. | cannot in law protect you."

The mssionary's hands were raised again. His earlier bewldernment was
gone. There was the raucous clanor of the ship's outer comunication system
in action, and the faint, undulating gabble of the angry horde in response.
The sound nade his eyes wild.

"You hear then? Wwy do you talk of lawto ne, of a |law nmade by nmen? There
are higher laws. Was it not the Galactic Spirit that said: Thou shalt not
stand idly by to the hurl of thy fellowran. And has he not said: Even as
thou dealest with the hunble and defenseless, thus shalt thou be dealt
with.

"Have you not guns? Have you not a ship? And behind you is there not the
Foundati on? And above and all-about you is there not the Spirit that rules
the universe?" He paused for breath.

And then the great outer voice of the Far Star ceased and Lieutenant Tinter
was back, troubl ed.

"Speak!" said Mllow, shortly.
"Sir, they demand the person of Jord Parna."
"“If not?"

"There are various threats, sir. It is difficult to nake nmuch out. There
are so many — and they seemquite mad. There is soneone who says he governs
the district and has police powers, but he is quite evidently not his own
master. "

"Master or not," shrugged Mallow, "he is the law. Tell themthat if this
governor, or policeman, or whatever he is, approaches the ship alone, he
can have the Revered Jord Parma."
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And there was suddenly a gun in his hand. He added, "I don't know what
i nsubordi nation is. | have never had any experience with it. But if there's
anyone here who thinks he can teach ne, I'd like to teach himny antidote
inreturn."’

The gun swiveled slowy, and rested on Twer. Wth an effort, the old
trader's face wuntwi sted and his hands unclenched and |owered. H s breath
was a harsh rasp in his nostrils.

Tinter left, and in five mnutes a puny figure detached itself fromthe
crowd. It approached slowy and hesitantly, plainly drenched in fear and
apprehension. Twice it turned back, and twice the patently obvious threats
of the many-headed nonster urged himon

"All right," Millow gestured wth the hand-blaster, which renained
unsheat hed. "Grun and Upshur, take himout."

The m ssionary screeched. He raised his arns and rigid fingers speared
upward as the vol um nous sleeves fell away to reveal the thin, veined arns.
There was a nonentary, tiny flash of Iight that canme and went in a breath.
Mal | ow bl i nked and gestured again, contenptuously.

The missionary's voice poured out as he struggled in the two-fold grasp,
"Cursed be the traitor who abandons his fellowran to evil and to death.
Deaf ened be the ears that are deaf to the pleadings of the helpless. Blind
be the eyes that are blind to innocence. Bl ackened forever be the soul that
consorts with bl ackness—"

Twer cl anped his hands tightly over his ears.

Mal low flipped his blaster and put it away. "D sperse,"” he said, evenly,
"to respective stations. Maintain full vigil for six hours after dispersion
of crowd. Double stations for forty-eight hours thereafter. Further
instructions at that tine. Twer, cone with ne."

They were alone in Mallow s private quarters. Mallow indicated a chair and
Twer sat down. His stocky figure | ooked shrunken

Mal | ow stared him down, sardonically. "Twer," he said, "I'm disappointed

Your three years in politics seemto have gotten you out of trader habits.
Remenber, | may be a denocrat back at the Foundation, but there's nothing
short of tyranny that can run ny ship the way | want it run. | never had to
pull a blaster on ny nen before, and I wouldn't have had to now, if you
hadn't gone out of Iline.

"Twer, you have no official position, but you' re here on ny invitation, and
I"ll extend you every courtesy — in private. However, fromnow on, in the
presence of my officers or nmen, I'm 'sir," and not 'Mallow.' And when

give an order, you'll junp faster than a third-class recruit just for |uck,
or 1'll have you handcuffed in the sub-level even faster. Understand?”

The party-leader swallowed dryly. He said, reluctantly, "M apologies."
"Accepted! WIIl you shake?"

Twer's linp fingers were swallowed in Mallow s huge palm Twer said, "M
motives were good. It's difficult to send a man out to be |ynched. That
wobbl y- kneed governor or whatever-he-was can't save him It's nurder.”

"I can't help that. Frankly, the incident snelled too bad. Didn't you
notice?"

"Noti ce what ?"
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"This spaceport is deep in the mddle of a sleepy far section. Suddenly a
m ssi onary escapes. Were fron? He comes here. Coincidence? A huge crowd
gathers. Fromwhere? The nearest city of any size nust be at least a
hundr ed mles away. But t hey arrive in half an hour. How?"

"How?" echoed Twer.

"Well, what if the missionary were brought here and released as bait. Qur
friend, Revered Parnma, was considerably confused. He seened at no tine to
be in conpl ete possession of his wits."

"Hard usage-" nurnured Twer bitterly.

"Maybe! And rmaybe the idea was to have us go all chivalrous and gallant,
into a stupid defense of the man. He was here against the |laws of Korel
and the Foundation. If | withhold him it is an act of war agai nst Korell
and the Foundation woul d have no | egal right to defend wus."

"That — that's pretty far-fetched."

The speaker blared and forestalled Millows answer: "Sir, official
conmuni cation received. "

"Submit inmrediately!"

The gleaming cylinder arrived inits slot with a click. Mallow opened it
and shook out the silver-inpregnated sheet it held. He rubbed it
appreci atively between thunb and finger and said, "Teleported direct from
the capital. Commdor's own stationery."

He read it in a glance and | aughed shortly, "So ny idea was far-fetched,
was it?"

He tossed it to Twer, and added, "Half an hour after we hand back the
m ssionary, we finally get a very polite invitation to the Commdor's august
presence — after seven days of previous waiting. | think we passed a test."

5

Conmdor Asper was a man of the people, by self-acclanmation. Hi s remaining
back-fringe of gray hair drooped linply to his shoulders, his shirt needed
| aundering, and he spoke with a snuffle.

"There is no ostentation here, Trader Mallow, " he said. "No fal se show. In
me, you see nerely the first citizen of the state. That's what Comrdor
means, and that's the only title | have."

He seened inordinately pleased wth it all, "in fact, | consider that fact
one of the strongest bonds between Korell and your nation. | understand you
peopl e enjoy the republican bl essings we do."

"Exactly, Commdor," said Mallow gravely, taking nental exception to the
conparison, "an argurment which | consider strongly in favor of continued
peace and friendship between our governnents."

"Peace! Ah!" The Commdor's sparse gray beard twitched to the sentinenta
grimaces of his face. "I don't think there is anyone in the Periphery who
has so near his heart the ideal of Peace, as | have. | can truthfully say
that since | succeeded ny illustrious father to the |leadership of the
state, the reign of Peace has never been broken. Perhaps | shouldn't say
it" —he coughed gently— "but | have been told that my people, ny
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fellowcitizens rat her, know me  as Asper, the Well-Beloved."

Mal | oW s eyes wandered over the well-kept garden. Perhaps the tall nen and
the strangely-designed but openly-vicious weapons they carried just
happened to be lurking in odd comers as a precaution against hinself. That
woul d be understandable. But the lofty, steel-girdered walls that circled
the place had quite obviously been recently strengthened — an unfitting
occupation for such a Well-Bel oved Asper.

He said, "It is fortunate that | have you to deal with then, Commdor. The
despots and nonarchs of surrounding worlds, which haven't the benefit of
enlightened admnistration, often lack the qualities that would nake a
ruler well-bel oved. "

"Such as?" There was a cautious note in the Commdor's voi ce.

"Such as a concern for the best interests of their people, You, on the
ot her hand, woul d understand, "

The Commdor kept his eyes on the gravel path as they wal ked | eisurely, His
hands caressed each ot her behind his back

Mal l ow went on snoothly, "Up to now, trade between our two nations has
suffered because of the restrictions placed upon our traders by vyour
governnent. Surely, it has |ong been evident to you that unlinited trade-"

"Free Trade!" munbl ed the Comdor.

"Free Trade, then. You nust see that it would be of benefit to both of us.
There are things you have that we want, and things we have that you want.
It asks only an exchange to bring increased prosperity. An enlightened
rul er such as yourself, a friend of the people — | mght say, a nenber of
the people — needs no elaboration on that thene. | won't insult your
intelligence by offering any."

"True! | have seen this. But what would you?" His voice was a plaintive
whi ne. "Your people have always been so unreasonable. | amin favor of all
the trade our econony can support, but not on your ternms. | amnot sole
master here." His voice rose, "I amonly the servant of public opinion. My
people will not take conmerce which carries with it a compulsory religion."

Mal | ow drew hinmsel f up, "A conpul sory religion?"

"So it has always been in effect. Surely you renmenber the case of Askone
twenty years ago. First they were sold sonme of your goods and then your
peopl e asked for conplete freedom of mssionary effort in order that the
goods m ght be run properly; that Tenples of Health be set up. There was
then the establishnment of religious schools; autononobus rights for al
officers of the religion and with what result? Askone is now an integra
menber of the Foundation's system and the G and Master cannot call his
underwear his own. Ch, no! Ch, no! The dignity of an independent people
coul d never suffer it."

"None of what you speak is at all what | suggest," interposed Mll ow.
"No?"

"No. I'ma Master Trader. Money is ny religion. Al this nysticismand
hocus-pocus of the mnissionaries annoy ne, and |'mglad you refuse to

countenance it. It nakes you nore ny type of man."

The Commdor's | augh was high-pitched and jerky, "Well| said! The Foundation
shoul d have sent a nman of your caliber before this."
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He laid a friendly hand upon the trader's bul ki ng shoul der, "But man, you
have told ne only half. You have told me what the catch is not. Nowtell ne
what it is."

"The only catch, Commdor, is that you're going to be burdened wth an
i mmense quantity of riches.”

"l ndeed?" he snuffled. "But what could | want with riches? The true wealth
is the love of one's people. | have that."

"You can have both, for it is possible to gather gold with one hand and
love with the other."

"Now that, ny young nan, would be an interesting phenonmenon, iif it were
possi bl e. How woul d you go about it?"

"Ch, in a nunber of ways. The difficulty is choosing anmong them Let's see.

Vel |, | uxury itens, for i nst ance. Thi s obj ect her e, now-"
Mal | ow drew gently out of an inner pocket a flat, |linked chain of polished
metal . "This, for instance."

"What is it?"

"That's got to be denonstrated. Can you get a worman? Any young fenmale wl|l
do. And a mirror, full length."

"Hmmm Let's get indoors, then."

The Commdor referred to his dwelling place as a house. The popul ace

undoubtedly would call it a palace. To Mallow s straightforward eyes, it
| ooked uncommonly |ike a fortress. it was built on an enminence that
overl ooked the capital. Its walls were thick and reinforced. Its approaches

were guarded, and its architecture was shaped for defense. Just the type of
dwel I'i ng, Mal | ow  t hought sourly, for Asper, t he Wel | - Bel oved.

A young girl was before them She bent |low to the Conmdor, who said, "This
is one of the Cormdora's girls. WIIl she do?"

"Perfectly!"

The Commdor watched carefully while Mallow snapped the chain about the
girl's waist, and stepped back

The Conmdor snuffled, "Well. Is that all?"

"WIIl you draw the curtain, Conmdor. Young lady, there's a little knob just
near the snap. WIIl you nmove it upward, please? Go ahead, it won't hurt
you. "

The girl did so, drew a sharp breath, |ooked at her hands, and gasped,
n G]I n

From her waist as a source she was drowed in a pale, streamng
| umi nescence of shifting color that drew itself over her head in a flashing
coronet of liquid fire. It was as if someone had tomthe aurora borealis
out of the sky and nolded it into a cloak

The girl stepped to the mirror and stared, fascinated.

