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THE STORY BEH ND THE " FOUNDATI ON'By | SAAC ASI MOV The date was August 1, 1941.
Wrld War Il had been raging for two years. France had fallen, the Battle of
Britain had been fought, and the Soviet Union had just been invaded by Nazi
Germany. The bonbi ng of Pearl Harbor was four nonths in the future.

But on that day, with Europe in flanes, and the evil shadow of Adolf Hitler
apparently falling over all the world, what was chiefly on nmy mnd was a
nmeeting toward which I was hast ening.

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

| therefore tried a device | sonetines use. | opened a book at random and set
up free association, beginning with whatever | first saw. The book | had wth
me was a collection of the Glbert and Sullivan plays. | happened to open it
to the picture of the Fairy Queen of |olanthe throwi ng herself at the feet of
Private WIllis. | thought of soldiers, of nmlitary enpires, of the Roman
Empire — of a Galactic Enpire — aha!
Why shouldn't | wite of the fall of the Galactic Enpire and of the return of
feudalism witten fromthe vi ewpoint of someone in the secure days of the
Second Gal actic Enpire? After all, | had read G bbon's Decline and Fall of the
Roman Enpire not once, but twce

| was bubbling over by the time | got to Canpbell's, and ny enthusi asm nust
have been catching for Canpbell blazed up as |I had never seen himdo. In the
course of an hour we built up the notion of a vast series of connected stories
that were to deal in intricate detail with the thousand-year period between
the First and Second Gal actic Enpires. This was to be illum nated by the

sci ence of psychohistory, which Canmpbell and | thrashed out between us.

On August 11, 1941, therefore, | began the story of that interregnum and
called it "Foundation." In it, | described how the psychohi storian, Hari

Sel don, established a pair of Foundations at opposite ends of the Universe
under such circunstances as to make sure that the forces of history would
bring about the second Enpire after one thousand years instead of the thirty

t housand that woul d be required ot herw se.

The story was subnitted on Septenber 8 and, to nake sure that Canpbell really

meant what he said about a series, | ended "Foundation" on a cliff-hanger
Thus, it seenmed to ne, he would be forced to buy a second story.

However, when | started the second story (on Cctober 24), | found that | had
outsmarted nyself. | quickly wote nyself into an inpasse, and the Foundation

series woul d have died an i gnom nious death had I not had a conversation with
Fred Pohl on Novenmber 2 (on the Brooklyn Bridge, as it happened). | don't
renmenber what Fred actually said, but, whatever it was, it pulled ne out of
the hol e.

"Foundati on" appeared in the May 1942 issue of Astounding and the succeedi ng
story, "Bridle and Saddle,"” in the June 1942 issue.

After that there was only the routine trouble of witing the stories. Through
t he remai nder of the decade, John Canpbell kept nmy nose to the grindstone and
made sure he got additional Foundation stories.

"The Big and the Little" was in the August 1944 Astounding, "The Wdge" in the



Cct ober 1944 issue, and "Dead Hand" in the April 1945 issue. (These stories
were witten while | was working at the Navy Yard in Philadel phia.) On January
26, 1945, | began "The Mule," ny personal favorite anong the Foundation
stories, and the longest yet, for it was 50,000 words. It was printed as a

two-part serial (the very first serial | was ever responsible for) in the
Novenber and December 1945 issues. By the time the second part appeared | was
in the arny.

After | got out of the army, | wote "Now You See It-" which appeared in the
January 1948 issue. By this tine, though, | had grown tired of the Foundation
stories so | tried to end themby setting up, and solving, the nystery of the
| ocation of the Second Foundati on. Canpbell would have none of that, however.
He forced me to change the ending, and nmade me promise | would do one nore
Foundati on story.

Wl |, Campbell was the kind of editor who could not be denied, so | wote one
nore Foundation story, vowing to myself that it would be the last. | called it
"—And Now You Don't," and it appeared as a three-part serial in the Novenber
1949, Decenber 1949, and January 1950 issues of Astoundi ng.

By then, | was on the biochem stry faculty of Boston University School of
Medi cine, ny first book had just been published, and | was determ ned to nove
on to new things. | had spent eight years on the Foundation, witten nine

stories with a total of about 220,000 words. My total earnings for the series
came to $3,641 and that seemed enough. The Foundation was over and done with,
as far as | was concerned.

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

The publisher of Ghone felt, however, that the series began too abruptly. He
persuaded ne to wite a small Foundation story, one that woul d serve as an

i ntroductory section to the first book (so that the first part of the
Foundation series was the last witten).

In 1951, the Ghone Press edition of Foundation was published, containing the
i ntroduction and the first four stories of the series. In 1952, Foundation and
Enpire appeared, with the fifth and sixth stories; and in 1953, Second
Foundati on appeared, with the seventh and eighth stories. The three books
toget her came to be called The Foundation Tril ogy.

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

di stributed properly, so that few copies were sold and fewer still paid ne
royalties. (Nowadays, copies of first editions of those Ghone Press books sel
at $50 a copy and up-but | still get no royalties fromthem) Ace Books did

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

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

Sel des was horrified, and instantly set about getting the books away from
Gnonme Press so that Doubl eday coul d publish theminstead. He paid no attention
to ny loudly expressed fears that Doubl eday "would lose its shirt on them" In
August 1961 an agreenment was reached and the Foundati on books becane Doubl eday
property. Wat's nore, Avon Books, which had published a paperback version of
Second Foundation, set about obtaining the rights to all three from Doubl eday,



and put out nice editions.

From that nmoment on, the Foundation books took off and began to earn

i ncreasing royalties. They have sold well and steadily, both in hardcover and
softcover, for two decades so far. Increasingly, the letters | received from
t he readers spoke of themin high praise. They received nore attention than
all ny other books put together.

Doubl eday al so published an omi bus vol une, The Foundation Trilogy, for its
Sci ence Fiction Book C ub. That ommi bus vol une has been continuously featured
by the Book Club for over twenty years.

Matters reached a climax in 1966. The fans organi zing the Wrld Science
Fiction Convention for that year (to be held in develand) decided to award a
Hugo for the best all-tine series, where the series, to qualify, had to
consi st of at |east three connected novels. It was the first tinme such a
category had been set up, nor has it been repeated since. The Foundation
series was nonminated, and | felt that was going to have to be glory enough for
me, since | was sure that Tolkien's "Lord of the R ngs" would w n.

It didn't. The Foundation series won, and the Hugo |I received for it has been
sitting on ny bookcase in the |ivingroomever since.

In among all this litany of success, both in nmoney and in fame, there was one
annoyi ng side-effect. Readers couldn't help but notice that the books of the
Foundati on series covered only three hundred-plus years of the thousand-year
hi at us between Enpires. That neant the Foundation series "wasn't finished."
got innumerable letters fromreaders who asked ne to finish it, fromothers
who demanded | finish it, and still others who threatened dire vengeance if |
didn't finish it. Wrse yet, various editors at Doubl eday over the years have
pointed out that it mght be wise to finish it.

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

That didn't nean | was witing no fiction at all. In the 1960s and 1970s, in
fact, I wote two science-fiction novels and a nystery novel, to say nothing

of well over a hundred short stories — but about eighty percent of what |
wote was nonfiction

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

would be willing to take on the task
When Ashread nentioned this to nme in 1973, | began anot her Foundati on novel
out of sheer desperation. | called it "Lightning Rod" and nanaged to wite

fourteen pages before other tasks called ne away. The fourteen pages were put
away and additional years passed.

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

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

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

"Betty," | said, "I am already working on a big science book for Doubl eday and
| have to revise the Biographi cal Encycl opedia for Doubl eday and —" "It can
all wait," she said. "You are going to sign a contract to do a novel. Wat's
nore, we're going to give you a $50,000 advance."

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



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

"No, it isn't," she said

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

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

| said, desperately, "All right. Have the contract read that | don't get any
money until | notify you in witing that | have begun the novel."

"Are you crazy?" she said. "You'll never start if that clause is in the
contract. You get $25,000 on signing the contract, and $25,000 on delivering a
conpl et ed manuscript."

"But suppose the novel is no good."

"Now you're being silly," she said, and she ended the conversation

That night, Pat LoBrutto, the science-fiction editor at Doubl eday called to
express his pleasure. "And renenber,"” he said, "that when we say 'novel' we
mean ' science-fiction novel,' not anything el se. And when we say
"science-fiction novel,' we nean 'Foundation novel' and not anything else.”

On February 5, 1981, | signed the contract, and within the week, the Doubl eday
accounting system cranked out the check for $25, 000.

| mopaned that | was not ny own master anynore and Hugh O Neill said
cheerfully, "That's right, and fromnow on, we're going to call every other
week and say, 'Wiere's the manuscript? " (But they didn't. They left ne
strictly alone, and never even asked for a progress report.) Nearly four
nmont hs passed while | took care of a vast nunber of things |I had to do, but
about the end of May, | picked up ny own copy of The Foundation Tril ogy and
began readi ng.

| had to. For one thing, | hadn't read the Trilogy in thirty years and while
renenbered the general plot, | did not renmenber the details. Besides, before
begi nni ng a new Foundation novel | had to i nmerse nyself in the style and

at nosphere of the series.

| read it with nmounting uneasiness. | kept waiting for sonmething to happen

and nothing ever did. Al three volunes, all the nearly quarter of a mllion
wor ds, consisted of thoughts and of conversations. No action. No physica
suspense.

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

I was on the edge of deciding it was all a terrible mstake and of insisting
on giving back the noney, when (quite by accident, | swear) | came across sone
sentences by science-fiction witer and critic, James Gunn, who, in connection
with the Foundation series, said, "Action and romance have little to do with
the success of the Trilogy — virtually all the action takes place offstage,
and the romance is alnost invisible — but the stories provide a
detective-story fascination with the permutations and reversals of ideas."

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

page 15 on that day, | proceeded to work toward the new endi ng.
| found, to my infinite relief, that I had no trouble getting back into a
"Foundat i on-nood," and, fresh fromny rereading, | had Foundation history at

nmy finger-tips.

There were differences, to be sure: 1) The original stories were witten for a
sci ence-fiction magazi ne and were from 7,000 to 50,000 words | ong, and no
nore. Consequently, each book in the trilogy had at |east two stories and

| acked unity. | intended to make the new book a single story.

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



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

astronony was primtive conpared with what it is today. | could take advantage
of that and at |east nmention black holes, for instance. | could al so take
advant age of el ectronic conputers, which had not been invented until | was
hal f through with the series.

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

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

I had kept "Lightning Rod" as ny working title all the way through, but Hugh
finally said, "lIs there any way of putting 'Foundation' into the title,

| saac?" | suggested Foundations at Bay, therefore, and that may be the title
that will actually be used. * You will have noticed that | have said nothing
about the plot of the new Foundation novel. Well, naturally. | would rather
you buy and read the book

And yet there is one thing | have to confess to you. | generally nanage to tie
up all the | oose ends into one neat little bowknot at the end of ny stories,
no matter how conplicated the plot mght be. In this case, however, | noticed
that when | was all done, one glaring little itemrenmai ned unresol ved.

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

It is even possible that | inadvertently gave this away for at the end of the
novel, | wote: "The End (for now)."
| very much fear that if the novel proves successful, Doubleday will be at ny

t hroat again, as Canpbell used to be in the old days. And yet what can | do
but hope that the novel is very successful indeed. Wat a quandary!

*Editor's note: The novel was published in October 1982 as Foundation's Edge.
PROLOGUE The Gal actic Enmpire Was Falling.

It was a col ossal Enpire, stretching across mllions of worlds fromarmend to

armend of the mghty multi-spiral that was the Ml ky Way. Its fall was

colossal, too — and a long one, for it had a long way to go.

It had been falling for centuries before one man becane really aware of that

fall. That man was Hari Sel don, the man who represented the one spark of

creative effort left anong the gathering decay. He devel oped and brought to
its highest pitch the science of psychohistory.

Psychohi story dealt not with man, but with nan-masses. It was the science of

nobs; nobs in their billions. It could forecast reactions to stimuli with
somet hing of the accuracy that a | esser science could bring to the forecast of
a rebound of a billiard ball. The reaction of one man coul d be forecast by no
known mat hematics; the reaction of a billion is sonething el se again.

Hari Seldon plotted the social and econonmic trends of the time, sighted al ong
the curves and foresaw the continuing and accelerating fall of civilization
and the gap of thirty thousand years that nust el apse before a struggling new
Enmpire could energe fromthe ruins.

It was too late to stop that fall, but not too late to narrow t he gap of
barbari sm Sel don established two Foundations at "opposite ends of the Gal axy"
and their location was so designed that in one short mllennium events woul d
knit and nmesh so as to force out of thema stronger, nore pernmanent, nore
benevol ent Second Enpire.

Foundati on (Gnonme Press, 1951) has told the story of one of those Foundations
during the first two centuries of life.

It began as a settlement of physical scientists on Term nus, a planet at the
extreme end of one of the spiral arnms of the Gal axy. Separated fromthe
turmoil of the Enpire, they worked as conpilers of a universal conpendi um of
know edge, the Encycl opedia Gal actica, unaware of the deeper role planned for
them by the already-dead Sel don, As the Enpire rotted, the outer regions fel
into the hands of independent "kings." The Foundati on was threatened by them
However, by playing one petty rul er agai nst another, under the | eadership of
their first mayor, Salvor Hardin, they maintai ned a precarious independence.



As sol e possessors, of nuclear power anmong worlds which were losing their

sci ences and falling back on coal and oil, they even established an
ascendancy. The Foundation becane the "religious" center of the nei ghboring
ki ngdons.

Slow y, the Foundation devel oped a trading econonmy as the Encycl opedi a receded
into the background. Their Traders, dealing in nuclear gadgets which not even
the Enpire in its heyday could have duplicated for compactness, penetrated
hundreds of light-years through the Periphery.

Under Hober Mallow, the first of the Foundation's Merchant Princes, they

devel oped the techni ques of economic warfare to the point of defeating the
Republic of Korell, even though that world was receiving support from one of
the outer provinces of what was left of the Empire.

At the end of two hundred years, the Foundation was the nost powerful state in
t he Gal axy, except for the remains of the Enpire, which, concentrated in the
inner third of the MIky Way, still controlled three quarters of the
popul ati on and weal th of the Universe.

It seened inevitable that the next danger the Foundation woul d have to face
was the final lash of the dying Enpire.

The way rmust he cleared for the battle of Foundation and Enpire.

PART | THE GENERAL 1. SEARCH FOR MAG CIANS BEL RICSE .... In his relatively
short career, Riose earned the title of "The Last of the Inperials" and earned
it well. A study of his canpaigns reveals himto be the equal of Peurifoy in

strategic ability and his superior perhaps in his ability to handl e nen. That
he was born in the days of the decline of Enpire nmade it all but inpossible
for himto equal Peurifoy's record as a conqueror. Yet he had his chance when
the first of the Enpire's generals to do so, he faced the Foundation
squarely...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA* *All quotations fromthe Encycl opedia Gal actica here
reproduced are taken fromthe 116th Edition published in 1020 F. E. by the
Encycl opedi a Gal actica Publishing Co., Terminus, with permi ssion of the
publ i shers.

Bel Riose traveled without escort, which is not what court etiquette
prescribes for the head of a fleet stationed in a yet-sullen stellar systemon
the Marches of the Galactic Enpire.

But Bel Ri ose was young and energetic — energetic enough to be sent as near
the end of the universe as possible by an unenotional and cal cul ating court —
and curious besides. Strange and inprobable tales fancifully-repeated by
hundreds and nurkily-known to thousands intrigued the last faculty; the
possibility of a mlitary venture engaged the other twod. The conbi nati on was
over poweri ng.

He was out of the dowdy ground-car he had appropriated and at the door of the
fadi ng mansi on that was his destination. He waited. The photonic eye that
spanned the doorway was alive, but when the door opened it was by hand.

Bel Riose snmled at the old man. "I am Ri ose-" "I recogni ze you." The old man
remai ned stiffly and unsurprised in his place. "Your business?"

Ri ose withdrew a step in a gesture of subm ssion. "One of peace. If you are
Ducem Barr, | ask the favor of conversation."”

Ducem Barr stepped aside and in the interior of the house the walls gl owed
into life, The general entered into daylight.

He touched the wall of the study, then stared at his fingertips. "You have
this on Siwenna?"

Barr smiled thinly. "Not el sewhere, | believe. | keep this in repair nyself as
well as | can. | must apol ogi ze for your wait at the door. The autonatic
device registers the presence of a visitor but will no | onger open the door."
"Your repairs fall short?" The general's voice was faintly nocking.

"Parts are no longer available. If you will sit, sir. You drink tea?"

"On Siwenna? My good sir, it is socially inpossible not to drink it here."
The old patrician retreated noi selessly with a slow bow that was part of the
cerenonious | egacy left by the aristocracy of the last century's better days.
Ri ose | ooked after his host's departing figure, and his studied urbanity grew



a bit uncertain at the edges. Hi s education had been purely mlitary; his
experience |ikewi se. He had, as the cliché, has it, faced death many ti nes;

but always death of a very fam liar and tangi ble nature, Consequently, there
is no inconsistency in the fact that the idolized lion of the Twentieth Fl eet
felt chilled in the suddenly musty atnosphere of an anci ent room

The general recognized the small bl ack-ivroid boxes that |ined the shelves to
be books. Their titles were unfamliar. He guessed that the large structure at
one end of the roomwas the receiver that transnmuted the books into

si ght - and-sound on dermand. He had never seen one in operation; but he had
heard of them

Once he had been told that |ong before, during the gol den ages when the Empire
had been co-extensive with the entire Gal axy, nine houses out of every ten had
such receivers — and such rows of books.

But there were borders to watch now, books were for old men. And half the
stories told about the old days were mythical anyway. Mre than half.

The tea arrived, and R ose seated hinself. DucemBarr lifted his cup. "To your
honor . "

"Thank you. To yours."

Ducem Barr said deliberately, "You are said to be young. Thirty-five?"

"Near enough. Thirty-four."

"In that case," said Barr, with soft enphasis, "I could not begin better than
by informng you regretfully that I amnot in the possession of |ove charns,
potions, or philtres. Nor aml| in the | east capable of influencing the favors

of any young | ady as nay appeal to you."

"I have no need of artificial aids in that respect, sir." The conpl acency
undeni ably present in the general's voice was stirred with anmusenent. "Do you
recei ve many requests for such comodities?"

"Enough. Unfortunately, an uninformed public tends to confuse scholarship with
magi cianry, and love life seens to be that factor which requires the | argest
quantity of magical tinkering."

"And so would seem nost natural. But | differ. |I connect scholarship wth
not hi ng but the neans of answering difficult questions."

The Siwenni an considered sonberly, "You may be as wong as they!"

"That may turn out or not." The young general set down his cup in its flaring
sheath and it refilled. He dropped the offered flavor-capsule into it with a
smal | splash. "Tell nme then, patrician, who are the nagicians? The real ones."
Barr seened startled at a title | ong-unused. He said, "There are no
magi ci ans. "

"But peopl e speak of them Siwenna crawls with the tales of them There are
cults being built about them There is sone strange connection between it and
t hose groups anong your countrynmen who dream and drivel of ancient days and
what they call liberty and autonony. Eventually the matter m ght becone a
danger to the State.™

The old man shook his head. "Wy ask me? Do you snell rebellion, with nyself
at the head?"

Ri ose shrugged, "Never. Never. Ch, it is not a thought conpletely ridicul ous.
Your father was an exile in his day; you yourself a patriot and a chauvini st
in yours. It is indelicate in me as a guest to nmention it, but my business
here requires it. And yet a conspiracy now? | doubt it. Siwenna has had the
spirit beat out of it these three generations."

The old man replied with difficulty, "I shall be as indelicate a host as you a
guest. | shall rem nd you that once a viceroy thought as you did of the
spiritless Siwennians. By the orders of that viceroy my father becane a
fugitive pauper, ny brothers martyrs, and my sister a suicide. Yet that
viceroy died a death sufficiently horrible at the hands of these sane slavish
Si wenni ans. "

"Ah, yes, and there you touch nearly on sonething | could wi sh to say. For
three years the nysterious death of that viceroy has been no mystery to ne.
There was a young sol dier of his personal guard whose actions were of
interest. You were that soldier, but there is no need of details, | think."



Barr was quiet. "None. What do you propose?"

"That you answer ny questions."

"Not under threats. | amold enough for life not to nean particularly

over nuch. "

"My good sir, these are hard tines," said Ri ose, with meaning, "and you have
children and friends. You have a country for which you have nout hed phrases of
love and folly in the past. Come, if | should decide to use force, ny aim
woul d not be so poor as to strike you."

Barr said coldly, "What do you want ?"

Ri ose held the enpty cup as he spoke. "Patrician, listen to me. These are days
when the nost successful soldiers are those whose function is to |lead the
dress parades that wind through the inperial palace grounds on feast days and
to escort the sparkling pleasure ships that carry H s Inperial Splendor to the

sumer planets. | ... | ama failure. | ama failure at thirty-four, and
shall stay a failure. Because, you see, | like to fight.

"That's why they sent nme here. I'mtoo troublesone at court. | don't fit in
with the etiquette. | offend the dandies and the lord admrals, but I'mtoo

good a | eader of ships and nmen to be di sposed of shortly be being marooned in
space. So Siwenna is the substitute. It's a frontier world; a rebellious and a
barren province. It is far away, far enough away to satisfy all.

"And so | noul der. There are no rebellions to stamp down, and the border

vi ceroys do not revolt lately, at least, not since Hs Inperial Myjesty's late
father of glorious nenory made an exanpl e of Muntel of Paramay."

"A strong Enperor," nuttered Barr.

"Yes, and we need nore of them He is ny master; remenber that. These are his
interests | guard.”

Barr shrugged unconcernedly. "How does all this relate to the subject?"

"I'"ll show you in two words. The magicians |'ve nmentioned conme from beyond- out
there beyond the frontier guards, where the stars are scattered thinly-"
"'Where the stars are scattered thinly, quoted Barr, "'And the cold of space
seeps in."" "lIs that poetry?" Riose frowned. Verse seened frivolous at the
monent. "ln any case, they're fromthe Periphery — fromthe only quarter where
| amfree to fight for the glory of the Enperor."

"And thus serve His Inperial Majesty's interests and satisfy your own | ove of
a good fight."

"Exactly. But | must know what | fight; and there you can help."

"How do you know?"

Ri ose ni bbl ed casually at a cakelet. "Because for three years | have traced
every rumnor, every nyth, every breath concerning the magi cians — and of al

the library of information | have gathered, only two isolated facts are

unani nously agreed upon, and are hence certainly true. The first is that the
magi ci ans conme fromthe edge of the Gal axy opposite Siwenna; the second is
that your father once net a nagician, alive and actual, and spoke with him"
The aged Siwenni an stared unblinkingly, and Ri ose continued, "You had better
tell me what you know-" Barr said thoughtfully, "It would be interesting to
tell you certain things. It would be a psychohistoric experinent of ny own."
"What ki nd of experinment?"

"Psychohi storic.” The old man had an unpl easant edge to his snile. Then
crisply, "You' d better have nore tea. |'mgoing to make a bit of a speech.”

He | eaned far back into the soft cushions of his chair. The wall-Iights had
softened to a pink-ivory glow, which nellowed even the soldier's hard profile.
Ducem Barr began, "My own know edge is the result of two accidents; the

acci dents of being born the son of ny father, and of being born the native of
my country. It begins over forty years ago, shortly after the great Massacre,
when ny father was a fugitive in the forests of the South, while |I was a
gunner in the viceroy's personal fleet. This sane viceroy, by the way, who had
ordered the Massacre, and who died such a cruel death thereafter.”

Barr smiled grimy, and continued, "My father was a Patrician of the Enpire
and a Senator of Siwenna. H's nane was Onum Barr."

Ri ose interrupted inpatiently, "I know the circunstances of his exile very



well. You needn't elaborate upon it."

The Siwenni an ignored himand proceeded w thout deflection. "During his exile
a wanderer came upon hiny a nerchant fromthe edge of the Gal axy; a young nan
who spoke a strange accent, knew nothing of recent Inperial history, and who
was protected by an individual force-shield."

"An individual force-shield?" R ose glared. "You speak extravagance. \Wat
generator could be powerful enough to condense a shield to the size of a
single man? By the Great Gal axy, did he carry five thousand nyria-tons of

nucl ear power-source about with himon a little wheel ed gocart?"

Barr said quietly, "This is the magician of whom you hear whispers, stories
and nyths. The nane 'mmgician' is not lightly earned. He carried no generator
| arge enough to be seen, but not the heavi est weapon you can carry in your
hand woul d have as nuch as creased the shield he bore."

"Is this all the story there is? Are the magi ci ans born of maunderings of an
ol d man broken by suffering and exil e?"

"The story of the magicians antedated even ny father, sir. And the proof is
nore concrete. After leaving ny father, this nerchant that nmen call a magician
visited a Tech-man at the city to which ny father had guided him and there he
left a shield-generator of the type he wore. That generator was retrieved by
my father after his return fromexile upon the execution of the bl oody
viceroy. It took a long time to find- "The generator hangs on the wall behind
you, sir. It does not work. It never worked but for the first two days; but if
you'll look at it, you will see that no one in the Enpire ever designed it."
Bel Riose reached for the belt of linked nmetal that clung to the curved wall.
It canme away with a little sucking noise as the tiny adhesion-field broke at
the touch of his hand. The ellipsoid at the apex of the belt held his
attention. It was the size of a wal nut.

"Thi s=" he sai d.

"Was the generator," nodded Barr. "But it was the generator. The secret of its
wor ki ngs are beyond di scovery now. Sub-el ectronic investigations have shown it
to be fused into a single lunp of metal and not all the nost careful study of
the diffraction patterns have sufficed to distinguish the discrete parts that
had exi sted before fusion."

"Then your 'proof' still lingers on the frothy border of words backed by no
concrete evidence."

Barr shrugged. "You have denmanded ny know edge of me and threatened its
extortion by force. If you choose to neet it with skepticism what is that to
me? Do you want nme to stop?"

"Go on!" said the general, harshly.

"I continued my father's researches after he died, and then the second
accident | nmentioned cane to help ne, for Siwenna was well known to Hari

Sel don. "

"And who is Hari Sel don?"

"Hari Sel don was a scientist of the reign of the Enperor, Daluben IV. He was a
psychohi storian; the last and greatest of themall. He once visited Siwenna,
when Siwenna was a great conmercial center, rich in the arts and sciences."
"Hhph," muttered Riose, sourly, "where is the stagnant planet that does not
claimto have been a | and of overflow ng wealth in ol der days?"

"The days | speak of are the days of two centuries ago, when the Enperor yet
ruled to the utternost star; when Siwenna was a world of the interior and not
a sem - barbarian border province. In those days, Hari Sel don foresaw the
decline of Inperial power and the eventual barbarization of the entire

Gal axy. "
Ri ose | aughed suddenly. "He foresaw that? Then he foresaw wong, ny good
scientist. | suppose you call yourself that. Wy, the Enpire is nore powerful

now than it has been in a mllennium Your old eyes are blinded by the cold

bl eakness of the border. Conme to the inner worlds sonme day; come to the warnth
and the wealth of the center."

The ol d man shook his head sonmberly. "G rcul ation ceases first at the outer
edges. It will take a while yet for the decay to reach the heart. That is, the



apparent, obvious-to-all decay, as distinct fromthe inner decay that is an
old story of sone fifteen centuries."
"And so this Hari Sel don foresaw a Gal axy of uniformbarbarism" said Riose,
good- hunoredly. "And what then, eh?"
"So he established two foundations at the extrene opposing ends of the Gal axy
— Foundati ons of the best, and the youngest, and the strongest, there to
breed, grow, and devel op. The worlds on which they were placed were chosen
carefully; as were the times and the surroundings. Al was arranged in such a
way that the future as foreseen by the unalterable nmathematics of
psychohi story would involve their early isolation fromthe main body of
Imperial civilization and their gradual growth into the gerns of the Second
Gal actic Enpire — cutting an inevitable barbarian interregnumfromthirty
t housand years to scarcely a single thousand."
"And where did you find out all this? You seemto know it in detail."
"I don't and never did," said the patrician with conmposure. "It is the painful
result of the piecing together of certain evidence discovered by nmy father and
alittle nore found by nyself. The basis is flinsy and the superstructure has
been romanticized into existence to fill the huge gaps. But | am convi nced
that it is essentially true."
"You are easily convinced."
"AmI1? It has taken forty years of research."
"Hhmph. Forty years! | could settle the question in forty days. In fact, |
believe | ought to. It would be — different."
"And how woul d you do that?"
"I'n the obvious way. | could becone an explorer. | could find this Foundation
you speak of and observe with ny eyes. You say there are two?"
"The records speak of two. Supporting evidence has been found only for one,
whi ch is understandable, for the other is at the extrene end of the |long axis
of the Gal axy."
"Well, we'll visit the near one.
bel t.
"You know where to go?" asked Barr.
"In a way. In the records of the |last viceroy but one, he whom you nurdered so
effectively, there are suspicious tales of outer barbarians. In fact, one of
hi s daughters was given in marriage to a barbarian prince. 1'll find ny way."
He held out a hand. "I thank you for your hospitality.”
Ducem Barr touched the hand with his fingers and bowed formally. "Your visit
was a great honor."
"As for the information you gave ne," continued Bel Riose, "I'll know how to
t hank you for that when | return.”
Ducem Barr followed his guest submissively to the outer door and said quietly
to the di sappearing ground-car, "And if you return."

2. THE MAGQ CI ANS FOUNDATION ... Wth forty years of expansion behind them
t he Foundation faced the nenace of Riose. The epic days of Hardin and Mall ow
had gone and with them were gone a certain hard daring and resol ution...
ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA There were four nmen in the room and the roomwas set
apart where none coul d approach. The four nen | ooked at each other quickly,
then lengthily at the table that separated them There were four bottles on
the tabl e and as nmany full glasses, but no one had touched them
And then the man nearest the door stretched out an arm and drummed a sl ow,
paddi ng rhyt hm on the table.
He said, "Are you going to sit and wonder forever? Does it matter who speaks
first?"
"Speak you first, then," said the big man directly opposite. "You' re the one
who should be the nost worried.”
Sennett Forell chuckled wth noisel ess nonhunor. "Because you think I'mthe
richest. Wll — O is it that you expect nme to continue as | have started.
don't suppose you forget that it was nmy own Trade Fleet that captured this
scout ship of theirs.”
"You had the largest fleet," said a third, "and the best pilots; which is

The general was on his feet, adjusting his



anot her way of saying you are the richest. It was a fearful risk; and would
have been greater for one of us."

Sennett Forell chuckled again. "There is a certain facility in risk-taking
that | inherit fromnmny father. After all, the essential point in running a
risk is that the returns justify it. As to which, witness the fact that the
eneny ship was isolated and captured without | oss to ourselves or warning to
the others.”

That Forell was a distant collateral relative of the |ate great Hober Mallow
was recogni zed openly throughout the Foundation. That he was Mllow s
illegitimte son was accepted quietly to just as wi de an extent.

The fourth man blinked his little eyes stealthily. Wrds crept out from
between thin lips. "It is nothing to sleep over in fat triunph, this grasping
of little ships. Mst likely, it will but anger that young man further."

"You think he needs notives?" questioned Forell, scornfully.

"I do, and this might, or will, save himthe vexation of having to manufacture
one." The fourth man spoke slowy, "Hober Mall ow worked ot herwi se. And Sal vor
Hardin. They let others take the uncertain paths of force, while they
maneuvered surely and quietly."

Forell shrugged. "This ship has proved its value. Mtives are cheap and we
have sold this one at a profit." There was the satisfaction of the born Trader
in that. He continued, "The young man is of the old Enmpire."

"W knew that," said the second man, the big one, with runbling discontent.
"W suspected that," corrected Forell, softly. "If a man comes wi th shi ps and
wealth, with overtures of friendliness, and with offers of trade, it is only
sensible to refrain fromantagonizing him until we are certain that the
profitable mask is not a face after all. But now" There was a faint whining
edge to the third man's voice as he spoke. "W m ght have been even nore
careful. W m ght have found out first. W might have found out before
allowing himto leave. It would have been the truest w sdom"

"That has been di scussed and di sposed of," said Forell. He waved the subject
aside with a flatly final gesture

"The governnment is soft," conplained the third man. "The mayor is an idiot."
The fourth man | ooked at the other three in turn and renpved the stub of a
cigar fromhis nouth. He dropped it casually into the slot at his right where
it disappeared with a silent flash of disruption

He said sarcastically, "I trust the gentleman who | ast spoke is speaking

t hrough habit only. W can afford to renenber here that we are the

gover nment . "

There was a nurnur of agreemnent.

The fourth man's little eyes were on the table. "Then |l et us | eave governnent
policy alone. This young man ... this stranger m ght have been a possible
customer. There have been cases. Al three of you tried to butter himinto an
advance contract. W have an agreenent — a gentleman's agreenent — against it,
but you tried."

"So did you," grow ed the second man.

| know it," said the fourth, calmy.

"Then let's forget what we shoul d have done earlier,” interrupted Forel

i npatiently, "and continue with what we should do now. In any case, what if we
had i nprisoned him or killed him what then? W are not certain of his

i ntentions even yet, and at the worst, we could not destroy an Enpire by

sni ppi ng short one man's life. There m ght be navies upon navies waiting just
the other side of his nonreturn.”

"Exactly," approved the fourth nman. "Now what did you get out of your captured
ship? I'mtoo old for all this talking."

"It can be told in a few enough words," said Forell, grimy. "He's an |nperial
general or whatever rank corresponds to that over there. He's a young man who
has proved his mlitary brilliance — so | amtold — and who is the idol of his
men. Quite a romantic career. The stories they tell of himare no doubt half
lies, but even so it nakes himout to be a type of wonder man."

"Who are the 'they' ?" demanded the second man.



"The crew of the captured ship. Look, | have all their statenents recorded on
mcro-film which | have in a secure place. Later on, if you wi sh, you can see
them You can talk to the nmen yourselves, if you think it necessary. |'ve told
you the essentials."

"How did you get it out of then? How do you know they're telling the truth?"
Forell frowned. "I wasn't gentle, good sir. | knocked them about, drugged them
crazy, and used the Probe unnercifully. They tal ked. You can believe them"
"In the old days," said the third nan, with sudden irrel evance, "they woul d
have used pure psychol ogy. Painl ess, you know, but very sure. No chance of
deceit."

"Well, there is a good deal they had in the old days,
"These are the new days."

"But," said the fourth nan, "what did he want here, this general, this
romanti ¢ wonder - man?" There was a dogged, weary persistence about him

Forell gl anced at himsharply. "You think he confides the details of state
policy to his crew? They didn't know. There was nothing to get out of themin
that respect, and | tried, Galaxy knows."

"Whi ch | eaves us—" "To draw our own concl usions, obviously." Forell's fingers
were tapping quietly again. "The young man is a mlitary | eader of the Enmpire,
yet he played the pretense of being a nminor princeling of some scattered stars
in an odd comer of the Periphery. That al one would assure us that his rea
notives are such as it would not benefit himto have us know. Conbi ne the
nature of his profession with the fact that the Enpire has already subsidized
one attack upon us in ny father's tine, and the possibilities becone om nous.
That first attack failed. | doubt that the Enpire owes us |love for that."
"There is nothing in your findings," questioned the fourth man guardedly,

"that makes for certainty? You are w thhol di ng not hi ng?"

Forell answered levelly, "I can't w thhold anything. From here on there can be
no question of business rivalry. Unity is forced upon us."

"Patriotisn?" There was a sneer in the third man's thin voice.

"Patrioti smbe damed," said Forell quietly. "Do you think | give two puffs of
nucl ear emanation for the future Second Enpire? Do you think I'd risk a single
Trade m ssion to snmooth its path? But — do you suppose I nperial conquest will
hel p ny business or yours? If the Enpire wins, there will be a sufficient
nunber of yearning carrion crows to crave the rewards of battle.”

"And we're the rewards," added the fourth man, dryly.

The second man broke his silence suddenly, and shifted his bulk angrily, so
that the chair creaked under him "But why talk of that. The Enpire can't w n,

said Forell, dryly.

can it? There is Seldon's assurance that we will formthe Second Enpire in the
end. This is only another crisis. There have been three before this."
"Only another crisis, yes!" Forell brooded. "But — in the case of the first

two, we had Sal vor Hardin to guide us; in the third, there was Hober Mall ow
Wiom have we now?"

He | ooked at the others somberly and continued, "Seldon's rul es of

psychohi story on which it is so conforting to rely probably have as one of the
contributing variables, a certain normal initiative on the part of the people
of the Foundation thenselves. Seldon's | aws hel p those who hel p t hensel ves. ™"
"The tinmes nmake the man," said the third man. "There's another proverb for
you. "

"You can't count on that, not with absolute assurance,"” grunted Forell. "Now
the way it seens to nme is this. If this is the fourth crisis, then Seldon has
foreseen it. If he has, then it can be beaten, and there should be a way of
doing it.

"Now The Enpire is stronger than we; it always has been. But this is the first
time we are in danger of its direct attack, so that strength becones terribly
menacing. If it can be beaten, it nust be once again as in all past crises by
a nethod other than pure force. W nmust find the weak side of our eneny and
attack it there."

"And what is that weak side?" asked the fourth man. "Do you intend advancing a
t heory?"



"No. That is the point I'mleading up to. Qur great |eaders of the past always
saw t he weak points of their enemes and aimed at that. But now" There was a
hel pl essness in his voice, and for a noment none vol unteered a commrent.

Then the fourth man said, "W need spies.”

Forell turned to himeagerly. "Right! | don't know when the Enpire will

attack. There may be tine."

"Hober Mallow hinmself entered the Inperial dom nions,

suggested the second

nman.
But Forell shook his head. "Nothing so direct. None of us are precisely
yout hful; and all of us are rusty with red-tape and adm nistrative detail. W

need young men that are in the field now" "The independent traders?" asked
the fourth man.

And Forell nodded his, head and whispered, "If there is yet tinme-"

3. THE DEAD HAND Bel Riose interrupted his annoyed stridings to | ook up
hopeful |y when his aide entered. "Any word of the Starlet?"

"None. The scouting party has quartered space, but the instrunments have

det ect ed not hi ng. Conmmander Yume has reported that the Fleet is ready for an
i medi ate attack in retaliation.”

The general shook his head. "No, not for a patrol ship. Not yet. Tell himto
double — Wait! I'lIl wite out the nessage. Have it coded and transmtted by
tight beam™

He wote as he tal ked and thrust the paper at the waiting officer. "Has the
Si wenni an arrived yet?"

"Not yet."

"Well, see to it that he is brought in here as soon as he does arrive."

The aide saluted crisply and left. Riose resumed his caged stride.

When t he door opened a second time, it was Ducem Barr that stood on the
threshold. Slowy, in the footsteps of the ushering aide, he stepped into the
gari sh room whose ceiling was an ornament ed hol ographi c nodel of the Gal axy,
and in the center of which Bel R ose stood in field uniform

"Patrician, good day!" The general pushed forward a chair with his foot and
gestured the aide away with a "That door is to stay closed till | openit."
He stood before the Siwennian, |egs apart, hand grasping wist behind his
back, bal ancing hinself slowy, thoughtfully, on the balls of his feet.
Then, harshly, "Patrician, are you a |loyal subject of the Emperor?"

Barr, who had maintained an indifferent silence till then, winkled a
nonconmittal brow "I have no cause to love Inperial rule."

"Which is a long way from saying that you would be a traitor."

"True. But the nere act of not being a traitor is also a long way from
agreeing to be an active hel per.”

"Ordinarily also true. But to refuse your help at this point," said Riose

deliberately, "will be considered treason and treated as such."

Barr's eyebrows drew together. "Save your verbal cudgels for your

subordi nates. A sinple statenent of your needs and wants will suffice ne
here.”

Ri ose sat down and crossed his legs. "Barr, we had an earlier discussion half
a year ago."

"About your magici ans?"

"Yes. You renenber what | said | would do."

Barr nodded. His arns rested linply in his lap. "You were going to visit them
in their haunts, and you've been away these four nonths. Did you find then"
"Find then? That | did," cried Riose. Hs |lips were stiff as he spoke. It
seened to require effort to refrain fromgrinding nolars. "Patrician, they are
not magi cians; they are devils. It is as far frombelief as the outer gal axies
fromhere. Conceive it! It is a world the size of a handkerchief, of a
fingernail; with resources so petty, power so mnute, a popul ation so

m croscopi ¢ as woul d never suffice the nost backward worlds of the dusty
prefects of the Dark Stars. Yet with that, a people so proud and anbitious as
to dreamquietly and methodically of Galactic rule.

"Why, they are so sure of thenselves that they do not even hurry. They nove



slowy, phlegmatically; they speak of necessary centuries. They swal |l ow worl ds
at leisure; creep through systens with dawdling conpl acence.

"And they succeed. There is no one to stop them They have built up a filthy
trading community that curls its tentacles about the systems further than
their toy ships dare reach. For parsecs, their Traders — which is what their
agents call thenselves — penetrate.”

Ducem Barr interrupted the angry flow. "How much of this information is
definite; and how nuch is sinmply fury?"

The sol di er caught his breath and grew calnmer. "My fury does not blind ne. |
tell you |l was in worlds nearer to Siwenna than to the Foundation, where the
Empire was a nyth of the distance, and where Traders were living truths. W
ourselves were mistaken for Traders."

"The Foundation itself told you they ained at Gal actic dom ni on?"

"Told me!" Riose was violent again. "It was not a matter of telling me. The
of ficials said nothing. They spoke busi ness exclusively. But | spoke to
ordinary nmen. | absorbed the ideas of the comon folk; their 'manifest

destiny,' their cal macceptance of a great future. It is a thing that can't be
hi dden; a universal optim smthey don't even try to hide."

The Siwenni an openly displayed a certain quiet satisfaction. "You will notice
that so far it would seemto bear out quite accurately ny reconstruction of
events fromthe paltry data on the subject that | have gathered."

"It is no doubt,"” replied Riose with vexed sarcasm "a tribute to your

anal ytical powers. It is also a hearty and bunpti ous conmentary on the grow ng
danger to the dommins of Hi s Inperial Mjesty."

Barr shrugged his unconcern, and Ri ose |eaned forward suddenly, to seize the
old man's shoul ders and stare with curious gentleness into his eyes.

He said, "Now, patrician, none of that. |I have no desire to be barbaric. For
my part, the | egacy of Siwennian hostility to the Inperiumis an odious
burden, and one which | would do everything in ny power to w pe out. But ny
province is the nmlitary and interference in civil affairs is inpossible. It
woul d bring about ny recall and ruin nmy useful ness at once. You see that?
know you see that. Between yourself and nyself then, let the atrocity of forty
years ago be repaid by your vengeance upon its author and so forgotten. | need
your help. | frankly admt it."

There was a world of urgency in the young man's voi ce, but Ducem Barr's head
shook gently and deliberately in a negative gesture.

Ri ose said pleadingly, "You don't understand, patrician, and | doubt ny
ability to make you. | can't argue on your ground. You're the scholar, not I
But this | can tell you. Watever you think of the Enmpire, you will adnmit its
great services. Its armed forces have comrmitted isolated crimes, but in the
mai n they have been a force for peace and civilization. It was the Inperial
navy that created the Pax Inmperiumthat ruled over all the Gal axy for

t housands of years. Contrast the mllennia of peace under the

Sun- and- Spaceship of the Enpire with the mllennia of interstellar anarchy
that preceded it. Consider the wars and devastations of those old days and
tell me if, with all its faults, the Enpire is not worth preserving.
"Consider," he drove on forcefully, "to what the outer fringe of the Galaxy is
reduced in these days of their breakaway and i ndependence, and ask yourself if
for the sake of a petty revenge you woul d reduce Siwenna fromits position as
a province under the protection of a mghty Navy to a barbarian world in a
barbarian Gal axy, all imersed in its fragnentary i ndependence and its common
degradati on and nisery."

"Is it so bad — so soon?" murnured the Siwennian

"No," admitted Riose. "W would be safe ourselves no doubt, were our |ifetines
quadrupled. But it is for the Enpire | fight; that, and a nmilitary tradition
which is sonething for nyself alone, and which | can not transfer to you. It
isamlitary tradition built on the Inperial institution which I serve."

"You are getting nystical, and | always find it difficult to penetrate another
person's mnysticism"

"No matter. You understand the danger of this Foundation."



"I't was | who pointed out what you call the danger before ever you headed
outward from Si wenna. "

"Then you realize that it nust be stopped in enbryo or perhaps not at all. You
have known of this Foundati on before anyone had heard of it. You know nore
about it than anyone else in the Enpire. You probably know how it night best
be attacked; and you can probably forewarn nme of its counterneasures. Cone,

let us be friends."

Ducem Barr rose. He said flatly, "Such help as | could give you means not hi ng.

Sol will nmake you free of it in the face of your strenuous demand."

"I will be the judge of its meaning."

"No, | amserious. Not all the m ght of the Enpire could avail to crush this
pygny world."

"Way not?" Bel Riose's eyes glistened fiercely. "No, stay where you are. |'l]
tell you when you may | eave. Wiy not? If you think | underestimte this eneny
| have discovered, you are wong. Patrician," he spoke reluctantly, "I lost a
ship on nmy return. | have no proof that it fell into the hands of the
Foundation; but it has not been | ocated since and were it nmerely an accident,
its dead hul k should, certainly have been found along the route we took. It is
not an inportant loss — less than the tenth part of a fleabite, but it may
nmean that the Foundation has already opened hostilities. Such eagerness and
such disregard for consequences m ght nmean secret forces of which I know
not hi ng. Can you help nme then by answering a specific question? Wat is their
mlitary power?"

"I haven't any notion."

"Then expl ain yourself on your own ternms. Why do you say the Enpire can not
defeat this small eneny?"

The Siwenni an seated hinself once nmore and | ooked away from Ri ose's fixed

gl are. He spoke heavily, "Because | have faith in the principles of
psychohistory. It is a strange science. It reached mathematical maturity with
one man, Hari Seldon, and died with him for no man since has been capabl e of
mani pul ating its intricacies. But in that short period, it proved itself the
nost powerful instrument ever invented for the study of humanity. Wt hout
pretending to predict the actions of individual humans, it formul ated definite
| aws capabl e of mathenmatical analysis and extrapol ation to govern and predict
the mass action of human groups."

"So-" "It was that psychohistory which Sel don and the group he worked with
applied in full force to the establishnment of the Foundation. The place, tineg,
and conditions all conspire mathematically and so, inevitably, to the

devel opnent of a Second Gal actic Enpire.”

Ri ose's voice trenbled with indignation. "You nean that this art of his
predicts that | would attack the Foundation and | ose such and such a battle
for such and such a reason? You are trying to say that | ama silly robot
followi ng a predeterm ned course into destruction.”

"No," replied the old patrician, sharply. "I have already said that the

sci ence had nothing to do with individual actions. It is the vaster background
that has been foreseen."

"Then we stand clasped tightly in the forcing hand of the Goddess of

H storical Necessity."

"Of Psychohistorical Necessity," pronpted Barr, softly.

"And if | exercise ny prerogative of freewill? If |I choose to attack next
year, or not to attack at all? How pliable is the Goddess? How resourceful ?"
Barr shrugged. "Attack now or never; with a single ship, or all the force in
the Enpire; by mlitary force or econom c pressure; by candid declaration of
war or by treacherous anbush. Do whatever you wi sh in your fullest exercise of
freewi|I. You will still lose."”

"Because of Hari Sel don's dead hand?"

"Because of the dead hand of the mathematics of human behavi or that can

neit her be stopped, swerved, nor del ayed."

The two faced each other in deadl ock, until the general stepped back

He said sinmply, "I'll take that challenge. It's a dead hand against a |iving



will."

