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AUTHORS NOTE

We wish Frank Herbert could have been here to write this book.

After the publication of Heretics of Dune (1984) and Chapterhouse: Dune
(1985), he had much morein mind for the story, afantastic grand climax

to the epic Dune Chronicles. Anyone who has read Chapterhouse knows the
excrudding diffhanger ending.

The last novel Frank Herbert wrote, Man of Two Worlds, wasa
collaboration with Brian, and the two of them discussed working on
future Dune books together, particularly the story of the Butlerian

Jhad. However, with the beautiful dedication and codathat Frank wrote
at the end of Chapterhouse, aloving tribute to hiswife, Beverly, Brian
originaly thought that the Dune Chronicles should end there. Ashe
explained in Dreamer of Dune, the biography of Frank Herbert, his
parents had been awriting team, and they were gone. So Brian |eft the
series untouched for many years.

In 1997, more than a decade after the death of hisfather, Brian began

to discuss with Kevin J. Anderson the possibility of completing the
project, of writing the fabled Dune 7. But apparently Frank Herbert had
left no notes, and we thought we would have to do the project based
solely on our own imaginations. After further discussons, weredized
that agreat deal of preliminary work needed to be completed before we
could tackle Dune 7-not just laying groundwork for the story itsdlf, but

a so reintroducing the book-buying audience and awhole new generation
of readersto theincredible, highly imaginative Dune universe.

More than twenty years have passed since the publication of
Chapterhouse: Dune. While many readersloved the origind classc Dune
or even thefirgt three booksin the series, asignificant portion of
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the audience had not continued al the way through to that last book. We
needed to reawaken interest and get those readers prepared.

We decided to write atrilogy of prequelsfirst-the Prelude series of

House Atreid.es, House Harkonnen, and House Corrino. When we began to
dig through dl of Frank Herbert's stored papersin preparation for

writing House Atreides, Brian was surprised to learn of two safe-deposit
boxesthat hisfather had taken out before his death. Inside the boxes,

Brian and an estate attorney discovered adot-matrix printout and two
old-style computer disks labeled "Dune 7 Outling’ and "Dune 7
Notes'-pages describing exactly where the creator of Dune had intended

to take his story.

Reading this material, we saw ingtantly that Dune 7 would be a
meagnificent culmination of the series, tying together the history and

the characterswe dl knew in an exciting plot with many twids, turns,
and surprises. In storage we al so discovered additional notes and papers
describing characters and their histories, pages of unused epigraphs,

and outlines for other works.

Now that we had aroad map in front of us, we plunged into the Prelude
to Dune trilogy, which followed the stories of Duke Leto and Lady
Jessica, the evil Baron Harkonnen, and the planetologist Pardot Kynes.
After that trilogy, we wrote the Legends of Dune-The Butlerian Jhad,
The Machine Crusade, and The Battle of Corrin-which introduced the
semind conflicts and events that form the foundations of the whole Dune
universe.

Indisputably, Frank Herbert was agenius. Duneis the best-sdlling and
most beloved sciencefiction nove of dl time. From the beginning of

our monumental task, we redlized that it would not only beimpossible,
but dso foolish, to attempt to imitate Frank Herbert'swriting style.

Both of uswere strongly influenced by hiswriting, and some fans have
remarked on certain smilaritiesin style. However, we conscioudy chose
to write these books to capture the fedl and scope of Dune, using
aspects of Frank Herbert's style, but with our own pacing and syntax.

We are pleased to report that since the publication of House Atreides,
the sales of Frank Herbert's origina Dune Chronicles have gone up
dramaticdly. Two sx-hour TV miniseries starring William Hurt and Susan
Sarandon-Frank Herbert's Dune and Frank Herbert's Children of
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Dune-have been broadcast to large audiences and wide acclaim (aswell as
winning Emmy Awards). They are two of the three most-watched showsin
the history of the Sci-F Channel.

At lagt, after more than nine years of preparation, wefed thetimeis



right for Dune 7. Upon poring over Frank Herbert's outline and notes, we
redlized that the breadth and scope of the story would haveresulted in
anove of more than 1,300 pages. For this reason, the story isbeing
presented in two volumes, Hunters of Dune and the forthcoming Sandworms
of Dune,

Much more of the epic remains to be written, and we intend to create
additiona exciting novels, telling other parts of the grand, brilliant
tale that Frank Herbert laid out. The saga of Duneisfar from over!

-Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson, April 2006
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Following the 3,500-year reign of the Tyrant Leto 11, an empire was | eft
to fend for itself. During the Famine Times and the subsequent
Scattering, the remnants of the human race cast themsdlves far into the
wilderness of space. They fled to unknown realms where they sought
riches and safety, to no avail. For fifteen hundred years these

survivors and their descendants endured terrible hardships, awhole
reorganization of humanity.

Stripped of its energy and resources, the ancient government of the Old
Empirefell away. New power groups took root and grew strong, but never
again would humans alow themsdves to depend upon amonolithic leader
or akey, finite substance. Single points of failure.

Some say the Scattering was Leto Ws Golden Peath, acruciblein which to
strengthen the human race forever, to teach us alesson we could not
forget. But how could one man-even aman-god who was partialy a
sandworm-willingly inflict such suffering upon his children? Now thet
descendants of the Lost Ones are returning from the Scattering, we can
only imagine the true horrors our brothers and sstersfaced out there.

- Guild Bank Records, Gammu Branch

Even the most learned of us cannot imagine the scope of the Scattering.
Asahigorian, I amn dismayed to think of al the knowledge that has
been lost forever, the accurate records of triumphs and tragedies.
Entire civilizations rose and fell while out there those who remained in
the Old Empire sat in complacency.

New wegpons and technol ogies were spawned by the hardships of the Famine
Times. What enemies did we inadvertently create? What religions,

distortions, and socia processes did the Tyrant set in motion? We can

never know, and | fear that thisignorance will come back to haunt us.



- SISTER TAMALANE, Chapterhouse Archives
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Our own estranged brothers, those Lost Tlellaxu who vanished inthe
turmoil of the Scattering, have come back to us. But they are changed in
fundamenta ways. They bring an improved strain of Face Dancerswith
them, asserting that they designed these shape-shifters themsalves. My
andysisof the Logt Tlelaxu, however, indicates that they are clearly
inferior to us. They cannot even create spice from axlotl tanks, but

they claim to have developed superior Face Dancers? How can that be?

And the Honored Matres. They make overtures of dliance, yet their
actions show only brutdity and the endavement of conquered peoples.
They have destroyed Rakisl How can we have faith in them, or in the Lost
Tlalaxu?

- MASTER SCYTALE, scaled notesfound in burned lab on Tlellax
Duncan Idaho and Sheeana have stolen our no-ship and flown off to points
unknown. They took with them many heretical Ssters, even the ghola of
our Bashar Miles Teg. With our newly forged aliance, | am tempted to
command al Bene Gesserits and Honored Matresto turn their attention to
recapturing this ship and its val uable passengers.

But | will not. Who can find ano-ship out in the vast universe? More
importantly, we can never forget that afar more dangerous Enemy is
coming for us.

-Emergency message from MURBELLA, REVEREND MOTHER SUPERIOR AND GREAT
HONORED MATRE

15

16

16

17

Memory isawegpon sharp enough to inflict degp wounds.

- The Mentat's Lament

On the day he died, Rakis-the planet commonly known as Dune-died with him.
Dune. Logt forever!

In the archives chamber of the fleeing no-ship Ithaca, the ghola of

Miles Teg reviewed the desert world's find moments. Méange-scented
steam wafted from astimulant beverage at his|eft elbow, but the



thirteen-year-old ignored it, descending instead into deep Mentat focus.
These higtorical records and holo-images held greeat fascination for him.

Thiswas where and how hisorigina body had been killed. How an entire
world had been murdered. Rakis ... the legendary desert planet, now no
more than acharred ball.

