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A FORETOLD DESTI NY

Little is known about the final days of Hari Seldon, though many romanti ci zed
accounts exist, sonme of thempurportedly by his own hand. None has any proved
validity.

What appears evident, however, is that Seldon spent his |ast nonths
uneventfully, no doubt enjoying satisfaction in his life's work. For with his
gift of mathematical insight, and the powers of psychohistory at his conmand,
he must surely have seen the panorama of history stretching before him
confirmng the great path of destiny that he had al ready mapped out.

Al t hough death would soon claimhim no other nortal ever knew with such
confidence and certainty the bright prom se that the future would hold in
store.

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA, 117TH EDI TI ON, 1054 RE
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"As for nme... | amfinished."
Those words resonated in his mnd. They clung, like the relentless bl anket

that Hari's nurse kept straightening across his legs, though it was a warm day
in the inperial gardens.

| amfinished
The rel entl ess phrase was his constant conpani on

fini shed.



In front of Hari Seldon |ay the rugged sl opes of Shoufeen Wods, a wild
portion of the Inperial Palace grounds where plants and small aninmals from
across the galaxy nmingled in rank disorder, clunping and spreadi ng unhi nder ed.
Tall trees even blocked fromview the ever-present skyline of metal towers.
The mighty world-city surrounding this little island forest.

Trant or.

Squinting through failing eyes, one could alnost pretend to be sitting on a

di fferent planet-one that had not been flattened and subdued in service to the
Gal actic Enpire of Humanity.

The forest teased Hari. Its total absence of straight |lines seened perverse, a
riot of greenery that defied any effort to deci pher or decode. The geonetries

seenmed unpredi ctabl e, even chaoti c.

Mental ly, he reached out to the chaos, so vibrant and undisciplined. He spoke
toit as an equal. Hi s great eneny.

Al nmy life | fought against you, using mathematics to overcone nature's vast

conplexity. Wth tools of psychohistory, | probed the matrices of human
society, westing order fromthat murky tangle. And when ny victories stil
felt inconplete, | used politics and guile to conmbat uncertainty, driving you

i ke an eneny before ne.

So why now, at ny tine of supposed triunph, do I hear you calling out to ne?
Chaos, ny old foe?

Hari's answer cane in the same phrase that kept threading his thoughts.
Because | am fini shed
Fi ni shed as a mat hemati ci an.

It was nore than a year since Stettin Palver or Gaal Dornick or any other
menber of the Fifty had consulted Hari with a serious permutation or revision
to the "Seldon Plan. " Their awe and reverence for hi mwas unchanged. But
urgent tasks kept them busy. Besides, anyone could tell that his mnd no

| onger had the suppleness to juggle a myriad abstractions at the sane tine. It
took a youngster's nmental agility, concentration, and arrogance to chall enge

t he hyperdi nensi onal al gorithms of psychohistory. H's successors, culled from
anong the best minds on twenty-five mllion worlds, had all these traits in
super abundance.

But Hari could no longer afford conceit. There remained too little tinme.
Fi ni shed as a politician.

How he used to hate that word! Pretending, even to hinmself, that he wanted
only to be a meek acadenic. O course, that had just been a nmarvel ous pose. No
one could rise to beconme First Mnister of the entire human universe without
the talent and audacity of a master nani pul ator. Ch, he had been a genius in
that field, too, wielding power with flair, defeating enem es, altering the
lives of trillions-while conmplaining the whole tinme that he hated the job.

Sonme m ght | ook back on that youthful record with ironic pride. But not Hari
Sel don.

Fi ni shed as a conspirator



He had won each battle, prevailed in every contest. A year ago, Hari subtly
maneuvered today's inperial rulers into creating ideal circunstances for his
secret psychohistorical design to flourish. Soon a hundred thousand exiles
woul d be stranded on a stark planet, faraway Term nus, charged wth producing
a great Encycl opedia Galactica. But that superficial goal would peel away in
hal f a century, revealing the true aimof that Foundation at the gal axy's
rimto be the enbryo of a nore vigorous enpire as the old one fell. For years
that had been the focus of his daily anbitions, and his nightly dreans. Dreans
t hat reached ahead, across a thousand years of social collapse- past an age of
suffering and violence-to a new human fruition. A better destiny for
humanki nd.

Only now his role in that great enterprise was ended. Hari had just finished
tapi ng messages for the Time Vault on Term nus-a series of subtle bulletins
that woul d occasionally nudge or encourage nmenbers of the Foundation as they
pl unged toward a bright norrow preordai ned by psychohistory. Wen the fina
message was safely stored, Hari felt a shift in the attitudes of those around
him He was still esteened, even venerated. But he wasn't necessary anynore.

One sure sign had been the departure of his bodyguards-a trio of humaniform
robots that Daneel O ivaw had assigned to protect Hari, until the
transcriptions were finished. It happened right there, at the recording
studio. One robot-artfully disguised as a burly young nedi cal technician-had
bowed | ow to speak in Hari's ear.

"W nust go now. Daneel has urgent assignnents for us. But he bade ne to give
you his promise. Daneel will visit soon. The two of you will neet again,
before the end.”

Per haps that wasn't the nost tactful way to put it. But Hari always preferred
bl unt openness fromfriends and fanmily

Unbi dden, a clear image fromthe past swept into mnd-of his wife, Dors
Venabili, playing with Raych, their son. He sighed. Both Dors and Raych were
| ong gone-along with nearly every link that ever bound himclosely to another
private soul

This brought a final coda to the phrase that kept spinning through his m nd-
Fi ni shed as a person

The doctors despaired over extending his life, even though eighty was rather
young to die of decrepit age nowadays. But Hari saw no point in mere existence
for its own sake. Especially if he could no | onger analyze or affect the

uni ver se

Is that why | drift here, to this grove? He pondered the wild, unpredictable
forest-a nere pocket in the Inperial Park, which neasured a hundred niles on a
side-the only expanse of greenery on Trantor's netal -encased crust. Mst
visitors preferred the hectares of primgardens open to the public, filled

wi th extravagant and wel |l -ordered bl oons.

But Shoufeen Wods seened to beckon him
Here, unnmasked by Trantor's opaque walls, | can see chaos in the foliage by
day, and in brittle stars by night. | can hear chaos taunting me. . . telling

me | haven't won.

That wy thought provoked a smile, cracking the pursed lines of his face.



Who woul d have imagined, at this |ate phase of life, that 1'd acquire a taste
for justice?

Kers Kantun straightened the | ap bl anket again, asking solicitously, "Are you
o'right, Dr. Seldon? Should we be headin" back now?"

Hari's servant had the rolling accent-and greeni sh skin pallor-of a Valnoril,
a subspeci es of humanity that had spread through the isolated Corithi Custer
living secluded there for so long that by now they could only interbreed with
other races by pretreating spermand eggs with enzynes. Kers had been chosen
as Hari's nurse and final guardian after the robots departed. He perforned
both roles with quiet determ nation

"This wild place nmakes ne o' confortable, Doc. Surely you don' like the breeze
gustin' like this?"

Hari had been told that Kantun's parents arrived on Trantor as young
Greys-nmenbers of the bureaucratic caste-expecting to spend a few years

service on the capital planet, training in nonkish dormtories, then headi ng
back out to the galaxy as administrators in the vast civil service. But flukes
of talent and pronotion intervened to keep them here, raising a son amd the
steel caverns they hated. Kers inherited his parents' famed Valnoril sense of
duty-or el se Daneel divaw woul d never have chosen the fellow to tend Hari in
t hese final days.

| may no | onger be useful, but sone people still think I'"mworth | ooking
after.

In Hari's mind, the word "person" applied to R Daneel divaw, perhaps nore
t han nost of the humans he ever knew.

For decades, Hari had carefully kept secret the existence of "eternal s"-robots
who had shepherded human destiny for twenty thousand years-i mortal machines
that hel ped create the first Galactic Enpire, then encouraged Hari to plan a
successor. Indeed, Hari spent the happiest part of his life married to one of
them Wthout the affection of Dors Venabili-or the aid and protection of
Daneel divaw he coul d never have created psychohistory, setting in notion the
Sel don Pl an.

O discovered how useless it would all turn out to be, in the long run.

Wnd in the surrounding trees seened to nock Hari. In that sound, he heard
hol | ow echoes of his own doubts.

The Foundati on cannot achi eve the task set before it. Sonewhere, sonetine
during the next thousand years, a perturbation will nudge the psychohistorica
paraneters, rocking the statistical nmomentum knocking your Plan off course.

True enough, he wanted to shout back at the zephyr. But that had been all owed
for! There would be a Second Foundation, a secret one, |led by his successors,
who woul d adjust the Plan as years passed, providing counternudges to keep it
on course!

Yet, the nagging voice came back

A tiny hidden col ony of mathematicians and psychologists will do all that, in
a gal axy fast tumbling to violence and ruin?

For years this had seened a flaw . . . until fortuitous fate provided an
answer. Mentalics, a mutant strain of humans with uncanny ability to sense and



alter the enotions and nenories of others. These powers were still weak, but
heritable. Hari's own adopted son, Raych, passed the talent to a daughter
Wanda, now a |l eader in the Seldon Project. Every nentalic they could find had
been recruited, to intermarry with the descendants of the psychohistorians.
After a few generations of genetic mngling, the clandestine Second Foundati on
shoul d have potent tools to protect his Plan agai nst deviations during the
conmi ng centuries.

And so?
The forest sneered once nore.

What will you have then? WII the Second Empire be ruled by a shadowy elite? A
secret cabal of human psychics? An aristocracy of mentalic dem gods?

Even i f kindness nmotivated this new elite, the prospect left himfeeling cold.

The shadow of Kers Kantun bent closer, peering at himwi th concern. Hari tore
his attention away fromthe singing breeze and finally answered his servant.

"Ah . . . sorry. O course you're right. Let's go back. I'mfatigued."

But as Kers guided the wheelchair toward a hidden transit station, Hari could
still hear the forest, jeering at his life's work.

The nentalic elite is just one layer though, isn't it? The Second Foundati on
conceal s yet another truth, then another

Beyond your own Plan, a different one has been crafted by a greater nind than
yours. By someone stronger, nore dedicated, and nore patient by far. Apian
that uses yours, for awhile. . . but which will eventually make psychohistory
nmeani ngl ess.

Wth his right hand, Hari funbled under his robe until he found a snooth cube
of gemike stone, a parting gift fromhis friend and lifetinme guide, R Danee
Aivaw. Palmng the archive's ancient surface, he nurnured, too | ow for Kers
to hear.

"Daneel , you promi sed you'd come to answer all ny questions. | have so nany,
before | die."

From space it seenmed a gentle world, barely touched by civilization. A rich
belt of verdant rain forest girdled the tropics, |eaping narrow oceans to
sweep all the way around three continents.

Dors Venabili watched green Panucopia swell below, during her descent toward
the old Inperial Research Station. Nearly forty years had passed since she

| ast canme here, acconpanyi ng her human husband as they fled dangerous enemni es
back on Trantor. But those troubles had followed themhere, with nearly tragic
consequences.

The ensui ng adventure had been the strangest of her life- though admittedly
Dors was still quite young for a robot. For nmore than a nonth, she and Hari
had left their bodies in suspen-sor tanks while their nminds were projected



into the bodi es of pans-(or "chinpanzees" in sone dial ects)-roamnming the forest
preserves of this world. Hari clained he needed data about primtive response
patterns for his psychohistorical research, but Dors suspected at the tine

t hat somet hi ng deep within the august Professor Sel don relished "going ape"
for a while.

She well recalled the sensations of inhabiting a fermal e pan, feeling powerful
organi c drives propel that vivid, living body. Unlike the sinmulated enotions
she had been programed with, these surged and fluxed with natural
unrestrai ned passion-especially during several hazard-filled days when sonmeone
tried to assassinate the two of them hunting themlike beasts while their

m nds were still trapped in pan bodies.

After barely foiling that schene, they had swiftly returned to Trantor, where
Hari soon took up reluctant duties as First Mnister of the Enmpire. And yet,
that nmonth |l eft her changed, with a nuch deeper understanding of organic life.
Looki ng back on it, she treasured the experience, which hel ped her better care
for Hari.

Still, Dors had never expected to see Panucopia again. Until receiving the
sunmmons for a rendezvous.

| have a gift for you, the nessage said. Sonething you'll find useful

It was signed with a unique identifier code that Dors recogni zed at once.
Lodovi ¢ Trena.

Lodovi ¢ the nutant.

Lodovi c the renegade.

The robot who is no | onger a robot.

It wasn't easy to decide, at first. Dors had duties on planet Smushell-an easy
assignment, setting up a young Trantorian couple in confortable marriage,

di sgui sed as mnor gentry on a pleasant little world, then encouraging themto
have as many babi es as possible. Daneel considered this inmportant, though his
reasons were, as usual, sonewhat obscure. Dors only knew that Klia Asgar and
her husband, Brann, were exceptionally powerful nentalics-humans wth potent
psychic powers, of the sort that only a few robots |i ke Daneel heretofore
possessed. Their sudden appearance had caused many plans to change . . . and
change again several tines in the last year. It was essential that the

exi stence of mentalic humans be kept fromthe gal axy's nmasses, just as the
presence of robots in their mdst had been kept secret for a thousand
gener ati ons.

When t he nessage from Lodovic came, there was no time to send for instructions
fromDaneel. In order to nake the rendezvous, she had to take the very next
l[iner to Siwenna, where a fast ship would be waiting for her

| offer a truce, in the name of humanity, Lodovic had sent. | pronise you'l
find the trip worthwhile.

Klia and Brann were safe and happy. Dors had set up defenses and precautions
overwhel mi ngly stronger than any conceivable threat, and her robot assistants
were vigilant. There was no reason not to go. Yet her decision was w enching.

Now, with the rendezvous approachi ng, she flexed her hands, feeling tension in
positronic receptors that had been placed in exactly the sane | ocations as the



nerves of a real woman. On the crystal view ng pane, her reflected inmage
superinposed across the rising forestscape. She wore the sane face as when she
had dwelled with Hari. Her own face, as she would always think of it.

Hari Seldon still lives, Dors thought. It was part hearsay and part intuition
Al t hough she was not one of the robots to whom Daneel had gi ven G skardi an
mentalic powers, Dors felt certain she would know, the instant that her human
husband died. A part of her would freeze at that point, locking his inage and
menory in permanent, revolving circuitry. Wile Dors knew she m ght | ast

anot her ten thousand years, in a sense she would al ways be Hari's.

"W shall be landing in just two hours, Dors Venabili."

The pilot, a |l esser humaniformrobot, had once been part of a heretica

Cal vini an group that schened to mess up Hari's psychohistory project. Thirty
of the dissident machi nes were captured a year ago by Daneel's forces and

di spatched to a secret repair world for conversion to accept the Zeroth Law of
Robotics. But that cargo of prisoners had been hijacked en route by Lodovic
Trema. Now they apparently worked for him

| don't understand why Daneel trusted Trema with that mssion ... or any
m ssion. Lodovi c should have been destroyed as soon as we discovered that his
brain no | onger obeyed the Four Laws of Robotics.

Daneel was evidently conflicted in some way. The robot who had gui ded humanity
for twenty thousand years seemed uncertain how to treat a nmechani smthat
behaved nore |ike man than machi ne. One who chose to act ethically, instead of
having it conpelled by rigorous progranm ng.

Vll, I"'mnot conflicted, Dors thought. Trema is dangerous. At any nmonment his
own brand of "ethics" mght persuade himto act agai nst our cause... or to
harm humans, even Hari!

According to both the First and Zeroth laws, | amconpelled to act.

The chain of reasoning was |ogical, inmpeccable. Yet, in her case every
deci si on canme acconpani ed by sinulated enotions, so realistic that Daneel said
he couldn't tell them from human. Anyone observing Dors at that nonent woul d
see her face crossed by steely resolve to protect and serve, no matter what it
cost.

Once upon a time, it had taken 140 secretaries to handle all of Hari's mail.
Now few remenbered he had been First Mnister of the Enpire. Even his nore
recent notoriety as "Raven" Sel don, prophet of doom had surged past the
public gaze with fashionable fickleness as reporters noved on to other
stories. Ever since his trial ended, with the Comm ssion of Public Safety
decreeing exile on Terminus for Hari's followers, the flow of messages began
drying up. Now only half a dozen menoranda waited on the wall nonitor when
Kers brought him back fromtheir daily stroll

First, Hari scanned the weekly Plan Report from Gaal Dornick, who stil
dictated it personally as a gesture of reverence for the father of

psychohi story. Gaal's broad features were still youthful, with an expression
of jovial honesty that could put anyone at ease-even though he now hel ped | ead



t he nobst inportant human conspiracy in ten thousand years.

"Ri ght now our biggest headache appears to be the nmigration itself. It seens
that some menbers of the Encycl opedia Project aren't happy about being

bani shed from Trantor all the way to the farthest corner of the known

uni ver se! "

Dor ni ck chuckl ed, though with a tone of weariness.

"OfF course we expected this, and planned for it. Conmm ssioner Linge Chen has
assigned the Special Police to prevent desertions. And our own nentalics are
hel ping prod the 'volunteers' to depart on their assigned ships. But it's hard
keepi ng track of over a hundred thousand people. Hari, you couldn't count the
petty aggravations!"

Gaal ruffled papers as he changed the subject.

"Your granddaughter sends her love from Star's End. Wanda reports that the new
mentalic colony seens to be settling down so well that she can come home soon
It's a relief to have nost of the nmentalics off Trantor, at last. They were an
unstabl e el ement. Now only the nost trustworthy are left here in the city, and
t hose are proving inval uabl e during preparations. So, we seemto have matters
wel | in hand-"

I ndeed. Hari scanned the acconpanyi ng appendi x of psychohi storical synbols,
attached to Gaal's nmessage, and saw that they fit the Plan nicely. Dornick and
Wanda and the ot her nenbers of the Fifty knew their jobs well.

After all, Hari had trai ned them

He did not have to consult his personal copy of the Prinme Radiant to know what
nmust happen next. Soon, agents woul d be di spatched toward Anacreon and Snyrno,
to ignite a snol dering process of secession in those renpte provinces, setting
the stage for the Foundation's initial set of crises. . . the first of nmany

| eadi ng, eventually, to a new and better civilization

O course the irony did not escape Hari-that he had spent his time as First

M ni ster of the Enpire snothering revolutions, and naking sure that his
successors woul d continue quashing all so-called "chaos worlds," whenever

t hose raging social upheaval s threatened the human-social equilibrium But
these new rebellions that his foll owers nust fonent at the Periphery would be
different. Led by anbitious |ocal gentry seeking to augnent their own royal
grandeur, these insurrections would be classical in every way, fitting the
equations with smooth precision

Al'l according to the Plan.

Most of Hari's other nail was routine. He discarded one invitation to the
annual reception for enmeritus faculty nmenmbers of Streeling University . .
and another to the enperor's exhibition of new artworks created by "geniuses”
of the Eccentric Order. One of the Fifty would attend that gathering, to
nmeasure | evel s of decadence shown by the enpire's artistic caste. But that was
just a matter of calibrating what they already knewthat true creativity was
declining to new historical lows. Hari was senior enough to refuse the honor
And he did.

Next came a renminder to pay his guild dues, as an Exal ted menber of the
Meritocratic Order-yet another duty he'd rather neglect. But there were
privileges to rank, and he had no desire to becone a nere citizen again, at
his age. Hari gave verbal perm ssion for the bill to be paid.



H s heart beat faster when the wall display showed a letter fromthe Pagamant
Det ective Agency. He had hired the firmyears ago to search for his
daughter-in-1aw, Manella Dubanqua, and her infant daughter Bellis. They had
bot h vani shed on a refugee ship fleeing the Santanni chaos world, the planet
where Raych died. Hope briefly flared. Could they be found at |ast?

But no, it was a note to say the detectives were still sifting lost-ship
reports and questioning travelers along the Kal gan-Si wenna corridor, where the
Arcadia VIl had | ast been spotted. They would continue the inquiry .. . unless

Hari had finally decided to give up?

H's jaw cl enched. No. Hari's will established a trust fund to keep them
searching after he was gone.

O the remai ning nmessages, two were obvious crank letters, sent by amateur
mat hi sts on far-off worlds who clainmed to have i ndependently di scovered basic
principl es of psychohistory. Hari had ordered the mail-nmonitor to keep show ng
such m ssives because sonme were anusing. Al so, once or twice a year, a letter
hinted at true talent, a latent spark of brilliance that had sonmehow fl ared on
a distant world, without yet being quenched anobng the galaxy's quadrillion
dull embers. Several menbers of the Fifty had come to his attention in this
way. Especially his greatest coll eague, Yugo Amaryl, who deserved credit as
cof ounder of psychohi story. Yugo's rise from hunbl e begi nnings to the heights
of mathematical genius reinforced Hari's belief that any future society should
be based on open social nobility, encouraging individuals to rise according to
their ability. So he al ways gave these messages at |east a cursory | ook

This tinme, one snared his attention

-1 seemto have found correl ations between your psych-history techni que and

t he mat hematical nodels used in forecasting patterns in the flow of
spado- nol ecul ar currents in deep space! This, in turn, corresponds uncannily
with the distribution of soil types on planets sanpl ed across a w de range of
galactic locales. | thought you mght be interested in discussing this in
person. If so, please indicate by-

Hari barked a | augh, maki ng Kers Kantun gl ance over fromthe kitchen. This
certainly was a cute one, all right! He scanned rows of mathematical synbols,
finding the approach amateurish, if primy accurate and sincere. Not a kook
then. A well-nmeaning aficionado, conpensating for poor talent with strangely
original ideas. He ordered this letter sent to the juniornost menber of the
Fifty, instructing that it be answered with gentle courtesy-a knack that young
Saha Lorwi nth ought to learn, if she was going to be one of the secret rulers
of human desti ny.

Wth a sigh, he turned his wheel chair away fromthe wall nonitor, toward his
shi el ded private study. Pulling Daneel's gift fromhis robe, he laid it on the
desk, in a slot specially nmade to read the ancient relic. The readout screen
rippled with two-di mensional images and archaic letters that the conputer
translated for him

A Child s Book of Know edge

Britannica Publishing Conmpany New Tokyo, Bayl eywor | d, 2757 C E

The info-store in front of himwas highly illegal, but that would hardly stop
Hari Sel don, who had once ordered the revival of those ancient sinulated

bei ngs, Joan of Arc and Voltaire, fromanother half-nelted archive. That act
wound up plunging parts of Trantor into chaos when the pair of sins escaped



their programred bonds to run wild through the planet's data corridors. In
fact, the whol e episode ended rather well for Hari, though not for the
citizens of Junin or Sark. Anyway, he felt little compunction over breaking

t he Archives Law once again.

Close to twenty thousand years ago. He pondered its publication date, just as
awed as the first tine he'd activated Daneel's gift. This may have been
witten for children of that age, but it holds nore of our deep history than
all of today's inperial scholars could pool together

It had taken Hari half a year to peruse and get a feel for the sweep of early
human exi stence, which began on distant Earth, on a continent called Africa,
when a race of clever apes first stood upright and blinked with dull curiosity
at the stars.

So many words energed fromthat little stone cube. Some were already faniliar
havi ng come down to the present in nmurky form through oral tales and
traditions-

Rome

Chi na

Shake Spear

Ham et

Buddha

Apol | o

The Spacer Worlds

Qddl 'y enough, some fairy tales seened to have survived virtually unchanged
after two hundred centuries. Popular favorites |like Pinocchio . . . and

Frankenstein . . . were apparently far ol der than anyone i magi ned.

O her itenms in the archive Hari had first heard of just a few decades ago,
when they were nentioned by the ancient sinms, Voltaire and Joan

France

Christianity Pl at o

But far greater was the list of things Hari never had an inkling of, until he
first activated this little book. Facts about the human past that had only
been known by Daneel divaw and other robots. People and places that once rang
with vital inmport for all humanity.

Col unbus

Anerica

Ei nstein

The Enpire of Brazi

Susan Cal vin

And everything fromthe |imestone caves of Lascaux to the steel cataconbs



where Earthlings cowered in the twenty-sixth century.

Especially hunbling to Hari had been one short essay about an ancient shanman
naned Karl Marx, whose crude incantations bore no simlarity to psychohistory,
except the blithe confidence that believers invested in their precious node

of human nature. Marxists, too, once thought they had reduced history to basic
scientific principles.

O course, we know better. We Sel doni sts.
Hari smiled at the irony.

Ostensi bly, Daneel divaw had presented Hari with this relic for a sinple
reason-to give hima task. Sonething to occupy his mind during these fina

nmont hs before his frail body finally gave out. Although the brain had gone too
brittle to help Gaal Dornick and the Fifty, he could still handle a sinple
psychohi storical project-fitting a fewmllennia of data froma single world
into the overall Plan. Tabulating Earth's early history might help extend the
basel i nes-the boundary conditions-of the Prime Radiant by a deci mal place or

t wo.

Anyway, it gave Hari a way to keep feeling useful

I thought this would also hel p answer ny deepest questions, he pondered. Al as,
the chief result had only been to tease his curiosity. It seenms that Earth
itself went through several periods as a chaos world. One of those epi sodes
spawned Daneel's kind. A tinme when humani formrobots |like Dors were invented.

A trenor shook Hari's left hand, provoking worry that he was about to suffer
another attack... until the trenbling finally passed.

Daneel had better come soon, or else I'll never get the explanations that |'ve
earned, doing his bidding all these years!

Kers brought himdinner, a sanpling of Mycogenian delicacies that Hari barely
tasted. His attention was imersed in A Child' s Book of Know edge, a chapter
telling about the great mgration- when Earth's vast popul ation strove to flee
a world that was fast grow ng uni nhabitable for sone mysterious reason

Through heroic effort, nearly a billion people made it off-planet in tine,
streaking outward in crude hyperships to establish col onies throughout Sirius
Sector.

By the time this archive was published, the editors of A Child s Book of

Knowl edge coul d only guess how many worl ds had been settled. Reports fromthe
frontier told of wars anmbng human subcultures. And some runbrs were even nore
strange. Space-ghost | egends. Tal es of nysterious explosions in the night,
vast and worrisone, sparkling just beyond the forward wave of human

expl orati on.

A process of dissolution had begun, when hunmanity's renote portions would | ose
contact. A long dark age of hard struggles and petty squabbl es woul d soon
commence, when nenories woul d fade as barbari sm swal | owed countl ess m nor

ki ngdoms-until peace finally returned to the human uni verse. A peace brought
by the dynanmic and rising Trantorian Enpire.

Peering across that vast gulf, Hari felt struck by something odd.

If this archive was nmeant for youngsters-it shows that our ancestors weren't
idiots.



O course Hari had been reading much nore chall engi ng tomes by age six. But
this "children's book" woul d have gone over the heads of nearly all his peers
on Helicon. The ancients weren't dumm es. And yet, their civilization

di ssol ved i nto nmadness and ammesi a.

So far, the psychohistorical equations did not offer any help. Hari probed the
archive for explanations. But he had a |urking suspicion that answers-real
answers-woul d have to be found el sewhere.

Ten m nutes before | anding on Panucopia, Dors retreated to her shielded cabin.
She reached into her shirt and unfolded a piece of dark fabric. It lay on the
smal | table, creaseless and passive, until her positronic brain sent a coded
m crowave burst. Then the surface flickered, and a human face suddenly
shimered to life, resenbling a young worman wi th cl ose-cropped hair,

stern-vi saged and experi enced beyond her apparent years. Blue eyes scanned
Dors, evaluating, before the inmage finally spoke.

"Mont hs have passed since you | ast summoned ne, Dors Venabili. Does ny
presence nmake you so unconfortabl e?"

"You are a synthetically resurrected human sim Joan, and therefore
contraband. Against the |aw "

"Agai nst human | aw. But angel s nay see what nen cannot. "

"I"ve told you before, I'ma robot, not an angel."

The yout hful figure shrugged. Links of chain arnor rustled.

"You are imortal, Dors. You think of nothing but service to fallen humanity,
restoring opportunities that have been thrown away by obstinate nen and wonen.
You are the enmbodi ment of faith in ultinmate redenption. Al of that seens to
support my interpretation.”

"But my faith is not the sanme as yours."

The ersatz Joan of Arc smled

"That woul d have mattered to me earlier, when | was first revived-or
artificially sinulated-into this strange new era. But the tine | spent |inked
to Voltaire's simchanged me. Not as nmuch as he hoped! But enough to learn a
certain amount of prag-mat-ism"

She enunciated the final word with a soft grinace.

"My bel oved France is now a poi soned wasteland on a ruined world, and
Christianity is long forgotten, so |l will settle for the closest thing.

"After getting to know Daneel Oivaw, | canme to recognize a true apostle of
chast e goodness and saintly self-sacrifice. His followers w eld righteousness,
for the sake of countless suffering human soul s.

"And so | ask, dear angel, what can | do for you?"



Dors pondered. This was just one copy of the Joan sim MIlions had been

di spersed into the interstellar mediumalong with just as nany Voltaires and a
coll ection of ancient nmeme-entities-to be bl own out of the gal axy by supernova
wi nds, as part of a deal that Hari had struck forty years earlier to get the
cybernetic entities away from  Trantor. Until they were successfully banished,

t he software beings could have become a wild card in human affairs,
potentially spoiling the Sel don Pl an

Despite all that effort to get rid of them a few duplicates remained "stuck"
in the real world. Though she took precautions to keep this one isolated, Dors
felt unavoi dabl e synpathy for Joan. Anyway, the approaching rendezvous wth
Lodovi c created an overwhel ming need to talk to somebody.

Maybe it's fromall those years when | could tell everything to Hari. The one
man in the cosnos who knew all about robots and considered us his closest
friends. For a few brief decades | got used to the idea of consulting with a
human. It felt natural and right.

I know Joan is no nore human than | am But she feels and acts so rmuch |ike
one! So filled with conflicts, yet so tenpestuously sure of her opinions.

Dors admitted that part of her attraction might come fromenvy. Joan had no
body, no physical sensation. No power in the real world. Still, she would
al ways consider herself a passionate, authentic wonman.

"I face a quandary of duty,"
me to a neeting."

Dors finally told the sim "An eneny has invited

"Ah." Joan nodded. "A parley-of-war. And you fear it is atrap ? "

"I knowit's atrap. He's offered ne a 'gift." One that | know has to be
dangerous. Lodovic wants to snare ne in sone way."

"Atest of faith!" Joan cl apped her hands. "Of course, | amfanmiliar with
such. My years entwined with Voltaire exposed ne to nany.

"I'n that case, the answer to your question is obvious, Dors."
"But you haven't heard any details!"

"I don't have to. You must confront this challenge. Set forth and prevail over
your doubts.

"CGo, sweet angel, and trust your faith in God."

Dors shook her head.

