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Dune
Frank Her bert

Copyri ght 1965

A beginning is the tine for taking the nost delicate care that the bal ances are
correct. This every sister of the Bene Gesserit knows. To begin your study of
the Iife of Muad' Dib, then, take care that you first place himin his tine: born
in the 57th year of the Padi shah Enperor, Shaddam |V. And take the npbst specia
care that you locate Muad'Dib in his place: the planet Arrakis. Do not be

decei ved by the fact that he was born on Cal adan and lived his first fifteen
years there. Arrakis, the planet known as Dune, is forever his place.

-from "Manual of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

In the week before their departure to Arrakis, when all the final scurrying
about had reached a nearly unbearable frenzy, an old crone cane to visit the
not her of the boy, Paul

It was a warm ni ght at Castle Caladan, and the ancient pile of stone that
had served the Atreides fanily as hone for twenty-six generations bore that
cool ed-sweat feeling it acquired before a change in the weat her

The old woman was let in by the side door down the vaulted passage by Paul's
room and she was allowed a nonent to peer in at himwhere he lay in his bed.

By the half-1ight of a suspensor |anp, dimmed and hangi ng near the fl oor,

t he awakened boy coul d see a bul ky femal e shape at his door, standing one step
ahead of his nother. The old wonan was a witch shadow -- hair |ike matted
spi derwebs, hooded 'round darkness of features, eyes like glittering jewels.

"I's he not small for his age, Jessica?" the old woman asked. Her voice
wheezed and twanged |ike an untuned bali set.

Paul ' s nother answered in her soft contralto: "The Atreides are known to
start late getting their growh, Your Reverence."

"So |I've heard, so |'ve heard," wheezed the old worman. "Yet he's already
fifteen."

"Yes, Your Reverence."

"He's awake and listening to us," said the old wonan. "Sly little rascal."
She chuckl ed. "But royalty has need of slyness. And if he's really the Kwi satz
Haderach . . . well . . ."

Wthin the shadows of his bed, Paul held his eyes open to nere slits. Two
bird-bright ovals -- the eyes of the old womman -- seened to expand and gl ow as
they stared into his.



"Sleep well, you sly little rascal,"” said the old woman. "Tonorrow you'l
need all your faculties to neet nmy gom jabbar."

And she was gone, pushing his nmother out, closing the door with a solid
t hunp.

Paul | ay awake wondering: Wat's a gom j abbar?

In all the upset during this tinme of change, the old wonan was the strangest
t hi ng he had seen.

Your Reverence.

And the way she called his nmother Jessica |ike a common serving wench
i nstead of what she was -- a Bene Gesserit Lady, a duke's concubi ne and not her
of the ducal heir.

Is a gom jabbar sonething of Arrakis | nust know before we go there? he
wonder ed.

He mout hed her strange words: Gom jabbar . . . Kw satz Haderach

There had been so many things to learn. Arrakis would be a place so
different from Cal adan that Paul's mnd whirled with the new know edge. Arrakis
-- Dune -- Desert Planet.

Thufir Hawat, his father's Master of Assassins, had explained it: their
nortal enem es, the Harkonnens, had been on Arrakis eighty years, holding the
pl anet in quasi-fief under a CHOAM Conpany contract to mne the geriatric spice,
nel ange. Now t he Harkonnens were | eaving to be replaced by the House of Atreides
in fief-conplete -- an apparent victory for the Duke Leto. Yet, Hawat had said,

thi s appearance contai ned the deadliest peril, for the Duke Leto was popul ar
anmong the Great Houses of the Landsraad.
"A popul ar man arouses the jeal ousy of the powerful,"” Hawat had sai d.
Arrakis -- Dune -- Desert Planet.

Paul fell asleep to dream of an Arrakeen cavern, silent people all around
himmoving in the dimlight of glowglobes. It was solem there and like a
cat hedral as he listened to a faint sound -- the drip-drip-drip of water. Even
while he remained in the dream Paul knew he woul d remenber it upon awakeni ng.
He al ways renenbered the dreans that were predictions.

The dream faded.

Paul awoke to feel hinself in the warnth of his bed -- thinking
thinking. This world of Castle Cal adan, wi thout play or conpanions his own age,
perhaps did not deserve sadness in farewell. Dr. Yueh, his teacher, had hinted

that the faufreluches class systemwas not rigidly guarded on Arrakis. The
pl anet sheltered people who |lived at the desert edge w thout caid or bashar to

conmand them will-o0'-the-sand people called Frenen, marked down on no census of
the I nperial Regate.
Arrakis -- Dune -- Desert Planet.

Paul sensed his own tensions, decided to practice one of the m nd-body
| essons his mother had taught him Three quick breaths triggered the responses:

he fell into the floating awareness . . . focusing the consciousness .

aortal dilation . . . avoiding the unfocused mechani sm of consciousness . . . to
be conscious by choice . . . blood enriched and swift-flooding the overl oad
regions . . . one does not obtain food-safety-freedomby instinct alone

ani mal consci ousness does not extend beyond the given nonent nor into the idea
that its victins may beconme extinct . . . the animal destroys and does not
produce . . . animal pleasures remain close to sensation |evels and avoid the
perceptual . . . the hunman requires a background grid through which to see his
universe . . . focused consciousness by choice, this fornms your grid

bodily integrity foll ows nerve-bl ood flow according to the deepest awareness of
cell needs . . . all things/cells/beings are inpermanent . . . strive for flow

per manence within
Over and over and over within Paul's floating awareness the |esson roll ed.



When dawn touched Paul's window sill with yellow light, he sensed it through
cl osed eyelids, opened them hearing then the renewed bustle and hurry in the
castle, seeing the famliar patterned beans of his bedroom ceiling.

The hall door opened and his nother peered in, hair like shaded bronze held
with a black ribbon at the crown, her oval face enotionless and green eyes
staring solemly.

"You're awake," she said. "Did you sleep well?"

"Yes."

He studied the tallness of her, saw the hint of tension in her shoul ders as
she chose clothing for himfromthe closet racks. Another m ght have nissed the
tension, but she had trained himin the Bene Gesserit Way -- in the mnutiae of
observation. She turned, holding a semfornmal jacket for him It carried the red
Atrei des hawk crest above the breast pocket.

"Hurry and dress," she said. "Reverend Mdther is waiting."

"l dreaned of her once," Paul said. "Wo is she?"

"She was ny teacher at the Bene Gesserit school. Now, she's the Enperor's
Truthsayer. And Paul . . . " She hesitated. "You nust tell her about your
dreans. "

"I will. I's she the reason we got Arrakis?"

"We did not get Arrakis." Jessica flicked dust froma pair of trousers, hung
themw th the jacket on the dressing stand beside his bed. "Don't keep Reverend
Mot her waiting."

Paul sat up, hugged his knees. "Wat's a gom jabbar?"

Agai n, the training she had given hi m exposed her al npbst invisible
hesitation, a nervous betrayal he felt as fear

Jessica crossed to the window, flung wi de the draperies, stared across the
river orchards toward Mount Syubi. "You'll learn about . . . the gomjabbar soon
enough, " she said.

He heard the fear in her voice and wondered at it.

Jessi ca spoke without turning. "Reverend Mother is waiting in my norning
room Please hurry."

The Reverend Mdther Gaius Hel en Mbhiam sat in a tapestried chair watching
not her and son approach. W ndows on each side of her overl ooked the curving
sout hern bend of the river and the green farm ands of the Atreides famly
hol di ng, but the Reverend Mdtther ignored the view. She was feeling her age this
norning, nore than a little petulant. She blaned it on space travel and
association with that abom nable Spacing Guild and its secretive ways. But here
was a mission that required personal attention froma Bene Gesserit-w th-the-

Si ght. Even the Padi shah Enperor's Truthsayer couldn't evade that responsibility
when the duty call cane.

Dam t hat Jessica! the Reverend Mot her thought. If only she 'd borne us a
girl as she was ordered to do!

Jessi ca stopped three paces fromthe chair, dropped a small curtsy, a gentle
flick of Ieft hand along the line of her skirt. Paul gave the short bow his
danci ng master had taught -- the one used "when in doubt of another's station."

The nuances of Paul's greeting were not |ost on the Reverend Mdther. She
said: "He's a cautious one, Jessica."

Jessica's hand went to Paul's shoul der, tightened there. For a heartbeat,
fear pul sed through her palm Then she had herself under control. "Thus he has
been taught, Your Reverence."

What does she fear? Paul wondered.

The ol d woman studied Paul in one gestalten flicker: face oval like
Jessica's, but strong bones . . . hair: the Duke's black-black but with browine
of the naternal grandfather who cannot be naned, and that thin, disdainful nose;
shape of directly staring green eyes: like the old Duke, the paterna

grandf at her who i s dead.



Now, there was a man who appreciated the power of bravura -- even in death,
t he Reverend Mot her thought.

"Teaching is one thing," she said, "the basic ingredient is another. W
shall see." The old eyes darted a hard gl ance at Jessica. "Leave us. | enjoin
you to practice the neditation of peace.”

Jessica took her hand from Paul's shoul der. "Your Reverence, | --"

"Jessica, you know it nust be done."

Paul | ooked up at his nother, puzzled.

Jessica straightened. "Yes . . . of course."

Paul | ooked back at the Reverend Mother. Politeness and his nother's obvious
awe of this old woman argued caution. Yet he felt an angry apprehension at the
fear he sensed radiating fromhis nother.

" Paul " Jessica took a deep breath.
receive . . . it's inportant to nme."

"Test?" He | ooked up at her

"Renmenber that you're a duke's son, "Jessica said. She whirled and strode
fromthe roomin a dry swishing of skirt. The door closed solidly behind her

Paul faced the ol d woman, hol ding anger in check. "Does one disniss the Lady
Jessica as though she were a serving wench?"

A snile flicked the corners of the winkled old nmouth. "The Lady Jessica was
ny serving wench, lad, for fourteen years at school." She nodded. "And a good
one, too. Now, you cone here!"

The conmand whi pped out at him Paul found hinself obeying before he could
t hi nk about it. Using the Voice on ne, he thought. He stopped at her gesture,
st andi ng besi de her knees.

"See this?" she asked. Fromthe folds of her gown, she lifted a green netal
cube about fifteen centimeters on a side. She turned it and Paul saw that one
side was open -- black and oddly frightening. No |light penetrated that open
bl ackness.

"Put your right hand in the box," she said.

Fear shot through Paul. He started to back away, but the old wonman said: "Is
this how you obey your nother?"

He | ooked up into bird-bright eyes.

Slowy, feeling the conpul sions and unable to inhibit them Paul put his
hand into the box. He felt first a sense of cold as the blackness cl osed around
his hand, then slick metal against his fingers and a prickling as though his
hand were asl eep.

A predatory look filled the old wonman's features. She lifted her right hand
away fromthe box and poised the hand close to the side of Paul's neck. He saw a
glint of netal there and started to turn toward

"Stop!" she snapped.

Using the Voice again! He swung his attention back to her face.

"I hold at your neck the gom jabbar," she said. "The gom jabbar, the high-
handed eneny. It's a needle with a drop of poison on its tip. Ah-ah! Don't pul
away or you'll feel that poison."

Paul tried to swallowin a dry throat. He could not take his attention from
the seaned old face, the glistening eyes, the pale guns around silvery netal
teeth that flashed as she spoke.

"A duke's son nust know about poisons," she said. "It's the way of our
times, eh? Miusky, to be poisoned in your drink. Aumas, to be poisoned in your
food. The quick ones and the slow ones and the ones in between. Here's a new one
for you: the gomjabbar. It kills only animals."

Pride overcame Paul's fear. "You dare suggest a duke's son is an ani mal ?" he
demanded.

"Let us say | suggest you may be human,"” she said. "Steady! | warn you not
to try jerking away. | amold, but ny hand can drive this needle into your neck
bef ore you escape ne."

this test you' re about to



"Who are you?" he whispered. "How did you trick my nother into | eaving ne
alone with you? Are you fromthe Harkonnens?"

"The Har konnens? Bl ess us, no! Now, be silent." A dry finger touched his
neck and he stilled the involuntary urge to | eap away.

"Good," she said. "You pass the first test. Now, here's the way of the rest
of it: If you withdraw your hand fromthe box you die. This is the only rule.
Keep your hand in the box and live. Wthdraw it and die."

Paul took a deep breath to still his trenmbling. "If | call out there'll be
servants on you in seconds and you'll die."
"Servants will not pass your nother who stands guard outside that door

Depend on it. Your nother survived this test. Nowit's your turn. Be honored. W
sel dom administer this to nen-children.”

Curiosity reduced Paul's fear to a nmanageable level. He heard truth in the
ol d woman's voice, no denying it. If his nother stood guard out there . . . if
this were truly a test . . . And whatever it was, he knew hinmsel f caught init,
trapped by that hand at his neck: the gomjabbar. He recalled the response from
the Litany against Fear as his nother had taught himout of the Bene Gesserit
rite.

"I must not fear. Fear is the mind-killer. Fear is the little-death that

brings total obliteration. | will face ny fear. | will permt it to pass over ne
and through ne. And when it has gone past | will turn the inner eye to see its
path. Were the fear has gone there will be nothing. Only I will remain."

He felt cal mess return, said: "Get on with it, old woman."

"dd wonman! " she snapped. "You've courage, and that can't be denied. Well
we shall see, sirra." She bent close, |owered her voice alnbst to a whisper
"You will feel pain in this hand within the box. Pain. But! Wthdraw the hand
and I'lIl touch your neck with ny gomjabbar -- the death so swift it's like the
fall of the headsman's axe. Wthdraw your hand and the gom jabbar takes you.
Under st and?"

"What's in the box?"

"Pain."

He felt increased tingling in his hand, pressed his lips tightly together
How could this be a test? he wondered. The tingling became an itch

The ol d worman sai d; "You' ve heard of aninmals chewing off a leg to escape a
trap? There's an animal kind of trick. A hunan would remain in the trap, endure
the pain, feigning death that he mght kill the trapper and renpve a threat to
his kind."

The itch became the faintest burning. "Wy are you doing this?" he demanded.

"To determine if you' re human. Be silent."

Paul clenched his left hand into a fist as the burning sensation increased
in the other hand. It mounted slow y: heat upon heat upon heat . . . upon heat.
He felt the fingernails of his free hand biting the palm He tried to flex the
fingers of the burning hand, but couldn't nove them

"I't burns," he whispered.

"Silence!"

Pain t hrobbed up his arm Sweat stood out on his forehead. Every fiber cried
out to withdraw the hand fromthat burning pit . . . but . . . the gomjabbar

Wthout turning his head, he tried to nove his eyes to see that terrible needle
poi sed beside his neck. He sensed that he was breathing in gasps, tried to slow
hi s breaths and couldn't.

Pai n!

His world enptied of everything except that hand i nrersed i n agony, the
ancient face inches away staring at him

Hs lips were so dry he had difficulty separating them

The burni ng! The burni ng!

He thought he could feel skin curling black on that agonized hand, the flesh
crisping and droppi ng away until only charred bones renained.



It stopped!

As though a switch had been turned off, the pain stopped.

Paul felt his right armtrenbling, felt sweat bathing his body.

"Enough,"” the old woman muttered. "Kull wahad! No woman child ever wi thstood
that much. | must've wanted you to fail." She | eaned back, withdrawi ng the gom
j abbar fromthe side of his neck. "Take your hand fromthe box, young human, and
| ook at it."

He fought down an aching shiver, stared at the lightless void where his hand
seened to remain of its own volition. Menory of pain inhibited every novenent.
Reason told himhe would withdraw a bl ackened stunp fromthat box.

"Do it!" she snapped.

He jerked his hand fromthe box, stared at it astonished. Not a mark. No
sign of agony on the flesh. He held up the hand, turned it, flexed the fingers.

"Pain by nerve induction," she said. "Can't go around nai ning potentia
humans. There're those who'd give a pretty for the secret of this box, though."
She slipped it into the folds of her gown.

"But the pain --" he said.

"Pain," she sniffed. "A human can override any nerve in the body."

Paul felt his left hand aching, uncurled the clenched fingers, |ooked at
four bl oody marks where fingernails had bitten his palm He dropped the hand to
his side, |ooked at the old worman. "You did that to ny nother once?"

"Ever sift sand through a screen?" she asked.

The tangential slash of her question shocked his mind into a higher
awar eness: Sand through a screen, he nodded.

"W Bene Gesserit sift people to find the humans.™

He lifted his right hand, willing the menory of the pain. "And that's al
there is to it -- pain?"

"I observed you in pain, lad. Pain's merely the axis of the test. Your

not her's told you about our ways of observing. | see the signs of her teaching
in you. Qur test is crisis and observation."
He heard the confirmation in her voice, said: "It's truth!"

She stared at him He senses truth! Could he be the one? Could he truly be
t he one? She extingui shed the excitement, rem nding herself: "Hope cl ouds
observation."

"You know when peopl e believe what they say," she said.

“I know it."

The harnonics of ability confirnmed by repeated test were in his voice. She
heard them said: "Perhaps you are the Kw satz Haderach. Sit down, little
brother, here at ny feet."

"I prefer to stand."

"Your nmother sat at ny feet once."

“I'"'mnot ny nother."

"You hate us a little, eh?" She | ooked toward the door, called out:
"Jessical"

The door flew open and Jessica stood there staring hard-eyed into the room
Hardness nelted from her as she saw Paul. She managed a faint snmle

"Jessi ca, have you ever stopped hating ne?" the old wonan asked.

"I both |love and hate you," Jessica said. "The hate -- that's from pains |
nmust never forget. The love -- that's . . . "

"Just the basic fact," the old wonan said, but her voice was gentle. "You
may conme in now, but remain silent. Cl ose that door and mind it that no one
interrupts us."

Jessica stepped into the room closed the door and stood with her back to
it. My son lives, she thought. My son lives and is . . . human. | knew he was .

but . . . helives. Now, | can go on living. The door felt hard and rea
agai nst her back. Everything in the roomwas innmedi ate and pressing agai nst her
senses.



My son |ives.

Paul | ooked at his nother. She told the truth. He wanted to get away al one
and think this experience through, but knew he could not |eave until he was
di smi ssed. The old woman had gai ned a power over him They spoke truth. Hs
not her had undergone this test. There nmust be terrible purpose init . . . the
pain and fear had been terrible. He understood terrible purposes. They drove
against all odds. They were their own necessity. Paul felt that he had been
infected with terrible purpose. He did not know yet what the terrible purpose
was.

"Sonme day, lad," the old worman said, "you, too, may have to stand outside a
door like that. It takes a nmeasure of doing."

Paul | ooked down at the hand that had known pain, then up to the Reverend
Mot her. The sound of her voice had contained a difference then from any ot her
voice in his experience. The words were outlined in brilliance. There was an
edge to them He felt that any question he m ght ask her would bring an answer
that could lift himout of his flesh-world into sonething greater

"Why do you test for hunans?" he asked.

"To set you free."

"Free?"

"Once nmen turned their thinking over to machines in the hope that this would
set themfree. But that only permtted other nen with machines to enslave them"
" 'Thou shalt not nmake a machine in the |likeness of a man's mind,' " Pau

guot ed.

"Right out of the Butlerian Jihad and the Orange Catholic Bible," she said.
"But what the O.C. Bible should ve said is: 'Thou shalt not make a nachine to
counterfeit a human nmind.' Have you studied the Mentat in your service?"

“I've studied with Thufir Hawat."

"The Great Revolt took away a crutch," she said. "It forced human mnds to
devel op. Schools were started to train human talents. "

"Bene Cesserit school s?"

She nodded. "We have two chief survivors of those ancient schools: the Bene
Gesserit and the Spacing Guild. The Guild, so we think, enphasizes al nost pure
mat hemati cs. Bene Gesserit perforns another function."

"Politics," he said.

"Kull wahad!" the old worman said. She sent a hard glance at Jessica.

“I've not told him Your Reverence," Jessica said.

The Reverend Mdther returned her attention to Paul. "You did that on
remarkably few clues," she said. "Politics indeed. The original Bene Cesserit
school was directed by those who saw the need of a thread of continuity in hunman
affairs. They saw there could be no such continuity w thout separating human
stock fromani nal stock -- for breedi ng purposes.”

The old woman's words abruptly lost their special sharpness for Paul. He
felt an of fense against what his mother called his instinct for rightness. It
wasn't that Reverend Mother lied to him She obviously believed what she said.
It was sonet hing deeper, sonmething tied to his terrible purpose.

He said: "But nmy nmother tells me many Bene Gesserit of the schools don't
know t heir ancestry."

"The genetic lines are always in our records," she said. "Your nother knows
that either she's of Bene Gesserit descent or her stock was acceptable in
itself."

"Then why coul dn't she know who her parents are?"

"Some do . . . Many don't. W might, for exanple, have wanted to breed her
to a close relative to set up a dominant in some genetic trait. W have many
reasons. "

Agai n, Paul felt the offense against rightness. He said: "You take a lot on
your sel ves. "



The Reverend Mdther stared at him wondering: Did | hear criticismin his
voi ce? "W carry a heavy burden," she said.

Paul felt himself comi ng nmore and nore out of the shock of the test. He
| evel ed a neasuring stare at her, said: "You say nmaybe I'mthe . . . Kwisatz
Haderach. Wat's that, a human gom j abbar ?"

"Paul ," Jessica said. "You nustn't take that tone with --"

“I'"ll handle this, Jessica," the old woman said. "Now, |ad, do you know
about the Truthsayer drug?"

"You take it to inprove your ability to detect fal sehood," he said. "My
nmother's told nme."

"Have you ever seen truthtrance?"

He shook his head. "No."

"The drug's dangerous,” she said, "but it gives insight. Wen a Truthsayer's

gifted by the drug, she can | ook nmany places in her nmenory -- in her body's
menory. We | ook down so many avenues of the past . . . but only fem nine
avenues." Her voice took on a note of sadness. "Yet, there's a place where no

Trut hsayer can see. We are repelled by it, terrorized. It is said a man wl|
cone one day and find in the gift of the drug his inward eye. He will | ook where
we cannot -- into both fem nine and masculine pasts.”

"Your Kwi satz Haderach?"

"Yes, the one who can be nany places at once: the Kw satz Haderach. Many nen
have tried the drug . . . so many, but none has succeeded."

"They tried and failed, all of then"

"Ch, no." She shook her head. "They tried and died."

To attenpt an understanding of Miad' Dib wi t hout understanding his nort al

enemi es, the Harkonnens, is to attenpt seeing Truth w thout know ng Fal sehood.
It is the attenpt to see the Light w thout know ng Darkness. It cannot be.
-from "Manual of Miad' Dib" by the Princess Irulan

It was a relief globe of a world, partly in shadows, spinning under the
i npetus of a fat hand that glittered with rings. The gl obe sat on a freeform
stand at one wall of a w ndow ess room whose other walls presented a patchwork
of multicolored scrolls, filnbooks, tapes and reels. Light glowed in the room
from gol den balls hanging in nmobile suspensor fields.

An ellipsoid desk with a top of jade-pink petrified el acca wood stood at the
center of the room Veriformsuspensor chairs ringed it, two of them occupi ed.
In one sat a dark-haired youth of about sixteen years, round of face and with
sull en eyes. The other held a slender, short nman with effem nate face.

Both youth and man stared at the gl obe and the nan hal f-hidden in shadows
spinning it.

A chuckl e sounded besi de the gl obe. A basso voice runbled out of the
chuckle: "There it is, Piter -- the biggest mantrap in all history. And the
Duke's headed into its jaws. Is it not a magnificent thing that |, the Baron
VI adi m r Har konnen, do?"

"Assuredly, Baron," said the man. Hi s voice cane out tenor with a sweet,
nmusi cal quality.

The fat hand descended onto the gl obe, stopped the spinning. Now, all eyes
in the roomcould focus on the notionless surface and see that it was the kind
of gl obe made for wealthy collectors or planetary governors of the Enpire. It
had the stanmp of Inperial handicraft about it. Latitude and | ongitude |ines were
laid in with hair-fine platinumw re. The polar caps were insets of finest
cl oud-m | k di anonds.

The fat hand noved, tracing details on the surface. "I invite you to
observe," the basso voice runbl ed. "Cbserve closely, Piter, and you, too, Feyd-



Rautha, ny darling: fromsixty degrees north to seventy degrees south -- these
exquisite ripples. Their coloring: does it not rem nd you of sweet caranels? And
nowhere do you see blue of |lakes or rivers or seas. And these |ovely polar caps
-- so small. Could anyone mistake this place? Arrakis! Truly unique. A superb
setting for a unique Victory."

A snile touched Piter's lips. "And to think. Baron: the Padi shah Enperor
bel i eves he's given the Duke your spice planet. How poignant."

"That's a nonsensical statenment," the Baron runbled. "You say this to
confuse young Feyd-Rautha, but it is not necessary to confuse ny nephew "

The sullen-faced youth stirred in his chair, smoothed a winkle in the bl ack
| eotards he wore. He sat upright as a discreet tapping sounded at the door in
the wal |l behind him

Piter unfolded fromhis chair, crossed to the door, cracked it w de enough
to accept a nmessage cylinder. He closed the door, unrolled the cylinder and
scanned it. A chuckl e sounded from him Another

"Wl ?" the Baron demanded.

"The fool answered us, Baron!"

"Whenever did an Atreides refuse the opportunity for a gesture?" the Baron
asked. "Well, what does he say?"

"He's nmost uncouth, Baron. Addresses you as 'Harkonnen' -- no 'Sire et Cher
Cousin,' no title, nothing."

"It's a good nane," the Baron growl ed, and his voice betrayed his
i npati ence. "What does dear Leto say?"

"He says: 'Your offer of a meeting is refused. | have ofttines nmet your
treachery and this all nmen know. ' "

"And?" the Baron asked.

"He says: 'The art of kanly still has admirers in the Enpire.' He signs it:
"Duke Leto of Arrakis.' " Piter began to laugh. "OF Arrakis! Ch, ny! This is
al nost too rich!"

"Be silent, Piter," the Baron said, and the |aughter stopped as though shut
off with a switch. "Kanly, is it?" the Baron asked. "Vendetta, heh? And he uses
the nice old word so rich in tradition to be sure | know he nmeans it."

"You made the peace gesture," Piter said. "The fornms have been obeyed."

"For a Mentat, you talk too nmuch, Piter," the Baron said. And he thought: |
nust do away with that one soon. He has al nbost outlived his useful ness. The
Baron stared across the roomat his Mental assassin, seeing the feature about
hi mthat nost people noticed first: the eyes, the shaded slits of blue within
bl ue, the eyes without any white in themat all

A grin flashed across Piter's face. It was |like a nmask gri nace beneath those
eyes |like holes. "But, Baron! Never has revenge been nore beautiful. It is to
see a plan of the npbst exquisite treachery: to make Leto exchange Cal adan for
Dune -- and without alternative because the Enperor orders it. How waggi sh of
you!"

In a cold voice, the Baron said: "You have a flux of the nmouth, Piter."

"But | am happy, ny Baron. \Wereas you . . . you are touched by jeal ousy."

"Piter!"

"Ah-ah. Baron! Is it not regrettable you were unable to devise this
del i ci ous schene by yoursel f?"

"Someday | will have you strangled, Piter."

"OfF a certainty, Baron. Enfin! But a kind act is never |ost, eh?"

"Have you been chewi ng verite or senuta, Piter?"

"Truth without fear surprises the Baron," Piter said. H's face drew down

into a caricature of a frowning mask. "Ah, hah! But you see, Baron, | know as a
Ment at when you will send the executioner. You will hold back just so long as |

am useful. To nove sooner would be wasteful and |I'myet of nuch use. | know what
it is you learned fromthat |ovely Dune planet -- waste not. True, Baron?"

The Baron continued to stare at Piter



Feyd- Raut ha squirmed in his chair. These wangling fools! he thought. MW
uncl e cannot talk to his Mental w thout arguing. Do they think |I've nothing to
do except listen their arguments?

"Feyd," the Baron said. "I told you to listen and learn when | invited you
in here. Are you | earning?"

"Yes, Uncle." the voice was carefully subservient.

"Sonetines | wonder about Piter," the Baron said. "I cause pain out of
necessity, but he . . . | swear he takes a positive delight in it. For myself, |
can feel pity toward the poor Duke Leto. Dr. Yueh will nove agai nst him soon
and that'll be the end of all the Atreides. But surely Leto will know whose hand
directed the pliant doctor . . . and knowing that will be a terrible thing."

"Then why haven't you directed the doctor to slip a kindjal between his ribs
quietly and efficiently?" Piter asked. "You talk of pity, but --"

"The Duke must know when | enconpass his doom" the Baron said. "And the
ot her Great Houses must learn of it. The know edge will give them pause. 1’|
gain a bit nmore roomto maneuver. The necessity is obvious, but I don't have to
like it."

"Roomto maneuver," Piter sneered. "Already you have the Emperor's eyes on
you, Baron. You nove too boldly. One day the Enmperor will send a | egion or two
of his Sardaukar down here onto Gedi Prinme and that'll be an end to the Baron
VI adi m r Har konnen. "

"You'd Iike to see that, wouldn't you, Piter?" the Baron asked. "You'd enjoy
seei ng the Corps of Sardaukar pillage through my cities and sack this castle.
You'd truly enjoy that."

"Does the Baron need to ask?" Piter whispered.

"You shoul d' ve been a Bashar of the Corps," the Baron said. "You're too
interested in blood and pain. Perhaps | was too quick with my prom se of the
spoils of Arrakis."

Piter took five curiously nmincing steps into the room stopped directly
behi nd Feyd- Rautha. There was a tight air of tension in the room and the youth
| ooked up at Piter with a worried frown.

"Do not toy with Piter, Baron," Piter said. "You pronmi sed nme the Lady
Jessica. You prom sed her to ne."

"For what, Piter?" the Baron asked. "For pain?"

Piter stared at him draggi ng out the silence.

Feyd- Raut ha nmoved his suspensor chair to one side, said: "Uncle, do | have
to stay? You said you'd --"

"My darling Feyd-Rautha grows inpatient," the Baron said. He noved within
t he shadows besi de the gl obe. "Patience, Feyd." And he turned his attention back
to the Mentat. "What of the Dukeling, the child Paul, ny dear Piter?"

"The trap will bring himto you, Baron," Piter nuttered.

"That's not ny question," the Baron said. "You'll recall that you predicted
the Bene Gesserit witch would bear a daughter to the Duke. You were wong, eh,
Ment at ?"

“I"'mnot often wong, Baron," Piter said, and for the first tine there was
fear in his voice. "Gve nme that: I'mnot often wong. And you know yourself
t hese Bene Gesserit bear nostly daughters. Even the Enperor's consort had
produced only femal es."

"Uncle," said Feyd-Rautha, "you said there'd be something inportant here for
me to --"

"Listen to my nephew," the Baron said. "He aspires to rule ny Barony, yet he
cannot rule hinmself." The Baron stirred beside the gl obe, a shadow anpbng
shadows. "Well then, Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen, | sunmoned you here hoping to teach
you a bit of wisdom Have you observed our good Mentat? You shoul d've | earned
sonet hing fromthis exchange."

"But, Uncle --"

"A nost efficient Mentat, Piter, wouldn't you say, Feyd?"



"Yes, but --"

"Ah! | ndeed but! But he consunes too nmuch spice, eats it |ike candy. Look at
his eyes! He nmight've come directly fromthe Arrakeen | abor pool. Efficient,
Piter, but he's still enotional and prone to passionate outbursts. Efficient,
Piter, but he still can err."

Piter spoke in a low, sullen tone: "Did you call ne in here to inpair ny
efficiency with criticism Baron?"

“Inpair your efficiency? You know nme better, Piter. | wish only for mny
nephew to understand the linmtations of a Mentat."

"Are you already training nmy replacenent?" Piter denanded.

"Repl ace you? Wiy, Piter, where could | find another Mentat with your
cunni ng and venon®"

"The sane pl ace you found nme, Baron."

"Perhaps | should at that," the Baron nused. "You do seema bit unstable
lately. And the spice you eat!"

"Are ny pleasures too expensive, Baron? Do you object to then"

"My dear Piter, your pleasures are what tie you to ne. How could | object to
that? | merely wi sh my nephew to observe this about you."

"Then I'mon display,"” Piter said. "Shall | dance? Shall | perform ny
various functions for the enm nent Feyd-Rau-"

"Precisely," the Baron said. "You are on display. Now, be silent." He
gl anced at Feyd-Rautha, noting his nephew s lips, the full and pouting | ook of
them the Harkonnen genetic marker, now tw sted slightly in anuserment. "This is
a Mentat, Feyd. It has been trained and conditioned to performcertain duties.
The fact that it's encased in a human body, however, nust not be overl ooked. A
serious drawback, that. | sonetines think the ancients with their thinking
machi nes had the right idea."

"They were toys conmpared to ne," Piter snarled. "You yourself, Baron, could
out perform t hose machi nes. "

"Perhaps," the Baron said. "Ah, well " He took a deep breath, bel ched.
"Now, Piter, outline for ny nephew the salient features of our canpai gn agai nst
t he House of Atreides. Function as a Mentat for us, if you please.”

"Baron, |'ve warned you not to trust one so young with this information. My
observations of --"
“I'"l'l be the judge of this," the Baron said. "I give you an order, Mentat.

Perform one of your various functions."

"So be it," Piter said. He straightened, assuming an odd attitude of dignity
-- as though it were another mask, but this tine clothing his entire body. "lIn a
few days Standard, the entire household of the Duke Leto will enbark on a
Spacing Quild liner for Arrakis. The Guild will deposit themat the city of
Arrakeen rather than at our city of Carthag. The Duke's Mentat, Thufir Hawat,
wi || have concluded rightly that Arrakeen is easier to defend."

"Listen carefully, Feyd," the Baron said. "Observe the plans within plans
within plans.”

Feyd- Raut ha nodded, thinking: This is nore like it. The old nonster is
letting me in on secret things at last. He nmust really nmean for nme to be his
heir.

"There are several tangential possibilities," Piter said. "I indicate that
House Atreides will go to Arrakis. W nust not, however, ignore the possibility
the Duke has contracted with the Guild to renove himto a place of safety
outside the System Qhers in |like circunstances have becone renegade Houses,
taking fanmily atonics and shields and fl eei ng beyond the | nperium?"

"The Duke's too proud a man for that," the Baron said.

"It is a possibility," Piter said. "The ultimate effect for us would be the
sane, however."

"No, it would not!" the Baron growl ed. "I nust have himdead and his line
ended. "



"That's the high probability," Piter said. "There are certain preparations
that indicate when a House is going renegade. The Duke appears to be doi ng none
of these things."

"So," the Baron sighed. "Get on with it, Piter."

"At Arrakeen," Piter said, "the Duke and his famly wll occupy the
Resi dency, lately the honme of Count and Lady Fenring."

"The Ambassador to the Smugglers,"” the Baron chuckl ed.

"Anbassador to what?" Feyd- Raut ha asked.

"Your uncle nakes a joke," Piter said. "He calls Count Fenring Anbassador to
t he Smugglers, indicating the Enmperor's interest in snuggling operations on
Arrakis."

Feyd- Raut ha turned a puzzled stare on his uncle. "Wy?"

"Don't be dense, Feyd," the Baron snapped. "As long as the Guild remains
ef fectively outside Inperial control, how could it be otherw se? How el se could
spi es and assassi ns nove about?"

Feyd- Raut ha' s nouth made a soundl ess "Ch-h-h-h."

"We've arranged diversions at the Residency,"” Piter said. "There'll be an
attenpt on the life of the Atreides heir -- an attenpt which could succeed."

"Piter," the Baron runbled, "you indicated --"

"I indicated accidents can happen,"” Piter said. "And the attenpt nust appear

valid."

"Ah, but the |lad has such a sweet young body," the Baron said. "O course,
he's potentially nmore dangerous than the father . . . with that witch nother
training him Accursed woman! Ah, well, please continue, Piter."

"Hawat wi ||l have divined that we have an agent planted on him" Piter said.

"The obvi ous suspect is Dr. Yueh, who is indeed our agent. But Hawat has
i nvestigated and found that our doctor is a Suk School graduate with Inperia

Condi tioning -- supposedly safe enough to minister even to the Enperor. G eat
store is set on Inperial Conditioning. It's assuned that ultinmate conditioning
cannot be renoved wi thout killing the subject. However, as someone once

observed, given the right |ever you can nove a planet. W found the |ever that
noved the doctor."

"How?" Feyd- Raut ha asked. He found this a fascinating subject. Everyone knew
you couldn't subvert Inperial Conditioning!

"“Another tine," the Baron said. "Continue, Piter."

“I'n place of Yueh," Piter said, "we'll drag a nost interesting suspect
across Hawat's path. The very audacity of this suspect will recomend her to
Hawat's attention.”

"Her ?" Feyd- Raut ha asked.

"The Lady Jessica herself," the Baron said.

“"I's it not sublime?" Piter asked. "Hawat's mind will be so filled with this
prospect it'll inpair his function as a Mentat. He may even try to kill her."
Piter frowned, then: "But | don't think he'll be able to carry it off."

"You don't want himto, eh?" the Baron asked.

"Don't distract ne," Piter said. "Wile Hawat's occupied with the Lady

Jessica, we'll divert himfurther with uprisings in a few garrison towns and the
like. These will be put down. The Duke nust believe he's gaining a neasure of
security. Then, when the nmonent is ripe, we'll signal Yueh and nove in with our
major force . . . ah . . . "

"Go ahead, tell himall of it," the Baron said

"We' || nove in strengthened by two | egi ons of Sardaukar disguised in

Har konnen livery."
"Sardaukar!" Feyd- Rautha breathed. Hi s mind focused on the dread | nperia
troops, the killers without mercy, the soldier fanatics of the Padi shah Enperor.
"You see how | trust you, Feyd," the Baron said. "No hint of this nust ever
reach another Great House, else the Landsraad mi ght unite against the Inperia
House and there'd be chaos."



"The main point," Piter said, "is this: since House Harkonnen is being used
to do the Inperial dirty work, we've gained a true advantage. It's a dangerous
advant age, to be sure, but if used cautiously, will bring House Harkonnen
greater wealth than that of any other House in the Inperium™

"You have no idea how nuch wealth is involved, Feyd," the Baron said. "Not
in your wldest imaginings. To begin, we'll have an irrevocable directorship in
t he CHOAM Conpany."

Feyd- Raut ha nodded. Walth was the thing. CHOAM was the key to weal th, each
nobl e House di pping fromthe conpany's coffers whatever it could under the power
of the directorships. Those CHOAM directorships -- they were the real evidence
of political power in the Inperium passing with the shifts of voting strength
within the Landsraad as it balanced itself against the Enperor and his
supporters.

"The Duke Leto," Piter said, "may attenpt to flee to the new Frenmen scum
along the desert's edge. Or he may try to send his famly into that inmagined
security. But that path is bl ocked by one of Hs Majesty's agents -- the
pl anetary ecol ogi st. You may renenber him-- Kynes."

"Feyd remenbers him" the Baron said. "Get on with it."

"You do not drool very prettily, Baron," Piter said.

"Get on with it, I conmmand you!" the Baron roared

Piter shrugged. "If matters go as planned," he said, "House Harkonnen will
have a subfief on Arrakis within a Standard year. Your uncle will have
di spensation of that fief. Hi s own personal agent will rule on Arrakis."

"Mre profits," Feyd-Rautha said.

"I ndeed,"” the Baron said. And he thought: It's only just. W' re the ones who
tamed Arrakis . . .except for the few nongrel Frenmen hiding in the skirts of the
desert . . . and sonme tanme snugglers bound to the planet alnpbst as tightly as
t he native | abor pool

"And the Great Houses will know that the Baron has destroyed the Atreides,"

Piter said. "They will know "
"They will know," the Baron breathed.
"Loveliest of all," Piter said, "is that the Duke will know, too. He knows

now. He can already feel the trap."
"It's true the Duke knows," the Baron said, and his voice held a note of

sadness. "He could not help but know. . . nore's the pity."
The Baron noved out and away fromthe gl obe of Arrakis. As he emerged from
t he shadows, his figure took on dinmension -- grossly and i mensely fat. And with

subtl e bul ges beneath folds of his dark robes to reveal that all this fat was
sustai ned partly by portable suspensors harnessed to his flesh. He might weigh
two hundred Standard kilos in actuality, but his feet would carry no nore than
fifty of them

"I am hungry," the Baron runbl ed, and he rubbed his protruding lips with a
beri nged hand, stared down at Feyd-Rautha through fat-enfol ded eyes. "Send for
food, ny darling. W will eat before we retire."

Thus spoke St. Alia-of-the-Knife: "The Reverend Mdther must comnbine the
seductive wiles of a courtesan with the untouchable majesty of a virgin goddess,
hol ding these attributes in tension so long as the powers of her youth endure.
For when youth and beauty have gone, she will find that the place-between, once
occupi ed by tension, has becone a wellspring of cunning and resourceful ness."
-from"Miad' Dib, Family Commentaries" by the Princess Irulan

"Wel |, Jessica, what have you to say for yoursel f?" asked the Reverend
Mot her .



It was near sunset at Castle Cal adan on the day of Paul's ordeal. The two
worren were alone in Jessica' s norning roomwhile Paul waited in the adjoining
soundpr oof ed Meditati on Chanber.

Jessica stood facing the south wi ndows. She saw and yet did not see the
eveni ng' s banked col ors across nmeadow and river. She heard and yet did not hear
t he Reverend Mother's question.

There had been another ordeal once -- so nmany years ago. A skinny girl with
hair the col or of bronze, her body tortured by the wi nds of puberty, had entered
the study of the Reverend Mdther Gaius Hel en Mohiam Proctor Superior of the
Bene Gesserit school on Wallach I X. Jessica | ooked down at her right hand,
flexed the fingers, renenbering the pain, the terror, the anger

"Poor Paul," she whi spered.

"I asked you a question, Jessica!" The old worman's voi ce was snappi sh,
demandi ng.

"What? Ch . . . " Jessica tore her attention away fromthe past, faced the
Reverend Mot her, who sat with back to the stone wall between the two west
wi ndows. "What do you want nme to say?"

"What do | want you to say? Wat do | want you to say?" The old voice
carried a tone of cruel mmcry.

"So | had a son!" Jessica flared. And she knew she was bei ng goaded into
this anger deliberately.

"You were told to bear only daughters to the Atreides."

"I't neant so much to him" Jessica pl eaded.

"And you in your pride thought you could produce the Kw satz Haderach!"

Jessica lifted her chin. "I sensed the possibility."

"You thought only of your Duke's desire for a son," the old woman snapped.
"And his desires don't figure in this. An Atreides daughter coul d ve been wed to
a Harkonnen heir and seal ed the breach. You've hopelessly conmplicated matters.
We may | ose both bl oodlines now. "

"You're not infallible," Jessica said. She braved the steady stare fromthe
ol d eyes.

Presently, the old woman nmuttered: "Wat's done is done."

"I vowed never to regret ny decision," Jessica said.

"How nobl e," the Reverend Mt her sneered. "No regrets. W shall see when
you're a fugitive with a price on your head and every man's hand turned agai nst
you to seek your life and the Iife of your son."

Jessica paled. "Is there no alternative?"

"Alternative? A Bene Gesserit should ask that?"

"I ask only what you see in the future with your superior abilities."

"I see in the future what |'ve seen in the past. You well know the pattern
of our affairs, Jessica. The race knows its own nortality and fears stagnation
of its heredity. It's in the bloodstream-- the urge to mngle genetic strains
wi t hout plan. The Inperium the CHOAM Company, all the Great Houses, they are
but bits of flotsamin the path of the flood."

"CHOAM " Jessica nuttered. "l suppose it's already decided how they'|
redivide the spoils of Arrakis."

"What is CHOAM but the weather vane of our tinmes," the old woman said. "The
Enperor and his friends now command fifty-nine point six-five per cent of the
CHOAM di rectorship's votes. Certainly they smell profits, and likely as others
snel |l those sane profits his voting strength will increase. This is the pattern
of history, girl."

"That's certainly what | need right now," Jessica said. "A review of
history."

"Don't be facetious, girl! You know as well as | do what forces surround us.
We've a three-point civilization: the Inperial Household bal anced agai nst the
Federated Great Houses of the Landsraad, and between them the Guild with its
dammabl e nonopoly on interstellar transport. In politics, the tripod is the nost



unstable of all structures. It'd be bad enough w thout the conplication of a
feudal trade culture which turns its back on npst science.”

Jessica spoke bitterly: "Chips in the path of the flood -- and this chip
here, this is the Duke Leto, and this one's his son, and this one's --"

"Ch, shut up, girl. You entered this with full know edge of the delicate
edge you wal ked. "

" 'l am Bene Gesserit: | exist only to serve,’ Jessi ca quot ed.

"Truth." the old worman said. "And all we can hope for nowis to prevent this
fromerupting into general conflagration, to sal vage what we can of the key
bl oodl i nes."

Jessica closed her eyes, feeling tears press out beneath the lids. She
fought down the inner trenbling, the outer trenbling, the uneven breathing, the

ragged pul se, the sweating of the palnms. Presently, she said, "I'Il pay for mny
own mi st ake. "
"And your son will pay with you."

“I'I'l shield himas well as |'mable."
"Shield!'" the old wonan snapped. "You well know the weakness there! Shield

your son too nuch, Jessica, and he'll not grow strong enough to fulfill any
destiny."
Jessica turned away, |ooked out the wi ndow at the gathering darkness. "Is it

really that terrible, this planet of Arrakis?"
"Bad enough, but not all bad. The M ssionaria Protectiva has been in there
and softened it up somewhat." The Reverend Mt her heaved herself to her feet,

straightened a fold in her gown. "Call the boy in here. | nust be |eaving soon."
"Must you?"
The old wonman's voice softened. "Jessica, girl, | wish | could stand in your
pl ace and take your sufferings. But each of us nust nake her own path."
"I know. "

"You're as dear to me as any of my own daughters, but | cannot |et that
interfere with duty."

"I understand . . . the necessity."
"What you did, Jessica, and why you did it -- we both know But kindness
forces me to tell you there's little chance your lad will be the Bene Gesserit

Totality. You nustn't let yourself hope too much."
Jessica shook tears fromthe corners of her eyes. It was an angry gesture.

"You make me feel like a little girl again -- reciting nmy first |esson." She
forced the words out: " 'Humans nust never submit to aninmals.' " A dry sob shook
her. In a |ow voice, she said: "I've been so lonely."

"I't should be one of the tests," the old woman said. "Humans are al npst
al ways | onely. Now sunmmon the boy. He's had a |ong, frightening day. But he's
had tinme to think and remenber, and |I must ask the other questions about these
dreams of his."

Jessi ca nodded, went to the door of the Meditation Chanber, opened it.
"Paul, cone in now, please."

Paul energed with a stubborn slowness. He stared at his nother as though she
were a stranger. Wariness veiled his eyes when he glanced at the Reverend
Mot her, but this tinme he nodded to her, the nod one gives an equal. He heard his
not her cl ose the door behind him

"Young man," the old woman said, "let's return to this dream business."

"What do you want ?"

"Do you dream every ni ght?"

"Not dreans worth renenbering. | can renmenber every dream but some are
wort h renenbering and sone aren't."

"How do you know the difference?"

"I just know it."

The ol d wonman gl anced at Jessica, back to Paul. "Wat did you dream | ast
night? Was it worth renmenbering?"



"Yes." Paul closed his eyes. "I dreaned a cavern . . . and water . . . and a
girl there -- very skinny with big eyes. Her eyes are all blue, no whites in
them | talk to her and tell her about you, about seeing the Reverend Mot her on

Cal adan." Paul opened his eyes.

"And the thing you tell this strange girl about seeing nme, did it happen
t oday?"

Paul thought about this, then: "Yes. | tell the girl you cane and put a
stanp of strangeness on ne."

"Stanp of strangeness,"” the old woman breathed, and again she shot a gl ance
at Jessica, returned her attention to Paul. "Tell nme truly now, Paul, do you
often have dreans of things that happen afterward exactly as you dreaned thenf"

"Yes. And |'ve dreanmed about that girl before.”

"Ch? You know her ?"

“I will know her."

“"Tell ne about her."

Agai n, Paul closed his eyes. "W're in a little place in sone rocks where
it's sheltered. It's alnpst night, but it's hot and | can see patches of sand
out of an opening in the rocks. W're . . . waiting for something . . . for me
to go neet some people. And she's frightened but trying to hide it fromne, and
I"mexcited. And she says: 'Tell ne about the waters of your honeworld, Usul.'
Paul opened his eyes. "Isn't that strange? My honeworl d's Cal adan. |'ve never
even heard of a planet called Usul."

"I's there nmore to this dreanP" Jessica pronpted.

"Yes. But maybe she was calling me Usul," Paul said. "I just thought of
that." Again, he closed his eyes. "She asks ne to tell her about the waters. And

| take her hand. And | say I'lIl tell her a poem And | tell her the poem but I
have to explain sone of the words -- |ike beach and surf and seaweed and
seagul I s. ™"

"What poenP" the Reverend Mot her asked.

Paul opened his eyes. "It's just one of Gurney Halleck's tone poens for sad
tinmes."

Behi nd Paul Jessica began to recite:

"I renenber salt snoke froma beach fire
And shadows under the pines --
Solid, clean . . . fixed --

Seagul | s perched at the tip of |and,
VWi te upon green . . .

And a wi nd cones through the pines
To sway the shadows;

The seagulls spread their w ngs,
Lift

And fill the sky with screeches.

And | hear the wi nd

Bl owi ng across our beach,

And the surf,

And | see that our fire

Has scorched the seaweed."

"That's the one," Paul said.

The old wonman stared at Paul, then: "Young nan, as a Proctor of the Bene
Gesserit, | seek the Kwi satz Haderach, the male who truly can becone one of us.
Your nother sees this possibility in you, but she sees with the eyes of a
not her. Possibility | see, too, but no nore.”

She fell silent and Paul saw that she wanted himto speak. He waited her
out .



Presently, she said: "As you will, then. You've depths in you; that Il
grant."”

“"May | go now?" he asked.

"Don't you want to hear what the Reverend Mdther can tell you about the
Kwi sat z Haderach?" Jessica asked.

"She said those who tried for it died."

"But | can help you with a few hints at why they failed," the Reverend
Mot her sai d.

She tal ks of hints, Paul thought. She doesn't really know anything. And he
said: "Hnt then."

"And be dammed to me?" She sniled wyly, a crisscross of winkles in the old
face. "Very well: 'That which submts rules.' "

He felt astonishment: she was tal king about such el enentary things as
tension within nmeaning. Did she think his nother had taught himnothing at all?

"That's a hint?" he asked.

"We're not here to bandy words or qui bble over their nmeaning," the old woman
said. "The willow submits to the wind and prospers until one day it is nmany
willows -- a wall against the wind. This is the willow s purpose.”

Paul stared at her. She said purpose and he felt the word buffet him
reinfecting himwth terrible purpose. He experienced a sudden anger at her
fatuous old witch with her nouth full of platitudes.

“You think | could be this Kw satz Haderach," he said. "You tal k about ne,
but you haven't said one thing about what we can do to help ny father. |'ve
heard you talking to my mother. You talk as though ny father were dead. Well, he
isn't!"

"If there were a thing to be done for him we'd have done it," the old woman
grow ed. "We nmay be able to sal vage you. Doubtful, but possible. But for your
father, nothing. Wen you've |learned to accept that as a fact, you' ve learned a
real Bene Gesserit |esson.™

Paul saw how t he words shook his mother. He glared at the old woman. How
could she say such a thing about his father? What nade her so sure? H's mnd
seethed with resent ment.

The Reverend Mdther | ooked at Jessica. "You' ve been training himin the Wy
-- |I've seen the signs of it. I'd have done the same in your shoes and devi
take the Rules."

Jessi ca nodded.

"Now, | caution you," said the old woman, "to ignore the regul ar order of
training. Hs ow safety requires the Voice. He already has a good start init,
but we both know how much nore he needs . . . and that desperately." She stepped
close to Paul, stared down at him "Goodbye, young human. | hope you nake it.

But if you don't -- well, we shall yet succeed."

Once nore she | ooked at Jessica. A flicker sign of understandi ng passed
bet ween them Then the ol d woman swept fromthe room her robes hissing, with
not anot her backward gl ance. The roomand its occupants al ready were shut from
her thoughts.

But Jessica had caught one glinpse of the Reverend Mther's face as she
turned away. There had been tears on the seaned cheeks. The tears were nore
unnervi ng than any other word or sign that had passed between themthis day.

You have read that Miad' Dib had no playmates his own age on Cal adan. The dangers
were too great. But Miad' Dib did have wonderful conpanion-teachers. There was
Gurney Hall eck, the troubadour-warrior. You will sing sone of Gurney's songs, as
you read along in this book. There was Thufir Hawat, the old Mentat Master of
Assassins, who struck fear even into the heart of the Padi shah Enperor. There
were Duncan | daho, the Swordmaster of the G naz; Dr. Wellington Yueh, a nane



black in treachery but bright in know edge; the Lady Jessica, who gui ded her son
in the Bene Gesserit Way, and -- of course -- the Duke Leto, whose qualities as
a father have | ong been overl ooked.

-from"A Child' s Hstory of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

Thufir Hawat slipped into the training roomof Castle Cal adan, closed the
door softly. He stood there a noment, feeling old and tired and storml eat her ed.
Hs left leg ached where it had been sl ashed once in the service of the Ad
Duke.

Three generations of them now, he thought.

He stared across the big roombright with the |light of noon pouring through
t he skylights, saw the boy seated with back to the door, intent on papers and
charts spread across an ell table.

How many times nust | tell that |ad never to settle hinself with his back to
a door? Hawat cleared his throat.

Paul remai ned bent over his studies.

A cloud shadow passed over the skylights. Again, Hawat cleared his throat.

Paul straightened, spoke without turning: "I know. I'msitting with ny back
to a door."

Hawat suppressed a smile, strode across the room

Paul | ooked up at the grizzled old man who stopped at a corner of the table.
Hawat's eyes were two pools of alertness in a dark and deeply seaned face.

"I heard you coning down the hall,"” Paul said. "And | heard you open the
door. "

"The sounds | nmake could be inmtated."

“I'd know the difference."

He m ght at that, Hawat thought. That witch-nother of his is giving himthe
deep training, certainly. | wonder what her precious school thinks of that?
Maybe that's why they sent the old Proctor here -- to whip our dear Lady Jessica
into |ine.

Hawat pulled up a chair across from Paul, sat down facing the door. He did
it pointedly, |eaned back and studied the room It struck himas an odd pl ace
suddenly, a stranger-place with nost of its hardware already gone off to
Arrakis. Atraining table remained, and a fencing mirror with its crystal prisms
qui escent, the target dummy beside it patched and padded, |ooking |ike an
ancient foot soldier mainmed and battered in the wars.

There stand |, Hawat thought.

"Thufir, what're you thinking?" Paul asked.

Hawat | ooked at the boy. "I was thinking we'll all be out of here soon and
likely never see the place again."

"Does that make you sad?"

"Sad? Nonsense! Parting with friends is a sadness. A place is only a place."
He gl anced at the charts on the table. "And Arrakis is just another place."

"Did my father send you up to test me?"

Hawat scowl ed -- the boy had such observi ng ways about him He nodded.
"You're thinking it'd have been nicer if he'd cone up hinself, but you nmust know
how busy he is. He'll be along later."

"I"ve been studying about the stornms on Arrakis."

"The storms. | see."

"They sound pretty bad."

"That's too cautious a word: bad. Those stornms build up across six or seven
t housand kil ometers of flatlands, feed on anything that can give thema push --
coriolis force, other storms, anything that has an ounce of energy in it. They
can bl ow up to seven hundred kil oneters an hour, | oaded with everything | oose
that's in their way -- sand, dust, everything. They can eat flesh off bones and
etch the bones to slivers."

"Why don't they have weather control ?"



"Arrakis has special problens, costs are higher, and there'd be nai ntenance
and the like. The Guild wants a dreadful high price for satellite control and
your father's House isn't one of the big rich ones, |lad. You know that."

"Have you ever seen the Fremen?"

The lad's mind is darting all over today, Hawat thought.

"Li ke as not | have seen them" he said. "There's little to tell them from
the folk of the graben and sink. They all wear those great flow ng robes. And
they stink to heaven in any closed space. It's fromthose suits they wear --
call them ' 'stillsuits' -- that reclaimthe body's own water."

Paul swal | oned, suddenly aware of the nmoisture in his nmouth, renmenbering a
dream of thirst. That people could want so for water they had to recycle their
body noisture struck himwith a feeling of desolation. "Water's precious there,"
he sai d.

Hawat nodded, thinking: Perhaps |'mdoing it, getting across to himthe
i nportance of this planet as an enenmy. It's nadness to go in there wi thout that
caution in our mnds.

Paul | ooked up at the skylight, aware that it had begun to rain. He saw the
spreadi ng wet ness on the gray neta-glass. "Water," he said.

"You'll learn a great concern for water," Hawat said. "As the Duke's son
you'll never want for it, but you'll see the pressures of thirst all around
you."

Paul wet his lips with his tongue, thinking back to the day a week ago and
the ordeal with the Reverend Mther. She, too, had said sonething about water
starvati on.

"You'll learn about the funeral plains,"” she'd said, "about the wilderness
that is enpty, the wasteland where nothing |ives except the spice and the
sandworns. You'll stain your eyepits to reduce the sun glare. Shelter will nean
a holl ow out of the wind and hidden fromview You'll ride upon your own two
feet without 'thopter or groundcar or nount."

And Paul had been caught nore by her tone -- singsong and wavering -- than

by her words.

"When you live upon Arrakis," she had said, "khala, the land is enpty. The
moons will be your friends, the sun your eneny."

Paul had sensed his nother come up beside himaway from her post guarding
t he door. She had | ooked at the Reverend Mot her and asked: "Do you see no hope.
Your Reverence?"

“"Not for the father." And the old woman had waved Jessica to silence, |ooked
down at Paul. "Grave this on your nmenory, lad: A world is supported by four

t hi ngs . " She held up four big-knuckled fingers. " the [ earning of the
Wi se, the justice of the great, the prayers of the righteous and the val or of
the brave. But all of these are as nothing . . . " She closed her fingers into a
fist. ". . . without a ruler who knows the art of ruling. Make that the science

of your tradition!"

A week had passed since that day with the Reverend Mdther. Her words were
only now beginning to conme into full register. Now, sitting in the training room
with Thufir Hawat, Paul felt a sharp pang of fear. He | ooked across at the
Mentat's puzzled frown.

"Where were you wool gathering that time?" Hawat asked.

"Did you neet the Reverend Mt her?"

"That Truthsayer witch fromthe | nperiun?" Hawat's eyes qui ckened with
interest. "I met her."

"She . . . " Paul hesitated, found that he couldn't tell Hawat about the
ordeal. The inhibitions went deep

"Yes? What did she?"

Paul took two deep breaths. "She said a thing." He closed his eyes, calling
up the words, and when he spoke his voice unconsciously took on sone of the old
worman's tone: " 'You, Paul Atreides, descendant of kings, son of a Duke, you



nmust learn to rule. It's sonething none of your ancestors |earned.’ Pau
opened his eyes, said: "That nade nme angry and | said ny father rules an entire
pl anet. And she said, '"He's losing it.'" And | said ny father was getting a
richer planet. And she said. "He'll lose that one, too." And | wanted to run and
warn ny father, but she said he'd already been warned -- by you, by Mther, by
many people."

"True enough,"” Hawat nuttered.

"Then why're we goi ng?" Paul demanded.

