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22. THE ANSVER THAT WAS TRUE

Pr ol ogue

The First Galactic Enpire had endured for tens of thousands of years. It
had included all the planets of the Galaxy in a centralized rule, sonetines
tyrannical, sonetines benevol ent, always orderly. Human beings had
forgotten that any other form of existence could be.

Al'l except Hari Sel don

Hari Sel don was the |last great scientist of the First Enpire. It was he who
br ought the science of psycho-history to its full devel opnent.
Psycho-history was the quintessence of sociology, it was the science of
human behavi or reduced to mat hemati cal equati ons.

The individual human being is unpredictable, but the reactions of human
mobs, Sel don found, could be treated statistically. The |arger the nob, the
greater the accuracy that could be achieved. And the size of the human
masses that Seldon worked with was no |ess than the population of the
Gal axy whi ch in hi s time was nunber ed in t he quintillions.

It was Seldon, then, who foresaw, against all conmon sense and popul ar
belief, that the brilliant Enpire which seened so strong was in a state of
i rrenedi abl e decay and decline. He foresaw (or he solved his equations and
interpreted its synbols, which amounts to the same thing) that left to
itself, the Galaxy would pass through a thirty thousand year period of
m sery and anarchy before a wunified government would rise once nore

He set about to renedy the situation, to bring about a state of affairs
that would restore peace and civilization in a single thousand of years.
Carefully, he set up two colonies of scientists that he called
"Foundations." Wth deliberate intention, he set themup "at opposite ends
of the Glaxy." One Foundation was set up in the full daylight of
publicity. The existence of the other, the Second Foundation, was drowned
in silence.

In Foundation (Grone, 1951) and Foundation and Enpire (Ghone, 1952) are
told the first three centuries of the history of the First Foundation. It
began as a small conmunity of Encyclopedists lost in the enptiness of the
outer periphery of the Galaxy. Periodically, it faced a crisis in which the
vari abl es of human intercourse, of the social and economic currents of the
time constricted about it. Its freedomto nove lay along only one certain
line and when it noved in that direction, a new horizon of devel opnent
opened before it. Al had been planned by Hari Seldon, long dead now.

The First Foundation, with its superior science, took over the barbarized
pl anets that surrounded it. It faced the anarchic Warlords that broke away
fromthe dying Empire and beat them It faced the remmant of the Enpire
itself under its last strong Enperor and its |ast strong General and beat
it.

Then it faced sonething which Hari Seldon could not foresee, the
over whel mi ng power of a single human being, a Mutant. The creature known as
the Mile was born with the ability to nold nen's enotions and to shape
their mnds. H's bitterest opponents were nmade into his devoted servants.
Armes could not, would not fight him Before him the First Foundation
fell and Seldon's schemes lay partly in ruins.

There was left the mysterious Second Foundation, the goal of all searches.
The Miule nmust find it to nake his conquest of the Galaxy conplete. The
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faithful of what was left of the First Foundation nmust find it for quite
anot her reason. But where was it? That no one knew.

This, then, is the story of the search for the Second Foundation

PART |

SEARCH BY THE MJLE

Two Men and the Mil e

THE MILE It was after the fall of the First Foundation that the
constructive aspects of the Mle' s regine took shape. After the definite
break-up at the first Galactic Enpire, it was he who first presented
history with a unified volume at space truly inperial in scope. The earlier
commrercial enpire at the fallen Foundation had been diverse and |oosely
knit, despite the inpal pable backing at the predictions of psycho-history.
It was not to be conpared with the tightly controlled 'Union of Wrlds

under the Mile, conprising as it did, one-tenth the volume of the Gl axy
and one-fifteenth of its population. Particularly during the era of the
so-cal | ed Search. ..

ENCYCLCPEDI A GALACTI CA *

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

There is much nore that the Encycl opedia has to say on the subject of the
Miul e and his Enpire but alnost all of it is not germane to the issue at
i mmedi ate hand, and nost of it is considerably too dry for our purposes in
any case. Mainly, the article concerns itself at this point with the
economic conditions that led to the rise of the "First Ctizen of the
Union" — the Miule's official title — and with the econom c consequences
t her eof .

If, at any tinme, the witer of the article is mldly astonished at the
col ossal haste with which the Mule rose fromnothing to vast domnion in
five years, he conceals it. If heis further surprised at the sudden
cessation of expansion in favor of a five-year consolidation of territory,
he hides the fact.

We therefore abandon the Encyclopedia and continue on our own path for our
own purposes and take up the history of the Great Interregnum — between the
First and Second Galactic Enpires — at the end of that five years of
consol i dati on.

Politically, the Union is quiet. Economcally, it is prosperous. Few would
care to exchange the peace of the Mule's steady grip for the chaos that had
preceded, On the worlds that five years previously had known the
Foundation, there m ght be a nostalgic regret, but no nmnore. The
Foundation's | eaders were dead, where usel ess; and Converted, where useful

And of the Converted, the npbst useful was Han Pritcher, now |ieutenant
gener al

In the days of the Foundation, Han Pritcher had been a captain and a menber
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of the underground Denocratic Qpposition. Wien the Foundation fell to the
Mile wthout a fight, Pritcher fought the Mule. Until, that is, he was
Convert ed.

The Conversion was not the ordinary one brought on by the power of superior
reason. Han Pritcher know that well enough. He had been changed because the
Mile was a nutant with mental powers quite capable of adjusting the
conditions of ordinary humans to suit hinmself. But that satisfied him
completely. That was as it should be. The very contentnent with the
Conversion was a prime symptomof it, but Han Pritcher was no | onger even
curious about the matter.

And now that he was returning fromhis fifth major expedition into the
boundl essness of the Galaxy outside the Union, it was with sonething
approaching artless joy that the veteran spacenan and Intelligence agent

considered his approaching audience wth the "First Citizen." H's hard
face, gouged out of a dark, grainless wod that did not seemto be capable
of smling wthout cracking, didn't showit — but the outward indications

were unnecessary. The Mile could see the enptions wthin, down to the
smal l est, nmuch as an ordinary man could see the twitch of an eyebrow.

Pritcher left his air car at the old vice-regal hangars and entered the
pal ace grounds on foot as was required. He walked one nmile along the
arrowed highway - which was enpty and silent. Pritcher knew that over the
square mles of Palace grounds, there was not one guard, not one soldier,
not one arned man.

The Mul e had need of no protection
The Mul e was his own best, all-powerful protector

Pritcher's footsteps beat softly in his own cars, as the palace reared its
gleaning, incredibly light and incredibly strong netallic walls before him
in the daring, overblown, near-hectic arches that characterized the
architecture of the Late Enpire. It brooded strongly over the enpty
grounds, over the crowded city on the horizon

Wthin the palace was that one man — by hinmself — on whose i nhuman nmenta
attributes depended the new aristocracy, and the whole structure of the
Uni on

The huge, snooth door swung nmassively open at the general's approach, and
he entered. He stepped on to the wide, sweeping ranp that noved upward
under him He rose swiftly in the noiseless elevator. He stood before the
small plain door of the Mle's own roomin the highest glitter of the
pal ace spires

It opened-

Bail Channis was young, and Bail Channis was Unconverted. That is, in
pl ai ner | anguage, his enotional make-up had been unadjusted by the Mile. It
remai ned exactly as it had been formed by the original shape of its
heredity and the subsequent nodifications of his environnent. And that
satisfied him too.

At not quite thirty, he was in marvel ously good odor in the capital. He was
handsome and quick-witted - therefore successful in society. He was
intelligent and sel f-possessed — therefore successful with the Mule. And he
was thoroughly pleased at both successes.

And now, for the first tine, the Mule had summpned himto persona
audi ence.
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H's legs carried himdown the long, glittering highway that led tautly to
t he sponge-al uni num spires that had been once the residence of the viceroy
of Kalgan, who ruled under the old enperors; and that had been later the
residence of the independent Princes of Kalgan, who ruled in their own
name; and that was now the residence of the First Ctizen of the Union, who
rul ed over an enpire of his own.

Channi s hunmed softly to himself. He did not doubt what this was all about.
The Second Foundation, naturally! That all-enbracing bogey, the nere
consideration of which had thrown the Mile back from his policy of
limtless expansion into static caution. The official term was -
"consol i dation."

Now there were runors — you couldn't stop runors. The Miule was to begin the
of fensive once nore. The Ml e had di scovered the whereabouts of the Second
Foundation, and would attack The Miule had cone to an agreenent with the
Second Foundation and divided the Galaxy. The Mile had decided the Second
Foundati on did not exi st and woul d take over all the @l axy.

No use Ilisting all the varieties one heard in the anteroons. It was not
even the first tine such runors had circul ated. But now they seened to have
more body in them and all the free, expansive Souls Wo thrived on war,
mlitary adventure, and political chaos and withered in tines of stability
and stagnant peace were joyful.

Bail Channis was one of these. He did not fear the nmnysterious Second
Foundation. For that matter, he did not fear the Mile, and boasted of it.
Sone, perhaps, who disapproved of one at once so young and so well-off,
waited darkly for the reckoning with the gay |adies' nman who enpl oyed his
wit openly at the expense of the Mile's physical appearance and sequestered
life. None dared join himand few dared | augh, but when not hi ng happened to
him his reputation rose accordingly.

Channis was inprovising words to the tune he was hunmm ng. Nonsense words
with the recurrent refrain: "Second Foundation threatens the Nation and all
of Creation.”

He was at the pal ace.

The huge, snooth door swung massively open at his approach and he entered.
He stepped on to the wide, sweeping ranmp that noved upward under him He
rose swiftly in the noiseless elevator. He stood before the small plain
door of the Miule's own room in the highest glitter of the pal ace spires.

It opened-

The man who had no nane other than the Miule, and no title other than First
Citizen |ooked out through the one-way transparency of the wall to the
light and lofty city on the horizon

In the darkening twilight, the stars were emerging, and not one but owed
al l egiance to him

He smiled with fleeting bitterness at the thought. The all egi ance they owed
was to a personality few had ever seen.

He was not a man to look at, the Mule — not a nman to | ook at w thout
derision. Not nore than one hundred and twenty pounds was stretched out
into his five-foot-eight length. H's |linbs were bony stalks that jutted out
of his scrawniness in graceless angularity. And his thin face was nearly
drowned out in the promnence of a fleshy beak that thrust three inches
out war d.
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Only his eyes played false with the general farce that was the Mile. In
their softness - a strange softness for the Gl axy's greatest conqueror —
sadness was never entirely subdued.

Inthe city was to be found all the gaiety of a luxurious capital on a
| uxurious world. He might have established his capital on the Foundation,
the strongest of his now conquered enemes, but it was far out on the very
rimof the Gal axy. Kal gan, nore centrally located, with a long tradition as
ari stocracy's pl aygr ound, suited him Dbetter — strategically.

But inits traditional gaiety, enhanced by unheard-of prosperity, he found
no peace.

They feared him and obeyed him and, perhaps, even respected him- froma
goodly di stance. But who could |ook at himw thout contenpt? Only those he
had Converted. And of what value was their artificial loyalty? It |acked
flavor. He might have adopted titles, and enforced ritual and invented
el aborations, but even that would have changed nothing. Better — or at
|l east, no worse — to be sinply the First Ctizen — and to hide hinself.

There was a sudden surge of rebellion within him- strong and brutal. Not a
portion of the Galaxy nust be denied him For five years he had remined
silent and buried here on Kalgan because of the eternal, nisty,
space-ridden nenace of the unseen, unheard, unknown Second Foundation. He
was thirty-two. Not old — but he felt old. H's body, whatever its mutant
ment al powers, was physically weak.

Every star! Every star he could see — and every star he couldnt see. It
must all be his!

Revenge on all. On a humanity of which he wasn't a part. On a Galaxy in
which he didn't fit.

The cool, overhead warning light flickered. He could foll ow the progress of
the man who had entered the palace, and sinultaneously, as though his
mut ant sense had been enhanced and sensitized in the lonely twilight, he
felt the wash of emotional content touch the fibers of his brain.

He recogni zed the identity wthout an effort. It was Pritcher

Captain Pritcher of the one-tine Foundation. The Captain Pritcher who had
been ignored and passed over by the bureaucrats of that decaying
governnent. The Captain Pritcher whose job as petty spy he had w ped out
and whom he had lifted fromits slinme. The Captain Pritcher whom he had
made first colonel and then general; whose scope of activity he had nmade
Gal axyw de.

The now CGeneral Pritcher who was, iron rebel though he began, completely
loyal. And yet with all that, not |oyal because of benefits gained, not
| oyal out of gratitude, not loyal as a fair return — but loyal only through
the artifice of Conversion

The Mul e was conscious of that strong unalterable surface |ayer of loyalty
and love that <colored every swirl and eddy of the enotionality of Han
Pritcher — the layer he had hinself inplanted five years before. Far
underneath there were the original traces of stubborn individuality,
i mpatience of rule, idealism - but even he, hinself, could scarcely detect
them any | onger.

The door behind him opened, and he turned. The transparency of the wall
faded to opacity, and the purple evening light gave way to the whitely
bl azi ng gl ow of atomi c power.
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Han Pritcher took the seat indicated. There was neither bow ng, nor
kneeling nor the use of honorifics in private audiences with the Mile. The
Mil e was nerely "First Citizen." He was addressed as "sir." You sat in his
presence, and you could turn your back on himif it so happened that you
di d.

To Han Pritcher this was all evidence of the sure and confident power of
the man. He was warmly satisfied with it.

The Mul e said: "Your final report reached nme yesterday. | can't deny that |
find it somewhat depressing, Pritcher."

The general's eyebrows closed upon each other: "Yes, | inagine so — but |
don't see to what other conclusions | could have come. There just isn't any
Second Foundation, sir."

Arid the Mile considered and then slowy shook his head, as he had done
many a tinme before: "There's the evidence of Ebling Ms. There is always
the evidence of Ebling Ms."

It was not a new story. Pritcher said without qualification: "Ms may have
been the greatest psychologist of the Foundation, but he was a baby
conpared to Hari Seldon. At the tine he was investigating Seldon's works,
he was under the artificial stimulation of your own brain control. You may
have pushed him too far. He m ght have been wong. Sir, he nust have been
wrong. "

The Mul e sighed, his lugubrious face thrust forward on its thin stalk of a

neck. "If only he had lived another ninute. He was on the point of telling
me where the Second Foundation was. He knew, I'm telling you. | need not
have retreated. | need not have waited and waited. So much tinme lost. Five

years gone for nothing."

Pritcher could not have been censorious over the weak |onging of his ruler;
his controlled nental make-up forbade that. He was disturbed instead;
vaguely wuneasy. He said: "But what alternative explanation can there
possibly be, sir? Five times |I've gone out. You yourself have plotted the
routes. And I've left no asteroid unturned. It was three hundred years ago
that Hari Seldon of the old Enpire supposedly established two Foundations
to act as nuclei of a new Enpire to replace the dying old one. One hundred

years after Seldon, the First Foundation - the one we know so well - was
known through all the Periphery. One hundred fifty years after Seldon — at
the time of the last battle with the old Empire - it was known throughout
the Galaxy. And now it's three hundred years - and where should this

mysterious Second be? In no eddy of the Galactic streamhas it been heard
of . "

"Ebling Ms said it kept itself secret. Only secrecy can turn its weakness
to strength.”

"Secrecy as deep as this is past possibility wi thout nonexi stence as well."

The Mul e | ooked up, |large eyes sharp and wary. "No. It does exist." A bony
finger pointed sharply. "There 1is going to be a slight change in tactics."

Pritcher frowned. "You plan to | eave yourself? | would scarcely advise it."

"No, of course not. You will have to go out once again — one |last tinme. But
with another in joint comand."

There was a silence, and Pritcher's voice was hard, "Wwo, Sir?"

"There's a young nan here in Kalgan. Bail Channis."
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"I'"ve never heard of him Sir."

"No, | imagine not. But he's got an agile nmnd, he's anbitious — and he's
not Converted."

Pritcher's long jawtrenbled for a bare instant, "I fail to see the
advantage in that."

"There is one, Pritcher. You're a resourceful and experienced man. You have
gi ven ne good service. But you are Converted. Your notivation is sinply an
enforced and helpless loyalty to nyself. Wen you |ost your native
moti vations, you |ost sonmething, sone subtle drive, that | cannot possibly
repl ace. "

"l don't feel that, Sir," said Pritcher grinmy. "I recall nyself quite well
as | was in the days when | was an eneny of yours. | feel none the
inferior."

"Naturally not," and the Mule’s nouth twitched into a snmile. "Your judgment
inthis matter is scarcely objective. This Channis, now, is anbitious — for
hinself. He is conpletely trustworthy — out of no loyalty but to hinself.
He knows that it is on ny coattails that he rides and he woul d do anyt hing
to increase ny power that the ride might be long and far and that the
destination might be glorious. If he goes with you, there is just that
added push behind his seeking — that push for hinself.'

"Then," said Pritcher. still insistent, "why not renove ny own Conversion,
if you think that will inmprove me. | can scarcely be mstrusted, now"

"That never, Pritcher. Wiile you are within armis reach, or blaster reach,

of nyself, you will remain firmy held in Conversion. If | were to rel ease
you this mnute, | would be dead the next."
The general's nostrils flared. "I am hurt that you should think so."

"I don't mean to hurt you, but it is inmpossible for you to realize what
your feelings would be if free to formthenselves along the lines of your
natural notivation. The human mnd resents control. The ordinary human
hypnoti st cannot hypnotize a person against his wll for that reason. |
can, because |'mnot a hypnotist, and, believe me, Pritcher, the resentnent
that you cannot show and do not even know you possess is sonething
woul dn't want to face."

Pritcher's head bowed. Futility wenched himand Ieft himgray and haggard
inside. He said with an effort, "But how can you trust this man. | nean,
conpletely — as you can trust ne in nmy Conversion."

"Well, | suppose | can't entirely. That is why you mnust go with him You
see, Pritcher," and the Mule buried hinself in the |arge arnthair against
the soft back of which he | ooked |ike an angul arly ani mated toothpick, "if
he shoul d stunble on the Second Foundation — if it should occur to himthat
an arrangenent with them might be nore profitable than wth ne - You
under st and?"

A profoundly satisfied |light blazed in Pritcher's eyes. "That is better,
Sir."

"Exactly. But renenber, he nmust have a free rein as far as possible.”
"Certainly."

"And ... uh ... Pritcher. The young man i s handsome, pleasant and extrenely
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charming. Don't let him fool you. He's a dangerous and unscrupul ous
character. Don't get in his way unless you're prepared to neet him
properly. That's all."

The Mule was alone again. He let the lights die and the wall before him
kicked to transparency again. The sky was purple now, and the city was a
snmudge of light on the horizon

What was it all for? And if he were the nmmster of all there was — what
then? Would it really stop men like Pritcher. frombeing straight and tall
sel f-confident, strong? Wuld Bail Channis |ose his | ooks? Wuld he hinself
be other than he was?

He cursed his doubts. What was he really after?

The cool, overhead warning light flickered. He could foll ow the progress of
the man who had entered the palace and, alnost against his will, he felt
the soft wash of emotional content touch the fibers of his brain.

He recogni zed the identity without an effort. It was Channis. Here the Mile
saw no uniformty, but the primtive diversity of a strong mnd, untouched
and unnol ded except by the manifold disorganizations of the Universe. It
withed in floods and waves. There was caution on the surface, a thin,
snoot hing effect, but with touches of cynical ribaldry in the hidden eddies
of it. And wunderneath there was the strong flow of self-interest and
self-love, with a gush of cruel hunor here and there, and a deep, stil
pool of anbition underlying all

The Mule felt that he could reach out and damthe current, wench the poo
fromits basin and turn it in another course, dry up one flow and begin
another. But what of it? If he could bend Channis’ «curly head in the
pr of oundest adoration, would that change his own grotesquerie that nade him
shun the day and |l ove the night, that made him a recluse inside an enpire
that was unconditionally big?

The door behind him opened, and he turned. The transparency of the wall
faded to opacity, and the darkness gave way to the whitely blazing artifice
of atom c power.

Bail Channis sat down lightly and said: "This is a not-quite-unexpected
honor, sir."

The Mul e rubbed his proboscis with all four fingers at once and sounded a
bit irritable in his response. "Wy so, young nan?"

"A hunch, | suppose. Unless | want to admt that |I've been listening to
runors. "

"Runmors? Which one of the several dozen varieties are you referring to?"

"Those that say a renewal of the Galactic Ofensive is being planned. It is
a hope with ne that such is true and that | might play an appropriate
part."

"Then you think there is a Second Foundati on?"
"Wy not ? It woul d make t hi ngs o) much nor e interesting.”
"And you find interest in it as well?"

"Certainly. In the very nystery of it! What better subject could you find
for conjecture? The newspaper supplenments are full of nothing else lately —
which is probably significant. The Cosnpbs had one of its feature witers
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conpose a weirdie about a world consisting of beings of pure nmind - the
Second Foundation, you see - who had developed nental force to energies
|l arge enough to conpete with any known to physical science. Spaceships
could be blasted light-years away, planets could be turned out of their
orbits--"

"Interesting. Yes. But do you have any notions on the subject? Do you
subscribe to this mnd-power notion?

"Gal axy, no! Do vyou think creatures like that would stay on their own
pl anet? No, sir. | think the Second Foundati on renains hi dden because it is
weaker than we think."

"In that case, | can explain nyself very easily. How would you |like to head
an expedition to | ocate the Second Foundation?"

For a monent Channis seemed caught up by the sudden rush of events at just
alittle greater speed than he was prepared for. Hi s tongue had apparently
skidded to a halt in a |l engthening silence.

The Mule said dryly: "Wwell?"

Channi s corrugated his forehead. "Certainly. But where am| to go? Have you
any information avail abl e?"

"CGeneral Pritcher will be with you-"
“Then I'mnot to head it?"

"Judge for yourself when |'m done. Listen, you're not of the Foundation
You're a native of Kalgan, aren't you? Yes. Well, then, your know edge of
the Seldon plan may be vague. Wen the first Galactic Enmpire was falling,
Hari Sel don and a group of psychohistorians, analyzing the future course of
history by nathematical tools no |onger available in these degenerate
times, set up two Foundations, one at each end of the Galaxy, in such a way
that the economic and sociological forces that were slowy evolving, would
make them serve as foci for the Second Enpire. Hari Seldon planned on a
thousand years to acconplish that — and it woul d have taken thirty thousand
wi t hout the Foundations. But he couldn't count on nme. | ama nutant and
am unpredictabl e by psychohistory which can only deal with the average
reacti ons of nunbers. Do you understand?"

"Perfectly, sir. But how does that involve ne?

"You'll understand shortly. | intend to wunite the Galaxy now - and reach
Sel don's thousand-year goal in three hundred. One Foundation — the world of
physical scientists —is still flourishing, under ne. Under the prosperity
and order of the Union, the atom ¢ weapons they have devel oped are capabl e
of dealing with anything in the Glaxy - except perhaps the Second
Foundation. So | nmust know nore about it. GCeneral Pritcher is of the
definite opinion that it does not exist at all. | know otherwse."

Channis said delicately: "How do you know, sir?"

And the Mule's words were suddenly liquid indignation: "Because m nds under
my control have been interfered with. Delicately! Subtly! But not so subtly
that | couldn't notice. And these interferences are increasing, and hitting
valuable nmen at inportant tines. Do you wonder now that a certain
di scretion has kept nme motionl ess these years?

"That is your inmportance. General Pritcher is the best man left nme, so he
is no longer safe. O course, he does not know that. But you are
Unconverted and therefore not instantly detectable as a Miule's man. You may
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fool the Second Foundation |onger than one of my own nen would — perhaps
just sufficiently |longer. Do you understand?"

"Unmm Yes. But pardon nme, sir, if | question you. How are these nen of
yours disturbed, so that | night detect change in General Pritcher, in case
any occurs. Are they Unconverted again? Do they becone disloyal?"

"No. | told you it was subtle. It's nore disturbing than that, because its
harder to detect and sonetinmes | have to wait before acting, uncertain
whether a key nman is being nornmally erratic or has been tanpered with.
Their loyalty is left intact, but initiative and ingenuity are rubbed out.
I"'m left with a perfectly normal person, apparently, but one conpletely
useless. In the last year, six have been so treated. Six of ny best." A
corner of his nouth lifted. "They're in charge of training bases now — and
my nost earnest wi shes go with themthat no enmergencies conme up for themto
deci de upon. "

"Suppose, sir ... suppose it were not the Second Foundation. Wat if it
were anot her, such as yourself - another nutant?"

"The planning is too careful, too long range. A single man would be in a
greater hurry. No, it is a world, and you are to be ny weapon against it."

Channi s' eyes shone as he said: "I'm delighted at the chance.”

But the Mile caught the sudden enotional upwelling. He said: "Yes,
apparently it occurs to you, that you will performa uni que service, worthy
of a unique reward — perhaps even that of being ny successor. Quite so. But
there are unique punishnents, too, you know. M enotional gymastics are
not confined to the creation of loyalty alone.”

And the little smile on his thin lips was grim as Channis | eaped out of
his seat in horror.

For just an instant, just one, flashing instant, Channis had felt the pang
of an overwhelming grief close over him It had slammed down with a
physical pain that had blackened his mnd unbearably, and then lifted. Now
not hing was | eft but the strong wash of anger

The Mul e said: "Anger won't help ... yes, you're covering it up now, aren't
you? But | can see it. So just renmenber — that sort of business can be nade
nmore i ntense and kept up. 1've killed nen by enotional control, and there's

no death crueler."
He paused: "That's all!"

The Mule was alone again. He let the lights die and the wall before him
ki cked to transparency again. The sky was bl ack, and the rising body of the
Gal actic Lens was spreading its bespangl enent across the vel vet depths of
space.

Al that haze of nebula was a nass of stars so nunmerous that they nelted
one into the other and |eft not hi ng but a cloud of I'ight.

And all to be his-—
And now but one |ast arrangenment to nmake, and he could sleep.
FI RST | NTERLUDE

The Executive Council of the Second Foundation was in session. To us they
are nerely voices. Neither the exact scene of the neeting nor the identity
of those present are essential at the point.
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Nor, strictly speaking, can we even consider an exact reproduction of any
part of the session — unless we wsh to sacrifice conpletely even the
m ni mum conprehensibility we have a right to expect.

We deal here with psychol ogists — and not nerely psychol ogi sts. Let us say,
rather, scientists with a psychological orientation. That is, men whose
fundanmental conception of scientific philosophy is pointed in an entirely
different direction fromall of the orientations we know. The "psychol ogy"
of scientists brought up anpbng the axi ons deduced fromthe observationa
habi ts of physical science has only the vaguest relationship to PSYCHOLOGY.

Which is about as far as | can go in explaining color to a blind man — with
mysel f as blind as the audi ence.

The point being made is that the minds assemnbl ed understood thoroughly the
wor ki ngs of each other, not only by general theory but by the specific
application over a |long period of these theories to particular individuals.
Speech as known to us was unnecessary. A fragment of a sentence ampunted
al most to | ong-w nded redundancy. A gesture, a grunt, the curve of a facial
line — even a significantly timed pause vyielded informational juice.

The liberty is taken, therefore, of freely translating a small portion of
the conference into the extrenmely specific word-conbinations necessary to
m nds oriented from chil dhood to a physical science phil osophy, even at the
risk of losing the nore delicate nuances.

There was one "voice" predom nant, and that belonged to the individua
known sinply as the First Speaker

He said: "It is apparently quite definite now as to what stopped the Mile
in his first mad rush. | can't say that the matter reflects credit upon ..
wel |, upon the organization of the situation. Apparently, he al nost |ocated

us, by neans of the artificially heightened brain-energy of what they cal
a 'psychol ogist' on the First Foundation. This psychol ogi st was killed just
before he could comunicate his discovery to the Mile. The events | eading
to that killing were conpletely fortuitous for all cal cul ati ons bel ow Phase
Three. Suppose you take over."

It was the Fifth Speaker who was indicated by an inflection of the voice.
He said, in grimnuances: "It is certain that the situati on was m shandl ed.
We are, of course, highly vulnerable under mass attack, particularly an
attack | ed by such a nental phenonenon as the Miule. Shortly after he first
achi eved Gal actic eminence with the conquest of the First Foundation, half
a year after to be exact, he was on Trantor. Wthin another half year he
woul d have been here and the odds woul d have been stupendously agai nst us —
96.3 plus or mnus 0.05% to be exact. W have spent considerable tine
anal yzing the forces that stopped him W know, of course, what was driving
himon so inthe first place. The internal ramfications of his physica

deformty and nental uni queness are obvious to all of us. However, it was
only through penetration to Phase Three that we could deternine — after the
fact — tbe possibility of his anomal ous action in the presence of another

human bei ng who had an honest affection for him

"And since such an anonal ous acti on woul d depend upon the presence of such
anot her human being at the appropriate tinme, to that extent the whole
affair was fortuitous. Qur agents are certain that it was a girl that
killed the Mule's psychologist — a girl for whomthe Mule felt trust out of
sentiment, and whomhe, therefore, did not control nentally — sinmply
because she Iiked him

"Since that event — and for those who want the details, a mathematica
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treatment of the subject has been drawn up for the Central Library — which
warned us, we have held the Mile off by unorthodox nethods with which we
daily risk Sel don's entire scheme  of hi story. That is all."

The First Speaker paused an instant to allow the individuals assenbled to
absorb the full inplications. He said: "The situation is then highly
unstable. Wth Seldon's original schene bent to the fracture point — and
must enphasi ze that we have blundered badly in this whole matter, in our
horrible lack of foresight — we are faced with an irreversibl e breakdown of
the Plan. Time is passing us by. | think there is only one solution left us
— and even that is risky.

"W nust allowthe Muile to find us — in a sense."
Anot her pause, in which he gathered the reactions, then: "I repeat —in a
sense! "

2

Two Men without the Mul e

The ship was in near-readi ness. Nothing | acked, but the destination. The
Mul e had suggested a return to Trantor — the world that was the bul k of an
i nconparable Galactic netropolis of the hugest Enpire mankind had ever
knowmn - the dead world that had been capital of all the stars.

Pritcher disapproved. It was an old path — sucked dry.

He found Bail Channis in the ship's navigation room The young man's curly
hair was just sufficiently disheveled to allow a single curl to droop over
the forehead - as if it had been carefully placed there — and even teeth
showed in a smle that matched it. Vaguely, the stiff officer felt hinself
har den agai nst the ot her

Channi s' excitenent was evident, "Pritcher, it's too far a coincidence."
The general said coldly: "I'm not aware of the subject of conversation.”

"Ch— Well, then drag up a chair, old man, and let’s get into it. |'ve been
goi ng over your notes. | find them excellent."

"How ... pleasant that you do."

"But I'’mwondering if you' ve cone to the conclusions | have. Have you ever
tried analyzing the probl em deductively? | nmean, it's all very well to conb
the stars at random and to have done all you did in five expeditions is
quite a bit of star-hopping. That's obvious. But have you cal cul ated how
long it wuld take to go through every known world at this rate?”

"Yes. Several tines," Pritcher felt no urge to neet the young nman hal f way,
but there was the inportance of filching the other's mind - the other's
uncontrol l ed, and hence, unpredictable, mnd.

"Wel I, then, suppose we're analytical about it and try to decide just what
we' re | ooking for?"

"The Second Foundation,"” said Pritcher, grinmy.

"A Foundation of psychol ogists," corrected Channis, "who are is weak in
physical science as the First Foundation was weak in psychology. Well,
you're fromthe First Foundation, which I'mnot. The inplications are
probably obvious to you. W nust find a world which rules by virtue of
ment al skills, and yet which is very backwards scientifically."
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"I's that necessarily so?" questioned Pritcher, quietly. "Qur own ‘ Union of
Wirlds' isn't backwards scientifically, even though our ruler owes his
strength to his nmental powers."

"Because he has the skills of the First Foundation to draw upon,"” cane the
slightly inpatient answer, "and that is the only such reservoir of
know edge in the G@Glaxy. The Second Foundation nust |live anbng the dry
crunbs of the broken Galactic Enpire. There are no pickings there."

"So then you postulate nmental power sufficient to establish their rule over
a group of worlds and physical hel pl essness as wel | ?"

"Conpar ati ve physical hel pl essness. Agai nst the decadent nei ghboring areas,
they are conpetent to defend thenselves. Against the resurgent forces of
the Mile, with his background of a mature atonic econony, they cannot
stand. Else, why is their location so well-hidden, both at the start by the
founder, Hari Sel don, and now by thensel ves. Your own First Foundati on nade
no secret of its existence and did not have it made for them when they
were an undefended single city on a lonely planet three hundred years ago."

The snmooth Ilines of Pritcher's dark face twitched sardonically. 'And now
that you've finished your deep analysis, would you like a list of all the
ki ngdonms, republics, planet states and dictatorships of one sort or another
in that political wlderness out there that correspond to your description
and to several factors besides?"

"All this has been considered then?" Channis |ost none of his brashness.

"You won't find it here, naturally, but we have a conpletely worked out
guide to the political wunits of the Opposing Periphery. Really, did you
suppose the Mule woul d work entirely hit-and-m ss?"

"Well, then" and the young man's voice rose in a burst of energy, "what of
the Aigarchy of Tazenda?"

Pritcher touched his ear thoughtfully, "Tazenda? Ch, | think | knowit.
They're not in the Periphery, are they? It seens to ne they're fully a
third of the way towards the center of the Gal axy."

"Yes. What of that?"

"The records we have place the Second Foundation at the other end of the
Gal axy. Space knows it's the only thing we have to go on. Wiy talk of
Tazenda anyway? Its angular deviation from the First Foundation radian is
only about one hundred ten to one hundred twenty degrees anyway. Nowhere
near one hundred eighty."

"There's anot her point in the records. The Second Foundation was
established at 'Star's End."'"

"No such region in the Gal axy has ever been |ocated."

"Because it was a local nanme, suppressed later for greater secrecy. O
maybe one invented for the purpose by Seldon and his group. Yet there's
sonme relationship between 'Star's End' and 'Tazenda,’ don't you think?"

"A vague sinilarity in sound? Insufficient."”
' Have you ever been there?"
"No. "

"Yet it is nentioned in your records.”

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (14 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

"Where? Ch, vyes, but that was nerely to take on food and water. There was
certainly nothing remarkabl e about the world."

"Did you |l and at the ruling planet? The center of governnent?"
"I couldn't possibly say."

Channi s brooded about it under the other's cold gaze. Then, "Wuld you | ook
at the Lens with ne for a nonent ?"

"Certainly."

The Lens was perhaps the newest feature of the interstellar cruisers of the
day. Actually, it was a conplicated calculating machine which could throw
on a screen a reproduction of the night sky as seen from any given point of
t he Gal axy.

Channis adjusted the co-ordinate points and the wall lights of the pilot
roomwere extinguished. In the dim red light at the control board of the
Lens, Channis' face glowed ruddily. Pritcher sat in the pilot seat, |ong
| egs crossed, face lost in the gl oom

Slowmy, as the induction period passed, the points of |ight brightened on
the screen. And then they were thick and bright wth the generously
popul at ed star-groupings of the Gal axy's center.

"This," explained Channis, "is the winter night-sky as seen from Trantor
That is the inportant point that, as far as | know, has been negl ected so
far in your search. Al intelligent orientation nmust start from  Trantor as
zero point. Trantor was the capital of the Galactic Enpire. Even nore so
scientifically and culturally, than politically. And, therefore, the
significance of any descriptive nane should stem nine times out of ten,
from a Trantorian orientation. You'll renmenber in this connection that,
al though Seldon was from Helicon, towards the Periphery, his group worked
on Trantor itself."

"What is it you're trying to show ne?" Pritcher's level voice plunged icily
into the gathering enthusiasm of the other

"The map wll explain it. Do you see the dark nebula?" The shadow of his
armfell upon the screen, which took on the bespangl ement of the Gal axy.
The pointing finger ended on a tiny patch of black that seemed a hole in
the speckled fabric of Ilight. "The stellagraphical records call it Pelot's
Nebul a. Watch it. I'mgoing to expand the image."

Pritcher had watched the phenonenon of Lens |nage expansi on before but he
still caught his breath. It was |ike being at the visiplate of a spaceship
storm ng through a horribly crowded Gal axy wi thout entering hyperspace. The
stars diverged towards them froma comon center, flared outwards and
tunbled off the edge of the screen. Single points becanme double, then
gl obular. Hazy patches dissolved into nyriad points. And always that
illusion of notion.

Channis spoke through it all, "You'll notice that we are noving along the
direct line fromTrantor to Pelot's Nebula, so that in effect we are stil

|l ooking at a stellar orientation equivalent to that of Trantor. There is
probably a slight error because of the gravitic deviation of light that I
haven't the math to calculate for, but I'm sure it can't be significant."

The darkness was spreading over the screen. As the rate of magnification
slowed, the stars slipped off the four ends of the screen in a regretfu
| eave-taking. At the rins of the grow ng nebula, the brilliant universe of
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stars shone abruptly in token for that |ight which was merely hi dden behind
the swirling wunradiating atomfragnents of sodiumand calciumthat filled
cubi ¢ parsecs of space

And Channis pointed again, "This has been called 'The Muth' by the
i nhabitants of that region of space. And that is significant because it is
only from the Trantorian orientation that it looks Ilike a nmouth." Wat he
indicated was a rift in the body of the Nebula, shaped |like a ragged,
grinning nouth in profile, outlined by the glazing glory of the starlight
with which it was fill ed.

"Fol l ow The Mouth.'" said Channis. "Follow 'The Muuth' towards the gullet
as it narrows down to a thin, splintering line of light.

Again the screen expanded a trifle, until the Nebula stretched away from
"The Muth" to block off all the screen but that narrowtrickle and
Channis' finger silently followed it down, to where it straggled to a halt,
and then, as his finger continued noving onward, to a spot where one single
star sparked |onesonely; and there his finger halted, for beyond that was
bl ackness, unrelieved.

"*Star's End,'" said the young man, sinply. "The fabric of the Nebula is
thin there and the |light of that one star finds its way through in just
that one direction — to shine on Trantor."

"You're tying to tell ne that-" the voice of the Mule's general died in
suspi ci on.

"I"'mnot trying. That is Tazenda — Star's End."

The lights went on. The Lens flicked off. Pritcher reached Channis in three
Il ong strides, "Wat nade you think of this?"

And Channis |eaned back in his chair with a queerly puzzled expression on
his face. "It was accidental. 1'd like to take intellectual «credit for
this, but it was only accidental. In any case, however it happens, it fits.
According to our references, Tazenda is an oligarchy. It rules twenty-seven
i nhabited planets. It is not advanced scientifically. And nost of all, it
is an obscure world that has adhered to a strict neutrality in the loca
politics of that stellar region, and is not expansionist. | think we ought
to see it."

"Have you informed the Mul e of this?"
"No. Nor shall we. W're in space now, about to make the first hop."

Pritcher, in sudden horror, sprang to the visiplate. Cold space net his
eyes when he adjusted it. He gazed fixedly at the view, then turned.
Automatically, his hand reached for the hard, confortable curve of the butt
of his blaster.

"By whose order?"

"By ny order, general"— it was the first tinme Channis had ever used the
other's title -"while |l was engaging you here. You probably felt no
accel eration, because it came at the noment | was expanding the field of
the Lens and you wundoubtedly imagined it to be an illusion of the apparent
star notion."

"Why? Just what are you doing? Wat was the point of your nonsense about
Tazenda, then?"

"That was no nonsense. | was conpletely serious. W' re going there. W |eft
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today because we were scheduled to |eave three days fromnow GCeneral, you
don't believe there is a Second Foundation, and | do. You are nerely
following the Mile's orders wthout faith; | recognize a serious danger
The Second Foundation has now had five years to prepare. How they' ve
prepared, | don't know, but what if they have agents on Kalgan. If | carry
about in ny mnd the know edge of the whereabouts of the Second Foundati on,
they may di scover that. My Iife night be no | onger safe, and | have a great
affection for ny life. Even on a thin and renote possibility such as that,
I would rather play safe. So no one knows of Tazenda but you, and you found
out only after we were out in space. And even so, there is the question of
the crew " Channis was smiling again, ironically, in obviously conplete
control of the situation.

Pritcher's hand fell away fromhis blaster, and for a nonent a vague
di sconfort pierced him What kept himfrom action? What deadened hi n? There
was a time when he was a rebellious and unpromoted captain of the First
Foundation's comerci al enpire, when it would have been hinself rather than
Channi s who woul d have taken pronpt and daring action such as that. Was the
Miul e right? Was his controlled mnd so concerned with obedi ence as to | ose
initiative? He felt a thickening despondency drive himdown into a strange
| assi t ude.

He said, "Well done! However, you wll consult nme in the future before
maki ng deci sions of this nature."”

The flickering signal caught his attention

"That's the engine room" said Channis, casually. "They warned up on five
m nutes' notice and | asked themto let ne know if there was any trouble.
want to hold the fort?"

Pritcher nodded nutely, and cogitated in the sudden |oneliness on the evils
of approaching fifty. The visiplate was sparsely starred. The main body of
the Galaxy misted one end. What if he were free of the Miule's influence-

But he recoiled in horror at the thought.

Chi ef Engi neer Huxl ani | ooked sharply at the young, ununiformed man who
carried hinself with the assurance of a Fleet officer and seened to be in a
position of authority. Huxlani, as a regular Fleet man from the days his
chin had dripped nilk, generally confused authority with specific insignia.

But the Mule had appointed this man, and the Miul e was, of course, the |ast
word. The only word for that matter. Not even subconsciously did he
question that. Enotional control went deep

He handed Channis the little oval object wi thout a word.
Channis hefted it, and sniled engagi ngly.
"You're a Foundation man, aren't you, chief?"

"Yes, sir. | served in the Foundation Fleet eighteen years before the First
Citizen took over."

"Foundation training in engineering?"
"Qualified Technician, First Cdass - Central School on Anacreon.”

"Good enough. And you found this on the conmunication circuit, where
asked you to | ook?"

"Yes, Sir."
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"Does it belong there?"
“No, Sir."

"Then what is it?"

"A hypertracer, sir.
"That's not enough. |I'm not a Foundation nman. VWhat is it?"
"It's a device to allowthe ship to be traced through hyperspace."”
"In other words we can be foll owed anywhere."

"Yes, Sir."

"All right. |It's a recent invention, isn't it? It was devel oped by one of
the Research |Institutes set up by the First Citizen, wasn't it?"

"l believe so, Sir."

"And its workings are a governnent secret. Right?"
"I, believe so, Sir."

"Yet here it is. Intriguing."

Channis tossed the hypertracer nethodically fromhand to hand for a few
seconds. Then, sharply, he held it out, "Take it, then, and put it back
exactly where vyou found it and exactly how you found it. Understand? And
then forget this incident. Entirely!"

The chief choked down his near-automatic salute, turned sharply and left.

The ship bounded through the Galaxy, its path a w de-spaced dotted line
through the stars. The dots, referred to, were the scant stretches of ten
to sixty light-seconds spent in normal space and between them stretched the
hundr ed- and-up |ight-year gaps that represented the "hops" through
hyper space.

Bail Channis sat at the control panel of the Lens and felt again the
i nvol untary surge of near-worship at t he contenpl ati on of it.

He was not a Foundation man and the interplay of forces at the twist of a
knob or the breaking of a contact was not second nature to him

Not that the Lens ought quite to bore even a Foundation nman. Wthin its
unbel i evably conpact body were enough electronic circuits to pin- point
accurately a hundred nmillion separate stars in exact relationship to each
other. And as if that were not a feat initself, it was further capable of
translating any given portion of the Galactic Field along any of the three
spatial axes or to rotate any portion of the Field about a center.

It was because of that, that the Lens had performed a near-revolution in
interstellar travel. 1In the younger days of interstellar travel, the
cal cul ation of each "hop" through hyperspace nmeant any anount of work from
a day to a week — and the larger portion of such work was the nore or |ess
precise calculation of "Ship's Position" on the G@Glactic scale of
reference. Essentially that neant the accurate observation of at |east
three w dely-spaced stars, the position of which, with reference to the
arbitrary Galactic triple-zero, were known.

And it is the word "known," that is the catch. To any who know the star
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field well fromone certain reference point, stars are as individual as
people. Junp ten parsecs, however, and not even your own sun is
recogni zable. It may not even be visible.

The answer was, of course, spectroscopic analysis. For centuries, the main
object of interstellar engineering was the analysis of the "light
signature"” of nore and nore stars in greater and greater detail. Wth this,
and the growing precision of the "hop" itself, standard routes of travel
through the Galaxy were adopted and interstellar travel becanme |ess of an
art and nore of a science.

And yet, even under the Foundation with inproved cal cul ati ng machi nes and a

new nmethod of nechanically scanning the star field for a known "light
signature,” it sonetinmes took days to |locate three stars and then cal cul ate
position in regi ons not previously famliar to t he pilot.

It was the Lens that changed all that. For one thing it required only a
single knowmn star. For another, even a space tyro such as Channis could
operate it.

The nearest sizable star at the noment was Vincetori, according to "hop"
cal cul ations, and on the visiplate now, a bright star was centered. Channis
hoped that it was Vincetori

The field screen of the Lens was thrown directly next that of the visiplate
and with careful fingers, Channis punched out the co-ordinates of
Vincetori. He closed a relay, and the star field sprang to bright view In
it, too, a bright star was centered, but otherwise there seened no
rel ati onship. He adjusted the Lens along the Z-Axis and expanded the Field
to where the photoneter showed both centered stars to be of equa
bri ght ness.

Channis |ooked for a second star, sizably bright, on the visiplate and
found one on the field screen to correspond. Slowy, he rotated the screen
to simlar angular deflection. He twisted his nouth and rejected the result
with a grimace. Again he rotated and another bright star was brought into
position, and a third. And then he grinned. That did it. Perhaps a
specialist with trained relationship perception mght have clicked first
try, but he'd settle for three.