"Here, take this." Mllow handed her a necklace of dull pebbles. "Put it
around your neck."
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The girl did so, and each pebble, as it entered the |umnescent field
became an individual flame that |eaped and sparkled in crinmson and gol d.

"What do vyou think of it?" Mallow asked her. The girl didn't answer but
there was adoration in her eyes. The Conmdor gestured and reluctantly, she
pushed the knob down, and the glory died. She left — wth a menory.

"It's yours, Commdor," said WMallow, "for the Commdora. Consider it a small
gift fromthe Foundation."

"HmMmm' The Commdor turned the belt and necklace over in his hand as
though cal culating the weight. "Howis it done?"

Mal | ow shrugged, "That's a question for our technical experts. But it wll
wor k for you wi t hout — mark you, wi t hout — priestly help."

"Well, it's only femnine frippery after all. Wat could you do with it?
Where woul d the nobney cone in?"

"You have balls, receptions, banquet s — that sort of t hi ng?"
"Ch, yes."

"Do you realize what wonen will pay for that sort of jewelry? Ten thousand
credits, at least."

The Commdor seenmed struck in a heap, "Ah!"

"And since the power unit of this particular itemw |l not |ast |onger than
six nonths, there will be the necessity of frequent replacenents. Now we
can sell as many of these as you want for the equivalent in wought iron of
one thousand credits. There's nine hundred percent profit for you."

The Commdor plucked at his beard and seened engaged in awesone nental
cal cul ations, "Galaxy, how they would fight for them ['Il keep the supply
small and let thembid. O course, it wouldn't do to I|et them know that |
personal | y—"

Mal | ow said, "W can explain the workings of dummy corporations, if you
woul d Iike. —Then, working further at random take our conplete |ine of
househol d gadgets. We have collapsible stoves that will roast the toughest
meats to the desired tenderness in two mnutes. W' ve got knives that won't
requi re sharpening. W've got the equivalent of a conplete |aundry that can
be packed in a small closet and will work entirely automatically. Ditto
di sh-washers. Ditto-ditto fl oor-scrubbers, furniture pol i shers,
dust-precipitators, lighting fixtures - oh, anything you like. Think of
your increased popularity, if you nake them available to the public. Think
of your increased quantity of, uh, worldly goods, if they're available as a
gover nnent nonopoly at nine hundred percent profit. It will be worth nany
times the noney to them and they needn't know what you pay for it. And,
mnd you, none of it will require priestly supervision. Everybody will be

happy. "

"Except you, it seens. What do you get out of it?"

"Just what every trader gets by Foundation law. My nen and | will collect
hal f of whatever profits we take in. Just you buy all | want to sell you,
and we'll both make out quite well. Quite well."

The Commdor was enjoying his thoughts, "Wat did you say you wanted to be
paid with? lron?"

"That, and coal, and bauxite. Al so tobacco, pepper, magnesi um hardwood.
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Not hi ng you haven't got enough of."
"It sounds well."

"l think so. Oh, and still another itemat random Comdor. | could retoo
your factories."

"Eh? How s that?"

"Well, take your steel foundries. | have handy little gadgets that could do
tricks with steel that would cut production costs to one percent of
previous marks. You could cut prices by half, and still split extrenely fat
profits with the manufacturers. | tell you, | could show you exactly what |
mean, if you allowed ne a denonstration. Do you have a steel foundry in
this city? It wouldn't take long."

"It could be arranged, Trader Mallow. But tonmorrow, tonorrow. Wuld you
dine with us tonight?"

"My men-" began Mal | ow.

"Let them all cone," said the Commdor, expansively. "A synbolic friendly
union of our nations. It wll give us a chance for further friendly
di scussion. But one thing," his face |lengthened and grew stem "none of
your religion. Don't think that all this is an entering wedge for the
m ssionaries.”

"Commdor," said Mallow, dryly, "I give you nmy word that religion would cut
my profits.”

"Then that wll do for now You'll be escorted back to your ship."
6

The Commdora was nuch younger than her husband. Her face was pale and
coldly fornmed and her black hair was drawmn snoothly and tightly back

Her voice was tart. "You are quite finished, my gracious and nobl e husband?
Quite, quite finished? | suppose | may even enter the garden if | w sh,
now. "

"There is no need for dramatics, Licia, ny dear," said the Conmdor, mldly.

"The young nman will attend at dinner tonight, and you can speak with him
all you w sh and even anuse yourself by listening to all | say. Roomwill

have to be arranged for his nen sonewhere about the place. The stars grant

that they be few in nunbers."”

"Most likely they'll be great hogs of eaters who wll eat nmeat by the
quarter-ani mal and wi ne by the hogshead. And you will groan for two nights
when you cal cul ate the expense.”

"Well now, perhaps | won't. Despite your opinion, the dinner is to be on
the nost | avish scale.™

"Ch, | see." She stared at himcontenptuously. "You are very friendly with
these barbarians. Perhaps that is why | was not to be permitted to attend
your conversation. Perhaps your little weazened soul is plotting to turn

agai nst ny father."
"Not at all."

"Yes, I'd be likely to believe you, wouldn't I? If ever a poor worman was
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sacrificed for policy to an unsavory narriage, it was nyself. | could have
pi cked a nore proper nman fromthe alleys and nudheaps of ny native world."

"Well, now, I'll tell vyou what, my |lady. Perhaps you woul d enjoy returning
to your native world. Except that, to retain as a souvenir that portion of
you with which | am best acquainted, | could have your tongue cut out
first. And," he tolled his head, calculatingly, to one side, "as a fina

improving touch to your beauty, your ears and the tip of your nose as
wel . "

"You wouldn't dare, you Ilittle pug-dog. My father woul d pul veri ze your toy
nation to nmeteoric dust. In fact, he mght do it in any case, if | told him
you were treating with these barbarians."

"Hmmm WelIl, there's no need for threats. You are free to question the
man yourself tonight. Meanwhile, nadam keep your wagging tongue still."

"At your orders?”
"Here, take this, then, and keep still."

The band was about her waist and the necklace around her neck. He pushed
the knob hinself and stepped back

The Comrdora drew in her breath and held out her hands stiffly. She
fingered the neckl ace gingerly, and gasped again.

The Commdor rubbed his hands with satisfaction and said, "You may wear it
tonight — and I'll get you nore. Now keep still."

The Commdora kept still.

7

Jaim Twer fidgeted and shuffled his feet. He said, "Wat's tw sting your
face?"

Hober Mallow lifted out of his brooding, "Is ny face twisted? It's not
meant so."

"Somet hi ng nust have happened yesterday, —| nean, besides that feast." Wth
sudden convi cti on, "Mal | ow, there's troubl e, isn't t here?"
"Troubl e? No. Quite the opposite. In fact, I'min the position of throw ng

my full weight against a door and finding it ajar at the time. W're
getting into this steel foundry too easily."

"You suspect a trap?"

"Ch, for Seldon's sake, don't be nelodramatic." Mallow swallowed his
i npati ence and added conversationally, "It's just that the easy entrance
means there will be nothing to see.

"Nucl ear power, huh?" Twer ruminated. "I'Il tell you. There's just about no
evi dence of any nuclear power econony here in Korell. And it would be
pretty hard to mask all signs of the w despread effects a fundanmenta
technol ogy such as nucl eics woul d have on everything."

"Not if it was just starting up, Twer, and being applied to a war econony.
You' d find it in the shipyards and the steel foundries only."

"So if we don't find it, then-"
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"Then they haven't got it — or they're not showing it. Toss a coin or take
a guess."

Twer shook his head, "l wi sh I'"d been with you yest erday. "

"I wish you had, too," said Mallow stonily. "I have no objection to noral
support. Unfortunately, it was the Comdor who set the terns of the
meeting, and not nyself. And what is coming now would seemto be the roya
groundcar to escort wus to the foundry. Have you got the gadgets?"

"Al of them"

8.

The foundry was large, and bore the odor of decay which no anpunt of
superficial repairs could quite erase. It was enpty nowand in quite an
unnatural state of quiet, as it played unaccustoned host to the Commdor and
his court.

Mal l ow had swung the steel sheet onto the two supports with a careless
heave. He had taken the instrument held out to himby Twer and was gri pping
the |l eather handle inside its | eaden sheath.

"The instrunent,” he said, "is dangerous, but so is a buzz saw. You just
have to keep your fingers away."

And as he spoke, he drewthe nuzzle-slit swiftly dowm the Ilength of the
steel sheet, which quietly and instantly fell in two.

There was a unaninous junp, and Mallow |aughed. He picked up one of the
hal ves and propped it against his knee, "You can adjust the cutting-Ilength
accurately to a hundredth of an inch, and a two-inch sheet will slit down
the middle as easily as this thing did. If you' ve got the thickness exactly
judged, you can place steel on a wooden table, and split the netal wi thout
scrat chi ng the wood. "

And at each phrase, the nuclear shear noved and a gouged chunk of stee
flew across the room

"That," he said, "is whittling — with steel."

He passed back the shear. "O else you have the plane. Do you want to
decrease the thickness of a sheet, snooth out an irregularity, renove
corrosion? Watch!"

Thin, transparent foil flew off the other half of the original sheet in
si x-inch swarths, then eight-inch, then twelve.

"Or drills? It's all the sane principle.”

They were crowded around now. It might have been a sl eight-of-hand show, a
comer mmgician, a vaudeville act nmade into high-pressure sal esmanship.
Conmdor Asper fingered scraps of steel. High officials of the governnent
ti ptoed over each other's shoulders, and whispered, while Mllow punched
cl ean, beautiful round holes through an inch of hard steel at every touch
of his nuclear drill.

"Just one nore denonstration. Bring two short |engths of pipe, sonebody.”

An Honorabl e Chanberlain of sonething-or-other sprang to obedience in the
general excitenent and thought-absorption, and stained his hands |ike any
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| aborer.

Mal | ow stood them upright and shaved the ends off wth a single stroke of
the shear, and then joined the pipes, fresh cut to fresh cut.

And there was a single pipe! The new ends, with even atomic irregularities
m ssing, fornmed one pi ece upon joining.

Then Mallow | ooked up at his audience, stunbled at his first word and
stopped. There was the keen stirring of excitenent in his chest, and the
base of his stonmach went tingly and col d.

The Commdor's own bodyguard, in the confusion, had struggled to the front
line, and Millow, for the first time, was near enough to see their
unfam |i ar hand-weapons in detail.

They were nuclear! There was no mstaking it; an explosive projectile
weapon with a barrel like that was inpossible. But that wasn't the big
point. That wasn't the point at all.

The butts of those weapons had, deeply etched upon them in worn gold
pl ati ng, the Spaceshi p-and- Sun!

The same Spaceshi p-and-Sun that was stanped on every. one of the great
vol umes of the original Encyclopedia that the Foundati on had begun and not
yet finished. The sane Spaceshi p-and-Sun that had bl azoned the banner of
the Galactic Enpire through mllennia.

Mal | ow tal ked through and around his thoughts, "Test that pipe! It's one
piece. Not perfect; naturally, the joining shouldn't be done by hand."

There was no need of further |egerdemain. It had gone over. Mallow was
through. He had what he wanted. There was only one thing in his nind. The
gol den globe with its conventionalized rays, and the oblique cigar shape
that was a space vessel.

The Spaceshi p-and-Sun of the Enpire!

