
The Currents of Space

By Isaac Asimov

The Currents of Space By Isaac Asimov

Classic science fiction adventure in the Foundation universe by grandmaster
Isaac Asimov. Only one man can warn the planet Florinia that it is doomed
by an astronomical catastrophe -- but he has amnesia and is a slave.

High above planet Florinia, the Squires of Sark live in unimaginable wealth and
comfort. Down in the eternal spring of the planet, however, the native Florinians
labor ceaselessly to produce the precious kyrt that brings prosperity to their
Sarkite masters.

Rebellion is unthinkable and impossible. Not only do the Florinians no longer
have a concept of freedom, any disruption of the vital kyrt trade would cause
other planets to rise in protest, resulting in a galactic war. So the Trantorian
Empire, whose grand plan is to unite all humanity in peace, prosperity, and
freedom, has allowed the oppression to continue.

Living among the workers of Florinia, Rik is a man without a memory or a past.
He has been abducted and brainwashed. Barely able to speak or care for himself
when he was found, Rik is widely regarded as a simpleton by the worker
community where he lives. As his memories begin to return, however, Rik finds
himself driven by a cryptic message he is determined to deliver: Everyone on
Florinia is doomed…the Currents of Space are bringing destruction. But if the
planet is evacuated, the power of Sark will end-so there are those who would kill
the messenger. The fate of the Galaxy hangs in the balance.
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Editorial Review

Review

“One of the world's premier science fiction writers.” ?Newsday

“Isaac Asimov is the greatest explainer of the age.” ?Carl Sagan

“For fifty years it was Isaac Asimov's tone of address that all the other voices of SF obeyed.… For five
decades his was the voice to which sf came down in the end. His was the default voice of SF.” ?The
Encyclopedia of Science Fiction
“Obviously, Isaac Asimov had a lot of fun concocting this merry tangle of interplanetary power politics. . . .
If it isn't often science-fiction, it is always beautifully contrived melodrama. The reader will have just as
much fun as Mr. Asimov.” ?The New York Times on The Currents of Space

“Science fiction on the larger scale is Isaac Asimov's specialty. . . . Clear writing and excellent suspense
make this book a welcome addition to the science fiction lists.” ?The New York Times on The Stars, Like
Dust

“How do you explain Isaac Asimov to Earth men? How do you even begin to describe that glorious union of
all-American optimism, bleeding-heart Yiddishkeit, and cutting-edge science speculation? You can't. He's
one of a kind. . . . Psycho-history buffs will love this book for its through-the-looking-glass view of the
Foundation series. Everyone else will love it because it's fun, fun, fun.” ?Fantasy & Science Fiction on
Pebble in the Sky

About the Author

Isaac Asimov, author of the Foundation trilogy and many other novels, was one of the great SF writers of
the twentieth century.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.

Chapter One

The Foundling

Rik put down his feeder and jumped to his feet. He was trembling so hard he had to lean against the bare
milk- white wall.

He shouted, “I remember!”

They looked at him and the gritty mumble of men at lunch died somewhat. Eyes met his out of faces
indifferently clean and indifferently shaven, glistening and white in the imperfect wall illumination. The eyes
reflected no great interest, merely the reflex attention enforced by any sudden and unexpected cry.



Rik cried again, “I remember my job. I had a job!”

Someone called, “Shoddop!”and someone else yelled, “Siddown!”

The faces turned away, the mumble rose again. Rik stared blankly along the table. He heard the remark,
“Crazy Rik,“and a shrug of shoulders. He saw a finger spiral at a man’s temple. It all meant nothing to him.
None of it reached his mind.

Slowly he sat down. Again he clutched his feeder, a spoon-like affair, with sharp edges and little tines
projecting from the front curve of the bowl, which could therefore with equal clumsiness cut, scoop and
impale. It was enough for a mill-worker. He turned it over and stared without seeing at his number on the
back of the handle. He didn’t have to see it. He knew it by heart. All the others had registration numbers, just
as he had, but the others had names also. He didn’t. They called him Rik because it meant something like
“moron”in the slang of the kyrt mills. And often enough they called him “Crazy Rik.”