That was the adjustment. In the final step, the two fields overlapped and
merged into a sea of not-quite-rightness. Mst of the stars were close
doubl es. But the fine adjustment did not take | ong. The double stars nelted
together, one field remained, and the "Ship's Position" could now be read
directly off the dials. The entire procedure had taken less than half an
hour .

Channis found Han Pritcher in his private quarters. The general was quite
apparently preparing for bed. He | ooked up

" News ?"
"Not particularly. W’ |l be at Tazenda in another hop."
"1 know. "

"l don't want to bother you if you're turning in, but have you |ooked
through the filmwe picked up in G1?"

Han Pritcher cast a disparaging look at the article in question, where it
lay in its black case upon his | ow bookshel f, "Yes."

"And what do you think?"
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"I think that if there was ever any science to H story, it has been quite
lost in this region of the Galaxy."
Channis grinned broadly, "I know what you nean. Rather barren, isn't it?"

"Not if you enjoy personal chronicles of rulers. Probably unreachable, |

shoul d say, in both directions. Wher e hi story concerns mai nly
personalities, the draw ngs becone either black or white according to the
interests of the witer. | find it all remarkably usel ess. "
"But there 1is talk about Tazenda. That's the point I tried to nake when
gave you the film It's the only one | could find that even nentioned
them"

"Al'l right. They have good rulers and bad. They've conquered a few pl anets,
won sone battles, lost a few There is nothing distinctive about them |
don't think nmuch of your theory, Channis."

"But you've missed a few points. Didn't you notice that they never forned
coalitions? They always renmained conpletely outside the politics of this
corner of the star swarm As you say, they conquered a few planets, but
then they stopped — and that without any startling defeat of consequence.
It's just as if they spread out enough to protect thenselves, but not
enough to attract attention."

"Very well," cane the unenotional response. "I have no objection to
landing. At the worst — a little lost tinme."

"Ch, no. At the worst — conplete defeat. If it is the Second Foundation
Renmenber it woul d be a world of space- knows- how many Mul es. "

"What do you plan to do?"

"Land on sonme minor subject planet. Find out as nuch as we can about
Tazenda first, then inprovise fromthat."

"Al'l right. No objection. |If you don't mnd now, | would |ike the Ilight
out."

Channis left with a wave of his hand.

And in the darkness of a tiny roomin an island of driving nmetal lost in
the vastness of space, General Han Pritcher remained awake, follow ng the
thoughts that |ed himthrough such fantastic reaches.

If everything he had so painfully decided were true — and how all the facts
were beginning to fit — then Tazenda was the Second Foundati on. There was
no way out. But how? How?

Could it be Tazenda? An ordinary world? One without distinction? A slum
lost amid the weckage of an Empire? A splinter among the fragnents? He
remenbered, as from a distance, the Mile's shriveled face and his thin
voi ce as he used to speak of the old Foundation psychol ogist, Ebling Ms,
the one man who had — maybe — |l earned the secret of the Second Foundation

Pritcher recalled the tension of the Mle's words: "It was as if
astoni shment had overwhelmed Ms. It was as though something about the
Second Foundation had surpassed all his expectations, had driven in a
direction conpletely different from what he m ght have assumed. If | could
only have read his thoughts rather than his enotions. Yet the enotions were
pl ain - and above everyt hi ng el se was this vast surprise.”
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Surprise was the keynote. Sonething suprenely astonishing! And now cane
this boy, this grinning youngster, glibly joyful about Tazenda and its
undi sti ngui shed subnormality. And he had to be right. He had to. O herw se,
not hi ng nmade sense.

Pritcher's | ast conscious thought had a touch of grimmess. That hypertracer
along the Etheric tube was still there. He had checked it one hour back,
with Channis well out of the way.

SECOND | NTERLUDE

It was a casual neeting in the anteroom of the Council Chanber — just a few
monents before passing into the Chanber to take up the business of the day
— and the few thoughts flashed back and forth quickly.

"So the Mule is on his way."
"That's what | hear, too. Risky! Mghty risky!"
"Not if affairs adhere to the functions set up."

"The Mule is not an ordinary man — and it is difficult to manipulate his
chosen instrunents wthout detection by him The controlled mnds are
difficult to touch. They say he's caught on to a few cases."

"Yes, | don't see how that can be avoi ded."

"Uncontrolled mnds are easier. But so feware in positions of authority
under hi m-"

They entered the Chanber. Ohers of the Second Foundation followed them
3
Two Men and a Peasant

Rossem is one of those marginal worlds usually neglected in Galactic
hi story and scarcely ever obtruding itself wupon the notice of nen of the
myri ad happi er planets.

In the latter days of the Glactic Enmpire, a few political prisoners had
inhabited its wastes, while an observatory and a snmall Naval garrison
served to keep it from conplete desertion. Later, in the evil days of
strife, even before the time of Hari Seldon, the weaker sort of nen, tired
of the periodic decades of insecurity and danger; weary of sacked pl anets
and a ghostly succession of epheneral enperors naking their way to the
Purple for a few wcked, fruitless years - these nen fled the popul ated
centers and sought shelter in the barren nooks of the @l axy.

Along the chilly wastes of Rossem villages huddled. Its sun was a snall
ruddy niggard that clutched its dribble of heat to itself, while snow beat
thinly down for nine nonths of the year. The tough native grain |lay dornant
in the soil those snowfilled nonths, then grew and ripened in al nbst panic
speed, when the sun's reluctant radiation brought the tenperature to nearly
fifty.

Smal |, goatlike animals cropped the grasslands, kicking the thin snow aside
with tiny, tri-hooved feet.

The nen of Rossem had, thus, their bread and their mlk — and when they
could spare an animal — even their neat. The darkly om nous forests that
gnarled their way over half of the equatorial region of the planet supplied
a tough, fine-grained wood for housing. This wood, together with certain
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furs and mninerals, was even worth exporting, and the ships of the Enpire
came at tinmes and brought in exchange farm nmachinery, atom c heaters, even
televisor sets. The last was not really incongruous, for the |long w nter
i nposed a | onely hibernation upon the peasant.

Imperial history flowed past the peasants of Rossem The trading ships
mght bring news in inpatient spurts; occasionally new fugitives would
arrive — at one time, a relatively large group arrived in a body and
remai ned — and these usually had news of the Gal axy.

It was then that the Rossenites |learned of sweeping battles and deci mated
popul ations or of tyrannical enperors and rebellious viceroys. And they
woul d sigh and shake their heads, and draw their fur collars closer about
their bearded faces as they sat about the village square in the weak sun
and phil osophi zed on the evil of nen.

Then after a while, no trading ships arrived at all, and life grew harder.
Supplies of foreign, soft food, of tobacco, of machinery stopped. Vague
word from scraps gathered on the televisor brought increasingly disturbing
news. And finally it spread that Trantor had been sacked. The great capita
world of all the GGlaxy, the splendid, storied, unapproachable and
i nconpar abl e hone of the enperors had been despoil ed and rui ned and brought
to utter destruction.

It was sonething inconceivable, and to many of the peasants of Rossem
scratching away at their fields, it might well seemthat the end of the
Gal axy was at hand.

And then one day not unlike other days a ship arrived again. The old nen of
each village nodded wisely and lifted their old eyelids to whisper that
thus it had been in their father's tine - but it wasn't, quite.

This ship was not an Inperial ship. The glowi ng Spaceship-and-Sun of the
Enpire was missing from its prow. It was a stubby affair nmade of scraps of
ol der ships — and the nen within called thenselves soldiers of Tazenda.

The peasants were confused. They had not heard of Tazenda, but they greeted
the soldiers nevertheless in the traditional fashion of hospitality. The
newconers inquired closely as to the nature of the planet, the number of
its inhabitants, the nunber of its cities — a word m staken by the peasants
to nean "villages" to the confusion of all concerned — its type of econony
and so on.

O her ships cane and proclamations were issued all over the world that
Tazenda was now the ruling world, that tax-collecting stations would be
established girdling the equator - the inhabited region — that percentages
of grain and furs according to certain nunerical fornulae would be
col l ected annual ly.

The Rossenites had blinked solemmly, uncertain of the word "taxes." Wen
collection tinme canme, nmany had paid, or had stood by in confusion while the
uni formed, other-wordlings |oaded the harvested corn and the pelts on to
the broad ground-cars.

Here and there indignant peasants banded together and brought out ancient
hunting weapons — but of this nothing ever canme. Gunblingly they had
di sbhanded when the men of Tazenda cane and with dismay watched their hard
struggl e for existence becone harder.

But a new equilibriumwas reached. The Tazendian governor |ived dourly in
the village of Gentri, fromwhich all Rossenites were barred. He and the
officials under himwere dimotherworld beings that rarely inpinged on the
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Rossenmite ken. The tax-farmers, Rossemites in the enploy of Tazenda, cane
periodically, but they were creatures of customnow - and the peasant had
| earned how to hide his grain and drive his cattle into the forest, and
refrain fromhaving his hut appear too ostentatiously prosperous. Then with
a dull, unconprehendi ng expression he would greet all sharp questioning as
to his assets by nmerely pointing at what they could see.

Even that grew | ess, and taxes decreased, alnost as If Tazenda wearied of
extorting pennies fromsuch a world.

Tradi ng sprang up and perhaps Tazenda found that nore profitable. The nen
of Rossemno |onger received in exchange the polished creations of the
Enpire, but even Tazendian nmachines and Tazendi an food was better than the
native stuff. And there were clothes for the wonen of other than gray
honme- spun, which was a very inportant thing.

So once again, Glactic history glided past peacefully enough, and the
peasants scrabbled life out of the hard soil

Narovi blew into his beard as he stepped out of his cottage.

The first snows were sifting across the hard ground and the sky was a dull
overcast pink. He squinted carefully upward and decided that no real storm
was in sight. He could travel to Gentri w thout much trouble and get rid of
his surplus grain in return for enough canned foods to last the winter

He roared back through the door, which he opened a crack for the purpose:
"Has the car been fed its fuel, yunker?"

A voice shouted fromw thin, and then Narovi's oldest son, his short, red
beard not yet conpletely outgrowmn its boyish sparseness, joined him

"The car," he said, sullenly, "is fueled and rides well, but for the bad
condition of the axles. For that | amof no blane. | have told you it needs
expert repairs."”

The old nan stepped back and surveyed his son through |owering eyebrows,
then thrust his hairy chin outward: "And is the fault nine? Were and in
what nmanner nmay | achieve expert repairs? Has the harvest then been
anything but scanty for five years? Have ny herds escaped the pest? Have
the pelts clinbed of thensel ves-"

"Narovi!" The well-known voice from wthin stopped himin md-wrd. He
grumbl ed, "Well, well — and now your nother nust insert herself into the
affairs of a father and his son. Bring out the car, and see to it that the
storage trailers are securely attached."

He pounded his gloved hands together, and |looked upward again. The
dim y-ruddy clouds were gathering and the gray sky that showed in the rifts
bore no warnth. The sun was hi dden

He was at the point of |ooking away, when his dropping eyes caught and his
finger alnmpbst automatically rose on high while his nmouth fell openin a
shout, in conplete disregard of the cold air.

"Wfe," he called vigorously, "Od woman — cone here."

An indignant head appeared at a w ndow. The wonman's eyes followed his
finger, gaped. Wth a cry, she dashed down the wooden stairs, snatching up
an old wap and a square of linen as she went. She enmerged with the linen
wr apped insecurely over her head and ears, and the wap dangling from her
shoul ders
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She snuffled: "It is a ship fromouter space."

And Narovi remarked inpatiently: "And what else could it be? W have
visitors, old woman, visitors!"

The ship was sinking slowy to a landing on the bare frozen field in the
northern portions of Narovi's farm

"But what shall we do?" gasped the wonan. "Can we offer these people
hospitality? Is the dirt floor of our hovel to be theirs and the pickings
of last week's hoecake?"

"Shall they then go to our neighbors?" Narovi purpled past the crinson
i nduced by the cold and his arns in their sleek fur covering |lunged out and
sei zed the woman' s brawny shoul ders.

"Wfe of ny soul," he purred, "you will take the two chairs fromour room
downstairs; you wll see that a fat youngling is slaughtered and roasted

with tubers; you will bake a fresh hoecake. | go now to greet these nen of
power from outer space ... and ... and-" He paused, placed his great cap
awy, and scratched hesitantly. "Yes, | shall bring ny jug of brewed grain
as well. Hearty drink is pleasant."”

The wonman's nouth had flapped idly during this speech. Nothing came out.
And when that stage passed, it was only a discordant screech that issued.

Narovi lifted a finger, "Ad woman, what was it the village Elders said a
se' nni ght since? Eh? Stir your nenory. The Elders went fromfarmto farm-—
thensel ves! I magine the inportance of it! — to ask us that should any ships

fromouter space land, they were to be informed imediately on the orders
of the governor.

"And now shall | not seize the opportunity to win into the good graces of
those in power? Regard that ship. Have you ever seen its |like? These nen
from the outer worlds are rich, great. The governor hinself sends such
urgent nessages concerning themthat the Elders walk fromfarmto farmin
the cooling weather. Perhaps the nessage is sent throughout all Rossemthat
these nen are greatly desired by the Lords of Tazenda — and it is on ny
farmthat they are | anding."

He fairly hopped for anxiety, "The proper hospitality now — the mention of
my name to the governor — and what may not be ours?"

Hs wife was suddenly aware of the <cold biting through her thin
house-cl ot hi ng. She |eaped towards the door, shouting over her shoul ders,
"Leave then quickly."

But she was speaking to a man who was even then racing towards the segnent
of the horizon against which the ship sank

Neither the cold of the world, nor its bleak, enpty spaces worried Genera
Han Pritcher. Nor the poverty of their surroundings, nor the perspiring
peasant hi nsel f.

VWhat did bother himwas the question of the wi sdomof their tactics? He and
Channi s were al one here.

The ship, left in space, could take care of itself in ordinary
circunstances, but still, he felt wunsafe. It was Channis, of course, who
was responsible for this nove. He | ooked across at the young man and caught
him wi nking cheerfully at the gap in the furred partition, in which a
worman' s peepi ng eyes and gapi ng nmout h monentarily appear ed.
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Channis, at |east, seened conpletely at ease. That fact Pritcher savored
with a vinegary satisfaction. H's game had not nmuch longer to proceed
exactly as he wi shed it. Yet, meanwhile their wist ultrawave
sender-recei vers were their only connection with the  ship.

And then the peasant host snmiled enornously and bobbed his head severa

times and said in a voice oily with respect, "Noble Lords, | crave leave to
tell you that ny eldest son — a good, worthy |ad whom my poverty prevents
fromeducating as his w sdom deserves — has inforned me that the El ders
will arrive soon. | trust your stay here has been as pleasant as ny hunble
means — for | am poverty-stricken, though a hard-working, honest, and
hunbl e farnmer, as anyone here will tell you - could afford.”
"El ders?" said Channis, lightly. "The chief nen of the region here?"

"So they are, Noble Lords, and honest, worthy men all of them for our
entire village is known throughout Rossem as a just and righteous spot —
though living is hard and the returns of the fields and forests neager.
Perhaps you will nmention to the El ders, Noble Lords, of ny respect and
honor for travelers and it may happen that they will request a new notor
wagon for our household as the old one can scarcely creep and upon the
remmant of it depends our |ivelihood."

He | ooked hunbly eager and Han Pritcher nodded with thee properly al oof
condescension required of the role of "Noble, Lords" bestowed upon them

"A report of your hospitality shall reach the ears of your Elders."

Pritcher seized the next nonents of isolation to speak to the apparently
hal f - sl eepi ng Channi s.

"I amnot particularly fond of this nmeeting of the Elders," he said. "Have

you any thoughts on the subject?"
Channi s seened surprised. "No. Wat worries you?"
"It seems we have better things to do than to beconme conspi cuous here.

Channi s spoke hastily, in a low nonotoned voice: "It may be necessary to
ri sk becom ng conspicuous in our next nmoves. W won't find the type of nen
we want, Pritcher, by sinply reaching out a hand into a dark bag and
groping. Men who rule by tricks of the m nd need not necessarily be nen in
obvious power. 1In the first place, the psychologists of the Second
Foundation are probably a very small mnority of the total popul ation, just
as on your own First Foundation, the technicians and scientists formed a
mnority. The ordinary inhabitants are probably just that — very ordinary.
The psychol ogists nmay even be well hidden, and the nen in the apparently
ruling position, may honestly think they are the true nasters. Qur sol ution
to that problem may be found here on this frozen lump of a planet."

"l don't followthat at all."

"Why, see here, it's obvious enough. Tazenda is probably a huge world of
mllions or hundreds of mllions. How could we identify the psychol ogists
anong them and be able to report truly to the Mule that we have | ocated the
Second Foundation? But here, on this tiny peasant world and subject planet,
an the Tazendian rulers, our host infornms us, are concentrated in their
chief village of Gentri. There may be only a few hundred of themthere,
Pritcher, and anobng themmust be one or nore of the nen of the Second
Foundation. W will go there eventually, but let us see the Elders first —
it's a logical step on the way."

They drew apart easily, as their black-bearded host tunbled into the room
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agai n, obviously agitated.

"Nobl e Lords, the Elders are arriving. | crave |eave to beg you once nore
to mention a word, perhaps, on ny behalf-" He alnpbst bent double in a
par oxysm of fawni ng.

"We shall certainly renmenber you," said Channis. "Are these your Elders?"
They apparently were. There were three.

One approached. He bowed with a dignified respect and said: "W are
honored. Transportation has been provided, Respected sirs, and we hope for
the pl easure of your conpany at our Meeting Hall."

THI RD | NTERLUDE

The First Speaker gazed wistfully at the night sky. Wspy clouds scudded
across the faint stargleans. Space | ooked actively hostile. It was cold and
awful at best but now it contained that strange creature, the Miule, and the
very content seened to darken and thicken it into omnous threat.

The neeting was over. It had not been long. There had been the doubts and
questionings inspired by the difficult mathematical problemof dealing with
a mental rmutant of uncertain makeup. Al the extreme pernutations had had
to be consi dered.

Were they even yet certain? Sonewhere in this region of space — within
reachi ng distance as Galactic spaces go — was the Mile. Wiat would he do?

It was easy enough to handle his nmen. They reacted - and were reacting —
according to plan.

But what of the Miul e hinsel f?
4
Two Men and the El ders

The Elders of this particular region of Rossem were not exactly what one
m ght have expected. They were not a mere extrapol ation of the peasantry;
ol der, nmore authoritative, less friendly.

Not at all.

The dignity that had narked themat first neeting had grown in inpression
till it had reached the mark of being their predom nant characteristic
They sat about their oval table like so many grave and sl ow noving
thinkers. Mst were a trifle past their physical prine, though the few who
possessed beards wore them short and neatly arranged. Still, enough

appeared younger than forty to make it quite obvious that "Elders" was a
term of respect rather than entirely a literal description of age.

The two fromouter space were at the head of the table and in the solem
silence that acconpanied a rather frugal neal that seemed cerenonious
r at her than nouri shing, absorbed the new, contrasting atnosphere.

After the neal and after one or two respectful renmarks — too short and
sinmple to be called speeches — had been nmade by those of the Elders
apparently held nbst in esteem an informality forced itself wupon the
assenbl y.

It was as if the dignity of greeting foreign personages had finally given
way to the amable rustic qualities of curiosity and friendliness.
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They crowded around the two strangers and the flood of questions cane.

They asked if it were difficult to handle a spaceship, how many nen were
required for the job, if better notors could be made for their ground-cars,
if it was true that it rarely snowed on other worlds as was said to be the
case with Tazenda, how many people lived on their world, if it was as |arge
as Tazenda, if it was far away, how their cl othes were woven and what gave
themthe nmetallic shimrer, why they did not wear furs, if they shaved every
day, what sort of stone that was in Pritcher's ring - The list stretched
out .

And al nost al ways the questions were addressed to Pritcher as though, as
the elder, they automatically invested him with the greater authority.
Pritcher found hinself forced to answer at greater and greater length. It
was like an imrersion in a cromd of children. Their questions were those of
utter and disarmng wonder. Their eagerness to know was conpletely
irresistible and woul d not be deni ed.

Pritcher explained that spaceships were not difficult to handle and that
crews varied with the size, fromone to nmany, that the notors of their
ground-cars were unknown in detail to himbut could doubtless be inproved,
that the climates of worlds varied alnost infinitely, that many hundreds of
mllions lived on his world but that it was far smaller and nore
insignificant than the great enpire of Tazenda, that their clothes were
woven of silicone plastics in which netallic luster was artificially
produced by proper orientation of the surface nolecules, and that they
could be artificially heated so that furs were unnecessary, that they
shaved every day, that the stone in his ring was an amethyst. The |ist
stretched out. He found hinself thawing to these naive provincials against
his will.

And al ways as he answered there was a rapid chatter anpbng the Elders, as
though they debated the information gained. It was difficult to follow
these inner discussions of theirs for they |apsed into their own accented
version of the universal Galactic |anguage that, through |ong separation
fromthe currents of |iving speech, had becone archaic.

Al nost, one might say, their curt coments anobng thensel ves hovered on the
edge of understanding, but just managed to elude the clutching tendrils of
conpr ehensi on.

Until finally Channis interrupted to say, "Good sirs, you must answer us
for a while, for we are strangers and woul d be very nmuch interested to know
all we can of Tazenda."

And what happened then was that a great silence fell and each of the
hitherto voluble Elders grew silent. Their hands, which had been noving in
such rapid and delicate acconpaniment to their words as though to give them
greater scope and varied shades of neaning, fell suddenly linp. They stared
furtively at one another, apparently quite willing each to let the other
have all the fl oor.

Pritcher interposed quickly, "My conpanion asks this in friendliness, for
the fane of Tazenda fills the Galaxy and we, of course, shall informthe
gover nor of the loyalty and love of the El ders of Rossem "

No sigh of relief was heard but faces brightened. An Elder stroked his
beard with thunb and forefinger, straightening its slight curl wth a
gentle pressure, and said: "W are faithful servants of the Lords of
Tazenda. "
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Pritcher's annoyance at Channis' bald question subsided. It was apparent,
at least, that the age that he had felt creeping over himof |ate had not
yet deprived him of his own capacity for naking smooth the blunders of
ot hers.

He continued: "We do not know, in our far part of the universe, much of the
past history of the Lords of Tazenda. W presune they have ruled
benevol ently here for a long time."

The sane El der who spoke before, answered. In a soft, automatic way he had
becone spokesman. He said: "Not the grandfather of the oldest can recall a
time in which the Lords were absent."

"It has been a tine of peace?"

"It has been a tinme of peace!" He hesitated. "The governor is a strong and
powerful Lord who would not hesitate to punish traitors. None of us are
traitors, of course.”

"He has punished sone in the past, | inagine, as they deserve."

Again hesitation, "None here have ever been traitors, or our fathers or our
fathers' fathers. But on other worlds, there have been such, and death
followed for themquickly. It is not good to think of for we are hunbl e nen
who are poor farmers and not concerned with matters of politics.”

The anxiety in his voice, the universal concern in the eyes of all of them
was obvi ous.

Pritcher said smoothly: "Could you inform us as to how we can arrange an
audi ence wi th your governor."

And instantly an element of sudden bew ldernment entered the situation

For after a long nmonment, the elder said: "Wy, did you not know? The
governor will be here tonmorrow. He has expected you. It has been a great
honor for us. W ... we hope earnestly that you will report to him
satisfactorily as to our loyalty to him"

Pritcher's smile scarcely tw tched. "Expected us?"

The El der |ooked wonderingly fromone to the other. "Why ... it is now a
week since we have been waiting for you."

Their quarters were undoubtedly |uxurious for the world. Pritcher had lived
in worse. Channi s showed not hi ng but indifference to externals.

But there was an el enent of tension between themof a different nature than
hitherto. Pritcher, felt the time approaching for a definite decision and
yet there was still the desirability of additional waiting. To see the
governor first would be to increase the ganble to dangerous di nensions and
yet to win that ganble mght nulti-double the winnings. He felt a surge of
anger at the slight <crease between Channis' eyebrows, the delicate
uncertainty with which the young man's lower lip presented itself to an
upper tooth. He detested the useless play-acting and yearned for an end to
it.

He said: "W seemto be anticipated.”

"Yes," said Channis, sinply.

"Just that? You have no contribution of greater pith to nmake. W cone here
and find that the governor expects us. Presunably we shall find fromthe
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governor that Tazenda itself expects us. O what value then is our entire
nm ssi on?"

Channi s | ooked wup, wi thout endeavoring to conceal the weary note in his
voi ce: "To expect us is one thing; to know who we are and what we cane for,
i s anot her."

"Do you expect to conceal these things fromnen of the Second Foundati on?"

"Perhaps. Wiy not? Are you ready to throw your hand in? Suppose our ship
was detected in space. Is it unusual for a realmto naintain frontier
observation posts? Even if we were ordinary strangers, we would be of
interest."

"Sufficient interest for a governor to conme to us rather than the reverse?

Channi s shrugged: "W'Il have to neet that problem later. Let us see what
this governor is like."

Pritcher bared his teeth in a bloodless kind of scow. The situation was
becom ng ri di cul ous.

Channis proceeded with an artificial animation: "At |least we know one
thing. Tazenda is the Second Foundation or a mllion shreds of evidence are
unani mously pointing the wong way. How do you interpret the obvious terror
in which these natives hold Tazenda? | see no signs of politica
dom nation. Their groups of Elders apparently neet freely and without
interference of any sort. The taxation they speak of doesn't seemat all
extensive to ne or efficiently carried through. The natives speak much of
poverty but seem sturdy and well-fed. The houses are uncouth and their

vil | ages rude, but are obvi ously adequat e for the pur pose.
"In fact, the world fascinates ne. | have never seen a nore forbiddi ng one,
yet | am convinced there is no suffering anong the population and that
their unconplicated Ilives manage to contain a well-balanced happiness

lacking in the sophisticated popul ations of the advanced centers."

"Are you an adm rer of peasant virtues, then?"

"The stars forbid." Channis seened anused at the idea. "I nerely point out
the significance of all this. Apparently, Tazenda is an efficient
adm nistrator — efficient in a sense far different fromthe efficiency of

the old Empire or of the First Foundation, or even of our own Union. Al
these have brought mechanical efficiency to their subjects at the cost of
nmore intangi bl e val ues. Tazenda brings happi ness and sufficiency. Don't you
see that the whole orientation of their domination is different? It is not
physi cal, but psychol ogical . "

"Real | y?" Pritcher, allowed hinself irony. "And the terror with which the
El ders spoke of the punishment of treason by these kind hearted
psychol ogi st adm ni strators? How does t hat sui t your t hesi s?"

"Were they the objects of the punishnent? They speak of punishnent only of

others. It is as if know edge of punishnent has been so well inplanted in
them that punishnent itself need never be used. The proper nental attitudes
are so inserted into their minds that | amcertain that not a Tazendi an

sol di er exists on the planet. Don't you see all this?"

"I"ll see perhaps," said Pritcher, <coldly, "when | see the governor. And
what, by the way, if our mentalities are handl ed?"

Channis replied wth brutal contenpt: "You should be accustonmed to that."
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Pritcher whitened perceptibly, and, with an effort, turned away. They spoke
to one another no more that day.

It was in the silent w ndlessness of the frigid night, as he listened to
the soft, sleeping notions of the other, that Pritcher silently adjusted
his wist-transnmitter to the ultrawave region for which Channis' was
unadj ust abl e and, w th noiseless touches of his fingernail, contacted the
shi p.

The answer cane in little periods of noiseless vibration that barely lifted
t hensel ves above the sensory threshol d.

Twi ce Pritcher asked: "Any comunications at all yet?"
Twi ce the answer cane: "None. W wait always."

He got out of bed. It was cold in the roomand he pulled the furry bl anket
around himas he sat in the chair and stared out at the crowding stars so
different in the brightness and conplexity of their arrangenment fromthe
even fog of the Galactic Lens that dominated the night sky of his native
Peri phery.

Sonewhere there between the stars was the answer to the conplications that
overwhelmed him and he felt the yearning for that solution to arrive and
end things.

For a nmonment he wondered again if the Mule were right — if Conversion had
robbed him of the firmsharp edge of self-reliance. O was it sinply age
and the fluctuations of these |ast years?

He didn't really care
He was tired.

The governor of Rossemarrived with minor ostentation. H s only conpani on
was the uniformed man at the controls of the ground-car.

The ground-car itself was of lush design but to Pritcher it appeared

inefficient. It turned clunmsily; nore than once it apparently bal ked at
what m ght have been a too-rapid change of gears. It was obvious at once
from its design that it ran on chemcal, and not on atomic, fuel

The Tazendi an governor stepped softly on to the thin layer of snow and
advanced between two |ines of respectful Elders. He did not |ook at them
but entered quickly. They followed after him

From the quarters assigned to them the two nen of the Miule's Union
watched. He - the governor — was thickset, rather stocky, short,
uni npr essi ve.

But what of that?

Pritcher cursed hinself for a failure of nerve. Hs face, to be sure,
remained icily calm There was no huniliation before Channis — but he knew
very well that his blood pressure had hei ghtened and his throat had becone
dry.

It was not a case of physical fear. He was not one of those dull-wtted,
uni magi nati ve men of nervel ess neat who were too stupid ever to be afraid —
but physical fear he could account for and di scount.

But this was different. It was the other fear

He gl anced quickly at Channis. The young nan glanced idly at the nails of
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one hand and poked | ei surely at sone trifling unevenness.

Sonet hing inside Pritcher becane vastly indignant. Wat had Channis to fear
of mental handling?

Pritcher caught a mental breath and tried to think back. How had he been
before the Mile had Converted himfromthe die-hard Denocrat that he was.
It was hard to renenber. He could not place hinself mentally. He could not
break the <clinging wres that bound him enotionally to the Mile.
Intellectually, he could remenber that he had once tried to assassinate the
Mul e but not for all the straining he could endure, could he renenber his
enotions at the time. That night be the self-defense of his own mnd,
however, for at the intuitive thought of what those enotions m ght have
been — not realizing the details, but merely conprehending the drift of it
— his stomach grew queasy.

What if the governor tanpered with his m nd?

Wat if the insubstantial nmental tendrils of a Second Foundationer
insinuated itself down the enotional crevices of his makeup and pull ed them
apart and rejoined then?

There had been no sensation the first tine. There had been no pain, no

mental jar — not even a feeling of discontinuity. He had always |oved the
Mule. If there had ever been a tinme long before — as long before as five
short years — when he had thought he hadn't Ioved him that he had hated
him — that was just a horrid illusion. The thought of that illusion

enbarrassed him
But there had been no pain.

Wul d nmeeting the governor duplicate that? Wuld all that had gone before —
all his service for the Mule — all his life's orientation — join the hazy,
other-life dreamthat held the word, Denobcracy. The Miule al so a dream and
only to Tazenda, his loyalty-

Sharply, he turned away.
There was that strong desire to retch.
And then Channis' voice clashed on his ear, "I think this is it, general."

Pritcher turned again. An El der had opened the door silently and stood wth
a dignified and cal mrespect upon the threshol d.

He said, "H's Excellency, Governor of Rossem in the nane of the Lords of
Tazenda, is pleased to present his perm ssion for an audi ence and request
your appearance before him™"

"Sure thing," and Channis tightened his belt wth a jerk and adjusted a
Rossem an hood over his head.

Pritcher's jaw set. This was the beginning of the real ganble.

The governor of Rossem was not of fornidabl e appearance. For one thing, he
was bareheaded, and his thinning hair, Iight brown, tending to gray, |ent
himmldness. Hi s bony eye-ridges |lowered at them and his eyes, set in a
fine network of surrounding winkles, seened calculating, but his
fresh-cropped chin was soft and small and, by the universal convention of
followers of the pseudoscience of reading character by facial bony
structure, seened "weak."

Pritcher, avoided the eyes and watched the <chin. He didn't know whether
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that would be effective — if anything would be.

The governor's voice was high-pitched, indifferent: "Wl come to Tazenda. W
greet you in peace. You have eaten?"

Hs hand — long fingers, gnarled veins — waved alnost regally at the
U shaped tabl e.

They bowed and sat down. The governor sat at the outer side of the base of
the U they on the inner; along both arns sat the double row of silent
El ders.

The governor spoke in short, abrupt sentences - praising the food as
Tazendi an inportations — and it had indeed a quality different if, sonehow,
not so much better, than the rougher food of the Elders — disparaging

Rossem an weather, referring wth an attenpt at casualness to the
intricacies of space travel

Channis talked little. Pritcher not at all

Then it was over. The small, stewed fruits were finished; the napkins used
and di scarded, and the governor |eaned back

H s small eyes sparkl ed.

"I have inquired as to your ship. Naturally, | would like to see that it
receives due care and overhaul. | am told its whereabouts are unknown."
"True." Channis replied lightly. "W have left it in space. It is a large

ship, suitable for long journeys in sometimes hostile regions, and we felt
that landing it here might give rise to doubts as to our peacefu
intentions. W preferred to | and al one, unarned."

"A friendly act,"” comrented the governor, w thout conviction. "A large
ship, you say?"

"Not a vessel of war, excellency."
"Ha, hum Where is it you conme fronP"

"Asmall world of the Santanni sector, your excellency. It may be you are
not aware of its existence for it lacks inportance. W are interested in
establishing trade rel ationships."

"Trade, eh? And what have you to sell?'

"Machi nes of all sorts, excellency. |In return, food, wood, ores
"Ha, hum" The governor seemed doubtful. "I knowlittle these matters.
Per haps nmutual profit may be arranged. Perhaps, after | have exam ned your
credentials at Ilength — for nuch information will be required by ny
governnent before matters may proceed, you understand — and after | have
| ooked over your ship, it wuld be advisable for you to proceed to
Tazenda. "

There was no answer to that, and the governor's attitude iced perceptibly.
"It is necessary that | see your ship, however."

Channi s said distantly: "The ship, unfortunately, is undergoing repairs at
the nmonent. If your excellency would not object giving us forty-eight
hours, it will be at your service."

"l am not accustoned to waiting."
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For the first time, Pritcher met the glare of the other, eye to eye, and
his breath exploded softly inside him For a nonent, he had the sensation
of drowning, but then his eyes tore away.

Channis did not waver. He said: "The ship cannot be | anded for forty-eight
hours, excellency. W are here and unarned. Can you doubt our honest
i ntentions?"

There was a long silence, and then the governor said gruffly, "Tell ne of
the world from which you cone."

That was all. It passed with that. There was no nore unpl easantness. The
governor, having fulfilled his official duty, apparently lost interest and
t he audi ence died a dull death.

And when it was all over, Pritcher found hinself back in their quarters and
took stock of hinself.

Carefully — holding his breath — he "felt" his enptions. Certainly he
seemed no different to hinself, but would he feel any difference? Had he
felt different after the Mile's Conversion? Had not everything seened
natural ? As it should have been?

He experi ment ed.

Wth cold purpose, he shouted inside the silent caverns of his mnd, and
the shout was, "The Second Foundation nust be discovered and destroyed."

And the enmption that acconpanied it was honest hate. There was not as nuch
as a hesitation involved init.

And then it was in his mind to substitute the word "Mile" for the phrase
"Second Foundation" and his breath caught at the nmere enotion and his
tongue cl ogged.

So far, good.

But had he been handled otherwise - nore subtly? Had tiny changes been
made? Changes that he couldn't detect because their very exi stence warped
hi s judgnent.

There was no way to tell.

But he still felt absolute loyalty to the Mule! If that were unchanged,
nothing else really mattered.

He turned his mnd to action again. Channis was busy at his end of the
room Pritcher's t hunbnai | idled at hi s wri st conmuni cat or

And then at the response that came he felt a wave of relief surge over him
and | eave hi m weak.

The quiet nuscles of his face did not betray him but inside he was
shouting with joy — and when Channis turned to face him he knew that the
farce was about over.

FOURTH | NTERLUDE
The two Speakers passed each other on the road and one stopped the other.
"I have word fromthe First Speaker."

There was a hal f-apprehensive flicker in the other's eyes. "Intersection

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (33 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt
poi nt ?"
"Yes! May we live to see the dawn!"
5
One Man and the Mil e

There was no sign in any of Channis' actions that he was aware of any
subtle change in the attitude of Pritcher, and in their relations to each
other. He |eaned back on the hard wooden bench and spread-eagled his feet
out in front of him

"What did you nake of the governor?"

Pritcher shrugged: "Nothing at all. He certainly seened no nental genius to
me. A very poor specimen of the Second Foundation, if that's what he was
supposed to be."

"I don't think he was, you know. |I'mnot sure what to nake of it. Suppose
you were a Second Foundationer," Channis grew thoughtful, "what would you
do? Suppose you had an idea of our purpose here. How woul d you handl e us?"

"Conversion, of course.™

"Li ke the Ml e?" Channis |ooked up, sharply. "Wuld we know if they had
converted us? | wonder— And what if they were sinply psychol ogists, but
very clever ones."

"In that case, |1'd have us killed rather quickly."

"And our ship? No." Channis wagged a forefinger. "W're playing a bluff,

Pritcher, old man. It can only be a bluff. Even if they have enotiona

control down pat, we — you and | — are only fronts. It's the Mil e they nust
fight, and they're being just as careful of us as we are of them |I'm
assuning that they know who we are."

Pritcher, stared coldly: "Wat do you intend doing?"

"WAit." The word was bitten off. "Let themcone to us. They're worried,
maybe about the ship, but probably about the Miule. They bluffed with the

governor. It didn't work. W stayed pat. The next person they'll send will
be a Second Foundationer, and he'll propose a deal of some sort.”
"And t hen?"

"And then we nmake the deal ."
"l don't think so."

"Because you think it will doubl e-cross the Mul e? It won't.

"No, the Mul e could handl e your doubl e-crosses, any you could invent. But |
still don't think so."

"Because you think then we couldn't double-cross the Foundationers?”
"Perhaps not. But that’s not the reason.”

Channis let his glance drop to what the other held in his fist, and said
grimy: "You nean that's the reason."

Pritcher cradled his blaster, "That's right. You are wunder arrest."”
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n \M y ? n

"For treason to the First Ctizen of the Union."

Channi s' l'ips har dened upon one anot her: "What ' s goi ng on?"
"Treason! As | said. And correction of the mtter, on ny part."
" Your proof? O evi dence, assunptions, daydreams? Are you mad?"

"No. Are you? Do you think the Mile sends out unweaned youngsters on
ridi cul ous swashbuckling mssions for nothing? It was queer to ne at the
time. But | wasted tine in doubting nyself. Wiy should he send you? Because
you smile and dress wel|? Because you're twenty-eight."

"Per haps because | can be trusted. O aren't you in the market for |ogica
reasons?"

"Or perhaps because you can't be trusted. Wiich is |logical enough, as it
turns out."

"Are we matching paradoxes, or is this all a word gane to see who can say
the least in the nost words?"

And the bl aster advanced, with Pritcher after it. He stood erect before the
younger nman: "Stand up!"

Channis did so, in no particular hurry, and felt the nuzzle of the blaster
touch his belt with no shrinking of the stomach muscl es.

Pritcher said: "Wiat the Mile wanted was to find the Second Foundation. He
had failed and I had failed, and the secret that neither of us can find is
a well-hidden one. So there was one outstanding possibility left — and that
was to find a seeker who ready knew the hiding-place."

"I's that |?"
"Apparently it was. | didn't know then, of course, but though ny m nd nust
be slowing, it still points inthe right direction. How easily we found

Star's End! How mracul ously you exam ned the correct Field Region of the
Lens from among an infinite nunmber of possibilties! And having done so, how
nicely we observe just the correct point for observation! You clunsy fool
Did you so underestinmate me that no conbination of inpossible fortuties
struck you as being too much for ne to swall ow?"

“You nean |'ve been too successful ?"
"Too successful by half for any |oyal nman."
"Because the st andards of success you set me were so | ow?"

And the bl aster prodded, though in the face that confront Channis only the
cold glitter of the eyes betrayed the growi ng anger: "Because you are in
the pay of the Second Foundation."

"Pay?"— infinite contenpt. "Prove that."
"Or under the nental influence.”
"Wthout the Miul e's know edge? Ri dicul ous."

"Wth the Mule's know edge. Exactly ny point, nmy you dullard. Wth the
Mul e' s knowl edge. Do you suppose else that you would be given a shipto
play with? You led us to the Second Foundation as you were supposed to do."
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"I thresh a kernel of something or other out of this imensity of chaff.
May | ask why I'm supposed to be doing all this? If were a traitor, why
should | lead you to the Second Foundation? Wiy not hither and yon through
the @Gl axy, skipping gaily, finding no more than you ever did?

"For the sake of the ship. And because the men of the Second Foundation
qui te obviously need atomic warfare for self-defense.”

"You'll have to do better than that. One ship won't nmean thing to them and
if they think they'Il learn science from it a build atom c power plants
next year, they are very, very sinple Second Foundationers, indeed. On the
order of sinplicity as yourself, | should say."

"You will have the opportunity to explain that to the Mile."
"W're going back to Kal gan?"

"On the contrary. We're staying here. And the Mule will join us in fifteen
mnutes — nore or less. Do you think he hasn't followed us, ny
sharp-witted, ninble-minded |unmp of self-adniration? You have played the
decoy well in reverse. You nmay not have led our victinms to us, but you have
certainly led us to our victinms."

"May | sit down," said Channis, "and explain sonmething to you in picture
drawi ngs? Pl ease. "

"You will remain standing."

At that, | can say it as well standing. You think the Mile followed us
because of the hypertracer on the commruni cati on circuit?"

The bl aster m ght have wavered. Channis wouldn't have sworn to it. He said:

"You don't look surprised. But I don't waste time doubting that you fee
surprised. Yes, | knew about it. And now, having shown vyou that |I knew of
something you didn't think I did, 1'll tell you something you don't know,

that | know you don't."

"You allow yourself too nmany prelimnaries, Channis. | should think your
sense of invention was nore snmoothly greased

"There's on invention to this. There have been traitors, of course, or
eneny agents, if you prefer that term But the Mile knew of that in a
rather curious way. It seens, you see, that some of his Converted nmen had
been tanpered with."

The blaster did waver that time. Unm stakably.

"l enphasize that, Pritcher. 1t was why he needed ne. | was an Unconverted
man. Didn't he enphasize to you that he needed an Unconverted? Wether he
gave you the real reason or not?"

"Try sonmething else, Channis. |If | were against the Mule, 1'd knowit."
Quietly, rapidly, Pritcher was feeling his nmind. It felt the sane. It felt
the sane. Cbviously the nman was |ying.

"You nean you feel loyal to the Mile. Perhaps. Loyalty wasn't tanpered
with. Too easily detectable, the Miule said. But how do you feel nentally?
Sl uggi sh? Since you started this trip, have you always felt normal ? O have
you felt strange sonetimes, as though you weren't quite yourself? Wat are
you trying to do, bore a hole through nme without touching the trigger?"

Pritcher withdrew his blaster half an inch, "What are you trying to say?"
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"l say that you've been tanpered with. You' ve been handl ed. You didn't see
the Mule install that hypertracer. You didn't see anyone do it. You just
found it there, and assunmed it was the Mile, and ever since you've been
assunming he was followng wus. Sure, the wist receiver you' re wearing
contacts the ship on a wave length nine isn't good for. Do you think
didn't know that?" He was speaking quickly now, angrily. H's cloak of
indifference had dissolved into savagery. "But it's not the Mile that's
coming toward us fromout there. It's not the Mule."

"Who, if not?"

"Wl |, who do you suppose? | found that hypertracer, the day we left. But |
didn't think it was the Mule. He had no reason for indirection at that
point. Don't you see the nonsense of it? If | were a traitor and he knew
that, I could be Converted as easily as you were, and he would have the
secret of the location of the Second Foundation out of my mnd wthout
sending me half across the Gal axy. Can you keep a secret fromthe Mil e? And
if | didn't know, then | couldn't lead himto it. So why send ne in either
case?

"Cbviously, that hypertracer nust have been put there by an agent of the
Second Foundation. That's who's com ng towards us now. And woul d you have
been fooled if your precious mnd hadn't been tanpered with? Wat kind of
normal ity have you that you imgine imense folly to be wi sdon? Me bring a
ship to the Second Foundation? What would they do with a ship?

"It's you they want, Pritcher. You know nore about the Union than anyone
but the Mule, and you're not dangerous to themwhile he is. That's why they
put the direction of search into ny mnd. O course, it was conpletely
i mpossible for ne to find Tazenda by random searchi ngs of the Lens. | knew
that. But | knew there was the Second Foundation after us, and | knew they
engineered it. Wiy not play their game? It was a battle of bluffs. They
wanted us and | wanted their Jlocation — and space take the one that
couldn't outbluff the other

"But it's we that will lose as long as you hold that blaster on nme. And it
obviously isn't your idea. It's theirs. Gve ne the blaster, Pritcher.

know it seens wong to you, but it isn't your mnd speaking, it's the
Second Foundation within you. Gve ne the blaster, Pritcher, and we'll face

what's com ng now, together."

Pritcher, faced a growing confusion in horror. Plausibility! Could he be so
wong? Wiy this eternal doubt of hinself? Wy wasn't he sure? Wat nade
Channi s sound so pl ausi bl e?

Pl ausi bility!
O was it his own tortured mind fighting the invasion of the alien
Was he split in two?

Hazily, he saw Channis standing before him hand outstretched — and
suddenly, he knew he was going to give himthe bl aster

And as the nuscles of his armwere on the point of contracting in the
proper nmanner to do so, the door opened, not hastily, behind him- and he
t ur ned.

There are perhaps nen in the Galaxy who can be confused for one another
even by men at their peaceful |eisure. Correspondingly, there may be
conditions of m nd when even unlikely pairs may be m s-recogni zed. But the
Mul e ri ses above any conbi nation of the two factors.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (37 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

Not all Pritcher's agony of mnd prevented the instantaneous nental flood
of cool vigor that engul fed him

Physically, the Miule could not donminate any situation. Nor did he dom nate
thi s one.