The Enpire! The words drilled! A century and a half had passed but there
was still the-Enpire, sonmewhere deeper in the Galaxy. And it was energing
again, out into the Periphery.

Mal | ow smi | ed!

9.

The Far Star was two days out in space, when Hober Mallow, in his private
quarters with Senior Lieutenant Drawt, handed himan envelope, a roll of
mcrofilm and a silvery spheroid.

"As of an hour fromnow, Lieutenant, you're Acting Captain of the Far Star,
until | return, —or forever."

Drawt made a notion of standing but Mllow waved him down inperiously.

"Quiet, and listen. The envelope contains the exact |ocation of the planet
to which you're to proceed. There you will wait for ne for two months. If,
before the two nonths are up, the Foundation |ocates you, the mcrofilmis
my report of the trip.

"If, however," and his voice was sonber, "I do not return at the end of two
mont hs, and Foundation vessels do not |ocate you, proceed to the planet,
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Terminus, and hand in the Tine Capsule as the report. Do you understand
t hat ?"

"Yes, sir.

"At notine are you, or any of the nen, to anplify in any single instance,
my official report.”

"If we are questioned, sir?"

"Then you know not hi ng."

"Yes, sir.

The interview ended, and fifty minutes later, a lifeboat kicked lightly off
the side of the Far Star

10.

Onum Barr was an old man, too old to be afraid. Since the |ast
di sturbances, he had lived alone on the fringes of the land with what books
he had saved from the ruins. He had nothing he feared | osing, |east of al
the worn remant of his life, and so he faced the intruder wthout
cringi ng.

"Your door was open," the stranger expl ai ned.

H's accent was clipped and harsh, and Barr did not fail to notice the
strange bl ue-steel hand-weapon at his hip. In the half gloomof the small
room Barr saw the glow of a force-shield surrounding the nman.

He said, wearily, "There is no reason to keep it <closed. Do you w sh
anyt hi ng of me?"

"Yes." The stranger renmmined standing in the center of the room He was
|large, both in height and bulk. "Yours is the only house about here."

"It is a desolate place," agreed Barr, "but there is a town to the east. |
can show you the way'."

"In awhhile. May | sit?"

"If the chairs will hold you," said the old man, gravely. They were ol d,
too. Relics of a better youth.

The stranger said, "My nane is Hober Mallow. | cone froma far province."
Barr nodded and smled, "Your tongue convicted you of that |long ago. | am
Onum  Barr of Siwenna - and once Patrician of the Empire.”
"Then this is Siwenna. | had only old maps to guide ne."

"They would have to be old, indeed, for star-positions to be m splaced.”

Barr sat quite still, while the other's eyes drifted away into a reverie.
He noticed that the nuclear force-shield had vanished from about the nman
and admitted dryly to hinself that his person no | onger seened form dable
to strangers — or even, for good or for evil, to his enenies.

He said, "My house is poor and nmy resources few. You may share what | have
i f your stomach can endure bl ack bread and dried corn.™

Mal | ow shook his head, "No, | have eaten, and | can't stay. Al | need are
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the directions to the center of government."

"That is easily enough done, and poor though | am deprives ne of nothing.
Do you nean the capital of the planet, or of the Inperial Sector?"

The vyounger man's eyes narrowed, "Aren't the two identical? Isn't this
Si wenna?"

The old patrician nodded slowy, "Siwenna, yes. But Siwenna is no |onger
capital of the Normannic Sector. Your old map has msled you after all. The

stars may not change even in centuries, but political boundaries are al
too fluid."

"That's too bad. In fact, that's very bad. Is the new capital far off?"

"It's on Osha Il. Twenty parsecs off. Your map will direct you. How old is
it?"

"A hundred and fifty years."

"That ol d?" The old nan sighed. "H story has been crowded since. Do you
know any of it?"

Mal | ow shook his bead slowy.

Barr said, "You're fortunate. It has been an evil tinme for the provinces,
but for the reign of Stannell VI, and he died fifty years ago. Since that
time, rebellion and ruin, ruin and rebellion." Barr wondered if he were

growing garrulous. It was a lonely life out here, and he had so little
chance to talk to nen.

Mal | ow said with sudden sharpness, "Ruin, eh? You sound as if the province
wer e inpoverished."

"Perhaps not on an absolute scale. The physical resources of twenty-five
first-rank planets take a long tine to use up. Conpared to the wealth of
the last century, though, we have gone a |long way downhill — and there is
no sign of turning, not yet. Wiy are you so interested in all this, young
man? You are all alive and your eyes shine!"

The trader cane near enough to blushing, as the faded eyes seened to | ook
too deep into his and smile at what they saw.

He said, "Now | ook here. |I'ma trader out there — out toward the rimof the
Galaxy. |'ve located sone old nmaps, and I'm out to open new narkets.
Naturally, talk of inpoverished provinces disturbs ne. You can't get nobney
out of a world unless noney's there to be got. Now how s Siwenna, for
i nstance?"

The old nman | eaned forward, "I cannot say. It will do even yet, perhaps.
But you a trader? You look nore like a fighting man. You hold your hand
near your gun and there is a scar on your jawbone."

Mal | ow j erked his head, "There isn't rmuch |aw out there where | cone from
Fighting and scars are part of a trader's overhead. But fighting is only
useful when there's nobney at the end, and if | can get it without, so nuch
the sweeter. Now wll | find enough noney here to make it worth the
fighting? I  take it I can find the fighting easily enough."

"Easily enough," agreed Barr. "You could join Wscard's remmants in the Red
Stars. | don't know, though, if you'd call that fighting or piracy. O you
could join our present gracious viceroy — gracious by right of nurder,
pillage, rapine, and the word of a boy Enperor, since rightfully
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assassinated." The patrician's thin cheeks reddened. His eyes closed and
t hen opened, bird-bright.

"You don't sound very friendly to the viceroy, Patrician Barr," said
Mal l ow. "What if |I'mone of his spies?"

"What if you are?" said Barr, bhitterly. "What can you take?" He gestured a
wi t hered arm at t he bar e interior of t he decayi ng mansi on

"Your life."

"It would |l eave me easily enough. It has been with nme five years too |ong.
But you are not one of the viceroy's nmen. If you were, perhaps even now
instinctive sel f-preservation woul d keep 1% mout h cl osed. "

"How do you know?"

The old man | aughed, "You seem suspicious — Come, |'ll wager you think I'm
trying to trap you into denouncing the government. No, no. | am past
politics."

"Past politics? Is a man ever past that? The words you used to describe the
viceroy — what were they? Murder, pillage, all that. You didn't sound
obj ecti ve. Not exactly. Not as if you wer e past politics.”

The old nan shrugged, "Menories sting when they conme suddenly. Listen

Judge for yourself! Wen Siwenna was the provincial capital, | was a
patrician and a nenber of the provincial senate. My famly was an old and
honored one. One of ny great-grandfathers had been— No, never mnd that.
Past glories are poor feeding."

"I take it," said Millow, "there was a civil war, or a revolution."

Barr's face darkened. "G vil wars are chronic in these degenerate days, but
Si wenna had kept apart. Under Stannell VI, it had alnost achieved its
ancient prosperity. But weak enperors followed, and weak enperors nean
strong viceroys, and our last viceroy — the sane Wscard, whose remmants
still prey on the conmerce anong the Red Stars — aimed at the Inperial
Purple. He wasn't the first to aim And if he had succeeded, he woul dn't
have been the first to succeed.

"But he failed. For when the Enperor's Adniral approached the province at
the head of a fleet, Siwenna itself rebelled against its rebel viceroy." He
st opped, sadly.

Mal | ow found hinself tense on the edge of his seat, and relaxed slowy,
"Pl ease continue, sir."

"Thank you," said Barr, wearily. "It's kind of you to humor an old nan
They rebelled; or I should say, we rebelled, for |I was one of the mnor
| eaders. Wscard |l eft Siwenna, barely ahead of us, and the planet, and with
it the province, were thrown open to the admral with every gesture of
loyalty to the Enperor. Wiy we did this, —I'mnot sure. Maybe we felt |oya
to the symbol, if not the person, of the Enperor, —a cruel and vicious
child. Maybe we feared the horrors of a siege."

"Wel | ?" urged Mallow, gently.

"Well, cane the grimretort, "that didn't suit the adnmiral. He wanted the
glory of conquering a rebellious province and his men wanted the [ oot such
conquest would involve. So while the people were still gathered in every

large city, cheering the Enperor and his admral, he occupied all arned
centers, and then ordered the population put to the nuclear blast."
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"On what pretext?"

"On the pretext that they had rebell ed against their viceroy, the Enperor's
anointed. And the admral becane the new viceroy, by virtue of one nonth of

massacre, pillage and conplete horror. | had six sons. Five died -
variously. | had a daughter. | hope she died, eventually. | escaped because
I was old. | came here, too old to cause even our viceroy worry." He bent
his gray head, "They Ileft nme nothing, because | had helped drive out a
rebel I i ous gover nor and deprived an admi r al of hi s glory."

Mal | ow sat silent, and waited. Then, "Wat of your sixth son?" he asked
softly.

"Eh?" Barr smiled acidly. "He is safe, for he has joined the adnmiral as a
common sol dier under an assuned nanme. He is a gunner in the viceroy's

personal fleet. ©Ch, no, | see your eyes. He is not an wunnatural son. He
visits me when he can and gives ne what he can. He keeps nme alive. And sone
day, our great and glorious viceroy will grovel to his death, and it wll
be nmy son who will be his executioner.”

" And you tell this to a stranger? You endanger your son. "
"No. | help him by introducing a new eneny. And were | a friend of the
viceroy, as | am his eneny, | would tell himto string outer space with

ships, clear to the rimof the Gal axy."
"There are no ships there?"

"Did you find any? Did any space-guards question your entry? Wth ships few
enough, and the bordering provinces filled with their share of intrigue and
iniquity, none can be spared to guard the barbarian outer suns. No danger
ever threatened us fromthe broken edge of the Galaxy, -until you cane.”

"I'? 1"'mno danger."

"There will be nmore after you."
Mal | ow shook his head slowly, "I'm not sure I  understand you."
"Listen!" There was a feverish edge to the old man's voice. "I knew you

when you entered. You have a force-shield about your body, or had when
first saw you."

Doubtful silence, then, "Yes, -l had."

"Good. That was a flaw, but you didn't know that. There are sone things
know. It's out of fashion in these decaying tinmes to be a scholar. Events
race and flash past and who cannot fight the tide wth nuclear-blast in
hand is swept away, as | was. But | was a scholar, and | know that in all
the history of nucleics, no portable force-shield was ever invented. W
have force-shields — huge, |unbering powerhouses that will protect a city,
or even a ship, but not one, single man."

"Ah?" Mallow s underlip thrust out. "And what do you deduce fromthat?"

"There have been stories percolating through space. They travel strange
pat hs and becone distorted with every parsec, —but when | was young there
was a small ship of strange nmen, who did not know our custons and coul d not
tell where they cane from They talked of nagicians at the edge of the
Gal axy; magici ans who glowed in the darkness, who fl ew unaided through the
ai r, and whom weapons woul d not touch.
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"We | aughed. | laughed, too. I forgot it till today. But you glow in the
darkness, and | don't think ny blaster, if | had one, would hurt you. Tel
me, can you fly through air as you sit there now?"

Mal | ow said calmy, "I can make nothing of all this."

Barr smled, "I"'mcontent wth the answer. | do not examine nmy guests. But
if there are magicians; if you are one of them there nay sone day be a
great influx of them or you. Perhaps that would be well. Maybe we need new

bl ood." He nmuttered soundlessly to hinself, then, slowy, "But it works the
other way, too. Qur new viceroy also dreans, as did our old Wscard."

