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Astronauts explore an alien spacecraft hurtling toward the sun in this Hugo and Nebula Award–

winning novel—“a stone-cold classic” of hard sci-fi (The Guardian). An enormous cylindrical

object has entered Earth’s solar system on a collision course with the sun. A team of

astronauts are sent to explore the mysterious craft, which the denizens of the solar system

name Rama. What they find is astonishing evidence of a civilization far more advanced than

ours. They find an interior stretching over fifty kilometers; a forbidding cylindrical sea;

mysterious and inaccessible buildings; and strange machine-animal hybrids, or “biots,” that

inhabit the ship. But what they don’t find is an alien presence. So who—and where—are the

Ramans? Often listed as one of Clarke’s finest novels, Rendezvous with Rama won numerous

awards, including the Hugo, the Nebula, the Jupiter, and the British Science Fiction Awards. A

fast-paced and compelling story of an enigmatic encounter with alien technology, Rendezvous

with Rama offers both answers and unsolved mysteries that will continue to fascinate readers

for generations. “Mr. Clarke is splendid . . . We experience that chilling touch of the alien, the

not-quite-knowable, that distinguishes SF at its most technically imaginative.” —The New York

Times
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happen. On June 30, 1908, Moscow escaped destruction by three hours and four thousand

kilometers—a margin invisibly small by the standards of the universe. On February 12, 1947,

another Russian city had a still narrower escape, when the second great meteorite of the

twentieth century detonated less than four hundred kilometers from Vladivostok, with an

explosion rivaling that of the newly invented uranium bomb.In those days there was nothing

that men could do to protect themselves against the last random shots in the cosmic

bombardment that had once scarred the face of the Moon. The meteorites of 1908 and 1947

had struck uninhabited wilderness; but by the end of the twenty-first century there was no

region left on Earth that could be safely used for celestial target practice. The human race had

spread from pole to pole. And so, inevitably….At 0946 GMT on the morning of September 11 in

the exceptionally beautiful summer of the year 2077, most of the inhabitants of Europe saw a

dazzling fireball appear in the eastern sky. Within seconds it was brighter than the Sun, and as

it moved across the heavens—at first in utter silence—it left behind it a churning column of

dust and smoke.Somewhere above Austria it began to disintegrate, producing a series of

concussions so violent that more than a million people had their hearing permanently

damaged. They were the lucky ones.Moving at fifty kilometers a second, a thousand tons of

rock and metal impacted on the plains of northern Italy, destroying in a few flaming moments

the labor of centuries. The cities of Padua and Verona were wiped from the face of the Earth;

and the last glories of Venice sank forever beneath the sea as the waters of the Adriatic came

thundering landward after the hammer blow from space.Six hundred thousand people died,

and the total damage was more than a trillion dollars. But the loss to art, to history, to science—

to the whole human race, for the rest of time—was beyond all computation. It was as if a great

war had been fought and lost in a single morning; and few could draw much pleasure from the

fact that, as the dust of destruction slowly settled, for months the whole world witnessed the

most splendid dawns and sunsets since Krakatoa.After the initial shock, mankind reacted with



a determination and a unity that no earlier age could have shown. Such a disaster, it was

realized, might not occur again for a thousand years—but it might occur tomorrow. And the next

time, the consequences could be even worse.Very well; there would be no next time.A hundred

years earlier, a much poorer world, with far feebler resources, had squandered its wealth

attempting to destroy weapons launched, suicidally, by mankind against itself. The effort had

never been successful, but the skills acquired then had not been forgotten. Now they could be

used for a far nobler purpose, and on an infinitely vaster stage. No meteorite large enough to

cause catastrophe would ever again be allowed to breach the defenses of Earth.So began

Project SPACEGUARD. Fifty years later—and in a way that none of its designers could ever

have anticipated—it justified its existence.CHAPTER 2INTRUDERBy the year 2130, the Mars-

based radars were discovering new asteroids at the rate of a dozen a day. The SPACEGUARD

computers automatically calculated their orbits and stored the information in their own

enormous memories, so that every few months any interested astronomer could have a look at

the accumulated statistics. These were now quite impressive.It had taken more than 120 years

to collect the first thousand asteroids, since the discovery of Ceres, largest of these tiny worlds,

on the very first day of the nineteenth century. Hundreds had been found and lost and found

again; they existed in such swarms that one exasperated astronomer had christened them

“vermin of the skies.” He would have been appalled to know that SPACEGUARD was now

keeping track of half a million.Only the five giants—Ceres, Pallas, Juno, Eunomia, and Vesta—

were more than two hundred kilometers in diameter; the vast majority were merely oversized

boulders that would fit into a small park. Almost all moved in orbits that lay beyond Mars. Only

the few that came far enough sunward to be a possible danger to Earth were the concern of

SPACEGUARD. And not one in a thousand of these, during the entire future history of the solar

system, would pass within a million kilometers of Earth.The object first catalogued as 31/439,

according to the year and the order of its discovery, was detected while it was still outside the

orbit of Jupiter. There was nothing unusual about its location; many asteroids went beyond

Saturn before turning once more toward their distant master, the Sun. And Thule II, most far-

ranging of all, traveled so close to Uranus that it might well be a lost moon of that planet.But a

first radar contact at such a distance was unprecedented; clearly, 31/439 must be of

exceptional size. From the strength of the echo, the computers deduced a diameter of at least

forty kilometers. Such a giant had not been discovered for a hundred years. That it had been

overlooked for so long seemed incredible.Then the orbit was calculated, and the mystery was

resolved—to be replaced by a greater one. 31/439 was not traveling on a normal asteroidal

path, along an ellipse which it retraced with clockwork precision every few years. It was a lonely

wanderer among the stars, making its first and last visit to the solar system—for it was moving

so swiftly that the gravitational field of the Sun could never capture it. It would flash inward past

the orbits of Jupiter, Mars, Earth, Venus, and Mercury, gaining speed as it did so, until it

rounded the Sun and headed out once again into the unknown.It was at this point that the

computers started flashing their “We have something interesting” sign, and, for the first time,

