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CLEON I—..Though he often received panegyrics for being the last Emperor under whom the
First Galactic Empire was reasonably united and reasonably prosperous, the quarter-century
reign of Cleon | was one of continuous decline. This cannot be viewed as his direct responsibility,
for the Decline of Empire was based on political and economic factors too strong for anyone to
deal with at the time. He was fortunate in his First Ministers—Eto Demerzel and, then, Hari
Sldon, in whose devel opment of Psychohistory the Emperor never lost faith. Cleon and Seldon,
as the objects of the final Joranumite conspiracy, with its bizarre climax—

Encyclopedia Galactica

* All quotations from the Encyclopedia Galactica here reproduced are taken from the 116th Edition,
published 1020 F.E. by the Encyclopedia Galactica Publishing Co., Terminus, with the permission of the
publishers.
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Mandd | Gruber was a happy man. He seemed so to Hari Seldon, certainly. Seldon stopped his morning
condtitutiona to watch him.

Gruber, perhapsin hislateforties, afew years younger than Seldon, was abit gnarled from his continuing
work on the Imperia Palace grounds, but he had a cheerful, smoothly shaven face, topped by apink
skull, not much of which was hidden by histhin, sandy hair. He whistled softly to himself as he ingpected
the leaves of the bushesfor any sgns of insect infestation beyond the ordinary.

Hewas not the Chief Gardener, of course. The Chief Gardener of the Imperial Palace Groundswas a
high functionary who had apaatia officein one of the buildings of the enormous Imperiad complex, with
an army of men and women under him. The chances are he did not step out onto the grounds oftener



than once or twice ayear.

Gruber was one of the army. Histitle, Seldon knew, was Gardener First-Class, and it had been
well-earned, with nearly thirty years of faithful service.

Seldon called to him as he paused on the perfectly level crushed gravel walk. “ Another marvelous day,
Gruber.”

Gruber looked up and hiseyestwinkled. “ Y es, indeed, First Minigter, and it'ssorry | am for those
cooped-up indoors.”

“Y ou mean as| am about to be.”

“There's not much about you, First Minister, for people to sorrow over, but if you're disappearing into
those buildings on aday likethis, it'sabit of sorrow that we fortunate few can fed for you.”

“| thank you for your sympathy, Gruber, but you know we have forty billion Trantorians under the dome.
Areyou sorry for al of them?’

“Indeed, | am. | am grateful | am not of Trantorian extraction myself so that | could qualify as gardener.
There befew of uson thisworld that work in the open, but here | be, one of the fortunate few.”

“The weather isnt dwaysthisided.”

“That istrue. And | have been out herein the duicing rains and the whistling winds. Still, aslong asyou
dressfittingly ... Look,” and Gruber spread his arms open, wide as his smile, asif to embrace the vast
expanse of the Palace grounds. “1 have my friends, the trees and the lawns and al the animd life-formsto
keep me company, and growth to encourage in geometric form, even in the winter. Have you ever seen
the geometry of the grounds, First Minister?’

“I am looking &t it right now, am | not?’

“I mean the plans spread out so you can redly gppreciateit al, and marvelousit is, too. It was planned
by Tapper Savand, over three hundred years ago, and it has been little changed since. Tapper wasa
greet horticulturist, the greates—and he came from my planet.”

“That was Anacreon, wasn't it?’

“Indeed. A far-off world near the edge of the gdaxy, where there is till wilderness and life can be swest.
| came here when | was still an ear-wet lad, when the present Chief Gardener took power under the old
Emperor. Of course, now they're talking of re-designing the grounds.” Gruber sighed deeply and shook
his head. “ That would be a mistake. They are just right as they are now, properly proportioned,
well-balanced, pleasing to the eye and spirit. But it istrue that in history, the grounds have occasiondly
been re-designed. Emperors grow tired of the old, and are always seeking the new, asif new is
somehow aways better. Our present Emperor, may he live long, has been planning re-design with the
Chief Gardener. At least that isthe word that runs from gardener to gardener.” Thislast he added
quickly, asif abashed at spreading Palace gossip.

“It might not happen soon.”

“I hope not, First Minigter. Please, if you have the chance to take some time from al the heart-stopping
work you must be after doing, study the design of the grounds. It isarare beauty and, if | had my way,
there should not be aleaf moved out of place, nor aflower, nor arabhbit, anywherein al these hundreds
of square kilometers.’



Seldon smiled. “Y ou are a dedicated man, Gruber. | would not be surprised if someday you were Chief
Gardener.”

“May Fate protect me from that. The Chief Gardener breathes no fresh air, sees no natural sights, and
forgetsal he haslearned of nature. Helivesthere,” Gruber pointed, scornfully, “and | think he no longer
knows a bush from a stream unless one of his underlings leads him out and places his hand on one or dips
itinto the other.”

For amoment, it seemed as though Gruber would expectorate his scorn, but he could not find any place
on which he could bear to spit.

Seldon laughed quietly. “ Gruber, it's good to talk to you. When | am overcome with the duties of the
day, it is pleasant to take afew momentsto listen to your philosophy of life.”

“Ah, First Minigter, it isno philosopher | am. My schooling was very sketchy.”

“Y ou don't need schooling to be a philosopher. Just an active mind and experience with life. Take care,
Gruber. | have the temptation to see you promoted.”

“If you but leave meas| am, First Minigter, you will have my tota gratitude.”

Seldon was smiling as he passed on, but the smile faded as his mind turned once more to his current
problems. Ten yearsas First Minister—and if Gruber knew how heartily sick Seldon was of his position,
his sympathy would rise to enormous heights. Could Gruber grasp the fact that Seldon's progressin the
techniques of Psychohistory showed promise of facing him with an unbearable dilemma?

2.

Seldon's thoughtful stroll across the grounds was the epitome of peace. It was hard to believe, hereinthe
midst of the Emperor'simmediate domain, that he was on aworld that except for thisareawastotally
enclosed by adome. Here, in this spot, he might be on his home world of Helicon, or Gruber'sworld of
Anacreon.

Of course, the sense of peace was an illusion. The grounds were guarded—thick with security.

Once, athousand years ago, the Imperia Palace grounds, much less paatia, much less differentiated
from aworld only beginning to construct domes over individua regions, had been opento dl citizensand
the Emperor himsalf could walk aong the paths, unguarded, nodding his head in greeting to his subjects.

No more. Now security wasin place and no one from Trantor itself could possibly invade the grounds.
That did not remove the danger, however, for that, when it came, came from discontented Imperia
functionaries and from corrupt and suborned soldiers. It was within the grounds that the Emperor and his
ministers were most in danger. What would have happened if on that occasion, nearly ten years before,
Seldon had not been accompanied by Dors Venahili?

It had beenin hisfirst year asFirst Minister and it was only natural, he supposed (after the fact), that
there would be heart-burning over his unexpected choice for the post. Many others, far better qualified in
training, in years of service, and, most of al, in their own eyes, could view the gppointment with anger.
They did not know of Psychohistory or of the importance the Emperor attached to it, and the easiest way
to correct the Situation was to corrupt one of the sworn protectors of the First Minister.

Venabili must have been more suspicious than Seldon himself was. Or else, with Demerzdl's
disappearance from the scene, her ingtructions to guard Seldon had been strengthened. The truth was
that, for thefirst few years of hisFirst Ministership, she was at his sde more often than not.



And on the | ate afternoon of awarm, sunny day, Venabili noted the glint of the westering sun—asun
never seen under Trantor's dome—on the metal of ablaster.

“Down, Hari!” she cried suddenly, and her legs devoured the grass as she raced toward the sergeant.
“Give methat blagter, sergeant,” she said tightly.

The would-be assassin, momentarily immobilized by the unexpected sight of awoman running toward
him, now reacted quickly, raising the drawn blaster.

But shewasdready at him, her hand enclosing hisright wrist in agtedly grip and lifting hisarm high.
“Dropit,” shesaid through clenched teeth.

The sergeant's face twisted as he attempted to yank loose hisarm.

“Dont try, sergeant,” said Venahili. “My kneeisthreeinchesfrom your groin, and, if you so much as
blink, your genital equipment will be history. So just freeze. That's right. Okay, now open your hand. If
you don't drop the blaster right now | will break your arm.”

A gardener came running up with arake. Venabili motioned him away. The blaster dropped.
Seldon had arrived. “I'll take over, Dors.”

“Youwill not. Get in among those trees, and take the blaster with you. Others may beinvolved, and
ready.”

Venabili had not loosed her grip on the sergeant. She said, “Now, sergeant, | want the name of whoever
it was who persuaded you to make an attempt on the First Minister'slife, and the name of everyone else
who isinthiswith you.”

The sergeant was silent.

“Don't befoolish,” said Venahili. “ Speak!” She twisted his arm and he sunk to hisknees. She put her
shoe on hisneck. “If you think silence becomesyou, | can crush your larynx and you will be silent
forever. And even before that | am going to damage you badly—I won't leave one bone unbroken. Y ou
had better talk.”

The sergeant talked.

Later, Seldon had said to her, “How could you do that, Dors? | never believed you capable of such,
such ... violence.”

Venabili said coally, “I did not actuadly hurt him much, Hari. The threat was sufficient. In any case, your
safety was paramount.”

“Y ou should have let metake care of him.”

“Why? To salvage your masculine pride? Y ou wouldn't have been fast enough, for onething, not at fifty.
Secondly, no matter what you would have succeeded in doing, you were aman and it would have been
expected. | am awoman and women, in popular thought, are not considered as ferocious as men, and
most, in genera, do not have the strength to do what | did. The story will improvein the telling and
everyone will beterrified of me. No onewill dareto try to harm you for fear of me.”

“For fear of you and for fear of execution. The sergeant and his cohorts are to be killed, you know.”



At this, an anguished look clouded Dorss usualy composed visage, asif she could not stand the thought
of the traitorous sergeant being put to death even though he would have cut down her beloved Hari
without a second thought.

“But,” she exclamed, “thereis no need to execute the conspirators. Exile will do the job.”

“No, it wont,” said Seldon. “It'stoo late. Cleon will hear of nothing but executions. | can quote him, if
youwish.”

“Y ou mean he's dready made up hismind?’

“At once. | told him that exile or imprisonment would be all that was necessary, but he said, ‘No.” He
sad, ‘Every timel try to solve aproblem by direct and forceful action, first Demerzel and then you talk
of despotism and tyranny. But thisis my palace. These are my grounds. These are my guards. My safety
depends on the security of this place and the loyaty of my people. Do you think that any deviation from
absolute loydty can be met with anything but instant desth? How else would you be safe? How else
would | be safe?

“| said therewould have to be atrid. ‘ Of course,” he said, ‘ashort military trial, and | don't expect a
snglevotefor anything but execution. | shal makethat quite clear.”

Venabili looked appaled. “Y ou're taking this very quietly. Do you agree with the Emperor?’
Reuctantly, Seldon nodded. “I do.”
“Because there was an attempt on your life. Have you abandoned principle for revenge?’

“Now, Dors. I'm not avengeful person. However, it was not mysalf done that was at risk, far lessthe
Emperor—if thereis anything that the recent history of the Empire shows us, it isthat Emperors come
and go. It is Psychohistory that must be protected. Undoubtedly, even if something happensto me,
Psychohistory will someday be developed, but the Empireisfaling fast, and we cannot wait, and only |
have advanced far enough to obtain the necessary techniquesintime.”

“Y ou should perhaps teach what you know to others, then?” said Venabili gravely.

“I'm doing s0. Y ugo Amaryl would be a reasonable successor, and | have gathered a group of
technicianswho will someday be useful, but—they won't be as—" he paused.

“They won't be as good as you, as wise, as capable? Redly?”’

“I happen to think so,” said Seldon. “And | happen to be human. Psychohistory ismine and, if | can
possibly manageit, | want the credit.”

“Human,” sighed Venabili, shaking her head, dmost sadly.

The executions went through. No such purge had been seen in over a century. Two Senior Councillors
met their degths, five officias of lower ranks, four soldiers, including the hapless sergeant. Every guard
who could not withstand the most rigorous investigation was relieved of duty and sent to detachmentson
the Outer Worlds.

Since then, there had been no whisper of didoyalty and so notorious had become the care with which the
Firg Minister was guarded, to say nothing of the terrifying woman who watched over him, that it was no
longer necessary for Dorsto accompany him everywhere. Her invisible presence was an adequate shield,
and the Emperor Cleon enjoyed nearly ten years of quiet, and of absolute security.



Now, however, Psychohistory wasfindly reaching the point where predictions of a sort could be made,
and, as Seldon crossed the grounds in his passage from his office (First Minister) to hislaboratory
(Psychohistorian), he was uneasily aware of the likelihood that this era of peace might be coming to an
end.

3.

Y et even s0, Hari Seldon could not repress the surge of satisfaction that he felt as he entered his
laboratory.

How things had changed.

It had begun eighteen years earlier with his own doodlings on his second-rate Heliconian computer. It
was then that the first hint of what was to become para-chaotic math came to him in cloudy fashion.

Then therewere the years at Stredling University when he and Y ugo Amaryl, working together,
attempted to renormalize the equations, get rid of the inconvenient infinities, and find away around the
worst of the chaotic effects. They made very little progress indeed.

But now, after ten years as First Minister, he had awhole floor of the latest computers and awhole staff
of people working on alarge variety of problems.

Of necessity, none of his gtaff, except for Y ugo and himself, of course, could really know much more
than the immediate problem they were dedling with. Each of them worked with only asmall ravine or
outcropping on the gigantic mountain range of Psychohistory that only Seldon and Amaryl could seeasa
mountain range—and even they could seeit only dimly, its peaks hidden in clouds, itsdopesin mis.

DorsVenahili wasright, of course. Hewould haveto begin initiating his people into the entire mystery.
The technique was getting well beyond what two men aone could handle. And Seldon was aging. Even if
he could look forward to some additiona decades, the years of hismost fruitful breakthroughs were
surely behind him.

Even Amaryl would be thirty-nine within amonth and though that was till young, it was perhaps not
overyoung for amathematician, and he had been working on the problem amost aslong as Seldon
himsdlf. His capacity for new and tangentia thinking might be dwindling, too.

Amaryl had seen him enter and was now agpproaching. Seldon watched him fondly. Amaryl was as much
aDahlite as Seldon's foster-son, Raych, was, and yet Amaryl was not Dahlite at al. Helacked the
mustache, he lacked the accent, he lacked, it would seem, any Dahlite consciousness. He had even been
impervious to the lure of Jojo Joranum, who had appealed so thoroughly to the people of Dahl.

It was as though Amaryl recognized no sectiond patriotism, no planetary patriotism, not even Imperia
patriotism. He belonged, completely and entirdly, to Psychohistory.

Sddon fdt atwinge of insufficiency. He, himsdf, remained conscious of hisfirgt three decades on Helicon
and there was no way he could keep from thinking of himsalf asaHeliconian. Hewondered if that
consciousness was not sure to betray him by causing him to skew his thinking about Psychohistory.
Idedlly, to use Psychohistory properly, one should be above sectors and worlds and deal only with
humanity in the facel ess abgtract, and thiswas what Amary! did.

And Seldon didn't, he admitted to himsdlf, sghing slently.

Amaryl said, “We are making progress, Hari, | suppose.”



“Y ou suppose, Yugo? Merely suppose?’

“| don't want to jump into outer space without asuit.” He said this quite serioudy (he did not have much
of asense of humor, Seldon knew) and they moved into their private office. It was small, but it was aso
well-shielded.

Amaryl sat down and crossed hislegs. He said, “ Y our latest scheme for getting around chaos may be
working in part—at the cost of sharpness, of course.”

“Of course. What we gain in the straightaway, we lose in the roundabouts. That's the way the universe
works. Welve just got to fool it somehow.”

“Wevefooled it alittle bit. It'slike looking through frosted glass.”

“Better than the years we spent trying to look through lead.”

Amaryl muttered something to himsdlf, then said, “We can catch glimmers of light and dark.”
“Explain’”

“I cant, but | have the Prime Radiant, which I've been working on likea—a—"

“Try lamec. That's an anima—abeast of burden—we have on Helicon. It doesn't exist on Trantor.”
“If the lamec works hard, then that is what my work on the Prime Radiant has been like.”

Amaryl pressed the security key pad on his desk, and adrawer unsealed and did open noiselessly.

Hetook out adark, opague cylinder which Seldon scrutinized with interest. Seldon himsalf had worked
out the Prime Radiant's circuitry, but Amaryl had put it together—a clever man with his handswas

Amaryl.

The room darkened and equations and relationships shimmered in the air. Numbers spread out beneath
them, hovering just above the desk surface, asif sugpended by invisible marionette strings.

Sdldon said, “Wonderful. Some day, if welive long enough, well have the Prime Radiant produce ariver
of mathematical symbolism that will chart past and future history. In it we can find currents and rivulets
and work out ways of changing them in order to make them follow other currents and rivulets that we
would prefer.”

“Yes” sad Amaryl dryly, “if we can manage to live with the knowledge that the actions we take, which
we will mean for the best, may turn out to be for the worst.”

“Beieveme, Yugo, | never go to bed a night without that particular thought gnawing a me. Still, we
haven't cometo it yet. All we haveisthis—which, asyou say, isho more than seeing light and dark
fuzzily through frosted glass.”

