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  I


  
    Now, you will read how the Prophet Muad’Dib met his concubine, Chani-daughter-of-Liet. It happened many years ago on Arrakis (Oh, Holy Place!) when Muad’Dib was only Paul Atreides.


    The Prophet Muad’Dib, as you know, was born on Caladan. He went to the planet Arrakis with his parents, Duke Leto and Lady Jessica, while still in his teens.


    When Duke Leto took over his new planetary fief, Arrakis was not as it is today. On the whole planet there was no body of water open to the skies! Even a few drops of water were precious. People hoarded their moisture in stillsuits that recycled the body’s liquids.


    At that time, the cities of Arrakis were only in the north, protected from the terrible sandblast storms by walls of deep basins and the mountains called Shield Wall. The central desert was a land of killer storms, giant worms and fierce Fremen bands raiding from their sietch-cave warrens.


    Yet, Arrakis was then as it is today the only source in the universe of the spice, melange. This is the same spice you eat, although your spice is mixed with much cassia and cinnamon. You get only a small serving of the real spice because it is so costly and because, in spite of the fact that it gives us longer lives, it also is a semipoison that makes crippled addicts of many who use too much.


    The only ones who can eat the pure spice poison are those who can change it within themselves—as do the Reverend Mothers—or those who drink the freshly changed spice liquor—and this, as you have seen, is a thing of extreme peril.


    Why does anyone eat this poison or drink the drug liquor?


    Truthsayers and Reverend Mothers of Bene Gesserit use it to gain their holy powers.


    Navigators of the Spacing Guild use it to guide their great ships through Time and Space across the void.


    Fremen use it in their most holy mysteries, but they can do this only because they have lived intimately with the spice all their lives and thus can tolerate it. And, of course, you know it was the spice poison that gave Muad’Dib his strange powers of prophecy.


    But you are going to read now about the 74th Year of Shaddam IV when Muad’Dib first went to Arrakis. At that time, the Mysteries and many other things that He has revealed to us were still secret. The Lady Jessica, Bene Gesserit mother of Muad’Dib, didn’t even know that her natural father was the Baron Vladimir Harkonnen, deadly enemy of the Atreides. (This is the aspect of the Great Mystery wherein the Prophet’s blood carries the essence of both Good and Evil.)


    The reign of Muad’Dib’s father, Duke Leto, lasted less than a year before the Harkonnens and their legions of Sardaukar allies fell upon Arrakis and laid it waste, using treachery and giant cannon which had not been seen in human warfare since ancient times. As you know, they could use cannon because the few field-force body shields of Arrakis did not last long in the planet’s storms.


    Arrakis, then, was the Place and the Time for the trial of Muad’Dib. His father was dead, killed by the Harkonnens. The Atreides officers and troops had been killed or scattered. Even the great Mentat Master of Assassins Thufir Hawat who had served three generations of Atreides with his mind powers was among the missing.


    From this depth climbed Paul-Muad’Dib, the Prophet known as Usul—which is to say “The Base of The Pillar”. He stood one day on the spice sands of the central desert accompanied only by his mother. The Lady Jessica’s powers were limited at this time because she carried Paul-Muad’Dib’s unborn sister, Alia, whom you know as St. Alia of The Knife. Muad’Dib was then a Duke without fief at the age of fifteen, target of one of the biggest manhunts of all time, with a price of ten billion solaris on his head. His location was known in that moment to but one other person, his father’s famous swordmaster, Duncan Idaho, who had fled across the desert to beg sanctuary with the Fremen for the young Duke.


    “A Child’s History of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  “Now, Harkonnen shall kill Harkonnen,” the Duke Paul Atreides whispered.


  He had awakened shortly before nightfall, sitting up in the sealed and darkened stilltent he had pitched in a shallow desert basin. As he spoke, he heard the vague stirrings of his mother where she slept against the tent’s opposite wall.


  Paul glanced at the proximity detector on the floor, studying the dials illuminated in the blackness by phosphor tubes. Duncan Idaho had been gone more than sixteen hours. Soon, Paul knew, they’d have to assume Idaho had been captured and his knowledge torn from him. And very soon, they’d have to flee across the killer desert.


  “It should be night soon,” his mother said. “Why don’t you lift the tent shades?”


  Paul realized then that her breathing had been different for some time, that she had lain silent in the darkness until certain he was awake.


  “Lifting the shades wouldn’t help,” he said. “There’s been a storm. The tent’s covered by sand. I’ll dig us out soon.”


  “No sign of Duncan?”


  “None.”


  Unconsciously, Paul rubbed at the ducal signet on his thumb, fighting to contain the sense of urgent waiting. The new understanding of his prescience had loaded him with a weight of years far beyond his age. All the possible futures that fanned out from this point-event called “now”—all the personal lifetimes he had experienced in one burst of drug-induced clarity—had filled him with ruthless wisdom. He felt that he had never experienced childhood, but had sprung forth an old adult here on this wasteland planet of Arrakis.


  Duncan Idaho, his father’s trusted lieutenant, was out on the surface of the planet now, searching down one of those world-lines of the future, seeking a bolt hole in which a young fugitive Duke could hide.


  Out on the surface.


  A sudden rage against this planet which had helped kill his father set Paul trembling.


  “I heard the storm begin,” Jessica said.


  An undemanding emptiness in her words helped restore some of his calm. But now his mind focused on the storm. He had seen in through the transparent end of their stilltent. First, cold dribbles of sand crossing the basin, then runnels and tails furrowing the sky. He had looked up to a rock spire, seen it change shape, become a low cheddar-colored wedge under the blast. Sand had funneled into their basin, covered the tent.


  Tent bows had creaked once as they accepted the weight—then dark silence broken only by the faint bellows-wheezing of their sand snorkel cycling air from the surface.


  “Try the receiver again,” Jessica said.


  Paul came out of his musing, said: “No use.”


  He found his stillsuit’s watertube in its clip at his neck, drew a warm swallow, flat and tasteless, into his mouth. And he thought that here he truly began an Arrakeen existence—living on reclaimed moisture from his own breath and body.


  Jessica heard Paul drinking, felt the slickskin of her own stillsuit clinging to her body. But she refused to accept her thirst. That would require awakening fully into the necessities of Arrakis.


  So much easier to drift back into sleep.


  But there had been a dream in this day’s sleep. She shivered at memory of it. Her dreaming hands had tried to write “Duke Leto Atreides” in flowing sand. But the first letter had filled with sandflow before the last was begun.


  The sand would not stop.


  There had been wailing. Then she was in a saddle, her feet in wild stirrups, riding a runaway tiger in a formless land.


  That ridiculous wailing.


  In part of her dreaming mind she had recognized the sound—her own voice as a tiny child, crying for a woman not quite visible to memory . . . a woman who had gone away.


  My unknown mother, Jessica thought. The Bene Gesserit who bore me for the Sisters. Was she glad to rid herself of a Harkonnen brat?


  “We’ll hit them in the spice,” Paul said.


  “An entire planet full of spice?” she asked.


  “Sea power and air power ruled Caladan,” he said.


  “Here it’s desert power. And Fremen are the key to that.”


  How can he think of attack at a time like this? she asked herself. She heard him stirring, the sound of their pack being dragged across the tent floor.


  “Here in the desert’s where the spice is mined,” he said. “When we find the Fremen . . .”


  His voice came from the vicinity of the tent’s sphincter. Her Bene Gesserit training sensed in his tone an unresolved bitterness toward her.


  All his life he has been trained to hate Harkonnens, she thought. Now, he finds he is Harkonnen . . . because of me. How little he knows me! I was my Duke’s only woman. I accepted his life and his values even to defying my Bene Gesserit orders. They wanted a daughter to inbreed to a Harkonnen, but I bore a son because my Duke wanted an heir. Well . . . I’m carrying the daughter now, but little good it’ll do them. I am Atreides.


  The tent’s glowtab came alight under Paul’s hand, filled the domed area with green radiance. Paul crouched at the sphincter, his stillsuit hood adjusted for the open desert—forehead capped, mouth filter in place, nose plugs adjusted. Only his dark eyes were visible: a narrow band of face that turned once toward her and away.


  “Secure yourself for the open,” he said, and his voice was blurred behind the filter.


  Jessica pulled the filter across her mouth, began adjusting her hood as she watched Paul break the tent seal.


  Sand rasped as she opened the sphincter and a burred fizzle of grains ran into the tent before he could immobilize it with a static compaction tool. A hole grew in the sandwall before him as the tool realigned the sand grains. He slipped out and her ears followed his progress to the surface.


  What will we find out there? she wondered. Harkonnen troops and the Sardaukar, those are dangers we can expect. But what of the dangers we don’t know?


  She thought of the compaction tool and the many other strange instruments in the pack given to them for their escape. Each of these odd tools suddenly stood in her mind as a sign of mysterious dangers here.


  “Pass up the pack.” It was Paul’s voice, low and guarded.


  She felt then a hot breeze from surface sand touch her cheeks where they were exposed above the filter. She heard a nightbird call outside and knew Paul had opened a way to the surface.


  Pass up the pack.


  She moved to obey, heard the water literjons in the pack gurgle as she pushed them across the floor. The sphincter. She peered upward past the curve of escape hole not filled by the pack, saw Paul framed against stars.


  “Here,” he said and reached down, pulled the pack to the surface.


  Now, she saw only the circle of stars. They were like the luminous tips of weapons aimed down at her. A shower of meteors crossed her patch of night. They made her think of the words from the Kitab al-Ibar, the semireligious instruction manual enclosed with the desert survival pack.


  “A column of smoke by day, a pillar of fire by night.”


  That was the way Fremen sent warnings of peril across the desert. The meteor shower came through to her like that warning, like tiger stripes, like luminous grave slats clabbering her blood. She felt then the chill of the price on their heads.


  “Hurry up,” Paul said. “I want to collapse the tent.”


  A shower of sand from the surface brushed her left hand. How much sand will the hand hold? she asked herself. How long for the sand to run through my fingers?


  “Shall I help you?” Paul asked.


  “No.”


  She swallowed in a dry throat, slipped into the hole, felt static-packed sand rasp under her hands. Paul reached down, took her arm. She stood beside him on a smooth patch of starlighted desert, stared around. Sand almost brimmed their basin, leaving only a dim lip of surrounding rock. She probed the farther darkness with her trained senses.


  Noise of small animals.


  Birds.


  A fall of dislodged sand and faint creature sound within it.


  Paul collapsing their tent, recovering it up the hole.


  Starlight displaced just enough of the night to charge each shadow with menace. She looked at patches of blackness.


  Black is a blind remembering, she thought. You listen for pack sounds, for the cries of those who hunted your ancestors in a past so ancient only your most primitive cells remember. The ears see. The nostrils see.


  Presently, Paul stood beside her, said: “Duncan told me, if he was captured, he could hold out . . . this long. We must leave here now.” He shouldered the pack, crossed to the shallow lip of the basin, climbed to a ledge that looked down on open desert.


  Jessica followed automatically, noting how she now lived in her son’s orbit.


  For now is my grief heavier than the sands of the seas, she thought. This world has emptied me of all but the oldest purpose: tomorrow’s life. I live now for my young Duke and the daughter yet to be.


  She felt the sand drag her feet as she climbed to Paul’s side.


  He looked north across a line of rocks, studying a distant escarpment. The far away rock profile was like an ancient battleship of the seas outlined by stars, the long swish of it lifted on an invisible wave, syllables of boomerang antennae, funnels arcing back, a pi-shaped upthrusting at the stern.


  An orange glare burst above the sillhouette and a line of brilliant purple cut downward toward the glare.


  Another line of purple!


  And another upthrusting orange glare!


  It was like an ancient naval battle, remembered shellfire, and the sight held them staring.


  “Pillars of fire,” Paul whispered.


  A ring of red eyes lifted over the distant rock. Lines of purple laced the sky.


  “Jetflares and lasguns,” Jessica said.


  The dust-reddened first moon of Arrakis lifted above the horizon to their left and they saw a storm trail there—a ribbon of movement over the desert.


  “It must be Harkonnen ’thopters hunting us,” Paul said. “The way they’re cutting up the desert . . . it’s as though they were making certain they stamped out whatever’s there . . . the way you’d stamp out a nest of insects.”


  “Or a nest of Atreides,” Jessica said.


  “We must seek cover,” Paul said. “We’ll head south and keep to the rocks. If they caught us in the open . . .” He turned, adjusting the pack to his shoulders. “They’re killing anything that moves.”


  He took one step along the ledge and, in that instant, heard the low hiss of gliding aircraft, saw the dark shapes of ornithopters above them.


  II


  
    My father once told me that respect for the truth comes close to being the basis for all morality. “Something cannot emerge from nothing” he said. This is profound thinking if you understand how unstable “the truth” can be.


    “Conversations With Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  “I’ve always prided myself on seeing things the way they truly are,” Thufir Hawat said. “That’s the curse of being a Mentat. You can’t stop analyzing your data.”


  The leathered old face appeared composed in the predawn dimness as he spoke. His sapho-stained lips were drawn into a straight line with creases spreading upward.


  A robed man squatted silently on sand across from Hawat, apparently unmoved by the words.


  The two were beneath a rock overhang that looked down on a wide, shallow sink. Dawn was spreading over the shattered outline of cliffs across the basin, touching everything with pink. It was cold under the overhang, a dry and penetrating chill left over from the night. There had been a warm wind just before dawn, but now it was cold. Hawat could hear teeth chattering behind him among the few troopers remaining in his force.


  The man squatting across from Hawat was a Fremen who had come across the sink in the first light of false dawn, skittering over the sand, blending into the dunes, his movements barely discernible.


  The Fremen extended a finger to the sand between them, drew a figure there. It looked like a bowl with an arrow spilling out of it. “There are many Harkonnen patrols,” he said. He lifted his finger, pointed upward across the cliffs that Hawat and his men had descended.


  Hawat nodded.


  Many patrols. Yes.


  But still he did not know what this Fremen wanted and this rankled. Mentat training was supposed to give a man the power of seeing motives.


  This had been the worst night of Hawat’s life. He had been at Tsimpo, a garrison village, buffer outpost for the former capitol city, Carthag, when the reports of attack began arriving. At first, he’d thought: It’s a raid. The Harkonnens are testing.


  But the report followed report—faster and faster.


  Two legions landed at Carthag.


  Five legions attacking the Duke’s main base at Arrakeen.


  A legion at Arsunt.


  Two battle groups at Splintered Rock.


  Then the reports became more detailed—there were Imperial Sardaukar among the attackers—possibly two legions of them. And it became clear that the invaders knew precisely which weight of arms to send where. Precisely! Superb intelligence.


  Hawat’s shocked fury had mounted until it threatened the smooth functioning of his Mentat capabilities. The size of the attack struck his mind like a physical blow.


  Now, hiding beneath a bit of desert rock, he nodded to himself, pulled his torn and slashed tunic around him to ward off the cold shadows.


  The size of the attack.


  He had always expected their enemy to hire an occasional lighter from the Guild for probing raids. That was an ordinary enough gambit in this kind of House-to-House warfare. Lighters landed and took off on Arrakis regularly to transport the spice for House Atreides. Hawat had taken precautions against random raids by false spice lighters.


  But there were more than two thousand ships down on Arrakis at the last count—not just lighters, but frigates, scouts, monitors, crushers, troop carriers, dump-boxes . . .


  The entire spice income of Arrakis for fifty years might just cover the cost of such a venture.


  It might.


  I underestimated what the Baron was willing to spend in attacking us, Hawat thought. I failed my Duke.


  Then there was the matter of the traitor.


  I will live long enough to see her strangled! he thought. I should’ve killed that Bene Gesserit witch when I had the chance. There was no doubt in his mind who had betrayed them—the Lady Jessica. She fitted every available fact.


  “Your man Gurney Halleck and part of his force are safe with our smuggler friends,” the Fremen said.


  “Good.”


  So Gurney will get off this hell planet. We’re not all lost.


  Hawat glanced back at the huddle of his men. He had started the night just past with three hundred of his finest. Of those, an even twenty remained and half of them wounded. Some of them slept now, standing up, leaning against the rock, sprawled on the sand beneath. Their last ’thopter, the one they’d been using as a ground-effect machine to carry their wounded, had given out just before dawn. They had cut it up with lasguns and hidden the pieces, then worked their way down into this hiding place at the edge of the basin.


  Hawat had only a rough idea of their location—some two hundred kilometers southeast of Arrakeen. The main traveled ways between the Shield Wall sietch communities were somewhere south of them.


  The Fremen across from Hawat threw back his hood and stillsuit cap to reveal sandy hair and beard. The hair was combed straight back from a high, thin forehead. He had the unreadable total blue eyes of the spice diet. Beard and mustache were stained at one side of the mouth, his hair matted there by pressure of the looping catchtube from his nose plugs.


  The man removed the plugs, readjusted them. He rubbed at a scar beside his nose.


  “If you cross the sink here this night,” the Fremen said, “you must not use shields. There is a break in the wall”—he turned on his heels, pointed south—“there, and it is open sand down to the erg. Shields will attract a . . .” He hesitated. “. . . Worm. They don’t often come in here, but a shield will bring one every time.”


  He said worm, Hawat thought. He was going to say something else. What? And what does he want of us? Hawat sighed.


  He could not recall ever before being this tired. It was a muscle weariness his pills were unable to ease.


  Those damnable Sardaukar!


  With a self-accusing bitterness, he faced the thought of the soldier-fanatics and the Imperial treachery they represented. His own Mentat assessment of the data told him how little chance he had ever to present evidence of the treachery before the High Council of the Landsraad where justice might be done.


  “Do you wish to go to the smugglers?” the Fremen asked.


  “Is it possible?”


  “The way is long.”


  “Fremen don’t like to say no,” Idaho had told him once. Hawat said: “You haven’t yet told me whether your people can help my wounded.”


  “They are wounded.”


  The same answer every time!


  “We know they’re wounded!” Hawat snapped. “That’s not the—”


  “Peace, friend,” the Fremen cautioned. “What do your wounded say? Are there those among them who can see the water needs of your tribe?”


  “We haven’t talked about water,” Hawat said. “We—”


  “I can understand your reluctance,” the Fremen said. “They are your friends, your tribesmen. Do you have water?”


  “Not enough.”


  The Fremen gestured to Hawat’s tunic, the skin exposed beneath it. “You were caught in-sietch, without your suits. Now you must make a water decision, friend.”


  “Can we hire your help?”


  The Fremen shrugged. “You have no water.” He glanced at the group behind Hawat. “How many of your wounded would you spend?”


  Hawat fell silent, staring at the man. He could see as a Mentat that their communication was out of phase. Word-sounds were not being linked up here in the normal manner.


  “I am Thufir Hawat,” he said. “I can speak for my Duke. I will make promissory commitment now for your help. I wish a limited form of help, preserving my force long enough only to kill a traitor who thinks herself beyond vengeance.”


  “You wish our siding in a vendetta?”


  “The vendetta I’ll handle myself. I wish to be freed of responsibility for my wounded that I may get about it.” The Fremen scowled. “How can you be responsible for your wounded? They are their own responsibility. The water’s at issue, Thufir Hawat. Would you have me take that decision away from you?”


  The man put a hand to a weapon concealed beneath his robe.


  Hawat tensed, wondering: Is there betrayal here? “What do you fear?” the Fremen demanded.


  These people and their disconcerting directness! Hawat spoke cautiously: “There’s a price on my head.”


  “Ahhhh.” The Fremen removed hand from weapon. “You think we have Byzantine corruption. You don’t know us, Thufir Hawat. The Harkonnens have not water enough to buy the smallest child among us.”


  But they had the price of Guild passage for more than two thousand fighting ships, Hawat thought. And the size of that price still staggered him.


  “We both fight Harkonnens,” Hawat said. “Should we not share the problems and ways of meeting the battle issue?”


  “We are sharing,” the Fremen said. “I have seen you fight Harkonnens. You are good. There’ve been times I’d have appreciated your arm beside me.”


  “Say where my arm may help you,” Hawat said. “Who knows?” The Fremen asked. “There are Harkonnen forces everywhere. But you still have not made the water decision or put it to your wounded.”


  I must be cautious, Hawat told himself. There’s too much here that’s not understood.


  He said: “Will you show me your way, the Arrakeen way?”


  “Strange thinking,” the Fremen said, and there was a sneer in his tone. He pointed to the northwest across the clifltops. “We watched you come across the sand last night.” He lowered his arm. You keep your force on the slipface of the dunes. Bad. You have no stillsuits, no water. You will not last long.”


  “The ways of Arrakis don’t come easily,” Hawat said. “Truth. But you’ve killed Harkonnens.”


  “What do you do with your own wounded?” Hawat demanded.


  “Does a man not know when he is worth saving?” the Fremen asked. “Your wounded know you have no water.” He tilted his head, looking sideways up at Hawat. “This is clearly a time for water decision. Both wounded and unwounded must look to the tribe’s future.”


  The tribe’s future, Hawat thought. The tribe of Atreides. There’s sense in that. He forced himself to the question he had been avoiding.


  “Have you word of my Duke or his son?”


  Unreadable blue eyes stared upward into Hawat’s. “Word?”


  “Their fate!” Hawat snapped.


  “Fate is the same for everyone,” the Fremen said. “Your Duke, it is said, has met his fate. As to the Lisan al-Gaib, his son, that is in Liet’s hands. Liet has not indicated.”


  I knew the answer without asking, Hawat thought. He glanced at his men. They were all awake now. They had heard. They were staring out across the sand, the realization in their expressions: there was no returning to Caladan for them, and now Arrakis was lost.


  Hawat turned back to the Fremen. “Have you heard of Duncan Idaho?”


  “He was in the great house when the shield went down,” the Fremen said. “This I’ve heard . . . no more.”


  She dropped the shield and let in the Harkonnens, he thought. I was the one sat with my back toward a door. How could she do this when it meant turning also against her own son? But . . . who knows how a Bene Gesserit witch thinks . . . or if you can call it thinking?


  Hawat tried to swallow in a dry throat. “When will you know for sure . . . about the boy?”


  “We know little of what happens in the cities,” the Fremen said. He shrugged. “Who can tell?”


  “You have ways of finding out?”


  “Perhaps.” The Fremen rubbed at the scar beside his nose. “Tell me, Thufir Hawat, do you have knowledge of the big weapons the Harkonnens used?”


  The artillery, Hawat thought bitterly. Who could have guessed they’d use artillery when they knew we had shields?


  “You refer to the artillery they used to trap our people in the caves,” he said. “I’ve . . . theoretical knowledge of such weapons.”


  “Any man who retreats into a cave which has only one opening deserves to die,” the Fremen said.


  “Why do you ask about these weapons?”


  “Liet wishes it.”


  “Then you should just go take one,” Hawat sneered. “Yes,” the Fremen said. “We took one. We have hidden it where Stilgar can study it for Liet and where Liet can see it for himself if he wishes. But I doubt he’ll want to: the weapon is not a very good one. Poor design for Arrakis.”


  “You . . . took one?” Hawat asked.


  “It was a good fight,” the Fremen said. “We lost only two men and spilled the water from more than a hundred of theirs.”


  There were Sardaukar at every gun, Hawat thought. This desert madman speaks casually of losing only two men against Sardaukar!


  “We would not have lost the two except for those others fighting beside the Harkonnens,” the Fremen said. “Some of those are good fighters.”


  One of Hawat’s men limped forward, looked down at the squatting Fremen. “Is he talking about Sardaukar?”


  “He’s talking about Sardaukar,” Hawat said. “Sardaukar!” the Fremen said, and there was the sound of glee in his voice. “Ahhhh, so that’s what they are. This was a good night indeed. Sardaukar. Which legion? Do you know?”


  “We. . . don’t know,” Hawat said.


  “Sardaukar,” the Fremen mused. “Yet they wear Harkonnen clothing. Is that not strange?”


  “The Emperor doesn’t wish it known he fights against a Great House,” Hawat said.


  “But you know they are Sardaukar.”


  “Who am I?” Hawat asked bitterly.


  “You are Thufir Hawat,” the man said in a matter of fact tone. “We would’ve learned about the Sardaukar in time. We’ve sent three of them captive to be questioned by Liet’s men.”


  Hawat’s aide spoke slowly, disbelief in every word. “You . . . captured Sardaukar?”


  “Only three of them,” the Fremen said.


  If only we’d had time to link up forces with these Fremen, Hawat thought. It was a sour lament in his mind. If only we could’ve trained them and armed them. Great Mother what a fighting force we’d have had!


  “Perhaps you delay because of worry about the Lisan al-Gaib,” the Fremen said. “If he’s truly the Lisan al-Gaib, harm cannot touch him. Don’t spend thought on such a matter when it’s not yet proved.”


  “I serve the . . . Lisan al-Gaib,” Hawat said. “His welfare is my chief concern. I’ve pledged myself to this.”


  “You are pledged to his water?”


  Hawat glanced at the aide, who still was staring at the Fremen, returned his attention to the squatting figure. “To his water, yes.”


  “You wish to return to Arrakeen, to the place of his water?”


  “To. . . yes, to the place of his water.”


  “Why did you not say at first this was a water matter?” The Fremen stood up, seated his nose plugs firmly, refastened his hood.


  With a tired shrug, Hawat’s aide returned to the other men. Hawat heard a low-voiced conversation arise among them.


  The Fremen said: “There’s always a way to water.” Behind Hawat, a man cursed. Hawat’s aide called: “Thufir! Arkie just died.”


  The Fremen put a fist to his ear. “The bond of water! It’s a sign!” He stared at Hawat. “We’ve a place nearby for accepting the water. Shall I call my men?”


  The aide returned to Hawat’s side, said: “Thufir, some of the men left wives in Arrakeen. The men are . . . well, you know how it is at a time like this.”


  The Fremen still held fist to ear. “Is it the bond of water, Thufir Hawat?” he demanded.


  Hawat’s mind was racing. He sensed now the direction of the Fremen’s motives, but feared the reaction of the tired men under the rock overhang when they understood.


  “The bond of water,” Hawat said.


  “Let our tribes join,” the Fremen said and lowered the fist.


  As though that were the signal, four more Fremen slid and dropped from the rocks above. They darted back under the overhang, rolled the dead man in a loose robe, lifted him and began running with him along the cliff wall to the right. Spurts of dust lifted around their running feet.


  It was over before Hawat’s tired men could gather their wits. The Fremen with the body hanging like a sack in its enfolding robe were gone around a turn in the cliff. Only the leader remained.


  One of Hawat’s men shouted: “Where they going with Arkie?”


  “They’re taking him to . . . bury him,” Hawat said quietly.


  “Fremen don’t bury their dead!” the man barked. “Don’t try your tricks on us, Thufir. We know what these people do. Arkie was one of us. He . . .”


  “Paradise we’re sure for a man who dies in the service of the Lisan al-Gaib,” the Fremen said. “If it’s the Lisan al-Gaib you serve as you’ve said it, why raise mourning cries? The memory of one who died in this fashion will live as long as the memory of man endures.”


  But Hawat’s men advanced looking angry and desperate. One held a captured lasgun half drawn from its holster.


  “Stop right there!” Hawat barked. He fought down the sick fatigue that gripped his muscles. “These Fremen respect our dead. Customs differ, but the meaning’s the same.”


  “They’ll render Arkie down for his water,” the man with the lasgun snarled.


  “Is it that your men wish to attend the ceremony?” the Fremen asked.


  He doesn’t even see the problem, Hawat thought. The naiveté of the Fremen was frightening.


  “They’re concerned for a respected comrade,” Hawat said.


  “We’ll treat your comrade with the same reverence we treat our own,” the Fremen said. “This is the bond of water. We know the rites. A man’s flesh is his own; the water belongs to the tribe.”


  Hawat spoke quickly as the man with the lasgun advanced another step. “Will you now help our wounded?”


  “One doesn’t question the bond,” the Fremen said. “We’ll do for you what a tribe does for its own. First, we must get all of you suited and see to the necessities.”


  The man with the lasgun hesitated.


  Hawat’s aide said: “Are we buying their help with Arkie’s . . . water?”


  “Not buying,” Hawat said. “We’ve merged our forces.”


  “Customs differ,” one of the men muttered.


  Hawat began to relax.


  “They’ll help us get to Arrakeen?” the man with the lasgun asked.


  “We’ll kill Harkonnens,” the Fremen said, grinning. “And Sardaukar.” He stepped backward, cupped his hands beside his ears and tipped his head back, listening. Presently, he lowered his hands, said: “Aircraft comes. Conceal yourselves beneath the rock and remain motionless.”


  At a gesture from Hawat his men obeyed.


  The Fremen pressed Hawat back with the others, said: “We’ll fight in the time of fighting.” He reached beneath his robes, brought out a tiny cage, lifted a creature from it.


  Hawat recognized a bat. It turned its head, revealing eyes as total blue as the Fremen’s.


  The Fremen stroked the bat, soothing it, crooning. He bent over the animal’s head, allowed a drop of saliva to fall from his tongue into the bat’s upturned mouth. The bat stretched its wings, remained quietly on the opened hand. The man took a tiny tube, held it beside the bat’s head, chattered into the tube; then, lifting the creature high, he threw it upward.


  The bat swooped away across the basin, was lost to sight.


  The Fremen folded the cage, returned it beneath his robe. Again, he bent his head, listening. “They quarter the high country,” he said. “One wonders who they seek there.”


  “It’s known we retreated in this direction,” Hawat said.


  “One shouldn’t presume one is the sole object of a hunt,” the Fremen said. “Watch across the basin. You’ll see a thing.”


  Time passed.


  Some of Hawat’s men stirred, whispering.


  “Remain silent as frightened animals,” the Fremen hissed.


  Hawat discerned movement near the opposite cliff-flitting blurs of tan on tan.


  “My little friend carried the message,” the Fremen said. “He is a good messenger—day or night.”


  The movement across the sink faded away. On the entire four to five kilometer expanse of sand nothing remained but the growing pressure of the day’s heat-blurred columns of rising air.


  “Be most silent,” the Fremen whispered.


  A file of plodding figures emerged from a break in the opposite cliff, headed directly across the sink. To Hawat, they appeared to be Fremen, but a curiously inept band. He counted six men making heavy going of it over the dunes.


  The thwok-thwok of ornithopter wings sounded high to the right behind Hawat. He saw the craft come over the cliff wall above him—an Atreides ’thopter with Harkonnen battle colors daubed on it. The ’thopter swooped toward the men crossing the basin.


  The exposed Fremen stopped on a dune crest and waved.


  The ’thopter circled once over them in a tight curve, came back for a dust-shrouded landing in front of the Fremen. Five men swarmed from the aircraft. Hawat saw the dust-repellent shimmer of shields and, in the men’s motions, the hard competence of Sardaukar.


  “Aiihh!” the Fremen beside Hawat hissed. “They use their stupid shields. He glanced toward the open south wall of the sink.


  “They’re Sardaukar,” Hawat whispered.


  “Good.”


  The Sardaukar approached the waiting Fremen in an enclosing half circle. Sun glinted on blades held ready. The Fremen stood in a compact group, apparently indifferent.


  Abruptly, the sand around the Sardaukar erupted Fremen. They were at the ornithopter, in it. Where the two groups met on the dune crest, a dust cloud partly obscured violent motion.


  The dust settled and only Fremen remained standing.


  “They left only three men in their ’thopter,” said the Fremen beside Hawat. “Fortunate. I don’t believe we damaged the craft in taking it.”


  Behind Hawat, one of his men whispered: “Those were Sardaukar!”


  “Did you notice how well they fought?” the Fremen asked.


  Hawat took a deep breath, smelled the burned dust around them, felt the heat, the dryness. In a voice matched to that dryness he said: “Yes, they fought well.”


  The captured ’thopter took off with a lurching flap of wings, angled upward to the south in a steep, wing-tucked climb.


  So the Fremen can handle ’thopters, too, Hawat thought.


  On the distant dune, a Fremen waved a square of green cloth.


  “More come!” the Fremen beside Hawat barked. “Be ready. I’d hoped to have us away without more inconvenience.”


  Inconvenience! Hawat thought.


  Two more ’thopters were stooping now from high in the west onto an area of sand abruptly devoid of visible Fremen. Only eight splotches of blue—the dead Sardaukar in Harkonnen uniforms—remained to be seen.


  Another ’thopter glided over the cliff wall above Hawat. He drew in a sharp breath as he saw it—a big troop carrier. It flew with slow, spread-wing heaviness of a full load like a giant bird coming to its nest.


  On the open sand, purple fingers of lasgun beams flicked from one of the diving ’thopters. They laced across the sand raising sharp dust trails.


  “Cowards!” the Fremen beside Hawat rasped.


  The troop carrier settled toward the patch of blue-clad bodies. Its wings crept out to full reach, began the cupping action of a quick stop.


  Hawat’s attention was caught by a flash of sun on metal to the south—a ’thopter there plummeting in power dive, wings folded flat against its sides, its jet a golden flare against the dark silvered gray of the sky. It plunged like an arrow toward the troop carrier which was unshielded because of the lasgun activity around it. Straight into the carrier the diving ’thopter plunged.


  A flaming roar shook the basin. Rocks tumbled from the cliff walls all around. A geyser of red-orange shot skyward from the sand where the carrier and its companion ’thopters had been—everything there caught in the flame.


  It was the Fremen who took off in that captured ’thopter, Hawat thought. Deliberately sacrificed himself to get that carrier. Great Mother! What are these Fremen?


  “A reasonable exchange,” said the Fremen beside Hawat. “There must’ve been three hundred men in that carrier. We must see to their water now and make plans to get other aircraft.” He started to step out of their rock-shadowed concealment.


  A rain of blue uniforms came over the cliff wall in front of him, falling in low-suspensor slowness. In the flashing instant Hawat had time to see they were Sardaukar, hard faces set in battle frenzy, that they were unshielded and each carried a knife in one hand, a stunner in the other.


  A thrown knife caught Hawat’s Fremen companion in the throat, hurling him backward, twisting, face down. Hawat had only time to draw his own knife before blackness of a stunner projectile dropped him.


  III


  
    Muad’Dib could see the future, but you must understand the limits of his power. Think of sight. You have eyes, yet cannot see without light. From the valley floor, you cannot see beyond the mountain. Thus, Muad’Dib could not always choose to look across that mysterious terrain called Time. Yet, he had looked there—down world lines and life lines without number. He is to be thought of as many people in one flesh. Do not doubt him when he says: “Much kindness is the beginning of cruelty.” He has seen beyond the actions, and he tells us: “The vision of Time is a broad prospectus, but when you pass through it, Time is a narrow door. The Future balances on a delicate and painful edge. Yet, one cannot choose the clear, safe course through this many-placed door. Security leads always down to stagnation.”


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  As the ornithopters glided out of the night above them, Paul grabbed his mother’s arm, snapped: “Don’t move!”


  Then he saw the lead craft in the moonlight, the way its wings cupped to brake for landing, the reckless dash of the hands at the controls.


  “It’s Idaho,” he said.


  The aircraft settled into the basin like a covey of birds coming to nest. Idaho was out and running toward them before the dust settled. Two Fremen-robed figures followed. Paul recognized one: the tall, sandy-bearded Liet-Kynes, the planetologist who had gone native here.


  Behind Kynes, other Fremen were throwing fabric covers over the ornithopters. The craft became a row of shallow dunes.


  Idaho skidded to a stop in front of Paul, saluted. “M’Lord, the Fremen have a temporary hiding place nearby where we . . .”


  “What about that back there?”


  Paul pointed to the violence above the distant cliff—the jet flares, the purple beams of lasguns lacing the desert.


  A rare smile touched Idaho’s round, placid face. “M’Lord . . . Sire, I’ve left them a little sur . . .”


  Glaring white light filled the desert—bright as a sun, etching their shadows onto the rock floor of the ledge. In one sweeping motion, Idaho had Paul’s arm in one hand, Jessica’s shoulder in the other, hurling them down off the ledge into the basin. They sprawled together in the sand as the roar of an explosion thundered over them. Its shock wave tumbled chips off the rock ledge they had vacated.


  Idaho sat up, brushed sand from himself.


  “That’s the surprise,” he said.


  “Not the Family atomics!” Jessica said. “I thought . . .”


  “You planted a shield back there,” Paul said.


  “A big one turned to full force,” Idaho said. “A lasgun beam touched it and . . .” he shrugged.


  “Subatomic fusion,” Jessica said. “That’s a dangerous weapon.”


  “Not weapon, M’Lady, defense. That scum will think twice before using lasguns another time.”


  The Fremen from the ornithopters stopped above them. One called in a low voice: “We should get under cover, friends.”


  Paul got to his feet as Idaho helped Jessica up.


  “That blast will attract considerable attention, Sire,” Idaho said.


  Sire, Paul thought.


  The word had such a strange sound when directed at him. Sire had always been his father.


  He felt himself touched briefly by prescience, saw himself infected by Terrible Purpose, the wild Race Consciousness that was moving the human universe toward chaos. He glimpsed the future, saw down the fanned out world lines the jihad, the religious war with his own legions of soldier-fanatics raging across the universe behind the green and black Atreides banner.


  The vision left him shaken.


  He allowed Idaho to guide him as they followed the Fremen along the basin’s edge to a rock projection. Other Fremen were there opening a way down into the native rock.


  The way the rock was opened made Paul think of the threshold barrier that had just opened to permit him a new view into more possible lives. He had gained new experiences. In a few seconds, he had become many lifetimes “older.”


  “May I take your pack, Sire?” Idaho asked.


  “It’s not heavy, Duncan,” Paul said.


  “You’ve no body shield,” Idaho said. “Do you wish mine?” He glanced at the distant cliffs. “Not likely there’ll be more lasgun activity.


  “Your right arm is shield enough for me, Duncan.”


  Jessica saw the praise take effect, how Idaho moved closer to Paul, and she thought: Such a sure way with people he has.


  The Fremen removed a rock plug, opened a passage down into the desert’s complex. A camouflage cover was rigged for the opening.


  “Follow me,” a Fremen said and led the way down.


  Behind them, the cover blotted out the moonlight. A green glow came alive ahead, revealing steps and rock walls. Robed Fremen were all around them now. They rounded another corner, stepped out into a rough cave chamber.


  Kynes stood before them, jubba hood thrown back, the neck of his stillsuit glistening in the green light. His long hair and beard were mussed. The blue eyes without whites were darkness under heavy brows.


  In the moment of encounter, Kynes wondered at himself: Why am I helping these people? It’s the most dangerous thing I’ve ever done. It could doom me with them.


  Then he looked squarely at Paul, seeing the boy who had taken on the mantle of manhood, masking grief, suppressing all except the position that must be assumed now—the Dukedom. And Kynes realized in that moment the Dukedom did still exist, in spite of the Padishah Emperor’s treachery, in spite of the Harkonnens. It existed solely because of this youth and his training—and this was not a thing to be taken lightly.


  Jessica glanced once around the chamber, registering it on her senses in the Bene Gesserit Way—a laboratory, a civil place full of angles and squares in the ancient manner.


  “This is one of the Imperial Ecological Testing Stations my father wanted as advance bases,” Paul said.


  His father wanted! Kynes thought.


  And again Kynes wondered at himself. Am I foolish to aid these fugitives? Why am I doing it? It’d be so easy to take them now, to buy the Harkonnen trust with them.
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  Paul followed his mother’s example, gestalting the room, seeing the workbench down one side, the walls of featureless rock. Instruments lined the bench—dials glowing, wire gridex planes with fluting glass emerging from them. An ozone smell permeated the place.


  Some of the Fremen moved on around a concealing angle in the chamber and new sounds started there—machine coughs, the whinnies of spinning belts and multidrives.


  Paul looked to the end of the room, saw cages with small animals in them stacked against the wall.


  “You’ve recognized this place correctly,” Kynes said. “For what would you use such a place, Paul Atreides?”


  “To make this planet a fit place for humans,” Paul said.


  Perhaps that’s why I help them, Kynes thought.


  The machine sounds abruptly hummed away to silence. Into this void there came a thin animal squeak from the cages. It was cut off abruptly as though in embarrassment.


  Paul returned his attention to the cages, saw that the animals were bats, flying creatures. An automatic feeder extended from the side wall across the cages.


  A Fremen emerged from the hidden area of the chamber, spoke to Kynes: “Liet, the field-generator equipment is not working. I am unable to mask us from proximity detectors.”


  “Can you repair it?” Kynes asked.


  “Not quickly. The parts . . .” The man shrugged.


  “Yes,” Kynes said. “Then we’ll do without machinery. Get a hand pump for air out to the surface.”


  “Immediately.” The man hurried away.


  Kynes turned back to Paul. “You gave a very good answer.”


  Jessica marked the easy rumble of the man’s voice. It was a royal voice, accustomed to command. She had not missed the reference to him as Liet, either. The stories were true, then. Liet was the alter ego, the other face of the tame planetologist.


  “We’re most grateful for your help, Dr. Kynes,” she said.


  “Hm-m-m, we’ll see,” Kynes said. He nodded to one of his men. “Spice coffee in my quarters, Shamir.”


  “At once, Liet,” the man said.


  Kynes indicated an arched opening in a side wall of the chamber. “If you please.”


  Jessica allowed herself a regal nod before accepting. She saw Paul give a hand signal to Idaho, telling him to mount guard outside this passage.


  The passage, two paces deep, opened through a heavy door into a square office lighted by golden glowglobes. Jessica passed her hand across the door as she entered, was startled to identify plasteel.


  Paul stepped three paces into the room, dropped his pack to the floor. He heard the door close behind him, studied the place—about eight meters to a side, walls of natural rock, curry-colored, broken by metal filing cabinets on their right. A low desk with milk glass top shot full of yellow bubbles occupied the room’s center. Four suspensor chairs ringed the desk.


  Kynes moved around Paul, held a chair for Jessica. She sat down, noting the way her son examined the room. The working of his mind now, these new powers so apparent in him and their sudden onset, instilled a fear in her that she could not fully understand.


  Jessica remembered the day on far away Caladan when the old Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam had tested Paul in the Bene Gesserit Way, threatening him with death from the poison needle of the gom jabbar. The Reverend Mother had sensed the strangeness of the boy then, even allowed the possibility he could be the long sought Kwisatz Haderach, the one who could be many places at once.


  If he’s the one we’ve sought, Jessica wondered, why do I fear him? He’s my son!


  Paul remained standing for another eyeblink. A faint anomaly in the room’s air currents told him there was a secret exit to their right behind the filing cabinets. “Will you sit down, Paul Atreides?” Kynes asked. How carefully he avoids my title, Paul thought. But he accepted the chair, remained silent while Kynes sat down.


  “You sense that Arrakis could be a paradise,” Kynes said. “Yet, as you see, the Imperium sends here only its trained hatchetmen, its seekers after the spice!”


  Paul held up his thumb with its Ducal signet. “Do you see this ring?”


  “Yes.”


  “Do you know its significance?”


  Jessica turned sharply to stare at her son.


  “Your father lies dead in the ruins of Arrakeen,” Kynes said. “You are technically the Duke.”


  “Pm a soldier of the Imperium,” Paul said, “technically a hatchetman.”


  Kynes face darkened. “Even with the Emperor’s Sardaukar standing over your father’s body?”


  “The Sardaukar are one thing, the legal source of my authority is another,” Paul said.


  “Arrakis has its own way of determining who wears the mantle of authority,” Kynes said.


  And Jessica, turning back to look at him, thought: There’s steel in this man that no one has taken the temper out of . . . and we’ve need of steel. Paul’s doing a dangerous thing.


  Paul said: “The Sardaukar on Arrakis are a measure of how much our beloved Emperor feared my father. Now, I will give the Padishah Emperor reasons to fear the . . .”


  “Lad,” Kynes said, “there are things you don’t . . .”


  “You will address me as Sire or My Lord,” Paul said. Gently, Jessica thought.


  Kynes stared at Paul, and Jessica noted the glint of admiration in the planetologist’s face, the touch of humor there.


  “Sire,” Kynes said.


  “I am an embarrassment to the Emperor,” Paul said. “I am an embarrassment to all who would divide Arrakis as their spoil. As I live, I shall continue to be such an embarrassment that I stick in their throats and choke them to death!”


  “Words,” Kynes said.


  Paul stared at him. Presently, Paul said: “You have a legend of the Lisan al-Gaib here, the Voice From The Outer World, the one who will lead the Fremen to paradise. Your men have . . .”


  “Superstition!” Kynes said.


  “Perhaps,” Paul agreed. “Yet, perhaps not. Superstitions sometimes have strange roots and stranger branchings.”


  “You have a plan,” Kynes said. “This much is obvious . . . Sire.”


  “Could your Fremen provide me with proof positive that the Sardaukar are here in Harkonnen uniform?”


  “Quite likely.”


  “The Emperor will put a Harkonnen back in power here,” Paul said. “Perhaps even Beast Rabban. Let him. Once he has involved himself beyond escaping his guilt, let the Emperor face the possibility of a Bill of Particulars laid before the Landsraad. Let him answer there where . . .”


  “Paul!” Jessica said.


  “Granted that the Landsraad High Council accept your case,” Kynes said, “there could be only one outcome: general warfare between the Imperium and the Great Houses.”


  “Chaos,” Jessica said.


  “But I’d present my case to the Emperor,” Paul said, “and give him an alternative to chaos.”


  Jessica spoke in a dry tone: “Blackmail?”


  “One of the tools of statecraft, as you’ve said yourself,” Paul said, and Jessica heard the bitterness in his voice. “The Emperor has no sons, only daughters.”


  “You’d aim for the throne?” Jessica asked.


  “The Emperor will not risk having the Imperium shattered by total war,” Paul said. “Planets blasted, disorder everywhere—he’ll not risk that.”


  “This is a desperate gamble you propose,” Kynes said. “What do the Great Houses of the Landsraad fear most?” Paul asked. “They fear most what is happening here right now on Arrakis—the Sardaukar picking them off one by one. That’s why there is a Landsraad. This is the glue of the Great Convention. Only in union do they match the Imperial forces.”


  “But they’re . . .”


  “This is what they fear,” Paul said. “Arrakis would become a rallying cry. Each of them would see himself in my father—cut out of the herd and killed.”


  Kynes spoke to Jessica: “Would his plan work?”


  “Pm no Mentat,” Jessica said.


  “But you are Bene Gesserit.”


  She shot a probing stare at him, said: “His plan has good points and bad points. . . as any plan would at this stage. A plan depends as much upon execution as it does upon concept.”


  “Law is the ultimate science,” Paul quoted. “Thus it reads above the Emperor’s door. I propose to show him law.”


  “And Pm not sure I could trust the person who could conceive your plan,” Kynes said. “Arrakis has its own plan that we . . .”


  “From the throne,” Paul said, “I could make a paradise of Arrakis with the wave of a hand. This is the coin I offer for your support.”


  Kynes stiffened. “My loyalty’s not for sale, Sire.”


  Paul stared across the desk at him, meeting the cold glare of those blue-within-blue eyes, studying the bearded face, the commanding appearance. A harsh smile touched Paul’s lips and he said calmly: “Well spoken. And I apologize.”


  Kynes met Paul’s stare and, presently, said: “No Harkonnen ever admitted error. Perhaps you’re not like them, Atreides.”


  “It could be a fault in their education,” Paul said. Hearing the acid in Paul’s tone, Jessica wondered what Kynes reaction would be were he to learn that Harkonnen blood flowed in Paul’s veins.


  “You ask me to commit myself to you totally?” Kynes asked.


  “You say you’re not for sale,” Paul said, “but I believe I’ve the coin you’ll accept. For your loyalty I offer my loyalty to you . . . totally.”


  My son has the Atreides sincerity, Jessica thought. He has that tremendous, almost naive honor—and what a powerful force that truly is.


  She saw that Paul’s words had shaken Kynes.


  “This is nonsense,” Kynes said. “You’re just a boy and . . .”


  “I’m a Duke,” Paul said. “I’m an Atreides. No Atreides has ever broken such a bond.”


  Kynes swallowed.


  “When I say totally,” Paul said, “I mean without reservation. I would give my life for you.”


  “Sire!” Kynes said, and the word was torn from him, but Jessica saw that he was not speaking now to a boy of fifteen, but to a man, to a superior. Now, Kynes meant the word.


  In this moment he’d give his life for Paul, she thought. How do the Atreides accomplish this thing so quickly, so easily?


  “I know you mean this,” Kynes said. “Yet the Harkon . . .”


  The door behind Paul slammed open. He whirled to see reeling violence—shouting, the clash of steel, wax-image faces grimacing in the passage.


  With his mother beside him, Paul leaped for the door, seeing Idaho blocking the passage, his blood-pitted eyes there visible through a shield blur, claw hands beyond him, arcs of steel chopping futilely at the shield. There was the orange fire-mouth of a stunner repelled by the shield. Idaho’s blades were through it all, flicking-flicking, red dripping from them.


  Then Kynes was beside Paul and they forced the door closed.


  Paul had one last glimpse of Idaho standing against a swarm of Harkonnen uniforms—his jerking, controlled staggers, the black goat hair with a red blossom of death in it. Then the door was closed and there came a snick as Kynes threw the bolts.


  “I appear to’ve decided,” Kynes said.


  “Someone detected your machinery before it was shut down,” Paul said. He pulled his mother away from the door, met the despair in her eyes.


  “I should’ve suspected trouble when the coffee failed to arrive,” Kynes said.


  “You’ve a bolt hole out of here,” Paul said. “Shall we use it?”


  Kynes took a deep breath, said: “This door should hold for at least twenty minutes against everything but a lasgun.”


  “They’ll not use a lasgun for fear we’ve shields on this side,” Paul said.


  “Those were Sardaukar in Harkonnen uniform,” Jessica whispered.


  They could hear pounding on the door now, rhythmic blows.


  Kynes indicated the cabinets against the right-hand wall, said: “This way.” He crossed to the first cabinet, opened a drawer, manipulated a handle within it. The entire wall of cabinets swung open to expose the black mouth of a tunnel. “This door also is plasteel,” Kynes said.


  “You were well prepared,” Jessica said.


  “We lived under the Harkonnens for eighty years,” Kynes said. He herded them into the darkness, closed the door.


  In the sudden blackness, Jessica saw a luminous arrow on the floor ahead of her.


  Kynes’ voice came from behind them: “We’ll separate here. This wall is tougher. It’ll stand for at least an hour. Follow the arrows like that one on the floor. They’ll be extinguished by your passage. They lead through a maze to another exit where I’ve secreted a ’thopter. There’s a storm across the desert tonight. Your only hope is to run for that storm, dive into the top of it, ride with it. My people have done this in stealing ’thopters. If you stay high in the storm, you’ll survive.”


  “What of you?” Paul asked.


  “I’ll try to escape another way. If I’m captured . . . well, I’m still Imperial Planetologist. I can say I was your captive.”


  Running like cowards, Paul thought. But how else can I live to avenge my father? He turned to face the door.


  Jessica heard him move, said: “Duncan’s dead, Paul. You saw the wound. You can do nothing for him.”


  “I’ll take full payment for all of these one day,” Paul said.


  “Not unless you hurry now,” Kynes said.


  Paul felt the man’s hand on his shoulder.


  “Where will we meet, Kynes?” Paul asked.


  “I’ll send the Fremen searching for you. The storm’s path is known. Hurry now, and the Great Mother give you speed and luck.”


  They heard him go, a scrambling in the blackness.


  Jessica found Paul’s hand, pulled him gently. “We must not get separated,” she said.


  “Yes.”


  He followed her across the first arrow, seeing it go black as they touched it. Another arrow beckoned ahead.


  They crossed it, saw it extinguish itself, saw another arrow ahead.


  They were running now.


  Plans within plans within plans within plans, Jessica thought. Have we become part of someone else’s plan now?


  The arrows led them around turnings, past side openings dimly sensed in the faint luminescence. Their way slanted first downward then up and up. They came finally to steep steps, rounded a corner and were brought short by a glowing wall with a dark handle visible in its center.


  Paul pressed the handle.


  The wall swung away. Light flared to reveal a rock-hewn cavern with an ornithopter squatting in its center. A gray wall with a doorsign on it loomed in front of the aircraft.


  “Where did Kynes go?” Jessica asked.


  “He did what any good guerrilla leader would,” Paul said. “He split us into two parties and arranged that he couldn’t reveal where we are if he’s captured. He won’t really know.”


  Paul drew her into the room, noted how their feet kicked up dust.


  “No one’s been here for a long time,” he said.


  He released her hand, crossed to the ornithopter’s left door, opened it and secured his pack in the rear. “Proximity mask on this ship,” he said. “Kynes is thorough. The instrument panel has remote controls for door and lights.”


  Jessica leaned against the craft’s opposite side, catching her breath.


  “The Harkonnens will have a covering force over this area,” she said. She consulted her direction sense, pointed right: “The storm’s that way.”


  Paul nodded, fighting an abrupt reluctance to move. He knew its source, knew he had to overcome it. Somewhere this night he had passed a decision-nexus. He had taken a turning into the deep unknown. He knew the Time-region surrounding him, but his now-point existed in a state of suspension. It was as though he had gone down into a deep valley. Countless paths led upward out of the valley and some of them might carry him over and into a real future . . . but many would not.


  Now, he could only rely on his training and the numberless experiences of the possible through which he had lived in prescience.


  “The longer we wait the better prepared they’ll be,” Jessica said.


  “Get in and strap yourself down,” he said.


  He joined her in the ornithopter, absorbing with a sense of shock the realization that the more reliance he placed on prescient “memory,” the weaker he became during a real-time emergency. He must rely instead on the weight of experience his prescience gave him and deal with the “now” from a position of immediate ability.


  “If you rely only on your eyes, your other senses weaken,” went the Bene Gesserit axiom. He took it to himself now, promising never again to fall into such a trap.


  Paul fastened his safety harness, saw that his mother was secured, checked the aircraft. Its wings were at full spread, their delicate metal interleavings fanned to the extreme. He touched the retractor, watched the wings shorten for jet takeoff the way Gurney Halleck had taught him. Instrument dials came alive as he touched the starter. The turbines hissed.


  “Here we go,” he said.


  He touched the light control. Darkness blanketed them.


  His hand was a shadow against luminous dials as he tripped the remote control for the door. Grating sounded. A cascade of sand swished away to silence ahead of them. A dusty breeze touched Paul’s cheeks. He closed his door, feeling the sudden pressure.


  A wide patch of dust-blurred stars framed in angular darkness appeared where the door-wall had been. Starlight defined a shelf beyond, a suggesting of sand ripples.


  Paul depressed the glowing action-sequence switch on his panel. The wings snapped back and down, hurling the ’thopter out of its nest. Power surged from the jetpods as the wings locked into lift attitude.


  They came out over rocks, silver-frosted angles and outcroppings in the starlight. The dust-reddened second moon showed itself above the horizon to their right, defining the ribbon trail of the storm.


  Paul’s hands danced over the controls. Wings snicked in to become beetle stubs. G-force pulled at their flesh as the craft came around in a tight bank.


  “Jetflares behind us!” Jessica said.


  “I saw them.”


  He slammed the power arm full forward.


  The ’thopter leaped like a frightened animal beneath them, surged southwest toward the storm and the great curve of desert. In the near distance, Paul saw scattered shadows telling where the line of rocks ended, the basement complex sinking beneath the dunes. Beyond, stretched moonlighted fingernail shadows—dunes diminishing one into another.


  And above the horizon climbed the flat immensity of the storm like a wall against the stars.


  Something jarred the ’thopter.


  “Shellburst!” Jessica gasped. “They’re using some kind of projectile weapon.”


  She saw a sudden animal grin on Paul’s face. “They seem to be avoiding their lasguns,” he said.


  “But we have no shields!”


  “Do they know that?”


  Again the ’thopter shuddered.


  Paul twisted to peer back. “Only one of them appears to be fast enough to keep up with us.”


  He returned his attention to their course, watching the storm wall grow high in front of them. It loomed like a tangible solid there.


  “Projectile launchers, rockets, all the ancient weaponry—that’s one thing we’ll give the Fremen,” Paul whispered. “The storm,” Jessica said. “Hadn’t you better turn?”


  “What about the ship behind us?”


  “He’s pulling up.”


  “Now!”


  Paul stubbed the wings as tightly as they would go, banked hard left into the deceptively slow boiling of the storm wall, felt his cheeks pull in the G-force.


  They appeared to glide into a slow clouding of dust that grew heavier and heavier until it blotted out the desert, the moon, all external shape. The aircraft became a long, horizontal whisper of darkness lighted only by the green luminosity of the instrument panel.


  Through Jessica’s mind flashed all the warnings about such storms—that they cut metal like butter, etched flesh to bones and ate away the bones. She felt the buffeting of dust-blanketed wind. It twisted them as Paul fought the controls. She saw him chop the power, felt the ship buck. The metal around them hissed and trembled.


  “Sand!” Jessica shouted.


  She saw the negative shake of his head in the light from the panel. “Not much sand this high.”


  But she could feel them sinking deeper into the maelstrom.


  Paul sent the wings to their full soaring length, heard them creak with the strain. He kept his eyes fixed on the instruments, gliding by instinct, fighting for altitude. The sound of their passage diminished.


  The ’thopter began rolling off to the left. Paul focused on the glowing globe within the attitude curve, fought his craft back to level flight.


  Jessica had the eerie feeling that they were standing still, that all motion was external. A vague tan flowing against the windows, a rumbling hiss reminded her of the powers around them.


  Winds to seven or eight hundred kilometers an hour, she thought. Adrenalin edginess began to gnaw at her. I must not fear, she told herself, mouthing the words of the Bene Gesserit litany. Fear is the mind-killer.


  Slowly, her long years of training prevailed.


  Calmness returned.


  “We have the tiger by the tail,” Paul whispered. “We can’t go down, can’t land. . . and I don’t think I can lift us out of this. We’ll have to ride it out.”


  Calmness poured out of her. Jessica felt her teeth chattering, clamped them together. Then she heard Paul’s voice low and controlled reciting the litany:


  “Fear is the mind-killer. Fear is the little death that brings total obliteration. I will face my fear. I will permit it to pass over me and through me. And when it has gone past me I will turn to see fear’s path. Where the fear has gone there will be nothing. Only I will remain.”


  IV


  
    What do you despise? By this are you truly known.


    “Manual of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  “They are dead, Baron,” said Iakin Nefud, the guard captain. “Both the woman and the boy are certainly dead.”


  The Baron Vladimir Harkonnen sat up in the sleep suspensors of his private quarters. Beyond these quarters and enclosing him like a multi-shelled egg stretched the space frigate he had grounded on Arrakis as command post in the planet’s subjugation. Here in his quarters, though, the ship’s harsh metal was disguised with draperies, with fabric paddings and rare art objects.


  “It is a certainty,” the guard captain said. “They are dead.”


  The Baron shifted his gross body in the suspensors, focused his attention on a statue of a leaping boy in a niche across the room. Sleep faded from him. He straightened the padded suspensor beneath the fat folds of his neck, stared across the single glowglobe of his bedchamber to the doorway where Captain Nefud stood blocked by the pentashield.


  “They’re certainly dead, Baron,” the man repeated.


  The Baron noted the trace of semute dullness in Nefud’s eyes. It was obvious the man had been deep within the drug’s rapture when he received this report, and had stopped only to take the antidote before rushing here.


  “I have a full report,” Nefud said.


  Let him sweat a little, the Baron thought. One must always keep the tools of statecraft sharp and ready. Power and fear—sharp and ready.


  “Have you seen their bodies?” the Baron rumbled.


  Nefud hesitated.


  “Well?”


  “M’Lord . . . they were seen to dive into a sandstorm . . . winds over eight hundred kilometers. Nothing survives such a storm, M’Lord. Nothing! One of our own craft was destroyed in the pursuit.”


  The Baron stared at Nefud, noting the nervous twitch in the scissor line of the man’s jaw muscles, the way the chin moved as Nefud swallowed.


  “You have seen the bodies?” the Baron asked. “M’Lord . . .”


  “For what purpose do you come here rattling your armor?” the Baron roared. “To tell me a thing is certain when it is not? Do you think I’ll praise you for such stupidity, give you another promotion?”


  Nefud’s face went bone pale.


  Look at that chicken, the Baron thought. I am surrounded by such useless clods. If I scattered sand before this creature and told him it was grain, he’d peck at it.


  “The man Idaho led us to them, then?” the Baron asked.


  “Yes, M’Lord!”


  Look how he blurts out his answer, the Baron thought. He said: “They were attempting to flee to the Fremen, eh?”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “Is there more to this . . . report?”


  “The Imperial Planetologist, Kynes, is involved, M’Lord. Idaho joined this Kynes under mysterious circumstances . . . I might even say suspicious circumstances.”


  “So?”


  “They . . . ahh, fled together to a place in the desert where it’s apparent the boy and his mother were hiding. In the excitement of the chase, several of our groups were caught in a lasgun-shield explosion.”


  “How many did we lose?”


  “I’m . . . ahh, not sure yet, M’Lord.”


  He’s lying, the Baron thought. It must’ve been bad. “The Imperial lackey, this Kynes,” the Baron said. “He was playing a double game, eh?”


  “I’d stake my reputation on it, M’Lord.”


  His reputation!


  “Have the man killed,” the Baron said.


  “M’Lord! Kynes is the Imperial Planetologist, His Majesty’s own serv . . .”


  “Make it look like an accident, then!”


  “M’Lord, there were Sardaukar with our forces in the subjugation of this Fremen nest. They have Kynes in custody now.”


  “Get him away from them. Say I wish to question him.”


  “If they demur?”


  “They will not if you handle it correctly.”


  Nefud swallowed. “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “The man must die,” the Baron rumbled. “He tried to help my enemies.”


  Nefud shifted from one foot to the other.


  “Well?”


  “M’Lord, the Sardaukar have . . . two persons in custody who might be of interest to you. They’ve caught the Duke’s Master of Assassins.”


  “Hawat? Thufir Hawat?”


  “I’ve seen the captive myself, M’Lord. ’Tis Hawat.”


  “I’d not’ve believed it possible!”


  “They say he was knocked out by a stunner, M’Lord. In the desert where he couldn’t use his shield. He’s virtually unharmed. If we can get our hands on him, he’ll provide great sport.”


  “This is a Mentat you speak of,” the Baron growled. “One doesn’t waste a Mentat. Has he spoken? What does he say of his defeat? Could he know the extent of . . . but no.”


  “He has spoken only enough, M’Lord, to reveal his belief that the Lady Jessica was his betrayer.”


  The Baron sank back, thinking; then: “You’re sure? It’s the Lady Jessica who attracts his anger?”


  “He said it in my presence, M’Lord.”


  “Let him think she’s alive, then.”


  “But, M’Lord . . .”


  “Be quiet. I wish Hawat treated kindly. He must be told nothing of the late Dr. Yueh, his true betrayer. Let it be said that Yueh died defending his Duke. In a way, this may even be true. We will, instead, feed his suspicions against the Lady Jessica.”


  “M’Lord, I don’t . . .”


  “The way to control and direct a Mentat, Nefud, is through his information. False information—false results.”


  “Yes, M’Lord, but . . .”


  “Is Hawat hungry? Thirsty?”


  “M’Lord, Hawat’s still in the hands of the Sardaukar!”


  “Yes. Indeed, yes. But the Sardaukar will be as anxious to get information from Hawat as I am. I’ve noticed a thing about our allies, Nefud. They’re not very devious . . . politically. I do believe this is a deliberate thing; the Emperor wants it that way. Yes. I do believe it. You will remind the Sardaukar commander of my renown at obtaining information from reluctant subjects.”


  Nefud looked unhappy. “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “You will tell the Sardaukar commander that I wish to question both Hawat and this Kynes at the same time, playing one off against the other. He can understand that much, I think.”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “And once we have them in our hands . . .”


  The Baron nodded.


  “M’Lord, the Sardaukar will want an observer with you during any . . . questioning.”


  “Pm sure we can produce an emergency to draw off any unwanted observers, Nefud.”


  “I understand, M’Lord. That’s when Kynes can have his accident.”


  “Both Kynes and Hawat will have accidents then, Nefud. But only Kynes will have a real accident. It’s Hawat I want. Yes. Ah, yes.”


  Nefud blinked, swallowed. He appeared about to ask a question, but remained silent.


  “Hawat will be given both food and drink,” the Baron said. “Treated with kindness, with sympathy. In his water you will administer the residual poison developed by the late Piter de Vries. And you will see that the antidote becomes a regular part of Hawat’s diet from this point on . . . unless I say otherwise.”


  “The antidote, yes.” Nefud shook his head. “But . . .”


  “Don’t be dense, Nefud. The Duke almost killed me with a poison-capsule tooth. The gas he exhaled into my presence deprived me of my most valuable Mentat, Piter. I need a replacement.”


  “Hawat?”


  “Hawat.”


  “But . . .”


  “You’re going to say Hawat’s completely loyal to the Atreides. True, but the Atreides are dead. We will woo him. He must be convinced he’s not to blame for the Duke’s demise. It was all the doing of that Bene Gesserit witch. He had an inferior master, one whose reason was clouded by emotion. Mentats admire the ability to calculate without emotion, Nefud. We will woo the formidable Thufir Hawat.”


  “Woo him. Yes, M’Lord.”


  “Hawat, unfortunately, had a master whose resources were poor, one who could not elevate a Mentat to the sublime peaks of reasoning that are a Mentat’s right. Hawat will see a certain element of truth in this. The Duke couldn’t afford the most efficient spies to provide this Mentat with the required information.” The Baron stared at Nefud. “Let us never deceive ourselves, Nefud. The truth is a powerful weapon. We know how we overwhelmed the Atreides. Hawat knows, too. We did it with wealth.”


  “With wealth. Yes, M’Lord.”


  “We will woo Hawat,” the Baron said. “We will hide him from the Sardaukar. And we will hold in reserve . . . the withdrawal of the antidote for the poison. There’s no way of removing the residual poison. And, Nefud, Hawat need never suspect. The antidote will not betray itself to a poison snooper. Hawat can scan his food as he pleases and detect no trace of poison.”


  Nefud’s eyes opened wide with understanding.


  “The absence of a thing,” the Baron said, “this can be as deadly as the presence. The absence of air, eh? The absence of water? The absence of anything else we’re addicted to.” The Baron nodded. “You understand?” Nefud swallowed. “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “Then get busy. Find the Sardaukar commander and set things in motion.”


  “At once, M’Lord.” Nefud bowed, turned and hurried away.


  Hawat by my side! the Baron thought. The Sardaukar will give him to me. If they suspect anything at all, it’s that I wish to destroy the Mentat. And this suspicion I’ll confirm! The fools! One of the most formidable Mentats in all history, a Mentat trained to kill, and they’ll toss him to me like some silly toy to be broken. I will show them what use can be made of such a toy.


  The Baron reached beneath a drapery beside his suspensor bed, pressed a button to summon his elder nephew, Rabban. He sat back, smiling.


  And all the Atreides dead!


  The stupid guard captain had been right, of course. Certainly, nothing survived in the path of a sandblast storm on Arrakis. Not an ornithopter . . . nor its occupants. The woman and the boy were dead. The bribes in the right places, the unthinkable expenditure to bring overwhelming military force down onto one planet . . . all the sly reports tailored for the Emperor’s ears alone, all the careful scheming were here at last coming to full fruition.


  Power and fear—fear and power!


  The Baron could see the path ahead of him. One day, a Harkonnen would be Emperor. Not himself, and no spawn of his loins. But a Harkonnen. Not this Rabban he’d summoned, of course. But Rabban’s youngest brother, young Feyd-Rautha. There was a sharpness to the boy that the Baron enjoyed . . . a ferocity.


  A lovely boy, the Baron thought. A year or two more—say, by the time he’s seventeen, I’ll know for certain whether he’s the tool that House Harkonnen requires to gain the throne.


  “M’Lord Baron.”


  The man who stood outside the doorfield of the Baron’s bedchamber was low-built, gross of face and body, with the Harkonnen paternal-line’s narrow-set eyes and bulge of shoulders. There was yet some rigidity in his fat, but it was obvious to the eye that he’d come one day to the portable suspensors for carrying his excess weight.


  A muscle-minded tank-brain, the Baron thought. No Mentat, my nephew . . . not a Piter de Vries, but perhaps something more precisely devised for the task at hand. If I give him freedom to do it, he’ll grind over everything in his path. Oh, how he’ll be hated here on Arrakis!


  “My dear Rabban,” the Baron said. He released the doorfield, but pointedly kept his body shield at full strength, knowing that the shimmer of it would be visible above the bedside glowglobe.


  “You summoned me,” Rabban said. He stepped into the room, flicked a glance past the air disturbance of the body shield, searched for a suspensor chair, found none.


  “Stand closer where I can see you easily,” the Baron said.


  Rabban advanced another step, thinking that the damnable old man had deliberately removed all chairs, forcing a visitor to stand.


  “The Atreides are dead,” the Baron said. “The last of them. That’s why I summoned you here to Arrakis. This planet is again yours.”


  Rabban blinked. “But I thought you were going to advance Piter de Vries to the . . .”


  “Piter, too, is dead.”


  “Piter?”


  “Piter.”


  The Baron reactivated the doorfield, blanked it against all energy penetration.


  “You finally tired of him, eh?” Rabban asked.


  His voice fell flat and lifeless in the energy-blanketed room.


  “I will say a thing to you just this once,” the Baron rumbled. “You insinuate that I obliterated Piter as one obliterates a trifle.” He snapped fat fingers. “Just like that, eh? I am not so stupid, nephew. I will take it unkindly of you if ever again you suggest by word or action that I am so stupid.”


  Fear showed in the squinting of Rabban’s eyes. He knew within certain limits how far the old Baron would go against Family. Seldom to the point of death unless there were outrageous profit or provocation in it. But Family punishments could be painful.


  “Forgive me, M’Lord Baron,” Rabban said. He lowered his eyes as much to hide his own anger as to show subservience.


  “You do not fool me, Rabban,” the Baron said.


  Rabban kept his eyes lowered, swallowed.


  “I make a point,” the Baron said. “Never obliterate a man unthinking, the way an entire fief might do it through some due process of law. Always do it for an overriding purpose—and know your purpose!”


  Anger spoke in Rabban: “But you obliterated the traitor, Yueh! I saw his body being carried out as I arrived last night.”


  Rabban stared at his uncle, suddenly frightened by the sound of those words.


  But the Baron smiled. “I’m very careful about dangerous weapons,” he said. “Yueh was a traitor. He gave me the Duke.” Strength poured into the Baron’s voice. “I suborned a doctor of the Suk School! The Inner School! You hear, boy? But that’s a wild sort of weapon to leave lying about. I certainly didn’t obliterate him casually.”


  “Does the Emperor know you suborned a Suk doctor?”


  That was a penetrating question, the Baron thought. Have I misjudged this nephew?


  “The Emperor doesn’t know it yet,” the Baron said. “But his Sardaukar are sure to report it to him. Before that happens, though, I’ll have my own report in his hands through CHOAM Company channels. I will explain that I luckily discovered a doctor who pretended to the conditioning. A false doctor, you understand? Since everyone knows you cannot counter the conditioning of a Suk School, this will be accepted.”


  “Ahhh, I see,” Rabban murmured.


  And the Baron thought: Indeed, I hope you do see.


  I hope you do see how vital it is that this remain secret. The Baron suddenly wondered at himself. Why did I do that? Why did I boast to this fool nephew of mine—the nephew I must use and discard? The Baron felt anger at himself. He felt betrayed.


  “It must be kept secret,” Rabban said. “I understand.” The Baron sighed. “I give you different instructions about Arrakis this time, nephew. When last you ruled this place, I held you in strong rein. This time, I have only one requirement.”


  “M’Lord?”


  “Income.”


  “Income?”


  “Have you any idea, Rabban, how much we spent to bring such military force to bear on the Atreides? Do you have even the first inkling of how much the Guild charges for military transport?”


  “Expensive, eh?”


  “Expensive!”


  The Baron shot a fat arm toward Rabban. “If you squeeze Arrakis for every cent it can give us for sixty years, you’ll just barely repay us!”


  Rabban opened his mouth, closed it without speaking. “Expensive,” the Baron sneered. “The damnable Guild monopoly on space would’ve ruined us if I hadn’t planned for this expense long ago. You should know, Rabban, that we bore the entire brunt of it. We even paid for transport of the Sardaukar.”


  “Income, then,” Rabban said.


  The Baron lowered his arm, made a fist. “You must squeeze.”


