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Transm ssion to the gal actic nerchandi zi ng congl onerate "Conbi ne Honnete Cber
Advancer Mercantiles" (CHOAM fromthe Spacing Guild:

Qur specific charge in this unofficial mssion has been to search the

uni nhabited worlds to find another source of the precious spice nel ange, upon
whi ch so much of the Inperium depends. W have docunented the journeys of many
of our Navigators and Steersnen, searching hundreds of planets. To date,
however, we have had no success. The only source of mnelange in the Known

Uni verse remains the desert world of Arrakis. The Guild, CHOAM and all other
dependents must continue in thrall of the Harkonnen nonopoly.

However, the value of exploring outlying territories for new planetary systens
and new resources bears its own fruit. The detailed surveys and orbital maps on
the attached sheets of ridulian crystal will no doubt be of comrercial inport
for CHOAM

Havi ng conpl eted our contract to the specifications upon which we previously
agreed, we hereby request that CHOAM deposit the required payment in our
of ficial Guild Bank headquarters on Junction

To Hi s Royal Highness, the Padi shah Enperor Elrood | X, Ruler of the Known
Uni ver se

From H s Faithful Subject the Siridar Baron Vladimr Harkonnen, Planetary
Governor of Arrakis, titular head of House Harkonnen and Overlord of G ed
Prime, Lankiveil, and allied planets.

Sire, let me once again affirmm conmmitment to serving you faithfully on the
desert planet Arrakis. For seven years after ny father's death, | am ashaned to
say that ny inconpetent half brother Abulurd has all owed spice production to
falter. Equipnent | osses have been high, while exports fell to abysmal |evels.
G ven the dependence of the Inperiumon the spice nelange, this bottleneck could
have had dire consequences. Be assured that ny fam |y has taken action to
rectify the unfortunate situation: Abul urd has been renpbved fromhis duties
and relegated to the planet of Lankiveil. H's noble title has been renpved,

t hough he may reclaima district governorship one day.

Now that | amthe direct overseer of Arrakis, allow ne to give you ny persona

guarantee that | will use whatever neans necessary -- noney, dedication, and an
iron hand -- to ensure that nelange production neets or exceeds previous record
| evel s.

As you so wisely have conmanded, the spice nust flow

Mel ange is the financial crux of CHOAM activities. Wthout this spice, Bene
Gesserit Reverend Mothers could not performfeats of observation and human
control, Quild Navigators could not see safe pathways across space, and billions
of Inperial citizens would die of addictive withdrawal. Any sinpleton knows



t hat such dependence upon a single compdity | eads to abuse. W are all at
risk.

- CHOAM Econom ¢ Anal ysis of Materiel Flow Patterns

Lean and nuscul ar, Baron VI adi mr Harkonnen hunched forward next to the
ornithopter pilot. He peered with spider-black eyes through the pitted
wi ndowpl az, snelling the ever-present grit and sand.

As the arnored 'thopter flew high overhead, the white sun of Arrakis dazzled
agai nst unrelenting sands. The sweeping vista of dunes sizzling in the day's
heat nade his retinas burn. The | andscape and sky were bl eached of col or
Not hi ng soot hed t he human eye.

Hel i sh pl ace.

The Baron w shed he could be back in the industrialized warnth and civilized
conplexity of Gedi Prinme, the central world of House Harkonnen. Even stuck
here, he had better things to do back at the |l ocal fanmly headquarters in the
city of Carthag, other diversions to suit his demandi ng tastes.

But the spice harvesting nmust take precedence. Al ways. Especially a huge
strike such as the one his spotters had reported.

In the cranped cockpit, the Baron | ounged with well-postured confidence,
ignoring the buffet and sway of air currents. The 'thopter's nechanical w ngs
beat rhythmically |ike a wasp's. The dark leather of his chestpiece fit tightly
over well-toned pectorals. 1In his md-forties, he had rakish good | ooks; his
reddi sh gold hair had been cut and styled to exacting specifications, enhancing
his distinctive widow s peak. The Baron's skin was snooth, his cheekbones high
and well scul pted. Sinew nuscles stood out along his neck and jaw, ready to
contort his face into a scow or a hard snile, depending on circunstances.

"How much farther?" He | ooked si deways at the pilot, who had been show ng
si gns of nervousness.

"The site is in the deep desert, mLord Baron. All indications are that this is
one of the richest concentrations of spice ever excavated."

The flying craft shuddered on thermals as they passed over an outcropping of
bl ack lava rock. The pilot swall owed hard, focusing on the ornithopter's
controls.

The Baron relaxed into his seat and quelled his inpatience. He was glad the new
hoard was far from prying eyes, away from I nmperial or CHOAM corporate officials
who mi ght keep troubl esone records. Doddering old Enperor Elrood | X didn't need
to know every damed thi ng about Harkonnen spice production on Arrakis. Through
carefully edited reports and doctored accounting journals, not to nention

bribes, the Baron told the of f-planet overseers only what he wanted themto

know.

He swi ped a strong hand across the sheen of sweat on his upper lip, then
adjusted the '"thopter's environnment controls to make the cockpit cooler, the air
nore noi st .



The pilot, unconfortable at having such an inportant and volatile passenger in
his care, nudged the engines to increase speed. He checked the console's nmap
projection again, studied outlines of the desert terrain that spread as far as
t hey coul d see.

Havi ng exam ned the cartographic projections hinself, the Baron had been

di spl eased by their lack of detail. How could anyone expect to find his way
across this desert scab of a world? How coul d a planet so vital to the
economi c stability of the Inperiumremain basically uncharted? Yet anot her
failing of his weak younger dem brother, Abulurd.

But Abul urd was gone, and the Baron was in charge. Now that Arrakis is mne
["Il put everything in order. Upon returning to Carthag, he would set people to
wor k drawi ng up new surveys and maps, if the dammed Frenen didn't kill the

expl orers again or ruin the cartography points.

For forty years, this desert world had been the quasi-fief of House Harkonnen, a
political appointment granted by the Emperor, with the bl essing of the
conmer ci al power house CHOAM -- the Conbi ne Honnete Ober Advancer Mercantil es.
Though gri m and unpl easant, Arrakis was one of the nobst inportant jewels in the
| mperial crown because of the precious substance it provided.

However, upon the death of the Baron's father, Dmitri Harkonnen, the old Emperor
had, through sone nental deficiency, granted the seat of power to the

sof thearted Abul urd, who had managed to deci nate spice production in a nmere
seven years. Profits plunged, and he | ost control to snuggl ers and sabot age.

In disgrace, the fool had been yanked from his position and sent off w thout
official title to Lankiveil, where even he could do little damage to the self-
sustai ning whal e-fur activities there.

| mredi atel y upon being granted the governorship, Baron Vladimr Harkonnen had
set out to turn Arrakis around. He would make his own mark, erase the |egacy of
nm st akes and bad j udgnent.

In all the Inperium Arrakis -- a hellhole that sone night consider a puni shnent
rather than a reward -- was the only known source of the spice nelange, a
substance worth far nore than any precious netal. Here on this parched world,
it was worth even nore than its weight in water.

Wt hout spice, efficient space travel would be inpossible . . . and wi thout
space travel, the Inperiumitself would fall. Spice prolonged life, protected
heal th, and added a vigor to existence. The Baron, a noderate user hinself,
greatly appreciated the way it made himfeel. O course, the spice nel ange was

al so ferociously addictive, which kept the price high ....

The arnored 'thopter flew over a seared nountain range that |ooked |ike a broken
jawbone filled with rotted teeth. Up ahead the Baron could see a dust cloud
extending like an anvil into the sky.

"Those are the harvesting operations, nm Lord Baron."

Hawkl i ke attack 'thopters grew from bl ack dots in the nonochrone sky and swooped
toward them The communi cator pinged, and the pilot sent back an identification
signal. The paid defenders -- mercenaries with orders to keep out unwel cone
observers -- circled away and took up protective positions in the sky.



So |l ong as House Harkonnen mai ntained the illusion of progress and profits, the
Spacing GQuild didn't need to know about every particular spice find. Nor did

t he Enmperor, nor CHOAM The Baron woul d keep the nmelange for hinself and add it
to his huge stockpiles.

After Abulurd's years of bunmbling, if the Baron acconplished even half of what

he was capabl e of, CHOAM and the Inperiumwould see a vast inprovenent. |If he
kept them happy, they wouldn't notice his substantial skim would never suspect
his secret spice stashes. A dangerous stratagemif discovered . . . but the

Baron had ways of dealing with prying eyes.

As t hey approached the plune of dust, he took out a pair of binoculars and

focused the oil lenses. The magnification pernmtted himto see the spice
factory at work. Wth its giant treads and enornous cargo capacity, the
nmechani cal nonstrosity was incredi bly expensive -- and worth every sol ari
expended to maintain it. |Its excavators kicked up cinnanmon-red dust, gray sand,

and flint chips as they dug down, scooping up the surface of the desert, sifting
for aromatic spice.

Mobi | e ground units ranged across the open sand in the vicinity of the factory,
di ppi ng probes beneath the surface, scraping sanples, nmapping the extent of the
buri ed spice vein. Overhead, heavier machinery borne by jurmbo ornithopters
circled, waiting. Peripherally, spotter craft cruised up and down the sands
with alert watchers searching for the telltale ripples of wornmsign. One of the
great sandworns of Arrakis could swallow their entire operati on whole.

"M Lord Baron," the pilot said and handed the comruni cator wand over to him
"the captain of the work crew wi shes to speak with you." This is your Baron."
He touched his ear to listen to the pickup. "Gve ne an update. How nuch have
you found?"

Bel ow on the sands, the crew captain answered, his voice gruff, his manner
annoyi ngly uni npressed with the inportance of the man to whom he was speaki ng.
"Ten years working spice crews, and this deposit's beyond anything |'ve ever
seen. Trouble is, it's buried deep. Normally, you know, we find the spice
exposed by the elenments. This tine it's densely concentrated, but "

The Baron waited for only a monent. "Yes, what is it?"

"Sonet hi ng strange going on here, sir. Chemcally, |I nean. W' ve got carbon

di oxi de | eaking from bel ow, sone sort of a bubble beneath us. The harvester's
di ggi ng through outer |layers of sand to get at the spice, but there's also water
vapor . "

"Wat er vapor!" Such a thing was unheard-of on Arrakis, where the noisture
content of the air was nearly unnmeasurable, even on the best of days.

"Coul d have stunbl ed on an ancient aquifer, sir. Mybe buried under a cap of
rock. "

The Baron had never imagi ned finding running water beneath the surface of
Arrakis. Quickly he considered the possibilities of exploiting a free-flow ng
wat er resource by selling it to the populace. That was sure to upset the

exi sting water nerchants, who had grown too swollen with self-inportance anyway.

Hi s basso voice runbled. "Do you think it's contam nating the spice somehow?"



"Not able to say, sir," said the crew captain. "Spice is strange stuff, but
I've never seen a pocket like this before. It doesn't seem. . . right
sonmehow. "

The Baron | ooked over at the '"thopter pilot. "Contact the spotters. See if

t hey' ve picked up any wornsign yet."

"No wornsign, mLord," the pilot said, scanning the reply. The Baron noticed
sparkl es of sweat on the man's forehead.

"How | ong has the harvester been down there?"

"Nearly two standard hours, sir
Now t he Baron scow ed. One of the wornms should definitely have conme before now.

I nadvertently, the pilot had |eft the consystem open, and the crew captain
gruffly acknow edged over the speaker. "Never had this nuch time either, sir
The worms al ways cone. Always. But something's going on down here. (Gases are
increasing. You can snell it in the air."

Taki ng a deep breath of the recycled cabin air, the Baron detected the nusky
ci nnamon snel |l of raw nel ange scooped fromthe desert. The ornithopter flewin
a holding pattern now, several hundred nmeters fromthe main harvester

"We're al so detecting vibrations underground, sone kind of a resonance. | don't
like it, sir."

"You're not paid to like it," the Baron replied. "Is it a deep worn®?"

"l don't think so, sir.

He scanned the estimates being transnmitted fromthe spice harvester. The
nunbers boggled his mnd. "W're getting as much fromthis one excavation as a
nonth's production on ny other sites." He drummed his fingers on his right
thigh in a rhythmc pattern

"Neverthel ess, sir, | suggest that we prepare to pack up and abandon the site.
W could lose --"

"Absolutely not, Captain," the Baron said. "There's no wornsign, and you've
already got nearly a full factory |load. W can bring down a carryall and give
you an enpty harvester if you need it. |'mnot |eaving behind a fortune in
spi ce just because you're getting nervous . . . just because you have an uneasy
feeling. Ridiculous!"

When the work | eader tried to push his point, the Baron interrupted, "Captain
if you're a nervous coward, you're in the wong profession and in the enpl oy of
the wrong House. Carry on." He switched off the comuni cator and nmade a
nmental note to renmove that man fromhis position as soon as possible.

Carryal I s hovered above, ready to retrieve the spice harvester and its crew as
soon as a worm appeared. But why was it taking so long for one to cone? \Wornms
al ways protected the spice.

Spice. He tasted the word in his thoughts and on his |ips.



Veiled in superstition, the substance was an unknown quantity, a nodern
unicorn's-horn. And Arrakis was inhospitable enough that no one had yet

deci phered the origin of nelange. In the vast canvas of the Inperium no
expl orer or prospector had found nel ange on any other planet, nor had anyone
succeeded in synthesizing a substitute, despite centuries of attenmpts. Since
House Har konnen hel d the planetary governorship of Arrakis, and therefore
controlled all spice production, the Baron had no wish to see a substitute
devel oped, or any other source found.

Expert desert crews |ocated the spice, and the Inperiumused it -- but beyond
that, the details didn't concern him There was always risk to spice workers,
al ways t he danger that a wormwould attack too soon, that a carryall would

mal function, that a spice factory would not be lifted away in time. Unexpected
sandstorms could cone up with startling speed. The casualty rate and the

equi pnrent | osses to House Harkonnen were appalling . . . but nelange paid off
nearly any cost in blood or nobney.

As the ornithopter circled in a steady, thrumr ng rhythm the Baron studied the
i ndustrial spectacle below Baking sun glinted off the spice factory's dusty
hull. Spotters continued to prow the air, while groundcars crui sed beneath
them taking sanples.

Still no sign of a worm and every norment allowed the crewto retrieve nore
spice. The workers would receive bonuses -- except for that captain -- and
House Har konnen woul d becone richer. The records could be doctored |ater

The Baron turned to the pilot. "Call our nearest base. Summpn another carryal
and anot her spice factory. This vein seens inexhaustible." His voice trailed
off. "If a wormhasn't shown up by now, there just might be time . "

The ground crew captain called back, broadcasting on a general frequency since
the Baron had shut down his own receiver. "Sir, our probes indicate that the
tenmperature is rising deep below -- a dramatic spike! Sonet hi ng' s goi ng on
down there, a chem cal reaction. And one of our ground-roving teans just broke
into a swarm ng nest of sandtrout."”

The Baron grow ed, furious with the man for conmmunicati ng on an unencrypted
channel . What if CHOAM spies were |istening? Besi des, no one cared about
sandtrout. The jellylike creatures deep beneath the sand were as irrelevant to
himas flies swarm ng around a | ong-abandoned cor pse.

He made a nental note to do nore to this weakling captain than just renbve him
fromthe work crews and deny hima bonus. That gutless bastard was probably
handpi cked by Abul urd.

The Baron saw tiny figures of scouts tracking through the sands, running about
i ke ants naddened with acid vapor. They rushed back to the main spice factory.
One nman | eaped off his dirt-encrusted rover and scramnbled toward the open door
of the nmassive machi ne.

"What are those nen doing? Are they abandoning their posts? Bring us down
closer so | can see.”

The pilot tilted the ornithopter and descended |ike an om nous beetle toward the
sand. Below, the nen | eaned over, coughing and retching as they tried to drag
filters over their faces. Two stunbled on the shifting sand. Qhers were

rapi dly battening down the spice factory.



"Bring the carryall! Bring the carryall!" soneone cried

The spotters all reported in. "I see no wormsign."

"Still nothing."

"All clear fromhere," said a third.

"Why are they evacuating?" the Baron demanded, as if the pilot would know.

"Sonet hi ng' s happeni ng,
need it now"

the crew captain yelled. "Were's that carryall? W

The ground bucked. Four workers stunbled and pitched facefirst onto the sand
before they could reach the ramp to the spice factory.

"Look, m Lord!" The pilot pointed downward, his voice filled with awe. As the
Bar on stopped focusing on the cowardly nen, he saw the sand trenbling all around
the excavation site, vibrating |like a struck drunhead.

The spice harvester canted, slipped to one side. A crack opened in the sands,
and the whole site began to swell from beneath the ground, rising in the air
like a gas bubble in a boiling Sal usan nudpot.

"Get us out of here!™ the Baron shouted. The pilot stared for a fraction of a
second, and the Baron swept his left hand with the speed of a cracked whip,
striking the man hard on the cheek. "Move!"

The pilot grabbed the 'thopter controls and wenched theminto a steep ascent.
The articul ated wings flapped furiously.

On the terrain below, the swollen underground bubble reached its apex -- then
burst, hurling the spice harvester, the nobile crews, and everything el se up off
the surface. A gigantic explosion of sand sprayed upward, carrying broken rock
and vol atil e orange spice. The mammoth factory was crushed and bl asted to

pi eces, scattered |like lost rags in a Coriolis storm

"What the devil happened?” The Baron's dark eyes went wide in disbelief at the
sheer magnitude of the disaster. All that precious spice gone, swallowed in an
instant. All the equi pnent destroyed. The loss in lives hardly occurred to
him except for the wasted costs of crew training.

"Hang on, mLord,"” the pilot cried. H s knuckles turned white on the controls.

A hammer-bl ast of wind struck them The arnored ornithopter turned end over end
inthe air, wings flailing. The engines whined and groaned, trying to nmmintain
stability. Pellets of high-velocity sand struck the plaz w ndowports. Dust-

cl ogged, the '"thopter's notors made sick, coughing sounds. The craft | ost
altitude, dropping toward the seething maw of the desert.

The pilot shouted unintelligible words. The Baron clutched his crash
restraints, saw the ground comng toward themlike an inverted bootheel to
squash an insect.



As head of House Har konnen, he had al ways thought he would die by a treacherous
assassin's hand . . . but to fall prey to an unpredictable natural disaster
instead -- the Baron found it al nbst hunorous.

As they plunged, he saw the sand open like a festering sore. The dust and raw
nel ange were being sucked down, turned over by convection currents and chenica
reactions. The rich spice vein of only nonments before had turned into a | eprous
mouth ready to swall ow t hem

But the pilot, who had seened weak and distractible during their flight, becane
rigid with concentration and deternmnation. H's fingers flew over sky rudder
and engine throttle controls, working to ride the currents, switching flow from
one notor to another to discharge dust strangulation in the air intakes.

Finally the ornithopter |eveled off, steadied itself again, and cruised | ow over
the dune plain. The pilot emtted an audible sigh of relief.

VWere the great opening had been ripped into the |ayered sand, the Baron now saw
glittering translucent shapes |ike maggots on a carcass: sandtrout, rushing
toward the explosion. Soon giant worms would cone, too. The nonsters couldn't
possi bly resist this.

Try as he might, the Baron couldn't understand spice. Not at all

The 'thopter gained altitude, taking themtoward the spotters and the carryalls
t hat had been caught unawares. They hadn't been able to retrieve the spice
factory and its precious cargo before the explosion, and he could bl ane no one
for it -- no one but hinmself. The Baron had given themexplicit orders to
remai n out of reach

"You just saved ny life, pilot. Wat is your name?"

"Kryubi, sir.

"Al'l right, then, Kryubi -- have you ever seen such a thing? \Wat happened
down there? \What caused that expl osion?"

The pilot took a deep breath. "I've heard the Frenen tal ki ng about sonet hing
they call a . . . spice blow" He seemed |ike a statue now, as if the terror
had transformed himinto sonething much stronger. "It happens in the deep

desert, where few people can see."

"Who cares what the Frenen say?" He curled his lip at the thought of the
dirty, nomadic indigents of the great desert. "W've all heard of spice bl ows,
but nobody's ever actually seen one. Crazy superstitions.”

"Yes, but superstition usually has sonme kind of basis. They see many things out
in the desert." Now t he Baron admired the man for his willingness to speak
out, though Kryubi rmust know of his tenper and vindictiveness. Perhaps it would
be wise to pronote him....

"They say a spice blowis a chem cal explosion,"” Kryubi continued, "probably the
result of a pre-spice mass beneath the sands.™

The Baron considered this; he couldn't deny the evidence of his own eyes. ne
day nmaybe soneone woul d understand the true nature of nelange and be able to
prevent disasters like this. So far, because the spice was seenm ngly



i nexhaustible to those willing to nmake the effort, no one had bothered with a
detail ed analysis. Wiy waste time on tests, when fortunes waited to be nade?
The Baron had a nonopoly on Arrakis -- but it was also a nonopoly based on

i ghor ance.

He gritted his teeth and knew that once they returned to Carthag he woul d be
forced to blow off some steam to release his pent-up tensions on "anmusenents,"
perhaps a bit nore vigorously than he had earlier intended. He would have to
find a special candidate this tine -- not one of his regular |overs, but someone
he woul d never have use for again. That would free himof restraint.

Looki ng down, he thought, No | onger any need to hide this site fromthe Enperor.
They would record it, log it as a find, and docunent the destruction of the crew
and equi pnent. No need to manipulate the records now dd Elrood would not be

pl eased, and House Har konnen woul d have to absorb this financial setback

As the pilot circled around, the surviving spice crew assessed their danages on
t he ground, and over the comink reported | osses of men, equiprment, and spice
load. The Baron felt rage boiling within him

Dam Arr aki s! he thought. Damm the spice, and damm our dependence on it!

We are generalists. You can't draw neat |ines around planetw de probl ens.
Pl anetol ogy is a cut-and-fit science.

- PARDOT KYNES, Treatise on the Environnental Recovery of Post-Hol ocaust Sal usa
Secundus

On the Inperial planet Kaitain, inmense buildings kissed the sky. Magnificent
scul ptures and opulent tiered fountains |ined the crystal -paved boul evards |ike
a dream A person could stare for hours.

Pardot Kynes nmanaged to catch only a glinpse of the urban spectacle as the roya
guards marched himat a rapid clip into the Pal ace. They had no patience for a
sinple Planetologist's curiosity, nor any apparent interest in the city's
wonders. Their job was to escort himto the tremendous vaulted throne room

wi t hout delay. The Enperor of the Known Universe could not be kept waiting for
nmere si ght-seeing.

The nmenbers of Kynes's escort wore gray-and-black uniforns, inpeccably clean and
adorned with braids and nedals, every button and baubl e polished, every ribbon
strai ghtened and pressed. Fifteen of the Enperor's handpi cked staff, the

Sar daukar, surrounded himlike an arny.

Still, the splendor of the capital world overwhel med Kynes. Turning to the
guard closest to him he said, "I'"musually out in the dirt, or tronping through
swanps on a pl anet where nobody el se wants to be." He had never seen, or even



i magi ned, anything like this in all of the rugged and out-of-the-way | andscapes
he had studi ed.

The guard made no response to this tall, |ean off-wonder. Sardaukar were
trained to be fighting nmachines, not conversationalists.

"Here |'ve been scrubbed clean down to the third layer of my skin and dressed
like a noble." Kynes tugged at the thick corded fabric of his dark blue
jacket, snelled the soap and scent of his own skin. He had a high forehead,
wi th sparse, sandy hair conbed strai ght back

The escort hurried up a seemingly endl ess waterfall of polished stone steps,
ornately highlighted with gold filigree and creany, sparkling soostones.

Kynes turned to the guard on his left. "This is ny first trip to Kaitain. 1'd
wager you don't even notice the sights anynore, if you work here all the tinme?"
Hi s words hung on a wistful smle, but again fell on deaf ears.

Kynes was an expert and well-respected ecol ogi st, geol ogi st, and neteorol ogi st,
wi th added specialties in botany and nicrobiology. Driven, he enjoyed absorbing
the nysteries of entire worlds. But the people thenselves often remmined a

conplete nystery to him-- |like these guards.
"Kaitainis alot more . . . confortable than Salusa Secundus -- | grew up
there, you know," he continued. "I've been to Bela Tegeuse, too, and that's

al nost as bad, dimand bleak with two dwarf suns."

Finally Kynes faced forward, consenting to rmutter to hinself. "The Padi shah
Enperor called ne from hal fway across the galaxy. | wish | knew why." None of
these nen ventured to offer any expl anati ons.

The entourage passed under a pitted archway of crinson |lava rock that bore the
ponder ous oppression of extreme age. Kynes |ooked up, and with his geol ogi ca
experti se recogni zed the nassive rare stone: an anci ent archway fromthe
devastated worl d of Salusa Secundus.

It puzzled himthat anyone woul d keep such a relic fromthe austere planet where
Kynes had spent so many years, an isolated prison world with a ruined ecosystem
But then he recalled, feeling like a fool for having forgotten it, that Salusa
had once been the Inperial capital, mllennia ago . . . before the disaster
changed everything. No doubt House Corrino had brought this archway here intact
as a reninder of their past, or as some sort of trophy to show how the Inperia
fam |y had overcone pl anet-destroying adversity.

As the Sardaukar escort stepped through the lava arch and into the echoing

spl endor of the Palace itself, fanfare rang out from brassy instrunents Kynes
could not name. He'd never been nuch of a student in nusic or the arts, not
even as a child. Wy bother, when there was so nmuch natural science to absorb?

Just before passing beneath the jewel-sparkling roof of the i nmense roya
structure, Kynes craned his neck upward to gaze once nore at the clear sky of
perfect bl ue.

On the trip here, inside a cordoned-off section of the Guild Heighliner, Kynes
had taken the tinme to | earn about the capital world, though he had never before
applied his planet-understanding skills to such a civilized place. Kaitain was



exqui sitely planned and produced, with tree-Ilined boul evards, splendid
architecture, well-watered gardens, flower barricades . . . and so nuch nore

Oficial Inperial reports clained it was always warm the climte forever
tenperate. Storms were unknown. No clouds nmarred the skies. At first, he

t hought the entries mght have been nere tourist propaganda, but when the ornate
Guild escort craft descended, he had noted the flotilla of weather satellites,
cli mat e-bendi ng technol ogy that -- through brute force -- kept Kaitain a
peaceful and serene pl ace.

Climate engineers could certainly strong-armthe weather to what soneone had
foolishly decided was optimal -- though they did it at their own peril, creating
an environnment that led, ultimately, to malaise of the mind, body, and spirit.
The Inperial famly would never understand that. They continued to relax under
their sunny skies and stroll through their well-watered arboretuns, oblivious to
an environnmental catastrophe just waiting to unfold before their covered eyes.

It would be a challenge to stay on this planet and study the effects -- but
somehow Kynes doubted that was why Enperor Elrood | X had sumroned him here ...

The escort troops |ed himdeeper into the echoing Pal ace, passing statuary and
classic paintings. The sprawling audi ence chanber could well have been an arena
for ancient gladiatorial events. |Its floor stretched onward |ike a polished,

mul ticol ored plain of stone squares -- each one froma different planet in the

I mperium Al coves and wi ngs were being added as the Empire grew

Court functionaries in dazzling rainment and brilliant plumage strutted about,
showi ng of f fabrics that had been spun with threads of precious netal. Carrying
docunents, they conducted inexplicable business, hurrying to neetings,

whi spering to each other as if only they understood what their true functions
wer e,

Kynes was an alien in this political world; he would rather have the w | derness
any day. Though the splendor fascinated him he | onged for solitude, unexpl ored
| andscapes, and the nysteries of strange flora and fauna. This bustling place
woul d give hima headache before |ong.

The Sar daukar guards ushered himacross a | ong pronenade beneath prismatic
lights, taking sharp, rhythmc footsteps that sounded |ike weapons fire; Kynes's
stunbl es provided the only di ssonance.

Ahead on a raised dais of blue-green crystal sat the translucent Gol den Lion
Throne, carved froma single piece of Hagal quartz. And on the dazzling chair
perched the old man hinmself -- Elrood Corrino I X, Inperial ruler of the Known
Uni ver se

Kynes stared at him The Enperor was a distressingly gaunt man, skeletal with
age, with a ponderously large head on a thin neck. Surrounded by such

i ncredi ble luxury and dramatic richness, the aged rul er appeared sonehow
insignificant. But with a twitch of his |arge-knuckled finger, the Emperor
could condem entire planets to annihilation, killing billions of people.

El rood had sat upon the Golden Lion Throne for nearly a century and a half. How
many planets were in the Inperiun? How many people did this man rule? Kynes
wonder ed how anyone could tally such a staggering anmount of information.

As he was led to the base of the dais, Kynes snmiled uncertainly at Elrood, then
swal | owed hard, averted his gaze, and bowed low. No one had bothered to



instruct himin the proper protocol here, and he'd had little use for nanners
and social niceties. The faint cinnanon odor of nelange touched his nostrils
froma mug of spice beer the Enperor kept on a snmall table beside his throne.

A page stepped forward, nodded to the | eader of the Sardaukar guard escort, and
turned, boom ng out in Glach, the comobn | anguage, "The Pl anetol ogi st Pardot
Kynes!™

Kynes squared his shoulders and tried to stand strai ght, wondering why they had
made such a | oud and portentous introduction when the Enperor obviously knew who
he was -- el se why sumron hi m here? Kynes wondered if he should say hell o, but
decided instead to wait and let the Court determine the flow of events.

"Kynes," the old Enperor said in a reedy, scratchy voice that suffered fromtoo
many years of issuing firmcomrands, "you cone to me highly recomended. Qur
advi sors have studi ed many candi dates, and they've chosen you above all others.
What do you say to that?" The Enperor | eaned forward, raising his eyebrows so
that his skin furrowed all the way to the top of his cranium

Kynes nmunbl ed somet hi ng about bei ng honored and pl eased, then cleared his throat
and asked the real question. "But, sir, what exactly have | been chosen for?"

El rood cackled at that and sat back. "How refreshing to see someone nore
concerned with satisfying his own curiosity than with saying the right thing, or
pandering to these stupid clingers and buffoons." As he smiled, Elrood s face
turned rubbery, the winkles stretching back. His skin had a grayish, parchnent
tone. "The report says you grew up on Salusa Secundus, and you wote
definitive, conplex reports on the ecol ogy of the planet."

"Yes, Sire, uh, Your Majesty. M parents were bureaucratic functionaries, sent
to work in your Inperial prison there. | was just a child and went along with
t hem "

In truth, Kynes had heard runors that his nother or father had di spl eased Elrood
sonehow, and that they had been transferred in disgrace to the punishnment

pl anet. But young Pardot Kynes had found the wastel ands fascinating. After the
tutors were finished with him he'd spent his days exploring the bl asted

wi | derness -- taking notes, studying the insects and weeds and hardy ani mal s

t hat had nanaged to survive the ancient atonic hol ocaust.

"Yes, yes, | understand that,"
transferred to another world."

Elrood said. "After a while your parents were

Kynes nodded. "Yes, Sire. They went to Harnonthep."

The Enperor waved a hand to dismiss the reference. "But later you returned to
Sal usa, of your own free will?"

"Well, uh, there was still nmuch nore for nme to | earn on Salusa," he answered,
stifling an enmbarrassed shrug.

Kynes had spent years by hinself in the outback, piecing together the nysteries
of the climte and ecosystems. He had suffered many hardshi ps, endured nuch

di sconfort. He had even been pursued once by Laza tigers and survived.
Afterward, Kynes had published an extensive treatise about his years there,
openi ng remar kabl e wi ndows of understanding to the once-lovely, now abandoned

| mperial capital planet.



"The wi |l d desol ation of the place whetted my interest in ecology. It's so much
nore interesting to study a . . . danaged world. | find it difficult to learn
anything in a place that's too civilized."

El rood | aughed at the visitor's conment and | ooked around so that all the other
nmenbers of the Court chuckled as well. "Like Kaitain, you mean?"

"Well, I"msure there nust be interesting places here, too, Sire," Kynes said,
hopi ng he hadn't made an i nexcusabl e faux pas.

"Wl |l spoken!™" El rood booned. "M advisors have chosen you w sely, Pardot
Kynes. "

Not knowi ng what else to do or say, the Planetol ogi st bowed awkwardly.

After his years on Sal usa Secundus, he had gone on to the swanpy tangles of
dimy lit Bela Tegeuse, and then to other places that interested him He could
live off the Iand just about anywhere; his needs were few To him npst

i mportant of all was the harvesting of scientific know edge, | ooking under rocks
and seeing what secrets the natural processes had left for himto find.

But his curiosity was piqued now. \What had brought himto such inpressive
attention? "If | may ask again, Your Majesty . . . what exactly do you have in
mnd for me?" Then he added quickly, "OF course, | am happy to serve in

what ever capacity nmy Enperor wi shes."

"You, Kynes, have been recognized as a true world-reader, a man capabl e of
anal yzi ng conpl ex ecosystens in order to harness themto the needs of the

I mperium We have chosen you to go to the desert planet of Arrakis and work
your mmgic there."

"Arrakis!” Kynes could not restrain his astonishment -- and yes, pleasure-at
the prospect. "I believe the nonmadic Fremen inhabitants call it Dune."
"Whatever its nane," Elrood said a little sharply, "it is one of the nost

unpl easant yet inportant worlds in the Inperium You know, of course, Arrakis
is the sole source of the spice nelange."

Kynes nodded. "I've always wondered why no searchers have ever found spice on
any other world. And why doesn't anyone understand how the spice is created or
deposi t ed?"
"You are going to understand it for us,"
tinme, too."

the Enmperor said. "And it's about

Kynes suddenly realized he might have overstepped his bounds, and he bal ked a
little. Here he was in the grandest throne roomon a mllion worlds, having an
actual conversation with Enperor Elrood I X. The other menbers of the Court
stared at him sonme with displeasure, sone with horror, sone with wi cked gl ee as
if they anticipated a severe puni shment nonmentarily.

But soon Kynes found hinself thinking of the sweeping | andscape of scoured
sands, mmjestic dunes, and nonstrous sandworms -- visions he'd only seen in
filmbooks. Forgetting his mnor |apse in tact, he caught his breath and waited
for the details of his assignment.



"It is vitally inportant to the future of the Inperiumthat we understand the
secret of nelange. To date, no one has spent the time or effort to unravel its
nysteries. People think of Arrakis as an unending source of riches, and they
don't care about the mechanics or the details. Shall ow thinking." He paused.
"This is the challenge you will face, Pardot Kynes. W install you as our
official Inperial Planetologist to Arrakis."

As Elrood made this pronouncenent, he | ooked down at the weathered, m ddl e-aged
man and assessed himprivately. He saw imedi ately that Kynes was not a conpl ex
nan: Hi s enptions and alliances |lay w de-open on his face. Court advisors had
i ndi cated that Pardot Kynes was a nman utterly without political anbitions or
obligations. Hi s only true interest lay in his work and i n understanding the
natural order of the universe. He had a childlike fascination for alien places
and harsh environnents. He would do the job with boundl ess ent husiasm and
woul d provi de honest answers.

El rood had spent too much of his political |ife surrounded by sinpering
sycophants, brainless yes-men who said what they thought he wanted to hear. But
this rugged man filled with social awkwardness was not |ike that.

Now it was even nore inmportant that they understand the facts behind the spice,
in order to inprove the efficiency of operations, vital operations. After seven
years of inept governorship by Abulurd Harkonnen, and the recent accidents and
nm st akes made by the overanbitious Baron VI adi mr Harkonnen, the Enperor was
concerned about a bottleneck in spice production and distribution. The spice
must fl ow.

The Spacing Guild needed vast anmounts of melange to fill the encl osed chanbers
of their nmutated Navigators. He hinself, and all the upper classes in the
Enpire, needed daily (and increasing) doses of nelange to maintain their
vitality and to extend their lives. The Bene Gesserit Sisterhood needed it in
their training to create nore Reverend Mdthers. Mentats needed it for nenta

f ocus.

But though he disagreed with many of Baron Harkonnen's recent harsh managenent
activities, Elrood could not sinply take Arrakis for hinself. After decades of
political manipul ati ons, House Harkonnen had been placed in charge after the
ouster of House Ri chese.

For a thousand years now, the governorship of Arrakis had been an |nperial boon
granted to a chosen famly that would wing the riches out of the sands for a
termnot to exceed a century. Each tinme the fief changed hands, a firestorm of
pl eas and requests for favors bonbarded the Pal ace. Landsraad support cane wth
many strings attached, and some of those strings felt |ike nooses to Elrood.

Though he was Enperor, his position of power rested in a careful and uneasy

bal ance of alliances with nunerous forces, including the Geat and M nor Houses
of the Landsraad, the Spacing Guild, and the all-enconpassi ng conmercia

conbi nes such as CHOAM (Qther forces were even nore difficult to deal with,
forces that preferred to renain behind the scenes.

| need to disrupt the bal ance, Elrood thought. This business of Arrakis has
gone on too | ong.

The Enperor | eaned forward, seeing that Kynes was fairly bursting with joy and
enthusiasm He actually wanted to go to the desert world -- all the better
"Find out everything you can about Arrakis and send me regul ar reports,



Pl anet ol ogi st. House Harkonnen will be instructed to give you all the support
and cooperation you need." Though they certainly won't |ike an Inperia
onserver snoopi ng around.

Newly installed in the planetary governorship, Baron Harkonnen was w apped

around the Enperor's fingertip, for now "W wll provide the itens necessary
for your journey. Compile your lists and give themto nmy Chanberlain. Once you
reach Arrakis, the Harkonnens will be instructed to give you whatever el se you
require.”

"My needs are few," Kynes said. "All | require are nmy eyes and ny mnd."
"Yes, but see if you can nake the Baron offer a few nore anmenities than that."
Elrood sniled again, then dismssed the Planetol ogist. The Enperor noticed a
pronounced spring in Kynes's step as he was | ed out of the Inperial audience
chanber.

Thou shalt not nmake a machine in the |likeness of a hunman m nd.

- Chi ef commandnent resulting fromthe Butlerian Jihad, found in the Orange
Catholic Bible

Suffering is the great teacher of men," the chorus of old actors said as they
stood on the stage, their voices in perfect unison. Though the performers were
sinple villagers fromthe town bel ow Castl e Cal adan, they had rehearsed well for
t he annual performance of the official House Play. Their costunes were
colorful, if not entirely authentic. The props -- the facade of Aganmenmon's

pal ace, the flagstoned courtyard -- showed a realism based only on enthusiasm
and a few fil mhook snapshots of ancient G eece.

The I ong play by Aeschylus had al ready gone on for sone tine, and the gathered
audi ence in the theatre was warm and the air was close. dowglobes lit the
stage and rows of seating, but the torches and braziers around the perfornmers
added aromatic snoke to the buil ding.

Though the background noi ses were | oud enough, the A d Duke's snores threatened
to carry all the way forward to the perfornmers.

"Fat her, wake up!" Leto Atreides whispered, nudgi ng Duke Paulus in the ribs.
"The play isn't even hal f-over."

In the chair of his private box, Paulus stirred and strai ghtened, brushing

i magi nary crunbs from his broad chest. Shadows played across the creased,
narrow face and the vol um nous salt-and-pepper beard. He wore a black Atreides
uniformwith a red hawk crest on the left breast. "It's all just tal king and
st andi ng anyway, |ad." He blinked toward the stage, where the old men stil
hadn't noved nuch. "And we've seen it every year."



"That is not the point, Paulus, dear. People are watching." It was Leto's

not her, sitting on the other side of the Duke. The dark-skinned Lady Hel ena,
dressed in her fine gown, took seriously the ponderous words of the Geek
chorus. "Pay attention to the context. |It's your famly history, after all

Not mne." Leto | ooked fromone parent to the other, knowing that the famly
history of his nother's House Richese carried just as nuch grandeur and | oss as
that of Atreides. Richese had sunk froma highly profitable "gol den age" to its
current econom ¢ weakness.

House Atreides clained to trace its roots nore than twel ve thousand years, back
to the ancient sons of Atreus on Od Terra. Now the famly enbraced its |ong
hi story, despite the nunerous tragic and di shonorable incidents it contained.
The Dukes had nade an annual tradition of perfornming the classic tragedy of
Aganemon, the nmost fanmpbus son of Atreus and one of the generals who had
conquered Troy.

Wth black-black hair and a narrow face, Leto Atreides strongly resenbled his
not her, though he had his father's aquiline nose and hawki sh profile. The young
man wat ched, dressed in unconfortable finery, vaguely aware of the off-world
background of the story. The author of the ancient play had counted on his

audi ence understandi ng the esoteric references. General Aganemmon had been a
great mlitary commander in one of human history's | egendary wars, |ong before
the creation of thinking machines that had ensl aved manki nd, [ong before the
Butl erian Ji had had freed humanity.

For the first time in his fourteen years, Leto felt the weight of |egends on his
shoul ders; he sensed a connection with the faces and personalities of his star-
crossed famly's past. One day he woul d succeed his father, and woul d becone a
part of Atreides history as well. Events were chipping away at his chil dhood,
transformng himinto a man. He saw it clearly.

"The unenvied fortune is best,” the old men chinmed together to say their |ines.
"Preferable to sacking cities, better than followi ng the conmands of others."

Before sailing to Troy, Aganemmon had sacrificed his own daughter to guarantee
favorabl e winds fromthe gods. His distraught wife, Cytemestra, had spent the
ten years of her husband's absence plotting revenge. Now, after the fina

battle of the Trojan War, a chain of signal fires had been lit along the coast,
sendi ng back honme word of the victory.

"Al'l of the action occurs offstage," Paulus nuttered, though he had never been
much of a reader or literary critic. He lived Iife for the noment, squeezing
every drop of experience and acconplishment. He preferred spending tine with
his son, or his soldiers. "Everybody just stands in front of the sets, waiting
for Aganmenmon to arrive."

Paul us abhorred inaction, always telling his son that even the wong decision
was better than no decision at all. In the play, Leto thought the O d Duke
synpat hi zed nost with the great general, a nan after his own heart.

The chorus of old nmen droned on, Clytemmestra stepped out of the palace to
deliver a speech, and the chorus continued again. A herald, pretending to have
di senbarked froma ship, came onto the stage, kissed the ground, and recited a
I ong solil oquy.



" Aganmemon, gl ori ous ki ng! How you deserve our joyous wel come, for
anni hilating Troy and the Trojan honeland. Qur eneny's shrines lie in ruins,
nevernore conforting their gods, and their soils are barren.”

Warfare and mayhem -- it nmade Leto think of his father's younger days, when he
had charged out to fight battles for the Enperor, crushing a bl oody rebellion on
Ecaz, adventuring with his friend Dom nic, who was now the Earl of House Vernius
on Ix. In private times with Leto, the A d Duke often tal ked about those days
with great fondness.

In the shadows of their box, Paulus heaved a too-loud sigh, not concealing his
boredom Lady Hel ena shot him a daggered glare, then returned her attention to
the play, reconstructing her face to forma nore placid smile in case anyone
shoul d | ook at her. Leto gave his father a crooked and synpathetic grin, and
Paul us wi nked back at him The Duke and his wife played their parts and fit
their own confortable roles.

Finally, on the stage bel ow, the victorious Aganemmon arrived in a chari ot,
acconpani ed by his spoils-of-war m stress, the hal f-insane prophetess Cassandra.
Meanwhi | e, Clytemmestra nmade preparations for her hated husband's appearance,
fei gning devotion and | ove.

O d Paulus started to | oosen the collar of his uniform but Hel ena reached over
quickly to pull his hand away. Her smile didn't waver.

Seeing this ritual his parents often went through, Leto smled to hinself. His
not her constantly struggled to nmaintain what she called "a sense of decorum™
while the old man behaved with far less formality. Though his father had taught
hi m much about statecraft and | eadership, Lady Hel ena had taught her son
protocol and religious studies.

A daughter of Richese, Lady Hel ena Atrei des had been born into a House Mj or
that had | ost nost of its power and prestige through failed economc
conpetitions and political intrigues. After being ousted fromthe planetary
governorship of Arrakis, Helena's fam |y had sal vaged sone of its respectability
t hrough an arranged marital alliance with the Atreides; several of her sisters
had been married off to other Houses.

Despite their obvious differences, the O d Duke had once told Leto he had truly
| oved Helena in the first years of their union. Over tinme, that had eroded, and
he'd dabbled with nany m stresses, possibly producing illegitimte children

t hough Leto was his sole official heir. As decades passed, an enmity built up
bet ween husband and wife, causing a deep rift. Nowtheir marriage was strictly
political

"I married for politics in the first place, lad," he had said. "Never should
have tried to nake it otherwise. At our station, marriage is a tool. Don't
muck everything up by trying to throw love into the mx."

Leto sonetinmes wondered if Hel ena herself had ever loved his father, or if it
had only been his title and station that she loved. O late, she seenmed to have
assuned the role of Paulus's royal caretaker; she constantly strove to keep him
grooned and presentable. It bore as much on her own reputation as on his.

On the stage, Cytemestra greeted her husband, strew ng purple tapestries on
the ground so he could wal k on themrather than on the dirt. Am dst great ponp
and fanfare, Aganmemmon marched into his palace, while the oracle Cassandra,



speechless in terror, refused to enter. She foretold her own death and the
nmurder of the general; of course, no one |listened to her

Through carefully cultivated political channels, Leto's nother maintained
contacts with other powerful Houses, while Duke Paul us devel oped strong bonds
with the conmmon people of Caladan. The Atreides Dukes |ed their subjects by
serving them and by paying thensel ves only what was fair fromfanily business
enterprises. This was a famly of wealth, but not to excess -- not at the
expense of its citizens.

In the play, when the returning general went to his bath, his treacherous w fe
tangled himin purple robes and stabbed both himand his oracular mstress to
death. "M gods! A deadly bl ow has befallen me!" Aganemmon wai l ed from

of f stage, out of sight.

A d Paulus smrked and bent over to his son. "l've killed nany a man on the
battlefield, and | have yet to hear one say that as he died!"

Hel ena hushed him
"Gods protect nme, another blow | shall die!" cried the voice of Aganemon.

VWi | e the audi ence was engrossed in the tragedy, Leto tried to sort through his
t houghts of the situation, howit related to his own life. This was supposedly
his famly's heritage, after all

Clytemmestra adnmtted the nmurder, claimng vengeance agai nst her husband for his
bl oody sacrifice of their daughter, for his whoring in Troy, and for blatantly
bringing his nistress Cassandra into her own hone.

"dorious king," wailed the chorus, "our affection is boundl ess, our tears
unendi ng. The spider has ensnared you in its ghostly web of death."

Leto's stomach churned. House Atreides had conmitted horrible deeds in the

di stant past. But the fanm |y had changed, perhaps driven by the ghosts of
history. The Od Duke was an honorabl e man, well respected by the Landsraad and
bel oved by his people. Leto hoped he could do as well when it cane his turn to
rul e House Atreides.

The final lines of the play were spoken, and the conpany of actors narched
across the stage, bowing to the assenbled political and business |eaders, all of
whom were dressed in finery befitting their stations.

"Well, I"'mglad that's over," Paulus sighed as the main gl owgl obes went on in
the performance hall. The O d Duke rose to his feet and ki ssed his wife's hand
as they filed out of the royal box. "On your way now, ny dear. | have

sonething to say to Leto. Wit for us in the reception room"

Hel ena gl anced once at her son and went down the corridor of the ancient stone-
and-wood theatre. Her | ook said she knew exactly what Paul us intended to say,
but she bowed to his archaic tradition of having the nmen speak of "inportant
matters" while the women busi ed thensel ves el sewhere.

Mer chants, inportant businessmen, and other well-respected |ocals began filling
the corridor, sipping Caladanian wi ne and rmunchi ng hors d' oeuvres. "This way,
lad," the A d Duke said, taking a backstage passage. He and Leto strode past
two Atreides guards, who saluted. Then they took a lift tube up four levels to



a gilded dressing room Balut crystal glowgl obes floated in the air, flickering
a warmorange. Formerly the living quarters of a | egendary Cal adani an act or
thi s chamber was now used exclusively by the Atreides and their closest advisors
for tines requiring privacy.

Leto wondered why his father had taken him here.

After closing the door behind him Paulus slipped into a green-and-bl ack
suspensor chair and nmotioned for Leto to take one opposite him The young man
did so and adjusted the controls to Iift the floating chair higher in the air

so that his eye level was equal to that of his father. Leto only did this in
private, not even in the presence of his nother, who would consider such
behavi or unseemy and disrespectful. By contrast, the Od Duke found his son's
brashness and high spirits to be an amusing reflection of the way he hinsel f had
been as a young man

"You are of age now, Leto," Paul us began, renpbvi ng an ornate wooden pipe froma
conpartnent in the armof his chair. He did not waste time with chitchat. "And
you must | earn nmore than your own backyard. So |I'm sending you to Ix to study."
He exami ned the bl ack-haired youth who | ooked so simlar to his mother, but with
lighter, nmore olive-toned skin than hers. He had a narrow face with sharp
angl es and deep gray eyes.

I x! Leto's pul se accelerated. The nachine planet. A strange and alien place.
Everyone in the Inmperiumknew of that nysterious world's incredible technol ogy
and i nnovations, but few outsiders had ever been there. Leto felt disoriented,
as if on the deck of a boat in a storm Hs father loved to pull surprises |like
this, to see how well Leto could react to a changed situation

I xi ans maintained a strict veil of secrecy around their industrial operations.
They were runored to skirt the fringes of legality, manufacturing devices that
cane close to violating Jihad prohibitions against thinking nmachines. Wy then
is my father sending ne to such a place, and how has it been arranged? Wy
hasn't anyone asked ne?

A robo-table emerged fromthe floor beside Leto and produced a cold gl ass of
cidrit juice. The young nan's tastes were known, just as it was known that the
O d Duke woul d want nothing but the pipe. Leto took a sip of the tart drink
puckering his lips.

"You'll study there for a year," Paulus said, "according to the tradition of the
allied Great Houses. Living on Ix will be quite a contrast with our bucolic
planet. Learn fromit." He stared at the pipe in his hand. Carved from

El accan jacaranda wood, it was deep brown, with swirls that glinted in the |ight
cast by the gl owgl obes.

"You' ve been there, sir?" Leto snmiled as he renenbered. "To see your conrade
Dom ni ¢ Vernius, right?"

Paul us touched the conbustion pad on the side of his pipe, lighting the tobacco,
whi ch was actually a gol den seaweed rich in nicotine. He took a |long drag and
exhal ed snoke. "On nany occasions. The Ixians are an insular society and don't
trust outsiders. So you'll have to go through plenty of security precautions,
i nterrogations, and scans. They know that dropping their guard for the briefest
instant can be fatal. G eat and M nor Houses alike covet what Ix has and woul d

like to take it for thensel ves."



"Ri chese for one," Leto said.

"Don't say that to your nother. Richese is now only a shadow of what it was
because Ix trounced themin all-out economc warfare." He | eaned forward and
took a puff fromhis pipe. "The Ixians are nmasters of industrial sabotage and
patent appropriation. Nowadays Ri chesians are only good for maki ng cheap

copi es, w thout any innovations."

Let o consi dered these comments, which were newto him The O d Duke bl ew snoke,
puffing his cheeks and naking his beard bristle.

"I'n deference to your nother, lad, we've filtered the information you' ve

| earned. House Richese was a nost tragic |oss. Your grandfather, Count Il ban
Ri chese, had a large famly and spent nmore time with his offspring than watching
his business interests. Not surprisingly, his children grew up panpered, and
his fortunes fizzled away."

Leto nodded, attentive as always to his father's talk. But he already knew nore
t han Paul us i magi ned; he'd |istened privately to hol orecords and fil mbooks

i nadvertently left accessible to himby his proctors. It occurred to him now,
however, that perhaps all of that was by design, part of a plan to open his
nother's famly history to himlike a flower, one petal at a tine.

In conjunction with his famlial interest in Richese, Leto had always found Ix
to be equally intriguing. Once an industrial conpetitor of Ri chese, House
Vernius of Ix had survived as a technol ogi cal powerhouse. The royal fam |y of
Ix was one of the wealthiest in the Inperium-- and he was going to study there.

Hi s father's words broke through his thoughts. "Your training partner will be
Prince Rhonbur, heir to the noble title of Vernius. | hope you two get al ong.
You' re about the sane age."

The Prince of Ix. Leto's thoughts soured, hoping the young man wasn't spoil ed,
like so many other children of powerful Landsraad fanmlies. Wy couldn't it at
| east have been a princess, one with a face and figure like the Quild banker's
daughter he had net last nonth at the Tidal Solstice Ball?

"So . . . what is this Prince Rhonbur |ike?" Let o asked.

Paul us | aughed, a blustery offering that suggested a lifetime of revelry and
bawdy stories. "Wy, | don't think I know. It's been a long tine since
visited Domi nic at hone with his w fe Shando." He smiled with an inner joke.
"Ah, Shando -- she was an Inperial concubine once, but Doninic stole her right
out fromunder old Elrood' s nose." He gave a loud, inmpertinent chuckle. "Now
they have a son . . . and a daughter, too. Her nane is Kailea."