“True enough.”

“Andwhat isit you think you see, Yugo?' Sedon watched Amaryl closdly, alittle grimly. Hewas gaining
weight, getting just abit pudgy. He spent too much time bent over the computers (and now over the
Prime Radiant), and not enough in physical activity. And, though he saw awoman now and then, Seldon
knew, he had never married. A mistake! Even aworkaholic isforced to take time off to satisfy amate, to
take care of the needs of the children.



Sddon thought of his own ill-trim figure and of the manner in which Dors strove to make him keep it
that way.

Amaryl sad, “What do | see? The Empireisintrouble.”

“The Empireisdwaysintrouble.”

“Yes, but it's more specific. There'sapossbility that we may have trouble at the center.”
“At Trantor?’

“I presume. Or at the Periphery. Either therewill be abad situation here, perhaps civil war, or the
outlying provinces will beginto bresk away.”

“Surely it doesn't take Psychohistory to point out these possibilities.”

“Theinteresting thing isthat there seemsamutua exclusivity. One or the other. The likelihood of both
together isvery small. Here! Look! It's your own mathematics. Observe!l”

They bent over the Prime Radiant display for along time.
Sddon sad findly, “I fail to see why the two should be mutudly exclusve.”

“Sodo |, Hari, but wherésthe value of Psychohigtory if it shows us only what we would see anyway?
Thisis showing us something we wouldn't see. What it doesn't show usis, first, which dterndtiveis
better, and second, what to do to make the better come to pass and depress the possibility of the
worse.”

Sdldon pursed hislips, then said dowly, “I can tdl you which dternativeis preferable. Let the Periphery
go and keep Trantor.”

“Redly?’
“No question. We must keep Trantor stableif for no other reason than that were here.”
“Surely our own comfort isn't the decisive point.”

“No, but Psychohistory is. What good will it do usto keep the Periphery intact, if conditions on Trantor
force usto stop work on Psychohistory? | don't say that well be killed, but we may be unable to work.
The development of Psychohistory ison what our fate will depend. Asfor the Empire, if the Periphery
secedesit will only begin adisintegration that may take along time to reach the core.”

“Evenif you'reright, Hari, what do we do to keep Trantor stable?’
“To begin with, we have to think about it.”

A dlencefdl between them, and then Seldon said, “ Thinking doesn't make me happy. What if the Empire
isatogether on the wrong track, and has been for al itshistory? | think of that every time| talk to
Gruber.”

“Who's Gruber?’
“Mandell Gruber. A gardener.”

“Oh. The one who came running up with the rake to rescue you at the time of the nation attempt.”



“Yes. I've dways been grateful to him for that. He had only arake against possibly other conspirators
with blagters. That'sloyalty. Anyhow, talking to himislike a breath of cool wind. | can't spend dl my
timetalking to court officials and to Psychohistorians.”

“Thank you.”

“Come! You know what | mean. Gruber likes the open. He wants the wind and the rain and the biting
cold and everything e se that raw weether can bring to him. | missit mysdf sometimes.”

“l don't. | wouldn't careif | never went out there.”

“Y ou were brought up under the dome—but suppose the Empire consisted of smple unindustridized
worlds, living by herding and farming, with thin populations and empty spaces. Wouldn't we al be better
off?’

“It sounds horribleto me.”

“I found some spare time to check it asbest | could. It ssemsto meit's acase of unstable equilibrium. A
thinly populated world of the type | describe ether grows moribund and impoverished, faling off into an
uncultured near-animd level; or it indugtridizes. It is standing on anarrow point and fals over in either
direction, and, asit happens, dmost every world in the gdaxy hasfalen over into industridization.”

“Because that's better.”

“Maybe. But it can't continue forever. We're watching the results of the over-toppling now. The Empire
cannot exist for much longer because it has—it has overheated. | can't think of any other expression.
What will follow we don't know. If, through Psychohistory, we manage to prevent thefall or, morelikely,
force arecovery after thefal, isthat merely to insure another period of overheating? Isthat the only
future humanity has, to push the boulder, like Sisyphus, up to the top of ahill only in order to seeit roll to
the bottom again?’

“Who's Sisyphus?’
“A character in aprimitive myth. Amaryl, you must do more reading.”

Amaryl shrugged. “ So | can learn about Sisyphus? Not important. Perhaps Psychohistory will show usa
path to an entirely new society, one atogether different from anything we have seen, one that would be
dtable and desirable.”

“I hope s0,” sighed Seldon. “1 hope so, but there's no sign of it yet. For the near future, we will just have
to labor to let the Periphery go. That will mark the beginning of the Fall of the Gaactic Empire.”

4.

“Ands0| said,” said Hari Seldon. “That will mark the beginning of the Fall of the Galactic Empire. And
itwill, Dors”

Dors listened, tight-lipped. She accepted Seldon's First Ministership as she accepted everything—calmly.
Her only mission wasto protect him and his Psychohistory, but that task, she well knew, was made
harder by his position. The best security was to go unnoticed and aslong as the sun of office shone down
upon Seldon, not dl the physica barriersin existence would be satisfactory, or sufficient.

The luxury in which they now lived; the careful shidding from spy-beams, aswell asfrom physica
interference; the advantagesto her own historical research of being able to make use of nearly unlimited
funds, did not satisfy her. Shewould gladly have exchanged it dl for their old quarters at Streeling



University. Or better yet, for anameless gpartment in anameless sector where no one knew them.
“That'sdl very well, Hari dear,” she said, “but it's not enough.”

“What's not enough?’

“Theinformation you're giving me. Y ou say we might lose the Periphery. How? Why?’

Seldon amiled briefly. “How nice it would be to know, Dors, but Psychohistory isnot yet at the stage
whereit could tdll us”

“Inyour opinion, then. Isit the ambition of local, faraway governorsto declare themselves
independent?’

“That'safactor, certainly. It's happened in past history, as you know better than |, but never for long.
Maybethistime, it will be permanent.”

“Because the Empireiswesker?’

“Y es, because trade flows less fregly than it once did, because communications are stiffer than they once
were, because the governorsin the Periphery are, in actud fact, closer to independence than they have
ever been. If one of them arises with particular ambitions—"

“Can you tdl which oneit might be?”

“Not intheleast. All we can force out of Psychohistory at this stage is the definite knowledge that if a
governor of unusud ability and ambition arises, he would find conditions more suitable for his purposes
than he would have in the past. It could be other things, too, some great naturd disaster, or sudden civil
war between two distant world coditions. None of that can be precisdly predicted as of now, but we can
tell that anything of the sort that happenswill have more serious consequences than it would have had a
century ago.”

“But if you don't know alittle more precisely what will happen in the Periphery, how can you so guide
actions asto make sure the Periphery goes, rather than Trantor?’

“By keeping aclose eye on both and trying to stabilize Trantor and not trying to stabilize the Periphery.
We can't expect Psychohistory to order events automatically without much greater knowledge of its
workings, so we have to make use of constant manual controls, so to speak. In daysto come, the
technique will be refined and the need for manual control will decrease.”

“But that,” said Dors, “isin daysto come. Right?’
“Right. And even that isonly ahope.”
“And just what kind of ingtabilitiesthreaten Trantor, if we hang on to the Periphery?’

“The same possibilities—economic and socid factors, naturd disasters, ambitious rivalries among high
officids. And something more. | have described the Empire to Y ugo as being overheated—and Trantor
isthe most overheated portion of dl. It sesemsto be breaking down. The infrastructure—water supply,
heeting, waste disposd, fuel lines, everything—seemsto be having unusua problems, and that's
something |'ve been turning my attention to more and more lately.”

“What about the degth of the Emperor?’

Sdldon spread hishands. “ That happensinevitably, but Cleon isin good health. He's only my age, which



| wish was younger, but isn't too old. Histwo sons are totally inadequate for the succession but there will
be enough claimants. More than enough to cause trouble and make his death distressing, but it might not
prove atota catastrophe—in the historic sense.”

“Let'ssay his nation, then.”
Seldon looked up nervoudy. “Don't say that. Even if were shielded, don't use the word.”

“Hari, don't befoolish. It'san eventudity that must be reckoned with. There was atime when the
Joranumites might have taken power and, if they had, the Emperor, oneway or another—"

“Probably not. He would have been more useful asafigurehead. And in any case, forget it. Joranum died
last year in Nishaya, arather pathetic figure.”

“Hehad followers.”

“Of course. Everyone hasfollowers. Did you ever come across the Globalist party on my native world of
Hédlicon inyour studies of the early history of the Empire and of the Kingdom of Trantor?’

“No, | havent. | don't want to hurt your fedings, Hari, but | don't recall coming across any piece of
history in which Helicon played arole.”

“I'm not hurt, Dors. Happy the world without ahistory, | always say. —In any case, about twenty-four
hundred years ago, there arose agroup of people on Helicon who were quite convinced that Helicon
was the only inhabited globe in the universe. Helicon was the universe and beyond it therewas only a
solid sphere of sky speckled with tiny stars.”

“How could they bdievethat?’ said Dors. “They were part of the Empire, | presume.”

“Yes, but Globdigsingsted that dl evidence to the effect that the Empire existed was ether illusion or
deliberate deceait; that Imperial emissaries and officias were Heliconians playing a part for some reason.
They were absolutely immune to reason.”

“And what happened?’

“I supposeit's dways pleasant to think that your particular world is the world. At their pesk, the
Globaists may have persuaded ten percent of the population of the planet to be part of the movement.
Only ten percent, but they were avehement minority that drowned out the indifferent mgority and
threatened to take over.”

“But they didn', did they?

“No, they didn't. What happened was that Globalism caused adiminishing of Imperid trade and the
Heliconian economy did into the doldrums. When the belief began to affect the pocketbook of the
population, it lost popularity rapidly. Theriseand fal puzzled many &t the time, but Psychohistory, I'm
sure, would have shown it to be inevitable and would have made it unnecessary to giveit any thought.”

“| see. But, Hari, what isthe point of thisstory? | presume there's some connection with what we were
discussng.”

“The connection is that such movements never completely die, no matter how ridiculoustheir tenets may
seem to sane people. Right now, on Helicon, right now there are till Globalists. Not many, but every
oncein awhile seventy or eighty of them get together in what they call a Globa Congress and take
enormous pleasurein talking to each other about Globalism. —Wadll, itisonly ten years sncethe



Joranumite movement seemed such aterrible threat on thisworld, and it would not be at dl surprising if
there werent ill some remnants left. There may till be some remnants a thousand years from now.”

“lan't it possible that aremnant may be dangerous?’

“1 doubt it. It was JoJo's charisma that made it dangerous and he's dead. He didn't even die aheroic
death or one that wasin any way remarkable; just withered away and died in exile, abroken man.”

Dors stood up and walked the length of the room quickly, her arms swinging at her sdes and her fists
clenching. She returned and stood before the seated Seldon.

“Hari,” shesad, “let me speak my mind. If Psychohistory pointsto the possbility of serious disturbances
on Trantor then, if there are Joranumites still |&ft, they may <till be aiming for the death of the Emperor.”

Seldon laughed nervoudy. “ Y ou jump at shadows, Dors. Relax.”

But he found that he could not dismisswhat she had said quite that easily.

5.

The Sector of Wye had atradition of opposition to the Entun Dynasty of Cleon | that had been ruling the
Empirefor over two centuries. The opposition dated back to atime when the line of Mayors of Wye had
contributed members who had served as Emperor. The Wyan dynasty had neither lasted long nor had it
been conspicuoudy successful, but the people and rulers of Wye found it difficult to forget that they had
once been—however imperfectly and temporarily—supreme. The brief period when Rashdlle, as
Mayoress of Wye, had challenged the Empire, eighteen years earlier, had added both to Wye's pride and
to itsfrudtration.

All thismade it reasonabl e that the small band of leading conspirators should fed as safein Wye asthey
would fed anywhere on Trantor.

Five of them sat about atable in aroom in arun-down portion of the sector. The room was poorly
furnished but well-shielded.

In achair which was marginally superior in qudity to the others sat the man who might well be judged by
thisfact to be the leader. He had athin face, a salow complexion, awide mouth with lips so pde asto
be nearly invisble. Therewas atouch of gray in hishair, but his eyes burned with an inextinguishable
anger.

He was staring at the man seated exactly opposite him; distinctly older and softer, hair dmost white, with
plump cheeks that tended to quiver when he spoke.

The leader said sharply, “WedI? It is quite apparent you have done nothing. Explain that!”

The older man tried to blugter. He said, “1 am an old Joranumite, Namarti. Why do | have to explain my
actions?’

Gambol Deen Namarti, once the right hand man of Laskin “JoJo” Joranum, said, “ There are many old
Joranumites. Some are incompetent; some are soft; some have forgotten. Being an old Joranumite may
mean no more than that oneisan old fool.”

The older man sat back in hischair. “ Areyou calling me an old fool ?Me? | am Kaspa Kaspal ov—I was
with JoJo when you had not yet joined the party, when you were aragged nothing looking for acause.”

“I amnot caling you afool,” said Namarti sharply. “1 say Smply that some old Joranumites are fools.



Y ou have a chance now to show me that you are not one of them.”
“My association with JoJo—"

“Forget that. He's dead!”

“I should think his spirit liveson.”

“If that thought will help usin our fight then his spirit lives on. But to others; not to us. We know he made
mistakes.”

“| deny thet.”

“Don't ingst on making ahero out of amere man who made mistakes. He thought he could move the
world by the strength of oratory alone, by words—"

“Higtory shows that words have moved mountainsin the past.”

“Not Joranum's words, obvioudly, because he made mistakes. He hid his Mycogenian originsand did it
too clumdly. Worse, helet himself be tricked into accusing the old First Minister of being arobot. |
warned him againgt that robot accusation, but he wouldn't listen—and it destroyed him. Now let's start
fresh, shal we? Whatever use we make of Joranum's memory for the outside world, let us not ourselves
be transfixed by it.”

Kaspalov sat slent. The other three transferred their gaze from Namarti to Kaspalov and back, content
to let Namarti carry the weight of the discussion.

“With Joranum's exile to Nishaya, the Joranumite movement fell apart and seemed to vanish,” said
Namarti, harshly. “1t would indeed have vanished but for me. Bit by bit and fragment by fragment, |
rebuilt it into anetwork that extends over all of Trantor. Y ou know this, | takeit.”

“I know it, Chief,” mumbled Kaspaov. The use of thetitle made it plain he was seeking reconciliation
NOw.

Namarti samiled tightly. Hedid not ing st on the title but he dways enjoyed hearing it used. He said,
“You're part of this network and you have your duties.”

Kaspaov stirred. Hewas clearly debating with himsdlf interndly and, findlly, he said dowly, “You tell me,
Chief, that you warned Joranum against accusing the old First Minister. Y ou say hedidn't listen, but at
least you had your say. May | have the same privilege of pointing out what | think isamistake and have
you listen to me as Joranum listened to you, even if you, like he, don't take the advice given you?’

“Of course you can speak your piece, Kaspalov. You are herein order that you might do so. What is
your point?’

“These new tactics of ours, Chief, are amistake. They create disruption, and do damage.”

“Of course! They are designed to do that.” Namarti stirred in his seet, controlling his anger with an effort.
“Joranum tried persuasion. It didn't work. Wewill bring Trantor down by action.”

“For how long? And at what cost”?’

“For aslong asit takes, and at very little cost, actudly. A power stoppage here, awater break there, a
sewage backup, an air-conditioning halt. Inconvenience and discomfort; that'sal it means.”



Kaspaov shook hishead. “ These things are cumulative.”

“Of course, Kaspaov, and we want public dismay and resentment to be cumulative, too. Listen,
Kaspaov. The Empireis decaying. Everyone knowsthat. Everyone capable of intelligent thought knows
that. The technology will fail here and there even if we do nothing. Werejust helping it dlong alittle”

“It'sdangerous, Chief. Trantor'sinfrastructure isincredibly complicated. A careless push may bring it
downin ruins. Pull the wrong string and Trantor may topple, like ahouse of cards.”

“It hasn't so far.”

“It may in the future. And what if the people find out that we are behind it? They would tear us apart.
There would be no need to cal in the police or the armed forces. Mobswould destroy us.”

“How would they ever learn enough to blame us? The natura target for the people's resentment will be
the government—the Emperor's advisers. They will never look beyond that.”

“And how do we live with oursalves, knowing what we have done?’

Thislast was asked in awhisper, the old man clearly moved by strong emotion. His eyeslooked
pleadingly acrossthetable at hisleader, the man to whom he had sworn dlegiance. He had done soin
the belief that Namarti would truly continue to bear the standard of freedom passed on by Laskin
Joranum; now, Kaspal ov wondered if this was how JoJo would have wanted his dream to cometo

pass.

Namarti clucked histongue, much as a reproving parent does when confronting an errant child.

“Kaspdov, you can't serioudy be turning sentimenta on us, can you? Once we are in power, we will
pick up the pieces and rebuild. Wewill gather in the peoplewith al of Joranum'sold talk of popular
participation in government, with greater representation, and when we are firmly in power we will
establish amore efficient and forceful government. Wewill then have abetter Trantor and a stronger
Empire. We will set up some sort of discussion system whereby representatives of world regions can talk
themsdvesinto adaze, but we will do the governing.”