4. THE EMPEROR CLEON Il commonly called "The Great." The | ast strong Enmperor
of the First Enpire, he is inportant for the political and artistic
renai ssance that took place during his long reign. He is best known to
romance, however, for his connection with Bel Riose, and to the conmon man, he
is sinply "Riose's Enperor." It is inportant not to allow events of the | ast
year of his reign to overshadow forty years of..
ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA Cleon Il was Lord of the Universe. Cleon Il also
suffered froma pai nful and undi agnosed ail ment. By the queer twi sts of hunman
affairs, the two statenments are not nutually exclusive, nor even particularly
i ncongruous. There have been a wearisonely | arge nunber of precedents in
hi story.
But Cleon Il cared nothing for such precedents. To neditate upon a long li st
of simlar cases would not aneliorate personal suffering an electron's worth.
It soothed himas little to think that where his great-grandfather had been
the pirate ruler of a dust-speck planet, he hinself slept in the pleasure
pal ace of Amrenetik the Great, as heir of a line of Galactic rulers stretching
backward into a tenuous past. It was at present no source of confort to him
that the efforts of his father had cleansed the realmof its |eprous patches
of rebellion and restored it to the peace and unity it had enjoyed under
Stanel VI; that, as a consequence, in the twenty-five years of his reign, not
one cloud of revolt had msted his burnished glory.
The Enperor of the Galaxy and the Lord of Al whinpered as he lolled his head
backward into the invigorating plane of force about his pillows. It yielded in
a softness that did not touch, and at the pleasant tingle, Ceon relaxed a
bit. He sat up with difficulty and stared norosely at the distant walls of the
grand chanber. It was a bad roomto be alone in. It was too big. Al the roons
were too big.
But better to be alone during these crippling bouts than to endure the
prinking of the courtiers, their lavish synpathy, their soft, condescending
dul l ness. Better to be alone than to watch those insipid masks behi nd which
spun the tortuous specul ati ons on the chances of death and the fortunes of the
successi on.
H s thoughts hurried him There were his three sons; three straight-backed
yout hs full of prom se and virtue. Were did they disappear on these bad days?
Wai ting, no doubt. Each watching the other; and all watching him
He stirred uneasily. And now Brodrig craved audi ence. The | ow born, faithful
Brodrig; faithful because he was hated with a unani nous and cordial hatred
that was the only point of agreement between the dozen cliques that divided
his court.
Brodrig — the faithful favorite, who had to be faithful, since unless he owned
the fastest speed-ship in the Galaxy and took to it the day of the Enperor's
death, it would be the radiation-chanmber the day after
Ceon Il touched the smooth knob on the armof his great divan, and the huge
door at the end of the room dissolved to transparency.
Brodri g advanced al ong the crinson carpet, and knelt to kiss the Enperor's
[inp hand.
"Your health, sire?" asked the Privy Secretary in a | ow tone of becom ng
anxi ety.
"I live," snapped the Enperor with exasperation, "if you can call it life
where every scoundrel who can read a book of medicine uses ne as a bl ank and
receptive field for his feeble experinents. If there is a conceivabl e renedy,
chem cal, physical, or nuclear, which has not yet been tried, why then, sone

| earned babbler fromthe far conmers of the realmw Il arrive tomorrowto try
it. And still another new y-di scovered book, or forgery norelike, will be used
as authority.

"By ny father's menory," he runbl ed savagely, "it seenms there is not a biped

extant who can study a di sease before his eyes with those sane eyes. There is
not one who can count a pul se-beat w thout a book of the ancients before him
I"msick and they call it '"unknown.' The fools! If in the course of nillennia,



human bodi es | earn new nethods of falling askew, it remmins uncovered by the
studi es of the ancients and uncurable forevernore. The ancients should be
alive now, or | then."

The Enperor ran down to a | ow breathed curse while Brodrig waited dutifully.
Cleon Il said peevishly, "How many are waiting outside?"

He jerked his head in the direction of the door

Brodrig said patiently, "The Great Hall holds the usual numnber."

"Well, let themwait. State matters occupy ne. Have the Captain of the Guard
announce it. O wait, forget the state matters. Just have it announced |I hold
no audi ence, and let the Captain of the Guard | ook dol eful. The jackal s anong
them may betray thensel ves." The Enperor sneered nastily.

"There is a runor, sire," said Brodrig, smoothly, "that it is your heart that
troubl es you."

The Enperor's smle was little renoved fromthe previous sneer. "It will hurt
others nore than nyself if any act prematurely on that runmor. But what is it
you want. Let's have this over."

Brodrig rose fromhis kneeling posture at a gesture of perm ssion and said,
"It concerns General Bel Riose, the Mlitary Governor of Siwenna."

"Riose?" Ceon Il frowned heavily. "I don't place him Wit, is he the one who
sent that quixotic nmessage sonme nont hs back? Yes, | renenber. He panted for
perm ssion to enter a career of conquest for the glory of the Enpire and
Enmperor. "

"Exactly, sire."”

The Enperor |aughed shortly. "Did you think I had such generals left ne,

Brodrig? He seens to be a curious atavism What was the answer? | believe you

took care of it."

"I did, sire. He was instructed to forward additional information and to take

no steps involving naval action without further orders fromthe Inperium™

"Hhp. Safe enough. Wio is this Riose? Was he ever at court?"

Brodri g nodded and his nmouth twisted ever so little. "He began his career as a

cadet in the Guards ten years back. He had part in that affair off the Lemul

Cluster."

"The Lenmul Custer? You know, nmy nenory isn't quite — WAs that the tinme a

young sol di er saved two ships of the line froma head-on collision by ... uh
somet hing or other?" He waved a hand inpatiently. "I don't remenber the

details. It was sonething heroic."

"Riose was that soldier. He received a pronotion for it," Brodrig said dryly,

"and an appointnent to field duty as captain of a ship."

"And now Mlitary Governor of a border systemand still young. Capable man

Brodrig!"

"Unsafe, sire. He lives in the past. He is a dreamer of ancient tines, or

rather, of the nyths of what ancient times used to be. Such nmen are harnmnl ess

in themsel ves, but their queer |ack of realismmkes themfools for others."

He added, "Hi s nmen, | understand, are conpletely under his control. He is one
of your popul ar generals."
"I's he?" the Enperor mused. "Well, come, Brodrig, | would not wish to be

served entirely by inconpetents. They certainly set no enviable standard for
faithful ness thensel ves."

"An inconpetent traitor is no danger. It is rather the capable nen who nust be
wat ched. "

"You anmong them Brodrig?" Ceon Il |aughed and then grimaced wth pain.

"Well, then, you may forget the lecture for the while. \Wat new devel opnent is
there in the matter of this young conqueror? | hope you haven't come nerely to
rem ni sce. "

"Anot her nmessage, sire, has been received from CGeneral Riose."

"Ch? And to what effect?"

"He has spied out the land of these barbarians and advocates an expedition in
force. H's argunents are long and fairly tedious. It is not worth annoying
Your lnperial Majesty with it at present, during your indisposition
Particularly since it will be discussed at |ength during the session of the



Council of Lords." He gl anced sidewi se at the Enperor

Cleon Il frowned. "The Lords? Is it a question for them Brodrig? It will nean
further demands for a broader interpretation of the Charter. It always cones
to that."

"It can't be avoided, sire. It m ght have been better if your august father
could have beaten down the last rebellion w thout granting the Charter. But
since it is here, we nust endure it for the while."

"You're right, | suppose. Then the Lords it nust be. But why all this
solemity, man? It is, after all, a minor point. Success on a renote border
with limted troops is scarcely a state affair."

Brodrig smled narromy. He said coolly, "It is an affair of a romantic idiot;

but even a romantic idiot can be a deadly weapon when an unronantic rebel uses
himas a tool. Sire, the man was popul ar here and is popular there. He is
young. |f he annexes a vagrant barbarian planet or two, he will becone a
conqueror. Now a young conqueror who has proven his ability to rouse the

ent husi asm of pilots, mners, tradesnen and suchlike rabble is dangerous at
any time. Even if he lacked the desire to do to you as your august father did
to the usurper, Ricker, then one of our |loyal Lords of the Domain may decide
to use himas his weapon."

Cleon Il noved an armhastily and stiffened with pain. Slowy he rel axed, but
his smle was weak, and his voice a whisper. "You are a val uabl e subject,
Brodrig. You always suspect far nore than is necessary, and | have but to take

hal f your suggested precautions to be utterly safe. W'll put it up to the
Lords. W shall see what they say and take our measure accordingly. The young
man, | suppose, has made no hostile noves yet."

"He report none. But already he asks for reinforcenents."

"Rei nforcenents!" The Enperor's eyes narrowed with wonder. "What force has
he?"

"Ten ships of the line, sire, with a full conplenment of auxiliary vessels. Two
of the ships are equipped with notors salvaged fromthe old G and Fleet, and
one has a battery of power artillery fromthe same source. The other ships are
new ones of the last fifty years, but are serviceable, nevertheless."

"Ten ships woul d seem adequate for any reasonabl e undertaking. Wy, with |ess
than ten ships nmy father won his first victories against the usurper. Wo are
t hese barbarians he's fighting?"

The Privy Secretary raised a pair of supercilious eyebrows. "He refers to them
as 'the Foundation.'" "The Foundation? What is it?"

"There is no record of it, sire. | have searched the archives carefully. The
area of the Galaxy indicated falls within the ancient province of Anacreon
which two centuries since gave itself up to brigandage, barbarism and
anarchy. There is no planet known as Foundation in the province, however.
There was a vague reference to a group of scientists sent to that province
just before its separation fromour protection. They were to prepare an

Encycl opedia.” He smiled thinly. "I believe they called it the Encycl opedi a
Foundati on."
"Well," the Enmperor considered it sonberly, "that seenms a tenuous connection

to advance."

"I"mnot advancing it, sire. No word was ever received fromthat expedition
after the growh of anarchy in that region. If their descendants still live
and retain their nanme, then they have reverted to barbari smnost certainly."”
"And so he wants reinforcenents." The Enperor bent a fierce glance at his
secretary. "This is nobst peculiar; to propose to fight savages with ten ships
and to ask for nore before a blowis struck. And yet | begin to renenber this
Ri ose; he was a handsone boy of loyal famly. Brodrig, there are conplications
inthis that | don't penetrate. There may be nore inportance in it than would
seem "

Hs fingers played idly with the gl eam ng sheet that covered his stiffened
legs. He said, "I need a man out there; one with eyes, brains and | oyalty.
Brodri g—" The secretary bent a subm ssive head. "And the ships, sire?"

"Not yet!" The Enperor npaned softly as he shifted his position in gentle



stages. He pointed a feeble finger, "Not till we know nore. Convene the
Council of Lords for this day week. It will be a good opportunity for the new
appropriation as well. I'lIl put that through or lives will end.”

He | eaned his aching head into the soothing tingle of the force-field pillow,
"Go now, Brodrig, and send in the doctor. He's the worst bunbler of the lot."
5. THE WAR BEG NS From the radi ating point of Siwenna, the forces of the
Enmpire reached out cautiously into the black unknown of the Periphery. G ant

shi ps passed the vast distances that separated the vagrant stars at the
Galaxy's rim and felt their way around the outernost edge of Foundation

i nfluence.

Wrlds isolated in their new barbarismof two centuries felt the sensation
once again of Inperial overlords upon their soil. Allegiance was sworn in the
face of the massive artillery covering capital cities.

Garrisons were left; garrisons of nen in Inperial uniformwth the
Spaceshi p- and- Sun i nsignia upon their shoulders. The old nen took notice and
renenbered once again the forgotten tales of their grandfathers' fathers of
the tines when the universe was big, and rich, and peaceful and that sane
Spaceshi p-and-Sun rul ed all

Then the great ships passed on to weave their line of forward bases further
around t he Foundation. And as each world was knotted into its proper place in
the fabric, the report went back to Bel R ose at the General Headquarters he
had established on the rocky barrenness of a wandering sunl ess pl anet.

Now Ri ose rel axed and smiled grimy at Ducem Barr. "Well, what do you think
patrician?"

"I? O what value are ny thoughts? | amnot a mlitary nan." He took in with
one wearily distasteful glance the crowded di sorder of the rock-bound room
whi ch had been carved out of the wall of a cavern of artificial air, light,
and heat which nmarked the single bubble of life in the vastness of a bl eak
wor | d.

"For the help | could give you," he nuttered, "or would want to give you, you
m ght return ne to Siwenna."

"Not yet. Not yet." The general turned his chair to the coner which held the
huge, brilliantly-transparent sphere that mapped the old Inperial prefect of
Anacreon and its neighboring sectors. "Later, when this is over, you will go
back to your books and to nore. 1'll see to it that the estates of your famly
are restored to you and to your children for the rest of tine."

"Thank you," said Barr, with faint irony, "but | lack your faith in the happy
outconme of all this."

Ri ose | aughed harshly, "Don't start your prophetic croakings again. This nmap
speaks | ouder than all your woeful theories." He caressed its curved invisible
outline gently. "Can you read a map in radial projection? You can? Well, here,
see for yourself. The stars in gold represent the Inperial territories. The
red stars are those in subjection to the Foundation and the pink are those
whi ch are probably within the econom ¢ sphere of influence. Now watch-"

Ri ose's hand covered a rounded knob, and slowy an area of hard, white

pi npoi nts changed into a deepening blue. Like an inverted cup they fol ded
about the red and the pink

"Those blue stars have been taken over by ny forces," said Riose with quiet
sati sfaction, "and they still advance. No opposition has appeared anywhere.
The barbarians are quiet. And particularly, no opposition has cone from
Foundation forces. They sl eep peacefully and well."

"You spread your force thinly, don't you?" asked Barr

"As a matter of fact," said Riose, "despite appearances, | don't. The key
points which |I garrison and fortify are relatively few, but they are carefully
chosen. The result is that the force expended is snmall, but the strategic

result great. There are many advantages, nore than woul d ever appear to anyone
who hasn't nade a careful study of spatial tactics, but it is apparent to
anyone, for instance, that | can base an attack from any point in an inclosing
sphere, and that when I amfinished it will be inpossible for the Foundation
to attack at flank or rear. | shall have no flank or rear with respect to



t hem

"This strategy of the Previous Enclosure has been tried before, notably in the
canpai gns of Loris VI, some two thousand years ago, but always inperfectly;

al ways with the know edge and attenpted interference of the eneny. This is
different.”

"The ideal textbook case?" Barr's voice was |languid and indifferent.

Ri ose was inpatient, "You still think ny forces will fail?"

"They must."

"You understand that there is no case in mlitary history where an Encl osure
has been compl eted that the attacking forces have not eventually won, except
where an outside Navy exists in sufficient force to break the Encl osure.”

"I'f you say so."

"And you still adhere to your faith."

"Yes."

Ri ose shrugged. "Then do so."

Barr allowed the angry silence to continue for a nonent, then asked quietly,
"Have you received an answer fromthe Enmperor?"

Ri ose renoved a cigarette froma wall container behind his head, placed a
filter tip between his lips and puffed it aflane carefully. He said, "You mean

nmy request for reinforcenents? It canme, but that's all. Just the answer."
"No ships."
"None. | half-expected that. Frankly, patrician, | should never have all owed

nmysel f to be stanpeded by your theories into requesting themin the first
place. It puts me in a false light."

"Does it?"

"Definitely. Ships are at a premium The civil wars of the last two centuries
have smashed up nore than half of the Grand Fleet and what's left is in pretty
shaky condition. You know it isn't as if the ships we build these days are
worth anything. | don't think there's a man in the Gal axy today who can build
a first-rate hypernuclear notor."

"I knew that," said the Siwennian. H s eyes were thoughtful and introspective.
"I didn't know that you knew it. So his Inperial Mjesty can spare no ships.
Psychohi story could have predicted that; in fact, it probably did. |I should
say that Hari Seldon's dead hand wi ns the opening round."

Ri ose answered sharply, "I have enough ships as it is. Your Seldon w ns
not hi ng. Should the situation turn nore serious, then nore ships will be
avail able. As yet, the Enperor does not know all the story."

"I ndeed? What haven't you told hin®"

"Cbviously — your theories." Riose |ooked sardonic. "The story is, with al
respect to you, inherently inprobable. If devel opments warrant; if events
supply me with proof, then, but only then, would | make out the case of norta
danger.

"And in addition," R ose drove on, casually, "the story, unbolstered by fact,
has a flavor of |ese najeste that could scarcely be pleasant to H s |nperial
Maj esty. "

The old patrician smled. "You nean that telling himhis august throne is in
danger of subversion by a parcel of ragged barbarians fromthe ends of the
universe is not a warning to be believed or appreciated. Then you expect
nothing fromhim'

"Unl ess you count a special envoy as something."

"And why a special envoy?"

"It's an old custom A direct representative of the crown is present on every
mlitary canpai gn which is under government auspices."

"Real | y? Way?"

"I't's a method of preserving the synbol of personal Inperial |eadership in al
canpaigns. It's gained a secondary function of insuring the fidelity of
generals. It doesn't always succeed in that respect."

"You'll find that inconvenient, general. Extraneous authority, | mean."

"I don't doubt that," R ose reddened faintly, "but it can't be hel ped-" The
recei ver at the general's hand gl owed warmy, and with an unobtrusive jar, the



cyl indered communi cati on popped into its slot. Riose unrolled it, "Good! This
isit!"”

Ducem Barr raised a nmildly questioning eyebrow

Ri ose said, "You know we've captured one of these Trader people. Alive — and
with his ship intact."

"I've heard talk of it."

"Well, they've just brought himin, and we'll have himhere in a mnute. You
keep your seat, patrician. | want you here when |I'm questioning him It's why
| asked you here today in the first place. You may understand hi m where

m ght mss inportant points.”

The door signal sounded and a touch of the general's toe swing the door wide.
The man who stood on the threshold was tall and bearded, wore a short coat of
a soft, leathery plastic, with an attached hood shoved back on his neck. His
hands were free, and if he noticed the nmen about himwere arnmed, he did not
trouble to indicate it.

He stepped in casually, and | ooked about with cal cul ating eyes. He favored the
general with a rudimentary wave of the hand and a hal f nod.

"Your name?" denmanded Ri ose, crisply.

"Lat han Devers." The trader hooked his thunbs into his wi de and gaudy belt.
"Are you the boss here?"

"You are a trader of the Foundation?"

"That's right. Listen, if you're the boss, you'd better tell your hired nen
here to lay off ny cargo.”

The general raised his head and regarded the prisoner coldly. "Answer
guestions. Do not volunteer orders.”

"Al'l right. I'm agreeable. But one of your boys blasted a two-foot hole in his
chest already, by sticking his fingers where he wasn't supposed to."
Ri ose shifted his gaze to the lieutenant in charge. "Is this man telling the

truth? Your report, Vrank, had it that no lives were |lost."

"None were, sir," the lieutenant spoke stiffly, apprehensively, "at the tine.
There was | ater sone disposition to search the ship, there having arisen a
runor that a woman was aboard. Instead, sir, many instrunents of unknown
nature were |located, instrunments which the prisoner clains to be his stock in
trade. One of them flashed on handling, and the soldier holding it died."
The general turned back to the trader. "Does your ship carry nucl ear
expl osi ves?"

"Gl axy, no. What for? That fool grabbed a nucl ear puncher, wong end forward
and set at maxi num di spersion. You're not supposed to do that. M ght as well
poi nt a neut-gun at your head. |'d have stopped him if five nen weren't
sitting on ny chest."

Ri ose gestured at the waiting guard, "You go. The captured ship is to he
seal ed against all intrusion. Sit down, Devers."

The trader did so, in the spot indicated, and withstood stolidly the hard
scrutiny of the Inperial general and the curious glance of the Siwennian
patri ci an.

Ri ose said, "You're a sensible man, Devers."

"Thank you. Are you inpressed by ny face, or do you want sonething? Tell you
what, though. I'm a good business man."

"It's about the sanme thing. You surrendered your ship when you m ght have
decided to waste our amunition and have yourself blown to electron-dust. It
could result in good treatnent for you, if you continue that sort of outl ook
on life."

"Good treatnment is what | nostly crave, boss.”

"Good, and co-operation is what | nostly crave." Riose smled, and said in a
| ow aside to Ducem Barr, "I hope the word 'crave' neans what | think it does.
Did you ever hear such a barbarous jargon?"

Devers said blandly, "Right. | check you. But what kind of co-operation are
you tal ki ng about, boss? To tell you straight, | don't know where | stand." He
| ooked about him "Were's this place, for instance, and — what's the idea?"
"Ah, 1've neglected the other half of the introductions. | apol ogize." Riose



was in good hunor. "That gentleman is Ducem Barr, Patrician of the Enpire.

am Bel Riose, Peer of the Enpire, and CGeneral of the Third Cass in the arned
forces of His Inperial Mjesty."

The trader's jaw slackened. Then, "The Enpire? | nean the old Enpire they
taught us about at school ? Huh! Funny! | always had the sort of notion that it
didn't exist any nore."

"Look about you. It does," said Riose grimy.

"M ght have known it though," and Lathan Devers pointed his beard at the
ceiling. "That was a mightily polished-1|ooking set of craft that took my tub
No ki ngdom of the Periphery could have turned themout." Hi s brow furrowed.
"So what's the game, boss? O do | call you general ?"

"Me gane is war."

"Enpire versus Foundation, that it?"

"Ri ght."

"\Why 2"

"I think you know why."

The trader stared sharply and shook his head.

Ri ose let the other deliberate, then said softly, "I'msure you know why."

Lat han Devers nuttered, "Warm here," and stood up to renmpove his hooded jacket.
Then he sat down again and stretched his | egs out before him

"You know, " he said, confortably, "I figure you' re thinking |I ought to jump up
with a whoop and | ay about ne. | can catch you before you could nove if |
choose ny tine, and this old fellow who sits there and doesn't say anything
couldn't do much to stop ne."

"But you won't," said Riose, confidently.

"I won't," agreed Devers, amiably. "First off, killing you wouldn't stop the
war, | suppose. There are nore generals where you canme from™

"Very accurately cal cul ated. ™"

"Besides which, 1'd probably be sl atmmed down about two seconds after | got

you, and killed fast, or maybe slow, depending. But 1'd be killed, and | never
like to count on that when |I'm making plans. It doesn't pay off."

"I said you were a sensible man."

"But there's one thing | would like, boss. I1'd like you to tell me what you
mean when you say | know why you're jumping us. | don't; and guessi ng ganes
bother me no end."

"Yes? Ever hear of Hari Sel don?"

"No. | said | don't like guessing ganes."

Ri ose flicked a side glance at Ducem Barr who smiled with a narrow gentl eness
and resumed his inwardly-drean ng expression

Ri ose said with a grimace, "Don't you play ganes, Devers. There is a
tradition, or a fable, or sober history — | don't care what — upon your
Foundation, that eventually you will found the Second Enpire. | know quite a
detail ed version of Hari Seldon's psychohistorical claptrap, and your eventua
pl ans of aggression against the Enpire.”

"That so?" Devers nodded thoughtfully. "And who told you all that?"

"Does that matter?" said Riose with dangerous snoothness. "You're here to
guestion nothing. | want what you know about the Sel don Fable."

"But if it's a Fable-" "Don't play with words, Devers."

"I"'mnot. In fact, I'Il give it to you straight. You know all | know about it.
It's silly stuff, half-baked. Every world has its yams; you can't keep it away
fromthem Yes, |'ve heard that sort of talk; Seldon, Second Enpire, and so
on. They put kids to sleep at night with the stuff. The young squirts curl up
in the spare roons with their pocket projectors and suck up Seldon thrillers.
But it's strictly non-adult. Nonintelligent adult, anyway." The trader shook
hi s head.

The Inperial general's eyes were dark. "lIs that really so? You waste your
lies, man. |1've been on the planet, Terminus. | know your Foundation. 1've

| ooked it in the face."

"And you ask me? Me, when | haven't kept foot on it for two nonths at a piece
inten years. You are wasting your tine. But go ahead with your war, if it's



fables you're after.”

And Barr spoke for the first time, mldly, "You are so confident then that the
Foundation will w n?"

The trader turned. He flushed faintly and an old scar on one tenple showed
whitely, "Hmmm the silent partner. How d you squeeze that out of what |
sai d, doc?"

Ri ose nodded very slightly at Barr, and the Siwennian continued in a | ow

voi ce, "Because the notion would bother you if you thought your world m ght
lose this war, and suffer the bitter reapings of defeat, I know M world once
did, and still does."

Lat han Devers funbled his beard, |ooked fromone of his opponents to the
other, then | aughed shortly. "Does he always talk Iike that, boss? Listen," he
grew serious, "what's defeat? |'ve seen wars and |'ve seen defeats. \Wat if
the wi nner does take over? Who's bot hered? Me? Guys |ike nme?" He shook his
head in derision

"CGet this," the trader spoke forcefully and earnestly, "there are five or six
fat slobs who usually run an average planet. They get the rabbit punch, but
I'"mnot |osing peace of mind over them See. The peopl e? The ordi nary run of
guys? Sure, sonme get killed, and the rest pay extra taxes for a while. But it
settles itself out; it runs itself down. And then it's the old situation again
with a different five or six."

Ducem Barr's nostrils flared, and the tendons of his old right hand jerked;

but he sai d not hi ng.

Lat han Devers' eyes were on him They nissed nothing. He said, "Look. | spend
my life in space for ny five-and-di mne gadgets and ny beer-and-pretzel kickback
fromthe Conbines. There's fat fell ows back there,"” his thunb jerked over his
shoul der and back, "that sit home and collect ny year's incone every mnute —
out of skinmmings fromme and nore |ike ne. Suppose you run the Foundation
You'll still need us. You'll need us nore than ever the Combi nes do — because
you' d not know your way around, and we could bring in the hard cash. W' d make
a better deal with the Enpire. Yes, we would; and I'ma man of business. If it
adds up to a plus mark, I'mfor it."

And he stared at the two with sardonic belligerence.

The sil ence renmai ned unbroken for mnutes, and then a cylinder rattled into
its slot. The general flipped it open, glanced at the neat printing and
in-circuited the visuals with a sweep

"Prepare plan indicating position of each ship in action. Await orders on
full-arnmed defensive."

He reached for his cape. As he fastened it about his shoul ders, he whispered
in a stiff-1ipped nonotone to Barr, "I'mleaving this man to you. |'ll expect
results. This is war and | can be cruel to failures. Remenber!" He left, with
a salute to both.

Lat han Devers | ooked after him "Well, something's hit himwhere it hurts.

What goes on?"

"A battle, obviously," said Barr, gruffly. "The forces of the Foundation are
com ng out for their first battle. You' d better cone al ong."

There were armed soldiers in the room Their bearing was respectful and their
faces were hard. Devers followed the proud old Siwennian patriarch out of the
room

The roomto which they were led was smaller, barer. It contained two beds, a
vi si-screen, and shower and sanitary facilities. The sol diers marched out, and
t he thick door booned hollowy shut.

"Hmp?" Devers stared di sapprovingly about. "This | ooks pernanent."

"It is," said Barr, shortly. The old Siwennian turned his back

The trader said irritably, "Wat's your gane, doc?"

"I have no ganme. You're in ny charge, that's all."

The trader rose and advanced. Hi s bul k towered over the unmoving patrician
"Yes? But you're in this cell with me and when you were marched here the guns
were pointed just as hard at you as at nme. Listen, you were all boiled up
about mnmy notions on the subject of war and peace."



He waited fruitlessly, "All fight, let me ask you sonething. You said your
country was |icked once. By whon? Conet people fromthe outer nebul ae?"
Barr | ooked up. "By the Enpire."
"That so? Then what are you doi ng here?"
Barr mai ntai ned an el oquent sil ence.
The trader thrust out a lower |lip and nodded his head slowy. He slipped off
the flat-linked bracelet that hugged his fight wist and held it out. "Wat do
you think of that?" He wore the mate to it on his left.
The Siwenni an took the ornament. He responded slowy to the trader's gesture
and put it on. The odd tingling at the wist passed away quickly.
Devers' voice changed at once. "Right, doc, you've got the action now Just
speak casually. If this roomis wired, they won't get a thing. That's a Field
Di storter you' ve got there; genuine Mallow design. Sells for twenty-five
credits on any world fromhere to the outer rim You get it free. Hold your
lips still when you talk and take it easy. You've got to get the trick of it."
Ducem Barr was suddenly weary. The trader's boring eyes were | umi nous and
urging. He felt unequal to their denands.
Barr said, "Wat do you want?" The words slurred from between unnmoving |ips.
"I"ve told you. You nmake mouth noises |like what we call a patriot. Yet your
own world has been mashed up by the Enpire, and here you are playing ball wth
the Enpire's fair-haired general. Doesn't nmake sense, does it?"
Barr said, "I have done ny part. A conquering |Inperial viceroy is dead because
of ne."
"That so? Recently?"
"Forty years ago."
"Forty ... years ... ago!" The words seened to have neaning to the trader. He
frowned, "That's a long time to live on nmenories. Does that young squirt in
t he general's uniform know about it?"
Barr nodded.
Devers' eyes were dark with thought. "You want the Enpire to w n?"
And the old Siwennian patrician broke out in sudden deep anger, "My the
Empire and all its works perish in universal catastrophe. Al Siwenna prays
that daily. | had brothers once, a sister, a father. But | have children now,
grandchil dren. The general knows where to find them"
Devers waited
Barr continued in a whisper, "But that would not stop ne if the results in
view warranted the risk. They would know how to die."
The trader said gently, "You killed a viceroy once, huh? You know, | recognize
a few things. W once had a mayor, Hober Mallow his name was. He visited
Siwenna; that's your world, isn't it? He nmet a man naned Barr."
Ducem Barr stared hard, suspiciously. "Wat do you know of this?"
"What every trader on the Foundation knows. You might be a smart old fell ow
put in here to get on nmy right side. Sure, they'd point guns at you, and you'd
hate the Enpire and be all-out for its smashing. Then 1'd fall all over you
and pour out my heart to you, and wouldn't the general be pleased. There's not
much chance of that, doc.
"But just the same |I'd |ike to have you prove that you' re the son of Onum Barr
of Siwenna — the sixth and youngest who escaped the massacre.”
Ducem Barr's hand shook as he opened the flat netal box in a wall recess. The
nmet al object he wi thdrew cl anked softly as he thrust it into the trader's
hands. "Look at that," he said.
Devers stared. He held the swollen central link of the chain close to his eyes
and swore softly. "That's Mallow s nonogram or |'ma space-struck rookie, and
the design is fifty years old if it's a day."
He | ooked up and snil ed.
"Shake, doc. A nman-sized nuclear shield is all the proof | need,"” and he held
out his I arge hand.

6. THE FAVORI TE The tiny ships had appeared out of the vacant depths and
darted into the midst of the Arnada. Wthout a shot or a burst of energy, they
weaved through the ship-swllen area, then blasted on and out, while the



| mperial wagons turned after themlike lunbering beasts. There were two

noi sel ess flares that pinpointed space as two of the tiny gnats shriveled in
atom c disintegration, and the rest were gone.

The great ships searched, then returned to their original task, and world by
worl d, the great web of the Encl osure continued.

Brodrig's uniformwas stately; carefully tailored and as carefully worn. H's
wal k through the gardens of the obscure planet Wanda, now tenporary I nperi al
headquarters, was |eisurely; his expression was sonber.

Bel Riose walked with him his field uniformopen at the collar, and dol ef ul
in its nmonotonous gray-black

Ri ose indicated the snooth bl ack bench under the fragrant tree-fern whose

| arge spatul ate leaves lifted flatly against the white sun. "See that, sir. It
is arelic of the Inmperium The ornanmented benches, built for |overs, |inger
on, fresh and useful, while the factories and the pal aces collapse into

unr enenbered ruin.”

He seated hinmself, while Cleon Il's Privy Secretary stood erect before himand
clipped the | eaves above neatly with precise swings of his ivory staff.

Ri ose crossed his legs and offered a cigarette to the other. He fingered one
hi nsel f as he spoke, "It is what one would expect fromthe enlightened w sdom
of His Inmperial Majesty to send so conpetent an observer as yourself. It
relieves any anxiety | mght have felt that the press of nore inportant and
nore i medi at e busi ness ni ght perhaps force into the shadows a small canpaign
on the Periphery."

"The eyes of the Enperor are everywhere," said Brodrig, mechanically. "W do
not underestinmate the inportance of the canpaign; yet still it would seemthat
too great an enphasis is being placed upon its difficulty. Surely their little
ships are no such barrier that we must nove through the intricate prelinmnary
maneuver of an Enclosure.”

Ri ose flushed, but he maintained his equilibrium "I can not risk the lives of
my men, who are few enough, or the destruction of ny ships which are

irrepl aceabl e, by a too-rash attack. The establishnent of an Enclosure will
quarter my casualties in the ultimte attack, howsoever difficult it be. The
mlitary reasons for that | took the liberty to explain yesterday."

"Well, well, | amnot a nmlitary man. In this case, you assure ne that what
seens patently and obviously right is, inreality, wong. W will allowthat.
Yet your caution shoots far beyond that. In your second conmuni cation, you
requested reinforcenments. And these, against an eneny poor, snall, and

bar barous, wi th whom you have had not one' skirmish at the tinme. To desire
nore forces under the circunstances woul d savor al nost of incapacity or worse,
had not your earlier career given sufficient proof of your bol dness and

i magi nation."

"I thank you," said the general, coldly, "but I would rem nd you that there is
a difference between bol dness and blindness. There is a place for a decisive
ganbl e when you know your enemy and can calculate the risks at |east roughly;
but to nove at all against an unknown eneny is boldness in itself. You m ght
as well ask why the same man sprints safely across an obstacle course in the
day, and falls over the furniture in his roomat night."

Brodrig swept away the other's words with a neat flirt of the fingers.
"Dramatic, but not satisfactory. You have been to this barbarian world
yoursel f. You have in addition this eneny prisoner you coddle, this trader

Bet ween yourself and the prisoner you are not in a night fog."

"No? | pray you to remenber that a world which has devel oped in isolation for
two centuries can not be interpreted to the point of intelligent attack by a
nonth's visit. | ama soldier, not a cleft-chinned, barrel-chested hero of a
subetheric trinensional thriller. Nor can a single prisoner, and one who is an
obscure menber of an econonic group which has no close connection with the
enenmy world introduce nme to all the inner secrets of eneny strategy."

"You have questioned hi nP"

"l have."

"Vl | 2"



"I't has been useful, but not vitally so. His ship is tiny, of no account. He
sells little toys which are armusing if nothing else. | have a few of the
cleverest which | intend sending to the Enperor as curiosities. Naturally,
there is a good deal about the ship and its workings which | do not
understand, but then | amnot a tech-man."

"But you have anobng you those who are,"” pointed out Brodrig.

"I, too, amaware of that," replied the general in faintly caustic tones. "But

the fools have far to go before they could neet ny needs. | have al ready sent
for clever nen who can understand the workings of the odd nucl ear
field-circuits the ship contains. | have received no answer." "Men of that

type can not be spared, general. Surely, there must be one man of your vast
provi nce who under stands nucl eics."

"Were there such a one, | would have himheal the linping, invalid nmotors that
power two of ny small fleet of ships. Two ships of ny neager ten that can not
fight a major battle for lack of sufficient power supply. One fifth of ny
force condemmed to the carrion activity of consolidating positions behind the
lines."

The secretary's fingers fluttered inpatiently. "Your position is not unique in
that respect, general. The Enperor has simlar troubles."

The general threw away his shredded, never-lit cigarette, lit another, and
shrugged. "Well, it is beside the immediate point, this lack of first-class
tech-men. Except that | mght have nmade nore progress with ny prisoner were ny
Psychi c Probe in proper order."

The secretary's eyebrows lifted. "You have a Probe?"

"An ol d one. A superannuated one which fails ne the one tine | needed it. |

set it up during the prisoner's sleep, and received nothing. So nmuch for the
Probe. | have tried it on my own nen and the reaction is quite proper, but
again there is not one among ny staff of tech-nmen who can tell ne why it fails
upon the prisoner. DucemBarr, who is a theoretician of parts, though no
mechani ¢, says the psychic structure of the prisoner nmay be unaffected by the
Probe since from chil dhood he has been subjected to alien environnments and

neural stimuli. | don't know. But he nay yet be useful. | save himin that
hope. "

Brodrig | eaned on his staff. A shall see if a specialist is available in the
capital. In the meanwhile, what of this other man you just nentioned, this

Si wenni an? You keep too many enem es in your good graces."

"He knows the eneny. He, too, | keep for future reference and the hel p he may
afford ne."

"But he is a Siwennian and the son of a proscribed rebel."

"He is old and powerless, and his famly acts as hostage."

"I see. Yet |I think that | should speak to this trader, myself."
"Certainly."

"Alone," the secretary added col dly, naking his point.

"Certainly," repeated R ose, blandly. "As a | oyal subject of the Enperor, |
accept his personal representative as ny superior. However, since the trader
is at the pernmanent base, you will have to | eave the front areas at an

i nteresting nonent."

"Yes? Interesting in what way?"

"Interesting in that the Enclosure is conplete today. Interesting in that
within the week, the Twentieth Fleet of the Border advances inward towards the
core of resistance." Riose smled and turned away.

In a vague way, Brodrig felt punctured.

7. BRIBERY Sergeant Mri Luk made an ideal soldier of the ranks. He cane
fromthe huge agricultural planets of the Pleiades where only arnmy life could
break the bond to the soil and the unavailing |life of drudgery; and he was
typi cal of that background. Uni magi native enough to face danger w thout fear
he was strong and agile enough to face it successfully. He accepted orders
instantly, drove the nen under hi munbendi ngly and adored his genera
unswer vi ngl y.

And yet with that, he was of a sunny nature. If he killed a man in the Iine of



duty without a scrap of hesitation, it was also without a scrap of aninosity.
That Sergeant Luk should signal at the door before entering was further a sign
of tact, for he would have been perfectly within his rights to enter w thout

si gnal i ng.

The two within | ooked up fromtheir evening neal and one reached out with his
foot to cut off the cracked voice which rattled out of the battered
pocket-transmitter with bright liveliness.

"More books?" asked Lathan Devers.

The sergeant held out the tightly-wound cylinder of filmand scratched his

neck. "It belongs to Engineer Ore, but he'll have to have it back. He's going
to send it to his kids, you know, |ike what you might call a souvenir, you
know. "

Ducem Barr turned the cylinder in his hands with interest. "And where did the
engineer get it? He hasn't a transmtter also, has he?"

The sergeant shook his head enphatically. He pointed to the knocked- about
remmant at the foot of the bed. "That's the only one in the place. This
fellow, Orre, now, he got that book from one of these pig-pen worlds out here
we captured. They had it in a big building by itself and he had to kill a few
of the natives that tried to stop himfromtaking it."

He | ooked at it appraisingly. "It makes a good souvenir — for kids."

He paused, then said stealthily, "There's big news floating about, by the way.
It's only scuttlebutt, but even so, it's too good to keep. The general did it
again." And he nodded slowy, gravely.

"That so?" said Devers. "And what did he do?"

"Fi ni shed the Enclosure, that's all." The sergeant chuckled with a fatherly
pride. "lIsn't he the corker, though? Didn't he work it fine? One of the
fellows who's strong on fancy talk, says it went as smooth and even as the
musi ¢ of the spheres, whatever they are."

"The big offensive starts now?" asked Barr, mldly.

"Hope so," was the boisterous response. "I want to get back on ny ship now
that my armis in one piece again. I'mtired of sitting on ny scupper out
here.”

"So aml," muttered Devers, suddenly and savagely. There was a bit of underlip

caught in his teeth, and he worried it.

The sergeant | ooked at himdoubtfully, and said, "I'd better go now. The
captain's round is due and |I'd just as soon he didn't catch ne in here."

He paused at the door. "By the way, sir," he said with sudden, awkward shyness

to the trader, "I heard fromny wife. She says that little freezer you gave ne
to send her works fine. It doesn't cost her anything, and she just about keeps
a nonth's supply of food froze up conplete. | appreciate it."

"It's all right. Forget it."

The great door nmoved noi sel essly shut behind the grinning sergeant.

Ducem Barr got out of his chair. "Wll, he gives us a fair return for the
freezer. Let's take a |l ook at this new book. Ahh, the title is gone."

He unrolled a yard or so of the filmand | ooked through at the light. Then he
mur mured, "Well, skewer ne through the scupper, as the sergeant says. This is
' The Garden of Summm,' Devers."

"That so?" said the trader, wi thout interest. He shoved aside what was left of
his dinner. "Sit down, Barr. Listening to this old-tine literature isn't doing
me any good. You heard what the sergeant said?"

"Yes, | did. wWhat of it?"

"The offensive will start. And we sit here!™

"Where do you want to sit?"

"You know what | mean. There's no use just waiting."

"Isn't there?" Barr was carefully renmoving the old filmfromthe transmtter
and installing the new. "You told ne a good deal of Foundation history in the
last nonth, and it seens that the great |eaders of past crises did precious
little nmore than sit — and wait."

"Ah, Barr, but they knew where they were going."

"Did they? | suppose they said they did when it was over, and for all | know



maybe they did. But there's no proof that things would not have worked out as
well or better if they had not known where they were going. The deeper
econom ¢ and soci ol ogical forces aren't directed by individual nen."

Devers sneered. "No way of telling that things wouldn't have worked out worse,
either. You' re arguing tail-end backwards." H's eyes were brooding. "You know,
suppose | bl asted hinP"

"Whon? Ri ose?"

"Yes "
Barr sighed. His aging eyes were troubled with a reflection of the |ong past.
"Assassination isn't the way out, Devers. | once tried it, under provocation
when | was twenty — but it solved nothing. |I renoved a villain from Si wenna,

but not the Inperial yoke; and it was the Inperial yoke and not the villain
that mattered.”

"But Riose is not just a villain, doc. He's the whole blanmed arny. It would
fall apart without him They hang on himlike babies. The sergeant out there
sl obbers every tinme he nentions him"

"Even so. There are other arm es and other |eaders. You must go deeper. There
is this Brodrig, for instance — no one nore than he has the ear of the
Enperor. He could demand hundreds of ships where Ri ose must struggle with ten.
| know hi mby reputation.”

"That so? What about hin?" The trader's eyes lost in frustration what they

gai ned in sharp interest.

"You want a pocket outline? He's a | owborn rascal who has by unfailing
flattery tickled the whinms of the Enperor. He's well-hated by the court

ari stocracy, vermn thensel ves, because he can lay claimto neither famly nor
humlity. He is the Enperor's adviser in all things, and the Emperor's too in
the worst things. He is faithless by choice but |loyal by necessity. There is
not a man in the Enpire as subtle in villainy or as crude in his pleasures.
And they say there is no way to the Enperor's favor but through him and no
way to his, but through infany."

"Ww " Devers pulled thoughtfully at his neatly trimed beard. "And he's the
old boy the Emperor sent out here to keep an eye on Riose. Do you know I have
an i dea?"

"l do now. "

"Suppose this Brodrig takes a dislike to our young Arny's Delight?"

"He probably has already. He's not noted for a capacity for liking."

"Suppose it gets really bad. The Enperor m ght hear about it, and Ri ose m ght
be in trouble.”

"Uh-huh. Quite likely. But how do you propose to get that to happen?"

"I don't know. | suppose he could be bribed?"

The patrician | aughed gently. "Yes, in a way, but not in the manner you bribed
the sergeant — not with a pocket freezer. And even if you reach his scale, it
woul dn't be worth it. There's probably no one so easily bribed, but he |acks
even the fundamental honesty of honorable corruption. He doesn't stay bribed;
not for any sum Think of something else."

Devers swung a |l eg over his knee and his toe nodded quickly and restlessly.
"It's the first hint, though-" He stopped; the door signal was flashing once
again, and the sergeant was on the threshold once nore. He was excited, and
his broad face was red and unsm ling.

"Sir," he began, in an agitated attenpt at deference, "I amvery thankful for
the freezer, and you have al ways spoken to me very fine, although | amonly
the son of a farmer and you are great lords."

H s Pl ei ades accent had grown thick, alnmpst too rmuch so for easy
conprehension; and with excitement, his |unpish peasant derivation w ped out
conpletely the soldierly bearing so long and so painfully cultivated.

Barr said softly, "What is it, sergeant?"

"Lord Brodrig is coming to see you. Tonorrow | know, because the captain told
me to have my men ready for dress review tonmorrow for ... for him | thought —
| mght warn you."

Barr said, "Thank you, sergeant, we appreciate that. But it's all right, nman;



no need for-" But the | ook on Sergeant Luk's face was now unm stakably one of
fear. He spoke in a rough whisper, "You don't hear the stories the nen tel
about him He has sold hinself to the space fiend. No, don't |augh. There are
nost terrible tales told about him They say he has men wi th bl ast-guns who
foll ow hi m everywhere, and when he wants pleasure, he just tells themto bl ast
down anyone they neet. And they do — and he | aughs. They say even the Enperor
isinterror of him and that he forces the Enperor to rai se taxes and won't
let himlisten to the conplaints of the people.

"And he hates the general, that's what they say. They say he would like to
kill the general, because the general is so great and wi se. But he can't
because our general is a match for anyone and he knows Lord Brodrig is a bad
‘un. "

The sergeant blinked; smled in a sudden incongruous shyness at his own

out burst; and backed toward the door. He nodded his head, jerkily. "You mnd
nmy words. Watch him"

He ducked out.

And Devers | ooked up, hard-eyed. "This breaks things our way, doesn't it,
doc?"

"It depends," said Barr, dryly, "on Brodrig, doesn't it?"

But Devers was thinking, not |istening.

He was thinking hard.

Lord Brodrig ducked his head as he stepped into the cramped living quarters of
the trading ship, and his two armed guards followed quickly, wth bared guns
and the professionally hard scows of the hired bravos.

The Privy Secretary had little of the | ook of the | ost soul about himjust
then. If the space fiend had bought him he had left no visible mark of
possessi on. Rather might Brodrig have been considered a breath of
court-fashion come to enliven the hard, bare ugliness of an arny base.

The stiff, tight lines of his sheened and i mmacul ate costume gave himthe
illusion of height, fromthe very top of which his cold, enotionless eyes
stared down the declivity of a long nose at the trader. The not her-of - pearl
ruches at his wists fluttered filmly as he brought his ivory stick to the
ground before himand | eaned upon it daintily.

"No," he said, with a little gesture, "you remain here. Forget your toys; | am
not interested in them"

He drew forth a chair, dusted it carefully with the iridescent square of
fabric attached to the top of his white stick, and seated hinself. Devers

gl anced towards the mate to the chair, but Brodrig said lazily, "You will
stand in the presence of a Peer of the Realm™

He smil ed.

Devers shrugged. "If you're not interested in ny stock in trade, what am!|l
here for?"

The Privy Secretary waited coldly, and Devers added a slow, "Sir."

"For privacy," said the secretary. "Nowis it likely that | would conme two
hundred parsecs through space to inspect trinkets? It's you |l want to see." He
extracted a small pink tablet froman engraved box and placed it delicately
between his teeth. He sucked it slowy and appreciatively.

"For instance," he said, "who are you? Are you really a citizen of this
barbarian world that is creating all this fury of mlitary frenzy?"

Devers nodded gravely.

"And you were really captured by himafter the beginning of this squabble he

calls a war. | amreferring to our young general." Devers nodded agai n.
"So! Very well, my worthy Qutlander. | see your fluency of speech is at a
mnimum | shall snooth the way for you. It seenms that our general here is

fighting an apparently mneani ngl ess war with frightful transports of energy —
and this over a forsaken fleabite of a world at the end of nowhere, which to a
| ogi cal man would not seemworth a single blast of a single gun. Yet the
general is not illogical. On the contrary, | would say he was extrenely
intelligent. Do you foll ow ne?"

"Can't say | do, sir."



The secretary inspected his fingernails and said, "Listen further, then. The
general would not waste his nen and ships on a sterile feat of glory. | know
he tal ks of glory and of Inperial honor, but it is quite obvious that the

af fectati on of being one of the insufferable old dem gods of the Heroic Age
won't wash. There is sonething nore than glory hereand he does take queer
unnecessary care of you. Now if you were ny prisoner and told me as little of
use as you have our general, | would slit open your abdonen and strangle you
with your own intestines.”

Devers remai ned wooden. Hi s eyes noved slightly, first to one of the
secretary's bully-boys, and then to the other. They were ready; eagerly ready.
The secretary smled. "Well, now, you're a silent devil. According to the
general, even a Psychic Probe made no inpression, and that was a m stake on
his part, by the way, for it convinced nme that our young military whizz-bang

was lying." He seemed in high hunor.
"My honest tradesman," he said, "I have a Psychic Probe of ny own, one that
ought to suit you peculiarly well. You see this-" And between thunmb and

forefinger, held negligently, were intricately designed, pink-and-yell ow
rectangl es which were nmost definitely obvious in identity.

Devers said so. "It |ooks like cash,"” he said.

"Cash it is — and the best cash of the Empire, for it is backed by ny estates,
whi ch are nore extensive than the Enperor's own. A hundred thousand credits.
Al here! Between two fingers! Yours!"

"For what, sir? | ama good trader, but all trades go in both directions."
"For what? For the truth! Wat is the general after? Wiy is he fighting this
war ?"

Lat han Devers sighed, and snoothed his beard thoughtfully.

"What he's after?" H s eyes were following the notions of the secretary's
hands as he counted the noney slowy, bill by bill. "In a word, the Enpire."
"Hhp. How ordinary! It always comes to that in the end. But how? What is the
road that |eads fromthe Gal axy's edge to the peak of Enpire so broadly and

i nvitingly?"

"The Foundation," said Devers, bitterly, "has secrets. They have books, old
books — so old that the | anguage they are in is only known to a few of the top
men. But the secrets are shrouded in ritual and religion, and none nay use
them | tried and now | amhere — and there is a death sentence waiting for
me, there."

"l see. And these old secrets? Come, for one hundred thousand | deserve the
intinmate details."

"The transnutation of elenments," said Devers, shortly.

The secretary's eyes narrowed and | ost sone of their detachnment. "I have been
told that practical transnutation is inpossible by the aws of nucleics."

"So it is, if nuclear forces are used. But the ancients were smart boys. There
are sources of power greater than the nuclei and nore fundamental. If the
Foundati on used those sources as | suggested-" Devers felt a soft, creeping
sensation in his stomach. The bait was dangling; the fish was nosing it.

The secretary said suddenly, "Continue. The general, | amsure, is aware of a
this. But what does he intend doing once he finishes this opera-bouffe
affair?"