Smiling enigmatically, the O d Duke continued, "There is nuch for you to |l earn
nmy boy. A year hence, both of you will come to study on Cal adan, an exchange of
teaching services. You and Rhombur will be taken to pundi rice farms in the

| o and narshes on the southern continent, to live in shacks and work the
paddies. You'll travel beneath the sea in a Nells chanber, and you'll dive for
coral gens." He smiled and cl apped his son on the shoulder. "Sone things
can't be taught with fil mbooks or in classroomns."”

"Yes, sir." He snell ed the iodine-sweetness of the seaweed tobacco. He
frowned, hoping the snmoke covered his expression. This drastic and unexpected



change in his life wasn't to his |iking, but he respected his father; Leto had
| earned through many hard | essons that the O d Duke knew exactly what he was
tal ki ng about, and that Paulus had only the greatest desire to ensure that his
son would follow in his footsteps.

The Duke | ounged back in his suspensor chair, bobbing in the air. "Lad, | can
tell you're not entirely pleased, but this will be a vital experience for you
and for Domnic's son. Here on Caladan you'll both |learn our greatest secret --

how we foster the intense loyalty of our subjects, why we trust our people
inmplicitly in a way the Ixians do not trust theirs."

Paul us becanme nost serious now, wthout the slightest glint of hunor in his
eyes. "My son, this is nore essential than anything you will learn on an
i ndustrial world: Peopl e are nore inmportant than nachines."

It was an adage Leto had heard often; the phrase was part of him al nbst as

important to himas breathing. "That's why our soldiers fight so well."

Paul us | eaned forward into the curling snmoke fromhis last puff. "One day you
will be Duke, |ad, patriarch of House Atreides and a respected representative in
the Landsraad. Your voice there will be equal to that of any other ruler anpbng

the Great Houses. That's a great responsibility."
“I''l'l handle it."

"I"'msure you will, Leto . . . but let yourself relax a bit. The people can
tell when you're not happy -- and when their Duke is not happy, the popul ation
is not happy. Let pressure pass over and through you; that way you can't be
harmed by it." He extended a scolding finger. "Have nmore fun."

Fun. Leto thought again of the Guild banker's daughter, envisioning the
full ness of her breasts and hips, the noist pout of her nouth, the way she had
| ooked at him so enticingly.

Maybe he wasn't as serious as his father thought he was ....

He took another drink of cidrit juice; the tart cool ness dissipated in his
throat. "Sir, with your proven loyalty, with the known faithful ness of the
Atreides to its allies, why do the Ixians still put us through their

i nterrogation procedures? Do you think an Atreides, even with all that has been
instilled in him could ever beconme a traitor? Could we ever becone |ike

i ke the Harkonnens?"

The O d Duke scow ed. "Once, we were not so different fromthem but those are
not stories you're ready to hear yet. Renenber the play we just watched." He
held up a finger. "Things change in the Inperium Alliances form and di ssol ve
on whins."

"Not our alliances."

Paul us net the boy's gray-eyed stare, then | ooked away, into a corner where the
snoke fromhis pipe swirled in thick curtains.

Leto sighed. There was so much he wanted to know, and quickly. But it was
being fed to himin little norsels, like petit fours at one of his mother's
fancy parti es.



Qut side, they heard people noving about, clearing the theatre for the next
performance of Aganemon. The actors would be resting, changing costunes,
preparing for another audience.

Sitting in this private roomwth his father, Leto felt nore like a nman than
ever before. Maybe next tinme he would light a pipe of his owm. Maybe he would
drink sonething stronger than cidrit juice. Paulus |ooked at himwith a proud
glow in his eyes.

Leto smled back and tried to inagine what it would be Iike to be Duke Atreides
-- then felt a sudden rush of guilt as he realized his father would have to die
first in order for himto slip the ducal signet ring onto his finger. He didn't
want that, and was thankful that it would be a long time yet. Too far in the
future to think about.

Spaci ng Guil d: one leg of the political tripod maintaining the G eat
Convention. The Guild was the second nental -physical training school (see Bene
Gesserit) after the Butlerian Jihad. The Guild nonopoly on space travel and
transport and upon international banking is taken as the begi nning point of the
| mperi al Cal endar

- Term nol ogy of the I nperium

From his perch on the CGol den Lion Throne, Enmperor Elrood | X scow ed down at the
br oad- shoul dered and t oo-confident man who stood at the base of the royal dais,
with one of his boots, still dirty probably, on the | owest step. As polished-
bald as a marbl e banister knob, Earl Dominic Vernius still carried hinmself |ike
a popul ar and decorated war hero, though those days were | ong over. Elrood
doubt ed anyone still remenbered the man's reckless gl ory days.

The I nperial Chanberlain, Aken Hesban, noved swiftly to the visitor's side, and
in a brusque tone ordered Dominic to renove the of fending foot. Hesban's face
was sallow, his nouth framed with | ong and droopi ng nustaches. The |ast rays of
Kaitain's afternoon sunlight cast streaks high on a wall, shining golden rivers
t hrough the narrow prisnmatic w ndows.

Earl Vernius of Ix renmoved his foot as he was instructed, but continued to stare
cordially at Elrood. The Ixian crest, a purple-and-copper helix, adorned the
collar of Dominic's tunic. Though House Corrino was vastly nore powerful than
the ruling famly of Ix, Dom nic had the nmaddeni ng habit of treating the Enperor
as an equal, as if their past history -- good and bad -- allowed himto dispense
with fornmalities. Chanberlain Hesban did not at all approve.

Decades ago Dominic had | ed | egions of Inperial troops during the rough civi
wars, and he had not truly respected his Enperor since. Elrood had gotten
hinself into political trouble late in his inpulsive marriage to his fourth wife
Habl a, and several Landsraad | eaders had been forced to use their House military



mght to enforce stability again. House Vernius of Ix had been anbng these
allies, as had the Atreides.

Now Dominic sniled beneath an extravagant nustache, and | ooked on Elrood with a
jaded eye. The old vulture had not earned his throne through great deeds or
conpassion. Donminic's great-uncle Gaylord had once said, "If you are born to
power, you nust prove you deserve it through good works -- or give it up. To do
any less is to act wi thout conscience."

Standi ng inmpatiently on the checkerboard floor of polished stone squares --
purportedly sanples fromall the worlds in the Inperium-- Dominic waited for
Elrood to speak. A mllion worlds? There couldn't possibly be that nmany stones
here, though | don't want to be the one to count them

The Chanberlain stared down at himas if his diet consisted entirely of soured
mlk. But Earl Vernius could play the gane hinself and refused to fidget,
refused to inquire into the nature of his summopns. He just stood still, smling
at the old man. Dominic's expression and bright eyes inplied know edge of many
nore enbarrassi ng personal secrets about the old man than Shando had actually
confessed to him-- but the suspicion galled Elrood, |like an El accan bitterthorn
in his side.

Sonet hi ng noved on the right, and in the shadows of an arched doorway Domi nic
saw a bl ack-robed woman, one of those Bene Gesserit witches. He couldn't make

out her face, partially concealed as it was by an overhanging cowl. Notorious
hoarders of secrets, the Bene CGesserit were always close to the centers of

power, constantly watching . . . constantly nanipul ati ng.

"I won't ask you if it's true, Vernius," the Enperor finally said. "M sources
are unerring, and I know you have conmitted this terrible act. |Ixian

t echnol ogy! Pah! " He made as if to spit fromhis withered lips. Domnic did

not roll his eyes upward; Elrood al ways overestimated the effectiveness of his
nmel odramati c gestures.

Dom nic continued to smle, showing plenty of teeth. "I am unaware of
conmitting any 'terrible act,' Sire. Ask your Truthsayer, if you don't believe
ne. " He flicked a glance at the dark-robed Bene Gesserit woman

"Mere semantics -- don't play dumb, Dominic."
Still, he sinply waited, forcing the Enperor to state his charge explicitly.

El rood huffed, and the Chanberlain huffed with him "Dam it, your new
Hei ghliner design will allowthe Guild, with their damabl e nbnopoly on space
transport, to carry sixteen percent nore in each | oad!"

Dom nic bowed, still smling mldly. "Actually, mLord, we have been able to
boost the increase to eighteen percent. That's a substantial inprovement over

t he previous design, involving not only a new hull but a shield technol ogy that
wei ghs |l ess and takes up less room Therefore, boosted efficiency. This is the
very heart of Ixian innovation, which has nade House Verni us great over the
centuries."

"Your alteration reduces the nunmber of flights the Guild nust nake to haul the
sanme anount of cargo."



"Why, naturally, Sire." Domnic |ooked at the old nan as if he were incredibly
dense. "If you increase the capacity of each Heighliner, you decrease the
nunber of flights required to haul the same amount of material. Sinple

mat hemati cs. "

"Your redesign causes great hardship for the Inperial House, Earl Vernius," said
Aken Hesban, clutching his chain of office as if it were a handkerchief. His
| ong nustaches | ooked like the tusks of a walrus.

"Well, | suppose |I can understand the shortsighted reason for your concern
Sire," Domnic said, not deigning to | ook at the stuffed-shirt Chanberlain

I mperial tax was based on the nunber of flights rather than on the anount of
cargo, and the Heighliner redesign therefore resulted in a substantial reduction
in incone for House Corrino.

Dom nic spread his broad scarred hands, |ooking em nently reasonable. "But how
can you request that we blatantly hold back progress? 1|x has in no way
counternmanded the strictures of the Geat Revolt. W have the full support of
the Spacing Guild and the Landsraad."

"You did this knowing it would incur my wath?" El rood | eaned forward on the
massi ve throne, | ooking even nore the vulture.

"Come now, Sire!" Dominic |aughed, belittling the Enperor's concerns.
"Personal feelings can have no place in the march of progress.”

Elrood raised hinself off the chair, standing in his billow robes of state that
hung |i ke awni ngs over his skeletal body. "I can't renegotiate with the Guild
for a tax based on netric tonnage, Vernius. You know that!"

"And | can't change the sinple | aws of econonics and conmerce." He shook his
gl eam ng head, then shrugged. "It's just business, Elrood."

The Court functionaries stopped with a gasp, listening to the candor and

fam liarity Dominic Vernius used with the Enperor. "Watch yourself," the

Chanber | ai n war ned.

But Dominic ignored himand continued. "This design nodification affects many
peopl e, nost of them positively. W are only concerned about progress, and
about doing the best possible job for our client, the Spacing Guild. The cost
of one new Heighliner is nore than nost planetary systens make in a Standard
Year . "

Elrood stared himdown. "Perhaps it is tinme for ny adm nistrators and |icensors
to inspect your manufacturing facilities." H's voice carried a threatening
tone. "I have reports that |xian scientists may be devel oping secret, illega

t hi nking nachines in violation of the Jihad. Yes, | have also heard conplaints
of repression against your suboid working class. Haven't we, Aken?"

The Chanberl ain nodded dourly. "Yes, Hi ghness."

"There have been no such runors." Dominic chuckled, though a bit uncertainly.
"No evi dence what soever."

"Al as, they were anonynous reports and therefore no records have been kept."
The Enperor tapped his long-nailed fingertips together as a real snmle crossed



his face. "Yes, | believe the best thing would be an unannounced inspection of
Ix -- before you can send a warning and arrange for anything to be hidden."

"The i nner workings of Ix are off-limts to you, according to a |ong-established

| mperi um Landsraad pact." Domnic was riled now, but he tried to nmaintain his
conposure.
"I made no such agreement." Elrood | ooked down at his fingernails. "And |I've

been Enperor for a long, long tinme."
"Your ancestor did, and you're bound by it."

"I have the power to make and break agreenents. You don't seemto realize that
| am the Padi shah Enperor, and | can do as | please."

"The Landsraad will have sonething to say about that, Roody." Instantly Dom nic
regretted using the nicknane and wi shed he could take it back. But it was too
| at e.

Flushing with rage, the Enperor |eaped to his feet and pointed an accusi ng,
shaking finger at Domnic. "How dare you!" The Sardaukar guards snapped to
attention, shifting their weapons.

"I'f you insist on an Inperial inspection,” Dominic said with a contenptuous,

di sm ssive gesture, "I will resist it and file a formal conplaint in Landsraad
court. You have no case, and you know it." He bowed and backed away. "I'm
extremely busy, Sire. |If you will excuse nme, | nust take ny |eave."

Elrood glared at him stabbed by the pet name Domi nic had used. Roody. Both
nmen knew that particul ar personal nicknanme had been used only by a forner
concubi ne of Elrood's, the beautiful Shando . . . who was now Lady Verni us.

After the Ecazi Rebellion, Emperor Elrood had decorated brave young Dom nic and
granted himan expansion of his fief to include other worlds in the Al kaurops
system At Elrood's invitation, the young Earl Vernius had spent nuch tine at
court, a war hero to be seen as a decoration at Inperial banquets and state
functions. Hearty Dom nic had been very popular, a wel cone guest, a proud and
hunor ous comnpani on in the dining hall

But it was there that Dominic had nmet Shando, one of the Enperor's nany
concubines. At the tinme, Elrood had been married to no one; his fourth and | ast
wi fe Habla had died five years earlier, and he already had two nale heirs
(though his eldest, Fafnir, would be poisoned |later that year). The Enperor
continued to keep a retinue of beautiful wonen, though primarily to maintain
appear ances, since he rarely took Shando or any of his other concubines to bed.

Dangerously, Dom nic and Shando had fallen in |ove, but had kept their

rel ati onship secret for many nmonths. It was clear that Elrood had | ost interest
in her after five years, and when she asked to be freed fromservice and to

| eave the Inperial Court, Elrood -- though perplexed -- had conplied. He

t hought fondly of her, and saw no reason to deny her a sinple request.

The ot her concubi nes had t hought Shando foolish to give up such riches and
panpering, but she'd had enough of the lavish life and instead wanted a rea
marriage and children. Elrood, of course, would never take her as his wife.



As soon as she was freed from I nperial service, Domnic Vernius married her, and
they had conpleted their vows with ninimal ponp and cerenony, but airtight
legality.

Upon hearing that soneone else wanted her, Elrood's nale pride suddenly made him
change his mind -- but it was too late. He had resented Doni nic ever since,
feeling like a cuckold, paranoid about what bedroom secrets Shando m ght be
sharing with her husband.

Roody.

The Bene Gesserit witch who hovered near the throne faded deeper into the
shadows behind a speckled columm of Canidar granite. Donminic couldn't tell if
the cowl ed womman was pl eased or annoyed with the events.

Forcing hinself not to waver, not to hurry, Dom nic strode confidently past a
pai r of Sardaukar guards and entered the outer hallway. At a signal from

El rood, they could execute himinstantly.

Dom nic increased his pace.

The Corrinos were known for rash behavior. On nore than one occasion they'd had

to make up for their hasty and ill-advised reactions, using their vast famly
weal th for payoffs. Killing the head of House Vernius during an |Inperia

audi ence m ght just be one of those rash acts -- if it weren't for the

i nvol venent of the Spacing Guild. The Guild had favored Ix with increased
attention and benefits -- and had adopted the new Hei ghliner design -- and not

even the Enperor and his brutal Sardaukar could oppose the CGuild.

This was an ironic circunstance, considering the mlitary m ght of House
Corrino, for the Guild had no fighting forces, no armanents of its own. But
without the Guild and their Navigators to see a safe path across fol ded space,
there woul d be no space travel, no interplanetary banking -- and no enpire for
Elrood to rule. On a noment's notice, the Guild could withhold its favors,
stranding armes and putting an end to military canpaigns. O what use would
t he Sardaukar be if they were planet-bound on Kaitain?

Finally reaching the main exit gate of the Inperial Palace, passing under the
Sal usan lava arch, Dominic waited while three guards ran himthrough a security
scan.

Unfortunately, Guild protection only went so far

Dom nic had very little respect for the old Enperor. He had tried to hide his
contenpt for the pathetic ruler of a mllion worlds, but he'd nade a dire

nm stake by allowing hinself to think of himas a nere man, a former |over of his
wi fe's. Elrood, snubbed, could annihilate an entire planet in a fit of pique.
The Enperor was the vindictive sort. Al Corrinos were.

| HAVE MY contacts, Elrood thought as he watched his adversary depart. | can
bri be some of the workers who are buil ding conponents for those inproved

Hei ghliners -- though that may be difficult, since suboids are said to be

m ndless. Failing that, Dominic, | can find other people you' ve pushed aside

and taken for granted. Your mistake will be in overl ooking them



In his mnd s eye Elrood envisioned the | ovely Shando, and recalled their nost
intimte nmonents together, decades ago. Purple nmerh-silk sheets, the sprawing
bed, incense burners, and nmirrored gl owgl obes. As Enperor, he could have any
worman he wanted -- and he had chosen Shando.

For two years she had been his favorite concubi ne, even when his w fe Habla had
been alive. Snall-boned and petite, she had a fragile porcel ai n-dol

appear ance, which she had cultivated during her years on Kaitain; but Elrood

al so knew she had a comobnsense strength and resiliency deep inside her. They
had enj oyed doing nultilingual word puzzles together. Shando had whi spered
"Roody" in his ear when he had invited her to the Inperial bedchanber; and she
had cried it loudly during climactic nonents of passion

In nmenory he heard her voice. Roody . . . Roody . . . Roody

Bei ng a commmoner, however, Shando sinply wasn't suitable for himto marry. It
had not even been an option. The heads of royal Houses rarely wed their

concubi nes, and an Enperor never did. Dashing young Dominic, with his wiles and
flattery, had gotten Shando to talk herself free, to trick Elrood, and then had
spirited her away to Ix, where he had married her in secret. The astoni shnent
in the Landsraad cane |ater, and despite the scandal the two had renai ned

marri ed these many years.

And the Landsraad, despite Elrood's petition to them had refused to do anything
about it. After all, Dominic had married the girl and the Enperor never had any
intention of doing so. Everything according to law. Despite his petty

j eal ousi es, Elrood couldn't claim Shando had been adul terous, not by any |ega

st andar d.

But Dom nic Vernius knew her intimate nickname for him \What el se had Shando
told her husband? It ate at himlike a Poritrin fester

On the screen of a wist-strap security nonitor, he watched Donminic at the main
gate, as pale security beanms washed over him-- froma scanner that was anot her
sophi sti cated |xian nachi ne.

He coul d send a signal, and the probes would obliterate the other man's mnd
| eave him a vegetable. An unexpected power surge . . . a npst terrible accident
How ironic if Elrood were to use an Ixian scanner to kill the Earl of Ix.

Ch, how he wanted to do it! But not now The tine wasn't right, and there
coul d be enbarrassi ng questions, naybe even an investigation. Such vengeance
required subtlety and planning. In that way, the surprise and ultinmate victory
woul d be so much nore satisfying.

El rood switched off the nobnitor, and the screen darkened.

St andi ng besi de the bl ocky throne, Chanberlain Aken Hesban didn't ask why his
Enperor was sniling.



The hi ghest function of ecology is the understandi ng of consequences.

- PARDOT KYNES, Ecol ogy of Bela Tegeuse, Initial Report to the Inperium

Over a razor-edged horizon the shimering atnosphere was filled with paste
colors of sunrise. In a brief instant the clean stillness of Arrakis all owed
warmlight to flood over the winkled |landscape . . . a sudden del uge of
brightness and rising heat. The white sun |urched above the horizon, without
much precursor glowin the arid air.

Now t hat he had finally arrived on the desert world, Pardot Kynes drew a deep
breath, then renenmbered to put the face mask over his nose and nouth to prevent
extreme noisture loss. His sparse, sandy hair blewin a |ight breeze. He had
only been on Arrakis four days, and already he sensed that this barren place
held nore nysteries than a lifetime could ever unravel.

He woul d have preferred to have been left to his own devices. He wanted to
wander al one across the Great Bled with his instrunents and | ogbooks, studying
the character of lava rock and the stratified |ayers of dunes.

However, when G ossu Rabban, nephew of the Baron and heir apparent to House
Har konnen, announced his intention to go into the deep desert to hunt one of the
| egendary sandwor s, such an opportunity was too great for Kynes to ignore.

As a nere Planetologist in the entourage, a scientist instead of a warrior, he
felt like the odd man out. Harkonnen desert troops brought al ong weaponry and
expl osives fromthe arnored central keep. They took a troop transport led by a
man nanmed Thekar, who clained to have once lived in a desert village, though he
was now a water nerchant in Carthag. He had nore of a Frenen | ook to himthan
he adnmitted, though none of the Harkonnens seened to notice.

Rabban had no specific plan for tracking one of the huge sinuous beasts. He
didn't want to go to a spice-harvesting site, where his crew m ght disrupt the
work. He wanted to hunt down and kill such a beast by hinmself. He just brought
along all the weaponry he could inagine and relied upon his instinctive talent
for destruction . .

Days earlier, Kynes had arrived on Arrakis by diplomatic shuttle, landing in the
dirty though relatively new city. Eager to get started, he had presented his

| mperial assignment papers to the Baron hinself. The |ean, red-haired nman had
scrutini zed Kynes's orders carefully, then verified the Inperial seal. He
pursed his thick |lips before he grudgingly prom sed his cooperation. "So |ong
as you know enough to stay out of the way of real work."

Kynes had bowed. "I like nothing better than to be al one and out of the way,
m Lord Baron."

He'd spent his first two days in the city purchasing desert gear, talking to
people fromthe outlying villages, |earning what he could about the | egends of
t he desert, the warnings, the custons, the nysteries to explore. Understanding
t he i nmportance of such things, Kynes spent a substantial sumto obtain the best
stillsuit he could find for desert survival, as well as a paraconpass, water
distilleries, and reliable note-keeping devices.



It was said that nmany tribes of the enigmatic Fremen lived in the trackl ess
wastes. Kynes wanted to talk with them to understand how they squeezed
survival from such a harsh environment. But the out-of-place Fremen seened
reticent within the boundaries of Carthag, and they hurried away whenever he
tried to talk with them....

Kynes didn't nuch care for the city himself. House Harkonnen had erected the
new headquarters en masse when, four decades earlier, Guild nmanipul ati ons had
given them Arrakis as a quasi-fief to govern. Carthag had been built with the
rapi dity of inexhaustible human | abor, w thout finesse or attention to detail

bl ocky buil di ngs constructed of substandard nmaterials for ostentatious purposes
or functionality. No el egance what soever.

Carthag did not appear to belong here; its architecture and placement were
of fensive to his sensibilities. Kynes had an innate ability to see how the
fabric of an ecosystem neshed, how the pieces fit together in a natural world.
But this population center was wong, |like a pustule on the skin of the planet.

Anot her outpost to the southwest, Arrakeen, was a nore printive city that had
growmn slowy, naturally, nestled against a nountainous barrier called the Shield
Wal | . Perhaps Kynes should have gone there first. But political requirenents
had forced himto establish his base with the rulers of the planet.

At |east that had given himthe opportunity to search for one of the giant
sandwor Is.

The large 'thopter transport carrying Rabban's hunting party lifted off, and
soon Kynes received his initial glinpse of the true desert. Kynes peered out
the wi ndowpl az at the rippled wastel ands bel ow. From experiences in other
desert regions, he was able to identify dune patterns . . . shapes and sinuous
curves that reveal ed nuch about seasonal wi nd patterns, prevailing air currents,
and the severity of stornms. So much could be | earned from studying these
ripples and lines, the fingerprints of weather. He pressed his face to the plaz
observation ports; none of the other passengers appeared to be interested at

all.

The Har konnen troops fidgeted, hot in their heavy blue uniforns and arnor.
Their weapons clattered agai nst each other and scraped the floor plates. The
men seened uneasy wi thout their personal body, shields, but the presence of a
shield and its Holtzman field would drive any nearby worns into a killing
frenzy. Today, Rabban hinself wanted to do the killing.

d ossu Rabban, the twenty-one-year-old son of the planet's fornmer |ackluster
governor, sat up front near the pilot, |ooking for targets out on the sand.

Wth severely cropped brown hair, he was broad-shoul dered, deep-voiced, and
short-tenpered. Icy pale blue eyes | ooked out froma sunburned face. He seened
to do everything possible to be the opposite of his father

"WIl we see wormtracks fromthe sky?" he asked.

Behi nd him Thekar the desert guide | eaned very close, as if wishing to remain
wi t hi n Rabban's personal space. "The sands shift and mask the passage of a
worm Often they travel deep. You will not see a worm nmoving until it
approaches the surface and is ready to attack."



The tall, angular Kynes listened intently, taking nental notes. He wanted to
record all of these details in his |ogbook, but that would have to wait unti
| ater.

"Then how are we going to find one? | heard the open desert is crawling with
wor ns. "

"Not that sinple, mLord Rabban," Thekar responded. "The great worns have their
own domai ns, sone extending to hundreds of square kiloneters. Wthin these
boundari es they hunt and kill any intruders."

Growi ng i npatient, Rabban turned around in his seat. Hi s skin grew darker
"How do we know where to find a worm s donai n?"

Thekar smiled, and his dark, close-set eyes took on a distant |ook. "AIl of the
desert is owned by Shai-Hul ud."

"By what? Stop evading nmy questions." Wthin another nmonment, Kynes was sure
Rabban woul d cuff the desert man across the jaw

"You have been on Arrakis for so long, and you did not know this, m Lord Rabban?
The Frenmen consider the great sandworns to be gods," Thekar answered quietly.
"They name him collectively, Shai-Hulud."

"Then today we shall kill a god," Rabban announced in a |oud voice, causing the
other hunters in the back of the conpartnent to cheer. He turned sharply toward
the desert guide. "I depart for Gedi Prime in two days, and must have a trophy
to take back with ne. This hunt will be successful."

G edi Prine, Kynes thought. Ancestral honeworld of House Harkonnen. At |east |
won't have to worry about himonce he's gone.

"You wi Il have your trophy, mLord," Thekar promn sed.
"No doubt about that," Rabban said, but in a nore om nous tone.

Seated alone in the rear of the troop transport, huddled in his desert gear
Kynes felt unconfortable in such conmpany. He had no interest in the glorious
anbitions of the Baron's nephew . . . but if this excursion gave hima good | ook
at one of the nonsters, it could be worth nonths of intensive effort on his own.

Rabban stared out through the front of the transport; his hard, squinting eyes
were surrounded by thick folds of skin. He scrutinized the desert as if it were
a delicacy he intended to eat, seeing none of the beauty Kynes noted in the

| andscape.

"I have a plan, and this is howwe'll followit." Rabban turned to the troops
and opened the consystemto the spotter ornithopters flying in formation around
the transport. They cruised out over the expanse of open sand. The dune

ri ppl es below | ooked Iike winkles on an old man's skin

"That outcropping of rock down there" -- he gestured, and read off the

coordi nates -- "will be our base. About three hundred nmeters fromthe rock
we'll touch down in the open sand, where we'll drop Thekar with a gadget he
calls a thumper. Then we'll lift off to the safety of the rock outcroppings,
where the wormcan't go."



The | ean desert man | ooked up in alarm "Leave ne out there? But mLord, |I'm
not --"

"You gave ne the idea.” He turned back to address the uniformed troops.
"Thekar here says that this Frenmen device, a thunper, will bring a worm W'|
pl ant one al ong with enough explosives to take care of the beast when it cones.
Thekar, we will |eave you behind to rig the explosives and trigger the thunper.
You can run across the sands and nake it to safety with us before a worm can
cone, right?" Rabban gave hima delicious little grin.

"I -- 1 . . ." Thekar stammered. "It appears | have no choice."
"Even if you can't make it, the wormw |l probably go for the thunper first.
The expl osives will get the beast before you become its next target."

"l take confort in that, mLord," Thekar said.

Intrigued by the Fremen device, Kynes considered obtaining one for hinmself. He
wi shed he could watch this desert native up close to witness how he ran across
t he sands, how he eluded pursuit fromthe vibration-sensitive "Od Man of the
Desert." But the Planetol ogi st knew enough to remain quiet and avoi d Rabban's
noti ce, hoping that the hot-bl ooded young Har konnen woul dn't volunteer himto
assi st Thekar.

I nside the personnel compartnment at the back of the craft, the Bator -- a
conmander of a small troop -- and his underlings | ooked through the weapons
stockpil e, removing | asguns for thenselves. They rigged explosives to the
st akel i ke mechani smthat Thekar had brought along. A thunper.

Wth curious eyes, Kynes could see that it was just a spring-wound cl ockwork
device that would thunk out a loud, rhythnmic vibration. Wen plunged into the
sand, the thunmper would send reverberations deep bel ow the desert to where
"Shai - Hul ud" coul d hear them

"As soon as we land, you'd better rig up these explosives fast," Rabban said to
Thekar. "The engines of these ornithopters will do a good job of attracting the
worm even w thout the help of your Frenen toy."

"l know that all too well, nmlLord," Thekar said. H's olive skin now had a
grayish, oily tinge of terror

The ornithopter struts kissed the sands, throwi ng up | oose dust. The hatch
opened, and Thekar -- determ ned, now -- grabbed his thunper and sprang out,
landing with spread feet on the soft desert. He flashed a |onging gl ance back
up at the flying craft, then turned toward the dubi ous safety of the line of
solid rock sonme three hundred neters away.

The Bator handed t he expl osives down to the hapl ess desert man, whil e Rabban
gestured for themto hurry. "I hope you don't becone worm food, ny friend," he
said with a |laugh. Even before the doors could close on the ornithopter, the
pilot lifted off the sands again, |eaving Thekar al one.

Kynes and the other Harkonnen sol diers rushed to the starboard side of the
transport, crowding the wi ndowplaz to watch their guide's desperate actions out
on the open sands. The desert man had reverted to a different, feral hunan
bei ng as they wat ched.



"Excuse nme. Just how nuch explosive does it take to kill a wornmP?" Kynes asked
curiously.

"Thekar shoul d have plenty, Planetol ogist," the Bator answered. "W gave him
enough to wi pe out an entire city square.”

Kynes turned his attention back to the dranma below. As the craft rose higher,
Thekar worked in a flurry, grabbing the explosive conmponents, piling themin a
mound and |inking themtogether with shigawire cables. Kynes could see tiny
ready |lights winking on. Then the whip-thin man stabbed his thunmper into the
sand next to the deadly cache, as if he were pounding a stake into the heart of
the desert.

The troop 'thopter swerved and arrowed straight toward the bulwark of rock where
the great hunter Rabban would wait in confort and safety. Thekar triggered the
t hunper's spring-wound nechani sm and began to run

I nside the ornithopter, sone of the soldiers placed bets on the outcone.

Wthin moments the craft alighted on the ridge of blackened, pitted rock that

| ooked like a reef in the soft desert. The pilot shut down his engines, and the
"thopter doors opened. Rabban shoved his troops aside to be the first to stand
upon the shimering rock. The others in the party piled out afterward; Kynes
waited his turn and energed fromthe rear

The guards took up watch positions, directing the oil |enses of their binoculars
at the small running figure. Rabban stood tall, holding a high-powered | asgun

t hough Kynes coul dn't imagi ne what he intended to do with the weapon at this
point. Through a spotting-scope, the Baron's nephew stared out into the heat-
addl ed air, seeing the ripples and mrages. He centered on the clacking thunper
and the dark | andmark of piled expl osives.

One of the high spotter 'thopters reported possible wornmsi gn about two
kiloneters to the south.

Qut on the desert, Thekar ran frantically, kicking up sand. He advanced toward
t he archi pel ago of safety, the rocky islands in the sea of sand -- but he was
still many m nutes away.

Kynes wat ched the odd manner in which Thekar placed his footsteps. He seened to
jitter and hop erratically, running like a spastic insect. Kynes wondered if
this was sone sort of arrhythmic pattern to fool an onconmi ng sandworm Was this
techni que sonet hing that desert travelers learned? |f so, who could teach it to
Kynes? He had to know everything about this place and its people, the worns and
the spice and the dunes. Not only was it his Inmperial directive: Par dot Kynes
wanted to know for hinself. Once he becane involved in a project, he hated
unanswer ed questi ons.

The group waited, and tine passed slowy. The soldiers talked. The desert man
continued his peculiar running, nmoving inperceptibly closer. Kynes could fee
the stillsuit mcro-sandwi ch |ayers sucking up his droplets of sweat.

He knelt and studied the unber rock at his feet. Basaltic lava, it contained
eroded pockets that had been formed from | eftover gaseous bubbles in the nolten
rock, or softer stone eaten away by the | egendary Coriolis storns of Arrakis.



Kynes picked up a handful of sand and let it run through his fingers. Not
unexpectedly, he saw that the grains of sand were quartz particles, shimering
inthe sun with a few flecks of darker material that might have been magnetite.

At other places he had seen rusty colorations in the sand, striations of tan
orange, and coral, hinting at various oxides. Sone of the coloring could also
have been from weat hered deposits of the spice nelange, but Kynes had never seen
unprocessed spice in the wild before. Not yet.

Finally, the spotter 'thopters overhead confirned an approaching worm A |arge
one, noving fast.

The guards rose to their feet. Looking out onto the blurry | andscape, Kynes saw
aripple on the sand, like an imrense finger being drawn beneath the surface,
di sturbing the upper layers. The size of it astounded him

"Wrms comng in fromthe side!" the Bator called.
"It's going straight for Thekar!" Rabban shouted, with cruel glee. "He's
bet ween the worm and the thunper. Awe, bad luck." Hi's wide face now showed a

di fferent kind of anticipation.

Even fromthis distance, Kynes could see Thekar put on a burst of speed,
forgetting his staggering wal k as he saw the nmound of the approachi ng worm
tunneling toward himfaster and faster. Kynes could well imagine the | ook of
horror and hopel ess despair on the desert man's face.

Then with a grimresol ve and a sudden desperation, Thekar came to a full stop
and lay flat on the sand, nmotionless, staring up at the sky, perhaps praying
fervently to Shai-Hul ud.

Wth the tiny footstep vibrations stopped, the distant thunper seened as |oud as
an | nperial band. Thunp, thunp, thunp. The worm paused -- then altered its
path to head straight toward the cache of expl osives.

Rabban gave a twitch of a shrug, nonchal ant acceptance of an irrelevant defeat.

Kynes coul d hear the underground hiss of shifting sands, the approach of the

behemoth. It came closer and closer, attracted like an iron filing to a deadly
magnet. As it neared the thunper, the worm di ved deeper underground, circled,
and came up to engulf that which had attracted it, angered it -- or whatever

instinctive reaction these blind | eviathans experienced.

VWen the wormrose fromthe sands, it revealed a mouth | arge enough to swallow a
spacecraft, ascending hi gher and higher, its nmaw opening wider as its flexible
jaws spread like the petals of a flower. 1In an instant it engulfed the

i nsignificant black speck of the thunper and all the explosives. |Its crysta
teeth shone like tiny sharp thorns spiraling down its bottom ess gullet.

Fromthree hundred neters away, Kynes saw ridges of ancient skin, overlapping
folds of arnor that protected the creature in its passage beneath the ground.
The worm gul ped the booby-trapped bait and began to wallow into the sands again.

Rabban stood up with a dermonic grin on his face and worked snmall transmitting
controls. A hot breeze dusted his face, peppering his teeth with grains of
sand. He pushed a button



A distant thunderclap sent a trenor through the desert. The sands shifted in
tiny aval anches fromthe fingernail dunes. The sequenced bomb ripped through
the internal channels of the worm blasting open its gut and splitting its
arnored segments.

As the dust cleared, Kynes saw the withing, dying nonstrosity that lay in a
pool of disrupted sand, |ike a beached fur-whale.

"That thing's nmore than two hundred neters long!" Rabban cried, taking in the
extent of his kill.

The guards cheered. Rabban turned and pounded Kynes on the back with nearly
enough strength to dislocate his shoul der

"Now there's a trophy, Planetologist. |I'mgoing to take this back to G ed
Prime with ne."

Al most unnoticed, Thekar finally arrived, sweating and panting, hauling hinself
up to safety on the rocks. He |ooked behind himw th m xed enotions at the
faraway dead creature sprawl ed on the sands.

Rabban | ed the charge as the wormceased its final withing. The eager guards
sprinted across the sands, shouting, cheering. Kynes, anxious now to see the
amazi ng speci men up cl ose, hurried al ong, stunbling as Harkonnen troops plowed a
battered path ahead of him

Many minutes later, panting and hot, Kynes stood awestruck in front of the
towering mass of the ancient worm |Its skin was scal ed, covered with gravel,
thick with abrasion-proof calluses. Yet between the segnents that sagged open
fromthe expl osi ons, he saw pi nk, tender skin. The gaping nmouth of the worm
itself was |like a mne shaft Iined with crystal daggers.

"It's the nost fearsome creature on this niserable planet!" Rabban crowed.
"And |'ve killed it!"

The sol di ers peered, none of themwanting to approach closer than severa

neters. Kynes wondered how the Baron's nephew i ntended to haul this trophy back
with him Wth the Harkonnen penchant for extravagance, however, he assuned
Rabban woul d find a way.

The Pl anetol ogist turned to see that the exhausted Thekar had pl odded up besi de
them H's eyes held a silvery sheen, as if sonme inner fire blazed bright.

Per haps by coning so close to death and seeing the Frenen desert god laid | ow by
Har konnen expl osives, his perspective on the world had changed.

"Shai - Hul ud, " he whi spered. Then he turned to Kynes, as if sensing a kindred
spirit. "This is an ancient one. One of the oldest of the worns."

Kynes stepped forward to | ook at the encrusted skin, at its segments, and
wonder ed how he mi ght go about dissecting and anal yzi ng the specinmen. Certainly
Rabban couldn't object to that? |If necessary, Kynes would invoke his assignhnment
fromthe Enperor to nmake the man understand. But as he approached cl oser
intending to touch it, he saw that the skin of the old worm was shi meri ng,

nmovi ng, shifting. The beast itself wasn't still alive -- its nerve functions
had ceased even to twitch . . . and yet its outer layers trenbled and shifted

as if nelting.



Wil e Kynes stared in amazenment, a rain of translucent cellular flaps dripped
off the hulk of the old worm |ike scales shed to the churned sand, where they
vani shed.

"What's going on?" Rabban cried, his face purpling. Before his eyes the worm
seened to be evaporating. The skin sloughed off into tiny flopping anoebalike
patches that jiggled and then burrowed into the sand |ike nolten solder. The
anci ent behenoth slunped into the desert.

In the end, only skeletal, cartilaginous ribs and nilky teeth were left. Then
even these renmi ns sank slowly, dissolving into nounds of |oose gelatin covered
by sand.

The Har konnen troops stepped back to a safer distance.

To Kynes, it seened as if he had seen a thousand years of decay in

only a few seconds. Accelerated entropy. The hungry desert seened eager to
swal | ow every shred of evidence, to conceal the fact that a human had defeated a
sandwor m

As Kynes thought about it, nore in confusion and growi ng anazenent than in
dismay at losing all chance of dissecting the speci nen, he wondered just how
strange the life cycle of these magnificent beasts nust be.

He had so nmuch to | earn about Arrakis .

Rabban stood, seething and furious. The nuscles in his neck stretched taut |ike
iron cables. "M trophy!" He whirled, clenched his fists, and struck Thekar
full across the face, knocking himflat onto the sands. For a nmonment, Kynes

t hought the Baron's nephew m ght actually kill the desert man, but Rabban turned
his rage and fury on the still-dissolving, shuddering heap of the sandworm
sinking into the expl oded sands.

He screaned curses at it. Then as Kynes watched, a determ ned | ook cane into
Rabban's col d, nenacing eyes. His sunburned face flushed a deeper red. "Wen
return to Gedi Prine, I'll hunt something a lot nore satisfying." Then, as if
di stracted fromall thoughts of the sandworm Rabban turned and stal ked away.

One observes the survivors, and |l earns fromthem

-Bene CGesserit Teaching

Of all the fabled million worlds in the Inperium young Duncan |daho had never
been anywhere but G edi Prime, an oil-soaked, industry-covered planet filled
with artificial constructions, square angles, netal, and snbke. The Harkonnens
liked to keep their home that way. Duncan had known nothing else in his eight
years.



Even the dark and dirt-stained alleys of his |ost hone woul d have been a wel cone
sight now, though. After nmonths of inprisonment with the rest of his famly,
Duncan wondered if he would ever again go outside the huge enslavenment city of
Barony. O if he would live to see his ninth birthday, which shouldn't be too
far off now He wi ped a hand through his curly black hair, felt the sweat

t here.

And he kept running. The hunters were com ng cl oser

Duncan was beneath the prison city now, with his pursuers behind him He
hunched down and rushed through the cranped nmai ntenance tunnels, feeling |ike

t he spiny-backed rodent his nmother had let himkeep as a pet when he was five.
Ducking | ower, he scuttled along in tiny crawl spaces, snelly air shafts, and
power-conduit tubes. The big adults with their padded arnor could never foll ow
him here. He scraped his el bow on the netal walls, worm ng his way into places
no hunman shoul d have been able to navigate.

The boy vowed not to let the Harkonnens catch him-- at |east not today. He
hated their ganes, refused to be anyone's pet or prey. Negotiating his way

t hrough the darkness by snmell and instinct, he felt a stale breeze on his face
and noted the direction of the air circulation

Hi s ears recorded echoes as he noved: t he sounds of other prisoner children
runni ng, also desperate. They were supposedly his teamuates, but Duncan had

| earned through previous failures not to rely on people whose feral skills m ght
not match his own.

He swore he would get away fromthe hunters this time but knew he woul d never be
entirely free of them In this controlled environment the stal king teanms woul d
catch himagain and run himthrough the paces, over and over. They called it
“training." Training for what, he didn't know.

Duncan's right side still ached fromthe |ast episode. As if he were a prized
animal, his tornmentors had put his injured body through a skin-knit machi ne and
ace-cellular repair. Hi s ribs still didn't quite feel right, but they had been

getting better each day. Until now.

Wth the | ocator beacon inplanted in the nmeat of his shoul der, Duncan could
never really escape fromthis slavehol ding metropolis. Barony was a nmegalithic
construction of plasteel and arnor-plat, 950 stories tall and 45 kiloneters
long, with no ground-I|evel openings whatsoever. He always found plenty of

pl aces to hide during the Harkonnen games, but never any freedom

The Harkonnens had nmany prisoners, and they had sadistic nethods of making them
cooperate. |If Duncan won in this training hunt, if he eluded the searchers |ong
enough, the keepers had promi sed that he and his famly could return to their
former lives. Al the children had been promised the sane thing. Trainees
needed a goal, a prize to fight for

He ran by instinct through the secret passageways, trying to muffle his
footfalls. Not far behind, he heard the blast and sizzle of a stun gun firing,
a child's high-pitched squeal of pain, and then teeth-chattering spasns as

anot her one of the young boys was brought to ground.



If the searchers captured you, they hurt you -- sonetinmes seriously and
soneti nes worse, dependi ng upon the current supply of "trainees." This was no
child' s ganme of hide-and-seek. At |east not for the victims.

Even at his age, Duncan already knew that |ife and death had a price. The

Har konnens didn't care how nmany small|l candi dates suffered during the course of
their training. This was how t he Harkonnens played. Duncan understood crue
amusenments. He had seen others do such things before, especially the children
wi th whom he shared confinenment, as they pulled the wings off insects or set
tiny rodent babies on fire. The Harkonnens and their troops were |ike adult
children, only with greater resources, greater inmaginations, greater nalice.

Wt hout nmaking a sound, he found a narrow, rusted access |adder and scranbl ed up
into the darkness, wasting no time on thought. Duncan had to do the unexpected,
hi de where they'd have trouble reaching him The rungs, pitted and scarred with
age, hurt his hands.

This section of ancient Barony still functioned; power conduits and suspensor
tubes shot through the main structure Iike wornmholes -- straight, curved,
hooki ng of f at oblique angles. The place was one enornous obstacle course,
where the Harkonnen troops could fire upon their prey w thout risking damage to
nore inmportant structures.

Above himin a main corridor, he heard booted feet running, filtered voices
t hrough hel net conmuni cators, then a shout. A nearby pinging sound signal ed
that the guards had honed in on his |ocator inplant.

Hot white lasgun fire blasted the ceiling over his head, nelting through netal

pl ates. Duncan let go of the | adder and allowed hinmself to drop, freefall. One
arnmed guard peel ed up the hot-edged floor plate and pointed down at him The
others fired their |asguns again, severing the struts so that the |adder fell in

tandemwith the snall boy.

He | anded on the floor of a |lower shaft, and the heavy | adder clattered on top

of him But Duncan didn't cry out in pain. That would only bring the pursuers
closer . . . though he had no real hope of eluding themfor |ong because of the
pul sing beacon in his shoulder. How could anyone but Harkonnens win this gane?

He pushed hinmself to his feet and ran with a new, frantic desire for freedom
To his dismay, the small tunnel ahead opened into a w der passage. Wder was
bad. The bigger men could follow himthere.

He heard shouts behind, nmore running feet, gunfire, and then a gurgling scream
The pursuers were supposed to be using stun guns, but Duncan knew that this late
in the day's hunt, nobst everyone el se woul d have been captured -- and the stakes
were higher. The hunters didn't like to | ose.

Duncan had to survive. He had to be the best. |If he died, he couldn't go back
to see his nother again. But if he lived and defeated these bastards, then
perhaps his famly would get their freedom. . . or as much freedom as Har konnen

civil service workers could ever have on Gedi Prine.

Duncan had seen ot her trai nees who had defeated the pursuers before, and those
children had di sappeared afterward. |f he could believe the announcenents, the
wi nners and their captive famlies had been set free fromthe hell hol e of
Barony. Duncan had no proof of this, though, and had plenty of reasons to



guesti on what the Harkonnens told him But he wanted to believe them could not
gi ve up hope

He didn't understand why his parents had been thrown into this prison. What had
m nor governnment office workers done to deserve such puni shnent? He renenbered
only that one day |life had been normal and relatively happy . . . and the next,
they were all here, enslaved. Now young Duncan was forced nearly every day to
run and fight for his life, and for the future of his famly. He was getting
better at it.

He renenbered that |ast nornmal afternoon out on a manicured | awn planted high up
in one of the Harko City terraces, one of the rare bal cony parks the Harkonnens
all owed their subjects to have. The gardens and hedges were carefully
fertilized and tended, because plants did not fare well in the residue-

i mpregnated soil of a planet that had been too | ong abused.

Duncan's parents and other fam |y nmenbers had been playing frivol ous | awmn ganes,
tossing self-notivated balls at targets on the grass, while internal high-
entropy devices made the balls bounce and ricochet randomy. The boy had

noti ced how different, how dry and structured the ganes of adults were conpared
with the reckless romping he did with his friends.

A young woman stood near him watching the ganmes. She had chocol at e-col ored
hai r, dusky skin, and high cheekbones, but her pinched expression and hard gaze
detracted from what night have been renarkabl e beauty. He didn't know who she
was and understood only that her name was Janess M| am and she worked with his
parents sonehow.

As Duncan had watched the adult yard gane, listening to the |aughter, he sniled
at the woman and observed, "They're practicing to be old nen." It becane
apparent, though, that Janess had no real interest in himor his opinion, for
she'd given hima sharp verbal brush-off.

Under the hazy sunlight Duncan had continued to watch the gane, but wth
increasing curiosity about the stranger. He sensed tension in her. Janess, who
didn't participate, frequently glanced over her shoulder, as if watching for
sonet hi ng.

Monent s | ater Harkonnen troops had come, grabbing Duncan's parents, hinself,
even his uncle and two cousins. He understood intuitively that Janess had been
the cause of it all, for whatever reason. He'd never seen her again, and he and
his fam|ly had been in prison for half a year now

Behi nd him an overhead trapdoor opened with a hiss. Two bl ue-uniformed
pursuers dropped through, pointed at him and |aughed in triunmph. Waving from
side to side, Duncan dashed ahead. A |asgun blast ricocheted off the wal

pl ates, leaving a |ightning-bolt scorch mark down the corridor

Duncan snelled the ozone fromthe singed netal. |If even one of those bolts hit
him he'd be dead. He hated the way the hunters snickered, as if they were
nerely toying with him

A pair of pursuers charged out of a side passage only a nmeter in front of him
but Duncan nmoved too fast. They didn't recognize himor react quickly enough
He struck one stout man in the knee and knocked hi m si deways before dashing
between the two at a full run



The stout man stunbl ed, then shouted as a |aser bolt singed his arnor, "Stop
firing, you idiot! You'll hit one of us!"

Duncan ran as he'd never run before, knowing his child s |legs couldn't outrace
adults conditioned for fighting. But he refused to give up. It wasn't in his
bl ood.

Ahead, where the corridor opened, he saw bright lights at an intersection of
passageways. As he approached, he skidded to a stop only to find that the
cross-passage was no tunnel at all, but a suspensor tube, a cylindrical shaft
with a Holtzman field in the center. Levitating bullet-trains shot down the
tube without resistance, traveling fromone end of the enornmous prison city to
t he ot her.

There were no doors, no open passageways. Duncan could run no farther. The nen
surged cl ose behind him extending their guns. |If he surrendered, he wondered
if they would still shoot himdown. Probably, he thought, since |I've gotten

t hei r adrenal i ne going.

The suspensor field shimmered in the center of the horizontal shaft in front of
him He vaguely knew what it would do. He had only one place left to go, and
he wasn't sure what woul d happen -- but he knew he'd be punished, or nost likely
sl aughtered, if the guards captured him

So as they pressed closer, Duncan turned around and gazed into the suspensor
field. Taking a deep breath for courage, he swng his short arms behind himand
| eaped out into the open shimrering tube.

His curly black hair rippled in the breeze as he plunmeted. He shouted, the
sound hal fway between a despairing wail and a cry of glorious release. |If he
di ed here, at |east he would be free!

Then the Holtzman field wapped around himand caught himwith a jolt. Feeling
as if his stomach had just lurched to the center of his chest, Duncan found
hinself adrift in an invisible net. He floated without falling, hanging in the
neutral center of the field. This force held the bullet-trains suspended as

t hey careened t hrough namot h Barony. It could certainly hold him

He saw the guards rushing to the edge of the platform shouting at himin anger
One shook a fist. Two others pointed their guns.

Duncan flailed in the field, trying to swm-- anything to nove away.

Wth a shout of alarm a guard knocked the other's lasgun aside. Duncan had
heard about the nightmarish effects of a | asgun beam crossing a Holtzman field:
They produced an interacting destructive potential as deadly as forbidden

atom cs thensel ves.

So the guards fired their stun weapons instead.

Duncan withed in the air. Though he could get no | everage, at |east he nade a
novi ng target as he squirmed and spun. Stun blasts arced on either side of him
diverted into curving paths.

Despite the confining enbrace of the Holtzman field, he felt the air pressure
change around him sensed the currents of novenent. He rotated hinself, bobbing
inthe air -- until he saw the oncoming lights of a bullet-train



And he was at the center of the field!

Duncan thrashed, desperate to nmove. He drifted toward the opposite edge of the
levitation zone, away fromthe guards. They continued to fire, but the change
in air pressure pushed their stun blasts even farther off the mark than before.
He saw the uniformed nen maki ng adj ust nments.

Bel ow hi m were ot her doorways, ranps, and platforns that led into the bowels of
Barony. Maybe he could reach one . . . if he could just escape the confining
field.

Anot her stun bl ast tore past and this tinme caught the edge of his back near his
shoul der, numbing him making the muscles and skin crawml with a sensation like a
t housand stinging insects.

Duncan finally wenched hinself away fromthe field and dropped. Falling
facedown, he saw the platformjust in tine. He reached out with his good arm
and snagged a railing. The bullet-train screaned past, whistling as it

di splaced air . . . nmissing himby centineters.

He hadn't had time to pick up much nmomentumin his fall; even so, the jarring
stop nearly ripped his other armout of its socket. Duncan scranbled up and ran
into a tunnel, but found only a tiny alcove with netawalls. He could see no
exit. The hatch was seal ed and | ocked. He pounded on it, but couldn't go
anywher e.

Then, the outer door clanged shut behind him sealing himinto a snmall arnor-
wal | ed box. He was trapped. This tine it was over.

Monents | ater, the guards unsealed the rear hatch. Their stares, as pointed as
t heir weapons, held a nixture of anger and admiration. Duncan waited with
resignation for themto gun hi mdown.

I nstead, the hunt captain smled w thout hunor and said, "Congratul ati ons, boy.
You nade it."

EXHAUSTED AND BACK in his cell, Duncan sat with his nother and father. They ate
their daily meal of bland cereals, starch-cakes, and protein chips --
nutritionally satisfying yet alnost naliciously made with either foul flavors or
no taste whatsoever. So far the boy hadn't been told nore by his captors, just
that he'd "made it." That had to mean freedom He could only hope.

The famly's cell was filthy. Though his parents tried to keep it clean, they
had no broons, nops, or soap, and very little water, which couldn't be wasted on
mere sanitation.

During the mont hs of confinenent, Duncan had undergone vi gorous and vi ol ent
"training," while his famly sat fearfully offstage, doing nothing with their
days. Al of them had been given nunbers, slave-cell addresses, and (with the
exception of Duncan) nothing to do -- no |abor, no entertainment. They sinmply
awai ted any change in their sentence . . . and dreaded that such a change woul d
someday cone.