Kaspaov sat there, irresolute.

Namarti smiled joylessly. “Y ou are not certain? We can't lose. 1t's been working perfectly, and it will
continue working perfectly. The Emperor doesn't know what's going on. He hasn't the faintest notion.
And hisFirg Minigter isamathematician. He ruined Joranum, true, but since then he has done nothing.”

“He has something cdled—cdled—"

“Forget it. Joranum attached agreat dedl of importanceto it, but it was a part of hisbeing Mycogenian,
like hisrobot mania This mathematician has nothing—"

“Higtorical psychoandysis, or something likethat. | heard Joranum once say—"

“Forget it. Just do your part. Y ou handle the ventilation in the Anemoria sector, don't you? Very well,
then. Have it mafunction in amanner of your choosing. It either shuts down so that the humidity rises, or
it produces a peculiar odor, or something else. None of thiswill kill anyone, so don't get yourself into a
fever of virtuous guilt. Y ou will smply make people uncomfortable and raise the generd leve of
discomfort and annoyance. Can we depend on you?’

“But what would only be discomfort and annoyance to the young and healthy, may be more than that to



infants, the aged, and thesick.”
“Areyou going to ingst that no one at al must be hurt?’
Kagpa ov mumbled something.

Namarti said, “It'simpossible to do anything with aguarantee that no one at al will be hurt. You just do
your job. Do it in such away that you hurt asfew as possible, if your conscience inssts upon it, but do
it.”

Kaspaov said, “Look! | have one thing moreto say, Chief.”
“Then say it,” said Namarti weerily.

“We can spend years poking at the infrastructure. The time must come when you take advantage of
gathering dissatisfaction to sei ze the government. How do you intend to do that?’

“Y ou want to know exactly how well do it?’
“Yes, the faster we drike, the more limited the damage, the more efficiently the surgery is performed.”

Namarti said dowly, “I have not yet decided on the nature of thissurgical strike. But it will come. Until
then will you do your part?’

Kaspaov nodded his head in resignation. “ Y es, Chief.”
“Well, then, go,” said Namarti, with a sharp gesture of dismissa.

Kaspaov rose, turned, and left. Namarti watched him go. He said to the man at hisright, “Kaspalov is
not be trusted. He has sold out and it's only so that he can betray usthat he wants to know my plansfor
thefuture. Take care of him.”

The other nodded, and al threeleft, leaving Namarti donein the room. He switched off the glowing wall
pands, leaving only alonely squarein the celling to provide the light that would keep him from being
entirely in the darkness.

He thought: Every chain has wesk links that must be liminated. We have had to do thisin the past and
the result isthat we have an organization that is untouchable.

And in the dimness, he smiled, twisting hisfaceinto akind of fera joy. After dl, the network extended
even into the Palace itsdlf—not quite firmly, not quite rdiably, but it was there. And it would be
strengthened.

6.
The wegather was holding up over the undomed area of the Imperids Palace grounds—warm and sunny.

It didn't often happen. Hari remembered Dorstelling him once how it came about that this particular area,
with its cold winters and frequent rains, had been chosen asthe site.

“It waan't actudly chosen,” shesad. “It was afamily estate of the Morovian family in the dayswhen dll
there was was a Kingdom of Trantor. When the Kingdom became an Empire, there were numerous Sites
where the Emperor could live—summer resorts, winter places, sports lodges, beach properties. And, as
the planet was dowly domed, one reigning Emperor, living here, liked it, and it remained undomed. And,
just because it was the only arealeft undomed, it became speciad—a place gpart—and that uniqueness



appedaled to the next Emperor, and the next, and the next ... and so, atradition was born.”

And as aways, when hearing something like that, Seldon would think: And how would Psychohistory
handle this? Would it predict that one areawould remain undomed but be absolutely unable to say which
area? Could it go even so far? Could it predict that severa areas would remain undomed, or none—and
be wrong? How could it account for the persond likes and didikes of an Emperor who happened to be
on thethrone at the crucia time and who made a decision in amoment of whimsy and nothing more?
That way chaos |lay—and madness,

Cleon | was clearly enjoying the good wegther.

“I'm getting old, Seldon,” he said. “I don't haveto tell you that. Were the same age, you and |. Surely it's
asgn of agewhen | don't have theimpulseto play tennis, or go fishing, even though they've newly
restocked the lake, but am willing to walk gently over the pathways.”

He was eating nuts as he spoke, something which resembled what on Seldon's native world of Helicon
would have been caled pumpkin seeds, but which were larger, and alittlelessddicate in taste. Cleon
cracked them gently between histeeth, peded the thin shells and popped the kernelsinto his mouth.

Sdldon did not like the taste particularly but, of course, when he was offered some by the Emperor, he
accepted them, and ate afew.

The Emperor had a number of shellsin his hand and looked vaguely about for areceptacle of some sort
that he could use for disposal. He saw none, but he did notice a gardener standing not far away, his body
at attention, asit should bein the Imperia presence, and his head respectfully bowed.

Cleon sad, “ Gardener!”

The gardener approached quickly. “ Sirel”

“Get rid of thesefor me,” and he tapped the shellsinto the gardener's hand.

“Yes, Sre”

Seldon said, “I have afew, too, Gruber.”

Gruber held out hishand and said, dmost shyly, “Yes, First Miniger.”

He hurried away, and the Emperor looked after him curioudy. “Do you know the fellow, Seldon?’
“Yes, indeed, Sire. Anold friend.”

“The gardener isan old friend? What ishe? A mathematica colleague fdlen on hard times?’

“No, Sire. Perhaps you remember the story. It wasthe time when” (he cleared his throat searching for
the most tactful way to recal the incident) “the sergeant threstened my life shortly after | was appointed
to my present post through your kindness.”

“The nation attempt.” Cleon looked up to heaven as though seeking patience. “I don't know why
everyoneis o afraid of that word.”

“Perhgps,” said Seldon, smoothly, dightly despising himsalf for the ease with which he had cometo be
ableto flatter, “the rest of us are more perturbed at the possibility of something untoward happening to
our Emperor than you yourself are.”



Cleon smiled ironicaly. “I dare say. And what hasthisto do with Gruber? Isthat his name?’

“Yes, Sre. Mandell Gruber. I'm sure you will recdl, if you cast your mind back, that therewasa
gardener who came rushing up with arake to defend me againgt the armed sergeant.”

“Ah, yes. Was he the gardener who did that?’

“Hewasthe man, Sre. I've consdered him afriend ever since, and | meet him amost every timel am on
the grounds. | think he watches for me; feels proprietary toward me. And, of course, | fed kindly toward
him.”

“I don't blame you. —And while were on the subject, how isyour formidable lady, Ms. Venahili? | don't
see her often.”

“She'sahigtorian, Sire. Lost in the past.”

“ She doesn't frighten you? She'd frighten me. I've been told how she treated that sergeant. One could
amogt be sorry for him.”

“She grows savage on my behalf, Sire, but has not had occasion to do so lately. It's been very quiet.”
The Emperor looked after the disappearing gardener. “Have we ever rewarded that man?’

“I have done so, Sire. He has awife and two daughters and | have arranged that each daughter will have
asum of money put aside for the education of any children she may have.”

“Very good. But he needs apromotion, | think. —Is he agood gardener?’
“Excdlent, Sre”

“The Chief Gardener, Macomber—I'm not quite sure | remember hisname—is getting onand is,
perhaps, not up to the job any more. Heiswell into hislate seventies. Do you think this Gruber might be
ableto take over?’

“I'm certain he can, Sire, but he likes his present job. It keepshim out in the openin al kinds of
westhers.”

“A peculiar recommendation for ajob. I'm sure he can get used to adminigtration, and | do need
someone for some sort of renewa of the grounds. Hmmm. | must think upon this. Y our friend Gruber
may bejust the man | need. —By the way, Seldon, what did you mean by saying it's been very quiet?’

“I merely meant, Sire, that there has been no sign of discord at the Imperia Court. The unavoidable
tendency to intrigue seemsto be as near aminimum asit isever likely to get.”

“Y ou wouldn't say that if you were Emperor, Seldon, and had to contend with dl these officids and their
complaints”

“They should bring these complaintsto me, Sire.”
“They know my soft heart, Seldon, and avoid your harshness.”
“Srel”

“Jugt joking. However, that's not what | mean. How can you tell me things are quiet when reports seem
to reach me every other week of some serious breakdown here and there on Trantor?’



“These things are bound to happen.”
“| don't recall that such things happened so frequently in previous years.”

“Perhaps that was because they didn't, Sire. The infrastructure grows older with time. To make the
necessary repairs properly would take time, labor, and enormous expense. Thisisnot atimewhen arise
in taxeswill belooked on favorably.”

“Therés never any such time. | gather that the people are experiencing serious dissatisfaction over these
breakdowns. It must stop and you must seeto it, Seldon. What does Psychohistory say?’

“It sayswhat common sense says, that everything is growing older.”
“Wadll, al thisis quite spoiling the pleasant day for me. | leaveit in your hands, Sedon.”
“Yes, Sre” sad Seldon submissively.

The Emperor strode off and Seldon thought that it was al spoiling the pleasant day for him, too. This
breakdown at the center was the dternative he didn't want. But how was he to prevent it and switch the
crisgsto the Periphery?

Psychohistory didn't say.
7.

Raych Seldon felt extraordinarily contented, for it wasthefirst dinner en famille that he had had in some
months with the two people he thought of as hisfather and mother. He knew perfectly wdl that they were
not his parentsin any biologica sense, but it didn't matter. He merely smiled at them in complete love.

The surroundings were not as warm as they had been at Stredling in the old days, when their home had
been small and intimate, and had sat like acomfortable gem in the larger setting of the university. Now,
unfortunately, nothing could hide the grandeur of a Pdace suite.

Raych sometimes stared at himsdlf in the mirror and wondered how it could be. Hewas not tal, only 163
centimetersin height, distinctly shorter than either parent. He was rather stocky, but muscular, and not
fat, with black hair and the ditinctive Dahlite mustache that he kept as dark and asthick aspossible.

Inthe mirror, he could still see the street-urchin he had once been before the chanciest of great chances
had dictated his meeting with Seldon and Venahili. Seldon had been much younger then, and his
gppearance now made it plain that Raych himself was dmost as old now as Seldon had been when they
met.

Amazingly, hismother, Dors, had hardly changed at al. She was as deek and fit asthe day she and Hari
were accosted by young Raych and hisfellow Billibotton gang members. And he, Raych, born to poverty
and misery, was now amember of the civil service, asmall cog in the Minitry of Populations.

Sddon sad, “How arethings going a the Ministry, Raych? Any progress?’

“Some, Dad. The laws are passed. The court decisions are made. Speeches are pronounced. Still, it's
difficult to move people. Y ou can preach brotherhood al you want, but no one feels like a brother. What
gets meisthat the Dahlites are as bad as any of the others. They want to be treated as equals, they say,
and so they do, but, given achance, they have no desireto treat others as equals.”

Venabili said, “It'sal but impossible to change peopl€'s minds and hearts, Raych. It's enough to try and
perhaps diminate the worst of the injustices.”



“Thetroubleis,” said Seldon, “that through most of history, no one's been working on this problem.
Human beings have been dlowed to fester in the delightful game of I'm-better-than-you, and cleaning up
that messisn't easy. If we dlow thingsto follow their own bent and grow worse for athousand years, we
can't complainiif it takes, say, one hundred yearsto work an improvement.”

“Sometimes, Dad,” said Raych, “I think you gave methisjob to punish me.”
Seldon's eyebrows raised. “What motivation could | have had to punish you?’

“For fedling attracted to Joranum'’s program of sector-equdity and for greater popular representation in
government.”

“| don't blame you for that. These are attractive suggestions, but you know that Joranum and his gang
were using it only asadeviceto gain power. Afterward—"

“But you had me entrap him despite my attraction to hisviews.”
Seldon said, “It wasn't easy for meto ask you to do that.”

“And now you keep meworking at the implementation of Joranum'’s program, just to show me how hard
thetask isinredity.”

Seldon said to Venahili, “How do you like that, Dors? The boy attributes to me akind of sneaky
underhandedness that Ssmply isn't part of my character.”

“Surdy,” said Venahili, with the ghost of asmile playing at her lips, “you are attributing no such thing to
your father.”

“Not redly. Inthe ordinary course of life, theré's no one straighter than you, Dad. But if you have to, you
know you can stack the cards. Isn't that what you hope to do with Psychohistory?’

Sddon said sadly, “ So far, I've done very little with Psychohigtory.”

“Too bad. | keep thinking that there is some sort of psychohistorical solution to the problem of human
bigotry.”

“Maybethereis, but, if so, | haven't found it.”

When dinner was over, Sddon said, “You and |, Raych, are going to have alittle talk now.”
“Indeed?’ said Venabili. “I takeit I'm not invited.”

“Ministerid business, Dors.”

“Minigteriad nonsense, Hari. Y ou're going to ask the poor boy to do something | wouldn't want him to
do.”

Sddon sad firmly, “I'm certainly not going to ask him to do anything he doesn't want to do.”

Raych sad, “It'sdl right, Mom. Let Dad and me have our talk. | promise I'll tell you al about it
afterward.”

Venahili'seyesrolled upward. *Y ou two will plead * state secrets.” | know it.”

“Asamatter of fact,” said Sdldon firmly. “That's exactly what | must discuss. And of the first magnitude.



I'm serious, Dors.”

Venabili rose, her lipstightening. Sheleft the room with onefind injunction. “Don't throw the boy to the
wolves, Hari.”

And after shewas gone, Seldon said quietly, “I'm afraid that throwing you to the wolvesis exactly what
I'll haveto do, Raych.”

8

They faced each other in Sdldon's private Ministeria office, his“thinking place’ ashecdledit. Therehe
had spent uncounted hourstrying to think hisway past and through the complexities of Trantorian and
Imperia government.

He said, “Have you read much about the recent breskdowns we've been having in planetary services,
Raych?’

“Yes,” said Raych, “but you know, Dad, weve got an old planet here. What we gottado is get everyone
off it, dig the whole thing up, replace everything, add the latest computerizations, and then bring everyone
back, or at least half of everyone. Trantor would be much better off with only twenty billion people.”

“Which twenty hillion?’ asked Seldon, smiling.

“I wish | knew,” said Raych darkly. “ The trouble is we can't redo the planet, so we just gotta keep
paiching.”

“I'm afraid s0, Raych, but there are some peculiar things about it. Now | want you to check me out. |
have some thoughts about this.”

He brought asmall sphere out of his pocket.
“What'sthat?’ asked Raych.
“It'samap of Trantor, carefully programmed. Do me afavor, Raych, and clear off thistable top.”

Seldon placed the sphere more or lessin the middie of the table and placed his hand on akeypad in the
arm of hisdesk chair. He used histhumb to close a contact and the light in the room went out while the
table top glowed with asoft ivory light that seemed about a centimeter deep. The sphere had flattened
and expanded to the edges of the table.

The light dowly darkened in spots and took on a pattern. After some thirty seconds, Raych said, in
surprise, “It isamap of Trantor.”

“Of course. | told you it was. Y ou can't buy anything like this at asector mdl, though. Thisisone of
those gadgets the armed forces play with. It could present Trantor as a sphere, but aplanar projection
would more clearly show what | want to show.”

“And what isit you want to show, Dad?’

“Wél, inthelast year or two, there have been breakdowns. Asyou say, it'san old planet and we've got
to expect breakdowns, but they've been coming more frequently and they would seem, amost uniformly,
to be the result of human error.”

“lan't that reasonable?’



“Yes, of course. Within limits. Thisistrue even where earthquakes are involved.”
“ Earthquakes? On Trantor?’

“I admit Trantor isafairly non-seismic planet, and agood thing, too, because enclosing aworldina
dome when theworld isgoing to shakeitself badly severa timesayear and smash a section of the dome
would be highly impractical. Y our mother says that one of the reasons Trantor, rather than some other
world, becamethe Imperia capita isthat it was geologicaly moribund—that's her unflattering
expression. Stll, it might be moribund, but it's not dead. There are occasional minor earthquakes, three of
them in thelast two years.”

“| wasn't aware of that, Dad.”

“Hardly anyoneis. The domeisn't asingle object. It exists in hundreds of sections, each one of which can
belifted and set gar to relieve tensons and compressionsin case of an earthquake. Since an earthquake,
when one does occur, lasts for only ten seconds to a minute, the opening endures only briefly. 1t comes
and goes so rapidly that the Trantorians benegth are not even aware of it. They are much more aware of
amild tremor, and afaint rattling of crockery, than of the opening and closing of the dome overhead and
the dight intrusion of the outsde wesether, whatever it is.”

“That'sgood, isn't it?’

“It should be. It's computerized, of course. The coming of an earthquake anywhere sets off the key
controlsfor the opening and closing of that section of the dome, so that it opensjust before the vibration
becomes strong enough to do damage.”

“Sill good.”

“But in the case of the three minor earthquakes over the last two years, the dome controlsfailed in each
case. The dome never opened, and in each case repairs were required. It took sometime, it took some
money, and the weather controls were less than optimum for a considerable time. Now what, Raych, are
the chances that the equipment would havefalled in dl three cases?’