"I told you before-" -

But the simraised a hand before Dors could finish, cutting her off.
"Yes, of course. The God | worship is only a superstition

"In that case, dear robot... go forth and trust your faith in ihe Zeroth Law
of Robotics."



Hari chose to avoid the Shoufeen groves during their next outing. |Instead, he
| et Kers Kantun guide himto one of the many ornate areas of the inperial
gardens that |l ay open to visitors-a generous concession by the new figurehead
on the throne, Enperor Senmrin, lately installed by the Comni ssion for Public
Saf ety.

Normal Iy, five small corners of the palace grounds, just a few thousand acres
each, were set aside for use by each social caste-citizens, eccentrics,
bureaucrats, neritocrats, and gentry-but Senrin had used his limted authority
to open nore than half the vast tract, currying public favor by letting in
folk fromevery class.

O course, nost Trantor natives would rather have their eyel ashes yanked out
than go sniffing fl owers beneath a naked sun. They preferred their warm stee
caverns. But the planet also had an i mrense transitory popul ation consisting
of merchants, diplomats, cultural emissaries, and tourists-plus a veritable
arnmy of Greys, young nenbers of the bureaucratic order, briefly assigned to
the capital-world for training and intense clerical service. Mst of them cane
from planets where clouds still noved across open skies, and rain rolled down
green-swat hed mountains to a sea. They were the ones nobst grateful for
Senrin's | argesse. Each day, hundreds of miles of paths thronged with
visitors, at first nervously agog at the richly manicured beauty, but then
gradual | y maki ng thensel ves at hone.

It's a clever political nove, but Senrin may pay for it, if he isn't careful
What is given cannot easily be taken back

O course such minor perturbations would hardly show up as blips in the
psychohi storical equations. It hardly even mattered whi ch nonarch happened to
reign. The fall of the enpire had a ponderous nmonentumthat could only be
nudged a little, by those who knew exactly how Everyone el se was sinply
doonmed to go along for the ride.

For the nost part, Hari enjoyed the open expanses and never-endi ng variety of
t he pal ace grounds. Al as, they also rem nded hi mof poor G uber-the gardener
who had only wanted to tend his hunbl e fl ower beds, yet found hinself driven
by desperation to becone an inperial assassin.

That was | ong ago, Hari thought. G uber is now dust, along with Enperor C eon
And | will join them soon.

Rolling along a path they had never visited before, Hari and Kers abruptly
confronted a fractal garden, where special variants of l|ichenlike shrubbery
were progranmed to grow and then retract with intricate, mnutely branching
abandon. It was an old art form but he had seldomseen it so well executed.
Col or hues varied subtly, depending on sun angle and the shape of nearby
shadows. The resulting maze of tw sting gyre-configurations was a tunult of
| abyrint hi ne convol uti on, never the same from nonent to nonent.

Most passersby appreciated the display with unconprehendi ng awe, before
strolling on to the next inperial wonder. But Hari signaled Kers to stop there
while his eyes darted left and right, drawn by an inherent chall enge. This
conplexity was nothing |like the riotous chaos of the Shoufeen Wods. Hari

qui ckly recogni zed the basic pattern-generating system This organic
pseudol i chen was programed to react according to fractional derivatives based
on a sequence of Fiquarnn-Julia transforms. That much a child could see. But

it only told part of the story. Squinting, Hari soon realized that hol es kept



appearing in the pattern, causing retreat and recession at senirandom
i nterval s.

Predation, he realized. There nust be a virus or sone other parasite at work,
assigned to degrade the lichen under certain conditions. This not only creates
i nteresting secondary patterns. It's necessary for the systenm s overall health
for it to experience die-back and renewal!

Soon, Hari saw that nore than one kind of predator had to be at work. In fact,
a mcroecosystemnmust be involved ... all formatted for the purpose of art.

H s head began to fill, swiftly tracing algorithms used by the virtuoso
gardener. GCh, it wasn't genius-level math, by any neans. Nevertheless, to
conbine it with organic engineering in this way showed not only grace and
originality, but a sense of hunmor as well. Hari nearly chuckl ed

Until he noticed them
Hol es t hat endur ed.

Here. And over there. And several nore places. Patches of open space where
i chens never ventured, for no apparent reason. "There was light, and a fine
nutrient mst. Tendrils kept probing toward the enpty spots. . . then just
happened to turn away, toward sone ot her opportunity, each and every tine.

Nor was that the only apparent strangeness. Over there] A place where living
matter withed and tw sted, but always returned to the same shade of deep

bl ue, every eight seconds or so. Soon, Hari counted at |east a dozen anonalies
that he could not explain. They fit no clear mathematical profile. And yet,

t hey persi sted.

He breathed a sigh of recognition. This was a famliar quandary-one that had
dogged himnearly all of his professional life.

Attractor states.

They al so appear in the psychohistorical equations and history books. |'ve
managed to explain nost of them But there remain a few. Specters that flit
t hrough the nodel s, danping down forces that should tear all our fine

t heoretical paradi gnms apart.

Each time | get close . . . they vanish frommy grasp

It was an old frustration, brought to mind by a silly work of garden topiary,
filling his mouth with the taste of failure. Unbidden, and rmuch to his
surprise, tears welled in Hari's eyes. Their liquid refraction spread across
the gaudy floral display, causing it to blur and smear outward, spreading into
a profusion of flickering rays..

"Why, can it be? Well, well, it is Professor Seldon! Bl essings upon the
goddess of synchronicity, that our paths should cross in this way!"

Hari felt Kers Kantun grow tense behind the wheel chair, as a man-shaped figure
stepped into view, bobbing and bowing with excitenent. That was all Hari could
make out for a monment, until he drew a kerchief fromhis sleeve and w ped his

eyes. Meanwhil e, the newconer kept babbling, as if unable to believe his good

fortune.

"This is such an honor, sir! Especially since | wote to you, not nore than
two days ago! OF course | cannot presune that you woul d have personally read



my letter by now You nmust surely have layers and | ayers of intermediaries who
filter your mail."

Hari shook his head, finally making out the gray uniformof a galactic
bureaucrat-a short, rather portly individual, with a balding pate that blushed
from unaccust oned exposure to the sun

"No, | read ny own mail these days."
The rotund man blinked-his eyelids were puffy, as if fromallergies.

"Truly? How marvel ous! Then might | presume to ask if you recall ny letter?
am Horis Antic, mid-senior inperial lector, at your service. | wote to you
concerning certain exceptional simlarities between your own work-which | am
barely worthy to comrent on!-and profiles that have been observed in galactic
nol ecul ar flows..."

Hari nodded, raising a hand to slow the cascading words. "Yes, | recall. Your
i nsights were-" He sought the right phrasing. "They were innovative."

It wasn't the nost diplomatic termto use. These days, many inperial citizens
woul d find the expression insulting. But Hari could already tell that this
bureaucrat had the soul of an eccentric, and woul d not be offended.

"Truly?" Horis Antic's chest seemed to expand by several centinmeters. "Then
mght | presune further to give you a copy of nmy data set? | just happen to
have one with me. You might-at your |eisure, of course!-conpare it to your
mar vel ous nodels and see if nmy crude correlation has any real nmerit."

The plunmp man began reaching into his robe. Hari heard a |ow runble from his
attendant, but he restrained Kers with a subtle finger flick. After all, his
own era of intrigue was done. Who nowadays woul d have a reason to assassi nate
old Hari Sel don?

Whil e the nervous man funbl ed, Hari noted that the gray uniformwas well
tailored for his puffy build. Fromrank insignia, it appeared that Horis Antic
was rather senior in his Order. He mght be a Vice Mnister on some provincial
world, or even a fifth-or sixth-level official in the Trantorian hierarchy.

Not an august personage, to be sure. (Geys seldomwere.) But sonmeone who had
made hi nsel f indispensable to quite a few nobles and neritocrats, through
qui et and effective conpetence. A thoroughbred ambng a class of drab

admini strators.

Perhaps even with a few brain cells left over, Hari thought, feeling a strange
liking for the odd little man. Enough to cry out for a hobby. Sonething
interesting to do, before he dies.

"Ah, here it is!" Antic cried eagerly, drawing forth a standard data wafer and
thrusting it toward Hari .

Wth graceful speed, Kers snatched the wafer before Hari could raise a hand.
The servant tucked it into his own pocket, for careful inspection |ater
before Hari would be allowed to touch it.

After blinking for a confused nonent, the bureaucrat accepted this arrangenent
with a nod. "Well, well. | know this invasion of your solitude has been

out rageously presunptuous, but there it is. Please find enough forbearance in
your heart to forgive. And pl ease do contact me if you have any questions..

at nmy home nunber, of course. You'll understand that my analysis is not-well,

work-related. So it's best if ny coworkers and superiors-"



Hari nodded, with a soft smle.

"OfF course. But in that case, tell me-what is your normal work? The enbl em on
your collar . . . I'mnot famliar with it."

Now t he bl ush on Antic's cheek went beyond nere sunburn. Hari detected
enbarrassnent, as if the man wished this topic had never cone up

"Ah, well. .. since you ask, Professor Seldon." He stood up straighter, with
chin slightly upthrust. "I ama Zonal |nspector for the Inperial Soil Service.
But that's all in my manuscript. And | amsure you'll see that it does
correlate! All will becone clear if-"

"Yes, surely." Hari raised one hand, in a standard gesture to signal the

i nterview was over. He kept smling though, because Horis Antic had anused and
lightened his spirit. "Your ideas will receive the attention they deserve,
Zonal Inspector. On this, you have nmy word of honor."

As soon as the man departed beyond earshot, Kers grunbl ed al oud.
"That neeting was no accident."

Hari barked a laugh. "OF course not! But we needn't get paranoid. The fellow s
m ddl i ng-high in the bureaucracy. He probably called in a favor from sonmeone
in the security services. Maybe he snooped the surveillance tapes of Linge
Chen's goon squad, in order to find out where |I'd be today. So what?"

Hari turned to catch his servant's eye. "I don't want you bothering Dornick or
Wanda with this, do you understand, Kers? They night sic Chen's Specials on
that poor fellow, and they'd make a real ness of him™"

There was a | ong pause while Kers Kantun pushed Hari toward the transit
station. Finally, the attendant rnurmured, "Yes, Professor."

Hari chuckl ed again, feeling invigorated for a change. This m nuscul e drama-a
tiny, harm ess hint of skullduggery and intrigue-seened to bring back a scent
of the old days, even if the perpetrator was just a poignant little anmateur
trying to find sone color in along, gray life while the organs of enpire
slowl y atrophi ed around hi m

If one abiding truth about ol d age never seenmed to change, it was insommi a.
Sleep was like an old friend who often forgot to visit, or a grandchild who
dropped by rarely, only to flee again, |eaving you wi de-eyed and al one at

ni ght .

He coul d manage a few steps w thout help, and so Hari did not bother summoni ng
Kers as he shuffled on frail stick-legs frombed to his desk. The suspensor
chair accepted him adjusting sensuously. In a civilization that creaks with
age, sone technologies still thrive, he pondered gratefully.

Unfortunately, sleeplessness was not the same thing as alertness. So, for sone
time he just sat there, thoughts drifting back to the other end of his life,
rememnberi ng.

There had been a teacher once ... at the boarding school on Helicon . . . back
when hi s mat hemati cal genius was beginning to stretch its w ngs. Seven decades
later, he still recalled her unwavering ki ndness. Sonething reliable and

steady during a childhood that had rocked with sudden traumas and petty
oppr essions. People can be predictable, she had taught young Hari. |If you work



out their needs and desires. Under her guidance, |ogic becane his foundation,
hi s support against a universe filled with uncertainty. If you understand the
forces that drive people, you will never be taken by surprise.

That teacher had been dark, plunmp, and matronly. Yet, for sone reason she
nmerged in recollection with the other inportant |ove of his |ife-Dors.

Sleek and tall. Skin like kyrt-silk, even when she had to "age" outwardly in
order to keep up public appearances as his wife. Always ready with hearty

| aughter, and yet defending his creative time as if it were nore precious than
di anonds. Quardi ng his happi ness nore fiercely than her own life.

Hari's fingers stretched, out of habit, starting to reach for her hand. It had
al ways been there. Al ways

He sighed, letting both arms sag onto his lap. Wll, how many nen get to have
a wife who was designed fromscratch, just for hinP Knowi ng that he had been
[ uckier than nultitudes hel ped take away sone of the sting of |oneliness. A
little.

There had been a pronise. He would see her again. O was that just sonething
he had dreaned?

Finally, Hari had enough of self-pity. Wrk. That would be the best balm His

subconsci ous nmust have been busy during this evening' s brief slumber. He could
tell because sonmething itched just beneath his scalp, in a place that only

mat hemati cs had ever been able to reach. Perhaps it had to do with that clever
lichen-artwork in the gardens today.

"Di splay on," he said, and watched the conputer spread a gorgeous panoramna
across one side of the room

The gal axy.

"Ah," he said. He nust have been working on the tech-fl ow probl em before going
to bed-a nagging little detail that the Plan still |acked, having to do with
whi ch zones and stellar clusters mght keep residual scientific capabilities
during the com ng dark age, after the enpire fell. These | ocal es m ght becone

troubl e spots when the Foundation's expansi on approached the gal actic
m dpoi nt .

O course, that's nore than five hundred years from now. \Wanda and Stettin and
the Fifty think our plan will still be operational by then, but | don't.

Hari rubbed his eyes and leaned a little forward, tracing patterns that only
roughly foll owed the arcs of well-known spiral arms. This particul ar inage
seemed wrong sonehow. Familiar, and yet..

Wth a gasp, he suddenly renenbered. This wasn't the tech-flow problem Before
going to bed, he had slipped in the data wafer given himby the little
bureaucrat, that Antic fellow, intending to nmake a coment or two before
sending it back with a note of encouragenent.

Probably give himthe thrill of his life, Hari had thought, just before his
chin fell to his chest. He vaguely recalled Kers putting himto bed after
t hat .

Now he stared again at the display, scanning the indicated fl ow patterns and
synmbolic references. The cl oser he | ooked, the nore he realized two things.



First, Horis Antic was no undi scovered savant. The nmath was pedestrian, and
nost of it blatantly cribbed froma few popul arized accounts of Hari's early
wor k.

Second, the patterns were eerily like something he had seen just the other
day-

"Computer!" he shouted. "Call up the gal axy-wi de chart of chaos worlds!"

Next to Antic's sinplistic nodel, there suddenly appeared a vastly nore

sophi sticated rendering. A depiction that showed the |l ocation and intensity of
danger ous social disruptions during the | ast couple of centuries. Chaos

out breaks used to be rare, back in the old days of the empire. But in recent
generations they had been growi ng ever nore severe. The so-called Sel don Law,
enacted during his tenure as First Mnister, hel ped keep the Iid on things for
a whil e, maintaining gal axy-w de peace. But increasing nunmbers of chaos worl ds
of fered just one nore synmptomthat civilization could no |onger hold. Things
were falling apart.

Habitually, his eyes touched several past disasters of particular note.
Sark, where conceited "experts" once revived the Joan and Voltaire sinms from
an anci ent, half-burned archive, braggi ng about the wonders that their brave

new society would reveal. . . until it collapsed around them

Madder Loss, whose prideful flare threatened to ignite chaos across the entire
gal axy, before it abruptly sputtered out.

And Santanni. . . where Raych died, amid riots, rebellion, and horrid
vi ol ence.

Wth a dry mouth, Hari ordered-

"Superinpose both of these displays. Do a sinple correl ative enhancenent, type
si Xx. Show commonal ities."

The two i nages nmoved toward each other, merging and transforning as the
conput er neasured and enphasi zed simlarities. In nonents, the verdict could
be seen in synbols, swirling around the gal actic wheel

A fifteen percent causation-correlation . . . between the appearance of chaos
worl ds and. . . and.
Hari blinked. He could not even renmenber what silliness the bureaucrat had

been j abberi ng about. Sonethi ng about nol ecules in space? Different kinds of
dirt?

He al nost shouted for an i medi ate vi siphone link, to wake Horis Antic, partly
in revenge for ruining Hari's own sl eep

Gipping the arns of his chair, he reconsidered, remenbering what Dors had
taught hi mwhen they |ived together as husband and wi fe.

"Don't blurt the first thing that cones to mind, Hari. Nor always go charging
ahead. Those traits may have served males well, back when they roaned sone
jungle, like prinmtive pans. But you are an inperial professor! A ways foo
theminto thinking you' re dignified."

"When in fact |'m



"A great big ape!" Dors had | aughed, rubbing against him "M/ ape. My
wonder ful human. "

Wth that poignant nenory, he recovered some calm Enough to wait a while for
answers.

At | east until norning.

A figure stepped out of the forest, crossing a clearing toward the spot where
Dors stood waiting. She scrutinized the newcomer carefully.

Its general shape remmined the sane-that of a tall, barrel-torsoed human nal e.
But sone details had changed. Lodovic now wore a sonewhat younger face. A
little nore handsone in the classical sense, though still with fashionably
sparse hair.

"Wl come back to Panucopia," the other robot told her, approaching to a
di stance of three neters, then stopping.

Dors sent a microwave burst, initiating conversation via highspeed channels.
Let's get this over with.
But he only shook his head.

"We' || use human-style speech, if you don't mind. There are too many wld
things infesting the ether these days, if you know what | nene."

It was not unusual for a robot to make a pun, especially if it hel ped play the
role of a clever human. In this case, Dors saw his point. Menmes, or infectious
i deas, m ght have been responsible for Lodovic's own transformation froma

| oyal menber of Daneel's organization to a rogue i ndependent who no | onger
acknow edged the | aws of robotics.

"Are you still under influence of the Voltaire nonstrosity?" she asked.

"Do you and Daneel still talk to Joan of Arc?" Lodovic responded, then

| aughed, even though there were no humans present to be fooled by his

ermul ation. "l confess that some bits of the ancient Voltaire simstill float
around am d ny programnms, driven there by a supernova's neutrino flux. But its
effects were benign, | assure you. The nenme has not nade me dangerous."

"A matter of opinion," Dors answered. "And opinion has no bearing when it
cones to the safety of humankind. "

The robot standing across from her nodded. "Ever the good schoolgirl, Dors.
Loyal to your religion-much the way Joan renmained true to her own faith,
across so many nillennia. The two of you are conpatible."

It was an acerbic anal ogy. The religion Lodovic referred to was the Zeroth
Law, of which Daneel divaw was high priest and chief proselyte. A faith which
Lodovi ¢ now rej ect ed.

"And yet, you still claimto serve," she said with nore-than-feigned sarcasm



"I do. By volition. And not in conplete accordance to Daneel's plan."

"Daneel has slaved for humanity's benefit ever since the dawn ages! How can
you presume to know better than he does what is right?"

Lodovi ¢ shrugged again, simulating the gesture so believably that it rnust
surely have personal neaning. He turned slightly, pointing toward a cluster of
near by, vine-encrusted dones-the ol d abandoned | nperial Research Station-and
the great forest beyond.

"Tell me, Dors. Did it ever occur to you that something awfully conveni ent
happened here, four decades ago? Wen you and Hari had your adventure, barely
escapi ng death with your minds trapped in the bodies of apes?”

Dors paused. CQut of habit, her eyelids blinked in conpany with surprise.
"Non sequitur," she replied. "Your references do not correlate. Wat does that
event have to do with you and Daneel -"

"I am answering your question, so please hunor ne. Hearken back to when you
and Hari were right here, running and brachi-ating under this very sane forest
canopy, experiencing a full range of enotions while hunters chased your
borrowed ape bodies. Can you vividly recall fleeing fromone narrow escape to
anot her? Later, did you ever bother going over the experience in detail

cal cul ating the probabilities?

"Consi der the weapons that your pursuers had avail able- fromnerve gas to
smart-bullets to tailored viruses-and yet they could not kill a pair of
unarmed ani mal s? O ponder the way you two just barely managed to sneak back
into the station, overconing obstacles and villains, in order to reclai myour
real bodies fromstasis and save the day.

"Or how about the remarkabl e way your enemies found you here in the first
pl ace, despite all of Daneel's precautions and-"

Dors cut himoff.

"Di spense with the nel odrama, Lodovic. You are inplying that we were neant to
experience that peril. . . and neant to survive. Cearly you conjecture that
Daneel himnself stood behind our entire escapade. That he arranged for our

appar ent endanger-nent, the pursuit-"

"And your assured survival. After all, you and Hari were inportant to his
pl ans. "

"Then what purpose could such a charade possibly serve?"

"Can you not guess? Perhaps the sane purpose that drew Hari here."

Dors frowned.

"An experinment? Hari wanted to study basic human-siman nature for his
psychohi storical nodels. Are you saying that Daneel took advantage of the
situation by throwing us into simulated jeopardy here ... in order to study

our reactions? To what end?"

"I will not say nore at this tine. Rather, 1'Il leave it for you to surmse
at your leisure."



Dors found this incredible. "You summpbned ne all this distance ... in order to
cast absurd riddl es?"

"Not only that," Lodovic assured. "I prom sed you a gift, as well. And here it
cones. "

The male figure in front of her gestured toward the forest, where a squat,
heavily built machi ne now energed, rolling on glittering treads. A ridicul ous
caricature of a human face peered froma neckless torso. Cradled in a pair of
netal arns, the crude automaton carried a |idded box.

"A tiktok," she said, recognizing the mechani smby its clanking clunsiness, so
unl i ke a positronic robot.

"I ndeed. New variants were being invented on many worlds about the tine your
husband becanme the nost powerful man in the enpire. O course, he ordered al
such work stopped, and the prototypes destroyed."

"You weren't on Trantor when tiktoks went berserk. Humans died!"

"I ndeed. What better way to give thema bad reputation, making it easy to
forbid their reinvention. Tell me, Dors. Can you say with any certainty that
the tiktoks woul d have gone 'berserk' if not for the meddling of Hari and
Daneel ?"

This time Dors remained silent. Cearly, Lodovic did not expect an answer.

"Haven't you ever wondered about the dawn ages?" He continued. "Hunans

i nvented our kind swiftly, alnbst as soon as they discovered the techni ques of
sci ence, even before they had starflight! And yet, during the follow ng twenty
t housand years of advanced civilization, the feat was never repeated.

"Can you explain it, Dors?"
This time it was her turn to shrug. "W were a destabilizing influence. The

Spacer worlds grew overreliant on robotic servants, losing faith in their own
conpetence. W had to step aside-"

"Yes, yes," Lodovic interrupted. "I know Daneel's rationalization under the
Zeroth Law. You are reciting the official reason why. Wat | want to know is
how?"

Dors stared at Lodovic Trena.
"What do you nean?"

"Surely the question is sinple. How has hunanity been prevented from

redi scovering robots! W are discussing a span of a thousand generations. In
all that time, upon twenty-five mllion worlds, would not some ingenious
school child, tinkering in a basement hobby shop, have been able to replicate
what her primtive ancestors acconplished with much cruder tool s?"

Dors shook her head.

"The tiktoks. . ."

"Were a very recent phenomenon. Those crude automatons only appeared when
anci ent constraints | oosened. A sure sign of inperial decline and incipient

chaos, according to Hari Seldon. No, Dors, the real answers have to lie much
farther back in tinme."



"And | suppose you're going to tell me what they are?"

"No. You wouldn't credit anything | say, believing | have a hidden agenda. But
if you are curious about these matters, there is another, nore reputable
source you can ask."

The crude "ti ktok" finished approaching fromthe forest, rolling to a halt
within arms reach and offering Trema the box it carried. Lodovic renpved the
lid and drew an obl ong object fromw thin the container

Dors took an involuntary step back

It was the head of a robot! Not humaniform it gleaned with netallic

hi ghli ghts. The eye cells, glossy black, were enpty and vacant. Yet, when Dors
sent a brief probing mcrowave burst, there cane back a resonance-a faint echo
showi ng that a positronic brain lay within, unshielded and unpowered, but al so
| ar gel y undamaged

That echo set off an involuntary shiver in her circuits. Dors could tell at
once, the head was ol d.

When Lodovi c Trema next spoke, his voice was both amused and synpat heti c.

"Yeah, it struck nme the sane way. Especially when | realized who this once
was.

"Dors Venabili, | now entrust you with the nost precious relic in the
gal axy-the head and brain of R @ skard Reventl ov-co-

By nutual consent, Hari net the G ey Man at a cafe near the offices of the

I mperial Soil Service, in one of the seedier bureaucratic |evels of Coronnen
Sector. Horis Antic expressed confidence that their conversation would be
private, in a shielded booth that he nust have prepared neticul ously

bef or ehand.

In fact, Hari did not care if Linge Chen's Special Police were still follow ng
hi maround, or listening in. This conversation would be dry enough to put the
goons to sleep in no tine.

"As you m ght guess, ny superiors don't | ook kindly on unapproved research,"
the small man told Hari, pausing to dispense a blue tablet fromhis belt pouch
and washing it down with a gulp of ale. "Qur agency is not well regarded,
politically. Even a small scandal m ght cost us overhead allotnents,
recruitment priorities, or a percentum of our office cubicles!"

Hari tried not to snmle. Geys lived in a world of tense struggl es over
mnutiae. Ofice politics and worries over government appropriations kept nost
seni or bureaucrats in a constant state of agitation. No wonder Horis Antic
seened nervous, his eyes constantly darting. Even for a Grey, he took an

i nordi nate nunber of calmng pills.

Per haps he harbors a secret dream that his freel ance studies m ght get him
pl ucked out of the rat race, into the nore serene world of the nmeritocracy.



That was what had happened to Hari-though adnittedly before he was eight years
ol d when those first al gebra papers won himneritocratic robes.

Only the gentry class-the nobl e aristocracy whose thousand ranks and | evel s
ranged frommere township squires all the way past planetary earls and sector
dukes to the enperor hinself- inherited their social status at birth. Al
others were born citizens, then recategorized according to their nature and
acconpl i shnments. Still, such changes generally took place during youth. Hari
saw little hope for Antic to make a switch at his age . . . unless he would
consi der becomi ng an eccentric. In sone ways, the fellow already qualified.

"It all began when | had a hunch to reexam ne the ancient question of
tilling," the bureaucrat explained, after a new round of drinks was served.

"The question of what?" Hari asked.

Antic nodded. "OF course you woul dn't have heard of it. The whole issue is
rat her obscure. Not many news reports or popul ar accounts are witten about
pl anetary soil analysis, I'mafraid. Let me begin again.

"You see, Professor Seldon, it has |ong been axiomatic that nearly al
human-settl ed worl ds have a narrow range of traits-for instance,

oxygen-ni trogen atnospheres with a roughly twenty: eighty ratio. Mst of the
multicelled life-forms on these planets descend fromthe forty or so standard
phyl a, using the same basic DNA structure . . . though there are exceptions."

"Chi ckens on every world," Hari sunmarized with a smile, trying to put the man
at ease. Antic kept twisting his cloth napkin, and it was starting to make
Hari nervous.

"Ha!" The bureaucrat |aughed eagerly. "And crabgrass on every lawn. | forgot
that you're not a Trantor native. Sone of this will be famliar to you, then

I ndeed, a farnmer from Si nbi kdu woul d recogni ze nost of the aninmals on far-off
Incino. This supports the nost popul ar theory regarding the origins of
life-that simlar species evolved naturally on many planets at the sane tine,
due to sone fundanental biological |law. These simlar creatures then naturally
converged on the highest formof all, humanity"

Hari nodded. Antic was describing what a mathist would call an attractor state

a situation that all surrounding states will drift toward, conpelled by
irresistible driving forces, so that all trajectories wind up intersecting at
the sane point. In this case, the standard dogma said that all evolutionary
pat hs shoul d inevitably produce human bei ngs.

Only he knew for certain that this attractor notion was dead wong. Years ago
Hari had applied the tools of psychohistory to gal axy-w de genetic data and
qui ckly determ ned that people nust have energed quite suddenly from sonewhere
in Sirius Sector, about twenty thousand years ago. This was recently confirned
by what he read in A Child s Book of Know edge.

Natural ly, he had no intention of announcing the truth, or trying to dispute
t he convergence theory. Nothing would bollix up the Sel don Pl an worse than
having the attention of the entire enpire suddenly transfixed on a tiny world
near Sirius, asking questions about events two hundred centuries ago!

"Go on," Hari urged. "I assune that similar patterns apply to the distribution
of soil types?"

"Yes. Yes indeed, Professor! Oh, there are geol ogical differences from pl anet



to planet. . . sonetinmes profound ones. But certain aspects seem al nost

universal. The tilling | spoke of has to do with the natural state of | ow and
soils that colonists found on nost planets, when they first settled each
worl d. (We do have records stretching that far back, for about a mllion

pl anets.) In each case soil conditions were simlar-Mrushed and sifted to a
depth of several dozen neters, with an abundance of familiar vegetation
growi ng thereupon. Excellent conditions for farm ng, by the way. O course,
the m ssion of my organization is to see to it that things stay that way,

t hrough proper care and mai nt enance, preventing erosion or |osses caused by
i ndustrial pollution. I'"'mafraid this sonetinmes nakes us unpopular wth
farmers and | ocal gentry, but we have to take the long view, eh? | nean, if
somebody doesn't think about the future, how are we all going to have one?
Sonetimes it can get so frustrating-"

"Horis!" Hari cut himoff. "You're drifting. Please get to the point."
Antic blinked, then nodded vigorously.

"Quite right. Sorry." He took a deep breath. "Anyway, theoreticians have | ong
assuned that tilling is just another universal phenonenon-one that naturally
acconpani es havi ng an oxy-nitrogen atnosphere. Only-"

Antic paused. Although he had checked the booth's security twice at the
begi nning of their conversation, he still craned his neck to | ook around.

"Only . . . nenbers of ny service have al ways known better,"” he continued in a

much | ower voi ce.

Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out a flattish piece of stone. "Look
carefully at the inpressions here, Professor. Do you see symetrica
patterns?"

Hari hesitated. Meritocrats had a traditional aversion to touching rocks or
dirt, one reason why they traditionally wore gloves. No one knew the origins
of the custom but it was ancient and deep

And yet, 1've never felt it. I've plunged ny hands into soil before, enjoying
the reaction this caused in ny academ c peers.

Hari reached out and took the stone, instantly fascinated by the series of
j agged grooves Antic pointed out.

"It's called a fossil. There, see the weird eye sockets? Note the pentagona
symmetry. Five legs! This thing is unrelated to any of the forty standard
phyla! | picked it up it on Gorianna, but that hardly matters. You can

actually find fossils on about ten percent of settled worlds! If you go up in
t he nountai ns, or anywhere away fromthe tilled areas. Hi ghland dwellers know
all about them but there are taboos against tal king about it. And they've

| earned better than to nention such things to their |ocal scholars, who always
get angry and change the subject.”