Projected above aflat table, the archival images showed Honored Matre
war vessdls gathering above the mottled tan globe. Theimmense,
undetectable no-ships-like the stolen one on which Teg and hisfellow
refugees now lived-wielded firepower superior to anything the Bene
Gesserit had ever employed. Traditiona atomicswere little morethan a
pinprick by comparison.
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Those new wegpons must have been developed out in the Scattering. Teg
pursued a Mentat projection. Human ingenuity born out of desperation? Or
wasit something ese entirely?

In the floating image, the brigtling ships opened fire, unleashing
incineration waves with devices the Bene Gesserit had since named
"Obliterators." The bombardment had continued until the planet was
devoid of life. The sandy duneswere turned to black glass, even Rakiss
atmosphere caught fire. Giant worms and sprawling cities, people and
sand plankton, everything annihilated. Nothing could have survived down
there, not even him.

Now, nearly fourteen yearslater and in avastly changed universe, the
gangly teenager adjusted the study chair to amore comfortable height.
Reviewing the circumstances of my own degth. Again.

By gtrict definition, Teg was aclone rather than agholagrown of cdls
gathered from a dead body, though the latter was the word most people
used to describe him. Insde his young flesh lived an old man, aveteran

of numerous campaigns for the Bene Gesserit; he could not remember the
last few moments of hislife, but these records left little doubt.

The sensdess annihilation of Dune demonstrated the true ruthless-ness
of the Honored Matres. Whores, the Sisterhood called them. And with good
reason.

Nudging theintuitive finger controls, he called up theimages yet
again. It felt odd to be an outside observer, knowing that he himsdlf
had been down there fighting and dying when these images were recorded....

Teg heard asound at the door of the archives and saw Sheeanawatching
him from the corridor. Her face was lean and angular, her skin brown
from aRakian heritage. The unruly umber hair flashed with streaks of
copper from achildhood spent under the desert sun. Her eyeswere the
totdl blue of lifelong mélange consumption, aswell asthe Spice Agony



that had turned her into a Reverend Mother. The youngest ever to
survive, Teg had been told.

Sheeands generous lips held an dusive amile. "Studying battles again,
Miles? It'sabad thing for amilitary commander to be so predictable.”
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"l have agreat many of themto review," Teg answered in hiscracking
young man'svoice. "The Bashar accomplished agreat ded in three
hundred standard years, before | died.”

When Sheeanarecognized the projected record, her expresson fell into a
troubled mask. Teg had been watching those images of Rakisto the point
of obsession, ever sincethey fled into this bizarre and uncharted universe.

"Any word from Duncan yet?' he asked, trying to divert her attention.
"He was attempting anew navigation algorithm to get us away from-"

"Weknow exactly wherewe are." Sheeanalifted her chininan
unconscious gesture she had come to use more and more often since
becoming the leader of this group of refugees. "We arelogt.”

Teg automatically intercepted the criticism of Duncan Idaho. It had been
their intent to prevent anyone-the Honored Matres, the corrupted Bene
Gesszit order, or the mysterious Enemy-from finding the ship. "At least
weresafe”

Sheeana did not seem convinced. "So many unknowns trouble me, where are
we, who ischasing us..." Her voicetrailed off, and then she said, "I

will leave you to your studies. We are about to have another meeting to
discussour Stuation.”

He perked up. "Has anything changed?”

"No, Miles. And | expect the same arguments over and over again." She
ghrugged. "The other Sstersseemtoingst onit.” With aquiet rustle

of robes, she exited the archives chamber, leaving him with the humming
slence of the greet invisble ship.

Back to Rakis. Back to my degth ... and the eventsleading up to it. Teg
rewound the recordings, gathering old reports and perspectives, and
watched them yet again, traveling farther backward in time.

Now that his memories had been awakened, he knew what he had done up to
his death. He did not need these records to see how the old Bashar Teg

had gotten into such a predicament on Rakis, how he himself had provoked

it. Back then, he and hisloyd men-veterans of his many famous military
campaigns-had stolen ano-ship on Gammu, aplanet that history had once
cdled Giedi Prime, home world of the evil but long-exterminated House
Harkonnen.
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Y ears earlier, Teg had been brought in to guard the young ghola of
Duncan Idaho, after eleven previous Duncan gholas had been nated.
The old Bashar succeeded in keeping the twelfth dive until adulthood

and findly restored Duncan's memories, then helped him escape from
Gammu. When one of the Honored Matres, Murbdlla, tried to sexually
endave Duncan, he instead trapped her with unsuspected abilitieswired
into him by his Tlellaxu creetors. It turned out that Duncan wasa

living weapon specifically designed to thwart the Honored Matres. No
wonder the enraged whores were so desperate to find and kill him.

After daughtering hundreds of Honored Matres and their minions, theold
Bashar hid among men who had sworn their livesto protect him. No great
generd had commanded such loyaty snce Paul Muad'Dib, perhaps not even
sncethe fanatica days of the Butlerian Jhad. Amidst drinks, food,

and misty-eyed nogtagia, the Bashar had explained that he needed them

to stedl ano-ship for him. Though the task seemed impossible, the

Veterans never questioned athing.

Ensconced in the archives now, young Miles reviewed surveillance records
from Gammu's spaceport security, images taken from tall Guild Bank
buildingsin the city. Each step of the assault made perfect senseto

him, even as he studied the records many yearslater. It wasthe only

wal to succeed, and we accomplished it....

After flying to Rakis, Teg and his men had found Reverend Mother Odrade
and Sheeanariding agiant old worm to meet the no-ship out in the great
desert. Time was short. The vengeful Honored Matres would be coming,
apoplectic because the Bashar had made fools of them on Gammu. On Rakis,
he and his surviving men departed the no-ship with armored vehiclesand
extrawegpons. Timefor oneladt, but vital, engagement.

Before the Bashar led hisloyal soldiers out to face the whores, Odrade
casualy but expertly scratched the skin of hisleathery neck,
not-so-subtly collecting cell samples. Both Teg and the Reverend Mother
understood it was the Sisterhood's last chance to preserve one of the
greatest military minds since the Scattering. They redlized he was about
todie MilesTeg'sfind battle.
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By the time the Bashar and his men clashed with Honored Matres on the
ground, other groups of the whores were swiftly taking over the Rakian
population centers. They dew the Bene Gesserit Sisters who remained
behind in Keen. They killed the Tleilaxu Masters and the Priests of the
Divided God.



The battle was dready logt, but Teg and histroops hurled themselves
agangt the enemy defenses with unparalleled violence. Since Honored
Matre hubriswould not alow them to accept such humiliation, the whores
retdiated againgt the whole world, destroying everything and everyone
there. Including him.

In the meantime, the old Bashar's fighters had created adiverson so
the no-ship could escape, carrying Odrade, the Duncan ghola, and
Sheeana, who had tempted the ancient sandworm into the vessdl's
cavernous cargo hold. Soon after the ship flew to safety, Rakiswas
destroyed-and that worm became the last of itskind.

That had been Teg'sfirgt life. Hisrea memories ended there.

WATCHING IMAGES OF thefina bombardment now, Miles Teg wondered at what
point hisoriginal body had been obliterated. Did it really matter? Now
that he was dive again, he had a second chance.

Using the cdlls Odrade had taken from his neck, the Sisterhood grew a
copy of their Bashar and triggered his genetic memories. The Bene

Gesszit knew they would require histacticd geniusin the war with the
Honored Matres. And the boy Teg had indeed led the Sisterhood to its
victory on Gammu and Junction. He had done everything they asked of him.

Later, he and Duncan, dong with Sheeanaand her dissdents, had stolen
the no-ship yet again and fled from Chapterhouse, unable to bear what
Murbellawas allowing to happen to the Bene Gesserit. Better than anyone
el se, the escapees understood about the mysterious Enemy that continued
to hunt for them, no matter how lost the no-ship might be....

Weary with facts and forced memories, Teg switched off the records,
22

stretched histhin arms, and left the archives sector. He would spend
severd hoursin vigorous physical training, then work on hiswegpons

ills

Though helived in the body of athirteen-year-old, it was hisjob to
remain ready for everything, and never lower hisguard.
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Why ask aman who isaready lost to lead you? Why then are you
surprised if he leads you nowhere?