  “And I may do anything I wish as long as I squeeze?”


  “Anything.”


  “The cannons you brought,” Rabban said. “Could I . . .”


  “I’m removing them,” the Baron said.


  “But you . . .”


  “You won’t need such toys. They were a special innovation and are now useless. We need the metal. They cannot go against a shield, Rabban. They were merely the unexpected. It was predictable that the Duke’s men would retreat into cliff caves on this abominable planet. Our cannon merely sealed them in.”


  “The Fremen don’t use shields.”


  “You may keep some lasguns if you wish.”


  “Yes, M’Lord. And I have a free hand.”


  “As long as you squeeze.”


  Rabban’s smile was gloating. “I understand perfectly, M’Lord.”


  “You understand nothing perfectly,” the Baron growled. “Let us have that clear at the outset. What you do understand is how to carry out my orders. Has it occurred to you that there are at least five million persons on this planet?”


  “Does M’Lord forget that I was his regent here before? And if M’Lord will forgive me, his estimate may be low. It’s difficult to count a population scattered among sinks and pans the way they are here. And when you consider the Fremen of. . .”


  “The Fremen aren’t worth considering!”


  “Forgive me, M’Lord, but the Sardaukar believe otherwise.”


  The Baron hesitated, staring at his nephew. “You know something?”


  “M’Lord had retired when I arrived last night. I . . . ah, took the liberty of contacting some of my lieutenants from . . . ah, before. They’ve been acting as guides to the Sardaukar. They report that a Fremen band ambushed a Sardaukar force somewhere southeast of here and wiped it out.”


  “Wiped out a Sardaukar force?”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “Impossible!”


  Rabban shrugged.


  “Fremen defeating Sardaukar,” the Baron sneered.


  “I repeat only what was reported to me,” Rabban said. “It is said this Fremen force already had captured the Duke’s redoubtable Thufir Hawat.”


  “Ahhhhhh.”


  The Baron nodded, smiling.


  “I believe the report,” Rabban said. “You’ve no idea what a problem the Fremen were to me here.”


  “Perhaps, but these weren’t Fremen your lieutenants saw. They must’ve been Atreides men trained by Hawat and disguised as Fremen. It’s really the only possible answer.”


  Again, Rabban shrugged. “Well, the Sardaukar think they were Fremen. The Sardaukar already have launched a program to wipe out all Fremen.”


  “Good!”


  “But . . .”


  “It’ll keep the Sardaukar occupied. And we’ll soon have Hawat. I know it! I can feel it! Ahh, this has been a day! The Sardaukar off hunting a few useless desert bands while we get the real prize!”


  “M’Lord . . .” Rabban hesitated, frowning. “I’ve always felt that we underestimated the Fremen, both in numbers and in . . .”


  “Ignore them, boy! They’re rabble. It’s the populous towns, cities and villages that concern us. A great many people there, eh?”


  “A great many, M’Lord.”


  “They worry me, Rabban.”


  “Worry you?”


  “Oh . . . ninety per cent of them are of no concern. But there are always a few. . . Houses Minor and so on, people of ambition who might try a dangerous thing. If one of them should get off Arrakis with an unpleasant story about what happened here, I’d be most displeased. Have you any ideas how displeased I’d be?”


  Rabban swallowed.


  “You must take immediate measures to hold a hostage from each House Minor,” the Baron said. “As far as anyone off Arrakis must learn, this was straightforward House-to-House battle. The Sardaukar had no part in it, you understand? The Duke was offered the usual quarter and exile, but he died in an unfortunate accident before he could accept. He was about to accept, though.


  That is the story. And any rumor that there were Sardaukar here, it must be laughed at.”


  “As the Emperor wishes it,” Rabban said.


  “As the Emperor wishes it.”


  “What about the smugglers?”


  “No one believes smugglers, Rabban. They are tolerated, but not believed. At any rate, you’ll be spreading some bribes in that quarter . . . and other measures which I’m sure you can think of.”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “Two things from Arrakis, then, Rabban: income and a merciless fist. You must show no mercy here. Think of these clods as what they are—Scythians and Celts, slaves envious of their masters and waiting only the opportunity to rebel. Not the slightest vestige of pity or mercy must you show them.”


  “Can one exterminate an entire planet?” Rabban asked. “Exterminate?” Surprise showed in the swift turning of the Baron’s head. “Who said anything about exterminating?”


  “Well, I presumed you were going to bring in new stock and . . .”


  “I said squeeze, nephew, not exterminate. Don’t waste the population, merely drive them into utter submission. You must be the carnivore, my boy.” He smiled, a baby’s expression in the dimple-fat face. “A carnivore never stops. Show no mercy. Never stop. Mercy is chimera. It can be defeated by the stomach rumbling its hunger, by the throat crying its thirst. You must be always hungry and thirsty.” The Baron caressed his bulges beneath the suspensors. “Like me.”


  “I see, M’Lord.”


  Rabban swung his gaze left and right.


  “It’s all clear then, nephew?”


  “Except for one thing, uncle: the Planetologist, Kynes.”


  “Ahh, yes, Kynes.”


  “He’s the Emperor’s man, M’Lord. He can come and go as he pleases. And he’s very close to the Fremen . . . married one.”


  “Kynes will be dead by tomorrow’s nightfall.”


  “That’s dangerous work, uncle, killing an Imperial servant.”


  “How do you think I’ve come this far this quickly?” the Baron demanded. His voice was low, charged with unspeakable adjectives. “Besides, you need never have feared Kynes would leave Arrakis. You’re forgetting that he’s addicted to the spice.”


  “Of course!”


  “Those who know will do nothing to endanger their supply,” the Baron said. “Kynes certainly must know.”


  “I forgot,” Rabban said.


  They stared at each other in silence.


  Presently, the Baron said: “Incidentally, you will make my own supply one of your first concerns. I’ve quite a stockpile of private stuff, but a suicide raid by the Duke’s men got most of what we’d stored for sale.”


  Rabban nodded. “Yes, M’Lord.”


  The Baron brightened. “Now, tomorrow morning, you will assemble what remains of organization here and you’ll say to them: ‘Our Sublime Padishah Emperor has charged me to take possession of this planet and end all dispute.’ ”


  “I understand, M’Lord.”


  “This time, I’m sure you do. We will discuss it in more detail tomorrow. Now, leave me to finish my sleep.” The Baron deactivated his doorfield, watched his nephew out of sight.


  A tank-brain, the Baron thought. Muscle-minded tank-brain. They will be bloody pulp here when he’s through with them. Then, when I send in Feyd-Rautha to take the load off them, they’ll cheer their rescuer. Beloved Feyd-Rautha. Benign Feyd Rautha, the compassionate one who saves them from a beast. Feyd-Rautha, a man to follow and die for. The boy will know by that time how to oppress with impunity. I’m sure he’s the one we need. He’ll learn. And such a lovely body. Really, a lovely boy.


  V


  
    At the age fifteen, he already had learned silence.


    “A Child’s History of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  As Paul fought the ’thopter’s controls, he grew aware that he was sorting out the interwoven storm forces, his more-than-Mentat awareness computing on the basis of fractional minutae. He felt dust fronts, billowings, mixings of turbulence, an occasional vortex.


  The cabin interior was an angry box lighted by the green radiance of instrument dials. The tan flow of dust outside appeared featureless, but his inner sense began to see through the curtain.


  I must find the right vortex, he thought.


  For a long time now he had sensed the storm’s power diminishing, but still it shook them. He waited out another turbulence.


  The vortex began as an abrupt billowing that rattled the entire ship. Paul defied all fear to bank the ’thopter left.


  Jessica saw the maneuver first on the attitude globe.


  “Paul!” she screamed.


  The vortex turned them, twisting, tipping. It lifted the ’thopter like a chip on a geyser, spewed them up and out—a winged speck within a core of winding dust lighted by the second moon.
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  Paul looked down, saw the dust-defined pillar of hot wind that had disgorged them, saw the dying storm trailing away like a dry river into the desert—moon-gray motion growing smaller and smaller below as they rode the updraft.


  “We’re out of it,” Jessica whispered.


  Paul turned their craft away and out of the dust in swooping rhythm while he scanned the night sky.


  “We’ve given them the slip,” he said.


  Jessica felt her heart pounding. She forced a return to calmness, stared at the diminishing storm. Her time sense told her they had ridden within that elemental force for almost four hours, but part of her mind computed it as a lifetime.


  Like the litany, she thought. We faced that force and did not resist. The storm passed through us and around us. It is gone, but we remain.


  “I don’t like the sound of our wings,” Paul said. “We took some damage.”


  He felt the grating, injured flight through his hands on the controls, and thought: I am out of the storm, but I’m still not out into the full prescient future. This is still blind Time. Yet he sensed himself trembling on the verge of revelation, as though the slightest push would tumble him into new awareness.


  Paul shivered.


  The inner sensation held magnetic terror, and he found himself caught on the puzzle of this trembling awareness. Cortical changes were taking place slowly and inexorably within him, he knew, as he absorbed the experiences of the possible future, as he became the lives he had lived. The spice-saturated diet played its part in the change. He knew this. But he felt also that he was a tool of the Bene Gesserit litany, that the words carried their own mystic power.


  “I shall not fear . . .”


  Cause and Effect. He was alive despite malignant forces and it could not have been without the litany’s magic.


  Words from the Orange Catholic Bible rang through his memory: “What senses do we lack that we cannot see or hear another world all around us?”


  “There’s rock all around,” Jessica said. Paul focused on the ’thopter’s lurching, shook his head to clear it. He looked around, saw uplifting rock shapes black on the sand ahead and to the right. He grew aware of wind around his ankles, stirring of dust in the cabin. There was a hole in the craft somewhere, more of the storm’s damage.


  “Try to set us down on sand,” Jessica said. “The wings may not take full brake.”


  He gestured toward a place ahead where sandblasted ridges lifted into moonlight above the dunes. “I’ll set us down near those rocks. Check your safety harness.”


  She obeyed, thinking: We’ve water and stillsuits. Fremen live out here. What they can do we can do.


  “Run for those rocks the instant we’re stopped,” Paul said. “I’ll bring the pack.”


  “Run for . . .” She fell silent, then: “Yes . . . the worms.”


  “Our friends, the worms,” he corrected her. “They’ll get this ’thopter. There’ll be no trace of where we landed.”


  How ruthlessly direct his thinking is, she thought. And for the first time, she focused her attention in the full Bene Gesserit Way on the implications of the changes in Paul—the old-man maturity his actions reflected. She was suddenly terrified by the weight of infinite futures in his manner.


  Their ornithopter glided lower. A rushing sense of motion dominated their passage—blurred shadows of dunes, rocks lifting like islands. The aircraft touched a dune top with a soft lurch, skipped a sand valley, touched another dune.


  He’s killing our speed against the sand, Jessica thought. And she permitted herself to admire his competence, letting this ease the fear of him.


  “Brace yourself!” Paul warned.


  He pulled back on the wing brakes, gently at first, then harder and harder. He felt them cup the air, their aspect ratio dropping faster and faster. Wind screamed through the lapped coverts and primaries of the wings’ leaves.


  Abruptly, with only the faintest lurch of warning, the left wing—weakened by the storm—twisted upward and inward, slamming across the side of the ’thopter. The craft skidded across a dune top, twisting to the left. It tumbled down the opposite face to bury its nose in the next dune amid a cascade of sand. They lay stopped on the broken wing side, the right wing pointing toward the stars.


  Paul jerked off his safety harness, hurled himself upward across his mother, wrenching the door open. Sand poured around them into the cabin, bringing a dry smell of burned flint. He grabbed the pack from the rear, saw that his mother was free of her harness. She stepped up onto the side of the right-hand seat and out onto the ’thopter’s metal skin. Paul followed, dragging the pack by its straps.


  “Run!” he ordered.


  He pointed up the dune face and beyond it where they could see a rock tower undercut by sandblast winds.


  Jessica leaped off the ’thopter and ran, scrambling and sliding up the dune. She heard Paul’s panting progress behind. They came out onto a sand ridge that curved away toward the rocks.


  “Follow the ridge,” Paul ordered. “It’ll be faster.”


  They slogged toward the rocks, sand gripping their feet.


  A new sound began to impress itself on them: a muted whisper, a hissing, an abrasive slithering.


  “Worm,” Paul said.


  It grew louder.


  “Faster!” Paul gasped.


  The first rock shingle, like a beach slanting from the sand, lay no more than ten meters ahead when they heard metal crunch and shatter behind them.


  Paul shifted his pack to his right arm, holding it by the straps. It slapped his side as he ran. He took his mother’s arm with his other hand. They scrambled onto the lifting rock, up a pebble-littered surface through a twisted, wind-carved channel. Breath came dry and gasping in their throats.


  “I can’t run any farther,” Jessica panted.


  Paul stopped, pressed her into a gut of rock, turned and looked down onto the desert. A mound-in-motion ran parallel to their rock island—moonlighted ripples, sand waves, a cresting burrow almost level with Paul’s eyes at a distance of about a kilometer. The flattened dunes of its track curved once—a short loop crossing the patch of desert where they had abandoned their wrecked ornithopter.


  Where the worm had been there was no sign of the aircraft.


  The burrow mound moved outward into the desert, coursed back across its own patch, questing.


  “It’s bigger than a Guild spaceship,” Paul whispered. “I was told worms grew large in the deep desert, but I didn’t realize . . . how big.”


  “Nor I,” Jessica breathed.


  Again, the thing turned out away from the rocks, sped now with a curving track toward the horizon. They listened until the sound of its passage was lost in gentle sand stirrings around them.


  Paul took a deep breath, looked up at the moon-frosted escarpment, and quoted from the Kitab al-Ibar: “Travel by night and rest in black shade through the day.” He looked at his mother. “We still have a few hours of night left. Can you go on?”


  “In a moment.”


  Paul stepped onto the rock shingle, shouldered the pack, adjusted its straps. For a moment, he studied the paracompass.


  “Whenever you’re ready,” he said.


  She pushed herself away from the rock, testing her reservoir of returned strength. “South?”


  “Yes. We’ll stick to this ridge.”


  “Deeper into the desert,” she said, and she thought: We’ve a causeway through the worm-guarded sand.


  “The Fremen desert,” Paul whispered.


  He hesitated, shaken by remembered high-relief imagery out of a prescient vision from far away Caladan. He had looked out of the then/present onto Time’s patterns and seen this desert. But the set of that vision had been subtly different. It was like an optical image that had disappeared into his consciousness, been absorbed by memory, and now failed of perfect registry when projected onto the real scene. The vision was shifted, as though it approached him from a different angle while he remained motionless.


  Idaho was with us in that vision, he remembered. Now, Idaho is dead.


  “Do you see a way to go?” Jessica asked.


  “No,” he said, “but we’ll go anyway.”


  And again he cautioned himself to rely on the lessons learned from the infinite experiences of the future and not to put his confidence in the visions themselves.


  This gave him a measure of confidence. He settled his shoulders in the pack, set out up a sand-carved channel in the rock. This opened onto a moonlighted rock floor with benched ledges climbing to the south.


  Jessica followed as Paul clambered onto the first ledge.


  She noted presently how their passage became a thing immediate and particular—the sand pockets between rocks where their steps were slowed, the wind-carved ridge that cut their hands, the obstruction that forced a choice: Go over or go around? The terrain enforced its own rhythms. They spoke only when necessary and then with the hoarse voices of their exertion.


  “Be careful here—this ledge is very slippery with sand.”


  “Watch you don’t hit your head against this overhang.”


  “Stay below this ridge; the moon’s at our backs and it’d show our movement to anyone out there.”


  Paul stopped in a bight of rock, leaned the pack against a narrow ledge.


  Jessica leaned beside him, thankful for the moment of rest. She heard Paul pulling at his stillsuit tube, sipped her own reclaimed water. It tasted brackish, and she remembered the waters of Caladan—a tall fountain enclosing a curve of sky, such a richness of moisture that it hadn’t been noticed for itself . . . only for its shape, or its reflection, or its sound as she stopped beside it.


  To stop, she thought. To rest . . . truly rest.


  It occurred to her that mercy was the ability to stop, if only for a moment. There was no mercy where there could be no stopping.


  Paul pushed away from the rock ledge, turned and climbed over a sloping surface. Jessica followed with a sigh.


  They slid down onto a wide shelf that led around a sheer rock face. Again, they fell into the disjointed rhythm of movement across this broken land.


  Jessica felt that the night was dominated by degrees of smallness in substances beneath their feet and hands—boulders or pea gravel or flaked rock or pea sand or sand itself or grit or dust or gossamer powder.


  The powder clogged nose filters and had to be blown out. Pea sand and pea gravel rolled on a hard surface and could spill the unwary. Rock flakes cut.


  And the omnipresent sand patches dragged against their feet.


  Paul stopped abruptly on a rock shelf, steadied his mother as she stumbled into him.


  He was pointing left and she looked along his arm to see that they stood atop a cliff with the desert stretched out like a static ocean some two hundred meters below. It lay there full of moon-silvered waves—shadows of angles that lapsed into curves and, in the distance, lifted to the misted gray blur of another escarpment.


  “Open desert,” she said.


  “A wide place to cross,” Paul said, and his voice was muffled by the filter trap across his face.


  Jessica glanced left and right—nothing but sand below.


  Paul stared straight ahead across the open dunes, watching the movement of shadows in the moon’s passage. “About three or four kilometers across,” he said.


  “Worms,” she said.


  “Sure to be.”


  She focused on her weariness, the muscle ache that dulled her senses. “Shall we rest and eat?”


  Paul slipped out of the pack, sat down and leaned against it. Jessica supported herself by a hand on his shoulder as she sank to the rock beside him. She felt Paul turn as she settled herself, heard him scrabbling in the pack.


  “Here,” he said.


  His hand felt dry against hers as he pressed two energy capsules into her palm.


  She swallowed her dry morsels, washed them down with a grudging spit of water from her stillsuit tube.


  “Drink all your water,” Paul said. “Axiom: the best place to conserve your water is in your body. It keeps your energy up. And you’re stronger. Trust your stillsuit.”


  She obeyed, drained her catchpockets, feeling energy return. She thought then how peaceful it was here in this moment of their tiredness, and she recalled once hearing the minstrel-warrior, Gurney Halleck, say: “Better a dry morsel and quietness therewith than an house full of sacrifice and strife.”


  Jessica repeated the words to Paul.


  “That was Gurney,” he said.


  She caught the tone of his voice, the way he spoke as of someone dead, thought: And well poor Gurney might be dead. The Atreides forces were either dead or captive or lost like themselves in this waterless void.


  “Gurney always had the right quotation,” Paul said. “I can hear him now: ‘And I will make the rivers dry, and sell the land into the hand of the wicked: and I will make the land waste, and all that is therein, by the hand of strangers.’ ”


  Jessica closed her eyes, found herself moved close to tears by the pathos in her son’s voice.


  Presently, Paul said: “How do you . . . feel?”


  She recognized that his question was directed at her pregnancy, said: “Your sister won’t be born for many months yet. I still feel . . . physically adequate.”


  And she thought: How stiffly formal I speak to my own son! Then, because it was the Bene Gesserit Way to seek within for the answer to such an oddity, she searched and found the source of her formality: I’m afraid of my son; I fear his strangeness; I fear what he may see ahead of us, that he may tell me.


  Paul pulled his hood down over his eyes, listened to the bug hustling sounds of the night. His lungs were charged with his own silence. His nose itched. He rubbed it, removed the filter and grew conscious of the rich smell of cinnamon.


  “There’s melange spice nearby,” he said. “The desert . . .”


  A shirring of feathers exploded overhead. A screech sounded from the rocks behind them, the flapping of many wings.


  “Quick!” Jessica hissed. “The distrans out of the pack.” She dug into the pack, felt the tiny cylinder and lifted it to her ear. A thin piping came to her as she adjusted the device. Riding on that carrier wave came a message: “. . . Said the Lisan al-Gaib were killed in the storm, but the hunt must . . .”


  Another explosion of feathers and frantic screech sounded from the rocks. The distrans fell silent.


  “The messenger,” Jessica said. “A predator got it.”


  “Messenger?”


  “Didn’t you read in the manual about this thing?” she asked, holding out the distrans. “The Fremen send flying creatures with their messages. The messages are imprinted on the creature’s own neural system and can be heard with this.”


  “I know,” he said. “There was a message?”


  She repeated what she had heard.


  “Lisan al-Gaib,” he said. “The Voice From the Outer World. Do you think the Fremen were referring to us?”


  “Do you?”


  “Yes. That message says they think us dead. Will they hunt for someone they believe to be dead?”


  “It’s just a fragment of a message,” she said. “It speaks of a hunt. Who knows?” She shrugged.


  “But if the Harkonnens believe us dead,” he said.


  “Yes . . . if.”


  An eider wind feathered Paul’s cheeks, ruffled the folds of his burnoose. But this wind carried no threat of storm; already, he could sense the difference.


  “Dawn soon,” he said.


  Jessica nodded.


  “There’s a way to get safely across that open sand,” Paul said. “The Fremen do it. If they can do it, we can.”


  “The worms?”


  “If we were to plant one of those thumper things in the rocks here,” Paul said, “it’d keep a worm occupied for a time.”


  She glanced at the stretch of moonlighted desert between them and the other escarpment. “Four kilometers worth of time?”


  “Perhaps. And if we crossed there making only natural sounds, the kind that don’t attract the worms . . . I saw Fremen walking on the open desert once.”


  He has the talent for greatness, she thought. He cuts directly to the heart of the problem. If only he lives long enough for that talent to come fully mature.


  Paul studied the open desert beneath them, questing in his prescient memory, probing the mysterious allusions to thumpers and Maker hooks in the Fremkit manual that had come with their escape pack. He found it odd that all he sensed was pervasive terror at thought of the worms. He knew as though it lay just at the edge of his awareness that the worms were to be respected and not feared . . . if . . . if . . .


  He shook his head.


  “It’d have to be sounds without rhythm,” Jessica said.


  “What? Oh. Yes. If we broke our steps . . . the sand itself must shift down at times. Worms can’t investigate every little sound. We should be fully rested before we try it, though.”


  He looked across at that other rock wall, seeing the passage of time in the vertical moonshadows there. “It’ll be dawn within the hour.”


  “Where’ll we spend the day?” she asked.


  Paul turned left, pointed. “The cliff curves back north over there. You can see by the way it’s wind-cut that’s the windward face. There’ll be crevasses there, deep ones.”


  “Had we better get started?” she asked.


  He stood, helped her to her feet. “Are you rested enough for a climb down? I want to get as close as possible to the desert floor before we camp.”


  “Enough.” She nodded for him to lead the way.


  He hesitated, then lifted the pack, settled it onto his shoulders and turned along the cliff.


  If only we had suspensors, Jessica thought. It’d be such a simple matter to jump down there. But perhaps suspensors are another thing to avoid in the open desert. Maybe they attract the worms the way a shield does.


  They came to a series of shelves dropping down and, beyond them, saw a fissure with its ledge outlined by moonshadow leading along the vestibule.


  Paul led the way down, moving cautiously but hurrying because it was obvious the moonlight could not last much longer. They wound down into a world of deeper and deeper shadows. Hints of rock shape climbed to the stars around them. The fissure narrowed to some ten meters’ width at the brink of a dim gray sand slope that slanted downward into darkness.


  “Can we go down?” Jessica whispered.


  “I think so.”


  He tested the surface with one foot.


  “We can slide down,” he said. “I’ll go first. Wait until you hear me stop.”


  “Careful,” she said.


  He stepped onto the slope and slid and slipped down its soft surface onto an almost level floor of packed sand. The place was deep within the rock walls.


  There came the sound of sand sliding behind him. He tried to see up the slope in the darkness, was almost knocked over by the cascade. Then it trailed away to silence.


  “Mother?” he said.


  There was no answer.


  “Mother?”


  He dropped the pack, hurled himself up the slope, scrambling; digging, throwing sand like a wild man. “Mother!” he gasped. “Mother, where are you?”


  Another cascade of sand swept down on him, burying him to the hips. He wrenched himself out of it.


  She’s been caught in the sandslide, he thought. Buried in it. I must be calm and work this out carefully. She won’t smother immediately. She’ll compose herself in bindu suspension to reduce her oxygen needs. She knows I’ll dig for her.


  In the Bene Gesserit Way she had taught him, Paul stilled the savage beating of his heart, set his mind as a blank slate upon which the past few moments could write themselves. Every partial shift and twist of the slide replayed itself in his memory, moving with an interior stateliness that contrasted with the fractional second of real time required for the total recall.


  Presently, Paul moved slantwise up the slope, probing cautiously until he found the wall of the fissure, an out-curve of rock there. He began to dig, moving the sand with care not to dislodge another slide. A piece of fabric came under his hands. He followed it, found an arm. Gently, he traced the arm, exposed her face.


  “Do you hear me?” he whispered.


  No answer.


  He dug faster, freed her shoulders. She was limp beneath his hands, but he detected a slow heartbeat.


  Bindu suspension, he told himself.


  He cleared the sand away to her waist, draped her arms over his shoulders and pulled downslope, slowly at first, then dragging her as fast as he could, feeling the sand give way above. Faster and faster he pulled her, gasping with the effort, fighting to keep his balance. He was out on the hard-packed floor of the fissure then, swinging her to his shoulder and breaking into a staggering run as the entire sandslope came down with a loud hiss that echoed and was magnified within the rock walls.


  He stopped at the end of the fissure where it looked out on the desert’s marching dunes some thirty meters below. Gently, he lowered her to the sand, uttered the word to bring her out of the catalepsis.


  She awakened slowly, taking deeper and deeper breaths.


  “I knew you’d find me,” she whispered.


  He looked back up the fissure. “It might have been kinder if I hadn’t.”


  “Paul!”


  “I lost the pack,” he said. “It’s buried under a hundred tons of sand . . . at least.”


  “Everything?”


  “The spare water, the stilltent—everything that counts.” He touched a pocket. “I still have the paracompass.” He fumbled at the waist sash. “Knife and binoculars. We can get a good look around the place where we’ll die.”


  In that instant, the sun lifted above the horizon somewhere to the left beyond the end of the fissure. Colors blinked in the sand out on the open desert. A chorus of birds held forth their songs from hidden places among the rocks.


  But Jessica had eyes only for the despair in Paul’s face. She edged her voice with scorn, said: “Is this the way you were taught?”


  “Don’t you understand?” he asked. “Everything we need to survive in this place is under that sand.”


  “You found me,” she said, and now her voice was soft, reasonable.


  Paul squatted back on his heels.


  Presently, he looked up the fissure at the new slope, studying it, marking the looseness of the sand.


  “If we could immobilize a small area of that slope and the upper face of a hole dug into the sand, we might be able to put down a shaft to the pack. Water might do it, but we don’t have enough water for . . .” He broke off, then: “Foam.”


  Jessica held herself to stillness lest she disturb the hyper-functioning of his mind.


  Paul looked out at the open dunes, searching with his nostrils as well as his eyes, finding the direction and then centering his attention on a darkened patch of sand below them.


  “Spice,” he said. “Its essence—highly alkaline. And I have the paracompass. Its power pack is acid-base.” Jessica sat up straight against the rock.


  Paul ignored her, leaped to his feet and was off down the wind-compacted surface that spilled from the end of the fissure to the desert’s floor.


  She watched the way he walked, breaking his stride—step . . . pause, step-step. . . slide . . . pause . . .


  There was no rhythm to it that might tell a marauding worm that something not-of-the-desert moved here.


  Paul reached the spice patch, shoveled a mound of it into a fold of his robe, returned to the fissure. He spilled the spice onto the sand in front of Jessica, squatted and began dismantling the paracompass, using the point of his knife. The compass face came off. He removed his sash, spread the compass parts on it, lifted out the power pack. The dial mechanism came out next, leaving an empty dished compartment in the instrument.


  “You’ll need some water,” Jessica said.


  Paul took the catchtube from his neck, sucked up a mouthful, expelled it into the dished compartment.


  If this fails, that’s water wasted, Jessica thought. But it won’t matter then, anyway.


  With his knife, Paul cut open the power pack, spilled its crystals into the water. They foamed slightly, subsided.


  Jessica’s eyes caught motion above them. She looked up to see a line of hawks along the rim of the fissure. They perched there staring down at the open water.


  Great Mother! she thought. They can sense water even at that distance!


  Paul had the cover back on the paracompass, leaving off the reset button which gave a small hole into the liquid. Taking the reworked instrument in one hand, a handful of spice in the other, Paul went back up the fissure, studying the lay of the slope. His robe billowed gently without the sash to hold it. He waded part way up the slope, kicking off sand rivulets, spurts of dust.


  Presently, he stopped, pressed a pinch of the spice into the paracompass, shook the instrument case.


  Green foam boiled out of the hole where the reset button had been. Paul aimed it at the slope, spread a low dike there, began kicking away the sand beneath it, immobilizing the opened face with more foam.


  Jessica moved to a position below him, called out: “May I help?”


  “Come up and dig,” he said. “We’ve about ten feet to go. It’s going to be a near thing.” As he spoke, the foam stopped billowing from the instrument.


  “Quickly,” Paul said. “No telling how long this foam will hold the sand.”


  Jessica scrambled up beside Paul as he sifted another pinch of spice into the hole, shook the paracompass case. Again foam boiled from it.


  As Paul directed the foam barrier, Jessica dug with her hands, hurling the sand down the slope. “How deep?” she panted.


  “About three meters,” he said. “And I can only approximate the position. We may have to widen this hole.” He moved a step aside, slipping in loose sand. “Slant your digging backward. Don’t go straight down.”


  Jessica obeyed.


  Slowly, the hole went down, reaching a level even with the floor of the basin and still no sign of the pack.


  Could I have miscalculated? Paul asked himself. I’m the one panicked originally and caused this mistake. Has that warped my ability?


  He looked at the paracompass. Less than two ounces of the acid infusion remained.


  Jessica straightened in the hole, rubbed a foam-stained hand across her cheek. Her eyes met Paul’s.


  “The upper face,” Paul said. “Gently, now.” He added another pinch of spice to the container, sent the foam boiling around Jessica’s hands as she began cutting a vertical face in the upper slant of the hole. On the second pass, her hands encountered something hard. Slowly, she worked out a length of strap with a plastic buckle.


  “Don’t move any more of it,” Paul said and his voice was almost a whisper. “We’re out of foam.”


  Jessica held the strap in one hand, looked up at him.


  Paul threw the empty paracompass down onto the floor of the basin, said: “Give me your other hand. Now listen carefully. I’m going to pull you to the side and down hill. Don’t let go of that strap. We won’t get much more spill from the top. This slope has stabilized itself. All I’m going to aim for is to keep your head free of the sand. Once that hole’s filled, we can dig you out and pull up the pack.”


  With one surge, Paul had her half out of the hole, holding her head up as the foam barrier gave way and sand spilled down. When it had subsided, Jessica remained buried to the waist, her left arm and shoulder still under the sand, her chin protected on a fold of Paul’s robe. Her shoulder ached from the strain put on it.


  “I still have the strap,” she said.


  Slowly, Paul worked his hand into the sand beside her, found the strap. “Together,” he said. “Steady pressure. We mustn’t break it.”


  More sand spilled down as they worked the pack up. When the strap cleared the surface, Paul stopped, freed his mother from the sand. Together then they pulled the pack downslope and out of its trap.


  In a few minutes they stood on the floor of the fissure holding the pack between them.


  Paul looked at his mother. Foam stained her face, her robe. Sand was caked to her where the foam had dried. She looked as though she had been a target for balls of wet green sand.


  “You look a mess,” he said.


  “You’re not so pretty yourself,” she said.


  They started to laugh, then sobered.


  “That shouldn’t have happened,” Paul said. “I was careless.”


  She shrugged, feeling caked sand fall away from her robe.


  “I’ll put up the tent,” he said. “Better slip off that robe and shake it out.” He turned away, taking the pack.


  Jessica nodded, suddenly too tired to answer.


  “There’re anchor holes in the rock,” Paul said. “Someone’s tented here before.”


  Why not? she thought as she brushed at her robe. This was a likely place—deep in rock walls and facing another cliff some four kilometers away—far enough above the desert to avoid worms but close enough for easy access before a crossing.


  She turned, seeing that Paul had the tent up, its rib-domed hemisphere blending with the rock walls of the fissure. Paul stepped past her, lifting his binoculars. He adjusted their internal pressure with a quick twist, focused the oil lenses on the other cliff lifting golden tan in morning light across open sand.


  Jessica watched as he studied the apocalyptic landscape, his eyes probing into sand rivers and canyons.


  “There are growing things over there,” he said.


  Jessica found the spare binoculars in the pack beside the tent, moved up beside Paul.


  “There,” he said, holding the binoculars with one hand and pointing with the other.


  “Saguaro,” she said. “Scrawny stuff.”


  “There may be people nearby,” Paul said.


  “That could be the remains of a botanical testing station,” she warned.


  “This is pretty far south into the desert,” he said. He lowered his binoculars, rubbed beneath his filter baffle, feeling how dry and chapped his lips were, sensing the dusty taste of thirst in his mouth. “This has the feeling of a Fremen place,” he said.


  “Are we certain the Fremen will be friendly?”


  “Kynes promised their help.”


  But there’s desperation in the people of this desert, she thought. I felt some of it myself today. Desperate people might kill us for our water.


  She closed her eyes and, against this wasteland, conjured in her mind a scene from Caladan where they had lived so happily before this mad Arrakis venture. There had been a vacation trip on Caladan—she and the Duke Leto, before Paul’s birth. They’d flown over Caladan’s southern jungles above the weed-wild shouting leaves and rice paddies of the deltas. And they had seen the ant-lines in the greenery—man-gangs carrying their loads on suspensor-buoyed shoulder poles. And in the sea reaches there’d been the white petals of trimaran dhows.


  All of it gone.


  Now, the Duke was dead, and the waters of her life and those of her son were measured out in stillsuit catch-pockets, in delicate filterpipes and two gurgling literjons.


  Jessica opened her eyes to the desert stillness, to the mounting warmth of the day. Restless shadows, heat devils, were beginning to set the air aquiver out on the open sand. The other rock face across from them was like a thing seen through cheap glass.


  A spill of sand spread its brief curtain across the open end of the fissure. The sand hissed down, loosed by puffs of morning breeze, by the hawks which were beginning to lift away from the clifftop. When the sandfall was gone, she still heard it hissing.


  “Worm,” Paul whispered.


  It came from their right with an uncaring majesty that could not be ignored. A twisting burrow-mound of sand cut through the dunes within their field of vision. The mound lifted in front, dusting away like a bow wave in water. Then it was gone, coursing off to the left.


  The sound diminished, died.


  “I’ve seen space frigates that were smaller,” Paul whispered.


  She nodded, continuing to stare across the desert. Where the worm had passed there remained that tantalizing gap. It flowed bitterly endless before them, beckoning beneath its horizontal collapse of skyline.


  “When we’ve rested,” Jessica said, “we should continue with your lessons.”


  He suppressed sudden anger, said: “Mother, don’t you think we could do without . . .”


  “Today, you panicked,” she said. “You know your mind and bindu-nervature perhaps better than I do, but you’ve much yet to learn about your body’s prana-musculature. The body does things of itself sometimes, and I can teach you about this. You must learn to control every muscle, every fiber of your body. You need review of the hands. We’ll start with finger muscles, palm tendons and tip sensitivity.” She turned away. “Come into the tent, now.”


  He flexed the fingers of his left hand, watching her crawl through the tent’s sphincter valve, knowing that he could not deflect her from this . . . that he must agree.


  Whatever’s been done to me, I’ve been a party to it, he thought.


  Review of the hand!


  He looked at his hand. How inadequate it appeared when measured against such creatures as that worm.


  VI


  
    We came from Caladan—a paradise world for our form of life. There existed no need on Caladan to build a physical paradise or a paradise of the mind—we could see the actuality all around us. And the price we paid was the price men have always paid for achieving a paradise in this life—we went soft, we lost our edge.


    “Muad’Dib: Conversations”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  “So you’re the great Gurney Halleck,” the man said.


  Halleck stood staring across the round cavern-office at the smuggler seated behind a metal desk. The man wore Fremen robes and had the half-tint blue of eyes that told of off-planet foods in his diet. The office duplicated a space frigate’s master control center—communications and viewscreens along a thirty-degree arc of wall, remote arming and firing banks adjoining, and the desk formed as a wall projection—part of the remaining curve.


  “I am Staban Tuek, son of Esmar Tuek,” the smuggler said.


  “Then you’re the one I owe thanks for the help we’ve received,” Halleck said.


  “Ahhh, gratitude,” the smuggler said. “Sit down.”


  A ship-type bucket seat emerged from the wall beside the screens and Halleck sank onto it with a sigh, feeling his weariness. He could see his own reflection now in a dark surface beside the smuggler and scowled at the lines of fatigue in his lumpy face.


  Halleck turned from his reflection, stared at Tuek. He saw the family resemblance in the smuggler now—the father’s heavy overhanging eyebrows and rock planes of cheeks and nose.


  “Your men tell me your father is dead, killed by the Harkonnens,” Halleck said.


  “By the Harkonnens or by a traitor among your people,” Tuek said.


  Anger overcame part of Halleck’s fatigue. He straightened, said: “Can you name the traitor?”


  “We are not sure.”


  “Thufir Hawat suspected the Lady Jessica.”


  “Ahhh, the Bene Gesserit witch . . . perhaps. But Hawat is now a Harkonnen captive.”


  “I heard.” Halleck took a deep breath. “It appears we’ve a deal more killing ahead of us.”


  “We will do nothing to attract attention to us,” Tuek said.


  Halleck stiffened. “But . . .”


  “You and those of your men we’ve saved are welcome to sanctuary among us,” Tuek said. “You speak of gratitude. Very well; work off your debt to us. We can always use good men. We’ll destroy you out of hand, though, if you make the slightest open move against the Harkonnens.”


  “But they killed your father, man!”


  “Perhaps. And if so, I’ll give you my father’s answer to those who act without thinking: ‘A stone is heavy and the sand is weighty; but a fool’s wrath is heavier than both.’ ”


  “You mean to do nothing about it, then?” Halleck sneered.


  “You did not hear me say that. I merely say I will protect our contract with the Guild. The Guild requires that we play a circumspect game. There are other ways of destroying a foe.”


  “Ahhhhh.”


  “Ah, indeed. If you’ve a mind to seek out the witch, have at it. But I warn you that you’re probably too late . . . and we doubt she’s the one you want anyway.”


  “Hawat made few mistakes.”


  “He allowed himself to fall into Harkonnen hands.”


  “You think he’s the traitor?”


  Tuek shrugged. “This is academic. We think the witch is dead. At least, the Harkonnens believe it.”


  “You seem to know a great deal about the Harkonnens.”


  “Hints and suggestions . . . rumors and hunches.”


  “We are seventy-four men,” Halleck said. “If you seriously wish us to enlist with you, then you must believe our Duke is dead.”


  “His body has been seen.”


  “And the boy, too—young Master Paul?” Halleck tried to swallow, found a lump in his throat.


  “According to the last word we had, he was lost with his mother in a desert storm. Likely not even their bones will ever be found.”


  “So the witch is dead then . . . all dead.”


  Tuek nodded. “And Beast Rabban, so they say, will sit once more in the seat of power here on Dune.”


  “The Count Rabban of Lankiveil?”


  “Yes.”


  It took Halleck a moment to put down the upsurge of rage that threatened to overcome him. He spoke with panting breath: “I’ve a score of my own against Rabban. I owe him for the lives of my family”—he rubbed at the scar along his jaw—“and for this . . .”


  “One does not risk everything to settle a score prematurely,” Tuek said. He frowned, watching the play of muscles along Halleck’s jaw, the sudden withdrawing in the man’s shed-lidded eyes.


  “I know . . . I know.” Halleck took a deep breath. “You and your men can work out your passage off Arrakis by serving with us. There are many places to . . .”


  “I release my men from any bond to me; they can choose for themselves. With Rabban here—I stay.”


  “In your mood, I’m not sure we want you to stay.” Halleck stared at the smuggler. “You doubt my word?”


  “No-o-o . . .”


  “You’ve saved me from the Harkonnens. I gave loyalty to the Duke Leto for no greater reason. I’ll stay on Arrakis—with you . . . or with the Fremen.”


  “Whether a thought is spoken or not it is a real thing and it has power,” Tuek said. “You might find the line between life and death among the Fremen to be too sharp and quick.”


  Halleck closed his eyes briefly, feeling the weariness surge up in him. “Where is the Lord who led us through the land of deserts and of pits?” he murmured.


  “Move slowly and the day of your revenge will come,” Tuek said. “Speed is a device of Shaitan. Cool your sorrow—we’ve the diversions for it; three things there are which ease the heart—water, green grass and the beauty of women.”


  Halleck opened his eyes. “I would prefer the blood of Rabban Harkonnen flowing about my feet.” He stared at Tuek. “You think that day will come?”


  “I have little to do with how you’ll meet tomorrow, Gurney Halleck. I can only help you meet today.”


  “Then I’ll accept that help and stay until the day you tell me to revenge your father and all the others who . . .”


  “Listen to me, fighting man,” Tuek said. He leaned forward over his desk, his shoulders level with his ears, eyes intent. The smuggler’s face was suddenly like weathered stone. “My father’s water—I’ll buy that back myself, with my own blade.”


  Halleck stared back at Tuek. In that moment, the smuggler reminded him of Duke Leto: a leader of men, courageous, secure in his own position and his own course. He was like the Duke . . . before Arrakis.


  “Do you wish my blade beside you?” Halleck asked. Tuek sat back, relaxed, studying Halleck silently. “Do you think of me as a fighting man?” Halleck pressed.


  “You’re the only one of the Duke’s lieutenants to escape,” Tuek said. “Your enemy was overwhelming, yet you rolled with him . . . you defeated him the way we defeat Arrakis.”


  “Eh?”


  “We live on sufferance down here, Gurney Halleck,” Tuek said. “Arrakis is our enemy.”


  “One enemy at a time, is that it?”


  “That’s it.”


  “Is that the way the Fremen make out?”


  “Perhaps.”


  “You said I might find life with the Fremen too tough. They live in the desert, in the open, is that why?”


  “Who knows where the Fremen live? For us, the Central Plateau is a no-man’s land. But I wish to talk more about . . .”


  “I’m told that the Guild seldom routes spice lighters in over the desert,” Halleck said. “But there are rumors that you can see bits of greenery here and there if you know where to look.”


  “Rumors!” Tuek sneered. “Do you wish to choose now between me and the Fremen? We have a measure of security, our own sietch carved out of the rock, our own hidden basins. We live the lives of civilized men. The Fremen are a few ragged bands that we use as spice hunters.”


  “But they can kill Harkonnens.”


  “And do you wish to know the result? Even now they are being hunted down like animals—with lasguns, because they have no shields. They are being exterminated. Why? Because they killed Harkonnens.”


  “Was it Harkonnens they killed?” Halleck asked. “What do you mean?”


  “Haven’t you heard that there may’ve been Sardaukar with the Harkonnens?”


  “More rumors.”


  “But a pogrom—that isn’t like the Harkonnens. A pogrom is wasteful.”


  “I believe what I see with my own eyes,” Tuek said. “Make your choice, fighting man. Me or the Fremen. I will promise you sanctuary and a chance to draw the blood we both want. Be sure of that. The Fremen will offer you only the life of the hunted.”


  Halleck hesitated, sensing wisdom and sympathy in Tuek’s words, yet troubled for no reason he could explain.


  “Trust your own abilities,” Tuek said. “Whose decisions brought your force through the battle? Yours. Decide.”


  “It must be,” Halleck said. “The Duke and his son are dead?”


  “The Harkonnens believe it. Where such things are concerned, I incline to trust the Harkonnens.” A grim smile touched Tuek’s mouth. “But it’s about the only trust I give them.”


  “Then it must be,” Halleck repeated. He held out his right hand, palm up and thumb folded flat against it in the traditional gesture. “I give you my sword.”


  “Accepted.”


  “Do you wish me to persuade my men?”


  “You’d let them make their own decision?”


  “They’ve followed me this far, but most are Caladan-born. Arrakis isn’t what they thought it’d be. Here, they’ve lost everything except their lives. I’d prefer they decided for themselves now.”


  “Now is no time for you to falter,” Tuek said. “They’ve followed you this far.”


  “You need them, is that it?”


  “We can always use experienced fighting men . . . in these times more than ever.”


  “I may make my own decision in this, then?”


  “Your own decision.”


  Halleck pushed himself up from the bucket seat, feeling how much of his reserve strength even that small effort required. “For now, I’ll see to their quarters and well being,” he said.


  “Consult my quartermaster,” Tuek said. “Drisq is his name. Tell him it’s my wish that you receive every courtesy. I’ll join you myself presently. I’ve some off-shipments of spice to see to first.”


  “Fortune passes everywhere,” Halleck said.


  “Everywhere,” Tuek said. “A time of upset is a rare opportunity for our business.”


  Halleck nodded, heard the faint susurration and felt the air/shift as a lockport swung open beside him. He turned, ducked through it and out of the office.


  He found himself in the assembly hall through which he and his men had been led by Tuek’s aides. It was a long, fairly narrow area chewed out of the native rock, its smooth surface betraying the use of cutteray burners for the job. The ceiling stretched away high enough to continue the natural supporting curve of the rock and to permit internal air-convection currents. Weapons racks and lockers lined the walls.


  Halleck noted with a touch of pride that those of his men still able to stand were standing—no relaxation in weariness and defeat for them. Smuggler medics were moving among them tending the wounded. Litter cases were assembled in one area down to the left, each wounded man with an Atreides companion.


  The Atreides training—“We care for our own!”—it held like a core of native rock in them, Halleck noted.


  One of his lieutenants stepped forward carrying Halleck’s nine-string baliset out of its case. The man snapped a salute, said: “Sir, the medics here say there’s no hope for Mattai. They have no bone and organ banks here—only outpost medicine. Mattai can’t last, they say, and he has a request of you.”


  “What is it?”


  The lieutenant thrust the baliset forward. “Mattai wants a song to ease his going, sir. He says you’ll know the one . . . he’s asked it of you often enough.” The lieutenant swallowed. “It’s the one called ‘My Woman,’ sir. If you. . .”


  “I know.” Halleck took the baliset, flicked the multipick out of its catch on the fingerboard. He drew a soft chord from the instrument, found that someone already had tuned it. There was a burning in his eyes, but he drove that out of his thoughts as he strolled forward, strumming the tune, forcing himself to smile casually.


  Several of his men and a smuggler medic were bent over one of the litters. One of the men began singing softly as Halleck approached, catching the counter-beat with the ease of long familiarity:


  My woman stands at her window,


  Curved lines ’gainst square glass.


  Uprais’d arms . . . bent . . . downfolded


  ’Gainst sunset pure and golded—


  Come to me . . .


  Come to me, warm arms of my lass.


  For me . . .


  For me, the warm arms of my lass.


  The singer stopped, reached out a bandaged arm and closed the eyelids of the man on the litter.


  Halleck drew a final soft chord from the baliset, thinking: Now, we are seventy-three.


  VII


  
    Before the coming of Muad’Dib, the Fremen of Arrakis practised a religion whose roots in the Maometh Saari are there for any scholar to see. Many have traced the extensive borrowings from other religions. The usual example is the hymn to water, a direct copy from the Orange Catholic Liturgical Manual, coiling for rain clouds which Arrakis had never seen. But there are more profound points of accord between the Kitab al-Ibar and the teachings of Bible, Ilm and Fiqh.


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Paul stood outside the stilltent in the late afternoon. The crevasse where he had pitched their camp lay in deep shadow. He stared out across the open sand at the distant cliff, wondering if he should waken his mother, who lay asleep in the tent.


  Folds upon folds of dunes spread beyond their shelter. Away from the setting sun, the dunes exposed greased shadows so black they were like bits of night.


  And the flatness.


  His mind searched for something tall in that landscape. But there was no persuading tallness out of heat-addled air and that horizon—no bloom nor gently shaken thing to mark the passage of a breeze . . . only dunes and that distant cliff beneath a sky of burnished silver-blue.


  What if there isn’t one of the abandoned testing stations across there, he wondered. What if there are no Fremen, either, and the plants we see are only an accident?


  Within the tent, Jessica awakened, turned onto her back and peered sidelong out the transparent end at Paul. He stood with his back to her and something about his stance reminded her of his father. She sensed the well of grief rising within her and turned her head away.


  Presently, she adjusted her stillsuit, refreshed herself with water from the tent’s catchpocket, and slipped out to stand and stretch the sleep from her muscles.


  Paul spoke without turning: “I find myself enjoying the quiet here.”


  How the mind gears itself for its environment, she thought. And she recalled a Bene Gesserit axiom: “The mind can go either direction under stress—toward positive or toward negative: on or off. Think of it as a spectrum with unconsciousness at the negative extreme and hyperconsciousness at the positive extreme. The way the mind leans under stress is influenced by training.”


  “It could be a good life here,” Paul said.


  She tried to see the desert through his eyes, seeking to encompass all the rigors this planet accepted as commonplace, wondering at the possible futures Paul had glimpsed. One could be alone out here, she thought, without fear of someone behind you, without fear of the hunter.


  She stepped past Paul, lifted her binoculars, adjusted the oil lenses and studied the escarpment across from them. Yes, saguaro in the arroyos and other spiny growth . . . and a matting of low grasses, yellow-green in the shadows.


  “I’ll strike camp,” Paul said.


  Jessica nodded, walked to the fissure’s mouth where she could get a sweep of the desert, and swung her binoculars to the left. A salt pan glared white there with a blending of dirty tan at its edges—a field of white out here where white was death. But the pan said another thing: water. At some time water had flowed across that glaring white. She lowered her binoculars, adjusted her burnoose, listened for a moment to the sound of Paul’s movements.


  The sun dipped lower. Shadows stretched across the salt pan. Lines of wild color spread over the sunset horizon. Color streamed into a toe of darkness testing the sand. Coal-colored shadows spread, and the thick collapse of night blotted the desert.


  Stars!


  She stared up at them, sensing Paul’s movements as he came up beside her. The desert night focused upward with a feeling of lift toward the stars. The weight of the day receded.


  “The first moon will be up soon,” Paul said. “The pack’s ready. I’ve planted the thumper.”


  We could be lost forever in this hellplace, she thought And no one to know.


  The night wind spread sand runnels that grated across her face, bringing the smell of cinnamon.


  “Smell that,” Paul said.


  “I can smell it even through the filter,” she said. “Riches. But will it buy water?” She pointed across the basin. “There are no artificial lights across there.”


  “Fremen would be hidden in a sietch behind those rocks,” he said.


  A sill of silver pushed above the horizon to their right: the first moon. It lifted into view, the hand pattern plain on its face. Jessica studied the white-silver of sand exposed in the light.


  “I planted the thumper in the deepest part of the crevasse,” Paul said. “Whenever I light its timer-candle it’ll give us about thirty minutes.”


  “Thirty minutes?”


  “Before it starts calling . . . a . . . worm.”


  “Oh. I’m ready to go.”


  He slipped away from her side and she heard his progress back up their fissure.


  The night is a tunnel, she thought, a hole into tomorrow . . . She shook her head. Why must I be so morbid? I was trained better than that!


  Paul returned, took up the pack, led the way down to the first spreading dune where he stopped and listened as his mother came up behind him. He heard her soft progress and the cold single-grain dribbles of sound—the desert’s own code spelling out its measure of safety.


  “We must walk without rhythm,” Paul said and he called up a memory glimpse of two men he had seen one day walking the sand . . . a long ago day, it seemed, before his father had been killed. He drove that thought out of his mind, focused only on what he remembered of the way the two men had walked.


  “Watch how I do it,” he said. “I’ve seen the way Fremen walk the sand.”


  He stepped out onto the windward face of the dune, following the curve of it, moving with a dragging step.


  Jessica studied his progress for ten steps, followed, imitating him. She saw the sense of it: they must sound like the natural shifting of sand . . . like the wind. But muscles protested this unnatural broken pattern: Step . . . drag . . . drag . . . step . . . step . . . wait . . . drag . . . step . . .


  Time stretched out around them. The rock face ahead seemed to grow no nearer. The one behind still towered high.


  “Lump! Lump! Lump! Lump!”


  It was a drumming from the cliff behind.


  “The thumper,” Paul hissed.


  Its pounding continued and they found difficulty avoiding the rhythm of it in their stride.


  “Lump . . . lump . . . lump . . . lump . . .”


  They moved in a moonlit bowl punctured by that hollow thumping. Down and up through spilling dunes: step . . . drag . . . wait . . . step . . . Across pea sand that rolled under their feet: drag . . . wait . . . step . . .


  And all the while their ears searched for a special hissing.


  The sound, when it came, started so low that their own dragging passage masked it. But it grew . . . louder and louder . . . out of the west.


  “Lump . . . lump . . . lump . . . lump . . .” drummed the thumper.


  The hissing approach spread across the night behind them. They turned their heads as they walked, saw the mound of the coursing worm.


  To be continued
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  SYNOPSIS


  Duke Leto Atreides is dead, murdered by the gross and cunning old Baron Vladimir Harkonnen. Leto’s son, Paul, now a duke at the age of fifteen, is a fugitive with his mother, the Lady Jessica, on the surface of Arrakis, the deadly desert planet known as Dune.


  A price of ten billion solaris has been placed on Paul’s head by the Baron, who captured Arrakis with the secret aid of Imperial Sardaukar. These ruthless troops of the Padishah Emperor Shaddam IV now have loosed a pogrom on Arrakis to exterminate the native Fremen, and it is with the Fremen that Paul seeks sanctuary.


  The golden prize of Arrakis, the planet’s one-crop melange spice which prolongs life and cannot be obtained anywhere else in the known universe, is once again in the hands of the Baron and his CHOAM Company confederates. Atreides troops are scattered or dead, and the only resources Paul can spend include:


  THE LADY JESSICA, Leto’s concubine and Paul’s mother. She is a Bene Gesserit, graduate of the deep mystery, trained in the all-woman schools of the Great Mother cult. But Jessica is pregnant with the daughter the Bene Gesserits told her to bear and she has the beginnings of doubts about those who trained her. (Among her teachers was the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam, the Emperor’s own Truthsayer.)


  DUNCAN IDAHO, Leto’s swordmaster. Duncan is now dead, killed buying Paul and Jessica the time to escape a Harkonnen trap. Before his death, Idaho sprang his own trap on the attackers, luring them to fire lasguns against a force shield. The resultant blast killed the attackers and made the surviving Harkonnen-Sardaukar forces more cautious with lasbeams.


  LIET-KYNES, Imperial Planetologist on Arrakis, who has gone native on the planet and assumed a quasi-religious role with the wild Fremen hordes. Kynes helped in the escape of Paul and Jessica, providing stillsuits and other specialized equipment for them to survive in a land dominated by arid heat, giant worms that “swim” in the sand, and coriolis storms that reach sandblast forces of seven hundred to eight hundred kilometers an hour.


  GURNEY HALLECK, Leto’s minstrel-warrior, who has fled with a handful of troops to sanctuary under the spice smuggler Staban Tuek. Gurney believes Paul and the Lady Jessica dead—and that it was Jessica who betrayed her Duke to the Harkonnens.


  THUFIR HAW AT, the mentat master of assassins, a man trained to use his mind like a superb computer. But Thufir also believes Jessica was the traitor, and now he is a captive of the Sardaukar-Harkonnen force. He has been fed a residual poison by the Baron and is being kept alive by periodic administration of the antidote.


  In the background of Paul’s trial is his half-awakened prescience, a power heightened by the addictive spice, which is a poison when taken too freely. Yet Paul knows through prescient vision that the spice diet can turn his eyes the total blue of the ibad and raise him to religious authority among the Fremen. He is torn by glimpses of a future in which he becomes that male force the Bene Gesserits have sought for centuries—the Kwisatz Haderach, an instrument of Race Consciousness and Terrible Purpose. He sees in that weight of infinite futures a bloody religious crusade, a wild jihad waged in his name—and he is torn by revulsion at the very thought of it.


  Now, while the Baron firms his grip on Arrakis, making plans to put his nephew, Beast Rabban, in absolute power there, and with the favorite nephew, Feyd-Rautha, held in reserve for subtle purposes . . . Paul and his mother flee southward into the killer desert. They are crossing a reach of sand where lurks a giant worm and they have heard the worm come to a thumper lure they planted in the rocks to occupy it while they try to escape.


  Part 2


  “Keep moving,” Paul whispered. “Don’t look back.”


  A grating sound of fury exploded from the rock shadows they had left. It was a flailing avalanche of noise.


  “Keep moving,” Paul repeated.


  He saw that they had reached an unmarked point where the two rock faces—the one ahead and the one behind-appeared equally remote.


  And still behind them, that whipping, frenzied tearing of rocks dominated the night.


  They moved on and on and on . . . Muscles reached a stage of mechanical aching that seemed to stretch out indefinitely, but Paul saw that the beckoning escarpment ahead of them had climbed higher.


  Jessica moved in a void of concentration, aware that the pressure of her will alone kept her walking. Dryness ached in her mouth, but the sounds behind meant no stopping for a sip from her stillsuit’s catch-pockets.


  “Lump . . . lump . . .”


  Renewed frenzy erupted from the distant cliff, drowning out the thumper.


  Silence!


  “Faster,” Paul whispered.


  She nodded, knowing he did not see the gesture, but needing the action to tell herself that it was necessary to demand even more from muscles that already were being taxed to their limits—the unnatural movement . . .


  The rock face of safety ahead of them climbed into the stars, and Paul saw a plane of flat sand stretching out at the base. He stepped onto it, stumbled in his fatigue, righted himself with an involuntary outthrusting of a foot.


  Resonant booming shook the sand around them.


  Paul lurched sideways two steps.


  “Boom! Boom!”


  “Drum sand!” Jessica hissed.


  Paul recovered his balance. A sweeping glance took in the sand around them, the rock escarpment perhaps two hundred meters away.


  Behind them, he heard a hissing—like the wind, like a riptide where there was no water.


  “Run!” Jessica screamed. “Paul, run!”


  They ran.


  Drumsound boomed beneath their feet. Then they were out of it and into pea gravel. For a time, the running was a relief to muscles that ached from unfamiliar, rhythmless use. Here was action that could be understood. Here was rhythm. But sand and gravel dragged at their feet. And the hissing approach of the worm was storm sound that grew around them.


  Jessica stumbled to her knees. All she could think of was the fatigue and the sound and the terror.


  Paul dragged her up.


  They ran on, hand in hand.


  A thin pole jutted from the sand ahead of them. They passed it, saw another.


  Jessica’s mind failed to register on the poles until they were past.


  There was another—wind-etched surface thrust up from a crack in rock.


  Another.


  Rock!


  She felt it through her feet, the shock of unresisting surface, gained new strength from the firmer footing.


  A deep crack stretched its vertical shadow upward into the cliff ahead of them. They sprinted for it, crowded into the narrow hole.


  Behind them, the sound of the worm’s passage stopped.


  Jessica and Paul turned, peered out onto the desert.


  Where the dunes began, perhaps fifty meters away at the foot of a rock beach, a silver-gray curve broached from the dunes, sending rivers of sand and dust cascading all around. It lifted higher, resolved into a giant, questing mouth. It was a round black hole with edges glistening in the moonlight.


  The mouth snaked toward the narrow crack where Paul and Jessica huddled. Cinnamon yelled in their nostrils. Moonlight flashed from crystal teeth.


  Back and forth the great mouth weaved.


  Paul stilled his breathing.


  Jessica crouched, staring.


  It took intense concentration of all her Bene Gesserit training to put down the primal terrors, to subdue a race-memory fear that threatened to overwhelm her mind.


  Behind his fear, Paul sensed a strange elation. In some recent instant he had crossed another Time barrier into the unknown. Prescient darkness lay all around him as though he had been disconnected from the inner eye or plunged into a trough where the standing wave of the Future could not be seen.


  He understood the elation then. Time-darkness forced a hyper-acceleration of his other senses, forced him to rely on the shadow experiences of the uncounted lives he had lived in the possible futures.


  Now, he registered every aspect of the thing that lifted from the sand. Its mouth spread some eighty meters. Crystal teeth with the curved shape of crysknives glistened around that dark rim. There came the bellows breath of cinnamon, of subtle aldehydes . . . acids . . .


  The worm blotted out the moonlight as it brushed the rocks above them. A shower of small stones and sand cascaded into their narrow hiding place.


  Paul crowded his mother farther back.


  Cinnamon!


  The smell of it flooded across them.


  What has the worm to do with the melange spice? Paul asked himself.


  Baarrrrroooom!


  It was a peal of dry thunder from far off to their right.


  Again: Baarrrrroooom!


  The worm drew back onto the sand, lay there momentarily, its crystal teeth weaving moonflashes.


  “Lump! Lump! Lump! Lump!”


  Another thumper! Paul thought.


  Again, it sounded off to their right.


  A shudder passed through the worm. It drew farther away into the sand. Only a mounded upper curve remained like half a bell mouth, the curve of a tunnel rearing above the dunes.


  Sand rasped.


  The creature sank farther, retreating, turning. It became a mound of cresting sand that curved away through a saddle in the dunes.


  Paul stepped out of the crack, watched the sandwave recede across the waste toward the new thumper summons.


  Jessica followed, listening: “Lump-lump-lump-lump . . .”


  Presently, the sound stopped.


  Paul found the tube into his stillsuit, sipped at the reclaimed water.


  Jessica focused on his action, but her mind felt blank with fatigue and the aftermath of terror. “Has it gone for sure?” she whispered.


  “Somebody called it,” Paul said. “Fremen.”


  She felt herself recovering. “It was so big!”


  “Not as big as the one that got our ’thopter.”


  “Are you sure it was Fremen?”


  “They used a thumper.”


  “Why would they help us?”


  “Maybe they weren’t helping us. Maybe they were just calling a worm.”


  “Why?”


  An answer lay poised at the edge of his awareness, but refused to come. He had a vision in his mind of something to do with the telescoping barbed sticks in their pack—the “Maker Hooks.”


  “Why would they call a worm?” Jessica asked.


  A breath of fear touched his mind, and he forced himself to turn away from his mother, to look up the cliff.


  “We’d better find a way up there before daylight.” He pointed. “Those poles we passed—there are more of them.”


  She looked, following the line of his hand, saw the poles—wind-scratched markers—made out the shadow of a narrow ledge that twisted into a crevasse high above them.”


  “They mark a way up the cliff,” Paul said. He settled his shoulders into the pack, crossed to the foot of die ledge and began the climb upward.


  Jessica waited a moment, resting, restoring her strength; then followed.


  Up-up they climbed, following the guide poles until the ledge dwindled to a narrow lip at the mouth of a dark crevasse.


  Paul tipped his head to peer into the shadowed place. He could feel the precarious hold his feet had on the slender ledge, but forced himself to slow caution. He saw only darkness within the crevasse. It stretched away upward, open to the stars at the top. His ears searched, found only sounds he could expect—a tiny spill of sand, an insect brrr, the patter of a small running creature. He tested the darkness in the crevasse with one foot, found rock beneath a gritting surface. Slowly, he inched around the corner, signaled for his mother to follow. He grasped a loose edge of her robe, helped her around.


  They looked upward at starlight framed by two rock lips. Paul saw his mother beside him as a cloudy gray movement. “If we could only risk a light,” he whispered. “We have other senses than eyes,” she said.


  Paul slid a foot forward, shifted his weight and probed with the other foot, met an obstruction. He lifted his foot, found a step, pulled himself up onto it. He reached back, felt his mother’s arm, tugged at her robe for her to follow. Another step.


  “It goes on up to the top, I think,” he whispered. Shallow and even steps, Jessica thought. Mancarved beyond a doubt.


  She followed the shadowy movement of Paul’s progress, feeling out the steps. Rock walls narrowed until her shoulders almost brushed them. The steps ended in a slitted defile about twenty meters long, its floor level, and this opened onto a shallow, moonlit basin.


  Paul stepped out into the rim of the basin, whispered: “What a beautiful place.”


  Jessica could only stare in silent agreement from her position a step behind him.


  In spite of weariness, the irritation of recaths and nose plugs and the confinement of the stillsuit, in spite of fear and the aching desire for rest—this basin’s beauty filled her senses, forcing her to stop and admire it.


  “Like a fairyland,” Paul whispered.


  Jessica nodded.


  Spreading away in front of her stretched desert growth—bushes, cacti, tiny clumps of leaves—all trembling in the moonlight. The ringwalls were dark to her left, moon-frosted on her right.


  “This must be a Fremen place,” Paul said.


  “There would have to be people for this many plants to survive,” she agreed. She uncapped the tube to her stillsuit’s catchpockets, sipped at it. Warm, faintly acrid wetness slipped down her throat. She marked how it refreshed her. The tube’s cap grated against flakes of sand as she replaced it.


  Movement caught Paul’s attention—to his right and down on the basin floor curving out beneath them. He stared down through smoke bushes and weeds into a wedged slab sand-surface of moonlight inhabited by an up-hop, jump, pop-hop of tiny motion.


  “Mice!” he hissed.


  Pop-hop-hop! they went, into shadows and out.


  Something fell soundlessly past their eyes into the mice. There came a thin screech, a flapping of wings and a ghostly gray bird lifted away across the basin with a small dark shadow in its talons.


  We needed that reminder, Jessica thought.


  Paul continued to stare across the basin. He inhaled, sensed the softly cutting contralto smell of sage climbing the night. The predatory bird—he thought of it as the way of this desert. It had brought a stillness to the basin so unuttered that the blue-milk moonlight could almost be heard flowing across sentinel saguaro and spiked paint-bush. There was a low humming of light here more basic in its harmony than any other music in his universe.


  “We’d better find a place to pitch the tent,” he said casually.


  “To morrow we can try to find the Fremen who . . .”


  “Most intruders here regret finding the Fremen!”


  It was a heavy masculine voice chopping across his words, shattering the moment. The voice came from above them and to their right.


  “Please do not run, intruders,” the voice said as Paul made to withdraw into the defile. “If you run, you’ll only waste your body’s water.”


  They want us for the water of our flesh! Jessica thought Her muscles overrode all fatigue, flowed into that maximum readiness which did not betray itself. She pinpointed the voice, thinking: Such stealth! I didn’t detect him. And she realized the owner of that voice had made only the small sounds, the natural sounds of the desert.


  Another voice called from the basin rim to the left. “Make it quick, Stil. Get their water and let’s be on our way. We’ve little enough time before dawn.”


  Paul, his body less conditioned to emergency response, felt chagrin that he had stiffened and tried to withdraw, that he had clouded his abilities by momentary panic. Now, he forced himself to obey his mother’s teachings: relax, then fall into the semblance of relaxation, then into the arrested whipsnap of muscles that could slash in any direction.


  Still, he felt the edge of fear and knew its source. This was blind-Time, a place and series of point-events not linked by prescient vision. He stood within an ultimate emergency, forced to rely on his training and on the experience lines of possible futures as yet only poorly absorbed into his young body. He felt that he was not really ready, yet he and his mother were caught by wild Fremen whose only interest lay in the water carried by the flesh of two unshielded bodies.


  He had to be ready!


  VIII


  
    This Fremen religious adaptation, then, is the source of what we now recognize as “The Pillars of The Universe,” whose Oizara Tafwid are among us all with signs and proofs and prophecy. They bring us the Arrakeen mystical fusion whose profound beauty is typified by the stirring music built on the old forms, but stamped with the new awakening. Who has not heard and been deeply moved by “The Old Man’s Hymn?”


    I drove my feet through a desert


    Whose mirage fluttered like a host.


    Voracious for glory, greedy for danger,


    I roamed the horizons of al-Kulab,


    Watching Time level mountains


    In its search and its hunger for me.


    And I saw the sparrows swiftly approach,


    Bolder than the onrushing wolf.


    They spread in the tree of my youth.


    I heard the flock in my branches


    And was caught on their beaks and claws!


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by the Princess Irulan

  


  The man crawled across a dunetop. He was a mote caught in the glare of the noon sun. He wore only torn remnants of a jubba cloak, his skin bare to the heat through the tatters. The hood had been ripped from the cloak, but the man had fashioned a turban from a torn strip of cloth. Wisps of sandy hair protruded from it, matched by a sparse beard and thick brows. Beneath the blue-within-blue eyes, remains of a dark stain spread down to his cheeks. A matted depression across mustache and beard showed where a stillsuit tube had marked out its path from nose to catchpockets.


  The man stopped half across the dunecrest, arms stretched down the slipface. Blood had clotted on his back and on his arms and legs. Patches of yellow-gray sand clung to the wounds. Slowly, he brought his hands under him, pushed himself to his feet, stood there swaying. And even in this almost-random action there remained a trace of once precise movement.


  “I am Liet-Kynes,” he said, addressing himself to the empty horizon, and his voice was a hoarse caricature of the strength it had known. “I am his Imperial Majesty’s Planetologist,” he whispered, “planetary ecologist for Arrakis. I am steward of this land.”


  He stumbled, fell sideways along the crusty surface of the windward face. His hands dug feebly into the sand.


  I am steward of this sand, he thought.


  He realized that he was semi-delirious, that he should dig himself into the sand, find the relatively cool under layer and cover himself with it. But he still could smell the rank, semisweet esters of a pre-spice pocket somewhere underneath this sand. He knew the peril within this fact more certainly than any other Fremen. If he could smell the pre-spice mass, that meant the gases deep under the sand were nearing explosive pressure. He had to get away from here.


  His hands made weak scrabbling motions along the dune face.


  A thought spread across his mind—clear, distinct: The real wealth of a planet is in its landscape, how we take part in that basic source of civilization—agriculture.


  And he thought how strange it was that the mind, long fixed on a single track, could not get off that track. The Harkonnen troopers had left him here without water or stillsuit, thinking a worm would get him if the desert didn’t. They had thought it amusing to leave him alive to die by inches at the impersonal hands of his planet.


  The Harkonnens always did find it difficult to kill Fremen, he thought. We don’t die easily. I should be dead now . . . I will be dead soon . . . but I can’t stop being an ecologist.


  “The highest function of ecology is understanding consequences.”


  The voice shocked him because he recognized it and knew the owner of it was dead. It was the voice of his father who had been Planetologist here before him—his father long dead, killed in the cave-in at Plaster Basin.


  “Got yourself into quite a fix here, son,” his father said. “You should’ve known the consequences of trying to help the child of that Duke.”


  I’m delirious, Kynes thought.


  The voice seemed to come from his right. Kynes scraped his face through sand, turning to look in that direction—nothing except a curving stretch of dune dancing with the heat devils in the full glare of the sun.


  “The more life there is within a system, the more niches there are for life,” his father said. And the voice came now from his left, from behind him.


  Why does he keep moving around? Kynes asked himself. Doesn’t he want me to see him?


  “Life improves the capacity of the environment to sustain life,” his father said. “Life makes needed nutrients more readily available. It binds more energy into the system through the tremendous chemical interplay from organism to organism.”


  Why does he keep harping on the same subject? Kynes asked himself. I knew that before I was ten.


  Desert hawks, carrion eaters in this land, as were most wild creatures, began to circle over him. Kynes saw a shadow pass near his hand, forced his head farther around to look upward. The birds were a blurred patch on silver-blue sky—distant flecks of soot floating above him.


  “We are generalists,” his father said. “You can’t draw neat lines around planet-wide problems. Planetology is a cut and fit science.”


  What’s he trying to tell me? Kynes wondered. Is there some consequence I failed to see?


  His cheek slumped back against the hot sand, and he smelled the burned rock odor beneath the pre-spice gases. From some corner of logic in his mind, a thought formed: Those are carrion-eater birds over me. Perhaps some of my Fremen will see them and come to investigate.


  “To the working planetologist, his most important tool is human beings,” his father said. “You must cultivate ecological literacy among the people. That’s why I’ve created this entirely new form of ecological notation.”


  He’s repealing things he said to me when I was a child, Kynes thought.


  He began to feel cool, but that corner of logic in his mind told him: The sun is overhead. You have no stillsuit and you’re hot; the sun is burning the moisture out of your body.


  His fingers clawed feebly at the sand.


  They couldn’t even leave me a stillsuit!


  “The presence of moisture in the air helps prevent too rapid evaporation from living bodies,” his father said.


  Why does he keep repeating the obvious? Kynes wondered.