He was rather a ridiculous figure in his layers of clothing that thickened
hi m past his normality without allowing himto reach normal di mensions even
so. Hs face was nuffled and the wusually dom nant beak covered what was
left in a cold-red prom nence.

Probably as a vision of rescue, no (greater incongruity could exist.
He said: "Keep your blaster, Pritcher."

Then he turned to Channis, who had shrugged and seated hinself: "The
enoti onal context here seens rather confusing and considerably in conflict.
What ' s this about soneone ot her t han nysel f following you?"

Pritcher intervened sharply: "Was a hypertracer placed upon our ship by
your orders, sir?"

The Mul e turned cool eyes upon him "Certainly. Is it very likely that any
organi zation in the Galaxy other than the Union of Wrlds woul d have access
to it?

"He sai d-"

"Well, he's here, general. Indirect quotation is not necessary. Have you
been sayi ng anyt hi ng, Channi s?"

"Yes. But mistakes apparently, sir. It has been ny opinion that the tracer
was put there by soneone in the pay of the Second Foundation and that we
had been |led here for sone purpose of theirs, which | was prepared to
counter. | was under the further inpression that the general was nore or
less in their hands."

"You sound as if you think so no |onger."
"I'm afraid not. O it would not have been you at the door."

"Well, then, let us thresh this out.” The Mil e peeled off the outer |ayers
of padded, and electrically heated clothing. "Do you mnd if | sit down as
wel |l ? Now — we are safe here and perfectly free of any danger of intrusion
No native of this lunp of ice will have any desire to approach this place
I assure you of that," and there was a grim earnestness about his
i nsi stence upon his powers.

Channi s showed his disgust. "Wy privacy? |Is sonmeone going to serve tea and
bring out the dancing girls?"

"Scarcely. What was this theory of yours, young man? A Second Foundati oner
was tracing you with a device which no one but | have and — how did you say
you found this place?"

"Apparently, sir, it seens obvious, in order to account for known facts,
that certain notions have been put into ny head-"

"By these same Second Foundati oners?"
"No one else, |I imagine."

"Then it did not occur to you that if a Second Foundationer could force, or
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entice, or inveigle you into going to the Second Foundation for purposes of
his own — and | assune you imagined he used nethods sinilar to mne,
t hough, mind you, | can inplant only enptions, not ideas — it did not occur
to you that iif he could do that there was little necessity to put a
hypertracer on you.

And Channis |looked up sharply and met his sovereign's large eyes with
sudden startle. Pritcher grunted and a visible relaxation showed itself in
hi s shoul ders.

"No, " said Channis, "that hadn't occurred to ne."

"Or that if they were obliged to trace you, they couldn't feel capable of
directing you, and that, wundirected, you could have precious little chance
of finding your way here as you did. Dd that occur to you?"

"That, neither."

"Way not? Has your intellectual |level receded to a
so- much- gr eat er -t han- probabl e degr ee?"

"The only answer is a question, sir. Are you joining General Pritcher in
accusing me of being a traitor?"

"You have a defense in case | anf"

"Only the one | presented to the general. If | were a traitor and knew the
wher eabouts of the Second Foundation, you could Convert ne and |learn the
know edge directly. If you felt it necessary to trace ne, then | hadn't the
know edge beforehand and wasn't a traitor. So | answer your paradox wth
anot her."

"Then your concl usion?"
"That | amnot a traitor."
"To whi ch I nust agr ee, since your argunent is irrefutable.”

"Then may | ask you why you had us secretly foll owed?"

"Because to all the facts there is a third explanation. Both you and
Pritcher explained sone facts in your own individual ways, but not all. | -
if you can spare nme the tine — will explain all. And in a rather short

time, so there is little danger of boredom Sit down, Pritcher, and give ne
your blaster. There is no danger of attack on us any longer. None fromin
here and none fromout there. None in fact even fromthe Second Foundation

Thanks to you, Channis."

The roomwas |it in the usual Rossem an fashion of electrically heated
wire. A single bulb was suspended fromthe ceiling and in its dimyellow
glow, the three cast their individual shadows.

The Mule said: "Since | felt it necessary to trace Channis, it was obvious
| expect to gain sonething thereby. Since he went to the Second Foundati on
with a startling speed and directness, we can reasonably assune that that
was what | was expecting to happen. Since | did not gain the know edge from
himdirectly, sonething nust have been preventing ne. Those are the facts.
Channis, of course, knows the answer. So do I. Do you see it, Pritcher?"

And Pritcher said doggedly: "No, sir."

"Then I'Il explain. Only one kind of nan can both know the | ocation of the
Second Foundation and prevent me fromlearning it. Channis, |I'mafraid
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you' re a Second Foundati oner yourself."

And Channis' elbows rested on his knees as he |eaned forward, and through
stiff and angry lips said: "Wat is your direct evidence? Deduction has
proven wong tw ce today."

"There is direct evidence, too, Channis. It was easy enough. | told you
that ny nen had been tanpered with. The tanperer nust have been, obviously,
sonmeone who was a) Unconverted, and b) fairly close to the center of
things. The field was large but not entirely unlimted. You were too
successful, Channis. People liked you too nuch. You got along too well. |
wonder ed—

"And then | summoned you to take over this expedition and it didn't set you

back. | watched your emotions. It didn't bother you. You overplayed the
confidence there, Channis. No man of real conpetence could have avoi ded a
dash of uncertainty at a job like that. Since your mind did avoid it, it

was either a foolish one or a controll ed one.

It was easy to test the alternatives. | seized your nmind at a nonent of
relaxation and filled it with grief for an instant and then renoved it. You
were angry afterwards with such acconplished art that | could have sworn it
was a natural reaction, but for that which went first. For when | wenched
at your enotions, for just one instant, for one tiny instant before you
could catch yourself, your mnd resisted. It was all | needed to know.

"No one could have resisted me, even for that tiny instant, w thout contro
simlar to mne."

Channi s' voi ce was low and bitter: "Well, t hen? Now  what ?"

"And now you die — as a Second Foundationer. Quite necessary, as | believe
you realize."

And once again Channis stared into the nmuzzle of a blaster. A nuzzle guided
this time by a mnd, not like Pritcher's capable of offhand twisting to
suit hinself, but by one as mature as his own and as resistant to force as
hi s own.

And the period of tine allotted himfor a correction of events was snall.

VWhat followed thereafter is difficult to describe by one wth the norma
compl enent of senses and the normal incapacity for enotional control

Essentially, this is what Channis realized in the tiny space of tine
involved in the pushing of the Mle's thunb wupon the trigger contact.

The Mile's current enotional nmakeup was one of a hard and polished
determination, wunnmisted by hesitationin the least. Had Channis been
sufficiently interested afterward to calculate the tinme involved fromthe
determination to shoot to the arrival of the disintegrating energies, he
m ght have realized that his leeway was about one-fifth of a second.

That was barely tinme.

Wat the Mule realized in that sane tiny space of tine was that the
enotional potential of Channis' brain had surged suddenly upwards without
his own nmind feeling any inpact and that, sinmultaneously, a flood of pure,
thrilling hatred cascaded upon him from an unexpected direction

It was that new enotional elenment that jerked his thunb off the contact.
Not hing el se could have done it, and alnobst together with his change of
action, came conplete realization of the new situation.
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It was a tableau that endured far | ess than the significance adhering to it
should require froma dramatic standpoint. There was the Mile, thunb off
the blaster, staring intently upon Channis There was Channis taut, not
quite daring to breathe yet. And there was Pritcher, convulsed in his
chair; every nuscle at a spasnodi c breaking point; every tendon withing in
an effort to hurl forward; his face twisted at last out of schooled
woodenness into an unrecogni zabl e death mask of horrid hate; and his eyes
only and entirely and suprenely upon the Mil e.

Only a word or two passed between Channis and the Mule — only a word or two
and that wutterly revealing streamof enotional consciousness that renmins
forever the true interplay of understandi ng between such as they. For the
sake of our own limts, it is necessary to translate into words what went
on, then, and thenceforward.

Channis said, tensely: "You re between two fires, First Citizen. You can't
control two minds simultaneously, not when one of themis nmine - so you
have your choice. Pritcher, is free of your Conversion now |'ve snapped
the bonds. He's the old Pritcher; the one who tried to kill you once; the
one who thinks you're the eneny of all that is free and right and holy; and
he's the one besides who knows that you' ve debased himto helpless

adul ation for five years. |'m hol ding himback now by suppressing his wll,
but if you kill me, that ends, and in considerably less tinme than you could
shift your Dbl aster or even your will — he will kill you. "

The Mule quite plainly realized that. He did not nove.

Channi s continued: "If you turn to place himunder control, to kill him to
do anything, you won't ever be quick enough to turn again to stop ne."

The Mile still did not move. Only a soft sigh of realization

"So," said Channis, "throw down the blaster, and let us be on even terns
agai n, and you can have Pritcher back."

"I made a mistake," said the Miule, finally. "It was wong to have a third
party present when | confronted you. It introduced one variable too nany.
It is a mstake that nust be paid for, | suppose.”

He dropped the blaster carelessly, and kicked it to the other end of the
room Si mul t aneousl y, Pritcher crumpl ed into pr of ound sl eep

"He'l'l be normal  when he awakes," said the Mile, indifferently.

The entire exchange fromthe tine the Mule's thunb had begun pressing the
trigger-contact to the tinme he dropped the blaster had occupi ed just under
a second and a half of tine.

But just beneath the borders of consciousness, for a time just above the
borders of detection, Channis caught a fugitive enotional gleam in the
Mile's mnd. And it was still one of sure and confident triunph.

6
One Man, the Mul e — and Anot her

Two nen, apparently relaxed and entirely at ease, poles apart physically —
with every nerve that served as enotional detector quivering tensely.

The Mule, for the first tine in long years, had insufficient surety of his
own way. Channis knew that, though he could protect hinmself for the nonent,
it was an effort — and that the attack upon him was none such for his
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opponent . In a test of endurance, Channis knew he woul d | ose.

But it was deadly to think of that. To give away to the Miul e an enotiona
weakness would be to hand hima weapon. There was already that glinpse of
something — a winner's sonething — in the Mile's mind.

To gain tinme—

Wiy did the others delay? Was that the source of the Mile's confidence?
What did his opponent know that he didn't? The nmind he watched told
nothing. If only he could read ideas. And yet-

Channi s braked his owmn nental whirling roughly. There was only that; to
gain tinme—

Channis said: "Since it is decided, and not denied by nyself after our
little duel over Pritcher, that | am a Second Foundati oner, suppose you
tell me why | cane to Tazenda."

"Ch, no," and the Mile |aughed, with high-pitched confidence, "I am not
Pritcher. | need nmake no explanations to you. You had what you thought were
reasons. \Whatever they were, your actions suited ne, and so | inquire no
further."

"Yet there nmnust be such gaps in your conception of the story. |Is Tazenda
the Second Foundation you expected to find? Pritcher spoke rmuch of your
other attenmpt at finding it, and of your psychol ogist tool, Ebling Ms. He
babbled a bit sonetimes wunder nmy ... uh ... slight encouragenent. Think
back on Ebling Ms, First Citizen."

"Why shoul d I ?" Confidence!

Channis felt that confidence edge out into the open, as if with the passage
of time, any anxiety the Miule nmight be having was increasingly vanishing.

He said, firmly restraining the rush of desperation: "You lack curiosity,
then? Pritcher told ne of Ms' wvast surprise at sonething. There was his
terribly drastic urging for speed, for a rapid warning of the Second
Foundation? Wy? Wwy? Ebling Ms died. The Second Foundation was not
war ned. And yet the Second Foundation exists."

The Mule smiled in real pleasure, and with a sudden and surprising dash of
cruelty that Channis felt advance and suddenly wi thdraw. "But apparently
the Second Foundation was warned. Else how and why did one Bail Channis
arrive on Kalgan to handle nmy nen and to assune the rather thankless task
of outwitting me. The war ni ng cane too |ate, that is all."

"Then," and Channis allowed pity to drench outward fromhim "you don't
even know what the Second Foundation is, or anything of the deeper mneaning
of all that has been going on."

To gain tine!

The Mile felt the other's pity, and his eyes narrowed with instant
hostility. He rubbed his nose in his famliar four-fingered gesture, and
snapped: " Anuse yoursel f, then. What of the Second Foundation?"

Channi s spoke deliberately, in words rather than in enotional synbol ogy. He
said: "Fromwhat | have heard, it was the nystery that surrounded the
Second Foundation that nost puzzled Ms. Hari Sel don founded his two units
so differently. The First Foundation was a splurge that in two centuries
dazzled half the Galaxy. And the Second was an abyss that was dark
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"You won't understand why that was, unless you can once again feel the
intellectual atnosphere of the days of the dying Enpire. It was a tine of
absolutes, of the great final generalities, at least in thought. It was a
sign of decaying culture, of course, that dans had been built against the
further devel opnent of ideas. It was his revolt against these dans that
made Sel don fampus. It was that one |ast spark of youthful creation in him
that lit the Enpire in a sunset glow and dimy foreshadowed the rising sun
of the Second Empire."

"Very dramatic. So what?"

"So he created his Foundations according to the | aws of psychohistory, but
who knew better than he that even those laws were relative. He never
created a finished product. Finished products are for decadent minds. His
was an evol ving nechani smand the Second Foundation was the instrunent of
that evolution. W, First Citizen of your Tenporary Union of Worlds, we are
the guardians of Seldon's Plan. Only we!"

"Are you trying to talk vyourself into courage," inquired the Mile,
contenptuously, "or are you trying to inpress ne? For the Second
Foundation, Seldon's Plan, the Second Enpire all inpresses ne not the

| east, nor touches any spring of conpassion, synpathy, responsibility, nor
any other source of enptional aid you nay be trying to tap in nme. And in
any case, poor fool, speak of the Second Foundation in the past tense, for
it is destroyed."

Channis felt the enotional potential that pressed upon his mind rise in
intensity as the Mule rose from his chair and approached. He fought back
furiously, but something crept relentlessly on within him battering and
bendi ng his m nd back — and back

He felt the wall behind him and the Mile faced him skinny arns aki nbo,
lips smling terribly beneath that nountain of nose.

The Mule said: "Your gane is through, Channis. The game of all of you-of
all the men of what used to be the Second Foundation. Used to be! Used to
be!

"VWhat were you sitting here waiting for all this time, with your babble to
Pritcher, when you m ght have struck himdown and taken the blaster from
himw thout the least effort of physical force? You were waiting for ne,
weren't you, waiting to greet me in a situation that would not too arouse
my suspi ci ons.

"Too bad for you that | needed no arousal. | knew you. |I knew you well,
Channi s of the Second Foundation

"But what are you waiting for now? You still throw words at nme desperately,
as though the nere sound of your voice would freeze ne to ny seat. And all
the while vyou speak, sonething in your mind is waiting and waiting and is
still waiting. But no one is comng. None of those you expect - none of
your allies. You are alone here, Channis, and you will renain alone. Do you
know why?

"I't is because your Second Foundation niscalculated me to the very dregs of
the end. | knew their plan early. They thought | would foll ow you here and
be proper neat for their cooking. You were to be a decoy indeed — a decoy
for a poor, foolish weakling mutant, so hot on the trail of Enpire that he
would fall blindly into an obvious pit. But am | their prisoner?

"I wonder if it occurred to themthat |1'd scarcely be here w thout ny fleet
— against the artillery of any wunit of which they are entirely and
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pitifully helpless? Didit occur to them that | would not pause for
di scussion or wait for events?

"My ships were |aunched against Tazenda twelve hours ago and they are
quite, quite through wth their mssion. Tazenda is laid in ruins; its
centers of population are wiped out. There was no resistance. The Second
Foundati on no | onger exists, Channis — and I, the queer, ugly weakling, am
the ruler of the Gal axy."

Channi s could do nothing but shake his head feebly. "No— No-"

"Yes— Yes—" nmimcked the Mile. "And if you are the last one alive, and you
may be, that will not be for long either."

And then there followed a short, pregnant pause, and Channi s al nost how ed
with the sudden pain of that tearing penetration of the innernost tissues
of his mnd.

The Mile drew back and nuttered: "Not enough. You do not pass the test
after all. Your despair is pretense. Your fear is not the broad
overwhel mng that adheres to the destruction of an ideal, but the puny
seepi ng fear of personal destruction.”

And the Ml e’'s weak hand seized Channis by the throat in a puny grip that
Channi s was sonehow unabl e to break

"You are nmy insurance, Channis. You are ny director and safeguard agai nst
any underestimation | my make." The Mile's eyes bore down upon him
I nsi st ent — Denmandi ng—

"Have | calculated rightly, Channis? Have | outwitted your nen of the
Second Foundation? Tazenda is destroyed, Channis, trenendously destroyed;
so why is your despair pretense? Wiere is the reality? | nust have reality
and truth! Talk, Channis talk. Have | penetrated then, not deeply enough?
Does the danger still exist? Talk, Channis. Were have | done wong?"

Channis felt the words drag out of his mouth. They did not come wllingly.
He clenched his teeth against them He bit his tongue. He tensed every
nmuscl e of his throat.

And they came out — gasping — pulled out by force and tearing his throat
and tongue and teeth on the way.

"Truth," he squeaked, "truth-"
"Yes, truth. What is left to be done?"

"Sel don founded Second Foundation here. Here, as | said. | told no lie. The
psychol ogi sts arrived and took control of the native population.”

"Of Tazenda?' The Mule plunged deeply into the flooding torture of the
other's enotional upwellings — tearing at them brutally. "It is Tazenda
have destroyed. You know what | want. Gve it to ne."

"Not Tazenda. | said Second Foundationers might not be those apparently in
power; Tazenda is the figurehead—" The words were al nost unrecogni zabl e,
form ng thensel ves against every atomof wll of the Second Foundati oner,
"Rossem- Rossem Rossemis the world-"

The Mile loosed his grip and Channis dropped into a huddle of pain and
torture.

"And you thought to fool ne?" said the Miule, softly.
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"You were fooled." It was the last dying shred of resistance in Channis.

"But not long enough for you and yours. | amin comunication wth ny
Fl eet. And after Tazenda can cone Rossem But first-"

Channis felt the excruciating darkness rise against him and the automatic
lift of his armto his tortured eyes could not ward it off. It was a
darkness that throttled, and as he felt his tom wounded mind reeling
backwards, backwards into the everlasting black — there was that fina
picture of the triunphant Mule - laughing matchstick — that long, fleshy
nose quivering with | aughter

The sound f aded away. The dar kness enbraced him |ovingly.

It ended with a cracking sensation that was |ike the jagged glare of a
lightning flash, and Channis cane slowy to earth while sight returned
pai nful |y in blurry transm ssi on t hr ough t ear-drenched eyes.

Hi s head ached unbearably, and it was only wth a stab of agony that he
could bring up a hand to it.

Qovi ously, he was alive. Softly, like feathers caught up in an eddy of air
that had passed, his thoughts steadied and drifted to rest. He felt confort
suck in — fromoutside. Slowy, torturedly, he bent his neck — and relief

was a sharp pang.

For the door was open; and the First Speaker stood just inside the
threshold. He tried to speak, to shout, to warn — but his tongue froze and
he knew that a part of the Miule's mghty mnd still held himand cl anped
all speech within him

He bent his neck once nore. The Miule was still in the room He was angry
and hot-eyed. He | aughed no | onger, but his teeth were bared in a ferocious
smle.

Channis felt the First Speaker's nmental influence noving gently over his
mnd with a healing touch and then there was the nunbing sensation as it
came into contact with the Mule's defense for an instant of struggle and
wi t hdr ew.

The Mule said gratingly, with a fury that was grotesque in his neagre body:
"Then another cones to greet ne." His agile mnd reached its tendrils out
of the room out-— out-

"You are al one," he said.

And the First Speaker interrupted with an acquiescence: "I amthoroughly
alone. It is necessary that | be alone, since it was | who m scal cul at ed
your future five years ago. There would be a certain satisfaction to nme in
correcting that matter without aid. Unfortunately, | did not count on the
strength of your Field of Enptional Repulsion that surrounded this place.
It took nme long to penetrate. | congratulate you upon the skill wi th which

it was constructed."

"Thank you for nothing," came the hostile rejoinder. "Bandy no conplinents
with nme. Have you cone to add your brain splinter to that of yonder cracked
pillar of your real n?"

The First Speaker smiled: "Wy, the man you call Bail Channis perfornmed his
mssion well, the nore so since he was not your nental equal by far. | can
see, of ~course, that you have mstreated him vyet it nay be that we may
restore himfully even yet. He is a brave man, sir. He volunteered for this
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m ssion although we were able to predict mathematically the huge chance of
damage to his mind — a nore fearful alternative than that of nere physica

crippling.”

Channis' mnd pulsed futilely wth what he wanted to say and couldn't; the
warning he wished to shout and was wunable to. He could only emt that
conti nuous stream of fear— fear—

The Mule was calm "You know, of course, of the destruction of Tazenda."
"l do. The assault by your fleet was foreseen."
Gimy: "Yes, so | suppose. But not prevented, eh?"

"No, not prevented." The First Speaker's enotional synbol ogy was plain. It

was al nost a self-horror; a conplete self-disgust: "And the fault is nuch
nmore mne than yours. Who coul d have i magi ned your powers five years ago
We suspected fromthe start — fromthe nmonent you captured Kalgan — that

you had the powers of enptional control. That was not too surprising, First
Citizen, as | can explain to you

"Enptional contact such as you and | possess is not a very new devel opnent.
Actually it is inplicit in the human brain. Mst humans can read enotion in
a primtive manner by associating it pragmatically with facial expression,
tone of voice and so on. A good many animals possess the faculty to a
hi gher degree; they use the sense of snell to a good extent and the
enotions involved are, of course, |ess conpl ex.

"Actually, humans are capable of much nore, but the faculty of direct
enotional contact tended to atrophy wth the devel opment of speech a
mllion years back. It has been the great advance of our Second Foundati on
that this forgotten sense has been restored to at least sone of its
potentialities.

"But we are not born with its full use. A mllion years of decay is a
form dable obstacle, and we nust educate the sense, exercise it as we
exerci se our nuscles. And there you have the main difference. You were born
withit.

"So much we could calculate. W could also calculate the effect of such a
sense upon a person in a world of men who did not possess it. The seeing
man in the kingdom of the blind— W calculated the extent to which a
megal omani a woul d take control of you and we thought we were prepared. But
for two factors we were not prepared.

"The first was the great extent of your sense. W can induce enpotiona
contact only when in eyeshot, which is why we are nore hel pl ess agai nst
physi cal weapons than you mght think. Sight plays such an enornous part.
Not so wth you. You are definitely known to have had nen under control

and, further, to have had intimte enotional contact with them when out of
sight and out of earshot. That was di scovered too |ate.

"Secondly, we did not know of your physical shortcomi ngs, particularly the
one that seenmed so inportant to you, that you adopted the nanme of the Mile.
We didn't foresee that you were not nerely a nutant, but a sterile nutant
and the added psychic distortion due to your inferiority conpl ex passed us
by. W allowed only for a nmegalomania — not for an intensely psychopathic
paranoi a as wel | .

"It is myself that bears the responsibility for having mssed all that, for
I was the |eader of the Second Foundation when you captured Kal gan. When
you destroyed the First Foundation, we found out — but too late — and for
that fault nmillions have died on Tazenda."
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"And you will correct things now?" The Miles thin lips curled, his mnd
pul sing with hate: "Wat wll you do? Fatten ne? Restore ne to a nasculine
vigor? Take away fromny past the long childhood in an alien environment.
Do you regret mny sufferings? Do you regret mny unhappi ness? | have no sorrow
for what | did in ny necessity. Let the Galaxy Protect itself as best it
can, since it stirred not a whit for my protection when | needed it."

Your enotions are, of course," said the First Speaker, "only the children
of your background and are not to be condemmed - nerely changed. The
destruction of Tazenda was unavoi dable. The alternative would have been a
much greater destruction generally throughout the Galaxy over a period of
centuries. We did our best in our limted way. W withdrew as many men from
Tazenda as we could. W decentralized the rest of the world. Unfortunately,
our neasures were of necessity far fromadequate. It left many mllions to
die — do you not regret that?"

"Not at all — any nore than | regret the hundred thousand that nust die on
Rossemin not nore than six hours."

"On RossenP" said the First Speaker, quickly.

He turned to Channis who had forced hinmself into a half-sitting posture,
and his mnd exerted its force. Channis, felt the duel of minds strain over
him and then there was a short snapping of the bond and the words cane
tumbling out of his mouth: "Sir, I have failed conpletely. He forced it
fromme not ten mnutes before your arrival. | could not resist himand
offer no excuses. He knows Tazenda is not the Second Foundati on. He knows
that Rossemis.'

And the bonds cl osed down upon hi m agai n.
The First Speaker frowned: "I see. Wat is it you are planning to do?"

"Do you really wonder? Do you really find it difficult to penetrate the
obvious? Al this tine that you have preached to me of the nature of
enotional contact — all this time that you have been throw ng words such as
megal omani a and paranoia at ne, | have been working. | have been in contact
with my Fleet and it has its orders. In six hours, unless |I should for sone
reason counteract ny orders, they are to bonbard all of Rossem except this
Il one village and an area of a hundred square mles about it. They are to do
a thorough job and are then to | and here.

"You have six hours, and in six hours, you cannot beat down ny mnd, nor
can you save the rest of Rossem”

The Mul e spread his hands and | aughed again while the First Speaker seened
to find difficulty in absorbing this new state  of affairs.

He said: "The alternative?"

"Why should there even be an alternative? | can stand to gain no nore by
any alternative. 1Is it the lives of those on Rosseml'mto be chary of?
Perhaps if you allow ny ships to land and submit, all of you — all the nen
on the Second Foundation — to nental control sufficient to suit nyself, |
may count errmand the bonbardnment orders. It may be worthwhile to put so many
men of high intelligence wunder ny control. But then again it would be a
considerable effort and perhaps not worth it after all, so Il'm not
particularly eager to have you agree to it. Wat do you say, Second
Foundati oner ? What weapon have you against ny mnd which is as strong as
yours at |east and against nmy ships which are stronger than anything you
have ever dreaned of possessing?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (47 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

"What have |?" repeated the First Speaker, slowy: "Wiy nothing — except a

little grain — such alittle grain of know edge that even yet you do not
possess. "
"Speak quickly," laughed the Mile, "speak inventively. For squirmas you

m ght, you won't squirmout of this."

"Poor nmutant," said the First Speaker, "I have nothing to squirmout of.
Ask yourself — why was Bail Channis sent to Kalgan as a decoy - Bail
Channi s, who though young and brave is alnost as nuch your mental inferior
as is this sleeping officer of yours, this Han Pritcher. Wy did not | go,
or anot her of our | eaders, who woul d be nore your mat ch?"

"Perhaps," came the suprenely confident reply, "you were not sufficiently
foolish, since perhaps none of you are ny match."

"The true reason is nore logical. You knew Channis to be a Second
Foundationer. He |acked the capacity to hide that fromyou. And you knew,
too, that you were his superior, so you were not afraid to play his gane
and follow himas he wished you to in order to outwit himlater. Had | gone
to Kal gan, you would have killed ne for I would have been a real danger, or
had | avoided death by concealing nmy identity, I would yet have failed in
persuadi ng you to follow me into space. It was only known inferiority that
lured you on. And had you remained on Kalgan, not all the force of the
Second Foundation could have harned you, surrounded as you were by your
men, your machi nes, and your nental power."

"My nental power is yet with ne, squirner," said the Mule, "and ny nmen and
machi nes are not far off."

"Truly so, but you are not on Kalgan. You are here in the Kingdom of
Tazenda, logically presented to you as the Second Foundation — very
logically presented. It had to be so presented, for you are a w se man,
First Citizen, and would follow only logic."

"Correct, and it was a nonentary victory for your side, but there was stil
time for me to wormthe truth fromyour man, Channis, and still w sdomin
me to realize that such a truth mght exist."

"And on our side, oh, not-quite-sufficiently-subtle one, was the
realization that you mght go that one step further and so Bail Channis was
prepared for you."

"That he nost certainly was not, for | stripped his brain clean as any
pl ucked chicken. It quivered bare and open before ne and when he said
Rossem was the Second Foundation, it was basic truth for | had ground him
so flat and smooth that not the smdgeon of a deceit could have found
refuge in any mcroscopic crevice."

"True enough. So nmuch the better for our foresight. For I have told you
already that Bail Channis was a volunteer. Do you know what sort of a
vol unteer? Before he left our Foundation for Kalgan and you, he subnitted
to enptional surgery of a drastic nature. Do you think it was sufficient to
deceive you? Do you think Bail Channis, nmentally untouched, could possibly
deceive you? No, Bail Channis was hinself deceived, of necessity and
voluntarily. Down to the innobst core of his mind, Bail Channis honestly
bel i eves that Rossemis the Second Foundation

"And for three years now, we of the Second Foundation have built up the
appearance of that here in the Kingdomof Tazenda, in preparation and
waiting for you. And we have succeeded, have we not? You penetrated to
Tazenda, and beyond that, to Rossem - but past that, you could not go."
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The Mul e was upon his feet: "You dare tell me that Rossemalso, is not the
Second Foundati on?"

Channis, from the floor, felt his bonds burst for good, under a stream of
mental force on the part of the First Speaker and strained upright. He |et
out one long, incredulous cry: "You nean Rossem is not the Second
Foundati on?"

The nenories of life, the know edge of his mind — everything - whirled
m stily about himin confusion.

The First Speaker sniled: "You see, First Citizen, Channis is as upset as
you are. O course, Rossemis not the Second Foundation. Are we nadnen
then, to | ead you, our greatest, nost powerful, npbst dangerous eneny to our
own worl d? Oh, no

"Let your Fleet bonmbard Rossem First Citizen, if you rmust have it so. Let
them destroy all they can. For at most they can kill only Channis and
myself — and that wll |leave you in a situation inproved not in the |east.

"For the Second Foundation's Expedition to Rossem which has been here for
three years and has functioned, tenporarily, as Elders in this village,
enbar ked yesterday and are returning to Kalgan. They will evade your Fleet,
of course, and they will arrive in Kalgan at least a day before you can,
which is why |  tell you all this. Unless | countermand ny orders, when you
return, you wll find a revolting Enpire, a disintegrated realm and only
the men with you in your Fleet here will be loyal to you. They will be
hopel essly out nunbered. And noreover, the nen of the Second Foundation will
be with your Hone Fleet and will see to it that you reconvert no one. Your
Enpire is done, nutant.”

Slowmy, the Mile bowed his head, as anger and despair cornered his mind
conpletely, "Yes. Too |ate— Too |late— Now | see it."

"Now you see it," agreed the First Speaker, "and now you don't."

In the despair of that nmonent, when the Miule's nmnd lay open, the First
Speaker — ready for that nonent and pre-sure of its nature - entered
quickly. It required a rather insignificant fraction of a second to
consummat e t he change conpl etely.

The Mile | ooked up and said: "Then I shall return to Kalgan?

"Certainly. How do you feel ?"

"Excellently well." H's brow puckered: "Wwo are you?"

"Does it matter?"

"OF course not." He dismssed the matter, and touched Pritcher's shoul der:
"Wake up, Pritcher, we're going hone."

It was two hours later that Bail Channis felt strong enough to walk by
hi msel f. He said: "He won't ever renenber?"

"Never. He retains his nental powers and his Enpire — but his notivations
are now entirely different. The notion of a Second Foundation is a blank to
him and he is a nman of peace. He will be a far happi er man hencef orward,

too, for the fewyears of life left himby his maladjusted physique. And
t hen, after he is dead Seldon's Plan wll go on - sonehow "
"And it is true," urged Channis, "it is true that Rossemis not the Second
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Foundation? | could swear — | tell youl know it is. | am not nad."

"You are not nmad, Channis, merely, as | have said, changed. Rossemis not
the Second Foundation. Cone! W, too, will return hone."

LAST | NTERLUDE

Bail Channis sat in the small white-tiled room and allowed his mnd to
relax. He was content to live in the present. There were the walls and the
wi ndow and the grass outside. They had no nanes. They were just things.
There was a bed and a chair an books that devel oped thenselves idly on the
screen at the foot of his bed. There was the nurse who brought himhis
f ood.

At first he had made efforts to piece together the scraps of things he had
heard. Such as those two men tal ki ng together.

One had said: "Conplete aphasia now. It’'s cleaned out, and | think w thout
damage. It wll only be necessary to return the recording of his origina
brai n-wave nakeup. "

He renenbered the sounds by rote, and for some reason they seemed peculiar
sounds — as if they meant sonething. But why bother

Better to watch the pretty changing colors on the screen at the foot of the
thing he lay on.

And then soneone entered and did things to himand for a long time, he
sl ept.

And when that had passed, the bed was suddenly a bed and he knew he was in
a hospital, and the words he renmenbered nade sense.

He sat up: "What's happeni ng?"

The First Speaker was beside him "You' re on the Second Foundation, and you
have your m nd back — your original mnd."

"Yes! Yes!" Channis cane to the realization that he was hinself, and there
was incredible triunph and joy in that.

"And now tell ne,
Foundati on i s now?"

said the First Speaker, "do you know where the Second

And the truth cane flooding down in one enornobus wave and Channis did not
answer. Like Ebling Ms before him he was conscious of only one vast,
nunbi ng surpri se.

Until he finally nodded, and said: "By the Stars of the Galaxy - now, |
know. "

PART |1

SEARCH BY THE FOUNDATI ON

Arcadi a

DARELL, ARKADY novelist, born 11, 5, 362 F.E., died 1, 7, 443 F.E. Although
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primarily a witer of fiction, Arkady Darell is best known for her
bi ogr aphy of her grandnot her, Bayta Darel|l. Based on first-hand
information, it has for centuries served as a prinmary source of information
concerning the Mile and his times. ... Like "Unkeyed Menories", her nove
"Time and Tine and Over" is a stirring reflection of the brilliant
Kal gani an society of the early Interregnum based, it is said, on a visit
to Kalgan in her youth...

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA
Arcadia Darell declaimed firmy into the nouthpiece of her transcriber

"The Future of Seldon's Plan, by A Darell" and then thought darkly that
some day when she was a great witer, she would wite all her masterpieces
under the pseudonym of Arkady. Just Arkady. No last nanme at all

"A. Darell" would be just the sort of thing that she would have to put on
all her themes for her class in Composition and Rhetoric - so tasteless.
Al the other kids had to do it, too, except for O ynthus Dam because the
class | aughed so when he did it the first time, And "Arcadia" was a little
girls nane, w shed on her because her great-grandnother had been called
that; her parents just had no i magination at all

Now that she was two days past fourteen, you'd think they'd recognize the
simple fact of adulthood and call her Arkady. Her lips tightened as she
t hought of her father |ooking up fromhis book-viewer just |ong enough to
say, "But if you're going to pretend you're nineteen, Arcadia, what wll
you do when you're twenty-five and all the boys think you're thirty?"

From where she sprawled across the arns and into the hollow of her own
special arncthair, she could see the mirror on her dresser. Her foot was a
little in the way because her house slipper kept twirling about her big
toe, so she pulled it in and sat up with an unnatural straightness to her
neck that she felt sure, sonmehow, |engthened it a full two inches into slim
regality.

For a nmonment, she considered her face thoughtfully — too fat. She opened
her jaws half an inch behind closed |lips, and caught the resultant trace of
unnatural gauntness at every angle. She licked her lips with a quick touch
of tongue and let them pout a bit in mist softness. Then she let her
eyelids droop in a weary, worldly way— Ch, golly if only her cheeks weren't
that silly pink.

She tried putting her fingers to the outer conmers of her eye and tilting
the lids a bit to get that nysterious exotic |languor of the wonen of the
inner star systens, but her hands were in the way and she couldn't see her
face very wel |

Then she [lifted her chin, caught herself at a half-profile, and with her
eyes a little strained fromlooking out the coner and her neck nuscles
faintly aching, she said, in a voice one octave below its natural pitch
"Really, father, if you think it nakes a particle of difference to nme what
sonme silly old boys think you just-"

And then she renmenbered that she still had the transmitter open in her hand
and said, drearily, "Ch, golly," and shut it off.

The faintly violet paper with the peach margin line on the left had upon it
the foll ow ng:

"THE FUTURE OF SELDON S PLAN

"Really, father, if you think it makes a particle of difference to me what
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sonme silly old boys think you just
"Ch, golly."

She pulled the sheet out of the nmachine with annoyance and another clicked
neatly into place.

But her face snpothed out of its vexation, nevertheless, and her wide,
little nmouth stretched into a self-satisfied snmle. She sniffed at the
paper delicately. just right. Just that proper touch of el egance and charm
And the pennmanship was just the |ast word.

The machi ne had been delivered two days ago on her first adult birthday.
She had said, "But father, everybody — just everybody in the class who has
the slightest pretensions to being anybody has one. Nobody but sone old
dri ps woul d use hand machi nes-"

The sal esnan had said, "There is no other nodel as conpact on the one hand
and as adaptable on the other. It wll spell and punctuate correctly
according to the sense of the sentence. Naturally, it is a great aid to
education since it encourages the user to enploy careful enunciation and
breathing in order to nmke sure of the correct spelling, to say nothing of
demanding a proper and elegant delivery for ~correct punctuation.”

Even then her father had tried to get one geared for type-print as if she
were sone dried-up, old-naid teacher

But when it was delivered, it was the nodel she wanted — obtai ned perhaps
with a little nore wail and sniffle than quite went with the adul thood of
fourteen — and copy was turned out in a charnmng and entirely femninine
handwiting, with the nost beautifully graceful capitals anyone ever saw.

Even the phrase, "Ch, golly.'
was done with it.

sonehow breat hed gl anmobur when the Transcri ber

But just the same she had to get it right, so she sat up straight in her
chair, placed her first draft before her in businesslike fashion, and began
again, crisply and clearly; her abdonen flat, her chest lifted, and her
breathing carefully controlled. She intoned, with dramatic fervor

The Future of Seldon's Pl an.

"The Foundation's past history is, | amsure, well-known to all of us who
have had the good fortune to be educated in our planet's efficient and
wel | -staffed school system

(There! That would start things off right with Mss Erlking, that nean old
hag.)

That past history is largely the past history of the great Plan of Hari
Sel don. The two are one. But the question in the mnd of nost people today

is whether this Plan will continue in all its great wi sdom or whether it
will be foully destroyed, or, perhaps, has been so destroyed already.
"To wunderstand this, it nmay be best to pass quickly over some of the

highlights of the Plan as it has been revealed to humanity thus far

(This part was easy because she had taken Mdern History the senester
before.)

"In the days, nearly four centuries ago, when the First Galactic Enpire was
decaying into the paralysis that preceded final death, one man — the great
Hari Seldon - foresaw the approaching end. Through the science of
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psychohi story, the intrissacies of whose mathematics has |ong since been
forgotten,

(She paused in a trifle of doubt. She was sure that "intricacies" was
pronounced with soft c¢'s but the spelling didn't look right. GCh, well, the
machi ne couldn't very well be wong-)

he and the nen who worked with himare able to foretell the course of the
great social and economic currents sweeping the Galaxy at the tine. It was
possible for themto realize that, left to itself, the Enpire would break
up, and that thereafter there would be at least thirty thousand years of
anarchic chaos prior to t he establi shnent of a new Enpire.

"It was too late to prevent the great Fall, but it was still possible, at
least, to cut short the internediate period of chaos. The Plan was,
therefore, evolved whereby only a single nillenniumwuld separate the
Second Enpire fromthe First. W are conpleting the fourth century of that
m |l ennium and many generations of nmen have |ived and died while the Pl an
has continued its inexorable workings.

"Hari Sel don established two Foundations at the opposite ends of the
Gal axy, in a manner and under such circunmstances as would vyield the best
mat hemati cal solution for his psychohistorical problem In one of these,
our Foundation, established here on Term nus, there was concentrated the
physi cal science of the Enpire, and through the possession of that science,
the Foundation was able to withstand the attacks of the barbarous kingdons
whi ch had broken away and become independent, out at the hinge of the
Enpi re.

"The Foundation, indeed, was able to conquer in its turn these short-1lived
ki ngdons by neans of the | eadership of a series of wise and heroic nen like
Salvor Hardin and Hober Millowwho were able to interpret the Plan
intelligently and to guide our land through its

(She had witten "intricacies" here also, but decided not to risk it a
second tine.)

complications. Al our planets still revere their nmenories although
centuries have passed.

"Eventual |l y, the Foundation established a comercial system which
controlled a large portion of the Siwennian and Anacreoni an sectors of the
Gal axy, and even defeated the remmants of the old Enpire wunder its |ast
great general, Bel R ose. It seemed that nothing could now stop the
wor ki ngs of Seldon's plan. Every crisis that Sel don had pl anned had cone at
its appropriate time and had been solved, and with each solution the
Foundati on had taken another giant stride toward Second Enpire and peace.

"And t hen,

(Her breath came short at this point, and she hissed the word, between her
teeth, but the Transmitter sinply wote them calmy and gracefully.)

with the last remmants of the dead First Enpire gone and with only
ineffectual warlords ruling over the splinters and remmants of the decayed
col ossus,

(She got that phrase out of a thriller on the video | ast week, but old M ss
Erl king never |listened to anything but synphonies and |lectures, so she'd
never know.)

there cane the Mil e.
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"This strange man was not allowed for in the Plan. He was a nutant, whose
birth could not have been predicted. He had strange and nysterious power of
controlling and nmanipul ating human enotions and in this nanner coul d bend
all nmen to his will. Wth breath-taking swi ftness, he becane a conqueror
and Enpire-builder, until, finally, he even defeated the Foundation itself.

"Yet he never obtained wuniversal dominion, since in his first overpowering
lunge he was stopped by the w sdom and daring of a great wonan

(Now there was that old problemagain. Father would insist that she never
bring up the fact that she was the grandchild of Bayta Darell. Everyone
knew it and Bayta was just about the greatest wonman there ever was and she
had stopped the Mil e singl ehanded.)

in a manner the true story of which is known in its entirety to very few

(There! If she had toread it to the class, that last could he said in a
dark voice, and soneone would be sure to ask what the true story was, and
then — well, and then she couldn't help tell the truth if they asked her,
could she? In her mnd, she was al ready wordl essly whi zzi ng through a hurt
and eloquent explanation to a stern and questioning paternal parent.)

"After five years of restricted rule, another change took place, the
reasons for which are not known, and the Mile abandoned all plans for
further conquest. His last five years were those of an enlightened despot.

"It is said by sonme that the change in the Mule was brought about by the
intervention of the Second Foundation. However, no man has ever di scovered
the exact location of this other Foundation, nor knows its exact function,
so that theory renmi ns unproven

"A whol e generation has passed since the death of the Mule. What of the
future, then, now that he has come and gone? He interrupted Seldon's Pl an
and seened to have burst it to fragnents, yet as soon as he died, the
Foundation rose again, like a nova from the dead ashes of a dying star.

(She had made that up herself.)

Once again, the planet Termnus houses the center of a comrercial
federation alnost as great and as rich as before the conquest, and even
nmor e peaceful and denocratic.

"Is this planned? Is Seldon's great dreamstill alive, and wll a Second
Galactic Enmpire yet be formed six hundred years from now? I, nyself,
bel i eve so, because

(This was the inportant part. Mss Erlking always had those Ilarge, ugly
red-pencil scrawls that went: 'But this is only descriptive. Wat are your
personal reactions? Think! Express yourself! Penetrate your own soul!
Penetrate your own soul. A lot she knew about souls, with her |enon face
that never smiled inits life-)

never at any time has the political situation been so favorable. The old
Enpire is conpletely dead and the period of the Mule's rule put an end to
the era of warlords that preceded him Mst of the surrounding portions of
the Gal axy are civilized and peacef ul

"Moreover the internal health of the Foundation is better than ever before.
The despotic times of the pre-Conquest hereditary nmayors have given way to
the denocratic elections of early tines. There are no |onger dissident
wor | ds of independent Traders; no longer the injustices and dislocations
that acconpani ed accumul ations of great wealth in the hands of a few
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"There is no reason, therefore, to fear failure, unless it is true that the
Second Foundation itself presents a danger. Those who think so have no
evidence to back their claim but nerely vague fears and superstitions. |
think that our confidence in ourselves, in our nation, and in Hari Seldon's
great Plan should drive fromour hearts and minds all uncertainties and

(Hhmm This was awfully corny, but sonething like this was expected at
the end.)

so | say-"

That is as far as "The Future of Seldon's Plan" got, at that nonent,
because there was the gentlest little tap on the wi ndow, and when Arcadia
shot up to a balance on one armof the chair, she found herself confronted
by a snmiling face beyond the glass, its even symetry of feature
interestingly accentuated by the short, vertical fine of a finger before
its lips.

Wth the slight pause necessary to assune an attitude of bepuzzlenent,
Arcadi a dismounted fromthe arnchair, walked to the couch that fronted the
wi de w ndow that held the apparition and, kneeling upon it, stared out
t houghtful ly.

The smile upon the man's face faded quickly. Wile the fingers of one hand

tightened whitely wupon the sill, the other nade a quick gesture. Arcadia
obeyed calmy, and closed the latch that noved the lower third of the
wi ndow snoothly into its socket in the wall, allowing the warmspring air

tointerfere with the conditioning wthin.

"You can't get in," she said, with confortable snugness. "The w ndows are
all screened, and keyed only to people who bel ong here. If you cone in, al

sorts of alarnms will break | oose." A pause, then she added, "You | ook sort
of silly balancing on that |edge underneath the wi ndow If you' re not
careful, you'll fall and break your neck and a lot of valuable flowers."

"In that case," said the man at the w ndow, who had been thinking that very
thing — with a slightly different arrangenment of adjectives— "will you shut
off the screen and let me in?"

