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Excerpts fromthe Death Cell Interview with Bronso of IX

Q What led you to take your particular approach to a history of Miad' di b?

A: Why should | answer your questions?

Q Because | will preserve your words.

A: Ahhh! The ultinmate appeal to a historian!

Q WIIl you cooperate then?

A: Why not? But you'll never understand what inspired nmy Analysis of Hi story.
Never. You Priests have too nuch at stake to .

Q Try ne.

A: Try you? Well, Again . . . why not? | was caught by the shall owness of the

common vi ew of this planet which arises fromits popul ar nane: Dune. Not
Arrakis, notice, but Dune. History is obsessed by Dune as desert, as birthplace
of the Fremen. Such history concentrates on the custonms which grew out of water
scarcity and the fact that Frenen |led sem -nonadic lives in stillsuits which
recovered nost of their body's noisture.

Q Are these things not true, then?

A: They are surface truth. As well ignore what |ies beneath that surface as .
as try to understand nmy birthplanet, Ix, w thout exploring how we derived our
nane fromthe fact that we are the ninth planet of our sun. No . . . no. It is

not enough to see Dune as a place of savage storns. It is not enough to talk
about the threat posed by the gigantic sandworns.

Q But such things are crucial to the Arrakeen character

A: Crucial ? O course. But they produce a one-view planet in the same way that
Dune is a one-crop planet because it is the sole and exclusive source of the
spi ce, nel ange.

Q Yes. Let us hear you expand on the sacred spice

A: Sacred! As with all things sacred, it gives with one hand and takes with the
other. It extends |life and allows the adept to foresee his future, but it ties
himto a cruel addiction and marks his eyes as yours are narked: total blue

wi t hout any white. Your eyes, your organs of sight, becone one thing wthout
contrast, a single view

Q Such heresy brought you to this cell

A: | was brought to this cell by your Priests. As with all priests, you |earned
early to call the truth heresy.

Q You are here because you dared to say that Paul Atreides |ost sonething
essential to his humanity before he coul d becone Miad' di b

A: Not to speak of his losing his father here in the Harkonnen war. Nor the
death of Duncan |daho, who sacrificed hinmself that Paul and the Lady Jessica
coul d escape.

Q Your cynicismis duly noted

A: Cynicism That, no doubt is a greater crine than heresy. But, you see, |'m
not really a cynic. I'mjust an observer and commentator. | saw true nobility in
Paul as he fled into the desert with his pregnant nother. O course, she was a
great asset as well as a burden

Q The flaw in your historians is that you'll never |eave well enough al one. You
see true nobility in the Holy Miad' di b, but you nust append a cynical footnote.
It's no wonder that the Bene Gesserit al so denounce you.

A: You Priests do well to make conmon cause with the Bene Gesserit Sisterhood.
They, too, survive by concealing what they do. But they cannot conceal the fact
that the Lady Jessica was a Bene Gesserit-trained adept. You know she trained



her son in the sisterhood's ways. My crinme was to discuss this as a phenonenon,
to expound upon their nental arts and their genetic program You don't want
attention called to the fact that Miad' dib was the Sisterhood s hoped for
captive messiah, that he was their kw satz haderach before he was your prophet.
Q If I had any doubts about your death sentence, you have dispelled them

A: |1 can only die once.
Q There are deaths and there are deaths.
A: Beware |l est you make a martyr of me. | do not think Miad'dib . . . Tell ne,

does Miad' di b know what you do in these dungeons?

Q W do not trouble the Holy Family with trivia

A: (Laughter) And for this Paul Atreides fought his way to a niche anong the
Fremen! For this he learned to control and ride the sandworm |t was a m stake
to answer your questions.

Q But | will keep nmy prom se to preserve your words.

A. WII you really? Then listen to me carefully, you Fremen degenerate, you
Priest with no god except yourself! You have nuch to answer for. It was a Fremen
ritual which gave Paul his first massive dose of nelange, thereby opening himto
visions of his futures. It was a Fremen ritual by which that sane nel ange
awakened the unborn Alia in the Lady Jessica's wonb. Have you consi dered what it
neant for Alia to be born into this universe fully cognitive, possessed of al

her mother's nenories and know edge? No rape could be nore terrifying.

Q Wthout the sacred nel ange Miad' dib woul d not have becone | eader of al

Fremen. Wthout her holy experience Alia would not be Alia.

A: Wthout your blind Fremen cruelty you would not be a priest. Ahhh, | know you
Fremen. You think Miad' dib is yours because he mated with Chani, because he
adopted Fremen custons. But he was an Atreides first and he was trained by a
Bene Gesserit adept. He possessed disciplines totally unknown to you. You

t hought he brought you new organi zati on and a new m ssion. He promised to
transform your desert planet into a water-rich paradi se. And while he dazzl ed
you with such visions, he took your virginity!

Q Such heresy does not change the fact that the Ecol ogi cal Transfornation of
Dune proceeds apace.

A And | conmitted the heresy of tracing the roots of that transformation, of
expl oring the consequences. That battle out there on the Plains of Arrakeen may
have taught the universe that Frenen could defeat |nperial Sardaukar, but what
else did it teach? When the stellar empire of the Corrino Fanmily becane a Frenen
enpire under Miad' di b, what else did the Enpire become? Your Jihad only took
twel ve years, but what a lesson it taught. Now, the Enpire understands the sham
of Miad'dib's marriage to the Princess Irulan!

Q You dare accuse Miad' di b of shani

A: Though you kill me for it, it's not heresy. The Princess becane his consort,
not his mate. Chani, his little Frenen darling -- she's his nate. Everyone knows
this. Irulan was the key to a throne, nothing nore.

Q It's easy to see why those who conspire agai nst Miad' di b use your Analysis of
Hi story as their rallying argument!

A: 1'll not persuade you; | know that. But the argunent of the conspiracy cane
before ny Analysis. Twelve years of Miad' dib's Jihad created the argunent.
That's what united the ancient power groups and ignited the conspiracy against
Muad' di b.

Such a rich store of myths enfolds Paul Miad' dib, the Mentat Enperor, and his
sister, Alia, it is difficult to see the real persons behind these veils. But
there were, after all, a man born Paul Atreides and a worman born Alia. Their
fl esh was subject to space and tinme. And even though their oracul ar powers

pl aced them beyond the usual linmts of tine and space, they cane from human



stock. They experienced real events which left real traces upon a real universe.
To understand them it nust be seen that their catastrophe was the catastrophe
of all mankind. This work is dedicated, then, not to Miad' dib or his sister, but
to their heirs -- to all of us.

-Dedication in the Miad' dib Concordance as copied from The Tabla Menorium of the
Mahdi Spirit Cult

Muad' di b's I nperial reign generated nore historians than any other era in
human hi story. Mst of them argued a particul ar vi ewpoi nt, jeal ous and
sectarian, but it says something about the peculiar inpact of this man that he
aroused such passions on so nmany diverse worl ds.

O course, he contained the ingredients of history, ideal and idealized.
This man, born Paul Atreides in an ancient Great Fanily, received the deep
prana-bindu training fromthe Lady Jessica, his Bene Gesserit nother, and had
through this a superb control over nuscles and nerves. But nore than that, he
was a nmentat, an intellect whose capacities surpassed those of the religiously
proscri bed nmechani cal conputers used by the ancients.

Above all else, Miad dib was the kw satz haderach which the Sisterhood' s
breedi ng program had sought across thousands of generations.

The kw sat z haderach, then, the one who could be "many places at once,"” this
prophet, this man t hrough whomthe Bene Gesserit hoped to control human destiny
-- this man becane Enperor Miad' dib and executed a narriage of convenience wth
a daughter of the Padi shah Enperor he had def eat ed.

Thi nk on the paradox, the failure inplicit in this nonent, for you surely
have read other histories and know the surface facts. Miad' dib's wild Fremen
di d, indeed, overwhel mthe Padi shah Shaddam |IV. They toppl ed the Sardaukar
I egions, the allied forces of the Great Houses, the Harkonnen armes and the
mer cenari es bought with nmoney voted in the Landsraad. He brought the Spacing
Quild to its knees and placed his own sister, Alia, on the religious throne the
Bene Gesserit had thought their own.

He did all these things and nore.

Miuad' dib's Q zarate missionaries carried their religious war across space in
a Ji had whose major inmpetus endured only twelve standard years, but in that
time, religious colonialismbrought all but a fraction of the human universe
under one rule.

He did this because capture of Arrakis, that planet known nore often as
Dune, gave hima nmonopoly over the ultinmate coin of the realm-- the geriatric
spi ce, melange, the poison that gave life.

Here was anot her ingredient of ideal history: a material whose psychic
chem stry unraveled Tinme. Wthout nelange, the Sisterhood' s Reverend Mthers
could not performtheir feats of observation and human control. Wthout nelange,
the Guild' s Steersnmen could not navigate across space. Wthout nelange, billions
upon billions of Inperial citizens would die of addictive wthdrawal.

Wt hout nel ange, Paul - Miad' di b coul d not prophesy.

We know this noment of supreme power contained failure. There can be only
one answer, that conpletely accurate and total prediction is |ethal

Q her histories say Miad' di b was defeated by obvious plotters -- the Guild,
the Sisterhood and the scientific anoralists of the Bene Tleilex with their
Face- Dancer disguises. OQther histories point out the spies in Miad' dib's
househol d. They make nuch of the Dune Tarot which clouded Miad' di b's powers of
prophecy. Sonme show how Miuad' dib was nmade to accept the services of a ghola, the
fl esh brought back fromthe dead and trained to destroy him But certainly they
must know this ghola was Duncan |daho, the Atreides |ieutenant who perished
saving the life of the young Paul

Yet, they delineate the Q zarate cabal gui ded by Korba the Panegyrist. They
take us step by step through Korba's plan to nake a martyr of Miad' di b and pl ace
the bl ame on Chani, the Fremen concubi ne.



How can any of this explain the facts as history has reveal ed then? They
cannot. Only through the |ethal nature of prophecy can we understand the failure
of such enornous and far-seeing power.

Hopeful ly, other historians will learn sonmething fromthis revelation

-Anal ysis of Hi story: Miad' dib by Bronso of Ix

There exi sts no separati on between gods and nmen: one bl ends softly casual into
t he ot her.
-Proverbs of Miad' dib

Despite the murderous nature of the plot he hoped to devise, the thoughts of
Scytale, the Tleil axu Face Dancer, returned again and again to ruefu
conpassi on.

| shall regret causing death and misery to Miad' dib, he told hinself.

He kept this benignity carefully hidden fromhis fellow conspirators. Such
feelings told him though, that he found it easier to identify with the victim
than with the attackers -- a thing characteristic of the Tleil axu.

Scytal e stood in bermused sil ence sonewhat apart fromthe others. The
argunent about psychic poison had been going on for sone tine now It was
energetic and vehement, but polite in that blindly compul sive way adepts of the
Great Schools always adopted for nmatters close to their dogna.

"When you think you have hi m skewered, right then you'll find him
unwounded! "

That was the old Reverend Mot her of the Bene Gesserit, Gaius Hel en Mohiam
their hostess here on Wallach I X. She was a bl ack-robed stick figure, a witch
crone seated in a floater chair at Scytale's left. Her aba hood had been thrown
back to expose a leathery face beneath silver hair. Deeply pocketed eyes stared
out of skull-mask features.

They were using a mrabhasa | anguage, honed phal ange consonants and j oi ned
vowels. It was an instrunent for conveying fine enptional subtleties. Edric, the
Quild Steersman, replied to the Reverend Mother now with a vocal curtsy
contained in a sneer -- a lovely touch of disdainful politeness.

Scytal e | ooked at the Quild envoy. Edric swamin a container of orange gas
only a few paces away. His container sat in the center of the transparent done
whi ch the Bene Gesserit had built for this neeting. The Guil dsman was an
el ongated figure, vaguely humanoid with finned feet and hugely fanned nenbranous

hands -- a fish in a strange sea. His tank's vents enitted a pal e orange cl oud
rich with the snell of the geriatric spice, nelange.

“I'f we go on this way, we'll die of stupidity!"

That was the fourth person present -- the potential menber of the conspiracy

-- Princess Irulan, wife (but not mate, Scytale rem nded hinself) of their

mut ual foe. She stood at a corner of Edric's tank, a tall blond beauty, splendid
in a robe of blue whale fur and matching hat. Gold buttons glittered at her
ears. She carried herself with an aristocrat's hauteur, but sonething in the
absor bed snoot hness of her features betrayed the controls of her Bene Gesserit
backgr ound.

Scytale's mind turned from nuances of | anguage and faces to nuances of
location. Al around the done lay hills mangy with nmelting snow which refl ected
nottl ed wet blueness fromthe snall blue-white sun hanging at the neridian

Wiy this particular place? Scytal e wondered. The Bene Gesserit seldomdid
anyt hi ng casual ly. Take the done's open plan: a nore conventional and confining
space mght've inflicted the Guildsman with cl austrophobi c nervousness.
Inhibitions in his psyche were those of birth and |ife off-planet in open space.

To have built this place especially for Edric, though -- what a sharp finger
that pointed at his weakness.



What here, Scytal e wondered, was ained at ne?

"Have you nothing to say for yourself, Scytal e?" the Reverend Mot her
demanded.

"You wish to draw nme into this fools' fight?" Scytale asked. "Very well.
We're dealing with a potential nessiah. You don't launch a frontal attack upon
such a one. Martyrdom woul d defeat us."

They all stared at him

"You think that's the only danger?" the Reverend Mt her demanded, voice
wheezi ng.

Scytal e shrugged. He had chosen a bl and, round-faced appearance for this

neeting, jolly features and vapid full |ips, the body of a bloated dunmpling. It
occurred to himnow, as he studied his fellow conspirators, that he had nade an
i deal choice -- out of instinct perhaps. He alone in this group could nanipul ate

fl eshly appearance across a wi de spectrum of bodily shapes and features. He was
t he human chanel eon, a Face Dancer, and the shape he wore now invited others to
judge himtoo lightly.

"Wel | ?" the Reverend Mot her pressed.

"I was enjoying the silence," Scytale said. "Qur hostilities are better |eft
unvoi ced. "

The Reverend Mot her drew back, and Scytal e saw her reassessing him They
were all products of profound prana-bindu training, capable of nuscle and nerve
control that few humans ever achieved. But Scytale, a Face Dancer, had mnuscl es
and nerve |linkages the others didn't even possess plus a special quality of
synmpatico, a mimc's insight with which he could put on the psyche of another as
wel | as the other's appearance.

Scytal e gave her enough tinme to conplete the reassessnment, said: "Poison!"
He uttered the word with the atonals which said he alone understood its secret
meani ng.

The Guildsman stirred and his voice rolled fromthe glittering speaker gl obe
which orbited a corner of his tank above lrulan. "W're discussing psychic
poi son, not a physical one."

Scytal e | aughed. M rabhasa | aughter could flay an opponent and he held
not hi ng back now.

Irulan smled in appreciation, but the corners of the Reverend Mdther's eyes
reveal ed a faint hint of anger

"Stop that!" Mohi am rasped.

Scytal e stopped, but he had their attention now, Edric in a silent rage, the
Reverend Mother alert in her anger, Irulan anused but puzzl ed.

"Qur friend Edric suggests,” Scytale said, "that a pair of Bene Gesserit
witches trained in all their subtle ways have not |earned the true uses of
deception. ™

Mohi am turned to stare out at the cold hills of her Bene Gesserit honmeworl d.
She was beginning to see the vital thing here, Scytale realized. That was good.
[ rul an, though, was another matter.

"Are you one of us or not, Scytale?" Edric asked. He stared out of tiny
rodent eyes.

"My allegiance is not the issue," Scytale said. He kept his attention on
Irulan. "You are wondering, Princess, if this was why you cane all those
parsecs, risked so much?"

She nodded agreenent.

"Was it to bandy platitudes with a humanoid fish or dispute with a fat
Tl ei l axu Face Dancer?" Scytal e asked.

She stepped away from Edric's tank, shaking her head in annoyance at the
t hi ck odor of nel ange.

Edric took this nonent to pop a nelange pill into his mouth. He ate the
spice and breathed it and, no doubt, drank it, Scytale noted. Understandabl e,
because the spice heightened a Steersman's prescience, gave himthe power to



guide a Quild heighliner across space at translight speeds. Wth spice awareness
he found that line of the ship's future which avoided peril. Edric snelled
anot her kind of peril now, but his crutch of prescience mght not find it.

"I think it was a mistake for ne to cone here," Irulan said.

The Reverend Mother turned, opened her eyes, closed them a curiously
reptilian gesture.

Scytal e shifted his gaze fromlrulan to the tank, inviting the Princess to
share his viewpoint. She woul d, Scytale knew, see Edric as a repellent figure:
the bold stare, those nonstrous feet and hands nmoving softly in the gas, the
snoky swirling of orange eddi es around him She woul d wonder about his sex
habits, thinking how odd it would be to mate with such a one. Even the field-
force generator which recreated for Edric the weightlessness of space woul d set
hi m apart from her now.

"Princess," Scytale said, "because of Edric here, your husband's oracul ar
si ght cannot stunble upon certain incidents, including this one
presunably. "

"Presumably," Irulan said.

Eyes cl osed, the Reverend Mdt her nodded. "The phenomenon of prescience is
poorly understood even by its initiates," she said.

"I ama full Guild Navigator and have the Power," Edric said.

Agai n, the Reverend Mot her opened her eyes. This tinme, she stared at the
Face Dancer, eyes probing with that peculiar Bene Gesserit intensity. She was
wei ghi ng m nuti ae.

"No, Reverend Mdther," Scytale murrmured, "I amnot as sinple as | appeared.”

"W don't understand this Power of second sight,"” lrulan said. "There's a
point. Edric says ny husband cannot see, know or predict what happens within the
sphere of a Navigator's influence. But how far does that influence extend?"

"There are people and things in our universe which I know only by their

effects,” Edric said, his fish mouth held in a thin line. "I know they have been
here . . . there . . . somewhere. As water creatures stir up the currents in
their passage, so the prescient stir up Tine. | have seen where your husband has

been; never have | seen himnor the people who truly share his ains and
loyalties. This is the conceal ment which an adept gives to those who are his."

“Irulan is not yours," Scytale said. And he | ooked si deways at the Princess.

"We all know why the conspiracy must be conducted only in my presence,”
Edri c said.

Using the voice node for describing a machine. Irulan said: "You have your
uses, apparently."

She sees himnow for what he is, Scytale thought. Good!

"The future is a thing to be shaped," Scytale said. "Hold that thought,
Princess."

Irulan gl anced at the Face Dancer

"Peopl e who share Paul's ainms and loyalties," she said. "Certain of his
Fremen | egi onaries, then, wear his cloak. | have seen him prophesy for them
heard their cries of adulation for their Mahdi, their Miad dib."

It has occurred to her, Scytale thought, that she is on trial here, that a
Judgnent renmains to be nade which could preserve her or destroy her. She sees
the trap we set for her

Monentarily, Scytale's gaze |ocked with that of the Reverend Mdther and he
experienced the odd realization that they had shared this thought about Irulan
The Bene Gesserit, of course, had briefed their Princess, prined her with the
lie adroit. But the noment al ways cane when a Bene Gesserit nust trust her own
training and instincts.

"Princess, | know what it is you npst desire fromthe Enperor," Edric said.

"Who does not know it?" Irulan asked.

"You wi sh to be the founding nother of the royal dynasty," Edric said, as
t hough he had not heard her. "Unless you join us, that will never happen. Take



ny oracular word on it. The Enperor nmarried you for political reasons, but
you'll never share his bed."

"So the oracle is also a voyeur," Ilrulan sneered.

"The Enmperor is nore firmy wedded to his Fremen concubine than he is to

" Edric snapped.

"And she gives himno heir," lrulan said.

"Reason is the first victimof strong enption," Scytale nurnured. He sensed
t he out pouring of lrulan's anger, saw his adnonition take effect.

"She gives himno heir," Irulan said, her voice measuring out controlled
cal mess, "because | amsecretly adm nistering a contraceptive. Is that the sort
of adm ssion you wanted from ne?"

"It'"d not be a thing for the Enperor to discover," Edric said, smling.

"I have lies ready for him" lrulan said. "He may have truthsense, but sone
lies are easier to believe than the truth."

"You nmust make the choice, Princess," Scytale said, "but understand what it
is protects you."

"Paul is fair with ne," she said. "I sit in his Council."

“I'n the twelve years you' ve been his Princess Consort," Edric asked, "has he
shown you the slightest warnth?"

I rul an shook her head.

"He deposed your father with his infamous Fremen horde, married you to fix
his claimto the throne, yet he has never crowned you Enpress," Edric said.

"Edric tries to sway you with emotion, Princess," Scytale said. "ls that not
i nteresting?"

She gl anced at the Face Dancer, saw the bold snmle on his features, answered
it with raised eyebrows. She was fully aware now, Scytale saw, that if she |eft
this conference under Edric's sway, part of their plot, these nonents might be
conceal ed from Paul's oracular vision. If she w thheld comm tnent, though

"Does it seemto you, Princess," Scytal e asked, "that Edric holds undue sway
in our conspiracy?"

"I"ve already agreed," Edric said, "that |I'l| defer to the best judgnent
offered in our councils."

"And who chooses the best judgnent?" Scytal e asked.

"Do you wi sh the Princess to | eave here wi thout joining us?" Edric asked.

"He wi shes her commtnent to be a real one," the Reverend Mot her grow ed.
"There should be no trickery between us."

Irulan, Scytale saw, had relaxed into a thinking posture, hands concealed in
t he sl eeves of her robe. She woul d be thinking now of the bait Edric had
of fered: to found a royal dynasty! She would be wondering what schene the
conspirators had provided to protect thenselves fromher. She would be wei ghi ng
many t hi ngs.

"Scytale," lrulan said presently, "it is said that you Tleilaxu have an odd
system of honor: your victins nust always have a nmeans of escape."

"If they can but find it," Scytale agreed.

"Am | a victin®?" lrulan asked.

A burst of laughter escaped Scytale.

The Reverend Mt her snorted.

"Princess," Edric said, his voice softly persuasive, "you al ready are one of
us, have no fear of that. Do you not spy upon the Inmperial Household for your
Bene Gesserit superiors?"

"Paul knows | report to ny teachers," she said.

"But don't you give themthe nmaterial for strong propaganda agai nst your
Enperor?" Edric asked.

Not "our" Emperor, Scytale noted. "Your" Enperor. lrulan is too rmuch the
Bene Gesserit to miss that slip

"The question is one of powers and how they may be used," Scytal e said,
novi ng closer to the Guildsman's tank. "We of the Tleilaxu believe that in al

you!



the universe there is only the insatiable appetite of matter, that energy is the
only true solid. And energy learns. Hear ne well, Princess: energy |earns. This,
we call power."

"You haven't convinced ne we can defeat the Enperor,

"W haven't even convinced ourselves," Scytal e said.

"Everywhere we turn," Irulan said, "his power confronts us. He's the kw satz
haderach, the one who can be many places at once. He's the Mahdi whose nerest
whimis absolute conmand to his Q zarate missionaries. He's the nentat whose
conput ati onal m nd surpasses the greatest ancient computers. He is Miad' dib
whose orders to the Fremen | egi ons depopul ate planets. He possesses oracul ar
vi sion which sees into the future. He has that gene pattern which we Bene
Gesserits covet for --"

"We know his attributes," the Reverend Mdther interrupted. "And we know the
abomi nation, his sister Alia, possesses this gene pattern. But they're also
humans, both of them Thus, they have weaknesses."

"And where are those hunman weaknesses?" the Face Dancer asked. "Shall we
search for themin the religious armof his Jihad? Can the Emperor's Q zara be
turned agai nst hi n? What about the civil authority of the G eat Houses? Can the
Landsraad Congress do nore than raise a verbal clanor?"

"I suggest the Conbi ne Honnete Ober Advancer Mercantiles," Edric said,
turning in his tank. "CHOAM i s busi ness and busi ness foll ows profits."

"Or perhaps the Enperor's nother," Scytale said. "The Lady Jessica,
under stand, remains on Cal adan, but is in frequent communication with her son."

"That traitorous bitch," Mhiamsaid, voice level. "Wuld | might disown mny
own hands which trained her."

"Qur conspiracy requires a lever," Scytal e said.

"W are nore than conspirators,"” the Reverend Mdther countered.

"Ah, yes," Scytale agreed. "W are energetic and we |learn quickly. This
makes us the one true hope, the certain salvation of humankind." He spoke in the
speech node for absol ute conviction, which was perhaps the ultimte sneer
comng, as it did, froma Tleilaxu.

Only the Reverend Mot her appeared to understand the subtlety. "Wy?" she
asked, directing the question at Scytale.

Bef ore the Face Dancer could answer, Edric cleared his throat, said: "Let us
not bandy phil osophi cal nonsense. Every question can be boiled down to the one:
"Way is there anything? Every religious, business and governnental question has
the single derivative: 'Wo will exercise the power? Alliances, conbines,
conpl exes, they all chase mirages unless they go for the power. Al else is
nonsense, as nost thinking beings cone to realize."

Scytal e shrugged, a gesture designed solely for the Reverend Mdther. Edric
had answered her question for him The pontificating fool was their mgjor
weakness. To nake sure the Reverend Mther understood, Scytale said: "Listening
carefully to the teacher, one acquires an education."

The Reverend Mdther nodded sl owy.

"Princess," Edric said, "nake your choice. You have been chosen as an
i nstrunent of destiny, the very finest . . . "

"Save your praise for those who can be swayed by it," Irulan said. "Earlier
you mentioned a ghost, a revenant with which we may contam nate the Enperor.
Explain this."

"The Atreides will defeat hinmself!" Edric crowed.

"Stop talking riddles!" Irulan snapped. "Wat is this ghost?"

"A very unusual ghost," Edric said. "It has a body and a nane. The body --
that's the flesh of a renowned swordmaster known as Duncan | daho. The name .

I rul an sai d.

"I daho's dead," lrulan said. "Paul has nourned the |oss often in ny
presence. He saw |l daho killed by ny father's Sardaukar."



"Even in defeat," Edric said, "your father's Sardaukar did not abandon
wi sdom Let us suppose a w se Sardaukar conmander recogni zed the swordmaster in
a corpse his men had slain. Wat then? There exist uses for such flesh and

training . . . if one acts swiftly."
"A Tleilaxu ghola," Irulan whispered, |ooking sideways at Scytale.
Scytal e, observing her attention, exercised his Face-Dancer powers -- shape

flowing into shape, flesh noving and readjusting. Presently, a slender man stood
bef ore her. The face renai ned somewhat round, but darker and with slightly
flattened features. H gh cheekbones formed shelves for eyes with definite

epi canthic folds. The hair was black and unruly.

"A ghola of this appearance," Edric said, pointing to Scytale.

"Or nerely another Face Dancer?" Irul an asked.

"No Face Dancer," Edric said. "A Face Dancer risks exposure under prol onged
surveillance. No; let us assume that our w se Sardaukar commander had | daho's
corpse preserved for the axolotl tanks. Way not? This corpse held the flesh and
nerves of one of the finest swordsnen in history, an adviser to the Atreides, a
mlitary genius. What a waste to lose all that training and ability when it
m ght be revived as an instructor for the Sardaukar."

"I heard not a whisper of this and | was one of ny father's confidantes,"”

I rulan said.

"Ahh, but your father was a defeated man and within a few hours you had been
sold to the new Enperor," Edric said.

"Was it done?" she demanded.

Wth a maddening air of conplacency, Edric said: "Let us presume that our
wi se Sardaukar conmander, knowi ng the need for speed, inmmediately sent the
preserved fl esh of Idaho to the Bene Tleilaxu. Let us suppose further that the
conmander and his men died before conveying this information to your father --
who coul dn't have made much use of it anyway. There would remain then a physica
fact, a bit of flesh which had been sent off to the Tleilaxu. There was only one
way for it to be sent, of course, on a heighliner. W of the Guild naturally
know every cargo we transport. Learning of this one, would we not think it
addi ti onal wisdomto purchase the ghola as a gift befitting an Enperor?"

"You' ve done it then," Ilrulan said.

Scytal e, who had resunmed his roly-poly first appearance, said: "As our |ong-
wi nded friend indicates, we've done it."

"How has | daho been conditioned?" Irulan asked.

"I daho?" Edric asked, |ooking at the Tleilaxu. "Do you know of an | daho,
Scyt al e?"

"W sold you a creature called Hayt," Scytal e said.

"Ah, yes -- Hayt," Edric said. "Wiy did you sell himto us?"

"Because we once bred a kwi satz haderach of our own," Scytal e said.

Wth a qui ck novenent of her old head, the Reverend Mther |ooked up at him
"You didn't tell us that!" she accused.

"You didn't ask," Scytale said.

"How di d you overconme your kw satz haderach?" Irul an asked.

"A creature who has spent his life creating one particular representation of
his selfdomwill die rather than beconme the antithesis of that representation,”
Scytal e sai d.

"I do not understand," Edric ventured.

"He killed hinself," the Reverend Mother grow ed.

"Follow ne well, Reverend Mother," Scytale warned, using a voice node which
said: You are not a sex object, have never been a sex object, cannot be a sex
obj ect.

The Tleilaxu waited for the blatant enphasis to sink in. She nust not
nm stake his intent. Realization nust pass through anger into awareness that the
Tleilaxu certainly could not make such an accusation, knowi ng as he nust the



breedi ng requirements of the Sisterhood. Hi s words, though, contained a gutter
insult, conpletely out of character for a Tleilaxu.

Swiftly, using the mrabhasa placative node, Edric tried to snooth over the
nonent. "Scytale, you told us you sold Hayt because you shared our desire on how
to use him"

"Edric, you will remain silent until | give you perm ssion to speak,"
Scytale said. And as the Guildsman started to protest, the Reverend Mot her
snhapped: "Shut up, Edric!"

The Guil dsman drew back into his tank in flailing agitation

"Qur own transient enptions aren't pertinent to a solution of the nutua
problem " Scytale said. "They cloud reasoni ng because the only rel evant enotion
is the basic fear which brought us to this neeting."

"W understand," Irulan said, glancing at the Reverend Mot her

"You must see the dangerous limtations of our shield," Scytale said. "The
oracl e cannot chance upon what it cannot understand.”

"You are devious, Scytale," Irulan said.
How devi ous she must not guess, Scytale thought. Wien this is done, we wll
possess a kw satz haderach we can control. These others will possess not hing.

"What was the origin of your kw satz haderach?" the Reverend Mt her asked.

"We' ve dabbled in various pure essences," Scytale said. "Pure good and pure
evil. A pure villain who delights only in creating pain and terror can be quite
educational . "

"The ol d Baron Harkonnen, our Enperor's grandfather, was he a Tleil axu
creation?" lrulan asked.

"Not one of ours," Scytale said. "But then nature often produces creations
as deadly as ours. W nerely produce them under conditions where we can study
t hem "

“I will not be passed by and treated this way!" Edric protested. "Wo is it
hi des this nmeeting from--"

"You see?" Scytal e asked. "Whose best judgnment conceal s us? Wat judgnent ?"

"I wish to discuss our node of giving Hayt to the Enperor," Edric insisted.
"I't's my understanding that Hayt reflects the old norality that the Atreides
| earned on his birthworld. Hayt is supposed to nake it easy for the Enperor to
enlarge his noral nature, to delineate the positive-negative elenents of life
and religion."

Scytal e smled, passing a benign gaze over his conpanions. They were as he'd
been I ed to expect. The old Reverend Mot her wi el ded her enptions |ike a scythe.
Irulan had been well trained for a task at which she had failed, a flawed Bene
Gesserit creation. Edric was no nore (and no |less) than the mmgician's hand: he
m ght conceal and distract. For now, Edric relapsed into sullen silence as the
ot hers ignored him

"Do | understand that this Hayt is intended to poison Paul's psyche?" Irulan
asked.

"More or less," Scytale said.

"And what of the Q zarate?" Irul an asked.

"It requires only the slightest shift in enphasis, a glissade of the
enotions, to transformenvy into ennmty," Scytal e said.

"And CHOAMP" |rul an asked.

"They will rally round profit,"” Scytal e said.

"What of the other power groups?"

"One invokes the name of government," Scytale said. "W will annex the |ess
powerful in the nane of norality and progress. Qur opposition will die of its
own entangl enents. "

"Alia, too?"

"Hayt is a multi-purpose ghola," Scytale said. "The Enperor's sister is of
an age when she can be distracted by a charm ng mal e designed for that purpose.
She will be attracted by his nal eness and by his abilities as a nentat."



Mohi am al | oned her old eyes to go wide in surprise. "The ghola's a nentat?
That's a dangerous nove."

"To be accurate,” lrulan said, "a nmentat nust have accurate data. Wat if
Paul asks himto define the purpose behind our gift?"

"Hayt will tell the truth," Scytale said. "It nakes no difference."

"So you | eave an escape door open for Paul," Irulan said.

"A nmentat!" Mohiam nuttered

Scytal e gl anced at the old Reverend Mot her, seeing the ancient hates which
col ored her responses. Fromthe days of the Butlerian Jihad when "t hinking
machi nes" had been w ped from nost of the universe, conputers had inspired
distrust. AOd enotions colored the human conputer as wel |

"I do not like the way you snile," Mhiamsaid abruptly, speaking in the
truth node as she glared up at Scytale.

In the same node, Scytale said: "And | think | ess of what pleases you. But
we nust work together. W all see that." He glanced at the Guildsman. "Don't we,
Edric?"

"You teach painful lessons,"” Edric said. "I presunme you wi shed to nmake it
plain that | nust not assert myself against the conbined judgments of ny fell ow
conspirators. "

"You see, he can be taught," Scytal e said.

"I see other things as well," Edric grow ed. "The Atreides hol ds a nobnopoly
on the spice. Wthout it |I cannot probe the future. The Bene Gesserit lose their
truthsense. W have stockpiles, but these are finite. Melange is a powerful
coin."

“Qur civilization has nore than one coin,
supply and demand fails."

"You think to steal the secret of it," Mhiam wheezed. "And himwith a
pl anet guarded by his mad Fremen!"

"The Fremen are civil, educated and ignorant," Scytale said. "They' re not
mad. They're trained to believe, not to know. Belief can be nanipul ated. Only
know edge i s dangerous."

"But will | be left with sonmething to father a royal dynasty?" I|rulan asked.

They all heard the comitnent in her voice, but only Edric smiled at it.

"Somet hing," Scytal e said. "Sonething."

"It neans the end of this Atreides as a ruling force," Edric said.

"I should imagine that others |ess gifted as oracl es have made t hat
prediction," Scytale said. "For them 'nektub al nellah', as the Frenen say."

"The thing was witten with salt,"” Irulan transl ated.

As she spoke, Scytal e recognized what the Bene Gesserit had arrayed here for
him-- a beautiful and intelligent female who could never be his. Ah, well, he
t hought, perhaps I'll copy her for another

Scytal e said. "Thus, the | aw of

Every civilization nust contend with an unconscious force which can bl ock,
betray or countermand al nost any conscious intention of the collectivity.
-Tl ei l axu Theorem (unproven)

Paul sat on the edge of his bed and began stripping off his desert boots.
They snelled rancid fromthe |ubricant which eased the action of the heel -
power ed punps that drove his stillsuit. It was late. He had prol onged his
nighttine wal k and caused worry for those who loved him Admittedly, the walks
wer e dangerous, but it was a kind of danger he could recognize and neet
i medi ately. Sonething conpelling and attractive surrounded wal ki ng anonynously
at night in the streets of Arrakeen

He tossed the boots into the corner beneath the room s | one gl owgl obe,
attacked the seal strips of his stillsuit. Gods below, howtired he was! The



tiredness stopped at his nuscles, though, and left his mnd seething. Watching
t he mundane activities of everyday life filled himw th profound envy. Mst of
that nameless flowing life outside the walls of his Keep couldn't be shared by
an Enperor -- but . . . to walk down a public street without attracting
attention: what a privilege! To pass by the clanoring of nendicant pilgrins, to
hear a Frenen curse a shopkeeper: "You have danp hands!"

Paul smiled at the nenory, slipped out of his stillsuit.

He stood naked and oddly attuned to his world. Dune was a world of paradox
now -- a world under siege, yet the center of power. To come under siege, he
deci ded, was the inevitable fate of power. He stared down at the green
carpeting, feeling its rough texture against his soles.

The streets had been ankl e deep in sand bl own over the Shield Wall on the
stratus wind. Foot traffic had churned it into choking dust which cl ogged
stillsuit Filters. He could snell the dust even now despite a bl ower cleaning at
the portals of his Keep. It was an odor full of desert nenories.

QO her days . . . other dangers.
Conpared to those other days, the peril in his |onely wal ks renai ned m nor
But, putting on a stillsuit, he put on the desert. The suit with all its

apparatus for reclaimng his body's noisture guided his thoughts in subtle ways,
fixed his novenents in a desert pattern. He becane wild Fremen. More than a

di sgui se, the suit made of hima stranger to his city self. In the stillsuit, he
abandoned security and put on the old skills of violence. Pilgrins and townfolk
passed himthen with eyes downcast. They left the wild ones strictly al one out
of prudence. If the desert had a face for city folk, it was a Frenen face
conceal ed by a stillsuit's mouth-nose filters.

In truth, there existed now only the small danger that someone fromthe old
sietch days mght mark himby his walk, by his odor or by his eyes. Even then
t he chances of neeting an eneny remai ned small .

A swi sh of door hangings and a wash of |ight broke his reverie. Chani
entered bearing his coffee service on a platinumtray. Two sl aved gl owgl obes
followed her, darting to their positions: one at the head of their bed, one
hovering beside her to |ight her work.

Chani nmoved with an ageless air of fragile power -- so self-contained, so
vul nerabl e. Somet hi ng about the way she bent over the coffee service reni nded
himthen of their first days. Her features remmined darkly elfin, seemngly
unmarked by their years -- unless one exam ned the outer corners of her
whitel ess eyes, noting the lines there: "sandtracks," the Fremen of the desert
called them

Steam wafted fromthe pot as she lifted the Iid by its Hagar enerald knob
He could tell the coffee wasn't yet ready by the way she replaced the lid. The

pot -- fluting silver femal e shape, pregnant -- had cone to himas a ghanima, a
spoi |l of battle won when he'd slain the forner owner in single conbat. Jams
that'd been the man's nane . . . Janmis. Wat an odd immortality death had earned

for Jamis. Knowi ng death to be inevitable, had Janmis carried that particular one
in his hand?

Chani put out cups: blue pottery squatting |ike attendants beneath the
i mense pot. There were three cups: one for each drinker and one for all the
former owners.

“I't'"ll only be a noment," she said.

She | ooked at himthen, and Paul wondered how he appeared in her eyes. Ws
he yet the exotic offworlder, slimand wiry but water-fat when conpared to
Fremen? Had he remained the Usul of his tribal name who'd taken her in "Frenen
tau"” while they'd been fugitives in the desert?

Paul stared down at his own body: hard nuscles, slender . . . a few nore
scars, but essentially the sane despite twelve years as Enperor. Looking up, he
glinpsed his face in a shelf mrror -- blue-blue Frenmen eyes, mark of spice



addi ction; a sharp Atreides nose. He | ooked the proper grandson for an Atreides
who'd died in the bullring creating a spectacle for his people.

Sonet hing the old man had said slipped then into Paul's mnd: "One who rul es
assunes irrevocable responsibility for the ruled. You are a husbandman. This
demands, at tines, a selfless act of |ove which may only be anusing to those you
rule.”

Peopl e still renenbered that old nman with affection

And what have | done for the Atreides nane? Paul asked hinmself. |'ve | oosed
the wol f anmong the sheep.

For a nonment, he contenplated all the death and violence going on in his
m nd.

"Into bed now" Chani said in a sharp tone of comand that Paul knew
woul d' ve shocked his Inperial subjects.

He obeyed, |ay back with his hands behind his head, letting hinself be
lulled by the pleasant famliarity of Chani's novenents.

The room around them struck hi msuddenly with amusement. It was not at al
what the popul ace nust inagine as the Enperor's bedchanmber. The yellow Iight of
restl ess gl owgl obes noved the shadows in an array of colored glass jars on a

shel f behind Chani. Paul naned their contents silently -- the dry ingredients of
t he desert pharnmacopoei a, unguents, incense, nenmentos . . . a pinch of sand from
Sietch Tabr, a lock of hair fromtheir firstborn . . . long dead . . . twelve
years dead . . . an innocent bystander killed in the battle that had nade Pau
Enperor.

The rich odor of spice-coffee filled the room Paul inhaled, his glance
falling on a yell ow bow beside the tray where Chani was preparing the coffee.
The bowl held ground nuts. The inevitable poison-snooper nmounted beneath the
table waved its insect arns over the food. The snooper angered him They'd never
needed snoopers in the desert days!

"Coffee's ready," Chani said. "Are you hungry?"

Hi s angry denial was drowned in the whistling screamof a spice lighter
hurling itself spaceward fromthe field outside Arrakeen

Chani saw his anger, though, poured their coffee, put a cup near his hand.
She sat down on the foot of the bed, exposed his |egs, began rubbing them where
the muscles were knotted fromwalking in the stillsuit. Softly, with a casua
air which did not deceive him she said: "Let us discuss Irulan's desire for a
child."

Paul ' s eyes snapped wi de open. He studied Chani carefully, "lrulan's been
back from Wallach | ess than two days," he said. "Has she been at you al ready?"

"We've not discussed her frustrations,"” Chani said.

Paul forced his mnd to nmental al ertness, exam ned Chani in the harsh |ight
of observational mnutiae, the Bene Gesserit Way his nmother had taught himin
violation of her vows. It was a thing he didn't |ike doing with Chani. Part of
her hold on himlay in the fact he so sel dom needed his tension-building powers
with her. Chani npstly avoided indiscreet questions. She maintained a Frenen
sense of good nmanners. Hers were nore often practical questions. Wat interested
Chani were facts which bore on the position of her man -- his strength in
Council, the loyalty of his legions, the abilities and talents of his allies.
Her menory hel d catal ogs of names and cross-indexed details. She could rattle
of f the maj or weakness of every known eneny, the potential dispositions of
opposi ng forces, battle plans of their mlitary |eaders, the tooling and
producti on capacities of basic industries.

Way now, Paul wondered, did she ask about I|rulan?

"I"ve troubled your mind," Chani said. "That wasn't ny intention."

"What was your intention?"

She smled shyly, nmeeting his gaze. "If you're angered, |ove, please don't
hide it."



Paul sank back agai nst the headboard. "Shall | put her away?" he asked. "Her
use is limted nowand | don't |ike the things | sense about her trip home to
t he Sisterhood."

"You'll not put her away," Chani said. She went on nassaging his |egs, spoke
matter-of-factly: "You' ve said nmany times she's your contact with our enem es,
that you can read their plans through her actions.”

"Then why ask about her desire for a child?"

"I think it'd disconcert our enemes and put lrulan in a vul nerable position
shoul d you nake her pregnant.”

He read by the novenents of her hands on his | egs what that statenent had
cost her. Alunp rose in his throat. Softly, he said: "Chani, beloved, | swore
an oath never to take her into nmy bed. A child would give her too rmuch power.
Woul d you have her displace you?"

"I have no place."

"Not so, Sihaya, ny desert springtine. What is this sudden concern for
[ rulan?"

"I't's concern for you, not for her! If she carried an Atreides child, her
friends would question her loyalties. The less trust our enemes place in her
the I ess use she is to them™

"A child for her could mean your death,"” Paul said. "You know the plotting
in this place." A novenent of his arm enconpassed t he Keep

"You nust have an heir!" she husked.

"Ahhh," he said.

So that was it: Chani had not produced a child for him Someone el se, then,
nmust do it. Way not Irulan? That was the way Chani's mind worked. And it nust be
done in an act of |ove because all the Enpire avowed strong taboos agai nst
artificial ways. Chani had come to a Frenen decision

Paul studied her face in this newlight. It was a face he knew better in
some ways than his own. He had seen this face soft with passion, in the
sweet ness of sleep, awash in fears and angers and griefs.

He closed his eyes, and Chani cane into his nenories as a girl once nore --
veiled in springtine, singing, waking fromsleep beside him-- so perfect that
the very vision of her consumed him In his menory, she smiled . . . shyly at
first, then strained against the vision as though she | onged to escape.

Paul 's nouth went dry. For a nmonent, his nostrils tasted the snoke of a
devastated future and the voice of another kind of vision commanding himto

di sengage . . . disengage . . . disengage. H s prophetic visions had been
eavesdropping on eternity for such a long while, catching snatches of foreign
tongues, listening to stones and to flesh not his own. Since the day of his

first encounter with terrible purpose, he had peered at the future, hoping to
find peace.

There existed a way, of course. He knew it by heart wi thout know ng the
heart of it -- a rote future, strict inits instructions to him disengage,
di sengage, di sengage . .

Paul opened his eyes, |ooked at the decision in Chani's face. She had
st opped massaging his legs, sat still now -- purest Fremen. Her features
remai ned fam |liar beneath the blue nezhoni scarf she often wore about her hair
in the privacy of their chanbers. But the mask of decision sat on her, an
ancient and alien-to-himway of thinking. Fremen wonen had shared their nen for
t housands of years -- not always in peace, but with a way of naking the fact
nondestructive. Sonething nysteriously Frenen in this fashion had happened in
Chani .

"You'll give me the only heir | want," he said.

"You' ve seen this?" she asked, making it obvious by her enphasis that she
referred to prescience.

As he had done many tines, Paul wondered how he coul d explain the delicacy
of the oracle, the Tinelines wthout nunber which vision waved before himon an



undul ating fabric. He sighed, renmenbered water lifted froma river in the hollow
of his hands -- trenbling, draining. Menory drenched his face in it. How coul d
he drench hinmself in futures growi ng increasingly obscure fromthe pressures of
too many oracl es?

"You've not seen it, then," Chani said.

That vision-future scarce any | onger accessible to himexcept at the
expenditure of life-draining effort, what could it show them except grief? Pau
asked hinmself. He felt that he occupied an inhospitable m ddl e zone, a wasted
pl ace where his enotions drifted, swayed, swept outward in unchecked
restl essness.

Chani covered his legs, said: "An heir to House Atreides, this is not
sonet hing you | eave to chance or one woman."

That was a thing his nmother might've said, Paul thought. He wondered if the
Lady Jessica had been in secret conmunication with Chani. H's nother would think
in terns of House Atreides. It was a pattern bred and conditioned into her by
t he Bene Gesserit, and would hold true even now when her powers were turned
agai nst the Sisterhood.

"You listened when Irulan cane to nme today," he accused.

"I listened." She spoke wi thout |ooking at him

Paul focused his menory on the encounter with Irulan. He'd let hinself into
the famly salon, noted an unfinished robe on Chani's | oom There'd been an
acrid wornsnell to the place, an evil odor which alnbst hid the underlying
ci nnamon bite of nelange. Soneone had spilled unchanged spice essence and |eft
it to conbine there with a spice-based rug. It had not been a felicitous
conbi nati on. Spice essence had dissolved the rug. Gly nmarks |ay congeal ed on
the plastone floor where the rug had been. He'd thought to send for soneone to
cl ean away the ness, but Harah, Stilgar's wife and Chani's cl osest fem nine
friend, had slipped in to announce Irul an.

He'd been forced to conduct the interview in the presence of that evi
snel |, unable to escape a Frenen superstition that evil snells foretold
di saster.

Harah withdrew as Irul an entered.

"Wl come, " Paul said.

Irulan wore a robe of gray whale fur. She pulled it close, touched a hand to
her hair. He could see her wondering at his mld tone. The angry words she'd
obvi ously prepared for this neeting could be sensed | eaving her mind in a welter
of second thoughts.

"You cane to report that the Sisterhood had lost its |ast vestige of
norality," he said.

"I'sn't it dangerous to be that ridicul ous?" she asked.

"To be ridicul ous and dangerous, a questionable alliance," he said. H's
renegade Bene Gesserit training detected her putting down an inpulse to
wi thdraw. The effort exposed a brief glinpse of underlying fear, and he saw
she'd been assigned a task not to her I|iking.

"They expect a bit too nuch froma princess of the blood royal," he said.
Irulan grew very still and Paul becane aware that she had | ocked hersel f
into a viselike control. A heavy burden, indeed, he thought. And he wondered why

prescient visions had given himno glinpse of this possible future.

Slowy, lrulan relaxed. There was no point in surrendering to fear, no point
in retreat, she had deci ded.

"You've allowed the weather to fall into a very primtive pattern," she
sai d, rubbing her arns through the robe. "It was dry and there was a sandstorm
today. Are you never going to let it rain here?"

"You didn't conme here to tal k about the weather,"” Paul said. He felt that he
had been subnerged i n doubl e nmeanings. Was lrulan trying to tell him sonething
whi ch her training would not permt her to say openly? It seened that way. He



felt that he had been cast adrift suddenly and now nmust thrash his way back to
sone steady place.

"I nmust have a child," she said.

He shook his head from side to side.

"I must have nmy way!" she snapped. "If need be, I'lIl find another father for
ny child. I'll cuckold you and dare you to expose ne."

"Cuckold ne all you wish," he said, "but no child."

"How can you stop ne?"

Wth a smle of upnost kindness, he said: "lI'd have you garroted, if it cane
to that."

Shocked silence held her for a noment and Paul sensed Chani |istened behind
the heavy draperies into their private apartnents.

"I amyour wife," Ilrulan whispered.

"Let us not play these silly games,"” he said. "You play a part, no nore. W
both know who nmy wife is."

"And | am a conveni ence, nothing nore," she said, voice heavy with
bi tterness.

"I have no wish to be cruel to you," he said.

"You chose me for this position."

"Not |," he said. "Fate chose you. Your father chose you. The Bene Gesserit
chose you. The Guild chose you. And they have chosen you once nore. For what
have t hey chosen you, Irulan?"

"Why can't | have your chil d?"

"Because that's a role for which you weren't chosen."

"It's my right to bear the royal heir! My father was --"

“Your father was and is a beast. W both know he'd lost alnpst all touch
with the hunanity he was supposed to rule and protect."

"Was he hated | ess than you' re hated?" she flared.

"A good question," he agreed, a sardonic smile touching the edges of his
nout h.

"You say you've no wish to be cruel to ne, yet .

