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Wien | was writing Dune

. there was no roomin nmy mnd for concerns about the book's success or
failure. | was concerned only with the witing. Six years of research had
preceded the day | sat down to put the story together, and the interweaving of
the many plot layers | had planned required a degree of concentration | had
never before experienced.

It was to be a story exploring the myth of the Messiah

It was to produce another view of a human-occupi ed pl anet as an energy nachi ne.
It was to penetrate the interlocked workings of politics and economi cs.

It was to be an exanination of absolute prediction and its pitfalls.

It was to have an awareness drug in it and tell what coul d happen through
dependence on such a substance.

Pot abl e water was to be an analog for oil and for water itself, a substance
whose supply di m ni shes each day.

It was to be an ecol ogi cal novel, then, with many overtones, as well as a story
about people and their human concerns wi th human values, and |I had to nonitor
each of these levels at every stage in the book

There wasn't roomin nmy head to think about nuch el se.

Foll owing the first publication, reports fromthe publishers were slow and, as
it turned out, inaccurate. The critics had panned it. More than twelve
publishers had turned it down before publication. There was no adverti sing.
Sonet hi ng was happeni ng out there, though

For two years, | was swanped with bookstore and reader conplaints that they
could not get the book. The Wiole Earth Catalog praised it. | kept getting
t hese tel ephone calls from people asking ne if | were starting a cult.

The answer: "God no!"

What |'mdescribing is the slow realization of success. By the tine the first
t hree Dune books were conpleted, there was little doubt that this was a popul ar
work -- one of the nobst popular in history, | amtold, with some ten nmillion
copies sold worldwi de. Now the nmost common question people ask is: "Wat does
this success mean to you?"

It surprises ne. | didn't expect failure either. It was a work and | did it.
Parts of Dune Messiah and Children of Dune were witten before Dune was



conpleted. They fleshed out nore in the witing, but the essential story
remained intact. | was a witer and | was witing. The success neant | could
spend nore time witing.

Looki ng back on it, | realize | did the right thing instinctively. You don't
wite for success. That takes part of your attention away fromthe witing. |If
you're really doing it, that's all you're doing: witing.

There's an unwitten conmpact between you and the reader. |[|f someone enters a
bookstore and sets down hard earned noney (energy) for your book, you owe that
person some entertai nment and as nuch nore as you can gi ve.

That was really ny intention all along.

Frank Herbert

Most discipline is hidden discipline, designed not to |liberate but to limt. Do
not ask Why? Be cautious with How? Wy? |eads inexorably to paradox. How?
traps you in a universe of cause and effect. Both deny the infinite.

- The Apocrypha of Arrakis

"Taraza told you, did she not, that we have gone through el even of these Duncan
| daho ghol as? This one is the twelfth."

The ol d Reverend Mot her Schwangyu spoke with deliberate bitterness as she | ooked
down fromthe third-story parapet at the [one child playing on the encl osed
awn. The planet Gammu's bright mdday sunlight bounced off the white courtyard
walls filling the area beneath themwith brilliance as though a spotlight had
been directed onto the young ghol a.

Gone through! the Reverend Mther Lucilla thought. She allowed herself a short
nod, thinking how coldly inpersonal were Schwangyu's manner and choi ce of words.
We have used up our supply; send us nore!

The child on the | awn appeared to be about twelve standard years of age, but
appear ance coul d be deceptive with a ghola not yet awakened to his origina
menories. The child took that nonent to | ook up at the watchers above him He
was a sturdy figure with a direct gaze that focused intently frombeneath a

bl ack cap of karakul hair. The yellow sunlight of early spring cast a snal
shadow at his feet. His skin was darkly tanned but a slight novenent of his
body shifted his blue singlesuit, revealing pale skin at the |left shoul der

"Not only are these gholas costly but they are suprenely dangerous to us,"
Schwangyu said. Her voice cane out flat and enotionless, all the nore powerfu
because of that. It was the voice of a Reverend Mther Instructor speaki ng down



to an acolyte and it enphasized for Lucilla that Schwangyu was one of those who
protested openly agai nst the ghola project.

Taraza had warned: "She will try to win you over."
"El even failures are enough," Schwangyu sai d.

Lucilla glanced at Schwangyu's wrinkl ed features, thinking suddenly: Soneday I
may be old and wi zened, too. And perhaps | will be a power in the Bene Cesserit
as well.

Schwangyu was a snmall worman with nany age nmarks earned in the Sisterhood's
affairs. Lucilla knew from her own

assi gnment - st udi es that Schwangyu's conventional bl ack robe conceal ed a skinny
figure that few other than her acolyte dressers and the nales bred to her had
ever seen. Schwangyu's mouth was wide, the lower lip constricted by the age
lines that fanned into a jutting chin. Her nmanner tended to a curt abruptness
that the uninitiated often interpreted as anger. The conmander of the Gamu
Keep was one who kept herself to herself nore than nost Reverend Mt hers.

Once nore, Lucilla wi shed she knew the entire scope of the ghola project.

Taraza had drawn the dividing |ine clearly enough, though: "Schwangyu is not to
be trusted where the safety of the ghola is concerned.”

"We think the Tleilaxu thenselves killed nobst of the previous eleven,"”
said. "That in itself should tell us sonething."

Schwangyu

Mat chi ng Schwangyu's manner, Lucilla adopted a quiet attitude of al npst

enotionless waiting. Her manner said: "I may be nmuch younger than you,
Schwangyu, but |, too, ama full Reverend Mdther." She could feel Schwangyu's
gaze.

Schwangyu had seen the holos of this Lucilla but the woman in the flesh was nore
di sconcerting. An Inprinter of the best training, no doubt of it. Blue-in-blue
eyes uncorrected by any lens gave Lucilla a piercing expression that went with
her long oval face. Wth the hood of her black aba robe thrown back as it was
now, brown hair was revealed, drawn into a tight barette and then cascadi ng down
her back. Not even the stiffest robe could conpletely hide Lucilla's ample
breasts. She was froma genetic line fanous for its notherly nature and she

al ready had borne three children for the Sisterhood, two by the sane sire. Yes
-- a brown-haired charnmer with full breasts and a notherly disposition

"You say very little," Schwangyu said. "This tells nme that Taraza has warned
you agai nst ne."
"Do you have reason to believe assassins will try to kill this twelfth ghol a?"

Lucill a asked.
"They al ready have tried."

Strange how the word "heresy" came to m nd when thinking of Schwangyu, Lucilla

t hought. Could there be heresy ampng the Reverend Mot hers? The religious
overtones of the word seened out of place in a Bene Gesserit context. How could
there be heretical novenents anong people who held a profoundly mani pul ative
attitude toward all things religious?



Lucilla shifted her attention down to the ghola, who took this nonent to perform
a series of cartwheels that brought himaround full circle until he once nore
stood | ooking up at the two observers on the parapet.

"How prettily he perfornms!" Schwangyu sneered. The old voice did not conpletely
mask an underlying vi ol ence.

Lucilla glanced at Schwangyu. Heresy. Dissidence was not the proper word.
Opposition did not cover what could be sensed in the older woman. This was
sonet hing that could shatter the Bene Gesserit. Revolt against Taraza, against
t he Reverend Mot her Superior? Unthinkable! Mther Superiors were cast in the
nol d of nonarch. Once Taraza had accepted counsel and advice and then nmade her
decision, the Sisters were cormmtted to obedi ence.

"This is notinme to be creating new problens!" Schwangyu sai d.

Her meaning was clear. People fromthe Scattering were conmi ng back and the
i ntent of some ampbng those Lost Ones threatened the Sisterhood. Honored Matres!
How | i ke "Reverend Mot hers" the words sounded.

Lucilla ventured an exploratory sally: "So you think we should be concentrating
on the problem of those Honored Matres fromthe Scattering?"

"Concentrating? Hah! They do not have our powers. They do not show good
sense. And they do not have mastery of nelange! That is what they want from
us, our spice know edge."

" Per haps, "
evi dence.

Lucilla agreed. She was not willing to concede this on the scanty

"Mot her Superior Taraza has taken | eave of her senses to dally with this ghola
t hi ng now," Schwangyu sai d.

Lucilla remained silent. The ghola project definitely had touched an old nerve
anmong the Sisters. The possibility, even renpote, that they m ght arouse another
Kwi sat z Haderach sent shudders of angry fear through the ranks. To nmeddle with
t he wor m bound remmants of the Tyrant! That was dangerous in the extrene.

"We shoul d never take that ghola to Rakis," Schwangyu nuttered. "Let sleeping
worns lie."

Lucilla gave her attention once nore to the ghola-child. He had turned his back
on the high parapet with its two Reverend Mdthers, but sonething about his
posture said he knew t hey di scussed himand he awaited their response.

"You doubtl ess realize that you have been called in while he is yet too young,"
Schwangyu sai d.

"I have never heard of the deep inprinting on one that young," Lucilla agreed.
She al | owed sonething softly self-nocking in her tone, a thing she knew
Schwangyu woul d hear and misinterpret. The managenment of procreation and all of
its attendant necessities, that was the Bene Gesserit ultimate specialty. Use

| ove but avoid it, Schwangyu woul d be thinking now The Sisterhood' s anal ysts
knew the roots of love. They had examined this quite early in their devel opnent
but had never dared breed it out of those they influenced. Tolerate |ove but
guard against it, that was the rule. Knowthat it lay deep within the human
genetic nmakeup, a safety net to insure continuation of the species. You used it



where necessary, inprinting selected individuals (sonetinmes upon each other) for
the Sisterhood's purposes, know ng then that such individuals would be |inked by
power ful bonding lines not readily available to the conmmon awareness. Qhers

m ght observe such |inks and plot the consequences but the |inked ones woul d
dance to unconsci ous nusi c.

"I was not suggesting that it's a mistake to inprint him" Schwangyu sai d,
m sreading Lucilla's silence.

"W do what we are ordered to do," Lucilla chided. Let Schwangyu neke of that
what she woul d.

"Then you do not object to taking the ghola to Rakis," Schwangyu said. "I
wonder if you would continue such unquestioni ng obedi ence if you knew the ful
story?”

Lucilla inhaled a deep breath. Was the entire design for the Duncan | daho
ghol as to be shared wi th her now?

"There is a femal e child named Sheeana Brugh on Rakis," Schwangyu said. "She
can control the giant worns."

Lucill a conceal ed her alertness. Gant wornms. Not Shai-hulud. Not Shaitan
G ant worns. The sandrider predicted by the Tyrant had appeared at | ast!

"I do not make idle chatter," Schwangyu said when Lucilla continued silent.

I ndeed not, Lucilla thought. And you call a thing by its descriptive |abel, not
by the name of its mystical inport. Gant worms. And you're really thinking
about the Tyrant, Leto Il, whose endless dreamis carried as a pearl of

awar eness in each of those worms. O so we are led to believe.

Schwangyu nodded toward the child on the [ awn below them "Do you think their
ghola will be able to influence the girl who controls the worms?"
We're peeling away the skin at last, Lucilla thought. She said: "I have no

need for the answer to such a question."

"You are a cautious one," Schwangyu said.

Lucilla arched her back and stretched. Cautious? Yes, indeed! Taraza had
war ned her: "Were Schwangyu i s concerned, you nust act with extreme caution
but with speed. W have a very narrow wi ndow of time within which we can
succeed. "

Succeed at what? Lucilla wondered. She glanced sideways at Schwangyu. "I
don't see how the Tleilaxu could succeed in killing el even of these gholas. How
could they get through our defenses?"

"W have the Bashar now," Schwangyu said. "Perhaps he can prevent disaster."
Her tone said she did not believe this.

Mot her Superior Taraza had said: "You are the Inprinter, Lucilla. Wen you get
to Gatmmu you will recogni ze sone of the pattern. But for your task you have no
need for the full design."



"Think of the cost!" Schwangyu said, glaring down at the ghola, who now
squatted, pulling at tufts of grass.

Cost had nothing to do with it, Lucilla knew. The open adm ssion of failure was
much nore inportant. The Sisterhood could not reveal its fallibility. But the
fact that an Inprinter had been sumoned early -- that was vital. Taraza had
known the Inprinter would see this and recogni ze part of the pattern

Schwangyu gestured with one bony hand at the child, who had returned to his
solitary play, running and tunbling on the grass.

"Politics," Schwangyu sai d.

No doubt Sisterhood politics lay at the core of Schwangyu's heresy, Lucilla

t hought. The delicacy of the internal argunent could be deduced fromthe fact
t hat Schwangyu had been put in charge of the Keep here on Gammu. Those who
opposed Taraza refused to sit on the sidelines.

Schwangyu turned and | ooked squarely at Lucilla. Enough had been said. Enough
had been heard and screened through mnds trained in Bene Gesserit awareness.
The Chapter House had chosen this Lucilla with great care.

Lucilla felt the ol der woman's careful exam nation but refused to let this touch
t hat innernost sense of purpose upon which every Reverend Mdther could rely in
times of stress. Here. Get her look fully upon nme. Lucilla turned and set her
nouth in a soft smle, passing her gaze across the rooftop opposite them

A uniforned man arnmed with a heavy-duty | asgun appeared there, |ooked once at
the two Reverend Mothers and then focused on the child bel ow t hem

"Who is that?" Lucilla asked

"Patrin, the Bashar's nobst trusted aide. Says he's only the Bashar's bat man but
you'd have to be blind and a fool to believe that. "

Lucilla exam ned the man across fromthemw th care. So that was Patrin. A
native of Gamu, Taraza had said. Chosen for this task by the Bashar hinself.
Thin and bl ond, much too old now to be soldiering, but then the Bashar had been
call ed back fromretirenent and had insisted Patrin nmust share this duty.

Schwangyu noted the way Lucilla shifted her attention fromPatrin to the ghola
with real concern. Yes, if the Bashar had been called back to guard this Keep
then the ghola was in extrene peril

Lucilla started in sudden surprise. "Wy . . . he's .
"Mles Teg's orders," Schwangyu said, naming the Bashar. "A|l of the ghola's
play is training play. Miscles are to be prepared for the day when he is
restored to his original self."

"But that's no sinple exercise he's doing down there," Lucilla said. She felt
her own muscl es respond synpathetically to the renenbered training.

"W hold back only the Sisterhood' s arcana fromthis ghola," Schwangyu sai d.
"Al nost anything el se in our storehouse of knowl edge can be his." Her tone said
she found this extrenmely objectionable.



"Surely, no one believes this ghola could becone another Kwi satz Haderach,"
Lucill a objected.

Schwangyu nerely shrugged.

Lucilla held herself quite still, thinking. Ws it possible the ghola could be

transformed into a male version of a Reverend Mother? Could this Duncan |daho

learn to | ook i nward where no Reverend Mot her dared?

Schwangyu began to speak, her voice alnbst a growing nutter: "The design of

this project . . . they have a dangerous plan. They could nmake the sane m stake
." She broke off.

They, Lucilla thought. Their ghol a.

"I would give anything to know for sure the position of Ix and the Fish Speakers

in this," Lucilla said.

"Fi sh Speakers!" Schwangyu shook her head at the very thought of the remmant
femal e arny that had once served only the Tyrant. "They believe in truth and
justice."

Lucilla overcanme a sudden tightness in her throat. Schwangyu had all but

decl ared open opposition. Yet, she conmanded here. The political rule was a

si npl e one: Those who opposed the project nmust nonitor it that they m ght abort
it at the first sign of trouble. But that was a genui ne Duncan |daho ghola down
there on the lawm. Cell conparisons and Truthsayers had confirned it.

Taraza had said: "You are to teach himlove in all of its forns."
"He's so young," Lucilla said, keeping her attention on the ghola.

"Young, yes,'
childi sh responses to maternal affection. Later

Schwangyu said. "So, for now, | presune you will awaken his
" Schwangyu shrugged.

Lucilla betrayed no enotional reaction. A Bene CGesserit obeyed. | aman
Imprinter. So . . . Taraza's orders and the Inprinter's specialized training
defined a particul ar course of events.

To Schwangyu, Lucilla said: "There is sonmeone who |ooks |ike me and speaks with
ny voice. | amlnprinting for her. My |I ask who that is?"
"No. "

Lucilla held her silence. She had not expected revelation but it had been
remarked nmore than once that she bore a striking resenblance to Senior Security
Mot her Darwi Odrade. "A young Odrade." Lucilla had heard this on severa

occasi ons. Both Lucilla and Odrade were, of course, in the Atreides line with a
strong backbreedi ng from Si ona descendants. The Fi sh Speakers had no nonopol y
on those genes! But the Qther Menories of a Reverend Mother, even with their
linear selectivity and confinement to the fenal e side, provided inportant clues
to the broad shape of the ghola project. Lucilla, who had cone to depend on her
experi ences of the Jessica persona buried sonme five thousand years back in the
Si sterhood' s genetic mani pul ations, felt a deep sense of dread fromthat source
now. There was a famliar pattern here. It gave off such an intense feeling of
doomthat Lucilla fell automatically into the Litany Agai nst Fear as she had
been taught it in her first introduction to the Sisterhood's rites:



"l must not fear. Fear is the mnd-killer. Fear is the little-death that

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

Cal mreturned to Lucill a.

Schwangyu, sensing some of this, allowed her guard to drop slightly. Lucilla
was no dullard, no special Reverend Mdther with an enpty title and barely
sufficient background to function wi thout enbarrassing the Sisterhood. Lucilla
was the real thing and sone reactions could not be hidden from her, not even
reacti ons of another Reverend Mdther. Very well, let her know the full extent
of the opposition to this foolish, this dangerous project!

"I do not think their ghola will survive to see Rakis," Schwangyu sai d.

Lucilla let this pass. "Tell me about his friends," she said.
"He has no friends; only teachers."
"When will | neet then?" She kept her gaze on the opposite parapet where Patrin

| eaned idly-against a low pillar, his heavy |asgun at the ready. Lucilla
realized with an abrupt shock that Patrin was watching her. Patrin was a
nessage fromthe Bashar! Schwangyu obvi ously saw and understood. W guard hin

"I presune it's Mles Teg you're so anxi ous to neet," Schwangyu sai d.

"Anmong ot hers."
"Don't you want to make contact with the ghola first?"

"I"ve already made contact with him" Lucilla nodded toward the encl osed yard
where the child once nore stood al nost notionless and | ooking up at her. "He's
a thoughtful one."

“I"'ve only the reports on the others,"
t he nost thoughtful one of the series.”

Schwangyu said, "but | suspect this is

Lucill a suppressed an involuntary shudder at the readi ness for violent
opposition in Schwangyu's words and attitude. There was not one hint that the
child bel ow t hem shared a conmon hunanity.