"No use in doing that'" said Arcadia. "You're probably thinking of a
di fferent house, because I'mnot the kind of girl who lets strange nen into
their ... her bedroomthis time of night." Her eyes, as she said it, took
on a heavy-lidded sultriness — or an unreasonable facsimle thereof.

Al traces of hunor whatever had disappeared fromthe young stranger's
face. He mut t er ed, "This is Dr. Darell's house, isn't it?"

"Why should I tell you?"
"Ch, @Gl axy— Good-by-"

"If you junp off, young nman, | will personally give the alarm" (This was
i ntended as a refined and sophisticated thrust of irony, since to Arcadia's
enli ghtened eyes, the intruder was an obviously mature thirty, at |least —
quite elderly, in fact.)

Quite a pause. Then, tightly, he said, "Well, now, look here, girlie, if
you don't want me to stay, and don't want me to go, what do you want nme to
do?"

"You can cone in, | suppose. Dr. Darell does live here. I'Il shut off the
screen now. "
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Warily, after a searching |ook, the young man poked his hand through the
wi ndow, then hunched hinself up and through it. He brushed at his knees
with an angry, slapping gesture, and I|ifted a reddened face at her.

"You're quite sure that vyour character and reputation won't suffer when
they find me here, are you?"

"Not as nuch as yours would, because just as soon as | hear footsteps
outside, I'll just shout and yell and say you forced your way in here."
"Yes?" he replied with heavy courtesy, "And how do you intend to explain

the shut-of f protective screen?”
"Poof! That would be easy. There wasn't any there in the first place.”

The man's eyes were wi de with chagrin. "That was a bluff? How old are you
ki d?"

"I consider that a very inpertinent question, young nan. And | am not
accustonmed to being addressed as 'kid.'"

"l don't wonder. You're probably the Mile's grandnother in disguise. Do you
mnd if | |eave now before you arrange a |ynching party with nyself as star
performer?"

"You had better not |eave - because ny father's expecting you."

The man's | ook became a wary one, again. An eyebrow shot up as he said,
lightly, "Ch? Anyone with your father?

"No. "
"Anyone called on himlately?
"Only tradespeople — and you."
"Anyt hi ng unusual happen at all?"
"Only you."

"Forget me, wll you? No, don't forget ne. Tell me, how did you know your
fat her was expecting ne?"

"Ch, that was easy. Last week, he received a Personal Capsule, keyed to him
personally, with a self-oxidizing nessage, you know. He threw the capsule
shell into the Trash Disinto, and yesterday, he gave Poli — that's our
maid, you see — a month's vacation so she could visit her sister in
Terminus City, and this afternoon, he nade up the bed in the spare room So
I knew he expected sonebody that | wasn't supposed to know anyt hi ng about.
Usual ly, he tells ne everything."

"Really! |I'msurprised he has to. | should think you'd know everything
before he tells you."

"I usually do." Then she | aughed. She was beginning to feel very nmuch at
ease. The visitor was elderly, but very distinguished-looking with curly
brown hair and very blue eyes. Maybe she could neet sonebody I|ike that
agai n, sonetinmes, when she was ol d herself.

"And just how " he asked, "did you know it was | he expected.”
"Well, who else could it be? He was expecting sonebody in so secrety a way,
if you know what | nean — and then you cone gunping around trying to sneak
t hrough wi ndows, instead of walking through the front door, the way you
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would if you had any sense.” She renenbered a favorite line, and used it
pronptly. "Men are so stupid!"

"Pretty stuck on vyourself, aren't you, kid? | mean, Mss. You could be
wong, you know. What if | told you that all this is a nystery to ne and
that as far as | know, your father is expecting soneone else, not ne."
"Ch, | don't think so. | didn't ask you to come in, wuntil after | saw you

drop your briefcase."
"My what ?"

"Your briefcase, young man. |'mnot blind. You didn't drop it by accident,
because you | ooked down first, so as to make sure it would |l and right. Then
you must have realized it would |land just under the hedges and woul dn't be
seen, so you dropped it and didn't | ook down afterwards. Now since you came

to the window instead of the front door, it must nmean that you were a
little afraid to trust yourself in the house before investigating the
pl ace. And after you had a little trouble with me, you took care of your

briefcase before taking care of yourself, which neans that you consider
what ever your briefcase has in it to be nore valuabl e than your own safety,
and that neans that as long as you're in here and the briefcase is out
there and we know that it's out there, you're probably pretty helpless."

She paused for a much-needed breath, and the man said, grittily, "Except
that I think I'll choke vyou just about nedium dead and get out of here,
with the briefcase."

"Except, young man, that | happen to have a baseball bat under ny bed,
which | can reach in two seconds fromwhere |'msitting, and |'mvery
strong for a girl."

I mpasse. Finally, with a strained courtesy, the "young man" said, "Shall

i ntroduce nyself, since we're being so chumy. |'m Pelleas Anthor. And your
name?"
"I'"'mArca— Arkady Darell. Pleased to neet you."

"And now Arkady, would you be a good little girl and call your father?"

Arcadia bridled. "I'mnot a Ilittle girl. 1 think you're very rude -
especi ally when you're asking a favor."

Pel | eas Anthor sighed. "Very well. Wuld you be a good, kind, dear, little

old | ady, just chock full of | avender, and call your father?"
"That's not what | neant either, but 1'lIl call him Only not so I'll take
m eyes of f you , young man." And she stanped on the floor

There came the sound of hurrying footsteps in the hall, and the door was

flung open.

"Arcadi a-" There was a tiny explosion of exhaled air, and Dr. Darell said,
"Who are you, sir?"

Pell eas sprang to his feet in what was quite obviously relief. "Dr. Toran
Darell? I am Pelleas Anthor. You've received word about nme, | think. At
| east, your daughter says you have."

"My daughter says | have?" He bent a frowning glance at her which caroned
harm essly off the wi de-eyed and inpenetrable web of innocence with which
she nmet the accusation
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Dr. Darell said, finally: "I have been expecting you. Wuld you nind comni ng
down with ne, please?" And he stopped as his eye caught a flicker of
nmoti on, which Arcadia caught sinultaneously.

She scrambled toward her Transcriber, but it was quite useless, since her
father was standing right next to it. He said, sweetly, "You' ve left it
going all this time, Arcadia.”

"Fat her," she squeaked, in real anguish, "it is very ungentlemanly to read
another person's private correspondence, especially when it's talking
correspondence. "

"Ah," said her father, "but 'talking correspondence’ with a strange nan in
your bedrooml As a father, Arcadia, | nust protect you against evil."

"Ch, golly — it was nothing like that."

Pel | eas | aughed suddenly, "Ch, but it was, Dr. Darell. The young | ady was
going to accuse ne of all sorts of things, and | nust insist that you read
it, if only to clear ny nanme."

"Ch-" Arcadia held back her tears with an effort. Her own father didn't
even trust her. And that darned Transcriber— If that silly fool hadn't cone
goopi ng at the window, and making her forget to turn it off. And now her
father woul d be naking long, gentle speeches about what young | adies aren't
supposed to do. There just wasn't anything they were supposed to do, it
| ooked |i ke, except choke and die, maybe.

"Arcadia," said her father, gently, "it strikes me that a young |ady-"
She knew it. She knew it.
"—should not be quite so inpertinent to men older than she is.

"Wl l, what did he want to cone peeping around ny w ndow for? A young | ady
has a right to privacy— Now l'll have to do ny whole darned comnposition
over."

"It's not up to you to question his propriety in comng to your wi ndow. You
should sinply not have let him in. You should have called ne instantly —
especially if you thought I was expecting him™"

She said, peevishly, "It's just as well if you didn't see him - stupid
thing. Hell give the whole thing away if he keeps on going to w ndows,
i nstead of doors."

"Arcadia, nobody wants your opinion on matters you know nothing of."
" do, too. It's the Second Foundation, that's what it is."

There was a silence. Even Arcadia felt a little nervous stirring in her
abdonen.

Dr. Darell said, softly, "Were have you heard this?"

"Nowheres, but what else is there to be so secret about? And you don't have
to worry that 1’1 tell anyone.”

"M. Anthor," said Dr. Darell, "I must apol ogize for all this."

"Ch, that's all right," came Anthor's rather hollow response. "It's not
your fault if she's sold herself to the forces of darkness. But do you m nd
if | ask her a question before we go. Mss Arcadi a—"
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"What do you want ?"

"Why do you think it is stupidto go to wndows instead of to doors?”

"Because you advertise what you're trying to hide, silly. |[If I have a
secret, | don't put tape over ny nouth and let everyone know | have a
secret. | talk just as nuch as usual, only about sonmething else. Didn't you

ever read any of the sayings of Salvor Hardin? He was our first Mayor, you
know. "

"Yes, | know. "

"Well, he wused to say that only a he that wasn't ashaned of itself could
possi bly succeed. He also said that nothing had to be true, but everything
had to sound true. Well, when you cone in through a window, it's alie

that's ashaned of itself and it doesn't sound true."
"Then what woul d you have done?"

"If 1 had wanted to see ny father on top secret business, | would have nmade
hi s acquai ntance openly and seen himabout all sorts of strictly legitimate
things. And then when everyone knew all about you and connected you with ny
father as a matter of course, you could be as top secret as you want and
nobody woul d ever think of questioning it.”

Ant hor | ooked at the girl strangely, then at Dr. Darell. He said, "Let's
go. | have a briefcase | want to pick up in the garden. Wait! Just one | ast
question. Arcadia, you don't really have a baseball bat under your bed, do
you?"

"No! | don't."
"Hah. | didn't think so."

Dr. Darell stopped at the door. "Arcadia," he said, "when you rewite your
composition on the Seldon Plan, don't be unnecessarily nmnysterious about
your grandnother. There is no necessity to nention that part at all."

He and Pel |l eas descended the stairs in silence. Then the visitor asked in a
strained voice, "Do you mnd, sir? Howold is she?"

"Fourteen, day before yesterday."

"Fourteen? Geat Gl axy— Tell me, has she ever said she expects to marry
some day?"

"No, she hasn't. Not to ne."

well, if she ever does, shoot him The one she's going to marry, | nean."
He stared earnestly into the older man's eyes. "lI'mserious. Life could
hold no greater horror than living with what shell be |like when she's
twenty. | don't nean to offend you, of course."

"You don't offend nme. | think | know what you nean."

Upstairs, the object of their tender analyses faced the Transcriber wth
revol ted weari ness and said, dully: "Thefutureofsel donspl an. " The
Transcri ber with infinite apl onb, translated that into elegantly,
conplicated script capitals as:

"The Future of Seldon's Plan."
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Sel don's Pl an

MATHEMATI CS The synthesis of the calculus of n-variables and of

n- di nensi onal geonetry is the basis of what Seldon once called "ny little
al gebra of humanity"....

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA

Consi der a rooni

The location of the roomis not in question at the monent. It is nerely

sufficient to say that in that room nmore than anywhere, the Second
Foundati on exi st ed.

It was a room which, through the centuries, had been the abode of pure
science — yet it had none of the gadgets w th which, through mllennia of
association, science has cone to be considered equivalent. It was a
sci ence, instead, which dealt wth mathematical concepts only, in a manner
simlar to the speculation of ancient, ancient races in the primtive,
prehistoric days before technology had cone to be; before WMan had spread
beyond a single, now unknown worl d.

For one thing, there was in that room - protected by a nental science as
yet unassail abl e by the conbi ned physical mght of the rest of the Gl axy —
the Prinme Radiant, which held inits vitals the Seldon Plan — conplete.

For another, there was a man, too, in that room - The First Speaker.

He was the twelfth in the line of chief guardians of the Plan, and his
title bore no deeper significance than the fact that at the gatherings of
the | eaders of the Second Foundati on, he spoke first.

Hi s predecessor had beaten the Mile, but the weckage of that gigantic

struggle still littered the path of the Plan— For twenty-five years, he,
and his admnistration, had been trying to force a Galaxy of stubborn and
stupid human bei ngs back to the path—- It was a terrible task

The First Speaker |ooked up at the opening door. Even while, in the
| onel i ness of the room he considered his quarter century of effort, which
now so slowy and inevitably approached its climax; even while he had been
so engaged, his mnd had been considering the newconer wth a gentle
expectation. A youth, a student, one of those who mght take over,
eventual ly.

The young man stood wuncertainly at the door, so that the First Speaker had
towalk to him and lead himin, wth a friendly hand upon the shoul der

The Student snmiled shyly, and the First Speaker responded by saying,
"First, | must tell you why you are here."

They faced each ot her now, across the desk. Neither was speaking in any way
that could be recognized as such by any man in the Galaxy who was not
hi msel f a nmenber of the Second Foundation

Speech, originally, was the device whereby Man |learned, inperfectly, to
transmt the thoughts and enotions of his mnd. By setting up arbitrary
sounds and conbinations of sounds to represent certain nmental nuances, be
devel oped a nethod of communication — but one which in its clunsiness and
t hi ck-t hunbed inadequacy degenerated all the delicacy of the nmnd into
gross and guttural signaling.

Down— down— the results can be followed; and all the suffering that
humani ty ever knew can be traced to the one fact that no man in the history
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of the Galaxy, until Hari Sel don, and very few nmen thereafter, could really
under stand one anot her. Every human being |ived behind an inpenetrable wall
of choking nist within which no other but he existed. Cccasionally there
were the dimsignals fromdeep within the cavern in which another nan was
| ocated-so that each might grope toward the other. Yet because they did not
know one anot her, and coul d not understand one another, and dared not trust
one another, and felt frominfancy the terrors and insecurity of that
ultimate isolation — there was the hunted fear of man for man, the savage
rapacity of nman toward nan.

Feet, for tens of thousands of years, had clogged and shuffled in the nmud —
and held down the minds which, for an equal time, had been fit for the
compani onshi p of the stars.

Gimy, WMn had instinctively sought to circunvent the prison bars of
ordi nary speech. Semantics, synbolic logic, psychoanalysis - they had all
been devices whereby speech could either be refined or by-passed.

Psychohi story had been the developnment of nental science, the fina
mat hemat i ci zati on thereof, rather, which had finally succeeded. Through the
devel opment of the mathematics necessary to understand the facts of neura
physi ol ogy and the el ectrochenistry of the nervous system which thensel ves
had to be, had to be, traced down to nuclear forces, it first became
possible to truly develop psychol ogy. And through the generalization of
psychol ogi cal know edge from the individual to the group, sociology was
al so mat hemati ci zed

The larger groups; the billions that occupied planets; the trillions that
occupi ed Sectors; the quadrillions that occupi ed the whol e Gal axy, becane,
not sinply human beings, but gigantic forces anenable to statistica
treatnent — so that to Hari Seldon, the future becane clear and inevitable,
and the Plan could be set up

The sane basic devel opnents of nental science that had brought about the
devel opment of the Seldon Plan, thus made it al so unnecessary for the First
Speaker to use words in addressing the Student.

Every reaction to a stimulus, however slight, was conpletely indicative of
all the trifling changes, of all the flickering currents that went on in
another's mind. The First Speaker could not sense the enotional content of
the Student's instinctively, as the Miul e woul d have been able to do - since
the Mile was a nutant with powers not ever likely to become conpletely
conprehensible to any ordinary man, even a Second Foundationer — rather he
deduced them as the result of intensive training.

Since, however, it is inherently inmpossible in a society based on speech to
indicate truly the nethod of communication of Second Foundati oners anong
thenselves, the whole matter will be hereafter ignored. The First Speaker
will be represented as speaking in ordinary fashion, and if the translation
is not always entirely wvalid, it is at least the best that can be done
under the circunstances.

It will be pretended therefore, that the First Speaker did actually say,
"First, | nmust tell you why you are here," instead of smling just so and
lifting a finger exactly thus.

The First Speaker said, "You have studied nental science hard and well for
nmost of your life. You have absorbed all your teachers could give you. It
is time for you and a few others |ike yourself to begin your apprenticeship
for Speakerhood."

Agitation fromthe other side of the desk
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"No — now you nust take this phlegmatically. You had hoped you would
qualify. You had feared you would not. Actually, both hope and fear are
weaknesses. You knew you would qualify and you hesitate to adnmit the fact
because such know edge might stamp you as cocksure and therefore unfit.
Nonsense! The npbst hopelessly stupid man is he who is not aware that he is
wise. It is part of your qualification that you knew you would qualify."

Rel axation on the other side of the desk

"Exactly. Now you feel better and your guard is down. You are fitter to
concentrate and fitter to understand. Remenber, to be truly effective, it
is not necessary to hold the mnd under a tight, controlling barrier which
tothe intelligent probe is as informative as a naked nentality. Rather,
one should cultivate an innocence, an awareness of self, and an
unsel f - consci ousness of self which | eaves one nothing to hide. My nind is
open to you. Let this be so for both of us."

He went on. "It is not an easy thing to be a Speaker. It is not an easy
thing to be a Psychohistorian in the first place; and not even the best
Psychohi storian need necessarily qualify to be a Speaker. Thereis a
distinction here. A Speaker nust not only be aware of the mathematica
intricacies of the Seldon Plan; he nust have a synpathy for it and for its
ends. He nust love the Plan; to himit nust be life and breath. Mre than
that it nust even be as a living friend.

"Do you know what this is?"

The First Speaker's hand hovered gently over the black, shining cube in the
m ddl e of the desk. It was featurel ess.

"No, Speaker, | do not."
"You have heard of the Prine Radi ant ?"
"Thi s?" —Astoni shnment.

"You expected sonmething nore noble and awe-inspiring? WlIl, that is
natural. It was created in the days of the Enpire, by nen of Seldon's tine.
For nearly four hundred years, it has served our needs perfectly, w thout
requiring repairs or adjustment. And fortunately so, since none of the
Second Foundation is qualified to handle it in any technical fashion." He
smled gently. "Those of the First Foundation m ght be able to duplicate
this, but they nmust never know, of course.”

He depressed a lever on his side of the desk and the roomwas in darkness.
But only for a nonent, since with a gradually livening flush, the two | ong
walls of the roomglowed to life. First, a pearly white, unrelieved, then a
trace of faint darkness here and there, and finally, the fine neatly
printed equations in black, wth an occasional red hairline that wavered
through the darker forest like a staggering rillet.

"Conme, my boy, step here before the wall. You will not cast a shadow. This
Iight does not radiate fromthe Radiant in an ordinary manner. To tell you
the truth, I do not know even faintly by what nedium this effect is
produced, but you will not cast a shadow. | know that."

They stood together in the light. Each wall was thirty feet long, and ten
hi gh. The witing was small and covered every inch

"This is not the whole Plan," said the First Speaker. "To get it all upon
both walls, the individual equations would have to be reduced to
m croscopic size — but that is not necessary. Wat you now see represents
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the main portions of the Plan till now. You have |earned about this, have
you not ?"
"Yes, Speaker, | have."

"Do you recogni ze any portion."

A slow silence. The student pointed a finger and as he did so, the |ine of

equations marched down the wall, wuntil the single series of functions he
had t hought of — one could scarcely consider the quick, generalized gesture
of the finger to have been sufficiently precise - was at eye-|evel

The First Speaker |aughed softly, "You wll find the Prime Radiant to be
attuned to your mind. You may expect nore surprises fromthe little gadget.
VWhat were you about to say about the -equation you have chosen?"

"It," faltered the Student, "is a Rigellian integral, using a planetary
distribution of a bias indicating the presence of two chief econonmc
classes on the planet, or maybe a Sector, plus an unstable enptiona
pattern.”

"And what does it signify?"

"It represents the limt of tension, since we have here" — he pointed, and
again the equations veered — "a converging series.”

"Good," said the First Speaker. "And tell ne, what do you think of al
this. A finished work of art, is it not?"

"Definitely!"
"Wong! It is not." This, with sharpness. "It is the first |esson you nust
unl earn. The Seldon Plan is neither conplete nor correct. Instead, it is

merely the best that could be done at the tinme. Over a dozen generations of
men have pored over these equations, worked at them taken them apart to
the | ast deci mal place, and put them together again. They' ve done nore than
that. They've watched nearly four hundred years pass and against the
predi cti ons and equations, they've checked reality, and they have | earned.

"They have | earned nore than Seldon ever knew, and if with the accunul at ed
know edge of the centuries we could repeat Seldon's work, we could do a
better job. Is that perfectly clear to you?"

The Student appeared a little shocked.

"Before you obtain your Speakerhood," continued the First Speaker, "you
yourself will have to make an original contribution to the Plan. It is not
such great blaspheny. Every red mark you see on the wall is the
contribution of a man anobng us who |ived since Seldon. Wy ... why-" He

| ooked upward, "There!"
The whole wall seened to whirl down upon him

"This," he said, "is mine." A finered line encircled two forking arrows
and included six square feet of deductions al ong each path. Between the two
were a series of equations in red.

"It does not," said the Speaker, "seemto be nuch. It is at a point in the

Plan which we wll not reach yet for a time as long as that which has
al ready passed. It is at the period of coal escence, when the Second Enpire
that is to beisin the grip of rival personalities who will threaten to

pull it apart if the fight is too even, or clanmp it intorigidity, if the
fight is too uneven. Both possibilities are considered here, followd, and
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the nmet hod of avoi ding either indicated.

"Yet it is all a matter of probabilities and a third course can exist. It
is one of conparatively low likelihood — twelve point six four percent, to
be exact — but even smaller chances have already come to pass and the Pl an
is only forty percent conplete. This third probability consists of a
possi bl e conpronmi se between two or nore of the conflicting personalities
bei ng considered. This, | showed, would first freeze the Second Empire into
an unprofitable nold, and then, eventually, inflict nore damage through
civil wars than would have taken place had a conprom se never been made in
the first place. Fortunately, that could be prevented, too. And that was ny
contribution.”

"If I may interrupt, Speaker— How is a change nade?"

"Through the agency of the Radiant. You will find in your own case, for

instance, that your mathematics wll be checked rigorously by five
different boards; and that you will be required to defend it against a
concerted and nerciless attack. Two years wll then pass, and your
devel opment will be reviewed again. It has happened nore than once that a

seem ngly perfect piece of work has uncovered its fallacies only after an
i nduction period of nonths or years. Sonetines, the contributor hinself
di scovers the flaw

"If, after two years, another exam nation, not less detailed than the

first, still passes it, and — better still —if in the interimthe young
scientist has brought to Iight additional details, subsidiary evidence, the
contribution will be added to the Plan. It was the climax of my career; it
will be the climx of yours.

"The Prime Radiant can be adjusted to your mnd, and all corrections and
additions can be nmade through nental rapport. There will be nothing to
indicate that the correction or addition is yours. In all the history of
the Plan there has been no personalization. It is rather a creation of al
of us together. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Speaker!"

"Then, enough of that." A stride to the Prime Radiant, and the walls were
bl ank again save for the ordinary roomlighting region along the upper
borders. "Sit down here at ny desk, and let ne talk to you. It is enough
for a Psychohistorian, as such, to know his Biostatistics and his
Neur ocheni cal El ectromat hematics. Sonme know nothing else and are fit only
to be statistical technicians. But a Speaker nust be able to discuss the
Plan without mathematics. If not the Plan itself, at least its philosophy
and its ains.

"First of all, what is the aim of the Plan? Please tell me in your own
words — and don't grope for fine sentinment. You won't be judged on polish
and suavity, | assure you."

It was the Student's first chance at nore than a bisyllable, and he
hesitated before plunging into the expectant space cleared away for him He
said, diffidently: "As a result of what | have |learned, | believe that it
is the intention of the Plan to establish a human civilization based on an
orientation entirely different fromanything that ever before existed. An
orientation which, according to the findings of Psychohistory, could never
spont aneously cone into bei ng—"

"Stop!" The First Speaker was insistent. 'You nmust not say 'never.' That is
a lazy slurring over of the facts. Actually, Psychohistory predicts only
probabilities. A particular event my be infinitesimally probable, but the
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probability is always greater than zero."

"Yes, Speaker. The orientation desired, if I may correct nyself, then, is
wel | known to possess no significant probability of spontaneously comng to
pass. "

"Better. What is the orientation?"

"It is that of a civilization based on nental science. In all the known
hi story of Mankind, advances have been nade primarily in physica

technology; in the capacity of handling the inanimte world about Man

Control of self and society has been left to chance or to the vague
gropings of intuitive ethical systens based on inspiration and enotion. As
a result, no culture of greater stability than about fifty-five percent has
ever existed, and these only as the result of great human nisery."

"And why is the orientation we speak of a nonspont aneous one?"

"Because a large mnority of human beings are nentally equipped to take
part in the advance of physical science, and all receive the crude and
visible benefits thereof. Only an insignificant mnority, however, are
inherently able to lead Man through the greater involvenents of Menta
Sci ence; and the benefits derived therefrom while |onger lasting, are nore
subtle and | ess apparent. Furthernore, since such an orientation would | ead
to the devel opnment of a benevolent dictatorship of the nentally best —
virtually a higher subdivision of Man — it would be resented and coul d not
be stable w thout the application of a force which would depress the rest
of Mankind to brute level. Such a devel opnent is repugnant to us and nust
be avoi ded. "

"What, then, is the solution?"

"The solution is the Seldon Plan. Conditions have been so arranged and so
mai ntained that in a mnmllenniumfromits beginnings — six hundred years

from now, a Second Galactic Enpire will have been established in which
Mankind will be ready for the |eadership of Mental Science. |In that sane
interval, the Second Foundation in its devel opnent, will have brought forth

a group of Psychol ogists ready to assunme | eadership. O, as | have nyself
often thought, the First Foundation supplies the physical franmewrk of a
single political wunit, and the Second Foundation supplies the nenta
framework of a ready-nmade ruling class.”

"I see. Fairly adequate. Do you think that any Second Enpire, even if
formed in the tinme set by Seldon, would do as a fulfillment of his Plan?"

"No, Speaker, | do not. There are several possible Second Enpires that may
be formed in the period of tine stretching fromnine hundred to seventeen
hundred years after the inception of the Plan, but only one of these is the
Second Empire."

"And in viewof all this, why is it necessary that the existence of the
Second Foundation be hidden - above all, from the First Foundation?"

The Student probed for a hidden nmeaning to the question and failed to find
it. He was troubled in his answer, "For the sane reason that the details of

the Plan as a whole nmust be hidden from Mankind in general. The |aws of
Psychohi story are statistical in nature and are rendered invalid if the
actions of individual nen are not randomin nature. |If a sizable group of

human beings |earned of key details of the Plan, their actions would be
governed by that knowl edge and would no | onger be randomin the neaning of
the axions of Psychohistory. 1In other words, they would no |longer be
perfectly predictable. Your pardon, Speaker, but | feel that the answer is
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not satisfactory."

"It is well that you do. Your answer is quite inconplete. It is the Second
Foundation itself which must be hidden, not sinply the Plan. The Second
Empire is not yet forned. W have still a society which would resent a
ruling class of psychologists, and which would fear its devel opnent and
fight against it. Do you understand that?"

"Yes, Speaker, | do. The point has never been stressed-"

"Don't mninmze. It has never been nmade — in the classroom though you
shoul d be capable of deducing it yourself. This and nany other points we
will make now and in the near future during your apprenticeship. You will
see ne again in a week. By that tinme, | would like to have coments from
you as to a certain problemwhich | now set before you. | don't want
conpl ete and rigorous nathenmatical treatnent. That woul d take a year for an
expert, and not a week for you. But | do want an indication as to trends
and directions

"You have here a fork in the Plan at a period in tine of about half a

century ago. The necessary details are included. You will note that the
path followed by the assumed reality diverges from all the plotted
predictions; its probability being under one percent. You will estimate for

how long the divergence may continue before it becomes uncorrectable.
Estimate al so the probable end if uncorrected, and a reasonable nethod of
correction.”

The Student flipped the Viewer at random and | ooked stonily at the passages
presented on the tiny, built-in screen

He said: "Whay this particular problem Speaker? 1t obviously has
significance other than purely academc."

"Thank you, ny boy. You are as quick as | had expected. The problemis not
supposititious. Nearly half a century ago, the Mile burst into Galactic
history and for ten years was the largest single fact in the universe. He
was unprovided for; uncalculated for. He bent the Plan seriously, but not
fatally.

"To stop himbefore he did becone fatal, however, we were forced to take
active part against him W reveal ed our existence, and infinitely worse, a
portion of our power. The First Foundation has learned of wus, and their
actions are now predicated on that know edge. Observe in the problem
presented. Here. And here.

"Naturally, you will not speak of this to anyone."

There was an appall ed pause, as realization seeped into the Student. He
said: "Then the Seldon Plan has failed!"

"Not yet. It nmerely may have failed. The probabilities of success are stil
twent y- one poi nt four percent, as of t he | ast assessnent.”

9

The Conspirators

For Dr. Darell and Pelleas Anthor, the evenings passed in friendly
intercourse; the days in pleasant uninportance. It might have been an
ordinary visit. Dr. Darell introduced the young man as a cousin from across

space, and interest was dulled by the cliché.

Sonmehow, however, among the small talk, a nane nmight be nentioned. There
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woul d be an easy thoughtfulness. Dr. Darell might say, "No," or he mght
say, "Yes." A call on the open Communi-wave issued a casual invitation,
"Want you to neet mny cousin."

And Arcadia's preparations proceeded in their own manner. In fact, her
actions m ght be considered the | east straightforward of al |

For instance, she induced dynthus Damat school to donate to her a
honme-built, self-contained sound-receiver by nethods which indicated a
future for her that prom sed peril to all males with whom she m ght cone
into contact. To avoid details, she nerely exhibited such an interest in
A ynt hus' sel f-publicized hobby — he had a hone wor kshop-conbi ned with such
a well-nmodul ated transfer of this interest to A ynthus' own pudgy features,
that the unfortunate youth found hinself: 1) discoursing at great and
animated |ength upon the principles of the hyperwave notor; 2) becom ng
dizzyingly aware of the great, absorbed eyes that rested so lightly upon
his; and 3) forcing into her willing hands his own greatest creation, the
af or esai d sound-recei ver.

Arcadia cultivated Aynthus in dimnishing degree thereafter for just |ong
enough to renove all suspicion that the sound-receiver had been the cause
of the friendship. For nonths afterwards, dynthus felt the nenory of that
short period in his life over and over again with the tendrils of his mnd,
until finally, for lack of further addition, he gave up and let it slip
awnay.

When the seventh evening canme, and five men sat in the Darell Iiving room
with food within and tobacco w thout, Arcadia' s desk upstairs was occupied
by this quite unrecogni zabl e home- product  of A ynthus' ingenuity.

Five nmen then. Dr. Darell, of course, wth graying hair and neticul ous
clothing, |ooking somewhat older than his forty-two years. Pelleas Author,
serious and quick-eyed at the noment |ooking young and unsure of hinself.
And the three new nen: Jole Turbor, visicastor, bul ky and plunp-1ipped; Dr.
El vett Semic, professor-eneritus of physics at the University, scrawny and

winkled, his clothes only half-filled; Homr Minn, librarian, |anky and
terribly ill-at-ease
Dr. Darell spoke easily, in a nornal, matter-of-fact tone: "This gathering

has been arranged, gentlenen, for a trifle nore than nmerely social reasons.
You nmay have guessed this. Since you have been deliberately chosen because

of your backgrounds, you may also guess the danger involved. I won't
mnimze it, but | wll point out that we are all condemmed nen, in any
case.

"You will notice that none of you have been invited with any attenpt at

secrecy. None of you have been asked to cone here unseen. The wi ndows are
not adjusted to non-insight. No screen of any sort is about the room W
have only to attract the attention of the eneny to be ruined; and the best
way to attract that attention is to assunme a false and theatrical secrecy.

(Hah, thought Arcadia, bending over the voices conming — a bit screechily —
out of the little box.)

"Do you understand that?"

Elvett Semic twitched his lower lip and bared his teeth in the screwp,
wrinkl ed gesture that preceded his every sentence. "Ch, get on wth it.
Tell us about the youngster."

Dr. Darell said, "Pelleas Anthor is his nane. He was a student of ny old
col | eague, Kleise, who died last year. Kleise sent ne his brain-pattern to
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the fifth sublevel, before he died, which pattern has been now checked
against that of the man before you. You know, of course, that a
brai n-pattern cannot be duplicated that far, even by nen of the Science of
Psychol ogy. If you don't know that, vyou'll have to take ny word for it."

Turbor said, purse-lipped, "W mght as well make a begi nni ng sonewheres.

We'll take your word for it, especially since you're the greatest
el ectroneurologist in the Gal axy now that Kleise is dead. At |least, that is
the way 1've described you in ny visicast comment, and | even believe it

mysel f. How ol d are you, Anthor?"
"Twenty-nine, M. Turbor."
"Hm mm And are you an el ectroneurol ogist, too? A great one?"

"Just a student of the science. But | work hard, and |'ve had the benefit
of Kleise's training."

Munn broke in. He had a slight stanmer at periods of tension. "I ... | wsh
you'd g ... get started. | think everyone's t ... talking too nuch."
Dr. Darell lifted an eyebrow in Munn's direction. you're right, Homir. Take

over, Pelleas."”

"Not for a while," said Pelleas Anthor, slowy, "because before we can get
started - although | appreciate M. Mnn's sentinment — | nust request
brai n-wave data."

Darell frowned. "What is this, Anthor? Wat brain-wave data do you refer
to?"

"The patterns of all of you. You have taken nine, Dr. Darell. | nust take
yours and those of the rest of you. And | nust take the neasurenents
nmysel f."

Turbor said, "There's no reason for himto trust us, Darell. The young man

is within his rights."

"Thank you," said Anthor. "If you'll lead the way to your | aboratory then,
Dr. Darell, well proceed. | took the liberty this norning of checking your
apparatus.”

The science of electroencephal ography was at once new and old. It was old
in the sense that the know edge of the microcurrents generated by nerve
cells of living beings belonged to that imense category of human know edge
whose origin was conpletely lost It was know edge that stretched back as
far as the earliest remants of human history-—

And yet it was new, too. The fact of the existence of mcrocurrents
sl umbered through the tens of thousands of years of Galactic Enpire as one
of those vivid and whinsical, but quite useless, itens of human know edge.
Sone had attenpted to formclassifications of waves into waking and
sleeping, calm and excited, well and ill - but even the broadest
concepti ons had had their hor des of vitiating excepti ons.

O hers had tried to show the exi stence of brain-wave groups, anal ogous to
the well -known bl ood groups, and to show that external environnent was the
defining factor. These were the race-mnded people who clained that Man
could be divided into subspecies. But such a philosophy could nake no
headway agai nst the overwhel mi ng ecunenical drive involved in the fact of

Galactic Enpire — one political wunit covering twenty million stellar
systens, involving all of Man fromthe central world of Trantor - now a
gorgeous and inpossible nmenory of the great past - to the |oneliest
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asteroid on the periphery.

And then again, in a society given over, as that of the First Enmpire was,
to the physical sciences and inanimte technol ogy, there was a vague but
m ghty sociological push away fromthe study of the mnd. It was |ess
respectable because less inmediately useful; and it was poorly financed
since it was less profitable.

After the disintegration of the First Enpire, there cane the fragnentation
of organized science, back, back - past even the fundanentals of atomc
power into the chem cal power of coal and oil. The one exception to this,
of course, was the First Foundation where the spark of science, revitalized
and grown nore intense was mmintained and fed to flane. Yet there, too, it
was the physical that ruled, and the brain, except for surgery, was
negl ected ground.

Hari Sel don was the first to express what afterwards cane to be accepted as
truth.

"Neural mcrocurrents,” he once said, "carry within themthe spark of every
varying i mpul se and response, conscious and unconscious. The brai n-waves
recorded on neatly squared paper in trenbling peaks and troughs are the
mrrors of the conbined thought-pul ses of billions of cells. Theoretically,
anal ysis should reveal the thoughts and enotions of the subject, to the
last and least. Differences should be detected that are due not only to
gross physical defects, inherited or acquired, but also to shifting states
of enotion, to advancing education and experience, even to sonething as
subtle as a change in the subject's philosophy of life."

But even Sel don could approach no further t han specul ati on.

And now for fifty years, the men of the First Foundation had been tearing
at that incredibly vast and conplicated storehouse of new know edge. The
approach, naturally, was nade through new techni ques — as, for exanple, the
use of electrodes at skull sutures by a new y-devel oped neans whi ch enabl ed
contact to be nade directly with the gray cells, w thout even the necessity
of shaving a patch of skull. And then there was a recordi ng device which
automatically recorded the brain-wave data as an overall total, and as
separate functions of six independent vari abl es.

VWhat was nost significant, perhaps, was the growing respect in which
encephal ography and t he encephal ographer was held. Kl eise, the greatest of
them sat at scientific conventions on an equal basis with the physicist.

Dr. Darell, though no longer active in the science, was known for his
brilliant advances in encephal ographic analysis alnost as much as for the
fact that he was the son of Bayta Darell, the great heroine of the past

gener ati on.

And so now, Dr. Darell sat in his own chair, with the delicate touch of the

feathery el ectrodes scarcely hinting at pressure upon his skull, while the
vacuumincased needles wavered to and fro. Hi s back was to the recorder —
otherwi se, as was well known, the sight of the noving curves induced an
unconscious effort to control them wth noticeable results — but he knew
t hat the central dial was expressing the strongly rhythmc and
little-varying Sigma curve, which was to be expected of his own powerful
and disciplined mnd. 1t would be strengthened and purified in the

subsidiary dial dealing with the Cerebellar wave. There woul d be the sharp,
near-di sconti nuous leaps fromthe frontal |obe, and the subdued shaki ness
from the subsurface regions with its narrow range of frequencies—

He knew his own brain-wave pattern much as an artist mght be perfectly
aware of the color of his eyes.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (69 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

Pel | eas Anthor made no conment when Darell rose fromthe reclining chair.
The young man abstracted the seven recordings, glanced at them wth the
qui ck, all-enbracing eyes of one who knows exactly what tiny facet of
near - not hi ngness i s being | ooked for.

"If you don't mind, Dr. Semc."

Seni c's age-yel l owed face was serious. Electroencephal ography was a sci ence
of his old age of which he knew little; an upstart that he faintly
resented. He knew that he was old and that his wave-pattern would showit.
The wrinkles on his face showed it, the stoop in his walk, the shaking of
his hand — but they spoke only of his body. The brai n-wave patterns m ght
show that his mind was old, too. An enbarrassing and unwarranted invasion
of a man's last protecting stronghold, his own nind.

The el ectrodes were adjusted. The process did not hurt, of course, from
beginning to end. There was just that tiny tingle, far below the threshold
of sensati on.

And then cane Turbor, who sat quietly and unenotionally through the fifteen
m nute process, and Munn, who jerked at the first touch of the el ectrodes
and then spent the session rolling his eyes as though he wi shed he could
turn them backwards and watch through a hole in his occiput.

"And now-" said Darell, when all was done.
"And now," said Anthor, apologetically, "there is one nore person in the
house. "

Darell, frowning, said: "My daughter?"

"Yes. | suggested that she stay hone tonight, if you'll renenber."
" For encephal ogr aphi cal anal ysi s? VWhat in the Gal axy for?"
"l cannot proceed without it."

Darell shrugged and clinbed the stairs. Arcadia, anply warned, had the
sound-receiver off when he entered; then followed him down with mld
obedience. It was the first tine in her life — except for the taking of her
basic mnd pattern as an infant, for identification and registration
pur poses — that she found herself under the el ectrodes.

"May | see, she asked, when it was over, holding out her hand.

Dr. Darell said, "You would not understand, Arcadia. Isn't it tinme for you
to go to bed?"

"Yes, father," she said, demurely. "Good night, all."

She ran wup the stairs and plunmped into bed wth a mininumof basic
preparation. Wth dynthus' sound-receiver propped beside her pillow she
felt like a character out of a book-film and hugged every nonent of it
close to her chest in an ecstasy of "Spy-stuff."”

The first words she heard were Anthor's and they were: "The anal yses,
gentlenen, are all satisfactory. The child's as well."

Child, she thought disgustedly, and bristled at Anthor in the darkness.

Ant hor had opened his briefcase now, and out of it, he took several dozen
brai n-wave records. They were not originals. Nor had the briefcase been
fitted with an ordinary |ock. Had the key been held in any hand other than
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his own, the contents thereof would have silently and instantly oxidized to
an i ndeci pherabl e ash. Once removed fromthe briefcase, the records did so
anyway after half an hour.

But during their short |Ilifetime, Anthor spoke quickly. "I have the records
here of several mnor government officials at Anacreon. This is a
psychol ogi st at Locris University; this an industrialist at Siwenna. The
rest are as you see."

They crowded closely. To all but Darell, they were so many quivers on
par chnment . To Darel |, t hey shout ed with a mllion t ongues.
Ant hor pointed lightly, "I call your attention, Dr. Darell, to the plateau

regi on anong the secondary Tauian waves in the frontal |obe, which is what
all these records have in comon. Wuld you use ny Analytical Rule, sir, to
check ny statenent?"

The Analytical Rule mght be considered a distant relation - as a
skyscraper is to a shack — of that kindergarten toy, the logarithmc Slide
Rule. Darell used it wth the wistflip of long practice. He made freehand
drawings of the result and, as Anthor stated, there were featureless

plateaus in frontal |obe regions where strong swings should have been
expect ed.

"How woul d you i nterpret t hat Dr. Darel | ?" asked Ant hor
"I'"'mnot sure. Ofhand, | don't see howit's possible. Even in cases of

ammesia, there is suppression, but not renoval. Drastic brain surgery,
per haps?"

"Ch, something's been cut out," cried Anthor, inpatiently, "yes! Not in the
physi cal sense, however. You know, the Miule could have done just that. He
could have suppressed conpletely all <capacity for a certain enotion or
attitude of mind, and |eave nothing but just such a flatness. O else-"

"Or else the Second Foundation could have done it. |Is that it?" asked
Turbor, with a slow sm|e.

There was no real need to answer that thoroughly rhetorical question
"VWhat nmade you suspicious, M. Anthor?" asked Minn

"I't wasn't I. It was Dr. Kleise. He «collected brain-wave patterns much as
the Planetary Police do, but along different lines. He specialized in
intellectuals, governnent officials and business |eaders. You see, it's
quite obvious that if the Second Foundation is directing the historica

course of the Glaxy — of us - that they nust do it subtly and in as
m nimal a fashion as possible. If they work through mnds, as they nust, it
is the mnds of people wth influence; culturally, industrially, or

politically. And with those he concerned hinself."

"Yes," objected Munn, "but is there corroboration? How do these people act
— | mean the ones with the plateau. Maybe it's all a perfectly nornal
phenonmenon." He |ooked hopelessly at the others out of his, sonehow,
childlike blue eyes, but net no encouraging return

"I leave that to Dr. Darell,"” said Anthor. "Ask himhow many times he's
seen this phenonmenon in his general studies, or in reported cases in the
literature over the past generation. Then ask him the chances of it being
di scovered in alnost one out of every thousand cases anobng the categories
Dr. Kleise studied.”

"l suppose that there is no doubt," said Darell, thoughtfully, "that these
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are artificial mentalities. They have been tanpered with. In a way, | have
suspected this-"

"I know that, Dr. Darell," said Author. "I also know you once worked with
Dr. Kleise. | would like to know why you stopped.”

There wasn't actually hostility in his question. Perhaps nothing nore than
caution; but, at any rate, it resulted in a |ong pause. Darell |ooked from
one to another of his guests, then said brusquely, "Because there was no
point to Kleise's battle. He was conpeting with an adversary too strong for
him He was detecting what we — he and | — knew he would detect — that we
were not our own nmasters. And | didn't want to know | had ny self-respect.
I liked to think that our Foundation was captain of its collective soul
that our forefathers had not quite fought and died for nothing. | thought
it would be nobst sinple to turn ny face away as long as | was not quite
sure. | didn't need ny position since the Governnent pension awarded to ny
mother's famly in perpetuity would take care of ny unconplicated needs. My
honme | aboratory woul d suffice to keep boredom away, and life would sone day
end— Then Kl ei se di ed-"

Sem ¢ showed his teeth and said: "This fellow Kl eise; | don't know him How
did he die?"

Anthor cut in: "He died. He thought he would. He told nme half a year before
that he was getting too close--"

"Now we're too c ... close, too, aren't we?" suggested Minn, dry-nouthed,
as his Adanis apple jiggled.

"Yes," said Anthor, flatly, "but we were, anyway — all of us. It's why
you' ve all been chosen. I'mKleise's student. Dr. Darell was his coll eague
Jol e Turbor has been denouncing our blind faith in the saving hand of the
Second Foundation on the air, until the governnent shut himoff — through

the agency, | might nmention, of a powerful financier whose brain shows what
Kleise used to call the Tanper Plateau. Homir Minn has the |argest hone
collection of Miliana — if | nay use the phrase to signify collected data
concerning the Mile - in existence, and has published sone papers

cont ai ni ng specul ati on on the nature and function of the Second Foundati on
Dr. Semic has contributed as nuch as anyone to the nathematics of
encephal ographic analysis, though | don't believe he realized that his
mat hemati cs could be so applied.”

Senmi ¢ opened his eyes wi de and chuckl ed gaspingly, "No, young fellow | was
anal yzing i ntranucl ear nmotions — the n-body problem you know |'mlost in
encephal ogr aphy. "

"Then we know where we stand. The governnent can, of course, do nothing
about the matter. Wether the mayor or anyone in his admnistration is
aware of the seriousness of the situation, | don't know But this | do know
— we five have nothing to lose and stand to gain nmuch. Wth every increase
in our know edge, we can wi den ourselves in safe directions. W are but a
begi nni ng, you understand."

"How wi despread,” put in Turbor, "is this Second Foundation infiltration?"