31/439 came to the attention of human beings. There was a brief flurry of excitement at

SPACEGUARD headquarters, and the interstellar vagabond was quickly dignified by a name

instead of a mere number. Long ago, the astronomers had exhausted Greek and Roman

mythology; now they were working through the Hindu pantheon. And so 31/439 was christened

Rama.For a few days, the news media made a fuss over the visitor, but they were badly

handicapped by the sparsity of information. Only two facts were known about Rama: its

unusual orbit and its approximate size. Even this last was merely an educated guess, based

upon the strength of the radar echo. Through the telescope, Rama still appeared as a faint,



fifteenth-magnitude star—much too small to show a visible disc. But as it plunged in toward the

heart of the solar system, it would grow brighter and larger month by month; before it vanished

forever, the orbiting observatories would be able to gather more precise information about its

shape and size. There was plenty of time, and perhaps during the next few years some

spaceship on its ordinary business might be routed close enough to get good photographs. An

actual rendezvous was most unlikely; the energy cost would be far too great to permit physical

contact with an object cutting across the orbits of the planets at more than a hundred thousand

kilometers an hour.So the world soon forgot about Rama. But the astronomers did not. Their

excitement grew with the passing months as the new asteroid presented them with more and

more puzzles.First of all, there was the problem of Rama’s light curve. It didn’t have one.All

known asteroids, without exception, showed a slow variation in their brilliance, waxing and

waning in a period of a few hours. It had been recognized for more than two centuries that this

was an inevitable result of their spin and their irregular shape. As they toppled end over end

along their orbits, the reflecting surfaces they presented to the sun were continually changing,

and their brightness varied accordingly.Rama showed no such changes. Either it was not

spinning at all or it was perfectly symmetrical. Both explanations seemed unlikely.There the

matter rested for several months, because none of the big orbiting telescopes could be spared

from their regular job of peering into the remote depths of the universe. Space astronomy was

an expensive hobby, and time on a large instrument could easily cost a thousand dollars a

minute. Dr. William Stenton would never have been able to grab the Farside two-hundred-meter

reflector for a full quarter of an hour if a more important program had not been temporarily

derailed by the failure of a fifty-cent capacitor. One astronomer’s bad luck was his good

fortune.Stenton did not know what he had caught until the next day, when he was able to get

computer time to process his results. Even when they were finally flashed on his display

screen, it took him several minutes to understand what they meant.The sunlight reflected from

Rama was not, after all, absolutely constant in its intensity. There was a very small variation—

hard to detect, but quite unmistakable, and extremely regular. Like all the other asteroids,

Rama was indeed spinning. But whereas the normal “day” for an asteroid was several hours,

Rama’s was only four minutes.Stenton did some quick calculations, and found it hard to believe

the results. At its equator, this tiny world must be spinning at more than a thousand kilometers

an hour. It would be rather unhealthy to attempt a landing anywhere except at the poles,

because the centrifugal force at the equator would be powerful enough to flick any loose

objects away from it at an acceleration of almost one gravity. Rama was a rolling stone that

could never have gathered any cosmic moss. It was surprising that such a body had managed

to hold itself together, and had not long ago shattered into a million fragments.An object forty

kilometers across, with a rotation period of only four minutes—where did that fit into the

astronomical scheme of things? Dr. Stenton was a somewhat imaginative man, a little too

prone to jump to conclusions. He now jumped to one that gave him an uncomfortable few

minutes indeed:The only specimen of the celestial zoo that fitted this description was a

collapsed star. Perhaps Rama was a dead sun, a madly spinning sphere of neutronium, every

cubic centimeter weighing billions of tons.At this point, there flashed briefly through Stenton’s

horrified mind the memory of that timeless classic, H. G. Wells’s “The Star.” He had first read it

as a small boy, and it had helped to spark his interest in astronomy. Across more than two

centuries of time it had lost none of its magic and its terror. He would never forget the images

of hurricanes and tidal waves, of cities sliding into the sea, as that other visitor from the stars

smashed into Jupiter and then fell sunward past the Earth. True, the star that old Wells

described was not cold, but incandescent, and wrought much of its destruction by heat. That



scarcely mattered; even if Rama was a cold body, reflecting only the light of the Sun, it could

kill by gravity as easily as by fire.Any stellar mass intruding into the solar system would

completely distort the orbits of the planets. The Earth had only to move a few million kilometers

sunward—or star-ward—for the delicate balance of climate to be destroyed. The antarctic

icecap could melt and flood all low-lying land; or the oceans could freeze and the whole world

be locked in eternal winter. Just a nudge in either direction would be enough….Then Stenton

relaxed and breathed a sigh of relief. This was all nonsense; he should be ashamed of

himself.Rama could not possibly be made of condensed matter. No star-sized mass could

penetrate so deeply into the solar system without producing disturbances that would have

betrayed it long ago. The orbits of all the planets would have been affected; that, after all, was

how Neptune, Pluto, and Persephone had been discovered. No, it was utterly impossible for an

object as massive as a dead sun to sneak up unobserved.In a way, it was a pity. An encounter

with a dark star would have been quite exciting.While it lasted….CHAPTER 3RAMA AND

SITAThe extraordinary meeting of the Space Advisory Council was brief and stormy. Even by

the twenty-second century, no way had yet been discovered of keeping elderly and

conservative scientists from occupying crucial administrative positions. Indeed, it was doubted

if the problem ever would be solved.To make matters worse, the current chairman of SAC was

