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Dune: A Wi sper of Cal adan Seas
I ntroduction

Brian Herbert and | have witten close to a mllion words in the Dune universe, but this short
piece is connected to none of them "A Wisper of Caladan Seas" is actually a footnote to Frank
Herbert's magnificent novel, a slight detour of characters barely nmentioned during the Harkonnen
attack on the city of Arrakeen.

Brian and | began our Dune projects nany years ago, when we were brought together by Ed Kraner
who, with Brian, had proposed an anthol ogy of Dune short stories. After Brian and | had begun
wor ki ng on the prequel novels, we thought about what we would have witten for our story, and this
was the piece we devel oped It was published shortly before the rel ease of House Atreides, and thus
became the first new work of Dune fiction to be published in twenty-two years.

One reviewer liked the story, but added the baffling cormment (as reviewers so often do) that he
didn't know where we had gotten the mystical aspects of this story, since he recalled no nysticism
what soeve in Frank Herbert's six Dune books (!!!). | still haven't stopped scratching ny head over
t hat one.

Frank Herbert also |l eft several fragnents fromhis Dune novels, onmtted chapters or notes for
other storylines that he never pursued Eventually, we may put these together. Since Frank never
wote short fiction in the Dune universe, this is the only Dune story in existence, so far
Dune: A AWii sper of Caladan Seas with Brian Herbert

Arrakis, in the year 10,191 of the Inperial calendar. Arrakis . . . forever known as Dune...

The cave in the massive shield wall was dark and dry, sealed by an aval anche. The air tasted |ike
rock dust. The surviving Atreides soldiers huddl ed in bl ackness to conserve energy, letting their
gl owgl obe power packs recycl e.

Qut si de, the Harkormen shelling hammered agai nst the bolthole where they had fled for safety.
Artillery? What a surprise to be attacked by such seem ngly obsolete technology ... and yet, it
was effective. Dammed effective

In pockets of silence that |asted only seconds, the young recruit Elto Vitt lay in pain listening
to the wheezing of wounded, terrified nmen. The stale, oppressive air pressed heavy on him

i ncreasing the broken-glass agony in his lungs. He tasted blood in his nouth, an unwel come

moi sture in the absol ute dryness.

Hi s uncle, Sergeant Hoh Vitt, had not honestly told himhow severe his injuries were, enphasizing
Elto's "youthful resilience and stamina." Elto suspected he nust be dying, and he wasn't alone in
that predi cament. These last soldiers were all dying, if not fromtheir injuries, then from hunger
or thirst.

Thi rst.

A man's voice cut the darkness, a gunner named Deegan. "I wonder if Duke Leto got away. | hope
he's safe.”

A reassuring grunt. "Thufir Hawat would slit his own throat before he'd let the Baron touch our
Duke, or young Paul." It was the signal man Scovich, fiddling with the flexible hip cages that held
two captive distrans bats, creatures whose nervous systens could carry nessage inprints.

"Bl oody Harkonnensl' Then Deegan's sigh becane a sob. "I w sh we were back hone on Cal adan."

Supply sergeant Vitt was no nore than a disenbodi ed voice in the darkness, cornfortingly close to
his injured young nephew. "Do you hear a whi sper of Cal adan seas, Elto? Do you hear the waves, the
tides?"

The boy concentrated hard. Indeed, the relentless artillery shelling sounded |ike the boom ng of
breakers against the glistening black rocks below the cliff-perch of Castle Cal adan
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"Maybe," he said. But he didn't, not really. The simlarity was only slight, and his uncle, a
Master Jongleur ... a storyteller extraordinaire ... wasn't up to his capabilities, though here he
couldn't have asked for a nore attentive audi ence. Instead the sergeant seened stunned by events,
and uncharacteristically quiet, not his usual gregarious self.

Elto renmenbered runni ng barefoot along the beaches on Cal adan, the Atrei des hone planet far, far
fromthis barren repository of dunes, sandworns, and precious spice. As a child, he had tip. toed
in the foany residue of waves, avoiding the tiny pincers of crabfish so numerous that he coul d net
enough for a fine nmeal in - only a few mnutes.

Those nenories were nmuch nore vivid than what had just happened...

The alarns had rung in the nmiddle of the night, ironically during the first deep sleep Elto Vitt
had managed in the Atreides barracks at Arrakeen. Only a month earlier, he and other recruits had
been assigned to this desolate planet, saying their farewells to |ush Cal adan. Duke Leto Atreides
had received the governorship of Arrakis, the only known source of the spice nelange, as a boon
fromthe Padi shah Enperor Shaddam I V.