"Because the Enperor ordered it. And because there's hope in spite of what
that witch-spy said. What el se spouted fromthis ancient fountain of w sdon®?"

Paul | ooked down at his right hand clenched into a fist beneath the table.
Slowy, he willed the nuscles to relax. She put some kind of hold on ne, he
t hought . How?

"She asked me to tell her what it is to rule," Paul said. "And | said that
one comands. And she said | had sone unlearning to do."

She hit a mark there right enough, Hawat thought. He nodded for Paul to
conti nue.

"She said a ruler must learn to persuade and not to conpel. She said he nust
lay the best coffee hearth to attract the finest nen."

"How d she figure your father attracted nmen |i ke Duncan and Gurney?" Hawat
asked.

Paul shrugged. "Then she said a good ruler has to learn his world's
| anguage, that it's different for every world. And | thought she neant they
didn't speak Galach on Arrakis, but she said that wasn't it at all. She said she
neant the | anguage of the rocks and growi ng things, the | anguage you don't hear
just with your ears. And | said that's what Dr. Yueh calls the Mystery of Life."

Hawat chuckl ed. "How d that sit with her?"

"I think she got nad. She said the nystery of life isn't a problemto solve
but a reality to experience. So | quoted the First Law of Mentat at her: "A
process cannot be understood by stopping it. Understanding must nove with the
flow of the process, nmust join it and flowwith it.' That seened to satisfy
her. "

He seenms to be getting over it, Hawat thought, but that old witch frightened
him Wy did she do it?

"Thufir," Paul said, "will Arrakis be as bad as she sai d?"

"Not hi ng could be that bad," Hawat said and forced a snile. "Take those
Fremen, for exanple, the renegade people of the desert. By first-approximtion

analysis, | can tell you there're many, many nore of themthan the | nperium
suspects. People live there, lad: a great many people, and . . ." Hawat put a
sinewy finger beside his eye. " t hey hate Harkonnens with a bl oody passion
You nust not breathe a word of this, lad. |I tell you only as your father's
hel per."

"My father has told ne of Salusa Secundus," Paul said. "Do you know, Thufir
it sounds nuch like Arrakis . . . perhaps not quite as bad, but rmuch like it."

"W do not really know of Sal usa Secundus today," Hawat said. "Only what it
was like long ago . . . nostly. But what is known -- you're right on that
score.”

"WIl the Fremen help us?"

"It's a possibility." Hawat stood up. "I |eave today for Arrakis. Meanwhil e,

you take care of yourself for an old nan who's fond of you, heh? Conme around
here |ike the good lad and sit facing the door. It's not that | think there's
any danger in the castle; it's just a habit I want you to form"

Paul got to his feet, nmoved around the table. "You're going today?"

"Today it is, and you'll be following tonorrow. Next time we neet it'll be
on the soil of your new world." He gripped Paul's right armat the bicep. "Keep
your knife armfree, heh? And your shield at full charge." He released the arm
patted Paul's shoul der, whirled and strode quickly to the door



“Thufir! "Paul called.

Hawat turned, standing in the open doorway.

"Don't sit with your back to any doors," Paul said.

A grin spread across the seanmed old face. "That | won't, lad. Depend on it."
And he was gone, shutting the door softly behind.

Paul sat down where Hawat had been, straightened the papers. One nore day
here, he thought. He | ooked around the room W 're |eaving. The idea of
departure was suddenly nore real to himthan it had ever been before. He
recal l ed another thing the old woman had said about a world being the sum of
many things -- the people, the dirt, the growi ng things, the noons, the tides,
the suns -- the unknown sumcalled nature, a vague sunmation w thout any sense
of the now. And he wondered: What is the now?

The door across from Paul banged open and an ugly lunmp of a man | urched
through it preceded by a handful of weapons.

"Wel |, Gurney Halleck," Paul called, "are you the new weapons naster?"
Hal | eck kicked the door shut with one heel. "You'd rather | cane to play
ganes, | know," he said. He glanced abound the room noting that Hawat's nen

al ready had been over it, checking, making it safe for a duke's heir. The subtle
code signs were all around.

Paul watched the rolling, ugly nan set hinself back in notion, veer toward
the training table with the | oad of weapons, saw the nine-string baliset slung
over @irney's shoulder with the multipick woven through the strings near the
head of the fingerboard.

Hal | eck dropped the weapons on the exercise table, lined themup -- the
rapi ers, the bodkins, the kindjals, the slow pellet stunners, the shield belts.
The inkvine scar along his jawline withed as he turned, casting a smle across
the room

"So you don't even have a good nmorning for ne, you young inp," Halleck said.
"And what barb did you sink in old Hawat? He passed nme in the hall |ike a man
running to his eneny's funeral."

Paul grinned. O all his father's nen, he liked Gurney Hall eck best, knew
the man's noods and deviltry, his hunors, and thought of himnore as a friend
than as a hired sword.

Hal | eck swung the baliset off his shoul der, began tuning it. "If y' won't
talk, y' won't," he said.
Paul stood, advanced across the room calling out: "Well, Gurney, do we cone

prepared for nusic when it's fighting tinme?"

"So it's sass for our elders today," Halleck said. He tried a chord on the
i nstrument, nodded.

"Where's Duncan | daho?" Paul asked. "lsn't he supposed to be teaching ne
weaponry?"”

"Duncan's gone to | ead the second wave onto Arrakis," Halleck said. "All you
have left is poor Gurney who's fresh out of fight and spoiling for nmusic." He
struck another chord, listened to it, smled. "And it was decided in counci
t hat you being such a poor fighter we'd best teach you the nusic trade so's you
won't waste your life entire.”

"Maybe you'd better sing ne a lay then," Paul said. "I want to be sure how
not to do it."

"Ah-h-h, hah!" @Qurney | aughed, and he swung into "Galacian Grls." his
mul tipick a blur over the strings as he sang:

"Ch-h-h, the Galacian girls
WIIl do it for pearls,

And the Arrakeen for water!
But if you desire danes

Li ke consum ng fl anes,

Try a Cal adani n daughter!"



"Not bad for such a poor hand with the pick," Paul said, "but if ny nother
heard you singing a bawmdy like that in the castle, she'd have your ears on the
outer wall for decoration."

Gurney pulled at his left ear. "Poor decoration, too, they having been
brui sed so much listening at keyholes while a young lad | know practiced sone
strange ditties on his baliset."

"So you've forgotten what it's like to find sand in your bed," Paul said. He
pulled a shield belt fromthe table, buckled it fast around his waist. "Then

let's fight!"

Hal | eck's eyes went wide in nock surprise. "So! It was your w cked hand did
t hat deed! Guard yourself today, young master -- guard yourself." He grabbed up
arapier, laced the air with it. "I'ma hellfiend out for revenge!"

Paul lifted the conpanion rapier, bent it in his hands, stood in the aguile,

one foot forward. He let his manner go solem in a comic imtation of Dr. Yueh

"What a dolt nmy father sends ne for weaponry,” Paul intoned. "This doltish
Gurney Hall eck has forgotten the first |Iesson for a fighting man arned and
shi el ded." Paul snapped the force button at his waist, felt the crinkled-skin
tingling of the defensive field at his forehead and down his back, heard
external sounds take on characteristic shield-filtered flatness. "In shield
fighting, one noves fast on defense, slow on attack," Paul said. "Attack has the
sol e purpose of tricking the opponent into a msstep, setting himup for the
attack sinister. The shield turns the fast blow, admts the slow kindjal!" Paul
snhapped up the rapier, feinted fast and whipped it back for a slow thrust timed
to enter a shield s mndless defenses.

Hal | eck watched the action, turned at the last minute to |let the blunted
bl ade pass his chest. "Speed, excellent,"” he said. "But you were wi de open for
an under handed counter with a slip-tip."

Paul stepped back, chagri ned.

"I shoul d whap your backside for such carel essness," Halleck said. He lifted
a naked kindjal fromthe table and held it up. "This in the hand of an eneny can
et out your life's blood! You' re an apt pupil, none better, but |'ve warned you
that not even in play do you let a man inside your guard with death in his
hand. "

"I guess I'mnot in the mod for it today," Paul said.

"Mbod?" Hal |l eck's voice betrayed his outrage even through the shield's
filtering. "What has mod to do with it? You fight when the necessity arises --
no matter the nood! Miod's a thing for cattle or naking |love or playing the
baliset. It's not for fighting."

"I"'msorry, Gurney."

"You're not sorry enough!"

Hal | eck activated his own shield, crouched with kindjal outthrust in |eft
hand, the rapier poised high in his right. "Now | say guard yourself for true!"
He | eaped high to one side, then forward, pressing a furious attack

Paul fell back, parrying. He felt the field crackling as shield edges
touched and repelled each other, sensed the electric tingling of the contact
along his skin. Wiat's gotten into Qurney? he asked hinself. He's not faking
this! Paul noved his left hand, dropped his bodkin into his palmfromits wi st
sheat h.

"You see a need for an extra blade, eh?" Halleck grunted.

I's this betrayal ? Paul wondered. Surely not Gurney!

Around the roomthey fought -- thrust and parry, feint and counterfeint. The
air within their shield bubbles grew stale fromthe denmands on it that the slow
i nterchange al ong barrier edges could not replenish. Wth each new shield
contact, the snell of ozone grew stronger



Paul continued to back, but now he directed his retreat toward the exercise
table. If | can turn himbeside the table, I'll show hima trick, Paul thought.
One nore step, Qurney.

Hal | eck took the step.

Paul directed a parry downward, turned, saw Hall eck's rapier catch against
the table's edge. Paul flung hinself aside, thrust high with rapier and cane in
across Hall eck's neckline with the bodkin. He stopped the blade an inch fromthe
j ugul ar.

"I's this what you seek?" Paul whispered.

"Look down, |ad," Gurney panted.

Paul obeyed, saw Hall eck's kindjal thrust under the table's edge, the tip
al nost touching Paul's groin.

"We'd have joined each other in death," Halleck said. "But 1'll admt you
fought sone better when pressed to it. You seened to get the nood." And he
grinned wol fishly, the inkvine scar rippling along his jaw

"The way you cane at ne," Paul said. "Wuld you really have drawn ny bl ood?"

Hal | eck withdrew the kindjal, straightened. "If you'd fought one whit
beneat h your abilities. |1'd have scratched you a good one, a scar you'd
remenmber. 1'lIl not have my favorite pupil fall to the first Harkonnen tranp who
happens al ong."

Paul deactivated his shield, |eaned on the table to catch his breath. "I
deserved that, Gurney. But it would ve angered ny father if you'd hurt me. 1'1l]
not have you punished for ny failing."

"As to that," Halleck said, "it was nmy failing, too. And you needn't worry
about a training scar or two. You're |lucky you have so few. As to your father --
the Duke'd punish nme only if | failed to make a first-class fighting nan out of
you. And |I'd have been failing there if | hadn't explained the fallacy in this
nmood t hi ng you' ve suddenly devel oped. "

Paul straightened, slipped his bodkin back into its wist sheath.

"I't's not exactly play we do here," Hall eck said.

Paul nodded. He felt a sense of wonder at the uncharacteristic seriousness
in Halleck's nanner, the sobering intensity. He | ooked at the beet-col ored
i nkvi ne scar on the man's jaw, remenbering the story of how it had been put
there by Beast Rabban in a Harkonnen slave pit on Gedi Prine. And Paul felt a
sudden shane that he had doubted Hall eck even for an instant. It occurred to
Paul , then, that the making of Halleck's scar had been acconpanied by pain -- a
pain as intense, perhaps, as that inflicted by a Reverend Mdther. He thrust this
t hought aside; it chilled their world.

"I guess | did hope for some play today," Paul said. "Things are so serious
around here lately."

Hal | eck turned away to hide his enptions. Sonething burned in his eyes.
There was pain in him-- like a blister, all that was | eft of sone | ost
yesterday that Time had pruned off him

How soon this child nust assume his manhood, Halleck thought. How soon he
must read that formw thin his mnd, that contract of brutal caution, to enter
the necessary fact on the necessary line: "Please |list your next of kin."

Hal | eck spoke without turning: "l sensed the play in you, lad, and I'd |ike
not hi ng better than to join in it. But this no | onger can be play. Tonorrow we
go to Arrakis. Arrakis is real. The Harkonnens are real."

Paul touched his forehead with his rapier blade held vertical

Hal | eck turned, saw the salute and acknow edged it with a nod. He gestured

to the practice dumy. "Now, we'll work on your timng. Let nme see you catch
that thing sinister. I'Il control it fromover here where |I can have a full view
of the action. And | warn you I'll be trying new counters today. There's a

war ni ng you'd not get froma real eneny."
Paul stretched up on his toes to relieve his nuscles. He felt solemm with
the sudden realization that his |ife had becone filled with swift changes. He



crossed to the dumry, slapped the switch on its chest with his rapier tip and
felt the defensive field forcing his blade away.

"En garde!" Halleck called, and the dunmy pressed the attack

Paul activated his shield, parried and countered.

Hal | eck wat ched as he mani pul ated the controls. His nmind seened to be in two
parts: one alert to the needs of the training fight, and the other wandering in
fly-buzz.

I"'mthe well-trained fruit tree, he thought. Full of well-trained feelings

and abilities and all of themgrafted onto nme -- all bearing for soneone else to
pi ck.

For sone reason, he recalled his younger sister, her elfin face so clear in
his mnd. But she was dead now -- in a pleasure house for Harkonnen troops. She
had | oved pansies . . . or was it daisies? He couldn't renenber. It bothered him

that he couldn't renenber.

Paul countered a slow swi ng of the dummy, brought up his left hand
entretisser.

That clever little devil! Halleck thought, intent now on Paul's interweaving
hand notions. He's been practicing and studying on his own. That's not Duncan's
style, and it's certainly nothing |I've taught him

This thought only added to Hall eck's sadness. |I'minfected by nood, he
t hought. And he began to wonder about Paul, if the boy ever listened fearfully
to his pillow throbbing in the night.

"I'f wishes were fishes we'd all cast nets," he murnured.

It was his nother's expression and he always used it when he felt the
bl ackness of tonorrow on him Then he thought what an odd expression that was to
be taking to a planet that had never known seas or fishes.

YUEH (yu'e), Wellington (weling-tun), Stdrd 10, 082-10,191; nedi cal doctor of the
Suk School (grd Stdrd 10,112); nd: Wanna Marcus, B.G (Stdrd 10, 092-10, 1867);
chiefly noted as betrayer of Duke Leto Atreides. (Cf: Bibliography, Appendix VII
[I nperial Conditioning] and Betrayal, The.)

-from"Dictionary of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

Al t hough he heard Dr. Yueh enter the training room noting the stiff
del i beration of the nan's pace, Paul remmined stretched out face down on the
exerci se table where the nasseuse had left him He felt deliciously rel axed
after the workout with Gurney Hall eck

"You do | ook confortable," said Yueh in his calm high-pitched voi ce.

Paul raised his head, saw the man's stick figure standing several paces
away, took in at a glance the winkled black clothing, the square block of a
head with purple lips and droopi ng nustache, the dianond tattoo of Inperia
Condi tioning on his forehead, the | ong black hair caught in the Suk School's
silver ring at the |eft shoul der

"You'll be happy to hear we haven't tine for regular | essons today," Yueh
said. "Your father will be along presently."

Paul sat up.

"However, |'ve arranged for you to have a fil mbook vi ewer and severa
| essons during the crossing to Arrakis."

n G,] n

Paul began pulling on his clothes. He felt excitenent that his father would
be conming. They had spent so little time together since the Enperor's command to
take over the fief of Arrakis.

Yueh crossed to the ell table, thinking: How the boy has filled out these
past few nmonths. Such a waste! Ch, such a sad waste. And he rem nded hinsel f: |



nust not falter. What | do is done to be certain ny Wanna no | onger can be hurt
by the Harkonnen beasts.

Paul joined himat the table, buttoning his jacket. "Wat'Il | be studying
on the way across?"

"Ah-h-h-h, the terranic life forms of Arrakis. The planet seens to have
opened its arns to certain terranic life fornms. It's not clear how. | nust seek
out the planetary ecol ogist when we arrive -- a Dr. Kynes -- and offer nmy help
in the investigation."

And Yueh thought: What am | saying? | play the hypocrite even with nyself.

"WIIl there be sonething on the Fremen?" Paul asked.

"The Frenmen?" Yueh drumred his fingers on the table, caught Paul staring at
the nervous notion, wthdrew his hand.

"Maybe you have sonet hing on the whol e Arrakeen popul ation," Paul said.

"Yes, to be sure,"” Yueh said. "There are two general separations of the
people -- Frenen, they are one group, and the others are the people of the
graben, the sink, and the pan. There's sone internarriage, |I'mtold. The wonen
of pan and sink villages prefer Fremen husbands; their nmen prefer Fremen w ves.
They have a saying: 'Polish cones fromthe cities; wisdomfromthe desert.' "

"Do you have pictures of then®"

"I"ll see what | can get you. The nobst interesting feature, of course, is
their eyes -- totally blue, no whites in them"™

“Mut ation?"

"No; it's linked to saturation of the bl ood wth nel ange."

"The Fremen nust be brave to live at the edge of that desert.”

"By all accounts," Yueh said. "They conpose poens to their knives. Their
worren are as fierce as the men. Even Fremen children are viol ent and dangerous.
You'll not be permtted to nmingle with them | daresay."

Paul stared at Yueh, finding in these few glinpses of the Fremen a power of
words that caught his entire attention. What a people to win as allies!

"And the worms?" Paul asked.

"What ?"

“"I'"'d like to study nore about the sandworns."

"Ah-h-h-h, to be sure. 1've a filnbook on a small specinmen, only one hundred
and ten nmeters long and twenty-two neters in dianeter. It was taken in the
northern latitudes. Wirns of nore than four hundred neters in | ength have been
recorded by reliable witnesses, and there's reason to believe even | arger ones
exist."

Paul gl anced down at a conical projection chart of the northern Arrakeen
| atitudes spread on the table. "The desert belt and south polar regions are
mar ked uni nhabitable. Is it the worns?"

"And the stornms."

"But any place can be made habitable."

"If it's economically feasible,"” Yueh said. "Arrakis has many costly
perils." He snoothed his drooping nustache. "Your father will be here soon
Before | go, I've a gift for you, sonething | canme across in packing." He put an
obj ect on the table between them-- black, oblong, no larger than the end of
Paul ' s t hunb.

Paul | ooked at it. Yueh noted how the boy did not reach for it, and thought:
How cauti ous he is.

"It's a very old Orange Catholic Bible nmade for space travelers. Not a
filnmbook, but actually printed on filanment paper. It has its own nmagnifier and
el ectrostatic charge system" He picked it up, denpbnstrated. "The book is held
cl osed by the charge, which forces against spring-Ilocked covers. You press the
edge -- thus, and the pages you've sel ected repel each other and the book
opens. "

“It's so snmall."



"But it has ei ghteen hundred pages. You press the edge -- thus, and so
and the charge noves ahead one page at a tine as you read. Never touch the
actual pages with your fingers. The filanment tissue is too delicate." He cl osed
t he book, handed it to Paul. "Try it."

Yueh wat ched Paul work the page adjustnment, thought: | salve ny own
conscience. | give himthe surcease of religion before betraying him Thus nay |
say to nyself that he has gone where | cannot go.

"This must've been made before fil mbooks," Paul said.

"It's quite old. Let it be our secret, eh? Your parents mght think it too
val uabl e for one so young."

And Yueh thought: His nother would surely wonder at my notives.

“Well . . . " Paul closed the book, held it in his hand. "If it's so
val uabl e . "

"Indul ge an old man's whim" Yueh said. "It was given to nme when | was very
young." And he thought: | nust catch his mnd as well as his cupidity. "Qpen it
to four-sixty-seven Kalim -- where it says: 'Fromwater does all life begin.'

There's a slight notch on the edge of the cover to nark the place.”

Paul felt the cover, detected two notches, one shallower than the other. He
pressed the shall ower one and the book spread open on his palm its magnifier
sliding into place.

"Read it aloud," Yueh said.

Paul wet his lips with his tongue, read: "Think you of the fact that a deaf
person cannot hear. Then, what deafness may we not all possess? Wat senses do
we | ack that we cannot see and cannot hear another world all around us? Wat is
there around us that we cannot --"

"Stop it!" Yueh barked.

Paul broke off, stared at him

Yueh cl osed his eyes, fought to regain conposure. What perversity caused the
book to open at my Wanna's favorite passage? He opened his eyes, saw Paul
staring at him

"I's somet hing wong?" Paul asked.

"I"'msorry," Yueh said. "That was . . . ny . . . dead wife's favorite
passage. It's not the one | intended you to read. It brings up nmenories that are
pai nful . "

"There are two notches," Paul said.

O course, Yueh thought. Wanna marked her passage. His fingers are nore
sensitive than m ne and found her mark. It was an accident, no nore.

"You may find the book interesting," Yueh said. "It has much historica
truth in it as well as good ethical philosophy."

Paul | ooked down at the tiny book in his palm-- such a small thing. Yet, it

contained a nystery . . . sonething had happened while he read fromit. He had
felt something stir his terrible purpose.
"Your father will be here any minute," Yueh said. "Put the book away and

read it at your leisure.”

Paul touched the edge of it as Yueh had shown him The book seal ed itself.
He slipped it into his tunic. For a noment there when Yueh had barked at him
Paul had feared the nman woul d demand the book's return

"I thank you for the gift. Dr. Yueh," Paul said, speaking formally. "It wll
be our secret. If there is a gift of favor you wish fromne, please do not
hesitate to ask."

"I . . . need for nothing," Yueh said.

And he thought: Wiy do | stand here torturing nyself? And torturing this
poor lad . . . though he does not know it. Oeyh! Dam those Harkonnen beasts!
Wiy did they choose me for their abom nation?



How do we approach the study of Miuad' Dib's father? A man of surpassing warnth
and surprising coldness was the Duke Leto Atreides. Yet, many facts open the way
to this Duke: his abiding love for his Bene Gesserit |ady; the dreanms he held

for his son; the devotion with which nen served him You see himthere -- a man
snared by Destiny, a lonely figure with his light dimed behind the glory of his
son. Still, one nmust ask: What is the son but an extension of the father?

-from"Miad' Dib, Family Conmentaries" by the Princess Irulan

Paul watched his father enter the training room saw the guards take up
stations outside. One of themclosed the door. As always, Paul experienced a
sense of presence in his father, soneone totally here.

The Duke was tall, olive-skinned. His thin face held harsh angl es warned
only by deep gray eyes. He wore a black working uniformwith red arnorial hawk
crest at the breast. A silvered shield belt with the patina of much use girded
hi s narrow wai st .

The Duke said: "Hard at work, Son?"

He crossed to the ell table, glanced at the papers on it, swept his gaze
around the room and back to Paul. He felt tired, filled with the ache of not

showi ng his fatigue. | must use every opportunity to rest during the crossing to
Arrakis, he thought. There'll be no rest on Arrakis.

"Not very hard," Paul said. "Everything' s so . " He shrugged

"Yes. Well, tonmorrow we leave. It'll be good to get settled in our new hone,

put all this upset behind."

Paul nodded, suddenly overcone by nmenory of the Reverend Mdther's words:

for the father, nothing."

"Father," Paul said, "will Arrakis be as dangerous as everyone says?"

The Duke forced hinself to the casual gesture, sat down on a corner of the
table, smiled. A whole pattern of conversation welled up in his nmnd -- the kind
of thing he might use to dispel the vapors in his men before a battle. The
pattern froze before it could be vocalized, confronted by the single thought:

This is ny son.

“I't'"ll be dangerous," he admtted.

"Hawat tells me we have a plan for the Frenmen," Paul said. And he wondered:
Wy don't | tell himwhat that old wonman sai d? How did she seal my tongue?

The Duke noted his son's distress, said: "As always, Hawat sees the main

chance. But there's much nore. | see al so the Conmbi ne Honnete Cber Advancer
Mercantiles -- the CHOAM Conpany. By giving ne Arrakis, His Majesty is forced to
give us a CHOAM directorship . . . a subtle gain."

"CHOAM control s the spice,"” Paul said.

"And Arrakis with its spice is our avenue into CHOAM " the Duke said
"There's nore to CHOAM t han nel ange. "

"Did the Reverend Mot her warn you?" Paul blurted. He clenched his fists,
feeling his palnms slippery with perspiration. The effort it had taken to ask
t hat questi on.

"Hawat tells nme she frightened you with warnings about Arrakis," the Duke
said. "Don't let a woman's fears cloud your mind. No wonman wants her | oved ones
endangered. The hand behi nd t hose warnings was your nother's. Take this as a
sign of her love for us."

"Does she know about the Frenen?"

"Yes, and about much nore."

"What ?"

And the Duke thought: The truth could be worse than he inmagi nes, but even
dangerous facts are valuable if you've been trained to deal with them And
there's one place where nothing has been spared for nmy son -- dealing with
dangerous facts. This nust be | eavened, though; he is young.

"Few products escape the CHOAM touch," the Duke said. "Logs, donkeys,
horses, cows, |unber, dung, sharks, whale fur -- the nost prosaic and the nost



exotic . . . even our poor pundi rice from Caladan. Anything the Guild wll
transport, the art forns of Ecaz, the machines of Richesse and Ix. But all fades
bef ore nel ange. A handful of spice will buy a home on Tupile. It cannot be
manuf actured, it rmust be mined on Arrakis. It is unique and it has true
geriatric properties.”

"“And now we control it?"

"To a certain degree. But the inportant thing is to consider all the Houses
t hat depend on CHOAM profits. And think of the enornous proportion of those

profits dependent upon a single product -- the spice. Inmagi ne what woul d happen
i f sonething should reduce spice production.”
"Whoever had stockpiled nmelange could nake a killing," Paul said. "Qhers

woul d be out in the cold."

The Duke permitted himself a moment of grimsatisfaction, |ooking at his son
and thi nki ng how penetrating, how truly educated that observation had been. He
nodded. "The Harkonnens have been stockpiling for nore than twenty years."

"They mean spice production to fail and you to be bl aned."”

"They wi sh the Atreides nane to become unpopul ar," the Duke said. "Think of

t he Landsraad Houses that look to me for a certain amount of |eadership -- their
unof ficial spokesman. Think how they'd react if | were responsible for a serious
reduction in their incone. After all, one's own profits cone first. The G eat

Convention be dammed! You can't |et soneone pauperize you!" A harsh smile
twi sted the Duke's nouth. "They'd | ook the other way no natter what was done to
me."

"Even if we were attacked with atom cs?"

"Not hi ng that flagrant. No open defiance of the Convention. But al nost
anything el se short of that . . . perhaps even dusting and a bit of soi
poi soni ng. "

"Then why are we wal king into this?"

"Paul!'" The Duke frowned at his son. "Knowing where the trap is -- that's
the first step in evading it. This is like single combat, Son, only on a |arger
scale -- a feint within a feint within a feint . . . seeningly without end. The
task is to unravel it. Knowi ng that the Harkonnens stockpile nel ange, we ask
anot her question: Who else is stockpiling? That's the Iist of our enem es.”

"Who?"

"Certain Houses we knew were unfriendly and sone we'd thought friendly. W
need not consider themfor the nmoment because there is one other much nore
i nportant: our bel oved Padi shah Enperor."

Paul tried to swallow in a throat suddenly dry. "Couldn't you convene the
Landsraad, expose --"

"Make our enenmy aware we know whi ch hand hol ds the kni fe? Ah, now, Paul --
we see the knife, now. Who knows where it mght be shifted next? If we put this
before the Landsraad it'd only create a great cloud of confusion. The Enperor
woul d deny it. Who could gainsay hin? All we'd gainis alittle tine while
ri sking chaos. And where would the next attack cone fron®"

"Al'l the Houses might start stockpiling spice."

"Qur enem es have a head start -- too nuch of a |lead to overcone."

"The Enmperor," Paul said. "That nmeans the Sardaukar."

"Di sgui sed in Harkonnen livery, no doubt," the Duke said. "But the soldier
fanatics nonethel ess.”

"How can Frenen hel p us agai nst Sardaukar?"

"Did Hawat talk to you about Sal usa Secundus?"

"The Enmperor's prison planet? No."

"What if it were nore than a prison planet, Paul ? There's a question you
never hear asked about the Inperial Corps of Sardaukar: Where do they cone
fron"

"Fromthe prison planet?"

"They cone from sonewhere."



"But the supporting |evies the Enperor demands from--"

"That's what we're led to believe: they're just the Enmperor's |evies trained
young and superbly. You hear an occasional muttering about the Emperor's
training cadres, but the bal ance of our civilization remains the sane: the
mlitary forces of the Landsraad Great Houses on one side, the Sardaukar and
their supporting levies on the other. And their supporting |evies, Paul. The
Sar daukar remain the Sardaukar."

"But every report on Salusa Secundus says S.S. is a hell world!"

"Undoubt edly. But if you were going to raise tough, strong, ferocious men,
what environnental conditions would you inpose on then®?"

"How could you win the loyalty of such nen?"

"There are proven ways: play on the certain know edge of their superiority,
the nystique of secret covenant, the esprit of shared suffering. It can be done.
It has been done on many worlds in many tines."

Paul nodded, holding his attention on his father's face. He felt sone
revel ati on i npendi ng.

"Consi der Arrakis," the Duke said. "Wen you get outside the towns and
garrison villages, it's every bit as terrible a place as Sal usa Secundus. "

Paul 's eyes went wide. "The Frenen!"

"W have there the potential of a corps as strong and deadly as the
Sardaukar. It'll require patience to exploit themsecretly and wealth to equip
them properly. But the Frenen are there . . . and the spice wealth is there. You
see now why we walk into Arrakis, knowing the trap is there."

"Don't the Harkonnens know about the Fremen?"

"The Har konnens sneered at the Frenmen, hunted them for sport, never even
bothered trying to count them W know t he Harkonnen policy with planetary
popul ations -- spend as little as possible to maintain them™

The netallic threads in the hawk synbol above his father's breast glistened
as the Duke shifted his position. "You see?"

"W're negotiating with the Fremen right now, " Paul said.

"I sent a mssion headed by Duncan |daho," the Duke said. "A proud and
ruthl ess man, Duncan, but fond of the truth. | think the Fremen will adnmire him
If we're lucky, they may judge us by him Duncan, the noral."

"Duncan, the noral," Paul said, "and Gurney the val orous."

"You nane themwell," the Duke said.

And Paul thought: Qurney's one of those the Reverend Mot her neant, a
supporter of worlds -- " the valor of the brave."

"Qurney tells me you did well in weapons today," the Duke said.

"That isn't what he told ne."

The Duke | aughed aloud. "I figured Gurney to be sparse with his praise. He
says you have a nicety of awareness -- in his own words -- of the difference
between a bl ade's edge and its tip."

"Qurney says there's no artistry in killing with the tip, that it should be
done with the edge."

"Qurney's a romantic," the Duke growl ed. This talk of killing suddenly
di sturbed him comng fromhis son. "lI'd sooner you never had to kill . . . but
if the need arises, you do it however you can -- tip or edge." He | ooked up at
t he skylight, on which the rain was drumm ng

Seeing the direction of his father's stare, Paul thought of the wet skies
out there -- a thing never to be seen on Arrakis fromall accounts -- and this
t hought of skies put himin nmnd of the space beyond. "Are the Quild ships
really big?" he asked

The Duke | ooked at him "This will be your first time off planet," he said.
"Yes, they're big. W'll be riding a Heighliner because it's a long trip. A
Heighliner is truly big. Its hold will tuck all our frigates and transports into
alittle corner -- we'll be just a small part of the ship's nmanifest."

"And we won't be able to | eave our frigates?"



"That's part of the price you pay for Guild Security. There could be
Har konnen shi ps right alongside us and we'd have nothing to fear fromthem The
Har konnens know better than to endanger their shipping privileges."

"I"mgoing to watch our screens and try to see a Guildsman."

"You won't. Not even their agents ever see a Quildsman. The Guild's as
jealous of its privacy as it is of its nonopoly. Don't do anything to endanger
our shipping privil eges, Paul."

"Do you think they hide because they've mutated and don't look . . . human
anynor e?"

"Who knows?" The Duke shrugged. "It's a nystery we're not likely to solve.
W' ve nore i mmedi ate problens -- anpbng them you."

n W?II

"Your mother wanted ne to be the one to tell you, Son. You see, you may have
Ment at capabilities.”

Paul stared at his father, unable to speak for a nonment, then: "A Mentat?
Me? But I . . . "

"Hawat agrees, Son. It's true."

"But | thought Mentat training had to start during infancy and the subject

couldn't be told because it nmight inhibit the early . . . " He broke off, al
his past circunstances coming to focus in one flashing conputation. "I see," he
sai d.

"A day cones,"” the Duke said, "when the potential Mentat nust learn what's
bei ng done. It may no | onger be done to him The Mentat has to share in the
choi ce of whether to continue or abandon the training. Sone can continue; some
are incapable of it. Only the potential Mentat can tell this for sure about
hi msel . "

Paul rubbed his chin. Al the special training fromHawat and his nother --
t he menoni cs, the focusing of awareness, the muscle control and sharpening of
sensitivities, the study of |anguages and nuances of voices -- all of it clicked
into a new kind of understanding in his mnd

"You'll be the Duke soneday, Son," his father said. "A Mentat Duke woul d be

form dabl e i ndeed. Can you decide now . . . or do you need nore tine?"
There was no hesitation in his answer. "1'll go on with the training."
"Form dabl e i ndeed," the Duke nurnured, and Paul saw the proud smle on his
father's face. The snile shocked Paul: it had a skull [ook on the Duke's narrow

features. Paul closed his eyes, feeling the terrible purpose reawaken w thin
him Perhaps being a Mentat is terrible purpose, he thought.
But even as he focused on this thought, his new awareness denied it.

Wth the Lady Jessica and Arrakis, the Bene Gesserit system of sow ng inplant-

| egends through the Mssionaria Protectiva came to its full fruition. The w sdom
of seeding the known universe with a prophecy pattern for the protection of B. G
personnel has |ong been appreciated, but never have we seen a condition-ut-
extrems with nore ideal nating of person and preparation. The prophetic | egends
had taken on Arrakis even to the extent of adopted |abels (including Reverend
Mot her, canto and respondu, and nost of the Shari-a panoplia propheticus). And
it is generally accepted now that the Lady Jessica's latent abilities were
grossly underesti mated.

-from"Analysis: The Arrakeen Crisis" by the Princess Irulan [Private
circulation: B.G file nunber AR-81088587]

Al'l around the Lady Jessica -- piled in corners of the Arrakeen great hall
nounded in the open spaces -- stood the packaged freight of their lives: boxes,
trunks, cartons, cases -- sone partly unpacked. She could hear the cargo

handl ers fromthe Guild shuttle depositing another load in the entry.



Jessica stood in the center of the hall. She noved in a slow turn, | ooking
up and around at shadowed carvings, crannies and deeply recessed wi ndows. This
gi ant anachroni sm of a roomrem nded her of the Sisters' Hall at her Bene
Gesserit school. But at the school the effect had been of warnth. Here, all was
bl eak stone.

Sone architect had reached far back into history for these buttressed walls
and dark hangi ngs, she thought. The arched ceiling stood two stories above her
with great crossbeans she felt sure had been shipped here to Arrakis across
space at nonstrous cost. No planet of this systemgrew trees to make such beans
-- unless the beans were inmtation wood.

She thought not.

Thi s had been the governnent mansion in the days of the O d Enpire. Costs
had been of less inportance then. It had been before the Harkonnens and their
new megal opolis of Carthag -- a cheap and brassy place sone two hundred
kil oneters northeast across the Broken Land. Leto had been wise to choose this
pl ace for his seat of governnent. The nane, Arrakeen, had a good sound, filled
with tradition. And this was a snaller city, easier to sterilize and defend.

Again there came the clatter of boxes being unloaded in the entry. Jessica
si ghed.

Agai nst a carton to her right stood the painting of the Duke's father
W apping twine hung fromit like a frayed decoration. A piece of the twi ne was
still clutched in Jessica' s |left hand. Beside the painting lay a black bull's
head nobunted on a polished board. The head was a dark island in a sea of wadded
paper. Its plaque lay flat on the floor, and the bull's shiny nuzzle pointed at
the ceiling as though the beast were ready to bellow a challenge into this
echoi ng room

Jessi ca wondered what conpul sion had brought her to uncover those two things
first -- the head and the painting. She knew there was somnething synbolic in the
action. Not since the day when the Duke's buyers had taken her fromthe schoo
had she felt this frightened and unsure of herself.

The head and the picture.

They hei ghtened her feelings of confusion. She shuddered, glanced at the
slit w ndows high overhead. It was still early afternoon here, and in these
| atitudes the sky | ooked black and cold -- so nuch darker than the warm bl ue of
Cal adan. A pang of honesi ckness throbbed through her.

So far away, Cal adan.

"Here we are!"

The voice was Duke Leto's.

She whirled, saw himstriding fromthe arched passage to the dining hall
Hi s black working uniformw th red arnorial hawk crest at the breast | ooked
dusty and runpl ed.

"I thought you nmight have | ost yourself in this hideous place," he said.

"It is a cold house," she said. She | ooked at his tallness, at the dark skin
that made her think of olive groves and gol den sun on blue waters. There was
woodsnoke in the gray of his eyes, but the face was predatory: thin, full of
sharp angl es and pl anes.

A sudden fear of himtightened her breast. He had beconme such a savage,
driving person since the decision to bowto the Enperor's comrand.

"The whole city feels cold," she said.

"It's a dirty, dusty little garrison town," he agreed. "But we'll change
that." He | ooked around the hall. "These are public roons for state occasions.
I've just glanced at some of the fam |y apartnents in the south wing. They're
much nicer." He stepped closer, touched her arm admring her stateliness.

And agai n, he wondered at her unknown ancestry -- a renegade House, perhaps?
Sone bl ack-barred royalty? She | ooked nore regal than the Enperor's own bl ood.

Under the pressure of his stare, she turned hal f away, exposing her profile.
And he realized there was no single and precise thing that brought her beauty to



focus. The face was oval under a cap of hair the col or of polished bronze. Her
eyes were set wide, as green and clear as the norning skies of Caladan. The nose
was small, the mouth wi de and generous. Her figure was good but scant: tall and
with its curves gone to slimmess.

He renenbered that the lay sisters at the school had called her skinny, so
his buyers had told him But that description oversinplified. She had brought a
regal beauty back into the Atreides line. He was glad that Paul favored her

"Where's Paul ?" he asked.

"Somepl ace around the house taking his | essons with Yueh."

"Probably in the south wing," he said. "I thought | heard Yueh's voice, but
| couldn't take tinme to look." He glanced down at her, hesitating. "I canme here
only to hang the key of Caladan Castle in the dining hall."

She caught her breath, stopped the inpulse to reach out to him Hanging the
key -- there was finality in that action. But this was not the tinme or place for
conforting. "I saw our banner over the house as we canme in," she said.

He gl anced at the painting of his father. "Where were you going to hang
t hat ?"

"Somewhere in here."

"No." The word rang flat and final, telling her she could use trickery to
per suade, but open argunent was useless. Still, she had to try, even if the
gesture served only to remind herself that she would not trick him

"My Lord," she said, "if you'd only . "

"The answer remains no. | indulge you shanefully in npost things, not in
this. I've just come fromthe dining hall where there are --"

"My Lord! Please."

"The choice is between your digestion and nmy ancestral dignity, ny dear," he
said. "They will hang in the dining hall."

She sighed. "Yes, ny Lord."

"You may resume your custom of dining in your roons whenever possible.
shal | expect you at your proper position only on fornmal occasions."

"Thank you, ny Lord."

"And don't go all cold and fornmal on nme! Be thankful that | never nmarried
you, ny dear. Then it'd be your duty to join ne at table for every meal ."

She hel d her face i mopbile, nodded.

"Hawat al ready has our own poi son snooper over the dining table," he said.
"There's a portable in your room"

"You anticipated this . . . disagreenent," she said
"My dear, | think also of your confort. |'ve engaged servants. They're
| ocal s, but Hawat has cleared them-- they're Frenen all. They'll do until our

own peopl e can be released fromtheir other duties."

"Can anyone fromthis place be truly safe?"

"Anyone who hates Harkonnens. You nmay even want to keep the head
housekeeper: the Shadout Mapes."

"Shadout ," Jessica said. "A Fremen title?"

"I"'mtold it nmeans 'well-dipper,' a neaning with rather inportant overtones
here. She nmay not strike you as a servant type, although Hawat speaks highly of
her on the basis of Duncan's report. They're convinced she wants to serve --
specifically that she wants to serve you."

" VB 2"

"The Frenen have | earned that you're Bene Gesserit,
| egends here about the Bene Gesserit."

The M ssionaria Protectiva, Jessica thought. No place escapes them

"Does this nmean Duncan was successful ?" she asked. "WII| the Frenen be our
allies?"

"There's nothing definite," he said. "They wi sh to observe us for a while,
Duncan believes. They did, however, pronise to stop raiding our outlying
villages during a truce period. That's a nore inportant gain than it might seem

he said. "There are



Hawat tells nme the Fremen were a deep thorn in the Harkonnen side, that the
extent of their ravages was a carefully guarded secret. It wouldn't have hel ped
for the Enperor to learn the ineffectiveness of the Harkonnen military."

"A Fremen housekeeper," Jessica mused, returning to the subject of the
Shadout Mapes. "She'll have the all-blue eyes."

"Don't |et the appearance of these peopl e deceive you," he said. "There's a
deep strength and healthy vitality in them | think they'll be everything we
need. "

"It's a dangerous ganble," she said.

"Let's not go into that again," he said.

She forced a smle. "W are conmtted, no doubt of that." She went through
the quick reginen of calmess -- the two deep breaths, the ritual thought, then
"When | assign rooms, is there anything special | should reserve for you?"

"You must teach me someday how you do that," he said, "the way you thrust
your worries aside and turn to practical matters. It nmust be a Bene Gesserit

thing."

"It's a female thing," she said

He smiled. "Well, assignment of rooms: nake certain, | have large office
space next ny sleeping quarters. There'll be nore paper work here than on

Cal adan. A guard room of course. That should cover it. Don't worry about
security of the house. Hawat's men have been over it in depth."

"I"msure they have."

He gl anced at his wistwatch. "And you night see that all our timepieces are
adjusted for Arrakeen local. |'ve assigned a tech to take care of it. He'll be
al ong presently." He brushed a strand of her hair back from her forehead. "I
nmust return to the landing field now The second shuttle's due any mnute with
ny staff reserves."

"Coul dn't Hawat neet them ny Lord? You |l ook so tired."

"The good Thufir is even busier than | am You know this planet's infested

wi t h Harkonnen intrigues. Besides, | nust try persuadi ng some of the trained
spi ce hunters agai nst |eaving. They have the option, you know, with the change
of fief -- and this planetol ogi st the Enperor and the Landsraad installed as

Judge of the Change cannot be bought. He's allow ng the opt. About eight hundred
trai ned hands expect to go out on the spice shuttle and there's a Guild cargo
ship standing by."

"My Lord . . . " She broke off, hesitating
"Yes?"
He will not be persuaded against trying to make this planet secure for us,

she thought. And | cannot use ny tricks on him

"At what time will you be expecting dinner?" she asked.

That's not what she was going to say, he thought. Ah-h-h-h, my Jessi ca,
woul d that we were sonewhere el se, anywhere away fromthis terrible place --
al one, the two of us, without a care.

"I"ll eat in the officers' mess at the field," he said. "Don't expect ne
until very late. And . . .ah, |I'Il be sending a guardcar for Paul. | want himto
attend our strategy conference."

He cleared his throat as though to say sonething el se, then, wthout
war ni ng, turned and strode out, headed for the entry where she could hear nore
boxes bei ng deposited. Hi s voice sounded once fromthere, conmandi ng and
di sdai nful, the way he al ways spoke to servants when he was in a hurry: "The
Lady Jessica's in the Great Hall. Join her there imediately."

The outer door sl anmed.

Jessica turned away, faced the painting of Leto's father. It had been done
by the famed artist, Al be, during the AOd Duke's m ddle years. He was portrayed
in mat ador costume with a nagenta cape flung over his left arm The face | ooked
young, hardly older than Leto's now, and with the sane hawk features, the sane
gray stare. She clenched her fists at her sides, glared at the painting.



"Damm you! Damm you! Danmm you!" she whi spered

"What are your orders, Noble Born?"

It was a wonan's voice, thin and stringy.

Jessica whirled, stared down at a knobby, gray-haired woman in a shapel ess
sack dress of bondsman brown. The wonman | ooked as wrinkl ed and desiccated as any
menber of the nob that had greeted themalong the way fromthe landing field
that norning. Every native she had seen on this planet, Jessica thought, | ooked
prune dry and undernourished. Yet, Leto had said they were strong and vital. And

there were the eyes, of course -- that wash of deepest, darkest blue w thout any
white -- secretive, mysterious. Jessica forced herself not to stare.
The wonman gave a stiff-necked nod, said: "I amcalled the Shadout Mapes,

Nobl e Born. What are your orders?"

"You may refer to me as 'ny Lady,'
t he bound concubi ne of the Duke Leto."

Agai n that strange nod, and the wonan peered upward at Jessica with a sly
guestioning, "There's a wife, then?"

"There is not, nor has there ever been. | amthe Duke's only .
conpani on, the nother of his heir-designate."

Even as she spoke, Jessica |laughed inwardly at the pride behind her words.
VWhat was it St. Augustine said? she asked herself. "The mi nd conmands the body
and it obeys. The mind orders itself and neets resistance.”" Yes -- | am neeting
nore resistance lately. | could use a quiet retreat by nyself.

A weird cry sounded fromthe road outside the house. It was repeated: "Soo-
s00- Sook! So00-so00- Sook!" Then: "Ikhut-eigh! |khut-eigh!" And again: "Soo-soo-
Sook!"

"What is that?" Jessica asked. "I heard it several times as we drove through
the streets this norning."

"Only a water-seller, ny Lady. But you've no need to interest yourself in
such as they. The cistern here holds fifty thousand liters and it's always kept
full." She glanced down at her dress. "Wy, you know, mnmy Lady, | don't even have
to wear ny stillsuit here?" She cackled. "And nme not even dead!"

Jessica hesitated, wanting to question this Fremen wonan, needing data to
gui de her. But bringing order of the confusion in the castle was nore

Jessica said. "I'mnot noble born. I'm

i nperative. Still, she found the thought unsettling that water was a maj or nmark
of wealth here.
"My husband told ne of your title, Shadout," Jessica said. "I recognized the

word. It's a very ancient word."

"You know t he anci ent tongues then?" Mapes asked, and she waited with an odd
intensity.

"Tongues are the Bene Gesserit's first |learning," Jessica said. "I knowthe
Bhotani Jib and the Chakobsa, all the hunting | anguages."

Mapes nodded. "Just as the | egend says."

And Jessica wondered: Why do | play out this shan? But the Bene Gesserit
ways were devious and conpel ling.

"I know the Dark Things and the ways of the Great Mdther," Jessica said. She
read the nore obvious signs in Mapes' actions and appearance, the petit
betrayals. "M seces prejia," she said in the Chakobsa tongue. "Andral t're peral
Trada ci k buscakri m seces perakri --"

Mapes took a backward step, appeared poised to flee.

"I know many things." Jessica said. "I know that you have borne children
that you have | ost |oved ones, that you have hidden in fear and that you have
done violence and will yet do nore violence. | know many things."

In a |l ow voice, Mapes said: "I neant no of fense, ny Lady."

"You speak of the | egend and seek answers," Jessica said. "Beware the
answers you may find. | know you cane prepared for violence with a weapon in
your bodice."

"W Lady, | . . . "



"There's a renpte possibility you could draw nmy life's blood," Jessica said,
"but in so doing you'd bring down nore ruin than your w | dest fears could
i magi ne. There are worse things than dying, you know -- even for an entire
peopl e."

"My Lady!" Mapes pl eaded. She appeared about to fall to her knees. "The
weapon was sent as a gift to you should you prove to be the One."

"And as the neans of ny death should | prove otherw se," Jessica said. She
waited in the seeming relaxation that made the Bene Gesserit-trained so
terrifying in combat.

Now we see which way the decision tips, she thought.

Sl ow y, Mapes reached into the neck of her dress, brought out a dark sheath.
A black handle with deep finger ridges protruded fromit. She took sheath in one
hand and handle in the other, withdrew a m|k-white blade, held it up. The bl ade
seened to shine and glitter with a light of its owm. It was doubl e-edged |like a
ki ndj al and the bl ade was perhaps twenty centinmeters |ong.

"Do you know this, ny Lady?" Mapes asked.

It could only be one thing, Jessica knew, the fabled crysknife of Arrakis,

t he bl ade that had never been taken off the planet, and was known only by runor
and wi ld gossip.

"It's a crysknife," she said.

"Say it not lightly," Mapes said. "Do you know its neani ng?"

And Jessica thought: There was an edge to that question. Here's the reason
this Fremen has taken service with ne, to ask that one question. My answer could

precipitate violence or . . . what? She seeks an answer from me: the meani ng of
a knife. She's called the Shadow i n the Chakobsa tongue. Knife, that's "Death
Maker" in Chakobsa. She's getting restive. | nust answer now. Delay is as
dangerous as the w ong answer.

Jessica said: "It's a nmaker --"

"Ei ghe-e-e-e-e-e!" Mapes wailed. It was a sound of both grief and el ation.
She trenbled so hard the knife blade sent glittering shards of reflection
shooting around the room

Jessica waited, poised. She had intended to say the knife was a naker of
death and then add the ancient word, but every sense warned her now, all the
deep training of alertness that exposed meaning in the nost casual nuscle
tw tch.

The key word was . . . nmaker.

Maker ? Maker.

Still, Mapes held the knife as though ready to use it.

Jessica said: "Did you think that I, knowi ng the mysteries of the G eat

Mot her, woul d not know t he Maker?"
Mapes | owered the knife. "My Lady, when one has lived with prophecy for so
| ong, the nonment of revelation is a shock."

Jessi ca thought about the prophecy -- the Shari-a and all the panoplia
propheticus, a Bene Cesserit of the Mssionaria Protectiva dropped here |ong
centuries ago -- long dead, no doubt, but her purpose acconplished: the

protective | egends inplanted in these peopl e agai nst the day of a Bene
Gesserit's need.

Wl |, that day had cone.

Mapes returned knife to sheath, said: "This is an unfixed bl ade, ny Lady.
Keep it near you. Mire than a week away fromflesh and it begins to
disintegrate. It's yours, a tooth of shai-hulud, for as long as you live."

Jessi ca reached out her right hand, risked a ganble: "Mapes, you've sheathed
t hat bl ade unbl ooded. "

Wth a gasp, Mapes dropped the sheathed knife into Jessica's hand, tore open
the brown bodice, wailing: "Take the water of ny lifel"

Jessica withdrew the blade fromits sheath. How it glittered! She directed
the point toward Mapes, saw a fear greater than death-panic conme over the woman



Poi son in the point? Jessica wondered. She tipped up the point, drew a delicate
scratch with the bl ade's edge above Mapes' |eft breast. There was a thick
wel i ng of blood that stopped al nost i mediately. U trafast coagul ation, Jessica
t hought. A noi sture-conserving mutation?

She sheat hed the bl ade, said: "Button your dress, Mapes."

Mapes obeyed, trembling. The eyes without whites stared at Jessica. "You are
ours," she nuttered. "You are the One."

There canme anot her sound of unloading in the entry. Swiftly, Mapes grabbed
t he sheathed knife, concealed it in Jessica's bodice. "Wo sees that knife mnust
be cleansed or slain!" she snarled. "You know that, ny Lady!"

I know it now, Jessica thought.

The cargo handlers left without intruding on the Great Hall

Mapes conposed hersel f, said: "The uncl eansed who have seen a crysknife my
not | eave Arrakis alive. Never forget that, ny Lady. You' ve been entrusted with
a crysknife." She took a deep breath. "Now the thing nmust take its course. It
cannot be hurried." She glanced at the stacked boxes and piled goods around
them "And there's work aplenty to while the tinme for us here."

Jessica hesitated. "The thing nust take its course." That was a specific
cat chphrase fromthe M ssionaria Protectiva's stock of incantations -- The
com ng of the Reverend Mother to free you.

But I'mnot a Reverend Mt her, Jessica thought. And then: Great Mther! They
pl anted that one here! This nust be a hideous pl ace!

In matter-of-fact tones, Mapes said: "Wat'll you be wanting ne to do first,
nmy Lady?"

Instinct warned Jessica to match that casual tone. She said: "The painting
of the A d Duke over there, it must be hung on one side of the dining hall. The

bull's head nmust go on the wall opposite the painting."

Mapes crossed to the bull's head. "What a great beast it nust have been to
carry such a head," she said. She stooped. "I'll have to be cleaning this first,
won't |, my Lady?"

"No. "

"But there's dirt caked on its horns."

"That's not dirt, Mapes. That's the bl ood of our Duke's father. Those horns
were sprayed with a transparent fixative within hours after this beast killed
the A d Duke."

Mapes stood up. "Ah, now " she said.

"I't's just blood," Jessica said. "Ad blood at that. Get sone hel p hangi ng
t hese now. The beastly things are heavy."

"Did you think the blood bothered nme?" Mapes asked. "I'm of the desert and
I've seen bl ood aplenty."”

"I . . . see that you have," Jessica said.

"And sone of it my own," Mapes said. "Mdre'n you drew with your puny
scratch.”

"You'd rather I'd cut deeper?"

"Ah, no! The body's water is scant enough 'thout gushing a wasteful |ot of
it intothe air. You did the thing right."

And Jessica, noting the words and nmanner, caught the deeper inplications in
the phrase, 'the body's water.' Again she felt a sense of oppression at the
i mportance of water on Arrakis.

"On which side of the dining hall shall | hang which one of these pretties,
ny Lady?" Mapes asked.

Ever the practical one, this Mapes, Jessica thought. She said: "Use your own
j udgrment, Mapes. It nakes no real difference."

"As you say, my Lady." Mapes stooped, began clearing wappings and tw ne
fromthe head. "Killed an old duke, did you?" she crooned.

"Shall | sumbn a handler to hel p you?" Jessica asked.

“I'"ll manage, ny Lady."



Yes, she'll manage, Jessica thought. There's that about this Frenen
creature: the drive to manage

Jessica felt the cold sheath of the cryskni fe beneath her bodice, thought of
the I ong chain of Bene Gesserit scheming that had forged another link here.
Because of that schem ng, she had survived a deadly crisis. "It cannot be
hurried," Mapes had said. Yet there was a tenpo of headlong rushing to this
place that filled Jessica with foreboding. And not all the preparations of the
M ssionaria Protectiva nor Hawat's suspicious inspection of this castell ated
pile of rocks could dispel the feeling.

"When you' ve finished hangi ng those, start unpacking the boxes," Jessica
said. "One of the cargo nen at the entry has all the keys and knows where things
shoul d go. Get the keys and the list fromhim |f there are any questions |'I|
be in the south w ng."

"As you will, ny Lady," Mapes said.
Jessi ca turned away, thinking: Hawat may have passed this residency as safe,
but there's sonething wong about the place. | can feel it.

An urgent need to see her son gripped Jessica. She began wal king toward the
arched doorway that led into the passage to the dining hall and the famly
wi ngs. Faster and faster she wal ked until she was al nbst running.

Behi nd her, Mapes paused in clearing the wappings fromthe bull's head,
| ooked at the retreating back. "She's the One all right," she nuttered. "Poor
thing."

"Yueh! Yueh! Yueh!" goes the refrain. "A mllion deaths were not enough for
Yueh!"
-from"A Child' s H story of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

The door stood ajar, and Jessica stepped through it into a roomw th yell ow
wal I's. To her left stretched a | ow settee of black hide and two enpty bookcases,
a hanging waterflask with dust on its bulging sides. To her right, bracketing
anot her door, stood nore enpty bookcases, a desk from Cal adan and three chairs.
At the wi ndows directly ahead of her stood Dr. Yueh, his back to her, his
attention fixed upon the outside world.

Jessica took another silent step into the room

She saw that Yueh's coat was winkled, a white snmudge near the |left el bow as
t hough he had | eaned agai nst chal k. He | ooked, from behind, like a fleshless
stick figure in overlarge black clothing, a caricature poised for stringy
novermrent at the direction of a puppet master. Only the squarish block of head
with | ong ebony hair caught in its silver Suk School ring at the shoul der seened
alive--turning slightly to foll ow sonme novenent outsi de.

Agai n, she gl anced around the room seeing no sign of her son, but the
cl osed door on her right, she knew, let into a small bedroom for which Paul had
expressed a |iKking.

"Good afternoon. Dr. Yueh," she said. "Were's Paul ?"

He nodded as though to sonething out the wi ndow, spoke in an absent manner

wi t hout turning: "Your son grewtired, Jessica. | sent himinto the next roomto
rest.”

Abruptly, he stiffened, whirled with nustache flopping over his purpled
lips. "Forgive ne, ny Lady! My thoughts were far away . . . | . . . did not nean

to be famliar."

She smiled, held out her right hand. For a noment, she was afraid he m ght
kneel . "Wellington, please."

"To use your nane like that . . . | . . .

"We've known each other six years," she said. "It's long past tine
formalities should ve been dropped between us--in private."



Yueh ventured a thin snile, thinking: | believe it has worked. Now, she'l
t hi nk anyt hing unusual in my manner is due to embarrassment. She'll not | ook for
deeper reasons when she believes she al ready knows the answer.

“I"'mafraid | was wool gathering," he said. "Wenever | . . . feel especially
sorry for you. I'mafraid | think of youas . . . well, Jessica."”

"Sorry for me? Whatever for?"

Yueh shrugged. Long ago, he had realized Jessica was not gifted with the

full Truthsay as his Wanna had been. Still, he always used the truth with
Jessi ca whenever possible. It was safest.
"You' ve seen this place, ny . . . Jessica." He stunbled over the nane,

pl unged ahead: "So barren after Cal adan. And the people! Those townswonen we
passed on the way here wailing beneath their veils. The way they | ooked at us."

She fol ded her arns across her breast, hugging herself, feeling the
crysknife there, a blade ground froma sandwormis tooth, if the reports were
right. "lIt's just that we're strange to them-different people, different
custons. They've known only the Harkonnens." She | ooked past himout the
wi ndows. "What were you staring at out there?"

He turned back to the w ndow. "The people."

Jessica crossed to his side, looked to the left toward the front of the
house where Yueh's attention was focused. A line of twenty palmtrees grew
there, the ground beneath them swept clean, barren. A screen fence separated
them fromthe road upon which robed people were passing. Jessica detected a
faint shinmering in the air between her and the peopl e--a house shiel d--and went
on to study the passing throng, wondering why Yueh found them so absor bi ng.

The pattern emerged and she put a hand to her cheek. The way the passing
peopl e | ooked at the palmtrees! She saw envy, sone hate . . . even a sense of
hope. Each person raked those trees with a fixity of expression

"Do you know what they're thinking?" Yueh asked.

"You profess to read m nds?" she asked.

"Those ninds," he said. "They | ook at those trees and they think; 'There are
one hundred of us.' That's what they think."

She turned a puzzled frown on him "Wy?"

"Those are date palms,” he said. "One date palmrequires forty liters of
water a day. A man requires but eight liters. A palm then, equals five men.
There are twenty pal ns out there--one hundred nmen."

"But sone of those people | ook at the trees hopefully."

"They but hope sone dates will fall, except it's the wong season."

"We | ook at this place with too critical an eye," she said. "There's hope as
wel | as danger here. The spice could nake us rich. Wth a fat treasury, we can
make this world into whatever we w sh."