Professor Emeritus Olaf Davidson, the distinguished astrophysicist. Professor Davidson was

not much interested in objects smaller than galaxies, and never bothered to conceal his

prejudices. And though he had to admit that ninety per cent of his science was now based

upon observations from space-borne instruments, he was not at all happy about it. No fewer

than three times during his distinguished career, satellites specially launched to prove one of

his pet theories had done precisely the opposite.The question before the Council was

straightforward enough. There was no doubt that Rama was an unusual object—but was it an

important one? In a few months it would be gone forever, so there was little time in which to

act. Opportunities missed now would never recur.At a rather horrifying cost, a space-probe

soon to be launched from Mars to go beyond Neptune could be modified and sent on a high-

speed trajectory to meet Rama. There was no hope of a rendezvous; it would be the fastest fly-

by on record, for the two bodies would pass each other at two hundred thousand kilometers an

hour. Rama would be observed intensively for only a few minutes, and in real close-up for less

than a second. But with the right instrumentation, that would be long enough to settle many

questions.Although Davidson took a jaundiced view of the Neptune probe, it had already been

approved and he saw no point in sending more good money after bad. He spoke eloquently on

the follies of asteroid-chasing, and on the urgent need for a new high-resolution interferometer

on the Moon to prove the newly revived “big bang” theory of creation, once and for all.That was

a grave tactical error, because the three most ardent supporters of the “modified steady state”

theory were also members of the Council. They secretly agreed with Davidson that asteroid-

chasing was a waste of money; nevertheless….He lost by one vote.Three months later, the

space-probe, rechristened Sita, was launched from Phobos, the inner moon of Mars. The flight

time was seven weeks, and the instrument was switched to full power only five minutes before

interception. Simultaneously, a cluster of camera pods was released, to sail past Rama, so that

it could be photographed from all sides.The first images, from ten thousand kilometers away,

brought to a halt the activities of all mankind. On a billion television screens, there appeared a

tiny, featureless cylinder, growing rapidly second by second. By the time it had doubled its size,

no one could pretend any longer that Rama was a natural object.Its body was a cylinder so

geometrically perfect that it might have been turned on a lathe—one with centers fifty

kilometers apart. The two ends were quite flat, apart from some small structures at the center



of one face, and were twenty kilometers across; from a distance, when there was no sense of

scale, Rama looked almost comically like an ordinary domestic boiler.Rama grew until it filled

the screen. Its surface was a dull, drab gray, as colorless as the Moon, and completely devoid

of markings except at one point. Halfway along the cylinder there was a kilometer-wide stain or

smear, as if something had once hit and splattered, ages ago.There was no sign that the

impact had done the slightest damage to Rama’s spinning walls; but this mark had produced

the slight fluctuation in brightness that had led to Stenton’s discovery.The images from the

other cameras added nothing new. However, the trajectories their pods traced through Rama’s

minute gravitational field gave one other vital piece of information: the mass of the cylinder.It

was far too light to be a solid body. To nobody’s great surprise, it was clear that Rama must be

hollow.The long-hoped-for, long-feared encounter had come at last. Mankind was about to

receive the first visitor from the stars.CHAPTER 4RENDEZVOUSCommander Norton

remembered those first TV transmissions, which he had replayed so many times, during the

final minutes of the rendezvous. But there was one thing no electronic image could possibly

convey—and that was Rama’s overwhelming size.He had never received such an impression

when landing on a natural body like the Moon or Mars. Those were worlds, and one expected

them to be big. Yet he had also landed on Jupiter VIII, which was slightly larger than Rama—

and that had seemed quite a small object.It was easy to resolve the paradox. His judgment was

wholly altered by the fact that this was an artifact, millions of times heavier than anything that

man had ever put into space. The mass of Rama was at least ten trillion tons; to any

spaceman, that was not only an awe-inspiring but also a terrifying thought. No wonder that he

sometimes felt a sense of insignificance, and even depression, as that cylinder of sculptured,

ageless metal filled more and more of the sky.There was also a sense of danger here that was

wholly novel to his experience. In every earlier landing, he had known what to expect; there

was always the possibility of accident, but never of surprise. With Rama, surprise was the only

certainty.Now, Endeavour was hovering less than a thousand meters above the North Pole of

the cylinder, at the very center of the slowly turning disc. This end had been chosen because it

was the one in sunlight; as Rama rotated, the shadows of the short, enigmatic structures near

the axis swept steadily across the metal plain. The northern face of Rama was a gigantic

sundial, measuring the swift passage of its four-minute day.Landing a five-thousand-ton

spaceship at the center of a spinning disc was the least of Norton’s worries. It was no different

from docking at the axis of a large space station; Endeavour’s lateral jets had already given her

a matching spin, and he could trust Lieutenant Joe Calvert to put her down as gently as a

snowflake, with or without the aid of the navigation computer.“In three minutes,” said Calvert,

without taking his eyes from the display screen, “we’ll know if it’s made of antimatter.”Norton

grinned, recalling some of the more hair-raising theories about Rama’s origin. If that unlikely

speculation was true, in a few seconds there would be the biggest bang since the solar system

had been formed. The total annihilation of ten thousand tons would, briefly, provide the planets

with a second sun.Yet the mission profile had allowed for even this remote contingency.

Endeavour had squirted Rama with one of her jets from a safe thousand kilometers away.