- DUNCAN IDAHO, A Thousand Lives
They were adrift. They were safe. They werelost.

An unidentifiable shipin an unidentifiable universe,



Alone on the navigation bridge, as he often was, Duncan Idaho knew that
powerful enemieswere il after them. Threatswithin threats within
threats. The no-ship wandered the frigid void, far from any recorded
human exploration. A different universe entirely. He couldn't decide
whether they were hiding or trapped. He wouldn't have known how to get
back to afamiliar star system, even if hed wanted to.

According to the bridge's independent chronometers, they had beeniin
this strange, distorted otherwhere for years ... though who could say
how time flowed in another universe? Thelaws of physicsand the
landscape of the galaxy might be completely dtered here,

Abruptly, asif his concerns had been laced with prescience, he noticed

the main insrument pand blinking erraticdly, while the sabilizing

engines surged up and down. Though he couldn't see anything more unusua
than the now-familiar twistings of gases and distorted energy ripples,

the no-ship had encountered what held come to think
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of asa"rough patch." How could they encounter turbulence in space when
nothing was there?

The ship shook in awhiplash of strange gravity, jarred by a spray of
high-energy particles. When Duncan switched off the automatic pi-loting
systems and dtered course, the Situation worsened. Barely perceptible
flashes of orange light appeared in front of the vessd, like afaint,
flickering fire. He felt the deck shudder, asif he had rammed into some
obstacle, but he could see nothing. Nothing at dl! 1t should have been
an empty vacuum, giving them no sensation of movement or turbulence.
Strange universe.

Duncan corrected course until the instruments and engines smoothed out,
and the flashes disappeared. If the danger grew any worse, he might be
forced to attempt yet another risky foldspace jump. Upon leaving
Chapterhouse, he had flown the no-ship without guidance, having purged
al navigation sysems and coordinate files, using nothing but his

intuition and rudimentary prescience. Each time he activated the
Holtzman engines, Duncan gambled with the whole ship, and the lives of
the 150 refugees aboard. He wouldn't do it unless he had to.

Three years ago, held had no choice. Duncan had lifted the grest craft
from itslanding field-not escaping per se, but stealing the entire

prison where the Sisterhood had put him. And smply flying away wasn't
aufficient. In hisattuned mind, he had seen the trap closing around

them. The Outside Enemy observers, in their bizarrely innocuous guises
of an old man and an old woman, had a net they could cast across vast
distances to entangle the no-ship. He'd seen the sparkling multicolored
mesh begin to contract, and the strange old couple smiling with victory.
They had thought he and the no-ship werein their grasp.



Hisfingersablur, his concentration sharp as adiamond chip, Duncan

had made the Holtzman engines do things that not even a Guild Navigator
would ask of them. Asthe Enemy'sinvisible web ensnared the no-ship,
Duncan had flung them away, flying the enormous vessal so deeply into
thefolds of spacethat he tore the fabric of the universeitself and

did beyond. His ancient Swordmaster training had cometo hisaid. Like
adow blade dipping through an otherwise impenetrable body shield.

And the no-ship had found itself somewhere dse entirely. But he
25

had remained vigilant, not allowing himself to breethe asigh of relief.
In thisincomprehensible universe, what might be next?

Now he studied external images transmitted from sensors extended beyond
the no-field. The view outside had not changed: twisted veils of nebula

gas, insgde-out streamers that would never condense into stars. Wasthis
ayoung universe, not yet finished codescing, or auniverse so

unspeakably ancient that al suns had burned out and been reduced to
molecular ash?

The group of misfit refugees desperately wanted to get back to normal

... or & the very least to somewhere else. Over such along time, their

fear and anxiety had faded first to confusion, then to restlessnessand
maaise. They wanted more than smply being lost and unharmed. Either
they looked to Duncan Idaho with hope, or they blamed him for their plight.

The ship contained a hodgepodge of humanity's factions (or did Sheeana
and her Bene Gesserit Sigtersview them dl as mere "specimens?’)- The
assortment included a sprinkling of orthodox Bene Gesserits-acolytes,
proctors, Reverend Mothers, even male workers- along with Duncan himself
and the young Miles Teg ghola. Also aboard were a Rabbi and his group of
Jews who had been rescued from an attempted Honored Matre pogrom on
Gammu; one surviving Tlellaxu Magter; and four animaigtic
Futars-monstrous human-feline hybrids created out in the Scattering and
endaved by the whores. In addition, the great hold was home to seven

smdl sandworms.

Truly, we are astrange mixture. A ship of fools.

A year after escaping from Chapterhouse and becoming mired in this
distorted and incomprehens ble universe, Sheeana and her Bene Gesserit
followers had joined Duncan in achristening ceremony. In light of the
no-ship's endless wanderings, the name Ithaca seemed appropriate.

Ithaca, asmdl idand in ancient Greece, had been the home of Odysseus,
who had spent ten years wandering after the end of the Trojan War,
trying to find hisway back home. Smilarly, Duncan and his companions
needed a place to call home, asafe haven. These people were on their



own great odyssey, and without so much asamap or astar chart, Duncan
was as |ost as age-old Odysseus.
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No one redized how much Duncan longed to go back to Chapterhouse.
Heartgtringslinked him to Murbella, hislove, hisdave, and his

master. Breaking free of her had been the single most difficult and

painful endeavor he could remember in his multiple lifetimes. He doubted
he would ever entirely recover from her. Murbdlla....

Y et Duncan ldaho had always placed duty above persond fedlings.
Regardless of the heartache, he assumed responsibility for keeping the
no-ship and its passengers safe, even in askewed universe.

At odd times, stray combinations of odors reminded him of Murbella's
digtinctive scent. Organic estersthat drifted through the no-ship's
processed air would strike his olfactory receptors, triggering memories
from their eleven yearstogether. Murbellas perspiration, her dark
amber hair, the particular taste of her lips, and the seawater scent of
their "sexua collisions.” Their passionate, codependent encounters had
been both intimate and violent for years, with neither of them strong
enough to break free.

| must not confuse mutual addiction with love. The painwas at least as
sharp and unendurable as the debilitating agony of drug withdrawa. Hour
by hour asthe no-ship flew through the void, Duncan drew farther from her.

He leaned back and opened his unique senses, reaching out, always wary
that someone might find the no-ship. The danger in letting himsdlf do

this passive sentry duty wasthat he occasiondly descended into muddled
woolgathering about Murbella. To get around the problem, Duncan
compartmentalized his Mentat mind. If aportion of it drifted, another
portion was dways dert, dways on the lookout for danger.

Intheir years together, he and Murbella had produced four daughters.

The oldest two-twins-would be nearly grown now. But from the moment the
Agony had transformed his Murbellainto atrue Bene Gesszrit, she had

been lost to him. Because an Honored Matre had never before completed
training-actually, retraining-to become a Bene Gesserit Reverend Mother,
the Sisterhood had been exceptionaly pleased with her. Duncan's

shattered heart had been, and till was, merely collateral damage.

In hismind'seye, Murbellas|ovely countenance haunted him. His Mentat
abilities-both a skill and acurse-alowed himto cdl up
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every detail of her features: her oval face and wide brow, the hard



green eyesthat reminded him of jade, the willowy body that could fight
and make love with equal prowess. Then he remembered that her green eyes
had become blue after the spice Agony. Not the same person ...

His thoughts wandered, and Murbellas features shifted in hismind. Like
an afterimage burned onto hisretinas, another woman began to take
shape, and he was startled. This was an outside presence, amind
immeasurably superior to hisown, searching for him, wrapping gentle
strands around the Ithaca.

Duncan Idaho, avoice cdled, soothing and feminine.

Hefdt arush of emotions, aswell as an awareness of danger. Why
hadn't his Mentat sentry system seen this coming? His compartmentalized
mind sngpped into full survival mode. He jumped toward the Holtzman
controls, intending once again to fling the no-ship far away, without
guidance.

The voice tried to intercede. Duncan Idaho, do not flee. | am not your
enemy.