To many of the loyal Atreides soldiers, it had seemed a great financial coup-they had known

not hing of politics ... or of danger. Apparently Duke Leto had not been aware of the peril here
ei ther, because he'd brought along his concubine Lady Jessica and their fifteen-year-old son,
Paul .

When the warning bells shrieked, Elto snapped awake and

rolled fromhis bunk bed. H's uncle, Hoh Vitt, already in full ser. geant's regalia, shouted for
everyone to hurry, hurry! The Atrei des house guard grabbed their uniforns, kits, and weapons. Elto
recalled allowi ng hinself a groan, annoyed at another apparent drill ... and yet hoping it was
only that.

The burly, disfigured weapons naster GQurney Halleck burst into the barracks, his voice booni ng
commands. He was flushed with anger, and the beet-col ored inkvine scar stood out like a I|ightning
bolt on his face. 'House shields are down! W' re vulnerablel" Security teans had supposedly rooted
out all the booby traps, spyeyes, and assassihation devices |eft behind by the hated Harkonnen
predecessors. Now the |unpish Hall eck became a frenzy of barked orders.

Expl osi ons sounded out si de, shaking the barracks and rattling arnor-plaz w ndows. Eneny assault
"thopters swooped in over the Shield Wall, probably com ng froma Harkornen base in the city of
Cart hag.

"Prepare your weapons]" Hall eck bell owed. The buzzing of |asguns played across the stone walls of
Arrakeen, incinerating buildings. Orange eruptions shattered plaz w ndows, decapitated observation
towers. "We nust defend House Atreides."

"For the Dukel" Uncle Hoh cried.

Elto yanked on the sleeve of his black uniform tugging the triminto place, adjusting the red

Atrei des hawk crest and red cap of the corps. Everyone el se had already janmed feet into boots,
sl apped charge packs into lasgun rifles. Elto scranbled to catch up, his mind awhirl. H's uncle
had pulled strings to get himassigned here as part of the elite corps. The other men were | ean
and whi pcord strong, the finest hand-picked Atreides troops. He didn't belong with them

Young Elto had been excited to | eave Cal adan for Arrakis, so far away. He had never ridden on a
Qui l d Hei ghliner before, had never been close to a nutated Navigator who could fold space with his
m nd. Before | eaving his ocean hone, Elto had spent only a few nonths watching the nen train,
eating with them sleeping in the barracks, listening to their colorful, bawdy tales of great

battl es past and duties perforned in the service of the Atreides dukes.

Elto had never felt in danger on Cal adan, but after only a short tine on Arrakis, all the nmen had
grown grim and uneasy. There had been unsettling runors and suspicious events. Earlier that night,
as the troops had bunked down, they'd been agitated, but unwilling to speak of it, either because
of their commander's sharp orders or because the soldiers didn't know enough details. O nmaybe
they were just giving Elto, the untried and unproven new conrade, a cold shoul der. ..
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Because of the circunstances of his recruitnent, a few nen of the elite corps hadn't taken to
Elto. Instead, they'd openly grunbled about his amateur skills, wondering why Duke Leto had
permitted such a novice to join them A signal man and comuni cati ons specialist named Foffie
Scovich, pretending to be friendly, had filled the boy with false information as an ill conceived
joke. Uncle Hoh had put a stop to that, for with his Jongleur's talent for the quick, whispered
story-always told without w tnesses because f the ancient prohibition -he could have given any of
the men terrible nightmares for weeks ... and they all knewit.

The nmen in the Atreides elite corps feared and respected their supply sergeant, but even the npst
acconmodat i ng of them gave his nephew no preferential treatnment. Anyone could see that Elto Vitt
was not one of them not one of their rough-andtunble, hard-fighting breed...

By the tinme the Atrei des house guard rushed out of the barracks, they were naked to aerial attack
fromthe | ack of house shields. The nmen knew the vulnerability couldn't possibly be froma nere
equi pnent failure, not after what they'd been hearing, what they'd been feeling. How coul d Duke
Leto Atreides, with all of his proven abilities, have permitted this to happen?

Enraged, Qurney Hall eck grunbled |oudly, "Aye, we have a traitor in our mdsC

Illumnated in floodlights, Harkonnen troops in blue uniforms swarmed over the conmpound. More
eneny transports disgorged assault teans.