And she | aughed silently at herself: Who am | trying to convince? The | augh
broke through her restraints, energing brittle, wi thout hunor. "But you can't
buy security," she said.

Yueh turned away to hide his face fromher. If only it were possible to hate
t hese people instead of |ove them In her manner, in many ways, Jessica was |like
his Wanna. Yet that thought carried its own rigors, hardening himto his
pur pose. The ways of the Harkonnen cruelty were devi ous. Wanna m ght not be
dead. He had to be certain.

"Do not worry for us, Wellington,'
yours."

She thinks | worry for her! He blinked back tears. And | do, of course. But
| must stand before that black Baron with his deed acconplished, and take my one
chance to strike himwhere he is weakest--in his gloating noment!

Jessica said. "The problem s ours, not

He si ghed.
"Would it disturb Paul if | |ooked in on hinP" she asked.
"Not at all. | gave hima sedative."

"He's taking the change wel | ?" she asked.



"Except for getting a bit overtired. He's excited, but what fifteen-year-old
woul dn't be under these circunstances?" He crossed to the door, opened it. "He's
in here."

Jessica foll owed, peered into a shadowy room

Paul lay on a narrow cot, one arm beneath a |ight cover, the other thrown
back over his head. Slatted blinds at a w ndow beside the bed wove a | oom of
shadows across face and bl anket.

Jessica stared at her son, seeing the oval shape of face so like her own.

But the hair was the Duke's--coal-colored and tousled. Long | ashes conceal ed t he
linme-toned eyes. Jessica sniled, feeling her fears retreat. She was suddenly
caught by the idea of genetic traces in her son's features--her lines in eyes
and facial outline, but sharp touches of the father peering through that outline
like maturity energing from chil dhood.

She thought of the boy's features as an exquisite distillation out of random
patterns--endl ess queues of happenstance neeting at this nexus. The thought nade
her want to kneel beside the bed and take her son in her arns, but she was
i nhi bited by Yueh's presence. She stepped back, closed the door softly.

Yueh had returned to the wi ndow, unable to bear watching the way Jessica
stared at her son. Wy did Wanna never give me children? he asked hinself. |
know as a doctor there was no physical reason against it. Was there sone Bene
Gesserit reason? Was she, perhaps, instructed to serve a different purpose? Wat
could it have been? She |oved ne, certainly.

For the first time, he was caught up in the thought that he night be part of
a pattern nmore involuted and conplicated than his mnd could grasp.

Jessi ca stopped beside him said: "Wat delicious abandon in the sleep of a
child."

He spoke mechanically: "If only adults could relax like that."

"Yes."

"Where do we lose it?" he nurnmnured.

She gl anced at him catching the odd tone, but her mnd was still on Paul,

thinking of the newrigors in his training here, thinking of the differences in
his life now-so very different fromthe life they once had planned for him

"W do, indeed, |ose sonething," she said.

She gl anced out to the right at a slope hunped with a w nd-troubled gray-
green of bushes--dusty | eaves and dry cl aw branches. The too-dark sky hung over
the slope like a blot, and the mlky |light of the Arrakeen sun gave the scene a
silver cast--light |ike the crysknife concealed in her bodice.

"The sky's so dark," she said.

"That's partly the lack of noisture,” he said.

"Water!" she snapped. "Everywhere you turn here, you're involved with the
| ack of water!"

"I't's the precious nystery of Arrakis," he said.

"Why is there so little of it? There's volcanic rock here. There're a dozen
power sources | could name. There's polar ice. They say you can't drill in the
desert--storns and sandti des destroy equi pnent faster than it can be installed,
if the worns don't get you first. They've never found water traces there,
anyway. But the nmystery, Wellington, the real nystery is the wells that've been
drilled up here in the sinks and basins. Have you read about those?"

"First a trickle, then nothing," he said.

"But, Wellington, that's the nystery. The water was there. It dries up. And
never again is there water. Yet another hol e nearby produces the sane result: a
trickle that stops. Has no one ever been curious about this?"

"It is curious,"” he said. "You suspect sone |iving agency? Wul dn't that
have shown in core sanpl es?"

"What woul d have shown? Alien plant matter . . . or aninmal? Wwo could
recogni ze it?" She turned back to the slope. "The water is stopped. Sonething
plugs it. That's my suspicion."



"Perhaps the reason's known," he said. "The Harkonnens seal ed of f many
sources of information about Arrakis. Perhaps there was reason to suppress
this."

"What reason?" she asked. "And then there's the atnospheric moisture. Little
enough of it, certainly, but there's sonme. It's the major source of water here,
caught in windtraps and precipitators. Were does that cone fronf"

"The pol ar caps?"

"Cold air takes up little moisture, Wellington. There are things here behind
t he Harkonnen veil that bear close investigation, and not all of those things
are directly involved with the spice."

"W are indeed behind the Harkonnen veil," he said. "Perhaps we'll . . . "
He broke off, noting the sudden intense way she was looking at him "Is
somet hi ng w ong?"

"The way you say 'Harkonnen,' " she said. "Even ny Duke's voice doesn't
carry that wei ght of venom when he uses the hated name. | didn't know you had
personal reasons to hate them Wllington."

Great Mdther! he thought. |'ve aroused her suspicions! Now | nust use every
trick ny Wanna taught ne. There's only one solution: tell the truth as far as |
can.

He said: "You didn't know that ny wife, nmy Wanna . He shrugged, unable
to speak past a sudden constriction in his throat. Then: "They . " The words
woul d not cone out. He felt panic, closed his eyes tightly, experiencing the
agony in his chest and little else until a hand touched his armgently.

"Forgive ne," Jessica said. "I did not nmean to open an old wound." And she
t hought: Those aninmals! Hs wife was Bene Gesserit--the signs are all over him
And it's obvious the Harkonnens killed her. Here's another poor victimbound to
the Atreides by a cherem of hate.

"I amsorry," he said. "I'munable to talk about it." He opened his eyes,
giving hinself up to the internal awareness of grief. That, at |east, was truth.

Jessica studied him seeing the up-angled cheeks, the dark sequins of al nond
eyes, the butter conplexion, and stringy nustache hanging like a curved frane
around purpled Iips and narrow chin. The creases of his cheeks and forehead, she
saw, were as much lines of sorrow as of age. A deep affection for himcanme over
her .

"Wellington, I'msorry we brought you into this dangerous place," she said.

"I came willingly," he said. And that, too, was true.

"But this whole planet's a Harkonnen trap. You nust know that."

"It will take nore than a trap to catch the Duke Leto," he said. And that,

t oo, was true

"Perhaps | should be nore confident of him" she said. "He is a brilliant
tactician."

"W've been uprooted,” he said. "That's why we're uneasy."

"And how easy it is to kill the uprooted plant,"” she said. "Especially when
you put it down in hostile soil."

"Are we certain the soil's hostile?"

"There were water riots when it was | earned how many peopl e the Duke was
adding to the popul ation," she said. "They stopped only when the people |earned
we were installing new wi ndtraps and condensers to take care of the |oad."

"There is only so much water to support human life here,” he said. "The
peopl e know if nore cone to drink a limted amount of water, the price goes up
and the very poor die. But the Duke has solved this. It doesn't follow that the
riots nmean pernmanent hostility toward him™

"And guards," she said. "Guards everywhere. And shields. You see the
blurring of them everywhere you | ook. W did not live this way on Cal adan."

"Gve this planet a chance," he said.

But Jessica continued to stare hard-eyed out the window. "I can snell death
in this place," she said. "Hawat sent advance agents in here by the battalion



Those guards outside are his nmen. The cargo handlers are his nen. There've been
unexpl ai ned withdrawal s of |large sums fromthe treasury. The anpbunts mean only
one thing: bribes in high places." She shook her head. "Where Thufir Hawat goes,
death and deceit follow"

"You malign him"

"Malign? | praise him Death and deceit are our only hopes now. | just do
not fool mnyself about Thufir's nethods."

"You should . . . keep busy," he said. "Gve yourself no tine for such
nor bi d- - "

"Busy! What is it that takes nost of my tinme, Wellington? | amthe Duke's
secretary--so busy that each day | learn new things to fear . . . things even he

doesn't suspect | know." She conpressed her |ips, spoke thinly: "Sonetinmes |
wonder how nuch ny Bene Gesserit business training figured in his choice of ne."

"What do you nmean?" He found hinmself caught by the cynical tone, the
bitterness that he had never seen her expose.

"Don't you think, Wellington," she asked, "that a secretary bound to one by
love is so nuch safer?"

"That is not a worthy thought, Jessica."

The rebuke came naturally to his lips. There was no doubt how the Duke felt
about his concubine. One had only to watch himas he followed her with his eyes.

She sighed. "You're right. It's not worthy."

Agai n, she hugged hersel f, pressing the sheathed crysknife agai nst her flesh
and thi nki ng of the unfinished business it represented.

"There' Il be much bl oodshed soon," she said. "The Harkonnens won't rest
until they're dead or nmy Duke destroyed. The Baron cannot forget that Leto is a
cousin of the royal blood--no matter what the di stance--while the Harkonnen
titles cane out of the CHOAM pocket book. But the poison in him deep in his
mnd, is the know edge that an Atrei des had a Harkonnen bani shed for cowardice
after, the Battle of Corrin."

"The old feud," Yueh nuttered. And for a nonent he felt an acid touch of
hate. The old feud had trapped himin its web, killed his Wanna or--worse--|eft
her for Harkonnen tortures until her husband did their bidding. The old feud had
trapped himand these people were part of that poisonous thing. The irony was
t hat such deadli ness should cone to flower here on Arrakis, the one source in
t he universe of nelange, the prolonger of life, the giver of health.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

"I amthinking that the spice brings six hundred and twenty thousand Solaris
t he decagram on the open market right now That is wealth to buy many things."

"Does greed touch even you, Wellington?"

"Not greed."

"What then?"

He shrugged. "Futility." He glanced at her. "Can you renmenber your first
taste of spice?"

"It tasted like cinnanmon.”

"But never twice the same,"” he said. "It's like life--it presents a
different face each tine you take it. Some hold that the spice produces a
| earned-flavor reaction. The body, learning a thing is good for it, interprets
the flavor as pleasurable--slightly euphoric. And, like Iife, never to be truly
synt hesi zed. "

"I think it would' ve been wiser for us to go renegade, to take ourselves
beyond the Inmperial reach," she said.

He saw that she hadn't been listening to him focused on her words,
wondering: Yes--why didn't she make himdo this? She could make himdo virtually
anyt hi ng.

He spoke qui ckly because here was truth and a change of subject: "Wuld you
think it bold of me . . . Jessica, if | asked a personal question?"



She pressed agai nst the wi ndow | edge in an unexpl ai nabl e pang of disquiet.
"Of course not. You're . . . ny friend."

"Why haven't you nade the Duke marry you?"

She whirled, head up, glaring. "Made himmarry me? But--"

"l should not have asked," he said.

"No." She shrugged. "There's good political reason--as |ong as ny Duke

remai ns unnmarried sone of the Great Houses can still hope for alliance. And

" She sighed. " . . . notivating people, forcing themto your will, gives you
a cynical attitude toward humanity. It degrades everything it touches. |If | made
himdo . . . this, then it would not be his doing."

"It's a thing ny Wanna m ght have said," he murnured. And this, too, was
truth. He put a hand to his nmouth, swallow ng convul sively. He had never been
cl oser to speaking out, confessing his secret role.

Jessi ca spoke, shattering the nonent. "Besides, Wllington, the Duke is
really two nen. One of them| love very much. He's charming, witty, considerate

tender--everything a wonan could desire. But the other man is . . . cold,
cal | ous, demandi ng, selfish--as harsh and cruel as a winter wind. That's the nan
shaped by the father." Her face contorted. "If only that old nan had di ed when
nmy Duke was born!"

In the silence that came between them a breeze froma ventilator could be
heard fingering the blinds.

Presently, she took a deep breath, said, "Leto's right--these roons are
ni cer than the ones in the other sections of the house." She turned, sweeping
the roomw th her gaze. "If you'll excuse me, Wellington, | want another | ook
through this wing before | assign quarters.”

He nodded. "OF course."” And he thought: if only there were sone way not to
do this thing that | nust do.

Jessica dropped her arns, crossed to the hall door and stood there a nonent,
hesitating, then let herself out. Al the tine we tal ked he was hiding
sonet hi ng, hol di ng sonet hi ng back, she thought. To save ny feelings, no doubt.
He's a good man. Again, she hesitated, alnpbst turned back to confront Yueh and
drag the hidden thing fromhim But that would only shanme him frighten himto
learn he's so easily read. | should place nmore trust in nmy friends.

Many have narked the speed with which Miad' Dib | earned the necessities of
Arrakis. The Bene CGesserit, of course, know the basis of this speed. For the
others, we can say that Miad' Dib | earned rapidly because his first training was
in howto learn. And the first lesson of all was the basic trust that he could
learn. It is shocking to find how nmany people do not believe they can |earn, and
how many nore believe learning to be difficult. Miad' Dib knew that every
experience carries its | esson.

-from"The Humanity of Muad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

Paul lay on the bed feigning sleep. It had been easy to palmDr. Yueh's
sleeping tablet, to pretend to swallow it. Paul suppressed a |augh. Even his
not her had believed him asleep. He had wanted to junp up and ask her perm ssion
to go exploring the house, but had realized she woul dn't approve. Things were
too unsettled yet. No. This way was best.

If I slip out without asking | haven't disobeyed orders. And | will stay in
the house where it's safe.

He heard his nother and Yueh talking in the other room Their words were
i ndi stinct--something about the spice . . . the Harkonnens. The conversation
rose and fell

Paul 's attention went to the carved headboard of his bed--a fal se headboard
attached to the wall and concealing the controls for this rooms functions. A



| eapi ng fish had been shaped on the wood with thick brown waves beneath it. He
knew i f he pushed the fish's one visible eye that would turn on the roonms
suspensor |anmps. One of the waves, when tw sted, controlled ventilation. Another
changed the tenperature.

Quietly, Paul sat up in bed. A tall bookcase stood against the wall to his
left. It could be swng aside to reveal a closet with drawers al ong one side.
The handl e on the door into the hall was patterned on an ornithopter thrust bar

It was as though the room had been designed to entice him

The room and this planet.

He thought of the fil nbook Yueh had shown him-"Arrakis: Hi s Inperia
Maj esty's Desert Botanical Testing Station." It was an old filnbook from before
di scovery of the spice. Nanmes flitted through Paul's mind, each with its picture
imprinted by the book's mmenonic pul se: saguaro, burro bush, date palm sand
ver bena, evening prinrose, barrel cactus, incense bush, snmoke tree, creosote
bush . . . kit fox, desert hawk, kangaroo nouse .

Nanes and pictures, nanmes and pictures fromnman's terranic past--and nmany to
be found now nowhere else in the universe except here on Arrakis.

So many new things to | earn about--the spice.

And the sandwor irs.

A door closed in the other room Paul heard his nother's footsteps
retreating down the hall. Dr. Yueh, he knew, would find something to read and
remain in the other room

Now was the moment to go expl oring.

Paul slipped out of the bed, headed for the bookcase door that opened into
the closet. He stopped at a sound behind him turned. The carved headboard of
the bed was fol ding down onto the spot where he had been sl eeping. Paul froze,
and immbility saved his life.

From behi nd t he headboard slipped a tiny hunter-seeker no nore than five
centimeters long. Paul recognized it at once--a compn assassi nati on weapon t hat
every child of royal blood | earned about at an early age. It was a ravening
sliver of netal guided by sonme near-by hand and eye. It could burrow into noving
flesh and chew its way up nerve channels to the nearest vital organ.

The seeker lifted, swung sideways across the room and back

Through Paul's mind flashed the rel ated know edge, the hunter-seeker
limtations: Its conpressed suspensor field distorted the vision of its
transmtter eye. Wth nothing but the dimlight of the roomto reflect his
target, the operator would be relying on notion--anything that noved. A shield
could slow a hunter, give tine to destroy it, but Paul had put aside his shield
on the bed. Lasguns woul d knock them down, but |asguns were expensive and
notoriously cranky of nmmintenance--and there was always the peril of explosive
pyrotechnics if the |aser beamintersected a hot shield. The Atreides relied on
their body shields and their wits.

Now, Paul held himself in near catatonic immbility, knowi ng he had only his
wits to neet this threat.

The hunter-seeker lifted another half meter. It rippled through the slatted
light fromthe wi ndow blinds, back and forth, quartering the room

| must try to grab it, he thought. The suspensor field will nake it slippery
on the bottom | nust grip tightly.

The thing dropped a half meter, quartered to the left, circled back around
the bed. A faint humm ng could be heard fromit.

Who is operating that thing? Paul wondered. It has to be someone near.
could shout for Yueh, but it would take himthe instant the door opened.

The hall door behind Paul creaked. A rap sounded there. The door opened.

The hunt er-seeker arrowed past his head toward the notion.

Paul 's right hand shot out and down, gripping the deadly thing. It humed
and twisted in his hand, but his nuscles were locked on it in desperation. Wth
a violent turn and thrust, he slanmed the thing's nose agai nst the netal



doorplate. He felt the crunch of it as the nose eye smashed and t he seeker went
dead in his hand.

Still, he held it--to be certain.

Paul 's eyes canme up, net the open stare of total blue fromthe Shadout
Mapes.

"Your father has sent for you," she said. "There are men in the hall to
escort you."

Paul nodded, his eyes and awareness focusing on this odd woman in a sack-
i ke dress of bondsman brown. She was | ooking now at the thing clutched in his
hand.

“I've heard of suchlike," she said. "It would ve killed nme, not so?"

He had to swal |l ow before he could speak. "I . . . was its target."

"But it was coming for ne."

"Because you were moving." And he wondered: Who is this creature?

"Then you saved ny life," she said.

"l saved both our lives."

"Seens |ike you could ve let it have me and nmade your own escape,"” she said.

"Who are you?" he asked.

"The Shadout Mapes, housekeeper."

"How di d you know where to find me?"

"Your mother told me. | met her at the stairs to the weirding roomdown the
hall." She pointed to her right. "Your father's nen are still waiting."

Those will be Hawat's nen, he thought. We rmust find the operator of this
t hi ng.

"Go to ny father's men," he said. "Tell them|'ve caught a hunter-seeker in
the house and they're to spread out and find the operator. Tell themto seal off
the house and its grounds inmediately. They'll know how to go about it. The
operator's sure to be a stranger anong us."

And he wondered: Could it be this creature? But he knew it wasn't. The
seeker had been under control when she entered.

"Before | do your bidding, manling," Mapes said, "l nust cleanse the way
bet ween us. You've put a water burden on ne that |I'mnot sure | care to support.
But we Frenen pay our debts--be they black debts or white debts. And it's known
to us that you've a traitor in your midst. Wo it is, we cannot say, but we're
certain sure of it. Mayhap there's the hand guided that flesh-cutter."

Paul absorbed this in silence: a traitor. Before he coul d speak, the odd
worman whirl ed away and ran back toward the entry.

He thought to call her back, but there was an air about her that told him
she woul d resent it. She'd told himwhat she knew and now she was going to do
hi s bidding. The house would be swarm ng with Hawat's nmen in a m nute.

H's mnd went to other parts of that strange conversation: weirding room He
| ooked to his left where she had pointed. W Frenen. So that was a Frenen. He
paused for the mmenonic blink that would store the pattern of her face in his
menory--prune-winkl ed features darkly browned, blue-on-blue eyes w thout any
white in them He attached the |abel: The Shadout Mapes.

Still gripping the shattered seeker, Paul turned back into his room scooped
up his shield belt fromthe bed with his |eft hand, swung it around his wai st
and buckled it as he ran back out and down the hall to the left.

She'd said his nother was sonepl ace down here--stairs . . . a weirding room

VWhat had the Lady Jessica to sustain her in her tine of trial? Think you
carefully on this Bene Gesserit proverb and perhaps you will see: "Any road
followed precisely to its end | eads precisely nowhere. dinb the nmountain just a
little bit to test that it's a nountain. Fromthe top of the nountain, you
cannot see the nountain."”



-from"Miad' Dib: Family Conmentaries" by the Princess Irulan

At the end of the south wing, Jessica found a metal stair spiraling up to an
oval door. She glanced back down the hall, again up at the door

Oval ? she wondered. What an odd shape for a door in a house.

Thr ough the wi ndows beneath the spiral stair she could see the great white
sun of Arrakis noving on toward eveni ng. Long shadows stabbed down the hall. She
returned her attention to the stairs. Harsh sidelighting picked out bits of
dried earth on the open metal work of the steps.

Jessica put a hand on the rail, began to clinb. The rail felt cold under her
sliding palm She stopped at the door, saw it had no handle, but there was a
faint depression on the surface of it where a handl e should have been

Surely not a palmlock, she told herself. A palmlock nust be keyed to one
i ndi vidual 's hand shape and palmlines. But it |ooked like a pal mlock. And
there were ways to open any pal m| ock--as she had | earned at school

Jessica gl anced back to make certain she was unobserved, placed her palm
agai nst the depression in the door. The npbst gentle of pressures to distort the
l[ines--a turn of the wist, another turn, a sliding twi st of the pal macross the
surf ace.

She felt the click

But there were hurrying footsteps in the hall beneath her. Jessica lifted
her hand fromthe door, turned, saw Mapes cone to the foot of the stairs.

"There are men in the great hall say they've been sent by the Duke to get
young master Paul," Mapes said. "They've the ducal signet and the guard has
identified them" She glanced at the door, back to Jessi ca.

A cautious one, this Mapes, Jessica thought. That's a good sign

"He's in the fifth roomfromthis end of the hall, the small bedroom"
Jessica said. "If you have trouble waking him call on Dr. Yueh in the next
room Paul may require a wakeshot."

Agai n, Mapes cast a piercing stare at the oval door, and Jessica thought she
detected loathing in the expression. Before Jessica could ask about the door and
what it conceal ed, Mapes had turned away, hurrying back down the hall

Hawat certified this place, Jessica thought. There can't be anything too
terrible in here.

She pushed the door. It swung inward onto a small roomw th anot her ova
door opposite. The ot her door had a wheel handl e.

An airlock! Jessica thought. She gl anced down, saw a door prop fallen to the
floor of the little room The prop carried Hawat's personal mark. The door was
| eft propped open, she thought. Soneone probably knocked the prop down
accidentally, not realizing the outer door would close on a pal ml ock

She stepped over the lip into the little room

Way an airlock in a house? she asked herself. And she thought suddenly of
exotic creatures sealed off in special clinmates.

Speci al climate!

That woul d nake sense on Arrakis where even the driest of off-planet grow ng
things had to be irrigated.

The door behi nd her began swi nging cl osed. She caught it and propped it open
securely with the stick Hawat had |l eft. Again, she faced the wheel -1 ocked inner
door, seeing now a faint inscription etched in the netal above the handle. She
recogni zed Gal ach words, read:

"O, Man! Here is a lovely portion of God's Creation; then, stand before it
and learn to | ove the perfection of Thy Suprenme Friend."

Jessica put her weight on the wheel. It turned |left and the inner door
opened. A gentle draft feathered her cheek, stirred her hair. She felt change in
the air, a richer taste. She swung the door w de, |ooked through into nassed
greenery with yell ow sunlight pouring across it.

A yel |l ow sun? she asked herself. Then: Filter gl ass!



She stepped over the sill and the door swung cl osed behi nd.

"A wet-planet conservatory," she breathed:

Potted plants and | ow pruned trees stood all about. She recognized a mi npsa,
a flowering quince, a sondagi, green-blossoned pleniscenta, green and white
striped akarso . . . roses .

Even roses!

She bent to breathe the fragrance of a giant pink blossom straightened to
peer around the room

Rhyt hmi ¢ noi se i nvaded her senses.

She parted a jungle overlapping of |eaves, |ooked through to the center of
the room A low fountain stood there, small with fluted |ips. The rhythm ¢ noise
was a peeling, spooling arc of water falling thud-a-gallop onto the netal bow .

Jessica sent herself through the quick sense-clearing regi nen, began a
nmet hodi cal inspection of the rooms perinmeter. It appeared to be about ten
neters square. Fromits placenment above the end of the hall and fromsubtle
di fferences in construction, she guessed it had been added onto the roof of this
wing long after the original building s conpletion

She stopped at the south Iimts of the roomin front of the w de reach of
filter glass, stared around. Every avail able space in the roomwas crowded with
exotic wet-climate plants. Sonething rustled in the greenery. She tensed, then
glinpsed a sinple clock-set servok with pipe and hose arns. An armlifted, sent
out a fine spray of danpness that misted her cheeks. The armretracted and she
| ooked at what it had watered: a fern tree.

Water everywhere in this room-on a planet where water was the npst precious
juice of life. Water being wasted so conspicuously that it shocked her to inner
still ness.

She gl anced out at the filter-yellowed sun. It hung | ow on a jagged horizon
above cliffs that formed part of the inmense rock uplifting known as the Shield
wal | .

Filter glass, she thought. To turn a white sun into sonething softer and
nore fam liar. Wio could have built such a place? Leto? It would be like himto
surprise ne with such a gift, but there hasn't been tine. And he's been busy
with nore serious problens.

She recalled the report that many Arrakeen houses were seal ed by airl ock
doors and wi ndows to conserve and reclaiminterior noisture. Leto had said it
was a deliberate statenment of power and wealth for this house to ignore such
precautions, its doors and wi ndows bei ng seal ed only agai nst the omni present
dust.

But this room enbodied a statement far nore significant than the [ ack of
wat erseal s on outer doors. She estimated that this pleasure roomused water
enough to support a thousand persons on Arrakis--possibly nore.

Jessica nmoved al ong the window, continuing to stare into the room The nove
brought into view a netallic surface at table height beside the fountain and she
glinpsed a white notepad and stylus there partly conceal ed by an overhangi ng fan
| eaf. She crossed to the table, noted Hawat's daysigns on it, studied a nessage
witten on the pad:

"TO THE LADY JESSI CA- -

May this place give you as much pleasure as it has given ne. Please pernit the
roomto convey a |l esson we |earned fromthe sane teachers: the proximty of a
desirable thing tenpts one to overindul gence. On that path |ies danger

My ki ndest wi shes,

MARGOT LADY FENRI NG'

Jessi ca nodded, renenbering that Leto had referred to the Enperor's forner
proxy here as Count Fenring. But the hidden nessage of the note denanded
i medi ate attention, couched as it was in a way to informher the witer was



anot her Bene Gesserit. A bitter thought touched Jessica in passing: The Count
married his Lady.

Even as this thought flicked through her m nd, she was bending to seek out
t he hi dden nessage. It had to be there. The visible note contained the code
phrase every Bene Gesserit not bound by a School Injunction was required to give
anot her Bene Gesserit when conditions demanded it: "On that path |ies danger."

Jessica felt the back of the note, rubbed the surface for coded dots.
Not hi ng. The edge of the pad cane under her seeking fingers. Nothing. She
repl aced the pad where she had found it, feeling a sense of urgency.

Sonething in the position of the pad? she wonder ed.

But Hawat had been over this room doubtless had noved the pad. She | ooked
at the | eaf above the pad. The | eaf! She brushed a finger along the under
surface, along the edge, along the stem It was there! Her fingers detected the
subtl e coded dots, scanned themin a single passage:

"Your son and Duke are in i mmedi ate danger. A bedroom has been designed to
attract your son. The H loaded it with death traps to be di scovered, |eaving one
that may escape detection." Jessica put down the urge to run back to Paul; the
full message had to be learned. Her fingers sped over the dots; "I do not know
t he exact nature of the nenace, but it has sonething to do with a bed. The
threat to your Duke involves defection of a trusted conpanion or lieutenant. The
H plan to give you as gift to a minion. To the best of ny know edge, this
conservatory is safe. Forgive that | cannot tell nmore. My sources are few as ny
Count is not in the pay of the H In haste, M-."

Jessica thrust the |eaf aside, whirled to dash back to Paul. In that
instant, the airlock door slamred open. Paul junped through it, holding
sonething in his right hand, slamred the door behind him He saw his nother,
pushed through the | eaves to her, glanced at the fountain, thrust his hand and
the thing it clutched under the falling water.

"Paul!'" She grabbed his shoulder, staring at the hand. "Wat is that?"

He spoke casually, but she caught the effort behind the tone: "Hunter-
seeker. Caught it in nmy roomand smashed its nose, but | want to be sure. Water
shoul d short it out."

"Inrerse it!" she conmanded.

He obeyed.

Presently, she said: "Wthdraw your hand. Leave the thing in the water."

He brought out his hand, shook water fromit, staring at the qui escent netal
in the fountain. Jessica broke off a plant stem prodded the deadly sliver.

It was dead.

She dropped the steminto the water, |ooked at Paul. His eyes studied the
roomwi th a searching intensity that she recogni zed--the B. G \Way.

"This place could conceal anything," he said.

"“I've reason to believe it's safe," she said.

"My room was supposed to be safe, too. Hawat said--"

"It was a hunter-seeker," she rem nded him"That neans soneone inside the
house to operate it. Seeker control beans have a |imted range. The thing
coul d've been spirited in here after Hawat's investigation."

But she thought of the nessage of the leaf: " . . . defection of a trusted
conpani on or lieutenant." Not Hawat, surely. Oh, surely not Hawat.

"Hawat's nen are searching the house right now," he said. "That seeker
al nost got the old woman who canme to wake ne."

"The Shadout Mapes," Jessica said, remenbering the encounter at the stairs.
"A summons fromyour father to--"

"That can wait," Paul said. "Wiy do you think this room s safe?"

She pointed to the note, explained about it.

He rel axed slightly.

But Jessica renmined inwardly tense, thinking: A hunter-seeker! Mercifu
Mot her! It took all her training to prevent a fit of hysterical trenbling.



Paul spoke matter of factly: "It's the Harkonnens, of course. W shall have
to destroy them"

A rappi ng sounded at the airlock door--the code knock of one of Hawat's
cor ps.

“Cone in," Paul called.

The door swung wide and a tall man in Atreides uniformwith a Hawat insignia
on his cap leaned into the room "There you are, sir," he said. "The housekeeper
said you' d be here." He glanced around the room "W found a cairn in the cellar
and caught a man in it. He had a seeker console.”

"I'"l'l want to take part in the interrogation," Jessica said.

"Sorry, my Lady. W& nessed himup catching him He died."

"Nothing to identify hin?" she asked.

"We've found nothing yet, my Lady."

"Was he an Arrakeen native?" Paul asked.

Jessi ca nodded at the astuteness of the question

"He has the native look," the man said. "Put into that cairn nore'n a nonth
ago, by the look, and left there to await our com ng. Stone and nortar where he
cane through into the cellar were untouched when we inspected the place
yesterday. 1'll stake my reputation on it."

"No one questions your thoroughness," Jessica said.

"I question it, my Lady. W shoul d' ve used sonic probes down there."

"I presune that's what you're doing now, " Paul said.

"Yes, sir."

"Send word to ny father that we'll be del ayed."

"At once, sir." He glanced at Jessica. "It's Hawat's order that under such
ci rcunst ances as these the young naster be guarded in a safe place." Again, his
eyes swept the room "What of this place?"

"I"ve reason to believe it safe," she said. "Both Hawat and | have inspected
it."

"Then I'Il mount guard outside here, mLady, until we've been over the house
once nore." He bowed, touched his cap to Paul, backed out and swung the door
cl osed behind him

Paul broke the sudden silence, saying: "Had we better go over the house
| ater ourselves? Your eyes might see things others would mss."

"This wing was the only place | hadn't examined," she said. "I put if off to
| ast because . "

"Because Hawat gave it his personal attention," he said.

She darted a quick look at his face, questioning.

"Do you distrust Hawat?" she asked.

"No, but he's getting old . . . he's overworked. W could take sone of the
load fromhim'

"That'd only shanme himand inpair his efficiency," she said. "A stray insect
won't be able to wander into this wing after he hears about this. He'll be
shanmed t hat "

"We must take our own neasures," he said.

"Hawat has served three generations of Atreides with honor," she said. "He
deserves every respect and trust we can pay him. . . nany tinmes over."

Paul said: "When ny father is bothered by sonething you've done he says
'Bene Cesserit!' like a swear word."

"And what is it about ne that bothers your father?"

"When you argue with him"

"You are not your father, Paul."

And Paul thought: It'Il worry her, but I rmust tell her what that Mapes wonan
sai d about a traitor anbng us.

"What're you hol di ng back?" Jessica asked. "This isn't |ike you, Paul."

He shrugged, recounted the exchange wi th Mpes.



And Jessica thought of the nessage of the |eaf. She cane to sudden decision
showed Paul the leaf, told himits nessage.

"My father rmust learn of this at once,
and get if off."

"No," she said. "You will wait until you can see himalone. As few as
possi bl e must |earn about it."

"Do you nean we should trust no one?"

"There's another possibility," she said. "This nmessage may have been neant
to get to us. The people who gave it to us may believe it's true, but it may be
that the only purpose was to get this nessage to us."

Paul 's face renmmi ned sturdily sonber. "To sow distrust and suspicion in our
ranks, to weaken us that way," he said.

"You must tell your father privately and caution hi mabout this aspect of
it, " she said.

"l understand."

She turned to the tall reach of filter glass, stared out to the sout hwest
where the sun of Arrakis was sinking--a yellowed ball above the cliffs.

Paul turned with her, said: "I don't think it's Hawat, either. Is it
possible it's Yueh?"

"He's not a |ieutenant or conpanion,"” she said. "And | can assure you he
hat es the Harkonnens as bitterly as we do."

Paul directed his attention to the cliffs, thinking: And it couldn't be
GQurney . . . or Duncan. Could it be one of the sub-Ilieutenants? | npossible
They're all fromfanmlies that've been loyal to us for generations--for good
reason.

Jessi ca rubbed her forehead, sensing her own fatigue. So nuch peril here!
She | ooked out at the filter-yell owed | andscape, studying it. Beyond the duca
grounds stretched a high-fenced storage yard--lines of spice silos in it with
stilt-legged watchtowers standing around it like so many startled spiders. She
could see at | east twenty storage yards of silos reaching out to the cliffs of
the Shield Wall--silos repeated, stuttering across the basin

Slowy, the filtered sun buried itself beneath the horizon. Stars |eaped
out. She saw one bright star so low on the horizon that it twinkled with a
clear, precise rhythm-a trenbling of light: blink-blink-Dblink-blink-blink

Paul stirred beside her in the dusky room

But Jessica concentrated on that single bright star, realizing that it was
too low, that it nust come fromthe Shield Vall cliffs.

Soneone signaling!

She tried to read the nessage, but it was in no code she had ever | earned.

Q her lights had come on down on the plain beneath the cliffs: little
yel | ows spaced out agai nst blue darkness. And one |light off to their left grew
brighter, began to wink back at the cliff--very fast: blinksquirt, glinmer,
bl i nk!

And it was gone.

The false star in the cliff w nked out inmediately.

Signals . . . and they filled her with prenonition

Wiy were |ights used to signal across the basin? she asked hersel f. Wy
couldn't they use the comunications network?

The answer was obvious: the conmuni net was certain to be tapped now by
agents of the Duke Leto. Light signals could only nmean that nessages were being
sent between his eneni es--between Harkonnen agents.

There canme a tapping at the door behind themand the voice of Hawat's man;
"Al'l clear, sir . . . mlLady. Time to be getting the young naster to his
fat her."

he said. "I'Il radiograph it in code



It is said that the Duke Leto blinded hinself to the perils of Arrakis, that he
wal ked heedlessly into the pit. Wuld it not be nore likely to suggest he had
lived so long in the presence of extreme danger he m sjudged a change in its
intensity? O is it possible he deliberately sacrificed hinmself that his son
mght find a better life? Al evidence indicates the Duke was a man not easily
hoodwi nked.

-from"Miad' Dib: Family Conmentaries" by the Princess Irulan

The Duke Leto Atreides | eaned agai nst a parapet of the |landing control tower
out side Arrakeen. The night's first noon, an oblate silver coin, hung well above
t he southern horizon. Beneath it, the jagged cliffs of the Shield Wall shone
i ke parched icing through a dust haze. To his left, the lights of Arrakeen
glowed in the haze--yellow . . . white . . . blue.

He thought of the notices posted now above his signature all through the
popul ous places of the planet: "Qur Sublinme Padi shah Enperor has charged ne to
t ake possession of this planet and end all dispute.”

The ritualistic formality of it touched himwith a feeling of |oneliness.
VWho was fooled by that fatuous |legalisn? Not the Fremen, certainly. Nor the
Houses M nor who controlled the interior trade of Arrakis . . . and were
Har konnen creatures alnost to a nan

They have tried to take the life of my son!

The rage was difficult to suppress.

He saw lights of a moving vehicle comng toward the landing field from
Arrakeen. He hoped it was the guard and troop carrier bringing Paul. The del ay
was gal ling even though he knew it was pronpted by caution on the part of
Hawat's | i eutenant.

They have tried to take the life of nmy son!

He shook his head to drive out the angry thoughts, glanced back at the field
where five of his own frigates were posted around the rimlike nonolithic
sentri es.

Better a cautious delay than . .

The |ieutenant was a good one, he renminded hinself. A man marked for
advancenent, conpletely |oyal.

"Qur Sublime Padi shah Enperor

If the people of this decadent garrison city could only see the Emperor's
private note to his "Nobl e Duke"--the disdainful allusions to veiled nen and
worren: " but what else is one to expect of barbarians whose dearest dream
is to live outside the ordered security of the faufrel uches?"

The Duke felt in this nonent that his own dearest dreamwas to end all class
di stinctions and never again think of deadly order. He | ooked up and out of the
dust at the unwi nking stars, thought: Around one of those little lights circles
Caladan . . . but I'Il never again see nmy honme. The | onging for Cal adan was a
sudden pain in his breast. He felt that it did not cone fromw thin hinmself, but
that it reached out to himfrom Cal adan. He could not bring hinmself to call this
dry wastel and of Arrakis his home, and he doubted he ever woul d.

I must mask nmy feelings, he thought. For the boy's sake. If ever he's to

have a home, this nust be it. | may think of Arrakis as a hell |'ve reached
bef ore death, but he nust find here that which will inspire him There nust be
somet hi ng.

A wave of self-pity, inmediately despised and rejected, swept through him
and for some reason he found hinself recalling two |ines froma poem Gurney
Hal | eck often repeated--

"My lungs taste the air of Tinme
Bl own past falling sands .



Well, Gurney would find plenty of falling sands here, the Duke thought. The
central wastel ands beyond those nmoon-frosted cliffs were desert--barren rock
dunes, and bl owi ng dust, an uncharted dry w |l derness with here and there al ong
its rimand perhaps scattered through it, knots of Frenen. If anything could buy
a future for the Atreides line, the Frenen just mght do it.

Provi ded the Harkonnens hadn't nanaged to infect even the Fremen with their
poi sonous schenes.

They have tried to take the life of nmy son!

A scraping netal racket vibrated through the tower, shook the parapet
beneath his arns. Blast shutters dropped in front of him blocking the view

Shuttle's comng in, he thought. Tine to go down and get to work. He turned
to the stairs behind him headed down to the big assenbly room trying to remain
cal mas he descended, to prepare his face for the com ng encounter

They have tried to take the life of nmy son!

The nmen were already boiling in fromthe field when he reached the yell ow
donmed room They carried their spacebags over their shoul ders, shouting and
roistering |like students returning fromvacation

"Hey! Feel that under your dogs? That's gravity, man!" "How many G s does
this place pull? Feels heavy." "N ne-tenths of a G by the book."

The crossfire of thrown words filled the big room

"Did you get a good look at this hole on the way down? Were's all the | oot
this place's supposed to have?" "The Harkonnens took it with "em" "Me for a hot
shower and a soft bed!" "Haven't you heard, stupid? No showers down here. You
scrub your ass with sand!" "Hey! Can it! The Duke!"

The Duke stepped out of the stair entry into a suddenly silent room

Gurney Hall eck strode along at the point of the crowd, bag over one
shoul der, the neck of his nine-string baliset clutched in the other hand. They
were | ong-fingered hands with big thunbs, full of tiny novenments that drew such
delicate nusic fromthe baliset.

The Duke watched Hal |l eck, admiring the ugly lunp of a nman, noting the gl ass-
splinter eyes with their gleam of savage understanding. Here was a nman who |ived
outside the faufreluches while obeying their every precept. Wiat was it Paul had
call ed hinf

"Qurney, the val orous.”

Hal | eck's wi spy blond hair trailed across barren spots on his head. Hi s wide
nouth was twi sted into a pleasant sneer, and the scar of the inkvine whip
sl ashed across his jawine seened to nove with a life of its owmn. H's whole air
was of casual, shoul der-set capability. He came up to the Duke, bowed.

"Qurney," Leto said.

"My Lord." He gestured with the baliset toward the nen in the room "This is
the last of them |'d have preferred coming in with the first wave, but "

"There are still some Harkonnens for you," the Duke said. "Step aside with
me, Qurney, where we may talk."

"Yours to conmand, ny Lord."

They noved into an al cove beside a coil-slot water nachine while the nen
stirred restlessly in the big room Halleck dropped his bag into a corner, kept
his grip on the baliset.

"How many men can you | et Hawat have?" the Duke asked.

"I's Thufir in trouble. Sire?"

"He's lost only two agents, but his advance nmen gave us an excellent |ine on
the entire Harkonnen setup here. If we nove fast we nmay gain a neasure of
security, the breathing space we require. He wants as many nen as you can spare-
-men who won't balk at a little knife work."

"I can let himhave three hundred of mnmy best," Halleck said. "Were shall |
send t hen?"

"To the nmamin gate. Hawat has an agent there waiting to take them"™

"Shall | get about it at once, Sire?"



"I'n a monent. W have another problem The field commandant will hold the
shuttle here until dawn on a pretext. The Quild Heighliner that brought us is
goi ng on about its business, and the shuttle's supposed to nake contact with a
cargo ship taking up a | oad of spice."

"Qur spice, nmLord?"

"Qur spice. But the shuttle also will carry sone of the spice hunters from
the old regime. They've opted to | eave with the change of fief and the Judge of
the Change is allowing it. These are val uabl e workers, Gurney, about eight
hundred of them Before the shuttle |eaves, you nmust persuade some of those men
to enlist with us."

"How strong a persuasion, Sire?"

"I want their willing cooperation, GQurney. Those nen have experi ence and
skills we need. The fact that they' re | eaving suggests they're not part of the
Har konnen nmachi ne. Hawat believes there could be some bad ones planted in the
group, but he sees assassins in every shadow. "

"Thufir has found sone very productive shadows in his tine, mLord."

"And there are sone he hasn't found. But | think planting sleepers in this
out goi ng crowd woul d show too nuch inmagi nation for the Harkonnens."

"Possibly, Sire. \Were are these nen?"

"Down on the lower level, in a waiting room | suggest you go down and play
a tune or two to soften their mnds, then turn on the pressure. You may offer
positions of authority to those who qualify. O fer twenty per cent higher wages
than they received under the Harkonnens."

“"No nore than that, Sire? | know t he Harkonnen pay scales. And to men with
their ternmnation pay in their pockets and the wanderlust on them. . . well
Sire, twenty per cent would hardly seem proper inducenment to stay."

Leto spoke inpatiently: "Then use your own discretion in particular cases.
Just remenber that the treasury isn't bottonless. Hold it to twenty per cent
whenever you can. W particularly need spice drivers, weather scanners, dune
nen--any with open sand experience."

"I understand, Sire. 'They shall cone all for violence: their faces shal
sup up as the east wind, and they shall gather the captivity of the sand.' "

"A very noving quotation," the Duke said. "Turn your crew over to a
lieutenant. Have himgive a short drill on water discipline, then bed the nmen
down for the night in the barracks adjoining the field. Field personnel will
direct them And don't forget the nen for Hawat."

"Three hundred of the best, Sire." He took up his spacebag. "Were shall |
report to you when |'ve conpleted ny chores?"

"I'"ve taken over a council roomtopside here. W'll hold staff there. | want
to arrange a new planetary di spersal order with arnored squads going out first."
Hal | eck stopped in the act of turning away, caught Leto's eye. "Are you
anticipating that kind of trouble, Sire? | thought there was a Judge of the

Change here."

"Both open battle and secret,"” the Duke said. "There'll be bl ood aplenty
spilled here before we're through."

" "And the water which thou takest out of the river shall becone bl ood upon
the dry land,' " Hall eck quoted.

The Duke sighed. "Hurry back, Gurney."

"Very good, m Lord." The whipscar rippled to his grin. " '"Behold, as a wild
ass in the desert, go | forth to ny work.' " He turned, strode to the center of
the room paused to relay his orders, hurried on through the nen.

Leto shook his head at the retreating back. Halleck was a conti nua
amazement --a head full of songs, quotations, and flowery phrases . . . and the
heart of an assassin when it cane to dealing with the Harkonnens.

Presently, Leto took a |eisurely diagonal course across to the lift,
acknow edgi ng salutes with a casual hand wave. He recogni zed a propaganda
corpsman, stopped to give hima nmessage that could be relayed to the nen through



channel s: those who had brought their wormen woul d want to know the wonen were
safe and where they could be found. The others would wi sh to know that the
popul ati on here appeared to boast nore wonen than men.

The Duke sl apped the propaganda man on the arm a signal that the nessage
had top priority to be put out inmediately, then continued across the room He
nodded to the nen, smiled, traded pleasantries with a subaltern

Conmand nust al ways | ook confident, he thought. Al that faith riding on
your shoul ders while you sit in the critical seat and never showit.

He breathed a sigh of relief when the lift swallowed himand he could turn
and face the inpersonal doors.

They have tried to take the life of nmy son!

Over the exit of the Arrakeen landing field, crudely carved as though with a
poor instrument, there was an inscription that Miuad' Dib was to repeat nany
times. He saw it that first night on Arrakis, having been brought to the duca
conmand post to participate in his father's first full staff conference. The
words of the inscription were a plea to those |eaving Arrakis, but they fel
with dark inport on the eyes of a boy who had just escaped a close brush with
death. They said: "O you who know what we suffer here, do not forget us in your
prayers. "

-from "Manual of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irul an

"The whol e theory of warfare is calculated risk," the Duke said, "but when
it cones to risking your own fanily, the el enent of cal cul ation gets subnerged
in. . . other things."

He knew he wasn't holding in his anger as well as he should, and he turned,
strode down the length of the Iong table and back

The Duke and Paul were alone in the conference roomat the landing field. It
was an enpty-sounding room furnished only with the |long table, ol d-fashioned
three-l egged chairs around it, and a map board and projector at one end. Pau
sat at the table near the map board. He had told his father the experience with
t he hunter-seeker and given the reports that a traitor threatened him

The Duke stopped across from Paul, pounded the table: "Hawat told ne that
house was secure!"”

Paul spoke hesitantly: "I was angry, too--at first. And | blaned Hawat. But
the threat came from outside the house. It was sinmple, clever, and direct. And
it woul d've succeeded were it not for the training given ne by you and many
ot hers--incl udi ng Hawat . "

"Are you defending hinP" the Duke demanded.

"Yes."

"He's getting old. That's it. He should be--"

"He's wise with rmuch experience," Paul said. "How many of Hawat's m stakes
can you recall?"

"I should be the one defending him" the Duke said. "Not you."

Paul smil ed.

Leto sat down at the head of the table, put a hand over his son's. "You've .
. . matured lately, Son." He lifted his hand. "It gladdens nme." He matched his
son's smle. "Hawat will punish hinmself. He'll direct nore anger against hinself
over this than both of us together could pour on him"

Paul gl anced toward the darkened wi ndows beyond the nap board, | ooked at the
ni ght's bl ackness. Roomlights reflected froma balcony railing out there. He
saw noverent and recogni zed the shape of a guard in Atreides uniform Pau
| ooked back at the white wall behind his father, then down to the shiny surface
of the table, seeing his own hands clenched into fists there.



The door opposite the Duke banged open. Thufir Hawat strode through it
| ooki ng ol der and nore | eathery than ever. He paced down the length of the
tabl e, stopped at attention facing Leto.

"My Lord," he said, speaking to a point over Leto's head, "I have just
| earned how | failed you. It becones necessary that | tender nmy resig--"

"Ch, sit down and stop acting the fool," the Duke said. He waved to the
chair across fromPaul. "If you made a mistake, it was in overestimating the
Har konnens. Their sinple minds cane up with a sinple trick. W didn't count on
simple tricks. And ny son has been at great pains to point out to ne that he
cane through this largely because of your training. You didn't fail there!" He
tapped the back of the enpty chair. "Sit down, | say!"

Hawat sank into the chair. "But--"

“I'"ll hear no nmore of it," the Duke said. "The incident is past. W have
nore pressing business. Where are the others?"

"l asked themto wait outside while |--"

“Call themin."

Hawat | ooked into Leto's eyes. "Sire, |--"

"I know who ny true friends are, Thufir," the Duke said. "Call in the men."

Hawat swal | owed. "At once, mnmy Lord." He swiveled in the chair, called to the
open door: "Qurney, bring themin."

Hal l eck led the file of men into the room the staff officers looking grimy
serious followed by the younger aides and specialists, an air of eagerness anong
them Brief scuffing sounds echoed around the roomas the nen took seats. A
faint smell of rachag stinulant wafted down the table.

"There's coffee for those who want it," the Duke said

He | ooked over his nen, thinking: They're a good crew. A nan could do far
worse for this kind of war. He waited while coffee was brought in fromthe
adj oi ni ng room and served, noting the tiredness in some of the faces.

Presently, he put on his mask of quiet efficiency, stood up and commanded
their attention with a knuckl e rap agai nst the table.

"Well, gentlenen," he said, "our civilization appears to've fallen so deeply
into the habit of invasion that we cannot even obey a sinple order of the
| mperiumwi t hout the old ways cropping up.”

Dry chuckl es sounded around the table, and Paul realized that his father had
said the precisely correct thing in precisely the correct tone to |ift the npod
here. Even the hint of fatigue in his voice was right.

"I think first we'd better learn if Thufir has anything to add to his report
on the Frenmen," the Duke said. "Thufir?"

Hawat gl anced up. "Il've sone econonic matters to go into after my genera
report, Sire, but | can say now that the Frenen appear nore and nore to be the
allies we need. They're waiting nowto see if they can trust us, but they appear
to be dealing openly. They've sent us a gift--stillsuits of their own
manufacture . . . nmaps of certain desert areas surrounding strongpoints the
Har konnens | eft behind, . . ." He glanced down at the table. "Their intelligence
reports have proved conpletely reliable and have hel ped us considerably in our
dealings with the Judge of the Change. They've al so sent sone incidental things-
-jewelry for the Lady Jessica, spice liquor, candy, nedicinals. My nen are
processing the lot right now There appears to be no trickery."

"You |like these people, Thufir?" asked a man down the table.

Hawat turned to face his questioner. "Duncan |daho says they're to be
admred. "

Paul glanced at his father, back to Hawat, ventured a question: "Have you
any new i nformati on on how many Frenen there are?"

Hawat | ooked at Paul. "From food processi ng and other evidence, |daho
estimates the cave conplex he visited consisted of sone ten thousand people, al
told. Their |eader said he ruled a sietch of two thousand hearths. W' ve reason



to believe there are a great many such sietch comunities. All seemto give
their allegiance to soneone called Liet."

"That's somet hing new," Leto said.

“I't could be an error on ny part, Sire. There are things to suggest this
Liet nay be a local deity."

Anot her man down the table cleared his throat, asked: "Is it certain they
deal with the snuggl ers?"

"A snuggl er caravan left this sietch while Idaho was there, carrying a heavy
| oad of spice. They used pack beasts and indicated they faced an ei ght een-day
j ourney."

"It appears," the Duke said, "that the snuggl ers have redoubl ed their
operations during this period of unrest. This deserves sone careful thought. W
shoul dn't worry too much about unlicensed frigates working off our planet--it's
al ways done. But to have them conpletely outside our observation--that's not
good. "

"You have a plan. Sire," Hawat asked.

The Duke | ooked at Hall eck. "Gurney, | want you to head a del egation, an
enmbassy if you will, to contact these romantic businessmen. Tell them ']
ignore their operations as long as they give me a ducal tithe. Hawat here
estimates that graft and extra fighting men heretofore required in their
operations have been costing themfour tines that anount.”

"What if the Enperor gets wind of this?" Halleck asked. "He's very jeal ous
of his CHOAM profits, mLord."

Leto smiled. "We'll bank the entire tithe openly in the name of Shaddam |V
and deduct it legally fromour |evy support costs. Let the Harkonnens fi ght
that! And we'll be ruining a few nore of the |ocals who grew fat under the
Har konnen system No nore graft!"

Agrin twi sted Halleck's face. "Ahh, nmLord, a beautiful |ow blow. Wuld
that | could see the Baron's face when he learns of this."

The Duke turned to Hawat. "Thufir, did you get those account books you said
you coul d buy?"

"Yes, ny Lord. They're being examined in detail even now. |'ve skimed them
t hough, and can give a first approximtion."

"Gveit, then."

"The Har konnens took ten billion Solaris out of here every three hundred and
thirty Standard days."

A muted gasp ran around the table. Even the younger aides, who had been
betrayi ng some boredom sat up straighter and exchanged wi de-eyed | ooks.

Hal | eck murmured: " 'For they shall suck of the abundance of the seas and of
the treasure hid in the sand.' "

"You see, gentlenen," Leto said. "lIs there anyone here so naive he believes
t he Har konnens have quietly packed up and wal ked away fromall this nerely
because the Enperor ordered it?"

There was a general shaking of heads, murmurous agreenent.

"W will have to take it at the point of the sword," Leto said. He turned to
Hawat. "This'd be a good point to report on equi pnent. How many sandcraw ers,
harvesters, spice factories, and supporting equi pnent have they |eft us?"

"A full conplenment, as it says in the Inmperial inventory audited by the
Judge of the Change, ny Lord," Hawat said. He gestured for an aide to pass hima
fol der, opened the folder on the table in front of him "They neglect to nention
that less than half the crawl ers are operable, that only about a third have
carryalls to fly themto spice sands--that everything the Harkonnens left us is
ready to break down and fall apart. We'll be lucky to get half the equi prment
into operation and luckier yet if a fourth of it's still working six nmonths from
now. "

"Pretty much as we expected," Leto said. "Wiat's the firmestimate on basic
equi pnment ?"



Hawat gl anced at his folder. "About nine hundred and thirty harvester-
factories that can be sent out in a few days. About sixty-two hundred and fifty
ornithopters for survey, scouting, and weather observation . . . carryalls, a
l[ittle under a thousand."

Hal | eck said: "Wuldn't it be cheaper to reopen negotiations with the Guild
for permission to orbit a frigate as a weather satellite?"

The Duke | ooked at Hawat. "Nothing new there, eh, Thufir?"

"W nust pursue other avenues for now," Hawat said. "The Guild agent wasn't
really negotiating with us. He was nmerely making it plain--one Mentat to
another--that the price was out of our reach and would remain so no matter how
long a reach we develop. Qur task is to find out why before we approach him
again."

One of Halleck's aides down the table swiveled in his chair, snapped:
"There's no justice in this!"

"Justice?" The Duke | ooked at the man. "Who asks for justice? W nmake our
own justice. W nmake it here on Arrakis--win or die, Do you regret casting your
lot with us, sir?"

The man stared at the Duke, then: "No, Sire. You couldn't turn and | could
do nought but follow you. Forgive the outburst, but . . ." He shrugged. "
we nust all feel bitter at tinmes."

"Bitterness | understand," the Duke said. "But let us not rail about justice
as long as we have arns and the freedomto use them Do any of the rest of you
harbor bitterness? If so, let it out. This is friendly council where any nman may
speak his mnd."

Hal |l eck stirred, said: "I think what rankles, Sire, is that we've had no
vol unteers fromthe other G eat Houses. They address you as 'Leto the Just' and
prom se eternal friendship, but only as long as it doesn't cost them anything."

"They don't know yet who's going to win this exchange," the Duke said. "Mbst
of the Houses have grown fat by taking few risks. One cannot truly blane them
for this; one can only despise them" He | ooked at Hawat. "We were di scussing
equi pment. Would you care to project a few exanples to famliarize the men with
this machi nery?"

Hawat nodded, gestured to an aide at the projector

A solido tri-D projection appeared on the table surface about a third of the
way down fromthe Duke. Sone of the men farther along the table stood up to get
a better look at it.

Paul | eaned forward, staring at the nachine.

Scal ed against the tiny projected human figures around it, the thing was
about one hundred and twenty nmeters | ong and about forty neters wide. It was
basically a long, bug-like body noving on independent sets of w de tracks.

"This is a harvester factory," Hawat said. "W chose one in good repair for
this projection. There's one dragline outfit that canme in with the first team of
| mperial ecol ogists, though, and it's still running . . . although |I don't know
how . . . or why."

"If that's the one they call "Ad Maria,' it belongs in a nmuseum" an aide
said. "I think the Harkonnens kept it as a punishnent job, a threat hangi ng over
their workers' heads. Be good or you'll be assigned to 'Ad Maria.' "

Chuckl es sounded around the table.

Paul held hinmself apart fromthe hunmor, his attention focused on the
projection and the question that filled his nind. He pointed to the imge on the
table, said: "Thufir, are there sandworns big enough to swallow t hat whol e?"

Quick silence settled on the table. The Duke cursed under his breath, then
t hought: No--they have to face the realities here.

"There're wornms in the deep desert could take this entire factory in one
gul p," Hawat said. "Up here closer to the Shield Wall where npbst of the
spicing's done there are plenty of worns that could cripple this factory and
devour it at their leisure."”



"Way don't we shield thenP" Paul asked.

"According to Idaho's report,"” Hawat said, "shields are dangerous in the
desert. A body-size shield will call every wormfor hundreds of neters around.
It appears to drive theminto a killing frenzy. W' ve the Fremen word on this
and no reason to doubt it. Idaho saw no evi dence of shield equipnent at the
sietch."”

"None at all?" Paul asked.

"It'd be pretty hard to conceal that kind of thing ampbng several thousand
peopl e,” Hawat said. "ldaho had free access to every part of the sietch. He saw
no shields or any indication of their use."

"It's a puzzle," the Duke said.

"The Har konnens certainly used plenty of shields here," Hawat said. "They
had repair depots in every garrison village, and their accounts show a heavy
expenditure for shield replacenents and parts.”

"Coul d the Fremen have a way of nullifying shields?" Paul asked.

"I't doesn't seemlikely," Hawat said. "It's theoretically possible, of
course--a shire-sized static counter charge is supposed to do the trick, but no
one's ever been able to put it to the test."

"We'd have heard about it before now, " Halleck said. "The snuggl ers have
cl ose contact with the Fremen and woul d' ve acquired such a device if it were
avai |l abl e. And they'd have had no inhibitions against narketing it off planet."

"I don't like an unanswered question of this inportance," Leto said.
"Thufir, | want you to give top priority to solution of this problem"”

"We're already working on it, ny Lord." He cleared his throat. "Ah-h, |daho
did say one thing: he said you couldn't m stake the Frenen attitude toward
shields. He said they were nostly anused by them"

The Duke frowned, then: "The subject under discussion is spicing equipnment.”

Hawat gestured to his aide at the projector

The solido-image of the harvester-factory was replaced by a projection of a
wi nged device that dwarfed the i mages of human figures around it. "This is a
carryall," Hawat said. "It's essentially a large 'thopter, whose sole function
is to deliver a factory to spice-rich sands, then to rescue the factory when a
sandwor m appears. They al ways appear. Harvesting the spice is a process of
getting in and getting out with as much as possible."