  He tried to think of moisture in the air—grass covering this dune . . . open water somewhere beneath him, a long ganat flowing with water across the desert, and trees lining it . . . He had never seen water open to the sky except in text illustrations. Open water . . . irrigation water . . . it took five thousand cubic meters of water to irrigate one hectare of land, he remembered.


  “Our first goal on Arrakis,” his father said, “is grassland provinces. We will start with these mutated poverty grasses. When we have moisture locked in grasslands, we’ll move on to start upland forests, then a few open bodies of water—small at first—and situated along lines of prevailing winds with windtrap moisture precipitators spaced in the lines to recapture what the wind steals. We must create a true sirocco—a moist wind, but we will never get away from the necessity for windtraps.”


  Always lecturing me, Kynes thought. Why doesn’t he shut up? Can’t he see I’m dying?


  “You will die, too,” his father said, “if you don’t get off the bubble that’s forming right now deep underneath you. It’s there and you know it. You can smell the pre-spice gases. You know the Little Makers are beginning to lose some of their water into the mass.”


  The thought of that water beneath him was maddening. He imagined it now—sealed off in strata of porous rock by the leathery half-plant half-animal Little Makers—and the thin rupture that was pouring a cool stream of clearest pure liquid soothing water into . . .


  A pre-spice mass!


  He inhaled, smelling the rank sweetness. The odor was much richer around him than it had been.


  Kynes pushed himself to his knees, heard a bird screech, the hurried flapping of wings.


  This is spice desert, he thought. There must be Fremen about even in the day sun. Surely, they can see the birds and will investigate.


  “Movement across the landscape is a necessity for animal life,” his father said. “Nomad peoples follow the same necessity. Lines of movement adjust to physical needs for water, food, minerals. We must control this movement now, align it for our purposes.”


  “Shut up, old man,” Kynes muttered.


  “We must do a thing on Arrakis never before attempted for an entire planet,” his father said. “We must use man as a constructive ecological force—inserting adapted terraform life: a plant here, an animal there, a man in that place—to transform the water cycle, to build a new kind of landscape.”


  “Shut up!” Kynes croaked.


  “It was lines of movement that gave us the first clue to the relationship between worms and spice,” his father said.


  A worm, Kynes thought with a surge of hope. A Maker’s sure to come when this bubble bursts. But I have no hooks. How can I mount a Big Maker without hooks?


  He could feel frustration sapping what little strength remained to him. Water so near—only a hundred meters or so beneath him; a worm sure to come, but no way to trap it on the surface and use it.


  Kynes pitched forward onto the sand, returning to the shallow depression his movements had defined. He felt sand hot against his left cheek, but the sensation was remote.


  “The Arrakeen environment built itself into the evolutionary pattern of native life forms,” his father said. “How strange that so few people ever looked up from the spice long enough to wonder at the near ideal nitrogen-oxygen-C02 balance being maintained here in the absence of large areas of plant cover. The energy sphere of the planet is there to see and understand—a relentless process, but a process nonetheless. There is a gap in it? Then something occupies that gap. Science is made up of so many things that appear obvious after they are explained. I knew the Little Maker was there, deep in the sand, long before I ever saw it.”


  “Please stop lecturing me, father,” Kynes whispered.


  A hawk landed on the sand near his outstretched hand. Kynes saw it fold its wings, tip its head to stare at him. He summoned the energy to croak at it. The bird hopped away two steps, but continued to stare at him.


  “Men and their works have been a disease on the surface of their planets before now,” his father said. “Nature tends to compensate for diseases, to remove or encapsulate them, to incorporate them into the system in her own way.”


  The hawk lowered its head, stretched its wings, refolded them. It transferred its attention to his outstretched hand.


  Kynes found that he no longer had the strength to croak at it.


  “The historical system of mutual pillage and extortion stops here on Arrakis,” his father said. “You cannot go on forever stealing what you need without regard to those who come after. The physical qualities of a planet are written into its economic and political record. We have the record in front of us and our course is obvious.”


  He never could stop lecturing, Kynes thought. Lecturing, lecturing, lecturing—always lecturing.


  The hawk hopped one step closer to Kynes’ outstretched hand, turned its head first one way and then the other to study the exposed flesh.


  “Arrakis is a one-crop planet,” his father said. “One crop. It supports a ruling class that lives as ruling classes have lived in all times while, beneath them, a semihuman mass of semislaves exists on the leavings. It’s the masses and their leavings that occupy our attention. These are far more valuable than has ever been suspected.”


  “I’m ignoring you, father,” Kynes whispered. “Go away.”


  And he thought: Surely there must be some of my Fremen near. They cannot help but see the birds over me. They will investigate if only to see if there’s moisture available.


  “The masses of Arrakis will know that we work to make the land flow with water,” his father said. “Most of them, of course, will have only a semimystical understanding of how we intend to do this. Many, not understanding the prohibitive mass/ratio problem, may even think we’ll bring water from some other planet rich in it. Let them think anything they wish as long as they believe in us.”


  In a minute I’ll get up and tell him what I think of him, Kynes thought. Standing there lecturing me when he should be helping me.


  The bird took another hop closer to Kynes’ outstretched hand. Two more hawks drifted down to the sand.


  “Religion and law among our masses must be one and the same,” his father said. “An act of disobedience must be a sin and require religious penalties. This will have the dual benefit of bringing both greater obedience and greater bravery. We must depend not so much on the bravery of individuals, you see, as upon the bravery of a whole population.”


  Where is my population now when I need it most? Kynes thought. He summoned all his strength, moved his hand a finger’s width toward the nearest hawk. It hopped backward among its companions and all stood poised for flight.


  “Our timetable will achieve the stature of a natural phenomenon,” his father said. “A planet’s life is a vast, tightly interwoven fabric. Vegetation and animal changes will be determined at first by the raw physical forces we manipulate. But as they establish themselves, our changes will become controlling influences in their own right—and we will have to deal with them, too. Keep in mind, though, that we need control only three per cent of the energy surface—only three per cent—to tip the entire structure over into our self-sustaining system.”


  Why aren’t you helping me? Kynes wondered. Always the same: when I need you most, you fail me. He wanted to turn his head, to stare in the direction of his father’s voice, stare the old man down. Muscles refused to answer his demand.


  Kynes saw the hawk move. It approached his hand, a cautious step at a time while its companions waited in mock indifference. The hawk stopped only a hop away from his hand.


  A profound clarity filled Kynes’ mind. He saw quite suddenly a potential for Arrakis that his father had never seen. The possibilities along that different path flooded through him.


  “No more terrible disaster could befall your people than for them to fall into the hands of a Hero,” his father said.


  Reading my mind! Kynes thought bitterly. Well . . . let him.


  The messages already have been sent to my sietch villages, he thought. Nothing can stop them. If the Duke’s son is alive they’ll find him and protect him as I have commanded. They may discard the woman, his mother, but they’ll save the boy.


  The hawk took one hop that brought it within slashing distance of his hand. It tipped its head to examine the supine flesh. Abruptly, it straightened, stretched its head upward and with a single screech, leaped into the air and banked away overhead with its companions behind it.


  They’ve come! Kynes thought. My Fremen have found me!


  Then he heard the sand rumbling.


  Every Fremen knew the sound, could distinguish it immediately from the noises of worms or other desert life. Somewhere beneath him, the pre-spice mass had accumulated enough water and organic matter from the Little Makers, had reached the critical stage of wild growth. A gigantic bubble of C02 was forming deep in the sand, heaving upward in an enormous “blow” with a dust whirlpool at its center. It would exchange what had been formed deep in the sand for whatever lay on the surface.


  The hawks circled overhead screeching their frustration. They knew what was happening. Any desert creature would know.


  And I am a desert creature, Kynes thought. You see me, father? I am a desert creature.


  He felt the bubble lift him, felt it break and the dust whirpool engulf him, dragging him down into cool darkness. For a moment, the sensation of coolness and the moisture were blessed relief. Then, as his planet killed him, it occurred to Kynes that his father and all the other scientists were wrong, that the most persistent principles of the universe were accident and error.


  Even the hawks could appreciate these facts.


  IX


  
    Prophecy and prescience—How can they be put to the test? Consider: How much is actual prediction and how much is the prophet shaping the future to fit his prophecy? What of the harmonic disruptions inherent in the act of prophecy? Does the prophet see the future or does he see a line of weakness, a fault of crystallization that he may shatter with words or decisions as a diamond cutter shatters his gem with a blow on a knife?


    “Private Reflections on Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Gel their water!


  The command called out of the night was specific.


  Paul, aware that he had no prescient vision to guide him, fought down his fear, glanced at his mother. His trained eyes saw her readiness for battle.


  “It would be regrettable should we have to destroy you out of hand,” the voice above them said.


  That’s the one who spoke first, Jessica thought. There are at least two of them—one to our right and one to the left.


  “Cignoro hrobosa sukares hin mange la pchagavas doi me kamavas na beslas lele pal hrobas!”


  It was the man to their right calling out over the basin.


  The words were gibberish to Paul, but he sensed meaning in them out of an unabsorbed possible future. An unfiled “memory” told him suddenly that one word meant “unkissed” . . . strangers!


  Jessica, out of her Bene Gesserit training, recognized the language: Chakobsa, an ancient hunting tongue. The man had said perhaps these were the strangers they sought.


  In the sudden silence that followed the calling voice, the hoop-wheel face of the second moon—faintly ivory blue—rolled over the rocks across the basin, bright and peering.


  Scrambling sounds come from the rocks—above and to both sides . . . dark motions in the moonlight. Many figures flowed through the shadows.


  A whole troop! Paul thought with a sudden pang.


  A tall man in a mottled burnoose stepped in front of Jessica. His mouth baffle was thrown aside for clear speech, revealing a heavy beard in the sidelight of the moon, but face and eyes were hidden in the overhang of his hood.


  “What have we here—jinn or human?” he asked.


  And Jessica heard the true-banter in his voice. She allowed herself a faint hope. This was the voice of command, the voice that had first shocked them with its intrusion from the night.


  “Human, I warrant,” the man said.


  Jessica sensed rather than saw the knife hidden in a fold of the man’s robe. She permitted herself one bitter regret that she and Paul had no shields.


  “Do you also speak?” the man asked.


  Jessica put all the royal arrogance at her command into her manner and voice. Reply was urgent, but she had not heard enough of this man to be certain she had a register on his culture and weaknesses.


  “Who comes on us like criminals out of the night?” she demanded.


  The burnoose-hooded head showed tension in a sudden twist, then slow relaxation that revealed much. The man had good control.


  Paul shifted away from his mother to separate them as targets and give each of them a clearer arena of action.


  The hooded head turned at Paul’s movement, opening a wedge of face to moonlight. Jessica saw a sharp nose, one glinting eye—dark, so dark the eye without any white in it—a heavy brow and upturned mustache.


  “A likely cub,” the man said. “If you’re fugitives from the Harkonnens, it may be you’re welcome among us. What is it, boy?”


  The possibilities flashed through Paul’s mind: A trick? A fact? Immediate decision was needed.


  “Why should you welcome fugitives?” he demanded.


  “A child who thinks and speaks like a man,” the tall man said. “Well, now, to answer your question, my young wali, I am one who does not pay the fai, the water tribute to the Harkonnens. That is why I might welcome a fugitive.”


  He knows who we are, Paul thought. There’s concealment in his voice.


  “I am Stilgar, the Fremen,” the tall man said. “Does that speed your tongue, boy?”


  It is the same voice, Paul thought. And he remembered a time in Council with his father and this man—a tall Fremen who had come seeking the body of a friend slain by the Harkonnens.


  “I know you, Stilgar,” Paul said. “I was with my father in Council when you came for the water of your friend. You took away with you my father’s man, Duncan Idaho—an exchange of friends.”


  “And Idaho abandoned us to return to his Duke,” Stilgar said.


  Jessica heard the shading of disgust in his voice, held herself prepared for attack.


  The voice from the rocks above them called: “We waste time here, Stil.”


  “This is the Duke’s son,” Stilgar barked. “He’s certainly the one Liet told us to seek.”


  “But . . . a child, Stil.”


  “The Duke was a man and this lad used a thumper,” Stilgar said. “That was a brave crossing he made in the path of the shaih-hulud.”


  And Jessica heard him excluding her from his thoughts. Had he already passed sentence?


  “We haven’t time for the test,” the voice above them protested.


  “Yet he could be the Lisan al-Gaib we need,” Stilgar said.


  He’s looking for an omen! Jessica thought.


  “But the woman,” the voice above them said.


  Jessica readied herself anew. There had been death in that voice.


  “Yes, the woman,” Stilgar said. “And her water.”


  “You know the law,” said the voice from the rocks. “Ones who cannot live with the desert . . .”


  “Be quiet,” Stilgar said. “Times change.”


  “Did Liet command this?” asked the voice from the rocks.


  “You heard the voice of the cielago, Jamis,” Stilgar said. “Why do you press me?”


  And Jessica thought: Cielago! The clue of the tongue opened wide avenues of understanding: this was the language of Ilm and Fiqh, and cielago meant bat, a small flying mammal. Voice of the cielago: they had received a distrans message to seek Paul and herself.


  “I but remind you of your duties, friend Stilgar,” said the voice above them.


  “My duty is the strength of the tribe,” Stilgar said. “That is my only duty. I need no one to remind me of it. This child-man interests me. He is full fleshed. He has lived on much water. He has lived away from the father sun. He has not the eyes of the ibad. Yet, he does not speak or act like a weakling of the pans. Nor did his father. How can this be?”


  “We cannot stay out here all night arguing,” said the voice from the rocks. “If a patrol . . .”


  “I will not tell you again, Jamis, to be quiet,” Stilgar said.


  The man above them remained silent, but Jessica heard him moving, crossing by a leap over a defile and working his way down to the basin floor on their left.


  “The voice of the cielago suggested there’d be value to us in saving you two,” Stilgar said. “I can see possibility in this strong boy-man: he is young and can learn. But what of yourself, woman?” He stared at Jessica.


  I have his voice and pattern registered now, Jessica thought. I could control him with a word, but he’s a strong man . . . worth much more to us unblunted and with full freedom of action. We shall see.


  “I am the mother of this boy,” Jessica said. “In part, his strength which you admire is the product of my training.”


  “The strength of a woman can be boundless,” Stilgar said. “Certain it is in a Reverend Mother. Are you a Reverend Mother?”


  For the moment, Jessica put aside the implications of the question, answered truthfully: “No.”


  “Are you trained in the ways of the desert?”


  “No, but many consider my training valuable.”


  “We make our own judgments on value,” Stilgar said.


  “Every man has the right to his own judgments,” she said.


  “It is well that you see the reason,” Stilgar said. “We cannot dally here to test you, woman. Do you understand? We’d not want your shade to plague us. I will take the boy-man, your son, and he shall have my countenance, sanctuary in my tribe. But for you, woman—you understand there is nothing personal in this? It is the rule, Istislah, in the general interest. Is that not enough?”


  Paul took a half step forward. “What are you talking about?”


  Stilgar flicked a glance across Paul, but kept his attention on Jessica. “Unless you’ve been deep-trained from childhood to live here, you could bring destruction onto an entire tribe. It is the law, and we cannot carry useless. . .”


  Jessica’s motion started as a slumping, deceptive faint to the ground. It was the obvious thing for a weak out-worlder to do, and the obvious slows an opponent’s reactions. It takes an instant to interpret a known thing when that thing is exposed as something unknown. She shifted as she saw his right shoulder drop to bring a weapon within the folds of his robe to bear on her new position. A turn, a slash of her arm, a whirling of mingled robes, and she was against the rocks with the man helpless in front of her.


  At his mother’s first movement, Paul backed two steps. As she attacked, he dove for shadows. A bearded man rose up in his path, half-crouched, lunging forward with a weapon in one hand. Paul took the man beneath the sternum with a straight-hand jab, sidestepped and chopped the base of his neck as he fell, relieving him of the weapon as he went down.


  Then Paul was into the shadows, scrambling upward among the rocks, the weapon tucked into his waist sash. He had recognized it in spite of its unfamiliar shape—a projectile weapon, and that said many things about this place: another clue that shields were not used here.


  They will concentrate on my mother and that Stilgar fellow. She can handle him. I must get to a safe vantage point where I can threaten them and give her time to escape.


  There came a chorus of sharp spring-clicks from the basin. Projectiles whined off the rocks around him. One of them flicked his robe. He squeezed around a corner in the rocks, found himself in a narrow vertical crack, began inching upward—his back against one side, his feet against the other—slowly, as silently as he could.


  The roar of Stilgar’s voice echoed up to him: “Get back, you worm-headed lice! She’ll break my neck if you come near!”


  A voice out of the basin said: “The boy got away, Stil. What are we . . .”


  “Of course he got away, you sand-brained . . . Ughhh! Easy woman!”


  “Tell them to stop hunting my son,” Jessica said. “They’ve stopped, woman. He got away as you intended him to. Great Gods below! Why didn’t you say you were a weirding woman and a fighter?”


  “Tell your men to fall back,” Jessica said. “Tell them to go out into the basin where I can see them. . . and you’d better believe that I know how many of them there are.” And she thought: This is the delicate moment, but if this man is as sharp-minded as I think him, we have a chance.


  Paul inched his way upward, found a narrow ledge on which he could rest and look down into the basin. Stilgar’s voice came up to him.


  “And if I refuse? How can you . . . ughhh! Leave be, woman! We mean no harm to you, now. Great Gods! If you can do this to the strongest of us, you’re worth ten times your weight of water. We don’t destroy that which strengthens us.”


  Now, the test of reason, Jessica thought. She said: “You ask after the Lisan al-Gaib.”


  “You could be the folk of the legend,” he said, “but I’ll believe that when it’s been tested. All I know now is that you came here with that stupid Duke who. . . Aieeee! Woman! I care not if you kill me! He was honorable and brave, but it was stupid to put himself in the way of the Harkonnen fist!”


  Silence.


  Presently, Jessica said: “He had no choice, but we’ll not argue it. Now, tell that man of yours behind the bush over there to stop trying to bring his weapon to bear on me, or I’ll rid the Universe of you and take him next.”


  “You there!” Stilgar roared. “Do as she says!”


  “But, Stil . . .”


  “Do as she says, you wormfaced, crawling, sandbrained piece of lizard terd! Do it or I’ll help her dismember you! Can’t you see the worth of this woman?” The man at the bush straightened from his partial concealment, lowered his weapon.


  “He has obeyed,” Stilgar said.


  “Now,” Jessica said, “explain clearly to your people what it is you wish of me. I want no young hothead to make a foolish mistake.”


  “When we slip into the villages and towns we must mask our origin, blend with the pan and graben folk,” Stilgar said. “We carry no weapons, for the crysknife is sacred. But you, woman, you have the weirding ability of battle. We’d only heard of it and many doubted, but one cannot doubt what he sees with his own eyes. You mastered an armed Fremen. This is a weapon no search could expose.”


  There was a stirring in the basin as Stilgar’s words sank home.


  “And if I agree to teach you the . . . weirding way?”


  “My countenance for you as well as your son.”


  “How can we be sure of the truth in your promise?” Stilgar’s voice lost some of its subtle undertone of reasoning, took on an edge of bitterness. “Out here, woman, we carry no paper for contracts. We make no evening promises to be broken at dawn. When a man says a thing, that’s the contract. As leader of my people, I’ve put them in bond to my word. Teach us this weirding way and you have sanctuary with us as long as you wish. Your water shall mingle with our water.”


  “Can you speak for all Fremen?” Jessica asked.


  “In time, that may be. But only my brother, Liet, speaks for all Fremen. Here, I promise only secrecy. My people will not speak of you to any other sietch. The Harkonnens have returned to Dune in force and your Duke is dead. It is said that you two died in a Mother storm. The hunter does not seek dead game.”


  There’s safety in that, Jessica thought. But these people have good communications and a message could be sent. “I presume there was a reward offered for us,” she said. Stilgar remained silent, and she could almost see the thoughts turning over in his head, sensing the shifts of his muscles beneath her hands.


  Presently, he said: “I will say it once more: I’ve given the Tribe’s word-bond. My people know your worth to us now. What could the Harkonnens give us? Our freedom? Hah! No, you are the taqwa, that which buys us more than all the spice in the Harkonnen coffers.”


  “Then I shall teach you my way of battle,” Jessica said, and she sensed the unconscious ritual-intensity of her own words.


  “Now, you will release me?”


  “So be it,” Jessica said. She released her hold on him, stepped aside in full view of the band in the basin. This is the test-mashad, she thought. But Paul must know about them even if I die for his knowledge.


  In the waiting silence, Paul inched forward to get a better view of where his mother stood. As he moved, he heard heavy breathing, suddenly stilled, above him in the vertical crack of the rock, and sensed a faint shadow there outlined against the stars.


  Stilgar’s voice came up from the basin: “You, up there! Stop hunting the boy. He’ll come down presently.”


  The voice of a young boy or a girl sounded from the darkness above Paul: “But, Stil, he can’t be far from . . .”


  “I said leave him be, Chani! You spawn of a lizard!” There came a whispered imprecation from above Paul and a low voice “Call me spawn of a lizard!” But the shadow pulled back out of view.


  Paul returned his attention to the basin, picking out the gray-shadowed movement of Stilgar beside his mother.


  “Come in, all of you,” Stilgar called. He turned to Jessica. “And now I’ll ask you how we may be certain you’ll fulfill your half of our bargain? You’re the one who lived with papers and empty contracts and such as . . .”


  “We of the Bene Gesserit don’t break our vows any more than you do,” Jessica said.


  There was a protracted silence, then a multiple hissing of voices: “A Bene Gesserit witch!”


  Paul brought his captured weapon from his sash, trained it on the dark figure of Stilgar, but the man and his companions remained immobile, staring at Jessica.


  “It is the legend,” someone said.


  “It was said that the Shadout Mapes gave this report on you,” Stilgar said. “But a thing so important must be tested. If you are the Bene Gesserit of the legend whose son will lead us to paradise . . .” He shrugged.


  Jessica sighed, thinking: So our Missionaria Protectiva even planted religious safety valves in this hell hole. Ah, well . . . it’ll help, and that’s what it was meant to do.


  She said: “The seeress who brought you the legend, she gave it under the binding of karama and ijaz, the miracle and the inimitability of the prophecy—this I know. Do you wish a sign?”


  His nostrils flared in the moonlight. “We cannot tarry for the rites,” he whispered.


  Jessica recalled a chart Kynes had shown her while arranging emergency escape routes. How long ago it seemed. There had been a place called “Sietch Tabr” on the chart and beside it the notation: “Stilgar.”


  “Perhaps when we get to Sietch Tabr,” she said.


  The revelation shook him, and Jessica thought: If only he knew the tricks we use! She must’ve been good, that Bene Gesserit of the Missionaria Protectiva. These Fremen are beautifully prepared to believe in us.


  Stilgar shifted uneasily. “We must go now.”


  She nodded, letting him know that they left with her permission.


  He looked up at the cliff almost directly at the rock ledge where Paul crouched. “You there, lad: you may come down now.” He returned his attention to Jessica, spoke with an apologetic tone: “Your son made an incredible amount of noise climbing. He has much to learn lest he endanger us all, but he’s young.”


  “No doubt we have much to teach each other,” Jessica said. “Meanwhile, you’d best see to your companion out there. My noisy son was a bit rough in disarming him.”


  Stilgar whirled, his hood flapping. “Where?”


  “Beyond those bushes.” She pointed.


  Stilgar touched two of his men. “See to it.” He glanced at his companions, identifying them. “Jamis is missing.” He turned to Jessica. “Even your cub knows the weirding way.”


  “And you’ll notice that my son hasn’t stirred from up there as you ordered,” Jessica said.


  The two men Stilgar had sent returned supporting a third who stumbled and gasped between them. Stilgar gave them a flicking glance, returned his attention to Jessica. “The son will take only your orders, eh? Good. He knows discipline.”


  “Paul, you may come down now,” Jessica said.


  Paul stood up, emerging into moonlight above his concealing cleft, slipped the Fremen weapon back into his sash. As he turned, another figure arose from the rocks to face him.


  In the moonlight and reflection off gray stone, Paul saw a small figure in Fremen robes, a shadowed face peering out at him from the hood, and the muzzle of one of the projectile weapons aimed at him from a fold of robe.


  “I am Chani, daughter of Liet.”


  The voice was lilting, half filled with laughter.


  “I would not have permitted you to harm my companions,” she said.


  Paul swallowed. The figure in front of him turned into the moon’s path and he saw an elfin face, black pits of eyes. The familiarity of that face, the features out of numberless visions in his earliest prescience, shocked Paul to stillness. He remembered the angry bravado with which he had once described this face from a dream, telling a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mother: “I will meet her.”


  And here was the face, but in no meeting he had ever dreamed.


  “You were as noisy as shaih-hulud in a rage,” she said. “And you took the most difficult way up here. Follow me; I’ll show you an easier way down.”


  He scrambled out of the cleft, followed the swirling of her robe across a tumbled landscape. She moved like a gazelle, dancing over the rocks. Paul felt hot blood in his face, was thankful for the darkness.


  That girl! She was like a touch of destiny. He felt caught up on a wave, in tune with a motion that lifted all his spirits.


  They stood presently amidst the Fremen on the basin floor.


  Jessica turned a wry smile on Paul, but spoke to Stilgar: “This will be a good exchange of teachings. I hope you and your people feel no anger at our violence. It seemed . . . necessary. You were about to . . . make a mistake.”


  “To save one from a mistake is a gift of paradise,” Stilgar said. He touched his lips with his left hand, lifted the weapon from Paul’s waist with the other, tossed it to a companion. “You will have your own maula pistol, lad, when you’ve earned it.”


  Paul started to speak, hesitated, remembering his mother’s teaching: “Beginnings are such delicate times.”


  “My son has what weapons he needs,” Jessica said. She stared at Stilgar, forcing him to think of how Paul had acquired the pistol.


  Stilgar glanced at the man Paul had subdued—Jamis. The man stood at one side, head lowered, breathing heavily. “You are a difficult woman,” Stilgar said. He held out his left hand to a companion, snapped his fingers. “Kushti bakka te.”


  More Chakobsa, Jessica thought.


  The companion pressed two squares of gauze into Stilgar’s hand. Stilgar ran them through his fingers, fixed one around Jessica’s neck beneath her hood, fitted the other around Paul’s neck in the same way.


  “Now, you wear the kerchief of the bakka,” he said. “If we become separated, you will be recognized as belonging to Stilgar’s sietch. We will talk of weapons another time.”


  He moved out through his band now, inspecting them, giving Paul’s Fremkit pack to one of his men to carry.


  Bakka, Jessica thought, recognizing the religious term: bakka—the weeper. She sensed how the symbolism of the kerchiefs united this band. Why should weeping unite them? she asked herself.


  Stilgar came to the young girl who had embarrassed Paul, said: “Chani, take the child-man under your wing. Keep him out of trouble.”


  Chani touched Paul’s arm. “Come along, child-man.” Paul hid the anger in his voice, said: “My name is Paul. It were well you . . .”


  “We’ll give you a name, manling,” Stilgar said, “in the time of the mihna, at the test of aql.”


  The test of reason, Jessica translated. The sudden need of Paul’s ascendancy overrode all other consideration, and she marked: “My son’s been tested with the gom jabbar!”


  In the stillness that followed, she knew she had struck to the heart of them.


  “There’s much we don’t know of each other,” Stilgar said. “But we tarry overlong. Day-sun musn’t find us in the open.” He crossed to the man Paul had struck down, said: “Jamis, can you travel?”


  A grunt answered him. “Surprised me, he did. ’Twas an accident. I can travel.”


  “No accident,” Stilgar said. “I’ll hold you responsible with Chani for the lad’s safety, Jamis. These people have my countenance.”


  Jessica stared at the man, Jamis. His was the voice that had argued with Stilgar from the rocks. His was the voice with death in it. And Stilgar had seen fit to reinforce his order with this Jamis.


  Stilgar flicked a testing glance across the group, motioned two men out. “Larus and Farrukh, you are to hide our tracks. See that we leave no trace. Extra care—we have two with us who’ve not been trained.” He turned, hand upheld and aimed across the basin. “In squad line with flankers—move out. We must be at Cave of the Ridges before dawn.”


  Jessica fell into step beside Stilgar, counting heads. There were forty Fremen—she and Paul made it forty-two. And she thought: They travel as a military company—even the girl Chani.


  Paul took a place in the line behind Chani. He had put down the black feeling at being caught by the girl. In his mind now was the memory called up by his mother’s barked reminder: “My son’s been tested with the gom jabbar!”


  He remembered the far away day on Caladan, lovely . . . soft . . . indolent Caladan. He remembered the wrinklefaced old Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam, the agony she had inflicted on his hand to see if he would suffer it in the face of death. Paul found that his hand now tingled with the remembered pain.


  “Watch where you go,” Chani hissed. “Do not brush against a bush lest you leave a thread to show our passage.”


  Paul swallowed, nodded.


  Jessica listened to the sounds of the troop, hearing her own footsteps and Paul’s, marveling at the way the Fremen moved. They were forty people crossing the basin with only the sounds natural to the place—ghostly feluccas, their robes flitting through the shadows. Their destination was Sietch Tabr—Stilgar’s sietch.


  She turned the word over in her mind: sietch. It was a Chakobsa word, unchanged from the old hunting language out of countless centuries. Sietch: a meeting place in time of danger. The profound implications of the word and the language were just beginning to register with her after the tension of their encounter.


  “We move well,” Stilgar said. “With Shaih-hulud’s favor, we’ll reach Cave of the Ridges before dawn.”


  Jessica nodded, conserving her strength, sensing the terrible fatigue she held at bay by the force of will . . . and, she admitted it: by the force of elation. Her mind focused on the value of this troop, seeing what was revealed here about the Fremen culture.


  All of them, she thought, an entire culture trained to military order. What a priceless thing is here for an outcast Duke!


  X


  
    The Fremen were supreme in that quality the ancients called “spannungsbogen”—which is the self-imposed delay between desire for a thing and the act of reaching out to grasp that thing.


    “The Wisdom of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  They approached Cave of the Ridges at dawnbreak, moving through a split in the basin wall so narrow they had to turn sideways to negotiate it. Jessica saw Stilgar detach guards in the thin dawnlight, saw them for a moment as they began their scrambling climb up the cliff.


  Paul turned his head upward as he walked, seeing the tapestry of this planet cut in cross section where the narrow cleft gaped toward gray-blue sky.


  Chani pulled at his robe to hurry him, said: “Quickly. It already is light.”


  “The men who climbed above us, where are they going?” Paul whispered.


  “The first daywatch,” she said. “Hurry now!”


  A guard left outside, Paul thought. Wise. Bui it would’ve been wiser still for us to approach this place in separate bands. Less chance of losing the whole troop. He paused in the thought, realizing that this was Guerrilla thinking, and he remembered his father’s fear that the Atreides might become a Guerrilla House.


  “Faster,” Chani whispered.


  Paul sped his steps, hearing the swish of robes behind. And he thought of the words of the sirat from the little OC Bible he had possessed once—his secret gift from Yueh who had betrayed them.


  “Paradise on my right, Hell on my left and the Angel of Death behind.” He rolled the quotation in his mind.


  They rounded a corner where the passage widened. Stilgar stood at one side motioning them down into a low hole that opened at right angles to them.


  “Quickly!” he hissed. “We’re like rabbits in a cage if a patrol catches us here.”


  Paul bent for the opening, followed Chani into a cave illuminated by thin gray light from somewhere ahead.


  “You can stand up,” she said.


  He straightened, studied the place: a deep and wide area with domed ceiling that curved away just out of a man’s handreach. The troop spread out through shadows. Paul saw his mother come up on one side, saw her examine their companions. And he noted how she failed to blend with the Fremen even though her garb was identical. The way she moved—such a sense of power and grace.


  “Find a place to rest and stay out of the way, child-man,” Chani said. “Here’s food.” She pressed two leaf-wrapped morsels into his hand. They reeked of spice.


  Stilgar came up behind Jessica, called an order to a group on the left. “Get the doorseal in place and see to moisture security.” He turned to another Fremen: “Lemil, get glowglobes.” He took Jessica’s arm. “I wish to show you something, weirding woman.” He led her around a curve of rock toward the light source.


  Jessica found herself looking out across the wide lip of another opening to the cave, an opening high in a cliff wall—looking out across another basin about ten or twelve kilometers wide. The basin was shielded by high rock walls. Sparse clumps of plant growth was scattered around it.


  As she looked at the dawn-gray basin, the sun lifted over the far escarpment illuminating a biscuit-colored landscape of rocks and sand. And she noted how the sun of Arrakis appeared to leap over the horizon.


  It’s because we want to hold it back, she thought. Night is safer than day. There came over her then a longing for a rainbow in this place that would never see rain. I must suppress such longings, she thought. They’re a weakness. I no longer can afford weaknesses.


  Stilgar gripped her arm, pointed across the basin. “There! There you see proper Druses.”


  She looked where he pointed, saw movement: people on the basin floor scattering at the daylight into the shadows of the opposite cliffwall. In spite of the distance their movements were plain in the clear air. She lifted her binoculars from beneath her robe, focused the oil lenses on the distant people. Their kerchiefs fluttered like a flight of multi-colored butterflies.


  “That is home,” Stilgar said. “We will be there this night.” He stared across the basin, tugging at his mustache. “My people stayed out overlate working. That means there are no patrols about. I’ll signal them later and they’ll prepare for us.”


  “Your people show good discipline,” Jessica said. She lowered the binoculars, saw that Stilgar was looking at them.


  “They obey the preservation of the tribe,” he said. “It is the way we choose among us for a leader. The leader is the one who is strongest, the one who brings water and security.” He lifted his attention to her face.


  She returned his stare, noted the whiteless eyes, the stained eyepits, the dust-rimmed beard and mustache, the line of the catchtube curving down from his nostrils into his stillsuit.


  “Have I compromised your leadership by besting you, Stilgar?” she asked.


  “You did not call me out,” he said.


  “It’s important that a leader keep the respect of his troop,” she said.


  “Isn’t a one of those sandlice I cannot handle,” Stilgar said. “When you bested me, you bested us all. Now, they hope to learn from you . . . the weirding way. . . and some are curious to see if you intend to call me out.”


  She weighed the implications. “By besting you in formal battle?”


  He nodded. “I’d advise you against this because they’d not follow you. You’re not of the sand. They saw this in our night’s passage.”


  “Practical people,” she said.


  “True enough.” He glanced at the basin. “We know our needs. But not many are thinking deep thoughts now this close to home. We’ve been out overlong arranging to deliver our spice quota to the Free Traders for the cursed Guild . . . may their faces be forever black.”


  Jessica stopped in the act of turning away from him, looked back up into his face. “The Guild? What has the Guild to do with your spice?”


  “It’s Liet’s command,” Stilgar said. “We know the reason, but the taste of it sours us. We bribe the Guild with a monstrous payment in spice to keep our skies clear of satellites and such that none may spy what we do to the face of Arrakis.”


  She weighed out her words, remembering that Paul once had said this must be the reason Arrakeen skies were clear of satellites. “And what is it you do to the face of Arrakis that must not be seen?”


  “We change it . . . slowly but with certainty . . . to make it fit for human life. Our generation will not see it, nor our children or our children’s children or the grandchildren of their children . . . but it will come.” He stared with veiled eyes out over the basin. “Open water and tall green plants and people walking freely without stillsuits.” So that’s the dream of this Liet-Kynes, she thought. And she said: “Bribes are dangerous; they have a way of growing larger and larger.”


  “They grow,” he said, “but the slow way is the safe way.”


  Jessica turned, looked out over the basin, trying to see it the way Stilgar was seeing it in his imagination. She saw only the grayed mustard stain of distant rocks and a sudden hazy motion in the sky above the cliffs. “Ahhhh,” Stilgar said.


  She thought at first it must be a patrol vehicle, then realized it was a mirage—another landscape hovering over the desert: sand and a distant wavering of greenery and in the middle distance a long worm traveling the surface with what looked like Fremen robes fluttering on its back. The mirage faded.


  “It would be better to ride,” Stilgar said, “but we cannot permit a Maker into this basin.”


  Maker—their word for worm, she thought.


  She measured the import of his words, the statement that they could not permit a worm into this basin. She knew what she had seen in the mirage—Fremen riding on the back of a giant worm. It took heavy control not to betray her shock at the implications.


  “We must be getting back to the others,” Stilgar said. “Else my people may suspect I dally with you. Some already are jealous that my hands tasted your loveliness when we struggled last night in Tuono Basin.”


  “That will be enough of that!” Jessica snapped.


  “No offense,” Stilgar said, and his voice was mild. “Women among us are not taken against their will . . . and with you”—he shrugged—“even that convention isn’t required.”


  “You will keep in mind that I was a Duke’s lady,” she said, but her voice was calmer.


  “As you wish,” he said. “It’s time to seal off this opening, to permit relaxation of stillsuit discipline. My people need to rest in comfort this day. Their families will give them little rest on the morrow.”


  Silence fell between them.


  Jessica stared out into the sunlight. She had heard what she had heard in Stilgar’s voice—the unspoken offer of more than his countenance. Did he need a wife? She realized she could step into that place with him. It would be one way to end conflict over tribal leadership—female properly aligned with male.


  But what of Paul then? Who could tell yet what rules of parenthood prevailed here? And what of the unborn daughter she had carried these few weeks? What of a dead Duke’s daughter? And she permitted herself to face fully into the significance of this other child growing within her, to see her own motives in permitting the conception. She knew what it was—she had succumbed to that profound drive shared by all creatures who are faced with death—the drive to seek immortality through progeny. The fertility drive of the species had overpowered them.


  Jessica glanced at Stilgar, saw that he was studying her, waiting. A daughter born here to a woman wed to such a one as this man—what would be the fate of such a daughter? she asked herself. Would he try to limit the necessities that a Bene Gesserit must follow?


  Stilgar cleared his throat and revealed then that he understood some of the questions in her mind. “What is important for a leader is that which makes him a leader. It is the needs of his people. If you teach me your powers, there may come a day when one of us must challenge the other. I would prefer some alternative.”


  “There are several alternatives?” she asked.


  “The Sayyadina,” he said. “Our Reverend Mother is old.”


  Their Reverend Mother!


  Before she could probe this, he said: “I do not necessarily offer myself as mate. This is nothing personal for you are beautiful and desirable. But should you become one of my women, that might lead some of my young men to believe that I’m too much concerned with pleasures of the flesh and not enough concerned with the Tribe’s needs. Even now they listen to us and watch us.”


  A man who weighs his decisions, who thinks of consequences, she thought.


  “There are those among my young men who have reached the age of wild spirits,” he said. “They must be eased through this period. I must leave no great reasons around for them to challenge me. Because I would have to maim and kill among them. This is not the proper course for a leader if it can be avoided with honor. A leader, you see, is one of the things that distinguishes a mob from a People. He maintains the level of individuals. Too few individuals and a People reverts to a mob.”


  His words, the depth of their awareness, the fact that he spoke as much to her as to those who secretly listened, forced her to re-evaluate him.


  He has stature, she thought. Where did he learn such inner balance?


  “The law that demands our form of choosing a leader is a just law,” Stilgar said. “But it does not follow that justice is always the thing a People needs. What we truly need now is time to grow and prosper, to spread our force over more land.”


  What is his ancestry? she wondered. Whence comes such breeding? She said: “Stilgar, I underestimated you.”


  “Such was my suspicion,” he said.


  “Each of us apparently underestimated the other.”


  “I should like an end to this,” he said. “I should like friendship with you . . . and trust. I should like that respect for each other which grows in the breast without demand for the huddlings of sex.”


  “I understand,” she said.


  “Do you trust me?”


  “I hear your sincerity.”


  “Among us,” he said, “the Sayyadina, when they are not the formal leaders, hold a special place of honor. They teach. They maintain the strength of God here.” He touched his breast.


  Now, I must probe this Reverend Mother mystery, she thought. And she said: “You spoke of your Reverend Mother . . . and I’ve heard words of legend and prophecy.”


  “It is said that a Bene Gesserit and her offspring hold the key to our future,” he said.


  “Do you believe I am that one.”


  She watched his face, thinking: The young reed dies so easily. Beginnings are times of such great peril.


  “We do not know,” he said.


  She nodded, thinking: He’s an honorable man. He wants a sign from me, but he’ll not tip fate by telling me the sign.


  Jessica turned her head, stared down into the basin at the golden shadows, the purple shadows, the vibrations of dust-mote air across the lip of their cave. Her mind was filled suddenly with feline prudence. She knew the cant of the Missionaria Protectiva, knew how to adapt the techniques of legend and fear and hope to her emergency needs, but she sensed wild changes here . . . as though someone had been in here among the Fremen and capitalized on the Missionaria Protectiva’s imprint.


  Stilgar cleared his throat.


  She sensed his impatience, knew that the day moved ahead and men waited to seal off this opening. This was a time for boldness on her part, and she realized what she needed: some dar al-hikman, some school of translation that would give her . . .


  “Adab,” she whispered.


  Her mind felt as though it had rolled over within her. She recognized the sensation with a quickening of pulse. Nothing in all the Bene Gesserit training carried such a signal of recognition. It could be only the adab, the demanding memory that comes upon you of itself. She gave herself up to it, allowing the words to flow from her.


  “Ibn qirtaiba,” she said, “as far as the spot where the dust ends.” She stretched out an arm from her robe, seeing Stilgar’s eyes go wide. She heard a rustling of many robes in the background. “I see a . . . Fremen with the book of examples,” she intoned. “He reads to al-Lat, the sun whom he defied and subjugated. He reads to the Sadus of the Trial and this is what he reads:


  “Mine enemies are like green blades eaten down


  That did stand in the path of the tempest.


  Hast thou not seen what our Lord did?


  He sent the pestilence among them


  That did lay schemes against us.


  They are like birds scattered by the huntsmen.


  Their schemes are like pellets of poison


  That every mouth rejects.”


  A trembling passed through her. She dropped her arm.


  Back to her from the inner cave’s shadows came a whispered response of many voices: “Their works have been overturned.”


  “The fire of God mount over thy heart,” she said. And she thought: Now it goes in the proper channel.


  “The fire of God set alight,” came the response.


  She nodded. “Thine enemies shall fall,” she said.


  “Bi-la kaifa,” they answered.


  In the sudden hush, Stilgar bowed to her. “Sayyadina,” he said. “If the Shai-hulud grant, then you may yet pass within to become a Reverend Mother.”


  Pass within, she thought. An odd way of putting it. But the rest of it fitted into the cant well enough. And she felt a cynical bitterness at what she had done. Our Missionaria Protectiva seldom fails. A place was prepared for us in this wilderness. The prayer of the salat has carved out our hiding place. Now . . . I must play the part of Auliya, the Friend of God . . . Sayyadina to rogue peoples who’ve been so heavily imprinted with our Bene Gesserit soothsay they even call their chief priestesses Reverend Mothers.


  Paul stood beside Chani in the shadows of the inner cave. He could still taste the morsel she had fed him—bird flesh and grain bound with spice honey and encased in a leaf. In tasting it he had realized he never before had eaten such a concentration of spice essence and there had been a moment of fear. He knew what this essence could do to him—the spice change that pushed his mind into prescient awareness.


  “Bi-la kaifa,” Chani whispered.


  He looked at her, seeing the awe with which the Fremen appeared to accept his mother’s words. Only the man called Jamis seemed to stand aloof from the ceremony, holding himself apart with arms folded across his breast.


  “Duy yakha hin mange,” Chani whispered. “Duy punra hin mange. I have two eyes. I have two feet.”


  She stared at Paul with a look of wonder.


  Paul took a deep breath, tried to still the tempest in his breast. His mother’s words had locked onto the working of the spice essence within him. He had felt her voice rise and fall there like the shadows of an open fire. And through it all, he had sensed the cynicism in her voice—he knew her so well!—but nothing could stop this metamorphosis.


  Terrible Purpose!


  He sensed the Race Consciousness that he could not escape. There came the breakthrough of sharpened clarity, the inflow of data, the precise awareness. He sank to the floor with his back against rock, gave himself up to the Time vision within that timeless stratum. He felt the winds of the future and the winds of the past—the one-eyed vision of the past, the one-eyed vision of the present and/shift the one-eyed vision of the future. All combined in a trinocular vision of Time-become-space. The possible futures flowed through him, deposited their experiences and were gone, leaving the detritus to be absorbed or rejected.


  He felt the danger of overrunning himself, and he had to clutch at awareness of the present, sensing the blurred deflection of experiences, the multi-flowing moments, the continual solidification of that-which-is into perpetual-past.


  In holding to the present, he felt for the first time the massive steadiness of Time’s primary current, saw the everywhere-movement of eddies complicated waves, surges and counter surges—like surf dashing against rocky cliffs.


  With abrupt infolding, he realized that prescience incorporated the limits of what is revealed—at once a source of accuracy and meaningful error. A kind of Heisenberg indeterminacy intervened: the expenditure of energy that revealed what he saw changed what he saw.


  And what he saw was a Time nexus within this cave, a boiling of possibilities focused here, wherein the most minute action—the wink of an eye, a careless word, a misplaced grain of sand—moved a gigantic lever across the known universe. He saw violence with the outcome subject to so many variables that his slightest movement created vast shiftings in the pattern.


  The vision made him want to freeze into immobility, but this, too, was action with its consequences.


  The countless consequences—lines fanned out from this cave, and along most of these consequence-lines he saw his own dead body with blood flowing from a gaping knife wound.


  XI


  
    Perhaps you can understand it if you think of a man riding in a tiny boat—in a coracle—on a stormy sea. If conditions are right, he will be able to see around him toward limits something like these: When the coracle is in the trough, he sees flanks of adjoining waves; when his coracle rises to a wave crest, he sees two troughs and flanks of his own wave complex and the peaks of many waves. Troughs of subsequent waves, however, are increasingly hidden from the eye in the coracle. If you will permit a bad pun, then, the eye in the coracle is the oracle with a limited “sea.”


    “Muad’Dib: Reflections on Time”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Jessica awakened in cave darkness, sensing the stir of Fremen around her, smelling the acrid stillsuit odor. Her inner timesense told her it would soon be night outside, but the cave remained in blackness, shielded from the desert by the plastic hoods that trapped their body moisture within this space.


  She realized that she had permitted herself the utterly relaxing sleep of great fatigue, and this suggested something of her own unconscious assessment on personal security within this troop. She turned in the hammock that had been fashioned of her robe, slipped her feet to the rock floor and into her desert boots.


  I must remember to fasten the boots slip-fashion to help by stillsuit’s pumping action, she thought. There are so many things to remember.


  She could still taste their morning meal—the morsel of bird flesh and grain bound within a leaf with spice honey—and it came to her that the use of time was turned around here: night was the day of activity and the day was a time of rest.


  Night conceals; night is safest.


  She unhooked her robe from its hammock pegs in a rock alcove, fumbled with the fabric in the dark until she found the top, slipped into it.


  How to get a message out to the Bene Gesserits? she wondered. They would have to be told of the two strays in Arrakeen sanctuary.
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  Glowtubes and globes came alight farther into the cave. She saw people moving there, Paul among them already dressed and with his hood thrown back to reveal the aquiline Atreides profile.


  He had acted so strangely before they retired, she thought. Withdrawn. He was like one come back from the dead, not yet fully aware of his return, his eyes half shut and glassy with the inward stare. It made her think of his warning about the spice-impregnated diet: addictive.


  Are there side effects? she wondered. He said it had something to do with his prescient faculty, but he has been strangely silent about what he sees.


  Stilgar came from shadows to her right, crossed to the group beneath the glowtubes. She marked how he fingered his beard and his watchful, cat-stalking look.


  Abrupt fear shot through Jessica as her senses awakened to the tensions visible in the people gathered around Paul—the stiff movements, the ritual positions.


  “They have my countenance!” Stilgar rumbled.


  Jessica recognized the man Stilgar confronted—Jamis!


  She saw then the rage in Jamis—the tight set of his shoulders.


  Jamis, the man Paul bested! she thought.


  “You know the rule, Stilgar,” Jamis said.


  “Who knows it better?” Stilgar asked, and she heard the tone of placation in his voice, the attempt to smooth something over.


  “I choose the combat,” Jamis growled.


  Jessica sped across the cave, grasped Stilgar’s arm. “What is this?” she asked.


  “It is the amtal rule,” Stilgar said. “Jamis is demanding the right to test your part in the legend.”


  “She must be championed,” Jamis said. “If her champion wins, that’s the truth in it. But it’s said”—he glanced across the press of people—“that she’d need no champion from the Fremen—which can mean only that she brings her own champion.”


  He’s talking of single combat with Paul! Jessica thought.


  She released Stilgar’s arm, took a half step forward. “I’m always my own champion,” she said. “The meaning’s simple enough for . . .”


  “You’ll not tell us our ways!” Jamis snapped. “Not without more proof than I’ve seen. Stilgar could’ve told you what to say last morning. He could’ve filled your mind full of the coddle and you could’ve bird-talked it to us, hoping to make a false way among us.”


  I can take him, Jessica thought, but that might conflict with the way they interpret the legend. And again she wondered at the way the Missionaria Protectiva’s work had been twisted on this planet.


  Stilgar looked at Jessica, spoke in a low voice but one designed to carry to the crowd’s fringe. “Jamis is one to hold a grudge, Sayyadina. Your son bested him and . . .”


  “It was an accident!” Jamis roared. “There was witch-force at Tuono Basin and I’ll prove it now!”


  “. . . And I’ve bested him myself,” Stilgar continued. “He seeks by this tahaddi-challenge to get back at me as well. There’s too much of violence in Jamis for him ever to make a good leader. He has too much ghafla, the distraction. He gives his mouth to the rules and his heart to the sarfa, the turning away. No, he could never make a good leader. I’ve preserved him this long because he’s useful in a fight as such, but when he gets this carving anger on him he’s dangerous to his own society.”


  “Stilgarrrr!” Jamis rumbled.


  And Jessica saw what Stilgar was doing, trying to enrage Jamis, to take the challenge away from Paul.


  Stilgar faced Jamis, and again Jessica heard the soothing in the rumbling voice. “Jamis, he’s but a boy. He’s . . .”


  “You named him a man,” Jamis said. “His mother says he’s been through the gom jabbar. He’s full-fleshed and with a surfeit of water. The ones who carried their pack say there’s literjons of water in it. Literjons! And us slipping our catchpockets the instant they show dewsparkle.”


  Stilgar glanced at Jessica. “Is this true? Is there water in your pack?”


  “Yes.”


  “Literjons of it?”


  “Two literjons.”


  “What was intended with this wealth?”


  Wealth? she thought. She shook her head, feeling the coldness in his voice.


  “Where I was born, water fell from the sky and ran over the land in wide rivers,” she said. “There were oceans of it so broad you could not see the other shore. I’ve not been trained to your water discipline. I never before had to think of it this way.”


  A sighing gasp arose from the people around them! “Water fell from the sky . . . it ran over the land.”


  “Did you know there’re those among us who’ve lost from their catchpockets by accident and will be in sore trouble before we reach Tabr this night?”


  “How could I know?” Jessica shook her head. “If they’re in need, give them water from our pack.”


  “Is that what you intended with this wealth?”


  “I intended it to save life,” she said.


  “Then we accept your blessing, Sayyadina.”


  “You’ll not buy us off with water,” Jamis growled. “Nor will you anger me against yourself, Stilgar. I see you trying to make me call you out before I’ve proved my words.”


  Stilgar faced Jamis. “Are you determined to press this fight against a child, Jamis?” His voice was low, venomous.


  “She must be championed.”


  “Even though she has my countenance?”


  “I invoke the amtal rule,” Jamis said. “It’s my right.” Stilgar nodded. “Then, if the boy does not carve you down, you’ll answer to my knife afterward. And this time I’ll not hold back the blade as I’ve done before.”


  “You cannot do this thing,” Jessica said. “Paul’s just . . .”


  “You must not interfere, Sayyadina,” Stilgar said. “Oh, I know you can take me and, therefore, can take anyone among us, but you cannot best us all united. This must be: it is the amtal rule.”


  Jessica fell silent, staring at him in the green light of the glowtubes, seeing the demoniacal stiffness that had taken over his expression. She shifted her attention to Jamis, saw the brooding look to his brows and thought: I should’ve seen that before. He broods. He’s the silent kind, one who works himself up inside. I should’ve been prepared.


  “If you harm my son,” she said, “you’ll have me to meet. I call you out now. I’ll carve you into a joint of . . .”


  “Mother.” Paul stepped forward, touched her sleeve. “Perhaps if I explain to Jamis how. . .”


  “Explain!” Jamis sneered.


  Paul fell silent, staring at the man. He felt no fear of him. Jamis appeared clumsy in his movements and he had fallen so easily in their night encounter on the sand. But Paul still felt the nexus-boiling of this cave, still remembered the prescient visions of himself dead under a knife. There had been so few avenues of escape for him in that vision . . .


  Stilgar said: “Sayyadina, you must step back now where . . .”


  “Stop calling her Sayyadina!” Jamis said. “That’s yet to be proved. So she knows the prayer! What’s that? Every child among us knows it.”


  He has talked enough, Jessica thought. I’ve the key to him. I could immobilize him with a word. She hesitated. But I cannot stop them all.


  “You will answer to me then,” Jessica said, and she pitched her voice in a twisting tone with a little whine in it and a catch at the end.


  Jamis stared at her, fright visible on his face.


  “I’ll teach you agony,” she said in the same tone. “Remember that as you fight. You’ll have agony such as will make the gom jabber a happy memory by comparison. You will writhe with your entire . . .”


  “She tries a spell on me!” Jamis gasped. He put his clenched right fist beside his ear. “I invoke the silence on her!”


  “So be it then,” Stilgar said. He cast a warning glance at Jessica. “If you speak again, Sayyadina, we’ll know it’s your witchcraft and you’ll be forfeit.” He nodded for her to step back.


  Jessica felt hands pulling her, helping her back, and she sensed they were not unkindly. She saw Paul being separated from the throng, the elfin-faced Chani whispering in his ear as she nodded toward Jamis.


  A ring formed within the troop. More glowglobes were brought and all of them tuned to the yellow band.


  Jamis stepped into the ring, slipped out of his robe and tossed it to someone in the crowd. He stood there in a cloudy gray slickness of stillsuit that was patched and marked by tucks and gathers. For a moment, he bent with his mouth to his shoulder, drinking from a catch-pocket tube. Presently, he straightened, peeled off and detached the suit, handed it carefully into the crowd. He stood waiting, clad in loincloth and some tight fabric over his feet, a crysknife in his right hand.


  Jessica saw the girlchild Chani helping Paul, saw her press the crysknife handle into his palm, saw him heft it, testing the weight and balance. And it came to Jessica that Paul had been trained in prana and bindu, the nerve and the fiber—that he had been taught fighting in a deadly school, his teachers men like Duncan Idaho and Gurney Halleck, men who were legends in their own lifetimes. The boy knew the devious ways of the Bene Gesserit and he looked supple and confident.


  But he’s only fifteen, she thought. And he has no shield. I must stop this. Somehow, there must be a way to . . . She looked up, saw Stilgar watching her.


  “You cannot stop it,” he said. “You must not speak.”


  She put a hand over her mouth, thinking: I’ve planted fear in Jamis’ mind. It’ll slow him some . . . perhaps. If I could only pray—truly pray.


  Paul stood alone now just into the ring, clad in the fighting trunks he’d worn under his stillsuit. He held a crysknife in his right hand; his feet were bare against the sand-gritted rock. Idaho had warned him time and again: “When in doubt of your surface, bare feel are best.” And there were Chani’s words of instruction still in the front of his consciousness: “Jamis turns to the right with his knife after a parry. It’s a habit we’ve all seen. And he’ll aim for the eyes to catch a blink in which to slash you. And he can fight either hand; look out for a knife shift.”


  But strongest in Paul so that he felt it with his entire body was the training and the instinctual reaction mechanism that had been hammered into him day after day, hour after hour on the practice floor.


  Gurney Halleck’s words were there to remember: “The good knife fighter thinks on both point and blade and shearing-guard simultaneously. The point can also cut; the blade can also stab; the shearing-guard can also trap your opponent’s blade.”


  Paul glanced at the crysknife. There was no shearing-guard; only the slim round ring of the handle with its raised lips to protect the hand. And even so, he realized that he did not know the breaking tension of this blade, did not even know if it could be broken.


  Jamis began sidling to the right along the edge of the ring opposite Paul.


  Paul crouched, realizing then that he had no shield, but was trained to fighting with its subtle field around him, trained to react on defense with utmost speed while his attack would be timed to the controlled slowness necessary for penetrating the enemy’s shield. In spite of constant warning from his trainers not to depend on the shield’s mindless blunting of attack speed, he knew that shield-awareness was part of him.


  Jamis called out in ritual challenge: “May thy knife chip and shatter!”


  This knife will break then, Paul thought.


  He cautioned himself that Jamis also was without shield, but the man wasn’t trained to its use, had no shield-fighter inhibitions.


  Paul stared across the ring at Jamis. The man’s body looked like knotted whipcord on a dried skeleton. His crysknife shone milky yellow in the light of the glowtubes.


  Fear coursed through Paul. He felt suddenly alone and naked standing in dull yellow light within this ring of people. Prescience had fed his knowledge with countless experiences, hinted at the strongest currents of the future and the strings of decision that guided them, but this was the real-now. This was death hanging on an infinite number of minuscule mischances.


  Anything could tip the future here, he realized. Someone coughing in the troop of watchers, a distraction. A variation in a glowglobe’s brilliance, a deceptive shadow.


  I’m afraid, Paul told himself.


  And he circled warily opposite Jamis, repeating silently to himself the Bene Gesserit litany against fear. “Fear is the mind-killer . . .”


  It was a cool bath washing over him. He felt muscles untie themselves, become poised and ready.


  “I’ll sheath my knife in your blood,” Jamis snarled. And in the middle of the last word, he pounced.


  Jessica saw the motion, stifled an outcry.


  Where the man struck there was only empty air and Paul stood now behind Jamis with a clear shot at the exposed back.


  Now, Paul! Now! Jessica screamed it in her mind.


  But Paul’s motion was slowly timed, beautifully fluid, but so slow it gave Jamis the margin to twist away, backing and turning to the right.


  Paul withdrew, crouching low. “First, you must find my blood,” he said.


  Jessica recognized the shield-fighter timing in her son, and it came over her what a two-edged thing that was. The boy’s reactions were those of youth and trained to a peak these people had never seen. But the attack was trained, too, and conditioned by the necessities of penetrating a shield barrier. A shield would repel too fast a blow, admit only the slowly deceptive counter. It needed control and trickery to get through a shield.


  Does Paul see it? she asked herself. He must!


  Again Jamis attacked, ink-dark eyes glaring, his body a yellow blur under the glowglobes.


  And again Paul slipped away to return too slowly on the attack.


  And again.


  And again.


  Each time, Paul’s counterblow came an instant late.


  And Jessica saw a thing she hoped Jamis did not see. Paul’s defensive reactions were blindingly fast, but they moved each time at the precisely correct angle they would take if a shield were helping deflect part of Jamis’ blow.


  “Is your son playing with that poor fool?” Stilgar asked. He waved her to silence before she could respond. “Sorry; you must remain silent.”


  Now, the two figures on the rock floor circled each other: Jamis with knife hand held far forward and tipped up slightly; Paul crouched with knife held low.


  Again, Jamis pounced, and this time he twisted to the right where Paul had been dodging.


  Instead of faking back and out, Paul met the man’s knife hand on the point of his own blade. Then the boy was gone, twisting away to the left and thankful for Chani’s warning.


  Jamis backed into the center of the circle, rubbing his knife hand. Blood dripped from the injury for a moment, stopped. His eyes were wide and staring—two blue-black holes—studying Paul with a new wariness in the dull light of the glowglobes.


  “Ah, that one hurt,” Stilgar murmured.


  Paul crouched at the ready and, as he had been trained to do after first blood, called out: “Do you yield?”


  “Hah!” Jamis cried.


  An angry murmur arose from the troop.


  “Hold!” Stilgar called out. “The lad doesn’t know our rule.” Then, to Paul: “There can be no yielding in the tahaddi-challenge. Death is the test of it.”


  Jessica saw Paul swallow hard. And she thought: He’s never killed a man like this . . . in the hot blood of a knife fight. Can he do it?


  Paul circled slowly right, forced by Jamis’ movement. The prescient knowledge of the Time-boiling variables in this cave came back to plague him now. His new understanding of those variables told him there were too many swiftly-compressed decisions in this fight to the death for any clear channel ahead to show itself.


  Variable piled on variable—that was why this cave lay as a blurred nexus in this path—a place where numberless vital decisions came to focus. It was like a gigantic rock in the path of the flood, creating maelstroms in the current around it.


  “Have an end to it, lad,” Stilgar muttered. “Don’t play with him.”


  Paul crept farther into the ring, relying on his own edge in speed.


  Jamis backed now that the realization swept over him—that this was no soft offworlder in the tahaddi ring, easy pray for a Fremen crysknife.


  Jessica saw the shadow of desperation in the man’s face. Now is when he’s most dangerous, she thought. Now, he’s desperate and can do anything. He sees that this is not like a child of his own people, but a fighting machine born and trained to it from infancy. Now, the fear I planted in him has come to bloom.


  And she found in herself a sense of pity for Jamis—and emotion tempered by awareness of the immediate peril to her son.


  Jamis could do anything . . . any unpredictable thing, she told herself. She wondered then if Paul had glimpsed this future, if he were reliving this experience. But she saw the way her son moved, the beads of perspiration on his face and shoulders, the careful wariness visible in the flow of muscles. And for the first time, she sensed without understanding it, the uncertainty factor in Paul’s gift.


  Paul pressed the fight now, circling but not attacking. He had seen the fear in his opponent. Memory of Duncan Idaho’s voice flowed through Paul’s awareness: “When your opponent fears you, then’s the moment when you give the fear its own rein, give it the time to work on him. Let it become terror. The terrified man fights himself. Eventually, he attacks in desperation. That is the most dangerous moment, but the terrified man can be trusted usually to make a fatal mistake. You are being trained here to detect these mistakes and use them.”


  The crowd in the cavern began to mutter.


  They think Paul’s toying with Jamis, Jessica thought. They think Paul’s being needlessly cruel.


  But she sensed also the undercurrent of crowd excitement, their enjoyment of the spectacle. And she could see the pressure building up in Jamis. The moment when it became too much for him to contain was as apparent to her as it was to Jamis . . . or to Paul.


  Jamis leaped high, feinting and striking down with his right hand, but the hand was empty. The crysknife had been shifted to his left hand.


  Jessica gasped.


  But Paul had been warned by Chani: “Jamis fights with either hand.” And the depth of his training had taken in that trick en passant. “Keep the mind on the knife and not on the hand that holds it,” Gurney Halleck had told him time and again. “The knife is more dangerous than the hand and the knife can be in either hand.”


  And Paul had seen Jamis’ mistake: bad footwork so that it took the man a heartbeat longer to recover from his leap which had been intended to confuse Paul and hide the knife shift.


  Except for the low yellow light of the glowglobes and the inky eyes of the staring troop, it was similar to a session on the practice floor. Shields didn’t count where the body’s own movement could be used against it. Paul shifted his own knife in a blurred motion, slipped sideways and thrust upward where James’ chest was descending-then away to watch the man crumble.


  Jamis fell like a limp rag, face down, gasped once and turned his face toward Paul, then lay still on the rock floor. His dead eyes stared out like beads of dark glass.


  “Killing with the point lacks artistry,” Idaho had once told Paul, “but don’t let that hold your hand when the opening presents itself.”


  The troop rushed forward, filling the ring, pushing Paul aside. They hid Jamis in a frenzy of huddling activity. Presently, a group of them hurried back into the depths of the cavern carrying a burden wrapped in a robe.


  And there was no body on the rock floor.


  Jessica pressed through toward her son. She felt that she swam in a sea of robed and stinking backs, a throng strangely silent.


  Now is the terrible moment, she thought. He has killed a man in clear superiority of mind and muscle. He must not grow to enjoy such a victory.


  She forced herself through the last of the troop and into a small open space where two bearded Fremen were helping Paul into his stillsuit.


  Jessica stared at her son. Paul’s eyes were bright. He breathed heavily, permitting the ministrations to his body rather than helping them.


  “Him against Jamis and not a mark on him,” one of the men muttered.


  Chani stood at one side, her eyes focused on Paul. Jessica saw the girl’s excitement, the admiration in the elfin face.


  It must be done now and swiftly, Jessica thought.


  She compressed ultimate scorn into her voice and manner, said: “Wellll, now—how does it feel to be a killer?”


  Paul stiffened as though he had been struck. He met his mother’s cold glare and his face darkened with a rush of blood. Involuntarily, he glanced toward the place on the cavern floor where Jamis had lain.


  Stilgar pressed through to Jessica’s side, returning from the cave depths where the body of Jamis had been taken. He spoke to Paul in a bitter, controlled tone. “When the time comes for you to call me out and try for my burde, do not think you will play with me the way you played with Jamis.”


  Jessica sensed the way her own words and Stilgar’s sank into Paul, doing their harsh work on the boy. The mistake these people made—it served a purpose now. She searched the faces around them as Paul was doing, seeing what he saw. Admiration, yes, and fear . . . and in some loathing. She looked at Stilgar, saw his fatalism, knew how the fight had seemed to him.


  Paul looked at his mother. “You know what it was,” he said.


  She heard the return to sanity, the remorse in his voice. Jessica swept her glance across the troop, said: “Paul has never before killed a man with a naked blade.”


  Stilgar faced her, disbelief in his face.


  “I wasn’t playing with him,” Paul said. He pressed in front of his mother, straightening his robe, glanced at the dark place of Jamis’ blood on the cavern floor. “T did not want to kill him.”


  Jessica saw belief come slowly to Stilgar, saw the relief in him as he tugged at his beard with a deeply veined hand. She heard muttering awareness spread through the troop.


  “That’s why y’ asked him to yield,” Stilgar said. “I see. Our ways are different, but you’ll see the sense in them. I thought we’d admitted a scorpion into our midst.” He hesitated, then: “And I shall not call you lad the more.”


  A voice from the troop called out: “Needs a naming, Stil.”


  Stilgar nodded, tugging at his beard. “I see strength in you . . . like the strength beneath a pillar.” Again he hesitated, then: “You shall be known among us as Usul, the base of the pillar. This is your secret name, your troop name. We of Sietch Tabr may use it, but none other may so presume . . . Usul.”


  Murmuring went through the troop: “Good choice, that . . . Strong . . . Bring us luck.” And Jessica sensed the acceptance, knowing she was included in it with her champion. She was, indeed, Sayyadina.


  “Now, what name of manhood do you choose for us to call you openly?” Stilgar asked.


  Paul glanced at his mother, back to Stilgar. Bits and pieces of this moment registered on his prescient memory, but he felt the differences as though they were physical, a pressure forcing him through the narrow door of the present.


  “How do you call among you the little mouse, the mouse that jumps?” Paul asked, remembering the pop-hop of motion at Tuono Basin. He illustrated with one hand.


  A chuckle sounded through the troop.


  “We call that one muad’dib,” Stilgar said.


  Jessica gasped. It was the name Paul had told her, saying that the Fremen would accept them and call him thus. She felt a sudden fear of her son and for him.


  Paul swallowed. He felt that he played a part already played over a thousand times in his mind . . . yet . . . there were differences. He could see himself perched on a dizzying summit, having experienced much and possessed of a profound store of knowledge, but all around him was abyss.


  And again he remembered the vision of fanatic legions following the green and black banner of the Atreides, pillaging and burning across the universe in the name of their prophet Muad’Dib.


  That must not happen, he told himself.


  “Is that the name you wish, Muad’Dib?” Stilgar asked. “I am an Atreides,” Paul whispered, and then louder: “It’s not right that I give up entirely the name my father gave me. Could I be known among you as Paul-Muad’Dib?”


  “You are Paul-Muad’Dib,” Stilgar said.


  And Paul thought: That was in no vision of mine. I did a different thing.


  But he felt that the abyss remained all around him. Again a murmuring response went through the troop as man turned to man: “Wisdom with strength . . . Couldn’t ask more . . . It’s the legend for sure . . . Lisan al-Gaib . . . Lisan al-Gaib . . .”


  “I will tell you a thing about your new name,” Stilgar said. “The choice pleases us. Muad’Dib is wise in the ways of the desert. Muad’Dib creates his own water. Muad’Dib hides from the sun and travels in the cool night. Muad’Dib is fruitful and multiplies over the land. Muad’Dib we call instructor-of-boys. That is a powerful base on which to build your life, Paul-Muad’Dib, who is Usul among us. We welcome you.”


  Stilgar touched Paul’s forehead with one palm, withdrew his hand, embraced Paul and murmured, “Usul.” As Stilgar released him, another member of the troop embraced Paul, repeating his new troop name. And Paul was passed from embrace to embrace through the troop, hearing the voices, the shadings of tone: “Usul . . . Usul. . . Usul.” Already, he could place some of them by name. And there was Chani who pressed her cheek against his as she held him and said his name.


  Presently, Paul stood again before Stilgar, who said: “Now, you are of the Ichwan Badwine, our brother.” His face hardened, and he spoke with command in his voice. “And now, Paul-Muad’Dib, tighten up that stillsuit.” He glanced at Chani. “Chani! Paul-Muad’Dib’s nose plugs are as poor a fit as I’ve ever seen! I thought I ordered you to see after him!”


  “I hadn’t the makings, Stil,” she said. “There’s Jamis’, of course, but . . .”


  “Enough of that!”


  “Then I’ll share one of mine,” she said. “I can make do with one until . . .”


  “You will not,” Stilgar said. “I know there are spares among us. Where are the spares? Are we a troop together or a band of savages?”


  Hands reached out from the troop offering hard fibrous objects. Stilgar selected four, handed them to Chani. “Fit these to Usul and the Sayyadina.”


  A voice lifted from the troop: “What of the water, Stil? What of the literjons in their pack?”


  “I know your need, Farok,” Stilgar said. He glanced at Jessica. She nodded.


  “Broach one for those in need,” Stilgar said. “Watermaster . . . where is a watermaster? Ah, Shimoom, care for the measuring. Give what is needed and no more. This water is the dower property of the Sayyadina and will be repaid in sietch at field rates less pack fees.”


  “What is this repayment at field rates?” Jessica asked.


  “Ten for one,” Stilgar said.


  “But . . .”


  “A wise rule as you’ll come to see,” Stilgar said.


  Rustling of robes marked movement at the back of the troop. Men turned to get the water.


  Stilgar held up a hand for silence. “As to Jamis,” he said, “I order the full ceremony. Jamis was our companion and brother of the Ichwan Badwine. There shall be no turning away without the respect due one who proved our fortune by his tahaddi-challenge. I invoke the rite—at sunset when the dark shall cover his going.”


  Hearing the words, Paul realized he had plunged again into a Time abyss. No fixed future occupied his mind except for a distant sensing of the green and black Atreides banner waving over the bloody swords of his fanatic legions.


  I cannot let that happen, he told himself.


  But he saw that blind-Time had its own rigors, preparing him for the experience of new lifetimes, for another in flooding of possible futures.


  XII


  
    God created Arrakis to train the faithful.


    “The Wisdom of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  In the stillness of the cavern, Jessica heard the scrape of sand on rock as people moved, the distant bird calls that Stilgar had said were the signals of his watchmen.


  The great plastic hood-seals had been removed from the cave’s openings. She could see the march of evening shadows across the lip of rock in front of her and the open basin beyond. She sensed the daylight leaving them, sensed it in the dry heat as well as the shadows. She knew her trained awareness soon would give her what these Fremen obviously had—the ability to sense even the slightest change in the air’s moisture.


  How they had scurried to tighten their stillsuits when the cave was opened!


  Deep within the cave, someone began chanting:


  “Ima trava okolo!


  I korenja okolo!”


  Jessica translated silently: “These are ashes! And these are roots!”


  The funeral ceremony for Jamis was beginning.


  She looked out at the Arrakeen sunset, at the banked decks of color in the sky. Night was beginning with its mysterious shadows along the distant rocks and the dunes.


  Yet the heat persisted.


  Heat forced her thoughts onto water and the observed fact that these people could be trained to be thirsty only at given times.


  Thirst.