"And that's why | agree that you can take any |over you choose. But
understand me well: take a lover, but bring no sour-fathered child into ny
househol d. | woul d deny such a child. | don't begrudge you any male alliance as
long as you are discreet . . . and childless. I'd be silly to feel otherw se
under the circunstances. But don't presune upon this |license which | freely
bestow. Where the throne is concerned, | control what blood is heir to it. The
Bene Gesserit doesn't control this, nor does the Guild. This is one of the
privileges | won when | smashed your father's Sardaukar |egions out there on the
Pl ain of Arrakeen."

“I't's on your head, then," Irulan said. She whirled and swept out of the
chanber.

Renemberi ng the encounter now, Paul brought his awareness out of it and
focused on Chani seated beside himon their bed. He could understand his
anbi val ent feelings about Irulan, understand Chani's Frenen decision. Under
ot her circunmstances Chani and Irulan m ght have been friends.

"What have you deci ded?" Chani asked.

"No child," he said.

Chani made the Fremen crysknife sign with the index finger and thunb of her
ri ght hand.

"It could cone to that," he agreed.

"You don't think a child would solve anything with Irulan?" she asked.

"Only a fool would think that."

"I amnot a fool, ny love."

Anger possessed him "I've never said you were! But this isn't some damed
romanti c novel we're discussing. That's a real princess down the hall. She was



raised in all the nasty intrigues of an Inperial Court. Plotting is as natura
to her as witing her stupid histories!"

"They are not stupid, |ove."

"Probably not." He brought his anger under control, took her hand in his.
"Sorry. But that worman has many plots -- plots within plots. Gve into one of
her anbitions and you coul d advance anot her of them™

Her voice mld, Chani said: "Haven't | always said as nuch?"

"Yes, of course you have." He stared at her. "Then what are you really
trying to say to ne?"

She | ay down beside him placed her hand agai nst his neck. "They have cone
to a decision on howto fight you," she said. "lIrulan reeks of secret
deci sions."

Paul stroked her hair.

Chani had peel ed away the dross.

Terri bl e purpose brushed him It was a coriolis wind in his soul. It
whi stl ed through the franework of his being. H's body knew things then never
| earned in consci ousness.

"Chani, beloved," he whispered, "do you know what |'d spend to end the Jihad
-- to separate nyself fromthe dammabl e godhead the Q zarate forces onto nme?"

She trenbl ed. "You have but to comand it," she said.

"Ch, no. Even if I died now, nmy nane would still |ead them Wen | think of
the Atreides nane tied to this religious butchery . . . "

"But you're the Enperor! You've --"

"I"'ma figurehead. When godhead's given, that's the one thing the so-called
god no longer controls."” A bitter |laugh shook him He sensed the future | ooking
back at himout of dynasties not even dreamed. He felt his being cast out,
crying, unchained fromthe rings of fate -- only his nane continued. "I was
chosen," he said. "Perhaps at birth . . . certainly before I had nuch say init.
I was chosen.”

"Then un-choose, " she said.

His armtightened around her shoulder. "In tinme, beloved. Gve ne yet a
little time."

Unshed tears burned his eyes.

"We should return to Sietch Tabr," Chani said. "There's too much to contend
with in this tent of stone."

He nodded, his chin noving against the snooth fabric of the scarf which
covered her hair. The soothing spice snell of her filled his nostrils.

Si etch. The anci ent Chakobsa word absorbed him a place of retreat and
safety in a tine of peril. Chani's suggestion made himlong for vistas of open
sand, for clean distances where one could see an eneny coning froma | ong way
of f.

"The tribes expect Miad' ' dib to return to them" she said. She lifted her
head to | ook at him "You belong to us."

"I belong to a vision," he whispered.

He thought then of the Jihad, of the gene mingling across parsecs and the
vi sion which told himhow he mght end it. Should he pay the price? Al the

hat ef ul ness woul d evaporate, dying as fires die -- enber by enber. But . . . oh!
The terrifying price!

| never wanted to be a god, he thought. | wanted only to disappear like a
jewel of trace dew caught by the norning. | wanted to escape the angels and the
dammed -- alone . . . as though by an oversight.

"WIl we go back to the Sietch?" Chani pressed.

"Yes," he whispered. And he thought: | must pay the price.

Chani heaved a deep sigh, settled back agai nst him
I'"ve loitered, he thought. And he saw how he'd been hemmed in by boundaries
of love and the Jihad. And what was one life, no matter how bel oved, against al



the lives the Jihad was certain to take? Could single msery be wei ghed agai nst
t he agony of multitudes?

"Love?" Chani said, questioning.

He put a hand agai nst her |ips.

I"1Il yield up nmyself, he thought. I'lIl rush out while | yet have the
strength, fly through a space a bird mght not find. It was a usel ess thought,
and he knew it. The Jihad would follow his ghost.

VWhat coul d he answer? he wondered. How expl ain when people taxed himwth
brutal foolishness? Wo night understand?

| wanted only to | ook back and say: "There! There's an exi stence which
couldn't hold nme. See! | vanish! No restraint or net of human devising can trap
nme ever again. | renounce ny religion! This glorious instant is mne! I"'mfree!"

VWhat enpty words!

"A big wormwas seen below the Shield Wall yesterday," Chani said. "Mre
than a hundred neters long, they say. Such big ones conme rarely into this region
any nore. The water repels them | suppose. They say this one cane to summon
Muad' di b honme to his desert." She pinched his chest. "Don't |augh at ne!"

“I'"'mnot |aughing."

Paul , caught by wonder at the persistent Frenen nmythos, felt a heart
constriction, a thing inflicted upon his lifeline: adab, the demandi ng nenory.
He recall ed his chil dhood roomon Caladan then . . . dark night in the stone
chamber . . . a vision! It'd been one of his earliest prescient nonents. He felt
his mind dive into the vision, saw through a veiled cl oud-menory (vision-wthin-
vision) a line of Frenen, their robes trimed with dust. They paraded past a gap
intall rocks. They carried a |long, cloth-wapped burden

And Paul heard hinself say in the vision: "It was nostly sweet . . . but you
were the sweetest of all . . . "

Adab rel eased him

"You're so quiet," Chani whispered. "What is it?"

Paul shuddered, sat up, face averted. "You're angry because |'ve been to the
desert's edge," Chani said.

He shook his head wi thout speaking.

"I only went because | want a child," Chani said.

Paul was unable to speak. He felt hinself consuned by the raw power of that
early vision. Terrible purpose! In that nonent, his whole life was a |inmb shaken
by the departure of a bird . . . and the bird was chance. Free wll.

| succunbed to the lure of the oracle, he thought.

And he sensed that succunbing to this lure mght be to fix hinself upon a
single-track life. Could it be, he wondered, that the oracle didn't tell the
future? Could it be that the oracle nade the future? Had he exposed his life to
sonme web of underlying threads, trapped hinself there in that |ong-ago
awakeni ng, victimof a spider-future which even now advanced upon himwth
terrifying jaws.

A Bene CGesserit axiomslipped into his mnd: 'To use raw power is to make
yourself infinitely vulnerable to greater powers.'

"I know it angers you," Chani said, touching his arm "It's true that the
tribes have revived the old rites and the blood sacrifices, but | took no part
in those."

Paul inhaled a deep, trenmbling breath. The torrent of his vision dissipated,

became a deep, still place whose currents noved with absorbi ng power beyond his
reach.

"Pl ease," Chani begged. "I want a child, our child. Is that a terrible
t hi ng?"

Paul caressed her arm where she touched him pulled away. He clinmbed from
t he bed, extinguished the gl owgl obes, crossed to the bal cony wi ndow, opened the
draperies. The deep desert could not intrude here except by its odors. A
wi ndowl ess wall clinbed to the night sky across fromhim Monlight slanted down



into an encl osed garden, sentinel trees and broad | eaves, wet foliage. He could
see a fishpond reflecting stars anpong the | eaves, pockets of white flora
brilliance in the shadows. Mnentarily, he saw the garden through Fremen eyes:
al i en, nenacing, dangerous in its waste of water.

He thought of the Water Sellers, their way destroyed by the | avish
di spensing from his hands. They hated him He'd slain the past. And there were
ot hers, even those who'd fought for the sols to buy precious water, who hated
hi m for changing the old ways. As the ecol ogical pattern dictated by Miad dib
remade the planet's |andscape, human resistance increased. Was it not
presunpt uous, he wondered, to think he could nake over an entire planet --
everything growi ng where and how he told it to grow? Even if he succeeded, what
of the universe waiting out there? Did it fear simlar treatnent?

Abruptly, he closed the draperies, sealed the ventilators. He turned toward
Chani in the darkness, felt her waiting there. Her water rings tinkled like the
al nsbel s of pilgrims. He groped his way to the sound, encountered her
outstretched arns.

"Bel oved, " she whispered. "Have | troubled you?"

Her arms enclosed his future as they enclosed him

"Not you," he said. "Ch . . . not you."

The advent of the Field Process shield and the lasgun with their explosive

i nteraction, deadly to attacker and attacked, placed the current determi natives,
on weapons technol ogy. We need not go into the special role of atomi cs. The fact
that any Family in ny Enpire could so deploy its atomics as to destroy the

pl anetary bases of fifty or nore other Families causes sone nervousness, true.
But all of us possess precautionary plans for devastating retaliation. Guild and
Landsraad contain the keys which hold this force in check, No, my concern goes
to the devel opnent of humans as special weapons. Here is a virtually unlimted
field which a few powers are devel opi ng.

-Miad' di b: Lecture to the War Col |l ege from The Stilgar Chronicle

The old man stood in his doorway peering out with blue-in-blue eyes. The
eyes were veiled by that native suspicion all desert folk held for strangers.
Bitter lines tortured the edges of his nouth where it could be seen through a
fringe of white beard. He wore no stillsuit and it said nuch that he ignored
this fact in the full know edge of the noisture pouring fromhis house through
t he open door.

Scytal e bowed, gave the greeting signal of the conspiracy.

From sonewhere behind the old man cane the sound of a rebec wailing through
t he atonal dissonance of senuta nusic. The old man's nanner carried no drug
dul I ness, an indication that semuta was the weakness of another. It seened
strange to Scytale, though, to find that sophisticated vice in this place.

"Greetings fromafar," Scytale said, smling through the flat-featured face
he had chosen for this encounter. It occurred to him then, that this old man
m ght recogni ze the chosen face. Sone of the ol der Frenen here on Dune had known
Duncan | daho.

The choi ce of features, which he had thought anmusing, mght have been a
nm stake, Scytal e decided. But he dared not change the face out here. He cast
nervous gl ances up and down the street. Wuld the old man never invite him
i nsi de?

"Did you know ny son?" the old man asked.

That, at |east, was one of the countersigns. Scytal e nade the proper
response, all the tine keeping his eyes alert for any suspicious circunstance in
his surroundings. He did not Iike his position here. The street was a cul -de-sac
ending in this house. The houses all around had been built for veterans of the



Ji had. They fornmed a suburb of Arrakeen which stretched into the Inperial Basin
past Tiemag. The walls which henmed in this street presented bl ank faces of dun
pl asmel d broken by dark shadows of seal ed doorways and, here and there, scraw ed
obscenities. Beside this very door sonmeone had chal ked a pronouncenment that one
Beris had brought back to Arrakis a | oat hsome di sease which deprived himof his
manhood.

"Do you cone in partnership

"“Al one," Scytal e said.

The old man cleared his throat, still hesitating in that maddeni ng way.

Scytal e cautioned hinself to patience. Contact in this fashion carried its
own dangers. Perhaps the old man knew sonme reason for carrying on this way. It
was the proper hour, though. The pal e sun stood al nbst directly overhead. People
of this quarter remnined sealed in their houses to sleep through the hot part of
t he day.

Was it the new nei ghbor who bothered the old man? Scytal e wondered. The
adj oi ni ng house, he knew, had been assigned to O heym once a nenber of
Muad' di b' s dreaded Fedayki n death commandos. And Bijaz, the catal yst-dwarf,
waited with O heym

Scytale returned his gaze to the old man, noted the enpty sleeve dangling
fromthe left shoulder and the lack of a stillsuit. An air of command hung about
this old nan. He'd been no foot slogger in the Jihad.

"May | know the visitor's nane?" the old nan asked.

Scytal e suppressed a sigh of relief. He was to be accepted, after all. "I am
Zaal ," he said, giving the nane assigned himfor this m ssion.

"I am Farok," the old man said, "once Bashar of the Ninth Legion in the
Ji had. Does this nean anything to you?"

Scytal e read nenace in the words, said: "You were born in Sietch Tabr with
al l egiance to Stilgar."

Far ok rel axed, stepped aside. "You are welcone in my house."

Scytal e slipped past himinto a shadow atrium-- blue tile floor
glittering designs worked in crystal on the walls. Beyond the atriumwas a
covered courtyard. Light admitted by translucent filters spread an opal escence
as silvery as the white-night of First Moon. The street door grated into its
noi sture seal s behind him

"W were a noble people," Farok said, |eading the way toward the courtyard.
"W were not of the cast-out. We lived in no graben village . . . such as this!
We had a proper sietch in the Shield Wall above Habbanya Ri dge. One worm coul d
carry us into Kedem the inner desert.”

"Not like this," Scytale agreed, realizing now what had brought Farok into
t he conspiracy. The Frenen | onged for the old days and the ol d ways.

They entered the courtyard.

Farok struggled with an intense dislike for his visitor, Scytale realized.
Fremen distrusted eyes that were not the total blue of the Ibad. O fworlders,
Fremen said, had unfocused eyes which saw things they were not supposed to see.

The senmuta nusic had stopped at their entrance. It was replaced now by the
strumof a baliset, first a nine-scale chord, then the clear notes of a song
whi ch was popul ar on the Naraj worlds.

As his eyes adjusted to the light, Scytale saw a youth sitting cross-I|egged
on a | ow divan beneath arches to his right. The youth's eyes were enpty sockets.
Wth that uncanny facility of the blind, he began singing the nonment Scytale
focused on him The voice was high and sweet:

the old nman asked.

"A wind has bl own the | and away
And bl own t he sky away

And all the nen!

Who is this w nd?

The trees stand unbent,



Drinki ng where nen drank
I've known too many worl ds,
Too many nmen,

Too many trees,

Too many wi nds."

Those were not the original words of the song, Scytale noted. Farok |ed him
away fromthe youth and under the arches on the opposite side, indicated
cushions scattered over the tile floor. The tile was worked into designs of sea
creatures.

"There is a cushion once occupied in sietch by Miad' di b," Farok said,

i ndicating a round, black nound. "It is yours now. "

"I amin your debt," Scytale said, sinking to the black mund. He sm | ed.
Far ok di spl ayed wi sdom A sage spoke of loyalty even while |listening to songs of
hi dden neani ng and words with secret messages. Who could deny the terrifying
powers of the tyrant Enmperor?

Inserting his words across the song wi thout breaking the nmeter, Farok said:
"Does my son's nusic disturb you?"

Scytal e gestured to a cushion facing him put his back against a coo

pillar. "I enjoy music."
"My son lost his eyes in the conquest of Naraj," Farok said. "He was nursed
t here and shoul d have stayed. No wonan of the people will have himthus. | find

it curious, though, to know I have grandchildren on Naraj that | may never see.
Do you know the Naraj worlds, Zaal?"

“In ny youth, | toured there with a troupe of ny fell ow Face Dancers,"
Scytal e said.
"You are a Face Dancer, then," Farok said. "I had wondered at your features.

They remi nded ne of a man | knew here once."

"Duncan | daho?"

"That one, yes. A swordmaster in the Enperor's pay."

"He was killed, so it is said."

"So it is said," Farok agreed. "Are you truly a man, then? |'ve heard
stories about Face Dancers that " He shrugged.

"We are Jadacha hermaphrodites,"” Scytale said, "either sex at will. For the
present, | ama man."

Farok pursed his lips in thought, then: "May | call for refreshnents? Do you
desire water? Ilced fruit?"

"Talk will suffice," Scytale said.

"The guest's wish is a conmand," Farok said, settling to the cushi on which
faced Scytal e.

"Bl essed is Abu d' Dhur, Father of the Indefinite Roads of Tinme," Scytale
sai d. And he thought: There! |'ve told himstraight out that | cone froma Guild
St eersman and wear the Steersman's conconceal ment.

"Thrice bl essed," Farok said, folding his hands into his lap in the ritua
clasp. They were old, heavily vei ned hands.

"An object seen froma distance betrays only its principle,
reveal ing that he wi shed to discuss the Enperor's fortress Keep

"That which is dark and evil may be seen for evil at any distance," Farok
sai d, advising del ay.

Why? Scytal e wondered. But he said: "How did your son |ose his eyes?"

"The Naraj defenders used a stone burner," Farok said. "My son was too
cl ose. Cursed atonics! Even the stone burner should be outl awed."

"It skirts the intent of the law, " Scytal e agreed. And he thought: A stone
burner on Naraj! W weren't told of that. Wiy does this old nan speak of stone
burners here?

"I offered to buy Tleilaxu eyes for himfromyour nmasters," Farok said. "But
there's a story in the legions that Tleil axu eyes enslave their users. My son

Scytal e said,



told me that such eyes are netal and he is flesh, that such a union nust be
sinful."

"The principle of an object nust fit its original intent," Scytal e said,
trying to turn the conversation back to the information he sought.

Farok's lips went thin, but he nodded. "Speak openly of what you wi sh," he
said. "We nust put our trust in your steersnan."

"Have you ever entered the Inperial Keep?" Scytal e asked.

"I was there for the feast celebrating the Molitor victory. It was cold in
all that stone despite the best |xian space heaters. W slept on the terrace of
Alia's Fane the night before. He has trees in there, you know -- trees from nany
wor |l ds. W& Bashars were dressed in our finest green robes and had our tables set
apart. W ate and drank too nuch. | was disgusted with sone of the things | saw
The wal ki ng wounded cane, draggi ng thenselves along on their crutches. | do not
t hi nk our Miad' di b knows how many men he has nai ned."

"You objected to the feast?" Scytal e asked, speaking froma know edge of the
Fremen orgies which were ignited by spice-beer

"It was not |ike the mngling of our souls in the sietch," Farok said.
"There was no tau. For entertainment, the troups had slave girls, and the men
shared the stories of their battles and their wounds."

"So you were inside that great pile of stone," Scytal e said.

"Miad' di b came out to us on the terrace," Farok said. " 'Good fortune to us

all," he said. The greeting drill of the desert in that place!"
"Do you know the |ocation of his private apartnents?" Scytal e asked.
"Deep inside," Farok said. "Sonewhere deep inside. | amtold he and Chani

live a nomadic life and that all within the walls of their Keep. Qut to the
Great Hall he conmes for the public audiences. He has reception halls and forma
neeting places, a whole wing for his personal guard, places for the cerenonies
and an inner section for comruni cations. There is a roomfar beneath his
fortress, | amtold, where he keeps a stunted worm surrounded by a water noat
with which to poison it. Here is where he reads the future."

Myth all tangled up with facts, Scytal e thought.

"The apparatus of governnent acconpani es hi meverywhere," Farok grunbl ed.
"Clerks and attendants and attendants for the attendants. He trusts only the
ones such as Stilgar who were very close to himin the old days."

"Not you," Scytale said.

"I think he has forgotten nmy existence," Farok said.

"How does he cone and go when he | eaves that building?" Scytal e asked.

"He has a tiny 'thopter |anding which juts froman inner wall." Farok said.

"I amtold Miad'dib will not permt another to handle the controls for a |anding
there. It requires an approach, so it is said, where the slightest
m scal cul ati on woul d plunge himdown a sheer cliff of wall into one of his

accursed gardens."

Scytal e nodded. This, nost likely, was true. Such an aerial entry to the
Enperor's quarters would carry a certain neasure of security. The Atreides were
superb pilots all

"He uses nen to carry his distrans nessages," Farok said. "It deneans nmen to
i npl ant wave translators in them A nman's voice should be his own to command. It
shoul d not carry another man's nmessage hidden within its sounds."

Scytal e shrugged. All great powers used the distrans in this age. One could
never tell what obstacle m ght be placed between sender and addressee. The
di strans defied political cryptology because it relied on subtle distortions of
natural sound patterns which could be scranbled with enornous intricacy.

"Even his tax officials use this nethod," Farok conplained. "In ny day, the
di strans was inplanted only in the | ower animals."

But revenue information nust be kept secret, Scytal e thought. Mre than one
government has fall en because peopl e discovered the real extent of officia
weal t h.



"How do the Frenen cohorts feel now about Miad' di b's Ji had?" Scytal e asked.
"Do they object to making a god out of their Enperor?"
"Most of them don't even consider this," Farok said. "They think of the

Jihad the way | thought of it -- most of them It is a source of strange
experi ences, adventure, wealth. This graben hovel in which I live" -- Farok
gestured at the courtyard -- "it cost sixty lidas of spice. N nety kontars!

There was a tine when | could not even inagine such riches." He shook his head.

Across the courtyard, the blind youth took up the notes of a | ove ballad on
his baliset.

Ni nety kontars, Scytale thought. How strange. Great riches, certainly.
Farok's hovel would be a palace on many another world, but all things were
relative -- even the kontar. Did Farok, for exanple, know whence cane his
measure for this weight of spice? Did he ever think to hinself that one and a
hal f kontar once linmted a canel |oad? Not likely. Farok m ght never even have
heard of a canel or of the Gol den Age of Earth.

His words oddly in rhythmto the nelody of his son's baliset, Farok said: "I
owned a crysknife, water rings to ten liters, ny own |ance which had been ny
father's, a coffee service, a bottle made of red glass older than any menory in

nmy sietch. | had my own share of our spice, but no nmoney. | was rich and did not
know it. Two wives | had: one plain and dear to nme, the other stupid and
obstinate, but with formand face of an angel. | was a Frenen Naib, a rider of

wor s, master of the leviathan and of the sand."

The youth across the courtyard picked up the beat of his nel ody.

"I knew many things wi thout the need to think about them" Farok said. "I
knew t here was water far beneath our sand, held there in bondage by the Little
Makers. | knew that ny ancestors sacrificed virgins to Shai-hulud . . . before
Li et-Kynes nmade us stop. | had seen the jewels in the mouth of a worm M sou
had four gates and | knew themall."

He fell silent, mnusing.

"Then the Atreides cane with his witch nother," Scytal e said.

"The Atreides cane," Farok agreed. "The one we naned Usul in our sietch, his
private nane anong us. Qur Miad' di b, our Mahdi! And when he called for the
Ji had, | was one of those who asked: 'Wy should | go to fight there? | have no
relatives there.' But other nen went -- young nmen, friends, conpanions of nmny
chi | dhood. When they returned, they spoke of w zardry, of the power in this
Atrei des savior. He fought our eneny, the Harkonnen. Liet-Kynes, who had
prom sed us a paradi se upon our planet, blessed him It was said this Atreides
cane to change our world and our universe, that he was the man to make the
gol den fl ower blossomin the night."

Farok held up his hands, exam ned the palns. "Men pointed to First Mon and
said: '"His soul is there.' Thus, he was called Miad' dib. | did not understand
all this."

He | owered his hands, stared across the courtyard at his son. "I had no
t houghts in my head. There were thoughts only in nmy heart and my belly and ny
loins."

Agai n, the tenpo of the background nusic increased.

"Do you know why | enlisted in the Jihad?" The old eyes stared hard at
Scytale. "I heard there was a thing called a sea. It is very hard to believe in
a sea when you have lived only here anong our dunes. W have no seas. Men of
Dune had never known a sea. W had our wi ndtraps. W collected water for the
great change Liet-Kynes promised us . . . this great change Miad' dib is bringing
with a wave of his hand. | could inagine a ganat, water flow ng across the |and
in a canal. Fromthis, ny nmind could picture a river. But a sea?"

Far ok gazed at the translucent cover of his courtyard as though trying to
probe into the universe beyond. "A sea," he said, voice low. "It was too nuch
for my mind to picture. Yet, nmen | knew said they had seen this narvel. |



t hought they lied, but | had to know for nyself. It was for this reason that |
enlisted."

The youth struck a loud final chord on the baliset, took up a new song with
an oddly undul ati ng rhyt hm

"Did you find your sea?" Scytal e asked.

Farok remained silent and Scytal e thought the old man had not heard. The
bal i set nusic rose around themand fell like a tidal novement. Farok breathed to
its rhythm

"There was a sunset," Farok said presently. "One of the elder artists night
have pai nted such a sunset. It had red in it the color of the glass in ny
bottle. There was gold . . . blue. It was on the world they call Enfeil, the one
where | led nmy legion to victory. W cane out of a nountain pass where the air
was sick with water. | could scarcely breathe it. And there bel ow ne was the
thing ny friends had told me about: water as far as | could see and farther. W
mar ched down to it. | waded out into it and drank. It was bitter and nmade ne
ill. But the wonder of it has never left nme."

Scytal e found hinself sharing the old Frenen's awe.

"I imrersed nyself in that sea," Farok said, |ooking down at the water
creatures worked into the tiles of his floor. "One nman sank beneath that water

another nman arose fromit. | felt that | could renenber a past which had
never been. | stared around ne with eyes which could accept anything
anything at all. | saw a body in the water -- one of the defenders we had slain
There was a | og nearby supported on that water, a piece of a great tree. | can
cl ose nmy eyes now and see that log. It was black on one end froma fire. And
there was a piece of cloth in that water -- no nore than a yellowrag . . .
torn, dirty. | |ooked at all these things and | understood why they had cone to

this place. It was for ne to see them"™
Farok turned slowy, stared into Scytale's eyes. "The universe is
unfi ni shed, you know, " he said.

This one is garrul ous, but deep, Scytale thought. And he said: "I can see it
nmade a profound inpression on you."
"You are a Tleilaxu," Farok said. "You have seen nany seas. | have seen only

this one, yet | know a thing about seas which you do not."

Scytale found hinself in the grip of an odd feeling of disquiet.

"The Mot her of Chaos was born in a sea," Farok said. "A Q zara Tafwi d stood
near by when | came dripping fromthat water. He had not entered the sea. He

stood on the sand . . . it was wet sand . . . with sone of nmy nen who shared his
fear. He watched ne with eyes that knew | had | earned sonethi ng which was denied
to him | had beconme a sea creature and | frightened him The sea heal ed nme of

the Jihad and | think he saw this."

Scytal e realized that somewhere in this recital the nmusic had stopped. He
found it disturbing that he could not place the instant when the baliset had
fallen silent.

As though it were relevant to what he'd been recounting, Farok said: "Every
gate is guarded. There's no way into the Enperor's fortress."

"That's its weakness," Scytal e said.

Farok stretched his neck upward, peering.

"There's a way in," Scytale explained. "The fact that nbst nen -- including,
we may hope, the Enperor -- believe otherwise . . . that's to our advantage." He
rubbed his lips, feeling the strangeness of the visage he'd chosen. The
nusi cian's silence bothered him Did it nean Farok's son was through
transmtting? That had been the way of it, naturally: The nessage condensed and
transmitted within the nmusic. It had been inpressed upon Scytale's own neutra
system there to be triggered at the proper nmonment by the distrans enbedded in
his adrenal cortex. If it was ended, he had becone a container of unknown words.
He was a vessel sloshing with data: every cell of the conspiracy here on
Arrakis, every nane, every contact phrase -- all the vital infornmation.



Wth this information, they could brave Arrakis, capture a sandworm begin
the culture of nel ange somewhere beyond Miad' dib's wit. They could break the
nmonopoly as they broke Miad' dib. They could do nany things with this
i nformati on.

"W have the wonan here," Farok said. "Do you wish to see her now?"

"I'"ve seen her," Scytale said. "lI've studied her with care. Were is she?"

Far ok snapped his fingers.

The youth took up his rebec, drew the bow across it. Sermuta rnusic wail ed
fromthe strings. As though drawn by the sound, a young wonan in a blue robe
enmerged from a doorway behind the nmusician. Narcotic dullness filled her eyes
which were the total blue of the Ibad. She was a Frenen, addicted to the spice,
and now caught by an offworld vice. Her awareness |lay deep within the senuta,
| ost sonewhere and riding the ecstasy of the nusic.

"t heym s daughter," Farok said. "My son gave her the narcotic in the hope
of winning a wonan of the People for hinself despite his blindness. As you can
see, his victory is enmpty. Senmuta has taken what he hoped to gain."

"Her father doesn't know?" Scytal e asked.

"She doesn't even know," Farok said. "My son supplies false menories with
whi ch she accounts to herself for her visits. She thinks herself in love with
him This is what her famly believes. They are outraged because he is not a
conplete man, but they won't interfere, of course.”

The nusic trailed away to sil ence.

At a gesture fromthe musician, the young woman seated hersel f beside him
bent close to listen as he murrmured to her

"What will you do with her?" Farok asked.

Once nore, Scytale studied the courtyard. "Who else is in this house?" he
asked.

"We are all here now," Farok said. "You' ve not told me what you'll do with
the woman. It is nmy son who wi shes to know. "

As t hough about to answer, Scytale extended his right arm Fromthe sl eeve
of his robe, a glistening needle darted, enbedded itself in Farok's neck. There
was no outcry, no change of posture. Farok would be dead in a minute, but he sat
unnovi ng, frozen by the dart's poison

Slowmy, Scytale clinmbed to his feet, crossed to the blind rusician. The
youth was still nurnmuring to the young worman when the dart whipped into him

Scytal e took the young wonan's arm urged her gently to her feet, shifted
hi s own appearance before she | ooked at him She canme erect, focused on him

"What is it, Farok?" she asked.

"My son is tired and mnmust rest,'

Scytale said. "Cone. We'll go out the back
way.
"W had such a nice talk," she said. "I think I've convinced himto get

Tleilaxu eyes. It'd make a nan of himagain."

"Haven't | said it many times?" Scytal e asked, urging her into a rear
chamber .

Hi s voice, he noted with pride, nmatched his features precisely. It
unm st akably was the voice of the old Frenen, who certainly was dead by this
tinme.

Scytal e sighed. It had been done with synmpathy, he told hinmself, and the
victinms certainly had known their peril. Now, the young woman woul d have to be
gi ven her chance.

Enpires do not suffer enptiness of purpose at the tine of their creation. It is
when they have becone established that ainms are | ost and replaced by vague
ritual

-Wirds of Muad' dib by Princess Irulan.



It was going to be a bad session, this neeting of the Inperial Council, Aia
realized. She sensed contention gathering force, storing up energy -- the way
Irulan refused to |l ook at Chani, Stilgar's nervous shuffling of papers, the
scow s Paul directed at Korba the Q zara.

She seated herself at the end of the gol den council table so she could | ook
out the bal cony wi ndows at the dusty light of the afternoon

Korba, interrupted by her entrance, went on with something he'd been saying
to Paul. "What | nean, miLord, is that there aren't as many gods as once there
were."

Alia | aughed, throwi ng her head back. The novenent dropped the bl ack hood of
her aba robe. Her features |ay exposed -- blue-in-blue "spice eyes," her
not her's oval face beneath a cap of bronze hair, small nose, nmouth wi de and
gener ous.

Korba's cheeks went al nost the color of his orange robe. He glared at Alia,
an angry gnone, bald and fum ng

"Do you know what's being said about your brother?" he demanded.

"I know what's being said about your Q zarate," Alia countered. "You're not
di vines, you're god's spies."

Korba gl anced at Paul for support, said: "W are sent by the wit of
Muad' di b, that He shall know the truth of H's people and they shall know the
truth of Hm"

"Spies," Alia said.

Korba pursed his lips in injured silence.

Paul | ooked at his sister, wondering why she provoked Korba. Abruptly, he
saw that Alia had passed i nto womanhood, beautiful with the first blazing
i nnocence of youth. He found hinself surprised that he hadn't noticed it unti
this moment. She was fifteen -- al nost sixteen, a Reverend Mther wi thout
not her hood, virgin priestess, object of fearful veneration for the superstitious
masses -- Alia of the Knife.

"This is not the time or place for your sister's levity," lrulan said.

Paul ignored her, nodded to Korba. "The square's full of pilgrinm. Go out
and | ead their prayer.”

"But they expect you, mLord," Korba said.

"Put on your turban," Paul said. "They'll never know at this distance."

Irulan snothered irritation at being ignored, watched Korba arise to obey.
She' d had the sudden disquieting thought that Edric might not hide her actions
fromAlia. Wat do we really know of the sister? she wondered.

Chani, hands tightly clasped in her |ap, glanced across the table at
Stilgar, her uncle, Paul's Mnister of State. Did the old Frenen Naib ever |ong
for the sinpler life of his desert sietch? she wondered. Stilgar's black hair
she noted, had begun to gray at the edges, but his eyes beneath heavy brows
remai ned far-seeing. It was the eagle stare of the wild, and his beard stil
carried the catchtube indentation of life in a stillsuit.

Made nervous by Chani's attention, Stilgar |ooked around the Counci
Chanber. Hi s gaze fell on the bal cony wi ndow and Korba standi ng outside. Korba
rai sed outstretched arnms for the benediction and a trick of the afternoon sun
cast a red halo onto the wi ndow behind him For a nmoment, Stilgar saw the Court
Q zara as a figure crucified on a fiery wheel. Korba |l owered his arns, destroyed
the illusion, but Stilgar renmmi ned shaken by it. H's thoughts went in angry
frustration to the fawning supplicants waiting in the Audience Hall, and to the
hat ef ul ponp which surrounded Miad' di b's throne.

Convening with the Enperor, one hoped for a fault in him to find m stakes,
Stilgar thought. He felt this m ght be sacrilege, but wanted it anyway.

Distant crowd nmurmuring entered the chanber as Korba returned. The bal cony
door thunped into its seals behind him shutting off the sound.



Paul 's gaze followed the Q zara. Korba took his seat at Paul's left, dark
features conposed, eyes glazed by fanaticism He'd enjoyed that nonent of
religi ous power.

"The spirit presence has been invoked," he said.

"Thank the lord for that," Alia said.

Korba's lips went white.

Agai n, Paul studied his sister, wondered at her notives. Her innocence
masked deception, he told hinself. She'd come out of the same Bene Cesserit
breedi ng program as he had. \Wat had the kw satz haderach genetics produced in
her? There was al ways that mnysterious difference: she'd been an enbryo in the
worrb when her not her had survived the raw nel ange poi son. Mther and unborn
daught er had becone Reverend Mothers simultaneously. But sinultaneity didn't
carry identity.

O the experience, Alia said that in one terrifying instant she had awakened
to consci ousness, her nenory absorbing the uncounted other-lives which her
not her was assim |l ating.

"I becane ny nother and all the others,
but | becane an old worman then and there."

Sensing his thoughts on her, Alia smled at Paul. Hi s expression softened.
How coul d anyone react to Korba with other than cynical hunor? he asked hinsel f.
What is nore ridiculous than a Death Commando transformed into a priest?

Stilgar tapped his papers, "if nmy liege permts,"” he said. "These are
matters urgent and dire."

"The Tupile Treaty?" Paul asked.

"The Guild maintains that we nust sign this treaty wi thout know ng the
preci se location of the Tupile Entente," Stilgar said. "They've sonme support
from Landsraad del egates. "

"What pressures have you brought to bear?" Irulan asked.

"Those pressures which nmy Enperor has designated for this enterprise,”
Stilgar said. The stiff formality of his reply contained all his disapproval of
the Princess Consort.

"My Lord and husband,"” lrulan said, turning to Paul, forcing himto
acknow edge her.

Enphasi zing the titular difference in front of Chani, Paul thought, is a
weakness. In such nonents, he shared Stiliar's dislike for Irulan, but synpathy
tenpered his enotions. Wiat was Irulan but a Bene Gesserit pawn?

"Yes?" Paul said.

Irulan stared at him "If you withheld their nelange

Chani shook her head in dissent.

"W tread with caution,"” Paul said. "Tupile renains the place of sanctuary
for defeated Great Houses. It synbolizes a last resort, a final place of safety
for all our subjects. Exposing the sanctuary nakes it vul nerable."

"I'f they can hide people they can hide other things," Stilgar runbled. "An
arny, perhaps, or the beginnings of nelange culture which --"

"You don't back people into a corner," Alia said. "Not if you want themto
remai n peaceful." Ruefully, she saw that she'd been drawn into the contention
whi ch she'd foreseen.

"So we've spent ten years of negotiation for nothing," lrulan said.

"None of ny brother's actions is for nothing," Alia said.

Irulan picked up a scribe, gripped it with white-knuckled intensity. Pau
saw her marshal enotional control in the Bene Gesserit way: the penetrating
inward stare, deep breathing. He could al nbost hear her repeating the litany.
Presently, she said: "What have we gai ned?"

"We've kept the Guild off bal ance,"” Chani said.

"W want to avoid a showdown confrontation with our enenmies," Alia said. "W
have no special desire to kill them There's enough butchery goi ng on under the
At r ei des banner."

she said. "I was unformed, unborn



She feels it, too, Paul thought. Strange, what a sense of conpelling
responsibility they both felt for that brawing, idolatrous universe with its
ecstasies of tranquility and wild nmotion. Miust we protect themfromthensel ves?
he wondered. They play w th nothi ngness every monent -- enpty lives, enpty
words. They ask too nmuch of me. His throat felt tight and full. How many nonents
woul d he | ose? What sons? Wat dreans? Was it worth the price his vision had
reveal ed? Who woul d ask the living of sonme far distant future, who would say to
them "But for Miad' dib, you would not be here."

"Denyi ng them their nelange woul d sol ve nothing," Chani said. "So the
Quild' s navigators would |lose their ability to see into timespace. Your Sisters
of the Bene Gesserit would |lose their truthsense. Some people night die before
their time. Conmunication would break down. Wo coul d be bl anmed?"

"They wouldn't let it come to that," Irulan said.

"Wul dn't they?" Chani asked. "Wy not? Who could blame the Guild? They'd be
hel pl ess, denobnstrably so."

"We'll sign the treaty as it stands," Paul said.

"M Lord," Stilgar said, concentrating on his hands, "there is a question in
our m nds."

"Yes?" Paul gave the old Frenen his full attention.

"You have certain . . . powers," Stilgar said. "Can you not |ocate the
Entente despite the Guild?"

Powers! Paul thought. Stilgar couldn't just say: "You're prescient. Can't
you trace a path in the future that |eads to Tupile?"

Paul | ooked at the golden surface of the table. A ways the same problem How
could he express the limts of the inexpressible? Should he speak of
fragmentation, the natural destiny of all power? How could soneone who' d never
experi enced the spice change of prescience concei ve an awareness contai ning no
| ocal i zed spacetime, no personal inage-vector nor associated sensory captives?

He | ooked at Alia, found her attention on Irulan. Alia sensed his nmovenent,
gl anced at him nodded toward Irulan. Ahhh, yes: any answer they gave would find
its way into one of Irulan's special reports to the Bene Gesserit. They never
gave up seeking an answer to their kw satz haderach

Stilgar, though, deserved an answer of sone kind. For that matter, so did
[ rul an.

"The uninitiated try to conceive of prescience as obeying a Natural Law,"
Paul said. He steepled his hands in front of him "But it'd be just as correct
to say it's heaven speaking to us, that being able to read the future is a
har moni ous act of nman's being. In other words, prediction is a natura
consequence in the wave of the present. It wears the guise of nature, you see.
But such powers cannot be used froman attitude that prestates ains and
pur poses. Does a chip caught in the wave say where it's going? There's no cause
and effect in the oracle. Causes becone occasi ons of convections and
confl uences, places where the currents nmeet. Accepting prescience, you fill your
being with concepts repugnant to the intellect. Your intellectual consciousness,
therefore, rejects them In rejecting, intellect becones a part of the
processes, and is subjugated.”

"You cannot do it?" Stilgar asked.

"Were | to seek Tupile with prescience," Paul said, speaking directly to
[rulan, "this might hide Tupile."

"Chaos!" Irulan protested. "It has no. . . no . . . consistency."

"I did say it obeys no Natural Law," Paul said.

"Then there are limts to what you can see or do with your powers?" I|rulan
asked.

Bef ore Paul could answer, Alia said: "Dear lrulan, prescience has no limts.
Not consistent? Consistency isn't a necessary aspect of the universe."

"But he said . . ."



"How can ny brother give you explicit information about the limts of
sonet hing which has no limts? The boundaries escape the intellect."

That was a nasty thing for Alia to do, Paul thought. It would alarmIrulan,
who had such a careful consciousness, so dependent upon val ues derived from
precise limts. H's gaze went to Korba, who sat in a pose of religious reverie -
- listening with the soul. How could the Q zarate use this exchange? Mre
religious nystery? Sonmething to evoke awe? No doubt.

"Then you'll sign the treaty in its present fornP" Stilgar asked.

Paul smiled. The issue of the oracle, by Stilgar's judgnent, had been
closed. Stilgar aimed only at victory, not at discovering truth. Peace, justice

and a sound coi nage -- these anchored Stilgar's universe. He wanted sonething
visible and real -- a signature on a treaty.
"Il signit," Paul said.

Stilgar took up a fresh folder. "The |latest conmmunication fromour field
conmanders in Sector |xian speaks of agitation for a constitution." The old
Fremen gl anced at Chani, who shrugged.

Irulan, who had cl osed her eyes and put both hands to her forehead in
mmenoni ¢ i npressnment, opened her eyes, studied Paul intently.

"The |xian Confederacy offers subm ssion,” Stilgar said, "but their
negoti ators question the anbunt of the Inperial Tax which they --"

"They want a legal limt to ny Imperial will," Paul said. "Who would govern
nme, the Landsraad or CHOAM?"

Stilgar remobved fromthe folder a note on instroy paper. "One of our agents
sent this menorandum from a caucus of the CHOAM minority." He read the cipher in
a flat voice: "The Throne nmust be stopped in its attenpt at a power nonopoly. W
nmust tell the truth about the Atreides, how he maneuvers behind the triple sham
of Landsraad | egislation, religious sanction and bureaucratic efficiency." He
pushed the note back into the fol der

"A constitution,” Chani rmurmured.

Paul gl anced at her, back to Stilgar. Thus the Jihad falters, Paul thought,
but not soon enough to save ne. The thought produced enotional tensions. He
remenbered his earliest visions of the Jihad-to-be, the terror and revul sion
he' d experienced. Now, of course, he knew visions of greater terrors. He had
lived with the real violence. He had seen his Frenen, charged with nystica
strength, sweep all before themin the religious war. The Ji had gained a new
perspective. It was finite, of course, a brief spasm when neasured agai nst
eternity, but beyond lay horrors to overshadow anything in the past.

Al in nmy name, Paul thought.

"Perhaps they could be given the formof a constitution," Chani suggested.
"It needn't be actual."

"Deceit is a tool of statecraft,” I|rulan agreed.

"There are limts to power, as those who put their hopes in a constitution
al ways di scover," Paul said.

Korba straightened fromhis reverent pose. "M Lord?"

"Yes?" And Paul thought. Here now Here's one who may harbor secret
synpat hi es for an inmagined rule of Law.

"We could begin with a religious constitution," Korba said, "sonething for
the faithful who --"

"No!" Paul snapped. "We will make this an Order in Council. Are you
recording this, Irulan?"

"Yes, mLord," Irulan said, voice frigid with dislike for the nenial role he
forced upon her.

"Constitutions becorme the ultimate tyranny," Paul said. "They're organized
power on such a scale as to be overwhel ning. The constitution is social power
nobi lized and it has no conscience. It can crush the highest and the | owest,
renoving all dignity and individuality. It has an unstabl e bal ance point and no
limtations. |, however, have limtations. In nmy desire to provide an ultinmate



protection for ny people, | forbid a constitution. Order in Council, this date,
etcetera, etcetera."

"What of the Ixian concern about the tax, mLord?" Stilgar asked.

Paul forced his attention away fromthe broodi ng, angry | ook on Korba's
face, said: "You've a proposal, Stil?"

"We must have control of taxes, Sire."

"Qur price to the Guild for ny signature on the Tupile Treaty," Paul said,
"is the submi ssion of the Ixian Confederacy to our tax. The Confederacy cannot
trade without Guild transport. They'll pay."

"Very good, mLord." Stilgar produced another folder, cleared his throat.
"The Q zarate's report on Sal usa Secundus. Irulan's father has been putting his
| egi ons through | andi ng maneuvers. "

Irulan found something of interest in the palmof her left hand. A pulse
t hr obbed at her neck

“Irulan,"” Paul asked, "do you persist in arguing that your father's one
legion is nothing nore than a toy?"

"What could he do with only one | egion?" she asked. She stared at hi mout of
slitted eyes.

"He could get hinmself killed," Chani said.

Paul nodded. "And |I'd be bl anmed."

"I know a few commanders in the Jihad," Alia said, "who'd pounce if they
| earned of this."

"But it's only his police force!" Irulan protested.

"Then they have no need for |anding maneuvers," Paul said. "l suggest that
your next little note to your father contain a frank and direct discussion of ny
vi ews about his delicate position.”

She | owered her gaze. "Yes, mLord. | hope that will be the end of it. My
father woul d make a good martyr."

"Mmmmm " Paul said. "My sister wouldn't send a nmessage to those conmanders
she mentioned unless | ordered it."

"An attack on ny father carries dangers other than the obvious nmilitary

ones," lrulan said. "People are beginning to | ook back on his reign with a
certain nostalgia."
"You'll go too far one day," Chani said in her deadly serious Fremen voice.
"Enough! " Paul ordered.
He wei ghed lrulan's revel ati on about public nostalgia -- ah, now that'd

carried a note of truth. Once nore, Irulan had proved her worth.

"The Bene Gesserit send a formal supplication," Stilgar said, presenting
anot her folder. "They wish to consult you about the preservation of your
bl oodl i ne."

Chani gl anced sideways at the folder as though it contai ned a deadly device.

"Send the Sisterhood the usual excuses," Paul said.

"Must we?" I|rul an demanded.

"Perhaps . . . this is the time to discuss it," Chani said

Paul shook his head sharply. They couldn't know that this was part of the
price he had not yet decided to pay.

But Chani wasn't to be stopped. "I have been to the prayer wall of Sietch
Tabr where | was born," she said. "I have submitted to doctors. | have knelt in
the desert and sent my thoughts into the depths where dwells Shai-hul ud. Yet"
she shrugged -- "nothing avails."

Sci ence and superstition, all have failed her, Paul thought. Do | fail her
too, by not telling her what bearing an heir to House Atreides will precipitate?

He | ooked up to find an expression of pity in Alia's eyes. The idea of pity from
his sister repelled him Had she, too, seen that terrifying future?

"My Lord nust know the dangers to his real mwhen he has no heir," Ilrulan
sai d, using her Bene Cesserit powers of voice with an oily persuasiveness.
"These things are naturally difficult to discuss, but they nust be brought into



the open. An Enperor is nore than a man. His figure |l eads the realm Should he
die without an heir, civil strife nust follow. As you |ove your people, you
cannot | eave themthus?"

Paul pushed hinself away fromthe table, strode to the bal cony wi ndows. A
wind was flattening the snoke of the city's fires out there. The sky presented a
dar keni ng silver-blue softened by the evening fall of dust fromthe Shield \Wall
He stared southward at the escarpnment which protected his northern |lands from
the coriolis wi nd, and he wondered why his own peace of nmind could find no such
shi el d.

The Council sat silently waiting behind him aware of how close to rage he
was.

Paul sensed tinme rushing upon him He tried to force hinself into a
tranquility of many bal ances where he might shape a new future.

Di sengage . . . disengage . . . disengage, he thought. Wat woul d happen if
he took Chani, just picked up and left with her, sought sanctuary on Tupile? His
name woul d remai n behind. The Ji had would find new and nore terrible centers
upon which to turn. He'd be blaned for that, too. He felt suddenly fearful that
in reaching for any new thing he mght let fall what was nost precious, that
even the slightest noise fromhimmght send the universe crashi ng back
recedi ng until he never could recapture any piece of it.

Bel ow him the square had becone the setting for a band of pilgrins in the
green and white of the hajj. They wended their way |ike a disjointed snake
behind a striding Arrakeen guide. They rem nded Paul that his reception hal
woul d be packed with supplicants by now. Pilgrinms! Their exercise in
honel essness had becone a di sgusting source of wealth for his Inperium The hajj
filled the spaceways with religious tramps. They came and they canme and they
cane.

How did | set this in notion? he asked hinself.

It had, of course, set itself in notion. It was in the genes which m ght
| abor for centuries to achieve this brief spasm

Driven by that deepest religious instinct, the people canme, seeking their
resurrection. The pilgrinmge ended here -- "Arrakis, the place of rebirth, the
pl ace to die."

Snide old Fremen said he wanted the pilgrinms for their water.

VWhat was it the pilgrins really sought? Paul wondered. They said they cane
to a holy place. But they must know the universe contai ned no Eden-source, no
Tupile for the soul. They called Arrakis the place of the unknown where al
nysteries were explained. This was a |ink between their universe and the next.
And the frightening thing was that they appeared to go away sati sfi ed.

What do they find here? Paul asked hinself.

Oten in their religious ecstasy, they filled the streets with screeching
like sone odd aviary. In fact, the Fremen called them "passage birds." And the
few who died here were "wi nged soul s."

Wth a sigh, Paul thought how each new planet his |egions subjugated opened
new sources of pilgrins. They cane out of gratitude for "the peace of Miad dib."
Everywhere there is peace, Paul thought. Everywhere . . . except in the

heart of Muiad' dib.

He felt that sone elenent of hinself lay imersed in frosty hoar-darkness
wi t hout end. Hi s prescient power had tanpered with the inmage of the universe
hel d by all mankind. He had shaken the safe cosnbs and repl aced security with
his Ji had. He had out-fought and out-thought and out-predicted the universe of
nmen, but a certainty filled himthat this universe still eluded him

Thi s pl anet beneath hi mwhich he had commanded be remade from desert into a
water-rich paradise, it was alive. It had a pul se as dynam c as that of any
human. It fought him resisted, slipped away fromhis commands .

A hand crept into Paul's. He | ooked down to see Chani peering up at him
concern in her eyes. Those eyes drank him and she whi spered: "Please, |ove, do



not battle with your ruh-self." An outpouring of enption swept upward from her
hand, buoyed hi m

"Si haya, " he whi spered.

"W nust go to the desert soon," she said in a | ow voi ce.

He squeezed her hand, released it, returned to the table where he renained
st andi ng.

Chani took her seat.

Irulan stared at the papers in front of Stilgar, her mouth a tight line.

“Irul an proposes herself as nother of the Inperial heir,"” Paul said. He
gl anced at Chani, back to Irulan, who refused to neet his gaze. "W all know she
hol ds no love for ne."

Irulan went very still.

"I know the political arguments," Paul said. "It's the human argunents which
concern me. | think if the Princess Consort were not bound by the commands of
the Bene Gesserit, if she did not seek this out of desires for personal power,
ny reaction mght be very different. As matters stand, though, | reject this
proposal ."