Devers kept his voice rock-steady. "Wth transnutati on he controls the econony
of the whole set-up of your Empire. Mneral holdings won't be worth a sneeze
when Ri ose can make tungsten out of alum numand iridiumout of iron. An
entire production system based on the scarcity of certain el enents and the
abundance of others is thrown completely out of whack. There'll be the
greatest disjointnent the Enpire has ever seen, and only Riose will be able to
stop it. And there is the question of this new power | nentioned, the use of
whi ch won't give Riose religious heebies.

"There's nothing that can stop himnow He's got the Foundation by the back of
t he neck, and once he's finished with it, he'll be Enperor in two years."
"So." Brodrig laughed lightly. "lridiumout of iron, that's what you said,
isn'"t it? Come, I'll tell you a state secret. Do you know that the Foundation



has al ready been in communi cation with the general ?"

Devers' back stiffened.

"You | ook surprised. Wiy not? It seens |ogical now They offered hima hundred

tons of iridiuma year to make peace. A hundred tons of iron converted to

iridiumin violation of their religious principles to save their necks. Fair

enough, but no wonder our rigidly incorruptible general refused — when he can

have the iridiumand the Enpire as well. And poor C eon called himhis one

honest general. My bewhi skered nmerchant, you have earned your noney."

He tossed it, and Devers scranbled after the flying bills.

Lord Brodrig stopped at the door and turned. "One rem nder, trader. My

pl aymates with the guns here have neither mddl e ears, tongues, education, nor

intelligence. They can neither hear, speak, wite, nor even nmake sense to a

Psychic Probe. But they are very expert at interesting executions. | have

bought you, man, at one hundred thousand credits. You will be good and worthy

nmer chandi se. Shoul d you forget that you are bought at any time and attenpt to
say ... repeat our conversation to Riose, you will be executed. But

executed ny way."

And in that delicate face there were sudden hard |ines of eager cruelty that

changed the studied snmle into a red-1ipped snarl. For one fleeting second,

Devers saw t hat space fiend who had bought his buyer, ook out of his buyer's

eyes.

Silently, he preceded the two thrusting blast-guns of Brodrig's "playmates" to

his quarters.

And to Ducem Barr's question, he said with brooding satisfaction, "No, that's

the queerest part of it. He bribed ne.

Two nonths of difficult war had left their nark on Bel Riose. There was

heavy-handed gravity about him and he was short-tenpered.

It was with inpatience that he addressed the worshi pi ng Sergeant Luk. "Wit

out si de, soldier, and conduct these nen back to their quarters when | am

through. No one is to enter until | call. No one at all, you understand."

The sergeant saluted hinmself stiffly out of the room and Riose with muttered

di sgust scooped up the waiting papers on his desk, threw theminto the top

drawer and slanmmed it shut.

"Take seats," he said shortly, to the waiting two. "I haven't rmnuch tine.

Strictly speaking, | shouldn't be here at all, but it is necessary to see

you. "

He turned to Ducem Barr, whose long fingers were caressing with interest the

crystal cube in which was set the sinmulacrumof the |lined, austere face of Hs

| mperial Mjesty, Ceon II.

"In the first place, patrician," said the general, "your Seldon is losing. To

be sure, he battles well, for these nen of the Foundation swarmlike sensel ess

bees and fight |ike madmen. Every planet is defended viciously, and once

t aken, every planet heaves so with rebellion it is as nuch trouble to hold as

to conquer. But they are taken, and they are held. Your Seldon is losing."

"But he has not yet lost," murrmured Barr politely.

"The Foundation itself retains less optimsm They offer me mllions in order

that I may not put this Seldon to the final test."

"So runmor goes."

"Ah, is runor preceding me? Does it prate also of the |atest?"

"What is the latest?"

"Why, that Lord Brodrig, the darling of the Enperor, is now second in comrand

at his own request."”

Devers spoke for the first time. "At his own request, boss? How cone? Or are

you growing to like the fell ow?" He chuckl ed.

Ri ose said, calmy, "No, can't say | do. It's just that he bought the office

at what | considered a fair and adequate price."

"Such as?"
"Such as a request to the Enmperor for reinforcenments.”
Devers' contenptuous snile broadened. "'He has conmuni cated with the Enperor

huh? And | take it, boss, you're just waiting for these reinforcements, but



they' Il come any day. Right?"

"Wong! They have already cone. Five ships of the line; snmooth and strong,
with a personal nessage of congratul ations fromthe Enperor, and nore ships on
the way. What's wong, trader?" he asked, sardonically.

Devers spoke through suddenly frozen lips. "Nothing!"

Ri ose strode out from behind his desk and faced the trader, hand on the butt
of his bl ast-gun.

"I say, what's wrong, trader? The news would seemto disturb you. Surely, you
have no sudden birth of interest in the Foundation."

"l haven't."

"Yes — there are queer points about you."

"That so, boss?" Devers smiled tightly, and balled the fists in his pockets.
"Just you line themup and |I'Il knock them down for you."

"Here they are. You were caught easily. You surrendered at first blowwth a
burnt-out shield. You're quite ready to desert your world, and that wthout a
price. Interesting, all this, isn't it?"

"I crave to be on the w nning side, boss. |I'ma sensible man; you called ne

t hat yoursel f."

Ri ose said with tight throatiness, "Granted! Yet no trader since has been
captured. No trade ship but has had the speed to escape at choice. No trade
ship but has had a screen that could take all the beating a Iight cruiser
could give it, should it choose to fight. And no trader but has fought to
deat h when occasion warranted. Traders have been traced as the | eaders and
instigators of the guerilla warfare on occupi ed planets and of the flying
raids in occupied space.

"Are you the only sensible man then? You neither fight nor flee, but turn

traitor without urging. You are unique, anmazingly unique — in fact,
suspi ci ously uni que."

Devers said softly, "I take your meaning, but you have nothing on ne. 1've
been here now six nonths, and |'ve been a good boy."

"So you have, and | have repaid you by good treatnent. | have left your ship

undi sturbed and treated you with every consideration. Yet you fall short.
Freely offered information, for instance, on your gadgets m ght have been
hel pful . The atomic principles on which they are built would seemto be used
in sone of the Foundation's nastiest weapons. Right?"

"I amonly a trader," said Devers, "and not one of these bigw g technicians.

sell the stuff; | don't nmake it."

"Well, that will be seen shortly. It is what | came here for. For instance,
your ship will be searched for a personal force-shield. You have never worn
one; yet all soldiers of the Foundation do. It will be significant evidence
that there is information you do not choose to give ne. Ri ght?"

There was no answer. He continued, "And there will be nore direct evidence. |

have brought with ne the Psychic Probe. It failed once before, but contact
with the enenmy is a liberal education.”

H s voice was snoothly threatening and Devers felt the gun thrust hard in his
mdriff — the general's gun, hitherto in its holster

The general said quietly, "You will renove your wistband and any ot her netal
ornanent you wear and give themto nme. Slowy! Atonic fields can be distorted
you see, and Psychic Probes might probe only into static. That's right.. 1"l
take it."

The receiver on the general's desk was gl owi ng and a nmessage capsul e clicked
into the slot, near which Barr stood and still held the trinensional I|nperial
bust .

Ri ose stepped behind his desk, with his blast-gun held ready. He said to Barr
"You too, patrician. Your wristband condermms you. You have been hel pful
earlier, however, and | amnot vindictive, but | shall judge the fate of your
behost aged fanmily by the results of the Psychic Probe."

And as Ri ose | eaned over to take out the message capsule, Barr lifted the
crystal -envel oped bust of C eon and quietly and net hodically brought it down
upon the general's head.



It happened too suddenly for Devers to grasp. It was as if a sudden denobn had
grown into the old man.

"Qut!" said Barr, in a tooth-clenched whisper. "Quickly!" He seized Riose's
dropped bl aster and buried it in his bl ouse.

Sergeant Luk turned as they emerged fromthe narrowest possible crack of the
door.

Barr said easily, "Lead on, sergeant!"

Devers cl osed the door behind him

Sergeant Luk led in silence to their quarters, and then, with the briefest
pause, continued onward, for there was the nudge of a blast-gun nuzzle in his
ribs, and a hard voice in his ears which said, "To the trade ship."

Devers stepped forward to open the air |ock, and Barr said, "Stand where you
are, Luk. You've been a decent nman, and we're not going to kill you."

But the sergeant recogni zed the nonogramon the gun. He cried in choked fury,
"You' ve killed the general."

Wth a wild, incoherent yell, he charged blindly upon the blasting fury of the
gun and col |l apsed in blasted ruin.

The trade ship was rising above the dead planet before the signal |ights began
their eerie blink and against the creany cobweb of the great Lens in the sky
whi ch was the Gal axy, other black forms rose.

Devers said grimy, "Hold tight, Barr — and let's see if they' ve got a ship
that can match ny speed.”

He knew t hey hadn't!

And once in open space, the trader's voice seened | ost and dead as he said,
"The line | fed Brodrig was a little too good. It seens as if he's thrown in
with the general ."

Swiftly they raced into the depths of the star-nass that was the Gl axy.

8. TO TRANTOR Devers bent over the little dead gl obe, watching for a tiny
sign of life. The directional control was slowy and thoroughly sieving space
with its jabbing tight sheaf of signals.

Barr watched patiently fromhis seat on the low cot in the comer, He asked
"No nore signs of thenP"

"The Empire boys? No." The trader growl ed the words with evident inpatience.
"W | ost the scuppers long ago. Space! Wth the blind junps we took through
hyperspace, it's lucky we didn't land up in a sun's belly. They couldn't have
foll owed us even if they outranged us, which they didn't."

He sat back and | oosened his collar with a jerk. "I don't know what those
Enmpi re boys have done here. | think sone of the gaps are out of alignment."

"I take it, then, you're trying to get to the Foundation."

"I"'mcalling the Association — or trying to."

"The Associ ation? Wo are they?"

"Associ ati on of | ndependent Traders. Never heard of it, huh? Well, you're not
al one. W haven't nade our splash yet!™

For a while there was a silence that centered about the unresponsive Reception
I ndicator, and Barr said, "Are you within range?"

"I don't know. | haven't but a small notion where we are, going by dead
reckoning. That's why | have to use directional control. It could take years,
you know. "

"Mght it?"

Barr pointed; and Devers junped and adjusted his earphones. Wthin the little
mur ky sphere there was a tiny gl ow ng whiteness.

For half an hour, Devers nursed the fragile, groping thread of conmunication
t hat reached through hyperspace to connect two points that |aggard |ight would
take five hundred years to bind together

Then he sat back, hopel essly. He | ooked up, and shoved the earphones back
"Let's eat, doc. There's a needl e-shower you can use if you want to, but go
easy on the hot water."

He squatted before one of the cabinets that lined one wall and felt through
the contents. "You're not a vegetarian, | hope?"

Barr said, "I'mommivorous. But what about the Association. Have you | ost



t hen®?"

"Looks so. It was extrene range, a little too extrenme. Doesn't nmatter, though
| got all that counted.”

He straightened, and placed the two nmetal containers upon the table. "Just

give it five mnutes, doc, then slit it open by pushing the contact. It'll be
pl ate, food, and fork — sort of handy for when you're in a hurry, if you're
not interested in such incidentals as napkins. | suppose you want to know what

| got out of the Association."”

"If it isn't a secret.”

Devers shook his head. "Not to you. What Ri ose said was true."

"About the offer of tribute?"

"Uh- huh. They offered it, and had it refused. Things are bad. There's fighting
in the outer suns of Loris."

"Loris is close to the Foundation?"

"Huh? Ch, you wouldn't know. It's one of the original Four Kingdoms. You m ght
call it part of the inner Iine of defense. That's not the worst. They've been
fighting | arge ships previously never encountered. \Which neans R ose wasn't
giving us the works. He has received nore ships. Brodrig has switched sides,
and | have messed things up."”

H s eyes were bl eak as he joined the food-container contact-points and wat ched
it fall open neatly. The stew i ke dish steaned its aroma through the room
Ducem Barr was al ready eating.

"So nmuch," said Barr, "for inprovisations, then. W can do nothing here; we

can not cut through the Inperial lines to return to the Foundation; we can do
not hi ng but that which is nost sensible — to wait patiently. However, if R ose
has reached the inner line | trust the wait will not be too |long."

And Devers put down his fork. "Wait, is it?" he snarled, glowering. "That's
all right for you. You' ve got nothing at stake."
"Haven't 1?" Barr smled thinly.

"No. In fact, I'll tell you." Devers' irritation skimed the surface. "I'm
tired of looking at this whole business as if it were an interesting
somet hi ng-or-other on a mcroscope slide. |1've got friends somewhere out

there, dying; and a whole world out there, ny home, dying also. You' re an
outsi der. You don't know. "

"I have seen friends die." The old man's hands were linp in his lap and his
eyes were closed. "Are you married?"

Devers said, "Traders don't marry."

"Well, | have two sons and a nephew. They have been warned, but — for reasons
— they could take no action. Qur escape neans their death. My daughter and ny
two grandchildren have, | hope, left the planet safety before this, but even
excluding them | have already risked and | ost nore than you."

Devers was norosely savage. "I know. But that was a matter of choice. You

m ght have played ball with Riose. | never asked you to-" Barr shook his head.
"It was not a matter of choice, Devers. Make your conscience free, | didn't
risk ny sons for you. | co-operated with Riose as long as | dared. But there
was the Psychic Probe."

The Siwenni an patrician opened his eyes and they were sharp with pain. "R ose
cane to me once; it was over a year ago. He spoke of a cult centering about

t he magi ci ans, but missed the truth. It is not quite a cult. You see, it is
forty years now that Siwenna has been gripped in the sane unbearabl e vi se that
t hreatens your world. Five revolts have been ground out. Then | discovered the
ancient records of Hari Seldon — and nowthis 'cult' waits.

"It waits for the com ng of the 'magicians' and for that day it is ready. My
sons are | eaders of those who wait. It is that secret which is in ny mnd and
whi ch the Probe nust never touch. And so they nust die as hostages; for the
alternative is their death as rebels and half of Siwenna with them You see,
had no choice! And I am no outsider."

Devers' eyes fell, and Barr continued softly, "It is on a Foundation victory
that Siwenna's hopes depend. It is for a Foundation victory that ny sons are
sacrificed. And Hari Sel don does not pre-calculate the inevitable salvation of



Si wenna as he does that of the Foundation. | have no certainty for my people —

only hope."

"But you are still satisfied to wait. Even with the Inperial Navy at Loris."
"I would wait, in perfect confidence," said Barr, sinply, "if they had | anded
on the planet, Term nus, itself."

The trader frowned hopelessly. "I don't know It can't really work like that;

not just like magic. Psychohistory or not, they're terribly strong, and we're
weak. What can Setdon do about it?"

"There's nothing to do. It's all already done. It's proceedi ng now. Because
you don't hear the wheels turning and the gongs beating doesn't mean it's any
the less certain.”

"Maybe; but | wish you had cracked Riose's skull for keeps. He's nore the
eneny than all his arny."

"Cracked his skull? Wth Brodrig his second in command?" Barr's face sharpened
with hate. "All Siwenna woul d have been ny hostage. Brodrig has proven his
worth I ong since. There exists a world which five years ago | ost one male in
every ten — and sinply for failure to neet outstanding taxes. This sane
Brodrig was the tax-collector. No, Riose may live. H's punishnments are nercy
i n conparison.”

"But six nonths, six months, in the eneny Base, with nothing to show for it."
Devers' strong hands cl asped each other tautly, so that his knuckles cracked.
"Not hing to show for it!"

"Well, now, wait. You rem nd me-" Barr funbled in his pouch. "You night want
to count this." And he tossed the small sphere of netal on the table.

Devers snatched it. "What is it?"

"The message capsule. The one that Ri ose received just before | jacked him
Does that count as somet hi ng?"

"I don't know. Depends on what's in it!" Devers sat down and turned it over
carefully in his hand.

When Barr stepped fromhis cold shower and, gratefully, into the mld warm
current of the air dryer, he found Devers silent and absorbed at the

wor kbench.

The Siwenni an sl apped his body with a sharp rhythm and spoke above the
punctuating sounds. "What are you doi ng?"

Devers | ooked up. Droplets of perspiration glittered in his beard. "I'm going
to open this capsule.”

"Can you open it without Riose's personal characteristic?' There was nild
surprise in the Siwennian's voice.

"I'f I can't, 1'll resign fromthe Association and never skipper a ship for
what's left of nmy life. I've got a three-way el ectronic analysis of the
interior now, and I've got little jiggers that the Enpire never heard of,
especially made for jimying capsules. |I've been a burglar before this,

y' know. A trader has to be sonething of everything."

He bent |ow over the little sphere, and a snmall flat instrunent probed
delicately and sparked redly at each fleeting contact.

He said, "This capsule is a crude job, anyway. These Inperial boys are no
shakes at this small work. | can see that. Ever see a Foundation capsule? It's
hal f the size and inpervious to electronic analysis in the first place."

And then he was rigid, the shoul der muscl es beneath his tunic tautening
visibly. Hs tiny probe pressed slowly— It was noi sel ess when it cane, but
Devers; relaxed and sighed. In his hand was the shining sphere with its
message unrolled |ike a parchnent tongue.

"It's fromBrodrig," he said. Then, with contenpt, "The message mediumis
permanent. In a Foundation capsule, the nessage woul d be oxidized to gas
within the mnute."

But Ducem Barr waved himsilent. He read the message quickly.

FROM AMMVEL BRODRI G ENVOY EXTRAORDI NARY OF HI S | MPERI AL MAJESTY, PRI VY
SECRETARY OF THE COUNCI L, AND PEER OF THE REALM

TO BEL RIOSE, M LITARY GOVERNOR OF SI WENNA. GENERAL OF THE | MPERI AL FORCES,
AND PEER OF THE REALM | GREET YOU.



PLANET #1120 NO LONGER RESI STS. THE PLANS OF OFFENSE AS OUTLI NED CONTI NUE
SMOOTHLY. THE ENEMY WEAKENS VI SI BLY AND THE ULTI MATE ENDS IN VI EWW LL SURELY
BE GAl NED.

Barr raised his head fromthe al nost mcroscopic print and cried bitterly,
"The fool! The forsaken blasted fop! That a nmessage?"

"Huh?" said Devers. He was vaguely di sappoi nt ed.

"It says nothing," ground out Barr. "Qur lick-spittle courtier is playing at
general now. Wth Ri ose away, he is the field commander and nust sooth his
paltry spirit by spewi ng out his ponpous reports concerning mlitary affairs

he has nothing to do with. 'So-and-so planet no | onger resists.' 'The
of fensi ve noves on.' 'The eneny weakens.' The vacuum headed peacock."
"Well, now, wait a minute. Hold on-" "Throw it away." The old man turned away

in nmortification. "The Gal axy knows | never expected it to be world-shakingly
i mportant, but in wartime it is reasonable to assume that even the nost
routi ne order left undelivered m ght hanper military novements and lead to
conplications later. It's why | snatched it. But this! Better to have left it.
It woul d have wasted a mnute of Riose's tine that will now be put to nore
constructive use."

But Devers had arisen. "WII| you hold on and stop throw ng your weight around?
For Seldon's sake-" He held out the sliver of nessage before Barr's nose, "Now
read that again. Wiat does he mean by 'ultimate ends in view ?"

"The conquest of the Foundation. Well?"

"Yes? And maybe he neans the conquest of the Enpire. You know he believes that
to be the ultimate end."

"And if he does?"

"I'f he does!" Devers' one-sided smle was lost in his beard. "Wy, watch then
and I'Il show you."

Wth one finger the lavishly nonogranmed sheet of nessage-parchnment was thrust
back into its slot. Wth a soft twang, it di sappeared and the gl obe was a
snoot h, unbroken whol e agai n. Somewhere inside was the tiny oiled whir of the
controls as they lost their setting by random novenents.

"Now there is no known way of opening this capsule w thout know edge of

Ri ose's personal characteristic, is there?"

"To the Empire, no," said Barr

"Then the evidence it contains is unknown to us and absolutely authentic."

"To the Empire, yes," said Barr

"And the Enperor can open it, can't he? Personal Characteristics of Governnent
officials nmust be on file. We keep records of our officials at the

Foundati on."

"At the Inperial capital as well," agreed Barr

"Then when you, a Siwennian patrician and Peer of the Realm tell this C eon
this Enperor, that his favorite tame-parrot and his shiniest general are
getting together to knock himover, and hand hi mthe capsul e as evi dence, what
will he think Brodrig's 'ultimte ends' are?"

Barr sat down weakly. "Wait, | don't follow you." He stroked one thin cheek
and said, "You're not really serious, are you?"

"I am" Devers was angrily excited. "Listen, nine out of the last ten Enperors
got their throats cut, or their gizzards blasted out by one or another of
their generals with bigtine notions in their heads. You told nme that yourself
nore than once. O d man Enperor would believe us so fast it would nake Riose's
head swim"

Barr nmuttered feebly, "He is serious, For the Gal axy's sake, man, you can't
beat a Seldon crisis by a far-fetched, inpractical, storybook schene |ike
that. Suppose you had never got hold of the capsule. Suppose Brodrig hadn't
used the word 'ultimate.' Seldon doesn't depend on wild luck."

"I'f wild luck comes our way, there's no | aw says Seldon can't take advantage
of it."

"Certainly. But ... but," Barr stopped, then spoke calmy but with visible
restraint. "Look, in the first place, howw |l you get to the planet Trantor?
You don't knowits location in space, and | certainly don't renmenber the



co-ordi nates, to say nothing of the ephenerae. You don't even know your own
position in space.”

"You can't get lost in space,"” grinned Devers. He was at the controls already.
"Down we go to the nearest planet, and back we come with conpl ete bearings and
t he best navigation charts Brodrig's hundred thousand smackers can buy."

"And a blaster in our belly. Qur descriptions are probably in every planet in
this quarter of the Enpire."

"Doc," said Devers, patiently, "don't be a hick tomthe sticks. Ri ose said ny
ship surrendered too easily and, brother, he wasn't kidding. This ship has
enough fire-power and enough juice in its shield to hold off anything we're
Rely to neet this deep inside the frontier. And we have personal shields, too.
The Enpire boys never found them you know, but they weren't neant to be
found. "

"Al'l fight," said Barr, "all right. Suppose yourself on Trantor. How do you
see the Enperor then? You think he keeps office hours?"

"Suppose we worry about that on Trantor," said Devers.

And Barr muttered helplessly, "Al right again. I've wanted to see Trantor
before | die for half a century now Have your way."

The hypernucl ear notor was cut in. The lights flickered and there was the
slight internal wench that nmarked the shift into hyperspace.

9. ON TRANTOR The stars were as thick as weeds in an unkenpt field, and for
the first tinme, Lathan Devers found the figures to the right of the deci mal
point of prime inportance in calculating the cuts through the hyper-regions.
There was a cl austrophobi ¢ sensation about the necessity for |eaps of not nore
than a light-year. There was a frightening harshness about a sky which
glittered unbrokenly in every direction. It was being lost in a sea of
radi ation.

And in the center of an open cluster of ten thousand stars, whose light tore
to shreds the feebly encircling darkness, there circled the huge Inperial

pl anet, Trantor.

But it was nore than a planet; it was the living pul se beat of an Enpire of
twenty mllion stellar systens. It had only one, function, administration; one
pur pose, government; and one manufactured product, |aw.

The entire world was one functional distortion. There was no |iving object on
its surface hut man, his pets, and his parasites. No bl ade of grass or
fragnment of uncovered soil could be found outside the hundred square mniles of
the Inperial Palace. No fresh water outside the Pal ace grounds existed but in
t he vast underground cisterns that held the water supply of a world.

The lustrous, indestructible, incorruptible netal that was the unbroken
surface of the planet was the foundation of the huge, netal structures that
mazed the planet. They were structures connected by causeways; |aced by
corridors; cubbyholed by offices; basenmented by the huge retail centers that
covered square nmiles; penthoused by the glittering amusenment world that
sparkled into life each night.

One could wal k around the world of Trantor and never |eave that one

congl orer at e buil ding, nor see the city.

A fleet of ships greater in nunber than all the war fleets the Enpire had ever
supported |l anded their cargoes on Trantor each day to feed the forty billions
of humans who gave nothing in exchange but the fulfillment of the necessity of
untangling the nyriads of threads that spiraled into the centra

adm ni stration of the nost conpl ex government Humanity had ever known.

Twenty agricultural worlds were the granary of Trantor. A universe was its
servant.

Tightly held by the huge netal arns on either side, the trade ship was gently
| owered down the huge ranp that led to the hangar. Already Devers had funed
his way through the mani fold conplications of a world conceived in paper work
and dedicated to the principle of the formin-quadruplicate.

There had been the prelimnary halt in space, where the first of what had
grown into a hundred questionnaires had been filled out. There were the
hundred cross-exam nations, the routine adm nistration of a sinple Probe, the



phot ographi ng of the ship, the Characteristic-Analysis of the two nen, and the
subsequent recording of the sane, the search for contraband, the paynent of
the entry tax — and finally the question of the identity cards and visitor's
vi sa.

Ducem Barr was a Siwenni an and subject of the Emperor, but Lathan Devers was
an unknown wi thout the requisite docunents. The official in charge at the
nonment was devastated with sorrow, but Devers could not enter. In fact, he
woul d have to be held for official investigation

From somewhere a hundred credits in crisp, new bills backed by the estates of
Lord Brodrig made their appearance, and changed bands quietly. The official
hemred i nportantly and the devastation of his sorrow was assuaged. A new form
made its appearance fromthe appropriate pigeonhole. It was filled out rapidly
and efficiently, with the Devers characteristic thereto formally and properly
att ached.

The two nmen, trader and patrician, entered Siwenna.

In the hangar, the trade ship was another vessel to be cached, photographed,
recorded, contents noted, identity cards of passengers facsimled, and for
which a suitable fee was paid, recorded, and receipted.

And then Devers was on a huge terrace under the bright white sun, along which
worren chattered, children shrieked, and nen sipped drinks |anguidly and
listened to the huge televisors blaring out the news of the Enmpire.

Barr paid a requisite nunber of iridiumcoins and appropriated the uppernost
menber of a pile of newspapers. It was the Trantor Inperial News, official
organ of the governnment. In the back of the news room there was the soft
clicking noise of additional editions being printed in |ong-distance synpathy
with the busy machines at the Inperial News offices ten thousand nil es away by
corridor — six thousand by air-nmachine — just as ten nmillion sets of copies
were being |ikew se printed at that nmonment in ten mllion other news roons al
over the planet.

Barr glanced at the headlines and said softly, "What shall we do first?"
Devers tried to shake hinself out of his depression. He was in a universe far
renoved fromhis own, on a world that weighted himdown with its intricacy,
anong peopl e whose doi ngs were inconprehensi bl e and whose | anguage was nearly
so. The gleaning netallic towers that surrounded himand continued onwards in
never-ending nultiplicity to beyond the horizon oppressed him the whol e busy,
unheeding life of a world-netropolis cast himinto the horrible gl oom of

i sol ati on and pygmnyi sh uni nmport ance.

He said, "I better leave it to you, doc."

Barr was calm lowvoice. "I tried to tell you, but it's hard to believe

wi t hout seeing for yourself, | know that. Do you know how many people want to
see the Enperor every day? About one million. Do you know how many he sees?
About ten. We'lIl have to work through the civil service, and that makes it

harder. But we can't afford the aristocracy."

"We have al nost one hundred thousand."

"A single Peer of the Real mwould cost us that, and it would take at | east
three or four to forman adequate bridge to the Enperor. It may take fifty

chi ef comm ssioners and seni or supervisors to do the sane, but they would cost

us only a hundred apiece perhaps. I'll do the talking. In the first place,
t hey woul dn't understand your accent, and in the second, you don't know the
etiquette of Inperial bribery. It's an art, | assure you. Ah!"

The third page of the Inperial News had what he wanted and he passed the paper
to Devers.

Devers read slowy. The vocabul ary was strange, but he understood. He | ooked
up, and his eyes were dark with concern. He slapped the news sheet angrily
with the back of his hand. "You think this can be trusted?"

"Wthin limts," replied Barr, calmy. "It's highly inprobable that the
Foundation fl eet was wi ped out. They've probably reported that several tines
already, if they've gone by the usual war-reporting technique of a world
capital far fromthe actual scene of fighting. Wat it neans, though, is that
Ri ose has won another battle, which would be none-too-unexpected. It says he's



captured Loris. Is that the capital planet of the Kingdom of Loris?"

"Yes," brooded Devers, "or of what used to be the Kingdom of Loris. And it's
not twenty parsecs fromthe Foundation. Doc, we've got to work fast."

Barr shrugged, "You can't go fast on Trantor. If you try, you'll end up at the
poi nt of an atom bl aster, nost likely."

"How long will it take?"

"Armonth, if we're lucky. A nonth, and our hundred thousand credits — if even

that will suffice. And that is providing the Enperor does not take it into his
head in the neantinme to travel to the Summer Pl anets, where he sees no
petitioners at all."

"But the Foundation-" "-WI| take care of itself, as heretofore. Conme, there's
the question of dinner. I'mhungry. And afterwards, the evening is ours and we
may as well use it. W shall never see Trantor or any world like it again, you
know. "

The Hone Conmi ssioner of the Quter Provinces spread his pudgy hands hel pl essly
and peered at the petitioners with owish nearsightedness. "But the Enperor is
i ndi sposed, gentlenen. It is really useless to take the matter to ny superior
H s Inperial Mjesty has seen no one in a week."

"He will see us," said Barr, with an affectation of confidence. "It is but a
guestion of seeing a nmenber of the staff of the Privy Secretary."

"I npossible,"” said the comi ssioner enphatically. "It would be the worth of ny
job to attenmpt that. Now if you could but be nore explicit concerning the
nature of your business. I'mwlling to help you, understand, but naturally I
want something | ess vague, sonmething | can present to ny superior as reason
for taking the matter further."

"I'f ny business were such that it could be told to any but the highest,"
suggested Barr, snoothly, "it would scarcely be inportant enough to rate
audience with His Inperial Majesty. | propose that you take a chance. | m ght
rem nd you that if H's Inperial Mjesty attaches the inportance to our

busi ness whi ch we guarantee that he will, you will stand certain to receive
the honors you will deserve for hel ping us now "

"Yes, but-" and the conmm ssi oner shrugged, wordl essly.

"It's a chance," agreed Barr. "Naturally, a risk should have its conpensation
It is a rather great favor to ask you, but we have already been greatly
obliged with your kindness in offering us this opportunity to explain our
problem But if you would allow us to express our gratitude just slightly by-"
Devers scow ed. He had heard this speech with its slight variations twenty
times in the past nmonth. It ended, as always, in a quick shift of the

hal f - hi dden bills. But the epilogue differed here. Usually the bills vanished
i medi ately; here they remained in plain view, while slowy the conm ssioner
counted them inspecting themfront and back as he did so.

There was a subtle change in his voice. "Backed by the Privy Secretary, hey?
CGood noney!"

"To get back to the subject-" urged Barr.

"No, but wait," interrupted the conmi ssioner, "let us go back by easy stages.

| really do wi sh to know what your business can be. This nmoney, it is fresh
and new, and you nust have a good deal, for it strikes ne that you have seen
other officials before nme. Conme, now, what about it?"

Barr said, "I don't see what you are driving at."

"Why, see here, it might be proven that you are upon the planet illegally,
since the ldentification and Entry Cards of your silent friend are certainly

i nadequate. He is not a subject of the Enmperor."

"I deny that."

"It doesn't matter that you do," said the conm ssioner, wth sudden bl untness.
"The official who signed his Cards for the sumof a hundred credits has
confessed — under pressure — and we know nore of you than you think."

"If you are hinting, sir, that the sumwe have asked you to accept is

i nadequate in view of the risks-" The conmi ssioner smiled. "On the contrary,

it is nmore than adequate." He tossed the bills aside. "To return to what | was
saying, it is the Enperor hinself who has becone interested in your case. Is



it not true, sirs, that you have recently been guests of General R ose? Is it
not true that you have escaped fromthe nmidst of his army with, to put it

mldly, astonishing ease? Is it not true that you possess a snall fortune in
bills backed by Lord Brodrig's estates? In short, is it not true that you are

a pair of spies and assassins sent here to — Well, you shall tell us yourself
who paid you and for what!"

"Do you know," said Barr, with silky anger, "I deny the right of a petty
conm ssioner to accuse us of crines. W will |eave."”

"You will not |leave." The conmm ssioner arose, and his eyes no |onger seened
near-si ghted. "You need answer no question now, that will be reserved for a
later — and nore forceful — time. Nor am| a conmissioner; | ama Lieutenant

of the Inperial Police. You are under arrest.”

There was a glitteringly efficient blast-gun in his fist as he smled. "There
are greater nen than you under arrest this day. It is a hornet's nest we are
cl eaning up."

Devers snarled and reached slowy for his own gun. The |lieutenant of police
snm |l ed nmore broadly and squeezed the contacts. The blasting |ine of force
struck Devers' chest in an accurate blaze of destruction - that bounced

harm essly off his personal shield in sparkling spicules of light.

Devers shot in turn, and the lieutenant's head fell fromoff an upper torso
that had di sappeared. It was still snmiling as it lay in the jag of sunshine
whi ch entered t hrough the new nade hole in the wall

It was through the back entrance that they left.

Devers said huskily, "Quickly to the ship. They'll have the alarmout in no
time." He cursed in a ferocious whisper. "It's another plan that's backfired.
| could swear the space fiend hinmself is against ne."

It was in the open that they becane aware of the jabbering crowds that
surrounded the huge tel evisors. They had no tine to wait; the disconnected
roaring words that reached them they disregarded. But Barr snatched a copy of
the Inperial News before diving into the huge barn of the hangar, where the
ship lifted hastily through a giant cavity burnt fiercely into the roof.

"Can you get away fromthenP" asked Barr.

Ten ships of the traffic-police wildly foll owed the runaway craft that had
burst out of the lawful, radio-beaned Path of Leaving, and then broken every
speed law in creation. Further behind still, sleek vessels of the Secret
Service were lifting in pursuit of a carefully described ship manned by two

t horoughly identified rmurderers.

"Watch ne," said Devers, and savagely shifted into hyperspace two thousand

m | es above the surface of Trantor. The shift, so near a planetary nass, neant
unconsci ousness for Barr and a fearful haze of pain for Devers, but
light-years further, space above them was cl ear

Devers' sonber pride in his ship burst to the surface. He said, "There's not
an I nperial ship that could follow nme anywhere."

And then, bitterly, "But there is nowhere left to run to for us, and we can't
fight their weight. Wat's there to do? Wat can anyone do?"

Barr noved feebly on his cot. The effect of the hypershift had not yet worn
of f, and each of his muscles ached. He said, "No one has to do anything. It's
all over. Here!"

He passed the copy of the Inperial News that he still clutched, and the
headl i nes were enough for the trader
"Recal l ed and arrested — Riose and Brodrig,'
bl ankly at Barr. "Wy?"

"The story doesn't say, but what does it matter? The war with the Foundation
is over, and at this nonent, Siwenna is revolting. Read the story and see.”

Devers nuttered. He stared

H's voice was drifting off. "We'll stop in sone of the provinces and find out
the later details. If you don't mnd, I'lIl go to sleep now "
And he did.

I n grasshopper junps of increasing nmagnitude, the trade ship was spanning the
Galaxy in its return to the Foundation
10. THE WAR ENDS Lat han Devers felt definitely unconfortable, and vaguely



resentful. He had received his own decoration and withstood with nmute stoicism
the turgid oratory of the mayor which acconpanied the slip of crinson ribbon
That had ended his share of the cerenopnies, but, naturally, formality forced
himto remain. And it was formality, chiefly — the type that couldn't all ow
himto yawn noisily or to swing a foot confortably onto a chair seat - that
made himlong to be in space, where he bel onged.

The Siwennese del egation, with DucemBarr a |lionized nmenber, signed the
Convention, and Siwenna becane the first province to pass directly fromthe
Empire's political rule to the Foundation's econom c one.

Five Inperial Ships of the Line — captured when Siwenna rebell ed behind the
lines of the Enpire's Border Fleet — flashed overhead, huge and nassive,
detonating a roaring salute as they passed over the city.

Not hi ng but drinking, etiquette, and small talk now

A voice called him It was Forell; the man who, Devers realized coldly, could
buy twenty of himwith a norning's profits — but a Forell who now crooked a
finger at himw th genial condescension

He stepped out upon the balcony into the cool night wi nd, and bowed properly,
while scowming into his bristling beard. Barr was there, too; smling. He
said, "Devers, you'll have to come to ny rescue. |'m being accused of nodesty,
a horrible and thoroughly unnatural crine."

"Devers," Forell renoved the fat cigar fromthe side of his mouth when he
spoke, "Lord Barr clains that your trip to Cleon's capital had nothing to do
with the recall of Riose.”

"Nothing at all, sir." Devers was curt. "W never saw the Emperor. The reports
we picked up on our way back concerning the trial, showed it up to be the
purest franmeup. There was a mess of rigmarol e about the general being tied up
with subversive interests at the court."

"And he was innocent?"

"Ri ose?" interposed Barr. "Yes! By the Gal axy, yes. Brodrig was a traitor on
general principles but was never guilty of the specific accusations brought
against him It was a judicial farce; but a necessary one, a predictable one,
an inevitable one."

"By psychohistorical necessity, | presune." Forell rolled the phrase
sonorously with the hunorous ease of long famliarity.

"Exactly." Barr grew serious. "It never penetrated earlier, but once it was
over and | could ... well ... look at the answers in the back of the book, the

probl em becane sinple. W can see, now, that the social background of the

Empi re makes wars of conquest inpossible for it. Under weak Enperors, it is
tom apart by generals conpeting for a worthless and surely death-bringi ng

t hrone. Under strong Enperors, the Enpire is frozen into a paralytic rigor in
whi ch di sintegration apparently ceases for the nmonent, but only at the
sacrifice of all possible growth."

Forell grow ed bluntly through strong puffs, "You're not clear, Lord Barr."
Barr smiled slowmy. "I suppose so. It's the difficulty of not being trained in
psychohi story. Wrds are a pretty fuzzy substitute for mathematical equations.
But let's see now-" Barr considered, while Forell rel axed, back to railing,
and Devers | ooked into the velvet sky and thought wonderingly of Trantor

Then Barr said, "You see, sir, you — and Devers — and everyone no doubt, had
the idea that beating the Enpire neant first prying apart the Enperor and his
general . You, and Devers, and everyone else were right — right all the tineg,
as far as the principle of internal disunion was concerned.

"You were wrong, however, in thinking that this internal split was sonething
to be brought about by individual acts, by inspirations of the nonent. You
tried bribery and lies. You appealed to anbition and to fear. But you got
nothing for all your pains. In fact, appearances were worse after each
attenpt.

"And through all this wild threshing up of tiny ripples, the Sel don tidal wave
continued onward, quietly — but quite irresistibly."

Ducem Barr turned away, and | ooked over the railing at the lights of a
rejoicing city. He said, "There was a dead hand pushing all of us; the mghty



general and the great Enperor; ny world and your world — the dead hand of Hari
Sel don. He knew that a man |like R ose would have to fail, since it was his
success that brought failure; and the greater the success, the surer the
failure."

Forell said dryly, "I can't say you're getting clearer."
"A nmoment," continued Barr earnestly. "Look at the situation. A weak genera
coul d never have endangered us, obviously. A strong general during the time of
a weak Emperor woul d never have endangered us, either; for he would have
turned his arnms towards a much nmore fruitful target. Events have shown that
three-fourths of the Enperors of the last two centuries were rebel generals
and rebel viceroys before they were Enperors.
"So it is only the conbination of strong Enperor and strong general that can
harm t he Foundation; for a strong Enperor can not be dethroned easily, and a
strong general is forced to turn outwards, past the frontiers.
"But, what keeps the Emperor strong? What kept C eon strong? It's obvious. He
is strong, because he permits no strong subjects. A courtier who becones too
rich, or a general who becones too popul ar is dangerous. Al the recent
history of the Enpire proves that to any Enperor intelligent enough to be
strong.
"Ri ose won victories, so the Emperor grew suspicious. Al the atnosphere of
the tines forced himto be suspicious. Did Riose refuse a bribe? Very
suspicious; ulterior notives. Did his nost trusted courtier suddenly favor

Ri ose? Very suspicious; ulterior notives. It wasn't the individual acts that
wer e suspi ci ous. Anything el se woul d have done which is why our individua
pl ots were unnecessary and rather futile. It was the success of Riose that was
suspi cious. So he was recalled, and accused, condemmed, mnurdered. The
Foundati on wi ns agai n.
"Look, there is not a conceivabl e conbination of events that does not result
in the Foundation winning. It was inevitable; whatever Riose did, whatever we
did"
The Foundati on magnat e nodded ponderously. "So! But what if the Enperor and
t he general had been the sane person. Hey? What then? That's a case you didn't
cover, so you haven't proved your point yet."

Barr shrugged. "I can't prove anything; | haven't the nmathematics. But |
appeal to your reason. Wth an Empire in which every aristocrat, every strong
man, every pirate can aspire to the Throne — and, as history shows, often
successfully — what woul d happen to even a strong Enmperor who preoccupi ed
hinself with foreign wars at the extreme end of the Gal axy? How | ong woul d he
have to remain away fromthe capital before somebody raised the standards of
civil war and forced himhonme. The social environment of the Enpire would nake
that tinme short.
"I once told Riose that not all the Enpire's strength could swerve the dead
hand of Hari Seldon."
"Good! Good!" Forell was expansively pleased. "Then you inply the Enpire can
never threaten us again."
"It seens to nme so," agreed Barr. "Frankly, Ceon may not |ive out the year
and there's going to be a disputed succession alnpst as a matter of course,
whi ch nmight nmean the last civil war for the Enmpire."
"Then," said Forell, "there are no nore enemies."

Barr was thoughtful. "There's a Second Foundation.™"
"At the other end of the Gal axy? Not for centuries."

Devers turned suddenly at this, and his face was dark as he faced Forell.
"There are internal enem es, perhaps.”
"Are there?" asked Forell, coolly. "Who, for instance?"
"Peopl e, for instance, who might like to spread the wealth a bit, and keep it
from concentrating too much out of the hands that work for it. See what |
mean?"
Slowy, Forell's gaze lost its contenpt and grew one with the anger of Devers
own.

PART |11 THE MULE 11. BRI DE AND GROOM THE MJULE Less is known of "The Ml e"



than of any character of conparable significance to Galactic history. Even the
period of his greatest renown is known to us chiefly through the eyes of his
ant agoni sts and, principally, through those of a young bride...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA Bayta's first sight of Haven was entirely the contrary
of spectacul ar. Her husband pointed it out — a dull star lost in the enptiness
of the Galaxy's edge. It was past the |last sparse clusters, to where
straggling points of light gleamed |lonely. And even anpong these it was poor
and i nconspi cuous.

Toran was quite aware that as the earliest prelude to married life, the Red
Dwarf | acked inpressiveness and his lips curled self-consciously. "I know, Bay
— It isn't exactly a proper change, is it? | mean fromthe Foundation to
this."

"A horrible change, Toran. | should never have married you."

And when his face | ooked nmonentarily hurt, before he caught hinself, she said
wi th her special "cozy" tone, "Al right, silly. Now let your lower lip droop
and give ne that special dying-duck | ook — the one just before you're supposed
to bury your head on ny shoul der, while | stroke your hair full of static
electricity. You were fishing for sone drivel, weren't you? You were expecting
me to say '|I'd be happy anywhere with you, Toran!' or 'The interstellar depths
t hensel ves woul d be hone, my sweet, were you but with me!' Now you admit it."
She pointed a finger at himand snatched it away an instant before his teeth
cl osed upon it.

He said, "If | surrender, and admt you're right, will you prepare dinner?"
She nodded contentedly. He smiled, and just |ooked at her

She wasn't beautiful on the grand scale to others — he admitted that — even if
everybody did |l ook twice. Her hair was dark and gl ossy, though straight, her
mouth a bit wide — but her neticul ous, close-textured eyebrows separated a
white, unlined forehead fromthe warnmest nmahogany eyes ever filled with

smil es.

And behind a very sturdily-built and staunchly-defended facade of practical
unromanti c, hard-headedness towards life, there was just that little pool of
softness that would never show if you poked for it, but could be reached if
you knew just how — and never let on that you were |ooking for it.

Toran adj usted the controls unnecessarily and decided to rel ax. He was one
interstellar junp, and then several mlli-mcroparsecs "on the straight"

bef ore mani pul ati on by hand was necessary. He | eaned over backwards to | ook
into the storeroom where Bayta was juggling appropriate containers.

There was quite a bit of smugness about his attitude towards Bayta — the
satisfied awe that marks the triunph of someone who has been hovering at the
edge of an inferiority conplex for three years.

After all he was a provincial — and not nerely a provincial, but the son of a
renegade Trader. And she was of the Foundation itself — and not nerely that,
but she could trace her ancestry back to Mall ow

And with all that, a tiny quiver underneath. To take her back to Haven, with
its rock-world and cave-cities was bad enough. To have her face the
traditional hostility of Trader for Foundation — nomad for city dweller — was
wor se.

Still — After supper, the last junp!

Haven was an angry crinson bl aze, and the second planet was a ruddy patch of
l[ight with atnosphere-blurred rimand a hal f-sphere of darkness. Bayta | eaned
over the large viewtable with its spidering of crisscross lines that centered
Haven Il neatly.

She said gravely, "I wish | had met your father first. If he takes a dislike
to me=" "Then," said Toran matter-of-factly, "you would be the first pretty
girl toinspire that in him Before he lost his armand stopped roving around
the Gal axy, he — Well, if you ask himabout it, he'll talk to you about it

till your ears wear down to a nubbin. After a while | got to thinking that he
was enbroi dering; because he never told the sane story twi ce the sane way—"
Haven Il was rushing up at them now. The | andl ocked sea wheel ed ponderously
bel ow them slate-gray in the | owering dimess and lost to sight, here and



there, anmong the wi spy clouds. Muntains jutted raggedly al ong the coast.

The sea becane winkled with nearness and, as it veered off past the horizon
just at the end, there was one vani shing glinpse of shore-hugging ice fields.
Toran grunted under the fierce deceleration, "Is your suit |ocked?"

Bayta's plunp face was round and ruddy in the incasing sponge-foam of the

i nternal |l y-heated, skin-clinging costune.

The ship | owered crunchingly on the open field just short of the lifting of

t he pl at eau.

They clinmbed out awkwardly into the solid darkness of the outer-galactic

ni ght, and Bayta gasped as the sudden cold bit, and the thin wind swirled
enptily. Toran seized her el bow and nudged her into an awkward run over the
snoot h, packed ground towards the sparking of artificial light in the

di st ance.

The advanci ng guards net them hal fway, and after a whi spered exchange of
words, they were taken onward. The wi nd and the cold di sappeared when the gate
of rock opened and then cl osed behind them The warminterior, white with

wal I -l1ight, was filled with an i ncongruous hummi ng bustle. Men | ooked up from
t heir desks, and Toran produced docunents.

They were waved onward after a short glance and Toran whi spered to his wife,
"Dad must have fixed up the prelimnaries. The usual |apse here is about five
hours."

They burst into the open and Bayta said suddenly, "Ch, nmy-" The cave city was
in daylight — the white daylight of a young sun. Not that there was a sun, of
course. Wiat shoul d have been the sky was lost in the unfocused gl ow of an

over-all brilliance. And the warmair was properly thick and fragrant with
greenery.

Bayta said, "Wy, Toran, it's beautiful."

Toran grinned with anxious delight. "Well, now, Bay, it isn't |like anything on
t he Foundation, of course, but it's the biggest city on Haven Il — twenty

t housand peopl e, you know — and you'll get to like it. No amusenent pal aces,

I"mafraid, but no secret police either."

"Ch, Torie, it's just like atoy city. It's all white and pink — and so
clean.”

"Wel | -" Toran | ooked at the city with her. The houses were two stories high
for the nost part, and of the smpboth vein rock indigenous to the region. The
spires of the Foundati on were m ssing, and the col ossal community houses of
the A d Kingdons — but the small ness was there and the individuality; a relic
of personal initiative in a Galaxy of mass life.

He snapped to sudden attention. "Bay — There's Dad! Right there — where I'm
pointing, silly. Don't you see hin®"

She did. It was just the inpression of a large nman, waving frantically,
fingers spread wide as though groping wildly in air. The deep thunder of a
drawn- out shout reached them Bayta trailed her husband, rushing downwards
over the close-cropped | awn. She caught sight of a smaller man, white-haired,

al nrost lost to view behind the robust One-arm who still waved and stil
shout ed.
Toran cried over his shoulder, "It's ny father's hal f-brother. The one who's

been to the Foundation. You know. "

They met in the grass, |aughing and incoherent, and Toran's father let out a
final whoop for sheer joy. He hitched at his short jacket and adjusted the
nmet al -chased belt that was his one concession to | uxury.

H s eyes shifted fromone of the youngsters to the other, and then he said, a
little out of breath, "You picked a rotten day to return hone, boy!"