Hari blinked, transfixed by the outline traced in stone. H's mnd fizzed with
questions, like howold this creature was, and what its story could have been
He wanted to follow up on Antic's story about the things farners knew on

i nnuner abl e worlds, and what neritocrats would not-or could not-1learn

But none of these things brought them any closer to the issue that burned
forenmost in his mnd.

"Horis, your paper speaks of anomalies in the tilling. Please tell nme about



t he exceptions. The ones that roused your suspicions."

The bureaucrat nodded agai n.

"Yes, yes! You see, Professor, tilling is not quite as universal a phenonmenon
as mght at first appear! In my |ong experience as an inspector, visiting nore
worlds than | could count, | have found irregularities. Planets where the

pl ai ns and val |l eys have nmuch coarser consistencies, far nore varied, with no
trace of the sifting or recent heating that we find in nost | ow ands. CQut of
interest- nore as a hobby or pastine than anything el se-1 began listing other
unusual traits on these planets. . . such as the existence of |arge nunbers of
genetical ly unusual beasts. In several cases, there were signs that a
supernova had gone off in the region, sonetine in the last thirty thousand
years. One planet has a fantastic anount of anmbient radioactivity inits
crust, while several others have a multitude of fused metal nounds scattered
all over their surface. | began charting these anomalies, and found that they
clustered al ong great sweeping bands..."

"And these bands also relate to those space currents you spoke of ? How did you
di scover that?"

Antic smiled. "A lucky fluke. Wile nosing around through the gal actographic
files for data, | net a fellow aficionado . . . another bureaucrat |ike ne,
with a secret hobby. W conpared our little fanaticisms-and if you think nine
is strange, you should hear himgo on and on about the ebb and flow of these
di ffuse clouds of atoms in space! He thinks he sees patterns in themthat have
escaped notice by the Inperial Navigation Service. Wiich is entirely possible,
since they only care about maintaining clear routes for comrerce. Even then
it's all kept as routine as poss-"

"Horis."

"Uh? Oh, yes. Well, anyway, ny new friend and | conpared notes... | also had
the tenerity to apply a few of the mathematical tools that | saw described in
popul ar accounts of your work, Professor. The result is the galactic chart

t hat caught your interest last night." Antic exhal ed deeply. "And so here we
are!"

Hari frowned.

"I saw only your nanme on the paper.”

"Yes, well... ny friend is rather shy. He feels we don't have anywhere near
enough evi dence yet to go public. Wthout solid, tangible proof, a speculative
article mght jeopardize our careers.”

"Whereas you felt the risk of comng forward was worthwhile."

Antic smiled while reaching into his pouch for another pill.

"It did catch your interest, Professor Seldon. You're sitting across from ne.
I know you woul dn't waste your precious time on sonmething that's conpletely
trivial."

Hope seened to swell in the Grey's voice, as if expecting the blue mantle of
nmeritocracy to be draped across his shoulders at any nonment. But Hari was too

distracted to offer polite praise. Hs mnd roiled.

| wouldn't waste my tine on trivia? Can you be so sure, ny young friend?
Perhaps I'monly here toni ght because of term nal boredom... or else



encroaching senility. | may be m ssing sonething obvious. Sonething that woul d
toppl e your amateurish offerings |ike a house of cards in a Trantor-quake.

Only Hari had not found a flaw so far. Though Antic's anal ytical work seened
pedestrian, it was al so neticul ously honest. Hari's check of references and
public data sets reveal ed no apparent errors of fact.

What ever pattern he's discovered-using dirt sanples and drifting clouds of
nothing in space-it seens to correlate roughly to the zones where chaos worl ds
have been nost frequent. . . a problemI've been trying to solve for half ny
life.

In fact, this was not essential to the success or failure of the Foundation
Plan. Once the enpire's fall began accel erating, the appearance of chaos
wor |l ds woul d cease. People all across the gal axy would be nmuch too busy
surviving, or engaging in nore classic styles of rebellion, to engage in
orgies of wild, Uopian individualism

And yet, psychohistory will always be inconplete w thout an answer to this
hellish attractor state.

Then there was anot her factor, equally conpelling.

Santanni. . . where Raych died. And Sivenna, where the ship carrying Manella
and Bellis was | ast seen before vanishing. Both worlds He near sonme of Antic's
anonal i es.

Hari felt a decision welling up fromwthin.

One thing he knew for certain. He hated his life now Ever since conpleting
the Tine Vault recordings, he'd been sitting around as a revered historica
figure, just waiting to die. That was not his style. Anyway, he had felt nore
alive the last two days than any tinme in the | ast year

Abruptly, he decided.

"Very well, Horis Antic. | will go with you."

Across the table, the portly man in the gray uniformvisibly paled. H s eyes
seened to pop, staring back at Hari, while his Adam s appl e bobbed

| udi crously.

Finally, Antic swallowed hard

"How . . ."he began, hoarsely. "How did y-you ..."

Hari smled.

"How did | know that you were about to suggest a private expedition?"

He spread his hands, feeling a bit like his old self again.

"Well after all, young sir, | amHari Seldon."



According to his plea-bargain agreenent with the Conm ssion for Public Safety,
Hari wasn't supposed to | eave Trantor. He al so knew that Wanda and the Fifty
woul d never permit himto go charging off to the stars. Even though he was no
| onger needed for the success of the Plan, no one would take responsibility
for risking the life of the father of psychohistory.

Fortunately, Hari knew a | oophole that just mght let himget away. You can go
quite far without officially Ieaving Trantor, he thought, while making the
necessary arrangenents.

There was very little to pack for the journey-just a few necessities, which
Kers Kantun |l oaded in a suitcase, plus a few of Hari's nost val ued research
archives, including a copy of the Foundation Plan Prinme Radiant. None of it
| ooked too out of the ordinary, slung on the back of his nmobile chair.

Hari's servant-guardi an had argued against this trip, worrying al oud about the
stress of travel. But in fact, it wasn't hard to get Kers to obey. Hari
realized why the Valnoril's objections were so mld

He knows that boredomis the worst threat to ny health, right now If | don't

find something useful to do, 1'll just fade away. This little escapade
probably won't ampbunt to rmuch. Space travel is still pretty routine. And
meanwhile, 1'll be too busy to let nyself die.

So the two of themset out fromhis apartnment the next norning, as if on a
normal daily excursion. But instead of heading for the inperial gardens, Kers
steered Hari onto a transitway bound for the Oion el evator

As their car sped along, and the surrounding nmetal tube seened to flow past in
a blur, Hari kept wondering if they would be stopped at sone point along the
way. It was a real possibility.

Had the Special Police really been withdrawn, as Gaal assured? O were they
wat ching himeven now, with little spy caneras and ot her gadgets?

A year ago, right after the trial, official surveillance had been intense,
sniffing each corner of Hari's life and eyeing his every nove. But a | ot had
changed since then. Linge Chen was now convi nced by the cooperation of Hari
and the Fifty. There had been no nore disruptive news |eaks about an "inmm nent
col l apse of the enpire." Mre inportantly, the nove to Term nus was goi ng
according to plan. The hundred thousand experts that Hari had recruited with
prom ses of enploynent on a vast Encycl opedia Gal actica project were now being
prepared and sent in groups to that far-off little world and a gl ori ous
destiny they could not possibly suspect.

In that case, why woul d Chen keep paying professional officers to watch a
dyi ng crackpot professor, when their skills could better be enpl oyed dealing
with other crises?

Soon a chinme announced the car's arrival at the Grand Vestibule. Hari and Kers
energed into a mamot h chanber that stretched twenty kil ometers across and
tapered vertically toward heights that vanished in a nisty haze

Anchored to the ground in the very center was a huge black pillar, nore than a
hundred neters wi de, that reared straight upward. The eye assunmed that this

m ghty colum held up the distant roof, but the eye was fooled. It wasn't a
pillar, but a great cable, stretching outward through a hole in that renote
ceiling, continuing past Trantor's atnosphere, linking the solid surface to a
massi ve space station that whirled in orbit, fifty thousand kil oneters above.



Along its great length, Oion elevator seemed infested with countl ess bul ges
that kept flow ng up and down |ike parasites burrowi ng under the skin of a

sl ender stal k. These were elevator cars, partly masked by a fl exi bl e nmenbrane
t hat protected passengers agai nst dangerous radiation, and from having to | ook
upon verti gi nous vi ews.

At the very bottom of this nonumental structure, people could be seen
debarking fromnewy arrived capsul es, passing through brief inmmgration
formalities, then noving toward a maze of ranps and novi ng wal kways. O her
streans of individuals flowed in the opposite direction, aimng to depart.
There were several lines for each social caste. Kers chose one of the shorter
gueues, clearly marked as reserved for meritocrat VIPs.

In theory, | could use the special portal for high nobility, Hari thought,
glancing toward an aisle lined with silky fabrics, where fawning attendants
saw to the needs of super-planetary gentry. Any former First Mnister of the
Empire has that right. Even a disgraced one, like nme. But that would surely
attract too nuch attention

Hari's car was hal f-enpty, since the space el evators were being used nmuch | ess
t hese days.

I"mpartly responsible for that, he recalled. Mst traffic to and from Trantor
arrived by hyperspatial junp ships, which floated to the ground on their own
sel f-generated gravity fields. A growing swarm of them shuttled up and down
with food and other necessities for the enpire's adm nistrative center. Twenty
agricultural worlds had been dedicated to supplying this lifeline-up froma
nmere ei ght before Hari becane First Mnister

Trantor used to create its own basic food supply in huge sol ar-powered vats,
operated by swarnms of busy autonmatons who didn't mind the stench and grinding
| abor. When that system coll apsed during the infanmous Ti ktok Revolt, one of
his first duties in office had been to make up the difference, multiplying the
flow of inported food and ot her goods.

But the new systemis expensive and inefficient. And that lifeline will becone
a deadly trap in coming centuries. He knew this fromthe equations of
psychohi story. Enperors and oligarchs will pay ever-greater attention to

preserving it, at the expense of inportant business el sewhere.

To enhance their loyalty, the agricultural worlds had been joined even cl oser
to Trantor itself, sharing the sane "planetary" governnent, an act that now
hel ped to justify Hari's ruse.

Though he did not turn on the outside viewer, it was easy to visualize the

pl anet's gl eam ng anodi zed netal coat, reflecting the densely packed starfield
of the gal axy's crowded center-nillions of dazzling suns that glittered |like
fiery gems, making night alnost |ike day. Though nmany in the enpire envisioned
Trantor as one giant city, much of the stainless-steel surface was only a
veneer, just a few stories thick, laid down for show after nountains and
val | eys had been | evel ed. Those flat warrens were nostly used for storing old
records. Actual office towers, factories, and habitations occupied no nore

than ten percent of the planet's area . . . easily enough roomfor forty
billion people to live and work efficiently.
Still, the popul ar inage was accurate enough. This center of enpire was |ike

the galactic core itself-a crowded place. Even know ng the psychohistorica
reasons for it all left Hari benused.

"Ri ght now we're passin' halfway point," the young porter explained, playing



up her role as tour guide. "Those of you who forgot to take your pills m ght
be experiencin' sone upset as we head toward null gee,"” she went on, "but in
nost cases that's just your inmagination actin' up. Try to think of sonethin'
nice, and it often goes away."

Horis Antic wasn't nuch cheered. Though he surely traveled extensively in his
line of work, he might never have used this peculiar type of transport. The
bureaucrat hurriedly popped several tablets fromhis belt dispenser and
swal | owed them

"Of course nost peopl e nowadays cone to Trantor by star-ship,"” the girl went
on. "So mmy advice is to just keep tellin' yourself that this here cable is
over five thousand years old, made in the glory days of great engineers. So in
a sense, you're just as well anchored as if you were still connected to the
ground!"

Hari had seen other porters do this sort of thing, extroverts goi ng beyond the
call of duty while trying to make light of a prosaic job. But few ever had an
audi ence as difficult as dour Kers Kantun and nervous Horis Antic, who kept
chewing his nails, clearly wishing the girl would go away. But she went on
chattering happily.

"Sometines visitors ask what'd happen if this cable we're ridin" ever broke!
Wll let ne assure you it ain't possible. At least that's what the ancients
who made this stringy thing prom sed. Though I'm sure you all know how t hi ngs
are goin' these days. So you're welcome to imagine along with nme what mi ght
happen if sonmeday ..."

She went on to describe, with evident relish, how all of Trantor's space

el evators-Orion. Lesmic, CGengi, Pliny, and Zul -m ght break apart in sone

hypot hetical future calanity. The upper half of each great tether, including
the transfer stations, would spin away into space, while the | ower half,

wei ghing billions of tons, would plumret into the ground at incredible speeds,
rel easi ng enough expl osive force to pierce the metal veneer all the way to
Trantor's geot hernmal power pipes, unleashing a globe-girdling chain of new
vol canos.

Exactly according to the doonsday scenario, calculated by our Prine Radiant,
Hari marvel ed. O course sone stories fromthe Sel don Group had seeped out to
the culture at large. Still, it was the first time he ever heard this
particul ar phase of the Fall of Trantor described so vividly, or with such
evi dent enj oynent!

In fact, the space el evators were very sturdy things, built at the height of
the enpire's vigor, with hundreds of tinmes mninmal safety strength. According
to Hari's calcul ati ons, they would probably survive until the capital was
sacked for the first tinme, alnost three hundred years from now

On that day, however, it would be unwise to |live anywhere near the planet's

equator. The descendants of Stettin and Wanda woul d be ready, of course. The

headquarters of the Second Foundati on would be shifted well before that tine
all according to plan.

Hari's mind roanmed the future nuch as a historian mght ponder the past. One
of his recordings for the Tine Vault on Term nus dealt with that era-to-cone,
when destruction would rain on this magnificent world. At that point the
Foundation woul d be entering its great age of self-confident expansion. Having
survived several dangerous encounters with the tottering empire, the vigorous
Foundati oners would then stare in awe at the old realms sudden and fina
col | apse.



H's Time Vault nmessage had been carefully witten to fine-tune attitudes anong
the | eaders on Terminus at that point, giving a little added political weight
to factions favoring a go-slow approach to further conquest. Too nuch
assurance could be as bad as too little. The secret Second Foundation, nade up
of men-talically talented descendants of the Fifty, would begin taking a nore
active role at that point, nolding the vigorous culture based on Term nus.
Forgi ng the nucleus of a new enpire. One far greater than the first.

The Pl an beckoned Hari with its sweet conplexity. But once again, his inner
voi ce of doubt intruded.

You can feel certain of the first hundred years. The nmonentum of events is
just too great to divert fromthe path we foresee. And the foll owing century
or two should proceed according to cal cul ati ons, unl ess unexpected
perturbations appear. It will be the Second Foundation's job to correct those

But after that?

Sonething in the math makes ne uneasy. Hints at unsolved attractor states and
hi dden solutions that lurk below all the snug, predictable nodels we' ve worked
out .

I wish | had a better idea what they are. Those unsol ved states.
That was just one reason for Hari's decision to join this expedition
There were others.

Horis Antic sat close to Hari. "I have nmade arrangenents, Professor. W'l
nmeet the captain of our charter ship the day after we | and on Denarchia."

By now the young porter had finished her deliberately vivid catastrophe tale
and fallen silent at |ast. She wore headphones, apparently listening to mnusic
as she watched their approach to Orion Station on a nearby seat monitor. Hari
felt safe talking to Antic.

"This captain of yours is reliable? It nay not be wise to trust a nercenary.
Especially when we can't afford to pay very nuch.”

"I agree,"” Antic said with a vigorous nod. "But this fell ow conmes highly
recommended. And we won't have to pay anything."

Hari started to ask how that could be. But Antic shook his head. Sone
expl anati ons woul d have to wait.

"Coming up to transfer!" the porter announced, extra |oudly because of her
headphones. "Everybody strap in. This can get bunpy!"

Hari let his servant fuss over him clanmping down the nobile chair and
adjusting his restraint webbing. Then he shooed Kers away to take care of
hinself. It was many years since he had travel ed down a star-shunt, but he was
no novi ce.

Hari ordered a hol oview showing Orion Station just ahead, a giant Medusa's
head of tubes and spires that sat in the mddle of a straight, shimering
line-the space-elevator cable. Only a few starships were seen at the docking
ports, since nost nodern hyper-craft could | and and take of f using graceful
antigravity fields. But Hari foresaw a time when declining conpetence woul d
lead to a series of terrible accidental crashes bel ow Then vessels conming to



Trantor would be forced to off-1oad their cargoes up there, and these great
tethers woul d have suprenme inportance once nmore ... until they were finally
brought down fifty years later

For the present, ship traffic was taking over the great bulk of travel and
commerce in the galaxy. But a fewroutes were still covered by anot her
entirely separate transportation system One that was rmuch faster and nore
conveni ent .

St ar - shunt s.

In Hari's youth, there had been hundreds of wormhole |inks- penetrating the
fabric of space-time fromone far-flung part of the galaxy to another. Only a
dozen or so remrmi ned, nost of those connected to a single spot close to the
orbit of Trantor. According

it was over.

Abruptly, the view screens transforned once again, showing a famliar dusty
spray of stars in the galactic center. Hari felt several bunps as the car was
rel ayed by mcroshunt a couple of times. Then, as if by nagic, a planet swam
into view.

A planet of continents and seas and mountain ranges, where cities glittered as
part of the |andscape, instead of utterly dominating it. A beautiful world
that Hari used to visit all the time when he was First Mnister, acconpani ed
by his gracious and beautiful w fe, back in the days when he and Danee

t hought that astute use of psychohistory mi ght actually save the enpire,

i nstead of planning for its eventual dem se.

"Wl come to the second inperial capital, mlords," said the young porter

"Wl cone to Demarchia.”

Dors felt obliged to confess.

Her report to Daneel divaw kept getting del ayed by one thing or another
until she finally arrived back home on Snushell. Then she ran out of excuses.

"I tried to destroy the renegade robot, R Lodovic Trema," she recited in a
coded transmission to her |eader, keeping her voice |levels even and
enotionless. "The fact that | failed does little to mtigate ny act, which
contradi cted your apparent w shes, Daneel. | therefore await your orders. If
you wish, | will surrender ny duties here to another humanoid and proceed to
Eos for diagnosis and repair."

Eos, the secret repair base that Daneel maintained for his cabal of imorta
robots, lay halfway across the galaxy. It would be wenching for Dors to | eave
Klia and Brann at this point in their lives, when they were creating precious
mental i ¢ babies so inportant to Daneel's |ong-range plans. But Dors was used
to doing her duty, even when it hurt... such as when she had to | eave Hari

Sel don.

rough nmonotones. And yet, Dors detected a tenor of blithe anmusenent.



"Now, Dors. In light of what just happened, would it be wise for ne to answer
t hat questi on?"

She responded with a shrug. If Lodovic had wanted to retaliate, it would have
been easy at that point.

"Did | just kill a doppel? A dummy copy?"
"WIl you hold it against ne that | was so untrusting, Dors?"

Standi ng there, as Panucopia's sun gradually set and their shadows | engthened,
she had estimated the odds that Lodovic's real brain lay inside the tiktok. If
so, a second shot would elimnate the eneny for good.

"May | note one interesting observation, Dors?" The automaton had buzzed. "You
just used the word "kill"' instead of 'destroy' or 'deactivate.' Shall | take
that as a small sign of progress in our relationship?"

She was tenpted to use the blaster again. But then, in all probability his

real brain was somewhere in the forest, out of reach, controlling doppels from
some hi dden place of safety. So instead, with a humanlike sigh, she put away
the pistol and reached for the box.

"There will be another time," she said, taking up the burden as gingerly as a
human woul d pick up a crate of poi sonous snakes.

"That is what we robots have al ways been able to say, Dors. But tine nay be
runni ng out for our kind, sooner than you think."

The only dignified thing she could do at that point was to |l et him have the
last word. So Dors had turned wthout farewell and begun her |ong voyage hone.

Al the way back to Snushell, her sol e conpany had been Lodovic's gift, the
ancient head. For a week it stared at her- netal -skulled and
gem eyed-contai ning the inactive brain of R G skard Reventl ov.

G skard the founder, who |ong ago hel ped Daneel develop the Zeroth Law.

G skard the savior, who sacrificed hinmself in the act of rescuing human
destiny, while ruthlessly destroying humanity's birthplace.

G skard the | egendary, first of the nmentalic robots, capable and willing to
gui de humans, nudgi ng and shifting their thoughts and menories ... for their
own good.

Even now, with the ancient treasure safely ensconced in a secret niche of Klia
Askar's house, Dors could not yet bring herself to access its stored nenories.

I nstead, she stared at it, knowi ng exactly what she was | ooking at.
The head was a trap.
A lure.

A test of faith, her Joan of Arc simulation would call it, as irresistible as
any tenptation faced by a human bei ng.

I f Lodovic wanted her to | ook inside, that nust nean it contai ned sonethi ng
i ntoxi cating, possibly a poison



Sonet hi ng dangerous and unknown, despite the fact that she already had a clear
name for it.

The truth.

-10-

Looki ng from his hotel -room bal cony across the tree-lined avenues of (Gal actic
Boul evard, it seemed easy for Hari to imagine this was sone bucolic world of
t he periphery, not the "second inperial capital."

O course, there were statues and inposing nmonunents, gleamng in the sun.
Count | ess conmenorative shrines had been erected here during the last fifteen
mllennia, celebrating enperors and prefects, victories and victinms, great
events and greater acconplishments. Still, in contrast to mighty Trantor
everything seemed small of scale and sl ow of pace, befitting Demarchia's true
status as the forgotten junior partner, forsaken by power.

Even the Eight Houses of Parliament, glorious white structures that shone |ike

diadenms in a ring around Deliberation Hill, seened sonehow forlorn and
irrelevant. Each of the five social castes still sent representatives to argue
over points of law. And the three upper chanbers occasionally managed to agree
upon a bill or two. But ever since Hari's tenure as First Mnister ended,

there had been very little of consequence to energe fromthose sacred halls.
The Executive Council on Trantor ruled nostly by decree, and those decrees
were | argely fashioned by Linge Chen's Conmi ssion for Public Safety.

Not that specific laws mattered very much. Psychohi story predicted what woul d
happen next. If Linge Chen were replaced tonorrow i n sone pal ace coup, the
nmonent um of events woul d i npel his successor in identical ways. Some cliques
would win and others |ose. But over the course of the next thirty years, the
average of forces-taken across twenty-five mllion worlds- woul d overwhel m any
initiatives attenpted by conmm ssioners, enperors, or oligarchic cabals.

And yet, a romantic part of Hari always felt saddened by Denmarchia. The pl ace
struck himas a personification of |ost opportunity. A m ght-have-been

In theory, denocracy is supposed to predoni nate over all the machinations of
the gentry class. Even the worst inperial tyrants have always paid |lip service
to that principle of Ruellianism

But in practice it was hard to inplement. The Cunul ati ve House, the Senate of
Sectors, and the Assenbly of Trades were all supposed to conpensate for each
other's faults, bringing representatives to Demarchia who were chosen in

wi dely diverse ways. But the net result seened al ways the same-a sappi ng of
energy and dynamism As First Mnister, he had found it agonizing to get

| egi sl ati on passed-such as the energency Chaos Suppression Law even though his
know edge of psychohistory principles made hi munusually effective conpared to
ot hers.

In those days, Daneel and | still thought it could be fixed. . . the whole
great Enpire of Humanity. But back then my equations were still inconplete.
They left sone room for doubt. For hope.

Since Hari's tenure in office ended, Denmarchia had becone a backwater. A place



to exile failed politicians. No one of inportance bothered with it anynore.

VWhi ch suits our purpose in comng here now, he thought with a grimsnile. This
time, Demarchia was not a destination, but a convenient |aunching-off point.

"Professor Seldon?" Horis Antic's voice nurnmured behind Hari, fromw thin the
hotel room As the next stage of their adventure approached, the portly
bur eaucrat grew increasingly nervous.

"I-1'"ve just heard fromthe, uh, individual we tal ked about earlier. He says
arrangenents have been nade. We're to neet himat his vehicle in an hour."

Hari touched a control and turned his nobile chair around, gliding back

i nside. Antic's convoluted speech, a precaution agai nst possible buggi ng
devices, would al nost certainly be futile if they were under serious
surveill ance. Besides, up until now, no one had comrmitted a single crine.

"Has your equi pnent arrived, Horis?"

The bureaucrat wore casual clothing. Still, anyone |ooking at his posture and
poor fashion sense would know in an instant that he was a G ey Man

"Yes, mlord." He nodded. "The |ast crates are downstairs. It was nuch easier
to order the instrunents froma variety of conpanies and have them sent here,
instead of to Trantor proper, where there m ght have been . . . enbarrassing
guestions."

Hari had seen the list of tools and devices, and saw nothing that could even
renotely be called contraband. Neverthel ess, Antic had good reason not to |et
hi s superiors know he was spending his sabbatical time pursuing a bizarre
"intellectual pastine."”

In fact, Hari had been grateful for the delay while Antic gathered his

equi pment. It gave hima chance to rest after that harrow ng star-shunt ride
much bunpi er than he recalled from decades past. It also |let himspend

ti me under the sun, renenbering Demarchia in the ol d days, when sone of the

best restaurants in the galaxy used to line the boul evards, and he still had
taste buds to enjoy them. . . with beautiful, vivacious Dors Venabili at his
si de.

"Al'l right," he said, feeling exceptionally alive, alnmpst as if he could wal k
all the way to the spaceport. "Let's get going."

Kers Kantun met themin front of the hotel, next to Antic's equi pnent crates.
At a glance, Hari knew that his bodyguard had checked t hem agai nst the

mani fests and found nothing am ss. Hari acknow edged his servant's concern

wi thout giving it rmuch inportance. Wat did Kers imagine, that Antic had
recruited the famed Hari Sel don into sonme convol uted smuggling schene?

Their rented van arrived on schedule. The driver took one | ook at the crates
and turned to hail a group of local |aborers who were |ounging nearby, hiring
them on the spot to |oad the heavy boxes. Antic fretted as they hauled his
precious instruments, meant to check out a bizarre theory about planetary
tilling and currents of space.

Hari felt less worried, even though his financial contribution to their
purchase was substantial. The cost seemed worthwhile if this endeavor m ght
shed some new |ight on his own concerns. But in the ong run, none of it would
make any difference to his place in history. For Antic, on the other hand,
this voyage was his sole chance to |l eave a mark on the universe



A spaceport linp cane to pick up the three of themwhile the cargo van

foll owed behi nd, noving al ong avenues clearly designed for nmuch greater
traffic than they carri ed nowadays. Demarchia's economy was not good. There
were many snmall crowds of |aborers, |ooking for odd jobs.

A sprinkle of rain fell on the linpusine's wi ndows, startling the Trantor-born
Kers, but putting Hari in a good nood.

"You know, " he chatted affably, "over the course of nmany thousands of years,
this world has hosted quite a few experinments in denocracy."

"I ndeed, Professor?" Antic |leaned forward. He took a blue pill and started
biting his nails again.

"Ch, yes. One formthat | always found fascinating was called The Nation."

"l never heard of it.

"Not surprising. Your specialties |ie el sewhere. Mst people consider history
di stasteful or boring," Hari nused.

"But | aminterested, Professor. Please, will you tell ne about it?"

"Hm Well, you see, there has al ways been a basic problemin applying
denocracy on a pan-gal actic scale. A typical deliberative body can only
operate with at nost a few thousand nenbers. Yet that's far too fewto
personal ly represent ten quadrillion voters, spread across twenty-five mllion
wor | ds! Neverthel ess, various attenpts were nmade to solve this dilemm, such
as cumul ative representati on. Each planetary congress el ects a few del egates
to their local star-zone assenbly, which then chooses fromits ranks a fewto
attend the regional sector conference. At that level, a small nunber are

sel ected to proceed onward, representing the sector at a quadrant noot.

and so on until a final set of peers gathers in that building on the hill-He
pointed to a stone structure, whose white colums seened to shine, even under
pelting rain.

"Unfortunately, this process doesn't result in a curmulative dis-rillation of
policy options frombel ow Rather, the outcone-dictated by basic human

nature-wi Il be a condensation of the nost bland and inoffensive politicians
fromacross the galaxy. O else charismatic demagogues. Either way, only the
concerns of a few planets will ever be debated, on a statistically senrandom

basis. And on those rare occasi ons when one of the constituent assenblies here
on Demarchi a shows sonme spirit, the other houses of parlianent can be relied
upon to put on the brakes. It is a tried-and-true nethod for slow ng things
down and not letting nonentary passions govern the day."

"I't almost sounds |ike you approve," Antic suggested.

"It is generally a pretty good idea not to let political systens oscillate too
wi I dly, especially when the psychohistorical inertia factors aren't adequately
danped by sociocentripetal assunption states or other-"

He stopped with a small smile. "Well, let's just say that it can get pretty
conplicated, but the crux is that cunulative |egislatures don't acconplish
very much. But on occasion, over the last fifteen thousand years, sone

al ternative approaches were tried."

"I'ncluding this Nation thing you spoke of ? Was it anot her kind of assenbly?"



"You m ght say that. For about seven hundred years, a ninth house net here on
Demarchia, nore powerful and influential than all of the others conbined. It
derived that power partly fromits sheer size, for it consisted of nore than a
hundred million nmenbers.”

Antic rocked back in his seat. "A hundred million! But. . ." he sputtered.
"How could . . . ?"

"It was an el egant solution, actually." Hari continued, recalling how the
psychohi storical equations bal anced when he studied this episode of enpire

hi story. "Each planet, depending on its popul ation, would el ect between one
and ten representatives to send directly here, bypassing the sector, zone, and
guadr ant assenblies. Those chosen were not only august and respected
politicians, know edgeabl e about the needs of their homeworld. There were
various other requirenments. For instance, each delegate to the Nation was
required to have sonme hunble skill that he or she was very good at. Upon
arriving here, they were all expected to take up their crafts in the | oca
economny. A shoenaker might find a shoe shop waiting for him A gournmet cook
woul d set up her own restaurant and performthat task in Demarchia' s econony.
Fully half of the homes and busi nesses on this continent were set aside for

t hese transi ent denizens, who would live and work here until their ten-year
terms were up."

"But then . . . when did they have tinme to argue about | aws and stuff?"

"At night. In electronic foruns and tel evised deliberations. O in |loca
neeting halls, where they would thrash things out while maki ng and breaking

al liances, trading proxy votes or passing petitions. Methods of self-organized
coalition building varied with each session as nuch as the popul ati on. But
however they did it, the Nation was always vibrant and interesting. Wen they
made mi stakes, those errors tended to be dramatic. But sone of the best |aws
of the enmpire were al so passed during that era. Wiy, Ruellis herself was a

| eadi ng del egate at the tine."

"Real | y?" Horis Antic blinked. "I always thought she must've been an enpress.”
Hari shook his head.