Irulan took a deep, shaky breath.

Paul , resum ng his seat, thought he had never seen her under such poor

control. Leaning toward her, he said: "lrulan, | amtruly sorry."

She lifted her chin, a | ook of pure fury in her eyes. "I don't want your
pity!" she hissed. And turning to Stilgar: "Is there nore that's urgent and
dire?"

Hol ding his gaze firmy on Paul, Stilgar said: "One nore matter, m Lord. The
Qui l d again proposes a fornmal enbassy here on Arrakis."

"One of the deep-space kind?" Korba asked, his voice full of fanatic
| oat hi ng.

"Presumably," Stilgar said.

"A matter to be considered with the utnost care, nLord," Korba warned. "The
Council of Naibs would not like it, an actual Guildsman here on Arrakis. They
contam nate the very ground they touch.™

"They live in tanks and don't touch the ground," Paul said, letting his
voice reveal irritation.

"The Nai bs might take matters into their own hands, niLord," Korba said.

Paul glared at him

"They are Frenen, after all, mLord," Korba insisted. "W well renmenber how
the Guild brought those who oppressed us. W have not forgotten the way they
bl acknmail ed a spice ransomfromus to keep our secrets from our enem es. They
drai ned us of every --"

"Enough! " Paul snapped. "Do you think |I have forgotten?"

As t hough he had just awakened to the inport of his own words, Korba

stuttered unintelligibly, then: "Mlord, forgive nme. | did not nmean to inply you
are not Fremen. | did not . . ."

"They'll send a Steersman,"” Paul said. "It isn't likely a Steersnman woul d
cone here if he could see danger in it."

Her mouth dry with sudden fear, lrulan said: "You've . . . seen a Steersman

come here?"

"Of course | haven't seen a Steersman," Paul said, mmcking her tone. "But
| can see where one's been and where one's going. Let them send us a Steersman.
Perhaps | have a use for such a one."

"So ordered," Stilgar said.

And lrulan, hiding a snmle behind her hand, thought: It's true then. Qur
Enperor cannot see a Steersman. They are nutually blind. The conspiracy is
hi dden.



"Once nore the drama begins.”
-The Enperor Paul Miad' dib on his ascension to the Lion Throne

Alia peered down fromher spy window into the great reception hall to watch
t he advance of the Guild entourage.

The sharply silver |ight of noon poured through clerestory wi ndows onto a
floor worked in green, blue and eggshell tiles to simulate a bayou with water
pl ants and, here and there, a splash of exotic color to indicate bird or animal.

CGui I dsmen noved across the tile pattern like hunters stalking their prey in
a strange jungle. They formed a novi ng desi gn of gray robes, black robes, orange

robes -- all arrayed in a deceptively random way around the transparent tank
where the Steersnan- Anbhassador swamin his orange gas. The tank slid on its
supporting field, towed by two gray-robed attendants, |ike a rectangular ship

bei ng warped into its dock

Directly beneath her, Paul sat on the Lion Throne on its raised dais. He
wore the new fornmal crown with its fish and fist enblenms. The jewel ed gol den
robes of state covered his body. The shimering of a personal shield surrounded
him Two wi ngs of bodyguards fanned out on both sides along the dais and down
the steps. Stilgar stood two steps below Paul's right hand in a white robe with
a yellow rope for a belt.

Si bling enpathy told her that Paul seethed with the sane agitation she was
experi encing, although she doubted another could detect it. H's attention
remai ned on an orange-robed attendant whose blindly staring netal eyes | ooked
neither to right nor to left. This attendant wal ked at the right front corner of
t he Ambassador's troupe like a mlitary outrider. A rather flat face beneath
curly black hair, such of his figure as could be seen beneath the orange robe,
every gesture shouted a famliar identity.

It was Duncan | daho.

It could not be Duncan |daho, yet it was.

Captive nenories absorbed in the wonb during the nonent of her nmother's
spi ce change identified this man for Alia by a rihani deci phernent which cut
t hrough all canoufl age. Paul was seeing him she knew, out of countless persona
experi ences, out of gratitudes and youthful sharing.

It was Duncan.

Alia shuddered. There could be only one answer: this was a Tleilaxu ghola, a
bei ng reconstructed fromthe dead flesh of the original. That original had
peri shed saving Paul. This could only be a product of the axolotl tanks.

The ghol a wal ked with the cock-footed al ertness of a naster swordsnman. He
cane to a halt as the Anmbassador's tank glided to a stop ten paces fromthe
steps of the dais.

In the Bene Gesserit way she could not escape, Alia read Paul's disquiet. He
no | onger | ooked at the figure out of his past. Not |ooking, his whole being
stared. Miscles strained against restrictions as he nodded to the Guild
Anmbassador, said: "I amtold your name is Edric. W welcome you to our Court in
the hope this will bring new understandi ng between us."

The Steersman assuned a sybaritic reclining pose in his orange gas, popped a
nel ange capsule into his mouth before nmeeting Paul's gaze. The tiny transducer
orbiting a corner of the Guildsman's tank reproduced a coughi ng sound, then the
raspi ng, uninvol ved voice: "I abase nyself before my Enperor and beg | eave to
present my credentials and offer a snmall gift."

An ai de passed a scroll up to Stilgar, who studied it, scowing, then nodded
to Paul. Both Stilgar and Paul turned then toward the ghola standing patiently
bel ow t he dai s.

"I ndeed my Enperor has discerned the gift," Edric said

"W are pleased to accept your credentials," Paul said. "Explain the gift."

Edric rolled in the tank, bringing his attention to bear on the ghola. "This
is a nan called Hayt," he said, spelling the name. "According to our



i nvestigators, he has a nbst curious history. He was killed here on Arrakis .
a grievous head-wound which required many nonths of regrowth. The body was
sold to the Bene Tleilax as that of a master swordsman, an adept of the G naz

School. It canme to our attention that this nust be Duncan |daho, the trusted
retai ner of your household. W bought himas a gift befitting an Enperor." Edric
peered up at Paul. "Is it not |daho, Sire?"

Restraint and caution gripped Paul's voice. "He has the aspect of I|daho."

Does Paul see sonmething | don't? Alia wondered. No! It's Duncan

The man call ed Hayt stood inpassively, metal eyes fixed straight ahead, body
rel axed. No sign escaped himto indicate he knew hinmself to be the object of
di scussi on.

"According to our best know edge, it's ldaho," Edric said.

"He's called Hayt now," Paul said. "A curious nane."

"Sire, there's no divining how or why the Tleil axu bestow nanes," Edric
sai d. "But names can be changed. The Tleilaxu nane is of little inportance.™

This is a Tleilaxu thing, Paul thought. There's the problem The Bene
Tleilax held little attachment to phenonenal nature. Good and evil carried
strange meanings in their philosophy. Wat mnight they have incorporated in
| daho's flesh -- out of design or whinf

Paul glanced at Stilgar, noted the Frenmen's superstitious awe. It was an
enotion echoed all through his Frenmen guard. Stilgar's mnd would be specul ating
about the | oathsone habits of Guildsmen, of Tleilaxu and of ghol as.

Turning toward the ghola, Paul said: "Hayt, is that your only nane?"

A serene smile spread over the ghola's dark features. The netal eyes lifted,
centered on Paul, but maintained their nechanical stare. "That is how | am
called, nmy Lord: Hayt."

In her dark spy hole, Alia trenbled. It was Idaho's voice, a quality of
sound so precise she sensed its inmprint upon her cells.

"May it please ny Lord," the ghola added, "if | say his voice gives nme
pl easure. This is a sign, say the Bene Tleilax, that | have heard the voice

before."

"But you don't know this for sure," Paul said.

"I know not hing of nmy past for sure, nmy Lord. It was explained that | can
have no nenory of ny former life. Al that remains frombefore is the pattern
set by the genes. There are, however, niches into which once famliar things nmay
fit. There are voices, places, foods, faces, sounds, actions -- a sword in ny
hand, the controls of a 'thopter "

Noting how intently the Guil dsmen watched this exchange, Paul asked: "Do you
understand that you're a gift?"

"It was explained to me, ny Lord."

Paul sat back, hands resting on the arnms of the throne.

What debt do | owe Duncan's flesh? he wondered. The man died saving ny life.
But this is not lIdaho, this is a ghola. Yet, here were body and m nd whi ch had
taught Paul to fly a 'thopter as though the wings grew fromhis own shoul ders.
Paul knew he could not pick up a sword wi thout |eaning on the harsh education
| daho had given him A ghola. This was flesh full of false inpressions, easily
nm sread. O d associations would persist. Duncan |daho. It wasn't so much a nask
the ghola wore as it was a | oose, concealing garnent of personality which noved
in away different fromwhatever the Tleilaxu had hi dden here.

"How m ght you serve us?" Paul asked.

“I'n any way ny Lord's wishes and ny capabilities agree."

Alia, watching fromher vantage point, was touched by the ghola's air of
di ffidence. She detected nothing feigned. Sonmething ultimtely innocent shone
fromthe new Duncan |daho. The original had been worldly, devil-may-care. But
this flesh had been cleansed of all that. It was a pure surface upon which the
Tleilaxu had witten . . . what?



She sensed the hidden perils in this gift then. This was a Tleil axu thing.
The Tleilaxu displayed a disturbing lack of inhibitions in what they created.
Unbridled curiosity mght guide their actions. They boasted they coul d nmake

anything fromthe proper human raw material -- devils or saints. They sold
killer-nmentats. They'd produced a killer nedic, overcom ng the Suk inhibitions
agai nst the taking of human life to do it. Their wares included willing nenials,

pliant sex toys for any whim soldiers, generals, philosophers, even an
occasi onal noralist.

Paul stirred, |ooked at Edric. "How has this gift been trai ned?" he asked.

"If it please ny Lord," Edric said, "it anused the Tleilaxu to train this
ghola as a nmentat and phil osopher of the Zensunni. Thus, they sought to increase
his abilities with the sword."

"Did they succeed?"

"I do not know, my Lord."

Paul wei ghed the answer. Truthsense told himEdric sincerely believed the
ghola to be Idaho. But there was nore. The waters of Tinme through which this
oracul ar Steersnman nmoved suggested dangers wi thout revealing them Hayt. The

Tl ei l axu nane spoke of peril. Paul felt himself tenpted to reject the gift. Even
as he felt the tenptation, he knew he couldn't choose that way. This flesh nade
demands on House Atreides -- a fact the eneny well knew.

"Zensunni phil osopher," Paul nused, once nore |ooking at the ghola. "You' ve
exam ned your own role and notives?"

"I approach ny service in an attitude of humility, Sire. | ama cl eansed
m nd washed free of the inperatives fromny human past."

"Whuld you prefer we called you Hayt or Duncan |daho?"

"My Lord may call me what he w shes, for I amnot a nane."

"But do you enjoy the name Duncan | daho?"

"I think that was my nane, Sire. It fits within me. Yet . . . it stirs up
curious responses. One's nane, | think, nmust carry nuch that's unpl easant al ong
with the pleasant."”

"What gives you the nost pleasure?" Paul asked.

Unexpect edl y, the ghola | aughed, said: "Looking for signs in others which
reveal ny fornmer self."

"Do you see such signs here?"

"Ch, yes, ny Lord. Your man Stilgar there is caught between suspicion and
admration. He was friend to nmy forner self, but this ghola flesh repels him
You, nmy Lord, admired the man | was . . . and you trusted him"

"Cl eansed mind," Paul said. "How can a cleansed mnd put itself in bondage
to us?"

"Bondage, ny Lord? The cl eansed m nd nakes decisions in the presence of
unknowns and wi t hout cause and effect. Is this bondage?"

Paul scow ed. It was a Zensunni saying, cryptic, apt -- imrersed in a creed
whi ch deni ed objective function in all nental activity. Wthout cause and
ef fect! Such thoughts shocked the mind. Unknowns? Unknowns lay in every
deci sion, even in the oracul ar vision

"You'd prefer we called you Duncan | daho?" Paul asked.

"We |ive by differences, ny Lord. Choose a nanme for ne.

"Let your Tleilaxu name stand," Paul said. "Hayt -- there's a nane inspires
caution."

Hayt bowed, nmoved back one step

And Alia wondered: How did he know the interview was over? | knew it because
| know my brother. But there was no sign a stranger could read. Did the Duncan
| daho i n hi m know?

Paul turned toward the Ambassador, said: "Quarters have been set aside for
your enbassy. It is our desire to have a private consultation with you at the
earliest opportunity. We will send for you. Let us informyou further, before
you hear it froman inaccurate source, that a Reverend Mther of the Sisterhood,



Gai us Hel en Mohiam has been renoved fromthe hei ghliner which brought you. It
was done at our command. Her presence on your ship will be an itemin our
tal ks. "

A wave of Paul's left hand dismi ssed the envoy. "Hayt," Paul said, "stay
here. "

The Anmbassador's attendants backed away, towing the tank. Edric becane
orange notion in orange gas -- eyes, a nouth, gently waving |inbs.

Paul watched until the last CGuildsman was gone, the great doors sw nging
cl osed behind t hem

I've done it now, Paul thought. I|'ve accepted the ghola. The Tleil axu
creation was bait, no doubt of it. Very likely the old hag of a Reverend Mot her
pl ayed the sane role. But it was the tine of the tarot which he'd forecast in an
early vision. The dammable tarot! It nuddied the waters of Time until the
prescient strained to detect nmonents but an hour off. Many a fish took the bait
and escaped, he rem nded hinself. And the tarot worked for himas well as
agai nst him Wat he could not see, others m ght not detect as well

The ghol a stood, head cocked to one side, waiting.

Stilgar noved across the steps, hid the ghola from Paul's view In Chakobsa,
the hunting | anguage of their sietch days, Stilgar said: "That creature in the
tank gives ne the shudders, Sire, but this gift! Send it away!"

In the same tongue, Paul said: "I cannot."

"I daho's dead," Stilgar argued. "This isn't lIdaho. Let ne take its water for
the tribe."

"The ghola is nmy problem Stil. Your problemis our prisoner. | want the
Reverend Mot her guarded nost carefully by the men | trained to resist the wiles
of Voice."

“I Iike this not, Sire."

“I'"ll be cautious, Stil. See that you are, too."

"Very well, Sire." Stilgar stepped down to the floor of the hall, passed
close to Hayt, sniffed himand strode out.

Evil can be detected by its snell, Paul thought. Stilgar had planted the
green and white Atreides banner on a dozen worlds, but renained superstitious
Fremen, proof against any sophistication.

Paul studied the gift.

"Duncan, Duncan," he whispered. "Wat have they done to you?"

"They gave ne life, nmLord," Hayt said.

"But why were you trained and given to us?" Paul asked.

Hayt pursed his lips, then: "They intend ne to destroy you."

The statenent's candor shook Paul. But then, how el se could a Zensunni -
nmentat respond? Even in a ghola, a nentat could speak no | ess than the truth,
especially out of Zensunni inner calm This was a human conmputer, mnd and
nervous systemfitted to the tasks rel egated | ong ago to hated mechanica
devices. To condition himalso as a Zensunni meant a double ration of honesty .

unl ess the Tleilaxu had built something even nmore odd into this flesh.

Wiy, for exanple, the mechanical eyes? Tleil axu boasted their netal eyes
i nproved on the original. Strange, then, that nore Tleilaxu didn't wear them out
of choi ce.

Paul glanced up at Alia's spy hole, longed for her presence and advice, for
counsel not clouded by feelings of responsibility and debt.

Once nore, he | ooked at the ghola. This was no frivolous gift. It gave
honest answers to dangerous questions.

It nakes no difference that | know this is a weapon to be used agai nst ne,
Paul thought.

"What should | do to protect nyself from you?" Paul asked. It was direct
speech, no royal "we," but a question as he might have put it to the old Duncan
| daho.

"Send me away, nilLord."



Paul shook his head fromside to side. "How are you to destroy ne?"
Hayt | ooked at the guards, who'd noved closer to Paul after Stilgar's

departure. He turned, cast his gaze around the hall, brought his nmetal eyes back
to bear on Paul, nodded.
"This is a place where a nman draws away from people,"” Hayt said. "It speaks

of such power that one can contenplate it confortably only in the renmenbrance
that all things are finite. Did ny Lord's oracular powers plot his course into
this place?"

Paul drummed his fingers against the throne's arnms. The mentat sought data,
but the question disturbed him "I came to this position by strong decisions .

not always out of ny other . . . abilities."

"Strong decisions,"” Hayt said. "These tenper a nman's life. One can take the
temper fromfine netal by heating it and allowing it to cool w thout quenching.”

"Do you divert ne with Zensunni prattle?" Paul asked.

"Zensunni has ot her avenues to explore, Sire, than diversion and display."

Paul wet his lips with his tongue, drew in a deep breath, set his own
t houghts into the counterbal ance poise of the nmentat. Negative answers arose
around him It wasn't expected that he'd go haring after the ghola to the
exclusion of other duties. No, that wasn't it. Wiy a Zensunni-nentat? Phil osophy
. words . . . contenplation . . . inward searching . . . He felt the
weakness of his data.

"We need nore data," he nuttered.

"The facts needed by a nmentat do not brush off onto one as you m ght gather
pol Il en on your robe while passing through a field of flowers,"” Hayt said. "One
chooses his pollen carefully, exam nes it under powerful anplification."

"You nmust teach nme this Zensunni way with rhetoric," Paul said.

The netallic eyes glittered at himfor a nonent, then: "M Lord, perhaps
that's what was intended."

To blunt ny will with words and ideas? Paul wonder ed.

"I deas are nost to feared when they becone actions," Paul said.

"Send me away, Sire," Hayt said, and it was Duncan | daho's voice full of
concern for "the young nmaster."

Paul felt trapped by that voice. He couldn't send that voice away, even when
it cane froma ghola. "You will stay," he said, "and we'll both exercise
caution."

Hayt bowed i n subm ssion

Paul glanced up at the spy hole, eyes pleading for Alia to take this gift
off his hands and ferret out its secrets. Gholas were ghosts to frighten
children. He'd never thought to know one. To know this one, he had to set

hi nsel f above all conpassion . . . and he wasn't certain he could do it. Duncan
. Duncan . . . Were was Idaho in this shaped-to-neasure flesh? It wasn't
flesh . . . it was a shroud in fleshly shape! Idaho |ay dead forever on the

floor of an Arrakeen cavern. Hi s ghost stared out of netal eyes. Two beings
stood side by side in this revenant flesh. One was a threat with its force and
nat ure hi dden behi nd uni que veils.

Closing his eyes, Paul allowed old visions to sift through his awareness. He
sensed the spirits of love and hate spouting there in a rolling sea fromwhich
no rock lifted above the chaos. No place at all fromwhich to survey turnoil.

Wiy has no vision shown ne this new Duncan | daho? he asked hinsel f. WWat
conceal ed Tine froman oracle? Ot her oracles, obviously.

Paul opened his eyes, asked: "Hayt, do you have the power of prescience?"

“No, mLord."

Sincerity spoke in that voice. It was possible the ghola didn't know he
possessed this ability, of course. But that'd hanmper his working as a nentat.
What was the hi dden design?



A d visions surged around Paul. Wuld he have to choose the terrible way?
Distorted Tinme hinted at this ghola in that hideous future. Wuld that way cl ose
in upon himno nmatter what he did?

Di sengage . . . disengage . . . disengage

The thought tolled in his mnd

In her position above Paul, Alia sat with chin cupped in left hand, stared
down at the ghola. A nmmgnetic attraction about this Hayt reached up to her
Tleil axu restoration had given himyouth, an innocent intensity which called out
to her. She'd understood Paul's unspoken plea. When oracles failed, one turned
to real spies and physical powers. She wondered, though, at her own eagerness to
accept this challenge. She felt a positive desire to be near this new man,
perhaps to touch him

He's a danger to both of us, she thought.

Truth suffers fromtoo nuch anal ysis.
- Anci ent Frenen Sayi ng

"Reverend Mot her, | shudder to see you in such circunstances,” |rulan said.

She stood just inside the cell door, measuring the various capacities of the
roomin her Bene Cesserit way. It was a three-neter cube carved with cutterays
fromthe veined brown rock beneath Paul's Keep. For furnishings, it contained
one flinmsy basket chair occupied now by the Reverend Mther Gaius Hel en Mohiam
a pallet with a brown cover upon which had been spread a deck of the new Dune
Tarot cards, a netered water tap above a reclamation basin, a Frenen privy with
noi sture seals. It was all sparse, primtive. Yellow |light came from anchored
and caged gl owgl obes at the four corners of the ceiling.

"You've sent word to the Lady Jessica?" the Reverend Mther asked.

"Yes, but | don't expect her to lift one finger against her firstborn,"
Irulan said. She glanced at the cards. They spoke of the powerful turning their
backs on supplicants. The card of the Great Worm | ay beneath Desol ate Sand
Pati ence was counseled. Did one require the tarot to see this? she asked
hersel f.

A guard stood outside watching themthrough a netaglass wi ndow in the door.
Irulan knew there'd be other nonitors on this encounter. She had put in much
t hought and pl anning before daring to cone here. To have stayed away carried its
own perils, though.

The Reverend Mdther had been engaged in prajna nmeditation interspersed with
exam nations of the tarot. Despite a feeling that she woul d never |eave Arrakis
alive, she had achi eved a neasure of calmthrough this. One's oracul ar powers
m ght be snmall, but nuddy water was nuddy water. And there was al ways the Litany
Agai nst Fear.

She had yet to assimilate the inmport of the actions which had precipitated
her into this cell. Dark suspicions brooded in her mind (and the tarot hinted at
confirmations). Was it possible the Guild had planned this?

A yel |l ow-robed Q zara, head shaved for a turban, beady eyes of total blue in
a bland round face, skin |eathered by the wind and sun of Arrakis, had awaited
her on the heighliner's reception bridge. He had | ooked up froma bulb of spice-
cof fee being served by an obsequi ous steward, studied her a nonent, put down the
cof fee bul b.

"You are the Reverend Mther Gaius Hel en Mhian?"

To replay those words in her mnd was to bring that nmoment alive in the
menory. Her throat had constricted with an unmanageabl e spasm of fear. How had
one of the Enperor's minions |earned of her presence on the heighliner?

"It came to our attention that you were aboard,"” the Q zara said. "Have you
forgotten that you are denied perm ssion to set foot on the holy planet?"



"l am not on Arrakis,
free space.”

"There is no such thing as free space, Madane."

She read hate mingled with profound suspicion in his tone.

"Miad' di b rul es everywhere," he said.

"Arrakis is not nmy destination," she insisted.

"Arrakis is the destination of everyone," he said. And she feared for a
nmonent that he would launch into a recital of the mystical itinerary which
pilgrims followed. (This very ship had carried thousands of them)

But the Q zara had pulled a golden anulet from beneath his robe, kissed it,
touched it to his forehead and placed it to his right ear, listened. Presently,
he restored the amulet to its hidden place.

"You are ordered to gather your |uggage and acconpany ne to Arrakis."

"But | have business el sewhere!™

she said. "I'ma passenger on a GQuild heighliner in

In that noment, she suspected Guild perfidy . . . or exposure through sone
transcendent power of the Enperor or his sister. Perhaps the Steersman did not
conceal the conspiracy, after all. The abonmination, Alia, certainly possessed

the abilities of a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mther. What happened when those
powers were coupled with the forces which worked in her brother?

"At once!" the Q zara snapped.

Everything in her cried out against setting foot once nore on that accursed
desert planet. Here was where the Lady Jessica had turned agai nst the
Si sterhood. Here was where they'd | ost Paul Atreides, the kw satz haderach
t hey' d sought through | ong generations of careful breeding.

"At once," she agreed.

"There's little time," the Q zara said. "Wen the Enperor conmmands, all his
subj ects obey."

So the order had conme from Paul

She thought of protesting to the heighliner's Navigator-Comander, but the
futility of such a gesture stopped her. Wat could the Guild do?

"The Enmperor has said | nust die if | set foot on Dune," she said, naking a
| ast desperate effort. "You spoke of this yourself. You are condemming nme if you
take me down there."

"Say no nore," the Q zara ordered. "The thing is ordained."

That was how t hey al ways spoke of Inperial conmmands, she knew. Ordai ned! The
holy rul er whose eyes could pierce the future had spoken. Wat nust be nust be.
He had seen it, had He not?

Wth the sick feeling that she was caught in a web of her own spinning, she
had turned to obey.

And the web had becone a cell which Irulan could visit. She saw that Irul an
had aged sonmewhat since their nmeeting on Wallach I X. New |ines of worry spread
fromthe corners of her eyes. Well . . . tine to see if this Sister of the Bene
Gesserit could obey her vows.

"I"ve had worse quarters," the Reverend Mther said. "Do you come fromthe
Enperor?" And she allowed her fingers to nove as though in agitation.

Irulan read the noving fingers and her own fingers flashed an answer as she
spoke, saying: "No -- | canme as soon as | heard you were here."

"Wn't the Enperor be angry?" the Reverend Mt her asked. Again, her fingers
noved: inperative, pressing, demandi ng.

"Let himbe angry. You were ny teacher in the Sisterhood, just as you were
the teacher of his own nother. Does he think I will turn nmy back on you as she
has done?" And Irulan's finger-tal k nade excuses, begged.

The Reverend Mt her sighed. On the surface, it was the sigh of a prisoner
benpani ng her fate, but inwardly she felt the response as a coment on Irul an
It was futile to hope the Atrei des Emperor's precious gene pattern could be
preserved through this instrument. No matter her beauty, this Princess was
flawed. Under that veneer of sexual attraction lived a whining shrew nore



interested in words than in actions. Irulan was still a Bene Gesserit, though
and the Sisterhood reserved certain techniques to use on sone of its weaker
vessel s as insurance that vital instructions would be carried out.

Beneath small tal k about a softer pallet, better food, the Reverend Mot her
brought up her arsenal of persuasion and gave her orders: the brother-sister
crossbreedi ng nust be explored. (lrulan al nost broke at receiving this conmand.)

"I must have my chance!" Irulan's fingers pl eaded.

"You' ve had your chance," the Reverend Mot her countered. And she was
explicit in her instructions: Was the Enperor ever angry with his concubine? H s
uni que powers nust nmeke himlonely. To whom could he speak in any hope of being
under st ood? To the sister, obviously. She shared this |oneliness. The depth of
t heir comuni on nust be exploited. Cpportunities nust be created to throw t hem
together in privacy. Intimte encounters must be arranged. The possibility of
elimnating the concubi ne must be explored. Gief dissolved traditiona
barriers.

Irulan protested. If Chani were killed, suspicion would fasten i nmedi ately
upon the Princess-Consort. Besides, there were other problens. Chani had
fastened upon an ancient Fremen diet supposed to pronote fertility and the diet
elimnated all opportunity for adm nistering the contraceptive drugs. Lifting
t he suppressives woul d nake Chani even nore fertile.

The Reverend Mdther was outraged and concealed it with difficulty while her
fingers flashed their demands. Wiy had this infornmati on not been conveyed at the
begi nni ng of their conversation? How could Irulan be that stupid? If Chan
concei ved and bore a son, the Enperor would declare the child his heir

Irulan protested that she understood the dangers, but the genes m ght not be
totally lost.

Dam such stupidity! the Reverend Mot her raged. Wio knew what suppressions
and genetic entangl enents Chani mght introduce fromher wild Frenmen strain? The
Si sterhood must have only the pure line! And an heir would renew Paul's
anbitions, spur himto new efforts in consolidating his Enpire. The conspiracy
could not afford such a setback

Def ensively, Irulan wanted to know how she coul d have prevented Chani from
trying this diet?

But the Reverend Mdther was in no nood for excuses. Irulan received explicit
instructions nowto neet this newthreat. |If Chani conceived, an abortifact nust
be introduced into her food or drink. Either that, or she nust be killed. An
heir to the throne fromthat source nust be prevented at all costs.

An abortifact woul d be as dangerous as an open attack on the concubi ne.

Irul an objected. She trenbled at the thought of trying to kill Chani

Was |rul an deterred by danger? The Reverend Mther wanted to know, her
finger-tal k conveyi ng deep scorn

Angered, lrulan signaled that she knew her value as an agent in the roya
househol d. Did the conspiracy wish to waste such a val uabl e agent? Was she to be
t hrown away? In what other way could they keep this close a watch on the
Enperor? O had they introduced another agent into the househol d? Was that it?
Was she to be used now, desperately, and for the last tine?

In a war, all values acquired new rel ati onshi ps, the Reverend Mt her
countered. Their greatest peril was that House Atreides should secure itself
with an Inperial line. The Sisterhood could not take such a risk. This went far
beyond the danger to the Atrei des genetic pattern. Let Paul anchor his famly to
the throne and the Sisterhood could | ook forward to centuries of disruption for
its prograns.

I rul an understood the argunent, but she couldn't escape the thought that a
deci si on had been made to spend the Princess-Consort for sonething of great
val ue. Was there sonething she shoul d know about the ghol a? Irul an ventured.

The Reverend Mdther wanted to know if Irulan thought the Sisterhood conposed
of fools. When had they ever failed to tell Irulan all she should know?



It was no answer, but an adm ssion of conceal nent, Irulan saw. It said she
woul d be told no nobre than she needed to know.

How coul d they be certain the ghola was capabl e of destroying the Enperor?
I rul an asked.

She could just as well have asked if nel ange were capabl e of destruction
t he Reverend Mdther countered.

It was a rebuke with a subtle nessage, Irulan realized. The Bene Cesserit
"whip that instructs" informed her that she shoul d have understood | ong ago this
simlarity between the spice and the ghola. Mel ange was val uable, but it exacted

a price -- addiction. It added years to a life -- decades for sone -- but it was
still just another way to die.

The ghol a was sonet hing of deadly val ue.

The obvi ous way to prevent an unwanted birth was to kill the prospective

not her before conception, the Reverend Mother signaled, returning to the attack

O course, lrulan thought. If you decide to spend a certain sum get as nuch
for it as you can.

The Reverend Mdther's eyes, dark with the blue brilliance of her nel ange
addi ction, stared up at lrulan, measuring, waiting, observing nminutiae.

She reads nme clearly, Irulan thought with di smay. She trained ne and
observed ne in that training. She knows | realize what decision has been taken
here. She only observes now to see how |l will take this know edge. Well, | wll
take it as a Bene Gesserit and a princess.

Irulan managed a smle, pulled herself erect, thought of the evocative
openi ng passage of the Litany Against Fear:

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

brings total obliteration. I will face ny fear "
When cal mess had returned, she thought: Let themspend ne. | will show them
what a princess is worth. Perhaps I'll buy them nore than they expected.

After a few nore enpty vocalizations to bind off the interview Irulan
depart ed.

When she had gone, the Reverend Mother returned to her tarot cards, |aying
themout in the fire-eddy pattern. Inmmediately, she got the Kw satz Haderach of
the Major Arcana and the card lay coupled with the Eight of Ships: the sibyl
hoodwi nked and betrayed. These were not cards of good omen: they spoke of
conceal ed resources for her enenies.

She turned away fromthe cards, sat in agitation, wondering if Ilrulan m ght
yet destroy them

The Frenmen see her as the Earth Figure, a deni goddess whose special charge is to
protect the tribes through her powers of violence. She is Reverend Mther to
their Reverend Mothers. To pilgrinm who seek her out with demands that she
restore virility or make the barren fruitful, she is a formof antinmentat. She
feeds on that proof that the "analytic" has limts. She represents ultimte
tension. She is the virgin-harlot -- witty, vulgar, cruel, as destructive in her
whinms as a coriolis storm

-St. Alia of the Knife as taken from The Irul an Report

Alia stood Iike a black-robed sentinel figure on the south platform of her
tenple, the Fane of the Oracle which Paul's Frenen cohorts had built for her
against a wall of his stronghol d.

She hated this part of her life, but knew no way to evade the tenple without
bringi ng down destruction upon themall. The pilgrims (damm theml) grew nore
nunerous every day. The tenple's | ower porch was crowded with them Vendors
noved anong the pilgrinms, and there were m nor sorcerers, haruspices, diviners,
all working their trade in pitiful imtation of Paul Miad' dib and his sister



Red and green packages containing the new Dune Tarot were prom nent anong
the vendors' wares, Alia saw. She wondered about the tarot. Who was feeding this
device into the Arrakeen narket? Why had the tarot sprung to prom nence at this
particular tinme and place? Was it to muddy Ti me? Spice addiction always conveyed
sone sensitivity to prediction. Frenen were notoriously fey. Was it an acci dent
that so many of them dabbled in portents and omens here and now? She decided to
seek an answer at the first opportunity.

There was a wind fromthe southeast, a snall |eftover wind blunted by the
scarp of the Shield Wall which | oomed high in these northern reaches. The rim
gl owed orange through a thin dust haze underlighted by the |ate afternoon sun
It was a hot wi nd against her cheeks and it made her honesick for the sand, for
the security of open spaces.

The | ast of the day's npb began descendi ng the broad greenstone steps of the
| ower porch, singly and in groups, a few pausing to stare at the keepsakes and
holy anmul ets on the street vendors' racks, sone consulting one |ast mnor
sorcerer. Pilgrinms, supplicants, townfol k, Fremen, vendors closing up for the
day -- they forned a straggling line that trailed off into the pal mlined avenue
which led to the heart of the city.

Alia's eyes picked out the Fremen, marking the frozen | ooks of superstitious
awe on their faces, the half-wild way they kept their distance fromthe others.
They were her strength and her peril. They still captured giant worns for
transport, for sport and for sacrifice. They resented the offworld pilgrinms,
barely tolerated the townfol k of graben and pan, hated the cynicismthey saw in
the street vendors. One did not jostle a wild Frenmen, even in a nob such as the
ones which swarned to Alia's Fane. There were no knifings in the Sacred
Precincts, but bodies had been found . . . later.

The departing swarmhad stirred up dust. The flinty odor cane to Alia's
nostrils, ignited another pang of longing for the open bled. Her sense of the
past, she realized, had been sharpened by the coming of the ghola. There'd been
much pl easure in those untramrel ed days before her brother had nounted the
throne -- time for joking, time for small things, tinme to enjoy a cool norning
or a sunset, tine . . . time. . . time . . . Even danger had been good in those
days -- cl ean danger from known sources. No need then to strain the lints of
prescience, to peer through nurky veils for frustrating glinpses of the future.

WIld Frenen said it well: "Four things cannot be hidden -- |ove, snpbke, a
pillar of fire and a man striding across the open bled."

Wth an abrupt feeling of revulsion, Alia retreated fromthe platforminto
t he shadows of the Fane, strode al ong the bal cony which | ooked down into the
gl i steni ng opal escence of her Hall of Oracles. Sand on the tiles rasped beneath
her feet. Supplicants always tracked sand into the Sacred Chanbers! She ignored
attendants, guards, postulants, the Q zarate's omipresent priest-sycophants,
plunged into the spiral passage which tw sted upward to her private quarters.
There, am dst divans, deep rugs, tent hangi ngs and nenentos of the desert, she
di smi ssed the Frenen amazons Stilgar had assigned as her personal guardi ans.

Wat chdogs, nore |ikely! Wen they had gone, nuttering and objecting, but nore
fearful of her than they were of Stilgar, she stripped off her robe, |eaving
only the sheathed crysknife on its thong around her neck, strewed garnents
behi nd as she made for the bath.

He was near, she knew -- that shadowfigure of a nman she could sense in her
future, but could not see. It angered her that no power of prescience could put
flesh on that figure. He could be sensed only at unexpected nmonents while she
scanned the lives of others. Or she cane upon a snoky outline in solitary
dar kness when i nnocence |lay coupled with desire. He stood just beyond an unfixed
hori zon, and she felt that if she strained her talents to an unexpected
intensity she might see him He was there -- a constant assault on her
awar eness: fierce, dangerous, inmoral.



Moi st warm air surrounded her in the tub. Here was a habit she had | earned
fromthe nenory-entities of the uncounted Reverend Modthers who were strung out
in her awareness like pearls on a gl owi ng necklace. Water, warmwater in a
sunken tub, accepted her skin as she slid into it. Geen tiles with figures of
red fish worked into a sea pattern surrounded the water. Such an abundance of
wat er occupied this space that a Frenmen of old would have been outraged to see
it used nmerely for washing human fl esh.

He was near.

It was lust in tension with chastity, she thought. Her flesh desired a nate.
Sex held no casual nystery for a Reverend Mdther who had presided at the sietch
orgies. The tau awareness of her other-selves could supply any detail her
curiosity required. This feeling of nearness could be nothing other than flesh
reaching for flesh.

Need for action fought lethargy in the warm water.

Abruptly, Alia clinbed dripping fromthe bath, strode wet and naked into the
trai ni ng chanber which adjoined her bedroom The chanber, oblong and skylighted,
contai ned the gross and subtle instrunents which toned a Bene Gesserit adept
into ultimte physical and mental awareness / preparedness. There were menonic
amplifiers, digit mlls fromlx to strengthen and sensitize fingers and toes,
odor synthesizers, tactility sensitizers, tenperature gradient fields, pattern
betrayers to prevent her falling into detectable habits, al pha-wave-response
trainers, blink-synchronizers to tone abilities in light / dark / spectrum
anal ysi s

In ten-centimeter letters along one wall, witten by her own hand in
mmenoni ¢ pai nt, stood the key remi nder fromthe Bene Gesserit Creed:

"Before us, all nethods of learning were tainted by instinct. W |earned how
to learn. Before us, instinct-ridden researchers possessed a |limted attention
span -- often no longer than a single lifetime. Projects stretching across fifty
or nore lifetimes never occurred to them The concept of total nuscle / nerve
trai ning had not entered awareness."

As she noved into the training room Alia caught her own reflection
nmul tiplied thousands of tines in the crystal prisns of a fencing mirror sw nging
in the heart of a target dummy. She saw the |long sword waiting on its brackets
agai nst the target, and she thought: Yes! I'll work myself to exhaustion --
drain the flesh and clear the mnd

The sword felt right in her hand. She slipped the crysknife fromits sheath
at her neck, held it sinister, tapped the activating stud with the sword tip
Resi stance cane alive as the aura of the target shield built up, pushing her
weapon slowy and firmy away.

Prisms glittered. The target slipped to her |eft.

Alia followed with the tip of the |ong bl ade, thinking as she often did that
the thing could alnost be alive. But it was only servonotors and conpl ex
reflector circuits designed to lure the eyes away from danger, to confuse and
teach. It was an instrument geared to react as she reacted, an anti-self which
noved as she noved, balancing light on its prisns, shifting its target, offering
its counter-bl ade.

Many bl ades appeared to |lunge at her fromthe prisns, but only one was real
She countered the real one, slipped the sword past shield resistance to tap the
target. A marker light cane alive: red and glistening among the prisms
nore di straction.

Again the thing attacked, noving at one-nmarker speed now, just a bit faster
than it had at the begi nning.

She parried and, against all caution, noved into the danger zone, scored
with the crysknife.

Two lights glowed fromthe prisns.

Agai n, the thing increased speed, noving out on its rollers, drawn like a
magnet to the notions of her body and the tip of her sword.



Attack -- parry -- counter

Attack -- parry -- counter

She had four lights alive in there now, and the thing was beconing nore
dangerous, noving faster with each light, offering nore areas of confusion

Five |ights.

Sweat glistened on her naked skin. She existed nowin a universe whose
di nensi ons were outlined by the threatening blade, the target, bare feet against

the practice floor, senses / nerves / muscles -- notion agai nst notion.
Attack -- parry -- counter
Six lights . . . seven .
Ei ght!

She had never before risked eight.

In a recess of her mind there grew a sense of urgency, a crying out against
such wildness as this. The instrument of prisns and target could not think, fee
caution or renorse. And it carried a real blade. To go against |ess defeated the

pur pose of such training. That attacking blade could maimand it could kill. But
the finest swordsnen in the Inperiumnever went against nore than seven |ights.
Ni ne!

Alia experienced a sense of supreme exaltation. Attacking bl ade and target
becarme bl urs anong blurs. She felt that the sword in her hand had cone alive.
She was an anti-target. She did not nove the blade; it noved her

Ten!

El even!

Sonet hi ng fl ashed past her shoul der, slowed at the shield aura around the
target, slid through and tripped the deactivating stud. The |ights darkened.
Prisms and target twisted their way to stillness.

Alia whirled, angered by the intrusion, but her reaction was thrown into
tensi on by awareness of the suprenme ability which had hurled that knife. It had
been a throwtined to exquisite nicety -- just fast enough to get through the
shield zone and not too fast to be defl ected.

And it had touched a one-millineter spot within an eleven-light target.

Alia found her own enotions and tensions running down in a nmanner not unlike
that of the target dummy. She was not at all surprised to see who had thrown the
kni fe.

Paul stood just inside the training roomdoorway, Stilgar three steps behind
him Her brother's eyes were squinted in anger

Alia, growi ng conscious of her nudity, thought to cover herself, found the
i dea amusi ng. What the eyes had seen could not be erased. Slowy, she replaced
the crysknife in its sheath at her neck

"I mght've known," she said.

"I presune you know how dangerous that was," Paul said. He took his tine
readi ng the reactions on her face and body: the flush of her exertions coloring
her skin, the wet fullness of her lips. There was a disquieting femal eness about
her that he had never considered in his sister. He found it odd that he could
| ook at a person who was this close to himand no | onger recognize her in the
identity framework which had seened so fixed and famliar

"That was madness," Stilgar rasped, comng up to stand besi de Paul

The words were angry, but Alia heard awe in his voice, sawit in his eyes.

"El even lights," Paul said, shaking his head.

“I'd have made it twelve if you hadn't interfered," she said. She began, to
pal e under his close regard, added: "And why do the damed things have that many
lights if we're not supposed to try for then"

"A Bene Gesserit should ask the reasoning behind an open-ended systen?" Pau
asked.

"I suppose you never tried for nore than seven!" she said, anger returning.
His attentive posture began to annoy her



"Just once," Paul said. "Gurney Halleck caught nme on ten. My puni shnent was
sufficiently enbarrassing that I won't tell you what he did. And speaking of
enbar r assnent "

"Next time, perhaps you'll have yoursel ves announced," she said. She brushed
past Paul into the bedroom found a | oose gray robe, slipped into it, began
brushing her hair before a wall mirror. She felt sweaty, sad, a post-coitus kind
of sadness that left her with a desire to bathe once more . . . and to sl eep.
"Why' re you here?" she asked.

"My Lord," Stilgar said. There was an odd inflection in his voice that
brought Alia around to stare at him

"We're here at Irulan's suggestion,” Paul said, "as strange as that may
seem She believes, and information in Stil's possession appears to confirmit,
that our enemi es are about to nake a mapjor try for -- "

"My Lord!" Stilgar said, his voice sharper

As her brother turned, questioning, Alia continued to |ook at the old Frenen
Nai b. Sonmet hi ng about hi m now made her intensely aware that he was one of the
primtives. Stilgar believed in a supernatural world very near him It spoke to
himin a sinple pagan tongue dispelling all doubts. The natural universe in
whi ch he stood was fierce, unstoppable, and it |acked the common norality of the
| mperium

"Yes, Stil," Paul said. "Do you want to tell her why we canme?"

"This isn't the time to talk of why we cane," Stilgar said.

"What's wong, Stil?"

Stilgar continued to stare at Alia. "Sire, are you blind?"

Paul turned back to his sister, a feeling of unease beginning to fill him
O all his aides, only Stilgar dared speak to himin that tone, but even Stil gar
neasured the occasion by its need.

"This one must have a mate!" Stilgar blurted. "There'll be trouble if she's
not wed, and that soon."

Alia whirled away, her face suddenly hot. How did he touch nme? she wonder ed.
Bene Gesserit self-control had been powerless to prevent her reaction. How had
Stilgar done that? He hadn't the power of the Voice. She felt di smayed and
angry.

"Listen to the great Stilgar!" Alia said, keeping her back to them aware of
a shrewish quality in her voice and unable to hide it. "Advice to mai dens from
Stilgar, the Fremen!"

"As | love you both, | nust speak," Stilgar said, a profound dignity in his
tone. "I did not become a chieftain anong the Fremen by being blind to what
noves men and wonen together. One needs no nysterious powers for this.”

Paul wei ghed Stilgar's neaning, reviewed what they had seen here and his own
undeni abl e mal e reaction to his own sister. Yes -- there'd been a ruttish air
about Alia, sonething wildly wanton. What had nade her enter the practice floor
in the nude? And risking her life in that fool hardy way! Eleven lights in the
fencing prisms! That brainless automaton |loomed in his mind with all the aspects
of an ancient horror creature. Its possession was the shibboleth of this age,
but it carried also the taint of old imuorality. Once, they'd been guided by an
artificial intelligence, conputer brains. The Butlerian Jihad had ended that,
but it hadn't ended the aura of aristocratic vice which enclosed such things.

Stilgar was right, of course. They nust find a mate for Alia.

“I will see toit," Paul said. "Alia and | will discuss this later --
privately."

Alia turned around, focused on Paul. Knowi ng how his nind worked, she
realized she'd been the subject of a mentat decision, uncounted bits falling
toget her in that human-conmputer analysis. There was an inexorable quality to
this realization -- a novenment |ike the novenent of planets. It carried
sonet hing of the order of the universe init, inevitable and terrifying.

"Sire," Stilgar said, "perhaps we'd -- "



"Not now! " Paul snapped. "We've other problens at the nonent."

Awar e that she dared not try to match logic with her brother, Alia put the
past few nmoments aside, Bene Gesserit fashion, said: "lrulan sent you?" She
found hersel f experiencing nenace in that thought.

"Indirectly," Paul said. "The information she gives us confirms our
suspicion that the Guild is about to try for a sandworm ™

"They'l|l try to capture a small one and attenpt to start the spice cycle on
some other world," Stilgar said. "It neans they' ve found a world they consider
sui table."

"I't neans they have Fremen acconplices!"” Alia argued. "No of fworlder could
capture a worm "

"That goes without saying," Stilgar said.

“"No, it doesn't," Alia said. She was outraged by such obtuseness. "Paul
certainly you . "

"The rot is setting in," Paul said. "W've known that for quite sone tine.
"I'"ve never seen this other world, though, and that bothers ne. If they -- "

"That bothers you?" Alia demanded. "It nmeans only that they've clouded its
location with Steersnen the way they hide their sanctuaries.”

Stilgar opened his mouth, closed it w thout speaking. He had the
overwhel mi ng sensation that his idols had admtted bl asphenous weakness.

Paul , sensing Stilgar's disquiet, said: "W' ve an i mediate problen | want
your opinion, Alia. Stilgar suggests we expand our patrols in the open bled and
reinforce the sietch watch. It's just possible we could spot a | anding party and
prevent the -- "

"Wth a Steersman guiding then?" Alia asked.

"They are desperate, aren't they?" Paul agreed. "That is why |I'mhere."

"What've they seen that we haven't?" Alia asked.

"Precisely."

Ali a nodded, remenbering her thoughts about the new Dune Tarot. Quickly, she
recounted her fears.

"Throwi ng a bl anket over us," Paul said.
"Wth adequate patrols," Stilgar ventured, "we might prevent the -- "
"W prevent nothing . . . forever," Alia said. She didn't like the feel of

the way Stilgar's mind was working now He had narrowed his scope, elinnated
obvi ous essentials. This was not the Stilgar she renenbered.

"W nust count on their getting a worm" Paul said. "Whether they can start
t he nel ange cycle on another planet is a different question. They'|ll need nore
than a worm "

Stilgar | ooked frombrother to sister. Qut of ecol ogi cal thinking that had
been ground into himby sietch |ife, he grasped their nmeaning. A captive worm
couldn't live except within a bit of Arrakis -- sand plankton, Little Makers and
all. The Quild's problemwas |arge, but not inpossible. H's own grow ng
uncertainty lay in a different area.

"Then your visions do not detect the Guild at its work?" he asked.

"Damation!" Paul expl oded.

Alia studied Stilgar, sensing the savage sideshow of ideas taking place in
his mnd. He was hung on a rack of enchantment. Magic! Magic! To glinpse the
future was to steal terrifying fire froma sacred flane. It held the attraction
of ultimate peril, souls ventured and | ost. One brought back fromthe form ess,
danger ous di stances sonething with formand power. But Stilgar was beginning to
sense other forces, perhaps greater powers beyond that unknown horizon. H's
Queen Wtch and Sorcerer Friend betrayed dangerous weaknesses.

"Stilgar," Alia said, fighting to hold him "you stand in a valley between
dunes. | stand on the crest. | see where you do not see. And, anong ot her
things, | see nountai ns which conceal the distances."

"There are things hidden fromyou,
"All power is limted," Alia said.

Stilgar said. "This you've always said."



"And danger nay conme from behind the nmountains,

"It's sonething on that order," Alia said.

Stilgar nodded, his gaze fastened on Paul's face. "But whatever conmes from
behi nd the mountai ns nust cross the dunes."

Stilgar said.

The npst dangerous game in the universe is to govern froman oracul ar base. W
do not consider ourselves w se enough or brave enough to play that gane. The
neasures detailed here for regulation in |l esser nmatters are as near as we dare
venture to the brink of governnment. For our purposes, we borrow a definition
fromthe Bene Gesserit and we consider the various worlds as gene pools, sources
of teachings and teachers, sources of the possible. Qur goal is not to rule, but
to tap these gene pools, to learn, and to free ourselves fromall restraints

i nposed by dependency and government.

-"The Orgy as a Tool of Statecraft,"” Chapter Three of The Steersnman's Guild

"I's that where your father died?" Edric asked, sending a beam pointer from
his tank to a jewel ed marker on one of the relief maps adorning a wall of Paul's
recepti on sal on.

"That's the shrine of his skull," Paul said. "My father died a prisoner on a
Har konnen frigate in the sink bel ow us."
"Ch, yes: | recall the story now, " Edric said. "Something about killing the

ol d Baron Harkonnen, his nortal eneny." Hoping he didn't betray too much of the
terror which snmall enclosures such as this roominposed upon him Edric rolled
over in the orange gas, directed his gaze at Paul, who sat alone on a | ong divan
of striped gray and bl ack

"My sister killed the Baron," Paul said, voice and nmanner dry, "just before
the battle of Arrakeen."

And why, he wondered, did the Guild man-fish reopen old wounds in this place
and at this tine?

The Steersnman appeared to be fighting a |osing battle to contain his nervous
energi es. Gone were the languid fish notions of their earlier encounter. Edric's

tiny eyes jerked here . . . there, questing and neasuring. The one attendant who
had acconpanied himin here stood apart near the |ine of houseguards ranging the
end wall at Paul's left. The attendant worried Paul -- hul king, thick-necked,

bl unt and vacant face. The nman had entered the salon, nudging Edric's tank al ong
on its supporting field, walking with a strangler's gait, armnms akinbo.