"What? Ch, it is Seldon's birthday, isn't it?"

"It is. | had to rent a car to nake the trip here, and dragoon Randu to drive
it. Not a public vehicle to be had at gun's point."

H s eyes were on Bayta now, and didn't |eave. He spoke to her nore softly, "
have the crystal of you right here — and it's good, but |I can see the fell ow
who took it was an amateur."

He had the small cube of transparency out of his jacket pocket and in the



light the laughing little face within sprang to vivid colored life as a

m ni at ure Bayt a.

"That one!" said Bayta. "Now | wonder why Toran should send that caricature.
|"msurprised you |l et ne come near you, sir."

"Are you now? Call me Fran. I'll have none of this fancy mess. For that,
think you can take ny arm and we'll go on to the car. Till now | never did

t hi nk ny boy knew what he was ever up to. | think I'Il change that opinion. |
think I'lIl have to change that opinion."

Toran said to his half uncle softly, "Howis the old man these days? Does he
still hound the wonmen?"

Randu puckered up all over his face when he smiled. "Wen he can, Toran, when
he can. There are tinmes when he renenbers that his next birthday will be his
sixtieth, and that disheartens him But he shouts it down, this evil thought,
and then he is hinself. He is a Trader of the ancient type. But you, Toran
Where did you find such a pretty wife?"

The young man chuckl ed and |inked arns. "Do you want a three years' history at
a gasp, uncle?"

It was in the small living roomof the home that Bayta struggl ed out of her
traveling cl oak and hood and shook her hair |oose. She sat down, crossing her
knees, and returned the appreciative stare of this large, ruddy nan.

She said, "I know what you're trying to estimate, and |I'I| hel p you; Age,
twenty-four, height, five-four, weight, one-ten, educational specialty,
history." She noticed that he always crooked his stand so as to hide the

m ssing arm But now Fran | eaned cl ose and said, "Since you nention it —

wei ght, one-twenty."

He | aughed loudly at her flush. Then he said to the conpany in general, "You
can always tell a wonan's wei ght by her upper arm - with due experience, of
course. Do you want a drink, Bay?"

"Anmong ot her things," she said, and they left together, while Toran busied

hi nrsel f at the book shelves to check for new additions.

Fran returned al one and said, "She'll be down |ater."

He | owered hinmself heavily into the I arge coner chair and placed his
stiff-jointed left leg on the stool before it. The laughter had left his red
face, and Toran turned to face him

Fran said, "Well, you're hone, boy, and I'mglad you are. | |ike your woman.
She' s no whi ning ninny."

"I married her," said Toran sinply.

"Well, that's another thing altogether, boy." H's eyes darkened. "It's a
foolish way to tie up the future. In ny longer life, and nore experienced,
never did such a thing."

Randu interrupted fromthe coner where he stood quietly. "Now Franssart, what
conparisons are you naking? Till your crash |anding six years ago you were
never in one spot |ong enough to establish residence requirenents for
marriage, And since then, who woul d have you?"

The one-armed nan jerked erect in his seat and replied hotly, "Many, you snowy
dotard-" Toran said with hasty tact, "It's largely a legal formality, Dad. The
situation has its conveniences."

"Mostly for the woman," grunbl ed Fran.

"And even if so," agreed Randu, "it's up to the boy to decide. Marriage is an
ol d custom anong the Foundati oners.”

"The Foundationers are not fit nodels for an honest Trader," snol dered Fran
Toran broke in again, "My wife is a Foundationer.” He | ooked fromone to the
other, and then said quietly, "She's comng."

The conversation took a general turn after the evening neal, which Fran had
spiced with three tales of rem niscence conposed of equal parts of bl ood,
worren, profits, and enbroidery. The small tel evisor was on, and sone cl assic
drama was playing itself out in an unregarded whi sper. Randu had hitched
hinself into a nore confortable position on the | ow couch and gazed past the
sl ow snoke of his long pipe to where Bayta had knelt down upon the softness of
the white fur mat brought back once long ago froma trade nission and now



spread out only upon the nobst cerenpni ous occasi ons.

"You have studied history, my girl?" he asked, pleasantly.

Bayta nodded. "I was the despair of my teachers, but | |learned a bit,

eventual ly."

"Acitation for scholarship,” put in Toran, snmugly, "that's all!l"

"And what did you | earn?" proceeded Randu, snoothly.

"Everyt hi ng? Now?" | aughed the girl

The old man sniled gently. "Well then, what do you think of the Galactic
situation?"

"I think," said Bayta, concisely, "that a Seldon crisis is pending — and that
if it isn't then away with the Seldon plan altogether. It is a failure."
("Whew, " muttered Fran, fromhis conmer. "Wiat a way to speak of Seldon." But
he said nothing aloud.) Randu sucked at his pipe speculatively. "lndeed? Wy
do you say that? | was to the Foundation, you know, in ny younger days, and |
too, once thought great dramatic thoughts. But, now, why do you say that?"
"Well," Bayta's eyes misted with thought as she curled her bare toes into the
white softness of the rug and nestled her little chin in one plunp hand, "it
seens to ne that the whol e essence of Seldon's plan was to create a world
better than the ancient one of the Galactic Enpire. It was failing apart, that
worl d, three centuries ago, when Sel don first established the Foundati on — and
if history speaks truly, it was falling apart of the triple disease of
inertia, despotism and maldistribution of the goods of the universe."

Randu nodded slowy, while Toran gazed with proud, |um nous eyes at his wife,
and Fran in the conmer clucked his tongue and carefully refilled his gl ass.
Bayta said, "If the story of Seldon is true, he foresaw the conplete coll apse
of the Enpire through his Jaws of psychohistory, and was able to predict the
necessary thirty thousand years of barbarismbefore the establishment of a new
Second Enmpire to restore civilization and culture to humanity. It was the
whole aimof his life-work to set up such conditions as would insure a
speedi er rejuvenation,” The deep voice of Fran burst out, "And that's why he
establ i shed the two Foundations, honor be to his nane."

"And that's why he established the two Foundations,"” assented Bayta. "Qur
Foundati on was a gathering of the scientists of the dying Enpire intended to
carry on the science and |l earning of man to new heights. And the Foundation
was so situated in space and the historical environnent was such that through
the careful calculations of his genius, Seldon foresaw that in one thousand
years, it would become a newer, greater Enpire."

There was a reverent silence.

The girl said softly, "lIt's an old story. You all know it. For alnost three
centuries every human bei ng of the Foundation has known it. But | thought it
woul d be appropriate to go through it — just quickly. Today is Seldon's

bi rt hday, you know, and even if | am of the Foundation, and you are of Haven,
we have that in commobn-" She |lit a cigarette slowy, and watched the gl owi ng
tip absently. "The laws of history are as absolute as the | aws of physics, and
if the probabilities of error are greater, it is only because history does not
deal with as many humans as physics does atons, so that individual variations
count for nore. Seldon predicted a series of crises through the thousand years
of growt h, each of which would force a new turning of our history into a
pre-cal culated path. It is those crises which direct us — and therefore a
Crisis nust come now.

"Now " she repeated, forcefully. "It's alnost a century since the | ast one,
and in that century, every vice of the Enpire has been repeated in the
Foundation. Inertial Qur ruling class knows one | aw, no change. Despoti smi
They know one rule; force. Mldistribution! They know one desire; to hold what
is theirs."

"While others starve!l" roared Fran suddenly with a mighty blow of his fist
upon the armof his chair. "Grl, your words are pearls. The fat guts on their
nmoneybags ruin the Foundation, while the brave Traders hide their poverty on
dregs of worlds like Haven. It's a disgrace to Seldon, a casting of dirt in
his face, a spewing in his beard." He raised his arm high, and then his face



| engt hened. "If | had my other arm |If — once — they had listened to ne!"
"Dad," said Toran, "take it easy."

"Take it easy. Take it easy," his father m m cked savagely. "We'll live here
and die here forever — and you say, take it easy."

"That's our nodern Lat han Devers," said Randu, gesturing with his pipe, "this
Fran of ours. Devers died in the slave mnes eighty years ago wi th your
husband' s great - grandf at her, because he | acked wi sdom and didn't |ack heart-"
"Yes, by the Galaxy, 1'd do the sane if | were he," swore Fran. "Devers was
the greatest Trader in history — greater than the overbl own wi ndbag, Mall ow,

t he Foundationers worship. If the cutthroats who |ord the Foundation killed
hi m because he |l oved justice, the greater the bl ood-debt owed them"

"Go on, girl," said Randu. "Go on, or, surely, he'll talk a the night and rave
all the next day."

"There's nothing to go on about," she said, with a sudden gl oom "There mnust
be a crisis, but I don't know how to nake one. The progressive forces on the
Foundati on are oppressed fearfully. You Traders may have the will, but you are
hunted and disunited. If all the forces of good will in and out of the
Foundati on coul d conbi ne-" Fran's |augh was a raucous jeer. "Listen to her
Randu, listen to her. In and out of the Foundation, she says. Grl, girl,
there's no hope in the flab-sides of the Foundation. Among them sone hold the
whi p and the rest are whi pped dead whi pped. Not enough spunk left in the whole
rotten world to outface one good Trader."

Bayta's attenpted interruptions broke feebly against the overwhel mi ng w nd.
Toran | eaned over and put a hand over her nmouth. "Dad," he said, coldly,
"you' ve never been on the Foundation. You know nothing about it. | tell you
that the underground there is brave and daring enough. | could tell you that
Bayta was one of them" "All right, boy, no of fense. Now, where's the cause
for anger?" He was genuinely perturbed.

Toran drove on fervently, "The trouble with you, Dad, is that you've got a
provi nci al outl ook. You think because sone hundred thousand Traders scurry
into holes on an unwanted pl anet at the end of nowhere, that they're a great
people. OF course, any tax collector fromthe Foundation that gets here never
| eaves again, but that's cheap heroism Wat would you do if the Foundation
sent a fleet?"

"We'd blast them" said Fran, sharply.

"And get blasted — with the balance in their favor. You're outnunbered,
out ar med, outorgani zed — and as soon as the Foundation thinks it worth its
while, you'll realize that. So you had better seek your allies — on the
Foundation itself, if you can."

"Randu, said Fran, |ooking at his brother Iike a great, helpless bull

Randu took his pipe away fromhis lips, "The boy's right, Fran. \Wen you
listen to the little thoughts deep inside you, you know he is. But they're
unconfortabl e thoughts, so you drown themout with that roar of yours. But
they're still there. Toran, 1'll tell you why | brought all this up."

He puffed thoughtfully awhile, then dipped his pipe into the neck of the tray,
waited for the silent flash, and withdrew it clean. Slowy, he filled it again
with precise tanmps of his little finger.

He said, "Your little suggestion of Foundation's interest in us, Toran, is to
the point. There have been two recent visits lately — for tax purposes. The
di sturbing point is that the second visitor was acconpanied by a light patro
ship. They landed in GQeiar City — giving us the mss for a change — and t hey

never lifted off again, naturally. But now they' Il surely be back. Your father
is aware of all this, Toran, he really is.
"Look at the stubborn rakehell. He knows Haven is in trouble, and he knows

we' re hel pl ess, but he repeats his fornulas. It warns and protects him But
once he's had his say, and roared his defiance, and feels he's discharged his
duty as a man and a Bull Trader, why he's as reasonable as any of us."

"Any of who?" asked Bayt a.

He smiled at her. "W've formed a little group, Bayta — just in our city. W
haven't done anything, yet. W haven't even managed to contact the other



cities yet, but it's a start.”
"But towards what?"
Randu shook his head. "W don't knowyet. We hope for a miracle. W have
deci ded that, as you say, a Seldon crisis nust be at hand." He gestured w dely
upwards. "The Galaxy is full of the chips and splinters of the broken Empire.
The generals swarm Do you suppose the tine nay cone when one will grow bol d?"
Bayt a consi dered, and shook her head decisively, so that the |ong straight
hair with the single inward curl at the end swirled about her ears. "No, not a
chance. There's not one of those generals who doesn't know that an attack on
t he Foundation is suicide. Bel Riose of the old Enpire was a better nan than
any of them and he attacked with the resources of a gal axy, and couldn't wn
agai nst the Seldon Plan. Is there one general that doesn't know that?"
"But what if we spur them on?"
"Into where? Into an atomic furnace? Wth what could you possibly spur then®"
"Well, there is one — a newone. In this past year or twd, there has cone word
of a strange man whomthey call the Mile."
"The Mul e?" She considered. "Ever hear of him Torie? ' Toran shook his head.
She said, "What about hinP"
"I don't know. But he wins victories at, they say, inpossible odds. The runors
may be exaggerated, but it would be interesting, in any case, to becone
acquainted with him Not every man with sufficient ability and sufficient
anbiti on would believe in Hari Seldon and his | aws of psychohistory. W could
encour age that disbelief. He nmght attack.”
"And the Foundation would win."
"Yes — but not necessarily easily. It mght be a crisis, and we coul d take
advant age of such a crisis to force a conpronmi se with the despots of the
Foundation. At the worst, they would forget us | ong enough to enable us to
pl an farther."
"What do you think, Torie?"
Toran smled feebly and pulled at a | oose brown curl that fell over one eye.
"The way he describes it, it can't hurt; but who is the Miul e? What do you know
of him Randu?"
"Not hi ng yet. For that, we could use you, Toran. And your wife, if she's
willing. We've tal ked of this, your father and |I. W've talked of this
t hor oughl y. "
"I'n what way, Randu? What do you want of us?" The young man cast a quick
inquisitive look at his wife.
"Have you had a honeynoon?"
"Well ... yes ... if you can call the trip fromthe Foundati on a honeynoon."
"How about a better one on Kalgan? It's senitropical beaches — water sports —
bird hunting — quite the vacation spot. It's about seven thousand parsecs
in-not too far."
"What's on Kal gan?"
"The Mule! H's nen, at least. He took it last nonth, and wi thout a battle,
t hough Kal gan's warl ord broadcast a threat to bl ow the planet to ionic dust
before giving it up."
"Where's the warlord now?"
"He isn't," said Randu, with a shrug. "What do you say?"
"But what are we to do?"
"I don't know. Fran and | are old; we're provincial. The Traders of Haven are
all essentially provincial. Even you say so. Qur trading is of a very
restricted sort, and we're not the Gal axy roaners our ancestors were, Shut up
Fran! But you two know the Gal axy. Bayta, especially, speaks with a nice
Foundati on accent. W nerely wi sh whatever you can find out. If you can make
contact ... but we wouldn't expect that. Suppose you two think it over. You
can neet our entire group if you wish ... oh, not before next week. You ought
to have some tine to catch your breath.”
There was a pause and then Fran roared, "Who wants; another drink? | mean,
besi des nme?"

12. CAPTAI N AND MAYOR Captain Han Pritcher was unused to the |luxury of his



surroundi ngs and by no neans inpressed. As a general thing, he discouraged

sel f-analysis and all forns of phil osophy and metaphysics not directly
connected with his work.

I't hel ped.

H s work consisted |argely of what the War Departnent called "intelligence,"”

t he sophisticates, "espionage," and the romanticists, "spy stuff." And,
unfortunately, despite the frothy shrillness of the televisors,
"intelligence," "espionage," and "spy stuff" are at best a sordid business of
routi ne betrayal and bad faith. It is excused by society since it is in the
"interest of the State," but since phil osophy seemed always to | ead Captain
Pritcher to the conclusion that even in that holy interest, society is much
nore easily soothed than one's own conscience — he di scouraged phil osophy.

And now, in the luxury of the mayor's anteroom his thoughts turned inward
despite hinself.

Men had been pronoted over his head continuously, though of |esser ability —
that nmuch was adnmitted. He had withstood an eternal rain of black marks and
of ficial reprimands, and survived it. And stubbornly he had held to his own
way in the firmbelief that insubordination in that sane holy "interest of the
State" would yet be recognized for the service it was.

So here he was in the anteroom of the mayor-with five soldiers as a respectful
guard, and probably a court-martial awaiting him

The heavy, marble doors rolled apart snoothly, silently, revealing satiny
wall's, a red plastic carpeting, and two nore marbl e doors, netal-inlaid,
within. Two officials in the straight-lined costune of three centuries back
stepped out, and called: "An audience to Captain Han Pritcher of Information."
They stepped back with a cerenoni ous bow as the captain started forward. H's
escort stopped at the outer door, and he entered the inner alone.

On the other side of the doors, in a large roomstrangely sinple, behind a

| arge desk strangely angular, sat a snmall man, alnost lost in the imensity,
Mayor | ndbur — successively the third of that nane — was the grandson of the
first Indbur, who had been brutal and capable; and who had exhibited the first
quality in spectacul ar fashion by his manner of seizing power, and the latter
by the skill with which he put an end to the last farcical remants of free

el ection and the even greater skill with which he maintained a relatively
peaceful rule.

Mayor | ndbur was al so the son of the second Indbur, who was the first Myor of
t he Foundation to succeed to his post by right of birth — and who was only
hal f his father, for he was nerely brutal

So Mayor Indbur was the third of the nane and the second to succeed by right
of birth, and he was the |east of the three, for he was neither brutal nor
capabl e — but nmerely an excell ent bookkeeper born w ong.

I ndbur the Third was a peculiar conbination of ersatz characteristics to al
but himsel f.

To him a stilted geonetric |ove of arrangenent was "system" an indefatigable
and feverish interest in the pettiest facets of day-to-day bureaucracy was
"industry," indecision when right was "caution," and blind stubbornness when
wrong, "determ nation."

And withal he wasted no noney, killed no man needl essly, and nmeant extrenely
wel I .

If Captain Pritcher's gloony thoughts ran along these |ines as he remained
respectfully in place before the |arge desk, the wooden arrangenment of his
features yielded no insight into the fact. He neither coughed, shifted weight,
nor shuffled his feet until the thin face of the mayor lifted slowy as the
busy stylus ceased in its task of margi nal notations, and a sheet of
close-printed paper was lifted fromone neat stack and pl aced upon anot her
neat stack.

Mayor | ndbur clasped his hands carefully before him deliberately refraining
fromdi sturbing the careful arrangement of desk accessori es.

He said, in acknow edgnent, "Captain Han Pritcher of Information."

And Captain Pritcher in strict obedience to protocol bent one knee nearly to



t he ground and bowed his head until he heard the words of rel ease.

"Arise, Captain Pritcher!™

The mayor said with an air of warm synpathy, "You are here, Captain Pritcher
because of certain disciplinary action taken agai nst yourself by your superior
of ficer. The papers concerning such action have cone, in the ordinary course
of events, to ny notice, and since no event in the Foundation is of

disinterest to ne, | took the trouble to ask for further information on your
case. You are not, | hope, surprised.”

Captain Pritcher said unenotionally, "Excellence, no. Your justice is
proverbial ."

"Isit? Is it?" Hs tone was pleased, and the tinted contact | enses he wore
caught the light in a manner that inparted a hard, dry gleamto his eyes.
Meticul ously, he fanned out a series of netal -bound folders before him The
parchnent sheets within crackled sharply as he turned them his long finger
foll ow ng down the |line as he spoke.

"I have your record here, captain — conplete. You are forty-three and have
been an O ficer of the Armed Forces for seventeen years. You were born in
Loris, of Anacreonian parents, no serious childhood di seases, an attack of nyo

well, that's of no inmportance ... education, premlitary, at the Acadeny
of Sciences, mgjor, hyper-engines, acadenmc standing ... hmmm very good,
you are to be congratulated ... entered the Arny as Under-Officer on the one

hundred second day of the 293rd year of the Foundation Era.”

He lifted his eyes nonentarily as he shifted the first folder, and opened the
second.

"You see,"” he said, "in my admnistration, nothing is left to chance. Oder
System "

He lifted a pink, scented jelly-globule to his lips. It was his one vice, and
but dolingly indulged in. Wtness the fact that the mayor's desk | acked that
al nost-inevitable atom flash for the disposal of dead tobacco. For the mayor
di d not snoke.

Nor, as a matter of course, did his visitors.

The mayor's voice droned on, methodically, slurringly, munblingly — now and
then interspersed with whispered corments of equally mld and equally

i neffectual comrendati on or reproof.

Slowy, he replaced the folders as originally, in a single neat pile.

"Well, captain," he said, briskly, "your record is unusual. Your ability is
outstanding, it would seem and your services val uabl e beyond question. | note
that you have been wounded in the line of duty twi ce, and that you have been
awarded the Order of Merit for bravery beyond the call of duty. Those are
facts not lightly to be mnimzed."

Captain Pritcher's expressionless face did not soften. He remained stiffly
erect. Protocol required that a subject honored by an audi ence with the mayor
may not sit down — a point perhaps needl essly reinforced by the fact that only
one chair existed in the room the one underneath the mayor. Protocol further
required no statenments other than those needed to answer a direct question
The mayor's eyes bore down hard upon the soldier and his voice grew pointed
and heavy. "However, you have not been pronoted in ten years, and your
superiors report, over and over again, of the unbending stubbornness of your
character. You are reported to be chronically insubordinate, incapable of

mai ntai ning a correct attitude towards superior officers, apparently
uninterested in maintaining frictionless relationships with your coll eagues,
and an incurabl e troubl emaker, besides. How do you explain that, captain?"
"Excel l ence, | do what seens right to me. My deeds on behalf of the State, and
my wounds in that cause bear wi tness that what seens fight to me is also in
the interest of the State."

"A soldierly statenent, captain, but a dangerous doctrine. Mre of that,
|ater. Specifically, you are charged with refusing an assignment three tines
in the face of orders signed by ny | egal del egates. What have you to say to

t hat ?"

"Excel |l ence, the assignnent |acks significance in a critical tine, where



matters of first inportance are being ignored.”

"Ah, and who tells you these matters you speak of are of the first inportance
at all, and if they are, who tells you further that they are ignored?"
"Excel l ence, these things are quite evident to ne. My experience and ny

know edge of events — the value of neither of which nmy superiors deny — nake
it plain.”

"But, my good captain, are you blind that you do not see that by arrogating to
yourself the right to determine Intelligence policy, you usurp the duties of
your superior?"

"Excel lence, my duty is primarily to the State, and not to my superior.”
"Fal | aci ous, for your superior has his superior, and that superior is nyself,
and | amthe State. But cone, you shall have no cause to conplain of this
justice of mne that you say is proverbial. State in your own words the nature
of the breach in discipline that has brought all this on."

"Excellence, my duty is primarily to the State, and not to ny living the life
of a retired merchant mariner upon the world of Kalgan. My instructions were
to direct Foundation activity upon the planet, perfect an organi zation to act
as check upon the warlord of Kal gan, particularly as regards his foreign
policy."

"This is known to ne. Continue!"

"Excel l ence, my reports have continually stressed the strategic positions of
Kal gan and the systenms it controls. | have reported on the ambition of the
warlord, his resources, his determination to extend his donmain and his
essential friendliness — or, perhaps, neutrality — towards the Foundation."

"I have read your reports thoroughly. Continue!"

"Excel l ence, | returned two nonths ago. At that tine, there was no sign of

i npendi ng war; no sign of anything but an al nost superfluity of ability to
repel any conceivabl e attack. One nonth ago, an unknown sol di er of fortune
took Kal gan without a fight. The nan who was once warl ord of Kalgan is
apparently no longer alive. Men do not speak of treason — they speak only of

t he power and genius of this strange condottiere — this Mile."

"This who?" the mayor |eaned forward, and | ooked of f ended.

"Excel l ence, he is known as the Mule. He is spoken of little, in a factua
sense, but | have gathered the scraps and fragnments of know edge and w nnowed
out the nost probable of them He is apparently a nman of neither birth nor
standing. H s father, unknown. H's nother, dead in childbirth. H s upbringing,
that of a vagabond. Hi s education, that of the tranmp worlds, and the backwash
al l eys of space. He has no name other than that of the Miule, a name reportedly
applied by himself to hinmself, and signifying, by popul ar explanation, his

i mense physical strength, and stubbornness of purpose.”

"What is his mlitary strength, captain? Never m nd his physique."
"Excel |l ence, men speak of huge fleets, but in this they may be influenced by
the strange fall of Kalgan. The territory he controls is not large, though its
exact limts are not capable of definite determnation. Neverthel ess, this man
nmust be investigated."

"Hmmm So! So!" The mayor fell into a reverie, and slowmy with twenty-four
strokes of his stylus drew six squares in hexagonal arrangements upon the

bl ank top sheet of a pad, which he tore off, folded neatly in three parts and
slipped into the wastepaper slot at his right hand. It slid towards a cl ean
and silent atom c disintegration.

"Now then, tell me, captain, what is the alternative? You have told ne what
"must' be investigated. What have you been ordered to investigate?"
"Excellence, there is a rat hole in space that, it seens, does not pay its

t axes. "

"Ah, and is that all? You are not aware, and have not been told that these nen
who do not pay their taxes, are descendants of the wild Traders of our early
days — anarchists, rebels, social naniacs who cl ai m Foundati on ancestry and
deri de Foundation culture. You are not aware, and have not been told, that
this rat hole in space, is not one, but many; that these rat holes are in
greater nunber than we know, that these rat hol es conspire together, one with



the other, and all with the crimnal elenments that still exist throughout
Foundation territory. Even here, captain, even here!"
The mayor's nonentary fire subsided quickly. "You are not aware, captain?"
"Excell ence, | have been told all this. But as servant of the State, | nust
serve faithfully — and he serves nost faithfully who serves Truth. Whatever
the political inplications of these dregs of the ancient Traders — the
war | ords who have inherited the splinters of the old Enpire have the power.
The Traders have neither arms nor resources. They have not even unity. | am
not a tax collector to be sent on a child' s errand.”
"Captain Pritcher, you are a soldier, and count guns. It is a failing to be
al l owed you up to the point where it involves disobedience to nyself. Take
care. My justice is not sinply weakness. Captain, it has al ready been proven
that the generals of the Inperial Age and the warlords of the present age are
equal ly i npotent against us. Seldon's science which predicts the course of the
Foundation is based, not on individual heroism as you seemto believe, but on
the social and econonic trends of history. W have passed successfully through
four crises already, have we not?" "Excellence, we have. Yet Seldon's science
is known only to Sel don. We ourselves have but faith. In the first three
crises, as | have been carefully taught, the Foundation was |ed by w se
| eaders who foresaw the nature of the crises and took the proper precautions.
O herwi se — who can say?"
"Yes, captain, but you omt the fourth crisis. Come, captain, we had no
| eadership worthy of the name then, and we faced the cl everest opponent, the
heavi est armor, the strongest force of all. Yet we won by the inevitability of
history."
"Excellence, that is true. But this history you nmention becane inevitable only
after we had fought desperately for over a year. The inevitable victory we won
cost us half a thousand ships and half a mllion men. Excellence, Seldon's
pl an hel ps those who hel p thensel ves."
Mayor | ndbur frowned and grew suddenly tired of his patient exposition. It
occurred to himthat there was a fallacy in condescension, since it was
m st aken for pernission to argue eternally; to grow contentious; to wallow in
dialectic. He said, stiffly, "Neverthel ess, captain, Seldon guarantees victory
over the warlords, and | can not, in these busy tines, indulge in a dispersa
of effort. These Traders you dism ss are Foundation-derived. A war with them
woul d be a civil war. Seldon's plan makes no guarantee there for us — since
they and we are Foundation. So they nust be brought to heel. You have your
orders.”
"Excel |l ence-" "You have been asked no question, captain. You have your orders.
You will obey those orders. Further argument of any sort with nyself or those
representing nyself will be considered treason. You are excused."
Captain Han Pritcher knelt once nmore, then left with slow, backward steps.
Mayor I ndbur, third of his name, and second mayor of Foundation history to be
so by fight of birth, recovered his equilibrium and lifted another sheet of
paper fromthe neat stack at his left. It was a report on the saving of funds
due to the reduction of the quantity of metal -foam edging on the uniforns of
the police force. Mayor |Indbur crossed out a superfluous comm, corrected a
m sspel ling, nade three margi nal notations, and placed it upon the neat stack
at his fight. He lifted another sheet of paper fromthe neat stack at his
left.
Captain Han Pritcher of Information found a Personal Capsule waiting for him
when he returned to barracks. It contained orders, terse and redly underlined
with a stanmped "URGENT"' across it, and the whole initialed with a precise,
capital "I1".
Captain Han Pritcher was ordered to the "rebel world called Haven" in the
strongest terns.
Captain Han Pritcher, alone in his |light one-man speedster, set his course
quietly and calmy for Kalgan. He slept that night the sleep of a successfully
st ubborn man.

13. LI EUTENANT AND CLOMN If, from a distance of seven thousand parsecs, the



fall of Kalgan to the armies of the Mil e had produced reverberations that had
excited the curiosity of an old Trader, the apprehensi on of a dogged captain,
and the annoyance of a neticul ous mayor — to those on Kalgan itself, it
produced nothing and excited no one. It is the invariable |lesson to humanity
that distance in tine, and in space as well, lends focus. It is not recorded,
incidentally, that the | esson has ever been permanently | earned.

Kal gan was — Kalgan. It alone of all that quadrant of the Gal axy seenmed not to
know that the Enpire had fallen, that the Stannells no | onger ruled, that
greatness had departed, and peace had di sappear ed.

Kal gan was the luxury world. Wth the edifice of mankind crunbling, it

mai ntained its integrity as a producer of pleasure, a buyer of gold and a
seller of |eisure.

It escaped the harsher vicissitudes of history, for what conqueror would
destroy or even seriously danage a world so full of the ready cash that woul d
buy i munity.

Yet even Kalgan had finally become the headquarters of a warlord and its
softness had been tenpered to the exigencies of war.

Its tamed jungles, its mldly nodel ed shores, and its garishly gl anorous
cities echoed to the march of inported nercenaries and inpressed citizens. The
worl ds of its province had been armed and its noney invested in battleships
rather than bribes for the first time in its history. Its ruler proved beyond
doubt that he was deternined to defend what was his and eager to seize what
was others. He was a great one of the Gal axy, a war and peace naker, a buil der
of Enpire, an establisher of dynasty.

And an unknown wi th a ridicul ous nickname had taken him- and his arnms — and
hi s buddi ng Enpire — and had not even fought a battle.

So Kal gan was as before, and its uniforned citizens hurried back to their
older life, while the foreign professionals of war nmerged easily into the
newer bands that descended.

Agai n as always, there were the el aborate |uxury hunts for the cultivated
animal life of the jungles that never took human life; and the speedster
bird-chases in the air above, that was fatal only to the Geat Birds.

In the cities, the escapers of the Galaxy could take their varieties of

pl easure to suit their purse, fromthe ethereal sky-pal aces of spectacle and
fantasy that opened their doors to the masses at the jingle of half a credit,
to the unmarked, unnoted haunts to which only those of great wealth were of

t he cognoscenti .

To the vast flood, Toran and Bayta added not even a trickle. They registered
their ship in the huge conmon hangar on the East Peninsula, and gravitated to
that conprom se of the m ddl e-cl asses, the Inland Sea-where the pleasures were
yet legal, and even respectable, and the crowds not yet beyond endurance.
Bayta wore dark gl asses against the light, and a thin, white robe against the
heat. Warmtinted arnms, scarcely the gol dener for the sun, clasped her knees
to her, and she stared with firm abstracted gaze at the | ength of her
husband' s outstretched body — al nbst shinmering in the brilliance of white
sun- spl endor .

"Don't overdo it," she had said at first, but Toran was of a dying-red star
Despite three years of the Foundation, sunlight was a luxury, and for four
days now his skin, treated beforehand for ray resistance, had not felt the

har shness of clothing, except for the brief shorts.

Bayta huddl ed close to himon the sand and they spoke in whispers.

Toran's voice was gloony, as it drifted upwards froma rel axed face, "No,
admt we're nowhere. But where is he? W is he? This mad worl d says not hi ng
of him Perhaps he doesn't exist."

"He exists," replied Bayta, with lips that didn't nove. "He's clever, that's
all. And your uncle is right. He's a man we could use — if there's tine."

A short pause. Toran whi spered, "Know what |'ve been doing, Bay? |I'mjust
daydream ng nyself into a sun-stupor. Things figure thensel ves out so neatly —
so sweetly."” Hi s voice nearly trailed off, then returned, "Remenber the way
Dr. Amann tal ked back at coll ege, Bay. The Foundation can never |ose, but that



does not nean the rulers of the Foundation can't. Didn't the real history of

t he Foundati on begi n when Sal vor Hardin kicked out the Encycl opedists and t ook
over the planet Terminus as the first mayor? And then in the next century,
didn't Hober Mallow gain power by nethods alnost as drastic? That's twi ce the
rulers were defeated, so it can be done. So why not by us?"

"It's the ol dest argument in the books. Torie. Wat a waste of good reverie."
"Isit? Followit out. Wat's Haven? Isn't it part of the Foundation? If we

becorme top dog, it's still the Foundati on wi nning, and only the current rulers
| osing. "

"Lots of difference between 'we can' and "we will.' You're just jabbering."
Toran squirnmed. "Nuts, Bay, you're just in one of your sour, green noods. Wat
do you want to spoil my fun for? I'Il just go to sleep if you don't mnd."

But Bayta was crani ng her head, and suddenly — quite a non sequitur — she

gi ggl ed, and renoved her glasses to | ook down the beach with only her palm
shadi ng her eyes.

Toran | ooked up, then lifted and twi sted his shoulders to foll ow her gl ance.
Apparently, she was watching a spindly figure, feet in air, who teetered on
hi s hands for the amusenent of a haphazard crowd. It was one of the swarning
acrobatic beggars of the shore, whose supple joints bent and snapped for the
sake of the thrown coins.

A beach guard was notioning himon his way and with a surprising one-handed
bal ance, the clown brought a thunb to his nose in an upside-down gesture. The
guard advanced threateningly and reel ed backward with a foot in his stonach.
The clown righted hinself without interrupting the notion of the initial kick
and was away, while the frothing guard was held off by a thoroughly

unsynpat heti ¢ crowd.

The cl own made his way raggedly down the beach. He brushed past many,
hesitated often, stopped nowhere. The original crowd had di spersed. The guard
had depart ed.

"He's a queer fellow " said Bayta, with amusenent, and Toran agreed
indifferently. The cl own was cl ose enough now to be seen clearly. His thin
face drew together in front into a nose of generous planes and fleshy tip that
seened all but prehensile. His long, lean |inbs and spidery body, accentuated
by his costume, noved easily and with grace, but with just a suggestion of
havi ng been thrown together at random

To ook was to smile.

The cl own seenmed suddenly aware of their regard, for he stopped after he had
passed, and, with a sharp turn, approached. H s | arge, brown eyes fastened
upon Bayt a.

She found hersel f disconcerted.

The clown smiled, but it only saddened his beaked face, and when he spoke it
was with the soft, elaborate phrasing of the Central Sectors.

"Were | to use the wits the good Spirits gave nme," he said, "then | would say
this lady can not exist — for what sane man would hold a dreamto be reality.
Yet rather would I not be sane and lend belief to charmed, enchanted eyes."
Bayta's own eyes opened w de. She said, "Www"

Toran | aughed, "Ch, you enchantress. Go ahead, Bay, that deserves a
five-credit piece. Let himhave it."

But the clown was forward with a junp. "No, my |lady, mstake me not. | spoke
for noney not at all, but for bright eyes and sweet face."

"Well, thanks," then, to Toran, "CGolly, you think the sun's in his eyes?"

"Yet not alone for eyes and face," babbled the clown, as his words hurl ed past
each other in heightened frenzy, "but also for a mind, clear and sturdy — and
kind as well."

Toran rose to his feet, reached for the white robe he had crooked his arm
about for four days, and slipped into it.

"Now, bud," he said, "suppose you tell ne what you want, and stop annoying the
[ ady. "

The clown fell back a frightened step, his meager body cringing. "Now, sure
meant no harm | ama stranger here, and it's been said | amof addled wits;



yet there is something in a face that | can read. Behind this | ady's fairness,
there is a heart that's kind, and that would help me in nmy trouble for all
speak so boldly."

"WIl five credits cure your trouble?" said Toran, dryly, and held out the

coi n.

But the clown did not nove to take it, and Bayta said, "Let me talk to him
Torie," She added swiftly, and in an undertone, "There's no use being annoyed
at his silly way of talking. That's just his dialect; and our speech is
probably as strange to him"

She said, "Wat is your trouble? You re not worried about the guard, are you?
He won't bot her you."

"Ch, no, not he. He's but a windlet that blows the dust about ny ankles. There
is another that | flee, and he is a stormthat sweeps the worlds aside and

t hrows them plungi ng at each other. A week ago, | ran away, have slept in city
streets, and hid in city crowds. 1've |ooked in many faces for help in need. |
find it here." He repeated the | ast phrase in softer, anxious tones, and his

| arge eyes were troubled, "I find it here."

"Now, " said Bayta, reasonably, "I would like to help, but really, friend, I'm
no protection against a worl d-sweeping storm To be truthful about it, | could

use—" There was an uplifted, powerful voice that bore down upon them

"Now, then, you nud-spawned rascal —" It was the beach guard, with a fire-red
face, and snarling mouth, that approached at a run. He pointed with his

| ow power stun pistol.

"Hold him you two. Don't let himget away." Hi s heavy hand fell upon the
clown's thin shoul der, so that a whinper was squeezed out of him

Toran said, "Wat's he done?"

"What's he done? What's he done? Wll, now, that's good!" The guard reached

i nside the dangling pocket attached to his belt, and renoved a purple
handker chi ef, with which he nopped his bare neck. He said with relish. "I"'lI
tell you what he's done. He's run away. The word's all over Kalgan and | would
have recogni zed himbefore this if he had been on his feet instead of on his
hawkface top." And he rattled his prey in a fierce good hunor.

Bayta said with a snile, "Now where did he escape from sir?"

The guard raised his voice. A crowd was gathering, popeyed and jabbering, and
with the increase of audience, the guard' s sense of inportance increased in
direct ratio.

"Where did he escape fron?" he declainmed in high sarcasm "Wy, | suppose
you' ve heard of the Miule, now"

Al'l jabbering stopped, and Bayta felt a sudden iciness trickle down into her
stomach. The cl own had eyes only for her-he still quivered in the guard's

brawny grasp

"And who," continued the guard heavily, "would this infernal ragged piece be,
but his lordship's own court fool who's run away." He jarred his captive with
a massive shake, "Do you adnmit it, fool?"

There was only white fear for answer, and the soundl ess sibilance of Bayta's
voi ce close to Toran's ear

Toran stepped forward to the guard in friendly fashion, "Now, my man, suppose
you take your hand away for just a while. This entertainer you hold has been
dancing for us and has not yet danced out his fee."

"Here!" The guard's voice rose in sudden concern. "There's a reward-" "You'l
have it, if you can prove he's the man you want. Suppose you withdraw till
then. You know that you're interfering with a guest, which could be serious
for you."

"But you're interfering with his lordship and that will be serious for you."
He shook the clown once again. "Return the man's fee, carrion.”

Toran's hand noved quickly and the guard' s stun pistol was wenched away with
half a finger nearly following it. The guard how ed his pain and rage. Toran
shoved himviolently aside, and the clown, unhanded, scuttled behind him

The crowd, whose fringes were now |l ost to the eye, paid little attention to
the | atest devel opment. There was anmong them a crani ng of necks, and a



centrifugal notion as if many had decided to increase their distance fromthe
center of activity.

Then there was a bustle, and a rough order in the distance. A corridor forned
itself and two nen strode through, electric whips in carel ess readi ness. Upon
each purpl e bl ouse was desi gned an angul ar shaft of lightning with a splitting
pl anet under neat h.

A dark giant, in lieutenant's uniform followed them dark of skin, and hair,
and scow .

The dark nman spoke with the dangerous softness that neant he had little need
of shouting to enforce his whinms. He said, "Are you the man who notified us?"
The guard was still holding his wenched hand, and with a pain-distorted face
munbl ed, "I claimthe reward, your mnightiness, and | accuse that man-" "You'l
get your reward,"” said the lieutenant, wi thout |ooking at him He notioned
curtly to his nmen, "Take him"

Toran felt the clown tearing at his robe with a maddened gri p.

He rai sed his voice and kept it fromshaking, "lI'msorry, lieutenant; this man
is mne."

The soldiers took the statement w thout blinking. One raised his whip

casual ly, but the lieutenant's snapped order brought it down.

H s dark mghtiness swung forward and planted his square body before Toran
"Who are you?"

And the answer rang out, "A citizen of the Foundation."

It worked-with the crowd, at any rate. The pent-up silence broke into an

i ntense hum The Miule's nane m ght excite fear, but it was, after all, a new
nane and scarcely stuck as deeply in the vitals as the old one of the
Foundation — that had destroyed the Enmpire — and the fear of which ruled a
guadrant of the Galaxy with ruthless despotism

The lieutenant kept face. He said, "Are you aware of the identity of the man

behi nd you?"
"I have been told he's a runaway fromthe court of your |eader, but nmy only
sure know edge is that he is a friend of mine. You'll need firmproof of his

identity to take him"

There were high-pitched sighs fromthe crowd, but the lieutenant let it pass.
"Have you your papers of Foundation citizenship with you?"

"At nmy ship."”

"You realize that your actions are illegal? |I can have you shot."

"Undoubt edly. But then you woul d have shot a Foundation citizen and it is
quite likely that your body would be sent to the Foundation — quartered — as
part conpensation. It's been done by other warlords."

The lieutenant wet his lips. The statement was true.

He said, "Your nanme?"

Toran foll owed up his advantage, "I wll answer further questions at ny ship.
You can get the cell nunber at the Hangar; it is registered under the nane
'Bayta'."

"You won't give up the runaway?"

"To the Mul e, perhaps. Send your master!”

The conversation had degenerated to a whisper and the |ieutenant turned
sharply away.

"Di sperse the crowd!" he said to his nen, with suppressed ferocity.

The el ectric whips rose and fell. There were shrieks and a vast surge of
separation and flight.

Toran interrupted his reverie only once on their way back to the Hangar. He

said, alnmost to hinmself, "Galaxy, Bay, what a tinme | had! | was so scared-"
"Yes," she said, with a voice that still shook, and eyes that still showed
somet hing akin to worship, "it was quite out of character."

"Well, | still don't know what happened. | just got up there with a stun

pistol that | wasn't even sure | knew how to use, and tal ked back to him |
don't know why | didit."

He | ooked across the aisle of the short-run air vessel that was carrying them
out of the beach area, to the seat on which the Miule's clown scrunched up in



sl eep, and added distastefully, "It was the hardest thing |I've ever done."
The lieutenant stood respectfully before the colonel of the garrison, and the
col onel | ooked at himand said, "Wll done. Your part's over now. "
But the lieutenant did not retire inmrediately. He said darkly, "The Mil e has
| ost face before a mob, sir. It will be necessary to undertake disciplinary
action to restore proper atnosphere of respect.”
"Those neasures have al ready been taken."
The lieutenant half turned, then, alnost with resentnent, "I'mwlling to
agree, sir, that orders are orders, but standing before that man with his stun
pi stol and swall owi ng his insol ence whole, was the hardest thing |I've ever
done. ™

14. THE MUTANT The "hangar" on Kalgan is an institution peculiar unto
itself, born of the need for the disposition of the vast nunber of ships
brought in by the visitors from abroad, and the sinultaneous and consequent
vast need for living accommodations for the sane. The original bright one who
had t hought of the obvious solution had quickly become a millionaire. H's
heirs — by birth or finance — were easily anpong the richest on Kal gan
The "hangar" spreads fatly over square nmiles of territory, and "hangar" does
not describe it at all sufficiently. It is essentially a hotel — for ships.
The travel er pays in advance and his ship is awarded a berth fromwhich it can
take off into space at any desired nmonment. The visitor then lives in his ship
as always. The ordinary hotel services such as the replacenent of food and
nmedi cal supplies at special rates, sinple servicing of the ship itself,
special intra-Kalgan transportation for a nonminal sumare to be had, of
cour se.
As a result, the visitor conbines hangar space and hotel bill into one, at a
savi ng. The owners sell tenporary use of ground space at ample profits. The
government coll ects huge taxes. Everyone has fun. Nobody |oses. Sinple!
The man who made his way down the shadow borders of the wi de corridors that
connected the multitudi nous wi ngs of the "hangar" had in the past specul ated
on the novelty and useful ness of the system descri bed above, but these were
reflections for idle noments — distinctly unsuitable at present.
The ships hulked in their height and breadth down the long lines of carefully
aligned cells, and the nan discarded Iine after line. He was an expert at what
he was doing now and if his prelimnary study of the hangar registry had
failed to give specific informati on beyond the doubtful indication of a
specific wing — one containing hundreds of ships — his specialized know edge
coul d wi nnow those hundreds into one.
There was the ghost of a sigh in the silence, as the man stopped and faded
down one of the lines; a crawling insect beneath the notice of the arrogant
netal nonsters that rested there
Here and there the sparkling of light froma porthole would indicate the
presence of an early returner fromthe organi zed pl easures to sinpler — or
nore private — pleasures of his own.
The man halted, and would have smiled if he ever snmled. Certainly the
convol utions of his brain performed the nmental equivalent of a snile
The ship he stopped at was sleek and obviously fast. The peculiarity of its
design was what he wanted. It was not a usual nodel - and these days nost of
the ships of this quadrant of the Galaxy either imtated Foundati on design or
were built by Foundation technicians. But this was special. This was a
Foundation ship — if only because of the tiny bulges in the skin that were the
nodes of the protective screen that only a Foundation ship could possess.
There were other indications, too.
The man felt no hesitation
The el ectronic barrier strung across the line of the ships as a concession to
privacy on the part of the managenment was not at all inmportant to him It
parted easily, and without activating the alarm at the use of the very
speci al neutralizing force he had at his disposal
So the first know edge within the ship of the intruder w thout was the casua
and al nost friendly signal of the nuted buzzer in the ship's living roomthat



was the result of a pal mplaced over the little photocell just one side of the
main air |ock

And while that successful search went on, Toran and Bayta felt only the nost
precarious security within the steel walls of the Bayta. The Miule's cl own who
had reported that within his narrow compass of body he held the lordly name of
Magni fi co G ganti cus, sat hunched over the table and gobbled at the food set
before him

H s sad, brown eyes lifted fromhis meat only to foll ow Bayta's novenents in
the conbi ned kitchen and | arder where he ate.

"The thanks of a weak one are of but little value,’

he muttered, "but you have

them for truly, in this past week, little but scraps have come ny way — and
for all nmy body is small, yet is ny appetite unseenmy great."

"Well, then, eat!" said Bayta, with a smle. "Don't waste your time on thanks.
Isn't there a Central Gal axy proverb about gratitude that | once heard?"
"Truly there is, ny lady. For a wise man, | have been told, once said,
"Gratitude is best and nost effective when it does not evaporate itself in
enpty phrases.' But alas, ny lady, | ambut a mass of enpty phrases, it would

seem Wen ny enpty phrases pleased the Miule, it brought ne a court dress, and
a grand nane — for, see you, it was originally sinply Bobo, one that pleases
hi m not — and then when ny enpty phrases pleased himnot, it would bring upon
nmy poor bones beatings and whi ppings."

Toran entered fromthe pilot room "Nothing to do now but wait, Bay. | hope
the Mul e is capabl e of understanding that a Foundation ship is Foundation
territory."

Magni fi co G ganticus, once Bobo, opened his eyes w de and excl ai med, " How
great is the Foundation before which even the cruel servants of the Mile
trenble.”

"Have you heard of the Foundation, too?" asked Bayta, with a little snile.
"And who has not?" Magnifico's voice was a nysterious whisper. "There are
those who say it is a world of great magic, of fires that can consune pl anets,
and secrets of mighty strength. They say that not the highest nobility of the
Gal axy coul d achi eve the honor and deference considered only the natural due

of a sinple man who could say '|l ama citizen of the Foundation,' — were he
only a sal vage miner of space, or a nothing like nyself."
Bayta said, "Now, Magnifico, you'll never finish if you make speeches. Here,

"Il get you a little flavored mlk. It's good."

She placed a pitcher of it upon the table and notioned Toran out of the room
"Torie, what are we going to do now — about hin?" and she notioned towards the
ki t chen.

"How do you mean?"

"If the Mule cones, are we going to give himup?"

"Well, what el se, Bay?" He sounded harassed, and the gesture with which he
shoved back the noist curl upon his forehead testified to that.

He continued inpatiently, "Before | came here | had a sort of vague idea that
all we had to do was to ask for the Mule, and then get down to business — just
busi ness, you know, nothing definite."

"I know what you nean, Torie. | wasn't nuch hoping to see the Mil e nmysel f, but
| did think we could pick up sonme firsthand know edge of the mess, and then
pass it over to people who know a little nore about this interstellar
intrigue. I'mno storybook spy."

"You're not behind nme, Bay." He folded his arns and frowned. "Wat a
situation! You' d never know there was a person like the Mile, except for this
| ast queer break. Do you suppose he'll come for his cl own?"

Bayta | ooked up at him "I don't know that |I want himto. | don't know what to
say or do. Do you?"

The inner buzzer sounded with its internmittent burring noise. Bayta's lips
nmoved wordl essly, "The Mulel™

Magni fico was in the doorway, eyes wide, his voice a whinper, "The Ml e?"
Toran nurnured, "lI've got to let themin."