Elto held his lasgun rifle, trying to renmenber the drills and training sessions. Soneday, if he
survived, his uncle would conpose a vivid story about this battle, conjuring up inmages of snoke
sounds, and fires, as well as Atreides valor and loyalty to the Duke.

Atrei des soldiers raced through the streets, dodging explosions, fighting hard to defend. Lasguns
sliced vivid blue arcs across the night. The elite corps joined the fray, howing-but Elto could
al ready see they were vastly outnunbered by this nmassive surprise assault. Wthout shields,
Arrakeen had al ready been struck a nortal bl ow.

Elto blinked his eyes in the cave, saw light. A flicker of hope dissipated as he realized it was
only a recharged gl owgl obe floating in the air over his head. Not daylight. Still
trapped in their tonb of rock, the Atreides soldiers listened to the continued thuds of artillery.
Dust and debris trickled fromthe shuddering ceiling. Elto tried to keep his spirits high, but
knew House Atreides nust have fallen by now.

Hi s uncle sat nearby, staring into space. A long red scratch jagged across one cheek

During brief inspection drills while settling in, Elto had met the other inportant men in Duke
Leto's security staff besides GQurney Hall eck, especially the renowned Swordnaster Duncan |daho and
the old Mentat assassin Thufir Hawat. The bl ackhaired Duke inspired such loyalty in his men,
exuded such suprene confidence, that Elto had never inmagined this mghty man could fall.

One of the security experts had been trapped here with the rest of the detachnent. Now Scovich
confronted him his voice gruff and challenging. "How did the house shields get shut off? It nust
have been a traitor, soneone you overl ooked." The distrans bats seened agitated in their cages at
Scovi ch's wai st.

"We spared no effort checking the palace,"” the man said, nore tired than defensive. "There were
dozens of traps, nechanical and human. Wen the bunter-seeker alnobst killed Master Paul, Thufir
Hawat of fered his resignation, but the Duke refused to accept it."

"Well, you didn't find all the traps," Scovich groused, probing for an excuse to fight. "You were
supposed to keep the Harkonnens out."

Sergeant Hoh Vitt stepped between the two men before they could come to blows. 'W can't afford to
be at each other's throats. W need to work together to get out of this.”

But Elto saw on the faces of the nmen that they all knew otherw se: they woul d never escape this
death trap.

The unit's nuscul ar battlefield engineer, Avrarn Fultz, paced about in the faint light, using a
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jury-rigged instrunent to neasure the thickness of rock and dirt around them "Three neters of
solid stone." He turned toward the fallen boul ders that had covered the cave entr! nce. "Down to
two and a half here, but it's dangerously unstabl e

"If we went out the front, we'd run headl ong i nto Harkornen shelling anyway," the gunner Deegan
said. His voice trenbled with tension, like a too-tight baliset string about to break

Uncl e Hoh activated a second gl owgl obe, which floated in the air behind himas he went to a bend
in the tunnel. "If | remenber the arrangenent of the tunnels, on the other side of this wall
there's a supply cache. Food, nedical supplies ... water."

Fultz ran his scanner over the thick stone. Elto, unable to nove on his nakeshift bed and fuzzed
with painkillers, stared at the process, realizing how nmuch it rem nded himof Cal adan fishernen
usi ng depth sounders in the reef fishing grounds.

"You picked a good, secure spot for those supplies, Sergeant," Fultz said. "Four meters of solid

rock. The cave-ins have cut us off."

Deegan, his voice edged with hysteria, groaned. "That food and water might as well be in the
I nperial Palace on Kaitain. This place ... Arrakis ... isn't right for us Atreides!"

The gunner was right, Elto thought. Atreides soldiers were tough, but like fish out of water in
this hostile environnent.

"I was never confortable here," Deegan wail ed.

"So who asked you to be confortable?" Fultz snapped, setting aside his apparatus. "You're a
sol dier, not a panpered prince."

Deegan's raw enotions turned his words into a rant. "I wi sh the Duke had never accepted Shaddarn's
offer to come here. He must have known it was a trapl W can never live in a place like thisl" He
stood up, meki ng exaggerated, scarecrow i ke gestures.

"W need water, the ocean," Elto said, overcomng pain to lift his voice. "Does anybody el se
remenber rain?"

"l do," Deegan said, his voice a pitiful whine.