Scytale, Edric had called him Scytale, an aide.

The aide's surface shouted stupidity, but the eyes betrayed him They
| aughed at everything they saw.

"Your concubi ne appeared to enjoy the performance of the Face Dancers,"
Edric said. "It pleases me that | could provide that small entertai nnent. |
particul arly enjoyed her reaction to seeing her own features simultaneously
repeat ed by the whol e troupe.™

"I'sn't there a warni ng agai nst Guil dsmen bearing gifts?" Paul asked.

And he thought of the performance out there in the Great Hall. The dancers
had entered in the costumes and gui se of the Dune Tarot, flinging thenselves
about in seem ngly random patterns that devolved into fire eddies and anci ent
prognostic designs. Then had cone the rulers -- a parade of kings and enperors
like faces on coins, formal and stiff in outline, but curiously fluid. And the
jokes: a copy of Paul's own face and body, Chani repeated across the floor of
the Hall, even Stilgar, who had grunted and shuddered while others |aughed.

"But our gifts have the kindest intent," Edric protested.

"How ki ndly can you be?" Paul asked. "The ghola you gave us believes he was
designed to destroy us."



"Destroy you, Sire?" Edric asked, all bland attention. "Can one destroy a
god?"

Stilgar, entering on the |ast words, stopped, glared at the guards. They
were nmuch farther from Paul than he liked. Angrily he notioned them cl oser

"It's all right, Stil," Paul said, lifting a hand. "Just a friendly
di scussi on. Wiy don't you nove the Anbassador's tank over by the end of ny
di van?"

Stilgar, weighing the order, sawthat it would put the Steersman's tank
bet ween Paul and the hul ki ng aide, rmuch too close to Paul, but

"It's all right, Stil," Paul repeated, and he gave the private hand-signa
whi ch made the order an inperative.

Movi ng wi th obvi ous reluctance, Stilgar pushed the tank closer to Paul. He
didn't Iike the feel of the container or the heavily perfumed snmell of nel ange
around it. He took up a position at the corner of the tank beneath the orbiting
devi ce t hrough which the Steersman spoke.

"To kill a god," Paul said. "That's very interesting. But who says |I'ma
god?"

"Those who worship you," Edric said, glancing pointedly at Stil gar

"I's this what you believe?" Paul asked.

"What | believe is of no nonent, Sire," Edric said. "It seens to nost
observers, however, that you conspire to nake a god of yourself. And one m ght
ask if that is sonething any nortal can do . . . safely?"

Paul studied the CGuildsnman. Repellent creature, but perceptive. It was a
guesti on Paul had asked himself time and again. But he had seen enough alternate
Tinmelines to know of worse possibilities than accepting godhead for hinself.
Much worse. These were not, however, the normal avenues for a Steersman to
probe. Curious. Wiy had that question been asked? What could Edric hope to gain
by such effrontery? Paul's thoughts went flick (the association of Tleilaxu

woul d be behind this nove) -- flick (the Jihad' s recent Senmbou victory woul d
bear on Edric's action) -- flick (various Bene Gesserit credos showed thensel ves
here) flick .

A process involving thousands of information bits poured flickering through
hi s comput ati onal awareness. It required perhaps three seconds.

"Does a Steersman question the guidelines of prescience?" Paul asked,
putting Edric on the weakest ground.

Thi s disturbed the Steersman, but he covered well, com ng up w th what
sounded like a | ong aphorism "No man of intelligence questions the fact of
prescience, Sire. Oracul ar vision has been known to nen since nost ancient
times. It has a way of entangling us when we | east suspect. Luckily, there are
other forces in our universe."

"Greater than prescience?" Paul asked, pressing him

"I'f prescience alone existed and did everything, Sire, it would annihilate
itself. Nothing but prescience? Wiere could it be applied except to its own
degenerati ng nmovenent s?"

"There's always the human situation," Paul agreed.

"A precarious thing at best," Edric said, "wi thout confusing it by
hal | uci nations."

"Are my visions no nore than hallucinations?" Paul asked, nmock sadness in
his voice. "Or do you inply that ny worshippers hall ucinate?"

Stilgar, sensing the nounting tensions, noved a step nearer Paul, fixed his
attention on the Guildsman reclining in the tank

"You twist my words, Sire," Edric protested. An odd sense of violence |ay
suspended in the words.

Vi ol ence here? Paul wondered. They woul dn't dare! Unless (and he gl anced at
his guards) the forces which protected himwere to be used in replacing him

"But you accuse ne of conspiring to make a god of nyself," Paul said,
pitching his voice that only Edric and Stil gar nmight hear. "Conspire?"



"A poor choice of words, perhaps, ny Lord," Edric said.

"But significant," Paul said. "It says you expect the worst of ne."

Edric arched his neck, stared sideways at Stilgar with a | ook of
appr ehensi on. "Peopl e al ways expect the worst of the rich and powerful, Sire. It
is said one can always tell an aristocrat: he reveals only those of his vices
which will nake him popular.”

A trenor passed across Stilgar's face.

Paul | ooked up at the novenent, sensing the thoughts and angers whi spering
in Stilgar's nmind. How dared this Guildsman talk thus to Miad' dib?

"You're not joking, of course," Paul said.

"Joking, Sire?"

Paul grew aware of dryness in his nouth. He felt that there were too many
people in this room that the air he breathed had passed through too many | ungs.
The taint of melange fromEdric's tank felt threatening.

"Who m ght my acconplices be in such a conspiracy?" Paul asked presently.
"Do you nom nate the Q zarate?"

Edric's shrug stirred the orange gas around his head. He no | onger appeared
concerned by Stilgar, although the Frenen continued to glare at him

"Are you suggesting that ny nissionaries of the Holy Orders, all of them
are preaching subtle fal sehood?" Paul insisted.

"It could be a question of self-interest and sincerity," Edric said.

Stilgar put a hand to the crysknife beneath his robe.

Paul shook his head, said: "Then you accuse ne of insincerity.”

“I"mnot sure that accuse is the proper word, Sire."

The bol dness of this creature! Paul thought. And he said: "Accused or not,
you' re saying nmy bishops and | are no better than power-hungry brigands."

"Power - hungry, Sire?" Again, Edric |ooked at Stilgar. "Power tends to
i sol ate those who hold too much of it. Eventually, they lose touch with reality

and fall."

"M Lord," Stilgar grow ed, "you've had nen executed for |ess!"

"Men, yes," Paul agreed. "But this is a Quild Anbassador."

"He accuses you of an unholy fraud!" Stilgar said.

"His thinking interests me, Stil," Paul said. "Contain your anger and renain
alert."

"As Miad' di b conmands. "

"Tell me, Steersman," Paul said, "how could we nmamintain this hypothetica
fraud over such enornpus di stances of space and tinme without the neans to watch
every mssionary, to examine every nuance in every Q zarate priory and tenple?"

"What is time to you?" Edric asked.

Stilgar frowned in obvious puzzl enent. And he thought: Miad' dib has often
sai d he sees past the veils of tinme. Wiat is the Guildsman really saying?

"Whuldn't the structure of such a fraud begin to show hol es?" Paul asked.
"Significant disagreements, schisns . . . doubts, confessions of guilt -- surely
fraud could not suppress all these.™

"What religion and self-interest cannot hide, governnments can," Edric said.

"Are you testing the limts of my tol erance?" Paul asked.

"Do ny arguments lack all nmerit?" Edric countered.

Does he want us to kill hin? Paul wondered. Is Edric offering hinself as a
sacrifice?

"I prefer the cynical view," Paul said, testing. "You obviously are trained
inall the lying tricks of statecraft, the doubl e nmeanings and the power words.
Language is nothing nore than a weapon to you and, thus, you test ny arnor."

"The cynical view," Edric said, a smle stretching his mouth. "And rulers
are notoriously cynical where religions are concerned. Religion, too, is a
weapon. \What nmanner of weapon is religion when it beconmes the governnent ?"

Paul felt himself go inwardly still, a profound caution gripping him To
whom was Edric speaki ng? Dammabl e cl ever words, heavy with mani pul ation



| everages -- that undertone of confortable hunor, the unspoken air of shared
Secrets: his manner said he and Paul were two sophisticates, nen of a w der

uni verse who understood things not granted common folk. Wth a feeling of shock
Paul realized that he had not been the main target for all this rhetoric. This
affliction visited upon the court had been speaking for the benefit of others --
speaking to Stilgar, to the household guards . . . perhaps even to the hul ki ng
ai de.

"Rel i gi ous mana was thrust upon me," Paul said. "I did not seek it." And he
t hought: There! Let this man-fish think hinmself victorious in our battle of
wor ds!

"Then why have you not disavowed it, Sire?" Edric asked.

"Because of ny sister Alia," Paul said, watching Edric carefully. "She is a
goddess. Let me urge caution where Alia is concerned | est she strike you dead
wi th her glance.”

A gloating smle began formng on Edric's nouth, was replaced by a | ook of
shock.

"I am deadly serious,
nod.

In a bleak voice, Edric said: "You have maul ed ny confidence in you, Sire.
And no doubt that was your intent."

"Do not be certain you know ny intent,"’
that the audi ence was at an end.

To Stilgar's questioning gesture asking if Edric were to be assassinated,
Paul gave a negative hand-sign, anplified it with an inperative lest Stilgar
take matters into his own hands.

Scytale, Edric's aide, noved to the rear corner of the tank, nudged it
toward the door. When he cane opposite Paul, he stopped, turned that |aughing
gaze on Paul, said: "If nmy Lord permts?"

"Yes, what is it?" Paul asked, noting how Stilgar nmoved close in answer to
the inplied nmenace fromthis man

"Sonme say," Scytale said, "that people cling to Inperial |eadership because
space is infinite. They feel lonely without a unifying synbol. For a lonely
peopl e, the Enperor is a definite place. They can turn toward hi mand say: ' See,
there He is. He makes us one.' Perhaps religion serves the sane purpose,

m Lord."

Scytal e nodded pl easantly, gave Edric's tank another nudge. They noved out
of the salon, Edric supine in his tank, eyes closed. The Steersman appeared
spent, all his nervous energi es exhaust ed.

Paul stared after the shambling figure of Scytale, wondering at the man's
words. A peculiar fellow, that Scytale, he thought. Wile he was speaking, he
had radi ated a feeling of nany people -- as though his entire genetic
i nheritance | ay exposed on his skin

"That was odd," Stilgar said, speaking to no one in particular

Paul arose fromthe divan as a guard cl osed the door behind Edric and the
escort.

"Odd," Stilgar repeated. A vein throbbed at his tenmple

Paul dimed the salon's lights, noved to a w ndow which opened onto an
angled cliff of his Keep. Lights glittered far below -- pigny noverment. A work
gang nmoved down there bringing giant plasneld blocks to repair a facade of
Alia's tenple which had been damaged by a freak twi sting of a sandbl ast wi nd.

"That was a foolish thing, Usul, inviting that creature into these
chanbers," Stilgar said.

Usul, Paul thought. My sietch name. Stilgar rem nds ne that he ruled over ne
once, that he saved ne fromthe desert.

"Way did you do it?" Stilgar asked, speaking from close behind Paul

"Data," Paul said. "I need nore data."

"I's it not dangerous to try neeting this threat only as a nentat?"

Paul said, watching the shock spread, seeing Stil gar

Paul said, and he signaled Stilgar



That was perceptive, Paul thought.

Ment at computation remained finite. You couldn't say sonething boundl ess
wi thin the boundaries of any | anguage. Mentat abilities had their uses, though.
He said as much now, daring Stilgar to refute his argunent.

"There's al ways sonet hing outside," Stilgar said. "Sone things best kept
out si de. "

"Or inside," Paul said. And he accepted for a nonment his own oracul ar/ nent at
summati on. Qutside, yes. And inside: here lay the true horror. How could he
protect hinself from hinself? They certainly were setting himup to destroy
hinsel f, but this was a position hemmed in by even nore terrifying
possibilities.

His reverie was broken by the sound of rapid footsteps. The figure of Korba
the Q zara surged through the doorway backlighted by the brilliant illum nation
in the hallways. He entered as though hurled by an unseen force and cane to an
al nost i medi ate halt when he encountered the salon's gloom H s hands appeared
to be full of shigawire reels. They glittered in the light fromthe hall
strange little round jewels that were extinguished as a guardsnman's hand cane
into view, closed the door.

"I's that you, m Lord?" Korba asked, peering into the shadows.

"What is it?" Stilgar asked.

"Stil gar?"

"We're both here. What is it?"

"“I"mdisturbed by this reception for the Guildsman."

"Di sturbed?" Paul asked.

"The people say, mLord, that you honor our enemes."

"I's that all?" Paul said. "Are those the reels | asked you to bring
earlier?" He indicated the shigawire orbs in Korba's hands.

"Reels . . . oh! Yes, nmLord. These are the histories. WIIl you view t hem
her e?"

“"I"ve viewed them | want themfor Stilgar here."

"For me?" Stilgar asked. He felt resentnment grow at what he interpreted as
caprice on Paul's part. Histories! Stilgar had sought out Paul earlier to
di scuss the |l ogistics conmputations for the Zabul on conquest. The Guild
Anbassador's presence had intervened. And now -- Korba with histories!

"How much history do you know?" Paul nused al oud, studying the shadowy
figure beside him

"M Lord, |I can nane every world our people touched in their mgrations. |
know t he reaches of |nperial L

"The CGol den Age of Earth, have you ever studied that?"

"Earth? Col den Age?" Stilgar was irritated and puzzled. Wiy woul d Paul wi sh

to discuss nyths fromthe dawn of tinme? Stilgar's mnd still felt cranmed with
Zabul on data -- conputations fromthe staff nentats: two hundred and five attack
frigates with thirty |egions, support battalions, pacification cadres, Q zarate
mssionaries . . . the food requirements (he had the figures right here in his
m nd) and nelange . . . weaponry, uniforns, nedals . . . urns for the ashes of
the dead . . . the nunber of specialists -- men to produce raw naterials of
propaganda, clerks, accountants . . . spies . . . and spies upon the spies

"I brought the pul se-synchronizer attachment, also, mLord," Korba ventured.
He obvi ously sensed the tensions buil ding between Paul and Stilgar and was
di sturbed by them

Stilgar shook his head fromside to side. Pul se-synchronizer? Wiy woul d Pau
wish himto use a menonic flutter-systemon a shigawi re projector? Wy scan for
specific data in histories? This was nentat work! As usual, Stilgar found he
couldn't escape a deep suspicion at the thought of using a projector and
attachments. The thing always i mrersed himin disturbing sensations, an
overwhel mi ng shower of data which his mnd sorted out later, surprising himwth
i nfornmati on he had not known he possessed.



"Sire, | came with the Zabul on conputations," Stilgar said.

"Dehydrate the Zabul on conputations!" Paul snapped, using the obscene Frenen
term whi ch neant that here was noisture no nman coul d demean hinmsel f by touching.

"M Lord!"

"Stilgar," Paul said, "you urgently need a sense of bal ance which can cone
only from an understanding of long-termeffects. What little informati on we have
about the old tinmes, the pittance of data which the Butlerians |left us, Korba
has brought it for you. Start with the Genghis Khan."

"Chengis . . . Khan? Was he of the Sardaukar, m Lord?"

"Ch, long before that. He killed . . . perhaps four mllion."

"He nust've had form dable weaponry to kill that many, Sire. Lasbeans,
perhaps, or . . ."

"He didn't kill themhinmself, Stil. He killed the way | kill, by sendi ng out
his | egions. There's another enperor | want you to note in passing -- a Hitler
He killed nore than six mllion. Pretty good for those days."

"Killed . . . by his legions?" Stilgar asked.

"Yes."

"Not very inpressive statistics, nmLord."

"Very good, Stil." Paul glanced at the reels in Korba's hands. Korba stood
with them as though he wished he could drop themand flee. "Statistics: at a
conservative estimate, |1've killed sixty-one billion, sterilized ninety planets,
conpletely denoralized five hundred others. |'ve w ped out the followers of
forty religions which had existed since -- "

"“Unbel i evers!" Korba protested. "Unbelievers all!l"

“"No," Paul said. "Believers."

"My Liege makes a joke," Korba said, voice trenbling. "The Ji had has brought
ten thousand worlds into the shining light of -- "

"Into the darkness," Paul said. "We'lIl be a hundred generations recovering
fromMiad dib's Jihad. | find it hard to imagi ne that anyone will ever surpass
this." A barking laugh erupted fromhis throat.

"What anuses Muiad' di b?" Stil gar asked.

"I am not amused. | nerely had a sudden vision of the Enperor Hitler saying
somet hing simlar. No doubt he did."

"No other ruler ever had your powers," Korba argued. "Wo would dare
chal | enge you? Your | egions control the known universe and all the -- "

"The | egions control," Paul said. "I wonder if they know this?"

"You control your legions, Sire," Stilgar interrupted, and it was obvious
fromthe tone of his voice that he suddenly felt his own position in that chain
of command, his own hand guiding all that power.

Havi ng set Stilgar's thoughts in notion along the track he wanted, Pau
turned his full attention to Korba, said: "Put the reels here on the divan." As
Kor ba obeyed, Paul said: "How goes the reception, Korba? Does ny sister have
everything well in hand?"

"Yes, mLord." Korba's tone was wary. "And Chani watches fromthe spy hole.
She suspects there may be Sardaukar in the Quild entourage."

"No doubt she's correct," Paul said. "The jackals gather."

"Bannerjee," Stilgar said, namng the chief of Paul's Security detail, "was
worried earlier that some of themmght try to penetrate the private areas of
t he Keep."

"Have t hey?"

"Not yet."

"But there was sone confusion in the formal gardens," Korba said.

"What sort of confusion?" Stilgar demanded.

Paul nodded.
"Strangers coning and going," Korba said, "tranpling the plants, whispered
conversations -- | heard reports of sone disturbing renmarks."

"Such as?" Paul asked.



"I's this the way our taxes are spent? I'mtold the Anbassador hinself asked
t hat question."

"I don't find that surprising," Paul said. "Were there many strangers in the
gar dens?"

"Dozens, mLord."

"Bannerjee stationed picked troopers at the vul nerable doors, nLord,"
Stilgar said. He turned as he spoke, allowing the salon's single renaining |ight

to illumnate half his face. The peculiar lighting, the face, all touched a node
of memory in Paul's mind -- sonething fromthe desert. Paul didn't bother
bringing it to full recall, his attention being focused on how Stil gar had

pul | ed back mentally. The Fremen had a tight-skinned forehead which nmirrored
al nost every thought flickering across his mnd. He was suspi ci ous now,
prof oundly suspicious of his Emperor's odd behavi or
"I don't like the intrusion into the gardens," Paul said. "Courtesy to
guests is one thing, and the formal necessities of greeting an envoy, but this .

"I"ll see to renoving them" Korba said. "Inmmediately."

"Wait!" Paul ordered as Korba started to turn.

In the abrupt stillness of the noment, Stilgar edged hinself into a position
where he could study Paul's face. It was deftly done. Paul admred the way of
it, an achievenent devoid of any forwardness. It was a Frenen thing: slyness
touched by respect for another's privacy, a novenent of necessity.

"What time is it?" Paul asked.

"Al nost midnight, Sire," Korba said.

"Korba, | think you nay be ny finest creation," Paul said.

"Sire!" There was injury in Korba's voice.

"Do you feel awe of ne?" Paul asked.

"You are Paul -Miad' dib who was Usul in our sietch," Korba said. "You know ny
devotion to -- "

"Have you ever felt |ike an apostle?" Paul asked.

Kor ba obvi ously m sunderstood the words, but correctly interpreted the tone.
"My Enperor knows | have a clean conscience!"

" Shai - hul ud save us," Paul murnured.

The questioning silence of the noment was broken by the sound of someone

whi stling as he wal ked down the outer hall. The whistling was stilled by a
guardsman's barked command as it cane opposite the door
"Korba, | think you nay survive all this," Paul said. And he read the

growi ng |ight of understanding on Stilgar's face.

"The strangers in the gardens, Sire?" Stilgar asked.

"Ahh, yes," Paul said. "Have Bannerjee put themout, Stil. Korba wl]l
assist."”

"Me, Sire?" Korba betrayed deep disquiet.

"Some of ny friends have forgotten they once were Fremen," Paul said,

speaki ng to Korba, but designing his words for Stilgar. "You will mark down the
ones Chani identifies as Sardaukar and you will have themkilled. Do it
yourself. | want it done quietly and wi thout undue di sturbance. W nust keep in

mnd that there's nore to religion and government than approving treaties and
sernons. "

"I obey the orders of Miad'dib," Korba whispered.

"The Zabul on conputations?" Stil gar asked.

"Tonorrow, " Paul said. "And when the strangers are renoved fromthe gardens,
announce that the reception is ended. The party's over, Stil."

"I understand, niLord."

“I"msure you do," Paul said.



Here lies a toppled god --

H's fall was not a small one.
We did but build his pedestal,
A narrow and a tall one.

- Tl ei | axu Epi gram

Alia crouched, resting el bows on knees, chin on fists, stared at the body on
the dune -- a few bones and sone tattered flesh that once had been a young
worman. The hands, the head, nost of the upper torso were gone -- eaten by the
coriolis wind. The sand all around bore the tracks of her brother's medics and
guestors. They were gone now, all excepting the nortuary attendants who stood to
one side with Hayt, the ghola, waiting for her to finish her nysterious perusa
of what had been witten here.

A wheat - col ored sky enfol ded the scene in the glaucous |ight common to
m dafternoon for these |atitudes.

The body had been di scovered several hours earlier by a lowflying courier
whose instrunents had detected a faint water trace where none should be. His
call had brought the experts. And they had | earned -- what? That this had been a
worman of about twenty years, Frenen, addicted to semuta . . . and she had died
here in the crucible of the desert fromthe effects of a subtle poison of
Tl ei |l axu origin.

To die in the desert was a comopn enough occurrence. But a Frenen addicted
to sermuta, this was such a rarity that Paul had sent her to examne the scene in
the ways their nother had taught them

Alia felt that she had acconpli shed nothing here except to cast her own aura
of mystery about a scene that was al ready mysterious enough. She heard the
ghola's feet stir the sand, |ooked at him Hs attention rested nonentarily upon
the escort 'thopters circling overhead like a flock of ravens.

Beware of the @uild bearing gifts, Aia thought.

The nortuary 'thopter and her own craft stood on the sand near a rock
out croppi ng behi nd the ghol a. Focusing on the grounded 'thopters filled Alia
with a craving to be airborne and away from here.

But Paul had thought she m ght see something here which others would mss.
She squirnmed in her stillsuit. It felt raspingly unfamliar after all the
suitless nonths of city life. She studied the ghola, wondering if he m ght know
sonet hing i nportant about this peculiar death. A lock of his black-goat hair
she saw, had escaped his stillsuit hood. She sensed her hand | onging to tuck
that hair back into place.

As though lured by this thought, his gleanming gray nmetal eyes turned toward
her. The eyes set her trenbling and she tore her gaze away from him

A Frenmen wonan had died here froma poison called "the throat of hell.’

A Frenen addicted to senuta

She shared Paul's disquiet at this conjunction.

The nortuary attendants waited patiently. This corpse contai ned not enough
water for themto salvage. They felt no need to hurry. And they'd believe that
Alia, through sone glyptic art, was reading a strange truth in these renmains.

No strange truth cane to her.

There was only a distant feeling of anger deep within her at the obvious
thoughts in the attendants' minds. It was a product of the dammed religious
nystery. She and her brother could not be people. They had to be sonething nore.
The Bene Gesserit had seen to that by nanipulating Atreides ancestry. Their
not her had contributed to it by thrusting themonto the path of witchery.

And Paul perpetuated the difference.

The Reverend Mdthers encapsulated in Alia's menories stirred restlessly,
provoki ng adab fl ashes of thought: "Peace, Little One! You are what you are.
There are conpensations.”

Conpensati ons!



She sumopned the ghola with a gesture.

He stopped beside her, attentive, patient.

"What do you see in this?" she asked.

"W may never learn who it was died here," he said. "The head, the teeth are
gone. The hands . . . Unlikely such a one had a genetic record sonmewhere to
whi ch her cells could be matched. "

"Tl eil axu poison," she said. "Wat do you nmake of that?"

"“Many peopl e buy such poisons.”

"True enough. And this flesh is too far gone to be regrown as was done with
your body."

"Even if you could trust the Tleilaxu to do it," he said.

She nodded, stood. "You will fly ne back to the city now. "

VWen they were airborne and pointed north, she said: "You fly exactly as
Duncan | daho did."

He cast a specul ative glance at her. "Qthers have told ne this."

"What are you thinking now?" she asked.

"Many things."

"Stop dodgi ng ny question, damm you!"

"Whi ch question?"

She glared at him

He saw the gl are, shrugged.

How | i ke Duncan |daho, that gesture, she thought. Accusingly, her voice
thick and with a catch in it, she said: "I nerely wanted your reactions voiced
to play my own thoughts against them That young wonan's death bothers ne."

"I was not thinking about that."

"What were you thinking about?"

"About the strange enotions | feel when peopl e speak of the one | may have
been. "

"May have been?"

"The Tleilaxu are very clever."

"Not that clever. You were Duncan |daho."

"Very likely. It's the prine conputation.”

"So you get enotional ?"

"To a degree. | feel eagerness. |'muneasy. There's a tendency to trenble
and | nmust devote effort to controlling it. | get . . . flashes of inmmgery."

"What i nagery?"

"It's too rapid to recogni ze. Flashes. Spasns . . . alnbst nenories."

"Aren't you curious about such menories?"

"Of course. Curiosity urges ne forward, but | nobve agai nst a heavy
reluctance. | think: "What if |'mnot the one they believe ne to be?'" | don't
like that thought."

"And this is all you were thinking?"

"You know better than that, Alia."

How dare he use my given nane? She felt anger rise and go down beneath the
menory of the way he'd spoken: softly throbbing undertones, casual male
confidence. A nuscle twitched al ong her jaw. She clenched her teeth.

"I'sn't that El Kuds down there?" he asked, dipping a wing briefly, causing a
sudden flurry in their escort.

She | ooked down at their shadows rippling across the pronontory above Harg
Pass, at the cliff and the rock pyram d containing the skull of her father. E
Kuds -- the Holy Pl ace.

"That's the Holy Place," she said.

"I must visit that place one day," he said. "Nearness to your father's
remai ns may bring nenories | can capture.”

She saw suddenly how strong nust be this need to know who he'd been. It was
a central conpulsion with him She | ooked back at the rocks, the cliff with its



base sloping into a dry beach and a sea of sand -- cinnanon rock lifting from
the dunes like a ship breasting waves.

"Circle back," she said.

"The escort ot

"They' |l follow. Sw ng under them"

He obeyed.

"Do you truly serve ny brother?" she asked, when he was on the new course,
the escort follow ng.

"I serve the Atreides," he said, his tone formal.

And she saw his right hand Iift, fall -- alnpbst the old salute of Caladan. A
pensi ve | ook cane over his face. She watched hi m peer down at the rock pyramd

"What bot hers you?" she asked.

His lips noved. A voice emerged, brittle, tight: "He was . . . he was .
A tear slid down his cheek.

Alia found herself stilled by Frenen awe. He gave water to the dead!
Conpul sively, she touched a finger to his cheek, felt the tear

"Duncan, " she whi spered.

He appeared |l ocked to the 'thopter's controls, gaze fastened to the tonb
bel ow.

She rai sed her voice: "Duncan!"

He swal | owed, shook his head, |ooked at her, the netal eyes glistening. "I

. . felt . . . anarm. . . on ny shoulders,” he whispered. "I felt it! An arm"
Hi s throat worked. "It was . . . a friend. It was . . . ny friend."

"Who?"

“I don't know. | think it was . . . | don't know "

The call Iight began flashing in front of Alia, their escort captain wanting

to know why they returned to the desert. She took the m crophone, explained that
they had paid a brief honmage to her father's tomb. The captain rem nded her that
it was | ate.

"W will go to Arrakeen now," she said, replacing the m crophone.

Hayt took a deep breath, banked their 'thopter around to the north.

"It was ny father's armyou felt, wasn't it?" she asked.

"Per haps. "

Hi s voice was that of the nentat conputing probabilities, and she saw he had
regai ned his conposure.

"Are you aware of how I know ny father?" she asked.

"l have sone idea."

"Let me make it clear," she said. Briefly, she explained how she had
awakened to Reverend Mt her awareness before birth, a terrified fetus with the

know edge of countless |ives enbedded in her nerve cells -- and all this after
the death of her father

"I know nmy father as nmy nother knew him" she said. "In every last detail of
every experience she shared with him In a way, | amny nother. | have all her

menories up to the nmonent when she drank the Water of Life and entered the
trance of transmgration.”

"Your brother explained sonething of this."

"He di d? Wy?"

"I asked."

" \Npy 2"

"A nentat requires data."

"Ch." She | ooked down at the flat expanse of the Shield Wall -- tortured
rock, pits and crevices.

He saw the direction of her gaze, said: "A very exposed place, that down
there."

"But an easy place to hide," she said. She |ooked at him "It rem nds nme of
a human mnd . . . with all its conceal nents."

"“Ahhh," he said.



"Ahhh? What does that nean -- ahhh?" She was suddenly angry with himand the
reason for it escaped her.

"You'd Iike to know what ny nmind conceal s,
a question.

"How do you know I haven't exposed you for what you are by ny powers of
presci ence?" she denanded.

"Have you?" He seened genui nely curious.

"Nol

"Sibyls have lints," he said.

He appeared to be anused and this reduced Alia's anger. "Anused? Have you no
respect for ny powers?" she asked. The question sounded weakly argunentative
even to her own ears.

"I respect your onens and portents perhaps nore than you think," he said. "I
was in the audience for your Morning Ritual."

"And what does that signify?"

"You've great ability with synbols,"” he said, keeping his attention on the
"thopter's controls. "That's a Bene Gesserit thing, |I'd say. But, as with many
wi tches, you've becone carel ess of your powers."

She felt a spasm of fear, blared: "How dare you?"

"I dare much nore than my nekers anticipated,” he said. "Because of that
rare fact, | remain with your brother."

Alia studied the steel balls which were his eyes: no human expression there.
The stillsuit hood concealed the line of his jaw H's nmouth remained firm
t hough. Great strength init . . . and determination. H's words had carried a
reassuring intensity. dare much nore . " That was a thing Duncan
| daho m ght have said. Had the Tleilaxu fashioned their ghola better than they
knew -- or was this nere sham part of his conditioning?

"Expl ai n yoursel f, ghola," she conmanded.

"Know thyself, is that thy commandment ?" he asked.

Agai n, she felt that he was anused. "Don't bandy words with ne, you . . .
you thing!" she said. She put a hand to the crysknife in its throat sheath. "Wy
were you given to ny brother?"

"Your brother tells ne that you watched the presentation,
heard me answer that question for him"

"Answer it again . . . for ne!"

"I amintended to destroy him"

"I's that the nentat speaking?"

"You know the answer to that w thout asking," he chided. "And you know, as
wel I, that such a gift wasn't necessary. Your brother already was destroying
hi nsel f quite adequately."

She wei ghed t hese words, her hand remaining on the haft of her knife. A
tricky answer, but there was sincerity in the voice.

"Then why such a gift?" she probed.

"I't may have anused the Tleilaxu. And, it is true, that the @Guild asked for
ne as a gift."

n Vv]y?ll

"Same answer."

"How am | carel ess of nmy powers?"

"How are you enpl oyi ng then?" he countered.

Hi s question slashed through to her own mi sgivings. She took her hand away
fromthe knife, asked: "Wiy do you say ny brother was destroying hinsel f?"

"Ch, cone now, child! Were are these vaunted powers? Have you no ability to
reason?"

Control ling anger, she said: "Reason for ne, nentat."

"Very well." He glanced around at their escort, returned his attention to
their course. The plain of Arrakeen was begi nning to show beyond the northern
rimof the Shield Wall. The pattern of the pan and graben villages renmi ned

he said. It was a statenent, not

he said. "You' ve



i ndi stinct beneath a dust pall, but the distant gl eam of Arrakeen could be
di scer ned.

"Synptons," he said. "Your brother keeps an official Panegyrist who --

"Who was a gift of the Fremen Nai bs!"

"An odd gift fromfriends,"” he said. "Wy would they surround himwth
flattery and servility? Have you really listened to this Panegyrist? ' The people
are illumnated by Miad' dib. The Ummma Regent, our Enperor, cane out of darkness
to shine resplendently upon all nen. He is our Sire. He is precious water from
an endl ess fountain. He spills joy for all the universe to drink,' Pah!"

Speaki ng softly, Alia said: "If | but repeated your words for our Fremen
escort, they'd hack you into bird feed."

"Then tell them™

"My brother rules by the natural |aw of heaven!"

"You don't believe that, so why say it?"

"How do you know what | believe?" She experienced trenbling that no Bene
Gesserit powers could control. This ghola was having an effect she hadn't
anti ci pat ed.

"You conmanded ne to reason as a nentat," he remi nded her

“"No nentat knows what | believe!" She took two deep, shuddering breaths.
"How dare you judge us?"

"Judge you? | don't judge."

"You've no idea how we were taught!"

"Both of you were taught to govern,"” he said. "You were conditioned to an
overweeni ng thirst for power. You were inmbued with a shrewd grasp of politics
and a deep understanding for the uses of war and ritual. Natural |aw? \Wat
natural |aw? That nyth haunts hunman history. Haunts! It's a ghost. It's
i nsubstantial, unreal. Is your Jihad a natural [|aw?"

“"Ment at jabber," she sneered.

"I"'ma servant of the Atreides and | speak with candor,"” he said.

"Servant? We've no servants; only disciples.”

"And | am a disciple of awareness," he said. "Understand that, child, and
you -- "

"Don't call ne child!'" she snapped. She slipped her crysknife half out of
its sheath.

"I stand corrected." He glanced at her, snmled, returned his attention to
piloting the '"thopter. The cliffsided structure of the Atrei des Keep could be
made out now, dom nating the northern suburbs of Arrakeen. "You are sonething
ancient in flesh that is little more than a child," he said. "And the flesh is
di sturbed by its new wonmanhood. "

"I don't know why | listen to you," she growl ed, but she let the crysknife
fall back into its sheath, wi ped her palmon her robe. The palm wet with
perspiration, disturbed her sense of Frenen frugality. Such a waste of the
body' s noi sturel

"You listen because you know |' m devoted to your brother," he said. "M
actions are clear and easily understood."

"Not hi ng about you is clear and easily understood. You're the npbst conplex
creature |'ve ever seen. How do | know what the Tleilaxu built into you?"

"By m stake or intent," he said, "they gave nme freedomto nold nyself."

"You retreat into Zensunni parables," she accused. "The wi se man nol ds
hinself -- the fool lives only to die." Her voice was heavy with mimcry.

"Di sci pl e of awareness!"

"Men cannot separate neans and enlightennent," he said.

"You speak riddles!"

"I speak to the opening mnd."

"I"'mgoing to repeat all this to Paul.'

"He's heard nost of it already."



She found herself overwhel med by curiosity. "Howis it you're still alive .

and free? What did he say?"

"He | aughed. And he said, 'People don't want a bookkeeper for an Enperor;
they want a master, soneone who'll protect them from change.' But he agreed that
destruction of his Enpire arises fromhinsel f."

"Why woul d he say such things?"

"Because | convinced himl| understand his problemand will help him"

"What coul d you possibly have said to do that?"

He remai ned silent, banking the '"thopter into the doww nd leg for a |anding
at the guard conplex on the roof of the Keep

"I demand you tell me what you said!"

"I"mnot sure you could take it."

“I'"ll be the judge of that! | comand you to speak at once!"

"Permit me to land us first," he said. And not waiting for her perm ssion
he turned onto the base | eg, brought the wings into optimumlift, settled gently
onto the bright orange pad atop the roof.

"Now, " Alia said. "Speak."

"I told himthat to endure oneself may be the hardest task in the universe."

She shook her head. "That's . . . that's . . . "

"A bitter pill," he said, watching the guards run toward them across the
roof, taking up their escort positions.

"Bitter nonsense!"

"The greatest palatinate earl and the |lowiest stipendiary serf share the
same problem You cannot hire a nentat or any other intellect to solve it for
you. There's no writ of inquest or calling of witnesses to provide answers. No
servant -- or disciple -- can dress the wound. You dress it yourself or continue
bl eeding for all to see.”

She whirled away fromhim realizing in the instant of action what this
betrayed about her own feelings. Wthout wile of voice or wtch-w ought
trickery, he had reached into her psyche once nore. How did he do this?

"What have you told himto do?" she whi spered.

"I told himto judge, to inpose order."

Alia stared out at the guard, marking how patiently they waited -- how
orderly. "To dispense justice," she nurmnured.

"Not that!" he snapped. "I suggested that he judge, no nore, guided by one
principle, perhaps . "

“And that ?"

"To keep his friends and destroy his enemes."

"To judge unjustly, then."

"What is justice? Two forces collide. Each may have the right in his own
sphere. And here's where an Enperor commands orderly sol utions. Those collisions
he cannot prevent -- he solves."

" How?"

"I'n the sinplest way: he decides.”

"Keeping his friends and destroying his enemes."

"I'sn't that stability? People want order, this kind or some other. They sit
in the prison of their hungers and see that war has becone the sport of the
rich. That's a dangerous form of sophistication. It's disorderly."

"I will suggest to nmy brother that you are nmuch too dangerous and rust be
destroyed, " she said, turning to face him

"A solution I've already suggested," he said.

"And that's why you are dangerous,"” she said, neasuring out her words.
"You' ve mastered your passions."

"That is not why |I'm dangerous." Before she could nove, he | eaned across,
gri pped her chin in one hand, planted his |lips on hers.



It was a gentle kiss, brief. He pulled away and she stared at himwith a
shock | eavened by glinpses of spasnmodic grins on the faces of her guardsnen
still standing at orderly attention outside.

Alia put a finger to her lips. There'd been such a sense of famliarity
about that kiss. His |lips had been flesh of a future she'd seen in sone
presci ent byway. Breast heaving, she said: "I should have you flayed."

"Because |'m danger ous?"

"Because you presume too nuch!"

"I presume nothing. | take nothing which is not first offered to nme. Be gl ad
I did not take all that was offered." He opened his door, slid out. "Cone al ong.
We've dallied too long on a fool's errand." He strode toward the entrance done
beyond t he pad.

Alia |l eaped out, ran to match his stride. "I'Il tell himeverything you' ve
said and everything you did," she said.

"Good." He held the door for her

"He will order you executed," she said, slipping into the done.

"Why? Because | took the kiss | wanted?" He foll owed her, his novenent
forcing her back. The door slid closed behind him

"The kiss you wanted!" Qutrage filled her

"Al'l right, Alia. The kiss you wanted, then." He started to nove around her
toward the drop field.

As t hough his novenent had propelled her into hei ghtened awareness, she
realized his candor -- the utter truthfulness of him The kiss | wanted, she
told herself. True.

"Your truthful ness, that's what's dangerous,"” she said, followi ng him

"You return to the ways of wisdom" he said, not breaking his stride. "A
nentat could not've stated the natter nore directly. Now. what is it you saw in
t he desert?"

She grabbed his arm forcing himto a halt. He'd done it again: shocked her
m nd i nto sharpened awar eness.

"I can't explain it," she said, "but | keep thinking of the Face Dancers.
Wiy is that?"

"That is why your brother sent you to the desert," he said, nodding. "Tel
him of this persistent thought."

"But why?" She shook her head. "Wy Face Dancers?"

"There's a young worman dead out there," he said. "Perhaps no young woman is
reported m ssing anong the Fremen."

| think what a joy it is to be alive, and | wonder if I'Il ever leap inward to
the root of this flesh and know nyself as once | was. The root is there. Whether
any act of mine can find it, that remains tangled in the future. But all things
a man can do are mne. Any act of mine may do it.

-The Ghol a Speaks Alia's Comentary

As he lay inmmersed in the scream ng odor of the spice, staring inward
t hrough the oracul ar trance, Paul saw the nmoon becone an el ongated sphere. It

rolled and twi sted, hissing -- the terrible hissing of a star being quenched in
an infinite sea -- dom . . . down . . . dow . . . like a ball thrown by a
child.

It was gone.

This moon had not set. Realization engulfed him It was gone: no noon. The
earth quaked |ike an animal shaking its skin. Terror swept over him

Paul jerked upright on his pallet, eyes w de open, staring. Part of him
| ooked outward, part inward. Qutwardly, he saw the plasneld grillwork which



vented his private room and he knew he | ay beside a stone-like abyss of his
Keep. Inwardly, he continued to see the noon fall

Qut! Cut!
His grillwrk of plasneld | ooked onto the blazing Iight of noon across
Arrakeen. Inward -- there lay blackest night. A shower of sweet odors froma

garden roof nibbled at his senses, but no floral perfune could roll back that
fallen nmoon.

Paul swung his feet to the cold surface of the floor, peered through the
grillwork. He could see directly across to the gentle arc of a footbridge
constructed of crystal-stabilized gold and platinum Fire jewels fromfar Cedon
decorated the bridge. It led to the galleries of the inner city across a poo
and fountain filled with waterflowers. If he stood, Paul knew, he could | ook
down into petals as clean and red as fresh blood whirling, turning there --

di sks of anbient color tossed on an enerald freshet.

Hi s eyes absorbed the scene without pulling himfromspice thralldom

That terrible vision of a | ost noon.

The vision suggested a nonstrous | oss of individual security. Perhaps he'd

seen his civilization fall, toppled by its own pretensions.

Amon . . . amon . . . a falling noon.

It had taken a massive dose of the spice essence to penetrate the nmud thrown
up by the tarot. Al it had shown himwas a falling noon and the hateful way

he'd known fromthe beginning. To buy an end for the Jihad, to silence the
vol cano of butchery, he nust discredit hinself.

Di sengage . . . disengage . . . disengage . . .

Floral perfume fromthe garden roof rem nded himof Chani. He |onged for her
arns now, for the clinging arnms of |ove and forgetful ness. But even Chani could
not exorcise this vision. What would Chani say if he went to her with the
statement that he had a particular death in mnd? Knowing it to be inevitable,
why not choose an aristocrat's death, ending life on a secret flourish,
squandering any years that m ght have been? To die before coming to the end of
wi || power, was that not an aristocrat's choice?

He stood, crossed to the | apped opening in the grillwork, went out onto a
bal cony which | ooked upward to flowers and vines trailing fromthe garden. H s
mout h hel d the dryness of a desert march.

Moon . . . noon -- where is that noon?

He thought of Alia's description, the young worman's body found in the dunes.
A Frenen addicted to semuta! Everything fitted the hateful pattern

You do not take fromthis universe, he thought. It grants what it wll.

The remains of a conch shell fromthe seas of Mother Earth lay on a | ow
tabl e beside the balcony rail. He took its lustrous snoothness into his hands,
tried to feel backward in Tinme. The pearl surface reflected glittering noons of
light. He tore his gaze fromit, peered upward past the garden to a sky becone a
conflagration -- trails of rainbow dust shining in the silver sun.

My Fremen call thenselves "Children of the Mon," he thought.

He put down the conch, strode along the balcony. Did that terrifying nmoon
hol d out hope of escape? He probed for neaning in the region of nystic
conmuni on. He felt weak, shaken, still gripped by the spice.

At the north end of his plasmeld chasm he cane in sight of the | ower
bui | di ngs of the governnent warren. Foot traffic thronged the roof wal ks. He
felt that the people nmoved there |like a frieze against a background of doors,
wal I's, tile designs. The people were tiles! Wien he blinked, he could hold them
frozen in his mnd. A frieze.

A moon falls and is gone.

A feeling came over himthat the city out there had been translated into an
odd symbol for his universe. The buildings he could see had been erected on the
plain where his Frenen had obliterated the Sardaukar |egions. G ound once
tranpled by battles rang now to the rushing clanmor of business.



Keeping to the balcony's outer edge, Paul strode around the corner. Now, his
vista was a suburb where city structures |ost thenselves in rocks and the
bl owi ng sand of the desert. Alia's tenple dom nated the foreground; green and
bl ack hangings along its two-thousand-meter sides displayed the nmoon synbol of
Muad' di b.

A falling nmoon.

Paul passed a hand across his forehead and eyes. The synbol -nmetropolis
oppressed him He despised his own thoughts. Such vacillation in another would
have aroused his anger

He | oathed his city!

Rage rooted in boredomflickered and sinmered deep within him nurtured by
deci sions that couldn't be avoided. He knew which path his feet nust foll ow
He'd seen it enough times, hadn't he? Seen it! Once . . . long ago, he'd thought
of himself as an inventor of government. But the invention had fallen into old
patterns. It was |like sonme hideous contrivance with plastic nenory. Shape it any
way you wanted, but relax for a nonent, and it snapped into the ancient fornmns.
Forces at work beyond his reach in human breasts el uded and defied him

Paul stared out across the rooftops. What treasures of untranmeled life |ay
beneat h those roofs? He glinpsed | eaf-green places, open plantings anidst the
chal k-red and gold of the roofs. Green, the gift of Miad' dib and his water
Orchards and groves lay within his view -- open plantings to rival those of
fabl ed Lebanon.

"Miad' di b spends water |ike a madnan," Frenmen said.

Paul put his hands over his eyes.

The noon fell

He dropped his hands, stared at his netropolis with clarified vision
Bui | di ngs took on an aura of nonstrous inperial barbarity. They stood enornous
and bright beneath the northern sun. Col ossi! Every extravagance of architecture
a denented history could produce lay within his view terraces of nesa
proportion, squares as large as sone cities, parks, prem ses, bits of cultured
wi | der ness.

Superb artistry abutted inexplicable prodigies of dismal tastel essness.
Details inpressed thensel ves upon him a postern out of nost anci ent Baghdad

a done dreamed in mythical Damascus . . . an arch fromthe |low gravity of Atar
har noni ous el evati ons and queer depths. Al created an effect of unrivaled
magni fi cence.

A noon! A moon! A noon!

Frustration tangled him He felt the pressure of nass-unconscious, that
bur geoni ng sweep of humanki nd across his universe. They rushed upon himwith a
force like a gigantic tidal bore. He sensed the vast migrations at work in hunman
affairs: eddies, currents, gene flows. No dans of abstinence, no seizures of
i npotence nor nml edictions could stop it.

Muad' di b' s Ji had was | ess than an eye-blink in this |arger novenent. The
Bene Gesserit swimring in this tide, that corporate entity trading in genes, was
trapped in the torrent as he was. Visions of a falling noon nmust be neasured
agai nst other |egends, other visions in a universe where even the seem ngly
eternal stars waned, flickered, died

VWhat mattered a single moon in such a universe?

Far within his fortress citadel, so deep within that the sound sonetinmes
lost itself in the flow of city noises, a ten-string rebaba tinkled with a song
of the Jihad, a lanment for a wonman | eft behind on Arrakis:

Her hips are dunes curved by the wi nd,
Her eyes shine |ike sumer heat.

Two braids of hair hang down her back --
Rich with water rings, her hair

My hands renmenber her skin



Fragrant as anber, flower-scented.
Eyelids trenble with nenories . .
| amstricken by Iove's white flane!

The song sickened him A tune for stupid creatures lost in sentinentality!
As well sing to the dune-inpregnated corpse Alia had seen

A figure noved in shadows of the balcony's grillwork. Paul whirled.

The ghol a energed into the sun's full glare. H's nmetal eyes glittered.

"I's it Duncan I daho or the man called Hayt?" Paul asked.

The ghola came to a stop two paces fromhim "Wich would ny Lord prefer?”

The voice carried a soft ring of caution.

"Play the Zensunni," Paul said bitterly. Manings wthin neanings! Wat
could a Zensunni phil osopher say or do to change one jot of the reality
unrolling before themat this instant?

"My Lord is troubled."

Paul turned away, stared at the Shield Wall's distant scarp, saw w nd-carved
arches and buttresses, terrible mmcry of his city. Nature playing a joke on
him See what | can build! He recognized a slash in the distant massif, a place
where sand spilled froma crevasse, and thought: There! Right there, we fought
Sar daukar!

"What troubles ny |ord?" the ghola asked.

"A vision," Paul whispered.

"Ahhhhh, when the Tleilaxu first awakened nme, | had visions. | was restless,
lonely . . . not really knowing | was lonely. Not then. My visions reveal ed
nothing! The Tleilaxu told ne it was an intrusion of the flesh which nen and
gholas all suffer, a sickness, no nore."

Paul turned, studied the ghola's eyes, those pitted, steely balls wthout
expression. \Wat visions did those eyes see?

"Duncan . . . Duncan . " Paul whi spered.
"I amcalled Hayt."
"I saw a noon fall," Paul said. "It was gone, destroyed. | heard a great

hi ssing. The earth shook."

"You are drunk on too nuch tinme," the ghola said.

"I ask for the Zensunni and get the nmentat!" Paul said. "Very well! Play ny
vi sion through your logic, nmentat. Analyze it and reduce it to nere words laid
out for burial."

"Burial, indeed," the ghola said. "You run fromdeath. You strain at the
next instant, refuse to |live here and now. Augury! What a crutch for an
Enperor!”

Paul found hinself fascinated by a well-renmenbered nmole on the ghola's chin

"Trying to live in this future," the ghola said, "do you give substance to
such a future? Do you nake it real ?"

"I'f I go the way of ny vision-future, I'll be alive then,
"What makes you think I want to live there?"

The ghol a shrugged. "You asked ne for a substantial answer."

"Where is there substance in a universe conposed of events?" Paul asked. "Is
there a final answer? Doesn't each sol ution produce new questions?"

"You' ve digested so nuch time you have delusions of imortality,
said. "Even your Enpire, ny lord, nmust live its time and die."

"Don't parade snoke-bl ackened altars before nme," Paul growed. "I've heard
enough sad histories of gods and nessiahs. Wiy should | need special powers to
forecast ruins of my own like all those others? The |lowiest servant of ny
kitchens could do this." He shook his head. "The noon fell!"

"You' ve not brought your mind to rest at its beginning," the ghola said.

"I's that how you destroy ne?" Paul demanded. "Prevent ne fromcollecting ny
t hought s?"

Paul rmuttered.

t he ghol a



"Can you col | ect chaos?" the ghola asked. "W Zensunni say: 'Not collecting,
that is the ultimte gathering.' Wat can you gather w thout gathering
your sel f ?"