VWi le Lucilla was thinking this, clouds covered the sun as they often did here
at this hour. A cold wind blewin over the Keep's walls, swirling around the
courtyard. The child turned away and pi cked up the speed of his exercises,
getting his warnth fromincreased activity.

"Where does he go to be al one?" Lucilla asked.

"Mostly to his room He has tried a few dangerous escapades, but we have
di scouraged this."

"He nust hate us very nuch.”

"I"msure of it.



"I will have to deal with that directly."
"Surely, an Inmprinter has no doubts about her ability to overconme hate."

"I was thinking of Geasa." Lucilla sent a knowi ng | ook at Schwangyu. "I find
it astonishing that you | et Geasa nake such a m stake."

"I don't interfere with the normal progress of the ghola's instructions. |f one
of his teachers develops a real affection for him that is not nmy problem"”

"An attractive child,"” Lucilla said.

They stood a bit | onger watching the Duncan |daho ghola at his training-play.
Bot h Reverend Mot hers thought briefly of Geasa, one of the first teachers
brought here for the ghola project. Schwangyu's attitude was plain: Geasa was
a providential failure. Lucilla thought only: Schwangyu and Geasa conpli cated
ny task. Neither wonman gave even a passing nonent to the way these thoughts
reaffirmed their loyalties.

As she watched the child in the courtyard, Lucilla began to have a new

appreci ation of what the Tyrant God Emperor had actually achieved. Leto Il had
enpl oyed this ghol a-type through uncounted lifetimes -- sonme thirty-five hundred
years of them one after another. And the God Enperor Leto Il had been no
ordinary force of nature. He had been the biggest juggernaut in human history,
rolling over everything: over social systems, over natural and unnatura
hatreds, over governnental forms, over rituals (both taboo and nandatory), over
religions casual and religions intense. The crushing weight of the Tyrant's
passage had | eft nothing unmarked, not even the Bene Gesserit.

Leto Il had called it "The Gol den Path" and this Duncan |daho-type ghol a bel ow
her now had figured promnently in that awesonme passage. Lucilla had studied

t he Bene Gesserit accounts, probably the best in the universe. Even today on
nost of the old Inmperial Planets, newly married couples still scattered doll ops
of water east and west, mouthing the local version of "Let Thy blessings flow
back to us fromthis offering, O God of Infinite Power and Infinite Mercy."

Once, it had been the task of Fish Speakers and their tame priesthood to enforce
such obei sance. But the thing had devel oped its own nonmentum beconing a
pervasi ve conmpul sion. Even the npost doubting of believers said: "Well, it can
do no harm" It was an acconplishnment that the finest religious engi neers of
the Bene Cesserit Mssionaria Protectiva admired with frustrated awe. The
Tyrant had surpassed the Bene Gesserit best. And fifteen hundred years since
the Tyrant's death, the Sisterhood renai ned powerless to unlock the central knot
of that fearsome acconplishment.

"Who has charge of the child's religious training?" Lucilla asked.

"No one," Schwangyu said. "Wy bother? If he is reawakened to his origina
menories, he will have his own ideas. W will deal with those if we ever have
to."

The child bel ow them conpleted his allotted training time. Wthout another | ook
up at the watchers on the parapet, he left the enclosed yard and entered a w de
doorway on the left. Patrin, too, abandoned his guard position w thout glancing
at the two Reverend Mot hers.



"Don't be fooled by Teg's people,” Schwangyu said. "They have eyes in the backs
of their heads. Teg's birth-nother, you know, was one of us. He is teaching
t hat ghola things better never shared!"

Expl osi ons are al so conpressions of time. Observable changes in the natura
universe all are explosive to sone degree and from sone point of view otherw se
you woul d not notice them Snpoth Continuity of change, if slowed sufficiently,
goes wi t hout notice by observers whose tine/attention span is too short. Thus,

| tell you, | have seen changes you woul d never have marked.

-Leto |1

The wonan standing in Chapter House Planet's norning |light across the table from
t he Reverend Mot her Superior Alma Mavis Taraza was tall and supple. The |ong
aba robe that encased her in shimering black from shoul ders to floor did not
conpl etely conceal the grace with which her body expressed every nobvenent.

Taraza | eaned forward in her chairdog and scanned the Records Relay projecting
its condensed Bene Gesserit glyphs above the tabletop for her eyes only.

"Darwi Odrade," the display identified the standi ng wonan, and then came the
essential biography, which Taraza already knew in detail. The display served
several purposes -- it provided a secure reninder for the Mther Superior, it
al  owed an occasional delay for thought while she appeared to scan the records,
and it was a final argunment should sonething negative arise fromthis interview

Odr ade had borne nineteen children for the Bene Gesserit, Taraza observed as the
i nformati on scrolled past her eyes. Each child by a different father. Not much
unusual about that, but even the nost searching gaze could see that this
essential service to the Sisterhood had not grossened Odrade's flesh. Her
features conveyed a natural hauteur in the | ong nose and the conpl enentary
angul ar cheeks. Every feature focused downward to a narrow chin: Her nouth,

t hough, was full and prom sed a passion that she was careful to bridle.

We can al ways depend on the Atreides genes, Taraza thought. A w ndow curtain
fluttered behind Odrade and she gl anced back at it. They were in Taraza's
norning room a small and el egantly furni shed space decorated in shades of
green. Only the stark white of Taraza's chairdog separated her fromthe
background. The room s bow wi ndows | ooked eastward onto garden and |awn with
faraway snowy nountai ns of Chapter House Pl anet as backdrop

Wt hout |ooking up, Taraza said: "I was glad when both you and Lucilla accepted
the assignment. It makes ny task much easier.”

"I would like to have net this Lucilla,"” Odrade said, |ooking down at the top of
Taraza's head. (Odrade's voice cane out a soft contralto.



Taraza cleared her throat. "No need. Lucilla is one of our finest Inprinters.
Each of you, of course, received the identical |iberal conditioning to prepare
you for this.”

There was sonmet hing al nbst insulting in Taraza's casual tone and only the habits

of long association put down Odrade's i nmmediate resentnent. It was partly that
word "liberal," she realized. Atreides ancestors rose up in rebellion at the
word. It was as though her accunul ated fenal e nenories |ashed out at the

unconsci ous assunptions and unexam ned prejudi ces behind the concept.

"Only liberals really think. Only liberals are intellectual. Only liberals
understand the needs of their fellows."

How much vici ousness lay concealed in that word! Odrade thought. How much
secret ego demanding to feel superior

Qdrade rem nded hersel f that Taraza, despite the casually insulting tone, had
used the termonly in its catholic sense: Lucilla's generalized educati on had
been carefully matched to that of Odrade.

Taraza | eaned back into a nore confortable position but still kept her attention
on the display in front of her. The light fromthe eastern w ndows fel

directly on her face, |eaving shadows beneath nose and chin. A small wonan j ust
a bit older than Odrade, Taraza retained nuch of the beauty that had nade her a

nost reliable breeder with difficult sires. Her face was a long oval with soft

curved cheeks. She wore her black hair drawn back tightly froma high forehead

with a pronounced peak. Taraza's nouth opened m ninally when she spoke: superb
control of nmovenent. An observer's attention tended to focus on her eyes: that
conpel ling blue-in-blue. The total effect was of a suave facial mask from which
little escaped to betray her true enotions.

Qdr ade recogni zed this present pose in the Mdther Superior. Taraza would mutter
to herself presently. |Indeed, right on cue, Taraza nmuttered to herself.

The Mot her Superior was thinking while she foll owed the biographical display
with great attention. Many matters occupi ed her attention

This was a reassuring thought to Odrade. Taraza did not believe there was any
such thing as a beneficent power guardi ng humanki nd. The M ssionaria Protectiva
and the intentions of the Sisterhood counted for everything in Taraza's

uni verse. Whatever served those intentions, even the nachi nations of the |ong-
dead Tyrant, could be judged good. All else was evil. Alien intrusions from
the Scattering -- especially those returning descendants who call ed thensel ves
"Honored Matres" -- were not to be trusted. Taraza's own people, even those
Reverend Mot hers who opposed her in Council, were the ultimate Bene Gesserit
resource, the only thing that could be trusted.

Still without |ooking up, Taraza said: "Do you know that when you conpare the
mllennia preceding the Tyrant with those after his death, the decrease in ngjor
conflicts is phenomenal. Since the Tyrant, the nunber of such conflicts has

dropped to less than two percent of what it was before."
"As far as we know," Cdrade said.

Taraza's gaze flicked upward and then down. "What?"



"W have no way of telling how many wars have been fought outside our ken. Have
you statistics fromthe people of the Scattering?"

"Of course not!"
"Leto taned us is what you're saying," Odrade said.

"If you care to put it that way." Taraza inserted a marker in something she saw
on her displ ay.

"Shoul dn't sone of the credit go to our beloved Bashar M| es Teg?" drade
asked. "O to his talented predecessors?"

"W chose those people," Taraza said.
"I don't see the pertinence of this martial discussion," Odrade said. "What
does it have to do with our present problenf"

"There are some who think we may revert to the pre-Tyrant condition with a very
nasty bang."

"Ch?" (Odrade pursed her |ips.

"Several groups anbng our returning Lost Ones are selling arms to anyone who
wants to or can buy."

"Specifics?" Odrade asked.

"Sophi sticated arns are flooding onto Gammu and there can be little doubt the
Tleil axu are stockpiling sone of the nastier weapons."

Taraza | eaned back and rubbed her tenples. She spoke in a |ow, alnpbst nusing
voi ce. "We think we nake decisions of the greatest noment and out of the very
hi ghest principles."

Qdrade had seen this before, too. She said: "Does the Mther Superior doubt
the rightness of the Bene Gesserit?"

"Doubt? Ch, no. But |I do experience frustration. W work all of our lives for
these highly refined goals and in the end, what do we find? W find that nany
of the things to which we have dedi cated our lives came from petty deci sions.
They can be traced to desires for personal confort or conveni ence and had
nothing at all to do with our high ideals. What really was at stake was sone
wor | dl y working agreenent that satisfied the needs of those who could make the
deci sions. "

"I"ve heard you call that political necessity," Odrade said.

Taraza spoke with tight control while returning her attention to the display in
front of her. "If we becone institutionalized in our judgnents, that's a sure
way to extinguish the Bene Gesserit."

"You will not find petty decisions in ny bio," Odrade said.

"l look for sources of weakness, for flaws."

"You won't find those, either."



Taraza concealed a smle. She recognized this egocentric remark: Odrade's way
of needling the Mdther Superior. Qdrade was very good at seemng to be
i mpatient while actually suspending herself in a timeless flow of patience.

When Taraza did not rise to the bait, Qdrade resunmed her calmwaiting -- easy
breaths, the nind steady. Patience came without thinking of it. The Sisterhood
had taught her |ong ago how to divide past and present into sinultaneous

flowi ngs. \While observing her imredi ate surroundi ngs, she could pick up bits
and pi eces of her past and live through them as though they noved across a
screen superinmposed over the present.

Menory work, Odrade thought. Necessary things to haul out and lay to rest.

Renoving the barriers. Wen all else palled, there was still her tangled
chi | dhood.
There had been a tinme when Odrade lived as nost children lived: in a house with

a man and wonan who, if not her parents, certainly acted in |loco parentis. Al

of the other children she knew then lived in simlar situations. They had papas
and namas. Sonetinmes only papa worked away from hone. Sonetines only mana went
out to her labors. |In Odrade's case, the woman renmmi ned at hone and no creche
nurse guarded the child in the working hours. Muich later, COdrade |earned that
her birth-nother had given a | arge sum of nmoney to provide this for the infant
femal e hidden in plain sight that way.

"She hid you with us because she | oved you," the wonan expl ai ned when Odrade was
ol d enough to understand. "That is why you nust never reveal that we are not
your real parents.”

Love had nothing to do with it, Qdrade |earned later. Reverend Mthers did not
act from such nmundane notives. And Odrade's birth-nmother had been a Bene
Cesserit Sister.

Al of this was revealed to Odrade according to the original plan. Her name:
Qdrade. Darwi was what she had al ways been call ed when the caller was not being
endearing or angry. Young friends naturally shortened it to Dar

Everyt hi ng, however, did not go according to the original plan. Odrade recalled
a narrow bed in a room brightened by paintings of animals and fantasy | andscapes
on the pastel blue walls. White curtains fluttered at the window in the soft
breezes of spring and sunmmer. Odrade renenbered junmping on the narrow bed -- a
marvel ously happy gane: up, down, up, down. Mich laughter. Arms caught her in
md | eap and hugged her close. They were a man's arns: a round face with a
smal | nustache that tickled her into giggles. The bed thunped the wall when she
junped and the wall reveal ed i ndentations fromthis novenent.

Qdrade played over this menory now, reluctant to discard it into the well of
rationality. Marks on a wall. Marks of |aughter and joy. How small they were
to represent so nuch.

Qdd how she had been thinking nore and nore about papa recently. Al of the
nenories were not happy. There had been times when he had been sad-angry,
war ni ng mama not to becone "too involved." He had a face that reflected nany
frustrations. H s voice barked when he was in his angry nood. Mana noved
softly then, her eyes full of worry. Odrade sensed the worry and the fear and
resented the man. The woman knew best how to deal with him She kissed the
nape of his neck, stroked his cheek and whispered into his ear



These ancient "natural" enotions had engaged a Bene Gesserit analyst-proctor in
much work with Odrade before they were exorcised. But even now there was
residual detritus to pick up and discard. Even now, Qdrade knew that all of it
was not gone.

Seeing the way Taraza studi ed the biographical record with such care, Odrade
wondered if that was the flaw the Mther Superior saw.

Surely they know by now that | can deal with the enptions of those early tines.

It was all so long ago. Still, she had to adnit that the nenory of the nman and
worman lay within her, bonded with such force that it night never be erased
conpletely. Especially mama.

The Reverend Mdther in extrem s who had borne Odrade had put her in that hiding
pl ace on Ganmu for reasons Odrade now understood quite well. Odrade harbored no
resentments. |t had been necessary for the survival of themboth. Problens
arose fromthe fact that the foster nother gave Odrade that thing which nost

not hers give their children, that thing which the Sisterhood so distrusted --

| ove.

VWen the Reverend Mthers came, the foster nmother had not fought the renoval of
her child. Two Reverend Mthers came with a contingent of male and fenale
proctors. Afterward Odrade was a long tinme understanding the significance of

t hat wenching nonent. The wonan had known in her heart that the day of parting
would cone. Only a matter of tinme. Still, as the days becane years -- al npst
si x standards of years -- the woman had dared to hope.

Then the Reverend Mdthers cane with their burly attendants. They had nerely
been waiting until it was safe, until they were sure no hunters knew this was a
Bene Gesserit-planned Atreides scion

Qdrade saw a great deal of noney passed to the foster nother. The wonman threw
the noney on the floor. But no voice was raised in objection. The adults in
t he scene knew where the power |ay.

Calling up those conpressed enotions, Odrade could still see the woman take
herself to a straight-backed chair beside the wi ndow onto the street, there to
hug herself and rock back and forth, back and forth. Not a sound from her

The Reverend Mdthers used Voice and their considerable wiles plus the snoke of
druggi ng herbs and their overpowering presence to lure Qdrade into their waiting
groundcar.

“I't will be just for alittle while. Your real nother sent us."

Qdrade sensed the lies but curiosity compelled. M real nother!

Her | ast view of the wonman who had been her only known fenal e parent was of that
figure at the wi ndow rocki ng back and forth, a |look of misery on her face, arns
wr apped around hersel f.

Later, when Odrade spoke of returning to the wonman, that nenory-vision was
i ncorporated into an essential Bene Gesserit |esson



"Love leads to nmisery. Love is a very ancient force, which served its purpose
inits day but no longer is essential for the survival of the species. Renmenber
that woman's m stake, the pain."

Until well into her teens, (Qdrade adjusted by daydream ng. She would really
return after she was a full Reverend Mdther. She would go back and find that
| oving worman, find her even though she had no nanes except "nama" and "Sibia."
Qdrade recall ed the |aughter of adult friends who had called the wonan "Sibia."

Mama Si bi a.

The Sisters, however, detected the daydreans and searched out their source.
That, too, was incorporated into a | esson.

"Daydreanming is the first awakening of what we call simulflow. It is an
essential tool of rational thought. Wth it you can clear the mnd for better
t hi nki ng. "

Si mul f 1 ow.

Qdrade focused on Taraza at the morning roomtable. Childhood trauna nust be
pl aced carefully into a reconstructed nmenory-place. Al of that had been far
away on Gammu, the planet that the people of Dan had rebuilt after the Fam ne
Times and the Scattering. The people of Dan -- Cal adan in those days. Odrade
took a firmgrip on rational thought, using the stance of the Other Menories
that had fl ooded i nto her awareness during the spice agony when she had really
becone a full Reverend Mt her

Simulflow. . . the filter of consciousness . . . Oher Mnories.

What powerful tools the Sisterhood had given her. Wat dangerous tools. Al of
those other lives lay there just beyond the curtain of awareness, tools of
survival, not a way to satisfy casual curiosity.

Taraza spoke, translating fromthe naterial that scrolled past her eyes: "You
dig too much in your her Menories. That drains away energi es better
conserved. "

The Mot her Superior's blue-in-blue eyes sent a piercing stare upward at Odrade.
"You sonetimes go right to the edge of fleshly tolerance. That can |ead to your
premat ure death. "

"I amcareful with the spice, Mther."

“"And well you should be! A body can take only so nmuch nel ange, only so nuch
prowing inits past!"

"Have you found ny flaw?" Odrade asked.
"Gamu!" One word but an entire harangue.

Qdrade knew. The unavoi dabl e trauma of those |ost years on Ganmu. They were a
di straction that had to be rooted out and nmade rationally acceptable.

"But | amsent to Rakis," Odrade said.

"And see that you renenber the aphorisns of noderation. Renenber who you are!"



Once nore, Taraza bent to her display.
| am Odrade, Odrade thought.

In the Bene Gesserit schools where first nanmes tended to slip away, roll cal
was by last name. Friends and acquai ntances picked up the habit of using the
roll-call name. They learned early that sharing secret or private names was an
anci ent device for ensnaring a person in affections.

Taraza, three classes ahead of (Odrade, had been assigned to "bring the younger
girl along," a deliberate association by watchful teachers.

"Bringing al ong" neant a certain amount of lording it over the younger but also
i ncorporated essentials better taught by someone closer to peer relationship
Taraza, with access to the private records of her trainee, started calling the
younger girl "Dar." Odrade responded by calling Taraza "Tar." The two names
acquired a certain glue -- Dar and Tar. Even after Reverend Mthers overheard
and repri manded them they occasionally lapsed into error if only for the
amusenent .