Nothing whatsoever had happened when the expanding cloud of vapor arrived on target, and a

matter-antimatter reaction involving even a few milligrams would have produced an awesome

fireworks display.Norton, like all space commanders, was a cautious man. He had looked long

and hard at the northern face of Rama in choosing the point of touch-down. After much

thought, he had decided to avoid the obvious spot—the exact center, on the axis itself. A

clearly marked circular disc, a hundred meters in diameter, was centered on the pole, and he

had a strong suspicion that this must be the outer seal of an enormous air lock. The creatures



who had built this hollow world must have had some way of taking their ships inside. This was

the logical place for the main entrance, and he thought it might be unwise to block the front

door with his own vessel.But this decision generated other problems. If Endeavour touched

down even a few meters from the axis, Rama’s rapid spin would start her sliding away from the

pole. At first, the centrifugal force would be very weak, but it would be continuous and

inexorable. Norton did not relish the thought of his ship slithering across the polar plain, gaining

speed minute by minute until she was slung off into space at a thousand kilometers an hour

when she reached the edge of the disc.It was possible that Rama’s minute gravitational field—

about one-thousandth of Earth’s—might prevent this from happening. It might hold Endeavour

against the plain with a force of several tons, and if the surface was sufficiently rough, the ship

might stay near the pole. But Norton had no intention of balancing an unknown frictional force

against a quite certain centrifugal one.Fortunately, Rama’s designers had provided an answer.

Equally spaced around the polar axis were three low pillbox-shaped structures, about ten

meters in diameter. If Endeavour touched down between any two of these, the centrifugal drift

would fetch her up against them, and she would be held firmly in place, like a ship glued

against a quayside by the incoming waves.“Contact in fifteen seconds,” said Calvert.As he

tensed himself above the duplicate controls, which he hoped he would not have to touch,

Norton became acutely aware of all that had come to focus on this instant of time. This, surely,

would be the most momentous landing since the first touch-down on the Moon, over a century

and a half ago.The gray pillboxes drifted slowly upward outside the control port. There was the

last hiss of a reaction jet, and a barely perceptible jar.In the weeks that had just passed,

Commander Norton had often wondered what he would say at this moment. But now that it

was upon him, history chose his words, and he spoke almost automatically, barely aware of the

echo from the past:“Rama Base. Endeavour has landed.”***As recently as a month ago, he

would never have believed it possible. The ship had been on a routine mission, checking and

emplacing asteroid warning beacons, when the order came. Endeavour was the only

spacecraft in the solar system that could possibly make a rendezvous with the intruder before it

whipped around the Sun and hurled itself back toward the stars. Even so, it had been

necessary to rob three other ships of the Solar Survey, which were now drifting helplessly until

tankers could refuel them. Norton was afraid that it would be a long time before the skippers of

Calypso, Beagle, and Challenger would speak to him again.Even with all the extra propellant it

had been a long, hard chase. Rama was already inside the orbit of Venus when Endeavour

caught up with it. No other ship could have done so; this privilege was unique, and not a

moment of the weeks ahead was to be wasted. A thousand scientists on Earth would have

cheerfully mortgaged their souls for this opportunity; now they could only watch over the TV

circuits, biting their lips and thinking how much better they could do the job. They were

probably right, but there was no alternative. The inexorable laws of celestial mechanics had

decreed that Endeavour would be the first, and the last, of all man’s ships to make contact with

Rama.The advice he was continually receiving from Earth did little to alleviate Norton’s

responsibility. If split-second decisions had to be made, no one could help him; the radio time

lag to Mission Control was already ten minutes, and increasing. He often envied the great

navigators of the past, before the days of electronic communications, who could interpret their

sealed orders without continual monitoring from headquarters. When they made mistakes, no

one ever knew.Yet at the same time, he was glad that some decisions could be delegated to

Earth. Now that Endeavour’s orbit had coalesced with Rama’s, they were heading sunward like

a single body. In forty days they would reach perihelion, and pass within twenty million

kilometers of the Sun. That was far too close for comfort. Long before then Endeavour would



have to use her remaining fuel to nudge herself into a safer orbit. The crew would have

perhaps three weeks of exploring time before they parted from Rama forever.After that, the

problem would be Earth’s. Endeavour would be virtually helpless, speeding on an orbit that

could make her the first ship to reach the stars—in approximately fifty thousand years. There

was no need to worry, Mission Control had promised. Somehow, regardless of cost, Endeavour

would be refueled, even if it proved necessary to send tankers and abandon them in space

once they had transferred every gram of propellant. Rama was a prize worth any risk short of a

suicide mission.And, of course, it might even come to that. Commander Norton had no illusions

on this score. For the first time in a hundred years, an element of total uncertainty had entered

human affairs, and uncertainty was one thing that neither scientists nor politicians could

tolerate. If that was the price of resolving it, Endeavour and her crew would be

expendable.CHAPTER 5FIRST EVARama was silent as a tomb—which, perhaps, it was. There

were no radio signals, on any frequency; no vibrations that the seismographs could pick up,

apart from micro-tremors undoubtedly caused by the Sun’s increasing heat; no electrical

currents; no radioactivity. It was almost ominously quiet. One might have expected that even an

asteroid would be noisier.What did we expect? Norton asked himself. A committee of

welcome? He was not sure whether to be disappointed or relieved. The initiative, at any rate,

appeared to be his.His orders were to wait for twenty-four hours, then to go out and explore.