A contact opened the air | ock and the outer door closed behind the newconer.



The scanner showed only a single shadowed fi gure.

"It's only one person,” said Toran, with open relief, and his voice was al npbst
shaky as he bent toward the signal tube, "Wo are you?"

"You'd better let me in and find out, hadn't you?" The words cane thinly out
the receiver.

"I'"l'l informyou that this is a Foundation ship and consequently Foundation
territory by international treaty."

"I know that." "Come with your arns free, or I'll shoot. I"'mwell-arned."
"Done! "

Toran opened the inner door and closed contact on his blast pistol, thunb
hovering over the pressure point. There was the sound of footsteps and then

t he door swung open, and Magnifico cried out, "It's not the Mule. It's but a
man. "

The "man" bowed to the clown sonberly, "Very accurate. |I'mnot the Miule." He
hel d his hands apart, "I'mnot arnmed, and | come on a peaceful errand. You

m ght relax and put the blast pistol away. Your hand isn't steady enough for
nmy peace of mnd."

"Who are you?" asked Toran, brusquely.

"I mght ask you that," said the stranger, coolly, "since you' re the one under
fal se pretenses, not I|."

"How so?"

"You're the one who clains to be a Foundation citizen when there's not an

aut hori zed Trader on the planet."

"That's not so. How would you know?"

"Because | am a Foundation citizen, and have ny papers to prove it. \Were are
your s?"

"I think you' d better get out."

"I think not. If you know anythi ng about Foundati on nethods, and despite your
i mposture you mght, you'd knowthat if |I don't return alive to ny ship at a
specified time, there'll be a signal at the nearest Foundati on headquarters so
| doubt if your weapons will have rmuch effect, practically speaking."

There was an irresolute silence and then Bayta said, calmy, "Put the blaster
away, Toran, and take him at face value. He sounds like the real thing."
"Thank you," said the stranger

Toran put his gun on the chair beside him "Suppose you explain all this now "
The stranger remained standing. He was | ong of bone and large of linb. H's
face consisted of hard flat planes and it was sonehow evi dent that he never
smled. But his eyes | acked hardness.

He said, "News travels quickly, especially when it is apparently beyond
belief. I don't suppose there's a person on Kal gan who doesn't know that the
Mul e's men were kicked in the teeth today by two tourists fromthe Foundation
| knew of the inportant details before evening, and, as | said, there are no
Foundation tourists aside frommyself on the planet. W know about those

t hi ngs."

"Who are the 'we' ?"

"'We' are — 'we'! Myself for one! | knew you were at the Hangar — you had been
overheard to say so. | had ny ways of checking the registry, and ny ways of

finding the ship."
He turned to Bayta suddenly, "You're fromthe Foundation — by birth, aren't

you?"

"Am | ?"

"You're a nenber of the denobcratic opposition — they call it 'the
underground.' | don't renenber your name, but | do the face. You got out only

recently — and wouldn't have if you were nore inportant."”

Bayta shrugged, "You know a lot."

"I do. You escaped with a man. That one?"

"Does it matter what | say?"

"No. | nerely want a thorough rmutual understanding. | believe that the
password during the week you left so hastily was ' Seldon, Hardin, and
Freedom' Porfirat Hart was your section |eader. " "Were' d you get that?"



Bayta was suddenly fierce. "Did the police get hinP" Toran held her back, but
she shook herself | oose and advanced.

The man fromthe Foundation said quietly, "Nobody has him It's just that the
under ground spreads widely and in queer places. |I'm Captain Han Pritcher of
Information, and I'm a section | eader nyself — never mnd under what nane."
He waited, then said, "No, you don't have to believe me. In our business it is
better to overdo suspicion than the opposite. But |'d better get past the
prelimnaries.”

"Yes," said Toran, "suppose you do."

"May | sit down? Thanks." Captain Pritcher swung a |long | eg across his knee
and |l et an arm sw ng | oose over the back of the chair. "I'll start out by
saying that | don't know what all this is about — fromyour angle. You two
aren't fromthe Foundation, but it's not a hard guess that you' re from one of
t he i ndependent Tradi ng worlds. That doesn't bother ne overmuch. But out of
curiosity, what do you want with that fellow, that clown you snatched to
safety? You're risking your life to hold on to him"

"I can't tell you that."

"Hhmm Well, | didn't think you would. But if you're waiting for the Mile
hi nsel f to cone behind a fanfarade of horns, druns, and el ectric organs —

rel ax! The Mul e doesn't work that way."

"What ?" It came fromboth Toran and Bayta, and in the coner where Magnifico
lurked with ears al nost visibly expanded, there was a sudden joyful start.
"That's right. 1've been trying to contact himnyself, and doing a rather nore
t horough job of it than you two amateurs can. It won't work. The man makes no
personal appearance, does not allow hinmself to be photographed or simul ated,
and is seen only by his nmpbst intimte associates.”

"I's that supposed to explain your interest in us, captain?" questioned Toran
"No. That clown is the key. That clown is one of the very few that have seen
him | want him He may be the proof | need — and | need sonething, Gal axy
knows — to awaken the Foundation."

"I't needs awakeni ng?" broke in Bayta with sudden sharpness. "Agai nst what? And
in what role do you act as alarm that of rebel denocrat or of secret police
and provocat eur ?"

The captain's face set in its hard lines. "Wen the entire Foundation is

t hr eat ened, Madanme Revol utionary, both denocrats and tyrants perish. Let us
save the tyrants froma greater, that we nay overthrow themin their turn."
"Who's the greater tyrant you speak of ?" flared Bayta.

"The Mule! I know a bit about him enough to have been ny death several tines
over already, if | had noved less ninbly. Send the clown out of the room This
will require privacy."

"Magnifico," said Bayta, with a gesture, and the clown left w thout a sound.
The captain's voice was grave and intense, and | ow enough so that Toran and
Bayta drew cl ose.

He said, "The Miule is a shrewd operator — far too shrewd not to realize the
advant age of the magnetism and gl anour of personal |eadership. If he gives
that up, it's for a reason. That reason nust be the fact that personal contact
woul d reveal sonething that is of overwhel ming inportance not to reveal."

He waved asi de questions, and continued nore quickly, "I went back to his
birthplace for this, and questi oned people who for their know edge w |l not
live long. Few enough are still alive. They renmenber the baby born thirty

years before — the death of his nother — his strange youth. The Mule is not a
human bei ng!"

And his two listeners drew back in horror at the mi sty inplications. Neither
understood, fully or clearly, but the nmenace of the phrase was definite.

The captain continued, "He is a nmutant, and obviously from his subsequent
career, a highly successful one. | don't know his powers or the exact extent
to which he is what our thrillers would call a 'superman,' but the rise from
nothing to the conqueror of Kalgan's warlord in two years is revealing. You
see, don't you, the danger? Can a genetic accident of unpredictabl e biologica
properties be taken into account in the Seldon plan?"



Slow y, Bayta spoke, "I don't believe it. This is some sort of conplicated
trickery. Wiy didn't the Mule's men kill us when they could have, if he's a
super man?"

"I told you that | don't know the extent of his mutation. He may not be ready,
yet, for the Foundation, and it would be a sign of the greatest wi sdomto
resi st provocation until ready. Now let ne speak to the clown."

The captain faced the trenbling Magnifico, who obviously distrusted this huge,
hard man who faced him

The captain began slowy, "Have you seen the Miule with your own eyes?"

"I have but too well, respected sir. And felt the weight of his armwith ny
own body as well."

"I have no doubt of that. Can you describe hinP"

"It is frightening to recall him respected sir. He is a man of mghty frane.
Agai nst him even you would be but a spindling. His hair is of a burning
crimson, and with all my strength and weight | could not pull down his arm
once extended — not a hair's thickness." Mgnifico's thinness seened to
col l apse upon itself in a huddle of arnms and legs. "Often, to anuse his
generals or to amuse only hinself, he would suspend me by one finger in ny
belt froma fearful height, while | chattered poetry. It was only after the
twentieth verse that | was wi thdrawn, and each inprovi sed and each a perfect
rhyme, or else start over. He is a man of overpowering mght, respected sir,
and cruel in the use of his power — and his eyes, respected sir, no one sees."
"What ? What's that |ast?"

"He wears spectacles, respected sir, of a curious nature. It is said that they
are opaque and that he sees by a powerful nmagic that far transcends human
powers. | have heard," and his voice was snall and mysterious, "that to see
his eyes is to see death; that he kills with his eyes, respected sir."

Magni fico's eyes wheel ed quickly fromone watching face to another. He

quavered, "It is true. As | live, it is true. " Bayta drew a |ong breath,
"Sounds like you're right, captain. Do you want to take over?"
"Well, let's ook at the situation. You don't owe anything here? The hangar's

barrier above is free?"

"I can | eave any tine."

"Then | eave. The Miule may not w sh to antagoni ze the Foundation, but he runs a
frightful risk in letting Magnifico get away. It probably accounts for the hue
and cry after the poor devil in the first place. So there may be ships waiting
for you upstairs. If you're lost in space, who's to pin the crine?"

"You're right," agreed Toran, bleakly.

"However, you've got a shield and you're probably speedi er than anything
they' ve got, so as soon as you're clear of the atnosphere make the circle in
neutral to the other hem sphere, then just cut a track outwards at top

accel eration.”

"Yes," said Bayta coldly, "and when we are back on the Foundation, what then
capt ai n?"

"Why, you are then co-operative citizens of Kalgan, are you not? | know
nothing to the contrary, do I?"

Not hi ng was said. Toran turned to the controls. There was an inperceptible

[ urch.

It was when Toran had | eft Kalgan sufficiently far in the rear to attenpt his
first interstellar junp, that Captain Pritcher's face first creased slightly —
for no ship of the Mule had in any way attenpted to bar their |eaving.

"Looks like he's letting us carry off Mgnifico," said Toran. "Not so good for
your story."

"Unl ess,"” corrected the captain, "he wants us to carry himoff, in which case
it's not so good for the Foundation."

It was after the last junp, when within neutral-flight distance of the
Foundation, that the first hyperwave news broadcast reached the ship.

And there was one news itembarely nentioned. It seemed that a warlord —
unidentified by the bored speaker — had nade representations to the Foundation
concerning the forceful abduction of a nember of his court. The announcer went



on to the sports news.

Captain Pritcher said icily, "He's one step ahead of us after all."
Thoughtfully, he added, "He's ready for the Foundation, and he uses this as an
excuse for action. It makes things nore difficult for us. W will have to act
before we are really ready."

15. THE PSYCHOLOQ ST There was reason to the fact that the el enent known as
"pure science" was the freest formof life on the Foundation. In a Gal axy
where the predom nance — and even survival — of the Foundation still rested
upon the superiority of its technology — even despite its |arge access of
physi cal power in the last century and a half — a certain immunity adhered to
The Scientist. He was needed, and he knew it.

Li kewi se, there was reason to the fact that Ebling Ms — only those who did
not know him added his titles to his name — was the freest formof life in the
"pure science" of the Foundation. In a world where science was respected, he
was The Scientist — with capital letters and no snile. He was needed, and he
knew it.

And so it happened, that when others bent their knee, he refused and added
loudly that his ancestors in their tine bowed no knee to any stinking mayor.
And in his ancestors' tine the mayor was el ected anyhow, and ki cked out at
will, and that the only people that inherited anything by right of birth were
the congenital idiots.

So it al so happened, that when Ebling Ms decided to allow I ndbur to honor him
wi th an audi ence, he did not wait for the usual rigid Iine of command to pass
his request up and the favored reply down, but, having thrown the |ess

di sreputable of his two formal jackets over his shoul ders and pounded an odd
hat of inpossible design on one side of his head, and |lit a forbidden cigar
into the bargain, he barged past two ineffectually bleating guards and into

t he mayor's pal ace.

The first notice his excellence received of the intrusion was when from his
garden he heard the gradually nearing uproar of expostulation and the
answering bull-roar of inarticulate swearing.

Slowy, Indbur lay down his trowel; slowy, he stood up; and slowy, he
frowned. For Indbur allowed hinself a daily vacation fromwork, and for two
hours in the early afternoon, weather pernmitting, he was in his garden. There
in his garden, the bloons grew in squares and triangles, interlaced in a
severe order of red and yellow, with little dashes of violet at the apices,
and greenery bordering the whole in rigid lines. There in his garden no one
di sturbed him—- no one!

I ndbur peeled off his soil-stained gl oves as he advanced toward the little
garden door.

I nevitably, he said, "Wat is the nmeaning of this?"

It is the precise question and the preci se wordi ng thereof that has been put
to the atnosphere on such occasions by an incredible variety of nmen since
humanity was invented. It is not recorded that it has ever been asked for any
pur pose other than dignified effect.

But the answer was literal this time, for Ms's body came plunging through
with a bellow, and a shake of a fist at the ones who were still holding
tatters of his cloak.

I ndbur notioned themaway with a sol etm, displeased frown, and Ms bent to
pick up his ruin of a hat, shake about a quarter of the gathered dirt off it,
thrust it under his arnpit and say: "Look here, |ndbur, those unprintable

m ni ons of yours will be charged for one good cloak. Lots of good wear left in
this cloak." He puffed and wi ped his forehead with just a trace of
theatricality.

The mayor stood stiff with displeasure, and said haughtily fromthe peak of
his five-foot-two, "It has not been brought to ny attention, Ms, that you
have requested an audi ence. You have certainly not been assigned one."

Ebling Ms | ooked down at his mayor with what was apparently shocked

di sbelief, "Ga-LAX-y, Indbur, didn't you get my note yesterday? | handed it to
a flunky in purple uniformday before. | would have handed it to you direct,



but I know how you like formality."

"Formality!" Indbur turned up exasperated eyes. Then, strenuously, "Have you
ever heard of proper organization? At all future tinmes you are to submt your
request for an audi ence, properly made out in triplicate, at the government
of fice intended for the purpose. You are then to wait until the ordinary
course of events brings you notification of the tine of audience to be
granted. You are then to appear, properly clothed - properly clothed, do you
understand — and with proper respect, too. You may |eave."

"What's wong with ny clothes?" demanded Ms, hotly. "Best cloak | had til

t hose unprintable fiends got their claws on it. I1'Il |eave just as soon as
deliver what | cane to deliver. "Ga-LAX-y, if it didn't involve a Sel don
Crisis, I would I eave right now "

"Seldon crisis!" Indbur exhibited first interest. Ms was a great psychol ogi st

— a denocrat, boor, and rebel certainly, but a psychol ogist, too. In his
uncertainty, the mayor even failed to put into words the inner pang that

st abbed suddenly when M s plucked a casual bloom held it to his nostrils
expectantly, then flipped it away with a winkl ed nose.

I ndbur said coldly, "Wuld you follow ne? This garden wasn't made for serious
conversation."

He felt better in his built-up chair behind his |arge desk fromwhich he could
| ook down on the few hairs that quite ineffectually hid Ms's pink scal p-skin.
He felt nuch better when Ms cast a series of automatic gl ances about himfor
a non-exi stent chair and then remmi ned standing in uneasy shifting fashion. He
felt best of all when in response to a careful pressure of the correct

contact, a liveried underling scurried in, bowed his way to the desk, and laid
t hereon a bul ky, netal -bound vol une.

"Now, in order," said |Indbur, once nore nmaster of the situation, "to nmake this
unaut hori zed interview as short as possible, nake your statement in the fewest
possi bl e words. "

Ebling Ms said unhurriedly, "You know what |'m doi ng these days?"

"I have your reports here," replied the mayor, with satisfaction, "together

wi th authorized sumaries of them As | understand it, your investigations
into the mathemati cs of psychohi story have been intended to duplicate Hari

Sel don's work and, eventually, trace the projected course of future history,
for the use of the Foundation."

"Exactly," said Ms, dryly. "Wen Seldon first established the Foundation, he
was wi se enough to include no psychol ogi sts anong the scientists placed here —
so that the Foundation has al ways worked blindly al ong the course of

hi storical necessity. In the course of ny researches, | have based a good dea
upon hints found at the Time Vault."

"I amaware of that, Ms. It is a waste of tine to repeat."”

"I"'mnot repeating," blared Ms, "because what I'mgoing to tell you isn't in
any of those reports.”

"How do you nean, not in the reports?" said Indbur, stupidly. "How coul d-"
"Ga- LAX-y, Let ne tell this ny own way, you offensive little creature. Stop

putting words into my nmouth and questioning ny every statenent or I'Il tranp
out of here and let everything crunble around you. Remenber, you unprintable
fool, the Foundation will cone through because it must, but if | walk out of

here now — you won't."

Dashing his hat on the floor, so that clods of earth scattered, he sprang up
the stairs of the dais on which the wi de desk stood and shovi ng papers
violently, sat down upon a comer of it.

I ndbur thought frantically of summoning the guard, or using the built-in

bl asters of his desk. But Ms's face was gl ari ng down upon himand there was
nothing to do but cringe the best face upon it.

"Dr. Ms," he began, with weak formality, "you nust-" "Shut up," said Ms,
ferociously, "and listen. If this thing here," and his pal mcame down heavily
on the netal of the bound data, "is a mess of ny reports — throw it out. Any

report | wite goes up through some twenty-odd officials, gets to you, and
then sort of w nds down through twenty nore. That's fine if there's nothing



you don't want kept secret. Well, |'ve got sonething confidential here. It's
so confidential, even the boys working for ne haven't got wind of it. They did
the work, of course, but each just a little unconnected piece — and | put it
toget her. You know what the Tinme Vault is?"

| ndbur nodded his head, but Ms went on with |loud enjoynment of the situation

"Well, 1'lIl tell you anyhow because |'ve been sort of inmagining this
unprintable situation for a "Ga-LAX-y, of a long time; | can read your m nd
you puny fraud. You've got your hand right near a little knob that'll call in

about five hundred or so arnmed nen to finish me off, but you're afraid of what
| know — you're afraid of a Seldon Crisis. Besides which, if you touch
anyt hi ng on your desk, I'll knock your unprintable head off before anyone gets
here. You and your bandit father and pirate grandfather have been

bl ood- sucki ng the Foundation | ong enough anyway."

"This is treason," gabbl ed | ndbur

"It certainly is," gloated Ms, "but what are you going to do about it? Let ne
tell you about the Tinme Vault. That Tine Vault is what Hari Sel don placed here
at the beginning to help us over the rough spots. For every crisis, Seldon has
prepared a personal simulacrumto help — and explain. Four crises so far —
four appearances. The first tine he appeared at the height of the first

crisis. The second tinme, he appeared at the nonment just after the successful
evol ution of the second crisis. Qur ancestors were there to listen to himboth
times. At the third and fourth crises, he was ignored — probably because he
was not needed, but recent investigations — not included in those reports you
have — indicate that he appeared anyway, and at the proper tines. Get it?"

He did not wait for any answer. His cigar, a tattered, dead ruin was finally
di sposed of, a new cigar groped for, and lit. The snoke puffed out violently.
He said, "Oficially I've been trying to rebuild the science of psychohistory.
Wll, no one man is going to do that, and it won't get done in any one
century, either. But |1've nmade advances in the nore sinple elenments and |'ve
been able to use it as an excuse to neddle with the Tine Vault. Wat | have
done, involves the deternmination, to a pretty fair kind of certainty, of the

exact date of the next appearance of Hari Seldon. | can give you the exact
day, in other words, that the comng Seldon Crisis, the fifth, will reach its
climax. " "How far of f?" demanded I ndbur, tensely.

And M s expl oded his bonb with cheerful nonchal ance, "Four nonths,"” he said.
"Four unprintable nonths, |ess tw days."

"Four rmonths," said Indbur, with uncharacteristic vehenmence. "Ilnpossible."

"I npossi ble, ny unprintable eye."

"Four months? Do you understand what that neans? For a crisis to cone to a
head in four nonths would nean that it has been preparing for years."

"And why not? |Is there a law of Nature that requires the process to mature in
the full light of day?"

"But not hing i nmpends. Nothing hangs over us." |ndbur al nbst wung his hands
for anxiety. Wth a sudden spasnodi ¢ recrudescence of ferocity, he screaned,
"WIl you get off ny desk and let ne put it in order? How do you expect ne to
t hi nk?"

Ms, startled, lifted heavily and noved asi de.

I ndbur replaced objects in their appropriate niches with a feverish notion. He
was speaking quickly, "You have no right to cone here like this. If you had
presented your theory-" "It is not a theory."

"I say it is a theory. If you had presented it together with your evidence and
argunents, in appropriate fashion, it would have gone to the Bureau of

H storical Sciences. There it could have been properly treated, the resulting
anal yses submtted to me, and then, of course, proper action would have been
taken. As it is, you' ve vexed me to no purpose. Ah, here it is."

He had a sheet of transparent, silvery paper in his hand which he shook at the
bul bous psychol ogi st beside him

"This is a short summary | prepare nyself — weekly — of foreign matters in
progress. Listen — we have conpl eted negotiations for a comercial treaty with
Mores, continue negotiations for one with Lyonesse, sent a delegation to sone



cel ebration or other on Bonde, received sone conplaint or other from Kal gan
and we've promised to look into it, protested sone sharp trade practices in
Asperta and they' ve promsed to look into it — and so on and so on." The
mayor's eyes swarmed down the |ist of coded notations, and then he carefully
pl aced the sheet in its proper place in the proper folder in the proper
pi geonhol e.
| tell you, Ms, there's not a thing there that breathes anything but order
and peace-" The door at the far, |long end opened, and, in far too dramatically
coi nci dent a fashion to suggest anything but real life, a plainly-costuned
not abl e stepped in.
I ndbur half-rose. He had the curiously swirling sensation of unreality that
conmes upon those days when too nuch happens. After Ms's intrusion and wild
fum ngs there now cane the equally inproper, hence disturbing, intrusion
unannounced, of his secretary, who at |east knew the rules.
The secretary kneel ed | ow
| ndbur said, sharply, "wWll!"
The secretary addressed the floor, "Excellence, Captain Han Pritcher of
Information, returning from Kal gan, in disobedience to your orders, has
according to prior instructions — your order X20-513 — been inprisoned, and
awai t s execution. Those acconpanying him are being held for questioning. A
full report has been filed."
I ndbur, in agony, said, "A full report has been received. WllI!"
"Excel l ence, Captain Pritcher has reported, vaguely, dangerous designs on the
part of the new warl ord of Kal gan. He has been given, according to prior
i nstructions — your order X20-651 — no formal hearing, but his remarks have
been recorded and a full report filed."
| ndbur screamed, "A full report has been received. Wll!"
"Excel l ence, reports have within the quarter-hour been received fromthe
Salinnian frontier. Ships identified as Kal gani an have been entering
Foundation territory, unauthorized. The ships are arned. Fighting has
occurred. "
The secretary was bent nearly double. Indbur remained standing. Ebling Ms
shook himsel f, clunmped up to the secretary, and tapped himsharply on the
shoul der.
"Here, you'd better have themrel ease this Captain Pritcher, and have hi m sent
here. Get out."
The secretary left, and Ms turned to the mayor, "Hadn't you better get the
machi nery novi ng, |ndbur? Four nonths, you know "
| ndbur remai ned standi ng, gl aze-eyed. Only one finger seened alive — and it
traced rapid jerky triangles on the snmooth desk top before him

16. CONFERENCE When the twenty-seven independent Trading worlds, united only
by their distrust of the nother planet of the Foundation, concert an assenbly
anong t hensel ves, and each is big with a pride grown of its small ness,
hardened by its own insularity and enbittered by eternal danger — there are
prelimnary negotiations to be overcone of a pettiness sufficiently staggering
to heartsicken the nost persevering
It is not enough to fix in advance such details as nethods of voting, type of
representati on — whether by world or by popul ation. These are matters of
i nvol ved political inportance. It is not enough to fix matters of priority at
the table, both council and dinner, those are matters of involved soci al
i mport ance.
It was the place of nmeeting — since that was a matter of overpowering
provincialism And in the end the devious routes of diplomacy led to the world
of Radol e, which sonme comrentators had suggested at the start for |ogica
reason of central position
Radol e was a small world — and, in mlitary potential, perhaps the weakest of
the twenty-seven. That, by the way, was another factor in the logic of the
choi ce.
It was a ribbon world — of which the Gal axy boasts sufficient, but anobng
whi ch, the inhabited variety is a rarity for the physical requirenents are



difficult to neet. It was a world, in other words, where the two halves face
t he nonot onous extrenmes of heat and cold, while the region of possible life is
the girdling ribbon of the twlight zone.

Such a world invariably sounds uninviting to those who have not tried it, but
there exi st spots, strategically placed — and Radole City was located in such
a one.

It spread along the soft slopes of the foothills before the hacked- out
nmount ai ns that backed it along the rimof the cold hem sphere and held off the
frightful ice. The warm dry air of the sun-half spilled over, and fromthe
nmount ai ns was pi ped the water-and between the two, Radole Gty becane a
continuous garden, swiming in the eternal norning of an eternal June.

Each house nestled anong its flower garden, open to the fangl ess el ements.
Each garden was a horticultural forcing ground, where luxury plants grew in
fantastic patterns for the sake of the foreign exchange they brought — unti
Radol e had al nost becone a producing world, rather than a typical Trading
wor | d.

So, inits way, Radole City was a little point of softness and |uxury on a
horrible planet — a tiny scrap of Eden — and that, too, was a factor in the

| ogi ¢ of the choice.

The strangers canme from each of the twenty-six other Tradi ng worl ds:

del egates, w ves, secretaries, newsmen, ships, and crews — and Radol e's

popul ati on nearly doubl ed and Radol e's resources strained thenselves to the
[imt. One ate at will, and drank at will, and slept not at all

Yet there were few anong the roisterers who were not intensely aware that al
that vol une of the Galaxy burnt slowy in a sort of quiet, slunmbrous war. And
of those who were aware, there were dinme classes. First, there were the many
who knew little and were very confident.

Such as the young space pilot who wore the Haven cockade on the clasp of his
cap, and who managed, in holding his glass before his eyes, to catch those of
the faintly smling Radolian girl opposite. He was saying: "W cane fight

t hrough the war-zone to get here-on purpose. W travel ed about a light-nminute
or so, in neutral, right past Horl eggor-" "Horl eggor?" broke in a |ong-I|egged
native, who was playing host to that particular gathering. "That's where the
Miul e got the guts beat out of himlast week, wasn't it?"

"Where'd you hear that the Miule got the guts beat out of hinP" demanded the
pilot, loftily.

"Foundation radio."

"Yeah? Well, the Mule's got Horleggor. W alnobst ran into a convoy of his
ships, and that's where they were coning from It isn't a gut-beating when you
stay where you fought, and the gut-beater leaves in a hurry."

Soneone el se said in a high, blurred voice, "Don't talk like that. Foundation
al ways takes it on the chin for a while. You watch; just sit tight and watch.
A ' Foundation knows when to cone back. And then — pow " The thick voice
concl uded and was succeeded by a bleary grin.

"Anyway." said the pilot fromHaven, after a short pause, "As | say, we saw
the Mule's ships, and they | ooked pretty good, pretty good. | tell you what —
t hey | ooked new. "

"New?" said the native, thoughtfully. "They build themthensel ves?" He broke a
| eaf from an overhangi ng branch, sniffed delicately at it, then crunched it
between his teeth, the bruised tissues bleeding greenly and diffusing a nminty
odor. He said, "You trying to tell me they beat Foundation ships with
honebui It jobs? Go on."

"W saw them doc. And | can tell a ship froma conet, too, you know. "

The native | eaned close. "You know what | think. Listen, don't kid yourself.
Wars don't just start by thenselves, and we have a bunch of shrewd appl es
runni ng things. They know what they're doing."

The wel |l -unthirsted one said with sudden | oudness, "You watch ol' Foundation
They wait for the last mnute, then — pow" He grinned with vacuously open
mouth at the girl, who noved away from him

The Radolian was saying, "For instance, old nman, you think maybe that this



Mul e guy's running things. No-o0-0." And he wagged a finger horizontally. "The
way | hear it, and frompretty high up, mnd you, he's our boy. W' re paying
himoff, and we probably built those ships. Let's be realistic about it — we
probably did. Sure, he can't beat the Foundation in the long run, but he can
get them shaky, and when he does — we get in."

The girl said, "lIs that all you can talk about, Kl ev? The war? You make ne
tired."”

The pilot from Haven said, in an access of gallantry, "Change the subject.
Can't make the girls tired."

The bedewed one took up the refrain and banged a nug to the rhythm The little
groups of two that had forned broke up with giggles and swagger, and a few
simlar groups of twos emerged fromthe sun-house in the background.

The conversation becane nore general, nore varied, nore meaningl ess.

Then there were those who knew a little nore and were | ess confident.

Such as the one-arned Fran, whose | arge bul k represented Haven as offi ci al

del egated, and who lived high in consequence, and cultivated new friendshi ps —
wi th wonmen when he could and with nen when he had to.

It was on the sun platformof the hilltop home, of one of these new friends,
that he relaxed for the first of what eventually proved to be a total of two
times while on Radole. The new friend was Iwo Lyon, a kindred soul of Radole.
Iwo's house was apart fromthe general cluster, apparently alone in a sea of
floral perfume and insect chatter. The sun platformwas a grassy strip of |awn
set at a forty-five degree angle, and upon it Fran stretched out and fairly
sopped up sun.

He said, "Don't have anything like this on Haven."

Iwo replied, sleepily, "Ever seen the cold side. There's a spot twenty mniles

from here where the oxygen runs like water. " "Go on.

"Fact."

"Well, 1"l tell you, Iwo-1n the old days before nmy armwas chewed of f |
knocked around, see — and you won't believe this, but" — The story that

foll owed | asted considerably, and Iwo didn't believe it.

Iwo said, through yawns, "They don't make themlike in the old days, that's
the truth.”

"No, guess they don't. Well, now," Fran fired up, "don't say that. | told you
about mnmy son, didn't 1? He's one of the old school, if you like. He'll nake a
great Trader, blast it. He's his old man up and down. Up and down, except that
he gets nmarried."

"You mean | egal contract? Wth a girl?"

"That's right. Don't see the sense in it nyself. They went to Kalgan for their
honeynoon. "

"Kal gan? Kal gan? When the Gal axy was this?"

Fran sniled broadly, and said with sl ow neaning, "Just before the Mile

decl ared war on the Foundation."

"That so?"
Fran nodded and notioned Iwo closer with his head. He said, hoarsely, "In
fact, | can tell you something, if you don't let it go any further. My boy was

sent to Kalgan for a purpose. Now | wouldn't like to let it out, you know,
just what the purpose was, naturally, but you | ook at the situation now, and
suppose you can rmake a pretty good guess. In any case, ny boy was the man for
the job. W Traders needed sonme sort of ruckus." He smiled, craftily. "It's
here. 1'mnot saying how we did it, but — ny boy went to Kal gan, and the Mile
sent out his ships. My son!"

Iwo was duly inpressed. He grew confidential in his turn, "That's good. You
know, they say we've got five hundred ships ready to pitch in on our own at
the right time. " Fran said authoritatively, "Mire than that, maybe. This is
real strategy. This is the kind | like." He clawed loudly at the skin of his
abdonen. "But don't you forget that the Mule is a smart boy, too. \Wat
happened at Horl eggor worries ne."

"I heard he | ost about ten ships."

"Sure, but he had a hundred nore, and the Foundation had to get out. It's al



to the good to have those tyrants beaten, but not as quickly as all that." He
shook hi s head.

"The question | ask is where does the Miule get his ships? There's a w despread
runor we're making themfor him"

"We? The Traders? Haven has the biggest ship factories anywhere in the

i ndependent worlds, and we haven't made one for anyone but ourselves. Do you
suppose any world is building a fleet for the Mule on its own, w thout taking

the precaution of united action? That's a ... a fairy tale."
"Well, where does he get thenf"
And Fran shrugged, "Makes them hinmself, | suppose. That worries ne, too."

Fran blinked at the sun and curled his toes about the snpboth wood of the
polished foot-rest. Slowy, he fell asleep and the soft burr of his breathing
mngled with the insect sibilance.

Lastly, there were the very few who knew consi derabl e and were not confi dent
at all.

Such as Randu, who on the fifth day of the all-Trader convention entered the
Central Hall and found the two nen he had asked to be there, waiting for him
The five hundred seats were enpty — and were going to stay so.

Randu said quickly, alnost before he sat down, "W three represent about half
the mlitary potential of the Independent Trading Worlds."

"Yes," said Mangin of Iss, "ny colleague and | have al ready comented upon the
fact."
"I amready," said Randu, "to speak quickly and earnestly. | amnot interested

in bargaining or subtlety. Qur position is radically in the worse."

"As a result of-" urged Ovall Gi of Mienon.

"Of devel oprments of the |ast hour. Please! Fromthe beginning. First, our
position is not of our doing, and but doubtfully of our control. Qur origina
dealings were not with the Miule, but with several others; notably the
ex-warl ord of Kal gan, whomthe Mil e defeated at a nost inconvenient time for
us."

"Yes, but this Mile is a worthy substitute,” said Mangin. "I do not cavil at
details.”

"You may when you know all the details.” Randu | eaned forward and pl aced his
hands upon the table pal ns-up in an obvi ous gesture.

He said, "A month ago | sent nmy nephew and ny nephew s wife to Kal gan.”
"Your nephew " cried Ovall Gi, in surprise. "I did not know he was your
nephew. "

"Wth what purpose,” asked Mangin, dryly. "This?" And his thunb drew an
inclusive circle high in the air.

"No. If you nean the Mule's war on the Foundation, no. How could | aimso

hi gh? The young man knew not hing — neither of our organization nor of our
aims. He was told | was a minor menber of an intra-Haven patriotic society,
and his function at Kalgan was nothing but that of an anmateur observer. M
notives were, | nust admit, rather obscure. Mainly, | was curious about the
Mil e. He is a strange phenonenon — but that's a chewed cud; 1'll not go into
it. Secondly, it would make an interesting and educational training project
for a man who had experience with the Foundati on and the Foundati on

under ground and showed prom se of future usefulness to us. You see-" Ovall's
long face fell into vertical lines as he showed his |arge teeth, "You mnust
have been surprised at the outcone, then, since there is not a world anong the
Traders, | believe, that does not know that this nephew of yours abducted a
Mul e underling in the nane of the Foundation and furnished the Mule with a
casus belli. Galaxy, Randu, you spin romances. | find it hard to believe you
had no hand in that. Cone, it was a skillful job."

Randu shook his white head, "Not of my doing. Nor, willfully, of ny nephew s,
who is now held prisoner at the Foundation, and may not live to see the
conpletion of this so-skillful job. I have just heard fromhim The Persona
Capsul e has been snuggl ed out somehow, come through the war zone, gone to
Haven, and traveled fromthere to here. It has been a nonth on its travels."
"And?-" Randu | eaned a heavy hand upon the heel of his pal mand said, sadly,



"I"'mafraid we are cast for the sane role that the onetime warlord of Kal gan
pl ayed. The Miule is a nutant!"

There was a nonentary qualm a faint inpression of quickened heartbeats. Randu
m ght easily have inagined it.

When Mangi n spoke, the evenness of his voice was unchanged, "How do you know?"
"Only because ny nephew says so, but he was on Kal gan

"What kind of a mutant? There are all kinds, you know. "

Randu forced the rising inpatience down, "Al kinds of nmutants, yes, Mangin.
Al'l kinds! But only one kind of Mule. Wat kind of a mutant would start as an
unknown, assenble an arny, establish, they say, a five-mle asteroid as
original base, capture a planet, then a system then a region — and then
attack the Foundation, and defeat them at Horleggor. And all in two or three
years!"”

Ovall Gi shrugged, "So you think he'll beat the Foundation?"

"I don't know. Suppose he does?"

"Sorry, | can't go that far. You don't beat the Foundation. Look, there's not
a new fact we have to go on except for the statements of a ... well, of an

i nexperi enced boy. Suppose we shelve it for a while. Wth all the Mile's
victories, we weren't worried until now, and unless he goes a good dea
further than he has, | see no reason to change that. Yes?"

Randu frowned and despaired at the cobweb texture of his argument. He said to
both, "Have we yet nmade any contact with the Ml e?"

"No, " both answer ed.

"It's true, though, that we've tried, isn't it? It's true that there's not
much purpose to our neeting unless we do reach him isn't it? It's true that
so far there's been nore drinking than thinking, and nore wooi ng than doing —
| quote froman editorial in today's Radole Tribune — and all because we can't
reach the Mule. Gentlenmen, we have nearly a thousand ships waiting to be
thrown into the fight at the proper nonent to seize control of the Foundation
| say we should change that. | say, throw those thousand onto the board now —
agai nst the Miule."

"You mean for the Tyrant Indbur and the bl oodsuckers of the Foundation?"
demanded Mangin, with quiet venom

Randu rai sed a weary hand, "Spare nme the adjectives. Against the Mile, | say,
and for |-don't-care-who."
Ovall Gi rose, "Randu, I'll have nothing to do with that, You present it to

the full council tonight if you particularly hunger for political suicide."
He left without another word and Mangin followed silently, |eaving Randu to
drag out a lonely hour of endless, insoluble consideration

At the full council that night, he said nothing.

But it was Ovall Gi who pushed into his roomthe next morning; an Ovall Gi
only sketchily dressed and who had neither shaved nor combed his hair.

Randu stared at hi mover a yet-uncleared breakfast table with an astoni shnent
sufficiently open and strenuous to cause himto drop his pipe.

Ovall said baldly, harshly. "Menon has been bonbarded from space by
treacherous attack."

Randu' s eyes narrowed, "The Foundation?"

"The Mul e!" exploded Ovall. "The Mule!" H's words raced, "It was unprovoked
and deliberate. Mdst of our fleet had joined the international flotilla. The
few |l eft as Hone Squadron were insufficient and were bl own out of the sky.
There have been no | andings yet, and there may not be, for half the attackers
are reported destroyed — but it is war — and | have conme to ask how Haven
stands on the matter."

"Haven, | amsure, will adhere to the spirit of the Charter of Federation
But, you see? He attacks us as well."

"This Mule is a madnman. Can he defeat the universe?' He faltered and sat down
to seize Randu's wrist, "Qur few survivors have reported the Miule's poss ..
eneny's possession of a new weapon. A nuclear-field depressor.™

"A what ?"

Ovall said, "Most of our ships were | ost because their nuclear weapons failed



them It could not have happened by either accident or sabotage. It nust have
been a weapon of the Mule. It didn't work perfectly; the effect was
intermttent; there were ways to neutralize — my dispatches are not detail ed.
But you see that such a tool would change the nature of war and, possibly,
make our entire fleet obsolete.”

Randu felt an old, old man. H s face sagged hopelessly, "I amafraid a nonster
is growmn that will devour all of us. Yet we must fight him"

17. THE VI SI - SONOR Ebling M s's house in a not-so-pretentious nei ghborhood
of Terminus Gty was well known to the intelligentsia, literati, and
just-plain-well-read of the Foundation. Its notable characteristics depended,
subj ectively, upon the source material that was read. To a thoughtful
bi ographer, it was the "synbolization of a retreat from a nonacadem c
reality," a society columist gushed silkily at its "frightfully masculine
at nosphere of careless disorder,” a University Ph.D. called it brusquely,
"booki sh, but unorgani zed," a nonuniversity friend said, "good for a drink
anytime and you can put your feet on the sofa," and a breezy newsweekly
broadcast, that went in for col or, spoke of the "rocky, down-to-earth,
no- nonsense living quarters of blasphem ng, Leftish, balding Ebling Ms."

To Bayta, who thought for no audi ence but herself at the noment, and who had

t he advantage of first-hand information, it was merely sl oppy.

Except for the first few days, her inprisonnent had been a |ight burden. Far
lighter, it seened, that this half-hour wait in the psychol ogist's hone —
under secret observation, perhaps? She had been with Toran then, at |east.

Per haps she mi ght have grown wearier of the strain, had not Magnifico's |ong
nose drooped in a gesture that plainly showed his own far greater tension
Magni fico's pi pe-stemlegs were folded up under a pointed, sagging chin, as if
he were trying to huddl e hinself into di sappearance, and Bayta's hand went out
in a gentle and automatic gesture of reassurance. Magnifico w nced, then
smi | ed.

"Surely, ny lady, it would seemthat even yet ny body deni es the know edge of
my m nd and expects of others' hands a bl ow. "

"There's no need for worry, Magnifico. I"'mwth you, and | won't |let anyone
hurt you."

The clown's eyes sidled towards her, then drew away quickly. "But they kept ne
away fromyou earlier — and fromyour kind husband — and, on nmy word, you nay
l augh, but | was lonely for mssing friendship."

"I wouldn't laugh at that. | was, too."

The cl own brightened, and he hugged his knees closer. He said, "You have not
met this man who will see us?" It was a cautious question

"No. But he is a fanmous man. | have seen himin the newscasts and heard quite
a good deal of him | think he's a good man, Magnifico, who neans us no harm"
"Yes?" The clown stirred uneasily. "That may be, ny |ady, but he has

guesti oned nme before, and his manner is of an abruptness and | oudness t hat
bequivers ne. He is full of strange words, so that the answers to his
guestions could not wormout of my throat. Al npst, | might believe the
romancer who once played on ny ignorance with a tale that, at such nonents,
the heart | odged in the w ndpi pe and prevented speech.”

"But it's different now We're two to his one, and he won't be able to
frighten the both of us, will he?"

"No, ny lady."

A door sl amed somewheres, and the roaring of a voice entered the house. Just
outside the room it coagulated into words with a fierce, "Get the "Ga-LAX-y
out of here!" and two unifornmed guards were nmonentarily visible through the
openi ng door, in quick retreat.

Ebling Ms entered frowning, deposited a carefully wapped bundle on the
floor, and approached to shake Bayta's hand with carel ess pressure. Bayta
returned it vigorously, man-fashion. Ms did a double-take as he turned to the
clown, and favored the girl with a | onger | ook

He said, "Married?"

"Yes. W went through the legal formalities."



M s paused. Then, "Happy about it?"

"So far."

M s shrugged, and turned again to Magnifico. He unw apped the package, "Know
what this is, boy?"

Magni fico fairly hurled himself out of his seat and caught the multi-keyed
instrument. He fingered the nyriad knobby contacts and threw a sudden back
somersault of joy, to the imm nent destruction of the nearby furniture.

He croaked, "A Visi-Sonor — and of a make to distill joy out of a dead man's
heart." His long fingers caressed softly and slowy, pressing lightly on
contacts with a rippling notion, resting nmomentarily on one key then another —
and in the air before themthere was a soft gl owi ng rosiness, just inside the
range of vision.

Ebling Ms said, "Al'l right, boy, you said you could pound on one of those
gadgets, and there's your chance. You'd better tune it, though. It's out of a
museum " Then, in an aside to Bayta, "Near as | can make it, no one on the
Foundation can make it talk right."

He | eaned closer and said quickly, "The clown won't talk w thout you. WIlIl you
hel p?"

She nodded.

"Cood!" he said. "His state of fear is alnost fixed, and | doubt that his
mental strength woul d possibly stand a psychic probe. If I'mto get anything
out of himotherwi se, he's got to feel absolutely at ease. You understand?"
She nodded agai n.

"This Visi-Sonor is the first step in the process. He says he can play it; and
his reaction now nmakes it pretty certain that it's one of the great joys of
his life. So whether the playing is good or bad, be interested and

appreci ative. Then exhibit friendliness and confidence in ne. Above all,
follow my lead in everything." There was a swift glance at Magnifico, huddl ed
in a coner of the sofa, nmaking rapid adjustnments in the interior of the
instrument. He was conpl etely absorbed.

Ms said in a conversational tone to Bayta, "Ever hear a Visi-Sonor?"

"Once," said Bayta, equally casually, "at a concert of rare instrunents. |
wasn't inpressed.”

"Well, | doubt that you cane across good playing. There are very fewreally
good players. It's not so nuch that it requires physical co-ordination — a

mul ti-bank piano requires nore, for instance — as a certain type of
free-wheeling nentality." In a lower voice, "That's why our |iving skel eton
there m ght be better than we think. Mre often than not, good players are
idiots otherwise. It's one of those queer setups that makes psychol ogy
interesting.”

He added, in a patent effort to manufacture |ight conversation, "You know how
the beblistered thing works? | looked it up for this purpose, and all [|'ve
made out so far is that its radiations stinulate the optic center of the brain
directly, without ever touching the optic nerve. It's actually the utilization
of a sense never net with in ordinary nature. Remarkable, when you cone to
think of it. What you hear is all right. That's ordinary. Eardrum cochl ea

all that. But — Shh! He's ready. WIIl you kick that switch. It works better in
the dark."

In the darkness, Magnifico was a nere bl ob, Ebling Ms a heavy-breathi ng nass.
Bayta found herself straining her eyes anxiously, and at first with no effect.
There was a thin, reedy quaver in the air, that wavered raggedly up the scale.
It hovered, dropped and caught itself, gained in body, and swooped into a
boom ng crash that had the effect of a thunderous split in a veiling curtain.
Alittle globe of pulsing color grewin rhythmc spurts and burst in mdair
into form ess gouts that swirled high and came down as curving streamers in

i nterfacing patterns. They coal esced into little spheres, no two alike in
col or — and Bayta began di scovering things.

She noticed that closing her eyes nade the color pattern all the clearer; that
each little novement of color had its own little pattern of sound; that she
could not identify the colors; and, lastly, that the gl obes were not gl obes



but little figures.

Little figures; little shifting flanes, that danced and flickered in their

nmyri ads; that dropped out of sight and returned from nowhere; that whipped
about one another and coal esced then into a new col or.

I ncongruously, Bayta thought of the little bl obs of color that cone at night
when you cl ose your eyelids till they hurt, and stare patiently. There was the
old famliar effect of the marching pol ka dots of shifting color, of the
contracting concentric circles, of the shapel ess masses that quiver
monentarily. Al that, larger, multivaried — and each little dot of color a

tiny figure.
They darted at her in pairs, and she lifted her hands with a sudden gasp, but
they tumbled and for an instant she was the center of a brilliant snowstorm

while cold light slipped off her shoul ders and down her armin a | um nous
ski-slide, shooting off her stiff fingers and neeting slowy in a shining

m dair focus. Beneath it all, the sound of a hundred instruments flowed in
liquid streanms until she could not tell it fromthe light.

She wondered if Ebling Ms were seeing the sanme thing, and if not, what he did
see, The wonder passed, and then— She was watching again. The little
figures-were they little figures? —little tiny wonen with burning hair that
turned and bent too quickly for the mind to focus? —sei zed one another in
star-shaped groups that turned — and the nusic was faint |aughter — girls'

| aught er that began inside the ear

The stars drew together, sparked towards one another, grew slowy into
structure — and from bel ow, a pal ace shot upward in rapid evolution. Each
brick a tiny color, each color a tiny spark, each spark a stabbing Iight that
shifted patterns and led the eye skyward to twenty jewel ed m narets.

A glittering carpet shot out and about, whirling, spinning an insubstantial
web that engul fed all space, and fromit |um nous shoots stabbed upward and
branched into trees that sang with a nusic all their own.

Bayta sat inclosed in it. The nusic welled about her in rapid, lyrical
flights. She reached out to touch a fragile tree and bl ossom ng spicul es

fl oated downwards and faded, each with its clear, tiny tinkle.

The music crashed in twenty cynbals, and before her an area flamed up in a
spout and cascaded down invisible steps into Bayta's |lap, where it spilled
over and flowed in rapid current, raising the fiery sparkle to her waist,
whi |l e across her | ap was a rainbow bridge and upon it the little figures— A
pal ace, and a garden, and tiny men and wonmen on a bridge, stretching out as
far as she could see, swinmng through the stately swells of stringed nusic
converging in upon her— And then — there seened a frightened pause, a
hesitant, indrawn notion, a swift collapse. The colors fled, spun into a gl obe
t hat shrank, and rose, and di sappear ed.

And it was nerely dark again.

A heavy foot scratched for the pedal, reached it, and the light flooded in;
the flat light of a prosy sun. Bayta blinked until the tears cane, as though
for the longing of what was gone. Ebling Ms was a podgy inertness with his

eyes still round and his nouth still open

Only Magnifico hinself was alive, and he fondled his Visi-Sonor in a crooning
ecst asy.

"My lady," he gasped, "it is indeed of an effect the nmost magical. It is of

bal ance and response al nost beyond hope in its delicacy and stability. On
this, it would seem| could work wonders. How |iked you ny composition, mny

| ady?"

"Was it yours?" breathed Bayta. "Your own?"

At her awe, his thin face turned a glowing red to the tip of his nighty nose.
"My very own, ny lady. The Miule liked it not, but often and often |I have
played it for my own amusenent. It was once, in ny youth, that | saw the

pal ace — a gigantic place of jeweled riches that | saw froma distance at a
time of high carnival. There were people of a splendor undreanmed of — and
magni fi cence nore than ever | saw afterwards, even in the Miule's service. It
is but a poor makeshift | have created, but nmy mind s poverty precludes nore.



| call it, 'The Menory of Heaven.'" Now through the midst of the chatter, Ms
shook hinmself to active life. "Here," he said, "here, Mgnifico, would you
like to do that same thing for others?"