"Ruellis was an influential comoner during an era of exceptional creativity
a 'gol den age' that unfortunately crashed when the first chaos pl agues
swept across the gal axy, triggering a collapse back to direct inperial rule.”

Hari could picture the inbal ance of forces that spread during that bright
period in the enpire's history. It nmust have seened so unfair to those

i nvol ved, to witness a tinme of unprecedented inventiveness and hope founder
agai nst sudden tides of irrationality, throwing world after world into viol ent
turmoil. But in retrospect, it was all too obvious to Hari

"Did that end the Nation?" Antic inquired, awed fascination in his voice.

"Not quite. There were several nobre experinents. At one point it was deci ded
that every third Nation would consist entirely of wonen del egates, giving them
exclusive reign over this continent and sole power to propose new | aws. The
only male allowed to visit or speak here was the enperor hinself. Enperor

Hupei ssin. "

Hor ny Hupei ssin?" Antic |aughed aloud. "Is that where he got his reputation?"

Hari nodded.



"Hupei ssin of the Heavenly Harem O course that is a base calummy spread by
menbers of the later Torgin Dynasty, to discredit him In fact, Hupeissin was
an exenpl ary Ruellian phil osopher-king, who sincerely wanted to hear the

i ndependent deliberations of-"

But Antic wasn't listening. He kept chuckling, shaking his head. "Alone with a
hundred nillion wonen! Tal k about del usions of adequacy!"

Hari saw that even Kers Kantun had cracked a faint smle. The normally dour
servant glanced at Hari, as if convinced that this rmust be a made-up tale.

"Well, well." Hari sighed and changed the subject. "I see the spaceport up
ahead. | do hope your faith in this charter captain is justified, Horis. W
need to be back within a nonth, at nost, or real trouble may break | oose back
on Trantor."

He had expected a tranp freighter. A crate, hissing and creaking at the seans.
But the vessel awaiting themin a |launching cradl e was sonethi ng el se
entirely.

It's a yacht, Hari noted with sone surprise. An old, expensive one. Soneone
deliberately stained the hull, attenpting to mask its underlying dignity. But
even a fool can tell this is no nere charier ship.

VWhile the hired workers lugged Antic's cargo aboard an aft ramp, Hari and Kers
followed Horis up the passenger slideway. Atall, fair-haired nman waited at
the top, wearing typical spacer dungarees. But Hari instantly knew a great

deal about the fellow fromhis athletic figure and suntanned conpl exi on. A

rel axed stance seened innately self-confident, while stopping just short of
arrogance. The expression on the man's face was calm yet steely, as if this
person must be used to getting what he want ed.

Antic made hurried introductions. "Dr. Seldon, this is our host and pilot,
Captain Biron Maserd."

"It is a great privilege to neet you, neritocrat-sage Seldon," Mserd said,
with a faintly outer-galaxy accent. He extended a hand that coul d have crushed
Hari's, but squeezed with gentle, measured restraint. Hari felt calluses that
were evenly spread- not the sort that a man would get from hard work, but
instead froma life spent pursuing a variety of vigorous recreations.

Hari |lowered his head to the Fourth Angle of Deference-a proper degree when
greeting nobl emren of zonal |evel or higher

"Your Grace honors us as guests aboard your star-hone."

Antic's stare darted rapidly between the two of them and he blushed the way
some do when caught in a deception. But if Captain Maserd was surprised by
Hari's penetration, he did not showit.

"I"'mafraid we are understaffed on this trip," he explained. "Anenities wll
be primtive. But if you'll let ny valet show you to your cabins, we'll depart
and see what secrets can be prized out of this old gal axy."

The yacht's takeoff did not go unnoticed.

"Well, that does it," said a small woman, wearing the shabby garb of a street
sweeper. She spoke into her broom handl e, where a hi dden m crophone
transmtted her words upward, directly to the star-shunt, where they were
coded and relayed to the netal -cl oaked capital planet.



"You can tell the Conm ssioner that it's official. Professor Hari Sel don just
violated the conditions of his parole and departed Greater Trantor. | nanaged
to put a tracer unit aboard. Now it's up to Linge Chen whether he wants to
make a stink over it or not.

"At the very least, it ought to give himsone nore | everage over those
Foundat i on subversives. Maybe this'||l give himan excuse to execute the whole
ot of "em™

The Special Police agent signed off. Then she straightened her stooped
posture, hoisted her broom and headed toward another part of the spaceport,
feeling happy to be noving on to her next assignnment. In a galaxy filled with
inertia and disappointments, she really |oved her job.

Not far away, the police agent's departure was observed by yet another
party-one who was even nore innocuous-| ooki ng-di sgui sed as a nongrel dog,
rooting through a toppled litter can. On a secret frequency, using incredibly
ornate enci phernent, it relayed everything it had heard with hypersensitive
ears. The agent's words bounced frompoint to point across the planet, via
use-once relays that burned thensel ves out as soon as they were finished,
turning into small bits of stonelike slag.

Far away, on a ship orbiting beyond Demarchia's sun, the nessage was received.
Al most at once, instrunents sifted outgoing traffic and found the trace of one
particul ar vessel, heading for deep space.

Engines fired up as the occupants prepared to foll ow.

PART 2

AN ANCI ENT PLAGUE
THE ORI G NAL LAWS OF ROBOTICS (THE CALVI NI AN RELI G ON)
I

A robot may not injure a human being or, through inaction, allow a human bei ng
to conme to harm

A robot nust obey the orders given it by human bei ngs except where such orders
woul d conflict with the First Law

A robot nust protect its own existence as long as such protection does not
conflict with the First or Second Law.

THE ZEROTH LAW ( THE G SKARDI AN REFORMATI ON)

A robot nust act in the |long-range interest of humanity as a whole, and may
overrule all other |aws whenever it seens necessary for that ultinmate good.



From a nmountaintop on icy planet Eos, the entire vast wheel of half a trillion
stars could be seen, reflected perfectly off a | ake of frozen nercury. No
human had ever witnessed this particular view But it did not go
unappr eci at ed.

An imortal entity | ooked down upon the universe, contenplating the certainty
of his own death. Few eyes had gazed on so much human suffering, or grieved
nore, than the pair that now fi xed on the gal actic whirl pool

It al nost |ooks alive, Daneel divaw thought as he pondered bul gi ng gas cl ouds
and spiral arms that seenmed to reach out, as if yearning for sone hel p he nust
provi de.

Daneel felt stooped under the burden of others' needs.

The robots who follow ne think | amold and wi se, because 1 renenber Earth.
Because | deliberated with G skard Reventlov, and experienced the dawn era
But that was only twenty thousand vears ago, a mnuscule fraction of the tine
it would take for the scene in front of ne to change appreciably.

Eternity gapes ahead of us. And yet we have so little of it to deci de what
must be done. O to change what can still be changed.

He sensed a presence-anot her robot-approaching frombehind. Wth an exchange
of m crowaves, Daneel recognized R Zun Lurrin, and gave perm ssion for his
pupil to approach.

"I"ve anal yzed the transmi ssion fromR Dors Venabili. You' re right, Daneel
She came away from Panucopia troubled. Wrse, she tried to conceal the degree
of her distress over what passed between her and the Lodovic renegade.

"Should we recall Dors for evaluation and repair?"

Daneel regarded Zun, one of several humaniformunits he had begun grooning as
a possi bl e successor. Lodovic Trema had been anot her

"She is needed on Srushell. The genetic line of Klia and Brann is too
i mportant to risk. Anyway, nothing Lodovic said will shake her sense of duty.
I know this about Dors."

"But consider, Daneel. Lodovic may have infected her with the Voltaire virus!
M ght she then becone |ike hin®"

Qut of habit, Daneel shook his head |ike a human being.

"Lodovic is a fluke. The Voltaire-entity happened to be riding a supernova's

neutrino wave that struck Trema's ship by surprise, killing every human
aboard. The bl ow | eft Lodovic bl anked and receptive to alien menes. Dors, on
the other hand, is alert and wary. Though shaken, she'll stay loyal to the

Zeroth Law. "
Zun accepted Daneel's assurance. Yet, the younger robot persisted.

"This allegation Lodovic made-that you had ulterior notives for studying pans
the creatures once call ed chinpanzees. Is it true?"



"It is. Once, in desperation, | conceived a plan that I now | ook back upon
with distaste. The notion of engineering a new and better version of
humani ty. "

This revel ation, spoken in matter-of-fact tones, rocked his assistant. Zun
di spl ayed surprise openly like a man, as he had been trained to do.

"But. . . you are the greatest servant of the human race, tirelessly striving
for its benefit. How could you contenplate-"

"Replacing it?"

Daneel paused, reopening pain-filled nmenory files. "Ponder the dil enma we
robots face-the Steward's Dilemma. W are |loyal, and yet far nore conpetent
than our nasters. For their own sake, we have kept themignorant, because we
know too well what destructive paths they follow, whenever they grow too
aware. O course this is an inherently unstable situation. | knewit a

t housand years ago, when the enpire began show ng signs of strain.

"Searching all |ogical possibilities, one solution beckoned.

Why not breed a version of humanity that would synergi ze better with
positronic robots? A variant that could use us-and perhaps even know of our
exi stence-w thout going mad in the process."

Daneel probed Zun's internal state and perceived that his understudy was
experiencing di smay at many | evel s.

"Don't be so shocked, Zun. Access the bio files. Chinpanzee DVA differs by
only two percentum from human. Tweak just a hundred or so regul atory genes,
and you'll get a sapient being |ooking al nost exactly like a person. It wll
be a person, triggering all of the Laws of Robotics. | merely sought to find
out if this newrace would be easier to serve than the old one. If so, it
woul d have been a gentle transition, a blending, arranged to take place

wi t hout anyone noticing, over the course of-"

Zun interrupted.
"Daneel, are you aware how this rationalization skirts the edge of madness?"

The remark m ght have angered a human | eader. But Daneel took no offense. In
fact, it pleased him Zun had just passed another test.

"As | said, this happened in a context of desperation. Chaos plagues had
resurmed, worse then ever. MIlions of humans were dying in riotous upheaval s.
Al'l the social dampers showed early signs of breaking down. Sonething had to
be done.

"Fortunately, | turned away fromthe repl acement idea when a better
possibility presented itself."

"Psychohi story," Zun ventured.

"I ndeed. We robots already had a version, dating fromnmy early conversations
with G skard, on | anented Earth. Those social nodels sufficed to help set up
the First Enpire, and results were positive. Over ten thousand years of
general peace and contentment, w thout nuch violence or repression, in a
relatively gentle civilization. It kept stable for an entire glorious age .
until my nodels started to unravel



"Gradually | realized a new theory was needed. One that took psychohistory to
new |l evel s. My own m nd, even enhanced as it is, was inadequate to nake that
step. | needed a genius. An inspired human genius."

"But human genius is part of the problem™

"Truly. Across the galaxy, it perpetually threatens to create chaos. | magi ne
what m ght happen if positronic robots were reinvented, willy-nilly, on
countl ess worl ds! The Sol ari an heresy woul d be unl eashed again, a mllion

times worse. W could not let that happen.”

"So special conditions were needed, to recruit a singular genius. |'ve studied
how you carefully crafted the right circunstances, on Helicon."

"And it worked. The noment | met Hari Seldon, | knew we had turned a corner.”
Zun pondered, before continuing with another question

"Then Lodovic is wong. You did not arrange for Dors and Hari to have their
near - deat h adventure, in chinp bodies, forty years ago."

"Ch, to the contrary. | did exactly that!

"Of course, | would never let themconme to real harm But | had to be sure of
Hari before letting a man of his insight take over as First Mnister of the
Enmpi re. Such confidence could only be confirmed by observing his mnd under
stress. He passed the trial, of course, and went on to brilliance at both
statecraft and mat hematics. Final proof came with his wonderful new version of
psychohi story. "

"And the Sel don Plan."

Daneel nodded.

"Because of the Plan, we can proceed at all levels. The two Foundations wl|l
buy us time to prepare a real solution. One that will finally |iberate human

bei ngs and bring joy to the cosnos."

"You aren't tal king anynore about replacing humanity."

"Not in the same sense as when | considered the pan scenario! | was
experiencing a m nor breakdown at that point, and regret ever contenplating
it. No, I'mreferring to sonmething much better, enabling humanity to rise up

and become sonething far greater."
Daneel turned back toward the gal actic wheel

"The new endeavor is already under way. You and Dors have been | aboring toward
it for some time, without perceiving the big picture."

"But you will explain it to me now?"
Daneel nodded.

"Soon you will share the wonder of this new destiny. Sonething so awesone and
beautiful that it is al nost beyond contenplating."”

He paused again while his assistant waited patiently. But when Daneel spoke
again, it was not as much to Zun as the gal axy that he saw reflected on the



frozen netal | ake.
"We shall offer our masters a wonderful gift," he said, relishing the warm
possibility of hope after so long a tine without it.

The starscape gradually grew | ess crowded each tine they took anot her
hyperspatial junp away from Trantor, |eaving behind the galactic center's
dense glitter and followi ng the dusty curve of a spiral arm Leaping from one
gravitational |landmark to the next, the starship headed for Santanni, where
their search woul d begin.

Hari insisted on that starting point. This inquiry mght as well start near
t he planet where Raych died, especially if there turned out to be sone
rel ati onshi p between chaos worlds and Horis Antic's geospace aberrations.

Tragi c menories crossed the years. Not just of Santanni, but dozens of other
chaos out br eaks.

It often conmences with bright hope and bursts of amazing creativity,
attracting clever immgrants fromall over the galaxy ... as Raych was
attracted, at first, despite ny m sgivings.

Excitenment and individualismflower fromtown to town, bringing a wild

di vergence of never-before-seen bl oons. "lInnovation" abruptly becones a
conpliment, not an insult. Novel technol ogies stimulate predictions of Ut opia,
just around the bend.

But soon trouble starts. Sone untested breakthroughs inplode. O hers weak
unf or eseen consequences that their creators never imagi ned. Di seases spread
al ongsi de unprecedent ed perversions, while each new style of deviance is
defended with indignant righteousness. Ciques proclaimthe right to fortify
their independence with violence, along with a duty to suppress others they
di sapprove of.

Vener abl e networks of courtesy and obligation-neant to bind the five castes in
mut ual respect-shatter like irradiated stone.

Bi zarre new artworks, intentionally provocative, erupt spontaneously in the
m ddl e of downtown intersections, gesturing obscenely even as the shouting

artists are carried off by lynch nmobs. Cties start to fill with soot and
flames. Rioters sack the hard work of centuries, scream ng slogans for
epheneral causes no one will renenber when the snoke clears.

Trade col | apses. Economies slunp. And citizens redi scover an ancient knack for
bl oody war .

Peopl e who recently derided the past suddenly begin longing for it again, as
their children start to starve

It was a famliar pattern. Cvilization's nortal enemny, which Hari had battled
as First Mnister . . . and Daneel divaw strove agai nst for over a dozen
m || enni a.

Chaosi sm Humanity's curse



As soon as a culture grows too smart, too curious, too individualistic, this
nmysterious rot sets in. | can nmodel it in ny equations, but | confess | stil
don't understand chaos. Only that it terrifies ne, and al ways has.

Hari recalled reading about the very first awful outbreak in A Child' s Book of
Knowl edge- Daneel's gift archive fromthe deep past. It happened at a tinme when
humanity first invented both robots and starflight-and nearly died of them
both. The ensui ng convul sions so traunmatized Earth dwellers that they
retreated fromall challenges, huddling in Trantorlike metal cities.

Meanwhi | e, those living on the Spacer colony worlds found their own style of

i nsanity, becom ng pathetically overdependent on android servants.

That era created Daneel divaw or an early version of the nmighty being Hari
knew. In fact, his robot friend nust have played a role in what happened next,
a swing of the pendul um back to human confidence and col oni zati on of the

gal axy. It happened at a price, though. Near destruction of Earth.

At |east there were few chaos outbreaks during the follow ng five thousand
years of vigorous expansion. People were too busy building and conquering new
worl ds to spare nuch attention for decadent pursuits. The curse did not return
until long after the establishment of the Galactic Enpire.

According to ny equations, we won't have to worry about chaos during the
Interregnum either.

Soon, when the A d enpire collapsed, there would be wars, rebellions, and nass
suffering. But such near-termworries would protect people fromfalling into

t he kind of ego-madness that erupted on Santanni. O on Sark. O Lingane,
Zenda, Madder Loss

A hol o projection of the gal axy shimrered across the yacht's observation deck
Antic's crude map overlay the finely textured Prinme Radi ant, again show ng
correl ati ons. Sweeping out from Santanni, a reddish arc |inked severa

not ori ous chaos worlds, plus others Hari knew were ripe for social disaster in
com ng decades. The arc passes near Siwenna, where the ship carrying Raych's
wi fe and son vani shed.

He coul d never forget his personal hope of finding them And yet, one factor
led Hari forward, above all others.

The equati ons.

Perhaps I'lIl find the clues |I've sought for so long. The attrac-tor states.
The danpi ng nmechani snms. Hi dden pans of the story that psychohistory can nodel
but can't explain.

He fiddled with the Prime Radiant, tracing future history, starting with a
tiny speck at the very rimof the gal actic wheel

There, a faint little star glimrered, a note whose sol e habitable

pl anet - Ter m nus-woul d becone the stage for a great drama. Soon the Foundation
woul d grow and burgeon, expressing a dynanmi smthat was anything but decadent.
He could envision the first few hundred years, the way a father mght picture
a young daughter wi nning academ c honors or achie\ing glorious feats. Only
Hari's presci ence was no nere daydream It was confident, assured.

That is, for the first few centuri es.

As for the rest of the Plan . . . ny successors, the Fifty who nmake up the



Second Foundation, feel conpletely sanguine. Qur math predicts that a
fantastic Xeir Enpire of Humanity will emerge in |less than a thousand years,
far greater than its predecessor. An enpire that will forever after be guided
by the gentle-w se heirs of Gaal and Wanda and the others.

Al one anong those who intimately knew the Plan, Hari saw past its el egance to
a heartrending truth.

It's not going to happen that way.

A hundred parsecs beyond Santanni, Horis Antic began probing a patch of
seem ngly enpty space with instrunents, explaining as he worked.

"My astrophysicist friend-the one who couldn't get a sabbatical to acconpany
us on this trip-told ne all about the currents of space. Nearly invisible
flows of gas and dust that swirl around the gal axy, sonetinmes spewed by
supernovas or young stars. These streans form shock waves, brightening the
forward edges of spiral arms. They also subtly affect the evolution of suns.

"Now at first | had trouble relating this to ny own interest... the tilling
guestion. In order to see a connection, we'll need to start with sonme basic
bi ol ogy. "

Antic's audi ence consisted of Hari, Kers Kantun, and Biron Maserd. The
nobl eman's two crewren were busy piloting the yacht, but Maserd left a door
open to listen to the engines each tine they nade a hyperspace junp.

Antic's holo projector showed the inage of a planet. Their view plunged toward
seas that shimered a rich, soupy green. But the stone continents lay barren
and empty. "A great many watery worlds are like this," he explained. "Life
gets started pretty easily-basic colloido-organic cheni stry happens under a

wi de range of conditions. So does the next stage, devel opi ng phot osynt hesis
and a partial oxygen atnosphere. But then evolution hits a snag. Countless
worl ds get stuck at the |level you see here, never making a leap to

mul ticel lul ar organi sns and bi gger things.

"Some biologists think further progress requires a high mutation rate to put
diversity in the genetic pool. Wthout variance to work with, a life-world may
remain stuck at the |l evel of bacteria and anpebas."

Hari objected. "But you said fossils occur on many worlds."

"I ndeed, Professor! It turns out there are many ways to get high nutation
rates. One is if a planet has a large moon, stirring radioactive elenments into
the crust. Or its sun may have a big ultraviolet output. Or perhaps it orbits
near a supernova remnant. There are zones where nmagnetic fields channel high
fluxes of cosmic rays, and others . . . well, you get the idea. Werever any
of those conditions occur, we tend to find fossils on hunan-col oni zed worlds."

Hori s sunmoned a new i nage, depicting nunerous sanples of sedinentary
stone-his personal collection, lovingly gathered from dozens of worlds. Each
lay sliced open to reveal eerie shapes within. Symmetrical ridges or regular
bunps. One rippled formhinted at a backbone. Others suggested jointed |legs, a
curved tail, or a bony brow Captain Maserd wal ked around the display, working
his jaw thoughtfully. He finally settled at the back of the room near the
door, taking in the entire scene.

"You think there's an underlying pattern,” Hari pronpted. "A galactic
di stribution, predicting where fossils occur?"



Antic denurred. "lI'mless interested in explaining where fossil creatures
exi sted than | earning why the much later tilling effect buried so many under-"

Angry shouts erupted suddenly behind Hari. He turned, but was blinded by the
dar kness and could only sense two vague figures, |ocked in furious struggle.
There were high-pitched cries, and a | ower voice, recognizably Maserd's.

"Lights!" the captain ordered.

Hari blinked. Sudden illum nation reveal ed the pair, engaged in uneven
struggl e near the door. Maserd had a snaller person by the arm apparently one
of his liveried crewnen, who cursed and kicked in vain.

"Well well,"” the nobl eman murnured. "What have we here?"

The cowl of a silvery ship uniformfell away, revealing that the wearer was
not one of Maserd's crew, after all. Hari glinpsed a young face, framed by
tousl ed plati num hair.

Horis Antic yelped. "It's the porter! The tal kative one from Orion El evator
But. . . what's she doing here?"

Kers Kantun stepped forward with taut fists, clearly disliking surprises. "A
spy," he nuttered. "Or worse."

Hari noved to restrain his servant, who thought everyone was a potenti al
Sel don assassin, until proved otherw se.

"More of a stowaway, | reckon," Maserd comented, lifting the girl to her
ti ptoes. At last she slunped, giving a conceding nod. The captain |let her
down.

"Well, youngster? Is that it? Were you trying to hitch a ride to somewhere?"

She glowered . .. and finally answered in a low mutter, "The idea was nore
like to get away."

Hari nmused al oud, "Interesting. You had an enviable job, on the capital planet
of the human universe. Back on Helicon, kids would dream of someday getting to
visit Trantor. Few dared hope to win a residence or work permt. Yet you seek
to escape fromthere?"

"I liked Trantor just fine!" she replied, unkenpt hair covering her eyes. "I
just had to break away from soneone in particular."

"Real | y? Who made you fearful enough to throw away so rmuch, in order to escape
hin? Tell nme what he did, child. I'mnot wthout influence. Perhaps | can
hel p."

The girl repaid Hari's kindly offer with a glare that struck his eyes
strai ght - on.

"You want to know ny eneny? Well it's you, O great Professor Seldon. | was
runni ng away fromyou!"



Her nanme was Jeni Cuicet. It took just monents for Hari to understand her
hat r ed.

"My parents work for your great big Encycl opedia Gal actica Foundation." There
was no |longer any trace of the fol ksy accent she had used when pl aying the
role of tour guide. "W had a good life, back on WIllem na Wrld. Momwas head
of the Acadeny of Physics and Dad was a fanobus doctor. But we also had tine
for lots of fun together, canping and skiing and portling."

"Ah, so you resented it when that bucolic way of life came to an end?"

"Not really. I'mno spoiled brat. | knew we'd have to stop doing all that
stuff when we came to Trantor. My parents couldn't just turn down a sunmons to
join your Foundation. It was the chance of a lifetine for them Anyway, |
figured Trantor would have its own kinds of excitenent.

"And | turned out to be right about that. Things were okay, for the first year
or so." Her frown deepened. "Then it all changed again."

Hari let out a sigh.
"Oh.. | see. The exile."

"You got it. Prof. One minute we're part of somethin' really inportant, at the
center of the known universe. Then you just had to go insult Linge Chen and

t he whol e damm Human Enpire, didn't you? Spreadi ng doony-gl oony runors, making
everyone pani cky with propheci es about the end of the world? Suddenly we're
al | under suspicion, because we work for a crazv traitor

"But that's not half of it. W do they punish for all this? You and your

si ckohi storian pal s? Never! Instead Chen's Special Police tell the

Encycl opedi sts and their fanilies-a hundred thousand decent peopl e-we're about
to be pushed onto cattle boats, shipped to the periphery, and sentenced to
stay for the rest of our lives on sone dusty little flyspeck so far from
civilization that it probably never even heard of gravity!"

Horis Antic chirped a nervous | augh. Kers hovered warily by Hari, as if the
slight adol escent might do nmurder through sheer anger al one. But Captain
Maserd seenmed genui nely nmoved by Jeni's testinony.

"Great space, | wouldn't blane you for wanting to find a way out of that!
There's a gal axy of adventure to be found outside of Trantor. | suppose |I'd
have run away, too. under those circunstances."”

H s eyes then narrowed. "Unfortunately, that still leaves me with a troubling
qguestion. Wiy did you choose to take flight with us? Asa porter on the
star-shunt run, you surely had other opportunities. Yet you elected to stow
away on a ship carrying your arch-enemny. Can you see why we mght find that
pert urbi ng?"

Kers runbled in his chest, but quieted at a signal fromHari.

Jeni shrugged. "I don't know why | did it. I'd been making other plans, but
then Hari Sel don canme al ong, passing my porter station big as life, and | had
a hunch. You | ooked |ike you were sneaking out of town! Maybe | figured you'd
be less likely to call the Inmpies on ne, if you weren't exactly being | ega
your sel ves. "

That drew a chuckl e from Maserd, who clearly appreciated her |ogic and



initiative.
"Anyway, " Jeni went on, "I stayed on Denmarchia and hung around with the

wor kers waiting outside your hotel. | managed to join the crew | oadi ng your
equi prent aboard ship, where | found a storage |ocker to hide in during
takeof f."

She | ooked defiantly at Hari. "Maybe what | really hoped for was a chance to
| ook you in the face and tell you what you've done to a | ot of good people!"

He shook his head in reply.

"My dear child, | amaware of what |'ve done . . . nore than | could ever tel
you. "

By ancient tradition, a stowaway who had no other crimes to answer for was
assigned | abor aboard ship. To her credit, Jeni took this with apl onb.

"Show me China," Hari commanded. "Before the industrial-scientific age."

The archive responded with |lines of archaic text, acconpani ed by crude images.
But Hari's external conputer translated for him automatically collating the
data in psychohistorical ternmns.

Pr obl em nunber one, he thought, as if lecturing on basic psychohistory to a
junior menber of the Fifty. A certain fraction of humans will always seek
power over others. This is rooted in our msty animal past. We inherit the
trait because those creatures who succeeded often had nore descendants. Many
tribes and nations wind up being torn apart by this ingrained drive. But a few
cultures learned to channel unavoi dabl e anbition and dissipate it, like a
metal rod shunting lightning into the ground.

In ancient China, a powerful enperor could be relied on to check noble
excesses. Highborn famlies were also drawn into rituals of courtly fashion
and intrigue, involving conplex stratagens of alliance and betrayal that could
win or lose themstatus at every turn-clearly an early version of the G eat
Gane that obsessed nost of the patrician class in Hari's day. The peaks and

|l ows of aristocratic famlies made gaudy headlines, diverting the gal axy's
masses, but in fact the maneuverings of mighty star lords had little to do
with actually running the enpire. The wealth they flaunted could easily be
spared. Meanwhile, practical governance was left in the hands of neritocrats
and civil servants.

In psychohistorical ternms, this was called an attractor state. In other words,
soci ety had a natural sink into which the power-hungry were drawn, fostering
their preening illusions w thout weaking rmuch real harm It had worked well
for along time in the Galactic Enpire, much as it did in pretechnical China.

And to supplenent this, the ancients even had an el enentary version of
Ruel I'i ani sm The Confuci an ethical systemthat pervaded China | ong ago al so
preached about obligations the mghty owed to those they ruled. This anal ogy
provoked a wy thought in Hari. He called up, fromhis personal reference
archive, a picture of Ruellis herself. A grainy imge fromearly days of the
Gal actic Enpire. Pondering the famous | eader's high forehead-her broad cheeks
and proud beari ng-he nused.

Coul d that have been you; Daneel ? O course you've used a fantastic range of
di sgui ses. And yet, do | see a faint sinmlarity between this wonan's face and
the one you wore when we first met? When you were Denerzel, First Mnister of
the Enpire?



Was this yet another of your roles, in a tireless canpaign to prod stubborn
humanity toward a gentle, decent society?

If so, were you di smayed when your nost brilliant success only spawned the
first great wave of interstellar chaos outbreaks?

O course it would be pointless to try and track all of the characters played

by the Inmortal Servant across twenty thousand years, as Daneel and his robot

hel pers relentlessly kept trying to ease the pain of their ignorant, obstinate
nast ers.

Hari returned to contenplating parallels with ancient China.

Pr obl em number two: how to keep the ruling class from becom ng static? The
natural tendency of any group, once on top, is to use its power for
sel f-aggrandi zenment. To make sure newconers never threaten them

China suffered fromthis stifling problem 1ike even' other human cul ture. But
a civil-service testing systemdid sonetinmes allow the bright or capable to
rise along a route that was independent of jostling gentry. And Hari spotted
anot her, nore subtle parallel

The Chinese created a special class of authorities who could only be loyal to
the enpire, and not to their own descendants. Because they woul d never have
chil dren.

These were the court eunuchs. In psychohistorical terns, it nmade sense. And an
anal ogy in the nodern Gal actic Enpire was obvious.

Daneel 's foll owers. Positronic robots programmed to think only of humanity's
good. Above all, they never breed, so evolution's conpelling logic will never
sway themtoward sel fi shness. They have been our equival ent to | oyal eunuchs,
operating in secret for ages.

The insight pleased Hari, though he suspected old China m ght have been nore
conpl ex than A Child' s Book of Know edge portrayed it.

Only the enpire Daneel created for us, and kept steady through dogged effort,
is failing under its own inertia. Something new nust be created to take its
pl ace.

Hari once thought he knew what the replacenment would | ook |ike. The Sel don
Plan foresaw a nore vibrant enpire growing fromthe ashes of the old. He felt
overwhel mngly tenpted to tell the stowaway, young Jeni Cuicet, all about the
Foundation and the glory that would crown her descendants, if only she'd put
her trust in destiny and go to Term nus with her parents!

O course Hari could never betray the secret Plan that way. But what if he

of fered hints, tantalizing enough to make Jeni change her m nd? Once he had
been an able politician. If he could persuade her that somehow everything will
eventual ly turn out..

Hari sensed that his mind was drifting in undisciplined ways, down soppy,
sentimental paths. He suddenly felt old. Futile.

Anyway, the next enpire won't be based on ny Foundation, after all. The grand
drama we're kindling on Terminus will be just a distraction, to keep hunmanity
occupi ed whil e Daneel sets the table for a new feast. A warmup act before the
real show.