"Also after the Enperor's crown?"

Barr nodded, "My son hears tales. In the viceroy's personal entourage, one
could scarcely help it. And he tells nme of them Qur new viceroy woul d not

refuse the Crown if offered, but he guards his Iine of retreat. There are
stories that, failing Inmperial heights, he plans to carve out a new Enpire
in the Barbarian hinterland. It is said, but I don't vouch for this, that

he has al ready given one of his daughters as wife to a Kinglet sonewhere in
the uncharted Periphery."

"If one listened to every story-"

"I know. There are many nore. |'mold and | babbl e nonsense. But what do
you say?" And those sharp, old eyes peered deep

The trader considered, "I say nothing. But 1'd |ike to ask somet hing. Does
Si wenna have nuclear power? Now, wait, | know that it possesses the
know edge of nucleics. | nean, do they have power generators intact, or did

the recent sack destroy then?"

"Destroy then? Ch, no. Half a planet would be w ped out before the small est
power station would be touched. They are irreplaceable and the suppliers of
the strength of the fleet." Al nobst proudly, "W have the |argest and best
on this side of Trantor itself."

"Then what would | do first if | wanted to see these generators?"

"Nothing!" replied Barr, decisively. "You couldn't approach any mlitary
center without being shot down instantly. Neither could anyone. Siwenna is
still deprived of civic rights."

"You mean al | t he power stations are under t he mlitary?"

"No. There are the smmll city stations, the ones supplying power for
heating and lighting homes, powering vehicles and so forth. Those are
al nost as bad. They're controlled by the tech-nen."

"Who are they?"

"A specialized group which supervises the power plants. The honor is
hereditary, the young ones being brought up in the profession as
apprentices. Strict sense of duty, honor, and all that. No one but a
tech-man could enter a station."

"l see."

"l don't say, though," added Barr, "that there aren't cases where tech-nen
haven't been bribed. In days when we have nine enperors in fifty years and
seven of these are assassi nated, —when every space-captain aspires to the
usur pation of a Vviceroyship, and every viceroy to the Inperium
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| suppose even a tech-man can fall prey to noney. But it would require a
good deal, and | have none. Have you?"

"Money? No. But does one always bribe wth noney?"
"What el se, when noney buys all else.”

"There is quite enough that noney won't buy. And now if you'll tell ne the
nearest city with one of the stations, and how best to get there, 1"l
t hank you."

"WAit!" Barr held out his thin hands. "Were do you rush? You come here,
but I ask no questions. In the city, where the inhabitants are still called
rebels, you would be challenged by the first soldier or guard who heard
your accent and saw your clothes."

He rose and from an obscure conmer of an old chest brought out a booklet.
"My passport, —-forged. | escaped with it."

He placed it in Millows hand and folded the fingers over it. "The
description doesn't fit, but if you flourish it, the chances are many to
one they will not | ook closely."

"But you. You'll be left wthout one.”

The old exile shrugged cynically, "Wat of it? And a further caution. Curb
your tongue! Your accent is barbarous, your idions peculiar, and every once
in a while you deliver yourself of the npbst astounding archai sns. The |ess
you speak, the |ess suspicion you wll draw upon yourself. Now l'Ill tel
you how to get to the city-"

Five mnutes |ater, Mllow was gone.

He returned but once, for a noment, to the old patrician's house, before
leaving it entirely, however. And when Onum Barr stepped into his little
garden early the next norning, he found a box at his feet. It contained
provi sions, concentrated provisions such as one would find aboard ship, and
alien in taste and preparation

But they were good, and | asted | ong.

11.

The tech-nman was short, and his skin glistened wth well-kept plunpness.
H's hair was a fringe and his skull shone through pinkly. The rings on his
fingers were thick and heavy, his clothes were scented, and he was the
first man Millow had nmet on the planet who hadn't |ooked hungry.

The tech-man's |ips pursed peevishly, "Now, ny nman, quickly. | have things
of great inportance waiting for me. You seem a stranger—" He seened to
evaluate Mallow s definitely un-Siwennese costume and his eyelids were
heavy w th suspi cion.

"I am not of the neighborhood," said Millow, calmy, "but the matter is
irrelevant. | have had the honor to send you a little gift yesterday-"

The tech-man's nose lifted, "I received it. An interesting gewgaw. | may
have use for it on occasion."

"I have other and nore interesting gifts. Quite out of the gewgaw stage."

"Ch-h?" The tech-man's voice lingered thoughtfully over the nonosyll abl e.
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"I think | already see the course of the interview, it has happened before.
You are going to give ne sone trifle or other. Afew credits, perhaps a
cl oak, second-rate jewelry; anything your little soul may think sufficient
to corrupt a tech-man." His lower |ip puffed out belligerently, "And | know
what you w sh in exchange. There have been others and to spare with the
same bright idea. You wish to be adopted into our clan. You w sh to be
taught the nmysteries of nucleics and the care of the nachines. You think
because you dogs of Siwenna — and probably your strangerhood is assuned for
safety's sake — are being daily punished for your rebellion that you can
escape what you deserve by throwi ng over yourselves the privileges and
protections of the tech-man's guild."

Mal | ow woul d have spoken, but the tech-man raised hinself into a sudden

roar. "And now | eave before | report your name to the Protector of the
City. Do you think that I would betray the trust? The Siwennese traitors
that preceded ne would have — perhaps! But you deal with a different breed
now. Wiy, Glaxy, | marvel that | do not kill you nyself at this nonent

with ny bare hands."

Mal | ow snmiled to hinself. The entire speech was patently artificial in tone
and content, so that all the dignified indignation degenerated into
uni nspired farce

The trader glanced hunorously at the two flabby hands that had been named

as his possible executioners then and there, and said, "Your Wsdom you
are wong on three counts. First, | amnot a creature of the viceroy cone
to test your loyalty. Second, ny gift is sonething the Enperor hinself in
all his splendor does not and will never possess. Third, what | wish in

return is very little; a nothing; a nere breath."

"So you say!" He descended into heavy sarcasm "Cone, what is this inmperia
donation that your godlike power w shes to bestow upon me? Sonething the
Enperor doesn't have, eh?" He broke into a sharp squawk of derision

Mal | ow rose and pushed the chair aside, "I have waited three days to see
you, Your Wsdom but the display will take only three seconds. If you wll
just draw that blaster whose butt | see very near your hand-"
"Eh?"

"And shoot nme, | will be obliged."

"What ?"
"“If | amkilled, you can tell the police | tried to bribe you into
betraying guild secrets. You'll receive high praise. If | amnot killed,

you may have ny shield."

For the first time, the tech-man becane aware of the dimy-white
illumnation that hovered closely about his visitor, as though he had been
dipped in pearl-dust. H's blaster raised to the Ilevel and with eyes
a-squint in wonder and suspicion, he closed contact.

The nol ecul es of air caught in the sudden surge of atomic disruption, tore
into glowing, burning ions, and marked out the blinding thin Iline that
struck at Mallow s heart — and spl ashed!

Wi le Mallow s | ook of patience never changed, the nuclear forces that tore
at him consuned t hensel ves against that fragile, pearly illunination, and
crashed back to die in nmd-air.

The tech-man's blaster dropped to the floor with an unnoticed crash.
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Mal | ow said, "Does the Enperor have a personal force-shield? You can have
one."

The tech-man stuttered, "Are you a tech-nman?"
"No. "
"Then — then where did you get that?"

"What do you care?" Mallow was coolly contenptuous. "Do you want it?" A
thin, knobbed chain fell upon the desk, "There it is."

The tech-nman snatched it up and fingered it nervously, "lIs this conpl ete?"
"Conplete."

"Where's the power?”

Mallow s finger fell wupon the largest knob, dull in its |leaden case.
The tech-nman | ooked up, and his face was congested with blood, "Sir, | ama
tech-man, senior grade. | have twenty years behind ne as supervisor and

studi ed under the great Bier at the University of Trantor. If you have the
infernal charlatanry to tell me that a small container the size of a — of a
wal nut, blast it, holds a nuclear generator, |I'll have you before the
Protector in three seconds."

"Expl ain it yourself then, if you can. | say it's conplete.”

The tech-nman's flush faded slowy as he bound the chain about his waist,
and, following Millows gesture, pushed the knob. The radiance that
surrounded him shone into dimrelief. H's blaster lifted, then hesitated.
Slowy, he adjusted it to an al nost burnless m ni mum

And then, convulsively, he closed circuit and the nuclear fire dashed
agai nst his hand, harnlessly.

.He whirled, "And what if | shoot you now, and keep the shield."

"Try!" said Mallow. "Do you think | gave you ny only sanpl e?" And he, too,
was solidly incased in |ight.

The tech-nan giggled nervously. The blaster clattered onto the desk. He
said, "And what is this nmere nothing, this breath, that you wish in
return' ?"

"l want to see your generators."

"You realize that that is forbidden. It would nean ejection into space for
both of us-"

"l don't want to touch themor have anything to do with them | want to see
them - froma di stance."

"I'f not?"

"If not, you have your shield, but | have other things. For one thing, a
bl aster especially designed to pierce that shield."

"Hmmm" The tech-man's eyes shifted. "Cone with ne."

12.
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The tech-nan's honme was a small two-story affair on the Qutskirts of the
huge, cubiform w ndow ess affair that donminated the center of the city.
Mal | ow passed fromone to the other through an underground passage, and
found hinmself in the silent, ozone-tinged atnosphere of the powerhouse.

For fifteen minutes, he followed his guide and said nothing. H s eyes
m ssed nothing. His fingers touched nothing. And then, the tech-man said in

strangl ed tones, "Have you had enough? | couldn't trust ny wunderlings in
this case.”
"Coul d you ever?" asked Mal | ow, ironically. "I"ve had enough. "

They were back in the office and Mallow said, thoughtfully, "And all those
generators are in your hands?"

"BEvery one," said the tech-man, wth nore than a touch of conpl acency.

"And you keep themrunning and i n order?"
"Ri ght!"
"And if they break down?"

The tech-nman shook his head indignantly, "They don't break down. They never
break down. They were built for eternity."”

"Eternity is a long tine. Just suppose-"
"It is unscientific to suppose neaningl ess cases."

"All right. Suppose | were to blast a vital part into nothingness?
suppose the machines aren't imune to nuclear forces? Suppose | fuse a
vital connection, or smash a quartz D-tube?"

"Well, then," shouted the tech-man, furiously, "you would be killed."

"Yes, | know that," Mallow was shouting, too, "but what about the
generator? Could you repair it?"

"Sir," the tech-man howl ed his words, "you have had a fair return. You've
had what you asked for. Now get out! | owe you nothing nore!"

Mal | ow bowed with a satiric respect and |left.

Two days | ater he was back where the Far Star waited to return with himto
the pl anet, Term nus.

And two days later, the tech-nman's shield went dead, and for all his
puzzling and cursing never glowed again.

13.

Mal | ow rel axed for alnpbst the first tine in six nonths. He was on his back
in the sunroomof his new house, stripped to the skin. H s great, brown
arnms were thrown up and out, and the nuscles tautened into a stretch, then
faded i nto repose.

The man beside him placed a cigar between Mallow s teeth and it it. He
chanmped on one of his own and said, "You must be overworked. Maybe you need
along rest."