Qdr ade, | ooking down at Taraza now, said: "Dar and Tar."
A snile twitched the edges of Taraza's nouth.

"What is it in ny records that you don't already know several tinmes over?"
Odr ade asked.

Taraza sat back and waited for the chairdog to adjust itself to the new
position. She rested her clasped hands on the tabl etop and | ooked up at the
younger woman.

Not much younger, really, Taraza thought.

Si nce school, though, Taraza had t hought of Odrade as conpletely renoved into a
younger age group, creating a gap no passage of years could cl ose.

"Care at the beginning, Dar," Taraza said.
"This project is well past its beginning," Odrade said.

"But your part in it starts now And we are |launching ourselves into such a
begi nni ng as has never before been attenpted."

"Am | nowto learn the entire design for this ghola?"
"No. "

That was it. All the evidence of high-level dispute and the "need to know' cast
away with a single word. But Odrade understood. There was an organi zati ona
rubric laid down by the original Bene Gesserit Chapter House, which had endured
with only mnor changes for mllennia. Bene Gesserit divisions were cut by hard
vertical and horizontal barriers, divided into isolated groups that converged to
a single command only here at the top. Duties (for which read "assigned rol es")
were conducted within separated cells. Active participants within a cell did
not know their contenporaries within other parallel cells.



But | know that the Reverend Mother Lucilla is in a parallel cell, COdrade
thought. It's the |ogical answer.

She recogni zed the necessity. It was an ancient design copied from secret
revol utionary societies. The Bene Gesserit had al ways seen thensel ves as
per manent revolutionaries. It was a revolution that had been danpened only in

the tine of the Tyrant, Leto Il

Danpened, but not diverted or stopped, COdrade remni nded herself.

"I'n what you're about to do," Taraza said, "tell ne if you sense any i nmedi ate

threat to the Sisterhood."”

It was one of Taraza's peculiar denmands, which Odrade had | earned to answer out
of wordless instinct, which then could be fornmed into words. Quickly, she said:
“I'f we fail to act, that is worse."

"W reasoned that there would be danger," Taraza said. She spoke in a dry,
renote voice. Taraza did not like calling up this talent in Odrade. The
younger woman possessed a prescient instinct for detecting threats to the

Sisterhood. It came fromthe wild influence in her genetic line, of course --
the Atreides with their dangerous talents. There was a special mark on Odrade's
breeding file: "Careful exam nation of all offspring.” Two of those offspring

had been quietly put to death.

I should not have awakened (Odrade's tal ent now, not even for a nonent, Taraza
t hought. But sonetines tenptation was very great.

Taraza sealed the projector into her tabletop and | ooked at the blank surface
whi |l e speaking. "Even if you find a perfect sire, you are not to breed w thout
our pernission while you are away fromus."

"The m stake of mnmy natural nother," Odrade said.

"The m stake of your natural nother was to be recogni zed whil e she was
breedi ng!"

Qdrade had heard this before. There was that thing about the Atreides line that
requi red the nost careful nonitoring by the breeding mistresses. The wild
talent, of course. She knew about the wild talent, that genetic force which had
produced the Kw satz Haderach and the Tyrant. Wat did the breeding mstresses
seek now, though? Was their approach nostly negative? No nore dangerous
births! She had never seen any of her babies after they were born, not
necessarily a curious thing for the Sisterhood. And she never saw any of the
records in her own genetic file. Here, too, the Sisterhood operated with
careful separation of powers.

And those earlier prohibitions on ny Qther Menories!

She had found the blank spaces in her nenories and opened them It was probable
that only Taraza and perhaps two other councillors (Bellonda, nost |likely, and
one other older Reverend Mdther) shared the nore sensitive access to such
breedi ng i nformation.

Had Taraza and the other really sworn to die before revealing privil eged
information to an outsider? There was, after all, a precise ritual of
successi on shoul d a key Reverend Mother die while away fromher Sisters and with



no chance to pass al ong her encapsulated lives. The ritual had been called into
play nany times during the reign of the Tyrant. A terrible period!' Know ng
that the revolutionary cells of the Sisterhood were transparent to himn

Monster! She knew that her sisters had never deluded thenselves that Leto |
refrained fromdestroying the Bene Gesserit out of sonme deep-seated loyalty to
hi s grandnot her, the Lady Jessica.

Are you there, Jessica?

Qdrade felt the stirring far within. The failure of one Reverend Mther: "She
al l owed herself to fall in love!" Such a small thing but how great the
consequences. Thirty-five hundred years of tyranny!

The Golden Path. Infinite? What of the | ost nmegatrillions gone into the
Scattering? Wat threat was posed by those Lost Ones returning now?

As t hough she read Odrade's mnd, which sonetines she appeared to do, Taraza
said: "The Scattered ones are out there . . . just waiting to pounce."

Qdrade had heard the argunents: Danger on the one hand and on the other
sonet hing magnetically attractive. So many magnificent unknowns. The
Sisterhood with its talents honed by nel ange over the mllennia -- what m ght
they not do with such untapped resources of humanity? Think of the uncounted
genes out there! Think of the potential talents floating free in universes
where they nmight be |lost forever!

"I't's the not knowi ng that conjures up the greatest terrors," Odrade said.
"And the greatest anbitions," Taraza said.

"Then do | go to Rakis?"

"I'n due course. | find you adequate to the task."

"Or you would not have assigned ne."

It was an ol d exchange between them going right back to their school days.
Taraza realized, though, that she had not entered it consciously. Too many
menories tangled the two of them Dar and Tar. Have to watch that!

"Renmenber where your loyalties are," Taraza said

The exi stence of no-ships raises the possibility of destroying entire planets
wi thout retaliation. A large object, asteroid or equival ent, may be sent

agai nst the planet. O the people can be set against each other by sexua
subversion, and then can be arned to destroy thenselves. These Honored Matres
appear to favor this latter technique.



-Bene Gesserit Analysis

From his position in the courtyard and even when not appearing to do so, Duncan
| daho kept his attention on the observers above him There was Patrin, of
course, but Patrin did not count. It was the Reverend Mthers across from
Patrin who bore watching. Seeing Lucilla, he thought: That's the new one.

This thought filled himwith a surge of excitenent, which he took out in renewed
exerci se.

He conpleted the first three patterns of the training-play Mles Teg had
ordered, vaguely aware that Patrin would report on how well he did. Duncan
liked Teg and old Patrin and sensed that the feeling was reciprocated. This new
Reverend Mot her, though -- her presence suggested interesting changes. For one
t hi ng, she was younger than the others. Also, this new one did not try to hide
the eyes that were a first clue to her nmenbership in the Bene Gesserit. His
first glinpse of Schwangyu had confronted himw th eyes conceal ed behi nd contact
| enses that sinmulated non-addict pupils and slightly bl oodshot whites. He had
heard one of the Keep's acol ytes say Schwangyu's | enses also corrected for "an
astigmati c weakness that has been accepted in her genetic line as a reasonable
exchange for the other qualities she transmts to her offspring.”

At the time, nost of this remark was unintelligible to Duncan but he had | ooked
up the references in the Keep's library, references both scarce and severely
limted in content. Schwangyu herself parried all of his questions on the

subj ect, but the subsequent behavior of his teachers told himshe had been
angry. Typically, she had taken out her anger on others.

VWhat really upset her, he suspected, was his demand to know whet her she was his
not her .

For a long tine now Duncan had known he was sonething special. There were

pl aces in the el aborate conpound of this Bene Cesserit Keep where he was not
permitted. He had found private ways to evade such prohibitions and had stared
out often through thick plaz and open wi ndows at guards and w de reaches of
cleared ground that could be enfiladed fromstrategically positioned pill boxes.
Ml es Teg hinmself had taught the significance of enfilade positioning.

Ganmu, the planet was called now. Once, it had been known as G edi Prinme but
soneone naned Gurney Hal |l eck had changed that. It was all ancient history.

Dull stuff. There still remained a faint snmell of bitter oil in the planet's
dirt fromits pre-Danian days. M lennia of special plantations were changing
that, his teachers explained. He could see part of this fromthe Keep. Forests
of conifers and other trees surrounded them here.

Still covertly watching the two Reverend Mot hers, Duncan did a series of
cartwheels. He flexed his striking nuscles as he noved, just the way Teg had
taught him

Teg also instructed in planetary defenses. Gammu was ringed by orbiting

noni tors whose crews could not have their famlies aboard. The fanilies

remai ned down here on Ganmu, hostage to the vigilance of those guardian
orbiters. Somewhere anong the ships in space, there were undetectabl e no-ships
whose crews were conposed entirely of the Bashar's people and Bene Cesserit
Sisters.



"I would not have taken this assignnent without full charge of all defensive
arrangenents, " Teg expl ai ned.

Duncan realized that he was "this assignment." The Keep was here to protect
him Teg's orbiting nonitors, including the no-ships, protected the Keep

It was all part of a mlitary educati on whose el ements Duncan found sonehow
famliar. Learning howto defend a seemngly vul nerabl e planet from attacks
originating in space, he knew when those defenses were correctly placed. It was
extrenmely conplicated as a whole but the el enents were identifiable and could be
understood. There was, for instance, the constant nonitoring of atnobsphere and
t he bl ood serum of Gammu's inhabitants. Suk doctors in the pay of the Bene
Gesserit were everywhere

"Di seases are weapons,"
tuned. "

Teg said. "Qur defense agai nst di seases nust be finely

Frequently, Teg rail ed against passive defenses. He called them "the product of
a siege mentality long known to create deadl y weaknesses."

When it came to military instructions from Teg, Duncan |istened carefully.
Patrin and the library records confirmed that the Mentat Bashar M| es Teg had
been a famous military | eader for the Bene Gesserit. Patrin often referred to
their service together and al ways Teg was the hero.

"Mobility is the key to mlitary success," Teg said. "If you're tied down in
forts, even whol e-planet forts, you are ultimtely vul nerable."

Teg did not much care for Gammu.

"I see that you already know this place was called G edi Prime once. The
Har konnens who rul ed here taught us a few things. W have a better idea, thanks
to them of how terrifyingly brutal humans can becone."

As he recalled this, Duncan observed that the two Reverend Mothers watching from
t he parapet obviously were di scussing him

Am | the new one's assignment?

Duncan did not |ike being watched and he hoped the new one woul d al |l ow hi m sone
time to hinself. She did not look Iike a tough one. Not |ike Schwangyu.

As he continued his exercises, Duncan tined themto a private litany: Dam
Schwangyu! Damm Schwangyu!

He had hated Schwangyu fromthe age of nine -- four years now. She did not know
his hate, he thought. She had probably forgotten all about the incident where
hi s hate had been ignited.

Barely nine and he had nanaged to slip through the inner guards out into a
tunnel that led to one of the pillboxes. Snell of fungus in the tunnel. D m
lights. Danpness. He peered out through the box's weapons slits before being
caught and hustled back into the core of the Keep

Thi s escapade occasioned a stern | ecture from Schwangyu, a renote and
threatening figure whose orders nust be obeyed. That was how he still thought



of her, although he had since | earned about the Bene Gesserit Voi ce-of-Comrand,
that vocal subtlety which could bend the will of an untrained |istener

She nust be obeyed.

"You have occasioned the disciplining of an entire guard unit," Schwangyu sai d.
"They will be severely punished."

That had been the nost terrible part of her lecture. Duncan |iked sone of the
guards and occasionally lured some of theminto real play with laughter and
tunbling. His prank, sneaking out to the pillbox, had hurt his friends.

Duncan knew what it was to be punished.

Dam Schwangyu! Damm Schwangyu!

After Schwangyu's |lecture, Duncan ran to his chief instructor of the nonent,
Reverend Mot her Tanal ane, another of the wi zened old ones with a cool and al oof
manner, snowy hair above a narrow face and a | eather skin. He denanded of
Tanmal ane to know about the punishment of his guards. Tanalane fell into a
surprising pensive nood, her voice |ike sand raspi ng agai nst wood.

"Puni shments? Well, well."

They were in the small teaching roomoff the larger practice floor where

Tanmal ane went each evening to prepare the next day's lessons. It was a place of
bubbl e and spool readers and other sophisticated neans for information storage
and retrieval. Duncan far preferred it to the library but he was not allowed in
t he teaching roomunattended. It was a bright roomlighted by many suspensor-

buoyed gl owgl obes. At his intrusion, Tanmal ane turned away from where she laid
out his |essons.

"There's always sonet hing of a sacrificial banquet about our major punishnments,”
she said. "The guards will, of course, receive najor punishment."

"Banquet ?" Duncan was puzzl ed.

Tamal ane swung conpletely around in her sw vel seat and | ooked directly into his
eyes. Her steely teeth glittered in the bright lights. "History has sel dom
been good to those who nust be punished,"” she said.

Duncan flinched at the word "history." It was one of Tanml ane's signals. She
was going to teach a | esson, another boring | esson.

"Bene Cesserit punishnents cannot be forgotten."

Duncan focused on Tanmal ane's old mouth, sensing abruptly that she spoke out of
pai nful personal experience. He was going to |earn sonething interesting!

"Qur puni shments carry an i nescapable | esson,"” Tanal ane said. "It is nuch nore

than the pain."

Duncan sat on the floor at her feet. Fromthis angle, Tanal ane was a bl ack-
shrouded and oni nous fi gure.

"We do not punish with the ultimate agony," she said. "That is reserved for a
Reverend Mot her's passage through the spice."



Duncan nodded. Library records referred to "spice agony," a nysterious tria
that created a Reverend Mot her

"Maj or punishnments are painful, nonetheless,"” she said. "They are also
emotionally painful. Enption evoked by punishnent is always that enoption we
judge to be the penitent's greatest weakness and thus we strengthen the

puni shed. "

Her words filled Duncan with unfocused dread. What were they doing to his
guards? He could not speak but there was no need. Tanal ane was not fi nished.
"The puni shrent al ways ends with a dessert,"”
agai nst her knees.

she said and she cl apped her hands

Duncan frowned. Dessert? That was part of a banquet. How could a banquet be
puni shnent ?

"It is not really a banquet but the idea of a banquet," Tamal ane said. One
clawl i ke hand described a circle in the air. "The dessert cones sonething
totally unexpected. The penitent thinks: Ahhh, | have been forgiven at |ast!
You under st and?"

Duncan shook his head fromside to side. No, he did not understand.

"It is the sweetness of the nonent," she said. "You have been through every
course of a painful banquet and cone out at the end to sonething you can savor.
But! As you savor it, then comes the nost painful moment of all, the

recogni tion, the understanding that this is not pleasure-at-the-end. No,
indeed. This is the ultimate pain of the major punishnent. It locks in the
Bene Gesserit |esson.”

"But what will she do to those guards?" The words were wenched from Duncan

"I cannot say what the specific elenments of the individual punishnments wll be.
I have no need to know. | can only tell you it will be different for each of

t hem "

Tamal ane woul d say no nore. She returned to |aying out the next day's |essons.
"W will continue tonorrow," she said, "teaching you to identify the sources of
t he vari ous accents of spoken Gal ach."

No one el se, not even Teg or Patrin, would answer his questions about the

puni shments. Even the guards, when he saw them afterward, refused to speak of
their ordeals. Sone reacted curtly to his overtures and none would play with
hi m anynore. There was no forgiveness anpong the punished. That nuch was clear

Damm Schwangyu! Damm Schwangyu!

That was where his deep hatred of her began. Al of the old witches shared in
his hatred. Wuld the new young one be the sanme as the old ones?

Dam Schwangyu!
When he demanded of Schwangyu: "Wy did you have to punish then?" Schwangyu

took sonme tinme before answering, then: "It is dangerous for you here on Gammu.
There are people who wi sh you harm™



Duncan did not ask why. This was another area where his questions were never
answered. Not even Teg woul d answer, although Teg's very presence enphasi zed
the fact of that danger.

And Mles Teg was a Mentat who nust know many answers. Duncan often saw the old
man's eyes glisten while his thoughts went far away. But there was no Ment at
response to such questions as:

"Why are we here on Gamu?"

"Who do you guard agai nst? Wo wants to harm ne?"

"Who are ny parents?"

Si |l ence greeted such questions or sonetinmes Teg would grow: "Il cannot answer
you."

The library was useless. He had discovered this when he was only eight and his
chief instructor was a failed Reverend Mot her naned Luran Geasa -- not quite as
anci ent as Schwangyu but well along in years, nore than a hundred, anyway.

At his demand, the library produced information about Gammu/ G edi Prinme, about

t he Harkonnens and their fall, about various conflicts where Teg had commanded.
None of those battles came through as very bl oody; several commentators referred
to Teg's "superb diplonacy." But, one datum | eadi ng to another, Duncan | earned

about the tine of the God Enperor and the tam ng of his people. This period
conmanded Duncan's attention for weeks. He found an old map in the records and
projected it on the focus wall. The commentator's superinpositions told him
that this very Keep had been a Fish Speaker Command Center abandoned during the
Scattering.

Fi sh Speakers!

Duncan wi shed then that he had |ived during their tine, serving as one of the
rare nale advisors in the fenale arnmy that had worshi ped the great God Enperor.

Oh, to have lived on Rakis in those days!

Teg was surprisingly forthcom ng about the God Enperor, calling himalways "the
Tyrant." A library | ock was opened and infornmation about Rakis cane pouring out
for Duncan.

"WIIl | ever see Rakis?" he asked Geasa

"You are being prepared to live there."

The answer astoni shed him Everything they taught hi mabout that faraway planet
cane into new focus

"Way will | live there?"
"I cannot answer that."
Wth renewed interest, he returned to his studies of that nysterious planet and

its mserable Church of Shai-hulud, the Divided God. Wrns. The God Enperor
had becone those worns! The idea filled Duncan with awe. Perhaps here was



sonet hing worthy of worship. The thought touched a chord in him Wat had
driven a man to accept that terrible nmetanorphosis?

Duncan knew what his guards and the others in the Keep thought about Rakis and
the core of priesthood there. Sneering remarks and laughter told it all. Teg
said: "We'll probably never know the whole truth of it, but I tell you, |ad,
that's no religion for a soldier.™

Schwangyu capped it: "You are to |learn about the Tyrant but you are not to
believe in his religion. That is beneath you, contenptible."

In every spare study nonment Duncan pored over whatever the library produced for
him the Holy Book of the Divided God, the Guard Bible, the Orange Catholic

Bi bl e and even the Apocrypha. He |earned about the |ong defunct Bureau of the
Faith and "The Pearl that IS the Sun of Understanding."