“Not high?’

“Not high a al. Lessthan onein ahundred. One can suppose that someone had gimmicked the controls
in advance of an earthquake. Now once a century, we have amagmaleak, which isfar more difficult to
control, and I'd hate to think of the resultsif it went unnoticed till it wastoo late. Fortunately that hasn't
happened, and isn't likely to, but consider— Here on this map you will find the location of the
breakdowns that have plagued us over the past two years and that seem to be attributable to human
error, though we haven't once been ableto tell to whom it might be attributed.”

“That's because everyone is busy protecting his back.”

“I'm afraid you're right. That's a characteritic of any bureaucracy and Trantor'sisthelargest in history.
—But what do you think of the locations?’

The map had lit up with bright little red markings that looked like smal pustules covering the land surface
of Trantor.

“Wadl,” said Raych cautioudy. “ They seem to be evenly spread.”

“Exactly, and that's what's interesting. One would expect that the older sections of Trantor, the sections
longest domed, would have the most decayed infrastructure and would be more liable to events requiring



quick human decision and laying the groundwork for possible human error. —I'll superimpose the ol der
sections of Trantor on the map in abluish color, and you'll notice that the breakdowns don't seem to be
taking place on the blue any oftener than on thewhite.”

“And?’

“Andwhat | think it means, Raych, isthat the breakdowns are not of natura origin, but are deliberately
caused, and spread out in thisfashion to affect as many people as possible, thus creating a dissatisfaction
that is as wide-spread as possible”

“It don't seem likely.”
“No? Then let'slook at the breakdowns as spread through time rather than through space.”

The blue areas and the red spots disappeared and, for atime, the map of Trantor was blank, and then
the markings began to appear and disappear one a atime, here and there.

“Notice,” said Seldon, “that they don't appear in clumpsin time, either. One appears, then another, then
another, and so on, amosgt like the steady ticking of ametronome.”

“Do yathink that's on purpose too?’

“It must be. Whoever is bringing this about wants to cause as much disruption with aslittle effort as
possible, so there's no use doing two at once, where one will partiadly cancel the other inthenewsand in
the public consciousness. Each incident must stand out in full irritation.”

The map went out, the lights went on. Seldon returned the sphere, shrunken back to its origind size, to
his pocket.

Raych said, “Who would be doing dl this?’
Seldon said thoughtfully, “A few days ago, | received areport of amurder in Wye sector.”

“That'snot unusud,” said Raych. “Even though Wye isn't one of your really lawless sectors, there must
belots of murdersthere every day.”

“Hundreds,” said Seldon, shaking his head. “Weve had bad days when the number of deaths by violence
in Trantor as awhole gpproaches the million-a-day mark. Generally, there's not much chance of finding
every culprit, every murderer. The dead just enter the books as anonymous statistics.

“This one, however, was unusua. The man had been knifed, but unskillfully. Hewas till dive when
found, just barely. He had time to gasp out one word before he died, and that was, ‘ Chief.’

“That roused a certain curiogity and hewas actudly identified. He worksin Anemoriaand what hewas
doing in Wye, we don't know. But then, some worthy officer managed to dig up the fact that he was an
old Joranumite. His name was Kaspd Kaspaov, and he iswell-known to have been one of the intimates
of Laskin Joranum. And now he's dead, knifed.”

Raych frowned, “ Are you suspecting a Joranumite conspiracy? There aren't any Joranumites around
anymore.”

“It wasn't long ago that your mother asked meif | thought that the Joranumites were still active, and | told
her that any odd belief ways retained a certain cadre, sometimesfor centuries. They're usudly not very
important; just splinter groupsthat smply don't count. Still, what if the Joranumites have kept up an



organization, what if they have retained a certain strength, what if they are capable of killing someone they
consider atraitor in their ranks, and what if they are producing these breakdowns as a preliminary to
Seizing control ?”

“That'san awful lot of ‘if's, Dad.”

“I know that. And | might be totally wrong. The murder happened in Wye and, asit further happens,
there have been no infrastructure breskdownsin Wye.”

“What does that prove?’

“It might prove that the center of the conspiracy isin Wye and that the conspirators don't want to make
themsalves uncomfortable, only therest of Trantor. It so might mean that it's not the Joranumitesat all,
but the old Wyan ruling house that gill dreams of Empire.”

“Oh, boy, Dad. You're building dl thison very little.”

“I' know. Now suppose it is a Joranumite conspiracy. Joranum had, as hisright-hand man, Gambol Deen
Namarti. We have no record of his death, no record of hishaving left Trantor, no record of hislife over
thelast nineyearsor so. That's not terribly surprising. After dl, it's easy to lose oneself among forty
billion. Therewasatimein my lifewhen | tried to do just that. Of course, he may be dead. That would
be the easiest explanation, but he may not be.”

“What do we do about it?’

Seldon sighed. “Thelogicd thing would be to turn to the police, to the security establishment, but | can't.
| don't have Demerzel's presence. He could cow people; | can't. He had apowerful persondity; I'm just
a... mathematician. | shouldn't bein the post of First Minister; I'm not fitted for it. And | wouldn't be, if
the Emperor weren't fixated on Psychohistory to afar greater extent than it deserves.”

“Y ou're kindawhipping yoursdlf, ain't you, Dad?’

“Yes. | suppose | am, but | have apicture of mysalf going to the security forces, for instance, with what |
have just shown you on the map” (he pointed to the now-empty table top) “and arguing that we arein
great danger of some conspiracy of unknown consequence and nature. They would listen solemnly and,
after | had left, they would laugh among themsalves, and joke abouit * the mathematician,” and they would
do nothing.”

“Then what do we do about it?" said Raych, returning to the point.

“It'swhat you will do about it, Raych. | need more evidence and | want you to find it for me. | would
send your mother, but she won't leave me under any circumstances. | mysdlf can't leave the Palace
grounds at thistime. Next to Dors and mysdlf, | trust you. More than Dors and mysdlf, in fact. Y ou're ill
quite young, you're strong, you're a better Heliconian Twister than | ever was, and you're smart.”

“Wow, Dad. | wish you'd put that in writing!”

“Mind you, now, | don't want you to risk your life. No heroism, no derring-do. | couldn't face your
mother if anything happened to you. Just find out what you can. Perhgps you'll find that Namarti isdive
and operating—or dead. Perhaps you'll find out that the Joranumites are an active group—or moribund.
Perhaps you'l find out that the Wyan ruling family is active—or not. Any of that would be interesting, but
not vital. What | want you to find out is whether the infrastructure breakdowns are of human
manufacture, as| think they are, and, far more important still, if they are deliberately caused, what else
the conspirators plan to do. It seemsto me they must have plans for some mgjor coup, and, if so, | must



know what that will be.”
Raych said cautioudy, “ Do you have some kinda plan to get me started?’

“Yes, indeed, Raych. | want you to go down to Wye where Kaspalov waskilled. Find out if you can if
he was an active Joranumite and seeif you can't join a Joranumite cell yoursdlf.”

“Maybethat's possible. | can aways pretend to be an old Joranumite. Just a kid when JoJo was
sounding off, but | was very impressed by hisidess. It's even sortatrue.”

“Wall, yes, but there's one important catch. Y ou might be recognized. After dl, you're the son of the First
Minister. Y ou have appeared on holovision now and then, you've been an attraction for the news reports,
you have been interviewed on your views on sector equality.”

“Sure, but—"

“No buts, Raych. You'll wear elevated shoesto add three centimetersto your height, and well have
someone show you how to change the shape of your eyebrows and make your face fuller and change the
timbre of your voice.”

Raych shrugged. “A lottatrouble for nothing.”
“And,” said Seldon, with adigtinct quaver, “you will shave off your mustache.”

Raych's eyes widened and for amoment he sat therein appalled silence. Findly, he said, in ahoarse
whisper, “ Shave my mustache?’

“Clean asawhistle. No one would recognize you without it.”
“But it can't be done. Like cutting your—like cadiration.”

Seldon shook hishead. “It'sjust aculturd curiosity. Yugo isas Dahlite as you are and he wears no
mustache.”

“Yugoisanut. | don't think he'sdiveat al except for his mathematics”

“He's agreat mathematician and the absence of amustache does not dter that fact. Besides, it's not
cadtration. Y our mustache will grow back in two weeks.”

“Two weeksd! It'll take two years to reach this—this—"
He put his hand up as though to cover and protect it.

Sdldon said inexorably, “Raych, you haveto doit. It's a sacrifice you must make. If you act as my spy
with your mustache, you may—cometo harm. | can't take that chance.”

“I'd rather die” said Raych violently.

“Don't be melodramatic,” said Seldon severely. “Y ou would not rather die, and thisis something you
must do. However,” and here he hesitated, “ don't say anything about it to your mother. | will take care
of that.”

Raych stared at hisfather in frustration and then said, in alow and despairing tone, “All right, Dad.”

Seldon said, “1 will get someone to supervise your disguise and then you will go to Wye by air. —Buck



up, Raych, it'snot the end of the world.”

Raych smiled wanly, and Seldon watched him leave, adeeply troubled look on hisface. A mustache
could eadily be regrown, but a son could not. Seldon was perfectly well avare that he was sending
Raych into danger.

0.

Weall have our smdl illusonsand Cleon |, Emperor of the Galaxy, King of Trantor, and awide
collection of other titlesthat, on rare occasions, could be called out in along sonorousroll, was
convinced that he was a person of democratic spirit.

It aways angered him when he was warned off a course of action by Demerzd, or, later, by Seldon, on
the grounds that such action would be looked on astyrannical or despotic.

Hewas not atyrant or despot by disposition, he was certain; he only wanted to take firm and decisive
action.

He spoke many timeswith nogtalgic gpprova of the days when Emperors could mingle fredy with their
subjects, but now, of course when their history of coups and assassinations, actual or attempted, had
become adreary fact of life, the Emperor had had to be shut off from the world.

It isdoubtful that Cleon, who had never in hislife met with people except under the most congtricted of
conditions, would redlly have fdlt & homein off-hand encounters with strangers, but he aways imagined
he would enjoy it. He was grateful, therefore, for arare chance of talking to one of the underlings on the
grounds, to smile, and to doff the trappings of Imperid rule for afew minutes. It made him fed
democrdtic.

There was this gardener whom Seldon had spoken of , for instance. 1t would befitting, rather apleasure,
to reward him belatedly for hisloyaty and bravery, and to do so himsdlf rather than leaving it to some

functionary.

He therefore arranged to meet him in the spacious rose garden which, at thistime, wasin full bloom. That
would be appropriate, Cleon thought, but, of course, they would have to bring the gardener therefirst. It
was unthinkable for the Emperor to be made to wait. It is one thing to be democratic; quite another to be
inconvenienced.

The gardener was waiting for him among the roses, his eyeswide, hislipstrembling. It occurred to Cleon
that it was possible no one had told the fellow the exact reason for the meeting. Well, he would reassure
him in kindly fashion—except that, now he cameto think of it, he could not remember the fellow's name.

Heturned to one of the officias a hisside, and said, “What isthe gardener's name?’
“Sire, it isMandell Gruber. He has been agardener here for twenty-two years.”

The Emperor nodded, and said, “Ah, Gruber. How glad | am to meet aworthy and hard-working
gardener.”

“Sire” mumbled Gruber, histeeth chattering. “1 am not aman of many talents, but it isaways my best |
try to do on behdf of your gracious self.”

“Of course, of course,” said the Emperor, wondering if the gardener suspected him of sarcasm. These
men of the lower classes|acked thefiner fedingsthat came with refinement and manners. It was what
aways made any atempt at democretic display difficult.



Cleon sad, “1 have heard from my First Minister of the loyaty with which you once cameto hisaid, and
your skill intaking care of the grounds. The First Minigter tells me that he and you are quite friendly.”

“Sire, the First Minigter ismost graciousto me, but I know my place. | never speak to him unlesshe

peaksfirg.”

“Quite, Gruber. That shows good feeling on your part, but the First Minister, like myself, isaman of
demoacratic impulses, and | trust hisjudgment of people.”

Gruber bowed low.

The Emperor said, “Asyou know, Gruber, the Chief Gardener, Malcomber, is quite old and longsto
retire. The responsibilities are becoming greater than he can bear.”

“Sire, the Chief Gardener is much respected by al the gardeners. May he be spared for many years so
that we can dl cometo him for the benefit of hiswisdom and judgment.”

“Well said, Gruber,” said the Emperor cardlesdy, “but you very well know that that isjust
mumbo-jumbo. Heis not going to be spared, at least not with the strength and wit necessary for the
position. He himsdlf requests retirement within the year and | have granted him that. It remainsto find a
replacement.”

“Oh, Sire, there are fifty men and women in this grand place who could be Chief Gardener.”

“| daresay,” said the Emperor, “But my choice hasfdlen upon you.” The Emperor smiled gracioudy.
Thiswas the moment he had been waiting for. Gruber would now, he expected, fal to hiskneesinan
ecstasy of gratitude.

Hedid not, and the Emperor frowned.
Gruber said, “ Sire, it isan honor that istoo great for me, entirely.”

“Nonsense,” said Cleon, offended that hisjudgment should be called into question. “It is about time that
your virtues are recognized. Y ou will no longer have to be exposed to weether of dl kindsat dl times of
theyear. Y ou will have the Chief Gardener's office, afine place, which | will have redecorated for you,
and where you can bring your family—Y ou do have afamily, don't you, Gruber?’

“Yes, Sire. A wife, and two daughters. And ason-in-law.”

“Very good. You will bevery comfortable and you will enjoy your new life, Gruber. Y ou will beindoors,
Gruber, and out of the westher, like atrue Trantorian.”

“Sire, consder that | am an Anacreonian by upbringing—"

“| have considered, Gruber. All worlds are dike to the Emperor. It isdone. The new job iswhat you
deserve”

He nodded his head and stalked off. Cleon was satisfied with thislatest show of his benevolence. Of
course, he could have used alittle more gratitude from the fellow, alittle more appreciation, but at least it
was done.

And it was much eader to have this done than to settle the matter of the failing infrastructure.

Cleon had, in amoment of testiness, declared that whenever abreakdown could be attributed to human
error, the human being in question should forthwith be executed.



“A few executions,” he said, “and it's remarkable how careful everyone will become.”

“I'mafraid, Sire,” Seldon had said, “that this would be considered despotic behavior and would not
accomplish what you wish. It would probably force the workersto go on strike and if you try to force
them back to work, there would then be an insurrection, and if you try to replace them with soldiers, you
will find they do not know how to control the machinery, so that breakdowns will begin to take place
much more frequently.”

It was no wonder that Cleon turned to the matter of appointing a Chief Gardener with relief.

Asfor Gruber, he gazed after the departing Emperor with chill horror. He was going to be taken from the
freedom of the open air and condemned to the congtriction of four walls.

—Y et how could one refuse the Emperor?

10.

Raych looked in the mirror of his Wye hotel room somberly (it was a pretty rundown hotel room, but
Raych was not supposed to have much money). He did not like what he saw. His mustache was gone;
his sideburns were shortened; his hair was clipped at the Sides and back.

He looked—plucked.
Worse than that. Asaresult of the changein hisfacia contours, he looked baby-faced.
It was disgusting.

Nor was he making any headway. Seldon had given him the police reports on Kaspa Kaspaov's death,
which he had studied. There wasn't much there. Just that Kaspalov had been murdered and that the local
police had come up with nothing of importance in connection with that murder. 1t seemed quite clear that
the police attached little or no importanceto it, anyway.

That was not surprising. In thelast century, the crime rate had risen markedly in most worlds, certainly in
the grandly complex world of Trantor, and nowhere were theloca police up to the job of doing anything
useful about it. In fact, the police had declined in numbers and efficiency everywhere and (whilethiswas
hard to prove) had become more corrupt. It wasinevitable this should be so, with pay refusing to keep
pace with the cogt of living. One must pay to keep civil officids honest. Failing that, they would surely
make up for inadequate sdlaries in other ways

Seldon had been preaching that doctrine for some years now, but it did no good. There was no way to
increase wages without increasing taxes and the populace would not Sit till for increased taxes. It
seemed they would rather lose ten times the money in graft.

It was dl part (Seldon had said) of the general deterioration of Imperid society over the previoustwo
centuries.

Wdll, what was Raych to do? He was here at the hotel where Kaspalov had lived during the days
immediately before his murder. Somewhere in the hotdl there might be someone who had something to
do with that, or who knew someone who had.

It seemed to Raych that he must make himself conspicuous. He must show an interest in Kaspalov's
death, and then, someone would get interested in him and pick him up. It was dangerous, but if he could
make himsealf sound harmless enough, they might not attack him immediately.

Well—



Raych looked at the time-strip. There would be people enjoying pre-dinner aperitifsin the bar. He might
aswadll join them, and see what would happen—if anything.

11

In some respects, Wye could be quite puritanica. (Thiswastrue of al the sections, though the rigidity of
one sector might be completely different from the rigidity of another.) Here, the drinks were not a coholic,
but were synthetically designed to stimulate in other ways. Raych did not like the taste, finding himself
utterly unused to it, but it meant he could sip dowly and have moretimeto look abott.

He caught the eye of ayoung woman severd tables away and, for amoment, had difficulty in looking
away. She was attractive, and it was clear that Wye'sways were not puritanical in every fashion.