  She could remember moonlighted waves on Caladan throwing white robes over rocks. . . and the wind heavy with dampness. Now, the breeze fingered her robes seared the patches of exposed skin at cheeks and forehead. The new nose plugs irritated her, and she found herself overly conscious of the tube that trailed down across her face into the suit, recovering her breath’s moisture.


  The suit itself was a sweatbox.


  “Your suit will be more comfortable when you’ve adjusted to a lower water content in your body,” Stilgar had said.


  She knew he was right, but the knowledge made this moment no more comfortable. The unconscious preoccupation with water here weighed on her mind. No, she corrected herself: it was preoccupation with moisture.


  And that was a more subtle and profound matter.


  She heard approaching footsteps, turned to see Paul come out of the cave’s depths trailed by the elfin-faced Chani.


  There’s another thing, Jessica thought. Paul must be cautioned about their women. One of these desert women would not do as wife to a Duke. As concubine, yes, but not as wife.


  Then, she wondered at herself, thinking: Have I been infected with his schemes? And she saw how well she had been conditioned. I can think of the marital needs of royalty without once weighing my own concubinage. Yet . . . I was more than concubine.


  “Mother.”


  Paul stopped in front of her. Chani stood at his elbow.


  “Mother, do you know what they’re doing back there?”


  Jessica looked at the dark patch of his eyes staring out from the hood. “I think so.”


  “Chani showed me . . . because I’m supposed to see it and give my . . . permission for the weighing of the water.”


  Jessica looked at Chani.


  “They’re recovering Jamis’ water,” Chani said, and her thin voice came out nasal past the nose plugs. “It’s the rule. The flesh belongs to the person, but his water belongs to the Tribe . . . except in combat.”


  “They say the water’s mine,” Paul said.


  Jessica wondered why this should make her suddenly alert and cautious.


  “Combat water belongs to the winner,” Chani said. “It’s because you have to fight in the open without stillsuits. The winner has to get back the water that he loses while fighting.”


  “I don’t want his water,” Paul muttered. He felt that he was a part of many images moving simultaneously in a fragmenting way that was disconcerting to the inner eye. He could not be certain what he would do, but of one thing he was positive: he did not want the water distilled out of Jamis’ flesh.


  “It’s water . . . water,” Chani said.


  Jessica marveled at the way she said it. “Water.” So much meaning in a simple sound. A Bene Gesserit axiom came to Jessica’s mind: “Survival is the ability to swim in strange water.” And Jessica thought: Paul and I, we must find the currents and patterns in these strange waters . . . if we’re to survive.


  “You will accept the water,” Jessica said.


  She recognized the tone in her voice. She had used that same tone once with Leto, telling her lost Duke that he would accept a large sum offered for his support in a questionable venture—because money maintained power for the Atreides.


  On Arrakis, water was money. She saw that clearly.


  Paul remained silent, knowing then that he would do as she ordered—not because she ordered it, but because her tone of voice had forced him to re-evaluate. To refuse the water would break with accepted Fremen practice.


  Presently, Paul recalled the words of 467 Kalima in Yueh’s OC Bible. He said: “From water does all life begin.”


  Jessica stared at him. Where did he learn that quotation? she asked herself. He hasn’t studied the mysteries.


  “Thus it is spoken,” Chani said. “Giudichar mantene: It is written in the Shah-Nama that water was the first of all things created.”


  For no reason she could explain—and this bothered her more than the sensation—Jessica suddenly shuddered. She turned away to hide her confusion and was just in time to see the sunset. A violent calamity of color spilled over the sky as the sun dipped beneath the horizon.


  “It is time!”


  The voice was Stilgar’s ringing in the cavern. “Jamis’ weapon has been killed. Jamis has been called by Him, by Shaihulud, who has ordained the phases for the moons which daily wane and—in the end—appear as bent and withered twigs.” Stilgar’s voice lowered. “Thus it is with Jamis.”


  Silence fell like a blanket on the cavern.


  Jessica saw the grayshadow movement of Stilgar like a ghost figure within the dark inner reaches. She glanced back at the basin, sensing the coolness.


  “The friends of Jamis will approach,” Stilgar said.


  Men moved behind Jessica, dropping a curtain across the opening. A single glowglobe was lighted overhead far back in the cave. Its yellow glow picked out an inflowing of human figures. Jessica heard the rustling of the robes.


  Chani took a step away as though pulled by the light.


  Jessica bent close to Paul’s ear, speaking in the Family code: “Follow their lead; do as they do. It will be a simple ceremony to placate the shade of Jamis.”


  It will be more than that, Paul thought. And he felt a wrenching sensation within his awareness as though he were trying to grasp some thing-in-motion and render it motionless.


  Chani glided back to Jessica’s side, took her hand. “Come, Sayyadina. We must sit apart.”


  Paul watched them move off into the shadows, leaving him alone. He felt abandoned.


  The men who had fixed the curtain came up beside him.


  “Come, Usul.”


  He allowed himself to be guided forward, to be pushed into a circle of people being formed around Stilgar, who stood beneath the glowglobe. Beside Stilgar lay a bundled, curving and angular shape gathered beneath a robe on the rock floor.


  The troop crouched down at a gesture from Stilgar, their robes hissing with the movement. Paul settled with them, watching Stilgar, noting the way the overhead globe made pits of his eyes and brightened the touch of green fabric at his neck. Paul shifted his attention to the robe-covered mound at Stilgar’s feet, recognized the handle of a baliset protruding from the fabric.


  “The spirit leaves the body’s water when the first moon rises,” Stilgar intoned. “Thus it is spoken. When we see the first moon rise this night, who will it summon?”


  “Jamis,” the troop responded.


  Stilgar turned full circle on one heel, passing his gaze across the ring of faces. “I was a friend of Jamis,” he said. “When the hawk plane swooped upon us at Hole-In-The-Rock, it was Jamis pulled me to safety.”


  He bent over the pile beside him, lifted away the robe. “I take this robe as a friend of Jamis—leader’s right.” He draped the robe over a shoulder, straightening.


  Now, Paul saw the contents of the mound exposed: the pale glistening gray stillsuit, a battered literjon, a kerchief with a tiny book on it, the bladeless handle of a crysknife, an empty sheath, folded back, paracompass, distrans, thumper, a pile of fist-sized metallic hooks, a mound of small rocks in a fold of cloth, a bundled clump of feathers . . . and the baliset beside the pack.


  So Jamis played the baliset, Paul thought.


  The instrument reminded him of Gurney Halleck. This made him think of the many lives he lived in prescience. They felt real . . . he learned from each of them . . . yet . . .


  The chance-lines of the-future-in-the-past, Paul knew, could reunite him with Gurney. But the shadowed uncertainty factor touched Paul with wonder. He felt for a moment that one decision of his might destroy Gurney and another decision bring the man back to life . . . or . . .


  Paul swallowed.


  Again, Stilgar bent over the mound.


  “For Jamis’ woman and for the guards,” he said. The small rocks and book were taken into the folds of his robe.


  “Leader’s right,” the troop intoned.


  “The marker for Jamis’ coffee service,” Stilgar said, and lifted a flat green metal disk. “That it shall be given to Usul in suitable ceremony when we return to the sietch.”


  “Leader’s right,” chanted the troop.


  Lastly, he took the crysknife handle and stood with it. “For the funeral plain,” he said.


  “For the funeral plain,” the troop responded.


  At her place across the circle from Paul, Jessica nodded, recognizing the ancient source of the rite. And she thought: The meeting between ignorance and knowledge, between brutality and culture, begins in the dignity with which we treat our dead. She stared at Paul, wondering: Will he see it? Will he know what to do?


  “We are friends of Jamis,” Stilgar said. “We are not wailing for our dead like a pack of garvarg.”


  A gray-bearded man to Paul’s left stood up. “I was a friend of Jamis,” he said. He crossed to the mound, lifted the distrans. “When our water went below minim at the siege at Two Birds, Jamis shared.” The man returned to his place in the circle.


  Am I supposed to say I was a friend of Jamis? Paul wondered. Do they expect me to take something from that pile? He saw faces turn toward him, turn away. They do expect it!


  Another man across from Paul arose, went to the pack and removed the paracompass. “I was a friend of Jamis,” he said. “When the patrol caught us at Bight-Of-The-Cliff and I was wounded, Jamis drew them off so the wounded could be saved.” He returned to his place in the circle.


  Again, the faces turned toward Paul, and he saw the expectancy in them, lowered his eyes. An elbow nudged him and a voice hissed: “Would you bring the destruction on us?”


  How can I say I was his friend? Paul wondered.


  Another figure arose from the circle opposite Paul and, as the hooded face came into the light, he recognized his mother. She removed a kerchief from the mound. “I was a friend of Jamis,” she said. “When the spirit of spirits within him saw the needs of truth, that spirit withdrew and spared my son.” She returned to her place.


  And Paul recalled the scorn in his mother’s voice as she had confronted him after the fight. “How does it feel to be a killer?”


  Again, he saw the faces turned toward him, felt the anger and fear in the troop. A passage his mother had once filmbooked for him on “The Cult of the Dead” flickered through Paul’s mind. He knew what he had to do.


  Slowly, Paul got to his feet.


  A sigh passed around the circle.


  Paul felt the diminishment of his self as he advanced into the center of the circle. It was as though he had lost a fragment of himself and sought it here. He bent over the mound of belongings, lifted out the baliset. A string twanged softly as it struck against something in the pile.


  “I was a friend of Jamis,” Paul whispered.


  He felt tears burning his eyes, forced more volume into his voice. “Jamis taught me . . . that . . . when you kill . . . you pay for it. I wish I’d known Jamis better.”


  Blindly, he groped his way back to his place in the circle, sank to the rock floor.


  A voice hissed: “He sheds tears!”


  It was taken up around the ring: “Usul gives moisture to the dead!”


  He felt fingers touch his damp cheek, heard the awed whispers.


  Jessica, hearing the voices, felt the depth of the experience, realized what terrible inhibitions there must be against shedding tears. She focused on the words: “He gives moisture to the dead.” It was a gift to the shadow world—tears. They would be sacred beyond a doubt.


  Nothing on this planet had so forcefully hammered into her the ultimate value of water. Not the water sellers, not the dried skins of the natives, not stillsuits nor the rules of the water discipline. Here there was a substance more precious than all others—it was Life itself and entwined all around with symbolism and ritual.


  Water.


  “I touched his cheek,” someone whispered. “I felt the gift.”


  At first the fingers touching his face frightened Paul. He clutched the cold handle of the baliset, feeling the strings bite his palm. Then he saw the faces beyond the groping hands—the eyes wide and wondering.


  Presently, the hands withdrew. The funeral ceremony resumed. But now there was a subtle space around Paul, a drawing back as the troop honored him by a respectful isolation.


  The ceremony ended with a low chant:


  “Full moon, calls thee—


  Shai-hidud shall thou see;


  Red the night, dusky sky,


  Bloody death didst thou die.


  I’ve pray to the moon: she is round—


  Luck with us will then abound,


  What we seek for shall be found


  In the land of solid ground.”


  A bulging sack remained at Stilgar’s feet. He crouched, placed his palms against it. Someone came up beside him, crouched at his elbow, and Paul recognized Chani’s face in the hood shadow.


  “Jamis carried thirty-three liters and seven and three-thirty-seconds drachms of the Tribe’s water,” Chani said. “I bless it now in the presence of a Sayyadina. Ekkeri-akairi, this is the water; fillissin-follasy of Paul-Muad’Dib! Kivi a-kavi, never the more . . . Nakelas! Nakalas! to be measured and counted—ukair-an! by the heartbeats jan-jan-jan of our friend . . . Jamis.”


  In an abrupt and profound silence, Chani turned, stared at Paul. Presently, she said: “Where I am flame be thou the coals. Where I am rain be thou the water.”


  “Bi-lal kaifa,” intoned the troop.


  “To Paul-Muad’Dib goes this portion,” Chani said. “May he guard it for the Tribe, preserving it against careless loss. May he be generous with it in time of need. May he pass it on in his time for the good of the Tribe.”


  “Bi-lal kaifa,” intoned the troop.


  I must accept that water, Paul thought. Slowly, he arose, made his way to Chani’s side. Stilgar stepped back to make room for him, took the baliset gently from his hand.


  “Kneel,” Chani said.


  Paul knelt.


  She guided his hands to the waterbag, held them against the resilient surface. “With this water the Tribe entrusts thee,” she said. “Jamis is gone from it. Take it in peace.” She stood, pulling Paul up with her.


  Stilgar returned the baliset, extended a small pile of metal rings in one palm. Paul looked at them, seeing the different sizes, the way the light of the glowglobe reflected off them.


  Chani took the largest ring, held it on a finger. “Thirty liters,” she said. One by one, she took the others, showing each to Paul, counting them. “Two liters; one liter; seven watercounters of one drachm each; one watercounter of three thirty-seconds drachms. In all—thirty-three liters and seven and three-thirty-seconds drachms.”


  She held them up on her finger for Paul to see.


  “Do you accept them?” Stilgar said.


  Paul swallowed, nodded. “Yes.”


  “Later,” Chani said, “I will show you how to tie them in a kerchief so they won’t rattle and give you away when you need silence.” She extended her hand.


  “Will you . . . hold them for me?” Paul asked.


  Chani turned a startled glance on Stilgar.


  He smiled, said: “Paul-Muad’Dib who is Usul does not yet know our ways, Chani. Hold his watercounters without commitment until it’s time to show him the manner of carrying them.”


  She nodded, whipped a ribbon of cloth from beneath her robe, linked the rings onto it with an intricate over and under weaving, hesitated, then stuffed them into the sash beneath her robe.


  I missed something there, Paul thought. He sensed the feeling of humor around him, something bantering in it, and his mind linked up a prescient memory: watercounters offered to a woman—courtship ritual.


  “Watermasters,” Stilgar said.


  The troop arose in a hissing of robes. Two men stepped out, lifted the waterbag. Stilgar took down the glowglobe, led the way with it into the depths of the cave.


  Paul was pressed in behind Chani, noted the buttery glow of light over rock walls, the way the shadows danced, and he felt the troop’s lift of spirits contained in a hushed air of expectancy.


  Jessica, pulled into the end of the troop by eager hands, hemmed around by jostling bodies, suppressed a moment of panic. She had recognized fragments of the ritual, identified the shards of Chakobsa and Bhotani-jib in the words, and she knew the wild violence that could explode out of these seemingly simple moments.


  Jan-jan-jan, she thought. Go-go-go.


  It was like a child’s game that had lost all inhibition in adult hands.


  Stilgar stopped at a yellow rock wall. He pressed an outcropping and the wall swung silently away from him, opening along an irregular crack. He led the way through past a dark honeycomb lattice that directed a cool wash of air across Paul when he passed it.


  Paul turned a questioning stare on Chani, tugged her arm. “That air felt damp,” he said.


  “Shhhh,” she whispered.


  But a man behind them said: “Plenty of moisture in the trap tonight. Jamis’ way of telling us he’s satisfied.”


  Jessica passed through the secret door, heard it close behind. She saw how the Fremen slowed while passing the honeycomb lattice, felt the dampness of the air as she came opposite it.


  Windtrap! she thought. They’ve a concealed windtrap somewhere on the surface to funnel air down here into cooler regions and precipitate the moisture from it.


  They passed through another rock door with lattice work above it, and the door closed behind them. The draft of air at their backs carried a sensation of moisture clearly perceptible to both Jessica and Paul.


  At the head of the troop, the glowglobe in Stilgar’s hands dropped below the level of the heads in front of Paul. Presently, he felt steps beneath his feet, curving down to the left. Light reflected back up across hooded heads and a winding movement of people spiraling down the steps.


  Jessica sensed mounting tension in the people around her, a pressure of silence that rasped her nerves with its urgency.


  The steps ended and the troop passed through another low door. The light of the glowglobe was swallowed in a great open space with a high curved ceiling.


  Paul felt Chani’s hand on his arm, heard a faint dripping sound in the chill air, felt an utter stillness come over the Fremen in the cathedral presence of water.


  I have seen this place in many dreams, he thought.


  The thought was both reassuring and frustrating. Somewhere ahead of him on this path, the fanatic hordes cut their gory path across the universe in his name. The green and black Atreides banner would become a symbol of terror. Wild legions would charge into battle screaming their warcry: “Muad’Dib!”


  It must not be, he thought. I cannot let it happen.


  But he could feel the demanding Race Consciousness within him, his own Terrible Purpose, and he knew that no small thing could deflect the juggernaut. It was gathering weight and momentum. He knew that if he died this instant, the thing would go on through his mother and his unborn sister. Nothing less than the deaths of all the troop gathered here and now—himself and his mother included—could stop the thing.


  Paul stared around him, saw the troop spread out in a line. They pressed him forward against a low barrier carved from native rock. Beyond the barrier in the glow of Stilgar’s globe, Paul saw an unruffled dark surface of water. It stretched away into shadows—deep and black—the far wall only faintly visible, perhaps a hundred meters away.


  Jessica felt the dry pulling of skin on her cheeks and forehead relaxing in the presence of moisture. The water pool was deep; she could sense its deepness, and resisted a desire to dip her hands into it.


  A splashing sounded on her left. She looked down the shadowy line of Fremen, saw Stilgar with Paul standing beside him and the watermasters emptying their load into the pool through a flowmeter. The meter was a round gray eye above the pool’s rim. She saw its glowing pointer move as the water flowed through it, saw the pointer stop at thirty-three liters, seven and three-thirty seconds drachms.


  Superb accuracy in water measurement, Jessica thought. And she noted that the walls of the meter trough held no trace of moisture after the water’s passage. The water flowed off those walls without binding tension. She saw a profound clue to Fremen technology in the simple fact: they were perfectionists.


  Jessica worked her way down the barrier to Stilgar’s side. Way was made for her with casual courtesy. She noted the withdrawn look in Paul’s eyes, but the mystery of this great pool of water dominated her thoughts.


  Stilgar looked at her. “There were those among us in need of water,” he said, “yet they would come here and not touch this water. Do you know that?”


  “I believe it,” she said.


  He looked at the pool. “We have more than thirty-eight million decaliters here,” he said. “Walled off from the Little Makers, hidden and preserved.”


  “A treasure trove,” she said.


  Stilgar lifted the globe to look into her eyes. “It is greater than treasure. We have thousands of such caches. Only a few of us know them all.” He cocked his head to one side. The globe cast a yellow-shadowed glow across face and beard. “Hear that?”


  They listened.


  The dripping of water precipitated from the windtrap filled the room with its presence. Jessica saw that the entire troop was caught up in a rapture of listening. Only Paul seemed to stand remote from it.


  To Paul, the sound was like moments ticking away. He could feel Time flowing through him, the instants never to be recaptured. He sensed a need for decision, but felt powerless to move.


  “It has been calculated with precision,” Stilgar whispered. “We know to within a million decaliters how much we need. When we have it, we shall change the face of Arrakis.”


  A hushed whisper of response lifted from the troop: “Bi-lal kaifa.”


  “We will trap the dunes beneath grass plantings,” Stilgar said, his voice growing stronger. “We will tie the water into the soil with trees and undergrowth.”


  “Bi-lal kaifa,” intoned the troop.


  “Each year the polar ice retreats,” Stilgar said.


  “Bi-lal kaifa,” they chanted.


  “We shall make a homeworld of Arrakis—with melting lenses at the poles, with lakes in the temperate zones, and only the deep desert for the Maker and His spice.”


  “Bi-lal kaifa.”


  “And no man ever again shall want for water. It shall be his for dipping from well or pond or lake or canal, it shall be there for any man to take. It shall be his for holding out his hand.”


  “Bi-lal kaifa.”


  Jessica felt the religious ritual in the words, noted her own instinctively awed response. They’re in league with the future, she thought. They have their mountain to climb. This is the scientist’s dream . . . and these simple people, these peasants, are filled with it.


  Her thoughts turned to Liet-Kynes, the Emperor’s planetary ecologist, the man who had gone native—and she wondered at him. This was a dream to capture men’s souls, and she could sense the hand of the ecologist in it. This was a dream for which men would die willingly. It was another of the essential ingredients that she felt her son needed: people with a goal. Such people would be easy to imbue with fervor and fanaticism. They could be wielded like a sword to win back Paul’s place for him.


  “We leave now,” Stilgar said, “and wait for the first moon’s rising. When Jamis is safely on his way, we shall go home.”


  Whispering their reluctance, the troop fell in behind him, turned back along the water barrier and up the stairs.


  Paul, walking beside Chani, felt that a vital moment had passed him, that he had missed an essential decision and was now caught up in his own myth. He knew he had seen this place once in a prescient dream on far away Caladan. But fragmented details of the place were being filled in now. He felt wonder at his gift. It was as though he rode within Time’s wave, now in its trough, now on its crest—and all around him the other waves lifted and fell, revealing and concealing. And the experiences of the possible futures poured through him, enriching him, aging his atman-self millennia per second.


  Still, like a promontory above the surf, the wild jihad loomed on his Time horizon full of violence and slaughter.


  The troop filed through the last door into the main cavern. The door was sealed. Lights were extinguished, hoods taken from the cavern openings. And they saw that night with its blanket of stars had come over the desert.


  Jessica moved to the lip of the cavern, looked up at the stars—so sharp and near they were. She felt the troop stir, heard a baliset being tuned—Paul’s voice humming the pitch. There was melancholy in the sound and it rasped her nerves.


  Chani’s voice intruded from the deep cavern darkness: “Tell me about the waters of your birthworld. Paul-Muad’Dib.”


  And Paul: “Another time, Chani. I promise.”


  Such sadness!


  “It’s a good baliset,” Chani said.


  “Very good,” Paul said. “Do you think Jamis will mind my using it?”


  He speaks of the dead in the present tense, Jessica thought. The implications disturbed her.


  A man’s voice intruded: “He liked music betimes, Jamis did.”


  “Then sing me one of your songs,” Chani pleaded. Such feminine allure in that girlchild’s voice, Jessica thought. I must caution Paul about their women . . . and soon.


  “This was a song of a friend of mine—Gurney.” Paul said. “I expect he’s dead now. He called it his even-song.” The troop grew still, listening as Paul’s voice lifted in a sweet boy tenor with the baliset tinkling and strumming beneath it:


  “This clear time of seeing embers—


  A gold-bright suns lost in first dusk.


  What frenzied senses, desp’rate musk


  Are consort of rememb’ring.”


  Jessica felt the verbal music in her breast—pagan and charged with sounds that made her suddenly and intensely aware of herself, feeling her own body and its needs. She listened with a tense stillness.


  “Night’s pearl-censered requi-em . . .


  ’Tis for us!


  What joys run, then—


  Bright in your eyes—


  What flower-spangled amores


  Pull at our hearts . . .


  What flower-spangled amores


  Fill our desires.”


  And Jessica heard the after-stillness that hummed in the air with the last note. Why does my son sing a love-song to that girlchild? she asked herself. She felt an abrupt fear. She could sense life flowing around her and she had no grasp on its reins. Why did he choose that song? she wondered. The instincts are true sometimes. Why did he do this?


  Paul sat silently in the darkness, a single stark thought dominating his awareness: My mother is my enemy. She does not know it, but she is. She is bringing the jihad. She bore me; she trained me. She is my enemy.


  To be continued
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  SYNOPSIS


  Paul Atreides, a duke at the age of fifteen, still is a fugitive with his mother on the face of Arrakis, the desert planet of Dune. The price on Paul’s head, placed there by his father’s murderer, Baron Vladimir Harkonnen, still is ten billion solaris. And the Harkonnens with their treacherous Imperial Sardaukar warriors remain in power on the planet, in control of its golden prize, the one-crop melange spice that prolongs life and is unique to Arrakis.


  But Paul has now acquired the dread name of his prescient vision—Muad’Dib. In taking that name, Paul accepted with his mother the countenance of a Fremen troop leader, Stilgar, and killed in single combat a member of Stilgar’s troop named Jamis.


  Paul has met here, too, Chani, daughter of Liet. She is a young woman whose face haunts the infinite futures of his prescient visions. Once, on far away Caladan where Paul was born, he recalls that he told the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam about the vision of Chani.


  But Chani’s father, the Planetologist Liet-Kynes, is now dead—murdered by the Harkonnens who left him to die in the boiling sand produced by a natural cycle of Arrakeen life—Little Makers producing a CO2 eruption as they encounter a water rupture deep under the desert. In his death, Liet-Kynes relives the secret plan for Arrakis—to use humans as a constructive ecological force in changing the planet’s surface, producing open water with plant and forest domains. But Liet-Kynes sees in the moment of his death that Arrakis has encountered a tragedy: it has the substance of a hero in Paul Atreides.


  Paul sees some of this for himself and would prevent it if he could. But he is now Paul-Muad’Dib who has slain Jamis and gone through the funeral ceremony as “a friend of Jamis He sees profound potential in the Fremen, but they are at the core of the wild religious crusade he glimpses just over the horizon of his Time vision.


  To the Lady Jessica, Paul’s mother, their situation contains a different potential. She sees the Fremen as a source of personal power for Paul, a weapon to regain his ducal fief. (Although she fears Paul’s hints that he would aim for the Imperial throne through marriage to a princess daughter of the Emperor Shaddam IV.)


  With cynical opportunism, Jessica uses the cant planted among the Fremen by her own Bene Gesserit Missionaria Protectiva. She casts the prayer of the salat in Fremen terms and wins a place among them as a seeress, a member of the Sayyadina.


  Jessica thrusts the past out of her emotions to concentrate on their immediate needs, a home for her unborn daughter, sanctuary for Paul and herself in this deadly land. She can spare no time now to hate the Harkonnens or grieve for her dead Leto, Paul’s father, and Leto’s companions—the slain swordmaster, Duncan Idaho; the mentat, Thufir Hawat, who is a captive of the Harkonnens, or the minstrel-warrior, Gurney Halleck, who has accepted sanctuary with Arrakeen spice smugglers. Jessica must focus all of her deep Bene Gesserit training on the urgent survival needs of the moment—and she is aware that Paul is in danger from too close association with Fremen women.


  Paul, brooding on the infinite lives he has lived in prescience, in psychological turmoil because of his own strangeness, is borne down by the weight of those infinite futures and finds his thoughts dominated by the single revelation:


  My mother is my enemy!


  Part 3


  XIII


  
    The concept of progress acts as a protective mechanism to shield us from the terrors of the future.


    “Collected Sayings of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  On his seventeenth birthday, Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen killed his one hundredth slave-gladiator in the Family Games. Visiting observers from the Imperial Court—a Count and Lady Fenring—were on the Harkonnen home-world of Giedi Prime for the event, invited to sit that afternoon with the Immediate Family in the golden box above the triangular arena.


  In honor of the na-Baron’s nativity and to remind all Harkonnens and subjects that Feyd-Rautha was heir-designate, it was holiday on Giedi Prime. The old Baron had decreed a meridian-to-meridian rest from labors and effort had been spent in the Family city of Harko to create the illusion of gaiety: flags flew from buildings, new paint had been splashed on walls along Court Way.


  But off the main Way, Count Fenring and his Lady noted the rubbish heaps, the scabrous brown walls reflected in the dark puddles of the streets, and the furtive scurrying of the people.


  In the Baron’s blue-walled keep, there was fearful perfection, but the Count and his Lady saw the price being paid—guards everywhere and weapons with that special sheen which told a trained eye they were in regular use. There were check points for routine passage from area to area even within the keep. The servants revealed their military training in the way they walked, in the set of their shoulders . . . in the way their eyes watched and watched and watched.


  “The pressure’s on,” the Count hummed to his Lady in their secret language. “The Baron is just beginning to see the price he really paid to rid himself of the Duke Leto.”


  “Sometime, I must recount for you the legend of the Phoenix,” she said.


  They were in the reception hall of the keep waiting to go to the Family Games. It was not a large hall—perhaps forty meters long and half that in width—but false pillars along the sides had been shaped with an abrupt taper, and the ceiling had a subtle arch, all giving the illusion of much greater space.


  “Ahhh, here comes the Baron,” the Count said.


  The Baron moved down the length of the hall with that peculiar waddling-glide imparted by the necessities of guiding suspensor-hung weight. His jowls bobbed up and down; the suspensors jiggled and shifted beneath his orange robe. Rings glittered on his hands and opafires shone where they had been woven into the robe.


  At the Baron’s elbow walked Feyd-Rautha. His dark hair was dressed in close ringlets that seemed incongruously gay above sullen eyes. He wore a tight-fitting black tunic and snug trousers with a suggestion of bell at the bottom. Soft-soled slippers covered his small feet.


  Lady Fenring, noting the young man’s poise and the sure flow of muscles beneath the tunic, thought: Here’s one who won’t let himself go too fat.


  The Baron stopped in front of them, took Feyd-Rautha’s arm in a possessive grip, said: “My nephew, the na-Baron, Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen.” And turning his baby-fat face toward Feyd-Rautha, he said: “The Count and Lady Fenring of whom I’ve spoken.”


  Feyd-Rautha dipped his head with the required courtesy. He stared at the Lady Fenring. She was golden-haired and willowy, her perfection of figure clothed in a flowing gown of ecru—simple fitness of form without ornament. Gray-green eyes stared back at him. She had that Bene Gesserit serene repose about her that the young man found subtly disturbing.


  “Ummmm-ah-hmmmm,” said the Count. He studied Feyd-Rautha. “The, hmmm, precise young man, ah, my . . . hmmmm . . . dear?” The Count glanced at the Baron.


  “My dear Baron, you say you’ve spoken of us to this precise young man? What did you say?”


  “I told my nephew of the great esteem our Emperor holds for you, Count Fenring,” the Baron said. And he thought: Mark him well, Feyd! A killer with the manners of a rabbit—this is the most dangerous kind.


  “Of course!” said the Count, and he smiled at Lady Fenring.


  Feyd-Rautha found the man’s actions and words almost insulting. They stopped just short of something overt that would require notice. The young man focused his attention on the Count: a small man, weak-looking. The face was weaselish with overlarge dark eyes. There was gray at the temples. And his movements—he moved a hand or turned his head one way, then he spoke another way. It was difficult to follow.


  “Ummmm-ahhh-hmmm. you come upon such, mmm, preciseness so rarely,” the Count said, addressing the Baron’s shoulder. “I . . . ahh, congratulate you on the hmm perfection of your a-h-h-h heir. In the light of the hmmm elder, one might say.”


  “You are too kind,” the Baron said. He bowed, but Feyd-Rautha noted that his uncle’s eyes did not agree with the courtesy.


  “When you’re mmmm ironic, that ahhh suggests you’re Vim mmm thinking deep thoughts,” the Count said.


  There he goes again, Feyd-Rautha thought. It sounds like he’s being insulting, but there’s nothing you can call out for satisfaction.


  Listening to the man gave Feyd-Rautha the feeling his head was being pushed through mush . . . ummm-ahhh-hmmmm . . . Feyd-Rautha turned his attention back to the Lady Fenring.


  “We’re ahhh taking up too much of this young man’s time,” she said. “I understand he’s to appear in the arena today.”


  By the hour is of the Imperial harem, she’s a lovely one! Feyd-Rautha thought. He said: “I shall make a kill for you this day, My Lady. I shall make the dedication in the arena, with your permission.”


  She returned his stare serenely, but her voice carried whiplash as she said: “You do not have my permission.”


  “Feyd!” the Baron said. And he thought: That imp! Does he want this deadly Count to call him out?


  But the Count only smiled and said: “Hmmmm-ummm.”


  “You really must be getting ready for the arena, Feyd,” the Baron said. “You must be rested and not take any foolish risks.”


  Feyd-Rautha bowed, his face dark with resentment. “I’m sure everything will be as you wish, Uncle.” He nodded to Count Fenring: “Sir,” To the Lady: “My Lady.” And he turned, strode out of the hall, barely glancing at the knot of Families Minor near the double doors.


  “He’s so young,” the Baron sighed.


  “Ummmm-ahh indeed hmmm,” the Count said.


  And the Lady Fenring thought: Can that be the young man the Reverend Mother meant? Is that a bloodline we must preserve?


  “We’ve more than an hour before going to the arena,” the Baron said. “Perhaps we could have our little talk now, Count Fenring.” He tipped his gross head to the right. “There’s a considerable amount of progress to be discussed.”


  And the Baron thought: Let us see now how the Emperor’s errand boy gets across whatever message he carries without ever being so crass as to speak it right out.


  The Count spoke to his Lady: “Ummmm-ahhh-hmmm, you mmm will ahh excuse us, my dear?”


  “Each day, sometimes each hour, brings change,” she said. “Mmmmm.” And she smiled sweetly at the Baron before turning away. Her long skirts swished and she walked with a straight-backed regal stride toward the double doors at the end of the hall.


  The Baron noted how all conversation among the Houses Minor there stopped at her approach, how the eyes followed her. Bene Gesserits! the Baron thought. The universe would be better rid of them all!


  “There’s a cone of silence between two of the pillars over here on our left,” the Baron said. “We can talk there without fear of being overheard.” He led the way with his waddling gait into the sound-deadening field, feeling the noises of the keep become dull and distant.


  The Count moved up beside the Baron, and they turned, facing the wall so their lips could not be read.


  “We’re not satisfied with the way you ordered the Sardaukar off Arrakis,” the Count said.


  Straight talk! the Baron thought.


  “The Sardaukar could not stay longer without risking that others would find how the Emperor helped me,” the Baron said.


  “But your nephew Rabban does not appear to be pressing strongly enough toward a solution of the Fremen problem.”


  “What does the Emperor wish?” the Baron asked. “There cannot be more than a handful of Fremen left on Arrakis. The southern desert is uninhabitable. The northern desert is swept regularly by our patrols.”


  “Who says the southern desert is uninhabitable?”


  “Your own planetologist said it, my dear Count.”


  “But Dr. Kynes is dead.”


  “Ah, yes . . . unfortunate, that.”


  “We’ve word from an overflight across the southern reaches,” the Count said. “There’s evidence of plant life.”


  “Has the Guild then agreed to a watch from space?”


  “You know better than that, Baron. The Emperor cannot legally post a watch on Arrakis.”


  “And I cannot afford it,” the Baron said. “Who made this overflight?”


  “A. . . smuggler.”


  “Someone has lied to you, Count,” the Baron said. “Smugglers cannot navigate the southern reaches any better than can Rabban’s men. Storms, sand-static and all that, you know. Navigation markers are knocked out faster than they can be installed.”


  “We’ll discuss various types of static another time,” the Count said.
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  Ahhh, the Baron thought. “Have you found some mistake in my accounting then?” he demanded.


  “When you imagine mistakes there can be no self-defense,” the Count said.


  He’s deliberately trying to arouse my anger, the Baron thought. He took two deep breaths to calm himself. He could smell his own sweat, and the harness of the suspensors beneath his robe felt suddenly itchy and galling.


  “The Emperor cannot be unhappy about the death of the concubine and the boy,” the Baron said. “They fled into the desert. There was a storm.”


  “Yes, there were so many convenient accidents,” the Count agreed.


  “I do not like your tone, Count,” the Baron said. “Anger is one thing, violence another,” the Count said. “Let me caution you: Should an unfortunate accident occur to me here the Great Houses all would learn what you did on Arrakis. They’ve long suspected how you do business.”


  “The only recent business I can recall,” the Baron said, “was transportation of several legions of Sardaukar to Arrakis.”


  “You think you could hold that over the Emperor’s head?”


  “I wouldn’t think of it!”


  The Count smiled. “Sardaukar commanders could be found who’d confess they acted without orders because they wanted a battle with your Fremen scum.”


  “Many might doubt such a confession,” the Baron said, but the threat staggered him. Were Sardaukar truly that disciplined? he wondered.


  “The Emperor does wish to audit your books,” the Count said.


  “Any time.”


  “You . . . ahh, have no objections?”


  “None. My CHOAM Company directorship will bear the closest scrutiny.” And he thought: Let him bring a false accusation against me and have it exposed. I shall stand there, promethean, saying: “Behold me, I am wronged. Then let him bring any other accusation against me, even a true one. The Great Houses will not believe a second attack from an accuser once proved wrong.


  “No doubt your books will bear the closest scrutiny,” the Count muttered.


  “Why is the Emperor so interested in exterminating the Fremen?” the Baron asked.


  “You wish the subject to be changed, eh?” The Count shrugged. “It is the Sardaukar who wish it, not the Emperor. They needed practice in killing . . . and they hate to see a task left undone.”


  Does he think to frighten me by reminding me that he is supported by those bloodthirsty killers? the Baron wondered.


  “A certain amount of killing has always been an arm of business,” the Baron said, “but a line has to be drawn somewhere. Someone must be left to work the spice.”


  The Count emitted a short, barking laugh. “You think you can harness the Fremen?”


  “There never were enough of them for that,” the Baron said. “But the killing has made the rest of my population uneasy. It’s reaching the point where I’m considering another solution to the Arrakeen problem, my dear Fenring. And I must confess the Emperor deserves credit for the inspiration.”


  “Ahhh?”


  “You see, Count, I have the Emperor’s prison planet, Salusa Secundus, to inspire me.”


  The Count stared at him with glittering intensity. “What possible connection is there between Arrakis and Salusa Secundus?”


  The Baron felt the alertness in Fenring’s eyes, said: “No connection yet.”


  “Yet?”


  “You must admit it’d be a way to develop a substantial work force on Arrakis—use the place as a prison planet.”


  “You anticipate an increase in prisoners?”


  “There has been unrest,” the Baron admitted. “I’ve had to squeeze rather severely, Fenring. After all, you know the price I paid that damnable Guild to transport our mutual force to Arrakis. That money has to come from somewhere


  “I suggest you not use Arrakis as a prison planet without the Emperor’s permission, Baron.”


  “Of course not,” the Baron said, and he wondered at the sudden chill in Fenring’s voice.


  “Another matter,” the Count said. “We learn that Duke Leto’s Mentat, Thufir Hawat, is not dead but in your employ.”


  “I could not bring myself to waste him,” the Baron said. “You lied to our Sardaukar commander when you said Hawat was dead.”


  “Only a white lie, my dear Count. I hadn’t the stomach for a long argument with the man.”


  “Was Hawat the real traitor?”


  “Oh, goodness, no! It was the false doctor.” The Baron wiped at perspiration on his neck. “You must understand, Fenring, I was without a Mentat. You know that. I’ve never been without a Mentat. It was most unsettling.”


  “How could you get Hawat to shift allegiance?”


  “His Duke was dead.” The Baron forced a smile. “There’s nothing to fear from Hawat, my dear Count The Mentat’s flesh has been impregnated with a latent poison. We administer an antidote in his meals. Without the antidote, the poison is triggered—he’d die in a few days.”


  “Withdraw the antidote,” the Count said.


  “But he’s useful!”


  “And he knows too many things no living man should know.”


  “You said the Emperor doesn’t fear exposure.”


  “Don’t play games with me, Baron!”


  “When I see such an order above the Imperial Seal I’ll obey it,” the Baron said. “I’ll not submit to your whim.”


  “You think it whim?”


  “What else can it be? The Emperor has obligations to me, too, Fenring. I rid him of the troublesome Duke.”


  “With the help of a few Sardaukar.”


  “Where else would the Emperor have found a House to provide the disguising uniforms to hide his hand in this matter?”


  “He has asked himself the same question, Baron, but with a slightly different emphasis.”


  The Baron studied Fenring, noting the stiffness of jaw muscles, the careful control. “Ahhh, now,” the Baron said. “I hope the Emperor doesn’t believe he can move against me in total secrecy.”


  “He hopes it won’t become necessary.”


  “The Emperor cannot believe I threaten him!” The Baron permitted anger and grief to edge his voice, thinking: Let him wrong me in that! I could place myself on the throne while still beating my breast over how I’d been wronged.


  The Count’s voice went dry and remote as he said: “The Emperor believes what his senses tell him.”


  “Dare the Emperor charge me with treason before a full Landsraad Council?” And the Baron held his breath with the hope of it.


  “The Emperor need dare nothing.”


  The Baron whirled away in his suspensors to hide his expression. It could happen in my lifetime! he thought. Emperor! Let him wrong me! Then—the bribes and coercion, the rallying of the Great Houses: they’d flock to my banner like peasants running for shelter. The thing they fear above all else is the Emperor’s Sardaukar loosed upon them one House at a time.


  “It’s the Emperor’s sincere hope he’ll never have to charge you with treason,” the Count said.


  The Baron found it difficult to keep irony out of his voice and permit only the expression of hurt, but he managed. “I’ve been a most loyal subject. These words hurt me beyond my capacity to express.”


  “Ummmm-ahh-hmmm,” said the Count.


  The Baron kept his back to the Count, nodding. Presently, he said: “It’s time to go to the arena.”


  “Indeed,” said the Count.


  They moved out of the cone of silence and, side by side, walked toward the clumps of Houses Minor at the end of the hall. A bell began a slow tolling somewhere in the keep—twenty minutes warning for the arena gathering.


  “The Houses Minor wait for you to lead them,” the Count said, nodding toward the people they approached.


  Double meaning . . . double meaning, the Baron thought.


  He looked up at the new talismen flanking the exit to his hall—the mounted bull’s head and the oil painting of the Old Duke Atreides, the late Duke Leto’s father. They filled the Baron with an odd sense of foreboding, and he wondered what thoughts these talismen had inspired in the Duke Leto as they hung in the halls of Caladan and then on Arrakis—the bravura father and the head of the bull that had killed him.


  “Mankind has ahh only one mmm science.” the Count said as they picked up their parade of followers and emerged from the hall into the waiting room—a narrow space with high windows and floor of patterned white and purple tile.


  “And what science is that?” the Baron asked.


  “It’s the ummm-ahh science of ahhh discontent,” the Count said.


  The Houses Minor behind them, sheep-faced and responsive, laughed with just the right tone of appreciation, but the sound carried a note of discord as it collided with the sudden blast of motors that came to them when pages threw open the outer doors, revealing the line of ground cars, their guidon pennants whipping in a breeze.


  The Baron raised his voice to surmount the sudden noise, said: “I hope you’ll not be discontented with the performance of my nephew today, Count Fenring.”


  “I ahh am filled ummm only with a hmmm sense of anticipation, yes,” the Count said. “Always in the ahh proces verbal, one ummm-ahhh must consider the ahh office of origin.”


  The Baron hid his sudden stiffening of surprise by stumbling on the first step down from the exit. Proces verbal! That was a report of a crime against the Imperium!


  But the Count chuckled to make it seem a joke, and patted the Baron’s arm.


  All the way to the arena, though, the Baron sat back among the armored cushions of his car, casting covert glances at the Count beside him, wondering why the Emperor’s errand boy had thought it necessary to make that particular kind of joke in front of the Houses Minor. It was obvious that Fenring seldom did anything he felt to be unnecessary, nor used two words where one would do, nor held himself to a single meaning in a single phrase.


  They were seated in the golden box above the triangular arena—horns blaring, the tiers above and around them jammed with a hubbub of people and waving pennants—when the answer came to the Baron.


  “My dear Baron,” the Count said, leaning close to his ear, “you know, don’t you, that the Emperor has not given official sanction to your choice of heir?”


  The Baron felt himself to be within a sudden personal cone of silence produced by his own shock. He stared at Fenring, barely seeing the Count’s Lady come through the guards beyond to join the party in the golden box.


  “That’s really why I’m here today,” the Count said. “The Emperor wishes me to report on whether you’ve chosen a worthy successor. There’s nothing like the arena to expose the true person from beneath the mask, eh?”


  “The Emperor promised me free choice of heir!” the Baron grated.


  “We shall see,” Fenring said, and turned away to greet his Lady. She sat down, smiling at the Baron, then giving her attention to the sand floor beneath them where Feyd-Rautha was emerging in giles and tights—the black glove and the long knife in his right hand, the white glove and the short knife in his left hand.


  “White for poison, black for purity,” the Lady Fenring said. “A curious custom, isn’t it, my love?”


  “Ummmm,” the Count said.


  The greeting cheer lifted from the Family galleries, and Feyd-Rautha paused to accept it, looking up and scanning the faces—seeing his cousins, the demibrothers, the concubines and out-freyn relations. They were so many pink trumpet mouths yammering amidst a flutter of colorful clothing and banners.


  It came to Feyd-Rautha then that the packed ranks of faces would look just as avidly at his blood as at that of the slave-gladiator. There was not a doubt of the outcome in this fight, of course. Here was only the form of danger without its substance—yet.


  Feyd-Rautha held up his knives to the sun, saluted the three corners of the arena in the ancient manner. The short knife in white-gloved hand—white, the sign of poison—went first into its sheath. Then the long blade in the black-gloved hand—the pure blade that now was impure, his secret weapon to turn this day into a purely personal victory: poison on the black blade.


  The adjustment of his body shield took only a moment, and he paused to sense the skin-tightening at his forehead assuring him he was properly guarded.


  This moment carried its own suspense, and Feyd-Rautha dragged it out with the sure hand of a showman, nodding to his handlers and distractors, checking their equipment with a measuring stare—gyves in pace with their prickles sharp and glistening, the barbs and hooks waving with their blue streamers.


  Feyd-Rautha signaled the musicians.


  The slow march began, sonorous with its ancient pomp, and Feyd-Rautha led his troupe across the arena for obeisance at the foot of his uncle’s box. He caught the ceremonial key as it was thrown.


  The music stopped.


  Into the abrupt silence, he stepped back two paces, raised the key and shouted: “I dedicate this truth to . . .” And he hesitated, knowing his uncle would think: The young fool’s going to dedicate to Lady Fenring after all and cause a ruckus!


  “. . . To my uncle and patron, the Baron Vladimir Harkonnen!” Feyd-Rautha shouted.


  And he was delighted to see his uncle sigh.


  The music resumed at the quick-march, and Feyd-Rautha led his men scampering back across the arena to the prudence-door that admitted only those wearing the proper identification band. Feyd-Rautha prided himself that he never used the pru-door and seldom needed distractors. But it was good to know they were available this day—special plans sometimes involved special dangers.


  Again, silence settled over the arena.


  Feyd-Rautha turned, faced the big red door across from him where the gladiator would emerge.


  The special gladiator.


  The plan Thufir Hawat had devised was admirably simple and direct, Feyd-Rautha thought. The slave would not be drugged—that was the danger. Instead, a key word had been drummed into the man’s unconscious to immobilize his muscles at a critical instant. Feyd-Rautha rolled the vital word in his mind, mouthing it without sound: “Scum!” To the audience, it would appear that an undrugged slave had been slipped into the arena to kill the na-Baron. And all the carefully arranged evidence would point to the slavemaster.


  A low humming arose from the red door’s servo-motors as they were armed for opening.


  Feyd-Rautha focused all his awareness on the door. This first moment was the critical one. The appearance of the gladiator as he emerged told the trained eye much it needed to know. All gladiators were supposed to be hyped on elacca drugs to come out kill-ready in fighting stance—but you had to watch how they hefted the knife, which way they turned in defense, whether they were actually aware of the audience in the stands. The way a slave cocked his head could give the most vital clue to counter and feint.


  The red door slammed open.


  Out charged a tall, muscular man with shaved head and darkly pitted eyes. His skin was carrot-colored as it should be from the elacca drugs, but Feyd-Rautha knew the color was paint. The slave wore green leotards and the red belt of a semi-shield—the belt’s arrow pointing left to indicate the slave’s left side was shielded. He held his knife sword-fashion, cocked slightly outward in the stance of a trained fighter. Slowly, he advanced into the arena, turning his shielded side toward Feyd-Rautha and the group at the pru-door.


  “I like not the look of this one,” said one of Feyd-Rautha’s barb-men. “Are you sure he’s drugged, M’Lord?”


  “He has the color,” Feyd-Rautha said.


  “Yet he stands like a fighter,” said another helper.


  Feyd-Rautha advanced two steps onto the sand, studied this slave.


  “What has he done to his arm?” asked one of the distractors.


  Feyd-Rautha’s attention went to a bloody scratch on the man’s left forearm, followed the arm down to the hand as it pointed to a design drawn in blood on the left hip of the green leotards—a wet shape there: the formalized outline of a hawk.


  Hawk!


  Feyd-Rautha looked up into the darkly pitted eyes, saw them glaring at him with an uncommon alertness.


  It’s one of the Duke Leto’s fighting men we took on Arrakis! Feyd-Rautha thought. No simple gladiator this! A chill ran through him, and he wondered if Hawat had planned another plan for this arena—a feint within a feint within a feint. And only the slavemaster prepared to take the blame!


  Feyd-Rautha’s chief handler spoke at his ear: “I like not the look on that one, M’Lord. Let me set a barb or two in his knife arm to try him.”


  “I’ll set my own barbs,” Feyd-Rautha said. He took a pair of the long hooked shafts from the handler, hefted them, testing the balance. These barbs, too, were supposed to be drugged—but not this time, and the chief handler might die because of that. But it was all part of the plan.


  “You’ll come out of this a hero,” Hawat had said. “Killed your gladiator man to man and in spite of treachery. The slavemaster will be executed and your man will step into his spot.”


  Feyd-Rautha advanced another five paces into the arena, playing out the moment, studying the slave. Already, he knew, the experts in the stands above him were aware that something was wrong. The gladiator had the correct skin color for a druggee. but he stood his ground and did not tremble. The aficionados would be whispering among themselves now: “See horn he stands. He should be agitated—attacking or retreating. See how he conserves his strength, how he waits. He should not wait.”


  Feyd-Rautha felt his own excitement kindle. Let there be treachery in Hawat’s mind, he thought I can handle this slave. And it’s my long knife that carries the poison this time, not the short one. Even Hascot doesn’t know that.


  “Hai, Harkonnen!” the slave called. “Are you prepared to die?”


  Deathly stillness gripped the arena. Slaves did not issue the challenge!


  Now, Feyd-Rautha had a clear view of the gladiator’s eyes, saw the cold ferocity of despair in them. He marked the way the man stood, loose and ready, muscles prepared for victory. The slave grapevine had passed Hawat’s message to this one: “You’ll get a true chance to kill the na-Baron.” That much of the scheme was as they’d planned it, then.


  A tight smile crossed Feyd-Rautha’s mouth. He lifted the barbs, seeing success for his plans in the way the gladiator stood.


  “Hai! Hai!” the slave challenged, and crept forward two steps.


  No one in the galleries can mistake it now, Feyd-Rautha thought.


  This slave should have been partly crippled by drug-induced terror. Every movement should have betrayed his inner knowledge that there was no hope for him—he could not win. He should have been filled with the stories of the poisons the na-Baron chose for the blade in his white-gloved hand. The na-Baron never gave quick death, he delighted in demonstrating rare poisons, could stand in the arena pointing out interesting side effects on a writhing victim. There was fear in the slave, yes—but not terror.


  Feyd-Rautha lifted the barbs high, nodded in an almost-greeting.


  The gladiator pounced.


  His feint and defensive counter were as good as any Feyd-Rautha had ever seen. A timed side blow missed by the barest fraction from severing the tendons of the na-Baron’s left leg.


  Feyd-Rautha danced away leaving a barbed shaft in the slave’s right forearm, the hooks completely buried in flesh where the man could not withdraw them without ripping tendons.


  A concerted gasp lifted from the galleries.


  The sound filled Feyd-Rautha with elation.


  He knew now what his uncle was experiencing, sitting up there with the Fenrings, the observers from the Imperial Court, beside him. There could be no interference with this fight. The forms must be observed in front of witnesses. And the Baron would interpret the events in the arena only one way—threat to himself.


  The slave backed, holding knife in teeth and lashing the barbed shaft to his arm with the pennant. “I do not feel your needle!” he shouted. Again, he crept forward, knife ready, left side presented, his body bent backward to give it the greatest surface of protection from the half-shield.


  That action, too, didn’t escape the galleries. Sharp cries came from the family boxes. Feyd-Rautha’s handlers were calling out to ask if he needed them.


  He waved them back to the pru-door.


  “I’ll give them a show such as they’ve never had before, Feyd-Rautha thought. No tame killing where they can sit back and admire the style. This’ll be something to take them by the guts and twist them. When I’m Baron they’ll remember this day and won’t be a one of them can escape fear of me because of this day.


  Feyd-Rautha gave ground slowly before the gladiator’s crablike advance. Arena sand grated underfoot. He heard the slave’s panting, smelled his own sweat and a faint odor of blood on the air.


  Steadily, the na-Baron moved backward, turning to the right, his second barb ready. The slave danced sideways. Feyd-Rautha appeared to stumble, heard the scream from the galleries.


  Again, the slave pounced.


  Gods, what a fighting man! Feyd-Rautha thought as he leaped aside. Only youth’s quickness saved him, but he left the second barb buried in the deltoid muscle of the slave’s right arm.


  Shrill cheers rained from the galleries.


  They cheer me now, Feyd-Rautha thought. He heard the wildness in the voices just as Hawat had said he would. They’d never cheered a Family fighter that way before. And he thought with an edge of grimness on a thing Hawat had told him: “It’s easier to be terrified by an enemy you admire.”


  Swiftly, Feyd-Rautha retreated to the center of the arena where all could see clearly. He drew his short blade, crouched and waited for the advancing slave.


  The man took only the time to lash the second barb tight to his arm, then sped in pursuit.


  Let the Family see me do this thing, Feyd-Rautha thought. I am their enemy: let them think of me as they see me now.


  He drew his short blade, crouched and waited for the slave.


  “I do not fear you, Harkonnen swine,” the gladiator said. “Your tortures cannot hurt a dead man. I can be dead on my own blade before a handler lays finger to my flesh. And I’ll have you dead beside me!”


  Feyd-Rautha grinned, offered now the long blade, the one with the poison. “Try this one,” he said, and feinted with the short blade in his other hand.


  The slave shifted knife hands, turned inside both parry and feint to grapple the na-Baron’s short blade—the oat in the white gloved hand that tradition said shook! carry the poison.


  “You will die, Harkonnen,” the gladiator gapped.


  They struggled sideways across the sand. Where Feyd-Rautha’s shield met the slave’s half-shield, a blue glow marked the contact. The air around them filled with ozone from the fields.


  “Die on your own poison!” the slave grated.


  He began forcing the white-gloved hand inward, turning the blade he thought carried the poison.


  Let them see this! Feyd-Rautha thought. He brought down the long blade, felt it clang uselessly against the barbed shaft lashed to the slave’s arm.


  Feyd-Rautha felt a moment of desperation. He had not thought the barbed shafts would be an advantage for the slave. But they gave the man another shield. And the strength of this gladiator! The short blade was being forced inward inexorably, and Feyd-Rautha focused on the fact that a man could also die on an unpoisoned blade.


  “Scum!” Feyd-Rautha gasped.


  At the key word, the gladiator’s muscles obeyed with a momentary slackness. It was enough for Feyd-Rautha. He opened a space between them sufficient for the long blade. Its poisoned tip flicked out, drew a red line down the slave’s chest. There was instant agony in the poison. The man disengaged himself, staggered backward.


  Now, let my dear Family watch, Feyd-Rautha thought. Let them think on this slave who tried to turn the knife he thought poisoned and use it against me. Let them wonder how a gladiator could come into this arena ready for such an attempt. And let them always be aware they cannot know for sure which of my hands carries the poison.


  Feyd-Rautha stood in silence, watching the slowed motions of the slave. The man moved within a hesitation-awareness. There was an orthographic thing on his face now for every watcher to recognize. The death was written there. The slave knew what had been done to him and he knew how it had been done. The wrong blade had carried the poison.


  “You!” the man moaned.


  Feyd-Rautha drew back to give death its space. The paralyzing drug in the poison had yet to take full effect, but the man’s slowness told of its advance.


  The slave staggered forward as though drawn by a string-one dragging step at a time. Each step was the only step in his universe. He still clutched his knife, but its point wavered.


  “One day . . . one . . . of us . . . will . . . get . . . you,” he gasped.


  A sad little moue contorted his mouth. He sat, sagged, then stiffened and rolled away from Feyd-Rautha, face down.


  Feyd-Rautha advanced in the silent arena, put a toe under the gladiator and rolled him onto his back to give the galleries a clear view of the face when the poison began its twisting, wrenching work on the muscles. But the gladiator came over with his own knife protruding from his breast.


  In spite of frustration, there was for Feyd-Rautha a measure of admiration for the effort this slave had managed in overcoming the paralysis to do this thing to himself. With the admiration came the realization that here was truly a thing to fear.


  That which makes a man superhuman is terrifying.


  As he focused on this thought, Feyd-Rautha became conscious of the eruption of noise from the stands and galleries around him. They were cheering with utter abandon.


  Feyd-Rautha turned, looking up at them.


  All were cheering except the Baron, who sat with hand to chin in deep contemplation—-and the Count and his Lady, both of whom were staring down at him, their faces masked by smiles.


  Count Fenring turned to his Lady, said: “Ahhh-ummra, a resourceful ummmm young man. Eh, mmmm-ahh, my dear?”


  “His ahhh synaptic responses are very swift,” she said.


  The Baron looked at her, at the Count, returned his attention to the arena, thinking: If someone could get that close to one of mine! Rage began to replace his fear. I’ll have the slavemaster dead over a slow fire this night . . . and if this Count and his Lady had a hand in it . . .


  The conversation in the Baron’s box was remote movement to Feyd-Rautha, the voices drowned in the foot-stamping chant that came now from all around:


  “Head! Head! Head! Head!”


  The Baron scowled, seeing the way Feyd-Rautha turned to him. Languidly, controlling his rage with difficulty, the Baron waved his hand toward the young man standing in the arena beside the sprawled body of the slave. Give the boy a head. He earned it by exposing the slavemaster.


  Feyd-Rautha saw the signal of agreement, thought: They think they honor me. Let them see what I think!


  He saw his handlers approaching with a saw-knife to do the honors, waved them back, repeated the gesture as they hesitated. They think they honor me with just a head! he thought. He bent and crossed the gladiator’s hands around the protruding knife handle, then removed the knife and placed it in the limp hands.


  It was done in an instant, and he straightened, beckoned his handlers. “Bury this slave intact with his knife in his hands,” he said. “The man earned it.”


  In the golden box, Count Fenring leaned close to the Baron said: “A grand gesture, that—true bravura. Your nephew has style as well as courage.”


  “He insults the crowd by refusing the head,” the Baron muttered.


  “Not at all,” Lady Fenring said. She turned, looking up at the tiers around them.


  And the Baron noted the line of her neck—a truly lovely flowing of muscles—like a young boy’s.


  “They like what your nephew did,” she said.


  As the import of Feyd-Rautha’s gesture penetrated to the most distant seats, as the people saw the handlers carrying off the dead gladiator intact, the Baron watched them and realized she had interpreted the reaction correctly. The people were going wild, beating on each other, screaming and stamping.


  The Baron spoke wearily. “I shall have to order a fete. You cannot send people home like this, their energies unspent. They must see that I share their elation.”


  He gave a hand signal to his guard, and a servant above them dipped the Harkonnen orange pennant over the box—once, twice, three times—signal for a fete.


  Feyd-Rautha crossed the arena to stand beneath the golden box, his weapons sheathed, arms hanging at his sides. Above the undiminished frenzy of the crowd, he called: “A fete, Uncle?”


  The noise began to subside as people saw the conversation and waited.


  “In your honor, Feyd!” the Baron called down. And again, he caused the pennant to be dipped in signal. Across the arena, the pru-barriers had been dropped and young men were leaping down into the arena, racing toward Feyd-Rautha.


  “You ordered the pru-shields dropped, Baron?” the Count asked.


  “No one will harm the lad,” the Baron said. “He’s a hero.”


  The first of the charging mass reached Feyd-Rautha. lifted him on their shoulders, began parading around the arena.


  “He could walk unarmed and unshielded through the poorest quarters of Harko tonight,” the Baron said. “They’d give him the last of their food and drink just for his company.”


  The Baron pushed himself from his chair, settled his weight into his suspensors. “You will forget me, please. There are matters that require my immediate attention. The guard will see you to the keep.”


  The Count arose, bowed. “Certainly, Baron. We’re looking forward to the fete. I’ve ahhh-mmm. never seen a Harkonnen fete.”


  “Yes,” the Baron said. “The fete.” He turned, was enveloped by guards as he stepped into the private exit from the box.


  A guard captain bowed to Count Fenring. “Your orders, My Lord?”


  “We will ahhh wait for the worst mmmm crush to ummm pass,” the Count said.


  “Yes M’Lord.” The man bowed himself back three paces.


  Count Fenring faced his Lady, spoke again in their personal humming-code tongue: “You saw it?”


  In the same humming tongue, she said: “The lad knew the gladiator wouldn’t be drugged. There was a moment of fear, yes, but no surprise.”


  “It was planned,” he said. “The entire performance.”


  “Without a doubt.”


  “It stinks of Hawat.”


  “Indeed,” she said.


  “I demanded earlier that the Baron eliminate Hawat.”


  “That was an error, my dear.”


  “I see that now.”


  “The Harkonnens may have a new Baron ere long.”


  “If that’s Hawat’s plan.”


  “That will bear examination, true,” she said.


  “The young one will be more amenable to control.”


  “For us . . . after tonight,” she said.


  “You don’t anticipate difficulty seducing him, my little brood-mother?”


  “No, my love. You saw how he looked at me.”


  “Yes, and I can see now why we must have that bloodline.”


  “Indeed, and it’s obvious we must have a hold on him. I’ll plant deep in his deepest self the necessary prana-bindu phrases to bend him.”


  “We’ll leave as soon as possible—as soon as you’re sure,” he said.


  She shuddered. “By all means. I should not want to bear a child in this terrible place.”


  “The things we do in the name of humanity,” he said. “Yours is the easy part,” she said.


  “There are some ancient prejudices I overcome,” he said. “They’re quite primordial, you know.”


  “My poor dear,” she said, and patted his cheek. “You know this is the only way to be sure of saving that bloodline.”
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  He spoke in a dry voice: “I quite understand what we do.”


  “We won’t fail,” she said.


  “Guilt starts as a feeling of failure,” he reminded.


  “There’ll be no guilt,” she said. “Hypno-ligation of that Feyd-Rautha’s psyche and his child in my womb—then we go.”


  “That uncle,” he said. “Have you ever seen such distortion?”


  “He’s pretty fierce,” she said, “but the nephew could well grow to be worse.”


  “Thanks to that uncle. You know, when you think what this lad could’ve been with some other upbringing—with the Atreides code to guide him, for example.”


  “It’s sad,” she said.


  “Would that we could’ve saved both the Atreides youth and this one. From what I heard of that young Paul—a most admirable lad, good union of breeding and training.” He shook his head. “But we shouldn’t waste sorrow over the aristocracy of misfortune.”


  “There’s a Bene Gesserit saying,” she said.


  “You have sayings for everything!” Count Fenring protested.


  “You’ll like this one,” she said. “It goes: ‘Do not count a human dead until you’ve seen his body. And even then you can make a mistake.’ ”


  XIV


  
    Muad’Dib tells us in “A Time of Reflection” that his first collisions with Arrakeen necessities were the true beginnings of his education. He learned then how to pole the sand for its weather, learned the language of the wind’s needles stinging his skin, learned how the nose can buzz with sand-itch and how to gather his body’s precious moisture around him to guard it and preserve it. As his eyes assumed the blue of the Ibad, he learned the Chakobsa Way.


    Stilgar’s preface to “Muad’Dib, The Man”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Stilgar’s troop returning to the sietch with its two strays-from-the-desert climbed out of the basin in the waning light of the first moon. The robed figures hurried with the smell of home in their nostrils. Dawn’s gray line behind them was brightest at the notch in their horizon-calendar which marked the middle of autumn, the month of Caprock.


  Wind-raked dead leaves strewed the cliffbase where the sietch children had been gathering them, but the sounds of the troop’s passage—except for occasional blunderings by Paul and his mother—could not be distinguished from the natural sounds of the night.


  Paul wiped sweat-caked dust from his forehead, felt a tug at his arm, heard Chani’s voice hissing: “Do as I told you: bring the fold of your hood down over your forehead! Leave only the eyes exposed. You waste moistture.”


  A whispered command behind them demanded silence: “The desert hears you!”


  A bird chirruped from the rocks high above them.


  The troop stopped, and Paul sensed abrupt tension.


  There came a faint thumping from the rocks, a sound no louder than mice jumping in the sand.


  Again, the bird chirruped.


  A stir passed through the troop’s ranks. And again, the mouse-thumping pecked its way across the sand.


  Once more, the bird chirruped.


  The troop resumed its climb up into a crack in the rocks, but there was a stillness of breath about the Fremen now that filled Paul with caution, and he noted covert glances toward Chani, the way she seemed to withdraw, pulling in upon herself.


  There was rock underfoot now, a faint gray swishing of robes around them, and Paul sensed a relaxing of discipline, but still that quiet-of-the-person about Chani and the others. He followed a shadow shape—up steps, a turn, more steps, into a tunnel, past two moisture-sealed doors and into a globe-lighted narrow passage with yellow rock walls and ceiling.


  All around him, Paul saw the Fremen throwing back their hoods, removing nose plugs, breathing deeply. Someone sighed. Paul looked for Chani, found that she had left his side. He was hemmed in by a press of robed bodies. Someone jostled him, said: “Excuse me, Usul. What a crush! It’s always this way.”


  On his left, the narrow bearded face of the one called Farok turned toward Paul. The stained eyepits and blue darkness of eyes appeared even darker under the yellow globes. “Throw off your hood, Usul,” Farok said. “You’re home.” And he helped Paul, releasing the hood catch, elbowing a space around them.


  Paul slipped out his nose plugs, swung the mouth baffle aside. The odor of the place assailed him: unwashed bodies, distillate esters of reclaimed wastes, everywhere the sour effluvia of humanity with, over it all, a turbulence of spice and spicelike harmonics.


  “Why are we waiting, Farok?” Paul asked.


  “For the Reverend Mother, I think. You heard the message—poor Chani.”


  Poor Chani? Paul asked himself. He looked around, wondering where she was, where his mother had got to in all this crush.


  Farok took a deep breath. “The smells of home,” he said.


  Paul saw that the man was enjoying the stink of this air, that there was no irony in his tone. He heard his mother cough then, and her voice came back to him through the press of the troop: “How rich the odors of your sietch, Stilgar. I see you do much working with the spice here . . . you make paper . . . plastics . . . and isn’t that chemical explosives?”


  “You know this from what you smell?” It was another man’s voice.


  And Paul realized she was speaking for his benefit, that she wanted him to make a quick acceptance of this assault on his nostrils.


  There came a buzz of activity at the head of the troop, a prolonged indrawn breath that seemed to pass through the Fremen, and Paul heard hushed voices come down the line: “It’s true then—Liet is dead.”


  Liet, Paul thought. Then: Chani, daughter of Liet. The pieces fell together in his mind. Liet was the Fremen name of the Planetologist, Kynes.


  Paul looked at Farok, asked: “Is it the Liet known as Kynes?”


  “There is only one Liet,” Farok said.


  Paul turned, stared at the robed back of a Fremen in front of him. Then Liet-Kynes is dead, he thought.


  “It was Harkonnen treachery,” someone hissed. “They made it seem an accident . . . lost in the desert . . . a ‘thopter crash . . .”


  Paul felt a burst of anger. The man who had befriended them, helped save them from the Harkonnen hunters, the man who had sent his Fremen cohorts searching for two strays in the desert . . . another victim of the Harkonnens.


  “Does Usul hunger yet for revenge?” Farok asked.


  Before Paul could answer, there came a low call and the troop swept forward into a wider chamber, carrying Paul with them. He found himself in an open space confronted by Stilgar and a strange woman wearing a flowing wraparound garment of brilliant orange and green. Her arms were bare to the shoulders, and he could see she wore no stillsuit. Her skin was a pale olive. Dark hair swept back from her high forehead, throwing emphasis on sharp cheekbones and aqualine nose between the dense darkness of her eyes.


  She turned toward him, and Paul saw golden rings threaded with water tallies dangling from her ears.


  “This bested my Jamis?” she demanded.


  “Be silent, Harah,” Stilgar said. “It was Jamis’ doing—he invoked the Tahaddi al-burhan.”


  “He’s not but a boy!” she said. She gave her head a sharp shake from side to side, setting the water tallies to jingling. “My children made fatherless by another child? Surely, ’twas an accident!”


  “Usul, how many years have you?” Stilgar asked. “Fifteen standard,” Paul said.


  Stilgar swept his eyes over the troop. “Is there one among you cares to challenge me?”


  Silence.


  Stilgar looked at the woman. “Until I’ve learned his weirding ways, I’d not challenge him.”


  She returned his stare. “But—”


  “You saw the stranger woman who went with Chani to the Reverend Mother?” Stilgar asked. “She’s an out-freyn Sayyadina, mother to this lad. The mother and son are masters of the weirding ways of battle.”


  “Lisan al-Gaib,” the woman whispered. Her eyes held awe as she turned them back toward Paul.


  The legend again, Paul thought.


  “Perhaps,” Stilgar said. “It hasn’t been tested, though.” He returned his attention to Paul. “Usul, it’s our way that you’ve now the responsibility for Jamis’ woman here and for his two sons. His yali . . . his quarters, are yours. His coffee service is yours . . . and this, his woman.” Paul studied the woman, wondering: Why isnt she mourning her man? Why does she show no hate for me? Abruptly, he saw that the Fremen were staring at him, waiting.


  Someone whispered: “There’s work to do. Say how you accept her.”


  Stilgar said: “Do you accept Harah as woman or servant?”


  Harah lifted her arms, turning slowly on one heel. “I am still young, Usul. It’s said I still look as young as when I was with Geoff . . . before Jamis bested him.” Jamis killed another to win her, Paul thought.


  Paul said: “If I accept her as servant, may I yet change my mind at a later time?”


  “You’d have a year to change your decision,” Stilgar said. “After that, she’s a free woman to choose as she wishes . . . or, you could free her to choose for herself at any time. But she’s your responsibility, no matter what, for one year . . . and you’ll always share some responsibility for the sons of Jamis.”


  “I accept her as servant,” Paul said.


  Harah stamped a foot, shook her shoulders with anger. “But I’m young!”


  Stilgar looked at Paul, said: “Caution’s a worthy trait in a man who’d lead.”


  “But I’m young!” Harah repeated.


  “Be silent,” Stilgar commanded. “If a thing has merit, it’ll be. Show Usul to his quarters and see he has fresh clothing and a place to rest.”


  “Ohhhh!” she said.


  Paul had registered enough of her to have a first approximation. He felt the impatience of the troop, knew many things were being delayed here. He wondered if he dared ask the whereabouts of his mother and Chani, saw from Stilgar’s nervous stance that it would be a mistake.


  He faced Harah, pitched his voice with tone and tremolo to accent her fear and awe, said: “Show me my quarters, Harah! We will discuss your youth another time.”


  She backed away two steps, cast a frightened glance at Stilgar. “He has the weirding voice,” she husked.


  “Stilgar,” Paul said. “Chani’s father put heavy obligation on me. If there’s anything—”


  “It’ll be decided in council,” Stilgar said. “You can speak then.” He nodded in dismissal, turned away with the rest of the troop following him.


  Paul took Harah’s arm, noting how cool her flesh seemed, feeling her tremble. “I’ll not harm you, Harah,” he said. “Show me our quarters.” And he smoothed his voice with ralaxants.


  “You’ll not cast me out when the year’s gone?” she said. “I know for true I’m not as young as once I was.”


  “As long as I live you’ll have a place with me,” he said. He released her arm. “Come now, where are our quarters?”


  She turned, led the way down the passage, turning right into a wide cross-tunnel lighted by evenly spaced yellow overhead globes. The stone floor was smooth, swept clean of sand.


  Paul moved up beside her, studied the aqualine profile as they walked. “You do not hate me, Harah?”


  “Why should I hate you?”


  She nodded to a cluster of children who stared at them from the raised ledge of a side passage. Paul glimpsed adult shapes behind the children partly hidden by filmy hangings.


  “I. . . bested Jamis.”


  “Stilgar said the ceremony was held and you’re a friend of Jamis.” She glanced sidelong at him. “Stilgar said you gave moisture to the dead. Is that truth?”


  “Yes.”


  “It’s more than I’ll do . . . can do.”


  “Don’t you mourn him?”


  “In the time of mourning, I’ll mourn him.”


  They passed an arched opening. Paul looked through it at men and women working with stand-mounted machinery in a large, bright chamber. There seemed an extra tempo of urgency to them.


  “What’re they doing in there?” Paul asked.


  She glanced back as they passed beyond the arch, said: “They hurry to finish the quota in the plastics shop before we flee. We need many dew collectors for the planting.”


  “Flee?”