The old man and woman had made similar assurances. Though he had no idea
who they were, Duncan did comprehend that they were the real danger. But
thisnew muliebra presence, thisvast intellect, had touched him from

outside of the strange, unidentified universe that the no-ship currently
inhabited. He struggled to get away but could not escape the voice.

| anthe Oracle of Time.

In severa of hislives, Duncan had heard of the Oracle-the guiding
force of the Spacing Guild. Benevolent and al-seeing, the Oracle of
Time was said to be a shepherding presence that had watched over the
Guild since its formation fifteen thousand years ago. Duncan had dways
congdered it an odd manifestation of religion among the hyperacute
Navigators.

"The Oracleisamyth.” Hisfingers hovered over the touchpads of the
command console.

| am many things. He was surprised when the voice did not contradict his
accusation. Many seek you. Y ou will befound here.

"I trust in my own ahilities Duncan powered up the foldspace engines.
From her externa point of view, he hoped the Oracle
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wouldn't notice what he was doing. He would take the no-ship somewhere
ese, fleeing again. How many different powers were hunting them?

The future demands your presence. Y ou have aroleto play in Kralizec.



Krdlizec ... typhoon struggle ... the long-foretold battle at the end of
the universe that would forever change the shape of the future.

"Another myth," Duncan said, even as he activated the foldspace jump
without warning the other passengers. He couldn't risk staying here. The
no-ship lurched, then plunged once more into the unknown.

He heard the voice fading as the ship escaped the Oracl€e's clutches, but
shedid not seem dismayed. Here, the distant voice said, | will guide
you. Theintruding voice faded, ripping away like shreds of cotton.

The Ithaca careened through foldspace and, after an interminably brief
ingtant, tumbled out again.

Stars shone dl around the ship. Redl stars. Duncan studied the sensors,
checked the navigation grid, and saw the sparkles of suns and nebulae.
Norma space again. Without further verification he knew that they had
fallen back into their own universe. He couldn't decide whether to
rejoice or cry out in despair.

Duncan no longer sensed the Oracle of Time, nor could he detect any of
the likely searchers-the mysterious Enemy and the unified
Ssterhood-though they must il be out there. They would not have
given up, not even after three years.

The no-ship continued to run.
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The strongest and mogt dtruitic leader, even if hisofficeis

dependent on the support of the masses, must 100k first to the dictates
of hisheart, never dlowing his decisonsto be swayed by popular
opinion. Itisonly through courage and strength of character that a
true and memorable legacy isever atained.

-from " Collected Sayings of Muad'Dib" by the PRINCESS IRULAN

Like adragon empress surveying her subjects, Murbellasat on ahigh
thronein thelarge receiving hall of the Bene Gesserit Keep. Early
morning sunlight poured through the tall stained-glasswindows,
gplashing colors around the chamber.

Chapterhouse was the center of amost peculiar civil war. Reverend
Mothers and Honored Matres came together with all the finesse of
colliding spacecraft. Murbella-following Odrade's grand plan-allowed
them no other option. Chapterhouse was home to both groups now.

Each faction hated Murbella for the changes she had impaosed, and neither
had the strength to defy her. Through their union, the conflicting
philosophies and societies of the Honored Matres and the Bene Gesserits



merged like horrific Samese twins. The very concept was appaling to
many of them. The potentia for reigniting bloodshed dways hung in the
air, and the forced aliance teetered on the edge of failure.

That was agamble some in the Sisterhood had not been willing to accept.
"Surviva at the cost of destroying ourselvesisno surviva at al,”
Sheeana had said just before she and Duncan took the no-ship
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and flew away. "Voting with their feet," asthe old saying went. Oh,
Duncan! Wasit possible that Mother Superior Odrade had not guessed what
Sheeanaplanned to do?

Of course | knew, said the voice of Odrade from Other Memory. Sheeana
hid it from mefor along time, but intheend | knew.

"And you chose not to warn me of it?' Murbella often sparred aoud with
the voice of her predecessor, one of the many ancestral inner voices she
could access since becoming a Reverend Mother.

| chose to warn no one. Sheeana made her decisions for her own reasons.
"And now we must both live with the consequences.”

From her throne, Murbellawatched the guards lead in afemale prisoner.
Anather disciplinary matter for her to handle. Another example she must
make. Though such demonstrations appalled the Bene Gesserits, the
Honored Matres appreciated their value.

This Stuation was more important than others, so Murbellawould handle

it persondly. She smoothed her shimmering black-and-gold robe across

her 1ap. Unlike the Bene Gesserits, who understood their places and
required no ostentatious symbols of rank, Honored Matres demanded gaudy
ggnsof satus, like extravagant thrones or chairdogs, ornate capesin

vivid colors. Thus, the self-proclaimed Mother Commander was forced to
gt on an imposing throne encrusted with soostones and firegems.

Enough to purchase amgjor planet, she thought, if there were any |
wanted to buy.

Murbellahad come to hate the trappings of office, but she knew the
necessity. Women in the different costumes of the two orders attended
her congtantly, aert for any sign of wesknessin her. Though they
underwent training in the ways of the Sisterhood, Honored Matres clung
to their traditional garments, serpent-scribed capes and scarves, and
formfitting leotard bodysuits. By contrast, the Bene Gesserits shunned
bright colors and covered themsalves with dark, loose robes. The
disparity was as clear asthat between gaudy peacocks and camouflaged
bush wrens.



The prisoner, an Honored Matre named Annine, had short blond hair and
wore acanary yelow leotard with aflamboyant cape of sapphire plazsilk
moiré. Electronic restraints kept her arms folded across
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her midsection, asif shewore aninvisble draitjacket; a
nerve-deadening gag muzzled her mouth. Annine struggled ineffectively
againg the restraints, and her attempts to speak came out as
unintdligible grunts.

Guards positioned the rebellious woman at the foot of the steps below
the throne. Murbel lafocused on the wild eyes that screamed defiance at
her. "'l nolonger wish to hear what you have to say, Annine. Y ou have
dready said too much.”

Thiswoman had criticized the Mother Commander's leadership once too
often, holding her own meetings and railing againgt the merging of

Honored Matres and Bene Gesserits. Some of Annine'sfollowers had even
disappeared from the main city and established their own basein the
uninhabited northern territories. Murbellacould not alow such a
provocetion to pass unchalenged.

Theway Annine had handled her dissatisfaction-embarrassng Murbellaand
diminishing her authority and prestige from behind a.cloak of cowardly
anonymity-had been unforgivable. The Mother Commander knew Anninestype
well enough. No negotiation, no compromise, no apped for understanding
would ever change her mind. The woman defined hersdlf through her

oppostion.

A waste of human raw materid. Murbellaflashed an expression of
disgust. If Annine had only turned her anger againgt ared enemy ...

Women of both factions observed from either side of the great hdl. The
two groups were rel uctant to mix, instead separating into "whores' on
one sdeand "witches' on the other. Like oil and water.

In the years snce forcing this unification, Murbellahad come through
numerous Situationsin which she might have been killed, but she duded
every trap, diding, adapting, administering harsh punishments.

Her authority over these women waswholly legitimate: She was both
Reverend Mother Superior, selected by Odrade, as well as Great Honored
Matre by virtue of assassinating her predecessor. She had chosen the

title of Mother Commander for hersdf to symbolize the integration of

the two important ranks, and as time passed, she noticed that the women
had al become rather protective of her. Murbella's |essons were having

the desired effect, dbeit dowly.
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Following the seesaw battle on Junction, the only way for the embattled
Sigterhood to survive the violence of the Honored Matres had been to let
them believe they were victorious. In aphilosophica turnabout, the
captors actually became captives before they redlized it; Bene Gesserit
knowledge, training, and wiles subsumed their competitors rigid

beliefs. In most cases.

At ahand sgnd, the Mother Commander caused her guardsto tighten
Anningsrestraints. The woman's face contorted in pain.

Murbella descended the polished steps, never taking her eyes off the
captive. Reaching the floor, Murbella glared down at the shorter woman.
It pleased her to see the eyes change, filling with fear instead of

defiance as redlization swept over her.