Elto thought of his first view of the sweeping wastel ands of open desert beyond the Shield Wall
His initial inpression had been nostal gic, already honmesick. The undul ati ng panoranma of sand dunes
had been so sinilar to the even patterns of waves on the sea ... but w thout any drop of water

I ssuing a strange cry, Deegan rushed to the nearest wall and clawed at the stone, kicking and
trying to dig his way out with bare hands. He tore his nails and pounded with his fists, |eaving
bl oody patterns on the unforgiving rock, until two of the other soldiers dragged hi maway and
westled himto the ground. One man, a hand-to-hand conbat specialist who had trained at the
famous Swordmaster School on G naz, ripped open one of their remaining ncdpaks and dosed Deegan
with a strong sedative.

The pounding artillery continued. Wn't they ever stop? He felt an odd, pain-wacked sensation
that he m ght be scaled in this hellhole for eternity, trapped in 2 blip of tine fromwhich there
was no escape. Then he heard his uncle's voice...

Kneel i ng besi de the claustrophobi c gunner, Uncle Hoh | eaned cl ose, whispering, "Listen. Let ne
tell you a story." It was a private tale intended only for Deegan's ears, though the intensity in
the Jongl eur's voice seemed to shimrer in the thick air. Elto caught a few words about a sl eeping
princess, a hidden and nmagical city, a lost hero fromthe Butlerian Ji had who woul d sl unber in
oblivion until he rose again to save the Inperium By the tinme Hoh Vitt conpleted his tale, Deegan
had fallen into a stupor.

Elto suspected what his uncle had done, that he had di sregarded the ancient prohibition against
usi ng the forbidden powers of planet Jongl eur, ancestral hone of the Vitt famly. In the Iowlight
their gazes met, and Uncle Hoh's eyes were bright and fearful. As he'd been conditioned to do
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since childhood, Elto tried not to think about it, for he too was a Vitt.
I nstead, he visualized the events that had occurred only hours before...

On the streets of Arrakeen, sone of the Harkornen soldiers had been fighting in an odd manner. The
Atreides elite corps had shoul dered | asguns to | ay down suppressing fire. The buzzi ng weapons had
filled the air with crackling power, contrasted with nuch nore prinal noises of screans and the
percussi ve expl osions of ol d-fashioned artillery fire.

The battl e-scarred weapons master ran at the vanguard, bellowing in a strong voice that was rich
and accustoned to command. "Watch yoursel ves-and don't underestinmate them" Halleck | owered his
voice, growing; Elto wouldn't have heard the words if he hadn't been running close to the
commander. "They're in formations |ike Sardaukar."

Elto shuddered at the thought of the Enperor's crack tenor troops, said to be invincible. Have the
Har konnens t eamed Sardaukd met hods? It was conf using.

Sergeant Hoh Vitt grabbed his nephew s shoul der and turned himto join another running detachnent.
Everyone seened nore astoni shed by the unexpected and primtive nortar bonbardnent than by the
strafing attacks of the assault 'thopters.

"Why woul d they use artillery, Uncle?" Elto shouted. He still hadn't fired a single shot fromhis
| asgun. "Those weapons haven't been used effectively for centuries." Though the young recruit
m ght not be well practiced in battle maneuvers, he had at |east read his military history.

"Har konnen devils,"” Hoh Vitt said. "Al ways schem ng, always coming up with sone trick. Dam them "

One entire wing of the Arrakeen pal ace gl owed orange, consuned by inner flames. Elto hoped the
Atreides fanmily had gotten away... Duke Leto, Lady Jessica, young Paul. He could still see their
faces, their proud but not unkind manners; he could still hear their voices.

As the street battle continued, blue, uniformed Harkormen invaders ran across an intersection, and
Hall ecl es men roared in challenge. Inpulsively, Elto fired his own weapon at the massed enenies,
and the air shimered with a crisscross web of bluewhite lines. He funbled, firing the I asgun
agai n.

Scovi ch snapped at him "Point that damm thing away from nel You' re supposed to hit Harkonnenst"
Wthout a word, Uncle Hoh grasped Elto's rifle, placed the young man's hands in proper positions,
reset the calibration, then slapped himon the back. Elto fired again, and hit a bl ue-uniformed

i nvader .

Agoni zed cries of injured nen throbbed around him mingled with frantic calls of nedics and squad
| eaders. Above it an, the weapons master yelled orders and curses through twisted |ips. Qurney
Hal | eck already | ooked defeated, as if he had personally betrayed his Duke. He had escaped froma
Har kormen sl ave pit years before, had lived with smugglers on Sal usa Secundus, and had sworn
revenge on his enem es. Now, though, the troubadour warrior could not salvage the situation

Under attack, Halleck waved his hands to comuand the entire detachnment. "Sergeant Vitt, take men
into the Shield Wall tunnels and guard our supply storehouses. Secure defensive positions and | ay
down a suppressing fire to take out those artillery weapons."