  “Until the butchers stop hunting us or are driven from our land?”


  Paul caught himself in a stumble, sensing an arrested instant of Time, remembering a fragment, a visual projection of prescience—but it was displaced, like a montage-in-motion. The bits of his prescient memory were not quite as he remembered them “The Sardaukar hunt us,” he said.


  “They’ll not find much excepting an empty sietch or two,” she said. “And they’ll find their share of death in the sand.”


  “They’ll find this place?” he asked.


  “Likely.”


  “Yet we take the time”—he motioned with his head toward the arch now far behind them—“to make . . . dew collectors?”


  “The planting goes on.”


  “What’re dew collectors?” he asked.


  The glance she turned on him was full of surprise. “Don’t they teach you anything in the . . . wherever it is you come from?”


  “Not about dew collectors.”


  “Hai!” she said, and there was a whole conversation in the one word.


  “Well, what are dew collectors?” Paul demanded.


  “Each bush, each weed you see out there in the erg,” she said, “how do you suppose it lives when we leave it? Each is planted most tenderly in its own little pit. The pits are filled with smooth ovals of chromoplastic. Light turns them white. You can see them glistening in the dawn if you look down from a high place. White reflects. But when Old Father Sun departs, the chromoplastic reverts to transparency in the dark. It cools with extreme rapidity. The surface condenses moisture out of the air. That moisture trickles down to keep our plants alive.”


  “Dew collectors,” he muttered, enchanted by the simple beauty of such a scheme.


  “I’ll mourn Jamis in the proper time for it,” she said, as though her mind had not left his other question. “He was a good man, Jamis, but quick to anger. A good provider, Jamis, and a wonder with the children. He made no separation between Geoff’s boy, my first-born, and his own true son. They were equal in his eyes.” She turned a questing stare on Paul. “Would it be that way with you, Usul?”


  “We don’t have that problem.”


  “But if—”


  “Harah!”


  She recoiled at the harsh edge in his voice.


  They passed another brightly lighted room visible through an arch on their left. “What’s made there?” he asked.


  “They repair the weaving machinery,” she said. “But it must be dismantled by tonight.” She gestured at a tunnel branching to their left. “Through there and beyond, that’s food processing and stillsuit maintenance.” She looked at Paul. “Your suit looks new. But if it needs work, I’m good with suits. I work in the factory in season.”


  They began coming on knots of people now and thicker clusterings of openings in the tunnel’s sides. A file of men and women passed them carrying packs that gurgled heavily, the smell of spice strong about them.


  “They’ll not get our water,” Harah said. “Or our spice. You can be sure of that.”


  Paul glanced at the openings in the tunnel walls, seeing the heavy carpets on the raised ledges, glimpses of rooms with bright fabrics on the walls, piled cushions. People in the openings fell silent at their approach, followed Paul with untamed stares.


  “The people find it strange you bested Jamis,” Harah said. “Likely you’ll have some proving to do when we’re settled in a new sietch.


  “I don’t like killing,” he said.


  “Thus Stilgar tells it,” she said, but her voice betrayed her disbelief.


  A shrill chanting began to grow louder ahead of them. They came to another side opening wider than any of the others Paul had seen. He slowed his pace, staring in at a room crowded with children sitting cross-legged on a maroon-carpeted floor.


  At a chalkboard against the far wall stood a woman in a yellow wraparound, a projecto-stylus in one hand. The board was filled with designs—circles, wedges and curves, snake tracks and squares, flowing arcs split by parallel lines. The woman pointed to the designs one after the other as fast as she could move the stylus, and the children chanted in rhythm with her moving hand.


  Paul listened, hearing the voices grow dimmer behind as he moved deeper into the sietch with Harah.


  “Trees,” the children chanted. “Trees, grass, dune, wind, mountain, hill, fire, lightning, rock, rocks, dust, sand, heat, shelter, heat, full, winter, cold, empty, erosion, summer, caravan, day, tension, moon, night, sand-tide, slope, planting, binder—”


  “You conduct classes at a time like this?” Paul asked.


  Her face went somber and grief edged her voice: “What Liet taught us, we cannot pause an instant in that. Liet who is dead must not be forgotten. It’s the Chakobsa Way.”


  She crossed the tunnel to the left, stepped up onto a ledge, parted gauzy orange hangings and stood aside: “Your yali is ready for you, Usul.”


  Paul hesitated before joining her on the ledge. He felt a sudden reluctance to be alone with this woman. It came to him that he was surrounded by a way of life that could only be understood by postulating an ecology of ideas and values. He felt that this Fremen world was fishing for him, trying to snare him in its ways. And he knew what lay in that snare—the wild jihad, the religious war he felt he should avoid at any cost.


  “This is your yali,” Harah said. “Why do you hesitate?”


  Paul nodded, joined her on the ledge. He lifted the hangings across from her, feeling metal fibers in the fabric, followed her into a short entranceway and then into a larger room, square, about six meters to a side-thick blue carpets on the floor, blue and green fabrics hiding the rock walls, glowglobes tuned to yellow overhead bobbing against draped yellow ceiling fabrics.!


  The effect was an ancient tent.


  Harah stood in front of him, left hand on hip, her eyes studying his face. “The children are with a friend,” she said. “They will present themselves later.”


  Paul masked his unease beneath a quick scanning of the room. Thin hangings to the right, he saw, partly concealed a larger room with cushions piled around the walls. He felt a soft breeze from an air duct, saw the outlet cunningly hidden in a pattern of hangings directly ahead of him.


  “Do you wish me to help you remove your stillsuit?” Harah asked.


  “No . . . thank you.”


  “Shall I bring food?”


  “Yes.”


  “There is a reclamation chamber off the other room.” She gestured. “For your comfort and convenience when you’re out of your stillsuit.”


  “You said we have to leave this sietch,” Paul said. “Shouldn’t we be packing or something?”


  “It will be done in its time,” she said. “The butchers have yet to penetrate to our region.”


  Still she hesitated, staring at him.


  “What is it?” he demanded.


  “You’ve not the eyes of the Ibad,” she said. “It’s strange but not entirely unattractive.”


  “Get the food,” he said. “I’m hungry.”


  She smiled at him—a knowing, woman’s smile that he found disquieting. “I am your servant,” she said, and whirled away in one lithe motion, ducking behind a heavy wall hanging that revealed another narrow passage before falling back into place.


  Feeling angry with himself, Paul brushed through the thin hanging on the right and into the larger room. He stood there a moment caught by uncertainty. And he wondered where Chani was—Chani who had just lost her father.


  A wailing cry sounded from the outer corridors, its volume muffled by the intervening hangings. It was repeated, and again, a bit more distant. Again. Paul realized someone was calling the time. He focused on the fact that he had seen no clocks.


  The faint smell of burning creosote bush came to his nostrils, riding on the omnipresent sietch stink.


  Again, he thought about his mother and the daughter she would bear—how the moving montage of the future would incorporate them. Mutable Time-awareness danced in his consciousness . . . and he saw that his mother had not enough ruthlessness to be truly kind. But the daughter would be another matter.


  Paul shook his head, focused his attention on the present and the assault of newness upon his senses, aware that as each now-experience linked with prescient anticipation, the patterns of more possible lives were fixed and locked within him.


  The incorporation of possibilities passed a subtle threshold, and he saw a thing about cavern life that suggested far greater differences between the Fremen way and the Imperium way.


  There was no sign of poison snoopers or their use anywhere in the cave warren. Yet he could smell poisons in the sietch—strong poisons and common ones.


  Hangings rustled at his left and he thought it was Harah returning with food, turned to watch. From beneath a displaced pattern in the wall fabrics two boys emerged. They were aged about nine and ten. They stared at him with greedy eyes. Each wore a small kindjal-type crysknife and rested a hand on the hilt.


  And Paul recalled stories about the Fremen—that their children fought as ferociously as the adults. These, he knew, were Harah’s children . . . and they might bear him hatred.


  XV


  
    The hands move, the lips move—


    Ideas gush from his words,


    And his eyes devour!


    He is an island of Selfdom.


    “A Manual of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Phosphortubes in the far away upper reaches of the cavern cast a dim light onto the thronged interior, hinting at the great size of this rock-enclosed space—larger, Jessica saw, than even the Gathering Hall of her Bene Gesserit School. She estimated there were more than five thousand people gathered out there beneath the ledge where she stood with Stilgar.


  And more were coming.


  The air was murmurous with people.


  “Your son has been summoned from his rest, Sayyadina,” Stilgar said. “Do you wish him to share in your decision?”


  “Could he change my decision?”


  “Certainly, the air with which you speak comes from your own lungs, but—”


  “The decision stands,” she said.


  But she felt misgivings, wondering if she should use Paul as an excuse for backing out of a dangerous course. There was an unborn daughter to think of, as well. What endangered the flesh of the mother endangered the flesh of the daughter.


  Men came with rolled carpets, grunting under the weight of them, stirring up dust as the loads were dropped onto the ledge.


  Stilgar took her arm, led her back into the acoustical horn that formed the rear limits of the ledge. He indicated a rock bench within the horn. “The Reverend Mother will sit here, but you may rest yourself until she comes.”


  “I prefer to stand,” Jessica said.


  She watched the men unroll the carpets, covering the ledge, looked out at the crowd. There were at least ten thousand people on the rock floor now.


  And still they came.


  Out on the desert, she knew, it already was red nightfall, but here in the cavern hall was perpetual twilight, a gray vastness thronged with people come to see her risk her life.


  A way was opened through the crowd to her right, and she saw Paul approaching flanked by two children. There was a swaggering air of self-importance about the children. They kept hands on knives, scowled at the wall of people on either side.


  “The sons of Jamis who are now the sons of Usul,” Stilgar said. “They take their escort duties seriously.” He ventured a smile at Jessica.


  Jessica recognized the effort to lighten her mood and was grateful for it, but could not take her mind from the mystery and danger that confronted her.


  I had no choice but to do this, she thought. We must move swiftly if we’re to secure our place among these Fremen.


  Paul climbed to the ledge, leaving the children below. He stopped in front of his mother, glanced at Stilgar, back to Jessica. “What is happening? I thought I was being summoned to council.”


  Stilgar raised a hand for silence, gestured to his left where another way had been opened in the throng. Chani came down the lane opened there, her elfin face set in lines of grief. She had removed her stillsuit and wore a graceful blue wraparound that exposed her thin arms. Near the shoulder on her left arm, a green kerchief had been tied.


  Green for mourning, Paul thought.


  It was one of the customs the two sons of Jamis had explained by indirection, telling Paul they wore no green because they accepted him as guardian-father.


  “Are you the Lisan al-Gaib?” they’d asked. And Paul, sensing the jihad in their words, shrugged off their probing with questions of his own, learning that they were Kaleff, aged ten, the natural son of Geoff, and Orlop, aged eight, the natural son of Jamis.


  It had been a warlock day with those two standing guard because he asked it, fending the curious and allowing him time to nurse his thoughts and his prescient maturing.


  Now, standing beside his mother and looking out at the thronging cavern, he wondered if he could ever accept the unfolding futures—if one of those futures transformed these people into a wild outpouring of fanatic legions.


  Chani neared the ledge, followed by four women carrying another woman in a litter.


  Jessica focused all her attention on the woman in the litter—a crone, a wrinkled and shriveled ancient in black gown with hood thrown back to reveal tightly knotted gray hair and a stringy neck. She was deposited on the ledge. Chani helped the old woman to her feet.


  So this is their Reverend Mother, Jessica thought.


  The old woman leaned heavily on Chani, hobbled toward Jessica. The crone looked like a collection of sticks draped in a black robe. She stopped a pace away, peered upward for a long moment before speaking in a husky whisper.


  “So you’re the one.” The old head nodded once precariously on the thin neck. “Shadout Mapes was right to pity you.”


  Jessica spoke quickly, scornfully: “I need no pity.”


  “Remains to be seen,” husked the old woman. She turned with surprising quickness, faced the throng. “Tell them, Stilgar.”


  “Must I?” he asked.


  “We are the people of Misr,” the old woman rasped. “Since our Sunni ancestors fled from Nilotic al-Ourouba, we have known flight and death. The young go on that our people shall not die.”


  Stilgar took a deep breath, stepped forward two paces.


  Jessica felt the hush come over the crowded cavern—some twenty thousand people now, standing silently, almost without movement. It made her feel suddenly small and filled with caution.


  “Tonight, we must leave this sietch that has sheltered us for so long and go south into the desert,” Stilgar said. His voice boomed out across the uplifted faces, reverberating with the force given it by the acoustical horn behind the ledge.


  Still, the throng remained silent.


  “The Reverend Mother tells me she cannot survive another hajra,” Stilgar said. “We have lived before without a Reverend Mother, but it is not good for people to seek a new home in such straits.”


  Now, the throng stirred, rippling with whispers and currents of disquiet.


  “That this may not come to pass,” Stilgar said, “our new Sayyadina, Jessica of the Weirding, has consented to enter the rite at this time. She will attempt to pass within that we not lose the strength of Our Reverend Mother.”


  Jessica of the Weirding, Jessica thought. She saw Paul staring at her, his eyes filled with questions, but his mouth held silent by all the strangeness around them.


  If I die in the attempt, what will become of him? Jessica asked herself. Again, she felt the misgivings fill her mind.


  Chani led the old Reverend Mother to a rock bench deep in the acoustical horn, returned to stand beside Stilgar.


  “That we may not lose all if Jessica of the Weirding should fail,” Stilgar said, “Chani, daughter of Liet, will be consecrated in the Sayyadina at this time.” He stepped one pace to the side.


  From deep in the acoustical horn, the old woman’s voice came out to them, an amplified whisper, harsh and penetrating: “Chani has returned from her hajra—Chani has seen the waters.”


  A susurrant response arose from the crowd: “She has seen the waters.”


  “I consecrate the daughter of Liet in the Sayyadina,” husked the old woman.


  “She is accepted,” the crowd responded.


  Paul barely heard the ceremony, his attention still centered on what had been said of his mother.


  If she should fail?


  He turned and looked back at the one they called Reverend Mother, studying the dried crone features, the fathomless blue fixation of her eyes. She looked as though a breeze would blow her away, yet there was that about her which suggested she might stand untouched in the path of a Coriolis storm. She carried the same aura of power that he remembered from the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam who had tested him with agony in the way of the gom jabbar.


  She looked formidable.


  “I, the Reverend Mother Ramallo, whose voice speaks as a multitude, say this to you,” the old woman said. “It is fitting that Chani enter the Sayyadina.”


  “It is fitting,” the crowd responded.


  The old woman nodded, whispered: “I give her the silver skies, the golden desert and its shining rocks, the green fields that will be. I give these to Sayyadina Chani. And lest she forget that she’s servant of us all, to her fall the menial tasks in this Ceremony of the Seed. Let it be as Shai-hulud will have it.” She lifted a brown-stick arm, dropped it.


  Jessica, feeling the ceremony close around her with a current that swept her beyond all turning back, glanced once at Paul’s question-filled face, then prepared herself for the ordeal. The terror of this moment, she knew, lay in the fact that she could sense deadliness approaching but did not know its form.


  “Let the watermasters come forward,” Chani said with only the slightest quaver of uncertainty in her girlchild voice.


  Now, Jessica felt herself at the focus of danger, knowing its presence in the watchfulness of the throng, in the silence.


  A small band of men approached through a serpentine way opened in the crowd, moving up from the back in pairs. Each pair carried a small skin sack, perhaps twice the size of a human head. The sacks sloshed heavily.


  The two leaders deposited their load at Chani’s feet on the ledge and stepped back.


  Jessica looked at the sack, then at the men, seeking a clue. The men had their hoods thrown back exposing long hair tied in a roll at the base of the neck. The black pits of their eyes stared back at her without wavering.


  A furry redolence of cinnamon arose from the sack, wafted across Jessica. The spice? she wondered.


  “Is there water?” Chani asked.


  The watermaster on the left, a man with a purple scar-line across the bridge of his nose, nodded once. “There is water, Sayyadina,” he said, “but we cannot drink of it.”


  “Is there seed?” Chani asked.


  “There is seed,” the man said.


  Chani knelt and put her hands to the sloshing sack. “Blessed is the water and its seed.”


  Jessica looked back at the Reverend Mother Ramallo seeking a clue there to the unfamiliar rite. The old woman sat hunched over, eyes closed as though asleep.


  “Sayyadina Jessica,” Chani said.


  Jessica turned to see the girl staring up at her.


  “Have you tasted the Blessed Water?” Chani asked.


  Before Jessica could frame an answer, Chani said: “It is not possible you have tasted the Blessed Water. You are outworlder and unprivileged.”


  A sigh passed through the crowd, a susurration of robes that made Jessica’s nape hairs creep.


  “The Maker has been destroyed and the crop was large,” Chani said. She uncoiled a spout fixed to the top of the sack.


  Jessica felt danger boiling around her. She glanced at Paul, saw how he had been caught up in the ritual’s mystery. Has he seen this moment in Time? Jessica wondered. She rested a hand on her abdomen, thinking of her unborn daughter, asking herself: Do I have the right to risk us both?


  Paul, rejecting all knowledge of possible outcomes, had fallen into an acceptance of the moment and whatever it brought. Kindness involves letting Life happen, he thought. Death is part of life.


  Chani offered the spout to Jessica, said: “Here is the water of life—Kan, the water that frees the soul. Let Shaihulud judge if you be Reverend Mother.”


  Jessica felt herself torn between duty to her unborn daughter and duty to Paul. For Paul, she knew she should take that spout and drink, but as she bent to it, her senses revealed the source of peril.


  The stuff in the sack had a bitter smell subtly akin to many poisons she knew.


  “You must drink it,” Chani said.


  There’s no turning back, Jessica reminded herself. But nothing in all her Bene Gesserit training came into her mind to help her through this instant.


  What is it? Jessica asked herself. Liquor? A Drug?


  She bent over the spout, smelled the esters of cinnamon, remembering then the drunkenness of Duncan Idaho. Spice liquor? she asked herself. She took the siphon tube in her mouth, pulled up only the most minuscule sip. It tasted of the spice, a faint bite acrid on the tongue.


  Chani pressed down on the skin bag. A great gulp of the stuff surged into Jessica’s mouth and before she could help herself, she swallowed it.


  “To accept a little death is worse than death itself,” Chani said. She stared at Jessica, waiting.


  And Jessica stared back, still holding the spout in her mouth. She tasted the sack’s contents in her nostrils, in the roof of her mouth, in her cheeks, in her eyes—a biting sweetness, now.


  Cool.


  Again, Chani sent the liquid gushing into Jessica’s mouth.


  Delicate.


  Jessica studied Chani’s face—elfin features—seeing the traces of Liet-Kynes there as yet unfixed by time.


  This is a drug they feed me, Jessica told herself.


  But it was unlike any other drug of her experience, and Bene Gesserit training included the taste of many drugs.


  Chani’s features were so clear, as though outlined in light.


  A drug.


  Whirling silence settled around Jessica. Every fiber of her body accepted the fact that something profound had happened to it. She felt that she was a conscious mote, smaller than any subatomic particle, yet capable of motion and of sensing her surroundings. In an abrupt revelation, the curtains whipped away. She realized she had become aware of a psycho-kinesthetic extension of herself. She was mote and not-mote.


  Yet, the cavern remained—and its people. She sensed them: Paul, Chani, Stilgar, the Reverend Mother . . . the throng.


  Reverend Mother!


  There’d been rumors at the school that some did not survive the ordeal into Reverend Motherhood.


  Jessica focused attention on the Reverend Mother Ramallo, aware now that all this was happening in a frozen instant of suspended Time.


  She stared at frozen expressions all around, saw a dust mote suspended above Chani. Why is Time suspended?


  The answer came like an explosion in her consciousness: Time was not suspended, but her awareness had been accelerated to a terrible speed . . . and she knew why.


  To save my life!


  She focused on the psycho-kinesthetic extension of herself, looked within, and was confronted by a cellular core, a pit of blackness from which she recoiled.


  That is the place where we cannot look, she thought. There is the place Reverend Mothers mention reluctantly—where only the Kwisatz Haderach may look.


  The realization brought a small return of confidence. Again, she ventured to focus on her psycho-kinesthetic extension, becoming a mote-self that searched within for danger.


  She found it within the swallowed drug.


  The stuff was dancing particles to her mote-self, motion so rapid that even frozen Time could not stop it. Dancing particles . . . and she recognized familiar structures, atomic linkages: a carbon atom here, helical wavering . . . a glucose molecule. An entire chain of molecules confronted her, and she recognized a protein . . . a methyl-protein configuration.


  Ahhh!


  It was a soundless mental sigh within her as she saw the nature of the poison.


  With her psycho-kinesthetic probing, she moved into it, shifted an oxygen mote, allowed another carbon mote to link, re-attached a linkage of oxygen . . . hydrogen.


  The change spread . . . faster and faster as the catalyzed reaction spread its surface of contact.


  The suspension of Time relaxed its hold upon her, and she sensed motion. The tube spout from the sack was touched to her mouth—gently, collecting a drop of moisture.


  Chani’s taking the catalyst from my body to change the poison in that sack, Jessica thought. Why?


  Someone eased her to a sitting position. She saw the old Reverend Mother Ramallo being brought to sit beside her on the carpeted ledge. A dry hand touched her neck.


  And there was another psycho-kinesthetic mote within her awareness! Jessica tried to reject it, but the mote swept closer . . . closer.


  They touched!


  It was like an ultimate simpatico, being two people at once: not telepathy, but mutual awareness.


  With the old Reverend Mother!


  But Jessica saw that the Reverend Mother didn’t think of herself as old. An image unfolded before the mutual mind’s eye: a young girl with a dancing spirit and tender humor.


  Within the mutual awareness, the young girl said: “Yes, that is how I am.”


  Jessica could only accept the words, not respond to them.


  “You’ll have it all soon, Jessica,” the inward image said.


  This is hallucination, Jessica told herself.


  “You know better than that,” the inward image said. “Swiftly now, do not fight me. There isn’t much time. We . . .” There came a long pause, then: “You should’ve told us you were pregnant!”


  Jessica found the voice that talked within the mutual awareness: “Why?”


  “This changes both of you! Holy Mother, what have we done?”


  Jessica sensed a forced shift in the mutual awareness, saw another mote-presence with the inward eye. The other mote darted wildly here, there, circling. It radiated pure terror.


  “You’ll have to be strong,” the old Reverend Mother’s image-presence said. “Be thankful it’s a daughter you carry. This would’ve killed a male fetus. Now . . . carefully, gently . . . touch your daughter-presence. Be your daughter-presence. Absorb the fear . . . soothe . . . use your courage and your strength . . . gently now . . . gently . . .”


  The other whirling mote swept near, and Jessica compelled herself to touch it.


  Terror threatened to overwhelm her.


  She fought it the only way she knew: “I shall not fear. Fear is the mind killer . . .”


  The litany brought a semblance of calm. The other mote lay quiescent against her.


  Words won’t work, Jessica told herself.


  She reduced herself to basic emotional reactions, radiated love, comfort, a warm snuggling of protection.


  The terror receded.


  Again, the presence of the old Reverend Mother asserted itself, but now there was a tripling of mutual awareness—two active and one that lay quietly absorbing.


  “Time compels me,” the Reverend Mother said within the awareness. “I have much to give you. And I do not know if your daughter can accept all this while remaining sane. But it must be: the needs of the Tribe are paramount.”


  “What . . .”


  “Remain silent and accept!”


  Experiences began to unroll before Jessica. It was like a lecture strip in a subliminal training projector at the Bene Gesserit School . . . but faster . . . blindingly faster.


  Yet . . . distinct.


  She knew each experience as it happened: there was a lover—virile, bearded, with the dark Fremen eyes, and Jessica saw his strength and tenderness, all of him in one blink-moment, through the Reverend Mother’s memory.


  There was no time now to think of what this might be doing to the daughter-fetus, only time to accept and record. The experiences poured in on Jessica—birth, life, death—important matters and unimportant, an outpouring of single-view Time.


  Why should a fall of sand from a cliff top stick in the memory? she asked herself.


  Too late, Jessica saw what was happening: the old woman was dying and, in dying, pouring her experiences into Jessica’s awareness as water is poured into a cup. The other mote faded back into pre-birth awareness as Jessica watched it. And, dying-in-conception. the old Reverend Mother left her life in Jessica’s memory with one last sighing blur of words.


  “I’ve been a long time waiting for you,” she said. “Here is my life.”


  There it was, encapsuled, all of it.


  Even the moment of death.


  I am now a Reverend Mother, Jessica realized.


  And she knew with a generalized awareness that she had become, in truth, precisely what was meant by a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mother. The poison drug had transformed her.


  Jessica sensed the daughter-mote still touching her inner-awareness, probed it without response.


  A terrible sense of loneliness crept through Jessica in the realization of what had happened to her. She saw her own life as a pattern that had slowed and all life around her speeded up so that the dancing interplay became clearer.


  The sensation of mote-awareness faded slightly, its intensity easing as her body relaxed from the threat of the poison, but still she felt that other mote, touching it with a sense of guilt at what she had allowed to happen.


  I did it, my poor unformed dear little daughter. I brought you into this universe and exposed your awareness to all its varieties without any defenses.


  A tiny outflowing of love-comfort. like a reflection of what she had poured into it, came from the other mote.


  Before Jessica could respond, she felt the adab presence of demanding memory. There was something that needed doing. She groped for it, realizing she was being impeded by a muzziness of the changed-drug permeating her senses.


  I could change that, she thought. I could take away the drug action and make it harmless. But she sensed this would be an error. I’m within a rite of joining.


  Then she knew what she had to do.


  Jessica opened her eyes, gestured to the watersack now being held above her by Chani.


  “It has been blessed,” Jessica said. “Mingle the waters, let the change come to all, that the people may partake and share in the blessing.”


  Let the catalyst do its work, she thought. Let the people drink of it and have their awareness of each other heightened for a while. The drug is safe now . . . now that a Reverend Mother has changed it.


  Still, the demanding memory worked on her, thrusting. There was another thing she had to do, she realized, but the drug made it difficult to focus.


  Ahhhhh . . . the old Reverend Mother.


  “I have met the Reverend Mother Ramallo,” Jessica said. “She is gone, but she remains. Let her memory be honored in the rite.”


  Now, where did I get those words? Jessica wondered.


  And she realized they came from another memory, the life that had been given to her and now was part of herself. Something about that gift felt incomplete, though.


  “Let them have their orgy,” the other-memory said within her. “They’ve little enough pleasure out of living. Yes, and you and I need this little time to become acquainted before I recede and pour out through your memories. Already, I feel myself being tied to bits of you. Ahhh, you’ve a mind filled with interesting things. So many things I’d never imagined.”


  And the memory-mind encapsulated within her opened itself to Jessica, permitting a view down a wide corridor to other Reverend Mothers within other Reverend Mothers within other Reverend Mothers until there seemed no end to them.


  Jessica recoiled, fearing she would become lost in an ocean of oneness. Still, the corridor remained, revealing to Jessica that the Fremen culture was far older than she had suspected.


  There had been Fremen on Poritrin, she saw, a people grown soft with an easy planet, fair game for Imperial raiders to harvest and plant human colonies on Bela Tegeuse and Salusa Secundus.


  Oh, the wailing Jessica sensed in that parting.


  Far down the corridor, an image-voice screamed: “They denied us the Hajj!”


  Jessica saw the slave cribs on Bela Tegeuse down that inner corridor, saw the weeding out and the selecting that spread men to Rossak and Harmonthep. Scenes of brutal ferocity opened to her like the petals of a terrible flower. And she saw the thread of the past carried by Sayyadina after Sayyadina—first by word of mouth, hidden in the sand chanteys, then refined through their own Reverend Mothers with the discovery of a poison drug on Rossak . . . and now developed to subtle strength on Arrakis in the discovery of the Water of Life.


  Far down the inner corridor, another voice screamed: “Never to forgive! Never to forget!”


  But Jessica’s attention was focused on the revelation of the Water of Life, seeing its sources: the liquid exhalation of a dying sandworm, a Maker. And as she saw the killing of it in her new memory, she suppressed a gasp.


  The creature was drowned!


  “Mother, are you all right?”


  Paul’s voice intruded on her, and Jessica struggled out of the inner awareness to stare up at him, conscious of duty to him, but resenting his presence.


  I’m like a person whose hands were kept numb, without sensation from the first moment of awareness—until one day the ability to feel is forced into them.


  The thought hung in her mind, an enclosing awareness.


  And I say: “Look! I have hands!” But the people all around me say: “What are hands?”


  “Are you all right?” Paul repeated.


  “Yes.”


  “Shall I drink this?” He gestured to the sack in Chani’s hands.


  Jessica realized he knew what the sack held, that he had detected the poison in the original and . . . Then she saw that he really knew what the sack held, and she recalled the drug’s effect on him . . . that it plunged him into prescient awareness. For the first time, she saw his unconscious battle against his talent.


  But there was the rite to observe here.


  “You must drink it,” she said.


  Jessica looked beyond Paul to see Stilgar’s dark-dark eyes studying her.


  “Now, we know you cannot be false,” he said.


  She sensed another meaning, but the drug’s muzziness was overpowering her. How warm it was, how soothing. How kind the Fremen to enfold her in such companionship.


  Paul saw the drug take hold of his mother.


  He searched within himself along the fixed past and the flux-lines of possible futures, scanned through arrested instants disconcerting to the lens of the inner eye. These “nows” were difficult fragments to assimilate, snatched as they were out of the flux, lacking the simultaneous fluid succession and ceaseless modification of reality.


  The drug he understood, but his knowledge lacked a natural rhythm, lacked a systematic digestion. And he realized that it was one thing to see the past occupying the present, but a more terrifying test was to see the past in the future.


  Things persisted in not being . . . true to the senses.


  “Drink it,” Chani commanded. She waved the horn-spout of a watersack under his nose.


  Paul straightened, staring at Chani. He felt carnival excitement in the air. He knew what would happen if he drank this spice drug with its quintessence of the substance that brought the change onto him. He would return to the vision of pure Time, of Time-become-space. It would perch him on the dizzying summit and defy him to understand.


  From behind Chani, Stilgar said: “Drink it, lad. You delay the rite.”


  Paul listened to the crowd then, hearing the wildness in their voices—“Lisan al-Gaib,” they said. “Muad’Dib!” He looked down at his mother. She appeared peacefully asleep in a sitting position—her breathing even and deep. A phrase out of the future that was his lonely past came into his mind: “She sleeps in the Waters of Life.”


  Chani tugged at his sleeve.


  Paul took the hornspout into his mouth, hearing the people shout. He felt the liquid gush into his throat as Chani pressed the sack, sensed giddiness in the fumes. Chani removed the spout, passed the sack into hands that reached for it from the floor of the cavern. His eyes focused on her arm, the green band of mourning there.


  As she straightened, Chani saw the direction of his gaze, said: “I can mourn him even in the happiness of the waters. This was something he gave us.” She put her hand into his, pulling him along the ledge. “We are alike in a thing, Usul: We have each lost a father to the Harkonnens.”


  Paul followed her. He felt that his head had been separated from his body and restored with odd connections. His legs were remote and rubbery.


  They entered a narrow side passage, its walls dimly lighted by spaced out glowglobes. Paul felt the drug beginning to have its unique effect with him, opening Time like a flower. He found need to steady himself against Chani as they turned through another shadowed tunnel. The mixture of whipcord and softness he felt beneath her robe stirred his blood. The sensation mingled with the work of the drug, folding future and past into the present, leaving him the thinnest margin of trinocular focus.


  “I know you, Chani,” he whispered. “We’ve sat upon a ledge above the sand while I soothed your fears. We’ve caressed in the dark of the sietch. We’ve . . .” He found himself losing focus, tried to shake his head, stumbled.


  Chani steadied him, led him through thick hangings into the yellow warmth of a private apartment—low tables, cushions, a sleeping pad beneath an orange spread.


  Paul grew aware that they had stopped, that Chani stood facing him, and that her eyes betrayed a look of quiet terror.


  “You must tell me,” she whispered.


  “You are Sihaya,” he said, “the desert spring.”


  “When the tribe shares the Water,” she said, “we’re together—all of us. We . . . share. I can . . . sense the others with me, but I’m afraid to share with you.”


  “Why?”


  He tried to focus on her, but past and future were merging into the present, blurring her image. He saw her in countless ways and positions and settings.


  “There’s something frightening in you,” she said. “When I took you away from the others . . . I did it because I could feel what the others wanted. You . . . press on people. You . . . make us see things!”


  He forced himself to speak distinctly: “What do you see?”


  She looked down at her hands. “I see a child . . . in my arms. It’s our child, yours and mine.” She put a hand to her mouth. “How can I know every feature of you?”


  They’ve a little of the talent, his mind told him. But they suppress it because it terrifies.


  In a moment of clarity, he saw Chani was trembling.


  “What is it you want to say?” he asked.


  “Usul,” she whispered, and still she trembled.


  “You cannot back into the future,” he said.


  A profound compassion for her swept through him. He pulled her against him, stroked her head. “Chani, Chani, don’t fear.”


  “Usul, help me,” she cried.


  As he spoke, he felt the drug complete its work within him, ripping away the curtains to let him see the distant gray turmoil of his future.


  “You’re so quiet,” Chani said.


  He held himself poised in the awareness, seeing Time stretch out in its weird dimension, delicately balanced yet whirling, narrow yet spread like a net gathering countless worlds and forces, a tightwire that he must walk, yet a teeter-totter on which he balanced.


  On one side he could see the Imperium, a Harkonnen called Feyd-Rautha who flashed toward him like a deadly blade, the Sardaukar raging off their planet to spread pogrom on Arrakis, the Guild conniving and plotting, the Bene Gesserits with their scheme of selective breeding. They lay massed like a thunderhead on his horizon, held back by no more than the Fremen and the Muad’Dib, the sleeping giant Fremen poised for their wild crusade across the universe.


  Paul felt himself at the center, at the pivot where the whole structure turned, walking a thin wire of peace with a measure of happiness, Chani at his side. He could see it stretching ahead of him, a time of relative quiet in a hidden sietch, a moment of peace between periods of violence.


  “There’s no other place for peace,” he said.


  “Usul, you’re crying,” Chani murmured. “Usul, my strength, do you give moisture to the dead? To whose dead?”


  “To ones not yet dead,” he said.


  “Then let them have their time of life,” she said tenderly.


  He sensed through the drug fog how right she was, pulled her against him with savage pressure. “Sihaya!” he said.


  She put a palm against his cheek. “I’m no longer afraid, Usul. Look at me. I see what you see when you hold me thus.”


  “What do you see?” he demanded.


  “I see us giving love to each other in a time of quiet between storms. It’s what we were meant to do.”


  The drug had him again and he thought: So many times you’ve given me comfort and forgetfulness. He felt anew the hyper-illumination with its high-relief imagery of Time, sensed his future becoming memories—the tender indignities of physical love, the sharing and communion of selves, the softness and the violence.


  “You’re strong, Chani,” he muttered. “Stay with me.”


  “Always,” she said, and kissed his cheek.


  
    Here follows an excerpt from the Summa prepared by her own agents at the request of the Lady Jessica immediately after the Arrakis Affair. The candor of this report amplifies its value far beyond the ordinary.


    Because the Bene Gesserits operated for centuries behind the blind of a semimystic school while carrying on their selective breeding program among humans, we tend to award them with more status than they appear to deserve. Analysis of their “trial of fact” on the Arrakis Affair betrays the school’s profound ignorance of its own role.


    It may be argued that the Bene Gesserits could examine only such facts as were available to them and had no direct access to the person of the Prophet Muad’Dib. But the school had surmounted greater obstacles and its error here goes deeper.


    The Bene Gesserit program had as its target the breeding of a person they labeled as “Kwisatz Haderach,” a term signifying “one who can be many places at once.” In simpler terms, what they sought was a human with mental powers permitting him to understand and use higher order dimensions.


    They were breeding for a super-Mentat, a human computer with some of the prescient abilities found in Guild navigators. Now, attend these facts carefully:


    Muad’Dib, born Paul Atreides, was the son of the Duke Leto, a man whose bloodline had been watched carefully for more than a thousand years. The Prophet’s mother, Lady Jessica, is a natural daughter of the Baron Vladimir Harkonnen and carries gene-markers whose supreme importance to the breeding program was known for almost two thousand years. She was a Bene Gesserit bred and trained, and should have been a willing tool of the project.


    The Lady Jessica was ordered to produce an Atreides daughter. The plan was to inbreed this daughter with Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen, a nephew of the Baron Vladimir, with the high probability of a Kwisatz Haderach from that union. Instead, for reasons she confesses have never been completely clear to her, the concubine Lady Jessica defied her orders and bore a son.


    This alone should have alerted the Bene Gesserits to the possibility that a wild variable had entered their scheme. But there were other far more important indications which they virtually ignored:


    1) As a youth, Paul Atreides showed ability to predict the future. He was known to have had prescient visions that were accurate, penetrating and defied four-dimensional explanation.


    2) The Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam, Bene Gesserit Proctor who tested Paul’s humanity when he was fifteen, deposes that he surmounted more agony in the test than any other human of record. Yet she failed to make special note of this in her report!


    3) When Family Atreides moved to the planet Arrakis, the Fremen population there hailed the young Paul as a prophet, “the voice from the outer world.” The Bene Gesserits were well aware that the rigors of such a planet as Arrakis with its totality of desert landscape, its absolute lack of open water, its emphasis on the most primitive necessities for survival, inevitably produces a high proportion of sensitives. Yet, this Fremen reaction and the obvious element of the Arrakeen diet high in spice, were glossed over by Bene Gesserit observers.


    4) When the Harkonnens and the soldier-fanatics of the Padishah Emperor re-occupied Arrakis, killing Paul’s father and most of the Atreides troops, Paul and his mother disappeared. But almost immediately there were reports of a new religious leader among the Fremen, a man called Muad’Dib, who again was hailed as “the voice from the outer world.” The reports stated clearly that he was accompanied by a new Reverend Mother of the Sayyadina Rite “who is the woman who bore him.” Records available to the Bene Gesserits stated in plain terms that the Fremen legends of the Prophet contained these words: “He shall be born of a Bene Gesserit witch.”


    (It may be argued here that the Bene Gesserits sent their Missionaria Protectiva onto Arrakis centuries earlier to implant something like this legend as safeguard should any members of the school be trapped there and require sanctuary, and that this legend of “the voice from the outer world” was properly to be ignored because it appeared to be the standard Bene Gesserit ruse. But this would be true only if you granted that the Bene Gesserits were correct in ignoring the other clues about Paul-Muad’Dib.)


    5) When the Arrakis Affair boiled up, the Spacing Guild made overtures to the Bene Gesserits. The Guild hinted that its navigators, who use the spice drug of Arrakis to produce the limited prescience necessary for guiding spaceships through the void, were “bothered about the future” or saw “problems on the horizon.” This could only mean they saw a nexus, a meeting place of countless delicate decisions, beyond which the path was hidden from the prescient eye. This was a clear indication that some agency was interfering with higher order dimensions!


    (Bene Gesserits had long been aware that the Guild could not interfere directly with the vital spice source because Guild navigators already were dealing in their own inept way with higher order dimensions, at least to the point where they recognized that the slightest misstep they made on Arrakis could be catastrophic. It was a known fact that Guild navigators could predict no way to take control of the spice without producing just such a nexus. The obvious conclusion was that someone of higher-order powers was taking control of the spice source, yet the Bene Gesserits missed his point entirely!)


    In the face of these facts, one is led to the inescapable conclusion that the inefficient Bene Gesserit behavior in this affair was a product of an even higher plan of which they were completely unaware!

  


  XVI


  
    “Of what did they seek to rob me?


    Of my soul and body


    Thrust into the dust!”


    “The Old Man’s Hymn” from “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  The Baron Vladimir Harkonnen raged down the corridor from his private apartments, flitting through patches of late afternoon sunlight that poured down from high windows. He bobbed and twisted in his suspensors with violent movements.


  Past the private kitchen he stormed—past the library, past the small reception room and into the servants’ antechamber where the evening relaxation already had set in.


  The guard captain, Iakin Nefud, squatted on a divan across the chamber, the stupor of semuta dullness in his flat face, the eerie wailing of semuta music around him. His own court sat near to do his bidding.


  “Nefud!” the Baron roared.


  Men scrambled.


  Nefud stood, his face composed by the narcotic but with an overlay of paleness that told of his fear. The semuta music had stopped.


  “My Lord Baron,” Nefud said. Only the drug kept the trembling out of his voice.


  The Baron scanned the faces around him, seeing the looks of frantic quiet in them, returned his attention to Nefud and spoke in a silken tone:


  “How long have you been my guard captain, Nefud?” the Baron asked.


  Nefud swallowed. “Since Arrakis, My Lord. Almost two years.”


  “And have you always anticipated dangers to my person?”


  “Such has been my only desire, My Lord.”


  “Then where is Feyd-Rautha?” the Baron roared.


  Nefud recoiled. “M’Lord?”


  “You don’t consider my nephew Feyd-Rautha a danger to my person?” Again, the voice was silken.


  Nefud wet his lips with his tongue. Some of the semuta dullness left his eyes. “Feyd-Rautha’s in the slave quarters, My Lord.”


  “With the women again, eh?” The Baron trembled.


  “Sire, it could be he’s—”


  “Silence!”


  The Baron advanced another step into the antechamber, noting how the men moved back, clearing space around Nefud, disassociating themselves with the object of wrath.


  “Did I not command you to know precisely where the na-Baron was at all times?” the Baron asked. He moved a step closer. “Did I not say that you were to know precisely what the na-Baron was saying at all times—and to whom?” Another step. “Did I not say to you that you were to tell me whenever he went into the quarters of the slave women?”


  Nefud swallowed. Perspiration stood out on his forehead.


  The Baron held his voice flat, almost devoid of emphasis: “Did I not say these things to you?”


  Nefud nodded.


  “And did I not say you were to check all slave boys sent to me and you were to do this yourself . . . personally‘?”


  Again, Nefud nodded.


  “Did you, perchance, not see the blemish on the thigh of the one sent me this evening?” the Baron asked. “Is it possible—”


  “Uncle!”


  The Baron whirled, stared at Feyd-Rautha standing in the doorway. The presence of his nephew here, now—the look of hurry which the young man could not quite conceal—all revealed much. Feyd-Rautha had his own spy system focused on the Baron.


  “There is a body in my chambers that I wish removed,” the Baron said, and he kept his hand at the projectile weapon beneath his robes, thankful that his shield was the best.


  Feyd-Rautha glanced at two guardsmen against the right wall, nodded. The two detached themselves, scurried out the door and down the hall toward the Baron’s apartments.


  Those two, eh? the Baron thought. Ah, this young monster has much to learn yet about conspiracy!


  “I presume you left matters peaceful in the slave quarters, Feyd,” the Baron said.


  “I’ve been playing cheops with the slavemaster,” Feyd-Rautha said, and he thought: What has gone wrong? The boy we sent to my uncle has obviously been killed. But he was perfect for the job. Even Hawat couldn’t have made a better choice. The boy was perfect!


  “Playing pyramid chess,” the Baron said. “How nice. Did you win?”


  “I. . . ah, yes, Uncle.” And Feyd-Rautha strove to contain his disquiet.


  The Baron snapped his fingers. “Nefud, you wish to be restored to my good graces?”


  “Sire, what have I done?” Nefud quavered.


  “That’s unimportant now,” the Baron said. “Feyd has beaten the slavemaster at cheops. Did you hear that?”


  “Yes . . . Sire.”


  “I wish you to take three men and go to the slavemaster,” the Baron said. “Garrot the slavemaster. Bring his body to me when you’ve finished that I may see it was done properly. We cannot have such inept chess players in our employ.”


  Feyd-Rautha went pale, took a step forward. “But, Uncle, I—”


  “Later, Feyd,” the Baron said, and waved a hand. “Later.”


  The two guards who had gone to the Baron’s quarters for the slaveboy’s body staggered past the antechamber door with their load sagging between them, arms trailing. The Baron watched until they were out of sight.


  Nefud stepped up beside the Baron. “You wish me to kill the slavemaster, now, My Lord?”


  “Now,” the Baron said. “And when you’ve finished, add those two who just passed to your list. I don’t like the way they carried that body. One should do such things neatly. I’ll wish to see their carcasses, too.”


  Nefud said: “My Lord, is it anything that I’ve—”


  “Do as your master has ordered,” Feyd-Rautha said. And he thought: All I can hope for now is to save my own skin.


  Good! the Baron thought. He yet knows how to cut his losses. And the Baron smiled inwardly at himself, thinking: The lad knows, too, what will please me and be most apt to stay my wrath from falling on him. He knows I must preserve him. Who else do I have who could take the reins I must leave some day? I have no other as capable. But he must learn! And I must preserve myself while he’s learning.


  Nefud signaled men to assist him, led them out the door.


  “Would you accompany me to my chambers, Feyd?” the Baron asked.


  “I am yours to command,” Feyd-Rautha said. He bowed, thinking: I’m caught.


  “After you,” the Baron said, and he gestured to the door.


  Feyd-Rautha indicated his fear by only the barest hesitation. Have I failed utterly? he asked himself. Will he slip a poisoned blade into my back . . . slowly, through the shield? Does he have an alternative successor?


  Let him experience this moment of terror, the Baron thought as he walked along behind his nephew. He will succeed me, but at a time of my choosing. I’ll not have him throwing away what I’ve built!


  Feyd-Rautha tried not to walk too swiftly. He felt the skin crawling on his back as though his body itself wondered when the blow could come. His muscles alternately tensed and relaxed.


  “Have you heard the latest word from Arrakis?” the Baron asked.


  “No, Uncle.”


  Feyd-Rautha forced himself not to look back. He turned down the hall out of the servants’ wing.


  “They’ve a new prophet or religious leader of some kind among the Fremen,” the Baron said. “They call him Muad’Dib. Very funny, really. It means The Mouse. I’ve told Rabban to let them have their religion. It’ll keep them occupied.”


  “That’s very interesting, Uncle,” Feyd-Rautha said. He turned into the private corridor to his Uncle’s quarters, wondering: Why does he talk about religion?


  “Yes, isn’t it,” the Baron said.


  They came into the Baron’s apartments through the reception salon to the bedchamber. Subtle signs of a struggle greeted them here—a suspensor lamp displaced, a bedcushion on the floor, a soother-reel spilled open across a bedstand.


  “It was a clever plan,” the Baron said. He kept his body shield tuned to maximum, stopped facing his nephew. “But not clever enough. Tell me, Feyd, why didn’t you strike me down yourself? You’ve had opportunity enough.”


  Feyd-Rautha found a suspensor chair, accomplished a mental shrug as he sat down in it without being asked. I must be bold now, he thought.


  “You taught me that my own hands must remain clean,” he said.


  “Ah, yes,” the Baron said. “When you face the Emperor, you must be able to say truthfully that you did not do the deed. The witch at the Emperor’s elbow will hear your words and know their truth or falsehood. Yes. I warned you about that.”


  “Why haven’t you ever bought a Bene Gesserit, Uncle?” Feyd-Rautha asked. “With a Truthsayer at your side—”


  “You know my tastes!” the Baron snapped. Feyd-Rautha studied his uncle, said: “Still, one would be valuable for—”


  “I trust them not!” the Baron snarled. “And stop trying to change the subject!”


  Feyd-Rautha spoke mildly: “As you wish, Uncle.”


  “I remember a time in the arena several years ago,” the Baron said. “It seemed there that day a slave had been set to kill you. Is that truly how it was?”


  “It’s been so long ago, Uncle. After all, I—”


  “No evasions, please,” the Baron said, and the tightness of his voice exposed the rein on his anger.


  Feyd-Rautha looked at his uncle, thinking: He knows, else he wouldn’t ask.


  “It was a sham, Uncle. I arranged it to discredit your slavemaster.”


  “Very clever,” the Baron said. “Brave, too. That slave-gladiator almost took you, didn’t he?”


  “Yes.”


  “If you had finesse and subtlety to match such courage, you’d be truly formidable.” The Baron shook his head from side to side. And as he had done many times since that terrible day on Arrakis, he found himself regretting the loss of Piter, the Mentat. There’d been a man of delicate, devilish subtlety. It hadn’t saved him, though. Again, the Baron shook his head. Fate was, sometimes, inscrutable.


  Feyd-Rautha glanced around the bedchamber, studying the signs of the struggle, wondering how his uncle had overcome the slave they’d prepared so carefully.


  “How did I best him?” the Baron asked. “Ahhh, now, Feyd—let me keep some weapons to preserve me in my old age. It’s better we used this time to strike a bargain.” Feyd-Rautha stared at him. A bargain! He means to keep me as his heir for certain, then. Else why bargain. One bargains with equals or near equals.


  “What bargain, Uncle?” And Feyd-Rautha felt proud that hit voice remained calm and reasonable, betraying none of the elation that filled him.


  The Baron, too, noted the control. He nodded. “You’re good material, Feyd. I don’t waste good material. You persist, however, in refusing to learn my true value to you. You are obstinate. You do not see why I should be preserved as someone of the utmost value to you. This”—he gestured at the evidence of the struggle in the bedchamber—“was foolishnss. I do not reward foolishness.” Get to the point, you old fool! Feyd-Rautha thought. “You think of me as an old fool,” the Baron said. “I must dissuade you of that.”


  “You speak of a bargain.”


  “Ahh, the impatience of youth,” the Baron said. “Well, this is the substance of it, then: You will cease these foolish attempts on my life. And I, when you are ready for it, will step aside in your favor. I will retire to an advisory position, leaving you in the seat of power.”


  “Retire, Uncle?”


  “You still think me the fool,” the Baron said, “and this but confirms it, eh? You think I’m begging you! Step cautiously, Feyd. This old fool saw through the shielded needle you’d planted in that slaveboy’s thigh. Right where I’d put my hand on it, eh? The smallest pressure and—snick! A poison needle in the old fool’s palm! Ahhh, Feyd—”


  The Baron shook his head, thinking: It would’ve worked, too, if Hawat hadn’t warned me. Well, let the lad believe I saw the plot on my own. In a way, I did. I was the one saved Hawat from the wreckage of Arrakis. And this lad needs greater respect for my prowess.


  Feyd-Rautha remained silent, struggling with himself. Is he being truthful? Does he really mean to retire? Why not? I’m sure to succeed him one day if I move carefully. He can’t live forever. Perhaps it was foolish to try hurrying the process.


  “You speak of a bargain,” Feyd-Rautha said. “What pledge do we give to bind it?”


  “How can we trust each other, eh?” the Baron asked. “Well, Feyd, as for you: I’m setting Thufir Hawat to watch over you. I trust Hawat’s Mentat capabilities in this. Do you understand me? And as for me, you’ll have to take me on faith. But I can’t live forever, can I Feyd? And perhaps you should begin to suspect now that there’re things I know which you should know.”


  “I give you my pledge and what do you give me?” Feyd-Rautha asked.


  “I let you go on living,” the Baron said.


  Again, Feyd-Rautha studied his uncle. He sets Hawat over me! What would he say if I told him Hawat planned the trick with the gladiator that cost him his slavemaster? He’d likely say I was lying in the attempt to discredit Hawat. No, the good Thufir is a Mentat and has anticipated this moment.


  “Well, what do you say?” the Baron asked.


  “What can I say? I accept, of course.”


  And Feyd-Rautha thought: Hawat! He plays both ends against the middle . . . is that it? Has he moved to my uncle’s camp because I didn’t counsel with him over the slaveboy attempt?


  “You haven’t said anything about my setting Hawat to watch you,” the Baron said.


  Feyd-Rautha betrayed anger by a flaring of nostrils. The name of Hawat had been a danger signal in the Harkonnen family for so many years . . . and now it had a new meaning: still dangerous.


  “Hawat’s a dangerous toy,” Feyd-Rautha said.


  “Toy! Don’t be stupid. I know what I have in Hawat and how to control it. Hawat has deep emotions, Feyd. The man without emotions is the one to fear. But deep emotions . . . ah, now, those can be bent to your needs.”


  “Uncle, I don’t understand you.”


  “Yes, that’s plain enough.”


  Only a flicker of eyelids betrayed the passage of resentment through Feyd-Rautha.


  “And you do not understand Hawat,” the Baron said. Nor do you! Feyd-Rautha thought.


  “Who does Hawat blame for his present circumstances?” the Baron asked. “Me? Certainly. But he bested me for years until the Imperium took a hand. That’s how he sees it. His hate for me is a casual thing now. He believes he can best me any time. Believing this, he is bested. For I direct his attention where I want it—against the Imperium.”


  Tensions of a new understanding drew tight lines across Feyd-Rautha’s forehead, thinned his mouth. “Against the Emperor?”


  Let my dear nephew try the taste of that, the Baron thought. Let him say to himself: “The Emperor Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen!” Let him ask himself how much that’s worth. Surely it must be worth the life of one old uncle who could make that dream come to pass!


  Slowly, Feyd-Rautha wet his lips with his tongue. Could it be true what the old fool was saying? There was more here than there seemed to be.


  “And what has Hawat to do with this?” Feyd-Rautha asked.


  “He thinks he uses us to wreak his revenge upon the Emperor.”


  “And when that’s accomplished?”


  “He does not think beyond his revenge. Hawat’s a man who must serve others, and doesn’t even know this about himself.”


  “I’ve learned much from Hawat,” Feyd-Rautha agreed, and felt the truth of the words as he spoke them. “But the more I learn, the more I feel we should dispose of him—and soon.”


  “You don’t like the idea of him watching you?”


  “Hawat watches everybody.”


  “And he may put you on a throne. Hawat is subtle. He is dangerous, devious. But I’ll not yet withhold the antidote from him. A sword is dangerous, too, Feyd. We have the scabbard for this one, though. The poison’s in him. When we withdraw the antidote, death will sheath him.”


  “In a way, it’s like the arena,” Feyd-Rautha said. “Feints within feints within feints. You watch to see which way the gladiator leans, which way he looks, how he holds his knife.”


  He nodded to himself, seeing that these words pleased his uncle, but thinking: Yes! Like the arena! And the cutting edge is the mind!


  “Now, you see how you need me,” the Baron said. “I’m yet of use, Feyd.”


  A sword to be wielded until he’s too blunt for use, Feyd-Rautha thought.


  “Yes, Uncle,” he said.


  “And now,” the Baron said, “we will go down to the slave quarters, we two. And I will watch while you, with your own hands, kill all the women in the pleasure wing.”


  “Uncle!”


  “There will be other women, Feyd. But I have said that you do not make a mistake casually with me.”


  Feyd-Rautha’s face darkened. “Uncle, you—”


  “You will accept your punishment and learn something from it,” the Baron said.


  Feyd-Rautha met the gloating stare in his uncle’s eyes. And I must remember this night, he thought And remembering it, I must remember other nights.


  “You will not refuse,” the Baron said.


  What could you do if I refused, old man? Feyd-Rautha asked himself. But he knew there might be some other punishment, perhaps a more subtle one, a more brutal lever to bend him.


  “I know you, Feyd,” the Baron said. “You will not refuse.”


  All right, Feyd-Rautha thought. I need you now. I see that. The bargain’s made. But I’ll not always need you. And . . . some day—


  XVII


  
    Deep in the human unconscious is a pervasive need for a logical universe that makes sense But the real universe is always one step beyond logic.


    “The Sayings of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  I’ve sat across from many rulers of Great Houses, but have never seen as gross and dangerous a pig as this one, Thufir Hawat told himself.


  “You may speak plainly with me, Hawat,” the Baron rumbled. He leaned back in his suspensor chair, the eyes in their folds of fat boring into Hawat.


  The old Mentat looked down at the table between him and the Baron Vladimir Harkonnen, noting the opulence of its grain. Even this was a factor to consider in assessing the Baron, as were the red walls of this private conference room and the faint sweet herb scent that hung on the air, masking a deeper musk.


  “You didn’t have me send that warning to Rabban as an idle whim,” the Baron said.


  Hawat’s leathery old face remained impassive, betraying none of the loathing he felt. “I suspect many things, My Lord,” he said.


  “Yes, well I wish to know how Arrakis figures in your suspicions about Salusa Secundus. It is not enough that you say to me the Emperor is in a ferment about some association between Arrakis and his mysterious prison planet. Now, I rushed the warning out to Rabban only because the courier had to leave on that Heighliner. You said there could be no delay. Well and good. But now I will have an explanation.”


  He babbles too much, Hawat thought. He’s not like Leto who could tell me a thing with the lift of an eyebrow or the wave of a hand. Nor like the Old Duke who could express an entire sentence in the way he accented a single word. This is a clod! Destroying him will be a service to mankind.


  “You will not leave here until I’ve had a full and complete explanation,” the Baron said.


  “You speak too casually of Salusa Secundus,” Hawat said.


  “It’s a penal colony,” the Baron said. “The worst riffraff in the galaxy are sent to Salusa Secundus. What else do we need to know?”


  “That conditions on the prison planet are more oppressive than anywhere else,” Hawat said. “You hear that the mortality rate among new prisoners is higher than sixty per cent. You hear that the Emperor practices every form of oppression there. You hear all this and do not ask questions?”


  “The Emperor doesn’t permit the Great Houses to inspect his prison,” the Baron growled. “But he hasn’t seen into my dungeons, either.”


  “And curiosity about Salusa Secundus is . . . ah”—Hawat put a bony finger to his lips—“discouraged.”


  “So he’s not proud of some of the things he must do there!”


  Hawat allowed the faintest smile to touch his dark lips. His eyes glinted in the glowtube light as he stared at the Baron. “And you’ve never wondered where the Emperor gets his Sardaukar?”


  The Baron pursed his fat lips. This gave his features the look of a pouting baby, and his voice carried a tone of petulance as he said: “Why . . . he recruits. . . that is to say, there are the levies and he enlists from—”


  “Faaa!” Hawat snapped. “The stories you hear about the exploits of the Sardaukar, they’re not rumors, are they? Those are first-hand accounts from the limited number of survivors who’ve fought against the Sardaukar, eh?”


  “The Sardaukar are excellent fighting men, no doubt of it,” the Baron said. “But I think my own legions—”


  “A pack of holiday excursionists by comparison!” Hawat snarled. “You think I don’t know why the Emperor turned against House Atreides?”


  “This is not a realm open to your speculation,” the Baron warned.


  Is it possible that even he doesn’t know what motivated the Emperor in this? Hawat asked himself.


  “Any area is open to my speculation if it does what you’ve hired me to do,” Hawat said. “I am a Mentat. You do not withhold information or computation lines from a Mentat.”


  For a long minute, the Baron stared at him, then: “Say what you must say, Mentat.”


  “The Padishah Emperor turned against House Atreides because the Duke’s warmasters, Gurney Halleck and Duncan Idaho, had trained a fighting force—a small fighting force—to within a hair as good as the Sardaukar. Some of them were even better. And the Duke was in a position to enlarge his force, to make it every bit as strong as the Emperor’s.”


  The Baron weighed this disclosure, then: “What has Arrakis to do with this?”


  “It provides a pool of recruits already conditioned to the bitterest survival training.”


  The Baron shook his head. “You cannot mean the Fremen?”


  “I mean the Fremen.”


  “Hah! Then why warn Rabban? There cannot be more than a handful of Fremen left after the Sardaukar pogrom and Rabban’s oppression.”


  Hawat continued to stare at him silently.


  “Not more than a handful!” the Baron repeated. “Rabban killed six thousand of them last year, alone!”


  Still, Hawat stared at him.


  “And the year before it was nine thousand,” the Baron said. “And before they left, the Sardaukar must’ve accounted for at least twenty thousand.”


  “What are Rabban’s troop losses for the past two years?” Hawat asked.


  The Baron rubbed his jowls. “Well, he has been recruiting rather heavily, to be sure. His agents make rather extravagant promises and—”


  “Shall we say thirty thousand in round numbers?” Hawat asked.


  “That would seem a little high,” the Baron said. “Quite the contrary,” Hawat said. “I can read between the lines of Rabban’s reports as well as you can. And you certainly must’ve understood my reports from our agents.”


  “Arrakis is a fierce planet,” the Baron said: “Storm losses can—”


  “We both know the figure for storm accretion,” Hawat said.


  “What if he has lost thirty thousand?”


  “By your own count,” Hawat said, “he killed fifteen thousand over two years while losing twice that number. You say the Sardaukar accounted for another twenty thousand, possibly a few more. And I’ve seen the transportation manifests for their return from Arrakis. If they killed twenty thousand, they lost almost five for one. Why won’t you face these figures, Baron, and understand what they mean?”


  The Baron spoke in a coldly measured cadence: “This is your job, Mentat. What do they mean?”


  “I gave you Duncan Idaho’s head count on the sietch he visited,” Hawat said. “It all fits. If they had just two hundred and fifty such sietch communities, their population would be about five million. My best estimate is that they had at least twice that many communities. You scatter your population on such a planet.”


  “Ten million?”


  The Baron pursed his fat lips. The beady eyes stared without wavering at Hawat. Is this true Mentat computation? he wondered. How could this be and no one suspect?


  “We haven’t even cut heavily into their birth-rate-growth figure,” Hawat said. “We’ve just weeded out some of their less successful specimens, leaving the strong to grow stronger—just like on Salusa Secundus.”


  “Salusa Secundus!”


  “A man who survives Salusa Secundus starts out being tougher than most others,” Hawat said.


  “Nonsense! By your argument, I could recruit from among the Fremen after the way they’ve been oppressed by my nephew.”


  Hawat spoke in a mild voice: “Don’t you oppress any of your troops?”


  “Well . . . I . . . but—”


  “Oppression is a relative thing,” Hawat said. “Your fighting men are much better off than those around them, heh? They see unpleasant alternatives to being soldiers of the Baron, heh?”


  The Baron fell silent, eyes unfocused. The possibilities—Had Rabban unwittingly given House Harkonnen its ultimate weapon?


  Presently, he said: “How could you be sure of the loyalty if such recruits?”


  “I would take them in small groups, not larger than platoon strength,” Hawat said. “I’d remove them from their oppressive situation and isolate them with a training cadre of people who understood their background, preferably people who had preceded them from the same oppressive situation. Then I’d fill them with the mystique that their planet had really been a secret training ground to produce just such superior beings as themselves. And all the while, I’d show them what such superior beings could earn: rich living, beautiful women, fine mansions. . . whatever they desired.”


  The Baron began to nod. “The way the Sardaukar live at home.”


  “The recruits come to believe in time that such a place as Salusa Secundus is justified because it produced them—the elite. The commonest Sardaukar trooper lives a life, in many respects, as exalted as that of any member of a Great House.”


  “Where did such a thing start?” the Baron asked. “Ahh, yes: Where did House Corrino originate? Were there people on Salusa Secundus before the Emperor sent his first contingents of prisoners there? Even the Duke Leto, a cousin on the distaff side, never knew for sure. Such questions are not encouraged.”


  The Baron’s eyes glazed with thought. “Yes, a very carefully kept secret. They’d use every device of—”


  “Besides, what’s there to conceal?” Hawat asked. “That the Padishah Emperor has a prison planet? Everyone knows this. That he has—”


  “Count Fenring!” the Baron blurted.


  Hawat broke off, studied the Baron with a puzzled frown. “What of Count Fenring?”


  “At my nephew’s birthday several years ago,” the Baron said. “This Imperial poppinjay, Count Fenring, came as official observer and to . . . ahh, conclude a business arrangement between the Emperor and myself.”


  “So?”


  “I. . . ahh, during one of our conversations, I believe I said something about making a prison planet of Arrakis. Fenring—”


  “What did you say exactly?” Hawat asked.


  “Exactly? That was quite a while ago and—”


  “My Lord Baron, if you wish to make the best use of my services, you must give me adequate information. Wasn’t this conversation recorded?”


  The Baron’s face darkened with anger. “You’re as bad as Piter! I don’t like these—”


  “Piter is no longer with you, My Lord,” Hawat said. “As to that, what ever did happen to Piter?”


  “He became too demanding of me,” the Baron said. “You assure me you don’t waste a useful man,” Hawat said. “Will you waste me by threats and quibbling? We were discussing what you said to Count Fenring.” Slowly, the Baron composed his features. When the time comes, he thought, I’ll remember his manner.


  “One moment,” the Baron said, and he thought back to the meeting in his great hall. It helped to visualize the cone of silence in which they had stood. “I said something like this,” the Baron said. “ ‘The Emperor knows a certain amount of killing has always been an arm of business.’ I was referring to our work-force losses. Then I said something about considering another solution to the Arrakeen problem and I said the Emperor’s Prison Planet inspired me to emulate him.”


  Hawat snapped. “What did Fenring say?”


  “That’s when he began questioning me about you.” Hawat sat back, closed his eyes in thought. “So that’s why they started looking into Arrakis,” he said. “Well, the thing’s done.” He opened his eyes. “They must have spies all over Arrakis by now. Two years!”


  “But certainly my innocent suggestion that—”


  “Nothing is innocent in an Emperor’s eyes! What were your instructions to Rabban?”


  “Merely that he should teach Arrakis to fear us.” Hawat shook his head. “You now have two alternatives, Baron. You can kill off the natives, wipe them out entirely, or—”


  “Waste an entire work force?”


  “Would you prefer to have the Emperor and those Great Houses he can still swing behind him come in here and perform a curettement, scrape out Giedi Prime like a hollow gourd?”


  The Baron studied his Mentat, then: “He wouldn’t dare!”


  “Wouldn’t he?”


  The Baron’s lips quivered. “What is your alternative?”


  “Abandon your dear nephew, Rabban.”


  “Aband—” The Baron broke off, stared at Hawat. “Send him no more troops, no aid of any kind. Don’t answer his messages other than to say you’ve heard of the terrible way he’s handled things on Arrakis and you intend to take corrective measures as soon as you’re able. I’ll arrange to have some of your messages intercepted by Imperial spies.”


  “But what of the spice, the revenues, the—”


  “Demand your Baronial profits, but be careful how you make your demands. Require fixed sums of Rabban.” The Baron turned his hands palms up. “But how can I be certain that my weasel nephew isn’t—”


  “We still have our spies on Arrakis. Tell Rabban he either meets the spice quotas you set him or he’ll be replaced.”


  “I know my nephew,” the Baron said. “This would only make him oppress the population even more.”


  “Of course he will!” Hawat snapped. “You don’t want that stopped now! You merely want your own hands clean. Let Rabban make your Salusa Secundus for you. There’s no need even to send him any prisoners. He has all the population required. If Rabban is driving his people to meet your spice quotas, then the Emperor need suspect no other motive. That’s reason enough for putting the planet on the rack. And you, Baron, will not show by word or action that there’s any other reason for this.”


  “How do we move into Arrakis and make use of what Rabban prepares?”


  “That’s the simplest thing of all, Baron. If you set each year’s quota a bit higher than the one before, matters will soon reach a head there. Production will drop off. You can remove Rabban and take over yourself . . . to correct the mess.”


  “It fits,” the Baron said. “But I can feel myself tiring of all this. I’m preparing another to take over Arrakis.” Hawat studied the fat round face across from him. Slowly, the old soldier-spy began to nod his head. “Feyd-Rautha,” he said. “So that’s the reason for the oppression now. You’re very devious yourself, Baron. Perhaps we can incorporate these two schemes. Yes. Your Feyd-Rautha can go to Arrakis as their savior.”


  The Baron smiled. And behind his smile, he asked himself: Now, how does this fit in with Hawat’s personal scheming?


  And Hawat, seeing that he was dismissed, arose and left the red-walled room. As he walked, he could not put down the disturbing unknowns that cropped into every computation about Arrakis. This new religious leader that Gurney Halleck hinted at from his hiding place among the smugglers, this Muad’Dib.


  Perhaps I should not have told the Baron to let this religion flourish where it will, even among the folk of pan and graben, he told himself. But it’s well known that repression makes a religion flourish.


  He thought about Halleck’s reports on Fremen battle tactics. They smacked of Halleck, Idaho . . . and himself.


  Did Duncan Idaho survive? Thufir Hawat asked himself.


  But this was a futile question. He did not yet ask himself if it was possible that Paul had survived. He knew the Baron was convinced that all Atreides were dead. The Bene Gesserit witch had been his weapon, the Baron admitted. And that could only mean an end to all—even to the woman’s own son.


  What a poisonous hale she must’ve had for the Atreides, he thought. Something like the hate I hold for this Baron. Will my blow be as final and complete as hers?


  To be Continued
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  SYNOPSIS


  Two years have passed since Arrakis, the spice planet known as Dune, was torn from House Atreides by the schemes of the Harkonnens and by the Padishah Emperor’s treachery.


  Paul-Muad’Dib who way once Paul Atreides is fighting for a place among the Fremen of the Dune world, Arrakis, building a new identity for himself against the day when he can return to the planet’s centers of power and revenge himself upon the Harkonnens who murdered his father.


  Meanwhile, the Count and Lady Fenring, who once were Imperial representatives on Paul’s native world of Caladan, appear at the Harkonnen homeworld of Giedi Prime. It is the seventeenth birthday of Feyd-Rautha, nephew-heir of Baron Vladimir Harkonnen. Feyd-Rautha, using a scheme provided by Thufir Hawat—onetime mentat master-of-assassins to Family Atreides—kills a slave gladiator in the arena and discredits the Baron’s slavemaster in the process. The slavemaster will be replaced by a minion of Feyd-Rautha.


  The Count Fenring and his Lady Margot see the plot take shape. They detect Hawat’s touch in it, but remain silent. The Lady Margot has another mission here on Giedi Prime, to seduce Feyd-Rautha and conceive a child by him. She is Bene Gesserit and this is part of her school’s long-range plan to produce the kwisatz haderach, a human male with powers over space and time.


  On Arrakis, Paul-Muad’Dib is undergoing the trials that may mature him into the kwisatz haderach—if he survives. His mother, the Lady Jessica who is another Bene Gesserit graduate, has survived the trial by spice poison. She converts to spice liquor the deadly water obtained in drowning a giant sandworm. Through the drug experience of changing this liquor within her own body, Jessica acquires the entire life experience of the Fremen tribe’s dying Reverend Mother. With the life experience of this Reverend Mother, Jessica acquires also the life experiences of all the Reverend Mothers preceding in that line. Out of this ocean of oneness and ancient memories stretching back to the slave cribs of Bela Tegeuse and Nilotic Ouriba, Jessica achieves a place of religious ascendance over Stilgar’s Fremen tribe. Jessica is a Reverend Mother.


  But the drug change also has inflicted itself upon Jessica’s unborn daughter—a thing against which there are dire warnings.


  Paul, struggling through his own form of spice change and trying to understand the prescient powers precipitated by spice diet, finds himself lost in mutable time awareness, transfixed by the experience of infinite possible lives. He fights to gain a natural rhythm, a systematic way to digest the lessons of prescience. Again and again, impelled by the workings of the spice diet, Paul returns to his vision of Pure Time, of Time-become-space, with the past in the future and the future in his lonely past. By intense concentration, he holds his awareness on the thinnest margin of trinocular focus—but mastery of his prescience evades him.


  Among the Fremen, Paul acquires Chani as concubine and she, in the drug-sharing tau, sees part of Paul’s prescience. She rejects the vision out of fear and inability to understand it. All she wants is a time of peace and love, but Paul—seeing across his Time horizon the Fremen in a wild religious crusade—knows that Chani can have her wish only between periods of violence. The Baron Harkonnen and his nephews, Rabban and Feyd-Rautha, are sure to strike more terrible blows against Arrakis.


  The Baron, meanwhile, awakens to Feyd-Rautha’s plots against him and kills many of Feyd-Rautha’s minions and spies. Feyd-Rautha and the Baron achieve an uneasy truce. It’s a condition that stinks of Thufir Hawat’s machinations. But Hawat is bent primarily on revenge against the Padishah Emperor against whom he places the major blame for the murder of Duke Leto and the Atreides family.


  Hawat’s suspicions are turned now against Salusa Secundus, the Emperor’s prison planet. Hawat believes this is the training ground for the Emperor’s dread Sardaukar warriors. And Hawat is aware that Arrakis is similar in many ways to Salusa Secundus. Those who survive the rigors of Arrakis are incredibly tough—and Hawat believes there must be at least ten million


  Fremen on Arrakis, a fighting force to match the Sardaukar. Before the Fremen can be used, the Emperor’s suspicions must be allayed. To this end, Hawat tells the Baron to give the regent nephew, Beast Rabban, free reign to increase the oppression and slaughter across the land where Paul is hiding.
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  Part 4/XVIII


  
    There is in all things a pattern that is part of our universe. It has symmetry, elegance and grace—those qualities you find always in that which the artist captures. You can find it in the turning of the seasons, in the way sand trails along a ridge, in the branch clusters of the creosote bush or the pattern of its leaves. We try to copy these patterns in our lives and our society, seeking the rhythms, the dances, the forms that comfort. Yet, it is possible to see peril in the finding of ultimate perfection. It is dear that the ultimate pattern contains its own life and death. In such perfection. all things move toward death.