Now wi th excitenent and pride Duncan told his nmother of his adventures, how he
had outwitted the pursuers, how he had been resourceful enough to defeat even



t he best Harkonnen trackers. None of the other children had succeeded on this
day, but Duncan was certain he'd done what was necessary to buy freedom

Any minute now they'd be released. He tried to imagine his fanmly standing
toget her again, free, outside, looking up into a clear, starlit night.

Hi s father gazed proudly at the boy, but his nother found it difficult to
beli eve that such a thing could possibly be true. She had good reason not to
trust Harkonnen prom ses.

Before long, the cell lights flickered, and the opaque door field becane
transparent, then opened. A group of blue-unifornmed prison guards stood beside
the smling hunt captain who had chased him Duncan's heart |eaped. Are we
going to be set free?

He didn't |ike the hunt captain's smle, though

The uniformed nen stepped aside in deference to a nman with broad shoul ders,
thick lips, and big muscles. His face was sunburned and ruddy, as if he had
spent a great deal of tine far fromgloony Gedi Prine.

Duncan's father sprang to his feet, then bowed clunsily. "M Lord Rabban!"

I gnoring the parents, Rabban's eyes sought out only the round-faced young
trainee. "The captain of the hunt tells ne you're the best boy," he said to
Duncan. As he stepped into the cell, the guards hustled in behind him Rabban
gri nned.

"You shoul d have seen himin today's exercise, mLord," the hunt captain said.
"Never had a nore resourceful pup."

Rabban nodded. "Nunber 11368, |'ve seen your records, watched hol os of your
hunts. How are your injuries? Not too bad? You're young, so you'll hea
quickly." His eyes hardened. "Lots nore fun left in you. Let's see how you do

agai nst ne.

He turned about. "Cone with me for the hunt, boy. Now. "
"My name is Duncan |daho," the boy responded, in a defiant tone. "I'mnot a
nunber." Hi's voice was thin and high-pitched, but held a gruff bravery that

shocked his parents. Surprised, the guards turned to stare at him Duncan
| ooked to his nother for support, as if hoping for sone kind of challenge or
reward. Instead, she tried to hush him

Rabban coolly snatched a | asgun fromthe guard standing next to him Wthout

the slightest pause, he fired a |ethal blast into the chest of Duncan's father
The man sl ammed against the wall. Before his corpse could slide to the floor

Rabban shifted his weapon and incinerated the head of Duncan's nother.

Duncan screanmed. Both of his parents tunbled to the floor, |ifeless nounds of
blistering, burned flesh.

"Now you have no name, 11368," Rabban said. "Come with nme."

The guards grabbed him not even letting Duncan rush to his fallen parents. Not
even giving himtinme to cry.



"These nen will have to prepare you before we can begin the next round of fun.
I need a good hunt for a change."

The guards dragged Duncan, kicking and screamnming, out of the noisone cell. He
felt dead inside -- except for an icy flanme of hatred that blossoned in his
chest and burned away all vestiges of his childhood.

The popul ace must think their ruler is a greater man than they, else why should
they follow hin? Above all a | eader nust be a showran, giving his people the
bread and circuses they require.

- DUKE PAULUS ATREI DES

The weeks of preparation for his sojourn on |Ix passed in a blur as Leto tried to
drink up a year's worth of nenories and store them fixing all the inmages of his
ancestral hone in his mnd. He would mss Caladan's nmoist salty air, its fog-
shrouded norni ngs, and the nusical afternoon rainstorns. How could a stark

col orl ess machi ne pl anet conpare with this?

O the nany pal aces and vacation villas on the water-rich planet, Castle

Cal adan, perched high on a cliff over the sea, was the true place where Leto
bel onged, the nmain seat of governnent. Someday, when he finally put on the
ducal signet ring, he would be the twenty-sixth Duke Atreides to sit in the
Castl e.

Hi s mother Hel ena spent nuch tine fussing over him seeing onens in many things,
and quoting passages she considered inmportant fromthe Orange Catholic Bible.
She was distressed to be |osing her son for a year, but would not countermnmand

the O d Duke's orders -- not in anyone's hearing, at least. Her expression was
troubled, and Leto realized it especially alarmed her that Paul us had chosen to
send himto Ix, of all places. "It's a festering hotbed of suspect technol ogy,"

she said to hi mwhen her husband was gone, far out of earshot.

"Are you sure you aren't just reacting because Ix is the main rival to House
Ri chese, Mther?" he asked.

"I think not!" Her long, slender fingers paused as they |aced up an el egant
collar on his shirt. "House Richese relies on old, tried-and-true technol ogy --
est abl i shed devices that fall safely within prescribed guidelines. No one
guesti ons Richesian adherence to the strictures of the Jihad."

She | ooked at him her dark eyes hard, then cracking with tears. She stroked
his shoulder. Froma recent spurt of growth, he was al nost her height. "Leto,
Leto, | don't want you to | ose your innocence there, or your soul," she told
him "There's too much at stake."



Later, in the dining hall during a quiet famly meal of fish stew and biscuits,
Hel ena had once again begged the O d Duke to send hi m somewhere el se. Paul us
nerely | aughed at her concerns, though, until finally her quiet but firmrefusa
to back down drove himto rage. "Dominic is ny friend -- and by God our son
couldn't learn at the hands of a better man!"

Trying to concentrate on his own neal, yet disturbed over his nother's

protestations, Leto had nonethel ess stood by his father. "I want to go there,
Mot her," he said, gently resting his spoon beside his bow, then repeated the
line she always told him "It's for the best."

During Leto's upbringing, Paulus had made many choi ces wth which Hel ena

di sagr eed: putting the young man to work with villagers, taking himout to
nmeet citizens face-to-face, letting himmake friends with conmoners, encouraging
himto get his hands dirty. Leto could see the wisdomin this, since he would
be Duke of these people soneday, but Helena still objected on various grounds,

of ten quoting passages fromthe Orange Catholic Bible to justify her opinions.

Hi s nmother was not a patient wonan and not warmto her only child, though she
mai ntai ned a perfect front during inportant neetings and public events. She

al ways fussed about her own appearance, and often said she woul d never have any
nore children. Bringing up one son and running the ducal househol d al ready took
up nmost of her valuable tinme, which could otherwi se have been spent studying the
Orange Catholic Bible and other religious texts. It was obvious that Hel ena had
borne a son only out of duty to House Atreides, rather than out of any desire to
nurture and raise a child.

No wonder the O d Duke sought out the compani onship of other wonen who proved
| ess prickly.

Sonetimes at night, behind the massive doors of |ayered El accan teak, Leto heard
the I oud, reverberating argunents of his father and nother. Lady Helena could
di sagree all she wanted about sending their son to Ix, but Ad Duke Paul us was
House Atreides. His word was law, in the Castle and on Cal adan, no matter how
much his distraught wife tried to sway his opinion

It's for the best.

Leto knew that theirs had been an arranged marriage, a bargain struck anong the
Houses of the Landsraad to fulfill the requirements of the inportant famli es.
It had been a desperate action on the part of crunbling R chese, and House
Atrei des could always hope the forner grandeur of the innovative technol ogica
House might rise again. |In the nmeantime, the A d Duke had received substantia
concessions and rewards for taking in one of the many daughters of House

Ri chese.

"A nobl e household has little roomfor the swooning and romantici sm| esser
peopl es feel when hornones guide their actions,” his nmother had once said to
him explaining the politics of marriage. He knew such a fate undoubtedly |ay
in store for himas well. H's father even agreed with her in this regard, and
was nore adanmant about it than she.

"What's the first rule of the House?" the O d Duke would say, ad nauseam And
Leto woul d have to repeat it, word for word: "Never marry for love, or it wll
bring our House down."



At fourteen, Leto had never been in love hinself, though he had certainly felt
the fires of lust. H's father encouraged himto dally with the village girls,
to toy with anyone he found attractive -- but never to prom se anything. Leto
doubt ed, given his position as heir apparent to House Atreides, that he would

ever have much chance to fall in love, especially not with the woman he woul d

eventual ly take as his wife ....

One norning, a week before Leto was scheduled to | eave, his father clapped a
hand on his shoul der and took him along as he went about his rounds to neet the
peopl e, making a point to greet even the servants. The Duke led a snall honor
guard into the seaside town below the Castle, doing his own shopping, seeing his
subj ects and bei ng seen. Paulus often went on such outings with his son -- and
Leto al ways consi dered these to be wonderful tines.

Qut under the pale blue sky, the O d Duke |aughed easily, beamng with

i nfecti ous good nature. The people smled when the hearty man wal ked anpng
them Leto and his father strolled together along the bazaar, past the stalls
of vegetables and fresh fish to inspect beautiful tapestries woven from beaten
ponji fibers and fire-threads. There Paulus Atreides often bought baubles or
keepsakes for his wife, especially after they had quarrel ed, though the Duke
didn't seemto understand Helena's interests enough to sel ect anything
appropriate for her.

At an oyster stall the O d Duke suddenly paused and gazed up at the cl oud-
scudded sky, struck by what he considered a brilliant idea. He |ooked down at
his son, and a broad grin split his bushy beard. "Ah, we need to send you off
with an appropriate spectacle, lad. Make your |eave-taking a nmenorabl e event
for all of Caladan."

Leto forced hinself not to cringe. He had heard his father's crazy ideas
before, and knew the A d Duke would follow through, regardl ess of conmpbn sense
"What do you have in mind, sir? Wat do | need to do?"

"Not hi ng, nothing. | shall announce a celebration in honor of my heir and son."
He grabbed Leto's hand and raised it up in the air, as if in a triunphant wave,
then his voice boonmed out, subduing the crowds. "W are going to have a
bul | fight, an ol d-fashi oned extravaganza for the populace. It will be a day of
celebration for Cal adan, with hol oprojections transnmitted around the gl obe.™

"Wth Salusan bulls?" Leto asked, picturing in his mnd the spine-backed
beasts, their black heads studded with nultiple horns, their eyes faceted. Wen
he had been a younger boy, Leto had often gone into the stables to |ook at the
nonstrous ani mals. Stabl emaster Yresk, one of his nother's old retainers from
Ri chese, tended the bulls for Paul us's occasional spectacles.

"Naturally," the Od Duke said. "And as usual, I'lIl fight themnyself." He
swept his armout in a flourish, as if inmagining a colorful cape there. "These
ol d bones are agile enough to dodge around a lunbering nonster like that. [1'l]
have Yresk prepare one -- or would you like to pick the beast yourself, |ad?"

"I thought you weren't going to do that anynore," Leto said. "It's been al nost
a year since you . "

"Wherever did you get that idea?"

"Your advisors, sir. |It's too risky. Isn't that why others have been fighting
the bulls in your place?"



The old man | aughed. "Wat a foolish notion! [|'ve been out of the ring for
only one reason: The bulls went downhill for a while, some genetic inbal ance
that made them unworthy. That's changed, though, and new bulls are being
brought in now, tougher than ever. Yresk says they're ready to fight, and so am
I." He put his armaround Leto's narrow shoul ders. "Wat better occasion for a
corrida de toros than the | eave-taking of my son? You'll attend this bullfight
-- your first. Your nother can't say you're too young anynore."

Leto nodded, reluctantly. Hs father would never be swayed, once his m nd was
made up. At |east Paulus had the training, and would wear a personal shield.

Usi ng personal shields, Leto hinself had fought human opponents, aware of a
shield' s advantages and limtations. A shield could block projectile fire and
fast-nmovi ng weapons of death, but any blade traveling below the threshold speed
coul d pass through to the unprotected fl esh beneath. A ranpagi ng Sal usan bul |
with its sharp horns, mght well nmove slowy enough to pierce even the nost
finely tuned shield.

He swal | oned hard, wondering about the new, enhanced bulls. The old ones
St abl emast er Yresk had shown hi m seened dangerous enough -- they'd killed three
mat adors that Leto could renenber

Consumed by his fresh idea, Duke Paul us made the announcement at the bazaar

over the public address systeminplanted in booths and stalls. Upon hearing
this, people in the marketplace cheered and their eyes glittered. They | aughed,
partly in anticipation of the performance itself -- and al so because of the

decl ared day of rest and cel ebration

Leto's nother wouldn't |ike this at all, he knew -- Paulus in the fight and Leto
in attendance -- but Leto al so understood that as soon as Hel ena began to
object, the O d Duke would be nore determ ned than ever.

THE BOAL OF the Plaza de Toros spraw ed under the noonday sun. The stands
spread out in an i mense broad grid, so filled with people that in the farthest
reaches they | ooked like tiny colored pixels. The Duke had never charged any
fee to witness his performances; he was too proud of them enjoyed show ng off
t oo much.

Enor mous green-and-bl ack banners flapped in the breeze, while fanfare bl asted
fromspeakers. Pillars enblazoned with Atrei des hawk crests sparkled with

enbl enms that had been newy polished and painted for the event. Thousands of
floral bouquets harvested fromthe fields and | oWl ands had been placed about the
bullring -- an unsubtle hint that the Duke |iked the people to strew the ground
wi th bl ossons each tine he dispatched a bull

Bel ow, in the preparation chanbers at ground | evel, Paulus girded up before the

fight. Leto stood with himbehind a barricade, listening to the inpatient

crowmd. "Father, |'m uneasy about the risk you' re taking. You shouldn't do this
especially not for ne."

The O d Duke brushed aside the comrent. "Leto, |ad, you rmust understand that
governi ng people and winning their loyalty consists of nore than just signing
papers, collecting taxes, and attending Landsraad neetings." He straightened

his magenta cape, preened in front of a mrror



"I depend on those people out there to produce the nost that Cal adan can
provide. They nust do so willingly, with hard work -- and not just for their
own profit, but for their honor and glory. |If House Atreides was ever to go to
war again, these people would shed their blood for me. They would |l ay down
their lives under our banner."” He fiddled with his arnor. "Tighten this for
me?"

Leto grabbed the string fasteners of the back |eather plate, tugged them and
cinched the knots tight. He kept silent but nodded to show he under st ood.

"As their Duke, | need to give them sonething back, prove that I'mwrthy. And
it's not just for entertainnment, but to instill in their mnds that I'ma man of
grand stature, of heroic proportions . . . someone bl essed by God to rule them

| can't do that unless | put nyself before them Leadership is not a passive
process."

Paul us checked his shield belt, then smled through his beard. " 'No one is too
old to learn," " he quoted. "That's a line fromthe Aganemon play -- just to
show you that |'m not always sleeping when | appear to be."

Thufir Hawat, the stern-faced weapons master, stood beside his Duke. As a |oya
Ment at, Hawat woul d not speak out agai nst his superior's decisions; instead, he
gave the best advice he could, whispering to Paulus the patterns he had seen in
t he noverments of this new batch of nutated Sal usan bulls.

Leto knew his nother would be up in the stands in the ducal spectator box. She
woul d be dressed in her finery, wearing colorful gauzy veils and robes, playing
her part, waving to the people. The night before, once again, there had been
much heat ed di scussi on behind the bedroom doors; finally, Duke Paulus had sinply
silenced her with a barked command. Afterward he had gone to sleep, resting for
the foll owi ng day's exertions.

The Duke put on his green-bordered cap, then took the equi pnrent he woul d need to
conquer the wild bull: his poniards and a |ong, feathered vara with nerve
toxin on the lance tip. Thufir Hawat had suggested that the stabl emaster
slightly tranquilize the bull to deaden its ranpagi ng i npul ses, but the Duke was
a man who loved to face a challenge. No drug-dulled opponent for him

Paul us clipped the activation pack onto his shield belt and powered up the
field. It was only a half shield, used to guard his side; the Duke used a
garishly brilliant cape called a nuleta to cover his other side.

Paul us bowed first to his son, then his Mentat, and then the trainers waiting at
the entrance to the arena. "Time for the show to begin." Leto watched him
swirl about and, like a bird on a mating display, strut out into the open Plaza
de Toros. At his appearance, cheers thundered out with a roar far |ouder than
any Sal usan bull's.

Leto stood behind the barricade, blinking into the glare of the open sun. He
smled as his father made a slow circuit of the arena, waving his cape, bow ng,
greeting his ecstatic people. Leto could sense the |ove and admiration they had
for this brave man, and it warnmed his heart.

Waiting there in the shadows, Leto vowed to do all he could to study his
father's triunmphs, so that one day he woul d command such respect and devotion
fromthe people. Triunphs . . . this would be another in a long list of them
for his father, Leto assured hinself. But he couldn't help worrying. Too much



could change in the flicker of a shield, the flash of a sharp horn, the stamp of
a hoof .

Tones sounded, and an announcer's voi ce gave introductory details of the
i npendi ng corrida de toros. Wth a flourish of a sequined gl ove, Duke Paul us
gestured toward the broad reinforced doors on the opposite side of the arena.

Movi ng to anot her archway for a better view, Leto renminded hinmself that this
woul d be no sham performance. Hi s father would be battling for his very life.

St abl eboys had been tending the feroci ous beasts, and Stabl emaster Yresk had
personal ly selected one for the day's corrida. After inspecting the animal, the
A d Duke had been satisfied, certain the cromd woul d be equally pleased by its
ferocity. He looked forward to the fight.

Heavy gates opened with a grinding of suspensor hinges, and the Sal usan bul
charged out, shaking its nassive, nultiple-horned head in the dazzling light.
Its faceted eyes glittered with feral rage. The scales on the nutated
creature's back reflected iridescent colors fromits black hide.

Duke Paul us whistled and waved his cape. "Over here, stupid!" The spectators

| aughed.

Turning toward him the bull lowered its head with a | oud bubbling snort. Leto
noticed that his father hadn't yet switched on his protective shield. |nstead,

Paul us snapped and fluttered his colorful cape, trying to draw the wath of the
beast. The Salusan bull pawed and snorted on the sandy arena fl oor, then
charged. Leto wanted to cry out, to warn his father. Had the man sinply
forgotten to switch on his protection? How could he possibly survive w thout a
shi el d?

But the bull thundered past, and Paul us swept his cape gracefully to one side,
letting the creature strike the diversionary target. |Its hooked horns shredded
the bottom of the fabric into ragged frays. While it was coming about, the Add
Duke turned his back to the bull, exposed and overconfident. He bowed nockingly
toward the crowd before he stood straight -- then calmy, patiently, flicked on
hi s personal shield.

The bull attacked again, and now the Duke used his poniard to toy with it,
pricking through its thick, scaled hide before slashing a stinging yet mnor
wound along its flank. The creature's faceted eyes saw nmultiple inages of its
colorfully garbed tornentor.

It charged again.

Moving too fast to penetrate the shield, Leto thought. But if the bull tires
and sl ows, he could be even nore dangerous ....

As the fight continued, Leto saw how his father was playing this up for all the
spectacl e he could nuster, tantalizing the audience to anuse them O d Paul us
could have killed the Salusan bull at any tinme, yet he drew out the nonment,
savored it.

Fromthe reactions of the spectators, Leto knew this would be an event tal ked
about for years. The rice farners and fishernmen | ed such dreary, hardworking
lives. But this celebration would fix a proud i nage of their Duke forever in
their mnds. Look what O d Paulus was doi ng, they woul d say, despite his age!



Eventual ly the bull becanme exhausted, its eyes reddened with blood, its snorts
heavy and tired as it spilled its life fluid onto the powdery surface of the
arena. Duke Paul us hinself now chose to end the fight. He had dragged the
sport along for nearly an hour. Though dripping with sweat, he sonehow

mai nt ai ned his regal appearance and did not allow his nmanner to show weari ness,
or his fine clothes to be dishevel ed.

Up in the stands, Lady Hel ena continued to wave her pennants, sniling fixedly
down at the spectacle.

By now, the Salusan bull was |ike a naddened nmchi ne, a ranpagi ng nonster that
had few vul nerabl e spots in its black-scaled arnmor. As the beast ran at him
again, its gait staggering, its gleanm ng horns pointed |like spears, Duke Paul us
feinted to the left, then returned as the bull surged past.

Then Paul us swung si deways, tossed his flapping cape to the dust, and gri pped
the shaft of his vara lance in both hands. He threw all of his strength into a
powerful side thrust. Flaw essly performed, magnificently executed. The bl ade
of the lance drove hone through a chink in the Salusan bull's arnored hide,

sliding through an intersection of bone and skull, skewering straight through to
i npal e both of the creature's separated brains -- the nost difficult, nopst

sophi sticated way to kill it.

The bull ground to a halt, wheezing, groaning -- and suddenly dead. Its carcass

slunped |i ke a crashing spaceship onto the ground.

Planting his foot on the horned head of the bull, Duke Paul us heaved agai nst his
| ance, pulled the bl oodied bl ade out, and dropped it onto the ash-covered
ground. Next he drew his sword and, raising it high, twirled it in a triunphant
gesture.

As one, the people in the stands surged to their feet, scream ng, how ing, and
cheering. They waved their banners, snatched bouquets from fl owerpots, and
tossed the bl ossons onto the arena floor. They sang out Paul us's name over and
over.

Reveling in the adoration, the Atreides patriarch smled and turned about,
opening his coat so that the spectators could see his bl ood-spattered, sweat-
drenched form He was the hero now, he had no need to show off his finery.

After the throbbing cheers had died down, nany mnutes |ater, the Duke raised
his sword agai n and struck downward, hacking repeatedly until he had severed the
head of the bull. Finally, he plunged the bloody sword into the soft ground of
the plaza and used both hands to grasp the horns of the bull and lift its head
hi gh.

"Leto!" he shouted over his shoulder, his voice boonmng into the acoustics of
the Plaza de Toros. "Leto, my son, come out here!"
Leto, still in the shadows of the archway, hesitated a nonent, then narched

forth. He held his head high as he crossed the hoof-tranpled dirt to stand at
his father's side. The crowd cheered with renewed ent husi asm

A d Duke Paul us turned and presented his son with the bl oodi ed head of his kill
"I give you Leto Atreides!" he announced to the audi ence while pointing at his
son. "Your future Duke!"



The crowd continued to applaud and shout hurrahs. Leto grasped one of the
bull's horns; he and his father stood together holding the defeated beast's head
hi gh, the trophy oozing thick red drops onto the sand.

As Leto heard the people echo his name, he felt deep stirrings within, and
wondered for the first tinme if this was truly what it felt like to be a | eader
of nen.

N kee: Sl ow acting poi son that builds up in the adrenal glands; one of the
nost insidious toxins permtted under the accords of Guild Peace and the
restrictions of the Great Convention. (See War of Assassins.)

- The Assassins' Handbook

Mmm the Enperor will never die, you know, Shaddam" A snmall man with oversize
dark eyes and a weasel face, Hasinmr Fenring, sat opposite the shield-bal
console fromhis visitor, Crown Prince Shaddam "At |east not while you're
young enough to enjoy the throne."

Wth a sharp, darting gaze Fenring watched the bl ack shield-ball conme to rest on
a lowscoring point. Conpleting his turn at the gane, the heir to the | nperium
clearly wasn't happy about the result. They had been cl ose conpani ons for npst
of their lives, and Fenring knew exactly how to distract himat the right

noment .

Fromthe ganme room of Fenring's |uxurious penthouse, Shaddam could see the
lights of his father's Inperial Palace glittering on the gentle hillside a
kilometer away. Wth Fenring's aid he had di sposed of his older brother Fafnir
years and years ago, and still the Golden Lion Throne seermed no cl oser

Shaddam went over to the bal cony and drew a | ong, deep breath.

He was a strong-featured man in his md-thirties, with a firmchin and aquiline
nose; his reddish hair was cut short and oiled and styled into a perfect hel net.
In an odd way, he |looked simlar to the century-old busts of his father scul pted
during the early decades of Elrood' s reign

It was early evening, and two of Kaitain's four moons hung |low in the sky beyond
the gigantic Inperial building. Illumnated gliders rode the cal mskies of

dusk, chased by flocks of songbirds. Sonetines, Shaddam just needed to get away
fromthe spraw i ng Pal ace.

"A hundred and thirty-six years as Padi shah Emperor,"” Fenring continued in his
nasal voice. "And old Elrood's father ruled for nore than a century hinself.
Thi nk about it, hhnm mmah? Your father took the throne when he was only



ni neteen, and you're alnbst twice that age." The narrow faced man | ooked with
huge eyes at his friend. "Doesn't that bother you?"

Shaddam di dn't respond, stared at the skyline, knowi ng he should return to the
gane . . . but he and his friend had bigger ganes to play.

After his long years of close association Fenring knew that the Inperial heir
could not deal with conplex problems when other amusenents distracted him Very
well, then, | will end this diversion.

"My turn,” he said. Fenring lifted a rod on his side of the shimering shield
gl obe and dipped it through the shield to engage a spinning interior disk. This
in turn caused a black ball in the center of the globe to levitate into the air
Wth expert timng, Fenring withdrew the rod, and the ball dropped into the
center of an oval receptacle bearing the highest mark

"Dam you, Hasinmir, another perfect gane for you," Shaddam said, returning from

t he bal cony. "Wen |I'm Enperor, though, will you be wi se enough to lose to me?"
Fenring's oversize eyes were alert and feral. A genetic-eunuch, incapable of
fathering children because of his congenital deformties, he was still one of

the deadliest fighters in the Inmperium so single-mndedly ferocious that he was
nore than a match for any Sardaukar

"When you're Enperor?" Fenring and the Crown Prince held so many deadly secrets
bet ween themthat neither could i magi ne keepi ng know edge fromthe ot her
"Shaddam are you listening to what I'mtelling you, hhnmm?" He gave an annoyed
sigh. "You're thirty-four years old, sitting on your hands and waiting for your
life to begin -- your birthright. Elrood could |ast another three decades, at

| east. He's a tough old Burseg, and the way he gul ps spice beer, he m ght
outlive both of us."

"So why even tal k about it?" Shaddamtoyed with the shield-ball controls,
clearly wanting to play another round. "I've got what | need here."

"You'd rather play ganes until you're an old man? | thought you had better
things in store for you, hmmmmah? The destiny of your Corrino blood."

"Ah, yes. And if | don't achieve nmy destiny," Shaddamsaid in a bitter tone,

"where does that |eave you?"

“I''l'l do fine, thank you." Fenring's nother had been trained as a Bene Gesserit
before entering Inmperial service as lady-in-waiting to Elrood's fourth wi fe; she
had rai sed himwell, preparing himfor great things.

But Hasimr Fenring was disgusted with his friend. At one tine, in his late

t eens, Shaddam had been nuch nore anbitious to claimthe Inperial throne, even
to the point of encouraging Fenring to poison the Enperor's eldest son, Fafnir
who had been forty-six and eagerly awaiting the crown hinself.

Now Fafnir was dead for fifteen years, and still the old vulture showed no signs
of ever dying. At the very least, Elrood should abdicate with good grace.
Meanwhi | e, Shaddam had | ost his drive, and instead occupied his time enjoying
the pleasures of his station. Being Crown Prince posed few hardships in life.
But Fenring wanted nmuch nore -- for his friend, and for hinself.



Shaddam gl owered at the other man. The Crown Prince's nother, Habla, had cast

himaside as an infant -- her only child by Elrood -- and | et her |ady-in-

wai ting, Chaola Fenring, serve as wet nurse. From boyhood, Shaddam and Hasinir
had tal ked about what they would do when he ascended to the Gol den Li on Throne.
Padi shah Enperor Shaddam |V

But for Shaddam such conversations no |longer held their childhood magic. Too
many years of reality had settled in, too much waiting to no purpose. H s grip
on hope and his enthusiasmfor the job had faded into apathy. Wy not spend the
days pl ayi ng shield-ball?

"You're a bastard,"” Shaddam said. "Let's start another gane."

Ignoring his friend s suggestion, Fenring shut down the console. "Mybe so, but
the Inmperiumhas too many critical natters that require attention, and you know
as well as | do that your father is bungling the job. |If a conpany head ran his

busi ness the way your father runs the Enpire, he'd be sacked. Think of the
CHOAM scandal , for exanple, the soostone skinm ng operation.”

"Ah, yes. Can't argue with you on that, Hasimr." Shaddam heaved a deep sigh
"Royal inpersonators -- a Duke, a Duchess . . . a whole damed fam |y of fakes,
ri ght under your father's nose. Who was watching? Now they've disappeared to a
rogue pl anet sonewhere beyond |nperial control. That shoul d never have

occurred, hmmmmn? Just inagine the |ost profits for Buzzell and the
adj oi ni ng systens. What was Elrood t hinking?"

Shaddam | ooked away. He didn't like to bother with serious Inperial matters.
They gave hi m headaches. G ven his father's apparent vigor, such details seened
di stant and, by and large, irrelevant to him

But still Fenring persisted. "The way it |ooks now, you won't get a chance to
do better. One hundred and fifty-five years, and still in remarkable health.
Fondil 111 before himlived to be one hundred seventy-five. What's the |ongest

a Corrino Enperor has ever |ived?"

Shaddam frowned and | ooked | ongingly at the gami ng apparatus. "You know | don't
pay attention to things |ike that, even when the tutor gets angry with me."

Fenring jabbed a finger at him "Elrood will live to two hundred, mark ny
words. You have a serious problem friend . . . unless you listen to ne." He
rai sed his thin eyebrows.

"Ah, yes, nore ideas fromthe Assassins' Handbook, | suppose. Be careful with
that information. You can get in a lot of trouble with it."

"Timd people are destined for nothing better than timd jobs. You and |
Shaddam have much nmore in our futures. Think of the possibilities,

hypot hetically of course. Besides, what's wong with poison? It works nicely
and affects only the targeted person, as required by the G eat Convention. No
collateral deaths, no |oss of revenue, no destruction of inheritable property.
Ni ce and neat."

"Poi sons are for House-to-House assassinations, not for what you' re talking
about . "



"You didn't conplain when | took care of Fafnir, hmmmmah? He'd be in his
sixties now, still waiting to taste the throne. Do you want to wait that |ong?"

"Stop," Shaddaminsisted, digging in his heels. "Don't even inagine such a
course. This isn't right."

"And denying you your birthright is? How effective an Enperor would you be if
you couldn't exercise power until you were old and senile -- |ike your father?
Look what's happened on Arrakis. By the time we replaced Abul urd Harkonnen, the
danmage to spice production was al ready done. Abulurd had no idea how to crack
the whip, so the workers didn't respect him Now the Baron cracks it too nuch,
and so norale is way down, |eading to ranpant defections and sabotage. But you
can't really blame the Harkonnens. It all traces back to your father, the

Padi shah Enperor, and the bad decisions he's made." He continued nore quietly.
"You owe it to the stability of the Inperium"

Shaddam gl anced up at the ceiling, as if searching for spy-eyes or other
listening devices, though he knew that Fenring kept his private penthouse

i npeccably shielded and regul arly scanned. "Wat kind of poison are you

consi dering? Hypothetically speaking, only?" Again he stared across the lights
of the city at the Inperial Palace. The shimrering structure seened |ike a

| egendary grail, an unattainable prize.

"Per haps something slowacting, hmmmn? So Elrood will appear to be aging.
No one will question what's happening, since he's so old already. Leave it to
nme. As our future Enperor, you shouldn't concern yourself with the details of
such matters -- | have al ways been your expediter, renember?"

Shaddam chewed his lower lip. No one in the |Inperiumknew nore about this nan
than he did. But could his friend ever turn on hin? Possibly . . . though
Fenring knew full well his best path to power |ay through Shaddam How to keep
this anbitious friend under control, howto stay a step ahead of him-- that was
t he chal | enge.

Enperor Elrood I X, aware of Hasimr Fenring's deadly skills, had nade use of him
in a nunber of clandestine operations, all of which had been successful. Elrood
even suspected Fenring's role in Crown Prince Fafnir's death, but accepted it as
part of Inperial politics. Over the years, Fenring had murdered at |east fifty
men and a dozen wonen, some of whom had been his lovers, of either sex. He took
a neasure of pride in being a killer who could face the victimor strike behind
hi s back, w thout conmpunction

There were days Shaddam wi shed he and the pushy Fenring had never forned a

boyhood rel ati onshi p: Then he woul dn't be henmed in with difficult choices
that he didn't want to think about. Shaddam shoul d have abandoned his crib-
conpani on as soon as he could walk. It was risky to be around such an

unrel enting assassin, and at tines he felt tainted by the association

Still, Fenring was his friend. There was an attraction between them an
undefi nabl e sonet hing of which they'd spoken on occasi on without fully
understanding it. For the present Shaddam found it easier to accept the
friendship -- and for his own sake, he hoped it was friendship -- instead of
trying to sever it. That course of action could be extrenmely dangerous.

Cl ose beside him Shaddam heard a voice that broke his train of thought. "Your
favorite brandy, ny Prince." Looking to one side, Shaddam saw Fenring offering
hima large snifter of snoky-dark kirana brandy.



He accepted the snifter but stared at the liquid suspiciously, swirling it
around. WAs there another color to it, something not quite mxed in? He put

his nose over the lip, inhaling the aroma as if he were a connoi sseur -- though
he was actually trying to detect any foreign chemical. The brandy snelled
normal . But then Fenring would have made sure of that. He was a subtle and

devi ous man.

"I can drag out the snooper if you like, but you never need worry about poison
fromnme, Shaddam " Fenring said with a maddening smile. "Your father, however,
isin an entirely different position.”

"Ah, yes. A slowacting poison, you say? | suspect you already have a
substance in mind. Howlong will nmy father live after you begin the process?
If we do this at all, | nean."”

"Two years, nmaybe three. Long enough to nake his decline appear natural."

Shaddam rai sed his chin, trying to look regal. His skin was perfumed, his
reddi sh hair ponaded and slicked back. "You understand, | might only entertain
such a treasonous idea for the sake of the Inperium-- to avoid continued
calam ties at the hands of ny father."

A crafty smle worked at the edges of the weasel face. "OF course.”
"Two or three years," Shaddam nused. "Tine for nme to prepare for the great
responsibilities of |eadership, | suppose . . . while you attend to sone of the

nore unpl easant tasks of enpire."
"Aren't you going to drink your brandy, Shaddan®"

Shaddam net the hard gaze of the oversize eyes, and felt fear course along his
spine. He was in too deep not to trust Fenring now. He drew another shaky
breath and sipped the rich |iqueur

THREE DAYS LATER, Fenring slipped |like a ghost through the shields and poi son-
snoopers of the Palace and stood over the sleeping Emperor, listening to the
snooth purr of his snores.

Not a care in the universe, this one.

No one el se could have gotten into the nbst secure sleeping chanber of the

anci ent Enperor. But Fenring had his ways: a bribe here, a manipul ated
schedul e there, a concubine nade ill, a doorman distracted, the Chanberlain sent
of f on an urgent errand. He had done this many tines before, practicing for the
i nevitable. Everyone in the Palace was used to Fenring slinking around, and
they knew better than to ask too many questions. Now, according to his precise
assessment whi ch woul d have nade even a Mentat proud -- Fenring had three

m nutes. Four, if he was | ucky.

Enough tinme to change the course of history.

Wth the sane perfect tinmng he had denmponstrated during the shield-ball gane, as
wel | as during his rehearsals on mannequi ns and two unfortunate serving wonen
fromthe kitchen storehouses, Fenring froze in place and waited, gauging the
breathing of his victimlike a Laza tiger about to pounce. 1In one hand he



cradled a |l ong microhair needl e between two slender fingers, while in the other
hand he held a mst-tube. Od Elrood lay on his back, in the precisely correct
position, looking like a mumy, his parchnment skin stretched tight over his
skul I.

CGui ded by a certain hand, the m st-tube nmoved closer. Fenring counted to
hinself, waiting ....

In a space between Elrood' s breaths, Fenring squeezed a |l ever on the tube and
sprayed a powerful anesthetic mst in the old man's face.

There was no discernible change in Elrood, but Fenring knew the nerve deadener
had taken effect, instantaneously. Now he made his thrust. A fiber-fine, self-
gui di ng needl e snaked up the old nan's nose, through sinus cavities, and into
the frontal |obe of his brain. Fenring paused no nore than an instant to

di spense the chemical tinme bonb, then withdrew. A few seconds and it was done.
Wt hout any evidence or even any pain. Undetectable and multilayered, the

i nternal machinery had been set in nmotion. The tiny catalyst would grow and do
its damage, like the first rotten cell in an apple.

Each tinme the Enperor consuned his favorite beverage -- spice beer -- his own

brain would rel ease tiny doses of catalytic poison into his bloodstream Thus

an ordi nary conponent of the old nan's diet would be chemically converted into

chaumurky -- poison adm nistered in a drink. His mnd wuld gradually rot away
a netanmorphosis that would be nbst enjoyable to watch

Fenring | oved to be subtle.

Kwi sat z Hader ach: "Shortening of the Way." This is the |abel applied by the
Bene Gesserit to the unknown for which they sought a genetic solution: a mal e
Bene Gesserit whose organic nental powers woul d bridge space and tine.

-Term nol ogy of the I nperium

It was another cold norning. The small blue-white sun Laoujin peeked over
terra-cotta-tiled rooftops, dissipating the rain

Reverend Mot her Anirul Sadow Tonkin held the collar of her black robe shut

agai nst the noi sture-1laden wi nd that whi pped up fromthe south and danpened her
short bronze-brown hair. Her hurried footsteps carried her across the wet
cobbl est ones, straight toward the arched doorway of the Bene GCesserit

adm ni stration building.

She was |l ate and ran, even though it was unseemy for a woman of her status to
be seen rushing about like a red-faced schoolgirl. Mther Superior and her
sel ected council would be waiting in the chapter chanber -- for a neeting that



could not begin without Anirul. Only she had the Sisterhood' s conplete breeding
projections and the full know edge from Ot her Menory in her head.

The sprawl i ng Mot her School conplex on Wallach | X was the base of Bene Cesserit
operations throughout the Inmperium The historic first sanctuary of the

Si sterhood had been erected here, dating from post-Butlerian Jihad days at the
begi nni ngs of the great schools of the human m nd.

Sone of the buildings in the training enclave were thousands of years old and
echoed wi th ghosts and nenories; others had been constructed in nore recent
centuries, with styles carefully designed to match the originals. The bucolic
appear ance of the Modther School conplex fostered one of the prinmary precepts of
the Sisterhood: ninimal appearance, maxi mum content. Anirul's own features
were | ong and narrow, giving her a doelike face, but her |large eyes had a depth
of mllennia in them

The hal f-tinmbered stucco-and-wood structures, a conbination of classica
architectural styles, had npss-streaked sienna roof tiles and bevel ed fune-
enhancenent w ndows, designed to concentrate natural light and warmh fromthe
tiny sun. The sinple, narrow streets and alleys, in tandemwi th the quaintly
archai ¢ appearance of the instructional enclave, belied the subtle conplexities
and sheer weight of history taught inside. Haughty visitors would not be

i mpressed, and the Sisterhood did not care a whit.

Thr oughout the Inperiumthe Bene Gesserit kept a |low profile, but they were
always to be found in vital areas, tilting the political equilibriumat crux
poi nts, watching, nudging, achieving their own ains. It was best when others
underestimated them the Sisters encountered fewer obstacles that way.

Wth all of its superficial deficiencies and difficulties, Wallach | X renai ned
the perfect place to devel op the psychic nuscles required of Reverend Mot hers.
The planet's intricate hive of structures and workers was too val uable, too
steeped in history and tradition to be replaced. Yes, there were warner
climates on nore hospitable worlds, but any acol yte who could not endure these
conditions had no place anbng the agonies, harsh environnents, and often painfu
decisions a true Bene Cesserit would face.

Keepi ng her quick breaths under control, Reverend Mther Anirul mounted the
rain-slick steps of the administration building, then paused to | ook back across
the plaza. She stood straight, tall, but she felt the weight of history and
nmenory bearing down on her -- and for a Bene Gesserit, there was little

di fference between the two. The voices of past generations echoed in O her
Menory, a cacophony of w sdom and experience and opi nions available to al
Reverend Mdthers, and particularly acute in Anirul

On this spot the first Mther Superior, Raquella Berto-Anirul -- after whom
Anirul herself had taken her nane -- had delivered her |egendary orations to the
enbryoni c Sisterhood. Raquella had forged a new school froma group of
desperate and pliable acolytes still stinging fromcenturies under the yoke of

t hi nki ng nachi nes.

Did you realize what you were begi nning, so |ong ago? Anirul asked herself.
How many plots, how many plans . . . so much you pinned upon a single, secret
hope. Somnetines, the buried presence of Mther Superior Raquella actually
answered her fromw thin. But not today.



From her access to the nultitude of nenory-lives buried in her psyche, Anirul

knew t he precise stairstep on which her illustrious ancestor had stood, and
could hear the exact, long-ago words. A chill coursed her spine, making her
pause. Though still young in years and snoot h-ski nned, she contained an 4 dness
within her, as did all living Reverend Mothers -- but in her, the voices spoke
louder. It was reassuring to have the conforting cromd of nmenories there to
provide advice in tinmes of need. It prevented foolish nistakes.

But Anirul would be accused of distraction and foolish delay if she did not get
to the neeting. Sone said she was far too young to be the Kw satz Mot her, but
QO her Menory had reveal ed nore to her than to any other Sister. She
conprehended the precious, mllennia-old genetic quest for the Kw satz Haderach
better than the other Reverend Mt hers because the past lives had reveal ed
everything to her, while keeping the details hidden from nost Bene Gesserit.

The idea of a Kw satz Haderach had been the Sisterhood's dream for thousands
upon t housands of years, conceived in dark underground neetings even before the
victory of the Jihad. The Bene Gesserit had many breedi ng prograns ai ned at

sel ecting and enhanci ng various characteristics of humanity, and no one
understood themall. The genetic lines of the nessiah project had been the npst
careful |y guarded secret for much of the Inperiums recorded history, so secret
in fact that even the voices in Oher Menory refused to divulge the details.

But to Anirul they had told the whole scheme, and she grasped the ful
i mplications. Sonmehow she had been chosen as this generation's Kw satz Mt her
t he guardian of the Bene Gesserit's npbst inportant goal

The notoriety and the power, however, did not excuse her for being late to the
council meetings. Many still saw her as young and i npet uous.

Swi ngi ng open a heavy door covered with hieroglyphics in a | anguage only
Reverend Mot hers renenbered, she passed through into a foyer where ten other
Sisters, all dressed in hooded bl ack aba robes |ike her own, stood in a cluster
A low murmur of conversation filled the air inside the nondescript building.
Treasures can be hidden within a drab and unpretentious shell, said one popul ar
Bene Gesserit dictum

The other Sisters noved aside for Anirul as she glided through their nmidst |ike
a swimrer parting water. Though her body was tall and |arge-boned, Anirul
succeeded in projecting a grace in her novenents . . . but it did not cone
easily to her. Wiispering, they fell in behind her as she entered the octagona
chapter chanmber, the neeting place of the ancient order's |eadership. Her

f oot steps creaked across the worn planks of the floor, and the door groaned
shut, | ocking behind them

Wi te El acca-wood benches rimed the timeworn room WMbdther Superior Harishka sat
on one, like a common acolyte. O m xed parentage, show ng bl oodlines from

di stinctive branches of humanity, the Mther Superior was old and bent, with
dark al nond eyes peering out from beneath her bl ack hood.

The Sisters noved to the sides of the chanber and seated thensel ves on enpty
whit e benches, as Mther Superior had. Presently the rustling of robes ceased,
and no one spoke. From somewhere, the old building creaked. Qutside, drizzle
fell in silent curtains, muffling the struggling blue-white sunlight.

“"Anirul, | await your report," Mdther Superior finally said with just a glinmer
of annoyance at her tardiness. Harishka commanded the entire Sisterhood, but



Anirul was vested with full authority to make command deci sions on the project.
"You have prom sed us your genetic summary and projections.”

Anirul took her position in the center of the chanmber. Overhead, a vaulted
ceiling spread like a flower to the tops of Gothic stained-glasplaz w ndows;
wi t hin each wi ndow secti on, panes contained the fanmily crests of great

hi storical |eaders of the order

Fi ghting back nervousness, Anirul took a deep breath and suppressed the

nmul titude of voices within her. Mny of the Bene Gesserit Order would not |ike
what she had to say. Though the voices of past |lives mght offer her confort
and support, she was about to give her own assessnent, and had to stand by it.
She al so had to be conpletely honest; Mther Superior was adept at sensing the
slightest deceit. Mther Superior noticed everything, and now her al nond eyes
flashed with expectation, as well as inpatience.

Anirul cleared her throat and covered her nbuth as she began her report in a

di rect ed-whi sper that carried to the ears of everyone in the seal ed room but
nowhere el se. Nothing escaped into the anbient air for any conceal ed |istening
device. They all knew of her work, but she gave themthe details anyway, adding
to the inmport of her announcenent.

"Thousands of years of careful breeding have brought us closer than ever before
to our goal. For ninety generations, a plan begun even before the Butlerian
warriors led us to freedomfromthe thinking nachines, we of the Sisterhood have
pl anned to create our own weapon. Qur own superbeing who will bridge space and
time with his mnd."

Her words droned on. The other Bene Gesserit did not stir, though they appeared
bored with her standard sunmary of the project. Very well, | will give them
sonet hing to awaken their hopes.

"Wth the dance of DNA, | have deternmined we are, at nost, only three
generations removed from success."” Her pul se accelerated. "Soon, we wll have
our Kw satz Haderach."

"Take care when you speak of this secret of all secrets," Mther Superior
war ned, but her delight could not be covered by her sternness.

"I take care with every aspect of our program Mother Superior," Anirul
countered, in too haughty a tone. She caught herself, kept her narrow face
expressionl ess, but others had already seen the slip. There would be nore
mur mur i ngs about her brashness, her youth and unsuitability for such an

i mportant role. "That is why | amso certain of what we nust do. The gene
sanpl es have been anal yzed, all possibilities projected. The path is plainer
now t han ever before."

So many Sisters before her had worked toward this incredible goal, and now it
was her duty to adm nister the final breeding decisions and supervise the birth
and upbringing of a new girl-child, who would in all probability be the
grandnot her of the Kwi satz Haderach hinself.

"I have the nanmes of the final genetic pairings,” Anirul announced. "Qur mating
i ndex indicates that these will produce the highest Iikelihood of success." She
paused, savoring the absolute attention the others paid to her



To any outsider, Anirul appeared to be no nore than another Reverend Mt her
i ndi stinguishable fromthe rest of her Sisters and not terribly talented or
gifted in any way. The Bene Gesserit were good at keeping secrets, and the
Kwi sat z Mot her was one of the greatest of these.

"W need a particular bloodline froman ancient House. This will produce a
daughter -- our equivalent to the nother of the Virgin Mary -- who nust then
take the mate we choose. These two will be the grandparents, and their

of fspring, also a daughter, will be trained here on Wallach I X. This Bene
Gesserit worman will becone the nother of our Kwi satz Haderach, a boy-child to be
rai sed by us, under our conplete control.” Anirul let out her last words with a

sl ow sigh, and considered the i mensity of what she had said.

Only a few decades nore, and the astounding birth would occur potentially within
Anirul's lifetime. Thinking back through the tunnels of Oher Menory, grasping
the canvas of tine that had spread out in preparation for this event, Aniru
realized how | ucky she was to be alive now, in this period of tinme. Her
predecessors stood in a spectral line inside her mnd, eagerly watching and
wai ti ng.

When the unparall el ed breeding programfinally came to fruition, the Bene
Gesserit would no | onger need to remain a subtle, manipul ative presence in the
politics of the Inmperium Everything would belong to them and the archaic
gal actic feudal systemwould fall

Though no one spoke, Anirul detected concern in the hawkish eyes of her Sisters,
borderi ng on a doubt that none of them dared express. "And what is this
bl oodl i ne?" Mdther Superior asked.

Anirul did not hesitate, drew herself taller. "W nust have a daughter by .
t he Baron VI adi mir Harkonnen."

She read the surprise on their faces. Harkonnens? They had been part of the
overal | breedi ng prograns, of course -- all Landsraad Houses were -- but no one
woul d have inmagi ned the Bene Gesserit savior springing fromthe seed of such a
man. Wat did such a |lineage bode for the Kwi satz Haderach? G ven a Harkonnen-
bred supernman, could the Bene Gesserit hope to control hinf

Al'l of these questions-and many nore-passed between the Sisters, without the
utterance of a sound or even a directed-whisper. Anirul saw it plainly.

"As all of you know," she said at |ast, "the Baron Harkonnen is a dangerously
cunni ng and mani pul ati ve nman. Though we can be certain he is generally aware of
t he nunerous Bene Gesserit breeding programs, our plan cannot be reveal ed.
Still, we nmust find a way for himto inpregnate a chosen Sister without telling
hi m why. "

Mot her Superior pursed her winkled lips. "The Baron's sexual appetites run
exclusively to nen and boys. He will have no interest in accepting a fenale
| over -- especially not one thrust upon himby us."

Ani rul nodded soberly. "Qur seductive abilities will be taxed as never before."
She gave a challenging | ook to the powerful Reverend Mthers in attendance.

"But | have no doubt that with all the resources of the Bene Gesserit, we wll
find a way to coerce him



In response to the strict Butlerian taboo agai nst nachi nes that perform nmental
functions, a nunber of schools devel oped enhanced human bei ngs to subsune nost
of the functions fornerly performed by conputers. Sonme of the key schools
arising out of the Jihad include the Bene Gesserit, with their intense nenta
and physical training, the Spacing Guild, with the prescient ability to find a
safe path through fol dspace, and the Mentats, whose conputerlike minds are
capabl e of extraordinary acts of reasoning.

-1 kbhan's Treati se on the M nd, Volume I

As he made ready to depart fromhone for an entire year, Leto tried to hold on
to his self-confidence. He knew this was an inportant step for him and
under st ood why his father had chosen Ix as a place to study. But he would stil
nm ss Cal adan terribly.

It was not the young ducal heir's first trip to a different star system Leto
and his father had explored the multiple worlds of Gaar and the fog-bound pl anet
of Pilargo, where Cal adanian primtives were thought to have originated. Those
had been mere outings, exciting sight-seeing trips.

However, the prospect of going away for so long, and all al one, made himworry
nore than he'd expected. He didn't dare showit, though. | wll be Duke
soneday.

Dressed in Atreides finery, Leto stood with the O d Duke at the Cala Minicipa
Spaceport, awaiting a shuttle that would carry himto a Quild Heighliner. Two
suspensor-borne suitcases hovered near his feet.

Hi s mother had suggested he take retainers, cargo cases full of garments and
di versi ons, and supplies of good Cal adani an food; Duke Paul us, on the other
hand, had | aughed and expl ai ned how when he was Leto's age he'd survived for
nonths on the battlefield with only the few possessions in a pack on his back.
He did, however, insist that Leto take one of Caladan's traditional fishing
knives in a sheath at his back.

Siding with his father, as usual, Leto chose to be minimal in his packing.
Besides, Ix was a rich industrial planet, not a wlderness; he wouldn't suffer
many privations during his schooling.

VWhen anyone coul d see her, the Lady Hel ena bore the decision with stoic good
grace. Now she stood beside the departure group dressed in fine robes and a

shi mreri ng cape. Though he knew his nother genuinely feared for his well-being,
Lady Atreides would never show anything but the nost perfect public face.

Adj usting the oil lenses of his father's field gl asses, Leto peered away from
the shifting pastels of the dawn horizon, up into the vestiges of night. A
glinting speck noved against the stars. Wen he touched the zoonpad, the speck



grew until Leto recognized a Heighliner in |ow orbit surrounded by the
shi mrering blur of a shield defensive system

"Do you see it?" Paulus asked, standing at his son's shoul der

"It's there -- with full shields activated. Are they worried about mlitary
action? Here?" Wth such severe political and econom ¢ consequences, Leto
couldn't imagi ne anyone attacking a Guild craft. Although the Spacing Guild had
no military power of its own, it could -- through w thdrawal of transportation
services -- cripple any solar system And with elaborate surveillance

nmechani sns, the Guild could trace and identify rogue attackers and send nessages
off to the Enperor, who in turn would dispatch Inperial Sardaukar according to
nmut ual treaty.

"Never underestimate the tactics of desperation, |ad," Paulus said, but did not

el aborate further. Fromtinme to tinme he had told his son stories of trunped-up

charges against particular people, situations fabricated in the past in order to
wi pe out enemnies of the Enperor or the CGuild.

Leto thought that of all the things he was | eaving behind, he would mss his
father's insights nost, the O d Duke's brief and perceptive | essons tossed off
the cuff. "The Enpire functions beyond nere | aws," Paulus continued. "An
equal ly strong foundation is the network of alliances, favors, and religious
propaganda. Beliefs are nore powerful than facts."

Leto stared through the thick sky at the nmagnificent, distant ship and frowned.
It was often difficult to separate truth fromfiction ....

He wat ched a speck of orange appear bel ow the imrense orbiting craft. The col or
became a streak of descending light that resolved into the shape of a shuttle,
whi ch soon hovered over the Cala landing field. Four white gulls whipped
around, soaring in the stirred air currents fromthe shuttle's descent, then
flew shrieking out to the sea cliffs.

Around the shuttle, a shield shimered and flickered off. Al along the
spaceport fences, pennants snapped in a salty norning breeze. The shuttle, a
white bullet-shaped craft, floated across the field toward the enbarkation

pl atform on which Leto and his parents stood separate fromthe honor guard. A
crowmd of onl ookers and wel |l -w shers waved and shouted fromthe outskirts of the
landing field. The craft and platformconnected, and a door slid open in the
fusel age.