"Maybe | do, Jael, but 1'd rather rest in a council seat. Because |'m going
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to have that seat, and you're going to help nme."
Ankor Jael raised his eyebrows and said, "How did |l get into this?"

"You got in obviously. Firstly, you're an old dog of a politico. Secondly,
you were booted out of your cabinet seat by Jorane Sutt, the sanme fellow
who'd rather |ose an eyeball than see ne in the council. You don't think
much of ny chances, do you?"

"Not nuch,"” agreed the ex-Mnister of Education. "You're a Snyrnian."
"That's no legal bar. I've had a | ay education."”

"Wel |, cone now. Since when does prejudice follow any |Iaw but its own. Now,
how about your own nman - this Jaim Twer? Wat does he say?"

"He spoke about running ne for council alnost a year ago," replied Mllow
easily, "but |'ve outgrown him He couldn't have pulled it off in any case.
Not enough depth. He's loud and forceful — but that's only an expression of
nui sance value. I'm off to put over a real coup. | need you. "

"Jorane Sutt is the cleverest politician on the planet and he'll be against
you. | don't claimto be able to outsmart him And don't think he doesn't
fight hard, and dirty."

"l've got noney."
"Mat helps. But it takes a lot to buy off prejudice, you dirty Snyrnian."
"1''l'l have a lot."

"Well, 1'lIl look into the matter. But don't ever you crawl up on your hind
legs and bleat that | encouraged you in the matter. Wuo's that?"

Mallow pulled the corners of his nouth down, and said, "Jorane Sutt
hinself, | think. He's early, and | can understand it. 1’ve been dodgi ng
himfor a nmonth. Look, Jael, get into the next room and turn the speaker
on low | want you to listen."

He hel ped the council menber out of the roomwi th a shove of his bare foot,
then scrambled up and into a silk robe. The synthetic sunlight faded to
nor mal power.

The secretary to the mmyor entered stiffly, while the solemm mmjor-donp
ti ptoed the door shut behind him

Mal | ow fastened his belt and said, "Take your choice of chairs, Sutt."

Sutt barely cracked a flickering smle. The chair he chose was confortable
but he did not relax intoit. Fromits edge, he said, "If you'll state your
terns to begin with, we'll get down to business."

"What terns?"

"You wish to be coaxed? WlIl, then, what, for instance, did you do at
Korel | ? Your report was inconplete."

"l gave it to you nonths ago. You were satisfied then."

Yes," Sutt rubbed his forehead thoughtfully wth one finger, "but since
then your activities have been significant. W know a good deal of what
you're doing, Mallow. W know, exactly, how many factories you' re putting
up; in what a hurry you're doing it; and hownuch it's costing you. And
there's this palace you have," he gazed about him with a cold |I|ack of
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appreci ation, "which set you back considerably nore than ny annual salary;
and a swat he you' ve been cutting — a very consi derabl e and expensi ve swat he
— through the upper |ayers of Foundation society."

"So? Beyond proving that you enpl oy capabl e spies, what does it show?"

"It shows you have noney you didn't have a year ago. And that can show
anything — for instance, that a good deal went on at Korell that we know
not hing of. Were are you getting your noney?"

"My dear Sutt, you can't really expect nme to tell you."
"l don't."

"I didn't think you did. That's why I'mgoing to tell you. It's straight
fromthe treasure-chests of the Cormdor of Korell."

Sutt blinked.
Mal l ow smiled and continued. "Unfortunately for you, the nbney is quite
legitimate. I'ma Master Trader and the noney | received was a quantity of

wought iron and chromte in exchange for a nunber of trinkets | was able
to supply him with. Fifty per cent of the profit is mne by hidebound
contract with the Foundation. The other half goes to the governnent at the
end of the year when all good citizens pay their incone tax."

"There was no nention of any trade agreenent in your report.”

"Nor was there any nention of what | had for breakfast that day, or the
nane of ny current mistress, or any other irrelevant detail." Mllow s
smle was fading into a sneer. "I was sent — to quote yourself — to keep ny
eyes open. They were never. shut. You wanted to find out what happened to
the captured Foundation nmerchant ships. | never saw or heard of them You
wanted to find out if Korell had nuclear power. My report tells of nuclear
blasters in the possession of the Commor's private bodyguard. | saw no
other signs. And the blasters | did see are relics of the old Enpire, and
may be  show pieces that do not wor k, for all ny knowl edge.
"So far, | followed orders, but beyond that | was, and. still am a free

agent. According to the laws of the Foundation, a Master Trader may open
what ever new markets he can, and receive therefrom his due half of the
profits. What are your objections? | don't see them"

Sutt bent his eyes carefully towards the wall and spoke with a difficult
lack of anger, "It is the general customof all traders to advance the
religion with their trade."

"l adhere to law, and not to custom"”

"There are times when custom can be the higher |aw.
"Then appeal to the courts.”

Sutt raised sonber eyes which seened to retreat into their sockets. "You're
a Snyrnian after all. It seenms naturalization and education can't w pe out
the taint in the blood. Listen, and try to wunderstand, just the sane.

"Thi s goes beyond noney, or markets. We have the science of the great Hari
Seldon to prove that upon us depends the future enpire of the Gal axy, and
fromthe course that |leads to that I|nperiumwe cannot turn. The religion we

have is our all-inmportant instrunent towards that end. Wth it we have
brought the Four Kingdons under our control, even at the noment when they
woul d have crushed us. It is the nost potent device known wth which to
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control nmen and worl ds.

"The primary reason for the developnment of trade and traders was to
introduce and spread this religion nore quickly, and to insure that the
i ntroduction of new techniques and a new econony would be subject to our
thorough and intimate control ."

He paused for breath, and Mallow interjected quietly, "I know the theory.
understand it entirely."

"Do you? It is nore than | expected. Then you see, of course, that your
attenpt at trade for its own sake; at mass production of worthl ess gadgets,
which can only affect a world's econony superficially; at the subversion of
interstellar policy to the god of profits; at the divorce of nucl ear power
from our controlling religion - can only end with the overthrow and
conplete negation of the policy that has worked successfully for a
century."

"And time enough, too," said Mallow, indifferently, "for a policy outdated,
dangerous and inpossible. However well your religion has succeeded in the
Four Ki ngdoms, scarcely another world in the Periphery has accepted it. At
the time we seized control of the Kingdons, there were a sufficient nunber
of exiles, Galaxy knows, to spread the story of how Sal vor Hardin used the
priesthood and the superstition of the people to overthrow the i ndependence
and power of the secular nonarchs. And if that wasn't enough, the case of
Askone two decades back made it plain enough. There isn't a ruler in the
Peri phery now that wouldn't sooner cut his own throat than let a priest of
the Foundation enter the territory.

"I don't propose to force Korell or any other world to accept sonething

know they don't want. No, Sutt. |If nuclear power nakes them dangerous, a
sincere friendship through trade will be many tines better than an insecure
overlordship, based on the hated suprenmacy of a foreign spiritual power,
which, once it weakens ever so slightly, can only fall entirely and | eave
not hi ng subst anti al behi nd except an i mort al fear and hate. "

Suit said cynically, "Very nicely put. So, to get back to the origina
poi nt of discussion, what are your ternms? What do you require to exchange
your ideas for mne?"

"You think ny convictions are for sal e?"

"Why not?" cane the cold response. "lIsn't that your business, buying and
sel li ng?"

"Only at a profit," said Mallow, unoffended. "Can you offer ne nore than
I'"mgetting as is?"

"You could have three-quarters of your trade profits, rather than half."

Mal | ow | aughed shortly, "A fine offer. The whole of the trade on your terns
would fall far below - a tenth share on nmine. Try harder than that."

"You could have a council seat."
"I'"l'l have that anyway, without and despite you."

Wth a sudden novenent, Sutt clenched his fist, "You could also save
yourself a prison term O twenty years, if | have ny way. Count the profit
inthat."

"No profit at all, but can you fulfill such a threat?"
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"How about a trial for rmurder?"
"Whose nurder?" asked Mallow, contenptuously.

Sutt's voice was harsh now, though no |ouder than before, "The nurder of an
Anacr eoni an priest, in the service of the Foundation."

"I's that so now? And what's your evidence?"

The secretary to the mayor |eaned forward, "Mallow, |'mnot bluffing. The
prelimnaries are over. | have only to sign one final paper and the case of
the Foundation versus Hober Mallow, Master Trader, is begun. You abandoned
a subject of the Foundation to torture and death at the hands of an alien
mob, Mall ow, and you have only five seconds to prevent the punishnent due
you. For myself, 1'd rather you decided to bluff it out. You' d be safer as
a destroyed enemy, than as a doubtfully-converted friend."

Mal | ow said sol emmly, "You have your w sh."

"Good!" and the secretary smled savagely. "It was the mayor who w shed the
prelimnary attenpt at conpronmise, not |I. Wtness that | did not try too
hard. "

The door opened before him and he left.
Mal | ow | ooked up as Ankor Jael re-entered the room
Mal | ow said, "Did you hear hin®"

The politician flopped to the floor. "I never heard himas angry as that,
since |'ve known the snake."

"Al'l right. What do you nake of it?"

"Well, 1'Il tell you. A foreign policy of domination through spiritua
means is his idee fixe, but it's nmy notion that his ultinate ains aren't
spiritual. | was fired out of the Cabinet for arguing on the sane issue, as

| needn't tell you."

"You needn't. And what are those wunspiritual ains according to your
notion?"

Jael grew serious, "Well, he's not stupid, so he nust see the bankruptcy of
our religious policy, which has hardly made a single conquest for us in
seventy years. He's obviously wusing it for purposes of his own.

"Now any dogrma prinmarily based on faith and enotionalism is a dangerous
weapon to use on others, since it is alnost inpossible to guarantee that
the weapon will never be turned on the user. For a hundred years now, we've
supported a ritual and nythology that is becom ng nore and nore venerabl e,

traditional — and imovable. In some ways, it isn't under our control any
nore."

"In what ways?" demanded Mallow. "Don't stop. | want your thoughts.”
"Well, suppose one nman, one anbitious man, uses the force of religion

agai nst us, rather than for us."
"You mean Sutt-"

"You're right. | mean Sutt. Listen, man, if he could nobilize the various
hi erarchies on the subject planets against the Foundation in the nane of
orthodoxy, what chance would we stand? By planting hinmself at the head of
the standards of the pious, he could make war on heresy, as represented by
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you, for instance, and nmake hinself king eventually. After all, it was
Hardin who said: 'A nuclear blaster is a good weapon, but it can point both
ways. "

Mal | ow slapped his bare thigh, "All right, Jael, then get me in that
council, and I'Il fight him™"

Jael paused, then said significantly, "Maybe not. Wat was all that about
having a priest lynched? Is isn't true, is it?"

"I't's true enough," Mallow said, carel essly.
Jael whistled, "Has he definite proof?"

"He should have." Mallow hesitated, then added, "Jaim Twer was his man from
the begi nning, though neither of themknew that | knew that. And Jai m Twer
was an eyew tness."

Jael shook his head. "Unh-uh. That's bad."

"Bad? What's bad about it? That priest was illegally upon the planet by the
Foundation's own | aws. He was obviously used by the Korellian governnent as

a bait, whether involuntary or not. By all the | aws of common-sense, | had
no choice but one action — and that action was strictly within the law If
he brings ne to trial, he'll do nothing but make a prinme fool of hinself."
And Jael shook his head again, "No, Mallow, you've mssed it. | told you he

played dirty. He's not out to convict you; he knows he can't do that. But
he is out to ruin your standing with the people. You heard what he said.
Custom is higher than law, at tines. You could walk out of the trial
scot-free, but if the people think you threw a priest to the dogs, your
popul arity is gone.