Honored Matres rarely bothered to hold back their emotions, choosing
instead to exploit them. They found that a provocative feral expression,
aclear indication of anger and danger, could make their victims prone

to submisson. In sharp contrast, Reverend Mothers considered emotions a
weskness and controlled themrigidly.

"Over theyears, | have met many challengersand killed them dl,”
Murbellasaid. "I dueled with Honored Matres who did not acknowledge my
rule. | stood up to Bene Gesserits who refused to accept what | am

doing. How much more blood and time must | waste on this nonsense when
we have ared Enemy hunting us?'

Without rleasing Anningsrestraints or loosening her gag, Murbella
brought forth agleaming dagger from her sash and thrugt it into
Anninesthroat. No ceremony or dignity ... no wasting of time.

The guards held the dying prisoner up as she twitched and thrashed and
gurgled half words, then dumped over, her eyes glassy and dead. Annine
hadn't even made amess on thefloor.

"Remove her." Murbellawiped the knife on the victim's plazsilk cape,
then resumed her seat on the throne. "I have more important businessto
take care of "

Out in the galaxy, ruthless and untamed Honored Matres-ill greatly
outnumbering the Bene Gesserits-operated in independent cdlls, discrete
groups. Many of those women refused to recognize the Mother Commander's
authority and continued their origind plan of
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dash and burn, destroy and run. Before they could face the real Enemy,
Murbellawould have to bring theminto line. All of them.



Sensing that Odrade was once again available, Murbella said to her dead
mentor in the sllence of her mind, "1 wish this sort of thing were not

necessary."

Y our way ismore brutal than I'd prefer, but your chalenges are grest,
and different from mine. | entrusted you with the task of the
Sigterhood's surviva. Now the work falsto you.

"Y ou are dead and rel egated to the role of observer.”
Odrade-within chuckled. | find that roleto be far less stressful.

Throughout the internal exchange, Murbella kept her face aplacid mask,
snce so many intherecaiving hal werewatching her.

From beside the ornate throne, the aged and enormoudy fat Bellonda
leaned over. "The Guildship has arrived. We are escorting their
six-member delegation here with al due speed.” Bell had been Odrade's
foil and companion. Thetwo had disagreed a great ded, especidly about
the Duncan Idaho project.

"l have decided to make them wait. No need to let them think we are
anxiousto seethem." She knew what the Guild wanted. Spice. Alwaysthe
same, spice.

Bellonda's chins folded together as she nodded. " Certainly. We can find
endlessformalitiesto observe, if you wish. Give the Guild ataste of
their own bureaucracy.”
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Legend holdsthat apearl of Leto IVs awareness remains within each of
the sandworms that arose from his divided body. The God Emperor himsalf
said he would henceforth live in an endless dream. But what if he should
waken? When he seeswhat we have done with oursaves, will the Tyrant
laugh at us?

- PRIESTESS ARDATH, the Cult of Sheeana on the planet Dan

Though the desert planet had been roasted clean of dl life, the soul of
Dune survived aboard the no-ship. Sheeana herself had seen to that.

She and her sober-faced aide Garimi stood at the viewing window above
the Ithacas greet hold. Garimi watched the shallow dunes stirring as
the seven captive sandworms moved. "They have grown."

Thewormswere smdler than the behemoths Sheeana remembered from Rakis,
but larger than any she had seen on the overly moist desert band of
Chapterhouse. The environmental controlsin this ship'svast hold were



precise enough to provide a perfect smulated desert.

Sheeana shook her head, knowing that the crestures primitive memories
must recal swimming through an endless sea of dunes. "Our worms are
crowded, restless. They have no placeto go."

Just before the whores obliterated Rakis, Sheeana had rescued an ancient
sandworm and transported it to Chapterhouse. Near death when it arrived,
the mammoth creature broke down soon after it touched the fertile sail,
and its kin fissoned into thousands of reproducing sandtrout that
burrowed into the ground. Over the next fourteen
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years, those sandtrout began to transform the lush world into another

arid wasteland, anew home for the worms. Finaly, when conditions were
right, the magnificent cresturesrose again-smal ones at first that

over timewould become larger and more powerful.

When Sheeana had decided to escape from Chapterhouse, she took some of
the stunted sandworms with her.

Fascinated by movement in the sand, Garimi leaned closer to the plaz
observation window. The dark-haired aide's expression was so seri-ous it
bel onged on awoman decades older. Garimi was aworkhorse, atrue Bene
Gesserit conservative who had the parochia tendency to see the world
around her as straightforward, black-and-white. Though younger than
Sheeana, she clung more to Bene Gesserit purity and was deeply offended
by theidea of the hated Honored Matres joining the Sisterhood. Garimi

had helped Sheeana devel op the risky plan that allowed them to escape
from the "corruption.”

Looking &t the restlessworms, Garimi said, "Now that we are out of that
other universe, when will Duncan find us aworld? When will he decide
were safe?’

The Ithaca had been built to serve as a grest city in space.

Artificidly lit sectorswere designed as greenhouses for produce, while
algee vats and recycling ponds provided less palatable food. Because it
carried ardatively smal number of passengers, the no-ship's supplies
and scrubbing systems would provide edibles, air, and water for decades
yet. The current population barely registered on the vessel's capacity,

Sheeana turned from the observation window. "l wasn't sure Duncan could
ever return us to normal space, but now he's done so. Isn't that enough
for now?'

"No! We must select aplanet for our new Bene Gesserit headquarters,
turn these worms loose, and convert it into another Rakis. We must begin



reproducing, building anew core for the Sisterhood.” She rested her
hands on narrow hips. "We cannot keep wandering forever.”

"Threeyearsishardly forever. Y ou are starting to sound like the Rabbi.”

The younger woman looked uncertain whether to take the comment as ajoke
or arebuke. "The Rabbi likesto complain. | think it comfortshim. |
was Smply looking to our future.

36
"Wewill have afuture, Garimi. Do not worry."

The aide's face brightened, turned hopeful. " Are you speaking from
prescience?

"No, frommy fath."

Day by day, Sheeana consumed more of their hoarded spice than most, a
dose sufficient for her to map out vague and fog-shrouded paths ahead of
them. During the time that the Ithaca had been logt in the void, she had
seen nothing, but since the recent unexpected lurch back into normal
space, she had felt different... better.

The largest sandworm rose up in the cargo hold, its open maw like the
mouth of acave. The other worms stirred like awrithing nest of snakes.
Two more heads emerged, and a powder of sand cascaded down.

Garimi gasped in awe. "L ook, they can sense you, even up here."

"And | sensethem." Sheeana placed her palms againgt the plaz barrier,
imagining that she could smell the mélange on their breath even through
the walls. Neither she nor the wormswould be satisfied until they had a
new desert on which to roam.

But Duncan ingsted they keep running to stay one step ahead of the
hunters. Not everyone agreed with his plan, such asit was. Many aboard
the ship had never wanted to come aong on thisjourney in thefirst

place: the Rabbi and hisrefugee Jaws, the Tleillaxu Scytde, and the

four bestid Futars.

And what about the worms? she wondered. What do they truly want?

All seven worms had surfaced now, their eyeless heads questing back and
forth. A troubled ook crossed Garimi's hardened face. "Do you think the
Tyrantisredlly inthere? A pearl of awarenessin an endless dream? Can
he sense that you are specid?"

"Because | am his hundred-times-removed great-grandniece? Perhaps.
Certainly no one on Rakis expected alittle girl from an isolated desert
village to be able to command the grest worms.”



The corrupt priesthood on Rakis had seen Sheeanaasalink to their
Divided God. Later, the Bene Gesserit's Missionaria Protectiva created
legends about Sheeana, shaping her into an earth mother, aholy virgin.
Asfar asthe population of the Old Empire knew, their revered Sheeana
had perished dong with Rakis. A religion had grown up around her
supposed martyrdom, becoming yet another weapon for
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the Ssterhood to use. They were undoubtedly still exploiting her name
and legend.

"All of usbdievein you, Sheeana. That iswhy we came onthis’- Garimi
caught hersdf, asif on the verge of uttering a deprecatory word-"on

this odyssey."