"I"mdeviled by a vision and you spew nonsense!" Paul raged. "Wat do you
know of prescience?"

"I'"ve seen the oracle at work," the ghola said. "I've seen those who seek
signs and onens for their individual destiny. They fear what they seek."

"My falling noon is real," Paul whispered. He took a trenbling breath. "It
moves. It noves."

"Men al ways fear things which nove by thenselves," the ghola said. "You fear
your own powers. Things fall into your head from nowhere. Wen they fall out,
where do they go?"

"You confort me with thorns," Paul grow ed.
An inner illum nation cane over the ghola's face. For a nmonent, he becane
pure Duncan I daho. "I give you what confort | can," he said.

Paul wondered at that nmonmentary spasm Had the ghola felt grief which his
m nd rej ected? Had Hayt put down a vision of his own?

"My noon has a nane," Paul whispered.

He let the vision flow over himthen. Though his whol e being shrieked, no
sound escaped him He was afraid to speak, fearful that his voice m ght betray
him The air of this terrifying future was thick with Chani's absence. Flesh
that had cried in ecstasy, eyes that had burned himw th their desire, the voice
that had charmed hi m because it played no tricks of subtle control -- all gone,
back into the water and the sand.

Slow y, Paul turned away, | ooked out at the present and the plaza before
Alia's tenple. Three shaven-headed pilgrins entered fromthe processiona
avenue. They wore grinmy yellow robes and hurried with their heads bent agai nst
the afternoon's wind. One wal ked with a linmp, dragging his left foot. They beat
their way against the wi nd, rounded a corner and were gone from his sight.

Just as his nmoon woul d go, they were gone. Still, his vision |ay before him
Its terrible purpose gave himno choice.

The flesh surrenders itself, he thought. Eternity takes back its own. Qur
bodies stirred these waters briefly, danced with a certain intoxication before
the love of life and self, dealt with a few strange ideas, then subnmitted to the
instrunments of Tinme. What can we say of this? | occurred. | amnot . . . yet, |
occurred.

"You do not beg the sun for nmercy."
-Maud' dib's Travail from The Stilgar Conmentary

One noment of inconpetence can be fatal, the Reverend Mt her Gaius Hel en
Mohi am remi nded hersel f.

She hobbl ed al ong, apparently unconcerned, within a ring of Fremen guards.
One of those behind her, she knew, was a deaf-nute inmmune to any wles of Voice.
No doubt he'd been charged to kill her at the slightest provocation

Why had Paul sumoned her? she wondered. WAs he about to pass sentence? She
renmenbered the day | ong ago when she'd tested him. . . the child kwi satz
haderach. He was a deep one.

Dam his nmother for all eternity! It was her fault the Bene Gesserit had
| ost their hold on this gene |ine.

Sil ence surged along the vaulted passages ahead of her entourage. She sensed
the word being passed. Paul would hear the silence. He'd know of her com ng
before it was announced. She didn't delude herself with ideas that her powers
exceeded hi s.

Dam hi n



She begrudged the burdens age had i nposed on her: the aching joints,
responses not as qui ck as once they'd been, nuscles not as elastic as the
whi pcords of her youth. A long day |lay behind her and a long life. She'd spent
this day with the Dune Tarot in a fruitless search for some clue to her own
fate. But the cards were sluggish.

The guards herded her around a corner into another of the seem ngly endl ess
vaul ted passages. Triangul ar neta-glass wi ndows on her |eft gave a view upward
to trellised vines and indigo flowers in deep shadows cast by the afternoon sun.

Tiles lay underfoot -- figures of water creatures fromexotic planets. Water
rem nders everywhere. Wealth . . . riches.

Robed figures passed across another hall in front of her, cast covert
gl ances at the Reverend Mdther. Recognition was obvious in their manner -- and
t ensi on.

She kept her attention on the sharp hairline of the guard imediately in
front: young flesh, pink creases at the uniformcollar

The i mensity of this ighir citadel began to i npress her. Passages .
passages . . . They passed an open doorway from whi ch enmerged the sound of
ti mbur and flute playing soft, elder nusic. A glance showed her bl ue-in-blue
Fremen eyes staring fromthe room She sensed in themthe ferment of |egendary
revolts stirring in wild genes.

There | ay the neasure of her personal burden, she knew. A Bene GCesserit
coul d not escape awareness of the genes and their possibilities. She was touched
by a feeling of loss: that stubborn fool of an Atreides! How could he deny the
jewel s of posterity within his [oins? A kw satz haderach! Born out of this tinme,
true, but real -- as real as his abom nation of a sister . . . and there lay a
danger ous unknown. A wild Reverend Mther spawned w t hout Bene Gesserit
i nhibitions, holding no loyalty to orderly devel opnment of the genes. She shared
her brother's powers, no doubt -- and nore.

The size of the citadel began to oppress her. Wuld the passages never end?
The place reeked of terrifying physical power. No planet, no civilization in al
human hi story had ever before seen such nman-nade i mrensity. A dozen ancient
cities could be hidden in its walls!

They passed oval doors with winking |lights. She recognized them for |xian
handi wor k: pneumatic transport orifices. Wiy was she being marched all this
di stance, then? The answer began to shape itself in her mnd: to oppress her in
preparation for this audi ence with the Enperor.

A snmall clue, but it joined other subtle indications -- the relative
suppression and sel ection of words by her escort, the traces of primtive
shyness in their eyes when they called her Reverend Mdther, the cold and bl and,
essentially odorless nature of these halls -- all conbined to reveal nuch that a
Bene Gesserit could interpret.

Paul want ed sonething from her

She concealed a feeling of elation. A bargaining |ever existed. It renmained
only to find the nature of that lever and test its strength. Some |levers had
noved things greater than this citadel. A finger's touch had been known to
topple civilizations.

The Reverend Mther reninded herself then of Scytale's assessnent: Wen a
creature has devel oped into one thing, he will choose death rather than change
into his opposite.

The passages through which she was being escorted grew | arger by subtle
stages -- tricks of arching, graduated anplification of pillared supports,

di spl acenent of the triangular wi ndows by |arger, oblong shapes. Ahead of her
finally, |oonmed double doors centered in the far wall of a tall antechanber. She
sensed that the doors were very |large, and was forced to suppress a gasp as her
trai ned awar eness neasured out the true proportions. The doorway stood at | east
ei ghty neters high, half that in wdth.



As she approached with her escort, the doors swung inward -- an i mense and
sil ent novenent of hidden machi nery. She recognized nore |xian handi work.
Through that towering doorway she marched with her guards into the G and
Reception Hall of the Enperor Paul Atreides -- "Miad' dib, before whomall people
are dwarfed." Now, she saw the effect of that popul ar saying at work.

As she advanced toward Paul on the distant throne, the Reverend Mther found
herself nore inpressed by the architectural subtleties of her surroundings than
she was by the imensities. The space was large: it could ve housed the entire
citadel of any ruler in human history. The open sweep of the room said much
about hidden structural forces balanced with nicety. Trusses and supporting
beans behind these walls and the faraway donmed ceiling nust surpass anything
ever before attenpted. Everything spoke of engineering genius.

Wthout seenming to do so, the hall grew smaller at its far end, refusing to
dwarf Paul on his throne centered on a dais. An untrained awareness, shocked by
surroundi ng proportions, would see himat first as nany tines |larger than his
actual size. Colors played upon the unprotected psyche: Paul's green throne had
been cut froma single Hagar enmerald. It suggested grow ng things and, out of
the Fremen nythos, reflected the mourning color. It whispered that here sat he
who coul d make you nourn -- life and death in one symbol, a clever stress of
opposites. Behind the throne, draperies cascaded in burnt orange, curried gold
of Dune earth, and cinnanon fl ecks of nelange. To a trai ned eye, the synbolism
was obvious, but it contained hamer blows to beat down the uninitiated.

Time played its role here.

The Reverend Mt her measured the minutes required to approach the Inperia
Presence at her hobbling pace. You had tinme to be cowed. Any tendency toward
resent nent woul d be squeezed out of you by the unbridl ed power which focused
down upon your person. You mght start the |long march toward that throne as a
human of dignity, but you ended the nmarch as a gnat.

Ai des and attendants stood around the Enperor in a curiously ordered
sequence -- attentive househol d guardsmen al ong the draped back wall, that
abomi nation, Alia, two steps bel ow Paul and on his left hand; Stilgar, the
I mperial |ackey, on the step directly below Alia; and on the right, one step up
fromthe floor of the hall, a solitary figure: the fleshly revenant of Duncan
| daho, the ghol a. She marked ol der Fremen anmpong the guardsnen, bearded Nai bs
with stillsuit scars on their noses, sheathed crysknives at their waists, a few
maul a pistols, even sone |asguns. Those npbst be trusted nmen, she thought, to
carry lasguns in Paul's presence when he obviously wore a shield generator. She
could see the shimrering of its field around him One burst of a lasgun into
that field and the entire citadel would be a hole in the ground.

Her guard stopped ten paces fromthe foot of the dais, parted to open an
unobstructed view of the Enperor. She noted now the absence of Chani and Irul an
wondered at it. He held no inmportant audience without them so it was said.

Paul nodded to her, silent, measuring.

| mredi ately, she decided to take the offensive, said: "So, the great Paul
Atrei des deigns to see the one he banished."

Paul smiled wyly, thinking: She knows | want something fromher. That
know edge had been inevitable, she being who she was. He recogni zed her powers.
The Bene Gesserit didn't become Reverend Mt hers by chance.

"Shall we dispense with fencing?" he asked.

Wuld it be this easy? she wondered. And she said: "Name the thing you
want . "

Stilgar stirred, cast a sharp glance at Paul. The Inperial |ackey didn't
i ke her tone.

"Stilgar wants ne to send you away," Paul said.

"Not kill me?" she asked. "I would' ve expected sonething nore direct froma
Frenmen Naib."



Stilgar scowed, said: "Often, | nust speak otherwise than I think. That is
cal l ed dipl onacy. "

"Then |l et us dispense with diplomacy as well," she said. "WAs it necessary
to have me wal k all that distance. | aman old woman."

"You had to be shown how callous | can be," Paul said. "That way, you'l
appreci ate magnanimty."

"You dare such gaucheries with a Bene Gesserit?" she asked.

"Gross actions carry their own nessages," Paul said.

She hesitated, weighed his words. So -- he m ght yet dispense with her
grossly, obviously, if she . . . if she what?

"Say what it is you want fromne," she nuttered

Alia glanced at her brother, nodded toward the draperies behind the throne.
She knew Paul's reasoning in this, but disliked it all the same. Call it wld
prophecy: She felt pregnant with reluctance to take part in this bargaining.

"You must be careful how you speak to ne, old worman," Paul said.

He called ne old wonman when he was a stripling, the Reverend Mot her thought.
Does he remind ne now of nmy hand in his past? The decision | nade then, mnust |
remake it here? She felt the weight of decision, a physical thing that set her
knees to trenmbling. Miuscles cried their fatigue.

"I't was a long wal k," Paul said, "and | can see that you're tired. W wil]|
retire to ny private chanber behind the throne. You nay sit there." He gave a
hand-signal to Stilgar, arose

Stilgar and the ghola converged on her, hel ped her up the steps, followed
Paul through a passage conceal ed by the draperies. She realized then why he had
greeted her in the hall: a dunb-show for the guards and Nai bs. He feared them
then. And now -- now, he displayed kindly benevol ence, daring such wiles on a
Bene Gesserit. Or was it daring? She sensed anot her presence behind, gl anced
back to see Alia follow ng. The younger woman's eyes held a brooding, balefu
cast. The Reverend Mt her shuddered.

The private chanber at the end of the passage was a twenty-neter cube of
pl asrmel d, yel |l ow gl owgl obes for |ight, the deep orange hangi ngs of a desert
stilltent around the walls. It contained divans, soft cushions, a faint odor of
nmel ange, crystal water flagons on a lowtable. It felt cramped, tiny after the
outer hall.

Paul seated her on a divan, stood over her, studying the ancient face --
steely teeth, eyes that hid nore than they reveal ed, deeply winkled skin. He
i ndicated a water flagon. She shook her head, dislodging a wisp of gray hair

In a low voice, Paul said: "I wish to bargain with you for the life of ny
bel oved. "

Stilgar cleared his throat.

Alia fingered the handl e of the crysknife sheathed at her neck.

The ghol a remai ned at the door, face inpassive, netal eyes pointed at the
air above the Reverend Mdther's head.

"Have you had a vision of my hand in her death?" the Reverend Mt her asked.
She kept her attention on the ghola, oddly disturbed by him Wy should she fee
t hreatened by the ghola? He was a tool of the conspiracy.

"I know what it is you want fromne," Paul said, avoiding her question

Then he only suspects, she thought. The Reverend Mot her | ooked down at the
ti ps of her shoes exposed by a fold of her robe. Black . . . black . . . shoes
and robe showed marks of her confinement: stains, winkles. She lifted her chin
nmet an angry glare in Paul's eyes. Elation surged through her, but she hid the
enmotion behind pursed lips, slitted eyelids.

"What coin do you offer?" she asked.

"You may have ny seed, but not my person," Paul said. "lrulan bani shed and
i nsem nated by artificial --"

"You dare!" the Reverend Mdther flared, stiffening.

Stilgar took a half step forward



Di sconcertingly, the ghola smled. And now Alia was studying him

"We' || not discuss the things your Sisterhood forbids," Paul said. "I wll
listen to no talk of sins, abominations or the beliefs Ieft over from past
Ji hads. You may have ny seed for your plans, but no child of Irulan's will sit
on ny throne."

“Your throne," she sneered.

"My throne."

"Then who will bear the Inperial heir?"

" Chani . "

"She is barren."

"She is with child."

An involuntary indrawn breath exposed her shock. "You lie!" she snapped.

Paul held up a restraining hand as Stilgar surged forward.

"We've known for two days that she carries ny child."

"But lrulan . "

"By artificial neans only. That's ny offer."

The Reverend Mther closed her eyes to hide his face. Dammation! To cast the
genetic dice in such a way! Loathing boiled in her breast. The teaching of the
Bene Gesserit, the |lessons of the Butlerian Jihad -- all proscribed such an act.
One did not denean the highest aspirations of humanki nd. No nmachi ne coul d
function in the way of a human nmind. No word or deed could inply that nmen m ght
be bred on the |evel of aninals.

"Your decision," Paul said.

She shook her head. The genes, the precious Atreides genes -- only these
were inportant. Need went deeper than proscription. For the Sisterhood, nmating
m ngl ed nore than spermand ovum One ained to capture the psyche.

The Reverend Mot her understood now the subtle depths of Paul's offer. He
woul d make the Bene CGesserit party to an act which would bring down popul ar
wath . . . were it ever discovered. They could not admit such paternity if the
Enperor denied it. This coin mght save the Atrei des genes for the Sisterhood,
but it would never buy a throne.

She swept her gaze around the room studying each face: Stilgar, passive and
wai ting now, the ghola frozen at some inward place; Alia watching the ghola .

and Paul -- wrath beneath a shall ow veneer

"This is your only offer?" she asked.

"My only offer."

She gl anced at the ghola, caught by a brief novenent of nuscles across his
cheeks. Enotion? "You, ghola," she said. "Should such an offer be made? Having
been nade, should it be accepted? Function as the nentat for us."

The nmetallic eyes turned to Paul

"Answer as you will," Paul said.

The ghola returned his gleam ng attention to the Reverend Mther, shocked
her once nore by smiling. "An offer is only as good as the real thing it buys,"
he said. "The exchange offered here is life-for-life, a high order of business."

Alia brushed a strand of coppery hair fromher forehead, said: "And what
el se is hidden in this bargain?"

The Reverend Mdther refused to | ook at Alia, but the words burned in her
m nd. Yes, far deeper inplications lay here. The sister was an abomi nation
true, but there could be no denying her status as a Reverend Mother with all the
title inplied. Gaius Helen Mohiamfelt herself in this instant to be not one
single person, but all the others who sat |like tiny congeries in her nenory.
They were alert, every Reverend Mther she had absorbed in becomng a Priestess
of the Sisterhood. Alia would be standing in the sane situation here.

"What el se?" the ghola asked. "One wonders why the witches of the Bene
Gesserit have not used Tleilaxu methods. "



Gai us Hel en Mohiam and all the Reverend Mdthers within her shuddered. Yes,
the Tleilaxu did | oathsone things. If one let down the barriers to artificia
i nsem nation, was the next step a Tleilaxu one -- controlled nmutation?

Paul , observing the play of enotion around him felt abruptly that he no
| onger knew t hese people. He could see only strangers. Even Alia was a stranger

Alia said: "If we set the Atreides genes adrift in a Bene Gesserit river,
who knows what may result?"

Gai us Hel en Mohiaml s head snapped around, and she met Alia's gaze. For a
flashing instant, they were two Reverend Mot hers together, conmuning on a single
t hought: What |ay behind any Tleilaxu action? The ghola was a Tleilaxu thing.
Had he put this plan into Paul's m nd? Wuld Paul attenpt to bargain directly
with the Bene Tleilaxu?

She broke her gaze fromAlia's, feeling her own anbi val ence and
i nadequaci es. The pitfall of Bene Gesserit training, she rem nded herself, |ay
in the powers granted: such powers predi sposed one to vanity and pride. But
power del uded those who used it. One tended to believe power could overcone any
barrier . . . including one's own ignorance

Only one thing stood paranount here for the Bene Gesserit, she told herself.
That was the pyranid of generations which had reached an apex in Paul Atreides .

and in his abom nation of a sister. A wong choice here and the pyramd
woul d have to be rebuilt . . . starting generations back in the parallel lines
and with breedi ng speci nens | acking the choi cest characteristics.

Controlled mutation, she thought. Did the Tleilaxu really practice it? How
tenmpting! She shook her head, the better to rid it of such thoughts.

"You reject ny proposal ?" Paul asked.

"“I'"'mthinking," she said.

And again, she |looked at the sister. The optinumcross for this fenale
Atreides had been lost . . . killed by Paul. Another possibility remained,
however -- one which would cement the desired characteristic into an of fspring.
Paul dared offer animal breeding to the Bene Gesserit! How much was he really
prepared to pay for his Chani's |ife? Wuld he accept a cross with his own
sister?

Sparring for tinme, the Reverend Mther said: "Tell ne, oh flaw ess exenpl ar
of all that's holy, has lrulan anything to say of your proposal ?"

“Irulan will do what you tell her to do," Paul grow ed.

True enough, Mohiam thought. She firnmed her jaw, offered a new ganbit:
"There are two Atreides."

Paul , sensing something of what lay in the old witch's nmind, felt blood
darken his face. "Careful what you suggest," he said.

"You'd just use lrulan to gain your own ends, eh?" she asked.

"Wasn't she trained to be used?" Paul asked.

And we trained her, that's what he's saying, Mbhiamthought. Wl
Irulan's a divided coin. Was there another way to spend such a coin?

"WIl you put Chani's child on the throne?" the Reverend Mot her asked.

"On ny throne." Paul said. He glanced at wondering suddenly if she knew the
di vergent possibilities in this exchange. Alia stood with eyes closed, an odd
still ness-of -person about her. Wth what inner force did she commune? Seeing his
sister thus, Paul felt he'd been cast adrift. Alia stood on a shore that was
recedi ng from him

The Reverend Mdther made her decision, said: "This is too nuch for one
person to decide. | nust consult with my Council on Wallach. WIIl you pernit a
message?”

As t hough she needed ny pernission! Paul thought.

He said: "Agreed, then. But don't delay too long. | will not sit idly by
whil e you debate."

"WIl you bargain with the Bene Tleil axu?" the ghola asked, his voice a
sharp intrusion.



Alia's eyes popped open and she stared at the ghola as though she'd been
wakened by a dangerous intruder.

"I"ve made no such decision," Paul said. "What | will do is go into the
desert as soon as it can be arranged. Qur child will be born in sietch."

"A wise decision," Stilgar intoned.

Alia refused to ook at Stilgar. It was a wong decision. She could fee
this in every cell. Paul must know it. Wiy had he fixed hinself upon such a
pat h?

"Have the Bene Tleilaxu offered their services?" Alia asked. She saw Mhiam
hangi ng on the answer.

Paul shook his head. "No." He glanced at Stilgar. "Stil, arrange for the
nessage to be sent to Wallach."

"At once, nilLord."

Paul turned away, waited while Stilgar summoned guards, left with the old
witch. He sensed Alia debating whether to confront himw th nore questions. She
turned, instead, to the ghol a.

"Mentat," she said, "will the Tleilaxu bid for favor with my brother?"

The ghol a shrugged.

Paul felt his attention wander. The Tleilaxu? No . . . not in the way Alia
nmeant. Her question reveal ed, though, that she had not seen the alternatives
here. Well . . . vision varied fromsibyl to sibyl. Wy not a variance from
brother to sister? Wandering . . . wandering . . . He came back from each

thought with a start to pick up shards of the nearby conversation

" must know what the Tleil axu
. . . the fullness of data is al ways .

" . . . healthy doubts where . . . "

Paul turned, |ooked at his sister, caught her attention. He knew she woul d
see tears on his face and wonder at them Let her wonder. Whndering was a
ki ndness now. He gl anced at the ghola, seeing only Duncan |daho despite the
netallic eyes. Sorrow and conpassion warred in Paul. Wat mght those netal eyes
record?

There are many degrees of sight and nmany degrees of blindness, Paul thought.
Hs mind turned to a paraphrase of the passage fromthe Orange Catholic Bible:
"What senses do we |ack that we cannot see another world all around us?

Were those netal eyes another sense than sight?

Alia crossed to her brother, sensing his utter sadness. She touched a tear
on his cheek with a Frenmen gesture of awe, said: "W nmust not grieve for those
dear to us before their passing."

"Before their passing," Paul whispered. "Tell ne, little sister, what is
bef or e?"

"I"ve had a bellyful of the god and priest business! You think | don't see ny

own nythos? Consult your data once nore, Hayt. |'ve insinuated nmy rites into the
nost el ementary hunman acts. The people eat in the nane of Miad' di b! They nake
love in nmy nane, are born in my nanme -- cross the street in ny nane. A roof beam

cannot be raised in the lowiest hovel of far Gangi shree wi thout invoking the
bl essi ng of Miad' dib!"
-Book of Diatribes from The Hayt Chronicle

"You risk much | eaving your post and coming to ne here at this tinme," Edric
said, glaring through the walls of his tank at the Face Dancer

"How weak and narrow i s your thinking," Scytale said. "Who is it who cones
to visit you?"



Edric hesitated, observing the hul k shape, heavy eyelids, blunt face. It was
early in the day and Edric's netabolism had not yet cycled from ni ght repose
into full nelange consunption.

"This is not the shape which wal ked the streets?" Edric asked.

"One would not ook twice at some of the figures | have been today," Scytale
sai d.

The chanel eon t hinks a change of shape will hide himfromanything, Edric
thought with rare insight. And he wondered if his presence in the conspiracy
truly hid themfromall oracul ar powers. The Enperor's sister, now . .

Edri ¢ shook his head, stirring the orange gas of his tank, said: "Wy are
you here?"

"The gift must be prodded to swifter action

"That cannot be done."

"A way nust be found," Scytal e insisted.

n Vv]y?ll

"Things are not to ny liking. The Enperor is trying to split us. Al ready he
has nade his bid to the Bene Gesserit."

"Ch, that."

"That! You rmust prod the ghola to . . .
"You fashioned him Tleilaxu," Edric said. "You know better than to ask
this." He paused, noved closer to the transparent wall of his tank. "Or did you

lie to us about this gift?"

"Lie?"

"You said the weapon was to be ained and rel eased, nothing nore. Once the
ghol a was given we could not tanper."

"Any ghol a can be disturbed," Scytale said. "You need do nothing nore than
questi on hi mabout his original being."

"What will this do?"

Scytal e sai d.

"It will stir himto actions which will serve our purposes.”

"He is a nentat with powers of |ogic and reason," Edric objected. "He may
guess what |I'mdoing . . . or the sister. If her attention is focused upon --"

"Do you hide us fromthe sibyl or don't you?" Scytal e asked.

"I"'mnot afraid of oracles,"” Edric said. "lI'mconcerned with logic, with

real spies, with the physical powers of the Inmperium with the control of the
spice, with --"

"One can contenplate the Enperor and his powers confortably if one renenbers
that all things are Finite," Scytal e said.

Qddly, the Steersman recoiled in agitation, threshing his linbs |ike some
weird newt. Scytale fought a sense of loathing at the sight. The Guild Navi gator
wore his usual dark leotard bulging at the belt with various containers. Yet

he gave the inpression of nakedness when he noved. It was the sw mm ng
reachi ng novenents, Scytal e decided, and he was struck once nore by the delicate
i nkages of their conspiracy. They were not a conpatible group. That was
weakness.

Edric's agitation subsided. He stared out at Scytale, vision colored by the
orange gas whi ch sustained him What plot did the Face Dancer hold in reserve to
save hinsel f? Edric wondered. The Tleilaxu was not acting in a predictable
fashion. Evil omen.

Sonething in the Navigator's voice and actions told Scytale that the
Gui | dsman feared the sister nore than the Enperor. This was an abrupt thought
flashed on the screen of awareness. Disturbing. Had they overl ooked sonething
i mportant about Alia? Wuld the ghola be sufficient weapon to destroy both?

"You know what is said of Alia?" Scytal e asked, probing.

"What do you mean?" Again, the fish-nan was agitated.

"Never have philosophy and culture had such a patroness," Scytal e said.

"Pl easure and beauty unite in --"



"What is enduring about beauty and pl easure?" Edric denmanded. "W will
destroy both Atreides. Culture! They dispense culture the better to rule.

Beauty! They prompte the beauty which enslaves. They create a literate ignorance
-- easiest thing of all. They |eave nothing to chance. Chains! Everything they
do forges chains, enslaves. But slaves always revolt."

"The sister nay wed and produce offspring," Scytal e said.

"Why do you speak of the sister?" Edric asked.

"The Emperor may choose a mate for her," Scytal e said.

"Let himchoose. Already, it is too late."

"Even you cannot invent the next nonent," Scytale warned. "You are not a
creator . . . any nore than are the Atreides." He nodded. "W nust not presune
too much."

"We aren't the ones to flap our tongues about creation,” Edric protested.
"W aren't the rabble trying to make a nmessiah out of Miad dib. What is this
nonsense? Wiy are you raising such questions?"

"It's this planet,"” Scytale said. "It rai ses questions."

"Planets don't speak!"

"This one does."

" Ch?"

"It speaks of creation. Sand blowing in the night, that is creation."

"Sand bl owi ng . "

"When you awaken, the first Iight shows you the newworld -- all fresh and
ready for your tracks."

Untracked sand? Edric thought. Creation? He felt knotted with sudden
anxi ety. The confinenent of his tank, the surrounding room everything closed in
upon him constricted him

Tracks in sand.

"You talk Iike a Frenen," Edric said.

"This is a Fremen thought and it's instructive," Scytal e agreed. "They speak
of Miad'dib's Jihad as leaving tracks in the universe in the sane way that a
Fremen tracks new sand. They've nmarked out a trail in nen's lives."

" So?"

"Anot her ni ght cones," Scytale said. "Wnds bl ow. "

"Yes," Edric said, "the Jihad is finite. Miad' dib has used his Jihad and --"

"He didn't use the Jihad," Scytale said. "The Jihad used him 1| think he
woul d' ve stopped it if he could."

“"If he could? AIl he had to do was --"

"Ch, be still!" Scytale barked. "You can't stop a nental epidenic. It |eaps
from person to person across parsecs. It's overwhel m ngly contagious. It strikes
at the unprotected side, in the place where we | odge the fragnents of other such
pl agues. Who can stop such a thing? Miad' dib hasn't the antidote. The thing has
roots in chaos. Can orders reach there?"

"Have you been infected, then?" Edric asked. He turned slowy in the orange
gas, wondering why Scytale's words carried such a tone of fear. Had the Face
Dancer broken fromthe conspiracy? There was no way to peer into the future and
exam ne this now. The future had becone a nuddy stream clogged with prophets.

"W're all contaminated," Scytale said, and he reninded hinself that Edric's
intelligence had severe lints. How could this point be made that the Guil dsman
woul d understand it?

"But when we destroy him" Edric said, "the contag --"

"I should | eave you in this ignorance," Scytale said. "But ny duties wll
not permt it. Besides, it's dangerous to all of us."

Edric recoiled, steadied hinmself with a kick of one webbed foot which sent
t he orange gas whi pping around his legs. "You speak strangely,"” he said.

"This whole thing is explosive," Scytale said in a calner voice. "It's ready
to shatter. Wen it goes, it will send bits of itself out through the centuries.
Don't you see this?"



"We've dealt with religions before," Edric protested. "If this new --"

"It is not just a religion!'" Scytale said, wondering what the Reverend
Mot her woul d say to this harsh education of their fellow conspirator. "Religious
government is something else. Miad' dib has crowded his Q zarate in everywhere,

di spl aced the old functions of government. But he has no pernmanent civi
service, no interlocking enbassies. He has bishoprics, islands of authority. At
the center of each island is a man. Men | earn how to gain and hol d persona
power. Men are jeal ous.”

"When they're divided, we'll absorb them one by one," Edric said with a
conpl acent smle. "Cut off the head and the body will fall to --"

"This body has two heads," Scytal e said.

"The sister -- who may wed."

"Who will certainly wed."

"I don't like your tone, Scytale."

"And | don't |ike your ignorance."

"What if she does wed? WII that shake our plans?"

“I't will shake the universe."

"But they're not unique. I, nyself, possess powers which --

"You're an infant. You toddl e where they stride."

"They are not unique!"

"You forget, Cuildsman, that we once made a kwi satz haderach. This is a
being filled by the spectacle of Tinme. It is a formof existence which cannot be
t hreat ened wi t hout enclosing yourself in the identical threat. Miad' dib knows we
woul d attack his Chani. W must nove faster than we have. You nust get to the
ghola, prod himas | have instructed."

"And if | do not?"

"W will feel the thunderbolt."

Ch, worm of nany teeth,

Canst thou deny what has no cure?

The flesh and breath which lure thee

To the ground of all begi nnings

Feed on nonsters twisting in a door of fire!
Thou hast no robe in all thy attire

To cover intoxications of divinity

O hide the burnings of desirel

-Wirnsong fromthe Dunebook

Paul had worked up a sweat on the practice floor using crysknife and short
sword agai nst the ghola. He stood now at a wi ndow | ooki ng down into the tenple
pl aza, tried to imgi ne the scene with Chani at the clinic. She'd been taken il
at mdnorning, the sixth week of her pregnancy. The nmedics were the best. They'd
call when they had news.

Mur ky afternoon sandcl ouds darkened the sky over the plaza. Frenmen called
such weather "dirty air."

Woul d the medi cs never call? Each second struggl ed past, reluctant to enter
hi s universe

Waiting . . . waiting . . . The Bene Gesserit sent no word from Wl |l ach
Del i berately del ayi ng, of course.

Presci ent vision had recorded these nonments, but he shielded his awareness
fromthe oracle, preferring the role here of a Timefish sw mrming not where he
willed, but where the currents carried him Destiny pernmitted no struggles now.

The ghol a could be heard racki ng weapons, exam ning the equi pnent. Pau
sighed, put a hand to his own belt, deactivated his shield. The tingling passage
of its field ran down against his skin



He'd face events when Chani cane, Paul told hinmself. Tine enough then to
accept the fact that what he'd conceal ed from her had prol onged her life. Was it

evil, he wondered, to prefer Chani to an heir? By what right did he make her
choi ce for her? Foolish thoughts! Who could hesitate, given the alternatives --
slave pits, torture, agonizing sorrow . . . and worse

He heard the door open, Chani's footsteps.

Paul turned.

Murder sat on Chani's face. The wi de Fremen belt which gathered the waist of
her gol den robe, the water rings worn as a necklace, one hand at her hip (never
far fromthe knife), the trenchant stare which was her first inspection of any
room -- everything about her stood now only as a background for viol ence.

He opened his arns as she cane to him gathered her cl ose.

"Someone, " she rasped, speaking against his breast, "has been feeding ne a
contraceptive for along time . . . before | began the new diet. There'll be
problens with this birth because of it."

"But there are renedi es?" he asked.

"Dangerous renedies. | know the source of that poison! |I'Il have her bl ood."

"My Sihaya," he whispered, holding her close to cal ma sudden trenbling.
"You'll bear the heir we want. Isn't that enough?"

"My life burns faster," she said, pressing against him "The birth now
controls ny life. The nedics told ne it goes at a terrible pace. | nust eat and
eat . . . and take nore spice, as well . . . eat it, drink it. I'Il kill her for
this!"

Paul kissed her cheek. "No, ny Sihaya. You'll kill no one." And he thought:
Irulan prol onged your |life, beloved. For you, the tine of birth is the tine of
deat h.

He felt hidden grief drain his narrow then, enpty his life into a bl ack
fl ask.

Chani pushed away from him "She cannot be forgiven!"

"Who sai d anything about forgiving?"

"They why shouldn't | kill her?"

It was such a flat, Fremen question that Paul felt hinself al nbst overcone
by a hysterical desire to laugh. He covered it by saying: "It wouldn't help."

"You' ve seen that?"

Paul felt his belly tighten with vision-nenory.

"What |'ve seen . . . what |'ve seen . " he muttered. Every aspect of
surroundi ng events fitted a present which paralyzed him He felt chained to a
future which, exposed too often, had | ocked onto himlike a greedy succubus.

Ti ght dryness clogged his throat. Had he followed the witchcall of his own

oracl e, he wondered, until it'd spilled himinto a nerciless present?
"Tell me what you've seen," Chani said.
"I can't."

"Way mustn't | kill her?"

"Because | ask it."

He wat ched her accept this. She did it the way sand accepted water
absor bi ng and conceal i ng. Was there obedi ence beneath that hot, angry surface?
he wondered. And he realized then that |ife in the royal Keep had | eft Chan
unchanged. She'd merely stopped here for a time, inhabited a way station on a
journey with her man. Nothing of the desert had been taken from her

Chani stepped away from himthen, glanced at the ghola who stood waiting
near the dianmond circle of the practice door

"You' ve been crossing blades with hin?" she asked.

"And |I'm better for it."

Her gaze went to the circle on the floor, back to the ghola's netallic eyes.

“I don't like it," she said.

"He's not intended to do me viol ence," Paul said.

"“You' ve seen that?"



“l've not seen it!"

"Then how do you know?"

"Because he's nore than ghol a; he's Duncan |daho.™

"The Bene Tleilax made him"

"They made nmore than they intended."

She shook her head. A corner of her nezhoni scarf rubbed the collar of her
robe. "How can you change the fact that he is ghol a?"

"Hayt," Paul said, "are you the tool of my undoi ng?"

"If the substance of here and now is changed, the future is changed," the
ghol a sai d.

"That is no answer!" Chani objected.

Paul raised his voice: "Howwill | die, Hayt?"

Light glinted fromthe artificial eyes. "It is said, mLord, that you will
di e of nobney and power."

Chani stiffened. "How dare he speak thus to you?"

"The mentat is truthful,” Paul said.

"Was Duncan | daho a real friend?" she asked.

"He gave his life for nme."

"It is sad," Chani whispered, "that a ghola cannot be restored to his
original being."

"Wwul d you convert me?" the ghola asked, directing his gaze to Chani

"What does he nean?" Chani asked.

"To be converted is to be turned around," Paul said. "But there's no going
back. "

"Every nan carries his own past with him" Hayt said

"And every ghol a?" Paul asked.

“I'n a way, m Lord."

"Then what of that past in your secret flesh?" Paul asked.

Chani saw how t he question disturbed the ghola. H s nmovenments qui ckened,
hands cl enched into fists. She glanced at Paul, wondering why he probed thus.
Was there a way to restore this creature to the man he'd been?

"Has a ghol a ever renenbered his real past?" Chani asked.

"Many attenpts have been nade," Hayt said, his gaze fixed on the floor near
his feet. "No ghola has ever been restored to his former being."

"But you long for this to happen," Paul said.

The bl ank surfaces of the ghola's eyes came up to center on Paul with a
pressing intensity. "Yes!"

Voi ce soft, Paul said: "If there's a way . . ."
"This flesh," Hayt said, touching left hand to forehead in a curious
sal uting noverment, "is not the flesh of ny original birth. It is . . . reborn.

Only the shape is fanliar. A Face Dancer nmight do as well."

"Not as well," Paul said. "And you're not a Face Dancer."

"That is true, nmLord."

"Whence cones your shape?"

"The genetic inprint of the original cells."

"Sonmewhere," Paul said, "there's a plastic sonmething which renmenbers the
shape of Duncan lIdaho. It's said the ancients probed this region before the
Butl erian Jihad. What's the extent of this menory, Hayt? Wat did it learn from
t he origi nal ?"

The ghol a shrugged.

"What if he wasn't |daho?" Chani asked.

"He was."
"Can you be certain?" she asked.
"He is Duncan in every aspect. | cannot inagine a force strong enough to

hol d t hat shape thus w thout any relaxation or any deviation."



"M Lord!" Hayt objected. "Because we cannot imagine a thing, that doesn't
exclude it fromreality. There are things | nmust do as a ghola that | woul d not
do as a man."

Keeping his attention on Chani, Paul said: "You see?" She nodded.

Paul turned away, fighting deep sadness. He crossed to the bal cony wi ndows,
drew the draperies. Lights cane on in the sudden gloom He pulled the sash of

his robe tight, listened for sounds behind him
Not hi ng.
He turned. Chani stood as though entranced, her gaze centered on the ghol a.
Hayt, Paul saw, had retreated to sone inner chanber of his being -- had gone
back to the ghol a pl ace.
Chani turned at the sound of Paul's return. She still felt the thrall dom of

the instant Paul had precipitated. For a brief nmoment, the ghola had been an
i ntense, vital human being. For that nonent, he had been someone she did not

fear -- indeed, soneone she |iked and admired. Now, she understood Paul's
purpose in this probing. He had wanted her to see the man in the ghola flesh.
She stared at Paul. "That man, was that Duncan |daho?"
"That was Duncan ldaho. He is still there."
"Wwul d he have allowed lrulan to go on living?" Chani asked.
The water didn't sink too deep, Paul thought. And he said: "If |I commanded

it."
"I don't understand," she said. "Shouldn't you be angry?"

"I amangry."

"You don't sound . . . angry. You sound sorrowful."

He closed his eyes. "Yes. That, too."

"You're my man," she said. "I know this, but suddenly I don't understand

you.

Abruptly, Paul felt that he wal ked down a |ong cavern. H's flesh noved --
one foot and then another -- but his thoughts went el sewhere. "I don't
understand nysel f," he whi spered. When he opened his eyes, he found that he had
noved away from Chani .

She spoke from sonewhere behind him "Beloved, |I'll not ask agai n what
you've seen. | only know |l'mto give you the heir we want."

He nodded, then: "I1've known that fromthe beginning." He turned, studied
her. Chani seened very far away.

She drew hersel f up, placed a hand on her abdonen. "I'm hungry. The nedics
tell me | nust eat three or four tines what | ate before. |'mfrightened,

bel oved. It goes too fast."
Too fast, he agreed. This fetus knows the necessity for speed.

The audaci ous nature of Miad' dib's actions may be seen in the fact that He knew
fromthe begi nning whither He was bound, yet not once did He step aside from

that path. He put it clearly when He said: "I tell you that | come now to ny
time of testing when it will be shown that | amthe Utinate Servant." Thus He
weaves all into One, that both friend and foe may worship Hm It is for this

reason and this reason only that Hi s Apostles prayed: "Lord, save us fromthe
ot her paths which Miad' dib covered with the Waters of His Life. " Those "ot her
pat hs" may be inmagined only with the deepest revul sion

-from The Yiamel -Di n (Book of Judgnent)

The nessenger was a young woman -- her face, name and family known to Chan
-- which was how she'd penetrated | nperial Security.

Chani had done no nore than identify her for a Security O ficer named
Bannerj ee, who then arranged the neeting with Miad' di b. Bannerjee acted out of
instinct and the assurance that the young wonan's father had been a nenber of



t he Enperor's Death Conmandos, the dreaded Fedaykin, in the days before the
Ji had. Otherw se, he mght have ignored her plea that her nessage was i ntended
only for the ears of Miad' dib.

She was, of course, screened and searched before the nmeeting in Paul's
private office. Even so, Bannerjee acconpani ed her, hand on knife, other hand on
her arm

It was al nost m dday when they brought her into the room-- an odd space,

m xture of desert-Frenen and Fanmily-Aristocrat. Hiereg hangings lined three
wal | s: delicate tapestries adorned with figures out of Frenen nythol ogy. A view
screen covered the fourth wall, a silver-gray surface behind an oval desk whose
top held only one object, a Frenen sandclock built into an orrery. The orrery, a
suspensor nmechanismfroml|x, carried both nmoons of Arrakis in the classic Wrm
Trine aligned with the sun.

Paul , standi ng beside the desk, glanced at Bannerjee. The Security Oficer
was one of those who'd cone up through the Fremen Constabul ary, w nning his
pl ace on brains and proven loyalty despite the snmuggler ancestry attested by his
nane. He was a solid figure, alnost fat. Wsps of black hair fell down over the
dar k, wet-appearing skin of his forehead Iike the crest of an exotic bird. Hs
eyes were bl ue-blue and steady in a gaze which could | ook upon happi ness or
atrocity without change of expression. Both Chani and Stilgar trusted him Pau
knew that if he told Bannerjee to throttle the girl imediately, Bannerjee would
do it.

"Sire, here is the messenger girl,
sent word to you."

"Yes." Paul nodded curtly.

Qddly, the girl didn't ook at him Her attention remained on the orrery.
She was dar k-ski nned, of nedium height, her figure conceal ed beneath a robe
whose rich wine fabric and sinple cut spoke of wealth. Her blue-black hair was
held in a narrow band of material which matched the robe. The robe conceal ed her
hands. Paul suspected that the hands were tightly clasped. It would be in
character. Everything about her would be in character -- including the robe: a
| ast piece of finery saved for such a nonment.

Paul notioned Bannerjee aside. He hesitated before obeying. Now, the gir
noved -- one step forward. Wen she noved there was grace. Still, her eyes
avoi ded him

Paul cleared his throat.

Now the girl lifted her gaze, the whitel ess eyes widening with just the
ri ght shade of awe. She had an odd little face with delicate chin, a sense of
reserve in the way she held her small mouth. The eyes appeared abnormally | arge
above sl anted cheeks. There was a cheerless air about her, sonething which said
she seldom sm | ed. The corners of her eyes even held a faint yell ow msting
whi ch coul d have been fromdust irritation or the tracery of senuta.

Everyt hing was in character.

"You asked to see ne," Paul said.

The nonent of suprene test for this girl-shape had cone. Scytal e had put on
t he shape, the mannerisns, the sex, the voice -- everything his abilities could
grasp and assune. But this was a female known to Miad' dib in the sietch days.
She'd been a child, then, but she and Miad' dib shared comopn experiences.
Certain areas of nenory nust be avoided delicately. It was the nost exacting
part Scytal e had ever attenpted.

"I am G heymis Lichna of Berk al Dib."

The girl's voice cane out snall, but firm giving name, father and pedigree.

Paul nodded. He saw how Chani had been fool ed. The tinbre of voice,
everything reproduced with exactitude. Had it not been for his own Bene Gesserit
training in voice and for the web of dao in which oracul ar vision enfol ded him
thi s Face-Dancer disguise mght have gulled even him

Bannerjee said. "M Lady Chani said she



Trai ni ng exposed certain discrepancies: the girl was ol der than her known
years; too nuch control tuned the vocal cords; set of neck and shoul ders m ssed
by a fraction the subtle hauteur of Frenmen poise. But there were niceties, too:
the rich robe had been patched to betray actual status . . . and the features
were beautifully exact. They spoke a certain synpathy of this Face Dancer for
the rol e being played.

"Rest in ny hone, daughter of Otheym" Paul said in formal Fremen greeting.
"You are wel cone as water after a dry crossing."

The faintest of relaxations exposed the confidence this apparent acceptance
had conveyed.

"I bring a nmessage," she said.

"A man's nessenger is as hinmsel f," Paul said.

Scytal e breathed softly. It went well, but now cane the crucial task: the
Atrei des must be guided onto that special path. He rmust | ose his Frenen
concubi ne in circunstances where no other shared the blame. The failure must
bel ong only to the omipotent Miad' dib. He had to be led into an ultimte
realization of his failure and thence to acceptance of the Tleil axu alternative.

"I am the snmoke whi ch banishes sleep in the night," Scytal e said, enploying
a Fedayki n code phrase: | bear bad tidings.

Paul fought to maintain cal mess. He felt naked, his soul abandoned in a
groping-time conceal ed fromevery vision. Powerful oracles hid this Face Dancer
Only the edges of these nonments were known to Paul. He knew only what he coul d
not do. He could not slay this Face Dancer. That would precipitate the future
whi ch must be avoided at all cost. Sonehow, a way nust be found to reach into
t he darkness and change the terrifying pattern

"G ve nme your nessage," Paul said.

Bannerj ee noved to place hinself where he could watch the girl's face. She
seened to notice himfor the First tine and her gaze went to the knife handle
beneath the Security Oficer's hand.

"The innocent do not believe in evil,

she said, |ooking squarely at

Bannerj ee.
Ahhh, well done, Paul thought. It was what the real Lichna would've said. He
felt a monentary pang for the real daughter of Otheym-- dead now, a corpse in

the sand. There was no tinme for such enotions, though. He scow ed.

Bannerjee kept his attention on the girl.

"I was told to deliver nmy nessage in secret," she said.

"Why?" Bannerjee demanded, voice harsh, probing.

"Because it is ny father's wish."

"This is ny friend," Paul said. "Am| not a Fremen? Then my friend may hear
anything | hear."

Scytal e conposed the girl-shape. Was this a true Fremen custom. . . or was
it atest?

"The Enmperor may nake his own rules,'
father wi shes you to come to him bringing Chani

"Why must | bring Chani?"

"She is your wonan and a Sayyadina. This is a Water matter, by the rules of
our tribes. She nust attest it that ny father speaks according to the Frenen
Way. "

There truly are Frenen in the conspiracy, Paul thought. This nonent fitted
t he shape of things to come for sure. And he had no alternative but to commit
himsel f to this course.

"OfF what will your father speak?" Paul asked.

"He will speak of a plot against you -- a plot anmong the Fremen."

"Why doesn't he bring that message in person?" Bannerjee denanded.

She kept her gaze on Paul. "My father cannot conme here. The plotters suspect
him He'd not survive the journey."

' Scytale said. "This is the nmessage: My



"Coul d he not divulge the plot to you?" Bannerjee asked. "How cane he to
ri sk his daughter on such a m ssion?"

"The details are locked in a distrans carrier that only Miad' dib may open,"”
she said. "This much | know. "

"Way not send the distrans, then?" Paul asked.

“I't is a human distrans," she said.

"I'"ll go, then," Paul said. "But 1'll go alone."

"Chani nust come with you!"

"Chani is with child."

"When has a Frenen worman refused to . . ."

"My enenies fed her a subtle poison,"” Paul said. "It will be a difficult
birth. Her health will not permt her to acconpany nme now. "

Bef ore Scytale could still them strange enotions passed over the girl-

features: frustration, anger. Scytale was remi nded that every victimnust have a
way of escape -- even such a one as Miad' dib. The conspiracy had not fail ed,
t hough. This Atreides remained in the net. He was a creature who had devel oped
firmy into one pattern. He'd destroy hinself before changing into the opposite
of that pattern. That had been the way with the Tleil axu kw satz haderach. I1t'd
be the way with this one. And then . . . the ghola.

"Let me ask Chani to decide this," she said.

"I have decided it," Paul said. "You will acconpany nme in Chani's stead."

"It requires a Sayyadina of the Rite!"

"Are you not Chani's friend?"

Boxed! Scytal e thought. Does he suspect? No. He's being Fremen-cautious. And
the contraceptive is a fact. Wll -- there are other ways.

"My father told ne | was not to return,"” Scytale said, "that | was to seek
asylumwi th you. He said you'd not risk ne."

Paul nodded. It was beautifully in character. He couldn't deny this asylum
She' d plead Frenen obedience to a father's comand.

“I"lIl take Stilgar's wife, Harah," Paul said. "You'll tell us the way to
your father."

"How do you know you can trust Stilgar's w fe?"

"I know it."

"But | don't."

Paul pursed his lips, then: "Does your nother |ive?"

"My true nother has gone to Shai-hulud. My second nother still |ives and

cares for ny father. Wy?"

"She's of Sietch Tabr?"

"Yes."

"I remenber her," Paul said. "She will serve in Chani's place." He notioned
to Bannerjee. "Have attendants take Oheym s Lichna to suitable quarters."”

Bannerj ee nodded. Attendants. The key word nmeant that this nmessenger nust be
put under special guard. He took her arm She resisted.

"How wi || you go to ny father?" she pl eaded.

"You'll describe the way to Bannerjee," Paul said. "He is ny friend."

"No! My father has commanded it! | cannot!"

"Bannerjee?" Paul said.

Bannerj ee paused. Paul saw the nman searching that encycl opedic nmenory which

had hel ped bring himto his position of trust. "I know a gui de who can take you
to G heym" Bannerjee said.

"Then I'Il go alone," Paul said.

"Sire, if you . "

"Otheymwants it this way," Paul said, barely concealing the irony which
consumed him

"Sire, it's too dangerous," Bannerjee protested.

"Even an Enperor nust accept some risks," Paul said. "The decision is made.
Do as |'ve commanded. "



Rel uctantly, Bannerjee |ed the Face Dancer fromthe room

Paul turned toward the blank screen behind his desk. He felt that he waited
for the arrival of a rock onits blind journey from some hei ght.

Shoul d he tell Bannerjee about the nessenger's true nature? he wondered. No!
Such an incident hadn't been witten on the screen of his vision. Any deviation
here carried precipitate violence. A nonent of fulcrumhad to be found, a place
where he could will himself out of the vision.

If such a nmonment existed

No matter how exotic human civilization becones, no natter the devel opnents of
life and society nor the conplexity of the machine / human interface, there

al ways cone interludes of |onely power when the course of humanki nd, the very
future of humanki nd, depends upon the relatively sinple actions of single

i ndi vi dual s.