    “The Collected Sayings of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Paul-Muad’Dib remembered that there had been a meal heavy with spice essence. He clung to this memory because it was an anchor point and he could tell himself from this vantage that his immediate experience must be a dream.


  I am a theater of processes, he told himself. I am a prey to the imperfect vision, to the Race Consciousness and its Terrible Purpose.


  Yet, he could not escape the fear that he had somehow overrun himself, lost his position in Time, so that past and future and present mingled without distinction. It was a kind of visual fatigue and it came, he knew, from the constant necessity of holding the prescient-future as a kind-of-memory which was in itself a thing intrinsically of the past.


  Chani prepared the meal for me, he told himself.


  Yet, Chani was deep in the south—in the cold country where the sun was hot—secreted in one of the new sietch strongholds, safe with their son, Leto II.


  Or, was that a thing yet to happen?


  No, he reassured himself, for Alia-the-strange-one, his sister, had gone there with his mother and with Chani—a twenty-thumper trip into the south, riding a Reverend Mother’s palanquin fixed to the backs of wild Makers.


  He shied away from thought of riding the giant worms, asking himself: Or is Alia yet to be born?


  I was on razzia, Paul recalled. We went raiding to recover the water of our dead in Arrakeen. And I found the remains of my father in the funeral pyre. I enshrined the skull of my father in a Fremen rock mound overlooking Harg Pass.


  Or was that a thing yet to be?


  My wounds are real, Paul told himself. My scars are real. The shrine of my father’s skull is real.


  Still in the dreamlike state, Paul remembered that Harah, Jamis’ wife, had intruded on him once to say there’d been a fight in the sietch corridor. That had been the interim sietch before the women and children had been sent into the deep south. Harah had stood there in the entrance to the inner chamber, the black wings of her hair tied back by water rings on a chain. She had held aside the chamber’s hangings and told him that Chani had just killed someone.


  This happened, Paul told himself. This was real, not born out of its time and subject to change.


  Paul remembered he had rushed out to find Chani standing beneath the yellow globes of the corridor, clad in a brilliant blue wraparound robe with hood thrown back, a flush of exertion on her elfin features. She had been sheading her crysknife. A huddled group had been hurrying away down the corridor with a burden.


  And Paul remembered telling himself: You always know when they’re carrying a body.


  Chani’s water rings, worn openly in sietch on a cord around her neck, tinkled as she turned toward him. “Chani, what is this?” he asked. “I dispatched one who came to challenge you in single combat.”


  “You killed him?”


  “Yes. But perhaps I should’ve left him for Harah.”


  (And Paul recalled how the faces of the people around them had showed appreciation for these words. Even Harah had laughed.) “But he came to challenge me!”


  “You trained me yourself in the weirding way, Usul.”


  “Certainly! But you shouldn’t—”


  “I was born in the desert, Usul. I know how to use a crysknife.”


  He suppressed his anger, tried to talk reasonably. “This may all be true, Chani, but—”


  “I am no longer a child hunting scorpions in the sietch by the light of a handglobe, Usul. I do not play games.”


  Paul glared at her, caught by the odd ferocity beneath her casual attitude.


  “He was not worthy, Usul,” Chani said. “I’d not disturb your meditations with the likes of him.” She moved closer, looking at him out of the corners of her eyes, dropping her voice so that only he might hear. “And, beloved, when it’s learned that a challenger may face me and be brought to shameful death by Muad’Dib’s woman, there’ll be fewer challengers.”


  Yes, Paul told himself, that had certainly happened. It was true-past. And the number of challengers testing the new blade of Muad’Dib did drop dramatically.


  Somewhere, in a world not-of-the-dream, there was a hint of motion, the cry of a nightbird.


  I dream, Paul reassured himself. It’s the spice meal.


  Still, there was about him a feeling of abandonment. He wondered if it might be possible that his ruh-spirit had slipped over somehow into the world where the Fremen believed he had his true existence—into the A lam al-mithal, the world of similitudes, that metaphysical realm where all physical limitations were removed. And he knew fear at the thought of such a place, because removal of all limitations meant removal of all points of reference. In the landscape of a myth he could not orient himself and say: “I am I because I am here.”


  His mother had said once: “The people are divided, some of them, in how they think of you.”


  I must be waking from the dream, Paul told himself. For this had happened—these words from his mother, the Lady Jessica who was now a Reverend Mother of the Fremen, these words had passed through reality.


  Jessica was fearful of the religious relationship between himself and the Fremen, Paul knew. She didn’t like the fact that people of both sietch and graben referred to Muad’Dib as Him. And she went questioning among the tribes, sending out her sayyadina spies, collecting their answers and brooding on them.


  She had quoted a Bene Gesserit proverb to him: “When religion and politics travel in the same cart, the riders believe nothing can stand in their way. Their movement becomes headlong—faster and faster and faster. They put aside all thought of obstacles and forget that a precipice does not show itself to the man in a blind rush until it’s too late.”


  Paul recalled that he had sat there in his mother’s quarters, in the inner chamber shrouded by dark hangings with their surfaces covered by woven patterns out of Fremen mythology. He had sat there, hearing her out, noting the way she was always observing—even when her eyes were lowered. Her oval face had new lines in it at the corners of the mouth, but the hair was still like polished bronze. The wide-set green eyes, though, hid beneath their overcasting of spice-imbued blue.


  “The Fremen have a simple, practical religion,” he said.


  “Nothing about religion is simple,” she warned.


  But Paul, seeing the clouded future, aware of the Jihad, the religious war that still hung over them, found himself swayed by anger. He could not tell her that stopping the Jihad meant making himself central to the Fremen religious force. He could only say: “Religion unifies our forces. It’s our mystique.”


  “You deliberately cultivate this air, this bravura,” she charged. “You never cease indoctrinating.”


  “Thus you yourself taught me,” he said.


  But she had been full of contentions and arguments that day. It had been the day of the circumcision ceremony for Little Leto. Paul had understood some of the reasons for her upset. She had never accepted his liaison—the “marriage of youth”—with Chani. But Chani had produced an Atreides son, and Jessica had found herself unable to reject the child with the mother.


  Jessica had stirred finally under his stare, said: “You think me an unnatural mother.”


  “Of course not,” Paul answered. “I see the way you watch me when I’m with your sister. You don’t understand about your sister.”


  “I know why Alia is different,” he said. “She was unborn, part of you when you changed the Waters of Life. She—”


  “You know nothing of it!” And Paul, suddenly unable to express the knowledge-gained-out-of-its-Time, said only: “I don’t think you unnatural.”


  She saw his distress, said: “There is a thing, son.”


  “Yes?”


  “I do love your Chani. I accept her.”


  This was real, Paul told himself. This wasn’t the imperfect vision to be changed by the twistings out of Time’s own birth.


  The reassurance gave him a new hold on his world. Bits of solid reality began to dip through the dream state into his awareness. He knew suddenly that he was in a hiereg, a desert camp. Chani had planted their stilltent on flour-sand for its softness. That could only mean Chani was nearby—Chani, his soul, Chani his Sihaya, sweet as the desert spring, Chani up from the palmaries of the deep south.


  Now, he remembered her singing a sand chanty to him in the time for sleep—


  “O my soul.


  Have no taste for Paradise this night,


  And I swear by Shai-hulud


  You will go there,


  Obedient to my love.”


  And she had sung the walking song lovers shared on the sand, its rhythm like the drag of the dunes against the feet—


  “Tell me of thine eyes


  And I will tell thee of thy heart.


  Tell me of thy feet


  And I will tell thee of thy hands.


  Tell me of thy sleeping


  And I will tell thee of thy waking.


  Tell me of thy desires And I will tell thee of thy need.” He had heard someone strumming a baliset in another tent. And he’d thought then of Gurney Halleck, reminded by the familiar instrument. He had thought of Gurney whose face he had seen in a smuggler band, but who had not seen him, could not see him or know of him lest that inadvertently lead the Harkonnens to the son of the Duke they had killed.


  But the style of the player in the night, the distinctiveness of the fingers on the baliset’s strings, brought the real musician back to Paul’s memory. It had been Chatt the Leaper, captain of the Fedaykin, leader of the death commandos who guarded Muad’Dib.


  We are in the desert, Paul remembered. We are in the central erg beyond the Harkonnen patrols. I am here to walk the sand, to lure a Maker and mount him by my own cunning that I may be a Fremen entire.


  He felt now the maula pistol at his belt, the crysknife. He felt the silence surrounding him.


  It was that special pre-morning silence when the nightbirds had gone and the day creatures had not yet signaled their alertness to their enemy, the sun.


  “You must ride the sand in the light of day that Shai-hulud shall see and know you have no fear,” Stilgar had said. “Thus we turn our time around and set ourselves to sleep this night.”


  Quietly Paul sat up, feeling the looseness of a slacked stillsuit around his body, the shadowed stilltent beyond. So softly he moved, yet Chani heard him.


  She spoke from the tent’s gloom, another shadow there: “It’s not yet full light, beloved.”


  “Sihaya,” he said, speaking with half a laugh in his voice.


  “You call me your desert spring,” she said, “but this day I’m thy goad. I am the sayyadina who watches that the Rites be obeyed.”


  He began tightening his stillsuit. “You told me once the words of the Kitab al-Ibar,” he said. “You told me: ‘Woman is thy field; go then to thy field and till it.’ ”


  “I am the mother of thy firstborn,” she agreed.


  He saw her in the grayness matching him movement for movement, securing her stillsuit for the open desert. “You should get all the rest you can,” she said.


  He recognized her love for him speaking then and chided her gently: “The Sayyadina of the Watch does not caution or warn the candidate.”


  She slid across to his side, touched his cheek with her palm. “Today, I am both the Watcher and the woman.”


  “You should’ve left this duty to another,” he said.


  “Waiting is bad enough at best,” she said. “I’d sooner be at thy side.”


  He kissed her palm before securing the faceflap of his suit, then turned and cracked the seal of the tent. The air that came in to them held the chill not-quite-dryness that would precipitate trace dew in the dawn. With it came the smell of a prespice mass, the mass they had detected off to the northeast, and that told them there would be a Maker nearby.


  Paul crawled through the sphincter opening, stood on the sand and stretched the sleep from his muscles. A faint green-pearl luminescence etched the eastern horizon.


  The tents of his troop were small false dunes around him in the gloom. He saw movement off to the left—the guard, and knew they had seen him.


  They knew the peril he faced this day. Each Fremen had faced it. They gave him this last few moments of isolation now that he might prepare himself.


  It must be done today, he told himself.


  He thought of the power he wielded in the face of the pogrom—the old men who sent their sons to him to be trained in the weirding way of battle, the old men who listened to him now in council and followed his plans, the men who returned to pay him that highest Fremen compliment: “Your plan worked, Muad’Dib.”


  Yet the meanest and smallest of the Fremen warriors could do a thing he had never done. And Paul knew his leadership suffered from the omnipresent knowledge of this difference.


  He had not ridden the Maker.


  Oh, he’d gone up with the others for training and raids, but he’d not made his own voyage. Until he did, even the great southlands—some twenty thumpers beyond the erg—were denied him unless he ordered up a palanquin and rode like a Reverend Mother or one of the sick and wounded.


  Memory returned of his wrestling with the inner awareness during the night. He saw a strange parallel here. Prescience had given him the experiences of near infinite lives, but unless he integrated them with his moving-now, his own fluid point-events of living, those experiences remained as useless as a wild Maker . . . another creature he had failed to master. All those experiences remained like instincts that he could not use.


  His own special way of comprehending the universe haunted Paul.


  Prescience gave it to him in situ. Yet, when the now was born and came into the pressures of reality, it had its own life and sprouted subtle differences. It was like a body with many faces . . . and the body was always his old Terrible Purpose, the Race Consciousness shaping its wild and bloody jihad.


  I have the wisdoms of many lifetimes, he thought. Yet, I live only one lifetime in which to choose the right set of wisdoms.


  Chani joined him, hugging her elbows and looking up sideways as she did when she studied his mood.


  “Tell me about the waters of thy birthworld, Usul,” she said.


  He saw she was trying to distract him, ease his mind before the deadly test. It was growing lighter. He noted that some of his Fedaykin already were striking their tents.


  “I’d rather you told me about the sietch and about our son,” he said. “Does our Leto yet hold my mother in his palm?”


  “It’s Alia he holds as well,” she said. “And he grows rapidly.”


  “What’s it like in the south?” he asked.


  “When you ride the Maker you’ll see for yourself,” she said.


  “But I wish to see it first through your eyes.”


  “It’s powerfully lonely,” she said.


  He touched the nezhoni scarf at her forehead where it protruded from her stillsuit cap. “Why will you not talk about the sietch?”


  “I have talked about it. The sietch is a lonely place without our men. It’s a place of work. We labor in the factories and the potting rooms. There are weapons to be made, poles to plant that we may forecast the weather, spice to collect for the bribes. There are dunes to be planted to make them grow and to anchor them. There are fabrics and rugs to make, fuel cells to charge. There are children to train that the Tribe’s strength may never be lost.”


  “Is nothing then pleasant in the sietch?” he asked.


  “The children are pleasant. We observe the Rites. We have sufficient food. Sometimes one of us may come north to be with her man. Life must go on.”


  “My sister, Alia—is she accepted yet by the people?”


  Chani turned toward him in the growing dawnlight. Her eyes bored into him. “It’s a thing to be discussed another time, beloved.”


  “Let us discuss it now.”


  “You should conserve your energies for the test,” she said.


  He saw that he had touched something sensitive, hearing the withdrawal in her voice. “The unknown brings its own worries,” he said.


  Presently, she nodded, said: “There is yet . . . misunderstanding because of Alia’s strangeness. The women are fearful because a child little more than an infant talks . . . of things that only an adult should know. They do not understand the . . . change in the womb that made Alia . . . different.”


  “There is trouble?” he asked, and he thought: I’ve seen visions of trouble over Alia.


  Chani looked toward the growing line of the sunrise. “Some of the women banded to appeal to the Reverend Mother. They demanded she exorcise the demon in her daughter. They quoted the scripture: ‘Suffer not a witch to live among us.’ ”


  “And what did my mother say to them?”


  “She recited the law and sent the women away abashed. She said: ‘If Alia incites trouble, it is the fault of authority for not foreseeing and preventing the trouble!’ And she tried to explain how the change had worked on Alia in the womb. But the women were angry because they had been embarrassed. They went away muttering.”


  There will be trouble because of Alia, he thought.


  A crystal blowing of sand touched the exposed portions of his face bringing the scent of the pre-spice mass. “El Sayal, the rain of sand that brings the morning,” he said.


  He looked out across the gray light of the desert landscape, the landscape beyond pity, the sand that was form absorbed in itself. Dry lightning streaked a dark corner to the south—sign that a storm had built up its static charge there.


  The roll of thunder boomed long after.


  “The voice that beautifies the land,” Chani said.


  More of his men were stirring out of their tents. Guards were coming in from the rims. Everything around him moved smoothly in the ancient routine that required no orders.


  “Give as few orders as possible,” his father had told him . . . once . . . long ago. “Once you’ve given orders on a subject, you must always give orders on that subject.”


  The Fremen knew this rule instinctively.


  The troop’s watermaster began the morning chanty, adding now the call for the Rite to initiate a Sandrider.


  “The world is a carcass,” the man chanted, his voice wailing across the dunes. “Who can turn away the Angel of Death? What Shai-hulud has decreed must be.”


  Paul recognized that these were also the words that began the death chant of his Fedaykin, the words the death commandos chanted as they hurled themselves into battle.


  Will there be a rock shrine here to mark the passing of another soul? Paul asked himself. Will generations of Fremen stop here, each to add a stone and think on Muad’Dib who died in this place?


  That was one of the alternate world lines radiating from this point in Time/Space. And Paul had come to realize that the greatest wisdom required him to be as ruthless with his own life as he was with the lives of others. Any other course led to an ultimate stagnation which was in fact a self-cruelty of infinite dimensions. He had no choice really except to plunge into the violent nexus that fogged and clouded his prescience.


  “Stilgar approaches,” Chani said. “We must part now, beloved. I must be sayyadina and observe that the Rite may be reported truly in the Chronicles.” She looked up and, for a moment, her reserve slipped and her face contorted. Then she had herself under control. “When this is past, I shall prepare thy breakfast,” she said, and turned away.


  Stilgar crossed the flour sand, stirring up little dust puddles. The untamed stare of his eyes in their dark niches remained focused on Paul. The lines of craggy cheeks could have been wind-etched from the native rock for all their movement.


  The man carried Paul’s banner on its staff—the green and black banner with a water tube in the staff—that already was a legend in the land. Half pridefully, Paul thought: I cannot do the simplest thing without its becoming a legend. They will mark how I parted from Chani, how I greet Stilgar—every move I make this day. Live or die, it is a legend. I must not die. Then it will be only legend and nothing to stop the jihad.


  Stilgar planted the staff in the sand beside Paul, dropped his hands to his sides. The blue-within-blue eyes remained level and intent. And Paul thought how his own eyes already were assuming this mask of color from the spice.


  “They denied us the Hajj,” Stilgar said with ritual solemnity.


  As Chani had taught him, Paul responded: “Who can deny a Fremen the right to walk or ride where he wills?”


  “I am a Naib,” Stilgar said, “never to be taken alive. I am a leg of the death tripod that will destroy our foes.”


  Silence settled over them.


  Paul glanced at the other Fremen scattered over the sand beyond Stilgar, the way they stood without moving for this moment of personal prayer. And he thought of how the Fremen were a people whose living consisted of killing, an entire people who had lived with rage and grief all of their days, never once considering what might take the place of either—except for the dream with which Liet-Kynes had infused them before his death.


  “Where is the Lord who led us through the land of desert and of pits?” Stilgar asked.


  “He is ever with us,” the Fremen chanted.


  Stilgar squared his shoulders, stepped closer to Paul and lowered his voice. “Now, remember what I told you. Do it simply and directly—nothing fancy. Among our people, we ride the Maker at the age of twelve. You are more than six years beyond that age and not born to this life. You don’t have to impress anyone with your courage. We know you are brave. All you must do is call the Maker and ride Him.”


  “I will remember,” Paul said.


  “See that you do. I’ll not have you shame my teaching.”


  Stilgar pulled a plastic rod about a meter long from beneath his robe. The thing was pointed at one end, had a springwound clapper at the other end. “I prepared this thumper myself. It’s a good one. Take it.”


  Paul felt the warm smoothness of the plastic as he accepted the thumper.


  “Shishakli has your hooks,” Stilgar said. “He’ll hand them to you as you step out onto that dune over there.” He pointed to his right. “ Call a big Maker, Usul. Show us the way.”


  Paul marked the tone of Stilgar’s voice—half ritual and half that of a worried friend.


  In that instant the sun seemed to bound above the horizon. The sky took on the silvered gray-blue that warned this would be a day of extreme heat and dryness even for Arrakis.


  “It is the time of the scalding day,” Stilgar said, and now his voice was entirely ritual. “Go, Usul, and ride the Maker, travel the sand as a leader of men.”


  Paul saluted his banner, noting how the green and black flag hung limply now that the dawn wind had died. He turned toward the dune Stilgar had indicated—a dirty tan slope with an S-track crest. Already, most of the troop was moving out in the opposite direction, climbing the other dune that had sheltered their camp.


  One robed figure remained in Paul’s path: Shishakli, a squad leader of the Fedaykin, only his slope-lidded eyes visible between stillsuit cap and mask.


  Shishakli presented two thin whiplike shafts as Paul approached. The shafts were about a meter and a half long with glistening plasteel hooks at one end, roughened at the other end for a firm grip.


  Paul accepted them both in his left hand as required by the ritual.


  “They are my own hooks,” Shishakli said in a husky voice. “They have never failed.”


  Paul nodded, maintaining the necessary silence, moved past the man and up the dune slope. At the crest, he glanced back, saw the troop scattering like a flight of insects, their robes fluttering. He stood alone now on the sandy ridge with only the horizon in front of him, the flat and unmoving horizon. This was a good dune Stilgar had chosen, higher than its companions for the viewpoint vantage.


  Stooping, Paul planted the thumper deep into the windward face where the sand was compacted and would give maximum transmission to the drumming. Then he hesitated, reviewing the lessons, reviewing the life and death necessities that faced him.


  When he threw the latch, the thumper would begin its summons. Across the sand, a giant worm—a Maker—would hear and come to the drumming. With the whiplike hook-staffs, Paul knew, he could mount the Maker’s high curving back. For as long as a forward edge of a worm’s ring segment was held open by a hook, open to admit abrasive sand into the more sensitive interior, the creature would not retreat beneath the desert. It would, in fact, roll its gigantic body to bring the opened segment as far away from the desert surface as possible.


  I am a Sandrider, Paul told himself.


  He glanced down at the hooks in his left hand, thinking that he had only to shift those hooks down the curve of a Maker’s immense side to make the creature roll and turn, guiding it where he willed. He had seen it done. He had been helped up the side of a worm for a short ride in training. The captive worm could be ridden until it lay exhausted and quiescent upon the desert surface and a new Maker must be summoned.


  Once he was past this test, Paul knew, he was qualified to make the twenty-thumper journey into the southland—to rest and restore himself—into the south where the women and the families had been hidden from the pogrom among the new palmaries and sietch warrens.


  He lifted his head and looked to the south, reminding himself that the Maker summoned wild from the erg was an unknown quantity, and the one who summoned it was equally unknown to this test.


  “You must gauge the approaching Maker carefully,” Stilgar had explained. “You must stand close enough that you can mount it as it passes, yet not so close that it engulfs you.”


  With abrupt decision, Paul released the thumper’s latch. The clapper began revolving and the summons drummed through the sand, a measured “Lump . . . lump . . . lump—”


  He straightened, scanning the horizon, remembering Stilgar’s words: “Judge the line of approach carefully. Remember, a worm seldom makes an unseen approach to a thumper. Listen all the same. You may often hear it before you see it.” And Chani’s words of caution, whispered at night when her fear for him overcame her, filled his mind: “When you take your stand along the Maker’s path, you must remain utterly still. You must think like a patch of sand. Hide beneath your cloak and become a little dune in your very essence.”


  Slowly, he scanned the horizon, listening, watching for the signs he had been taught.


  It came from the southeast, a distant hissing, a sand whisper. Presently, he saw the far away outline of the creature’s track against the dawnlight and realized he had never before seen a Maker this large, never heard of one this size. It appeared to be more than half a league long, and the rise of the sandwave at its cresting head was like the approach of a mountain.


  This is nothing I have seen by vision or in life, Paul cautioned himself. He hurried across the path of the thing to take his stand, caught up entirely by the rushing needs of this moment.


  XIX


  
    “Control the coinage and the courts—let the rabble have the rest.” Thus the Padishah Emperor advises you. And he tells you: “If you want profits, you must rule.” There is truth in these words, but I ask myself: “Who are the rabble and who are the ruled?”


    Muad’Dib’s Secret Message to the Landsraad


    from “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  A thought came unbidden to Jessica’s mind: Paul will be undergoing his sandrider test at any moment now. They try to conceal this fact from me, but it’s obvious.


  And Chani has gone on some mysterious errand.


  Jessica sat in her resting chamber, catching a moment of quiet between the night’s classes. It was a pleasant chamber, but not as large as the one she had enjoyed in the Tabr sietch before their flight from the pogrom. Still, this place had thick rugs on the floor, soft cushions, a low coffee table near at hand, multicolored hangings on the walls and soft yellow glowtubes overhead. The room was permeated with the distinctive acrid/furry odor of a Fremen sietch that she had come to associate with a sense of security.


  Yet, she knew she would never overcome a feeling of being in an alien place. It was the harshness that the rugs and hangings attempted to conceal.


  A faint tinkling-drumming-slapping penetrated to the resting chamber. Jessica knew it for a birth celebration, probably Subiay’s. Her time was near. And Jessica knew she’d see the baby soon enough—a blue-eyed cherub brought to the Reverend Mother for blessing. She knew also that her daughter, Alia, would be at the celebration and would report on it.


  It was not yet time for the nightly prayer of parting. They wouldn’t have started a birth celebration near the time of ceremony that mourned the slave raids of Poritrin, Bele Tegeuse, Rossak and Harmonthep.


  Jessica sighed. She knew she was trying to keep her thoughts off her son and the dangers he faced—the pit traps with their poisoned barbs, the Harkonnen raids (although these were growing fewer as the Fremen took their toll of aircraft and raiders), and the natural dangers of the desert—Makers and thirst and dust chasms.


  She thought of calling for coffee and with the thought came that ever present awareness of paradox in the Fremen way of life: how well they lived in these sietch caverns compared to the graben pyons; yet, how much more they endured in the open hajr of the desert than anything the Harkonnen bondsmen endured.


  A dark hand inserted itself through the hangings beside her, deposited a cup upon the table and withdrew. From the cup arose the aroma of spiced coffee.


  An offering from the birth celebration, Jessica thought.


  She took the coffee and sipped it, smiling at herself. In what other society of our universe, she asked herself, could a person of my station accept an anonymous drink and quaff that drink without fear? I could alter any poison now before it did me harm, of course, but the donor doesn’t realize this.


  She drained the cup, feeling the energy and lift of its contents—-hot and delicious.


  And she wondered what other society would have such a natural regard for her privacy and comfort that the giver would intrude only enough to deposit the gift and not inflict her with the donor? Respect and love had sent the gift—with only a slight tinge of fear.


  Another element of the incident forced itself into her awareness: she had thought of coffee and it had appeared. There was nothing of telepathy here, she knew. It was the tau, the oneness of the sietch community, a compensation from the subtle poison of the spice diet they shared. The great mass of the people could never hope to attain the enlightenment the spice seed brought to her; they had not been trained and prepared for it. Their minds rejected what they could not understand or encompass. Still they felt and reacted sometimes like a single organism.


  And the thought of coincidence never entered their minds.


  Has Paul passed his test on the sand? Jessica asked herself. He’s capable, hut accident can strike down even the most capable.


  The waiting.


  It’s the dreariness, she thought. You can wait just so long, then the dreariness of the waiting overcomes you.


  There was all manner of waiting in their lives.


  More than two years we’ve been here, she thought, and twice that number at least to go before we can even hope to think of trying to wrest Arrakis from the Harkonnen governor, the Mudir Nahya, the Beast Rabban.


  “Reverend Mother?”


  The voice from outside the hangings at her door was that of Harah, the other woman in Paul’s menage, the servant who was his responsibility because she had been Jamis’ wife and Paul had killed Jamis in formal battle.


  “Yes, Harah.”


  The hangings parted and Harah seemed to glide through them. She wore sietch sandals, a red-yellow wraparound that exposed her arms almost to the shoulders. Her black hair was parted in the middle and swept back like the wings of an insect, flat and oily against her head. The jutting, predatory features were drawn into an intense frown.


  Behind Harah came a girlchild of about two years—Alia.


  Seeing her daughter, Jessica was caught as she frequently was by Alia’s resemblance to Paul at that age—the same wide-eyed solemnity to her questing look, the dark hair and firmness of mouth. But there were subtle differences, too, and it was in these that most adults found Alia disquieting. The child—little more than a toddler—carried herself with a calmness and awareness beyond her years. Adults were shocked to find her laughing at a subtle play of words between the sexes. Or they’d catch themselves listening to her half-lisping voice, still blurred as it was by an unformed soft palate, and discover in her words sly remarks that could only be based on experiences no two-year-old had ever encountered.


  Harah sank to a cushion with an exasperated sigh, frowned at the child.


  “Alia.” Jessica motioned to her daughter.


  The child crossed to a cushion beside her mother, sank to it and clasped her mother’s hand. The contact of flesh restored that mutual awareness they had shared since the moment when Jessica had changed the spice liquor’s poison while carrying the child in her womb. It wasn’t a matter of shared thoughts—although there were bursts of that if they touched while Jessica was changing the spice poison for a ceremony. It was something larger, an immediate awareness of another living spark, a sharp and poignant thing, a nerve-sympatico that made them emotionally one.


  In the formal manner that befitted a member of her son’s household, Jessica said: “Subakh ul kuhar, Harah. This night finds you well?”


  With the same traditional formality, she said: “Subakh un nar. I am well.” The words were almost toneless. Again, she sighed.


  Jessica sensed amusement from Alia.


  “My brother’s ghanima is annoyed with me,” Alia said in her half lisp.


  Jessica marked the term Alia used to refer to Harah—ghanima. In the subtleties of the Fremen tongue, the word meant something-acquired-in-battle and with the added overtone that the something no longer was used for its original purpose. An ornament, a spearhead used as a curtain weight.


  Harah scowled at the child. “Don’t try to insult me, child. I know my place.”


  “What have you done this time, Alia?” Jessica asked.


  Harah answered: “Not only has she refused to play with the other children today, but she intruded where—”


  “I hid behind the hangings and watched Subiay’s child being born,” Alia said. “It’s a boy. He cried and cried. What a set of lungs! When he’d cried long enough . . .”


  “She came out and touched him,” Harah said, “and he stopped crying. Everyone knows a Fremen baby must get his crying done at birth if he’s in sietch because he can never cry again lest he betray us on hajr.”


  “He’d cried enough,” Alia said. “I just wanted to feel his spark, his life. That’s all. And when he felt me he didn’t want to cry any more.”


  “It’s just made more talk among the people,” Harah said.


  “Subiay’s boy is healthy?” Jessica asked. She saw that something was troubling Harah deeply and wondered at it.


  “Healthy as any mother could ask,” Harah said. “They know Alia didn’t hurt him. They didn’t so much mind her touching him. He settled down right away and was happy. It was—” Harah shrugged.


  “It’s the strangeness of my daughter, is that it?” Jessica asked. “It’s the way she speaks of things beyond her years and of things no child her age could know, things of the past.”


  “How could she know what a child looked like on Bele Tegeuse?” Harah demanded.


  “But he does!” Alia said. “Subiay’s boy looks just like the son of Mitha born before the parting.”


  “Alia!” Jessica said. “I warned you.”


  “But mother, I saw it and it was true and—”


  Jessica shook her head, seeing the signs of disturbance in Harah’s face. What have I horn? Jessica asked herself. A daughter who knew at birth everything that I knew . . . and more: everything revealed to her out of the corridors of the past by the Reverend Mothers within me.


  “It’s not just the things she says,” Harah said. “It’s the exercises, too: the way she sits and stares at a rock, moving only one muscle beside her nose, or a muscle on the back of a finger, or—”


  “Those are the Bene Gesserit training,” Jessica said. “You know that, Harah. Would you deny my daughter her inheritance?”


  “Reverend Mother, you know these things don’t matter to me,” Harah said. “It’s the people and the way they mutter. I feel danger in it. They say your daughter’s a demon, that other children refuse to play with her, that she’s—”


  “She has so little in common with the other children,” Jessica said. “She’s no demon. It’s just the—”


  “Of course she’s not!”


  Jessica found herself surprised at the vehemence in Harah’s tone, glanced down at Alia. The child appeared lost in thought, radiating a sense of . . . waiting. Jessica returned her attention to Harah.


  “I respect the fact that you’re a member of my son’s household,” Jessica said. (Alia stirred against her hand.) “You may speak openly with me whatever’s troubling you.”


  “I will not be a member of your son’s household much longer,” Harah said. “I’ve waited this long for the sake of my sons, the special training they receive as the children of Usul. It’s little enough I could give them since it’s known I don’t share your son’s bed.”


  Again, Alia stirred beside her, half-sleeping, warm.


  “You’d have made a good companion for my son, though,” Jessica said. And she added to herself because such thoughts were ever with her: Companion . . . not a wife. Jessica’s thoughts went then straight to the center, to the pang that came from the common talk in the sietch that her son’s companionship with Chani had become the permanent thing, the marriage.


  I love Chani, Jessica thought, but she reminded herself that love might have to step aside for royal necessity. Royal marriages had other reasons than love.


  “You think I don’t know what you plan for your son?” Harah asked.


  “What do you mean?” Jessica demanded.


  “You plan to unite the tribes under Him,” Harah said.


  “Is that bad?”


  “I see danger for him . . . and Alia is part of that danger.”


  Alia nestled closer to her mother, eyes opened now, studying Harah.


  “I’ve watched you two together,” Harah said, “the way you touch. And Alia is like my own flesh because she’s sister to one who is like my brother. I’ve watched over her and guarded her from the time she was a mere baby, from the time of the razzia when we fled here. I’ve seen many things about her.” Jessica nodded, feeling disquiet begin to grow in Alia beside her.


  “You know what I mean,” Harah said. “The way she knew from the first what we were saying to her. When has there been another baby who knew the water discipline so young? What other baby’s first words to her nurse were: ‘I love you, Harah?’ ”


  Harah stared at Alia. “Why do you think I accept her insults? I know there’s no malice in them.” Alia looked up at her mother. “Yes, I have reasoning powers, Reverend Mother,” Harah said. “I could have been of the sayyadina. I have seen what I have seen.”


  “Harah . . .” Jessica shrugged. “I don’t know what to say.” And she felt surprise at herself, because this literally was true.


  Alia straightened, squared her shoulders. Jessica felt the sense of waiting-ended, an emotion compounded of decision and sadness.


  “We made a mistake,” Alia said. “Now, we need Harah.”


  “It was the ceremony of the seed,” Harah said, “when you changed the Water of Life, Reverend Mother, when Alia was yet unborn within you.”


  Need Harah? Jessica asked herself.


  “Who else can talk among the people and make them begin to understand me?” Alia asked.


  “What would you have her do?” Jessica asked.


  “She already knows what to do,” Alia said.


  “I will tell them the truth,” Harah said. Her face seemed suddenly old and sad with its olive skin drawn into frown wrinkles, a witchery in the sharp features. “I will tell them that Alia only pretends to be a little girl, that she has never been a little girl.”


  Alia shook her head. Tears ran down her cheeks, and Jessica felt the wave of sadness from her daughter as though the emotion were her own.


  “I know I’m a freak,” Alia whispered. The adult summation coming from the child mouth was like a bitter confirmation.


  “You’re not a freak!” Harah snapped. “Who dared say you’re a freak?”


  Again, Jessica marveled at the fierce note of protectiveness in Harah’s voice. Jessica saw then that Alia had judged correctly—they did need Harah. The tribe would understand Harah—both her words and her emotions—for it was obvious she loved Alia as though this were her own child.


  “Who said it?” Harah repeated.


  “Nobody.”


  Alia used a corner of Jessica’s aba to wipe her face. She smoothed the robe where she had dampened and crumpled it.


  “Then don’t you say it,” Harah ordered.


  “Yes, Harah.”


  “Now,” Harah said, “you may tell me what it was like so that I may tell the others. Tell me what it is that happened to you.”


  Alia swallowed, looked up at her mother.


  Jessica nodded.


  “One day I woke up,” Alia said. “It was like waking from sleep except that I could not remember going to sleep. I was in a warm, dark place. And I was frightened.”


  Listening to the half-lisping voice of her daughter, Jessica remembered that day in the big cavern—the death of the old Reverend Mother whose life and experiences were now incorporated among her own personal memories.


  “When I was frightened,” Alia said, “I tried to escape, but there was no way to escape. Then I saw a spark . . . but it wasn’t exactly like seeing it. The spark was just there with me and I felt the spark’s emotions . . . soothing me, comforting me, telling me that way that everything would be all right. That was my mother.”


  Harah rubbed at her eyes, smiled reassuringly at Alia. Yet, there was a look of wildness in the eyes of the Fremen woman, an intensity as though they, too, were trying to hear Alia’s words.


  And Jessica thought: What do we really know of how such a one thinks . . . out of her unique experiences and training and ancestry?


  “Just when I felt safe and reassured,” Alia said, “there was another spark with us . . . and everything was happening at once. The other spark was the old Reverend Mother. She was . . . trading lives with my mother . . . everything. . . and I was there with them, seeing it all . . . everything. And it was over, and I was them and all the others and myself . . . only it took me a long time to find myself again. There were so many others.”


  “It was a cruel thing,” Jessica said. “No being should wake into consciousness thus. The wonder of it is you could accept all that happened to you.”


  “I couldn’t do anything else!” Alia said. “I didn’t know to reject or hide my consciousness . . . or shut it off . . . everything just happened . . . everything . . .”


  “We didn’t know,” Harah murmured. “When we gave your mother the Waters to change, we didn’t know you existed within her.”


  “Don’t be sad about it, Harah,” Alia said. “I shouldn’t feel sorry for myself. After all, there’s cause for happiness here: I’m a Reverend Mother. The Tribe has two Rev—” She broke off, tipping her head to listen.


  Harah rocked back on her heels against the sitting cushion, stared at Alia, bringing her attention then up to Jessica’s face.


  “Didn’t you suspect?” Jessica asked.


  “Shhhh,” Alia said.


  A distant rhythmic chanting came to them then through the hangings that separated them from the sietch corridors. It grew louder, carrying distinct sounds now: “Ya! Ya! Yawm! Ya! Ya! Yawm! Mu zein, wallah! Ya! Ya! Yawm! Mu zein, Wallah!”


  The chanters passed the outer entrance, and their voices boomed through to the inner apartments. Slowly, the sound receded.


  When the sound had dimmed sufficiently, Jessica began the ritual, sadness in her voice: “It was Ramadhan and April on Bela Tegeuse.”


  “My family sat in their pool courtyard,” Harah said, “in air bathed by the moisture that arose from the spray of a fountain. There was a tree of portyguls, round and deep in color, near at hand. There was a basket with mish mish and baklawa and mugs of liban—all manner of good things to eat. In our gardens and in our flocks, there was peace . . . peace in all the land.”


  “Life was full with happiness until the raiders came,” Alia said.


  “Blood ran cold at the screams of friends,” Jessica said. And she felt the memories rushing through her out of all those other pasts she shared.


  “La, la, la, the women cried,” said Harah.


  “The raiders came through the mushtamal, rushing at us with their knives dripping red from the lives of our men,” Jessica said.


  Silence came over the three of them as it was in all the apartments of the sietch, the silence while they remembered and kept their grief thus fresh.


  Presently, Harah uttered the ritual ending to the ceremony, giving the words a harshness that Jessica had never before heard in them.


  “We will never forgive and we will never forget,” Harah said.


  In the thoughtful quiet that followed her words, they heard a muttering of people, the swish of many robes. Jessica sensed someone standing beyond the hangings that shielded her chamber.


  “Reverend Mother?”


  A woman’s voice, and Jessica recognized it: the voice of Tharthar, one of Stilgar’s wives.


  “What is it, Tharthar?”


  “There is trouble, Reverend Mother.”


  Jessica felt a constriction at her heart, an abrupt fear for Paul. “Paul—” she gasped.


  Tharthar spread the hangings, stepped into the chamber. Jessica glimpsed a press of people in the outer room before the hangings fell. She looked up at Tharthar—a small, dark woman in a red-figured robe of black, the total blue of her eyes trained fixedly on Jessica, the nostrils of her tiny nose dilated to reveal the plug scars.


  “What is it?” Jessica demanded.


  “There is word from the sand,” Tharthar said. “Usul meets the Maker for his test . . . it is today. The young men say he cannot fail, he will be a sandrider by nightfall. The young men are banding for a razzia. They will raid in the north and meet Usul there. They say they will raise the cry then. They say they will force him to call out Stilgar and assume command of the Tribes.”


  Gathering water, planting the dunes, changing their world slowly hut surely—these are no longer enough, Jessica thought. The little raids, the certain raids—these are no longer enough now that Paul and I have trained them. They feel their power. They want to fight.


  Tharthar shifted from one foot to the other, cleared her throat.


  We know the need for cautious waiting, Jessica thought, but there’s the core of our frustration. We know also the harm that waiting extended too long can do us. We lose our sense of purpose if the waiting’s prolonged.


  “The young men say if Usul does not call out Stilgar, then he must be afraid,” Tharthar said.


  She lowered her gaze.


  “So that’s the way of it,” Jessica muttered. And she thought: Well, I saw it coming. As did Stilgar.


  Again, Tharthar cleared her throat. “Even my brother, Shoab, says it,” she said. “They will leave Usul no choice.”


  Then it has come, Jessica thought. And Paul will have to handle it himself. The Reverend Mother dare not become involved in the succession.


  Alia freed her hand from her mother’s, said: “I will go with Tharthar and listen to the young men. Perhaps there is a way.”


  Jessica met Tharthar’s gaze, but spoke to Alia: “Go, then. And report to me as soon as you can.”


  “We do not want this thing to happen. Reverend Mother,” Tharthar said.


  “We do not want it,” Jessica agreed. “The Tribe needs all its strength.” She glanced at Harah. “Will you go with them?”


  Harah answered the unspoken part of the question: “Tharthar will allow no harm to befall Alia. She knows we will soon be wives together, she and I, to share the same man. We have talked, Tharthar and I.” Harah looked up at Tharthar, back to Jessica. “We have an understanding.”


  Tharthar held out a hand for Alia, said: “We must hurry. The young men are leaving.”


  They pressed through the hangings, the child’s hand in the small woman’s hand, but the child seemed to be leading.


  “If Paul-Muad’Dib slay Stilgar, this will nor serve the Tribe,” Harah said. “Always before, it has been the way of succession, but times have changed.”


  “Times have changed for you, as well,” Jessica said.


  “You cannot think I doubt the outcome of such a battle,” Harah said. “Usul could not but win.”


  “That was my meaning,” Jessica said.


  “And you think my personal feelings enter into my judgment,” Harah said. She shook her head, her water rings tinkling at her neck. “How wrong you are. Perhaps you think, as well, that I regret not being the chosen of Usul, that I am jealous of Chani?”


  “You make your own choice as you are able,” Jessica said.


  “I pity Chani,” Harah said.


  Jessica stiffened. “What do you mean?”


  “I know what you think of Chani,” Harah said. “You think she is not the wife for your son.”


  Jessica settled back, relaxed on her cushions. “Perhaps,” she said.


  “You could be right,” Harah said. “If you are, you may find a surprising ally—Chani herself. She wants whatever is best for Him.”


  Jessica swallowed past a sudden tightening in her throat. “Chani’s very dear to me,” she said. “She could be no—”


  “Your rugs are very dirty in here,” Harah said. She swept her gaze around the floor, avoiding Jessica’s eyes. “So many people tramping through here all the time. You really should have them cleaned more often.”


  XX


  
    You cannot avoid the interplay of politics within an orthodox religion. This power struggle permeates the training, educating and disciplining of the orthodox community. Because of this pressure, the leaders of such a community inevitably must face that ultimate internal question: to succumb to complete opportunism as the price of maintaining their rule, or risk sacrificing themselves for the sake of the orthodox ethic.


    “Muad’Dib: The Religious Issues”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Paul waited on the sand outside the gigantic Maker’s line of approach. I must not wait like a smuggler—impatient and jittering, he reminded himself. I must be part of the desert.


  The thing was only minutes away now, filling the morning with the friction-hissing of its passage, its great teeth within the cavern-circle of its mouth spreading open like some enormous flower. The odor of spice from it dominated the air.


  His stillsuit rode easily on his body and he was only distantly aware of his nose plugs, the breathing mask. Stilgar’s teaching, the painstaking hours on the sand, overshadowed all else in his mind.


  “How far outside the Maker’s radius must you stand in pea sand?” Stilgar had asked him.


  And he had answered correctly: “Half a meter for every meter of the Maker’s diameter.”


  “Why?”


  “To avoid the vortex of its passage and still have time to run in and mount it.”


  “You see how many things you must know?” Stilgar said. “It is not enough that your knuckles against the sand can imitate the passage of a mouse.”


  “You are the teacher and I the pupil, Stil.”


  “You’ve ridden the little ones bred for the seed and the Water of Life,” Stilgar said. “And you’ve been taken up for the training rides on bigger ones. But what you’ll summon for your test is a wild Maker, an old man of the desert. You must have proper respect for such a one.” The thumper’s deep drumming blended now with the hiss of the approaching worm. Paul breathed deeply, smelling a mineral bitterness of sand even through his filters. The wild Maker, the old man of the desert, was almost on him. Its cresting front segments were throwing a sandwave that would sweep across his knees.


  Come up, you lovely monster, he thought. Up. You hear me calling.


  The sandwave lifted his feet. Surface dust swept across him. He steadied himself, his world dominated by the passage of that sand-clouded curving wall, that segmented cliff, the ring lines sharply defined in it.


  Paul lifted his hooks, sighted along them, leaned in. He felt them bite and pull him. He leaped upward, planting his feet against that wall, leaning out against the clinging barbs. This was the true instant of testing: if he had planted the hooks correctly at the leading edge of a ring segment, opening the segment, the worm would not roll down and crush him.


  The worm slowed. It glided across the thumper, silencing it. Slowly, it began to roll—up, up—bringing those irritant barbs as high as possible, away from the sand that threatened the soft inner lapping of its ring segment.


  Paul found himself riding upright atop the worm. He felt exultant, like an emperor surveying his world. He suppressed a sudden urge to cavort there, to turn the worm, to show off his mastery of this creature.


  Suddenly, he understood why Stilgar had warned him once about brash young men who danced and played with these monsters, doing handstands on their backs, removing both hooks and replanting them before the worm could spill them.


  Leaving one hook in place, Paul released the other and planted it lower down the side. When the second hook was firm and tested, he brought down the first one, thus worked his way down the side. The Maker rolled, and as it rolled, it turned, coming around the sweep of flour sand where the others waited.


  Paul saw them come up, using their hooks to climb, but avoiding the sensitive ring edges until they were on top. They rode at last in a triple line behind him, steadied against their hooks.


  Stilgar moved up through the ranks, checked the positioning of Paul’s hooks, glanced up at Paul’s smiling face.


  “You did it, eh?” Stilgar asked, raising his voice above the hiss of their passage. “That’s what you think? You did it?” He straightened. “Now, I tell you that was a very sloppy job. We have twelve-year-olds who do better. There was drumsand to your left where you waited. You could not retreat there if the worm turned that way.”


  The smile slipped from Paul’s face. “I saw the drumsand.”


  “Then why did you not signal for one of us to take up position secondary to you? It was a thing you could do even in the test.”


  Paul swallowed, faced into the wind of their passage.


  “You think it bad of me to say this now,” Stilgar said. “It is my duty. I think of your worth to the troop. If you had stumbled into that drumsand, the Maker would’ve turned toward you.”


  In spite of a surge of anger, Paul knew that Stilgar spoke the truth. It took a long minute and the full effort of the training he had received from his mother for Paul to recapture a feeling of calm. “I apologize,” he said. “It will not happen again.”


  “In a tight position, always leave yourself a secondary, someone to take the Maker if you cannot,” Stilgar said. “Remember that we work together. That way, we’re certain. We work together, eh?”


  He slapped Paul’s shoulder.


  “We work together,” Paul agreed. “Now,” Stilgar said, and his voice was harsh, “show me you know how to handle a Maker. Which side are we on?”


  Paul glanced down at the scaled ring surface on which they stood, noted the character and size of the scales, the way they grew larger off to his right, smaller to his left. Every worm, he knew, moved characteristically with one side up more frequently. As it grew older, the characteristic up-side became an almost constant thing. Bottom scales grew larger, heavier, smoother.


  Top scales could be told by size alone on a big worm.


  Shifting his hooks, Paul moved to the left. He motioned flankers down to open segments along the side and keep the worm on a straight course as it rolled. When he had it turned, he motioned two steersmen out of the line and into positions ahead.


  “Ach, haiiiii-yoh!” he shouted in the traditional call. The left-side steersman opened a ring segment there.


  In a majestic circle, the Maker turned to protect its opened segment. Full around it came and when it came and when it was headed back to the south, Paul shouted: “Geyrat!”


  The steersman released his hook. The Maker lined out in a straight course.


  Stilgar said: “Very good, Paul-Muad’Dib. With plenty of practice, you may yet become a sandrider.”


  Paul frowned, thinking: Was I not first up?


  From behind him, there came sudden laughter. The troop began chanting, flinging his name against the sky.


  “Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib!”


  And far to the rear along the worm’s surface, Paul heard the beat of the goaders pounding the tail segments. The worm began picking up speed. Their robes flapped in the wind. The abrasive sound of their passage increased.


  Paul looked back through the troop, found Chani’s face among them. He looked at her as he spoke to Stilgar. “Then I am a sandrider, Stil?”


  “Hal yawm! You are a sandrider this day.”


  “Then I may choose our destination?”


  “That’s the way of it.”


  “And I am a Fremen born this day here in the Habbanya erg. I have had no life before this day. I was as a child until this day.”


  “Not quite a child,” Stilgar said. He fastened a corner of his hood where the wind was whipping it.


  “But there was a cork sealing off my world, and that cork has been pulled.”


  “There is no cork.”


  “I would go south, Stilgar—twenty thumpers. I would see this land we make, this land that I’ve only seen through the eyes of others.” And I would see my son and my family, he thought. I need time now to consider the future-which-is-a-past within my mind. The turmoil comes and if I’m not where I can unravel it, the thing will run wild.


  Stilgar looked at him with a steady, measuring gaze. Paul kept his attention on Chani, seeing the interest quicken in her face, noting also the excitement his words had kindled in the troop.


  “The men are eager to raid with you in the Harkonnen sinks,” Stilgar said. “The sinks are only a thumper away.”


  “The Fedaykin have raided with me,” Paul said. “They’ll raid with me again until no Harkonnen breathes Arrakeen air.”


  Stilgar studied him as they rode, and Paul realized the man was seeing this moment through the memory of how he had risen to command of Tabr sietch and to leadership of the Council of Leaders now that Liet-Kynes was dead.


  He has heard the reports of unrest among the young Fremen, Paul thought.


  “Do you wish a gathering of the leaders?” Stilgar asked.


  Eyes blazed among the young men of the troop. They swayed as they rode, and they watched. And Paul saw the look of unrest in Chani’s glance, the way she looked from Stilgar, who was her uncle, to Paul-Muad’Dib, who was her mate.


  “You cannot guess what I want,” Paul said.


  And he thought: I cannot back down. I must hold control over these people.


  “You are mudir of the sandride this day,” Stilgar said. Cold formality rang in his voice. “How do you use this power?”


  We need time to relax, time for cool reflection, Paul thought.


  “We shall go south,” Paul said.


  “Even if I say we shall turn back to the north when this day is over?”


  “We shall go south,” Paul repeated.


  A sense of inevitable dignity enfolded Stilgar as he pulled his robe tightly around him. “There will be a Gathering,” he said. “I will send the messages.”


  He thinks I will call him out, Paul thought. And he knows he cannot stand against me.


  Paul faced south, feeling the wind against his exposed cheeks, thinking of the necessities that went into his decisions.


  They do not know how it is, he thought.


  But he knew he could not let any consideration deflect him. He had to remain on the central line of the gathering Time storm. There would come an instant when it could be unraveled, but only if he were where he could cut the central knot of it.


  I will not call him out if it can be helped, he thought. If there’s another way to prevent the jihad—


  “We’ll camp for the evening meal and prayer at Cave of Birds beneath Habbanya Ridge,” Stilgar said. He steadied himself with one hook against the swaying of the Maker, gestured ahead at a low rock barrier rising out of the desert.


  Paul studied the cliff, the great streaks of rock crossing it like waves. No green, no blossom softened that rigid horizon. Beyond it stretched the way to the southern desert—a course of at least ten days and nights, as fast as they could goad the Makers.


  Twenty thumpers.


  The way led far beyond the Harkonnen patrols. He knew how it would be. The dreams had shown him. One day, as they went, there’d be a faint change of color on the far horizon—such a slight change that he might feel he was imagining it out of his hopes—and there would be the new sietch.


  “Does my decision suit Muad’Dib?” Stilgar asked. Only the faintest touch of sarcasm tinged his voice, but Freemen ears around them, alert to every tone in a bird’s cry or a cielago’s piping message, heard the sarcasm and watched Paul to see what he would do.


  “Stilgar heard me swear my loyalty when we consecrated the Fedaykin,” Paul said. “My death commando know I spoke with honor. Does Stilgar doubt it?”


  Real pain exposed itself in Paul’s voice. Stilgar heard it and lowered his gaze.


  “Usul, the companion of my sietch, him I would never doubt,” Stilgar said. “But you are Paul-Muad’Dib, the Atreides Duke, and you are the Lisan al-Gaib, the Voice From the Outer World. This man I don’t even know.”


  Paul turned away to watch the Habbanya Ridge climb out of the desert. The Maker beneath them still felt strong and willing. It could carry them almost twice the distance of any other in Fremen experience. He knew it. There was nothing outside the stories told to children that could match this Old Man of the Desert. It was the stuff of a new legend, Paul realized.


  A hand gripped his shoulder.


  Paul looked at it, followed the arm to the face beyond it—the dark eyes of Stilgar exposed between filter mask and stillsuit hood.


  “The one who led Tabr sietch before me,” Stilgar said, “he was my friend. We shared dangers. He owed me his life many a time . . . and I owed him mine.”


  “I am your friend, Stilgar.”


  “No man doubts it,” Stilgar said. He removed his hand, shrugged. “It’s the Way.”


  Paul saw that Stilgar was too immersed in the Fremen way to consider the possibility of any other. Here, a leader took the reins from the dead hands of his predecessor, or slew among the strongest of his tribe if a leader died in the desert. Stilgar had risen to be a Naib in that way.


  “We should leave this Maker in deep sand,” Paul said.


  “Yes,” Stilgar agreed. “We could walk to the cave from here.”


  “We’ve ridden him far enough that he’ll bury himself and sulk for a day or so,” Paul said.


  “You’re the mudir of the sandride,” Stilgar said. “Say when we—” He broke off, stared at the eastern sky.


  Paul whirled. The spice-blue overcast on his eyes made the sky appear dark, a richly filtered azure against which a distant rhythmic flashing stood out in sharp contrast. Ornithopter!


  “One small ‘thopter,” Stilgar said. “Could be a scout,” Paul said. “Do you think they’ve seen us.”


  “At this distance we’re just a worm on the surface,” Stilgar said. He motioned with his left hand. “Off. Scatter on the sand.”


  The troop began working down the worm’s sides, dropping off, blending with the sand beneath their cloaks. Paul marked where Chani dropped. Presently, only he and Stilgar remained.


  “First up, last off,” Paul said. Stilgar nodded, dropped down the side on his hooks, leaped onto the sand. Paul waited until the Maker was safely clear of the scatter area, then released his hooks. This was the tricky moment with a worm not completely exhausted.


  Freed of its goads and hooks, the big worms burrowing into the sand. Paul ran lightly back along its broad surface, judged his moment carefully and leaped off. He landed running, lunged against the slipface of a dune the way he had been taught, and hid himself beneath the cascade of sand over his robe. Now, the waiting—


  Paul turned gently, exposed a crack of sky beneath a crease in his robe. He imagined the others back along their path doing the same.


  He heard the beat of the ’thopter’s wings before he saw it. There was a whisper of jetpods and it came over his patch of desert, turned in a broad arc toward the ridge.


  An unmarked ’thopter, Paul noted.


  It flew out of sight beyond Habbanya Ridge.


  A bird cry sounded. Another.


  Paul shook himself free of sand, climbed to a dune top. Other figures stood out in a line trailing away from the ridge. He recognized Chani and Stilgar among them, breathed easier.


  Stilgar signaled toward the ridge.


  The troop began its sandwalk, assembling and gliding over the surface in a broken rhythm that would disturb no Maker. Stilgar paced himself beside Paul along a dune crest.


  “It was a smuggler craft,” Stilgar said.


  “So it seemed,” Paul said. “This is deep desert for smugglers. They know our law.”


  “They’ve their difficulties, too,” Stilgar said.


  “They may venture deeper,” Paul said.


  “True.”


  “It wouldn’t be well for them to venture too deep into the south. Smugglers sell information, too.”


  “You think they were hunting information rather than spice?” Stilgar asked.


  “Possibly, but they’ll have a wing and a crawler around to collect chance pockets of spice. We’ve spice. Let’s bait a patch of sand and catch us some smugglers. They should be taught this is our land.” Paul hesitated, then: “And the troop needs real practice with our newest weapons.”


  “Now, Usul speaks,” Stilgar said. “Usul thinks Fremen.”


  But Usul must give way before ruthless decisions that match a Terrible Purpose, Paul thought.


  He could feel the storm-shape of the jihad looming all around—its face the face of the Race Consciousness leering at him.


  XXI


  
    When law and duty are one, united by religion, you never become fully conscious, fully aware of yourself. You are always a little less than an individual.


    “Muad’Dib: The 99 Wonders of The Universe”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  The spice factory with its parent carrier and ring of drone ornithopters came over a lifting of dunes like a swarm of insects following its queen. Ahead of the swarm stretched one of the low rock ridges that lifted from the desert floor like small imitations of the shieldwalls. The dry beaches of the ridge were swept clean by a recent storm.


  In the con-bubble of the factory, Gurney Halleck leaned forward, adjusted the oil lenses of his binoculars and examined the landscape. Beyond the ridge, he could see a dark patch that might be a spice-blow, and he signaled a hovering ornithopter to investigate.


  The ’thopter waggled its wings to indicate it had the signal. It broke away from the swarm, sped down toward the darkened sand, circled the area with its detectors dangling close to the surface.


  Almost immediately, it went through the wing-tucked dip and circle that told the waiting factory spice had been found.


  Gurney sheathed his binoculars, knowing the others had seen the signal. He liked this spot. The ridge offered some shielding and protection. This was deep in the desert, an unlikely place for an ambush . . . still—Gurney signaled for a crew to hover over the ridge, to scan it, sent reserves to take up station in pattern around the area—not too high because then they could be seen from afar by Harkonnen detectors.


  He doubted, though, that Harkonnen patrols would be this far south. This was still Freemen country.


  Gurney checked his weapons, damning the fate that made shields useless out here. Anything that summoned a worm had to be avoided at all costs. He rubbed the whipvine scar along his jaw, studying the scene, decided it would be safest to lead a ground party through the ridge. Inspection on foot was still the most certain way. You couldn’t be too careful when Fremen and Harkonnen were at each other’s throats.


  It was Fremen that worried him here. They didn’t mind trading for all the spice you could afford, but they were devils on the warpath if you stepped a foot where they forbade you to go. And they were so cunning of late.


  It annoyed Gurney, the cunning and adroitness in battle these natives displayed. They showed a sophistication in warfare as good as anything he had ever encountered, and he had been trained by the best fighters in the universe then seasoned in battles where only the superior few survived.


  Again, Gurney scanned the landscape, wondering why he felt uneasy. Perhaps it was the worm they had seen . . . but that was on the other side of the ridge.


  A head popped up into the con-bubble beside Gurney—the factory commander, a one-eyed old pirate with full beard, the blue eyes and milky teeth of a spice diet.


  “Looks like a rich patch, sir,” the factory commander said. “Shall I take ’er in?”


  “Come down at the edge of that ridge,” Gurney ordered. “Let me disembark with my men. You can tractor out to the spice from there. We’ll have a look at that rock.”


  “Aye.”


  “In case of trouble,” Gurney said, “save the factory. We’ll lift in the ’thopters.”


  The factory commander saluted. “Aye, sir.” He popped back down through the hatch.


  Again, Gurney scanned the horizon. He had to respect the possibility that there were Fremen here and he was trespassing. Fremen worried him, their toughness and unpredictability. Many things about this business worried him, but the rewards were great. The fact that he couldn’t send spotters high overhead worried him, too. The necessity of radio silence added to his uneasiness.


  The factory crawler turned, began to descend. Gently, it glided down to the dry beach at the foot of the ridge. Treads touched sand.


  Gurney opened the bubble dome, released his safety straps. The instant the factory stopped, he was out, slamming the bubble closed behind him, scrambling out over the tread guards to swing down to the sand beyond the emergency netting. The five men of his personal guard were out with him, emerging from the nose hatch. Others released the factory’s carrier wing. It detached, lifted away to fly in a parking circle low overhead.


  Immediately, the big factory crawler lurched off, swinging away from the ridge toward the dark patch of spice out on the sand.


  A ’thopter swooped down nearby, skidded to a stop. Another followed and another. They disgorged Gurney’s platoon and lifted to hover-flight.


  Gurney tested his muscles in his stillsuit, stretching. He left the filter mask off his face, losing moisture for the sake of a greater need—the carrying power of his voice if he has lo shout commands. He began climbing up into the rocks, checking the terrain—pebbles and pea sand underfoot, the smell of spice.


  Good site for an emergency base, he thought. Might be sensible to bury a few supplies here.


  He glanced back, watching his men spread out as they followed him. Good men, even the new ones he hadn’t had time to test. Good men. Didn’t have to be told every time what to do. Not a shield glimmer showed on any of them. No cowards in this bunch, carrying shields into the desert where a worm could sense the field and come to rob them of the spice they found.


  From this slight elevation in the rocks, Gurney could see the spice patch about half a kilometer away and the crawler just reaching the near edge. He glanced up at the coverflight, noting the altitude—not too high. He nodded to himself, turned to resume his climb up the ridge.


  In that instant, the ridge erupted.


  Twelve roaring paths of flame streaked upward to the hovering ’thopters and carrier wing. There came a blasting of metal from the factory crawler, and the rocks around Gurney were suddenly full of hooded fighting men.


  Gurney had time to think: By the horns of the Great Mother! Rockets! They dare to use rockets!


  Then he was face to face with a hooded figure who crouched low, crysknife at the ready. Two more men stood waiting on the rocks above to the left and right. Only the eyes of the fighting man ahead of him were visible to Gurney through hood and veil of a sand-colored burnoose, but the crouch and readiness warned him that here was a trained fighting man. The eyes were the blue-in-blue of the deep-desert Fremen.


  Gurney moved one hand toward his own knife, kept his eyes fixed on the other’s knife. If they dared use rockets, they’d have other projectile weapons. This moment argued extreme caution. He could tell by sound alone that at least part of his skycover had been knocked out. There were gruntings, too, the noise of several struggles behind him.


  The eyes of the fighting man ahead of Gurney followed the motion of hand toward knife, came back to glare into Gurney’s eyes.


  “Leave the knife in its sheath, Gurney Halleck,” the man said.


  Gurney hesitated. That voice sounded oddly familiar even through a stillsuit filter.


  “You know my name?” he said.


  “You’ve no need of a knife with me, Gurney,” the man said. He straightened, slipped his crysknife back beneath his robe. “Tell your men to stop their useless resistance.”


  The man threw his hood back, swung the filter aside.


  The shock of what he saw froze Gurney’s muscles. He thought at first he was looking at a ghost image of Duke Leto Atreides. Full recognition came slowly.


  “Paul,” he whispered. Then louder: “Is it truly Paul?”


  “Don’t you trust your own eyes?” Paul asked.


  “They said you were dead,” Gurney rasped. He took a half step forward.


  “Tell your men to submit,” Paul commanded. He waved toward the lower reaches of the ridge.


  Gurney turned, reluctant to take his eyes off Paul. He saw only a few knots of struggle. Hooded desert men seemed to be everywhere around. The factory crawler lay silent with Fremen standing atop it. There were no aircraft overhead.


  “Stop the fighting,” Gurney bellowed. He took a deep breath, cupped his hands for a megaphone. “This is Gurney Halleck! Stop the fight!”


  Slowly, warily, the struggling figures separated. Eyes turned toward him, questioning.


  “These are friends,” Gurney called.


  “Fine friends!” someone shouted back. “Half our people murdered.”


  “It’s a mistake,” Gurney said. “Don’t add to it.”


  He turned back to Paul, stared into the youth’s blue-blue Fremen eyes.


  A smile touched Paul’s mouth, but there was a hardness in the expression that reminded Gurney of the Old Duke, Paul’s grandfather.


  Gurney saw then the sinewy harshness to Paul that had never before been seen in an Atreides—a leathery look to the skin, a squint to the eyes and calculation in the glance that seemed to weigh everything in sight.


  “They said you were dead,” Gurney repeated.


  “And it seemed the best protection to let them think so,” Paul said.


  Gurney realized that was all the apology he’d ever get for having been abandoned to his own resources, left to believe his young Duke . . . his friend, was dead. He wondered then if there were anything left here of the boy he had known and trained in the ways of fighting men.


  Paul took a step closer to Gurney, found that his eyes were smarting. “Gurney—”


  It seemed to happen of itself, and they were embracing, pounding each other on the back, feeling the reassurance of solid flesh.


  “You young pup! You young pup!” Gurney kept saying.


  And Paul: “Gurney, man! Gurney, man!”


  Presently, they stepped apart, looked at each other. Gurney took a deep breath. “So you’re why the Fremen have grown so wise in battle tactics. I might’ve known. They keep doing things I could’ve planned myself. If I’d only known—” He shook his head. “If you’d only got word to me, lad. Nothing would’ve stopped me. I’d have come arunning and—”


  A look in Paul’s eyes stopped him . . . the hard, weighing stare.


  Gurney sighed. “Sure, and there’d have been those who wondered why Gurney Halleck went arunning, and some would’ve done more than question. They’d have gone hunting for answers.”


  Paul nodded, glanced to the waiting Fremen around them—the looks of curious appraisal on the faces of the Fedaykin. He turned from the death commandos back to Gurney. Finding his former swordmaster filled him with elation. He saw it as a good omen, a sign that he was on the course of the Future where all was well.


  With Gurney at my side—


  Paul glanced down the ridge past the Fedaykin, studied the smuggler crew who had come with Halleck.


  “How do your men stand, Gurney?” he asked.


  “They’re smugglers all,” Gurney said. “They stand where the profit is.”


  “Little enough profit in our venture,” Paul said, and he noted the subtle finger signal flashed to him by Gurney’s right hand—the old hand code out of their past. There were men to fear and distrust in the smuggler crew.


  Paul pulled at his lip to indicate he understood, looked up at the men standing guard above them on the rocks. He saw Stilgar there. Memory of the unsolved problem with Stilgar cooled some of Paul’s elation.


  “Stilgar,” he said, “this is Gurney Halleck of whom you’ve heard me speak. My father’s master-of-arms, one of the swordmasters who instructed me, an old friend. He can be trusted in any venture.”


  “I hear,” Stilgar said. “You are his Duke.”


  Paul stared at the dark visage above him, wondering at the reasons which had impelled Stilgar to say just that. His Duke. There had been a strange, subtle intonation in Stilgar’s voice, as though he would rather have said something else. And that wasn’t like Stilgar, who was a leader of Fremen, a man who spoke his mind.


  My Duke! Gurney thought. He looked anew at Paul. Yes, with Leto dead, the title fell on Paul’s shoulders.


  The pattern of the Fremen war on Arrakis began to take on new shape in Gurney’s mind. My Duke! A place that had been dead within him began coming alive. Only part of his awareness focused on Paul ordering that the smuggler crew be disarmed until they could be questioned.


  Gurney’s mind returned to the command when he heard some of his men protesting. He shook his head, whirled. “Are you men deaf?” he barked. “This is the rightful Duke of Arrakis. Obey him.”


  Grumbling, the smugglers submitted.


  Paul moved up beside Gurney, spoke in a low voice. “I’d not have expected you to walk into this trap, Gurney.”


  “I’m properly chastened,” Gurney said. “I’ll wager yon patch of spice is little more than a sand grain’s thickness, a bait to lure us.”


  “That’s a wager you’d win,” Paul said. He looked down at the men being disarmed. “Are there any more of my father’s men among your crew?”


  “None. We’re spread thin. There’re a few among the free traders. Most have taken their profits and spent them to leave this place.”


  “But you stayed.”


  “I stayed.”


  “Because Rabban is here,” Paul said.


  “I thought I had nothing left but revenge,” Gurney said.


  An oddly chopped cry sounded from the ridgetop. Gurney looked up to see a Fremen waving his kerchief.


  “A Maker comes,” Paul said. He moved out to a point of rock with Gurney following, looked off to the southwest. The burrow mound of a worm could be seen in the middle distance, a dust-crowned track that cut directly through the dunes on a course toward the ridge.


  “He’s big enough,” Paul said.


  A clattering sound lifted from the factory crawler below them. It turned on its treads like a giant insect, lumbered toward the rocks.


  “Too bad we couldn’t have saved the carryall,” Paul said.


  Gurney glanced at him, looked back to the patches of smoke and debris out on the desert where carryall and ornithopters had been brought down by Fremen rockets. He felt a sudden pang for the men lost there—his men, said: “Your father would’ve been more concerned for the men he couldn’t save.”


  Paul shot a hard stare at him, lowered his gaze. Presently, he said: “They were your friends, Gurney. I understand. To us, though, they were trespassers who might see things they shouldn’t see. You must understand that.”


  “I understand it well enough,” Gurney said. “Now, I’m curious to see what I shouldn’t.”


  Paul looked up to see the old and well-remembered wolfish grin on Halleck’s face, the ripple of the inkvine scar along the man’s jaw.


  Gurney nodded toward the desert below them. Fremen were going about their business all over the landscape. It struck him that none of them appeared worried by the approach of the worm.


  A thumping sounded from the open dunes beyond the baited patch of spice—a deep drumming that seemed to be heard through their feet. Gurney saw Fremen spread out across the sand there in the path of the worm.


  The worm came on like some great sandfish, cresting the surface, its rings rippling and twisting. In a moment, from his vantage point above the desert, Gurney saw the taking of a worm—the daring leap of the first hookman, the turning of the creature, the way an entire band of men went up the scaly, glistening curve of the worm’s side.


  “There’s one of the things you shouldn’t have seen,” Paul said.


  “There’ve been stories and rumors,” Gurney said. “But it’s not a thing easy to believe without seeing it.” He shook his head. “The creature all men on Arrakis fear, you treat it like a riding animal.”


  “You heard my father speak of desert power,” Paul said. “There it is. The surface of this planet is ours. No storm nor creature nor condition can stop us.”


  [image: ]


  Us, Gurney thought. He means the Fremen. He speaks of himself as one of them. Again, Gurney looked at the spice blue in Paul’s eyes. His own eyes, he knew, had a touch of the color, but smugglers could get offworld foods and there was a subtle caste implication in the tone of the eyes among them. They spoke of “the touch of the spicebrush” to mean a man had gone too native. And there was always a hint of distrust in the idea.


  “There was a time when we did not ride the Maker in the light of day in these latitudes,” Paul said.


  “But Rabban has little enough air cover left that he can waste it looking for a few specks in the sand.” He looked at Gurney. “Your aircraft were a shock to us here.”


  To us . . . to us—


  Gurney shook his head to drive out such thoughts. “We weren’t the shock to you that you were to us,” he said.


  “What’s the talk of Rabban in the sinks and villages?” Paul asked.


  “They say they’ve fortified the graben villages to the point where you cannot harm them. They say they need only sit inside their defenses while you wear yourselves out in futile attack.”


  “In a word,” Paul said, “they’re immobilized.”


  “While you can go where you will,” Gurney said.


  “It’s a tactic I learned from you,” Paul said. “They’ve lost the initiative which means they’ve lost the war.”


  Gurney smiled, a slow, knowing expression.


  “Our enemy is exactly where I want him to be,” Paul said. He glanced at Gurney. “Well, Gurney, do you enlist with me for the finish of this campaign?”


  “Enlist?” Gurney stared at him. “My Lord, I’ve never left your service. You’re the one left me . . . to think you dead. And I, being cast adrift, made what shrift I could, waiting for the moment I might sell my life for what it’s worth—the death of Rabban.”


  An embarrassed silence settled over Paul.


  A woman came climbing up the rocks toward them, her eyes between stillsuit hood and face mask flicking between Paul and his companion. She stopped in front of Paul and Gurney noted the possessive air about her, the way she stood close to Paul.


  “Chani,” Paul said, “this is Gurney Halleck. You’ve heard me speak of him.”


  She looked at Halleck, back to Paul. “I have heard.”


  “Where did the men go on the Maker?” Paul asked.


  “They but diverted it to give us time to save the equipment.”


  “Well then—” Paul broke off, sniffed the air.


  “There’s wind coming,” Chani said.