Below, the worms dove beneath the mounded sand, where they tested the
boundaries of the hold. Sheeanawatched them in their restless motion,
wondering how much they understood of their strange Situation.

If Leto 11 wasindeed inside those creatures, he must be having troubled
dreams.
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Someliketo livein complacency, hoping for stability without upst. |
much prefer to turn over rocks and see what scurries out.

- MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWIE ODRADE, Observations on Honored Matre Motivations

Even after so many years, the Ithaca divulged its secrets like old bones
rising to the surface of abattlefield after adrenching rain.

The old Bashar had stolen this great vessel from Gammu long ago; Duncan
was held prisoner aboard it for over a decade on the Chapterhouse
landing field, and they had been flying for three years now. But the
Ithacasimmense size, and the small number of people aboard, made it
impossibleto exploredl its mysteries, much less keep adiligent watch
everywhere.

The vessdl, acompact city over akilometer in diameter, was more than a
hundred decks high, with uncounted passageways and rooms. Although the
main decks and compartments were equipped with surveillance imagers, it
was beyond the Sisters capacity to monitor the entire

no-ship-especialy since it had mysterious electronic dead zones where

the imagers did not function. Perhaps the Honored Matres or the original
builders of the vessdl had installed blocking devicesto preserve

certain secrets. Numerous code-locked doors had remained unopened since
the ship left Gammu. Therewere, literdly, thousands of chambers that

no one had entered or inventoried.
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Nevertheless, Duncan did not expect to discover along-sealed death
chamber on one of the rarely visited decks.

The lift tube paused at one of the deep centrd levels. Although he had
not requested thisfloor, the doors opened as the tube took itself out
of servicefor aseries of self-maintenance procedures, which the old
ship performed automaticaly.

Duncan studied the deck in front of him, noted that it was cold and
barren, dimly lit, unoccupied. The meta walls had been painted with no
more than awhite primer layer that didn't completely cover the
rough-surfaced metal underneath. Hed known about these unfinished
levelsbut had never felt aneed to investigate them, because he assumed
they were abandoned or never used.

However, the Honored Matres had owned this ship for years before Teg
goleit from under their noses. Duncan should not have assumed anything.

He stepped out of the lift tube and wandered aone down along corridor
that continued for a surprising distance. Exploring unknown decks and
chamberswas like making a blind foldspace jump: He didn't know where he
would end up. As he walked, he randomly opened chambers. Doors did
asdeto reved dim, empty rooms. From the dust and lack of furnishings,

he guessed that no one had ever occupied them.

At the center of the deck level, ashort corridor circled an enclosed

section that had two doors, each marked "Machinery Room.” The doors did
not open at histouch. Curious, Duncan studied the locking mechanism;

his own bioprint had been keyed into the ship's systems, supposedly
granting him complete access. Using amaster code, he overrode the door
controls and forced open the sedls.

When he stepped inside, heingtantly detected a different qudity to the
darkness, an unpleasant long-faded odor in the air. The chamber was
unlike any other he had seen aboard the ship, itswallsabright
discordant red. The splash of violent color was jarring. Driving back

his uneasiness, he spotted what |ooked like a patch of exposed metd on
onewall. Duncan passed ahand over it, and abruptly the entire center
section of the chamber began to dide and turn over with agroan.

As he stepped out of the way, ominous-looking devices came up
40

from the floor, machines manufactured for the sole purpose of inflicting
pan.



Honored Matre torture devices.

Thelightsin the dim chamber came up, asif in eager anticipation. To
hisright he saw an austere table and hard, flat chairs. Dirty dishes
strewn on the table with what looked like the crusted, unfinished
remains of amedal. The whores must have been interrupted while eating.

One machinein the array till held ahuman skel eton bound together with
dry sinews, thorny wires, and the rags of ablack robe. Femae. The
bones hung from the Sde of alarge stylized vise; the victim'sentire
amwas dill caught in the compression mechanism.

Touching long-dormant controls, Duncan opened the vise. With greet care
and respect, he removed the crumbling body from the harsh metal embrace
and lowered it to the deck. Mostly mummified, sheweighed little.

It was clearly a Bene Gesserit captive, perhaps a Reverend Mother from
one of the Sisterhood planets the whores had destroyed. Duncan could
tell that the unfortunate victim had not died quickly or easily. Looking

at the withered iron-hard lips, he could dmost hear the cursesthe
woman must have whispered as the Honored Matreskilled her.

Under theincreased illumination from the glowpands, Duncan continued
to explore the large room and its labyrinth of odd machines. Near the
door through which he had entered, he found aclearplaz bin, itsgridy
contentsvisble: four morefemale skeletons, dl piled indisarray, as

if thrown unceremonioudy insde. Killed and discarded. All of them wore
black robes.

No matter how much pain they had inflicted, the Honored Matres would not
have gotten the information they demanded: the location of Chapterhouse
and the key to Bene Gesserit bodily control, the ability of a Reverend
Mother to manipulate her own internal chemistry. Frustrated and

infuriated, the whoreswould have killed their Bene Gesserit prisoners
oneby one.

Duncan pondered his discovery in silence. Words did not seem adequate.
Best to tell Sheeana about thisterrible room. AsaReverend Mother, she
would know what to do.
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Learn how to recognize your greatest enemy. It may even be yoursdlf.

- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA, Chapterhouse Archives

After executing the defiant Honored Matre, Murhellawasin no hurry to
meet the Guild delegation. She wanted to make sure dl traces of the



disturbance were cleaned up before any outsiders were alowed into the
Keep's main chamber.

These little rebellions were like brushfires-as soon as she samped one
out, othersflared up sewhere. Until her rule was unchallenged on
Chapterhouse, the Mother Commander could not turn her effortsto
bringing the dissident Honored Matre cells on other planetsinto the New
Sisterhood.

And she had to accomplish that before they could al stand against the
unknown, oncoming Enemy that had driven Honored Matres from the fringes
of the Scattering. To succeed againgt the ultimate threat, she would

need the Spacing Guild, and they had dready proved to be insufficiently
motivated. She would change that.

Each step of the overall plan hummed past like connected carson a
meglev train.

Bdlonda shuffled to the foot of the dais bdow Murbdlas ornamented
chair. She demondtrated a businesdike, efficient manner, with
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just the right amount of deference. "Mother Commander, the Guild
delegation grows impatient-as you intended. | believe they areripefor
your meeting.”

Murbellaregarded the obese woman. Since Bene Gesseritswere ableto
control the most minute nuances of their body chemistry, the fact that
Bellonda let herself become so fat carried amessage of itsown. A Sign

of rebellion? Haunting her lack of interest in being viewed as a sexud
figure? Some might consider it adap a the Honored Matres, who used
more traditiona methodsto honetheir bodiesto wiry perfection.
Murbella, though, suspected that Bellonda used her obesity to distract
and lull any potentia opponents: Assuming her to be dow and week, they
would underestimate her. But Murbellaknew better.

"Bring me spice coffee. | must be a my sharpest. Those Guildsmen will
no doubt attempt to manipulate me."

"Shdl | send themin now?'

"My coffeefirgt, then the Guild. And summon Doriaaswdll. | want both
of you besde me.”

With aknowing smile, Bellondalumbered away.

Preparing herself, Murbellasat forward in her great chair and squared
her shoulders. Her hands gripped the hard and silky-smooth soostones on



the thrones arms. After years of violence, al the men she had endaved
and the women she had killed, she knew how to look intimidating.

As soon as Murbdlla had her coffee, she nodded to Bellonda. The old
Sigter touched acommunications stub in her ear, cdled for the Guild
supplicants.

Doriahurried in, knowing she was late. The ambitious young woman, who
currently served as the Mother Commander's key advisor from the Honored
Matre faction, had risen in rank by killing close rivas while other

Honored Matres wasted time on duel s with competing Bene Gesserits. The
whip-thin Doria had recognized the emerging patterns of power and

decided she would rather be deputy to the victor than leader of the
vanquished.