"Admirably suited to Harkonnen norality," the Duke said.

Laught er was abrupt and too | oud.

An ornithopter replaced the carryall in the projection focus.

"These 'thopters are fairly conventional," Hawat said. "Mjor nodifications
gi ve them extended range. Extra care has been used in sealing essential areas
agai nst sand and dust. Only about one in thirty is shielded--possibly discarding
the shield generator's weight for greater range."

"I don't like this de-enphasis on shields," the Duke nmuttered. And he
thought: Is this the Harkonnen secret? Does it mean we won't even be able to
escape on shielded frigates if all goes against us? He shook his head sharply to
drive out such thoughts, said: "Let's get to the working estimate. Wat'|l| our
profit figure be?"

Hawat turned two pages in his notebook. "After assessing the repairs and
oper abl e equi pnment, we've worked out a first estimate on operating costs. It's
based naturally on a depreciated figure for a clear safety margin." He cl osed
his eyes in Mentat semitrance, said: "Under the Harkonnens, naintenance and
salaries were held to fourteen per cent. We'll be lucky to make it at thirty per
cent at first. Wth reinvestnent and growth factors accounted for, including the
CHOAM percentage and military costs, our profit margin will be reduced to a very
narrow six or seven per cent until we can replace worn-out equi pment. W then
shoul d be able to boost it up to twelve or fifteen per cent where it bel ongs."
He opened his eyes. "Unless ny Lord wi shes to adopt Harkonnen net hods."



"We're working for a solid and pernanent planetary base," the Duke said. "W
have to keep a | arge percentage of the people happy--especially the Frenmen."

"Most especially the Fremen," Hawat agreed.

"Qur supremacy on Cal adan," the Duke said, "depended on sea and air power.
Here, we must devel op sonething | choose to call desert power. This may include
air power, but it's possible it may not. | call your attention to the I ack of
"thopter shields." He shook his head. "The Harkonnens relied on turnover from
of f planet for sone of their key personnel. We don't dare. Each new | ot would
have its quota of provocateurs.”

"Then we'll have to be content with far less profit and a reduced harvest,"
Hawat said. "Qur output the first two seasons should be down a third fromthe
Har konnen average. "

"There it is," the Duke said, "exactly as we expected. We'll have to nove
fast with the Frenen. 1'd like five full battalions of Frenen troops before the
first CHOAM audit."

"That's not much tinme, Sire," Hawat said.

"We don't have nuch tinme, as you well know. They'll be here w th Sardaukar
di sgui sed as Harkonnens at the first opportunity. How many do you think they'l
ship in, Thufir?"

"Four or five battalions all told, Sire. No nore. Quild troop-transport
costs being what they are.™

"Then five battalions of Frenen plus our own forces ought to do it. Let us
have a few captive Sardaukar to parade in front of the Landsraad Council and
matters will be much different--profits or no profits.”

"We'll do our best, Sire."

Paul | ooked at his father, back to Hawat, suddenly conscious of the Mentat's
great age, aware that the old nan had served three generations of Atreides.
Aged. It showed in the rheunmy shine of the brown eyes, in the cheeks cracked and
burned by exotic weathers, in the rounded curve of the shoulders and the thin
set of his lips with the cranberry-colored stain of sapho juice.

So much depends on one aged nan, Paul thought.

"We're presently in a war of assassins," the Duke said, "but it has not
achieved full scale. Thufir, what's the condition of the Harkonnen machi ne
her e?"

"We've elimnated two hundred and fifty-nine of their key people, ny Lord.
No nore than three Harkonnen cells remmin--perhaps a hundred people in all."

"These Harkonnen creatures you elininated," the Duke said, "were they
propertied?"

"Mbst were well situated, my Lord--in the entrepreneur class.”

"I want you to forge certificates of allegiance over the signatures of each
of them" the Duke said. "File copies with the Judge of the Change. We'll take
the I egal position that they stayed under false allegiance. Confiscate their
property, take everything, turn out their famlies, strip them And nake sure
the Crown gets its ten per cent. It nmust be entirely legal."

Thufir smiled, revealing red-stained teeth beneath the carmne lips. "A nove
wort hy of your grandsire, ny Lord. It shames ne | didn't think of it first."

Hal | eck frowned across the table, surprised a deep scowl on Paul's face. The
others were sniling and noddi ng.

It's wong, Paul thought. This'll only make the others fight all the harder
They' ve nothing to gain by surrendering.

He knew t he actual no-hol ds-barred convention that ruled in kanly, but this
was the sort of nobve that could destroy themeven as it gave themvictory.

" 'l have been a stranger in a strange land,' " Halleck quoted.

Paul stared at him recognizing the quotation fromthe O C Bible
wonderi ng: Does Gurney, too, wish an end to devious plots?

The Duke gl anced at the darkness out the w ndows, |ooked back at Hall eck
"Qurney, how many of those sandworkers did you persuade to stay with us?"



"Two hundred eighty-six in all, Sire. |I think we should take them and
consi der ourselves lucky. They're all in useful categories.”

"No nore?" The Duke pursed his lips, then: "Well, pass the word along to--"

A di sturbance at the door interrupted him Duncan |Idaho cane through the
guard there, hurried down the length of the table and bent over the Duke's ear

Leto waved hi m back, said: "Speak out, Duncan. You can see this is strategy
staff."”

Paul studied |Idaho, marking the feline noverments, the sw ftness of reflex
t hat made him such a difficult weapons teacher to enmul ate. |daho's dark round
face turned toward Paul, the cave-sitter eyes giving no hint of recognition, but
Paul recogni zed the mask of serenity over excitement.

| daho | ooked down the | ength of the table, said: "W've taken a force of
Har konnen nercenaries disgui sed as Fremen. The Frenmen thensel ves sent us a
courier to warn of the false band. In the attack, however, we found the
Har konnens had wayl aid the Fremen courier--badly wounded him W were bringing
himhere for treatnent by our nmedics when he died. |I'd seen how badly off the
man was and stopped to do what | could. | surprised himin the attenpt to throw
somet hing away." |daho gl anced down at Leto. "A knife, mLord, a knife the |ike
of whi ch you've never seen.”

"Cryskni fe?" sonmeone asked

"No doubt of it," ldaho said. "MIky white and glowing with
own |ike." He reached into his tunic, brought out a sheath with
handl e protruding fromit.

"Keep that blade in its sheath!"

The voice came fromthe open door at the end of the room a vibrant and
penetrating voice that brought themall up, staring.

A tall, robed figure stood in the door, barred by the crossed swords of the
guard. A light tan robe conmpletely envel oped the man except for a gap in the
hood and bl ack veil that exposed eyes of total blue--no white in themat all

"Let himenter," I|daho whi spered.

"Pass that nman," the Duke said.

The guards hesitated, then |owered their swords.

The man swept into the room stood across fromthe Duke.

"This is Stilgar, chief of the sietch | visited, |eader of those who warned
us of the false band," Idaho said.

"Wl come, sir," Leto said. "And why shouldn't we unsheath this bl ade?"

Stilgar glanced at |daho, said: "You observed the custons of cleanliness and
honor anong us. | would pernit you to see the blade of the man you befriended."
Hi s gaze swept the others in the room "But | do not know these others. Wuld
you have them defile an honorabl e weapon?"

"I amthe Duke Leto," the Duke said. "Wuld you permt ne to see this
bl ade?"

"I"ll permit you to earn the right to unsheath it," Stilgar said, and, as a
mutter of protest sounded around the table, he raised a thin, darkly veined
hand. "I remnd you this is the blade of one who befriended you."

In the waiting silence, Paul studied the man, sensing the aura of power that
radiated fromhim He was a | eader--a Fremen | eader

A man near the center of the table across from Paul nuttered: "Wo's he to
tell us what rights we have on Arrakis?"

"It is said that the Duke Leto Atreides rules with the consent of the
governed," the Fremen said. "Thus | nust tell you the way it is with us: a
certain responsibility falls on those who have seen a crysknife." He passed a
dark gl ance across |daho. "They are ours. They may never |eave Arrakis w thout
our consent."

Hal | eck and several of the others started to rise, angry expressions on
their faces. Halleck said: "The Duke Leto determ nes whether--"

alight of its
a bl ack-ridged



"One nonent, please," Leto said, and the very mldness of his voice held
them This nust not get out of hand, he thought. He addressed hinself to the
Fremen: "Sir, | honor and respect the personal dignity of any nan who respects
my dignity. | amindeed indebted to you. And | always pay nmy debts. If it is
your customthat this knife remmin sheathed here, then it is so ordered--by ne.
And if there is any other way we may honor the nman who died in our service, you
have but to name it."

The Fremen stared at the Duke, then slowy pulled aside his veil, revealing
a thin nose and full-lipped nouth in a glistening black beard. Deliberately he
bent over the end of the table, spat on its polished surface.

As the men around the table started to surge to their feet, Idaho's voice
booned across the room "Hold!"

Into the sudden charged stillness, ldaho said: "W thank you, Stilgar, for
the gift of your body's noisture. W accept it in the spirit with which it is
given." And Idaho spat on the table in front of the Duke.

Aside to the Duke, he said; "Renember how precious water is here, Sire. That
was a token of respect.”

Leto sank back into his own chair, caught Paul's eye, a rueful grin on his
son's face, sensed the slow relaxation of tension around the table as
under st andi ng canme to his nen.

The Fremen | ooked at |daho, said: "You neasured well in ny sietch, Duncan
I daho. |Is there a bond on your allegiance to your Duke?"

"He's asking me to enlist with him Sire," |daho said.

"Wul d he accept a dual allegiance?" Leto asked.

"You wish me to go with him Sire?"

"I wish you to nake your own decision in the matter," Leto said, and he
could not keep the urgency out of his voice.

| daho studi ed the Frenen. "Wuld you have ne under these conditions,
Stilgar? There'd be tines when |'d have to return to serve ny Duke."

"You fight well and you did your best for our friend," Stilgar said. He
| ooked at Leto. "Let it be thus: the man I daho keeps the crysknife he holds as a
mark of his allegiance to us. He nmust be cleansed, of course, and the rites
observed, but this can be done. He will be Frenen and sol dier of the Atreides.
There is precedent for this: Liet serves two nmasters.”

"Duncan?" Leto asked.

"l understand, Sire," |daho said.

"It is agreed, then," Leto said.

"Your water is ours, Duncan ldaho." Stilgar said. "The body of our friend
remains with your Duke. His water is Atreides water. It is a bond between us."

Leto sighed, glanced at Hawat, catching the old Mentat's eye. Hawat nodded,
hi s expression pl eased.

"I will await below, " Stilgar said, "while Idaho nmakes farewell with his
friends. Turok was the nanme of our dead friend. Renmenber that when it cones tinme
to release his spirit. You are friends of Turok."

Stilgar started to turn away.

"WIl you not stay a while?" Leto asked.

The Frenmen turned back, whipping his veil into place with a casual gesture,
adj usting sonething beneath it. Paul glinpsed what |ooked like a thin tube
before the veil settled into place.

"I's there reason to stay?" the Frenen asked.

"W woul d honor you," the Duke said.

"Honor requires that | be el sewhere soon," the Fremen said. He shot another
gl ance at |daho, whirled, and strode out past the door guards.

"If the other Frenen match him we'll serve each other well,

| daho spoke in a dry voice: "He's a fair sanple, Sire."

"You understand what you're to do, Duncan?"

“I'"'myour anmbassador to the Frenen, Sire."

Let o sai d.



"Much depends on you, Duncan. W're going to need at least five battalions
of those peopl e before the Sardaukar descend on us."

"This is going to take sone doing, Sire. The Fremen are a pretty independent
bunch." Ildaho hesitated, then: "And, Sire, there's one other thing. One of the
nercenari es we knocked over was trying to get this blade fromour dead Frenen
friend. The mercenary says there's a Harkonnen reward of a mllion Solaris for
anyone who'll bring in a single crysknife."

Leto's chin came up in a nmovenent of obvious surprise. "Wy do they want one
of those bl ades so badl y?"

"The knife is ground froma sandwormis tooth; it's the mark of the Frenen,
Sire. Wth it, a blue-eyed man could penetrate any sietch in the |l and. They'd
qguestion ne unless | were known. | don't | ook Frenen. But "

"Piter de Vries," the Duke said.

"“A man of devilish cunning, ny Lord," Hawat said.

| daho slipped the sheathed knife beneath his tunic.

"Cuard that knife," the Duke said.

"I understand, mLord." He patted the transceiver on his belt kit. "I"]
report soon as possible. Thufir has ny call code. Use battle |anguage." He
sal uted, spun about, and hurried after the Fremen.

They heard his footsteps drunm ng down the corridor

A |l ook of understandi ng passed between Leto and Hawat. They sm | ed.

"We've nmuch to do, Sire," Halleck said.

"And | keep you fromyour work," Leto said.

"I have the report on the advance bases," Hawat said. "Shall | give it
anot her tine, Sire?"

"WIIl it take |ong?"

"Not for a briefing. It's said among the Fremen that there were nore than
two hundred of these advance bases built here on Arrakis during the Desert
Bot ani cal Testing Station period. Al supposedly have been abandoned, but there
are reports they were seal ed off before bei ng abandoned."

"Equi prrent in then?" the Duke asked.

"According to the reports | have from Duncan."

"Where are they | ocated?" Halleck asked.

"The answer to that question," Hawat said, "is invariably: 'Liet knows.'

"God knows," Leto nuttered.

"Perhaps not. Sire," Hawat said. "You heard this Stilgar use the nane. Could
he have been referring to a real person?"

"Serving two masters,"” Halleck said. "It sounds like a religious quotation."

"And you shoul d know, " the Duke said.

Hal | eck smi| ed.

"This Judge of the Change," Leto said, "the Inperial ecol ogist--Kynes .

Woul dn't he know where those bases are?"

"Sire," Hawat cautioned, "this Kynes is an Inperial servant."

"And he's a long way fromthe Enperor," Leto said. "I want those bases.
They'd be | oaded with naterials we could sal vage and use for repair of our
wor ki ng equi pnent . "

"Sire!" Hawat said. "Those bases are still legally Hs Majesty's fief."

"The weat her here's savage enough to destroy anything," the Duke said. "W
can always bl anme the weather. Get this Kynes and at |east find out if the bases
exist."

" '"Twere dangerous to comuandeer them" Hawat said. "Duncan was cl ear on one
thing: those bases or the idea of them hold sonme deep significance for the
Fremen. We might alienate the Frenen if we took those bases.™

Paul | ooked at the faces of the men around them saw the intensity of the
way they followed every word. They appeared deeply disturbed by his father's
attitude.

"Listen to him Father,'

Paul said in a | ow voice. "He speaks truth."



"Sire," Hawat said, "those bases could give us material to repair every
pi ece of equipnent |eft us, yet be beyond reach for strategic reasons. It'd be
rash to nove wi thout greater know edge. This Kynes has arbiter authority from
the Inmperium W nustn't forget that. And the Fremen defer to him"

"Do it gently, then," the Duke said. "I wish to know only if those bases
exist."

"As you will, Sire." Hawat sat back, |owered his eyes.

"Al'l right, then," the Duke said. "W know what we have ahead of us--work.
W' ve been trained for it. W' ve sonme experience in it. W know what the rewards
are and the alternatives are clear enough. You all have your assignnents."” He
| ooked at Hal |l eck. "Qurney, take care of that snuggler situation first."

" 'l shall go unto the rebellious that dwell in the dry land,' " Hall eck
i nt oned.

"Someday |'Il catch that nan without a quotation and he'll |ook undressed,"”
t he Duke said.

Chuckl es echoed around the table, but Paul heard the effort in

The Duke turned to Hawat. "Set up another command post for inte
conmuni cations on this floor, Thufir. Wen you have themready, |'l
you. "

Hawat arose, gl anced around the room as though seeki ng support. He turned
away, |led the procession out of the room The others nmoved hurriedly, scraping
their chairs on the floor, balling up in little knots of confusion

It ended up in confusion, Paul thought, staring at the backs of the last nen
to | eave. Al ways before, Staff had ended on an incisive air. This neeting had
just seenmed to trickle out, worn down by its own inadequacies, and with an
argunent to top it off.

For the first time, Paul allowed hinself to think about the real possibility
of defeat--not thinking about it out of fear or because of warnings such as that
of the old Reverend Mother, but facing up to it because of his own assessment of
the situation.

My father is desperate, he thought. Things aren't going well for us at all

And Hawat - - Paul recalled how the old Mentat had acted during the conference-
-subtl e hesitations, signs of unrest.

Hawat was deeply troubl ed by sonething.

"Best you renmain here the rest of the night, Son," the Duke said. "It'll be
dawn soon, anyway. |'Il informyour nother." He got to his feet, slowy,
stiffly. "Wiy don't you pull a few of these chairs together and stretch out on
them for sone rest."

"I"'mnot very tired, sir.

"As you will."

The Duke fol ded his hands behind him began pacing up and down the | ength of
the table.

Li ke a caged ani mal, Paul thought.

"Are you going to discuss the traitor possibility with Hawat?" Paul asked.

The Duke stopped across fromhis son, spoke to the dark w ndows. "W've
di scussed the possibility many tines."

"The ol d wonan seened so sure of herself,
Mot her - - "

"Precautions have been taken," the Duke said. He | ooked around the room and
Paul narked the hunted wildness in his father's eyes. "Renmain here. There are
sone things about the command posts | want to discuss with Thufir." He turned,
strode out of the room nodding shortly to the door guards.

Paul stared at the place where his father had stood. The space had been
enpty even before the Duke left the room And he recalled the old woman's
warning: " . . . for the father, nothing."

i gence and

t hem
I
| want to see

Paul said. "And the nessage



On that first day when Miuad' Dib rode through the streets of Arrakeen with his
fam |y, some of the people along the way recalled the | egends and the prophecy
and they ventured to shout: "Mahdi!" But their shout was nore a question than a
statenment, for as yet they could only hope he was the one foretold as the Lisan
al-Gaib, the Voice fromthe Quter Wrld. Their attention was focused, too, on

t he not her, because they had heard she was a Bene Gesserit and it was obvious to
them that she was like the other Lisan al-Gaib

-from "Manual of Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irul an

The Duke found Thufir Hawat alone in the corner roomto which a guard
directed him There was the sound of men setting up conmuni cations equi pnent in
an adjoining room but this place was fairly quiet. The Duke gl anced around as
Hawat arose froma paper-cluttered table. It was a green-walled enclosure wth,
in addition to the table, three suspensor chairs fromwhich the Harkonnen "H'
had been hastily renoved, |eaving an inperfect color patch

"The chairs are liberated but quite safe," Hawat said. "Where is Paul
Sire?"

"I left himin the conference room |'mhoping he'll get sone rest wi thout
nme there to distract him"

Hawat nodded, crossed to the door to the adjoining room closed it, shutting
of f the noise of static and el ectroni c sparKking.

"Thufir," Leto said, "the Inperial and Harkonnen stockpiles of spice attract
nmy attention."”

"M Lord?"
The Duke pursed his |lips. "Storehouses are susceptible to destruction.” He
rai sed a hand as Hawat started to speak. "lgnore the Enperor's hoard. He'd

secretly enjoy it if the Harkonnens were enmbarrassed. And can the Baron object
if sonething is destroyed which he cannot openly admit that he has?"

Hawat shook his head. "W've few nen to spare. Sire."

"Use sone of |daho's nen. And perhaps sone of the Frenmen would enjoy a trip
off planet. Araid on Gedi Prime--there are tactical advantages to such a
di version, Thufir."

"As you say, my Lord." Hawat turned away, and the Duke saw evi dence of
nervousness in the old nman, thought: Perhaps he suspects | distrust him He nust
know |'ve private reports of traitors. Wl l--best quiet his fears i mediately.

"Thufir," he said, "since you're one of the few | can trust conpletely,
there's another matter bears discussion. W both know how constant a watch we
must keep to prevent traitors frominfiltrating our forces . . . but | have two
new reports."

Hawat turned, stared at him

And Leto repeated the stories Paul had brought.

I nstead of bringing on the intense Mentat concentration, the reports only
i ncreased Hawat's agitation.

Leto studied the old man and, presently, said: "You' ve been hol di ng
sonet hing back, old friend. | should ve suspected when you were so nervous
during Staff. What is it that was too hot to dunp in front of the ful
conf erence?"

Hawat's sapho-stained lips were pulled into a prim straight line with tiny
wrinkles radiating into them They maintained their winkled stiffness as he
said: "My Lord, | don't quite know how to broach this."

"We've suffered many a scar for each other, Thufir," the Duke said. "You
know you can broach any subject with nme."

Hawat continued to stare at him thinking: This is how !l |ike himbest. This
is the man of honor who deserves every bit of ny loyalty and service. Wy nust |
hurt hin?

"Wl |l ?" Leto denmanded.



Hawat shrugged. "It's a scrap of a note. W took it from a Harkonnen
courier. The note was intended for an agent naned Pardee. W' ve good reason to
bel i eve Pardee was top nman in the Harkonnen underground here. The note--it's a
thing that could have great consequence or no consequence. It's susceptible to
various interpretations.”

“"What's the delicate content of this note?"

"Scrap of a note, my Lord. Inconmplete. It was on ninimc filmwth the usua
destruction capsul e attached. W stopped the acid action just short of ful
erasure, leaving only a fragnent. The fragment, however, is extrenely
suggestive."

"Yes?"

Hawat rubbed at his lips. "It says: ' . . . eto will never suspect, and when
the blow falls on himfroma bel oved hand, its source al one should be enough to
destroy him' The note was under the Baron's own seal and |'ve authenticated the
seal . "

"Your suspicion is obvious," the Duke said and his voice was suddenly cold.

"I'"d sooner cut off ny arns than hurt you," Hawat said. "My Lord, what if

"The Lady Jessica," Leto said, and he felt anger consunming him "Couldn't
you wing the facts out of this Pardee?"

"Unfortunately, Pardee no | onger was anbng the |living when we intercepted
the courier. The courier, I'mcertain, did not know what he carried."

"I see."

Let o shook his head, thinking: Wat a sliny piece of business. There can't
be anything init. | know ny wonan.

"My Lord, if--"

"No!" the Duke barked. "There's a mistake here that--"

"W cannot ignore it, ny Lord."

"She's been with ne for sixteen years! There've been countless opportunities
for--You yourself investigated the school and the woman!"

Hawat spoke bitterly: "Things have been known to escape ne."

"It's inpossible, | tell you! The Harkonnens want to destroy the Atreides
i ne--meaning Paul, too. They've already tried once. Could a woman conspire
agai nst her own son?"

"Per haps she doesn't conspire against her son. And yesterday's attenpt
coul d' ve been a clever sham"

“I't couldn't have been a sham"

"Sire, she isn't supposed to know her parentage, but what if she does know?
VWat if she were an orphan, say, orphaned by an Atreides?"

"She'd have noved | ong before now. Poison in my drink . . . a stiletto at
ni ght. Who has had better opportunity?"

"The Har konnens nean to destroy you, nmy Lord. Their intent is not just to
kill. There's a range of fine distinctions in kanly. This could be a work of art
anong vendettas."

The Duke's shoul ders slunped. He closed his eyes, looking old and tired. It
cannot be, he thought. The worman has opened her heart to ne.

"What better way to destroy ne than to sow suspicion of the wonan | | ove?"
he asked.

"An interpretation |'ve considered,” Hawat said. "Stil

The Duke opened his eyes, stared at Hawat, thinking: Let him be suspicious.
Suspicion is his trade, not nine. Perhaps if | appear to believe this, that wll
make anot her man carel ess.

"What do you suggest?" the Duke whi spered.

"For now, constant surveillance, ny Lord. She should be watched at al
times. | will see it's done unobtrusively. Idaho would be the ideal choice for
the job. Perhaps in a week or so we can bring himback. There's a young nman



we' ve been training in Idaho's troop who might be ideal to send to the Frenen as
a replacenent. He's gifted in diplonacy."

"Don't jeopardize our foothold with the Frenen."

"Of course not, Sire."

"And what about Paul ?"

"Perhaps we could alert Dr. Yueh."

Leto turned his back on Hawat. "I leave it in your hands."

"I shall use discretion, ny Lord."

At least | can count on that, Leto thought. And he said: "I will take a
wal k. If you need ne, I'll be within the perineter. The guard can--"

"My Lord, before you go, I've a filntlip you should read. It's a first-
approxi nati on analysis on the Frenen religion. You'll recall you asked nme to
report on it."

The Duke paused, spoke wi thout turning. "WIIl it not wait?"

"OfF course, ny Lord. You asked what they were shouting, though. It was
"Mahdi!' They directed the termat the young master. \Wen they--"

"At Paul ?"

"Yes, nmy Lord. They've a |egend here, a prophecy, that a |l eader will come to
them child of a Bene Gesserit, to lead themto true freedom It follows the
fam liar nessiah pattern.”

"They think Paul is this . . . this . . . "

"They only hope, ny Lord." Hawat extended a filntlip capsule.

The Duke accepted it, thrust it into a pocket. "I'll look at it later."
"Certainly, ny Lord."

"Right now, | need tinme to . . . think."

"Yes, ny Lord."

The Duke took a deep sighing breath, strode out the door. He turned to his
right down the hall, began wal ki ng, hands behi nd his back, paying little
attention to where he was. There were corridors and stairs and bal coni es and
halls . . . people who saluted and stood aside for him

In tinme he cane back to the conference room found it dark and Paul asleep
on the table with a guard's robe thrown over himand a ditty pack for a pillow.
The Duke wal ked softly down the |l ength of the roomand onto the bal cony
overl ooking the landing field. A guard at the corner of the bal cony, recognizing
the Duke by the dimreflection of lights fromthe field, snapped to attention

"At ease," the Duke nurmured. He | eaned against the cold nmetal of the
bal cony rail

A predawn hush had cone over the desert basin. He | ooked up. Straight
overhead, the stars were a sequin shaw flung over blue-black. Low on the
sout hern horizon, the night's second noon peered through a thin dust haze--an
unbel i eving moon that | ooked at himwith a cynical |ight.

As t he Duke wat ched, the noon di pped beneath the Shield Wall cliffs,
frosting them and in the sudden intensity of darkness, he experienced a chill
He shi ver ed.

Anger shot through him

The Har konnens have hi ndered and hounded and hunted nme for the last tine, he
t hought. They are dung heaps with village provost mnds! Here | nmake ny stand!
And he thought with a touch of sadness: | nust rule with eye and claw-as the
hawk among | esser birds. Unconsciously, his hand brushed the hawk enblem on his
tunic.

To the east, the night grew a faggot of |um nous gray, then seashel
opal escence that dimed the stars. There cane the long, bell-tolling novenent of
dawn striking across a broken horizon.

It was a scene of such beauty it caught all his attention

Sone things beggar |ikeness, he thought.

He had never inmgi ned anything here could be as beautiful as that shattered
red horizon and the purple and ochre cliffs. Beyond the landing field where the



night's faint dew had touched life into the hurried seeds of Arrakis, he saw
great puddles of red bloons and, running through them an articulate tread of
violet . . . like giant footsteps.

"I't's a beautiful nmorning. Sire,

"Yes, it is."

The Duke nodded, thinking: Perhaps this planet could grow on one. Perhaps it
could become a good hone for ny son.

Then he saw the human figures noving into the flower fields, sweeping them
with strange scythe-like devices--dew gatherers. Water so precious, here that
even the dew nust be coll ected.

And it could be a hideous place, the Duke thought.

t he guard sai d.

"There is probably no nore terrible instant of enlightennent than the one in
whi ch you discover your father is a man--with human fl esh. ™
-from"Col |l ected Sayi ngs of Miuad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

The Duke said: "Paul, 1'mdoing a hateful thing, but |I must." He stood
besi de the portabl e poi son snooper that had been brought into the conference
room for their breakfast. The thing's sensor arns hung linply over the table,
rem ndi ng Paul of sone weird insect newly dead.

The Duke's attention was directed out the wi ndows at the landing field and
its roiling of dust against the morning sky.

Paul had a viewer in front of himcontaining a short filntlip on Frenmen
religious practices. The clip had been conpiled by one of Hawat's experts and
Paul found hinself disturbed by the references to hinself.

"Mahdi ! "

"Li san al -Gai b!'"

He could close his eyes and recall the shouts of the crowds. So that is what
t hey hope, he thought. And he renenbered what the ol d Reverend Mther had said:
Kwi sat z Haderach. The nmenories touched his feelings of terrible purpose, shading
this strange world with sensations of famliarity that he could not understand.

"A hateful thing," the Duke said.

"What do you nean, sir?"

Leto turned, |ooked down at his son. "Because the Harkonnens think to trick
me by nmeking ne distrust your nother. They don't know that |'d sooner distrust
nysel f."

"I don't understand, sir."

Agai n, Leto |ooked out the wi ndows. The white sun was well up into its
norni ng quadrant. M I Kky |ight picked out a boiling of dust clouds that spilled
over into the blind canyons interfingering the Shield Wall

Slowy, speaking in a slow voice to contain his anger, the Duke explained to
Paul about the nysterious note.

"You might just as well mstrust ne," Paul said.

"They have to think they've succeeded," the Duke said. "They nust think ne
this much of a fool. It nust |ook real. Even your nother may not know the sham"

"But, sirl! Why?"

"Your nother's response must not be an act. Oh, she's capable of a suprene
act . . . but too much rides on this. |I hope to snoke out a traitor. It nust
seemthat |'ve been conpletely cozened. She nmust be hurt this way that she does
not suffer greater hurt."”

"Way do you tell ne, Father? Maybe I'Il give it away."

"They'll not watch you in this thing," the Duke said. "You'll keep the
secret. You must." He wal ked to the wi ndows, spoke without turning. "This way,

i f anything shoul d happen to nme, you can tell her the truth--that | never
doubted her, not for the snmallest instant. | should want her to know this."



Paul recogni zed the death thoughts in his father's words, spoke quickly:
"Not hi ng"'s going to happen to you, sir. The--"

"Be silent, Son."

Paul stared at his father's back, seeing the fatigue in the angle of the
neck, in the line of the shoulders, in the slow novenents.

"You're just tired, Father."

"I amtired," the Duke agreed. "I'mnorally tired. The nel ancholy
degeneration of the Great Houses has afflicted me at |ast, perhaps. And we were
such strong people once."

Paul spoke in quick anger: "Qur House hasn't degenerated!"

"Hasn't it?"
The Duke turned, faced his son, revealing dark circles beneath hard eyes, a
cynical twi st of nouth. "I should wed your nother, nake her my Duchess. Yet

nmy unwedded state gives sone Houses hope they may yet aIIy wi th ne through
their marriageabl e daughters." He shrugged "So, |

"Mt her has explained this to ne.

"Nothing wins nore loyalty for a | eader than an air of bravura,"” the Duke
said. "I, therefore, cultivate an air of bravura."

"You |l ead well," Paul protested. "You govern well. Men follow you willingly
and | ove you."

"My propaganda corps is one of the finest," the Duke said. Again, he turned
to stare out at the basin. "There's greater possibility for us here on Arrakis
than the Inperiumcould ever suspect. Yet sometines | think it'd have been
better if we'd run for it, gone renegade. Sonetimes | wi sh we could sink back
into anonymty anong the people, beconme | ess exposed to . "

“Fat her!"

"Yes, | amtired," the Duke said. "Did you know we're using spice residue as
raw material and al ready have our own factory to manufacture fil mbase?"

n SI r ?II

"W mustn't run short of filnbase," the Duke said. "Else, how could we flood
village and city with our information? The people nust |earn how well | govern
them How would they know if we didn't tell thenf"

"You should get some rest," Paul said.

Agai n, the Duke faced his son. "Arrakis has another advantage | al nost
forgot to nention. Spice is in everything here. You breathe it and eat it in
al nost everything. And | find that this inparts a certain natural inmunity to
sone of the npbst common poi sons of the Assassins' Handbook. And the need to
wat ch every drop of water puts all food production--yeast culture, hydroponics,
chemavit, everything--under the strictest surveillance. W cannot kill off |arge
segnents of our population w th poison--and we cannot be attacked this way,
either. Arrakis makes us noral and ethical."

Paul started to speak, but the Duke cut himoff, saying: "I have to have
someone | can say these things to, Son." He sighed, glanced back at the dry
| andscape where even the flowers were gone now-tranpled by the dew gatherers,
wi lted under the early sun

"On Cal adan, we ruled with sea and air power," the Duke said. "Here, we nust
scrabble for desert power. This is your inheritance, Paul. Wat is to becone of
you i f anything happens to nme? You'll not be a renegade House, but a guerrilla
House--runni ng, hunted.”

Paul groped for words, could find nothing to say. He had never seen his
father this despondent.

"To hold Arrakis," the Duke said, "one is faced with deci sions that nmay cost
one his self-respect." He pointed out the windowto the Atrei des green and bl ack
banner hanging linmply froma staff at the edge of the landing field. "That
honor abl e banner could cone to nean nany evil things."

Paul swallowed in a dry throat. His father's words carried futility, a sense
of fatalismthat left the boy with an enpty feeling in his chest.



The Duke took an antifatigue tablet froma pocket, gulped it dry. "Power and
fear," he said. "The tools of statecraft. | nust order new enphasis on guerrilla
training for you. That filnclip there--they call you 'Mahdi'--'Lisan al-Gib'--
as a last resort, you mght capitalize on that."

Paul stared at his father, watching the shoul ders strai ghten as the tabl et
did its work, but renenbering the words of fear and doubt.

"What's keeping that ecol ogi st?" the Duke muttered. "I told Thufir to have
himhere early."

My father, the Padi shah Enperor, took nme by the hand one day and | sensed in the
ways ny nother had taught ne that he was disturbed. He | ed me down the Hall of
Portraits to the ego-Ilikeness of the Duke Leto Atreides. | marked the strong
resenbl ance between them-ny father and this man in the portrait--both with
thin, elegant faces and sharp features dom nated by cold eyes. "Princess-
daughter,"” my father said, "I would that you'd been ol der when it cane tinme for
this man to choose a woman." My father was 71 at the time and | ooking no ol der
than the man in the portrait, and | was but 14, yet | renenber deducing in that
instant that ny father secretly w shed the Duke had been his son, and disliked
the political necessities that made them enem es.

-"In My Father's House" by the Princess Irulan

His first encounter with the people he had been ordered to betray left Dr.
Kynes shaken. He prided hinself on being a scientist to whom | egends were nerely
interesting clues, pointing toward cultural roots. Yet the boy fitted the
anci ent prophecy so precisely. He had "the questing eyes," and the air of
"reserved candor."

O course, the prophecy left certain latitude as to whether the Mt her
CGoddess would bring the Messiah with her or produce H mon the scene. Still,
there was this odd correspondence between prediction and persons.

They met in mdnorning outside the Arrakeen landing field' s administration
bui | di ng. An unnmarked ornithopter squatted nearby, humm ng softly on standby
like a somol ent insect. An Atreides guard stood beside it with bared sword and
the faint air-distortion of a shield around him

Kynes sneered at the shield pattern, thinking: Arrakis has a surprise for
t hem t here!

The pl anetol ogi st rai sed a hand, signaled for his Frenen guard to fall back
He strode on ahead toward the building's entrance--the dark hole in plastic-
coated rock. So exposed, that nonolithic building, he thought. So much |ess
suitabl e than a cave

Moverrent within the entrance caught his attention. He stopped, taking the
nmonent to adjust his robe and the set of his stillsuit at the left shoul der

The entrance doors swung w de. Atreides guards energed swiftly, all of them
heavi |l y arned--sl ow pellet stunners, swords and shields. Behind themcane a tal
man, hawk-faced, dark of skin and hair. He wore a jubba cloak with Atreides
crest at the breast, and wore it in a way that betrayed his unfamliarity with
the garment. It clung to the legs of his stillsuit on one side. It |acked a
free-swi nging, striding rhythm

Besi de the man wal ked a youth with the sane dark hair, but rounder in the
face. The youth seened small for the fifteen years Kynes knew hi mto have. But
t he young body carried a sense of command, a poi sed assurance, as though he saw
and knew things all around himthat were not visible to others. And he wore the
same style cloak as his father, yet with casual ease that made one think the boy
had al ways worn such cl ot hing.

"The Mahdi will be aware of things others cannot see," went the prophecy.

Kynes shook his head, telling hinself: They're just people.



Wth the two, garbed |like themfor the desert, came a nman Kynes recogni zed- -

Gurney Hall eck. Kynes took a deep breath to still his resentnent against
Hal | eck, who had briefed himon how to behave with the Duke and ducal heir
"You may call the Duke 'my Lord ' or 'Sire.' 'Noble Born' also is correct,

but usually reserved for nmore formal occasions. The son nmay be addressed as
"young Master' or 'nmy Lord.' The Duke is a man of nmuch | eniency, but brooks
little famliarity.'

And Kynes thought as he watched the group approach: They'll |earn soon
enough who's master on Arrakis. Order ne questioned half the night by that
Mentat, will they? Expect ne to guide themon an inspection of spice mning, do
t hey?

The inmport of Hawat's questions had not escaped Kynes. They wanted the
| mperial bases. And it was obvious they' d | earned of the bases from I daho.

I will have Stilgar send |Idaho's head to this Duke, Kynes told hinself.

The ducal party was only a few paces away now, their feet in desert boots
crunchi ng the sand.

Kynes bowed. "My Lord, Duke."

As he had approached the solitary figure standing near the ornithopter, Leto
had studied him tall, thin, dressed for the desert in |oose robe, stillsuit,
and | ow boots. The man's hood was thrown back, its veil hanging to one side,
reveal ing long sandy hair, a sparse beard. The eyes were that fathom ess bl ue-
wi t hi n-bl ue under thick brows. Remains of dark stains snudged his eye sockets.

"You're the ecologist,” the Duke said.

"We prefer the old title here, my Lord," Kynes said. "Planetol ogist."

"As you w sh," the Duke said. He glanced down at Paul. "Son, this is the
Judge of the Change, the arbiter of dispute, the nman set here to see that the
forns are obeyed in our assunption of power over this fief." He glanced at
Kynes. "And this is ny son."

"My Lord," Kynes said.

"Are you a Frenmen?" Paul asked.

Kynes smiled. "I amaccepted in both sietch and village, young Master. But |
amin His Majesty's service, the Inperial Planetologist."

Paul nodded, inpressed by the man's air of strength. Halleck had pointed
Kynes out to Paul from an upper w ndow of the admnistration building: "The man
standing there with the Frenen escort--the one noving now toward the
orni thopter."

Paul had inspected Kynes briefly with binoculars, noting the prim straight
nmout h, the high forehead. Hall eck had spoken in Paul's ear: "Qdd sort of fellow
Has a precise way of speaking--clipped off, no fuzzy edges--razor-apt."”

And the Duke, behind them had said: "Scientist type."

Now, only a few feet fromthe man, Paul sensed the power in Kynes, the
i npact of personality, as though he were blood royal, born to comand.

"I understand we have you to thank for our stillsuits and these cloaks," the
Duke sai d.

"I hope they fit well, ny Lord," Kynes said. "They're of Fremen nake and as
near as possi ble the dinensions given ne by your nan Hall eck here."

"I was concerned that you said you couldn't take us into the desert unless
we wore these garments,” the Duke said. "W can carry plenty of water. W don't
intend to be out long and we'll have air cover--the escort you see overhead
right now It isn't likely we'd be forced down."

Kynes stared at him seeing the water-fat flesh. He spoke coldly: "You never
talk of likelihoods on Arrakis. You speak only of possibilities."

Hal | eck stiffened. "The Duke is to be addressed as ny Lord or Sire!"

Leto gave Halleck their private handsignal to desist, said: "Qur ways are
new here, Gurney. W nust nake all owances."

"As you wish, Sire."



"We are indebted to you, Dr. Kynes," Leto said. "These suits and the
consi deration for our welfare will be remenbered."

On inpulse, Paul called to mind a quotation fromthe O.C. Bible, said
"The gift is the blessing of the river."' "

The words rang out overloud in the still air. The Frenen escort Kynes had
left in the shade of the administration building | eaped up fromtheir squatting
repose, muttering in open agitation. One cried out: "Lisan al-Gaib!"

Kynes whirled, gave a curt, chopping signal with a hand, waved the guard
away. They fell back, grunbling anong thenselves, trailed away around the
bui | di ng.

"Most interesting," Leto said.

Kynes passed a hard glare over the Duke and Paul, said: "Mst of the desert
natives here are a superstitious lot. Pay no attention to them They mean no
harm " But he thought of the words of the I egend: "They will greet you with Holy
Words and your gifts will be a blessing."

Leto's assessnent of Kynes--based partly on Hawat's brief verbal report
(guarded and full of suspicions)--suddenly crystallized: the man was Frenen.
Kynes had come with a Fremen escort, which could nean sinply that the Frenen
were testing their new freedomto enter urban areas--but it had seemed an honor
guard. And by his manner, Kynes was a proud man, accustoned to freedom his
tongue and his manner guarded only by his own suspicions. Paul's question had
been direct and pertinent.

Kynes had gone nati ve.

"Shoul dn't we be going, Sire?" Halleck asked.

The Duke nodded. "I'Il fly ny own 'thopter. Kynes can sit up front with ne
to direct ne. You and Paul take the rear seats."

"One nonent, please," Kynes said. "Wth your permission, Sire, | must check
the security of your suits.”

The Duke started to speak, but Kynes pressed on: "I have concern for ny own
flesh as well as yours . . . ny Lord. I'mwell aware of whose throat woul d be

slit should harm befall you two while you're in ny care.”

The Duke frowned, thinking: How delicate this nonent! If | refuse, it may
offend him And this could be a man whose value to ne is beyond neasure. Yet
. tolet himinside nmy shield, touching nmy person when | know so little about
hi n?

The thoughts flicked through his mnd with decision hard on their heels.
"We're in your hands," the Duke said. He stepped forward, opening his robe, saw
Hal | eck cone up on the balls of his feet, poised and alert, but remaining where
he was. "And, if you'd be so kind," the Duke said, "I'd appreciate an
expl anation of the suit fromone who lives so intimately with it."

"Certainly," Kynes said. He felt up under the robe for the shoul der seals,
speaki ng as he examined the suit. "It's basically a mcro-sandw ch--a high-
efficiency filter and heat-exchange system" He adjusted the shoul der seals.
"The skin-contact |ayer's porous. Perspiration passes through it, having cool ed
the body . . . near-nornal evaporation process. The next two |ayers . "
Kynes tightened the chest fit. " i ncl ude heat exchange filanents and salt
precipitators. Salt's reclained."

The Duke lifted his arns at a gesture, said: "Mst interesting.”

"Breathe deeply," Kynes said.

The Duke obeyed.

Kynes studied the underarm seals, adjusted one. "Mtions of the body,
especially breathing," he said, "and sonme osnotic action provide the punping
force." He | oosened the chest fit slightly. "Reclained water circulates to
cat chpockets from which you draw it through this tube in the clip at your neck."

The Duke twi sted his chin in and down to | ook at the end of the tube.
"Efficient and convenient," he said. "Good engineering."



Kynes knelt, exam ned the leg seals. "Urine and feces are processed in the
t hi gh pads," he said, and stood up, felt the neck fitting, lifted a sectioned
flap there. "In the open desert, you wear this filter across your face, this
tube in the nostrils with these plugs to insure a tight fit. Breathe in through
the nouth filter, out through the nose tube. Wth a Fremen suit in good working
order, you won't lose nore than a thinbleful of noisture a day--even if you're
caught in the Great Erg."

"A thinmbleful a day," the Duke said.

Kynes pressed a finger against the suit's forehead pad, said: "This may rub
alittle. It if irritates you, please tell ne. | could slit-patch it a bit
tighter."

"My thanks," the Duke said. He noved his shoulders in the suit as Kynes
st epped back, realizing that it did feel better now-tighter and |ess

irritating.
Kynes turned to Paul. "Now, let's have a | ook at you, lad."
A good man but he'll have to learn to address us properly, the Duke thought.

Paul stood passively as Kynes inspected the suit. It had been an odd
sensation putting on the crinkling, slick-surfaced garment. In his
f oreconsci ousness had been the absol ute knowl edge that he had never before worn
a stillsuit. Yet, each notion of adjusting the adhesion tabs under Gurney's
i nexpert gui dance had seenmed natural, instinctive. Wien he had tightened the
chest to gain maxi mum punpi ng action fromthe notion of breathing, he had known
what he did and why. Wen he had fitted the neck and forehead tabs tightly, he
had known it was to prevent friction blisters.

Kynes straightened, stepped back with a puzzled expression. "You' ve worn a
stillsuit before?" he asked.

"This is the first tinme."

"Then someone adjusted it for you?"

"No. "

"Your desert boots are fitted slip-fashion at the ankles. Wo told you to do
t hat ?"

"I't . . . seened the right way."

"That it npbst certainly is.”

And Kynes rubbed his cheek, thinking of the |egend: "He shall know your ways
as though born to them™

"W waste tine," the Duke said. He gestured to the waiting 'thopter, led the
way, accepting the guard's salute with a nod. He clinbed in, fastened his safety
harness, checked controls and instrunents. The craft creaked as the others
cl anmber ed aboard.

Kynes fastened his harness, focused on the padded confort of the aircraft--
soft luxury of gray-green upholstery, gleam ng instrunents, the sensation of
filtered and washed air in his lungs as doors slamed and vent fans whirred
alive.

So soft! he thought.

"All secure, Sire," Halleck said.

Leto fed power to the wings, felt themcup and di p--once, twi ce. They were
airborne in ten neters, wings feathered tightly and afterjets thrusting them
upward in a steep, hissing clinb.

"Sout heast over the Shield Wall," Kynes said. "That's where | told your
sandnmaster to concentrate his equi pnent."
"Right."

The Duke banked into his air cover, the other craft taking up their guard
positions as they headed sout heast.

"The design and manufacture of these stillsuits bespeaks a high degree of
sophi stication," the Duke said.

"Sonmeday | may show you a sietch factory," Kynes said.



"I would find that interesting,"” the Duke said. "I note that suits are
manuf actured al so in sone of the garrison cities.”

"Inferior copies," Kynes said. "Any Dune man who values his skin wears a
Fremen suit."

"And it'll hold your water loss to a thinbleful a day?"

"Properly suited, your forehead cap tight, all seals in order, your nmjor
water loss is through the pal ns of your hands," Kynes said. "You can wear suit
gloves if you're not using your hands for critical work, but nost Fremen in the
open desert rub their hands with juice fromthe | eaves of the creosote bush. It
i nhibits perspiration.”

The Duke gl anced down to the left at the broken | andscape of the Shield
Wal | --chasnms of tortured rock, patches of yellow brown crossed by black |ines of
fault shattering. It was as though soneone had dropped this ground from space
and left it where it smashed.

They crossed a shallow basin with the clear outline of gray sand spreading
across it froma canyon opening to the south. The sand fingers ran out into the
basin--a dry delta outlined agai nst darker rock

Kynes sat back, thinking about the water-fat flesh he had felt beneath the
stillsuits. They wore shield belts over their robes, slow pellet stunners at the
wai st, coin-sized enmergency transmtters on cords around their necks. Both the
Duke and his son carried knives in wist sheathes and the sheathes appeared wel
worn. The peopl e struck Kynes as a strange conbi nati on of softness and arned
strength. There was a poise to themtotally unlike the Harkonnens.

"When you report to the Enperor on the change of governnment here, will you
say we observed the rules?" Leto asked. He glanced at Kynes, back to their
cour se.

"The Harkonnens left; you cane," Kynes said.

"And is everything as it should be?" Leto asked.

Monentary tension showed in the tightening of a rmuscle along Kynes' jaw. "As
Pl anet ol ogi st and Judge of the Change, | ama direct subject of the Inperium.

ny Lord."

The Duke smiled grimy. "But we both know the realities."

"I remind you that His Majesty supports ny work."

"I ndeed? And what is your work?"

In the brief silence, Paul thought: He's pushing this Kynes too hard. Pau
gl anced at Halleck, but the nminstrel-warrior was staring out at the barren
| andscape.

Kynes spoke stiffly: "You, of course, refer to ny duties as planetol ogist."

"Of course."

"It is nostly dry |and biology and botany . . . some geol ogical work--core
drilling and testing. You never really exhaust the possibilities of an entire
pl anet."

"Do you al so investigate the spice?"

Kynes turned, and Paul noted the hard line of the man's cheek. "A curious
question, ny Lord."

"Bear in mnd, Kynes, that this is nowny fief. My nethods differ fromthose
of the Harkonnens. | don't care if you study the spice as long as | share what
you di scover." He glanced at the planetol ogist. "The Harkonnens di scouraged
i nvestigation of the spice, didn't they?"

Kynes stared back wi thout answering.

"You may speak plainly," the Duke said, "without fear for your skin."

"The Inperial Court is, indeed, a long way off," Kynes nuttered. And he
t hought: What does this water-soft invader expect? Does he think me fool enough
to enlist with hin®

The Duke chuckl ed, keeping his attention on their course. "I detect a sour
note in your voice, sir. W ve waded in here with our nob of tame killers, eh?



And we expect you to realize inmmediately that we're different fromthe
Har konnens?"

"I'"ve seen the propaganda you' ve flooded into sietch and village," Kynes
said. " 'Love the good Duke!' Your corps of--"

"Here now " Hal | eck barked. He snapped his attention away fromthe w ndow,
| eaned forward.

Paul put a hand on Halleck's arm

"Qurney!" the Duke said. He glanced back. "This man's been | ong under the
Har konnens. "

Hal | eck sat back. "Ayah."

"Your man Hawat's subtle," Kynes said, "but his object's plain enough.™

"WIIl you open those bases to us, then?" the Duke asked.

Kynes spoke curtly: "They're H s Mjesty's property."

"They're not being used."

"They coul d be used.™

"Does His Majesty concur?"

Kynes darted a hard stare at the Duke. "Arrakis could be an Eden if its
rulers would [ ook up from grubbing for spicel™

He didn't answer nmy question, the Duke thought. And he said: "Howis a
pl anet to becone an Eden without nopney?"

"What is noney," Kynes asked, "if it won't buy the services you need?"

Ah, now the Duke thought. And he said: "We'Ill discuss this another tine.

Ri ght now, | believe we're comng to the edge of the Shield Wll. Do | hold the
same course?"

"The sane course," Kynes nuttered.

Paul | ooked out his wi ndow. Beneath them the broken ground began to drop
away in tunbled creases toward a barren rock plain and a knife-edged shelf.
Beyond the shelf, fingernail crescents of dunes marched toward the horizon with
here and there in the distance a dull snudge, a darker blotch to tell of
sonet hing not sand. Rock outcroppings, perhaps. In the heat-addled air, Pau
couldn't be sure.

"Are there any plants down there?" Paul asked.

"Some," Kynes said. "This latitude's life-zone has nostly what we call mnor
wat er steal ers--adapted to raiding each other for noisture, gobbling up the
trace-dew. Sonme parts of the desert teemwith |life. But all of it has |earned
how to survive under these rigors. |If you get caught down there, you imtate
that life or you die."

"You mean steal water from each other?" Paul asked. The idea outraged him
and his voice betrayed his enotion.

"I't's done," Kynes said, "but that wasn't precisely nmy neaning. You see, ny
climte demands a special attitude toward water. You are aware of water at al
times. You waste nothing that contains noisture."

And the Duke thought: " . . . my climate!"

"Come around two degrees nore southerly, ny Lord," Kynes said. "There's a
bl ow coming up fromthe west."

The Duke nodded. He had seen the billowi ng of tan dust there. He banked the
"thopter around, noting the way the escort's wings reflected mlky orange from
the dust-refracted light as they turned to keep pace with him

"This should clear the storm s edge," Kynes said.

"That sand rmust be dangerous if you fly into it," Paul said. "WII it really
cut the strongest netal s?"

"At this altitude, it's not sand but dust," Kynes said. "The danger is |ack
of visibility, turbul ence, clogged intakes."

"We' || see actual spice mning today?" Paul asked.

"Very likely," Kynes said.

Paul sat back. He had used the questions and hyperawareness to do what his
not her called "registering" the person. He had Kynes now -tune of voice, each



detail of face and gesture. An unnatural folding of the left sleeve on the nman's
robe told of a knife in an arm sheath. The wai st bulged strangely. It was said
that desert men wore a belted sash into which they tucked small necessities.

Per haps the bul ges cane from such a sash--certainly not froma conceal ed shield
belt. A copper pin engraved with the |ikeness of a hare clasped the neck of
Kynes' robe. Another smaller pin with simlar |ikeness hung at the corner of the
hood whi ch was thrown back over his shoul ders.

Hal | eck twisted in the seat beside Paul, reached back into the rear
conpartnment and brought out his baliset. Kynes | ooked around as Hal |l eck tuned
the instrunent, then returned his attention to their course.

"What would you like to hear, young Master?" Hall eck asked.

"You choose, Gurney," Paul said.

Hal | eck bent his ear close to the sounding board, strumed a chord and sang
softly:

"Qur fathers ate manna in the desert,

In the burning places where whirlw nds cane.
Lord, save us fromthat horrible | and!

Save us . . . oh-h-h-h, save us

Fromthe dry and thirsty land."

Kynes gl anced at the Duke, said: "You do travel with a |ight conpl enent of
guards, my Lord. Are all of them such nen of many tal ents?"

"Qurney?" The Duke chuckled. "Gurney's one of a kind. | like himwth me for
his eyes. H's eyes miss very little."

The pl anet ol ogi st frowned.

Wthout mssing a beat in his tune, Halleck interposed:

"For | amlike an owl of the desert, ol
Ai yah! amlike an oM of the des-ert!"

The Duke reached down, brought up a microphone fromthe instrunent panel
thunbed it to life, said: "Leader to Escort Gemma. Flying object at nine
o' clock, Sector B. Do you identify it?"

"I't's merely a bird," Kynes said, and added: "You have sharp eyes."

The panel speaker crackled, then: "Escort Gemma. bject exam ned under ful
anplification. It's a large bird."

Paul | ooked in the indicated direction, saw the distant speck: a dot of
intermttent notion, and realized how keyed up his father must be. Every sense
was at full alert.

“I"d not realized there were birds that large this far into the desert," the
Duke sai d.

"That's likely an eagle,’
pl ace."

The ornithopter swept over a bare rock plain. Paul |ooked down fromtheir
two thousand neters' altitude, saw the winkled shadow of their craft and
escort. The | and beneath seenmed flat, but shadow wi nkl es said otherw se.

"Has anyone ever wal ked out of the desert?" the Duke asked.

Hal | eck' s nusic stopped. He | eaned forward to catch the answer.

"Not fromthe deep desert,"” Kynes said. "Men have wal ked out of the second
zone several tines. They've survived by crossing the rock areas where worns
sel dom go. "

The tinbre of Kynes' voice held Paul's attention. He felt his sense cone
alert the way they were trained to do.

"“Ah-h, the worns," the Duke said. "I must see one sonetine."

"You may see one today," Kynes said. "Werever there is spice, there are
wor ns. "

Kynes said. "Many creatures have adapted to this



"Al ways?" Hal |l eck asked.

"Al ways. "

"I's there rel ati onship between worm and spi ce?" the Duke asked.

Kynes turned and Paul saw the pursed |lips as the nan spoke. "They defend
spi ce sands. Each worm has a--territory. As to the spice . . . who knows? Wrm
speci mens we've exam ned | ead us to suspect conplicated chem cal interchanges
within them W find traces of hydrochloric acid in the ducts, nore conplicated
acid forms el sewhere. I'Il give you ny nmonograph on the subject.”

"And a shield' s no defense?" the Duke asked.

"Shields!" Kynes sneered. "Activate a shield within the worm zone and you
seal your fate. Wirns ignore territory lines, cone fromfar around to attack a
shield. No man wearing a shield has ever survived such attack."

"How are worns taken, then?"

"Hi gh voltage electrical shock applied separately to each ring segment is

the only known way of killing and preserving an entire worm" Kynes said. "They
can be stunned and shattered by expl osives, but each ring segment has a life of
its own. Barring atom cs, | know of no expl osive powerful enough to destroy a

large wormentirely. They're incredibly tough.”

"Why hasn't an effort been made to wi pe them out?" Paul asked.

"Too expensive," Kynes said. "Too nmuch area to cover."

Paul | eaned back in his corner. H's truthsense, awareness of tone shadi ngs,
told himthat Kynes was lying and telling half-truths. And he thought: If
there's a relationship between spice and wornms, killing the worms woul d destroy
t he spice.

"No one will have to wal k out of the desert soon," the Duke said. "Trip
these little transmtters at our necks and rescue is on its way. Al our workers
will be wearing thembefore long. We're setting up a special rescue service."

"Very comendabl e, " Kynes sai d.

"Your tone says you don't agree," the Duke said.

"Agree? O course | agree, but it won't be nuch use. Static electricity from
sandstorms nmasks out many signals. Transmitters short out. They've been tried
here before, you know. Arrakis is tough on equipnment. And if a worms hunting
you there's not nuch time. Frequently, you have no nore than fifteen or twenty
m nutes. "

"What woul d you advi se?" the Duke asked.

"You ask ny advice?"

"As pl anet ol ogi st, yes."

"You'd foll ow ny advice?"

"I'f I found it sensible."

“"Very well, ny Lord. Never travel alone."

The Duke turned his attention fromthe controls. "That's all?"

"That's all. Never travel alone.”

"What if you're separated by a stormand forced down?" Halleck asked. "lsn't

t here anyt hing you could do?"

"Any thing covers much territory," Kynes said.

"What woul d you do?" Paul asked.

Kynes turned a hard stare at the boy, brought his attention back to the
Duke. "I'd renmenber to protect the integrity of my stillsuit. If | were outside
the worm zone or in rock, I'd stay with the ship. If | were down in open sand,
I'd get away fromthe ship as fast as | could. About a thousand neters woul d be
far enough. Then I'd hide beneath nmy robe. A wormwould get the ship, but it
m ght miss ne."

"Then what ?" Hal | eck asked.

Kynes shrugged. "Wait for the wormto |eave."

"That's all?" Paul asked.



"When the worm has gone, one may try to wal k out,"” Kynes said. "You nust
wal k softly, avoid drum sands, tidal dust basins--head for the nearest rock
zone. There are many such zones. You might make it."

"Drum sand?" Hal | eck asked.

"A condition of sand conpaction," Kynes said. "The slightest step sets it
drumm ng. Worns al ways cone to that."

"And a tidal dust basin?" the Duke asked.

"Certain depressions in the desert have filled with dust over the centuries.
Sone are so vast they have currents and tides. Al will swallow the unwary who
step into them"

Hal | eck sat back, resumed strumm ng the baliset. Presently, he sang:

"WIld beasts of the desert do hunt there,
Waiting for the innocents to pass.
Ch-h-h, tenmpt not the gods of the desert,
Lest you seek a |l onely epitaph.

The perils of the--"

He broke off, |eaned forward. "Dust cloud ahead, Sire."

"I see it, Qurney."

"That's what we seek," Kynes said.

Paul stretched up in the seat to peer ahead, saw a rolling yellow cloud | ow
on the desert surface some thirty kil oneters ahead.

"One of your factory crawers,"” Kynes said. "It's on the surface and that
neans it's on spice. The cloud is vented sand being expelled after the spice has
been centrifugally renoved. There's no other cloud quite like it."

“"Aircraft over it," the Duke said

"I seetwo . . . three . . . four spotters,'
for wormnsign."

"Wor nsi gn?" t he Duke asked.

"A sandwave noving toward the crawl er. They'll have seismc probes on the
surface, too. Wrns sonetines travel too deep for the wave to show. " Kynes swung
hi s gaze around the sky. "Should be a carryall w ng around, but | don't see it."