For a nonent, the clown drew back. "For others?" he quavered.

"For thousands," cried Ms, "in the great Halls of the Foundation. Wuld you
like to be your own master, and honored by all, wealthy, and ... and-" his

i magi nation failed him "And all that? Eh? Wat do you say?"

"But how may | be all that, mghty sir, for indeed | ambut a poor clown
ungiven to the great things of the world?"

The psychol ogi st puffed out his lips, and passed the back of his hand across
his brow He said, "But your playing, man. The world is yours if you would
play so for the mayor and his Trading Trusts. Wuldn't you |ike that?"

The clown gl anced briefly at Bayta, "Wuld she stay with ne?"

Bayta | aughed, "OF course, silly. Wuld it be likely that 1'd | eave you now
that you're on the point of becom ng rich and famous?"

"I't would all be yours," he replied earnestly, "and surely the wealth of

Gal axy itself would be yours before |I could repay ny debt to your Kkindness."
"But," said Ms, casually, "if you would first help ne-" "Wat is that?"

The psychol ogi st paused, and smled, "Alittle surface probe that doesn't
hurt. It wouldn't touch but the peel of your brain."

There was a flare of deadly fear in Magnifico's eyes. "Not a probe. | have
seen it used. It drains the nmind and | eaves an enpty skull. The Miule did use
it upon traitors and | et them wander m ndl ess through the streets, until out
of mercy, they were killed." He held up his hand to push M s away.

"That was a psychic probe," explained Ms, patiently, "and even that would
only harm a person when mi sused. This probe | have is a surface probe that
woul dn't hurt a baby. " "That's right, Mgnifico," urged Bayta. "It's only to
hel p beat the Miul e and keep him far away. Once that's done, you and | will be
rich and fanmous all our lives."

Magni fico held out a trenbling hand, "WII you hold my hand, then?"

Bayta took it in both her own, and the cl own watched the approach of the
burni shed termi nal plates with | arge eyes.

Ebling Ms rested carelessly on the too-lavish chair in Myor Indbur's private
quarters, unregenerately unthankful for the condescensi on shown hi m and

wat ched the small mayor's fidgeting unsynpathetically. He tossed away a ci gar
stub and spat out a shred of tobacco.

"And, incidentally, if you want sonething for your next concert at Mallow
Hal I, Indbur,” he said, "you can dunp out those electronic gadgeteers into the
sewers they cane fromand have this little freak play the Visi-Sonor for you.
Indbur — it's out of this world."

| ndbur said peevishly, "I did not call you here to listen to your |ectures on
musi c. What of the Mule? Tell me that. Wat of the Ml e?"

"The Mule? Well, I'Il tell you — | used a surface probe and got little. Can't
use the psychic probe because the freak is scared blind of it, so that his
resi stance will probably blow his unprintable nmental fuses as soon as contact
is made. But this is what |'ve got, if you'll just stop tapping your
fingernails— "First place, de-stress the Mile's physical strength. He's
probably strong, but nobst of the freak's fairy tales about it are probably
consi derably blown up by his own fearful nmenory, He wears queer gl asses and
his eyes kill, he evidently has nental powers."

"So much we had at the start," commented the mayor, sourly.

"Then the probe confirms it, and fromthere on |I've been worKking

mat hematical ly. "

"So? And how long will all this take? Your word-rattling will deafen nme yet."
"About a nonth, | should say, and | may have sonething for you. And | may not,
of course. But what of it? If this is all outside Seldon's plans, our chances
are precious little, unprintable little."

I ndbur whirled on the psychol ogist fiercely, "Now | have you, traitor. Lie!
Say you're not one of these crimnal runornongers that are spreadi ng defeatism
and pani c through the Foundation, and making ny work doubly hard."



"I? 1?" Ms gathered anger slowy.

I ndbur swore at him "Because by the dust-clouds of space, the Foundation will
win — the Foundation nust wn."

"Despite the | oss at Horl eggor?"

"It was not a loss. You have swallowed that spreading lie, too? W were

out nunber ed and betreasoned-" "By whon®?" demanded M s, contenptuously.

"By the lice-ridden denocrats of the gutter,"” shouted |Indbur back at him "I
have known for long that the fleet has been riddled by denmocratic cells. Most
have been wi ped out, but enough remain for the unexplained surrender of twenty
ships in the thickest of the swarm ng fight. Enough to force an apparent

def eat .

"For that matter, ny rough-tongued, sinple patriot and epitone of the
primtive virtues, what are your own connections with the denocrats?"

Ebling Ms shrugged it off, "You rave, do you know that? Wat of the retreat
since, and the loss of half of Siwenna? Denocrats agai n?"

"No. Not denocrats,"” the little man sniled sharply. "W retreat — as the
Foundati on has al ways retreated under attack, until the inevitable march of
history turns with us. Already, | see the outconme. Already, the so-called
under ground of the denocrats has issued nanifestoes swearing aid and

al l egiance to the Government. It could be a feint, a cover for a deeper
treachery, but | nake good use of it, and the propaganda distilled fromit
will have its effect, whatever the crawing traitors schene. And better than
that-" "Even better than that, |ndbur?"

"Judge for yourself. Two days ago, the so-called Association of |ndependent
Traders declared war on the Miul e, and the Foundation fleet is strengthened, at
a stroke, by a thousand ships. You see, this Miule goes too far. He finds us

di vided and quarreling anong ourselves and under the pressure of his attack we
unite and grow strong. He nust lose. It is inevitable — as al ways."

Ms still exuded skepticism "Then you tell me that Sel don pl anned even for
the fortuitous occurrence of a nmutant."

"Amutant! | can't tell himfroma human, nor could you but for the ravings of
a rebel captain, some outland youngsters, and an addl ed juggler and clown. You
forget the nost conclusive evidence of all — your own."

"My own?" For just a nonent, Ms was startled.

"Your own," sneered the mayor. "The Time Vault opens in nine weeks. \Wat of
that? It opens for a crisis. If this attack of the Mule is not the crisis,
where is the 'real' one, the one the Vault is opening for? Answer ne, you
 ardish ball.’

The psychol ogi st shrugged, "All tight. If it keeps you happy. Do ne a favor,

t hough. Just in case ... just in case old Seldon nakes his speech and it does
go sour, suppose you let nme attend the G and Opening."

"All right. Get out of here. And stay out of my sight for nine weeks."

"Wth unprintabl e pleasure, you wi zened horror," muttered Ms to hinself as he
left.

18. FALL OF THE FOUNDATI ON There was an at nosphere about the Tinme Vault that

just missed definition in several directions at once. It was not one of decay,
for it was well-lit and well-conditioned, with the color schenme of the walls
lively, and the rows of fixed chairs confortable and apparently desi gned for
eternal use. It was not even ancient, for three centuries had |left no obvious
mark. There was certainly no effort at the creation of awe or reverence, for
t he appoi ntnments were sinple and everyday — next door to bareness, in fact.
Yet after all the negatives were added and the sum di sposed of, sonething was
left — and that sonething centered about the glass cubicle that dom nated half
the roomwith its clear enptiness. Four times in three centuries, the living
si mul acrum of Hari Seldon hinself had sat there and spoken. Tw ce he had
spoken to no audi ence.
Through three centuries and nine generations, the old man who had seen the
great days of universal enmpire projected hinmself — and still he understood
nore of the Galaxy of his great-ultra-great-grandchildren, than did those
grandchil dren t hensel ves.



Patiently that enpty cubicle waited

The first to arrive was Mayor Indbur 111, driving his cerenonial ground car

t hrough the hushed and anxi ous streets. Arriving with himwas his own chair,
hi gher than those that belonged there, and wider. It was placed before all the
others, and Indbur dom nated all but the enpty gl assiness before him

The solemm official at his left bowed a reverent head. "Excellence,
arrangenents are conpleted for the w dest possible sub-etheric spread for the
of ficial announcerment by your excellence tonight."

"Good. Meanwhil e, special interplanetary prograns concerning the Tinme Vault
are to continue. There will, of course, be no predictions or specul ations of
any sort on the subject. Does popular reaction continue satisfactory?"
"Excel l ence, very much so. The vicious runors prevailing of |ate have
decreased further. Confidence is w despread."”

"Good!" He gestured the man away and adjusted his el aborate neckpiece to a

ni cety.

It was twenty m nutes of noon

A select group of the great props of the mayoralty — the | eaders of the great
Tradi ng organi zati ons — appeared in ones and twos with the degree of ponp
appropriate to their financial status and place in mayoral favor. Each
presented hinmself to the mayor, received a gracious word or two, took an

assi gned seat.

Sonmewher e, incongruous anong the stilted cerenmony of all this, Randu of Haven
made hi s appearance and worned his way unannounced to the mayor's seat.
"Excell encel" he muttered, and bowed.

I ndbur frowned. "You have not been granted an audi ence.
requested one for a week."

"I regret that the matters of State involved in the appearance of Sel don
have-" "Excellence, | regret them too, but | nmust ask you to rescind your
order that the ships of the Independent Traders be distributed anong the
fleets of the Foundation."

I ndbur had flushed red at the interruption. "This is not the time for

di scussion. "

"Excellence, it is the only tinme," Randu whi spered urgently. "As
representative of the I ndependent Trading Wirlds, | tell you such a nove can
not be obeyed. It nust be rescinded before Sel don sol ves our problemfor us.
Once the energency is passed, it will be too late to conciliate and our
alliance will nmelt away."

I ndbur stared at Randu coldly. "You realize that | am head of the Foundation
armed forces? Have | the right to determne mlitary policy or have | not?"
"Excel |l ence, you have, but sone things are inexpedient."

"I recogni ze no inexpediency. It is dangerous to allow your people separate
fleets in this emergency. Divided action plays into the hands of the eneny. W
must unite, anbassador, militarily as well as politically."

Randu felt his throat nuscles tighten. He omtted the courtesy of the opening

"Excel | ence, | have

title. "You feet safe now that Sel don will speak, and you nmpove agai nst us. A
nmont h ago you were soft and yiel ding, when our ships defeated the Mile at
Terel. | mght remind you, sir, that it is the Foundation Fleet that has been

defeated in open battle five tines, and that the ships of the |Independent
Tradi ng Wrl ds have won your victories for you."
I ndbur frowned dangerously, "You are no |onger wel come upon Term nus,

anbassador. Your return will be requested this evening. Furthernore, your
connection with subversive denocratic forces on Terminus will be — and has
been - investigated."

Randu replied, "Wien | |eave, our ships will go with me. | know not hi ng of
your denocrats. | know only that your Foundation's ships have surrendered to
the Mule by the treason of their high officers, not their sailors, denocratic
or otherwise. | tell you that twenty ships of the Foundation surrendered at

Hor |l eggor at the orders of their rear admral, when they were unharned and
unbeaten. The rear adnmiral was your own close associate — he presided at the
trial of ny nephew when he first arrived fromKalgan. It is not the only case



we know of and our ships and men will not be risked under potential traitors.
I ndbur said, "You will be placed under guard upon |eaving here."

Randu wal ked away under the silent stares of the contenptuous coterie of the
rulers of Termnus.

It was ten mnutes of twelve!

Bayta and Toran had already arrived. They rose in their back seats and
beckoned to Randu as he passed.

Randu smiled gently, "You are here after all. How did you work it?"

"Magni fico was our politician," grinned Toran. "Indbur insists upon his

Vi si - Sonor conposition based on the Time Vault, with hinself, no doubt, as
hero. Magnifico refused to attend wi thout us, and there was no argui ng hi m out
of it. Ebling Ms is with us, or was. He's wandering about sonewhere." Then
wi th a sudden access of anxious gravity, "Wy, what's wong, uncle? You don't
[ ook well."

Randu nodded, "I suppose not. We're in for bad tinmes, Toran. \When the Mile is
di sposed of, our turn will come, I'mafraid. " A straight solem figure in
whi t e approached, and greeted themwith a stiff bow

Bayta's dark eyes sniled, as she held out her hand, "Captain Pritcher! Are you
on space duty then?"

The captain took the hand and bowed lower, "Nothing like it. Dr. Ms, |

under stand, has been instrumental in bringing me here, but it's only
temporary. Back to home guard tonorrow. Wiat tine is it?"

It was three minutes of twelve!

Magni fico was the picture of msery and heartsick depression. H's body curled
up, in his eternal effort at self-effacenent. H s | ong nose was pinched at the
nostrils and his |large, down-slanted eyes darted uneasily about.

He clutched at Bayta's hand, and when she bent down, he whi spered, "Do you
suppose, ny lady, that all these great ones were in the audi ence, perhaps,
when | ... when | played the Visi-Sonor?"

"Everyone, |'msure," Bayta assured him and shook himgently. "And |I'm sure
they all think you're the nost wonderful player in the Galaxy and that your
concert was the greatest ever seen, so you just straighten yourself and sit
correctly. We nust have dignity."

He smiled feebly at her nock-frown and unfol ded his | ong-boned |inbs slowy.
It was noon — and the gl ass cubicle was no | onger enpty.

It was doubtful that anyone had witnessed the appearance. It was a clean
break; one nmonent not there and the next nonent there.

In the cubicle was a figure in a wheelchair, old and shrunken, from whose

wri nkl ed face bright eyes shone, and whose voice, as it turned out, was the
livest thing about him A book lay face downward in his |lap, and the voice
cane softly.

"l am Hari Seldon!"

He spoke through a silence, thunderous in its intensity.

"I amHari Seldon! | do not know if anyone is here at all by nere
sense-perception but that is uninportant. | have few fears as yet of a
breakdown in the Plan. For the first three centuries the percentage
probability of nondeviation is nine-four point two."

He paused to snile, and then said genially, "By the way, if any of you are
standing, you may sit. If any would Iike to snoke, please do. | amnot here in
the flesh. | require no cerenony.

"Let us take up the problemof the noment, then. For the first time, the
Foundati on has been faced, or perhaps, is in the last stages of facing, civil
war. Till now, the attacks fromw thout have been adequately beaten off, and
inevitably so, according to the strict |laws of psychohistory. The attack at
present is that of a too-undisciplined outer group of the Foundati on agai nst
the too-authoritarian central governnent. The procedure was necessary, the
result obvious."

The dignity of the high-born audi ence was begi nning to break. Indbur was hal f
out of his chair.

Bayta | eaned forward with troubl ed eyes. Wat was the great Seldon talking



about ? She had missed a few of the words— "—that the conprom se worked out is
necessary in two respects. The revolt of the Independent Traders introduces an
el ement of new uncertainty in a government perhaps grown over-confident. The
el ement of striving is restored. Although beaten, a healthy increase of
denocracy-" There were rai sed voi ces now. Wi spers had ascended the scal e of

| oudness, and the edge of panic was in them

Bayta said in Toran's ear, "Wy doesn't he tal k about the Mil e? The Traders
never revolted."

Toran shrugged hi s shoul ders.

The seated figure spoke cheerfully across and through the increasing

di sorgani zation: "—a new and firmer coalition governnent was the necessary and
beneficial outcome of the logical civil war forced upon the Foundation. And
now only the remants of the old Enpire stand in the way of further expansion
and in them for the next few years, at any rate, is no problem O course, |
can not reveal the nature of the next prob-" In the conplete uproar, Seldon's
i ps noved soundl essly.

Ebling Ms was next to Randu, face ruddy. He was shouting. "Seldon is off his
rocker. He's got the wong crisis. Were your Traders ever planning civil war?"
Randu said thinly, "W planned one, yes. W called it off in the face of the
Ml e. "

"Then the Mule is an added feature, unprepared for in Seldon's psychohistory.
Now what's happened?"

In the sudden, frozen silence, Bayta found the cubicle once again enpty. The
nucl ear glow of the walls was dead, the soft current of conditioned air
absent .

Sonmewhere the sound of a shrill siren was rising and falling in the scal e and
Randu formed the words with his lips, "Space raid!"

And Ebling Ms held his wist watch to his ears and shouted suddenly,
"Stopped, by the "Ga-LAX-y, is there a watch in the roomthat is going?" His
Voi ce was a roar.

Twenty wists went to twenty ears. And in far less than twenty seconds, it was
quite certain that none were.

"Then," said Ms, with a grimand horrible finality, "sonething has stopped
all nuclear power in the Time Vault — and the Miule is attacking."

I ndbur's wail rose high above the noise, "Take your seats! The Miule is fifty
parsecs distant."

"He was," shouted back Ms, "a week ago. Right now, Term nus is being

bonbar ded. "

Bayta felt a deep depression settle softly upon her. She felt its folds
tighten close and thick, until her breath forced its way only with pain past
her tightened throat.

The outer noise of a gathering crowd was evident. The doors were thrown open
and a harried figure entered, and spoke rapidly to I ndbur, who had rushed to
hi m

"Excel l ence,” he whispered, "not a vehicle is running in the city, not a
conmuni cation line to the outside is open

The Tenth Fleet is reported defeated and the Miule's ships are outside the

at nosphere. The general staff-" Indbur crunpled, and was a col |l apsed figure of
i mpot ence upon the floor. In all that hall, not a voice was rai sed now Even
the growing crowmd without was fearful, but silent, and the horror of cold
pani ¢ hovered dangerously.

I ndbur was rai sed. Wne was held to his lips. Hs |lips nmoved before his eyes
opened, and the word they fornmed was, "Surrender!"

Bayta found herself near to crying — not for sorrow or huniliation, but sinmply
and plainly out of a vast frightened despair. Ebling Ms plucked at her

sl eeve. "Cone, young |ady-" She was pulled out of her chair, bodily.

"W're leaving," he said, "and take your nusician with you." The plunp
scientist's lips were trenbling and col orl ess.

"Magni fico," said Bayta, faintly. The clown shrank in horror. H's eyes were

gl assy.



"The Mule," he shrieked. "The Miule is conming for ne.
He thrashed wildly at her touch. Toran | eaned over and brought his fist up
sharply. Magnifico slunped into unconsciousness and Toran carried hi mout

pot at o- sack fashi on.

The next day, the ugly, battle-black ships of the Miul e poured down upon the

| anding fields of the planet Term nus. The attacki ng general sped down the
enpty main street of Terminus City in a foreign-made ground car that ran where
a whole city of atomic cars still stood usel ess.

The procl amation of occupation was made twenty-four hours to the mnute after
Sel don had appeared before the forner mighty of the Foundation

O all the Foundation planets, only the I ndependent Traders still stood, and
agai nst themthe power of the Miul e — conqueror of the Foundation — now turned
itself.

19. START OF THE SEARCH The | onely planet, Haven — only planet of an only
sun of a Galactic Sector that trailed raggedly off into intergalactic vacuum —
was under siege.

In a strictly nmilitary sense, it was certainly under siege, since no area of
space on the Galactic side further than twenty parsecs di stance was outside
range of the Mil e's advance bases. In the four nonths since the shattering
fall of the Foundation, Haven's communications had fallen apart like a

spi derweb under the razor's edge. The ships of Haven converged i nwards upon
the hone world, and only Haven itself was now a fighting base.

And in other respects, the siege was even closer; for the shrouds of

hel pl essness and doom had al ready i nvaded Bayta pl odded her way down the

pi nk-waved ai sle past the rows of mlky plastic-topped tables and found her
seat by blind reckoning. She eased on to the high, arm ess chair, answered
hal f - heard greetings nechanically, rubbed a wearily-itching eye with the back
of a weary hand, and reached for her nenu.

She had tinme to register a violent nmental reaction of distaste to the
pronounced presence of various cul tured-fungus dishes, which were considered
hi gh delicacies at Haven, and which her Foundation taste found highly inedible
— and then she was aware of the sobbing near her and | ooked up

Until then, her notice of Juddee, the plain, snub-nosed, indifferent blonde at
the dining unit diagonally across had been the superficial one of the
nonacquai nt ance. And now Juddee was crying, biting woefully at a noi st
handker chi ef, and choki ng back sobs until her conpl exi on was blotched w th
turgid red. Her shapel ess radiation-proof costunme was thrown back upon her
shoul ders, and her transparent face shield had tunbled forward into her
dessert, and there remai ned.

Bayta joined the three girls who were taking turns at the eternally applied
and eternally inefficacious remedi es of shoul der-patting, hair-snoothing, and
i ncoherent nurnuring.

"What's the matter?" she whispered.

One turned to her and shrugged a discreet, "I don't know " Then, feeling the
i nadequacy of the gesture, she pulled Bayta aside.

"She's had a hard day, | guess. And she's worrying about her husband.™"

"I's he on space patrol ?"

"Yes".

Bayta reached a friendly hand out to Juddee.

"Why don't you go hone, Juddee?" Her voice was a cheerfully businesslike
intrusion on the soft, flabby inanities that had preceded.

Juddee | ooked up half in resentnment. "I've been out once this week al ready-"
"Then you'll be out twice. If you try to stay on, you know, you'll just be out
t hree days next week — so going home now amounts to patriotism Any of you
girls work in her departnment? Wll, then, suppose you take care of her card.
Better go to the washroomfirst, Juddee, and get the peaches and cream back
where it bel ongs. Go ahead! Shoo!"

Bayta returned to her seat and took up the nenu again with a dismal relief.
These npods were contagi ous. One weeping girl would have her entire departnment
in a frenzy these nerve-torn days.



She nade a di stasteful decision, pressed the correct buttons at her el bow and
put the nenu back into its niche.

The tall, dark girl opposite her was saying, "lIsn't nuch any of us can do
except cry, is there?"
Her amazingly full |ips scarcely noved, and Bayta noticed that their ends were

carefully touched to exhibit that artificial, just-so half-smle that was the
current last word in sophistication. Bayta investigated the insinuating
thrust contained in the words with | ashed eyes and wel comed the diversion of
the arrival of her lunch, as the tile-top of her unit noved inward and the
food lifted. She tore the wappings carefully off her cutlery and handl ed them

gingerly till they cool ed.
She said, "Can't you think of anything else to do, Hella?"
"Ch, yes," said Hella. "I can!" She flicked her cigarette with a casual and

expert finger-nmotion into the little recess provided and the tiny flash caught
it before it hit shall ow bottom

"For instance," and Hella clasped slender, well-kept hands under her chin, "I
think we could make a very nice arrangenment with the Miule and stop all this
nonsense. But then | don't have the ... uh ... facilities to manage to get out
of places quickly when the Miul e takes over."

Bayta's clear forehead remmined clear. Her voice was light and indifferent.
"You don't happen to have a brother or husband in the fighting ships, do you?"
"No. Al the nore credit that | see no reason for the sacrifice of the

br ot hers and husbands of others."

"The sacrifice will come the nore surely for surrender."

"The Foundation surrendered and is at peace. Qur nen are away and the Gal axy

i s against us."

Bayta shrugged, and said sweetly, "I'mafraid it is the first of the pair that
bothers you." She returned to her vegetable platter and ate it with the clanmy
realization of the silence about her. No one in ear-shot had cared to answer
Hell a's cynicism

She left quickly, after stabbing at the button which cleared her dining unit
for the next shift's occupant.

A new girl, three seats away, stage-whispered to Hella, "Wo was she?"

Hella's nobile lips curled in indifference. "She's our coordinator's niece.
Didn't you know t hat ?"

"Yes?" Her eyes sought out the last glinpse of disappearing back. "Wat's she
doi ng here?"

"Just an assenmbly girl. Don't you knowit's fashionable to be patriotic? It's
all so denocratic, it nmakes ne retch."

"Now, Hella," said the plunp girl to her right. "She's never pulled her uncle
on us yet. Wiy don't you lay off?"

Hel | a i gnored her neighbor with a gl azed sweep of eyes and lit another

cigarette.
The new girl was listening to the chatter of the bright-eyed accountant
opposite. The words were coming quickly, "—and she's supposed to have been in

the Vault — actually in the Vault, you know — when Sel don spoke — and they say
the mayor was in frothing furies and there were riots, and all of that sort of
t hi ng, you know. She got away before the Mil e | anded, and they say she had the
nost tha-rilling escape — had to go through the bl ockade, and all - and | do
wonder she doesn't wite a book about it, these war books being so popul ar

t hese days, you know. And she was supposed to be on this world of the Mile's,
too — Kal gan, you know — and-" The tinme bell shrilled and the dining room
enptied slowy. The accountant's voice buzzed on, and the new girl interrupted
only with the conventional and w de-eyed, "Really-y-y-y?" at appropriate

poi nts.

The huge cave lights were being shielded group-w se in the gradual descent
towar ds the darkness that nmeant sleep for the righteous and hard-working, when
Bayta returned hone.

Toran net her at the door, with a slice of buttered bread in his hand.
"\Where' ve you been?" he asked, food-nuffled. Then, nore clearly, "I've got a



di nner of sorts rassled up. If it isn't nuch, don't blame ne."

But she was circling him wi de-eyed. "Torie! Where's your unifornP? \Wat are
you doing in civvies?"

"Orders, Bay. Randu is holed up with Ebling Ms right now, and what it's al

about, | don't know. So there you have everything."

"Am | goi ng?" She noved towards hi minpul sively.

He ki ssed her before he answered, "I believe so. It will probably be
dangerous. "

"What isn't dangerous?"

"Exactly. Oh, yes, and |'ve already sent for Magnifico, so he's probably

com ng too."

"You mean his concert at the Engine Factory will have to be cancelled."

"Cbvi ously."

Bayta passed into the next roomand sat down to a neal that definitely bore
signs of having been "rassl ed-up." She cut the sandwi ches in two with quick
efficiency and said: "That's too bad about the concert. The girls at the
factory were |l ooking forward to it. Magnifico, too, for that matter." She
shook her head. "He's such a queer thing."

"Stirs your nother-conplex, Bay, that's what he does. Some day we'll have a
baby, and then you'll forget Magnifico."

'Bayta answered fromthe depths of her sandw ch, "Strikes ne that you're al
the stirring my nother-conplex can stand."

And then she laid the sandwi ch down, and was gravely serious in a nonent.
"Torie."

"M m "

"Torie, | was at Gty Hall today — at the Bureau of Production. That is why I
was so | ate today."

"What were you doi ng there?"

"Well..." she hesitated, uncertainly. "It's been building up. | was getting so
| couldn't stand it at the factory. Morale just doesn't exist. The girls go on
crying jags for no particular reason. Those who don't get sick becone sullen
Even the little nousie types pout. In ny particular section, production isn't
a quarter what it was when | cane, and there isn't a day that we have a ful
roster of workers."

"Al'l right," said Toran, "tie in the B. of P. Wiat did you do there?"

"Asked a few questions. And it's so, Torie, it's so all over Haven. Dropping
production, increasing sedition and disaffection. The bureau chief just
shrugged his shoulders — after | had sat in the anteroom an hour to see him
and only got in because | was the co-ordinator's niece — and said it was
beyond him Frankly, | don't think he cared."

"Now, don't go off base, Bay."

"I don't think he did." She was strenuously fiery. "I tell you there's

somet hing wong. It's that same horrible frustration that hit me in the Tine
Vault when Sel don deserted us. You felt it yourself."

"Yes, | did."

"Well, it's back," she continued savagely. "And we'll never be able to resist
the Mule. Even if we had the material, we lack the heart, the spirit, the wll
— Torie, there's no use fighting-" Bayta had never cried in Toran's nenory,
and she did not cry now Not really. But Toran laid a |light hand on her

shoul der and whi spered, "Suppose you forget it, baby. | know what you mean.
But there's nothing-" "Yes, there's nothing we can do! Everyone says that -
and we just sit and wait for the knife to come down."

She returned to what was |eft of her sandwich and tea. Quietly, Toran was
arranging the beds. It was quite dark outside.

Randu, as new y-appointed co-ordinator — in itself a wartime post — of the
confederation of cities on Haven, had been assigned, at his own request, to an
upper room out of the wi ndow of which he could brood over the roof tops and
greenery of the city. Now, in the fading of the cave lights, the city receded
into the level lack of distinction of the shades. Randu did not care to

nedi tat e upon the synbolism



He said to Ebling Ms — whose clear, little eyes seemed to have no further
interest than the red-filled goblet in his hand — "There's a sayi ng on Haven
that when the cave lights go out, it is time for the righteous and
hard-working to sleep.”

"Do you sleep much lately?"

"No! Sorry to call you so late, Ms. | like the night better sonehow these
days. Isn't that strange? The people on Haven condition themsel ves pretty
strictly on the lack of light neaning sleep. Myself, too. But it's different
now-" "You're hiding," said Ms, flatly. "You' re surrounded by people in the
waki ng period, and you feel their eyes and their hopes on you. You can't stand
up under it. In the sleep period, you're free."

"Do you feel it, too, then? This m serable sense of defeat?"

Ebling Ms nodded slowy, "I do. It's a mass psychosis, an unprintable nob
pani c. "Ga-LAX-y, Randu, what do you expect? Here you have a whole culture
brought up to a blind, blubbering belief that a folk hero of the past has
everything all planned out and is taking care of every little piece of their
unprintable lives. The thought-pattern evoked has religious characteristics,
and you know what that neans."

"Not a bit."

M s was not enthusiastic about the necessity of explanation. He never was. So
he grow ed, stared at the long cigar he rolled thoughtfully between his
fingers and said, "Characterized by strong faith reactions. Beliefs can't be
shaken short of a mmjor shock, in which case, a fairly conplete nental

di sruption results. MId cases-hysteria, norbid sense of insecurity. Advanced
cases — madness and suicide."

Randu bit at a thunmbnail. "Wen Seldon fails us, in other words, our prop

di sappears, and we've been | eaning upon it so long, our muscles are atrophied
to where we can not stand without it."

"That's it. Sort of a clunmsy netaphor, but that's it."

"And you, Ebling, what of your own muscl es?"

The psychol ogist filtered a | ong draught of air through his cigar, and let the
snoke | aze out. "Rusty, but not atrophied. My profession has resulted in just
a bit of independent thinking."

"And you see a way out?"

"No, but there nust be one. Maybe Sel don made no provisions for the Mile.
Maybe he didn't guarantee our victory. But, then, neither did he guarantee
defeat. He's just out of the gane and we're on our own. The Mil e can be
l'icked."

" How?"

"By the only way anyone can be |licked — by attacking in strength at weakness.
See here, Randu, the Mule isn't a superman. If he is finally defeated,
everyone will see that for hinmself. It's just that he's an unknown, and the

| egends cluster quickly. He's supposed to be a mutant. Well, what of that? A
mut ant nmeans a 'supernman' to the ignoramuses of humanity. Nothing of the sort.
"I't's been estimated that several nmillion nutants are born in the Gal axy every
day. O the several mllion, all but one or two percent can be detected only
by means of mcroscopes and chemistry. O the one or two percent macromnutants,
that is, those with nutations detectable to the naked eye or naked mnd, al
but one or two percent are freaks, fit for the anusenment centers, the

| aboratories, and death. O the few macronutants whose differences are to the
good, alnpost all are harm ess curiosities, unusual in sonme single respect,
normal — and often subnormal — in nost others. You see that, Randu?"

"l do. But what of the Mul e?"

"Supposing the Mile to be a nutant then, we can assune that he has sone
attribute, undoubtedly nental, which can be used to conquer worlds. |In other
respects, he undoubtedly has his shortconings, which we nust |ocate. He would
not be so secretive, so shy of others' eyes, if these shortcom ngs were not
apparent and fatal. If he's a mutant."

"I's there an alternative?"

"There mi ght be. Evidence for mutation rests on Captain Han Pritcher of what



used to be Foundation's Intelligence. He drew his conclusions fromthe feeble
menories of those who clained to know the Mil e-or sonebody who mi ght have been
the Mule — in infancy and early chil dhood. Pritcher worked on slim pickings

t here, and what evidence he found m ght easily have been planted by the Mil e
for his own purposes, for it's certain that the Mil e has been vastly aided by
his reputation as a nutant-supernman. "

"This is interesting. How | ong have you thought that?"

"I never thought that, in the sense of believing it. It is nmerely an
alternative to be considered. For instance, Randu, suppose the Mil e has

di scovered a form of radiation capabl e of depressing nmental energy just as he
is in possession of one which depresses nuclear reactions. \Wat then, eh?
Could that explain what's hitting us now — and what did hit the Foundation?"
Randu seened inmersed in a near-wordl ess gl oom

He said, "What of your own researches on the Mile's clown."

And now Ebling Ms hesitated. "Usel ess as yet. | spoke bravely to the mayor
previous to the Foundation's collapse, mainly to keep his courage up — partly
to keep my own up as well. But, Randu, if my mathematical tools were up to it,

then fromthe clown alone | could analyze the Mule completely. Then we woul d
have him Then we could sol ve the queer anonalies that have inpressed ne

al ready. "

"Such as?"

"Thi nk, man. The Mil e defeated the navies of the Foundation at will, but he
has not once nanaged to force the much weaker fleets of the |Independent
Traders to retreat in open conbat. The Foundation fell at a blow the

| ndependent Traders hold out against all his strength. He first used

Extingui shing Field upon the nucl ear weapons of the |Independent Traders of
Mhenon. The el ement of surprise lost themthat battle but they countered the
Field. He was never able to use it successfully against the |Independents
agai n.

"But over and over again, it worked agai nst Foundation forces. It worked on
the Foundation itself. Wiy? Wth our present know edge, it is all illogical

So there nust be factors of which we are not aware.”

"Treachery?"

"That's rattl e-pated nonsense, Randu. Unprintable twaddl e. There wasn't a nan
on the Foundation who wasn't sure of victory. Who would betray a
certain-to-win side."

Randu stepped to the curved wi ndow and stared unseeingly out into the
unseeabl e. He said, "But we're certain to lose now, if the Mule had a thousand
weaknesses; if he were a network of holes-" He did not turn. It was as if the
slunp of his back, the nervous groping for one another of the hands behind him
t hat spoke. He said, "W escaped easily after the Tine Vault episode, Ebling.
O hers might have escaped as well. A few did. Mst did not. The Extingui shing
Fi el d coul d have been counteracted. It asked ingenuity and a certain anount of
[ abor. Al the ships of the Foundation Navy could have flown to Haven or other
nearby planets to continue the fight as we did. Not one percent did so. In
effect, they deserted to the eneny.

"The Foundati on underground, upon which npost people here seemto rely so
heavily, has thus far done nothing of consequence. The Mil e has been politic
enough to prom se to safeguard the property and profits of the great Traders
and they have gone over to him"

Ebling Ms said stubbornly, "The plutocrats have al ways been agai nst us."
"They al ways held the power, too. Listen, Ebling. W have reason to believe
that the Mule or his tools have already been in contact with powerful nen
anong the | ndependent Traders. At |least ten of the twenty-seven Tradi ng Wrl ds
are known to have gone over to the Miule. Perhaps ten nore waver. There are
personalities on Haven itself who would not be unhappy over the Mile's

dom nation. It's apparently an insurnountable tenptation to give up endangered
political power, if that will maintain your hold over econonic affairs. " "You
don't think Haven can fight the Ml e?"

"I don't think Haven will." And now Randu turned his troubled face full upon



t he psychologist. "I think Haven is waiting to surrender. It's what | called
you here to tell you. | want you to | eave Haven."

Ebling Ms puffed up his plunmp checks in amazenent. "Already?"

Randu felt horribly tired. "Ebling, you are the Foundation's greatest
psychol ogi st. The real master-psychol ogi sts went out with Seldon, but you're
the best we have. You're our only chance of defeating the Miule. You can't do
that here; you'll have to go to what's left of the Enpire.”

"To Trantor?"

"That's right. What was once the Enpire is bare bones today, but sonething

must still be at the center. They' ve got the records there, Ebling. You may

| earn nmore of mat hemati cal psychol ogy; perhaps enough to be able to interpret
the clown's nmind. He will go with you, of course."

M s responded dryly, "I doubt if he'd be willing to, even for fear of the

Mul e, unless your niece went with him"
"I know that. Toran and Bayta are leaving with you for that very reason. And,
Ebling, there's another, greater purpose. Hari Sel don founded two Foundati ons
three centuries ago; one at each end of the Gal axy. You rnmust find that Second
Foundati on."

20. CONSPI RATOR The mayor's pal ace — what was once the nmayor's pal ace — was
a |l oom ng snmudge in the darkness. The city was quiet under its conquest and
curfew, and the hazy mlk of the great Galactic Lens, with here and there a
| onely star, dom nated the sky of the Foundation
In three centuries the Foundation had grown froma private project of a snall
group of scientists to a tentacular trade enpire sprawing deep into the
Gal axy and half a year had flung it fromits heights to the status of another
conquer ed provi nce.
Captain Han Pritcher refused to grasp that.
The city's sullen nighttine quiet, the darkened pal ace, intruder-occupied,
were synbolic enough, but Captain Han Pritcher, just within the outer gate of
the palace, with the tiny nuclear bonb under his tongue, refused to
under st and.
A shape drifted closer — the captain bent his head.
The whi sper cane deathly low, "The alarmsystemis as it always was, captain.
Proceed! It will register nothing."
Softly, the captain ducked through the | ow archway, and down the
fountain-lined path to what had been | ndbur's garden
Four nonths ago had been the day in the Time Vault, the fullness of which his
menory bal ked at. Singly and separately the inpressions would cone back
unwel come, nostly at night.
A d Sel don speaking his benevol ent words that were so shatteringly wong — the
junbl ed confusion — Indbur, with his mayoral costune incongruously bright
about his pinched, unconscious face — the frightened crowds gat hering quickly,
wai ting noi selessly for the inevitable word of surrender — the young man,
Toran, disappearing out of a side door with the Miule's clown dangling over his
shoul der.
And hi nmsel f, sonmehow out of it all afterward, with his car unworkabl e.
Shoul dering his way al ong and through the | eaderl ess nob that was al ready
| eaving the city — destination unknown.
Making blindly for the various rat hol es which were — which had once been —
t he headquarters for a denocratic underground that for eighty years had been
failing and dw ndling.
And the rat holes were enpty.
The next day, black alien ships were nmonentarily visible in the sky, sinking
gently into the clustered buildings of the nearby city. Captain Han Pritcher
felt an accunul ati on of hel pl essness and despair drown him
He started his travels in earnest.
In thirty days he had covered nearly two hundred niles on foot, changed to the
clothing of a worker in the hydroponic factories whose body he found
newl y-dead by the side of the road, grown a fierce beard of russet intensity
And found what was |eft of the underground.



The city was Newton, the district a residential one of one-tine el egance
slowl y edgi ng towards squal or, the house an undi stingui shed nenber of a row,
and the man a snmall-eyed, big-boned whose knotted fists bul ged through his
pockets and whose wiry body remai ned unbudgi ngly in the narrow door opening.
The captain nunbled, "I cone fromMran."

The man returned the ganbit, grimy. "Mran is early this year."

The captain said, "No earlier than |ast year."

But the man did not step aside. He said, "Wo are you?"

"Aren't you Fox?"

"Do you al ways answer by aski ng?"

The captain took an inperceptibly | onger breath, and then said calmy, "I am
Han Pritcher, Captain of the Fleet, and nenber of the Denocratic Underground
Party. WIIl you let ne in?"

The Fox stepped aside. He said, "My real name is Orum Palley."

He held out his hand. The captain took it.

The room was wel | -kept, but not lavish. In one coner stood a decorative
book-fil mprojector, which to the captain's mlitary eyes m ght easily have
been a canoufl aged bl aster of respectable caliber. The projecting | ens covered
t he doorway, and such could be renotely controll ed.

The Fox followed his bearded guest's eyes, and smiled tightly. He said, "Yes!
But only in the days of Indbur and his | ackey-hearted vanpires. It wouldn't do
much agai nst the Miul e, eh? Nothing would hel p against the Mule. Are you
hungry?"

The captain's jaw nmuscl es tightened beneath his beard, and he nodded.

"It'"ll take a minute if you don't mind waiting." The Fox rempved cans from a
cupboard and pl aced two before Captain Pritcher. "Keep your finger on it, and
break them when they're hot enough. My heat-control unit's out of whack
Things like that remind you there's a war on — or was on, eh?"

H s quick words had a jovial content, but were said in anything but a jovial
tone — and his eyes were coldly thoughtful. He sat down opposite the captain
and said, "There'll be nothing but a burn-spot left where you're sitting, if
there's anything about you |I don't like. Know that?"

The captain did not answer. The cans before hi mopened at a pressure.

The Fox said, shortly, "Stew Sorry, but the food situation is short."

"I know," said the captain. He ate quickly; not | ooking up

The Fox said, "I once saw you. |I'mtrying to renenber, and the beard is
definitely out of the picture.”

"I haven't shaved in thirty days." Then, fiercely, "Wat do you want? | had
the correct passwords. | have identification."

The ot her waved a hand, "Ch, I'Il grant you're Pritcher all right. But there
are plenty who have the passwords, and the identifications, and the identities
— who are with the Mule. Ever hear of Levvaw, eh?"

"Yes."

"He's with the Mule."

"What ? He-" "Yes. He was the man they called 'No Surrender.'" The Fox's I|ips
made | aughing notions, with neither sound nor hunor. "Then there's WIIig.
Wth the Mule! Garre and Noth. Wth the Miule! Way not Pritcher as well, eh?
How woul d | know?"

The captain nerely shook his head.

"But it doesn't matter," said the Fox, softly. "They nust have ny nane, if
Not h has gone over — so if you're legitimte, you' re in nore new danger than |
am over our acquai ntanceship."”

The captain had finished eating. He | eaned back, "If you have no organization
here, where can | find one? The Foundati on may have surrendered, but I
haven't."

"So! You can't wander forever, captain. Men of the Foundation nust have travel
permts to move fromtown to town these days. You know that? Also identity
cards. You have one? Also, all officers of the old Navy have been requested to
report to the nearest occupation headquarters. That's you, eh?"

"Yes." The captain's voice was hard. "Do you think | run through fear. | was



on Kal gan not long after its fall to the Mule. Wthin a nmonth, not one of the
old warlord's officers was at |arge, because they were the natural mlitary

| eaders of any revolt. It's always been the underground' s know edge that no
revol uti on can be successful w thout the control of at |least part of the Navy.
The Mul e evidently knows it, too."

The Fox nodded thoughtfully, "Logical enough. The Mule is thorough."

"I discarded the uniformas soon as | could. | grew the beard. Afterwards
there may be a chance that others have taken the sanme action.”

"Are you married?"

"My wife is dead. | have no children.
"You' re hostage-i mune, then."
"Yes."

"You want ny advice?"

"I'f you have any."

A don't know what the Mule's policy is or what he intends, but skilled workers
have not been harnmed so far. Pay rates have gone up. Production of all sorts
of nucl ear weapons i s boomn ng."

"Yes? Sounds |ike a continuing offensive."

"I don't know. The Miule's a subtle son of a drab, and he may nerely be
soothing the workers into subm ssion. If Seldon couldn't figure himout wth
all his psychohistory, I"'mnot going to try. But you're wearing work clothes.
That suggests sonet hi ng, eh?"

"I"'mnot a skilled worker."

"You've had a mlitary course in nucleics, haven't you?"

"Certainly."

"That's enough. The Nuclear-Field Bearings, Inc., is located here in town.

Tell them you' ve had experience. The stinkers who used to run the factory for

I ndbur are still running it — for the Mule. They won't ask questions, as long

as they need nmore workers to make their fat hunk. They'll give you an identity

card and you can apply for a roomin the Corporation's housing district. You
m ght start now. "

In that manner, Captain Han Pritcher of the National Fleet became Shiel d- man
Lo Moro of the 45 Shop of Nucl ear-Field Bearings, Inc. And from an
Intelligence agent, he descended the social scale to "conspirator"— a calling
which Ied himnonths later to what had been Indbur's private garden, In the
garden, Captain Pritcher consulted the radonmeter in the pal mof his hand. The
i nner warning field was still in operation, and he waited. Half an hour
remained to the Iife of the nuclear bonmb in his nouth. He rolled it gingerly
wi th his tongue.

The radoneter died into an om nous darkness and the captain advanced qui ckly.
So far, matters had progressed well.

He reflected objectively that the life of the nuclear bonb was his as well;
that its death was his death — and the Miul e's deat h.

And the grand climacteric of a four-nmonth's private war woul d be reached; a
war that had passed fromflight through a Newton factory For two nonths,
Captain Pritcher wore | eaden aprons and heavy face shields, till all things
mlitary had been frictioned off his outer bearing. He was a | aborer, who
collected his pay, spent his evenings in town, and never discussed politics.
For two nmonths, he did not see the Fox.

And then, one day, a man stunbled past his bench, and there was a scrap of
paper in his pocket. The word "Fox" was on it. He tossed it into the nuclear
chanmber, where it vanished in a sightless puff, sending the energy output up a
mllimcrovolt — and turned back to his work.

That night he was at the Fox's hone, and took a hand in a gane of cards with
two other men he knew by reputation and one by nane and face.

Over the cards and the passing and repassi ng tokens, they spoke.

The captain said, "It's a fundanental error. You live in the expl oded past.
For eighty years our organi zation has been waiting for the correct historica
nmonent. We've been blinded by Sel don's psychohi story, one of the first
propositions of which is that the individual does not count, does not nake



hi story, and that conplex social and econonic factors override him nmnake a
puppet out of him" He adjusted his cards carefully, appraised their value and
said, as he put out a token. "Why not kill the Ml e?"

"Well, now, and what good woul d that do?" demanded the nman at his left,
fiercely.

"You see," said the captain, discarding two cards, "that's the attitude. What
is one man — out of quadrillions. The Galaxy won't stop rotating because one
man dies. But the Mule is not a man, he is a nutant. Already, he had upset
Seldon's plan, and if you'll stop to analyze the inplications, it neans that

he — one man — one nutant — upset all of Seldon's psychohistory. If he had
never lived, the Foundation would not have fallen. If he ceased living, it
woul d not remain fallen.

"Come, the denocrats have fought the mayors and the traders for eighty years
by connivery. Let's try assassination.”

"How?" interposed the Fox, with cold common sense.

The captain said, slowy, "I've spent three nonths of thought on that with no
solution. | cane here and had it in five mnutes.” He glanced briefly at the
man whose broad, pink nmelon of a face smiled fromthe place at his right. "You
were once Mayor Indbur's chamberlain. | did not know you were of the
underground,” "Nor |, that you were." "Well, then, in your capacity as
chanber !l ain you periodically checked the working of the alarm system of the
pal ace. "

"1 did."

"And the Mil e occupi es the pal ace now. "

"So it has been announced - though he is a nodest conqueror who makes no
speeches, procl amations nor public appearances of any sort."

"That's an old story, and affects nothing. You, my ex-chanberlain, are all we
need. "

The cards were shown and the Fox collected the stakes. Slowy, he dealt a new
hand.

The man who had once been chanber!l ain picked up his cards, singly. "Sorry,
captain. | checked the alarmsystem but it was routine. | know nothi ng about
it."

"I expected that, but your mind carries an eidetic menmory of the controls if
it can be probed deeply enough — with a psychic probe.™

The chamberl ain's ruddy face pal ed suddenly and sagged. The cards in his hand
crunpl ed under sudden fist-pressure, "A psychic probe?"

"You needn't worry," said the captain, sharply. "I know how to use one. It
will not harmyou past a few days' weakness. And if it did, it is the chance
you take and the price you pay. There are some anong us, no doubt, who from
the controls of the alarmcould determ ne the wavel ength conbi nati ons. There
are some anobng us who could manufacture a small bonb under tine-control and
nmyself will carry it to the Mule."

The nmen gat hered over the table.

The captain announced, "On a given evening, a riot will start in Termnus Cty
i n the nei ghborhood of the palace. No real fighting. Disturbance — then
flight. As long as the palace guard is attracted ... or, at the very |east,

di stracted-" Fromthat day for a nonth the preparations went on, and Captain
Han Pritcher of the National Fleet having becone conspirator descended further
in the social scale and becane an "assassin."

Captain Pritcher, assassin, was in the palace itself, and found hinself grimy
pl eased with his psychol ogy. A thorough al arm system outsi de neant few guards
within. In this case, it nmeant none at all.

The floor plan was clear in his mnd. He was a bl ob noving noi sel essly up the
wel | -carpeted ranp. At its head, he flattened against the wall and waited.

The small cl osed door of a private roomwas before him Behind that door nust
be the nmutant who had beaten the unbeatable. He was early — the bonb had ten
mnutes of life init.

Five of these passed, and still in all the world there was no sound. The Mil e
had five mnutes to live — So had Captain Pritcher— He stepped forward on



sudden i mpul se. The plot could no | onger fail. Wen the bonb went, the pal ace
would go with it — all the palace. A door between — ten yards between — was
not hi ng. But he wanted to see the Mile as they died together

In a last, insolent gesture, he thundered upon the door

And it opened and let out the blinding Iight.

Captain Pritcher staggered, then caught hinself. The sol emm nman, standing in
the center of the small room before a suspended fish bow, |ooked up mldly.

H s uniformwas a sonber black, and as he tapped the bow in an absent
gesture, it bobbed quickly and the feather-finned, orange and vermlion fish
within darted wildly.

He said, "Conme in, captain!"

To the captain's quivering tongue the little metal gl obe beneath was swelling
om nously — a physical inmpossibility, the captain knew. But it was in its |ast
mnute of life.

The uni formed man said, "You had better spit out the foolish pellet and free
yoursel f for speech. It won't blast.”