-from The Tliel axu Godbuk

As he crossed over on the high footbridge fromhis Keep to the Q zarate
O fice Building, Paul added a linmp to his walk. It was al nbst sunset and he
wal ked through | ong shadows that hel ped conceal him but sharp eyes still m ght
detect sonething in his carriage that identified him He wore a shield, but it
was not activated, his aides having decided that the shimer of it mght arouse
suspi ci ons.

Paul glanced left. Strings of sandclouds |lay across the sunset |ike slatted
shutters. The air was hiereg dry through his stillsuit filters.

He wasn't really alone out here, but the web of Security hadn't been this
| oose around himsince he'd ceased wal king the streets alone in the night.

O nithopters with night scanners drifted far overhead in seemngly random
pattern, all of themtied to his movenments through a transmtter concealed in
his clothing. Picked nmen wal ked the streets below. Ohers had fanned out through
the city after seeing the Enperor in his disguise -- Frenen costune down to the
stillsuit and temag desert boots, the darkened features. H s cheeks had been
distorted with plastene inserts. A catchtube ran down along his left jaw.

As he reached the opposite end of the bridge, Paul glanced back, noted a
noverment beside the stone lattice that conceal ed a bal cony of his private
quarters. Chani, no doubt. "Hunting for sand in the desert," she'd called this
vent ure.

How little she understood the bitter choice. Selecting anmong agonies, he
t hought, nade even | esser agoni es near unbearabl e.

For a blurred, emotionally painful nonment, he relived their parting. At the
| ast instant, Chani had experienced a tau-glinpse of his feelings, but she had
m si nterpreted. She had thought his enptions were those experienced in the
parting of | oved ones when one entered the dangerous unknown.

Woul d that | did not know, he thought.

He had crossed the bridge now and entered the upper passageway through the
of fice building. There were fixed gl owgl obes here and peopl e hurrying on
busi ness. The Q zarate never slept. Paul found his attention caught by the signs
above doorways, as though he were seeing themfor the first tine: Speed
Merchants. Wnd Stills and Retorts. Prophetic Prospects. Tests of Faith.

Rel i gi ous Supply. Waponry . . . Propagation of the Faith
A nmore honest | abel woul d' ve been Propagation of the Bureaucracy, he
t hought .

A type of religious civil servant had sprung up all through his universe.
This new nan of the Q zarate was nore often a convert. He sel dom di splaced a
Freman in the key posts, but he was filling all the interstices. He used nel ange
as much to show he could afford it as for the geriatric benefits. He stood apart



fromhis rulers -- Enperor, Guild, Bene Gesserit, Landsraad, Family or Q zarate.
Hi s gods were Routine and Records. He was served by nentats and prodigi ous
filing systems. Expediency was the first word in his catechism although he gave
proper lip-service to the precepts of the Butlerians. Michi nes coul d not be
fashioned in the image of a man's mnd, he said, but he betrayed by every action
that he preferred nmachines to nen, statistics to individuals, the faraway
general viewto the intimate personal touch requiring inmagination and
initiative.

As Paul emerged onto the ranp at the far side of the building, he heard the
bells calling the Evening Rite at Alia's Fane.

There was an odd feeling of permanence about the bells.

The tenple across the thronged square was new, its rituals of recent
devi si ng, but there was sonething about this setting in a desert sink at the
edge of Arrakeen -- sonething in the way wi nd-driven sand had begun to weat her
stones and pl astene, sonething in the haphazard way buil di ngs had gone up around
the Fane. Everything conspired to produce the inmpression that this was a very
old place full of traditions and nystery.

He was down into the press of people now -- comitted. The only guide his
Security force could find had insisted it be done this way. Security hadn't
liked Paul's ready agreenment. Stilgar had liked it even less. And Chani had
obj ected nost of all.

The crowd around him even while its nmenbers brushed against him gl anced
hi s way unseei ng and passed on, gave hima curious freedom of novement. It was
the way they'd been conditioned to treat a Fremen, he knew. He carried hinself
like a man of the inner desert. Such nen were quick to anger

As he noved into the quickening flowto the tenple steps, the crush of
peopl e becane even greater. Those all around could not hel p but press against
hi m now, but he found hinmself the target for ritual apologies: "Your pardon

noble sir. | cannot prevent this discourtesy."” "Pardon, sir; this crush of
people is the worst |'ve ever seen." "I abase nyself, holy citizen. A |out
shoved ne."

Paul ignored the words after the first few There was no feeling in them
except a kind of ritual fear. He found hinself, instead, thinking that he had
cone a long way from his boyhood days in Cal adan Castle. \Were had he put his
foot on the path that led to this journey across a crowded square on a planet so
far from Cal adan? Had he really put his foot on a path? He could not say he had
acted at any point in his |life for one specific reason. The notives and
i mpi ngi ng forces had been conplex -- nore conpl ex possibly than any ot her set of
goads in human history. He had the heady feeling here that he might still avoid
the fate he could see so clearly along this path. But the crowd pushed him
forward and he experienced the dizzy sense that he had | ost his way, | ost
personal direction over his life.

The crowd flowed with himup the steps nowinto the tenple portico. Voices
grew hushed. The smell of fear grew stronger -- acrid, sweaty.

Acol ytes had al ready begun the service within the tenple. Their plain chant
dom nated the other sounds -- whispers, rustle of garnents, shuffling feet,
coughs -- telling the story of the Far Places visited by the Priestess in her
holy trance.

"She rides the sandworm of space!
She gui des through all storms

Into the |Iand of gentle w nds.
Though we sl eep by the snake's den,
She guards our dream ng soul s.
Shunni ng the desert heat,

She hides us in a cool hollow

The gl eami ng of her white teeth



Gui des us in the night.

By the braids of her hair

We are lifted up to heaven!
Sweet fragrance, flower-scented.
Surrounds us in her presence."

Bal ak! Paul thought, thinking in Frenen. Look out! She can be filled with
angry passion, too.

The tenple portico was lined with tall, slender glowtubes sinulating candle
flame. They flickered. The flickering stirred ancestral nenories in Paul even
whil e he knew that was the intent. This setting was an atavism subtly
contrived, effective. He hated his own hand in it.

The crowd flowed with himthrough tall metal doors into the gigantic nave, a
gl oony place with the flickering lights far away overhead, a brilliantly
illumnated altar at the far end. Behind the altar, a deceptively sinple affair
of black wood encrusted with sand patterns fromthe Frenen nythol ogy, hidden
lights played on the field of a pru-door to create a rai nbow borealis. The seven
rows of chanting acol ytes ranked bel ow t hat spectral curtain took on an eerie
quality: black robes, white faces, mouths nmoving in unison

Paul studied the pilgrins around him suddenly envious of their intentness,
their air of listening to truths he could not hear. It seened to himthat they
gai ned sonethi ng here which was denied to him sonething nysteriously healing.

He tried to inch his way closer to the altar, was stopped by a hand on his
arm Paul whipped his gaze around, net the probing stare of an ancient Frenen --
bl ue- bl ue eyes beneath overhangi ng brows, recognition in them A nanme flashed
into Paul's mind: Rasir, a conpanion fromthe sietch days.

In the press of the crowd, Paul knew he was conpletely vulnerable if Rasir
pl anned vi ol ence.

The ol d man pressed cl ose, one hand beneath a sand-grimed robe -- grasping
the hilt of a crysknife, no doubt. Paul set hinself as best he could to resist
attack. The old man noved his head toward Paul's ear, whispered: "W will go
with the others."

It was the signal to identify his guide. Paul nodded.

Rasir drew back, faced the altar.

"She cones fromthe east," the acolytes chanted. "The sun stands at her
back. Al things are exposed. In the full glare of light -- her eyes miss no
thing, neither light nor dark."

A wailing rebaba jarred across the voices, stilled them receded into
silence. Wth an electric abruptness, the crowd surged forward several neters.
They were packed into a tight nass of flesh now, the air heavy with their
breat hi ng and the scent of spice.

"Shai -hulud wites on clean sand!" the acol ytes shout ed.

Paul felt his own breath catch in unison with those around him A femni nine
chorus began singing faintly fromthe shadows behind the shimering pru-door

"Alia. . . Alia. . . Alia. . . " It grew |louder and |louder, fell to a sudden
si | ence.
Agai n -- voi ces begi nning vesper-soft:

"She stills all storns --

Her eyes kill our enem es,

And tornment the unbelievers.
Fromthe spires of Tuono

VWhere dawnl i ght strikes

And cl ear water runs,

You see her shadow.

In the shining sunmer heat

She serves us bread and mlk --



Cool, fragrant wth spices.

Her eyes nmelt our enem es,

Tor ment our oppressors

And pierce all nysteries.

She is Alia. . . Alia . . . Aia. . . "

Slowy, the voices trailed off.

Paul felt sickened. What are we doi ng? he asked hinmself. Alia was a child
wi tch, but she was growi ng ol der. And he thought: Growing older is to grow nore
wi cked.

The col l ective nental atnosphere of the tenple ate at his psyche. He could
sense that elenent of hinmself which was one with those all around him but the
di fferences forned a deadly contradiction. He stood i Mmersed, isolated in a
personal sin which he could never expiate. The imensity of the universe outside
the tenple fl ooded his awareness. How coul d one nan, one ritual, hope to knit
such imensity into a garnent fitted to all nen?

Paul shudder ed.

The uni verse opposed him at every step. It eluded his grasp, conceived
countl ess di sqguises to delude him That universe would never agree wi th any
shape he gave it.

A profound hush spread through the tenple.

Alia energed fromthe darkness behind the shinmering rai nbows. She wore a
yellow robe trimed in Atreides green -- yellow for sunlight, green for the
deat h whi ch produced |ife. Paul experienced the sudden surprising thought that
Alia had energed here just for him for himalone. He stared across the nob in
the tenple at his sister. She was his sister. He knew her ritual and its roots,
but he had never before stood out here with the pilgrims, watched her through
their eyes. Here, performng the nmystery of this place, he saw that she partook
of the universe which opposed him

Acol ytes brought her a gol den chalice.

Alia raised the chalice.

Wth part of his awareness, Paul knew that the chalice contained the
unal tered nel ange, the subtle poison, her sacranment of the oracle.

Her gaze on the chalice, Alia spoke. Her voice caressed the ears, flower
sound, flow ng and nusi cal

“I'n the beginning, we were enpty," she said.

"Ignorant of all things," the chorus sang.

"We did not know the Power that abides in every place," Alia said.

"And in every Time " the chorus sang.

"Here is the Power," Alia said, raising the chalice slightly.

"I't brings us joy," sang the chorus.

And it brings us distress, Paul thought.

"I't awakens the soul,"” Alia said.

"It dispels all doubts," the chorus sang.

“I'n worlds, we perish," Alia said.

“I'n the Power, we survive," sang the chorus.

Alia put the chalice to her lips, drank.

To his astoni shment, Paul found he was holding his breath |ike the meanest
pilgrimof this nob. Despite every shred of personal know edge about the
experience Alia was undergoi ng, he had been caught in the tao-web. He felt
hi nsel f renenbering how that fiery poison coursed into the body. Menory unfol ded
the tine-stopping when awareness becane a nmote whi ch changed the poison. He
reexperi enced the awakening into timel essness where all things were possible. He
knew Alia's present experience, yet he saw now that he did not know it. Mstery
bl i nded t he eyes.

Alia trenbled, sank to her knees.



Paul exhaled with the enraptured pilgrins. He nodded. Part of the veil began
tolift fromhim Absorbed in the bliss of a vision, he had forgotten that each
vi sion belonged to all those who were still on-the-way, still to become. In the
vi sion, one passed through a darkness, unable to distinguish reality from
i nsubstantial accident. One hungered for absol utes which could never be.

Hungeri ng, one |ost the present.

Alia swayed with the rapture of spice change.

Paul felt that some transcendental presence spoke to him saying: "Look! See
t here! See what you've ignored?" In that instant, he thought he | ooked through
ot her eyes, that he saw an inagery and rhythmin this place which no artist or
poet could reproduce. It was vital and beautiful, a glaring |ight that exposed
all power-gluttony . . . even his own.

Alia spoke. Her amplified voice boonmed across the nave.

“Lumi nous night," she cried.

A moan swept |ike a wave through the crush of pilgrims.

"Nothing hides in such a night!" Alia said. "What rare light is this
dar kness? You cannot fix your gaze upon it! Senses cannot record it. No words
describe it." Her voice lowered. "The abyss remains. It is pregnant with all the
t hi ngs yet to be. Ahhhhh, what gentle viol ence!"

Paul felt that he waited for sone private signal fromhis sister. It could
be any action or word, sonething of wi zardry and nystical processes, an outward
streaming that would fit himlike an arrowinto a cosmc bow. This instant |ay
like quivering nercury in his awareness.

"There will be sadness,"” Alia intoned. "I remnd you that all things are but
a begi nning, forever beginning. Wrlds wait to be conquered. Sonme within the
sound of ny voice will attain exalted destinies. You will sneer at the past,
forgetting what | tell you now. within all differences there is unity."

Paul suppressed a cry of disappointrment as Alia | owered her head. She had
not said the thing he waited to hear. His body felt like a dry shell, a husk
abandoned by sone desert insect.

O hers nust feel something simlar, he thought. He sensed the restlessness
about him Abruptly, a wonan in the nob, soneone far down in the nave to Paul's
left, cried out, a wordl ess noi se of angui sh.

Alia lifted her head and Paul had the giddy sensation that the distance
bet ween them col | apsed, that he stared directly into her glazed eyes -- only
i nches away from her

"Who sunmons nme?" Alia asked.

"I do," the woman cried. "I do, Alia. Ch, Alia, help me. They say nmy son was
killed on Muritan. |Is he gone? WII | never see ny son again . . . never?"

"You try to wal k backward in the sand," Alia intoned. "Nothing is |ost.
Everything returns later, but you may not recognize the changed formthat
returns.”

"Alia, | don't understand!" the woman wail ed.

"You live in the air but you do not see it," Alia said, sharpness in her
voice. "Are you a lizard? Your voice has the Fremen accent. Does a Frenmen try to
bring back the dead? What do we need from our dead except their water?"

Down in the center of the nave, a man in a rich red cloak lifted both hands,
the sleeves falling to expose white-clad arns. "Alia," he shouted, "I have had a
busi ness proposal. Should |I accept?"

"You cone here like a beggar," Alia said. "You | ook for the golden bow but
you will find only a dagger."

"I have been asked to kill a man!" a voice shouted fromoff to the right --
a deep voice with sietch tones. "Should | accept? Accepting, would | succeed?"

"Begi nning and end are a single thing," Alia snapped. "Have | not told you
this before? You didn't come here to ask that question. What is it you cannot
bel i eve that you must conme here and cry out against it?"



"She's in a fierce nmood tonight,
seen her this angry?"

She knows |'m out here, Paul thought. Did she see something in the vision
t hat angered her? |Is she raging at ne?

"Alia," a man directly in front of Paul called. "Tell these businessnen and
faint-hearts how | ong your brother will rule!"

"I permit you to |ook around that corner by yourself,"” Alia snarled. "You
carry your prejudice in your nmouth! It is because nmy brother rides the worm of
chaos that you have roof and water!"

Wth a fierce gesture, clutching her robe, Alia whirled away, strode through
the shinmrering ribbons of light, was lost in the darkness behind.

| mredi ately, the acolytes took up the closing chant, but their rhythmwas
of f. Oobviously, they'd been caught by the unexpected ending of the rite. An
i ncoherent munbling arose on all sides of the crowd. Paul felt the stirring
around him-- restless, dissatisfied.

"It was that fool with his stupid question about business,
Paul nuttered. "The hypocrite!"

VWhat had Alia seen? What track through the future?

Sonet hi ng had happened here tonight, souring the rite of the oracle.

Usual ly, the crowd clanored for Alia to answer their pitiful questions. They
cane as beggars to the oracle, yes. He had heard themthus nany tinmes as he'd
wat ched, hidden in the darkness behind the altar. What had been different about
this night?

The ol d Frenen tugged Paul's sl eeve, nodded toward the exit. The crowd
al ready was begi nning to push in that direction. Paul allowed hinself to be
pressed along with them the guide's hand upon his sleeve. There was the feeling
in himthen that his body had beconme the nanifestation of some power he could no
| onger control. He had beconme a non-being, a stillness which noved itself. At
the core of the non-being, there he existed, allowing hinself to be |ed through
the streets of his city, following a track so familiar to his visions that it
froze his heart with grief,

| should know what Alia saw, bethought, | have seen it enough tinmes nyself.
And she didn't cry out against it . . . she saw the alternatives, too.

a wonan near Paul nuttered. "Have you ever

a wonan near

Producti on growm h and incone growh nust not get out of step in nmy Enpire. That
is the substance of ny command. There are to be no bal ance- of - paynent
difficulties between the different spheres of influence. And the reason for this
is sinply because | command it. | want to enphasize ny authority in this area.
am the suprene energy-eater of this domain, and will remamin so, alive or dead.
My Government is the econony.

-Order in Council The Enperor Paul Miad' dib

"I will leave you here," the old nman said, taking his hand from Paul's
sleeve. "It is on the right, second door fromthe far end. Go with Shai-hul ud,
Miad' dib . . . and remenber when you were Usul."

Paul 's guide slipped away into the darkness.

There woul d be Security nen sonewhere out there waiting to grab the guide
and take the man to a place of questioning, Paul knew. But Paul found hinself
hopi ng the old Frenen woul d escape.

There were stars overhead and the distant |ight of First Mon sonmewhere
beyond the Shield Wall. But this place was not the open desert where a man could
sight on a star to guide his course. The old man had brought himinto one of the
new suburbs; this nuch Paul recognized.



This street now was thick with sand blown in from encroachi ng dunes. A dim
light glowed froma single public suspensor gl obe far down the street. It gave
enough illumnation to show that this was a dead-end street.

The air around himwas thick with the smell of a reclamation still. The
thi ng nust be poorly capped for its fetid odors to escape, |oosing a dangerously
wast ef ul ampbunt of noisture into the night air. How carel ess his people had
grown, Paul thought. They were mllionaires of water -- forgetful of the days
when a man on Arrakis could have been killed for just an eighth share of the
water in his body.

Wiy am | hesitating? Paul wondered. It is the second door fromthe far end.
| knew that wi thout being told. But this thing nust be played out with
precision. So . . . | hesitate.

The noi se of an argument arose suddenly fromthe corner house on Paul's
left. A wonan there berated someone: the new wi ng of their house | eaked dust,
she conplained. Did he think water fell from heaven? If dust cane in, noisture
got out.

Sone renenber, Paul thought.

He moved down the street and the quarrel faded away behi nd.

Water from heaven! he thought.

Sone Fremen had seen that wonder on other worlds. He had seen it hinself,
had ordered it for Arrakis, but the nenmory of it felt |ike sonething that had
occurred to another person. Rain, it was called. Abruptly, he recalled a
rainstormon his birthworld -- clouds thick and gray in the sky of Cal adan, an
electric stormpresence, noist air, the big wet drops drumm ng on skylights. It
ran in rivulets off the eaves. Stormdrains took the water away to a river which
ran muddy and turgid past the Famly orchards . . . trees there with their
barren branches glistening wetly.

Paul 's foot caught in a lowdrift of sand across the street. For an instant,
he felt mud clinging to the shoes of his childhood. Then he was back in the
sand, in the dust-clotted, wi nd-nuffled darkness with the Future hangi ng over
him taunting. He could feel the aridity of |ife around himlike an accusation
You did this! They'd becone a civilization of dry-eyed watchers and taletellers,

peopl e who solved all problens with power . . . and nore power . . . and stil
nore power -- hating every erg of it.

Rough stones cane underfoot. Hi's vision remenbered them The dark rectangle
of a doorway appeared on his right -- black in black: OQheym s house. Fate's

house, a place different fromthe ones around it only in the role Tine had
chosen for it. It was a strange place to be marked down in history.

The door opened to his knock. The gap revealed the dull green light of an
atrium A dwarf peered out, ancient face on a child's body, an apparition
presci ence had never seen

"You've conme then," the apparition said. The dwarf stepped aside, no awe in
his manner, nmerely the gloating of a slow smle. "Cone in! Conme in!"

Paul hesitated. There'd been no dwarf in the vision, but all else remined
identical. Visions could contain such disparities and still hold true to their
original plunge into infinity. But the difference dared himto hope. He gl anced
back up the street at the creany pearl glistening of his nobon sw nm ng out of
j agged shadows. The npbon haunted him How did it fall?

"Come in," the dwarf insisted.

Paul entered, heard the door thud into its noisture seals behind. The dwarf
passed him |ed the way, enornous feet slapping the floor, opened the delicate
lattice gate into the roofed central courtyard, gestured. "They await, Sire."

Sire, Paul thought. He knows me, then

Bef ore Paul could explore this discovery, the dwarf slipped away down a side
passage. Hope was a dervish wind whirling, dancing in Paul. He headed across the
courtyard. It was a dark and gl oony place, the snmell of sickness and defeat in



it. He felt daunted by the atnobsphere. Was it defeat to choose a | esser evil? he
wondered. How far down this track had he cone?

Li ght poured froma narrow doorway in the far wall. He put down the feeling
of watchers and evil snells, entered the doorway into a small room It was a
barren place by Frenen standards with heireg hangings on only two walls.
Opposite the door, a man sat on carm ne cushi ons beneath the best hanging. A
fem nine figure hovered in shadows behind another doorway in a barren wall to
the left.

Paul felt vision-trapped. This was the way it'd gone. \Were was the dwarf?
Where was the difference?

Hi s senses absorbed the roomin a single gestalten sweep. The place had
recei ved pai nstaking care despite its poor furnishings. Hooks and rods across
the barren walls showed where hangi ngs had been renoved. Pilgrins paid enornous
prices for authentic Fremen artifacts, Paul rem nded hinself. Rich pilgrins
counted desert tapestries as treasures, true marks of a hajj.

Paul felt that the barren walls accused himw th their fresh gypsum wash.
The threadbare condition of the two remaini ng hangi ngs anplified the sense of
gui lt.

A narrow shelf occupied the wall on his right. It held a row of portraits --
nostly bearded Frenen, sone in still-suits with their catchtubes dangling, sone
in Imperial uniforns posed agai nst exotic of fworld backgrounds. The npbst common
scene was a seascape.

The Fremen on cushions cleared his throat, forcing Paul to | ook at him It
was Ot heym precisely as the vision had reveal ed him neck grown scrawny, a bird
t hi ng whi ch appeared too weak to support the |arge head. The face was a | opsi ded
ruin -- networks of crisscrossed scars on the | eft cheek bel ow a drooping, wet
eye, but clear skin on the other side and a straight, blue-in-blue Frenen gaze.
A long kedge of a nose bisected the face.

O heym s cushion sat in the center of a threadbare rug, brown w th maroon
and gold threads. The cushion fabric betrayed spl otches of wear and pat chi ng,
but every bit of metal around the seated figure shone frompolishing -- the
portrait frames, shelf |ip and brackets, the pedestal of a |low table on the
right.

Paul nodded to the clear half of Otheym s face, said: "Good luck to you and
your dwelling place." It was the greeting of an old friend and sietch mate.

"So | see you once nore, Usul."

The voice speaking his tribal nane whined with an old man's quavering. The
dul | drooping eye on the ruined side of the face noved above the parchment skin
and scars. Gray bristles stubbled that side and the jawline there hung with
scabrous peelings. Oheyms nmouth twi sted as he spoke, the gap exposing silvery
netal teeth.

"Miad' di b al ways answers the call of a Fedaykin," Paul said.

The wonman in the doorway shadows moved, said: "So Stilgar boasts."

She came forward into the light, an older version of the Lichna which the
Face Dancer had copi ed. Paul recalled then that heymhad married sisters. Her
hair was gray, nose grown w tch-sharp. Wavers' calluses ran al ong her
forefingers and thunbs. A Frenmen wonan woul d' ve di splayed such marks proudly in
the sietch days, but she saw his attention on her hands, hid themunder a fold
of her pal e bl ue robe.

Paul renmenmbered her name then -- Dhuri. The shock was he renmenbered her as a
child, not as she'd been in his vision of these nonents. It was the whine that
edged her voice, Paul told hinself. She'd whined even as a child.

"You see ne here," Paul said. "Wuld | be here if Stilgar hadn't approved?”
He turned toward Otheym "I carry your water burden, Oheym Command ne."

This was the straight Frenmen talk of sietch brothers.

O heym produced a shaky nod, al nbst too much for that thin neck. He lifted a
liver-marked | eft hand, pointed to the ruin of his face. "I caught the splitting



di sease on Tarahell, Usul," he wheezed. "Right after the victory when we'd al
." Afit of coughing stopped his voice.

"The tribe will collect his water soon," Dhuri said. She crossed to O heym
propped pillows behind him held his shoulder to steady himuntil the coughing
passed. She wasn't really very old, Paul saw, but a | ook of |ost hopes ringed
her mouth, bitterness lay in her eyes.

“I'I'l summon doctors," Paul said.

Dhuri turned, hand on hip. "W've had medical men, as good as any you could
sumon. " She sent an involuntary glance to the barren wall on her left.

And the nedical nen were costly, Paul thought.

He felt edgy, constrained by the vision but aware that ninor differences had
crept in. How could he exploit the differences? Time canme out of its skein with
subtl e changes, but the background fabric hel d oppressive sanmeness. He knew with
terrifying certainty that if he tried to break out of the enclosing pattern
here, it'd becone a thing of terrible violence. The power in this deceptively
gentle flow of Tine oppressed him

"Say what you want of nme," he grow ed.

"Couldn't it be that O heym needed a friend to stand by himin this tine?"
Dhuri asked. "Does a Fedaykin have to consign his flesh to strangers?"

We shared Sietch Tabr, Paul rem nded hinself. She has the right to berate ne
for apparent call ousness.

"What | can do | will do," Paul said.

Anot her fit of coughing shook O heym Wen it had passed, he gasped:
"There's treachery, Usul. Frenmen plot against you." H's nouth worked then
wi t hout sound. Spittle escaped his lips. Dhuri wi ped his mouth with a corner of
her robe, and Paul saw how her face betrayed anger at such waste of nvisture.

Frustrated rage threatened to overwhel m Paul then. That O heym shoul d be

spent thus! A Fedaykin deserved better. But no choice remained -- not for a
Deat h Commando or his Enperor. They wal ked Cccaml's razor in this room The
slightest misstep multiplied horrors -- not just for thenselves, but for al

humanki nd, even for those who woul d destroy them

Paul squeezed cal mess into his mind, |ooked at Dhuri. The expression of
terrible onging with which she gazed at O heym strengthened Paul. Chani rmnust
never | ook at me that way, he told hinself.

"Li chna spoke of a message," Paul said.

"My dwarf," O heym wheezed. "I bought himon . . . on. . . on a world
| forget. He's a human distrans, a toy discarded by the Tleilaxu. He's recorded
all the names . . . the traitors . "

O heymfell silent, trenbling.

"You speak of Lichna," Dhuri said. "Wen you arrived, we knew she'd reached
you safely. If you're thinking of this new burden O heym pl aces upon you, Lichna
is the sumof that burden. An even exchange, Usul: take the dwarf and go."

Paul suppressed a shudder, closed his eyes. Lichna! The real daughter had
peri shed in the desert, a senuta-wacked body abandoned to the sand and the
wi nd.

pening his eyes, Paul said: "You could' ve come to ne at any tinme for . . ."

"t heym stayed away that he night be nunbered anpong those who hate you,

Usul ," Dhuri said. "The house to the south of us at the end of the street, that
is a gathering place for your foes. It's why we took this hovel ."

"Then summon the dwarf and we'll |eave,"” Paul said.

"You've not listened well," Dhuri said.

"You nmust take the dwarf to a safe place,” Otheymsaid, an odd strength in
his voice. "He carries the only record of the traitors. No one suspects his
talent. They think |I keep him for anusenent."

"W cannot |eave," Dhuri said. "Only you and the dwarf. It's known . . . how
poor we are. We've said we're selling the dwarf. They'll take you for the buyer.
It's your only chance."



Paul consulted his nmenory of the vision: init, he'd left here with the
nanes of the traitors, but never seeing how those nanes were carried. The dwarf
obvi ously nmoved under the protection of another oracle. It occurred to Paul then
that all creatures nust carry sone kind of destiny stamped out by purposes of
varying strengths, by the fixation of training and di sposition. Fromthe nonent
the Ji had had chosen him he'd felt hinself hemmed in by the forces of a
nmul titude. Their fixed purposes demanded and controlled his course. Any
del usi ons of Free WII he harbored now nmust be nmerely the prisoner rattling his
cage. His curse lay in the fact that he saw the cage. He saw it!

He listened now to the enptiness of this house: only the four of themin it
-- Dhuri, Oheym the dwarf and hinself. He inhaled the fear and tension of his
conpani ons, sensed the watchers -- his own force hovering in 'thopters far
overhead . . . and those others . . . next door

| was wrong to hope, Paul thought. But thinking of hope brought hima
twi sted sense of hope, and he felt that he m ght yet seize his nonment.

"Sunmon the dwarf," he said.

"Bijaz!" Dhuri call ed.

"You call me?" The dwarf stepped into the roomfromthe courtyard, an alert
expression of worry on his face.

"You have a new nmaster, Bijaz," Dhuri said. She stared at Paul. "You may
call him. . . Usul."

"Usul, that's the base of the pillar," Bijaz said, translating. "How can
Usul be base when |I'mthe basest thing Iiving?"

"He al ways speaks thus," O heym apol ogi zed.

"I don't speak," Bijaz said. "I operate a namchine called | anguage. It creaks
and groans, but is mne own."

A Tleilaxu toy, learned and alert, Paul thought. The Bene Tleil ax never
t hrew away something this valuable. He turned, studied the dwarf. Round nel ange
eyes returned his stare.

"What ot her talents have you, Bijaz?" Paul asked.

"I know when we should | eave," Bijaz said. "lIt's a talent few nen have.
There's a time for endings -- and that's a good begi nning. Let us begin to go,
Usul . "

Paul exam ned his vision menory: no dwarf, but the little man's words fitted
t he occasi on.

"At the door, you called ne Sire," Paul said. "You know ne, then?"

"You've sired, Sire," Bijaz said, grinning. "You are nmuch nore than the base
Usul. You're the Atreides Enmperor, Paul Miad dib. And you are ny finger." He
hel d up the index finger of his right hand.

"Bijaz!" Dhuri snapped. "You tenpt fate."

"I tenmpt ny finger," Bijaz protested, voice squeaking. He pointed at Usul.
"I point at Usul. Is nmy finger not Usul hinmself? O is it a reflection of
somet hi ng nore base?" He brought the finger close to his eyes, examned it with
a nocking grin, first one side then the other. "Ahhh, it's nerely a finger
after all."

"He often rattles on thus," Dhuri said, worry in her voice. "I think it's
why he was di scarded by the Tleil axu."

“I'"ll not be patronized," Bijaz said, "yet | have a new patron. How strange
the workings of the finger." He peered at Dhuri and Ot heym eyes oddly bright.
"A weak glue bound us, O heym A few tears and we part." The dwarfs big feet
rasped on the floor as he whirled conpletely around, stopped facing Paul. "Ahhh

patron! | canme the long way around to find you."

Paul nodded.

"You'll be kind, Usul?" Bijaz asked. "I'm a person, you know. Persons cone
in many shapes and sizes. This be but one of them |[|'m weak of nuscle, but
strong of nouth; cheap to feed, but costly to fill. Enpty ne as you will,

there's still nore in ne than nen put there."



"We've no tine for your stupid riddles,” Dhuri grow ed. "You should be
gone."

“I"'mriddled with conundrums,"” Bijaz said, "but not all of them stupid. To
be gone, Usul, is to be a bygone. Yes? Let us |let bygones be bygones. Dhuri
speaks truth, and |I've the talent for hearing that, too."

"You' ve trut hsense?" Paul asked, determined nowto wait out the cl ockwork of
his vision. Anything was better than shattering these noments and producing the
new consequences. There remained things for Gheymto say |lest Tine be diverted
into even nore horrifying channels.

"I've now sense" Bijaz said.

Paul noted that the dwarf had grown nore nervous. Was the little nan aware
of things about to happen? Could Bijaz be his own oracle?

"Did you inquire of Lichna?" Oheym asked suddenly, peering up at Dhuri with
hi s one good eye.

"Lichna is safe," Dhuri said.

Paul |owered his head, |est his expression betray the lie. Safe! Lichna was
ashes in a secret grave.

"That's good then," Qtheym said, taking Paul's | owered head for a nod of
agreement. "One good thing anpbng the evils, Usul. | don't like the world we're
maki ng, you know that? It was better when we were alone in the desert with only
t he Har konnens for eneny."

"There's but a thin |ine between nany an eneny and nany a friend," Bijaz
said. "Were that line stops, there's no beginning and no end. Let's end it, ny
friends." He noved to Paul's side, jittered fromone foot to the other

"What's now sense?" Paul asked, dragging out these noments, goading the
dwar f .

"Now " Bijaz said, trenbling. "Now Now " He tugged at Paul's robe. "Let us
go now "

"His mouth rattles, but there's no harmin him" Oheymsaid, affection in
his voice, the one good eye staring at Bijaz.

"Even a rattle can signal departure,"” Bijaz said. "And so can tears. Let's
be gone while there's tinme to begin."

"Bijaz, what do you fear?" Paul asked.

"I fear the spirit seeking me now," Bijaz nmuttered. Perspiration stood out
on his forehead. H s cheeks twitched. "I fear the one who thinks not and wl|
have no body except mine -- and that one gone back into itself! | fear the
things | see and the things | do not see."

This dwarf does possess the power of prescience, Paul thought. Bijaz shared
the terrifying oracle. Did he share the oracle's fate, as well? How potent was
the dwarf's power? Did he have the little prescience of those who dabbled in the
Dune Tarot? Or was it sonething greater? How nuch had he seen?

"Best you go," Dhuri said. "Bijaz is right."

"Every minute we linger," Bijaz said, "prolongs . . . prolongs the present!"
Every minute | linger defers my guilt, Paul thought. A worm s poi sonous
breath, its teeth dripping dust, had washed over him It had happened | ong ago,
but he inhaled the nenory of it now -- spice and bitterness. He could sense his

own wormwaiting -- "the urn of the desert."

"These are troubled tines," he said, addressing hinself to Gt heym s judgnent
of their world.

"Fremen know what to do in time of trouble," Dhuri said.

O heym contri buted a shaky nod.

Paul gl anced at Dhuri. He'd not expected gratitude, would have been burdened
by it nore than he could bear, but Otheym s bitterness and the passionate
resentment he saw in Dhuri's eyes shook his resolve. Was anything worth this
price?

"Del ay serves no purpose," Dhuri said.

"Do what you nust, Usul." O heym wheezed.



Paul sighed. The words of the vision had been spoken. "There'll be an
accounting," he said, to conplete it. Turning, he strode fromthe room heard
Bi j az foot-sl appi ng behind.

"Bygones, bygones," Bijaz muttered as they went. "Let bygones fall where
they may. This has been a dirty day."

The convol uted wording of legalisnms grew up around the necessity to hide from
oursel ves the violence we intend toward each ot her. Between depriving a nman of
one hour fromhis life and depriving himof his life there exists only a

di fference of degree. You have done violence to him consuned his energy.

El aborat e euphem sns may conceal your intent to kill, but behind any use of
power over another the ultimate assunption remamins: "l feed on your energy."
-Addenda to Orders in Council The Enperor Paul Miad' dib

First Moon stood high over the city as Paul, his shield activated and
shi mering around him energed fromthe cul -de-sac. A wind off the massif
whirl ed sand and dust down the narrow street, causing Bijaz to blink and shield
his eyes.

"We nust hurry,"” the dwarf muttered. "Hurry! Hurry!"

"You sense danger?" Paul asked, probing.

"I know danger!"

An abrupt sense of peril very near was followed al nbst imrediately by a
figure joining themout of a doorway.

Bijaz crouched and whi npered.

It was only Stilgar noving |ike a war nachine, head thrust forward, feet
striking the street solidly.

Swi ftly, Paul explained the value of the dwarf, handed Bijaz over to
Stilgar. The pace of the vision nmoved here with great rapidity. Stilgar sped
away wWith Bijaz. Security Guards envel oped Paul. Orders were given to send nen
down the street toward the house beyond O heyms. The nen hurried to obey,
shadows anpbng shadows.

More sacrifices, Paul thought.

"W want live prisoners,"” one of the guard officers hissed.

The sound was a vision-echo in Paul's ears. It went with solid precision
here -- vision/reality, tick for tick. Onithopters drifted down across the
noon.

The night was full of Inperial troopers attacking.

A soft hiss grew out of the other sounds, clinbed to a roar while they stil
heard the sibilance. It picked up a terra-cotta glow that hid the stars,
engul fed the noon.

Paul , knowi ng that sound and glow fromthe earliest nightmare glinpses of
his vision, felt an odd sense of fulfillment. It went the way it nust. "Stone
burner!" soneone screaned.

"Stone burner!" The cry was all around him

"“Stone burner . . . stone burner "

Because it was required of him Paul threw a protective arm across his face,
dove for the lowlip of a curb. It already was too | ate, of course.

Where Ot heynlis house had been there stood now a pillar of fire, a blinding
jet roaring at the heavens. It gave off a dirty brilliance which threwinto
sharp relief every ballet novenent of the fighting and fleeing nmen, the tipping
retreat of ornithopters.

For every nember of this frantic throng it was too late.

The ground grew hot beneath Paul. He heard the sound of running stop. Men
t hrew t hensel ves down all around him every one of themaware that there was no
point in running. The first damage had been done; and now they nust wait out the



extent of the stone burner's potency. The things's radiation, which no man coul d
outrun, already had penetrated their flesh. The peculiar result of stone-burner
radi ati on already was at work in them What else this weapon nmight do now lay in
t he planning of the men who had used it, the nen who had defied the G eat
Convention to use it.

"God's . . . a stone burner," someone whinpered. "I . . . don't . . . want

to. . . be. . . blind."

"Who does?" The harsh voice of a trooper far down the street

"The Tleilaxu will sell many eyes here," sonmeone near Paul grow ed. "Now,
shut up and wait!"

They wai t ed.

Paul remained silent, thinking what this weapon inplied. Too nuch fuel in it
and it'd cut its way into the planet's core. Dune's nolten | evel |ay deep, but
t he nore dangerous for that. Such pressures rel eased and out of control night
split a planet, scattering |ifeless bits and pieces through space.

"I think it's dying down a bit," someone said.

"I't's just digging deeper," Paul cautioned. "Stay put, all of you. Stilgar
will be sending help."

"Stil gar got away?"

"Stilgar got away."

"The ground's hot," sonmeone conpl ai ned.

"They dared use atomics!" a trooper near Paul protested.

"The sound's di nm ni shing," someone down the street said.

Paul ignored the words, concentrated on his fingertips against the street.

He could feel the rolling-runbling of the thing -- deep . . . deep .
"My eyes!" soneone cried. "I can't see!"
Soneone closer to it than | was, Paul thought. He still could see to the end

of the cul -de-sac when he lifted his head, although there was a m stiness across
the scene. Ared-yellowglow filled the area where Ot heynml s house and its
nei ghbor had been. Pieces of adjoining buildings nade dark patterns as they
crunbled into the glowing pit.

Paul clinbed to his feet. He felt the stone burner die, silence beneath him
Hi s body was wet with perspiration against the stillsuit's slickness -- too much
for the suit to accommpdate. The air he drew into his lungs carried the heat and
sul fur stench of the burner

As he | ooked at the troopers beginning to stand up around him the mist on
Paul 's eyes faded into darkness. He sumopned up his oracul ar vision of these
nmonents, then, turned and strode along the track that Time had carved for him
fitting hinmself into the vision so tightly that it could not escape. He felt
hi nsel f grow aware of this place as a nmultitudi nous possession, reality wel ded
to prediction.

Moans and groans of his troopers arose all around himas the nen realized
t heir blindness.

"Hold fast!" Paul shouted. "Help is com ng!" And, as the conplaints

persisted, he said: "This is Miad' dib! | comand you to hold fast! Help cones!"
Si | ence.
Then, true to his vision, a nearby guardsman said: "lIs it truly the Enperor?

VWi ch of you can see? Tell ne.

"None of us has eyes," Paul said. "They have taken ny eyes, as well, but not
ny vision. | can see you standing there, a dirty wall within touching distance
on your left. Now wait bravely. Stilgar cones with our friends."

The t hwock-thwock of many 'thopters grew | ouder all around. There was the
sound of hurrying feet. Paul watched his friends cone, matching their sounds to
hi s oracul ar vision.

"Stilgar!" Paul shouted, waving an arm "Over here!"
"Thanks to Shai-hulud,"” Stilgar cried, running up to Paul. "You're not
In the sudden silence, Paul's vision showed him Stilgar staring with an



expression of agony at the ruined eyes of his friend and Enperor. "Ch, m Lord,"
Stilgar groaned. "Usul . . . Usul . . . Usul . . . "

"What of the stone burner?" one of the newconers shouted.

"It's ended," Paul said, raising his voice. He gestured. "Get up there now
and rescue the ones who were closest to it. Put up barriers. Lively now" He
turned back to Stilgar.

"Do you see, miLord?" Stilgar asked, wonder in his tone. "How can you see?"

For answer, Paul put a finger out to touch Stilgar's cheek above the
stillsuit nmouthcap, felt tears. "You need give no noisture to me, old friend,"
Paul said. "I amnot dead."

"But your eyes!"

"They' ve blinded ny body, but not nmy vision," Paul said. "Ah, Stil, | live
in an apocal yptic dream M steps fit into it so precisely that | fear npst of
all I will grow bored reliving the thing so exactly."

“Usul, | don't, | don't . . ."

"Don't try to understand it. Accept it. | amin the world beyond this world
here. For ne, they are the same. | need no hand to guide ne. | see every
noverrent all around ne. | see every expression of your face. | have no eyes, yet
| see.™

Stilgar shook his head sharply. "Sire, we nmust conceal your affliction from

"W hide it fromno man," Paul said.

"But the law . . . "

"W live by the Atreides Law now, Stil. The Fremen Law that the blind should
be abandoned in the desert applies only to the blind. I amnot blind. I live in
the cycle of being where the war of good and evil has its arena. W are at a
turning point in the successi on of ages and we have our parts to play."

In a sudden stillness, Paul heard one of the wounded being led past him "It
was terrible," the man groaned, "a great fury of fire."

"“"None of these nen shall be taken into the desert," Paul said. "You hear ne,
Stil?"

"I hear you, mlLord."

"They are to be fitted with new eyes at ny expense."

"It will be done, nLord."

Paul , hearing the awe grow in Stilgar's voice, said: "I will be at the
Conmand 'thopter. Take charge here."
"Yes, mLord."

Paul stepped around Stilgar, strode down the street. His vision told him
every nmovenent, every irregularity beneath his feet, every face he encountered.
He gave orders as he noved, pointing to nen of his personal entourage, calling
out nanmes, summoning to hinself the ones who represented the intinmate apparatus
of governnent. He could feel the terror grow behind him the fearful whispers.

"Hi s eyes!™

"But he | ooked right at you, called you by nane!"

At the Conmand 'thopter, he deactivated his personal shield, reached into
t he machi ne and took the m crophone fromthe hand of a startled comruni cations
of ficer, issued a swift string of orders, thrust the m crophone back into the
of ficer's hand. Turning, Paul sumpbned a weapons specialist, one of the eager
and brilliant new breed who renenmbered sietch l[ife only dimy.

"They used a stone burner," Paul said.

After the briefest pause, the man said: "So | was told, Sire."

"You know what that means, of course."

"The fuel could only have been atomic."

Paul nodded, thinking of how this man's mind nmust be racing. Atom cs. The
Great Convention prohibited such weapons. Discovery of the perpetrator would
bring down the conbined retributive assault of the Great Houses. A d feuds would



be forgotten, discarded in the face of this threat and the ancient fears it
aroused.

"I't cannot have been manufactured w thout |eaving some traces," Paul said.
"You wi Il assenbl e the proper equiprment and search out the place where the stone
burner was nade."

"At once, Sire." Wth one |ast fearful glance, the man sped away.

"M Lord," the comunications officer ventured from behind him "Your eyes .

Paul turned, reached into the '"thopter, returned the command set to his
personal band. "Call Chani," he ordered. "Tell her . . . tell her | amalive and
will be with her soon."

Now t he forces gather, Paul thought. And he noted how strong was the snell
of fear in the perspiration all around.

He has gone fromAli a,
The wonb of heaven!
Holy, holy, holy!
Fire-sand | eagues
Confront our Lord.

He can see

Wt hout eyes!

A denmon upon hi m
Holy, holy, holy
Equat i on:

He sol ved for
Martyrdom

-The Moon Falls Down Songs of Miad' dib

After seven days of radiating fevered activity, the Keep took on an
unnatural quiet. On this nmorning, there were people about, but they spoke in
whi spers, heads cl ose together, and they wal ked softly. Sonme scurried with an
oddly furtive gait. The sight of a guard detail coming in fromthe forecourt
drew questioni ng | ooks and frowns at the noise which the newconmers brought with
their tranping about and stacking of weapons. The newconers caught the nood of
the interior, though, and began noving in that furtive way.

Tal k of the stone burner still floated around: "He said the fire had bl ue-
green in it and a snmell out of hell."

"Elpa is a fool! He says he'll conmt suicide rather than take Tleil axu
eyes."

"I don't like talk of eyes."

"Miad' di b passed ne and called nme by name!"

"How does He see without eyes?"

"Peopl e are | eaving, had you heard? There's great fear. The Nai bs say
they'll go to Sietch Makab for a Grand Council."

"What've they done with the Panegyrist?"

"I saw themtake himinto the chanber where the Nai bs are nmeeting. |magine
Korba a prisoner!"

Chani had arisen early, awakened by a stillness in the Keep. Awakeni ng,
she'd found Paul sitting beside her, his eyel ess sockets ained at sone fornless
pl ace beyond the far wall of their bedchanber. Wat the stone burner had done
with its peculiar affinity for eye tissue, all that ruined flesh had been
renoved. |njections and unguents had saved the stronger flesh around the
sockets, but she felt that the radiation had gone deeper

Ravenous hunger seized her as she sat up. She fed on the food kept by the
bedsi de -- spicebread, a heavy cheese.



Paul gestured at the food. "Beloved, there was no way to spare you this.
Bel i eve ne."
Chani stilled a fit of trenmbling when he ained those enpty sockets at her

She' d given up asking himto explain. He spoke so oddly: "I was baptized in sand
and it cost ne the knack of believing. Wio trades in faiths anynore? Who'll buy?
Who' Il sel | ?"

What coul d he nmean by such words?

He refused even to consider Tleilaxu eyes, although he bought themwith a
l avi sh hand for the nen who'd shared his affliction

Hunger satisfied, Chani slipped frombed, glanced back at Paul, noted his
tiredness. Gimlines framed his nmouth. The dark hair stood up, nussed froma
sl eep that hadn't heal ed. He appeared so saturnine and renote. The back and
forth of waking and sleeping did nothing to change this. She forced herself to
turn away, whispered: "My love . . . ny love . "

He | eaned over, pulled her back into the bed, kissed her cheeks. "Soon we'l
go back to our desert," he whispered. "Only a few things renain to be done
here. "

She trenbled at the finality in his voice.

He tightened his arms around her, nurmured: "Don't fear me, ny Sihaya.
Forget nystery and accept |ove. There's no nmystery about love. It cones from
life. Can't you feel that?"

"Yes."

She put a pal m agai nst his chest, counting his heartbeats. His love cried
out to the Fremen spirit in her -- torrential, outpouring, savage. A magnetic
power envel oped her

"I promise you a thing, beloved," he said. "Achild of ours will rule such

an enpire that mine will fade in conparison. Such achi evenments of living and art
and sublinme --"

"We're here now" she protested, fighting a dry sob. "And . . . | feel we
have so little . . . tine."

"W have eternity, beloved."

"You may have eternity. | have only now "

"But this is eternity." He stroked her forehead.

She pressed against him |ips on his neck. The pressure agitated the life in
her womb. She felt it stir

Paul felt it, too. He put a hand on her abdonen, said: "Ahh, little ruler of

the universe, wait your time. This nonent is mne."

She wondered then why he al ways spoke of the life within her as singul ar
Hadn't the medics told hinP She searched back in her own nenory, curious that
t he subj ect had never arisen between them Surely, he nust know she carried
twins. She hesitated on the point of raising this question. He nust know. He
knew everything. He knew all the things that were herself. H's hands, his nouth
-- all of himknew her.

Presently, she said: "Yes, love. This is forever . . . this is real." And
she closed her eyes tightly |est sight of his dark sockets stretch her soul from
paradise to hell. No matter the rihani nagic in which he'd enciphered their
lives, his flesh remained real, his caresses could not be denied.

VWhen they arose to dress for the day, she said: "If the people only knew
your | ove . "

But his nood had changed. "You can't build politics on love," he said.
"People aren't concerned with love; it's too disordered. They prefer despotism
Too much freedom breeds chaos. W can't have that, can we? And how do you nake
despoti sm | ovabl e?"

"You're not a despot!" she protested, tying her scarf. "Your |laws are just."

"Ahh, laws," he said. He crossed to the wi ndow, pulled back the draperies as
t hough he could | ook out. "What's |law? Control ? Law filters chaos and what drips
t hrough? Serenity? Law -- our highest ideal and our basest nature. Don't | ook



too closely at the law. Do, and you'll find the rationalized interpretations,
the | egal casuistry, the precedents of convenience. You'll find the serenity,
which is just another word for death."

Chani's mouth drew into a tight line. She couldn't deny his w sdom and
sagacity, but these npods frightened her. He turned upon hinself and she sensed
internal wars. It was as though he took the Frenen maxim "Never to forgive --
never to forget," and whi pped his own flesh with it.

She crossed to his side, stared past himat an angle. The grow ng heat of
t he day had begun pulling the north wind out of these protected |atitudes. The
wind painted a false sky full of ochre plunes and sheets of crystal, strange
designs in rushing gold and red. High and cold, the wi nd broke agai nst the
Shield Wall with fountains of dust.

Paul felt Chani's warnth beside him Mnentarily, he lowered a curtain of
forgetful ness across his vision. He might just be standing here with his eyes
closed. Time refused to stand still for him though. He inhal ed darkness --
starless, tearless. Hs affliction dissolved substance until all that remnained
was astoni shnent at the way sounds condensed his universe. Everything around him
| eaned on his lonely sense of hearing, falling back only when he touched
objects: the drapery, Chani's hand . . . He caught hinmself |istening for Chani's
br eat hs.