"Take your places on either sde of me. Who isthe forma representative?
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Did the Guild send someone of particular importance?* Murbellaknew only
that the Guild delegation had come to the New Sisterhood, demanding-no,
begging for-an audience with her.

Prior to the Battle of Junction, not even the Guild had known the

location of Chapterhouse. The Sisterhood kept their homeworld hidden
behind amoat of no-ships, its coordinatesin no Guild navigation

record. However, once the floodgates were opened and Honored Matres had
arrived in droves, the site of Chapterhouse was no longer aclosdy held
secret. Even so, few outsiders came directly to the Keep.

"Their highest human adminidrative officid," Doriasaid in ahard,
flinty voice, "and aNavigator,”

"A Navigator?' Even Bellonda sounded surprised. "Here?"

Scowling a her counterpart, Doria continued. "1've received reports
from the docking center where the Guildship landed. He's an Edric-class
Navigator bearing the gene markers of an old bloodline.”

Murbella's wide forehead creased. She sifted through direct knowledge as
well asinformation that had surfaced from the chain of Other Memories
ingde her head. "An Adminigtrator and aNavigator?' She dlowed acold
gmile. "The Guild must have an important message indeed.”

"Maybeit is no more than groveing, Mother Commander,” Bellondasaid.
"The Guild is desperate for spice.”

"And well they should be!" Doriasnapped. She and Bellondawere always
at odds. Though their heated debates occasiondly produced interesting
perspectives, a the moment Murbellafound it juvenile.



"Enough, both of you. I will not alow the Guildsmen to seeyou
bickering. Such childish displays demonstrate weskness." Both advisors
fdl slent asif agate had dammed shut across their mouths.

Asthe hdl's great doors swung open, female attendants stepped aside to
allow the delegation of gray-robed men to enter. The newcomers bodies
were squat, the heads hairless, their faces dightly malformed and

wrong. The Guild did not breed with an eye to physical perfection or
attractiveness, they focused on maximizing the potentia of the human mind.

At ther lead strode atdl, silver-robed man, whose bald head was as
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smooth as polished marble, except for awhite braid that dangled from
the base of hisskull likealong eectrica cord. The adminigrative
officid stopped to survey the room with milky eyes (though he did not
seem to be blind), then stepped forward to clear a path for the bulky
congtruction that followed.

Behind the Guildsmen levitated agreat armored aquarium, atransparent
distorted-bubble of atank filled with orange spice gas. Heavy scrolled
metalwork reached up like support ribs againgt the tank. Through the
thick plaz, Murbella observed amisshapen form, no longer quite human,
itslimbswasted and thin, asif the body waslittle more than astem to
support the expanded mind. The Navigator.

Murbellarose from her throne as a sign that she looked down upon this
delegation, not as a gesture of respect. She wondered how many times
such grand representatives had presented themsel ves before politica
leaders and emperors, browbesting them with the Spacing Guild's mighty
monopoly on space travel. Thistime, though, she sensed adifference:
The Navigator, the high Administrator, and five Guildsmen escorts came
as cowed supplicants.

While the gray-robed escorts lowered their faces from her gaze, the
braided representative put himsdlf in front of the Navigator'stank and
bowed before her. "I am Administrator Rentel Gorus. We represent the

Spacing Guild.”
"Obvioudy," Murbdlasaid coally.

Asif afraid of being upstaged, the Navigator drifted to the curved

front pane of histank. Hisvoice was distorted from spesker/trandators
inthe metal support ribs. "Mother Superior of the Bene Gesserit... or
do we address you as Great Honored Matre?"

Murbdlaknew that most Navigators were so isolated and obscure they
could barely communicate with normal humans. With brains asfolded as



the fabric of space, they could not utter a comprehensible sentence and
communed instead with their even more bizarre and exotic Oracle of Time.
Some Navigators, however, clung to shreds of their genetic padt,
intentiondly "stunting themselves' so they could act asliasonswith

mere humans

"Y ou may address me as Mother Commander, provided you do so with
respect. What isyour name, Navigator?'
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"l am Edrik. Many in my line have interacted with governments and
individuas, dating back to the time of Emperor Muad'Dib." He swam
closer to thewalls of histank, and she could see the otherworldly eyes
st in hislarge misshapen head.

"l am lessinterested in history than in your present predicament,”
Murbdlasaid, choosing to use the stedl of the Honored Matres rather
than the cool negotiating manner of the Bene Gesserits.

Administrator Gorus continued to bow, asif speaking to the floor at
Murbellasfeet. "With the destruction of Rakis, dl of its sandworms

died, and thus the desert planet produces no more spice. Compounding the
problem, Honored Matres dew the old Tlellaxu Masters, so the secret of
creeting spice from axlotl tanks has been logt.”

"Quite aquandary,” Doriamuttered with abit of asneer.

Murbellacurled her own lips downward in afrown. She remained on her
feet. "Y ou Sate these things asif we did not know them.”

The Navigator continued, amplifying hisvoicein order to drown out
further words from Gorus. "In days past, mé ange was plentiful and we
had numerous independent sources. Now, after little more than a decade,
the Guild has only its own stockpiles remaining, and they are dwindling
rapidly. It isbecoming difficult to obtain spice even on the black market.”

Murbella crossed her arms over her chest. On either side of her,
Belondaand Dorialooked supremely satisfied. "But we can provide you
with new spice. If we choose to do so. If you give us good reason.”

Edrik drifted in histank. The escort party of Guildsmen looked away.

The desert band girdling Chapterhouse was continuing to expand every
year. Spice blows had occurred, and the stunted sandworms were growing
larger, though they were only shadows of the monsters that once churned
the dunes of Rakis. Decades ago, before the Honored Matres obliterated
Dune, the Bene Gesserit order had gathered huge stockpiles of the
then-plentiful spice. In contragt, the Spacing Guild- assuming the days

of scarce mélange werelong over and the market was strong-did not make
preparations for a possible shortage. Even the ancient trading



conglomerate of CHOAM had been caught off guard.
Murbella stepped closer to the tank, focused on the Navigator.
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Gorus folded his hands and said to her, "The reason we have comeis
therefore obvious... Mother Commander.”

Murbellasad, "My Sstersand | have good reason for cutting off your
supplies”

Nonplussed, Edrik waved hiswebbed hands in the swirling mists. "Mother
Commander, what have we done to invoke your displeasure?’

Shelifted her thin eyebrowsin scorn. "Y our Guild knew that Honored
Matres bore wegpons from the Scattering that were capable of destroying
entire planets. And you still transported the whores against usl™

"Honored Matres had their own ships from the Scattering. Their own
technologies-" Gorus began.

"But they flew blind, did not know the landscape of the Old Empire until
you guided them. The Guild showed them their targets, led them to
vulnerable worlds. The Guild iscomplicit in the eradication of billions

of lives-not just on Rakisitsdf, but on our library world of Lam-padas
and countless other planets. All the worlds of the Bene Tlellax have

been crushed or conquered, while our own Sistersremain endaved on
Buzzdl, harvesting soostones for rebel Honored Matres who will not bow
tomy rule.” Shelaced her fingerstogether. "The Spacing Guild isat

least partly responsible for those crimes, so you must make recompense.”

"Without spice, space travel and al gaactic commerce will be hobbled!™
Alarm rang clearly in Adminigtrator Gorussvoice.

"S0? The Guild has previoudy flaunted its dliance with the Ixians by
using primitive navigation machines. Use them ingtead of Navigators, if
your supply of spiceisinadequate.” Shewaited to seeif hewould call
her bluff.

"Inferior subgtitutes” Edrik insisted.

Bellonda added, " Shipsin the Scattering flew without spice or Navigators.”
"Countless numberswerelogt," Edrik said.

Goruswas quick to change hisvoice to a conciliatory tone. "Mother
Commander, the Ixian machines were mere fallback devices, to be used in

emergencies only. We have never relied on them. All Guild ships must
carry afunctiond Navigator.”
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"S0, when you showed off these machines, it was al a sham to drive down
the price of méange? To convince the Priests of the Divided God and the
Tlellaxu that you didn't need what they were selling?’ Her lipscurled

in disdain. During the years that Chapterhouse was hidden, even the Bene
Gesserits had shunned Guildships. The Sisters held the location of their
planet in their own minds. "And now that you do require spice, thereis

no oneto sdl it to you. No one but us.”