"I don't know There's a flat answer. Al the infiltrations we have
di scovered were on the outer fringes of the nation. The capital world may
yet be clean, though even that is not certain — else | would not have
tested you. You were particularly suspicious, Dr. Darell, since you
abandoned research with Kl eise. Kleise never forgave you, you know. |
thought that perhaps the Second Foundation had corrupted you, but Kleise
al ways insisted that you were a coward. You'll forgive nme, Dr. Darell, if
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explain this to nake ny own position clear. 1, personally, think |
understand your attitude, and, if it was cowardice, | consider it venial."
Darell drew a breath before replying. "I ran away! Call it what you wish. |

tried to maintain our friendship, however, yet he never wote nor called ne
until the day he sent ne your brainwave data, and that was scarcely a week
bef ore he died-"

"If vyou don't mnd, interrupted Homir Minn, wth a flash of nervous

el oquence, "I d ... don't see what you think you're doing. W're a p ..
poor bunch of conspirators, if we're just going to talk and talk and t
talk. And | don't see what else we can do, anyway. This is v ... very
childish. B ... brain-waves and nmunbo junbo and all that. Is there just one

thing you intend to do?"

Pel | eas Author's eyes were bright, "Yes, there is. W need nore information
on the Second Foundation. It's the prinme necessity. The Miule spent the
first five years of his rule in just that quest for information and fail ed
— or so we have all been led to believe. But then he stopped | ooking. Wy?
Because he failed? O because he succeeded?"

"M ... nore talk," said Minn, bitterly. "How are we ever to know?"

"If you'll listen to ne— The Mule's capital was on Kal gan. Kal gan was not
part of the Foundation's comercial sphere of influence before the Mil e and
it is not part of it now Kalgan is ruled, at the nonment, by the man,
Stettin, wunless there's another palace revolution by tonorrow. Stettin
calls hinmself First Citizen and considers hinmself the successor of the
Miule. If there is any tradition in that world, it rests wth the
super-humanity and greatness of the Mule — a tradition al nost superstitious
inintensity. As a result, the Mule's old palace is maintained as a shrine.
No unaut horized person may enter; nothing within has ever been touched."

"Wl | ?"

"Well, why is that so? At times |ike these, nothing happens without a
reason. What if it is not superstition only that nakes the Mile's pal ace
inviolate? Wiat if the Second Foundation has so arranged matters? In short
what if the results of the Miule's five-year search are wthin-"

"Ch, p ... poppycock."

"Why not?" denanded Anthor. "Throughout its history the Second Foundation
has hidden itself and interfered in Galactic affairs in mninmal fashion
only. I knowthat to us it would seemnore |logical to destroy the Pal ace
or, at the least, to renobve the data. But you rust consider the psychol ogy
of these master psychol ogists. They are Seldons; they are Ml es and they
work by indirection, through the m nd. They would never destroy or renove
when they could achieve their ends by creating a state of mind. Eh?"

No i medi ate answer, and Anthor continued, "And you, Minn, are just the one
to get the informati on we need.”

"I?" It was an astounded yell. Minn | ooked from one to the other rapidly,
"I can't do such a thing. |'mno man of action; no hero of any teleview
I"'ma librarian. If | can help you that way, all right, and I'Il risk the
Second Foundation, but I'm not going out into space on any qu ... quixotic

thing like that."

"Now, |ook," said Anthor, patiently, "Dr. Darell and | have both agreed
that you're the man. It's the only way to do it naturally. You say you're a
librarian. Fine! What is your main field of interest? Miliana! You already
have the greatest collection of material on the Mule in the Galaxy. It is
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natural for you to want nore; nore natural for you than for anyone el se
You coul d request entrance to the Kal gan Pal ace w thout arousing suspicion
of ulterior notives. You mght be refused but you would not be suspected.
What's nore, you have a one-man cruiser. You're known to have visited
foreign planets during your annual vacation. You' ve even been on Kal gan
before. Don't you understand that you need only act as you al ways have?"

"But | can't just say, 'W ... won't you kindly et ne in to your nost
sacred shrine, M... M. First Ctizen?"
"Wy not ?"

"Because, by the Gal axy, he won't let ne!"

"Al'l right, then. So he won't Then you'll come home and we’ll think of
sonet hing el se. ™

Munn | ooked about in helpless rebellion. He felt hinself being talked into
something he hated. No one offered to help him extricate hinself.

So in the end two decisions were made in Dr. Darell's house. The first was
a reluctant one of agreenment on the part of Munn to take off into space as
soon as his sumrer vacation began

The other was a highly unauthorized decision on the part of a thoroughly
unof fi ci al menber of the gathering, made as she clicked off a
sound-receiver and conposed herself for a belated sleep. This second
deci si on does not concern us just yet.

10
Approaching Crisis

A week had passed on the Second Foundation, and the First Speaker was
smling once agai n upon the Student.

"You nust have brought ne interesting results, or you would not be so
filled with anger."”

The Student put his hand upon the sheaf of cal cul ati ng paper he had brought
with himand said, "Are you sure that the problem is a factual one?"

"The premises are true. | have distorted nothing."
"Then | rmust accept the results, and | do not want to."

"Naturally. But what have your wants to do with it? Well, tell nme what
di sturbs you so. No, no, put your derivations to one side. | will subject
them to analysis afterward. Manwhile, talk to nme. Let ne judge your
under st andi ng. "

"Wel |, then, Speaker— It becones very apparent that a gross overall change
in the basic psychol ogy of the First Foundation has taken place. As |ong as
they knew of the existence of a Seldon Plan, wthout knowi ng any of the
details thereof, they were confident but uncertain. They knew they woul d
succeed, but they didn't know when or how. There was, therefore, a
continuous atnosphere of tension and strain - which was what Sel don
desired. The First Foundation, in other words, could be counted wupon to
wor k at maxi mum potential . "

"A doubtful metaphor,"” said the First Speaker, "but |I wunderstand you."

"But now, Speaker, they know of the existence of a Second Foundation in
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what anounts to detail, rather nmerely than as an ancient and vague
statement of Seldon's. They have an inkling as to its function as the
guardi an of the Plan. They know that an agency exists which watches their
every step and will not let them fall. So they abandon their purposefu

stride and allow thenselves to be carried upon a litter. Another netaphor,
I"'mafraid."

"Neverthel ess, go on."

"And that very abandonnent of effort; that growing inertia; that |apse into
softness and into a decadent and hedonistic culture, neans the ruin of the
Pl an. They nust be self-propelled."

"I's that all?"

"No, there is nore. The majority reaction is as described. But a great
probability exists for a mnority reaction. Know edge of our guardi anship
and our control will rouse anbng a few, not conplacence, but hostility.
This follows fromKorillov's Theorem"

"Yes, yes. | know the theorem™

"I"'msorry, Speaker. It is difficult to avoid nmathematics. In any case, the
effect is that not only is the Foundation's effort diluted, but part of it
is turned agai nst us, actively against us."

"And is that all?"

"There renmmins one other factor of which the probability is noderately
| ow--"

"Very good. What is that?"

"While the energies of the First Foundation were directed only to Enpire;
while their only enem es were huge and outnoded hul ks that remained from
the shanbles of the past, they were obviously concerned only wth the
physi cal sciences. Wth us formng a new, |arge part of their environnent,
a change in viewmy well be inposed on them They may try to becomne
psychol ogi st s—"

"That change," said the First Speaker, coolly, "has already taken place."

The Student's |ips conpressed thenselves into a pale line. "Then all is
over. It is the basic inconpatibility with the Plan. Speaker, would |I have
known of this if | had |ived — outside?"

The First Speaker spoke seriously, "You feel humiliated, ny young nan,
because, thinking you understood so nuch so well, you suddenly find that
many very apparent things were unknown to you. Thinking you were one of the
Lords of the Gal axy; vyou suddenly find that you stand near to destruction

Naturally, you wll resent the ivory tower in which you lived; the
seclusion in which you were educated; the theories on which you were
rear ed.

"I once had that feeling. It is normal. Yet it was necessary that in your
formative years you have no direct contact with the Galaxy, that you remain
here, where all knowedge is filtered to you, and your nind carefully

sharpened. W could have shown you this ... this part-failure of the Plan
earlier and spared you the shock now, but you would not have understood the
significance properly, as you now will. Then you find no solution at all to

t he probl enP"

The Student shook his head and said hopel essly, "None!"
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"Well, it is not surprising. Listen to me, young man. A course of action
exi sts and has been followed for over a decade. It is not a usual course,
but one that we have been forced into against our will. It involves |ow

probabilities, dangerous assunptions— W have even been forced to deal with
i ndi vidual reactions at times, because that was the only possible way, and
you know that Psychostatistics by its very nature has no neaning when
applied to l ess than planetary nunbers."”

"Are we succeedi ng?" gasped the Student.

"There's no way of telling yet. W have kept the situation stable so far —
but for the first time in the history of the Plan, it is possible for the
unexpected actions of a single individual to destroy it. W have adjusted a
m ni mum nunber of outsiders to a needful state of mnd; we have our agents
— but their paths are planned. They dare not inprovise. That should be
obvious to you. And | will not conceal the worst — if we are discovered,
here, on this world, it will not only be the Plan that is destroyed, but
oursel ves, our physical selves. So you see, our solution is not very good."

"But the little you have described does not sound like a solution at all
but |ike a desperate guess.”

"No. Let us say, an intelligent guess."

"When is the crisis, Speaker? Wien will we know whether we have succeeded
or not?"

"Wll within the year, no doubt."

The Student considered that, then nodded his head. He shook hands with the
Speaker. "Well, it's good to know. "

He turned on his heel and |eft.

The first Speaker |ooked out silently as the w ndow gained transparency.
Past the giant structures to the quite, crowding stars.

A year would pass quickly. Wwuld any of them any of Seldon's heritage, be
alive at its end?

11
St owaway

It was a little over a nonth before the sunmmer could be said to have
started. Started, that is, to the extent that Homir Munn had witten his
final financial report of the fiscal year, seen to it that the substitute
librarian supplied by the Governnent was sufficiently aware of the

subtleties of the post — last year's man had been quite unsatisfactory —
and arranged to have his little cruiser the Unimara — nanmed after a tender
and nysterious episode of twenty years past - taken out of its winter

cobwebbery.

He left Terminus in a sullen distenper. No one was at the port to see him
of f. That would not have been natural since no one ever had in the past. He
knew very well that it was inportant to have this trip in no way different
from any he had nade in the past, yet he felt drenched in a vague
resentment. He, Homir Minn, was risking his neck in derring-doery of the
nmost outrageous sort, and yet he | eft al one.

At | east, so he thought.

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (76 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:00 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

And it was because he thought wongly, that the following day was one of
confusion, both on the Uninara and in Dr. Darell's suburban hone.

It hit Dr. Darell's home first, in point of time, through the medi um of
Poli, the maid, whose nonth's vacation was now quite a thing of the past.
She flew down the stairs in a flurry and stutter.

The good doctor nmet her and she tried vainly to put enption into words but
ended by thrusting a sheet of paper and a cubical object at him

He took themunwillingly and said: "Wuat's wong, Poli?"

"She's gone, doctor."

"Who' s gone?"

"Arcadial"

"What do you mean, gone? Gone where? Wat are you talking about?"

And she stanped her foot: 'l don't know. She's gone, and there's a suitcase
and sone clothes gone wth her and there's that letter. Wiy don't you read
it, instead of just standing there? Ch, you nen!"

Dr. Darell shrugged and opened the envel ope. The letter was not |ong, and
except for the angul ar signature, "Arkady," was in the ornate and flow ng
handwiting of Arcadia's transcriber

Dear Father:

It woul d have been sinply too heartbreaking to say good-by to you
in person. | mght have cried like alittle girl and you would
have been ashaned of ne. So I'mwiting a letter instead to tel
you how nmuch Il miss you, even while |I'mhaving this perfectly
wonder ful summer vacation with Uncle Homir. |11 take good care of
myself and it won't be long before I'mhone again. Meanwhile, |I'm

| eaving you sonething that's all nmy own. You can have it now.
Your | oving daughter,
Ar kady.

He read it through several tinmes with an expression that grew bl anker each
time. He said stiffly, "Have you read this, Poli?"

Poli was instantly on the defensive. "I certainly can't be blanmed for that,
doctor. The envel ope has 'Poli' witten on the outside, and | had no way of
telling there was a letter for you on the inside. |I'mno snoop, doctor, and

in the years |'ve been wth-"

Darell held wup a placating hand, "Very well, Poli. It's not inportant. |
j ust want ed to make sure you under st ood what had happened. "

He was considering rapidly. It was no use telling her to forget the matter
Wth regard to the eneny, "forget" was a neani ngl ess word; and the advice,
insofar as it nade the matter nore inportant, would have had an opposite
effect.

He said instead, "She's a queer little girl, you know. Very romantic. Ever
since we arranged to have her go off on a space trip this sunmer, she's
been quite excited."

"And just why has no one told ne about this space trip?"
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"It was arranged while you were away, and we forgot It's nothing nore
conplicated than that."

Poli's original emtions now concentrated thenselves into a single,
overwhel ming indignation, "Sinple, is it? The poor chick has gone off with
one suitcase, without a decent stitch of clothes to her, and alone at that.
How | ong will she be away?"

"Now | won't have you worrying about it, Poli. There will be plenty of
clothes for her on the ship. It's been all arranged. WIIl you tell M.
Anthor, that | want to see hinP Ch, and first — is this the object that

Arcadi a has |eft for ne?" He turned it over in his hand.

Poli tossed her head. "I'msure | don't know The letter was on top of it
and that's every bit | can tell you. Forget to tell ne, indeed. If her
nmot her were alive-"

Darel |, waved her away. "Please call M. Anthor."

Anthor's viewpoint on the matter differed radically fromthat of Arcadia's
father. He punctuated his initial remarks with clenched fists and tomhair,
and fromthere, passed on to bitterness.

"Great Space, what are you waiting for? What are we both waiting for? Get
the spaceport on the viewer and have them contact the Uni mara. "

"Softly, Pelleas, she's ny daughter."”
"But it's not your Galaxy."

"Now, wait. She's an intelligent girl, Pelleas, and she's thought this
thing out carefully. W had better follow her thoughts while this thing is
fresh. Do you know what this thing is?"

"No. Way should it matter what it is?
"Because it's a sound-receiver."
"That thing?"

"I't's homemade, but it will work. I've tested it. Don't you see? It's her
way of telling us that she's been a party to our conversations of policy.
She knows where Homir Miunn is going and why. She's decided it would be
exciting to go along."

"Ch, Great Space," groaned the younger man. "Another mind for the Second
Foundation to pick."

"Except that there's no reason why the Second Foundation should, a priori
suspect a fourteen-year-old girl of being a danger — unless we do anything
to attract attention to her, such as calling back a ship out of space for
no reason other than to take her off. Do you forget with whomwe're
dealing? How narrow the nmargin is that separates us from discovery? How
hel pl ess we are thereafter?"

" But we can't have everyt hi ng depend on an i nsane child.”

She's not insane, and we have no choice. She need not have witten the
letter, but she did it to keep us from going to the police after a |ost
child. Her letter suggests that we convert the entire nmatter into a
friendly offer on the part of Munn to take an old friend s daughter off for
a short vacation. And why not? He's been ny friend for nearly twenty years.
He's known her since she was three, when | brought her back from Trantor
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It's a perfectly natural thing, and, in fact, ought to decrease suspicion
A spy does not <carry a fourteen-year-old niece about with him"

"So. And what will Minn do when he finds her?"

Dr. Darell heaved his eyebrows once. "I can't say — but | presunme she’l
handl e him"

But the house was sonehow very lonely at night and Dr. Darell found that
the fate of the Galaxy made renmarkably little difference while his
daughter's mad little Iife was in danger.

The excitement on the Unimara, if involving fewer people, was considerably
nore intense.

In the luggage conpartment, Arcadia found herself, in the first place,
aided by experience, and in the second, hanpered by the reverse.

Thus, she nmet the initial acceleration with equaninity and the nore subtle
nausea that acconpanied the inside-outness of the first junp through
hyperspace with stoicism Both had been experienced on space hops before,
and she was tensed for them She knew also that |uggage conpartnments were
included in the ship's ventilation-systemand that they could even be

bathed in wall-light. This Iast, however, she excluded as being too
unconsci onably wunromantic. She remained in the dark, as a conspirator
shoul d, breathing very softly, and listening to the little miscellany of

noi ses that surrounded Homir Minn

They were undistinguished noises, the kind nmade by a man alone. The
shuffling of shoes, the rustle of fabric against netal, the soughing of an
uphol stered chair seat retreating under weight, the sharp click of a
control wunit, or the soft slap of a palmover a photoelectric cell

Yet, eventually, it was the | ack of experience that caught up with Arcadi a.
In the book filnms and on the videos, the stowaway seened to have such an
infinite capacity for obscurity. O course, there was al ways the danger of
di sl odgi ng sonething which would fall with a crash, or of sneezing — in
vi deos you were alnbst sure to sneeze; it was an accepted nmatter. She knew
all this, and was careful. There was also the realization that thirst and
hunger mi ght be encountered. For this, she was prepared wth ration cans
out of the pantry. But yet things remained that the filns never nentioned,
and it dawned upon Arcadia with a shock that, despite the best intentions
in the world, she could stay hidden in the closet for only a limted tine.

And on a one-nan sports-cruiser, such as the Unimara, living space
consisted, essentially, of a single room so that there wasn't even the
ri sky possibility of sneaking out of the conpartnment while Minn was engaged
el sewhere

She waited frantically for the sounds of sleep to arise. If only she knew
whet her he snored. At |east she knew where the bunk was and she could
recogni ze the rolling protest of one when she heard it. There was a |ong
breath and then a yawn. She waited through a gathering silence, punctuated
by the bunk's soft protest against a changed position or a shifted |eg.

The door of the luggage conpartnent opened easily at the pressure of her
finger, and her crani ng neck-

There was a definite human sound that broke off sharply.
Arcadia solidified. Silence! Still silence!

She tried to poke her eyes outside the door w thout noving her head and
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failed. The head followed the eyes.

Homr Minn was awake, of course — reading in bed, bathed in the soft,
unspreading bed Ilight, staring into the darkness with w de eyes, and
gropi ng one hand stealthily under the pill ow

Arcadia's head noved sharply back of itself. Then, the light went out
entirely and Minn's voice said with shaky sharpness, "I've got a blaster,
and |1' mshooting, by the Gal axy-"

And Arcadia wailed, "It's only me. Don't shoot."

Remar kabl e what a fragile flower romance is. A gun with a nervous operator
behind it can spoil the whole thing.

The Iight was back on — all over the ship — and Munn was sitting up in bed.
The sonmewhat grizzled hair on his thin chest and the sparse one-day growth
on his chin lent himan entirely fallacious appearance of disreputability.

Arcadi a stepped out, yanking at her netallene jacket which was supposed to
be guaranteed wi nkl eproof.

After a wld nmonent in which he al nost junped out of bed, but renenbered,
and instead yanked the sheet up to his shoulders, Miunn gargled, "W... wha
what -"

He was conpl etely inconprehensible.

Arcadi a said neekly, "Wuld you excuse me for a nmnute? |I've got to wash ny
hands." She knew the geography of the vessel, and slipped away quickly.
When she returned, with her courage oozing back, Homir Minn was standing

before her with a faded bathrobe on the outside and a brilliant fury on the
i nsi de.

"What the black holes of Space are you d ... doing aboard this ship? H ..
how did you get on here? What do you th ... think |'m supposed to do with

you? What's goi ng on here?"

He mght have asked questions indefinitely, but Arcadia interrupted
sweetly, "I just wanted to cone along, Uncle Homr."

"Way? 1" m not goi ng anywhere?"
"You're going to Kalgan for information about the Second Foundation."

And Munn let out a wild how and coll apsed conpletely. For one horrified
monent, Arcadia thought he would have hysterics or beat his head agai nst
the wall. He was still holding the blaster and her stomach grew ice-cold as
she watched it.

"Watch out— Take it easy-" was all she could think of to say.

But he struggled back to relative normality and threw the blaster on to the
bunk with a force that should have set it off and bl own a hol e through the
ship's hull.

"How did you get on?" he asked slowy, as though gripping each word with
his teeth very carefully to prevent it fromtrenbling before letting it
out .

"It was easy. | just cane into the hangar with ny suitcase, and said, 'M.
Munn's baggage!' and the nan in charge just waved his thunb w thout even
| ooki ng up."
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"I''"l'l have to take you back, you know," said Homir, and there was a sudden
wild glee within himat the thought. By Space, this wasn't his fault.

"You can't," said Arcadia, calmy, "it would attract attention.”
"What ?"

"You know. The whole purpose of your going to Kalgan was because it was
natural for you to go and ask for permissionto l|look into the Mile's
records. And you've got to be so natural that you're to attract no
attention at all. If you go back with a girl stowaway, it m ght even get
into the tele-news reports.”

"Where did you g ... get those notions about Kalgan? These ... uh ..
childish-" He was far too flippant for conviction, of course, even to one
who knew | ess than did Arcadia.

"I heard," she couldn't avoid pride conpletely, "with a sound-recorder.
know al |l about it — so you've got to let ne cone along."

"What about your father?'" He played a quick trunmp. "For all he knows,
you' re ki dnapped ... dead."

"I left a note," she said, overtrunping, "and he probably knows he mustn't
make a fuss, or anything. You'll ©probably get a space-gram fromhim?"

To Minn the only explanation was sorcery, because the receiving signa
sounded wildly two seconds after she finished.

She said: "That's my father, | bet,” and it was.

The nessage wasn't long and it was addressed to Arcadia. It said: "Thank
you for your lovely present, which |I'msure you put to good use. Have a
good time."

"You see," she said, "that's instructions.”

Homir grew used to her. After a while, he was glad she was there.
Eventually, he wondered how he would have nade it wthout her. She
prattled! She was excited! Mst of all, she was conpl etely unconcerned. She
knew the Second Foundation was the eneny, vyet it didn't bother her. She
knew that on Kalgan, he was to deal with a hostile officialdom but she
could hardly wait.

Maybe it came of being fourteen.

At any rate, the week-long trip now neant conversation rather than

introspection. To be sure, it wasn't a very enlightening conversation,
since it concerned, alnost entirely, the girl's notions on the subject of
how best to treat the Lord of Kalgan. Anusing and nonsensical, and yet

delivered with weighty deliberation.

Hom r found hinself actually capable of smling as he listened and wondered
out of just which gemof historical fiction she got her tw sted notion of
the great universe

It was the evening before the last junp. Kalgan was a bright star in the
scarcel y-tw nkling enptiness of the outer reaches of the Galaxy. The ship's
telescope nmade it a sparkling blob of barely-perceptible dianeter.

Arcadia sat cross-legged in the good chair. She was wearing a pair of
slacks and a none-too-roony shirt that belonged to Homr. Her own nore
fem ni ne war dr obe had been washed and ironed for the | anding.
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She said, "I'mgoing to wite historical novels, you know. " She was quite
happy about the trip. Uncle Homir didn't the least mind listening to her
and it rmade conversation so nuch nore pleasant when you could talk to a

really intelligent person who was serious about what you said.
She continued: "I've read books and books about all the great nen of
Foundation history. You know, |ike Seldon, Hardin, Mllow, Devers and al

the rest. |'ve even read nost of what you' ve witten about the Mil e, except

that it isn't nuch fun to read those parts where the Foundation |oses.
Wul dn't you rather read a history where they skipped the silly, tragic
parts?"

"Yes, | would,” Minn assured her, gravely. "But it wouldn't be a fair
history, would it, Arkady? You'd never get academic respect, unless you
give the whole story."

"Ch, poof. Who cares about acadenic respect?" She found himdelightful. He
hadn't nissed calling her Arkady for days. "M/ novels are going to be
interesting and are going to sell and be fampus. What's the use of witing
books unl ess you sell themand beconme well-known? | don't want just some
old professors to know nme. It's got to be everybody."

Her eyes darkened with pleasure at the thought and she wiggled into a nore

confortable position. "In fact, as soon as | can get father to let nme, I'm
going to visit Trantor, so's | can get background material on the First
Enpire, you know. | was born on Trantor; did you know that?"

He did, but he said, "You were?" and put just the right anount of amazenent
into his voice. He was rewarded with sonet hing between a beam and a si nper.

"Uh- huh. My grandnother ... you know, Bayta Darell, you' ve heard of her

was on Trantor once with my grandfather. In fact, that's where they stopped
the Mule, when all the Galaxy was at his feet; and ny father and nother
went there also when they were first married. | was born there. 1 even
lived there till nother died, only I was just three then, and | don't
remenber nuch about it. Were you ever on Trantor, Uncle Homr?"

"No, <can't say | was." He leaned back against the cold bul khead and
listened idly. Kalgan was very close, and he felt his uneasiness fl ooding
back.

"I'sn"t it just the nmost romantic world? My father says that under Stanne
V, it had nore people than any ten worl ds nowadays. He says it was just one

big world of netals — one big city — that was the capital of all the
Gal axy. He's shown me pictures that he took on Trantor. It's all in ruins
now, but it's still stupendous. I'd just love to see it again. In fact

Hom r!"

"Yes?"

"Wy don't we go t here, when we're fini shed with Kal gan?"

Sone of the fright hurtled back into his face. "Wiat? Now don't start on
that. This is business, not pleasure. Renenber that."

"But it is business" she squeaked. "There might be incredible anounts of
informati on on Trantor, don't you think so?*

"No, | don't He scranbled to his feet "Now untangle yourself fromthe
conputer. We've got to nmke the last junp, and then you turn in." One good
thing about |anding, anyway; he was about fed up with trying to sleep on an
overcoat on the netal floor
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The cal cul ations were not difficult. The "Space Route Handbook" was quite
explicit on the Foundation-Kalgan route. There was the nonentary twitch of

the tinel ess passage through hyperspace and the final |ight-year dropped
awnay.
The sun of Kalgan was a sun now - large, bright, and vyellow white;

i nvisible behind the portholes that had automatically closed on the sun-lit
si de.

Kal gan was only a night's sleep away.
12
Lord

O all the worlds of the Galaxy, Kalgan undoubtedly had the nobst unique
hi story. That of the planet Term nus, for instance, was that of an al npost
uninterrupted rise. That of Trantor, once capital of the Gal axy, was that
of an al nost uninterrupted fall. But Kal gan—

Kal gan first gained fame as the pleasure world of the Gal axy two centuries
before the birth of Hari Seldon. It was a pleasure world in the sense that

it mde an industry - and an imensely profitable one, at that - out of
anmusenent .
And it was a stable industry. It was the nobst stable industry in the

Gal axy. When all the Galaxy perished as a civilization, little by little,
scarcely a feather's weight of catastrophe fell upon Kalgan. No matter how
the econony and sociol ogy of the neighboring sectors of the Gl axy changed,
there was always an elite; and it is always the characteristic of an elite
that it possesses leisure as t he great reward of its elite-hood.

Kal gan was at the service, therefore, successively — and successfully — of
the effete and perfuned dandies of the Inperial Court with their sparkling
and |ibidinous |adies; of the rough and raucous warlords who ruled in iron
the worlds they had gained in blood, with their unbridled and |ascivious
wenches; of the plunp and luxurious businessnmen of the Foundation, with
their lush and flagitious m stresses.

It was quite undiscrimnating, since they all had noney. And since Kal gan
serviced all and barred none; since its commodity was in unfailing demand;
since it had the wisdomto interfere in no world' s politics, to stand on no
one's legitimacy, it prospered when nothing el se did, and remrai ned fat when
all grew thin.

That is, wuntil the Mule. Then, sonehow, it fell, too, before a conqueror
who was inpervious to anusenent, or to anything but conquest. To him al
pl anets were alike, even Kal gan

So for a decade, Kalgan found itself in the strange role of Galactic
metropolis; mstress of the greatest Enpire since the end of the Galactic
Enpire itself.

And then, with the death of the Mile, as sudden as the zoom cane the drop
The Foundation broke away. Wth it and after it, nuch of the rest of the
Mile's domnions. Fifty years later there was left only the bew | dering
menory of that short space of power, like an opiumdream Kal gan never
quite recovered. It could never return to the unconcerned pleasure world it
had been, for the spell of power never quite releases its bold. It lived
i nstead under a succession of nen whomthe Foundation called the Lords of
Kal gan, but who styled thenselves First Citizen of the Galaxy, in imtation
of the Mile s only title, and who maintained the fiction that they were
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conquerors too.

The current Lord of Kalgan had held that position for five nonths. He had
gained it originally by virtue of his position at the head of the Kal gani an
navy, and through a |anentable |ack of caution on the part of the previous
lord. Yet no one on Kalgan was quite stupid enough to go into the question
of legitinmacy too long or too closely. These things happened, and are best
accept ed.

Yet that sort of survival of the fittest in addition to putting a prem um
on bl oodi ness and evil, occasionally allowed capability to cone to the fore
as well. Lord Stettin was conpetent enough and not easy to nmanage.

Not easy for his eninence, the First Mnister, who, with fine inpartiality,
had served the last lord as well as the present; and who would, if he lived
| ong enough, serve the next as honestly.

Nor easy for the Lady Callia, who was Stettin's nore than friend, yet |ess
than wife.

In Lord Stettin's private apartnents the three were al one that evening. The
First Citizen, bulky and glistening in the admral's uniformthat he
affected, scowled from out the unupholstered chair in which he sat as
stiffly as the plastic of which it was conposed. Hs First Mnister Lev
Meirus, faced him with a far-off wunconcern, his long, nervous fingers
stroking absently and rhythmcally the deep Iine that curved from hooked
nose al ong gaunt and sunken cheek to the point, nearly, of the gray-bearded
chin. The Lady Callia disposed of herself gracefully on the deeply furred

covering of a foamite couch, her full lips trenbling a bit in an unheeded
pout .
"Sir," said Meirus - it was the only title adhering to a lord who was

styled only First Ctizen, "you lack a certain viewof the continuity of
history. Your own life, with its trenendous revolutions, |eads you to think
of the course of «civilization as sonething equally anenable to sudden
change. But it is not."

"The Mul e showed ot herw se."

"But who can followin his footsteps. He was nore than nman, renenber. And
be, too, was not entirely successful."

"Poochie," whinpered the Lady Callia, suddenly, and then shrank into
herself at the furious gesture fromthe First Citizen

Lord Stettin said, harshly, "Do not interrupt, Callia. Meirus, | amtired

of inaction. My predecessor spent his life polishing the navy into a
finely-turned instrument that has not its equal in the Gal axy. And he died
with the magnificent machine lying idle. Am | to continue that? 1, an

Admi ral of the Navy?

"How |ong before the machine rusts? At present, it is a drain on the
Treasury and returns nothing. Its officers long for domnion, its nen for
|l oot. Al Kalgan desires the return of Enpire and glory. Are you capabl e of
under st andi ng t hat ?"

"These are but words that you wuse, but | grasp your neaning. Dom nion,
| oot, glory — pleasant when they are obtained, but the process of obtaining
themis often risky and always unpleasant. The first fine flush nay not
last. And in all history, it has never been wise to attack the Foundation
Even the Mul e woul d have been w ser to refrain-"

There were tears in the Lady Callia's blue, enpty eyes. O late, Poochie
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scarcely saw her, and now, when he had pronised the evening to her, this
horrible, thin, gray nan, who al ways | ooked through her rather than at her,
had forced his way in. And Poochie let him She dared not say anything; was
frightened even of the sob that forced its way out.

But Stettin was speaking now in the voice she hated, hard and Inpatient. He
was saying: "You're a slave to the far past. The Foundation is greater in
vol ume and popul ation, but they are loosely knit and wll fall apart at a
bl ow. What holds themtogether these days is merely inertia; an inertia
am strong enough to smash. You are hypnotized by the old days when only the
Foundati on had atom c power. They were able to dodge the | ast hamrer bl ows
of the dying Empire and then faced only the unbrained anarchy of the
war | ords who woul d counter the Foundation's atom c vessels only with hul ks
and relics.

"But the Mule, ny dear Meirus, has changed that. He spread the know edge,
that the Foundation had hoarded to itself, through half the Gal axy and the
nmonopoly in science is gone forever. W can match them"

"And the Second Foundati on?" questioned Meirus, coolly.

"And the Second Foundation?" repeated Stettin as coolly. "Do you know its
intentions? It took ten years to stop the Miule, if, indeed, it was the
factor, which some doubt. Are you unaware that a good nany of the
Foundation's psychol ogi sts and sociologists are of the opinion that the
Sel don Plan has been conpletely disrupted since the days of the Mile? If
the Plan has gone, then a vacuumexists which | may fill as well as the
next man."

"Qur know edge of these matters is not great enough to warrant the ganble.”

"Qur know edge, perhaps, but we have a Foundation visitor on the planet.
Did you knowthat? A Homir Munn — who, | understand, has witten articles
on the Mile, and has expressed exactly that opinion, that the Sel don Pl an
no | onger exists."

The First Mnister nodded, "I have heard of him or at least of his
witings. What does he desire?"

"He asks pernmission to enter the Miul e's pal ace. "

"Indeed? It would be wise to refuse. It is never advisable to disturb the
superstitions with which a planet is held."

"I will consider that — and we will speak again.”
Mei rus bowed hinself out.

Lady Callia said tearfully, "Are you angry with me, Poochie?" Stettin
turned on her savagely. "Have | not told you before never to call ne by
that ridiculous name in the presence of others?"

"You used to like it."
"Well, | don't any nore, and it is not to happen again."

He stared at her darkly. It was a mystery to himthat he tolerated her
these days. She was a soft, enpty-headed thing, confortable to the touch,
with a pliable affection that was a convenient facet to a hard life. Yet,
even that affection was becom ng wearisone. She dreamed of marriage, of
bei ng First Lady.

Ri di cul ous!
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She was all very well when he had been an admiral only — but now as First
Citizen and future conqueror, he needed nore. He needed heirs who could
unite his future dom nions, sonething the Miul e had never had, which was why
his Enpire did not survive his strange nonhuman life. He, Stettin, needed
someone of the great historic famlies of the Foundation with whom he coul d
fuse dynasti es.

He wondered testily why he did not rid hinself of Callia now. It would be
no trouble. She would whine a bit— He dism ssed the thought. She had her
poi nts, occasionally.

Callia was cheering up now. The influence of G aybeard was gone and her
Poochie's granite face was softening now. She lifted herself in a single,
fluid motion and nelted toward him

"You're not going to scold ne, are you?"

"No." He patted her absently. "Now just sit quietly for a while, will you?
I want to think."

"About the man fromthe Foundation?"
"Yes. "

"Poochi e?" This was a pause.

"What ?"

"Poochie, the man has a little girl with him you said. Remenber? Coul d
see her when she cones? | never-"

"Now what do you think I want himto bring his brat with him for? Is ny
audi ence room to be a grammar school? Enough of your nonsense, Callia.”

"But I'Il take care of her, Poochie. You won't even have to bother with
her. It's just that | hardly ever see children, and you know how | |ove
them"

He | ooked at her sardonically. She never tired of this approach. She | oved

children; i.e. his children; i.e. his legitimate children; i.e. marriage.
He | aughed.
"This particular little piece," he said, "is a great girl of fourteen or

fifteen. She's probably as tall as you are."

Callia | ooked crushed. "Well, could |, anyway? She could tell ne about the
Foundation? |'ve always wanted to go there, you know. M grandfather was a
Foundat i on man. won' t you take ne t here, soneti ne, Poochi e?"

Stettin smled at the thought. Perhaps he would, as conqueror. The good
nature that the thought supplied himwith made itself felt in his words, "I
will, I will. And you can see the girl and talk Foundation to her all you
want. But not near nme, understand."”

"I won't bother you, honestly. I'll have her in nmy own roons." She was
happy again. It was not very often these days that she was allowed to have
her way. She put her arnms about his neck and after the slightest
hesitation, she felt its tendons relax and the |arge head cone softly down
upon her shoul der

13

Lady
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Arcadia felt triunmphant. How life had changed since Pelleas Anthor had
stuck his silly face up against her window — and all because she had the
vi sion and courage to do what needed to be done.

Here she was on Kalgan. She had been to the great Central Theater - the
largest in the Galaxy — and seen in person sone of the singing stars who
were fanous even in the distant Foundation. She had shopped all on her own
along the Flowered Path, fashion center of the gayest world in Space. And
she had nade her own selections because Homr just didn't know anything

about it at all. The sal eswonen raised no objections at all to |ong, shiny
dresses with those vertical sweeps that nade her look so tall - and
Foundati on noney went a long, long way. Homir had given her a ten-credit
bill and when she changed it to Kalganian "Kalganids,"” it nmade a terribly
t hi ck sheaf.

She had even had her hair redone — sort of half-short in back, with two

glistening curls over each temple. And it was treated so that it |ooked
gol dier than ever; it just shone.

But this, this was best of all. To be sure, the Palace of Lord Stettin
wasn't as grand and lavish as the theaters, or as nysterious and historica
as the old palace of the Mule — of which, so far they had only glinpsed the
lonely towers in their air flight across the planet — but, imagine, a rea
Lord. She was rapt in the glory of it.

And not only that. She was actually face to face with his Mstress. Arcadia
capitalized the word in her mnd, because she knew the role such wonen had
played in history; knew their glamur and power. In fact, she had often
thought of being an all-powerful and glittering creature, herself, but
sonmehow nistresses weren't in fashion at the Foundation just then and
besides, her father probably wouldn't let her, if it canme to that.

O course, the Lady Callia didn't quite cone up to Arcadia's notion of the
part. For one thing, she was rather plunp, and didn't [|ook at all wicked
and dangerous. just sort of faded and near-sighted. Her voice was high,
too, instead of throaty, and-

Callia said, "Wuld you like nmore tea, child?"
"I'"l1l have another cup, thank you, your grace," — or was it your highness?

Arcadia continued with a connoisseur's condescension, "Those are |lovely
pearls you are wearing, ny lady." (On the whole, "ny |ady" seened best.)

"Ch? Do you think so?" Callia seemed vaguely pl eased. She renoved them and
let themswing mlkily to and fro. "Wuld you |ike then? You can have them
if you like."

"Ch, my— You really mean-" She found themin her hand, then, repelling them
mournfully, she said, "Father wouldn't like it."

"He woul dn't |ike the pearl s? But they're quite nice pearls."

"He wouldn't like mnmy taking them | nean. You're not supposed to take
expensi ve presents from ot her people, he says."

"You aren't? But ... | nmean, this was a present to ne fromPoo ... fromthe
First Ctizen. Was that wong, do you suppose?”

Arcadi a reddened. "I didn't nean--"

But Callia had tired of the subject. She let the pearls slide to the ground
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and said, "You were going to tell nme about the Foundation. Please do so
right now "

And Arcadi a was suddenly at a | oss. What does one say about a world dull to
tears. To her, the Foundation was a suburban town, a confortable house, the
annoyi ng necessities of education, the uninteresting eternities of a quiet
life. She said, uncertainly, "It's just like you view in the book-filns, I
suppose. "

"Ch, do you view book-filnms? They give ne such a headache when | try. But
do you know | always |ove video stories about your Traders — such big,
savage nmen. It's always so exciting. |Is your friend, M. Minn, one of thenf
He doesn't seemnearly savage enough. Most of the Traders had beards and
bi g bass voices, and were so dom neering with wonmen — don't you think so?"

Arcadia smled, glassily. "That's just part of history, ny lady. | nean,
when the Foundation was Young, the Traders were the pioneers pushing back
the frontiers and bringing civilization to the rest of the GGlaxy. W
| earned all about that in school. But that tine has passed. W don't have
Traders any nore; just corporations and things."

"Real | y? What a shame. Then what does M. Miunn do? | nean, if he's not a
Tr ader. "

"Uncle Homr's a librarian.”

Callia put a hand to her lips and tittered. "You nmean he takes care of
book-films. Ch, ny! It seems like such a silly thing for a grown man to
do. "

"He's a very good Ilibrarian, ny lady. It is an occupation that is very
highly regarded at the Foundation.” She put down the little, iridescent
teacup upon the m | ky-mnetal ed table surface.

Her hostess was all concern. "But ny dear child. I"'msure | didn't nean to
offend you. He nust be a very intelligent nman. | could see it in his eyes
as soon as | looked at him They were so ... so intelligent. And he nust be

brave, too, to want to see the Miul e's pal ace."

"Brave?" Arcadia's internal awareness twitched. This was what she was
waiting for. Intrigue! Intrigue! Wth great indifference, she asked,
staring idly at her thunbtip: "Wy nust one be brave to wish to see the
Mul e' s pal ace?"

"Didn't you know?" Her eyes were round, and her voice sank. "There's a
curse on it. Wien he died, the Mile directed that no one ever enter it
until the Enpire of the Galaxy is established. Nobody on Kal gan woul d dare
even to enter the grounds."”

Arcadi a absorbed that. "But that's superstition-"

"Don't say that," Callia was distressed. "Poochie always says that. He says
it's useful to say it isn't though, in order to nmaintain his hold over the
people. But | notice he's never gone in hinself. And neither did Thall os,
who was First Citizen before Poochie." A thought struck her and she was al

curiosity again: "But why does M. Minn want to see the Palace?"

And it was here that Arcadia's careful plan could be put into action. She
knew wel | fromthe books she had read that a ruler's nmistress was the rea
power behind the throne, that she was the very well-spring of influence.
Therefore, if Uncle Homr failed with Lord Stettin — and she was sure he
would — she nust retrieve that failure with Lady Callia. To be sure, Lady
Callia was something of a puzzle. She didn't seemat all bright. But, well,
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all history proved-

She said, "There's a reason, ny lady — but will you keep it in confidence?"

"Cross ny heart,"” said Callia, nmaking the appropriate gesture on the soft,
bi |l owi ng whiteness of her breast.

Arcadi a's thoughts kept a sentence ahead of her words. "Uncle Homir is a
great authority on the Miule, you know. He's witten books and books about
it, and he thinks that all of Galactic history has been changed since the
Mul e conquered the Foundation."

"G], ny. "
"He t hinks the Sel don Pl an-"

Callia clapped her hands. "I know about the Seldon Plan. The videos about
the Traders were always all about the Seldon Plan. It was supposed to
arrange to have the Foundation win all the time. Science had sonething to
do with it, though |I could never quite see how | always get so restless
when | have to listen to explanations. But you go right ahead, ny dear

It's different when you explain. You nake everything seemso clear."

Arcadi a continued, "Well, don't you see then that when the Foundation was
defeated by the Mile, the Seldon Plan didn't work and it hasn't worked
since. So who will formthe Second Enpire?"

"The Second Enpire?"

"Yes, one nust be forned some day, but how? That's the problem you see.
And there's the Second Foundation."

"The Second Foundation?" She was quite completely |ost.

"Yes, they're the planners of history that are following in the footsteps
of Seldon. They stopped the Mule because he was premature, but now, they
may be supporting Kal gan.”

" \My?u

"Because Kalgan may now offer the best chance of being the nucleus for a
new Enpire."

DmMy, Lady Callia seened to grasp that. "You nmean Poochie is going to make
a new Empire. "

"We can't tell for sure. Uncle Homr thinks so, but hell have to see the
Mul e's records to find out."

"It's al | very complicated," sai d Lady Callia, doubtful ly.
Arcadi a gave up. She had done her best.

Lord Stettin was in a nore-or-less savage hunor. The session with the
m | ksop fromthe Foundation had been quite unrewarding. It had been worse;
it had been enbarrassing. To be absolute ruler of twenty-seven worlds,
master of the Galaxy's greatest mlitary machine, owner of the universe's
nmost vaulting anbition — and left to argue nonsense wth an antiquarian

Damat i on!

He was to violate the custons of Kalgan, was he? To allow the Mile's pal ace
to be ransacked so that a fool <could wite another book? The cause of
sci ence! The sacredness of know edge! Great Gal axy! Were these catchwords
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to be thrown in his face in all seriousness? Besides - and his flesh
prickled slightly — there was the matter of the curse. He didn't believe in
it; nointelligent man could. But if he was going to defy it, it would have
to be for a better reason t han any the fool had advanced.

"What do you want?" he snapped, and Lady Callia cringed visibly in the
door way.

"Are you busy?"

"Yes. | am busy."
"But there's nobody here, Poochie. Couldn't | even speak to you for a
m nut e?"

"Ch, @Gl axy! Wiat do you want? Now hurry."

Her words stunbled. "The little girl told nme they were going into the
Mul e' s pal ace. | thought we could go with her. It must be gorgeous inside."

"She told you that, did she? Well, she isn't and we aren't. Now go tend
your own business. |'ve had about enough of you."

"But, Poochie, why not? Aren't you going to let then? The little girl said
that you were going to make an Enpire!"

"l don't care what she said- Wat was that?" He strode to Callia, and
caught her firmy above the el bow, so that his fingers sank deeply into the
soft flesh, "What did she tell you?"

"You're hurting me. | can't renenber what she said, if you' re going to | ook
at me like that."

He rel eased her, and she stood there for a nonent, rubbing vainly at the
red marks. She whinpered, "The little girl made nme promse not to tell.”

"That's too bad. Tell nme! Now "

"Well, she said the Seldon Plan was changed and that there was another
Foundati on sonewheres that was arranging to have you make an Enpire. That's
all. She said M. Minn was a very inmportant scientist and that the Mile's

pal ace woul d have proof of all that. That's every bit of what she said. Are
you angry?"

But Stettin did not answer. He left the room hurriedly, wth Callia's
cow i ke eyes staring nournfully after him Two orders were sent out over
the official seal of the First Citizen before the hour was up. One had the
effect of sending five hundred ships of the Iine into space on what were
officially to be ternmed as "war ganmes." The other had the effect of
throwing a single man i nto confusion.

Homir Munn ceased his preparations to | eave when that second order reached
him It was, of course, official pernmissionto enter the palace of the
Miul e. He read and reread it with anything but joy.

But Arcadi a was delighted. She knew what had happened.

O, at any rate, she thought she did.

