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	Baley took the plane and kept his eyes firmly on the news-strip that unreeled smoothly and continuously from the eye-level dispenser. The City was proud of that service: news, features, humorous articles, educational bits, occasional fiction. Someday the strips would be converted to film, it was said, since enclosing the eyes with a viewer would be an even more efficient way of distracting the passenger from his surroundings.
Baley kept his eyes on the unreeling strip, not only for the sake of distraction, but also because etiquette required it. There were five other passengers on the plane (he could not help noticing that much) and each one of them had his private right to whatever degree of fear and anxiety his nature and upbringing made him feel.
Baley would certainly resent the intrusion of anyone else on his own uneasiness. He wanted no strange eyes on the whiteness of his knuckles where his hands gripped the armrest, or the dampish stain they would leave when he took them away.He told himself: I'm enclosed. This plane is just a little City. But he didn't fool himself. There was an inch of steel at his left; he could feel it with his elbow. Past that, nothing - Well, air! But that was nothing, really.
A thousand miles of it in one direction. A thousand in another. One mile of it, maybe two, straight down.
He almost wished he could see straight down, glimpse the top of the buried Cities he was passing over; New York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, Washington. He imagined the rolling, low-slung cluster complexes of domes he had never seen but knew to be there. And under them, for a mile underground and dozens of miles in every direction, would be the Cities.
The endless, hiving corridors of the Cities, he thought, alive with people; apartments, community kitchens, factories, Expressways; all comfortable and warm with the evidence of man.
And he himself was isolated in the cold and Featureless air in a small bullet of metal, moving through emptiness. 
His hands trembled, and he forced his eyes to focus on the strip of paper and read a bit. It was a short story dealing with Galactic exploration and it was quite obvious that the hero was an Earthman. Baley muttered in exasperation, then held his breath momentarily in dismay at his boorishness in making a sound.
It was completely ridiculous, though. It was pandering to childishness, this pretense that Earthmen could invade space. Galactic exploration! The Galaxy was closed to Earthmen. It was pre-empted by the Spacers, whose ancestors had been Earthmen centuries before. Those ancestors had reached the Outer Worlds first, found themselves comfortable, and their descendants had lowered the bars to immigration. They had penned in Earth and their Earthman cousins. And Earth's City civilization completed the task, imprisoning Earthmen within the Cities by a wall of fear of open spaces that barred them from the robot-run farming and mining areas of their own planet; from even that.
Baley thought bitterly: Jehoshaphat! If we don't like it, let's do something about it. Let's not just waste time with fairy tales. But there was nothing to do about it, and he knew it.
Then the plane landed. He and his fellow-passengers emerged and scattered away from one another, never looking.
Baley glanced at his watch and decided there was time for freshening before taking the Expressway to the Justice Department. He was glad there was. The sound and clamor of life, the huge vaulted chamber of the airport with City corridors leading off on numerous levels, everything else he saw and heard, gave him the feeling of being safely and warmly enclosed in the bowels and womb of the City. It washed away anxiety and only a shower was necessary to complete the job.
                                                                                                  Isaac Asimov, The Naked Sun, 1957


1. a. Who is the text about?
    b. What kind of focalisation did the author choose? Internal or external? Justify
        your answer by quoting from the text. 
2. a. Where is Bailey at the beginning of the extract? Pick out elements from the text that show the character’s fear of flying. 
    b. What does the plane he is on look like? 
    c. What other means of transport is mentioned in the text? 

3. Pick out elements that show that Earthmen in general and the character in particular are used to living in an enclosed environment.
4. a. ‘Baley kept his eyes on the unreeling strip’ (l. 13). Explain in your own words                           what a ‘unreeling strip’ is. 
    b. Why doesn’t he try to take his eyes off it? (2 reasons)
5. List the different visions of human interactions given in the extract.
6.What accounts for the character’s reaction when he reads the short story? (l.37)
7.a. Focus on lines 36 to 51. What do we learn about the world Bailey lives in? 
   b. Explain how it came to be that way. 
8. “Those ancestors had reached the Outer Worlds first, found themselves comfortable, and their descendants had lowered the bars to immigration.” (l. 43-45) What does the situation depicted here remind you of?
9. Choose the adjective that best describes the character’s state of mind at the end of the extract. Justify your answer : bitter – angry – sad – relieved – weary

10. Writing in 1957, what did Asimov predict? 