Never doubting that his orders would be obeyed, Halleck turned to the remai nder of his elite
corps, reassessing the strategic situation. Elto saw that the weapons master had picked his best
fighters to remain with him In his heart, Elto had known at that nonent, as he did now thinking
back on it, that if this were ever to be told as one of his uncles vivid stories, the tale would
be cast as a tragedy.

In the heat of battle, Sergeant Hoh Vitt had shouted for themto trot double-time up the cliffside
road. Hi s detachnent had taken their weapons and left the walls of Arrakeen. d ow anps and
portable illum nators showed firefly chains of other civilian evacuees trying to find safety in

t he mount ai nous barrier

Panting, refusing to slacken their pace, they had gained altitude, and Elto | ooked down on the
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burning garrison city. The
Har konnens wanted the desert planet back, and they wanted to eradi cate House Atreides. The bl ood-
feud between the two noble fanilies dated all the way back to the Butlerian Jihad.

Sergeant Vitt reached a campufl aged opening and entered his code to allow them access. Down bel ow,
the gunfire continued. An assault 'thopter swooped al ong the side of the nountain, sketching bl ack
streaks of slagged rock; Scovich, Fultz, and Deegan opened fire, but the 'thopter retreated-after
mar ki ng their position

As the rest of the detachnent raced inside the caves, Elto took a nmonent at the threshold to note
the nearest artillery weapons. He saw five of the huge, ol d-style guns pounding indiscrimnately
at Arrakeen -the Harkonnens didn't care how nuch danage they caused. Then two of the mighty
barrels rotated to face the Shield Wall. Flames bel ched out, followed by far-off thunder, and
expl osi ve shells rained down upon the cave openings.

"Get inside!" Sergeant Vitt shouted. ne others noved to obey, but Elto renmined fixated. In a
single stroke, a long line of fleeing civilians vanished fromthe cliffside paths, as if a cosnic
artist with a giant paintbrush had decided to erase his work. The artillery guns continued to fire
and fire, and soon centered on the position of the soldiers.

The range of Elto's full-power |lasgun was at |east as |long as the conventional shells. He ained
and fired, pulsing out an unbroken stream but expecting little in the way of results. However, the
di ssi pating heat struck the ol d-fashi oned explosives in the |loaded artillery shells, and the
ragged detonation ripped out the breech of the manmoth cannon.

He turned around, grinning, trying to shout his triunph to his uncle -then a shell fromthe second
massi ve gun struck squarely above the entrance to the cave. The expl osion knocked Elto farther
into the tunnel as tons of rock showered down, striking him The aval anche sent shock waves
through an entire section of the Shield Wall. The contingent was seal ed inside...

After days in the tonblike cave, one of the gl owgl obes gave out and could not be recharged; the
remai ning two managed only a flickering light in the main room Elto |ay wounded, tended by the
junior nmedic and his dwi ndling supplies of nedicinals. Elto's pain had dulled fromthat of broken
glass to a cold, cold blackness that seened easier to endure... but how he longed for a sip of
wat er !

Uncl e Hoh shared his concern, but was unable to do anything el se.

Squatting on the stone floor off to his left, two sudlen soldiers had used their fingertips to
trace a grid in the dust; with light and dark stones they played a nakeshift gane of Go, a
carryover from ancient Terra.

Everyone waited and waited-not for rescue, but for the serenity of death, for escape.

The shelling outside had finally stopped. Elto knew with a sick certainty that the Atreides had

|l ost. GQurney Halleck and his elite corps would be dead by now, the Duke and his famly either
killed or captured; none of the loyal Atreides soldiers dared to hope that Leto or Paul or Jessica
had escaped.

The signal man Scovi ch paced the perineter, peering into darkened cracks and crunbling walls.
Finally, after carefully inprinting a distress nessage into the voice patterns of his captive
di strans bats, he released them The small creatures circled the dusty enclosure, seeking a way
out. Their highpitched cries echoed fromthe porous stone as they searched for any tiny niche.
After frantic flapping and swooping, at last the pair disappeared through a fissure in the
ceiling.