  A voice called out from the ridgetop above them: “Ho, there—the wind!”


  Gurney saw a quickening of motion among the Fremen now—a rushing about and sense of hurry. A thing the worm had not ignited was brought about by fear of the wind. The factory crawler lumbered up onto the dry beach below them and a way was opened for it among the rocks—and the rocks closed behind it so neatly that the passage escaped his eyes.


  “Have you many such hiding places?” Gurney asked.


  “Many times many,” Paul said. He looked at Chani. “Find Korba.


  Tell him that Gurney has warned me there are men among this smuggler crew who’re not to be trusted.”


  She looked once at Gurney, back to Paul, nodded, and was off down the rocks, leaping with a gazellelike agility.


  “She is your woman,” Gurney said.


  “The mother of my firstborn,” Paul said. “There’s another Leto among the Atreides.”


  Gurney accepted this with only a widening of the eyes.


  Paul watched the action around them with a critical eye. A curry color dominated the southern sky now and there came fitful bursts and gusts of wind that whipped dust around their heads.


  “Seal your suit,” Paul said. And he fastened the mask and hood about his face.


  Gurney obeyed, thankful for the filters and the clean air.


  Paul spoke, his voice muffled by the filter: “Which of your crew don’t you trust, Gurney?”


  “There’re some new recruits,” Gurney said. “Offworlders—” He hesitated, wondering at himself suddenly. Offworlders. The word had come so easily to his tongue.


  “Yes?” Paul said.


  “They’re not like the usual fortune-hunting lot we get,” Gurney said. “They’re tougher.”


  “Harkonnen spies?” Paul asked.


  “I think, M’Lord, that they report to no Harkonnen. I suspect they’re men of the Imperial service. They have a hint of Salusa Secundus about them.”


  Paul shot a sharp glance at him. “Sardaukar?”


  Gurney shrugged. “They could be, but it’s masked.”


  Paul nodded, thinking how easily Gurney had fallen back into the pattern of Atreides retainer—but with subtle reservations . . . differences. Arrakis had changed him, too.


  Two hooded Fremen emerged from raw broken rock below them, began climbing upward. One of them carried a large black bundle over a shoulder.


  “Where are my crew now?” Gurney asked.


  “Secure in the rocks below us,” Paul said. “We’ve a cave here—Cave of Birds. We’ll decide what to do with them after the storm.” A voice called from above them: “Muad’Dib!”


  Paul turned at the call, saw a Fremen guard motioning them down to the cave. He signaled he had heard.


  Gurney was studying him with a new expression. “You’re Muad’Dib?” he asked. “You’re the will-o-the-sand?”


  “It’s my Fremen name,” Paul said.


  Gurney turned away, feeling an oppressive sense of foreboding. Half his own crew dead on the sand, the others captive. He did not care about the new recruits, the suspicious ones, but among the others were good men, friends, people for whom he felt responsible. “We’ll decide what to do with them after the storm.” That’s what Paul had said. Muad’Dib had said. And Gurney recalled the stories told of Muad’Dib, the Lisan al-Gaib—how he had taken the skin of a Harkonnen officer to make his drumheads, how he was surrounded by death commandos, Fedaykin who leaped into battle with their death chants on their lips.


  Him.


  The two Fremen climbing up the rocks leaped lightly to a shelf in front of Paul. The dark-faced one said: “All secure, Muad’Dib. We best get below now.”


  “Right.”


  Gurney noted the tone of the man’s voice—half command and half request. This was the man called Stilgar, another figure of the new Fremen legends.


  Paul looked at the bundle the other man carried, said: “Korba, what’s in the bundle?”


  Stilgar answered: “ ’Twas in the crawler. It had the initials of your friend here and it contains a baliset. I heard you speak the prowess of Gurney Halleck on the baliset.” Gurney studied the speaker, seeing the edge of black beard above the stillsuit mask, the hawk stare, the chiseled nose.


  “You’ve a companion who thinks, M’Lord,” Gurney said. “Thank you, Stilgar.”


  Stilgar signaled for his companion to pass the bundle to Gurney, said: “Thank your Lord Duke. His countenance earns your admittance here.”


  Gurney accepted the bundle, puzzled by the hard undertones in this conversation. There was an air of challenge about the man, and Gurney wondered if it could be a feeling of jealousy in the Fremen. Here was someone called Gurney Halleck who’d known Paul even in the times before Arrakis, a man who shared a cameraderie that Stilgar could never invade.


  “You are two I’d have be friends,” Paul said.


  “Stilgar, the Fremen, is a name of renown,” Gurney said. “Any killer of Harkonnens I’d feel honored to count among my friends.”


  “Will you touch hands with my friend Gurney Halleck, Stilgar?” Paul asked.


  Slowly, Stilgar extended his hand, gripped the heavy callouses of Gurney’s swordhand. “There’re few who haven’t heard the name of Gurney Halleck,” he said, and released his grip. He turned to Paul. “The storm comes rushing.”


  “At once,” Paul said.


  Stilgar turned away, led them down through the rocks, a twisting and turning path into a shadowed cleft that admitted them to the low entrance of a cave. Men hurried to fasten a doorseal behind them. Glowglobes showed a broad dome-ceilinged space with a raised ledge on one side and passage leading off from it.


  Paul leaped to the ledge with Gurney right behind him, led the way into the passage. The others headed for another passage opposite the entrance. They passed through an anteroom and into a chamber with dark wine-colored hangings on its walls.


  “We can have some privacy here for a while,” Paul said. “The others will respect my—”


  An alarm cymbal clanged from the outer chamber, was followed by shouting and clashing of weapons. Paul whirled, ran back through the anteroom and out onto the atrium lip above the outer chamber. Gurney was right behind him, weapon drawn.


  Beneath them on the floor of the cave swirled a melee of struggling figures. Paul stood an instant assessing the scene, separating the Fremen robes and bourkas from the costumes of those they opposed. Senses that his mother had trained to detect the most subtle clues picked out a significant fact—the Fremen fought against men wearing smuggler robes, but the smugglers were crouched in trios, backed into triangles where pressed.


  Close fighting was a trademark of the Imperial Sardaukar.


  A Fedaykin in the crowd saw Paul, and his battlecry was lifted to echo in the chamber: “Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib!”


  Another eye also had picked Paul out. A black knife came hurtling toward him. Paul dodged, heard the knife clatter against stone behind him, glanced to see Gurney retrieve it.


  The triangular knots were being pressed back now.


  Gurney held the knife up in front of Paul’s eyes, pointed to the hairline yellow coil of Imperial color, the golden lion crest’s multifaceted eyes at the pommel.


  Sardaukar for certain.


  Paul stepped out to the lip of the ledge. Only three of the Sardaukar remained. Bloody rag-mounds of Sardaukar and Fremen lay in a twisted pattern across the chamber.


  “Hold!” Paul shouted. “The Duke Paul Atreides commands you to hold!”


  The fighting wavered, hesitated.


  “You Sardaukar!” Paul called to the remaining group. “By whose orders do you threaten a ruling Duke?” And, quickly, as his men started to press in around the Sardaukar: “Hold, I say!”


  One of the cornered trio straightened. “Who says we’re Sardaukar?” he demanded.


  Paul took the knife from Gurney, held it aloft. “This says you’re Sardaukar.”


  “Then who says you’re a ruling Duke?” the man demanded.


  Paul gestured to the Fedaykin. “These men say I’m a ruling Duke. Your own Emperor bestowed Arrakis on House Atreides. I am House Atreides.”


  The Sardaukar stood silent, fidgeting.


  Paul studied the man—tall, flat-featured with a pale scar across half his left cheek. Anger and confusion betrayed themselves in his manner, but still there was that pride about him without which a Sardaukar appeared undressed—and with which he could appear fully clothed though naked.


  Paul glanced to one of his Fedaykin lieutenants, Said: “Korba, how came they to have weapons?”


  “They held back knives concealed in cunning pockets within their stillsuits,” the lieutenant said.


  Paul surveyed the dead and wounded across the chamber, brought his attention back to the lieutenant. There was no need for words. The lieutenant lowered his eyes.


  “Where is Chani?” Paul asked and waited, breath held, for the answer.


  “Stilgar spirited her aside.” He nodded toward the other passage, glanced at the dead and wounded. “I hold myself responsible for this mistake, Muad’Dib.”


  “How many of these Sardaukar were there, Gurney?” Paul asked.


  “Ten.”


  Paul leaped lightly to the floor of the chamber, strode across to stand within striking distance of the Sardaukar spokesman.


  A tense air came over the Fedaykin. They did not like him thus exposed to danger. This was the thing they were pledged to prevent because the Fremen wished to preserve the wisdom of Muad’Dib.


  Without turning, Paul spoke to his lieutenant: “How many are our casualties?”


  “Four wounded, two dead.”


  Paul saw motion beyond the Sardaukar, Chani and Stilgar standing in the other passage. He returned his attention to the Sardaukar, staring into the offworld whites of the spokesman’s eyes. “You, what is your name?” Paul demanded.


  The man stiffened, glanced left and right.


  “Don’t try it,” Paul said. “It’s obvious to me that you were ordered to seek out and destroy Muad’Dib. I’ll warrant you were the ones suggested seeking spice in the deep desert.”


  A gasp from Gurney behind him brought a thin smile to Paul’s lips.


  Blood suffused the Sardaukar’s face.


  “What you see before you is more than Muad’Dib,” Paul said. “Seven of you are dead for two of us. Three for one. Pretty good against Sardaukar, eh?”


  The man came up on his toes, sank back as the Fedaykin pressed forward.


  “I asked your name,” Paul said, and he called up the subtleties of Voice: “Tell me your name!”


  “Captain Aramsham, Imperial Sardaukar!” the man snapped. His jaw dropped. He stared at Paul in confusion. The manner about him that had dismissed this cavern as a barbarian warren melted away.


  “Well, captain,” Paul said, “the Harkonnens would pay dearly to learn what you now know. And the Emperor—what he wouldn’t give to learn an Atreides still lives despite his treachery.”


  The captain glanced left and right at the two men remaining to him. Paul could almost see the thoughts turning over in the man’s head. Sardaukar did not submit, but the Emperor had to learn of this threat.


  Still using the Voice, Paul said: “Submit, captain.”


  The man at the captain’s left leaped without warning toward Paul, met the flashing impact of his own captain’s knife in his chest. The man hit the floor in a sodden heap with the knife still in him.


  The captain faced his sole remaining companion. “I decide what best serves His Majesty,” he said. “Understood?”


  The other Sardaukar’s shoulders slumped.


  “Drop your weapon,” the captain said.


  The Sardaukar obeyed.


  The captain returned his attention to Paul. “I have killed a friend for you,” he said. “Let us always remember that.”


  “You’re my prisoners,” Paul said. “You submitted to me.


  Whether you live or die is of no importance.” He motioned to his guard to take the two Sardaukar, signaled the lieutenant who had searched the prisoners.


  The guard moved in, hustled the Sardaukar away.


  Paul bent toward his lieutenant.


  “Muad’Dib,” the man said. “I failed you in—”


  “The failure was mine, Korba,” Paul said. “I should’ve warned you what to seek. In the future, when searching Sardaukar, remember this. Remember, too, that each has a false toenail or two that, combined with other items secreted about their bodies, make an effective transmitter. They’ll have capsule teeth, coils of shigawire in their hair—so fine you can barely detect it, yet strong enough to garrot a man and cut off his head. You must scan Sardaukar—both reflex and hard ray—cut off every scrap of body hair . . . and when you’re through, be certain you’ve missed something deadly.”


  Paul looked at Gurney, who had moved close to listen.


  “We best kill them,” Korba said.


  Still looking at Gurney, Paul said: “I want them to escape.”


  Gurney’s eyes went wide. “Your man here is right, Sire,” he said. “Kill those prisoners. Destroy all evidence of them. You’ve shamed Imperial Sardaukar! If the Emperor learns, he’ll not rest until he has you over a slow fire.”


  “Let the Emperor take his chances and I’ll take mine,” Paul said. He spoke slowly, coldly. A sum of decisions had accumulated in his awareness while he faced the Sardaukar. It was a critical change in his essential being, a maturing of the fibers woven into him from other possible lives. “I’ve my own form of slow fire waiting for my Imperial kinsman.” Then, so suddenly that Gurney stiffened: “Gurney! Are there many Guildsmen around Rabban?”


  Gurney’s eyes went to slits, then: “Rabban’s entourage crawls with Spacing Guild agents. They’re buying spice as though it were the most precious thing in the universe. And the price! Why else do you think my smuggler band ventured this far into—”


  “It is the most precious thing in the universe,” Paul said. “To them.” He glanced toward Stilgar and Chani who were crossing the chamber toward him. “And we control it, Gurney.”


  “The Harkonnens control it!” Gurney protested.


  “Who can destroy a thing controls it,” Paul said. He waved a hand to silence further argument, nodded to Stilgar who stopped in front of Paul with Chani beside him.


  Paul held the Sardaukar knife in his left hand, presented it to Stilgar. “You exist for the good of the Tribe,” Paul said. “Could you draw my life’s blood with that knife?”


  “For the good of the Tribe,” Stilgar growled. “Are you calling me out?”


  Gurney moved closer, but Paul waved him back.


  “If I call you out,” Paul said, “I shall stand there without weapon and let you slay me.”


  Stilgar drew a quick, sharp breath.


  Chani said: “Usul!” She glanced at Gurney, back to Paul.


  While Stilgar weighed the words, Paul said: “You’re a fighting man, Stilgar. When the Sardaukar attacked, you weren’t in front of the battle. Your first thought was to spirit Chani to a place of safety.”


  “She’s my niece,” Stilgar said. “Of course, if there’d been any doubt of your Fedaykin handling those scum—”


  “But your first thought was of Chani,” Paul said.


  “No.”


  “Oh?”


  “My first thought was of you, Usul.”


  “Could you lift your hand against me?” Paul asked.


  Stilgar began to tremble. “It’s the Way!” he muttered.


  “It’s the Way to kill strangers in the desert and take their water as the gift of Shai-Hulud,” Paul said. “Yet you permitted my mother and me to live.”


  As Stilgar remained silent, Paul said: “Ways change, Stil. You’ve changed them yourself.”


  Stilgar looked down at the yellow emblem on the knife he held.


  “When I am Duke in Arrakeen with Chani by my side, do you think I’ll have time to concern myself with every detail of governing Tabr sietch?” Paul asked. “Do you concern yourself with the internal problems of every family?”


  Stilgar continued staring at the knife.


  “Do you think I wish to cut off my right arm?” Paul demanded. Slowly, Stilgar looked up at him. “You!” Paul said. “Do you think I wish to deprive myself or the Tribe of your wisdom and strength?”


  In a low voice, Stilgar said: “The young man of my tribe whose name is known to me, this young man I could kill on the challenge floor, Shai-hulud willing. The Lisan al-Gaib, him I could not harm. You knew this when you handed me this knife.”


  “I knew it,” Paul agreed.


  Stilgar opened his hand. The knife clattered against the stone of the floor. “Ways change,” he said.


  “Chani,” Paul said. “Go to my mother, send her here that her counsel will be available in—”


  “But you said we would go to the south!” she protested.


  “I was wrong,” he said. “The Harkonnens are not there. The war is not there.”


  She took a deep breath, accepting this as a desert woman accepted all necessities in the midst of a life involved with death.


  “You will give my mother a message for her ears alone,” Paul said. “Tell her that Stilgar acknowledges me Duke of Arrakis, but a way must be found to make the young men accept this without combat.” Chani glanced at Stilgar.


  “Do as he says,” Stilgar growled. “We both know he could overcome me . . . and I could not raise my hand against him . . . for the good of the Tribe.”


  “I shall return with your mother,” Chani said.


  “Send her,” Paul said. “Stilgar’s instinct was right. I am stronger when you are safe. You will remain in the sietch.”


  She started to protest, swallowed it.


  “Sihaya,” Paul said, using his intimate name for her. He whirled away to the right, met Gurney’s glaring eyes.


  The interchange between Paul and the older Fremen had passed as though in a cloud around Gurney since Paul’s reference to his mother. “Your mother,” Gurney said. “Idaho saved us the night of the raid,” Paul said, distracted by the parting with Chani. “Right now we’ve—”


  “What of Duncan Idaho, M’Lord?” Gurney asked.


  “He’s dead—buying us a bit of time to escape.”


  The she-witch alive! Gurney thought. The one I swore vengeance against, alive! And it’s obvious Paul doesn’t know what manner of creature gave him birth. The evil one! Betrayed his own father to the Harkonnens!


  Paul pressed past him, jumped up to the ledge. He glanced back, noted that the wounded and dead had been removed, and he thought bitterly that here was another chapter in the legend of Paul-Muad’Dib. I didn’t even draw my knife, but it’ll be said of this day that I slew twenty Sardaukar by my own hand.


  Gurney followed with Stilgar, stepping on ground that he did not even feel. The cavern with its yellow light of glowglobes was forced out of his thoughts by rage. The she-witch alive while those she betrayed are bones in lonesome graves. I must contrive it that Paul learns the truth about her before I slay her.


  XXII


  
    How often the angry man rages denial of what his inner self tries to tell him.


    “The Collected Sayings of Muad’Dib”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  The crowd in the cavern assembly chamber seethed with that pack feeling Jessica had sensed the day Paul killed Jamis—the same nervous muttering with little cliques gathered like knots among the robes.


  Jessica emerged to the ledge from Paul’s quarters. She felt rested after the long journey from the south, but still rankled that Paul had not sent a captured ornithopter.


  “We don’t have full control of the air,” he said. “And we must not grow dependent upon offworld fuel. Both fuel and aircraft must be saved for the day of maximum effort.”


  Paul stood with a group of younger men near the ledge. Pale glowglobes gave the scene a tinge of unreality. It was like a tableaux spaced out with warren smells, whispers and the shuffling of feet.


  She studied her son, thinking of the message cylinder she had brought him, recalling his surprise. And she wondered why he hadn’t brought out his own surprise—Gurney Halleck. Thinking of Gurney disturbed her with memories of the easier past, the lost days of love and beauty with Paul’s father. She hardened herself against those memories.


  Stilgar, wrapped in a silent feeling of inevitable dignity, stood with his own group at the other end of the ledge. We cannot lose that man, Jessica thought. The plan must work.


  She strode down the ledge, passed Stilgar without a glance, stepped into the crowd. Way was made for her as she headed toward Paul. And silence followed her.


  She knew the meaning of the silence—the unspoken questions of the people, the awe of the Reverend Mother.


  The young men drew back from Paul as she came up to him, and she found herself momentarily dismayed by the new deference they paid him. “All men beneath your position covet your station,” went the Bene Gesserit axiom. But she found no covetousness in these faces. They were held at a distance by the religious ferment around Paul’s leadership. And she recalled another Bene Gesserit saying: “Prophets have a way of dying by violence.”


  Paul looked at her.


  “It’s time,” she said.


  One of Paul’s companions, bolder than the others, glanced across at Stilgar, said: “Are you going to call him out, Muad’Dib? Now’s the time for sure. They’ll think you a coward if you—”


  “Who dares call me coward?” Paul demanded. His hand flashed to his crysknife hilt.


  Bated silence came over the group, spreading into the crowd.


  “There’s work to do,” Paul said as the man drew back from him. Paul turned away, shouldered through the crowd to the ledge, leaped lightly up to it and faced the people.


  “Do it!” someone shrieked.


  Murmurs and whispers arose behind the shriek.


  Paul waited for silence. It came slowly amidst scattered shufflings and coughs. When it was still in the cavern, Paul lifted his chin, spoke in a voice that carried to the farthest corners.


  “You are tired of waiting,” Paul said.


  Again, he waited while the cries of response died out.


  Indeed, they are tired of waiting, Paul thought. He felt the message cylinder in his waist sash, thinking of what it contained. His mother had brought it, showing it to him as it had been presented to her after it was taken from a Harkonnen courier.


  Rabban was being abandoned to his own resources here on Arrakis! He could not call for help or reinforcements!


  Again, Paul raised his voice: “You think it’s time I called out Stilgar and changed the leadership of the troops,” Paul said. Before they could respond, Paul hurled his voice at them in anger: “Do you think the Lisan al-Gaib that stupid?”


  There was stunned silence.


  He’s accepting the religious mantle, Jessica thought. He must not do it!


  “It’s the Way!” someone shouted.


  Paul spoke dryly: “Ways change.”


  An angry voice lifted from a corner of the cavern: “We’ll say what’s to change!”


  There were scattered shouts of agreement through the throng.


  “All right,” Paul said.


  And Jessica heard the subtle intonations as Paul used the powers of Voice she had taught him.


  “You will say,” he agreed. “But first you will hear my say.”


  Stilgar moved along the ledge, his bearded face impassive. “That is the Way, too,” he said. “The voice of any Fremen may be heard in Council. Paul-Muad’Dib is also a Fremen.”


  “The good of the Tribe, that is the most important thing, eh?” Paul asked.


  Still with that flat-voiced dignity, Stilgar said: “Thus are our steps guided.”


  “All right,” Paul said. “Then, who rules this troop of our Tribe—and who rules all the Tribes and troops through the fighting instructors we’ve trained in the weirding way?” Paul waited, looking over the heads of the throng.


  Presently, he said: “Does Stilgar rule all this? He says himself that he does not. Do I rule? Even Stilgar does my bidding on occasion, and the sages, the wisest of the wise listen to me and honor me in Council.”


  There was shuffling silence among the crowd.


  “So,” Paul said. “Does my mother rule?” He pointed down to Jessica in her black Reverend Mother robes among them. “Stilgar and all the other troop leaders ask her advice in almost every major decision. You know this. But does a Reverend Mother walk the sand or lead a razzia against the Harkonnens?”


  Frowns creased the foreheads of those Paul could see, but still there were angry murmurs through the crowd.


  This is a dangerous way to do it, Jessica thought, but she remembered the message cylinder and what it implied. And she saw Paul’s intent: Go right to the depth of their uncertainty, dispose of that, and all the rest must needs tumble.


  “No man recognizes leadership without the challenge and the combat, eh?” Paul asked.


  “That’s the Way!” someone shouted.


  “What’s our goal?” Paul asked. “To unseat Rabban, the Harkonnen beast, and to remake our world into a place where we may raise our families in happiness amidst an abundance of water—is this our goal?”


  “Hard tasks need hard ways,” someone shouted.


  “Do you smash your knife before a battle?” Paul demanded. “I say this as fact, not meaning it as boast or challenge: there isn’t a man here, Stilgar included, who could stand against me in single combat. This is Stilgar’s own admission. He knows it, so do you all.”


  Again there were angry mutters.


  “Many of you have been with me on the practice floor,” Paul said. “You know this isn’t idle boast. I say it because it’s fact known to us all, and I’d be foolish not to see it for myself. I began training in these ways earlier than you did and my teachers were tougher than any you’ve ever seen. How else do you think I bested Jamie at an age when your boys are still fighting only mock battles?”


  He’s using the Voice well, Jessica thought, but that’s not enough with these people. They’ve good insulation against vocal control. He must catch them also with logic.


  “So,” Paul said, “we come to this.” He removed the message cylinder from his waist sash, removed its scrap of paper. “This was taken from a Harkonnen courier. Its authenticity is beyond question. It is addressed to Rabban. It tells him that his request for new troops is denied, that his spice harvest is far below quota, that he must wring more spice from Arrakis with the people he has.”


  Stilgar moved up beside Paul. “How many of you see what this means?” Paul asked. “Stilgar saw it immediately.”


  “They’re cut off!” someone shouted.


  Paul restored message and cylinder to his sash. From his neck he took a thick shigawire cord and removed a ring from the cord, holding the ring aloft.


  “This was my father’s ducal signet,” he said. “I swore never to wear it again until I was ready to lead my troops over all of Arrakis and claim it as my rightful fief.” He put the ring on his finger, clenched his fist.


  There was utter stillness in the cavern.


  “Who rules here?” Paul asked. He raised his fist. “I rule here! I rule on every square inch of Arrakis! This is my Ducal fief whether the Emperor says yea or nay! He gave it to my father and it comes to me through my father!”


  Paul lifted himself onto his toes, settled back to his heels. He studied the crowd, feeling their temper.


  “There are men here who will hold positions of importance on Arrakis when I claim those Imperial rights which are mine,” Paul said. “Stilgar is one of those men. Not because I wish to bribe him! Not out of gratitude, though I’m one of many here who owe him life for life. No! But because he’s wise and strong. Because he rules this troop by his own intelligence and not just by rules. Do you think me stupid? Do you think I’ll cut off my right arm and leave it bloody on the floor of this cavern just to provide you with a circus?”


  Paul swept a hard gaze across the throng. “Who is there here to say I’m not the rightful ruler on Arrakis? Must I prove it by leaving every Fremen tribe in the erg without a leader?”


  Beside Paul, Stilgar stirred, looked at him questioningly.


  “Will I subtract from our strength when we need it most?” Paul asked. “I am your ruler, and I say to you that it is time we stopped killing off our best men and started killing our real enemies—the Harkonnens!”


  In one blurred motion, Stilgar had his crysknife out and pointed over the heads of the throng. “Long live Duke Paul-Muad’Dib!” he shouted.


  A deafening roar filled the cavern, echoed and re-echoed. They were cheering and chanting: “Ya hya chouhada! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Ya hya chouhada!”


  Jessica translated it to herself: “Long live the fighters of Muad’Dib!” The scene she and Paul and Stilgar had cooked up between them had worked as they planned.


  The tumult died slowly.


  When silence was restored, Paul faced Stilgar, said: “Kneel, Stilgar.”


  Stilgar dropped to his knees on the ledge.


  “Hand me your crysknife,” Paul said.


  Stilgar obeyed.


  This was not as we planned it, Jessica thought.


  “Repeat after me, Stilgar,” Paul said, and he called up the words of investiture as he had heard his own father use them. “I, Stilgar, take this knife from the hands of my Duke.”


  “I, Stilgar, take this knife from the hands of my Duke,” Stilgar said, and accepted the milky blade from Paul.


  “Where my Duke commands, there shall I place this blade,” Paul said.


  Stilgar repeated the words, speaking slowly and solemnly.


  Remembering the source of the rite, Jessica blinked back tears, shook her head. I know the reason for this, she thought. I shouldn’t let it stir me.


  “I dedicate this blade to the cause of my Duke and the death of his enemies for as long as our blood shall flow,” Paul said.


  Stilgar repeated it after him.


  “Kiss the blade,” Paul ordered.


  Stilgar obeyed. At a nod from Paul, he sheathed the blade, got to his feet.


  A sighing whisper of awe passed through the crowd, and Jessica heard the words: “The prophecy—A Bene Gesserit shall show the way and a Reverend Mother shall see it.” And, from farther away: “She shows us through her son!”


  “Stilgar leads this tribe,” Paul said. “Let no man mistake that. He commands with my voice. What he tells you, it is as though I told you.”


  Wise, Jessica thought. The tribal commander must lose no face among those who should obey him.


  Paul lowered his voice, said: “Stilgar, I want sandwalkcrs out this night and cielagos sent to summon a Council Gathering. When you’ve sent them, bring Korba and Otheym and two other lieutenants of your own choosing. Bring them to my quarters for battle planning. We must have a victory to show the Council of Leaders when they arrive.”


  Paul nodded for his mother to accompany him, led the way down off the ledge and through the throng toward the central passage and the living chambers that had been prepared there. As Paul pressed through the crowd, hands reached out to touch him. Voices called out to him.


  “My knife goes where Stilgar commands it, Paul-Muad’Dib! Let us fight soon, Paul-Muad’Dib! Let us wet our world with the blood of Rabban!”


  Feeling the emotions of the throng, Jessica sensed the fighting edge of these people. They could not be more ready. We are taking them at the crest, she thought.


  In the inner chamber, Paul motioned his mother to be seated, said: “Wait here.” And he ducked through the hangings to the side passage.


  It was quiet in the chamber after Paul had gone, so quiet behind the hangings that not even the faint soughing of the wind pumps that circulated air in the sietch penetrated to where she sat.


  He is going to bring Gurney Halleck here, she thought. And she wondered at the strange mingling of emotions that filled her. Gurney and his music had been a part of so many pleasant times on Caladan before the move to Arrakis. She felt that Caladan had happened to some other person. In the nearly three years since, she had become another person. Having to confront Gurney forced a reassessment of the changes.


  Paul’s coffee service, the fluted alloy of silver and jasmium that he had inherited from Jamis, rested on a low table to her right. She stared at it, thinking of how many hands had touched that metal. Chani had served Paul from it within the month.


  What can his desert woman do for a Duke except serve him coffee? she asked herself. She brings him no power, no Family. Paul has only one major chance—to ally himself with a powerful Great House, perhaps even with the Imperial Family. There were marriageable princesses, after all, and every one of them Bene Gesserit trained.


  Jessica imagined herself leaving the rigors of Arrakis for the life of power and security she could know as mother of a royal consort. She glanced at the thick hangings that obscured the rock of this cavern cell, thinking of how she had come here—riding amidst a host of worms, the palanquins and pack platforms piled high with necessities for the coming campaign.


  As long as Chani lives, Paul will not see his duty, Jessica thought. She has given him a son and that is enough.


  A sudden longing to see her grandson, the child whose likeness carried so much of the grandfather’s features—so like Leto, swept through her. Jessica placed her palms against her cheeks, began the ritual breathing that stilled emotion and clarified the mind, then bent forward from the waist in the devotional exercise that prepared the body for the mind’s demands.


  Paul’s choice of this Cave of Birds as his command post could not be questioned, she knew. It was ideal. And to the north lay Wind Pass opening onto a protected village in a cliff-walled sink. It was a key village, home of artisans and technicians, maintenance center for an entire Harkonnen defensive sector.


  A cough sounded outside the chamber hangings. Jessica straightened, took a deep breath, exhaled slowly.


  “Enter,” she said.


  Draperies were flung aside and Gurney Halleck bounded into the room. She had only time for a glimpse of his face with its odd grimace, then he was behind her, lifting her to her feet with one brawny arm beneath her chin.


  “Gurney, you fool, what are you doing?” she demanded.


  Then she felt the touch of the knife tip against her back. Chill awareness spread out from that knife tip. She knew in that instant that Gurney meant to kill her. Why? She could think of no reason, for he wasn’t the kind to turn traitor. But she felt certain of his intention. Knowing it, her mind churned. Here was no man to be overcome easily. Here was a killer wary of the Voice, wary of every combat stratagem, wary of every trick of death and violence. Here was an instrument she herself had helped train with subtle hints and suggestions.


  TO BE CONCLUDED
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  SYNOPSIS


  


  It is now the third year since the Harkonnen-Sardaukar forces swooped on the desert planet of Arrakis with slaughter and treachery and stole that spice-rich prize from House Atreides.


  Paul-Muad’Dib, once Paul Atreides and heir to the Ducal fief, still is a fugitive with his mother, Lady Jessica, among the wild Fremen who shelter them from their Harkonnen enemies. In payment for sanctuary, Paul-Muad’Dib and his mother have trained the Fremen into a fighting force of terrifying power. The total impact of that power is being held in check, however, awaiting the ideal moment to restore Paul to authority over Arrakis.


  To succeed, Paul knows he must overcome not only the Harkonnens and the dread forces of the Emperor, but also the Spacing Guild which controls interstellar travel, and the Bene Gesserits, who have entangled both himself and his mother in their centuries-long plot to breed the initial male of a master race. Guild and Bene Gesserit both require the melange spice unique to Arrakis. It is this spice that opens some human minds to powers over Time and Space.


  Now, Paul-Muad’Dib has gone raiding in the Arrakeen wasteland with his death commandos, and with only his own skills captured a giant worm of the desert and rode it. This final test gives him full equality among the Fremen, who want him to kill his benefactor Stilgar in the ancient way of the tribes and assume command over all the Fremen.


  But Paul-Muad’Dib has matured in the prescience of his own space change. He is filled with knowledge-gained-out-of-its-Time. He has “walked the sand” and prayed at the shrine of his father’s skull and he realizes at last: “I have the wisdoms of many lifetimes, yet I live only one lifetime in which to choose the right set of wisdoms.” He knows now he must be as ruthless with his own life as with the lives of others—for this is kindness.


  His mother, the Lady Jessica, is safe in a Fremen sietch warren among the palmaries of the south, playing out her part as the tribe’s Reverend Mother. With her are her daughter, Alia, a child born within the spice change and subject to its wild powers; Chani, Paul’s concubine and mother of his firstborn, Leto II; Harah, who was once wife to Jamis whom Paul-Muad’Dib slew in the tahaddi-challenge.


  In the tau spirit of the warren, Jessica is growing more Fremen than she realizes, helping keep the tribe’s ancient grief and hatreds fresh, yet she fears her son will tie himself too closely to Chani and lose the freedom to ally himself through marriage with another Great House.


  Before the dispute with Stilgar can reach a crisis, Paul-Muad’Dib captures a smuggler band. The band’s leader is Gurney Halleck, who was a minstrel warrior in the service of Paul’s murdered father. In the captured band are disguised Sardaukar who are overpowered by the Fremen, the first time in the memory of man that Sardaukar have been bested in open combat.


  Paul-Muad’Dib learns now that many forces are focused on Arrakis, that Guildsmen are with Beast Rabban, the Harkonnen regent on Arrakis. Paul forces the crisis with Stilgar, dares the Fremen leader to kill him and makes Stilgar realize the old ways have changed.


  Gurney Halleck, however, has learned here that the Lady Jessica still lives. He believes she was the traitor who destroyed his beloved Duke Leto, and Gurney plans to kill her.


  Jessica, fearing the crisis with Stilgar, comes up from the south with a message cylinder captured from a Harkonnen courier. The cylinder reveals that Beast Rabban is ripe for destruction. This is the final link Paul has awaited. He puts on his father’s Ducal signet, the ring he swore to wear only when ready to retake his fief.


  Gurney Halleck, however, surprises Jessica, traps her with a knife at her back. And she knows that here is a man wary of every trick she knows, a killer she herself helped train—and he intends her death.
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  Part 5


  “You thought you had escaped, eh, witch?” Gurney snarled.


  Before she could turn the question over in her mind or try to answer, the curtains parted and Paul entered.


  “Here he is, Moth—” Paul broke off, taking in the tensions of the scene.


  “You will stand where you are, M’Lord,” Gurney said.


  “What—” Paul shook his head.


  Jessica started to speak, felt the arm tighten against her throat.


  “You will speak only when I permit it, witch,” Gurney said. “I want only one thing from you for your son to hear it, and I am prepared to send this knife into your heart by reflex at the first sign of a counter against me. Your voice will remain in a monotone. Certain muscles you will not tense or move. You will act with the most extreme caution to gain yourself a few more seconds of life. And I assure you, these are all you have.”


  Paul took a step forward. “Gurney, man, what is—”


  “Stop right where you are!” Gurney snapped. “One more step and she’s dead.”


  Paul’s hand slipped to his knife hilt. He spoke in deadly quiet: “You had best explain yourself, Gurney.”


  “I swore an oath to slay the betrayer of your father,” Gurney said. “Do you think I can forget the man who rescued me from a Harkonnen slave pit, gave me freedom, life and honor . . . gave me friendship, a thing I prized above all else. I have his betrayer under my knife. No one can stop me from . . .”


  “You couldn’t be more wrong, Gurney,” Paul said.


  And Jessica thought: So that’s it! What irony!


  “Wrong, am I?” Gurney demanded. “Let us hear it from the woman herself. And let her remember that I have bribed and spied and cheated to confirm this charge. I’ve even pushed semuta on a Harkonnen guard captain to get part of the story.”


  Jessica felt the arm at her throat ease slightly, but before she could speak, Paul said: “The betrayer was Yueh. I tell you this once, Gurney. The evidence is complete, cannot be controverted. It was Yueh. I do not care how you came by your suspicion—for it can be nothing else—but if you harm my mother”—Paul lifted his crysknife from its scabbard, held the blade in front of him—“I’ll have your blood.”


  “Yueh was a conditioned medic, fit for a royal house,” Gurney snarled. “He could not turn traitor!”


  “I know a way to remove that conditioning,” Paul said.


  “Evidence,” Gurney insisted.


  “The evidence is not here,” Paul said. “It’s in Tabr sietch, far to the south, but if—”


  “This is a trick,” Gurney snarled, and his arm tightened on Jessica’s throat.


  “No trick, Gurney,” Paul said, and his voice carried a note of terrible sadness. The sound of his voice tore at Jessica’s heart.


  “I saw the message captured from the Harkonnen agent,” Gurney said. “The note pointed directly at—”


  “I saw it, too,” Paul said. “My father showed it to me the night he explained why it had to be a Harkonnen trick aimed at making him suspect the woman he loved.”


  “Ayah!” Gurney said. “You’ve not—”


  “Be quiet,” Paul said, and the monotone stillness of his words carried more command than Jessica had ever heard in another voice.


  He has the Great Control, she thought.


  Gurney’s aim trembled against her neck. The point of the knife at her back moved with uncertainty.


  “What you have not done,” Paul said, “is heard my mother sobbing in the night over her lost Duke. You have not seen her eyes stab flame when she speaks of killing Harkonnens.”


  So he has listened, she thought. Tears blinded her eyes.


  “What you have not done,” Paul went on, “is remembered the lessons you learned in a Harkonnen slave pit. You speak of pride in my father’s friendship! Didn’t you learn the difference between Harkonnen and Atreides so that you could smell a Harkonnen trick by the stink they left on it? Didn’t you learn that Atreides loyalty is bought with love while the Harkonnen coin is hate? Couldn’t you see through to the very nature of this betrayal?”


  “But Yueh?” Gurney muttered. “The evidence we have is Yueh’s own message to us admitting his treachery,” Paul said. “I swear this to you by the love I hold for you, a love I will still hold even after I leave you dead on this floor.” Hearing her son, Jessica marveled at the awareness in him, the penetrating insight of his intelligence.


  “My father had an instinct for his friends,” Paul said. “He gave his love sparingly, but with never an error. His weakness lay in misunderstanding hatred. He thought anyone who hated Harkonnens could not betray him.” He glanced at his mother. “She knows this. I’ve given her my father’s message that he never distrusted her.”


  Jessica felt herself losing control, bit at her lower lip. Seeing the stiff formality in Paul, she realized what these words were costing him. She wanted to run to him, cradle his head against her breast as she never had done. But the arm against her throat had ceased its trembling; the knife point at her back pressed still and sharp.


  “One of the most terrible moments in a boy’s life,” Paul said, “is when he discovers his father and mother are human beings who share a love that he can never quite taste. It’s a loss, an awakening to the fact that the world is there and here and we are in it alone. The moment carries its own truth; you can’t evade it. I heard my father when he spoke of my mother. She’s not the betrayer, Gurney.”


  Jessica found her voice, said: “Gurney, release me.” There was no special command in the words, no trick to play on his weaknesses, but Gurney’s hand fell away. She crossed to Paul, stood in front of him, not touching him.


  “Paul,” she said, “there are other awakenings in this universe. I suddenly see how I’ve used you and twisted you and manipulated you to set you on a course of my choosing . . . a course I had to choose—if that’s any excuse—because of my own training.” She swallowed past a lump in her throat, looked up into her son’s eyes. “Paul . . . I want you to do something for me: choose the course of happiness. Your desert woman, marry her if that’s your wish. Defy everyone and everything to do this. But choose your own course. I—”


  She broke off, stopped by the low sound of muttering behind her.


  Gurney!


  She saw Paul’s eyes directed beyond her, turned.


  Gurney stood in the same spot, but had sheathed his knife, pulled the robe away from his breast to expose the slick grayness of an issue stillsuit, the type the smugglers traded for among the sietch warrens.


  “Put your knife right here in my breast,” Gurney muttered. “I say kill me and have done with it. I’ve besmirched my name. I’ve betrayed my own Duke! The finest—”


  “Be still!” Paul said.


  Gurney stared at him.


  “Close that robe and stop acting like a fool,” Paul said. “I’ve had enough foolishness for one day.”


  “Kill me, I say!” Gurney raged.


  “You know me better than that,” Paul said. “How many kinds of an idiot do you think I am? Must I go through this with every man I need?”


  Gurney looked at Jessica, spoke in a forlorn, pleading note so unlike him: “Then you, My Lady, please . . . you kill me.”


  Jessica crossed to him, put her hands on his shoulders. “Gurney, why do you insist the Atreides must kill those they love?” Gently, she pulled the spread robe out of his fingers, closed and fastened the fabric over his chest.


  Gurney spoke brokenly: “But . . . I—”


  “You thought you were doing a thing for Leto,” she said, “and for this I honor you.”


  “My Lady,” Gurney said. He dropped his chin to his chest, squeezed his eyelids closed against the tears.


  “Let us think of this as a misunderstanding among old friends,” she said, and Paul heard the soothers, the adjusting tones in her voice. “It’s over and we can be thankful we’ll never again have that sort of misunderstanding between us.” Gurney opened eyes bright with moisture, looked down at her.


  “The Gurney Halleck I knew was a man adept with both blade and baliset,” Jessica said. “It was the man of the baliset I most admired. Doesn’t that Gurney Halleck remember how I used to enjoy listening by the hour while he played for me? Do you still have a baliset, Gurney?”


  “I’ve a new one,” Gurney said. “Brought from Chusuk, a sweet instrument. Plays like a genuine Varota, though there’s no signature on it. I think myself it was made by a student of Varota’s who—” He broke off. “What can I say to you, My Lady? Here we prattle about—”


  “Not prattle, Gurney,” Paul said.


  He crossed to stand beside his mother, eye to eye with Gurney. “Not prattle, but a thing that brings happiness between friends. I’d take it a kindness if you’d play for her now. Battle planning can wait a little while. We’ll not be going into the fight ’till tomorrow at any rate.”


  “I. . . I’ll get my baliset,” Gurney said. “It’s in the passage.” He stepped around them and through the hangings.


  Paul put a hand on his mother’s arm. found that she was trembling. “It’s over, Mother,” he said. Without turning her head, she looked up at him from the corners of her eyes. “Over?”


  “Of course. Gurney’s—”


  “Gurney? Oh . . . yes.” She lowered her gaze.


  The hangings rustled as Gurney returned with his baliset. He began tuning it, avoiding their eyes. The hangings on the walls dulled the echoes, making the instrument sound small and intimate.


  Paul led his mother to a cushion, seated her there with her back to the thick draperies of the wall. He was suddenly struck by how old she seemed to him with the beginnings of desert-dried lines in her face, the stretching at the corners of her blue-veiled eyes.


  She’s tired, he thought. We must find some way to ease her burdens. Gurney strummed a chord.


  Paul glanced at him, said: “I’ve . . . things that need my attention. Wait here for me.”


  Gurney nodded. His mind seemed far away, as though he dwelled for this moment beneath the open skies of Caladan with cloud fleece on the horizon promising rain.


  Paul forced himself to turn away, let himself out through the heavy hangings over the side passage. He heard Gurney take up a tune behind him, paused a moment outside the room to listen to the muted music.


  
    “Orchards and vineyards,


    And full-breasted houris,


    And a cup overflowing before me.


    Why do I babble of battles,


    And mountains reduced to dust?


    Why do I feel these tears?


    Heavens stand open


    And scatter their riches,


    And my hands need but gather their wealth.


    Why do I think of an ambush.


    And poison in a molten cup?


    Why do I feel my years?


    Love’s arms beckon


    With their naked delights,


    And all Eden’s promise of ecstasies.


    Why do I remember the scars,


    Dream of old transgressions . . .


    And why do I sleep with fears?”

  


  A robed Fedaykin courier appeared from a corner of the passage ahead of Paul. The man had hood thrown back and fastenings of his stillsuit hanging loose about his neck, proof that he had come just now from the open desert.


  Paul motioned for him to stop, left the hangings of the door and moved down the passage to the courier.


  The man bowed, hands clasped in front of him the way he might greet a Reverend Mother or sayyadina of the rites, said: “Muad’Dib, leaders are beginning to arrive for the Council.”


  “So soon?”


  “These are the ones Stilgar sent for earlier when it was thought—” He shrugged.


  “I see.” Paul glanced back toward the faint sound of the baliset, thinking of the old song that his mother favored—an odd stretching of happy tune and sad words. “Stilgar will come here soon with others. Show them where my mother waits.”


  “I will wait here, Muad’Dib,” the courier said.


  “Yes . . . yes, do that.”


  Paul pressed past the man toward the depths of the cavern, headed for the place that each such cavern had—a place near its water holding basin. There would be small Makers in this place, creatures no more than twenty feet long, kept stunted and trapped by surroundings of water ditches. For the Maker, after emerging from its Little Maker vector, avoided water for the poison it was. And the drowning of a Maker was the greatest Fremen secret because it produced the substance of their union—The Water of Life, the poison that could only be changed by a Reverend Mother.


  The thought had come to Paul while he faced the danger to his mother. Prescience had never shown him a phantom future with that particular action by Gurney Halleck. He had the partly-absorbed experiences of all those lives, yet even these had deserted him in the moment of peril to his mother . . . and he had been a child facing a kind of loss for which no preparations had been made.


  The future with its feeling that the entire universe rolled and tumbled toward a boiling nexus surrounded Paul like a tornado cloud.


  Even prescience had deserted him.


  The present had presented him with a crisis he had never anticipated—a crisis the more terrible because every other element of his external world appeared on its surface to be working for his benefit. No outside observer could see this thing within him.


  And now the vision was receding even from himself, blanketed by a slowly acquired spice tolerance and his own psychic-revulsions.


  I will drown the Maker, Paul told himself. Now, we shall see whether I’m the Kwisatz Haderach and can survive the test that even the Reverend Mothers fear!


  XXIII


  
    And it came to pass in the third year of the Desert War that Paul-Muad’Dib lay alone in the Cave of Birds beneath the kiswa hangings of an inner cell. And he lay as one dead, caught up in the revelation of the Waters of Life, his being translated beyond the boundaries of Time by the-poison-which-gives-life. Thus was the prophecy made true that the Lisan al-Gaib might be both dead and alive.


    “Collected Legends of Arrakis”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  Chani came up out of the Habbanya basin in the pre-dawn darkness, hearing the ’thopter that had brought her from the south go whirr-whirring off to a hiding place in the vastness. Around her, the escort kept its distance, fanning out into the rocks of the ridge to probe for dangers—and giving the mate of Muad’Dib, the mother of his firstborn, the thing she had requested: a moment to walk alone.


  Why did he summon me? she asked herself. He told me before that I must remain in the south with Little Leto and Alia.


  She gathered her robe and leaped lightly up across a barrier rock and onto the climbing path that only the desert-trained could recognize in the darkness. Pebbles slithered underfoot and she danced across them without considering the nimbleness required.


  The climb was exhilarating, easing the fears that had fermented in her because of her escort’s silent withdrawal and the fact that a precious ’thopter had been sent for her. She felt the inner leaping at the nearness of reunion with Paul-Muad’Dib, her Usul. His name might be a battlecry over all the land: “Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib! Muad’Dib!” But she knew a different man by a different name—the father of her son, the tender lover.


  A gray figure loomed out of the rocks above her, beckoning for speed. She quickened her pace. Dawn birds already were calling and lifting into the sky. A dim spread of light reached across the eastern horizon.


  The figure above was not one of her own escort.


  Otheym? she wondered, marking the familiarity of movement and manner. She came up to him, recognized in the growing light the broad flat features of Otheym, the Fedaykin lieutenant, his hood open and mouth filter loosely fastened the way one did sometimes when venturing onto the desert for only a moment.


  “Hurry,” he hissed, and led her down a crevasse into the secret cave. “It will be light soon,” he whispered as he held a doorseal open. “The Harkonnens have been making desperation patrols over some of our region the past week. We dare not chance discovery now.”


  They emerged into the narrow side-passage entrance to Cave of Birds. Glowglobes came alight. Otheym pressed past her, said: “Follow me. Quickly, now.”


  They sped down the passage, through another valve door, another passage and hangings and into what had been the sayyadina’s alcove in the days when this was an overday rest camp. Rugs and cushions now covered the floor. Woven hangings with the red figure of a hawk hid the rock walls. A low field desk at one side was strewn with papers which gave off the aroma of their spice origin.


  The Reverend Mother sat alone directly opposite the entrance. She looked up without unmasking her inward stare.


  Otheym pressed palms together, said: “I have brought Chani.” He bowed, retreated through the hangings.


  And Jessica thought: How do I tell Chani?


  “How is my grandson?” Jessica asked.


  So it’s to he the ritual greeting, Chani thought, and her fears returned. Where is Muad’Dib? Why isn’t he here to greet me?


  “He is healthy and happy, my mother,” Chani said. “I left him with Alia in the care of Harah.”


  My mother, Jessica thought. Yes, she has the right to call me that in the formal greeting. She has given me a grandson.


  “I hear a gift of cloth has been sent from Coanua sietch,” Jessica said.


  “It is a lovely cloth,” Chani said. “Does Alia send a message?”


  “No message. But the sietch moves more smoothly now that the people are beginning to accept the miracle of her status.”


  Why does she drag this out so? Chani wondered. Something was so urgent that they sent a ’thopter for me. Now, we drag through the formalities!


  “We must have some of the new cloth cut into garments for little Leto,” Jessica said.


  “Whatever you wish, my mother,” Chani said. She lowered her gaze. “Is there news of battles?” She held her face expressionless that Jessica might not see the betrayal—that this was a question about Paul-Muad’Dib.


  “New victories,” Jessica said. “Rabban has sent cautious overtures about a truce. His messengers have been returned without their water. Rabban has even lightened the burdens of the people in some of the sink villages. But he is too late. The people know he does it out of fear of us.”


  “Thus it goes as Muad’Dib said,” Chani said. She stared at Jessica, trying to keep her fears to herself. I have spoken his name, hut she has not responded. One cannot see emotion in that glazed stone she calls a face . . . but she is too frozen. Why is she so still? What has happened to my Usul?


  “I wish we were in the south,” Jessica said. “The oases were so beautiful when we left. Do you not long for the day when the whole land may blossom thus?”


  “The land is beautiful, true,” Chani said. “But there is much grief in it.”


  “Grief is the price of victory,” Jessica said.


  Is she preparing me for grief? Chani asked herself. She said: “There are so many women without men. There was jealousy when it was learned that I’d been summoned north.”


  “I summoned you,” Jessica said. Chani felt her heart hammering. She wanted to clap her hands to her ears, fearful of what they might hear. Still, she kept her voice even: “The message was signed Muad’Dib.”


  “I signed it thus in the presence of his lieutenants,” Jessica said. “It was a subterfuge of necessity.” And Jessica thought: This is a brave woman, my Paul’s. She holds to the niceties even when fear is almost overwhelming her. Yes. She may be the one we need now.


  Only the slightest tone of resignation crept into Chani’s voice as she said: “Now you may say the thing that must be said.”


  “You were needed here to help me revive Paul,” Jessica said. And she thought: There! I said it in the precisely correct way. Revive. Thus she knows Paul is alive and knows there is peril, all in the same word.


  Chani took only a moment to calm herself, then: “What is it I may do?” She wanted to leap at Jessica, shake her and scream: “Take me to him!” But she waited silently for the answer.


  “I suspect,” Jessica said, “that the Harkonnens have managed to send an agent among us to poison Paul. It’s the only explanation that seems to fit. A most unusual poison. I’ve examined his blood in the most subtle ways without detecting it.” Chani thrust herself forward onto her knees. “Poison? Is he in pain?”


  “He is unconscious,” Jessica said. “The processes of his life are so low that they can be detected only with the most refined techniques. I shudder to think what could have happened had I not been the one to discover him. He appears dead to the untrained eye.”


  “You have reasons other than courtesy for summoning me,” Chani said. “I know you, Reverend Mother. What is it you think I may do that you cannot do?”


  She is brave, lovely and ahhh so perceptive, Jessica thought. She’d have made a fine Bene Gesserit.


  “Chani,” Jessica said, “you may find this difficult to believe, but I do not know precisely why I sent for you. It was an instinct . . . a basic intuition. The thought came unbidden: Send for Chani.”


  For the first time, Chani saw the sadness in Jessica’s expression, the unveiled pain modifying the inward stare.


  “I’ve done all I know to do,” Jessica said. “That all . . . it is so far beyond what is usually supposed as all that you would find difficulty imagining it. Yet . . . I failed.”


  “The old companion, Halleck,” Chani asked, “is it possible he’s a traitor?”


  “Not Gurney,” Jessica said.


  The two words carried an entire conversation, and Chani saw the searching, the tests . . . the memories of old failures that went into this flat denial.


  Chani rocked back onto her feet, stood up, smoothed her desert-stained robe. “Take me to him,” she said.


  Jessica arose, turned through hangings on the left wall.


  Chani followed, found herself in what had been a storeroom, its rock walls concealed now beneath heavy draperies. Paul lay on a field pad against the far wall. A single glowglobe above him illuminated his face. A black robe covered him to the chest, leaving his arms outside it stretched along his sides. He appeared to be unclothed under the robe. The skin that was exposed looked waxen, rigid. There was no visible movement to him.


  Chani suppressed the desire to dash forward, throw herself across him. She found her thoughts, instead, going to her son—Leto. And she realized in this instant that Jessica once had faced such a moment—her man threatened by death—forced in her own mind to consider what might be done to save a young son. The realization formed a sudden bond with the older woman so that Chani reached out and clasped Jessica’s hand. The answering grip was painful in its intensity.


  “He lives,” Jessica said. “I assure you he lives. But the thread of his life is so thin it could easily escape detection. There are some among the leaders already muttering that the mother speaks and not the Reverend Mother, that my son is truly dead and I do not want to give up his water to the tribe.”


  “How long has he been this way?” Chani asked. She disengaged her hand from Jessica’s, moved farther into the room.


  “Three weeks,” Jessica said. “I spent almost a week trying to revive him. There were meetings, arguments . . . investigations. Then I sent for you. The Fedaykin obey my orders, else I might not have been able to delay the—” She wet her lips with her tongue, watching Chani cross to Paul.


  Chani stood over him now, looking down on the soft beard of youth that framed his face, tracing with her eyes the high browline, the strong nose, the shuttered eyes—the features so peaceful in this rigid repose.


  “How does he take nourishment?” Chani asked.


  “The demands of his flesh are so slight he does not yet need food,” Jessica said.


  “How many know of what has happened?” Chani asked.


  “Only his closest advisers, a few of the leaders, the Fedaykin and, of course, whoever administered the poison.”


  “There is no clue to the poisoner?”


  “And it’s not for want of investigating,” Jessica said.


  “What do the Fedaykin say?” Chani asked.


  “They believe Paul is in a sacred trance, gathering his holy powers before the final battles. This is a thought I’ve cultivated.”


  Chani lowered herself to her knees beside the pad, bent close to Paul’s face. She sensed an immediate difference in the air about his face . . . but it was only the spice, the ubiquitous spice whose odor permeated everything in Fremen life. Still—


  “You were not born to the spice as we were,” Chani said. “Have you investigated the possibility that his body has rebelled against too much spice in his diet?”


  “Allergy reactions are all negative,” Jessica said.


  She closed her eyes, as much to blot out this scene as because of sudden realization of fatigue. How long have I been without sleep? she asked herself. Too long.


  “When you change the Water of Life,” Chani said, “you do it within yourself by the inward awareness. Have you used this awareness to test his blood?”


  “Normal Fremen blood,” Jessica said. “Completely adapted to the diet and the life here.”


  Chani sat back on her heels, submerging her fears in thought as she studied Paul’s face. This was a trick she had learned from watching the Reverend Mothers. Time could be made to serve the mind. One concentrated the entire attention.


  Presently, Chani said: “Is there a Maker here?”


  “There are several,” Jessica said with a touch of weariness. “We are never without them these days. Each victory requires its blessing. Each ceremony before a raid—”


  “But Paul-Muad’Dib has held himself aloof from these ceremonies,” Chani said.


  Jessica nodded to herself, remembering her son’s ambivalent feelings toward the spice drug and the prescient awareness it precipitated.


  “How did you know this?” Jessica asked.


  “It is spoken.”


  “Too much is spoken,” Jessica said bitterly.


  “Get me the raw Water of the Maker,” Chani said.


  Jessica stiffened at the tone of command in Chani’s voice, then observed the intense concentration in the younger woman and said: “At once.” She went out through the hangings to send a waterman.


  Chani sat staring at Paul. If he has tried to do this, she thought. And it’s the sort of thing he might try—


  Jessica knelt beside Chani, holding out a plain camp ewer. The charged odor of the poison was sharp in Chani’s nostrils. She dipped a finger in the fluid, held the finger close to Paul’s nose.


  The skin along the bridge of his nose wrinkled slightly. Slowly, the nostrils flared.


  Jessica gasped.


  Chani touched the dampened finger to Paul’s upper lip.


  He drew in a long, sobbing breath.


  “What is this?” Jessica demanded.


  “Be still,” Chani said. “You must convert a small amount of the sacred water. Quickly!”


  Without questioning because she recognized the tone of awareness in Chani’s voice Jessica lifted the ewer to her mouth, drew in a small sip.


  Paul’s eyes flew open. He stared upward at Chani.


  “It is not necessary for her to change the Water,” he said. His voice was weak, but steady.


  Jessica, a sip of the fluid on her tongue, found her body rallying, converting the poison almost automatically. In the light elevation the ceremony always imparted, she sensed the life-glow from Paul—a radiation there registering on her senses.


  In that instant, she knew.


  “You drank the sacred water!” she blurted.


  “One drop of it,” Paul said.


  “How could you do such a foolish thing?” she demanded.


  “He is your son,” Chani said. Jessica glared at her.


  A rare smile, warm and full of understanding, touched Paul’s lips. “Hear my beloved,” he said. “Listen to her, Mother. She knows.”


  “A thing that others can do, he must do,” Chani said.


  “When I had the drop in my mouth, when I felt it and smelled it, when I knew what it was doing to me, then I knew I could do the thing that you have done,” he said. “Your Bene Gesserit proctors speak of the Kwisatz Haderach, but they cannot begin to guess the many places I have been. In the few minutes I—” He broke off, looking at Chani with a puzzled frown. “Chani? How did you get here? You’re supposed to be—Why are you here?”


  He tried to push himself onto his elbows. Chani pressed him back gently.


  “Please, my Usul,” she said.


  “I feel so weak,” he said. His gaze darted around the room. “How long have I been here?”


  “You’ve been three weeks in a coma so deep that the spark of life seemed to have fled,” Jessica said.


  “But it was . . . I took it just a moment ago and—”


  “A moment for you, three weeks of fear for me,” Jessica said.


  “It was only one drop, but I converted it,” Paul said. “I changed the Water of Life.” And before Chani or Jessica could stop him, he dipped his hand into the ewer they had placed on the floor beside him, and he brought the dripping hand to his mouth, swallowed the palm-cupped liquid.


  “Paul!” Jessica screamed.


  He grabbed her hand, faced her with a death’s head grin, and he sent his awareness surging over her.


  The rapport was not as tender, not as sharing, not as encompassing as it had been with Alia and with the Old Reverend Mother in the cavern . . . but it was a rapport: a sense-sharing of the entire being. It shook her, weakened her, and she cowered in her mind, fearful of him.


  Aloud, he said: “You speak of a place where you cannot enter? This place which the Reverend Mother cannot face, show it to me.”


  She shook her head, terrified by the very thought.


  “Show it to me!” he commanded.


  “No!”


  But she could not escape him. Bludgeoned by the terrible force of him, she closed her eyes and focused inward—the-direction-that-is-dark.


  Paul’s consciousness flowed through and around her and into the darkness. She glimpsed the place dimly before her mind blanked itself away from the terror. Without knowing why, her whole being trembled at what she had seen—a region where a wind blew and sparks glared, where rings of light expanded and contracted, where rows of tumescent white shapes flowed over and under and around the lights, driven by darkness and a wind out of nowhere.


  Presently, she opened her eyes, saw Paul staring up at her. He still held her hand, but the terrible rapport was gone. She quieted her trembling. Paul released her hand. It was as though some crutch had been removed. She staggered up and back, would have fallen had not Chani jumped to support her.


  “Reverend Mother!” Chani said. “What is wrong?”


  “Tired,” Jessica whispered. “So tired.”


  “Here,” Chani said. “Sit here.” She helped Jessica to a cushion against the wall.


  The strong young arms felt so good to Jessica. She clung to Chani.


  “He has, in truth, seen the Waters of Life?” Chani asked. She disengaged herself from Jessica’s grip.


  “He has seen,” Jessica whispered. Her mind still rolled and surged from the contact. It was like stepping to solid land after weeks on a heaving sea. She sensed the Old Reverend Mother within her . . . and all the Others awakened and questioning: What was that? What happened? Where was that place?”


  Through it all threaded the realization that her son was the Kwisatz Haderach, the one who could be many places at once. He was the fact out of the Bene Gesserit dream. And the fact gave her no peace.


  “What happened?” Chani demanded.


  Jessica shook her head.


  Paul said: “There is in each of us an ancient force that takes and an ancient force that gives. A man finds little difficulty facing that place within himself where the taking force dwells, but it’s almost impossible for him to see into the giving force without changing into something other than man. For a woman, the situation is reversed.”


  Jessica looked up, found Chani was staring at her while listening to Paul.


  “Do you understand me, Mother?” Paul asked.


  She could only nod.


  “These things are so ancient within us,” Paul said, “that they’re ground into each separate cell of our bodies. We’re shaped by such forces. You can say to yourself, ‘Yes, I see how such a thing may be.’ But when you look inward and confront the raw force of your own life unshielded, you see your peril. You see that this could overwhelm you. The greatest peril to the Giver is the force which takes. The greatest peril to the Taker is the force which gives. It’s as easy to be overwhelmed by giving as by taking.”


  “And you, my son,” Jessica asked “are you one who gives or one who takes?”


  “I’m at the fulcrum,” he said. “I cannot give without taking and I cannot take without—” He broke off, looking to the wall at his right.


  Chani felt a draft against her cheek, turned to see the hangings close.


  “It was Otheym,” Paul said. “He was listening.”


  Accepting the words, Chani was touched by some of the prescience that haunted Paul, and she knew a thing yet to be as though it already had occurred. Otheym would speak of what he had seen and heard. Others would spread the story until it was a fire over the land. Paul-Muad’Dib is not as other men, they would say. There can be no more doubt. He is a man, yet he sees through to the Water of Life in the way of a Reverend Mother. He is, indeed, the Lisan al-Gaib. He is . . . Him.


  “You have seen the future, Paul,” Jessica said. “Will you say what you’ve seen?”


  “Not the future,” he said. “I’ve seen the Now.” He forced himself to a sitting position waved Chani aside as she moved to help him. “The space above Arrakis is filled with the ships of the Guild.”


  Jessica trembled at the certainty in his voice.


  “The Padishah Emperor himself is there,” Paul said. He looked at the rock ceiling of his cell. “With his favorite Truthsayer and five legions of Sardaukar. The old Baron Vladimir Harkonnen is there with Thufir beside him and seven ships jammed with every conscript he could muster. Every Great House has its raiders above us . . . waiting.”


  Chani shook her head, unable to look away from Paul. His strangeness, the flat tone of voice, the way he looked through her, filled her with awe.


  Jessica tried to swallow in a dry throat, said: “For what are they waiting?”


  Paul looked at her. “For the Guild’s permission to land. The Guild will strand on Arrakis any force that lands without permission.”


  “The Guild’s protecting us?”


  “Protecting us! The Guild itself caused this by spreading tales about what we do here and by reducing troop transport fares to a point where even the poorest Houses are up there now waiting to loot us.”


  Jessica noted the lack of bitterness in his tone, wondered at it. She couldn’t doubt his words—they had that same intensity she’d seen in him the night he’d revealed the path of the future that’d taken them among the Fremen.


  Paul took a deep breath, said: “Mother, you must change a quantity of the Water for us. We need the catalyst. Chani, have a scout force sent out . . . to find a prespice mass. If we plant a quantity of the Water of Life above a pre-spice mass, do you know what will happen?”


  Jessica weighed his words, suddenly saw through to his meaning. “Paul!” she gasped.


  “The Waters of Death,” he said. “It’d be a chain reaction.” Paul pointed to the floor. “Spreading death among the Little Makers, killing a vector of the life cycle that contains the Makers . . . and the spice. Arrakis would become a true desolation—without spice or Maker.”


  Chani put a hand to her mouth, shocked to silence by the blasphemy pouring from Paul’s lips.


  “Who can destroy a thing controls it,” Paul said.


  “What stays the Guild’s hand?” Jessica whispered.


  “They search for me,” Paul said. “Think of that! The finest Guild navigators, men who quest ahead through Time to find the safest course for the heighliners, these men seek me . . . and cannot find me. How they tremble! They know I hold their lives here!” He held out his fist. “Without the spice they’re blind!”


  Chani found her voice. “You said you see the . . . now.”


  Paul lay back, searching the spread-out present, its limits extended into future and past, holding onto the awareness with difficulty as the spice illumination faded. And even as that illumination faded, he saw that another factor did not fade—the phantom experiences of those other countless possible lives stayed with him! He realized with a terrifying exultation that he had become all those other lives, that he was an ancient being in a youthful shell, his every action monitored by ruthless wisdom.


  “Go do as I commanded,” he said. “There’s little time. Everything focuses here where the spice is . . . where the Guild has never dared interfere before. . . because that was to lose the little they had. But now they’re desperate. All their paths lead into darkness.”


  XXIV


  
    And that day dawned when Arrakis lay at the hub of the universe with the wheel poised to turn.


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  “Will you look at that thing!” Stilgar whispered.


  Paul lay beside him in a slit of rock high on the shield rim, eye fixed to the collector of a Fremen telescope. The oil lens was focused on a starship lighter exposed by dawn in the basin below them. The tall eastern face of the ship glistened in the flat light of the sun, but the shadow side still showed yellow portholes from glowglobes of the night. Beyond the ship, the city of Arrakeen lay cold and gleaming in the light of the northern sun.


  It wasn’t the lighter that excited Stilgar’s awe, Paul knew, but the construction for which the lighter was only the centerpost. A single metal hutment many stories tall reached out in a thousand-meter circle from the base of the lighter—a tent composed of interlocking metal leaves—the temporary lodging place for five legions of Sardaukar and His Imperial Majesty, the Padishah Emperor Shaddam IV.


  From his position squatting at Paul’s left, Gurney Halleck said: “I count nine levels to it. Must be quite a few Sardaukar in there.”


  “Five legions,” Paul said.


  “It grows light,” Stilgar hissed. “We like it not, your exposing yourself, Muad’Dib. Let us go back into the rocks now.”


  “I’m perfectly safe here,” Paul said.


  “That ship mounts projectile weapons,” Gurney said.


  “They believe us protected by shields,” Paul said. “They wouldn’t waste a shot on an unidentified trio even if they saw us.”


  Paul swung the telescope to scan the far wall of the basin, seeing the pockmarked cliffs, the slides that marked the tombs of so many of his father’s troopers. And he had a momentary sense of the fitness of things that the shades of those men should look down on this moment. The Harkonnen forts and towns across the shielded lands lay in Fremen hands or cut away from their source like stalks severed from a plant and left to wither. Only this basin and its city remained to the enemy.


  “They might try a sortie by ’thopter,” Stilgar said. “If they see us.”


  “Let them,” Paul said. “We’ve ’thopters to burn today . . . and we know a storm is coming.”


  He swung the telescope to the far side of the Arrakeen landing field now, to the Harkonnen frigates lined up there with a Choam Company banner waving gently from its staff on the ground beneath them. And he thought of the desperation that had forced the Guild to permit these two groups to land while all the others were held in reserve. The Guild was like a man testing the sand with his toe to gauge its temperature for erecting a tent.


  “Is there anything more to be seen here?” Gurney asked. “We should be getting under cover. The storm is coming, as you said yourself.”


  Paul kept his attention on the giant hutment now. “They’ve even brought their women,” he said. “And lackeys and servants. Ahhh, my dear Emperor, how confident you are.”


  “Men are coming up the secret way,” Stilgar said. “It may be Otheym and Korba returning.”


  “All right, Stil,” Paul said. “We’ll go back.”


  But he took one final look around through the telescope—studying the plain with its tall ships, the gleaming metal hutment, the silent city, the frigates of the Harkonnen mercenaries. Then he slid backward around a scarp of rock. His place at the telescope was taken by a Fedaykin guardsman.


  Paul emerged into a shallow depression in the shield wall’s surface. It was a place about thirty meters in diameter and some three meters deep, a natural feature of the rock that the Fremen had hidden beneath a transluscent camouflage cover. Communications equipment was clustered around a hole in the wall to the right. Fedaykin guards deployed through the depression waited for Muad’Dib’s command to attack.


  Two men emerged from the hole by the communications equipment, spoke to the guards there.


  Paul glanced at Stilgar, nodded in the direction of the two men. “Get their report, Stil.”


  Stilgar moved to obey.


  Paul crouched with his back to the rock, stretching his muscles, straightened. He saw Stilgar sending the two men back into that dark hole in the rock, thought about the long climb down that narrow man-made tunnel to the floor of the basin.


  Stilgar crossed to Paul.


  “What was so important that they couldn’t send a cielago with the message?” Paul asked.


  “They’re saving their birds for the battle,” Stilgar said. He glanced at the communications equipment, back to Paul. “Even with a tight beam, it is wrong to use those things, Muad’Dib. They can find you by taking a bearing on its emission.”


  “They’ll soon be too busy to find me,” Paul said. “What did the men report?”


  “Our pet Sardaukar have been released near Old Gap low on the rim and are on their way to their master. The rocket launchers and other projectile weapons are in place. The people are deployed as you ordered. It was all routine.”


  Paul glanced across the shallow bowl, studying his men in the filtered light admitted by the camouflage cover. He felt Time creeping like an insect working its way across an exposed rock.


  “It’ll take the Sardaukar a little time afoot before they can signal a troop carrier,” Paul said. “They are being watched?”


  “They are being watched,” Stilgar said.


  Beside Paul, Gurney Halleck cleared his throat. “Hadn’t we best be getting to a place of safety?”


  “There is no such place,” Paul said. “Is the weather report still favorable?”


  “A great grandmother of a storm coming,” Stilgar said. “Can you not feel it, Muad’Dib?”


  “The air does feel chancey,” Paul agreed. “But I like the certainty of poling the weather.”


  “The storm’ll be here in the hour,” Stilgar said. He nodded toward the gap that looked out on the Emperor’s hutment and the Harkonnen frigates. “They know it there, too. Not a ’thopter in the sky. Everything pulled in and tied down. They’ve had a report on the weather from their friends in space.”


  “Any more probing sorties?”


  “Nothing since the landing last night,” Stilgar said. “They know we are here. I think now they wait to choose their own time.”


  “We choose the time,” Paul said.


  Gurney glanced upward, growled: “If they let us.”


  “That fleet’ll stay in space,” Paul said.


  Gurney shook his head.


  “They have no choice,” Paul said. “We can destroy the spice. The Guild dares not risk that.”


  “Desperate people are the most dangerous,” Gurney said.


  “Are we not desperate?” Stilgar asked.


  Gurney scowled at him.


  “You haven’t lived with the Fremen dream,” Paul cautioned. “Stil is thinking of all the water we’ve spent on bribes, the years of waiting we’ve added before Arrakis can bloom. He’s not—”


  “Arrrgh,” Gurney growled.


  “Why’s he so gloomy?” Stilgar asked.


  “He’s always gloomy before a battle,” Paul said. “It’s the only form of good humor Gurney allows himself.”


  A slow, wolfish grin spread across Gurney’s face, the teeth showing white above the chin cup of his stillsuit. “It glooms me much to think on all the poor Harkonnen souls we’ll dispatch unshriven,” he said.


  Stilgar chuckled. “He talks like a Fedaykin.”


  “Gurney was born a death commando,” Paul said. And he thought:


  Yes, let them occupy their minds with small talk before we test ourselves against that force on the plain. He looked to the gap in the rock wall and back to Gurney, found that the troubadour warrior had resumed a brooding scowl.


  “Worry saps the strength,” Paul murmured. “You told me that once, Gurney.”


  “My Duke,” Gurney said, “my chief worry is the atomics. If you use them to blast a hole in the shield wall—”


  “Those people up there won’t use atomics against us,” Paul said. “They don’t dare. . . and for the same reason that they cannot risk our destroying the source of the spice.”