Where was the insecurity of things that were only probabl e? he asked
hinself. His nmind carried such a burden of mutilated nenories. For every instant
of reality there existed countless projections, things fated never to be. An
invisible self within himrenenbered the fal se pasts, their burden threatening
at tinmes to overwhel mthe present.

Chani | eaned agai nst his arm

He felt his body through her touch: dead flesh carried by tinme eddies. He
reeked of nenories that had glinpsed eternity. To see eternity was to be exposed
to eternity's whins, oppressed by endl ess di mensions. The oracle's fal se
imortality demanded retribution: Past and Future becane simultaneous.

Once nore, the vision arose fromits black pit, locked onto him It was his
eyes. It noved his nmuscles. It guided himinto the next noment, the next hour

the next day . . . until he felt hinself to be always there!
"It's time we were going," Chani said. "The Council . . ."
"Alia will be there to stand in ny place."
"Does she know what to do?"
"She knows. "

Alia's day began with a guard squadron swarming into the parade yard bel ow
her quarters. She stared down at a scene of frantic confusion, clanorous and
i ntimdating babble. The scene becane intelligible only when she recogni zed the
prisoner they'd brought: Korba, the Panegyrist.

She nmade her norning toilet, noving occasionally to the wi ndow, keeping
wat ch on the progress of inpatience down there. Her gaze kept straying to Korba.
She tried to renenber himas the rough and bearded comander of the third wave
in the battle of Arrakeen. It was inpossible. Korba had becone an i mmacul ate fop
dressed now in a Parato silk robe of exquisite cut. It lay open to the waist,
revealing a beautifully |laundered ruff and enbroi dered undercoat set with green
gens. A purple belt gathered the wai st. The sl eeves poking through the robe's
arnmhol e slits had been tailored into rivulet ridges of dark green and bl ack
vel vet.

A few Nai bs had come out to observe the treatnent accorded a fellow Frenen.
They' d brought on the clanor, exciting Korba to protest his innocence. Alia
noved her gaze across the Fremen faces, trying to recapture nenories of the
original nen. The present blotted out the past. They'd all beconme hedonists,
sanpl ers of pleasures nbost nen couldn't even inmagine.

Thei r uneasy gl ances, she saw, strayed often to the doorway into the chanber
where they woul d neet. They were thinking of Miad' dib's blind-sight, a new



mani festation of mysterious powers. By their law, a blind man shoul d be
abandoned in the desert, his water given up to Shai-hulud. But eyeless Miad' dib
saw them They disliked buildings, too, and felt vulnerable in space built above
the ground. G ve them a proper cave cut fromrock, then they could relax -- but
not here, not with this new Miad' dib waiting inside

As she turned to go down to the neeting, she saw the letter where she'd |eft
it on a table by the door: the |atest nmessage fromtheir nother. Despite the
speci al reverence held for Cal adan as the place of Paul's birth, the Lady
Jessi ca had enphasi zed her refusal to nake her planet a stop on the hajj.

"No doubt my son is an epochal figure of history," she'd witten, "but I
cannot see this as an excuse for submitting to a rabble invasion.™

Alia touched the letter, experienced an odd sensation of nutual contact.
Thi s paper had been in her nother's hands. Such an archaic device, the letter --
but personal in a way no recording could achieve. Witten in the Atreides Battle
Tongue, it represented an al nost invul nerable privacy of comruni cation

Thi nking of her nmother afflicted Alia with the usual inward blurring. The
spi ce change that had ni xed the psyches of nother and daughter forced her at
times to think of Paul as a son to whom she had given birth. The capsul e-conpl ex
of oneness could present her own father as a | over. Ghost shadows cavorted in
her m nd, people of possibility.

Alia reviewed the letter as she wal ked down the ranp to the antechanber
where her guard anmazons waited

"You produce a deadly paradox," Jessica had witten. "Government cannot be
religious and self-assertive at the same tinme. Religious experience needs a
spontaneity which laws inevitably suppress. And you cannot govern without | aws.
Your |laws eventually must replace nmorality, replace conscience, replace even the
religion by which you think to govern. Sacred ritual nust spring from praise and
hol y yearni ngs which hanmer out a significant norality. Governnent, on the other
hand, is a cultural organismparticularly attractive to doubts, questions and
contentions. | see the day com ng when cerenony nust take the place of faith and
synbol i smreplaces norality."

The snel |l of spice-coffee greeted Alia in the antechanber. Four guard
amazons in green watchrobes cane to attention as she entered. They fell into
step behind her, striding firmy in the bravado of their youth, eyes alert for
trouble. They had zeal ot faces untouched by awe. They radi ated that specia
Fremen quality of violence: they could kill casually with no sense of guilt.

Inthis, | amdifferent, Alia thought. The Atrei des nane has enough dirt on
it without that.

Word preceded her. A waiting page darted off as she entered the | ower hall
running to sunmon the full guard detail. The hall stretched out w ndow ess and
gl oony, illum nated only by a few subdued gl owgl obes. Abruptly, the doors to the
parade yard opened wide at the far end to adnit a glaring shaft of daylight. The
guard with Korba in their midst wavered into view fromthe outside with the
[ ight behind them

"Where is Stilgar?" Alia demanded.

"Already inside," one of her anazons said.

Alia led the way into the chanber. It was one of the Keep's nore pretentious
nmeeting places. A high balcony with rows of soft seats occupied one side. Across
fromthe bal cony, orange draperies had been pulled back fromtall w ndows.

Bright sunlight poured through froman open space with a garden and a fountain.
At the near end of the chanber on her right stood a dais with a single nmassive
chair.

Moving to the chair, Alia glanced back and up, saw the gallery filled with
Nai bs.

Househol d guardsmen packed the open space beneath the gallery, Stilgar
novi ng anong themwi th a quiet word here, a comand there. He gave no sign that
he'd seen Alia enter



Korba was brought in, seated at a |ow table with cushions beside it on the
chanmber floor below the dais. Despite his finery, the Panegyrist gave the
appear ance now of a surly, sleepy old man huddled up in his robes as against the
outer cold. Two guardsmen took up positions behind him

Stilgar approached the dais as Alia seated herself.

"Where is Miad' di b?" he asked.

"My brother has delegated nme to preside as Reverend Modther," Alia said.

Hearing this, the Naibs in the gallery began raising their voices in
pr ot est.

"Silence!" Alia commanded. In the abrupt quiet, she said: "Is it not Frenen
| aw that a Reverend Mdther presides when |ife and death are at issue?"

As the gravity of her statement penetrated, stillness canme over the Naibs,
but Alia marked angry stares across the rows of faces. She named themin her
m nd for discussion in Council -- Hobars, Rajifiri, Tasmin, Saajid, Urbu, Legg

The nanes carried pieces of Dune in them Unbu Sietch, Tasm n Sink, Hobars

Gap . . .
She turned her attention to Korba.
onserving her attention, Korba lifted his chin, said: "I protest mny
i nnocence. "
"Stilgar, read the charges," Alia said.
Stilgar produced a brown spi cepaper scroll, stepped forward. He began

reading, a solem flourish in his voice as though to hidden rhythns. He gave the
words an incisive quality, clear and full of probity:

" that you did conspire with traitors to acconplish the destruction of
our Lord and Enperor; that you did neet in vile secrecy with diverse enenm es of
the realm that you .

Kor ba kept shaki ng h|s head with a | ook of pained anger.

Alia listened broodingly, chin planted on her left fist, head cocked to that
side, the other arm extended along the chair arm Bits of the formal procedure
began droppi ng out of her awareness, screened by her own feelings of disquiet.

venerable tradition . . . support of the legions and all Frenen
everywhere . . . violence nmet with violence according to the Law . . . nmjesty
of the Inperial Person . . . forfeit all rights to . "
It was nonsense, she thought. Nonsense! All of it -- nonsense . . . nonsense
nonsense .

Stil gar f|n|shed "Thus the issue is brought to judgnent."

In the inmedi ate silence, Korba rocked forward, hands gripping his knees,
vei ned neck stretched as though he were preparing to |l eap. His tongue flicked
between his teeth as he spoke.

"Not by word or deed have | been traitor to nmy Frenen vows! | denand to
confront ny accuser!"

A sinpl e enough protest, Alia thought.

And she saw that it had produced a considerable effect on the Naibs. They
knew Korba. He was one of them To becone a Naib, he'd proved his Fremen courage
and caution. Not brilliant, Korba, but reliable. Not one to | ead a Jihad,
per haps, but a good choice as supply officer. Not a crusader, but one who
cherished the old Frenen virtues: The Tribe is paranount.

O heyms bitter words as Paul had recited them swept through Alia' s mnd.
She scanned the gallery. Any of those nen might see hinself in Korba's place --
sone for good reason. But an innocent Naib was as dangerous as a guilty one
here.

Korba felt it, too. "Wo accuses ne?" he demanded. "I have a Fremen right to
confront ny accuser."

"Per haps you accuse yourself," Alia said.

Before he could mask it, nystical terror lay briefly on Korba's face. It was
there for anyone to read: Wth her powers, Alia had but to accuse him herself,
sayi ng she brought the evidence fromthe shadow regi on, the alam al - nyt hal .



"Qur enemi es have Frenen allies," Alia pressed. "Water traps have been
destroyed, ganats bl asted, plantings poi soned and storage basi ns pl undered

"And now -- they've stolen a wormfromthe desert, taken it to another
wor | d!'"

The voice of this intrusion was known to all of them-- Miad dib. Paul cane
t hrough the doorway fromthe hall, pressed through the guard ranks and crossed

to Alia's side. Chani, acconpanying him renmained on the sidelines.
"M Lord," Stilgar said, refusing to | ook at Paul's face.
Paul ained his enpty sockets at the gallery, then down to Korba. "Wat,

Korba -- no words of praise?”
Muttering could be heard in the gallery. It grew | ouder, isolated words and
phrases audi ble: " . law for the blind . . . Fremen way . . . in the desert
who breaks . . ."
"Who says |'mblind?" Paul denmanded. He faced the gallery. "You, Rajifiri?
see you're wearing gold today, and that blue shirt beneath it which still has

dust on it fromthe streets. You always were untidy."

Rajifiri made a wardi ng gesture, three fingers against evil.

"Point those fingers at yourself!" Paul shouted. "W know where the evi
is!" He turned back to Korba. "There's guilt on your face, Korba."

"Not my guilt! | nmay've associated with the guilty, but no . . . " He broke
of f, shot a frightened | ook at the gallery.

Taki ng her cue from Paul, Alia arose, stepped down to the floor of the
chanmber, advanced to the edge of Korba's table. Froma range of |less than a
neter, she stared down at him silent and intimdating.

Korba cowered under the burden of eyes. He fidgeted, shot anxi ous gl ances at
the gallery.

"Whose eyes do you seek up there?" Paul asked.

"You cannot see!" Korba blurted.

Paul put down a nmonentary feeling of pity for Korba. The nman lay trapped in
the vision's snare as securely as any of those present. He played a part, no
nore.

"I don't need eyes to see you," Paul said. And he began descri bi ng Korba,
every nmovenent, every twitch, every alarmed and pleading | ook at the gallery.

Desperation grew i n Korba.

Watching him Alia saw he m ght break any second. Soneone in the gallery
nust realize how near he was to breaking, she thought. Wo? She studied the
faces of the Naibs, noting small betrayals in the nmasked faces . . . angers,
fears, uncertainties . . . guilts.

Paul fell silent.

Korba nustered a pitiful air of ponposity to plead: "Wo accuses ne?"

"t heym accuses you," Alia said.

"But Ot heyml s dead!" Korba protested.

"How di d you know t hat ?" Paul asked. "Through your spy systenf? Ch, yes! W
know about your spies and couriers. W know who brought the stone burner here
from Tarahel | . "

"It was for the defense of the Q zarate!" Korba blurted.

"I's that how it got into traitorous hands?" Paul asked.

"It was stolen and we . . ." Korba fell silent, swallowed. H's gaze darted
left and right. "Everyone knows |'ve been the voice of love for Miad dib." He
stared at the gallery. "How can a dead man accuse a Frenmen?"

"Otheyms voice isn't dead," Alia said. She stopped as Paul touched her arm

"t heym sent us his voice," Paul said. "It gives the names, the acts of
treachery, the nmeeting places and the tines. Do you miss certain faces in the
Counci| of Naibs, Korba? Wwere are Merkur and Fash? Keke the Lane isn't with us
today. And Takim where is he?"

Kor ba shook his head fromside to side.



"They've fled Arrakis with the stolen worm" Paul said. "Even if | freed you
now, Korba, Shai-hulud would have your water for your part in this. Wiy don't |
free you, Korba? Think of all those men whose eyes were taken, the nen who
cannot see as | see. They have fam lies and friends, Korba. Were could you hide
from t hem?"

"It was an accident,’
" Agai n, he subsided.

"Who knows what bondage goes with nmetal eyes?" Paul asked.

The Naibs in their gallery began exchangi ng whi spered conments, speaking
behi nd rai sed hands. They gazed coldly at Korba now.

"Defense of the Q zarate," Paul murnured, returning to Korba's plea. "A
devi ce which either destroys a planet or produces J-rays to blind those too near
it. Which effect, Korba, did you conceive as a defense? Does the Q zarate rely
on stopping the eyes of all observers?”

"It was a curiosity, mLord," Korba pleaded. "W knew the O d Law said that
only Fanilies could possess atomcs, but the Q zarate obeyed . . . obeyed .

Kor ba pl eaded. "Anyway, they're getting Tleilaxu

"Cbeyed you," Paul said. "A curiosity, indeed.”

"Even if it's only the voice of my accuser, you rmust face me with it!" Korba
said. "A Frenen has rights."

"He speaks truth, Sire," Stilgar said.

Alia glanced sharply at Stil gar.

"The lawis the law," Stilgar said, sensing Alia's protest. He began quoting
Fremen Law, interspersing his own conrents on how the Law pertai ned.

Alia experienced the odd sensation she was hearing Stilgar's words before he
spoke them How could he be this credulous? Stilgar had never appeared nore
of ficial and conservative, nmore intent on adhering to the Dune Code. His chin
was outthrust, aggressive. H's nouth chopped. WAs there really nothing in him
but this outrageous ponposity?

"Korba is a Frenen and nust be judged by Frenmen Law," Stilgar concl uded.

Alia turned away, |ooked out at the day shadows droppi ng down the wal
across fromthe garden. She felt drained by frustration. They'd dragged this
thing along well into midnorning. Now, what? Korba had rel axed. The Panegyrist's
manner said he'd suffered an unjust attack, that everything he' d done had been
for Iove of Miad' dib. She gl anced at Korba, surprised a | ook of sly self-

i nportance sliding across his face.

He mi ght al nost have received a nessage, she thought. He acted the part of a
man who' d heard friends shout: "Hold fast! Help is on its way!"

For an instant, they'd held this thing in their hands -- the information out
of the dwarf, the clues that others were in the plot, the names of infornants.
But the critical monent had flown. Stilgar? Surely not Stilgar. She turned,
stared at the old Frenen.

Stilgar met her gaze without flinching.

"Thank you, Stil," Paul said, "for rem nding us of the Law "

Stilgar inclined his head. He noved cl ose, shaped silent words in a way he
knew both Paul and Alia could read. I'll wing himdry and then take care of the
matter.

Paul nodded, signal ed the guardsmen behind Kor ba.

"Rermove Korba to a maxi mum security cell," Paul said. "No visitors except
counsel . As counsel, | appoint Stilgar."

"Let me choose ny own counsel!" Korba shout ed.

Paul whirled. "You deny the fairness and judgnent of Stilgar?"

"Ch, no, nmLord, but . . . "

"Take hi maway!" Paul barked.

The guardsnen |ifted Korba off the cushions, herded himout.



Wth new nmutterings, the Naibs began quitting their gallery. Attendants cane
frombeneath the gallery, crossed to the windows and drew the orange draperi es.
Orange gl oom took over the chanber.

"Paul ," Alia said.

"When we precipitate violence," Paul said, "it'll be when we have ful
control of it. Thank you, Stil; you played your part well. Alia, I'mcertain
has identified the Nai bs who were with him They couldn't help giving thensel ves
away. "

"You cooked this up between you?" Alia demanded.

"Had | ordered Korba slain out of hand, the Nai bs woul d have understood,"
Paul said. "But this formal procedure without strict adherence to Fremen Law --
they felt their own rights threatened. Which Naibs were with him Alia?"

"Rajifiri for certain," she said, voice low. "And Saajid, but . . . "

"Gve Stilgar the conplete list," Paul said.

Alia swallowed in a dry throat, sharing the general fear of Paul in this
nonent. She knew how he noved anbng them wi t hout eyes, but the delicacy of it
daunted her. To see their fornms in the air of his vision! She sensed her person
shimering for himin a sidereal tine whose accord with reality depended

entirely on his words and actions. He held themall in the palmof his vision
"It's past tinme for your norning audience, Sire," Stilgar said. "Many people
-- curious . . . afraid . "

"Are you afraid, Stil?"

It was barely a whisper: "Yes."

"You're nmy friend and have nothing to fear fromnme," Paul said.

Stilgar swall owed. "Yes, nmLord."

"Alia, take the norning audi ence," Paul said. "Stilgar, give the signal."

Stilgar obeyed.

A flurry of novenent erupted at the great doors. A crowd was pressed back
fromthe shadow roomto permt entrance of officials. Many things began
happeni ng all at once: the household guard el bowi ng and shovi ng back the press
of Supplicants, garishly robed Pleaders trying to break through, shouts, curses.
Pl eaders waved the papers of their calling. The Oerk of the Assenbl age strode
ahead of them through the opening cleared by the guard. He carried the List of
Pref erences, those who'd be pernitted to approach the Throne. The Cerk, a wiry
Fremen named Tecrube, carried hinself with weary cynicism flaunting his shaven
head, cl unped whi skers.

Alia noved to intercept him giving Paul time to slip away with Chan
t hrough the private passage behind the dais. She experienced a nonentary
di strust of Tecrube at the prying curiosity in the stare he sent after Paul

"I speak for my brother today," she said. "Have the Supplicants approach one
at atine."

"Yes, mLady." He turned to arrange his throng.

"I can renenber a tine when you woul dn't have m staken your brother's
pur pose here," Stilgar said.

"I was distracted," she said. "There's been a dramatic change in you, Stil
What is it?"

Stilgar drew hinself up, shocked. One changed, of course. But dramatically?
This was a particular view of hinself that he'd never encountered. Drama was a
guestionabl e thing. Inmported entertainers of dubious loyalty and nore dubi ous
virtue were dramatic. Enenies of the Enpire enployed drama in their attenpts to
sway the fickle popul ace. Korba had slipped away from Frenen virtues to enpl oy
drama for the Q zarate. And he'd die for that.

"You' re being perverse," Stilgar said. "Do you di strust me?"

The distress in his voice softened her expression, but not her tone. "You
know | don't distrust you. |'ve always agreed with nmy brother that once matters
were in Stilgar's hands we could safely forget them"

"Then why do you say |I've . . . changed?"



"You're preparing to disobey nmy brother," she said. "I can read it in you.
only hope it doesn't destroy you both."

The first of the Pleaders and Supplicants were approachi ng now. She turned
away before Stilgar could respond. Hi s face, though, was filled with the things
she'd sensed in her nother's letter -- the replacenent of norality and
conscience with | aw.

"You produce a deadly paradox."

Ti bana was an apol ogi st for Socratic Christianity, probably a native of |1V Anbus

who |ived between the eight and ninth centuries before Corrino, likely in the
second reign of Dalamak. OF his witings, only a portion survives from which
this fragnent is taken: "The hearts of all nmen dwell in the same wilderness.”

-from The Dunebuk of Irulan
"You are Bijaz," the ghola said, entering the snmall chanber where the dwarf
was hel d under guard. "I amcalled Hayt."

A strong contingent of the household guard had come in with the ghola to
take over the evening watch. Sand carried by the sunset wi nd had stung their
cheeks while they crossed the outer yard, made them blink and hurry. They could
be heard in the passage outside now exchanging the banter and ritual of their
t asks.

"You are not Hayt," the dwarf said. "You are Duncan |daho. | was there when
they put your dead flesh into the tank and I was there when they renpved it,
alive and ready for training."

The ghola swallowed in a throat suddenly dry. The bright gl owgl obes of the
chanmber | ost their yellowness in the room s green hangings. The |ight showed
beads of perspiration on the dwarf's forehead. Bijaz seemed a creature of odd
integrity, as though the purpose fashioned into himby the Tleilaxu were
proj ected out through his skin. There was power beneath the dwarf's mask of
cowardi ce and frivolity.

"Miad' di b has charged ne to question you to determine what it is the
Tleilaxu intend you to do here," Hayt said.

"Tleilaxu, Tleilaxu," the dwarf sang. "I amthe Tleilaxu, you dolt! For that
matter, so are you."

Hayt stared at the dwarf. Bijaz radiated a charisnmatic al ertness that nade
t he observer think of ancient idols.

"You hear that guard outside?" Hayt asked. "If | gave themthe order, they'd
strangl e you."

"Hai! Hai!" Bijaz cried. "Wat a callous |out you've beconme. And you said
you came seeking truth."

Hayt found he didn't like the | ook of secret repose beneath the dwarf's
expression. "Perhaps | only seek the future,"” he said.

"Wel | spoken," Bijaz said. "Now we know each ot her. Wen two thieves neet
t hey need no introduction."

"So we're thieves," Hayt said. "What do we steal ?"

"Not thieves, but dice," Bijaz said. "And you cane here to read ny spots. I,
in turn, read yours. And | o! You have two faces!"

"Did you really see ne go into the Tleilaxu tanks?" Hayt asked, fighting an
odd reluctance to ask that question

"Did I not say it?" Bijaz denanded. The dwarf bounced to his feet. "W had a
terrific struggle with you. The flesh did not want to cone back."

Hayt felt suddenly that he existed in a dreamcontrolled by sone other mnind,
and that he m ght nmonentarily forget this to becone lost in the convol utions of
that m nd



Bijaz tipped his head slyly to one side, wal ked all around the ghol a,
staring up at him "Excitenment kindles old patterns in you," Bijaz said. "You
are the pursuer who doesn't want to find what he pursues.™

"You're a weapon aimed at Miad' dib," Hayt said, swiveling to follow the
dwarf. "What is it you're to do?"

"Nothing!" Bijaz said, stopping. "I give you a conmpbn answer to a conmon
guestion."
"Then you were ained at Alia," Hayt said. "Is she your target?"

"They call her Hawt, the Fish Monster, on the out-worlds," Bijaz said. "How
is it | hear your blood boiling when you speak of her?"

"So they call her Hawt," the ghola said, studying Bijaz for any clue to his
purpose. The dwarf nmde such odd responses.

"She is the virgin-harlot," Bijaz said. "She is vulgar, witty, know edgeable
to a depth that terrifies, cruel when she is nost kind, unthinking while she
t hi nks, and when she seeks to build she is as destructive as a coriolis storm™"

"So you came here to speak out against Alia," Hayt said.

"Agai nst her?" Bijaz sank to a cushion against the wall. "I came here to be
captured by the magneti sm of her physical beauty." He grinned, a saurian
expression in the big-featured face.

"To attack Alia is to attack her brother," Hayt said.

"That is so clear it is difficult to see," Bijaz said. "In truth, Enperor
and sister are one person back to back, one being half nale and half fermale."

"That is a thing we've heard said by the Fremen of the deep desert," Hayt
said. "And those are the ones who've revived the bl ood sacrifice to Shai-hul ud.
How is it you repeat their nonsense?"

"You dare say nonsense?" Bijaz denanded. "You, who are both man and nmask?
Ahh, but the dice cannot read their own spots. | forget this. And you are doubly
confused because you serve the Atrei des doubl e-being. Your senses are not as
close to the answer as your nmind is."

"Do you preach that false ritual about Miad' dib to your guards?" Hayt asked,
his voice low. He felt his mind being tangled by the dwarf's words.

"They preach to ne!" Bijaz said. "And they pray. Wiy should they not? Al of
us should pray. Do we not live in the shadow of the nbst dangerous creation the
uni verse has ever seen?"

"Dangerous creation . . ."

"Their own nmother refuses to live on the sane planet with them"

"Why don't you answer ne straight out?" Hayt demanded. "You know we have

ot her ways of questioning you. We'll get our answers . . . one way or another."
"But | have answered you! Have | not said the nyth is real? Am| the w nd
that carries death in its belly? No! I amwords! Such words as the |ightning

which strikes fromthe sand in a dark sky. | have said: 'Blow out the |anp! Day
is here!" And you keep saying: 'Gve nme a lanp so | can find the day."' "

"You play a dangerous ganme with me," Hayt said. "Did you think | could not
under stand these Zensunni ideas? You | eave tracks as clear as those of a bird in
mud. "

Bijaz began to giggle.

"Way do you | augh?" Hayt denanded.

"Because | have teeth and wish | had not," Bijaz nanaged between giggles.
"Having no teeth, | could not gnash them™

"And now | know your target," Hayt said. "You were ainmed at ne.

"And |I've hit it right on!" Bijaz said. "You made such a big target, how
could | miss?" He nodded as though to hinself. "Now | will sing to you." He
began to hum a keeni ng, whi ni ng nonotonous thene, repeated over and over.

Hayt stiffened, experiencing odd pains that played up and down his spine. He
stared at the face of the dwarf, seeing youthful eyes in an old face. The eyes
were the center of a network of knobby white Iines which ran to the hol |l ows
bel ow his tenples. Such a large head! Every feature focused on the pursed-up



nouth from which that nonot onous noi se issued. The sound nade Hayt think of
ancient rituals, folk nenories, old words and custons, half-forgotten nmeani ngs

in lost mutterings. Something vital was happening here -- a bl oody play of ideas
across Tine. Elder ideas lay tangled in the dwarfs singing. It was like a
blazing Iight in the distance, com ng nearer and nearer, illumnating life

across a span of centuri es.

"What are you doing to nme?" Hayt gasped.

"You are the instrument | was taught to play," Bijaz said. "I am playing
you. Let me tell you the names of the other traitors anmong the Nai bs. They are
Bi kouros and Cahueit. There is D edida, who was secretary to Korba. There is
Abunpj andi s, the aide to Bannerjee. Even now, one of them could be sinking a
bl ade i nto your Miad' dib."

Hayt shook his head fromside to side. He found it too difficult to talk.

"We are like brothers,"” Bijaz said, interrupting his nmonotonous hum once
nore. "We grew in the sanme tank: | first and then you."

Hayt's netal eyes inflicted himw th a sudden burning pain. Flickering red
haze surrounded everything he saw. He felt he had been cut away from every
i medi ate sense except the pain, and he experienced his surroundi ngs through a
thin separation |ike w ndbl owmn gauze. All had becone accident, the chance
i nvol venment of inaninmate matter. H's owmn will was no nore than a subtle,
shifting thing. It lived without breath and was intelligible only as an inward
illum nation.

Wth a clarity born of desperation, he broke through the gauze curtain with
the Ionely sense of sight. Hs attention focused |like a blazing |ight under
Bijaz. Hayt felt that his eyes cut through |l ayers of the dwarf, seeing the
little man as a hired intellect, and beneath that, a creature inprisoned by
hungers and cravings which lay huddled in the eyes -- layer after layer, unti
finally, there was only an entity-aspect being manipul ated by synbol s.

"W are upon a battleground," Bijaz said. "You may speak of it."

His voice freed by the comand, Hayt said: "You cannot force me to slay
Miad' di b. "

"I have heard the Bene Gesserit say," Bijaz said, "that there is nothing
firm nothing bal anced, nothing durable in all the universe -- that nothing
remains in its state, that each day, sonetimes each hour, brings change."

Hayt shook his head dunmbly fromside to side.

"You believed the silly Enperor was the prize we sought," Bijaz said. "How
little you understand our nasters, the Tleilaxu. The Guild and Bene Gesserit
bel i eve we produce artifacts. In reality, we produce tools and services.

Anyt hing can be a tool -- poverty, war. War is useful because it is effective in
so many areas. It stinmulates the nmetabolism It enforces governnent. It diffuses
genetic strains. It possesses a vitality such as nothing else in the universe.
Only those who recogni ze the value of war and exercise it have any degree of

sel f-determ nation."

In an oddly placid voice, Hayt said: "Strange thoughts com ng fromyou,
al nost enough to nake ne believe in a vengeful Providence. Wat restitution was
exacted to create you? It would make a fascinating story, doubtless with an even
nore extraordinary epilogue."

"Magnificent!" Bijaz chortled. "You attack -- therefore you have w || power
and exerci se self-deternination."

"You're trying to awaken violence in ne," Hayt said in a panting voice.

Bijaz denied this with a shake of the head. "Awaken, yes; violence, no. You

are a disciple of awareness by training, so you have said. | have an awareness
to awaken in you, Duncan |daho."
"Hayt | "

"Duncan ldaho. Killer extraordinary. Lover of nany wonen. Swordsnan sol dier
Atreides field hand on the field of battle. Duncan |daho."
"The past cannot be awakened."



" Cannot ?"

"It has never been done!"

"True, but our masters defy the idea that something cannot be done. Al ways,
they seek the proper tool, the right application of effort, the services of the
proper --"

"You hide your real purpose! You throw up a screen of words and they nean
not hi ng! "

"There is a Duncan Idaho in you," Bijaz said. "It will submit to enotion or
to di spassi onate exam nation, but submit it will. This awareness will rise
t hrough a screen of suppression and sel ection out of the dark past which dogs
your footsteps. It goads you even now while it holds you back. There exists that
being within you upon whi ch awareness nmust focus and which you will obey."

"The Tleilaxu think I"mstill their slave, but | --"

"Quiet, slave!" Bijaz said in that whining voice.

Hayt found hinself frozen in silence.

"Now we are down to bedrock," Bijaz said. "I know you feel it. And these are
the power-words to nmanipulate you . . . | think they will have sufficient
| everage. "

Hayt felt the perspiration pouring down his cheeks, the trenmbling of his
chest and arns, but he was powerless to nove.

"One day," Bijaz said, "the Enperor will cone to you. He will say: 'She is
gone.' The grief mask will occupy his face. He will give water to the dead, as
they call their tears hereabouts. And you will say, using ny voice: 'Mster! Ch,
Master!' "

Hayt's jaw and throat ached with the | ocking of his nuscles. He could only
twist his head in a brief arc fromside to side.

"You will say, 'l carry a nessage fromBijaz.' " The dwarf grinaced. "Poor
Bijaz, who has no mind . . . poor Bijaz, a drumstuffed with nessages, an
essence for others to use . . . pound on Bijaz and he produces a noise . "

Agai n, he grimaced. "You think ne a hypocrite. Duncan Idaho! | amnot! | can

grieve, too. But the tine has conme to substitute swords for words."

A hi ccup shook Hayt.

Bijaz giggled, then: "Ah, thank you, Duncan, thank you. The denands of the
body save us. As the Enperor carries the blood of the Harkonnens in his veins,
he will do as we denmand. He will turn into a spitting machine, a biter of words
that ring with a lovely noise to our nasters."

Hayt blinked, thinking how the dwarf appeared like an alert little aninal, a
thing of spite and rare intelligence. Harkonnen blood in the Atrei des?

"You think of Beast Rabban, the vile Harkonnen, and you glare," Bijaz said.
"You are like the Frenmen in this. Wien words fail, the sword is always at hand,
eh? You think of the torture inflicted upon your famly by the Harkonnens. And,
t hrough his not her, your precious Paul is a Harkonnen! You would not find it
difficult to slay a Harkonnen, now would you?"

Bitter frustration coursed through the ghola. Was it anger? Wy should this
cause anger?

"Chhh," Bijaz said, and: "Ahhhh, hah! Cdick-click. There is nore to the
nessage. It is a trade the Tleilaxu offer your precious Paul Atreides. Qur
masters will restore his beloved. A sister to yourself -- another ghola."

Hayt felt suddenly that he existed in a universe occupied only by his own
heart beat s.

"A ghola," Bijaz said. "It will be the flesh of his beloved. She w |l bear
his children. She will love only him W can even inprove on the original if he
so desires. Did ever a man have greater opportunity to regain what he'd lost? It
is a bargain he will leap to strike."

Bi j az nodded, eyes drooping as though tiring. Then: "He will be tenpted .
and in his distraction, you will nove close. In the instant, you will strike!



Two ghol as, not one! That is what our masters denand!" The dwarf cleared his
t hroat, nodded once nore, said: "Speak."
"I will not do it," Hayt said.

"But Duncan |daho would," Bijaz said. "It will be the nonent of suprene
vul nerability for this descendant of the Harkonnens. Do not forget this. You
wi || suggest inproverments to his beloved -- perhaps a deathless heart, gentler

emotions. You will offer asylumas you nove close to him-- a planet of his
choi ce sonewhere beyond the Inmperium Think of it! H's beloved restored. No nore
need for tears, and a place of idyls to live out his years."

"A costly package," Hayt said, probing. "He'll ask the price."

"Tell himhe nmust renounce his godhead and discredit The Q zarate. He nust
di scredit himself, his sister.”

"“Not hi ng nore?" Hayt asked, sneering.

"He nust relinquish his CHOAM hol di ngs, naturally."

"Naturally."

"And if you're not yet close enough to strike, speak of how nuch the
Tleil axu adm re what he has taught them about the possibilities of religion
Tell himthe Tleilaxu have a departnent of religious engineering, shaping
religions to particul ar needs."

"How very clever," Hayt said.

"You think yourself free to sneer and di sobey ne," Bijaz said. He cocked his
head slyly to one side. "Don't deny it . . ."

"They made you well, little animal," Hayt said.

"And you as well," the dwarf said. "You will tell himto hurry. Flesh decays
and her flesh nust be preserved in a cryol ogi cal tank."

Hayt felt hinmself floundering, caught in a matrix of objects he could not
recogni ze. The dwarf appeared so sure of hinmself! There had to be a flawin the
Tleilaxu logic. In nmaking their ghola, they'd keyed himto the voice of Bijaz,

but . . . But what? Logic/matrix/object . . . How easy it was to m stake clear
reasoni ng for correct reasoning! Was Tleilaxu |logic distorted?

Bijaz smled, listened as though to a hidden voice. "Now, you will forget,"
he said. "Wen the nonent cones, you will renenber. He will say: 'She is gone.'
Duncan I daho will awaken then."

The dwarf cl apped his hands together.

Hayt grunted, feeling that he had been interrupted in the nmiddle of a
thought . . . or perhaps in the mddle of a sentence. What was it? Sonething
about . . . targets?

"You think to confuse me and mani pul ate me," he said.

"How i s that?" Bijaz asked.

"I amyour target and you can't deny it," Hayt said.

"I would not think of denying it."

"What is it you'd try to do with ne?"

"A kindness," Bijaz said. "A sinple kindness."

The sequential nature of actual events is not illumnated with | engthy precision
by the powers of prescience except under the nmpst extraordinary circumnmstances.
The oracle grasps incidents cut out of the historic chain. Eternity noves. It
inflicts itself upon the oracle and the supplicant alike. Let Miad dib's

subj ects doubt his najesty and his oracular visions. Let themdeny his powers.
Let them never doubt Eternity.

- The Dune Cospels

Hayt watched Alia enmerge fromher tenple and cross the plaza. Her guard was
bunched cl ose, fierce expressions on their faces to nask the |ines nol ded by
good living and conpl acency.



A heliograph of 'thopter wings flashed in the bright afternoon sun above the
tenple, part of the Royal Guard with Miad' dib's fist-synbol on its fusel age.

Hayt returned his gaze to Alia. She | ooked out of place here in the city, he
t hought. Her proper setting was the desert -- open, untrammel ed space. An odd
t hi ng about her canme back to himas he watched her approach: Alia appeared
t houghtful only when she smled. It was a trick of the eyes, he decided,
recal ling a caneo nenory of her as she'd appeared at the reception for the Guild
Anmbassador: haughty agai nst a background of music and brittle conversation anong
ext ravagant gowns and uniforns. And Alia had been wearing white, dazzling, a
bright garnent of chastity. He had | ooked down upon her froma w ndow as she
crossed an inner garden with its formal pond, its fluting fountains, fronds of
panpas grass and a white bel vedere.

Entirely wong . . . all wong. She belonged in the desert.

Hayt drew in a ragged breath. Alia had noved out of his view then as she did
now. He waited, clenching and unclenching his fists. The interviewwith Bijaz
had | eft hi m uneasy.

He heard Alia's entourage pass outside the roomwhere he waited. She went
into the Family quarters.

Now he tried to focus on the thing about her which troubled him The way
she'd wal ked across the plaza? Yes. She'd noved |ike a hunted creature fleeing
sone predator. He stepped out onto the connecting bal cony, wal ked al ong it

behi nd the plasneld sunscreen, stopped while still in concealing shadows. Alia
stood at the balustrade overl ooki ng her tenple.
He | ooked where she was | ooking -- out over the city. He saw rectangl es,

bl ocks of col or, creeping noverments of |ife and sound. Structures gl eaned,

shi mmrered. Heat patterns spiraled off the rooftops. There was a boy across the
way bouncing a ball in a cul-de-sac forned by a buttressed nassif at a corner of
the tenple. Back and forth the ball went.

Alia, too, watched the ball. She felt a conpelling identity with that ball -
- back and forth . . . back and forth. She sensed herself bouncing through
corridors of Tine.

The potion of nelange she'd drained just before |eaving the tenple was the
| argest she'd ever attenpted -- a massive overdose. Even before beginning to
take effect, it had terrified her.

Wiy did | do it? she asked herself.

"One nmade a choi ce between dangers."” Was that it? This was the way to
penetrate the fog spread over the future by that damabl e Dune Tarot. A barrier
exi sted. It nust be breached. She had acted out of a necessity to see where it
was her brother wal ked with his eyel ess stride.

The fam liar nel ange fugue state began creeping into her awareness. She took
a deep breath, experienced a brittle formof calm poised and sel fless.

Possessi on of second sight has a tendency to nake one a dangerous fatali st,
she thought. Unfortunately, there existed no abstract |everage, no cal cul us of
prescience. Visions of the future could not be manipul ated as fornulas. One had
to enter them risking life and sanity.

A figure noved fromthe harsh shadows of the adjoining bal cony. The ghol al!
In her hei ghtened awareness, Alia saw himwith intense clarity -- the dark
lively features dom nated by those glistening nmetal eyes. He was a union of
terrifying opposites, sonething put together in a shocking Iinear way. He was
shadow and bl azing |ight, a product of the process which had revived his dead
flesh . . . and of something intensely pure . . . innocent.

He was i nnocence under siege!

"Have you been there all al ong, Duncan?" she asked.

"So I'"'mto be Duncan," he said. "Wy?"

"Don't question ne," she said.

And she thought, |ooking at him that the Tleilaxu had | eft no corner of
t hei r ghol a unfi ni shed.



"Only gods can safely risk perfection," she said. "It's a dangerous thing
for a man."

"Duncan died," he said, w shing she would not call himthat. "I am Hayt."
She studied his artificial eyes, wondering what they saw. Cbserved cl osely,
they betrayed tiny black pockmarks, little wells of darkness in the glittering

netal . Facets! The universe shimered around her and |urched. She steadied
herself with a hand on the sun-warmed surface of the bal ustrade. Ahhh, the
nmel ange noved swiftly.

"Are you ill?" Hayt asked. He noved cl oser, the steely eyes opened wi de,
staring.

Who spoke? she wondered. Was it Duncan |daho? Was it the mentat-ghola or the
Zensunni phil osopher? O was it a Tleilaxu pawn nore dangerous than any Guild
St eersman? Her brother knew.

Agai n, she | ooked at the ghola. There was sonething inactive about hi m now,
a latent something. He was saturated with waiting and with powers beyond their
comon life.

"Qut of my mother, | amlike the Bene Gesserit," she said. "Do you know
t hat ?"

"I know it."

"I use their powers, think as they think. Part of nme knows the sacred
urgency of the breeding program. . . and its products.”

She blinked, feeling part of her awareness begin to nove freely in Tine.

"It's said that the Bene Gesserit never let go," he said. And he wat ched her
closely, noting how white her knuckles were where she gripped the edge of the
bal cony.

"Have | stunbl ed?" she asked.

He mar ked how deeply she breathed, with tension in every novenent, the
gl azed appearance of her eyes.

"When you stunble,"” he said, "you may regain your bal ance by junpi ng beyond
the thing that tripped you."

"The Bene Gesserit stunbled," she said. "Now they wish to regain their
bal ance by | eaping beyond ny brother. They want Chani's baby . . . or mne."

"Are you with child?"

She struggled to fix herself in a tinmespace relationship to this question
Wth child? Wen? Were?

"I see . . . nmy child," she whispered.
She noved away fromthe bal cony's edge, turned her head to | ook at the
ghola. He had a face of salt, bitter eyes -- two circles of glistening | ead
and, as he turned away fromthe light to foll ow her nmovenent, blue shadows.
"What . . . do you see with such eyes?" she whispered.

"What ot her eyes see,"” he said.

His words rang in her ears, stretching her awareness. She felt that she
reached across the universe -- such a stretching . . . out . . . out. She lay
intertwined with all Tine.

"You' ve taken the spice, a |large dose," he said.

"Way can't | see hinP" she nuttered. The wonb of all creation held her
captive. "Tell nme, Duncan, why | cannot see him"

"Who can't you see?"

"I cannot see the father of nmy children. I"'mlost in a Tarot fog. Help nme."

Mentat |logic offered its prine conputation, and he said: "The Bene Cesserit
want a mating between you and your brother. It would | ock the genetic . "

A wail escaped her. "The egg in the flesh," she gasped. A sensation of chil
swept over her, followed by intense heat. The unseen mate of her darkest dreans!
Fl esh of her flesh that the oracle could not reveal -- would it come to that?

"Have you risked a dangerous dose of the spice?" he asked. Sonething within
hi m fought to express the utnost terror at the thought that an Atrei des woman



m ght die, that Paul mght face himw th the know edge that a fermal e of the

royal famly had . . . gone
"You don't know what it's like to hunt the future," she said. "Sonetines |
glinmpse nyself . . . but I get in my own way. | cannot see through nyself." She

| owered her head, shook it fromside to side.

"How much of the spice did you take?" he asked.

"Nat ure abhors prescience,"” she said, raising her head. "Did you know that,
Duncan?"

He spoke softly, reasonably, as to a small child: "Tell me how much of the
spi ce you took." He took hold of her shoulder with his |eft hand.

"Wirds are such gross nmachinery, so prinmtive and anbi guous,"” she said. She
pul | ed away from his hand.

"You must tell ne," he said.

"Look at the Shield Wall," she conmanded, pointing. She sent her gaze al ong
her own outstretched hand, trenbled as the | andscape crunbled in an overwhel m ng
vision -- a sandcastle destroyed by invisible waves. She averted her eyes, was
transfixed by the appearance of the ghola's face. His features craw ed, becane
aged, then young . . . aged . . . young. He was life itself, assertive, endless

She turned to flee, but he grabbed her left wist.

"I am going to sunmmon a doctor,"” he said.

“No! You nust let nme have the vision! | have to know "

"You are going inside now, " he said.

She stared down at his hand. Were their flesh touched, she felt an electric
presence that both lured and frightened her. She jerked free, gasped: "You can't
hol d the whirlw nd!"

"You must have nedical hel p!" he snapped.

"Don't you understand?" she demanded. "My vision's inconplete, just
fragments. It flickers and junps. | have to remenber the future. Can't you see
t hat ?"

"What is the future if you die?" he asked, forcing her gently into the
Fam |y chanbers.

"Wrds . . . words," she nuttered. "I can't explain it. One thing is the
occasi on of another thing, but there's no cause . . . no effect. W can't |eave
the universe as it was. Try as we may, there's a gap."

"Stretch out here," he commanded.

He is so dense! she thought.

Cool shadows envel oped her. She felt her own nmuscles crawling |ike wornms --
a firmbed that she knew to be insubstantial. Only space was pernanent. Nothing
el se had substance. The bed flowed with many bodies, all of them her own. Tine
became a multiple sensation, overloaded. It presented no single reaction for her
to abstract. It was Tine. It noved. The whol e universe slipped backward,
forward, sideways.

"I't has no thing-aspect," she explained. "You can't get under it or around
it. There's no place to get |everage."

There cane a fluttering of people all around her. Many soneones hel d her
| eft hand. She | ooked at her own noving flesh, followed a twining armout to a
fluid mask of face: Duncan Idaho! His eyes were . . . wong, but it was Duncan -
- chil d-man- adol escent - chi | d- man-adol escent . . . Every line of his features
betrayed concern for her

"Duncan, don't be afraid," she whispered.

He squeezed her hand, nodded. "Be still," he said

And he thought: She nmust not die! She nust not! No Atreides worman can die!
He shook his head sharply. Such thoughts defied nmentat [ogic. Death was a
necessity that life mght continue.

The ghola |l oves nme, Alia thought.



The t hought becane bedrock to which she mght cling. He was a faniliar face
with a solid roombehind him She recogni zed one of the bedroons in Paul's
sui te.

A fixed, imutable person did sonething with a tube in her throat. She
fought agai nst retching.

"W got her intine," a voice said, and she recognized the tones of a Famly
nmedi c. "You shoul d've called ne sooner." There was suspicion in the nedic's
voi ce. She felt the tube slide out of her throat -- a snake, a shinmmering cord.

"The slapshot will make her sleep,” the medic said. "I'Il send one of her
attendants to --"

"I will stay with her," the ghola said.

"That is not seemy!" the nedic snapped.

"Stay . . . Duncan," Alia whispered.

He stroked her hand to tell her he'd heard.

"M Lady," the nedic said, "it'd be better if . . ."

"You do not tell ne what is best," she rasped. Her throat ached with each
syl | abl e.

"M Lady," the nmedic said, voice accusing, "you know the dangers of consum ng
too much nel ange. | can only assume sonmeone gave it to you wthout --"

"You are a fool," she rasped. "Wuld you deny ne nmy visions? | knew what |
took and why." She put a hand to her throat. "Leave us. At once!"

The nmedic pulled out of her field of vision, said: "I will send word to your
br ot her. "

She felt himleave, turned her attention to the ghola. The vision |ay
clearly in her awareness now, a culture mediumin which the present grew
outward. She sensed the ghola nove in that play of Tinme, no |onger cryptic,
fi xed now agai nst a recogni zabl e backgr ound.

He is the crucible, she thought. He is danger and sal vation.

And she shuddered, know ng she saw the vision of her brother had seen
Unwant ed tears burned her eyes. She shook her head sharply. No tears! They
wast ed noi sture and, worse, distracted the harsh flow of vision. Paul must be
st opped! Once, just once, she had bridged Tine to place her voice where he woul d
pass. But stress and nmutability would not pernmit that here. The web of Tine
passed through her brother now |ike rays of light through a I ens. He stood at
the focus and he knew it. He had gathered all the lines to hinself and woul d not
permt themto escape or change.

"Why?" she muttered. "Is it hate? Does he strike out at Tinme itself because
it hurt hinP? Is that it . . . hate?"

Thi nki ng he heard her speak his name, the ghola said: "M Lady?"

“I'f I could only burn this thing out of nme!" she cried. "I didn't want to be
different."

"Please, Alia," he murnured. "Let yourself sleep."

"I wanted to be able to laugh," she whispered. Tears slid down her cheeks.
"But I'msister to an Enperor who's worshi pped as a god. People fear me. | never
wanted to be feared."

He wi ped the tears from her face.

"I don't want to be part of history," she whispered. "I just want to be
loved . . . and to love."

"You are |oved," he said.

"Ahhh, loyal, |loyal Duncan," she said.

"Pl ease, don't call ne that," he pleaded.

"But you are," she said. "And loyalty is a valued commpdity. It can be sold

not bought, but sold."

"I don't like your cynicism" he said.

"Dam your logic! It's true!"

"Sl eep," he said.

"Do you |l ove nme, Duncan?" she asked.



"Yes."

"Is that one of those lies," she asked, "one of the lies that are easier to
believe than the truth? Wiy am| afraid to believe you?"

"You fear ny differences as you fear your own."

"Be a man, not a nentat!" she snarl ed

"I ama nentat and a man."

"WIl you make ne your wonan, then?"

"I will do what | ove demands."
"And | oyal ty?"
"And |l oyalty."

"That's where you're dangerous,"” she said.

Her words disturbed him No sign of the disturbance arose to his face, no
nmuscl e trenbled -- but she knew it. Vision-nmenory exposed the disturbance. She
felt she had m ssed part of the vision, though, that she shoul d renenmber
sonething el se fromthe future. There existed another perception which did not

go precisely by the senses, a thing which fell into her head from nowhere the
way prescience did. It lay in the Tinme shadows -- infinitely painful

Enotion! That was it -- enmotion! It had appeared in the vision, not
directly, but as a product fromwhich she could infer what |ay behind. She had
been possessed by enption -- a single constriction made up of fear, grief and

love. They lay there in the vision, all collected into a single epidenic body,
over powering and prinordi al

"Duncan, don't let me go," she whispered.

"Sleep," he said. "Don't fight it."

"I must . . . | nmust. He's the bait in his own trap. He's the servant of
power and terror. Violence . . . deification is a prison enclosing him He'l
lose . . . everything. It'll tear himapart."

"You speak of Paul ?"

"They drive himto destroy hinmself," she gasped, arching her back. "Too nuch
wei ght, too much grief. They seduce himaway fromlove." She sank back to the
bed. "They're creating a universe where he won't pernmt hinself to live."

"Who i s doing this?"

"He is! Ohhh, you're so dense. He's part of the pattern. And it's too late

too late . . . too late . "

As she spoke, she felt her awareness descend, |ayer by layer. It came to
rest directly behind her navel. Body and m nd separated and nerged in a

storehouse of relic visions -- noving, noving . . . She heard a fetal heartbeat,
a child of the future. The nelange still possessed her, then, setting her adrift
in Tine. She knew she had tasted the life of a child not yet conceived. One
thing certain about this child -- it wuld suffer the sane awakeni ng she had

suffered. It would be an aware, thinking entity before birth.

There exists a limt to the force even the nost powerful may apply w thout
destroyi ng thensel ves. Judging this Iimt is the true artistry of governnent.

M suse of power is the fatal sin. The |law cannot be a tool of vengeance, never a
hostage, nor a fortification against the martyrs it has created. You cannot

t hreaten any individual and escape the consequences.

-Miad' dib on Law, The Stilgar Comentary

Chani stared out at the nmorning desert framed in the fault cleft bel ow
Sietch Tabr. She wore no stillsuit, and this made her feel unprotected here in
the desert. The sietch grotto's entrance lay hidden in the buttressed cliff
above and behind her.