"Well see if this works," Scovich said. H's voice held little optimsm

In a weak but valiant voice, Elto called his uncle nearer. Using nost of his remaining strength,
he propped hinself on an elbow. "Tell me a story, about the good tines we had on our fishing
trips."

Hoh Vitt's eyes brightened, but for only a second before fear set in. He spoke slowy. "On
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Cal adan... Yes, the old days."
"Not so long ago, Uncle.”

"Ch, but it seens like it."

"You're right," Elto said. He and Hoh Vitt had taken a coracle along the shore, past the |ush
pundi rice paddies and out into open water, beyond the seaweed col onies. They had spent days
anchored in the foamnmy breakwaters of dark coral reefs, where they dove for shells, using snall
knives to pry free the flammabl e nodul es called coral genms. In those magical waters they caught
fan-fish - one of the great delicacies of the Inperium- and ate themraw.

"Cal adan. . ." the gunner Deegan said groggily, as he emerged fromhis stupor. "Renenber how vast
the ocean was? It seened to cover the whole world."

Hoh Vitt had al ways been so good at telling stories, supernaturally good. He could make the nobst
outrageous things real for his listeners. Friends or famly nade a gane of throwi ng an idea

at Hoh, and he would make up a story using it. Blood mxed with nelange ... a great Heighliner
race across uncharted foldspace ... the wist-westling chanpionship of the universe, between two
dwarf sisters who were the finalists ... a talking slig.

"No, no nore stories, Elto," the sergeant said in a fearful voice. "Rest now "
"You're a Master Jongleur, aren't you? You always said so."
"I don't talk about that nuch." Hoh Vitt turned away.

Hi s ancestral fanmil|ly had once been proud nenbers of an ancient school of storytelling on the

pl anet Jongl eur. Men and woren fromthat world used to be the primary troubadours of the | nperium
they travel ed between royal houses, telling stories and singing songs to entertain the great
famlies. But House Jongleur fell into disgrace when a nunber of the itinerant storytellers were
proven to be double agents in inter-House feuds, and no one trusted them any | onger. Wen the
nobl es dropped their servi . ces, House Jongleur forfeited its status in the Landsraad, losing its
fortunes. @uild Heighliners stopped going to their planet; the buildings and infrastructure, once
hi ghly advanced, fell into disrepair. Largely due to the Jongl eur's dem se, nany entertai nnment

i nnovati ons were devel oped, including holo projections, filnbooks and shigaw re recorders.

"Now is the tinme, Uncle. Take me back to Caladan. | don't want to be here."
"I can't do that, boy," he responded in a sad voice. "W're all stuck here."
"Make ne think I'"'mthere, like only you can do. | don't want to die in this hellish place."

Wth a piercing squeak, the two distrans bats returned. Confused and frustrated, they fluttered
around the chanber while Scovich tried to recapture them Even they had been unable to escape...

Though the trapped nen had held out little hope, the failure of the bats still nmade them groan in
di smay. Uncl e Hoh | ooked at them then down to Elto as his expression hardened into grim
det erm nati on.

"Quiet! Al of you." He knelt beside his injured nephew. Hoh's eyes becane glazed with tears ..
or sonething nore. "The boy needs to hear what | have to say."

Elto lay back, letting his eyes fall half-closed as he readied hinself for the words that woul d
pai nt menory pictures on the insides of

his eyelids. Sergeant Vitt sat rigid, taking deep breaths to conpose hinself, to center his
uncanny skill and stoke the fires of imagination. To tell the type of story these nmen needed, a
Mast er Jongl eur nmust cal m hinsel f-, he noved his hands and fingers in the ancient way, going
through the notions he'd been taught by generations of storytellers, ritualistic preparations to
make the story good and Pure.

Fultz and Scovich shifted uneasily, and then noved closer, anxious to listen as well. Hoh Vitt
| ooked at themw th gl azed eyes, barely seeing them but his voice carried a gruff warning. "There
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i s danger."

"Danger?" Fultz laughed and raised his griny hands to the dimceiling and surrounding rock walls.
"Tell us sonething we don't know. "

"Very well." Hoh was deeply saddened, w shing he hadn't pulled strings to get Elto assigned to the
prestigious corps. The young man still thought of himself as an outsider, but ironically - by
staying in the line of fire and destroying one of the artillery weapons-he had shown nore courage
than any of the proven sol diers.

Now Hoh Vitt felt a trenendous sense of inpending |oss. This wonderful young nman, filled not only
with his own hopes and dreans but also with those of his parents and uncle, was going to die

wi t hout ever achieving his bright prom se. He | ooked around, at the faces of the other soldiers,
and seeing how they | ooked at himw th such anticipation and admration, he felt a nonent of

pri de.

