Chapter 1

LUNA


Andrew Harlan, the last of the original Eternals: was walking down the streets of 1940s Chicago, when an odd bolt of temporal energy, from a failed experiment, struck him and moved him through time.  One instant he was waving at his friend Joseph Schwartz, and the next second he had fallen onto the glowing dirt of the radioactive and completely dead Earth.  He picked himself up, brushed himself off and looked around at the stark landscape.  He was reassured as he looked toward the west he saw the brilliant reddish sunset that was so natural on a dusty day: but when he looked to the darkening east, he saw a glowing blue horizon, that spoke of the deadly radioactivity that had so infused the Earth, for the past 20,000 years.


There was chill in the wind and no sign of life anywhere.  No animal life, no vegetation, no anything.  He was born in the 78th Century, had traveled well past the 100,00th Century, lived most of his life in the 20th Century, and now realized that he would probably die in some nameless Century, which he would never know.

R. Daneel Olivaw’s twenty thousand year existence would soon be coming to an end, so it was fortunate that Golan Trevise, the councilman from the Foundation Federation and his traveling companions, Janov Pelorat, of Terminus University, and Bliss, who was of Gaia, were able to buy him the time that he needed to finish his work.


From his base, hidden on Luna, the moon of the mythical planet Earth, he had watched over humanity for a score thousand years, and in a few hundred years it would be time to lay down that burden.


Golan Trevise had been forced into making a decision about the future on mankind, and the choice had left a bad taste in his mouth.  The Councilman was one of those rare people who was able to draw correct conclusions from a minimal amount of data.  When given the choice of a Galaxy run by a power-mad Mayor of the Foundation Federation, by the Mentallic Speakers of the Second Foundation or the mental Gestalt of the combined peoples of planet known as Gaia: he had chosen the latter: but he didn’t like the idea of Galaxia: a Galaxy where human beings were but cells in a Galaxy-spanning super organism.


He needed to know that he had made the right decision, so he set out on a quest that led him here: to the mythical home of humanity.  It led him to Earth and to mankind’s hidden Shepard, R. (for Robot) Daneel Olivaw.


His fellow explorer, Janov Pelorat, a historian who had made a study of Earth legends, was overjoyed to have been able to meet and talk to someone who could remember every detail of his life for over twenty thousand years.  The three months spent with the robot were the most productive in his life: although Daneel assured him that he would not be allowed to share his new insights when he returned to civilization.


The historian had spoken at great length to the ancient robot and knowing that his time was short, he tried to get in a few last questions.  He had already learned that after mankind had first developed ships that were able to travel to the stars, they settled fifty worlds with the help of robots.  These Spacer worlds soon became stronger than the Earth which had spawned them, and they then blockaded the inhabitants of Earth to their Caves of Steel.  Eventually a second wave of settlers, who eschewed robots in any manner, left the Earth and settled the rest of the Galaxy.


The Spacer worlds faded away while the new Settlers slowly forgot the world of their common origin, as the Earth slowly became a radioactive wasteland as the final retribution of the Spacer worlds.  

The historian Janov Pelorat had an insatiable appetite for the lost knowledge of the past, and was determined to have as many of the mysteries explained as possible in the time that he had left.  “My dear Daneel, there are legends of a world that tried to conquer the rest of the galaxy by using a mysterious device that was called a synapsifier.  Is this a true story?”

“It certainly is.  The synapsifier was a device that was developed on the Earth to increase the brainpower of a human, so that the modified persons could develop biological weapons that would terminate human life on all other worlds of the galaxy.  The device worked, but shortened the subject’s life from years to months.”

“If it worked, why wasn’t all life in the galaxy terminated?”

“That was the truly strange thing about the whole thing.  From the distant past, from a time when humans hadn’t even yet been able to travel to this moon: a man named Joseph Schwartz, was dragged over 20,000 years into his future.  There he was synapsified, with success.  His primitive mind was able to survive synapsification, when the people of that time couldn’t, and he developed amazing mentalic abilities which he used to foil their plot.  No one ever figured out how he was transported through time, and after he disappeared, no one ever figured out where he went.”