The desert . . . the desert . . . She felt that the desert had foll owed her
wher ever she had gone. Coming back to the desert was not so nmuch a homecom ng as
a turning around to see what had al ways been there.

A pai nful constriction surged through her abdomen. The birth woul d be soon.
She fought down the pain, wanting this nonent alone with her desert.

Dawn stillness gripped the |and. Shadows fled anbng the dunes and terraces
of the Shield Wall all around. Daylight |unged over the high scarp and pl unged
her up to her eyes in a bleak | andscape stretching beneath a washed bl ue sky.
The scene matched the feeling of dreadful cynicismwhich had tornented her since
the monent she'd | earned of Paul's blindness.

Wiy are we here? she wondered.

It was not a hajra, a journey of seeking. Paul sought nothing here except,
per haps, a place for her to give birth. He had sunoned odd conpanions for this
journey, she thought -- Bijaz, the Tleilaxu dwarf; the ghola, Hayt, who m ght be
Duncan | daho's revenant; Edric, the Guild Steersnman- Anmbassador; Gaius Hel en
Mohi am the Bene Gesserit Reverend Mdther he so obviously hated; Lichna,

O heym s strange daughter, who seened unable to nove beyond the watchful eyes of
guards; Stilgar, her uncle of the Naibs, and his favorite wife, Harah . . . and
lrulan . . . Alia . . .

The sound of wind through the rocks acconpani ed her thoughts. The desert day
had beconme yellow on yellow, tan on tan, gray on gray.

Wiy such a strange m xture of conpani ons?

"W have forgotten," Paul had said in response to her question, "that the
word 'conpany' originally neant traveling conpanions. W are a conpany."

"But what value are they?"

"There!" he'd said, turning his frightful sockets toward her. "W' ve | ost
that clear, single-note of living. If it cannot be bottled, beaten, pointed or
hoarded, we give it no value."

Hurt, she'd said: "That's not what | neant."

"Ahhh, dearest one," he'd said, soothing, "we are so noney-rich and so life-

poor. | amevil, obstinate, stupid . "
"You are not!"
"That, too, is true. But ny hands are blue with time. | think . . . | think

| tried to invent life, not realizing it'd already been invented."

And he' d touched her abdonen to feel the new life there.

Renenberi ng, she placed both hands over her abdonen and trenbl ed, sorry that
she'd asked Paul to bring her here.

The desert wind had stirred up evil odors fromthe fringe plantings which
anchored the dunes at the cliff base. Frenmen superstition gripped her: evi
odors, evil times. She faced into the wind, saw a worm appear outside the
plantings. It arose |like the prow of a denon ship out of the dunes, threshed
sand, snelled the water deadly to its kind, and fled beneath a | ong, burrow ng
nmound.

She hated the water then, inspired by the worm s fear. Water, once the
spirit-soul of Arrakis, had becone a poison. Water brought pestilence. Only the
desert was cl ean.

Bel ow her, a Fremen work gang appeared. They clinbed to the sietch's mddle
entrance, and she saw that they had nmuddy feet.

Fremen wi th rmuddy feet!

The children of the sietch began singing to the norning above her, their
voi ces piping fromthe upper entrance. The voices nade her feel time fleeing
fromher |ike hawks before the wi nd. She shuddered.

VWhat storms did Paul see with his eyel ess vision?

She sensed a vicious madman in him soneone weary of songs and pol em cs.

The sky, she noted, had becone crystal gray filled with al abaster rays,
bi zarre desi gns etched across the heavens by w ndborne sand. A |line of gleam ng
white in the south caught her attention. Eves suddenly al erted, she interpreted



the sign: Wiite sky in the south: Shai-hulud' s mouth. A stormcanme, big w nd.
She felt the warning breeze, a crystal blow ng of sand agai nst her cheeks. The
i ncense of death came on the wind: odors of water flow ng in ganats, sweating
sand, flint. The water -- that was why Shai-hulud sent his coriolis wnd.

Hawks appeared in the cleft where she stood, seeking safety fromthe w nd.
They were brown as the rocks and with scarlet in their wings. She felt her
spirit go out to them they had a place to hide; she had none.

"M Lady, the wi nd cones!"

She turned, saw the ghola calling to her outside the upper entrance to the
sietch. Frenen fears gripped her. Clean death and the body's water clained for
the tribe, these she understood. But . . . sonething brought back from death

W ndbl own sand whi pped at her, reddened her cheeks. She gl anced over her
shoul der at the frightful band of dust across the sky. The desert beneath the
storm had taken on a tawny, restless appearance as though dune waves beat on a
tenpest shore the way Paul had once described a sea. She hesitated, caught by a
feeling of the desert's transi ence. Measured against eternity, this was no nore
than a cal dron. Dune surf thundered against cliffs.

The stormout there had become a universal thing for her -- all the animals
hiding fromit . . . nothing left of the desert but its own private sounds:
bl own sand scraping al ong rock, a w nd-surge whistling, the gallop of a boul der
tunbl ed suddenly fromits hill -- then! somewhere out of sight, a capsized worm

thunping its idiot way aright and slithering off to its dry depths.

It was only a nmonent as her life measured tine, but in that nonment she felt
this planet being swept away -- cosnic dust, part of other waves.

"We nust hurry," the ghola said fromright beside her

She sensed fear in himthen, concern for her safety.

“I't"ll shred the flesh fromyour bones," he said, as though he needed to
explain such a stormto her

Her fear of himdispelled by his obvious concern, Chani allowed the ghola to
hel p her up the rock stairway to the sietch. They entered the twi sting baffle
whi ch protected the entrance. Attendants opened the noisture seals, closed them
behi nd.

Si etch odors assaulted her nostrils. The place was a fernent of nasa

menories -- the warren closeness of bodies, rank esters of the reclamation
stills, famliar food aromas, the flinty burning of machines at work . . . and
through it all, the omipresent spice: nel ange everywhere.

She took a deep breath. "Home."

The ghol a took his hand fromher arm stood aside, a patient figure now,
al nost as though turned off when not in use. Yet . . . he watched.

Chani hesitated in the entrance chanber, puzzled by sonething she coul d not
nane. This was truly her hone. As a child, she'd hunted scorpions here by
gl owgl obe Iight. Something was changed, though . .

"Shoul dn't you be going to your quarters, m Lady?" the ghol a asked.

As though ignited by his words, a rippling birth constriction seized her
abdonen. She fought against revealing it.

"M Lady?" the ghol a said.

"Why is Paul afraid for me to bear our children?" she asked.

"It is a natural thing to fear for your safety,” the ghol a said.

She put a hand to her cheek where the sand had reddened it. "And he doesn't
fear for the children?"

"M Lady, he cannot think of a child w thout renenbering that your firstborn
was slain by the Sardaukar."

She studied the ghola -- flat face, unreadabl e mechani cal eyes. Was he truly
Duncan | daho, this creature? Was he friend to anyone? Had he spoken truthfully
now?

"You should be with the nmedics,"” the ghola said.



Agai n, she heard the fear for her safety in his voice. She felt abruptly
that her nmind | ay undefended, ready to be invaded by shocki ng perceptions.

"Hayt, I'mafraid," she whispered. "Were is my Usul ?"

"Affairs of state detain him" the ghol a said.

She nodded, thinking of the governnent apparatus which had acconpani ed t hem
in a great flight of ornithopters. Abruptly, she realized what puzzl ed her about
the sietch: outworld odors. The clerks and ai des had brought their own perfunes
into this environment, aromas of diet and clothing, of exotic toiletries. They
were an undercurrent of odors here.

Chani shook hersel f, concealing an urge to bitter laughter. Even the snells
changed in Miad' dib's presence!

"There were pressing matters which he could not defer," the ghola said,
nm sreadi ng her hesitation

"Yes . . . yes, | understand. | came with that swarm too."

Recal ling the flight from Arrakeen, she adnmtted to herself now that she had
not expected to survive it. Paul had insisted on piloting his own 'thopter
Eyel ess, he had guided the nmachine here. After that experience, she knew nothing
he did could surprise her

Anot her pain fanned out through her abdomen.

The ghol a saw her indrawn breath, the tightening of her cheeks, said: "Is it
your time?"

"I .. . yes, it is."

"You must not delay," he said. He grasped her arm hurried her down the
hal | .

She sensed panic in him said: "There's tine."

He seened not to hear. "The Zensunni approach to birth," he said, urging her
even faster, "is to wait wi thout purpose in the state of highest tension. Do not
conpete with what is happening. To conpete is to prepare for failure. Do not be
trapped by the need to achi eve anything. This way, you achi eve everything."

Wi | e he spoke, they reached the entrance to her quarters. He thrust her
t hrough the hangi ngs, cried out: "Harah! Harah! It is Chani's tinme. Summopn the
medi cs!"

Hi s call brought attendants running. There was a great bustling of people in
whi ch Chani felt herself an isolated island of calm. . . until the next pain
cane.

Hayt, dismissed to the outer passage, took tinme to wonder at his own
actions. He felt fixated at sone point of tinme where all truths were only
tenmporary. Panic lay beneath his actions, he realized. Panic centered not on the
possibility that Chani m ght die, but that Paul should cone to himafterward .

filled with grief . . . his loved one . . . gone . . . gone

Sonet hi ng cannot emerge from nothing, the ghola told hinself. From what does
this panic energe?

He felt that his mentat faculties had been dulled, let out a |ong,
shuddering breath. A psychic shadow passed over him In the enotional darkness
of it, he felt hinself waiting for sone absolute sound -- the snap of a branch
in a jungle.

A sigh shook him Danger had passed without striking.

Slow y, marshaling his powers, shedding bits of inhibition, he sank into
ment at awareness. He forced it -- not the best way -- but sonehow necessary.
Ghost shadows noved within himin place of people. He was a transshi pping
station for every datum he had ever encountered. H s being was inhabited by
creatures of possibility. They passed in review to be conpared, judged.

Perspiration broke out on his forehead.

Thoughts with fuzzy edges feathered away into darkness -- unknown. Infinite
systens! A nentat could not function without realizing he worked in infinite
systens. Fi xed know edge coul d not surround the infinite. Everywhere could not



be brought into finite perspective. Instead, he nust becone the infinite --
nonentarily.

In one gestalten spasm he had it, seeing Bijaz seated before himblazing
fromsome inner fire.

Bijaz!

The dwarf had done something to him

Hayt felt hinmself teetering on the lip of a deadly pit. He projected the
ment at conputation line forward, seeing what could devel op out of his own
actions.

"A conmpul sion!" he gasped. "I've been rigged with a conpul sion!"

A bl ue-robed courier, passing as Hayt spoke, hesitated. "Did you say
sonet hing, sirra?"

Not | ooking at him the ghola nodded. "I said everything."

There was a man so w se,

He junped into

A sandy pl ace

And burnt out both his eyes!

And when he knew his eyes were gone,

He of fered no conplaint.

He sunmpned up a vision

And made hinself a saint.

-Children's Verse fromHi story of Miad' dib

Paul stood in darkness outside the sietch. Oracular vision told himit was
ni ght, that moonlight silhouetted the shrine atop Chin Rock high on his left.
This was a nenory-saturated place, his first sietch, where he and Chan

I must not think of Chani, he told hinself.

The thinning cup of his vision told himof changes all around -- a cluster
of palms far down to the right, the black-silver Iine of a qanat carrying water
t hrough the dunes piled up by that norning's storm

Water flowing in the desert! He recalled another kind of water flowing in a
river of his birthworld, Caladan. He hadn't realized then the treasure of such a
flow, even the nurky slithering in a qanat across a desert basin. Treasure.

Wth a delicate cough, an aide came up from behind.

Paul held out his hands for a magnabord with a single sheet of metallic
paper on it. He moved as sluggishly as the ganat's water. The vision flowed, but
he found hinself increasingly reluctant to nove with it.

"Pardon, Sire," the aide said. "The Senboule Treaty -- your signature?"

"I can read it!" Paul snapped. He scrawl ed "Atreides Inper." in the proper
pl ace, returned the board, thrusting it directly into the aide's outstretched
hand, aware of the fear this inspired.

The man fl ed.

Paul turned away. Ugly, barren land! He inmagined it sun-soaked and nobnstrous
with heat, a place of sandslides and the drowned darkness of dust pools,
bl owdevils unreeling tiny dunes across the rocks, their narrow bellies full of
ochre crystals. But it was a rich |land, too: big, exploding out of narrow places
with vistas of stormtrodden enptiness, ranpart cliffs and tunbl edown ridges.

Al it required was water . . . and |ove.

Li fe changed those irascible wastes into shapes of grace and novenent, he
t hought. That was the nessage of the desert. Contrast stunned himwth
realization. He wanted to turn to the aides nassed in the sietch entrance, shout
at them If you need sonmething to worship, then worship life -- all life, every
last craming bit of it! W're all in this beauty together!



They woul dn't understand. In the desert, they were endl essly desert. G ow ng
t hi ngs performed no green ballet for them

He clenched his fists at his sides, trying to halt the vision. He wanted to
flee fromhis owmn mind. It was a beast come to devour hinml Awareness lay in him
sodden, heavy with all the living it had sponged up, saturated with too many
experi ences.

Desperately, Paul squeezed his thoughts outward.

Stars!

Awar eness turned over at the thought of all those stars above him-- an
infinite volune. A nman nust be half nad to inagine he could rule even a teardrop
of that volune. He couldn't begin to inagine the nunber of subjects his Inperium
cl ai med.

Subj ect s? Worshi ppers and enemies, nore likely. Did any anpng t hem see
beyond rigid beliefs? Were was one nman who' d escaped the narrow destiny of his
prejudi ces? Not even an Enmperor escaped. He'd lived a 'take everything' life,
tried to create a universe in his own image. But the exultant universe was
breaking across himat last with its silent waves.

| spit on Dune! he thought. | give it my noisture!

This myth he'd made out of intricate novenments and imagi nati on, out of
noonl i ght and | ove, out of prayers older than Adam and gray cliffs and crinson
shadows, lanents and rivers of martyrs -- what had it cone to at |ast? Wen the
waves receded, the shores of Tinme would spread out there clean, enpty, shining
with infinite grains of nenory and little else. Was this the gol den genesis of
man?

Sand scuffed against rocks told himthat the ghola had joined him

"You' ve been avoi ding ne today, Duncan," Paul said.

"I't's dangerous for you to call me that," the ghola said.

"I know. "

"I . . . came to warn you, mLord."

"I know. "

The story of the conpulsion Bijaz had put on him poured fromthe ghola then

"Do you know the nature of the conpul sion?" Paul asked.

"Vi ol ence. "

Paul felt himself arriving at a place which had clained himfromthe
begi nni ng. He stood suspended. The Ji had had seized him fixed himonto a
glidepath fromwhich the terrible gravity of the Future would never release him

"There'll be no violence from Duncan," Paul whispered.
"But, Sire . . . "

"Tell me what you see around us," Paul said.

"M Lord?"

"The desert -- howis it tonight?"

"Don't you see it?"
"I have no eyes, Duncan."

"But . . . "

“I"'ve only my vision," Paul said, "and wish | didn't have it. |I'mdying of
prescience, did you know that, Duncan?"

"Perhaps . . . what you fear won't happen,"” the ghol a said.

"\What ? Deny ny own oracle? How can | when |'ve seen it fulfilled thousands
of time? People call it a power, a gift. It's an affliction! It won't let ne
leave ny life where | found it!"

"M Lord," the ghola nuttered, "I . . . it isn't . . . young master, you
don't . . . I . . . " Hefell silent.

Paul sensed the ghola's confusion, said: "Wat'd you call me, Duncan?"

"What? What | . . . for a monent . . ."

"You called ne 'young naster.'
"I did, yes."



"That's what Duncan al ways called ne." Paul reached out, touched the ghola's
face. "Was that part of your Tleilaxu training?"

"No. "
Paul |owered his hand. "Wat, then?"
“It cane from. . . me."

"Do you serve two nasters?”

"Per haps. "

"Free yourself fromthe ghola, Duncan.”
" How?"

"You're human. Do a human thing."
“I'"'ma gholal"

"But your flesh is human. Duncan's in there."

"Something's in there."

"I care not how you do it,

"You' ve foreknow edge?"

"For eknow edge be dammed!" Paul turned away. His vision hurtled forward now,
gaps init, but it wasn't a thing to be stopped.

"M Lord, if you've --"

"Quiet!" Paul held up a hand. "Did you hear that?"

"Hear what, m Lord?"

Paul shook his head. Duncan hadn't heard it. Had he only inmagi ned the sound?
It'd been his tribal nanme called fromthe desert -- far away and | ow. "Usul

Uuuussssuuuul |11 "

"What is it, mLord?"

Paul shook his head. He felt watched. Sonething out there in the night
shadows knew he was here. Sonething? No -- soneone.

"I't was nostly sweet,"” he whispered, "and you were the sweetest of all."

"What'd you say, m Lord?"

"It's the future," Paul said.

That anor phous human uni verse out there had undergone a spurt of notion,
dancing to the tune of his vision. It had struck a powerful note then. The
ghost - echoes m ght endure.

"I don't understand, mLord," the ghola said.

"A Fremen dies when he's too long fromthe desert,
the 'water sickness.' Isn't that odd?"

"That's very odd."

Paul strained at nmenories, tried to recall the sound of Chani breathing
beside himin the night. Where is there confort? he wondered. Al he could
renmenmber was Chani at breakfast the day they'd left for the desert. She'd been
restless, irritable.

"Way do you wear that old jacket?" she'd denmanded, eyeing the black uniform
coat with its red hawk crest beneath his Frenmen robes. "You're an Enperor!"”

"Even an Enperor has his favorite clothing," he'd said.

For no reason he could explain, this had brought real tears to Chani's eyes
-- the second time in her |life when Frenen inhibitions had been shattered.

Now, in the darkness, Paul rubbed his own cheeks, felt noisture there. Wo
gives nmoisture to the dead? he wondered. It was his own face, yet not his. The
wind chilled the wet skin. A frail dreamformed, broke. What was this swelling
in his breast? Was it something he'd eaten? How bitter and plaintive was this
other self, giving nmoisture to the dead. The wind bristled with sand. The skin
dry now, was his own. But whose was the quivering which remai ned?

They heard the wailing then, far away in the sietch depths. It grew | ouder

Paul said, "but you'll doit."

Paul said. "They call it

| ouder -
The ghola whirled at a sudden glare of light, soneone flinging wde the
entrance seals. In the light, he sawa man with a raffish grin -- no! Not a

grin, but a grimace of grief! It was a Fedaykin |ieutenant naned Tandis. Behind
him cane a press of many people, all fallen silent now that they saw Miad' di b



"Chani . . ." Tandis said.

"I's dead," Paul whispered. "I heard her call."
He turned toward the sietch. He knew this place. It was a place where he
could not hide. His onrushing vision illuninated the entire Fremen nob. He saw

Tandis, felt the Fedaykin's grief, the fear and anger

"She is gone," Paul said.

The ghol a heard the words out of a blazing corona. They burned his chest,
hi s backbone, the sockets of his netal eyes. He felt his right hand nove toward
the knife at his belt. H s own thinking became strange, disjointed. He was a
puppet held fast by strings reaching down fromthat awful corona. He noved to
anot her's commands, to another's desires. The strings jerked his arns, his |egs,
his jaw. Sounds cane squeezing out of his mouth, a terrifying repetitive noise -

"Hrrak! Hraak! Hraak!"

The knife came up to strike. In that instant, he grabbed his own voi ce,
shaped rasping words: "Run! Young master, run!”

"W will not run," Paul said. "We'll nmove with dignity. W'll do what nust
be done.™

The ghol a's muscl es | ocked. He shuddered, swayed.

" . . . what nust be done!" The words rolled in his mnd |like a great fish
surfacing. " . . . what nust be done!" Ahhh, that had sounded |i ke the old Duke
Paul 's grandfather. The young master had sonme of the old man in him " .
what nust be done!"

The words began to unfold in the ghola's consci ousness. A sensation of
l[iving two |ives sinmultaneously spread out through his awareness:

Hayt/1daho/ Hayt/ldaho . . . He becane a notionless chain of relative existence
singular, alone. Ad nmenories flooded his mnd. He nmarked them adjusted themto
new under st andi ngs, made a beginning at the integration of a new awareness. A
new persona achieved a tenmporary formof internal tyranny. The mascul ating
synthesi s remai ned charged with potential disorder, but events pressed himto
the tenporary adjustnment. The young naster needed him

It was done then. He knew hinsel f as Duncan |daho, renenbering everything of
Hayt as though it had been stored secretly in himand ignited by a flam ng
catal yst. The corona di ssol ved. He shed the Tleilaxu compul sions.

"Stay close to ne, Duncan,"” Paul said. "I'll need to depend on you for many
things." And, as ldaho continued to stand entranced: "Duncan!"

"Yes, | am Duncan."

"Of course you are! This was the nonent when you cane back. We'll go inside
now. "

Idaho fell into step beside Paul. It was like the old tines, yet not |ike

them Now that he stood free of the Tleilaxu, he could appreciate what they had
given him Zensunni training permtted himto overcome the shock of events. The
ment at acconpli shment formed a counterbal ance. He put off all fear, standing
above the source. Hs entire consciousness | ooked outward froma position of
infinite wonder: he had, been dead; he was alive.

"Sire," the Fedaykin Tandis said as they approached him "the wonan, Lichna,
says she nust see you. | told her to wait."

"Thank you," Paul said. "The birth . . . "

"I spoke to the nmedics," Tandis said, falling into step. "They said you have
two children, both of themalive and sound."

"Two?" Paul stunbled, caught hinself on Idaho's arm

"A boy and a girl," Tandis said. "I saw them They're good Frenen babies."

"How . . . how did she die?" Paul whispered.

"M Lord?" Tandi s bent cl ose.

"Chani ?" Paul said.

"It was the birth, mLord," Tandis husked. "They said her body was drained
by the speed of it. | don't understand, but that is what they said."



"Take ne to her,

"M Lord?"

"Take me to her!"

"That's where we're going, mLord." Again, Tandis bent close to Paul. "Wy
does your ghola carry a bared knife?"

"Duncan, put away your knife," Paul said. "The tine for violence is past."

As he spoke, Paul felt closer to the sound of his voice than to the
mechani sm whi ch had created the sound. Two babi es! The vision had contai ned but
one. Yet, these noments went as the vision went. There was a person here who
felt grief and anger. Soneone. His own awareness lay in the grip of an awfu
treadm ||, replaying his life from nenory.

Two babi es?

Agai n he stunbl ed. Chani, Chani, he thought. There was no other way. Chani

Paul whi sper ed.

bel oved, believe me that this death was quicker for you . . . and kinder. They'd
have hel d our children hostage, displayed you in a cage and slave pits, reviled
you with the blane for ny death. This way . . . this way we destroy them and
save our children.

Chi |l dren?

Once nore, he stunbl ed.

| permitted this, he thought. | should feel guilty.

The sound of noisy confusion filled the cavern ahead of them It grew | ouder
precisely as he renenbered it growi ng |louder. Yes, this was the pattern, the
i nexorabl e pattern, even with two children

Chani is dead, he told hinself.

At sone faraway instant in a past which he had shared with others, this
future had reached down to him It had chivvied himand herded himinto a chasm
whose wal l's grew narrower and narrower. He could feel themclosing in on him
This was the way the vision went.

Chani is dead. | should abandon nyself to grief.

But that was not the way the vision went.

"Has Alia been sumoned?" he asked.

"She is with Chani's friends," Tandis said.

Paul sensed the nmob pressing back to give himpassage. Their silence noved
ahead of himlike a wave. The noi sy confusi on began dyi ng down. A sense of
congested enmotion filled the sietch. He wanted to renove the people fromhis
vision, found it inpossible. Every face turning to follow himcarried its
special inprint. They were pitiless with curiosity, those faces. They felt
grief, yes, but he understood the cruelty which drenched them They were
wat ching the articul ate become dunmb, the wi se becone a fool. Didn't the clown
al ways appeal to cruelty?

This was nore than a deathwatch, |ess than a wake.

Paul felt his soul begging for respite, but still the vision noved him Just
alittle farther now, he told hinmself. Black, visionless dark awaited hi mjust
ahead. There lay the place ripped out of the vision by grief and guilt, the
pl ace where the nmoon fell

He stunbled into it, would ve fallen had | daho not taken his armin a fierce
grip, a solid presence knowi ng how to share his grief in silence.

"Here is the place," Tandis said.

"Watch your step, Sire," Idaho said, helping himover an entrance lip
Hangi ngs brushed Paul's face. ldaho pulled himto a halt. Paul felt the room
then, a reflection against his cheeks and ears. It was a rock-walled space with
t he rock hi dden behind tapestries.

"Where is Chani ?" Paul whispered.

Harah's voice answered him "She is right here, Usul."

Paul heaved a trenbling sigh. He had feared her body already had been
renmoved to the stills where Frenen reclaimed the water of the tribe. Was that
the way the vision went? He felt abandoned in his blindness.



"The children?" Paul asked.

"They are here, too, nmiLord," Idaho said.

"You have beautiful twins, Usul," Harah said, "a boy and a girl. See? W
have them here in a creche."

Two children, Paul thought wonderingly. The vision had contained only a
daughter. He cast hinself adrift fromldaho's arm noved toward the place where
Har ah had spoken, stunbled into a hard surface. His hands explored it: the
nmet agl ass outlines of a creche.

Soneone took his left arm "Usul ?" It was Harah. She guided his hand into
the creche. He felt soft-soft flesh. It was so warml He felt ribs, breathing.

"That is your son," Harah whispered. She noved his hand. "And this is your
daughter." Her hand tightened on his. "Usul, are you truly blind now?"

He knew what she was thinking. The blind nust be abandoned in the desert.
Fremen tribes carried no dead wei ght.

"Take me to Chani," Paul said, ignoring her question

Harah turned him guided himto the |eft.

Paul felt hinmself accepting now the fact that Chani was dead. He had taken
his place in a universe he did not want, wearing flesh that did not fit. Every
breath he drew bruised his enotions. Two children! He wondered if he had
conmtted hinself to a passage where his vision would never return. It seened
uni nport ant .

"Where is ny brother?"

It was Alia's voice behind him He heard the rush of her, the overwhel m ng
presence as she took his arm from Harah.

"I must speak to you!" Alia hissed.

"In a monent, " Paul said.
"Now It's about Lichna."
"1 know," Paul said. "In a nonent."

"You don't have a nonent!"
"I have many nonents."
"But Chani doesn't!"

"Be still!" he ordered. "Chani is dead." He put a hand across her mouth as
she started to protest. "I order you to be still!" He felt her subside and
renoved his hand. "Describe what you see," he said.

"Paul !'" Frustration and tears battled in her voice.

"Never nmind," he said. And he forced hinself to inner stillness, opened the
eyes of his vision to this nonent. Yes -- it was still here. Chani's body |lay on

a pallet within a ring of light. Someone had straightened her white robe,
snoothed it trying to hide the blood fromthe birth. No matter; he could not
turn his awareness fromthe vision of her face: such a mirror of eternity in the
still features!

He turned away, but the vision noved with him She was gone . . . never to
return. The air, the universe, all vacant -- everywhere vacant. WAs this the
essence of his penance? he wondered. He wanted tears, but they would not cone.
Had he lived too long a Frenen? This death demanded its noi sture!

Near by, a baby cried and was hushed. The sound pulled a curtain on his
vi sion. Paul wel coned the darkness. This is another world, he thought. Two
chi | dren.

The t hought cane out of some |ost oracular trance. He tried to recapture the
timel ess nind-dilation of the nelange, but awareness fell short. No burst of the
future cane into this new consciousness. He felt hinself rejecting the future --
any future.

"Goodbye, my Sihaya," he whi spered.

Alia's voice, harsh and denandi ng, cane from sonewhere behind him "I've
brought Lichna!"

Paul turned. "That's not Lichna," he said. "That's a Face Dancer. Lichna's
dead. "



"But hear what she says," Alia said.

Slow y, Paul noved toward his sister's voice.

"I"'mnot surprised to find you alive, Atreides." The voice was like
Lichna's, but with subtle differences, as though the speaker used Lichna's voca
cords, but no longer bothered to control themsufficiently. Paul found hinself
struck by an odd note of honesty in the voice.

"Not surprised?" Paul asked.

"I am Scytale, a Tleilaxu of the Face Dancers, and | would know a thing
before we bargain. |Is that a ghola | see behind you, or Duncan |daho?"

"I't's Duncan ldaho," Paul said. "And | will not bargain with you."

"I think you'll bargain," Scytale said.

"Duncan," Paul said, speaking over his shoulder, "will you kill this
Tleilaxu if | ask it?"

"Yes, mLord." There was the suppressed rage of a berserker in |Idaho's
voi ce.

"Wait!" Alia said. "You don't know what you're rejecting.”

“But | do know, " Paul said.

"So it's truly Duncan Idaho of the Atreides," Scytale said. "W found the
I ever! A ghola can regain his past." Paul heard footsteps. Someone brushed past
himon the left. Scytale's voice canme from behind hi mnow "Wat do you renmenber
of your past, Duncan?"

"Everything. Frommny chil dhood on. | even renmenber you at the tank when they
renoved me fromit," ldaho said.

"Wonderful ," Scytal e breathed. "Wonderful ."

Paul heard the voice noving. | need a vision, he thought. Darkness
frustrated him Bene Gesserit training warned himof terrifying nenace in
Scytal e, yet the creature renained a voice, a shadow of novenent -- entirely
beyond hi m

"Are these the Atreides babi es?" Scytal e asked.

"Harah!" Paul cried. "Get her away fromthere!"

"Stay where you are!" Scytale shouted. "All of you! | warn you, a Face
Dancer can nove faster than you suspect. My knife can have both these |ives
bef ore you touch ne."

Paul felt someone touch his right arm then nove off to the right.

"That's far enough, Alia," Scytal e said.

"Alia," Paul said. "Don't."

"I't's nmy fault," Alia groaned. "My fault!"

"Atreides," Scytale said, "shall we bargain now?"

Behi nd him Paul heard a single hoarse curse. His throat constricted at the
suppressed violence in lIdaho's voice. Idaho nust not break! Scytale would kil
t he babi es!

"To strike a bargain, one requires a thing to sell," Scytale said. "Not so,
Atreides? WIIl you have your Chani back? W can restore her to you. A ghol a,
Atreides. A ghola with full menmory! But we must hurry. Call your friends to
bring a cryologic tank to preserve the flesh."

To hear Chani's voice once nore, Paul thought. To feel her presence beside
nme. Ahhh, that's why they gave ne Idaho as a ghola, to |l et ne discover how nmuch
the re-creation is like the original. But now -- full restoration . . . at their
price. I'd be a Tleilaxu tool forevernmore. And Chani . . . chained to the sane
fate by a threat to our children, exposed once nore to the Qzarate's plotting

"What pressures would you use to restore Chani's nenory to her?" Paul asked,
fighting to keep his voice calm "Wuld you condition her to . . . to kill one
of her own chil dren?"

"W use whatever pressures we need," Scytale said. "Wat say you, Atreides?"

"Alia," Paul said, "bargain with this thing. | cannot bargain wi th what |
cannot see."



"A wise choice," Scytale gloated. "Well, Alia, what do you offer ne as your
brot her's agent ?"

Paul |owered his head, bringing hinself to stillness within stillness. He'd
gli npsed something just then -- like a vision, but not a vision. It had been a
knife close to him There!

"Gve ne a nonment to think," Aia said.

"My knife is patient," Scytale said, "but Chani's flesh is not. Take a
reasonabl e amount of tine."

Paul felt himself blinking. It could not be . . . but it was! He felt eyes!
Their vantage point was odd and they noved in an erratic way. There! The knife
swaminto his view Wth a breath-stilling shock, Paul recognized the vi ewpoint.
It was that of one of his children! He was seeing Scytale's knife hand from
within the creche! It glittered only inches fromhim Yes -- and he could see
hi nsel f across the room as well -- head down, standing quietly, a figure of no

nenace, ignored by the others in this room

"To begin, you mght assign us all your CHOAM hol di ngs," Scytal e suggest ed.

"Al'l of thenmP" Alia protested.

"ALL"

Wat chi ng hinself through the eyes in the creche, Paul slipped his crysknife
fromits belt sheath. The nmovenent produced a strange sensation of duality. He
neasured the distance, the angle. There'd be no second chance. He prepared his
body then in the Bene Gesserit way, arnmed hinself |ike a cocked spring for a
singl e concentrated nmovenent, a prajna thing requiring all his rmuscles bal anced
in one exquisite unity.

The crysknife | eaped fromhis hand. The milky blur of it flashed into
Scytal e's right eye, jerked the Face Dancer's head back. Scytale threw both

hands up and staggered backward against the wall. H's knife clattered off the
ceiling, to hit the floor. Scytale rebounded fromthe wall; he fell face
forward, dead before he touched the floor

Still through the eyes in the creche, Paul watched the faces in the room

turn toward his eyeless figure, read the conbined shock. Then Alia rushed to the
creche, bent over it and hid the view fromhim
"Ch, they're safe," Alia said. "They're safe.”

"M Lord," Idaho whispered, "was that part of your vision?"

“"No." He waved a hand in lIdaho's direction. "Let it be."

"Forgive ne, Paul," Alia said. "But when that creature said they could
revive . "

"There are some prices an Atreides cannot pay," Paul said. "You know that."

"I know," she sighed. "But | was tenpted . "

"Who was not tenpted?" Paul asked.

He turned away fromthem groped his way to a wall, |eaned against it and
tried to understand what he had done. How? How? The eyes in the creche! He felt
poi sed on the brink of terrifying revel ation.

"My eyes, father."

The wor d-shapi ngs shi mered before his sightless vision

"My son!" Paul whispered, too |low for any to hear. "You're . . . aware."
"Yes, father. Look!"
Paul sagged against the wall in a spasmof dizziness. He felt that he'd been

upended and drained. His own |life whipped past him He saw his father. He was
his father. And the grandfather, and the grandfathers before that. Hi s awareness
tunbl ed through a mind-shattering corridor of his whole nale |ine.

"How?" he asked silently.

Fai nt wor d-shapi ngs appeared, faded and were gone, as though the strain was
too great. Paul wiped saliva fromthe corner of his mouth. He remenbered the
awakening of Alia in the Lady Jessica' s wonb. But there had been no Water of
Life, no overdose of nelange this tine . . . or had there? Had Chani's hunger



been for that? O was this somehow the genetic product of his |line, foreseen by
the Reverend Mdther Gaius Hel en Mohi an?

Paul felt himself in the creche then, with Alia cooing over him Her hands
soothed him Her face |ooned, a giant thing directly over him She turned him
then and he saw his creche conpanion -- a girl with that bony-ribbed | ook of
strength which cane froma desert heritage. She had a full head of tawny red
hair. As he stared, she opened her eyes. Those eyes! Chani peered out of her
eyes . . . and the Lady Jessica. A nmultitude peered out of those eyes.

"Look at that," Alia said. "They're staring at each other."

"Babies can't focus at this age," Harah said.

“I could," Alia said.

Slowy, Paul felt hinself being disengaged fromthat endl ess awareness. He
was back at his own wailing wall then, |eaning against it. |Idaho shook his
shoul der gently.

"M Lord?"
"Let nmy son be called Leto for nmy father," Paul said, straightening.
"At the time of nam ng," Harah said, "I will stand beside you as a friend of

t he not her and give that nane."

"And mny daughter," Paul said. "Let her be called Ghanina."

"Usul!'" Harah objected. "Ghaninma's an ill-onened nane."

"It saved your life," Paul said. "What matter that Alia made fun of you with
t hat name? My daughter is Chanima, a spoil of war."

Paul heard wheel s squeak behind himthen -- the pallet with Chani's body
bei ng moved. The chant of the Water Rite began

"Hal yawrl " Harah said. "I nust leave nowif | amto be the observer of the
holy truth and stand beside ny friend for the last tinme. Her water belongs to
the tribe."

"Her water belongs to the tribe," Paul murmured. He heard Harah | eave. He
groped outward and found Idaho's sl eeve. "Take me to ny quarters, Duncan.”

Inside his quarters, he shook hinself free gently. It was a tine to be
al one. But before Idaho could | eave there was a di sturbance at the door

"Master!" It was Bijaz calling fromthe doorway.

"Duncan," Paul said, "let himcome tw paces forward. Kill himif he comes
farther."

"Ayyah," | daho said.

"Duncan is it?" Bijaz asked. "Is it truly Duncan |daho?"

"It is," ldaho said. "I renenber."

"Then Scytal e's plan succeeded!"

"Scytale is dead," Paul said.

"But | amnot and the plan is not," Bijaz said. "By the tank in which |
grew It can be done! | shall have ny pasts -- all of them It needs only the
right trigger."

"Trigger?" Paul asked.

"The conpul sion to kill you," Idaho said, rage thick in his voice. "Mentat
conputation: They found that | thought of you as the son | never had. Rather
than slay you, the true Duncan |daho woul d take over the ghola body. But . .
it might have failed. Tell ne, dwarf, if your plan had failed, if 1'd killed
him what then?"

"Ch . . . then we'd have bargained with the sister to save her brother. But
this way the bargaining is better."

Paul took a shuddering breath. He could hear the noburners noving down the
| ast passage now toward the deep roons and the water stills.

"It's not too late, mLord,"” Bijaz said. "WII| you have your |ove back? W
can restore her to you. A ghola, yes. But now -- we hold out the ful
restoration. Shall we sunmmpn servants with a cryol ogical tank, preserve the
fl esh of your bel oved . "



It was harder now, Paul found. He had exhausted his powers in the first
Tleilaxu tenptation. And now all that was for nothing! To feel Chani's presence
once nore . .

"Silence him" Paul told Idaho, speaking in Atreides battle tongue. He heard
| daho nmove toward the door

"Master!" Bijaz squeaked.

"As you love nme," Paul said, still in battle tongue, "do ne this favor: Kil
hi m before | succunb!™”
"Noooooo . " Bijaz screaned.

The sound stopped abruptly with a frightened grunt.
“I did himthe kindness," |daho said.

Paul bent his head, listening. He no | onger could hear the mourners. He
t hought of the ancient Fremen rite being performed now deep in the sietch, far
down in the roomof the death-still where the tribe recovered its water.

"There was no choice," Paul said. "You understand that, Duncan?"

"l understand."

"There are sone things no one can bear. | neddled in all the possible
futures | could create until, finally, they created nme."

"M Lord, you shouldn't "

"There are problens in this universe for which there are no answers,
sai d. "Not hing. Nothing can be done."

As he spoke, Paul felt his link with the vision shatter. His m nd cowered,
overwhel med by infinite possibilities. H s lost vision becane |ike the wi nd,
bl owi ng where it wlled.

Paul

We say of Miad'dib that he has gone on a journey into that |and where we wal k
wi t hout footprints.
-Preanble to the Q zarate Creed

There was a di ke of water against the sand, an outer limt for the plantings
of the sietch holding. A rock bridge came next and then the open desert beneath
| daho' s feet. The pronontory of Sietch Tabr domi nated the night sky behind him
The Iight of both noons frosted its high rim An orchard had been brought right
down to the water

| daho paused on the desert side and stared back at flowered branches over
silent water -- reflections and reality -- four noons. The stillsuit felt greasy
agai nst his skin. Wet flint odors invaded his nostrils past the filters. There
was a malignant sinpering to the wind through the orchard. He listened for night
sounds. Kangaroo nice inhabited the grass at the water verge; a hawk ow bounced
its droning call into the cliff shadows; the w nd-broken hiss of a sandfall cane
fromthe open bl ed.

| daho turned toward the sound.

He coul d see no novenent out there on the noonlit dunes.

It was Tandis who had brought Paul this far. Then the man had returned to

tell his account. And Paul had wal ked out into the desert -- |like a Frenen.
"He was blind -- truly blind," Tandis had said, as though that explained it.
"Before that, he had the vision which he told to us . . . but . . "

A shrug. Blind Fremen were abandoned in the desert. Miad' dib m ght be
Enperor, but he was al so Frenen. Had he not nade provision that Frenen guard and
raise his children? He was Frenen.

It was a skel eton desert here, |Idaho saw. Mon-silvered ribs of rock showed
t hrough the sand; then the dunes began.

| should not have |eft himalone, not even for a minute, |daho thought. |
knew what was in his mnd



"He told ne the future no | onger needed his physical presence,"” Tandis had
reported. "Wen he left nme. He called back. '"Now | amfree' were his words."

Damm t heml | daho thought.

The Fremen had refused to send 'thopters or searchers of any kind. Rescue
was agai nst their ancient custons.

"There will be a wormfor Miad' dib," they said. And they began the chant for
those committed to the desert, the ones whose water went to Shai-hulud: "Mther
of sand, father of Time, beginning of Life, grant him passage."

| daho seated hinmself on a flat rock and stared at the desert. The ni ght out
there was filled with canpufl age patterns. There was no way to tell where Pau
had gone.

“"Now | amfree."

| daho spoke the words al oud, surprised by the sound of his own voice. For a
time, he et his nmind run, remenbering a day when he'd taken the child Paul to
the sea market on Cal adan, the dazzling glare of a sun on water, the sea's
ri ches brought up dead, there to be sold. Idaho renmenbered Gurney Hall eck
pl ayi ng musi ¢ of the baliset for them-- pleasure, |laughter. Rhythns pranced in
hi s awareness, leading his mind like a thrall down channels of renenbered
del i ght.

Gurney Hall eck. Gurney would blame himfor this tragedy.

Menory nusi c faded.

He recalled Paul's words: "There are problenms in this universe for which
there are no answers."

| daho began to wonder how Paul would die out there in the desert. Quickly,
killed by a worn? Slowy, in the sun? Sone of the Frenen back there in the
sietch had said Miad' di b woul d never die, that he had entered the ruh-world
where all possible futures existed, that he woul d be present henceforth in the
al am al -nmyt hal , wandering there endl essly even after his flesh had ceased to be.

He'll die and |I'm powerless to prevent it, |daho thought.

He began to realize that there nmight be a certain fastidious courtesy in
dyi ng without a trace -- no renmains, nothing, and an entire planet for a tonb.

Ment at, solve thyself, he thought.

Words intruded on his menory -- the ritual words of the Fedaykin |ieutenant,
posting a guard over Miuad' dib's children: "It shall be the solemm duty of the
of ficer in charge . N

The pl oddi ng, sel f-inportant |anguage of government enraged him It had
seduced the Frenen. It had seduced everyone. A man, a great man, was dyi ng out
t here, but |anguage plodded on . . . and on . . . and on .

VWhat had happened, he wondered, to all the clean neanings that screened out
nonsense? Sonmewhere, in sone | ost where which the Inperiumhad created, they'd
been wal | ed of f, seal ed agai nst chance rediscovery. H's mind quested for
solutions, nentat fashion. Patterns of know edge glistened there. Lorelei hair
m ght shi mer thus, beckoning . . . beckoning the enchanted seaman into enerald
caverns .

Wth an abrupt start, |daho drew back from catatonic forgetful ness.

So! he thought. Rather than face ny failure, | would disappear within
nysel f!

The instant of that al nbst-plunge remained in his menory. Examining it, he
felt his Iife stretch out as long as the existence of the universe. Real flesh
I ay condensed, finite inits enmerald cavern of awareness, but infinite |life had
shared hi s being.

| daho stood up, feeling cleansed by the desert. Sand was begi nning to
chatter in the wind, pecking at the surfaces of |eaves in the orchard behind
him There was the dry and abrasive smell of dust in the night air. Hi s robe
whi pped to the pul se of a sudden gust.



Sonewhere far out in the bled, Idaho realized, a nother stormraged, lifting

vortices of w nding dust in hissing violence -- a giant worm of sand powerfu
enough to cut flesh from bones.

He will become one with the desert, Idaho thought. The desert will fulfill
hi m

It was a Zensunni thought washing through his mnd |like clear water. Pau
woul d go on marching out there, he knew. An Atrei des would not give hinself up
conpletely to destiny, not even in the full awareness of the inevitable.

A touch of prescience cane over |daho then, and he saw t hat people of the
future woul d speak of Paul in terns of seas. Despite a |life soaked in dust,
water would follow him "H s flesh foundered,"” they would say, "but he swam on."

Behi nd | daho, a nman cleared his throat.

| daho turned to discern the figure of Stilgar standing on the bridge over
t he ganat.

"He will not be found," Stilgar said. "Yet all men will find him™"
"The desert takes him-- and deifies him" Idaho said. "Yet he was an
i nterloper here. He brought an alien chem stry to this planet -- water."

"The desert inmposes its own rhythns," Stilgar said. "W welcomed him called
hi m our Mahdi, our Miad' di b, and gave himhis secret nane. Base of the Pillar
Usul . "

"Still he was not born a Fremen."

"And that does not change the fact that we clained him. . . and have
claimed himfinally." Stilgar put a hand on |Idaho's shoulder. "All nen are
interlopers, old friend."

"You're a deep one, aren't you, Stil?"

"Deep enough. | can see how we clutter the universe with our mgrations.
Muad' di b gave us sonething uncluttered. Men will remenber his Jihad for that, at
| east."

"He won't give up to the desert," ldaho said. "He's blind, but he won't give
up. He's a man of honor and principle. He was Atreides-trained."

"And his water will be poured on the sand," Stilgar said. "Cone." He pulled
gently at ldaho's arm "Alia is back and is asking for you."

"She was with you at Sietch Makab?"

"Yes -- she hel ped whip those soft Naibs into |line. They take her orders now

. as | do."

"What orders?"

"She conmanded the execution of the traitors."

"Ch." ldaho suppressed a feeling of vertigo as he | ooked up at the
promontory. "Wich traitors?"
"The Cuildsman, the Reverend Mdther Mbhiam Korba . . . a few others.”

"You sl ew a Reverend Mot her?"

"I did. Miad'dib left word that it should not be done." He shrugged. "But |
di sobeyed him as Alia knew | would."

| daho stared again into the desert, feeling hinmself become whol e, one person
capabl e of seeing the pattern of what Paul had created. Judgnment strategy, the
Atreides called it in their training nanuals. People are subordinate to
government, but the ruled influence the rulers. Did the ruled have any concept,
he wondered, of what they had hel ped create here?

"Alia . . . " Stilgar said, clearing his throat. He sounded enbarrassed
"She needs the confort of your presence.”

"And she is the governnent," |daho nurnured.

"A regency, no nore."

"Fortune passes everywhere, as her father often said," |daho nmuttered.

"W nmake our bargain with the future," Stilgar said. "WII| you come now? W
need you back there." Again, he sounded enbarrassed. "She is . . . distraught.
She cries out against her brother one noment, nourns himthe next."



"Presently," ldaho prom sed. He heard Stilgar |eave. He stood facing into
the rising wind, letting the grains of sand rattle against the stillsuit.

Ment at awar eness projected the outflowi ng patterns into the future. The
possibilities dazzled him Paul had set in nmotion a whirling vortex and not hi ng
could stand in its path.

The Bene Tleilax and the Guild had overplayed their hands and had | ost, were
di scredited. The Q zarate was shaken by the treason of Korba and ot hers high
within it. And Paul's final voluntary act, his ultimte acceptance of their
customs, had ensured the loyalty of the Frenen to himand to his house. He was
one of themforever now.

"Paul is gone!" Alia's voice was choked. She had cone up alnobst silently to
where | daho stood and was now beside him "He was a fool, Duncan!"

"Don't say that!" he snapped.

"The whol e universe will say it before |I'mthrough," she said.

"Why, for the |ove of heaven?"

"For the love of ny brother, not of heaven."

Zensunni insight dilated his awareness. He coul d sense that there was no
vision in her -- had been none since Chani's death. "You practice an odd | ove,"
he sai d.

"Love? Duncan, he had but to step off the track! Wat natter that the rest
of the universe would have cone shattering down behind hinf? He'd have been safe

. and Chani with him"

"Then . . . why didn't he?"

"For the |love of heaven," she whispered. Then, nore |oudly, she said:
"Paul's entire life was a struggle to escape his Jihad and its deification. At
| east, he's free of it. He chose this!"

"Ah, yes -- the oracle." Idaho shook his head in wonder. "Even Chani's
death. His moon fell."

"He was a fool, wasn't he, Duncan?"

I daho's throat tightened with suppressed gri ef.

"Such a fool!" Alia gasped her control breaking. "He'll live forever while
we nust die!"

"Alia, don't . . . "

"It's just grief,"” she said, voice low "Just grief. Do you know what | nust
do for hin? | nust save the life of the Princess Irulan. That one! You should
hear her grief. Wailing, giving noisture to the dead; she swears she |loved him
and knew it not. She reviles her Sisterhood, says she'll spend her life teaching
Paul 's children.™

"You trust her?"

"She reeks of trustworthiness!"

"“Ahhh," ldaho murnured. The final pattern unreel ed before his awareness |ike
a design on fabric. The defection of the Princess Irulan was the last step. It
left the Bene Gesserit with no remaining | ever against the Atrei des heirs.

Alia began to sob, |eaned against him face pressed into his chest. "Ohhh,
Duncan, Duncan! He's gone!"

I daho put his |ips against her hair. "Please," he whispered. He felt her
grief mingling with his like two streans entering the sanme pool

"I need you, Duncan," she sobbed. "Love ne!"

"I do," he whispered.

She |ifted her head, peered at the noon-frosted outline of his face. "I
know, Duncan. Love knows | ove."

Her words sent a shudder through him a feeling of estrangement fromhis old
self. He had come out here | ooking for one thing and had found another. It was
as though he'd lurched into a roomfull of famliar people only to realize too
| ate that he knew none of them

She pushed away from him took his hand. "WII| you come with nme, Duncan?"

"Wherever you |l ead," he said.



She | ed hi mback across the ganat into the darkness at the base of

massif and its Place of Safety.

Epi | ogue

No bitter stench of funeral-still for Miad dib

No knell nor solem rite to free the mnd
From avari ci ous shadows.

He is the fool saint,

The gol den stranger living forever

On the edge of reason

Let your guard fall and he is there!

Hi s crinmson peace and sovereign pallor
Strike into our universe on prophetic webs
To the verge, of a quiet glance -- therel!
Qut of bristling star-jungles:

Mysterious, lethal, an oracle wthout eyes,
Cat spaw of prophecy, whose voi ce never dies!
Shai - hul ud, he awaits thee upon a strand
Where couples wal k and fix, eye to eye,

The delicious ennui of |ove.

He strides through the |ong cavern of tine,
Scattering the fool -self of his dream

-The Ghola's Hym

t he