In the hinterlands of Jongleur, a hilly rural region where Hoh Vitt had grown up, dwelled a
special type of storyteller. Even the natives suspected these "Mster Jongl eurs" of sorcery and
danger ous ways. They could spin stories |ike deadly spiderwebs, and in order to protect their
secrets, they allowed thenmselves to be shunned, hiding behind a cloak of mnystique.

"Hurry, Uncle," Elto said, his voice quiet and thready.

Wth intensity in his words, Sergeant Vitt |eaned closer. "You renmenber how ny stories always
start, don't you?" He touched the young man's pul se.

"You warn us not to believe too deeply, to always renenber that it's only a story ... 0, it could
be dangerous. W could | ose our minds."

"I'"msaying that again to you, boy." He scanned the cl osepressed faces around him "And to
everyone |istening."

Scovi ch made a scoffing noise, but the others remained silent and intent. Perhaps they thought his
warni ng was only part of the storytelling process, part of an illusion a Master Jongl eur needed to
create.

After a nonment's hush, Hoh enpl oyed the enhanced nenorization techni ques of the Jongleurs, a
met hod of transferring |arge anobunts of information and retaining it for future genera. tions. In
this manner he brought to mind the planet Caladan, sunmoning it in every intricate detail

"l used to have a wingboat," he said with a gentle smle, and then he began to describe sailing on
the seas of Cal adan. He used his voice |like a paintbrush, selecting words carefully, like pigments
precisely nmixed by an artist. He spoke to Elto, but his story spread hypnotically, wapping around
the circle of listeners like the wi spy snmoke of a fire.

"You and your father went with ne on week-long fishing trips. Ch, those days! Up at sunrise and
casting nets until sunset, with the golden tone of the sun fram ng each day. | nust say we enjoyed
our tinme alone on the water even nore than the fish we caught. The conpani onshi p, the adventures
and hil arious m shaps."

And hidden in his words were sublimnal signals: Smell the salt water, the iodine of drying
seaweed ... Hear the whisper of waves, the splash of a distant fish too large to bring aboard
whol e.

"At night, when we sat at anchor alone in the niddl e of the seawed islands, we'd stay up | ate,
the three of us, playing a fast gane of tri-chess on a board made of flatpearls and abal one
shel Il s. The pieces thenselves were carved fromthe translucent ivory tusks of South Cal adan

wal ruses. Do you renenber?"

"Yes, Uncle. | renenber."”

Al the nen nmurrured their agreenent; the Jongleur's haunting words were as real to themas to the
young nman who had actual |y experienced the nmenori es.
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Listen to the hypnotic, throbbing songs of unseen murnmons hiding in a fog bank that ripples across
the cal mwaters.

The shroud of pain grew fuzzy around Elto, and he could feel hinmself going to that other place and
time, being carried away fromthis hellish place. The parched, dusty air at first snelled dank,
then cool and noist. As he closed his eyes, he could sense the |oving touch of Cal adan breezes on
his cheek. He snelled the mists of his native world, spring rain on his face, sea waves | appi ng at
his feet as he stood on the rocky beach bel ow the Atrei des castle.

"When you were young, you would splash in the water, |aughing and sw nming naked with your
friends. Do you renenber?"

"I..."And Elto felthisvoice merge with the others, becoming one with them 'W renmenber,"” the nen
munbl ed reverently. AD around themthe air had grown close and stifling, nost of the oxygen used
up. Anot her one of the gl owgl obes died. But the men didn't know this. They were anesthetized from
their pain.

See the wi ngboat cruising |like a razorfin under dazzling sunlight, then through a warm squal
under cl oudy ski es.

"l used to body surf in the waves," Elto said with a faint snile of wonder.

Ful t z coughed, then added his own rem ni scences. "I spent a sumer on a snall farm overl ooking the
sea, where we harvested paradan nel ons. Have you ever had one fresh out of the water? Sweetest
fruit in the universe."

Even Deegan, still sonewhat dazed, |eaned forward. "I saw an clecran once, late at night and far
away - oh, they're rare, but they do exist. It's nore than just a sailor's story. Looked like an
electrical stormon the water, but alive. Luckily, the nonster never cane close." Though the
gunner had been hysterical not |ong before, his words held such an awed solemity that no one

t hought to disbelieve him

Swi mthrough the water, feel its caress on your body. Inmagine being totally wet, imersed in the
sea. The waves surround you, holding and protecting you |like a nother's arns....