The very idea of the worns fascinated him Their size! A big one would stretch
fromone end of the Keep to the other. Men had ridden the pre-Tyrant wornms but
t he Raki an priesthood forbade this now

He found hinself gripped by accounts fromthe archeol ogi cal teamthat had found
the Tyrant's primtive no-chanmber on Rakis. Dar-es-Balat, the place was called.
The reports by Archeol ogi st Hadi Benotto were marked " Suppressed by orders of
the Raki an Priesthood." The file nunmber on the accounts from Bene Gesserit
Archives was a | ong one and what Benotto reveal ed was fascinating.

"A kernel of the God Enperor's awareness in each worn?" he asked Geasa.

"So it's said. And even if true, they are not conscious, not aware. The Tyrant
hi msel f said he woul d enter an endl ess dream"

Each study session occasi oned a special |ecture and Bene Gesserit explanations
of religion until finally he encountered those accounts called "The N ne
Daught ers of Siona" and "The Thousand Sons of I|daho."

Confronting Geasa, he demanded: "My nane is Duncan |daho, too. Wat does that
mean?"

Ceasa al ways moved as though standing in the shadow of her failure, her |ong
head bent forward and her watery eyes ained at the ground. The confrontation
occurred near evening in the long hall outside the practice floor. She pal ed at
hi s question.

VWhen she did not answer, he demanded: "Am | descended from Duncan |daho?"

"You must ask Schwangyu." GCeasa sounded as though the words pai ned her

It was a faniliar response and it angered him She meant he would be told
sonmething to shut himup, little information in the telling. Schwangyu,
however, was nore open than expected.

"You carry the authentic bl ood of Duncan |daho."

"Who are ny parents?"

"They are | ong dead."



"How did they die?"
"I do not know. We received you as an orphan.”
"Then why do people want to harm ne?"
"They fear what you nay do."
"What is it | my do?"
"Study your lessons. Al will be nmade clear to you in tine."
Shut up and study! Another famliar answer.
He obeyed because he had | earned to recogni ze when the doors were closed on him
But now his questing intelligence met other accounts of the Fam ne Tinmes and the
Scattering, the no-chanbers and no-ships that could not be traced, not even by
the nost powerful prescient minds in their universe. Here, he encountered the
fact that descendants of Duncan | daho and Siona, those anci ents who had served
the Tyrant God Enperor, also were invisible to prophets and prescients. Not
even a Quild Steersman deep in nelange trance coul d detect such people. Siona,
the accounts told him was a true-bred Atreides and Duncan |daho was a ghol a.
Ghol a?

He probed the library for elaborations on this peculiar word.
Ghola. The library produced for himno nore than bare-boned accounts: "Ghol as:
humans grown from a cadaver's cells in Tleilaxu axlotl tanks."

Axl ot] tanks?

"A Tleilaxu device for reproducing a living hunman being fromthe cells of a
cadaver."

"Descri be a ghola," he denmanded.

"I nnocent flesh devoid of its original nenories. See Axlotl Tanks."

Duncan had | earned to read the silences, the blank places in what the people of
the Keep revealed to him Revelation swept over him He knewi Only ten and he
knew

I am a ghol a.

Late afternoon in the library, all of the esoteric machinery around hi mfaded
into a sensory background, and a ten-year-old sat silently before a scanner
huggi ng the know edge to hinsel f.

I am a ghol a!

He coul d not renenmber the axlotl tanks where his cells had grown into an infant.
His first nenories were of Geasa picking himup fromhis cradle, the alert

interest in those adult eyes that had so soon faded into wary |idding.

It was as though the information so grudgingly supplied himby the Keep's people
and records had at |ast defined a central shape: hinself.



"Tell me about the Bene Tleilax," he demanded of the library.

"They are a people self-divided into Face Dancers and Masters. Face Dancers are
mul es, sterile and subnissive to the Masters."

Wiy did they do this to ne?

The informati on machi nes of the library were suddenly alien and dangerous. He
was afraid, not that his questions mght nmeet nore blank walls, but that he
woul d receive answers.

Wiy am | so inportant to Schwangyu and the ot hers?

He felt that they had wonged him even Mles Teg and Patrin. Wy was it right
to take the cells of a human and produce a ghol a?

He asked the next question with great hesitation. "Can a ghola ever renenber
who he was?"

"It can be done."
n |_bv\/?ll

"The psychol ogi cal identity of ghola to original pre-sets certain responses,
which can be ignited by traum."

No answer at all!
"But how?"

Schwangyu intruded at this point, arriving at the library unannounced. So
sonet hi ng about his questions had been set to alert her

"All will be made clear to you in tine," she said.

She tal ked down to him He sensed the injustice init, the lack of

truthful ness. Sonething within himsaid he carried nore human wi sdomin his
unawakened sel f than the ones who presuned thensel ves so superior. H's hatred
of Schwangyu reached a new intensity. She was the personification of all who
tantalized himand frustrated his questions.

Now, though, his inagination was on fire. He would recapture his origina
menories! He felt the truth of this. He would remenber his parents, his

famly, his friends . . . his enemnies.

He denanded it of Schwangyu: "Did you produce nme because of my enem es?"

"You have already |earned silence, child," she said. "Rely on that know edge."
Very well. That's how | wll fight you, dammed Schwangyu. | will be silent and
I will learn. | won't show you how | really feel

"You know," she said, "I think we're raising a stoic."

She patronized him He would not be patronized. He would fight themall with
sil ence and wat chful ness. Duncan ran fromthe library and huddled in his room



In the follow ng nonths, many things confirned that he was a ghola. Even a
child knew when things around himwere extraordi nary. He saw other children
occasional ly beyond the walls, wal king along the perimeter road, |aughing and
calling. He found accounts of children in the library. Adults did not come to
those children and engage themin rigorous training of the sort inmposed on him
Q her children did not have a Reverend Mot her Schwangyu to order every snall est
aspect of their lives.

Hi s discovery precipitated another change in Duncan's life. Luran Geasa was
called anay fromhimand did not return

She was not supposed to | et ne know about ghol as.

The truth was sonmewhat nore conpl ex, as Schwangyu explained to Lucilla on the
observati on parapet the day of Lucilla's arrival.

"W knew the inevitable monent would cone. He would | earn about ghol as and ask
t he pointed questions.™

"It was high tinme a Reverend Mdther took over his everyday educati on. GCeasa nay
have been a ni stake."

"Are you questioning nmy judgnent?" Schwangyu snapped.

"I's your judgnment so perfect that it nmay never be questioned?" In Lucilla's
soft contralto, the question had the inpact of a slap

Schwangyu renai ned silent for alnmost a minute. Presently, she said: "GCeasa
t hought the ghola was an endearing child. She cried and said she would niss
him"

"Wasn't she warned about that?"

"Ceasa did not have our training."

"So you replaced her with Tanalane at that time. | do not know Tamal ane but |
presune she is quite old."

"Quite."
"What was his reaction to the renoval of Geasa?"
"He asked where she had gone. W did not answer."

"How di d Tamal ane fare?"

"On his third day with her, he told her very calmy: | hate you. Is that what
' m supposed to do?"'

"So quickly!"

"Ri ght now, he's watching you and thinking: | hate Schwangyu. WII | have to

hate this new one? But he is also thinking that you are not like the other old
witches. You're young. He will know that this must be inportant.”



Humans |ive best when each has his place to stand, when each knows where he
bel ongs in the scheme of things and what he nay achi eve. Destroy the place and
you destroy the person.

-Bene Gesserit Teaching

M| es Teg had not wanted the Ganmmu assignnent. Weapons nmaster to a ghol a-chil d?
Even such a ghola-child as this one, with all of the history woven around him
It was an unwanted intrusion into Teg's well-ordered retirement.

But he had lived all of that life as a Mlitary Mentat under the will of the
Bene Gesserit and could not conmpute an act of disobedience.

Qui s custodiet ipsos custodiet?

VWho shall guard the guardians? Wo shall see that the guardians commt no
of f enses?

This was a question that Teg had considered carefully on many occasions. It
formed one of the basic tenets of his loyalty to the Bene Gesserit. \Whatever
el se you m ght say about the Sisterhood, they displayed an adm rabl e constancy
of purpose.

Moral purpose, Teg | abeled it.

The Bene Gesserit noral purpose agreed conmpletely with Teg's principles. That
t hose principles were Bene Gesserit-conditioned in himdid not enter into the
qguestion. Rational thought, especially Mentat rationality, could make no ot her
j udgrent .

Teg boiled it down to an essence: |If only one person followed such guiding
principles, this was a better universe. It was never a question of justice.
Justice required one to resort to law and that could be a fickle mstress,

subj ect always to the whins and prejudi ces of those who adm nistered the | aws.
No, it was a question of fairness, a concept that went much deeper. The people
upon whom judgrment was passed nmust feel the fairness of it.

To Teg, statements such as "the letter of the | aw nust be observed" were
dangerous to his guiding principles. Being fair required agreenent, predictable
constancy and, above all else, loyalty upward and downward in the hierarchy.
Leader shi p gui ded by such principles required no outside controls. You did your
duty because it was right. And you did not obey because that was predictably
correct. You did it because the rightness was a thing of this nonment.

Predi cti on and presci ence had nothi ng what soever to do with it.

Teg knew the Atreides reputation for reliable prescience, but gnomc utterances
had no place in his universe. You took the universe as you found it and applied
your principles where you could. Absolute conmands in the hierarchy were al ways



obeyed. Not that Taraza had nade it a question of absolute conmand, but the
i mplications were there.

"You are the perfect person for this task."

He had lived a long life with many high points and he was retired with honor
Teg knew he was old, slow and with all the defects of age waiting just at the
edges of his awareness, but the call to duty qui ckened himeven while he was
forced to put down the wish to say "No."

The assi gnnment had conme from Taraza personally. The powerful senior of al
(including the Mssionaria Protectiva) singled himout. Not just a Reverend
Mot her but the Reverend Mot her Superior.

Taraza cane to his retirement sanctuary on Lernaeus. It honored himfor her to
do this and he knew it. She appeared at his gate unannounced acconpani ed only
by two acol yte servers and a small guard force, some of whose faces he

recogni zed. Teg had trained themhinself. The time of her arrival was
interesting. Morning, shortly after his breakfast. She knew the patterns of
his life and certainly knew that he was nost alert at this hour. So she wanted
hi m awake and at his fullest capabilities.

Patrin, Teg's old batman brought Taraza into the east wing sitting room a snall
and el egant setting with only solid furniture init. Teg's dislike of chairdogs
and other living furniture was well known. Patrin had a sour |ook on his face
as he ushered the bl ack-robed Mdther Superior into the room Teg recogni zed the
| ook i mmediately. Patrin's long, pale face with its many age w i nkl es m ght
appear an unnoved mask to others, but Teg was alert to the deepened wi nkl es
besi de the man's mouth, the set stare in the old eyes. So Taraza had said
sonething on the way in here that had di sturbed Patrin

Tall sliding doors of heavy plaz franed the room s eastward view down a | ong
sloping lawn to trees beside the river. Taraza paused just inside the roomto
adnmre the view

Wthout being told, Teg touched a button. Curtains slid across the view and
gl owgl obes cane alight. Teg's action told Taraza he had conputed a need for
privacy. He enphasized this by ordering Patrin: "Please see that we are not
di sturbed. "

"The orders for the South Farm sir," Patrin ventured.

"Pl ease see to that yourself. You and Firus know what | want."

Patrin closed the door a little too sharply as he left, a tiny signal but it
spoke much to Teg.

Taraza nmoved a pace into the roomand exanmined it. "Line green," she said
"One of nmy favorite colors. Your nother had a fine eye."

Teg warnmed to the remark. He had a deep affection for this building and this
land. His fanmily had been here only three generations but their nark was on the
place. His mother's touches had not really been changed in nany roons.

"It's safe to love |l and and pl aces," Teg said.



"I particularly liked the burnt orange carpets in the hall and the stained gl ass
fanlight over the entry door," Taraza said. "That fanlight is a real antique, |
am sure."

"You did not cone here to tal k about interior decoration," Teg said.

Tar aza chuckl ed.

She had a hi gh-pitched voice, which the Sisterhood' s training had taught her to
use with devastating effectiveness. It was not a voice easy to ignore, even
when she appeared nost carefully casual as she did now. Teg had seen her in
Bene Gesserit Council. Her manner there was powerful and persuasive, every word
an indicator of the incisive mnd that guided her decisions. He could sense an
i mportant decision beneath her demeanor now.

Teg indicated a green upholstered chair at his left. She glanced at it, swept
her gaze once nore around the room and suppressed a smle.

Not a chairdog in the house, she would wager. Teg was an antique surroundi ng
hinself with antiques. She seated herself and snmoot hed her robe while waiting
for Teg to take a matching chair facing her.

"I regret the need to ask that you come out of retirement, Bashar, she said.
"Unfortunately, circunmstances give me little choice."

Teg rested his long arns casually on his chair's arns, a Mentat in repose,
waiting. His attitude said: "Fill my mind with data."

Taraza was nonmentarily abashed. This was an inposition. Teg was still a rega
figure tall and with that |arge head topped by gray hair. He was, she knew,
four SY short of three hundred. Granting that the Standard Year was sonme twenty
hours | ess than the so-called primtive year, it was still an inpressive age

wi th experiences in Bene Gesserit service that demanded that she respect him
Teg wore, she noted, a light gray uniformwith no insignia: carefully tailored
trousers and jacket, white shirt open at the throat to reveal a deeply winkled
neck. There was a glint of gold at his wai st and she recogni zed t he Bashar's
sunburst he had received at retirement. How like the utilitarian Teg! He had
made t he gol den bauble into a belt buckle. This reassured her. Teg would
under stand her probl em

"Could | have a drink of water?" Taraza asked. "It has been a |ong and
tiresone journey. W cane the |ast stage by one of our transports, which we
shoul d have replaced five hundred years ago."

Teg lifted himself fromthe chair, went to a wall panel and renpoved a chilled

wat er bottle and glass froma cabi net behind the panel. He put these on a | ow
table at Taraza's right hand. "I have nel ange," he said.
"No, thank you, Mles. 1|'ve nmy own supply.”

Teg resunmed his seat and she noted the signs of stiffness. He was stil
remar kably suppl e, however, considering his years.

Taraza poured herself a half glass of water and drank it in one swallow. She
repl aced the glass on the side table with el aborate care. How to approach this?
Teg's manner did not fool her. He did not want to | eave retirenent. Her

anal ysts had warned her about that. Since retirenment, he had taken nore than a



casual interest in farmng. Hi s extensive acreage here on Lernaeus was
essentially a research garden

She lifted her gaze and studied himopenly. Square shoul ders accentuated Teg's
narrow wai st. He still kept hinself active then. That long face with its sharp
lines fromthe strong bones: typically Atreides. Teg returned her gaze as he
al ways di d, demandi ng attention but open to whatever the Mther Superior m ght
say. Hi s thin mouth was cocked into a slight smle, exposing bright and even

t eet h.

He knows |' m unconfortabl e, she thought. Damm it! He's just as nuch a servant
of the Sisterhood as | am

Teg did not pronpt her with questions. Hi's manner renai ned i npeccabl e,
curiously withdrawn. She renmi nded herself that this was a comon trait of
Ment at s and nothing el se should be read into it.

Abruptly, Teg stood and strode to a sideboard at Taraza's left. He turned,
folded his arms across his breast and | eaned there | ooki ng down at her

Taraza was forced to swivel her chair to face him Damm hinml Teg was not going
to make this any easier for her. Al of the Reverend Mther Exam ners had
remarked a difficulty in getting Teg to sit for conversation. He preferred to
stand, his shoulders held with mlitary stiffness, his gaze ai med downward. Few
Reverend Mdthers matched his height -- nore than two neters. This trait, the
anal ysts agreed, was Teg's way (probably unconscious) of protesting the

Si sterhood's authority over him None of this, however, showed itself in his

ot her behavior. Teg had al ways been the npst reliable military comander the

Si st erhood had ever enpl oyed.

In a nmultisociety universe whose nmajor binding forces interacted with conplexity
despite the sinplicity of labels, reliable mlitary conmanders were worth their
wei ght in melange many times over. Religions and the comron nenory of inperia
tyranni es always figured in the negotiations but it was econonic forces that
eventual ly carried the day and the mlitary coin could be entered on anybody's
adding nachine. It was there in every negotiation and would be for as |long as
necessity drove the trading system-- the need for particular things (such as
spi ce or the technoproducts of I1x), the need for specialists (such as Mentats or
Suk doctors), and all of the other mundane needs for which there were markets:
for | abor forces, for builders, for designers, for planifornmed life, for
artists, for exotic pleasures .

No | egal system coul d bind such conplexity into a whole and this fact quite

obvi ously brought up another necessity -- the constant need for arbiters with
clout. Reverend Mdthers had naturally fallen into this role within the econonmic
web and Mles Teg knew this. He also knew that he was once nore bei ng brought
out as a bargaining chip. Wether he enjoyed that role did not figure in the
negoti ati ons.

"I't's not as though you had any fanmly to hold you here," Taraza said.

Teg accepted this silently. Yes, his wife had been dead thirty-ei ght years now.
His children were all grown and, with the exception of one daughter, gone from

the nest. He had his nmany personal interests but no famly obligations. True.



Taraza reninded himthen of his long and faithful service to the Sisterhood,
citing several nenorable achievenments. She knew the praise would have little
effect on himbut it provided her with a needed opening for what must follow

"You have been apprised of your familial resenblance," she said.
Teg inclined his head no nore than a mllineter.

"Your resenblance to the first Leto Atreides, grandfather of the Tyrant, is
truly remarkable," she said.

Teg gave no sign that he heard or agreed. This was nmerely a datum sonething
already stored in his copious nenmory. He knew he bore Atreides genes. He had
seen the likeness of Leto | at Chapter House. It had been oddly like | ooking
into a mrror.

"You're a bit taller," Taraza said.

Teg continued to stare down at her.

"Damm it all, Bashar," Taraza said, "will you at least try to help ne?"

"I's that an order, Mother Superior?"
“No, it's not an order!"

Teg smled slowy. The fact that Taraza all owed herself such an explosion in
front of himsaid many things. She would not do that with people she felt were
untrustworthy. And she certainly would not pernit herself such an enotiona

di splay with a person she considered nerely an underling.

Taraza sat back in her chair and grinned up at him "All right," she said.
"You' ve had your fun. Patrin said you would be nost upset with nme if | called
you back to duty. | assure you that you are crucial to our plans."

"What plans, Mother Superior?"

"We are raising a Duncan | daho ghola on Gammu. He is al nost six years old and
ready for mlitary education."