Their eyes clung, and, after amoment, the young woman smiled dightly and rose. She drifted toward
Raych'stable, while Raych watched her speculatively. He could scarcely (he thought with marked regret)
afford aside-adventure just now.

She stopped for amoment when she reached Raych, and then let hersalf drop smoothly into an adjacent
chair.

“Hello,” shesad, “you don't look like aregular here.”
Raych smiled. “I'm not. Do you know dl the regulars?’
“Just about,” she said, unembarrassed. “My nameis Manella. What's yours?’

Raych was more regretful than ever. Shewas quitetal, taler than he himsdlf waswithout his

hedl s—something he aways found attractive—had amilky complexion, and long, softly wavy hair that
had distinct glints of dark red init. Her clothing was not too garish and she might, if she had tried very
hard, have passed as a respectable woman of the not-too-hard-working class.

Raych sad, “My name doesn't matter. | don't have much money.”

“Oh. Too bad.” Mandlamade aface. “Can't you get some?”’

“I'dliketo. | need ajob. Do you know of any?’

“What kind of job?’

Raych shrugged. “I don't have any experience in anything fancy, but | ain't proud.”

Shelooked a him thoughtfully. “I'll tell you what, nameless. Sometimes it doesn't take much money.”

Raych froze a once. He had been successful enough with women, but with his mustache—his mustache.
What could she seeiin his baby-face?

Hesad, “Tdl youwhat. | had afriend living here a couple of weeksago and | can't find him. Since you
know dl the regulars, maybe you know him. Hisnameis Kaspaov. Kaspal Kaspaov.” Heraised his
voicedightly.

She stared at him blankly and shook her head. “1 don't know anybody by that name.”

“Too bad. He was a Joranumite, and so am |.” Again, ablank look. “Do you know what a Joranumite
is?

She shook her head. “N-no. I've heard the word but don't know what it means. Isit some kind of job?’



Raych felt disappointed.
Hesaid, “1t would take too long to explain.”

It sounded like adismissal and, after amoment of uncertainty, sherose, and drifted away. She did not
smile, and Raych was alittle surprised that she had remained as long as she did after it was established
that he couldn't afford her.

(Well, Sddon dwaysingsted he had the capacity to inspire affection, but surely not in a business woman.
For them, payment was the thing. Of course, it meant they overlooked aman being short, but a number
of pleasant ordinary women didn't seem to mind.)

His eyesfollowed Mandlaautomatically as she stopped at another table, where a man was seated by
himsdf. Hewas of early middle age, with butter-yellow hair, dicked back. He was very smooth-shaven,
but it seemed to Raych he could have used a beard, his chin being too prominent and a bit asymmetric.

Apparently, she had no better luck with this beardless one. A few words were exchanged, and she
moved on. Too bad, but it wasimpossiblefor her to fail often, surely. She was unquestionably desirable.
It was surdly just amatter of financid arrangements.

Hefound himsdif thinking, quite involuntarily, of what the upshot would beif he, after al, could—and then
realized he had been joined by someone else. It wasaman thistime. It was, in fact, the man to whom
Mandlahad just spoken.

He was astonished that his own preoccupation had alowed him to be thus approached and, in effect,
caught by surprise. He couldn't very well afford this sort of thing.

The man looked a himwith aglint of curiosity in hiseyes. “Y ou were just talking to afriend of mine.”
Raych could not hep smiling broadly. “ Shesafriendly person.”

“Yes, sheis. And a good friend of mine. | couldn't help overhearing what you said to her.”

“Waan't nothing wrong, | think.”

“Not at dl, but you called yoursdf a Joranumite.”

Raych's heart jumped. His remark to Manella had hit dead-center after dl. It had meant nothing to her
but it seemed to mean something to her “friend.”

Did that mean he was on the road now? Or merely in trouble?

12.

Raych did his best to Sze up his new companion, without alowing his own faceto loseits smooth
naivete. The man had sharp eyes and hisright hand clenched dmost threateningly into afist asit rested on
thetable.

Raych looked owlishly at the other, and waited.
Again, theman said, “1 understand you call yoursdf a Joranumite.”
Raych did hisbest to look uneasy. It was not difficult. He said, “Why do you ask, mister?’

“Because | don't think you're old enough.”



“I'm old enough. | used to listen to JoJo Joranum's speeches.”

“Can you quote them?’

Raych shrugged. “No, but | got theidea.”

“Y ou're abrave young man to talk openly about being a Joranumite. Some people dont like that.”
“I'm told there are lots of Joranumitesin Wye.”

“That may be. Isthat why you came here?’

“I'm looking for ajob. Maybe another Joranumite would help me.”

“There are Joranumitesin Dahl, too. Where are you from?’

There was no question that he recognized Raych's accent. That could not be disguised.
Hesad, “I wasbornin Millimaru, but | lived mostly in Dahl when | was growing up.”
“Doing what?’

“Nothing much. Going to school some.”

“And why are you a Joranumite?’

Raych let himsdlf heat up abit. He couldn't have lived in downtrodden, discriminated-against Dahl
without having obvious reasons for being a Joranumite. He said, “Because | think there should be amore
representative government in the Empire; more participation by the people; and more equdity among the
sectors and the worlds. Doesn't anyone with brains and a heart think that?”

“And you want to see the Emperorship abolished?’

Raych paused. One could get away with agreat ded in the way of subversve statements, but anything
overtly anti-Emperor was stepping outside the bounds. He said, “1 ain't saying thet. | believeinthe
Emperor, but ruling awhole Empireistoo much for one man.”

“Itisn't one man. Theresawhole Imperial bureaucracy. What do you think of Hari Seldon, the First
Miniger?’

“Don' think nothing about him. Don't know about him.”
“All you know isthat people should be more represented in the affairs of government. Isthat right?’

Raych alowed himsdlf to look confused. “That's what JoJo Joranum used to say. | don't know what you
cal it. | heard someone once cal it *democracy,” but | don't know what that means.”

“Demoacracy is something they have on some worlds; something they cal ‘democracy.’ | don't know that
those worlds are run better than other worlds. So you're ademocrat?’

“Isthat what you cdll it?" Raych let hishead sink asif in deep thought. “I fee more a homeasa
Joranumite.”

“Of course, asaDahlite—"

“I just lived thereawhile”



“—You'reall for people's equalities and such things. The Dahlites, being an oppressed group, would
naturaly think in that fashion.”

“I hear that Wyeis pretty strong in Joranumite thinking. They're not oppressed.”
“Different reason. The old Wye Mayors always wanted to be Emperors. Did you know that?’
Raych shook his head.

“Eighteen years ago,” said the man, “Mayor Rashelle nearly carried through acoup in that direction. So
the Wyans are rebel's, not so much Joranumite as anti-Cleon.”

Raych sad, “I don't know nothing about that. | ain't against the Emperor.”

“But you are for popular representation, aren't you? Do you think that some sort of elected assembly
could run the Gaactic Empire without bogging down in palitics and partisan bickering? Without
pardyss?’

Raych sad, “Huh?1 don't understand.”

“Do you think agreat many people could come to some decision quickly in times of emergency? Or
would they just St around and argue?’

“I don't know, but it doesn't seem right that just afew people should have dl the say over dl the
worlds.”

“Areyou willing to fight for your beliefs? Or do you just like to talk about them?’
“No one asked meto do any fighting,” said Raych.

“ Suppose someone did. How important do you think your beliefs about democracy—or Joranumite
philosophy—are?’

“I'd fight for them—if | thought it would do any good.”
“Therésabravelad. So you cameto Wyeto fight for your beliefs.”

“No,” said Raych, uncomfortably, “I can't say | did. | cametolook for ajob, Sir. It an't easy to find no
jobsthese days—and | ain't got no money. A guy gottalive.”

“| agree. What's your name?’

The question shot out without warning, but Raych wasready for it. “Planchet, Sr.”
“Firg or last name?’

“Only name, asfar as| know.”

“Y ou have no money and, | gather, very little education.”

“Afrad 0.”

“And no experience a any speciaized job?’

“I ain't worked much, but I'm willing.”



“All right. I'll tell you what, Planchet.” He had taken asmall, white triangle out of his pocket and pressed
it in such away asto produce a printed message on it. He then rubbed his thumb acrossit, freezing it. “1'll
tell you whereto go. Y ou take thiswith you, and it may get you ajob.”

Raych took the card and glanced at it. The signal's seemed to fluoresce, but Raych could not read them.
Helooked at the other out of the corner of hiseye.

“What if they think | stoleit?’
“It can't be stolen. It has my sign on it, and your name.”
“What if they ask me your name?’

“They won't. —Y ou say you want ajob. There€'syour chance. | don't guarantee it, but there's your
chance.” He gave him another card, “ Thisiswhereto go.” Raych could read thisone.

“Thank you,” he mumbled.
The man madelittle dismissng gestures with his hand.

Raych rose, and left—and wondered what he was getting into.

13.
Up and down. Up and down. Up and down.

Gleb Andorin watched Gambol Deen Namarti trudging up and down. Namarti was obvioudy unableto
gt dill under the driving force of the violence of his passon.

Andorin thought: He's not the brightest man in the Empire, or even in the movement, not the shrewdest,
certainly not the most capable of rationd thought. He has to be held down constantly—but he's driven as
none of therest of usare. We would give up, let go, but he won't. Push, pull, prod, kick. —Well, maybe
we need someone like that. We must have someone like that or nothing will ever happen.

Namarti stopped as though he felt Andorin's eyes boring into his back. He turned about and said, “If
you're going to lecture me again on Kaspaov, don't bother.”

Andorin shrugged lightly. “Why bother lecturing? The deed isdone. The harm, if any, has cometo pass.”

“What harm, Andorin? What harm?If | had not done it, then we would have been harmed. The man
was on the edge of being atraitor. Within amonth, he would have gone running—"

“1 know. | wasthere. | heard what he said.”

“Then you understand there was no choice. No choice. Y ou don't think | liked to have an old comrade
killed, do you? 1 had no choice.”

“Very wdl. You had no choice”

Namarti resumed histramping, then turned again. “ Andorin, do you beievein gods?’
Andorin stared. “ In what?”

“Ingods.”

“| never heard theword. What isit?’



Namarti said, “It's not Galactic Standard. Supernatura influences—how's that?’

“Oh, supernatural influences. Why didn't you say s0? No, | don't believein that sort of thing. By
definition, something is supernaturd if it exists outsde the laws of nature and nothing exists outsde the
laws of nature. Are you turning mystic?” Andorin asked it asthough he werejoking, but his eyes
narrowed in sudden concern.

Namarti stared him down. Those blazing eyes of his could stare anyone down. “Don't beafooal. I've
been reading about it. Trillions of people believein supernatura influences.”

“I know,” said Andorin. “ They dways have.”

“They've done s0 since before the beginning of history. Theword ‘gods’ is of unknown origin. Itis,
gpparently, ahangover from some primeva language no trace of which any longer exists, except that
word. —Do you know how many different varieties of beliefs there are in various kinds of gods?’

“Approximately as many asthe varieties of fools among the galactic population, | should say.”

Namarti ignored that. “ Some people think the word dates back to the time when al humanity existed on
but asingleworld.”

“Itsdf amythological concept. That'sjust aslunétic asthe notion of supernatura influences. There never
was one origina human world.”

“There would haveto be, Andorin,” said Namarti, annoyed. “Human beings can't have evolved on
different worlds and ended as asingle species.”

“Even 50, there's no effective human world. It can't be located, it can't be defined, so it can't be spoken
of sengbly, soit effectively doesn't exist.”

“Thesegods,” said Namarti, continuing to follow hisown line of thought, “are supposed to protect
humanity and keep it safe, or at least to care for those portions of humanity that know how to make use
of the gods. At atime when there was only one human world, it makes sense to suppose they would be
particularly interested in caring for that one tiny world with afew people. They would care for such a
world as though they were big brothers, or parents.”

“Very nice of them. I'd like to see them try to handle the entire Empire.”
“What if they could? What if they wereinfinite?’
“What if the sun were frozen? What's the use of ‘what if'?”’

“I'm just speculating. Just thinking. Haven't you ever let your mind wander freely? Do you aways keep
everything on aleash?’

“I should imagine that's the safest way, keeping it on aleash. What does your wandering mind tell you,
Chigf?’

Namarti's eyes flashed at the other as though he suspected sarcasm, but Andorin's face remained
good-natured and blank.

Namarti said, “What my mind istelling meisthis—if there are gods, they must be on our sde.”

“Wonderful, if true. Where'sthe evidence?’



“Evidence? Without the gods, it would just be a coincidence, | suppose, but avery useful one.”
Suddenly, Namarti yawned and sat down, looking exhausted.

Good, thought Andorin. His galoping mind hasfinaly wound itsalf down and he may talk sense now.
“Thismatter of internd breakdown of theinfrastructure—" said Namarti, hisvoice distinctly lower.

Andorin interrupted. “Y ou know, Chief, Kaspalov was not entirely wrong about this. The longer we
keep it up, the greater the chance that Imperid forceswill discover the cause. The whole program must,
sooner or later, explodein our faces.”

“Not yet. So far, everything is exploding in the Imperid face. The unrest on Trantor issomething | can
fed.” Heraised his hands, rubbing hisfingerstogether. “1 canfed it. And we are dmost through. We are
ready for the next step.”

Andorin smiled humorlesdy. “1'm not asking for details, Chief. Kaspdov did, and you had him diminated.
| am not Kaspalov.”

“It's precisdly because you're not Kaspalov that | can tell you. And because | know something now |
didn't then.”

“I presume,” said Andorin, only haf-believing what he was saying, “that you intend astrike on the
Imperia Paace groundsthemselves.”

Namarti looked up. “ Of course. What elseisthere to do? The problem, however, is how to penetrate
the grounds effectively. | have my sources of information there, but they are only spies. I'll need men of
action on the spot.”

“To get men of action into the most heavily guarded regionin al the galaxy will not be easy.”

“Of course not. That'swhat has been giving me an unbearable headache till now—and then the gods
intervened.”

Andorin said gently (it wastaking al his sdf-restraint to kegp him from showing hisdisgust), “1 don't think
we need ametaphysical discussion. What has happened— eaving the gods to one sde?’

“My information isthat his Gracious and ever to be Beloved Emperor, Cleon |, has decided to gppoint a
new Chief Gardener. Thisisthefirst new gppointee in nearly aquarter of acentury.”

“Andif 07’
“Do you see no sgnificance?’
Andorin thought abit. “I am not afavorite of your gods. | don't see any significance.”

“If you have anew Chief Gardener, Andorin, the Stuation is the same as having anew adminigtrator of
any other type—the same asif you had anew First Minister, or anew Emperor. The new Chief
Gardener will certainly want his own staff. Hewill forceinto retirement what he considers dead wood
and will hire younger gardeners by the hundreds.”

“That's possible”

“It'smore than possible. It's certain. Exactly that happened when the present Chief Gardener was
appointed, and the same when his predecessor was appointed, and so on. Hundreds of strangers from
the Outer Worlds—"



“Why from the Outer Worlds?’

“Useyour brains, if you have any, Andorin. What do Trantorians know about gardening when they've
lived under domes all their lives, tending potted plants, zoos, and carefully arranged crops of grainsand
fruit-trees? What do they know about life in the wild?’

“Ahhh. Now | understand.”

“So there will be these strangers flooding the grounds. They will be carefully checked, | presume, but
they won't be astightly screened asthey would beif they were Trantorians. And that means, surdly, that
we should be able to supply just afew of our own people with false identification, and get them inside.
Even if some are screened out, afew might make it—afew must make it. Our people will enter despite
the super-tight security established since thefalled coup in the early days of Seldon'sFirst Ministry.” (He
virtudly spat the name, “Seldon,” ashe dwaysdid.) “Well findly have our chance.”

Now it was Andorin who fdt dizzy, asif hed fallen into a spinning vortex. “It seems odd for meto say
s0, Chief, but there is something to this gods business after al, because | have been waiting to tell you
something that, | now see, fitsin perfectly.”

Namarti stared at the other suspicioudy and looked about the room as though he suddenly feared a
breach of security. But such fear was groundless. The room was located deep in an old-fashioned
resdential complex, and was well-shielded. No one could overhear and no one, even with detailed
directions, could find it easily—nor get through the layers of protection provided by loya members of the
organization.

Namarti said, “What are you talking about?’

“I'vefound aman for you. A young man—very naive. A quite likesble fellow, the kind you fed you can
trust as soon as you see him. He's got an open face, wide-open eyes, he'slived in Dahl; he's an enthusiast
for equdlity; he thinks Joranum was the greatest thing snce Mycogenian candy; and I'm sure we can
eadly talk himinto doing anything for the cause.”

“For the cause?’ said Namarti, whose suspicions were not in the least dleviated. “Is he one of us?’

“Actudly, he's not one of anything. He's got some vague notionsin his head that Joranum wanted Sector
Equdlity.”

“That washislure. Sure.”

“It'sours, too, but the kid believes it. He talks equaity and popular participation in government. He even
mentioned democracy.”

Namarti snickered. “In twenty thousand years, democracy has never been used for very long without
fdling apart.”