"They' |l admit you did the Iegal thing, even the sensible thing. But just
the sane you'll have been, in their eyes, a cowardly dog, an unfeeling
brute, a hard-hearted nonster. And you would never get elected to the
council. You mght even |ose your rating as Master Trader by having your
citizenship voted away from you. You're not native born, you know What
more do you think Sutt can want?" Mallow frowned stubbornly, "So!" "My
boy," said Jael. "I'll stand by you, but | can't help. You' re on the spot,
—dead center."

14.

The council chanmber was full in a very literal sense on the fourth day of
the trial of Hober Mallow, Master Trader. The only council man absent was
feebly cursing the fractured skull that had bedridden him The galleries
were filled to the aisleways and ceilings with those few of the crowd who
by influence, wealth, or sheer diabolic perseverance had managed to get in.
The rest filled the square outside, in swarm ng knots about the open-air
trimensional 'visors

Ankor Jael nmade his way into the chanber with the near-futile aid and
exertions of the police departnent, and then through the scarcely snaller
confusion within to Hober Mllow s seat.

Mallow turned with relief, "By Seldon, you cut it thin. Have you got it?"

"Her e, t ake it," said Jael . "I't's everything you asked for

"Good. How are they taking it outside?"
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"They're wild clear through." Jael stirred uneasily, "You should never have
al | oned public hearings. You could have stopped them"”
"I didn't want to."
"There's lynch talk. And Publis Manlio's nen on the outer planets-"

"I wanted to ask you about that, Jael. He's stirring up the Hi erarchy
against me, is he?"

" Is he? It's the sweetest setup you ever saw, As Foreign Secretary, he
handl es the prosecution in a case of interstellar law. As H gh Priest and
Primate of the Church, he rouses the fanatic hordes-"

"Well, forget it. Do you renenber that Hardin quotation you threw at ne

last nonth? We'll show themthat the nuclear blaster can point both ways."
The mayor was taking his seat now and the council nenbers were rising in
respect.

Mal | ow whispered, "It's ny turn today. Sit here and watch the fun."

The day's proceedi ngs began and fifteen mnutes | ater, Hober Mll ow stepped
through a hostile whisper to the enpty space before the nmayor's bench. A
| one beam of light centered upon himand in the public 'visors of the city,
as well as on the nyriads of private 'visors in alnost every hone of the
Foundation's planets, the Ilonely giant figure of a man stared out
defiantly.

He began easily and quietly, "To save time, | will admt the truth of every
poi nt made against ne by the prosecution. The story of the priest and the
mob  as related by them is perfectly accurate in every detail."

There was a stirring in the chanber and a triunphant nmass-snarl fromthe
gallery. He waited patiently for silence.

"However, the picture they presented fell short of conpletion. | ask the
privilege of supplying the conpletion in ny own fashion. My story nay seem
irrelevant at first. | ask your indul gence for that."

Mal | ow nade no reference to the notes before him

"l begin at the same tinme as the prosecution did; the day of ny neeting
with Jorane Sutt and Jaim Twer. What went on at those neetings you know.
The conversations have been described, and to that description | have
nothing to add — except nmy own thoughts of that day.

"They were suspicious thoughts, for the events of that day were queer
Consider. Two people, neither of whom | knew nore than casually, nake
unnatural and somewhat unbelievable propositions to nme. One, the secretary
to the mayor, asks me to play the part of intelligence agent to the
governnent in a highly confidential matter, the nature and inportance of
whi ch has al ready been explained to you. The other, self-styled | eader of a
political party, asks me to run for a council seat.

"Naturally | looked for the wulterior notive. Sutt's seened evident. He
didn't trust me. Perhaps he thought | was selling nuclear power to enem es
and plotting rebellion. And perhaps he was forcing the issue, or thought he
was. In that case, he would need a nman of his own near ne on ny proposed
m ssion, as a spy. The |last thought, however, did not occur to ne unti

| ater on, when Jaim Twer cane on the scene.
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"Consi der again: Twer presents hinmself as a trader, retired into politics,
yet | know of no details of his trading career, although ny know edge of
the field is imense. And further, although Twer boasted of a Ilay
education, he had never heard of a Seldon crisis.”

Hober Mallow waited to let the significance sink in and was rewarded with
the first silence he had yet encountered, as the gallery caught its
coll ective breath. That was for the inhabitants of Term nus itself. The nen
of the Quter Planets could hear only censored versions that would suit the
requirenents of religion. They would hear nothing of Seldon crises. But
there woul d be further strokes they would not miss.

Mal | ow cont i nued:

"Who here can honestly state that any man with a |l ay educati on can possibly
be ignorant of the nature of a Seldon crisis? There is only one type of
education wupon the Foundation that excludes all nention of the planned
history of Seldon and deals only wth the man hinself as a seni-nythica
wi zar d—

"I knew at that instant that Jaim Twer had never been a trader. | knew then
that he was in holy orders and perhaps a full-fledged priest; and,
doubtless, that for the three years he had pretended to head a politica
party of the traders, he had been a bought nman of Jorane Sutt.

"At the nonent, | struck in the dark. | did not know Sun's purposes with
regard to nyself, but since he seened to be feeding ne rope liberally,
handed hima few fathons of ny own. My notion was that Twer was to be with

me on ny voyage as unofficial guardian on behalf of Jorane Sutt. Well, if
he didn't get on, | knew well there'd be other devices waiting — and those
others | might not catch in time. A known eneny is relatively safe. |

invited Twer to come with me. He accepted.

"That, gentlemen of the council, explains two things. First, it tells you
that Twer is not a friend of mne testifying against ne reluctantly and for
consci ence' sake, as the prosecution would have you believe. He is a spy,
performng his paid job. Secondly, it explains a certain action of mnmine on
the occasion of the first appearance of the priest whom| am accused of
having nurdered - an action as yet unnentioned, because unknown."

Now there was a disturbed whispering in the council. Mallow cleared his
throat theatrically, and continued:

"I hate to describe ny feelings when | first heard that we had a refugee

m ssionary on board. I even hate to renenber them Essentially, they
consisted of wild uncertainty. The event struck me at the nonent as a nove
by Sutt, and passed beyond ny conprehension or calculation. | was at sea —

and conpletely.

"There was one thing | could do. | got rid of Twer for five mnutes by
sending him after nmy officers. In his absence, | set up a Visual Record
receiver, so that whatever happened m ght be preserved for future study.
This was in the hope, the wild but earnest hope, that what confused ne at
the tinme mght becone plain upon review.

"l have gone over that Visual Record some fifty times since. | have it here
with me now, and will repeat the job a fifty-first time in your presence
ri ght now. "

The nmayor pounded nonotonously for order, as the chanber lost its
equilibrium and the gallery roared. |In five mnllion honmes on Termn nus,
excited observers crowded their receiving sets nore closely, and at the
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prosecutor's own bench, Jorane Sutt shook his head coldly at the nervous
hi gh priest, while his eyes bl azed fixedly on Mllows face.

The center of the chanmber was cleared, and the lights burnt |ow Ankor

Jael, from his bench on the left, made the adjustments, and with a
prelimnary click, a holographic scene sprang to view, in color, in
t hr ee- di nensi ons, in every attribute of life but Ilife itself.

There was the missionary, confused and battered, standing between the
lieutenant and the sergeant. Mallow s image waited silently, and then nen
filed in, Twer bringing up the rear

The conversation played itself out, word for word. The sergeant was
disciplined, and the missionary was questioned. The nob appeared, their
grow could be heard, and the Revered Jord Parnma nade his wld appeal

Mal | ow drew his gun, and the nissionary, as he was dragged away, lifted his
arns ina nmad, final curse and a tiny flash of [|ight cane and went.

The scene ended, with the officers frozen at the horror of the situation,
whil e Twer cl anped shaki ng hands over his ears, and Mallow calmy put his
gun away.

The lights were on again; the enpty space in the center of the floor was no
| onger even apparently full. Ml low, the real WMallow of the present, took
up the burden of his narration

"The incident, you see, is exactly as the prosecution has presented it — on
the surface. 1'll explain that shortly. JaimTwer's enobtions through the
whol e busi ness shows clearly a priestly education, by the way.

"It was on that sane day that | pointed out certain incongruities in the
epi sode to Twer. | asked himwhere the mssionary came fromin the mdst of
the near-desol ate tract we occupied at the time. | asked further where the
gigantic nob had come fromwith the nearest sizable town a hundred mniles
away. The prosecution has paid no attention to such probl ens.

"Or to other points; for instance, the curious point of Jord Parma's
bl atant conspicuousness. A missionary on Korell, risking his life in
defiance of both Korellian and Foundation |aw, parades about in a very new
and very distinctive priestly costune. There's sonething wong there. At

the time, | suggested that the m ssionary was an unwitting acconplice of
the Commdor, who was using himin an attenpt to force us into an act of
wildly illegal aggression, to justify, in law, his subsequent destruction

of our ship and of us.

"The prosecution has anticipated this justification of ny actions. They
have expected nme to explain that the safety of nmy ship, ny crew, ny m ssion
itself were at stake and could not be sacrificed for one nman, when that man
woul d, in any case, have been destroyed, with us or w thout us. They reply
by nmuttering about the Foundation's 'honor' and the necessity of uphol di ng
our '"dignity' in order to nmintain our ascendancy.

"For some strange reason, however, the prosecution has negl ected Jord Parma

hinsel f, —as an individual. They brought out no details concerning him
neither his birthplace, nor his education, nor any detail of previous
hi story. The explanation of this will also explain the incongruities | have

poi nted out in the Visual Record you have just seen. The two are connect ed.

"The prosecution has advanced no details concerning Jord Parnmm because it
cannot. That scene you saw by Visual Record seened phoney because Jord
Parma was phoney. There never was a Jord Parna. This whole trial is the
bi ggest farce ever cooked up over an issue that never existed."
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Once nore he had to wait for the babble to die down. He said, slowy:

"I'"'mgoing to show you the enlargenent of a single still fromthe Visua
Record. It will speak for itself. Lights again, Jael."

The chanmber dimed, and the enpty air filled again with frozen figures in
ghostly, waxen illusion. The officers of the Far Star struck their stiff,
i mpossible attitudes. A gun pointed fromMllow s rigid hand. At his left,
the Revered Jord Parmm, caught in mnid-shriek, stretched his claws upward,
while the failing sleeves hung hal fway.

And fromthe mssionary's hand there was that little gleamthat in the
previous showing had flashed and gone. It was a permanent glow now.

"Keep your eye on that light on his hand," called Mallow fromthe shadows.
"Enl arge that scene, Jael!"

The tableau bloated quickly. OQuter portions fell away as the m ssionary
drew towards the center and becane a giant. Then there was only a hand and
an arm and then only a hand, which filled everything and renained there in
i mense, hazy tautness.

The 1ight had beconme a set of fuzzy, glowing letters: K S P
"That," Mallow s voice booned out, "is a sanple of tatooing, gentlenen.
Under ordinary light it is invisible, but under ultraviolet Ilight — with
which I flooded the roomin taking this Visual Record, it stands out in
high relief. I'll admit it is a naive nethod of secret identification, but
it works on Korell, where W light is not to be found on street coners.

Even in our ship, detection was accidental

"Per haps sone of you have al ready guessed what K S P stands for. Jord Parna
knew his priestly lingo well and did his job magnificently. Where he had
|l earned it, and how, | cannot say, but KS P stands for 'Korellian Secret
Police.""