But perhaps he would be remembering more and more now. This was the first time since he had come to the
mill that he had remembered anything at all from before the beginning. If he thought hard! If he thought with
all his mind!

All at once he wasn’t hungry; he wasn’t the least hungry. With a sudden gesture, he thrust his feeder into the
jellied briquet of meat and vegetables before him, pushed the food away, and buried his eyes in the heels of
his palms. His fingers thrust and clutched at his hair and painstakingly he tried to follow his mind into the
pitch from which it had extracted a single item—one muddy, undecipherable item.

Then he burst into tears, just as the clanging bell announced the end of his lunch shift.

Valona March fell in beside him when he left the mill that evening. He was scarcely conscious of her at first,
at least as an individual. It was only that he heard his footsteps matched. He stopped and looked at her. Her
hair was something between blonde and brown. She wore it in two thick plaits that she clamped together
with little magnetized green- stoned pins. They were very cheap pins and had a faded look about them. She
wore the simple cotton dress which was all that was needed in that mild climate, just as Rik himself needed
only an open, sleeveless shirt and cotton slacks.

She said, “I heard something went wrong lunchtime.”

She spoke in the sharp, peasant accents one would expect. Rik’s own language was full of flat vowels and
had a nasal touch. They laughed at him because of it and imitated his way of speaking, but Valona would tell
him that that was only their own ignorance.

Rik mumbled, “Nothing’s wrong, Lona.”

She persisted. “I heard you said you remembered something. Is that right, Rik?”

She called him Rik too. There wasn’t anything else to call him. He couldn’t remember his real name. He had
tried desperately enough. Valona had tried with him. One day she had obtained a torn city directory
somehow and had read all the first names to him. None had seemed more familiar than any other.

He looked her full in the face and said, “I’ll have to quit the mill.”

Valona frowned. Her round, broad face with its flat, high cheekbones was troubled. “I don’t think you can. It
wouldn’t be right.”



“I’ve got to find out more about myself.”

Valona licked her lips. “I don’t think you should.”

Rik turned away. He knew her concern to be sincere. She had obtained the mill job for him in the first place.
He had had no experience with mill machinery. Or perhaps he had, but just didn’t remember. In any case,
Lona had insisted that he was too small for manual labor and they had agreed to give him technical training
without charge. Before that, in the nightmarish days when he could scarcely make sounds and when he didn’t
know what food was for, she had watched him and fed him. She had kept him alive.

He said, “I’ve got to.”

“Is it the headaches again, Rik?”

“No. I really remember something. I remember what my job was before——Before!”

He wasn’t sure he wanted to tell her. He looked away. The warm, pleasant sun was at least two hours above
the horizon. The monotonous rows of workers’ cubicles that stretched out and round the mills were tiresome
to look at, but Rik knew that as soon as they topped the rise the field would lie before them in all the beauty
of crimson and gold.

He liked to look at the fields. From the very first the sight had soothed and pleased him. Even before he
knew that the colors were crimson and gold, before he knew that there were such things as colors, before he
could express his plea sure in anything more than a soft gurgle, the headaches would flicker away faster in
the fields. In those days Valona would borrow a diamagnetic scooter and take him out of the village every
idle-day. They would skim along, a foot above the road, gliding on the cushioned smoothness of the counter-
gravity field, until they were miles and miles away from any human habitation and there would be left only
the wind against his face, fragrant with the kyrt blossoms.

They would sit beside the road then, surrounded by color and scent, and between them share a food briquet,
while the sun glowed down upon them until it was time to return again.

Rik was stirred by the memory. He said, “Let’s go to the fields, Lona.”

“It’s late.”

“Please. Just outside town.”

She fumbled at the thin money pouch she kept between herself and the soft blue leather belt she wore, the
only luxury of dress she allowed herself.

Rik caught her arm. “Let’s walk.”

They left the highway for the winding, dustless, packed- sand roads half an hour later. There was a heavy
silence between them and Valona felt a familiar fear clutching at her. She had no words to express her
feelings for him, so she had never tried.