“Yes, but that's not our concern. It'swhat drivesthe young man and | tell you, Chief, | knew we had our
tool just about the moment | saw him, but | didn't know how we could possibly use him. Now | know.
We can get him onto the Imperid Palace grounds as agardener.”

“How? Does he know anything about gardening?’

“No, I'm sure he doesn't. He's never worked at anything but unskilled labor. He's operating a hauler right
now, and | think that he had to be taught how to do that. Still, if we can get him in as a gardener's helper,
if he just knows how to hold a pair of shears, then weve got it.”



“Got what?’

“Got someone who can approach anyone we wish, and do so without raising the flutter of asuspicion,
and get close enough to gtrike. I'm telling you he smply exudes akind of honorable stupidity, akind of
foolish virtue, that ingpires confidence.”

“And héelll do what wetell him to do?’

“Absolutdly.”

“How did you mest this person?’

“It wasn't |. It was Mandlawho redly spotted him.”

“Who?’

“Manella. Mandla Dubanqua.”

“Oh. That friend of yours.” Namarti's face twisted into alook of prissy disapproval.

“She'sthe friend of many people,” said Andorin tolerantly. “That's one of the things that makes her so
useful. She can weigh aman quickly and with very little to go on. She talked to this fellow, because he
attracted her a sight, and | assure you Mandlais not oneto be attracted by anything other than the
bottom-line, s0 you seethisman israther unusud. She talked to thisfellow—nhis nameis Planchet, by the
way—and then told me ‘| have alive onefor you, Gleb.” —I'll trust her on the matter of live ones any

day.”

Namarti said dyly, “ And what do you think thiswonderful tool of yourswould do once he had the run of
the grounds, eh, Andorin?’

Andorin took adeep breath. “What ese? If we do everything right, he will dispose of our dear Emperor,
Cleon, first of that Name, for us.”

Namarti's face blazed into anger. “What? Are you mad? Why should we want to kill Cleon? He's our
hold on the government. He's the fagcade behind which we can rule. HE's our passport to legitimacy.
Where are your brains? We need him as afigurehead. He won't interfere with us and we'll be stronger
for hisexisence”

Andorin'sfair face turned blotchy red, and his good humor finally exploded. “What do you havein mind,
then?What are you planning? I'm getting tired of dways having to second-guess.”

Namarti raised hishand. “All right. All right. Calm down. | meant no harm. But think abit, will you? Who
destroyed Joranum? Who destroyed our hopes ten years ago? It was that mathematician. And itishe
who rules the Empire now with hisidiotic talk about Psychohistory. Cleon isnothing. It is Hari Seldonwe
must destroy. It is Hari Seldon whom I've been turning into an object of ridicule with these constant
breakdowns. The miseriesthey entail are placed at his doorstep. It isal being interpreted as his
inefficiency, his incapacity.” There was atrace of spittle in the corners of Namarti's mouth. “When he's
cut down there will be acheer from the Empire that will drown out every holovision report for hours. It
won't even matter if they know who did it.” Heraised hishand and let it drop, asif hewere plunging a
knife into someonée's heart. “We will be looked upon as heroes of the Empire, as saviors. —Eh? Eh? Do
you think your youngster can cut down Hari Seldon?’

Andorin had recovered equanimity, at least outwardly.



“I'm sure hewould,” he said, with forced lightness. “For Cleon, he might have some respect; the
Emperor has amystica auraabout him, asyou know.” (He stressed the “you” faintly and Namarti
scowled.) “He would have not such fedlings about Seldon.”

Inwardly, however, Andorin was furious. Thiswas not what he wanted. He was being betrayed.

14.

Manelabrushed the hair out of her eyesand smiled up at Raych. “1 told you it needn't cost much in the
way of money.”

Raych blinked and scratched at his bare shoulder. “ Actualy, it didn't cost me nothing—unless you ask
for something now.”

She dhrugged and smiled rather impishly, “Why should I?”
“Why shouldn't you?’

“Because I'm alowed to take my own pleasure sometimes.”
“Withme?’

“Therésnoonedse”

Therewas along pause and then Manella said soothingly, “Besides, you don't have much money
anyway. How'sthe job?’

Raych said, “ Ain't much, but better than nothing. Lots better. Did you tdll that guy to get me one?’

Manellashook her head dowly. “Y ou mean Gleb Andorin?1 didn't tell him to do anything. | just said he
might beinterested in you.”

“Is he going to be annoyed because you and 1—"

“Why should he? None of his businessand none of yours if he does, either.”

“What's he do? | mean what does he work at?’

“I don't think he works at anything. HE's got money. He'sarelative of the old mayors.”

“Of Wye?’

“Right. He doesn't like the government. None of those old Mayor-people do. He says Cleon should—"
She stopped suddenly, and said, “1'm talking too much. Don't you go repeating anything | say.”
“Me?| ain't heard you say nothing at dl. And | ain't going to.”

“All right.”

“But about thisguy, Andorin. Is he high up in Joranumite business?|s he an important guy there?’
“I wouldn't know.”

“Don't he ever talk abouit that kind of stuff?’

“Not to me.”



“Oh,” said Raych, trying not to sound annoyed.

She looked a him shrewdly. “Why are you so interested?’

“I want to get in with them. | figure I'll get higher up that way. Better job. More money. Y ou know.”
“Maybe Andorin will help you. Helikesyou. | know that much.”

“Could you make him like me more?’

“I cantry. | don't know why he shouldn'. | likeyou. | like you morethan | like him.”

“Thank you, Mandlla | likeyou, too. —A lot.” He ran his hand down the side of her body and wished
ardently that he could concentrate more on her and less on histask.

15.
“Gleb Andorin,” said Hari Seldon wearily, rubbing his eyes.

“And whoishe?’ asked Dors Venabili, her mood as black asit had been every day since Raych had
|eft.

“Until afew daysago, | never heard of him,” said Seldon. “ That's the trouble with trying to run aworld of
forty billion people. Y ou never hear of anyone except for the few who obtrude themsel ves on your
notice. With al the computerized information in the world, Trantor remains a planet of anonymities. We
can drag up people with their serid numbers and their statistics, but whom do we drag up? Add
twenty-five million Outer Worlds and the wonder isthat the Gaactic Empire has remained aworking
phenomenon for al these millennia. Frankly, | think it has existed only becauseit very largdy runsitself.
And now itisfinaly running down.”

“So much for philosophizing, Hari,” said Venabili. “Who isthis Andorin?’

“Someone | admit | ought to have known about. | managed to cgjole the Imperiad Guard into caling up
their fileson him. He's amember of the Wyan mayordty family; the most prominent member, in fact, so
prominent that the |.G. has kept tabs on him. They think he has ambitions but istoo much of aplayboy to
do anything about them.”

“And is heinvolved with the Joranumites?’

Seldon made an uncertain gesture. “I'm under the impression that the 1.G. knows nothing about the
Joranumites. That meansthat the Joranumites don't exist, or that, if they do, they are of no importance. It
may also mean that the |.G. just isn't interested. Nor isthere any way in which | can force them to be
interested; I'm only thankful they give me any information at dl. And | am the First Minigter.”

“Isit possible that you're not avery good First Minister?” said Venabili dryly.

“That's more than possible. It's been generations since there's been one less suited to the job than |. But
that has nothing to do with the Imperia Guard. Despite their name, they're atotaly independent arm of
the government. | doubt that Cleon himself knows much about them, though, in theory, they're supposed
to report directly to him. Believe me, if we only knew more about the 1.G. wed be trying to stick them
into our psychohistorica equations, such asthey are.”

“Arethey on our side, at least?”’

“| bdieve s, but | can't swear to it.”



“And why are you interested in thiswhat's-his-name?’
“Gleb Andorin. Because | received aroundabout message from Raych.”
Venabili'seyesflashed. “You didn't tell me. Ishedl right?’

“Asfar as| know, but | hope he doesn't try any further messages. If he's caught communicating, he
won't bedl right. In any case, he has made contact with Andorin.”

“ And the Joranumites, too?”

“I don't think so. It would sound unlikely, for the connection is not something that would make sense. The
Joranumite movement is predominantly lower-class, a proletarian movement, so to speak. And Andorin
isan aristocrat of aristocrats. What would he be doing with the Joranumites?’

“If he's of the Wyan mayoralty family, he might aspire to the Imperia throne, might he not?’
“They've been aspiring for generations. Y ou remember Rashelle, | trust. Shewas hisaunt.”
“Then he might be using the Joranumites as a stepping-stone, don't you think?’

“If they exist. Andif they do, and if astepping stoneiswhat Andorin wants, | think hed find himsdlf
playing adangerous game. The Joranumites, if they exist, would have their own plansand aman like
Andorin may find heéssmply riding agreti—"

“What'sagreti?’

“Some extinct animal of aferocioustype, | think. It'sjust aproverbia phrase, back on Helicon. If you
rideagreti, you find you can't get off, for then it will eat you.”

Seldon paused. “One more thing. Raych seemsto be involved with awoman who knows Andorin and
through whom, he thinks, he may get important information. I'm telling you this now so that you won't
accuse me, afterward, of keeping anything from you.”

Venahili frowned. “ A woman?’

“One, | gather, who knows agreat many men who will talk to her unwisely, sometimes, under intimate
circumstances.”

“One of those.” Her frown deepened. “1 don't like the thought of Raych—"

“Come, come. Raych isthirty years old and undoubtedly has much experience. Y ou can leave this
woman—or any woman, | think—safely to Raych's good sense.” He turned toward Venabili with alook
soworn, o weary, ashesaid, “Do you think | like this? Do you think | like any of this?’

And Venahili could find nothing to say.

16.

Gambol Deen Namarti was not, at even the best of times, noted for his politeness and suavity, and the
gpproaching climax of adecade of planning had left him the sourer of disposition.

Herosefrom hischair in some agitation ashe said, “Y ou've taken your timein getting here, Andorin.”

Andorin shrugged. “But I'm here now.”



“And thisyoung man of yours—thisremarkable toal that you're touting. Whereishe?’
“Hell be hereeventudly.”
“Why not now?’

Andorin's rather handsome head seemed to sink abit asthough, for amoment, he were lost in thought or
coming to adecision, and then he said abruptly, “1 don't want to bring him till I know where | stand.”

“What doesthat mean?’
“Smplewordsin Gaactic Standard. How long has it been your aim to get rid of Hari Seldon?’

“Always! Always! Isthat so hard to understand? We deserve revenge for what he did to JoJo. Evenif he
hadn't done that, since he'sthe First Minister, weld have to put him out of the way.”

“But it's Cleon—Cleon—who must be brought down. If not only he, then at least he in addition to
Sdldon.”

“Why does afigurehead concern you?’

“Y ou weren't born yesterday. 1've never had to explain my part in this because you're not so ignorant a
fool as not to know. What can | possibly care about your plansif they don't include a replacement on the
throne?’

Namarti laughed. “Of course. I've known for along time that you look upon me as your footstool; your
way of climbing up to the Imperid throne.”

“Would you expect anything e se?’

“Not a al. I will do the planning, take the chances, and then, when dl is quite done, you gather in the
reward. It makes sense, doesn't it?’

“Yes, it does make sense, for the reward will be yours, too. Won't you become the First Minister? Won't
you be able to count on the full support of anew Emperor, one who isfilled with gratitude? Won't | be”
(and hisface twisted with irony as he pat out the words) “the new figurehead?’

“Isthat what you plan to be? A figurehead?’

“| plan to be the Emperor. | supplied money when you had none. | supplied the cadre when you had
none. | supplied the respectability you needed to build alarge organization herein Wye. | can il
withdraw everything I've brought in.”

“] don't think s0.”

“Do you want to risk it? Don't think you can treat me as you treated Kaspaov, ether. If anything
happensto me, Wyewill become uninhabitable for you and yours, and you will find that no other sector
will supply you with what you need.”

Namarti Sghed, “Then you ingst on having the Emperor killed.”

“I didn't say ‘killed.” | said brought down. The details | leaveto you.” Thislast was accompanied by an
amogt dismissve wave of the hand, aflick of thewrist, asif he were aready sitting on the Imperia
throne.



“And then you'll be Emperor?’
13 Yaﬂ

“No, youwon't. You'll be dead—and not a my hands, either. Andorin, let me teach you some of the
factsof life. If Cleoniskilled, then the matter of the succession comes up and, to avoid civil war, the
Imperid Guard will a oncekill every member of the Wyan mayord family they canfind; you first of dl.
Onthe other hand, if only the First Minister iskilled, you will be safe.”

“Why?

“A Firg Miniger isonly aFirst Minister. They come and go. It is possible that Cleon himself may have
grown tired of him and arranged the killing. Certainly, we would seeto it that rumors of this sort Spread.
Thel.G. would hesitate and would give us a chance to put the new government into place. Indeed, itis
quite possible that they would themsalves be grateful for the end of Seldon.”

“And with the new government in place, what am | to do? Keep on waiting? Forever?’

“No. Once I'm First Minigter, there will be ways of dedling with Cleon. | may even be ableto do
something with the Imperid Guard and use them as my instruments. | will then manage to find some safe
way of getting rid of Cleon, and replacing him with you.”

Andorin burst out, “Why should you?’
Namarti said, “What do you mean, why should 17’

“Y ou have apersona grudge against Seldon. Once heis gone, why should you run the unnecessary risks
at the highest level?'Y ou will make your peace with Cleon and | will haveto retireto my crumbling etate
and my impossible dreams. And perhapsto play it safe, you will have mekilled.”

Namarti said, “No! Cleon was born to the throne. He comes from severa generations of Emperors—the
proud Entun dynasty. He would be very difficult to handle, aplague. Y ou, on the other hand, would
come to the throne as amember of anew dynasty, without any strong tiesto tradition, for the previous
Wyan Emperorswere, you will admit, totally undistinguished. Y ou will be seated on a shaky throne and
will need someone to support you—me. And | will need someone who is dependent upon me and whom
| can therefore handle—you.—Come, Andorin, oursisnot amarriage of love, which fadesin ayear; itis
amarriage of convenience which can lagt life-long. Let ustrust each other.”

“Y ou swear | will be Emperor.”

“What good would swearing do if you couldn't trust my word? Let ussay | would find you an
extraordinarily useful Emperor, and | would want you to replace Cleon as soon asthat can safely be
managed. Now, introduce me to this man whom you think will be the perfect tool for your purposes.”

“Very well. And remember what makes him different. | have studied him. HEs anot-very-bright idedli<t.
Hewill do what he'stold, unconcerned by danger, unconcerned by second thoughts. And he exudes a
kind of trustworthiness so that hisvictim will trust him evenif he hasablaster in hishand.”

“I find that impossible to believe.”
“Wait till you meet him,” said Andorin.

17.
Raych kept his eyes down. He had taken a quick look at Namarti and it was al he needed. He had met



the man ten years before, when Raych had been sent to lure JoJo Joranum to his destruction, and one
look was more than enough.

Namarti had changed little in ten years. Anger and hatred were sill the dominant characteristics one
could seein him—or that Raych could seein him, at any rate, for he redlized he was not an impartial
witness—and those seemed to have marinated him into leathery permanence. Hisface was atrifle more
gaunt; his hair was flecked with gray; but his thin-lipped mouth was set in the same harsh line and his dark
eyeswere as brilliantly dangerous as ever.

That was enough, and Raych kept his eyes averted. Namarti, he felt, was not one of those who would
take to someone who could stare him straight in the face.

Namarti seemed to devour Raych with his own eyes, but the dight sneer hisface always seemed to wear
remained.

He turned to Andorin, who stood uneasily to one side, and said, quite as though the subject of
conversation were not present, “ Thisis the man, then.”

Andorin nodded and hislipsmoved in asoundless, “Yes, Chief.”
Namarti said to Raych abruptly, “Y our name.”

“Planchet, r.”

“Y ou believein our cause?’

“Yes, gr.” He spoke carefully, in accordance with Andorin'singtructions. “1 am ademocrat and want
greater participation of the peoplein the governmentd process.”

Namarti's eyesflicked in Andorin'sdirection. “ A speech-maker.”

Helooked back at Raych. “ Are you willing to undertake risks for the cause?’
“Any risk, Sr.”

“You will do asyou are told? No questions? No hanging back?’

“I will follow orders.”

“Do you know anything about gardening?’

Raych heditated. “No, Sir.”

“Y ou're a Trantorian, then? Born under the dome?’

“I wasbornin Millimaru, sr, and | was brought up in Dahl.”

“Very well,” said Namarti. Then, to Andorin. “Take him out and deliver him, temporarily, to the men
waiting there. They will take good care of him. Then come back, Andorin, | want to speak to you.”

When Andorin returned, a profound change had come over Namarti. His eyes were glittering and his
mouth was twisted into afera grin.

“Andorin,” he said, “the gods we spoke of the other day are with usto an extent | couldn't have
imagined.”



“| told you the man was suitable for our purposes.”

“Far more suitable than you think. Y ou know, of course, the tale of how Hari Seldon—our revered First
Minister—sent his son, or foster-son, rather, to see Joranum, and to set the trap into which Joranum,
agang my advice, fdl.”

“Yes,” said Andorin, nodding wearily, “1 know the story.” He said it with the air of one who knew the
gtory entirely too well.