"The worm al ways comes, eh?" Hall eck asked.

"Al ways. "

Paul | eaned forward, touched Kynes' shoul der. "How big an area does each
wor m st ake out ?"

Kynes frowned. The child kept asking adult questions.

"That depends on the size of the worm"

"What's the variation?" the Duke asked.

"Big ones may control three or four hundred square kiloneters. Snall ones--"
He broke off as the Duke kicked on the jet brakes. The ship bucked as its tai
pods whi spered to silence. Stub wi ngs el ongated, cupped the air. The craft
became a full 'thopter as the Duke banked it, holding the wings to a gentle
beat, pointing with his |left hand off to the east beyond the factory craw er.

"I's that wornsign?"

Kynes | eaned across the Duke to peer into the distance.

Paul and Hal |l eck were crowded together, |ooking in the sane direction, and
Paul noted that their escort, caught by the sudden maneuver, had surged ahead,
but now was curving back. The factory crawl er |ay ahead of them still sone
three kil oneters away.

Where the Duke pointed, crescent dune tracks spread shadow ripples toward
the horizon and, running through themas a level line stretching into the
di stance, cane an el ongated nount-in-notion--a cresting of sand. It reninded
Paul of the way a big fish disturbed the water when sw mming just under the
surf ace.

Kynes said. "They're watching



"Wrm" Kynes said. "Big one." He | eaned back, grabbed the nicrophone from
t he panel, punched out a new frequency sel ection. dancing at the grid chart on
rollers over their heads, he spoke into the m crophone: "Calling crawl er at
Delta Aj ax niner. Wrnsign warning. Crawl er at Delta Aj ax niner. Wrnsign
war ni ng. Acknow edge, please." He waited.

The panel speaker emtted static crackles, then a voice: "Wwo calls Delta
Aj ax niner? Over."

"They seem pretty cal mabout it," Halleck said.

Kynes spoke into the mcrophone: "Unlisted flight--north and east of you
about three kiloneters. Wornmsign is on intercept course, your position
estimted contact twenty-five mnutes."

Anot her voice runbled fromthe speaker: "This is Spotter Control. Sighting
confirmed. Stand by for contact fix." There was a pause, then: "Contact in
twenty-six mnutes mnus. That was a sharp estimate. Wo's on that unlisted
flight? Over."

Hal | eck had his harness of f and surged forward between Kynes and the Duke.
"I's this the regular working frequency, Kynes?"

"Yes. \Why?"

"Who' d be |istening?"

"Just the work crews in this area. Cuts down interference."

Agai n, the speaker crackled, then: "This is Delta Aj ax niner. Who gets bonus
credit for that spot? Over."

Hal | eck gl anced at the Duke.

Kynes said: "There's a bonus based on spice |oad for whoever gives first
wor m war ni ng. They want to know -"

"Tell themwho had first sight of that worm™" Hall eck said.

The Duke nodded.

Kynes hesitated, then lifted the mcrophone; "Spotter credit to the Duke
Leto Atreides. The Duke Leto Atreides. Over."

The voice fromthe speaker was flat and partly distorted by a burst of
static: "W read and thank you."

"Now, tell themto divide the bonus anong thensel ves," Hall eck ordered.
"Tell themit's the Duke's wish."

Kynes took a deep breath, then: "It's the Duke's wi sh that you divide the
bonus anobng your crew. Do you read? Over."

"Acknowl edged and thank you," the speaker said.

The Duke said: "I forgot to nmention that Gurney is also very talented in
public relations."

Kynes turned a puzzled frown on Hall eck

"This lets the nen know their Duke is concerned for their safety,” Hall eck
said. "Wrd will get around. It was on an area working frequency--not likely
Har konnen agents heard." He glanced out at their air cover. "And we're a pretty
strong force. It was a good risk."

The Duke banked their craft toward the sandcl oud erupting fromthe factory
craw er. "What happens now?"

"There's a carryall w ng sonmewhere close," Kynes said. "It'Il cone in and
l[ift off the crawer.'

"What if the carryall's wecked?" Halleck asked.

"Some equiprment is lost," Kynes said. "Get in close over the crawl er, ny
Lord; you'll find this interesting."

The Duke scow ed, busied hinself with the controls as they cane into
turbulent air over the craw er.

Paul | ooked down, saw sand still spewi ng out of the netal and plastic
nonster beneath them It |ooked like a great tan and blue beetle with nmany w de
tracks extending on arns around it. He saw a giant inverted funnel snout poked
into dark sand in front of it.



"Rich spice bed by the color,
the last mnute."

The Duke fed nmore power to the wings, stiffened themfor a steeper descent
as he settled lower in a circling glide above the crawer. A glance left and
ri ght showed his cover holding altitude and circling overhead.

Paul studied the yellow cloud belching fromthe craw er's pipe vents, |ooked
out over the desert at the approaching wormtrack

“Shoul dn't we be hearing themcall in the carryall?" Halleck asked.

"They usually have the wing on a different frequency," Kynes said.

"Shoul dn't they have two carryalls standing by for every craw er?" the Duke
asked. "There should be twenty-six nmen on that machi ne down there, not to
nention cost of equipnment.”

Kynes said: "You don't have enough ex--"

He broke off as the speaker erupted with an angry voice: "Any of you see the
Wi ng? He isn't answering."

A garbl e of noise crackled fromthe speaker, drowned in an abrupt override
signal, then silence and the first voice: "Report by the nunmbers! Over."

"This is Spotter Control. Last | saw, the wing was pretty high and circling
off northwest. | don't see himnow Over."

"Spotter one: negative. Over."

"Spotter two: negative. Over."

"Spotter three: negative. Over."

Si | ence.

The Duke | ooked down. His own craft's shadow was just passing over the
crawmer. "Only four spotters, is that right?"

"Correct," Kynes said.

"There are five in our party," the Duke said. "Qur ships are larger. W can
cromd in three extra each. Their spotters ought to be able to lift off two
each. "

Paul did the mental arithmetic, said: "That's three short."

"Why don't they have two carryalls to each crawl er?" barked the Duke.

"You don't have enough extra equi pment," Kynes said.

"Al'l the nore reason we shoul d protect what we have!"

"Where could that carryall go?" Halleck asked.

"Coul d' ve been forced down sonewhere out of sight," Kynes said.

The Duke grabbed the mcrophone, hesitated with thunb poised over its
switch. "How could they |ose sight of a carryall?"

"They keep their attention on the ground | ooking for wornsign," Kynes said.

The Duke thumbed the switch, spoke into the mcrophone. "This is your Duke.
We are coming down to take off Delta Ajax niner's crew. Al spotters are ordered
to conply. Spotters will land on the east side. W will take the west. Over." He
reached down, punched out his own command frequency, repeated the order for his
own air cover, handed the m crophone back to Kynes.

Kynes returned to the working frequency and a voice blasted fromthe
speaker: " alnost a full |load of spice! W have alnpst a full |oad! W
can't |eave that for a damed worm Over."

"Dam the spice!" the Duke barked. He grabbed back the microphone, said: "W
can al ways get nore spice. There are seats in our ships for all but three of
you. Draw straws or decide any way you |like who's to go. But you're going, and
that's an order!" He slamred the mcrophone back into Kynes' hands, nuttered:
"Sorry," as Kynes shook an injured finger

"How ruch time?" Paul asked.

"Nine minutes," Kynes said.

The Duke said: "This ship has nore power than the others. If we took off
under jet with three-quarter wings, we could crowd in an additional man."

"That sand's soft," Kynes said.

Kynes said. "They'll continue working unti



"Wth four extra nen aboard on a jet takeoff, we could snap the wi ngs,
Sire," Halleck said.

"Not on this ship," the Duke said. He haul ed back on the controls as the
"thopter glided in beside the crawl er. The wings tipped up, braked the 'thopter
to a skidding stop within twenty neters of the factory.

The crawl er was silent now, no sand spouting fromits vents. Only a faint
nechani cal runble issued fromit, becom ng nore audi ble as the Duke opened his
door.

I mredi ately, their nostrils were assailed by the odor of cinnanon--heavy and
pungent .

Wth a loud flapping, the spotter aircraft glided down to the sand on the
other side of the crawl er. The Duke's own escort swooped in to land in line with
hi m

Paul , | ooking out at the factory, saw how all the 'thopters were dwarfed by
it--gnats beside a warrior beetle.

"Qurney, you and Paul toss out that rear seat," the Duke said. He manual ly
cranked the wings out to three-quarters, set their angle, checked the jet pod
controls. "Wy the devil aren't they comi ng out of that machi ne?"

"They're hoping the carryall wll show up," Kynes said. "They still have a
few m nutes." He glanced off to the east.

Al turned to | ook the sane direction, seeing no sign of the worm but there
was a heavy, charged feeling of anxiety in the air

The Duke took the mcrophone, punched for his conmrand frequency, said: "Two
of you toss out your shield generators. By the nunbers. You can carry one nore
man that way. We're not |eaving any nen for that nonster." He keyed back to the
wor ki ng frequency, barked: "All right, you in Delta Ajax niner! Qut! Now This
is a command from your Duke! On the double or I'Il cut that cramer apart with a
[ asgun! "

A hatch snapped open near the front of the factory, another at the rear,
another at the top. Men cane tunmbling out, sliding and scranbling down to the
sand. A tall man in a patched working robe was the | ast to enmerge. He junped
down to a track and then to the sand.

The Duke hung the mcrophone on the panel, swung out onto the w ng step
shouted: "Two nen each into your spotters.”

The man in the patched robe began lolling off pairs of his crew, pushing
themtoward the craft waiting on the other side.

"Four over here!" the Duke shouted. "Four into that ship back there!" He
j abbed a finger at an escort 'thopter directly behind him The guards were just
wrestling the shield generator out of it. "And four into that ship over there!"
He pointed to the other escort that had shed its shield generator. "Three each
into the others! Run, you sand dogs!"

The tall nman finished counting off his crew, cane slogging across the sand
foll owed by three of his conpanions.

"I hear the worm but | can't see it," Kynes said.

The others heard it then--an abrasive slithering, distant and grow ng
| ouder.

"Dam sl oppy way to operate," the Duke nuttered.

Aircraft began flapping off the sand around them It rem nded the Duke of a
time in his hone planet's jungles, a sudden energence into a clearing, and
carrion birds lifting away fromthe carcass of a wild ox.

The spice workers slogged up to the side of the '"thopter, started clinbing
in behind the Duke. Halleck hel ped, dragging theminto the rear

"I'n you go, boys!" he snapped. "On the double!"

Paul , crowded into a corner by sweating nmen, snelled the perspiration of
fear, saw that two of the nmen had poor neck adjustnents on their stillsuits. He
filed the information in his nmenory for future action. His father would have to



order tighter stillsuit discipline. Men tended to becone sloppy if you didn't
wat ch such t hings.

The | ast man came gasping into the rear, said. "The worm It's al nost on us!
Bl ast of f!"

The Duke slid into his seat, frowning, said: "W still have al nbost three
m nutes on the original contact estinmate. |Is that right, Kynes?" He shut his
door, checked it.

"Al nost exactly, ny Lord," Kynes said, and he thought: A cool one, this
duke.

"All secure here, Sire," Halleck said.

The Duke nodded, watched the last of his escort take off. He adjusted the
igniter, glanced once nore at wings and i nstruments, punched the jet sequence.

The take-off pressed the Duke and Kynes deep into their seats, conpressed
the people in the rear. Kynes watched the way the Duke handl ed the control s--
gently, surely. The 'thopter was fully airborne now, and the Duke studied his
instrunents, glanced left and right at his w ngs.

"She's very heavy, Sire," Halleck said.

"Well within the tolerances of this ship,"” the Duke said. "You didn't really
think 1'd risk this cargo, did you, Gurney?"

Hal | eck grinned, said: "Not a bit of it, Sire."

The Duke banked his craft in a long easy curve--clinbing over the craw er.

Paul , crushed into a corner beside a wi ndow, stared down at the silent
machi ne on the sand. The wornsign had broken of f about four hundred nmeters from
the craw er. And now, there appeared to be turbulence in the sand around the
factory.

"The wormis now beneath the craw er,’
a thing few have seen.”

Fl ecks of dust shadowed the sand around the craw er now. The big nachi ne
began to tip down to the right. A gigantic sand whirl pool began form ng there to
the right of the cramer. It noved faster and faster. Sand and dust filled the
air now for hundreds of meters around.

Then they saw it!

A wi de hole energed fromthe sand. Sunlight flashed fromglistening white
spokes within it. The hole's dianeter was at |east twice the length of the
craw er, Paul estimated. He watched as the nmachine slid into that opening in a
bill ow of dust and sand. The hol e pulled back

"CGods, what a nonster!" muttered a nan besi de Paul

"CGot all our floggin' spice!" grow ed anot her.

"Someone is going to pay for this," the Duke said. "I pronise you that."

By the very flatness of his father's voice, Paul sensed the deep anger. He
found that he shared it. This was crimnal waste!

In the silence that followed, they heard Kynes.

"Bl ess the Maker and Hi s water," Kynes murmured. "Bl ess the coning and goi ng
of Hm My H s passage cleanse the world. May He keep the world for Hs
peopl e."

"What's that you're saying?" the Duke asked.

But Kynes remmi ned silent.

Paul gl anced at the nmen crowded around him They were staring fearfully at
t he back of Kynes' head. One of them whispered: "Liet."

Kynes turned, scow ing. The man sank back, abashed.

Anot her of the rescued nmen began coughi ng--dry and rasping. Presently, he
gasped: "Curse this hell hole!"

The tall Dune nman who had come |ast out of the crawl er said; "Be you still,
Coss. You but worsen your cough." He stirred anobng the men until he could | ook
t hrough them at the back of the Duke's head. "You be the Duke Leto, | warrant,"
he said. "It's to you we give thanks for our lives. W were ready to end it
there until you cane along."

Kynes said. "You are about to witness



"Quiet, man, and let the Duke fly his ship," Halleck nmuttered.

Paul gl anced at Hall eck. He, too, had seen the tension winkles at the
corner of his father's jaw. One wal ked softly when the Duke was in a rage.

Let o began easing his '"thopter out of its great banking circle, stopped at a
new sign of nmovement on the sand. The worm had wi thdrawn into the depths and
now, near where the crawl er had been, two figures could be seen noving north
away fromthe sand depression. They appeared to glide over the surface with
hardly a lifting of dust to mark their passage.

"Who' s that down there?" the Duke barked.

"Two Johnni es who cane along for the ride, Soor," said the tall Dune man

"Way wasn't sonething said about then®?"

"It was the chance they took, Soor," the Dune nan said.

"My Lord," said Kynes, "these nen knowit's of little use to do anything
about men trapped on the desert in wormcountry."

"W'l|l send a ship frombase for them" the Duke snapped.

"As you wish, ny Lord," Kynes said. "But |ikely when the ship gets here
there'll be no one to rescue."

"W'll send a ship, anyway," the Duke said.

"They were right beside where the worm cane up,"” Paul said. "How d they
escape?"

"The sides of the hole cave in and nake the di stances deceptive," Kynes
sai d.

"You waste fuel here, Sire," Halleck ventured.

"Aye, CGurney."

The Duke brought his craft around toward the Shield Wall. Hi s escort cane
down fromcircling stations, took up positions above and on both sides.

Paul thought about what the Dune man and Kynes had said. He sensed hal f-
truths, outright Iies. The nen on the sand had gli ded across the surface so
surely, moving in a way obviously calculated to keep fromluring the worm back
out of its depths.

Fremen! Paul thought. Wio el se would be so sure on the sand? Wio el se m ght
be left out of your worries as a matter of course--because they are in no
danger ? They know how to |ive here! They know how to outwit the wormni

"What were Fremen doing on that craw er?" Paul asked.

Kynes whirl ed.

The tall Dune man turned w de eyes on Paul --blue within blue within blue.
"Who be this |ad?" he asked.

Hal | eck noved to place hinmself between the man and Paul, said: "This is Pau
Atreides, the ducal heir."

"Why says he there were Frenen on our runbler?" the nman asked.

"They fit the description,"” Paul said.

Kynes snorted. "You can't tell Frenen just by |looking at them" He | ooked at
t he Dune man. "You. Who were those nen?"

"Friends of one of the others," the Dune man said. "Just friends froma
village who wanted to see the spice sands."

Kynes turned away. "Frenen!"

But he was renenbering the words of the |l egend: "The Lisan al-Gaib shall see
t hrough all subterfuge."

"They be dead now, nost likely, young Soor,'
not speak unkindly on them"

But Paul heard the fal sehood in their voices, felt the nenace that had
brought Hall eck instinctively into guardi ng position

Paul spoke dryly: "Aterrible place for themto die."

Wt hout turning, Kynes said; "Wen God hath ordained a creature to die in a
particul ar place. He causeth that creature's wants to direct himto that place."

Leto turned a hard stare at Kynes.

t he Dune man said. "W shoul d



And Kynes, returning the stare, found hinself troubled by a fact he had
observed here: This Duke was concerned nore over the men that he was over the
spice. He risked his own Iife and that of his son to save the nmen. He passed off
the loss of a spice crawmer with a gesture. The threat to nmen's lives had himin
a rage. A |leader such as that would command fanatic |oyalty. He woul d be
difficult to defeat.

Against his own will and all previous judgnents, Kynes admitted to hinself:

I like this Duke.

Greatness is a transitory experience. It is never consistent. It depends in part
upon the mnyth-maki ng i magi nati on of humanki nd. The person who experiences
greatness must have a feeling for the nyth he is in. He nmust reflect what is
proj ected upon him And he nust have a strong sense of the sardonic. This is
what uncouples himfrombelief in his own pretensions. The sardonic is all that
permts himto nove within hinself. Wthout this quality, even occasiona
greatness will destroy a nan.

-from"Coll ected Sayi ngs of Miuad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

In the dining hall of the Arrakeen great house, suspensor |anps had been
Iighted against the early dark. They cast their yellow gl ows upward onto the
black bull's head with its bl oody horns, and onto the darkly glistening oi
pai nting of the A d Duke.

Beneath these talisnmans, white |inen shone around the burnished reflections
of the Atreides silver, which had been placed in precise arrangenents along the
great table--little archipel agos of service waiting beside crystal glasses, each
setting squared off before a heavy wooden chair. The classic central chandelier
remai ned unlighted, and its chain tw sted upward i nto shadows where the
nmechani sm of the poi son-snooper had been conceal ed.

Pausing in the doorway to inspect the arrangenents, the Duke thought about
t he poi son-snooper and what it signified in his society.

Al of a pattern, he thought. You can plunb us by our |anguage--the precise
and delicate delineations for ways to adm ni ster treacherous death. WII| soneone
try chaumurky tonight--poison in the drink? O will it be chaumas--poison in the
f ood?

He shook his head.

Besi de each plate on the long table stood a flagon of water. There was
enough water along the table, the Duke estimated, to keep a poor Arrakeen famly
for nore than a year.

Fl anki ng the doorway in which he stood were broad | aving basins of ornate
yel low and green tile. Each basin had its rack of towels. It was the custom the
housekeeper had expl ai ned, for guests as they entered to dip their hands
cerenoniously into a basin, slop several cups of water onto the floor, dry their
hands on a towel and fling the towel into the growi ng puddl e at the door. After
t he di nner, beggars gathered outside to get the water squeezings fromthe
t owel s.

How typi cal of a Harkonnen fief, the Duke thought. Every degradation of the
spirit that can be conceived. He took a deep breath, feeling rage tighten his
st omach.

"The custom stops here!" he nuttered.

He saw a serving wonan--one of the old and gnarled ones the housekeeper had
recommended- - hovering at the doorway fromthe kitchen across fromhim The Duke
signal ed with uprai sed hand. She nmoved out of the shadows, scurried around the
table toward him and he noted the | eathery face, the blue-wthin-blue eyes.

"My Lord wishes?" She kept her head bowed, eyes shiel ded

He gestured. "Have these basins and towels renpved."



"But . . . Noble Born . . ." She | ooked up, nouth gaping

"I know the custom " he barked. "Take these basins to the front door. Wile
we're eating and until we've finished, each beggar who calls may have a full cup
of water. Understood?"

Her leathery face displayed a twi sting of enotions: disnay, anger

Wth sudden insight, Leto realized that she nust have planned to sell the
wat er squeezings fromthe foot-tranpled towels, winging a few coppers fromthe
wr et ches who came to the door. Perhaps that also was a custom

Hi s face clouded, and he grow ed: "lI'm posting a guard to see that ny orders
are carried out to the letter."

He whirl ed, strode back down the passage to the Great Hall. Menories rolled
in his mindlike the toothless nutterings of old wonen. He renmenbered open water
and waves--days of grass instead of sand--dazed sumers that had whi pped past
himlike w ndstorm | eaves.

Al'l gone.

I"mgetting old, he thought. 1've felt the cold hand of nmy nortality. And in
what ? An ol d worman's greed.

In the Great Hall, the Lady Jessica was the center of a mixed group standing

in front of the fireplace. An open bl aze crackled there, casting flickers of
orange light onto jewels and |laces and costly fabrics. He recognized in the
group a stillsuit manufacturer down from Carthag, an el ectronics equi pment

i mporter, a water-shi pper whose sunmer nansi on was near his polar-cap factory, a
representative of the Guild Bank (lean and renpte, that one), a dealer in

repl acenent parts for spice mning equipnment, a thin and hard-faced wonan whose
escort service for off-planet visitors reputedly operated as cover for various
snmuggl i ng, spying, and bl acknmail operations.

Most of the wonen in the hall seened cast froma specific type--decorative
precisely turned out, an odd mngling of untouchabl e sensuousness.

Even wi thout her position as hostess, Jessica would have dom nated the
group, he thought. She wore no jewelry and had chosen warm col ors--a | ong dress
al nost the shade of the open blaze, and an earth-brown band around her bronzed
hair.

He realized she had done this to taunt himsubtly, a reproof against his
recent pose of coldness. She was well aware that he |iked her best in these
shades--that he saw her as a rustling of warm col ors.

Near by, nore an outflanker than a nenber of the group, stood Duncan Idaho in
glittering dress uniform flat face unreadable, the curling black hair neatly
conbed. He had been summoned back fromthe Frenen and had his orders from Hawat -
-"Under pretext of guarding her, you will keep the Lady Jessica under constant
surveillance."

The Duke gl anced around the room

There was Paul in the corner surrounded by a fawni ng group of the younger
Arrakeen richece, and, al oof amobng them three officers of the House Troop. The
Duke took particular note of the young wonmen. What a catch a ducal heir would
nmake. But Paul was treating all equally with an air of reserved nobility.

He'll wear the title well, the Duke thought, and realized with a sudden
chill that this was another death thought.

Paul saw his father in the doorway, avoided his eyes. He | ooked around at
the clusterings of guests, the jeweled hands clutching drinks (and the
unobtrusive inspections with tiny renote-cast snoopers). Seeing all the
chattering faces, Paul was suddenly repelled by them They were cheap nasks
| ocked on festering thoughts--voices gabbling to drown out the | oud silence in
every breast.

I"'min a sour nmood, he thought, and wondered what Gurney would say to that.

He knew his npod's source. He hadn't wanted to attend this function, but his
father had been firm "You have a place--a position to uphold. You're old enough
to do this. You're alnpst a man."



Paul saw his father energe fromthe doorway, inspect the room then cross to
the group around the Lady Jessica.

As Leto approached Jessica's group, the water-shipper was asking: "lIs it
true the Duke will put in weather control ?"

From behi nd the man, the Duke said: "W haven't gone that far in our
thinking, sir."

The man turned, exposing a bland round face, darkly tanned. "Ah-h, the
Duke," he said. "W mssed you."

Leto glanced at Jessica. "A thing needed doing." He returned his attention
to the water-shipper, explained what he had ordered for the |aving basins,
adding: "As far as |'mconcerned, the old custom ends now. "

"I's this a ducal order, mLord?" the man asked.

"I leave that to your omn . . . ah . . . conscience," the Duke said. He
turned, noting Kynes come up to the group

One of the wonmen said: "I think it's a very generous gesture--giving water
to the--" Soneone shushed her

The Duke | ooked at Kynes, noting that the planetol ogist wore an ol d-style
dark brown uniformwith epaulets of the Inperial Civil Servant and a tiny gold
teardrop of rank at his collar.

The wat er-shi pper asked in an angry voice: "Does the Duke inply criticism of
our custonf”

"This custom has been changed," Leto said. He nodded to Kynes, narked the
frown on Jessica's face, thought: A frown does not becone her, but it'll
i ncrease rumors of friction between us.

"Wth the Duke's pernission,"” the water-shipper said, "I'd like to inquire
further about custons."

Leto heard the sudden oily tone in the nan's voice, noted the watchfu
silence in this group, the way heads were beginning to turn toward them around
t he room

"Isn't it alnmost tinme for dinner?" Jessica asked.

"But our guest has sone questions," Leto said. And he | ooked at the water-
shi pper, seeing a round-faced man with large eyes and thick lips, recalling
Hawat ' s menorandum " and this water-shipper is a man to watch--Lingar
Bewt, renmenber the nanme. The Harkonnens used hi m but never fully controlled
him™"

"Water custons are so interesting," Bewt said, and there was a smle on his
face. "lI'mcurious what you intend about the conservatory attached to this
house. Do you intend to continue flaunting it in the people's faces .

m Lord?"

Leto hel d anger in check, staring at the man. Thoughts raced through his
mnd. It had taken bravery to challenge himin his own ducal castle, especially
since they now had Bewt's signature over a contract of allegiance. The action
had taken, also, a know edge of personal power. Water was, indeed, power here.
If water facilities were mined, for instance, ready to be destroyed at a signha
.o The man | ooked capabl e of such a thing. Destruction of water facilities
m ght well destroy Arrakis. That could well have been the club this Bewt held
over the Harkonnens.

"My Lord, the Duke, and | have other plans for our conservatory," Jessica
said. She smled at Leto. "We intend to keep it, certainly, but only to hold it
in trust for the people of Arrakis. It is our dreamthat soneday the climte of
Arrakis may be changed sufficiently to grow such plants anywhere in the open."

Bl ess her! Leto thought. Let our water-shipper chew on that.

"Your interest in water and weather control is obvious," the Duke said. "I'd
advi se you to diversify your hol dings. One day, water will not be a precious
commodity on Arrakis."



And he thought: Hawat nust redouble his efforts at infiltrating this Bewt's
organi zation. And we nust start on stand-by water facilities at once. No nman is
going to hold a club over mny head!

Bewt nodded, the snmile still on his face. "A conmendabl e dream ny Lord." He
wi t hdrew a pace.

Leto's attention was caught by the expression on Kynes' face. The nman was
staring at Jessica. He appeared transfigured--like a nman in love . . . or caught
in a religious trance.

Kynes' thoughts were overwhel ned at |ast by the words of prophecy: "And they
shal | share your nobst precious dream "He spoke directly to Jessica: "Do you
bring the shortening of the way?"

"Ah, Dr. Kynes," the water-shipper said. "You ve cone in fromtranping
around wi th your nobs of Frenen. How gracious of you."

Kynes passed an unreadabl e gl ance across Bewt, said: "It is said in the
desert that possession of water in great anmount can inflict a nan with fata
carel essness. "

"They have many strange sayings in the desert," Bewt said, but his voice
betrayed uneasi ness.

Jessica crossed to Leto, slipped her hand under his armto gain a nonent in
which to cal mherself. Kynes had said: " the shortening of the way." In
the old tongue, the phrase translated as "Kw satz Haderach." The planetol ogist's
odd question seened to have gone unnoticed by the others, and now Kynes was
bendi ng over one of the consort wonen, listening to a | owvoi ced coquetry.

Kwi sat z Haderach, Jessica thought. Did our M ssionaria Protectiva plant that
| egend here, too? The thought fanned her secret hope for Paul. He could be the
Kwi sat z Haderach. He coul d be.

The Guild Bank representative had fallen into conversation with the water-
shi pper, and Bewt's voice lifted above the renewed hum of conversations: "Mny
peopl e have sought to change Arrakis."

The Duke saw how t he words seened to pierce Kynes, jerking the planetol ogi st
upri ght and away fromthe flirting wonman.

Into the sudden silence, a house trooper in uniformof a footman cleared his
t hroat behind Leto, said: "D nner is served, ny Lord."

The Duke directed a questioning glance down at Jessi ca.

"The custom here is for host and hostess to follow their guests to table,"
She said, and snmiled; "Shall we change that one, too, ny Lord?"

He spoke coldly: "That seens a goodly custom W shall let it stand for
now. "

The illusion that | suspect her of treachery nust be naintai ned, he thought.
He gl anced at the guests filing past them Who anong you believes this lie?

Jessica, sensing his renoteness, wondered at it as she had done frequently
the past week. He acts like a nan struggling with hinself, she thought. Is it
because | noved so swiftly setting up this dinner party? Yet, he knows how
important it is that we begin to mx our officers and nen with the locals on a
soci al plane. W are father and nother surrogate to themall. Nothing inpresses
that fact nore firmly than this sort of social sharing

Leto, watching the guests file past, recalled what Thufir Hawat had said
when informed of the affair: "Sirel | forbid it!"

A grimsmle touched the Duke's nputh. \What a scene that had been. And when
t he Duke had renmmi ned adamant about attendi ng the di nner. Hawat had shaken his
head. "I have bad feelings about this, ny Lord," he'd said. "Things nove too
swiftly on Arrakis. That's not |ike the Harkonnens. Not |ike themat all."

Paul passed his father escorting a young worman hal f a head taller than
hi nsel f. He shot a sour glance at his father, nodded at something the young
woman sai d.

"Her father nmanufactures stillsuits," Jessica said. "I'mtold that only a
fool would be caught in the deep desert wearing one of the man's suits."



"Who's the man with the scarred face ahead of Paul ?" the Duke asked. "I
don't place him"

"Alate addition to the list," she whispered. "Gurney arranged the
i nvitation. Snuggler."

"Qurney arranged?"

"At ny request. It was cleared with Hawat, although | thought Hawat was a
little stiff about it. The snuggler's called Tuek, Esmar Tuek. He's a power
among his kind. They all know him here. He's dined at nany of the houses."

"Why is he here?"

"Everyone here will ask that question," she said. "Tuek will sow doubt and
suspicion just by his presence. He'll also serve notice that you're prepared to
back up your orders against graft--by enforcenent fromthe smugglers' end as
wel | . This was the point Hawat appeared to like."

"I"'mnot sure | like it." He nodded to a passing couple, saw only a few of
their guests remmined to precede them "Wy didn't you invite sone Frenen?"

"There's Kynes," she said.

"Yes, there's Kynes," he said. "Have you arranged any other little surprises
for me?" He led her into step behind the procession

"Al'l else is nmpbst conventional," she said.

And she thought: My darling, can't you see that this smuggler controls fast
shi ps, that he can be bribed? W nust have a way out, a door of escape from
Arrakis if all else fails us here.

As they emerged into the dining hall, she di sengaged her arm allowed Leto
to seat her. He strode to his end of the table. A footman held his chair for
him The others settled with a swishing of fabrics, a scraping of chairs, but
t he Duke renmai ned standi ng. He gave a hand signal, and the house troopers in
footman uni form around the tabl e stepped back, standing at attention

Uneasy silence settled over the room

Jessica, looking down the length of the table, saw a faint trenbling at the
corners of Leto's nmouth, noted the dark flush of anger on his cheeks. Wat has
angered hin? she asked herself. Surely not ny invitation to the smuggl er

"Sonme question ny changing of the laving basin custom" Leto said. "This is
ny way of telling you that many things will change."

Enbarrassed silence settled over the table.

They think himdrunk, Jessica thought.

Leto lifted his water flagon, held it aloft where the suspensor, |ights shot
beans of reflection off it. "As a Chevalier of the Inperium then," he said, "I
gi ve you a toast."

The others grasped their flagons, all eyes focused on the Duke. In the
sudden stillness, a suspensor light drifted slightly in an errant breeze from
the serving kitchen hallway. Shadows played across the Duke's hawk features.

"Here | amand here | remain!" he barked.

There was an abortive noverment of flagons toward nout hs--stopped as the Duke
remai ned with armupraised. "My toast is one of those maxims so dear to our
hearts: 'Business nakes progress! Fortune passes everywhere!' "

He sipped his water

The others joined him Questioning glances passed anong t hem

"Qurney!" the Duke called.

From an al cove at Leto's end of the room canme Hall eck's voice. "Here, ny
Lord. "

"G ve us a tune, Qurney."

A mnor chord fromthe baliset floated out of the al cove. Servants began
putting plates of food on the table at the Duke's gesture rel easing them-roast
desert hare in sauce cepeda, apl onage sirian, chukka under gl ass, coffee with
nel ange (a rich cinnanon odor fromthe spice wafted across the table), a true
pot-a-oi e served with sparkling Cal adan wi ne.

Still, the Duke remmi ned standing.



As the guests waited, their attention torn between the dishes placed before
them and t he standing Duke, Leto said: "In olden tinmes, it was the duty of the
host to entertain his guests with his own talents."” H's knuckl es turned white,
so fiercely did he grip his water flagon. "I cannot sing, but | give you the
words of Gurney's song. Consider it another toast--a toast to all who've died
bringing us to this station.”

An unconfortable stirring sounded around the table.

Jessica | owered her gaze, glanced at the people seated nearest her--there
was the round-faced water-shi pper and his worman, the pale and austere CGuild Bank
representative (he seenmed a whistle-faced scarecrow with his eyes fixed on
Leto), the rugged and scar-faced Tuck, his blue-wthin-blue eyes downcast.

"Review, friends--troops |ong past review, " the Duke intoned. "All to fate a
wei ght of pains and dollars. Their spirits wear our silver collars. Review,
friends--troops |long past review Each a dot of time wi thout pretense or guile.
Wth them passes the lure of fortune. Review, friends--troops |ong past review.
When our tine ends on its rictus smle, we'll pass the lure of fortune.™

The Duke allowed his voice to trail off on the last line, took a deep drink
fromhis water flagon, slamed it back onto the table. Water sl opped over the
brimonto the linen.

The others drank in enbarrassed sil ence.

Again, the Duke lifted his water flagon, and this tine enptied its renmining
hal f onto the floor, knowi ng that the others around the table nust do the sane.

Jessica was first to follow his exanple.

There was a frozen noment before the others began enptying their flagons.
Jessi ca saw how Paul, seated near his father, was studying the reactions around
him She found hersel f al so fasci nated by what her guests' actions reveal ed--
especi ally anbng the wonmen. This was clean, potable water, not sonething already
cast away in a sopping towel. Reluctance to just discard it exposed itself in
trenbl i ng hands, del ayed reactions' nervous laughter . . . and viol ent obedi ence
to the necessity. One wonman dropped her flagon, |ooked the other way as her male
conpani on recovered it.

Kynes, though, caught her attention nost sharply. The pl anet ot ogi st
hesitated, then enptied his flagon into a container beneath his jacket. He
smled at Jessica as he caught her watching him raised the enpty flagon to her
in a silent toast. He appeared conpletely unenbarrassed by his action

Hal |l eck's nmusic still wafted over the room but it had come out of its mnor
key, lilting and lively now as though he were trying to lift the npod.

"Let the dinner comrence," the Duke said, and sank into his chair

He's angry and uncertain, Jessica thought. The | oss of that factory craw er
hit himnore deeply than it should have. It nust be sonething nore than that
| oss. He acts like a desperate nan. She lifted her fork, hoping in the notion to
hi de her own sudden bitterness. Wiy not? He is desperate.

Slowy at first, then with increasing ani mati on, the di nner got under way.
The stillsuit manufacturer conplinmented Jessica on her chef and w ne.

"W brought both from Cal adan," she said.

"Superb!" he said, tasting the chukka. "Sinply superb! And not a hint of
nel ange in it. One gets so tired of the spice in everything."

The Guild Bank representative | ooked across at Kynes. "l understand, Doctor
Kynes, that another factory crawl er has been lost to a worm"

"News' travels fast," the Duke said.

"Then it's true?" the banker asked, shifting his attention to Leto.

"OfF course, it's true!" the Duke snapped. "The bl asted carry-al
di sappeared. It shouldn't be possible for anything that big to di sappear!”

"When the worm cane, there was nothing to recover the craw er," Kynes said.

"I't should not be possible!" the Duke repeated.

"No one saw the carryall |eave?" the banker asked.



"Spotters custonarily keep their eyes on the sand," Kynes said. "They're
primarily interested in wornsign. A carryall's conplenent usually is four men--
two pilots and two journeymen attachers. If one--or even two of this crew were
in the pay of the Duke's foes--"

"Ah-h-h, | see," the banker said. "And you, as Judge of the Change, do you
chal | enge this?"

"I shall have to consider nmy position carefully," Kynes said, "and
certainly will not discuss it at table." And he thought: That pale skeleton of a
man! He knows this is the kind of infraction | was instructed to ignore.

The banker smiled, returned his attention to his food.

Jessica sat renenbering a |l ecture fromher Bene Gesserit school days. The
subj ect had been espi onage and counter-espi onage. A plunmp, happy-faced Reverend
Mot her had been the lecturer, her jolly voice contrasting weirdly with the
subj ect matter.

A thing to note about any espionage and/or counter-espionage school is the
simlar basic reaction pattern of all its graduates. Any enclosed discipline
sets its stanp, its pattern, upon its students. That pattern is susceptible to
anal ysis and prediction.

"Now, notivational patterns are going to be sinilar anmong all espionage
agents. That is to say: there will be certain types of notivation that are
simlar despite differing schools or opposed ainms. You will study first howto
separate this el enent for your analysis--in the beginning, through interrogation
patterns that betray the inner orientation of the interrogators; secondly, by
cl ose observation of |anguage-thought orientation of those under analysis. You
will find it fairly sinple to determ ne the root |anguages of your subjects, of
course, both through voice inflection and speech pattern.”

Now, sitting at table with her son and her Duke and their guests, hearing
that Guild Bank representative, Jessica felt a chill of realization: the man was
a Harkonnen agent. He had the G edi Prime speech pattern--subtly masked, but
exposed to her trai ned awareness as though he had announced hinsel f.

Does this nean the Guild itself has taken sides agai nst House Atrei des? she
asked hersel f. The thought shocked her, and she masked her enption by calling
for a new dish, all the while listening for the nman to betray his purpose. He
will shift the conversation next to something seemngly innocent, but with
om nous overtones, she told herself. It's his pattern

The banker swal |l owed, took a sip of wine, snled at sonething said to him by
the woman on his right. He seened to listen for a nonent to a man down the table
who was explaining to the Duke that native Arrakeen plants had no thorns.

"I enjoy watching the flights of birds on Arrakis," the banker said,
directing his words at Jessica. "All of our birds, of course, are carrion-
eaters, and nany exi st wthout water, having beconme bl ood-drinkers."

The stillsuit nmanufacturer's daughter, seated between Paul and his father at
the other end of the table, twi sted her pretty face into a frown, said: "OCh,
Soo- Soo, you say the nost disgusting things."

The banker smled. "They call ne Soo-Soo because |'m financial adviser to
the Water Peddlers Union." And, as Jessica continued to | ook at himw thout
comment, he added: "Because of the water-sellers' cry--'Soo-Soo Sook!' " And he
imtated the call with such accuracy that many around the table |aughed.

Jessica heard the boastful tone of voice, but noted nost that the young
worman had spoken on cue--a set piece. She had produced the excuse for the banker
to say what he had said. She glanced at Lingar Bewt. The water nagnate was
scowl i ng, concentrating on his dinner. It cane to Jessica that the banker had
said: "I, too, control that ultinmate source of power on Arrakis--water."

Paul had marked the fal seness in his dinner conmpanion's voice, saw that his
not her was follow ng the conversation with Bene Gesserit intensity. On inpul se,
he decided to play the foil, draw the exchange out. He addressed hinself to the
banker .



"Do you nean, sir, that these birds are cannibal s?"

"That's an odd question, young Master," the banker said. "I nerely said the
birds drink blood. It doesn't have to be the blood of their own kind, does it?"

"I't was not an odd question," Paul said, and Jessica noted the brittle
riposte quality of her training exposed in his voice. "Mst educated people know
that the worst potential conpetition for any young organismcan cone fromits
own kind." He deliberately forked a bite of food fromhis conpanion's plate, ate
it. "They are eating fromthe same bow . They have the sane basic requirenments."”

The banker stiffened, scow ed at the Duke.

"Do not nmake the error of considering ny son a child," the Duke said. And he
sm | ed.

Jessica glanced around the table, noted that Bewt had brightened, that both
Kynes and the snuggl er, Tuek, were grinning.

"It's a rule of ecology," Kynes said, "that the young Master appears to

understand quite well. The struggle between |ife elenents is the struggle for
the free energy of a system Blood's an efficient energy source.”
The banker put down his fork, spoke in an angry voice: "It's said that the

Fremen scumdrink the blood of their dead."

Kynes shook his head, spoke in a lecturing tone: "Not the blood, sir. But
all of a man's water, ultimately, belongs to his people--to his tribe. It's a
necessity when you live near the Great Flat. Al water's precious there, and the
human body i s conposed of sone seventy per cent water by weight. A dead man
surely, no longer requires that water."

The banker put both hands against the table beside his plate, and Jessica
t hought he was going to push hinself back, [eave in a rage.

Kynes | ooked at Jessica. "Forgive ne, ny Lady, for elaborating on such an
ugly subject at table, but you were being told fal sehood and it needed
clarifying."

"You' ve associated so long with Frenen that you' ve lost all sensibilities,"”
t he banker rasped.

Kynes | ooked at himcalmy, studied the pale, trenbling face. "Are you
chal | engi ng ne, sir?"

The banker froze. He swall owed, spoke stiffly: "OF course not. I'd not so
insult our host and hostess."

Jessica heard the fear in the man's voice, saw it in his face, in his
breathing, in the pulse of a vein at his tenple. The man was terrified of Kynes!
"Qur host and hostess are quite capable of deciding for thensel ves when
they've been insulted," Kynes said. "They're brave peopl e who understand defense
of honor. We all nmay attest to their courage by the fact that they are here

now . . . on Arrakis."

Jessica saw that Leto was enjoying this. Mdst of the others were not. People
all around the table sat poised for flight, hands out of sight under the table.
Two not abl e exceptions were Bewt, who was openly smiling at the banker's
di sconfiture, and the smuggl er, Tuek, who appeared to be watching Kynes for a
cue. Jessica saw that Paul was | ooking at Kynes in admiration

"Wel | ?" Kynes sai d.

"I nmeant no offense,
accept ny apol ogi es."

"Freely given, freely accepted,"” Kynes said. He sniled at Jessica, resumed
eating as though nothi ng had happened.

Jessica saw that the snuggler, too, had rel axed. She marked this: the man
had shown every aspect of an aide ready to leap to Kynes' assistance. There
exi sted an accord of some sort between Kynes and Tuek

Leto toyed with a fork, |ooked specul atively at Kynes. The Ceol ogist's
manner indicated a change in attitude toward the House of Atreides. Kynes had
seened colder on their trip over the desert.

t he banker nuttered. "If offense was taken, please



Jessi ca signal ed for another course of food and drink. Servants appeared
wi th | angues de | apins de garenne--red wine and a sauce of nushroom yeast on the
si de.

Slow y, the dinner conversation resuned, but Jessica heard the agitation in
it, the brittle quality, saw that the banker ate in sullen silence. Kynes would
have killed himw thout hesitating, she thought. And she realized that there was

an offhand attitude toward killing in Kynes' manner. He was a casual killer, and
she guessed that this was a Fremen quality.
Jessica turned to the stillsuit manufacturer on her left, said: "I find

nysel f continually amazed by the inportance of water on Arrakis."

"Very inportant,” he agreed. "What is this dish? It's delicious."

"Tongues of wild rabbit in a special sauce," she said. "A very old recipe."

"I must have that recipe," the man said.

She nodded. "I'Il see that you get it."

Kynes | ooked at Jessica, said: "The newconer to Arrakis frequently
underestimates the inportance of water here. You are dealing, you see, with the
Law of the M ninmum"

She heard the testing quality in his voice, said, "Gowth is limted by that
necessity which is present in the | east anpbunt. And, naturally, the |east
favorabl e condition controls the growh rate."

"It's rare to find menbers of a Great House aware of planetol ogica
problens," Kynes said. "Water is the | east favorable condition for life on
Arrakis. And remenber that growmh itself can produce unfavorable conditions
unl ess treated with extrene care.”

Jessi ca sensed a hidden nessage in Kynes' words, but knew she was m ssing
it. "Gowh," she said. "Do you nmean Arrakis can have an orderly cycle of water
to sustain human |ife under nore favorable conditions?"

"I npossi bl e!" the water magnate barked.

Jessica turned her attention to Bewt. "Inpossible?"

"I npossible on Arrakis," he said. "Don't listen to this dreamer. Al the
| aboratory evidence is against him"

Kynes | ooked at Bewt, and Jessica noted that the other conversations around
the tabl e had stopped whil e people concentrated on this new interchange.

"Laboratory evidence tends to blind us to a very sinple fact," Kynes said.
"That fact is this: we are dealing here with matters that originated and exi st
out - of -doors where plants and aninals carry on their normal existence."

"Normal !'" Bewt snorted. "Nothing about Arrakis is normal!"

"Quite the contrary," Kynes said. "Certain harnonies could be set up here
al ong self-sustaining lines. You nerely have to understand the limts of the
pl anet and the pressures upon it."

“It'lIl never be done," Bewt said.

The Duke cane to a sudden realization, placing the point where Kynes
attitude had changed--it had been when Jessica had spoken of hol ding the
conservatory plants in trust for Arrakis.

"What would it take to set up the self-sustaining system Doctor Kynes?"
Let o asked.

“I'f we can get three per cent of the green plant element on Arrakis involved
in form ng carbon conpounds as foodstuffs, we've started the cyclic system"”
Kynes sai d.

"Water's the only problen?" the Duke asked. He sensed Kynes' excitenent,
felt hinself caught up init.

"Wat er overshadows the other problens," Kynes said. "This planet has nuch
oxygen wi thout its usual concom tants--w despread plant |ife and | arge sources
of free carbon di oxide from such phenonena as vol canoes. There are unusua
chem cal interchanges over large surf ace areas here."

"Do you have pilot projects?" the Duke asked.



"We've had a long tine in which to build up the Tansley Effect--small-unit
experiments on an amateur basis fromwhich ny science may now draw its worKking
facts." Kynes said.

"There isn't enough water," Bewt said. "There just isn't enough water."

"Master Bewt is an expert on water," Kynes said. He smiled, turned back to
hi s di nner.

The Duke gestured sharply down with his right hand, barked: "No! | want an
answer! |s there enough water, Doctor Kynes?"

Kynes stared at his plate.

Jessica watched the play of enmption on his face. He nmasks hinself well, she
t hought, but she had himregi stered now and read that he regretted his words.

"I's there enough water?" the Duke demanded.

"There . . . maybe," Kynes said.

He's faking uncertainty! Jessica thought.

Wth his deeper truthsense, Paul caught the underlying notive, had to use
every ounce of his training to mask his excitenent. There is enough water! But
Kynes doesn't wish it to be known.

"Qur planetol ogi st has many interesting dreanms,"” Bewt said. "He dreanms with
t he Fremen--of prophecies and nessiahs."

Chuckl es sounded at odd places around the table Jessica marked them-the
smuggl er, the stillsuit manufacturer's daughter, Duncan |Idaho, the wonan with
the nmysterious escort service.

Tensions are oddly distributed here tonight, Jessica thought. There's too
much going on of which I'"'mnot aware. |I'Il have to devel op new i nformati on
sour ces.

The Duke passed his gaze from Kynes to Bewt to Jessica. He felt oddly |et
down, as though sonething vital had passed himhere. "May be," he nuttered.

Kynes spoke quickly: "Perhaps we shoul d di scuss this another time, ny Lord.
There are so many--"

The pl anet ol ogi st broke off as an uniforned Atreides trooper hurried in
t hrough the service door, was passed by the guard and rushed to the Duke's side.
The man bent, whispering into Leto's ear

Jessi ca recogni zed the capsign of Hawat's corps, fought down uneasi ness. She
addressed herself to the stillsuit manufacturer's femn nine conpanion--a tiny,
dar k- hai red woman with a doll face, a touch of epicanthic fold to the eyes.

"You' ve hardly touched your dinner, ny dear," Jessica said. "May | order you
sonet hi ng?"

The wonan | ooked at the stillsuit manufacturer before answering, then: "I'm
not very hungry."

Abruptly, the Duke stood up beside his trooper, spoke in a harsh tone of
conmand: "Stay seated, everyone. You will have to forgive me, but a matter has
arisen that requires nmy personal attention." He stepped aside. "Paul, take over
as host for ne, if you please.”

Paul stood, wanting to ask why his father had to | eave, knowi ng he had to
play this with the grand manner. He noved around to his father's chair, sat down
init.

The Duke turned to the al cove where Hall eck sat, said: "Gurney, please take
Paul 's place at table. W nustn't have an odd number here. \Wen the dinner's
over, | may want you to bring Paul to the field C.P. Wait for ny call."

Hal | eck emerged fromthe alcove in dress uniform his |unpy ugliness seem ng
out of place in the glittering finery. He | eaned his baliset against the wall
crossed to the chair Paul had occupi ed, sat down.

"There's no need for alarm" the Duke said, "but | nust ask that no one
| eave until our house guard says it's safe. You will be perfectly secure as |ong
as you remain here, and we'll have this little trouble cleared up very shortly."



Paul caught the code words in his father's nessage--guard-safe-secure-
shortly. The problemwas security, not violence. He saw that his nother had read
t he sane nessage. They both rel axed.

The Duke gave a short nod, wheeled and strode through the service door
foll owed by his trooper.

Paul said: "Please go on with your dinner. | believe Doctor Kynes was
di scussing water."

"May we discuss it another time?" Kynes asked.

"By all means," Paul said.

And Jessica noted with pride her son's dignity, the mature sense of
assurance.

The banker picked up his water flagon, gestured with it at Bewt. "None of us
here can surpass Master Lingar Bewt in flowery phrases. One mght al nost assune
he aspired to Great House status. Cone, Master Bewt, lead us in a toast. Perhaps
you've a dollop of wisdomfor the boy who nust be treated |ike a man."

Jessica clenched her right hand into a fist beneath the table. She saw a
handsi gnal pass from Hall eck to | daho, saw the house troopers along the walls
nove into positions of maximum guard.

Bewt cast a venompus gl are at the banker

Paul gl anced at Hall eck, took in the defensive positions of his guards,
| ooked at the banker until the nan |owered the water flagon. He said: "Once, on
Cal adan, | saw the body of a drowned fishernman recovered. He--"

"Drowned?" It was the stillsuit manufacturer's daughter

Paul hesitated, then: "Yes. Imrersed in water until dead. Drowned."

"What an interesting way to die," she nurnured.

Paul's smile became brittle. He returned his attention to the banker. "The
i nteresting thing about this man was the wounds on his shoul ders--nmade by
anot her fisherman's claw boots. This fishernman was one of several in a boat--a
craft for traveling on water--that foundered . . . sank beneath the water.

Anot her fisherman hel pi ng recover the body said he'd seen narks like this nman's
wounds several tines. They meant another drowning fisherman had tried to stand
on this poor fellow s shoulders in the attenpt to reach up to the surface--to
reach air."

"Why is this interesting?" the banker asked.

"Because of an observation made by ny father at the tine. He said the
drowni ng man who clinbs on your shoulders to save hinself is understandabl e--
except when you see it happen in the drawing room" Paul hesitated just |ong
enough for the banker to see the point conming, then: "And, | should add, except
when you see it at the dinner table."

A sudden stillness enfol ded the room

That was rash, Jessica thought. This banker m ght have enough rank to cal
ny son out. She saw that |daho was poised for instant action. The House troopers
were alert. Qurney Halleck had his eyes on the nen opposite him

"Ho- ho- ho-o0-0-0!" It was the snuggler, Tuek, head thrown back | aughing with
conpl et e abandon.

Nervous sm | es appeared around the table.

Bewt was grinni ng.

The banker had pushed his chair back, was glaring at Paul

Kynes said: "One baits an Atreides at his own risk."

"I's it Atreides customto insult their guests?" the banker denmanded.

Bef ore Paul could answer, Jessica |eaned forward, said: "Sir!" And she
t hought: We nust learn this Harkonnen creature's gane. |Is he here to try for
Paul ? Does he have hel p?

"My son displays a general garnent and you claimit's cut to your fit?"
Jessica asked. "What a fascinating revelation." She slid a hand down to her |eg
to the crysknife she had fastened in a cal f-sheath.



The banker turned his glare on Jessica. Eyes shifted away from Paul and she
saw hi m ease hinself back fromthe table, freeing hinmself for action. He had
focused on the code word: garnment. "Prepare for violence. "

Kynes directed a specul ative | ook at Jessica, gave a subtle hand signal to
Tuek.

The smuggler lurched to his feet, lifted his flagon. "I'Il give you a
toast," he said. "To young Paul Atreides, still a lad by his |ooks, but a man by
his actions.”

Wiy do they intrude? Jessica asked hersel f.

The banker stared now at Kynes, and Jessica saw terror return to the agent's
face.

Peopl e began responding all around the table.

VWere Kynes | eads, people follow Jessica thought. He has told us he sides
with Paul. What's the secret of his power? It can't be because he's Judge of the
Change. That's tenporary. And certainly not because he's a civil servant.

She removed her hand fromthe crysknife hilt, lifted her flagon to Kynes,
who responded in kind.

Only Paul and the banker-- (Soo-Soo! Wat an idiotic nicknane! Jessica
t hought.)--remai ned enpty-handed. The banker's attention stayed fixed on Kynes.
Paul stared at his plate.

I was handling it correctly, Paul thought. Wiy do they interfere? He gl anced
covertly at the nmale guests nearest him Prepare for violence? From whon?
Certainly not fromthat banker fellow

Hal | eck stirred, spoke as though to no one in particular, directing his
words over the heads of the guests across fromhim "In our society, people
shoul dn't be quick to take offense. It's frequently suicidal." He | ooked at the
stillsuit manufacturer's daughter beside him "Don't you think so, mss?"

"Ch, yes. Yes. Indeed |I do," She said. "There's too much violence. It nmakes
me sick. And lots of tines no offense is neant, but people die anyway. It
doesn't make sense."

"I ndeed it doesn't," Halleck said.

Jessica saw the near perfection of the girl's act, realized: That enpty-
headed little female is not an enpty-headed little fermal e. She saw then the
pattern of the threat and understood that Halleck, too, had detected it. They
had planned to lure Paul with sex. Jessica rel axed. Her son had probably been
the first to see it--his training hadn't overl ooked that obvious ganbit.

Kynes spoke to the banker: "Isn't another apology in order?"

The banker turned a sickly grin toward Jessica, said: "My Lady, | fear |'ve
overindul ged in your wines. You serve potent drink at table, and |I'm not
accustoned to it."

Jessica heard the venom beneath his tone, spoke sweetly: "Wen strangers
neet, great allowance should be nmade for differences of customand training."

"Thank you, ny Lady," he said.

The dark- haired conpanion of the stillsuit manufacturer |eaned toward
Jessica, said: "The Duke spoke of our being secure here. | do hope that doesn't
nmean nore fighting."

She was directed to | ead the conversation this way, Jessica thought.

"Likely this will prove uninmportant," Jessica said. "But there's so much
detail requiring the Duke's personal attention in these times. As long as enmity
conti nues between Atreides and Harkonnen we cannot be too careful. The Duke has
sworn kanly. He will |eave no Harkonnen agent alive on Arrakis, of course." She
gl anced at the Guild Bank agent. "And the Conventions, naturally, support himin
this." She shifted her attention to Kynes." |Is this not so, Dr. Kynes?"

"Indeed it is," Kynes said.

The stillsuit nmanufacturer pulled his conpanion gently back. She | ooked at
him said: "I do believe I'lIl eat sonething now. I'd like sone of that bird dish
you served earlier."



Jessica signaled a servant, turned to the banker: "And you, sir, were
speaking of birds earlier and of their habits. | find so many interesting things
about Arrakis. Tell ne, where is the spice found? Do the hunters go deep into
t he desert?"

"Ch, no, ny Lady," he said. "Very little's known of the deep desert. And
al nost nothing of the southern regions."

"There's a tale that a great Mdther Lode of spice is to be found in the
sout hern reaches," Kynes said, "but | suspect it was an imaginative invention
made sol ely for purposes of a song. Some daring spice hunters do, on occasion
penetrate into the edge of the central belt, but that's extrenely dangerous--
navi gation is uncertain, storns are frequent. Casualties increase dramatically
the farther you operate from Shield Wall bases. It hasn't been found profitable
to venture too far south. Perhaps if we had a weather satellite . "

Bewt | ooked up, spoke around a nout hful of food: "It's said the Fremen
travel there, that they go anywhere and have hunted out soaks and sip-wells even
in the southern latitudes."

"Soaks and sip-wells?" Jessica asked.

Kynes spoke quickly: "WId runmors, nmy Lady. These are known on ot her
pl anets, not on Arrakis. A soak is a place where water seeps to the surface or
near enough to the surface to be found by digging according to certain signs. A
sip-well is a formof soak where a person draws water through a straw . . . so
it is said."

There's deception in his words, Jessica thought.

Wy is he |lying? Paul wonder ed.

"How very interesting," Jessica said. And she thought. "It is said . . ."
What a curious speech manneri smthey have here. If they only knew what it
reveal s about their dependence on superstitions.

"I'"ve heard you have a saying," Paul said, "that polish comes fromthe
cities, wisdomfromthe desert."

"There are many sayings on Arrakis," Kynes said.

Bef ore Jessica could frame a new question, a servant bent over her with a
note. She opened it, saw the Duke's handwiting and code signs, scanned it.

"You'll all be delighted to know," she said, "that our Duke sends his
reassurances. The matter which called himaway has been settled. The mi ssing
carryall has been found. A Harkonnen agent in the crew overpowered the others
and flew the nmachine to a snuggl ers' base, hoping to sell it there. Both nman and
machi ne were turned over to our forces." She nodded to Tuek

The smuggl er nodded back

Jessica refolded the note, tucked it into her sleeve.

“"I"'mglad it didn't cone to open battle," the banker said. "The people have

such hopes the Atreides will bring peace and prosperity."
"Especially prosperity," Bewt said.
"Shall we have our dessert now?" Jessica asked. "I've had our chef prepare a

Cal adan sweet: pongi rice in sauce dolsa."
"It sounds wonderful," the stillsuit manufacturer said. "Wuld it be
possi ble to get the recipe?"

"Any recipe you desire," Jessica said, registering the nman for later nention

to Hawat. The stillsuit manufacturer was a fearful little clinmber and could be
bought .

Smal | talk resuned around her: "Such a lovely fabric . . ." "He is having a
setting made to match the jewel . . ." "W nmight try for a production increase

next quarter

Jessica stared down at her plate, thinking of the coded part of Leto's
nmessage: "The Harkonnens tried to get in a shipnent of |asguns. W captured
them This may nean they've succeeded with other shipnents. It certainly neans
they don't place much store in shields. Take appropriate precautions."



Jessica focused her mind on | asguns, wondering. The white-hot beans of
di sruptive light could cut through any known substance, provided that substance
was not shielded. The fact that feedback froma shield woul d expl ode both I asgun
and shield did not bother the Harkonnens. Why? A | asgun-shield expl osion was a
danger ous variable, could be nore powerful than atomcs, could kill only the
gunner and his shielded target.

The unknowns here filled her with uneasiness.