Nobody slept much that first day. Even the crew members not on duty spent their time

monitoring the ineffectually probing instruments or simply looking out the observation ports at

the starkly geometrical landscape. Is this world alive? they asked themselves, over and over

again. Is it dead? Or is it merely sleeping?On the first EVA, Norton took only one companion:

Lieutenant Commander Karl Mercer, his tough and resourceful life-support officer. He had no

intention of getting out of sight of the ship, and if there was any trouble it was unlikely that a

larger party would be safer. As a precaution, however, he had two more crew members,

already suited up, standing by in the air lock.The few grams of weight that Rama’s combined

gravitational and centrifugal fields gave them were neither help nor hindrance; they had to rely

entirely on their jets. As soon as possible, Norton decided, he would string a cat’s cradle of

guide ropes between the ship and the pillboxes, so that they could move around without

wasting propellant.The nearest pillbox was only ten meters from the air lock, and Norton’s first

concern was to check that the contact had caused no damage to the ship. Endeavour’s hull

was resting against the curving wall with a thrust of several tons, but the pressure was evenly

distributed. Reassured, he began to drift around the circular structure, trying to determine its

purpose.He had traveled only a few meters when he came across an interruption in the

smooth, apparently metallic wall. At first, he thought it was some peculiar decoration, for it

seemed to serve no useful function. Six radial grooves, or slots, were deeply recessed in the

metal, and lying in them were six crossed bars, like the spokes of a rimless wheel, with a small

hub at the center. But there was no way in which the wheel could be turned, because it was

embedded in the wall.Then he noticed, with growing excitement, that there were deeper

recesses at the ends of the spokes nicely shaped to accept a clutching hand. (Claw?

Tentacle?) If one stood so, bracing against the wall, and pulled on the spokes so….Smooth as

silk, the wheel slid out of the wall. To his utter astonishment—for he had been virtually certain

that any moving parts would have become vacuum-welded ages ago—Norton found himself

holding a spoked wheel. He might have been the captain of some old windjammer standing at

the helm of his ship.He was glad that his helmet’s sunshade did not allow Mercer to read his

expression. He was startled, but also angry with himself. Perhaps he had already made his first

mistake. Were alarms now sounding inside Rama, and had his thoughtless action already



triggered some implacable mechanism?But Endeavour reported no change; her sensors still

detected nothing except faint thermal crepitations and his own movements.“Well, Skipper, are

you going to turn it?”Norton thought once more of his instructions: “Use your own discretion,

but proceed with caution.” If he checked every single move with Mission Control, he would

never get anywhere.“What’s your diagnosis, Karl?” he asked.“It’s obviously a manual control for

an air lock—probably an emergency back-up system in case of power failure. I can’t imagine

any technology, however advanced, that wouldn’t take such precautions.”And it would be fail-

safe, Norton told himself. It could be operated only if there was no possible danger to the

system.He grasped two opposing spokes of the windlass, braced his feet against the ground,

and tested the wheel. It did not budge.“Give me a hand,” he said to Mercer.Each took a spoke.

Exerting their utmost strength, they were unable to produce the slightest movement.Of course,

there was no reason to suppose that clocks and corkscrews on Rama turned in the same

direction as they did on Earth.“Let’s try the other way,” suggested Mercer.This time, there was

no resistance. The wheel rotated almost effortlessly through a full circle. Then, very smoothly, it

took up the load.Half a meter away, the curving wall of the pillbox started to move, like a slowly

opening clamshell. A few particles of dust, driven by wisps of escaping air, streamed outward

like dazzling diamonds as the brilliant sunlight caught them.The road to Rama lay

open.CHAPTER 6COMMITTEEIt had been a serious mistake, Dr. Bose often thought, to put

the United Planets Headquarters on the Moon. Inevitably, Earth tended to dominate the

proceedings—as it dominated the landscape beyond the dome. If they had to build here,

perhaps they should have gone to Farside, where that hypnotic disc never shed its rays.But, of

course, it was much too late to change, and, in any case, there was no real alternative.

Whether the colonies liked it or not, Earth would be the cultural and economic overlord of the

solar system for centuries to come.Dr. Bose had been born on Earth, and had not emigrated to

Mars until he was thirty, so he felt that he could view the political situation fairly dispassionately.

He knew now that he would never return to his home planet, even though it was only five hours

away by shuttle. At age 115, he was in perfect health, but he could not face the reconditioning

needed to accustom him to three times the gravity he had enjoyed for most of his life. He was

exiled forever from the world of his birth. Not being a sentimental man, he had never let this

depress him unduly.What did depress him sometimes was the need for dealing, year after year,

with the same familiar faces. The marvels of medicine were all very well—and certainly he had

no desire to put back the clock—but there were men around this conference table with whom

he had worked for more than half a century. He knew exactly what they would say and how

they would vote on any given subject. He wished that, someday, one of them would do

something totally unexpected—even something quite crazy.And probably they felt exactly the

same way about him.The Rama Committee was still manageably small, though doubtless that

would soon be changed. His six colleagues—each representing one of the members of the

United Planets—were all present in the flesh. They had to be; electronic diplomacy was not

possible over solar-system distances. Some elder statesmen, accustomed to the instantaneous

communications that Earth had long taken for granted, had never reconciled themselves to the

fact that radio waves took minutes, or even hours, to journey across the gulfs between the

planets. “Can’t you scientists do something about it?” they had been heard to complain bitterly

when told that immediate face-to-face conversation was impossible between Earth and any of

its remoter children. Only the Moon had the barely acceptable one-and-a-half-second delay—

with all the political and psychological consequences that implied. Because of this fact of

astronomical life, the Moon—and only the Moon—would always be a suburb of Earth.Also

present in person were specialists who had been co-opted to the committee. Professor



Davidson, the astronomer, was an old acquaintance. Today he did not seem his usual irascible

self. Bose knew nothing of the infighting that had preceded the launch of the first probe to