14
Anxi ety
Poli placed the breakfast on the table, keeping one eye on the table
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news-recorder which quietly disgorged the bulletins of the day. It could be
done easily enough w thout loss of efficiency, this one-eye-absent
business. Since all itens of food were sterilely packed in containers which
served as discardable cooking wunits, her duties vis-a-vis breakfast
consi sted of nothing nore than choosing the nenu, placing the itens on the
tabl e, and renoving the residue thereafter

She cl acked her tongue at what she saw and nobaned softly in retrospect.
"Ch, people are so wicked," she said, and Darell nmerely henmed in reply.

Her voice took on the high-pitched rasp which she automatically assuned
when about to bewail the evil of the world. "Now why do these terrible
Kal ganese" — she accented the second syllable and gave it a long "a" - "do
like that? You'd think they'd give a body peace. But no, it's just trouble,
trouble, all the tine.

"Now | ook at that headline: 'Mbs R ot Before Foundation Consul ate.’ Ch,

would | like to give thema piece of ny mind, if |I could. That's the
trouble with people; they just don't renmenber. They just don't renenber,
Dr. Darell — got no nmenory at all. Look at the last war after the Mule died
— of course | was just alittle girl then — and oh, the fuss and trouble.
My own uncle was Kkilled, himbeing just in his twenties and only two years
married, with a baby girl. | remenber himeven yet — blond hair he had, and
a dinple in his chin. | have a trinensional cube of him sonewheres—

"And now his baby girl has a son of her own in the navy and nost like if
anyt hi ng happens-—

"And we had the bombardnment patrols, and all the old nen taking turns in
the stratospheric defense — | could inmagi ne what they woul d have been able
to do if the Kalganese had cone that far. M nother wused to tell us
children about the food rationing and the prices and taxes. A body could
hardly make ends meet—

"You'd think if they had sense people would just never want to start it
again; just have nothing to do with it. And |I suppose it's not people that
do it, either; | suppose even Kal ganese would rather sit at home with their
famlies and not go fooling around in ships and getting killed. It's that
awful man, Stettin. It's a wonder people like that are let live. He kills
the old man — what's his name — Thallos, and now he's just spoiling to be
boss of everything.

"And why he wants to fight us, | don't know. He's bound to | ose — |ike they
al ways do. Maybe it's all in the Plan, but sometinmes |I'msure it nust be a
wi cked plan to have so nmuch fighting and killing init, though to be sure
haven't a word to say about Hari Sel don, who |I'm sure knows nmuch nore about
that than | do and perhaps I'm a fool to question him And the other
Foundation is as nuch to blane. They could stop Kalgan now and nmake
everything fine. They'|ll do it anyway in the end, and you'd think they'd do
it before there's any damage done."

Dr. Darell |ooked up. "Did you say sonething, Poli?"

Poli's eyes opened wide, then narrowed angrily. "Nothing, doctor, nothing
at all. | haven't got a word to say. A body could as soon choke to death as
say a word in this house. It's junp here, and junp there, but just try to
say a word-" and she went off sinmering.

Her leaving nade as little inpression on Darell as did her speaking.

Kal gan! Nonsense! A nerely physical eneny! Those had al ways been beaten
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Yet he could not divorce hinmself of the current foolish crisis. Seven days
earlier, the mayor had asked him to be Admnistrator of Research and
Devel opnent. He had prom sed an answer today.

Vel | -

He stirred uneasily. Wy, hinself! Yet could he refuse? It would seem
strange, and he dared not seem strange. After all, what did he care about
Kal gan. To him there was only one eneny. Al ways had been

Wiile his wife had lived, he was only too glad to shirk the task; to hide.
Those long, quiet days on Trantor, with the ruins of the past about then
The silence of a wecked world and the forgetfulness of it all!

But she had died. Less than five years, all told, it had been; and after
that he knewthat he could live only by fighting that vague and fearfu
eneny that deprived him of the dignity of manhood by controlling his
destiny; that made |life a mserable struggle against a foreordained end;
t hat made al | the uni verse a hateful and deadl y chess gane.

Call it sublimation; he, hinself did can it that - but the fight gave
meaning to his life.

First to the University of Santanni, where he had joined Dr. Kleise. It had
been five years well-spent.

And yet Kleise was nerely a gatherer of data. He could not succeed in the
real task — and when Darell had felt that as certainty, he knewit was time
to | eave.

Kl eise may have worked in secret, yet he had to have nen working for him
and with him He had subjects whose brains he probed. He had a University
that backed him Al these were weaknesses.

Kl ei se could not understand that; and he, Darell, could not explain that.
They parted enemies. It was well; they had to. He had to | eave in surrender
— in case sonmeone watched

Where Kleise worked with charts; Darell worked with mathematical concepts
in the recesses of his mnd. Kleise worked with many; Darell w th none.
Kleise in a University; Darell in the quiet of a suburban house.

And he was al nost there.

A Second Foundationer is not human as far as his cerebrumis concerned. The
cl everest physiol ogist, the nost subtle neurochem st m ght detect nothing —
yet the difference nust be there.

And since the difference was one of the mnd, it was there that it nust be
det ect abl e.

Gven a man like the Mule - and there was no doubt that the Second
Foundati oners had the Miule's powers, whether inborn or acquired — with the
power of detecting and controlling human enotions, deduce from that the
electronic circuit required, and deduce fromthat the |last details of the
encephal ogr aph on whi ch it could not help but be bet rayed.

And now Kleise had returned into his Ilife, in the person of his ardent
young pupil, Anthor

Folly! Folly! Wth his graphs and charts of people who had been tanpered
with. He had Ilearned to detect that years ago, but of what use was it. He
wanted the arm not the tool. Yet he had to agree to join Anthor, since it
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was the quieter course

Just as now he woul d becone Admi nistrator of Research and Devel oprent. It
was the quieter course! And so he remmined a conspiracy wthin a
conspiracy.

The thought of Arcadia teased himfor a nonent, and he shuddered away from
it. Left to hinmself, it would never have happened. Left to hinself, no one
woul d ever have been endangered but hi nsel f. Left to hinself-

He felt the anger rising-against the dead Kleise, the living Anthor, all
the wel | - meani ng f ool s—

Well, she could take care of herself. She was a very mature little girl.
She coul d take care of herself!

It was a whisper in his mnd-

Yet coul d she?

At the noment, that Dr. Darell told hinself nournfully that she could, she
was sitting in the coldly austere anteroom of the Executive Ofices of the
First Ctizen of the Galaxy. For half an hour she had been sitting there,
her eyes sliding slowy about the walls. There had been two arned guards at
the door when she had entered with Homir Minn. They hadn't been there the
ot her times.

She was alone, now, yet she sensed the unfriendliness of the very
furnishings of the room And for the first tine.

Now, why shoul d that be?
Homir was with Lord Stettin. Well, was that wong?

It rmade her furious. In simlar situations in the book-films and the
vi deos, the hero foresaw the conclusion, was prepared for it when it cane,
and she — she just sat there. Anything could happen. Anything! And she just
sat there.

Vel |, back again. Think it back. Maybe somet hing would come.
For two weeks, Homr had nearly lived inside the Miule's palace. He had
taken her once, with Stettin's permssion. It was large and gloomly
massive, shrinking from the touch of I|ife tolie sleeping within its

ringing nmenories, answering the footsteps wth a hollow boom or a savage
clatter. She hadn't liked it.

Better the great, gay highways of the capital city; the theaters and
spectacles of a world essentially poorer than the Foundation, yet spending
more of its wealth on display.

Homr would return in the evening, awed-

"It's a dreamworld for ne,” he would whisper. "If | could only chip the
pal ace down stone by stone, layer by |layer of the alum num sponge. |f |
could carry it back to Term nus— What a nmuseum it would nake."
He seened to have lost that early reluctance. He was eager, instead;

glowing. Arcadia knew that by the one sure sign; he practically never
stuttered throughout that period.

One tinme, he said, "There are abstracts of the records of Genera
Pritcher-"
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"I know him He was the Foundation renegade, who conmbed the Gal axy for the
Second Foundation, wasn't he?"

" Not exactly a r enegade, Arkady. The Mul e had Converted him
"Ch, it's the sanme thing."

"Gal axy, that conmbing you speak of was a hopeless task. The origina
records of the Seldon Convention that established both Foundations five
hundred years ago, make only one reference to the Second Foundati on. They
say if's located 'at the other end of the Galaxy at Star's End.' That's al
the Mule and Pritcher had to go on. They had no nethod of recognizing the
Second Foundation even if they found it. Wat nadness!

"They have records" - he was speaking to hinmself, but Arcadia |istened
eagerly — "which nust cover nearly a thousand worlds, yet the nunber of
wor | ds avail able for study nust have been closer to a mllion. And we are
no better off-"

Arcadi a broke in anxiously, "Shhh-h" in a tight hiss.
Homr froze, and slowy recovered. "Let's not talk," he nunbled.

And now Honmir was with Lord Stettin and Arcadia waited outside alone and
felt the blood squeezing out of her heart for no reason at all. That was
more frightening than anything else. That there seenmed no reason

On the other side of the door, Homir, too, was living in a sea of gelatin.
He was fighting, with furious intensity, to keep from stuttering and, of
course, could scarcely speak two consecutive words clearly as a result.

Lord Stettin was in full uniform six-feet-six, | arge-j awed, and
hard-nouthed. His balled, arrogant fists kept a powerful tine to his
sent ences.

"Well, you have had two weeks, and you cone to ne with tales of nothing.
Cone, sir, tell me the worst. Is ny Navy to be cut to ribbons? AmIl to
fight the ghosts of the Second Foundation as well as the men of the First?"

“I' ... | repeat, ny lord, | amnop ... pre ... predictor. | ... | amat a
complete ... loss."

"Or do you wish to go back to warn your countrynmen? To deep Space with your

play-acting. I want the truth or ['Il have it out of you along with half

your guts."

"I'mt ... telling only the truth, and I'll have you re ... renenber, ny |
lord, that | ama citizen of the Foundation. Y ... you cannot touch ne

wi t hout harvesting m... m... nore than you count on."

The Lord of Kalgan |aughed uproariously. "A threat to frighten children. A

horror with which to beat back an idiot. Cone, M. Mnn, | have been
patient with you. | have Ilistened to you for twenty ninutes while you
detail ed weari sonme nonsense to me whi ch nust have cost you sl eepl ess nights
to conpose. It was wasted effort. | know you are here not nerely to rake

through the Miul e's dead ashes and to warm over the cinders you findyou cone
here for nore than you have admitted. |s that not true?"

Homir Munn could no nore have quenched the burning horror that grewin his
eyes than, at that monent, he could have breathed. Lord Stettin saw that,
and cl apped the Foundation man upon his shoulder so that he and the chair
he sat on reel ed under the inpact.
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"Good. Now |l et us be frank. You are investigating the Sel don Pl an. You know
that it no | onger holds. You know, perhaps, that | amthe inevitable w nner
now, | and ny heirs. Well, nman, what matters it who established the Second
Enmpire, so long as it is established. H story plays no favorites, eh? Are
you afraid to tell me?  You see that | know your m ssion."

Munn said thickly, "What is it y ... you w... want?"

"Your presence. | would not wish the Plan spoiled through overconfidence.
You understand nore of these things than | do; you can detect small flaws
that | mght nmiss. Cone, you will be rewarded in the end; vyou will have
your fair glut of the loot. Wat can you expect at the Foundation? To turn
the tide of a perhaps inevitable defeat? To lengthen the war? O is it
merely a patriotic desire to die for your country?"

"I ... I-" He finally spluttered into silence. Not a word would cone.

"You will stay," said the Lord of Kal gan, confidently. "You have no choice.
Wait" — an alnost forgotten afterthought - "I have information to the
ef f ect t hat your ni ece is of t he famly of Bayta Darel | ."

Homir uttered a startled: "Yes." He could not trust hinself at this point
to be capabl e of weaving anything but cold truth.

"It is a famly of note on the Foundation?"

Homr nodded, "To whom they would certainly b ... brook no harm"
"Harml Don't be a fool, nman; | amneditating the reverse. How old is she?"
"Fourteen."

"Sol Well, not even the Second Foundation, or Hari Seldon, hinself, could

stop time frompassing or girls frombecom ng wonen."

Wth that, he turned on his heel and strode to a draped door which he threw
open violently.

He thundered, "What in Space have you dragged your shivering carcass here
for?"
The Lady Callia blinked at him and said in a small voice, "I didn't know

anyone was with you."

"Well, there is. I'Il speak to you later of this, but nowl want to see
your back, and quickly."

Her footsteps were a fading scurry in the corridor.

Stettin returned, "She is a remant of an interlude that has |asted too
long. It will end soon. Fourteen, you say?"

Homr stared at himw th a brand-new horror

Arcadia started at the noiseless opening of a door — junping at the
jangling sliver of nmovement it made in the comer of her eye. The finger
that crooked frantically at her net no response for long noments, and then,
as if in response to the cautions enforced by the very sight of that white,
trenbling figure, she tiptoed her way across the floor.

Their footsteps were a taut whisper in the corridor. It was the Lady
Callia, of course, who held her hand so tightly that it hurt, and for sone
reason, she did not mnd following her. O the Lady Callia, at |east, she
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was not afraid.
Now, why was that?

They were in a boudoir now, all pink fluff and spun sugar. Lady Callia
stood with her back agai nst the door

She said, "This was our private way tonme ... to my room you know, from
his office. H's, you know" And she pointed with a thunb, as though even
the thought of him were grinding her soul to death with fear

"It's so lucky ... it's so |lucky-" Her pupils had blackened out the blue
with their size.

"Can you tell ne-" began Arcadia timdly.

And Callia was in frantic notion. "No, child, no. There 1is no tinme. Take
off your <clothes. Please. Please. 1'|Il get you nore, and they won't
recogni ze you."

She was in the closet, throwing useless bits of flumrery in reckless heaps
upon the ground, |looking madly for something a girl could wear w thout
becoming a living invitation to dalliance.

"Here, this will do. It will have to. Do you have nobney? Here, take it al
— and this." She was stripping her ears and fingers. "Just go hone - go
hone to your Foundation."

"But Homir ... ny uncle.” She protested vainly through the muffling folds
of the sweet-snelling and |uxurious spun-netal being forced over her head.

"He won't |eave. Poochie will hold himforever, but you nustn't stay. Onh,
dear, don't you understand?”

"No." Arcadia forced a standstill, "I don't understand."”

Lady Callia squeezed her hands tightly together. "You nust go back to warn
your people there will be war. Isn't that clear?" Absolute terror seened
paradoxically to have lent a lucidity to her thoughts and words that was
entirely out of character. "Now cone!"

Qut anot her way! Past officials who stared after them but saw no reason to
stop one whom only the Lord of Kalgan could stop with inmpunity. Guards
clicked heel s and presented arns when they went through doors.

Arcadi a breathed only on occasion through the years the trip seened to take
— yet fromthe first crooking of the white finger to the tine she stood at
the outer gate, with people and noise and traffic in the distance was only
twenty-five mnutes

She | ooked back, with a sudden frightened pity. "I ... | ... don't know why
you're doing this, ny |lady, but thanks— Wat's going to happen to Uncle
Hom r ?"

"I don't know," wailed the other. "Can't you |eave? Go straight to the
spaceport. Don't wait. He may be looking for you this very ninute.”

And still Arcadia lingered. She would be | eaving Homr; and, belatedly, now
that she felt the free air about her, she was suspicious. "But what do you
care if he does?"

Lady Callia bit her lower lip and nuttered, "I can't explainto alittle
girl like you. It would be inproper. Well, you'll be growing up and | ...
met Poochie when | was sixteen. | can't have you about, you know. " There
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was a hal f-ashanmed hostility in her eyes.

The inplications froze Arcadi a. She whispered: "What will he do to you when
he finds out?"

And she whinpered back: "I don't know," and threw her armto her head as
she left at a half-run, back along the wide way to the mansion of the Lord
of Kal gan.

But for one eternal second, Arcadia still did not nove, for in that |ast
monent before Lady Callia left, Arcadia had seen sonething. Those
frightened, frantic eyes had nonentarily — flashingly — lit up with a cold
anmusenent .

A vast, inhunan anmusenent.

It was much to see in such a quick flicker of a pair of eyes, but Arcadia
had no doubt of what she saw.

She was running now — running wldly — searching madly for an unoccupi ed
public booth at which one could press a button for public conveyance.

She was not running fromLord Stettin; not fromhim or fromall the hunman
hounds he could place at her heels — not fromall his twenty-seven worlds
rolled into a single gigantic phenonenon, hallooing at her shadow.

She was running from a single, frail woman who had hel ped her escape. From
a creature who had | oaded her with noney and jewels; who had risked her own
life to save her. Froman entity she knew, certainly and finally, to be a
woman of the Second Foundation

An air-taxi came to a soft clicking halt in the cradle. The wnd of its
com ng brushed against Arcadia's face and stirred at the hair beneath the
softly-furred hood Callia had given her

"Where'll it be, |ady?"

She fought desperately to lowpitch her voice to make it not that of a
child. "How many spaceports in the city?"

"Two. Which one ya want?"
"Which is closer?"
He stared at her: "Kalgan Central, |ady."

"The other one, please. |'ve got the noney." She had a twenty-Kal ganid note
in her hand. The denomination of the note made little difference to her,
but the taxi-man grinned appreciatively.

"Anyt hing ya say, lady. Sky-line cabs take ya anywhere."

She cool ed her cheek against the slightly nusty upholstery. The |ights of
the city nmoved | eisurely bel ow her.

What shoul d she do? What shoul d she do?

It was in that nonment that she knew she was a stupid, stupid little girl,
away from her father, and frightened. Her eyes were full of tears, and deep
down in her throat, there was a small, soundless cry that hurt her insides.

She wasn't afraid that Lord Stettin would catch her. Lady Callia would see
to that. Lady Callia! dd, fat, stupid, but she held on to her lord,
somehow. On, it was cl ear enough, now. Everyt hi ng was cl ear.
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That tea with Callia at which she had been so smart. Clever little Arcadia!
Sonething inside Arcadia choked and hated itself. That tea had been
maneuvered, and then Stettin had probably been maneuvered so that Homr was
allowed to inspect the Palace after all. She, the foolish Callia, has
wanted it so, and arranged to have smart little Arcadia supply a fool proof
excuse, one which would arouse no suspicions in the mnds of the victinmns,
and yet involve a mininumof interference on her part.

Then why was she free? Homir was a prisoner, of course-—
Unl ess—

Unl ess she went back to the Foundation as a decoy — a decoy to |ead others
into the hands of ... of them

So she couldn't return to the Foundati on—

"Spaceport, lady." The air-taxi had cone to a halt. Strange! She hadn't
even noti ced.

VWhat a dreamworld it was.

"Thanks," she pushed the bill at him w thout seeing anything and was
stunbling out the door, then running across the springy pavenent.

Li ghts. Unconcerned nmen and wonen. Large gleamng bulletin boards, with the
moving figures that followed every single spaceship that arrived and
depart ed.

VWhere was she going? She didn't care. She only knew that she wasn't going
to the Foundation! Anywhere else at all would suit.

Oh, thank Seldon, for that forgetful noment - that |ast split-second when
Callia wearied of her act because she had to do only wth a child and had
| et her anusenent spring through

And then sonething else occurred to Arcadia, sonmething that had been
stirring and noving at the base of her brain ever since the flight began —
sonmet hing that forever killed the fourteen in her

And she knew that she nust escape.

That above all. Though they located every conspirator on the Foundati on;
t hough they caught her own father; she could not dared not, risk a warning.
She could not risk her own life — not in the slightest — for the entire

real m of Term nus. She was the nobst inportant person in the Gal axy. She was
the only inmportant person in the Gal axy.

She knew that even as she stood before the ticket-machine and wondered
where to go.

Because in all the Galaxy, she and she al one, except for they, thenselves,
knew the | ocation of the Second Foundati on

15
Through the Gid

TRANTOR By the niddle of the Interregnum Trantor was a shadow. In the
m dst of the colossal ruins, there lived a small comunity of farners...

ENCYCLCPEDI A GALACTI CA
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There is nothing, never has been anything, quite |I|ike a busy spaceport on
the outskirts of a capital city of a populous planet. There are the huge
machines resting mghtily in their cradles. If you choose your tine
properly, there is the inpressive sight of the sinking giant dropping to
rest or, nore hair-raising still, the swiftening departure of a bubble of

steel. Al processes involved are nearly noiseless. The notive power is the
silent surge of nucl eons shifting into nore conpact arrangenents

In terms of area, ninety-five percent of the port has just been referred
to. Square miles are reserved for the machines, and for the nmen who serve
them and for the calculators that serve both.

Only five percent of the port is given over to the floods of humanity to
whomit 1is the way station to all the stars of the Galaxy. It is certain
that very few of the anonynous many- headed stop to consider the
technol ogi cal nmesh that knits the spaceways. Perhaps sone of them m ght
itch occasionally at the thought of the thousands of tons represented by
the sinking steel that 1ooks so small off in the distance. One of those
cycl opean cylinders could, conceivably, miss the guiding beam and crash
half a mile from its expected | anding point — through the glassite roof of
the i mense waiting roomperhaps — so that only a thin organic vapor and
sonme powdered phosphates would be left behind to nmark the passing of a
t housand nen.

It could never happen, however, with the safety devices in use; and only
the badly neurotic would consider the possibility for nore than a nonent.

Then what do they think about? It is not just a crowd, you see. It is a
cromd with a purpose. That purpose hovers over the field and thickens the
at mosphere. Lines queue up; parents herd their <children; baggage is
maneuver ed in preci se masses — peopl e are goi ng somewher es.

Consider then the conplete psychic isolation of a single unit of this
terribly intent nob that does not know where to go; yet at the sane tine
feels nore intensely than any of the others possibly can, the necessity of
goi ng somewheres; anywhere! O al nbst anywhere

Even lacking telepathy or any of the crudely definite methods of mind
touching mnind, there is a sufficient <clash in atnosphere, in intangible
mood, to suffice for despair.

To suffice? To overflow, and drench, and drown.

Arcadia Darell, dressed in borrowed clothes, standing on a borrowed pl anet
ina borrowed situation of what seemed even to be a borrowed life, wanted
earnestly the safety of the wonb. She didn't know that was what she wanted
She only knew that the very openness of the open world was a great danger.
She wanted a closed spot sonewhere - sonewhere far — sonmewhere in an
unexpl ored nook of the universe — where no one would ever |ook

And there she was, age fourteen plus, weary enough for eighty plus,
frightened enough for five mnus.

What stranger of the hundreds that brushed past her — actually brushed past

her, so that she could feel their touch — was a Second Foundati oner? What
stranger could not help but instantly destroy her for her guilty know edge
— her unique know edge - of knowing where the Second Foundation was?

And the voice that cut in on her was a thunderclap that iced the screamin
her throat into a voicel ess slash

"Look, miss," it said, irritably, "are you using the ticket machine or are
you just standing there?"
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It was the first she realized that she was standing in front of a ticket
machi ne. You put a high denonination bill into the clipper which sank out
of sight. You pressed the button bel ow your destination and a ticket cane
out together wth the correct change as deternined by an electronic
scanni ng device that never made a mistake. It was a very ordinary thing and
there is no cause for anyone to stand before it for five mnutes.

Arcadia plunged a two-hundred credit into the clipper, and was suddenly
aware of the button labeled "Trantor." Trantor, dead capital of the dead
Empire — the planet on which she was born. She pressed it in a dream
Not hi ng happened, except that the red letters flicked on and off, reading
172. 18- 172.18- 172. 18-

It was the ampbunt she was short. Another two-hundred credit. The ticket was
spit out towards her. It canme |oose when she touched it, and the change
tunbl ed out afterward.

She seized it and ran. She felt the man behind her pressing close, anxious
for his own chance at the nachine, but she tw sted out from before hi mand
did not | ook behind.

Yet there was nowhere to run. They were all her enenies.

Wthout quite realizing it, she was watching the gigantic, glow ng signs
that puffed into the air: Steffani, Anacreon, Fernmus— There was even one
that ball ooned, Term nus, and she longed for it, but did not dare-

For a trifling sum she could have hired a notifier which could have been
set for any destination she cared and which would, when placed in her
purse, nake itself heard only to her, fifteen m nutes before take-off tine.
But such devices are for people who are reasonably secure, however; who can
pause to think of them

And then, attenpting to | ook both ways simultaneously, she ran head-on into
a soft abdonmen. She felt the startled outbreath and grunt, and a hand come
down on her arm She writhed desperately but | acked breath to do nore than
mew a bit in the back of her throat.

Her captor held her firmy and waited. Slowy, he cane into focus for her
and she nanaged to ook at him He was rather plunp and rather short. His
hair was white and copi ous, being brushed back to give a ponpadour effect
that |ooked strangely incongruous above a round and ruddy face that
shrieked its peasant origin.

"What's the matter?" he said finally, with a frank and twinkling curiosity.
"You | ook scared."

"Sorry," nuttered Arcadia in a frenzy. "l've got to go. Pardon ne.

But he disregarded that entirely, and said, "Watch out, little girl. You'l
drop your ticket." And he lifted it from her resistless white fingers and
| ooked at it with every evidence of satisfaction

"I thought so," he said, and then bawed in bull-like tones, "Mnmmuh!"

A woman was instantly at his side, somewhat nore short, somewhat nore
round, sonmewhat nore ruddy. She wound a finger about a stray gray lock to
shove it beneath a well-outnoded hat.

"Pappa," she said, reprovingly, "why do you shout in a crowd |like that?
Peopl e | ook at you 1like you were crazy. Do you think you are on the farnP"
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And she smiled sunnily at the unresponsive Arcadia, and added, "He has
manners like a bear." Then, sharply, "Pappa, let go the little girl. Wat
are you doi ng?"

But Pappa sinmply waved the ticket at her. "Look," he said, "she's going to
Trantor."

Mamma's face was a sudden beam "You're from Trantor? Let go her arm

say, Pappa." She turned the overstuffed valise she was carrying onto its
side and forced Arcadia to sit down with a gentle but unrel enting pressure.
"Sit down," she said, "and rest your little feet. It wll be no ship yet

for an hour and the benches are crowded with sl eeping |oafers. You are from
Trant or ?"

Arcadia drew a deep breath and gave in. Huskily, she said, "I was born
there. "

And Manma cl apped her hands gleefully, "One nonth we've been here and till
now we met nobody from home. This is very nice. Your parents—" she | ooked
about vaguely.

"I"'mnot with ny parents," Arcadia said, carefully.

"All alone? A little girl like you?" Muma was at once a blend of
i ndi gnati on and synpathy, "How does that conme to be?"

"Mamma, " Pappa plucked at her sleeve, "let ne tell you. There's sonething
wong. | think she's frightened." Hi s voice, though obviously intended for
a whisper was quite plainly audible to Arcadia. "She was running — | was

wat chi ng her — and not | ooki ng where she was going. Before | could step out
of the way, she bunped into ne. And you know what? | think she's in
trouble.”

"So shut vyour nouth, Pappa. Into you, anybody could bunp." But she joined
Arcadia on the valise, which creaked wearily under the added wei ght and put
an armabout the girl's trenbling shoulder. "You're running away from
sonebody, sweetheart? Don't be afraid to tell ne. 1Il help you."

Arcadi a | ooked across at the kind gray eyes of the worman and felt her |ips
qui vering. One part of her brain was telling her that here were people from
Trantor, with whom she could go, who could help her renmain on that planet
until she coul d decide what next to do, where next to go. And another part
of her brain, nuch the louder, was telling her in junbled incoherence that
she did not remenber her nother, that she was weary to death of fighting
the universe, that she wanted only to curl into a little hall with strong,
gentle arns about her, that if her nother had I|ived, she mght ... she
m ght —

And for the first time that night, she was crying; crying like alittle
baby, and glad of it; «clutching tightly at the ol d-fashioned dress and
dampening a corner of it thoroughly, while soft arms held her closely and a
gentl e hand stroked her curls.

Pappa stood helplessly looking at the pair, funbling futilely for a
handker chi ef whi ch, when produced, was snatched fromhis hand. Mamma gl ared
an adnonition of quietness at him The crowds surged about the little group
with the true indifference of disconnected crowds everywhere. They were
ef fectively al one.

Finally, the weeping trickled to a halt, and Arcadia smled weakly as she
dabbed at red eyes with the borrowed handkerchief. "Golly," she whi spered,

"Shh. Shh. Don't talk," said Mamma, fussily, "just sit and rest for a
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while. Catch your breath. Then tell us what's wong, and you'll see, we'll
fix it up, and everything will be all right."

Arcadi a scrabbled what remained of her wits together. She could not tel
themthe truth. She could tell nobody the truth— And yet she was too worn
to invent a useful lie.

She said, whisperingly, "I'mbetter, now.

"Good," said Mama. "Now tell ne why you're in trouble. You did nothing
wong? O course, whatever vyou did, well help you; but tell us the truth."

"For a friend from Trantor, anything," added Pappa, expansively, "eh,
Mamma?"

" Shut your nmout h, Pappa, " was t he response, wi t hout rancor
Arcadia was groping in her purse. That, at |east, was still hers, despite

the rapid cl othes-changing forced upon her in Lady Callia's apartnments. She
found what she was | ooking for and handed it to Mama.

"These are ny papers,” she said, diffidently. It was shiny, synthetic
par chment which had been issued her by the Foundation's anbassador on the
day of her arrival and which had been countersigned by the appropriate
Kal gani an official. 1t was large, florid, and inpressive. Mamma | ooked at
it helplessly, and passed it to Pappa who absorbed its contents with an
i mpressive pursing of the Iips.

He said, "You're fromthe Foundation?"
"Yes. But | was born in Trantor. See it says that-"

"Ah-hah. It looks all right to ne. You re naned Arcadia, eh? That's a good
Trantorian nane. But where's your uncle? It says here you came in the
company of Homir Minn, uncle.”

"He's been arrested,"” said Arcadia, drearily.

"Arrested!" — fromthe two of themat once. "Wiat for?" asked Mamma. "He
di d sonet hi ng?"

She shook her head. "I don't know. W were just on a visit. Uncle Homr had
business with Lord Stettin but-" She needed no effort to act a shudder. It
was there.

Pappa was inpressed. "Wth Lord Stettin. Mrmm your uncle nust be a big
man. "

"l don't know what it was all about, but Lord Stettin wanted ne to stay-"
She was recalling the last words of Lady Callia, which had been acted out
for her benefit. Since Callia, as she now knew, was an expert, the story
could do for a second tine.

She paused, and Mamma said interestedly, "And why you?"

"I'"'mnot sure. He ... he wanted to have dinner with me all alone, but |
sai d no, because | wanted Uncle Homr along. He | ooked at ne funny and kept
hol di ng ny shoul der."

Pappa's nouth was a little open, but Manma was suddenly red and angry. "How
old are you, Arcadi a?"

"Fourteen and a half, al nost."
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Mamma drew a sharp breath and said, "That such people should be let live.
The dogs in the streets are better. You're running fromhim dear, is not?"

Ar cadi a nodded.

Mamma said, "Pappa, go right to Information and find out exactly when the
ship to Trantor cones to berth. Hurry!"

But Pappa took one step and stopped. Loud netallic words were booni ng
overhead, and five thousand pairs of eyes |ooked startledly upwards.

"Men and wonen," it said, with sharp force. "The airport is being searched
for a dangerous fugitive, and it is now surrounded. No one can enter and no
one can |l eave. The search will, however, be conducted with great speed and
no ships wll reach or |leave berth during the interval, so you wll not
m ss your ship. | repeat, no one will mss his ship. The grid will descend.
None of you will nmove outside your square until the grid is renoved, as
otherwise we will be forced to use our neuronic whips."

During the mnute or less in which the voice doninated the vast done of the
spaceport's waiting room Arcadia could not have noved if all the evil in
the Galaxy had concentrated itself into a ball and hurled itself at her

They could mean only her. It was not even necessary to formulate that idea
as a specific thought. But why—

Callia had engi neered her escape. And Callia was of the Second Foundati on
Why, then, the search now? Had Callia failed? Could Callia fail? O was
this part of the plan, the intricacies of  which escaped her?

For a vertiginous nonent, she wanted to junp up and shout that she gave up,
that she would go with them that ... that-

But Mamma's hand was on her wist. "Quick! "Quick! Well go to the lady's
room before they start."

Arcadi a did not understand. She nerely followed blindly. They oozed through
the crowd, frozen as it was into clunps, with the voice still boom ng
through its |last words.

The grid was descending now, and Pappa, opennouthed, watched it come down.
He had heard of it and read of it, but had never actually been the object
of it. It glimered in the air, sinply a series of cross-hatched and tight
radi ation-beans that set the air aglowin a harnless network of flashing
l'i ght.

It always was so arranged as to descend slowy fromabove in order that it
mght represent a falling net with all the terrific psychol ogica
i nplications of entrapment.

It was at waist-level now, ten feet between glowing lines in each
direction. In his own hundred square feet, Pappa found hinself al one, yet
the adjoining squares were crowded. He felt himself conspicuously isolated
but knew that to nove into the greater anonymity of a group would have
meant crossing one of those glowing lines, stirring an alarm and bringi ng
down t he neuronic whip.

He wait ed.

He could nake out over the heads of the eerily quiet and waiting nob, the
far-off stir that was the Iine of policenen covering the vast floor area,
I'ighted square by Iighted square.
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It was a long tinme before a uniformstepped into his square and carefully
noted its co-ordinates into an official notebook

" Papers!"”
Pappa handed themover, and they were flipped through in expert fashion.

"You' re Preem Palver, native of Trantor, on Kalgan for a month, returning
to Trantor. Answer, yes or no."

"Yes, yes."
"What's your busi ness on Kal gan?"

"I"'mtrading representative of our farm co-operative. |'ve been negotiating
terns with the Departnent of Agriculture on Kal gan

"Unmm Your wife is wth you? Wiere is she? She is mentioned in your
papers. "

"Please. My wife is in the-" He pointed.
"Hant o, " roared the pol i ceman. Anot her uni f orm j oi ned hi m

The first one said, dryly, "Another dane in the can, by the Galaxy. The
pl ace must be busting with them Wite down her name." He indicated the
entry in the papers which gave it.

"Anyone else with you?"
"My niece."
"She's not nentioned in the papers.™

"She came separately."”

"Where is she? Never mind, | know. Wite down the niece's nane, too, Hanto.
What's her name? Wite down Arcadia Palver. You stay right here, Palver
We'l|l take care of the wonen before we | eave."

Pappa waited intermnably. And then, long, |ong after, Mamma was marchi ng

toward him Arcadia's hand firmy in hers, the two policenen trailing
behi nd her.

They entered Pappa's square, and one said, "lIs this noisy old wonan your
wi f e?"
"Yes, sir," said Pappa, placatingly.

"Then you'd better tell her she's liable to get into trouble if she tal ks

the way she does to the First Citizen's police." He straightened his
shoul ders angrily. "lIs this your niece?"
"Yes, sir."

"I want her papers.”

Looki ng straight at her husband, Mamma slightly, but no less firmy, shook
her head.

A short pause, and Pappa said with a weak snmile, "I don't think | can do
that."

"What do you nean you can't do that?" The policenman thrust out a hard palm
"Hand it over."
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"Diplomatic imunity," said Pappa, softly.

"VWhat do you nean?"

"I said | was trading representative of nmy farm co-operative. |I'm
accredited to the Kal gani an gover nnent as an official foreign
representative and ny papers prove it. | showed themto you and now | don't

want to be bothered any nore."

For a nonent, the policenan was taken aback. "I got to see your papers.
It's orders.”

"You go away," broke in Mamma, suddenly. "When we want you, we'll send for
you, you ... you bum"”
The policeman's lips tightened. "Keep your eye on them Hanto. |I'Il get the

| i eutenant.”

"Break a leg!" called Mamma after him Soneone |aughed, and then choked it
of f suddenly.

The search was approaching its end. The crowmd was grow ng dangerously
restless. Forty-five mnutes had el apsed since the grid had started falling
and that is too long for best effects. Lieutenant Dirige threaded his way
hastily, therefore, toward the dense center of the nob

"I's this the girl?" he asked wearily. He |ooked at her and she obviously
fitted the description. Al this for a child.

He said, "Her papers, if you please?"

Pappa began, "I have already expl ai ned-"

"I know what you have explained, and |'msorry," said the |ieutenant, "but
I have ny orders, and | can't help them If vyou care to nmke a protest
| ater, you may. Meanwhile, if necessary, I must use force."

There was a pause, and the lieutenant waited patiently.
Then Pappa sai d, huski l y, "G ve me your papers, Arcadi a.”

Arcadia shook her head in panic, but Pappa nodded his head. "Don't be
afraid. Gve themto ne."

Hel pl essly she reached out and let the docunments change hands. Pappa
funbl ed them open and | ooked carefully through them then handed them over
The lieutenant in his turn looked through themcarefully. For a 1ong
monent, he raised his eyes to rest themon Arcadia, and then he closed the
bookl et with a sharp snap

"All in order," he said. "Al right, nmen."

He left, and in two minutes, scarcely nore, the grid was gone, and the
voi ce above signified a back-to-normal. The noise of the crowd, suddenly
rel eased, rose high.

Arcadi a said: "How ... how-

Pappa said, "Sh-h. Don't say a word. Let's better go to the ship. It should
be in the berth soon.”

They were on the ship. They had a private stateroomand a table to
thenselves in the dining room Two |ight-years already separated them from
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Kal gan, and Arcadia finally dared to broach the subject again.

She said, "But they were after ne, M. Palver, and they nust have had ny
description and all the details. Wiy did he let ne go?"

And Pappa sniled broadly over his roast beef. "WlIl, Arcadia, child, it was
easy. Wwen you've been dealing with agents and buyers and conpeting
co-operatives, you learn sone of the tricks. 1've had twenty years or nore
to learn themin. You see, child, when the |ieutenant opened your papers,
he found a five hundred credit bill inside, folded up small. Sinple, no?"
"I"I'l pay you back— Honest, |'ve got |lots of noney."

"Well," Pappa's broad face broke into an enbarrassed smile, as he waved it

away. "For a country-woman-"

Arcadia desisted. "But what if he'd taken the nobney and turned ne in
anyway. And accused ne of bribery."

"And give up five hundred credits? | know t hese people better than you do,
girl."

But Arcadia knew that he did not know people better. Not these people. In
her bed that night, she considered carefully, and knew that no bribe would
have stopped a police lieutenant in the matter of catching her unless that
had been planned. They didn't want to catch her, yet had nmade every notion
of doing so, neverthel ess.

Wiy? To make sure she left? And for Trantor? Were the obtuse and
soft-hearted couple she was with nowonly a pair of tools in the hands of
the Second Foundation, as hel pl ess as she hersel f?

They mnust be!
O were they?

It was all so useless. How could she fight them Whatever she did, it mght
only be what t hose terrible omi potents want ed her to do.

Yet she had to outwit them Had to. Had to! Had to!
16
Begi nni ng of War

For reason or reasons unknown to nenbers of the Galaxy at the tinme of the
era under discussion, Intergalactic Standard Tine defines its fundanental
unit, the second, as the time in which light travels 299,776 kil oneters.
86, 400 seconds are arbitrarily set equal to one Intergalactic Standard Day;
and 365 of t hese days to one I ntergal actic St andard Year .

Way 299, 776?- O 86, 400?— Or 3657

Tradition, says the historian, begging the question. Because of certain and
various nmysterious nunerical relationships, say the nmystics, cultists,
nuner ol ogi sts, netaphysicists. Because the original hone-planet of humanity
had certain natural periods of rotation and revolution from which those
rel ati onshi ps could be derived, say a very few.

No one really knew.

Neverthel ess, the date on which the Foundation cruiser, the Hober Mll ow
met the Kal gani an squadron, headed by the Fearless, and, upon refusing to
allow a search party to board, was blasted into snoldering weckage was
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185; 11692 GE. That is, it was the 185th day of the 11,692nd year of the
Galactic Era which dated fromthe accession of the first Enperor of the

traditional Kanble dynasty. It was also 185; 419 A'S. — dating fromthe
birth of Seldon — or 185; 348 Y.F. — dating fromthe establishnent of the
Foundation. On Kalgan it was 185; 56 F.C. — dating fromthe establishnent

of the First Ctizenship by the Mle. In each case, of course, for
conveni ence, the year was so arranged as to yield the sane day nunber
regardl ess of the actual day upon which the era began.

And, in addition, to all the mllions of worlds of the Gal axy, there were
mllions of local tinmes, based on the notions of their own particular
heavenl y nei ghbors.

But whi chever you choose: 185; 11692-419-348-56 — or anything — it was this
day which historians |ater pointed to when they spoke of the start of the
Stettinian war.

Yet to Dr. Darell, it was none of these at all. It was sinply and quite
precisely the thirty-second day since Arcadia had | eft Term nus.
VWhat it cost Darell to maintain stolidity through these days was not

obvi ous to everyone.

But Elvett Semic thought he could guess. He was an old man and fond of
saying that his neuronic sheaths had calcified to the point where his
t hi nki ng processes were stiff and unwieldy. He invited and al nost wel conmed
the universal underestimation of his decaying powers by being the first to
|l augh at them But his eyes were none the | ess seeing for being faded; his
mnd none the less experienced and w se, for being no longer agile.

He merely twisted his pinched |lips and said, "Wy don't you do sonething
about it?"

The sound was a physical jar to Darell, under which he w nced. He said,
gruffly, "Wiere were we?"

Semic regarded himw th grave eyes. "You' d better do sonething about the
girl." H's sparse, yellow teeth showed in a nouth that was open in inquiry.

But Darell replied coldly, "The question is: Can you get a Synmes-Mlff
Resonator in the range required?"

Well, | said | could and you weren't |i stening-"

"I'm sorry, Elvett. It's Ilike this. Wat we're doing now can be nore
important to everyone in the Galaxy than the question of whether Arcadia is
safe. At least, to everyone but Arcadia and nyself, and I'mwlling to go
al ong with t he majority. How big woul d t he Resonat or be?"

Sem c | ooked doubtful, "I don't know. You can find it somewheres in the
cat al ogues. "

"About how big. A ton? A pound? A block |ong?"

"Ch, | thought you nmeant exactly. It's a little jigger." He indicated the
first joint of his thunb. "About that."

"Al'l right, can you do sonething |like this?" He sketched rapidly on the pad
he held in his lap, then passed it over to the old physicist, who peered at
it doubtfully, then chuckl ed.

"Y' know, the brain gets calcified when you get as old as | am What are you
trying to do?"
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Darell hesitated. He longed desperately, at the nonent, for the physical
know edge locked in the other's brain, so that he need not put his thought
into wor ds. But the | ongi ng was usel ess, and he expl ai ned.

Senmi ¢ was shaking his head. "You' d need hyper-relays. The only things that
woul d work fast enough. A thundering |ot of them"

"But it can be built?"
"Well, sure."

"Can you get all the parts? | nean, without causing comment? In line with
your general work."

Senmic lifted his upper lip. "Can't get fifty hyper-relays? | wouldn't use
that many in ny whole life."

"We're on a defense project, now Can't you think of sonething harm ess
that woul d use then? We've got the noney."

"Hm mm Mybe | can think of sonething.”
"How small can you make the whol e gadget ?"

"Hyper-relays can be had micro-size ... wiring ... tubes - Space, you've
got a few hundred circuits there."

"1 know. How big?"
Semic indicated with his hands.
"Too big," said Darell. "I've got to swing it from nmy belt"

Slowy, he was crunpling his sketch into a tight ball. Wen it was a hard,
yel | ow grape, he dropped it into the ash tray and it was gone with the tiny
white flare of nol ecul ar deconposition.

He said, "Wo's at your door?"

Semic |eaned over his desk to the little mnmlky screen above the door
signal. He said, "The vyoung fellow, Anthor. Someone wth him too."

Darel|l scraped his chair back. "Nothing about this, Semic, to the others
yet. It's deadly know edge, if they find out, and two lives are enough to
risk."

Pel | eas Anthor was a pulsing vortex of activity in Senic's office, which,
sonmehow, nanaged to partake of the age of its occupant. In the sl ow turgor
of the quiet room the |[|oose, sumery sleeves of Anthor's tunic seened
still a-quiver with the outer breezes.

He said, "Dr. Darell, Dr. Semic — OumDirige."

The other man was tall. Along straight nose that Ilent his thin face a
saturni ne appearance. Dr. Darell held out a hand.

Anthor smled slightly. "Police Lieutenant Dirige," he anplified. Then,
significantly, "Of Kal gan."

And Darell turned to stare with force at the young man. "Police Lieutenant
Dirige of Kalgan," he repeated, distinctly. "And you bring himhere. Why?"

"Because he was the last man on Kal gan to see your daughter. Hold, man."
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Anthor's | ook of triunph was suddenly one of concern, and he was between
the two, struggling violently wth Darell. Slowy, and not gently, he
forced the ol der man back into the chair.

"What are you trying to do?" Anthor brushed a lock of brown hair fromhis
forehead, tossed a hip lightly wupon the desk, and swng a |egqg,
thoughtfully. "I thought | was bringing you good news."

Darel|l addressed the policeman directly, "What does he nean by calling you
the last man to see ny daughter? Is ny daughter dead? Please tell ne

wi t hout prelimnary." H s face was white with appr ehensi on.
Lieutenant Dirige said expressionlessly, "‘Last man on Kalgan' was the
phrase. She's not on Kalgan now. | have no know edge past that."
"Here," broke in Anthor, "let ne put it straight. Sorry if | overplayed the
drama a bit, Doc. You're so inhuman about this, | forget you have feelings.

In the first place, Lieutenant Dirige is one of us. He was born on Kal gan,
but his father was a Foundati on nan brought to that planet in the service
of the Mule. | answer for the lieutenant's loyalty to the Foundation

"Now | was in touch with himthe day after we stopped getting the daily
report from Munn-"

"VWhy?" broke in Darell, fiercely. "I thought it was quite decided that we
were not to make a nove in the matter. You were risking their lives and
ours."