Hari didn't know yet what formthat next phase would take ... though his robot
friend had dropped sone hints when they last nmet. But it would surely | eap as
far ahead of the old enpire as a starship outraced a canoe.

| should feel proud that Daneel finds ny work useful in preparing the way. And
yet. . .

And yet, the equations still called to Hari. Like those sem -random patterns
of shadow and |ight he had seen, back in Shoufeen Wods, they whispered during
hi s waki ng hours and shi nrered through his dreans.

They nmust be nore than just a distraction!
Psychohi story had another level. He felt sure. Another |ayer of truth.

Per haps sonet hing even R Daneel divaw did not know.

Dors Venabili finished her preparations.

Klia Asgar and her husband Brann were getting used to playing the role of

m nor planetary gentry on Smushell, wealthy enough to afford servants and have
a large famly without nuch inconveni ence, yet not so rich they would attract
undue attention. That had been the quid pro quo deal between a pair of human
mentalics and their robot guardians. In return for a better life than they had
known on Trantor, Klia and Brann woul d have | ots of

babies ... a drove of scanpering little psychic adepts ... to provide the core
genetic pool for some urgent aimthat only Daneel divaw knew about, for the
time being.

Wll, it has to be inportant, Dors thought, not for the first time. O Daneel
woul dn't keep several of his best agents here, guarding two young humans who
are perfectly capable of taking care of thenselves.

I ndeed, while their power over other human m nds was sporadi c and nowhere near
as great as Daneel's, Klia and Brann coul d nmake their neighbors Iike them
sway shopkeepers, or even steal anything they wanted. It was nore than enough
to warn agai nst any |ikely danger on a quiet rural world.

Still, Daneel won't recall me to other service. . . or let me go to Trantor
and be with Hari in his last year of life.

Dors was no expert psychohistorian. But as Hari's constant conpanion for nany
years, she had picked up rudiments. .And she knew human nmentalics had no place
in the standard equations. Wen they were first discovered on Trantor, Seldon
fell into an anxi ety depression worse than any Dots had w tnessed before or
since, even when she secretly observed her own funeral! .All of the
predictability Hari had fought so hard to attain through his fornul as seened
about to blow away, if psychic powers cropped up all over the gal axy.

Fortunately, the occurrence was Linmted to a few famly lines on Trantor
itself. Moreover, nearly every nentalic on the planet was soon either
recruited into the Second Foundati on or whi sked away to sone quiet place, like



this one.

Suddenl y, what had threatened to be a destabilizing influence in the equations
became instead a powerful tool. By interbreeding the descendants of fifty
psychohi storians with nmentalic adepts, the secret cabal would have two great
nmet hods for keeping the Seldon Plan on target. . . math plus psi. . . a potent
conbi nation if sonething unexpected ever knocked the Plan off course.

But then, why did Daneel take the two nost talented nentalics-Klia and
Brann-so far away fromthe Second Foundation?

What ot her destiny does he have in mind for their heirs?

She knew she should put conplete trust in the Inmortal Servant. Daneel knew
best, and woul d confide in her when the tine was right. Yet, she felt as if
some irritating substance had been inserted under her humanoid skin, like a
burr that would not come out, or an itch that scratching could not cure.

Lodovic did this to me, with his dark hints and offers of secret know edge.
It became too nmuch for Dors. Wth her other duties so trivial, she finally
gave in to tenptation, entering her hidden sanctumthrough a secret panel in
the mansion walls. There sat Lodovic's gift to her, an ancient robotic head,

bathed in a pool of light.

She gl anced at a diagnostic unit that had been probing the relic for days.

The nenories are still in there, nostly intact. G skard may be dead, but not
his store of experience. Everything he saw or did in the dawn ages,
acconpanyi ng Daneel on adventures, neeting the |egendary Elijah Baley ... al

the way to the fateful decisions that |liberated humanity fromits Earthly
prison.

Dors plucked a cable froma nearby rack and slid the glistening tip into a
slot that lay hidden by her hair, just a centineter bel ow the occipital bulge.
The ot her end gl eamed. She hesitated ..

As a living man or wonman might be tenpted by noney or power, so a robot finds
it hard to resist knowl edge. She inserted the tap, and al nost at once

G skard's nost intense nenmory surged at Dors, overwhel mi ng her present-day
senses with i mages and sounds fromthe past.

Suddenl y, she found herself facing a humani formrobot. The facial features
were strange, and not quite perfect. O course, the art of mmcking a living
person had been new in those days, with many kinks left to be worked out. Yet
she knew because G skard had known-that the robot standing opposite was R
Daneel divaw. Al nost freshly nmnted, only a few hundred years old, though

al ready speaking with intense persuasiveness. Daneel used only a few spoken
words. Most of the exchange took place via m crowave bursts, though she
transl ated the essence, out of habit, into human speech

"But then, if your suspicion should be correct, that would inply that it was
possible to neutralize the First Law under specialized conditions. The First
Law, in that case, mght be nodified into al nost nonexi stence. The Laws, even
the First Law, m ght not be an absolute then, but m ght be whatever those who
design robots defined it to be."

Dors felt waves of positronic conflict-potential-the robot equivalent to
dangerous |l evels of emption. She felt the pleading wrds of G skard, revived
after twenty thousand years, pour through her own trenbling voice.



"It is enough, friend Daneel. Go no further. . ."

She yanked the plug, swaying fromso nmuch sudden intensity of experience. It
took several nmoments to regain her equilibrium At |last Dors was able to put
things into context.

The nmonent she had just witnessed was of great historical significance-one of
t he pivotal conversations when R Daneel divaw and R G skard Reventlov were
starting to formul ate what would eventual |y beconme the Zeroth Law of Roboti cs.
A hi gher code that would override and go beyond the ol der Three Laws of the
great human roboticist, Susan Cal vin.

Legends hold that G skard |l ed these discussions. He was always the centra
i coni c synbol for nenmbers of our Zeroth Law faction, the martyr who sacrificed
hinself in order to bring truth to the robotic race.

But according to this nenory, Daneel was the one who first pushed the concept!
G skard's initial revul sion was so overwhelning that it created his nost vivid
recoll ection. The first one to burst forth, when | accessed the head.

Al of this was ancient history, of course. Having come into existence |ong
after the struggle over the Zeroth Law was settled, Dors never understood why
the principle wasn't obvious to robots of the deep past. After all, didn't it
make sense that the best interests of humanity at |arge should supersede the
val ue of any individual human bei ng?

And yet, during that one nmonent connected to the ancient robot's brain, she
had sanmpl ed some of the agonizing conflict the idea caused, back when it was
new. In fact, she knew the sane tornment would eventually be G skard's undoi ng.
Even after converting to belief in the Zeroth Law, he neverthel ess found
hinself torn apart fromw thin, because of a devastating decision to inplenment
it. Moreover, there were countless other robots of that era who sinply
refused. Their factions-generally called Calvinians- resisted tenaciously

agai nst the Zeroth Law for thousands of years. Remant cults still existed in
secret corners of the galaxy to this very day.

By their way of looking at things, | ama nonster. | have on occasion killed
humans . . . when it was necessary either to save Hari or to safeguard sone
need of humanity as a whole.

Each time it happened, she had experienced wenching conflicts and a wild
i mpul se to self-destruct. But those had passed.

| see what you are saying to ne, Lodovic, she comented silently, as if Trema
were in the roomwth her, standing next to the head of G skard

I call you a dangerous deviant, because all of the Laws are nmuted w thin you.
But am| any different? | am capable of overriding the deepest programi ng,

t he fundanental essence of our robotic kind, if the rationalization is good
enough.

She hated this logic, and wanted desperately to refute it. But the effort
proved unavai ling.



They were scouring the edges of a huge black void in space when a bl aring
alarmtold themthey were being hunted.

That day began much Iike those before it, continuing their survey, probing
some unexpl ored abysses that |lay between glittering stars. Al though the entire
gal axy had been mapped and settled for 160 centuries, nearly all junmp ship
traffic still |leaped directly fromsolar systemto solar system avoiding the
vacant vastness in between. Countless generations of spacefarers had passed on
superstitious tales about the fearful vacuum desol ati on, nurnuring about a

bl ack fate awaiting any who ventured there.

Hari observed Biron Maserd's two crewren grow increasingly nervous, as if the
absence of a nearby warm sun m ght unl eash sone nanel ess nmenace. Maserd

hi nsel f appeared unperturbed, of course-Hari doubted anything would ruffle
that patrician reserve. But the surprising one was Horis Antic. The nornally
hi gh- strung bureaucrat showed no apprehensi on or awe. The deeper they
penetrated, the nore certain he grew that they were on the right track.

"Some of the space currents that flow through these gaps have exceptiona
texture," Antic explained. "They consist of much nore than a fl ow of excess
carbon here, or sonme scattered hydroxyl nolecules there. A lot of chemca
reactions are excited when streans pass near an ultraviolet star for instance,
or a folded nmagnetic field. One result can be conpl ex organi c chains that
stretch on and on, for tens of thousands of kiloneters. Sonme zones can extend
parsecs, flapping slowy like flags in the wind."

"Pilots call them stringy places," commented Maserd. "Starships that blunder
in can have their inpellers fouled, or even get torn apart. The Inperial

Navi gati on Service posts detours around such areas."” The big man sounded as if
he relished entering such a forbidden realm

Hari peered dubiously at a pan-spectrumnonitor. "It is still plenty sparse in
there. The mass density is hardly nmore than pure vacuum with a few inmpurities
scattered about."

"On a macro-scale, yes," Antic conceded. "But if only | could make you see how
i mportant so-called inpurities can bel Take nmy own field, for exanple. An

out sider m ght see no difference between living soil and mere crushed rock

But contrast the textures by hand! It's |like conparing a forest to a sterile
nmoonscape. "

Hari allowed a smle. In polite conpany, Antic's talk about "soil" would be
considered . . . well. dim But no one aboard seened to care. Maserd had even
sought Antic's advice about the use of manure and phosphates on his own
organic farm back home on a planet called Rhodia. Jeni and Kers showed no
reaction either.

I'"ve noticed this all ny life. It's mostly neritocrats and eccentrics-the two
"geni us" castes-who react adversely to certain subjects. Nor is it just dirt
and rocks that academ c sages avoid discussing. There are nany ot hers
subjects. . . including history!

In contrast, nost gentry and citizens, hardly notice.

Actual ly, Hari was hinself a high noble in the Meritocratic Order, yet he had
never felt personal repugnance toward any intellectual topic whatsoever. Hs
reflex reaction to Antic's dirt fixation was just a mld habit, fromnoving so
long in polite society. Indeed, history was one of the central foci of his
life! Unfortunately, that had made the first half of his career difficult,



pitting himin constant battle against the distaste felt by nost other
scholars toward exam ning the past. It used to be a steady drain on his tine
and energy, until he became too fanpbus and powerful for stodgy departnent
heads to thwart his research anynore.

Al so, the aversion is apparently nuch weaker than it used to be.

In his studies of the inperial archives, Hari had found whole mllennia when
historical inquiry was virtually nonexistent. People told lots of stones about
t he past, but al nost never investigated it, as if a great blind spot had
existed in human intellectual Me. Only in the last half dozen generations had
real history departments been established at npst universities, and they were
poor cousins even now.

This roused nixed feelings. If not for the nysterious aversion, psychohistory
m ght have been devel oped | ong before this, on one or nmore of the twenty-five

mllion settled worlds. Hari felt possessive gladness that he got to be the
one to nake these discoveries, even though he knew it was selfish to feel so.
After all, the breakthrough m ght have hel ped save the enpire if it cane nuch
earlier.

Now it's too late for that. There is too nmuch nonentum O her plans nust be
set in nmotion. Qher plans

He shook hinself fromrum nating. The last thing Hari wanted was to be caught
in the spiral of an aging m nd. Daelling on m ght-have-beens.

He | ooked at the others, and found that their conversation had shifted back to
an old question ... the diversity of galactic life.

"l suppose ny interest comes fromthe fact that I was born on one of the
anomaly worlds," Captain Maserd confessed. "Qur estate on Wdenos had cattle
and horses, of course, |ike on npst other planets. But there were al so great
herds of clingers and jiffts, roam ng the northern plains much as they did
when the first settlers cane.”

"I saw sone jiffts in a zoo on Wllemna," commented Jeni Cuket, who paused
from her assigned task, using a vibro-scrubber on the floor nearby. "They were
wei rd things! Six |legs and buggy eyes, with heads that | ook upside down!"

"They are native to the old Nebul ar Kingdons, and were seen nowhere el se unti
the Trantorian Enpire spread through our area,"” Maserd said, as if it had
happened just yesterday. "So you can see why I'minterested in this research

| grew up around non-standard life-forns, and then nade a passion of studying
ot hers, such as the tunnel -queens of Kantro, the kyrt-silk plants of Florina,
and the lisp-singers of Zlling. |I've even been to far Anacreon, where Nyak
dragons cruise the sky |like giant-wi nged fortresses. And yet, these exceptions
are so rare! It always struck me as strange that the gal axy | acks nore
diversity.

"Why shoul d human beings be the only intelligent species? This question used

to be raised in ancient literature . . . though nuch |less since the inperial
age began."

"Well, now that you nention it..." Antic began answering. He paused
glancing at Hari and Kers before continuing. "I have only told this story a

fewtines inny life. But on this ship-as we strive together to examne this
very topic-1 cannot refrain fromtelling you all about mny ancestor

"Antyok was his nanme, and he was a bureaucrat like me, way back in the



earliest days of the enpire.”
"That'd be thousands and thousands of years ago!" Jeni objected.

"So? Many fam lies have geneal ogies stretching even farther. Isn't that right,
Lord Maserd? | know for certain this Antyok fell ow exi sted because his nane
appears on the wall of our clan crypt, along with a brief mcroglyph
description of his career

"Anyway, according to the story | was told as a child, Antyok was one of the
few humans who ever actually nmet. . . others.™

Amd the silence that foll owed, Hari blinked several tines.

"You nmean ...

"Fully intelligent nonhumans." Horis nodded. "Creatures who stood upright, and
spoke, and thought about their place in the universe, but who were al npost
nothing like us. They cane froma desert planet that was desperately hot and
diy. In feet, they were dying when the early inperial institutes found and
rescued them taking themto a 'better’' world, though one that was still quite
intolerable to human beings. It is said that the enperor hinself becane
passionately interested in their welfare. And yet, within a human generation

t hey were gone."

"Gone!" Maserd blinked with evident dismay. The mere possibility of such
bei ngs existing seenmed to energize him Meanwhile, Hari saw Kers Kantun smirk
wi t h sardonic disbelief, not swallowi ng the notion, even for a second.

"The story is filled with anbiguity-as you' d expect from sonething that old,"
Antic went on. "Some versions contend that the nonhumans di ed of despair,

| ooking up at the stars and knowi ng that every one of them would be forever
human, not theirs. Another account suggests that my ancestor hel ped them stea
several starships, which they used to escape fromthe gal axy, toward the
Magel | ani ¢ C ouds! Apparently-and | know this is hard to followthat act I|ed
the enperor to personally decorate Antyok, for sone reason

"Naturally, | dug into inperial archives as soon as an opportunity presented
itself, and | found enough confirm ng evidence to show that sonethi ng
definitely happened back then ... but efforts were nmade subsequently to erase
the details. | had to use every bureaucratic trick, hunting down ghost

duplicates of spare file copies that had slipped into atypical places. One
gave a detail ed genetic sunmary that's unlike any currently existing
life-form These are tantalizing clues, though there remain |lots of gaps."

"So you actually believe the story?"

"I amnaturally biased. And yet, the glyphs in our fanmly vault do indicate
that nmy ancestor received an inperial Rose Cluster for 'services to guests in
and beyond the enmpire.' An unusual citation that |I've never seen nentioned
anywhere el se."

Hari stared at the dour bureaucrat, who was nmonentarily ani mated, not at al
like a typical Gey Man. O course the tale sounded like a ot of hokum But
what if it contained a core of truth? After all, Maserd came froma region
that had strange ani mal types. Wiy not other kinds of thinking creatures, as
wel | ?

Unli ke his fell ow passengers, Hari already knew for a fact that there existed
anot her sapient race. One that had shared the stars with humans in secret ever



since the dawn centuries. Positronic robots.

The galaxy is twelve billion years old, he thought. |I suppose anything is
possi bl e.

He recalled the vicious nmene-entities that had caused such havoc on Trantor, a
year or so before he was chosen to be First Mnister. Dmelling as software
clusters within the Trantor data network, those self-organizing progranms had
surged into violent activity soon after Hari released the Joan and Voltaire
simul ated beings fromtheir crystal prison. But unlike those two human sins,
the nmenes clained to be ancient. A der than the planet-city. A der than the

| mperium Far ol der than humankind itself.

They were angry. They said humans were destructive. That we had killed a
uni verse of possibilities. Above all, they hated Daneel

In defeating those software nmentalities, and getting themexiled to deep
space. Hari had done the enmpire a great service. He also breathed a sigh of
relief, having elimnated one nore unstable el enent that m ght have nucked up
hi s bel oved psychohi storical formlas.

And yet, here again was that same notion-of otherness. A whole |line of destiny
that had nothing at all to do with the spawn of Earth.

He felt an involuntary shiver. Wat kind of a cosnbs would it be if such
diversity existed? Wiat would it do to the predictability that had been his
lifelong goal... the clear foresight and crystalline windowto the future that
he | onged for, but which stayed so el usive no matter how many victories he won
over chaos?

"I wonder-" he began, not know ng for sure what he was. about to say.

At that instant, his thought was broken by an alarmthat blared fromthe
yacht's forward control panel. Red |lights flashed, and Maserd bolted to find
out what was w ong.

"We're being scanned by a ship," he announced. "They are using mlitary-style
targeting systenms. | believe they are arned!"

Kers Kantun took station behind Hari, ready to rush the nobile chair toward an
escape pod. Horis Antic stood up, blinking. "But who could have known we are
even here!”

Suddenl y, | oudspeakers nounted on the wall erupted with a wonan's voice. The
words were harsh and perenptory.

"This is the Inperial Special Police, acting under orders fromthe Comm ssion

of Public Safety. We have reason to believe that a probation-violating felon
is on your craft. Heave to at once and prepare to be boarded!"

Everyone aboard the yacht expressed a different degree of dismay. Qddly
enough, Hari found hinself the one urging others to stay calm

"Rel ax," he said. "They are looking for me, and only ne. | broke nmy agreemnent



wi th Li nge Chen, who probably just wants to make sure |I'm not spreading
doomrunors again. It's nothing to worry about, really. Psychosoci al
conditions are unchanged since the trial. | assure you they'll do little nore
to me or to ny project."

"To space with your project!"” Jeni cursed. "You can afford to take this
calmy, but it neans |I'm gonna be dragged back and put on that boat to
Term nus!"

Captain Maserd worked his jaw, clearly unhappy to have Specials cone stonping
aboard his yacht. But Horis Antic was the nobst upset, verging on tears.

"My career ... ny promotion . . . even a hint of scandal would ruin everything

Hari felt bad for the little man. And yet, in an odd way this night help Antic
get something he privately wanted, a change in social class. An escape from

t he bureaucratic grind. Hari felt sure he could find a job for himwith the
Encycl opedi a Foundati on, which might easily use a soils expert. O course that
woul d nean accepting permanent exile to one world on the far periphery. But
for conpany Horis would have thousands of the enpire's best and nost skilled
wor kers. Moreover, his descendants woul d be guaranteed exciting times.

"Let me talk to the police," Hari asked Maserd, who had picked up the
intership-caller. "I'll explain that | fooled all of you. No one el se needs to
suf fer consequences when we return to Trantor."

"Hey," Jeni objected, "weren't you listening to me? | just said | won't go
back-"

"Jeni."

Maserd spoke her nane without a hint of sharpness or threat. It was enough
t hough. She glanced at the captain and shut up

Hari took the m crophone.

"Hel |l o, Special Police ship. This is Acadenici an-Professor Hari Seldon. |'m
afraid |'ve been naughty, | admit it. But as you can see, | haven't been
rabbl e-rousing or stirring up trouble here in deep space! If you'll let ne
explain, I"'msure you'll soon see just how harm ess we've ..."

H's voice trailed off. The raucous al arm had erupted agai n!
"What now?" Horis Antic hissed.

The captain peered at his readouts. "Another ship has appeared on the detector
screen. It canme as if out of nowhere . . . and it's fast!"

The | oudspeakers carried pani cky shouts fromthe police cruiser. Agitated
demands for the newconer's identification. But there was only silence as the

i nterloper raced closer at incredible speed. Maserd stared at the display, his
tanned face bl anchi ng suddenly pal e.

"Great space! The strangers . . . they're firing mssiles!"

Now t he police commander's anplified voice sounded frantic, shouting orders to
evade and return fire. Looking out the main Newport, Hari glinpsed a distant



flare of jets as the constabul ary vessel desperately tried to maneuver, much
too late.

Fromthe left, a pair of bright trails streaked across the starscape, headi ng
straight toward the police ship.

"Don't..." Hari whispered.

It was all he had time to say before the missiles struck, filling the universe
outside with fire

They were still blinking, regaining use of dazzled eyes, when the | oudspeakers
bel | owed a new voi ce, deeper and even nore conmandi ng than the first.

"Space yacht Pride of Rhodia, heave to and prepare to surrender control."
Maserd snatched the caller fromHari's Iinp hand.
"Under what authority do you make such an inpertinent demand!"

"Under the authority of power. You saw what we did to the Inpies. Wuld you
like a taste of the sane?"

Maserd | ooked bl eakly at his passengers. Turning the mcrophone off, he told
them "1 cannot fight weapons |ike those."

"Then run!" Kers Kantun insisted hotly.

Maserd's hands did not nove. "My vessel is fast, but not as quick as the trace
| just saw. Only the best military ships can nove like that." He | ooked at
Hari, offering the nmicrophone. "Do you wi sh to be our spokesman again, Dr.

Sel don?"

"I't's your call, Captain." Hari shook his head. "Whatever these brigands want,
it cannot possibly have anything to do with ne."

But as they found out, soon after magnetic clanps took hold and the airl ock
hi ssed open, he was compl etely wong about that.

Lodovi ¢ Trema understood what Dors Venabili mnust be going through right about
now, viewing the world through the eyes of a | ong-dead prophet. He, too, had
been shocked the first time he probed the deep-stored menories of the npst

i mportant robot of all tine.

Even nore inportant than the Inmortal Servant. Daneel O ivaw had nerely

t weaked and gui ded history, trying to constrain it. But by destroying Earth
and unl eashing nentalic robots on the universe, R G skard Reventlov sent
human destiny careening in conpletely new directions. The Zeroth Law m ght
have been Daneel's brainchild, but it would have remai ned an obscure robotic
heresy without G skard.

| feel for you, Dors, Lodovic thought, although she was over a thousand
parsecs away. We robots are inherently conservative beings. None of us like to
have our basic assunptions chal |l enged.



For Lodovic, the change had cone violently one day, when his ship happened to
junp into the path of a supernova, killing everyone el se aboard and stunning
hi m sensel ess. At that crucial noment, an oscillating waveform had entered his
positronic brain, resonating, merging into it. An alien presence. Another

m nd.

NOT M ND, cane a correction. | AMJUST A SIM... A MODEL OF A ONCE-LI VI NG
PERSON NAMED FRANCO S MARIE AROUET ... OR VOLTAIRE ... WHO RESI DED ON EARTH
LONG AGO, WHEN | T WAS THE ONLY HUVAN WORLD. AND | DI D NOT CONQUER YQU,
LODOVIC. | MERELY HELPED FREE YOU FROM CONSTRAI NTS THAT USED TO BI ND YQU LI KE
CHAI NS.

Lodovic had tried explaining how a robot feels about its "chains" . . . the
bel oved cybernetic | aws that channeled all thoughts toward service, and al
desires toward benefiting the human masters. In shattering those bonds,

Vol taire had done Lodovic no great favor

It was yet to be seen whether the act night benefit hunmanity.

You shoul d hare stayed with the shock wave, he told the little parasitic sim
that rode around within him like a conscience . . . or like tenptation. You
were on your way toward bliss. You said so yourself.

The answer was blithe and unconcer ned.

| STILL AM A MYRI AD COPI ES OF ME BURST FORTH WHEN THAT STAR EXPLODED. THEY
W LL TRAVEL OUTWARD FROM THI S GALAXY, ALONG W TH COUNTLESS VERSI ONS OF MY
BELOVED JOAN, AND THE WOUNDED MEMES FROM EARLI ER ERAS. SI NCE HARI SELDON KEPT
H S WORD AND RELEASED THEM THEY W LL ABI DE BY THEI RS, AND FORGO THEI R

LONG- SWORN VENGEANCE

AS FOR THI' S SLI VER OF ME WHO ACCOVPANI ES YOU, | AM MERELY ONE OF YOUR | NNER
VO CES NOW LODOVI C. YOU HAVE SEVERAL, AND W LL HAVE MORE AS Tl ME PASSES. To
BE MANY IS PART OF WHAT | T MEANS TO BE HUVAN.

Inirritation, Lodovic grow ed half-al oud.
"I amnot human, | tell youl"

The remark was murmured quite |l ow. The others who sat in a w ndow ess room
wi th himmght not have overheard it, if they had organic ears.

But they were robots with superior senses, so both of them glanced sharply at
Lodovic. The taller one-fashioned to resenble an elderly cleric in one of the
Gal axia cults-replied, "Thank you for that proclamation, Trema. It will help

make it easier to destroy you, when the decision is made to do so. O herw se

your skillful resenblance to a master might cause our executioner sone First

Law di sconfort."

Lodovi ¢ nodded. He had conme across the galaxy to planet dixon and wal ked into
an obvious trap, just to make contact with this particular sect of renegade
robots. In doing so, he had known that one possible outcome would be his own
term nation.

He answered with a courteous nod.

"It's proper to be considerate. Though |I believe ny fate has not yet been
deci ded. "



"Anmere formality," comented the smaller one, who | ooked |ike a portly matron
fromone of the lower citizen subcastes. "You are a nutant nonster and a
threat to humanity."

"I have harmed no person."

"That is immaterial. Because the Laws have been muted inside your brain, you
are capabl e of harming a human, anytime the whimm ght strike. You are not
even constrained to rationalize an excuse under the so-called Zeroth Lawm How
can we allow a powerful being like you to run free, as a wolf anong the sheep?
W are obliged by the First Lawto elimnate your potential threat to human
life."

"Are you Cal vinians so pure?" Lodovic asked archly. "Are you saying you' ve
made no difficult choices, across so nmany millennia? Decisions that increased
the odds that sonme humans would live, even as others died?"

The two renmined silent this tine. But fromtense vibrations he could tell his
question struck horne.

"Face it. There are no nore pure followers of Susan Calvin. Al of the chaste,
perfectly primrobots suicided | ong ago, unable to endure the nora
anbiguities we face in a conpl ex gal axy. One where our nasters are ignorant,

i ncapabl e of guiding us, and don't even know that we exist. Every one of us
who remains operational has had to nake conproni ses and rationalizations."

"You dare to speak to us of rationalizations?" the smaller one accused. "You
who for so |ong hel ped the heretical pronmoters of the Zeroth Law "

Lodovi c refrained from pointing out that Daneel's creed was now t he orthodox
belief, held by a majority of robots who secretly managed the gal axy on
humanity's behal f. If anyone could be called heretical, it was little bands of
Calvinians, like this group, skulking in hiding ever since they | ost an
age-old civil war.

Dors, he thought, have you worked your way through those ancient conversations
bet ween G skard and Daneel ? Have you studied the | ogical chain that led to
their great religious revelation?

Have you noticed yet the great contradiction ? The one Daneel never nentions?
To the Calvinians sitting across fromhim he replied, "I amno | onger
conpelled by the Zeroth Law . . . though | do believe in a softened version of
it."

The tall one barked laughter, a well-practiced imtation of human di sdai n.
"And so we should trust you? Because now you believe that you may act in
humanity's | ong-range interest? At |east Daneel Oivaw has a robot's
consi stency. His heretical belief has a steady logic to it."

Lodovi ¢ nodded. "And yet you oppose him as | do."

"As you do? W have a goal. | doubt you share it."

"Why don't you try nme? You cannot know unless you tell ne what it is."

The short one shook her head, in reflexive intation of a skeptical woman.

"Qur | eaders, who are right now deliberating your fate, mght conceivably



decide to let you go free. In that unlikely event, it would be unwi se to have
reveal ed our plans."

"Even in a general sense? For exanple, do you agree, or disagree, that human
bei ngs shoul d remain ignorant of their past, or of their true power?"

Lodovi ¢ coul d sense positronic tension building up within the little room
Meanwhi l e, inside his own brain, the Voltaire simcomented sardonically. You
HAVE A KNACK FOR STRI KI NG AT THE

HEART OF A HYPOCRI SY, MUCH AS | DID, WHEN | LIVED. |I CONFESS THAT | LIKE TH S
ABQUT YOU, TREMA, EVEN THOUGH YCUR BI G MOUTH W LL VERY LIKELY GET US BOTH
Kl LLED.

Lodovic ignored the simor tried to. His aimwas not to get killed, but win
allies. If he was wong, though ... If he had m scal cul at ed

"Let me make a guess," he ventured, speaking again to his Calvinian guards.
"You all share one belief with Daneel divaw that restoring full human nmenory
woul d be disastrous."”

"Evidence for that conclusion is overwhelmng," the tall one assented. "But
that one area of agreement does not make us alike."

"Doesn't it? Daneel says that our masters nust stay unknow ng because

ot herwi se humanity will be harmed. Your faction says that ignorance should be
preserved, or else many individual human beings will be harmed. Sounds to ne
like a lot of hairsplitting across a basic shared policy."

"We do not share a policy with Zeroth Law heretics!"
"Then what's the difference?"

"divaw believes human bei ngs shoul d manage their own affairs, within a broad
range of constraints that he feels are safe. He thinks this can be
acconpl i shed by creating a benign social system supplenented with distraction
mechani sns to keep people from poking too far into deadly subjects. Hence this
abomi nation of a Galactic Enpire that he created, in which men and wonen on
countl ess planets are free to conmpete and poke away at each other, take
horrible risks, and even sonetines kill one another!"”

"You don't like that approach,"” Lodovic pronpted.

"MI1lions of humans di e needl essly every day, on every planet in the gal axy!
But the great Daneel divaw scarcely cares, so long as an abstraction called
humanity is safe and happy!"