Hi s mother cane forward to say her goodbyes, enbraci ng hi mwi thout words; she
had threatened sinmply to watch fromone of the towers in Castle Cal adan, but
Paul us had convi nced her otherw se. The crowd cheered and shouted their
farewel | s; Duke Paul us and Lady Hel ena stood hand in hand and waved back at

t hem

"Remenber what | told you, son," Paulus said, referring to intense counseling he
had given the boy in recent days. "Learn fromlIx, learn fromeverything."

"But use your heart to know what is true," his nother added.

"Always," he said. "I'Il miss you both. 1'll make you proud of nme."

"W already are, lad." The older nman stepped back to the formal guard escort.
He exchanged Atreides salutes with his son -- an open right hand besi de the



tenple -- and all the soldiers did the sane. Then Paul us bounded forward to
give Leto a hearty hug ....

Monents | ater the robo-piloted shuttle rose away fromthe black cliffs, churning
seas, and cl oud-w eathed cropl ands of Caladan. Inside, Leto sat in a plush
chair in the observation |ounge, peering out a wi ndowport. As the craft reached
t he indi go darkness of space, he saw the netallic island of the Guild Heighliner
with sunlight glinting off its surface.

At their approach, a yawni ng bl ack hol e opened in the underside. Leto took a
deep breath, and the i mense ship swallowed the shuttle. He envisioned what he
had once seen in a filnbook about Arrakis, a sandworminhaling a spice
harvester. The netaphor unsettled him

The shuttle slid snmoothly into the docking port of a Wayku passenger ship that
hung in its designated berth inside the cavernous hold of the Heighliner. Leto
boarded, his suitcases floating al ong behind, and made up his mnd to do as his
father had instructed.

Learn fromeverything. H's determned curiosity pushing his intinidation aside,
Leto clinbed a stairway to the nmain passenger |ounge, where he found a seat on a
bench by another wi ndow. Two soostone nerchants sat nearby, their rapid
conversation sprinkled with jargon. dd Paulus had wanted Leto to |l earn how to
fend for hinself. So, to enhance the experience, Leto was traveling as an

ordi nary passenger, with no special anenities, no ponp or entourage, no

i ndi cation that he was the son of a Duke.

Hi s nmot her had been horrified.

Aboard the ship, Wayku vendors wearing dark gl asses and ear-cl anp headsets noved
from passenger to passenger, selling confections and perfuned beverages at
exorbitant prices. Leto waved off a persistent vendor, though the spicy-salty
broths and broil ed nmeat sticks snelled delicious. He could hear an overfl ow of
musi ¢ fromthe man's headset, saw his head, shoul ders, and feet noving to the
beat of nusic piped into his skull. The Wayku did their jobs, tended to the
custoners, but nanaged to live in their own sensory cacophony; they preferred
the universe within to any spectacle they m ght experience outside.

This mass-transit craft, operated by the Wayku under CGuild contract, carried
passengers fromsystemto system A disgraced House Maj or whose planets had al
been destroyed in the Third Coal sack War, the Wayku were gypsies now and |ived
as nonmmds aboard Guild Heighliners. Although ancient surrender terns prevented
menbers of their race fromsetting foot on any planet in the Inperium the Guild
had, for undi scl osed reasons, granted them sanctuary. For generations, the
Wayku had showed no interest in petitioning the Emperor for ammesty or a
revocation of the severe restrictions placed upon them

Looki ng t hrough the wi ndow of the I[ounge, Leto saw the dimy illum nated cargo
hol d of the Heighliner, a vacuum chanber so large that this passenger ship was,
by conparison, even snaller than a grain of pundi rice in the belly of a fish.
He coul d see the ceiling high overhead, but not the walls kiloneters away.

Q her ships, large and small, were arrayed in the hold: frigates, cargo

haul ers, shuttles, lighters, and arnored nonitors. Strapped-together stacks of
"dunp boxes" -- unpiloted cargo containers designed to dunp material directly
fromlow orbit onto a planet's surface -- hung next to the main exterior

hat ches.



Quild regul ations, etched on ridulian crystals nounted to the main wall of every
room prohibited passengers fromleaving the isolation of their ship. Through
adj acent wi ndows Leto snatched glinpses of passengers inside other craft -- a
pot pourri of races bound for all parts of the Inperium

The Wayku deckhands finished their first round of service, and the passengers
waited. The trip through fol dspace took no nmore than an hour, but preparations
for departure sonetinmes required days.

Finally, with no announcenent whatsoever, Leto detected a faint, snooth purring
that seenmed to cone fromfar away. He could feel it in every nuscle of his
body. "W nust be heading out," he said, turning to the soostone nerchants, who
seened uni npressed. Fromthe quick diverting of their eyes and the way they
studiously ignored him Leto thought they nust consider himan uncul tured yokel

In an isol ated chanber high atop the craft, a Guild Navigator swming in a tank
of gas saturated with nelange began to enconpass space with his mnd. He
envi si oned and t hreaded a safe passage through the fabric of foldspace,
transporting the Heighliner and its contents across a vast distance.

At dinner the previous evening in the Castle's dining hall, Leto's nmother had
wondered al oud if Navigators m ght sonehow vi ol ate the nachi ne-human interaction
prohi bited by the Butlerian Jihad. Knowi ng Leto would soon be off to Ix and at
risk of nmoral tainting, she innocently nade the suggestion as she nibbled on a
nmout hful of lenon-broiled fish. She often used a nost reasonabl e tone when she
uttered her provocative statements. The effect was |i ke dropping a boulder into
a pool of still water.

"Ch, nonsense, Helena!" Paulus said, wi ping his beard with a napkin. "Were
woul d we be wi thout Navi gators?"

"Just because you have becone accustonmed to a thing, does not nake it right,
Paul us. The Orange Catholic Bi bl e says nothing about norality being defined by
per sonal convenience."

Before his father could argue the point, Leto interrupted. "I thought that
Navi gators just saw the way, a safe way. Holtznan generators actually operate
the spacecraft.” He decided to add a quote he remenbered fromthe Bible. "

' The highest master in the material world is the human mind, and the beasts of
the field and the machines of the city nmust be forever subordinate.' "

"OfF course, dear," his nother said, and dropped the subject.

Now, he didn't notice any change of sensation upon passing into fol dspace.
Before Leto knew it, the Heighliner arrived in another solar system --

Har nont hep, according to the transport schedul e.

Once there, Leto had to wait for five nore hours as cargo ships and shuttles
went in and out of the Heighliner hold, as well as transports and even a
superfrigate. Then the Quild ship noved of f again, folding space to a new sol ar
system -- Kirana Aleph, this tine -- where the cycle occurred once nore.

Leto took a nap in the sleeping conpartnents, then energed to buy two of the
sizzling neat sticks and a potent cup of stee. Helena might wi sh he'd been
escorted by Atrei des house guards, but Paulus had insisted that there was only
one way for his son to learn to take care of hinself. Leto had an agenda and
i nstructions, and he vowed to do just that.



Finally, on the third stop, a Wayku deckhand ordered Leto to descend three decks
and board an automatic shuttle. She was a stern-Ilooking wonman in a gaudy

uni formand did not seemto be in the mood for conversation. Her headset
thrunmed wi th an undercurrent of nel ody.

"I's this Ix?" Leto inquired, reaching for his suspensor-buoyed suitcases. They
foll oned hi mas he noved.

"W are in the Al kaurops system" she said. Her eyes couldn't be seen because
of her dark glasses. "Ix is the ninth planet. You get off here. W' ve already
jettisoned the dunp boxes."

Leto did as he was instructed, naking his way toward the indicated shuttle,

t hough he wi shed he had been given nore warning and nmore information. He didn't
know exact|ly what he was supposed to do once he arrived on the high-tech

i ndustrial world, but he assumed Earl Vernius would greet himor at |east send
some sort of welcomng party.

He took a deep breath and tried not to let his anxiety grow too intense.

The robo-piloted shuttle plunmmeted out of the Heighliner hold toward the surface
of a planet traced with nmountains, clouds, and ice. The automated shuttle
functioned according to a limted set of instructions, and conversation wasn't
inits repertoire of skills. Leto was the only passenger aboard, apparently the
only travel er bound for Ix. The nachine planet wel comed few visitors.

As he | ooked out the porthole, though, Leto had a sinking feeling that sonething
had gone wong. The Wayku shuttl e approached a high nmountain plateau with

Al pine forests in sheltered valleys. He saw no buildings, none of the grand
structures or nmanufacturing facilities he had expected. No snpbke in the air, no
cities, no sign of civilization at all

This couldn't possibly be the heavily industrialized world of Ix. He |ooked
around, tensing up, ready to defend hinself. Had he been betrayed? Lured here
and stranded?

The shuttle cane to a stop on a stark plain strewn with flecked granite boul ders

and small clunmps of white flowers. "This is where you get out, sir," the robo-
pi |l ot announced in a synthesized voice.

"Where are we?" Leto demanded. "I'm supposed to be going to the capital of

I x."

"This is where you get out, sir."

"Answer ne!" His father would have used a boom ng voice to wench a reply from
this stupid machine. "This can't be the capital city of Ix. Just |ook around

you!"

"You have ten seconds to exit the craft, sir, or you will be forcibly ejected.

The Guild operates on a tight schedule. The Heighliner is already prepared to
depart for the next system"”

Cursing under his breath, Leto nudged his drifting |uggage and stepped onto the
rubbl e-strewn surface. Wthin seconds the white, bullet-shaped craft rose and



dwi ndl ed to a pinpoint of orange light in the sky, before it disappeared from
view entirely.

Hi s pair of suitcases hovered beside him and a clean-snelling wind ruffled his
hair. Leto was alone. "Hello?" he shouted, but no one answered.

He shivered as he stared at rugged nountain ridges dusted with snow and gl aci al
ice. Caladan, nostly an ocean world, had very few nmountains approaching this
grandeur. But he had not cone to see nountains. "Hello! |I'mLeto Atreides,
from Cal adan!" he called out. "Is anyone here?"

A sick feeling clenched his chest. He was far from horme on an unknown worl d,
with no way to find out where in the vast universe he was. Is this even Ix?
The brisk wind was cold and sharp, but the open plain remained eerily quiet.
Qppressive silence hung in the thin air

He had spent his life hearing the lullaby of the ocean, the songs of gulls, and
the bustle of villagers. Here he saw nothing, no wel com ng party, no signs of
habi tation. The world | ooked untouched . . . enpty.

If 1've been stranded here, will anyone be able to find ne?

Thi ckeni ng cl ouds conceal ed the sky, though he saw a di stant blue sun through a
break in the cover. He shivered again and wondered what he should do, where he
should go. |If he was going to be a Duke, he had to learn to nake deci sions.

A drizzle of sleet began to fall

The paint brush of history has depicted Abul urd Harkonnen in a npost unfavorable
light. Judged by the standards of his older half brother, Baron Vladinir, and
his own children d ossu Rabban and Feyd- Raut ha Rabban, Abulurd was a different
sort of man entirely. W nmust, however, assess the frequent descriptions of his
weakness, inconpetence, and fool hardy decisions in light of the ultinmate failure
of House Harkonnen. Though exiled to Lankiveil and stripped of any real power,
Abul urd secured a victory unmatched by anyone else in his extended famly: He

| earned how to be happy with his life.

-Landsraad Encycl opedi a of Great Houses, post-Jihad edition

Though the Harkonnens were fornidable foes in the arena of mani pul ations,
subt erfuge, and disinformation, the Bene Gesserit were undi sputed nasters.

In order to achieve the next step in their grand breeding scheme, a plan that
had been in place since ten generations before the downfall of thinking

machi nes, the Sisterhood needed to find a ful crumthat would make the Baron bend
to their will.



It didn't take themlong to figure out the weak point in House Harkonnen

Presenting herself as a new domestic servant on cold and blustery Lankiveil, the
young Bene Gesserit Sister Margot Rashino-Zea infiltrated the househol d of

Abul urd Harkonnen, the Baron's younger half brother. Beautiful Margot, hand-

sel ected by Kwi satz Mother Anirul, had been trained in the ways of spying and
ferreting out information, of connecting m smatched tidbits of data to construct
a broader picture.

She al so knew sixty-three ways to kill a human bei ng usi ng nothi ng but her
fingers. The Sisterhood worked hard to nmaintain their appearance as brooding
intellectuals, but they also had their commandos. Sister Margot was counted
among their best.

The | odge house of Abul urd Harkonnen sat on a rugged spit of |and that extended
into deep water bordered by narrow Tula Fjord. A fishing village surrounded the
wooden mansion; farns pushed inland into the thin and rocky valleys, but nost of
the planet's food supply cane fromthe frigid sea. Lankiveil's econony was
based on the rich whal efur industry.

Abulurd lived at the base of dripping nountains, whose tops were rarely seen
t hrough the | oom ng steel-gray clouds and lingering mst. The main house and
surrounding village was the closest thing to a capital center this frontier
worl d had to offer.

Since strangers were rare, Margot took precautions not to be noticed. She stood
taller than many of the stocky and nuscul ar natives, so she disguised herself
with a slight stoop. She dyed her honey-bl onde hair dark and cut it thick and
shaggy, a style favored by nmany of the villagers. Wth chenicals, she treated
her snooth, pale skin to make it weathered and lend it a darker cast. She

bl ended in, and everyone accepted her without a second glance. For a woman
trained by the Sisterhood, naintaining the sham was easy.

Mar got was only one of numerous Bene Gesserit spies dispatched to the w despread
Har konnen hol di ngs, where they would surreptitiously scour any and all business
records. The Baron had no reason to suspect such scrutiny at this time -- he'd
had very few dealings with the Sisterhood -- but if any of their fenale spies
wer e di scovered, the |ean and vicious man woul d have no conpuncti ons agai nst
torturing themfor explanations. Luckily, Margot thought, any well-trai ned Bene
Gesserit could stop her own heart |ong before inflicted pain could force her to
reveal secrets.

Traditionally, the Harkonnens were adept at mani pul ati on and conceal ment, but
Mar got knew she woul d find the necessary incrimnating evidence. Though other
Si sters had argued for digging closer to the heart of Harkonnen operations,
Mar got had concl uded t hat Abul urd woul d nake the perfect patsy. The younger
Har konnen dem brot her had, after all, run the spice operations on Arrakis for
seven years: He nust have sonme information. |f anything needed to be hidden
the Baron would likely do it here, unexpectedly, right under Abulurd' s nose.

Once the Bene Cesserit uncovered a few of the Harkonnens' m stakes and hel d
proof of the Baron's financial indiscretions, they would have the bl acknai
weapon so desperately needed to advance their breedi ng program

Dressed as an indigenous villager in dyed wools and furs, Margot slipped into
the rustic great house at the docks. The structure stood tall and was conposed
of massive wood, stained dark. Fireplaces in every roomfilled the air with



resi nous snoke, and gl owgl obes tuned to yelloworange did their best to
approxi nate sunlight.

Mar got cl eaned, she dusted, she helped with the cooking . . . she searched for
financial records. Two days in a row, the Baron's ami able half brother greeted
her, smling, welcoming; he noticed nothing whatsoever amiss. A trusting sort,
he seened unconcerned for his own safety, and allowed |ocals and strangers to
wander into the main roons and guest quarters of his mansion, even close to his
person. He had gray-blond hair, long to his shoul ders, and a seaned, ruddy face
that was disarned by a perpetual half smile. It was said that he'd been a
favorite of his father Dmitri, who had encouraged Abulurd to take over the

Har konnen holdings . . . but Abulurd had nmade so nany bad choi ces, so nany
deci si ons based on peopl e rather than business necessities. It had been his
downf al I .

Wearing warm and prickly Lankiveil clothing, Margot kept her gray-green eyes
downcast and conceal ed behind | enses that nade them appear brown. She could
have nade herself into a gol den-haired beauty and had, in fact, considered
seduci ng Abulurd and sinply taking the information she needed, but she had

deci ded agai nst that plan. The man seemed unshakably devoted to his squat and
whol esonme native wi fe, Enmm Rabban, the nother of G ossu Rabban. He had fallen
inlove with her long ago on Lankiveil, married her to the dismay of his father
and carried her with himfromworld to world during his chaotic career. Abulurd
seened i npervious to any feninine tenptations but hers.

I nst ead, Margot used sinple charmand qui et innocence to gain access to witten
financial records, dusty |edgers, and inventory roons. No one questioned her

In tinme, taking advantage of every surreptitious opportunity, she found what she
needed. Using flash-nmenorization techniques | earned on Wallach | X, Margot
scanned t hrough stacks of etched ridulian crystals and absorbed col ums of
nunbers, cargo nanifests, lists of equi pnment deconm ssioned or placed into
service, suspicious |osses, storm damage.

I n nearby roons, groups of wonen skinned and gutted fish, chopped herbs, peeled
roots and sour fruits for steam ng caul drons of fish stew, which Abulurd and his
wi fe served for the entire household. They insisted on eating the sane neal s,

at the sane tables, as all of their workers. Margot finished her surreptitious
scanning well before the neal call sounded throughout the roons of the great
house . ...

Later, in private while listening to a blustery storm outside, she reviewed the
data in her mnd and studied spice-production records from Abulurd' s tenure on
Arrakis and the Baron's current filings with CHOAM along with the anpunts of
nel ange spirited away from Arraki s by various snuggl er organi zations.

Normal |y, she would have set aside the data until entire teans of Sisters had a
chance to analyze it. But Margot wanted to di scover the answer herself.
Pretending to sleep, she dived into the problem behind her eyelids with abandon,
falling into a deep trance.

The nunbers had been masterful |y mani pul ated, but after Margot stripped away the
masks and thin screens, she found her answer. A Bene CGesserit could see it, but
she doubted even the Enperor's financial advisors or CHOAM accountants woul d

det ect the deception

Unless it was pointed out to them



Her discovery suggested serious underreporting of spice production to CHOAM and

the Enperor. Either the Harkonnens were selling nmelange illicitly -- doubtful
because that could easily be tracked -- or accunul ating secret stockpiles of
their own.

Interesting, Margot thought, raising her eyebrows. She opened her eyes, went

over to a reinforced wi ndow caserment, and stared out at the liquid netal seas,
t he choppy waves trapped within the bottleneck fjords, the nmurky black clouds

hoveri ng above the rugged bul warks of rock. |In the bleak distance, fur-whales
set up an eerie, hunm ng song.

The foll owi ng day she booked passage on the next Guild Heighliner. Then,
shucki ng her disguise, she rode up in a cargo hauler filled with processed

whal e-fur. She doubted that anyone on Lankiveil had noticed her arrival or her
departure.

Four things cannot be hidden -- Love, snoke, a pillar of fire, and a man
striding across the open bl ed.

-Frenmen W sdom

Alone in the quiet, stark desert -- exactly as it should be. Pardot Kynes found
t hat he worked best with nothing but his own thoughts and plenty of time to
think them Oher people provided too many distractions, and few others had the
same focus or the sane drive.

As Imperial Planetologist to Arrakis, he needed to absorb the huge | andscape
into every pore of his being. Once he got into the right mnd-set he could
actually feel the pulse of a world. Now, standing atop a rugged fornmation of
bl ack-and-red rock that had been uplifted fromthe surrounding basin, the |ean
weat hered man stared in both directions at the vastness. Desert, desert

ever ywher e.

His map screen named the mountainous line Rimvall West. His altineter

procl aimed the tallest peaks to be substantially higher than six thousand neters
yet he saw no snow, glaciers, or ice, no signs of precipitation

what soever. Even the npst rugged and atom c- bl asted nount ai nt ops on Sal usa

Secundus had been covered with snow. But the air here was so desperately dry

t hat exposed water could not survive in any form

Kynes stared southward across the ocean of sand to the world-girdling desert
known as the Funeral Plain. No doubt geographers could have found anple

di stinctions to categorize the | andscape into further |abeled subsections -- but
few humans who ventured out there ever returned. This was the domain of the
worns. No one really needed naps.



Benused, Kynes renmenbered ancient sailing charts fromthe earliest days of Ad
Terra, their mysterious unexplored areas nmarked sinply, "Here Be Monsters."
Yes, he thought as he recall ed Rabban's hunt of the incredible sandworm Here
be monsters indeed.

Exposed atop the serrated ridge of the Rimnall, he renpved the stillsuit's
nostril plugs and rubbed a sore spot where the filter constantly brushed agai nst
his nose. Then he pulled away the covering on his muth so he could take a deep
breath of the scorched, brittle air. According to his desert-prep instructions,
he knew he shoul d not expose hinself unnecessarily to such water |oss, but Kynes
needed to draw in the aromas and vibrations of Arrakis, needed to sense the
heart beat of the planet.

He snell ed hot dust, the subtle saltiness of mnerals, the distinct tastes of
sand, weat hered |ava, and basalt. This was a world entirely wi thout the noist
scents of either growing or rotting vegetation, w thout any odor that m ght
betray the cycles of Iife and death. Only sand and rock and nore sand.

Upon cl oser inspection, though, even the harshest desert teened with life, with
speci ali zed plants, with aninmals and insects adapted to hostile ecol ogica
niches. He knelt to scrutinize shadow pockets in the rock, tiny hollows where
the barest breath of nmorning dew m ght collect. There, |ichens gripped the
rough stone surface.

A few hard pellets marked the droppi ngs of a small rodent, perhaps a kangar oo
rat. Insects mght nmake their hones here at high altitude, along with a bit of
wi ndbl own grass or hardy and solitary weeds. On the vertical cliffs, even bats
took shelter and surged out at dusk to hunt night nmoths and gnats. COccasionally
in the enanel -blue sky he spotted a dark fleck that nust have been a hawk or a
carrion bird. For such larger aninmals, survival nust be particularly hard.

How, then, do the Frenmen survive?

He'd seen their dusty forms wal king the village streets, but the desert people
kept to thensel ves, went about their business, then vanished. Kynes noticed
that the "civilized" villagers treated themdifferently, but it wasn't clear
whet her this came fromawe or disdain. Polish cones fromthe cities, went an
ol d Frenen saying, wi sdomfromthe desert.

According to a few sparse ant hropol ogi cal notes he had found, the Frenmen were
the remmants of an ancient wandering peopl e, the Zensunni, who had been sl aves
dragged fromworld to world. After being freed, or perhaps escaping, fromtheir
captivity they had tried to find a home for centuries, but were persecuted
everywhere they went. Finally, they'd gone to ground here on Arrakis-and
sonehow t hey had thrived.

Once, when he'd tried to speak to a Fremen wonman as she wal ked past, the wonan
had fixed himwith the gaze of her shockingly blue-within-blue eyes, the whites
conpletely swallowed in the indigo of pure spice addiction. The sight had
jolted all questions fromhis mnd, and before Kynes could say anything else to
her, the Fremen wonan had hurried on her way, hugging her tattered brown jubba
cl oak over her stillsuit.

Kynes had heard runors that entire Fremen popul ation centers were hidden out in
the basins and the rocky buttresses of the Shield Wall. Living off the |and,
when the land itself provided so little life . . . howdid they do it?



Kynes still had much to | earn about Arrakis, and he thought the Fremen could
teach hima great deal. |If he could ever find them

IN DI RTY, ROUGH EDGED Carthag, the Harkonnens had been reluctant to outfit the
unwant ed Pl anetol ogi st with extravagant equi pnment. Scow ing at the Padi shah
Enperor's seal on Kynes's requisition, the supply master had authorized himto
take clothes, a stilltent, a survival kit, four literjons of water, some
preserved rations, and a battered one-man ornithopter with an extended fue
supply. Those itens were enough for a person |ike Kynes, who was a stranger to
luxury. He didn't care about formal trappings and usel ess niceties. He was
much nore focused on the probl em of understandi ng Arrakis.

After checking the predicted stormpatterns and prevailing w nds, Kynes lit off
in the ornithopter toward the northeast, headi ng deeper into the nountai nous
terrain surrounding the polar regions. Because the md-latitudes were broiling
wast el ands, npbst human habitation clustered around the highl ands.

He piloted the old surplus '"thopter, listening to the |oud humof its engines
and the flutter of nmovable wings. Fromthe air, and all alone: This was the
best way to see the vistas below, to get a broad perspective on the geol ogica
bl em shes and patterns, the colors of rock, the canyons.

Thr ough the sand-scratched front wi ndows he could see dry rills and gorges, the
di vergi ng broons of alluvial fans fromancient floods. Sonme of the steep canyon
wal | s appeared to have been cut by water abrasion, |ike a shigawire strand
sawi ng through strata. Once, in the distance shimrering with the ripples of a
heat nmirage, he thought he saw a sparkling salt-encrusted playa that could
easily have been a dried sea bottom But when he flew in that direction, he
couldn't find it.

Kynes becane convinced that this planet had once held water. A lot of it. The
evi dence was there for any Planetol ogist to see. But where had it all gone?

The amount of ice in the polar caps was insignificant, mned by water nerchants
and haul ed down to the cities, where it was sold at a premum The caps
certainly did not hold enough to explain vani shed oceans or dried rivers. Had
the native water sonehow been destroyed or renoved fromthe planet . . . or was
it just hiding?

Kynes flew on, keeping his eyes open and searching, constantly searching.
Diligently conpiling his journals, he took notes of every interesting thing he
spotted. It would take years to gather enough information for a well-founded
treatise, but in the past nmonth he had already transmitted two regul ar progress
reports back to the Enperor, just to show he was doing his appointed job. He'd
handed these reports to an Inperial Courier and a Guild representative, one in
Arrakeen, the other in Carthag. But he had no idea if Elrood or his advisors
even read them

Kynes found hinself |ost nost of the tine. H's maps and charts were depl orably
i nconpl ete or absolutely wong, which puzzled him |If Arrakis was the sole
source of nelange -- which, therefore, nmade this planet one of the nopst

i mportant in the Inperium-- then why was the | andscape so poorly charted? |If
the Spacing Guild would just install a few nore high-resolution satellites, much
of the problemcould be solved. No one seened to know the answer.



For a Pl anetol ogi st's purposes, though, being |lost caused little concern. He
was an explorer, after all, which required himto wander about with no plan and
no destination. Even when his ornithopter began to rattle, he pressed on. The
i on- propul si on engi ne was strong and the battered craft handl ed reasonably well,
even in powerful gusts and updrafts of hot air. He had enough fuel to last him
for weeks.

Kynes renmenbered all too well the years he had spent on harsh Salusa, trying to
conprehend the catastrophe that had ruined it centuries before. He had seen
anci ent pictures, knew how beautiful the former capital world had once been.

But in his heart it would always remain the hellish place it was now.

Sonet hi ng epochal had happened here on Arrakis, too, but no wtnesses or records
had survived that ancient disaster. He didn't think it could have been atonic,

t hough that solution mght be easy to postulate. The ancient wars before and
during the Butlerian Jihad had been devastating, had turned entire solar systens
into rubble and dust.

No . . . something different had happened here.

MORE DAYS, MORE WANDERI NG

On a barren, silent ridge hal fway around the world, Kynes clinmbed to the top of
anot her rocky peak. He had | anded his 'thopter on a flat, boul der-strewn
saddl e, then wal ked up the sl ope, picking his way hand over hand with jangling
equi pnment on his back

In the uni magi nati ve fashion of early cartographers, this curving arm of rock
that formed a barrier between the Habanya Erg to the east and the great sink of
the Cielago Depression to the west had been forever nanmed Fal se Wall West. He
determ ned this would be a good spot to establish a data-collection outpost.

Feeling the exertion in his thighs and hearing the click-ticking of his
overworked stillsuit, Kynes knew he nust be perspiring heavily. Even so, his
suit absorbed and recycled all of his bodily noisture, and he was in good shape.
When he could stand it no |onger, he drew a | ukewarm si p through the catchtube
near his throat, then continued to trudge upward on the rough surface. The best
pl ace to conserve water is in your own body, said conventional Fremen w sdom
according to the vendor who had sold himhis equipnment. He was accustoned to
the slick stillsuit by now, it had becone a second skin to him

At the craggy pinnacle -- about twelve hundred neters high, according to his
altineter -- he stopped at a natural shelter formed by a broken tooth of hard
stone. There, he set up his portable weather station. |Its analytical devices

woul d record wi nd speeds and directions, tenperatures, baronetric pressures, and
fluctuations in relative humdity.

Around the gl obe, centuries-old biological testing stations had been erected in
t he days | ong before the properties of nelange had been di scovered. Back then
Arrakis had been no nore than an unrenarkable, dry planet with little in the way
of desirable resources -- of no interest to any but the nobst desperate of
colonists. Many of those testing stations had fallen into disrepair

unattended, some even forgotten.

Kynes doubted the infornmation gleaned fromthose stations would be very
reliable. For now, he wanted his own data fromhis own instrunents. Wth the



whir of a tiny fan, an air-sanpler gul ped an atnospheric specinmen and spilled
out the conposition readings: 23 percent oxygen, 75.4 percent nitrogen, 0.023
percent carbon di oxi de, along with other trace gases.

Kynes found the nunbers nost peculiar. Perfectly breathable, of course, and
exactly what one m ght expect froma normal planet with a thriving ecosystem
But in this scorched realm those partial pressures rai sed enornous questions.
Wth no seas or rainstorns, no plankton masses, no vegetative covering

where did all the oxygen come fron? |t made absolutely no sense.

The only large indigenous life-forms he knew of were the sandworns. Could there
be so many of the beasts that their netabolisns actually had a measurabl e ef fect
on the conposition of the atnosphere? Did some odd form of plankton teemwithin
t he sands thensel ves? Ml ange deposits were known to have an organi c conponent,
but Kynes had no idea what its source could be. |Is there a connection between

t he voraci ous worns and the spice?

Arraki s was one ecol ogi cal mystery built upon anot her

Wth his preparations conplete, Kynes turned fromthe perfect spot for his

net eorol ogical station. Then he realized with startling abruptness that parts
of the seem ngly natural alcove atop this isolated peak had been intentionally
f ashi oned.

He bent down, anmazed, and ran his fingers over rough notches. Steps cut into
the rock! Human hands had done this not |ong ago, chopping out easy access to
this place. An outpost? A |ookout? A Frenen observation station?

A chill shot down his spine, borne on a trickle of sweat that the stillsuit
greedily drank. At the sane time, he felt a thrill of excitenent, because the
Fremen thensel ves mi ght becone allies, a hardened people who had the same agenda
as he did, the sane need to understand and inprove ....

As Kynes turned around in the open air, searching, he felt exposed. "Hello?"
he called out, but only the desert silence answered hi m

How is all of this connected? he wondered. And what, if anything, do the
Fremen know about it?

VWho can know whet her Ix has gone too far? They hide their facilities, keep
their workers enslaved, and claimthe right of secrecy. Under such

ci rcunst ances, how can they not be tenpted to step beyond the restrictions of
the Butl erian Ji had?

- COUNT | LBAN RICHESE, third appeal to the Landsraad



Use your resources and use your wits," the Od Duke had always told him Now,
as he stood al one and shivering, Leto took stock of both.

He contenpl ated his grimand unexpected solitude on the w |l derness surface of 1x
-- or wherever this place was. Had he been stranded here by accident or
treachery? What was the worst case? The Quild should have kept a record of
where he'd been uncerenoni ously di scharged. H's father and House Atreides
troops could rally out and find himwhen he didn't show up at his intended
destination -- but how |l ong would that take? How long could he survive here?

If Vernius was behind this treachery, would the Earl even report himm ssing?

Leto tried to be optimstic, but he knewit mght be a long tine before help
could come. He had no food, no warm cl ot hi ng, not even a portable shelter. He
had to take care of this probl em hinself.

"Hello!" he shouted again. The vast enptiness snatched his words and drai ned
themto nothing, wthout even bothering to echo them back

He considered venturing forth in search of some |land mark or settlement, but
decided to stay put for the tine being. Next, he nentally assessed the
possessions he'd brought in his suitcases, trying to think of what he night use
to send a nessage.

Then, from beside him in a blue-green thicket of spiny plants struggling to
survive in the tundra, canme a rustling sound. Startled, Leto junped back, then
| ooked closer. Assassins? A group intending to take himcaptive? The ransom
of a ducal heir might bring a nountain of solaris . . . as well as the wath of
Paul us Atrei des.

He drew the curve-bladed fishing knife fromits sheath at his back and nade
ready to fight. His heart pounded as he tried to guess his peril, to prepare in
sone way. An Atreides had no qual ns about sheddi ng necessary bl ood.

The branches and pointed | eaves noved, then opened to reveal a round plaz pad on
the ground. Wth a hum of nachinery, a transparent |ift tube emerged from
beneat h the surface, |ooking totally incongruous on the rugged | andscape.

A stocky young man stood inside the transparent tube, grinning a warm wel come.
He had bl ond, unruly hair that |ooked tousled despite careful conbing; he wore
loose nmilitary-style trousers and a col or-shifting canouflage shirt. His pale
open face had soft edges from outgrown baby fat. A small pack hung on the
stranger's |l eft shoulder, simlar to the one he carried in his hand. He
appeared to be about Leto's age.

The transparent |ift canme to a stop, and a curved door rotated open. A breath
of warmair brushed Leto's hands and face. He crouched, ready to attack with
his fishing knife, though he could not inmgine this innocuous-|ooking stranger
to be a killer.

"You nmust be Leto Atreides, right?" the young man said. He spoke in Gal ach
t he common | anguage of the Inperium "So should we start out with a day hike?"

Leto's gray eyes narrowed and fixed on the purple-and-copper |xian helix
adorning the boy's collar. Trying to hide his imense relief and maintain a
prof essi onal, even suspicious facade, Leto nodded and |owered the tip of the
knife, which the stranger had pretended not to noti ce.



"“I'"'m Rhonbur Vernius. |, uh, thought you'd want to stretch a bit before we

settle in down below. | heard you |ike being outdoors, though I prefer to be
underground nyself. Maybe after you spend a little tinme with us, you'll feel at
hone in our cavern cities. Ix is really quite nice."

He | ooked up at the clouds and high-altitude sleet. "Ch, why is it raining?
Vermilion hells, | hate being in unpredictable environnents.” Rhonbur shook his
head in disgust. "I told weather control to give you a warm sunny day. M
apol ogies, Prince Leto -- but this is just too dreary for me. How about we go

down to the Grand Pal ai s?"

Cat ching hinmsel f ranmbling, Rhonbur dropped both day packs inside the lift tube
and nudged Leto's floating luggage inside as well. "It's good to neet you at
last. M father's been tal king about Atreides this and Atreides that for so
long. We'll be studying together for sone tinme, probably fanmly trees and
Landsraad politics. |'meighty-seventh in line to the Golden Lion Throne, but I
t hi nk you rank even higher than I do."

Gol den Lion Throne. The Great Houses were ranked according to an el aborate
CHOAM Landsraad system and within each House was a sub-hierarchy based upon
prinmogeniture. Leto's ranking was indeed substantially higher than the I|xian
Prince's -- through his nother he was actually a great-grandson of Elrood |IX

t hrough one of his three daughters by his second wife, Yvette. But the

di fference was neani ngl ess; the Enperor had many great-grandchildren. Neither
he nor Rhonbur woul d ever get to be Enperor. Serving as Duke of House Atreides
woul d of fer enough of a challenge, Leto thought.

The young men exchanged the hal f handshake of the Inperium interlocking
fingertips. The Ixian Prince wore a fire-jewel ring on his right hand, and Leto
felt no rough call uses.

"I thought | was in the wong place after |'d | anded," Leto said, finally
letting his uneasi ness and confusi on show through. "I believed | was stranded
on some uninhabited rock. |Is this really . . . Ix? The machine planet?" He
poi nted toward the spectacul ar peaks, the snow and rocks, the dark forests.

Renenmberi ng what his father had told himabout the Ixian penchant for security,
Leto noted Rhonmbur's hesitation. "OCh, uh, you'll see. W try not to nake
our sel ves too obvious."

The Prince gestured himinto the tube, and the plaz door rotated shut. They

pl unged t hrough what seened to be a kiloneter of rock. Rhonmbur continued to
speak calmy even as they plumeted. "Because of the nature of our technica
operations, Ix has countless secrets and nany enenies who'd |like to destroy us.
W try to keep our dealings and our resources hidden fromprying eyes."

The two young nen passed through a | um nescent honeyconb of artificial naterial
then into a vast expanse of air that reveal ed a huge grotto-world, a fairyland
protected deep within the crust of the planet.

Massi ve crowns of graceful support girders cane into view, connected to di anond
lattice colums so tall that the bottonms were not visible below. The plaz-
wal | ed capsul e continued to descend, floating free on an Ixian suspensor
mechani sm The capsul e's transparent floor gave Leto the unsettling illusion of
dropping feetfirst through thin air. He held on to the side railing while his
floating suitcases bobbed around him



Over head, he saw what | ooked like the cloudy Ixian sky and the blue-white sun
peeki ng through. Projectors concealed on the surface of the planet transmtted
actual weat her images onto high-resolution screens that covered the rock

cei lings.

Thi s enornous underworl d nmade the inside of even a Guild Heighliner |ook

m nuscul e. Hangi ng down fromthe roof of the stone vault, Leto saw geonetric
i nverted buildings, like inhabited crystal stalactites connected to each other
by wal kways and tubes. Teardrop-shaped aircraft sped noiselessly through the
subterranean realm flitting between structures and supports. Hang gliders
carryi ng people flashed by in streaks of brilliant col or

Far down on the floor of the rough cavern he spotted a | ake and rivers -- al
deep underground and protected from outsiders' eyes.

"Vernii," Rhonbur said. "Qur capital city."

As the capsule slid between the hanging stalactite buildings, Leto could nake
out groundcars, buses, and an aerial tube-transport system He felt as if he
were inside a magi cal snowfl ake. "Your buildings are incredibly beautiful," he
said, his gray eyes drinking in all the details. "I always thought of Ix as a
noi sy industrial world."

"We, uh, foster that inpression for outsiders. W've discovered structura
materials that are not only aesthetically pleasing but extrenely |ight and
strong. Living here underground, we're both protected and hi dden."

"And it lets you keep the surface of the world in pristine condition," Leto
pointed out. The Prince of Ix |ooked as if he hadn't even consi dered that
advant age.

"The nobl es and adm nistrators live in the upper stalactite buildings," Rhonbur
continued. "W rkers, shift supervisors, and all the suboid crews live below in
warrens. Everyone works together for the prosperity of Ix."

"More levels beneath this city? People live even deeper down there?" "Well
not really people. They're suboids," Rhonmbur said, with a dism ssive wave of
one hand. "W've specifically bred themto performdrudgery wi thout conplaint.
Quite a triunph of genetic engineering. | don't know what we'd do wi thout

t hem "

Their floating conpartnent skirted a tube-transport path and continued to foll ow
t he upsi de-down skyline. As they approached the npst spectacul ar of the

i nverted ceiling palaces -- a huge, angled structure hangi ng suspended |ike an
archaic cathedral -- Leto said, "I assune your lnhquisitors await nme?" He raised
his chin and prepared hinself for the ordeal. "I've never had a deep nenta

scan before."

Rhombur | aughed at him "I can, uh, arrange a nmind probe if you really wish to
undergo the rigors . " The Ixian Prince studied Leto intently. "Leto,
Leto, if we didn't trust you in the first place, you never woul d have been
allowed on Ix. Security has, um changed a | ot here since your father's day.
Don't listen to all those dark, sinister stories we spread about oursel ves.
They're just to scare away the curious."



The capsule finally settled onto a spraw i ng bal cony constructed of interlocking
tiles, and Leto felt a hol ding apparatus engage underneath them The chanber
began to nmove laterally toward an arnorplaz buil ding.

Leto tried not to let his relief show "All right. 1'Il defer to your

j udgrent . "

"And 1'Il do the same when we're on your planet. Wter and fish and open ski es.
Cal adan sounds . . . uh, wonderful."” H's tone said the exact opposite

Househol d personnel clad in black-and-white |ivery streanmed out of the arnor-
plaz building. Fornming a neat |ine on each side of the tube path, the unifornmed
men and wonen stood rigidly at attention

"This is the Grand Pal ais," Rhonbur said, "where our staff will see to your
every wish. Since you're the only current visitor, you mght be in for sone

panpering."

"Al'l these people just to serve . . . ne?" Leto renenbered the tinmes when he'd
had to scale and fillet the fish he caught, if he wanted to eat.

"You are an inportant dignitary, Leto. The son of a Duke, the friend of our
famly, an ally in the Landsraad. Do you expect anything | ess?"

“In truth, I'mfroma House with no substantial wealth, on a planet where the
only gl anmour cones fromfishernen, harvesters of floating paradan nel ons, and
pundi rice farmers."

Rhombur | aughed, a friendly peal. "Oh, and you're nodest, too!"

Fol | owed by the suspensor-borne | uggage, the young nmen wal ked side by side up
three wide, elegant stairs into the Grand Pal ai s.

Looki ng around the central |obby, Leto identified Ixian crystal chandeliers, the
finest in all the Inperium Crystal goblets and vases adorned narbl epl az

tabl es, and on each side of a blackite reception desk were full-size |apisjade
statuaries of Earl Dom nic Vernius and his Lady Shando Vernius. Leto recognized
the royal couple fromtriphotos he had seen

The unifornmed household staff filtered back into the building and took up
positions where they woul d be available for instructions from superiors. Across
t he | obby, doubl e doors opened and bi g-shoul dered, bald Dom nic Vernius hinself
approached, looking Iike sonme djinn out of a bottle. He wore a silver-and-gold
sl eeveless tunic trimred in white at the collar. A purple-and-copper |xian
hel i x adorned his breast.

"Ah, so this is our young visitor!" Domnic effused with blustery good hunor.
Crow s-feet becane |augh |ines around his bright brown eyes. H s facia
construction | ooked very nmuch |like that of his son Rhonbur, except the fat he
carried had set into ruddy folds and creases, and his dark bushy mustache made
for a striking frame around white teeth. Earl Dominic was several centineters
taller than his son. The Earl's features were not narrow and hard |ike the
Atrei des and Corrino bl oodlines, but cane instead froma |ineage that had been
ancient at the tine of the Battle of Corrin.

Behi nd hi mcane his wife Shando, forner concubi ne of the Enperor, dressed in a
formal gown. Her finely chiseled features, delicately pointed nose, and creany



skin suffused her appearance with a regal beauty that woul d have shone through
even the nost drab of garnents. She |ooked slight and delicate at first glance,
but carried a toughness and resilience about her

Besi de her, their daughter Kailea seened to be trying to outshine even her
nother in a brocaded | avender dress that set off copper-dark hair. Kailea

| ooked a little younger than Leto, but she wal ked with a studi ed grace and
concentration, as if she dared not let formality or appearances slip. She had
thin arched eyebrows, striking enerald eyes, and a generous, catlike nouth above
a narrow chin. Wth the faintest of sniles, Kailea executed an extravagant and
perfect curtsy.

Let o nodded and responded to each introduction, trying to keep his eyes fromthe
Ver ni us daughter. Hurriedly going through the notions his nother had drilled
into him Leto snapped open the seal on one of his suitcases and renoved a heavy
j ewel ed box, one of the Atreides famly treasures. Holding it, he stood erect.
"For you, Lord Vernius. This contains unique itens fromour planet. | also
have a gift for Lady Vernius."

"Excel l ent, excellent!" Then, as if inpatient with overbl own cerenony, Dom nic
accepted the gift and notioned for a servant to cone and take it. "I'Il enjoy
its contents this evening, when there is nore tine." He rubbed his broad hands
together. This man seemed to belong nmore in a snoky blacksnith's shop or on a
battlefield than in a fancy palace. "So, did you have a good trip to Ix, Leto?"

“Uneventful, sir
"Ah, the best kind of trip." Domnic |aughed easily.

Leto smled, not certain how best to make a good inpression on this nman. He
cleared his throat, enbarrassed to confess his concerns and worries. "Yes, sir
except | thought |I was abandoned when the Guild left me on your planet and | saw
only wi | derness."

"Ah! | asked your father not to nention that to you -- our little prank. | did
the sane to himon his first visit here. You nmust have inmagi ned yoursel f good
and lost." Dom nic beanmed with pleasure. "You |ook rested enough, young man

At your age, space lag isn't nuch of a factor. You |left Caladan, what, two days
ago?"

"Less than that, sir.

"Amazi ng how qui ckly Hei ghliners can span great distances. Positively
incredible. And we're naking inprovenments in Heighliner design, enabling each

ship to carry a larger payload." His boom ng voice nmade the acconplishnents
seem even nore grandi ose. "Qur second construction is to be conpleted |ater
today, another triunph for us. W'IIl take you through all the nodifications

we' ve made, so you can |learn them as part of your apprenticeship here."

Leto snmiled, but already his head felt as if it might explode. He didn't know
how much nmore new i nput he could absorb. By the tinme the year was up, he would
be a different person entirely.



There are weapons you cannot hold in your hand. You can only hold themin your
m nd.

-Bene Cesserit Teaching

The Bene Gesserit shuttle descended to the dark side of Gedi Prine, landing in
the well-guarded Harko City spaceport just before m dnight, local tinme.

Concer ned about what the dammed wi tches wanted from himnow that he had cone
honme fromthe desert hell hole of Arrakis, the Baron went to a shiel ded upper
bal cony of Harkonnen Keep to watch the lights of the arriving craft.

Around him the nonolithic blackplaz-and-steel towers shone garish lights into

t he snoke-sneared darkness. Wl kways and roads were covered by corrugated
awnings and filtered enclosures to protect pedestrians fromindustrial waste and
acid rain. Gven alittle nore inmagination and attention to detail during its
construction, Harko City could have been striking. Instead, the place |ooked
stricken.

"I have the data for you, nmy Baron," said a nasal but sharp voice behind him as
cl ose as an assassin.

Startled, the Baron turned, flexing his well-muscled arms. He scow ed. The
gaunt -robed form of his personal Mentat, Piter de Vries, stood at the doorway to
t he bal cony.

"Don't ever sneak up on nme, Piter. You slither like a worm"™ The conpari son
brought to mind his nephew Rabban's desert hunting expedition and its
enbarrassing results. "Harkonnens kill worns, you know. "

"So |I've heard," de Vries answered dryly. "But sonetines noving silently is the
best way to acquire information." A wy snile formed on his lips, which were
stained red fromthe cranberry-col ored sapho juice Mentats drank in order to
increase their abilities. Al ways seeking physical pleasures, curious to
experiment with additional addictions, the Baron had tried sapho hinself, but
found it to be bitter, vile stuff.

"It's a Reverend Mot her and her entourage," de Vries said, nodding toward the
lights of the shuttle. "Fifteen Sisters and acolytes, along with four nmale
guards. No weapons that we could detect."

De Vries had been trained as a Mentat by the Bene Tleilax, genetic w zards who
produced some of the Inperium s best human computers. But the Baron hadn't
want ed a nere dat a-processing nachine with a human brain-he'd wanted a

cal cul ati ng and cl ever man, soneone who could not only conprehend and conpute
t he consequences of Harkonnen schenes, but who could al so use his corrupt

i magi nati on to assist the Baron in achieving his aims. Piter de Vries was a
speci al creation, one of the infamus Tleilaxu "twi sted Mentats."

"But what do they want?" the Baron nmuttered, gazing at the |anded shuttle.
"Those wi tches seem damed confident coming here." H's own bl ue-unifornmed



troops marched out |ike a wolf pack before any of the passengers energed from
the ship. "W could erase themin an instant with our nost trivial House
def enses. "

"The Bene Gesserit are not without weapons, nmy Baron. Sone say they thensel ves
are weapons." De Vries raised a thin finger. "It's never wise to incur the
wath of the Sisterhood."

"l know that, idiot! So, what's the Reverend Mt her's nane and what does she
want ?"

"Gaius Helen Mohiam As to what she wants . . . her Sisterhood has refused to
say."

"Dam them and their secrets,” the Baron grunbled, as he spun about on the plaz-
encl osed bal cony. He strode toward the corridor to go neet the shuttlecraft.

Piter de VWries snmiled after him "Wen a Bene Gesserit speaks, she often does
so in riddles and i nnuendos, but her words also hold a great deal of truth. One
sinmply needs to excavate it."

The Baron responded with a deep grunt, kept going. Intensely curious hinself,
Piter foll owed.

On the way, the Mentat reviewed his know edge of these black-robed witches. The
Bene Gesserit occupi ed thensel ves with nunerous breedi ng schenes, as if farmng
humanity for their own obscure purposes. They al so comanded one of the

great est storehouses of information in the Inmperium using their intricate
libraries to | ook at the broad novements of peoples, to study the effects of one
person's actions anidst interplanetary politics.

As a Mentat, de Vries would have |loved to get his hands on that storehouse of
know edge. Wth such a treasure trove of data he coul d make conputati ons and
prime projections -- perhaps enough to bring down the Sisterhood itself.

But the Bene Gesserit allowed no outsiders into their archives, not even the
Enperor hinself. Hence there wasn't much on which even a Mentat could base his
calculations. De Vries could only guess at the arriving witch's intentions.

THE BENE GESSERIT liked to nmanipulate politics and societies in secret, so that
few people could trace the exact patterns of influence. Nevertheless, the
Reverend Mot her Gaius Hel en Mbhi am knew how to plan and execute a spectacul ar
entrance. Wth black robes sw shing, flanked by two i nmacul ately dressed mal e
guards and foll owed by her troop of acolytes, she strode into the reception hal
of the ancestral Harkonnen Keep

Seated at a gl eam ng bl ackpl az desk, the Baron waited to receive her

acconpani ed by his twi sted Mentat, who stood on one side with a few handpi cked
personal guards. To exhibit his utter contenpt and | ack of interest for these
visitors, the Baron wore a sl oppy, casual robe. He had prepared no refreshnents
for them no fanfare, no cerenony what soever.

Very wel |, Mhiam thought, perhaps it's best we keep this encounter a private
matter anyway.



In a strong, firmvoice she identified herself, then took one step closer to
him | eaving her entourage behind. She had a plain face that showed strength
rather than delicacy -- not ugly, but not attractive either. In profile her
nose, while unremarkable fromthe front, was revealed to be overlong. "Baron

VI adi m r Har konnen, mny Sisterhood has business to discuss with you."

"I"'mnot interested in doing business with witches," the Baron said, resting his
strong chin on his knuckles. His spider-black eyes |ooked the assenbl age over,
assessi ng the physi ques and physi cal appearance of her male guards. The fingers
of his free hand tapped a nervous rhythm agai nst his thigh

"Neverthel ess, you will hear what | have to say." Her voice was iron.

Seeing the blustering rage building within the Baron, Piter de Vries stepped
forward. "Need |I rem nd you, Reverend Mdther, where you are? W did not invite
you to cone here."

"Perhaps | should renm nd you," she snapped at the Mentat, "that we are capable
of running a detail ed analysis of all Harkonnen spice-production activities on
Arrakis -- the equi pment used, the manpower expended, conpared with spice
production actually reported to CHOAM as opposed to our own precise
projections. Any anonalies should be quite . . . revealing." She raised her
eyebrows. "W've already done a prelimnary study, based upon firsthand reports
fromour" -- she smiled -- "sources."

"You mean spies," the Baron said, indignantly.

She coul d see that he regretted these words as soon as they were uttered, for
they hinted at his cul pability.

The Baron stood up, flexing his armnuscles, but before he could counter

Mohi ami s i nnuendo, de Vries interjected, "Perhaps it would be best if we nade
this a private neeting, just between the Reverend Mther and the Baron? There's
no need to turn a sinple conversation into a grand spectacle . . . and matter of
record.”

"I agree," Mohiam said quickly, assessing the twisted Mentat with a glint of
approval. "Wy don't we adjourn to your chanmbers, Baron?"

He pouted, his generous lips formng a dark rose. "And why should | take a Bene
Gesserit witch into ny private quarters?"

"Because you have no choice," she said in a |low, hard voice.

In shock, the Baron nused at her audacity, but then he | aughed out |oud. "Wy
not? W can't get any |less pretentious than that."

De Vries watched them both with narrowed eyes. He was reconsidering his
suggestion, running data through his brain, figuring probabilities. The witch
had junped too quickly at the idea. She wanted to be alone with the Baron
Why? What did she have to do in private?

"Allow ne to acconpany you, ny Baron," de Vries said, already strutting toward
t he door that would take themthrough halls and suspensor tubes to the Baron's
private suite.

"This matter is best kept between the Baron and nysel f," Mohi am sai d.



Bar on Har konnen stiffened. "You don't command ny people, witch," he said in a
| ow, nenacing tone.

"Your instructions then?" she asked, insolently.
A monent's hesitation, and: "I grant your request for a private audience."

She tipped her head in the slightest of bows, then glanced behind her at her
acol ytes and guards. De Vries caught a flicker of her fingers, some sort of
wi tch hand si gnal

Her birdlike eyes |locked on to his, and de Vries drew hinself up as she said,
"There is one thing you can do, Mentat. Be so kind as to make certain ny
conpani ons are wel coned and fed, since we won't have tine to stay for

pl easantries. W nust return posthaste to Wallach I X"

"Do it," Baron Harkonnen sai d.