  “But the injunction against—”


  “The injunction!” Paul barked. “It’s fear, not the injunction that keeps the Houses from hurling atomics against each other. The language of the Great Convention is clear enough: ‘Use of atomics against humans shall be cause for planetary obliteration.’ We’re going to blast the shield wall, not humans.”


  “It’s too fine a point,” Gurney said.


  “The hairsplitters up there will welcome any point,” Paul said. “Let’s talk no more about it.”


  He turned away, wishing he actually felt that confident. Presently, he said: “What about the city people? Are they in position yet?”


  “Yes they are,” Stilgar muttered. Paul looked at him. “What’s eating you?”


  “I never knew the city man could be trusted completely,” Stilgar said.


  “I was a city man myself once,” Paul said.


  Stilgar stiffened. His face grew dark with blood. “Muad’Dib knows I did not mean—”


  “I know what you meant, Stil. But the test of a man isn’t what you think he’ll do. It’s what he actually does. These city people have Fremen blood. It’s just that they haven’t yet learned how to escape their bondage. We’ll teach them.”


  Stilgar nodded, spoke in a rueful tone: “The habits of a lifetime, Muad’Dib. On the Funeral Plain we learned to despise the men of the communities.”


  Paul glanced at Gurney, saw him studying Stilgar. “Tell us, Gurney, why were the cityfolk down there driven from their homes by the Sardaukar?”


  “An old trick, My Duke. They thought to burden us with refugees.”


  “It’s been so long since guerrillas were effective that the mighty have forgotten how to fight them,” Paul said. “The Sardaukar have played into our hands. They grabbed some city women for their sport, decorated their battle standards with the heads of the men who objected. And they’ve built up a fever of hate among people who otherwise would’ve looked on the coming battle as no more than a great inconvenience . . . and the possibility of exchanging one set of masters for another. The Sardaukar recruit for us, Stilgar.”


  “The city people do seem eager,” Stilgar said.


  “Their hate is fresh and clear,” Paul said. “That’s why we use them as shock troops.”


  “The slaughter among them will be fearful,” Gurney said.


  Stilgar nodded agreement.


  “They were told the odds,” Paul said. “They know every Sardaukar they kill will be one less for us. You see, gentlemen, they have something to die for. They’ve discovered they’re a People. They’re awakening.”


  A muttered exclamation came from the watcher at the telescope. Paul moved to the rock slit, asked: “What is it out there?”


  “A great commotion, Muad’Dib,” the watcher hissed. “At that monstrous metal tent. A surface car came from rimwall West and it was like a hawk into a nest of rock partridge.”


  “Our captive Sardaukar have arrived,” Paul said.


  “They’ve a shield around the entire landing field now,” the watcher said. “I can see the air dancing even to the edge of the storage yard where they kept the spice.”


  “Now they know who it is they fight,” Gurney said. “Let the Harkonnen beasts tremble and fret themselves that an Atreides yet lives!”


  Paul spoke to the Fedaykin at the telescope. “Watch the flagpole atop the Emperor’s ship. If my flag is raised there—”


  “It will not be,” Gurney said.


  Paul saw the puzzled frown on Stilgar’s face, said: “If the Emperor recognized by claim, he’d signal by restoring the Atreides flag to Arrakis. We’d use the second plan then, move only against the Harkonnens. The Sardaukar would stand aside and let us settle the issue between ourselves.”


  “I’ve no experience with these offworld things,” Stilgar said. “I’ve heard of them, but it seems unlikely the—”


  “You don’t need experience to know what they’ll do,” Gurney said.


  “They’re sending a new flag up on the tall ship,” the watcher said. “The flag is yellow . . . with a black and red circle in the center.”


  “There’s a subtle piece of business,” Gurney said. “The Choam flag.”


  “It’s the same as the flag on the other ships,” the Fedaykin guard said.


  “I don’t understand,” Stilgar said.


  “A subtle piece of business indeed,” Gurney said. “Had he sent up the Atreides banner, he’d have had to live by what that meant. Too many observers about. He could’ve signaled with the Harkonnen flag on his staff—a flat declaration that’d have been. But, no—he sends up the Choam rag. He’s telling the people up there”—Gurney pointed toward space—“where the profit is. He’s saying he doesn’t care if it’s an Atreides here or not.”


  “How long till the storm strikes the shield wall?” Paul asked.


  Stilgar turned away, consulted one of the Fedaykin in the bowl. Presently, he returned, said: “Very soon, Muad’Dib. Sooner than we expected. It’s a great-great grandmother of a storm . . . perhaps even more than you wished.”


  “It’s my storm,” Paul said, and saw the silent awe on the faces of the Fedaykin who heard him. “Though it shook the entire world it could not be more than I wished. Will it strike the shield wall full on?”


  “Close enough to make no difference,” Stilgar said.


  A courier crossed from the hole that led down into the basin, said: “The Sardaukar and Harkonnen patrols are pulling back, Muad’Dib.”


  “They expect the storm to spill too much sand into the basin for good visibility,” Stilgar said. “They think we’ll be in the same fix.”


  “Tell our gunners to set their sights well before visibility drops,” Paul said. “They must knock the nose off every one of those ships as soon as the storm has destroyed their shield.” He stepped to a wall of the bowl, pulled back a fold of the camouflage cover and looked up at the sky. The horsetail twistings of blown sand could be seen against the dark of the sky. Paul restored the cover, said: “Start sending our men down, Stil.”


  “Will you not go with us?” Stilgar asked.


  “I’ll wait here a bit with the Fedaykin,” Paul said.


  Stilgar gave a knowing shrug toward Gurney, moved to the hole in the rock wall, was lost in its shadows.


  “The trigger that blasts the shield wall aside, that I leave in your hands, Gurney,” Paul said. “You will do it?”


  “I’ll do it.”


  Paul gestured to one of his Fedaykin lieutenants, said: “Otheym, start moving the check patrols out of the danger area. They must be out of there before the storm strikes.”


  The man bowed, followed Stilgar.


  Gurney leaned in to the rock slit, spoke to the man at the telescope: “Keep your attention on the south wall. It’ll be completely undefended until we blow it.”


  “Dispatch a cielago with a time signal,” Paul ordered.


  “Some ground cars are moving toward the south wall,” the man at the telescope said. “Some are using projectile weapons, testing. Our people are using body shields as you commanded. The ground cars have stopped.”


  In the abrupt silence, Paul heard the wind devils playing overhead—the front of the storm. Sand began to drift down into their bowl through gaps in the cover. A burst of wind caught the cover, whipped it away.


  Paul motioned his Fedaykin to take shelter, crossed to the men at the communications equipment near the tunnel mouth. Gurney stayed right beside him. Paul crouched over the signalmen.


  One of the men said: “A great-great-great grandmother of a storm, Muad’Dib.”


  Paul glanced up at the darkening sky, said: “Gurney, have the southwall observers pulled out.” He had to repeat his order, shouting above the growing noise of the storm.


  Gurney turned away to obey.


  Paul fastened his face filter, tightened the stillsuit hood.


  Gurney returned.


  Paul touched his shoulder, pointed to the blast trigger set into the tunnel mouth beyond the signalmen. Gurney went into the tunnel. He stopped there, one hand on the trigger, his gaze fixed on Paul.


  “We are getting no messages,” the signalman beside Paul said. “Much static.”


  Paul nodded, kept his eye on the times-standard dial in front of the signalman. Presently, Paul looked at Gurney, raised a hand, returned his attention to the dial. The time counter crawled around its final circuit.


  “Now!” Paul shouted, and dropped his hand.


  Gurney depressed the blast trigger.


  It seemed that a full second passed before they felt the ground beneath them ripple and shake. A rumbling sound was added to the storm’s roar.


  The Fedaykin watcher from the telescope appeared beside Paul, the telescope clutched under one arm. “The shield wall is breached, Muad’Dib!” he shouted. “The storm is on them and our gunners already are firing.”


  Paul thought of the storm sweeping across the basin, the static charge within the wall of sand that destroyed every shield barrier in the enemy camp.


  “The storm!” someone shouted. “We must get under cover, Muad’Dib!”


  Paul came to his senses, feeling the sand needles sting his exposed cheeks. We are committed, he thought. He put an arm around the signalman’s shoulder, said: “Leave the equipment! There’s more in the tunnel.” He felt himself being pulled away, Fedaykin pressing around him to protect him. They squeezed into the tunnel mouth, feeling its comparative silence, turned a corner into a small chamber with glowglobes overhead and another tunnel opening beyond.


  Here, another signalman sat at his equipment.


  “Much static,” the man said.


  A swirl of sand filled the air around them.


  “Seal off this tunnel!” Paul shouted. A sudden pressure of stillness showed that his command had been obeyed. “Is the way down to the basin still open?” Paul asked.


  A Fedaykin went to look, returned, said: “The explosion caused a little rock to fall, but the engineers say it is still open. They’re cleaning up some with lasbeams.”


  “Tell them to use their hands!” Paul barked. “There may be shields active down there!”


  “They are being careful, Muad’Dib,” the man said, but he turned to obey.


  The signalmen from outside pressed past them carrying their equipment.


  “I told those men to leave their equipment!” Paul said.


  “Fremen do not like to abandon equipment, Muad’Dib,” one of his Fedaykin chided.


  “Men are more important than equipment now,” Paul said. “We’ll have more equipment soon or have no need for any equipment.”


  Gurney Halleck came up beside him, said: “I heard them say the way down is open. We’re very close to the surface here, M’Lord, should the Harkonnens try to retaliate in kind.”


  “They’re in no position to retaliate,” Paul said. “They’re just now finding out that they have no shields and are unable to get off Arrakis.”


  “The new command post is all prepared, M’Lord,” Gurney said.


  “They’ve no need of me in the command post yet,” Paul said. “The plan would go ahead without me. We must wait for the—”


  “I’m getting a message, Muad’Dib,” said the signalman at the equipment set up in their chamber. The man shook his head, pressed a receiver phone against his ear. “Much static!” He began scribbling on a pad in front of him, shaking his head, waiting, writing . . . waiting.


  Paul crossed to the signalman’s side, saw the Fedaykin step back, giving him room. He looked down at what the man had written, read:


  “Raid . . . on sietch Tabr . . . captives . . . Alia (blank) families of (blank) dead are . . . they (blank) son of Muad’Dib . . .”


  Again, the signalman shook his head.


  Paul looked up to see Gurney staring at him.


  “The message is garbled,” Gurney said. “The static. You don’t know that—”


  “My son is dead,” Paul said and knew as he spoke that it was true. “My son is dead . . . and Alia is a captive . . . hostage.” He felt emptied, a shell without feelings. Everything he touched brought death and grief. And it was like a disease that could spread across the universe.


  Yet he could feel the old-man wisdom, that accumulation out of the experiences of countless possible lives, seeming to chuckle and rub its wizened hands within him.


  And Paul thought: How little the universe knows about the nature of real cruelty!


  XXV


  
    And Muad’Dib stood before them and said: “Though we deem the captive dead, yet does she live even if she were truly dead. For her seed is my seed and her voice is my voice. And she sees unto the farthest reaches of possibility, yea unto the vale of the unknowable does she see because of me.”


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  The Baron Vladimir Harkonnen stood with eyes downcast in the Imperial audience chamber, the oval selamlik within the Padishah Emperor’s hutment. With covert glances, the Baron had studied the metal-walled room and its occupants—noukkers, pages, guards, the troop of House Sardaukar drawn up around the walls beneath the bloody and tattered captured battle flags that were the room’s only decoration.


  Voices sounded from the right, echoing out of a high passage: “Make way! Make way for the Royal Person!”


  The Padishah Emperor Shaddam IV entered the audience chamber followed by his suite. He stood waiting, ignoring the Baron, seemingly ignoring everything about the room while his throne was brought.


  The Baron found that he could not ignore the Imperial Person, and studied the Emperor for a sign, any clue to the purpose for this audience. The Emperor stood poised—a slim, elegant figure in a gray Sardaukar uniform with silver and gold trim. His thin face and cold eyes reminded the Baron of the Duke Leto long dead—that same look of the predatory bird. But the Emperor’s hair was red, not black, and most of it concealed by a Burseg’s ebon helmet with the Imperial crest in gold upon its crown.


  Pages brought the throne. It was a massive chair carved from a single piece of Hagai quartz—blue green translucency shot through with streaks of yellow fire. They placed it on the dais and the Emperor mounted, seated himself.


  [image: ]


  An old woman in a black aba robe with hood drawn down over her forehead detached herself from the Emperor’s suite, took up station behind the throne, one scrawny hand resting on the quartz back. Her face peered out of the hood like a witch caricature—sunken cheeks and eyes, an overlong nose, skin mottled and with protruding veins.


  The Baron stilled his trembling at sight of her. The presence of the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam, the Emperor’s Truthsayer, betrayed the importance of this audience. The Baron looked away from her, studied the suite for a clue. There were two of the Guild agents, one tall and fat, one short and fat, both with bland gray eyes. And among the lackeys stood one of the Emperor’s daughters, the Princess Irulan, a woman they said was being trained in the deepest of the Bene Gesserit Ways, destined to be a Reverend Mother. She was tall, blond, with face of chiseled beauty, green eyes that looked past and through him.


  “My dear Baron.”


  The Emperor had deigned to notice him. The voice was baritone and with exquisite control. It managed to dismiss him while greeting him.


  The Baron bowed low, advanced to the required position ten paces from the dais. “I came at your summons, Majesty.”


  “Summons!” the old witch cackled.


  “Now, Reverend Mother,” the Emperor chided, but he smiled at the Baron’s discomfiture, said: “First, you will tell me where you’ve sent your minion, Thufir Hawat.”


  The Baron darted his gaze left and right, reviled himself for coming here without his own guards, not that they’d be much use against Sardaukar. Still—


  “Well?” the Emperor said.


  “He has been gone these five days, Majesty.” The Baron shot a glance at the Guild agents, back to the Emperor. “He was to land at a smuggler base and attempt infiltrating the camp of the Fremen fanatic, this Muad’Dib.”


  “Incredible!” the Emperor said. One of the witch’s clawlike hands tapped the Emperor’s shoulder. She leaned forward, whispered in his ear.


  The Emperor nodded, said: “Five days, Baron. Tell me, why aren’t you worried about his absence?”


  “But I am worried, Majesty!”


  The Emperor continued to stare at him, waiting. The Reverend Mother emitted a cackling laugh.


  “What I mean, Majesty,” the Baron said, “is that Hawat will be dead within another few hours anyway.” And he explained about the latent poison and need for an antidote.


  “How clever of you, Baron,” the Emperor said. “And where are your nephews, Rabban and the young Feyd-Rautha?”


  “The storm comes, Majesty, I sent them to inspect our perimeter lest the Fremen attack under cover of the sand.”


  “Perimeter,” the Emperor said. The word came out as though it puckered his mouth. “The storm won’t be much here in the basin, and that Fremen rabble won’t attack while I’m here with five legions of Sardaukar.”


  “Surely not, Majesty,” the Baron said, “but error on the side of caution cannot be censured.”


  “Ahhh,” the Emperor said. “Censure. Then I’m not to speak of how much time this Arrakis thing has taken from me? Nor the Choam Company profits pouring down this rat hole? Nor the court functions and affairs of State I’ve had to delay—even cancel!—because of this stupid affair?”


  The Baron lowered his gaze, frightened by the Imperial anger. The delicacy of his position here, alone and dependent upon the Convention and the dictum familia of the Great Houses, fretted him. Does he mean to kill me? the Baron asked himself. He couldn’t! Not with the other Great Houses waiting up there, aching for any excuse to gain from this upset on Arrakis.


  “Have you taken hostages?” the Emperor asked.


  “It’s useless, Majesty,” the Baron said. “These mad Fremen hold a burial ceremony for every captive and act as though such a one were already dead.”


  “So?” the Emperor said.


  And the Baron waited, glancing left and right at the metal walls of the selamlik, thinking of the monstrous fanmetal tent around him. Such unlimited wealth it represented that even the Baron was awed. He brings pages, the Baron thought, and useless court lackeys, his women and their companions—hairdressers, designers, everything . . . all the fringe parasites of the Court. All here—fawning, slyly plotting, “roughing it” with the Emperor . . . here to watch him put an end to this affair, to make epigrams over the battles and idolize the wounded.


  “Perhaps you’ve never sought the right hostages,” the Emperor said.


  He knows something, the Baron thought. Fear sat like a stone in his stomach until he could hardly bear the thought of eating. Yet, the feeling was like hunger, and he poised himself several times in his suspensors on the point of ordering food brought to him. But there was no one here to obey his summons.


  “Do you have any idea who this Muad’Dib could be?” the Emperor asked.


  “One of the Umma, surely,” the Baron said. “A Fremen fanatic, a religious adventurer. They crop up regularly on the fringes of civilization. Your Majesty knows this.”


  The Emperor glanced at his Truthsayer, turned back to scowl at the Baron. “And you have no other knowledge of this Muad’Dib?”


  “A madman,” the Baron said. “But all Fremen are a little mad.”


  “Mad?”


  “His people scream his name as they leap into battle. The women throw their babies at us and hurl themselves onto our knives to open a wedge for their men to attack us. They have no . . . no . . . decency!”


  “As bad as that,” the Emperor murmured, and his tone of derision did not escape the Baron. “Tell me, my dear Baron, have you investigated the southern polar regions of Arrakis?”


  The Baron stared up at the Emperor, shocked by the change of subject. “But . . . well, you know, Your Majesty, the entire region is uninhabitable, open to wind and worm. There’s not even any spice in those latitudes.”


  “You’ve had no reports from spice lighters that patches of greenery appear there?”


  “ There’ve always been such reports. Some were investigated—long ago. A few plants were seen. Many ’thopters were lost. Much too costly, Your Majesty. It’s a place where men cannot survive for long.”


  “So,” the Emperor said. He snapped his fingers and a door opened at his left behind the throne. Through the door came two Sardaukar herding a girlchild who appeared to be about four years old. She wore a black aba, the hood thrown back to reveal the attachments of a stillsuit hanging free at her throat. Her eyes were Fremen blue, staring out of a soft round face. She appeared completely unafraid and there was a look to her stare that made the Baron feel uneasy for no reason he could explain.


  Even the old Bene Gesserit Truthsayer drew back as the child passed and made a warding sign in her direction. The old witch obviously was shaken by the child’s presence.


  The Emperor cleared his throat to speak, but the child spoke first—a thin voice with traces of a soft-palate lisp, but clear nonetheless. “So here he is,” she said. She advanced to the edge of the dais. “He doesn’t appear much, does he—one frightened old fat man too weak to support his own flesh without the help of suspensors.”


  It was such a totally unexpected statement from the mouth of a child that the Baron stared at her, speechless in spite of his anger. Is it a midget? he asked himself.


  “My dear Baron,” the Emperor said, “be acquainted with the sister of Muad’Dib.”


  “The sist . . .” The Baron shifted his attention to the Emperor. “I do not understand.”


  “I, too, sometimes err on the side of caution,” the Emperor said. “It has been reported to me that your uninhabited south polar regions exhibit evidence of human activity.”


  “But that’s impossible!” the Baron protested. “The worms . . . there’s sand clear to the—”


  “These people seem able to avoid the worms,” the Emperor said.


  The child sat down on the dais beside the throne, dangled her feet over the edge, kicking them. There was such an air of sureness in the way she appraised her surroundings.


  The Baron stared at the kicking feet, the way they moved the black robe, the wink of sandals beneath the fabric.


  “Unfortunately,” the Emperor said, “I only sent in five troop carriers with a light attack force to pick up prisoners for questioning. We barely got away with three prisoners and one carrier. Mind you, Baron, my Sardaukar were almost overwhelmed by a force composed mostly of women, children and old men. This child here was in command of one of the attacking groups.”


  “You see, Your Majesty!” the Baron said. “You see how they are!”


  “I allowed myself to be captured,” the child said. “I did not want to face my brother and have to tell him that his son had been killed.”


  “Only a handful of our men got away,” the Emperor said. “Got away! You hear that?”


  “We’d have had them, too,” the child said, “except for the flames.”


  “My Sardaukar used the attitudinal jets on their carrier as flame throwers,” the Emperor said. “A move of desperation and the only thing that got them away with their three prisoners. Mark that, my dear Baron: Sardaukar forced to retreat in confusion from women and children and old men!”


  “We must attack in force,” the Baron rasped. “We must destroy every last vestige of—”


  “Silence!” the Emperor roared. He pushed himself forward on his throne. “Do not abuse my intelligence any longer. You stand there in your foolish innocence and—”


  “Majesty,” the Truthsayer said. He waved her to silence. “You say you don’t know about the activity we found, nor the fighting qualities of these superb people!” The Emperor lifted himself half off his throne. “What do you take me for, Baron?”


  The Baron took two backward steps, thinking: It was Rabban. He has done this to me. Rabban has—“And this fake dispute with Duke Leto,” the Emperor purred, sinking back into his throne. “How beautifully you maneuvered it.”


  “Majesty,” the Baron pleaded. “What are you—”


  “Silence!”


  The old Bene Gesserit put a hand on the Emperor’s shoulder, leaned close to whisper in his ear.


  The child seated on the dais stopped kicking her feet, said: “Make him afraid some more, Shaddam. I should not enjoy this, but I cannot help it.”


  “Quiet, child,” the Emperor said. He leaned forward, put a hand on her head, stared at the Baron. “Is it possible, Baron? Could you be as simple minded as my Truthsayer suggests? Don’t you recognize this daughter of your ally, Duke Leto?”


  “My father was never his ally,” the child said. “My father is dead. This old beast has never seen me before.”


  The Baron was reduced to stupefied glaring. When he found his voice it was to rasp: “Who is she?”


  “I am Alia, daughter of Duke Leto and Lady Jessica, sister of Duke Paul-Muad’Dib,” she said. She pushed herself off the dais to the floor of the audience chamber. “My brother has promised to have your head on his battle standard, Harkonnen, and I think he shall.”


  “Be hush, child,” the Emperor said. He sank back onto his throne, hand to chin, studying the Baron.


  “I do not take the Emperor’s orders,” Alia said. She glanced up at the old Reverend Mother. “She knows.”


  The Emperor shot a hard stare at his Truthsayer. “Now, what does that prattle mean?”


  “That child’s an abomination!” the old woman said. “Her mother deserves punishment greater than anything in history. Death cannot come too quickly for that monster-child nor the one who spawned her!” The old woman pointed a finger at Alia. “Get out of my mind!”


  “T-P?” the Emperor whispered. He snapped his attention back to Alia. “By the Great Mother!”


  “You don’t understand, Sire,” the old woman said. “Not telepathy. She’s in my mind. She’s like the ones before me, the ones who gave me their memories. She stands in my mind! She cannot be there, but she is!”


  “What others?” the Emperor demanded. “What’s this nonsense?”


  The old woman straightened, lowered her pointing hand. “I’ve said too much, but the fact remains that this child who is not a child must be destroyed. Long were we warned against such a one and how to prevent such a birth, but one of our own has betrayed us.”


  “You babble, old woman,” Alia said. “You don’t know how it was, yet you rattle on like a pureblind fool.” Alia closed her eyes, took a deep breath and held it.


  The old Reverend Mother groaned and staggered.


  Alia opened her eyes. “That is how it was,” she said. “A cosmic accident . . . and you played your part in it.”


  The Reverend Mother held out both hands, palms pushing the air toward Alia.


  “What is happening here?” the Emperor demanded. “Child, can you truly project your thoughts into the mind of another?”


  “That’s not how it is at all,” Alia said. “Unless I’m born as you, I cannot think as you.”


  “Kill her,” the old woman muttered, and clutched the back of the throne for support. “Kill her!” The sunken old eyes glared at Alia.


  “Silence,” the Emperor said, and he studied Alia. “Child, can you communicate with your brother?”


  “My brother knows I’m here,” Alia said.


  “Can you tell him to surrender as the price of your life?”


  Alia smiled up at him with clear innocence. “I shall not do that,” she said.


  The Baron stumbled forward to stand beside Alia. “Majesty,” he pleaded. “I knew nothing of—”


  “Interrupt me once more, Baron,” the Emperor said, “and you will lose the powers of interruption . . . forever.” He kept his attention focused on Alia, studying her through slitted lids. “You will not, eh? Can you read in my mind what I’ll do if you disobey me?”


  “I’ve already said I cannot read minds,” she said, “but one doesn’t need telepathy to read your intentions.”


  The Emperor scowled. “Child, your cause is hopeless. I have but to rally my forces and reduce this planet to—”


  “It’s not that simple,” Alia said. She looked at the two Guildsmen. “Ask them.”


  “It is not wise to go against my desires,” the Emperor said. “You should not deny me the least thing.”


  “My brother comes now,” Alia said. “Even an Emperor may tremble before Muad’Dib, for he has the strength of righteousness and Heaven smiles upon him.”


  The Emperor surged to his feet. “This play has gone far enough. I will take your brother and this planet and grind them to—”


  The room rumbled and shook around them. There came a sudden cascade of sand behind the throne where the hutment was coupled to the Emperor’s ship. The abrupt flicker-tightening of skin pressure told of a wide-area shield being activated.


  “I told you,” Alia said. “My brother comes.”


  The Emperor stood in front of his throne, right hand pressed to right ear, the servo-receiver there chattering its report on the situation. The Baron moved two steps behind Alia. Sardaukar were leaping to positions at the doors.


  “We will fall back into space and reform,” the Emperor said. “Baron, my apologies. These madmen are attacking under cover of the storm. We will show them an Emperor’s wrath, then.” He pointed at Alia. “Throw her body into the storm.”


  As she spoke, Alia fled backward, feigning terror. “Let the storm have what it can take!” she screamed. She backed into the Baron’s arms.


  “I have her, Majesty!” the Baron shouted. “Shall I dispatch her noweeeeeeeeeeh!” He hurled her to the floor, clutched his left arm.


  “Regrets, grandfather,” Alia said. “You’ve met the Atreides gom jabbar.” She got to her feet, dropping a dark needle.


  The Baron’s eyes bulged as he stared at a red slash on his left palm. “You . . . you—” He rolled sideways in his suspensors, a sagging mass of flesh supported inches off the floor with mouth hanging open and head lolling.


  “These Fremen are insane,” the Emperor snarled. “Quick! Into the ship. We’ll purge this planet of every—”


  Something sparkled to his left. A roll of ball lightning bounced from the wall there, crackled as it touched the metal floor. Burned insulation odor swept through the selamlik.


  “The shield!” a Sardaukar officer shouted. “The outer shield’s down! They’ve—”


  His words were drowned in a metallic roar as the ship wall behind the Emperor rocked and trembled.


  “They’ve shot the nose off our ship!” someone shouted.


  Dust boiled through the room. Under its cover, Alia darted around the Baron’s body and ran toward the outer doors.


  The Emperor whirled, motioned his people into an emergency door that swung open in the ship’s side behind the throne. He flashed a hand signal to a Sardaukar officer leaping through the dust haze toward him. “We’ll make our stand here!”


  Another crash shook the hutment. The double doors at the far side of the chamber banged open to admit wind-blown sand and the sound of shouting. A small black-robed figure could be seen momentarily against the light then was gone. Alia had darted out into the battle to find a knife and, as fitted her Fremen training, to kill Harkonnen and Sardaukar wounded.


  The Emperor saw his House Sardaukar charge through greened yellow haze toward the opening, their weapons ready, forming an arc there to protect the Royal Person as he retreated. “Save yourself, Sire!” an officer shouted. “Into the ship!”


  But the Emperor stood alone on his dais now pointing a hand toward the doors. An entire section of the hutment had been blasted away there and the selamlik’s doors stood open to the sand. A dust cloud hung low over the outside world blowing from pastel distances. Static lightning crackled from the cloud and spark flashes of shields being shorted out by the storm’s charge could be seen through the haze. The plain surged with figures in combat—Sardaukar and leaping, gyrating robed figures who seemed to come down out of the cloud.


  All this was as a frame for the target of the Emperor’s pointing hand.


  Out of the sand haze came an orderly mass of flashing shapes—great rising curves with crystal spokes that resolved into the gaping mouths of sandworms, a massed wall of them and each with its troops of Fremen riding to the attack. They came in a wedge, their robes whipping in the wind, and they cut through the disorder of the plain.


  Onward toward the hutment they came while the House Sardaukar stood awed for the first time in their history by an onslaught their minds could not accept.


  But the figures leaping from the worm backs were men, and the blades flashing in that ominous yellow light were a thing the Sardaukar had been trained to face. They threw themselves into combat. And it was man to man on the plain of Arrakeen while a picked Sardaukar bodyguard pressed the Emperor back into the ship, sealed the door on him, and prepared to die at that door as part of his shield.


  In the shock of comparative silence within the ship, the Emperor stared at the wide-eyed faces of his suite, seeing his eldest daughter with the flush of exertion on her cheeks, the old Truthsayer standing like a black shadow with her hood pulled about her face, finding at last the faces he sought—the two Guildsmen. They wore the Guild gray, unadorned, and it seemed to fit the calm they maintained despite the emotions around them.


  The taller of the two, though, was holding a hand to his left eye. As the Emperor watched, someone jostled the Guildsman’s arm, the hand moved, and the eye was revealed. The man had lost one of his masking contact lenses, the Emperor saw, and the eye stared out at him a total blue so dark as to be almost black.


  The smaller of the pair elbowed his way a step nearer the Emperor, said: “We cannot know how it will go.” And the taller companion, hand restored to eye, added in a cold voice: “But this Muad’Dib cannot know, either.”


  The words shocked the Emperor out of his daze. He checked the scorn on his tongue by a visible effort because it did not take a Guild navigator’s single-minded focus on the main chance to see the immediate future out on that plain. Were these two so dependent upon their faculty that they had lost the use of their eyes and their reason, he wondered.


  “Reverend Mother,” he said, “we must devise a plan.”


  She pulled the hood from her face, met his gaze with an unblinking stare. The look that passed between them carried complete understanding. They had one weapon left and both knew it: Treachery.


  XXVI


  
    He was warrior and mystic, ogre and saint, the fox and the innocent, chivalrous, ruthless, less than a god, more than a man. There is no measuring Muad’Dib’s motives by ordinary standards. In the moment of his triumph, he saw the death prepared for him, yet he accepted the treachery. Can you say he did this out of a sense of justice? Whose justice? Remember, we speak now of the Muad’Dib who ordered battledrums made from his enemies’ skins, the Muad’Dib who denied the conventions of his Ducal past with a wave of the hand, saying merely: “I am the Kwisatz Haderach. That is reason enough.”


    “Arrakis Awakening”


    by The Princess Irulan

  


  It was to the Arrakeen governor’s mansion, the old Residence that the Atreides had first occupied on the planet, that they escorted Paul-Muad’Dib on the evening of his victory. The building stood as Rabban had restored it, virtually untouched by the fighting although there had been looting by townspeople. Some of the furnishing in the main hall had been overturned or smashed.


  Paul strode through the main entrance with Gurney Halleck and Stilgar a pace behind. Their escort fanned out into the Great Hall, straightening the place and clearing an area for Muad’Dib. One squad began investigating that no sly trap had been planted here.


  “I remember the day we first came here with your father,” Gurney said. He glanced around at the beams and the high, slitted windows. “I didn’t like this place then and I like it less now. One of our caves would be safer.”


  “Spoken like a true Fremen,” Stilgar said, and he marked the cold smile that his words brought to Muad’Dib’s lips. “Will you reconsider, Muad’Dib?”


  “This place is a symbol,” Paul said. “Rabban lived here. By occupying this place I seal my victory for all to understand. Send men through the building. Touch nothing. Just be certain no Harkonnen people or toys remain.”


  “As you command,” Stilgar said, and reluctance was heavy in his tone as he turned to send men as Muad’Dib had ordered.


  Communications men hurried into the room with their equipment, began setting up near the massive fireplace. The Fremen guard that augmented the surviving Fedaykin took up stations around the room. There was muttering among them, much darting of suspicious glances. This had been too long a place of the enemy for them to accept their presence in it casually.


  “Gurney, have an escort bring my mother and Chani,” Paul said. “Does Chani know yet about our son?”


  “The message was sent, M’Lord.”


  “Are the Makers being taken out of the basin yet?”


  “Yes, M’Lord. The storm’s almost spent.”


  Paul crossed the hall, seeing a chair against the wall. The chair had once stood in the dining hall and might even have held his own father. At the moment, though, it was only an object to rest his weariness and conceal it from the men. He sat down, pulling his robes around his legs, loosening the fit of his stillsuit at the neck.


  “The Emperor is still holed up in the remains of his ship,” Gurney said.


  “For now, contain him there,” Paul said. “Have they found the Harkonnens yet?”


  “They’re still examining the dead.”


  “What reply from the ships up there?” He jerked his chin toward the ceiling.


  “No reply yet, M’Lord.”


  Paul sighed, resting against the back of his chair. Presently, he said: “Bring me a captive Sardaukar. We must send a message to the Emperor. It’s time to discuss terms.”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  Gurney turned away, dropped a hand signal to one of the Fedaykin who took up close-guard position beside Paul.


  Paul closed his eyes, turned over in his mind the accumulated strangeness of this day, the mixed futures that he had absorbed, and the abrupt presence of his sister, Alia, within his awareness.


  “I have breasted the future to place my words where only you can hear them,” she had said. “Even you cannot do that, my brother. I find it an interesting toy. And . . . oh, yes—I’ve killed our grandfather, the demented old Baron.”


  And she was gone.


  Paul sensed Stilgar’s presence, opened his eyes. The black bearded Fremen stood in front of him, eyes glaring with battle light.


  “You’ve found the body of the old Baron,” Paul said.


  “We just found him in that great pile of metal the Emperor built,” Stilgar said. “How did you know?” Paul ignored the questioning, seeing Gurney return accompanied by two Fremen who supported a captive Sardaukar between them.


  “Here’s one of them, M’Lord,” Gurney said as he signed for the bound captive to be held five paces in front of Paul.


  The Sardaukar’s eyes, Paul noted, carried a dazed expression. A blue bruise stretched down from the bridge of his nose to the corner of his mouth. He was one of the blond, chisel-featured ones with the look that seemed synonymous with rank among the Sardaukar, yet there were no insignia on his torn uniform except the gold buttons with the Emperial crest and the tattered braid of his trousers.


  “I think this one’s an officer, M’Lord,” Gurney said.


  Paul nodded, said: “I am the Duke Paul Atreides. Do you understand that, man?”


  The Sardaukar stared at him unmoving.


  “Speak up,” Paul said, “or your Emperor may die.”


  The man blinked, swallowed. “Who am I?” Paul demanded. “You are the Duke Paul Atreides,” the man husked.


  He seemed too submissive to Paul, but then the Sardaukar had never been prepared for such happenings as this day. They’d never known anything but victory which, Paul realized, could be a weakness in itself. He put that thought aside for later consideration in his own training program.


  “I have a message for you to carry to the Emperor,” Paul said. And he couched his words in the ancient formula: “I, a Duke of a Great House, an Imperial Kinsman, give my word of bond under the Convention. If the Emperor and his people lay down their arms and come to me here I will guard their lives with my own.” Paul held up his left hand with the Ducal signet for the Sardaukar to see. “I swear it by this.”


  The man wet his lips with his tongue, glanced at Gurney.


  “Yes,” Paul said. “Who but an Atreides could command the allegiance of Gurney Halleck.”


  “I will carry the message,” the Sardaukar said.


  “Take him to our forward command post and send him in,” Paul said.


  “Yes, M’Lord.” Gurney motioned for the guard to obey, led them out.


  Paul turned back to Stilgar.


  “Chani and your mother have arrived,” Stilgar said. “The guard brought them to the rear. Chani has asked time to be alone with her grief. The Reverend Mother has gone to the weirding room that the beast Rabban restored.”


  “My mother’s sick with longing for a planet she may never again see,” Paul said. “Where water falls from the sky and plants grow so thick you cannot walk between them.”


  “Water from the sky,” Stilgar whispered.


  In that instant, Paul saw how Stilgar had been transformed from the Fremen Naib to a creature of the Lisan al-Gaib, a receptacle for awe and obedience. It was a lessening of the man, and Paul felt the ghost wind of the jihad brush him.


  I have seen a friend become a worshiper, he thought.


  In a rush of loneliness, Paul glanced around the room, seeing how proper and on-review his guards had become in his presence. He sensed the subtle, prideful competition among them—each hoping for notice from Muad’Dib.


  Muad’Dib, from whom all blessings flow, he thought, and it was the bitterest thought of all his life.


  “Rabban, of course, is dead,” Paul said, addressing Stilgar.


  “Yes . . . Muad’Dib.”


  Guards to Paul’s right suddenly snapped aside, standing at attention to open an aisle for Jessica who entered from the rear of the Residency. She wore her black aba and walked with a hint of striding across sand, but Paul noted how this house had restored something to her of what she had once been here—concubine to a ruling Duke and mother of the Ducal heir.


  There was an old assertiveness and command in her presence.


  Jessica crossed to Paul, stood looking down at him. She saw his fatigue and how he hid it from the men, but found no compassion for him. It was as though she had been rendered incapable of any emotion for her son.


  “Where is Alia?” she asked.


  “Out doing what any good Fremen child should be doing in such times,” Paul said. “She’s killing enemy wounded and marking their bodies for recovery of the water.”


  “Paul!”


  “One must understand that she does this out of kindness,” Paul said. “Isn’t it strange that we misunderstand how close kindness is to cruelty?”


  Jessica glared at him, shocked into awareness of the profound change in him—a change deeply disturbing. “The men tell strange stories of you, Paul,” she said. “They say you have all the powers of their legend—that nothing is hidden from you, that you see where others cannot.”


  “A Bene Gesserit should wonder about legends?” he asked.


  “I know I’ve had a hand in whatever you are,” she said, “but I can still—”


  “How would you like to live a billion billion lives in just a few years?” Paul asked. “There’s a fabric of legends for you! Think of all those experiences, the possibilities, and the wisdom they’d bring. But wisdom tempers love, doesn’t it? And it puts a new shape on hate. How can you tell what’s ruthless unless you’ve been both cruel and kind? I am the Kwisatz Haderach, Mother. You should fear me.”


  “Once you denied to me that you were the Kwisatz Haderach,” Jessica said.


  Paul shook his head. “I can deny nothing anymore.” He looked up into her eyes. “The Emperor and his people come now. They will be announced any moment. Stand beside me. I wish a clear view of them for my future bride will be among them.”


  “Paul!” Jessica snapped. “Don’t make the mistake your father made!”


  “She’s a princess,” Paul said. “She’s my key to the throne, and that’s all she’ll ever be. Mistake? You think because I’m what you made me that I cannot feel the need for revenge?”


  “Even on the innocent?”


  “There are no innocent anymore.”


  “Tell that to Chani,” Jessica said, and gestured toward the passage from the rear of the Residency.


  Chani entered the Great Hall there, walking between the Fremen guards as though unaware of them. Her hood and stillsuit cap were thrown back, face mask fastened aside. She walked with a fragile uncertainty as she crossed the room to stand beside Jessica.


  Paul saw the marks of tears on her cheeks—She gives water to the dead. He felt a pang of grief strike through him, but it was as though he could only feel this thing through Chani’s presence.


  “He is dead, beloved,” Chani said. “Our son is dead.”


  Holding himself under stiff control, Paul got to his feet. He reached out, touched Chani’s cheek, feeling the dampness of her tears. “He cannot be replaced,” Paul said, “but there will be other sons. It is Usul who promises this.” Gently, he moved her aside, gestured to Stilgar.


  “Muad’Dib,” Stilgar said.


  “They come from the ship, the Emperor and his people,” Paul said. “I will stand here. Assemble the captives in an open space in the center of the room. They will be kept at a distance of ten meters from me unless I command otherwise.”


  “As you command, Muad’Dib.” As Stilgar turned to obey, Paul heard the awed muttering of Fremen guards: “You see? He knew! No one told him, but he knew!” The Emperor’s entourage could be heard approaching now, his Sardaukar humming one of their marching tunes to keep up their spirits. There came a murmur of voices at the entrance and Gurney Halleck passed through the guard, crossed to confer with Stilgar, then moved to Paul’s side, a strange look in his eyes.


  Will I lose Gurney, too? Paul wondered. The way I lost Stilgar—losing a friend to gain a creature?


  “They have no throwing weapons,” Gurney said. “I’ve made sure of that myself.” He glanced around the room, seeing Paul’s preparations. “Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen is with them. Shall I cut him out?”


  “Leave him.”


  “There’re some Guild people, too, demanding special privileges, threatening an embargo against Arrakis. I told them I’d give you their message.”


  “Let them threaten.”


  “Paul!” Jessica hissed behind him. “He’s talking about the Guild!”


  “I’ll pull their fangs presently,” Paul said.


  “There’s also a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mother says she’s a friend of your mother.”


  “My mother has no Bene Gesserit friends.”


  Again, Gurney glanced around the Great Hall, then bent close to Paul’s ear. “Thufir Hawat’s with ’em, M’Lord. I had no chance to see him alone, but he used our old hand signs to say he’s been working with the Harkonnens, thought you were dead. Says he’s to be left among them.”


  “You left Thufir among those—”


  “He wanted it . . . and I thought it best. If . . . there’s something wrong, he’s where we can control him. If not—we’ve an ear on the other side.”


  Paul thought then of a prescient glimpse into this possible future, knowing that Thufir carried a poisoned needle which the Emperor hoped would be used against “the upstart Duke.”


  Gurney signaled Stilgar who nodded.


  Guards at the entrance stepped aside, formed a short corridor of lances. There came a murmurous swish of garments, feet rasping on sand that had drifted in from the entrance.


  The Padishah Emperor Shaddam IV led his people into the hall. His burseg helmet had been lost and the red hair stood out in disarray. His uniform’s left sleeve had been ripped along the inner seam. He was beltless and without weapons, but his presence moved with him like a force-shield bubble that kept his immediate area free of people.


  A Fremen lance dropped across his path, stopped him where Paul had ordered. The others bunched up behind, a montage of color movement, shuffling and staring at Paul and the room.


  Paul swept his glance across the group, saw women who hid signs of weeping, saw the lackeys who had come to enjoy the sights of a Sardaukar victory and now stood choked to silence by defeat. And Paul saw the bird bright eyes of the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam glaring beneath her black hood, and beside her the narrow furtiveness of Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen.


  He saw, too, the remnants of the Sardaukar men and officers with bitterness on their faces and desperation. Here and there among them, a face caught Paul’s attention briefly: Sardaukar officers measuring the preparations within this room, planning and scheming yet for a way to turn defeat into victory.


  Paul’s attention came at last to a tall blond woman, green eyed, a face of patrician beauty, classic in its hauteur, untouched by tears, completely undefeated. Without being told it, Paul knew her—a Princess Royal, Bene Gesserit-trained.


  There’s my key, he thought.


  Then he saw movement in the clustered people, a face and figure emerged—Thufir Hawat, the seamed old face with darkly stained lips, the hunched shoulders, the look of fragile age about him that Paul knew to be carefully cultivated deception.


  “There’s Thufir Hawat,” Paul said. “Let him stand free, Gurney.”


  “M’Lord,” Gurney said.


  “Let him stand free,” Paul repeated.


  Gurney nodded.


  Hawat shambled forward as a Fremen lance was lifted and replaced behind him. The rheumy eyes peered at Paul, measuring, seeking.


  Paul stepped forward one pace, sensed the tense, waiting movement of the Emperor and his people.


  Hawat’s gaze stabbed past Paul, and the old man said: “Lady Jessica, I but learned this day how I’ve wronged you in my thoughts. You needn’t forgive.”


  Paul waited, but his mother remained silent.


  “Thufir, old friend,” Paul said, “as you can see, my back is toward no door.”


  “The universe is full of doors,” Hawat said.


  “Am I my father’s son?” Paul asked.


  “More like your grandfather’s,” Hawat rasped. “You’ve his manner and the look of him in your eyes.”


  “Yet I’m my father’s son,” Paul said. “For I say to you, Thufir, that in payment for your years of service to my family you may now ask anything you wish of me. Anything at all. Do you need my life now, Thufir? It is yours.” Paul stepped forward a pace, hands at his side, seeing the look of awareness grow in Hawat’s eyes.


  He realizes that I know of the treachery, Paul thought.


  Pitching his voice to carry in a half-whisper for Hawat’s ears alone, Paul said: “I mean this, Thufir. If you’re to strike me, do it now.”


  “I but wanted to stand before you once more, my Duke,” Hawat said. And Paul became aware for the first time of the effort the old man exerted to keep from falling.


  Paul reached out, supported Hawat by the shoulders, feeling the muscle tremors beneath his hands.


  “Is there pain, old friend?” Paul asked.


  “There is pain, my Duke,” Hawat agreed, “but the pleasure is greater.” He half turned in Paul’s arms, extended his left hand, palm up, toward the Emperor, exposing the tiny needle cupped against the fingers. “See Majesty?” he called. “See your traitor’s needle? Did you think that I who’ve given my life to service of the Atreides would give them less now?”


  Paul staggered as the old man sagged in his arms, felt the death there, the utter flaccidity. Gently, Paul lowered Hawat to the floor, straightened and signed for guardsmen to carry the body away.


  Silence held the hall while his command was obeyed.


  A look of deadly waiting held the Emperor’s face now. Eyes that had never admitted fear admitted it at last.


  “Majesty,” Paul said, and noted the jerk of surprised attention in the tall Princess Royal. The word had been uttered with the Bene Gesserit controlled atonals, carrying in it every shade of contempt and scorn that Paul could put into it.


  Bene Gesserit-trained, indeed, Paul thought.


  The Emperor cleared his throat, said: “Perhaps my respected kinsman believes he has things all his own way now. Nothing could be more remote from fact. You have violated the Convention, used Atomics against—”


  “I used atomics against a natural feature of the desert,” Paul said. “It was in my way and I was in a hurry to get to you, Majesty, to ask your explanation for some of your strange activities.”


  “There’s a massed armada of the Great Houses in space over Arrakis right now,” the Emperor said. “I’ve but to say the word and they’ll—”


  “Oh, yes,” Paul said, “I almost forgot about them.” He searched through the Emperor’s suite until he saw the faces of the two Guildsmen, spoke aside to Gurney. “Are those the Guild agents, Gurney, the two fat ones dressed in gray over there?”


  “Yes, M’Lord.”


  “You two,” Paul said, pointing. “Get out of there immediately and dispatch messages that will get that fleet on its way home. After this, you’ll ask my permission before—”


  “The Guild doesn’t take your orders!” the taller of the two barked. He and his companion pushed through to the barrier lances which were raised at a nod from Paul. The two men stepped out and the taller leveled an arm at Paul, said: “You may very well be under embargo for your—”


  “If I hear any more nonsense from either of you,” Paul said, “I’ll give the order that’ll destroy all spice production on Arrakis . . . forever.”


  “Are you mad?” the tall Guildsman demanded.


  “You grant that I have the power to do this thing, then?” Paul asked.


  The Guildsman seemed to stare into space for a moment, then: “Yes, you could do it, but you must not.”


  “Ahhh,” Paul said and nodded to himself. “Guild navigators, both of you, eh?”


  “Yes!”


  The shorter of the pair said: “You would blind yourself, too, and condemn us all to slow death. Have you any idea what it means to be deprived of the spice liquor once you’re addicted?”


  “The eye that looks ahead to the safe course is closed forever,” Paul said. “The Guild is crippled. Humans become little isolated clusters on their isolated planets. You know, I might do this thing out of pure spite . . . or out of ennui.”


  “Let us talk this over privately,” the taller Guildsman said. “I’m sure we can come to some compromise that is—”


  “Send the message to your people over Arrakis,” Paul said. “I grow tired of this argument. If that fleet over us doesn’t leave soon there’ll be no need for us to talk.” He nodded toward his communications men at the side of the hall. “You may use our equipment.”


  “First we must discuss this,” the tall Guildsman said. “We cannot just—”


  “Do it!” Paul barked. “The power to destroy a thing is the absolute control over it. You’ve agreed I have that power. We are not here to discuss or to negotiate or to compromise. You will obey my orders or suffer the immediate consequences!”


  “He means it,” the shorter Guildsman said.


  Slowly, the two crossed to the Fremen communications equipment.


  “Will they obey?” Gurney asked. “They have a narrow vision of Time,” Paul said. “They can see ahead to a blank wall marking the consequences of disobedience. Every Guild navigator on every ship over us can look ahead to that same wall. They’ll obey.”


  Paul turned back to look at the Emperor, said: “When they permitted you to mount your father’s throne, it was only on the assurance that you’d keep the spice flowing. You’ve failed them, Majesty. Do you know the consequences?”


  “Nobody permitted me to—”


  “Stop playing the fool,” Paul barked. “The Guild is like a village beside a river. They need the water, but can only dip out what they require. They cannot dam the river and control it, because that focuses attention on what they take, it brings down eventual destruction, attack. The spice flow, that’s their river, and I have built a dam. But my dam is such that you cannot destroy it without destroying the river.”


  The Emperor brushed a hand through his red hair, glanced at the backs of the two Guildsmen.


  “Even your Bene Gesserit Truthsayer is trembling,” Paul said. “There are other poisons the Reverend Mothers can use for their tricks, but once they’ve used the spice liquor, the others no longer work.”


  The old woman pulled her shapeless black robes around her, pressed forward out of the crowd to stand at the barrier lances.


  “Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam,” Paul said. “It has been a long time since Caladan, hasn’t it?”


  She looked past him at his mother, said: “Well, Jessica, I see that your son is indeed the one. For that you can be forgiven even the abomination who is your daughter.”


  Paul stilled the anger rising in him cold and sudden, said: “You never had the right or cause to forgive my mother anything!”


  The old woman locked eyes with him.


  “Try your tricks on me, old witch,” Paul taunted. “Where’s your gom jabbar? Try looking into that place where you cannot see! You’ll find me staring out at you!”


  The old woman was the first to break, dropping her gaze to the floor.


  “Have you nothing to say, old witch?” Paul demanded.


  “I welcomed you to the ranks of humans,” she muttered. “Don’t besmirch that.”


  Paul raised his voice: “Observe her, comrades! This is a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mother, patient in a patient cause. She could wait with her sisters—ninety generations for the proper combination of parents and environment to produce a single person their scheming required. Observe her! She believes now that the ninety generations have culminated in success, but I will not do her bidding!”


  “Jessica!” the old woman screamed. “Silence him!”


  “Silence him yourself,” Jessica said.


  “For your part in all this I could gladly have you strangled,” Paul said. “You couldn’t evade it!” he snapped as the old woman stiffened in rage. “But I think it better punishment that you live out your years never able to touch me or bend me to a single thing that your scheming desires.”


  “Jessica, what have you done?” the old woman demanded.


  “I’ll give you only one thing,” Paul said. “You saw part of what the Race needs, but how poorly you saw it. You think to control human breeding and intermix a select few according to your master plan! How little you understand of—”


  “You mustn’t speak of these things!” the old woman hissed.


  “Silence!” Paul roared. The word seemed to take substance as it twisted through the air between them under Paul’s control.


  The old woman reeled back into the arms of those behind her, face blank with shock at the power with which he had seized her psyche. “Jessica,” she whispered.


  “I remember your gom jabbar,” Paul said. “You remember mine. I can kill you with a word.”


  The Fremen around the hall glanced knowingly at each other. Did the legend of the Lisan al-Gaib not say: “And his word shall carry death eternal to those who stand against righteousness.”


  Paul turned his attention to the tall Princess Royal standing beside her Emperor father. Keeping his eyes focused on her, he said: “Majesty, we both know the way out of our difficulty.”


  The Emperor glanced at his daughter, back to Paul. “You dare? You! An adventurer without family, a nobody from—”


  “You’ve already admitted who I am,” Paul said. “Royal kinsman. Let’s stop this nonsense.”


  “I am your ruler,” the Emperor said.


  Paul glanced at the Guildsmen standing now at the communications equipment and facing him. One of them nodded.


  “I could force it,” Paul said. “You will not dare!” the Emperor grated.


  Paul merely stared at him.


  The Princess Royal put a hand on her father’s arm. “Father,” she said, and her voice was silky soft, soothing.


  “Don’t try your tricks on me,” the Emperor said. He looked at her. “You don’t need to do this, daughter. We’ve other resources that—”


  “But here’s a man fit to be your son,” she said.


  The old Reverend Mother, her composure regained, forced her way to the Emperor’s side, leaned close to his ear and whispered.


  “She pleads your case,” Jessica said.


  Paul continued to look at the golden-haired Princess. Aside to his mother, he said: “That’s Irulan, the eldest, isn’t it?”


  “Yes.”


  Chani moved up on Paul’s other side, said: “Do you wish me to leave, Muad’Dib?”


  He glanced at her. “Leave? You’ll never again leave my side.”


  “There’s nothing binding between us,” Chani said.


  Paul looked down at her for a silent moment, then: “Speak only truth with me, my Sihaya.” As she started to reply, he silenced her with a finger to her lips. “That which binds us cannot be loosed,” he said. “Now, watch these matters closely for I wish to see this room later through your wisdom.” The Emperor and his Truthsayer were carrying on a heated, lowvoiced argument.


  Paul spoke to his mother: “She reminds him that it’s part of their agreement to place a Bene Gesserit on the throne, and Irulan is the one they’ve groomed for it.”


  “Was that their plan?” Jessica said.


  “Isn’t it obvious?” Paul asked.


  “I see the signs!” Jessica snapped. “My question was meant to remind you that you should not try to teach me those matters in which I instructed you.”


  Paul glanced at her, caught a cold smile on her lips.


  Gurney Halleck leaned between them, said: “I remind you, M’ Lord, that there’s a Harkonnen in that bunch.” He nodded toward a dark-haired youth pressed against a barrier lance on the left. “The one with the squinting eyes there on the left. As evil a face as ever I saw. You promised me that—”


  “Thank you, Gurney,” Paul said. “It’s the na-Baron . . . Baron now that the old man’s dead,” Gurney said. “He’ll do for what I’ve in—”


  “Can you take him, Gurney?”


  “M’Lord jests!”


  “That argument between the Emperor and his witch has gone on long enough, don’t you think, mother?”


  She nodded. “Indeed.”


  Paul raised his voice, called out to the Emperor: “Majesty, is there a Harkonnen among you?”


  Royal disdain revealed itself in the way the Emperor turned to look at Paul. “I believe my entourage has been placed under the protection of your Ducal word,” he said.


  “My question was for information only,” Paul said. “I wish to know if a Harkonnen is officially a part of your entourage or if a Harkonnen is merely hiding behind a technicality out of cowardice.” The Emperor’s smile was a calculating one. “Anyone accepted into the Imperial company is a member of my entourage.”


  “You have the word of a Duke,” Paul said, “but Muad’Dib is another matter. He may not recognize your definition of what constitutes an entourage. My friend Gurney Halleck wishes to kill a Harkonnen. If he—”


  “Kanly!” Feyd-Rautha shouted. He pressed against the barrier lance. “Your father named this vendetta, Atreides. You call me coward while you hide among your women and offer to send a lackey against me!”


  The old Truthsayer whispered something fiercely into the Emperor’s ear, but he pushed her aside, said: “Kanly, is it? There are strict rules for Kanly.”


  “Paul, put a stop to this,” Jessica said.


  “M’Lord,” Gurney said, “you promised me my day against the Harkonnens.”


  “You’ve had your day against them,” Paul said. He slipped his robe and hood from his shoulders, handed them to his mother with his belt and crysknife, began unstrapping his stillsuit.


  “There’s no need for this,” Jessica said. “There are easier ways.” Paul stepped out of his stillsuit, slipped the crysknife from its sheath in his mother’s hands. “I know,” he said. “Poison, an assassin, all the old familiar ways.”


  “You promised me a Harkonnen!” Gurney hissed, and Paul marked the rage in the man’s face, the way the inkvine scar stood out dark and ridged. “You owe it to me, M’Lord!”


  “Have you suffered more from them than I?” Paul asked.


  “My sister,” Gurney rasped. “My years in the slave pits—”


  “My father,” Paul said. “My good friends and companions, Thufir Hawat and Duncan Idaho, my years as a fugitive without rank or succor . . . and one more thing: it is now Kanly and you know as well as I the rules that must prevail.” Halleck’s shoulders sagged. “M’ Lord, if that swine . . . he’s no more than a beast you’d spurn with your foot and discard the shoe because it’d been contaminated. Call in an executioner, if you must, or let me do it, but don’t offer yourself to—”


  “Muad’Dib need not do this thing,” Chani said.


  He glanced at her, saw the fear for him in her eyes. “But the Duke Paul must,” he said.


  “This is a Harkonnen animal!” Gurney rasped.


  Paul hesitated on the point of revealing his own Harkonnen ancestry, stopped at a sharp look from his mother, said merely: “But this being has human shape, Gurney, and deserves human doubt.”


  Gurney said: “If he so much as touches—”


  “Please stand aside,” Paul said. He hefted the crysknife, gently pushed Gurney aside.


  “Gurney!” Jessica said. She touched Gurney’s arm. “He’s like his grandfather in this mood. Don’t distract him. It’s the only thing you can do for him now.”


  The Emperor was studying Feyd-Rautha, seeing the heavy shoulders, the thick muscles. He turned to look at Paul—a stringy whipcord of a youth, not as dessicated as the Arrakeen natives, but with ribs there to count, and sunken in the flanks so that the ripple and gather of muscles could be followed under the skin.


  Jessica leaned close to Paul, pitched her voice for his ears alone: “One thing, son. Sometimes a dangerous person is prepared by the Bene Gesserits, a word implanted into the deepest recesses of such a one by the old pleasure/pain methods. The word-sound most frequently used is Uroshnor. If this one’s been prepared, and I strongly suspect it, that word uttered in his ear will render his muscles flaccid and—”


  “I want no special advantage for this one,” Paul said. “Step back out of my way.”


  Gurney spoke to her: “Why is he doing this? Does he think to get himself killed and achieve martyrdom? This Fremen religious prattle, is that what’s on his mind?” Jessica hid her face in her hands, realizing that she did not know fully why Paul took this course. She could feel death in this room and knew that Paul was capable of doing such a thing as Gurney suggested. Every talent within her focused on the need to protect her son, but she knew there was nothing for her to do.


  “Is it this religious prattle?” Gurney insisted.


  “Be silent,” Jessica whispered. “And pray.”


  The Emperor’s face was touched by an abrupt smile. “If Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen of my entourage so wishes,” he said, “I relieve him of all restraint and give him freedom to choose his own course in this.” The Emperor waved a hand toward Paul’s Fedaykin guards. “One of your rabble has my belt and short blade. If Feyd-Rautha wishes it, he may meet you with my blade in his hand.”


  “I wish it,” Feyd-Rautha said, and Paul saw the elation on the man’s face.


  He’s overconfident, Paul thought. There’s a natural advantage that I can accept.


  “Get the Emperor’s blade,” Paul said, and watched as his command was obeyed. “Put it on the floor there.” He indicated a place with his foot. “Clear the Imperial rabble back against the wall and let the Harkonnen stand clear.”


  A flurry of robes, scraping of feet, low-voiced commands and protests accompanied obedience to Paul’s command. The Guildsmen remained standing near the communications equipment. They frowned at Paul in obvious indecision.


  They’re accustomed to seeing the future, Paul thought. In this place and time they’re blind . . . even as I am. And he sampled the Time-winds, sensing the turmoil, the storm nexus that focused on this moment/place. Here was the unborn Jihad, he knew. Here was the Race Consciousness that he had known once as his own Terrible Purpose. Here was reason enough for a Kwisatz Haderach or a Lisan al-Gaib or even the halting scheme of the Bene Gesserits. The Race of humans had felt its own dormancy, sensed itself grown stale and knew now only the need to experience turmoil in which it knew the genes would mingle and the strong new mixtures survive. All humans were alive as an unconscious single organism in this moment, experiencing a kind of sexual heat that could override any barrier.


  And Paul saw how futile were any efforts of his to change any smallest bit of this. He had thought to oppose the Jihad within himself, but the Jihad would be. His legions would rage out from Arrakis even without him. They needed only the legend he already had become. He had shown them the way, given them mastery even over the Guild which must have the spice to exist.


  A sense of failure pervaded him, and he saw through it that Feyd-Rautha Harkonnen had slipped out of the torn uniform, stripped down to a fighting girdle with a mail core.


  This is the climax, Paul thought. From here, the future will open, the clouds part onto a kind of glory. And if I die here, they’ll say I sacrificed myself that my spirit might lead them. And if I live, they’ll say nothing can oppose Muad’Dib.


  “Is the Atreides ready?” Feyd-Rautha called, using the words of the ancient Kanly ritual.


  Paul chose to answer him in the Fremen way: “May thy knife chip and shatter!” He pointed to the Emperor’s blade on the floor, indicating that Feyd-Rautha should advance and take it.


  Keeping his attention on Paul, Feyd-Rautha picked up the knife, balancing it a moment in his hand to get the feel of it. Excitement kindled in him. This was a fight he had dreamed about—man against man, skill against skill with no shields intervening. He thought he could see a way to power opening before him because the Emperor surely would reward whoever killed this troublesome Duke. The reward might even be that haughty daughter and a share of the throne. And this yokel Duke, this back-world adventurer could not possibly be a match for a Harkonnen trained in every device and every treachery by a thousand arena combats, honed sharp by Thufir Hawat. And the yokel had no way of knowing he faced more weapons than a knife here.


  Let us see if you’re proof against poison! Feyd-Rautha thought. He saluted Paul with the Emperor’s blade, said: “Meet your death, fool.”


  “Shall we fight, cousin?” Paul asked. And he cat-footed forward, eyes on the waiting blade, his body crouched low with his own milk-white crysknife pointing out as though an extension of his arm.


  They circled each other, bare feet grating on the floor, watching with eyes intent for the slightest opening.


  “How beautifully you dance,” Feyd-Rautha said.


  He’s a talker, Paul thought. There’s another weakness. He grows uneasy in the face of silence.


  “Have you been shriven?” Feyd-Rautha asked.


  Still, Paul circled in silence.


  And the old Reverend Mother, watching the fight from the press of the Emperor’s suite felt herself trembling. The Atreides youth had called the Harkonnen cousin. It could only mean he knew the ancestry they shared, easy to understand because he was the Kwisatz Haderach. But the words forced her mind to focus on the only thing that mattered to her here.


  This could be a major catastrophe for the Bene Gesserit breeding scheme.


  She had seen something of what Paul had seen here, that Feyd-Rautha might kill but not be victorious. Another thought, though, almost overwhelmed her. Two end products of this long and costly program faced each other in a fight to the death that might easily claim both of them. If both died here that would leave only Alia and Feyd-Rautha’s daughter—one a baby, the other an unknown and unmeasurable factor.


  “Perhaps you have only pagan rites here,” Feyd-Rautha said. “Would you like the Emperor’s Truthsayer to prepare your spirit for its journey?”


  Paul smiled, circling to the right, alert, his black thoughts suppressed by the needs of the moment.


  Feyd-Rautha leaped, feinting with right hand, but with the knife shifted in a blur to his left hand.


  Paul dodged easily, noting the shield-conditioned hesitation in Feyd-Rautha’s thrust. Still, it was not as great a shield conditioning as some Paul had seen, and he sensed that Feyd-Rautha had fought before against unshielded foes.


  “Does an Atreides run or stand and fight?” Feyd-Rautha asked.


  Paul resumed his silent circling. Idaho’s words came back to him, the words of training from the long-ago practice floor on Caladan: “Use the first moments in study. You may miss many an opportunity for quick victory this way, but the moments of study are an insurance of success. Take your time and be sure.”


  “Perhaps you think this dance prolongs your life a few moments,” Feyd-Rautha said. “Well and good.” He stopped the circling, straightened.


  Paul had seen enough for a first approximation. Feyd-Rautha led to the left side, presenting the right hip as though the mailed fighting girdle could protect his entire side. It was the action of a man trained to the shield and with a knife in both hands.


  Or, and Paul hesitated, the girdle was more than it seemed.


  The Harkonnen seemed too confident against a man who’d this day led his forces to victory against Sardaukar legions.


  Feyd-Rautha noted the hesitation, said: “Why prolong the inevitable? You but keep me from exercising my rights over this ball of dirt.”


  If it’s a flipdart, Paul thought, it’s a cunning one. The girdle shows no signs of tampering.


  “Why don’t you speak?” Feyd-Rautha demanded.


  Paul resumed his probing circle, allowing himself a cold smile at the tone of unease in Feyd-Rautha’s voice, evidence that the pressure of silence was building.


  “You smile, eh?” Feyd-Rautha asked. And he leaped in midsentence.


  Expecting the slight hesitation, Paul almost failed to evade the downflash of blade, felt its tip scratch his left arm. He silenced the sudden pain there, his mind flooded with realization that the earlier hesitation had been a trick—an overfeint. Here was more of an opponent than he had expected. There would be tricks within tricks within tricks.


  “Your own Thufir Hawat taught me some of my skills,” Feyd-Rautha said. “He gave me first blood.” And Paul recalled that Idaho had once said: “Expect only what happens in the fight. That way you’ll never be surprised.”


  Again, the two circled each other, crouched, cautious.


  Paul saw the return of elation to his opponent, wondered at it. Did a scratch signify that much to the man? Unless there were poison on the blade! But how could there be? His own men had handled the weapon.


  “That woman you were talking to over there,” Feyd-Rautha said. “The little one. Is she something special to you?”


  Paul remained silent, probing with his inner senses, examining the blood from the wound, finding a trace of soporific from the Emperor’s blade. He realigned his own metabolism to match this threat and change the molecules of the soporific, but felt a thrill of doubt. They’d been prepared with soporific on a blade. A soporific. Nothing to alert a poison snooper, but strong enough to slow the muscles it touched. His enemies had their own plans within plans, their own stacked treacheries.


  Again, Feyd-Rautha leaped.


  Paul, the smile frozen on his face, feinted with slowness as though inhibited by the drug and at the last instant dodged to meet the down-flashing arm on the crysknife’s point.


  Feyd-Rautha ducked sideways and was out and away, his blade shifted to his left hand, and only a slight paleness of jaw betrayed the acid-pain where Paul had cut him.


  Let him know his own moment of doubt, Paul thought.


  “Treachery!” Feyd-Rautha shouted. “He’s poisoned me!”


  Paul dropped his cloak of silence, said: “Only a little acid to match the soporific on the Emperor’s blade.”


  Feyd-Rautha began closing the space between them, edging in, knife held high, anger showing itself in squint of eye and set of jaw. He feigned right and under, and they were pressed against each other, knife hands gripped, straining.


  Paul, cautious of Feyd-Rautha’s right hip where he suspected a poison flip-dart, forced the turn to the right. He almost failed to see the needle point flick out beneath the belt line. A shift and a giving in Feyd-Rautha’s motion warned him.


  On the left hip!


  Treachery within treachery within treachery, Paul reminded himself. Using Bene Gesserit-trained muscles, he sagged to catch a reflex in Feyd-Rautha, but the necessity of avoiding the tiny point jutting from his opponent’s hip threw Paul off just enough that he missed his footing and found himself thrown hard to the floor, Feyd-Rautha on top.


  “You see it there on my hip?” Feyd-Rautha whispered. “Your death, fool.” And he began twisting himself around, forcing the poisoned needle closer and closer.


  Paul strained, hearing the silent screams in his mind, his cell-stamped ancestors demanding that he use the secret word to slow Feyd-Rautha, to save himself.


  “I will not say it!” Paul gasped.


  Feyd-Rautha gaped at him, caught in the merest fraction of hesitation. It was enough for Paul to find the weakness of balance in one of his opponent’s leg muscles, and their positions were reversed. Feyd-Rautha lay partly underneath with right hip high, unable to turn because of the tiny needle point caught against the floor beneath him.


  Paul twisted his left hand free, aided by the lubrication of blood from his arm, thrust once hard up underneath Feyd-Rautha’s jaw. The point slid home into the brain. Feyd-Rautha jerked and sagged.


  Breathing deeply to restore his calm, Paul pushed himself away and got to his feet. He stood over the body, knife in hand, raised his eyes with deliberate slowness to look across the room at the Emperor.


  “Majesty,” Paul said, “your force is reduced by one more. Shall we now shed sham and pretense? Shall we now discuss what must be? Your daughter wed to me and the way opened for an Atreides to sit on the throne.”


  “I sit on the throne,” the Emperor said.


  “You shall have a throne on Salusa Secundus,” Paul said.


  “I put down my arms and came here on your word of bond!” the Emperor shouted. “You dare threaten—”


  “Your person is safe in my presence,” Paul said. “An Atreides promised it. Muad’Dib, however, sentences you to your prison planet. But have no fear, Majesty. I will ease the harshness of the place with all the power at my disposal. It shall become a garden world, full of gentle things.”


  As the hidden import of Paul’s words grew in the Emperor’s mind, he glared across the room at Paul. “Now we see true motives.”


  “Indeed,” Paul said.


  “And what of Arrakis?” the Emperor asked.


  “The Fremen have the word of Muad’Dib,” Paul said. “There will be flowing water here open to the sky and green oases rich with good things. But we have the spice to think of, too. Thus, there will always be desert on Arrakis . . . and fierce winds, and trials to toughen a man. We Fremen have a saying: ‘God created Arrakis to train the faithful.’ One cannot go against the word of God.”


  The old Truthsayer, the Reverend Mother Gaius Helen Mohiam, had her own view of the hidden meaning in Paul’s words now. She glimpsed the Jihad and said: “You cannot loose these people upon the universe!”


  “You will think back to the gentle ways of the Sardaukar!” Paul snapped.


  “You cannot,” she whispered. “You’re a Truthsayer,” Paul said. “Review your words.” He glanced at the Princess Royal, back to the Emperor. “Best it were done quickly, Majesty.”


  The Emperor turned a stricken look upon his daughter. She touched his arm, spoke soothingly: “For this I was trained, father.”


  “You cannot stay this thing,” the old Truthsayer muttered.


  The Emperor looked at Paul, standing stiffly with a look of remembered dignity. “Who will negotiate for you, kinsman?”


  Paul turned, saw his mother, her eyes heavy-lidded, standing with Chani in a squad of Fedaykin guards. He crossed to them, stood looking down at Chani.


  “I know the reasons,” Chani whispered.


  Paul, hearing the secret tears in her voice, touched her cheek. “My Sihaya need fear nothing, ever,” he whispered. He dropped his arm, faced his mother. “You will negotiate for me, Mother, with Chani by your side. She has wisdom and sharp eyes. And it is wisely said that no one bargains tougher than a Fremen. She will be looking through the eyes of her love for me and with the thought of her sons to be, what they will need. Listen to her.”


  “What are your instructions?” Jessica asked.


  “The Emperor’s entire Choam Company holdings as dowry.”


  “Entire?”


  “He is to be stripped. I’ll want an earldom and Choam directorship for Gurney Halleck, and him in the fief of Caladan. There will be titles and attendant power for every surviving Atreides man, not excepting the lowliest trooper.”


  “What of the Fremen?” Jessica asked.


  “The Fremen are mine,” Paul said. “What they receive shall be dispensed by Muad’Dib. It’ll begin with Stilgar as Governor on Arrakis, but that can wait.”


  “And for me?” Jessica asked.


  “Is there something you wish?”


  “Perhaps Caladan,” she said, looking at Gurney. “I need a time of peace in which to think.”


  “That you shall have,” Paul said, “and anything else that Gurney or I can give you.”


  Jessica nodded, feeling suddenly old and tired. She looked at Chani. “And for the royal concubine?”


  “No title for me,” Chani whispered. “Nothing I beg of you.”


  Paul stared down into her eyes, remembering her suddenly as she had stood once with little Leto in her arms, their child now dead in this violence. “I swear to you now,” he whispered, “that you’ll need no title. That woman over there will be my wife and you but a concubine because this is a political thing and we must weld peace out of this moment, enlist the Great Houses of the Landsraad. We must obey the forms. Yet that princess shall have no more of me than my name. No child of mine nor touch nor softness of glance, nor instant of desire.”


  “So you say now,” Chani said. “Do you know so little of my son?” Jessica whispered. “See that princess standing there, so haughty and confident. They say she has pretentions of a literary nature. Let us hope she finds solace in such things; she’ll have little else.” A bitter laugh escaped Jessica. “Think on it, Chani: that princess will have the name, yet she’ll live as less than a concubine—never to know a moment of tenderness from the man to whom she’s bound. While we, Chani, who carry the name of concubine, history will call us wives.”


  THE END
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