"Because," was the equally fierce retort, "lI've been involved in this gane
for |l onger than you. Because | know of certain contacts on Kal gan of which
you know not hi ng. Because | act from deeper know edge, do you understand?"

"I think you're conpletely nad."
"WIIl you listen?"
A pause, and Darell's eyes dropped.

Anthor's lips quirked into a half smle, "Al right, Doc. Gve ne a few
mnutes. Tell him Dirige."

Dirige spoke easily: "As far as | know, Dr. Darell, your daughter is at
Trantor. At least, she had a ticket to Trantor at the Eastern Spaceport.
She was with a Trading Representative fromthat planet who clai med she was
his niece. Your daughter seens to have a queer collection of relatives,
doctor. That was the second uncle she had in a period of two weeks, eh? The
Trantorian even tried to bribe me — probably thinks that's why they got
away." He smiled griny at the thought.

"How was she?"

"Unharned, as far as | could see. Frightened. | don't blame her for that.
The  whol e departnent was after her. | still don't know why."

Darell drew a breath for what seenmed the first time in several mnutes. He
was conscious of the trenbling of his hands and controlled themwth an
effort. "Then she's all right. This Tradi ng Representative, who was he? Go
back to him Wat part does he play in it?"

"I don't know. Do you know anyt hi ng about Trantor?"

"l lived there once."
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"It's an agricultural world, now. Exports aninal fodder and grains, nostly.

H gh quality! They sell themall over the Gal axy. There are a dozen or two
farm co-operatives on the planet and each has its representatives overseas.
Shrewd sons of guns, too- | knew this one's record. He'd been on Kal gan

before, wusually wth his wfe. Perfectly honest. Perfectly harmess."
"Unmm" said Anthor. "Arcadia was born in Trantor, wasn't she, Doc?"
Darel | nodded.

"I't hangs together, you see. She wanted to go away — quickly and far — and
Trantor woul d suggest itself. Don't you think so?"

Darel |l said: "Wy not back here?"

"Per haps she was being pursued and felt that she had to double off in a new
angl e, eh?'

Dr. Darell lacked the heart to question further. WlIl, then, |et her be
safe on Trantor, or as safe as one could be anywhere in this dark and
horrible Gal axy. He groped toward the door, felt Anthor's 1ight touch on
his sl eeve, and stopped, but did not turn.

"Mnd if I go home with you, Doc?"
"You're wel cone,” was the autonatic response.

By evening, the exteriornost reaches of Dr. Darell's personality, the ones
that made i nmedi ate contact with other people had solidified once nore. He
had refused to eat his evening neal and had, instead, with feverish
i nsistence, returned to the inchwi se advance into the intricate mathematics
of encephal ographi ¢ anal ysi s.

It was not till nearly mdnight, that he entered the |iving room again.

Pel | eas Anthor was still there, twiddling at the controls of the video. The
f oot st eps behi nd him caused him to glance over his shoul der

"H . Aren't vyou in bed yet? |'ve been spending hours on the video, trying
to get sonmething other than bulletins. It seens the F.S. Hober Mallowis
del ayed in course and hasn't been heard fronf

"Real | y? What do they suspect?"

"What do you think? Kal gani an skul duggery. There are reports that Kal gani an
vessel s were sighted in the general space sector in which the Hober Mall ow
was | ast heard fron®?"

Dar el | shrugged, and Ant hor rubbed hi s f or ehead doubt ful ly.

"Look doc," he said, "why don't you go to Trantor?"
"Way should I ?"

"Because "You're no good to us here. You're not yourself. You can't be. And
you could acconplish a purpose by going to Trantor, too. The old Inperia
Library with the conplete records of the Proceedings of the Seldon
Conmi ssion are there-"

"No! The Library has been picked clean and it hasn't hel ped anyone."
"I't hel ped Ebling Ms once."

"How do you know? Yes, he said he found the Second Foundation, and ny
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mother killed him five seconds later as the only way to keep himfrom
unwittingly revealing its location to the Miule. But in doing so, she also,
you realize, mnmde it inpossible ever to tell whether Ms really did know
the location. After all, no one else has ever been able to deduce the truth
fromthose records."

"Ebling Ms, if you'll remenmber, was working under the driving inpetus of
the Mule's nmind."

"I know that, too, but Ms' nmnd was, by that very token, in an abnornal
state. Do you and | know anything about the properties of a mnd under the
enotional control of another; about its abilities and shortcomi ngs? In any
case, | will not go to Trantor."

Ant hor frowned, "Well, why the vehenence? | nerely suggested it as — well,
by Space, | don't understand you. You Ilook ten vyears older. You're
obviously having a hellish tine of it. You're not doing anything of value
here. If | were you, 1'd go and get the girl."

"Exactly! It's what | want to do, too. That's why | won't do it. Look,

Anthor, and try to understand. You're playing — we're both playing — with
somet hi ng conpl etely beyond our powers to fight. In cold blood, if you have
any, you know that, whatever you may think in your nmonents of quixoticism

"For fifty years, we've known that the Second Foundation is the rea
descendent and pupil of Seldonian nmathematics. What that nmeans, and you
know that, too, is that nothing in the Gal axy happens which does not play a
part in their reckoning. To us, all lifeis a series of accidents, to be
met with by inprovisations To them all life is purposive and shoul d be net
by precal cul ation

"But they have their weakness. Their work is statistical and only the mass

action of humanity is truly inevitable. Now how | play a part, as an
i ndividual, in the foreseen course of history, | don't know. Perhaps | have
no definite part, since the Plan |eaves individuals to indeterninacy and
free will. But I aminportant and they — they, you understand - nmay at

| east have cal culated ny probable reaction. So | distrust, my inpulses, ny
desires, ny probable reactions.

"I would rather present themw th an inprobable reaction. I will stay here,
despite the fact that | yearn very desperately to |eave. "No! Because
yearn very desperately to | eave."

The younger nman snmiled sourly. "You don't know your own mnd as well as
they mght. Suppose that — knowing you - they mght count on what you
think, nerely think, 1is the inprobable reaction, sinply by knowing in
advance what your line of reasoning would be."

"In that case, there is no escape. For if | follow the reasoning you have
just outlined and go to Trantor, they may have foreseen that, too. There is
an endl ess cycle of doubl e-doubl e- doubl e-doubl e-crosses. No natter how far
I follow that cycle, | can only either go or stay. The intricate act of
luring ny daughter hal fway across the Galaxy cannot be neant to make ne
stay where | am since | would nost certainly have stayed if they had done
nothing. It can only be to make nme nove, and so | wll stay.

"And besides, Anthor, not everything bears the breath of the Second
Foundation; not all events are the results of their puppeting. They may
have had nothing to do with Arcadia's | eave-taking, and she may be safe on
Trantor when all the rest of us are dead.”

"No," said Anthor, sharply, "now you are off the track."

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (111 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:01 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

"You have an alternative interpretation?”

"I have — if you'll listen.”

"Ch, go ahead. | don't lack patience."

"Well, then — how well do you know your own daughter?”

"How well can any individual know any other? Cboviously, nmy know edge is
i nadequate. "

"So is mne on that basis, perhaps even nore so — but at least, | viewed

her with fresh eyes. Itemone: She is a ferocious little romantic, the only
child of an ivory-tower academ cian, growing up in an unreal world of video
and book-film adventure. She lives in a weird self-constructed fantasy of
espionage and intrigue. Itemtwo: She's intelligent about it; intelligent
enough to outwit us, at any rate. She planned carefully to overhear our
first conference and succeeded. She planned carefully to go to Kalgan with
Munn and succeeded. |Item three: She has an unholy hero-worship of her
grandnot her — your nother — who defeated the Mile.

"I"'mright so far, I think? Al right, then. Now, unlike you, |'ve received
a conplete report fromLieutenant Dirige and, in addition, my sources of
informati on on Kal gan are rather conplete, and all sources check. W know,
for instance, that Homir Minn, in conference with the Lord of Kalgan was
refused adnmission to the Mile's Palace, and that this refusal was suddenly
abrogated after Arcadi a had spoken to Lady Callia, the First Ctizen's very
good friend."

Darel|l interrupted. "And how do you know all this?"

"For one thing, Minn was interviewed by Dirige as part of the police
canmpaign to locate Arcadia. Naturally, we have a conplete transcript of the
questions and answers.

"And take Lady Callia herself. It is runmored that she has lost Stettin's
interest, but the runmor isn't borne out by facts. She not only remains
unrepl aced; is not only able to nediate the lord's refusal to Munn into an
acceptance; but can even engineer Arcadia' s escape openly. Wiy, a dozen of
the soldiers about Stettin's executive mansion testified that they were
seen together on the |ast evening. Yet she remains unpunished. This despite
the fact that Arcadia was searched for with every appearance of diligence."

"But what is your conclusion fromall this torrent of ill-connection?"
"That Arcadia' s escape was arranged."
"As | said."

"Wth this addition. That Arcadia nust have known it was arranged; that
Arcadia, the bright little girl who saw cabals everywhere, saw this one and
followed your own type of reasoning. They wanted her to return to the
Foundation, and so she went to Trantor, instead. But why Trantor?"

"Vell, why?"

"Because that is where Bayta, her idolized grandnother, escaped when she
was in flight. Consciously or unconsciously, Arcadia imtated that.
wonder, then, if Arcadia was fleeing the same eneny."

"The Mul e?" asked Darell with polite sarcasm

"COf course not. | nean, by the eneny, a nentality that she could not fight.
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She was running fromthe Second Foundation, or such influence thereof as
could be found on Kal gan."

"What influence is this you speak of ?"

"Do you expect Kalgan to be imune fromthat ubiquitous nmenace? W both
have come to the conclusion, somehow, that Arcadia's escape was arranged.
Ri ght? She was searched for and found, but deliberately allowed to slip
away by Dirige. By Dirige, do you understand? But how was that? Because he
was our man. But how did they know that? Were they counting on himto be a
traitor? Eh, doc?"

"Now vyou're saying that they honestly neant to recapture her. Frankly,

you're tiring me a bit, Anthor. Finish your say; | want to go to bed."
"My say is quickly finished." Anthor reached for a small group of
photo-records in his inner pocket. It was the famliar wigglings of the
encephal ograph. "Dirige's brai nwaves," Anthor said, casually, "taken since

he returned."

It was quite visible to Darell's naked eye, and his face was gray when he
| ooked up. "He is Controlled."

"Exactly. He allowed Arcadia to escape not because he was our man but
because he was the Second Foundation's."

"Even after he knew she was going to Trantor, and not to Termnus."

Ant hor shrugged. "He had been geared to let her go. There was no way he
could nodify that. He was only a tool, you see. It was just that Arcadia
foll owed the | east probable course, and is probably safe. O at |east safe
until such time as the Second Foundation can nodify the plans to take into
account this changed state of affairs-"

He paused. The little signal light on the video set was flashing. On an
i ndependent circuit, it signified the presence of energency news. Darel
saw it, too, and with the nechanical novenent of |ong habit turned on the
video. They broke in wupon the mddle of a sentence but before its
conpl etion, they knew that the Hober Mllow, or the weck thereof, had been
found and that, for the first tine in nearly half a century, the Foundation
was again at war.

Anthor's jaw was set in a hard line. "All right, doc, you heard that.
Kal gan has attacked; and Kalgan is wunder the control of the Second
Foundation. WII you follow your daughter's lead and nove to Trantor?"

"No. | will risk it. Here."

"Dr. Darell. You are not as intelligent as your daughter. | wonder how far
you can be trusted." Hs long |level stare held Darell for a nonent, and
then without a word, he left.

And Dar el | was |eft in uncertainty and - almpst —  despair.

Unheeded, the video was a nedley of excited sight-sound, as it described in
nervous detail the first hour of the war between Kal gan and the Foundati on

17
\\ar

The mayor of the Foundation brushed futilely at the picket fence of hair
that rimred his skull. He sighed. "The years that we have wasted; the

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (113 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:01 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt

chances we have thrown away. | make no recrininations, Dr. Darell, but we
deserve defeat."

Darell said, quietly, "I see no reason for lack of confidence in events,
sir."

"Lack of confidence! Lack of confidence! By the Galaxy, Dr. Darell, on what
woul d you base any other attitude? Cone here-"

He half-led half-forced Darell toward the |inpid ovoid cradled gracefully
onits tiny force-field support. At a touch of the mayor's hand, it gl owed
within — an accurate three-di nensional nodel of the Galactic doubl e-spiral

"In yellow," said the mayor, excitedly, "we have that regi on of Space under
Foundation control; in red, that under Kal gan."

What Darell saw was a crinson sphere resting within a stretching yellow
fist that surrounded it on all sides but that toward the center of the
Gal axy.

"Gal act ography, " said the mayor, "is our greatest eneny. Qur admrals nake
no secret of our al nost hopel ess, strategic position. Observe. The eneny
has inner I|ines of comunication. He is concentrated; can neet wus on al

sides with equal ease. He can defend hinmself wth mninum force.

"W are expanded. The average di stance between inhabited systens within the
Foundation is nearly three tinmes that within Kalgan. To go from Santanni to
Locris, for instance, is a voyage of twenty-five hundred parsecs for us,
but only eight hundred parsecs for them if we remain within our respective
territories-"

Darell said, "I understand all that, sir."
"And you do not understand that it nay nean defeat."

"There is nore than distance to war. | say we cannot lose. It is quite
i mpossi ble."

"And why do you say that?"
"Because of ny own interpretation of the Sel don Plan."

"Ch," the mayor's lips twisted, and the hands behind his back flapped one
within the other, "then you rely, too, on the nystical help of the Second
Foundati on."

"No. Merely on the help of inevitability — and of courage and persistence."”
And yet behind his easy confidence, he wondered-
What i f-—

well—- What if Anthor were right, and Kalgan were a direct tool of the
mental w zards. What if it was their purpose to defeat and destroy the
Foundation. No! It made no sense!

And yet —

He smled bitterly. Always the sanme. Always that peering and peering
through the opaque granite which, to the eneny, was so transparent.

Nor were the galactographic verities of the situation |ost upon Stettin.

The Lord of Kalgan stood before a twin of the Galactic nodel which the
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mayor and Darell had inspected. Except that where the mayor frowned,
Stettin smled.

Hs admral's uniform glistered inposingly upon his massive figure. The
crimson sash of the Order of the Mle awarded himby the forner First
Citizen whom six nonths |ater he had repl aced sonewhat forcefully, spanned
his chest diagonally from right shoulder to waist. The Silver Star wth
Double Conets and Swords sparkled brilliantly upon his left shoul der.

He addressed the six nen of his general staff whose uniforns were only |ess
grandi | oquent than his own, and his First Mnister as well, thin and gray -
a darkling cobweb, lost in the brightness.

Stettin said, "I think the decisions are clear. W can afford to wait. To
them every day of delay will be another blow at their norale. |I|f they
attenpt to defend all portions of their realm they will be spread thin and
we can strike through in tw sinultaneous thrusts here and here." He
indicated the directions on the Galactic nodel — two |lances of pure white
shooting through the yellow fist fromthe red ball it inclosed, cutting
Term nus off on either side in a tight arc. "In such a manner, we cut their
fleet into three parts which can be defeated in detail. |If they
concentrate, they give up two-thirds of their donminions voluntarily and
will probably risk rebellion."

The First Mnister's thin voice alone seeped through the hush that
followed. "In six nonths," he said, "the Foundation will grow six months
stronger. Their resources are greater, as we all know, their navy is
nunerically stronger; their manpower is virtually inexhaustible. Perhaps a
qui ck thrust would be safer."

H's was easily the least influential voice in the room Lord Stettin smled
and nade a flat gesture with his hand. "The six nonths — or a year, if
necessary — will cost us nothing. The nen of the Foundation cannot prepare;
they are ideologically incapable of it. It is in their very philosophy to
believe that the Second Foundation will save them But not this tine, eh?"

The men in the roomstirred uneasily.

"You |l ack confidence, | believe," said Stettin, frigidly. "lIs it necessary
once again to describe the reports of our agents in Foundation territory,
or to repeat the findings of M. Homir Minn, the Foundation agent now in
our ... uh ... service? Let us adjourn, gentlenmen."

Stettin returned to his private chanbers with a fixed snmle still on his
face. He sonetines wondered about this Homir Muinn. A queer water-spined
fellow who certainly did not bear out his early prom se. And yet he craw ed
with interesting information that carried conviction with it — particularly
when Callia was present.

H's smle broadened. That fat fool had her uses, after all. At |east, she
got nore with her wheedling out of Munn than he could, and wth |ess
trouble. Why not give her to Munn? He frowned. Callia. She and her stupid
jeal ousy. Space! If he still had the Darell girl- Wiy hadn't he ground her
skull to powder for that?

He couldn't quite put his finger on the reason

Maybe because she got along with Munn. And he needed Munn. It was Munn, for
i nstance, who had denonstrated that, at least in the belief of the Mile,
there was no Second Foundation. H's admrals needed that assurance.

He woul d have liked to nake the proofs public, but it was better to let the
Foundation believe in their nonexistent help. Was it actually Callia who
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had pointed that out? That's right. She had sai d-
Oh, nonsense! She coul dn't have said anything.
And yet —
He shook his head to clear it and passed on
18
Ghost of a World

Trantor was a world in dregs and rebirth. Set |like a faded jewel in the
m dst of the bewi ldering crowd of suns at the center of the Galaxy — in the
heaps and clusters of stars piled high wth aimess prodigality — it
alternately dreaned of past and future

Time had been when the insubstantial ribbons of control had stretched out
fromits nmetal coating to the very edges of stardom It had been a single
city, housing four hundred billion adninistrators; the mightiest capita
that had ever been.

Until the decay of the Enpire eventually reached it and in the Geat Sack
of a century ago, its drooping powers had been bent back upon thensel ves
and broken forever. In the blasting ruin of death, the nmetal shell that
circled the planet winkled and crunpled into an aching nock of its own
gr andeur .

The survivors tore up the netal plating and sold it to other planets for
seed and cattle. The soil was uncovered once nore and the planet returned
to its beginnings. In the spreading areas of primtive agriculture, it
forgot its intricate and col ossal past.

O would have but for the still mghty shards that heaped their nassive
ruins toward the sky in bitter and dignified silence.

Arcadi a watched the metal rimof the horizon with a stirring of the heart.
The village in which the Palvers lived was but a huddl e of houses to her —
small and primtive. The fields that surrounded it were gol den-yell ow,
wheat - cl ogged tracts.

But there, just past the reaching point was the nenory of the past, stil
glowing in unrusted splendor, and burning with fire where the sun of
Trantor caught it in gleamng highlights. She had been there once during
the nonths since she had arrived at Trantor. She had clinbed onto the
snooth, wunjointed pavenent and ventured into the silent dust-streaked
structures, where the light entered through the jags of broken walls and
partitions.

It had been solidified heartache. It had been bl aspheny.

She had left, clangingly — running until her feet pounded softly on earth
once nore.

And then she could only |look back longingly. She dared not disturb that
m ghty broodi ng once nore.

Sonewhere on this world, she knew, she had been born — near the old
Imperial Library, which was the veriest Trantor of Trantor. It was the
sacred of the sacred; the holy of holies! O all the world, it al one had

survived the Geat Sack and for a century it had remained conplete and
unt ouched; defiant of the universe.
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There Hari Sel don and his group had woven their uninmagi nable web. There
Ebling Ms pierced the secret, and sat nunbed in his vast surprise, unti
he was killed to prevent the secret from going further

There at the Inperial Library, her grandparents had lived for ten years,
until the Mule died, and they could return to the reborn Foundation

There at the Inperial Library, her own father returned with his bride to
find the Second Foundation once again, but failed. There, she had been born
and there her nother had died.

She woul d have liked to visit the Library, but Preem Pal ver shook his round
head. "It's thousands of niles, Arkady, and there's so much to do here.
Besides, it's not good to bother there. You know, it's a shrine-"

But Arcadia knew that he had no desire to visit the Library; that it was a
case of the Mule's Palace over again. There was this superstitious fear on
the part of the pygmies of the present for the relies of the giants of the
past.

Yet it would have been horrible to feel a grudge against the funny little
man for that. She had been on Trantor now for nearly three nonths and in
all that time, he and she - Pappa and Mama — had been wonderful to her-—

And what was her return? Wiy, to involve themin the comon ruin. Had she
warned them that she was marked for destruction, perhaps? No! She let them
assune the deadly role of protectors.

Her consci ence panged unbearably -  yet what choi ce had she?

She stepped reluctantly down the stairs to breakfast. The voices reached
her .

Preem Pal ver had tucked the napkin down his shirt collar wth a tw st of
his plunp neck and had reached for his poached eggs w th an uninhibited
sati sfaction.

"I was down in the city yesterday, Mamma," he said, wielding his fork and
nearly drowning the words with a capaci ous nout hf ul

"And what is down in the city, Pappa?" asked Manma indifferently, sitting
down, | ooking sharply about the table, and rising again for the salt.

"Ah, not so good. A ship canme in from out Kal gan-way with newspapers from
there. It's war there."

"War! So! Well, let thembreak their heads, if they have no nore sense
inside. Did your pay check come yet? Pappa, |'mtelling you again. You warn
old man Cosker this isn't the only cooperative in the world. It's bad

enough they pay you what |I'm ashaned to tell nmy friends, but at |east on
time they could be!"

"Time; shmine," said Pappa, irritably. "Look, don't mmke me silly talk at
breakfast, it should choke nme each bite in the throat," and he w eaked
havoc anobng the buttered toast as he said it. He added, sonmewhat nore
noderately, "The fighting is between Kal gan and the Foundation, and for two
nmont hs, they've been at it."

Hi s hands |unged at one another in nock-representation of a space fight.
"Unmm And what's doi ng?"

"Bad for the Foundation. Well, vyou saw Kalgan; all soldiers. They were
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ready. The Foundati on was not, and so — poof!"

And suddenl y, Mamma laid down her fork and hi ssed, "Fool !'"
"Huh?"
" Dunb- head! Your bi g nmout h is al ways nmovi ng and  wagging. "

She was pointing quickly and when Pappa | ooked over his shoul der, there was
Arcadia, frozen in the doorway.

She said, "The Foundation is at war?"

Pappa | ooked hel pl essly at Mamma, then nodded.
"And they're | osing?"

Agai n t he nod.

Arcadia felt the unbearable <catch in her throat, and slowy approached the
table. "Is it over?" she whispered.

"Over?" repeated Pappa, with false heartiness. "Who said it was over? In
war, lots of things can happen. And ... and-"

"Sit down, darling," said Manmm, soothingly. "No one should talk before
breakfast. You're not in a healthy condition with no food in the stonmach."”

But Arcadia ignored her . "Are the Kal gani ans on Ter m nus?"

"No," said Pappa, seriously. "The news is from |ast week, and Term nus is

still fighting. This is honest. I'mtelling the truth. And the Foundation
is still strong. Do vyou want ne to get you the newspapers?”
"Yes!™"

She read them over what she could eat of her breakfast and her eyes blurred
as she read. Santanni and Korell were gone — without a fight. A squadron of
the Foundation's navy had been trapped in the sparsely-sunned Ifni sector
and wi ped out to al nbst the |ast shinp.

And now the Foundation was back to the Four-Kingdomcore - the origina
Real m which had been built up under Salvor Hardin, the first mayor. But
still it fought — and still there might be a chance-and what ever happened,

she nust inform her father. She nust sonehow reach his ear. She nust!
But how? Wth a war in the way.

She asked Pappa after breakfast, "Are you going out on a new nission soon,
M. Pal ver?"

Pappa was on the large chair on the front |awn, sunning hinmself. A fat
cigar snmoldered between his plunp fingers and he |looked Iike a beatific

pug- dog.

"A mission?" he repeated, lazily. "Wio knows? It's a nice vacation and ny
|leave isn't up. Wy talk about new missions? You're restless, Arkady?"

"Me? No, | like it here. You're very good to nme, you and Ms. Palver."
He waved his hand at her, brushing away her words.
Arcadia said, "I was thinking about the war."

"But don't think about it. What can vyou do? If it's sonething you can't
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hel p, why hurt yourself over it?"

"But | was thinking that the Foundation has 1lost nost of its farmng
worl ds. They're probably rationing food there."

Pappa | ooked wunconfortable. "Don' t worry. It'll be all right."

She scarcely listened. "I wish | could carry food to them that's what. You
know after the Miule died, and the Foundation rebelled, Term nus was just
about isolated for a tinme and General Han Pritcher, who succeeded the Mil e
for a while was laying siege to it. Food was running awfully |ow and ny
father says that his father told himthat they only had dry am no-acid
concentrates that tasted terrible. Wiy, one egg cost two hundred credits.
And then they broke the siege just in tine and food ships canme through from

Santanni. It rmust have been an awful tine. Probably it's happening all
over, now."
There was a pause, and then Arcadia said, "You know, 1'Il bet the

Foundation would be willing to pay smuggler's prices for food now. Double
and triple and nore. Cee, if any co-operative, f'r instance, here on

Trantor took over the job, they m ght |ose sone ships, but, I'Il bet they'd
be war mnillionaires before it was over. The Foundation Traders in the old
days used to do that all the time. There'd be a war, so they'd sel

what ever was needed bad and take their chances. Golly, they used to nake as
much as two mllion dollars out of one trip — profit. That was just out of
what they could carry on one ship, too."

Pappa stirred. His cigar had gone out, unnoticed. "A deal for food, huh?
Hm m m- But the Foundation is so far away."

"Ch, I know. | guess you couldn't do it fromhere. |If you took a regular
liner you probably couldn't get closer than Massena or Smushyk, and after
that you'd have to hire a snmall scoutship or sonething to slip you through
the lines."

Pappa' s hand brushed at his hair, as he cal cul at ed.

Two weeks |l ater, arrangenents for the mssion were conmpleted. Mammua rail ed
for nmost of the time— First, at the incurable obstinacy with which he
courted suicide. Then, at the incredible obstinacy with which he refused to
all ow her to acconpany him

Pappa said, "Mamma, why do you act like an old lady. | can't take you. It's
a nmn's work. Wiat do you think a war is? Fun? Child's play?"

"Then why do you go? Are you a nman, you old fool — with a leg and half an
armin the grave. Let sone of the young ones go — not a fat bal d-head |ike
you?"

"I'"'mnot a bald-head,"” retorted Pappa, with dignity. "I got yet lots of
hair. And why should it not be me that gets the comm ssion? Wiy, a young
fellow? Listen, this could nmean millions?"

She knew that and she subsi ded.
Arcadi a saw hi monce before he left.
She said, "Are you going to Term nus?"

"Whay not? You say yourself they need bread and rice and potatoes. Wll,
I"l'l nake a deal with them and they'll get it."

"Well, then - just one thing: |If you're going to Termnus, could you ..

file:/lIF|/rah/Isaac%20Asimov/Second%20Foundation.txt (119 of 145) [1/14/03 9:40:01 PM]



file:/I/F|/rah/l saac%20A simov/Second%20Foundati on.txt
woul d you see ny father?"

And Pappa's face crinkled and seemed to nmnelt into synpathy, "Ch - and

have to wait for you to tell me. Sure, I'll see him 1'll tell himyou're
safe and everything's O K., and when the war is over, I'll bring you back."
"Thanks. 1'Il tell you howto find him H's nane is Dr. Toran Darell and he

lives in Stanmark. That's just outside Terminus City, and you can get a
little commuting plane that goes there. W're at 55 Channel Drive."

"Wait, and I'lIl wite it down."

"No, no," Arcadia's arm shot out. "You nmustn't wite anything down. You
must renmenber — and find himw thout anybody's help."

Pappa | ooked puzzled. Then he shrugged his shoulders. "Al right, then
It's 55 Channel Drive in Stanmark, outside Terminus City, and you commute
there by plane. Al right?"

"One other thing."

"Yes?"

"Wbul d you tell himsonething fromne?"
"Sure."

"I want to whisper it to you."

He | eaned his plunp cheek toward her, and the little whispered sound passed
fromone to the other

Pappa's eyes were round. "That's what you want ne to say? But it doesn't
make sense."

"He'l'l know what you mean. Just say | sent it and that | said he woul d know
what it neans. And you say it exactly the way | told you. No different. You
won't forget it?"

"How can | forget it? Five little words. Look-"

"No, no." She hopped up and down in the intensity of her feelings. "Don't
repeat it. Don't ever repeat it to anyone. Forget all about it except to ny
father. Pronise ne.'

Pappa shrugged again. "I promise! Al right!"

"Al'l right," she said, nmournfully, and as he passed down the drive to where
the air taxi waited to take himto the spaceport, she wondered if she had
signed his death warrant. She wondered if she would ever see him again.

She scarcely dared to walk into the house again to face the good, kind
Mamra. Maybe when it was all over, she had better kill herself for what she
had done to them

19
End of War

QUORI STON, BATTLE OF Fought on 9, 17, 377 F.E. between the forces of the
Foundation and those of Lord Stettin of Kalgan, it was the |ast battle of
consequence during the Interregnum....

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA
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Jole Turbor, in his newrole of war correspondent, found his bulk incased
in a naval uniform and rather liked it. He enjoyed being back on the air,
and sone of the fierce helplessness of the futile fight against the Second
Foundation left himin the excitenment of another sort of fight wth
substantial ships and ordi nary nen.

To be sure, the Foundation's fight had not been remarkable for victories,

but it was still possible to be philosophic about the matter. After six
nmont hs, the hard core of the Foundation was untouched, and the hard core of
the Fleet was still in being. Wth the new additions since the start of the

war, it was alnost as strong nunerically, and stronger technically, than
before the defeat at |fni

And meanwhi | e, planetary defenses were being strengthened; the arned forces
better trained; admnistrative efficiency was having sone of the water
squeezed out of it — and nmuch of the Kal ganian's conquering fleet was being
wal | owed down t hrough the necessity of occupying the "conquered" territory.

At the nmonent, Turbor was with the Third Fleet in the outer reaches of the
Anacr eoni an sector. Inline wth his policy of making this a "little man's
war," he was interview ng Fennel Leenor, Engineer Third C ass, vol unteer.

"Tell us a little about yourself, sailor," said Turbor

"Ain't much to tell," Leenor shuffled his feet and allowed a faint, bashfu
smle to cover his face, as though he could see all the nillions that

undoubtedly could see him at the nonment. I'm a Locrian. Got a job in an
air-car factory; section head and good pay. |'mnarried; got two kids, both
girls. Say, | couldn't say hello to them could | — in case they're
|'istening.”

"Go ahead, sailor. The video is all yours."

"Gosh, thanks." He burbled, "Hello, MIlla, in case you're listening, I'm
fine. Is Sunni all right? And Tomma? | think of you all the tinme and maybe
1"l be back on furlough after we get back to port. | got your food parce
but I'm sending it back. W get our regular ness, but they say the
civilians are a little tight. | guess that's all."

“I''l'l look her up next tine I'mon Locris, sailor, and nmake sure she's not
short of food. O K ?"

The young man smiled broadly and nodded his head. "Thank you, M. Turbor.
I'd appreciate that."

"Al'l right. Suppose you tell us, then— You're a volunteer, aren't you?"

"Sure am |f anyone picks a fight with ne, | don't have to wait for anyone
to drag me in. | joined up the day |I heard about the Hober Mllow "

"That's a fine spirit. Have you seen nmuch action? | notice "You' re wearing
two battle stars.”

"Ptah." The sailor spat. "Those weren't battles, they were chases. The
Kal gani ans don't fight, unless they have odds of five to one or better in
their favor. Even then they just edge in and try to cut us up ship by ship.
Cousin of mne was at Ifni and he was on a ship that got away, the old
Ebling Ms. He says it was the same there. They had their Miin Fleet
against just a wing division of ours, and down to where we only had five
ships left, they kept stalking instead of fighting. W got twi ce as many of
their ships at that fight."
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"Then you think we're going to win the war?"

Sure bet; now that we aren't retreating. Even if things got too bad, that's
when |'d expect the Second Foundation to step in. W still got the Sel don
Plan — and they knowit, too."

Turbor's lips curled a bit. "You're counting on the Second Foundati on,
t hen?"
The answer cane with honest surprise. "Well, doesn't everyone?"

Junior O ficer Tippellumstepped into Turbor's room after the visicast. He
shoved a cigarette at the correspondent and knocked his cap back to a
peril ous bal ance on the occiput.

"W picked up a prisoner," he said.

"Yes?"

"Little crazy fellow dainms to be a neutral — diplomatic immunity, no
less. | don't think they knowwhat to do with him H's nanme's Palvro,

Pal ver, sonething |ike that, and he says he's from Trantor. Don't know what
in space he's doing in a war zone."

But Turbor had swung to a sitting position on his bunk and the nap he had
been about to take was forgotten. He renmenbered quite well his |ast
interview with Darell, the day after war had been declared and he was
shovi ng of f.

"Preem Pal ver," he said. It was a statenent.

Ti ppel lum paused and let the snoke trickle out the sides of his nouth.
"Yeah," he said, "howin space did you know?"

"Never m nd. Can | see hinP"

"Space, | can't say. The old man has himin his own roomfor questioning.
Everyone figures he's a spy."

"You tell the old man that | know him if he's who he clains he is. |11
take the responsibility."”

Captain Dixyl on the flagship of the Third Fleet watched unrenmttingly at
the Gand Detector. No ship could avoid being a source of subatonic
radiation — not even if it were lying an inert mass — and each focal point
of such radiation was a |little sparkle in the three-dinensional field.

Each one of the Foundation's ships were accounted for and no sparkle was
left over, nowthat the little spy who clained to be a neutral had been
picked wup. For a while, that outside ship had created a stir in the
captain's quarters. The tactics m ght have needed changi ng on short notice.
As it was-—

"Are you sure you have it?" he asked

Conmander Cenn nodded. "I will take ny squadron through hyperspace: radius,
10. 00 parsecs; theta, 268.52 degrees; phi, 84.15 degrees. Return to origin
at 1330. Total absence 11.83 hours."

"Right. Now we are going to count on pin-point return as regards both space
and tine. Understand?"

"Yes, captain." He |ooked at his wist watch, "My ships wll be ready by
0140."
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"Good, " said Captain Dixyl.

The Kal gani an squadron was not wthin detector range now, but they would be
soon. There was independent information to that effect. Wthout Cenn's
squadron the Foundation forces would be badly outnunbered, but the captain
was quite confident. Quite confident.

Preem Pal ver | ooked sadly about him First at the tall, skinny adniral;
then at the others, everyone in uniform and now at this |last one, big and
stout, with his collar open and no tie — not like the rest — who said he
wanted to speak to him

Jole Turbor was saying: "I amperfectly aware, admral, of the serious
possibilities involved here, but | tell you that if | can be allowed to
speak to him for a few mnutes, | nmay be able to settle the current

uncertainty."
"I's there any reason why you can't question him before nme?"

Turbor pursed his lips and |ooked stubborn. "Admiral," he said, "while
have been attached to your ships, the Third Fl eet has received an excellent
press. You may station nen outside the door, if you like, and you nmay
return in five mnutes. But, neanwhile, hunor nme a bit, and your public
relations will not suffer. Do you understand ne?"

He di d.

Then Turbor in the isolation that followed, turned to Palver, and said,
"Quickly — what is the nane of the girl you abducted.”

And Pal ver coul d sinmply stare round-eyed, and shake his head.

"No nonsense," said Turbor. "If you do not answer, you wll be a spy and
spies are blasted without trial in war time."

"Arcadia Darell!" gasped Pal ver

"Well! Al right, then. Is she safe?"

Pal ver nodded.

"You had better be sure of that, or it won't be well for you."

" She is in good health, perfectly safe," said Pal ver, palely.

The admral returned, "Well?"

"The man, sir, is not a spy. You nmay believe what he tells you. | vouch for
him™"
"That so?" The admiral frowned. "Then he represents an agricultura
co-operative on Trantor that wants to nake a trade treaty with Term nus for
the delivery of grains and potatoes. Well, all right, but he can't |eave
now. "

"Why not ?" asked Pal ver, quickly.

"Because we're in the mddle of a battle. After it is over — assunmng we're
still alive — we'll take you to Term nus."

The Kal ganian fleet that spanned through space detected the Foundation
ships froman incredi bl e distance and were thensel ves detected. Like little
fireflies in each other's Gand Detectors, they closed in across the
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enpti ness.

And the Foundation's admral frowned and said, "This nust be their main
push. Look at the numbers." Then, "They won't stand up before us, though;
not if Cenn's detachnent can be counted on."

Conmander Cenn had |eft hours before — at the first detection of the coming
eneny. There was no way of altering the plan now It worked or it didn't,
but the admral felt quite confortable. As did the officers. As did the
nen.

Again watch the fireflies.
Like a deadly ballet dance, in preci se formations, they sparked.

The Foundation fleet edged slowy backwards. Hours passed and the fleet
veered slowy off, teasing the advancing eneny slightly off course, then
nore so.

In the minds of the dictators of the battle plan, there was a certain
vol ume of space that nust be occupied by the Kal ganian ships. Qut fromthat
vol ume crept the Foundationers; into it slipped the Kal ganians. Those that
passed out again were attacked, suddenly and fiercely. Those that stayed
within were not touched.

It all depended on the reluctance of the ships of Lord Stettin to take the
initiative themselves — on their willingness to remai n where none attacked.

Captain Dixyl stared frigidly at his wist watch. It was 1310, "W've got
twenty mnutes," he said.

The lieutenant at his side nodded tensely, "It Ilooks all right so far,
captain. W've got nore than ninety percent of them boxed. If we can keep
them t hat way-"

"Yes! If-"

The Foundation ships were drifting forward again - very slowy. Not quick
enough to urge a Kalganian retreat and just quickly enough to discourage a
Kal gani an advance. They preferred to wait.

And the m nutes passed.

At 1325, the admiral's buzzer sounded in seventy-five ships of the
Foundation's line, and they built up to a maxi num accel eration towards the
front-plane of the Kalganian fleet, itself three hundred strong. Kal gani an
shields flared into action, and the vast energy beans flicked out. Every
one of the three hundred concentrated in the sanme direction, towards their
mad attackers who bore down relentlessly, uncaringly and—

At 1330, fifty ships under Commander Cenn appeared from nowhere, in one
singl e bound through hyperspace to a calculated spot at a calculated tine —
and were spaced in tearing fury at the wunprepared Kalganian rear.

The trap worked perfectly.

The Kal gani ans still had nunbers on their side, but they were in no nood to
count. Their first effort was to escape and the formation once broken was
only the nore vulnerable, as the eneny ships bunbled into one another's
pat h.

After a while, it took on the proportions of a rat hunt.

O three hundred Kal gani an ships, the core and pride of their fleet, sone
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sixty or less, many in a state of near-hopel ess disrepair, reached Kal gan
once nore. The Foundation |oss was eight ships out of a total of one
hundred twenty-five.

Preem Pal ver | anded on Terminus at the height of the celebration. He found
the furore distracting, but before he left the planet, he had acconplished
two things, and received one request.

The two things acconplished were: 1) the conclusion of an agreenent whereby
Pal ver's co-operative was to deliver twenty shipl oads of certain foodstuffs
per nonth for the next year at a war price, wthout, thanks to the recent
battle, a corresponding war risk, and 2) the transfer to Dr. Darell of
Arcadia's five short words.

For a startled nonment, Darell had stared w de-eyed at him and then he had
made his request. It was to carry an answer back to Arcadia. Palver |iked
it; it was a sinple answer and nade sense. It was: "Conme back now. There
won't be any danger."

Lord Stettin was in raging frustration. To watch his every weapon break in
his hands; to feel the firmfabric of his military night part 1like the
rotten thread it suddenly turned out to be - would have turned
phlegmaticismitself into flowing lava. And yet he was hel pl ess, and knew
it.

He hadn't really slept well in weeks. He hadn't shaved in three days. He
had canceled all audiences. His admirals were left to thenselves and none
knew better than the Lord of Kalgan that very little time and no further
defeats need elapse before he wuld have to contend wth interna
rebel |'i on.

Lev Meirus, First Mnister, was no help. He stood there, calm and
i ndecently old, with his thin, nervous finger stroking, as always, the
wrinkled I'ine fromnose to chin.

"Well," shouted Stettin at him "contribute sonething. W stand here
def eated, do you understand? Defeated! And why? | don't know why. There you
have it. | don't know why. Do you know why?"

"I think so," said Meirus, calmy

"Treason!" The word cane out softly, and other words followed as softly.
"You've known of treason, and you've Kkept quiet. You served the fool |
ejected from the First Citizenship and you think you can serve whatever
foul rat replaces ne. If you have acted so, | wll extract your entrails
for it and burn them before your living eyes."

Meirus was unnoved. "I have tried to fill you with nmy own doubts, not once,
but many times. | have dinned it in your ears and you have preferred the
advice of others because it stuffed your ego better. Matters have turned
out not as | feared, but even worse. If you do not care to listen now, say
so, sir, and | shall |eave, and, in due course, deal with your successor

whose first act, no doubt, wll be to sign a treaty of peace."

Stettin stared at him red-eyed, enornous fists slowy clenching and
uncl enchi ng. "Speak, you gray slug. Speak!"

"I have told you often, sir, that you are not the Mile. You nay contro
ships and guns but you cannot control the mnds of your subjects. Are you
aware, sir, of who it is you are fighting? You fight the Foundation, which
is never defeated — the Foundation, which is protected by the Seldon Plan —
the Foundation, which is destined to forma new Enpire."
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"There is no Plan. No |onger. Minn has said so."

"Then Munn is wong. And if he were right, what then? You and I, sir, are
not the people. The nen and wonmen of Kalgan and its subject worlds believe
utterly and deeply in the Seldon Plan as do all the inhabitants of this end
of the Galaxy. Nearly four hundred years of history teach the fact that the
Foundati on cannot be beaten. Neither the kingdons nor the warlords nor the
old Galactic Enpire itself could do it."

"The Mule did it."

"Exactly, and he was beyond cal culation — and you are not. \Wat is worse,
the people know that you are not. So your ships go into battle fearing
defeat in sonme unknown way. The insubstantial fabric of the Plan hangs over
themso that they are cautious and |ook before they attack and wonder a
little too much. Wiile on the other side, that same insubstantial fabric
fills the eneny with confidence, renoves fear, maintains norale in the face
of early defeats. Wiy not? The Foundation has al ways been defeated at first
and has al ways won in the end.

"And your own norale, sir? You stand everywhere on eneny territory. Your
own dom nions have not been invaded; are still not in danger of invasion —
yet you are defeated. You don't believe in the possibility, even, of
vi ctory, because you know there is none.

"Stoop, then, or you will be beaten to your knees. Stoop voluntarily, and
you may save a remant. You have depended on netal and power and they have
sustained you as far as they could. You have ignored nind and noral e and
they have failed you. Now, take ny advice. You have the Foundation nan,
Homir Munn. Release him Send himback to Ternminus and he will carry your
peace offers."

Stettin's teeth ground behind his pale, set lips. But what choice had he?

On the first day of the new year, Homir Minn |eft Kal gan again. Mre than
si x nonths had passed since he had left Termnus and in the interim a war
had raged and faded.

He had cone alone, but he left escorted. He had cone a sinple man of
private life; he left the unappointed but neverthel ess, actual, anbassador
of peace.

And what had nost changed was his early concern over the Second Foundati on
He | aughed at the thought of that: and pictured in [luxuriant detail the
final revelation to Dr. Darell, to that energetic, young conpetent, Anthor
to all of them-

He knew. He, Homir Munn, finally knew the truth.

20

"I Know ...

The last two nonths of the Stettinian war did not lag for Homir. In his
unusual office as Mediator Extraordinary, he found hinself the center of
interstellar affairs, a role he could not help but find pleasing.

There were no further major battles — a few accidental skirnishes that
could scarcely count — and the terns of the treaty were hamered out with
little necessity for concessions on the part of the Foundation. Stettin
retained his office, but scarcely anything else. H's navy was disnantled;
hi s possessions outside the home systemitself nade autononous and al |l owed
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to vote for return to previous status, full independence or confederation
wi thin the Foundation, as they chose.

The war was formally ended on an asteroid in Termnus' own stellar system
site of the Foundation's ol dest naval base. Lev Meirus signed for Kal gan,
and Homr was an interested spectator.

Throughout all that period he did not see Dr. Darell, nor any of the
others. But it scarcely nmattered. H's news would keep — and, as al ways, he
smled at the thought.

Dr. Darell returned to Term nus sone weeks after VK day, and that sane
evening, his house served as the neeting place for the five nen who, ten
months earlier, had laid their first plans.

They lingered over dinner and then over wi ne as though hesitating to return
again to the old subject.

It was Jole Turbor, who, peering steadily into the purple depths of the
wi negl ass with one eye, nuttered, rather than said, "Well, Homr, you are a
man of affairs now, | see. You handled matters well."

"I'?" Minn laughed loudly and joyously. For sone reason, he had not
stuttered in nonths. "I hadn't a thing to do with it. It was Arcadia. By
the by, Darell, howis she? She's coning back from Trantor, | heard?"

"You heard «correctly," said Darell, quietly. "Her ship should dock within
the week." He | ooked, wth veiled eyes, at the others, but there were only
conf used, anor phous excl amati ons of pl easure. Not hi ng el se.

Turbor said, "Then it's over, really. Wo would have predicted all this ten
mont hs ago. Munn's been to Kalgan and back. Arcadia's been to Kal gan and
Trantor and is conming back. W've had a war and won it, by Space. They tel

you that the vast sweeps of history can be predicted, but doesn't it seem
conceivable that all that has just happened, with its absolute confusion to
those of us who lived through it, couldn't possibly have been predicted."

"Nonsense," said Anthor, acidly. "Wat makes you so triunphant, anyway? You
tal k as though we have really won a war, when actually we have won not hi ng
but a petty brawl which has served only to distract our minds fromthe rea
eneny. "

There was an unconfortable silence, in which only Homir Minn's slight smle
struck a discordant note.