The two distrans bats, still |oose fromthe signal mans cages, had clung to the ceiling for hours,
but now they swayed and dropped to the floor. Al the air was di sappearing in their tonb.

Elto renmenbered the old days in Cala City, the stories his uncle used to tell to an entranced
audi ence of his famly. At several points in each of those tales, Uncle Hoh would force hinself to
break away. He had al ways taken great care to remind his listeners that it was only a story.

This time, however, Hoh Vitt took no breaks.

Realizing this, Elto felt a noment of fear, |like a dreamer unable to awaken from a ni ght mare. But
then he allowed hinmself to succunb. Though he could barely breathe, he forced hinself to say, "I'm
going into the water ... I'mdiving ... |'m going deeper "

Then all the trapped soldiers could hear the waves, snell the water, and renmenber the whisper of
Cal adan seas. ..

The whi sper becane a roar.

In the vel vet shadows of a crisp night on Dune, Fremen scavengers dropped over the ridge of the
Shield Wall, into the rubble. Stillsuits softened their silhouettes, allowing themto vanish |ike
beetl es into crevices.

Bel ow, nost of the fires in Arrakeen had been put out, but the danage remai ned untended. The new
Har kormen rulers had returned to their traditional seat of governnent in Carthag; they would | eave
the scarred Atreides city as a blackened wound for a few nonths ... as a rem nder to the people.

The feud between House Atrei des and House Harkornmen nmeant nothing to the Fremen -the noble
famlies were all unwel come interlopers on their sacred desert planet, which the Frenen had
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clainmed as their own thousands of years earlier, after the Wandering. For nmillennia these people
had carried the wi sdomof their ancestors, including an ancient Terran sayi ng about each cloud
having a silver lining. The Frenmen woul d use the bl oodshed of these royal houses to their own
advantage: the deathstills back at the sietch would drink deeply fromthe casualties of war.

Har kormen patrols swept the area, but the soldiers cared little for the bands of furtive Frenen,
pursuing and killing themonly out of sport rather than in a focused program of genoci de. The
Har kormens paid no heed to the Atreides trapped in the Shield Wall either, thinking none of them
coul d have survived; so they left the bodies trapped in the rubble.

From the Fremen perspective, the Harkornens did not value their resources.

Wor ki ng together, using bare callused hands and nmetal digging tools, the scavengers began their
excavation, opening a narrow tunnel between the rocks. Only a few di m gl owgl obes hovered close to
the diggers, providing faint |ight.

Through soundi ngs and careful observations on the night of the attack, the Frenen knew where the
victims would be. They had uncovered a dozen already, as well as a precious cache of supplies, but
now they were after sonething nuch nore valuable, the tomb of an entire detachnent of Atreides

sol diers. The desert nen toiled for hours, sweating into the absorbent |ayers of their stillsuits,
taking only a few sipped drops of recovered noisture. Many water rings woul d be earned for the

nmoi sture recovered fromthese corpses, naking these Fremen scavengers wealt hy.

When they broke into the cave encl osure, though, they stepped into a clammy stone coffin filled
with the redol ence of death. Some of the Fremen cried out or nuttered superstitious prayers to
Shai - Hul ud, but others probed forward, increasing the light fromthe gl owgl obes now that they were
out of sight of the nighttine patrols.

The Atreides soldiers all lay dead together, as if struck down in a strange suicide cerenony. One
man sat in the center of their group, and when the Frenen | eader noved him his body fell to one
side and a gush of water spewed out of his nouth. The Frenen tasted it. Salt water.

The scavengers backed away, even nore frightened no

Carefully, two young men inspected the bodies, finding that the uniforns of the Atrei des were warm
and wet, stinking of mldew and danp rot. Their dead eyes were open wi de and staring, but with
contentment instead of the expected horror, as if they had shared a religious experience. Al of
the dead Atreides soldiers had clamry skin ... and sonething even nore peculiar, reveal ed when the
Fremen cut them open

The lungs of these dead nen were entirely filled with water.

The Fremen fled, |leaving their spoils behind, and reseal ed the cave. Thereafter, it becane a
forbi dden place of |egend, drawi ng wonder from anyone hearing the story as it was passed on by
Fremen from generation to generation

Sonehow, sealed inside a lightless cave in the driest desert, all of the Atreides soldiers had
drowned. . ..
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