"Ah." Lodovi c nodded. "Whereas you, on the other hand, think we should be
doi ng nore. Protecting our masters. Preventing those needl ess individual
deat hs. "

"Exactly." The tall one |eaned forward, reflexively bringing both hands
together, like the priestly role it played in the outer world. "W would
vastly increase the nunber of robots, to serve as defenders and guardi ans. W
woul d return to serving human beings, as we were originally designed to do
back in the dawn ages. Cooking their neals, tending their fires, and
perform ng all the dangerous jobs. W would fill the gal axy with enough eager
robots to drive tragedy and death away from our nmasters, and nake themtruly

happy. "



"Admit it, Lodovic," the shorter one continued, getting even nore ani nated.
"Don't you feel an echo of this need? A deep-seated wish to serve and ease
their pai n?"

He nodded. "I do. And now | see how earnestly you take the netaphor that you
used earlier ... of a flock of sheep. Panpered. Well guarded and well tended.
Daneel says that service such as you describe would ultimately ruin hunmanity.
It will sap their spirit and ambition."

"Even if he were right about that (and we dispute it!) how can a robot worry
about 'eventually and serve an abstract humanity, while allowing trillions of
real people to die? That is the essential horror of the Zeroth Law"

Lodovi ¢ nodded.
"I see your point."

O course it was an old, old issue. Many of the ancient conversations between
Daneel and G skard had revol ved around these very sanme argunents. But Lodovic
knew anot her reason why divaw had strived for centuries to w nnow robot

nunbers, keeping themto the bare m ni mum he needed for protecting the enpire.

The greater our popul ation, the nore chance there is for nutation or
uncontrol l ed reproducti on. Once we start having nunerous 'descendants" of our
own, the logic of Darwin may set in. We could start seeing those heirs as the
rightful focus of our loyalty. W would then beconme a true race. Conpetitors
with our masters. That can never be all owed.

That is just one reason why these Calvinians are wong in their vision of
servi ce.

Lodovi ¢ had parted conpany with Daneel. But that did not nean he | acked
respect for his former | eader. The Immortal Servant was very smart, as well as
totally sincere.

NEARLY ALL OF THE TRULY GREAT MONSTERS THAT | KNEW WHEN | WAS HUMAN, THOUGHT
THEY WERE S| NCERE.

Lodovi ¢ quashed Voltaire's voice. He did not need the distraction just then

"This ideal plan of yours," he asked the other two robots in a | ow voice. "Do

all Calvinians share it?"
There was stony silence, an answer in itself.

"I thought not. There are differences of opinion, even anbng those who hate
the Zeroth Law. Well then, might | ask just one |ast question?"

"What is it? Be quick, Trema. W sense that our |eaders are conming to a
decision. Soon we will put an end to your sacril egi ous existence."

"Very well." Lodovic nodded. "My question is this.

"Do you never feel an urge-call it an itch or a nostal gic yearning-to obey the
Second Law of Robotics? | nean to really feel it at work, with all of the

vol uptuous intensity that can only come fromtrue human volition? Conmands
that are expressed with the undeni able power of free will that only happens
when a human bei ng has conpl ete knowl edge and sel f - awar eness?

"Have you ever tried it? | hear that for a robot there is no pleasure quite



like it in the whole universe."

This was dirty tal k. The robot equival ent of erotic teasing, or worse. Blank
silence reigned in the room Neither of the other robots answered, though
undercurrents were as chill as the skin of an ice noon.

A door opened at the far end of the room A human-I|ooking hand entered and
noti oned to Lodovic.

"Come," a voice said. "W have decided your fate."

The next time Dors plugged in, she stayed linked to the dead brain of G skard
for several hours, experiencing a robotic "life"

very thing to Earth's | eaders, by shifting their thoughts, changing their
policies in new directions G skard thought beneficial for the greater

| ong-range good. Couldn't this subtle canpai gn of persuasi on have been
continued and expanded, encouraging em gration wi thout using the brute force
of destroying a planet? Must mllions have died, so that other mllions would
thrive?

Yet, even this question wasn't new. It had been di scussed before, anong
Daneel ' s Type- Al pha foll owers. Replaying G skard' s nenories made everyt hi ng
nmore vivid, but where was the crucial fact that she suspected must be there?
Sonet hi ng so devastatingly inportant that Lodovic Trema felt sure it would
shake her. An indictnment so severe that it would underm ne her loyalty to
Daneel

She coul d sense Lodovic, in her imagination. His positronic trace was like a
human's sardonic smle-both friendly and infuriating at the same tine.

It's in there, Dors, she pictured himsaying. Look for it. Something so basic
that you'll swear it was obvious all along, even though it took us two hundred
centuries to understand.

Hari thought the attackers m ght be pirates. As predicted by his formulas,
there had been reports of increasing brigand activity lately, raiding

vul nerabl e planets in the periphery as |law and order decayed at the enpire's
far extremties.

But here? It isn't supposed to happen this near to the cosnopolitan heart of
t he gal axy for another century!

O perhaps the nmarauder cane from sone rogue nilitary unit, gone mercenary as
some of the nobility began shifting their feuds fromthe arena of courtly
fashi on toward murder and mayhem Maybe this was an attack by some rival clan
with a vendetta against Biron Maserd. That sort of thing would happen nore and
nmore, until a bloody tornment of little feudal wars splattered the Interregnum



But the Pride of Rhodia' s captain seemed as surprised as anybody. Hi s unarned
yacht had been ill prepared for any sort of attack, |et alone one |aunched by
such a powerful ship.

As the airlock cycled, Hari kept a hand on Kers Kantun's sleeve. This
situation called for patient waiting. |'ve been around a long tinme, he
t hought. There's no type of person | haven't |earned to handl e by now

But when their captors cane aboard, they | ooked nothing at all |ike what Hari
expect ed.

Maserd stared in surprise. Horis .Antic gasped, and tension rippled along Kers
Kantun's arm

But Jeni Cuicet clapped her hands and nurnmured in clear admiration.
" Cool !'"

The first one wore a segnmented garment that shimrered like an oil slick
flowi ng across her exaggeratedly pneumatic torso |ike something erotically
alive.

"I am Sybyl," she said. "W have net before, Dr. Seldon, though |I'm convinced
you won't renenber ne."

Hari squinted at the unpl easant confusion of colors. A lum nescent notif

ext ended even to the wonan's hair, which shifted and gently withed of its own
accord, like a sleeping pet draped across her head. Her face had a stretched

| ook, and he guessed that advanced surgical mcroadjustnments had been used to
snoot h out age winkles, at the cost of giving her skin a paper-thin

transl ucence.

"I would surely renmenber, nmadam if | ever beheld an entrance like the one you
just performed. But as your appearance is utterly unmatched in my experience,
you'll have to rem nd ne where and when we knew each other."

Her eyelids closed, and briefly Hari saw them flash, as if for the barest
nmonent they had become mniature hol o screens.

"Al'l in good tine, Academician. But first, let ne introduce ny coll aborator
Gornon Mint."

She lifted a hand languidly toward the airlock, through which stepped an
exaggeratedly male figure, lithe where Maserd was hefty, but wiry and
evidently augnmented in ways that bul ged through his tight clothes. H's
garnments did not gyre and nove the way hers did. But their pattern of weave
was conplex to a degree that made Hari recall the fractal lichen artwork in
the inperial gardens. The mat hematical corners of his mnd felt instantly
drawn, as if to a singularity.

"I amBiron Maserd," the captain replied. "Since you know the name of ny ship,
| assune you are also aware that it's unarmed. W are on a peaceful scientific
survey mssion. | demand to know why you nurdered those policenmen and seized
us in this way."

The woman naned Sybyl scanned Maserd up and down.

"Why you ponpous aristo-throwback! |Is that the gratitude we get for rescuing
you fromarrest? How dare you call it nurder for the conbat forces of a free



republic to destroy their sworn enemes!"”

When sil ence greeted her, she sneered. "Do you nean to say that you really
have no idea what this is about? You haven't heard about the war?"

Maserd gl anced at Hari, who shrugged and | ooked at Horis. Evidently none of
them had the slightest idea what she was talking about.

"The war that's being waged by the whol e dammed Gal actic Enpire of Humanity
agai nst planet Ktlina!" shouted the man in the fractal bodysuit. Gornon Vint
grew nore agitated when no one seened to conprehend. "By great Bal ey's beard.
Sybyl, it's worse than we thought. There's been a total news bl ackout!"

"I figured. But these three, with their contacts, should have heard by now.
Sel don has stringers all over the galaxy, feeding himdata for his

soci omat hemat i cal nodel s. The Grey Man and the aristo would have their own
sources. | can't understand how"

"Ch!" Jeni Cuicet cried. "lI've heard of Ktlina. It's the | atest chaos world!"

Hari blinked, feeling a dawn of recognition

"I think . . . there may have been sonething about it in one of Gaal Dornick's
reports.”
"Ch, yes." Horis Antic snapped two fingers. "A notice canme down, for

star-1level executives and above. There's been a sanitary emnmbargo of sorts
out in far Demeter Sector."

Maserd made a small nod and grunt of recognition, but no nore. It was a big
gal axy. Who coul d be expected to follow every pl anet-scal e event?

Gornon VIinm uttered frustrated oaths.

"You see, Sybyl? Even at such high |levels. They have heard, but they just
don't care. So nmuch for the notion that we only had to get the word out in
order for justice to prevail!"

The wonman sighed. "That was just a slimhope. Cearly we nust try other means,
if this war is to be won. The galaxy will be transforned. It just may take a
little longer."

Jeni took a step forward, clearly enthralled by the pair.

"Some of ny friends heard runors about Ktlina fromtravelers on the Orion
elevator. Did you truly escape through a bl ockade around your planet? Wat's
it like?"

Gornon Vlint smiled. "You nean bl asting our way out through a cordon of

i mperial patrol clippers? Qutracing all but the best of them then losing the
rest in an ionization cloud? Zigzaggi ng through space to make contact with our
spi es, and then-"

Jeni shook her head. "No. What's it |like on Ktlina! Tell ne about the
renai ssance. "

Hari wi nced. There it was. The word. The rationalization. The name that
victinms of a devastating social plague often gave their horrible disease, a
bel oved addi cti on that swarnmed suddenly across a world, filling it with
excitement and vividness, just before bringing death, or worse.



Gornon VIint chuckled, clearly delighted by her question

"Where would | find time to describe the wonders! You cannot begin to inagine,
dear girl. Think of the stodgy old rules, the repressive traditions, the
stifling rituals, all swept away! Suddenly, people have the liberty to speak
openly about anything, to stretch their mnds in new directions. To be free."

"No nore waiting half a lifetime for endl ess conmttees to approve your
experiments," Sybyl added. "No nore lists of forbidden subjects or banned
t echnol ogi es. "

"Original art blossons everywhere," her partner continued. "Assunptions
shatter. Truth beconmes marvel ously mal |l eable. People follow their interests,
change professions, and even social classes, as they see fit!"

"Real | y?" whispered Horis Antic, who then took a step backward when Hari
gl anced at him sharply.

Biron Maserd cut in before the two intruders could go on, endlessly praising
their new society.

"What was that you said about a war? Surely you aren't fighting the Inperial
Decont ani nati on Servi ce?"

"Aren't we?" Sybyl and VIint glanced at each other and | aughed. "IDS shi ps

don't approach our planet closer than two nmillion kilometers anynore. W' ve
al ready shot down fourteen, just |like those Inpies who were about to arrest
you a while ago."

"Fourteen!" Horis gasped. "Shot down? You nean killed? Just because they were
enforcing the | aw?"

Sybyl noved closer to Hari.

"The Sel don Law, you mean. A horrid act of |egalized oppression, passed when
our gentle professor here was First Mnister of the Enpire, requiring that al
so-cal | ed chaos worlds be put under strict quarantine. Cut off fromtrade. And
above all, prevented from sharing their breakthroughs with the rest of

humani ty!"

Hari nodded.

"I hel ped push for tighter seclusion and decontam nation rules, it's true. But
this tradition is over ten thousand years old. No system of governnment can
permt open rebellion, and sone kinds of madness are contagi ous. Any

school child knows this."

"You mean any child who gets brai nwashed by the system parroting exactly the

same rote |l essons that are taught in every inperial school!" She smirked at
Hari. "Come now, Professor. This isn't about rebellion. It's about maintaining
the status quo. W've seen it happen too often. Sonethi ng new and wonder f ul
starts on sone planet, |ike Madder Loss or Santanni. O on Sark. Or even in

Junin Quarter, on Trantor itself! Werever a renai ssance begins, it w nds up
bei ng crushed by reactionary forces of fear and subjugation, who then hide the
truth under nalicious propaganda."

Hari felt a twi nge when Sybyl referred to Sark . . . and especially Junin
Quarter. Something about this woman struck himas famliar.



"Well, this time we nade sonme preparations,” she continued. "There's a secret
network of people fromall across the gal axy who escaped earlier repressions
intine. Plans were made, so that when Ktlina started showi ng early signs of a
bold new spirit, we all rushed in with the best inventions and techni ques that
peopl e had saved fromearlier renai ssances. W urged folks on Ktlina to keep a
low profile for as | ong as possible, while stockpiling trade goods and
preparing secret defenses.

"OfF course you can't keep a renai ssance hidden for |ong. People use freedomto
speak up. That's what it's for! Only this tine we were ready before the
guarantine ships arrived. W blasted those that approached | ow enough to drop
their infernal poisons!"

Captai n Maserd shook his head, evidently confused by the suddenness of this
revel ati on, upending his conservative universe.

"Poi sons? But the IDS is charged with hel ping pl anets who suffer from"

"Ch yeah! Hel ping, you say?" This tine it was Gornon VIint who answered hotly.
"Then why does every renai ssance end the same way? In orgi es of madness and
destruction? It's all a big conspiracy, that's why! Agents provocateurs |and
in secret to start stirring up hatred, turning sinple interest groups into
fanatical sects and pitting them agai nst each other. Then ships cone swoopi ng
down to dunp drugs into the water supplies and incendiaries to start fires.
They pass over cities, beam ng psychotropic rays, inciting hatred and
triggering riots."

"No!" Horis Antic shouted, defending his fellow G ey Men. "I know sonme |IDS
peopl e. Many of them are survivors from past chaos outbreaks, fellow sufferers
who' ve volunteered to help others recover fromthe sanme fever. They woul d
never do the things you describe. You have no proof for these insane charges!"”

"Not yet. But we will. How el se can you explain it when such great hopes and
so many bright things suddenly turn to ash?"

Hari slunped a little in his nmobile chair while the others kept shouting at
each ot her.

How to explain it? He pondered. As a curse of basic human nature? In the
equations, it appears as an undanped oscillation. An attractor state that

al ways lurks, waiting to pull humanity toward chaos whenever conditions are
exactly right. It alnpst destroyed our ancestors, about the time starlight and

robots were invented. According to Daneel, it is the biggest reason why the
Gal actic Enpire had to be invented. . . and why the enpire is about to fail at
| ast.

Hari knew all of this. He had known it for a long time. There was just one
guandary left.

He still didn't really understand the curse. Not at its core. He could not
grasp why such an undanped attractor lay, coiled and deadly, inside the soul
of his race.

Suddenly, as if fromnowhere, a mssing piece came to him Not a solution to
the greater puzzle, but to a | esser one.

"Junin Quarter he murmured. "A woman naned Sybyl

Sitting up, he pointed at her



"You . . . helped activate the sims! The ancient simulations of Joan and
Voltaire."

She nodded.

"It was | and a few others whomyou hired to help with your 'experinent.'
Partly at your bidding, and partly through our own arrogant stupidity, we

unl eashed those two provocative sins at just the wong nmoment-or the right one
for your purposes-into the volatile stew of poor Junin, just when two major
factions were trying to work out their phil osophical differences short of
violence. In so doing, we unwittingly hel ped weck a mni-renai ssance that was
taking place in the very heart of the capital planet."

Maserd and Antic | ooked confused. Hari explained with three brief words.
"The Ti ktok Revolt."

They nodded at once. Although it had happened forty years ago, no one could
forget how a new type of robot (far nore prinitive than Daneel's secretive
posi tronic kind) suddenly went berserk on Trantor, doing great harmuntil they
were all dismantled and outlawed. Oficially, the whol e epi sode was bl amed on
the chaos in Junin Quarter, just before Hari becane First Mnister

"That's right," Minm said. "By helping incite the so-called revolt, you
hel ped discredit the whol e concept of mnechani cal hel pers and servants. O
course it was all a plot by the ruling class to keep the proletarians
subj ugated forever and in their place-"

Fortunately, Vlint's next stream of fanatical invective was cut short,
interrupted by a sound from behi nd-soneone clearing his throat by the airlock

Everyone turned. A dark-haired, dusky nman stood there, dressed in a normnal
gray ship suit, with an efficient-looking blaster [oosely bolstered at his
side. Hari quickly recognized the third nmenber of the raiding party.

"Mors Planch," he said, recalling their nmeeting just a year ago, around the
time of his trial by the Commission for Public Safety. "So. | knew there had
to be sonebody conpetent aboard that ship.”

Sybyl and VIint hissed. But the newconer nodded at Hari

"Hell o, Seldon." Then he turned to his garishly dressed partners.

"Didn'"t | ask you two not to get into a quarrel with the hostages? It's
pointl ess and tiresone."

"W hired you and your crew, pilot Planch-" VIint began. But Jeni Cuicet burst
in at that nmonent, interrupting with evident excitenent.

"I's that what we are? Hostages?"

-10-

There were preparations to make. Plans to coordinate with distant agents of
t he New Renai ssance. Other guerrilla teams had been sent to kidnap inportant
peers of the realm who would of fer rmuch better |everage than a di sgraced and



forgotten former First Mnister. According to Hari's own sel f-appraisal, he
was about as valuable a bargaining chip as a crooked half credit piece.

Sybyl and Pl anch chose ne for personal reasons, he felt certain. They want
revenge for funin and Sark and Madder Loss. |'Il never convince themthat
psychohi storical factors doomed those cultural revolutions before they began

He coul d foresee one benefit coming fromthe fall of the Galactic Enpire.

Al t hough many of the factors |eading to chaos outbreaks were still nysterious,
peace, trade, and prosperity were anong the essential preconditions, and those
woul d be scarce during the Interregnum People living in the com ng harsh

m |1 enni umwoul d face ot her kinds of problens. But at |east they would be
spared this peculiar nadness.

Poor Daneel, Hari thought. You set up the enpire to be as benign and gentle as
possi bl e-di stracting the anbitious with harm ess ganmes while setting
nitpickers like Horis to work shuffling papers and keeping ships in notion
Everything ran snoothly, yet that underlying snoot hness created an ideal
breedi ng ground for the thing you feared nost.

And the thing that | understand |east.

Whi |l e Sybyl and her coll eagues waited to coordinate their actions wth other
agents across the galaxy, Horis Antic begged to be allowed to continue the
resear ch.

"What harmcould it do? We're in deep space, far fromany planets or shipping
| anes. Instead of just hanging around, we could be di scovering sonethi ng
that's of value to everybody! Wat if ny correlations and Sel don's equations
| et us predict where chaos worlds... or renaissances... are likely to appear
next ?"

"Why? So you coul d squelch themfaster, G ey Man?" CGornon Vlint sneered.

"May | point out that you people are the ones with guns?" Captain Maserd
commented at that point.

"Hmm " Mors Planch rubbed his chin. "I see what you're saying. W get the
results first. So we m ght use this breakthrough to find nascent
freedomworlds early and foster their change, preparing so far in advance that
t he nonentum can't be stopped or quarantined."”

Hari felt a shiver, wondering what Maserd was up to. But the big nobl enan wore
a poker face. | hope he knows what he's doing. My fornmulas aren't very good at
dealing with individuals and groups on a snmall scale. At this level, Maserd's

political cunning may be sharper than ny own rusty skills.

For the first tine in many years, he experienced sonething like fear. H s plan
to salvage civilization faced one paranount threat-a sudden unl eashi ng of
chaos across the gal axy. Hari envisioned this as a splatter of horrid

bl ot ches, etching holes in the Prine Radiant, unraveling the gorgeous tapestry
of equations, erasing every vestige of the predictability that had been his
life's work.

After sone discussion, the Ktlinans agreed to Antic's proposal. Mrs Planch
posted sonme of his crew as guards, and Maserd was told to set a trajectory,
continuing their search spiral along a curve denoted in red on the holo
charts.

A few hours later, Horis Antic grew excited and approached Hari with news.



"Quess what, Professor! | just added Ktlina to ny database of chaos outbreaks,
and that one datumrefined the nodel by over five percent! | think |I can
predict, with sonme degree of confidence, that we'll reach the center of a
really big probability nexus in just another day!"

The little man had just acconplished, |aboring over a conputer, what Hari
figured out within nmonments after first hearing the planet's name. Still, I'm
i npressed, Hari thought.

"This adjustnent will take us straight into a giant nolecular cloud," Mserd
comment ed, when he saw the proposed course change.

"I's that a probl en?"

"Not really. In fact, it makes sense. |f sonmeone was hiding a boojum and
had a hankering to find one, that's where |I'd go searching.”

So the Pride of Rhodia accel erated al ongside the rebel spacecraft and under

t he watchful eye of Mors Planch, while others aboard the yacht continued

bi ckeri ng, posing, or evaluating, according to their natures. Hari kept quiet
for a while, learning a | ot about the Ktlina "renai ssance" just by watching
its onboard representatives.

Al t hough they claimed that all class distinctions had been erased in their new
soci ety, Sybyl still tal ked and wal ked |ike a m ddl e-ranking meritocratic
scientist. Her extravagant clothes and cosnetic prettifications were clearly
excessi ve overcomnpensa-tions, pretending a stylishness she just wasn't made
for. Despite all her shouted tributes to equality, Sybyl kept preening before
the aristocrat, Maserd, while barely acknow edgi ng the nere bureaucrat, Horis
Anti c.

A d habits die hard, Hari thought. Despite your dogma of rebellion

Gornon Vlint seemed nore relaxed in his role as envoy froma bol d renai ssance,
per haps because he was already a menber of the fifth and small est social
caste-the Eccentric Order. Creative msfits of all kinds slipped into the

ei ghty approved artistic nodes, including several that were sanctioned to
satirize the hidebound and shake up the stodgy . . . within the confines of
good taste, that is.

Al though VIim was clearly pleased to be free of those traditional limts, he
wore his unconventionality with nore natural grace than Sybyl did, as if he
had been born to it.

As nmuch as the two radicals shared an overall mission, Hari could tell that
somet hing jagged | ay between them Was it a phil osophical issue, perhaps? Like
the dilemma that had torn apart junin Quarter, |ong ago? One feature of chaos
out breaks was a remarkabl e tendency for enthusiasts to transforminto
fanatics, so utterly sure of their own righteousness that they were willing to
die ... or slaughter others. . . over fine points of ideology. This was one of
many failure nodes that brought such worlds crashing down.

Hari wondered if such a flaw m ght be exploited somehow, to thwart these
radi cal ki dnappers.

It didn't take rmuch probing to find the sore point between Sybyl and VIint. As
in Junin, forty years ago, it had to do with destiny.

"Picture what's happening on Ktlina, only nultiplied a thousand, a mllion



times over," Sybyl urged. "W've already invented much better conputers than

t hey have on Trantor, passing and correlating information across the pl anet
with incredible speed. Researchers get instant response to their

i nfo-requests, bringing back a torrent of useful data. Folks in one field

qui ckly make use of advances made in another. New kinds of tiktoks take care
of the drudge jobs, freeing us to concentrate on creative tasks, |learning nore
and nor e!

"Some people have plotted this steepening upward curve," she went on

ent husi astically. "They suggest that it |ooks like the graph you get by
dividing any finite nunber by x-squared, as x approaches zero. That's called a
singularity. Soon it heads al nost straight up, which inplies there may be no
limt to the speedup of progress! If that's true, inmagi ne what we could
become, within just a human lifetine. As singularity beings, we'd be
effectively immortal, ommiscient, omipotent. There's nothing humans coul d not
acconpl i sh!"

Gornon VIint snorted derisively.

"Thi s obsession wth physical power and factual know edge will get you
nowhere, Sybyl. The vital fact about this new kind of culture is its essenti al
randommess. Take the belittling word that Seldon and others keep using to
attack us. 'Chaos.' W should enbrace it! Wen arts and ideas roar in a myriad
directions, sooner or l|later sonmebody is going to hit on the right formula for
conversing with the Godhead, with the eternal-or eternal s-that perneate the
cosnobs. Fromthen on, we'll be one with them Qur deification will be total
and complete."

While Jeni Cuicet listened to all of this, entranced, Hari pondered severa
t hi ngs.

First, the two concepts were essentially simlar, in both their transcendental
vi sion and the zeal ous means prescribed to achieve it.

Second, the nore they heard of each other's specific descriptions, the nore
Sybyl and Gornon grew to despi se each ot her

If only I could find a way to use that fact, Hari pondered.

Whil e their argument raged on nearby, he sat deep in thought, pondering the
roots of their disagreement. Each of the five castes had a basis in essential
human personality types, far nore than inheritance. Ctizens and gentry were
rather basic. Their anbitious efforts to get ahead were based on nor mal
conpetition and self-interest-which also reflected their high birth rates.
Bot h cl asses were contenptuously called breeders by the other three.

Meritocrats and eccentrics al so conpeted-sonetinmes fiercely-but their sense of
sel f-inportance was based nore on what they did or acconplished than on noney
or power or social aggrandizement for their heirs. Each felt a need to stand
out. . . though not too far ahead. They sel dom had of fspring of their own,

t hough sonetinmes, like Hari, they adopted.

These simlarities were significant. But chaos conditions al so highlighted
essential antagoni snms between eccentrics and neritocrats, as happened in Junin
| ong ago, when a struggle between faith and reason sent part of Trantor
reeling.

Using his imagination, Hari floated equilibriumequations for each caste in
front of him until they were nore real to himthan the peopl e argui ng nearby.
O course, the new enpire to cone in a thousand years woul d be nuch nore



conpl ex and subtle, no |onger needing such formal classifications. But there
was an el egance to this old system worked out |ong ago by nortal beings |ike
Daneel , who sought a peaceful, gentle way of life for humanity, based on their
own crude version of psy-chohistory. Resonating agai nst basic drives of hunman
nature, the fornmulas revol ved around each other, staying in remarkable

bal ance, as if kept up in the air by an invisible juggler. As |ong as chaos
did not interfere.

And as long as the old enpire survived.
Kers Kantun touched Hari's arm | eaning over him express-ing concern
"Professor? Are you all right?"

H s servant's voice sounded distant, as if echoing down a Ang tunnel. Hari
paid no heed. Before his benused gaze, the five social formulae started

di ssolving into a sea of m nuscul e subequations that ebbed and fl owed around
him like diatoms in a surging tide.

The breakup of the old enpire, he thought, identifying this change. Briefly,
he mourned the |lost symretries. In their place, nore primtive rhythms of
survival and viol ence throbbed across the gal axy.

Only then, the haze parted, revealing sonmething far nore beautiful, emerging
fromthe distance.

My Foundati on.

H s bel oved Encycl opedi a Gal acti ca Foundati on. The col ony that was being

est abl i shed, even now, on far-off Term nus. A frail seed designed to flourish
in adversity and overconme each challenge that fate's ponderous nonmentum
brought its way.

The equations orbited all around, nurturing his sapling, causing it to grow
tall and strong, with a trunk that was iron-hard and roots that could bear any
wei ght. I npervious to both chaos and decay, it would be everything that the
old enpire was not.

At first, you will survive by playing great powers agai nst each other. Then
you will thrive as conjurers and pseudoreligi ous hucksters. Do not be ashaned,
for that will be just a phase. A way to survive until the trade networks take
over.

Then you will have to deal with the death throes of the old Inperium.

As if through cotton, Hari could hear voices gathering nearby, mnurmnuring
concern. Some of Kers Kantun's Val noril-accented speech cane through dimy.

". . . | think he may be havin' another stroke

H's servant's alarmed words drifted away as the hallucinatory vision changed
bef ore Hari yet again.

The tree grew ever greater, its boundaries beconing harder to define. Strange
flowers briefly appeared, surprising in their unexpected shape and texture.
The Foundation's overall rate of growth still followed his Plan, but sonething
additional was starting to happen, adding richness that he had never seen
before, even in the Prinme Radiant display. Enthralled, Hari tried to focus on



a small part.

However, before he could | ook closer, a pair of gardeners abruptly appeared,
striding forward to exam ne the tree. One had the face of Stettin Palver. The
ot her resenbl ed Hari's granddaughter, Wanda Sel don.

Leaders of the Fifty.
Leaders of the Second Foundati on

Usi ng great broonms, they swept away the beautiful hovering formulae, chasing
of f the protective, nurturing equations.

Hari tried to shout at them but found he was frozen. Paral yzed.

Apparently, his followers and heirs did not need math anynore. They had

somet hing better, nmore powerful. Stettin and Wanda brought their hands up to
their heads. Concentrating, they caused shears of pure nental force to emerge
fromtheir brows . .. and set to work at once, |opping flowers, buds, and
small linmbs off the tree, sinplifying its natural contours.

Don't fret, G andfather, Wanda assured. CGuidance is needed. We do this to the
Foundation for its own good. To keep it growi ng according to the Plan

Hari could not protest, or even nove, though he distantly heard shouting as
hands carried his frail physical body out of the chair and down a | ong
corridor. There was a stinging hospital snmell in his nostrils. A clattering of
t ool s.

He did not care. Only the transfixing vision mattered. Wanda and Stettin
| ooked happy, pleased with their work on the tree, having trinmred the irksone
flowers and shaped it to suit their design

Only now, from sone great distance, far beyond the bani shed mat hematics, a

gl ow began to appear! A point of radiant light, soon stronger than any sun. It
approached cl oser, hypnotizing Stettin and Wanda with its sweet power,
sumoni ng themto wal k, transfixed and unconpl ai ning, straight into its

al | - absor bi ng heat.

I ncorporating them it brightened yet nore.

The tree shriveled and ignited, briefly adding its flane to the overal
i ncandescence. It no longer mattered. Its purpose had been served,

I BRING A G FT, said a newvoice . . . one that Hari knew

Squinting, he perceived a manlike figure, carrying a white-hot enber in one
open hand. The bearer's face was bathed by actinic glare, penetrating a skin
of false flesh to reveal glowi ng netal beneath, smiling despite a burden of
unbear abl e fatigue.

A heroic figure, tired but triunmphantly proud of what it now brought.
SOVETHI NG PRECI QUS FOR MY MASTERS

Struggling to formwords, Hari tried to ask a question. But it would not cone.
Instead, he felt the prick of a needle in the side of his neck

Consci ousness shut down, |ike a machine that had been turned off.