Wth a | ook of dism ssal toward de Vries, as if he were the | owest servant in
the Inmperium she followed the Baron out of the hal

Upon entering his chanbers, the Baron was pleased to note that he had left his
soiled clothes in a pile. Furniture lay in disarray, and a few red stains on
the wall had not been sufficiently scrubbed. He wanted to enphasize that the
witch did not deserve fine treatnent or a particularly well-planned wel cone.

Pl aci ng his hands on his narrow hips, he squared his shoul ders and raised his
firmchin. "Al right, Reverend Mdtther, tell nme what it is you want. | have no
time for further word ganes."

Mohi am rel eased a snmall smile. "Wrd ganes?" She knew that House Har konnen
under st ood the nuances of politics . . . perhaps not the kindhearted Abul urd
but certainly the Baron and his advisors. "Very well, Baron," she said sinply.

"The Sisterhood has a use for your genetic line."

She paused, relishing the | ook of shock on his hard face. Before he could
splutter a response, she explained carefully chosen parts of the scenario.
Mohi am hersel f didn't know the details or the reasons; she sinply knew to obey.
"You are no doubt aware that for nany years the Bene Gesserit have incorporated
i nportant bl oodlines into our Sisterhood. Qur Sisters represent the ful

spect rum of nobl e humanity, containing within us the desirable traits of nobst of
the Great and M nor Houses in the Landsraad. W even have sone representatives,
many generations renmoved, of House Har konnen.™"

"And you want to inprove your Harkonnen strain?' the Baron asked, warily. "Is
that it?"

"You understand perfectly. W must conceive a child by you, Vladimr Harkonnen
A daughter.™

The Baron staggered backward, then chuckled as he brushed a tear of mrth from
his eyes. "You'll have to | ook el sewhere, then. | have no children, nor is it
likely I'"lIl ever have any. The actual procreation process, involving wonen as
it does, disgusts ne."



Knowi ng full well the Baron's sexual preferences, Mhiam nade no response.
Unl i ke many nobl es, he had no offspring, not even illegitimte ones |urking
among pl anetary popul ati ons.

"Nevert hel ess, we want a Harkonnen daughter, Baron. Not an heir, or even a
pretender, so you need not worry about any . . . dynastic ambitions. W have
studi ed the bloodlines carefully and the desired mx is quite specific. You
must i npregnate me."

The Baron's eyebrows rose even higher. "Wy, under all the nmoons of the

I mperium would | want to do that?" He raked his gaze up and down her body,

di ssecting her, sizing her up. Mohiamwas rather plain-looking, her face |ong,
her brown hair thin and unremarkable. She was ol der than he, near the end of
her chil dbearing years. "Especially with you."

"The Bene Gesserit determ ne these things through genetic projections, not
t hrough any mutual or physical attraction.”

"Well, | refuse." The Baron turned about and crossed his arms over his chest.
"Go away. Take your little slaves with you and get off Gedi Prine."

Mohi am stared at himfor a few nore nonments, absorbing the details of his
chanmbers. Using Bene Gesserit analytical techniques, she |earned many things
about the Baron and his personality fromthe way he maintai ned this odorous
private warren, a space that was not grooned and decorated for the view of
formal visitors. He unknow ngly exhibited a wealth of information about his
i nner self.

"I'f that is your wish, Baron," she said. "M shuttle's next stop will be
Kaitain, where we have a neeting already scheduled with the Emperor. M
personal data library on the ship contains copies of all the records that give
evi dence of your spice-stockpiling activities on Arrakis, and docunentation of
how you have altered your production deliberately to hide your private stores
from CHOAM and House Corrino. Qur prelimnary analysis contains enough
information to initiate a full-scale Guild bank audit of your activities and
revocati on of your tenporary CHOAM directorship."

The Baron stared back at her. An inpasse, neither of them budging. But he saw
behi nd her eyes the truth in her words. He did not doubt the witches had used
their diabolical intuitive nethods to deternine exactly what he had done, how he
had been making a secret fool out of Elrood | X. He also knew that Mhiam would
not hesitate to follow through with her threat.

Copies of all the records . . . Even destroying this ship would do no good. The
i nfernal Sisterhood obviously had other copies el sewhere.

The Bene Gesserit probably had blackmail material on Inperial House Corrino as
wel |, perhaps even enbarrassing data on the inportant but surreptitious dealings
of the Spacing Guild and the powerful CHOAM Conpany. Bargaining chips. The

Si sterhood was good at | earning the weaknesses of potential enemes.

The Baron hated the Hobson's choice she gave him but he could do nothi ng about
it. This witch could destroy himwith a word, and in the end still force himto
gi ve her his bl oodline.

"To nmake things easier on you, | have the ability to control ny bodily
functions," Mhiam said, sounding reasonable. "I can ovulate at will, and



guarantee that this unpleasant task will not need to be repeated. Froma single
encounter with you, | can guarantee the birth of a girl-child. You need not
worry about us again.”

The Bene Gesserit always had plans afoot, wheels within wheels, and nothing with
them was ever as clear as it seened. The Baron frowned, running through the
possibilities. Wth this daughter they wanted so badly, did the witches -- in
spite of their denials -- intend to create an illegitimte heir and clai m House
Har konnen in the follow ng generation? That was preposterous. He was already
groom ng Rabban for that position, and no one would question it.

"I . . ." He funbled for words. "I need a nonent to consider this, and | nust
speak with ny advisors."

Reverend Mother Mohiamall but rolled her eyes at the suggestion, but granted
him | eave, gesturing for the Baron to take his tine. Tossing aside a
bl oodst ai ned towel, she | ounged back on the divan, confortable to wait.

Despite his despicable personality, Vladimr Harkonnen was an attractive nan,
well built with pleasant features: reddish hair, heavy |lips, pronounced wi dow s
peak. However, the Bene Gesserit instilled in all their Sisters the critica
beli ef that sexual intercourse was a nere tool for manipulating men and for
obtaining offspring to add to the genetically connected web of the Sisterhood.
Mohi am never intended to enjoy the act, no matter her orders. Nevertheless, she
did find it pleasurable to have the Baron under her thunb, to be able to force
himinto subm ssion

The Reverend Mdther sat back, closed her eyes, and concentrated on the flow and
ebb of hormones in her body, the inner workings of her reproductive system.
prepari ng herself.

She knew what the Baron's answer had to be.

"PITER'" THE BARON strode down the halls. "Were's ny Mentat?"

De Vries slipped out of an adjoining hall, where he'd been intending to use the
hi dden observation holes he'd placed in the Baron's private chanbers.

“I'"'mhere, my Baron," he said, then swigged froma tiny vial. The sapho taste
triggered responses in his brain, firing his neurons, stoking his nenta
capabilities. "Wiat did the witch request? What is she up to?"

The Baron wheeled, finally finding an appropriate target for his rage. "She
wants me to inpregnate her! The sow "

| mpregnate her? de Vries thought, adding this to his Mentat database. At hyper
speed he reassessed the problem

"She wants to bear nmy girl-child! Can you believe it? They know about ny spice
st ockpiles, too!"

De Vries was in Mentat node. Fact: The Baron woul d never have children any
other way. He |oathes wonen. Besides, politically, he is too careful to spread
his seed indiscrimnately.



Fact: The Bene Gesserit have broad genetic records on Wallach | X, nunerous
breedi ng plans, the results of which are open to interpretation. Gven a child
by the Baron -- a daughter instead of a son? -- what could the witches hope to
acconpl i sh?

Is there sone flaw -- or advantage -- in Harkonnen genetics they wish to
exploit? Do they sinply wish to do this because they consider it the nopst
hum |i ati ng puni shnent they can inflict upon the Baron? |If so, how has the
Baron personally offended the Sisterhood?

"The thought of it disgusts nel Rutting with that broodmare," the Baron
growed. "But I'mnearly mad with curiosity. Wat can the Sisterhood possibly
want ?"

"I"munable to nake a projection, Baron. Insufficient data."

The Baron | ooked as if he wanted to strike de Vries, but refrained. "I'mnot a
Bene Gesserit stud!"

"Baron," de Vries said calmy, "if they truly have infornmation about your spice-

stockpiling activities, you cannot afford to have that exposed. Even if they
were bluffing, your reaction has no doubt already told themall they need to
know. If they offer proof to Kaitain, the Enperor will bring his Sardaukar here
to exterm nate House Harkonnen and set up another G eat House in our stead on
Arrakis, just as they renpbved Ri chese before us. Elrood would |ike that, no
doubt. He and CHOAM can withdraw their contracts fromany of your hol di ngs at
any time. They might even give Arrakis and the spice production to, say, House
Atreides . . . just to spite you."

"Atreides!"™ The Baron wanted to spit. "I'd never let nmy holdings fall into
their hands."

De Vries knew he had struck the right chord. The feud between Harkonnen and
Atrei des had started nany generations before, during the tragic events of the
Battle of Corrin.

"You nust do as the witch demands, Baron," he said. "The Bene Cesserit have won
this round of the game. Priority: Protect the fortunes of your House, your
spi ce hol dings, and your illicit stockpiles." The Mentat smiled. "Then get
your revenge |ater."

The Baron | ooked gray, his skin suddenly blotched. "Piter, fromthis instant
forward | want you to begin erasing the evidence and di spersing our stockpil es.
Spread themto places where no one will think to | ook."

"On the planets of our allies, too? | wouldn't recommend that, Baron. Too many

conplexities setting it up. And alliances change."

"Very well." His spider-black eyes Iit up. "Put nost of it on Lankiveil, right
under the nose of ny stupid half brother. They'll never suspect Abulurd's
collusion in any of this."

"Yes, nmy Baron. A very good idea."
"OfF course it's a good idea!" He frowned, |ooked around. Thinking of his half

brother had rem nded himof his cherished nephew. "Were is Rabban? Maybe the
witch can use his sperminstead."”



"I doubt it, Baron," de Vries said. "Their genetic plans are usually specific."

"Well, where is he anyway? Rabban!" The Baron spun about and paced the hall

as if looking for sonething to stalk. "I haven't seen himin a day."
"OFf on another one of his silly hunts, up at Forest Guard Station." De Vries
suppressed a snmle. "You are on your own here, ny Baron, and | think you'd

better get to your bedchanmber. You have a duty to perform?"”

The basic rule is this: Never support weakness; always support strength.

-The Bene Gesserit Azhar Book
Conpil ati on of Great Secrets

The Iight cruiser soared out over a night wasteland unmarked by G edi Prine's
city lights or industrial snmoke. Alone in a holding pen in the belly of the
aircraft, Duncan |Idaho watched through a plaz port as the expanse of Barony
prison dropped behind themlike a geonetrical bubo, festering with trapped and
tortured humanity.

At |east his parents were no |onger prisoners. Rabban had killed them just to
make himangry and willing to fight. Over the past several days of
preparations, Duncan's anger had indeed increased.

The bare netal walls of the cruiser's Iower hold were etched with a verdigris of
frost. Duncan was nunb, his heart |eaden, his nerves shocked into silence, his
skin an unfeeling bl anket around him The engi nes throbbed through the floor
plates. On the decks above, he could hear the restive hunting party shuffling
about in their padded arnor. The nmen carried guns with tracking scopes. They

| aughed and chatted, ready for the evening' s gane.

Rabban was up there, too.

In order to give young Duncan what they called "a sporting chance," the hunting
party had armed himwith a dull knife (saying they didn't want himto hurt
hinself), a handlight, and a small length of rope: everything an eight-year-old
child should need to el ude a squadron of professional Harkonnen hunters on their
own wel | -scouted ground . ...

Above, in a warm and padded seat, Rabban snmiled at the thought of the terrified,
angry child in the hold. |f this Duncan |Idaho were bigger and stronger, he
woul d be as dangerous as any animal. The kid was tough for his size, Rabban had
to admit. The way he had eluded elite Harkonnen trainers inside the bowels of
Barony was adnirable, especially that trick with the suspensor tube.



The cruiser flew far fromthe prison city, away fromthe oil-soaked industria
areas, to a wilderness preserve on high ground, a place with dark pines and
sandstone bl uff faces, caves and rocks and streans. The tailored wlderness
even hosted a few exanpl es of genetically enhanced wildlife, vicious predators
as eager for a boy's tender flesh as the Harkonnen sportsnen thensel ves.

The cruiser alighted in a boul der-strewn nmeadow, the deck canted at a steep
angle, then shifted to normas stabilizers leveled the craft. Rabban sent a
signal fromthe control band at his waist.

The hydraulic door in front of the boy hissed open, freeing himfromhis cage.
The chill night air stung his cheeks. Duncan considered just dashing out into
the open. He could run fast and take refuge in the thick pines. Once there, he
woul d burrow beneath the dry brown needles and drift into a self-protective

sl unber.

But Rabban wanted the boy to run and hide, and he knew he wouldn't get very far.
For the nmonent Duncan had to act on instinct tenpered with cleverness. It
wasn't the tine for an unexpected, reckless action. Not yet.

Duncan would wait at the cruiser until the hunters explained the rules to him
t hough he could certainly guess what he was supposed to do. It was a bigger
arena, a longer chase, higher stakes . . . but in essence the sane game he had
trained for in the prison city.

The upper hatch slid open behind himto reveal two |ight-haloed forns: a person
he recogni zed as the hunt captain from Barony, and the broad-shoul dered nan who
had killed Duncan's nmother and father. Rabban

Turning away fromthe sudden light, the boy kept his dark-adapted eyes toward

t he open neadow and the thick shadows of black-needled trees. It was a starlit
night. Pain shot through Duncan's ribs fromthe earlier rough training, but he
tried to put it out of his m nd.

"Forest CGuard Station," the hunt captain said to him "Like a vacation in the
wi |l derness. Enjoy it! This is a game, boy -- we |eave you here, give you a
head start, and then we cone hunting." H's eyes narrowed. "Make no ni stake,
though. This is different fromyour training sessions in Barony. |If you |ose,
you'll be killed, and your stuffed head will join Lord Rabban's other trophies
on a wall."

Besi de him the Baron's nephew gave Duncan a thick-1lipped smle. Rabban
trenbled with excitement and anticipation, and his sunburned face fl ushed.

"What if | get away?" Duncan said in a piping voice.

“You won't," Rabban answered.
Duncan didn't press the issue. |If he forced an answer, the nman would sinmply
have lied to himanyway. |f he nmanaged to escape, he would just have to nmake up

his own rul es.

They dunped hi mout onto the frost-smeared neadow. He had only thin clothes,
worn shoes. The cold of the night hit himlike a hanmrer.



"Stay alive as long as you can, boy," Rabban called fromthe door of the
crui ser, ducking back inside as the throb of the engines increased in tenpo.
"Gve me a good hunt. M |last one was very di sappointing."

Duncan stood i mobile as the craft lifted into the air and roared off toward a
guarded | odge and outpost. Fromthere, after a few drinks, the hunting party
woul d march out and track down their prey.

Maybe the Harkonnens would toy with hima while, enjoying their sport . . . or
maybe by the tine they caught himthey would be chilled to the bone, |onging for
a hot beverage, and they'd sinply use their weapons to cut himto pieces at the
first opportunity.

Duncan sprinted toward the shelter of trees.

Even when he | eft the meadow behind, his feet left an obvious trail of bent
grass blades in the frost. He brushed agai nst thick evergreen boughs, disturbed
the chuff of dead needl es as he scranbl ed upsl ope toward some rugged sandstone
out cr oppi ngs.

In the handlight beam he saw cold steambreath bursting |like heartbeats from
his nostrils and mouth. He toiled up a talus slope, tending toward the steepest
bl uff faces. When he struck the rocks, he grasped with his hands, digging into
crunmbling sedimentary rock. Here, at |east, he wouldn't | eave many footprints,
t hough pockets of old, crystalline snow had drifted |like small dunes on the

| edges.

The out croppi ngs protruded fromthe side of the ridge, sentinels above the
carpet of forest. Wnd and rain had eaten holes and notches out of the cliffs,
sone barely | arge enough for rodents' nests, some sufficient to hide a grown
man. Driven by desperation, Duncan clinbed until he could barely breathe from
the exertion.

VWhen he reached the top of an exposed sandwi ch of rock that was rust and tan in
his |light beam he squatted on his heels and | ooked all around, assessing his
wi | derness surroundi ngs. He wondered if the hunters were com ng yet. They
woul dn't be far behind him

Animals how ed in the distance. He flipped off the light to conceal hinself
better. The old injuries to his ribs and back burned with pain, and his upper
arm t hrobbed where the pulsing | ocator beacon was inpl anted.

Behi nd him nore shadowy bluffs rose tall and steep, honeyconbed wi th notches
and | edges, adorned with scraggly trees like unsightly whiskers sprouting froma
facial blemish. It was a long, long way to the nearest city, the nearest
spaceport.

Forest Guard Station. Hi s nother had told himof this isolated hunting
preserve, a particular favorite of the Baron's nephew. "Rabban's so crue
because he needs to prove he's not like his father," she had once said.

The young boy had spent nobst of the nearly nine years of his |ife inside giant
buil di ngs, snelling recycled air laden with [ubricants, solvents, and exhaust
chemicals. He had never known how cold this planet could get, how frigid the
nights . . . or how clear the stars.



Overhead, the sky was a vault of imense blackness, filled with tiny |ight-
spl ashes, a rainstorm of pinpricks piercing the distances of the galaxy. Far
out there, Guild Navigators used their mnds to guide city-sized Heighliners
bet ween stars.

Duncan had never seen a @uild ship, had never been away from Gedi Prine -- and
now doubted he ever would. Living inside an industrial city, he'd never had
reason to learn the patterns of stars. But even if he had known his conpass
poi nts or recogni zed the constellations, he still had no place to go ....

Sitting atop the outcropping, |ooking out into the sharp col dness, Duncan
studied his world. He huddl ed over and drew his knees up to his chest to
conserve body heat, though he still shivered.

In the distance, where the high ground dipped into a wooded valley toward the
stark sil houette of the guarded | odge building, he saw a train of |ights,
bobbi ng gl owgl obes like a fairy procession. The hunting party itself, warm and
wel | armed, was sniffing himout, taking their time. Enjoying thenselves.

From hi s vantage poi nt, Duncan watched and waited, cold and forlorn. He had to
decide if he wanted to live at all. Wat would he do? Where would he go? Wo
woul d care for hinP

Rabban's | asgun had | eft nothing of his nother's face for himto kiss, nothing
of her hair for himto stroke. He would never again hear her voice as she
cal l ed himher "sweet Duncan."

Now t he Har konnens intended to do the same to him and he couldn't prevent it.
He was just a boy with a dull knife, a handlight, and a rope. The hunters had
Ri chesi an beacon trackers, heated body arnor, and powerful weapons. They

out nunbered himten to one. He had no chance.

It might be easier if he just sat there and waited for themto cone. Eventually
the trackers would find him inexorably followi ng his inplanted signal . . . but
he coul d deny themtheir sport, spoil their fun. By surrendering, by show ng
his utter contenpt for their barbaric anusenments, he could gain a small victory
at least: the only one he was |likely to have.

O Duncan Idaho could fight back, try to hurt the Harkonnens even as they hunted
him dowmn. H's nother and father hadn't had an opportunity to fight for their
lives, but Rabban was giving himthat chance.

Rabban consi dered hima mere hel pl ess boy. The hunting party thought that
gunni ng down a child would provide themw th some anusenent.

He stood up on stiff |egs, brushed his clothes, and stopped his shivers. |
won't go down like that, he decided just to show them just to prove they can't
[ augh at rme.

He doubted the hunters woul d be wearing personal shields. They wouldn't think
they' d need such protection, not against the |ikes of him

The knife handle felt hard and rough in his pocket, usel ess agai nst decent
arnor. But he could do sonmething else with the bl ade, something painfully
necessary. Yes, he would fight -- for all he was worth.



Craw ing up the slope, clinbing fromrock to fallen tree, maintaining his

bal ance on the scree, Duncan nmade his way to a snmall holl owed-out hole in the

| unpy sandstone. He avoi ded the patches of remaining snow, keeping to the iron-
frozen dirt so as to | eave no obvi ous tracks.

The tracer inplant would bring themdirectly to him no matter where he ran

Above the cave hollow, an overhang in the near-vertical bluff wall provided his
second opportunity: |oose, |ichen-covered sandstone chunks, heavy boul ders.
Per haps he coul d nove them....

Duncan craw ed inside the shelter of the cave hollow, where he found it no
warner at all. Just darker. The opening was | ow enough that a grown man woul d
have to belly-craw inside; there was no other way out. This cave woul dn't

of fer him much protection. He'd have to hurry.

Squatting there, he switched on the small handlight, pulled off his stained
shirt, and brought out the knife. He felt the lunp of the tracer inplant in the
meat of his upper left arm the back of the tricep at his shoul der

His skin was already nunb fromthe cold, his mnd dulled by the shock of his

circunstances. But when he jabbed with the knife, he felt the point dig into
his muscle, lighting the nerves on fire. Cosing his eyes against reflexive

resi stance, he cut deeply, prodding and poking with the tip of the bl ade.

He stared at the dark wall of the cave, saw skeletal shadows cast by the wan
light. His right hand noved nmechanically, |like a probe excavating the tiny
tracer. The pain shrank to a dimcorner of his awareness.

At |ast the beacon fell out, a bloody piece of mcro-constructed netal clinking
to the dirty floor of the cave. Sophisticated technology fromRichese. Reeling
wi th pain, Duncan picked up a rock to snmash the tracer. Then, thinking better
of it, he set the rock down again and noved the tiny device deep into the
shadows where no one could see it.

Better to | eave the tracer there. As bait.

Crawl i ng outsi de again, Duncan scooped up a handful of grainy snow. Red
droplets spattered on the pal e sandstone | edge. He packed the snow agai nst the
bl ood streanming fromhis shoul der, and the sharp cold deadened the pain of his
self-inflicted cut. He pressed the ice hard against the wound until pink-tinged
snow nel ted between his fingers. He grabbed anot her handful, no |l onger caring
about the obvious marks he left in the drift. The Harkonnens would conme to this
pl ace anyway.

At | east the snow had stanched the flow of bl ood.

Then Duncan scranbl ed up and away fromthe cave, careful to | eave no sign of
where he was going. He saw the bobbing lights down in the valley split up
menbers of the hunting party had chosen different routes as they clinbed the
bluff. A darkened ornithopter whirred overhead.

Duncan noved as quickly as he could, but took care not to splash fresh bl ood
again. He tore strips fromhis shirt to dab the oozi ng wound, |eaving his chest
naked and cold, then he pulled the ragged garnent back over his shoul ders.

Per haps the forest predators would snell the iron blood scent and hunt hi m down



for food rather than sport. That was a problemhe didn't want to consider right
t hen.

Wth | oose pebbles pattering around him he circled back until he reached the
over hang above his fornmer shelter. Duncan's instinct was to run blindly, as far
as he could go. But he nmade hinself stop. This would be better. He squatted
behi nd the | cose, heavy chunks of rock, tested themto be sure of his strength,
and dropped back to wait.

Before long, the first hunter canme up the slope to the cave hollow Cdad in
suspensor-augnmented arnor, the hunter slung a lasgun in front of him He
gl anced down at a handhel d device, counterpart to the Richesian tracer

Duncan held his breath, making no nove, disturbing no pebbles or debris. Bl ood
sketched a hot |ine down his left arm

The hunter paused in front of the hollow, noting the disturbed snow, the
bl oodstains, the targeting blip on his tracer. Though Duncan couldn't see the
man's face, he knew the hunter wore a grin of scornful triunph.

Thrusting the lasgun into the holl ow ahead of him the hunter ducked | ow,
bending stiffly in his protective chest padding. On his belly, he craw ed
partway into the darkness. "Found you, little boy!"

Using his feet and the strength of his | eg muscles, Duncan shoved a |ichen-
snear ed boul der over the edge. Then he noved to the second one and kicked it
hard, pushing it to the abrupt dropoff. Both heavy stones fell, tunbling in the
air.

He heard the sounds of inpact and a crack. A sickening crunch
Then the gasp and gurgle of the man bel ow.

Duncan scranmbled to the edge, saw that one of the boul ders had struck to one
side, bouncing off and rolling down the steep slope, gathering nomentum and
taking | oose scree along with it.

The ot her boul der had | anded on the small of the hunter's back, crushing his
spi ne even through the padding, pinning himto the ground |ike a needl e through
an insect specinen.

Duncan clinbed down, gasping, slipping. The hunter was still alive, though
paral yzed. His legs twitched, thunping the toes of his boots against the frost-
hard ground. Duncan wasn't afraid of him anynore.

Squeezi ng past the man's bul ky, arnored body into the holl ow, Duncan shone his
handl i ght down into the man's gl azed, astoni shed eyes. This wasn't a gane. He
knew what the Harkonnens would do to him had al ready seen what Rabban had done
to his parents.

Now Duncan woul d play by their rules.

The dying hunter croaked sonething unintelligible at him Duncan did not
hesitate. H s eyes dark and narrow -- no | onger the eyes of a child -- he bent
forward. The knife slipped in under the man's jaw ine. The hunter squirnmed,
raising his chin as if in acceptance rather than defiance -- and the dull bl ade



cut through skin and sinew. Jugular blood spurted out with enough force to
spl ash and spatter before formng a dark, sticky pool on the floor of the cave.

Duncan coul d not spend time thinking about what he had done, could not wait for
the hunter's body to cool. He rummaged through the itens on the man's belt,
found a snall nedpak and a ration bar. Then he tugged the | asgun free fromthe
clenching grip. Using its butt, he smashed the bl ood-sneared Ri chesian tracer
grinding it into netal debris. He no |onger needed it as a decoy. H s pursuers
could hunt himwith their own wits now.

He figured they m ght even enjoy the challenge, once they got past their fury.

Duncan crawl ed out of the hollow The I asgun, alnobst as tall as he was,
clattered as he dragged it behind him Below, the hunting party's trail of
gl owgl obes cane cl oser.

Now better arned and nourished by his inprobable success, Duncan ran off into
t he night.

Many el enments of the Inperiumbelieve they hold the ultimte power: the Spacing
Quild with their nonopoly on interstellar travel, CHOAMwith its economc
strangl ehol d, the Bene Gesserit with their secrets, the Mentats with their
control of mental processes, House Corrino with their throne, the Great and

M nor Houses of the Landsraad with their extensive holdings. We to us on the
day that one of those factions decides to prove the point.

- COUNT HASI M R FENRI NG
Di spatches from Arraki s

Leto had barely an hour to rest and refresh hinmself in his new quarters in the
Grand Palais. "Uh, sorry to rush you," said Rhonmbur as he backed through the
sliding door into the crystal-walled corridor, "but this is sonmething you won't
want to miss. It takes nonths and nmonths to build a Heighliner. Signal nme when
you're ready to go to the observation deck."

Still unsettled but nercifully alone for a few nonents, Leto runmaged t hrough
his | uggage, nade a cursory inspection of his room He |ooked at the carefully
packed bel ongi ngs, much nmore than he could ever need, including trinkets, a
packet of letters fromhis nmother, and an inscribed Orange Catholic Bible. He
had prom sed her he would read verses to hinmsel f every night.

He stared, thinking of how nmuch time he would need just to nake hinsel f at hone
-- a whole year away from Caladan -- instead left everything in its place.
There woul d be tine enough to do all that later. A year on IXx.

Tired after the long journey, his mnd still boggling at the wei ghty strangeness
of this underground netropolis, Leto stripped off his confortable shirt and



sprawl ed back on the bed. He had barely nmanaged to test out the mattress and

fluff up the pillow before Rhonbur cane pounding on his door. "Cone on, Leto!
Hurry up! Get dressed and we'll, uh, catch a transport."
Still funmbling to get his armthrough his left sleeve, Leto net the other young

man in the hall

A bull et tube took them between the upside-down buildings to the outskirts of
t he underground city, and then a lift capsule dropped themto a secondary | eve
of buildings studded with observati on domes. After emnerging, Rhonmbur bustled
t hrough the crowds gathered at the bal conies and broad wi ndows. He grabbed
Leto's armas they pushed past Vernius guards and assenbl ed spectators. The
Prince's face was flushed, and he turned quickly to the others there. "What
time is it? Has it happened yet?"

"Not yet. Another ten mnutes.”

"The Navigator's on his way. Hi s chanber's being escorted across the field
ri ght now "

Muttering thanks and pardons, Rhonmbur |led his confused conpanion to a broad
net agl ass wi ndow in the sloping wall of the observation gallery.

At the far end of the room another door glided open, and the crowd parted for
two dark-haired young nen -- identical twins, fromthe |looks of them Snall in
stature, they flanked Rhonmbur's sister Kailea as proud escorts. |In the brief
time since Leto had | ast seen her, Kailea had sonehow managed to change into a
different dress, less frilly but no |l ess beautiful. The twi ns seemed drunk with
her presence, and Kailea seened to enjoy their fawning attention. She smiled at
both of them and gui ded themtoward a good spot at the observati on w ndow.

Rhombur took Leto to stand beside them far nore interested in the view than in
the nmenbers of the crowd. d ancing around, Leto assuned that all the people
there nust be inmportant officials of some sort. He peered down, still at a |loss
as to what was goi ng on.

An i mmense encl osure funneled into the distance where the grotto ceiling and the
hori zon cane together. Down below he saw a full-scal e Heighliner, an asteroid-
sized ship like the one that had carried himfrom Cal adan to Ix.

"This is the largest, uh, manufacturing facility on all of Ix," Rhonbur said.
"It's the only surface hold in the Inperium/large enough to accommbdate an
entire Heighliner. Everyone else uses dry docks in space. Here, in a
terrestrial environnent, the safety and efficiency for even | arge-scale
construction is very cost-effective."

The shining new ship crowded the subterranean canyon. A fan of decorative
dorsal arrays shone fromthe nearer side. On the fuselage, a gl eam ng purple-
and- copper Ixian helix interlocked into the |arger white anal emma of the Spacing
Quild, synbolizing infinity inside a rounded convex cartouche.

Constructed in place deep underground, the spaceship rested on a suspensor-jack
mechani sm which elevated the craft so that |arge groundtrucks could drive
underneath the hull. Suboid workers in silver-and-white uniforns scanned the
fusel age wi th handhel d devices, performng rote duties. As the teans of

undercl ass workers checked the Guild craft, readying it for space, |ines of



i ght danced around the manufacturing center -- energy barriers to repe
i ntruders.

Cranes and suspensor supports |looked like tiny parasites crawing over the

Hei ghliner's hull, but nbst of the machinery was clustered agai nst the sl oping
wal | s of the chanber, noved out of the way . . . for a launch? Leto didn't
think it was possible. Thousands of surface-bound workers swarmed |ike a static
pattern across the ground, renpving debris and preparing for the departure of

t he incredible ship.

The buzz of the audience in the observation chanber grew | ouder, and Leto sensed
sonet hing was about to happen. He spotted nunerous screens and inmages
transmtted by coneyes. Nunbed by the spectacle, he asked, "But . . . how do
you get it out? A ship this size? There's a rock ceiling overhead, and all the
wall's | ook solid."

One of the eager-faced twins next to himlooked dowmn with a confident smle.

"Wait and see." The two identical young nen had wi dely set eyes on squarish

faces, intent expressions, furrowed brows; they were several years ol der than
Leto. Their pale skin was an inevitable consequence of spending their lives

under gr ound.

Bet ween them Kailea cleared her throat and | ooked at her brother. "Rhonbur?"
she said, flashing a glance at the twins and at Leto. "You're forgetting your
manners. "

Rhonmbur suddenly renenbered his obligations. "Oh, yes! This is Leto Atreides,
heir to House Atreides on Caladan. And these two are Ctair and D nmurr Pilru.
Their father is Ix's Anbassador to Kaitain, and their npther is a Guild banker
They live in one of the wings of the Grand Palais, so you m ght see them
around. "

The young men bowed in unison and seenmed to draw closer to Kailea. "W're
preparing for Quild exam nation in the next few nonths," one of the tw ns,
Ctair, said. "W hope to pilot a ship like that sonmeday." Hi s dark head
nodded toward the i mense vessel below Kailea watched themboth with a worried
glint in her green eyes, as if she wasn't too sure about the idea of their
becom ng Navi gat ors.

Leto was noved by the sparkle and eagerness he saw in the young man's deep brown
eyes. The other brother was | ess social and seenmed to be interested only in the
activity below. "Here cones the Navigator's chanber,” D nmurr said

Bel ow, a bul ky bl ack tank fl oated ahead on a cl eared path, borne on industria
suspensors. Traditionally, Guild Navigators nasked their appearance, keeping

t hensel ves hidden in thick clouds of spice gas. It was generally believed that
t he process of becomi ng a Navigator transformed a person into sonething other

t han human, sonething nore evolved. The @uild said nothing to confirm or deny
t he specul ati ons.

"Can't see a thing inside," Ctair said.

"Yes, but that's a Navigator in there. | can sense him" D nurr |eaned forward
so intently it seemed as if he wanted to fly through the metagl ass observation
wi ndow. Wen the twins both ignored her, intent on the ship below Kailea
turned instead to Leto and net his gaze with sparkling enerald eyes.



Rhonmbur gestured down at the ship and continued his rapid conmentary. "M

father is excited about his new enhanced-payl oad Hei ghliner nodels. | don't
know i f you've studied your history, but Heighliners were originally of, uh,
Ri chesi an manufacture. |x and Ri chese conpeted with one another for Guild

contracts, but gradually we won by bringing all aspects of our society into the
process: uh, subsidies, conscriptions, tax |evies, whatever it took. W don't
do things hal fway on Ix."

"I"ve heard you're also masters of industrial sabotage and patent |law, " Leto

sai d, renmenbering what his nother had clai nmed.

Rhonmbur shook his head. "Lies told by jeal ous Houses. Vermilion hells, we

don't steal ideas or patents -- we waged only a technol ogi cal war agai nst

Ri chese, and won without firing a single shot. But as sure as if we'd used

atom cs, we struck nortal blows against them It was either themor us. A
generation ago they lost their stewardship of Arrakis at about the sane tine
they lost their lead in technology. Bad famly |eadership, | guess."

"My nother is Richesian," Leto said crisply.

Rhombur flushed with deep enbarrassment. "Ch, I'msorry. | forgot." He
scratched his tousled blond hair just to give his hands sonething to do.
"That's okay. W don't wear blinders," Leto said. "I know what you're talking
about. Richese still exists, but on a vastly smaller scale. Too much
bureaucracy and too little innovation. M nmother's never wanted to take ne
there, not even to visit her famly. Too many painful nenories, | suppose,

t hough | think she hoped marrying nmy father mght help restore Richese
fortunes."

Bel ow, the tank bearing the nysterious Navigator entered an orifice at the front
end of the Heighliner. The polished black chanber vanished into the vessel's
imMmensity like a gnat inhaled into the nouth of a large fish.

Though she was younger than her brother, when Kail ea spoke, her voice sounded

nore businesslike. "The new Heighliner programis going to be the nost
profitable of all tine for us. Large suns will be pouring into our accounts
fromthis contract. House Vernius will get twenty-five percent of all the

solaris we save the Spacing @Quild during the first decade.”

Overwhel ned, Leto thought back to the small-scale activities on Caladan: the
pundi rice harvest, the boats unl oading cargoes fromships . . . and the

dedi cated cheers the popul ation had hurled at the O d Duke after the bullfight.

Grating sirens sounded from speakers nounted throughout the huge chanber

Below, like iron filings flowing within nmagnetic-field Iines, the suboid workers
evacuated fromall sides of the newy constructed Heighliner. Up and down the
ceiling city, lights twi nkled fromother |arge observati on wi ndows in the

stalactite towers. Leto could make out tiny forns pressed close to distant
panes.

Rhonmbur stood near Leto as the spectators around themfell into a hush.
"What is it?" Leto asked. "Wat's happeni ng now?"

"The Navigator is going to fly the ship out,"” the twin Ctair said



"He'll take it away fromIx so it can begin its rounds,” D nurr added.
Leto stared at the rock ceiling, the inpenetrable barrier of a planetary crust,
and knew this was inmpossible. He heard a faint, barely discernible humm ng.

"Piloting such a vessel out isn't difficult -- uh, at least, not for one of
them" Rhonbur crossed his arns over his chest. "Mich easier than guiding a
Hei ghl i ner back into a confined space like this. Only a top-Ievel Steersnan
could do that."

As Leto watched, holding his breath just like all the other spectators, the
Hei ghl i ner shi mered, becane indistinct -- then vani shed entirely.

The air inside the huge grotto reverberated with a | oud boom fromthe sudden
vol une di splacement. A trenor ran through the observation building, and Leto's
ears popped.

The grotto now stood enpty, a vast encl osed space with no trace of the
Hei ghl i ner, just leftover equi pnent and a pattern of discolorations on the floor
and wal I s and ceiling.

"Renmenber how a Navi gator operates a ship,”" Dnurr said, seeing Leto's
conf usi on.

"He folds space," Ctair said. "That Heighliner never passed through the
crustal rock of Ix at all. The Navigator sinply went fromhere . . . to his
destination."

A few nmenbers of the audi ence appl auded. Rhonbur seened i nmensely pl eased as he
gestured to the new enptiness bel ow that extended as far as they could see.
"Now we have roomto start building another one!"

"Sinpl e economics." Kailea glanced at Leto, then demurely flicked her eyes
away. "We don't waste any tinme."

The slave concubines permtted nmy father under the Bene Gesserit-Quild agreenent
could not, of course, bear a Royal Successor, but the intrigues were constant
and oppressive in their simlarity. W becanme adept, ny nother and sisters and
I, at avoiding subtle instruments of death.

-From"In My Father's House"
by the Princess Irulan

Crown Prince Shaddam s tutoring chanbers in the Inperial Palace would have been
| arge enough to house a village on some worlds. Wth total disinterest, the
Corrino heir brooded in front of his teaching nachine while Fenring watched him



"My father still wants me to sit in training classes like a child." Shaddam

scowl ed down at the |lights and spinning nechanisns of the machine. "I should be
married by now | should have an Inperial heir of my own."
"Why?" Fenring laughed. "So the throne can skip a generation and go directly

to your son when he reaches his prine, hnmmmp"

Shaddam was thirty-four years old and seenmingly a lifetinme away from becomni ng
Enperor. Each time the old man took a drink of spice beer, he activated nore of
the secret poison -- but the n'kee had been working for nonths, and the only
result seened to be increasingly irrational behavior. As if they needed nore of
t hat!

That very norning Brood had scol ded Shaddam for not paying closer attention to
his studies. "Watch, and learn!" -- one of his father's tedi ous phrases -- "Do
as well as Fenring, for once."

Si nce chil dhood, Hasimr Fenring had attended classes with the Crown Prince.

Gst ensi bly, he provided compani onship for Shaddam while he hinself gl eaned an
under standi ng of Court intrigues and politics. |In academcs, Fenring always did
better than his royal friend: He devoured any bit of data that could help him

i ncrease his position

Hi s mother Chaola, an introspective lady-in-waiting, had settled into a quiet
honme and lived on her Inperial pension after the death of the Enperor's fourth
wife Habla. In raising the two young boys together while she attended the
Enpress Habl a, Chaol a had given Fenring the chance to be so nuch nore -- al nost
as if she had planned it that way.

These days Chaol a pretended not to understand what her son did at Court, though
she was Bene CGesserit-trained. Fenring was wily enough to know that his nother
conprehended far nore than her station suggested, and that nany plans and
breedi ng schenes had gone on wi thout his know edge.

Now Shaddam | et out a miserable groan and turned fromthe machine. "Wy can't
the old creature just die and nake it easy for nme?" He covered his nouth,
suddenly al armed at what he had bl urted.

Fenring paced the long fl oor, glancing up at the hangi ng banners of the
Landsraad. The Crown Prince was expected to know the colors and crests of every
Great and M nor House, but Shaddam had difficulty sinply renenbering all the
fam |y nanes.

"Be patient, my friend. Al inits owm tinme." |In one of the al coves, Fenring
struck a conbustible spi ke of vanilla-scented incense and inhaled a |long breath
of the funes. "In the neantine, |earn about subjects that will be relevant to
your reign. You'll need such information in the near future, hnm m mah?"
"Stop making that noise, Hasimr. [It's annoying."

" Hhmmm ™

"It irritated me when we were children, and you know it still does. Stop it!"

In the adjoining room behind supposed privacy screens, Shaddam could hear his
tutor giggling, the sounds of clothes rustling, bedsheets, skin upon skin. The
tutor spent his afternoons with a willowy, achingly beautiful wonan who had been



sexual |y trained to Expert Cass. Shaddam had given the girl her orders, and
her mnistrations kept the tutor out of the way so that he and Fenring could
have private conversations -- difficult enough in a palace full of prying eyes
and attentive ears.

The tutor did not know, however, that the girl was intended for Elrood as a
gift, a perfect addition to his harem This little trick gave the Crown Prince
a large club to wield as a threat against the bothersone teacher. |If the
Enperor ever found out

"Learning to mani pul ate people is an inportant part of ruling," Fenring often
tol d himupon suggesting an idea. That nuch, at |east, Shaddam had under st ood.
As long as the Crown Prince listens to ny advice, Fenring thought, he could
become a good enough ruler, after all

Screens displayed dull statistics of shipping resources, prinmary exports of

maj or pl anets, hol ographi c i nages of every conceivabl e product fromthe finest
dyed whal e-fur, to Ixian soothe-sonic tapestries . . . inkvines, shigawre,

fabul ous Ecazi art objects, pundi rice, and donkey dung. Everything spewed from
t he teaching machine like an out-of-control font of wisdom as if Shaddam was
supposed to know and renenber all the details. But that's what advisors and
experts are for.

Fenring gl anced down at the display. "O all the things in the | nperium
Shaddam what do you suppose is nmost inportant, hm mm n"

"Are you ny tutor now too, Hasimr?"

"Always," Fenring replied. "If you turn out to be a superb Emperor, it wll
benefit all the populace . . . including ne."

The bed in the next room made rhythnmic, thought-scattering sounds.
"Peace and quiet is the nost inportant thing." Shaddam grunbled his answer.

Fenring tapped a key on the teaching nmachine. Machinery clicked, chined,
hummed. An inmage of a desert planet appeared. Arrakis. Fenring slid onto the
bench besi de Shaddam "The spice nelange. That's the npst inportant thing.
Wthout it, the Inmperiumwould crunble.”

He | eaned forward, and his ninble fingers flew across the controls, calling up
di spl ays of the desert planet's spice-harvesting activities. Shaddam gl anced at
footage of a giant sandwormas it destroyed a harvesting machine in the deep
wast el ands.

"Arrakis is the only known source of nelange in the universe." Fenring curled
his hand into a fist and brought it down with a hard thunmp on the mlky
mar bl epl az tabletop. "But why? Wth all the Inperial explorers and
prospectors, and the huge reward House Corrino has offered for generations, why
has no one found spice anywhere el se? After all, with a billion worlds in the
I mperium it nust be somewhere else."

"A billion?" Shaddam pursed his lips. "Hasimir, you know that's just hyperbole
for the masses. The tally I've seenis only a mllion or so."



"Amllion, a billion, what's the difference, hrmmm? M point is, if nmelange is
a substance found in the universe, we should find it in nore than one place.
You know about the Pl anetol ogist your father sent to Arrakis?"

"OfF course, Pardot Kynes. W expect another report fromhimat any nonment.
It's been a few weeks since the last one." He raised his head in pride. "I've
nmade a point to read them whenever they arrive."

Fromthe curtai ned side room they heard gaspi ng and gi ggling, heavy furniture
sliding aside, sonething overturning with a thunp. Shaddam all owed hinself a
thin smle. The concubine was well trained, indeed.

Fenring rolled his large eyes, then turned back to the teaching machine. "Pay
attention, Shaddam Spice is vital, and yet all production is controlled by a
singl e House on a single world. The threat of a bottleneck is enornpus, even
with I nperial oversight and pressure from CHOAM For the stability of the

| mperium we need a better source of nelange. W should create it synthetically
if we have to. W need an alternative." He turned to the Crown Prince, his
dark eyes glittering. "One that's in our control."

Shaddam enj oyed di scussions like this much nore than the tutor's programed
| earning routines. "Ah, yes! An alternative to nelange would shift the entire
bal ance of power in the Inperium wouldn't it?"

"Exactly! As it is, CHOAM the Quild, the Bene Gesserit, the Mentats, the
Landsraad, even House Corrino, all fight over the spice production and
distribution froma single planet. But if there was an alternative, one solely
in the hands of the Inperial House, your famly would become true Enperors, not
just puppets under the control of other political forces."

"W are not puppets," Shaddam snapped. "Not even ny doddering father." He
flicked a nervous glance at the ceiling, as if coneyes m ght be hidden there,

t hough Fenring had already run thorough scans for observational apparatus. "Uh,
long may he live."

"As you say, nmy Prince," Fenring said without conceding a millineter. "But if
we put the wheels in notion now, then you will reap those benefits when the
throne is yours.” He fiddled with the teaching nmachine. "Wtch, and learn!"

he said in a creaking falsetto imtation of Elrood' s ponderous pronouncemnents.
Shaddam chuckl ed at the sarcasm

The machi ne di spl ayed scenes of Ixian industrial acconplishnents, all the new

i nventions and nodifications that had been made during a profitable rule by
House Vernius. "Wy do you think it is the Ixians can't use their technology to
find a spice alternative?" Fenring asked. "They've been instructed tine and
again to analyze the spice and devel op another option for us, yet they play with
their navigation nmachines and their silly tinmepieces. W needs to tell the
exact hour on any planet of the Inperiunf? How are those pursuits nmore inportant
than the spice itself? House Vernius is an utter failure, as far as you are
concerned. "

"This tutoring nachine is Ixian. The annoying new Hei ghliner design is Ixian
So' s your high-performance groundcar and . "

"OFf the point," Fenring said. "I don't believe House Vernius invests any of
its technol ogical resources in solving the alternative-spice problem It is not
a high priority for them"



"Then ny father should give themfirner guidance." Shaddam cl asped hi s hands
behi nd his back and tried to | ook Inperial, flushed with forced indignation
"When |'m Enmperor, |'Il be certain people understand their priorities. Ah, yes,
I will personally direct what is nost inportant to the Inperiumand to House
Corrino."

Fenring circled the teaching machine like a prowing Laza tiger. He plucked a
sugared date froma fruit tray unobtrusively displayed on a side table. "Ad

El rood made simlar pronouncenments a long tine ago, yet so far he hasn't

foll owed t hrough on any of them" He waved his long-fingered hand. "Ch, in the
begi nni ng he asked the Ixians to look into the matter. He also offered a |arge
bounty for any explorer who found even nel ange precursors on uncharted pl anets."
He popped the date into his nouth, licked his sticky fingers, and swallowed the
snooth, sweet fruit. "Still nothing."

"Then ny father should increase the reward,"” Shaddam said. "He's not trying
hard enough. "

Fenring studied his neatly clipped nails, then raised his overlarge eyes to neet
Shaddami's. "O could it be that old Elrood I X isn't willing to consider all the
necessary alternatives?"

"He's inconpetent, but not entirely stupid. Wy would he do that?"

"Suppose someone were to suggest using . . . the Bene Tleilax, for example? As
the only possible solution?" Fenring | eaned against a stone pillar to observe
Shaddam s reacti on.

A ripple of disgust crossed the Crowmn Prince's face. "The filthy Tleilaxu! Wy
woul d anyone want to work with thenf"

"Because they m ght provide the answer we seek."

"You must be joking. Who can trust anything the Tleilaxu say?" He pictured the
gray-skinned race, their oily hair and dwarfish stature, their beady eyes, pug
noses, and sharp teeth. They kept to thenselves, isolating their core planets,
intentionally digging a societal ditch in which they could wall ow.

The Bene Tleilax were, however, true genetic wi zards, willing to use unorthodox
and socially heinous nethods, dealing in Iive or dead flesh, in biologica
waste. Wth their nysterious yet powerful axlotl tanks they could grow cl ones
fromlive cells and gholas fromdead ones. The Tleilaxu had a slippery, shifty
aura about them How can anyone take them seriously?

"Thi nk about it, Shaddam Are the Tleilaxu not masters of organic chem stry and
cel lul ar nechanics, hmmmmah?" Fenring sniffed. "Through ny own web of
spies I've learned that the Bene Tleilax, despite the distaste with which we

vi ew them have devel oped a new technique. | have certain . . . technica

skills myself, you know, and |I believe this Tleilaxu technique could be
applicable to the production of artificial nelange . . . our own source." He
fixed his bright birdlike eyes on Shaddanmis. "Or are you unwilling to consider
all alternatives, and |let your father maintain control ?"

Shaddam squi rnmed, hesitating to answer. He would rmuch rather have been playing
a gane of shield-ball. He didn't like to think of the gnonelike nen; religious
fanatics, the Bene Tleilax were intensely secretive and did not invite guests.



Heedl ess of how ot her worlds regarded them they sent their representatives out
to observe and to nmake deals at the highest |levels for unique bioengi neered
products. Runor held that no outsider had ever seen a Tleilaxu woman. Never.
He thought they must be either wildly beautiful . . . or incredibly ugly.

Seeing the Crown Prince shudder, Fenring pointed a finger at him " Shaddam
don't fall into the sane trap as your father. As your friend and advisor, |

must investigate unseen opportunities, hmmmmah? Put aside such feelings and
consi der the possible victory if this works -- a victory over the Landsraad, the
Quild, CHOAM and the schenm ng House Harkonnen. How anusing to think that al
the strings the Harkonnens pulled to gain Arrakis after the downfall of Richese
woul d be for naught."

Hi s voi ce becane softer, infinitely reasonable. "Wat difference does it make
if we have to deal with the Tleilaxu? So |ong as House Corrino breaks the spice
nonopol y and establishes an i ndependent source?"

Shaddam | ooked at him turning his back on the teaching machine. "You're sure
about this?"

"No, I'mnot sure,"” Fenring snapped. "No one can be sure until it is done. But
we nust at |east consider the idea, give it a chance. If we don't, sonebody
else will . . . eventually. Maybe even the Bene Tleilax thenselves. W need to

do this for our own survival."

"What will happen when ny father hears about it?" Shaddam asked. "He won't
like the idea."

A d Elrood never could think for himself, and Fenring's chaumurky had al ready
begun to fossilize his brain. The Enperor had al ways been a pathetic pawn,
shifted around by political forces. Perhaps the senile vulture had nmade a dea
wi th House Harkonnen to keep themin control of the spice production. It

woul dn't surprise Shaddamif the young and powerful Baron had old El rood w apped
around his little finger. House Harkonnen was fabul ously wealthy, and their
nmeans of influence were |egion.

It would be good to bring themto their knees.

Fenring put his hands on his hips. "I can make all of this happen, Shaddam |

have contacts. | can bring a Bene Tleilax representative here w thout anybody

knowi ng. He can state our case before the Inperial Court -- and then if your

father turns himdown, we mght be able to find out who's controlling the throne
the trail would be fresh. Hmm ahh, shall | set it up?"

The Crown Prince glanced back at the teaching machi ne that obliviously continued
to instruct a nonexistent pupil. "Yes, yes, of course," he said inpatiently,
now t hat he had cone to a decision. "Let's not waste nore tinme. And stop
maki ng that noise."

"It'"ll take a while for nme to get all the pieces in place, but the investnent
will be worth it."

Fromt he next room cane a hi gh-pitched npan; then a thin squeal of ecstasy built
hi gher and hi gher until it seemed that the walls thensel ves nmust crunble.

"Qur tutor must have |learned how to pleasure his little pet," Shaddam said with
a scom. "O perhaps she's just faking."



Fenring | aughed and shook his head. "That wasn't her, ny friend. That was his
voi ce. "

"I wish | knew what they were doing in there," Shaddam sai d.

"Don't worry. It's all being recorded for your later enjoynent. |[|f our bel oved
tutor cooperates with us and causes no trouble, we'll sinply watch it for
amusement. |If, however, he proves difficult, we'll wait until after your
father's been given this concubine for his own private toy -- then we'll show
Enperor Elrood a glinpse of those inmages."

"And we'll have what we want anyway," Shaddam sai d.

"Exactly, my Prince."

The wor ki ng Pl anet ol ogi st has access to nany resources, data, and projections.
However, his nost inportant tools are human beings. Only by cultivating
ecol ogical literacy anong the people thenmsel ves can he save an entire planet.

- PARDOT KYNES, The Case for Bela Tegeuse

As he gathered notes for his next report to the Enperor, Pardot Kynes

encount ered increasi ng evidence of subtle ecol ogi cal manipul ati ons. He
suspected the Fremen. Wo el se could be responsible out there in the wastel ands
of Arrakis?

It became clear to himthat the desert people nmust be present in far greater
nunbers than the Harkonnen stewards imagined -- and that the Fremen had a dream
of their owmn . . . but the Planetol ogist in himwondered if they had devel oped
an actual plan to acconplish it.

VWil e delving into the geol ogi cal and ecol ogi cal enigmas of this desert world,
Kynes canme to believe that he had the power at his fingertips to breathe life
into these sunblistered sands. Arrakis was not nerely the dead lunp it appeared
to be on the surface; instead, it was a seed capable of magnificent growth

provi ded the environnment received the proper care.