Rama, but the Professor’s colleagues had not let him forget it.Dr. Thelma Price was familiar

through her numerous television appearances, though she had first made her reputation fifty

years ago during the archeological explosion that had followed the draining of that vast marine

museum the Mediterranean.Bose could still recall the excitement of that time, when the lost

treasures of the Greeks, the Romans, and a dozen other civilizations were restored to the light

of day. That was one of the few occasions when he was sorry to be living on Mars.The

exobiologist Carlisle Perera was another obvious choice; so was Dennis Solomons, the science

historian. Bose was slightly less happy about the presence of Conrad Taylor, the celebrated

anthropologist, who had made his reputation by uniquely combining scholarship and eroticism

in his study of puberty rites in late-twentieth-century Beverly Hills.No one, however, could

possibly have disputed the right of Sir Lewis Sands to be on the committee. A man whose

knowledge was matched only by his urbanity, Sir Lewis was reputed to lose his composure

only when called the Arnold Toynbee of his age. The great historian was not present in person,

however. He stubbornly refused to leave Earth, even for so momentous a meeting as this. His

stereo image, indistinguishable from the real one, apparently occupied the chair to Bose’s right,

and, as if to complete the illusion, someone had placed a glass of water in front of him. Bose

considered this sort of technological tour de force an unnecessary gimmick but it was

surprising how many undeniably great men were childishly delighted to be in two places at

once. Sometimes this electronic miracle produced comic disasters. Bose had been at one

diplomatic reception when somebody had tried to walk through a stereogram, and discovered,

too late, that it was the real person. And it was even funnier to watch projections trying to shake

hands.Now, His Excellency the Ambassador from Mars to the United Planets called his

wandering thoughts to order, cleared his throat, and said: “Gentlemen, the committee is now in

session. I think I am correct in saying that this is a gathering of unique talents, assembled to

deal with a unique situation. The directive that the Secretary-General has given us is to

evaluate that situation, and to advise Commander Norton when necessary.”This was a miracle

of oversimplification, and everyone knew it. Unless there was a real emergency, the committee

might never be in direct contact with Commander Norton—if, indeed, he ever heard of its

existence. The committee was a temporary creation of the United Planets Science

Organization, reporting through its director to the Secretary-General. It was true that the Solar

Survey was part of the U.P.—but on the operations, not the science, side. In theory, this should

not make much difference; there was no reason why the Rama Committee—or anyone else, for

that matter—should not call up Commander Norton and offer helpful advice.But deep-space

communications were expensive. Endeavour could be contacted only through PLANETCOM,

which was an autonomous corporation famous for the strictness and efficiency of its

accounting. It took a long time to establish a line of credit with PLANETCOM. Somewhere,

someone was working on this, but, at the moment, PLANETCOM’s hardhearted computers did

not recognize the existence of the Rama Committee.“This Commander Norton,” said Sir Robert

Mackay, the Ambassador from Earth, “has a tremendous responsibility. What sort of person is

he?”“I can answer that,” said Professor Davidson, his fingers flying over the keyboard of his

memory pad. He frowned at the screenful of information, and started to make an instant

synopsis.“William Tsien Norton, born 2077, Brisbane, Oceana. Educated Sydney, Bombay,

Houston. Then five years at Astrograd, specializing in propulsion. Commissioned 2102. Rose

through usual ranks… lieutenant on the third Persephone expedition… distinguished himself

during fifteenth attempt to establish base on Venus… um… um… exemplary record… dual



citizenship. Earth and Mars… wife and one child in Brisbane, wife and two in Port Lowell, with

option on third….”“Wife?” asked Taylor innocently.“No. Child, of course,” snapped the Professor,

before he caught the grin on the other’s face. Mild laughter rippled around the table, though the

overcrowded terrestrials looked more envious than amused. After a century of determined

effort, Earth had still failed to get its population below the target of one billion….“Appointed

commanding officer Solar Survey research vessel Endeavour. First voyage to retrograde

satellites of Jupiter… um, that was a tricky one… one asteroid mission when ordered to

prepare for this operation… managed to beat deadline….”The Professor cleared the display

and looked at his colleagues. “I think we were extremely lucky, considering that he was the only

man available at such short notice. We might have had the usual run-of-the-mill captain.” He

sounded as if he was referring to the typical peg-legged scourge of the spaceways, pistol in

one hand and cutlass in the other.“The record proves only that he’s competent,” objected the

Ambassador from Mercury (population: 112,500, but growing). “How will he react in a wholly

novel situation like this?”On Earth, Sir Lewis Sands cleared his throat. A second and a half

later, he did so on the Moon. “Not exactly a novel situation,” he reminded the Hermian, “even

though it’s three centuries since it last occurred. If Rama is dead, or unoccupied—and so far all

the evidence suggests that it is—Norton is in the position of an archeologist discovering the

ruins of an extinct culture.” He bowed politely to Dr. Price, who nodded in agreement. “Obvious

examples are Schliemann at Troy and Mouhot at Angkor Vat. The danger is minimal, though of

course accident can never be completely ruled out.”“But what about the booby traps and trigger

mechanisms these Pandora people have been talking about?” asked Dr. Price.“Pandora?”

asked the Hermian Ambassador quickly. “What’s that?”“It’s a crackpot movement,” explained

Sir Robert, with as much embarrassment as a diplomat was ever likely to show, “that is

convinced that Rama is a grave potential danger. A box that shouldn’t be opened, you know.”