“It was that event that made me realize the potential of the human mind.  It was that event that gave me the idea to try to form Gaia.  Without Joseph Schwartz, there never would have been a Gaia, or the possibility of a Galaxia.  I always thought that…”

At that moment a klaxon rang throughout the moon base.  The bell rang loud and penetratingly.  Daneel Olivaw tilted his head as he accessed the near infinite mainframe that controlled all of the bases functions and defenses.  He frowned and said, “Very strange.  A human life form has appeared on the surface of the Earth near the ancient city of Chicago; apparently from nowhere.  He won’t last long on the radioactive surface.”

He turned to Trevise.  “You will have to quickly take your ship to the surface and retrieve him.”

Not liking to be ordered around Trevise objected.  “Why don’t you go?  I thought that robots were no allowed to put humans, like me, into dangerous positions!”

“You won’t be there long enough to be in any danger, but the person on the surface will perish if left there too long.  My positronic brain cannot survive that radiation, or I would go myself, but the third law of robotics forbids it while there is another option.  You are that option.”

The three laws of Robotics are: 

First:  A robot cannot harm a human or through inaction allow a human to come to harm.

Second:  A robot must follow the orders of a human except when that would conflict with the first law.  And:

Third:  A robot shall protect itself, except when that would conflict with the first two laws.   It was this law that kept the robot from needlessly throwing away its life, and it was this law that sent Golan Trevise on a rescue mission to the deadly planet.

.

TRANTOR


Stor Gendibal had been First Speaker of the Second Foundation for close to four months.  The table wars had been won and his position as First Speaker had been assured.  To be sure Speaker Delmare had put up a valiant struggle, but even she had finally been forced to accede to his will.


Technically, the title of First Speaker held no privilege beyond the right to, as the name implies, speak first at meetings of the Table of Speakers.  In actual fact, it made him leader of the Second Foundation, whose job it has been the past half millennium to

safeguard the Seldon Plan for the Galaxy, which would lead to a more stable Galactic Empire than the old one; with the hidden Second Foundation secretly directing things behind the scenes.  Using the tools of psychohistory (mathematical prediction of future events) and metallic mind control they would lead the First Foundation into a glorious future.


At least that was the plan laid out five hundred years earlier by the great Hari Seldon.  Stor Gendible had no way of knowing that it would never happen.  Psychohistory, is based on two postulates: first, you must be dealing with a large enough population so that things can be looked at statistically, and secondly the population cannot know the prediction, or they might labor to change it.  Unfortunately, it is only a prediction by statistics, and it only gives probabilities for a certain course of action to succeed, not certainties.  The Plan had already been derailed and he had no way of knowing it.


When coming up with the science of psychohistory, Hari Seldon made two assumptions that Golan Trevize has shown to be untrue.  He assumed that there were no unexpected outside forces that were more powerful than the two Foundations, and the planet Gaia, had already surpassed them: and he assumed that human intelligences were the only intelligences in the Galaxy.  The Robots of Earth, and the Solarians of Solaria, proved this assumption false, but more importantly, there might be intelligences in other Galaxies that may some day make their presence known here.


What was sad was that Stor Gendibal labored yet to accomplish his goals in ignorance of the flaws with Psychohistory.  Golan Trevize would soon derail his entire world.


The First Speaker was out for a run on the surface of Trantor along with his wife, Sura Novi.  He had always enjoyed running among the simple Hamish peoples who lived on their world with them.  The Hamish were simple uneducated farmers who acted as a shield to anyone with prying eyes.  


Trantor had only a few centuries earlier been the capitol of the Galactic Empire, which encompassed millions of populated worlds, many with dense populations: but none so dense as Trantor.  The world had been covered with the metal of a thousand worlds and ruled the Empire for more than twenty thousand years.  It was the greatest jewel in the galaxy until the collapse of the Empire and the Great Sack of Trantor, which left it an impoverished place, stripped of its metals and reduced to a sparse and uneducated farming population.  

Farmers and the Galactic University, which housed the Second Foundation, was all that remained of the once proud place: and the farmers were all that visitors to Trantor were ever allowed to see.  Because of the farmers, no outsider ever suspected the presence of the architects and future secret rulers of the Greater Second Empire to be.


Gendibal was snickered at for fraternizing with the lowly Hamish farmers, but when he married one, he had to wade through outright hatred.  His wife, Sura Novi, was not very smart, so she was distained by the mentalists of the Second Foundation: and she was a plain woman on top of that, but she was loyal and the First Speaker enjoyed being with her.  Sometimes, he felt, love can’t be planned.