“| saw that boy only that once, but hisface isburned into my brain. Do you suppose that ten years
passage, and false heds, and a shaved mustache could fool me? That Planchet of yoursis Raych, the
foster-son of Hari Seldon.”

Andorin paed and, for amoment, he held his breath. He said, “Are you sure of that, Chief 7’

“Assureas| am that you're standing herein front of me and that you have introduced an enemy into our
mids.”

“l had no idea—"

“Don't get nervous,” said Namarti. “I consider it the best thing you have ever doneinyour idle,
arigtocratic life. Y ou have played the role that the gods have marked out for you. If | had not known who
he was, he might have fulfilled the function for which he was undoubtedly intended, to beaspy in our
midst and an informant of our most secret plans. But since | know who heis, it won't work that way.
Instead, we now have everything.” Namarti rubbed his handstogether in ddight and, hdtingly, asif he
redized how far out of character for him it was, he smiled—and laughed.

18.
Mandlasaid thoughtfully, “1 guess | won't be seeing you anymore, Planchet.”

Raych was drying himsdlf after his shower. “Why not?’
“Gleb Andorin doesn't want meto.”
“Why not?’

Manella shrugged her smooth shoulders. “He says you have important work to do and no moretimeto
fool around. Maybe he meansyou'll get a better job.”

Raych stiffened. “What kind of work? Did he mention anything in particular?’
“No, but he said he would be going to the Imperia sector.”

“Did he? Does he often tdll you thingslike that?’

“Y ou know how it is, Planchet. When afdlow'sin bed with you, hetalksalot.”
“I know,” said Raych, who was himsdlf careful not to. “What €l se does he say?’

“Why do you ask?’ She frowned a hit. “He always asks about you, too. | noticed that about men.
They're curious about each other. Why isthat, do you suppose?’

“What do you tell him about me?’

“Not much. Just you're anice kid and you're avery decent sort. Naturaly, | don't tell him | likeyou



better than | like him. That would hurt hisfedings—and it might hurt me, too.”
Raych was getting dressed. “ So it's good-bye, then.”

“For awhile, | suppose. Gleb may change hismind. Of course, I'd like to go to the Imperia sector, if
he'd take me. I've never been there.”

Raych dmost dipped, but he managed to cough, then said, “1've never been there, either.”

“It's got the biggest buildings and the nicest places and the fanciest restaurants, and that'swhere therich
people live. I'd like to meet somerich people.”

Raych said, “1 suppose there's not much to be gotten out of a person like me.”

“Youredl right. You can't think of money al thetime, but, by the same token, you've got to think of it
some of thetime. Especialy sincel think Gleb is getting tired of me.”

Raych felt compelled to say, “No one could get tired of you,” and then found, alittle to hisown
confusion, that he meant it.

Mandlasad, “ That's what men dways say, but you'd be surprised. Anyway, it's been good, you and I,
Panchet. Take care of yourself and, who knows, we may see each other again.”

Raych nodded and found himsdlf at alossfor words. There was no way in which he could say or do
anything to express hisfedings.

With awrench, he turned hismind in other directions. He had to find out what the Namarti people were
planning. If they were separating him from Mand|a, the criss must be rapidly gpproaching. All hehad to
go on was that queer question about gardening.

Nor could he get any further information back to Seldon. He had been kept under close scrutiny since his
mesting with Namarti; and al avenues of communication were cut off—surely another indication of an
gpproaching criss.

But if hewereto find out what was going on only after it was done, and if he could communicate the
news only after it was no longer news, he would have failed.

19.

Hari Seldon was not having agood day. He had not heard from Raych since hisfirst communiqué; he
had no ideawhat was happening.

Asdefrom hisnatura concern for Raych's safety (surely he would hear if something redlly bad had
happened) there was his uneasiness over what might be planned.

It would have to be subtle. A direct attack on the Palace itsalf wastotaly out of the question. Security
there wasfar too tight. But if so, what else could be planned that would be sufficiently effective?

Thewhole thing was keeping him awake at night and distracted by day.
Thesgnd-light flashed.

“Firgt Minigter. Y our two o'clock appointment, Ssr—"

“What two o'clock appointment isthis?’



“The gardener, Manddll Gruber. He has the necessary certification.”
Seldon remembered. “Yes. Send himin.”

Thiswas no time to see Gruber, but he had agreed to it in amoment of weakness—the man had seemed
distraught. A First Minister should not have moments of weakness, but Seldon had been Seldon long
before he had become First Minigter.

“Comein, Gruber,” hesad, kindly.

Gruber stood before him, head ducking mechanically, eyes darting thisway and that. Seldon was quite
certain the gardener had never been in any room as magnificent asthis one, and he had the bitter urgeto
say: Doyoulikeit? Please tekeit. | don't want it.

But heonly said, “What isit, Gruber? Why are you so unhappy?’
There was no immediate answer; Gruber merely smiled vacantly.
Sdldon sad, “ Sit down, man. Right there in that chair.”

“Oh, no, First Miniger. It would not befitting. I'll get it dirty.”

“If you do, it will be easy to clean. Do as| say. —Good! Now just Sit there a minute or two and gather
your thoughts. Then, when you are ready, tell me what's the matter.”

Gruber sat sllent for amoment, then the words came out in apanting rush. “First Miniger. It is Chief
Gardener | am to be. The blessed Emperor himsdlf told me so.”

“Yes, | have heard of that, but that surely isn't what istroubling you. Y our new post isamatter of
congratulations and | do congratulate you. | may even have contributed to it, Gruber. | have never
forgotten your bravery at the time they tried to kill me, and you can be sure | mentioned it to His Imperia
Maesty. It isasuitable reward, Gruber, and you would deserve the promotion in any casefor it isquite
clear from your record that you are fully qudified for the post. So now thet that's out of the way, tell me
what istroubling you.”

“Hrga Miniger, it isthe very post and promotion that istroubling me. It is something | cannot manage for
| am not quaified.”

“We are convinced you are.”

Gruber grew agitated. “And isit in an office | will haveto sit?1 can't Sitinan office. | could not go out in
the open air and work with the plants and animals. | would bein prison, First Minister.”

Sdldon's eyes opened wide. “No such thing, Gruber. Y ou needn't stay in the office longer than you have
to. Y ou could wander about the grounds fredly, supervising everything. Y ou will have dl the outdoors
you want and you will merdly spare yoursdf the hard work.”

“I want the hard work, First Minister, and it's no chance a al they will let me come out of the office. |
have watched the present Chief Gardener. He couldn't leave his office, though he wanted to ever so.
Thereistoo much administration, too much bookkeeping. Sure, if he wantsto know what is going on, we
must go to hisofficeto tell him. He watches things on holovision” (this, with infinite contempt) “ as though
you can tell anything about growing, living things from images. Itisnot for me, First Minigter.”

“Come, Gruber, beaman. It'snot dl that bad. You'll get used toit. Y ou'll work your way in dowly.”



Gruber shook his head. “First off—at the very firss—I will have to ded with the new gardeners. I'll be
buried.” Then, with sudden energy, “Itisajob | do not want and must not have, First Minister.”

“Right now, Gruber, perhaps you don't want the job, but you are not done. I'll tel you that right now |
wish | were not First Minister. Thisjob istoo much for me. | even have anotion that there aretimes
when the Emperor himsdlf istired of hisImperia robes. Were dl in this gaaxy to do our work, and the
work isn't dways pleasant.”

“I understand that, First Minister, but the Emperor must be Emperor, for he was born to that. And you
must be First Minister for thereis no one ese who can do thejob. But in my casg, it isjust Chief
Gardener we are ruminating upon. There arefifty gardenersin the place who could do it aswell as|
could and who wouldn't mind the office. Y ou say that you spoke to the Emperor about how | tried to
help you. Can't you speak to him again, and explain that if he wantsto reward mefor what | did, he can
leavemeas| am?’

Seldon leaned back in his chair and said solemnly, “Gruber, | would do that for you if | could, but I've
got to explain something to you and | can only hope that you will understand it. The Emperor, in theory,
isabsolute ruler of the Empire. In actud fact, thereisvery little he can do. | run the Empire. | runthe
Empire right now much more than he does and thereis very little | can do, too. There are millionsand
billions of peopleat al levels of government, dl making decisions, al making mistakes, some acting
wisdly and heroicdly, some acting foolishly and thievishly. Therés no controlling them. Do you
understand me, Gruber?’

“| do, but what has thisto do with my case?’

“Because thereis only one place where the Emperor isredly absolute ruler, and that is over the Imperia
groundsthemsdves. Here hisword islaw and the layers of officids beneath him are few enough for him
to handle. For him to be asked to rescind a decision he has made in connection with the Imperia Palace
grounds would be to invade the only areawhich he would consider inviolate. If | wereto say, ‘ Take
back your decison on Gruber, Y our Imperid Maesty’ he would be much morelikely to relieve me of
my duties than to take back his decison. That might be agood thing for me, but it wouldn't help you

a.'y.”
Gruber said, “Does that mean there's no way things can be changed?’

“That's exactly what it means. But don't worry, Gruber, I'll helpyou al | can. I'm sorry. But now | have
redly spent dl thetime on you that | am ableto spare.”

Gruber roseto hisfeet. In his hands he twisted his green gardening cap. There was more than asuspicion
of tearsin hiseyes. “Thank you, First Minigter. | know you would like to help. Y ou're—you're agood
man, Frs Miniser.”

Heturned and | eft, sorrowing.

Seldon looked after him thoughtfully, and shook his head. Multiply Gruber'swoes by a quadrillion and
you would have the woes of al the people of the twenty-five million worlds of the Empire, and how was
he, Seldon, to work out salvation for dl of them, when he was helpless to solve the problem of one single
man who had cometo him for help?

Psychohistory could not save one man. Could it save aquadrillion?

He shook his head again, and checked the nature and time of his next appointment, and then, suddenly,
he stiffened. He shouted into his communications wire in sudden wild abandon, quite unlike hisusualy



grict control. “ Get that gardener back. Get him back right now.”
20.
“What's this about new gardeners?’ exclaimed Seldon. Thistime, he did not ask Gruber to Sit down.

Gruber's eyes blinked rapidly. Hewasin apanic at having been recalled so unexpectedly. “New
gardeners?’ he sammered.

“You sad ‘al the new gardeners.” Those were your words. What new gardeners?’

Gruber was astonished. “ Sure, if thereisanew Chief Gardener, there will be new gardeners. It isthe
custom.”

“| have never heard of this.”

“Thelast time we had achange of Chief Gardeners, you were not First Minigter. It islikely you were not
evenon Trantor.”

“But what'sit al about?’

“Well, gardeners are never discharged. Some die. Some grow too old and are pensioned off and
replaced. Still, by thetime anew Chief Gardener isready for hisduties, a least half the staff isaged and
beyond their best years. They are dl pensioned off, generoudy, and new gardeners are brought in.”

“For youth.”

“Partly, and partly because by that time there are usually new plansfor the gardens, and it isnew ideas
and new schemeswe must have. There are dmogt five hundred square kilometersin the gardens and
parklands, and it usudly takes some yearsto reorganizeit, and it ismyself who will have to superviseit
al. Please, Firgt Minister,” Gruber was gasping. “ Surely, aclever man like your own self can find away
to change the blessed Emperor's mind.”

Seldon paid no attention. His forehead was creased in concentration.
“Where do the new gardeners come from?’

“There are examinations on dl the worlds—there are always people waiting to serve as replacements.
They'll be coming in by the hundredsin adozen batches. It will take me ayear, at the least—"

“From where do they come? From where?’

“From any of amillion worlds. Wewant avariety of horticultura knowledge. Any citizen of the Empire
can qudify.”

“From Trantor, too?’

“No, not from Trantor. Thereis no onefrom Trantor in the gardens.” His voice grew contemptuous.

“Y ou can't get agardener out of Trantor. The parksthey have here under the dome aren't gardens. They
are potted plants, and the animas are in cages. Trantorians, poor specimens that they are, know nothing
about open air, free water, and the true balance of nature.”

“All right, Gruber. | will now giveyou ajob. It will be up to you to get me the names of every new
gardener scheduled to arrive over the coming weeks. Everything about them. Name. World.
| dentification number. Education. Experience. Everything. | want it here on my desk just asquickly as



possible. I'm going to send people to help you. People with machines. What kind of acomputer do you
use?’

“Only asmple onefor keeping track of plantings and species and things like that.”

“All right. The people | send will be able to do anything you can't do. | can't tell you how important this
is”

“If | should do this—"

“Gruber, thisis not the time to make bargains. Fail me, and you will not be Chief Gardener. Instead, you
will be discharged without apension.”

Alone again, he barked into his communications wire, “ Cance al appointmentsfor therest of the
afternoon.”

Hethen let hisbody flop in hischair, feding every bit of hisfifty years, and more, feding his headache
worsen. For years, for decades, security had been built about the Imperia Palace grounds, thicker, more
solid, more impenetrable, as each new layer and each new device was added.

—And every oncein awhile, hordes of strangers were let into the grounds. No questions asked,
probably, but one: Can you garden?

The stupidity involved wastoo colossa to grasp.

And he had barely caught it in time. Or had he? Was he, even now, too late?
21

Gleb Andorin gazed at Namarti through half-closed eyes. He had never liked the man, but there were
timeswhen heliked him less than he usudly did, and thiswas one of those times. Why should Andorin, a
Wyan of roya birth (that's whet it amounted to, after dl), have to work with this parvenu, this
near-psychotic paranoid?

Andorin knew why, and he had to endure, even when Namarti was once again in the process of telling
the story of how he had built up the Party during a period of ten yearsto its present pitch of perfection.
Did hetdl thisto everyone, over and over? Or wasit just Andorin who was his chosen vessd for the
receipt of it?

Namarti's face seemed to shine with glee as he said in an odd sing-song, as though it were amatter of
rote, “—so year after year, | worked on those lines, even through hopel essness and usalessness, building
an organization, chipping away at confidencein the government, cresting and intensfying dissatisfaction.
When there was the banking crisis and the week of the moratorium, [—"

He paused suddenly. “I've told you this many times, and you're sick of hearing it, aren't you?’

Andorin'slipstwitched in abrief, dry smile. Namarti was not such anidiot as not to know the bore he
was, hejust couldn't hepit. Andorin said, “Y ou've told me thismany times.” He alowed the remainder
of the question to hang in the air unanswered. The answer, after dl, was an obvious affirmative. There
was no need to face him withiit.

A dight flush crossed Namarti's sallow face. He said, “But it could have gone on forever, the building, the
chipping, without ever coming to apoint, if | hadn't had the proper tool in my hands. And without any
effort on my part, thetool cameto me.”



“The gods brought you Planchet,” said Andorin neutraly.

“You'reright. There will be agroup of gardeners entering the Imperial Palace grounds soon.” He paused
and seemed to savor the thought. “Men and women. Enough to serve asamask for the handful of our
operatives who will accompany them. Among them will be you—and Planchet. And what will make you
and Planchet unusud isthat you will be carrying blasters.”

“Surely,” said Andorin, with ddliberate malice behind a polite expression, “well be stopped at the gates
and held for questioning. Bringing anillicit blaster onto the Palace grounds—"

“Y ou won't be stopped,” said Namarti, missing the malice. *'Y ou won't be searched. That's been
arranged. You will al be greeted as amatter of course by some Palace officid. | don't know who would
ordinarily bein charge of that task—the Third Assistant Chamberlain in Charge of Grassand Leaves, for
al | know, but inthis case, it will be Seldon himsdlf. The great mathemeatician will hurry out to greet the
new gardeners and welcome them to the grounds.”

“You'resureof that, | suppose.”

“Of course | am. It'sdl been arranged. He will learn, at more or less the last minute, that his son isamong
those listed as new gardeners, and it will beimpossible for him to refrain from coming out to see him.
And when Seldon appears, Planchet will raise his blaster. Our people will raisethe cry of ‘ Treason.” In
the confusion and hurly-burly, Planchet will kill Seldon, and you will kill Planchet. Y ou will then drop your
blaster and leave. There are those who will help you leave. It's been arranged.”

“Isit absolutely necessary to kill Planchet?’

Namarti frowned. “Why? Do you object to one killing and not to another? When Planchet recovers, do
you wish himto tdll the authorities al he knows about us? Besides, thisisafamily feud we are arranging.
Don't forget that Planchet is, in actud fact, Raych Seldon. It will ook as though the two had fired
smultaneoudy at each other, or asthough Seldon had given ordersthat if his son made any hostile move,
he wasto be shot down. Wewill seeto it that the family angle will be given full publicity. 1t will be
reminiscent of the bad old days of the Bloody Emperor Manowell. The people of Trantor will surely be
repelled by the sheer wickedness of the deed. That, piled on top of dl the inefficiencies and breakdowns
they've been witnessing and living through, will raise the cry for anew government, and no onewill be
ableto refuse them, least of al the Emperor. And then well stepin.”

“Jud like that?

“No, not just likethat. | don't livein adream world. Thereislikely to be someinterim government, but it
will fail. Well seetoit thet it fails, and well come out in the open and revive the old Joranumite arguments
that the Trantorians have never forgotten. And in time, in not too much time, | will be First Minigter.”

“And 1?7’
“Will eventudly be the Emperor.”