Teg allowed his eyes to widen slightly.
"I't will be a taxing duty for you," Taraza said, "but | want you to take over
his training and protection as soon as possible."

"My likeness to the Atreides Duke," Teg said. "You will use ne to restore his
original nenories."

“In eight or ten years, yes."
"That long!" Teg shook his head. "Wy Ganmu?"

"Hi s prana-bindu inheritance has been altered by the Bene Tleilax, at our

orders. His reflexes will match in speed those of anyone born in our tines.
Ganmu . . . the original Duncan |daho was born and raised there. Because of the
changes in his cellular inheritance we nmust keep all else as close to the
original conditions as possible."



"Why are you doing this?" It was a Mentat's data-consci ous tone.

"Afemale child with the ability to control the worns had been di scovered on
Rakis. W w |l have use for our ghola there."

“You will breed then?"

"I am not engaging you as a Mentat. It is your mlitary abilities and your
likeness to the original Leto that we need. You know how to restore his
original nenories when the tine cones.”

"So you're really bringing me back as a Wapons Mster."

"You think that's a conmedown for the man who was Suprene Bashar of all our
forces?"

"Mot her Superior, you command and | obey. But | will not accept this post
wi t hout full command of all of Gammu's def enses.™

"That al ready has been arranged, Mles."
"You al ways did know how ny m nd works."
"And |'ve always been confident of your loyalty."

Teg pushed hinmsel f away fromthe sideboard and stood a monent in thought, then
"Who will brief nme?"

"Bel | onda from Records, the sane as before. She will provide you with a cipher
to secure the exchange of nmessages between us."

"I will give you a list of people," Teg said. "OA d conrades and the children of
some of them | will want all of themwaiting on Garmu when | arrive."
"You don't think any of themw Il refuse?"

His look said: "Don't be silly!"

Taraza chuckl ed and she thought: There's a thing we |earned well fromthe

original Atreides -- how to produce people who conmand the utnost devotion and
| oyal ty.
"Patrin will handle the recruiting,” Teg said. "He won't accept rank | know,

but he's to get the full pay and courtesies of a col onel -aide."

"You will, of course, be restored to the rank of Suprene Bashar," she said. "W
wi | | "
"No. You have Burzmali. We will not weaken him by bringing back his old

Commander over him*"

She studied hima nmonent, then: "W have not yet comm ssioned Burzmali as .



"I amwell aware of that. M old conrades keep ne fully informed of Sisterhood

politics. But you and I, Mdther Superior, knowit's only a natter of tine.
Burzmali is the best."
She could only accept this. It was nore than a military Mentat's assessnent.

It was Teg's assessnent. Another thought struck her

"Then you al ready knew about our dispute in Council!" she accused. "And you |et
me . "

"Mot her Superior, if | thought you would produce another nonster on Rakis,

woul d have said so. You trust ny decisions; | trust yours."

"Dam you, Mles, we've been apart too long." Taraza stood. "I feel cal mer
just knowi ng you'll be back in harness.™

"Harness," he said. "Yes. Reinstate ne as a Bashar on special assignnment.

That way, when word gets back to Burzmali, there'll be no silly questions.”

Taraza produced a sheaf of ridulian papers from beneath her robe and passed them
to Teg. "l've already signed these. Fill in your own reinstatenent. The other
aut hori zations are all there, transport vouchers and so on. | give you these
orders personally. You are to obey ne. You are ny Bashar, do you understand?"

"Wasn't | always?" he asked.

"I't's more inportant than ever now. Keep that ghola safe and train himwell
He's your responsibility. And | will back you in that agai nst anyone."

"I hear Schwangyu conmands on Gamu. "

"Agai nst anyone Mles. Don't trust Schwangyu."

"I see. WII you lunch with us? M/ daughter has . "

"Forgive ne, Mles, but | nust get back soonest. | wll send Bellonda at once."
Teg saw her to the door, exchanged a few pleasantries with his old students in
her party and watched as they left. They had an arnored groundcar waiting in
the drive, one of the new nodels that they obviously had brought with them
Sight of it gave Teg an uneasy feeling.

Ur gency!

Taraza had conme in person, the Mdther Superior herself on a messenger's errand,
knowi ng what that would reveal to him Knowi ng so intimtely how the Sisterhood
perfornmed, he saw the revelation in what had just happened. The dispute in the
Bene Gesserit Council went far deeper than his informants had suggest ed.

"You are ny Bashar."

Teg gl anced through the sheaf of authorizations and vouchers Taraza had | eft
with him Already carrying her seal and signature. The trust this inplied
added to the other things he sensed and increased his disquiet.

"Don't trust Schwangyu."



He slipped the papers into his pocket and went in search of Patrin. Patrin
woul d have to be briefed, and nollified. They would have to di scuss whomto
call in for this assignnent. He began to list sone of the names in his mnd
Dangerous duty ahead. It called for only the best people. Damm! Everything on
the estate here would have to be passed over to Firus and Dinela. So many
details! He felt his pulse quicken as he strode through the house.

Passi ng a house guard, one of his old soldiers, Teg paused: "Martin, cancel al
of my appointments for today. Find ny daughter and tell her to neet me in ny
study. "

Word spread through the house and, fromthere, across the estate. Servants and
fam |y, knowi ng that The Reverend Mt her Superior had just conversed privately
with him automatically set up a protective screen to keep idle distractions
away from Teg. His eldest daughter, Dinela, cut himshort when he tried to |ist
details necessary to carry on his experinental farm projects.

"Father, | amnot an infant!"

They were in the snmall greenhouse attached to his study. Renmmins of Teg's |unch
sat on the corner of a potting bench. Patrin's notebook was propped agai nst the
wal | behind, the luncheon tray.

Teg | ooked sharply at his daughter. Dinela favored himin appearance but not in
hei ght. Too angular to be a beauty but she had made a good nmarriage. They had

three fine children, Dinmela and Firus.

"Where is Firus?" Teg asked.

"He's out seeing to the replanting of the South Farm"

"Ch, yes. Patrin nentioned that."

Teg smiled. It had always pleased himthat Dinmela had refused the Sisterhood's

bid, preferring to marry Firus, a native of Lernaeus, and renain in her father's

ent our age.

"Al'l I knowis that they're calling you back to duty,” Dinela said. "lIs it a
danger ous assi gnment ?"

"You know, you sound exactly like your nother," Teg said.
"So it is dangerous! Damm them haven't you done enough for thenP"
"Apparently not."

She turned away fromhimas Patrin entered the far end of the greenhouse. He
heard her speak to Patrin as they passed.

"The ol der he gets the nore he gets |ike a Reverend Mot her hinself!"

What el se could she expect? Teg wondered. The son of a Reverend Mot her
fathered by a minor functionary of the Combine Honnete Cber Advancer
Mercantil es, he had matured in a household that noved to the Sisterhood' s beat.
It had been apparent to himat an early age that his father's allegiance to
CHOAM s interplanetary tradi ng network vani shed when his nother objected.



Thi s house had been his nother's house until her death | ess than a year after
his father died. The inprint of her choices lay all around him

Patrin stopped in front of him "I came back for my notebook. Have you added
any nanmes?”

"Afew. You'd better get right onit."

"Yes, sir!"™ Patrin did a smart about-face and strode back the way he had cone,
sl appi ng t he notebook against his |eg.

He feels it, too, Teg thought.

Once nmore, Teg glanced around him This house was still his nother's place.
After all the years he had lived here, raised a fanmily here! Still her place.
Ch, he had built this greenhouse, but the study there had been her private room

Janet Roxbrough of the Lernaeus Roxbroughs. The furnishings, the decor, stil

her place. Taraza had seen that. He and his wife had changed sone of the
surface objects, but the core remai ned Janet Roxbrough's. No question about the
Fi sh Speaker blood in that |lineage. What a prize she had been for the

Si sterhood! That she had wed Loschy Teg and lived out her life here, that was
the oddity. An undigestible fact until you knew how the Sisterhood's breeding
desi gns worked over the generations.

They' ve done it again, Teg thought. They've had ne waiting in the w ngs al
t hese years just for this nonment.

Has not religion clained a patent on creation for all of these nillennia?

-The Tleilaxu Question, from Miad' di b Speaks

The air of Tleilax was crystalline, gripped by a stillness that was part the
nmorning chill and part a sense of fearful crouching, as though life waited out
there in the city of Bandalong, life anticipating and ravenous, which woul d not
stir until it received his personal signal. The Mahai, Tylwth Waff, Master of
the Masters, enjoyed this hour nore than any other of the day. The city was his
now as he | ooked out through his open wi ndow. Bandal ong would cone alive only
at his command. This was what he told hinself. The fear that he could sense
out there was his hold on any reality that mght arise fromthat incubating
reservoir of life: the Tleilaxu civilization that had origi nated here and then
spread its powers afar

They had waited millennia for this tinme, his people. Waff savored the noment
now. All through the bad tines of the Prophet Leto Il (not God Enperor but
CGod's Messenger), all through the Fam nes and the Scattering, through every



pai nful defeat at the hands of |esser creatures, through all of those agonies
the Tleilaxu had built their patient forces for this noment.

We have conme to our moment, O Prophet!

The city that |ay beneath his high wi ndow he saw as a synbol, one strong nmark on
the page of Tleilaxu design. Qher Tleilaxu planets, other great cities,
interlinked, interdependent, and with central allegiance to his God and his
city, awaited the signal that all of them knew nmust cone soon. The twi nned
forces of Face Dancers and Mashei kh had conpressed their powers in preparation
for the cosmc leap. The mllennia of waiting were about to end.

Waf f thought of it as "the | ong beginning."

Yes. He nodded to hinmself as he | ooked at the crouching city. Fromits
inception, fromthat infinitesinal kernel of an idea, Bene Tleilax | eaders had
understood the perils of a plan so extended, so protracted, so convoluted and
subtle. They had known they must surmount near disaster tine and again, accept
galling | osses, subm ssions and hunmiliations. Al of this and rmuch nore had
gone into the construction of a particular Bene Tleilax inage. By those
mllennia of pretense they had created a nyth.

"The vile, detestable, dirty Tleilaxu! The stupid Tleilaxu! The predictable
Tl eil axu! The i nmpetuous Tleilaxu!"

Even the Prophet's minions had fallen prey to this nyth. A captive Fish Speaker

had stood in this very roomand shouted at a Tleilaxu Master: "Long pretense
creates a reality! You are truly vile!™ So they had killed her and the Prophet
di d not hi ng.

How little all of those alien worlds and peopl es understood Tleilaxu restraint.
| mpetuosity? Let themreconsider after the Bene Tleil ax denonstrated how many
mllennia they were capable of waiting for their ascendancy.

" Spannungsbogen!"

Waff rolled the ancient word on his tongue: The span of the bow How far back
you draw the bow before rel easing your arrow. This arrow would strike deep

"The Mashei kh have waited | onger than any other," Waff whispered. He dared to
utter the word to hinself here in his tower fastness: "Masheikh."

The rooftops below himglittered as the sun lifted. He could hear the stirrings
of the city's life. The sweet bitterness of Tleilaxu snmells drifted on the air
comng in his window Waff inhaled deeply and cl osed his w ndow.

He felt renewed by his nonment of solitary observation. Turning away fromthe
wi ndow, he donned the white khilat robe of honor to which all Domel were
conditioned to bow The robe conpletely covered his short body, giving himthe
distinct feeling that it actually was arnor.

The arnor of Cod!

"W are the people of the Yaghist," he had rem nded his councillors only | ast
night. "Al else is frontier. W have fostered the myth of our weakness and
evil practices for these mllennia with only one purpose. Even the Bene
Gesserit believe!"



Seated in the deep, wi ndowl ess sagra with its no-chanber shield, his nine
councillors had smled in silent appreciation of his words. In the judgnent of
t he ghufran, they knew. The stage upon which the Tleil axu deternined their own
destiny had al ways been the kehl with its right of ghufran

It was proper that even Waff, the nost powerful of all Tleilaxu, could not |eave
his world and be readnmitted wi thout abasing himself in the ghufran, begging
pardon for contact with the uninagi nable sins of aliens. To go out anong the
powi ndah could soil even the m ghtiest. The khasadars who policed all Tleilaxu
frontiers and guarded the selanmiks of the wonen were right to suspect even
waff. He was of the people and the kehl, yes, but he nmust prove it each tinme he
left the heartland and returned, and certainly every tine he entered the

selam ik for the distribution of his sperm

Waff crossed to his long mirror and inspected hinself and his robe. To the

powi ndahs, he knew, he appeared an elfin figure barely a neter and a half tall
Eyes, hair, and skin were shades of gray, all a stage for the oval face with its
tiny mouth and |line of sharp teeth. A Face Dancer nmight minic his features and
pose, mght dissenble at a Mashei kh's command, but no Mashei kh or khasadar woul d
be fooled. Only the pow ndahs woul d be gull ed.

Except for the Bene Cesserit!

Thi s thought brought a scow to his face. Well, the witches had yet to
encounter one of the new Face Dancers.

No ot her people have mastered the genetic | anguage as well as have the Bene
Tleil ax, he reassured hinself. W are right to call it "the |anguage of Cod,"
for God Hinself has given us this great power.

Waff strode to his door and waited for the norning bell. There was no way, he
t hought, to describe the richness of enption he felt now. Tine unfol ded for
him He did not ask why the Prophet's true nessage had been heard only by the
Bene Tleilax. It had been God's doing and, in that, the Prophet had been the
Arm of God, worthy of respect as God's Messenger

You prepared themfor us, O Prophet.
And the ghola on Gammu, this ghola at this tinme, was worth all of the waiting.

The norning bell sounded and Waff strode out into the hall, turned with other
emergi ng white-robed figures and went onto the eastern bal cony to greet the sun
As the Mahai and Abdl of his people, he now could identify hinmself with al

Tl ei | axu.

We are the legalists of the Shariat, the last of our kind in the universe.

Nowher e outside the seal ed chanbers of his malik-brothers could he reveal such a
secret thought but he knew it was a thought shared in every mnd around hi m now,
and the workings of that thought were visible in Mashei kh, Dormel and Face Dancer
ali ke. The paradox of kinship ties and a sense of social identity that
pereat ed the khel from Mashei kh down to the | owiest Domel was not a paradox to
Waf f.

W work for the sane God



A Face Dancer in the guise of Donel had bowed and opened the bal cony doors.
VWaff, emerging into sunlight with his many conpani ons cl ose around, smiled at
recognition of the Face Dancer. A Donmel yet! It was a kin joke but Face
Dancers were not kin. They were constructs, tools, just as the ghola on Ganmu
was a tool, all designed with the | anguage of God spoken only by Mashei khs.

Wth the others who pressed close around him Waff nade obei sance to the sun. He
uttered the cry of the Abdl and heard it echoed by countless voices fromthe
farthest reaches of the city.

"The sun is not God!" he shouted.

No, the sun was only a symbol of God's infinite powers and nercy -- another
construct, another tool. Feeling cleansed by his passage through the ghufran
the previous night, renewed by the norning ritual, Waff could think now about
the trip outward to pow ndah places and the return just conpleted, which had
made ghufran necessary. O her worshipers nmade way for himas he went back to
the inner corridors and entered the slide passage that dropped himto the
central garden where he had asked his councillors to neet him

It was a successful foray anong the pow ndah, he thought.

Every tinme he left the inner worlds of the Bene Tleilax Waff felt himself to be
on lashkar, a war party seeking that ultinmte revenge which his peopl e named
secretly as Bodal (always capitalized and always the first thing reaffirmed in
ghufran or khel). This nost recent |ashkar had been exquisitely successful

VWaff enmerged fromthe slide into a central garden filled with sunlight by
prismatic reflectors on the surrounding rooftops. A small fountain played its
vi sual fugue at the heart of a graveled circle. A Ilow fence of white palings at
one side enclosed a closely cropped | awn, a space near enough to the fountain
that the air would be noist but not so close that the splashing water would

i ntrude on | ow voi ced conversation. Around the grassy enclosure, ten narrow
benches of an ancient plastic were arranged -- nine of themin a semcircle
facing a tenth bench set slightly apart.

Pausi ng at the edge of the grassy enclosure, Waff glanced around him wondering
why he had never before felt quite this intense pleasure at sight of the place.
The dark blue of the benches was intrinsic to the material. Centuries of use
had worn the benches into soft curves along the armrests and where countl ess
bottons had planted thensel ves, but the color was just as strong in the worn

pl aces as it was el sewhere.

Waf f sat down facing his nine councillors, marshaling the words he knew he rmnust
use. The docunent he had brought back fromhis |atest |ashkar, indeed, the very
reason for that excursion, could not have been nore exquisitely tined. The

| abel on it and the words carried a m ghty nmessage for the Tleil axu.

From an i nner pocket Waff renoved the thin sheaf of ridulian crystal. He noted
t he qui ckened interest of his councillors: nine faces sinmlar to his own,
Mashei khs of the innernost kehl. All reflected expectancy. They had read this
docunent in kehl: "The Atreides Manifesto." They had spent a night of
reflection on the manifesto's message. Now, the words must be confronted. Waff
pl aced the docunent on his |ap

"I propose to spread these words far and wi de," Waff said.



"Wthout change?" That was Mrlat, the councillor closest to ghol a-
transformati on anong all of them Mrlat no doubt aspired to Abdl and Mahai
Waff focused on the councillor's wide jaws where the cartil age had grown over
the centuries as a visible mark of his current body's great age.

"Exactly as it has cone into our hands,"” Waff said.
"Dangerous," Mrlat said.

Waff turned his head to the right, his childlike profile outlined against the
fountain for his councillors to observe. God's hand is on nmy right! The sky
above hi mwas polished carnelian as though Bandal ong, the nost ancient city of
the Tleilaxu, had been built under one of those gigantic artificial covers
erected to protect pioneers on the harsher planets. Wen he returned his
attention to his councillors, Waff's features remained bl and.

"Not dangerous to us," he said.
"A matter of opinion," Mrlat said.

"Then |l et us consider opinions," Waff said. "Have we a need to fear Ix or the
Fi sh Speakers? |Indeed not. They are ours, although they do not knowit."

VWaff let this sink in; all of themknew that new Face Dancers sat in the highest
councils of Ix and Fish Speakers, the exchange undetected.

"The Guild will not nbve agai nst us or oppose us because we are their only
secure source of nelange," WAff said.

"Then what of these Honored Matres returned fromthe Scattering?" Mrlat
denmanded.

"W will deal with themwhen it is required of us," Waff said. "And we will be
hel ped by the descendants of our own people who voluntarily went out into the
Scattering."