He doubted if the Hermian did know; classical studies were not encouraged on

Mercury.“Pandora—paranoia,” snorted Taylor. “Oh, of course such things are conceivable, but

why should any intelligent race want to play childish tricks?”“Well, even ruling out such

unpleasantness,” Sir Robert continued, “we still have the much more ominous possibility of an

active, inhabited Rama. Then the situation is one of an encounter between two cultures—at

very different technological levels. Pizzaro and the Incas. Peary and the Japanese. Europe and

Africa. Almost invariably, the consequences have been disastrous—for one or both parties. I’m

not making any recommendations; I’m merely pointing out precedents.”“Thank you, Sir Robert,”

replied Bose. It was a mild nuisance, he thought, having two “Sirs” on one small committee; in

these latter days, knighthood was an honor few Englishmen escaped. “I’m sure we’ve all

thought of these alarming possibilities. But if the creatures inside Rama are… er… malevolent,

will it really make the slightest difference what we do?”“They might ignore us if we go

away.”“What—after they’ve traveled billions of miles and thousands of years?”The argument

had reached the take-off point, and was now self-sustaining. Bose sat back in his chair, said

little, and waited for a consensus to emerge.It was just as he had predicted. Everyone agreed

that, once he had opened the first door, it was inconceivable that Commander Norton should

not open the second.CHAPTER 7TWO WIVESIf his wives ever compared his videograms,

Commander Norton thought, with more amusement than concern, it would involve him in a lot

of extra work. Now, he could make one long gram and dupe it, adding only brief personal

messages and endearments before shooting the almost identical copies off to Mars and to

Earth.Of course, it was highly unlikely that his wives ever would do such a thing; even at the

concessionary rates allowed to spacemen’s families, it would be expensive. And there would be

no point in it. His families were on excellent terms with each other, and exchanged the usual



greetings on birthdays and anniversaries. Yet, on the whole, perhaps it was just as well that the

girls had never met, and probably never would. Myrna had been born on Mars, and so could

not tolerate the high gravity of Earth. And Caroline hated even the twenty-five minutes of the

longest possible terrestrial journey.“Sorry I’m a day late with this transmission,” said Norton

after he had finished the general-purpose preliminaries, “but I’ve been away from the ship for

the last thirty hours, believe it or not.“Don’t be alarmed—everything is under control, going

perfectly. It’s taken us two days, but we’re almost through the air-lock complex. We could have

done it in a couple of hours if we’d known what we do now. But we took no chances, sent

remote cameras ahead, and cycled all the locks a dozen times to make sure they wouldn’t

seize up behind us—after we’d gone through.

Rendezvous with woman documentary

Chris, “Good science based scifi. I very much enjoy the author’s style of explaining events

trough hard science. Of course I can only assume he is accurate as I’m no scientist myself. I’ve

only read (and seen) 2001 before reading this one and if you liked the film or the book you are

likely to enjoy this one too.There’s something to note about the author’s style which is at the

same time his greatest strength, but for some less sci-fi inclined could be problematic.

Everything and everyone in the storie is subject to a rigid framework of something. For

example, if not laws of physics then military rank. There are no characters that act in surprising

ways, because all characters are able to use a scientific mind to make decisions in any

situation they face. There are no elaborate relationships between characters, because their

military rank or role in the team dictates their relationship to everyone else. If you want deep

characters you need to look elsewhere. If you want to read an intellectually intriguing story

about life in space, this is your book.Clarke’s stories are surprisingly easy to read and keep at

least myself glued to the story like few other authors can. Whether you are a scifi enthusiast or

just scifi curious, I’d give this author’s books a try.”

Bryan Desmond, “Hard Sci-Fi of the Highest Order. This feels like one of those books where I

waver between four and five by mood alone. Resting on four now, as there were times whilst

reading it that I felt slightly bored, but this feels like more of a 'me problem' rather than any

problem with the text. 'Lot going on right now.Anyhow, who doesn't love a getting a classic

science-fiction novel for Christmas?? Clarke has been on my list for as long as I've been aware

of 2001: A Space Odyssey, and with the recent news that Rendezvous with Rama may be

Denis Villeneuve's next project after he's finished with Dune, what better time for such a sweet

gift?I was pleasantly surprised by just how much I enjoyed this novel. There is always a slight

worry—at least for me there is—that classic novels will not hold up to the scrutiny of a

contemporary gaze. Not so with Rama. Not so at all. Clarke weaves his unknowable cosmic

journey with a not-at-all-concealed intelligence and a wry wit that combines into a cohesive

package offering frequent moments of casual brilliance that will please readers new and old.

It's true that the character work is nothing to write home about, but that simply wasn't Clarke's

focus. Rama is hard sci-fi of the highest order. It is one hundred percent about the science, and

yet Clarke keeps things fun and engaging (science is fun? who knew). And clocking in at just

over two hundred pages, he keeps the pace up, too. There are no real lulls here, as the crew of
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the Endeavour explores a brand new world.Clarke's strongest offering here is the sheer sense

of exploration the reader gets. The reader himself is a discoverer of an alien artifact of

unimaginable magnitude. The reader herself embarks on an unknowable cosmic journey as a

sleeping giant awakes. It's a ride worth taking.”

Glenn Frank, “Interesting classic sci-fi - but a little dated in style. I had never read this classic

Sci-fi novel, and felt that I should since I love the genre. I can clearly see why this was

groundbreaking in its day. The more or less Hard sci-fi approach of the story, in regards to

orbital mechanics, the way centripetal forces inside Rama would act, how liquids and air inside

would react was amazing and probably very unusual in the time this was published. Those

elements hold up well even today. I also love that the book lets the reader explore and

incrementally discover many unknown mysteries in RAMA as the characters discover them,

and leaves some mysteries totally unexplained, and to each reader's imagination.One

downside to the story is that the way characters are used and portrayed is very cold and

distant. Except maybe for the main character, the commander of the ship, there is little

character development or reason to care about them as might be done in more modern novels.

I guess this is just a style of the era it was written in. I also felt like the "dangers" they faced

were too easily overcome. The fact that everyone seems to come out of these life threatening

problems alive and well is another premature tension release that I think would be handled

differently in a more modern novel.But I am glad I read it and I did enjoy it for its classic nature

and hard physics / science components fit into the narrative of the story. I have heard that the

sequels of Rama are different and co-written or written by other authors... most people who

have read them dont like them as much as the original so I think this will be the only one I read.

But I am glad I did read it and know it now.”