Paul said: "I never doubted we'd find the carryall. Once ny father noves to
solve a problem he solves it. This is a fact the Harkonnens are beginning to
di scover."

He's boasting, Jessica thought. He shouldn't boast. No person who'll be
sl eeping far bel ow ground level this night as a precaution agai nst | asguns has
the right to boast.

"There is no escape--we pay for the violence of our ancestors.
-from"The Coll ected Sayi ngs of Miad' Dib" by the Princess Irulan

Jessica heard the disturbance in the great hall, turned on the |ight beside
her bed. The clock there had not been properly adjusted to local time, and she
had to subtract twenty-one minutes to determne that it was about 2 A M

The di sturbance was | oud and i ncoherent.

Is this the Harkonnen attack? she wondered.

She slipped out of bed, checked the screen nonitors to see where her famly
was. The screen showed Paul asleep in the deep cellar roomthey'd hastily
converted to a bedroom for him The noise obviously wasn't penetrating to his
quarters. There was no one in the Duke's room his bed was unrunpl ed. Was he
still at the field CP.?

There were no screens yet to the front of the house.

Jessica stood in the mddle of her room Iistening.

There was one shouting, incoherent voice. She heard soneone call for Dr.
Yueh. Jessica found a robe, pulled it over her shoul ders, pushed her feet into
slippers, strapped the crysknife to her |eg.

Agai n, a voice called out for Yueh

Jessica belted the robe around her, stepped into the hallway. Then the
t hought struck her: What if Leto's hurt?

The hall seenmed to stretch out forever under her running feet. She turned
t hrough the arch at the end, dashed past the dining hall and down the passage to
the Great Hall, finding the place brightly lighted, all the wall suspensors
gl owi ng at maxi num

To her right near the front entry, she saw two house guards hol di ng Duncan
| daho between them His head lolled forward, and there was an abrupt, panting
silence to the scene.

One of the house guards spoke accusingly to Idaho: "You see what you did?
You woke the Lady Jessica."

The great draperies billowed behind the nen, showing that the front door
remai ned open. There was no sign of the Duke or Yueh. Mapes stood to one side
staring coldly at |Idaho. She wore a | ong brown robe with serpentine design at
the hem Her feet were pushed into unlaced desert boots.

"So | woke the Lady Jessica," Idaho muttered. He lifted his face toward the
ceiling, bellowed: "My sword was firs' blooded on Gruman!"

Great Mdther! He's drunk! Jessica thought.

| daho' s dark, round face was drawn into a frown. His hair, curling like the
fur of a black goat, was plastered with dirt. A jagged rent in his tunic exposed
an expanse of the dress shirt he had worn at the dinner party earlier

Jessica crossed to him



One of the guards nodded to her without rel easing his hold on Idaho. "W
didn't know what to do with him ny Lady. He was creating a di sturbance out
front, refusing to come inside. W were afraid locals mght come al ong and see
him That wouldn't do at all. Gve us a bad nane here."

"Where has he been?" Jessica asked.

"He escorted one of the young | adies home fromthe dinner, ny Lady. Hawat's
orders."

"Whi ch young | ady?"

"One of the escort wenches. You understand, my Lady?" He gl anced at Mapes,
| owered his voice. "They're always calling on Idaho for special surveillance of
the | adies."

And Jessica thought: So they are. But why is he drunk?

She frowned, turned to Mapes. "Mapes, bring a stinmulant. |'d suggest
caffeine. Perhaps there's sone of the spice coffee left."

Mapes shrugged, headed for the kitchen. Her unlaced desert boots sl ap-
sl apped agai nst the stone floor

I daho swung his unsteady head around to peer at an angle toward Jessica.
"Killed nmore'n three hunner' men f'r the Duke," he nuttered. "Wadduh wanna know
is why'mmere? Can't live unner th' groun' here. Can't live onna groun' here.
Wha' kinna place is 'iss, huh?"

A sound fromthe side hall entry caught Jessica's attention. She turned, saw
Yueh crossing to them his nedical kit swinging in his left hand. He was fully
dressed, | ooked pal e, exhausted. The dianond tattoo stood out sharply on his
f or ehead.

"Th' good docker!" |daho shouted. "Whad're you, Doc? Splint 'n' pill man?"
He turned blearily toward Jessica. "Makin' uh damm fool uh mself, huh?"

Jessica frowned, renmined silent, wondering: Wiy would | daho get drunk? \Was
he drugged?

"Too much spice beer," ldaho said, attenpting to straighten

Mapes returned with a steaning cup in her hands, stopped uncertainly behind
Yueh. She | ooked at Jessica, who shook her head.

Yueh put his kit on the floor, nodded greeting to Jessica, said: "Spice
beer, eh?"

"Bes' damm stuff ever tas'ed," ldaho said. He tried to pull hinself to
attention. "My sword was firs' blooded on Guman! Killed a Harkon . . . Harkon

killed "imf'r th" Duke."

Yueh turned, |ooked at the cup in Mapes' hand.

"What is that?"

"Caffeine," Jessica said.

Yueh took the cup, held it toward Idaho. "Drink this, lad."

"Don't wan' any nore f drink."

"Drink it, | say!"

| daho' s head wobbl ed toward Yueh, and he stunbl ed one step ahead, dragging

the guards with him "I'malmghdy fed up with pleasin' th' 'Merial Universe,
Doc. Jus' once, we're gonna do th' thing ny way."
"After you drink this," Yueh said. "It's just caffeine."

"Sprolly like all res' uh this place! Dam' sun 'stoo brighd. Nothin' has
uh righd color. Ever'thing's wong or o

"Well, it's nighttime now," Yueh said. He spoke reasonably. "Drink this |ike
a good lad. It'Il make you feel better."

"Don' wanna feel bedder!"

"W can't argue with himall night," Jessica said. And she thought: This
calls for shock treatment.

"There's no reason for you to stay, ny Lady," Yueh said. "I can take care of
this."

Jessi ca shook her head. She stepped forward, slapped |daho sharply across
t he cheek.



He stunbl ed back with his guards, glaring at her

"This is no way to act in your Duke's hone," she said. She snatched the cup
from Yueh's hands, spilling part of it, thrust the cup toward |daho. "Now drink
this! That's an order!"

| daho jerked himsel f upright, scowing dowmn at her. He spoke slowy, wth
careful and precise enunciation: "I do not take orders froma dam' Harkonnen
spy. "

Yueh stiffened, whirled to face Jessi ca.

Her face had gone pale, but she was nodding. It all becanme clear to her--the
br oken stens of meani ng she had seen in words and actions around her these past
few days could now be transl ated. She found herself in the grip of anger al nost
too great to contain. It took the nmost profound of her Bene Gesserit training to
qui et her pulse and snmooth her breathing. Even then she could feel the blaze
flickering.

They were always calling on Idaho for surveillance of the | adies!

She shot a glance at Yueh. The doctor |owered his eyes.

"You knew t hi s?" she denmanded.

"I . . . heard runors, ny Lady. But | didn't want to add to your burdens."

"Hawat!" she snapped. "I want Thufir Hawat brought to ne i mediatel y!"

"But, ny Lady . "

"I nedi atel y!'"

It has to be Hawat, she thought. Suspicion such as this could conme from no
ot her source w thout being discarded inmediately.

| daho shook his head, munbled. "Chuck th' whole damm thing."

Jessica | ooked down at the cup in her hand, abruptly dashed its contents
across ldaho's face. "Lock himin one of the guest roons of the east wing," she
ordered. "Let himsleep it off."

The two guards stared at her unhappily. One ventured: "Perhaps we shoul d
t ake hi m sonepl ace el se, mLady. We could . "

"He's supposed to be here!" Jessica snapped. "He has a job to do here." Her
voi ce dripped bitterness. "He's so good at watching the | adies."

The guard swal | owed

"Do you know where the Duke is?" she demanded.

"He's at the conmand post, ny Lady."

"I's Hawat with hinmP"

"Hawat's in the city, ny Lady."

"You will bring Hawat to ne at once," Jessica said. "I will be in my sitting
room when he arrives."

"But, nmy Lady . S

"I'f necessary, | will call the Duke," she said. "I hope it will not be
necessary. | would not want to disturb himwith this."

"Yes, ny Lady."

Jessica thrust the enpty cup into Mapes' hands, net the questioning stare of
t he bl ue-wi thin-blue eyes. "You may return to bed, Mapes."

"You're sure you'll not need ne?"

Jessica snmiled grimy. "I'"msure."

"Perhaps this could wait until tonorrow," Yueh said. "I could give you a
sedative and . "

"You will return to your quarters and | eave me to handle this my way," she

said. She patted his armto take the sting out of her conmand. "This is the only
way. "

Abruptly, head high, she turned and stal ked off through the house to her
rooms. Cold walls . . . passages . . . a famliar door . . . She jerked the door
open, strode in, and slamed it behind her. Jessica stood there glaring at the
shi el d- bl anked wi ndows of her sitting room Hawat! Could he be the one the
Har konnens bought? W shal |l see.



Jessica crossed to the deep, old-fashioned arnchair with an enbroi dered
cover of schlag skin, noved the chair into position to command the door. She was
suddenly very conscious of the crysknife in its sheath on her |eg. She renoved
the sheath and strapped it to her arm tested the drop of it. Once nore, she
gl anced around the room placing everything precisely in her mnd agai nst any
enmergency: the chaise near the corner, the straight chairs along the wall, the
two | ow tables, her stand-nounted zither beside the door to her bedroom

Pal e rose |light glowed fromthe suspensor |anps. She dinmed them sat down
in the arncthair, patting the uphol stery, appreciating the chair's rega
heavi ness for this occasion

Now, | et himcone, she thought. W shall see what we shall see. And she
prepared herself in the Bene Gesserit fashion for the wait, accunulating
pati ence, saving her strength.

Sooner than she had expected, a rap sounded at the door and Hawat entered at
her command.

She wat ched hi mw thout nmoving fromthe chair, seeing the crackling sense of
drug-i nduced energy in his novenents, seeing the fatigue beneath. Hawat's rheuny
old eyes glittered. His |leathery skin appeared faintly yellowin the room s
light, and there was a wi de, wet stain on the sleeve of his knife arm

She snell ed bl ood there.

Jessica gestured to one of the straight-backed chairs, said: "Bring that
chair and sit facing ne."

Hawat bowed, obeyed. That drunken fool of an |daho! he thought. He studied
Jessica's face, wondering how he could save this situation

"It's long past time to clear the air between us," Jessica said.

"What troubles ny Lady?" He sat down, placed hands on knees.

"Don't play coy with ne!" she snapped. "If Yueh didn't tell you why I
summoned you, then one of your spies in ny household did. Shall we be at |east
t hat honest with each other?"

"As you w sh, ny Lady."

"First, you will answer nme one question," she said. "Are you now a Harkonnen
agent ?"

Hawat surged hal f out of his chair, his face dark with fury, demanding: "You
dare insult ne so?"

"Sit down," she said. "You insulted me so."

Sl ow y, he sank back into the chair

And Jessica, reading the signs of this face that she knew so well, all owed
herself a deep breath. It isn't Hawat.
"Now | know you remain loyal to nmy Duke," she said. "I'm prepared,

therefore, to forgive your affront to ne."

"I's there sonething to forgive?"

Jessica scowl ed, wondering: Shall | play my trunmp? Shall | tell himof the
Duke's daughter 1've carried within ne these few weeks? No . . . Leto hinself
doesn't know. This would only conplicate his life, divert himin a time when he
nmust concentrate on our survival. There is yet tine to use this.

"A Trut hsayer would solve this," she said, "but we have no Truthsayer
qualified by the H gh Board."

"As you say. We've no Truthsayer."

"I's there a traitor ampng us?" she asked. "I've studied our people with
great care. Who could it be? Not Gurney. Certainly not Duncan. Their |ieutenants
are not strategically enough placed to consider. It's not you, Thufir. It cannot
be Paul. | knowit's not nme. Dr. Yueh, then? Shall | call himin and put himto
the test?"

"You know that's an enpty gesture,” Hawat said. "He's conditioned by the
Hi gh Col Il ege. That | know for certain."

"Not to nention that his wife was a Bene Gesserit slain by the Harkonnens,"
Jessi ca sai d.



"So that's what happened to her," Hawat said.

"Haven't you heard the hate in his voice when he speaks the Harkonnen nane?"

"You know | don't have the ear," Hawat said.

"What brought this base suspicion on me?" she asked.

Hawat frowned. "My Lady puts her servant in an inpossible position. My first
loyalty is to the Duke."

"I"mprepared to forgi ve nuch because of that loyalty," she said.

"And again | must ask: Is there something to forgive?"

" St al emat e?" she asked.

He shrugged.

"Let us discuss sonmething else for a mnute, then," she said. "Duncan |daho,
the adm rable fighting man whose abilities at guarding and surveillance are so
est eemed. Toni ght, he overindul ged in something called spice beer. | hear
reports that others anong our people have been stupefied by this concoction. Is
that true?"

"You have your reports, ny Lady."

"So | do. Don't you see this drinking as a synptom Thufir?"

"My Lady speaks riddles."

"Apply your Mentat abilities to it!" she snapped. "Wat's the problemwith
Duncan and the others? |I can tell you in four words--they have no hone."

He jabbed a finger at the floor. "Arrakis, that's their hone."

"Arrakis is an unknown! Cal adan was their home, but we've uprooted them
They have no home. And they fear the Duke's failing them"

He stiffened. "Such talk fromone of the men would be cause for--"

"Ch, stop that, Thufir. Is it defeatist or treacherous for a doctor to
di agnose a di sease correctly? My only intention is to cure the disease."

"The Duke gives ne charge over such matters."

"But you understand | have a certain natural concern over the progress of

this disease," she said. "And perhaps you'll grant | have certain abilities
al ong these lines."
WIIl | have to shock himseverel y? she wondered. He needs shaki ng up--

sonething to break himfromroutine.

"There could be many interpretations for your concern," Hawat said. He
shrugged.

"Then you' ve al ready convicted ne?"

"OfF course not, my Lady. But | cannot afford to take any chances, the
situation being what it is."

"Athreat to my son got past you right here in this house," she said. "Who
t ook that chance?"

Hi s face darkened. "I offered nmy resignation to the Duke."

"Did you offer your resignation tone . . . or to Paul?"

Now he was openly angry, betraying it in quickness of breathing, in dilation
of nostrils, a steady stare. She saw a pul se beating at his tenple.

"I"'mthe Duke's man," he said, biting off the words.

"There is no traitor," she said. "The threat's sonething el se. Perhaps it
has to do with the |Iasguns. Perhaps they'll risk secreting a few |lasguns with
ti m ng nmechani sns ai ned at house shields. Perhaps they'II . . . "

"And who could tell after the blast if the explosion wasn't atom c?" he
asked. "No, ny Lady. They'll not risk anything that illegal. Radiation |lingers.
The evidence is hard to erase. No. They'|l|l observe nost of the forns. It has to
be a traitor."

"You're the Duke's man," she sneered. "Wuld you destroy himin the effort
to save hin®"

He took a deep breath, then: "If you're innocent, you'll have ny nobst abject
apol ogi es. "

"Look at you now, Thufir," she said. "Humans |ive best when each has his own
pl ace, when each knows where he belongs in the scheme of things. Destroy the



pl ace and destroy the person. You and I, Thufir, of all those who | ove the Duke,

are nost ideally situated to destroy the other's place. Could I not whisper

suspi ci ons about you into the Duke's ear at night? When woul d he be nost

susceptible to such whispering, Thufir? Must | draw it for you nore clearly?"
"You threaten nme?" he grow ed.

"Indeed not. | nerely point out to you that soneone is attacking us through
t he basic arrangenent of our lives. It's clever, diabolical. | propose to negate
this attack by so ordering our lives that there' |l be no chinks for such barbs
to enter."”

"You accuse ne of whispering basel ess suspicions?"

"Basel ess, yes."

"You'd neet this with your own whispers?"

"Your life is conmpounded of whispers, not mine, Thufir."

"Then you question nmy abilities?"

She sighed. "Thufir, | want you to exam ne your own enpotional involvenent in
this. The natural human's an aninmal w thout |ogic. Your projections of |ogic
onto all affairs is unnatural, but suffered to continue for its useful ness.

You' re the enbodi nent of logic--a Mentat. Yet, your problem solutions are
concepts that, in a very real sense, are projected outside yourself, there to be
studied and rolled around, exam ned fromall sides."

"You think nowto teach me ny trade?" he asked, and he did not try to hide
the disdain in his voice

"Anyt hi ng outside yourself, this you can see and apply your logic to it,"
she said. "But it's a human trait that when we encounter personal problens,

t hose things nost deeply personal are the nost difficult to bring out for our
logic to scan. W tend to flounder around, blam ng everything but the actual
deep-seated thing that's really chewing on us."

"You're deliberately attenpting to undermine nmy faith in nmy abilities as a
Mentat," he rasped. "Were | to find one of our people attenpting thus to
sabot age any ot her weapon in our arsenal, | should not hesitate to denounce and
destroy him"

"The finest Mentats have a healthy respect for the error factor in their
conput ati ons, " she said.

"I'"ve never said otherw se!"

"Then apply yourself to these synptons we've both seen: drunkenness anobng
the men, quarrels--they gossip and exchange wild runors about Arrakis; they
i gnore the nost sinple--"

"I dl eness, no nore," he said. "Don't try to divert ny attention by trying to
make a sinple matter appear nysterious."

She stared at him thinking of the Duke's nen rubbing their woes together in
the barracks until you could al nost snell the charge there, |ike burnt
i nsul ation. They're beconming |like the nmen of the pre-Guild | egend, she thought:
Li ke the men of the |ost star-searcher, Anpoliros--sick at their guns--forever
seeki ng, forever prepared and forever unready.

"Why have you never nade full use of nmy abilities in your service to the
Duke?" she asked. "Do you fear a rival for your position?"

He glared at her, the old eyes blazing. "I know sonme of the training they
gi ve you Bene CGesserit . . . " He broke off, scowing.

"Go ahead, say it," she said. "Bene Gesserit wtches.

"I know somet hing of the real training they give you," he said. "l've seen
it cone out in Paul. I'mnot fool ed by what your schools tell the public: you
exist only to serve."

The shock must be severe and he's al nost ready for it, she thought.

"You listen respectfully to nme in Council," she said, "yet you sel dom heed
ny advice. Wy?"

"I don't trust your Bene Gesserit notives," he said. "You may think you can
| ook through a man; you may think you can make a nman do exactly what you--"



"You poor fool, Thufir!" she raged.
He scow ed, pushing hinself back in the chair
"\What ever runors you've heard about our schools,'

she said, "the truth is

far greater. If | wished to destroy the Duke . . . or you, or any other person
within my reach, you could not stop ne."
And she thought: Wiy do | let pride drive such words out of ne? This is not

the way | was trained. This is not how | must shock him

Hawat slipped a hand beneath his tunic where he kept a tiny projector of
poi son darts. She wears no shield, he thought. Is this just a brag she makes? |
could slay her now. . . but, ah-h-h-h, the consequences if |I'm wong.

Jessica saw the gesture toward his pocket, said: "Let us pray violence shal
never be necessary between us."

"A worthy prayer," he agreed.

"Meanwhi |l e, the sickness spreads anmpong us," she said. "l must ask you again:
Isn't it nore reasonabl e to suppose the Harkonnens have planted this suspicion
to pit the two of us agai nst each other?"

"W appear to've returned to stalenmate,” he said.

She sighed, thinking: He's al nost ready for it.

"The Duke and | are father and nother surrogates to our people," she said.
"The position--"

"He hasn't married you," Hawat said.

She forced herself to cal mess, thinking: A good riposte, that.

"But he'll not marry anyone else," she said. "Not as long as | live. And we
are surrogates, as |'ve said. To break up this natural order in our affairs, to
di sturb, disrupt, and confuse us--which target offers itself nmobst enticingly to
t he Har konnens?"

He sensed the direction she was taking, and his brows drew down in a
| owering scow .

"The Duke?" she asked. "Attractive target, yes, but no one with the possible
exception of Paul is better guarded. Me? | tenpt them surely, but they nust
know t he Bene Gesserit nake difficult targets. And there's a better target, one
whose duties create, necessarily, a nmonstrous blind spot. One to whom suspi ci on
is as natural as breathing. One who builds his entire life on innuendo and
nystery." She darted her right hand toward him "You!"

Hawat started to leap fromhis chair

"I have not dism ssed you, Thufir!" she flared.

The old Mentat al nost fell back into the chair, so quickly did his nuscles
betray him

She smiled without mrth.

"Now you know sonething of the real training they give us," she said.

Hawat tried to swallowin a dry throat. Her comand had been regal
preemptory--uttered in a tone and nanner he had found conpletely irresistible.
Hi s body had obeyed her before he could think about it. Nothing could have
prevented his response--not |ogic, not passionate anger . . . nothing. To do
what she had done spoke of a sensitive, intimte know edge of the person thus
conmanded, a depth of control he had not dreaned possible.

"I have said to you before that we shoul d understand each other," she said.
"I meant you should understand me. | already understand you. And | tell you now
that your loyalty to the Duke is all that guarantees your safety with me."

He stared at her, wet his lips with his tongue.

"I'f | desired a puppet, the Duke would marry nme," she said. "He m ght even
think he did it of his own free will."

Hawat | owered his head, | ooked upward through his sparse |ashes. Only the
nost rigid control kept himfromcalling the guard. Control . . . and the
suspi ci on now t hat worman m ght not permt it. His skin crawled with the nenory
of how she had controlled him In the noment of hesitation, she could have drawn
a weapon and killed hin



Does every hunan have this blind spot? he wondered. Can any of us be ordered
into action before he can resist? The idea staggered him Wo could stop a
person with such power?

"You've glinpsed the fist within the Bene Gesserit glove," she said. "Few
glinpse it and live. And what | did was a relatively sinple thing for us. You' ve
not seen nmy entire arsenal. Think on that,"

"Why aren't you out destroying the Duke's enem es?" he asked.

"What woul d you have me destroy?" she asked. "Wuld you have nme make a
weakl i ng of our Duke, have himforever |eaning on ne?"

"But, with such power "

"Power's a two-edged sword, Thufir," she said; "You think: 'How easy for her
to shape a human tool to thrust into an eneny's vitals.' True, Thufir; even into
your vitals. Yet, what would | acconmplish? If enough of us Bene Gesserit did
this, wouldn't it make all Bene Gesserit suspect? W don't want that, Thufir. W
do not wish to destroy ourselves." She nodded. "W truly exist only to serve."

"I cannot answer you," he said. "You know | cannot answer."

"You'll say nothing about what has happened here to anyone," she said. "I
know you, Thufir."
"My Lady . . . " Again the old man tried to swallow in a dry throat.

And he thought: She has great powers, yes. But would these not nake her an
even nore form dable tool for the Harkonnens?
"The Duke coul d be destroyed as quickly by his friends as by his enemes,"

she said. "I trust now you'll get to the bottom of this suspicion and renpve
it."

"I'f it proves basel ess," he said.

"I f," she sneered.

"If," he said.

"You are tenacious," she said.

"Cautious," he said, "and aware of the error factor."

"Then I'Il pose another question for you: Wat does it nean to you that you
stand before another hunman, that you are bound and hel pl ess and t he ot her human
hol ds a knife at your throat--yet this other hunan refrains fromkilling you,

frees you fromyour bonds and gives you the knife to use as you will?"

She lifted herself out of the chair, turned her back on him "You may go
now, Thufir."

The old Mentat arose, hesitated, hand creeping toward the deadly weapon
beneath his tunic. He was rem nded of the bull ring and of the Duke's father
(who' d been brave, no matter what his other failings) and one day of the corrida
| ong ago: The fierce black beast had stood there, head bowed, inmobilized and
confused. The A d Duke had turned his back on the horns, cape thrown
fl anboyantly over one arm while cheers rained dowmn fromthe stands.

I amthe bull and she the matador, Hawat thought. He withdrew his hand from
t he weapon, glanced at the sweat glistening in his enpty palm

And he knew that whatever the facts proved to be in the end, he would never
forget this nonent nor |ose this sense of suprene adnmiration for the Lady
Jessi ca.

Quietly, he turned and left the room

Jessica |l owered her gaze fromthe reflection in the w ndows, turned, and
stared at the cl osed door.

"Now we' Il see sone proper action,” she whispered.

Do you westle with dreans?

Do you contend with shadows?

Do you nove in a kind of sleep?
Ti me has slipped away.



Your life is stolen

You tarried with trifles,

Victimof your folly.

-Dirge for Janmis on the Funeral Plain, from"Songs of Miad' D b" by the Princess
[ rulan

Leto stood in the foyer of his house, studying a note by the light of a
si ngl e suspensor | anp. Dawn was yet a few hours away, and he felt his tiredness.
A Frenen nmessenger had brought the note to the outer guard just now as the Duke
arrived fromhis comand post.

The note read: "A columm of snmoke by day, a pillar of fire by night."

There was no signature.

VWhat does it nean? he wonder ed.

The nessenger had gone wi thout waiting for an answer and before he could be
guestioned. He had slipped into the night |ike sonme snmoky shadow.

Let o pushed the paper into a tunic pocket, thinking to show it to Hawat
|ater. He brushed a lock of hair fromhis forehead, took a sighing breath. The
anti-fatigue pills were beginning to wear thin. It had been a | ong two days
since the dinner party and | onger than that since he had slept.

On top of all the mlitary problens, there'd been the disquieting session
with Hawat, the report on his neeting with Jessica.

Shoul d I waken Jessica? he wondered. There's no reason to play the secrecy
gane with her any longer. O is there?

Bl ast and damm that Duncan | daho!

He shook his head. No, not Duncan. | was wong not to take Jessica into ny
confidence fromthe first. | nust do it now, before nore danage is done.

The deci sion made him feel better, and he hurried fromthe foyer through the
Great Hall and down the passages toward the fanm |y w ng.

At the turn where the passages split to the service area, he paused. A
strange mew i ng cane from sonmewhere down the service passage. Leto put his left
hand to the switch on his shield belt, slipped his kindjal into his right hand.
The knife conveyed a sense of reassurance. That strange sound had sent a chil
t hrough him

Softly, the Duke noved down the service passage, cursing the inadequate
illumnation. The snallest of suspensors had been spaced about eight neters
apart along here and tuned to their dinmest |evel. The dark stone walls
swal | owed the |ight.

A dull blob stretching across the fl oor appeared out of the gl oom ahead.
Leto hesitated, alnpbst activated his shield, but refrained because that
would I'imt his novenents, his hearing . . . and because the captured shi pnment

of lasguns had left himfilled with doubts.

Silently, he noved toward the grey blob, saw that it was a human figure, a
man face down on the stone. Leto turned himover with a foot, knife poised, bent
close in the dimlight to see the face. It was the smuggl er, Tuek, a wet stain
down his chest. The dead eyes stared with enpty darkness. Leto touched the
stai n--warm

How coul d this man be dead here? Leto asked hinmself. Wo killed hin®

The nmewl i ng sound was | ouder here. It cane from ahead and down the side
passage to the central roomwhere they had installed the main shield generator
for the house.

Hand on belt switch, kindjal poised, the Duke skirted the body, slipped down
t he passage and peered around the corner toward the shield generator room

Anot her grey blob lay stretched on the floor a few paces away, and he saw at
once this was the source of the noise. The shape craw ed toward himw th painfu
sl owness, gaspi ng, nunbling.

Leto stilled his sudden constriction of fear, darted down the passage,
crouched beside the craming figure. It was Mapes, the Fremen housekeeper, her



hair tunbled around her face, clothing disarrayed. A dull shininess of dark
stain spread from her back al ong her side. He touched her shoul der and she
lifted herself on her el bows, head tipped up to peer at him the eyes bl ack-
shadowed enpti ness.

"S'you," she gasped. "Killed . . . guard . . . sent . . . get . . . Tuek

escape . . . mlLady . . . you. . . you. . . here. . . no. . . " She
fl opped forward, her head thunpi ng agai nst the stone.

Leto felt for pulse at the tenples. There was none. He | ooked at the stain:
she'd been stabbed in the back. Wo? His mind raced. Did she nean someone had
killed a guard? And Tuek--had Jessica sent for hin? Wiy?

He started to stand up. A sixth sense warned him He flashed a hand toward
the shield switch--too |late. A nunbing shock slamed his armaside. He felt pain
there, saw a dart protruding fromthe sleeve, sensed paralysis spreading fromit
up his arm It took an agonizing effort to lift his head and | ook down the
passage.

Yueh stood in the open door of the generator room His face reflected yell ow
fromthe light of a single, brighter suspensor above the door. There was
stillness fromthe room behind him-no sound of generators.

Yueh! Leto thought. He's sabotaged the house generators! W 're w de open!

Yueh began wal ki ng toward him pocketing a dartgun

Leto found he could still speak, gasped: "Yueh! How?" Then the paral ysis
reached his legs and he slid to the floor with his back propped agai nst the
stone wal I .

Yueh's face carried a | ook of sadness as he bent over, touched Leto's
forehead. The Duke found he could feel the touch, but it was remote . . . dull.
"The drug on the dart is selective," Yueh said "You can speak, but 1'd
advi se against it." He glanced down the hall, and again bent over Leto, pulled
out the dart, tossed it aside. The sound of the dart clattering on the stones

was faint and distant to the Duke's ears.

It can't be Yueh, Leto thought. He's conditioned.

"How?" Leto whi spered.

"I"'msorry, ny dear Duke, but there are things which will make greater
demands than this." He touched the dianond tattoo on his forehead. "I find it
very strange, myself--an override on ny pyretic conscience--but | wish to kill a
man. Yes, | actually wish it. | will stop at nothing to do it."

He | ooked down at the Duke. "Ch, not you, ny dear Duke. The Baron Har konnen
I wish to kill the Baron."

"Bar . . . on Har . . . "

"Be quiet, please, nmy poor Duke. You haven't much time. That peg tooth | put
in your nouth after the tunble at Narcal --that tooth nust be replaced, in a

nonent, |'ll render you unconscious and replace that tooth." He opened his hand
stared at sonmething in it. "An exact duplicate, its core shaped nbst exquisitely
like a nerve. It'll escape the usual detectors, even a fast scanning. But if you
bite down hard on it, the cover crushes. Then, when you expel your breath
sharply, you fill the air around you with a poison gas--nost deadly."

Leto stared up at Yueh, seeing nadness in the man's eyes, the perspiration
al ong brown and chin.

"You were dead anyway, mny poor Duke," Yueh said. "But you will get close to
the Baron before you die. He'll believe you' re stupefied by drugs beyond any
dying effort to attack him And you will be drugged--and tied. But attack can
take strange forms. And you will renenber the tooth. The tooth, Duke Leto
Atreides. You will renenber the tooth."

The ol d doctor |eaned closer and closer until his face and droopi ng nustache
domi nated Leto's narrow ng vi sion.

"The tooth," Yueh mnuttered.

"Why?" Leto whispered.



Yueh | owered hinmself to one knee beside the Duke. "I nade a shaitan's
bargain with the Baron. And I nust be certain he has fulfilled his half of it.
When | see him 1'll know. When | look at the Baron, then | will know. But Il
never enter his presence without the price. You're the price, ny poor Duke. And
"Il know when | see him M poor Wanna taught ne nany things, and one is to see
certainty of truth when the stress is great. | cannot do it always, but when
see the Baron--then, | wll know "

Leto tried to Il ook down at the tooth in Yueh's hand. He felt this was
happening in a nightmare--it could not be.

Yueh's purple lips turned up in a grimace. "I'Il not get close enough to the
Baron, or 1'd do this nmyself. No. I'll be detained at a safe distance. But you .
ah, now You, ny lovely weapon! He'll want you close to him-to gl oat over

you, to boast a little."

Leto found hinself al nbst hypnotized by a nuscle on the left side of Yueh's
jaw. The muscle tw sted when the man spoke.

Yueh | eaned cl oser. "And you, ny good Duke, my precious Duke, you nust
renmenmber this tooth.” He held it up between thunb and forefinger. "It will be
all that remains to you."

Leto's nouth noved w t hout sound, then: "Refuse."

“Ah-h, no! You nustn't refuse. Because, in return for this small service

I"'mdoing a thing for you. I will save your son and your wonman. No ot her can do
it. They can be renpved to a place where no Harkonnen can reach them"
"How . . . save . . . thenP" Leto whispered.

"By nmaking it appear they're dead, by secreting them anbng people who draw
kni fe at hearing the Harkonnen name, who hate the Harkonnens so nmuch they'|
burn a chair in which a Harkonnen has sat, salt the ground over which a
Har konnen has wal ked." He touched Leto's jaw. "Can you feel anything in your
j aw?"

The Duke found that he could not answer. He sensed di stant tuggi ng, saw
Yueh's hand cone up with the ducal signet ring.

"For Paul," Yueh said. "You'll be unconscious presently. Good-by, my poor
Duke. Wen next we neet we'll have no tinme for conversation."”

Cool renoteness spread upward fromLeto's jaw, across his cheeks. The
shadowy, hall narrowed to a pinpoint with Yueh's purple lips centered init.

"Renmenber the tooth!" Yueh hissed. "The tooth!"

There shoul d be a science of discontent. People need hard times and oppression
to devel op psychi c nuscl es.
-from"Col |l ected Sayi ngs of Miuad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

Jessica awoke in the dark, feeling prenpnition in the stillness around her
She coul d not understand why her nind and body felt so sluggish. Skin raspings
of fear ran al ong her nerves. She thought of sitting up and turning on a |ight,
but sonething stayed the decision. Her nouth felt . . . strange

Lunp- | unp- | unp- | unp!

It was a dull sound, directionless in the dark. Sonewhere.

The waiting nmonent was packed with tine, with rustling needl e-stick
novenent s.

She began to feel her body, grew aware of bindings on wists and ankles, a
gag in her mouth. She was on her side, hands tied behind her. She tested the
bi ndi ngs, realized they were krinmskell fiber, would only claw tighter as she
pul | ed.

And now, she renenbered

There had been novenent in the darkness of her bedroom sonething wet and
pungent sl apped agai nst her face, filling her nouth, hands grasping for her. She



had gasped--one indrawn breath--sensing the narcotic in the wetness.
Consci ousness had receded, sinking her into a black bin of terror
It has come, she thought. How sinple it was to subdue the Bene Gesserit. Al
it took was treachery. Hawat was right.
She forced herself not to pull on her bindings.
This is not my bedroom she thought. They've taken me sonepl ace el se.
Sl ow y, she narshal ed the i nner cal mess.
She grew aware of the snell of her own stale sweat with its chemi cal
i nfusion of fear.
Where is Paul ? she asked hersel f. My son--what have they done to hin®
Cal mess.
She forced herself to it, using the ancient routines.
But terror remmined so near
Leto? Where are you, Leto?
She sensed a dimnishing in the dark. It began with shadows. Di nensions
separ ated, becane new t horns of awareness. Wiite. A line under a door.
I"mon the floor.
Peopl e wal ki ng. She sensed it through the floor

Jessi ca squeezed back the menory of terror. | must remain calm alert, and
prepared. | may get only one chance. Again, she forced the inner cal mess.

The ungai nly thunping of her heartbeats evened, shaping out tinme. She
counted back. | was unconsci ous about an hour. She cl osed her eyes, focused her

awar eness onto the approachi ng f oot st eps.

Four peopl e.

She counted the differences in their steps.

I must pretend I'mstill unconscious. She rel axed agai nst the cold floor
testing her body's readi ness, heard a door open, sensed increased |ight through
her eyeli ds.

Feet approached: someone standi ng over her

"You are awake," runbled a basso voice. "Do not pretend."

She opened her eyes.

The Baron Ml adi mir Harkonnen stood over her. Around them she recognized the
cellar room where Paul had slept, saw his cot at one side--enpty. Suspensor
| anps were brought in by guards, distributed near the open door. There was a
glare of light in the hallway beyond that hurt her eyes.

She | ooked up at the Baron. He wore a yell ow cape that bul ged over his
portabl e suspensors. The fat cheeks were two cherubi c nounds beneath spider-
bl ack eyes.

"The drug was tinmed," he runbled. "W knew to the minute when you'd be
com ng out of it."

How coul d that be? she wondered. They 'd have to know ny exact weight, ny
netabolism ny . . . Yueh!

"Such a pity you nust remai n gagged," the Baron said. "W could have such an
i nteresting conversation."

Yueh's the only one it could be, she thought. How?

The Baron gl anced behind himat the door. "Cone in, Piter."

She had never before seen the man who entered to stand beside the Baron, but
the face was known--and the man: Piter de Vries, the Mentat-Assassin. She
studi ed him-hawk features, blue-ink eyes that suggested he was a native of
Arrakis, but subtleties of noverment and stance told her he was not. And his
flesh was too well firned with water. He was tall, though slender, and sonething
about hi m suggested effemn nacy.

"Such a pity we cannot have our conversation, ny dear Lady Jessica." the
Baron said. "However, |'m aware of your abilities." He glanced at the Mentat.
"Isn't that true, Piter?"

"As you say, Baron," the nan said.



The voice was tenor. It touched her spine with a wash of col dness. She had
never heard such a chill voice. To one with the Bene Gesserit training, the
voi ce screaned: Killer!

"I have a surprise for Piter," the Baron said. "He thinks he has cone here
to collect his reward--you, Lady Jessica. But | wish to denobnstrate a thing:
that he does not really want you."

"You play with nme, Baron?" Piter asked, and he sm | ed.

Seeing that snmile, Jessica wondered that the Baron did not |eap to defend
hinself fromthis Piter. Then she corrected hersel f. The Baron could not read
that smle. He did not have the Training.

"I'n many ways, Piter is quite naive," the Baron said. "He doesn't admt to

hi nsel f what a deadly creature you are, Lady Jessica. |I'd show him but it'd be
a foolish risk." The Baron sniled at Piter, whose face had becone a waiting
mask. "I know what Piter really wants. Piter wants power."

"You promised | could have her," Piter said. The tenor voice had | ost sone
of its cold reserve

Jessica heard the clue-tones in the man's voice, allowed herself an inward
shudder. How coul d the Baron have made such an ani mal out of a Mentat?

"I give you a choice, Piter," the Baron said.

"What choi ce?"

The Baron snapped fat fingers. "This woman and exile fromthe | nperium or
the Duchy of Atreides on Arrakis to rule as you see fit in ny nane.”

Jessica watched the Baron's spider eyes study Piter

"You could be Duke here in all but nane," the Baron said.

Is ny Leto dead, then? Jessica asked herself. She felt a silent wail begin
sonewhere in her mnd

The Baron kept his attention on the Mentat. "Understand yourself, Piter. You
want her because she was a Duke's woman, a synbol of his power--beautiful
useful, exquisitely trained for her role. But an entire duchy, Piter! That's
nore than a synbol; that's the reality. Wth it you could have many wonen .
and nore."

"You do not joke with Piter?"

The Baron turned with that dancing |ightness the suspensors gave him "Joke?
| ? Renmenber--1 am giving up the boy. You heard what the traitor said about the
lad's training. They are alike, this nother and son--deadly." The Baron sm |l ed.
"I must go now. | will send in the guard |'ve reserved for this noment. He's
stone deaf. His orders will be to convey you on the first |eg of your journey
into exile. He will subdue this woman if he sees her gain control of you. He'l
not permt you to untie her gag until you're off Arrakis. If you choose not to
leave . . . he has other orders."

"You don't have to leave," Piter said. "l've chosen."

"“Ah, hah!" the Baron chortled. "Such quick decision can nean only one
t hing."

"I will take the duchy," Piter said.

And Jessica thought: Doesn't Piter know the Baron's |lying to hinf? But--how
could he know? He's a tw sted Mentat.

The Baron gl anced down at Jessica. "lIs it not wonderful that | know Piter so
wel | ? I wagered with ny Master at Arms that this would be Piter's choice. Hah
Vell, | leave now This is much better. Ah-h, rmuch better. You understand, Lady

Jessica? | hold no rancor toward you. It's a necessity. Mich better this way.
Yes. And |'ve not actually ordered you destroyed. Wen it's asked of ne what

happened to you, | can shrug it off in all truth."

"You leave it to ne then?" Piter asked.

"The guard | send you will take your orders," the Baron said. "Watever's
done | leave to you." He stared at Piter. "Yes. There will be no blood on ny

hands here. It's your decision. Yes. | know nothing of it. You will wait unti



|'ve gone before doing whatever you must do. Yes. Well . . . ah, yes. Yes.
Good. "

He fears the questioning of a Truthsayer, Jessica thought. Who? Ah-h-h, the
Reverend Mot her Gaius Hel en, of course! |If he knows he must face her questions,
then the Enperor is in on this for sure. Ah-h-h-h, nmy poor Leto.

Wth one | ast glance at Jessica, the Baron turned, went out the door. She
followed himwith her eyes, thinking: It's as the Reverend Mot her warned--too
potent an adversary.

Two Har konnen troopers entered. Another, his face a scarred mask, foll owed
and stood in the doorway with drawn | asgun

The deaf one, Jessica thought, studying the scarred face. The Baron knows |
could use the Voice on any other nan.

Scarface | ooked at Piter. "W've the boy on a litter outside. Wat are your
orders?"

Piter spoke to Jessica. "I'd thought of binding you by a threat held over
your son, but | begin to see that would not have worked, | let enotion cloud
reason. Bad policy for a Mentat." He | ooked at the first pair of troopers,
turning so the deaf one could read his lips: "Take theminto the desert as the
traitor suggested for the boy. His plan is a good one. The wornms will destroy
all evidence. Their bodies nust never be found."

"You don't wish to dispatch them yoursel f?" Scarface asked.

He reads lips, Jessica thought.

"I follow my Baron's exanple," Piter said. "Take them where the traitor
said."

Jessica heard the harsh Mentat control in Piter's voice, thought: He, too,
fears the Truthsayer.

Piter shrugged, turned, and went through the doorway. He hesitated there,
and Jessica thought he might turn back for a last |ook at her, but he went out
wi t hout turning.

“"Me, | wouldn't like the thought of facing that Truthsayer after this
night's work," Scarface said.

"You ain't likely ever to run into that old witch," one of the other

troopers said. He went around to Jessica's head, bent over her. "It ain't
getting our work done standing around here chattering. Take her feet and--"
"Way'n't we kill 'em here?" Scarface asked.
"Too nmessy," the first one said. "Unless you wants to strangle' em M,

likes a nice straightforward job. Drop '"emon the desert |ike that traitor said,
cut 'emonce or twice, leave 'the evidence for the worns. Nothing to clean up
afterwards. "

"Yeah . . . well, | guess you're right," Scarface said.

Jessica listened to them watching, registering. But the gag bl ocked her
Voi ce, and there was the deaf one to consider

Scarface hol stered his | asgun, took her feet. They lifted her |ike a sack of
grai n, maneuvered her through the door and dunped her onto a suspensor-buoyed
litter with another bound figure. As they turned her, fitting her to the litter
she saw her conpanion's face--Paul! He was bound, but not gagged. Hi s face was
no nore than ten centinmeters fromhers, eyes closed, his breathing even.

I s he drugged? she wonder ed.

The troopers lifted the litter, and Paul's eyes opened the small est
fraction--dark slits staring at her.

He mustn't try the Voice! she prayed. The deaf guard!

Paul ' s eyes cl osed.

He had been practicing the awareness-breathing, calmng his nind, |istening
to their captors. The deaf one posed a problem but Paul contained his despair
The m nd-cal m ng Bene Gesserit reginen his nother had taught him kept him
poi sed, ready to expand any opportunity.



Paul allowed hinself another slit-eyed inspection of his nother's face. She
appear ed unharned. Gagged, though

He wondered who coul d've captured her. His own captivity was plain enough--
to bed with a capsul e prescribed by Yueh, awaking to find himself bound to this
litter. Perhaps a simlar thing had befallen her. Logic said the traitor was
Yueh, but he held final decision in abeyance. There was no understanding it--a
Suk doctor a traitor.

The litter tipped slightly as the Harkonnen troopers naneuvered it through a
doorway into starlit night. A suspensor-buoy rasped agai nst the doorway. Then
they were on sand, feet grating init. A 'thopter wi ng | oonmed overhead, blotting
the stars. The litter settled to the ground.

Paul 's eyes adjusted to the faint |ight. He recogni zed the deaf trooper as
the man who opened the 'thopter door, peered inside at the green gl oom
illum nated by the instrument panel

"This the '"thopter we're supposed to use?" he asked, and turned to watch his
conpanion's |ips.

“It's the one the traitor said was fixed for desert work," the other said.

Scarface nodded. "But it's one of themlittle [iaison jobs. Ain't roomin
there for nore'n theman' two of us."

"Two's enough," said the litter-bearer, nmoving up close and presenting his
lips for reading. "W can take care of it fromhere on, Kinet."

"The Baron he told me to nake sure what happened to themtwo," Scarface
sai d.

"What you so worried about?" asked another trooper frombehind the litter-
bearer.

"She is a Bene Gesserit witch," the deaf one said. "They have powers."

"Ah-h-h . . . "The litter-bearer nade the sign of the fist at his ear. "One
of them eh? Know whatcha nean."
The trooper behind himgrunted. "She'll be worm neat soon enough. Don't

suppose even a Bene Gesserit witch has powers over one of them big worns. Eh,
Czi go?" He nudged the litter-bearer

"Yee-up," the litter-bearer said. He returned to the litter, took Jessica's
shoul ders. "C nobn, Kinet. You can go along if you wants to make sure what
happens. "

"It is nice of youto invite nme, Czigo," Scarface said.

Jessica felt herself lifted, the wing shadow spi nning--stars. She was pushed
into the rear of the '"thopter, her krimskell fiber bindings exam ned, and she
was strapped down. Paul was jamred in beside her, strapped securely, and she
noted his bonds were sinple rope.

Scarface, the deaf one they called Kinet, took his place in front. The
litter-bearer, the one they called Czigo, cane around and took the other front
seat .

Ki net closed his door, bent to the controls. The 'thopter took off in a
wi ng-tucked surge, headed south over the Shield Wall. Czigo tapped his
conpani on's shoul der, said: "Wiyn't you turn around and keep an eye on them
two?"

"Sure you know the way to go?" Kinet watched Czigo's lips.

"I listened to the traitor same's you."

Ki net swiveled his seat. Jessica saw the glint of starlight on a lasgun in
his hand. The 'thopter's light-walled interior seemed to collect illumination as
her eyes adjusted, but the guard's scarred face remmined dim Jessica tested her
seat belt, found it | oose. She felt roughness in the strap against her left arm
realized the strap had been al nost severed, would snap at a sudden jerk.

Has someone been at this 'thopter, preparing it for us? she wondered. Wo?
Slow y, she tw sted her bound feet clear of Paul's.

"Sure do seem a shame to waste a good-|ooki ng worman |like this," Scarface
sai d. "You ever have any hi ghborn types?" He turned to | ook at the pilot.



"Bene Cesserit ain't all highborn

"But they all |ooks heighty."

He can see me pl ain enough, Jessica thought. She brought her bound | egs up
onto the seat, curled into a sinuous ball, staring at Scarface.

"Real pretty, she is,"” Kinet said. He wet his lips with his tongue. "Sure do
seem a shane." He | ooked at Czigo.

"You thinking what | think you're thinking?" the pilot asked.

"Who'd be to know?" the guard asked. "Afterwards . . . " He shrugged. "I
just never had ne no highborns. M ght never get a chance like this one again."

"You |lay a hand on nmy nother . . " Paul grated. He glared at Scarface.

"Hey!" the pilot |aughed. "Cub's got a bark. Ain't got no bite, though."

And Jessica thought; Paul's pitching his voice too high. It may work
t hough.

They flew on in silence.

These poor fools, Jessica thought, studying her guards and reviewing the

the pilot said.

Baron's words. They'll be killed as soon as they report success on their
m ssion. The Baron wants no w tnesses.
The 'thopter banked over the southern rimof the Shield Wall, and Jessica

saw a noonshadowed expanse of sand beneath them

"This oughta be far enough,” the pilot said. "The traitor said to put'emon
t he sand anywhere near the Shield Wall." He dipped the craft toward the dunes in
a long, falling stoop, brought it up stiffly over the desert surface.

Jessica saw Paul begin taking the rhythmic breaths of the cal m ng exercise
He cl osed his eyes, opened them Jessica stared, helpless to aid him He hasn't
mastered the Voice yet, she thought, if he fails .

The 'thopter touched sand with a soft lurch, and Jessica, |ooking north back

across the Shield Wall, saw a shadow of wi ngs settle out of sight up there.
Soneone's followi ng us! she thought. Who? Then: The ones the Baron set to
watch this pair. And there'll be watchers for the watchers, too

Czigo shut off his wing rotors. Silence flooded in upon them

Jessica turned her head. She could see out the wi ndow beyond Scarface a dim
glow of light froma rising noon, a frosted rimof rock rising fromthe desert.
Sandbl ast ridges streaked its sides.

Paul cleared his throat.

The pilot said: "Now, Kinet?"

"I dunno, Czigo."

Czigo turned, said: "Ah-h-h, look." He reached out for Jessica's skirt.

"Renove her gag," Paul commanded.

Jessica felt the words rolling in the air. The tone, the tinbre excellent--
i nperative, very sharp. A slightly |lower pitch woul d have been better, but it
could still fall within this man's spectrum

Czigo shifted his hand up to the band around Jessica's nouth, slipped the
knot on the gag.

"Stop that!" Kinet ordered.

"“Ah, shut your trap," Czigo said. "Her hands're tied." He freed the knot and
t he binding dropped. His eyes glittered as he studied Jessica.

Ki net put a hand on the pilot's arm "Look, Czigo, no need to . . . "

Jessica twi sted her neck, spat out the gag. She pitched her voice in | ow,
intimate tones. "Gentlenen! No need to fight over me." At the same tinme, she
writhed sinuously for Kinet's benefit.

She saw them grow tense, knowing that in this instant they were convi nced of
the need to fight over her. Their disagreenent required no other reason. In
their mnds, they were fighting over her

She held her face high in the instrument glow to be sure Kinet would read
her lips, said: "You nustn't disagree." They drew farther apart, glanced warily
at each other. "lIs any wonan worth fighting over?" she asked.



By uttering the words, by being there, she made herself infinitely worth
their fighting.

Paul clanped his lips tightly closed, forced hinself to be silent. There had
been the one chance for himto succeed with the Voice. Now -everything depended
on his nother whose experience went so far beyond his own.

"Yeah," Scarface said. "No need to fight over D

Hi s hand flashed toward the pilot's neck. The bl ow was nmet by a splash of
nmetal that caught the armand in the sane notion slanmed into Kinet's chest.

Scarface groaned, sagged backward agai nst his door

"Thought | was sone dumry didn't know that trick," Czigo said. He brought
back his hand, revealing the knife. It glittered in reflected noonlight.

"Now for the cub," he said and | eaned toward Paul

"No need for that," Jessica nurmnured.

Czi go hesitated.

"Wul dn't you rather have nme cooperative?" Jessica asked. "G ve the boy a
chance." Her lip curled in a sneer. "Little enough chance he'd have out there in
that sand. Gve himthat and . " She snmiled. "You could find yourself wel
rewar ded. "

Czigo glanced left, right, returned his attention to Jessica. "l've heard ne
what can happen to a nman in this desert,"” he said. "Boy mght find the knife a
ki ndness. "

"I's it so much | ask?" Jessica pl eaded.

"You're trying to trick me," Czigo nmuttered.

"I don't want to see my son die," Jessica said. "Is that a trick?"

Czi go moved back, el bowed the door |atch. He grabbed Paul, dragged him
across the seat, pushed himhalf out the door and held the knife posed. "Wat"'|
y' do, cub, if I cut y'r bonds?"

"He'll | eave here i mediately and head for those rocks,'

"I's that what y'Il do, cub?" Czigo asked.

Paul 's voice was properly surly. "Yes."

The knife noved down, slashed the bindings of his |egs. Paul felt the hand
on his back to hurl himdown onto the sand, feigned a |urch against the
doorfranme for purchase, turned as though to catch hinmself, [ashed out with his
right foot.

The toe was ained with a precision that did credit to his |ong years of
training, as though all of that training focused on this instant. Al nost every
nuscl e of his body cooperated in the placenment of it. The tip struck the soft
part of Czigo's abdonen just below the sternum slamed upward with terrible
force over the liver and through the diaphragmto crush the right ventricle of
the man's heart.

Wth one gurgling scream the guard jerked backward across the seats. Paul
unabl e to use his hands, continued his tunble onto the sand, landing with a rol
that took up the force and brought himback to his feet in one notion. He dove
back into the cabin, found the knife and held it in his teeth while his nother
sawed her bonds. She took the blade and freed his hands.

"I could've handled him" she said. "He'd have had to cut my bindings. That
was a foolish risk."

"I saw the opening and used it," he said.

She heard the harsh control in his voice, said: "Yueh's house sign is
scraw ed on the ceiling of this cabin."

He | ooked up, saw the curling synbol.

"Get out and let us study this craft,’
pilot's seat. | felt it when we got in."

" Bonb?"

"Doubt it. There's sonething peculiar here."

Paul | eaped out to the sand and Jessica followed. She turned, reached under
the seat for the strange bundle, seeing Czigo's feet close to her face, feeling

Jessi ca said.

she said. "There's a bundl e under the



danpness on the bundle as she renmoved it, realizing the dampness was the pilot's
bl ood.

Wast e of mpisture, she thought, knowi ng that this was Arrakeen thinking.

Paul stared around them saw the rock scarp lifting out of the desert like a
beach rising fromthe sea, w nd-carved palisades beyond. He turned back as his
nother lifted the bundle fromthe 'thopter, saw her stare across the dunes
toward the Shield Wall. He | ooked to see what drew her attention, saw another
"thopter swooping toward them realized they'd not have time to clear the bodies
out of this 'thopter and escape.

"Run, Paul!" Jessica shouted. "It's Harkonnens!"

Arrakis teaches the attitude of the knife--chopping off what's inconplete and
saying: "Now, it's conplete because it's ended here."
-from"Col |l ected Sayings of, Miad' Dib" by the Princess I|rulan

A man in Harkonnen uniform skidded to a stop at the end of the hall, stared
in at Yueh, taking in at a single glance Mapes' body, the sprawl ed form of the
Duke, Yueh standing there. The nan held a lasgun in his right hand. There was a
casual air of brutality about him a sense of toughness and poise that sent a
shi ver through Yueh

Sar daukar, Yueh thought. A Bashar by the | ook of him Probably one of the
Enperor's own sent here to keep an eye on things. No matter what the uniform
there's no disguising them

"You're Yueh," the man said. He | ooked specul atively at the Suk School ring
on the Doctor's hair, stared once at the dianond tattoo and then met Yueh's
eyes.

"I am Yueh," the Doctor said.

"You can relax, Yueh," the man said. "Wen you dropped the house shields we
cane right in. Everything's under control here. Is this the Duke?"

"This is the Duke."

" Dead?"

"Merely unconscious. | suggest you tie him"

"Did you do for these others?" He gl anced back down the hall where Mapes
body | ay.

"More's the pity," Yueh nuttered.

"Pity!" the Sardaukar sneered. He advanced, |ooked down at Leto. "So that's
the great Red Duke."

If | had doubts about what this nan is, that would end them Yueh thought.
Only the Enperor calls the Atrei des the Red Duke.

The Sardaukar reached down, cut the red hawk insignia fromLeto's uniform
"Little souvenir," he said. "Wuere's the ducal signet ring?"

"He doesn't have it on him" Yueh said.

"I can see that!" the Sardaukar snapped.

Yueh stiffened, swallowed, if they press nme, bring in a Truthsayer, they'l
find out about the ring, about the 'thopter | prepared--all will fail

"Sometines the Duke sent the ring with a nessenger as surety that an order
cane directly fromhim" Yueh said.

"Must be damed trusted nmessengers," the Sardaukar nuttered.

"Aren't you going to tie hinP" Yueh ventured.

"How | ong' Il he be unconsci ous?"
"Two hours or so. | wasn't as precise with his dosage as | was for the woman
and boy."

The Sardaukar spurned the Duke with his toe. "This was nothing to fear even
when awake. Wien will the worman and boy awaken?"
"About ten minutes."



"So soon?"

"I was told the Baron would arrive i medi ately behind his nmen."

"So he will. You'll wait outside, Yueh." He shot a hard gl ance at Yueh.

" Nowl "

Yueh gl anced at Leto. "Wat about . . . "

"He' || be delivered to the Baron all properly trussed |ike a roast for the
oven." Again, the Sardaukar | ooked at the dianmond tattoo on Yueh's forehead.
"You' re known; you'll be safe enough in the halls. W' ve no nore tine for chit-
chat, traitor. | hear the others comng."

Traitor, Yueh thought. He |l owered his gaze, pressed past the Sardaukar
knowing this as a foretaste of how history would remenber him Yueh the traitor

He passed nore bodies on his way to the front entrance and gl anced at them
fearful that one night be Paul or Jessica. Al were house troopers or wore
Har konnen uni f orm

Har konnen guards cane alert, staring at himas he energed fromthe front
entrance into flane-lighted night. The palns along the road had been fired to
illum nate the house. Black snmoke fromthe flammbl es used to ignite the trees
poured upward through orange fl ames.

"It's the traitor," someone said.

"The Baron will want to see you soon," another said.

I must get to the '"thopter, Yueh thought. | must put the ducal signet where
Paul will find it. And fear struck him |f |Idaho suspects ne or grows inpatient-
-if he doesn't wait and go exactly where | told him-Jessica and Paul will not
be saved fromthe carnage. |I'll be denied even the smallest relief fromny act.

The Harkonnen guard released his arm said "Wait over there out of the way."

Abruptly, Yueh saw hinself as cast away in this place of destruction, spared
not hi ng, given not the smallest pity. Idaho nust not fail

Anot her guard bunped into him barked: "Stay out of the way, you!"

Even when they've profited by me they despise ne. Yueh thought. He
strai ghtened hinself as he was pushed asi de, regai ned sone of his dignity.

"Wait for the Baron!" a guard officer snarl ed.

Yueh nodded, wal ked with controlled casual ness along the front of the house,
turned the corner into shadows out of sight of the burning pal ms. Quickly, every
step betraying his anxiety, Yueh made for the rear yard beneath the conservatory
where the 'thopter waited--the craft they had placed there to carry away Pau
and his not her.

A guard stood at the open rear door of the house, his attention focused on
the Iighted hall and men bangi ng through there, searching fromroomto room

How confi dent they werel

Yueh hugged the shadows, worked his way around the 'thopter, eased open the
door on the side away fromthe guard. He felt under the front seats for the
Frenkit he had hidden there, lifted a flap and slipped in the ducal signet. He
felt the crinkling of the spice paper there, the note he had witten, pressed
the ring into the paper. He renpved his hand, reseal ed the pack

Softly, Yueh closed the 'thopter door, worked his way back to the corner of
t he house and around toward the flam ng trees.

Now, it is done, he thought.

Once nmore, he energed into the light of the blazing palnms. He pulled his
cl oak around him stared at the flanmes. Soon | will know. Soon | will see the
Baron and | will know. And the Baron--he will encounter a small tooth.

There is a legend that the instant the Duke Leto Atreides died a nmeteor streaked
across the skies above his ancestral pal ace on Cal adan
-the Princess Irulan: "Introduction to A Child' s H story of Miad' D b"



The Baron Ml adi mr Harkonnen stood at a viewport of the grounded |ighter he
was using as a conmand post. Qut the port he saw the flame-1ighted night of
Arrakeen. His attention focused on the distant Shield Wall where his secret
weapon was doing its work.

Expl osive artillery.