Andorin said, “The chance of dl thisworkingissmall. —Thisisarranged. That isarranged. The other
thing isarranged. All of it hasto come together and mesh perfectly, or it will faill. Somewhere, someoneis
bound to mess up. It's an unacceptable risk.”

“Unacceptable? For whom? For you?’

“Certainly. Y ou expect meto make certain that Planchet will kill hisfather and you expect methentokill
Planchet. Why me? Aren't there tools worth less than | who might more easily be risked?’



“Y es, but to choose anyone el se would make failure certain. Who but you has so much riding on this
mission that there is no chance you will turn back in afit of vaporsat the last minute?’

“Therisk isenormous.”
“Isntit worthit to you? Y ou're playing for the Imperid throne.”

“And what risk are you taking, Chief?'Y ou will remain here, quite comfortable, and wait to hear the
news.”

Namarti'slip curled. “What afool you are, Andorin! What an Emperor you will make! Do you suppose |
take no risk because | will be here? If the gambit fails, if the plot miscarries, if some of our people are
taken, do you think they won't tell everything they know? If you were somehow caught, would you face
the tender treatment of the Imperial Guard without ever telling them about me?

“And with afailed nation attempt at hand, do you suppose they won't comb Trantor to find me?
Do you suppose that in the end they will fail to find me? And when they do find me, what do you
suppose | will haveto face a their hands? —Risk? | run aworserisk than any of you, just sitting here
doing nothing. It boils down to this, Andorin. Do you, or do you not, wish to be Emperor?’

Andorin said in alow voice, “I wish to be Emperor.”

And o things were set in motion.

22.

Raych had no trouble seeing that he was being trested with specid care. The whole group of would-be
gardeners were now quartered in one of the hotelsin the Imperia Sector, athough not one of the prime
hotels, of course.

They were an odd lot, from fifty different worlds, but Raych had little chance to spesk to any of them.
Andorin, without being too obvious about it, kept him apart from the others.

Raych wondered why. It depressed him. In fact, he had been fedling somewhat depressed since he had
left Wye. It interfered with histhinking process and he fought it, but not with entire success.

Andorin was himsdlf wearing rough clothes and was attempting to look like aworkman. He would be
playing the part of agardener asaway of running the show—whatever the show might be.

Raych felt ashamed that he hadn't even had the chance to warn hisfather. They might be doing thisfor
every Trantorian who had been pushed into the group, for dl he knew, just as an extreme precaution.
Raych estimated that there might be a dozen Trantorians among them, dl of them Namarti's people, of
course, men and women both.

What puzzled him was that Andorin treated him with what was dmogt affection. He monopolized him,
indsted on having al hismedswith him, treated him quite differently from the way in which he trested
anyoneese.

Could it be because they had shared Manella? Raych did not know enough about the mores of the
Sector of Wyeto be ableto tell whether there might not be a polyandrish touch to their society. If two
men shared awoman, did that make them in away fraternal? Did it create abond?

Raych had never heard of such athing, but he knew better than to suppose he had agrasp of even atiny
fraction of the infinite subtleties of galactic societies, even of Trantorian societies.



But now that his mind had brought him back to Manella, he dwelled on her for awhile. He missed her
terribly, and it occurred to him that that might be the cause of his depression, though, to tell the truth,
what he was fedling now, as he was finishing lunch with Andorin, was amaost despair—though he could
think of no causefor it.

Mandla

She had said she wanted to visit the Imperia Sector and, presumably, she could wheedle Andorin to her
liking. He was desperate enough to ask afoolish question. “Mr. Andorin, | keep wondering if maybe you
brought Ms. Dubanqua aong with you, here to the Imperial Sector.”

Andorin looked utterly astonished. Then he laughed gently. “Mandla? Do you see her doing any
gardening? Or even pretending she could? No, no, Mandlais one of those women invented for our quiet
moments. She hasno function a al, otherwise.” Then, “Why do you ask, Planchet?’

Raych shrugged. “1 don't know. It's sort of dull around here. | sort of thought—" Hisvoicetrailed away.

Andorin watched him carefully. Findly, he said, “ Surely, you're not of the opinion that it matters much
which woman you are involved with? | assure you it doesn't matter to her which man she'sinvolved with.
Oncethisisover, therewill be other women. Plenty of them.”

“When will thisbe over?’
“Soon. And you're going to be part of it in avery important way.” Andorin watched Raych narrowly.

Raych said, “How important? Aren't | gonna be just—agardener?’ His voice sounded hollow, and he
found himsdlf unableto put aspark iniit.

“Y oull be more than that, Planchet. Y ou'll be going in with ablaster.”

“Withawhat?’

“A blagter.”

“I never hed ablagter. Not in my wholelife.”

“Therésnothing toit. Youlift it. You point it. Y ou close the contact, and someone dies.”
“I can't kill anyone.”

“I thought you were one of us; that you would do anything for the cause.”

“I didn't mean—kill.” Raych couldn't seem to collect histhoughts. Why must he kill?What did they redlly
have in mind for him? And how would he be able to dert the Palace guards before the killing would be
carried out?

Andorin's face hardened suddenly; an instant conversion from friendly interest to stern decison. He said,
“Youmust kill.”

Raych gathered dl his strength. “No. | ain't gonnakill nobody. That'sfina.”
Andorin said, “Planchet, you will do asyou aretold.”

“Not murder.”



“Even murder.”

“How you gonnamake me?’

“I shal smply tell youto.”

Raych fdt dizzy. What made Andorin so confident?
He shook hishead. “No.”

Andorin said, “Weve been feeding you, Planchet, ever since you left Wye. | made sure you ate with me.
| supervised your diet. Especidly the medl you've just eaten.”

Raych fdt the horror rise within him. He suddenly understood. “ Desperance!”
“Exactly,” said Andorin. “Y ou're asharp devil, Planchet.”

“Itsillegd.”

“Yes, of course. So's murder.”

Raych knew about desperance. It was achemica modification of a perfectly harmlesstranquilizer. The
modified form, however, did not produce tranquillity, but despair. It had been outlawed because of its
use in mind control, though there were persistent rumors that the Imperid Guard used it.

Andorin said, asthough it were not hard to read Raych's mind, “It's called desperance because that's an
old word meaning ‘ hopelessness.” | think you'refeding hopeless”

“Never,” whispered Raych.

“Very resolute of you, but you can't fight the chemical. And the more hopeless you fed, the more
effectivethe drug.”

“No chance.”

“Think about it, Planchet. Namarti recognized you at once, even without your mustache. He knows you
are Raych Sdldon, and, a my direction, you are going to kill your father.”

Raych muttered, “Not before | kill you.”

Herose from his chair. There should be no problem at al in this. Andorin might betaler, but hewas
dender and, clearly, no athlete. Raych would break him in two with one arm—but he swayed as herose.
He shook his head, but it wouldn't clear.

Andorin rose, too, and backed away. He drew hisright hand from where it had been resting within his
left deeve. He was holding aweapon.

He said pleasantly, “1 came prepared. | have been informed of your prowess as a Heliconian Twister and
there will be no hand-to-hand combat.”

He looked down at hisweapon. “ Thisisnot ablaster,” he said. “1 can't afford to have you killed before
you accomplish your task. It'saneuronic whip. Much worsein away. | will am at your left shoulder and,
believe me, the pain will be so excruciating that the world's greatest stoic would not be able to endure

it.”



Raych, who had been advancing dowly and grimly, stopped abruptly. He had been twelve years old
when he had had ataste—a small one—of a neuronic whip. Once struck, no one ever forgot the pain,
however long he lived, however full of incidentshislife.

Andorin said, “Moreover, | will usefull strength so that the nervesin your upper amswill be stimulated
firgt into unbearable pain and then damaged into usdessness. Y ou will never useyour left arm again. | will
spare the right so you can handle the blaster. —Now if you St down and accept matters, as you must,
you may keep both arms. Of course, you must eat again so your desperance level increases. Y our
Stuation will only worsen.”

Raych fdt the drug-induced despair settle over him, and the despair served, initself, to deepen the effect.
Hisvison wasturning double, and he could think of nothing to say.

He knew only that he would have to do what Andorin would tell him to do. He had played the game, and
he had logt.

23.

“No!” Hari Seldon wasamost violent. “I don't want you out there, Dors.”

Venabili stared back at him, with an expresson asfirm ashisown. “Then | won't let you go either,
Hari.”

“I must bethere”
“Itisnot your place. It isthe First Gardener who must greet these new people.”
“Soitis. But Gruber can't do it. HE's abroken man.”

“He must have adeputy of some sort, an assstant. Let the old Chief Gardener do it. He holds the office
till theend of theyear.”

“Theold Chief Gardener istooill. Besdes,” Seldon hesitated, “there are ringers among the gardeners.
Trantorians. They're here for some reason. | have the names of every one of them.”

“Have them taken into custody, then. Every last one of them. It'ssmple. Why are you making it so
complex?’

“Because we don't know why they're here. Something's up. | don't see what twelve gardeners can do,
but— No, let me rephrase that. | can see adozen thingsthey can do, but | don't know which one of
those things they plan. Wewill indeed take them into custody, but | must know more about everything
beforeit's done.

“We have to know enough to winkle out everyone in the conspiracy from top to bottom, and we must
know enough of what they're doing to be able to make the proper punishment stick. | don't want to get
twelve men and women on what is essentialy amisdemeanor charge. They'll plead desperation; the need
for ajob. They'll complainitisn't fair for Trantoriansto be excluded. They'll get plenty of sympathy and
well beleft looking likefools. We must give them a chance to convict themsalves of more than that.
Besdes—"

Therewas along pause and Venabili said wrathfully, “Wel, what's the new ‘ besides?’
Sdldon's voice lowered. “ One of the twelveis Raych, using the dlias Planchet.”
“Wha?'



“Why are you surprised? | sent him to Wyeto infiltrate the Joranumite movement and he's succeeded in
infiltrating something. | have every faith in him. If he'sthere, he knowswhy he'sthere, and he must have
some sort of plan to put aspokein thewhed. But | want to be there, too. | want to see him. | want to be
inapostionto helpif I can.”

“If you want to help him, have fifty Guards of the Palace standing shoulder to shoulder on either side of
your gardeners.”

“No. Again, well end up with nothing. Security will bein place, but not in evidence. The gardenersin
question must think they have a clear hand to do whatever it isthey plan to do. Before they can do so,
but after they have madeit quite plain what they intend—well have them.”

“That'srisky. It'srisky for Raych.”

“Risks are something we have to take. Therés moreriding on thisthan individud lives”
“That isaheartlessthing to say.”

“You think | have no heart? Even if it broke, my concern would have to be with Psycho—"
“Don't say it.” Sheturned away asif in pain.

“I understand,” said Seldon, “but you mustn't be there. Y our presence would be so inappropriate that the
congpirators will suspect we know too much and will abort their plan. | don't want their plan aborted.”

He paused, then said softly, “Dors, you say your job isto protect me. That comes before protecting
Raych and you know that. | wouldn't insst onit, but to protect meisto protect Psychohistory and the
entire human species. That must comefirst. What | have of Psychohistory tellsmethat 1, in turn, must
protect the center at al costs, and that iswhat | am trying to do. —Do you understand?’

Venabili said, “1 understand,” and turned away from him.
Sdldon thought: And I hope I'm right.

If he weren't, she would never forgive him. Far worse, he would never forgive himself. Psychohistory or
not.

24.

They werelined up beautifully, feet spread gpart, hands behind their backs, every onein anatty green
uniform, loosaly-fitted and with wide pockets. There was very little gender differential and one could only
guessthat some of the shorter ones were women. The hoods covered whatever hair they had, but then,
gardeners were supposed to clip their hair quite short, either sex, and there could be no facia hair.

Why that should be, one couldn't say. The word “tradition” coveredit dl, asit covered so many things,
some useful, somefoolish.

Facing them was Mandel | Gruber, flanked on either Side by a deputy. Gruber was trembling, his
wide-open eyes glazed.

Hari Seldon'slipstightened. If Gruber could but manage to say, “The Emperor's Gardeners greet you
al,” that would be enough. Seldon himsalf would then take over.

His eyes swept over the new contingent and he located Raych.



His heart jumped abit. It was the mustacheless Raych in the front row, standing morerigid than the re<t,
staring straight ahead. His eyes did not move to meet Seldon's; he showed no sign of recognition,
however subtle.

Good, thought Seldon. He's not supposed to. He's giving nothing away.
Gruber muttered awesk welcome and Seldon jumped in.

He advanced with an easy dtride, putting himsdf immediately before Gruber and said, “ Thank you,
Acting First Gardener. Men and women, Gardeners of the Emperor, you are to undertake an important
task. You will be responsiblefor the beauty and health of the only open land on our great world of
Trantor, capita of the Galactic Empire. You will seetoit that if we don't have the endless vistas of open,
undomed worlds, we will haveasmal jewd herethat will outshine anything elsein the Empire.

“Youwill dl beunder Mandell Gruber, who will shortly become First Gardener. He will report to me,
when necessary, and | will report to the Emperor. Thismeans, asyou can al see, that you will be only
three levelsremoved from the Imperia presence, and you will aways be under his benign watch. | am
certain that even now heis surveying usfrom the Smal Palace, his persona home, which isthe building
you see to the right—the one with the opal-layered dome—and that heis pleased with what he sees.

“Before you gtart work, of course, you will al undertake a course of training that will make you entirely
familiar with the grounds and their needs. Y ou will—"

He had by thistime, moved, dmost stedlthily, to apoint directly in front of Raych, who still remained
motionless, unblinking.

Sdldon tried not to look unnaturally benign and then adight frown crossed hisface. The person directly
behind Raych looked familiar. He might have gone unrecognized if Seldon had not studied his hologram.
Wasn't that Gleb Andorin of Wye? Raych's patron in Wye, in fact? What was he doing here?

Andorin must have noticed Seldon's sudden regard, for he muttered something between scarcely opened
lipsand Raych'sright arm, moving forward from behind his back, plucked a blaster out of the wide
pocket of his green doublet. So did Andorin.

Sdldon felt himsdlf going into near-shock. How could blasters have been alowed onto the grounds?
Confused, he bardly heard the cries of “Treason” and the sudden noise of running and shouting.

All that redlly occupied Seldon’'s mind was Raych's blaster pointing directly a him, and Raych looking at
him without any sign of recognition. Seldon's mind filled with horror as he redlized that his son was going
to shoot, and that he himself was only seconds from desth.

25.

A blasgter, despite its name, does not “blast” in the proper sense of the term. It vaporizes and blows out
an interior and, if anything, causes an implosion. Thereisa soft, Sghing sound, leaving what gppearsto be
a“blasted” object.

Hari Seldon did not expect to hear that sound. He expected only degth. It was, therefore, with surprise
that he heard the distinctive soft, sghing sound, and he blinked rapidly as he looked down at himsdlf,
dack-jawed.

Hewas adive? (He thought it as a question, not a statement.)

Raych was gill stlanding there, hisblaster pointing forward, his eyes glazed. He was absolutely motionless



as though some motive power had ceased.

Behind him was the crumpled body of Andorin, falen in apool of blood, and standing next to him,
blaster in hand, was a gardener. The hood had dipped away; the gardener was clearly awoman with
freshly clipped hair.

She dlowed hersdlf aglance at Seldon and said, “Y our son knows me as Manella Dubangua. I'm
Imperid Guard. Do you want my identification, First Minister?’

“No,” said Sedon faintly. Security personnel had converged on the scene. “My son! What'swrong with
my son?’

“Desperance, | think,” said Manella. “That can be washed out eventudly.” She reached forward to take
the blaster out of Raych's hand. “I'm sorry | didn't act sooner. | had to wait for an overt move and, when
it came, it dmaost caught me napping.”

“I had the same trouble. We must take Raych to the Paace hospital.”

A confused noise suddenly emanated from the Small Palace. It occurred to Seldon that the Emperor was
indeed watching the proceedings and, if so, he must be grandly furious indeed.

“Take care of my son, Ms. Dubanqua,” said Seldon. “1 must see the Emperor.”

He st off a an undignified run through the chaos on the Great Lawns, and dashed into the Small Pdace
without ceremony. Cleon could scarcely grow any angrier over that.

And there, with an appaled group watching in stupor—there, on the semi-circular sairway, wasthe
body of HisImperid Mgesty, Cleon |, smashed al but beyond recognition. Hisrich Imperia robes now
served as ashroud. Cowering againgt the wall, staring stupidly at the horrified faces surrounding him, was
Mandell Gruber.

Seldon felt he could take no more. He took in the blaster lying at Gruber's feet. It had been Andorin's, he
was sure. He asked softly, “ Gruber, what have you done?’

Gruber, staring at him, babbled, “Everyone screaming and yeling. | thought, who would know? They
would think someone else had killed the Emperor. But then | couldn't run.”

“But Gruber. Why?’
“So | wouldn't have to be First Gardener.” And he collapsed.
Seldon stared in shock at the unconscious Gruber.

Everything had worked out by the narrowest of margins. He himsdlf was dive. Raych was dive. Andorin
was dead and the Joranumite conspiracy would now be hunted down to the last person.

The center would have held, just as Psychohistory had dictated.
And then one man, for areason so trivid asto defy analysis, had killed the Emperor.

And now, thought Seldon in despair, what do we do? What happens?
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