And Anthor struck the armof his chair with a balled and furyfilled fist,
"Yes, | refer to the Second Foundation. There is no nmention of it and, if |
judge correctly, every effort to have no thought of it. Is it because this
fall aci ous atnosphere of victory that palls over this world of idiots is so
attractive that vyou feel you nmnust participate? Turn sonmersaults then

handspring your way into a wall, pound one another's back and throw
confetti out the wi ndow. Do whatever vyou please, only get it out of your
system — and when you are quite done and you are yourselves again, return
and let wus discuss that problem which exists now precisely as it did ten
mont hs ago when you sat here with eyes cocked over your shoul ders for fear
of you knew not what. Do you really think that the Mnd-nmasters of the
Second Foundation are less to be feared because you have beat down a
foolish w el der of spaceships.”

He paused, red-faced and panting.
Munn said quietly, "WIIl you hear ne speak now, Anthor? O do you prefer to

continue your role as ranting conspirator?"
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"Have your say, Homr," said Darell, "but let's all of us refrain from
over - pi cturesqueness of |anguage. It's a very good thing in its place, but
at present, it bores nme."

Homir Munn |eaned back in his arncthair and carefully refilled his glass
fromthe decanter at his el bow

"I was sent to Kalgan," he said, "to find out what | could fromthe records
contained in the Mule's Palace. | spent several nonths doing so. | seek no
credit for that acconplishnent. As | have indicated, it was Arcadia whose
i ngenuous interneddling obtained the entry for nme. Nevertheless, the fact
remains that to nmy original know edge of the Mile's life and tines, which,
I subnit, was not small, | have added the fruits of nmuch |abor anong
primary evi dence  which has been available to no one else.

"I am therefore, in a unique position to estimate the true danger of the
Second Foundation; much nmore so than is our excitable friend here.”

"And, " grated Anthor, "what is your estimate of that danger?”
"Wy, zero."

A short pause, and Elvett Sem c asked with an air of surprised disbelief,
"You mean zero danger ?"

"Certainly. Friends, there is no Second Foundation!"

Anthor's eyelids closed slowy and he sat there, face pale and
expr essi onl ess.

Munn continued, aftention-centering and loving it, "And what is nore, there
was never one."

"On what," asked Darell, "do you base this surprising conclusion?"

"l deny," said Munn, "that it is surprising. You all know the story of the
Mil e's search for the Second Foundation. But what do you know of the
intensity of that search — of the single-nindedness of it. He had
trenmendous resources at his disposal and he spared none of it. He was
single-mnded - and yet he failed. No Second Foundation was found."

"One could scarcely expect it to be found," pointed out Turbor, restlessly.
"It had means of protecting itself agai nst i nquiring m nds. "

"Even when the mind that is inquiring is the Mile's nutant nmentality?

think not. But conme, you do not expect ne to give you the gist of fifty
volunmes of reports in five mnutes. Al of it, by the terns of the peace
treaty will be part of the Seldon Historical Miseum eventually, and you
will all be free to be as leisurely in your analysis as | have been. You
will find his conclusion plainly stated, however, and that | have already
expressed. There is not, and has never been, any Second Foundation."

Senmic interposed, "Wll, what stopped the Mul e, then?"

"Great Gal axy, what do you suppose stopped hin? Death did; as it will stop
all of us. The greatest superstition of the age is that the Mile was
somehow stopped in an all-conquering career by some nysterious entities
superior even to hinmself. It is the result of looking at everything in
wrong focus.

"Certainly no one in the Gal axy can help knowing that the Mile was a freak,
physical as well as mental. He died in his thirties because his
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ill-adjusted body could no |onger struggle its creaking nmachinery al ong.
For several years before his death he was an invalid. H's best health was
never nore than an ordinary nan's feebleness. Al right, then. He conquered
the Galaxy and, in the ordinary course of nature, proceeded to die. It's a
wonder he proceeded as long and as well as he did. Friends, it's down in
the very clearest print. You have only to have patience. You have only to
try to look at all facts in new focus."

Darell said, thoughtfully, "Good, let us try that Mnn. It would be an
interesting attenpt and, if nothing else, would help oil our thoughts.
These tanpered men — the records of which Anthor brought to us nearly a
year ago, what of then? Help us to see themin focus."

"Easily. How old a science is encephal ographi c anal ysis? O, put it another
way, how well-devel oped is t he st udy of neuroni c pat hways. "

"W are at the beginning in this respect. Ganted," said Darell

"Right. How certain can we be then as to the interpretation of what |'ve
heard Ant hor and yourself call the Tanper Pl ateau. You have your theories,
but how certain can you be. Certain enough to consider it a firmbasis for
the existence of a mighty force for which all other evidence is negative?
It's always easy to explain the unknown by postulating a superhuman and
arbitrary will.

"It's a very human phenonenon. There have been cases all through Galactic
history where isolated planetary systens have reverted to savagery, and
what have we Ilearned there? In every case, such savages attribute the
to-theminconprehensible forces of Nature — storns, pestilences, droughts —
to sentient beings nor e power ful and nmore arbitrary than nen.

"I't is called anthroponorphism | believe, and in this respect, we are
savages and indulge in it. Knowing little of nental science, we blane
anyt hing we don't know on supernmen — those of the Second Foundation in this
case, based on the hint thrown us by Seldon."

"Ch," broke in Anthor, "then you do remenber Seldon. | thought you had
forgotten. Seldon did say there was a Second Foundation. Get that in focus.

"And are you aware then of all Seldon's purposes. Do you know what
necessities were involved in his calculations? The Second Foundati on nmay
have been a very necessary scarecrow, with a highly specific end in view
How did we defeat Kalgan, for instance? Wat were you saying in your |ast
series of articles, Turbor?"

Turbor stirred his bulk. "Yes, | see what "You're driving at. I was on
Kal gan towards the end, Darell, and it was quite obvious that norale on the
pl anet was incredibly bad. | |ooked through their news-records and — well.

they expected to be beaten. Actually, they were conpletely unmanned by the
thought that eventually the Second Foundation would take a hand, on the
side of the First, naturally."

"Quite right," said Munn. "I was there all through the war. | told Stettin
there was no Second Foundation and he believed me. He felt safe. But there
was no way of rmaking the peopl e suddenly disbelieve what they had believed
all their lives, so that the nyth eventually served a very useful purpose
in Seldon's cosnic chess gane."

But Anthor's eyes opened, quite suddenly, and fixed thensel ves sardonically
on Munn's countenance. "l say you lie."

Homr turned pale, "I don't see that | have to accept, nuch | ess answer, an
accusation of that nature.'
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"I say it without any intention of personal offense. You cannot help |ying;
you don't realize that you are. But you lie just the sane."

Semic laid his withered hand on the young man's sleeve. "Take a breath,
young fella."

Ant hor shook himoff, none too gently, and said, "I'mout of patience with
all of you. | haven't seen this nan nore than half a dozen tines in ny
life, yet I find the change in himunbelievable. The rest of you have known
himfor years, yet pass it by. It is enough to drive one nmad. Do you cal
this man vyou've been listening to Honmir Minn? He is not the Homir Minn |
knew. "

A medl ey of shock; above which Munn's voice cried, "You claimne to be an
i mpost or ?"

"Perhaps not in the ordinary sense,"” shouted Anthor above the din, "but an
i mpost or nonet hel ess. Qui et, everyone! I demand to be heard. "

He frowned themferociously into obedience. "Do any of you remenber Homir

Munn as | do — the introverted librarian who never tal ked w thout obvi ous
enbarrassnent; the nman of tense and nervous voice, who stuttered out his
uncertain sentences? Does this man sound like hin? He's fluent, he's

confident, he's fun of theories, and, by Space, he doesn't stutter. Is he
the sane person?”

Even Munn | ooked confused, and Pelleas Anthor drove on. "Well, shall we
test hin®"

"How?" asked Darell.

"You ask how? There is the obvious way. You have his encephal ographic
record of ten nonths ago, haven't you? Run one again, and conpare."

He pointed at the frowning librarian, and said violently, "I dare himto
refuse to subject himself to analysis.”

"l don't object," said Minn, defiantly. "I am the nman | always was."
"Can you know?" said Anthor with contenpt. "I'Il go further. | trust no one
here. I want everyone to undergo analysis. There has been a war. Minn has
been on Kal gan; Turbor has been on board ship and all over the war areas.
Darell and Senmic have been absent, too — | have no idea where. Only | have
remai ned here in seclusion and safety, and | no longer trust any of the
rest of you. And to play fair, I'Il submt to testing as well. Are we
agreed then? O do | |eave now and go ny own way?"

Tur bor shrugged and said, "I have no objection."

"l have already said | don't," said Minn

Semi ¢ noved a hand in silent assent, and Anthor waited for Darell. Finally,
Darel |l nodded his head.

"Take me first," said Anthor

The needles traced their delicate way across the cross-hatchings as the
young neurologist sat frozen in the reclining seat, wth |idded eyes
brooding heavily. From the files, Darell removed the folder containing
Ant hor' s ol d encephal ographic record. He showed them to Anthor.

"That's your own signature, isn't it?"
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"Yes, yes. It's ny record. Make the conparison."”

The scanner threwold and newon to the screen. Al six curves in each
recording were there, and in the darkness, Minn's voice sounded in harsh
clarity. "Well, now, |ook there. There's a change."

"Those are the primary waves of the frontal |obe. It doesn't nmean a thing,
Hom r. Those additional jags you're pointing to are just anger. It's the
others that count."

He touched a control knob and the six pairs nelted into one another and
coi ncided. The deeper anplitude of primaries alone introduced doubling.

"Satisfied?" asked Anthor.

Darell nodded curtly and took the seat hinself. Semic followed himand
Turbor followed him Silently the curves were collected; silently they were
conpar ed.

Munn was the last to take his seat. For a nmonment, he hesitated, then, with
a touch of desperation in his voice, he said, "WlIl now, |ook, |I'mcom ng
in last and |I'munder tension. | expect due allowance to be made for that."

"There will be," Darell assured him "No conscious enotion of yours wll
af f ect nor e t han the primaries and t hey are not i mportant.”

It m ght have been hours, in the utter silence that followed

And then in the darkness of the conparison, Anthor said huskily: "Sure,
sure, it's only the onset of a conmplex. Isn't that what he told us? No such
thing as tanpering; it's all a silly anthroponorphic notion — but | ook at
it! A coincidence | suppose.”

"What's the matter?" shrieked Munn

Darell's hand was tight on the librarian's shoulder. "Quiet, Minn — you' ve
been handl ed; you've been adjusted by them"

Then the 1ight went on, and Minn was | ooking about himw th broken eyes,
maki ng a horrible attenpt to smle.

"You can't be serious, surely. There is a purpose to this. You're testing
me. "

But Darell only shook his head. "No, no, Homir. It's true."
The librarian's eyes were filled wth tears, suddenly. "I don't feel any
different. I can't believe it." Wth sudden conviction: "You are all in

this. It's a conspiracy."

Darel|l attenpted a soothing gesture, and his hand was struck aside. Minn
snarled, "You're planning to kill nme. By Space, you're planning to kil
me. "

Wth a lunge, Anthor was upon him There was the sharp crack of bone
agai nst bone, and Homir was linp and flaccid with that | ook of fear frozen
on his face.

Ant hor rose shakily, and said, "We'd better tie and gag him Later, we can
deci de what to do." He brushed his |ong hair back

Turbor said, "How did you guess there was sonmething wong with hinP"
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Anthor turned sardonically wupon him "It wasn't difficult. You see,
happen to know where the Second Foundation really is."

Successi ve shocks have a decreasing effect—

It was wth actual mildness that Sem c asked, "Are you sure? | nean we’' ve
just gone through this sort of business with Munn-"

This isn't quite the sane," returned Anthor. "Darell, the day the war
started, | spoke to you nobst seriously. | tried to have you | eave Terni nus.
I would have told you then what | will tell you now, if | had been able to
trust you."

"You nean you have known the answer for half a year?" sniled Darell.

"I have known it from the tine | Ilearned that Arcadia had left for
Trantor."
And Darell started to his feet in sudden consternation. "Wat had Arcadi a

to do with it? What are you inplying?"

"Absolutely nothing that is not plain on the face of all the events we know
so well. Arcadia goes to Kalgan and flees in terror to the very center of
the Galaxy, rather than return hone. Lieutenant Dirige, our best agent on
Kal gan is tanmpered with. Homir Minn goes to Kalgan and he is tanpered with.
The Mil e conquered the Gal axy, but, queerly enough, he made Kalgan his
headquarters, and it occurs to nme to wonder iif he was conqueror or,
perhaps, tool. At every turn, we nmeet w th Kalgan, Kalgan - nothing but
Kal gan, the world that sonehow survived untouched all the struggles of the
warl ords for over a century."

"Your concl usion, then."

"I's obvious," Anthor's eyes were intense. "The Second Foundation is on
Kal gan."

Turbor interrupted. "I was on Kalgan, Anthor. | was there |ast week. If
there was any Second Foundation on it, |I'mmad. Personally, | think you're
mad. "

The young man whirled on himsavagely. "Then you're a fat fool. Wat do you
expect the Second Foundation to be? A grammar school? Do you think that
Radiant Fields in tight beans spell out ‘Second Foundation' in green and
purple along the incom ng spaceship routes? Listen to ne, Turbor. Werever
they are, they forma tight oligarchy. They nust be as well hidden on the
world on which they exist, as the world itself isin the Galaxy as a
whol e. "

Turbor's jaw muscles withed. "I don't like vyour attitude, Anthor."

"That certainly disturbs ne," was the sarcastic response. "Take a |ook
about you here on Terminus. W re at the center — the core — the origin of
the First Foundation with all its know edge of physical science. Well, how
many of the popul ation are physical scientists? Can you operate an Energy
Transmitting Station? Wat do you know of the operation of a hyperatonic
nmotor? Eh? The nunmber of real scientists on Terminus - even on Terminus —
can be nunbered at |l ess than one percent of the popul ation

"And what then of the Second Foundation where secrecy nust be preserved.
There will still be 1less of the cognoscenti, and these will be hidden even
fromtheir own world."

"Say," said Semic, carefully. "W just |icked Kal gan—"
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"So we did. So we did," said Anthor, sardonically. "Oh, we celebrate that

victory. The cities are still illumnated; they are still shooting off
fireworks; they are still shouting over the televisors. But now, now, when
the search is on once nore for the Second Foundation, where is the |ast
pl ace well |ook; where is the |ast place anyone will |ook? Right!" Kal gan

"W haven't hurt them you know, not really. W' ve destroyed sone ships,
killed a few thousands, torn away their Enpire, taken over sone of their
commerci al and econom ¢ power — but that all neans nothing. |I'll wager that
not one nenber of the real ruling class of Kalgan is in the |Ieast
disconfited. On the contrary, they are now safe fromcuriosity. But not
fromny curiosity. What do you say, Darell?"

Darel|l shrugged his shoulders. "Interesting. |'mtrying to fit it in with a
message | received from Arcadia a few nonths since."

"Ch, a message?" asked Anthor. "And what was it?"
"Well, I'm not certain. Five short words. But its interesting."

"Look," broke in Semic, with a worried interest, "there's sonmething | don't
under stand. "

"What's that?"

Semi ¢ chose his words carefully, his old upper Ilip lifting with each word
as if tolet themout singly and reluctantly. "Well, now, Homir Minn was
saying just a while ago that Hari Seldon was faking when he said that he
had established a Second Foundation. Now you're saying that it's not so;
that Seldon wasn't faking, eh?"

"Right, he wasn't faking. Seldon said he had established a Second
Foundati on and so he had."

"Al'l right, then, but he said something else, too. He said he established
the two Foundations at opposite ends of the Gal axy. Now, young man, was
that a fake — because Kalgan isn't at the opposite end of the Gl axy."

Ant hor seenmed annoyed, "That's a minor point. That part may well have been
a cover up to protect them But after all, think— Wat real use would it
serve to have the Mnd-nmasters at the opposite end of the Gal axy? Wiat is
their function? To help preserve the Plan. Who are the nain card players of
the Plan? W, the First Foundation. Were can they best observe us, then,
and serve their own ends? At the opposite end of the Gal axy? Ridi cul ous!
They're within fifty parsecs, actually, whichis mnuch nore sensible.”

"I like that argunent," said Darell. "It nmakes sense. Look here, Minn's
been conscious for sone time and | propose we |loose him He can't do any
harm really."

Ant hor | ooked rebellious, but Homr was nodding vigorously. Five seconds
| ater he was rubbing his wists just as vigorously.

"How do you feel ?" asked Darell

"Rotten," said Munn, sulkily, "but never mind. There's sonmething | want to
ask this bright young thing here. |'ve heard what he's had to say, and 1'd
just like pernission to wonder what we do next."

There was a queer and incongruous sil ence.

Munn smled bitterly. "Well, suppose Kalgan is the Second Foundation. Wo
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on Kalgan are they? How are you going to find then? How are you going to
tackle themif you find them eh?"

"Ah," said Darell, "I can answer that, strangely enough. Shall | tell you
what Semic and | have been doing this past half-year? It may give you
anot her reason, Anthor, why | was anxious to remain on Termnus all this
time."

"In the first place," he went on, "I've been working on encephal ographic
anal ysis with nore purpose than any of you may suspect. Detecting Second
Foundation minds is a little nore subtle than sinply finding a Tanper
Plateau — and | did not actually succeed. But | canme close enough

"Do you know, any of you, how enotional control works? It's been a popul ar
subject with fiction witers since the time of the Mile and nuch nonsense
has been witten, spoken, and recorded about it. For the nost part, it has
been treated as sonmething nysterious and occult. O course, it isn't. That
the brain is the source of a myriad, tiny electronmagnetic fields, everyone
knows. Every fleeting enotion varies those fields in nore or less intricate
fashi on, and everyone shoul d know that, too.

"Now it is possible to conceive a nind which can sense these changing
fields and even resonate wth them That 1is, a special organ of the
cerebrum can exi st which can take on whatever field-pattern it may detect.
Exactly how it would do this, | have no idea, but that doesn't matter. if |
were blind, for instance, | could still learn the significance of photons
and energy quanta and it could be reasonable to ne that the absorption of a
phot on of such energy could create chem cal changes in sone organ of the
body such that its presence would be detectable. But, of course, | would
not be able, thereby, to understand col or.

"Do all of you follow?"
There was a firm nod from Anthor; a doubtful nod fromthe others.

"Such a hypothetical Mnd Resonating Organ, by adjusting itself to the
Fields enmitted by other mnds could perform what is popularly known as
‘readi ng enption’ or even 'reading mnds,’ which is actually sonething even
more subtle. It is but an easy step fromthat to imagining a simlar organ
which could actually force an adjustnent on another mind. It could orient
with its stronger Field the weaker one of another mnd - much as a strong
magnet wll orient the atomc dipoles in a bar of steel and |eave it
magneti zed thereafter.

"I solved the mathematics of Second Foundationismin the sense that |
evol ved a function that would predict the necessary conbination of neuronic
paths that would allow for the formation of an organ such as | have just
described — but, unfortunately, the function is too conplicated to solve by
any of the mathematical tools at present known. That is too bad, because it
means that | can never detect a M nd-worker by his encephal ographic pattern
al one.

"But | could do something else. | could, with Semic's help, construct what
| shall describe as a Mental Static device. It is not beyond the ability of
nmodem sci ence to create an energy source that wll duplicate an
encephal ograph-type pattern of electromagnetic field. Mreover, it can be

made to shift at conplete random <creating, as far as this particular
m nd-sense is concerned, a sort of 'noise' or 'static' which nasks other
mnds with which it nmay be in contact.

"Do you still follow?"
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Senic chuckled. He had helped create blindly, but he had guessed, and
guessed correctly. The old man had a trick or two left—

Ant hor said, "I think | do."

"The device," continued Darell, "is a fairly easy one to produce, and | had
all the resources of the Foundation under ny control as it canme under the
headi ng of war research. And now the nmayor's offices and the Legislative
assenblies are surrounded with Mntal Static. So are nost of our key
factories. So is this building. Eventually, any place we w sh can be nade
absolutely safe fromthe Second Foundation or fromany future Mile. And
that's it."

He ended quite sinply with a flat-palnmed gesture of the hand.
Tur bor seened stunned. "Then it's all over. Geat Seldon, it's all over."
"Well," said Darell, "not exactly."

"How, not exactly? Is there sonething nore?"

"Yes, we haven't |ocated the Second Foundation yet!"

"What," roared Anthor, "are you trying to say-"

"Yes, | am Kalgan is not the Second Foundation."

"How do you know?"

"It's easy," grunted Darell. "You see | happen to know where the Second
Foundation really is."

21
The Answer That Sati sfied

Turbor |aughed suddenly - laughed in huge, wndy gusts that bounced
ringingly off the walls and died in gasps. He shook his head, weakly, and
said, "Geat Glaxy, this goes on all night. One after another, we put up
our straw nen to be knocked down. W have fun, but we don't get anywhere.
Space! Maybe all planets are the Second Foundation. Maybe they have no
pl anet, just key men spread on all the planets. And what does it matter,
since Darell says we have the perfect defense?"

Darell smled wthout hunmor. "The perfect defense is not enough, Turbor
Even ny Mental Static device is only sonething that keeps us in the sane
pl ace. W cannot remain forever with our fists doubled, frantically staring
inall directions for the unknown eneny. W nust know not only how to win,
but whomto defeat. And there is a specific world on which the eneny
exists. "

"Get to the point," said Anthor, wearily. "Wat's your information?"
"Arcadia," said Darell, "sent ne a nessage, and until | got it, | never saw
the obvious. | probably would never have seen the obvious. Yet it was a
sinple nessage that went: 'A circle has no end.’ Do you see?"

"No," said Anthor, stubbornly, and he spoke, quite obviously, for the
ot hers.

"A circle has no end,
f ur r oned.

repeated Munn, thoughtfully, and his forehead

"Well," said Darell, inpatiently, "it was clear to nme— Wat is the one
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absolute fact we know about the Second Foundation, eh? I'Il tell you! W
know that Hari Seldon located it at the opposite end of the Galaxy. Homir
Munn theorized that Seldon Iied about the existence of the Foundation

Pel | eas Anthor theorized that Seldon had told the truth that far, but lied
about the location of the Foundation. But | tell you that Hari Seldon |ied
in no particular; that he told the absolute truth.

"But, what 1is the other end? The Galaxy is a flat, |ens-shaped object. A
cross section along the flatness of it is a circle, and a circle had no end
— as Arcadia realized. W - we, the First Foundation — are |ocated on
Terminus at the rim of that circle. W are at an end of the Gl axy, by
definition. Now follow the rim of that circle and find the other end.
Followit, followit, followit, and you will find no other end. You wll
merely come back to your starting point-—

"And there you will find the Second Foundation."
"There?" repeated Anthor. "Do you nean here?"

"Yes, | mean here!" cried Darell, energetically. "Wy, where else could it
possi bly be? You said yourself that if the Second Foundationers were the
guardi ans of the Seldon Plan, it was unlikely that they could be | ocated at
the so-called other end of the Gal axy, where they would be as isolated as
they coul d concei vably be. You thought that fifty parsecs di stance was nore
sensible. | tell you that that is also too far. That no distance at all is
more sensible. And where would they be safest? Wo would look for them
here? On, it's the old principle of the nost obvious place being the | east
suspi ci ous.

"Wy was poor Ebling Ms so surprised and unmanned by his discovery of the
| ocati on of the Second Foundation? There he was, looking for it desperately
in order to warn it of the comng of the Mule, only to find that the Mile
had al ready captured both Foundations at a stroke. And why did the Mile
hinself fail. in his search? Wy not? If oneis searching for an
unconquer abl e nenace, one would scarcely |ook anong the enenies already
conquered. So the Mnd-masters, in their own leisurely tine, could |ay
their plans to stop the Mul e, and succeeded in stopping him

"Ch, it is nmaddeningly sinple. For here we are wth our plots and our
schenes, thinking that we are keeping our secrecy — when all the tinme we
are in the very heart and core of our eneny's stronghold. It's hunorous."

Anthor did not renove the skepticismfrom his face, "You honestly believe
this theory, Dr. Darell?"

"I honestly believe it."

"Then any of our neighbors, any nman we pass in the street m ght be a Second
Foundati on superman, with his mind watching yours and feeling the pul se of
its thoughts."

"Exactly."
"And we have been permtted to proceed all this time, wthout nolestation?"

"Wthout nolestation? Wo told you we were not nol ested? You, yourself,
showed that Munn has been tanpered with. \What nmakes you think that we sent
himto Kalgan in the first place entirely of our own volition - or that
Arcadi a overheard wus and followed himon her ow volition? Hah! W have
been nol ested w thout pause, probably. And after all, why should they do
more than they have? It is far nore to their benefit to mslead us, than
merely to stop us."
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Ant hor buried hinmself in meditation and emerged therefrom with a
di ssatisfied expression. "Well, then, | don't |ike it. Your Mental Static
isn't worth a thought. We can't stay in the house forever and as soon as we
| eave, we're lost, with what we now think we know. Unless you can build a
little machine for every inhabitant in the Gal axy."

"Yes, but we're not quite helpless, Anthor. These nen of the Second
Foundati on have a special sense which we Jlack. It is their strength and
al so their weakness. For instance, is there any weapon of attack that wll
be effective against a normal, sighted man which is usel ess against a blind
man?"

"Sure," said Munn, pronptly. "A light in the eyes."
"Exactly," said Darell. "A good, strong blinding light."

"Well, what of it?" asked Turbor.

"But the analogy is clear. | have a Mnd Static device. It sets up an
artificial electromagnetic pattern, which to the mind of a nman of the
Second Foundation would be |ike a beamof light to us. But the Mnd Static

device is kaleidoscopic. It shifts quickly and continuously, faster than
the receiving mnd can follow. Al right then, consider it a flickering
light; the kind that would give you a headache, if continued | ong enough
Now intensify that light or that electromagnetic field until it is blinding
—and it will becone a pain, an unendurable pain. But only to those with
the proper sense; not to the unsensed."”

"Real | y?" said Anthor, with the beginnings of enthusiasm "Have you tried
t hi s?"

"On whonm? O course, | haven't tried it. But it wll work."

"Well, where do you have the controls for the Field that surrounds the
house? Id like to see this thing."

"Here." Darell reached into his jacket pocket. It was a snall thing,
scarcely bulging his pocket. He tossed the black, knob-studded cylinder to
t he ot her.

Ant hor inspected it carefully and shrugged his shoulders. "It doesn't nake
me any smarter to look at it. Look Darell, what nustn't |I touch? | don't
want to turn off the house defense by acci dent, you know. "

"You won't," said Darell, indifferently. "That control is |locked in place."
He flicked at a toggle switch that didn't nove.

"And what's this knob?"

"That one varies rate of shift of pattern. Here - this one varies the
intensity. It's that which |'ve been referring to."

"May |-" asked Anthor, with his finger on the intensity knob. The others
were crowdi ng cl ose.

"Why not?" shrugged Darell. "It won't affect us."

Slowy, alnmpst wncingly, Anthor turned the knob, first in one direction,
then in another. Turbor was gritting his teeth, while Minn blinked his eyes
rapidly. It was as though they were keening their inadequate sensory
equi prent to locate this i mpul se which could not af fect them

Finally, Anthor shrugged and tossed the control box back into Darell's |ap.
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"Well, | suppose we can take your word for it. But it's certainly hard to
i magi ne t hat anything was happeni ng when | turned the knob. "
"But naturally, Pelleas Anthor," said Darell, with a tight smle. "The one
I gave you was a dummy. You see | have another." He tossed his jacket aside

and seized a duplicate of the control box that Anthor had been
i nvestigating, which swng fromhis belt.

"You see," said Darell, and in one gesture turned the intensity knob to
maxi mum

And with an unearthly shriek, Pelleas Anthor sank to the floor. He rolled
in his agony; whitened, gripping fingers clutching and tearing futilely at
his hair.

Munn lifted his feet hastily to prevent contact with the squirm ng body,
and his eyes were twin depths of horror. Semic and Turbor were a pair of
pl aster casts; stiff and white.

Darel |, sonber, turned the knob back once nore. And Anthor tw tched feebly
once or twice and lay still. He was alive, his breath racking his body.
"Lift him on to the couch," said Darell, grasping the young nan's head.

"Hel p ne here."

Tur bor reached for the feet. They mi ght have been Iifting a sack of flour.
Then, after long minutes, the breathing grew quieter, and Anthor's eyelids
fluttered and lifted. His face was a horrid yellow, his hair and body was
soaked in perspiration, and his voice, when he spoke, was cracked and
unr ecogni zabl e.

"Don't," he muttered, "don't! Don't do that again! You don't know You
don't know- Ch-h-h." It was a long, trenbling noan.
"W won't do it again," said Darell, "if you will tell us the truth. You

are a nenber of the Second Foundation?"
"Let me have some water," pleaded Anthor.
"Get sone, Turbor," said Darell, "and bring the whiskey bottle."

He repeated the question after pouring a jigger of whiskey and two gl asses
of water into Anthor. Sonething seenmed to relax in the young man—

"Yes," he said, wearily. "I am a nmenber of the Second Foundation."
"Whi ch, " conti nued Darel I, "is | ocat ed on Term nus - her e?"
"Yes, yes. You are ri ght in every particul ar, Dr. Darel | ."'

"Good! Now explain what's been happening this past half year. Tell us!"
"I would like to sleep,” whispered Anthor
"Later! Speak now "

A tremul ous sigh. Then words, low and hurried. The others bent over himto
catch the sound, "The situation was growi ng dangerous. W knew that
Term nus and its physical scientists were beconing interested in brain-wave
patterns and that the times were ripe for the devel opment of something like
the Mnd Static device. And there was growing enmity toward the Second
Foundat i on. W had to stop it wthout ruining Seldon's Pl an.

"W ... we tried to control the novenent. W tried to join it. It would
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turn suspicion and efforts away fromus. W saw to it that Kal gan decl ared
war as a further distraction. That's why | sent Munn to Kalgan. Stettin's
supposed nmistress was one of us. She sawto it that Munn nade the proper
nmoves—"

"Callia is=" cried Munn, but Darell waved himsilent.

Ant hor continued, unaware of any interruption, "Arcadia followed. W hadn't
counted on that — can't foresee everything — so Callia maneuvered her to
Trantor to prevent interference. That's all. Except that we |lost."

"You tried to get neto go to Trantor, didn't you?" asked Darell

Ant hor nodded, "Had to get you out of the way. The growi ng triunmph in your
m nd was clear enough. You were solving the problenms of the Mnd Static
devi ce. "

"Way didn't you put me under control ?"

"Couldn't ... couldn't. Had ny orders. W were working according to a Pl an.
If I inprovised, I would have thrown everything off. Plan only predicts
probabilities ... you know that ... like Seldon's Plan." He was talking in
angui shed pants, and al nost incoherently. H s head twisted from side to
side in a restless fever. "W worked with individuals ... not groups ..
very low probabilities involved ... lost out. Besides ... if control you
soneone el se invent device ... no use ... had to control times ... nore
subtle ... First Speaker's own plan ... don't know all angles ... except

didn't work a-a-a-" He ran down.
Darell shook himroughly, "You can't sleep yet. How nany of you are there?"

"Huh? Whatjasay ... oh ... not many ... be surprised fifty ... don't need
nore."

"Al'l here on Term nus?"
"Five ... six out in Space ... like Callia ... got to sleep.”

He stirred hinself suddenly as though to one giant effort, and his
expressions gained in clarity. It was a |ast attenpt at self-justification,
at noderating his defeat.

"Al nmost got you at the end. Wuld have turned of f defenses and seized you
Wuld have seen who was nmaster. But you gave ne dunmy controls
suspected ne all al ong-"

And finally he was asl eep

Turbor said, in awed tones, "How long did you suspect him Darell?"
"Ever since he first canme here," was the quiet response. "He cane from
Kl ei se, he said. But | knew Kleise; and | knew on what terms we parted. He

was a fanatic on the subject of the Second Foundation and | had deserted
him M/ own purposes were reasonable, since | thought it best and safest to
pursue ny own notions by myself. But | couldn't tell Kleise that; and he
woul dn't have listened if | had. To him | was a coward and a traitor
per haps even an agent of the Second Foundation. He was an unforgiving nman
and fromthat time alnost to the day of his death he had no dealings with
me. Then, suddenly, in his last few weeks of life, he wites ne — as an old
friend — to greet his best and nost promising pupil as a co-worker and
begin again the old investigation

"It was out of character. How could he possibly do such a thing wthout
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bei ng under outside influence, and I began to wonder if the only purpose
m ght not be to introduce into ny confidence a real agent of the Second
Foundation. Well, it was so-"

He sighed and cl osed his own eyes for a nmonent.

Semic put in hesitantly, "What will we do with all of them... these Second
Foundation fellas?"

"I don't know," said Darell, sadly. "W could exile them | suppose.
There's Zoranel, for instance. They can be placed there and the planet
saturated with Mnd Static. The sexes can be separated, or, better still
they can be sterilized - and in fifty years, the Second Foundation will be
a thing of the past. O perhaps a quiet death for all of themwould be
ki nder. "

"Do you suppose," said Turbor, "we could learn the use of this sense of
theirs. Or are they born with it, like the Miule."

"I don't know | think it is developed through Iong training, since there
are indications from encephal ography that the potentialities of it are
latent in the human mnd. But what do you want that sense for? It hasn't
hel ped them"

He frowned.
Though he sai d nothing, his thoughts were shouti ng.

It had been too easy — too easy. They had fallen, these invincibles, fallen
i ke book-villains, and he didn't like it.

Gal axy! When can a man know he is not a puppet? How can a man know he is
not a puppet?

Arcadi a was coni ng hone, and his thoughts shuddered away fromthat which he
must face in the end.

She was honme for a week, then two, and he could not |oose the tight check
upon those thoughts. How could he? She had changed fromchild to young
worman in her absence, by sone strange alcheny. She was his link to life;
his fink to a bittersweet nmarriage that scarcely outlasted his honeynoon.

And then, late one evening, he said as casually as he could, "Arcadia, what
made you deci de t hat Ter m nus cont ai ned bot h Foundati ons?"

They had been to the theater; in the best seats with private trinensiona
viewers for each; her dress was new for the occasion, and she was happy.

She stared at him for a nonent, then tossed it off. "Ch, | Don't know,
Father. It just cane to nme."

A layer of ice thickened about Dr. Darell's heart.

"Think," he said, intensely. "This is inportant. \Wat made you deci de both
Foundati ons were on Term nus."

She frowned slightly. "Well, there was Lady Callia. | knew she was a Second
Foundati oner. Anthor said so, too."

"But she was on Kalgan," insisted Darell. "Wat made you decide on
Ter m nus?"

And now Arcadia waited for several m nut es before she answered. Wat had
made her deci de? What had nade her deci de?
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She had the horrible sensation of sonething slipping just beyond her grasp

She said, "She knew about things — Lady Callia did — and nust have had her
i nformation from Term nus. Doesn' t t hat sound right, Fat her ?

But he just shook his head at her

"Father," she cried, "I knew. The nore | thought, the surer |I was. It just
made sense. "

There was that lost look in her father's eyes, "lIt's no good, Arcadia. Its
no good. Intuition is suspicious when concerned with the Second Foundati on
You see that, don't you? It mght have been intuition - and it m ght have

been control!'"

"Control! You nmean they changed nme? Ch, no. No, they couldn't." She was
backing away fromhim "But didn't Anthor say | was right? He admtted it.
He admitted everything. And you've found the whole bunch right here on
Trant or. Didn't you? D dn't you?" She was br eat hi ng qui ckl y.

"I know, but— Arcadia, will you |let me make an encephal ographi c anal ysis of
your brain?

She shook her head violently, "No, no! I'mtoo scared."

"Of nme, Arcadia? There's nothing to be afraid of. But we must know. You see
that, don't you?"

She interrupted himonly once, after that. She clutched at his armjust

before the last switch was thrown. "Wat if | amdifferent, Father? Wat
will you have to do?"

"I won't have to do anything, Arcadia. |If you're different, well |eave.
Well go back to Trantor, you and I, and ... and we won't care about

anything else in the Gl axy."

Never in Darell's life had an analysis proceeded so slowy, cost himso
much, and when it was over, Arcadia huddl ed dowmn and dared not | ook. Then
she heard him laugh and that was information enough. She junped up and
threw herself into his opened arns.

He was babbling wildly as they squeezed one another, "The house is under
maxi mum M nd Static and your brain-waves are normal. W really have trapped
them Arcadia, and we can go back to living."

" Fat her, " she gasped, can we et them give us medal s  now?"

"How did vyou know I'd asked to be left out of it?" He held her at arms
m nd; you know everything. Al right, you can have your nedal on a
platform wth speeches."

"And Fat her?"

"Yes?"

"Can you call ne Arkady from now on."
"But— Very well, Arkady.'

Slowy the nmagnitude of the victory was soaking into him and saturating
him The Foundation — the First Foundation — now the only Foundation — was
absolute naster of the Galaxy. No further barrier stood between thensel ves
and the Second Enpire - the final fulfillment of Seldon's Plan.
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They had only to reach for it-—
Thanks to—
22
The Answer That Was True
An unl ocated room on an unl ocated worl d!
And a nman whose pl an had wor ked.

The First Speaker |ooked up at the Student, "Fifty nmen and wonen," he said.
"Fifty martyrs! They knew it meant death or permanent inprisonment and they
could not even be oriented to prevent weakening — since orientation m ght
have been detected. Yet they did not weaken. They brought the plan through,
because they | oved the greater Plan."

"M ght t hey have been fewer?" asked t he St udent, doubt ful ly.

The First Speaker slowy shook his head, "It was the lower limt. Less
coul d not possibly have carried conviction. In fact, pure objectivismwould
have demanded seventy-five to |eave margin for error. Never nind. Have you
studi ed the course of action as worked out by the Speakers' Council fifteen
years ago?"

"Yes, Speaker."
"And conpared it with actual devel opnents?”
"Yes, Speaker." Then, after a pause-—

"l was quite anmazed, Speaker."

"I know. There is always amazenent. |If you knew how nmany nen | abored for
how many nonths — years, in fact — to bring about the polish of perfection,
you woul d be | ess anazed. Now tell me what happened — in words. | want your

transl ati on of the mathematics."

"Yes, Speaker." The young nan nmarshaled his thoughts. "Essentially, it was
necessary for the nmen of the First Foundation to be thoroughly convinced
that they had located and destroyed the Second Foundation. In that way,

there woul d be reversion to the intended original. To all intents, Term nus
woul d once again know nothing about us; include us in none of their
calculations. W are hidden once nmore, and safe — at the cost of fifty
men. "

"And the purpose of the Kal gani an war ?"

"To show t he Foundation that they could beat a physical eneny — to w pe out
the danmage done to their self-esteem and self-assuredness by the Mule."

"There you are insufficient in your analysis. Renenber, the popul ation of
Term nus regarded us with distinct anbival ence. They hated and envied our
supposed superiority; vyet they relied on wus inplicitly for protection. If
we had been 'destroyed' before the Kal ganian war, it woul d have nmeant panic
t hroughout the Foundation. They would then never have had the courage to
stand up against Stettin, when he then attacked; and he would have. Only in
the full flush of victory could the 'destruction' have taken place with
mnimmill-effects. Even waiting a year, thereafter, might have neant a
too-great cooling off spirit for success."

The Student nodded. "I see. Then the course of history will proceed without
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deviation in the direction indicated by the Plan."

"Unl ess,"” pointed out the First Speaker, "further accidents, unforeseen and
i ndi vi dual, occur."

"And for that,"” said the Student, "we still exist. Except— Except— One
facet of the present state of affairs worries ne, Speaker. The First
Foundation is left with the Mnd Static device — a powerful weapon agai nst
us. That, at least, is not as it was before."

"A good point. But they have no one to use it against. It has become a
sterile device; just as without the spur of our own nenace agai nst them
encephal ographic analysis will becone a sterile science. O her varieties of
knowl edge will once again bring nore inportant and inmediate returns. So
this first generation of nental scientists anong the First Foundation will
also be thelast — and, in a century, Mnd Static will be a nearly
forgotten itemof the past."

"Wl | -" The Student was calculating nmentally. "l suppose you're right."

But what | want you nobst to realize, young man, for the sake of your future
in the Council is the consideration given to the tiny interneshings that
were forced into our plan of the |ast decade and a half sinply because we
dealt with individuals. There was the manner in which Anthor had to create
suspi cion against hinmself in such a way that it would nature at the right
time, but that was relatively sinple.

"There was the manner in which the atnosphere was so manipulated that to no
one on Terminus would it occur, prematurely, that Ternminus itself night be
the center they were seeking. That know edge had to be supplied to the
young girl, Arcadia, who would be heeded by no one but her own father. She
had to be sent to Trantor, thereafter, to make certain that there would be
no premature contact with her father. Those two were the two poles of a
hyperatom c notor; each being inactive without the other. And the swtch
had to be throwmn — contact had to be made — at just the right nonment. | saw
to that!

"And the final battle had to be handled properly. The Foundation's fleet
had to be soaked in self-confidence, while the fleet of Kal gan nade ready
to run. | saw to that, also!"

Said the Student, "It seens to nme, Speaker, that you ... | nean, all of us
were counting on Dr. Darell not suspecting that Arcadia was our tool
According to ny check on the calculations, there was sonething like a

thirty percent probability that he would so suspect. What would have
happened t hen?"

"W had taken care of that. Wat have you been taught about Tanper
Pl at eaus? What are they? Certainly not evidence of the introduction of an
enotional bias. That can be done without any chance of possible detection
by the nost refined concei vabl e encephal ographi c anal ysis. A consequence of
Leffert's Theorem you know It is the renoval, the cutting-out, of
previ ous enotional bias, that shows. It nust show.

"And, of course, Anthor nmade certain that Darell knew all about Tanper
Pl at eaus.

"However— When can an individual be placed under Control wi thout show ng

it? Where there is no previous enpotional bias to renove. |n other words,
when the individual is a newborn infant with a blank slate of a m nd.
Arcadia Darell was such an infant here on Trantor fifteen years ago, when
the first |ine was drawn into the structure of the plan. She will never
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know t hat she has been Controlled, and will be all the better for it, since
her Control involved the developnent of a precocious and intelligent
personality."

The First Speaker |aughed shortly, "In a sense, it is the irony of it all
that is nost amazing. For four hundred years, so many men have been blinded
by Seldon's words 'the other end of the Galaxy.' They have brought their
own peculiar, physical-science thought to the problem rmeasuring off the
other end with protractors and rulers, ending up eventually either at a
point in the periphery one hundred eighty degrees around the rimof the
Gal axy, or back at the original point.

"Yet our very greatest danger lay in the fact that there was a possible
solution based on physical nodes of thought. The Gal axy, you know, is not
simply a flat ovoid of any sort; nor is the periphery a closed curve.
Actually, it is a double spiral, wth at Ileast eighty percent of the
i nhabited planets on the Main Arm Term nus is the extrene outer end of the
spiral arm and we are at the other — since, what is the opposite end of a
spiral ? Wiy, the center

"But that is trifling. It is an accidental and irrelevant solution. The
solution could have been reached imediately, if the questioners had but
renenbered that Hari Sel don was a social scientist not a physical scientist
and adjusted their thought processes accordingly. What could 'opposite
ends’ nean to a social scientist? Cpposite ends on the nap? O course not.
That's the mechanical interpretation only.

"The First Foundation was at the periphery, where the original Enpire was
weakest, where its civilizing influence was |east, where its wealth and
culture were nost nearly absent. And where is the social opposite end of
the Galaxy? Way, at the place where the original Enmpire was strongest,
where its civilizing influence was nost, where its wealth and culture were
nost strongly present.

"Here! At the center! At Trantor, capital of the Enpire of Seldon's tine.

"And it is so inevitable. Hari Seldon left the Second Foundation behi nd him
to maintain, inprove, and extend his work That has been known, or guessed
at, for fifty years. But where could that best be done? At Trantor, where
Seldon's group had worked, and where the data of decades had been
accunul ated. And it was the purpose of the Second Foundation to protect the
Pl an against enemies. That, too, was known! And where was the source of
great est danger to Term nus and the Plan?

"Here! Here at Trantor, where the Enmpire dying though it was, could, for
three centuries, still destroy the Foundation, if it could only have
decided to do so

"Then when Trantor fell and was sacked and wutterly destroyed, a short
century ago, we were naturally able to protect our headquarters, and, on
all the planet, the Inperial Library and the grounds about it renained

untouched. This was well-known to the Galaxy, but even that apparently
overwhel m ng hint passed them by.

"I't was here at Trantor that Ebling Ms discovered us; and here that we saw
toit that he did not survive the discovery. To do so, it was necessary to
arrange to have a normal Foundation girl defeat the trenendous nutant
powers of the Mile. Surely, such a phenonenon might have attracted
suspicion to the planet on which it happened— It was here that we first
studied the Mule and planned his ultinmate defeat. It was here that Arcadia
was born and the train of events begun that led to the great return to the
Sel don PI an.
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"And all those flaws in our secrecy; those gaping holes; remained unnoticed
because Seldon had spoken of 'the other end in his way, and they had
interpreted it in their way."

The First Speaker had | ong since stopped speaking to the Student. It was an
exposition to hinself, really, as he stood before the w ndow, |ooking up at
the incredible blaze of the firmanent, at the huge Gal axy that was now safe
forever.

"Hari Seldon called Trantor, 'Star's End,’" he whispered, "and why not that
bit of poetic inagery. Al the universe was once guided fromthis rock; all
the apron strings of the stars led here. '"Al roads lead to Trantor,' says
the old proverb, '"and that is where all stars end.'"

Ten nonths earlier, the First Speaker had viewed those sane crowding stars
— nowhere as crowded as at the center of that huge cluster of matter Man
calls the Galaxy — with m sgivings; but now there was a sonber satisfaction
on the round and ruddy face of Preem Palver - First Speaker.
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