The guns ni bbled at the caves where the Duke's fighting nen had retreated
for a last-ditch stand. Slowly neasured bites of orange glare, showers of rock
and dust in the brief illumnation--and the Duke's nen were being sealed off to
die by starvation, caught |like animals in their burrows.

The Baron could feel the distant chonping--a drunbeat carried to himthrough
the ship's netal: broonp . . . broonp. Then: BROOWP-broonp!

Who would think of reviving artillery in this day of shields? The thought
was a chuckle in his mnd. But it was predictable the Duke's men would run for
t hose caves. And the Enperor will appreciate ny cleverness in preserving the
lives of our mutual force.

He adjusted one of the little suspensors that guarded his fat body agai nst
the pull of gravity. A smle creased his nmouth, pulled at the lines of his
jow s.

A pity to waste such fighting men as the Duke's, he thought. He smiled nore
broadly, laughing at hinself. Pity should be cruel! He nodded. Failure was, by
definition, expendable. The whol e universe sat there, open to the man who coul d
make the right decisions. The uncertain rabbits had to be exposed, nade to run
for their burrows. El se how could you control them and breed then? He pictured
his fighting nen as bees routing the rabbits. And he thought: The day hums
sweet |y when you have enough bees working for you.

A door opened behind him The Baron studied the reflection in the night-
bl ackened vi ewport before turning.

Piter de Vries advanced into the chanber foll owed by Uman Kudu, the captain
of the Baron's personal guard. There was a notion of men just outside the door
the mutton faces of his guard, their expressions carefully sheep-like in his
presence.

The Baron turned.

Piter touched finger to forelock in his nocking salute. "Good news, niLord.
The Sardaukar have brought in the Duke."

"Of course they have," the Baron runbled.

He studi ed the somber mask of villainy on Piter's effem nate face. And the
eyes: those shaded slits of bluest blue-in-blue.

Soon | mast remove him the Baron thought. He has al nbst outlasted his
useful ness, al nost reached the point of positive danger to nmy person. First,

t hough, he nust make the people of Arrakis hate him Then--they will wel cone ny
darling Feyd-Rautha as a savior

The Baron shifted his attention to the guard captain--Uman Kudu: scissors-
line of jaw nmuscles, chin Iike a boot toe--a man to be trusted because the
captain's vices were known.

"First, where is the traitor who gave ne the Duke?" the Baron asked. "I nust
give the traitor his reward."

Piter turned on one toe, notioned to the guard outside.

A bit of black movenent there and Yueh wal ked through. His notions were
stiff and stringy. The nustache drooped beside his purple lips. Only the old
eyes seened alive. Yueh canme to a stop three paces into the room obeying a
notion fromPiter, and stood there staring across the open space at the Baron

"“Ah-h-h, Dr. Yueh."

"M Lord Har konnen. "

"You' ve given us the Duke, | hear."

"My half of the bargain, nmLord."

The Baron | ooked at Piter

Pi ter nodded.



The Baron | ooked back at Yueh. "The letter of the bargain, eh? And I . . ."
He spat the words out: "What was | to do in return?"

"You renenber quite well, mLord Harkonnen."

And Yueh all owed hinmself to think now, hearing the loud silence of clocks in
his mnd. He had seen the subtle betrayals in the Baron's manner. Wanna was
i ndeed dead--gone far beyond their reach. Otherwise, there'd still be a hold on
t he weak doctor. The Baron's nmanner showed there was no hold; it was ended.

"Do | ?" the Baron asked.

"You promi sed to deliver ny Wanna from her agony."

The Baron nodded. "Ch, yes. Now, | renenber. So | did. That was mny prom se.
That was how we bent the Inmperial Conditioning. You couldn't endure seeing your
Bene Gesserit witch grovel in Piter's pain anplifiers. Well, the Baron Viadinir
Har konnen al ways keeps his promises. | told you I'd free her fromthe agony and
permt you to join her. So be it." He waved a hand at Piter

Piter's blue eyes took a glazed | ook. His noverment was catlike in its sudden
fluidity. The knife in his hand glistened like a claw as it flashed into Yueh's
back.

The old man stiffened, never taking his attention fromthe Baron.

"So join her!" the Baron spat.

Yueh stood, swaying, His |ips noved with careful precision, and his voice

cane in oddly neasured cadence: "You . . . think . . . you. . . de . . . feated
. me. You. . . think . . . I . . . did. . . not . . . know. . . what
l . . . bought . . . for . . . nmy . . . Véanna."

He toppl ed. No bending or softening. It was like a tree falling.

"So join her," the Baron repeated. But his words were |ike a weak echo.

Yueh had filled himwith a sense of foreboding. He whipped his attention to
Piter, watched the man wi pe the blade on a scrap of cloth, watched the creany
| ook of satisfaction in the blue eyes.

So that's how he kills by his own hand, the Baron thought. It's well to
know.

"He did give us the Duke?" the Baron asked.

"OfF a certainty, ny Lord," Piter said.

"Then get himin here!"

Piter glanced at the guard captain, who whirled to obey.

The Baron | ooked down at Yueh. Fromthe way the nman had fallen, you could
suspect oak in himinstead of bones.

"I never could bring nyself to trust a traitor,'
traitor | created."

He gl anced at the night-shrouded viewport. That black bag of stillness out
there was his, the Baron knew. There was no nore crunp of artillery against the
Shield Wall caves; the burrow traps were sealed off. Quite suddenly, the Baron's
nm nd coul d conceive of nothing nore beautiful than that utter enptiness of
bl ack. Unless it were white on the black. Plated white on the bl ack. Porcelain
white.

But there was still the feeling of doubt.

What had the old fool of a doctor neant? OF course, he'd probably known what
woul d happen to himin the end. But that bit about thinking he'd been defeated:
"You think you defeated nme."

VWhat had he meant ?

The Duke Leto Atreides came through the door. H's arms were bound in chains,
the eagle face streaked with dirt. H's uniformwas torn where soneone had ri pped
off his insignia. There were tatters at his waist where the shield belt had been
renoved without first freeing the uniformties. The Duke's eyes held a gl azed,

i nsane | ook.

"Wel-1-1-1," the Baron said. He hesitated, drawing in a deep breath. He knew
he had spoken too loudly. This nonent, |ong envisioned, had | ost sone of its
savor.

t he Baron said. "Not even a



Dam that cursed doctor through all eternity!

"I believe the good Duke is drugged,"” Piter said. "That's how Yueh caught
himfor us." Piter turned to the Duke. "Aren't you drugged, ny dear Duke?"

The voice was far away. Leto could feel the chains, the ache of nuscles, his
cracked lips, his burning cheeks, the dry taste of thirst whispering its grit in
his mouth. But sounds were dull, hidden by a cottony bl anket. And he saw only
di m shapes through the bl anket.

"What of the woman and the boy, Piter?" the Baron asked. "Any word yet?"

Piter's tongue darted over his |ips.

"You' ve heard sonething!" the Baron snapped. "Wat?"

Piter glanced at the guard captain, back to the Baron. "The nen who were
sent to do the job, mLord--they've . . . ah . . . been. . . ah . . . found."

"Well, they report everything satisfactory?”

"They're dead, niLord."

"OfF course they are! What | want to know is--"

"They were dead when found, nmLord."

The Baron's face went livid. "And the wonan and boy?"

"No sign, mLord, but there was a worm It came while the scene was being
i nvestigated. Perhaps it's as we wi shed--an accident. Possibly--"

"W do not deal in possibilities, Piter. What of the missing 'thopter? Does
t hat suggest anything to nmy Mentat?"

"One of the Duke's men obviously escaped in it, mLord. Killed our pilot and

escaped. "
"Whi ch of the Duke's men?"
"It was a clean, silent killing, mLord. Hawat, perhaps, or that Hall eck

one. Possibly Idaho. O any top lieutenant."

"Possibilities," the Baron muttered. He gl anced at the swaying, drugged
figure of the Duke.

"The situation is in hand, mLord," Piter said.

"No, it isn't! Were is that stupid planetol ogist? Were is this man Kynes?"

"We've word where to find himand he's been sent for, mLord."

"I don't like the way the Enperor's servant is helping us," the Baron
nmutt er ed.

They were words through a cottony bl anket, but some of themburned in Leto's
m nd. Woman and boy--no sign. Paul and Jessica had escaped. And the fate of
Hawat, Hal | eck, and | daho remai ned an unknown. There was still hope.

"Where is the ducal signet ring?" the Baron denanded. "His finger is bare."

"The Sardaukar say it was not on himwhen he was taken, ny Lord," the guard
captain said.

“You killed the doctor too soon," the Baron said. "That was a m stake. You
shoul d' ve warned ne, Piter. You noved too precipitately for the good of our
enterprise." He scowl ed. "Possibilities!"

The thought hung like a sine wave in Leto's mind: Paul and Jessica have
escaped! And there was sonething else in his menory: a bargain. He coul d al nost
remenber it.

The t oot h!
He renenbered part of it now a pill of poison gas shaped into a fal se
t oot h.

Sorreone had told himto renenber the tooth. The tooth was in his nmouth. He
could feel its shape with his tongue. Al he had to do was bite sharply on it.

Not yet!

The soneone had told himto wait until he was near the Baron. Wo had told
hi n? He coul dn't renenber.

"How |l ong will he remain drugged |ike this?" the Baron asked.

"Per haps anot her hour, nLord."

"Perhaps," the Baron nuttered. Again, he turned to the night-blackened
wi ndow. "I am hungry."



That's the Baron, that fuzzy gray shape there, Leto thought. The shape
danced back and forth, swaying with the novenment of the room And the room
expanded and contracted. It grew brighter and darker. It folded into bl ackness
and faded.

Ti me becane a sequence of layers for the Duke. He drifted up through them |
must wait.

There was a table. Leto saw the table quite clearly. And a gross, fat man on
the other side of the table, the remains of a neal in front of him Leto felt
hinself sitting in a chair across fromthe fat man, felt the chains, the straps
that held his tingling body in the chair. He was aware there had been a passage
of time, but its length escaped him

"I believe he's com ng around. Baron."

A silky voice, that one. That was Piter

"So | see, Piter."

A runbling basso: the Baron.

Leto sensed increasing definition in his surroundings. The chair beneath him
took on firmmess, the bindings were sharper

And he saw the Baron clearly now Leto watched the nmovenents of the man's
hands: comnpul sive touchings--the edge of a plate, the handle of a spoon, a
finger tracing the fold of a jow.

Leto watched the nmoving hand, fascinated by it.

"You can hear nme, Duke Leto," the Baron said. "I know you can hear ne. W
want to know fromyou where to find your concubine and the child you sired on
her."

No sign escaped Leto, but the words were a wash of cal mess through him
It's true, then: they don't have Paul and Jessi ca.

"This is not a child s gane we play," the Baron runbl ed. "You must know
that." He |l eaned toward Leto, studying the face. It pained the Baron that this
could not be handl ed privately, just between the two of them To have others see
royalty in such straits--it set a bad precedent.

Leto could feel strength returning. And now, the nenory of the false tooth
stood out in his mind like a steeple in a flat |andscape. The nerve-shaped
capsul e within that tooth--the poison gas--he remenbered who had put the deadly
weapon in his nouth.

Yueh.

Drug-fogged nenory of seeing a |inp corpse dragged past himin this room
hung i ke a vapor in Leto's mnd. He knew it had been Yueh

"Do you hear that noise, Duke Leto?" the Baron asked.

Leto grew conscious of a frog sound, the burred mewl i ng of someone's agony.

"We caught one of your nen disguised as a Frenmen, " the Baron said. "W
penetrated the disguise quite easily: the eyes, you know. He insists he was sent
anmong the Frenen to spy on them 1've lived for a tinme on this planet, cher
cousin. One does not spy on those ragged scum of the desert. Tell me, did you
buy their help? Did you send your wonan and son to thenP"

Leto felt fear tighten his chest. If Yueh sent themto the desert fold
the search won't stop until they 're found.

"Cone, cone," the Baron said. "W don't have nuch tinme and pain is quick
Pl ease don't bring it to this, ny dear Duke." The Baron | ooked up at Piter who
stood at Leto's shoulder. "Piter doesn't have all his tools here, but |I'msure
he coul d inprovise."

"I nprovisation is sonetinmes the best, Baron."

That silky, insinuating voice! Leto heard it at his ear

"You had an energency plan," the Baron said. "Were have your wonan and the
boy been sent?" He | ooked at Leto's hand. "Your ring is missing. Does the boy
have it?"

The Baron | ooked up, stared into Leto's eyes.



"You don't answer," he said. "WII| you force me to do a thing I do not want
to do? Piter will use sinple, direct nmethods. | agree they're sonetines the
best, but it's not good that you should be subjected to such things."

"Hot tallow on the back, perhaps, or on the eyelids," Piter said. "Perhaps
on other portions of the body. It's especially effective when the subject
doesn't know where the talloww Il fall next. It's a good nmethod and there's a
sort of beauty in the pattern of pus-white blisters on naked skin, eh, Baron?"

"Exqui site," the Baron said, and his voi ce sounded sour.

Those touching fingers! Leto watched the fat hands, the glittering jewels on
baby-fat hands--their conpul sive wanderi ng.

The sounds of agony coning through the door behind himgnawed at the Duke's
nerves. Who is it they caught? he wondered. Could it have been |daho?

"Believe ne, cher cousin," the Baron said. "I do not want it to come to
this."

"You think of nerve couriers racing to sunmon hel p that cannot cone," Piter
said. "There's an artistry in this, you know "

"You're a superb artist," the Baron growl ed. "Now, have the decency to be

silent."

Leto suddenly recalled a thing Gurney Hall eck had said once, seeing a
picture of the Baron: " '"And | stood upon the sand of the sea and saw a beast
rise up out of the sea . . . and upon his heads the nane of blaspheny.' "

"W waste time, Baron," Piter said.

"Per haps. "

The Baron nodded. "You know, mnmy dear Leto, you'll tell us in the end where
they are. There's a level of pain that'll buy you."

He's nost |ikely correct, Leto thought. Wre if not for the tooth . . . and

the fact that | truly don't know where they are.

The Baron picked up a sliver of neat, pressed the norsel into his nouth,
chewed slowy, swallowed. We nmust try a new tack, he thought.

"Cbserve this prize person who denies he's for hire," the Baron said.
"Cbserve him Piter."

And the Baron thought: Yes! See himthere, this man who beli eves he cannot
be bought. See him detained there by a nillion shares of hinself sold in
dri bbl es every second of his life! If you took himup now and shook him he'd
rattle inside. Enptied! Sold out! Wat difference how he dies now?

The frog sounds in the background stopped.

The Baron saw Unman Kudu, the guard captain, appear in the doorway across
the room shake his head. The captive hadn't produced the needed information.
Anot her failure. Tinme to quit stalling with this fool Duke, this stupid soft
fool who didn't realize how nmuch hell there was so near him-only a nerve's
t hi ckness away.

Thi s thought cal med the Baron, overcom ng his reluctance to have a roya
person subject to pain. He saw hinmself suddenly as a surgeon exercising endl ess
suppl e scissor dissections--cutting away the nasks from fools, exposing the hel
beneat h.

Rabbits, all of then

And how t hey cowered when they saw t he carnivore!

Leto stared across the table, wondering why he waited. The tooth would end
it all quickly. Still--it had been good, nmuch of this life. He found hinself
remenbering an antenna kite updangling in the shell-blue sky of Cal adan, and
Paul laughing with joy at the sight of it. And he renenbered sunrise here on
Arrakis--colored strata of the Shield Wall nell owed by dust haze.

"Too bad," the Baron muttered. He pushed hinself back fromthe table, stood
up lightly in his suspensors and hesitated, seeing a change cone over the Duke.
He saw the man draw in a deep breath, the jawline stiffen, the ripple of a
nuscl e there as the Duke clanped his nouth shut.

How he fears ne! the Baron thought.



Shocked by fear that the Baron m ght escape him Leto bit sharply on the
capsul e tooth, felt it break. He opened his nouth, expelled the biting vapor he
could taste as it formed on his tongue. The Baron grew snaller, a figure seen in
a tightening tunnel. Leto heard a gasp beside his ear--the sil ky-voiced one:
Piter.

It got him too!

"Piter! What's wrong?"

The runbling voice was far away.

Leto sensed nenories rolling in his mnd--the old toothless nutterings of
hags. The room the table, the Baron, a pair of terrified eyes--blue within
bl ue, the eyes--all conpressed around himin ruined symretry.

There was a man with a boot-toe chin, a toy man falling. The toy man had a
broken nose slanted to the left: an offbeat netronome caught forever at the
start of an upward stroke. Leto heard the crash of crockery--so distant--a
roaring in his ears. Hs mind was a bin w thout end, catching everything.

Everyt hing that had ever been: every shout, every whisper, every . . . silence.

One thought remained to him Leto sawit in formess light on rays of black
The day the flesh shapes and the flesh the day shapes. The thought struck him
with a sense of fullness he knew he coul d never expl ain.

Si | ence.

The Baron stood with his back against his private door, his own bolt hole
behind the table. He had slanmed it on a roomfull of dead men. H s senses took
in guards swarming around him Did | breathe it? he asked hinsel f. \Watever it
was in there, did it get me, too?

Sounds returned to him. . . and reason. He heard soneone shouting orders--
gas masks . . . keep a door closed . . . get blowers going

The others fell quickly, he thought. I'mstill standing. |'mstil
breathing. Merciless hell! That was cl ose!

He could analyze it now. His shield had been activated, set |ow but stil
enough to slow nol ecul ar interchange across the field barrier. And he had been
pushing hinself away fromthe table . . . that and Piter's shocked gasp which
had brought the guard captain darting forward into his own doom

Chance and the warning in a dying man's gasp--these had saved him

The Baron felt no gratitude to Piter. The fool had got hinmself killed. And
that stupid guard captain! He'd said he scoped everyone before bringing them
into the Baron's presence! How had it been possible for the Duke . . . ? No
war ni ng. Not even fromthe poison snooper over the table--until it was too |ate.
How?

Vll, no matter now, the Baron thought, his mind firmng. The next guard
captain will begin by finding answers to these questions.

He grew aware of nmore activity down the hall--around the corner at the other
door to that room of death. The Baron pushed hinsel f away fromhis own door
studi ed the | ackeys around him They stood there staring, silent, waiting for
the Baron's reaction.

Woul d the Baron be angry?

And the Baron realized only a few seconds had passed since his flight from
that terrible room

Sone of the guards had weapons | evel ed at the door. Sone were directing
their ferocity toward the enpty hall that stretched away toward the noises
around the corner to their right.

A man cane striding around that corner, gas mask dangling by its straps at
his neck, his eyes intent on the overhead poison snoopers that lined this
corridor. He was yellow haired, flat of face with green eyes. Crisp lines
radi ated fromhis thick-1ipped nouth. He | ooked |ike sone water creature
nm spl aced anong those who wal ked the | and.

The Baron stared at the approaching man, recalling the nanme: Nefud. lakin
Nef ud. QGuard corporal. Nefud was addicted to senuta, the drug-nusic conbination



that played itself in the deepest consciousness. A useful itemof information,
t hat .

The man stopped in front of the Baron, saluted. "Corridor's clear, mLord. I
was out side watching and saw that it nust be poison gas. Ventilators in your
roomwere pulling air in fromthese corridors." He glanced up at the snooper
over the Baron's head. "None of the stuff escaped. W have the room cl eaned out
now. \What are your orders?"

The Baron recogni zed the man's voi ce--the one who'd been shouting orders.
Efficient, this corporal, he thought.

"They're all dead in there?" the Baron asked.

"Yes, nmLord."

Wel |, we nust adjust, the Baron thought.

"First," he said, "let ne congratul ate you, Nefud. You're the new captain of
nmy guard. And | hope you'll take to heart the lesson to be learned fromthe fate

of your predecessor."
The Baron wat ched the awareness grow in his newy pronoted guardsman. Nefud
knew he'd never again be wi thout his senuta.

Nef ud nodded. "My Lord knows |'ll devote nyself entirely to his safety.”

"Yes. Well, to business. | suspect the Duke had something in his mouth. You
will find out what that sonething was, how it was used, who hel ped himput it
there. You'll take every precaution--"

He broke off, his chain of thought shattered by a disturbance in the
corridor behind him-guards at the door to the lift fromthe lower |evels of the
frigate trying to hold back a tall col onel bashar who had just energed fromthe
lift.

The Baron couldn't place the colonel bashar's face: thin with nouth like a
slash in leather, twin ink spots for eyes.

"CGet your hands off ne, you pack of carrion-eaters!" the man roared, and he
dashed t he guards aside.

Ah- h-h, one of the Sardaukar, the Baron thought.

The col onel bashar canme striding toward the Baron, whose eyes went to slits
of apprehension. The Sardaukar officers filled himw th unease. They all seened
to look like relatives of the Duke . . . the late Duke. And their manners with
t he Baron!

The col onel bashar planted hinself half a pace in front of the Baron, hands
on hips. The guard hovered behind himin tw tching uncertainty.

The Baron noted the absence of salute, the disdain in the Sardaukar's
manner, and his unease grew. There was only the one legion of themlocally--ten
bri gades--rei nforcing the Harkonnen | egi ons, but the Baron did not fool hinself.
That one | egion was perfectly capable of turning on the Harkonnens and
over com ng t hem

"Tell your men they are not to prevent nme from seeing you, Baron," the
Sar daukar growl ed. "My nmen brought you the Atrei des Duke before |I could discuss
his fate with you. W will discuss it now. "

I must not |ose face before nmy nmen, the Baron thought.

"So?" It was a coldly controlled word, and the Baron felt proud of it.

"My Enperor has charged ne to nake certain his royal cousin dies cleanly
wi t hout agony," the col onel bashar said.

"Such were the Inperial orders to ne,’
di sobey?"

“"I"'mto report to nmy Enperor what | see with my own eyes,
sai d.

"The Duke's already dead," the Baron snapped, and he waved a hand to dism ss
the fell ow

The col onel bashar remai ned planted facing the Baron. Not by flicker of eye
or nmuscle did he acknowl edge he had been di sm ssed. "How?" he grow ed.

Real | y! the Baron thought. This is too nuch.

the Baron lied. "Did you think I'd

t he Sar daukar



"By his own hand, if you nust know," the Baron said. "He took poison."

"I will see the body now," the col onel Bashar said

The Baron raised his gaze to the ceiling in feigned exasperation while his
t hought s raced. Damation! This sharp-eyed Sardaukar will see the room before a
thing's been changed!

"Now, " the Sardaukar growed. "I'll see it with my own eyes."

There was no preventing it, the Baron realized. The Sardaukar would see all
He'd know t he Duke had killed Harkonnen men . . . that the Baron nost |ikely had
escaped by a narrow nmargin. There was the evidence of the dinner remmants on the
tabl e, and the dead Duke across fromit with destruction around him

No preventing it at all

“I'"l'l not be put off,"” the colonel bashar snarl ed.

"You're not being put off," the Baron said, and he stared into the
Sar daukar's obsidian eyes. "I hide nothing frommy Enperor." He nodded to Nefud.
"The col onel bashar is to see everything, at once. Take himin by the door where
you stood, Nefud."

"This way, sir," Nefud said.

Slowy, insolently, the Sardaukar noved around the Baron, shoul dered a way
t hr ough t he guardsmen.

I nsuf ferabl e, the Baron thought. Now, the Enperor will know how | slipped
up. He'll recognize it as a sign of weakness.

And it was agonizing to realize that the Enperor and his Sardaukar were
alike in their disdain for weakness. The Baron chewed at his lower |ip,
consoling hinself that the Enperor, at |east, had not |earned of the Atreides
raid on Gedi Prinme, the destruction of the Harkonnen spice stores there.

Dam that slippery Duke!

The Baron wat ched the retreating backs--the arrogant Sardaukar and the
stocky, efficient Nefud.

We nust adjust, the Baron thought. 1'Il have to put Rabban over this
dammabl e pl anet once nore. Wthout restraint. | nust spend ny own Harkonnen
bl ood to put Arrakis into a proper condition for accepting Feyd-Raut ha. Damm
that Piter! He would get hinself killed before | was through with him

The Baron sighed.

And | nust send at once to Tleielax for a new Mentat. They undoubtedly have
t he new one ready for ne by now.

One of the guardsnen besi de hi m coughed.

The Baron turned toward the man. "I am hungry."

"Yes, mLord."

"And | wish to be diverted while you're clearing out that room and studying
its secrets for ne," the Baron runbl ed.

The guardsnman | owered his eyes. "Wat diversion does m Lord wi sh?"

“I'"l'l be in ny sleeping chanbers," the Baron said. "Bring ne that young

fell ow we bought on Ganobnt, the one with the lovely eyes. Drug himwell. | don't
feel like westling."
"Yes, nmLord."

The Baron turned away, began noving with his bouncing, suspensor-buoyed pace
toward his chanbers. Yes, he thought. The one with the |ovely eyes, the one who
| ooks so much like the young Paul Atreides.

O Seas of Cal adan,

O peopl e of Duke Leto--

Citadel of Leto fallen

Fal l en forever .

-from"Songs of Miad' Di b" by the Princess I|rulan



Paul felt that all his past, every experience before this night, had becone
sand curling in an hourglass. He sat near his nother hugging his knees within a
smal |l fabric and plastic hutment--a stilltent--that had cone, |ike the Frenen
cl othing they now wore, fromthe pack left in the 'thopter

There was no doubt in Paul's mnd who had put the Frenkit there, who had
directed the course of the 'thopter carrying themcaptive.

Yueh.

The traitor doctor had sent themdirectly into the hands of Duncan | daho.

Paul stared out the transparent end of the stilltent at the npbonshadowed
rocks that ringed this place where |Idaho had hi dden t hem

Hiding like a child when I'm now t he Duke, Paul thought. He felt the thought
gall him but could not deny the wi sdomin what they did.

Sonet hi ng had happened to his awareness this night--he saw w th shar pened
clarity every circumstance and occurrence around him He felt unable to stop the
i nfl ow of data or the cold precision with which each new itemwas added to his
know edge and the conputation was centered in his awareness. It was Mentat power
and nore.

Paul thought back to the nmoment of inpotent rage as the strange 'thopter
di ved out of the night onto them stooping like a giant hawk above the desert
with wind screaming through its wings. The thing in Paul's mnd had happened
then. The 'thopter had skidded and sl ewed across a sand ridge toward the running
figures--his mother and hinmsel f. Paul renenbered how the snell of burned sul fur
from abrasi on of 'thopter skids against sand had drifted across them

Hi s mother, he knew, had turned, expected to nmeet a lasgun in the hands of
Har konnen nercenaries, and had recogni zed Duncan | daho | eani ng out the
"thopter's open door shouting: "Hurry! There's wornsi gn south of you!"

But Paul had known as he turned who piloted the 'thopter. An accunul ation of
mnutiae in the way it was flown, the dash of the |anding--clues so small even
his mother hadn't detected them-had told Paul precisely who sat at those
control s.

Across the stilltent from Paul, Jessica stirred, said: "There can be only
one expl anation. The Harkonnens held Yueh's w fe. He hated t he Harkonnens!
cannot be wong about that. You read his note. But why has he saved us fromthe
car nage?"

She is only now seeing it and that poorly, Paul thought. The thought was a
shock. He had known this fact as a by-the-way thing while reading the note that
had acconpani ed the ducal signet in the pack

"Do not try to forgive ne," Yueh had witten. "I do not want your
forgiveness. | already have enough burdens. Wat | have done was done wi t hout
mal i ce or hope of another's understanding. It is ny own tahaddi al-burhan, ny
ultimate test. | give you the Atreides ducal signet as token that | wite truly.
By the time you read this, Duke Leto will be dead. Take consol ation from ny
assurance that he did not die alone, that one we hate above all others died with
him"

It had not been addressed or signed, but there 'd been no m staking the
fam liar scraw --Yueh's.

Renenmbering the letter, Paul re-experienced the distress of that nonment--a
thing sharp and strange that seened to happen outside his new nmentat al ertness.
He had read that his father was dead, known the truth of the words, but had felt
them as no nore than another datumto be entered in his mind and used.

| loved ny father, Paul thought, and knew this for truth. | should nmourn
him 1 should feel sonething.

But he felt nothing except: Here's an inportant fact.

It was one with all the other facts.

Al the while his mnd was addi ng sense i npressions, extrapolating,
conputi ng.



Hal | eck's words cane back to Paul: "Mod's a thing for cattle or for nmaking
| ove. You fight when the necessity arises, no matter your nood. "

Perhaps that's it, Paul thought. I'Il mourn ny father later . . . when
there's tinme.

But he felt no letup in the cold precision of his being. He sensed that his
new awar eness was only a beginning, that it was growi ng. The sense of terrible
purpose he'd first experienced in his ordeal with the Reverend Mt her Gaius
Hel en Mohi am pervaded him Hi s right hand--the hand of renenbered pain--tingled
and t hrobbed.

Is this what it is to be their Kwi satz Haderach? he wondered.

"For a while, | thought Hawat had failed us again, "Jessica said. "I thought
per haps Yueh wasn't a Suk doctor."

"He was everything we thought him. . . and nore," Paul said. And he
t hought: Why is she so slow seeing these things? He said, "If |Idaho doesn't get
t hrough to Kynes, we'll be--"

"He's not our only hope," she said.

"Such was not ny suggestion," he said.

She heard the steel in his voice, the sense of conmand, and stared across
the grey darkness of the stilltent at him Paul was a sil houette agai nst noon-
frosted rocks seen through the tent's transparent end.

"Qt hers anong your father's nen will have escaped,"” she said. "W nust
regat her them find--"
"W will depend upon ourselves," he said. "Qur imediate concern is our

fam |y atomics. W nust get them before the Harkonnens can search themout."

"Not likely they'|l be found," she said, "the way they were hidden."

"It must not be left to chance."

And she thought: Blackmail with the famly atomics as a threat to the pl anet
and its spice--that's what he has in mind. But all he can hope for then is
escape i nto renegade anonymity.

Hi s mother's words had provoked another train of thought in Paul--a duke's
concern for all the people they'd lost this night. People are the true strength
of a Great House, Paul thought. And he renenbered Hawat's words: "Parting with
people is a sadness; a place is only a place."

"They' re using Sardaukar," Jessica said. "W nust wait until the Sardaukar
have been wit hdrawn."

"They think us caught between the desert and the Sardaukar," Paul said.
"They intend that there be no Atrei des survivors--total exterm nation. Do not
count on any of our people escaping."

"They cannot go on indefinitely risking exposure of the Enperor's part in
this."

"Can't they?"

"Some of our people are bound to escape."

"Are they?"

Jessica turned away, frightened of the bitter strength in her son's voi ce,
hearing the precise assessnent of chances. She sensed that his mnd had | eaped
ahead of her, that it now saw nore in sone respects than she did. She had hel ped
train the intelligence which did this, but now she found herself fearful of it.
Her thoughts turned, seeking toward the |ost sanctuary of her Duke, and tears
burned her eyes.

This is the way it had to be, Leto, she thought. "A tinme of love and a tine
of grief." She rested her hand on her abdonen, awareness focused on the enbryo

there. | have the Atreides daughter | was ordered to produce, but the Reverend
Mot her was wrong: a daughter woul dn't have saved ny Leto. This child is only
life reaching for the future in the m dst of death. | conceived out of instinct

and not out of obedience.
"Try the comuni net receiver again," Paul said.
The m nd goes on working no matter how we try to hold it back, she thought.



Jessica found the tiny receiver Idaho had left for them flipped its switch
A green |light glowed on the instrunent's face. Tinny screeching cane fromits
speaker. She reduced the volune, hunted across the bands. A voice speaking
Atreides battle | anguage came into the tent.

. . . back and regroup at the ridge. Fedor reports no survivors in Carthag
and the Guild Bank has been sacked."

Carthag! Jessica thought. That was a Harkonnen hot bed.

"They' re Sardaukar," the voice said. "Watch out for Sardaukar in Atreides
uni forms. They're . .

A roaring filled the speaker, then silence.

"Try the other bands,"” Paul said.

"Do you realize what that neans?" Jessica asked

"I expected it. They want the Guild to blame us for destruction of their
bank. Wth the Guild against us, we're trapped on Arrakis. Try the other bands."

She wei ghed his words: | expected it. Wat had happened to hinP Slowy,
Jessica returned to the instrunent. As she noved the bandslide, they caught
glinpses of violence in the few voices calling out in Atreides battle | anguage:
“ . . . fallback . . . " " . . . try to regroup at "o trapped in a
cave at .o

And there was no mistaking the victorious exultation in the Harkonnen
gi bberish that poured fromthe other bands. Sharp conmands, battle reports.
There wasn't enough of it for Jessica to register and break the | anguage, but
t he tone was obvi ous.

Har konnen vi ctory.

Paul shook the pack beside him hearing the two literjons of water gurgle
there. He took a deep breath, |ooked up through the transparent end of the tent
at the rock escarpment outlined against the stars. His |left hand felt the
sphincter-seal of the tent's entrance. "It'Il be dawn soon," he said. "W can
wait through the day for |daho, but not through another night. In the desert,
you nust travel by night and rest in shade through the day."

Rermenbered |lore insinuated itself into Jessica's mnd: Wthout a stillsuit,
a man sitting in shade on the desert needs five liters of water a day to
mai ntai n body wei ght. She felt the slick-soft skin of the stillsuit against her
body, thinking how their lives depended on these garnents.

“"If we | eave here, Idaho can't find us," she said.

"There are ways to make any nan talk," he said. "If Idaho hasn't returned by
dawn, we nust consider the possibility he has been captured. How | ong do you
t hi nk he could hold out?"

The question required no answer, and she sat in silence.

Paul lifted the seal on the pack, pulled out a tiny mcronmanual with gl owab
and nmagnifier. Green and orange letters |eaped up at himfromthe pages:
"literjons, stilltent, energy caps, recaths, sandsnork, binoculars, stillsuit
repkit, baradye pistol, sinkchart, filt-plugs, paraconpass, maker hooks,

t hunpers, Frenkit, fire pillar "

So many things for survival on the desert.

Presently, he put the manual aside on the tent floor.

"Where can we possibly go?" Jessica asked.

"My father spoke of desert power," Paul said. "The Harkonnens cannot rule
this planet without it. They've never ruled this planet, nor shall they. Not
even with ten thousand | egi ons of Sardaukar."

"Paul, you can't think that--"

"We've all the evidence in our hands," he said. "Right here in this tent--
the tent itself, this pack and its contents, these stillsuits. W know the Guild
wants a prohibitive price for weather satellites. W know that--"

"What ' ve weat her satellites to do with it?" she asked. "They couldn't
possibly . . . " She broke off.



Paul sensed the hyperal ertness of his mnd reading her reactions, conputing
on mnutiae. "You see it now," he said. "Satellites watch the terrain bel ow
There are things in the deep desert that will not bear frequent inspection.”

"You' re suggesting the Guild itself controls this planet?"

She was so sl ow.

"No!" he said. "The Fremen! They're paying the Guild for privacy, paying in
a cointhat's freely available to anyone with desert power--spice. This is nore
than a second-approximati on answer; it's the straight-1ine conputation. Depend
onit."

"Paul .’

' Jessica said, "you're not a Mentat yet; you can't know for sure how

“"I'"l'l never be a Mentat," he said. "lI'msonething else. . . a freak."

"Paul! How can you say such--"

"Leave ne al one!"

He turned away from her, |ooking out into the night. Wiy can't | nourn? he
wondered. He felt that every fiber of his being craved this release, but it
woul d be deni ed himforever.

Jessi ca had never heard such distress in her son's voice. She wanted to
reach out to him hold him confort him help him-but she sensed there was
not hi ng she could do. He had to solve this problem by hinself.

The glowing tab of the Frenkit manual between themon the tent floor caught
her eye. She lifted it, glanced at the flyleaf, reading: "Manual of 'The
Friendly Desert,' the place full of life. Here are the ayat and burhan of Life.
Bel i eve, and al -Lat shall never burn you."

It reads |ike the Azhar Book, she thought, recalling her studies of the
Great Secrets. Has a Manipul ator of Religions been on Arrakis?

Paul lifted the paraconpass fromthe pack, returned it, said: "Think of al
t hese speci al -application Fremen machi nes. They show unrival ed sophi stication
Admit it. The culture that made these things betrays depths no one suspected."”

Hesitating, still worried by the harshness in his voice, Jessica returned to
t he book, studied an illustrated constellation fromthe Arrakeen sky: "Miad' Di b:
The Mouse," and noted that the tail pointed north.

Paul stared into the tent's darkness at the dimy di scerned novenents of his
not her reveal ed by the manual's glowmab. Nowis the time to carry out ny
father's wi sh, he thought. | nust give her his nmessage now while she has tine
for grief. Gief would i nconvenience us |ater. And he found hinself shocked by
preci se |l ogic.

"Mt her," he said.

"Yes?"

She heard the change in his voice, felt coldness in her entrails at the
sound. Never had she heard such harsh control

"My father is dead," he said

She searched within herself for the coupling of fact and fact and fact--the
Bene Gesserit way of assessing data--and it cane to her: the sensation of
terrifying | oss.

Jessi ca nodded, unable to speak

"My father charged nme once," Paul said, "to give you a nessage if anything
happened to him He feared you m ght believe he distrusted you."

That usel ess suspi cion, she thought.

"He wanted you to know he never suspected you," Paul said, and explained the
deception, adding: "He wanted you to know he always trusted you conpletely,
al ways | oved you and cherished you. He said he would sooner have m strusted
hi nsel f and he had but one regret--that he never nmade you his Duchess."

She brushed the tears coursing down her cheeks, thought: Wat a stupid waste
of the body's water! But she knew this thought for what it was--the attenpt to
retreat fromgrief into anger. Leto, ny Leto, she thought. What terrible things



we do to those we love! Wth a violent notion, she extinguished the little
manual 's gl owt ab

Sobs shook her.

Paul heard his nother's grief and felt the enptiness within hinself. | have
no grief, he thought. Wiy? Wiy? He felt the inability to grieve as a terrible
flaw

"Atime to get and tinme to |lose," Jessica thought, quoting to herself from
the OC Bible. "Atime to keep and a tine to cast away; a tine for love and a
time to hate; a time of war and a tinme of peace. "

Paul 's m nd had gone on in its chilling precision. He saw the avenues ahead
of themon this hostile planet. Wthout even the safety valve of dream ng, he
focused his prescient awareness, seeing it as a conputation of nopst probable
futures, but with something nore, an edge of nystery--as though his mnd dipped
into sone tinmeless stratum and sanpled the winds of the future.

Abruptly, as though he had found a necessary key, Paul's mnd clinbed
another notch in awareness. He felt hinself clinging to this new | evel,
clutching at a precarious hold and peering about. It was as though he existed
within a globe with avenues radiating away in all directions . . . yet this only
approxi mated the sensati on.

He renenbered once seeing a gauze kerchief blowing in the wind and now he
sensed the future as though it tw sted across sone surface as undul ant and
i nper nanent as that of the w ndbl own kerchief.

He saw peopl e.

He felt the heat and cold of uncounted probabilities.

He knew nanes and pl aces, experienced enotions w thout nunber, reviewed data
of innunerabl e unexplored crannies. There was tinme to probe and test and taste,
but no time to shape.

The thing was a spectrum of possibilities fromthe npbst renpte past to the
nost renote future--fromthe nost probable to the nost inmprobable. He saw his
own death in countless ways. He saw new pl anets, new cul tures.

Peopl e.

Peopl e.

He saw themin such swarms they could not be listed, yet his mnmind catal ogued
t hem

Even the Guil dsmen.

And he thought: The GQuild--there' d be a way for us, ny strangeness accepted
as a faniliar thing of high value, always with an assured supply of the now
necessary spice

But the idea of living out his life in the m nd-groping-ahead-through-
possi bl e-futures that guided hurtling spaceships appalled him It was a way,

t hough. And in neeting the possible future that contained Guildsnmen he
recogni zed his own strangeness.

| have another kind of sight. | see another kind of terrain: the avail able
pat hs.

The awar eness conveyed both reassurance and alarm-so nmany pl aces on that
ot her kind of terrain dipped or turned out of his sight.

As swiftly as it had come, the sensation slipped away from him and he
realized the entire experience had taken the space of a heartbeat.

Yet, his own personal awareness had been turned over, illumnated in a
terrifying way. He stared around him

Ni ght still covered the stilltent within its rock-encl osed hi deaway. His
nother's grief could still be heard.

Hi s own lack of grief could still be felt . . . that hollow place sonewhere

separated fromhis mnd, which went on in its steady pace--dealing with data,
eval uating, conputing, submitting answers in sonething |like the Mentat way.

And now he saw that he had a wealth of data few such nminds ever before had
enconpassed. But this nade the enmpty place within himno easier to bear. He felt



t hat sonet hing nust shatter. It was as though a cl ockwork control for a bonb had
been set to ticking within him It went on about its business no matter what he
wanted. It recorded mnuscul e shadi ngs of difference around him-a slight change
in moisture, a fractional fall in tenperature, the progress of an insect across
their stilltent roof, the sol emm approach of dawn in the starlighted patch of
sky he could see out the tent's transparent end.

The enptiness was unbearabl e. Know ng how the cl ockwork had been set in
noti on made no difference. He could |l ook to his own past and see the start of
it--the training, the sharpening of talents, the refined pressures of
sophi sticated disciplines, even exposure to the O C. Bible at a critical nonment

and, lastly, the heavy intake of spice. And he could | ook ahead--the nost
terrifying direction--to see where it all pointed.

I'"'ma nonster! he thought. A freak!

"No," he said. Then: "No. No! NO"

He found that he was pounding the tent floor with his fists. (The inplacable
part of himrecorded this as an interesting enpotional datumand fed it into
conputation.)

"Paul I'"

Hi s nmother was beside him holding his hands, her face a gray bl ob peering
at him "Paul, what's w ong?"

“You!" he said.

“I'"'mhere, Paul," she said. "It's all right."

"What have you done to me?" he demanded.

In a burst of clarity, she sensed some of the roots in the question, said:
"I gave birth to you."

It was, frominstinct as nmuch as her own subtle know edge, the precisely
correct answer to calmhim He felt her hands holding him focused on the dim
outline of her face. (Certain gene traces in her facial structure were noted in
the new way by his onflowing mind, the clues added to other data, and a final -
sunmati on answer put forward.)

"Let go of me," he said.

She heard the iron in his voice, obeyed. "Do you want to tell me what's
wr ong, Paul ?"

"Did you know what you were doi ng when you trained ne?" he asked.

There's no nore childhood in his voice, she thought. And she said: "I hoped
the thing any parent hopes--that you'd be . . . superior, different."

"Different?"

She heard the bitterness in his tone, said: "Paul, I--"

"You didn't want a son!" he said. "You wanted a Kwi satz Haderach! You wanted
a mal e Bene Gesserit!"

She recoiled fromhis bitterness. "But Paul . . ."

"Did you ever consult ny father in this?"

She spoke gently out of the freshness of her grief: "Whatever you are, Paul
the heredity is as nuch your father as nme."

"But not the training," he said. "Not the things that . . . awakened .
t he sl eeper.™

" Sl eeper ?"

"It's here." He put a hand to his head and then to his breast. "In ne. It
goes on and on and on and on and--"

“Paul I'"

She had heard the hysteria edging his voice.
"Listen to me," he said. "You wanted the Reverend Mdther to hear about ny

dreans: You listen in her place now. |'ve just had a waking dream Do you know
why ?"

"You must cal myourself," she said. "If there's--"

"The spice," he said, "lIt's in everything here--the air, the soil, the food.

The geriatric spice. It's like the Truthsayer drug. It's a poison!"



She stiffened.
Hi s voice |owered and he repeated: "A poison--so subtle, so insidious .
so irreversible. It won't even kill you unless you stop taking it. W can't
| eave Arrakis unless we take part of Arrakis with us."
The terrifying presence of his voice brooked no dispute.
"You and the spice," Paul said. "The spice changes anyone who gets this nuch

of it, but thanks to you, | could bring the change to consciousness. | don't get
to leave it in the unconscious where its disturbance can be bl anked out. | can
see it."

"Paul , you--"

"I see it!" he repeated.

She heard madness in his voice, didn't know what to do.

But he spoke again, and she heard the iron control return to him "W're
trapped here."

We're trapped here, she agreed.

And she accepted the truth of his words. No pressure of the Bene Cesserit,
no trickery or artifice could pry themconpletely free fromArrakis: the spice
was addictive. Her body had known the fact |ong before her mind awakened to it.

So here we live out our lives, she thought, on this hell-planet. The pl ace
is prepared for us, if we can evade the Harkonnens. And there's no doubt of ny
course: a broodnare preserving an inportant bloodline for the Bene Gesserit
Pl an.

"I must tell you about my waking dream" Paul said. (Now there was fury in
his voice.) "To be sure you accept what | say, I'll tell you first | know you'l
bear a daughter, my sister, here on Arrakis."

Jessi ca placed her hands agai nst the tent floor, pressed back agai nst the
curving fabric wall to still a pang of fear. She knew her pregnancy coul d not
show yet. Only her own Bene Gesserit training had allowed her to read the first
faint signals of her body, to know of the enbryo only a few weeks ol d.

"Only to serve," Jessica whispered, clinging to the Bene Gesserit nmotto. "W
exist only to serve."

"W'll find a honme anpbng the Frenmen," Paul said, "where your M ssionaria
Protectiva has bought us a bolt hole."

They' ve prepared a way for us in the desert, Jessica told herself. But how
can he know of the Mssionaria Protectiva? She found it increasingly difficult
to subdue her terror at the overpowering strangeness in Paul

He studi ed the dark shadow of her, seeing her fear and every reaction with
hi s new awar eness as though she were outlined in blinding Ilight. A beginning of
conpassion for her crept over him

"The things that can happen here, | cannot begin to tell you," he said. "I
cannot even begin to tell nyself, although I've seen them This sense of the
future--1 seemto have no control over it. The thing just happens. The i nmedi ate
future--say, a year--1 can see sonme of that . . . a road as broad as our Centra
Avenue on Cal adan. Sone places | don't see . . . shadowed places . . . as though
it went behind a hill" (and again he thought of the surface of a bl ow ng
kerchief) " . . . and there are branchings . . . "

He fell silent as nenory of that seeing filled him No prescient dream no
experience of his life had quite prepared himfor the totality with which the
veil s had been ripped away to reveal naked tine.

Recal | i ng the experience, he recognized his own terrible purpose--the
pressure of his |life spreading outward |i ke an expanding bubble . . . tine
retreating before it

Jessica found the tent's glowab control, activated it.

Dimgreen |ight drove back the shadows, easing her fear. She | ooked at
Paul 's face, his eyes--the inward stare. And she knew where she had seen such a
| ook before: pictured in records of disasters--on the faces of children who



experienced starvation or terrible injury. The eyes were like pits, nmouth a
straight Iine, cheeks indrawn.

It's the | ook of terrible awareness, she thought, of soneone forced to the
know edge of his own nortality.

He was, indeed, no |longer a child.

The underlying inport of his words began to take over in her mnd, pushing
all else aside. Paul could see ahead, a way of escape for them

"There's a way to evade the Harkonnens," she said.

"The Harkonnens!" he sneered. "Put those tw sted humans out of your mnd."
He stared at his mother, studying the lines of her face in the light of the
gl owmt ab. The |ines betrayed her

She said: "You shouldn't refer to people as humans without--"

"Don't be so sure you know where to draw the line," he said. "W carry our
past with us. And, nmother nine, there's a thing you don't know and shoul d--we
are Harkonnens."

Her mind did a terrifying thing: it blanked out as though it needed to shut
off all sensation. But Paul's voice went on at that inplacable pace, dragging
her with it.

"When next you find a mrror, study your face--study mne now. The traces
are there if you don't blind yourself. Look at my hands, the set of ny bones.

And i f none of this convinces you, then take ny word for it. I've wal ked the
future, I've looked at a record, |'ve seen a place, | have all the data. W're
Har konnens. "

"A . . . renegade branch of the famly," she said. "That's it, isn't it?

Sone Har konnen cousin who--"

"You're the Baron's own daughter," he said, and watched the way she pressed
her hands to her mouth. "The Baron sanpled many pleasures in his youth, and once
permtted himself to be seduced. But it was for the genetic purposes of the Bene
Gesserit, by one of you."

The way he said 'you' struck her like a slap. But it set her mnd to working
and she could not deny his words. So many bl ank ends of neaning in her past
reached out now and |inked. The daughter the Bene Gesserit wanted--it wasn't to
end the old Atreides-Harkonnen feud, but to fix some genetic factor in their
lines. What? She groped for an answer.

As t hough he saw i nside her mind, Paul said: "They thought they were
reaching for ne. But |I'mnot what they expected, and |'ve arrived before ny
time. And they don't knowit."

Jessica pressed her hands to her nouth.

Great Mdther! He's the Kwi satz Haderach!

She felt exposed and naked before him realizing then that he saw her with
eyes fromwhich little could be hidden. And that, she knew, was the basis of her
fear.

"You're thinking I'mthe Kw satz Haderach," he said. "Put that out of your
m nd. |'m somet hi ng unexpected."

I must get word out to one of the schools, she thought. The nmating index nay
show what has happened.

"They won't |earn about nme until it's too late," he said.

She sought to divert him |owered her hands and said: "We'll find a place
among t he Fremen?"

"The Frenen have a saying they credit to Shai-hulud, Od Father Eternity,"
he said. "They say: 'Be prepared to appreciate what you neet.' "

And he thought: Yes, nother mne--anpong the Frenen. You'll acquire the blue
eyes and a callus beside your lovely nose fromthe filter tube to your stillsuit

and you'll bear ny sister: St. Alia of the Knife.

"I'f you're not the Kwi satz Haderach," Jessica said, "what--"

"You couldn't possibly know," he said. "You won't believe it until you see
it."



And he thought: 1'ma seed.

He suddenly saw how fertile was the ground into which he had fallen, and
with this realization, the terrible purpose filled him creeping through the
enpty place within, threatening to choke himwith grief.

He had seen two mmin branchi ngs al ong the way ahead--in one he confronted an
evil old Baron and said: "Hello, Gandfather." The thought of that path and what
lay along it sickened him

The other path held | ong patches of grey obscurity except for peaks of
vi ol ence. He had seen a warrior religion there, a fire spreading across the
universe with the Atreides green and bl ack banner waving at the head of fanatic
| egi ons drunk on spice liquor. Gurney Halleck and a few others of his father's
nen--a pitiful few-were anong them all nmarked by the hawk synbol fromthe
shrine of his father's skull

"I can't go that way," he muttered. "That's what the old w tches of your
schools really want."

"I don't understand you, Paul," his nother said.

He renained silent, thinking |like the seed he was, thinking with the race
consci ousness he had first experienced as terrible purpose. He found that he no
| onger could hate the Bene Gesserit or the Enperor or even the Harkonnens. They
were all caught up in the need of their race to renew its scattered inheritance,
to cross and mngle and infuse their bloodlines in a great new pooling of genes.
And the race knew only one sure way for this--the ancient way, the tried and
certain way that rolled over everything in its path: jihad.

Surely, | cannot choose that way, he thought.

But he saw again in his mnd s eye the shrine of his father's skull and the
vi ol ence with the green and bl ack banner waving in its mdst.

Jessica cleared her throat, worried by his silence. "Then . . . the Frenen
will give us sanctuary?"

He | ooked up, staring across the green-lighted tent at the inbred, patrician
lines of her face. "Yes," he said. "That's one of the ways." He nodded. "Yes.
They'Il call me . . . Miad' Dib, 'The One Who Points the Way.' Yes . . . that's
what they'll call nme."

And he closed his eyes, thinking: Now, ny father, | can mourn you. And he
felt the tears coursing down his cheeks.

Book Two

VWhen ny father, the Padi shah Enperor, heard of Duke Leto's death and the nanner
of it, he went into such a rage as we had never before seen. He bl aned nmy nother
and the conmpact forced on himto place a Bene Gesserit on the throne. He bl anmed
the Guild and the evil old Baron. He bl aned everyone in sight, not excepting
even nme, for he said | was a witch like all the others. And when | sought to
confort him saying it was done according to an ol der |aw of self-preservation
to which even the nost ancient rul ers gave all egiance, he sneered at ne and
asked if | thought hima weakling. | saw then that he had been aroused to this
passi on not by concern over the dead Duke but by what that death inplied for al
royalty. As | look back on it, | think there nmay have been sone prescience in ny
father, too, for it is certain that his line and Miad' Di b's shared conmon
ancestry.

-"In My Father's House," by the Princess Irulan

"Now Har konnen shall kill Harkonnen," Paul whispered.



He had awakened shortly before nightfall, sitting up in the sealed and
darkened stilltent. As he spoke, he heard the vague stirrings of his nother
where she slept against the tent's opposite wall.

Paul glanced at the proximty detector on the floor, studying the dials
illumnated in the bl ackness by phosphor tubes.

"I't should be night soon," his nother said. "Wiy don't you lift the tent
shades?"

Paul realized then that her breathing had been different for sone tine, that
she had lain silent in the darkness until certain he was awake.

"Lifting the shades wouldn't help," he said. "There's been a storm The

tent's covered by sand. I'Il dig us out soon."

"No sign of Duncan yet?"

"None. "

Paul rubbed absently at the ducal signet on his thunmb, and a sudden rage
agai nst the very substance of this planet which had hel ped kill his father set

hi mtrenbling.

"I heard the stormbegin," Jessica said.

The undemandi ng enpti ness of her words hel ped restore sone of his calm Hi s
m nd focused on the stormas he had seen it begin through the transparent end of
their stilltent--cold dribbles of sand crossing the basin, then runnels and
tails furrowing the sky. He had | ooked up to a rock spire, seen it change shape
under the blast, becom ng a | ow, Cheddar-col ored wedge. Sand funneled into their
basi n had shadowed the sky with dull curry, then blotted out all light as the
tent was covered.

Tent bows had creaked once as they accepted the pressure, then--silence
broken only by the di mbell ows wheezing of their sand snorkel punping air from
t he surface.

"Try the receiver again,'

"No use,"” he said.

He found his stillsuit's watertube in its clip at his neck, drew a warm
swal low into his nouth, and he thought that here he truly began an Arrakeen
exi stence--living on reclainmed noisture fromhis own breath and body. It was
flat and tastel ess water, but it soothed his throat.

Jessica heard Paul drinking, felt the slickness of her own stillsuit
clinging to her body, but she refused to accept her thirst. To accept it would
require awakening fully into the terrible necessities of Arrakis where they nust
guard even fractional traces of nmoisture, hoarding the few drops in the tent's
cat chpockets, begrudging a breath wasted on the open air

So much easier to drift back down into sleep

But there had been a dreamin this day's sleep, and she shivered at nenory
of it. She had hel d dream ng hands beneath sandfl ow where a name had been
witten: Duke Leto Atreides. The name had blurred with the sand and she had
noved to restore it, but the first letter filled before the [ ast was begun

The sand woul d not st op.

Her dream becane wailing: |ouder and | ouder. That ridicul ous wailing--part
of her nmind had realized the sound was her own voice as a tiny child, little
nore than a baby. A wonman not quite visible to nenory was goi ng away.

My unknown not her, Jessica thought. The Bene Gesserit who bore me and gave
me to the Sisters because that's what she was commanded to do. Was she glad to
rid herself of a Harkonnen child?

"The place to hit themis in the spice," Paul said.

How can he think of attack at a time |like this? she asked herself.

"An entire planet full of spice," she said. "How can you hit themthere?"

She heard himstirring, the sound of their pack being dragged across the
tent floor.

"I't was sea power and air power on Cal adan," he said. "Here, it's desert
power. The Frenen are the key."

Jessi ca said.



His voice came fromthe vicinity of the tent's sphincter. Her Bene GCesserit
training sensed in his tone an unresolved bitterness toward her

All his life he has been trained to hate Harkonnens, she thought. Now, he
finds he is Harkonnen . . . because of me. How little he knows ne! | was ny
Duke's only wonman. | accepted his life and his values even to defying ny Bene
Gesserit orders.

The tent's gl owtab canme alight under Paul's hand, filled the doned area with
green radi ance. Paul crouched at the sphincter, his stillsuit hood adjusted for
t he open desert--forehead capped, mouth filter in place, nose plugs adjusted.
Only his dark eyes were visible: a narrow band of face that turned once toward
her and away.

"Secure yourself for the open," he said, and his voice was blurred behind
the filter.

Jessica pulled the filter across her mouth, began adjusting her hood as she
wat ched Paul break the tent seal

Sand rasped as he opened the sphincter and a burred fizzle of grains ran
into the tent before he could inmpbilize it with a static conpaction tool. A
hole grew in the sandwall as the tool realigned the grains. He slipped out and
her ears followed his progress to the surface.

VWhat will we find out there? she wondered. Harkonnen troops and the
Sar daukar, those are dangers we can expect. But what of the dangers we don't
know?

She thought of the conpaction tool and the other strange instruments in the
pack. Each of these tools suddenly stood in her mind as a sign of nysterious
dangers.

She felt then a hot breeze fromsurface sand touch her cheeks where they
wer e exposed above the filter.

"Pass up the pack." It was Paul's voice, |ow and guarded.

She noved to obey, heard the water literjons gurgle as she shoved the pack
across the floor. She peered upward, saw Paul framed agai nst stars.

"Here," he said and reached down, pulled the pack to the surface.

Now she saw only the circle of stars. They were like the |um nous tips of
weapons ai med down at her. A shower of neteors crossed her patch of night. The

meteors seenmed to her like a warning, like tiger stripes, like |um nous grave
slats cl abbering her blood. And she felt the chill of the price on their heads.
"Hurry up," Paul said. "I want to collapse the tent."

A shower of sand fromthe surface brushed her |eft hand. How nuch sand wl|
t he hand hol d? She asked herself.

"Shall 1 help you?" Paul asked.

"No. "

She swallowed in a dry throat, slipped into the hole, felt static-packed
sand rasp under her hands. Paul reached down, took her arm She stood beside him
on a smooth patch of starlit desert, stared around. Sand al nost brinmed their
basin, leaving only a dimlip of surrounding rock. She probed the farther
darkness with her trained senses.

Noi se of small ani mals.

Bi rds.

A fall of dislodged sand and faint creature sounds within it.

Paul collapsing their tent, recovering it up the hole.

Starlight displaced just enough of the night to charge each shadow with
nenace. She | ooked at patches of bl ackness.

Black is a blind renenbering, she thought. You listen for pack sounds, for
the cries of those who hunted your ancestors in a past so ancient only your nopst
primtive cells renenber. The ears see. The nostrils see.

Presently, Paul stood beside her, said: "Duncan told ne that if he was
captured, he could hold out . . . this long. W nust |eave here now. " He



shoul dered the pack, crossed to the shallow lip of the basin, clinbed to a | edge
t hat | ooked down on open desert.

Jessica foll owed automatically, noting how she now lived in her son's orbit.

For now is my grief heavier than the sands of the seas, she thought. This
worl d has enptied nme of all but the ol dest purpose: tonorrows life. | |ive now
for nmy young Duke and t he daughter yet to be.

She felt the sand drag her feet as she clinbed to Paul's side.

He | ooked north across a line of rocks, studying a distant escarpnent.

The faraway rock profile was |like an ancient battleship of the seas outlined
by stars. The long swish of it lifted on an invisible wave with syl | abl es of
boomerang antennae, funnels arcing back, a pi-shaped upthrusting at the stern

An orange gl are burst above the silhouette and a line of brilliant purple
cut downward toward the glare

Anot her |ine of purple!

And anot her upthrusting orange gl are!

It was |like an ancient naval battle, renenbered shellfire, and the sight
hel d t hem stari ng.