Miles Atkinson, “as a result of my evident enjoyment, began to feed me his Asimov and

Clarke .... I first came across this book via BBC Radio Four's programme 'Story Time' in

November 1976 (or, as my wife says A Long Time Ago). It impressed the hell out of the ten

year old me and, having ordered it from the local library, was impressed all over again. My dad

was already a big sci-fi fan and, as a result of my evident enjoyment, began to feed me his

Asimov and Clarke collection volume by volume.Rama remains as fresh and enjoyable a book

at nearly fifty-one as it was forty years ago. What I appreciate most now is the spare,

uncluttered style of the author. Clarke is not big on wordy prose and his emphasis on concepts

and story is often at the expense of detailed characterisation. In some ways this makes the

book dated. If you are expecting detailed interpersonal subplots then you are likely to be

disappointed.Rama is on a hyperbolic path through the solar system, so Commander Norton

and the crew of the Endeavour have a limited amount of time to explore the vast interior of the

craft. What I liked about this was that there are no sudden shock revelations as to what Rama

'really' is. The explorers struggle to make sense of an inexplicable alien environment and what

they do discover comes via good old fashioned scientific investigation and reasoned

deduction.This is classic 'hard' science fiction, emotionally understated by todays standards

perhaps, but no less powerful for that.”

5t4n5 Dot Com, “Proper, good, classic sci-fi. What’s there to say: proper, good, classic sci-fi.

As with Childhood’s End, it is well deserving of it’s place in the “SF Masterworks” series.This

time, instead of actual aliens coming to Earth and a prophecy of how humanity will eventually

evolve, in Rendezvous With Rama we have a large alien vessel entering the solar system on a



path that will take it inside the orbit of Mercury, around the Sun, and then, is anyone’s guess.

Will it adjust it’s trajectory, pull a breaking manouvre and find a stable orbit in the solar system,

or will it use the Sun and sling shot elsewhere? Where did it come from, who sent it, who or

what is inside, what is it’s purpose?Set in a time when humans have colonised several planets

and moons in the solar system and space flight is quite normal, we have one space ship — the

Endeavour, captained by a big fan of James Cook — that is able to get some fuel and

rendezvous with this vessel and investigate it. However, once the vessel has passed inside the

orbit of Mercury, the Mercurians decide to take matters into their own hands and ignore what

the rest of humanity has to say on the matter.As i say, this is a proper old school sci-fi first

contact story at its best and well deserving of its place as a “SF Masterworks”.”

F. M. Havicon, “Read and re-read, you'll love it every time. For its time a remarkable work,

keenly thought out from beginning to end, and written in that all-ages-welcome style of Clarke's

(I was 15 when I first read it). Like the "proper" sci-fi of it's age, it explores an idea from

beginning to end with a range of options, putting the characters second (they're all very nice

Clarke-type characters). This lets the writer concentrate on showing you his idea, and not

padding out the novel with a whole lot of superfluous bumph and dialogue, as you get today.

From an age when novel writing was a discipline, not undisciplined. Has a very high re-read

factor; I'm up to about my 20th read, hence I've acquired it now on kindle, the paperback fell to

pieces. Sadly the sequels go very much off-beam, I gave up on those, this novel allows the

reader to ask and answer a whole load of questions for himself (typical of Clarke), and the

follow-ups didn't match my own mental creations.”

K. Morris, “Epic! Best Sci-fi novel ever.. If you love reading sci-fi, firstly I’m surprised you

haven’t already read this, but you really need to read it. The vision and scale of this story is

epic. I can’t believe it has never been made into a movie. There’s a little tribute to it at the end

of ‘Interstellar’.The slow unfolding of the drama and discovery throughout is brilliant. The image

created in my mind as I read was crystal clear. I feel I’ve actually been to Rama myself and

when I finished the book I longed to go back.Buy it!”

The book by Arthur C. Clarke has a rating of 5 out of 4.5. 4,476 people have provided

feedback.

Title Page Copyright Dedication Contents Chapter 1: Spaceguard Chapter 2: Intruder Chapter

3: Rama and Sita Chapter 4: Rendezvous Chapter 5: First Eva Chapter 6: Committee Chapter

7: Two Wives Chapter 8: Through the Hub Chapter 9: Reconnaissance Chapter 10: Descent

into Darkness Chapter 11: Men, Women, and Monkeys Chapter 12: The Stairway of the Gods

Chapter 13: The Plain of Rama Chapter 14: Storm Warning Chapter 15: The Edge of the Sea

Chapter 16: Kealakekua Chapter 17: Spring Chapter 18: Dawn Chapter 19: A Warning from

Mercury Chapter 20: Book of Revelation Chapter 21: After the Storm Chapter 22: To Sail the

Cylindrical Sea Chapter 23: N.Y., Rama Chapter 24: Dragonfly Chapter 25: Maiden Flight

Chapter 26: The Voice of Rama Chapter 27: Electric Wind Chapter 28: Icarus Chapter 29: First

Contact Chapter 30: The Flower Chapter 31: Terminal Velocity Chapter 32: The Wave Chapter

33: Spider Chapter 34: His Excellency Regrets… Chapter 35: Special Delivery Chapter 36: Biot

Watcher Chapter 37: Missile Chapter 38: General Assembly Chapter 39: Command Decision

Chapter 40: Saboteur Chapter 41: Hero Chapter 42: Temple of Glass Chapter 43: Retreat

Chapter 44: Space Drive Chapter 45: Phoenix Chapter 46: Interlude



Language: English

File size: 393 KB

Text-to-Speech: Enabled

Screen Reader: Supported

Enhanced typesetting: Enabled

X-Ray: Not Enabled

Word Wise: Enabled

Print length: 201 pages

Lending: Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