The Har konnens certainly woul dn't expend the effort. Though they had been

pl anetary governors here for decades, the Baron and his capricious crew behaved
as if they were unruly houseguests with no long-terminvestnent in Arrakis. As
Pl anet ol ogi st, he coul d see the obvious signs. The Harkonnens were plundering

the worl d, taking as much nel ange as they could as quickly as possible, with no
t hought to the future.

Political nmachinations and the tides of power could quickly and easily shift
alliances. Wthin a few decades, no doubt, the Enperor would hand control of



the spice operations to some other Great House. The Harkonnens had nothing to
gain by nmaking long-terminvestnents here.

Many of the other inhabitants were also indigents: smnugglers, water merchants,
traders who could easily pull up stakes and fly to another world, a different
boont own settlenent. No one cared for the planet's plight -- Arrakis was nerely
a resource to be exploited, then discarded.

Kynes thought the Fremen mi ght have a different mnd-set, though. The reclusive
desert dwellers were said to be fierce to their own ways. They had wandered
fromworld to world in their long history, been downtrodden and ensl aved before
maki ng Arrakis their hone -- a planet they had call ed Dune since ancient tines.
These people had the nost at stake here. They would suffer the consequences
caused by the exploiters.

If Kynes could only enlist Fremen aid -- and if there were as many of these
nysteri ous people as he suspected -- changes m ght be made on a gl obal scale.
Once he accunul ated nore data on weat her patterns, atmospheric content, and
seasonal fluctuations, he could develop a realistic tinetable, a gane plan that
woul d eventually scul pt Arrakis into a verdant place. It can be done!

For a week now, he had concentrated his activities around the Shield Vall, an
enornous nountain range that enbraced the northern polar regions. Mst

i nhabitants settled in rocky guarded terrain where, he supposed, the worms could
not go.

To see the land up cl ose, Kynes chose to travel slowy in a one-man groundcar
He puttered around the base of the Shield Wall, taking nmeasurenents, collecting
speci mens. He nmeasured the angle of strata in the rocks to determine the

geol ogical turmoil that had established such a nountai nous barrier

G ven tinme and neticul ous study, he m ght even find fossil layers, |inestone
clumps with petrified seashells or prinmtive ocean creatures fromthe planet's
much wetter past. Thus far, the subtle evidence for prinordial water was clear
enough to the trained eye. Uncovering such a cryptozooic remant, though, would
be the keystone of his treatise, incontrovertible proof of his suspicions

Early one norning Kynes drove in his trundling groundcar, |eaving tracks on
| oose material that had eroded fromthe mountain wall. |In this vicinity al
villages, fromthe largest to the nost squalid settlenents, were carefully
mar ked on the charts, undoubtedly for purposes of Harkonnen taxation and
exploitation. It was a relief to have accurate maps for a change.

He found hinself near a place called Wndsack, the site of a Harkonnen guard
station and troop barracks that lived in an uneasy alliance with the desert
dwel l ers. Kynes continued along, rocking with the uneven terrain. Hunming to
hinsel f, he stared up at the cliffsides. The putter of his engines served as a
[ull aby, and he |l ost hinself in thought.

Then, as he cane over a rise and rounded a finger of rock, he was startled to
encounter a snmall, desperate battle. Six nmuscular, well-trained soldiers stood
in full Harkonnen livery, cloaked in body-shields. The bravos held cerenonia
cutting weapons, which they were using to toy with three Fremen yout hs they had
cor ner ed.

Kynes brought the groundcar to a lurching halt. The deplorable scene rem nded
hi m of how he had once watched a well-fed Laza tiger playing with a mangy ground



rat on Salusa Secundus. The satisfied tiger had no need for additional neat,

but sinply enjoyed playing the predator; it trapped the terrified rodent between

some rocks, scratching with |Iong, curved claws, opening painful, bloody wounds .
injuries that were, intentionally, not fatal. The Laza tiger had batted the

ground rat around for many mnutes as Kynes observed through high-powered oi

lenses. Finally bored, the tiger had sinply bitten off the creature's head and

t hen sauntered away, |eaving the carcass for carrion feeders.

By contrast, the three Frenen youths were putting up nmore of a fight than the
ground rat, but they had only sinmple knives and stillsuits, no body-shields or
arnor. The desert natives had no chance against the fighting skills and
weaponry of Harkonnen sol di ers.

But they did not surrender

The Frenmen snatched at the ground and threw sharp rocks with deadly aim but the
projectiles bounced harm essly off the shinmering shields. The Harkonnens
| aughed and pressed cl oser

Qut of sight, Kynes clinbed fromhis groundcar, fascinated by the tableau. He
adjusted his stillsuit, |oosening binders to give himnore freedom of novenent.
He made sure the face mask was in place but not sealed. At the nmonent, he
didn't know whether to observe froma di stance, as he had done with the Laza
tiger . . . or whether he should aid in sone way.

The Har konnen troops outnunbered the Frenen two to one, and if Kynes cane to the
defense of the youths, he would likely find hinself either wounded or at | east
charged with interference by Harkonnen officials. A sanctioned |Inperia

Pl anet ol ogi st wasn't supposed to nmeddle in |ocal events.

He rested his hand near the weapon blade at his waist. [In any event, he was
ready, but hopeful that he would see no nore than an extended exchange of
insults, escalating threats, and perhaps a scuffle that would end in hard
feelings and a few bruises.

But in a nmonent, the character of the confrontation changed -- and Kynes
realized his stupidity. This was not a nere taunting gane, but a deadly serious
standof f. The Harkonnens were out for a kill

The six soldiers waded in, blades flashing, shields pulsing. The Frenmen youths
fought back. Wthin seconds, one of the natives was down, gushing bright
foam ng blood froma severed neck artery.

Kynes was about to shout, but swallowed his words as anger turned his vision
red. Wile he'd been driving along, he had nade grandi ose plans of using the
Fremen as a resource, a true desert people with whom he could share ideas. He
had dreanmed of adapting themas a grand workforce for his sparkling scheme of
ecol ogi cal transformation. They were to be his willing allies, enthusiastic
assi stants.

Now t hese bl ockheaded Harkonnens were -- for no apparent reason -- trying to
kill his workers, the tools with which he intended to remake the planet! He
could not let that happen.

Wiile the third nenber of their band |ay bleeding to death on the sands, the
other two Frenen, with only primtive mlKky blue knives and no shields, attacked
inawld frenzy that astounded Kynes. "Tagwa!" they screaned.



Two Har konnens fell under the surprise rally, and their four renaining conrades
were slowin coming to their aid. Hesitantly, the blue-uniformed sol diers noved
toward the youths.

I ndi gnant at the Harkonnens' gross injustice, Kynes reacted on inpulse. He slid
toward the bravos fromthe rear, noving quickly and silently. Switching on his
personal shield, he unsheathed the short-bladed slip-tip he kept for self-
defense -- a shield-fighting weapon, with poison in its point.

During the harsh years on Sal usa Secundus, he had | earned howto fight with it,
and howto kill. H's parents had worked in one of the Inperiunms nost infanous
prisons, and the day-to-day environments in Kynes's explorations had often
required himto defend hinmsel f agai nst powerful predators.

He uttered no cry of battle, for that would have conmprom sed his el enent of
surprise. Kynes held his weapon low. He wasn't particularly brave, nerely
single-mnded. As if driven by a force beyond the person who held it, the tip
of Kynes's bl ade passed slowy through the bodyshield of the nearest Harkonnen,
t hen pushed hard and thrust upward, into flesh, cartilage, and bone. The bl ade
penetrated beneath the man's rib cage, pierced his kidneys, and severed his

spi nal cord

Kynes yanked out the knife and rotated hal fway to his left, sliding the knife
into the side of a second Harkonnen sol dier, who was just turning to face him
The shield sl owed the poi soned bl ade for a nonent, but as the Harkonnen

t hrashed, Kynes drove the point home, deep into the soft flesh of the abdonen,
again cutting upward.

Thus, two Harkonnens lay nortally wounded and writhing before anyone had nade an
outcry. Now four of them were down, including those the Fremen had killed. The
remai ni ng pair of Harkonnen bullies stared in shock at this turn of events, then
how ed at the brash bol dness of the tall stranger. They exchanged conbat
signals and spread apart, eyeing Kynes nore than the Frenen, who stood ferocious
and ready to fight with their fingernails if necessary.

Agai n the Frenen lunged agai nst their attackers. Again, they screaned, "Tagwa!"

One of the two surviving Harkonnen soldiers thrust his sword at Kynes, but the
Pl anet ol ogi st noved rapidly now, still angry and flushed with the bl oodi ng of
his first two victins. He reached upward, rippling through the shield, and
neatly slit the attacker's throat. An entrisseur. The guard dropped his sword
and grasped his neck in a futile attenpt to hold his |ifeblood inside.

The fifth Harkonnen crunpled to the ground.

As the two Fremen fighters turned their revenge upon the | one renmining eneny,
Kynes bent over the seriously wounded desert youth and spoke to him "Stay
calm | will help you.'

The young nman had al ready sprayed copi ous anounts of blood into the gravelly
dust, but Kynes had an emergency nedpak on his belt. He slapped a wound seal ant
on the ragged neck cut, then used hypovials with ready plasma and hi gh- power ed
stimulants to keep the victimalive. He felt the young nan's pul se at the
wist. A steady heartbeat.



Kynes saw t he depth of the damage now and was astoni shed that the youth hadn't
bl ed more. Wthout nedical attention, he would have died within m nutes. But
still, Kynes was amazed the boy had survived this long. This Fremen's bl ood
coagul ates with extreme efficiency. Another fact to file away in his nenory --
a survival adaptation to reduce noisture loss in the driest desert?

"Eeeeah! "
"No! "

Kynes | ooked up at the cries of pain and terror. Of to one side, the Frenen
had dug the surviving Harkonnen's eyes out of their sockets, using their blade
tips. Then they made slow work of flaying their victimalive, stripping away
ri bbons of pink skin, which they stored in seal ed pouches at their hips.

Covered with bl ood, Kynes stood up, panting. Seeing their viciousness now that

t he tabl es had been turned, he began to wonder if he'd done the right thing.
These Frenen were like wild animals and had worked thensel ves into a frenzy.
Woul d they attenpt to kill himnow, despite what he had done for then? He was a
conpl ete stranger to these desperate young nen.

He wat ched and waited, and when the youths had finished with their grisly
torture, he nmet their eyes and cleared his throat before speaking in Inperia
Galach. "My nane is Pardot Kynes, the Inmperial Planetol ogist assigned to
Arrakis."

He | ooked down at his bl ood-sneared skin and decided not to extend a hand in
greeting. In their culture, they mght msinterpret the gesture. "lI'mvery
pl eased to introduce nyself. |'ve always wanted to neet the Fremen."

It's easier to be terrified by an eneny you adnire

- THUFI R HAWAT, Mentat and Security Commander to House Atreides

Hi dden by the thick pines, Duncan |Idaho knelt in the soft needles on the ground,
feeling little warmth. The chill night air deadened the resinous evergreen
scent, but at |east here he was sheltered fromthe razor breezes. He had gone
far enough fromthe cave that he could pause and catch his breath. For just a
nonent .

He knew t he Harkonnen hunters woul dn't rest, though. They would be particularly
i ncensed now that he'd killed one of their party. Maybe, he thought, they m ght
even enjoy the chase nmore. Especially Rabban

Duncan opened the nedpak he'd stolen fromthe anbushed tracker and brought out a
smal | package of newskin ointment, which he slathered over the incision on his



shoul der, where it hardened to an organic bond. Then he wolfed down the
nutrition bar and stuffed the wappings into his pockets.

Using the gl ow of his handlight, he turned to study the lasgun. He'd never
fired such a weapon before, but he had watched the guards and the hunters
operate their rifles. He cradled the weapon and fiddled with its nmechanisns and
controls. Pointing the barrel upward, he attenpted to understand what he was
supposed to do. He had to learn if he nmeant to fight.

Wth a sudden surge of power, a white-hot beam | anced out toward the upper
boughs of the pine trees. They burst into flanes, crackling and snapping.
Snmol dering clunps of evergreen needles fell around himlike red-hot snow.

Yel pi ng, he dropped the gun to the ground and scranbl ed backward. But he
snatched it up again before he could forget which conbination of buttons he had
pushed. He had to renenber and know how to use them

The flames overhead flared |ike a bonfire beacon, exuding curls of sharp snoke.
Wth nothing to | ose now, Duncan fired again, ainmng this tinme, just to make
sure he could use the lasgun to defend hinself. The cunbersone weapon was not
built for a snmall boy, especially not with his throbbing shoul der and sore ri bs,
but he could use it. He had to.

Knowi ng t he Harkonnens woul d run toward the bl aze, Duncan scanpered out of the
trees, searching for another place to hide. Once again he made for higher
ground, keeping to the ridgeline so he could continue observing the hunting
party's scattered gl owgl obes. He knew exactly where the nen were, exactly how
cl ose.

But how can they be so stupid, he wondered, naking thensel ves so obvious?
Overconfidence . . . was that their flaw? If so, it might help him The
Har konnens expected himto play their gane, then cower and di e when he was
supposed to. Duncan would just have to di sappoint them

Maybe this tine we'll play nmy ganme instead.

As he dashed al ong, he avoi ded patches of snow and kept away from noi sy

under brush. However, Duncan's focus on the clustered pursuers distracted him
fromseeing his real danger. He heard a snap of dried twi gs behind and above
him the rustle of bushes, then a clicking of claws on bare rock accomnpani ed by
heavy, hoarse panting.

This was no Harkonnen hunter at all-but another forest predator that snelled his
bl ood.

Skidding to a halt, Duncan | ooked up, searching for gleam ng eyes in the
shadows. But he didn't turn to the stark outcropping over his head until he

heard a wet-sounding grow. In the starlight, he discerned the rnuscul ar
crouching formof a wild gaze hound, its back fur bristling like quills, its
lips curled to expose flesh-tearing fangs. |Its huge, huge eyes focused on its

prey: a young boy with tender skin

Duncan scranbl ed backward and fired off a shot with the lasgun. Poorly ained,
t he beam cane nowhere close to the stal king creature, but powdered rock spewed
fromthe outcropping bel ow the gaze hound. The predator yel ped and snarl ed,

backing off. Duncan fired again, this tinme sizzling a blackened hol e through



its right haunch. Wth a brassy roar, the creature bounded off into the
dar kness, howl i ng and bayi ng.

The gaze hound's racket, as well as flashes fromthe |asgun fire, would draw the
Har konnen trackers. Duncan set off into the starlight, running once nore.

HANDS ON HI S hi ps, Rabban stared down at the body of his anmbushed hunter by the
cave hollow. Rage burned through him-- as well as cruel satisfaction. The
devious child had lured the man into a trap. Very resourceful. Al of the
tracker's arnmor hadn't saved himfrom a dropped boul der and then the thrust of a
dul | dagger into his throat. The coup de grace.

Rabban si mered for a few nonents, trying to assess the challenge. He snelled
the sour scent of death even in the cold night. This was what he wanted, wasn't
it -- a challenge?

One of the other trackers crawmed into the | ow hollow and played the beam of his
handl i ght around the cave. It lighted the snears of blood and the smashed

Ri chesian tracer. "Here is the reason, nmLord. The cub cut out his own
tracking device." The hunter swallowed, as if uncertain whether he shoul d
continue. "A snart one, this boy. Good prey."

Rabban gl owered at the carnage for a few noments; his sunburn still stung on his
cheeks. Then he grinned, slowy, and finally burst out into |oud guffaws. "An
ei ght-year-old child with only his inagination and a couple of clunmsy weapons
bested one of ny troops!" He |laughed again. Qutside, the others in the party
stood uncertainly, bathed in the Iight of their bobbing gl owgl obes.

"Such a boy was nmade for the hunt," Rabban decl ared; then he nudged the dead
tracker's body with the toe of his boot. "And this clod did not deserve to be
part of my crew. Leave his body here to rot. Let the scavengers get him"

Then two of the spotters saw flanes in the trees, and Rabban pointed. "There!
The cub's probably trying to warm his hands." He |aughed again, and finally the
rest of the hunting crew snickered along with him "This is turning into an
exciting night."

FROM H' S HI GH vant age Duncan gazed into the di stance, away fromthe guarded

| odge. A bright light blinked on and off, paused, then fifteen seconds |ater
flashed on and of f again. Sone kind of signal, separate fromthe Harkonnen
hunters, far fromthe |l odge or the station or any nearby settlenents.

Duncan turned, curious. The light flashed, then fell dark. Wuo else is out
her e?

Forest Guard Station was a restricted preserve for the sole use of Harkonnen
fam |y menbers. Anyone discovered trespassing would be killed outright, or used
as prey in a future hunt. Duncan watched the tantalizing light flickering on
and off. It was clearly a nmessage . . . . Wo's sending it?

He took a deep breath, felt small but defiant in a very large and hostile world.
He had no place else to go, no other chance. So far, he had eluded the hunters
but that couldn't last forever. Soon the Harkonnens would bring in
additional forces, ornithopters, life-tracers, perhaps even hunting aninmals to

follow the snmell of blood on his shirt, as the wild gaze hound had done.



Duncan decided to nake his way to the nysterious signaler and hope for the best.
He coul dn't inmagine finding anyone to help him but he had not given up hope.
Maybe he could find a means of escape, perhaps as a stowaway.

First, though, he would |lay another trap for the hunters. He had an idea,
sonet hing that would surprise them and it seemed sinple enough. |If he could
kill a few nmore of the eneny, he'd have a better chance of getting away.

After studying the rocks, the patches of snow, the trees, Duncan sel ected the
best point for his second anbush. He switched on his handlight and directed the
beam at the ground so that no sensitive eyes would spot a telltale gleamin the
di st ance.

The pursuers weren't far behind him COccasionally, he heard a muffled shout in
the deep silence, saw the hunting party's firefly glowgl obes illumnating their
way through the forest, as the trackers tried to anticipate the path their
quarry woul d take.

Ri ght then Duncan wanted themto anticipate where he would go . . . but they
woul d never guess what he neant to do. Kneeling beside a particularly |ight and
fluffy snowdrift, he inserted the handlight into the snow and pushed it down

t hrough the cold iciness as far as he could. Then he w thdrew his hand.

The glow reflected fromthe white snow |like water diffusing into a sponge. Tiny
crystals of ice refracted the light, magnifying it; the drift itself shone |ike
a phosphorescent island in the dark clearing.

Slinging the lasgun in front of him ready to fire, he trotted back to the
sheltering trees. He lay on a cushion of pine needles flat against the ground,
careful to present no visible target, then rested the barrel of the lasgun on a
smal | rock, propping it in position

Wi ti ng.

The hunters cane, predictably, and Duncan felt that their roles had reversed:
Now he was the hunter, and they were his game. He ained the weapon, fingers
tense on the firing stud. At last the group entered the clearing. Startled to
find the shining snowdrift, they mlled about, trying to figure out what it was,
what their prey had done.

Two of the trackers faced outward, suspicious of an attack fromthe forest.
O hers stood silhouetted in the ghostly light, perfect targets -- exactly as
Duncan had hoped.

At the rear of the party, he recogni zed one burly nan with a conmandi ng
presence. Rabban! Duncan thought of how his parents had fallen, remenbered the
snell of their burning flesh -- and squeezed the firing stud.

But at that nmonent, one of the scouts stepped in front of Rabban to give a
report. The beam scored through his arnor, burning and snoking. The nman flung
out his arns and gave a wild shriek.

Reacting with lightning speed for his burly body, Rabban hurled hinmself to one
side as the beamnelted all the way through the hunter's padded chest and
sizzled into the snowdrift. Duncan cut |oose another blast, shooting a second



tracker who stood outlined against the glowing snow. Then the remai ning guards
began firing wildly into the trees, into the darkness.

Duncan next targeted the drifting gl owgl obes. Bursting one after another, he
left his hapless pursuers alone in flame-haunted darkness. He picked off two
nore nen, while the rest of the party scranbled for cover.

Wth the charge in his lasgun running | ow, the boy scrabbled back behind the

ri dge where he had set up his attack, and then he headed out at top speed toward
the blinking signal |ight he had seen. Whatever the beacon mght be, it was his
best chance.

The Har konnens woul d be startled and di sorgani zed for a few nonments, and overly
suspi cious for much | onger than that. Knowi ng he had one | ast opportunity,
Duncan threw caution to the wind. He ran, slipping, down the hillside, snashing
agai nst rocks, but taking no time to feel the pain of scrapes or bruises. He
could not cover his tracks in time, did not attenpt to hide.

Sonmewhere behind him as he increased the distance, he heard nuffled growl s and
snarls, and shouts fromthe hunters. A pack of the wild gaze hounds had
converged on them seeking wounded prey. Duncan hid a smle and continued
toward the intermttently blinking light. He saw it now, up ahead near the edge
of the forest preserve.

He finally approached, treading lightly toward a shallow clearing. He cane upon
a silent flitter '"thopter, a high-speed aircraft that coul d take severa
passengers. The flashing beacon signaled fromthe top of the craft -- but
Duncan saw no one.

He waited in silence for a few nonents, then cautiously left the shadows of the
trees and noved forward. WAs the craft abandoned? Left there for hin? Some
kind of trap the Harkonnens had | aid? But why would they do that? They were
al ready hunting him

O did he have a nysterious rescuer?
Duncan | daho had acconpli shed much this evening and was al ready exhaust ed,

stunned at how much had changed in his life. But he was only eight years old
and could never pilot this flitter, even if it was his only way to escape.

Still, he mght find supplies inside, nore food, another weapon ....

He | eaned agai nst the hull, surveying the area, nmaking no sound. The hatch
stood open like an invitation, but the nmysterious flitter was dark inside.

W shing he still had his handlight, he noved forward cautiously and probed the

shadows ahead of himwith the barrel of the |lasgun

Then hands snatched out fromthe shadows of the craft to yank the gun fromhis
grip before he could even flinch. Fingers stinging, flesh torn, Duncan
st aggered backward, biting back an outcry.

The person inside the flitter tossed the lasgun with a clatter onto the
deckpl ates and | unged out to grab hold of the boy's arns. Rough hands squeezed
the wound in his shoul der and nade himgasp in pain.

Duncan ki cked and struggl ed, then | ooked up to see a wiry, bitter-faced wonman
wi th chocol ate-col ored hair and dusky skin. He recognized her instantly:
Janess Mlam who had stood next to himduring the yard ganes . . . just before



Har konnen troops had captured his parents and sent his entire famly to the
prison city of Barony.

Thi s woman had betrayed himto the Harkonnens.

Janess pressed a hand over his nouth before he could cry out and cl anmped his
head in a firmarmlock. He couldn't escape.

"CGot you," she said, her voice a harsh whisper.

She had betrayed hi magain

We consider the various worlds as gene pools, sources of teachings and teachers,
sources of the possible.

-Bene Gesserit Analysis,
Wal I ach | X Archives

Baron M adi mir Harkonnen was no stranger to despicable acts. Still, being
coerced into this encounter disturbed himnore than any vile situation he had
ever been in. It threw himconpletely off-bal ance.

And throughout it all, why did this dammed Reverend Mther have to be so calm
SO0 snug?

Enbarrassed, he sent away his guards and officials, purging all possible
eavesdroppers fromthe broodi ng Harkonnen citadel. Were is Rabban when | need
hinP Of on a hunt! He sulked back to his private chanbers, as ready as he
woul d ever be. His stomach churned.

Nervous sweat glistened on his forehead as he stepped through the ornate arched
doorway, then flicked on the privacy curtains. Perhaps if he extinguished the
gl owgl obes and pretended he was doi ng somret hi ng el se

When he entered, the Baron was relieved to see that the witch had not taken off
her clothes, had not reclined seductively on the nussed bedcoverings in

anticipation of his return. |Instead, she sat fully robed, a primBene Gesserit
Sister, just waiting for him But a maddeningly superior smle curved her |ips.

The Baron wanted to slash that smle away with a sharp instrunent. He took a
deep breath, appalled that this witch could make himfeel so hel pl ess.

"The best | can offer you is a vial of my sperm"” he said, trying to be gruff
and in control. "lnmpregnate yourself. That should be sufficient for your
purposes." He lifted his firmchin. "You Bene Gesserit will just have to
accept that."



"But it's not acceptable, Baron," the Reverend Mdther said, sitting up
straighter on the divan. "You know the strictures. W're not Tleilaxu grow ng
of fspring in tanks. W Bene Gesserit nust have birth through natural processes,
with no artificial neddling, for reasons you're incapable of understanding."

"I m capabl e of understandi ng plenty," the Baron grow ed.

"Not this you aren't."

He hadn't expected the ganmbit to work anyway. "You need Harkonnen bl ood -- what
about nmy nephew d ossu Rabban? O better yet, his father, Abulurd. Go to

Lanki veil and you could have as many children as you want through him You
won't have to work so hard."

"Unacceptabl e,” Mhiamsaid. She fixed himwith a cold, narrowlidded gl are.
Her face | ooked plain, pasty, and inplacable. "I amnot here to negoti ate,
Baron. | have ny orders. | must return to Wallach | X carrying your child."

"But . . . what if --"

The witch held up her hand. "I've nade it perfectly clear what will happen if
you refuse. Make your decision. W'IIl have you either way."

Hi s private chanber had suddenly become an alien and threatening place to him
He squared his shoul ders, flexed his biceps. Though a nuscular man, |ean of
body, with fast reflexes, his only escape seened to involve pumreling this woman
into subm ssion. But he also knew about Bene Gesserit fighting abilities,
especially their arcane weirding ways . . . and felt a tw nge of doubt as to
whet her he woul d be the victor in such a struggle.

She got up and glided across the roomwi th silent steps, then sat rigidly on the
edge of the Baron's stained and unmade bed. "If it's any consolation, | take no
nore pleasure in this act than you do."

She | ooked at the Baron's well-nmade body, his broad shoulders, his firm
pectorals and flat abdonen. His face had a haughty | ook, clearly noble-born
In other circunstances VI adimr Harkonnen m ght even have been an acceptabl e
lover, like the male trainers with whomthe Bene Gesserit had matched Mhiam
t hr oughout her chil dbearing years.

She had al ready delivered ei ght daughters to the Bene Gesserit school, all of
themrai sed apart fromher on Wallach I X or on other training planets. Mhiam
had never tried to follow their progress. That was not the Sisterhood s way.
Her daughter by Baron Harkonnen woul d be no different.

Li ke nany wel |l -trained Sisters, Mhiamhad the ability to mani pul ate her npst

m nute bodily functions. 1In order to becone a Reverend Mdther, she had been
required to alter her own biochemi stry by taking an awar eness-spectrum poi son

In transnuting the deadly drug within herself, she had passed i nward through the
| ong echoi ng bl oodlines, enabling conversation with all of her fenale ancestors,
the clanorous inner lives of OGher Menory.

She coul d prepare her wonb, ovulate at will, even choose the sex of her child
fromthe nonent the spermand egg united. The Bene CGesserit wanted a daughter
from her, a Harkonnen daughter, and Mohi am woul d deliver, as instructed.



Wth only limted details of the nunmerous breeding prograns, Mhiamdid not
under stand why the Bene Gesserit needed this particular conbination of genes,
why she had been selected to bear the child and why no other Harkonnen coul d
produce a viable offspring for Bene Gesserit plans. She was just doing her
duty. To her the Baron was a tool, a spermdonor who had to play his part.

Mohiam lifted her dark skirt and |lay back on the bed, propping her head up to

ook at him "Come, Baron, let us waste no nore time. After all, it's such a
small thing." She let her gaze drop down to his crotch

As he flushed with rage, she continued in a soft voice, "I have the ability to

i ncrease your pleasure, or to deaden it. Either way, the results will be the
same to us." She smiled with her thin lips. "Just think of the hidden nel ange
stockpiles you'll be able to keep without the Emperor's know edge." Her voice
grew harder. "On the other hand, just try to inmagine what old Elrood will do to

House Har konnen if he finds out you' ve been cheating himall along."

Scow i ng, the Baron funbled with his robe and |urched toward the bed. Mbhiam
cl osed her eyes and nuttered a Bene Gesserit benediction, a prayer to calm
herself and to focus her bodily actions and her inner netabolism

The Baron was nore nauseated than aroused. He couldn't bear to | ook at Mhianms
naked form Fortunately she kept nobst of her clothes on, as did he. She worked
with her fingers until he stiffened, and he kept his eyes closed during the
entire nechanical act. Behind his eyes, he had no choice but to fantasi ze about
earlier conquests, the pain, the power . . . anything to take his mnd fromthe
revolting and nessy act of nmle-fenale intercourse.

It wasn't |ovemaki ng by any means, just a tired ritual between two bodies in
order to exchange genetic material. For both of themit was barely even sex.

But Mohi am got what she want ed.

AT H'S ONE-WAY private observation window, Piter de Vries noved silently,
surreptitiously. As a Mentat he had | earned how to glide |ike a shadow, how to
see W thout being seen. An ancient |aw of physics clainmed that the nmere act of
observati on changed paraneters. But any good Mentat knew how to observe broader
i ssues while remaining invisible, unknown to the subjects of his scrutiny.

De Vries had often watched the Baron's sexual escapades through this peephole.
Sonetimes the acts disgusted him occasionally they fascinated . . . and rarer
still, they gave the Mentat ideas of his own.

Now, he silently kept his eyes to the tiny observation holes, drinking in
details as the Baron was forced to copulate with the Bene Gesserit witch. He
wat ched his master with great anusenent, enjoying the man's utter disconfiture.
He had never seen the Baron so nonplussed. GCh, how he wi shed he had found tine
to set up the recordi ng apparatus so he could enjoy this again and again.

The nonent she'd nade her demands, de Vries had known the unavoi dabl e out cone.
The Baron had been a perfect pawn, utterly ensnared, with no choice in the
matter.

But why?



Even with his great Mentat prowess, de Vries could not understand what the
Si sterhood wanted wi th House Harkonnen or its offspring. Surely, the genetics
weren't that spectacul ar

For now, though, Piter de Vries just enjoyed the show.

Many inventions have selectively inproved particular skills or abilities,
enphasi zi ng one aspect or another. But no achievenent has ever scratched the
conplexity or adaptability of the human m nd.

-l kbhan's Treatise on the Mnd, Volume |1

On one side of the faux-stone practice floor in the Ixian Grand Palais, Leto
stood beside Guard Captain Zhaz, panting. The fight instructor was an angul ar
man with bristly brown hair, thick eyebrows, and a square-cut beard. Like his
students, Zhaz wore no shirt, only beige fighting shorts. The snell of sweat
and hot netal hung in the air despite the best efforts of an air-exchange
apparatus. As on npost nornings, though, the training naster spent nore tine
wat ching than fighting. He let the battle-machines do all the work.

After his regular studies, Leto | oved the change of pace, the physical exercise,
the challenge. By now he had settled into a routine on Ix, undergoing hours of
hi gh-tech physical and nental training, with added time for tours of

technol ogical facilities and instruction in business philosophy. He had warmed
to Rhonbur's enthusiasm though often he had to help explain difficult concepts
to the Ixian Prince. Rhonbur wasn't slowwtted, just . . . distant from nany
practical matters.

Every third nmorning, the young nen left their classroons behind and worked out
on the automated training floor. Leto |Ioved the exercise and the rush of
adrenal i ne, while both Rhonmbur and the fight instructor seened to find this an
antiquated requirement added to the curriculumonly because of Earl Vernius's
menories of warfare.

Leto and the bristly-haired captain watched stocky Prince Rhonbur wield a gol den
pi ke agai nst a sl eek and responsive fighting nek. Zhaz didn't train personally
agai nst his students. He felt that if he and his security troops did their
jobs, no menmber of House Vernius need ever stoop to barbaric hand-to-hand
conbat. He did, however, help programthe self-I|earning conbat drones.

Inits resting position, the nan-sized nek was a featurel ess charcoal ovoid --
no arns, legs, or face. Once the fight began, however, the Ixian unit norphed a
set of crude protrusions and took on varyi ng shapes based upon feedback fromits
scanner, telling it how best to defeat an adversary. Steel fists, knives,

fl exsteel cables, and other surprises could be thrust fromany point on its

body. |Its nechanical face could disappear entirely or change expression -- from



a dull ness designed to lull an opponent to a ferocious red-eyed glare, or even
fiendish glee. The nmek interpreted and reacted, |learning with each step

"Remenber, no regular patterns,"” Zhaz shouted to Rhombur. Hi s beard protruded
like a shovel fromhis chin. "Don't let it read you."

The Prince ducked as two blunted darts sped past his head. A surprise knife
thrust fromthe mek drew a trickle of blood on the young man's shoul der. Even
with the injury, Rhombur feinted and attacked, and Leto was proud of his roya
peer for not crying out.

On several occasions Rhombur had asked Leto for advice, even critiques on
sparring style. Answering honestly, Leto kept in mnd that he hinmself was not a
skilled professional instructor -- nor did he want to reveal too rmuch of

Atrei des techni ques. Rhonbur could learn those from Thufir Hawat, the O d
Duke's swordnaster hinself.

The tip of the Prince's blade found a soft spot on the mek's charcoal body, and
it fell over "dead."

"Good, Rhonbur!" Leto call ed.
Zhaz nodded. "Miuch better."

Leto had fought the nek twice that day, defeating it each tine on higher
difficulty settings than Prince Rhonbur was using. Wen Zhaz asked how Leto had
acquired such skills, the young Atreides hadn't said much, not w shing to brag.
But now he had firsthand proof that the Atreides nethod of training was
superior, despite the nek's chilling near intelligence. Leto's background

i nvol ved rapiers, knives, slowpellet stunners, and body-shields -- and Thufir
Hawat was a nore dangerous and unpredictable instructor than any autonated

devi ce coul d ever hope to be.

Just as Leto took up his own weapon and prepared for the next round, the lift
doors opened and Kailea entered, sparkling with jewels and a confortable netal -

fiber outfit whose design seened calculated to | ook gorgeous but casual. She
bore a stylus and ridulian recorder pad. Her eyebrows arched in feigned
surprise at finding themthere. "Ch! Excuse nme. | canme to |ook at the mek
design. "

The Verni us daughter usually contented herself with intellectual and cultura
pursuits, studying business and art. Leto couldn't keep hinself from watching
her. At times her eyes alnpst seened to flirt with him but nore often she
ignored himwith such intensity he suspected she shared the sane attraction he
felt.

During his tine in the Gand Palais, Leto had crossed her path in the dining
hall, on the open observation balconies, in library facilities. He had
responded to her with snatches of awkward conversation. Aside fromthe inviting
sparkle in her beautiful green eyes, Kailea had given himno specia

encour agenent, but he couldn't stop thinking about her

She's only a stripling, Leto remi nded hinmsel f, playing at being a Lady.

Sonehow, though, he couldn't convince his inmagination of that. Kailea had

conpl ete confidence that she was destined for a greater future than living
underground on Ix. Her father was a war hero, the head of one of the wealthiest
Great Houses, and her nother had been beautiful enough to be an Inperia



concubi ne, and the girl herself had an excellent head for business. Kailea
Ver ni us obviously had a wealth of possibilities.

She focused her conplete attention on the notionless gray ovoid. "I've gotten
Fat her to consider nmarketing our new phase fighting neks comercially." She
studi ed the notionless training machi ne, but glanced at Leto out of the corner
of her eye, noted his strong profile and regal, high-bridged nose. "CQurs are
better than any ot her conmbat device -- adaptable, versatile, and self-Iearning.
The closest thing to a human adversary devel oped since the Jihad."

He felt a chill, thinking back to all the warnings his nother had given him

Ri ght now she woul d be pointing an accusing finger and nodding in satisfaction.
Leto | ooked over at the charcoal -colored ovoid. "Are you saying that thing has
a brain?"

"By all the saints and sinners, you nean in violation of the strictures after
the Great Revolt?" Captain Zhaz replied in stern surprise. " 'Thou shalt not
make a machine in the likeness of the human nind."'"

"We're, uh, very careful about that, Leto," Rhonbur said, using a purple towe
to wi pe sweat fromthe back of his neck. "Nothing to worry about."

Leto didn't back down. "Well, if the mek scans people, if it reads them as you
sai d, how does it process the information? |f not through a conputer brain,
then how? This isn't just a reactive device. It learns and tailors its
attack."

Kail ea jotted notes down on her crystal pad and adjusted one of the gold conbs

in her copper-dark hair. "There are many gray areas, Leto, and if we tread very
careful |y House Vernius stands to nake a trenmendous profit." She ran a
fingertip along her curved lips. "Still, it mght be best to test the waters by

of fering some unmarked nodel s on the black market first."

"Don't trouble yourself, Leto," Rhombur said, avoiding the unconfortable

subject. Hi s tousled blond hair still dripped with sweat, and his skin showed a
flush fromhis exertion. "House Vernius has teans of Mentats and | egal advisors
scrutinizing the letter of the law." He |ooked over at his sister for

reassurance. She nodded absently.

In sone of his instruction sessions in the Grand Palais, Leto had | earned of

i nterplanetary patent disputes, mnor technicalities, subtle |oopholes. Had the
| xi ans come up with a substantially different way of using mechanical units to
process data, one that did not raise the spectre of thinking machines |ike those
that had ensl aved mankind for so many centuries? He didn't see how House
Verni us could have created a self-learning, reactive, adaptable fighting nek

wi t hout sonehow going over the line into Jihad violation

If his nother ever found out, she would haul himhonme fromlx, no matter what
his father might say.

"Let's see just how good this product is," Leto said, taking up a weapon and
turning his back on Kailea. He could feel her eyes on his bare shoul ders, the
nmuscl es of his neck. Zhaz stood back casually to watch.

Leto shifted his pike fromhand to hand and jogged onto the floor. Taking a
classic fighting stance, he called out a degree of difficulty to the charcoa
oval shape. "Seven point two-four!" Eight notches higher than the tine before.



The nmek refused to nove

"Too high," the training naster said, thrusting his bearded chin forward. "I
di sabl ed the dangerous higher |evels."

Leto scomed. The fight instructor did not want to challenge his students, or
risk nore than the slightest injury. Thufir Hawat woul d have | aughed out | oud.

"Are you trying to show off for the young | ady, Master Atreides? Could get you
killed."

Looki ng at Kail ea, he saw her watching him a berused, teasing expression on her
face. She quickly turned to the ridulian pad and scratched a few nore ciphers.
He flushed, felt the hotness. Zhaz reached over to grab a soft towel froma
rack and tossed it to Leto.

"The session's over. Distractions of this sort are not good for your training,
and can lead to serious injury." He turned to the Princess. "lLady Kailea, |
request that you avoid the training floor whenever Leto Atreides is fighting our
nmeks. Too many hornones in the way." The guard captain could not cover his
amusenent. "Your presence could be nore dangerous than any eneny."

We nust do a thing on Arrakis never before attenpted for an entire planet. W
must use man as a constructive ecol ogical force -- inserting adapted terraform
life: a plant here, an aninmal there, a nman in that place -- to transformthe
wat er cycle, to build a new kind of |andscape.

-Report from I nperial Planetol ogi st PARDOT KYNES, directed to Padi shah EMPEROR
ELROOD I X (unsent)

When the bl ood-spattered Fremen youths asked Pardot Kynes to acconpany them he
didn't know whether he was to be their guest or prisoner. Either way, the
prospect intrigued him Finally, he would have his chance to experience their
nysterious culture firsthand.

One of the young nen quickly and efficiently carried his injured conpani on over
to Kynes's small groundcar. The other Fremen reached into the back storage
conpartnents and tossed out Kynes's painstakingly collected geol ogi cal sanpl es
to make more room The Pl anetol ogi st was too astonished to object; besides, he
didn't want to alienate these people -- he wanted to | earn nore about them

In nonents, they had stuffed the bodies of the dead Harkonnen bravos into the

bi ns, no doubt for sonme Fremen purpose. Perhaps a further ritual desecration of
their enenies. He ruled out the unlikely possibility that the youths sinply

wi shed to bury the dead. Are they hiding the bodies for fear of reprisals?
That, too, seened wong sonmehow, not in keeping with what little he had heard



about Frenmen. O will these desert folk render themfor resources, reclaimng
the water in their tissues?

Then, without asking, w thout giving thanks or maki ng any coment what soever,
the first grimFremen youth took the vehicle, its injured passenger, and the
bodi es, and drove off rapidly, spewing sand and dust in all directions. Kynes
wat ched it go, along with his desert-survival kit and maps, including many he
had prepared hinself.

He found hinself alone with the third young nman -- a guard, or a friend? |If
these Frenen meant to strand himw thout his supplies, he woul d be dead before
I ong. Perhaps he could get his bearings and nmake it back to the village of

W ndsack on foot, but he had paid little attention to the | ocations of

popul ation centers during his recent wanderings. An inauspicious end for an

| mperial Pl anetol ogi st, he thought.

O perhaps the young nen he'd rescued wanted sonething else fromhim Because
of his owmn newy forned dreans for the future of Arrakis, Kynes desperately
wanted to know the Fremen and their unorthodox ways. Clearly, these people were
a val uabl e secret hidden fromlInperial eyes. He thought they'd be sure to greet
himw th enthusiasmonce he told them his ideas.

The remai ni ng Frenen youth used a small patch-kit to repair a fabric rip on the
leg of his stillsuit, then said, "Cone with ne." He turned toward a sheer rock
wal | a short distance away. "Follow, or you'll die out here." He flashed an

i ndi go-eyed glare over his shoulder. His face held a hard hunor, an inpish
smle as he said, "Do you think the Harkonnens will take long to seek vengeance
for their dead?"

Kynes hurried to him "Wit! You haven't told nme your nane."

The young nman | ooked at hi mstrangely; he had the bl ue-within-blue eyes of |ong
spi ce addiction, and weat hered skin that gave himan appearance of age far
beyond his years. "Is it worthwhile to exchange names? The Frenen already know
who you are."

Kynes blinked. "Well, | did just save your life and the |ives of your
conpani ons. Doesn't that count for sonething anmong your people? It does in
nost societies.”

The young nman seened startled, then resigned. "You are right. You have forged
a water bond between us. | amcalled Turok. Now we nust go."

Wat er bond? Kynes suppressed his questions and trailed after his conpanion.

In his well-worn stillsuit, Turok scrambled over the rocks toward the vertica
cliff. Kynes trudged beside fallen boulders, slipping on |oose footing. Only
as they approached did the Planetol ogist notice a discontinuity in the strata, a
seamthat split the old uplifted rock, formng a fissure canoufl aged by dust and
nmut ed col ors.

The Frenmen slipped inside, penetrating the shadows with the speed of a desert
lizard. Curious and anxi ous not to becone |ost, Kynes foll owed, noving quickly.
He hoped he woul d get a chance to neet nore of the Fremen and | earn about them
He didn't waste tine considering that Turok m ght be leading himinto a trap
What woul d be the point? The young man could easily have killed himout in the
open.



Tur ok stopped in the cool shade, giving Kynes a nonent to catch up. He pointed
toward specific places on the wall near him "There, there -- and there."
Wthout waiting to see if his charge understood, the youth stepped in each

i ndi cated spot, near-invisible handhol ds and footholds. The young man slithered
up the cliff, and Kynes did his best to clinmb after. Turok seemed to be playing
a gane with him testing himsonmehow.

But the Planetol ogist surprised him He was no water-fat bureaucrat, no nere
bunbl er into places where he didn't belong. As a wanderer on sone of the
har shest worlds the Inperiumhad to offer, he was in good shape.

Kynes kept pace with the youth, clinmbing up behind him using the tips of his
fingers to haul his body higher. Mnents after the Frenen boy stopped and
squatted on a narrow | edge, Kynes sat beside him trying not to pant.

"Breathe in through your nose and out through your nouth,"” Turok said. "Your
filters are nore efficient that way." He nodded in faint admiration. "I think
you might make it all the way to the sietch.”

"What's a sietch?" Kynes asked. He vaguely recogni zed the anci ent Chakobsa
| anguage, but had not studied archaeol ogy or phonetics. He had always found it
irrelevant to his scientific study.

"A secret place to retreat in safety -- it's where ny people live."
"You nmean it's your honme?"
"The desert is our hone."

“I"meager to talk with your people," Kynes said, then continued, unable to
contain his enthusiasm "I|'ve fornmed sone opinions of this world and have
devel oped a plan that mght interest you, that might interest all the

i nhabitants of Arrakis.”

"Dune," the Frenen youth said. "Only the Inperials and the Harkonnens call this
pl ace Arrakis."

"Al'l right," Kynes said. "Dune, then."

DEEP I N THE rocks ahead of themwaited a grizzled old Frenen with only one eye,
his usel ess |l eft socket covered by a puckered prune of |eathered eyelid. Naib
of Red Wall Sietch, Heinar had also lost two fingers in a crysknife duel in his
younger days. But he had survived, and his opponents had not.

Hei nar had proven to be a stern but conmpetent |eader of his people. Over the
years, his sietch had prospered, the popul ation had not decreased, and their
hi dden st ockpiles of water grew with every cycle of the noons.

In the infirmary cave, two old wonen tended foolish Stilgar, the injured youth
who had been brought in by groundcar only nonents ago. The old wonmen checked
t he nedi cal dressing that had been applied by the outsider, and augnmented it
with some of their own medicinals. The crones conferred with each other, then
bot h nodded at the sietch | eader



"Stilgar will live, Heinar," one old woman said. "This would have been a norta
wound, had it not been tended i mediately. The stranger saved him"

"The stranger saved a careless fool," the Naib said, |ooking down at the young
man on the cot.

For weeks, troubl esone reports of a curious outsider had reached Heinar's ears.
Now t he man, Pardot Kynes, was being led to the sietch by a different route,

t hrough rock passageways. The stranger's actions were m nd-boggling -- an

| mperial servant who killed Harkonnens?

Omun, the Frenmen youth who had brought bleeding Stilgar back to the sietch
wai t ed anxi ously beside his injured friend in the cave shadows. Heinar turned
hi s monocul ar gaze to the young man, letting the wormen continue to tend their
patient. "Wuy is it that Turok brings an outsider to our sietch?"

"What were we to do, Heinar?" Omun |ooked surprised. "I needed his vehicle to
bring Stilgar here."

"You coul d have taken this man's groundcar and all his possessions and given his
water to the tribe," the Naib said, his voice | ow

"W can still do that," one of the wonmen rasped, "as soon as Turok gets here
with him"

"But the stranger fought and killed Harkonnens! W three would have died, had
he not arrived when he did," Omun insisted. "Is it not said that the eneny of
nmy enemy is ny friend?"

"I do not trust or even understand the |oyalties of this one," Heinar said,
crossing his sinew arns over his chest. "W know who he is, of course. The
stranger cones fromthe Inperium-- a Planetol ogist, they say. He renains on
Dune because the Harkonnens are forced to et himdo his work, but this man
Kynes answers only to the Enperor hinself . . . if that. There are unanswered
guesti ons about him™

Wearily, Heinar sat down on a stone bench carved in the side of the wall. A
colorful tapestry of spun spice fibers hung across the cave opening, offering a
limted sort of privacy. Sietch inhabitants |earned early that privacy was in
the mind, not in the environnent.

"I will speak with this Kynes and | earn what he wants of us, why he has defended
three stupid and carel ess yout hs agai nst an eneny he had no cause to nake. Then
I will take this matter to the Council of Elders and | et them decide. W nust
make the choice that is best for the sietch.”

Omun swal | owed hard, recalling how valiantly the nman Kynes had fought agai nst
the ruthless soldiers. But his fingers strayed to the pouch in his pocket,
counting the water rings there -- nmetal markers that tallied the accunmul ated
wealth he had in the tribe.

If the elders did decide to kill the Planetol ogist after all, then he, Turok
and Stilgar would divide the water treasure equally anmong them along with the
bounty fromthe six slain Harkonnens.



WHEN TUROK FI NALLY | ed himthrough the guarded openi ngs, past a doorseal, and
into the sietch proper, Kynes saw the place as a cave of infinite wonders. The
aromas were dense, rich, and redolent with humanity: snells of life, of a
confined population . . . of manufacturing, cooking, carefully conceal ed wastes,
and even chemically exploited death. In a detached way, he confirmed his

suspi cion that the Frenen youths had not stolen the Harkonnen corpses for sone
sort of superstitious nutilation, but for the water in their bodies. Qherw se,
it would have gone to waste .

Kynes had assuned that when he finally found a hidden Frenen settlenent, it
woul d be primtive, alnpst shameful in its |ack of anmenities. But here, in this
wal | ed-of f grotto with side caves and | ava tubes and tunnels extending |ike a
warren throughout the mountain, Kynes saw that the desert people lived in an
austere yet confortable style. Quarters rivaled anything Harkonnen
functionaries enjoyed in the city of Carthag. And they were nuch nore natural

As Kynes followed his young guide, he found his attention riveted on one
fascinating sight after another. Luxurious woven carpets covered portions of
the floor. Side roonms were strewn with cushions and | ow tabl es nade of netal
and polished stone. Articles of precious off-planet wood were few and seem ngly
ancient: a carved sandworm and a board gane that he couldn't identify, its
ornate pi eces made of ivory or bone.

Anci ent machinery recirculated the sietch air, letting no breath of noisture
escape. He snelled the sharp cinnanon sweetness of raw spice everywhere, |ike
i ncense, barely masking the sour pungency of unwashed bodi es packed into cl ose
guarters.

He heard women tal king, children's voices, and a baby crying, all with a hushed
restraint. The Frenen spoke anmpng thensel ves, eyeing this stranger wth

suspi cion as he passed, |led by Turok. Some of the ol der ones flashed hi mw cked
sm | es that gave the Planetol ogi st sone concern. Their skin | ooked tough and

| eat hery, |eached of all excess water; every pair of eyes was a deep bl ue-

wi t hi n-bl ue.

Finally Turok raised a hand, pal moutward, signaling Kynes to halt inside a
large neeting hall, a natural vault within the nountain. The grotto had anple
fl oor space for hundreds and hundreds to stand; additional benches and bal conies
zi gzagged up the sheer reddish walls. How many people live in this sietch?
Kynes stared upward in the enpty, echoing roomto a high bal cony, a speaking

pl atform of sone sort.

After a nonment, a proud old man stepped forward up there to | ook disdainfully
down at the intruder. Kynes noted that the man had only one eye, and that he
carried hinself with the presence of a | eader

"That is Heinar," Turok whispered in his ear, "the Naib of Red Wall Sietch."

Rai sing a hand in greeting, Kynes called out: "I am pleased to neet the |eader
of this wondrous Frenen city."

"What is it you want fromus, Inperial nman?" Heinar called down in a tone that
was ruthless and demanding. Hi's words rang like cold steel against the stone.

Kynes drew a deep breath. He had been waiting for an opportunity such as this
for many days. Wiy waste tinme? The |longer that dreans renai ned nmere dreans,
the nore difficult it was to nold theminto reality.



"My nanme is Pardot Kynes, Planetologist to the Enperor. | have a vision, sir --
a dream for you and your people. One | wish to share with all the Frenen, if
only you will listen to nme."

"Better to listen to the wind through a creosote bush than to waste tine with
the words of a fool," the sietch | eader responded. His words had a ponderous
weight, as if this were an old and recogni zabl e sayi ng anmong hi s peopl e.

Kynes stared back at the old man and qui ckly nmade up his own platitude, hoping
to make an inpression. "And if one refuses to listen to words of truth and
hope, who then is the greater fool ?"

Young Tur ok gasped. From side passages Frenen onl ookers stared w de-eyed at
Kynes, amazed by this stranger who spoke so boldly to their Naib.

Heinar's face becane dark and stornmy. He felt a sullenness perneate him and he
envi sioned this upstart Planetologist |lying slain on the cave floor. He put his
hand on the hilt of a crysknife at his waist. "Do you challenge ny |eadership?"
Maki ng up his mind, the Naib yanked the curve-bl aded knife fromits sheath and
gl owered down at Kynes.

Kynes didn't flinch. "No, sir -- | challenge your inagination. Are you brave
enough to neet the task, or are you too frightened to listen to what | have to
say?" The sietch | eader stood tense, holding his strange m | ky blade high as he
stared down at the prisoner. Kynes sinply smled up at him his expression
open. "lIt's difficult to talk to you way up there, sir."

Fi nal 'y, Hei nar chuckl ed, | ooked down at the bare blade in his hand. "A
cryskni fe, once drawn, nust never be sheathed wi thout tasting blood." Then he
qui ckly slashed its edge across his forearm drawing a thin red |ine that
coagul at ed within seconds.

Kynes's eyes glittered with excitenent, reflecting the Iight cast by the
clusters of glowglobes that floated in the |arge neeting chanber.

"Very well, Planetologist. You may talk until the breath flows out of your
lungs. Wth your fate undecided, you will remain here in the sietch until the
Counci| of Elders deliberates over what nmust be done with you."

"But you'll listen to ne first." Kynes nodded with utter confidence.

Hei nar turned, took a step away fromthe high bal cony, and spoke again over his

shoul der. "You are a strange man, Pardot Kynes. An Inperial servant and a
guest of Harkonnens -- by definition, you are our enemy. But you have killed
Har konnens as well. Wat a quandary you present for us."

The sietch | eader made qui ck gestures and barked conmands, ordering a small but
confortable roomto be prepared for the tall and curious Planetol ogist, who
woul d be their prisoner as well as their guest.