"Pillars of fire," Paul whispered.

Aring of red eyes lifted over the distant rock. Lines of purple |laced the
sky.

"Jetflares and | asguns," Jessica said.

The dust-reddened first nmoon of Arrakis lifted above the horizon to their
left and they saw a stormtrail there--a ribbon of nmovenent over the desert.

"I't nmust be Harkonnen 'thopters hunting us,"” Paul said. "The way they're
cutting up the desert . . . it's as though they were making certain they stanped
out whatever's there . . . the way you'd stanp out a nest of insects.”

"Or a nest of Atreides," Jessica said.

"W nust seek cover," Paul said. "We'Ill head south and keep to the rocks. If
they caught us in the open . . ." He turned, adjusting the pack to his
shoul ders. "They're killing anything that noves."

He took one step along the |l edge and, in that instant, heard the | ow hiss of
gliding aircraft, saw the dark shapes of ornithopters above them

My father once told ne that respect for the truth cones close to being the basis
for all nmorality. "Something cannot energe fromnothing," he said. This is
profound thinking if you understand how unstable "the truth" can be.

-from "Conversations with Miad' Di b" by the Princess Irulan

"I"ve always prided nyself on seeing things the way they truly are," Thufir
Hawat said. "That's the curse of being a Mentat. You can't stop anal yzi ng your
data."

The | eathered ol d face appeared conposed in the predawn di mmess as he spoke.
Hi s sapho-stained |ips were drawn into a straight Iine with radial creases
spreadi ng upward

A robed nman squatted silently on sand across from Hawat, apparently unnoved
by the words.

The two crouched beneath a rock overhang that | ooked down on a wi de, shallow
si nk. Dawn was spreadi ng over the shattered outline of cliffs across the basin
touching everything with pink. It was cold under the overhang, a dry and
penetrating chill left over fromthe night. There had been a warm w nd j ust
bef ore dawn, but now it was cold. Hawat could hear teeth chattering behind him
among the few troopers remaining in his force.

The man squatting across from Hawat was a Frenen who had come across the
sink in the first light of false dawn, skittering over the sand, blending into
t he dunes, his novenents barely discernible.



The Frenmen extended a finger to the sand between them drew a figure there.
It looked like a bowl with an arrow spilling out of it. "There are many
Har konnen patrols," he said. He lifted his finger, pointed upward across the
cliffs that Hawat and his men had descended.

Hawat nodded.

Many patrols. Yes.

But still he did not know what this Frenen wanted and this rankled. Mentat
trai ning was supposed to give a man the power to see notives.

Thi s had been the worst night of Hawat's life. He had been at Tsinpo, a
garrison village, buffer outpost for the former capital city, Carthag, when the
reports of attack began arriving. At first, he'd thought: It's a raid. The
Har konnens are testing.

But report followed report--faster and faster

Two | egi ons | anded at Cart hag.

Five legions--fifty brigades! --attacking the Duke's nmmin base at Arrakeen

A legion at Arsunt.

Two battle groups at Splintered Rock

Then the reports became nore detail ed--there were Inperial Sardaukar anong
the attackers--possibly two | egions of them And it becane clear that the
i nvaders knew precisely which weight of arns to send where. Precisely! Superb
Intelligence.

Hawat's shocked fury had mounted until it threatened the snmooth functioning
of his Mentat capabilities. The size of the attack struck his nind Iike a
physi cal bl ow.

Now, hiding beneath a bit of desert rock, he nodded to hinself, pulled his
torn and sl ashed tunic around hi mas though warding off the cold shadows.

The size of the attack.

He had al ways expected their enemy to hire an occasional lighter fromthe
Quild for probing raids. That was an ordi nary enough ganbit in this kind of
House-t o- House warfare. Lighters |anded and took off on Arrakis regularly to
transport the spice for House Atreides. Hawat had taken precauti ons agai nst
randomraids by false spice lighters. For a full attack they'd expected no nore
than ten brigades.

But there were nore than two thousand shi ps down on Arrakis at the | ast
count--not just lighters, but frigates, scouts, nonitors, crushers, troop-
carriers, dunp-boxes .

More than a hundred brigades--ten | egions!

The entire spice income of Arrakis for fifty years might just cover the cost
of such a venture.

It mght.

| underesti nated what the Baron was willing to spend in attacki ng us, Hawat
t hought. 1 failed nmy Duke.

Then there was the matter of the traitor

I will live long enough to see her strangled! he thought. | should've killed
that Bene Gesserit witch when | had the chance. There was no doubt in his mnd
who had betrayed them -the Lady Jessica. She fitted all the facts avail able.

"Your man Gurney Hall eck and part of his force are safe with our smuggler
friends," the Frenen said.

" CGood. "

So Gurney will get off this hell planet. W 're not all gone.

Hawat gl anced back at the huddle of his nen. He had started the night just
past with three hundred of his finest. O those, an even twenty renmi ned and
hal f of them were wounded. Some of them slept now, standing up, |eaning against
the rock, sprawl ed on the sand beneath the rock. Their last 'thopter, the one
t hey' d been using as a ground-effect machine to carry their wounded, had given
out just before dawn. They had cut it up with | asguns and hidden the pieces,
then worked their way down into this hiding place at the edge of the basin



Hawat had only a rough idea of their |ocation--sone two hundred kil oneters
sout heast of Arrakeen. The nain travel ed ways between the Shield Wall sietch
conmuni ti es were somewhere south of them

The Fremen across from Hawat threw back his hood and stillsuit cap to revea
sandy hair and beard. The hair was conbed straight back froma high, thin
forehead. He had the unreadabl e total blue eyes of the spice diet. Beard and
nust ache were stained at one side of the nouth, his hair natted there by
pressure of the | ooping catchtube fromhis nose plugs.

The man renoved his plugs, readjusted them He rubbed at a scar beside his
nose.

"I'f you cross the sink here this night,'
shields. There is a break in the wal

the Fremen said, "you nust not use
He turned on his heels, pointed

south. " there, and it is open sand down to the erg. Shields will attract
a. . . " He hesitated. ". . . worm They don't often cone in here, but a shield
will bring one every tinme."

He said worm Hawat thought. He was going to say sonething else. Wat? And
what does he want of us?

Hawat si ghed.

He could not recall ever before being this tired. It was a rmuscle weariness
that energy pills were unable to ease.

Those dammabl e Sar daukar

Wth a self-accusing bitterness, he faced the thought of the soldier-
fanatics and the Inperial treachery they represented. H s own Mentat assessnent
of the data told himhow little chance he had ever to present evidence of this
treachery before the High Council of the Landsraad where justice m ght be done.

"Do you wish to go to the snuggl ers?" the Fremen asked.

"I's it possible?"

"The way is long."

"Frenen don't like to say no," ldaho had told himonce.

Hawat sai d: "You haven't yet told ne whether your people can help ny
wounded. "

"They are wounded. "

The sane damed answer every tinme!

"W know they're wounded!" Hawat snapped. "That's not the--"

"Peace, friend," the Fremen cautioned. "What do your wounded say? Are there
t hose anpbng them who can see the water need of your tribe?"

“"We haven't tal ked about water," Hawat said. "We--"

"I can understand your reluctance," the Frenen said. "They are your friends,
your tribesnen. Do you have water?"

"Not enough."

The Frenmen gestured to Hawat's tunic, the skin exposed beneath it. "You were
caught in-sietch, wthout your suits. You nust nake a water decision, friend."

"Can we hire your hel p?"

The Fremen shrugged. "You have no water." He gl anced at the group behind
Hawat . "How many of your wounded woul d you spend?"

Hawat fell silent, staring at the man. He could see as a Mentat that their
conmuni cati on was out of phase. Word-sounds were not being |linked up here in the
nor mal manner.

"I am Thufir Hawat," he said. "I can speak for nmy Duke. | will make
prom ssory conmitrment now for your help. | wish alinmted formof help
preserving nmy force |long enough only to kill a traitor who thinks herself beyond
vengeance."

"You wi sh our siding in a vendetta?"

"The vendetta I'Il handle myself. | wish to be freed of responsibility for

ny wounded that | nay get about it."



The Fremen scowl ed. "How can you be responsible for your wounded? They are
their own responsibility. The water's at issue, Thufir Hawat. Wuld you have ne
t ake that decision away from you?"

The man put a hand to a weapon conceal ed beneath his robe.

Hawat tensed, wondering: |Is there betrayal here?

"What do you fear?" the Frenen denmanded.

These people and their disconcerting directness! Hawat spoke cautiously.
"There's a price on ny head."

"“Ah-h-h-h." The Fremen renoved his hand from his weapon. "You think we have
the Byzantine corruption. You don't know us. The Harkonnens have not water
enough to buy the smallest child anong us."

But they had the price of Guild passage for nore than two thousand fighting
shi ps, Hawat thought. And the size of that price still staggered him

"W both fight Harkonnens," Hawat said. "Should we not share the probl enms
and ways of neeting the battle issue?"

"We are sharing," the Frenen said. "I have seen you fight Harkonnens. You
are good. There've been tines |I'd have appreciated your arm beside ne."

"Say where nmy armmay help you," Hawat said.

"Who knows?" the Frenen asked. "There are Harkonnen forces everywhere. But
you still have not nade the water decision or put it to your wounded."

| must be cautious, Hawat told hinself. There's a thing here that's not
under st ood.

He said: "WII you show nme your way, the Arrakeen way?"

"Stranger-thinking," the Frenmen said, and there was a sneer in his tone. He
pointed to the northwest across the clifftop. "W watched you conme across the
sand last night." He lowered his arm "You keep your force on the slip-face of
t he dunes. Bad. You have no stillsuits, no water. You will not last long."

"The ways of Arrakis don't come easily," Hawat said.

"Truth. But we've killed Harkonnens."

"What do you do with your own wounded? "Hawat denanded.

"Does a man not know when he is worth saving?" the Frenen asked. "Your
wounded know you have no water." He tilted his head, |ooking sideways up at
Hawat. "This is clearly a tinme for water decision. Both wounded and unwounded
must ook to the tribe's future."

The tribe's future, Hawat thought. The tribe of Atreides. There's sense in
that. He forced hinself to the questi on he had been avoi di ng.

"Have you word of my Duke or his son?"

Unr eadabl e bl ue eyes stared upward into Hawat's. "Wrd?"

"Their fate!" Hawat snapped.

"Fate is the sane for everyone," the Fremen said. "Your Duke, it is said,
has net his fate. As to the Lisan al-Gaib, his son, that is in Liet's hands.

Li et has not said."

| knew t he answer without asking, Hawat thought.

He gl anced back at his nen. They were all awake now. They had heard. They
were staring out across the sand, the realization in their expressions: there
was no returning to Cal adan for them and now Arrakis was | ost.

Hawat turned back to the Frenen. "Have you heard of Duncan |daho?"

"He was in the great house when the shield went down," the Frenen said.

"This I've heard . . . no nore."

She dropped the shield and let in the Harkonnens, he thought. | was the one
who sat with ny back to a door. How could she do this when it meant turning also
agai nst her own son? But . . . who knows how a Bene Gesserit witch thinks .
if you can call it thinking?

Hawat tried to swallowin a dry throat. "Wen will you hear about the boy?"

"We know little of what happens in Arrakeen," the Frenen said. He shrugged.
"Who knows?"
"You have ways of finding out?"



"Perhaps." The Fremen rubbed at the scar beside his nose. "Tell nme, Thufir
Hawat, do you have know edge of the big weapons the Harkonnens used?"

The artillery, Hawat thought bitterly. Who coul d have guessed they'd use
artillery in this day of shields?

"You refer to the artillery they used to trap our people in the caves,"” he
said. "lI've . . . theoretical know edge of such expl osi ve weapons."

"Any man who retreats into a cave which has only one opening deserves to
die," the Fremen said.

"Why do you ask about these weapons?"

"Liet wishes it."

Is that what he wants from us? Hawat wondered. He said: "Did you cone here
seeking informati on about the big guns?”

"Liet wished to see one of the weapons for hinself."

"Then you should just go take one," Hawat sneered.

"Yes," the Frenen said. "W took one. W have it hidden where Stilgar can
study it for Liet and where Liet can see it for hinself if he w shes. But |
doubt he'll want to: the weapon is not a very good one. Poor design for
Arrakis."

"You . . . took one?" Hawat asked.

"It was a good fight," the Frenen said. "W |lost only two nmen and spilled
the water fromnore than a hundred of theirs."

There were Sardaukar at every gun, Hawat thought. This desert nmdman speaks
casually of losing only two nen agai nst Sardaukar

"W woul d not have lost the two except for those others fighting beside the
Har konnens, " the Frenen said. "Sonme of those are good fighters."

One of Hawat's nen |inped forward, | ooked down at the squatting Frenen. "Are
you tal ki ng about Sardaukar?"

"He's tal king about Sardaukar," Hawat said.

"Sardaukar!" the Frenen said, and there appeared to be glee in his voice.
"Ah-h-h, so that's what they are! This was a good night indeed. Sardaukar. Wich
| egi on? Do you know?"

"W . . . don't know, " Hawat said.

"Sardaukar," the Frenen rmused. "Yet they wear Harkonnen clothing. Is that
not strange?"

"The Enmperor does not wish it known he fights against a G eat House," Hawat
sai d.

"But you know they are Sardaukar."

"Who am | ?" Hawat asked bitterly.

"You are Thufir Hawat," the man said matter-of-factly. "Well, we would have
learned it in time. W' ve sent three of themcaptive to be questioned by Liet's
men. "

Hawat's ai de spoke slowy, disbelief in every word: "You . . . captured
Sar daukar ?"

"Only three of them" the Fremen said. "They fought well."

If only we'd had the time to link up with these Frenmen, Hawat thought. It
was a sour lanment in his mnd. If only we could' ve trained them and arned them
Great Mdther, what a fighting force we'd have had!

"Per haps you del ay because of worry over the Lisan al-Gaib," the Fremen

said. "If he is truly the Lisan al-Gaib, harm cannot touch him Do not spend
t houghts on a natter which has not been proved."
"I serve the . . . Lisan al-Gib," Hawat said. "H s welfare is my concern

I've pledged nyself to this."

"You are pledged to his water?"

Hawat gl anced at his aide, who was still staring at the Frenen, returned his
attention to the squatting figure. "To his water, yes."

"You wish to return to Arrakeen, to the place of his water?"

"To . . . yes, to the place of his water."



"Way did you not say at first it was a water matter?" The Fremen stood up
seated his nose plugs firnmy

Hawat notioned with his head for his aide to return to the others. Wth a
tired shrug, the man obeyed. Hawat heard a | ow voi ced conversation arise anong
t he men.

The Frenmen said: "There is always a way to water."

Behi nd Hawat, a man cursed. Hawat's aide called: "Thufir! Arkie just died."

The Fremen put a fist to his ear. "The bond of water! It's a sign!" He
stared at Hawat. "We have a place nearby for accepting the water. Shall | cal
my nmen?”

The aide returned to Hawat's side, said: "Thufir, a couple of the nen |eft
wives in Arrakeen. They're . . . well, you know howit is at atine |like this."

The Fremen still held his fist to his ear. "lIs it the bond of water, Thufir
Hawat ?" he demanded.

Hawat's m nd was racing. He sensed now the direction of the Fremen's words,
but feared the reaction of the tired nmen under the rock overhang when they
understood it.

"The bond of water," Hawat said.

"Let our tribes be joined," the Frenen said, and he | owered his fist.

As though that were the signal, four nen slid and dropped down fromthe
rocks above them They darted back under the overhang, rolled the dead man in a
| oose robe, lifted himand began running with himalong the cliff wall to the
right. Spurts of dust lifted around their running feet.

It was over before Hawat's tired men could gather their wits. The group with
the body hanging like a sack in its enfolding robe was gone around a turn in the
cliff.

One of Hawat's nen shouted: "Were they going with Arkie? He was--"

"They're taking himto . . . bury him" Hawat said.

"Frenmen don't bury their dead!" the man barked. "Don't you try any tricks on
us, Thufir. W know what they do. Arkie was one of--"

"Paradi se were sure for a man who died in the service of Lisan al-Gaib," the
Fremen said. "If it is the Lisan al-Gaib you serve, as you have said it, why
rai se mourning cries? The nenory of one who died in this fashion will live as
long as the nmenory of man endures.”

But Hawat's nmen advanced, angry | ooks on their faces. One had captured a
| asgun. He started to draw it.

"Stop right where you are!" Hawat barked. He fought down the sick fatigue
that gripped his nuscles. "These peopl e respect our dead. Custons differ, but
t he neaning's the same."

"They're going to render Arkie down for his water,
snar | ed.

"I's it that your nen wish to attend the cerenony?" the Frenmen asked.

He doesn't even see the problem Hawat thought. The naivete of the Frenen
was frightening.

"They're concerned for a respected conrade," Hawat said.

"W will treat your conrade with the sane reverence we treat our own," the
Fremen said. "This is the bond of water. W know the rites. A man's flesh is his
own; the water belongs to the tribe."

Hawat spoke quickly as the man with the | asgun advanced anot her step. "WII
you now hel p our wounded?"

"One does not question the bond," the Frenen said. "W will do for you what
atribe does for its own. First, we nust get all of you suited and see to the
necessities.”

The man with the [ asgun hesitated.

Hawat's aide said: "Are we buying help with Arkie's . . . water?"

"Not buying," Hawat said. "W've joined these people."

"Custons differ," one of his men nmuttered

the man with the I asgun



Hawat began to rel ax.

"And they'll help us get to Arrakeen?"

"W will kill Harkonnens," the Fremen said. He grinned. "And Sardaukar." He
st epped backward, cupped his hands beside his ears and tipped his head back
listening. Presently, he lowered his hands, said: "An aircraft cones. Concea
your sel ves beneath the rock and renmain' notionless."

At a gesture fromHawat, his nen obeyed.

The Fremen took Hawat's arm pressed himback with the others. "W will
fight in the time of fighting," the man said. He reached beneath his robes,
brought out a snall cage, lifted a creature fromit.

Hawat recognized a tiny bat. The bat turned its head and Hawat saw its bl ue-
wi t hi n-bl ue eyes.

The Fremen stroked the bat, soothing it, crooning to it. He bent over the
animal's head, allowed a drop of saliva to fall fromhis tongue into the bat's
upturned nmouth. The bat stretched its wi ngs, but remained on the Frenmen's opened
hand. The nman took a tiny tube, held it beside the bat's head and chattered into
the tube; then, lifting the creature high, he threw it upward.

The bat swooped away beside the cliff and was | ost to sight.

The Fremen fol ded the cage, thrust it beneath his robe. Again, he bent his
head, listening. "They quarter the high country,"” he said. "One wonders who they
seek up there."

"It's known that we retreated in this direction," Hawat said.

"One shoul d never presune one is the sole object of a hunt,”
said. "Watch the other side of the basin. You will see a thing."

Ti me passed.

Sone of Hawat's men stirred, whispering.

"Remain silent as frightened animals," the Frenen hissed.

Hawat di scerned nmovenent near the opposite cliff--flitting blurs of tan on
tan.

"My little friend carried his nessage," the Fremen said. "He is a good
nessenger--day or night. I'Il be unhappy to |ose that one."

The novenent across the sink faded away. On the entire four to five
kil omet er expanse of sand nothing renmai ned but the growi ng pressure of the day's
heat --blurred columms of rising air

"Be nost silent now, " the Frenmen whi spered.

A file of plodding figures enmerged froma break in the opposite cliff,
headed directly across the sink. To Hawat, they appeared to be Frenen, but a
curiously inept band. He counted six men maki ng heavy going of it over the
dunes.

A "t hwok-t hwok" of ornithopter wi ngs sounded high to the right behind
Hawat's group. The craft cane over the cliff wall above them-an Atreides
"thopter with Harkonnen battle colors splashed on it. The 'thopter swooped
toward the nen crossing the sink.

The group there stopped on a dune crest, waved.

The '"thopter circled once over themin a tight curve, came back for a dust-
shrouded landing in front of the Frenmen. Five nmen swarmed fromthe 'thopter and
Hawat saw t he dust-repell ent shinmrering of shields and, in their notions, the
hard conpetence of Sardaukar

"Aii hh! They use their stupid shields,” the Fremen besi de Hawat hi ssed. He
gl anced toward the open south wall of the sink

"They are Sardaukar," Hawat whi spered.

" Good. "

The Sardaukar approached the waiting group of Fremen in an encl osing half-
circle. Sun glinted on bl ades held ready. The Frenen stood in a conpact group
apparently indifferent.

t he Fremen



Abruptly, the sand around the two groups sprouted Frenmen. They were at the
ornithopter, then in it. Were the two groups had nmet at the dune crest, a dust
cloud partly obscured viol ent notion.

Presently, dust settled. Only Frenmen renmai ned standi ng.

"They left only three nen in their '"thopter,"” the Frenen besi de Hawat said.
"That was fortunate. | don't believe we had to danage the craft in taking it."

Behi nd Hawat, one of his men whispered: "Those were Sardaukar!"

"Did you notice how well they fought?" the Frenen asked.

Hawat took a deep breath. He snelled the burned dust around him felt the
heat, the dryness. In a voice to match that dryness, he said: "Yes, they fought
wel |, indeed."

The captured 'thopter took off with a lurching flap of wi ngs, angled upward
to the south in a steep, w ng-tucked clinb.

So these Frenen can handle 'thopters, too, Hawat thought.

On the distant dune, a Frenmen waved a square of green cloth: once
twice.

"More cone!" the Frenen besi de Hawat barked. "Be ready. |'d hoped to have us
away W t hout nore inconveni ence."

I nconveni ence! Hawat thought.

He saw two nore 'thopters swooping fromhigh in the west onto an area of
sand suddenly devoid of visible Frenen. Only ei ght splotches of blue--the bodies
of the Sardaukar in Harkonnen uniforms--remined at the scene of viol ence.

Anot her 'thopter glided in over the cliff wall above Hawat. He drew in a
sharp breath as he sawit--a big troop carrier. It fleww th the slow, spread-
wi ng heaviness of a full load--like a giant bird comng to its nest.

In the distance, the purple finger of a | asgun beam flicked fromone of the
diving 'thopters. It laced across the sand, raising a sharp trail of dust.

"The cowards!" the Fremen besi de Hawat rasped.

The troop carrier settled toward the patch of blue-clad bodies. Its wings
crept out to full reach, began the cupping action of a quick stop

Hawat's attention was caught by a flash of sun on netal to the south, a
"thopter plumeting there in a power dive, wings folded flat against its sides,
its jets a golden flare against the dark silvered gray of the sky. It plunged
like an arrow toward the troop carrier which was unshiel ded because of the
| asgun activity around it. Straight into the carrier the diving 'thopter
pl unged.

A flam ng roar shook the basin. Rocks tunmbled fromthe cliff walls al
around. A geyser of red-orange shot skyward fromthe sand where the carrier and
its companion 'thopters had been--everything there caught in the flane.

It was the Fremen who took off in that captured 'thopter, Hawat thought. He
deliberately sacrificed hinself to get that carrier. Great Mdther! \Wat are
t hese Frenen?

"A reasonabl e exchange," said the Fremen beside Hawat. "There nust've been
three hundred nen in that carrier. Now, we nust see to their water and make
plans to get another aircraft." He started to step out of their rock-shadowed
conceal nent .

A rain of blue uniforns cane over the cliff wall in front of him falling in
| ow suspensor slowness. In the flashing instant, Hawat had time to see that they
wer e Sardaukar, hard faces set in battle frenzy, that they were unshiel ded and
each carried a knife in one hand, a stunner in the other

A thrown knife caught Hawat's Frenen conpanion in the throat, hurting him
backward, tw sting face down. Hawat had only tine to draw his own knife before
bl ackness of a stunner projectile felled him



Muad' Di b coul d i ndeed, see the Future, but you nust understand the limts of
this power. Think of sight. You have eyes, yet cannot see without light. If you
are on the floor of a valley, you cannot see beyond your valley. Just so,
Muad' Di b coul d not al ways choose to | ook across the nysterious terrain. He tells
us that a single obscure decision of prophecy, perhaps the choice of one word
over another, could change the entire aspect of the future. He tells us "The
vision of tinme is broad, but when you pass through it, tinme becones a narrow
door." And al ways, he fought the tenptation to choose a clear, safe course,
war ni ng "That path | eads ever down into stagnation."

-from"Arrakis Awakeni ng" by the Princess Irulan

As the ornithopters glided out of the night above them Paul grabbed his
not her's arm snapped: "Don't mnove!"

Then he saw the lead craft in the moonlight, the way its w ngs cupped to
brake for | anding, the reckless dash of the hands at the controls.

“"It's Idaho," he breathed.

The craft and its conpanions settled into the basin |like a covey of birds
conmng to nest. ldaho was out of his 'thopter and running toward them before the
dust settled. Two figures in Fremen robes followed him Paul recognized one: the
tall, sandy-bearded Kynes.

"This way!" Kynes called and he veered |eft.

Behi nd Kynes, other Frenen were throwi ng fabric covers over their
ornithopters. The craft becane a row of shall ow dunes.

| daho skidded to a stop in front of Paul, saluted. "M Lord, the Fremen have
a tenporary hiding place nearby where we--"

"What about that back there?"

Paul pointed to the violence above the distant cliff--the jetflares, the
purpl e beans of |asguns |acing the desert.

A rare smle touched Idaho's round, placid face. "MLord . . . Sire, |'ve
left thema little sur--"

daring white light filled the desert--bright as a sun, etching their
shadows onto the rock floor of the | edge. In one sweeping notion, |daho had
Paul 's armin one hand, Jessica's shoulder in the other, hurling them down off
the I edge into the basin. They sprawl ed together in the sand as the roar of an
expl osi on thundered over them Its shock wave tunbled chips off the rock | edge
t hey had vacat ed.

| daho sat up, brushed sand from hinsel f.

"Not the family atomics!" Jessica said. "I thought--"

"You planted a shield back there," Paul said.

"A big one turned to full force," lIdaho said. "A | asgun beam touched it and
" He shrugged.

"Subatonic fusion," Jessica said. "That's a dangerous weapon."

"Not weapon, m Lady, defense. That scumwill think twi ce before using

| asguns anot her tine."

The Fremen fromthe ornithopters stopped above them One called in a | ow
voi ce: "W should get under cover, friends."

Paul got to his feet as |daho hel ped Jessica up

"That blast will attract considerable attention, Sire,

Sire, Paul thought.

The word had such a strange sound when directed at him Sire had al ways been
hi s father.

He felt hinself touched briefly by his powers of prescience, seeing hinself
infected by the wild race consciousness that was noving the human universe
toward chaos. The vision | eft himshaken, and he all owed |daho to guide him
al ong the edge of the basin to a rock projection. Frenen there were opening a
way down into the sand with their conpaction tools.

"May | take your pack, Sire?" Idaho asked.

| daho sai d.



"I't's not heavy, Duncan," Paul said.

"You have no body shield," Idaho said. "Do you wi sh m ne?" He glanced at the
distant cliff. "Not likely there'll be any nore | asgun activity about."

"Keep your shield, Duncan. Your right armis shield enough for nme."

Jessica saw the way the praise took effect, how Idaho noved closer to Paul
and she thought: Such a sure hand nmy son has with his people.

The Fremen renmoved a rock plug that opened a passage down into the native
baserment compl ex of the desert. A canouflage cover was rigged for the opening.

"This way," one of the Fremen said, and he |l ed them down rock steps into
dar kness.

Behi nd them the cover blotted out the noonlight. A dimgreen glow cane
alive ahead, revealing the steps and rock walls, a turn to the left. Robed
Fremen were all around them now, pressing downward. They rounded the corner
found anot her down-sl anting passage. It opened into a rough cave chanber.

Kynes stood before them jubba hood thrown back. The neck of his stillsuit
glistening in the green light. H's long hair and beard were nussed. The bl ue
eyes w thout whites were a darkness under heavy brows.

In the nmoment of encounter, Kynes wondered at hinself: Wy am | hel ping
t hese people? It's the nost dangerous thing |'ve ever done. It could doom ne
with them

Then he | ooked squarely at Paul, seeing the boy who had taken on the nantle
of manhood, nasking grief, suppressing all except the position that now nust be
assuned- -t he dukedom And Kynes realized in that nonent the dukedom stil
exi sted and sol ely because of this youth--and this was not a thing to be taken
lightly.

Jessi ca glanced once around the chanber, registering it on her senses in the
Bene Gesserit way--a | aboratory, a civil place full of angles and squares in the
anci ent manner.

"This is one of the Inperial Ecological Testing Stations ny father wanted as
advance bases," Paul said.

Hi s father wanted! Kynes thought.

And again Kynes wondered at hinself. Am| foolish to aid these fugitives?
Wiy am | doing it? It'd be so easy to take them now, to buy the Harkonnen trust
with them

Paul followed his nother's exanple, gestalting the room seeing the
wor kbench down one side, the walls of featureless rock. Instruments lined the
bench--dials glowing, wire gridex planes with fluting glass energing fromthem
An ozone snell perneated the place.

Sone of the Frenmen nmoved on around a concealing angle in the chanber and new
sounds started there--nachi ne coughs, the whinnies of spinning belts and
mul tidrives.

Paul | ooked to the end of the room saw cages with snmall animals in them
stacked against the wall.

"You' ve recogni zed this place correctly,” Kynes said. "For what would you
use such a place, Paul Atreides?"

"To nmake this planet a fit place for humans,

Perhaps that's why | help them Kynes thought.

The machi ne sounds abruptly hunmed away to silence. Into this void there
cane a thin animal squeak fromthe cages. It was cut off abruptly as though in
enmbar rassment .

Paul returned his attention to the cages, saw that the aninmals were brown-
wi nged bats. An automatic feeder extended fromthe side wall across the cages.

A Frenen enmerged fromthe hidden area of the chanber, spoke to Kynes: "Liet,
the fiel d-generator equi pnent is not working. | amunable to nask us from
proxinmty detectors."

"Can you repair it?" Kynes asked.

"Not quickly. The parts . " The man shrugged.

Paul sai d.



"Yes," Kynes said. "Then we'll do w thout machinery. Get a hand punp for air
out to the surface."

"Inmredi ately." The man hurried away.

Kynes turned back to Paul. "You gave a good answer."

Jessica marked the easy runble of the man's voice. It was a royal voice,
accustoned to command. And she had not mssed the reference to himas Liet. Liet
was the Frenen alter ego, the other face of the tane planetol ogist.

"We're nost grateful for your help, Doctor Kynes," she said.

"Mrmm we'll see," Kynes said. He nodded to one of his men. "Spice coffee
in my quarters, Shamr."

"At once, Liet," the man said.

Kynes indicated an arched opening in the side wall of the chanber. "If you
pl ease?"

Jessica all owed herself a regal nod before accepting. She saw Paul give a
hand signal to Idaho, telling himto nmount guard here.

The passage, two paces deep, opened through a heavy door into a square
of fice Iighted by gol den gl owgl obes. Jessica passed her hand across the door as
she entered, was startled to identify plasteel

Paul stepped three paces into the room dropped his pack to the floor. He
heard the door close behind him studied the place--about eight neters to a
side, walls of natural rock, curry-colored, broken by nmetal filing cabinets on
their right. Alow desk with mlk glass top shot full of yellow bubbles occupied
the room s center. Four suspensor chairs ringed the desk.

Kynes moved around Paul, held a chair for Jessica. She sat down, noting the
way her son exam ned the room

Paul remai ned standi ng for another eyeblink. A faint anonaly in the roonms
air currents told himthere was a secret exit to their right behind the filing
cabi net s.

"WIl you sit down, Paul Atreides?" Kynes asked.

How carefully he avoids nmy title, Paul thought. But he accepted the chair
remai ned silent while Kynes sat down.

"You sense that Arrakis could be a paradise,"” Kynes said. "Yet, as you see,
the I nperium sends here only its trained hatchetnen, its seekers after the
spi ce! "

Paul held up his thunb with its ducal signet. "Do you see this ring?"

"Yes."

"Do you know its significance?"

Jessica turned sharply to stare at her son

"Your father lies dead in the ruins of Arrakeen," Kynes said. "You are
technically the Duke."

“I"'ma soldier of the Inperium" Paul said, "technically a hatchetman."

Kynes face darkened. "Even with the Enperor's Sardaukar standi ng over your
father's body?"

"The Sardaukar are one thing, the legal source of nmy authority is another,"”
Paul sai d.

"Arrakis has its own way of deternining who wears the mantle of authority,"”
Kynes sai d.

And Jessica, turning back to ook at him thought: There's steel in this nman
that no one has taken the temper out of . . . and we've need of steel. Paul's
doi ng a danger ous thing.

Paul said: "The Sardaukar on Arrakis are a neasure of how much our bel oved
Enperor feared ny father. Now, | will give the Padi shah Enperor reasons to fear
t he--"

"Lad," Kynes said, "there are things you don't--"

"You will address me as Sire or nmy Lord," Paul said.

Gently, Jessica thought.



Kynes stared at Paul, and Jessica noted the glint of admration in the
pl anet ol ogi st's face, the touch of hunor there.

"Sire," Kynes said.

"I am an enbarrassment to the Emperor," Paul said. "lI am an enbarrassnent to
all who would divide Arrakis as their spoil. As | live, | shall continue to be
such an enbarrassnent that | stick in their throats and choke themto death!"

"Wirds," Kynes said.

Paul stared at him Presently, Paul said: "You have a | egend of the Lisan
al-Gib here, the Voice fromthe Quter Wrld, the one who will |ead the Frenen
to paradi se. Your nen have--"

"Superstition!" Kynes said.

"Per haps, "Paul agreed. "Yet perhaps not. Superstitions sometines have
strange roots and stranger branchings."

"You have a plan," Kynes said. "This rmuch is obvious . . . Sire."

"Coul d your Frenen provide me with proof positive that the Sardaukar are
here in Harkonnen uniforn®"

"Quite likely."

"The Enmperor will put a Harkonnen back in power here," Paul said. "Perhaps
even Beast Rabban. Let him Once he has involved hinself beyond escaping his
guilt, let the Enperor face the possibility of a Bill of Particulars laid before
t he Landsraad. Let him answer there where--"

“Paul " Jessica said.

"Granted that the Landsraad Hi gh Council accepts your case," Kynes said,
“"there could be only one outcone: general warfare between the Inperiumand the
Great Houses. ™"

"Chaos," Jessica said.

"But |'d present ny case to the Enperor,
alternative to chaos."

Jessica spoke in a dry tone: "Blacknmail ?"

"One of the tools of statecraft, as you've said yourself," Paul said, and
Jessica heard the bitterness in his voice. "The Enperor has no sons, only

Paul said, "and give himan

daughters. ™"

"You'd aimfor the throne?" Jessica asked.

"The Emperor will not risk having the Inperiumshattered by total war," Pau
said. "Planets blasted, disorder everywhere--he'll not risk that."

"This is a desperate ganble you propose," Kynes said.

"What do the Great Houses of the Landsraad fear nost?" Paul asked. "They
fear nost what is happening here right now on Arrakis--the Sardaukar picking
them of f one by one. That's why there is a Landsraad. This is the glue of the
Great Convention. Only in union do they match the Inperial forces."

"But they're--"

"This is what they fear," Paul said. "Arrakis would becone a rallying cry.
Each of them would see himself in ny father--cut out of the herd and killed."

Kynes spoke to Jessica: "Wuld his plan work?"

“I'"'mno Mentat," Jessica said.

"But you are Bene Gesserit."

She shot a probing stare at him said: "Hi s plan has good points and bad
points . . . as any plan would at this stage. A plan depends as much upon
execution as it does upon concept."

" 'Law is the ultimte science,’ Paul quoted. "Thus it reads above the
Enperor's door. | propose to show himlaw. "

"And I'mnot sure | could trust the person who conceived this plan," Kynes
said. "Arrakis has its own plan that we--"

"Fromthe throne," Paul said, "I could make a paradise of Arrakis with the
wave of a hand. This is the coin | offer for your support.”

Kynes stiffened. "My loyalty's not for sale, Sire."



Paul stared across the desk at him neeting the cold glare of those bl ue-
wi t hi n-bl ue eyes, studying the bearded face, the conmmandi ng appearance. A harsh
smle touched Paul's lips and he said: "Wll spoken. | apol ogize."

Kynes met Paul's stare and, presently, said: "No Harkonnen ever adnmitted
error. Perhaps you're not |like them Atreides."

"It could be a fault in their education,” Paul said. "You say you're not for
sale, but | believe I've the coin you'll accept. For your loyalty |I offer ny
loyalty to you . . . totally."

My son has the Atreides sincerity, Jessica thought. He has that trenendous,
al nost nai ve honor--and what a powerful force that truly is.

She saw that Paul's words had shaken Kynes.

"This is nonsense,"” Kynes said. "You're just a boy and--"

“I"'mthe Duke," Paul said. "I'man Atreides. No Atreides has ever broken
such a bond."

Kynes swal | oned.

"When | say totally," Paul said, "I mean w thout reservation. | would give
ny life for you."

"Sire!" Kynes said, and the word was torn fromhim but Jessica saw that he
was not now speaking to a boy of fifteen, but to a man, to a superior. Now Kynes
nmeant the word.

In this noment he'd give his |ife for Paul, she thought. How do the Atreides
acconplish this thing so quickly, so easily?

"I know you nean this," Kynes said. "Yet the Harkon--"

The door behind Paul slamed open. He whirled to see reeling violence--
shouting, the clash of steel, wax-inage faces grinmacing in the passage.

Wth his nother beside him Paul |eaped for the door, seeing Idaho bl ocking
t he passage, his blood-pitted eyes there visible through a shield blur, claw
hands beyond him arcs of steel chopping futilely at the shield. There was the
orange fire-nouth of a stunner repelled by the shield. |Idaho's bl ades were
through it all, flick-flicking, red dripping fromthem

Then Kynes was beside Paul and they threw their weight against the door

Paul had one last glinpse of |Idaho standi ng agai nst a swarm of Harkonnen
uni forms--his jerking, controlled staggers, the black goat hair with a red
bl ossom of death in it. Then the door was closed and there came a snick as Kynes
threw t he bolts.

"I appear to've decided," Kynes said.

"Soneone detected your machinery before it was shut down," Paul said. He
pull ed his mother away fromthe door, nmet the despair in her eyes.

"I shoul d've suspected trouble when the coffee failed to arrive," Kynes
sai d.

"You've a bolt hole out of here," Paul said. "Shall we use it?"

Kynes took a deep breath, said: "This door should hold for at |east twenty
m nut es agai nst all but a lasgun.”

"They'll not use a lasgun for fear we've shields on this side," Paul said.

"Those were Sardaukar in Harkonnen uniform" Jessica whi spered.

They coul d hear poundi ng on the door now, rhythm c bl ows.

Kynes indicated the cabinets against the right-hand wall, said: "This way."
He crossed to the first cabinet, opened a drawer, manipulated a handle within
it. The entire wall of cabinets swung open to expose the black nmouth of a
tunnel. "This door also is plasteel," Kynes said.

"You were well prepared,"” Jessica said.

"We |ived under the Harkonnens for eighty years," Kynes said. He herded t hem
into the darkness, closed the door

In the sudden bl ackness, Jessica saw a |uminous arrow on the floor ahead of
her.

Kynes' voice cane from behind them "We' Il separate here. This wall is
tougher. I1t'll stand for at |east an hour. Follow the arrows |ike that one on



the floor. They'll be extinguished by your passage. They |lead through a maze to
another exit where |'ve secreted a 'thopter. There's a storm across the desert

tonight. Your only hope is to run for that storm dive into the top of it, ride
with it. My people have done this in stealing 'thopters. If you stay high in the

stormyou' Il survive."
"What of you?" Paul asked.
“"I'"ll try to escape another way. If I'mcaptured . . . well, I'mstil
I mperial Planetologist. |I can say | was your captive."
Runni ng |i ke cowards, Paul thought. But how else can | live to avenge ny

father? He turned to face the door

Jessica heard hi mnove, said "Duncan's dead, Paul. You saw the wound. You
can do nothing for him™"

"Il take full payment for themall one day," Paul said.

"Not unless you hurry now, " Kynes said.

Paul felt the man's hand on his shoul der

"Where will we neet, Kynes?" Paul asked.

“"I'"ll send Fremen searching for you. The storms path is known. Hurry now,
and the Great Mther give you speed and | uck."

They heard himgo, a scranmbling in the blackness.

Jessica found Paul's hand, pulled himgently. "W nust not get separated,"”
she sai d.

"Yes."

He foll owed her across the first arrow, seeing it go black as they touched
it. Another arrow beckoned ahead.

They crossed it, saw it extinguish itself, saw another arrow ahead.

They were running now.

Plans within plans within plans within plans, Jessica thought. Have we
become part of someone el se's plan now?

The arrows | ed them around turnings, past side openings only dimMy sensed in
the faint |um nescence. Their way slanted dowward for a time, then up, ever up
They canme finally to steps, rounded a corner and were brought short by a gl owi ng
wall with a dark handle visible inits center

Paul pressed the handl e.

The wall swung away fromthem Light flared to reveal a rock-hewn cavern
with an ornithopter squatting in its center. Aflat gray wall with a doorsign on
it | oomed beyond the aircraft.

"Where did Kynes go?" Jessica asked.

"He did what any good guerrilla | eader would," Paul said. "He separated us
into two parties and arranged that he couldn't reveal where we are if he's
captured. He won't really know. "

Paul drew her into the room noting how their feet kicked up dust on the
fl oor.

"No one's been here for a long tine," he said.

"He seened confident the Frenen could find us,

"l share that confidence."

Paul rel eased her hand, crossed to the ornithopter's |left door, opened it,
and secured his pack in the rear. "This ship's proxinty masked," he said.

"I nstrunent panel has renote door control, light control. Eighty years under the
Har konnens taught themto be thorough."

Jessica | eaned against the craft's other side, catching her breath.

"The Harkonnens will have a covering force over this area," she said.
"They're not stupid." She considered her direction sense, pointed right. "The
stormwe saw i s that way."

Paul nodded, fighting an abrupt reluctance to nmove. He knew its cause, but
found no help in the know edge. Somewhere this night he had passed a deci sion-
nexus into the deep unknown. He knew the time-area surrounding them but the
her e- and- now exi sted as a place of mystery. It was as though he had seen hinself

she sai d.



froma distance go out of sight down into a valley. O the countless paths up
out of that valley, sonme mght carry a Paul Atreides back into sight, but many
woul d not.

"The | onger we wait the better prepared they'll be," Jessica said.
"Get in and strap yourself down," he said.
He joined her in the ornithopter, still westling with the thought that this

was blind ground, unseen in any prescient vision. And he realized with an abrupt
sense of shock that he had been giving nmore and nore reliance to prescient
menory and it had weakened himfor this particular energency.

"I'f you rely only on your eyes, your other senses weaken." It was a Bene
Gesserit axiom He took it to himself now, prom sing never again to fall into
that trap . . . if he lived through this.

Paul fastened his safety harness, saw that his nother was secure, checked
the aircraft. The wings were at full spread-rest, their delicate netal
i nterleavings extended. He touched the retractor bar, watched the w ngs shorten
for jet-boost take-off the way Gurney Hall eck had taught him The starter swtch
noved easily. Dials on the instrunent panel cane alive as the jetpods were
arnmed. Turbi nes began their | ow hissing.

"Ready?" he asked.

"Yes."

He touched the rempte control for |ights.

Dar kness bl anket ed t hem

H s hand was a shadow agai nst the | um nous dials as he tripped the renote
door control. Grating sounded ahead of them A cascade of sand swi shed away to
silence. A dusty breeze touched Paul's cheeks. He cl osed his door, feeling the
sudden pressure.

A wide patch of dust-blurred stars franmed in angul ar darkness appeared where
t he door-wall had been. Starlight defined a shelf beyond, a suggestion of sand
ripples.

Paul depressed the gl owi ng action-sequence switch on his panel. The w ngs
snapped back and down, hurling the 'thopter out of its nest. Power surged from
the jetpods as the wings locked into lift attitude.

Jessica let her hands ride lightly on the dual controls, feeling the
sureness of her son's novenments. She was frightened, yet exhilarated. Now,
Paul's training is our only hope, she thought. H's youth and swiftness.

Paul fed nore power to the jetpods. The 'thopter banked, sinking theminto
their seats as a dark wall |ifted against the stars ahead. He gave the craft
nore wi ng, nmore power. Another burst of lifting wi ngbeats and they came out over
rocks, silver-frosted angles and outcroppings in the starlight. The dust-
reddened second noon showed itself above the horizon to their right, defining
the ribbon trail of the storm

Paul ' s hands danced over the controls. Wngs snicked in to beetle stubs. G
force pulled at their flesh as the craft canme around in a tight bank.

"Jetflares behind us!" Jessica said.

"l saw them"

He sl ammed the power arm forward

Their 'thopter |eaped |ike a frightened ani nal, surged sout hwest toward the
storm and the great curve of desert. In the near distance, Paul saw scattered
shadows telling where the line of rocks ended, the basenent conpl ex sinking
beneat h the dunes. Beyond stretched noonlit fingernail shadows--dunes
di m ni shing one into anot her

And above the horizon clinbed the flat inmensity of the stormlike a wal
agai nst the stars.

Sonething jarred the 'thopter

"Shel | burst!" Jessica gasped. "They're using sone kind of projectile
weapon. "



She saw a sudden aninal grin on Paul's face. "They seemto be avoiding their
| asguns, " he said.

"But we've no shields!"

"Do they know t hat?"

Agai n the 'thopter shuddered.

Paul tw sted to peer back. "Only one of them appears to be fast enough to
keep up with us."

He returned his attention to their course, watching the stormwall grow high
in front of them It loomed like a tangible solid.

"Projectile launchers, rockets, all the ancient weaponry--that's one thing
we'll give the Frenen," Paul whispered.

"The storm" Jessica said. "Hadn't you better turn?"

"What about the ship behind us?"

"He's pulling up."

" Nowl "
Paul stubbed the wi ngs, banked hard left into the deceptively slow boiling
of the stormwall, felt his cheeks pull in the Gforce.
They appeared to glide into a slow clouding of dust that grew heavier and
heavier until it blotted out the desert and the nmoon. The aircraft becane a

| ong, horizontal whisper of darkness |lighted only by the green luninosity of the
i nstrunment panel

Through Jessica's mnd flashed all the warnings about such storns--that they
cut netal like butter, etched flesh to bone and ate away the bones. She felt the
buffeting of dust-blanketed wind. It tw sted them as Paul fought the controls.
She saw himchop the power, felt the ship buck. The netal around them hi ssed and
trembl ed.

"Sand!" Jessica shout ed.

She saw the negative shake of his head in the Iight fromthe panel. "Not
much sand this high."

But she coul d feel them sinking deeper into the nmamel strom

Paul sent the wings to their full soaring | ength, heard themcreak with the
strain. He kept his eyes fixed on the instrunents, gliding by instinct, fighting
for altitude.

The sound of their passage di m ni shed.

The 'thopter began rolling off to the left. Paul focused on the gl ow ng
gl obe within the attitude curve, fought his craft back to level flight.

Jessica had the eerie feeling that they were standing still, that all notion
was external. A vague tan flow ng against the wi ndows, a runbling hiss rem nded
her of the powers around them

Wnds to seven or eight hundred kilonmeters an hour, she thought. Adrenaline
edgi ness gnawed at her. | nust not fear, she told herself, nouthing the words of
the Bene Gesserit litany. Fear is the nmind-killer

Slowy her long years of training prevail ed.

Cal mess returned.

"W have the tiger by the tail," Paul whispered. "W can't go down, can't
land . . . and | don't think | can lift us out of this. W'Ill have to ride it
out."

Cal mess drained out of her. Jessica felt her teeth chattering, clanped them
toget her. Then she heard Paul's voice, |low and controlled, reciting the litany:

"Fear is the mind-killer. Fear is the little death that brings tota

obliteration. | will face nmy fear. | will permt it to pass over ne and through
nme. And when it has gone past me | will turn to see fear's path. Were the fear
has gone there will be nothing. Only I will remain."

What do you despise? By this are you truly known.



-from "Manual of Miad' Dib" by the Princess Irulan

"They are dead, Baron," said lakin Nefud, the guard captain. "Both the woman
and the boy are certainly dead."

The Baron Ml adi mr Harkonnen sat up in the sleep suspensors of his private
quarters. Beyond these quarters and enclosing himlike a multishelled egg
stretched the space frigate he had grounded on Arrakis. Here in his quarters,

t hough, the ship's harsh netal was disguised with draperies, with fabric
paddi ngs and rare art objects.

"It is a certainty," the guard captain said. "They are dead."

The Baron shifted his gross body in the suspensors, focused his attention on
an ebaline statue of a leaping boy in a niche across the room Sleep faded from
him He straightened the padded suspensor beneath the fat folds of his neck
stared across the single gl owgl obe of his bedchanber to the doorway where
Captai n Nefud stood bl ocked by the pentashield.

"They're certainly dead, Baron," the man repeated.

The Baron noted the trace of senmuta dullness in Nefud's eyes. It was obvious
the man had been deep within the drug's rapture when he received this report,
and had stopped only to take the antidote before rushing here.

"I have a full report,"” Nefud said.

Let himsweat a little, the Baron thought. One nust always keep the tools of
statecraft sharp and ready. Power and fear--sharp and ready.

"Have you seen their bodies?" the Baron runbl ed.

Nef ud hesit at ed.

"Wl | ?"

"MLord . . . they were seen to dive into a sandstorm. . . w nds over eight
hundred kil onmeters. Nothing survives such a storm m Lord. Nothing! One of our
own craft was destroyed in the pursuit."

The Baron stared at Nefud, noting the nervous twitch in the scissors line of
the man's jaw nuscles, the way the chin noved as Nefud swal | owed.

"You have seen the bodies?" the Baron asked.

"M Lord--"
"For what purpose do you cone here rattling your arnor?" the Baron roared.
"To tell ne a thing is certain when it is not? Do you think I'll praise you for

such stupidity, give you another pronotion?"
Nefud's face went bone pal e.

Look at the chicken, the Baron thought. | am surrounded by such usel ess
clods. If | scattered sand before this creature and told himit was grain, he'd
peek at it.

"The man | daho led us to them then?" the Baron asked.

"Yes, m Lord!"

Look how he blurts out his answer, the Baron thought. He said: "They were
attenpting to flee to the Fremen, eh?"

"Yes, mLord."

"I's there nore to this . . . report?"

"The I nperial Planetol ogist, Kynes, is involved, mLord. Idaho joined this
Kynes under nysterious circunstances . . . | might even say suspicious
ci rcunst ances. "

" So?"

"They . . . ah, fled together to a place in the desert where it's apparent

the boy and his nother were hiding. In the excitenent of the chase, several of
our groups were caught in a |asgun-shield explosion."

"How many did we | ose?"

“I'm. . . ah, not sure yet, mlLord."

He's lying, the Baron thought. It nust've been pretty bad.

"The Inperial |ackey, this Kynes," the Baron said. "He was playing a double
gane, eh?"



"I'd stake my reputation on it, mLord."

Hi s reputation!

"Have the man killed," the Baron said.

"M Lord! Kynes is the Inperial Planetologist, Hs Myjesty's own serv--"

"Make it | ook |like an accident, then!"

"M Lord, there were Sardaukar with our forces in the subjugation of this
Fremen nest. They have Kynes in custody now "

"Cet himaway fromthem Say | wi sh to question him'

"I'f they dermur?"

"They will not if you handle it correctly."

Nefud swal | owed. "Yes, mLord."

"The man nust die," the Baron runbled. "He tried to help nmy enemes."

Nef ud shifted fromone foot to the other

"Wl | ?"

"M Lord, the Sardaukar have . . . two persons in custody who m ght be of
interest to you. They've caught the Duke's Master of Assassins.”

"Hawat ? Thufir Hawat ?"

"I"ve seen the captive nyself, mLord. 'Tis Hawat."

“I"d not've believed it possible!"

"They say he was knocked out by a stunner, mLord. In the desert where he
couldn't use his shield. He's virtually unharmed. If we can get our hands on
him he'll provide great sport."

"This is a Mentat you speak of," the Baron growl ed. "One doesn't waste a
Ment at. Has he spoken? \What does he say of his defeat? Could he know the extent
of . . . but no."

"He has spoken only enough, nmiLord, to reveal his belief that the Lady
Jessica was his betrayer."

"Ah-h-h-h-h."

The Baron sank back, thinking; then: "You're sure? It's the Lady Jessica who
attracts his anger?"

"He said it in ny presence, nilLord."

"Let himthink she's alive, then."

"But, m Lord--"

"Be quiet. | wish Hawat treated kindly. He nust be told nothing of the late
Doctor Yueh, his true betrayer. Let it be said that Doctor Yueh died defending
his Duke. In a way, this may even be true. W will, instead, feed his suspicions

agai nst the Lady Jessica."

"M Lord, I don't--"

"The way to control and direct a Mentat, Nefud, is through his information.
Fal se information--false results.”

"Yes, mLord, but . . . "

"I's Hawat hungry? Thirsty?"

"M Lord, Hawat's still in the hands of the Sardaukar!"

"Yes. Indeed, yes. But the Sardaukar will be as anxious to get information
fromHawat as | am |'ve noticed a thing about our allies, Nefud. They're not
very devious . . .politically. | do believe this is a deliberate thing; the
Enperor wants it that way. Yes. | do believe it. You will renm nd the Sardaukar
conmander of my renown at obtaining information fromreluctant subjects.”

Nef ud | ooked unhappy. "Yes, mLord."

"You will tell the Sardaukar commander that | w sh to question both Hawat
and this Kynes at the same tinme, playing one off against the other. He can
understand that nuch, | think."

"Yes, mLord."

"And once we have themin our hands . . . " The Baron nodded.

"M Lord, the Sardaukar will want an observer with you during any .
guesti oni ng. "



"I"msure we can produce an energency to draw off any unwanted observers,
Nef ud. "

"I understand, m Lord. That's when Kynes can have his accident."

"Both Kynes and Hawat will have accidents then, Nefud. But only Kynes wil|
have a real accident. It's Hawat | want. Yes. Ah, yes."

Nef ud blinked, swall owed. He appeared about to ask a question, but renmined
silent.

"Hawat will be given both food and drink," the Baron said. "Treated with
ki ndness, with synmpathy. In his water you will adm nister the residual poison
devel oped by the late Piter de Vries. And you will see that the antidote becones
a regular part of Hawat's diet fromthis point on . . . unless | say otherw se."

"The antidote, yes." Nefud shook his head. "But--"

"Don't be dense, Nefud. The Duke alnpst killed me with that poison-capsul e
tooth. The gas he exhaled into my presence deprived me of ny nost val uabl e
Mentat, Piter. | need a replacenent."”

" Hawat ?"

" Hawat . "

"But--"

"You're going to say Hawat's conpletely loyal to the Atreides. True, but the
Atreides are dead. W will woo him He nmust be convinced he's not to blane for
the Duke's demise. It was all the doing of that Bene Gesserit witch. He had an
inferior master, one whose reason was clouded by enpotion. Mentats adnmire the
ability to calculate without enotion, Nefud. W will woo the form dable Thufir
Hawat . "

"Wo him Yes, nilLord."

"Hawat, unfortunately, had a naster whose resources were poor, one who could
not elevate a Mentat to the sublinme peaks of reasoning that are a Mentat's
right. Hawat will see a certain element of truth in this. The Duke coul dn't
afford the nost efficient spies to provide his Mentat with the required
information." The Baron stared at Nefud. "Let us never deceive ourselves, Nefud.
The truth is a powerful weapon. W know how we overwhel med the Atreides. Hawat
knows, too. W& did it with wealth."

"Wth wealth. Yes, mLord."

"W will woo Hawat," the Baron said. "We will hide himfromthe Sardaukar
And we will hold in reserve . . . the withdrawal of the antidote for the poison.
There's no way of renmpving the residual poison. And, Nefud, Hawat need never
suspect. The antidote will not betray itself to a poi son snooper. Hawat can scan
his food as he pl eases and detect no trace of poison."

Nef ud' s eyes opened wi de with understandi ng.

"The absence of a thing," the Baron said, "this can be as deadly as the
presence. The absence of air, eh? The absence of water? The absence of anything
else we're addicted to." The Baron nodded. "You understand ne, Nefud?"

Nef ud swal | owed. "Yes, nilLord."

Then get busy. Find the Sardaukar commander and set things in notion."

"At once, mLord." Nefud bowed, turned, and hurried away.

Hawat by my side! the Baron thought. The Sardaukar will give himto nme. If
t hey suspect anything at all it's that | wish to destroy the Mentat. And this

suspicion I'll confirm The fools! One of the nost formi dable Mentats in al
history, a Mentat trained to kill, and they'll toss himto me like some silly
toy to be broken. | will show them what use can be made of such a toy.

The Baron reached beneath a drapery beside his suspensor bed, pressed a
button to sumon his ol der nephew, Rabban. He sat back, smling

And all the Atreides dead!

The stupid guard captain had been right, of course. Certainly, nothing
survived in the path of a sandblast stormon Arrakis. Not an ornithopter
or its occupants. The worman and the boy were dead. The bribes in the right
pl aces, the unthinkabl e expenditure to bring overwhelnmng mlitary force down



onto one planet . . . all the sly reports tailored for the Enperor's ears al one
all the careful schening were here at last coming to full fruition

Power and fear--fear and power!

The Baron could see the path ahead of him One day, a Harkonnen woul d be
Enperor. Not hinself, and no spawn of his loins. But a Harkonnen. Not this
Rabban he'd summoned, of course. But Rabban's younger brother, young Feyd-

Raut ha. There was a sharpness to the boy that the Baron enjoyed . . . a
ferocity.

A lovely boy, the Baron thought. A year or two nore--say, by the time he's
seventeen, |'ll know for certain whether he's the tool that House Harkonnen

requires to gain the throne.

"M Lord Baron."

The man who stood outside the doorfield of the Baron's bedchanber was | ow
built, gross of face and body, with the Harkonnen paternal l|ine's narrow set
eyes and bul ge of shoul ders. There was yet sonme rigidity in his fat, but it was
obvious to the eye that he'd come one day to the portabl e suspensors for
carrying his excess weight.

A muscl e-mi nded tank-brain, the Baron thought. No Mentat, ny nephew
not a Piter de Vries, but perhaps sonething nore precisely devised for the task
at hand. If | give himfreedomto do it, he'll grind over everything in his
path. Ch, how he'll be hated here on Arrakis!

"My dear Rabban," the Baron said. He rel eased the doorfield, but pointedly
kept his body shield at full strength, knowing that the shimer of it would be
vi si bl e above the bedsi de gl owgl obe.

"You sunmoned ne," Rabban said. He stepped into the room flicked a gl ance
past the air disturbance of the body shield, searched for a suspensor chair
f ound none.

"Stand cl oser where | can see you easily," the Baron said.

Rabban advanced another step, thinking that the damable ol d man had
del i berately renoved all chairs, forcing a visitor to stand.

"The Atreides are dead," the Baron said. "The last of them That's why I
sunmoned you here to Arrakis. This planet is again yours."

Rabban blinked. "But | thought you were going to advance Piter de Vries to
t he--"

"Piter, too, is dead."

"Piter?"

"Piter."

The Baron reactivated the doorfield, blanked it against all energy
penetrati on.

"You finally tired of him eh?" Rabban asked.

His voice fell flat and lifeless in the energy-bl anketed room

"I will say a thing to you just this once," the Baron runbled. "You
insinuate that | obliterated Piter as one obliterates a trifle." He snapped fat
fingers. "Just like that, eh? | amnot 