Sura Novi was his wife.  Sura Novi was also Gaia.  


Usually Gendibal did his morning jog alone, but when Novi asked to come along he somehow just couldn’t refuse her.  He was a little surprised to see that she had no problem keeping up with him. 

They had reached the turn around point, at a distance of fifteen kilometers, and were about to turn around when a man stepped out from behind an outcropping of girders from the old city.  No one should have been able to approach him without being sensed by his mind, so to say that he was surprised was an understatement: but shock turned to disbelief when he realized that he knew this man.

The Far Star had arrived on Trantor sixteen hours earlier, landing on the far side of the planet in an attempt the escape the notice of the Second Foundation.  Bliss had assured him that no one would be paying attention when they landed, and they were indeed unchallenged.  Leaving the others behind to guard the ship, Trevize bought regular surface transportation to as close to the Place of the Scholars as the taxi man would approach, and then he walked the last five kilometers.

Bliss said that if there were any problems, Gaia would be there to protect him.  After a four hour wait, his communicator beeped, and he heard Bliss’ voice.  “Count to one hundred and step out on the road.”  The two often enjoyed a friendly argument between themselves, but he decided that it was more important to remain silent at this time than to ask her why he had to have waited so long.

He stepped onto the road and as he had expected, he came face to face with the First Speaker.  What he was surprised at was that the woman Suranovi was with him.  Bliss was again right, Gaia was indeed there.

“Speaker Gendibal, it’s nice to see you again.”

“I wasn’t aware that we had ever met before …?”

“Oh come now, you know who I am.”

Deciding that there was no point in evasion, he gave up his pretense of ignorance.  “Councilman Trevize, of course.  But I repeat, we’ve never met.  How is that you know who I am?”

“It’s true that we never met face to face, but we had a long mentalic conference almost a year ago.”

A cold fear ran down the Speakers back.  ‘Are the Foundation mentalic machines much better than we thought they were?’ he thought.  ‘Is that how he was able to mask himself from me?  If so they are probably here to destroy the Second Foundation!’  He frantically reached out with his mind to warn the other Second Foundationers, but his mind was muffled, as by a heavy blanket, and the First Speaker was unable to make speak to his brethren.  He was alone.

He was about to run when his wife spoke up.  “Master, you can’t run away: your feet won’t respond to your commands.”  

Looking into his wife’s mind the Speaker was seized with terror, for within, her simple mind was growing and the complexity was unlike anything that he imagined possible.  The smooth surface of her mind became something monstrously impossible.  He gaped at her in horror and gasped, “What are you?”

“That’s funny.  That’s what you said last time.”  Looking at her husband, she continued, “I am Gaia, and it’s time for you to remember.”

Suddenly all of the suppressed memories flooded back into his mind, and he could see the implanted false memories for what they were.  He knew about the living planet and he knew about Galaxia, and he knew the Empire of the Second Foundation would never be.  He also knew that it was because of Golan Trevize that this was so.  

Glaring at Trevize, all that he could do was sputter with rage.

The Councilman, feeling that it would be best to defuse the situation before Gendibal’s anger grew spoke first. (despite Gendibal’s title.)

“I need your help in saving the Galaxy.”

“You need my help!?  You who destroyed the Seldon Plan?  You want me to help you!?”

“Yes.  The Seldon plan was doomed to failure, because it made some basic assumptions that, I think, simply were not true.  But I have no knowledge of psychohistory, so I’ve come to you to see if I am right or not.  And to see that, if I am  right, if psychohistory can be modified to work within the new restrictions.  If it can, your version of the Empire may yet come about.  If not… well we’ll talk about that then.  Can you calm down enough to converse in a friendly manner?”

Seeing no other options he said.  “Let’s talk.”

1. The Far Star returns to Terminus.

2. The programming in the Far Star’s computer automatically downloads all the movements of and conversations in the Far Star, and sends reports to the Mayor and Council, so that they know about Gaia, Earth, Trantor, Alpha and the Spacer Worlds.

3. The Mayor sets out to take the Spacer Worlds for her expansionist legacy.  

4. Trevise goes to Trantor for help, since Gaia and Earth are too reluctant to stop the Mayor.

5. Trevise (with the help of Trantor) convinces her to start a program to explore and colonize the Andromeda Galaxy instead.