Mal | ow shouted over the tumult, roaring against the noise, "I have
collateral proof in the form of docunents brought fromKorell, which | can
present to the council if required.

"And where is now the prosecution's case? They have already nade and
re-nmade the nonstrous suggestion that | should have fought for the
m ssionary in defiance of the law, and sacrificed ny mssion, ny ship, and
nmyself to the 'honor' of the Foundation

"But to do it for an inpostor?

"Should I have done it then for a Korellian secret agent tricked out in the
robes and verbal gymastics probably borrowed of an Anacreonian exile?
Woul d Jorane Sutt and Publis Manlio have had nme fall into a stupid, odious
trap-"

Hi s hoarsened voice faded into the featurel ess background of a shouting
mob. He was being lifted onto shoulders, and carried to the mayor's bench

Qut the windows, he could see a torrent of madnen swarnming into the square
to add to the thousands there already.

Mal | ow | ooked about for Ankor Jael, but it was inpossible to find any
single face in the incoherence of the mass. Slowy he becane aware of a
rhythm c, repeated shout, that was spreading froma snmall beginning, and
pul sing into insanity:
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"Long live Mal l ow  — long live Mal l ow  — long live Mal | ow"

15.

Ankor Jael Dblinked at Mallow out of a haggard face. The |ast two days had
been mad, sl eepl ess ones.

"Mal l ow, you've put on a beautiful show, so don't spoil it by junping too
hi gh. You can't seriously consider running for mayor. Mb enthusiasmis a
powerful thing, but it's notoriously fickle."

"Exactly!" said Mallow, grimy, "so we nust coddle it, and the best way to
do that is to continue the show "

"Now what ?"

"You're to have Publis Manlio and Jorane Sutt arrested-"

"\Mat ! "
"Just what you hear. Have the mayor arrest them | don't care what threats
you use. | control the mob, —for today, at any rate. He won't dare face
them ™"

"But on what charge, man?"

"On the obvious one. They've been inciting the priesthood of the outer
planets to take sides in the factional quarrels of the Foundation. That's
illegal, by Seldon. Charge themw th 'endangering the state.' And | don't
care about a conviction any nore than they did in ny case. Just get them
out of circulation until I'mmayor."

"It's half a year till election.”

"Not too long!" Mallow was on his feet, and his sudden grip of Jael's arm
was tight. "Listen, |1'd seize the governnent by force if | had to — the way
Salvor Hardin did a hundred years ago. There's still that Seldon crisis
com ng up, and when it conmes | have to be mayor and high priest. Both!"

Jael's brow furrowed. He said, quietly, "What's it going to be? Korell
after all?"

Mal | ow nodded, "OF course. They'll declare war, eventually, though I'm
betting it'lIl take another pair of years."

"Wth nucl ear ships?"

"What do you think? Those three nerchant ships we 1lost in their space

sector weren't knocked over wth conpressed-air pistols. Jael, they're
getting ships fromthe Enpire itself. Don't open your nouth |like a fool.

said the Empire! It's still there, you know. It nany be gone here in the
Peri phery but in the Galactic center it's still very nmuch alive. And one
fal se nove neans that it, itself, may be on our neck. That's why | nust be
mayor and high priest. I'mthe only man who knows how to fight the crisis.”

Jael swall owed dryly, "How? What are you going to do?"
"Not hi ng. "
Jael smiled uncertainly, "Really! Al of that!"

But Mallow s answer was incisive, "Wwen |'mboss of this Foundation, |I'm
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going to do nothing. One hundred percent of nothing, and that is the secret
of this crisis.”

16.

Asper Argo, the Wl l-Bel oved, Conmdor of the Korellian Republic greeted his
wife's entry by a hangdog | owering of his scanty eyebrows. To her at |east,
hi s sel f - adopt ed epi t het did not apply. Even he knew that.

She said, in a voice as sleek as her hair and as cold as her eyes, "My
gracious lord, | understand, has finally come to a decision upon the fate
of the Foundation upstarts.”

"I ndeed?" said the Commdor, sourly. "And what nore does your versatile
under st andi ng enbrace?"

"Enough, my very noble husband. You had another of your wvacillating
consul tations with your councilors. Fine advisors." Wth infinite scorn, "A
herd of palsied purblind idiots hugging their sterile profits close to
their sunken chests in the face of my father's di spl easure. "

"And who, ny dear," was the nild response, "is the excellent source from
whi ch your understandi ng understands all this?"

The Commdora | aughed shortly, "If | told you, nmy source would be nore
corpse than source."

"Well, vyou'll have your own way, as always." The Conmdor shrugged and
turned away. "And as for your father's displeasure: | rnmuch fear ne it

extends to a niggardly refusal to supply nore ships."

"More ships!" She blazed away, hotly, "And haven't you five? Don't deny it.
I know you have five; and a sixth is promised."”

"Pronised for the |ast year."

"But one — just one — can blast that Foundation into stinking rubble. Just
one! One, to sweep their little pygny boats out of space. "

"I couldn't attack their planet, even with a dozen."

"And how long would their planet hold out with their trade ruined, and
their cargoes of toys and trash destroyed?" "Those toys and trash nean
money, " he sighed. "A good deal of noney."

"But if you had the Foundation itself, would you not have all it
contained'? And if you had ny father's respect and gratitude, would you not
have nore than ever the Foundation could give you? It's been three years —

more — since that barbarian came with his mgic sideshow It's 1long
enough. "

"My dear!" The Conmmdor turned and faced her. "I amgrowing old. | am weary.
I lack the resilience to withstand your rattling mouth. You say you know
that | have decided. Well, | have. It is over, and there is war between

Korell and the Foundation."

"WelI'!'" The Commdora's figure expanded and her eyes sparkled, "You |earned
wi sdom at last, though in your dotage. And now when you are master of this
hinterl and, you nmay be sufficiently respectable to be of sone weight and
inportance in the Enpire. For one thing, we night |eave this barbarous
world and attend the viceroy's court. Indeed we mght."
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She swept out, with a snmle, and a hand on her hip. Her hair gleamed in the
I'ight.

The Commdor waited, and then said to the closed door, with nalignhance and
hate, "And when | am master of what vyou call +the hinterland, | rmay be
sufficiently respectable to do wthout your father's arrogance and his
daughter's tongue. Conpletely — without!"

17.
The senior lieutenant of the Dark Nebula stared in horror at the visiplate.

"Geat @Glloping Galaxies!™ 1t should have been a how, but it was a
whi sper instead, "Wat's that?"

It was a ship, but a whale to the Dark Nebula's mnnow, and on its side was
the Spaceshi p-and-Sun of the Enmpire. Every alarmon the ship yanmered
hysterically.

The orders went out, and the Dark Nebula prepared to run if it could, and
fight if it nmust, -while down in the hyperwave room a nessage storned its
way through hyperspace to the Foundation

Over and over again! Partly a plea for help, but mainly a warning of
danger.

18.

Hober Mallow shuffled his feet wearily as he leafed through the reports.
Two vyears of the mayoralty had made hima bit nore housebroken, a bit
softer, a bit nore patient, -but it had not nade him learn to like
governnent reports and the mnd-breaking officialese in which they were
written.

"How many ships did they get?" asked Jael

"Four trapped on the ground. Two unreported. All others accounted for and
safe.” Mallow grunted, "W should have done better, but it's just a
scratch."

There was no answer and Mallow |ooked up, "Does anything worry you?"
"I wsh Sutt would get here," was the alnobst irrelevant answer.

"Ah, vyes, and now we'll hear another lecture on the hone front."

"No, we won't," snapped Jael, "but you're stubborn, Mallow You may have
wor ked out the foreign situation to the last detail but you' ve never given
a care about what goes on here on the hone planet."”

"Well, that's your job, isn't it? Wiat did | nake you M nister of Education
and Propaganda for?"

"Cbviously to send ne to an early and nmiserable grave, for all the
co-operation you give nme. For the last year, |'ve been deafening you with
the rising danger of Sutt and his Religionists. Wat good will your plans
be, if Sutt forces a special election and has you thrown out?"

"None, | admt."
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"And your speech last night just about handed the election to Sutt with a
smle and a pat. Was there any necessity for being so frank?"

"Isn't there such a thing as stealing Sutt's thunder?”

"No," said Jael, violently, "not the way you did it. You claim to have
foreseen everything, and don't explain why you traded with Korell to their
excl usive benefit for three years. Your only plan of battle is to retire
without a battle. You abandon all trade with the sectors of space near
Korell. You openly proclaim a stalemate. You prom se no offensive, even in
the future. G@Glaxy, Mallow, what am| supposed to do with such a nmess?"

"I't Iacks gl anor?"
"I't lacks nob enotion-appeal ."
"Sanme thing."

"Mal | ow, wake up. You have two alternatives. Either you present the people
with a dynanmic foreign policy, whatever your private plans are, or you nake
some sort of conpromise with Sutt."

Mal | ow said, "All right, if 1've failed the first, let's try the second.
Sutt's just arrived."

Sutt and Mall ow had not met personally since the day of the trial, two
years back. Neither detected any change in the other, except for that
subt| e at nosphere about each which nade it quite evident that the roles of
rul er and defier had changed.

Sutt took his seat wi thout shaking hands.

Mal | ow of fered a cigar and said, "Mnd if Jael stays? He wants a conprom se
earnestly. He can act as nediator if tenpers rise.”

Sutt shrugged, "A conpromise wll be well for you. Upon another occasion I
once asked you to state your ternms. | presune the positions are reversed
now. "

"You presune correctly."

"Then there are ny terns. You nust abandon your blundering policy of
econom c bribery and trade in gadgetry, and return to the tested foreign
policy of our fathers."

"You nean conquest by m ssionary."
"Exactly."

"No conprom se short of that?"

"None. "

"Unmm" Mallow lit up very slowy and inhaled the tip of his cigar into a
bright glow. "In Hardin's tine, when conquest by mssionary was new and
radical, nmen 1like yourself opposed it. Now it is tried, tested, hallowed,
—everything a Jorane Sutt would find well. But, tell me, how would you get

us out of our present ness?"
"Your present ness. | had nothing to do with it."
"Consi der the question suitably nodified."

"A strong offensive is indicated. The stalemte you seem to be satisfied
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with is fatal. It would be a confession of weakness to all the worlds of
the Periphery, where the appearance of strength is all-inportant, and
there's not one vulture anong themthat wouldn't join the assault for its
share of the corpse. You ought to understand that. You're from Snyrno,
aren't you?"

Mal | ow passed over the significance of the remark. He said, "And if you
beat Korell, what of the Enpire? That is the real eneny. "

Sutt's narrow snmile tugged at the coners of his nouth, "Ch, no, your
records of your wvisit to Siwenna were conplete. The viceroy of the
Normanni ¢ Sector is interested in creating dissension in the Periphery for
his own benefit, but only as a side issue. He isn't going to stake
everything on an expedition to the Galaxy's rim when he has fifty hostile
nei ghbors and an enperor to rebel against. | paraphrase your own words."

"Ch, yes he might, Sutt, if he thinks we're strong enough to be dangerous.
And he mght think so, if we destroy Korell by the rmain force of fronta
attack. W'd have to be considerably nore subtle."

"As for instance-"

Mal | ow | eaned back, "Sutt, 1'Il give you your chance. | don't need you, but
I can use you. So I'lIl tell you what it's all about, and then you can
either join me and receive a place in a coalition cabinet, or you can play
the martyr and rot in jail."