What if he should leave her? He was a little fellow, no taller than herself and weighing somewhat less, in
fact. He was still like a helpless child in many ways. But before they had turned his mind off he must have
been an educated man. A very important educated man.

Valona had never had any education besides reading and writing and enough trade- school technology to be



able to handle mill machinery, but she knew enough to know that all people were not so limited. There was
the Townman, of course, whose great knowledge was so helpful to all of them. Occasionally Squires came
on inspection tours. She had never seen them close up but once, on a holiday, she had visited the City and
seen a group of incredibly gorgeous creatures at a distance. Occasionally the mill-workers were allowed to
listen to what educated people sounded like. They spoke differently, more fluently, with longer words and
softer tones. Rik talked like that more and more as his memory improved.

She had been frightened at his first words. They came so suddenly after long whimpering over a headache.
They were pronounced queerly. When she tried to correct him he wouldn’t change.

Even then she had been afraid that he might remember too much and then leave her. She was only Valona
March. They called her Big Lona. She had never married. She never would. A large, big- footed girl with
work- reddened hands like herself could never marry. She had never been able to do more than look at the
boys with dumb resentment when they ignored her at the idle- day dinner festivals. She was too big to giggle
and smirk at them.

She would never have a baby to cuddle and hold. The other girls did, one after the other, and she could only
crowd about for a quick glimpse of something red and hairless with screwed-up eyes, fists impotently
clenched, gummy mouth——

“It’s your turn next, Lona.”

“When will you have a baby, Lona?”

She could only turn away.

But when Rik had come, he was like a baby. He had to be fed and taken care of, brought out into the sun,
soothed to sleep when the headaches racked him.

The children would run after her, laughing. They would yell, “Lona’s got a boy friend. Big Lona’s got a
crazy boy friend. Lona’s boy friend is a rik.”

Later on, when Rik could walk by himself (she had been as proud the day he took his first step as though he
were really only one year old, instead of more like thirty- one) and stepped out, unescorted, into the village
streets, they had run about him in rings, yelling their laughter and foolish ridicule in order to see a grown
man cover his eyes in fear, and cringe, with nothing but whimpers to answer them. Dozens of times she had
come charging out of the house, shouting at them, waving her large fists.

Even grown men feared those fists. She had felled her section head with a single wild blow the first day she
had brought Rik to work at the mill because of a sniggering indecency concerning them which she
overheard. The mill council fined her a week’s pay for that incident, and might have sent her to the City for
further trial at the Squire’s court, but for the Townman’s intervention and the plea that there had been p...

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Gabriel Reed:

Within other case, little men and women like to read book The Currents of Space. You can choose the best
book if you want reading a book. Provided that we know about how is important a book The Currents of



Space. You can add know-how and of course you can around the world by just a book. Absolutely right,
because from book you can recognize everything! From your country until eventually foreign or abroad you
can be known. About simple thing until wonderful thing it is possible to know that. In this era, we could
open a book or perhaps searching by internet device. It is called e-book. You can utilize it when you feel
bored stiff to go to the library. Let's learn.

Mary McDonald:

The particular book The Currents of Space will bring one to the new experience of reading the book. The
author style to explain the idea is very unique. Should you try to find new book to see, this book very ideal to
you. The book The Currents of Space is much recommended to you to learn. You can also get the e-book
through the official web site, so you can quickly to read the book.

Mike Edwards:

A lot of e-book has printed but it takes a different approach. You can get it by web on social media. You can
choose the most beneficial book for you, science, comedian, novel, or whatever by means of searching from
it. It is known as of book The Currents of Space. You can add your knowledge by it. Without departing the
printed book, it can add your knowledge and make a person happier to read. It is most essential that, you
must aware about reserve. It can bring you from one place to other place.

Zandra Woods:

What is your hobby? Have you heard this question when you got pupils? We believe that that question was
given by teacher to the students. Many kinds of hobby, All people has different hobby. And also you know
that little person similar to reading or as looking at become their hobby. You have to know that reading is
very important along with book as to be the factor. Book is important thing to include you knowledge, except
your own teacher or lecturer. You discover good news or update in relation to something by book. Numerous
books that can you decide to try be your object. One of them is The Currents of Space.
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