"The tine does appear opportune,” one of the other councillors nurnured.

It was Torg the Younger who had spoken, Waff observed. Good. There was a vote
secur ed.

"The Bene Gesserit!" Mrlat snapped.

"I think the Honored Matres will renmove the witches fromour path," Waff said.
"Already they growl against each other like animals in the fighting pit."

"What if the author of that manifesto is identified?" Mrlat demanded. "Wat
t hen?"

Several heads nodded anpbng the councillors. Waff marked them people to be won
over.

"It is dangerous to be called Atreides in this age," he said.

"Except perhaps on Gammu," Mrlat said. "And the nane Atreides has been signed
to that document!"



How odd, Waff thought. The CHOAM representative at the pow ndah conference that
had taken Waff away fromthe inner planets of Tleilax had enphasi zed that very
point. But nost of CHOAM s people were secret atheists who | ooked on al
religion as suspect, and certainly the Atrei des had been a potent religious
force. CHOAM worries had been al nost pal pabl e.

Waff recounted this CHOAM reacti on now.

"This CHOAM hireling, dam his Godless soul, is right,” Mrlat insisted. "The
docurent' s insidious."

Mrlat will have to be dealt with, Waff thought. He lifted the manifesto from
his lap and read the first |ine aloud:

"I'n the beginning was the word and the word was Cod."

"Directly fromthe Orange Catholic Bible,” Mrlat said. Once nore, heads nodded
in worried agreement.

Waf f showed the points of his canines in a brief snile. "Do you suggest that
there are those anong t he pow ndah who suspect the existence of the Shariat and
t he Mashei khs?"

It felt good to speak these words openly, reminding his listeners that only here
anmong the innernost Tleilaxu were the old words and the ol d | anguage preserved
wi t hout change. Did Mrlat or any of the others fear that Atreides words coul d
subvert the Shariat?

Waf f posed this question, too, and saw the worried frowns.

"I's there one anong you," Waff asked, "who believes that a single pow ndah knows
how we use the | anguage of God?"

There! Let themthink on that! Every one of them here had been wakened time
after tinme in ghola flesh. There was a fleshly continuity in this Council that
no ot her people had ever achieved. Mrlat hinself had seen the Prophet with his
own eyes. Scytale had spoken to Muad' dib! Learning how the flesh could be
renewed and the nmenories restored, they had condensed this power into a single
gover nrent whose potency was confined lest it be demanded everywhere. Only the
wi tches had a sinmlar storehouse of experience upon which to draw and they noved
with fearful caution, terrified that they m ght produce another Kwi satz

Hader ach!

Waff said these things to his councillors, adding: "The time for action has
cone. "
When no one spoke disagreenent, Waff said: "This nanifesto has a single author

Every anal ysis agrees. Mrlat?"

"Witten by one person and that person a true Atreides, no doubt of it," Mrlat
agr eed.

"Al'l at the powi ndah conference affirnmed this," Waff said. "Even a third-stage
Quild steersnman agrees."

"But that one person has produced a thing that excites violent reactions anmong
di verse peoples,” Mrlat argued.



"Have we ever questioned the Atreides talent for disruption?" Waff asked.
"When t he powi ndah showed me this docunent | knew God had sent us a signal."

"Do the witches still deny authorship?" Torg the Younger asked.
How alertly apt he is, Waff thought.

"Every powi ndah religion is called into question by this manifesto," Waff said.
"Every faith except ours is left hanging in |inbo."

"Exactly the problem” Mrlat pounced.

"But only we know this," Waff said. "Wo else even suspects the existence of
the Shariat?"

"The Guild,” Mrlat said.

"They have never spoken of it and they never will. They know what our response
woul d be."

VWaff lifted the sheaf of papers fromhis |lap and again read al oud:

"Forces that we cannot understand perneate our universe. W see the shadows of
t hose forces when they are projected upon a screen avail able to our senses, but
understand them we do not."

"The Atreides who wote that knows of the Shariat," Mrlat nuttered.
Waf f continued readi ng as though there had been no interruption

"Under st andi ng requires words. Sone things cannot be reduced to words. There
are things that can only be experienced wordl essly."

As though he handled a holy relic, Waff returned the docunent to his |ap

Softly, so that his listeners were required to bend toward hi mand sone cupped a
hand behind an ear, Waff said: "This says our universe is magical. It says al
arbitrary forms are transient and subject to magi cal changes. Science has | ed
us to this interpretation as though it placed us on a track from which we cannot
devi ate. "

He al l owed these words to fester for a nonent, then: "No Rakian priest of the
Di vi ded God nor any ot her powi ndah charlatan can accept that. Only we know it
because our God is a magi cal God whose | anguage we speak."

"W will be accused of the authorship,” Mrlat said. The noment he had spoken
Mrlat shook his head sharply fromside to side. "No! | see it. | see what
you nmean."

Waff held his silence. He could see that all of themwere reflecting on their
Sufi origins, recalling the Great Belief and the Zensunni ecuneni smthat had
spawned the Bene Tleilax. The people of this kehl knew the God-given facts of
their origins but generations of secrecy assured that no pow ndah shared their
know edge.



Words flowed silently through Waff's nind: "Assunptions based on understanding
contain belief in an absolute ground out of which all things spring like plants
growi ng from seeds."

Knowi ng that his councillors also recalled this catechismof the Geat Belief,
Waff remi nded them of the Zensunni adnonition

"Behi nd such assunptions lies a faith in words that the pow ndah do not
guestion. Only the Shariat question and we do so silently."

Hi s councillors nodded in unison

Waff inclined his head slightly and continued: "The act of saying that things
exi st that cannot be described in words shakes a universe where words are the
supremnme belief."

"Pow ndah poison!" his councillors shouted.

He had themall now and Waff hanmered home his victory by demandi ng: "Wat is
the Sufi-Zensunni Credo?"

They could not speak it but all reflected on it: To achieve s'tori no
understanding is needed. S tori exists wthout words, wthout even a nane.

In a nonment, all of them | ooked up and exchanged knowi ng gl ances. Mrlat took
it upon hinself to recite the Tleil axu pl edge:

"I can say CGod, but that is not my God. That is only a noise and no nore potent
t han any ot her noise."

"I now see," Waff said, "that you all sense the power that has fallen into our
hands through this docunent. MIlions upon nmillions of copies already are being
circul ated anong the pow ndah."

"Who does this?" Mrlat asked.

"Who cares?" Waff countered. "Let the pow ndah chase after them seeking their
origin, trying to suppress them preaching against them Wth each such action
t he powi ndah inject nore power into these words."

"Shoul d we not preach against these words, too?" Mrlat asked.

"Only if the occasion demands it," Waff said. "See you!" He slapped the papers
agai nst his knees. "The pow ndah have constricted their awareness to its
tightest purpose and that is their weakness. W nust insure that this manifesto
gains as wide a circulation as possible."

"The magic of our God is our only bridge," the councillors intoned.

Al of them Waff observed, had been restored to the central security of their
faith. It had been easily nanaged. No Mashei kh shared t he pow ndah stupidity
that whined: "In thy infinite grace, God, why nme?" In one sentence, the

powi ndah invoked infinity and denied it, never once observing their own

f ool i shness

"Scytale," Waff said.



The youngest and nost baby-faced of the councillors, seated at the far left as
was fitting, |eaned forward eagerly.

"Armthe faithful ," Waff said.

"I marvel that an Atreides has given us this weapon,”" Mrlat said. "How can it
be that the Atreides always fasten upon an ideal that enlists the billions who
must fol | ow?"

"It is not the Atreides, it is God," Waff said. He lifted his arns then and
spoke the closing ritual: "The Mashei kh have nmet in kehl and felt the presence
of their God."

Waff cl osed his eyes and waited for the others to | eave. Mashei kh! How good it
was to nanme thensel ves in kehl, speaking the | anguage of I|slamyat, which no

Tl ei |l axu spoke outside his own secret councils; not even to Face Dancers did
they speak it. Nowhere in the Wekht of Jandola, not to the farthest reaches of
the Tleilaxu Yaghist, was there a living powi ndah who knew this secret.

Yaghi st, Waff thought, rising fromhis bench. Yaghist, the land of the unruled.

He thought he could feel the docunment vibrating in his hand. This Atreides
Mani festo was the very kind of thing the masses of pow ndah would follow to
t heir doom

Sone days it's nelange; sonme days it's bitter dirt.

- Raki an Aphorism

In her third year with the priests of Rakis, the girl Sheeana lay full Iength

atop a high curving dune. She peered into the norning di stance where a great

runbling friction could be heard. The Iight was a ghostly silver that frosted
the horizon with filmy haze. The night's chill still lay on the sand.

She knew the priests were watching her fromthe safety of their water-girded
tower sonme two kil oneters behind her, but this gave her little concern. The
trenbling of the sand beneath her body denmanded full attention

It's a big one, she thought. Seventy meters at least. A beautiful big one.

The gray stillsuit felt slick and snpboth against her skin. It had none of the
abrasi ve patches of the old hand-ne-down she had worn before the priests took
her into their care. She felt thankful for the fine stillsuit and the thick
robe of white and purple that covered it, but nost of all she felt the
excitement of being here. Sonething rich and dangerous filled her at nonents
such as this.



The priests did not understand what happened here. She knew this. They were
cowards. She gl anced over her shoul der at the distant tower and saw sunglint on
| enses.

A precocious child of eleven standard years, slender and dark-skinned with sun-
st reaked brown hair, she could visualize clearly what the priests saw through
their spying |enses.

They see ne doing what they do not dare. They see ne in the path of Shaitan. |
| ook very small on the sand and Shaitan | ooks very big. They can see him
al r eady.

From t he raspi ng sound, she knew that she, too, would soon see the giant worm
Sheeana did not think of the approachi ng nonster as Shai-hulud, God of the
sands, a thing the priests chanted each norning in obei sance to the pearl of
Leto Il's awareness that |ay encapsulated in each of the nulti-ridged rulers of
the desert. She thought of the worns mainly as "they who spared ne," or as
Shai t an.

They bel onged to her now.

It was a relationship begun slightly nore than three years ago during the nonth
of her eighth birthday, the Month lIgat by the old calendar. Her village had
been a poor one, a pioneer venture built far beyond nore secure barriers such as
the ganats and ring canals of Keen. Only a npoat of danp sand guarded such

pi oneer places. Shaitan avoided water but the sandtrout vector soon took away
any danmpness. Precious npoisture captured in windtraps had to be expended each
day to renew the barrier. Her village was a mserable cluster of shacks and
hovels with two small wi ndtraps, adequate for drinking water but with only a
sporadi c surplus that could be apportioned to the wormbarrier

That nmorning -- nmuch like this norning, the night's chill sharp in her nose and
| ungs, the horizon constricted by a ghostly haze -- npst of the village children
had fanned out into the desert, there to seek bits and fragments of nel ange,

whi ch Shaitan sonetines |eft behind in his passage. Two big ones had been heard
nearby in the night. Melange, even at nodern deflated prices, could buy the

gl azed bricks to line a third wi ndtrap.

Each searching child not only | ooked for the spice but al so sought those signs
whi ch woul d reveal one of the old Frenen sietch strongholds. There were only
remmants of such places now but the rock barriers provided a greater security
agai nst Shaitan. And sonme of the remmant sietch places were reputed to contain
| ost hoards of nelange. Every villager dreaned of such a discovery.

Sheeana, wearing her patched stillsuit and flinsy robe, went alone to the
northeast, toward the faraway snoky nound of air that told of the great city of
Keen with its noisture richness lifting into the sun-warnmed breezes.

Hunting scraps of nelange in the sand was largely a matter of focusing attention
into the nostrils. It was a formof concentration that left only bits of

awar eness attuned to the rasping sand that told of Shaitan's approach. Leg
nuscl es noved autonatically in the non-rhythmc wal k that bl ended with the
desert's natural sounds.

At first, Sheeana did not hear the screanming. It fitted intimately into the
saltated friction of w ndbl owmn sand across the barracans that conceal ed the



village fromher sight. Slowy the sound penetrated her consci ousness and then
it demanded her attention.

Many voi ces scream ng!

Sheeana di scarded the desert precaution of randomstrides. Mowving swiftly as
her childish nuscles would carry her, she scranbled up the slipface of the
barracan and stared along it toward that terrifying sound. She was in tine to
see that which cut off the last of the screans.

Wnd and sandtrout had dried a wide arc of the barrier at the far side of her
village. She could see the gap by the color difference. A wild worm had
penetrated the opening. It circled close inside the remaining danpness. The
gigantic flane-shadowed nmouth scooped up people and hovels in a swiftly
tightening circle.

Sheeana saw the | ast survivors huddled at the center of this destruction, a
space already cleared of its rude hovels and tunbled with the remains of the

wi ndtraps. Even as she watched, some of the people tried to break away into the
desert. Sheeana recogni zed her father among the frantic runners. None escaped.
The great nouth engulfed all before turning to level the last of the village.

Smoki ng sand remai ned and not hing el se of the puny village that had dared to
claima scrap of Shaitan's domain. The place where the village had been was as
unmar ked by hunman habitation as it had been before anyone wal ked there.

Sheeana t ook a gasping breath, inhaling through her nose to preserve the

nmoi sture of her body as any good child of the desert would do. She scanned the
hori zon for a sign of the other children but Shaitan's track had |eft great
curves and loops all around the far side of the village. Not a single human
remained in view. She shouted, the high-pitched cry that would carry far
through the dry air. No response cane back to her

Al one.

She noved tranceli ke along the ridge of the dune toward where her village had
been. As she neared the place a great wave of cinnanon odor filled her

nostrils, carried on the wind that still dusted the tops of the dunes. She
realized then what had happened. The village had been sited disastrously atop a
pre-spice blow. As the great hoard far under the sand cane to fruition
expandi ng in an expl osion of nelange, Shaitan had conme. Every child knew

Shai tan could not resist a spicebl ow

Rage and wild desperation began to fill Sheeana. M ndlessly, she raced down the
dune toward Shaitan, com ng up behind the wormas it turned back through the dry
pl ace where it had entered the village. Wthout thought, she dashed al ong
beside the tail, scranbled onto it and ran forward al ong the great ridged back
At the hump behind its mouth, she crouched and beat her fists against the
unyi el di ng surface.

The wor m st opped.

Her anger suddenly converted to terror, Sheeana broke off pounding on the worm
She realized only then that she had been screanming. A terrible sense of |onely
exposure filled her. She did not know how she had conme here. She knew only
where she was and this gripped her with an agony of fear



The worm continued qui escent on the sand.

Sheeana did not know what to do. At any nonent, the wormcould roll over and
crush her. O it could burrow beneath the sand, |eaving her on the surface to
be scooped up at |eisure.

Abruptly, a long tremor worked its way down the worms length fromits tail to
Sheeana's position behind the nouth. The worm began to nmove ahead. It turned
in a wde arc and gathered speed on a course to the northeast.

Sheeana | eaned forward and gripped the | eading edge of a ring ridge on the
wornm s back. She feared that any second it would slide beneath the sand. What
could she do then? But Shaitan did not burrow. As mnutes passed w thout any
deviation fromthat straight and swi ft passage across the dunes, Sheeana found
her m nd working once nore. She knew about this ride. The priests of the

Di vided God forbade it but the histories, both witten and oral, said Fremen
rode thus in the ancient days. Frenmen stood tall atop Shaitan's back supported
by sl ender poles with hooked ends. The priests decreed that this had been done
before Leto Il shared Hi s consciousness with the God of the desert. Now,
not hi ng was permtted that might denean the scattered bits of Leto Il

Wth a speed that astoni shed her, the wormcarri ed Sheeana toward the m st-
dazzl ed shape of Keen. The great city lay like a mrage on the distorted

hori zon. Sheeana's threadbare robe whi pped against the thin surface of her
patched stillsuit. Her fingers ached where she gripped the | eading edge of the
giant ring. The cinnanon, burnt-rock and ozone of the worm s heat exchange
swept over her on shifts in the w nd.

Keen began to gain definition ahead of her
The priests will see me and be angry, she thought.

She identified the low brick structures that marked the first |ine of ganats
and, beyond them the enclosed barrel-curve of a surface aqueduct. Above these
structures rose the walls of terraced gardens and the high profiles of giant

Wi ndtraps, then the tenple conplex within its own water barriers.

A day's march across open sand in little nmore than an hour

Her parents and village nei ghbors had made this journey many tinmes for trade and
to join in the dancing but Sheeana had only acconpanied themtw ce. She
renmenbered nostly the dancing and the violence that foll owed. The size of Keen
filled her with awe. So many buil dings! So nmany people! Shaitan could not
harm such a place as that.

But the worm plunged strai ght ahead as though it would ride over ganat and
aqueduct. Sheeana stared at the city rising higher and higher in front of her
Fasci nati on subdued her terror. Shaitan was not going to stop

The worm ground to a halt.
The tubul ar surface vents of the ganat lay no nore than fifty nmeters in front of
its gaping mouth. She snelled the hot cinnanbn exhal ati ons, heard the deep

runbl i ngs of Shaitan's interior furnace.

It becane apparent to her at last that the journey had ended. Slowy, Sheeana
rel eased her grip on the ring. She stood, expecting any nonent the worm woul d



renew its notion. Shaitan remmined qui escent. Moving cautiously, she slid off
her perch and dropped to the sand. She paused there. Wuld it nove now? She
hel d a vague idea of dashing for the ganat but this worm fasci nated her

Slipping and sliding in the disturbed sand, Sheeana nmoved around to the front of
the worm and stared into the fearsone nouth. Wthin the frame of crystal teeth
flames rolled forward and backward. A searing exhal ati on of spice odors swept
over her.

The madness of that first dash down off the dune and onto the worm cane back to
Sheeana. "Damm you, Shaitan!" she shouted, shaking a fist at the awful nouth.
"What did we ever do to you?"

These were words she had heard her nother use at the destruction of a tuber
garden. No part of Sheeana's awareness had ever questioned that nane, Shaitan,
nor her nother's fury. She was of the poorest dregs at the bottom of the Rakian
heap and she knew it. Her people believed in Shaitan first and Shai - hul ud
second. Worns were worns and often nmuch worse. There was no justice on the
open sand. Only danger lurked there. Poverty and fear of priests mght drive
her people onto the peril ous dunes but they noved even then with the same angry
persi stence that had driven the Fremen.

This time, however, Shaitan had won.

It entered Sheeana's awareness that she stood in the deadly path. Her thoughts,
not yet fully formed, recognized only that she had done a crazy thing. Mich
|ater, as the Sisterhood's teachings rounded her consci ousness, she woul d
realize that she had been overcone by the terror of |oneliness. She had wanted
Shaitan to take her into the company of her dead.