"Once before you tried that last trick."

"Not very hard, Sutt. The right time has only just come. Nowlisten.”
Mal | oW s eyes narrowed.

"When | first |landed on Korell," he began, A bribed the Commdor with the
trinkets and gadgets that form the trader's wusual stock. At the start,
that. was nmeant only to get us entrance into a steel foundry. | had no plan
further than that, but in that | succeeded. | got what | wanted. But it was
only after ny visit to the Enpire that | first realized exactly what a
weapon | could build that trade into.

"This is a Seldon crisis we're facing, Sutt, and Seldon crises are not
sol ved by individuals but by historic forces. Hari Sel don, when he pl anned
our course of future history, did not count on brilliant heroics but on the
broad sweeps of economics and sociology. So the solutions to the various
crises must be achieved by the forces that becone available to us at the
tinme.

"In this case, —trade!"

Sutt raised his eyebrows skeptically and took advantage of the pause, "I

hope I amnot of subnormal intelligence, but the fact is that your vague
| ecture isn't very illum nating."

"I't will becone so," said Mallow. "Consider that until now the power of
trade has been wunderestimated. It has been thought that it took a

priesthood under our control to nake it a powerful weapon. That is not so,
and this is ny contribution to the Galactic situation. Trade w thout
priests! Trade alone! It is strong enough. Let us becone very sinple and

specific. Korell is now at war with us. Consequently our trade with her has
stopped. But, -notice that | amnaking this as sinple as a problemin
addition, —in the past three years she has based her econony nore and nore
upon the nucl ear techni ques which we have introduced and which only we can
continue to supply. Now what do you suppose will happen once the tiny

nucl ear generators begin failing, and one gadget after another goes out of
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comm ssi on?

"The small household appliances go first. After a half a year of this
stal emate that you abhor, a woman's nuclear knife won't work any nore. Her

stove begins failing. Her washer doesn't do a good job. The
tenperature-humdity control in her house dies on a hot sumrer day. Wat
happens?"

He paused for an answer, and Sutt said calmy, "Nothing. People endure a
good deal in war."

"Very true. They do. They'll send their sons out in wunlinmted nunbers to
die horribly on broken spaceships. They'||l bear up under eneny bonbardnent,
if it means they have to live on stale bread and foul water in caves half a
mle deep. But it's very hard to bear up under little things when the
patriotic uplift of immnent danger is not present. It's going to, be a
stalemate. There wll be no casualties, no bonbardnments, no battles

"There will just be a knife that won't cut, and a stove that won't cook,
and a house that freezes in the winter. It will be annoying, and people
will grunble."”

Sutt said slowy, wonderingly, "Is that what you're setting your hopes on,
man? What do you expect? A housew ves' rebellion? A Jacquerie? A sudden
uprising of butchers and grocers wth their cleavers and bread-knives
shouting 'Gve us back our Automatic Super - Kl eeno Nucl ear Washi ng
Machi nes. " "

"No, sir," said Mallow, inpatiently, "I do not. |I expect, however, a
general background of grunmbling and di ssatisfaction which will be seized on
by nore inportant figures later on."

"And what nore inportant figures are these?"

"The manufacturers, the factory owners, the industrialists of Korell. Wen
two years of the stal emate have gone, the machines in the factories wll,
one by one, begin to fail. Those industries which we have changed from
first tolast wth our new nuclear gadgets will find thenselves very
suddenly ruined. The heavy industries will find thensel ves, en masse and at
a stroke, the owners of nothing but scrap machinery that won't work."

"The factories ran wel |  enough before you cane there, Mallow"

"Yes, Sutt, so they did — at about one-twentieth the profits, even if you
| eave out of consideration the cost of reconversion to the origina
pre-nuclear state. Wth the industrialist and financier and the average man
all against him howlong will the Commdor hold out?"

"As long as he pleases, as soon as it occurs to himto get new nuclear
generators fromthe Enpire."

And Mal l ow |aughed joyously, "You've mssed, Sutt, nissed as badly as the
Commdor hinself. You've mssed everything, and understood nothing. Look,
man, the Enpire can replace nothing. The Enpire has al ways been a real m of
col ossal resources. They've calculated everything in planets, in stellar
systens, in whole sectors of the Galaxy. Their generators are gigantic
because they thought in gigantic fashion

"But we, — we , our Ilittle Foundation, our single world alnost wthout
metallic resources, -—have had to work with brute econony. Qur generators
have had to be the size of our thunb, because it was all the netal we could
afford. W had to devel op new techni ques and new net hods, -techni ques and
met hods the Enpire can't follow because they have degenerated past the
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st age where they can nmake any really vital scientific advance.

"Wth all their nuclear shields, |arge enough to protect a ship, a city, an
entire world; they could never build one to protect a single nan. To supply

light and heat to a city, they have notors six stories high, -l saw them -
where ours could fit into this room And when | told one of their nuclear
specialists that a lead container the size of a wal nut contained a nucl ear
gener at or, he al nost choked with i ndi gnati on on the spot.

"Why, they don't even understand their own col ossi any |onger. The machi nes
work from generation to generation automatically, and the caretakers are a
hereditary caste who would be helpless if a single Dtube in all that vast
structure burnt out.

"The whole war is a battle between those two systens, between the Enpire
and the Foundation; between the big and the little. To seize control of a
world, they bribe wth imrense ships that can nmake war, but |ack all
econom c significance. W, on the other hand, bribe with Ilittle things,
useless in war, but vital to prosperity and profits.

"A king, or a Commdor, will take the ships and even nake war. Arbitrary
rul ers throughout history have bartered their subjects' welfare for what

they consider honor, and glory, and conquest. But it's still the little
things inlife that count - and Asper Argo won't stand up against the
economi ¢ depression that will sweep all Korell in tw or three years."
Sutt was at the window, his back to Mallow and Jael. It was early evening

now, and the few stars that struggled feebly here at the very rimof the
Gal axy sparked against the background of the msty, wspy Lens that
included the remmants of that Empire, still vast, that fought agai nst them

Sutt said, "No. You are not the man."
"You don't believe nme?"

"I mean | don't trust you. You're snooth-tongued. You befool ed ne properly
when | thought | had you wunder proper care on your first trip to Korell
VWhen | thought | had you cornered at the trial, you wormed your way out of
it and into the mayor's chair by demagoguery. There is nothing straight
about you; no nmotive that hasn't another behind it; no statenent that
hasn't three neanings.

"Suppose you were a traitor. Suppose your visit to the Enpire had brought
you a subsidy and a pronise of power. Your actions would be precisely what
they are now. You would bring about a war after having strengthened the
eneny. You would force the Foundation into inactivity. And you would
advance a plausible explanation of everything, one so plausible it would
convi nce everyone."

"You mean there'll be no conprom se?" asked Mal | ow, gently.
"l mean you nust get out, by free will or force."
"I warned you of the only alternative to co-operation."

Jorane Sutt's face congested with blood in a sudden access of enotion. "And
I warn you, Hober Mallow of Smyrno, that if you arrest ne, there will be no
quarter. My nen will stop nowhere in spreading the truth about you, and the
comon people of the Foundation will unite against their foreign ruler
They have a consciousness of destiny that a Snyrnian can never understand —
and that consciousness will destroy you."

Hober Mallow said quietly to the two guards who had entered, "Take him
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away. He's under arrest.”
Sutt said, "Your |ast chance."
Mal | ow st ubbed out his cigar and never | ooked up.

And five minutes later, Jael stirred and said, wearily, "Wll, nowthat
you've nmade a martyr for the cause, what next?"

Mal | ow st opped playing with the ash tray and | ooked up, "That's not the
Sutt | used to know. He's a blood-blind bull. Galaxy, he hates me."

"Al'l the nore dangerous then."
"More danger ous? Nonsense! He's | ost al | power of j udgenent . "

Jael said grimy, "You're overconfident, Mallow You're ignoring the
possibility of a popular rebellion.”

Mal | ow | ooked wup, grimin his turn, "Once and for all, Jael, there is no
possibility of a popular rebellion.”

"You're sure of yourself!"

"I'm sure of the Seldon crisis and the historical wvalidity of their
solutions, externally and internally. There are sone things | didn't tel

Suit right now He tried to control the Foundation itself by religious
forces as he controlled the outer worlds, and he failed, —which is the
surest sign that in the Seldon scheme, religion is played out.

"Econom ¢ control worked differently. And to paraphrase that fanpus Sal vor
Hardin quotation of yours, it's a poor nuclear blaster that won't point
both ways. If Korell prospered with our trade, so did we. |If Korellian
factories fail without our trade; and if the prosperity of the outer worlds
vani shes with comercial isolation; so wll our factories fail and our
prosperity vani sh.

"And there isn't a factory, not a trading center. not a shipping |ine that
isn't under ny control; that | couldn't squeeze to nothing if Sutt attenpts
revol utionary propaganda. Where his propaganda succeeds, or even |ooks as

though it might succeed, | will nake certain that prosperity dies. Were it
fails, prosperity will continue, because ny factories will remain fully
staff ed.

"So by the same reasoning which nakes me sure that the Korellians will
revolt in favor of prosperity, | amsure we will not revolt against it. The
game will be played out to its end."

"So then," said Jael, "you're establishing a plutocracy. You' re naking us a
| and of traders and nerchant princes. Then what of the future?"
Mallow lifted his gloony face, and exclained fiercely, "What business of

mne is the future? No doubt Seldon has foreseen it and prepared agai nst
it. There wll be other crises inthe tinme to cone when noney power has
becone as dead a force as religion is now. Let nmny successors solve those
new probl ems, as | have solved the one of today."

KORELL-. .. And so after three years of a war which was certainly the nost
unf ought war on record, the Republic of Korell surrendered unconditionally,
and Hober Mallow took his place next to Hari Seldon and Salvor Hardin in
the hearts of the people of the Foundation

ENCYCLCPEDI A GALACTI CA
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

I saac Asinov was born in the Soviet Union to his great surprise. He noved
quickly to correct the situation. Wen his parents enmigrated to the United
States, lsaac (three years old at the tine) stowed away in their baggage.
He has been an Anerican citizen since the age of eight.

Brought up in Brooklyn, and educated in its public schools, he eventually
found his way to Colunbia University and, over the protests of the schoo

adm ni stration, managed to annex a series of degrees in chenmistry, up to
and including a Ph.D. He then infiltrated Boston University and clinbed the
academic |ladder, ignoring all cries of outrage, wuntil he found hinself
Pr of essor of Bi ochem stry.

Meanwhile, at the age of nine, he found the love of his life (in the
i nani mat e sense) when he discovered his first science-fiction nagazi ne. By
the tinme he was eleven, he began to wite stories, and at eighteen, he
actually worked wup the nerve to submit one. It was rejected. After four
long nmonths of tribulation and suffering, he sold his first story and,
thereafter, he never | ooked back

In 1941, when he was twenty-one years old, he wote the classic short story
"Nightfall" and his future was assured. Shortly before that he had begun
witing his robot stories, and shortly after that he had begun his
Foundati on seri es.

VWhat was |eft except quantity? At the present tine, he has published over
260 books, distributed through every major division of the Dewey system of
library classification, and shows no signs of slowing up. He renains as
yout hful, as Ilively, and as |ovable as ever, and grows nore handsonme with
each year. You can be sure that this is so since he has witten this little
essay hinself and his devotion to absolute objectivity is notorious.

He is married to Janet Jeppson, psychiatrist and witer, has two children
by a previous marriage, and lives in New York City.
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