And Hei nar thought as he strode away, Any nan who woul d speak words of hope to
the Fremen after our many generations of suffering and wandering . . . is either
confused, or a very brave man indeed.



My Fat her had only one real friend, |I think. That was Count Hasimr Fenring,
t he genetic-eunuch and one of the deadliest fighters in the |nperium

-From"In My Father's House" by the Princess I|rulan

Even fromthe highest, darkened chanber of the Inperial observatory, the paste
gl ow of the opul ence-choked capital drowned out the stars over Kaitain. Built
centuries earlier by the enlightened Padi shah Enperor Hassik Corrino Ill, the
observatory had been used little by his recent heirs . . . at least not for its
i nt ended purpose of studying the nysteries of the universe.

Crown Prince Shaddam paced across the cold, burnished-netal floor as Fenring
fiddled with the controls of a high-powered starscope. The genetic-eunuch
humred to hinmsel f, nmaki ng unpl easant, insipid sounds.

"Wul d you pl ease stop those noises?" Shaddam said. "Just focus the dammed
| enses. "

Fenring continued to hum only fractionally quieter now "The oils nmust be in
preci se bal ance, hmmm mah? You would rather have the starscope perfect, than
fast."

Shaddam huffed. "You didn't ask ny preference."

"l decided for you." He stood back fromthe starscope's calibrated phased
optics and bowed with an annoyingly formal gesture. "M Lord Prince, | present
to you an inmage fromorbit. See it with your own eyes."

Shaddam squinted into the eyepi ece pickups until a shape becane startlingly
clear, soaring silently in the distance. The image shifted between brittle
resol ution and nurky ripples caused by atnospheric distortion

The mammot h Hei ghliner was the size of an asteroid, hanging over Kaitain and
waiting to be met by a flotilla of small ships fromthe surface. A tiny
noverrent caught his eye, and Shaddam spotted the yellowwhite flickers of
engines as frigates rose fromKaitain bearing diplomts and em ssaries, foll owed
by transports carrying artifacts and cargo fromthe Inperial capital world. The
frigates thensel ves were i mense, flanked by cadres of snaller ships -- but the
curve of the Heighliner's hull dwarfed everything.

At the same time, other ships departed fromthe Heighliner hold and descended
toward the capital city. "Delegation parties," Shaddam said. "They've brought
tributes to nmy father."

"Taxes, actually -- not tributes," Fenring pointed out. "Same thing, in an old-
fashi oned sense, of course. Elrood is still their Emperor, ummm ah?"

The Crown Prince scowmed at him "But for how rmuch longer? 1Is your dammed
chaumurky going to take decades?" Shaddam fought to keep his voice | ow,



al t hough subsoni ¢ white-noi se generators supposedly distorted their speech to
foil any listening devices. "Couldn't you find a different poison? A faster
one? This waiting is maddeni ng! How nuch time has passed anyway? |t seemns

like a year since |'ve slept well."

"“You nmean we shoul d have been nore overt about the nurder? Not advisable."
Fenring took his station back at the starscope, adjusting the automated trackers
to follow the Heighliner along its orbit. "Be patient, ny Lord Prince. Until
suggested this plan, you were content to wait for decades. What does a year or
two matter conmpared with the |length of your eventual reign, hmmmnP"

Shaddam nudged Fenring away fromthe eyepieces so he wouldn't have to | ook at
his fellow conspirator. "Now that we've finally set the wheels in notion, |I'm

i npatient for nmy father to die. Don't give ne tine to brood about it and regret
ny decision. |'ll suffocate until | can ascend the Gol den Lion Throne. | was
destined to | ead, Hasimr, but sone have been whispering that 1'll never get the
opportunity. It nakes ne afraid to narry and father any children."

If he expected Fenring to attenpt to convince himotherw se, the other nan
di sappoi nted himw th his silence.

Fenring spoke again after a few nonents. "N kee is slow poison by design. W
have worked | ong and hard to establish our plan, and your inpatience can only
cause damage and increase risk. A nore sudden act would certainly create

suspi cion in the Landsraad, hmm? They woul d sei ze upon any wedge, any scandal
to weaken your position."

"But | amthe heir to House Corrino!" Shaddam said, lowering his voice to a
t hroaty whi sper. "How can they question my right?"

"And you conme to the Inperial throne bearing all the associ ated baggage, all the
obl i gations, past antagonisns, and prejudices. Don't fool yourself, ny friend -
- the Enperor is nerely one sizable force anong many that make up the delicate
fabric of our Inmperium |If all the Houses banded together agai nst us, even your
father's nmighty Sardaukar |egions mght not be able to hold out. No one dares
risk it."

"When I'mon the throne, | intend to strengthen the enperorship, add sonme rea
teeth to the title." Shaddam st ood away from the starscope.

Fenring shook his head with exaggerated sadness. "I'd be willing to wager a
cargo hold full of the highest-quality whale-fur that nost of your predecessors
have vowed the same thing to their advisors ever since the Great Revolt." He
drew a deep breath, narrowing his large dark eyes. "Even if the n'kee works as
pl anned, you have at |east another year to wait . . . so calmyourself. Take

confort in the increased synmptons of aging we've seen in your father. Encourage
himto drink nore spice beer."

M ffed, Shaddam turned back to the phased optics and studied the hull patterns
along the belly of the Heighliner, the mark of |xian construction yards, the
cartouche of the Spacing Guild. The hold was crowded with fleets of frigates
fromvarious Houses, shipnents assigned to CHOAM and preci ous records earnarked
for library archives on Wallach I X

"By the way, soneone of interest is aboard that Heighliner," Fenring said.
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Fenring crossed his arnms over his narrow chest. "A person who appears to be a
simple seller of pundi rice and chi karba root on his way to a Tleil axu way
station. He's bearing your nmessage for the Tleilaxu Masters, your proposal to
neet with them and di scuss covert Inperial funding of a |arge-scale project that

wi Il produce a substitute for the spice nelange."
"My proposal? | nade no such proposal!"” Revulsion flickered across Shaddam s
face.

"Unmm you did, nmy Lord Prince. Ah, the possibility of using unorthodox
Tleil axu neans to develop a synthetic spice? Wat a good idea you had! Show
your father how smart you are."

"Don't place the blane on nme, Hasimr. It was your idea."

“You don't want the credit?"

“"Not in the least."

Fenring raised his eyebrows. "You are serious about breaking the Arrakis

bottl eneck and setting up the Inperial House with a private, unlinited source of
nel ange? Aren't you?"

Shaddam gl owered. "O course |I'm serious."
"Then we will bring a Tleilaxu Master here in secret to present his proposal to
the Enmperor. We'Il soon see how far old Elrood is willing to go."

Bl i ndness can take many fornms other than the inability to see. Fanatics are
often blinded in their thoughts. Leaders are often blinded in their hearts.

-The Orange Catholic Bible

For months, Leto had stayed in the underground city of Vernii as the honored
guest of Ix. By now, he had becone confortable with the strangeness of his new
surroundi ngs, with the routine, and with self-confident |xian security --
confortabl e enough to grow carel ess.

Prince Rhonbur was a chronic |ate sleeper, while Leto was the opposite, an early
riser like the fishermen on Cal adan. The Atreides heir wandered the upper

stal actite buildings alone, going to observation w ndows and peeking in on

manuf act uri ng- desi gn procedures or fabrication Iines. He |earned how to use the
transit systems and di scovered that his bioscramcard from Earl Verni us opened
many doors for him



Leto gl eaned nore fromhis wanderings and his voracious curiosity than he did
frominstructional neetings hosted by various tutors. Renmenbering his father's
adnoni shrent to learn fromeverything, he took the self-guiding lift tubes; when
none were avail able, he grew accustoned to using wal kways, cargo lifts, or even
| adders to go fromone | evel to another

One norning, after awakening refreshed and restless, Leto went to one of the
upper atriums and stepped out" onto an observation bal cony. Even seal ed

under ground, the caverns of Ix were so vast that they had their own air currents
and wi nd patterns, though it was a far cry fromthe Castle towers and w ndy
cliffsides of his hone. He took a deep breath, filling his lungs to capacity,
but the air here always snelled of rock dust. Maybe it was just his

i magi nati on.

Stretching his arns, Leto | ooked out and down toward the broad grotto that had
held the Guild Heighliner. Anmong the scars of construction and support

machi nery, he could pick out the al ready-sprouting skel eton of another nmassive
hul I, flash-wel ded together by teans of suboid workers. He watched the | ow

| evel inhabitants working with insect efficiency.

A cargo platformdrifted by, passing directly bel ow the balcony as it made a
gradual descent to the distant work area. Leto |eaned over the railing and saw
that the platforms surface was | oaded with raw naterials mned fromthe crust
of the planet.

On inpulse, he clinbed over the balcony rim took a deep breath, and dropped two
neters to land atop a pile of girders and plating destined for the Heighliner
construction site. He assumed he could find a way to get back up to the

stal actite buildings using his bioscramcard and his understanding of the city
wor ki ngs. A pilot underneath the hovering platformguided the | owering |oad; he
didn't seemto notice or care about his unexpected passenger

Cool breezes riffled through Leto's hair as he descended toward the warmer
surface. Thinking of ocean w nds, he sucked in another deep breath. Here
beneath the i nmense vault of the ceiling, he felt a freedomthat rem nded hi m of
the seashore. Wth the thought came a pang of honesi ckness for the ocean
breezes of Cal adan, the noises of the village market, the booming |augh of his
father, even the primconcern of his nother.

He and Rhonbur spent too nuch tinme confined within the buildings of Ix, and Leto
often longed for fresh air and a cold wind on his face. Perhaps he woul d ask
Rhonmbur to acconpany himup to the surface again. There, the two of them could
wander around the wilderness and | ook up at an infinite sky, and Leto could
stretch his muscles and feel real sunlight on his face instead of the

hol ographic illum nation displayed on the cavern ceiling.

Wiile the Ixian Prince was not Leto's equal as a fighter, neither was he the
spoi l ed son so conmon anmong many Great Houses. He had his interests and | oved
collecting rocks and minerals. Rhonbur had an easy, generous way about him and
an unflagging optimsm but that was not to be misinterpreted. Beneath the soft
shell was a fierce determ nation and a desire to excel in every pursuit.

In the gigantic manufacturing grotto, supports and suspensor jacks had been
readi ed for the new Heighliner already taking shape. Equipnment and nachi nery
stood waiting near where holo blueprints shimmered in the air. Even with ful
resources and huge nunbers of suboid. workers, such a vessel required the
better part of a Standard Year to construct. The cost of a Heighliner was



equi valent to the econom c output of many sol ar systens; thus, only CHOAM and
the Guild could finance such massive projects, while House Vernius -- as the
manuf acturer -- reaped incredible profits.

The docile working class on Ix far outnunbered the adm nistrators and the
nobles. ©On the floor of the grotto, |ow archways and huts built into the solid
rock provided entrances to a warren of living quarters. Leto had never visited
t he suboi ds hinsel f, but Rhonmbur had assured himthat the | ower classes were
wel | taken care of. Leto knew then crews | abored around the clock to build each
new ship. The suboids certainly worked hard for House Verni us.

The cargo platformlevitated dowmward to the rocky cavern fl oor, and teans of
wor kers came forward to unload the heavy raw materials. Leto sprang down,

| anded on his hands and feet, then stood and brushed hinself off. The strangely
pl aci d suboi ds had pale skin dust with freckles. They |ooked at himw th doe
eyes and didn't ask any questions or object to his presence; they sinply averted
their gazes and went about their tasks.

The way Kail ea and Rhonbur tal ked about them Leto had i magi ned the suboids to
be | ess than human, nuscul ar trogl odytes wi thout m nds, who sinply | abored and
sweat ed. But the people around himcould easy have passed for nornals; perhaps
they weren't brilliant scientists or diplomats, but the working class didn't
appear to be animals either.

Wth his gray eyes open w de, Leto wal ked al ong the grotto floor, staying out of
the way as he observed the Heighliner construction. Leto admired the sheer

engi neeri ng and managenent of such an incredible job. |n the heavier, dustier
air on the ground, he snelled an acrid tang of |aser-welding and all oy-fusing
mat eri al s.

The suboids followed a nmaster plan, using step-by-step instructions like a hive
organism They concl uded each increnent of the huge task w thout being
overwhel med by the anpbunt of work still in store for them The suboids did not
chatter, sing, or roughhouse . . . behavior Leto had seen anong the fishernmen,
farmers, and factory workers of Caladan. These pal e-ski nned | aborers renmained
intent only on their tasks.

He thought he inmagi ned well-hidden resentnent, a simering anger beneath cal m
pal e faces, but he didn't feel afraid down here alone. Duke Paulus had al ways
encouraged Leto to play with villager children, to go out on fishing boats, to
mx with merchants and weavers in the marketplace. He had even spent a nonth
working in the pundi rice fields. "In order to understand howto rule a
people,” the A d Duke had said, "you must first understand the people

t hensel ves. "

Hi s mother had frowned upon such activities, of course, insisting that the son
of a Duke should not dirty his hands with the nud of rice paddies or foul his
clothes with the sline of a sea catch. "Wat good does it do for our son to
know how to skin and gut a fish? He will be the ruler of a Geat House." But
Paul us Atrei des had his own way of insisting, and he nmade it clear that his

wi shes were | aw.

And Leto had to admit that despite sore muscles, an aching back, and sunburned
skin, those tines of hard work had satisfied himin a way that grand banquets or
receptions hosted in Castle Caladan could not. As a result he thought he
under st ood the comon fol k, how they felt, how hard they worked. Leto



appreciated themfor it, rather than scorning them The O d Duke had been proud
of his son for conprehending that fundamental point.

Now as he wal ked anbng the suboids, Leto tried to understand themin the sane
way. Powerful gl owgl obes hovered over the work site, driving back shadows,
mai ntai ning a starkness in the air. The grotto was | arge enough that the
construction sounds did not echo back, but reflected and faded into the

di st ance.

He saw one of the openings into the |ower tunnels and since no one had yet
guesti oned his business there, Leto decided this would be a good opportunity to
| earn nore about the suboid culture. WMaybe he coul d di scover things even
Rhonbur didn't know about his own worl d.

When a crew of workers energed fromthe archway, clad in service overalls, Leto
slipped inside. He wandered into the tunnels and spiral ed down, passing

hol | owed-out living conmpartnents, identical and evenly spaced roons that

rem nded himof the chanbers in an insect hive. GCccasionally, though, he
spotted honey touches: colorful fabrics or tapestries, a few draw ngs, inages
pai nted on the stone walls. He snelled cooking, heard | ow conversations but no
nusi ¢ and not nuch | aughter.

He thought of his days spent studying and relaxing in the inverted skyscrapers
overhead, with their polished floors, ser-chrone and faceted crystal pl az
wi ndows, the soft beds and confortable clothes, the fine foods.

On Cal adan, ordinary citizens could petition the Duke whenever they w shed.
Leto renenbered when he and his father would wal k i n the nmarketpl aces, talking
to the merchants and craftsnen, allow ng thenselves to be seen and known as rea
peopl e rather than as facel ess rulers.

He didn't think Dominic Vernius even noticed the differences between hinself and
his conrade Paulus. The hearty, bald Earl gave all of his attention and
enthusiasmto his fanily and the workers in his inmrediate vicinity, paying
attention to overall industrial operations and business politics to keep the

I xian fortunes pouring in. But Dom nic viewed the suboids as resources. Yes,
he cared for themwell enough, just as he maintained his precious nmachinery.

But Leto wondered if Rhombur and his fanily treated the suboids as people.

He' d al ready gone down nany |levels, and felt the unconfortable tightness of
stale air. The tunnels ahead becane darker and enptier. The quiet corridors

| ed deeper into open roons, compn areas from which he heard voices, a rustling
of bodies. He was about to turn back, knowi ng he had a full day ahead of him
studi es and | ectures about nechani cal operations and industrial processes.
Rhonmbur probably hadn't even eaten breakfast yet.

Curious, Leto stopped at the archway to see many suboids gathered in a common
room There were no seats or benches that he could see, and so all the people
remai ned standing. He listened to the droning, curiously inmpassioned words of
one suboid, a short, nuscular nman at the front of the room In the man's voice,
and in the fire in his eyes, Leto detected enotions that he found peculiar, in
vi ew of what he had heard about the suboids, that they were placid and
undemandi ng.

"We build the Heighliners," he said, and his voice grew | ouder. "W manufacture
t he technol ogi cal objects, yet we make none of the decisions. W do as we are
conmanded, even when we know those plans are wong!"



The suboi ds began to mutter and nunbl e.

"Some of the new technol ogi es go beyond what is forbidden by the Geat Revolt.
We are creating thinking machines. W don't need to understand the blueprints
and desi gns, because we know what they will do!"

Hesitating, Leto drew back into the shadows of the archway. He had wal ked

enough anong the comon people that he usually wasn't afraid of them But
sonet hing strange was going on here. He wanted to run, yet needed to listen

"Since we are suboids, we have no participation in profits fromlxian

technol ogy. W have sinple lives and few anbitions -- but we do have our
religion. W read the Orange Catholic Bible and know in our hearts what is
right." The suboid speaker raised a massive, knuckled fist. "And we know that

many of the things we've been building here on Ix are not right!"

The audi ence noved restlessly again, on the verge of being riled. Rhonmbur had
insisted that this group had no anbitions, did not have the capacity for them
Here, though, Leto saw otherwi se.

The suboi d speaker narrowed his eyes and spoke om nously. "What are we going to
do? Should we petition our masters and demand answers? Should we do nore?"

He swept his gaze over the gathered listeners -- then suddenly, like two sharp
flechettes, his eyes skewered Leto eavesdropping in the archway shadows. "Wo
are you?"

Leto stunbl ed backward, raising his hands. "lI'msorry. | got lost. | didn't
nmean anything by it." Nornally, he would know how to nake hinsel f wel cone, but
now his confusion raised his senses to a fever pitch.

The wor ker audi ence spun about, and their eyes slowy lit wi th conmprehension.
They realized the inplications of what the speaker had said and what Leto had
over heard.

"I"'mreally sorry," Leto said. "I neant no trespass.” H s heart pounded.
Sweat sparkled on his brow, and he sensed extreme danger

Several suboids began to nove toward himlike automatons, picking up speed.

Leto offered them his nost congenial smile. "If you' d like, | can speak with
Earl Vernius for you, bring some of your grievances --"

The suboids closed in, and Leto bolted and ran. He rushed back through the | ow
corridors, turning at random ducki ng down passageways as the workers hurried,

i neffectually pursuing and growing in anger. They flooded out, spreading into
side corridors in their search for him and Leto could not renenmber the way back
to the open cavern .

The fact that he got |ost probably saved him The suboi ds continued to bl ock
his retreat, attenpting to intercept himin corridors that led to the surface.
But Leto didn't know where he was going and took blind turns, sonetines hiding
in empty alcoves, until finally he reached a small mai ntenance door that spilled
out into the dusty air under the glaring |ights of industrial glowglobes.



Several suboids, seeing his silhouette in the doorway, shouted from deep bel ow,
but Leto raced out to an energency lift tube. He swept his bioscramcard
t hrough the reader and gai ned access to the upper |evels.

Shaking in the afternath of a burned-out adrenaline rush, Leto couldn't believe
what he had just heard and didn't know what the suboi ds woul d have done had they
caught him He had been astoni shed enough to see their outrage and their
reactions. Intellectually, he couldn't believe they would have killed him --
not the son of Duke Atreides, an honored guest of House Vernius. He had offered
to help them after all

But the suboids clearly held a deep potential for violence, a frightening
dar kness that they had managed to hide fromtheir oblivious rulers above.

Leto wondered with dread if perhaps there m ght be other enclaves of dissent,
other groups with sinmlarly charisnmatic speakers who could nanage to tap into
the I owlevel dissatisfaction of the vast worker popul ation

As he rode up in the lift chanber, Leto | ooked down and saw t he workers bel ow,
i nnocently acting out their roles, carrying out their daily routines. He knew
he had to report what he had overheard. But would anyone believe hin®?

He realized with a tightness in his stomach that he was | earning far nore about
I x than he had ever neant to know.

Hope can be the greatest weapon of a downtrodden people, or the greatest eneny
of those who are about to fail. W nust remain aware of its advantages and its
limtations.

- LADY HELENA ATREI DES,
her personal journals

After weeks of aimess journeying, the cargo ship dropped out of the orbiting
Hei ghl i ner and sped down toward the cloud-swirled atnnosphere of Cal adan

For Duncan |daho, the end of his |long ordeal seemed at hand.

From his stowaway spot in the cluttered cargo bay, Duncan shifted a heavy box.
Its metal corners grated across the deckplates, but he finally got the burden
out of the way so he could renove the cover flange on a snall w ndowport.
Leaning close to the protective plaz, Duncan stared down at the ocean-rich
world. Finally, he began to believe.

Cal adan. My new horne.



Even from high orbit, Gedi Prine had | ooked dark and forbidding, |ike an

i nfected sore. But Caladan, hone of the | egendary Duke Atreides -- nortal eneny
of the Harkonnens -- seened |ike a sapphire sparkling with a blaze of sunlight.
After everything that had happened to him it still seened inpossible that the

surly and treacherous wonan Janess M| am had actually been true to her word.
She had rescued himfor her own petty reasons, her own spiteful revenge, but
that did not matter to Duncan. He was here.

I T HAD BEEN worse than a nightnmare, which he relived in the broodi ng days as the
Hei ghl i ner journeyed fromsystemto systemin a roundabout way to Cal adan

In the darkness of Forest Guard Station, as he had approached the nysterious
flitter '"thopter, the woman had snatched Duncan, gripping tightly before he
could defend hinself. The young boy had reacted with fear and frantic
struggl es, but Janess yanked his arm breaking open the hardened newskin he'd
pl aced over the deep cut in his shoul der

Wth surprising strength the dusky-ski nned woman haul ed hi minside the snal
flitter and sealed the entry hatch. Yowing like a wild aninmal, Duncan thrashed
and clawed, trying to withe away fromher grip. He pounded on the curved

hat ch, desperate to get out, to run once again into the night filled with armed
hunt ers.

But instead, the flitter's door renmined | ocked. Panting, Janess released the
boy, tossed her chocolate hair, and glared at him "If you don't stop it right
now, ldaho, I'mgoing to dunp you in the |aps of those Harkonnen hunters."

Turning away fromhimw th di sdain, she powered up the flitter's engines.
Duncan coul d feel an ominous humtravel through the snmall craft, vibrating
t hrough the seat and floor. He crouched back agai nst the wall

"You' ve already betrayed ne to the Harkonnens! You were the one who made those
nmen take my parents and nurder them You're the reason | had to train so hard,

and why they're hunting nme now. | know what you did!"
"Yeah, well, things have changed." She raised a dusky hand in a neani ngl ess
gesture, turning toward the piloting controls. "I'mnot hel pi ng Har konnens

anynore, not after what they did to ne."

I ndi gnant, Duncan clenched his fists at his sides. Blood fromthe reopened
wound seeped onto his tattered shirt. "Wat did they do to you?" He couldn't
i magi ne anyt hing that even approached the angui sh he and his fam |y had endured.

"You woul dn't understand. You're just a youngster, another one of their pawns."
Janess smiled as she raised the flitter up off the ground. "But through you,
can get back at them"

Duncan sneered. "Maybe |I'mjust a boy, but | spent all night beating the
Har konnens at their hunting game. | watched Rabban kill ny nother and father
Who knows what el se they've done to ny uncles, aunts, and cousi ns?"

"I doubt there's anyone left alive on Gedi Prime with the nane of I|daho --
especially after the enbarrassnent you caused themtonight. Tough |uck."



"If they did that, it was a waste of effort,
"I didn't know ny relatives anyway."

he said, trying to hide the pain

Janess increased the flitter's speed, boosting them|ow across the dark trees
and away fromthe w | derness preserve. "Right now, |I'm hel ping you get away
fromthe hunters, so just shut up and be glad. You don't have any ot her
options."

She ran the craft without |ights, keeping her engi nes nmasked, though Duncan
couldn't imagi ne how they could ever escape from pryi ng Harkonnen eyes. He had
killed several of the hunters -- and worse, he had outwitted and humli ated
Rabban.

Duncan all owed himsel f the slightest satisfied smle. Coning forward, he
sl unped exhausted into a seat beside Janess, who had strapped herself into the
pilot's chair. "Wy should I trust you?"

"Did | ask you to trust nme?" She flashed a dark-eyed glance at him "Just take
advant age of the situation.”

"Are you going to tell me anything?"

Janess flew in silence for a |long monment, racing over the bunched treetops

bef ore she answered. "It's true. Yeah, | reported your parents to the

Har konnens. 1'd heard runors, knew your nother and father had done sonething to
get the officials angry -- and the Harkonnens don't |ike people who nake them
angry. | was |ooking out for nyself and saw an advantage. By turning themin

| thought | might get a reward. Besides, your parents caused the problem
thenselves in the first place. They nmade the mistakes. | was just trying to
cash in on it. Nothing personal. Sonebody else would have done it, if |
hadn't."

Duncan scowl ed, clenching his grimy hands. He wi shed he had the nerve to use
his knife on this woman, but that woul d cause the flitter to crash. She was his
only way out. For now.

Her face contorted into an angry grinace. "But what did the Harkonnens give ne
inreturn? A reward, a pronotion? No -- nothing. A kick in the teeth. Not
even a 'thank you very much.' " A troubled | ook crossed her face, disappearing
as quickly as a tiny cloud scudding across the sun. "It's not easy to do
sonething like that, you know. You think | enjoyed it? But on Gedi Prine
opportunities arise rarely enough, and |I'd watched too many of them pass ne bhy.

"This should have really changed things for nme. But when | approached themto
ask for the slightest bit of consideration, they threw ne out and ordered ne not
to come back again. It was all for nothing, and that nmakes it even worse." Her
nostrils flared. "Nobody does that to Janess MIlamwi thout risking plenty."

"So you're not doing this for ne at all," Duncan said. "Not because you fee
gui lty about what you did and all the pain you caused people. You just want to
get even with the Harkonnens."

"Hey, kid, just take your breaks where you can get them"

Duncan rumaged in one of the storage conpartnents until he found two fruit-rice
bars and a seal ed bubble of juice. Wthout asking, he tore into the packets and



began stuffing himself. The bars tasted only faintly of cinnanon, a flavor-
enhancer to sinulate nel ange.

"You're wel come,"” Janess said sarcastically.

He didn't reply, chewed | oudly.

Al night long the flitter soared over the | owl ands toward the forbidding city
of Barony. For a monent Duncan thought she intended to dunp him back into
prison, where he would have to go through everything all over again. He slipped
his hand into his pocket, felt the handle of his dull knife. But Janess flew

t he unmarked craft beyond the prison conmpl ex and headed south, past a dozen
cities and vill ages.

They had stopped for a day, hiding out during the afternoon, replenishing their
supplies at a small way station. Janess provided himw th a blue singlesuit,
cl eaned up his wound as best she could, and crudely adm ni stered nedi ca
treatment. She tended himw th no special care, but nerely expressed the hope
that he would not draw attention to hinself.

At dusk they set off again, heading far south to an i ndependent spaceport.
Duncan didn't know the nanmes of the places they visited, nor did he ask. No one
had ever taught hi m geography. Wenever he bothered to venture a question,
Janess invariably snapped at himor ignored himentirely.

The spaceport conplex carried a flavor of rough nercantile personnel and the
GQuild rather than the cunbersone Harkonnen style. It was functional and
efficient, with endurance enphasi zed over |luxury or eye appeal. Corridors and
roons were | arge enough for the nmovenent of enclosed tanks holding Guild
Navi gat ors.

Janess parked the flitter-thopter where she could easily retrieve it, then set

her own hot-wired security systenms before | eaving the craft behind. "Follow
me," she said. Wth young Duncan in tow, she marched out into the bustle and
chaos of the spaceport. "Il've nmade sone arrangenents. But if you get |ost
here, |I'mnot | ooking for you."

Why shouldn't | just run? | don't trust you."

I'"mgoing to put you on a ship that'll take you away fromGedi Prine, far from
t he Harkonnens." She | ooked down at him goading. "Your choice, kid. | don't

need any nore trouble fromyou."
Duncan cl enched his teeth and foll owed her w thout further conment.

Janess tracked down a battered cargo craft swarmng with workers who | oaded
scuffed cases on board. Using suspensor pads, they dragged heavy pallets into
t he hol di ng bay and stacked them haphazardly.

"Second mate of this ship is an old friend of mne," Janess said. "He owes ne a

favor."

Duncan did not ask what kind of people a worman |ike Janess M| am woul d consi der
friends . . . or what she had done to earn herself such a favor.

"I"'mnot going to pay a single solari for your passage, Idaho -- your fanmly has
al ready cost my consci ence enough, ruined nmy standing with the Harkonnen



overlords, and got me nothing. But ny friend Renno says you can ride in the
hol d, just as long as you don't eat anything other than standard rations or cost
anyone tine or credits."

Duncan wat ched the spaceport activities around him He had no real conception
of what life would be |like on any other world. The cargo ship | ooked old and
uni npressive -- but if it provided himw th passage away from G edi Prine, then
it was a golden bird from heaven.

Janess took himroughly by his armand marched himtoward the |loading ranp. Hi s

sore shoul der throbbed. "They're hauling recyclable naterials and ot her

sal vage, which they'll take to a processing station on Caladan. That's the hone
of House Atreides . . . archenemnmi es of the Harkonnens. You know about the feud

bet ween t hose Houses?" Wen Duncan shook his head, Janess |aughed. "O course

not. How would a little dirt rodent |ike you have | earned anythi ng about the
Landsraad and the Great Houses?"

She stopped one of the workers guiding a precariously | oaded suspensor platform
"Where's Renno? Tell himJaness Mlamis here and | want to see himright
away." She gl anced down at Duncan, who stood up straight and tried to | ook
presentable. "Tell himl brought the package | prom sed."

Touching a comuni cator on his lapel, the man munbl ed sonething into it. Then
wi t hout acknow edgi ng Janess, he pushed his load up into the squat cargo haul er.

Duncan waited, analyzing the activity around him while Janess frowned and
fidgeted. Before long, a grubby-Iooking man energed, his skin smeared with
colored lubricants, grinme, and oily sweat.

"Renno!" Janess waved to him "It's about damm tinme!"

He gave her a tight enbrace, followed by a long and wet kiss. Janess broke away
as quickly as she could and pointed to Duncan. "There he is. Take himto

Cal adan." She smiled. "I can't think of a better revenge than to deliver this
boy right where they least want himto be -- and where they're least likely to
find him'

"You pl ay dangerous ganes, Janess," Renno said.

"I enjoy ganmes." She balled her fist and playfully punched himin the shoul der
"Don't tell anyone."

Renno raised his eyebrows. "Wat's the point of coming back to this scumy port
if you're not here waiting for ne? Who'd keep ne conpany in a dark and |onely
bunk? Nah, it wouldn't be worth ny while to turn you in. But you still owe
ne. "

Bef ore goi ng, Janess knelt and fixed her eyes on young Duncan |daho. She seened
to be trying for sone senblance of conpassion. "Look, kid. Here's what | want
you to do. Wien you get to Cal adan, step off that ship and insist on seeing
Duke Paul us Atreides hinself. Duke Atreides. Tell himyou' ve cone fromthe

Har konnens, and dermand to be taken into service in his household."

Renno' s eyebrows shot high on his forehead, and he nmuttered sonething
unintel ligible.



Janess kept her face firmand intent, thinking to play a last cruel, joke on the
boy she had betrayed. She realized there would be no chance what soever that a
dirty, naneless street urchin could possibly set foot in the Gand Hall of
Castl e Cal adan -- but that wouldn't stop himfromtrying . . . maybe for years.

She' d al ready had her victory by stealing the boy from Rabban's hunting party.
She had known they were taking Duncan to the Forest Guard Station and so she
made a particular effort to find him to snatch himaway and turn himover to
t he Harkonnens' greatest enemnmies. \Watever el se happened to the boy was now
irrelevant to her, but Janess anused herself by inmagining all the tribulations
Duncan | daho woul d undergo before finally giving up

"Come on," Renno said gruffly, pulling Duncan's arm "I'll find you a place in
t he cargo hold, where you can sleep and hide."

Duncan didn't | ook back at Janess. He wondered if she expected himto say
goodbye or thank her for what she'd done, but he refused to do that. She hadn't
hel ped hi m because she cared, or even out of renobrse. No, he wouldn't denean

hi nsel f, and he coul d never forgive Janess for her part in destroying his
famly. Strange wonan.

He wal ked up the ranp, |ooking strai ght ahead, not knowi ng where he was goi ng.
Lost and parentless, w thout any idea of what he would do next, Duncan |daho
headed of f

RENNO GAVE HI M no confort and little nourishnent, but at |east he left the boy
in peace. Wat Duncan | daho needed nost in the entire universe was tine to
recover, a few days to sort out his nenories and learn to live with the ones he
coul d not forget.

He slept alone like a rat in the cargo hold of the battered transport,
surrounded by scrap metal and recyclables. None of it was soft, but he stil
sl ept well enough on the rust-snelling floor, with his back against a cold
bul khead. It was the nost peaceful tinme he'd had in recent nenory.

Finally, when the ship descended toward Cal adan to deliver its | oad and dunp him
al one and friendl ess on a strange world, Duncan was ready for anything. He had
his drive and his energy; nothing would sway himfromhis chosen quest.

Now he just had to find Duke Paul us Atreides.

History allows us to see the obvious -- but unfortunately, not until it is too
| at e.

- PRI NCE RAPHAEL CORRI NO



When he surveyed Leto's bedraggl ed black hair, his dust-sneared clothes, and the
perspiration streaks down his cheeks, Rhonbur actually chuckled. He neant no
insult by his response, but seened incapable of believing the preposterous story
Leto had told. He stood back and assessed his friend. "Vernilion hells! Don't
you think you're, uh . . . overreacting a bit, Leto?"

Rhonmbur strode over to one of the broad wi ndows. Alcoves all along the wall of
the stocky Prince's room di spl ayed handpi cked geol ogi cal oddities, his delight
and pride. Far beyond the anenities of his station as the Earl's son, Rhombur
found joy in his collection of mnerals, crystals, and gens. He could have
purchased nore nagnificent specinmens nmany tines over, but the Prince had
personal Iy found each rock in his own explorations of cave floors and snal

t unnel s.

But in all his explorations, Rhonbur -- indeed, the entire Vernius ruling famly
-- had been blind to the unrest anbng the workers. Now Leto understood why the
O d Duke had insisted that his son learn to read his subjects and know t he npod

of the populace. "At the heart of it all, lad, we rule at their sufferance,"
Paul us had told him "though thankfully nmost of the popul ation doesn't realize
it. If you're a good enough ruler, none of your people will think to question

it."

As if enbarrassed by Leto's dramatic news and runpl ed appearance, the tousle-

hai red young man peered down at the swirling masses of workers in the production

yards below. Everything seemed quiet, business as usual. "Leto, Leto . "

He pointed a pudgy finger at the apparently content |ower classes who | abored

l'i ke dutiful drones. "Suboids can't even decide for thenselves what to eat for

di nner, much | ess band together and start a rebellion. That takes too rmuch .
initiative."

Leto shook his head, still panting. H's sweaty hair clung to his forehead. He
felt nore shaky now that he was safe, sitting slunped in a confortable self-
form ng chair in Rhombur's private quarters. Wen he'd been fleeing for his
life, he had reacted on instinct alone. Now, trying to relax, he couldn't keep
his pulse fromracing. He took a long gulp of sour cidrit juice froma gobl et
on Rhonmbur's breakfast tray.

"I"'monly reporting what | saw, Rhonbur, and | don't inmagine threats. |'ve seen
enough real ones to know the difference." He |eaned forward, his gray eyes
flashing at his friend. "I tell you, sonething's going on. The suboids were

tal ki ng about overthrow ng House Vernius, tearing down what you've built, and
taking Ix for thenselves. They were preparing for violence."

Rhombur hesitated, as if still waiting to hear the punch line. "Well, 1'Il tell
ny father. You can give himyour version of the events, and |I'm uh, sure he'l
ook into the matter."

Leto's shoul ders sagged. What if Earl Vernius ignored the problemuntil it was
too late?

Rhonmbur brushed down his purple tunic and smiled, then scratched his head in
perplexity. It seened to take great stamina for himto address the subject
agai n; he appeared genuinely baffled. "But . . . if you've been down there,
Leto, you see that we take care of the suboids. They're given food, shelter
famlies, jobs. Sure, maybe we take the lion's share of the profits .

that's the way of things. That's our society. But we don't abuse our workers.
What can they possibly conpl ai n about ?"



"Maybe they see it differently,"” Leto said. "Physical oppression isn't the only
ki nd of abuse."

Rhonmbur bri ghtened, then extended his hand. "Cone, ny friend. This mght just
make an interesting twist for our political lectures today. W can use it as a
hypot heti cal case."

Leto foll owed, nore saddened than distraught. He was afraid the Ixians would
never see this trouble as anything nore than an interesting politica
di scussi on.

FROM THE TALLEST spire of the Grand Palais, Earl Domi nic Vernius ruled an

i ndustrial enpire hidden fromoutside view. The big man paced back and forth on
the transparent floor of his Ob Ofice that hung like a nmagnificent crysta

ball fromthe cavern ceiling.

The office walls and floor were constructed of perfectly bonded |Ixian glass with
no seans or distortions; he seened to be walking on air, floating over his
domain. At tinmes, Domnic felt like a deity on high, gazing out upon his
universe. He ran a callused pal macross his snmooth, newly shaven head; the skin
still tingled there fromthe invigorating |otions Shando used when she massaged
hi s scal p.

Hi s daughter Kailea sat in a suspensor chair and watched him He approved of
her taking an interest in |Ixian business, but today he felt too troubled to
spend nmuch time debating with her. He brushed inaginary crunmbs off his newy
| aundered sl eevel ess tunic, turned about, and circled his quicksilver desk
agai n.

Kail ea continued to study him offering no advice, though his daughter
under st ood the problemthey faced.

Dom nic didn't expect old "Roody" to roll over and neekly accept the |oss of tax
revenues caused by the new | xi an Hei ghliner design. No, the Enperor would find
sone way to twist a sinple business decision into a personal affront, but
Dominic had no idea how the retaliation would conme, or where it would strike.

El rood had al ways been unpredi ctabl e.

"You just have to stay one step ahead of him" Kailea said. "You're good at
that." She thought of the wily way her father had stolen the Enmperor's
concubi ne right out fromunder his nose . . . and how Elrood had never forgotten

the fact. The slightest touch of resentnent darkened her words. She would
rat her have grown up on marvel ous Kaitain, instead of here, under the ground.

"I can't stay ahead of himif |I don't know which direction he's noving," Domnic
replied. The Ixian Earl seened to be floating upside down, with the solid rock
ceiling and the spires of the Grand Pal ai s above his head, and only open air
beneath his feet.

Kail ea strai ghtened the | ace on her gown, adjusted the trim and bent as she
studi ed shi pping records and conpared mani fests again, hoping to determine a
better pattern for distributing |Ixian technology. Dominic didn't expect her to
do better than his experts, but he let her have her fun. Her idea to send out

I xian self-learning fighting neks to a few bl ack market deal ers had been a

st roke of geni us.



He paused a nmonent for a wistful smle that nade his |ong nustache sink into the
seans around his nouth. Hi s daughter was stunningly beautiful, a work of art in
every way, made to be an ornament in some great lord's household . . . but she
was sharp-witted, too. Kailea was a strange nixture, all right: fascinated by
court ganes and styles and everything to do with the grandeur of Kaitain, but

al so doggedly determ ned to conprehend the workings of House Vernius. Even at
her age, she understood that behind-the-scenes business conplexities were a
worman's real key to power in the Inperium-- unless she joined the Bene
Gesserit.

Domnic didn't think his daughter understood Shando's decision to | eave the

I mperial Court and cone with himto Ix. Wy would the |over of the nost
powerful man in the universe |leave all that splendor to marry a weat her-beaten
war hero who lived in a city underground? At tines, Dom nic wondered the sane
thing, but his |Iove for Shando knew no bounds, and his wife often told himshe
had never regretted her decision

Kail ea offered a stark contrast with her nother in all but appearance. The
young wonman coul dn't possibly be confortable in her extravagant clothes and
finery, yet she wore her best at all times, as if afraid she mght nmiss an
opportunity. Perhaps she resented the | ost chances in her |life, and would
rather be warded off to a sponsor in the Inperial Palace. He'd noticed that she
toyed with the affections of the twin sons of Ambassador Pilru, as if marriage
to one of themmght tie her to the enbassy on Kaitain. But Ctair and D nurr
Pilru were scheduled to test for positions in the Spacing Guild, and if they
passed the exami nation they would be off-planet within a week. At any rate,
Dom nic was sure he could arrange a nmuch nore profitable match for his only
femal e child.

Per haps even to Leto Atreides .

A comeye blinked yellow on the wall, interrupting his thoughts. An inportant
nmessage, an update of the troubling rumors that had spread |ike poison through a
ci stern.

"Yes?" he said. Wthout being asked, Kailea wal ked across the invisible floor
and stood next to himto read the report as it imaged itself on the quicksilver
surface of his desk. Her enerald eyes narrowed as she read the words.

The snell of his daughter's faint perfume and the glitter of conbs in her dark
bronze hair brought a paternal snmile to his face. Such a young lady. Such a
young busi nesswonan.

"Are you sure you want to concern yourself with this, child?" he asked, w shing
to shelter her fromthe grimnews. Labor relations were so much nore conpl ex

t han technol ogi cal innovations. Kailea just |ooked at himin annoyance that he
woul d even ask the question.

He read nore details on what he had been told earlier in the day, though he

still couldn't quite believe everything Leto Atrei des clained he'd heard and
seen. A disturbance was brewing in the deep-ground manufacturing facilities,
where the suboi d workers had begun conpl ai ning -- an unprecedented situation

Kai |l ea took a deep breath, marshaling her thoughts. "If the suboids have such
gri evances, why haven't they el ected a spokesman? Wy haven't they delivered
any fornmal demands?"



"Ch, they're just grunbling, child. They claimthey're being forced to assenbl e
machi nes in violation of the Butlerian Jihad, and they don't want to perform
' bl asphenous | abor."' "

The nessage screen went dark after they finished reading the sumary report, and
Kai | ea stood up, hands on her hips. Her skirts rustled as she huffed.

"\Wherever do they get such ridiculous ideas? How can they even begin to

under stand the nuances and conplexities of running these operations? They were

bred and trained in Ixian facilities -- who put those thoughts in their mnds?"

Dom ni ¢ shook his gl eam ng head, and realized his daughter had raised a very
good question. "You're right. Suboids certainly couldn't come up wi th such
extrapol ati ons on their own."

Kail ea continued to be indignant. "Don't they realize how nmuch we give thenf
How much we provide, and how much it costs? 1've | ooked at the costs and
benefits. The suboids don't know how good they have it conpared to workers on
ot her planets." She shook her head, and her curved nmouth bent downward in a
frown. She | ooked through the floor at her feet, to the manufactories in the
cavern far below. "Maybe they should visit Gedi Prime -- or Arrakis. Then

t hey woul dn't conplain about Ix."

But Dominic wouldn't let go of her first thread of conversation. "Suboids are
bred for limted intelligence, only enough to perform assigned tasks . . . and
they're supposed to do it without conplaining. It's part of their nenta
makeup." He joined his daughter in staring down at the floor of the grotto,
whi ch swarmed with Heighliner construction workers. "Could our bio-designers
have overl ooked sonething inmportant? Do the suboids have a point? The
definition of machi ne-m nds enconpasses a broad range, but there m ght be gray
areas . "

Kai | ea shook her head and tapped her crystal pad. "Qur Mentats and | ega
advi sors are meticul ous about the precise strictures of the Jihad, and our
quality-control nethods are effective. W're on solid ground, and they can
prove every assertion we make."

Dom nic chewed his lower lip. "The suboids couldn't possibly have specifics,
since there aren't any violations. At |least we haven't know ngly stepped over
the Iine, not in any instance."

Kai |l ea studi ed her father, then | ooked down at the bustling work area again
"Maybe you shoul d have Captain Zhaz and a team of inspectors turn over every
stone, investigate every aspect of our design and manufacturing processes.
Prove to the suboids that their conplaints are groundl ess.™

Domini c considered the idea. "O course | don't want to be too hard on the
workers. | want no crackdowns, and certainly no revolts. The suboids are to be
treated well, as always.” He net her gaze, and she seemed very nuch an adult.
"Yes," Kailea said, her voice hardening. "They work better that way."



Li ke the know edge of your own being, the sietch forns a firmbase from which
you nove out into the world and into the universe.

- Frenen Teachi ng

Pardot Kynes was so fascinated by the Frenen culture, religion, and daily
routine that he renained conpletely oblivious to the |ife-and-death debate
ragi ng around himin the sietch. Naib Heinar had told himhe could talk to the
peopl e and describe his ideas -- and so he tal ked, at every opportunity.

For an entire cycle of the noons, the Frenen whispered their opinions in smal
caves and dens, or shouted them across tables in private neetings of the sietch
el ders. Some of them even enpathized with what the strange outworl der was

sayi ng.

Though his fate renmai ned undeci ded, Kynes didn't slow for a monent. Sietch

gui des took hi maround and showed hi m many things they thought would interest
him but the Planetol ogist al so stopped to ask questions of wonen working in the
stillsuit factories, of old men tending water supplies, and of withered

grandnot hers operating solar ovens or filing rough burrs off scrap netal.

The bustling activity around the seal ed caves astonished him Sonme workers
tranpl ed spice residue to extract fuel, others curded spice for fermentation
Weavers at power | oons used their own hair, the long fur of nutated rats, w sps
of desert cotton, and even skin strips fromw ld creatures to nake their durable
fabric. And of course schools taught the young Fremen desert skills, as well as
rut hl ess conbat techni ques.

One norni ng Kynes awoke refreshed, perfectly confortable after spending the
night on a mat on the hard floor. Throughout nmuch of his life, he had slept in
t he open on rough ground. His body could find rest just about anywhere. He
breakfasted on dehydrated fruits and dry cakes the Fremen wonen had baked in
thermal ovens. The begi nnings of a beard covered his face, a sandy stubble.

A young worman naned Frieth brought hima serving tray with neticul ously prepared
spice coffee in an ornate pot. During the entire ritual, she directed her deep
bl ue eyes downward, as she had done every norning since Kynes's arrival at the
sietch. He hadn't thought anything of her cool, efficient attentions unti
someone had whispered to him "She is the unmarried sister of Stilgar, whose
life you saved agai nst the Harkonnen dogs."

Frieth had fine features and smooth, tanned skin. Her hair appeared | ong enough
to flowto her waist, if ever she undid it fromher water rings and let it fall
Her manner was quiet but all-knowing, in the Fremen way; she rushed to fulfil
every snall w sh Kynes bothered to express, often without his realizing it. He
nm ght have noticed how beautiful she was, had he not been so intent on noticing
everything el se around him

After he had sipped his pungent, cardanmom | aced coffee down to the dregs, Kynes
haul ed out his electronic pad to jot down notes and ideas. At a noise, he

| ooked up to see wiry young Turok standing in the doorway. "lI'mto take you
anywhere you w sh, Planetol ogist, so long as you remain within Red Wall Sietch."



Kynes nodded and snil ed, disregarding the constraints of being a captive. They
did not rankle him It was understood that he woul d never | eave the sietch
alive unless the Frenen accepted himand decided to trust himconpletely. |If he
did join the conmunity, there could be no secrets between them on the other
hand, if the Frenen chose to execute himin the end, there would have been no
point in keeping secrets froma dead nman

Previ ously Kynes had seen the tunnels, the food-storage chanmbers, the guarded
wat er supplies, even the Huanui deathstills. |In fascination he had watched the
fam |y groups of desert-hardened nmen, each with his several w ves; he had seen
them pray to Shai-Hulud. He'd begun to conpile a nental sketch of this culture
and the political and familial ties within the sietch, but it would take decades
to unravel all the subtle relationships, all the nuances of obligations laid
down upon their kinsnen many generations earlier

"I"'d like to go to the top of the rock," he said, remenbering his duties as

I mperial Planetologist. "If we could retrieve some of the equi pment from ny
groundcar -- | presune you've kept it safe? -- 1'd like to establish a weather
station here. |It's inmperative that we collect climte data -- tenperature
vari ations, atnospheric humdity, and wind patterns -- fromas nany isol ated
spots as possible."

Turok | ooked at him surprised and di sbelieving. Then he shrugged. "As you

wi sh, Planetol ogist." Knowi ng the conservative ways of the sietch elders, Turok
was pessimstic about the fate of this enthusiastic but not terribly bright nan
What a futile effort it would be for Kynes to continue his vigorous work. But
if it kept himhappy in his |ast days .

"Cone," Turok said. "Put on your stillsuit."
"Ch, we'll only be out for a few nminutes."
Turok scow ed at him |ooking stern and nuch older. "A breath of noisture is

water wasted into the air. W are not so rich we can afford to waste water."

Shruggi ng, Kynes pulled on his crinkling, slick-surfaced uniformand took the
time to attach all the seals, though he did so clunmsily. Heaving a heavy sigh
Tur ok assisted him explaining the nost effective way to dress out the suit and
adjust the fittings to optim ze its efficiency.

"You have bought a decent stillsuit. It is of Frenmen nmanufacture,"”
man observed. "In this at |east you have chosen well."

t he young

Kynes followed Turok to the storage chanber where his groundcar had been kept.
The Frenmen had stripped it of anenities, and his equi pment lay in open boxes on
the cave floor, inspected and catal oged. No doubt the sietch inhabitants had
been trying to determ ne how they could put these things to use.

They're still planning to kill nme, Kynes thought. Haven't they heard a thing
I've said? Qddly, the thought neither depressed nor frightened him He sinmply
took the knowl edge as a challenge. He was not about to give up -- there was too
much left to do. He woul d have to nake them under st and.

Among the clutter he found his weat her apparatus and tucked the conponents under
his arns, but nmade no comment about what had been done to his possessions. He
knew Fremen had a communal nentality: Every itemowned by an individual was



owned by the entire community. Since he had spent so nuch of his life al one,
relying only on hinself and his abilities, he found it difficult to absorb such
a mnd-set.

Turok did not offer to carry any of the equipnent, but led the way up steep
steps that had been rough-hewn into the stone wall. Kynes panted but did not
conplain. Ahead of himthe guide shifted asi de nunmerous barricades, noisture
baffl es, and doorseals. Turok flashed gl ances over his shoul der to nake sure
t he Pl anetol ogi st was keeping up, then increased his speed.

Finally they energed froma cleft atop the rubbl e-strewn peaks. The young
Fremen | eaned back in the shadow of the rocks, keeping hinself cool, while Kynes
stepped out into open sunlight. Al around themthe stone was coppery brown
with a few discolorations of lichen. A good sign, he thought. The advance
footprints of biological systens.

As he stared out at the sweeping vista of the Great Basin, he saw dunes that
were the grayish white and brown of newy deconposed rock grains, as well as the
buttery yell ow of ol der, oxidized sand.

Fromt he sandworns he'd seen, as well as the teem ng sand plankton in the spice-
rich sands, Kynes knew that Dune already had the basis for a conplex ecosystem
He was certain it would take only a few crucial nudges in the proper direction
to make this dormant place bl ossom

The Frenmen people could do it.

“Inperial man," said Turok, stepping forward fromthe shade, "what is it you see
when you stare out onto the desert |ike that?"

Kynes answered without |ooking at him "I see limtless possibilities."

IN A SEALED chanmber deep in the sietch, w zened Heinar sat at the head of a
stone table, glaring with his single eye. Trying to remain apart fromthe
debate, the sietch Naib watched the council elders shout at each other

"W know the man's loyalty," said one old man, Jerath. "He works for the

I mperium  You've seen his dossier. He's on Dune as a guest of the Harkonnens."
Jerath had a silver ring in his left earlobe, a treasure taken froma snuggl er
he'd killed in a duel

"That means nothing," said another elder, Aliid. "As Frenmen, do we not don
ot her clothes, other masks, and pretend to fit in? It's a neans of surviva
when circunstances require it. You, of all people should know not to judge
soneone sol ely on appearances. "

Gar nah, a weary-1ooking |long-haired elder, rested his pointed chin on his
knuckles. "I'mnpst incensed at those three young idiots, what they did after

t he Pl anetol ogi st hel ped them def eat the Harkonnen bravos. Any straight-

t hi nki ng adult woul d have shrugged and sent the nan's shade to join those of the
six dead vermin on the ground . . . with sone regret, of course, but still it
shoul d have been done." He sighed. "These are inexperienced youths, poorly
trained. They should never had been left alone in the desert."

Heinar flared his nostrils. "You cannot fault their thinking, Garnah. There
was the noral obligation -- Pardot Kynes had saved their lives. Even brash



young nmen such as those three realized the water burden that had been placed on
t hem "

"But what of their obligations to Red Wall Sietch and our people?" |ong-haired
Garnah insisted. "Does a debt owed to a nere Inperial servant outweigh their
loyalty to us?"