A grating sound issued frombeneath the worm
Sheeana stifled a scream

Slowmy at first, then faster, the worm backed off several meters. It turned
there and gat hered speed beside the twi n-nmounded track it had created com ng
fromthe desert. The grating of its passage dimnished in the distance.
Sheeana grew aware of another sound. She lifted her gaze to the sky. The

t hwock-thwock of a priestly ornithopter swept over her, brushing her with its
shadow. The craft glistened in the norning sunlight as it followed the worm
into the desert.

Sheeana felt a more famliar fear then

The priests!

She kept her gaze on the 'thopter. It hovered in the distance, then returned to
settle gently onto a patch of worm snoot hed sand nearby. She could snell the
lubricants and the sickly acridity of the "thopter's fuel. The thing was a

gi ant insect nestled on the sand, waiting to pounce upon her
A hatch popped open.
Sheeana t hrew back her shoul ders and stood her ground. Very well; they had

caught her. She knew what to expect now. Nothing could be gained by flight.
Only the priests used 'thopters. They could go anywhere and see anyt hi ng.



Two richly robed priests, their garnents all gold and white with purple trim
enmerged and ran toward her across the sand. They knelt in front of Sheeana so
cl ose she could snell their perspiration and the nusky mnel ange i ncense which
permeated their clothing. They were young but nuch like all the priests she
could remenber: soft of features, uncalloused hands, careless of their npisture
| osses. Neither of themwore a stillsuit under those robes.

The one on her left, his eyes on a level with Sheeana's, spoke.
"Child of Shai-hulud, we saw your Father bring you fromHis |ands."

The words nade no sense to Sheeana. Priests were nen to be feared. Her parents
and all the adults she had ever known had inpressed this upon her by words and
actions. Priests possessed ornithopters. Priests fed you to Shaitan for the
slightest infraction or for no infraction at all, for only priestly whins. Her
peopl e knew many i nstances.

Sheeana backed away fromthe kneeling nen and cast her gl ance around. \Where
could she run?

The one who had spoken raised an inploring hand. "Stay with us."”
"You're bad!" Sheeana's voice cracked with enotion.
Both priests fell prostrate on the sand.

Far away on the city's towers, sunlight flashed off |enses. Sheeana saw them
She knew about such flashings. Priests were always watching you in the cities.
VWhen you saw the |l enses flash that was the signal to be inconspicuous, to "be
good. "

Sheeana cl asped her hands in front of her to still their trenbling. She glanced
left and right and then at the prostrate priests. Something was w ong here.

Heads on the sand, the two priests shuddered with fear and waited. Neither
spoke.

Sheeana did not know how to respond. The crush of her immedi ate experiences
could not be absorbed by an eight-year-old m nd. She knew that her parents and
all of her neighbors had been taken by Shaitan. Her own eyes had witnessed
this. And Shaitan had brought her here, refusing to take her into his awfu
fires. She had been spared.

This was a word she understood. Spared. It had been explained to her when she
| earned the danci ng song.

"Shai - hul ud spare us!
"Take Shaitan away .

Slowy, not wanting to arouse the prostrate priests, Sheeana began the
shuffling, unrhythm c novenents of the dance. As the renenbered nusic grew

wi thin her, she unclasped her hands and swung her arns wide. Her feet lifted
high in the stately movenments. Her body turned, slowy at first and then nore
swiftly as the dance ecstasy increased. Her |ong brown hair whi pped around her
face.



The two priests dared to Iift their heads. The strange child was perform ng The
Dance! They recogni zed the novenents: The Dance of Propitiation. She asked
Shai -hulud to forgive his people. She asked God to forgive them

They turned their heads to | ook at each other and, together, rocked back onto
their knees. There, they began clapping in the tinme-honored effort to distract
the dancer. Their hands clapped rhythmcally as they chanted the ancient words:

"Qur fathers ate manna in the desert,
"I'n the burning places where whirlw nds cane!"

The priests excluded fromtheir attention all except the child. She was a

sl ender thing, they saw, with stringy nuscles, thin arns and | egs. Her robe and
stillsuit were worn and patched |ike those of the poorest. Her cheekbones had
hi gh pl anes that drew shadows across her olive skin. Brown eyes, they noted.
Reddi sh sun streaks drew their lines in her hair. There was a water-spare

shar pness about her features -- the narrow nose and chin, the w de forehead, the
wi de thin mouth, the long neck. She |ooked like the Fremen portraits in the
holy of holies at Dar-es-Balat. O course! The child of Shai-hulud would | ook
t hus.

She danced well, too. Not the slightest quickly repeatable rhythmentered her
noverments. There was rhythmbut it was an admirably | ong beat, at least a
hundred steps apart. She kept it up while the sun lifted higher and higher. It
was al nost noon before she fell exhausted to the sand.

The priests stood and | ooked out into the desert where Shai-hulud had gone. The
st anpi ngs of the dance had not summoned H m back. They were forgiven.

That was how Sheeana's new |ife began.

Loudly in their own quarters and for many days, the senior priests engaged in
argunents about her. At last, they brought their disputations and reports to
the High Priest, Hedl ey Tuek. They net in the afternoon within the Hall of
Smal | Convocations, Tuek and six priestly councillors. Mirals of Leto II, a
human face on the great wornshape, | ooked down upon them wi th benevol ence.

Tuek seated hinself on a stone bench that had been recovered from W ndgap
Sietch. Miad' dib hinself was reputed to have sat on this bench. One of the
legs still bore the carvings of an Atreides hawk.

Hi s councillors took | esser nodern benches facing him

The High Priest was an inposing figure; silky gray hair conbed snobothly to his
shoul ders. It was a suitable frame for the square face with its wide, thick
nout h and heavy chin. Tuek's eyes retained their original clear whites
surroundi ng dark blue pupils. Bushy, untrinmed gray eyebrows shaded his eyes.

The councillors were a notley lot. Scions of old priestly famlies each carried
in his heart the belief that matters woul d nove better if he were sitting on
Tuek' s bench.

The scrawny, pinch-faced Stiros put hinmself forward as opposition spokesman:
"She is nothing but a poor desert waif and she rode Shai-hulud. That is
forbi dden and t he puni shnent is nandatory."



Q hers spoke up immediately. "No! No Stiros. You have it wong! She did not
stand on Shai-hulud's back as the Frenmen did. She had no maker hooks or "

Stiros tried to shout them down.

It was deadl ocked, Tuek saw. three and three with Unphrud, a fat hedonist, as
advocate for "cautious acceptance."

"She had no way to gui de Shai-hulud' s course,” Unphrud argued. "W all saw how
she came down to the sand unafraid and talked to Hm"

Yes, they all had seen that, either at the nonent or in the hol ophoto that a

t hought ful observer had recorded. Desert waif or not, she had confronted Shai -
hul ud and conversed with HHm And Shai-hulud had not engul fed her. No, indeed.
The Worm of - God had drawn back at the child' s conmmand and had returned to the
desert.

"W will test her," Tuek said.

Early the followi ng norning, an ornithopter flown by the two priests who had
brought her fromthe desert conveyed Sheeana far out away fromthe sight of
Keen's popul ace. The priests took her down to a dune top and planted a

nmeti cul ous copy of a Fremen thunper in the sand. Wen the thunper's catch was
rel eased, a heavy beating trenbled through the desert -- the ancient sumons to
Shai -hulud. The priests fled to their 'thopter and waited hi gh overhead while a
terrified Sheeana, her worst fears realized, stood al one sone twenty neters from
t he t hunper.

Two worms came. They were not the largest the priests had ever seen, no nore
than thirty meters long. One of them scooped up the thunper and silenced it.
Toget her, they rounded in parallel tracks and stopped side by side not six
nmet ers from Sheeana.

She stood submi ssive, fists clenched at her sides. This was what priests did.
They fed you to Shaitan.

In their hovering 'thopter, the two priests watched with fascination. Their

| enses transmitted the scene to equally fascinated observers in the High
Priest's quarters at Keen. Al of themhad seen simlar events before. It was
a standard puni shnent, a handy way to renpve obstructionists fromthe popul ace
or priesthood, or to pave the way for acquisition of a new concubi ne. Never
before, though, had they seen a lone child as victim And such a child!

The Worms-of -God crept forward slowy after their first stop. They becane
noti onl ess once nore when only about three neters from Sheeana.

Resi gned to her fate, Sheeana did not run. Soon, she thought, she would be with
her parents and friends. As the worns remai ned notionl ess, anger replaced her
terror. The bad priests had | eft her here! She could hear their 'thopter
overhead. The hot spice snell fromthe worns filled the air around her
Abruptly, she raised her right hand and pointed up at the 'thopter

"Go ahead and eat nme! That's what they want!"
The priests overhead could not hear her words but the gesture was visible and

they could see that she was talking to the two Worns-of-God. The finger
pointing up at themdid not bode well



The worns did not nove.

Sheeana | owered her hand. "You killed my nother and father and all my friends!"
she accused. She took a step forward and shook a fist at them

The worns retreated, keeping their distance.

“I'f you don't want me, go back where you cane from" She waved t hem away toward
t he desert.

Qoedi ently, they backed farther and turned in unison

The priests in the 'thopter tracked themuntil they slipped beneath the sand
nore than a kilometer away. Only then did the priests return, fear and
trepidation in them They plucked the child of Shai-hulud fromthe sand and
returned her to Keen

The Bene Gesserit enbassy at Keen had a full report by nightfall. Wrd was on
its way to the Chapter House by the follow ng norning.

It had happened at | ast!

The trouble with sone kinds of warfare (and be certain the Tyrant knew this,
because it is inplicit in his lesson) is that they destroy all nmoral decency in
susceptible types. Warfare of these kinds will dunp the destroyed survivors
back into an innocent population that is incapable of even i magi ni ng what such
returned sol diers night do.

- Teachi ngs of the Gol den Path, Bene Gesserit Archives

One of Mles Teg's early nenories was of sitting at dinner with his parents and
hi s younger brother, Sabine. Teg had been only seven at the time, but the
events lay indelibly in his nenory: the dining roomon Lernaeus colorful with
freshly cut flowers, the low light of the yellow sun diffused by anti que shades.
Bright blue dinnerware and glistening silver graced the table. Acolyte servants
stood ready at hand, because his nother nm ght be permanently detached on specia
duty but her function as a Bene Cesserit teacher was not to be wasted.

Janet Roxbrough-Teg, a |arge-boned woman who appeared cast for the part of
grande dane, | ooked down her nose fromone end of the table, watching that the
di nner service not be inpaired by the slightest m splacenent. Loschy Teg,

Ml es' father, always observed this with a faint air of anusement. He was a
thin man with high forehead, a face so narrow his dark eyes appeared to bul ge at
the sides. H's black hair was a perfect counterpoint for his wife's fairness.



Above the subdued sounds at the table and the rich snell of spiced edu soup, his
not her instructed his father on how to deal with an inportunate Free Trader.
VWen she said "Tleilaxu," she had Mles' entire attention. H s education had
just recently touched on the Bene Tleil ax.

Even Sabi ne, who succunbed nmany years later to a poi soner on Ronp, listened with
as much of his four-year-old awareness as he could nuster. Sabi ne hero-

wor shi ped his brother. Anything that caught the attention of MIes was of
interest to Sabine. Both boys listened silently.

"The man is fronting for the Tleilaxu,"
voi ce. "

Lady Janet said. "I can hear it in his

"I do not doubt your ability to detect such things, my dear," Loschy Teg said.
"But what am | to do? He has the proper tokens of credit and he w shes to buy
the --"

"The order for the rice is uninportant at the nonent. Never assume that what a
Face Dancer appears to seek is actually what it seeks."

"I"'msure he's not a Face Dancer. He --

"Loschy! | know you have learned this well at my instruction and can detect a
Face Dancer. | agree that the Free Trader is not one of them The Face Dancers
remain on his ship. They know | am here."

"They know they could not fool you. Yes, but -

"Tleilaxu strategy is always woven within a web of strategies, any one of which
may be the real strategy. They learned that fromus."

"My dear, if we are dealing with Tleilaxu, and | do not question your judgment,
then it inmediately becones a question of nelange.”

Lady Janet nodded her head gently. Indeed, even M| es knew about the Tleil axu
connection with the spice. 1t was one of the things that fascinated hi mabout
the Tleilaxu. For every mlligram of nelange produced on Rakis, the Bene

Tl ei l ax tanks produced long tons. Use of nelange had grown to fit the new
supply and even the Spacing Guild bent its knee before this power.

"But the rice . Loschy Teg ventur ed.

"My dear husband, the Bene Tleil ax have no need of that nuch pongi rice in our
sector. They require it for trade. W nust find out who really needs the
rice."

"You want ne to delay," he said.

"Precisely. You are superb at what we now require. Don't give that Free Trader
the chance to say yes or no. Soneone trained by the Face Dancers will

appreci ate such subtlety."

"We lure the Face Dancers out of the ship while you initiate inquiries
el sewhere.”

Lady Janet smiled. "You are |lovely when you | eap ahead of nme that way."



A | ook of understandi ng passed between them

"He cannot go to another supplier in this sector," Loschy Teg said.

"He will wish to avoid a go, no-go confrontation," Lady Janet said, patting the

table. "Delay, delay, and nore delay. You nust draw the Face Dancers out of
t he ship."
"They will realize, of course.”

"Yes, ny dear, and it is dangerous. You nust always neet on your own ground and
wi th our own guards nearby."

Mles Teg recalled that his father had, indeed, drawn the Face Dancers out of
their ship. H's nother had taken Mles to the viewer where he watched the
copper-wal l ed roomin which his father drove the bargain that won CHOAM s

hi ghest commendation and a rich bonus.

The first Face Dancers Mles Teg ever saw. Two small nmen as alike as tw ns.
Al most chinl ess round faces, pug noses, tiny nouths, black button eyes, and
short-cropped white hair that stood up fromtheir heads |ike the bristles on a

brush. The two were dressed as the Free Trader had been -- black tunics and
trousers.
"Il lusion, Mles," his nother said. "Illusion is their way. The fashioning of

illusion to achieve real goals, that is how the Tleilaxu work."

"Li ke the magician at the Wnter Show?" M| es asked, his gaze intent on the
viewer and its toy-figure scene.

"Quite simlar," his nother agreed. She too watched the viewer as she spoke but
one arm went protectively around her son's shoul ders.

"You are looking at evil, Mles. Study it carefully. The faces you see can be
changed in an instant. They can grow taller, appear heavier. They could mmc
your father so that only | would recognize the substitution.”

Mles Teg's mouth fornmed a soundless "O." He stared at the viewer, listening to
his father explain that the price of CHOAM s pongi rice once nore had gone up

al arm ngly.

"And the nost terrible thing of all," his nother said. "Sone of the newer Face
Dancers can, by touching the flesh of a victim absorb sone of the victims
menories. "

"They read mnds?" Mles |ooked up at his nother.

"Not exactly. We think they take a print of the nenories, alnmost a hol ophoto
process. They do not yet know that we are aware of this."

M| es understood. He was not to speak of this to anyone, not even to his father
or his nother. She had taught himthe Bene Gesserit way of secrecy. He watched
the figures in the screen with care.

At his father's words, the Face Dancers betrayed no enption, but their eyes
appeared to glitter nore brightly.



"How did they get so evil?" MIes asked.

"They are conmunal beings, bred not to identify with any shape or face. The
appear ance they present nowis for nmy benefit. They know | am watching. They
have rel axed into their natural conmunal shape. WMark it closely."

Mles tipped his head to one side and studied the Face Dancers. They |ooked so
bl and and i neffect ual

"They have no sense of self," his nother said. "They have only the instinct to
preserve their own |lives unless ordered to die for their nmasters."

"Wul d they do that?"

"They have done it many tines."

"Who are their masters?"

"Men who sel dom | eave the planets of the Bene Tleilax."

"Do they have chil dren?"

"Not Face Dancers. They are mules, sterile. But their masters can breed. W
have taken a few of them but the offspring are strange. Few female births and
even then we cannot probe their OQher Menories."

Mles frowned. He knew his nother was a Bene Gesserit. He knew the Reverend
Mot hers carried a marvel ous reservoir of Other Menories going back through al
the mllennia of the Sisterhood. He even knew sonething of the Bene Gesserit
breedi ng design. Reverend Mdthers chose particular nen and had chil dren by

t hose nen.

"What are the Tleil axu wonen like?" MIes asked.

It was a perceptive question that sent a surge of pride through the Lady Janet.
Yes, it was alnpst a certainty that she had a potential Mentat here. The

breedi ng m stresses had been right about the gene potential of Loschy Teg.

"No one outside of their planets has ever reported seeing a Tleilaxu female,"
t he Lady Janet said.

"Do they exist or is it just the tanks?"
"They exist."
"Are any of the Face Dancers wonen?"

"At their own choice, they can be male or female. Observe themcarefully. They
know what your father is doing and it angers them™

"WIl they try to hurt ny father?"

"They don't dare. W have taken precautions and they knowit. See how the one
on the left works his jaws. That is one of their anger signs."

"You said they were com. . . conmmunal beings."



"Li ke hive insects, Mles. They have no self-inmage. Wthout a sense of self,
they go beyond anorality. Nothing they say or do can be trusted."

M | es shudder ed.

"W have never been able to detect an ethical code in them" the Lady Janet
said. "They are flesh nade into automata. Wthout self, they have nothing to
esteem or even doubt. They are bred only to obey their masters.”

"And they were told to cone here and buy the rice."

"Exactly. They were told to get it and there's no other place in this sector
where they can do that."

"They must buy it from father?"

"He's their only source. At this very nonent, son, they are paying in nel ange.
You see?"

M| es saw t he orange-brown spice markers change hands, a tall stack of them
whi ch one of the Face Dancers renoved froma case on the floor

"The price is far, far higher than they ever anticipated," the Lady Janet said.

"This will be an easy trail to follow"

n Vv]y?ll

"Someone will be bankrupted acquiring that shipment. W think we know who the
buyer is. Woever it is, we will learn of it. Then we wll know what was

really being traded here."

Lady Janet then began to point out the identifiable incongruities that betrayed
a Face Dancer to trained eyes and ears. They were subtle signs but MIles picked
up on themimediately. Hs nmother told himthen that she thought he m ght
become a Mentat . . . perhaps even nore.

Shortly before his thirteenth birthday, MIles Teg was sent away to advanced
schooling at the Bene Gesserit stronghold on Lanpadas, where his nother's
assessment of himwas confirnmed. Wrd went back to her

"You have given us the Warrior Mentat we had hoped for."