The mi nute passed and with a slow, sodden notion the captain bent his head and
dropped the silvery globe into his palm Wth a furious force it was flung
against the wall. It rebounded with a tiny, sharp clangor, gleam ng harm essly
as it flew

The uni formed man shrugged. "So much for that, then. It would have done you no
good in any case, captain. | amnot the Mule. You will have to be satisfied
with his viceroy."

"How di d you know?" nuttered the captain, thickly.

"Blane it on an efficient counter-espionage system | can nane every nenber of
your little gang, every step of their planning—" "And you let it go this far?"
"Way not? It has been one of mny great purposes here to find you and sone
others. Particularly you. I mght have had you some nonths ago, while you were
still a worker at the Newton Bearings Wbrks, but this is nuch better. If you
hadn't suggested the main outlines of the plot yourself, one of ny own nen
woul d have advanced sonethi ng of much the same sort for you. The result is
quite dramatic, and rather grimy hunorous."

The captain's eyes were hard. "I find it so, too. Is it all over now?"

"Just begun. Cone, captain, sit down. Let us |eave heroics for the fools who
are inmpressed by it. Captain, you are a capable man. According to the

i nformation | have, you were the first on the Foundation to recognize the
power of the Miule. Since then you have interested yourself, rather daringly,
inthe Mile's early life. You have been one of those who carried off his

cl own, who, incidentally, has not yet been found, and for which there will yet
be full payment. Naturally, your ability is recognized and the Miule is not of
those who fear the ability of his enemies as |long as he can convert it into
the ability of a new friend."

"I's that what you're hedging up to? Ch, no!"

"Ch, yes! It was the purpose of tonight's conedy. You are an intelligent man,
yet your little conspiracies against die Miule fail hunorously. You can
scarcely dignify it with the name of conspiracy. Is it part of your mlitary
training to waste ships in hopel ess actions?"

"One must first admit themto be hopel ess.”

"One will," the viceroy assured him gently. "The Mil e has conquered the
Foundation, It is rapidly being turned into an arsenal for acconplishnment of
his greater ains."

"\What greater ains?"

"The conquest of the entire Galaxy. The reunion of all the tomworlds into a
new Enpire. The fulfillment, you dull-witted patriot, of your own Seldon's
dream seven hundred years before he hoped to see it. And in the fulfillnent,
you can help us."

"I can, undoubtedly. But | won't, undoubtedly."

"I understand," reasoned the viceroy, "that only three of the |Independent
Trading Wrlds yet resist. They will not last nuch longer. It will be the |ast
of all Foundation forces. You still hold out."



"Yes."

"Yet you won't. A voluntary recruit is the, nost efficient. But the other kind

will do. Unfortunately, the Miule is absent. He |leads the fight, as al ways,

agai nst the resisting Traders. But he is in continual contact with us. You

will not have to wait |long."

"For what ?"

"For your conversion

"The Mule," said the captain, frigidly, "will find that beyond his ability."

"But he won't. | was not beyond it. You don't recognize me? Come, you were on

Kal gan, so you have seen ne. | wore a nonocle, a fur-lined scarlet robe, a

hi gh-crowned hat-" The captain stiffened in dismay. "You were the warlord of

Kal gan. "

"Yes. And now | amthe loyal viceroy of the Mile. You see, he is persuasive."
21. I NTERLUDE I N SPACE The bl ockade was run successfully. In the vast vol une

of space, not all the navies ever in existence could keep their watch in tight

proximty. Gven a single ship, a skillful pilot, and a noderate degree of

luck, and there are holes and to spare.

Wth col d-eyed calm Toran drove a protesting vessel fromthe vicinity of one

star to that of another. If the nei ghborhood of great mass made an

interstellar junp erratic and difficult, it also made the eneny detection

devi ces usel ess or nearly so.

And once the girdle of ships had been passed the inner sphere of dead space,

t hr ough whose bl ockaded sub-ether no nmessage could be driven, was passed as

well. For the first tine in over three nonths Toran felt unisol ated.

A week passed before the enemy news prograns dealt with anything nore than the

dull, self-laudatory details of growi ng control over the Foundation. It was a

week in which Toran's arnored trading ship fled inward fromthe Periphery in

hasty j unps.

Ebling Ms called out to the pilot roomand Toran rose blink-eyed fromhis

charts.

"What's the matter?" Toran stepped down into the small central chanber which

Bayta had inevitably devised into a Iiving room

M s shook his head, "Bescuppered if | know. The Mile's newsnen are announci ng

a special bulletin. Thought you m ght want to get in on it."

"M ght as well. Were's Bayta?"

"Setting the table in the diner and picking out a nenuor some such frippery."

Toran sat down upon the cot that served as Magnifico's bed, and waited. The

propaganda routine of the Mile's "special bulletins" were nonotonously

simlar. First the martial nusic, and then the buttery slickness of the

announcer. The minor news itenms would come, follow ng one another in patient

| ock step. Then the pause. Then the trunpets and the rising excitenent and the

cli max.

Toran endured it. Ms nuttered to hinself.

The newscaster spilled out, in conventional war-correspondent phraseol ogy, the

unctuous words that translated into sound the nolten netal and blasted flesh

of a battle in space.

"Rapi d crui ser squadrons under Lieutenant General Sanm n hit back hard today

at the task force striking out fromlss-" The carefully expressionless face of

t he speaker upon the screen faded into the blackness of a space cut through by

t he quick swaths of ships reeling across enptiness in deadly battle. The voice

continued through the soundl ess thunder "The nost striking action of the

battl e was the subsidiary conmbat of the heavy cruiser Custer against three

eneny ships of the 'Nova' class-" The screen's view veered and closed in. A

great ship sparked and one of the frantic attackers glowed angrily, tw sted

out of focus, swung back and ranmed. The Custer bowed wildly and survived the

gl ancing bl ow that drove the attacker off in twisting reflection

The newsman's snooth uni npassi oned delivery continued to the last blow and the

[ ast hul k.

Then a pause, and a large sinilar voice-and-picture of the fight off Mienon,

to which the novelty was added of a | engthy description of a hit-and-run



landing — the picture of a blasted city — huddl ed and weary prisoners — and
of f agai n.

Mhenon had not long to live.

The pause again — and this time the raucous sound of the expected brasses. The
screen faded into the long, inpressively soldier-lined corridor up which the
gover nrent spokesman in councilor's uniform strode quickly.

The sil ence was oppressive.

The voice that cane at |ast was solemm, slow and hard: "By order of our
sovereign, it is announced that the planet, Haven, hitherto in warlike
opposition to his will, has subnmtted to the acceptance of defeat. At this
nmonent, the forces of our sovereign are occupying the planet. Opposition was
scattered, unco-ordi nated, and speedily crushed."

The scene faded out, the original newsnman returned to state inportantly that
ot her devel opments would be transmitted as they occurred.

Then there was dance nusic, and Ebling Ms threw the shield that cut the
power .

Toran rose and wal ked unsteadily away, w thout a word. The psychol ogi st nmade
no nove to stop him

When Bayta stepped out of the kitchen, Ms notioned silence.

He said, "They' ve taken Haven."

And Bayta said, "Already?" Her eyes were round, and sick wth disbelief.
"Wthout a fight. Wthout an unprin-" He stopped and swal |l owed. "You'd better
| eave Toran alone. It's not pleasant for him Suppose we eat without himthis
once."

Bayta | ooked once toward the pilot room then turned hopelessly. "Very well!"
Magni fico sat unnoticed at the table. He neither spoke nor ate but stared
ahead with a concentrated fear that seened to drain all the vitality out of
his thread of a body.

Ebling Ms pushed absently at his iced-fruit dessert and said, harshly, "Two
Tradi ng worlds fight. They fight, and bl eed, and die and don't surrender. Only
at Haven — Just as at the Foundation-" "But why? Wy?"

The psychol ogi st shook his head. "It's of a piece with all the problem Every
queer facet is a hint at the nature of the Miule. First, the probl em of how he
coul d conquer the Foundation, with little blood, and at a single bl ow
essentially — while the I ndependent Trading Wrlds held out. The bl anket on
nucl ear reactions was a puny weapon — we've di scussed that back and forth till
I"'msick of it —and it did not work on any but the Foundation

"Randu suggested,"” and Ebling's grizzly eyebrows pulled together, "it m ght
have been a radiant WII-Depresser. It's what mnight have done the work on
Haven. But then why wasn't it used on Mienon and Iss — which even now fi ght
with such denmonic intensity that it is taking half the Foundation fleet in
addition to the Mule's forces to beat them down. Yes, | recognized Foundation
ships in the attack."

Bayt a whi spered, "The Foundation, then Haven. Disaster seens to follow us,

wi t hout touching. W always seemto get out by a hair. WIIl it last forever?"
Ebling Ms was not |listening. To hinself, he was making a point. "But there's
anot her probl em — anot her problem Bayta, you remenber the news itemthat the
Miul e's cl own was not found on Term nus; that it was suspected he had fled to
Haven, or been carried there by his original kidnappers. There is an

i mportance attached to him Bayta, that doesn't fade, and we have not | ocated

it yet. Magnifico nust know something that is fatal to the Mule. |I'm sure of
it. " Magnifico, white and stuttering, protested, "Sire ... noble lord ..
i ndeed, | swear it is past my poor reckoning to penetrate your wants. | have

told what | know to the utter limts, and with your probe, you have drawn out
of my meager wit that which | knew, but knew not that | knew "

"I know ... | know. It is sonething small. A hint so small that neither you
nor | recognize it for what it is. Yet I nmust find it — for Menon and Iss
will go soon, and when they do, we are the last remmants, the |ast droplets of

t he i ndependent Foundati on."
The stars begin to cluster closely when the core of the Galaxy is penetrated.



Gravitational fields begin to overlap at intensities sufficient to introduce
perturbations in an interstellar junp that can not be overl ooked.

Toran became aware of that when a junp | anded their ship in the full glare of
a red giant which clutched viciously, and whose grip was | oosed, then wenched
apart, only after twelve sleepless, soul-battering hours.

Wth charts limted in scope, and an experience not at all fully devel oped,

ei ther operationally or mathematically, Toran resigned hinself to days of
careful plotting between junps.

It became a conmunity project of a sort. Ebling Ms checked Toran's

mat hemati cs and Bayta tested possible routes, by the various generalized

nmet hods, for the presence of real solutions. Even Magnifico was put to work on
t he cal cul ati ng machine for routine conputations, a type of work, which, once
expl ai ned, was a source of great anusenent to him and at whi ch he was
surprisingly proficient.

So at the end of a nonth, or nearly, Bayta was able to survey the red |line
that wormed its way through the ship's trinmensional nodel of the Galactic Lens
hal fway to its center, and say with Satiric relish, "You know what it | ooks
like. It looks like a ten-foot earth-wormwith a terrific case of indigestion
Eventual ly, you'll |and us back in Haven."

"I will,” growmed Toran, with a fierce rustle of his chart, "if you don't shut
up. "

"And at that," continued Bayta, "there is probably a route fight through
straight as a meridian of |ongitude."

"Yeah? Well, in the first place, dimnvit, it probably took five hundred ships
five hundred years to work out that route by hit-and-miss, and ny | ousy

hal f-credit charts don't give it. Besides, maybe those straight routes are a
good thing to avoid. They're probably choked up with ships. And besides-" "Onh,
for Gal axy's sake, stop driveling and slavering so rmuch righteous

i ndi gnation." Her hands were in his hair.

He yow ed, "Quch! Let go!" seized her wists and whi pped downward, whereupon
Toran, Bayta, and chair formed a tangled threesome on the floor. It
degenerated into a panting westling match, conmposed nostly of choking

| aught er and various foul bl ows.

Toran broke | oose at Magnifico's breathless entrance.

"What is it?"

The lines of anxiety puckered the clown's face and tightened the skin whitely
over the enormous bridge of his nose. "The instrunents are behavi ng queerly,
sir. | have not, in the know edge of my ignorance, touched anything-" In two
seconds, Toran was in the pilot room He said quietly to Mgnifico, "Wake up
Ebling Ms. Have himconme down here."

He said to Bayta, who was trying to get a basic order back to her hair by use
of her fingers, "W've been detected, Bay."

"Detected?" And Bayta's arns dropped. "By whonP"

"Gal axy knows," muttered Toran, "but | imagi ne by someone with blasters

al ready ranged and trained."

He sat down and in a | ow voice was already sending into the sub-ether the
ship's identification code.

And when Ebling Ms entered, bathrobed and bl ear-eyed, Toran said with a
desperate calm "It seens we're inside the borders of a |ocal |nner Kingdom
which is called the Autarchy of Filia."

"Never heard of it," said Ms, abruptly.

"Well, neither did I," replied Toran, "but we're being stopped by a Filian
ship just the same, and | don't know what it will involve."

The captain-inspector of the Filian ship crowded aboard with six armed nen
following him He was short, thin-haired, thin-Iipped, and dry-skinned. He
coughed a sharp cough as he sat down and threw open the folio under his armto
a bl ank page.

"Your passports and ship's clearance, please."

"We have none," said Toran

"None, hey?" he snatched up a m crophone suspended fromhis belt and spoke



into it quickly, "Three nen and one woman. Papers not in order." He made an
acconpanyi ng notation in the folio.

He said, "Were are you fronf"

"Siwenna," said Toran warily.

"Where is that?"

"Thirty thousand parsecs, eighty degrees west Trantor, forty degrees-" "Never
m nd, never mind!" Toran could see that his inquisitor had witten down:
"Point of origin — Periphery."

The Filian continued, "Woere are you goi ng?"

Toran said, "Trantor sector."
" Pur pose?"

"Pl easure trip."

"Carrying any cargo?"

"No. "

"Hmmm W' Il check on that.
made no nove to interfere
"What brings you into Filian territory?" The Filian's eyes gl eaned unami ably.
"We didn't know we were. | lack a proper chart."

"You will be required to pay a hundred credits for that |ack — and, of course,
the usual fees required for tariff duties, et cetera.”

He spoke again into the m crophone — but |istened nore than he spoke. Then, to
Toran, "Know anythi ng about nucl ear technol ogy?"

"Alittle," replied Toran, guardedly.

"Yes?" The Filian closed his folio, and added, "The nen of the Periphery have
a know edgeabl e reputation that way. Put on a suit and come with ne."

Bayta stepped forward, "What are you going to do with hin®P"

Toran put her aside gently, and asked coldly, "Were do you want ne to cone?"
"Qur power plant needs minor adjustnments. He'll conme with you." Hi s pointing
finger ained directly at Magnifico, whose brown eyes opened wi de in a bl ubbery
di smay.

"What's he got to do with it?" demanded Toran fiercely.

The official |ooked up coldly. "I aminformed of pirate activities in this
vicinity. A description of one of the known thugs tallies roughly. It is a
purely routine matter of identification. " Toran hesitated, but six men and
six blasters are el oquent argunents. He reached into the cupboard for the
suits.

An hour |ater, he rose upright in the bowels of the Filian ship and raged,
"There's not a thing wong with the notors that | can see. The busbars are
true, the L-tubes are feeding properly and the reaction analysis checks. \Wo's
i n charge here?"

The head engi neer said quietly, "I am"

"Well, get me out of here-" He was led to the officers' |level and the snall
anteroom held only an indifferent ensign

"Where's the man who canme with nme?"

"Please wait," said the ensign

It was fifteen minutes |later that Magnifico was brought in.

"What did they do to you?" asked Toran quickly.

"Not hi ng. Nothing at all." Magnifico' s head shook a sl ow negati ve.

It took two hundred and fifty credits to fulfill the demands of Filia — fifty
credits of it for instant release — and they were in free space again.

Bayta said with a forced | augh, "Don't we rate an escort? Don't we get the
usual figurative boot over the border?"

And Toran replied, grinmy, "That was no Filian ship — and we're not | eaving
for a while. Cone in here.”

They gat hered about him

He said, whitely, "That was a Foundation ship, and those were the Mile's nen
aboard. "

Ebling bent to pick up the cigar he had dropped. He said, "Here? W're fifteen
t housand parsecs fromthe Foundation. " "And we're here. Wat's to prevent
them from maki ng the same trip. Galaxy, Ebling, don't you think |I can tel

He nodded and two nen junped to activity. Toran



ships apart? | saw their engines, and that's enough for nme. | tell you it was
a Foundation engine in a Foundation ship."

"And how did they get here?" asked Bayta, logically. "What are the chances of
a random neeting of two given ships in space?"

"What's that to do with it?" denmanded Toran, hotly. "It would only show we've
been fol |l owed. "

"Fol | owed?" hooted Bayta. "Through hyperspace?"

Ebling Ms interposed wearily, "That can be done — given a good ship and a
great pilot. But the possibility doesn't inpress ne."

"I haven't been masking my trail," insisted Toran. "I've been building up

t ake-of f speed on the straight. A blind man coul d have cal cul ated our route.”
"The bl azes he could," cried Bayta. "Wth the cockeyed junps you are making,
observing our initial direction didn't nean a thing. W cane out of the junp
wrong-end forwards nore than once."

"We're wasting tinme," blazed Toran, with gritted teeth. "lIt's a Foundation
ship under the Mule. It's stopped us. It's searched us. It's had Magnifico —
alone — with me as hostage to keep the rest of you quiet, in case you
suspected. And we're going to bumit out of space right now "

"Hold on now," and Ebling Ms clutched at him "Are you going to destroy us
for one ship you think is an eneny? Think, man, woul d those scuppers chase us
over an inpossible route half through the bestinkered Gal axy, | ook us over,
and then let us go?"

"They're still interested in where we're going."

"Then why stop us and put us on our guard? You can't have it both ways, you
know. "

"Il have it nmy way. Let go of me, Ebling, or I'll knock you down."
Magni fico | eaned forward from his bal anced perch on his favorite chair back
Hs long nostrils flared with excitement. "I crave your pardon for ny

interruption, but ny poor mind is of a sudden plagued with a queer thought."
Bayta antici pated Toran's gesture of annoyance, and added her grip to
Ebling's. "Go ahead and speak, Magnifico. W will all listen faithfully."

Magni fico said, "In my stay in their ship what addled wits | have were benazed
and bermused by a chattering fear that befell men. O a truth |I have a |l ack of
menory of nost that happened. Many men staring at ne, and talk | did not
understand. But towards the last — as though a beam of sunlight had dashed
through a cloud rift — there was a face | knew. A glinpse, the nerest glinmer
— and yet it glows in ny nmenory ever stronger and brighter.”

Toran said, "W was it?"

"That captain who was with us so long a tine ago, when first you saved ne from
sl avery."

It had obviously been Magnifico's intention to create a sensation, and the
delighted smile that curled broadly in the shadow of his proboscis, attested
to his realization of the intention's success.

"Captain ... Han ... Pritcher?" denmanded Ms, sternly. "You're sure of that?
Certain sure now?"
"Sir, | swear," and he laid a bone-thin hand upon his narrow chest. "I would

uphold the truth of it before the Mule and swear it in his teeth, though al
his power were behind himto deny it."

Bayta said in pure wonder, "Then what's it all about?" The cl own faced her
eagerly, "My lady, | have a theory. It canme upon nme, ready nmade, as though the
Gal actic Spirit had gently laid it in my mnd." He actually raised his voice
above Toran's interrupting objection

"My lady," he addressed hinself exclusively to Bayta, "if this captain had
like us, escaped with a ship; if he, like us, were on a trip for a purpose of
his own devising; if he blundered upon us — he woul d suspect us of follow ng
and wayl aying him as we suspect himof the |ike. Wat wonder he played this
conedy to enter our ship?"

"Way woul d he want us in his ship, then?" denmanded Toran. "That doesn't fit."
"Why, yes, it does," clanored the clown, with a flowi ng inspiration. "He sent
an underling who knew us not, but who described us into his mcrophone. The



listening captain would be struck at ny own poor |ikeness — for, of a truth
there are not many in this great Gal axy who bear a resenbl ance to ny
scantiness. | was the proof of the identity of the rest of you."

"And so he | eaves us?"

"What do we know of his mission, and the secrecy thereof? |ie has spied us out
for not an eneny and having it done so, nmust he needs think it wise to risk
his plan by w deni ng the know edge thereof ?"

Bayta said slowy, "Don't be stubborn, Torie. It does explain things."

"It could be," agreed Ms.

Toran seened helpless in the face of united resistance. Something in the
clown's fluent explanations bothered him Sonething was wong. Yet he was
bewi | dered and, in spite of hinself, his anger ebbed.

"For a while," he whispered, "I thought we mi ght have had one of the Mile's
shi ps. "

And his eyes were dark with the pain of Haven's | oss.

The ot hers under st ood.

22. DEATH ON NEOTRANTOR NEOTRANTOR The smal | planet of Delicass, renaned
after the Geat Sack, was for nearly a century, the seat of the |last dynasty
of the First Enpire. It was a shadow world and a shadow Enpire and its
exi stence is only of legalistic inmportance. Under the first of the
Neotrantori an dynasty. ..

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA Neotrantor was the name! New Trantor! And when you have
said the nane you have exhausted at a stroke all the resenbl ances of the new
Trantor to the great original. Two parsecs away, the sun of AOd Trantor stil
shone and the Gal axy's Inperial Capital of the previous century still cut

t hrough space in the silent and eternal repetition of its orbit.

Men even inhabited A d Trantor. Not many — a hundred mllion, perhaps, where

fifty years before, forty billions had swarmed. The huge, nmetal world was in
jagged splinters. The towering thrusts of the nmulti-towers fromthe single
worl d-girdling base were torn and enpty — still bearing the origina

bl ast hol es and firegut — shards of the Great Sack of forty years earlier

It was strange that a world which had been the center of a Galaxy for two

t housand years — that had ruled limtless space and been honme to | egislators
and rul ers whose whi ns spanned the parsecs — could die in a nonth. It was
strange that a world which had been untouched through the vast conquering
sweeps and retreats of a nmillennia, and equally untouched by the civil wars
and pal ace revolutions of other mllennia — should lie dead at last. It was
strange that the Aory of the Galaxy should be a rotting corpse

And pat heti c!

For centuries would yet pass before the mghty works of fifty generations of
humans woul d decay past use. Only the declining powers of nen, thenselves,
rendered t hem usel ess now.

The millions left after the billions had died tore up the gleam ng netal base
of the planet and exposed soil that had not felt the touch of sun in a

t housand years.

Surrounded by the nechani cal perfections of human efforts, encircled by the

i ndustrial marvels of mankind freed of the tyranny of environnent — they
returned to the land. In the huge traffic clearings, wheat and corn grew. In
t he shadow of the towers, sheep grazed.

But Neotrantor existed — an obscure village of a planet drowned in the shadow
of mighty Trantor, until a heart-throttled royal famly, racing before the
fire and flame of the Great Sack sped to it as its last refuge — and hel d out
there, barely, until the roaring wave of rebellion subsided. There it ruled in
ghostly spl endor over a cadaverous remmant of |nperium

Twenty agricultural worlds were a Galactic Enpire

Dagobert 11X, ruler of twenty worlds of refractory squires and sullen peasants,
was Enperor of the Gal axy, Lord of the Universe.

Dagobert | X had been twenty-five on the bloody day he arrived with his father
upon Neotrantor. His eyes and mnd were still alive with the glory and the
power of the Enmpire that was. But his son, who m ght one day be Dagobert X,



was born on Neotrantor.

Twenty worlds were all he knew.

Jord Commason's open air car was the finest vehicle of its type on al
Neotrantor — and, after all, justly so. It did not end with the fact that
Conmason was the | argest |andowner on Neotrantor. It began there. For in
earlier days he had been the conpanion and evil genius of a young crown
prince, restive in the domnating grip of a mddle-aged enperor. And now he
was the conpanion and still the evil genius of a mddl e-aged crown prince who
hat ed and dom nated an ol d enperor

So Jord Commason, in his air car, which in nother-of-pearl finish and

gol d- and- 1 unmet ron ornanent ati on needed no coat of arnms as owner's
identification, surveyed the |lands that were his, and the mles of rolling
wheat that were his, and the huge threshers and harvesters that were his, and
the tenant-farners and nachine-tenders that were his — and considered his
probl ems cauti ously.

Beside him his bent and withered chauffeur guided the ship gently through the
upper wi nds and snil ed.

Jord Commason spoke to the wind, the air, and the sky, "You renmenber what |
told you, Inchney?"

Inchney's thin gray hair wisped lightly in the wind. Hi s gap-toothed snile

wi dened in its thin-1ipped fashion and the vertical winkles of his cheeks
deepened as though he were keeping an eternal secret from hinself. The whisper
of his voice whistled between his teeth.

"I remenber, sire, and | have thought."

"And what have you thought, Inchney?" There was an inpatience about the
guesti on.

I nchney remenbered that he had been young and handsome, and a lord on Ad
Trantor. Inchney renenbered that he was a di sfigured anci ent on Neotrantor
who |ived by grace of Squire Jord Commason, and paid for the grace by |ending
his subtlety on request. He sighed very softly.

He whi spered again, "Visitors fromthe Foundation, sire, are a convenient
thing to have. Especially, sire, when they come with but a single ship, and
but a single fighting man. How wel come they m ght be."

"Wl come?" said Conmason, gloomly. "Perhaps so. But those men are mmgici ans
and may be powerful ."

"Pugh," muttered Inchney, "the m stiness of distance hides the truth. The
Foundation is but a world. Its citizens are but nen. If you blast them they
die."

Inchney held the ship on its course — A river was a w nding sparkl e bel ow.
He whi spered, "And is there not a man they speak of now who stirs the worlds
of the Periphery?"

Conmason was suddenly suspicious. "Wat do you know of this?"

There was no smile on his chauffeur's face. "Nothing, sire. It was but an idle
guestion. "

The squire's hesitation was short. He said, with brutal directness, "Nothing

you ask is idle, and your method of acquiring know edge will have your scrawny
neck in a vise yet. But — | have it! This man is called the Miule, and a

subj ect of his had been here some months ago on a ... matter of business.

await another ... now ... for its conclusion.”

"And these newconers? They are not the ones you want, perhaps?"

"They lack the identification they should have."

"I't has been reported that the Foundation has been captured-" "I did not tel
you that."

"I't has been so reported,” continued Inchney, coolly, "and if that is correct,
then these may be refugees fromthe destruction, and may be held for the

Mul e's man out of honest friendship."

"Yes?" Conmmason was uncertain.

"And, sire, since it is well-known that the friend of a conqueror is but the
last victim it would be but a nmeasure of honest self-defense. For there are
such things as psychic probes, and here we have four Foundation brains. There



i s nuch about the Foundation it would be useful to know, nuch even about the
Mul e. And then the Miule's friendship would be a trifle the | ess overpowering."
Conmason, in the quiet of the upper air, returned with a shiver to his first
thought. "But if the Foundation has not fallen. If the reports are lies. It is
said that it has been foretold it can not fall."

"W are past the age of soothsayers, sire.”

"And yet if it did not fall, Inchney. Think! If it did not fall. The Mil e nade
me prom ses, indeed-" He had gone too far, and backtracked. "That is, he nmade
boasts. But boasts are wind and deeds are hard."

I nchney | aughed noi sel essly. "Deeds are hard i ndeed, until begun. One could
scarcely find a further fear than a Gal axy-end Foundati on."

"There is still the prince," nmurmured Commason, al nost to hinsel f.

"He deals with the Mule al so, then, sire?"

Conmmason coul d not quite choke down the conpl acent shift of features. "Not
entirely. Not as | do. But he grows wilder, nore uncontrollable. A denon is
upon him If | seize these people and he takes them away for his own use — for
he does not |lack a certain shrewdness — | amnot yet ready to quarrel wth
him" He frowned and his heavy cheeks bent downwards with dislike.

"I saw those strangers for a few nmoments yesterday,"” said the gray chauffeur
irrelevantly, "and it is a strange wonan, that dark one. she wal ks with the
freedom of a man and she is of a startling pal eness agai nst the dark luster of
hair." There was alnpst a warnth in the husky whisper of the wi thered voice,
so that Commason turned toward himin sudden surprise.

I nchney continued, "The prince, | think, would not find his shrewdness proof
agai nst a reasonabl e conpromi se. You could have the rest, if you left himthe
girl-" A light broke upon Commason, "A thought! Indeed a thought! Inchney,
turn back! And Inchney, if all turns well, we will discuss further this matter
of your freedom"

It was with an al nost superstitious sense of synbolismthat Conmason found a
Personal Capsule waiting for himin his private study when he returned. It had
arrived by a wavel ength known to few. Commason snmiled a fat snile. The Miule's
man was com ng and t he Foundation had indeed fallen

Bayta's m sty visions, when she had them of an Inperial palace, did not jibe
with the reality, and inside her, there was a vague sense of disappoi ntnent.
The room was snall, alnost plain, alnost ordinary. The pal ace did not even

mat ch the mayor's residence back at the Foundation — and Dagobert |X — Bayta
had definite ideas of what an enperor ought to |look like. He ought not | ook

i ke sonebody's benevol ent grandfather. He ought not be thin and white and
faded — or serving cups of tea with his own hand in an expressed anxiety for
the confort of his visitors.

But so it was.

Dagobert | X chuckled as he poured tea into her stiffly outheld cup.

"This is a great pleasure for me, ny dear. It is a noment away from cerenony
and courtiers. | have not had the opportunity for welcom ng visitors from ny
outer provinces for a time now. M son takes care of these details now that
I'"molder. You haven't nmet ny son? A fine boy. Headstrong, perhaps. But then
he's young. Do you care for a flavor capsul e? No?"

Toran attenpted an interruption, "Your inperial mgjesty-" "Yes?"
"Your inperial nmajesty, it has not been our intention to intrude upon you-"
"Nonsense, there is no intrusion. Tonight there will be the official

reception, but until then, we are free. Let's see, where did you say you were
fron? It seens a long time since we had an official reception. You said you
were fromthe Province of Anacreon?”

"From t he Foundation, your inperial majesty!"

"Yes, the Foundation. | renmenber now | had it located. It is in the Province
of Anacreon. | have never been there. My doctor forbids extensive traveling.
don't recall any recent reports fromny viceroy at Anacreon. How are
conditions there?" he concluded anxiously.

"Sire," munbled Toran, "I bring no conplaints."

"That is gratifying. I will comrend ny viceroy."



Toran | ooked hel plessly at Ebling Ms, whose brusque voice rose. "Sire, we
have been told that it will require your permission for us to visit the

I mperial University Library on Trantor."

"Trantor?" questioned the enmperor, mldly, "Trantor?"

Then a | ook of puzzled pain crossed his thin face. "Trantor?" he whispered. "I
renenmber now. | am making plans now to return there with a flood of ships at
nmy back. You shall cone with ne. Together we will destroy the rebel, G I ner
Toget her we shall restore the enpirel™

H s bent back had straightened. Hi s voice had strengthened. For a nmonent his
eyes were hard. Then, he blinked and said softly, "But Glner is dead. | seem
to remenber — Yes. Yes! Glner is dead! Trantor is dead — For a nonent, it
seened — Were was it you said you came fron"

Magni fi co whi spered to Bayta, "lIs this really an enperor? For sonmehow I
t hought enperors were greater and wi ser than ordinary nen."
Bayta notioned him quiet. She said, "If your inperial nmajesty would but sign

an order permtting us to go to Trantor, it would avail greatly the comon
cause."

"To Trantor?" The enperor was bl ank and unconprehendi ng.

"Sire, the Viceroy of Anacreon, in whose nane we speak, sends word that G I mer
is yet alive-" "Alive! Alive!" thundered Dagobert. "Where? It will be war!"
"Your inperial majesty, it nmust not yet be known. Hi s whereabouts are
uncertain. The viceroy sends us to acquaint you of the fact, and it is only on
Trantor that we may find his hiding place. Once discovered-" "Yes, yes — He
nmust be found-" The ol d enperor doddered to the wall and touched the little
photocell with a trenbling finger. He muttered, after an ineffectual pause,

"My servants do not come. | can not wait for them?"
He was scribbling on a blank sheet, and ended with a flourished "D." He said,
"Glnmer will yet learn the power of his enperor. Where was it you canme fronf?

Anacreon? What are the conditions there? Is the nane of the enperor powerful ?"
Bayta took the paper fromhis |oose fingers, "Your inperial majesty is bel oved
by the people. Your love for themis widely known."

"I shall have to visit ny good people of Anacreon, but ny doctor says ... |
don't remenber what he says, but-" He | ooked up, his old gray eyes sharp
"Were you sayi ng somet hing of G I ner?"

"No, your inperial nmjesty.”

"He shall not advance further. Go back and tell your people that. Trantor
shall hold! My father |leads the fleet now, and the rebel vermin Gl nmer shal
freeze in space with his regicidal rabble.”

He staggered into a seat and his eyes were bl ank once nore. "Wat was |

sayi ng?"

Toran rose and bowed | ow, "Your inperial majesty has been kind to us, but the
time allotted us for an audience is over. " For a nmonent, Dagobert | X | ooked
i ke an enperor indeed as he rose and stood stiff-backed while, one by one,
his visitors retreated backward t hrough the door —to where twenty armed nen

i ntervened and | ocked a circle about them

A hand-weapon fl ashed— To Bayta, consciousness returned sluggishly, but

wi t hout the "Where am | ?" sensation. She renenbered clearly the odd old man
who called hinself enperor, and the other nmen who waited outside. The
arthritic tingle in her finger joints nmeant a stun pistol

She kept her eyes closed, and listened with painful attention to the voices.
There were two of them One was slow and cautious, with a slyness beneath the
surface obsequity. The other was hoarse and thick, alnmost sodden, and blurted
out in viscous spurts. Bayta |liked neither

The thick voice was predom nant.

Bayta caught the last words, "He will live forever, that old madman. It
wearies ne. It annoys ne. Commason, | will have it. | grow older, too."
"Your highness, let us first see of what use these people are. It may be we
shal | have sources of strength other than your father still provides."

The thick voice was | ost in a bubbling whisper. Bayta caught only the phrase,
" —the girl-" but the other, fawning voice was a nasty, |ow, running chuckle



foll owed by a conradely, near-patronizing, "Dagobert, you do not age. They lie
who say you are not a youth of twenty."

They | aughed together, and Bayta's blood was an icy trickle. Dagobert — your

hi ghness — The ol d enperor had spoken of a headstrong son, and the inplication
of the whi spers now beat dully upon her. But such things didn't happen to

people in real life— Toran's voice broke upon her in a slow, hard current of
cur si ng.

She opened her eyes, and Toran's, which were upon her, showed open relief. He
said, fiercely, "This banditry will be answered by the enperor. Release us."

It dawned upon Bayta that her wists and ankles were fastened to wall and
floor by a tight attraction field.

Thi ck Voi ce approached Toran. He was paunchy, his |ower eyelids puffed darkly,
and his hair was thinning out. There was a gay feather in his peaked hat, and
t he edgi ng of his doublet was enbroidered with silvery netal -foam

He sneered with a heavy anmusenent. "The enperor? The poor, mad enperor?"

"I have his pass. No subject may hinder our freedom"

"But | am no subject, space-garbage. | amthe regent and crown prince and am
to be addressed as such. As for ny poor silly father, it amuses himto see
visitors occasionally. And we hunor him It tickles his nock-inperial fancy.
But, of course, it has no other meaning."

And then he was before Bayta, and she | ooked up at him contenptuously. He

| eaned cl ose and his breath was overpoweringly mnted.

He said, "Her eyes suit well, Commason — she is even prettier with them open
I think she'll do. It will be an exotic dish for a jaded taste, eh?"

There was a futile surge upwards on Toran's part, which the crown prince

i gnored and Bayta felt the iciness travel outward to the skin. Ebling Ms was
still out; head lolling weakly upon his chest, but, with a sensation of
surprise, Bayta noted that Magnifico's eyes were open, sharply open, as though
awake for many mnutes. Those |arge brown eyes sw vel ed towards Bayta and
stared at her out of a doughy face.

He whi npered, and nodded with his head towards the crown prince, "That one has
nmy Visi-Sonor."

The crown prince turned sharply toward the new voice, "This is yours,
nmonster?" He swung the instrunent fromhis shoul der where it had hung,
suspended by its green strap, unnoticed by Bayta.

He fingered it clunsily, tried to sound a chord and got nothing for his pains,
"Can you play it, nonster?"

Magni fi co nodded once.

Toran said suddenly, "You've rifled a ship of the Foundation. If the enperor
wi Il not avenge, the Foundation will."

It was the other, Commason, who answered slowy, "Wat Foundation? O is the
Miul e no | onger the Mil e?"

There was no answer to that. The prince's grin showed | arge uneven teeth. The
clown's binding field was broken and he was nudged ungently to his feet. The
Vi si -Sonor was thrust into his hand.

"Play for us, nonster," said the prince. "Play us a serenade of |ove and
beauty for our foreign lady here. Tell her that ny father's country prison is
no pal ace, but that | can take her to one where she can swmin rose water —
and know what a prince's love is. Sing of a prince's |ove, nonster."

He pl aced one thick thigh upon a marble table and swung a leg idly, while his
fatuous smling stare swept Bayta into a silent rage. Toran's sinews strained
against the field, in painful, perspiring effort. Ebling Ms stirred and
noaned.

Magni fi co gasped, "My fingers are of useless stiffness-" "Play, nonster!"
roared the prince. The lights dinmed at a gesture to Commason and in the

di mess he crossed his arns and waited.

Magni fico drew his fingers in rapid, rhythmc junps fromend to end of the
mul ti keyed i nstrument — and a sharp, gliding rainbow of |ight junped across
the room A low, soft tone sounded — throbbing, tearful. It lifted in sad

| aughter, and underneath it there sounded a dull tolling.



The darkness seened to intensify and grow thick. Misic reached Bayta through
the muffled folds of invisible blankets. deaming |ight reached her fromthe
dept hs as though a single candle glowed at the bottomof a pit.

Automatically, her eyes strained. The light brightened, but renained blurred.
It noved fuzzily, in confused color, and the nusic was suddenly brassy, evil -
flourishing in high crescendo. The light flickered quickly, in swift notion to
the wi cked rhythm Sonmething withed within the light. Sonmething with

poi sonous netallic scales withed and yawned. And the music withed and yawned
withit.

Bayta struggled with a strange enotion and then caught herself in a nental
gasp. Alnost, it remnded her of the tine in the Time Vault, of those |ast
days on Haven. It was that horrible, cloying, clinging spiderweb of horror and
despair. She shrunk beneath it oppressed.

The nusi ¢ di nned upon her, laughing horribly, and the withing terror at the
wrong end of the telescope in the small circle of light was | ost as she turned
feverishly away. Her forehead was wet and col d.

The nmusic died. It nust have lasted fifteen nminutes, and a vast pleasure at
its absence flooded Bayta. Light glared, and Magnifico's face was close to
hers, sweaty, wild-eyed, |ugubrious.

"My |l ady," he gasped, "how fare you?"

"Well enough," she whispered, "but why did you play like that?"

She became aware of the others in the room Toran and Ms were |linmp and
hel pl ess against the wall, but her eyes skinmed over them There was the
prince, lying strangely still at the foot of the table. There was Commason
moani ng wil dly through an open, drooling nouth.

Conmmason flinched, and yelled mndlessly, as Magnifico took a step towards
hi m

Magni fico turned, and with a leap, turned the others | oose.

Toran | unged upwards and with eager, taut fists seized the | andowner by the
neck, "You cone with us. W'll want you — to nake sure we get to our ship."
Two hours later, in the ship's kitchen, Bayta served a wall opi ng honermade pi e,
and Magnifico celebrated the return to space by attacking it with a
magni fi cent di sregard of table manners.

"Good, Magnifico?"

"Unmmm"

"Magni fico?"

"Yes, my |ady?"

"What was it you played back there?"

The clown withed, "I ... 1'd rather not say. | learned it once, and the
Visi-Sonor is of an effect upon the nervous system nost profound. Surely, it
was an evil thing, and not for your sweet innocence, ny |lady."

"Ch, now, cone, Magnifico. |I'mnot as innocent as that. Don't flatter so. Did
| see anything |ike what they saw?"

"I hope not. | played it for themonly. If you saw, it was but the rimof it —
fromafar.'

"And that was enough. Do you know you knocked the prince out?"

Magni fico spoke grimy through a large, nmuffling piece of pie. "I killed him
ny lady."

"What ?" She swal | owed, painfully.

"He was dead when | stopped, or | would have continued. | cared not for

Conmason. His greatest threat was death or torture. But, ny lady, this prince
| ooked upon you wi ckedly, and-" he choked in a m xture of indignation and
enbar rassnent .

Bayta felt strange thoughts cone and repressed them sternly. "Mgnifico,

you' ve got a gallant soul."

"Ch, nmy lady." He bent a red nose into his pie, but, sonehow did not eat.
Ebling Ms stared out the port. Trantor was near — its metallic shine
fearfully bright. Toran was standing there, too.

He said with dull bitterness, "W've conme for nothing, Ebling. The Miule's man
precedes us."



Ebling Ms rubbed his forehead with a hand that seened shriveled out of its
former plunpness. H's voice was an abstracted nutter

Toran was annoyed. "l say those people know the Foundation has fallen. | say-"
"Eh?" M s |ooked up, puzzled. Then, he placed a gentle hand upon Toran's
wrist, in conplete oblivion of any previous conversation, "Toran, | ... |'ve
been | ooking at Trantor. Do you know ... | have the queerest feeling ... ever
since we arrived on Neotrantor. It's an urge, a driving urge that's pushing
and pushing inside. Toran, | can do it; | know | can do it. Things are

becoming clear in ny m nd — they have never been so clear."
Toran stared — and shrugged. The words brought hi mno confi dence.
He said, tentatively, "Ms?"

"Yes?"

"You didn't see a ship come down on Neotrantor as we |eft?"

Consi deration was brief. "No."

"I did. Imagination, | suppose, but it could have been that Filian ship."

"The one with Captain Han Pritcher on it?"

"The one with space knows who upon it. Magnifico's information — It foll owed
us here, Ms."

Ebling Ms said nothing, Toran said strenuously, "is there anything wong wth
you? Aren't you well?"

Ms's eyes were thoughtful, |um nous, and strange. He did not answer.

23. THE RU NS OF TRANTOR The | ocation of an objective upon the great world
of Trantor presents a problemunique in the Galaxy. There are no continents or
oceans to locate froma thousand ml|es distance. There are no rivers, |akes,
and islands to catch sight of through the cloud rifts.

The netal -covered world was — had been — one colossal city, and only the old

I mperial pal ace could be identified readily fromouter space by a stranger

The Bayta circled the world at al nost air-car height in repeated painful

sear ch.

From pol ar regions, where the icy coating of the netal spires were sonber

evi dence of the breakdown or negl ect of the weather-conditioning machinery,

t hey wor ked sout hwards. Cccasionally they could experinment with the
correl ati ons —(or presunabl e correl ati ons)— between what they saw and what the
i nadequat e map obtai ned at Neotrantor showed.

But it was unm stakable when it came. The gap in the netal coat of the planet
was fifty mles. The unusual greenery spread over hundreds of square mles,
inclosing the mighty grace of the ancient Inperial residences.

The Bayta hovered and slowy oriented itself. There were only the huge

super causeways to guide them Long straight arrows on the map, snooth,

gl eam ng ri bbons there bel ow t hem

What the map indicated to be the University area was reached by dead
reckoni ng, and upon the flat area of what once nmust have been a busy

| anding-field, the ship |lowered itself.

It was only as they subnerged into the welter of netal that the snooth beauty
apparent fromthe air dissolved into the broken, tw sted near-w eckage that
had been left in the wake of the Sack. Spires were truncated, snmooth walls
gouted and twi sted, and just for an instant there was the glinpse of a shaven
area of earth — perhaps several hundred acres in extent — dark and pl owed.

Lee Senter waited as the ship settled dowward cautiously. It was a strange
ship, not from Neotrantor, and inwardly he sighed. Strange ships and confused
dealings with the men of outer space could nean the end of the short days of
peace, a return to the old grandiose times of death and battle. Senter was

| eader of the group; the old books were in his charge and he had read of those
ol d days. He did not want them

Per haps ten m nutes spent thenselves as the strange ship cane down to nestle
upon the flatness, but |long nmenories telescoped thenselves in that tine. There
was first the great farmof his childhood — that remained in his nind nerely
as busy crowds of people. Then there was the trek of the young famlies to new
| ands. He was ten, then; an only child, puzzled, and frightened.

Then the new buil di ngs; the great metal slabs to be uprooted and tom asi de;



t he exposed soil to be turned, and freshened, and invigorated; neighboring
buil dings to be tom down and | evel ed; others to be transforned to |iving
quarters.

There were crops to be grown and harvested; peaceful relations wth

nei ghboring farns to be established— There was growth and expansion, and the
qui et efficiency of self-rule. There was the com ng of a new generation of
hard, little youngsters born to the soil. There was the great day when he was
chosen | eader of the Goup and for the first tine since his eighteenth
birthday he did not shave and saw the first stubble of his Leader's Beard
appear .

And now the Gal axy might intrude and put an end to the brief idyll of

i sol ati on— The ship | anded. He watched wordl essly as the port opened. Four
energed, cautious and watchful. There were three nmen, varied, old, young, thin
and beaked. And a wonan striding anong themlike an equal. H's hand |left the
two glassy black tufts of his beard as he stepped forward.

He gave the universal gesture of peace. Both hands were before him hard,
cal | oused pal ns upward

The young man approached two steps and duplicated the gesture. "I cone in
peace. "

The accent was strange, but the words were understandabl e, and wel cone. He
replied, deeply, "In peace be it. You are welcone to the hospitality of the

Group. Are you hungry? You shall eat. Are you thirsty? You shall drink."
Slowy, the reply cane, "W thank you for your kindness, and shall bear good
report of your Group when we return to our world."

A queer answer, but good. Behind him the nmen of the Goup were sniling, and
fromthe recesses of the surrounding structures, the wonen energed.

In his own quarters, he renoved the | ocked, mrror-walled box fromits hidden
pl ace, and offered each of the guests the |long, plunp cigars that were
reserved for great occasions. Before the woman, he hesitated. She had taken a
seat anong the men. The strangers evidently all owed, even expected, such
effrontery. Stiffly, he offered the box.

She accepted one with a smile, and drewin its aromatic snoke, with all the
relish one could expect. Lee Senter repressed a scandalized enotion

The stiff conversation, in advance of the meal, touched politely upon the
subj ect of fanning on Trantor

It was the old man who asked, "Wat about hydroponics? Surely, for such a
worl d as Trantor, hydroponics would be the answer.™

Senter shook his head slowy. He felt uncertain. H s know edge was the

unfam liar matter of the books he had read, "Artificial fanning in chem cals,
I think? No, not on Trantor. This hydroponics requires a world of industy —
for instance, a great chenical industry. And in war or disaster, when industry
breaks down, the people starve. Nor can all foods be grown artificially. Sonme
| ose their food value. The soil is cheaper, still better — always nore
dependabl e. "

"And your food supply is sufficient?"

"Sufficient; perhaps nonotonous. W have fow that supply eggs, and

ml k-yielders for our dairy products — but our meat supply rests upon our
foreign trade."

"Trade." The young man seened roused to sudden interest. "You trade then. But
what do you export?"

"Metal ," was the curt answer. "Look for yourself. W have an infinite supply,
ready processed. They cone from Neotrantor with ships, denolish an indicated
area-increasing our growi ng space — and | eave us in exchange neat, canned
fruit, food concentrates, farm machinery and so on. They carry off the neta
and both sides profit."

They feasted on bread and cheese, and a vegetable stew that was unreservedly
delicious. It was over the dessert of frosted fruit, the only inported item on
the menu, that, for the first time, the Qutlanders becane other than nere
guests. The young man produced a map of Trantor

Calmy, Lee Senter studied it. He listened — and said gravely, "The University



Grounds are a static area. W farners do not grow crops on it. W do not, by
preference, even enter it. It is one of our fewrelics of another tinme we
woul d keep undi sturbed. " "W are seekers after know edge. W would disturb
not hi ng. Qur ship would be our hostage.” The old man offered this — eagerly,
feverishly.

"I can take you there then," said Senter

That night the strangers slept, and that night Lee Senter sent a nessage to
Neot r ant or.

24. CONVERT The thin life of Trantor trickled to nothing when they entered
anong the w de-spaced buil dings of the University grounds. There was a sol emn
and |l onely silence over it.

The strangers of the Foundation knew nothing of the swirling days and ni ghts
of the bl oody Sack that had left the University untouched. They knew not hi ng
of the tinme after the collapse of the Inperial power, when the students, with
t heir borrowed weapons, and their pal e-faced i nexperienced bravery, forned a
protective volunteer arny to protect the central shrine of the science of the
Gal axy. They knew not hing of the Seven Days Fight, and the arnistice that kept
the University free, when even the Inperial palace clanged with the boots of
Glmer and his soldiers, during the short interval of their rule.

Those of the Foundation, approaching for the first time, realized only that in
a world of transition froma gutted old to a strenuous new this area was a

qui et, graceful museum pi ece of ancient greatness.

They were intruders in a sense. The brooding enptiness rejected them The
academ c at nosphere seened still to live and to stir angrily at the

di st ur bance.