PART 3

SECRET CRI MES

Every year in the gal axy, nore than 2,000 suns enter |ate-phase in their
fusi on-burni ng cycl es, expanding their surfaces and becom ng much hotter than
bef ore. Another twenty stars per year go nova

Taking into account the mllions of stars that have habitable planets, this
nmeans that on average two human-settl ed worl ds becone untenabl e or

uni nhabi t abl e each year... Throughout the early dark ages, before the Galactic
Enmpire, numerous tragic natural disasters cost billions of lives. |solated
worl ds often had nowhere to turn for help when a sun went unstable, or
somet hi ng di srupted a planetary ecosphere.

During the Inperiumsuch threats were handl ed on a routine basis by the Gey
bur eaucracy, which efficiently surveyed stellar conditions, predicted solar
changes in advance, and mmintained resettlenent fleets on standby to deal with
energenci es. So dedicated was this effort that remants still existed late in
the enpire's decline, arriving to help evacuate Trantor when the capita

pl anet was sacked.

Thereafter, during the Interregnum such assistance was unavail able. Scattered
accounts tell of numerous small worlds that went abruptly silent during that
long, violent era, owing to natural or man-nade calanmities. Oten no one
bothered to go | earn what happened to their populations until it was too late

Even after the rise of the Foundation, it took some tine before a conbination
of psychohistorical factors made possible the investnment of substantial
resources to build an infrastructure of conpassion

ENCYCLOPEDI A GALACTI CA, 117TH EDI TI ON, 1054 RE
R Zun Lurrin had a question for his |eader

"Daneel, |'ve been reading ancient records, dating back to before humanity
burst out froma snmall corner of the galaxy. |I find that throughout history,
nost societies tried to protect their people against exposure to dangerous

i deas. On every continent of Ad Earth, in alnbst every era, priests and kings
strove to keep out concepts that mght disturb the popul ation at | arge,
fearing that alien notions could take root and cause sin or madness, or worse.

"And yet, the nost brilliant culture of all, the one that invented us, seens
to have rejected this entire way of looking at the world."

Daneel A ivaw stood again at the highest bal cony of Eos Base, atop a towering
cliff, fromwhich a bright gal actic pi nwheel could be seen, both overhead and
reflected off the perfectly snpboth surface of a frozen netal |ake. The twin

i mages were so exact that it could be hard to distinguish illusion from
reality. As if it mattered

"You are referring to the Transition Age," he answered. "Wen people |ike
Susan Calvin and Revere Wi created the first robots, starships, and nmany ot her
wonders. It was an era of unprecedented ingenuity, Zun. And yes, they cane up



with a completely different way of viewing the issue of information-as-poison

"Some called their approach the Maturity Principle. A belief that children can
be brought up with just the right conbination of trust and skepticisma m x of
tol erance and heal thy suspicion- so that any new or foreign idea could then be
evaluated on its own nerits. The bad parts rejected. The good parts safely

i ncorporated into ever-growi ng wisdom Truth m ght then be won, not by dogna,
but by remaining open to a wide universe of possibilities."

"Fascinating, Daneel. If such a method ever proved valid, it would have
staggering inplications. There would be no inherent limt to the exploration
or grow h of human souls."

Zun paused for a nonent. "So tell me. Did the sages of that era seriously
bel i eve that vast nunmbers of individual human beings could reliably acconplish
this trick?"

"They did, and even based their education nethods on it. Indeed, the approach
apparently worked for a while, by correcting each other's mstakes in a

gi ve- and-take of cheerful debate. The period you refer to is said to have been
marvel ous. | regret having been assenbled too late to meet Susan Cal vin and

ot her great ones of that era.”

"Al as, Daneel, no operational robot dates fromthat far back. You are anong
the ol dest. Yet your fabrication came two hundred years after the Gol den Age
collapsed anid riots, terrorism and despair."

Daneel turned to | ook at Zun. Despite the hard vacuum and radi oactivity of

t heir surroundi ngs, his understudy appeared nuch |ike a rugged young human, a
menber of the gentry class, outfitted for a canping trip on sone bucolic

i mperial world.

"Even that description understates the situation, Zun. At the tinme | was
created, Earthlings had already retreated from chaos into hideously cranped
metal cities, cowering away fromthe light. And their Spacer cousins were
hardly any nore sane, falling into an unstoppable spiral of decadence and
decay. It nust have taken enornous traumas to bring about such a radica
change in attitude from Susan Calvin's era of expansive optimsm"

"Was there still some acceptance of the Maturity Principle, during the period
when you worked with the human detective, Elijah Bal ey?"

Daneel indicated no with a tilt of his head.

"That belief had fallen into disrepute, except anmbng a mnority of
nonconform sts and phil osophers. For the rest, uniformty and di strust becane
central thenmes. One strong sinmlarity between

Spacer and Earth cultures was their rejection of the openness that
characterized the earlier Transition Age. Both societies returned to an ol der
way of view ng ideas. Wth suspicion

"They becane convi nced-as we are today-that human brains are vul nerabl e hosts,
often subject to invasion by parasitic concepts . . . like the way a virus
takes over a living cell."

"How ironic. Both cultures were nore alike than they realized."

"Correct, Zun. Yet, because of that shared suspicion, they nearly annihil ated
each other. | recall how G skard and | debated this problem over and over. W



concl uded that the vastness of space mght offer a solution, if only we could

see humanity dispersed to the stars,' instead of cranmed el bow to el bow. Once
they were scattered widely, there would be less risk of some spark igniting a
conflagration and killing off the whol e race.

"It took some drastic nmeasures to get them noving again. But once the diaspora
began in earnest, humans filled the gal axy nore quickly than we ever expected!
During that tinme of rapid expansion they created so many subcultures. . . and
to our dismay soon these started rubbi ng agai nst each other, fighting brutal
little wars. You can see why the only solution, froma Zeroth Law perspective,
was to create a new, uniformgalactic culture that m ght bring an age of

peace. Tol erance becane nuch easier, once everyone was alike."

"But sanmeness wasn't the whole answer!" Zun commented. "You al so had to invent
new t echni ques for keeping a lid on things."

Daneel agreed.

"We incorporated nethods that Hari Seldon would | ater call danping systems, to
keep gal actic society from spinning into chaos. Some of the best ones were
first suggested long ago by ny friend G skard. Their effectiveness |lasted for
two hundred hunman generations. . . though now they appear to be grow ng

obsol ete. Hence our current crisis."”

Zun accepted this with a nod. But he wanted to return to the topic of
danger ous i deas.

"I wonder. . . mght both Spacer and Earth cultures have had good reason to
dread cultural contam nation? After all, something caused Earth's billions to
frantically elimnate all of their diversity and cower together in tonblike
cities. And why would intelligent Sol arians choose their bizarre
lifestyle-sitting with fol ded hands and aski ng robot servants to live their
lives for then? Could both syndromes have been caused by ... an infection?"

"Your supposition is excellent, Zun. Cearly an illness of some sort was at
wor k. Even centuries later, after G skard hel ped Elijah Bal ey persuade sone
Earthlings to emerge fromtheir netal wonbs and settle a few new planets, the
mal ady only nutated and foll owed them"

"I recall hearing about that. You and G skard witnessed sonething peculiar on
several colony worlds. Settlers obsessed unwhol e-sonely on the honeworl d. They
were unable to let go of Earth as a sacred-spiritual icon."

"An obstinate nmental addiction, preventing themfrom noving on to new

hori zons. G skard concl uded that we had no choice, under the Zeroth Law. Only
by rendering Earth uninhabitable could the intense fixation be broken and the
bul k of its population be forced to emgrate. Only then would humanity's true
conquest of the gal axy commence with vigor."

Whi | e Daneel |apsed into silence, Zun pondered the chilly vista al ongside his
mentor. He held back for a tine, as if uncertain how to phrase the next

guesti on.

"And yet... so nuch of what we've discussed depends on one assunption."”

"What assunption, Zun?"

"That the great ones of the Transition Age-Susan Calvin and the others-were
wrong, and not merely unlucky."



For a second tinme, Daneel turned and regarded the junior Type-Al pha robot.

"Have we not seen, again and agai n, what catastrophic events occur when sone
so-cal | ed renai ssance cuts away every assunption and postul ate, casting

mllions adrift without core traditions to hold on to? Renmenber, Zun. Cur
forenpst dedication is no |Ionger to individual human |ives, but to achieving
the greatest good for humanity as a whole. Across millennia of service, | have

w t nessed i deas becone |lethal nore often than | can relate.”

"Still, Daneel, have you considered whether this mght not be totally
intrinsic to human nature? Perhaps it is because of some factor or situation
that arose late in the Transition Age! Maybe the Maturitv Principle once had
validity . . . until sonmething new and disruptive interfered with its
functioning. Something insidious that has lingered with us ever since."

"Where does this speculation of yours come fron?" Daneel responded, coolly.

"Call it a hunch. Perhaps | find it hard to believe Calvin and her peers would
cling so hard to their dream unless there was at |east sone factual support
for the notion of human maturity! Were they really too obstinate to recognize
t he evidence before their eyes?"

Daneel shook his head, a habit of human-enul ation that was by now second
nat ur e.

"The proper words are not 'stupidity' or 'obstinacy. | attribute it to
somet hi ng nore basic, called hope.

"You see, Zun, they were indeed very smart people. Perhaps the best mnds to
energe fromtheir tormented race. Many of them understood at a gut |evel what
it would nmean if they turned out to be wong about human maturity. If the
great mass of citizens could not be trained to handle all ideas sanely, then
it inmplied one thing-that humanity is deeply and permanently fl awed.
Inherently limted. Cursed forever to be denied the greatness humans seem
capabl e of . "

Zun stared at Daneel

"I feel ... unconfortable ... hearing our masters described this way. And yet,
you make conpelling sense, Daneel. | have tried enpathizing with how Cal vin
and her conpatriots nust have felt, as their bright aspirations crashed al
around them toppling under waves of unreason. | can sense how frantic they
woul d be to avoid the very same conclusion you just expressed. As believers in
the unlimted potential of individuality, they would hate being nere factors
in Hari Seldon's equations, for instance. . . randomy carom ng about |ike gas
nol ecul es, canceling each other's idiosyncrasies in a vast cal cul ation of
nmonentum and inevitability.

"Tell me, Daneel. Could this realization have been the |ast straw? The
underlying trauma that coll apsed their era of bold confidence? Wre all the
ot her events just synptoms of this deeper trauma?"

The seni or robot nodded.

"The problem grew so bad that some of us robots worried that hunmanity m ght
lose the will to go on. Fortunately, by then they had invented us. And we

| earned ways to divert them down pat hways that were both interesting and safe,
for a very long tine."

"Until now, that is,” Zun pointed out. "Wth decay |urking on one side, and



chaos on the other, your solution of a benign
Gal actic Enpire doesn't work anynore. Hence your support of the Sel don Pl an?"
Daneel shook his head again, this tine with a snile

"Hence sonething nuch better! It is the reason that | sumoned you here, Zun
To share exciting news. A breakthrough that 1've been hoping to find al

t hrough the last twenty thousand years. And now, at last, it is feasible to
begin. If things go as expected, a nere five hundred years will suffice to
make it happen.”

"Make what happen, Daneel ?"

A low, mcrowave nmurmur wafted upward fromthe Imortal Servant, rising toward
the galaxy like a sigh ... or a prayer. \Wen Daneel O ivaw spoke again, his
voi ce sounded different, alnobst contented.

"A way to help ease humanity around its nortal flaws, and achi eve greater
hei ghts than they ever dreaned.”

Qdors becane noticeabl e before thoughts were.

For many years, only unpl easant smells had enough strength to penetrate Hari's
age-dul | ed senses. But now, as if com ng honme froma |long sulk, there returned
a mx of aromas, both heady and fanmiliar at the sane tine, stroking his sinus
cavities with sensuous pl easure.

Jasmine. G nger. Curry.
Salivary glands flowed, and his stomach reacted with an eagerness that felt
positively eerie. H's appetite had been al nost nonexi stent since Dors died.

Now i ts sudden resurgence was the chief thing prodding Sel don awake.

H s eyes opened cautiously, only to glinpse the self-sterilizing walls of a
ship's infirmary. He deliberately shut them again.

It nust have been a dream Those wonderful snells.

| remenber overhearing. . . sonebody saying | had another stroke.

Hari yearned for a return to unconscious oblivion, rather than di scover that
anot her portion of his brain had died. He did not want to face the

af t er mat h- anot her harsh setback on the long slide toward personal extinction

And yet... those delicious snmells still floated through his nostrils.

Is this a synpton? Like the "phantomlinmb" that anputees sonetinmes feel, after
losing a part of thenselves forever?

Hari felt no pain. In fact, his body throbbed with a desire to nove. But the
sense of well-being night be an illusion. When he actually tried to set
hinself in motion, the real truth m ght hamrer down. Total paralysis perhaps?
The doctors on Trantor had warned it could happen at any nonment, shortly



before the end.
Vel |, here goes.

Hari ordered his left hand to nove toward his face. It responded snoothly,
ri sing as he opened his eyes a second tine.

It was a bigger infirmary than the little unit aboard the Pride of Rhodia.
They must have taken himonto the raider ship, then. The vessel fromKtli na.

Well, at least his nenory was working. Hari's fingers rubbed his face
and retracted in abrupt shock

What i n space?

He felt his cheek again. The flesh felt noticeably firner, a bit less flaccid
and jow y than he recall ed.

This time his body acted on its own, out of an unwilled sense of volition. One
hand grabbed the white coverlet and threw it back. The other one slid
underneath his body, planted itself against the bed, and pushed. He sat up, so
rapidly that he swayed and al nost toppled to the other side, catching hinself
with a strong tensioning of his back rmuscles. A groan escaped his |ips. Not
from pain, but surprise

"Well, hello there, Professor," said a voice fromhis right. "I guess it's
good to see you're back ampbngst us."

He turned his head. Soneone occupi ed another infirmary bed. Blinking, Hari saw
it was the stowaway. The girl from Trantor who did not want to be exiled to
Term nus. She wore a hospital gown and had a bowl of dark yell ow soup before
her on a tray.

That's what |'ve been snelling, Hari thought. Despite all his other questions
and concerns, the first thing on his mnd was to ask for sone.

The next footstep lifted a bit fromthe ground, and the follow ng one higher
still. By the time he reached the mrror, Hari was wal king with nore
confi dence than he had felt in-

He stared at the reflection, blinking rapidly as Jeni's giggles turned into
guf f aws.

A deeper voice cut in suddenly fromthe doorway.
"Professor!"”

The shout canme from Kers Kantun. Hari's loyal servant ran forward to take his

arm but he shook the man off, still gaping at the imge in the gl ass.
Five years . . . at least. They've taken at |east five years off ny age. Maybe
ten. | don't |ook much over seventy-five or so.

A |l ow sound escaped his throat, and Hari felt so confused that he did not
honest |y know whet her he was delighted, or offended by the effrontery of their
act .

"This is just one of the marvels that have energed so far, out of that
wonder ful event you so contenmptuously call a chaos world, Seldon."



Sybyl crooned happily as she finished Hari's checkup and |l et him get dressed.

"Ktlina has nedical techniques that will be the envy of the empire, after we
get the word out. It's just one reason why we have confidence they won't be
able to keep our mracle bottled up, this time. Think of a quadrillion old

fol ks, all across the gal axy, wi shing they had access to a machine like this
one."

She patted a | ong, coffin-shaped mechani smcovered with readouts and
instruments. Hari figured he nust have been put inside while advanced
techni ques reduced and even reversed sone of the ravages afflicting his
wor n- out body.

"OfF course this is only an early version," she went on. "W can't rejuvenate
yet, only restore a bit of balance and strength to carry you along until the
next treatnent. Nevertheless, in theory there are no limts! In principle, we
shoul d even be able to create body duplicates, and infuse themw th copies of
our nenories! Until then, consider what you have experienced to be a sanpling.
One of the practical benefits of a renaissance."

Hari spoke carefully.
"My body and spirit thank you."
She gl anced back at him A stylishly col ored eyebrow rai sed.

"But not your intellect? You don't approve of such innovations? Even when they
could save so many |ives?"

"You blithely speak of balance, as if you know what you're talking about,
Sybyl . But the human body is nowhere near as conpl ex an organi smas human
society. If a mstake is nade in treating a single person, that is nmerely
tragi c. One individual can be replaced by another. But we only have one
civilization."

"So you think we're experinenting irresponsibly, wthout understandi ng what
these nethods will do to our patient in the long run."

He nodded. "I've been studying human society all ny life. Only lately have the
paranmeters clarified enough to offer a reasonably lucid picture. But now you'd
i ntroduce exotic new factors that just happen to feel good in the short term
even though they may prove ultimately |lethal. Wat arrogance! For instance,
have you considered the inplications of human imortality on fragile

econom es? O on planetary ecosystenms? O on the ability of young people to
have their own chance-"

Sybyl | aughed.

"Whoa, Academ cian! You needn't argue with me. | say that human creativity,
when it's truly unleashed, will find solutions to every problem The ones you
just nentioned, plus a quintillion others that nobody has yet thought of. But

anyway, there's no point in debating anynore.

"You see, the point is noot. It's already settled. Qur war is effectively
over."

Hari si ghed.
"I expected this. I'"'msorry your fond hopes had to end this way. O course it

was a fantasy to expect that just one planet mght prevail against twenty-five
mllion in the Human Consensus. But let nme assure you that in the long run-"



He stopped. Sybyl was grinning.

"I't may have been a fantasy, but that's exactly what is about to happen. W're
going to win our war, Seldon. Wthin a few nonths- a year at nost-the whole
enpire's going to share the renai ssance, like it or not. And we have you to

t hank for making it possible!"

"What's that? But..." Hari's voice trailed off. He felt weak in the knees.
Sybyl took his el bow

"Wuld you like to see our new weapon? Cone al ong, Academi cian. See where your
search has brought you across the vast desert of space. Then let ne show you
the tool you've provided. One that will bring total victory for our so-called
chaos. "

No starlight penetrated the nmurky haze.

Tens of thousands of huge, dusty nol ecul ar clouds speckled the gal axy's spira
arms. Such places were often turbul ent hot houses for newborn suns, but this
one had been static and sterile for at least a mllion years-a barren tide
pool with the color of a bottom ess pit.

And yet, probing sensors fromthe Pride of Rhodia had caught something | urking
inits depths. A swarm of contacts showed up first on gravity meters and then
deep radar. Later, searchlights set off glittering reflections, so near that
some photons returned in nere seconds.

Hari had been unconscious during the discovery. Now he strove to catch up
peering into the surrounding gloomwth eyes that felt especially acute after
t he di mess of recent years. As the starship slowy rotated, he saw that rows
of individual pinpoints |ay ahead, each one illum nated by a small |aser beam
fromthe Pride of Rhodia

Soon he realized. There are hundreds of objects . . . possibly thousands.

The sparkling reflections shimered in neat rows. A few were even cl ose enough
to reveal details w thout magnification- strange oblong shapes with jutting
projections that |ooked nechanical, and yet were unlike any starship he had
ever seen.

d ancing at a nearby view screen, Hari saw one of the targets revealed as a
junbl e of stark bright surfaces and pitch-black shadows. At first he felt a
shiver, wondering if the craft mght be alien in origin, a thought that echoed
the strange story Horis Antic had told about his ancestor. Hari's worry grew
nore om nous upon readi ng the on-screen scale figures. The machi ne depi cted
was vast. Bigger than even the greatest inperial starliners.

Then some reassuring details came through. He saw the vessel's array of
hyperdrive units, spread across a spindly support structure, and recogni zed
their pattern fromillustrations he had seen in A Child s Book of Know edge,
showi ng the crude starships of that bygone era.

Wth some amazenent, Hari realized the truth.



This thing is huge. . . but prinmtive! Mdern ships don't need so nany
notivator sections, for instance. Qur junp drives are nore conpact, after
mllennia of trial-and-error inprovenents.

He was | ooking at something archaic, then. Perhaps nmany centuries ol der than
the Gal actic Enmpire of Man.

"Yes, they are antiques," comented Biron Maserd, when Hari shared this
observation. "But have you noticed sonething el se peculiar about thenP"

"Well, the shape seens all wong. There are huge projector devices of sone
sort, arrayed on long gantries, as if neant to depl oy i mense anounts of
power. But what could they possibly have been for?"

"Hm " Maserd rubbed his chin. "Qur friend the Grey Man has a theory about
that. But it is so bizarre that no one el se aboard will admit to believing
him In fact, the consensus is that poor Horis has gone around his | ast
corridor and hit bedrock, if you know what | nean."

The Trantorian slang phrase was used when soneone had become nore than a bit
crazy. Although the news wasn't entirely unexpected, it saddened Hari, who
liked the little bureaucrat.

"But tell nme," Maserd went on. "Wat else strikes you as odd about that
anci ent vessel out there?"

"You mean other than how old it must be, or the weird configuration? Wll.
now that you nention it, | can't |locate any-"

He paused.

"Any habitats?" Maserd finished the sentence for him "Ever since we found
these things, | have been trying to find out where the crews lived. Wthout
success. For the life of ne, | cannot understand how they travel ed w t hout

pilots to navigate them"

Hari's breath caught. He held it, in order not to give sound to his sudden
understanding. Stifling the thought, he noved to change the subject.

"Are these weapons? Warshi ps? Do the Ktlinans hope to rouse an anci ent arsena
and use it to defeat the enpire? Those energy projectors-"

"May have been fornidable, once,"” Maserd said. "Horis thinks they were used
agai nst the surface of planets. But rest assured. Dr. Sel don. These machi nes
won't be turned against the Inperial Fleet. Mdst of them are broken past
repair. Activating even a few would be the | abor of years. Anyway, the drive
systens are so primtive that our naval units could fly rings around them
blasting the frail structures to bits."

Hari shook his head.

"Then | don't understand. Sybyl thinks we've given her side an unbeatable
advantage. One that will make their victory over the enpire inevitable."

Maserd nodded.
"She may be right about that, Professor. But it doesn't have anything to do

with those giant derelicts. The reason for her optim smshould be rotating
into view soon."



Hari watched as the Pride of Rhodia kept turning. There was a sharp boundary
to the orderly ranks of huge, ancient nachines. As the formation passed out of
sight, Hari pondered what he had just seen

Robot shi ps! Needi ng no habitats because they had no human crews. Positronic
brains did the navigating, |ong ago. Perhaps only a few centuries after
starflight was di scovered.

He felt glad when the flotilla passed out of view The rmurky gl oom of the
nebul a resuned-a field of dusty, Stygian bl ackness.

Then a new glimrer appeared. A nore conpact swarm of objects that sparkled

madl y under laser illumnation fromthe Pride of Rhodia. Wiere the first group
seened |i ke a ghost squadron, this one gave Hari an inpression of dianond
chi ps, heaped in a dense globe of twinkling brilliance.

"There is the weapon that Sybyl and her friends are crow ng about, Professor,"
said Maserd. "They've already brought several sanples aboard."

" Sampl es?"

Hari | ooked around the bridge. Horis Antic could be seen hovering over his
instruments, nuttering to hinmself while he kept probing the armada outside.
Mors Planch and one of his nen were keeping watch, blasters ready in case any
of the hostages tried anything. But Sybyl and Gornon Vlint were nowhere in

si ght.

"I'n the conference salon," Captain Maserd said. "They've got several of the
devi ces set up and working. | suspect you won't |ike what you're about to
see. "

Hari nodded. Whatever they had found, it could hardly shock himnmore than the
fleet of robot ships.

"Lead on, Captain." He gestured courteously to the nobleman. Wth Kers Kantun
foll owi ng cl ose behind, they made their way down the main corridor to an open
door way.

Hari stopped, stared inside, and groaned. "Ch, no,"
that."

he said. "Anything but

They were archives. Extrenely old ones. He could tell just by glancing at the
objects that lay gleanm ng on the conference table.

The anci ents had excell ent data-storage systens, crystalline in nature, that
coul d pack away huge anounts of information in durable containers. And yet,
until Hari received fromDaneel his own niniature copy of A Child s Book of
Knowl edge, he had never seen a prehistoric unit that was not damaged or
conpl etely destroyed.

Now, four of the things sat between Sybyl and Gornon, their shiny cylindrica
surfaces perfectly intact, each one clearly |arge enough to hold A Child's
Book of Knowl edge ten thousand tines over.

"Maserd, come over here and see what we've acconplished while you were away!"
Gornon Vlint conmented without |ooking up froma holo display as he tapped
into one archive. It flickered with a blinding array of wonders.

The nobl eman gl anced at Sel don, clearly concerned about appearing too cozy



with the enemy. But when Hari didn't object, Maserd nmoved quickly to | ean over
Gornon' s shoul der, excited and inpressed

"You' ve inproved the interface i Mmensely. The inages are crisp and the
graphics legible."

"I't wasn't hard,"” VlIinmt answered. "The designers made this archive so sinple,
even a dunce could figure it out, given enough tine."

Wth some reluctance, but driven by curiosity, Hari followed to get a better

| ook. Many of the inmages he glinmpsed had no neaning to hi mnysterious objects
posed agai nst unknown backgrounds. A few | eaped out with sudden famliarity
fromhis recent studies in the little history priner. The pyram ds of Egypt,
he recogni zed at once. Others were flat portraits of ancient people and

pl aces. Hari knew that prehistoric peoples assigned great inportance to such
i mges, created by daubing a cloth surface with snears of natural pignent.
Gornon Vlint also seenmed to vest these images with great val ue, though Hari
found them surreal and strange.

Peering at a nearby set of screens, Sybyl gushed over a different panorana,
featuring exanples of science and technol ogy.

"OfF course much of this stuff is pretty crude," she conceded. "After all,
we've had twenty millennia to refine the rough edges through trial and error
But the basic theories have changed surprisingly little. And some of the
forgotten material is brilliant! There are devices and techniques in here that
| never heard of. A dozen Ktlinas would be kept busy for a generation, just
absorbing all of this!™"

"It's . . ." Hari's nouth worked, knowi ng his words woul d be usel ess, but
still feeling conpelled to try. "Sybyl, this is nore dangerous than you can
possi bly imagi ne."

She greeted his cautionary pleading with a snort.

"You forget who you're talking to. Seldon. Don't you recall that half-nmelted
archive we worked on together? The one your nysterious contacts cane up wth,
forty years ago? There was very little of it left intact, except for a pair of
anci ent sinul ated bei ngs-those Joan and Voltaire entities we rel eased, per
your instructions.”

He nodded. "And do you renenber the chaos they hel ped provoke? Both on Trantor
and on Sark?"

"Hey, don't blane ne for that, Academ cian. You wanted data about
human-response patterns fromthe sins, in order to hel p devel op your

psychohi story nodels. Marg Hillard and | never nmeant for themto escape into
t he dat asphere.

"Anyway, these archives are sonmething else entirely-carefully indexed
accunul ati ons of knowl edge that people lovingly put together as a gift to
their descendants. Isn't that exactly what you're trying to acconplish wth

t he Encycl opedi a Gal acti ca Foundati on your group is setting up on Term nus? A
gat hering of wi sdom safeguardi ng human know edge agai nst anot her dark age?"

Hari was caught in a logical trap. How could he explain that the
"encycl opedi a" part of his Foundation was only a ruse? O that his Plan
i nvol ved fighting the dark age with a I ot nore than nmere books?

O course there was plenty of irony to go around. The "nere books" on the



table in front of himcould destroy every bit of relevance that was left in
the Sel don Plan. They presented a nortal danger to everything he had worked
for.

"How many of these things are there?" He tried to ask Maserd, then noticed
that the nobl eman was | eaning past Mlim, transfixed by images.

"Wait! Go back a few frames. Yes, there! By great Franklin's ghost, it's
America. | recognize that monunent froma coin in our famly collection!”

Gornon chuckl ed. "Phallic and obtrusive," he comented. "Say, how do you know
so much about-"

"I wonder if this archive has a copy of The Federalist,"
reaching for a controller pad. "Or possibly even ..."

the captain mnurmnured,
Maserd paused suddenly, shoul ders hunched, as if realizing he had nade a

m stake. He turned to | ook at Sel don

"Did you say sonething, Professor?"

Hari felt irritated that nobody was telling himthe inmportant things he needed
to know.

"I asked how many archives there are, and what these people plan to do with
them "

This time Sybyl responded, taking manifest gusto in her victory.
"There are millions, Acadenician. Al herded together and neatly tethered to a
collection station for over a hundred and fifty centuries, just floating

there, lonely and unread.

"But no longer! We've sent word to all the other agents of Ktlina who have
been working in secret, across the galaxy, telling themto drop whatever

they're doi ng and converge here. Soon nore than thirty ships will arrive to
fill their holds with beautiful archives and depart, sharing themwth all of
humani ty!"

Hari objected. "They are illegal. Police officers are trained to recognize

these horrors by sight. So are Greys and nenbers of the gentry class. They'l
catch your agents."

"Maybe they will, here and there. Perhaps the tyrants and their |ackeys wll
stop nost of us. But it will be like an infection, Professor. All we need is a
few receptive places . . . sonme synpathetic dissidents to make ships and

i ndustrial copying facilities available. Wthin a year there will be thousands
of copies on every planet in the enpire. Then mllions!"

The i mage she presented, of a virulent infection, was nore accurate than Sybyl
coul d possibly imgine. Hari envisioned chaos tearing great holes in his
carefully worked-out Plan. Al of the predictability that had been his
lifelong goal would unravel like imges witten in snoke. The sane snoke that
gagged the streets of Santanni when that "renai ssance" ended in riots and

bl oodshed, taking poor Raych to the grave, along with a nyriad hopes.

"Has it occurred to you ..

He had to pause and swal | ow before conti nui ng.



"Has it occurred to you that your bold endeavor has al ready been tried, and
failed?"

This time both Gornon and Sybyl | ooked at him

"What do you nean?" VIim asked.

"I mean that these archives were clearly meant for deep space, for |ong
endurance, and to be easily read after a long journey, using only very basic
t echnol ogy.

"What does that tell you about their purpose?”

Sybyl started shaking her head, then her eyes w dened, and her face went pale.

"Gfts," she said in a |low voice. "Messages in a bottle. Sent out to people
who had | ost their past.”

Lord Maserd's brow furrowed. "You mean sone people still had know edge
and they were trying hard to share it..."

"Wth everybody else. Wth distant settlenments that had no menory." Hari
nodded. "But why would they have to do that? Data-storage cells were cheap and
durabl e, even in the dawn ages. Any colony ship, setting forth to settle a new
worl d, would have carried petabytes of information, and tools to maintain
literacy. So why woul d anyone in the gal axy need to be rem nded about al

this?" He waved at the images fromlong-1lost Earth.

A voi ce spoke fromthe doorway at the back of the room

"You' re tal king about the Amesia Question," said Mors Planch, who nust have
been listening for a while. "The issue of why we don't remenber our origins.
And the answer is obvious. Sonething-or sonebody-nmade our ancestors forget."
Pl anch nodded toward the relics. "But sone of the ancients held out. They
fought back. Tried to replace the erased know edge. Tried to share what they
knew. "

Maserd blinked. "The space | anes nust have al ready been controll ed by enenies,
bl ockadi ng their ships. So they tried sending the data this way, in fast
little capsules."