"The question isn't about the boys,"” Aliid interrupted. "Onmun, Turok, and
Stilgar did what they thought was best. W are now left to decide about this
Pl anet ol ogi st and his fate."

"He's a madman," the first elder, Jerath, said. "Have you heard himtal k? He
wants trees, open water, irrigation, crops -- he envisions a verdant pl anet

i nstead of desert." A snort, then a toying with the ring in his ear. "He's
mad, | say."

Puckering his nouth skeptically, Aliid pointed out, "After the thousands of
years of wandering that finally brought us here and nmade our people what we are
-- how can you scorn one nan's dream of paradi se?"

Jerath frowned, but accepted the point.

"Perhaps Kynes is mad," Garnah said, "but just mad enough to be holy. Perhaps
he's nad enough to hear the words of God in a way that we cannot."

"That is a question we cannot decide anpbng us," Heinar said, finally using a
Nai b's voi ce of command to focus the discussion back on the matter at hand.
"The choice we face is not about the word of God, but about the survival of our
sietch. Pardot Kynes has seen our ways, lived in our hidden home. By Inperia
conmand, he sends reports back to Kaitain whenever he finds hinself in a city.
Think of the risk to us."

"But what of all his tal k about paradi se on Dune?" Aliid asked, still trying to
defend the stranger. "Open water, dunes anchored by grass, palmaries filled
with tall date pal ns, open ganats fl ow ng across the desert."

"Crazy talk and no nore," grunbled Jerath. "The nan knows too nuch -- about us,
about the Frenen, about Dune. He cannot be allowed to hold such secrets."

Doggedly, Aliid tried again. "But he killed Harkonnens. Doesn't that place
upon us, and our sietch, a water debt? He saved three nenbers of our tribe."

"Since when do we owe the |nperium anything?" Jerath asked with another tug on
his earring.

"Anyone can kill Harkonnens," Garnah added with a shrug, shifting his pointed
chin to his other fist. "l've done it nyself."

Hei nar | eaned forward. "All right, Aliid -- what of this talk about the
flowering of Dune? Were is the water for all this? |Is there any possibility
t he Pl anetol ogi st can do what he says?"

"Haven't you heard hinP" Garnah replied in a nocking tone. "He says the water
is here, far nbre than the m serable ambunts we coll ect for our sustenance."

Jerath raised his eyebrows and snorted. "Ch? This man has been on our world
for a Standard Month or two, and al ready he knows where to find the precious



treasure that no Fremen has di scovered in generations upon generations of |iving
in the desert? An oasis on the equator perhaps? Hah!"

"He did save three of our own," Aliid persisted.

"Three fools put thenselves in the way of the Harkonnen fist. | feel no
obligation to himfor their rescue. And he has seen crysknives. You know our
law. Wio sees that knife nust be cleansed or slain . . . ." @Grnah's voice

trailed off.
"It is as you say," Aliid adm tted.

"Kynes is known to travel alone and expl ore many inhospitable areas," Heinar
said with a shrug. "If he disappears, he disappears. No Harkonnen or |nperium
officials will ever be the w ser."

"I't will no doubt be interpreted as a sinple accident. CQur world is not a
confortabl e place," said Garnah.

Jerath sinply smled. "If the truth is told, the Harkonnens nay be perfectly
happy to get rid of this nmeddl esome nan anyway. There is no risk to us if we
kill him"

Silence hung in the dusty air for a nmonent. "What nust be, nust be," Heinar
said, rising to his feet at the head of the table. "AIl of us know this. There
can be no other answer, no changing of our mnds. W nust protect the sietch
above all, no matter the cost, no nmatter the burden it places on our hearts."

He crossed his arms over his chest. "It is decided. Kynes nust die."

Two hundred thirty-ei ght planets searched, nany of only narginal habitability.
(See star charts attached in separate file.) Resource surveys |ist valuable raw
materials. Many of these planets deserve a second | ook, either for ninera

expl oitation or possible colonization. As in previous reports, however, no
spi ce found.

- I ndependent scout survey, third expedition, delivered to EMPEROR FONDI L CORRI NO
1

Hasimir Fenring had bribed old Elrood' s guards and retainers, setting up what he
called "a surprise secret neeting with an inportant, though unexpected,
representative." The weasel-faced man had used his silken tongue and his iron
will to manipul ate the Enperor's schedules to | eave an opening. As a fixture
around the Pal ace for nore than three decades, Fenring, by virtue of his
association with Crowmn Prince Shaddam was a man of influence. Wth various

net hods of persuasion, he convinced everyone he needed to convince.



A d Elrood suspected not hing.

At the appointed hour of the Tleilaxu delegate's arrival, Fenring nmade certain
he and Shaddam were present in the audi ence chanber -- ostensibly as eager
students of the bureaucracy, intent on beconing viable | eaders of the |nperium
El rood, who liked to think he was instructing these proteges in inportant
matters of state, had no idea the two young nen | aughed at hi m behind his back

Fenring | eaned close to the Crown Prince and whispered in his ear, "This is
going to be nobst entertaining, hmmmmah?"

"Watch, and |earn," Shaddam sai d ponderously, then raised his chinin the air
and sni ckered.

The huge enbossed doors swung open, sparkling with soostones and rain crystals,
etched with ghlavan netal. Sardaukar guards, standing stiff and formal in their
gray-and-bl ack uniforns, snapped to attention for the new arrival.

"Now t he show begins,"
t hemsel ves.

Fenring said. He and Shaddam kept further chuckles to

Li veri ed house pages stepped forward to introduce the off-world visitor in a
rippling overtone of processed, electronically translated ponp. "M/ Lord
Enperor, Highness of a MIlion Wrlds -- the Master H dar Fen Ajidi ca,
representative of the Bene Tleilax, is here at your request for a private
neeting. "

A gnonelike man with grayi sh skin wal ked proudly into the hall flanked by pasty-
faced guards and his own retainers. His slippered feet scuttled |ike whispered
gossi p across the polished stones of the floor

A ripple of surprise and distaste passed through the attendees at court.
Chanber | ai n Aken Hesban, his rnustaches droopi ng, stood indignantly behind the
throne and gl ared at the Emperor's scheduling advisors as if this were sonme sort
of trick.

Elrood | X lurched forward in his nmassive throne and demanded to see his
cal endar.

Thus caught off guard, the old reprobate m ght just be surprised enough to
listen, Fenring thought. Wth surprising astuteness, Chanberlain Hesban's eagle
gaze fell on him but Fenring returned the look with only a bland, curious

expr essi on.

Ajidica, the Tleilaxu representative, waited patiently, letting the chatter and
whi spers flow around him He had a narrow face, |ong nose, and a pointed bl ack
beard that protruded Iike a trowel fromhis cleft chin. Maroon robes gave
Ajidica an air of some inportance. His skin was weat hered-1|ooking, and pal e and
di scol ored bl otches marked his hands, especially on the fingers and palms, as if
frequent exposure to harsh chenicals had neutralized the nelanin. Despite his
dimnutive stature, the Tleilaxu Master cane forward as if he had a perfect
right to be in the Inperial audience chanber of Kaitain

Fromthe side of the room Shaddam studi ed Ajidica, and his nose winkled, from
the Iingering food odors that were so characteristic of the Tleil axu.



"May the one true God shine his light upon you fromall the stars in the

I mperium ny Lord Enperor,” said Hidar Fen Ajidica, placing his pal ns together
and bowi ng as he quoted fromthe Orange Catholic Bible. He stopped in front of
t he massi ve Hagal - quartz throne.

The Tleilaxu were notorious for handling the dead and harvesting corpses for
cellular resources, yet they were unquestionably brilliant geneticists. One of
their first creations had been a remarkabl e new food source, the slig ("sweetest
nmeat this side of heaven"), a cross between a giant slug and a Terran pig. The
overal | populace still thought of sligs as tank-bred nutations, however -- ugly
creatures who excreted slimy, foul-smelling residue, and whose multiple nouths
ground incessantly on garbage. This was the context in which people thought of
the Bene Tleilax, even as they savored marinated slig nmedallions in sauces
prepared fromrich Cal adan w nes.

El rood drew back his bony shoulders into a firmline. He frowed down at the
visitor. "Wat is . . . this doing here? Wuo let this man in?" The old
Enperor | ooked around the echoing room his eyes flashing bright. "No Tleilaxu
Mast er has ever entered my Court for a private audience. How do | know he's not
a Face Dancer mimc?" Elrood glared dowmn at his personal secretary, then over
at his Chanberlain. "And since he got on ny schedule at all, how do | know

you' re not a Face Dancer yourself? This is outrageous."”

The personal secretary stepped back, appalled at the suggestion. Dimnutive
Ajidica | ooked up at the Enperor, calnmy letting the resentnment and prejudice

wash past without being affected by it. "M Lord Elrood, tests can be perforned
to prove that none of our shapeshifters has subsuned the identity of anyone in
your Court. | assure you, | amno Face Dancer. Neither am| an assassin, nor a
Ment at . "

"And why are you here?" Elrood denanded.

"As one of the premier scientists of the Bene Tleilax, my presence here was
requested."” The gnom sh man hadn't noved a centineter, and renmained at the foot
of the Golden Lion Throne, unflappable in his nmaroon robes. "I have devel oped
an anbitious plan that can benefit the Inperial famly, as well as ny own

peopl e."

"Not interested," the Padi shah Emperor said. He flicked a glance at his
Sar daukar, began to raise his gnarled hand to issue a comand of forcefu
di smissal. The Court attendees watched, anused and eager

Hasimr Fenring rapidly stepped forward, knowing he had only an instant to

i ntercede. "Enperor Elrood, may | speak?" He didn't wait for permi ssion, but
tried to appear innocent and interested. "The sheer audacity of this Tleilaxu's
arrival has ne curious. | find nmyself wondering what he has to say." He

gl anced over at the enotion-nasked face of Hi dar Fen Ajidica; the gray-skinned
Mast er seened inpervious to any harsh treatnment foisted upon him Nothing in
hi s demeanor betrayed his connection with Fenring, who had suggested the
synthetic spice idea to him-- an idea that had quickly found support anobng
Tlei l axu scientists.

Crown Prince Shaddam took the | ead and | ooked up at his father with a guil el ess,
anticipatory expression. "Father, you have instructed me to | earn everything
can fromthe exanple of your |eadership. It would be nbst educational for ne to
observe how you handle this situation with an open mnd and a firm hand."



Elrood raised a ring-adorned hand that trenbled with faint, uncontrollable

spasns. “"Very well, we will hear briefly what this Tleilaxu his to say.
Briefly, under pain of severe punishnent if we deternine he has wasted our
precious time. Watch, and learn.” The Enperor slid a sidelong glance at

Shaddam then took a sip of the spice beer at his side. "This shouldn't take
much tine."

How true, Father. You don't have nmuch tine |eft, Shaddam thought, still smiling
attentively and innocently.

"My words require privacy, ny Lord Enperor,"
di scretion."

Ajidica said, "and the utnost

"I will determine that," Elrood snapped. "Speak of your plan."

The Tleilaxu Master folded his hands in the vol um nous sl eeves of his maroon
robes. "Runors are |like a disease epidenmic, Sire. Once they escape, they
spread from person to person, often with deadly effect. Better to take sinple
initial precautions than be forced into eradication neasures at a |later date."
Ajidica fell silent, standing rigid, and refused to speak further until the
audi ence chanber had been enpti ed.

I mpatiently, the Enperor gestured to disnmiss all the functionaries, pages,
anbassadors, jesters, and guards. Sardaukar security nen stationed thensel ves
at the doorways, where they could protect the throne, but everyone el se
departed, muttering and shuffling. Hunm ng privacy screens were erected to
prevent any potential eavesdroppers fromlistening in

Fenring and Shaddam sat at the foot of the throne, pretending to be intent
students, though they were both in their thirties. Looking frail and battling
illness, the old Enperor indicated for themto remain as observers, and the
Tleil axu man did not object.

Inall this time, Ajidica' s hard gaze never strayed fromEl rood. The Enperor
| ooked back at the little nan, feigning boredom Finally satisfied with the
privacy precautions, and ignoring the Enperor's distaste for himand his race,
Hi dar Fen Ajidi ca spoke.

"We Bene Tleilax have continued experinents in all areas of genetics, organic

chem stry, and nutations. |In our factories we have recently devel oped highly
unort hodox techni ques to synthesize, shall we say, unusual substances." His
words were clipped and efficient, providing no nore detail than necessary. "Qur

initial results indicate that a synthetic could be fashioned that, in al
i mportant chenical properties, is identical to nel ange."

"Spice?" Elrood now gave the Tleilaxu his full attention. Shaddam noticed a
twitching tic in his father's right cheek below his eye. "Created in a
| aboratory? |npossiblel™

"Not inmpossible, ny Lord. Gven the proper tine and conditions for devel opnent,
this artificially created spice could becone an inexhaustible supply, mass-
produced and i nexpensive -- and it could be earnmarked exclusively for House
Corrino, if you wish."

Elrood | eaned forward like a munm fied carrion bird. "Such a thing has never
been possi bl e before.™



"Qur analysis shows that the spice is an organically based substance. Through
careful experinentation and devel opnent, we believe our axlotl tanks can be
nodi fied to produce nel ange."

"The sane way you grow ghol as from dead hunman cel | s?" the Enperor said,
scowing with revulsion. "And cl ones?"

Intrigued and surprised, Shaddam gl anced over at Fenring. Axlotl tanks?
Ajidica continued to focus on Elrood. "In . . . effect, ny Lord."

"Why cone to ne?" Elrood asked. "I should think the diabolical Tleilaxu would
create a spice substitute for thenselves and | eave the Inperiumat their nmercy."

"The Bene Tleilax are not a nighty race, Sire. |If we discovered how to produce
our own nel ange, and kept the secret for ourselves, we know it would bring down
the wath of the Inperium You yourself would send in Sardaukar, tear the
secret fromour grasp, and destroy us. The Spacing Guild and CHOAM woul d be
happy to assist you -- and the Harkonnens, too, would defend their spice
nonopoly at all costs." Ajidica gave a thin, hunorless smle.

"It's good to see that you understand your subordinate position," Elrood said,
resting his bony el bow on the arm of the heavy throne. "Not even the wealthiest
Great House has ever developed a nmilitary force to oppose ny Sardaukar."

"Thus, we have prudently decided to ingratiate ourselves with the nost powerfu
presence in the galaxy -- the Inperial House. In that way we can reap the
greatest benefit from our new research.™

Elrood placed a long finger on his papery lips, considering. These Tleilaxu
were clever, and if they could manufacture the substance exclusively for House
Corrino, and cost-effectively, the Enperor would have a powerful bargaining
chi p.

The econonic difference could be huge. House Harkonnen could be driven into the
ground, bankrupted. Arrakis would beconme of little value, with the product
t here conparatively expensive to get out of the sand.

If this gnone could do as he suggested, the Landsraad, CHOAM the Spacing Guild
the Mentats, and the Bene Gesserit would be forced to seek favors fromthe
Enperor in order to get their supplies. Mst of the inportant scions of noble
fam lies were already addicted to nelange, and Elrood hinself could becone their
supplier. Excitenent bl ossomed within him

Ajidica interrupted Elrood's train of thought. "Let ne enphasize that this wll
be no sinmple task, Sire. The precise chem cal structure of nelange is
extraordinarily difficult to anal yze, and we nust separate out whi ch components
are necessary for the substance to be effective, and which are irrelevant. In
order to achieve this goal, the Tleilaxu will require enornous resources, as
well as the freedomand tine to pursue our avenues of research.”

Fenring shifted on the polished steps and, while | ooking up at old Enperor,
interjected: "M Lord, | see nowthat Master Ajidica was right in seeking
privacy for this audience. Such an undertaking rmust be carried out entirely in
secret if House Corrino is to have an exclusive source. Ah, certain powers in
the I nmperiumwould do anything to prevent you fromcreating an i ndependent and
i nexpensi ve supply of spice, hmmmnP"



Fenring could see that the old nan recogni zed the enornous political and
econom ¢ advantages Ajidica' s proposal could bring him-- even in |ight of
everyone's instinctive loathing for the Tleilaxu. He sensed the bal ance
shifting, the senile Enperor coming to exactly the conclusion Fenring w shed.
Yes, the ancient creature can still be mani pul at ed.

El rood himsel f saw many forces hanging in the balance. Since the Harkonnens
were anbitious and intractable, he would have preferred to place another G eat
House in charge of Arrakis, but the Baron would remain in power for decades yet.
For political reasons, the Enperor had been forced to grant this val uabl e quasi -
fief to House Harkonnen after ousting Richese, and the new fief holders had dug
t hensel ves in. Too much so. Even the debacle of Abulurd' s governorship (he'd
been installed in his position at the request of his father Dmitri Harkonnen)
had not brought the desired result. The effect had been the exact opposite, in
fact, once the Baron had maneuvered hinself into a position of power.

But what to do with Arrakis afterward? Elrood thought. | would want tota
control of it as well. Wthout its nmonopoly on spice, the place mght cone
cheap. At the right price, it could prove useful for sonething else . . . an

incredibly harsh military training area, perhaps?

"You were correct in bringing your ideas to our attention, H dar Fen Ajidica."
El rood cl asped his hands on his lap, clinking gold rings together, refusing to
apol ogi ze for his earlier rudeness. "Please give us a detailed sumary of your
needs. "

"Yes, nmy Lord Enperor."” Ajidica bowed again, keeping his hands folded in his
bill owi ng maroon sl eeves. "Mst inportantly, ny people will need equi prent and
resources . . . a place in which to do our research. | will be in charge of
this program nyself, but the Bene Tleilax require an appropriate technol ogica
base and industrial facilities. Preferably ones that are already functional --
and wel | defended."

El rood pondered the question. Surely, anong all the worlds in the Inperium
t here nust be soneplace, a high-tech world with industrial capabilities .

Puzzl e pieces snicked into place, and he sawit: a way to obliterate his old

rival House Vernius -- payback for Donminic's effrontery involving the roya
concubi ne Shando, and for the new Hei ghliner design that threatened to weak
havoc on Inperial profit systems. Ch, this will be nagnificent!

Sitting on the steps to the crystal pedestal of the throne, Hasinmir Fenring did
not understand why the Enperor smiled with such snug satisfaction. The silence
drew out for a long nonent. He wondered if it might have something to do with
the m nd-eating effects of the slow chaunurky. The old nan woul d soon becone
increasingly irrational and paranoid. And after that he would die. Horribly, I
hope.

But before then, all the proper wheels woul d have been set in notion.

"Yes, Hidar Fen Ajidica. W do have the place for your efforts, | believe,"
Elrood said. "A perfect place.”
Dom nic nmust not know until it is too late, the Enperor thought. And then he

nmust know who did it to him R ght before he dies.



The timng, as in so many matters of the Inperium had to be precise.

The Spacing Guild has worked for centuries to surround our elite Navigators with
nystique. They are revered, fromthe lowest Pilot to the nost tal ented
Steersman. They live in tanks of spice gas, see all paths through space and
time, guide ships to the far reaches of the Inperium But no one knows the
human cost of becoming a Navigator. W nust keep this a secret, for if they
really knew the truth, they would pity us.

-Spacing Guild Training Manual Handbook for Steersmen (C assified)

The austere Guild Enbassy Buil ding contrasted severely with the rest of Ixian
grandeur in the stalactite city. The structure was drab, utilitarian, and gray
among the sparkling and ornate cavern towers. The Spacing Guild had priorities
beyond ornanmentation or ostentation

Today Ctair and Dnurr Pilru would be tested, in hopes of becomng Guild
Navi gators. Ctair didn't know whether to be excited or terrified.

As the twin brothers nmarched shoul der to shoul der across a shielded crysta

wal kway fromthe Grand Palais, Ctair found the Embassy Building so
aesthetically repul sive that he considered turning around and leaving. 1In the
face of the @uild' s enornous wealth, the |lack of splendor seened odd, to the
poi nt of making himill at ease.

As if thinking the sane thing but coming to a different conclusion, his brother
| ooked at Ctair and said, "Once the wonders of space are opened up to a Guild
Navi gator's m nd, what other decorations are necessary? How can any
ornanentation rival the wonders a Navigator sees on a single journey through
fol dspace? The universe, brother! The whol e universe."

C tair nodded, conceding the point. "All right, we'll both have to use
different criteria fromnow on. 'Think outside the box' -- renenber what old
Davee Rogo used to tell us? Things are going to be so . . . changed."

I f he passed these exam nations, he would have to be up to the challenge, though

he had no real desire to |leave the beautiful cavern city of Vernii. H s nother
S'tina was an inportant Guild banker, his father a respected anbassador, and --
with help fromEarl Vernius hinmself -- they had arranged to give the twins this

remar kabl e chance. He would make Ix proud of him Maybe soneone would erect a
scul pture in his honor sonmeday, or nane a side grotto after himand his brother

VWile their father attended to diplomatic duties with the Enperor and a thousand
functionaries on Kaitain, his twin sons remained in the underground city,
groom ng and preparing thenselves for "bigger things." Over the years of their
subt erranean chil dhood, Ctair and his brother had cone to the Quild facility



many tines to see their nother. Always before, they had been guests in the
buil ding, but this time the twins were going for a nmuch nore rigorous ordeal

Ctair's future would be deternmined in a few hours. Bankers, auditors, and
conmer ce specialists were all humans, bureaucrats. But a Navigator was so much
nor e.

No matter how rmuch he tried to shore up his confidence, Ctair wasn't certain he
woul d pass the mnd-twi sting tests anyway. Who was he to think he could becomne
one of the elite Guild Navigators? His high-ranking parents had only given the
twins an opportunity to be considered, not a guarantee. Could he nake the cut?
Was he really that special? He ran a hand through his dark hair, found sweat on
his fingertips.

"I'f you performwell enough on the test, you'll both becone inportant
representatives of the Spacing Guild," his nother had said, snmling with a
severe pride. "Very inportant." Ctair felt a lunp growin his throat, and

D nmurr drew hinself taller.

Kai | ea Vernius, Princess of the household of Ix, had also wished the two of them
well. Ctair suspected the Earl's daughter was | eading themon, but he and his
brother both enjoyed flirting with her. COccasionally, they even pretended to be
j eal ous when Kailea referred in passing to young Leto, heir to House Atreides.
She pl ayed the tw ns agai nst each other, and he and D nurr engaged in a good-
natured rivalry for her affections. Still, he doubted their famlies would ever
agree to a match, so it was unlikely that there could be any future init.

If Ctair joined the Guild, his duties would take himfar fromlx and the
underground nmetropolis he loved so well. [If he becane a Navigator, so many
t hi ngs woul d change .

They arrived in front of the enbassy reception chanber, half an hour early.

D murr paced beside his anxi ous brother, who was entranced and noncommruni cati ve,
as if conpletely focused on his thoughts and desires. Though the two young men
| ooked identical, D nurr seened so much stronger, so much nore dedicated to the
chal l enge, and Ctair struggled to enulate him

Now, in the waiting area, he swallowed hard, repeating the words he and his

brot her had shared, like a mantra, in their quarters that norning. | want to be
a Navigator. | want to join the GQuild. | want to |eave Ix and sail the
starlanes, ny nind joined to the universe.

At seventeen, they both felt rather young to endure such a grueling selection
process, one that would | ock them permanently on a life, path, no matter what
they mght decide later on. But the Guild wanted resilient and mall eabl e ninds
i nsi de bodies that had sufficiently matured. Navigators who trained at young
ages often proved to be the best perforners, sone even reaching the highest rank
of Steersman. Those candi dates taken too early, however, could nutate into
ghastly shapes fit only for nenial tasks; the worst failures were euthanized.

"Are you ready, brother?" D nurr asked. Ctair drew strength and enthusi asm
fromhis twin's confidence.

"Absolutely," he said. "W're going to be Navigators after today, you and I."

Fighting msgivings, Ctair reassured hinself that he wanted this; it would be a
great credit to his abilities, an honor for his famly . . . but he could not



renove the spectre of doubt that nagged at him In his heart he didn't want to
| eave Ix. H's father, the Anbassador, had instilled in both of his sons a deep
appreciation for the underground engi neering marvels, the innovations, and the
t echnol ogi cal acunen of this planet. 1Ix was |like no other world in the

| mperium

And, of course, if he left, Kailea would be forever lost to himas well

VWen they were sumoned forward deeper into the |abyrinth of the enmbassy, the
twi ns wal ked through the portal, side by side, feeling very alone. They had no
escorts, no one to cheer themto victory or console themif they failed. Their
father wasn't even present to offer his support; the Anbassador had recently
been sent to Kaitain in preparation for another Landsraad subcommittee neeting.

That norning, as the onm nous hour ticked closer and closer, Ctair and D nurr
had sat at the breakfast table in the anbassadorial residence, picking over a
sel ection of colored pastries while S tina played a nmessage their father had

hol o-recorded for them They'd had little appetite, but they |listened to Cammar
Pilru's words. Ctair tried to hear sone special hints or know edge, anything
he coul d use. But the Anbassador's shinmering i nage nerely gave them

encour agenent and platitudes, |ike echoes of a well-worn speech he had used many
times in his diplomtic duties.

Then, after a final hug, their nother had stared at each of them before she
hurried off to her daily duties at Quild Bank headquarters, a section of the
drab building that now hung before them S tina had wanted to be at her sons'
side during the testing, but the Guild had forbidden it. Navigator testing was
an intensely private and personal matter. Each of themhad to do it by hinself,
relying on his abilities alone. So their nmother would be in her office,
probably distracted, probably worried for them

As S'tina said goodbye, she did nanage to hide npbst of the horror and despair on
her face. Ctair had noticed the flicker, but D nurr had not. He wondered what
hi s mother had hi dden fromthemduring their preparations for the test. Doesn't
she want us to succeed?

Navi gators were the stuff of |egends, shrouded in secrecy and Cuil d-fostered
superstitions. Ctair had heard whispered runors about bodily distortions, the
damage that intense and constant imersion in spice could weak upon a human
physi que. No outsider had ever seen a Navigator, so how were those people to
know what ki nd of changes ni ght surge through the body of soneone with such
phenonenal nental abilities? He and his brother had | aughed at the silly
specul ati ons, convincing each other how outrageous such ideas could be.

But are they so outrageous? What does Mdther fear?

"Ctair -- keep focused! You |ook upset,"” D nmurr said.

Ctair's tone overflowed with sarcasm "Upset? Absolutely. | wonder why! W
are about to take the biggest test of our lives, and no one knows how to study
for it. I1'"'mworried we haven't prepared enough.”

D nmurr | ooked at himw th intense concern, gripping his brother's arm "Your
nervousness may be your failing, brother. A Navigator test isn't about
studying. |It's about natural ability and the potential to expand our m nds.
We' Il have to pass safely through the void. Now it's your turn to remenber what

ol d Davee Rogo told us: You can only be successful if you let your mind go



beyond the boundaries that other people have set for thenselves. Ctair, open
up your inmagination and go beyond the boundary with ne."

Hi s brother's confidence seened unshakabl e, and Ctair had no choice but to nod.
Davee Rogo -- until this nmorning, he hadn't thought about the crippled and
eccentric Ixian inventor in years. Wen they'd been ten, the twins had net the
fanmous i nnovator Rogo. Their father had introduced them inmaged hol ograns of
themwi th the nman for the anbassadorial scrapbook shelf, then fluttered off to
nmeet other inportant people. The two boys, though, had continued talking with
the inventor, and he had invited themto visit his laboratory. For two years
afterward, Rogo had set hinself up as an offbeat nentor to Ctair and D nurr,
until his death. Now the twins had only Davee Rogo's advice to renmenber, and
his confidence that they woul d succeed.

Rogo woul d be scolding ne for nmy doubts now, Ctair thought.

"Thi nk about it, brother. How does one practice for the job of nobving huge
ships fromone star systemto another in the wink of an eye?" To denonstrate,
D murr winked. "You'll pass. W both will. Get ready to swmin spice gas."

As they strode up to the enbassy's inner reception desk, Ctair stared across

t he underground city of Vernii, beyond the glittering chains of gl owgl obes that
illuminated the site where another Hei ghliner was already under construction

Per haps soneday he would fly that very vessel. Thinking of how the visiting
Navi gat or had whi sked the i mense new Hei ghliner out of the cavern and i nto open
space, the young nman felt an infusion of desire. He loved Ix, wanted to stay
here, wanted to see Kailea one last time -- but he also wanted to be a

Navi gat or .

The brothers identified thenselves and waited. They stood together at the flat
mar bl epl az counter in silence, each brooding with personal thoughts, as if a
trance mght increase their chances of succeeding. | will keep ny mnd

conpl etely open, ready for anything.

A shapely fenal e testing proctor appeared in a |oose gray suit. The GQuild's
infinity synbol was stitched on her |apel, but she wore no jewelry or other

ornanentation. "Wl cone," she said, wi thout introducing herself. "The Guild
seeks the finest talent because our work is the npst inmportant. Wthout us,

wi t hout space travel, the fabric of the Inmperiumwould unravel. Think on that,
and you will realize how selective we nust be."

She did not snmile at all. Her hair was reddi sh brown and cl ose-cropped; Ctair

woul d have found her attractive at any other tinme, but now he could think of
not hi ng beyond the inpendi ng examn nation

Checking their identification yet again, the proctor escorted the brothers to

i sol ated, separate testing chanbers. "This is an individual test, and each of
you rmust face it alone. There is no way you can cheat, or even hel p each
ot her," she said.

Al arnmed at being separated, Ctair and D murr | ooked at each other, then
silently w shed the other |uck

THE CHAMBER DOOR cl osed behind D murr with a loud and frightening slam His
ears popped fromthe difference in air pressure. He was alone, intensely alone
-- but he knew he was up to the chall enge.



Confidence is half the battle.

He noted the arnored walls, the sealed cracks, the lack of ventilation. Hissing
gas boiled froma single nozzle in the ceiling . . . thickening clouds of rusty
orange, with a sharp gingery tang that burned his nostrils. Poison? Drugs?
Then D murr realized what the Guild had in mind for him

Mel ange!

Closing his eyes, he snelled the unm stakabl e ci nnanon odor of the rare spice.
Ri ch nel ange, an incredible wealth of it in the confined air, filling the
chanmber and perneating his every breath. Knowi ng the value of Arrakis spice
fromhis nother's meticul ous work in the Guild Bank, D nmurr sucked in another

| arge gul p. The sheer cost of this! No wonder the Guild didn't test just
anyone -- the price for a single exam nation would be enough to build a housing
conpl ex on anot her pl anet.

The wealth controlled by the Spacing Guild -- in banking, transportation, and
exploration -- awed him The Guild went everywhere, touched everyone. He
wanted to be part of it. Wiy did they need frivol ous ornanentati on when they
had so nuch nel ange?

He felt possibilities spinning all around himlike an el aborate contour map,
with ripples and intersections, a |ocus of points, and paths that led into and
out of the void. He opened his mnd so that the spice could transport him
anywhere in the universe. It seened |like such a natural thing to do.

As the orange fog enfolded D nurr, he could no | onger see the featureless walls
of the testing chanber. He felt nelange pressing into his every pore and cell
The sensation was nmarvel ous! He envisioned hinself as a revered Navi gator
expanding his mind to the farthest reaches of the |nperium enconpassing
everyt hi ng

D murr soared along, wthout |eaving the test chanber -- or so he thought.

THE TEST WAS far worse than Ctair could have i magined.

No one ever told himwhat he was expected to do. He never had a chance. He
choked on the spice gas, becane dizzy, fought to keep control of his faculties.
The nel ange overdose stupefied him so that he could not remenber who he was or
why he was there. He struggled to maintain focus, but |ost hinself.

When he eventually returned to consciousness, his clothes clean and his hair and
skin freshly washed (perhaps so the Guild could reclaimevery particle of

nel ange?), the shapely red-haired proctor |ooked down at him She gave Ctair a
wi nsone, sad snile, and shook her head. "You blocked your nmind to the spice
gas, thereby shackling yourself to the normal world." Her next words cane |ike
a death sentence. "The @uild cannot use you."

Ctair sat up, coughing. He sniffed, and his nostrils still tingled fromthe
potent cinnamon stench. "I'msorry. Nobody explai ned what | was supposed to --

She hel ped himto his feet, anxious to usher himout of the Enbassy Buil di ng.



His heart felt like nolten lead. The proctor didn't need to answer himas she
led himout to the reception area. C tair |ooked around, searching for his
brother, but the waiting roomwas enpty.

Then he learned that his own failure wasn't the worst thing he had to face.
"Where's Dmurr? Did he succeed?" Ctair's voice filled with hope.

The proctor nodded. "Admirably." She extended her hand toward the exit, but he
si destepped her. Ctair |ooked back toward the inner corridor and the seal ed
testing chanber where his brother had gone. He needed to congratulate D murr,
even though the victory was now bittersweet. At |east one of them would becone
a Navi gat or.

"You wi Il never see your brother again," the proctor said, coldly. She noved to
bl ock the way back in. "D nurr Pilru is ours now. "

Recovering after an instant of shock, Ctair broke past the proctor and ran to
t he seal ed chanber door. He pounded against it and shouted, but received no
answer. Wthin mnutes, Guild guards surrounded him-- nore businesslike than
gentle -- and peel ed hi maway.

Still dizzy fromthe unaccustoned aftereffects of mnel ange exposure, Ctair
didn't realize where they were taking him Blinking and di soriented, he found
hi nsel f standing on the crystal wal kway outside the bl ocky gray enbassy. Bel ow
him other wal kways and streets bustled with traffic and pedestrians traveling
fromone tower building to another

Now he was nore al one than ever.

The testing proctor stood on the enmbassy steps, barring Ctair fromreentering.
Even t hough his not her worked sonmewhere inside, deep in the banking section,
Ctair knew that the doors of this facility, as well as the doors to the future
he had counted on, were now | ocked to him

"Rejoice for your brother," the proctor called fromthe steps, her voice finally
showi ng sone life. "He has entered another world. He can travel to places
you'll never imagine."

"I can never see him or talk to himagain?" Ctair said, as if part of him had
been ri pped away.

"Doubtful," the proctor said, crossing her arms over her chest. She gave him an
apol ogetic frown. "Unless he . . . suffers a reversal. Hs first tine, your
brother i mersed hinself so conpletely in the spice gas that he started the

conversion process right there and then. The GQuild cannot deny such talent.
He has already started to change."

"Bring himback," Ctair said, his eyes tear-filled now He prayed for his
brother. "Just for a little while." He wanted to be happy for his twin -- and
proud. D nurr had passed the test that neant so nuch to both of them

The twi ns had al ways been so close. How could they possibly go on w thout one
anot her? Perhaps his nother could use her Guild banki ng connections, so that
they would at | east be able to have their farewells. O nmybe his father would
use anbassadorial privilege to get D nmurr back



But Ctair knew that woul d never happen. He could see that now. H s nother had
al ready known it, had been afraid of |osing both sons.
"The process is, in the majority of cases, irreversible,"”
finality.

the proctor said with

Quild security guards marched out to stand beside her, ensuring that Ctair did
not becone irrational and try to force his way inside.

"Trust ne," said the proctor. "You don't want your brother back

The hunman body is a machine, a systemof organic chemcals, fluid conduits,
el ectrical inpulses; a governnent is |likewi se a machine of interacting
societies, laws, cultures, rewards and puni shnents, patterns of behavior
Utimately, the universe itself is a machine, planets around suns, stars
gathered into clusters, clusters and other suns formng entire gal axi es .
Qur job is to keep the nmachi nery functi oning.

-Suk I nner School, Primary Doctrine

Both frowning, Crown Prince Shaddam and Chanberl ain Aken Hesban wat ched t he
approach of a dimnutive, scrawny nman who nonet hel ess wal ked as tall as a
Mutel I'ian gi ant. After years of training and conditioning, all Suk doctors
seened conpelled to take themnmsel ves far too seriously.

"That El as Yungar | ooks nore like a circus perforner than a respected nedica
prof essi onal ," Shaddam sai d, | ooking at the arched eyebrows, black eyes, and the
steel -gray ponytail. "l hope he knows what he's doing. | want only the best
care for ny poor ailing father."

Besi de him Hesban tugged on one of his |ong nustaches, but nade no response.

He wore a floor-length blue robe with gol den piping. For years, Shaddam had

di sliked this ponmpous man who hovered too close to his father's presence, and he
vowed to choose a new Chanberlain after assuming the throne. And so |long as
this Suk doctor could find no explanation for Elrood' s gradually worsening

ill ness, Shaddam s ascendancy woul d be assured.

Hasi mir Fenring had enphasized that even all the resources of the exalted Suk
I nner School could not stop what had been set in notion. The catalyst chenica
inmplanted in the old man's brain would regi ster on no poi son-snooper, since it
was not itself poison, but would only convert to a dangerous substance in the
presence of spice beer. And as he felt worse and worse, old Elrood consuned
ever-increasing quantities of the beer

No nore than a neter in height, the shrunken doctor had snpoth skin but ancient
eyes fromthe vast nmedi cal know edge hamrered into his nmind. A black dianond
tattoo marked the center of Yungar's creased forehead. His ponytail of steel-



gray hair, secured in the back by a silver Suk ring, was |onger than a woman's,
reaching nearly to the fl oor.

Wasting no tine on further pleasantries, Elas Yungar broached a famliar

subj ect. "You have our paynent?" He |ooked first at the Chanberlain, then at
the Crown Prince, where his gaze settled. "Fresh accounts nust be established
before we can begin treatnment. G ven the Emperor's age, our care could be quite
prolonged . . . and ultimately fruitless. He must pay his bills, like every
other citizen. King, mner, basket-weaver -- it makes no difference to us.
Every human wants to be heal thy, and we cannot treat everyone. Qur care is
avail able only to those willing and able to pay for it."

Shaddam rested a hand on the Chanmberlain's sleeve. "Ah yes, we will spare no
expense for ny father's health, Aken. It is already arranged."

They stood just inside the high-arched doorway of the Inmperial audience chanber,
beneat h gl orious ceiling frescoes of epic events fromthe history of the Corrino
famly: the blood of the Jihad, the desperate last stand on the Bridge of
Hrethgir, the destruction of thinking machines. Shaddam had al ways found
ancient Inperial history ponderous and boring, with little relevance to his
current goals. Centuries and centuries ago didn't matter -- he just hoped it
woul dn't take that long for a change in the Pal ace.

In the echoing hall, the Padi shah Enperor's magnificent jeweled throne sat
invitingly enpty. Court functionaries and a few dark-robed Bene Gesserit
scuttled about in side passages and al coves, trying to remamin unseen. A pair of
heavi |y arned Sardaukar guards stood at the dais steps, attentive. Shaddam
wonder ed whet her they woul d obey himright now, knowing his father lay sick in
his chanbers. He decided not to test the idea. Too soon

"W are all familiar with prom ses,”" the doctor said. "Still, | wish to see the
paynment first." Stubborn tone, an inpertinent upward gaze that didn't nove from
Shaddam even though the Crown Prince hadn't done rmuch tal king. Yungar chose to
pl ay strange power ganes, but soon he woul d be out of his |eague.

"Paynent before even | ooking at the patient?" the Chanberlain gasped. "Were
are your priorities, man?"

Finally, Dr. Yungar deigned to | ook over at Hesban. "You have dealt with us
bef ore, Chanberlain, and you know t he costs of producing a Suk doctor, fully
conditioned, fully trained."

As heir to the CGolden Lion Throne, Shaddam was famliar with Suk |Inperia

Condi tioni ng, which guaranteed absolute loyalty to a patient. |In centuries of
nedi cal history, no one had ever managed to subvert a graduate of the Inner
School

Sone menbers of the royal Court had a hard time reconciling the | egendary Suk

loyalty with their incessant greed. The doctors never wavered fromthe clear

but unstated position that they would not minister to anyone -- not even to an
Enperor -- on a nmere promni se of renuneration. Suk doctors extended no credit.
Paynment had to be tangi bl e and i nmedi at e.

Yungar spoke in an irritating whine. "Though we are perhaps not as prom nent as
the Mentats or the Bene Gesserit, the Suk School is still one of the greatest in
the Inmperium M equi pnent al one costs nore than nost planets." Yungar pointed

to a suspensor pod at his side. "I do not receive your paynent on ny own



behal f, of course. | amonly a custodian, holding it in a fiduciary capacity.
When | return, your credits go with me to the Suk School, for the benefit of
manki nd. "

Hesban glared at himw th unconceal ed | oathing, his face turning ruddy, his
nmustaches twitching. "O at |least to benefit that portion of nmankind that can
af ford your services."

"Correct, Chanberlain."

Seeing the doctor's staunch and m spl aced sel f-inportance, Shaddam shudder ed.
When he sat on the throne hinmself, he wondered if he could initiate any changes
to put these Suks in their place . . . . He caught his ranbling thoughts and
quelled them All in due tine.

He sighed. His father Elrood had | et too nany threads of control slip right
through his fingers. Fenring was right. As nuch as Shaddam despi sed dirtying
his fingers with blood, renoving the ancient Enperor was a necessary action
"I'f cost of treatnent is your paranmpount concern," the Suk doctor said, quietly
goadi ng the Chanberlain, "you are welconme to hire a | ess expensive physician for
t he Enperor of the Known Universe."

"Enough bickering. Cone with ne, Doctor," Shaddam said, taking charge. Dr.
Yungar nodded, then turned his back on the Chanberlain, as if he was of no
consequence what soever.

"Now | know why you peopl e have the shape of a dianond tattooed on your
foreheads,"” Hesban growl ed as he foll owed behind them "You al ways have
treasure on your mnds."

The Crown Prince led the way to a security-shiel ded antechanber and passed
through a shimering electrical curtain to the inner vault. On a golden table
at the center of the roomlay opafire pendants, danikins of melange, and fold-
pouches partially open to reveal glittering soostones.

"This will be sufficient," the Suk said. "Unless the treatnent proves to be
nore involved than we expect." Wth his floating equi prent pod at his side |ike
a dutiful pet dog, the doctor shuffled back the way they had come. "I already
know the way to the Enperor's chanber." Wthout explanation, Yungar hurried

t hrough a doorway and up the grand staircase that |led to the guarded bedroom
sui tes where the Enperor rested.

Sar daukar guards remai ned behind at the force field that protected the treasure
vault, while Shaddam and Hesban narched after the doctor. Fenring would already
be waiting at the dying old nman's side, nmaking his annoyi ng hunm ng noi ses and
maki ng sure none of the treatment could potentially be successful

THE W THERED EMPEROR | ay on an enornous four-poster bed beneath a canopy of the
finest merh-silks enbroidered in the ancient Terran nmethod. The bedposts were
carved ucca, a fast-grow ng hardwood native to Elacca. Soothing fountains, set
into alcoves in the walls, trickled fresh water, bubbling and whi speri ng.
Scent ed gl owgl obes tuned to the low range floated in the corners of the room

As Shaddam and Fenring stood together and watched, the Suk doctor waved a
liveried attendant away and nounted the two shallow steps to the bedside. Three



| ovely I nperial concubines hovered behind the ailing man, as if their nere
presence could revitalize him The old man's stink clung to the air, despite
the ventilation and the incense.

Enperor Elrood wore slick royal satins and an ol d-fashi oned sl eepi ng cap that
covered his liver-spotted scalp. He lay atop the covers, since he had
conpl ai ned about being too warm The nman | ooked haggard, could barely keep his
eyes open.

Shaddam was pl eased to see how markedly his father's health had declined since
the Tleilaxu Anbassador's visit. Still, Elrood had good days and bad days, and
he had the annoying habit of recovering his vitality after a significant
downslide like this one.

A tall mug of cool spice beer rested on a tray beside his clawed and ring-
bedecked hand, next to a second enpty mug. And nounted on the bed canopy,
Shaddam noted the wavi ng i nsect arns of a poi sonsnooper

You nust be thirsty, Father, Shaddam thought. Drink nore of the beer

The doctor opened his suspensor pod to reveal shiny instrunments, clicking
scanners, and colored vials of testing liquids. Reaching inside the kit, Yungar
brought out a snmall white device, which he passed over Elrood.

After tugging off the satin sleeping cap to reveal the sweaty scalp, Dr. Yungar
scanned Elrood's skull, lifting the old man's head to check all around. Looking
snmal | and weak and ol d, the Enperor grunbled at the disconfort.

Shaddam wonder ed what he himsel f would | ook Iike after 150 years .

preferably at the end of a long and glorious reign. He fought back a snile and
held his breath during the exam nation. Beside him Fenring renmai ned cal mand
aloof. Only the Chanberlain scow ed.

The doctor withdrew his scanner, then studied the Inperial patient's case-

hi story cube. Presently he announced to the groggy old man, "Even nel ange can't
keep you young forever, Sire. At your age, health naturally begins to decline.
Sonetinmes rapidly."

I naudi bl y, Shaddam rel eased a sigh of relief.
Wth great difficulty Elrood sat up, and his concubi nes propped tasseled pill ows

behind him Hi s cadaverous, parchnment face creased in a deep frown. "But only
a few nmonths ago | felt so much better."

"Aging is not a perfect downhill graph. There are peaks and vall eys, recoveries
and sl owdowns." The doctor had the audacity to use a knowit-all tone that
i nplied the Enperor could not understand such conpl ex concepts. "The human body

is a chemical and bioelectric soup, and changes are often triggered by seem ngly
i nconsequential events. You have been under stress lately?"

“I"'mthe Enperor!" Elrood snapped, this tine responding as if the Suk were
unbearably stupid. "I have nmany responsibilities. O course this causes
stress.”

"Then start to delegate nmore to the Crown Prince and to your trusted ai des, such
as Fenring over there. You're not going to live forever, you know. Not even an
Enperor can do that. Plan for the future." Smugly, the doctor snapped shut his



case. Shaddam wanted to enbrace him "I will |leave you with a prescription and
devices to make you feel better."

"The only prescription | want is nore spice in my beer." Elrood took a deep
drink fromhis nug, slurping |oudly.

"As you w sh," the scrawny Suk doctor said. Fromthe suspensor pod he renpved a
satchel, which he placed on a side table. "These are muscl e-soothing devices,
in case you need them Instructions are contained with each unit. Have your
concubi nes use them on your aches."

"Al'l right, all right," Elrood said. "Now |leave ne. | have work to do."

Dr. Yungar backed down the steps fromthe bed platformwith a bow "Wth your
perm ssion, Sire."

I mpatiently, the Enperor waved a gnarled hand in dism ssal. The concubines
noved about, whispering to each other, watching with wi de eyes. Two of them
pi cked up nuscl e-soot hi ng devices and toyed with the controls.

Shaddam whi spered to one of the attendants to have the doctor go with
Chanber | ai n Hesban, who woul d arrange for the transfer of paynent. Hesban
obviously wanted to stay in the bedchanber and di scuss certai n docunents,

treaties, and other state matters with the sick old man, but Shaddam -- feeling
he coul d take care of such things hinself -- wanted the dour advisor out of the
way .

VWen the Suk was gone, old Elrood said to his son, "Perhaps the doctor is right,
Shaddam There is a matter | wish to discuss with you and Hasimr. A policy
and project | wish to continue, regardl ess of ny personal health. Have |I told
you about our plans on Ix, and the eventual Tleilaxu takeover?"

Shaddam roll ed his eyes. O course, you old fool! Fenring and |I have already
done nmost of the work. It was our idea to send Tleil axu Face Dancers to I|Xx,
because they coul d di sgui se thenselves and infiltrate the working cl asses.

"Yes, Father. W know of the plans."

El rood waved a hand to beckon themcloser, and the old nman's features darkened.
Qut of the corner of his eye, Shaddam saw Fenring chase the hovering concubi nes
away, then approach to hear the Enperor's words. "This nmorning | received a

ci pher fromour operatives on Ix. You know about the enmty between nyself and
Earl Dom ni ¢ Verni us?"

"Ah, yes -- we do, Father," Shaddam said. He cleared his throat. "An old
affront, a stolen woman . "

Elrood's rheuny eyes brightened. "It seens that our brash Domi nic has been
playing with fire, training his men with nobile fighting neks that scan
opponents and process data, probably through a conputer brain. He has also been
selling these 'intelligent nachines' on the black nmarket."

"Sacrilege, Sire," Fenring murnured. "That clearly goes against the strictures
of the Great Convention."



"Quite so," Elrood agreed, "and this isn't the only infraction. House Vernius
has been devel opi ng sophi sticated cyborg enhancenents as well. Mechanical body
repl acenents. W can use that to our advantage."

Shaddam frowned, | eaning closer and snelling the sour spice beer on the old
man's breath. "Cyborgs? But they are human minds attached to robot bodies, and
therefore not in violation of the Jihad."

Elrood snmiled. "But we understand there have been certain . . . conpromn ses.
True or not, it's exactly the sort of excuse our inpostors need to finish the
job -- the tinme to act is now House Vernius is poised on the brink of

destruction, and a snall nudge will topple them"

"Hm mah, that is interesting," Fenring said. "Then the Tleilaxu can take over
t he sophisticated Ixian facilities for their research.™

"This is very inportant, and you will watch how | handle this situation," Elrood
said with a sniff. "Watch, and learn. Already | have set my plan in notion.

| xi an suboi d workers are, shall we say, troubled by these devel opnents, and we
are . ." the Enperor paused to finish his nug of spice beer with a snmack of
his lips, " . . . encouraging their discontent through our own representatives."

Setting down the enpty nmug, Elrood grew suddenly lethargic. He adjusted his
pillows, shifted onto his back, and fell into a fitful sleep

Exchangi ng a knowi ng glance with Fenring, Shaddam thought of the conspiracy
within the conspiracy -- their own secret participation in the events on Ix, and
how he and Fenring had put the Tleilaxu Master in contact with Elrood in the
first place. Now the Bene Tleilax, enploying their own genetically altered
shape-shifters, were stirring up religious fervor and di scontent anong Ix's

| ower classes. To the fanatical Tleilaxu, any hint of a thinking nmachine -- and
the | xians who created them-- was the work of Satan

As the two young nmen left the Enperor's chanber, Fenring snmled with simlar
t houghts. "Watch, and learn," the old fool had said.

El rood, you condescendi ng bastard, you have nmuch to | earn yourself -- and no
time left in which to learn it

The | eaders of the Butlerian Jihad did not adequately define artificia
intelligence, failing to foresee all possibilities of an inmagi native society.
Therefore, we have substantial gray areas in which to nmaneuver.

-Confidential Ixian Legal Opinion



Though the expl osion was distant, the concussion rocked the table where Leto and
Rhonmbur sat studying sanple resource | edgers. Small chunks of decorative

pl ascrete trickled fromthe ceiling above them where a |ong crack had just
appeared. A jagged lightning bolt zigzagged across one of the broad plaz
observation wi ndows, fracturing it.

"Vermlion hells! Wat was that?" Rhonbur said.

Leto had al ready surged to his feet, knocking the | edgers aside and | ooking for
the source of the explosion. He saw the farside of the underground grotto,
where several badly damaged buil dings crunbled into rubble. The two young men
exchanged bl ank | ooks.

"Cet ready," Leto said, instantly on guard.
"Uh, ready for what?"
Leto didn't know.

They had gone together into one of the tutorial roons of the Grand Palais, first
studyi ng Cal cul us Phil osophy and the under pi nnings of the Holtzman Effect, and
then I xi an manufacturing and distribution systenms. On the walls around them
ancient paintings hung in hernetically sealed franmes, including works of the Ad
Terran masters C aude Monet and Paul Gauguin, with interactive plates that

al | owed enhancenents by |xian depth artists. Since Leto had reported his
adventure down in the suboid tunnels, he had heard of no further discussions or

i nvestigations. Perhaps the Earl hoped the probl emwould just go away.

Anot her concussion rocked the room this one closer, stronger. The Prince of Ix
gripped the table to keep it fromtoppling. Leto rushed over to the cracked
wi ndow. " Rhonbur, | ook out here!"

Fromthe crosswal k streets connecting the stalactite buil di ngs, someone
screamed. Of to the left, an out-of-control transport capsule plumeted to
smash into the ground far below with a spray of crystal shards and nutil ated
passengers.

The door to the tutorial roomcrashed open. Captain Zhaz of the Pal ace Guard
burst in, carrying one of the new pul sed assault |asguns. Four subordinates

followed him all arnmed in the sanme fashion, all wearing the silver-and-white
uni fornms of House Vernius. No one on Ix, especially not the Earl hinself, had
ever thought Leto or Rhombur would need the protection of personal bodyguards.

"Come with us, young masters!" Zhaz said, breathing hard. The man's dark eyes,
framed by his squarish brown beard, darted with excitement as he noted the stone
fragments falling fromthe ceiling, then the cracked wi ndowpl az. Though he was

ready to fight to the death, Zhaz clearly didn't understand what had taken pl ace
in the normally peaceful city of Vernii

"What's happeni ng, Captain?" Rhonbur asked, as the retinue of guards hustled
them out of the roomand into the corridor, where the lights flickered. His
voi ce quavered for a nonment, then sounded stronger, like an Earl's heir shoul d.
"Tell me-is ny fanmly safe?"

O her guards and nenmbers of the Ixian court ran helter-skelter, with excited
shouts ringing out, high-pitched and strident, in counterpoint to yet another
expl osion. Fromfar bel ow cane the h