The library was a deceptively small buil ding which broadened out vastly
underground into a manmot h vol ume of silence and reverie. Ebling Ms paused
before the el aborate nurals of the reception room

He whi spered — one had to whisper here: "I think we passed the catal og roons
back a way. 1'Il stop there."

H s forehead was flushed, his hand trenbling, "I nustn't be disturbed, Toran
WIl you bring ny neals down to ne?"

"Anything you say. W'll do all we can to help. Do you want us to work under
you-" "No. | nust be alone-" "You think you will get what you want."

And Ebling Ms replied with a soft certainty, "I know | will!"

Toran and Bayta came closer to "setting up housekeeping" in normal fashion
than at any tine in their year of married life. It was a strange sort of
"housekeeping." They lived in the nmddle of grandeur with an inappropriate
simplicity. Their food was drawn |largely fromLee Senter's farm and was paid
for inthe little nuclear gadgets that may be found on any Trader's ship.
Magni fi co taught hinself how to use the projectors in the library reading
room and sat over adventure novels and romances to the point where he was

al nost as forgetful of neals and sleep as was Ebling Ms.

Ebling hinmself was conpletely buried. He had insisted on a hamock bei ng sl ung
up for himin the Psychol ogy Reference Room His face grew thin and white. H's
vi gor of speech was |ost and his favorite curses had died a m!|d death. There
were times when the recognition of either Toran or Bayta seemed a struggle.

He was nore hinself with Magnifico who brought himhis meals and often sat

wat ching himfor hours at a tine, with a queer, fascinated absorption, as the
agi ng psychol ogi st transcribed endl ess equations, cross-referred to endl ess
book-films, scurried endlessly about in a wild nmental effort towards an end he
al one saw.

Toran came upon her in the darkened room and said sharply, "Bayta!"

Bayta started guiltily. "Yes? You want ne, Torie?"

"Sure | want you. What in Space are you sitting there for? You' ve been acting
all wong since we got to Trantor. What's the matter with you?"

"Ch, Torie, stop," she said, wearily.

And "Ch, Torie, stop!" he mmcked inpatiently. Then, wi th sudden softness,
"Wn't you tell me what's wrong, Bay? Sonething' s bothering you."

"No! Nothing is, Torie. If you keep on just naggi ng and naggi ng, you'll have



me mad. |'mjust — thinking."

"Thi nki ng about what ?"

"About nothing. Well, about the Miul e, and Haven, and the Foundati on, and
everything. About Ebling Ms and whether he'll find anything about the Second
Foundati on, and whether it will help us when he does find it — and a mllion
other things. Are you satisfied?" Her voice was agitated.

"I'f you're just brooding, do you mnd stopping? It isn't pleasant and it
doesn't help the situation.”

Bayta got to her feet and snmiled weakly. "All right. |'m happy. See, I'm
smling and jolly. " Magnifico's voice was an agitated cry outside. "My |ady-"
"What is it? Cone-" Bayta's voice choked off sharply when the opening door
framed the | arge, hard-faced-— "Pritcher,"” cried Toran

Bayt a gasped, "Captain! How did you find us?"

Han Pritcher stepped inside. Hi s voice was clear and level, and utterly dead
of feeling, "My rank is colonel now — under the Miule."

"Under the ... Miule!" Toran's voice trailed off. They formed a tableau there,
the three.

Magni fico stared wildly and shrank behind Toran. Nobody stopped to notice him
Bayta said, her hands trenmbling in each other's tight grasp, "You are
arresting us? You have really gone over to then®"

The col onel replied quickly, "I have not conme to arrest you. My instructions
make no nention of you. Wth regard to you, | amfree, and | choose to
exercise our old friendship, if you will let ne."

Toran's face was a tw sted suppression of fury, "How did you find us? You were
in the Filian ship, then? You foll owed us?"

The wooden | ack of expression on Pritcher's face m ght have flickered in
enbarrassnent. "I was on the Filian ship! | net you in the first place ..

well ... by chance."

"It is a chance that is mathematically inpossible.”

"No. Sinply rather inprobable, so ny statenent will have to stand. In any
case, you admtted to the. Filians — there is, of course, no such nation as
Filia actually — that you were heading for the Trantor sector, and since the
Mil e al ready had his contacts upon Neotrantor, it was easy to have you

detai ned there. Unfortunately, you got away before | arrived, but not |ong
before. | had tinme to have the farns on Trantor ordered to report your

arrival. It was done and | amhere. May | sit down? | cone in friendliness,
bel i eve ne.

He sat. Toran bent his head and thought futilely. Wth a nunbed | ack of

enoti on, Bayta prepared tea.

Toran | ooked up harshly. "Well, what are you waiting for — col onel ? What's
your friendship? If it's not arrest, what is it then? Protective custody? Cal
in your nen and give your orders."

Patiently, Pritcher shook his head. "No, Toran. | conme of my own will to speak
to you, to persuade you of the usel essness of what you are doing. If | fail |
shall leave. That is all."

"That is all? Wll, then peddl e your propaganda, give us your speech, and

| eave. | don't want any tea, Bayta."

Pritcher accepted a cup, with a grave word of thanks. He | ooked at Toran with
a clear strength as he sipped lightly. Then he said, "The Mile is a nutant. He

can not be beaten in the very nature of the nutation-" "Wy? Wat is the
mut ati on?" asked Toran, with sour hunor. "I suppose you'll tell us now, eh?"
"Yes, | will. Your know edge won't hurt him You see — he is capabl e of

adjusting the enotional bal ance of human beings. It sounds like a little
trick, but it's quite unbeatable."

Bayta broke in, "The enotional bal ance?" She frowned, "Wn't you explain that?
| don't quite understand."

"I mean that it is an easy matter for himto instill into a capable general
say, the enmotion of utter loyalty to the Mile and conplete belief in the

Miul e's victory. Hi s generals are enotionally controlled. They can not betray
him they can not weaken — and the control is permanent. H s nost capable



enem es becone his nost faithful subordinates, The warl ord of Kal gan
surrenders his planet and becones his viceroy for the Foundation."

"And you," added Bayta, bitterly, "betray your cause and become Mil e's envoy
to Trantor. | see!"

"I haven't finished. The Mule's gift works in reverse even nore effectively.
Despair is an enotion! At the crucial nonent, keynen on the Foundation —
keymen on Haven — despaired. Their worlds fell wthout too nuch struggle."

"Do you mean to say," demanded Bayta, tensely, "that the feeling | had in the
Time Vault was the Miule juggling ny enmotional control."

"M ne, too. Everyone's. How was it on Haven towards the end?"

Bayta turned away.

Col onel Pritcher continued earnestly, "As it works for worlds, so it works for
i ndi viduals. Can you fight a force which can nake you surrender willingly when
it so desires; can make you a faithful servant when it so desires?"

Toran said slowy, "How do | know this is the truth?"

"Can you explain the fall of the Foundati on and of Haven ot herw se? Can you

explain my conversion otherw se? Think, man! Wat have you — or | — or the
whol e Gal axy acconplished against the Mule in all this tinme? Wat one little
t hi ng?"

Toran felt the challenge, "By the Galaxy, | can!" Wth a sudden touch of
fierce satisfaction, he shouted, "Your wonderful Mile had contacts with
Neotrantor you say that were to have detained us, eh? Those contacts are dead
or worse. W killed the crown prince and left the other a whinpering idiot.
The Mule did not stop us there, and that nuch has been undone."

"Why, no, not at all. Those weren't our men. The crown prince was a

W ne-soaked medi ocrity. The other man, Commason, is phenonenally stupid. He
was a power on his world but that didn't prevent himfrom being vicious, evil,
and conpletely inconpetent. We had nothing really to do with them They were,
in a sense, nerely feints-" "It was they who detained us, or tried."

"Again, no. Commason had a personal slave — a man called I nchney. Detention
was his policy. He is old, but will serve our tenporary purpose. You woul d not
have killed him you see."

Bayta whirled on him She had not touched her own tea. "But, by your very
statenment, your own enotions have been tanpered with. You' ve got faith and
belief in the Mule, an unnatural, a diseased faith in the Mile. O what val ue
are your opinions? You' ve lost all power of objective thought."

"You are wong." Slowy, the colonel shook his head. "Only my enotions are
fixed. My reason is as it always was. It may be influenced in a certain
direction by my conditioned enmptions, but it is not forced. And there are sone
things | can see nore clearly nowthat | amfreed of my earlier enotiona
trend.

"I can see that the Mule's programis an intelligent and worthy one. In the
time since | have been — converted, | have followed his career fromits start
seven years ago. Wth his mutant nental power, he began by w nning over a
condottiere and his band. Wth that — and his power — he won a planet. Wth
that — and his power — he extended his grip until he could tackle the warlord
of Kal gan. Each step followed the other logically. Wth Kalgan in his pocket,
he had a first-class fleet, and with that — and his power — he could attack

t he Foundati on.

"The Foundation is the key. It is the greatest area of industrial
concentration in the Gal axy, and now that the nucl ear techniques of the
Foundation are in his hands, he is the actual naster of the Galaxy. Wth those
techni ques — and his power — he can force the remants of the Enpire to
acknow edge his rule, and eventually — with the death of the old enperor, who
is mad and not long for this world — to crown himenperor. He will then have
the nane as well as the fact. Wth that — and his power — where is the world
in the Gal axy that can oppose hin?

"In these | ast seven years, he has established a new Enmpire. In seven years,
in other words, he will have acconplished what all Seldon's psychohistory
could not have done in less than an additional seven hundred. The Gal axy will



have peace and order at |ast.

"And you could not stop it — any nore than you could stop a planet's rush with
your shoul ders. "

A long silence followed Pritcher's speech. Wat renained of his tea had grown
cold. He enptied his cup, filled it again, and drained it slowy. Toran bit
viciously at a thunbnail. Bayta's face was cold, and distant, and white.

Then Bayta said in a thin voice, "W are not convinced. If the Miul e wi shes us
to be, let himcone here and condition us hinself. You fought himuntil the

| ast nonment of your conversion, | imagine, didn't you?"

"I did," said Colonel Pritcher, solemly.

"Then all ow us the sane privilege."

Col onel Pritcher arose. Wth a crisp air of finality, he said, "Then | | eave.
As | said earlier, ny nmission at present concerns you in no way. Therefore, |
don't think it will be necessary to report your presence here. That is not too

great a kindness. If the Miule wi shes you stopped, he no doubt has other nen
assigned to the job, and you will be stopped. But, for what it is worth, |
shall not contribute nmore than ny requirenment."”

"Thank you," said Bayta faintly.

"As for Magnifico. Wiere is he? Cone out, Magnifico, | won't hurt you-" "What
about hi n?" demanded Bayta, with sudden animation

"Not hi ng. My instructions nmake no nention of him either. | have heard that he
is searched for, but the Mule will find himwhen the time suits him | shal
say nothing. WIIl you shake hands?"

Bayta shook her head. Toran glared his frustrated contenpt.

There was the slightest lowering of the colonel's iron shoulders. He strode to
the door, turned and said: "One last thing. Don't think I amnot aware of the
source of your stubbornness. It is known that you search for the Second

Foundation. The Mule, in his time, will take his neasures. Nothing will help
you — But | knew you in other tines; perhaps there is something in ny
conscience that urged me to this; at any rate, | tried to help you and renove

you fromthe final danger before it was too |ate. Good-by."

He sal uted sharply — and was gone.

Bayta turned to a silent Toran, and whi spered, "They even know about the

Second Foundati on. "

In the recesses of the library, Ebling Ms, unaware of all, crouched under the

one spark of light am d the nurky spaces and munbl ed triunphantly to hinself.
25. DEATH OF A PSYCHOLOG ST After that there were only two weeks left to the

life of Ebling Ms.

And in those two weeks, Bayta was with himthree tines. The first tinme was on

the night after the evening upon which they saw Col onel Pritcher. The second

was one week later. And the third was again a week later — on the last day —

the day M s died.

First, there was the night of Colonel Pritcher's evening, the first hour of

whi ch was spent by a stricken pair in a brooding, unmerry merry-go-round.

Bayta said, "Torie, let's tell Ebling."

Toran said dully, "Think he can hel p?"

"W're only two. We've got to take some of the weight off. Maybe he can help."

Toran said, "He's changed. He's lost weight. He's a little feathery; a little

wool ly." His fingers groped in air, metaphorically. "Sometines, | don't think
he' Il help us muchever. Sonetimes, | don't think anything will help."

"Don't!" Bayta's voice caught and escaped a break, "Torie, don't! \Wen you say
that, I think the Mule's getting us. Let's tell Ebling, Torie — now"

Ebling Ms raised his head fromthe | ong desk, and bl eared at them as they
approached. H s thinning hair was scuffed up, his |ips nade sl eepy, smacking
sounds.

"Eh?" he said. "Sonmeone want ne?"

Bayta bent to her knees, "Did we wake you? Shall we |eave?"

"Leave? Who is it? Bayta? No, no, stay! Aren't there chairs? | saw them" H s
finger pointed vaguely.

Toran pushed two ahead of him Bayta sat down and took one of the



psychol ogist's flaccid hands in hers. "May we talk to you, Doctor?" She rarely
used the title.

"I's something wong?" Alittle sparkle returned to his abstracted eyes. Hi s
saggi ng cheeks regai ned a touch of color. "lIs something wong?"

Bayta said, "Captain Pritcher has been here. Let ne talk, Torie. You remenber
Captain Pritcher, Doctor?"

"Yes— Yes-" H s fingers pinched his lips and rel eased them "Tall nan.
Denocrat . "

"Yes, he. He's discovered the Mule's nutation. He was here, Doctor, and told
us."

"But that is nothing new. The Miule's mutation is straightened out.'
ast oni shment, "Haven't | told you? Have | forgotten to tell you?"
"Forgotten to tell us what?" put in Toran, quickly.

"About the Miule's nmutation, of course. He tanpers with enmptions. Enotiona

I n honest

control! | haven't told you? Now what nmade nme forget?" Slowy, he sucked in
his under |ip and consi dered.
Then, slowy, life crept into his voice and his eyelids lifted wide, as though

his sluggish brain had slid onto a well-greased single track. He spoke in a
dream | ooking between the two |isteners rather than at them "It is really so
sinmple. It requires no specialized know edge. In the mat hematics of

psychohi story, of course, it works out pronptly, in a third-1evel equation

i nvol ving no nore — Never mnd that. It can be put into ordinary words —
roughly — and have it make sense, which isn't usual wth psychohistorica
phenonena.

"Ask yourselves — What can upset Hari Seldon's careful schenme of history, eh?"
He peered fromone to the other with a mld, questioning anxiety. "Wat were
Sel don's original assunptions? First, that there would be no fundanental
change in human soci ety over the next thousand years.

"For instance, suppose there were a major change in the Gal axy's technol ogy,
such as finding a new principle for the utilization of energy, or perfecting
the study of el ectronic neurobiol ogy. Social changes woul d render Sel don's
original equations obsolete. But that hasn't happened, has it now?"

"Or suppose that a new weapon were to be invented by forces outside the
Foundati on, capable of withstanding all the Foundation's armanments. That m ght
cause a ruinous deviation, though less certainly. But even that hasn't
happened. The Mil e's Nucl ear Fi el d-Depressor was a clunmsy weapon and coul d be
countered. And that was the only novelty he presented, poor as it was.

"But there was a second assunption, a nore subtle one! Seldon assuned that
human reaction to stinmuli would remain constant. Granted that the first
assunption held true, then the second nmust have broken down! Sone factor mnust
be twisting and distorting the enotional responses of human bei ngs or Sel don
couldn't have failed and the Foundation couldn't have fallen. And what factor
but the Ml e?

"Am | right? Is there a flawin the reasoni ng?"

Bayta's plunp hand patted his gently. "No flaw, Ebling."

Ms was joyful, like a child. "This and nore conmes so easily. | tell you
wonder sometinmes what is going on inside nme. | seemto recall the tinme when so
much was a mystery to me and now things are so clear. Problens are absent. |
cone across what m ght be one, and somehow, inside nme, | see and under st and.
And my guesses, ny theories seem always to be borne out. There's a drive in ne
al ways onward ... so that | can't stop ... and | don't want to eat or
sleep ... but always go on ... and on ... and on-" His voice was a whisper

hi s wasted, blue-veined hand rested trenblingly upon his forehead. There was a
frenzy in his eyes that faded and went out.

He said nore quietly, "Then | never told you about the Mile's nutant powers,
did I? But then ... did you say you knew about it?"

"It was Captain Pritcher, Ebling," said Bayta. "Renenber?"

"He told you?" There was a tinge of outrage in his tone. "But how did he find
out ?"

"He's been conditioned by the Mule. He's a colonel now, a Mule's man. He cane



to advise us to surrender to the Mule, and he told us — what you told us."
"Then the Mul e knows we're here? | must hurry — Where's Magnifico? Isn't he
with you?"

"Magni fico's sleeping," said Toran, inpatiently. "It's past mdnight, you
know. "

"It is? Then — Was | sl eeping when you came in?"

"You were," said Bayta decisively, "and you' re not going back to work, either
You're getting into bed. Cone on, Torie, help me. And you stop pushing at ne,
Ebl i ng, because it's just your luck |I don't shove you under a shower first.
Pull off his shoes, Torie, and tonorrow you cone down here and drag hi m out
into the open air before he fades conpletely away. Look at you, Ebling, you'l
be grow ng cobwebs. Are you hungry?"

Ebling Ms shook his head and | ooked up fromhis cot in a peevish confusion
"I want you to send Magnifico down tonorrow," he nuttered

Bayta tucked the sheet around his neck. "You'll have me down tonmorrow, wth
washed cl othes. You're going to take a good bath, and then get out and visit
the farmand feel a little sun on you."

"I won't do it," said Ms weakly. "You hear me? I'mtoo busy."

H s sparse hair spread out on the pillow like a silver fringe about his head.
H s voice was a confidential whisper. "You want that Second Foundation, don't
you?"

Toran turned quickly and squatted down on the cot beside him "Wat about the
Second Foundati on, Ebling?"

The psychol ogi st freed an armfrom beneath the sheet and his tired fingers
clutched at Toran's sleeve. "The Foundati ons were established at a great

Psychol ogi cal Convention presided over by Hari Seldon. Toran, | have | ocated
t he published m nutes of that Convention. Twenty-five fat filnms. | have

al ready | ooked through various summaries."

"Vl | 2"

"Well, do you know that it is very easy to find fromthemthe exact |ocation

of the First Foundation, if you know anything at all about psychohistory. It
is frequently referred to, when you understand the equations. But Toran
nobody nentions the Second Foundati on, There has been no reference to it
anywhere. "

Toran's eyebrows pulled into a frown. "It doesn't exist?"

"OfF course it exists," cried Ms, angrily, "who said it didn't? But there's
less talk of it. Its significance — and all about it — are better hidden
better obscured. Don't you see? It's the nore inportant of the twd. It's the
critical one; the one that counts! And |I've got the m nutes of the Sel don
Convention. The Miul e hasn't won yet-" Quietly, Bayta turned the |lights down.
"G to sleep!"

Wt hout speaking, Toran and Bayta made their way up to their own quarters.
The next day, Ebling Ms bathed and dressed hinself, saw the sun of Trantor
and felt the wind of Trantor for the last tine. At the end of the day he was
once again subrmerged in the gigantic recesses of the library, and never
energed thereafter.

In the week that followed, life settled again into its groove. The sun of
Neotrantor was a calm bright star in Trantor's night sky. The farm was busy
with its spring planting. The University grounds were silent in their
desertion. The Gal axy seened enpty. The Mul e m ght never have exi sted.

Bayta was thinking that as she watched Toran light his cigar carefully and

| ook up at the sections of blue sky visible between the swarm ng netal spires
that encircled the horizon

"It's a nice day," he said.

"Yes, it is. Have you everything nmentioned on the list, Torie?"

"Sure. Half pound butter, dozen eggs, string beans — Got it all down here,
Bay. I'Il have it right."

"Good. And meke sure the vegetables are of the |ast harvest and not nuseum
relics. Did you see Magnifico anywhere, by the way?"

"Not since breakfast. Guess he's down with Ebling, watching a book-film™"



"Al'l right. Don't waste any time, because I'll need the eggs for dinner."
Toran left with a backward snile and a wave of the hand.

Bayta turned away as Toran slid out of sight anbng the maze of netal. She

hesi tated before the kitchen door, about-faced slowy, and entered the

col onnade | eading to the elevator that burrowed down into the recesses.

Ebling Ms was there, head bent down over the eyepi eces of the projector
noti onl ess, a frozen, questing body. Near him sat Mgnifico, screwed up into a
chair, eyes sharp and watching — a bundle of slatty linmbs with a nose
enphasi zi ng his scrawny face.
Bayta said softly, "Magnifico-
an eager whisper. "My lady!"
"Magni fico," said Bayta, "Toran has left for the farmand won't be back for a
whil e. Whuld you be a good boy and go out after himwith a nessage that |'1]
wite for you?"

"dadly, ny lady. My small services are but too eagerly yours, for the tiny
uses you can put themto."

She was alone with Ebling Ms, who had not noved. Firmy, she placed her hand
upon his shoul der. "Ebling-" The psychol ogi st started, with a peevish cry,
"What is it?" He winkled his eyes. "Is it you, Bayta? \Were's Mgnifico?"

"I sent himaway. | want to be alone with you for a while." She enunci ated her
words with exaggerated distinctness. "I want to talk to you, Ebling."

The psychol ogi st nade a nove to return to his projector, but her hand on his
shoul der was firm She felt the bone under the sleeve clearly. The flesh
seened to have fairly nelted away since their arrival on Trantor. H's face was
thin, yellow sh, and bore a hal f-week stubble. H's shoulders were visibly
stooped, even in a sitting position

Bayta said, "Magnifico isn't bothering you, is he, Ebling? He seens to be down
here ni ght and day."

"No, no, no! Not at all. Wiy, | don't mind him He is silent and never

di sturbs nme. Sonetines he carries the filnms back and forth for nme; seenms to
know what | want w thout mny speaking. Just let himbe."

"Very well — but, Ebling, doesn't he make you wonder? Do you hear ne, Ebling?
Doesn't he nake you wonder?"

She jerked a chair close to his and stared at himas though to pull the answer
out of his eyes.

Ebling Ms shook his head. "No. What do you nean?"

"I mean that Colonel Pritcher and you both say the Miul e can condition the
enotions of human beings. But are you sure of it? Isn't Magnifico hinself a
flaw in the theory?"

There was sil ence.

Bayta repressed a strong desire to shake the psychol ogist. "Wat's wong with
you, Ebling? Magnifico was the Miule's clown. Why wasn't he conditioned to | ove
and faith? Wiy should he, of all those in contact with the Miule, hate him so.
"But ... but he was conditioned. Certainly, Bay!" He seened to gather
certainty as he spoke. "Do you suppose that the Miule treats his cl own the way
he treats his general s? He needs faith and loyalty in the latter, but in his
clown he needs only fear. Didn't you ever notice that Magnifico's continua
state of panic is pathological in nature? Do you suppose it is natural for a
human being to be as frightened as that all the tinme? Fear to such an extent
becomes comc. It was probably comic to the Mule — and hel pful, too, since it
obscured what help we m ght have gotten earlier from Magnifico."

Bayta said, "You nmean Magnifico's information about the Mile was fal se?"

"it was misleading. It was col ored by pathol ogical fear. The Miule is not the
physi cal giant Magnifico thinks. He is nore probably an ordinary man outside
his mental powers. But if it amused himto appear a superman to poor
Magni fi co—" The psychol ogi st shrugged. "In any case, Magnifico's infornmation
is no |l onger of inportance.”

"What is, then?"

But Ms shook hinself |oose and returned to his projector

"What is, then?" she repeated. "The Second Foundation?"

Magni fico scranmbled to his feet. H s voice was



The psychol ogist's eyes jerked towards her. "Have | told you anythi ng about

that? I don't renmenber telling you anything. I'mnot ready yet. Wat have |
told you?"

"Not hi ng," said Bayta, intensely. "Oh, Galaxy, you've told nme nothing, but I
wi sh you woul d because |'mdeathly tired. Wien will it be over?"

Ebling Ms peered at her, vaguely rueful, "Well, now, ny ... ny dear, | did
not mean to hurt you. | forget sometines ... who ny friends are. Sonetines it

seens to ne that | nust not talk of all this. There's a need for secrecy — but
fromthe Mile, not fromyou, ny dear." He patted her shoulder with a weak

am ability.

She said, "What about the Second Foundation?"

H s voice was automatically a whisper, thin and sibilant. "Do you know t he

t hor oughness with which Sel don covered his traces? The proceedi ngs of the

Sel don Conventi on woul d have been of no use to ne at a as little as a nonth
ago, before this strange insight came. Even now, it seens — tenuous. The
papers put out by the Convention are often apparently unrel ated; al ways
obscure. Mrre than once | wondered if the nmenbers of the Convention

t henmsel ves, knew all that was in Seldon's mind. Sonetinmes | think he used the
Convention only as a gigantic front, and single-handed erected the structure-"
"Of the Foundations?" urged Bayta.

"OfF the Second Foundation! Qur Foundation was sinple. But the Second
Foundation was only a nane. It was nentioned, but if there was any

el aboration, it was hidden deep in the mathematics. There is still rmuch

don't even begin to understand, but for seven days, the bits have been

cl unpi ng together into a vague picture.

"Foundati on Number One was a world of physical scientists. It represented a
concentration of the dying science of the Gal axy under the conditions
necessary to nake it live again. No psychol ogists were included. It was a
pecul i ar distortion, and rmust have had a purpose. The usual explanation was
that Sel don's psychohi story worked best where the individual working units —
human bei ngs — had no know edge of what was comi ng, and could therefore react
naturally to all situations. Do you follow ne, nmy dear-" "Yes, doctor."

"Then listen carefully. Foundation Nunber Two was a world of nental
scientists. It was the mrror imge of our world. Psychol ogy, not physics, was
king." Triunphantly. "You see?"

"l don't."

"But think, Bayta, use your head. Hari Seldon knew that his psychohistory
could predict only probabilities, and not certainties. There was al ways a
margin of error, and as tine passed that margin increases in geonetric
progression. Seldon would naturally guard as well as he could against it. CQur
Foundati on was scientifically vigorous. It could conquer arm es and weapons.
It could pit force against force. But what of the mental attack of a mnutant
such as the Ml e?"

"That woul d be for the psychol ogi sts of the Second Foundation!" Bayta felt
excitement rising within her.

"Yes, yes, yes! Certainly!"

"But they have done nothing so far."

"How do you know they haven't?"

Bayta considered that, "I don't. Do you have evidence that they have?"

"No. There are many factors | know not hing of. The Second Foundation coul d not
have been established full-grown, any nmore than we were. W devel oped slowy
and grew in strength; they nust have al so. The stars know at what stage their
strength is now Are they strong enough to fight the Miul e? Are they aware of
the danger in the first place? Have they capabl e | eaders?”

"But if they follow Seldon's plan, then the Mil e nust be beaten by the Second
Foundati on."

"Ah," and Ebling Ms's thin face winkled thoughtfully, "is it that again? But
t he Second Foundation was a nore difficult job than the First. Its conmplexity
is hugely greater; and consequently so is its possibility of error. And if the
Second Foundation should not beat the Miule, it is bad — ultimately bad. It is



the end, may be, of the human race as we know it."

" No.

"Yes. If the Mule's descendants inherit his nental powers — You see? Hono
sapi ens could not conpete. There would be a new dom nant race — a new
aristocracy — with hono sapi ens denoted to slave |abor as an inferior race.
Isn't that so?"

"Yes, that is so."

"And even if by sonme chance the Mule did not establish a dynasty, he would
still establish a distorted new Enpire upheld by his personal power only. It
would die with his death; the Gal axy would be left where it was before he
canme, except that there would no | onger be Foundations around which a real and
heal thy Second Enpire could coal esce. It would nmean thousands of years of
barbarism It would nmean no end in sight."

"What can we do? Can we warn the Second Foundati on?"

"W nust, or they may go under through ignorance, which we can not risk. But
there is no way of warning them™

“"No way?"
"I don't know where they are |l ocated. They are 'at the other end of the
Gal axy' but that is all, and there are mllions of worlds to choose from"

"But, Ebling, don't they say?" She pointed vaguely at the filnms that covered

the table.

"No, they don't. Not where | can find it — yet. The secrecy nust nmean

somet hing. There nust be a reason-" A puzzled expression returned to his eyes.
"But I wish you'd | eave. | have wasted enough tinme, and it's growi ng short —

it's growi ng short."

He tore away, petulant and frowning.

Magni fico's soft step approached. "Your husband is honme, ny lady."

Ebling Ms did not greet the clown. He was back at his projector

That evening Toran, having |istened, spoke, "And you think he's really right,

Bay? You think he isn't-" He hesitated.

"He is right, Torie. He's sick, | knowthat. The change that's conme over him

the loss in weight, the way he speaks — he's sick. But as soon as the subject
of the Miule or the Second Foundation, or anything he is working on, comes up,

listen to him He is lucid and clear as the sky of outer space. He knows what

he's tal king about. | believe him"
"Then there's hope." It was half a question
"I ... 1 haven't worked it out. Maybe! Maybe not! I'mcarrying a blaster from

now on." The shiny-barrel ed weapon was in her hand as she spoke. "Just in
case, Torie, just in case."

"I n case what?"

Bayta | aughed with a touch of hysteria, "Never mnd. Maybe I'ma little crazy,
too — like Ebling Ms."

Ebling Ms at that time had seven days to live, and the seven days slipped by,
one after the other, quietly.

To Toran, there was a quality of stupor about them The warm ng days and the
dull silence covered himwith lethargy. Al life seemed to have lost its
quality of action, and changed into an infinite sea of hibernation

Ms was a hidden entity whose burrowi ng work produced nothing and did not make
itself known. He had barricaded hinsel f. Neither Toran nor Bayta coul d see
him Only Magnifico's go-between characteristics were evidence of his

exi stence. Magnifico, grown silent and thoughtful, with his tiptoed trays of
food and his still, watchful witness in the gl oom

Bayta was nore and nore a creature of herself. The vivacity died, the

sel f-assured conpet ence wavered. She, too, sought her own worried, absorbed
conpany, and once Toran bad come upon her, fingering her blaster. She had put
it away quickly, forced a smle

"What are you doing with it, Bay?"

"Holding it. Is that a crine?"

"You'll blow your fool head off."

"Then I'Il blowit off. Small [oss!"



Married life had taught Toran the futility of arguing with a female in a
dar k- brown nood. He shrugged, and |eft her
On the last day, Magnifico scanpered breathless into their presence. He
clutched at them frightened. "The | earned doctor calls for you. He is not
well."
And he wasn't well. He was in bed, his eyes unnaturally |arge, unnaturally
bright. He was dirty, unrecognizable.
"Ebling!" cried Bayta.
"Let me speak," croaked the psychologist, lifting his weight to a thin el bow
with an effort. "Let ne speak. | amfinished; the work | pass on to you.
have kept no notes; the scrap-figures | have destroyed. No other mnust know
Al must remain in your minds."
"Magni fico," said Bayta, with rough directness. "Go upstairs!"”
Rel uctantly, the clown rose and took a backward step. Hi s sad eyes were on
Ms.
Ms gestured weakly, "He won't matter; let himstay. Stay, Mgnifico."
The cl own sat down quickly. Bayta gazed at the floor
Slowy, slowy, her lower |ip caught in her teeth.
Ms said, in a hoarse whisper, "I am convinced the Second Foundation can w n,
if it is not caught prematurely by the Mule. It has kept itself secret; the
secrecy must be upheld; it has a purpose. You nust go there; your infornmation
is vital ... may nmeke all the difference. Do you hear ne?"
Toran cried in near-agony, "Yes, yes! Tell us howto get there, Ebling? Were
isit?"
"I can tell you," said the faint voice.
He never did.
Bayta, face frozen white, lifted her blaster and shot, with an echoing clap of
noi se. Fromthe wai st upward, Ms was not, and a ragged hole was in the wall
behi nd. From nunb fingers, Bayta's blaster dropped to the floor

26. END OF THE SEARCH There was not a word to be said. The echoes of the
blast rolled away into the outer rooms and runbl ed downward into a hoarse,
dyi ng whi sper. Before its death, it had nmuffled the sharp clanor of Bayta's
falling blaster, snothered Magnifico's high-pitched cry, drowned out Toran's
inarticul ate roar.
There was a silence of agony.
Bayta's head was bent into obscurity. A droplet caught the light as it fell.
Bayta had never wept since her chil dhood.
Toran's muscles al nost cracked in their spasm but he did not relax — he felt
as if he would never unclench his teeth again. Magnifico's face was a faded,
l'ifel ess nask.

Finally, frombetween teeth still tight, Toran choked out in an unrecognizabl e
voice, "You're a Mule's worman, then. He got to you!"
Bayta | ooked up, and her mouth twisted with a painful nerrinent, "I, a Mile's

woman? That's ironic."”

She smiled — a brittle effort — and tossed her hair back. Slowy, her voice
verged back to the normal, or sonething near it. "It's over, Toran; | can talk
now. How rmuch | will survive, | don't know. But | can start talking-—" Toran's
tensi on had broken of its own weight and faded into a flaccid dull ness, "Talk
about what, Bay? What's there to tal k about?"

"About the calamity that's followed us. W' ve remarked about it before, Torie.
Don't you remenber? How defeat has always bitten at our heels and never
actually managed to nip us? W were on the Foundation, and it coll apsed while
t he I ndependent Traders still fought — but we got out in tine to go to Haven.
W were on Haven, and it collapsed while the others still fought — and again
we got out in tine. W went to Neotrantor, and by now it's undoubtedly joined
the Mule."”

Toran |istened and shook his head, "I don't understand."

"Torie, such things don't happen in real life. You and | are insignificant
people; we don't fall fromone vortex of politics into another continuously
for the space of a year — unless we carry the vortex with us. Unless we carry



the source of infection with us! Now do you see?"

Toran's lips tightened. His glance fixed horribly upon the bl oody remants of
what had once been a human, and his eyes sickened.

"Let's get out of here, Bay. Let's get out into the open."

It was cl oudy outside. The wi nd scudded about themin drab spurts and

di sordered Bayta's hair. Mgnifico had crept after them and now he hovered at
t he edge of their conversation

Toran said tightly, "You killed Ebling Ms because you believed himto be the
focus of infection?" Something in her eyes struck him He whispered, "He was
the Mul e?" He did not — could not — believe the inplications of his own words.
Bayta | aughed sharply, "Poor Ebling the Mil e? Gal axy, no! | couldn't have
killed himif he were the Mule. He woul d have detected the enption
acconpanyi ng the nove and changed it for me to | ove, devotion, adoration
terror, whatever he pleased. No, | killed Ebling because he was not the Ml e.
I killed himbecause he knew where the Second Foundation was, and in two
seconds woul d have told the Mile the secret.”

"Wul d have told the Mule the secret,"” Toran repeated stupidly. "Told the

Mul e-" And then he emitted a sharp cry, and turned to stare in horror at the
cl own, who mi ght have been crouchi ng unconsci ous there for the apparent
under st andi ng he had of what he heard.

"Not Magni fico?" Toran whi spered the question

"Listen!" said Bayta. "Do you remenber what happened on Neotrantor? Ch, think
for yourself, Torie-" But he shook his head and munbl ed at her

She went on, wearily, "A man died on Neotrantor. A man died with no one
touching him Isn't that true? Magnifico played on his Visi-Sonor and when he
was finished, the crown prince was dead. Now isn't that strange? Isn't it
gueer that a creature afraid of everything, apparently helpless with terror
has the capacity to kill at will."

"The music and the light-effects,"” said Toran, "have a profound enotiona
effect-" "Yes, an enotional effect. A pretty big one. Enotional effects happen
to be the Miule's specialty. That, | suppose, can be considered a coinci dence.
And a creature who can kill by suggestion is so full of fright. Well, the Mile
tanmpered with his mnd, supposedly, so that can be expl ai ned. But, Toran,
caught a little of that Visi-Sonor selection that killed the crown prince.
Just alittle — but it was enough to give nme that sane feeling of despair

had in the Tine Vault and on Haven. Toran, | can't nistake that particular
feeling."
Toran's face was darkening. "I ... felt it, too. |I forgot. | never thought-"

"It was then that it first occurred to ne. It was just a vague feeling —
intuition, if you like. | had nothing to go on. And then Pritcher told us of
the Mule and his nmutation, and it was clear in a nmonent. It was the Mil e who
had created the despair in the Time Vault; it was Mgnifico who had created
the despair on Neotrantor. It was the same enotion. Therefore, the Mile and
Magni fico were the same person. Doesn't it work out nicely, Torie? Isn't it
just like an axiomin geonetry — things equal to the same thing are equal to
each ot her?"

She was at the edge of hysteria, but dragged herself back to sobriety by main
force. She continued, "The discovery scared ne to death. If Magnifico were the

Mul e, he could know nmy enotions — and cure themfor his own purposes. | dared
not let himknow | avoided him Luckily, he avoided ne al so; he was too
interested in Ebling Ms. | planned killing Ms before he could talk.

pl anned it secretly — as secretly as | could — so secretly | didn't dare tel
it to nyself.

"If I could have killed the Miule hinmself — But | couldn't take the chance. He
woul d have noticed, and | would have | ost everything."

She seened drained of enotion

Toran said harshly and with finality, "It's inmpossible. Look at the m serable
creature. He the Miul e? He doesn't even hear what we're saying."

But when his eyes followed his pointing finger, Magnifico was erect and alert,
his eyes sharp and darkly bright. H s voice was without a trace of an accent,



"I hear her, my friend. It is merely that | have been sitting here and
brooding on the fact that with all my cleverness and forethought | coul d make
a mistake, and | ose so nuch."

Toran stunbl ed backward as if afraid the clown night touch himor that his
breath m ght contam nate him

Magni fi co nodded, and answered the unspoken question. "I amthe Mile."

He seened no | onger a grotesque; his pipestemlinbs, his beak of a nose | ost
their huror-conpelling qualities. H s fear was gone; his bearing was firm

He was in command of the situation with an ease born of usage.

He said, tolerantly, "Seat yourselves. Go ahead; you might as well spraw out
and nmake yourselves confortable. The gane's over, and I'd like to tell you a
story. It's a weakness of mine — | want people to understand ne."

And his eyes as he | ooked at Bayta were still the old, soft sad brown ones of
Magni fico, the cl own.

"There is nothing really to ny childhood,"” he began, plunging bodily into

qui ck, impatient speech, "that | care to renmenber. Perhaps you can understand
that. My neagerness is glandular; my nose | was born with. It was not possible

for me to lead a normal chil dhood. My nother died before she saw ne. | do not
know ny father. | grew up haphazard, wounded and tortured in mnd, full of
self-pity and hatred of others. | was known then as a queer child. Al avoi ded

me; nost out of dislike; sone out of fear. Queer incidents occurred — Wl
never m nd! Enough happened to enable Captain Pritcher, in his investigation
of my childhood to realize that | was a mutant, which was nore than | ever
realized until | was in ny twenties."

Toran and Bayta listened distantly. The wash of his voice broke over them
seated on the ground as they were, unheeded al nost. The clown — or the Mile —
paced before themw th little steps, speaking downward to his own fol ded arns.
"The whol e notion of my unusual power seens to have broken on nme so slowy, in

such sluggi sh steps. Even toward the end, | couldn't believe it. To ne, nen's
mnds are dials, with pointers that indicate the prevailing enotion. It is a
poor picture, but how else can | explain it? Slowy, | learned that | could
reach into those mnds and turn the pointer to the spot | wi shed, that | could
nail it there forever. And then it took even longer to realize that others
couldn't.

"But the consciousness of power cane, and with it, the desire to rmake up for
the miserable position of my earlier life. Maybe you can understand it. Maybe
you can try to understand it. It isn't easy to be a freak — to have a m nd and
an understandi ng and be a freak. Laughter and cruelty! To be different! To be
an out si der!

"You' ve never been through it!"

Magni fico | ooked up to the sky and teetered on the balls of his feet and
rem ni sced stonily, "But | eventually did |learn, and | decided that the Gal axy
and | could take turns. Cone, they had had their innings, and | had been
patient about it — for twenty-two years. My turn! It would be up to the rest
of you to take it! And the odds would be fair enough for the Gal axy. One of

me! Quadrillions of them"

He paused to glance at Bayta swiftly. "But | had a weakness. | was nothing in
nmyself. If | could gain power, it could only be by neans of others. Success
cane to me through mddl emen. Al ways! It was as Pritcher said. Through a

pirate, | obtained nmy first asteroidal base of operations. Through an
industrialist I got nmy first foothold on a planet. Through a variety of others
ending with the warlord of Kalgan, | won Kalgan itself and got a navy. After

that, it was the Foundation — and you two cone into the story.

"The Foundation," he said, softly, "was the nost difficult task I had nmet. To
beat it, | would have to win over, break down, or render useless an

extraordi nary proportion of its ruling class. | could have done it from
scratch — but a short cut was possible, and | |ooked for it. After all, if a
strong man can lift five hundred pounds, it does not mean that he is eager to
do so continuously. My enotional control is not an easy task, | prefer not to
use it, where not fully necessary. So | accepted allies in ny first attack



upon the Foundation

"As ny clown, | |ooked for the agent, or agents, of the Foundation that mnust

i nevitably have been sent to Kalgan to investigate nmy hunble self. | know now
it was Han Pritcher | was |looking for. By a stroke of fortune, | found you
instead. | ama telepath, but not a conplete one, and, ny |ady, you were from
the Foundation. | was led astray by that. It was not fatal for Pritcher joined
us afterward, but it was the starting point of an error that was fatal."

Toran stirred for the first tine. He spoke in an outraged tone, "Hold on, now.
You nean that when | outfaced that |ieutenant on Kalgan with only a stun

pi stol, and rescued you — that you had enotionally-controlled me into it." He
was spluttering. "You nean |'ve been tanpered with all along."

A thin smle played on Magnifico's face. "Wiy not? You don't think it's
likely? Ask yourself then — Wuld you have risked death for a strange

grot esque you had never seen before, if you had been in your right mnd?

i magi ne you were surprised at events in cold after-blood."

"Yes," said Bayta, distantly, "he was. It's quite plain."

"As it was," continued the Miule, "Toran was in no danger. The |ieutenant had
his own strict instructions to let us go. So the three of us and Pritcher went
to the Foundation — and see how ny canpai gn shaped itself instantly. Wen
Pritcher was court-nartialed and we were present, | was busy. The mlitary
judges of that trial later conmanded their squadrons in the war. They
surrendered rather easily, and ny Navy won the battle of Horl eggor, and ot her
| esser affairs.

"Through Pritcher, | met Dr. Ms, who brought nme a Visi-Sonor, entirely of his
own accord, and sinplified nmy task imensely. Only it wasn't entirely of his
own accord. "

Bayta interrupted, "Those concerts! |'ve been trying to fit themin. Now I
see. "
"Yes," said Magnifico, "the Visi-Sonor acts as a focusing device. In a way, it

is aprinmtive device for emotional control initself. Wth it, | can handle
people in quantity and single people nore intensively. The concerts | gave on
Term nus before it fell and Haven before it fell contributed to the genera
defeatism | mght have nmade the crown prince of Neotrantor very sick w thout
the Visi-Sonor, but | could not have killed him You see?

"But it was Ebling Ms who was ny nost inportant find. He m ght have been-"
Magni fico said it with chagrin, then hurried on, "There is a special facet to
enotional control you do not know about. Intuition or insight or

hunch-t endency, whatever you wish to call it, can be treated as an enotion. At
least, | can treat it so. You don't understand it, do you?"

He waited for no negative, "The human nind works at |ow efficiency. Twenty
percent is the figure usually given. Wen, nmonentarily, there is a flash of
greater power it is terned a hunch, or insight, or intuition. I found early
that | could induce a continual use of high brain-efficiency. It is a killing
process for the person affected, but it is useful. The nucl ear field-depressor
which | used in the war against the Foundation was the result of

hi gh- pressuring a Kal gan technician. Again | work through others.

"Ebling Ms was the bull's-eye. Hs potentialities were high, and | needed
him Even before ny war with the Foundation had opened, | had al ready sent

del egates to negotiate with the Enpire. It was at that time | began ny search
for the Second Foundation. Naturally, | didn't find it. Naturally, | knew that
| must find it — and Ebling Ms was the answer. Wth his nind at high
efficiency, he might possibly have duplicated the work of Hari Sel don

"Partly, he did. | drove himto the utter limt. The process was ruthless, but
had to be conpleted. He was dying at the end, but he |ived-" Again, his
chagrin interrupted him "He would have lived | ong enough. Together, we three
coul d have gone onward to the Second Foundation. It would have been the | ast
battle — but for my m stake."

Toran stirred his voice to hardness, "Wy do you stretch it out so? Wat was
your m stake, and ... and have done with your speech."

"Why, your wife was the mistake. Your wife was an unusual person. | had never



met her like before inny life. I ... I-" Quite suddenly, Mgnifico's voice
broke. He recovered with difficulty. There was a gri mess about himas he
continued. "She liked me without ny having to juggle her enotions. She was
neither repelled by me nor armused by ne. She |iked ne!

"Don't you understand? Can't you see what that would nmean to nme? Never before

had anyone — Well, | ... cherished that. My own enotions played ne fal se
though I was master of all others. | stayed out of her nmind, you see; | did
not tamper with it. | cherished the natural feeling too greatly. It was ny

m stake — the first.

"You, Toran, were under control. You never suspected nme; never questioned ne;
never saw anythi ng peculiar or strange about ne. As for instance, when the
"Filian' ship stopped us. They knew our |ocation, by the way, because | was in
conmuni cation with them as |I've remained in conmunication with nmy generals at
all times. Wien they stopped us, | was taken aboard to adjust Han Pritcher

who was on it as a prisoner. Wen | left, he was a colonel, a Mile's man, and
i n conmand. The whol e procedure was too open even for you, Toran. Yet you
accepted ny explanation of the matter, which was full of fallacies. See what |
mean?"

Toran grinmaced, and challenged him "How did you retain comruni cations wth
your general s?" "There was no difficulty to it. Hyperwave transnmitters are
easy to handle and enmi nently portable. Nor could | be detected in a rea

sense! Anyone who did catch ne in the act would leave me with a slice gapped
out of his nmenory. It happened, on occasion

"On Neotrantor, my own foolish enptions betrayed ne again. Bayta was not under
my control, but even so night never have suspected nme if | had kept ny head
about the crown prince. Hs intentions towards Bayta — annoyed ne.

"I killed him It was a foolish gesture. An unobtrusive flight would have
served as well

"And still your suspicions would not have been certainties, if | had stopped
Pritcher in his well-intentioned babbling, or paid |less attention to Ms and
nore to you-" He shrugged.

"That's the end of it?" asked Bayta.

"That's the end."

"What now, then?"

"I'"ll continue with ny program That 1'll find another as adequately brained
and trained as Ebling Ms in these degenerate days, | doubt. | shall have to
search for the Second Foundati on otherwi se. In a sense you have defeated ne."
And now Bayta was upon her feet, triunphant. "In a sense? Only in a sense? W
have defeated you entirely! Al your victories outside the Foundation count
for nothing, since the Galaxy is a barbarian vacuum now. The Foundation itself
is only a mnor victory, since it wasn't nmeant to stop your variety of crisis.
It's the Second Foundation you nmust beat — the Second Foundation — and it's

t he Second Foundation that will defeat you. Your only chance was to locate it
and strike it before it was prepared. You won't do that now Every minute from
now on, they will be readier for you. At this nonent, at this nonent, the
machi nery may have started. You'll know — when it strikes you, and your short
termof power will be over, and you'll be just another strutting conqueror
flashing quickly and nmeanly across the bl oody face of history."

She was breathing hard, nearly gasping in her vehenence, "And we've defeated

you, Toran and |I. | amsatisfied to die."

But the Mule's sad, brown eyes were the sad, brown, |oving eyes of Mgnifico.
"I won't kill you or your husband. It is, after all, inmpossible for you two to
hurt ne further; and killing you won't bring back Ebling Ms. My m stakes were
my own, and | take responsibility for them Your husband and yourself may

| eave! Go in peace, for the sake of what | call — friendship."

Then, with a sudden touch of pride, "And neanwhile | amstill the Miule, the
nmost powerful man in the Galaxy. | shall still defeat the Second Foundation."
And Bayta shot her last arrowwith a firm calmcertitude, "You won't! | have

faith in the wi sdom of Sel don yet. You shall be the last ruler of your
dynasty, as well as the first."



Sonet hi ng caught Magnifico. "OF my dynasty? Yes, | had thought of that, often
That | mght establish a dynasty. That | night have a suitable consort."

Bayta suddenly caught the meaning of the ook in his eyes and froze horribly.
Magni fi co shook his head. "I sense your revulsion, but that's silly. If things
were ot herwi se, | could nake you happy very easily. It would be an artificial
ecstasy, but there would be no difference between it and the genui ne enotion
But things are not otherwise. | call nyself the Mile — but not because of ny
strength — obviously-" He left them never |ooking back
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