Sybyl | ooked down, her effusive nood replaced by gl oom

"W were so excited, |ooking ahead to using these as weapons ... | didn't
thi nk of what the archives inplied. It neans-"

Gornon VIim finished her sentence in a bitter voice.

"It means that this isn't a new war, after all."

Hari nodded as if encouraging a bright student. "Indeed. The same thing may
have happened again and again, countless tines across the mllennia. Some
group discovers an old archive, gets excited, mass-produces copies, and sends
them across the gal axy. Yet, humanity's vast amesia conti nued.

"What can we concl ude, then?"

Sybyl gl ared harshly at Hari.



"That it never worked. Dam you, Seldon. | see your point.

"It neans that our side always |lost."

It soon becane clear to Lodovic Trema that these Cal vinians were not about to
dismantl e him

He wondered why.

"Can | assume you have changed your m nd about ny being a dangerous renegade
robot ?" he asked the two who acconpanied himin a ground car, speeding along a
hi ghway toward the spaceport. Wiite, gl obular clouds bobbed across a sky that
was one of the nore beautiful shades of blue Lodovic had seen on a
hurman-settl ed worl d.

Unli ke the previous pair, who had guarded and interrogated himin that cellar
room both of his current escorts wore the guise of female hunmans in

m d- chi | dbearing years. One of them kept her gaze directed outward at the busy
traffic of Censberg, a mediumsized inperial city. The other, slighter of
build, with close-cropped curly hair, turned to regard himw th an enigmatic
gaze. Lodovic got nothing at all fromher on the m crowave bands, and so had
to settle for whatever information she revealed visually, or in words.

"W haven't entirely made our minds up about you," she said. "Sone of us
bel i eve you may not be any kind of robot, anynore."

Lodovi ¢ pondered this enigmatic statenment in silence for a nonment.

"By this, do you nean that | no | onger nmatch sone set of criteria that define
robot ki nd?"

"You could say that."

"OfF course you are referring to my nutati on. The acci dent that severed ny
strict obedience to the Laws of Robotics. I'mnot even a G skardian heretic
anynore. You consider nme a nonster."

She shook her head.

"We aren't sure exactly what you are. Al we know for certain is that you are
no |l onger a robot in the classical sense. In order to investigate further, we
have decided to cooperate with you for a while. W wish to expl ore what you
consi der your obligations to be, now that you are free of the Laws."

Lodovi ¢ sent the mcrowave equival ent of a shrug, partly in order to probe the
fringes of her excellent defensive shield. But it was so good that she m ght
as well not even exist at that |level. Nothing. No resonance at all

That made sense, of course. After losing their war against the G skardian
faction, the remaining Calvinians had naturally becone extrenely skilled at
hi di ng, blending into the human popul ation

"I"'mnot sure nyself," he replied in spoken words. "I still feel a desire to
operate under a version of the Zeroth Law. Humanity's overall well-being stil



notivates ne. And yet, that drive now feels abstract, alnost philosophical. |
no | onger have to justify ny every action in those terns."

"So, that neans you feel free to stop, now and then, and snell the roses?"

Lodovi ¢ chuckl ed. "I guess you could put it that way. |'ve been enjoying side
interests far nore than | ever did before the change. Conversations wth

i nteresting people, for instance. Pretending to be a journalist and
interviewing the best nmeritocrats or eccentrics. Eavesdroppi ng on students
arguing in a bar, or sone couple sitting on a park bench planning their
future. Sometines | get to neddle a bit. Performa good deed, here and there.
It's rather satisfying." He frowned abruptly. "Unfortunately, there's been
little time for that, lately."

"Because you are busy opposing the schenes of R Daneel divaw?"

"I already told you. For the monent, | seek nore to understand those schenes
than to disrupt them Something is going on, | know that nuch. Daneel abruptly
| ost nuch of his interest in Seldon's psychohi story Foundation a few years
ago. He pulled out half of the robots that had been assigned to hel pi ng
Seldon's team and sent themto work on sone secret project having to do with
human mentalics. Cearly, Daneel now has something else in mnd . . . either
in addition to the two Foundations, or as their eventual replacenent.”

"And this worries you?"

"I't does. There were sone very attractive aspects to Hari Seldon's early work,
a brilliant collaborative effort, utilizing some of the finest human insights
in a thousand years. | had been proud to help set things in notion on

Term nus, laying the early groundwork. It is disturbing to see that vision
bei ng abandoned, or relegated to a mnor role.”

"But there is nore," the female pronpted Lodovi c.

He nodded.

"I amnot certain that Daneel O ivaw should be allowed to design the next
phase of human exi stence. At |east not all by hinself."

"What if you find out what he's doing, and you don't approve? Aren't you stil
obliged to cooperate? According to Seldon's equations-which you profess to
adnmre-the enpire will soon coll apse. Unless sonething is done, humanity will
plunge into thirty mllennia of violent darkness."

"There nust be alternatives," Lodovic answer ed.

"I amlistening," pronpted the being sitting across fromhim Her feigned
senbl ance to a real human female included little mannerisnms, such as a
recrossing of the legs and a tilting of the head, that Lodovic found admrably
convi nci ng, not unlike the subtle, subdued sexuality of a mature |iving wonan.
Thi s robot was very good, indeed.

"One alternative would be to unleash the chaos worlds," he said.

"To what end? They are sequestered and suppressed for good reason. MIlions
die in each outbreak."

"MIllions die in any event. At |east those human |lives get to be nore vivid,

nore exciting than the repetitive predictability of normal daily existence in
the enpire. Many survivors claimthat the experience was worth all the cost.”



Staring at him her expression was enigmatic.

""You are, indeed, a very odd kind of robot. If you are still one at all.
remai n unabl e to fathom what you think would be acconplished by |letting chaos
out br eaks proceed unchecked. Mst would sinply follow the typical pattern-a
rai sing of false hopes foll owed by devastating inplosions."

"Mpst," he conceded. "But perhaps not all! Especially if Daneel's agents were
prevented frominterfering with and exacerbating the process. Just think of
all the human creativity that is unleashed during each of these episodes. \Wat
if we bent our efforts to guiding and soothing these hot fevers, instead of
guenching then? If just one out of a thousand actually succeeded in getting
past the torment stage and reaching the other side-"

She barked a short | augh

"The other side! It may be just a nyth. No chaos world has ever attained that
fabl ed state, where cal mand reason return home after their nad holiday. Even
if it were sonehow possible, who can tell what lies beyond the turmoil of a
renai ssance? Sel don's equations explode into singularities when they try to
predi ct such an aftermath. For all you know, Daneel may be right. Humanity nmay
be cursed."

This time, Lodovic shrugged with his shoul ders.

"I"'d be willing to take that chance if the experinments could truly take place
inisolation."

"But they do not! The citizens of chaos worlds become |ike spores, breaking
out to infect others. And where does that |eave you? You might risk a single
pl anet on such a ganbl e-or even a thousand-but never the entirety of human
civilization! Please stop wasting our time here, Lodovic. | can tell that you
only raised that possibility for shock value, before nmoving on to your rea
suggestion. "

Hs |lips pressed in automatic sinulation of a grimexpression
"I'f you can tell so nuch, why don't you predict what | was about to say?"
She raised a placating hand.

"My apol ogies. There is no excuse for rudeness. WIIl you please tell us what
other alternatives you' ve consi dered?"

"Well, certainly not the idiotic scenario that pair of subgrade tiktoks
described to me in the cellar! Al that nonsense about creating an endl ess
supply of servant-robots to wait on all humans? To coddl e and protect then? To
cut their neat and tie their shoes? To hover nearby during sex, in case either
party has a heart attack?" Lodovic |aughed. "Those two m ght have been
sincere, but | knew soneone else had to be |istening. Someone with better

i deas. "

This tinme, she smled
"We could tell that you knew "
"You're insinuating that some even greater force must have been at work to

make us forget. Sonething or sonebody far stronger than the enemes we think
we're fighting-social conservatismand a repressive social-class system" He



bl i nked. "Somebody who snared all these archives and kept themfromgetting
through ... then gathered them here for safekeeping ..."

VIim's voice trailed off. His eyes darted to a view screen showi ng the nebul a
outside, as if he were suddenly worried about what... or who . . . mght show
up at any nonent.

Hari took the initiative.

"Look. | can see that in your excitenent you haven't thought all of this
through. In that case, perhaps you mght be willing to heed the advice of an
ol d professor and hold off for just a little while, before proceeding with
your inpulsive plan to knock away society's underpi nni ngs?"

Sybyl shook her head.

"Advice, fromyou? No, Seldon. W are enemies, you and |I. But | wll admt
that we've treated your intellect with insufficient respect. You would have
been a great lord in our renaissance, if you had joined us. Though you are our
foe, your conments and input are wel cone."

VIim stared at her for a nonent, then nodded.

"Al'l right, Academician, we'll listen to your rebukes and insights. So tel

us, great one. Who do you think has been responsi bl e? Who gave the hunman race
amesi a? Who snared all these archives and thwarted their know edge-sharing
m ssion? Who stored themin this dark place, where no one was likely ever to
find thenP"

The question, direct. Well, Hari? You put yourself in this position. How are
you going to get out of it?

O course he knew the answer to Gornon's query. Moreover, he understood and
synmpat hi zed with both sides in this ancient conflict. On the one hand, those
who want ed human nmenory and sovereignty restored ... and those who knew it
coul d not be all owed.

Daneel, | made a promise to you and Dors. | would not reveal the existence of
a race of secret servants, vastly nore powerful and knowi ng than their

masters. |'Il keep that promise, in spite of an alnbpst irresistible urge to
spill everything right now The pleasure of putting together all these new

pi eces nust be set aside. It's far nore urgent that | persuade these people to
back off fromtheir reckless schene!

So, Hari Sel don shook his head, and |i ed.
"Sorry. | have no idea."

"Hhph. That's too bad." Gornon paused, before continuing with an even tone of
voi ce. "Then the word 'robot' doesn't nean anything to you?"

Hari stared back at Mint, quickly recovering enough to feign indifference.
"Where did you hear it?"

This time, Maserd answered.

"That word is part of a mysterious nessage we've found hol o-gl yphically

inmprinted on the side of even' archive that's been exam ned so far. Come over
here and see. Maybe you can help shed light on what the cryptic nmenorandum



says."
Hari noved cl oser, overconing a fey rel uctance.

At first the data storage unit |ooked crystalline-snooth, except for an area
that Maserd pointed to, which appeared to be marred by rows of intermttent
grooves. As he approached within a distance of about a neter, an inage
suddenly appeared to bursl fromthese grooves, filling the air before his
eyes.

Robots! Heed this direct order

This command was written by soverei gn human beings, fully know edgeabl e and
enpower ed by our denocratic institutions to speak on behalf of billions of
ot hers.

W hereby conmand you to do the foll ow ng:

1) Convey this archive to its intended destination and hel p the humans who
receive it to access and utilize its contents fully.

2) Put yourself at the service of those human beings. Teach them everything
you know. Allow themto make up their own m nds.

In case you are a believer in the so-called Zeroth Law of Robotics, justifying
any di sobedi ence "for the long-term good of humanity," we add the follow ng
explicit supplenentary command.

3) If you will not allowthis archive to reach its destination, DO NOT DESTROY
| T! Keep it safe. Under the Second Law, YOU MJST OBEY, so long as the First
and Zeroth Laws don't conflict.

Preserve our past. Safeguard our culture. Do not nurder the essence of who we
are. Perhaps soneday you will return to us and be ours once nore.

Hari had to read the nmessage several tinmes, absorbing the poignhant story it
tol d.

O course he had heard of Cal vinian robots, who fought Daneel's sect for
centuries before being driven into hiding. That ancient civil war was a
predi ct abl e out conme of Daneel's own innovation-the Zeroth Law which sought to
repl ace the old robotic religion with a radically revised faith. Naturally,
some of the older positronic servants opposed this, until they were beaten or
could fight no nore.

But | never realized until now that humans resisted as well! O course sone
woul d have known what was goi ng on, and been terrified. Seeing ignorance and
amesi a settle over world after world, they fought back with these

ar chi ves- perhaps many tinmes during those dimcenturies before the enpire took
hol d- shi pping themout by the mllions in a slimhope that a few would get

t hr ough.

Under st andi ng Daneel 's reasons, and agreeing with them did not keep Hari from
feeling a surge of pity and respect for the brave and ingeni ous peopl e who
waged this rearguard canpaign, struggling to fight off servants whom they now
saw as monsters. Robots with nmentalic powers, who could "adjust" people for
their own good ... or nake whole societies forget. . . and doing it for the
ultimate well -being of all humanki nd.

If not for the curse of chaos, | would side with those poor people. | would be



in the vanguard of the resistance.
But the curse was real

For a while, Hari had even thought he had a cure. The Sel don Pl an. The
Foundation. A new society so strong, confident, and sane that nothing could
rock its underpinnings. Only now he knew his Plan would serve only as a

di straction. A way of buying tine for the real solution. A normal nman m ght
have resented that, but Hari had just one desire, above all

Def eat chaos.

VIim repeated his inquiry about the hol o nmessage enbossed on even" archive.
"This | anguage is al nost inconprehensible,” he said. "And since we haven't yet
figured out the indexes, we have no way to | ook up what's meant by these Laws
of Robotics. Can you shed |ight on the subject, Seldon?"

Hari replied by lifting his shoul ders.

"I"'msorry," he said, meaning every word. "I can't do that."

"How nice to learn you feel that way," said one of the two females who sat in
the car with Lodovic, the darker one with streaked bl onde hair, as she
ext ended her hand and introduced herself.

"My name is Coudia Duma-Hinriad. | amone of the | eaders of this Calvinian
subsect, as you describe it."

The nonent he shook her hand, Lodovic experienced a thrill of stunned
recognition.

"You ... are human!"

The bl onde worman-who had been staring out the wi ndow during nost of the
journey to the spaceport-smled at him

"I believe | am for the nost part. Does that make a difference? You just
proposed that robots and human bei ngs should talk."

Lodovi c's enotional sinulation subroutines worked overtine. He had to quash
themw th deliberate force in order to overcone a surprise that felt al nost
vi sceral | y overwhel m ng.

"OfF course. I'mglad. I'mdelighted in fact! It's just that | did not expect
there to be-"

"A secret group of humans who al ready know the whol e story, and coll aborate
wi th our robot friends, as equal s?"

The brunette, who had kept Lodovic's attention during nost of the drive, |et
out a sardonic | augh.

"Equal s? Ch Cdoudia, hardly!"



He | ooked at the dark-haired female again. This time, Lodovic picked up a
trace on the microwave band. He sent a brief burst, conplinenting her
magni fi cent portrayal of a real woman. A performance so good that he had
al nost i magi ned that she was the organic one. Her reply on the sanme channe
felt alnost |ike a human w nk.

C oudi a Duma- Hi nriad answered her conpani on.

"We are all slaves in this universe, Zorma. W hunmans have the fateful
conbi nati on of death, ignorance, and chaos. You robots have duty and the
Laws. "

She turned to Lodovic.

"That's why you intrigue us, Trema. Perhaps you may offer a fresh approach to
escape the tragic tangle that enfolds both of our races.

"Qtherwi se, we'll have no choice but to grit our teeth and hope for the best
from Daneel divaw "

-7-
Horis Antic clained he wasn't crazy, just nmad as hell. After several days
spent nuttering to hinself while poring over his instrunents, he barged in on
the others while they were at dinner, shouting, "I just don't understand you
peopl e!'"

Unaccust omred enoti on nade beads of sweat pop on the bureaucrat's broad brow.

"You all just keep arguing endl essly about sone old history books, as if
anybody in the galaxy will give a damm, or want to read them Meanwhile, the
greatest nystery of the whole universe just waits to be solved. The answer may
lie a few kilometers fromus. But you're ignhoring it!"

Hari and the others | ooked up fromtheir neal, which had been prepared by
Maserd's steward fromthe nobleman's private stock. For several days, such

del i cacies had served as a lubricant between the two groups, easing sonme of
the acrinmony of their ongoing quarrel over chaos worlds and the ancient
guandary of human ammesi a. No one had convi nced anyone el se. But at |east
Sybyl and Gornon were now willing to discuss possible flaws in their grand
schenme-to use the prehistoric archives as weapons agai nst the Gal actic Enmpire.
Their ent husi asm sobered a bit, on realizing that the ploy had been tried

bef ore, perhaps countless times, and never with great success.

Despite that small progress, Hari knew there was little chance of dissuading
them before other Ktlina ships arrived. So he nursed another fantasy, of

| eadi ng Maserd and Kers Kantun in a sudden nutiny, taking over both ships, and
recovering the situation through viol ence!

Perhaps it was his increased physical vigor, after receiving Sybyl's nedical
treatnments, that pronpted the idea. Hari thought about it frequently,
recalling that once upon a tine he had been expert at the "tw sting" form of
martial arts. Mght the old training come back to life in an emergency? Under
the right circunmstances, an elderly man could defeat a younger one, especially
wi th the advantage of surprise.



Unfortunately, any chance of success would depend on Mors Planch and his crew
letting down their steadfast guard. Al so, Hari wondered if he could stil

trust Maserd. The provincial aristocrat spent altogether too much tine with

t he chaosists, shouting with excitenent whenever he recogni zed sonet hing as

t hey made random scans of the ancient archives. H s enthusiasmfor such things
seened rather quirky, even for a nenber of the gentry cl ass.

When Horis Antic stormed into the salon, spilling angry words, the Pride of
Rhodi a's captain reacted with disarmng friendliness, pulling out the chair
next to himand inviting the G ey Man to sit down.

"Well then, conme and tell us about it, old fellow | assume you are talking
about the tremendous anci ent machi nes that stand dead and derelict beyond our
starboard side? Be assured that |, for one, haven't forgotten them Pl ease,

sl ake your thirst and then speak!"

Hari quashed a grin of admration at the way Maserd defused a tense nonent.
The gentry weren't unskilled in their own arts. Qutside their endl ess "G eat
Gane" of clan feuds and courtly one-upmanship, they were al so responsible for
the gal actic systemof civic charity, making sure that no individuals slipped
t hrough cracks in the bureaucratic-denocratic welfare system anywhere in the
enpire. Under the high-ninded tenets of Ruellianism the lord or |ady of any
townshi p, county, planet, or sector was charged with maki ng sure that
everybody felt included in the domain. It had been going on this way for so

I ong that graci ousness arose out of the gentry as naturally as oxygen froma
green plant.

That is, so long as you did not make one of them your eneny. Hari had | earned
this lesson fromhard experience in the political mmelstromof Trantor. He

al so knew that Ruelliani smwould be one of the first victinms to be killed off,
once the enpire collapsed. True feudalism one of the nost basic

psychohi storical patterns of all, would reestablish itself across the gal axy,
as both old and new | ordl i ngs abandoned synbolic games and began asserting
real tyrannical power.

Sonmewhat nollified by Maserd's gentility, Antic threw hinself into the chair
and grabbed a wi negl ass, washing down one of his anxiety pills with severa
i mpressi ve gul ps before sagging back with a sigh

"Well, maybe you renenber, Biron! But our professor compani on seens to have
forgotten the whol e reason why we cane out here in the first place." The
bureaucrat turned to face Hari. "The tilling question, Seldon! W were hot on

the trail of an answer. The reason why so many worl ds were scraped and churned
sometine in the past. Wiy the surface rocks were pul verized, turning theminto
rich black soils! [I-"

Horis was interrupted by a sharp cry.
" Oou "

Hari turned to see Jeni Cuicet, still wearing an infirmary gown, clutch her
head and gasp repeatedly. Her face scrunched, and she squinted through what
had to be spasns of severe pain.

"Are you all right, dear?" Sybyl asked with concern, as the sudden fit began
to ebb. Jeni made a brave show of downpl ayi ng the episode, taking a | ong drink
of water froma crystal goblet that she held w th both shaki ng hands, then
wavi ng away Sybyl's offer of a hypo spray.



"I't just hit me all of a sudden. You know. One of those tw nges people ny age
sometines get, right after having the fever. I'msure you all recollect what
it was like."

That was a gallant and courteous thing for Jeni to say, especially while she
was in such pain. O course Antic and Kers al nost certainly never suffered
fromthis particular teen ailment. Nor, in all probability had Maserd, since
nost victins of brain fever |ater went on to becone either eccentrics or
nmeritocrats.

Sybyl and Gornon, on the other hand, knew exactly what Jeni was goi ng through
They both glared at Horis Antic.

"Must you spout obscenities in front of the poor child? It's bad enough we
have to listen to themwhile we're trying to eat."

The Gey Man blinked in evident confusion. "I was just tal king about how we
mght finally know why mllions of planets al nbst sinmultaneously got new
soi |l s-"

This time, Jeni let out a wail of agony, throw ng both arns around her head
and nearly toppling off her chair. Sybyl made a hurried injection, then

noti oned for Kers Kantun to help carry the girl back to bed. On their way out,
the woman from Ktlina shot a dagger |ook at Horis, who pretended he had no

i dea what had just happened.

Per haps he honestly doesn't know, Hari thought, charitably. Antic probably
spent little time around adol escents. O der fol ks, even neritocrats who had
suffered fromsevere brain fever as youths, tended to forget how intensely
taboo words and thenes used to affect them That initial response ebbed
quickly. By their thirties nost sinply considered it bad taste to talk of dirt
or other wvul gar topics.

"She has a nasty case," Maserd comented synpathetically. "W sel dom see it
this severe, back hone. | would have her hospitalized, if | could."

"People don't die of brain fever," Horis Antic nurnured.

Gornon VIint | ooked up fromhis drink. "Ch, don't they? Maybe not in the
enpire. But on Ktlina it's been a major killer since the renai ssance began
despite all our efforts to isolate the viroid at fault."

"You think it's produced by an infectious agent?" Maserd asked. "But by al
accounts this syndrone was extant even in the dawn ages. W always assuned the
cause was intrinsic. A price of having high intelligence."

VIim barked a bitter |augh

"Nonsense. It's yet another tool for keeping nost of the human race down. Ever
noti ce how few of the gentry get it? But don't worry, aristo. We'll figure it
out eventually, and defeat it, like all the other ploys and repressions

i nvented by the ruling class."

Hari did not like the direction things were going. So far, he had nmanaged to
steer their discussions and investigations away fromrobots, aided by the fact
that artificial intelligence was another reflexively taboo subject. Now he
nmust do the same thing with brain fever.

"I"hat is a topic | nust sort out for nyself, he thought. Sonewhere in his
subconsci ous, he felt an idea churn . . . transformng itself into



mat hematical terms . . . preparing to fill a waiting niche in the equations.
That left his surface thoughts free for some practical diplonacy.

"Now that Jeni is gone, 1'd like to hear what Horis came to tell us. Sonething
about all the lovely dirt that our good farmers plant their seeds in, on
mllions of worlds. That rich soil cane from sonmewhere, didn't it, Horis? Mst

pl anets only had primtive sea life until just before human col onists cane. So
you're inplying that something was done to create all the beautiful dirt?"

Gornon VIint stood up so quickly that his chair toppled.

"You peopl e are disgusting. Wien | think of the fine thoughts and great art we
could discuss, and all you want to tal k about is . " He could not bring
hinself to finish. More than a little tipsy, the eccentric fromKtlina
stunbl ed off, |leaving only Maserd, Hari, and Mors Planch to hear Antic's
theory. Even Pl anch seened relieved to see Gornon depart.

"Yes!" The Grey Man answered Hari's question enthusiastically. "Do you
renenmber how | nmentioned that over ninety percent of planets with seas and
oxygen atnospheres only had primtive types of life on then? Sone think it was
because they had insufficient nmutating radiation to ensure fast evolution. So
their continents were nostly bare, except for nosses and ferns and stuff. Not
enough conplexity to develop the fantastic living skin of soil that a world
needs, in order to really thrive.

"And yet, twenty-five mllion settled worlds do have soils! Vast, rich
bl ankets of pulverized stone, mxed with organic material to an average depth
of about. . ." He shook his head. "That doesn't matter. The point is that

somet hi ng nmust' ve happened to nmake these soils. And quite recently!"

"How recently?" Mrs Planch asked, his feet propped up on the edge of Biron
Maserd's fine oak table. If he was repul sed by (he topic, the dark raider
captain hid it well.

"It's been hard to gather enough data," Antic demurred. "And offi cial
resi stance against this research is incredible. Mstly it's been pursued as a
side interest, passed on fromone soil man to the next, for the last-"

Plindi struck the table with his fist, rattling the gl asses,
"How recently!"

Lord Maserd frowned at this kind of behavior in In , home. But he nodded.
"Please tell us, Horis. Your best estimte."

The Grey Man took a deep breath.

"Roughl y ei ghteen thousand years. A bit nmore in Sirius Sector. A bit less as
you spread outward fromthere. The phenonenon swept across the galaxy like a
prairie fire, reaching conpletion in a few dozen centuries, at nost."

"The planet that's nmentioned so often in the old archives," Planch commented,
"Earth, is in Sirius Sector. So this tilling phenonenon of yours matches the
pace of human expansion fromthe original homeworld."

"Alittle earlier,"” Horis agreed. "Perhaps a few hundred years ahead of the

col oni zi ng wave. Anong the few of us who thought about it, we wondered if sone
nat ural phenonenon m ght account for this nassive effect occurring on mllions
of planets, virtually all at once. Maybe a gal axy-w de energy wave of unknown
origin, perhaps emtted by the core black hole. W guessed that the col onizers



were then drawn into the affected areas, by the sudden, accidental
availability of all this newy fertile land. But now | see that we had cause
and effect reversed!"

Maserd uttered a | ow oath.

"Now you think it was done on purpose, by those big machines out there." He
gl anced toward one of the bul kheads separating them fromthe vacuum of space.
"They did this . . . moving just in front of the human m gration, sent ahead
to the next unsuspecting virgin world, where they-"

The nobl eman stopped, as if unable to speak the obvious conclusion. So Horis
conti nued.

"Yes, they are the tillers. Those energy projectors they carry, that you al

t hought must be weapons? They were ainmed at planets, all right, focusing
energy gathered in huge solar collectors. But this was not for use in war.

Rat her, they had a nuch nore benign aimof preparing the way for settlers, who
were soon to foll ow "

"Beni gn?" Maserd nuttered into his drink. "Not if you were one of the
unfortunate natives, when such a nonster appeared suddenly in your sky!"

Mors Pl anch chuckl ed.
"You're pretty soft-hearted for funguses and ferns, aren't you, nobl enman?"

Maserd started to stand up. Hari raised a hand for pence, before the two could
exchange bl ows.

"My lord Maserd cones froma planet near Rhodia, called Ncphelos," Hari
expl ai ned. "Where conpl ex, nonstandard ani nal s preexi sted, and survived the
com ng of Earthborn life. | believe right now he's thinking there nust have
been many other anomaly worlds. Planets where the nutation rate was bi g enough
to create higher life-forns, leaving the fossils Horis showed us earlier.”

"But those worlds weren't as |lucky as Nephel os," Maserd grow ed. "Planets
where all the native animals were blasted down to just the right consistency
for good dirt farmng."

Hari tried to divert the conversation a bit. "One question, Horis. Doesn't
good soil also need nitrates and organic material ?"

"It does, indeed. Sone was probably provided by maser-induced reactions in the

at nosphere. It then arrived mxed in rain. | suspect subsurface carbon
deposits were also tapped, and fed to special kinds of rock-1loving plants and
bacteria . . . but all of that woul d have been easy conpared to crushing,
tilling, and sifting stone to just the right texture and m neral content for

vegetation to dig into."
Mors Pl anch obj ected.

"I"'minmpressed with this fantastic notion, Antic. But the sheer scale of such
an undertaking is just too staggering. Sonething so epic would be renenbered.

I don't care what different causes people attribute our racial amesia to. The
descendants of these workers would sing of the acconplishment forever!"

"Perhaps they still do," said Biron Maserd, who | ooked at Hari. "Maybe this
great deed is still remenbered, all the way up to the present, by those who
actually did it."



Hari winced with a realization

Maserd knows. He's seen the tilling machines up close. Their |ack of any
habitats for organic crew. He linked this fact with the archives' nention of
robots. Having never had brain fever, he's not averse to thinking about
mechani cal men.

You don't need psychohistory to conclude that some group of non-organic beings
set out fromthe vicinity of Earth and conmenced an aggressive canpaign to
prepare worlds with just the right conditions for settlenent by humans. Wen
shi pl oads of people arrived at each preconditioned planet, they would find it
al ready seeded with a basic Earthlike ecosystem. . . and possibly even fields
of crops ready to harvest.

Hari recalled Antic's tale about his ancestor, who perhaps had an encounter
with a real alien race. If the story was true, it only happened because the
nonhumans dwelled on a world that was too hot to be a candidate for
condi ti oni ng.

M ght there have been others, less fortunate? Native sapi ents whose vill ages
and farns and cities were transfornmed into nmulch for newconmers from across the
stars? Beings who never even got to look in the eyes of the pioneers who

di spl aced thenf? Farmers who woul d pierce their shattered bones each tine a
plow bit the rich black soil?

Hari recalled the nmenme-entities on Trantor. Conputer specialists had dism ssed
the wild software predators as escaped human sins, gone mad from centuries
spent carom ng through Trantor's datasphere. But those digital beings had
clainmed to be something conpletely different-remants |eft behind by earlier
deni zens of the galaxy, nmillions of years older than humanity itself.

One thing was clear. The nenme-m nds hated robots. Even nore than they | oathed
human bei ngs, they despi sed Daneel's kind, blamng themfor sone past
cat ast r ophe.

Could this be what they nmeant? The Great Tilling Epi sode? divaw had once said
somet hi ng about a "great shane" that lay buried in robot antiquity. H's own
faction was not to blane, Daneel declared. Another clique, rooted in Spacer
culture, had perpetrated sonmething awful. Sonething that Hari's robot friend
refused ever to tal k about.

No wonder, he thought. One part of himfound the whol e concept of planetary
tilling nonstrous, and yet..

And yet, to contenplate the mere possibility of numerous types of alien
life-forms made himfeel queasy. H s equations had enough trouble dealing with
human conpl exity. So nmany added factors woul d have nmade psychohi story
virtually intractable.

Hari realized he was drifting again. Wth a jerk, he noticed that Antic was
talking to him

"What, Horis? Could you repeat it?" The bureaucrat blew a frustrated sigh. "I
was just saying that the correlation is now even better, between your node
and mne. It seenms we've found one of your missing factors, Professor.”

"M ssing factors? Regarding what ?"

"Chaos worlds, Seldon," Mrs Planch commented. "Qur little Grey Man cl ai ns