Teg did not see this note until sorting through his nother's effects after her
death. The words inscribed on a small sheet of ridulian crystal with the
Chapter House inprint belowthemfilled himw th an odd sense of displacenent in
time. H's nenory put hi msuddenly back on Lanpadas where the | ove-awe he had
felt for his mother was deftly transferred to the Sisterhood itself, as
originally intended. He had cone to understand this only during his later

Ment at training but the understanding changed little. |If anything, it bound him

even nore strongly to the Bene Gesserit. It confirned that the Sisterhood nust
be one of his strengths. He already knew that the Bene Gesserit Sisterhood was
one of the nmost powerful forces in his universe -- equal at |least to the Spacing

Quild, superior to the Fish Speaker Council that had inherited the core of the
old Atreides Enpire, superior by far to CHOAM and bal anced sonehow with the
Fabricators of Ix and with the Bene Tleilax. A small measure of the

Si sterhood's far-reaching authority could be deduced fromthe fact that they
held this authority despite Tleilaxu tank-grown nel ange, which had broken the



Raki an nonopoly on the spice, just as |xian navigation nachi nes had broken the
Gui | d monopoly on space travel.

Ml es Teg knew his history well by then. @Guild Navigators no |onger were the
only ones who could thread a ship through the folds of space -- in this gal axy
one instant, in a faraway gal axy the very next heartbeat.

The School Sisters held back little fromhim revealing there for the first tinme
the fact of his Atreides ancestry. That revel ati on was necessary because of the
tests they gave him They obviously were testing for prescience. Could he,
like a Quild Navigator, detect fatal obstructions? He failed. They tried him
next on no-chanbers and no-ships. He was as blind to such devices as the rest
of humankind. For this test, though, they fed himincreased doses of the spice
and he sensed the awakening of his True Self.

"The Mnd at Its Beginning," a teaching Sister called it when he asked for an
expl anation of this odd sensation

For a tinme, the universe was magi cal as he | ooked at it through this new
awareness. Hi s awareness was a circle, then a globe. Arbitrary forns becane
transient. He fell into trance state without warning until the Sisters taught
himhow to control this. They provided himw th accounts of saints and nystics
and forced himto draw a freehand circle with either hand, followi ng the Iine
wi th his awareness.

By the end of the term his awareness resuned its touch with conventiona
| abel s, but the menory of the magic never left him He found that nmenory a
source of strength at the nmost difficult nmonments.

After accepting the assignnent as Wapons Master to the ghola, Teg found his
magi cal menory increasingly with him It was especially useful during his first
interview with Schwangyu at the Keep on Gammu. They net in the Reverend

Mot her's study, a place of shiny metal walls and numerous instruments, nost of
themwi th the stanp of Ix on them Even the chair in which she sat, the norning
sun com ng through a wi ndow behind her and nmaki ng her face difficult to see,
even that chair was one of the Ixian self-nolders. He was forced to sit in a
chairdog, though he realized she nust know he detested the use of any life form
for such a demeani ng task.

"You were chosen because you actually are a grandfatherly figure," Schwangyu
said. The bright sunlight forned a corona around her hooded head. Deli berate!
"Your wisdomw Il earn the child's |ove and respect."

"There's no way | could be a father figure."

"According to Taraza, you have the precise characteristics she requires. | know
of your honorable scars and their value to us."

This only reconfirmed his previous Mentat summation: They have been pl anning
this for a long time. They have bred for it. | was bred for it. | ampart of
their |arger plan.

Al he said was: "Taraza expects this child to beconme a redoubtable warrior
when restored to his true self."

Schwangyu nerely stared at himfor a noment, then: "You nust not answer any of
hi s questions about ghol as, should he encounter the subject. Do not even use



the word until | give you permission. W will supply you with all of the ghola
data your duties require."

Coldly parceling out his words for enphasis, Teg said: "Perhaps the Reverend
Mot her was not informed that | amwell versed in the |Iore of Tleilaxu ghol as.
have met Tleilaxu in battle."

"You think you know enough about the |daho series?"

"The | dahos are reputed to have been brilliant mlitary strategists,"” Teg said.
"Then perhaps the great Bashar was not informed about the other characteristics
of our ghola."

No doubt of the nockery in her voice. Sonething else as well: jealousy and
great anger poorly concealed. Teg's nmother had taught himways of reading

t hrough her own masks, a forbidden teaching, which he had al ways conceal ed. He
fei gned chagrin and shrugged.

It was obvious, though, that Schwangyu knew he was Taraza's Bashar. The lines
had been drawn.

"At Bene Cesserit behest," Schwangyu said, "the Tleil axu have made a significant
alteration in the present |Idaho series. Hi s nerve-nuscle system has been
noder ni zed. "

"Wthout changing the original persona?" Teg fed the question to her blandly,
wonderi ng how far she would go in revel ation.

"He is a ghola, not a clone!"
"I see."

"Do you really? He requires the nobst careful prana-bindu training at al
stages."”

"Taraza's orders exactly," Teg said. "And we will all obey those orders."
Schwangyu | eaned forward, not concealing her anger. "You have been asked to
train a ghola whose role in certain plans is nost dangerous to us all. | don't

thi nk you even renotely understand what you will train!"

VWhat you will train, Teg thought. Not whom This ghola-child would never be a
whom f or Schwangyu or any of the others who opposed Taraza. Perhaps the ghol a
woul d not be a whomto anyone until restored to his original self, firmy seated
in that original Duncan |daho identity.

Teg saw clearly now that Schwangyu harbored nore than hi dden reservati ons about
the ghola project. She was in active opposition just as Taraza had war ned.
Schwangyu was the eneny and Taraza's orders had been explicit.

"You will protect that child against any threat."



Ten thousand years since Leto Il began his netanorphosis fromhuman into the
sandwor m of Rakis and historians still argue over his notives. Was he driven by
the desire for long life? He lived nore than ten tinmes the normal span of three
hundred SY, but consider the price he paid. Ws it the lure of power? He is
called the Tyrant for good reason but what did power bring himthat a hunan

m ght want? Was he driven to save humankind fromitself? W have only his own
wor ds about his Golden Path to answer this and | cannot accept the self-serving
records of Dar-es-Balat. M ght there have been other gratifications, which only
his experiences would illunminate? Wthout better evidence the question is noot.
We are reduced to saying only that "He did it!" The physical fact alone is
undeni abl e.

- The Met anorphosis of Leto I, 10,000th Anniversary Peroration by Gaus Andaud

Once nore, Waff knew he was on lashkar. This time the stakes were as high as
they could go. An Honored Matre fromthe Scattering demanded his presence. A
powi ndah of pow ndahs! Descendants of Tleilaxu fromthe Scattering had told him
all they could about these terrible wonen.

"Far nore terrible than Reverend Mothers of the Bene Gesserit," they said.

And nore nunerous, Waff rem nded hinsel f.

He did not fully trust the returned Tleilaxu descendants, either. Their accents
were strange, their manners even stranger and their observances of the rituals
guesti onabl e. How could they be readmitted to the Great Kehl? What possible
rite of ghufran could cleanse themafter all these centuries? It was beyond
belief that they had kept the Tleil axu secret down the generations.

They were no |onger malik-brothers and yet they were the only source of
infornation the Tleilaxu possessed about these returning Lost Ones. And the
revel ati ons they had brought! Revelations that had been incorporated in the
Duncan | daho gholas -- that was worth all of the risks of contam nation by
powi ndah evil .

The neeting place with the Honored Matres was the presuned neutrality of an

I xi an no-ship that held a tight orbit around a nutually sel ected gas gi ant

pl anet in a mned-out solar systemof the old Inperium The Prophet hinself had
drained the last of the wealth fromthis system New Face Dancers wal ked as

| xi ans anbng the no-ship's crew but Waff still sweated the first encounter. |If
t hese Honored Matres were truly nore terrible than the Bene Gesserit wtches,
woul d the exchange of Face Dancers for |xian crewren be detected?

Sel ection of this nmeeting place and the arrangenents had put a strain on the
Tleilaxu. Was it secure? He reassured hinself that he carried two seal ed
weapons never before seen off the Tleilaxu core planets. The weapons were the
pai nst aking result of long effort by his artificers: two minuscule dart
throwers concealed in his sleeves. He had trained with themfor years until the
flipping of the sleeves and the discharge of the poisoned darts was al nost an
instinctive reflex.



The walls of the neeting roomwere properly copper-toned, evidence that they
were shielded from I xian spy devices. But what instruments m ght the peopl e of
the Scattering have devel oped beyond the |xian ken?

VWaff entered the roomwith a hesitant step. The Honored Matre already was there
seated in a |leather sling chair

"You will call ne what everyone else calls ne," she greeted him "Honored
Matre. "
He bowed as he had been warned to do. "Honored Matre."

No hint of hidden powers in her voice. A low contralto with overtones that
spoke of disdain for him She | ooked Iike an aged athlete or acrobat, slowed
and retired but still maintaining her nuscle tone and sone of her skills. Her
face was tight skin over a skull with prom nent cheekbones. The thin-Ilipped
nout h produced a sense of arrogance when she spoke, as though every word were
proj ected downward onto | esser folk.

"Well, cone in and sit down!" she comanded, waving at a sling chair facing
her.

Waf f heard the hatch hiss closed behind him He was alone with her! She was
wearing a snooper. He could see the lead for it going into her left ear. His
dart throwers had been seal ed and "washed" agai nst snoopers, then maintained at
m nus 340° Kelvin in a radiation bath for five SY to nmake them proof agai nst
snoopers. Had it been enough?

Gently, he lowered hinmself into the indicated chair.

Orange-tinted contact |enses covered the Honored Matre's eyes, giving thema
feral appearance. She was altogether daunting. And her clothing! Red |eotards
beneat h a dark blue cape. The surface of the cape had been decorated with sone
pearly material to produce strange arabesques and dragon designs. She sat in
the chair as though it were a throne, her claw i ke hands resting easily on the
ar ns.

Waff gl anced around the room Hi s people had inspected this place in company
wi th I xian maintenance workers and representatives of the Honored Matre.

We have done our best, he thought, and he tried to rel ax.

The Honored Matre | aughed.

Waff stared at her with as cal man expression as he could nuster. "You are
gaugi ng nme now," he accused. "You say to yourself that you have enornous
resources to enpl oy against ne, subtle and gross instrunents to carry out your

commands. "

"Do not take that tone with ne." The words were |ow and flat but carried such a
wei ght of venomthat Waff al nost recoil ed.

He stared at the stringy muscles of the woman's | egs, that deep red leotard
fabric which flowed over her skin as though it were organic to her

Their neeting tinme had been adjusted to bring themtogether at a nutually
personal md-norning, their waking hours having been bal anced en route. WAff



felt dislocated, though, and at a disadvantage. Wat if the stories of his
i nformants were true? She nust have weapons here.

She sniled at himw thout hunor.
"You are trying to intimdate ne," Waff said.

"And succeeding." Anger surged through Waff. He kept this fromhis voice. "I
have cone at your invitation."

"I hope you did not cone to engage in a confrontation that you would surely
| ose," she said.

"I came to forge a bond between us," he said. And he wondered: What do they
need fromus? Surely they nust need sonething.

"What bond can there be between us?" she asked. "Wuld you build an edifice on
a disintegrating raft? Hah! Agreenents can be broken and often are.”

"For what tokens do we bargai n?" he asked.

"Bargain? | do not bargain. | aminterested in this ghola you nade for the
witches." Her tone gave away not hing but WAff's heartbeat qui ckened at her
qguesti on.

In one of his ghola lifetinmes, Waff had trai ned under a renegade Mentat. The
capabilities of a Mentat were beyond hi mand besi des, reasoning required words.
They had been forced to kill the powi ndah Mentat but there had been some things
of value in the experience. WAff allowed hinself a small noue of distaste at
the nmenory but he recalled the things of val ue.

Attack and absorb the data that attack produces!
"You of fer me nothing in exchange!" he said, his voice |oud.

"Reconpense is at ny discretion," she said.

Waff produced a scornful gaze. "Do you play with ne?"
She showed white teeth in a feral grin. "You would not survive ny play, nor
want to."

"So | must be dependent upon your good will!"

"Dependency!" The word curled fromher mouth as though it produced a

di stasteful sensation. "Wy do you sell these gholas to the witches and then
kill the ghol as?"

Waff pressed his |ips together and remined silent.

"You have sonehow changed this ghola while still naking it possible for himto
regain his original nenories," she said.
"You know so much!" Waff said. It was not quite a sneer and, he hoped,

reveal ed nothing. Spies! She had spies anong the witches! Ws there also a
traitor in the Tleilaxu heartl ands?



"There is a girl-child on Rakis who figures in the plans of the witches," the
Honored Matre said.

"How do you know t hi s?"

"The witches do not nake a nove without our know ng! You think of spies but you
cannot know how far our arnms will reach!"

Waf f was di smayed. Could she read his mnd? Ws it sonething born of the
Scattering? A wld talent fromout there where the original human seed coul d
not observe?

"How have you changed this ghol a?" she demanded.
Voi ce!

Waf f, arned agai nst such devices by his Mentat teacher, alnbst blurted an
answer. This Honored Matre had some of the witches' powers! It had been so
unexpected coning fromher. You expected such things froma Reverend Mt her and
were prepared. He was a nonent recovering his balance. Waff steepled his hands
in front of his chin.

"You have interesting resources," she said.

A gami n expression cane over Waff's features. He knew how disarmingly elflike
he coul d | ook.

Attack

"We know how nmuch you have | earned fromthe Bene Gesserit," he said.

A |l ook of rage swept over her face and was gone. "They have taught us nothing!"
Waff pitched his voice at a hunmorously appealing level, cajoling. "Surely, this
i s not bargaining."

"I'sn't it?" She actually appeared surprised.

Waff [owered his hands. "Cone now, Honored Matre. You are interested in this

ghola. You speak of things on Rakis. Wat do you take us for?"
"Very little. You beconme |ess valuable by the instant."

Waff sensed the col dest machine logic in her response. There was no snell of
Mentat in it but sonmething nore chilling. She is capable of killing me right
her e!

VWere were her weapons? Wuld she even require weapons? He did not like the

| ook of those stringy rmuscles, the calluses on her hands, the hunter's gleamin
her orange eyes. Could she possibly guess (or even know) about the dart
throwers in his sleeves?

"W are confronted by a problemthat cannot be resolved by |ogical neans," she
sai d.

Waff stared at her in shock. A Zensunni Master mght have said that! He had
said it hinself on nore than one occasion



"You have probably never considered such a possibility,"” she said. It was as
t hough her words dropped a nask away from her face. Waff suddenly saw through
to the cal cul ati ng person behind these postures. Did she take himfor some
padf ooted seelie fit only for collecting slig shit?

Bringing as much hesitant puzzlenent into his voice as possible, he asked: "How
could such a probl em be resol ved?"

"The natural course of events will dispose of it," she said.
Waff continued to stare at her in simulated puzzlenent. Her words did not snack
of revelation. Still, the things inplied! He said: "Your words |eave ne

fl oundering. "

"Humanki nd has becone infinite," she said. "That is the true gift of the
Scattering."

Waf f fought to conceal the turmoil these words created. "Infinite universes,
infinite time -- anything nay happen,” he said.
"Ahhh, you are a bright little manikin," she said. "How does one allow for

anything? It is not logical."

She sounded, Waff thought, |ike one of the ancient |eaders of the Butlerian

Ji had, which had tried to rid humanki nd of mechanical mnds. This Honored Matre
was strangely out of date.

"Qur ancestors | ooked for an answer with conputers,”
t hat!

he ventured. Let her try

"You al ready know that conputers lack infinite storage capacity," she said.

Agai n, her words disconcerted him Could she actually read m nds? Was this a
formof mnd-printing? Wat the Tleilaxu did with Face Dancers and ghol as,
others nmight do as well. He centered his awareness and concentrated on I|xi ans,
on their evil machines. Pow ndah machi nes!

The Honored Matre swept her gaze around the room "Are we wong to trust the
| xi ans?" she asked.

Waff held his breath.

"I don't think you fully trust them" she said. "Come, cone, little man. |
of fer you nmy good will."

Bel atedl y, Waff began to suspect that she was trying to be friendly and candid
with him She certainly had put aside her earlier pose of angry superiority.
Waff's informants fromthe Lost Ones said the Honored Matres made sexua
deci si ons much in the manner of the Bene Gesserit. Ws she trying to be
seductive? But she clearly understood and had exposed the weakness of | ogic.

It was very confusing!

"W are talking in circles," he said.



"Quite the contrary. Circles enclose. Circles limt. Humankind no |onger is
limted by the space in which to grow."

There she went again! He spoke past a dry tongue: "It is said that what you
cannot control you must accept.”

She | eaned forward, the orange eyes intent on his face. "Do you accept the
possibility of a final disaster for the Bene Tleil ax?"

“If that were the case | would not be here."
"When logic fails, another tool must be used."
Waff grinned. "That sounds |ogical."

"Don't nock ne! How dare you!"

Waff lifted his hands defensively and assuned a placating tone: "Wat too
woul d the Honored Matre suggest ?"

"Energy!"

Her answer surprised him "Energy? In what form and how much?"

"You denand | ogi cal answers," she said.

Wth a feeling of sadness, Waff realized that she was not, after all Zensunni
The Honored Matre only played word ganes on the fringes of non-logic, circling
it, but her tool was I|ogic.

"Rot at the core spreads outward," he said.

It was as though she had not heard his testing statenent. "There is untapped
energy in the depths of any human we deign to touch,"” she said. She extended a
skeletal finger to within a fewnmllineters of his nose.

Waff pulled back into his chair until she dropped her arm He said: "Is that
not what the Bene Gesserit said before producing their Kw satz Haderach?"

"They | ost control of thenselves and of him" she sneered.

Agai n, Waff thought, she enployed logic in thinking of the non-logical. How
much she had told himin these little |lapses. He could glinpse the probable

hi story of these Honored Matres. One of the natural Reverend Mdthers fromthe
Fremen of Rakis had gone out in the Scattering. Diverse people had fled on the
no-shi ps during and i nmedi ately after the Fam ne Tinmes. A no-ship had seeded
the wild witch and her concepts somewhere. That seed had returned in the form
of this orange-eyed huntress.

Once nore she hurled Voice at him demandi ng: "Wat have you wrought with this
ghol a?"

This time, Waff was prepared and shrugged it off. This Honored Matre woul d have
to be deflected or, if possible, slain. He had | earned nuch fromher but there
was no way of telling how nuch she had | earned fromhimw th her unguessed

tal ents.



They are sexual nonsters, his informants had said. They enslave nen by the
powers of sex.

"How little y