Murbella had her own deceptions. The extravagant use of mélange on
Chapterhouse was mainly for show, abluff. So far, thewormsin the
desert belt provided only atrickle of spice, but the Bene Gesserit kept
the market open by fredy selling mélange from their copious stockpiles,
implying that it came from the newborn wormsin the arid belt.
Eventualy, the Chapterhouse desart would indeed be asrich in spice as
the sands of Rakis, but for now the Sisterhood's ruse was necessary to
increase the perception of power and limitless wedth.

And somewhere, eventudly, there would be other planets producing
méange. Before the long night of the Honored Matres, Mother Superior
Odrade had dispersed groups of Sistersin unguided no-ships across
uncharted space. They had carried sand trout specimens and clear
instructions on how to seed new desert worlds. Right now, there might
aready be more than a dozen aternative "Dunes’ being created out

there. "Removethe sngle point of fallure," Odrade often said then, and
afterward from Other Memory. The spice bottleneck would once again be
gone, and fresh sources of méange would appear throughout the galaxy.

For now, though, the iron grip of monopoly was the New Sisterhood's.

Gorus bowed even more deeply, refusing to raise hismilky eyes. "Mother
Commander, we will pay whatever you wish."

"Then you shall pay with your suffering. Have you ever heard of aBene
Gesserit punishment?' She drew along, cool bregth of air. ™Y our request
isdenied. Navigator Edrik and Adminigtrator Gorus, you may tell your
Oracle of Time and your fellow Navigatorsthat the Guild will have more
spicewhen ... and if ... | decide you warrant it." Shefelt awarmth of
satisfaction and guessed that it came from Odrade-within. When they were
hungry enough, the Guild would be prepared to do
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exactly asshewished. It was all part of agreat plan coming together.
Trembling, Gorus said, "Can your New Sisterhood survive without the
Guild? We could bring ahuge force of Heighliners and take the spice

fromyou."

Murbellasmiled to hersdf, knowing histhrest had no teeth. " Accepting



your ludicrous assertion for amoment, would you risk destroying the
spice forever? We have ingtdled explosives, cleverly rigged to
annihilate the spice sands and flood them out with our water reservesif
we detect even the dightest incursion from outside. The last sand-worms
would die"

"You're as bad as Paul Atreides," the Guildsman cried. "He made a
gmilar threat againg the Guild.”

"| take that as a compliment." Murbellalooked at the confused Navigator
floating in his spice gas. The Adminigirator's bald head glistened with
Swedt.

Now she addressed the five gray-clothed Guildsmen escorts. "Raise your
eyesto me. All of you!" The escorts turned their faces upward,

reveding collective fear. Gorus sngpped hishead up aswell, and the
Navigator pressed his mutated face against the transparent plaz.

Although Murbella spoke to the Guild contingent, her words were dso
meant for the two factions of women who listened in the great hall.
"Sdfishfools, thereisagreater danger coming-an Enemy that was

powerful enough to drive the Honored Matres back from the Scattering. We
al know this"

"We have dl heard this, M other Commander." The Administrator's voice
dripped with skepticism. "We have seen no proof.”

Her eyesflashed. "Oh, yes. They are coming, but the thresat is so vast

that no one-not the New Sisterhood, nor the Spacing Guild, nor CHOAM,
nor even the Honored Matres-understand how to get out of the way. We
have weakened oursalves and wasted our energiesin meaningless
druggles, whileignoring the true threget.” She swirled her

serpent-scribed robe. "If the Guild provides us with sufficient

assgtance in the coming battle, and with sufficient enthusiasm, perhaps

| will reconsider opening our stockpilesto you. If we cannot stand

againg the relentless Enemy, then bickering over spice will bethe

least of our problems.”
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Do the Magterstruly control the strings-or can we use the stringsto
ensnare the Masters?

- TLEILAXU MASTER ALEF (presumed to be a Face Dancer replica)
Face Dancer representatives came to a conference chamber aboard one of
the Guildships used by the Lost Tleilaxu. The Face Dancers had been
summoned by the breeding wizards from the Scattering to receive explicit
new ingructions,

Second-rank Uxtal attended the meeting as a note taker and observer; he



did not intend to speak, since speaking would earn him areprimand from
his betters. He wasn't important enough to bear such aresponsbility,
especidly with the equivaent of aMagter present, one of those who
cdled themsdves Elders. But Uxta was confident they would recognize
his talent, sooner or later.

A faithful Tleillaxu, he was gray-skinned and diminutive, his features
dfin, hisflesh impregnated with metas and blockersto foil any
scanners. No one could stedl the secrets of genetics, the Language of
God, from the Lost Tleallaxu.

Like an oversze df, Elder Burah perched on his raised sest a the head
of the table as Face Dancers began to arrive, one a atime. Eight of
them-a sacred number to the Tleilaxu, which Uxta had learned from
studying ancient scriptures and deciphering secret gnostic meanings
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in the preserved words of the Prophet. Though Elder Burah had commanded
the shape-shiftersto appear, Uxtal had an uneasy feding in their
presence, one that he could not quite put into thoughts or words.

The Face Dancers looked like completely nondescript, average crewmen.
Over the years, they had been planted aboard the Guildship, where they
performed their duties quietly and efficiently; not even the Guild

suspected that replacements had occurred. This new breed of Face Dancers
had extensvely infiltrated the remnants of the Old Empire; they could

fool mogt tests, even one of the witches Truthsayers. Burah and other

Lost Tleilaxu leaders often snickered that they had achieved their

victory while the Honored Matres and Bene Gesserits scrambled around
preparing for some mysterious great Enemy. Thered invasion was dready
wdl underway, and Uxtal was awed and impressed with what his people had
accomplished. He was proud to be among them.

At Burah's command, the Face Dancerstook their seets, deferring to one
who seemed to be their spokesman (though Uxtal had thought that all of
those creatures were identical, like dronesin an insect hive). Watching
them, scribbling notes, he wondered for the first time if Face Dancers
might have their own secret organization, asthe Tleilaxu leaders did.

No, of course not. The shape-shifters were bred to be followers, not
independent thinkers.

Uxta paid close attention, remembering not to spesk. Later, he would
transcribe this meeting and disseminate the information to other Elders
of the Logt Tleilaxu. Hisjob wasto serve as an assgtant; if he
performed well enough, he could rise through the ranks, eventualy
achieving thetitle of Elder among his people. Could there be a grander
dream? To become one of the new Masters!



Elder Burah and the present kehl, or council, represented the Lost
Tlellaxu race and their Greet Belief. Besdes Burah, only six Elders
existed-atotda of seven, while eght was the holy number. Though he
would never speak it doud, Uxtd felt they should gppoint someone ese
soon, or even promote him, so that the prescribed numbers were in proper
balance.

As he surveyed the Face Dancers, Burah'slips pressed together in a
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petulant frown. "I demand areport on your progress. What records have

you savaged from the destroyed Tlellaxu worlds? We barely know enough

of their technology to continue with the sacred work. Our falen

stepbrothers knew much more than we have recovered. Thisis not acceptable.”

The placid-looking "leader” of the Face Dancerssmiled in his
Guildsman's uniform. He addressed his shape-shifter comrades, asif he
hadn't even heard Elder Burah speak. "I have received our next set of
commands. Our primary ingructions remain the same. We areto find the
no-ship that escaped from Chapterhouse. The search must continue.”

To Uxta's surprise, the other Face Dancers turned away from Burah,
focusing instead on their own spokesman. Flustered, the Elder pounded a
smdll fist on thetable. "An escaped no-ship? What do we care about a
no-ship? Who are you-which one? | can never tell you apart, not even by

The Face Dancer leader looked at Burah and seemed to consider whether or
not to answer the question. "At the moment, | am caled Khrone."

Sitting againgt the copper-plated wall, Uxta flicked his gaze from the
innocent-looking Face Dancersto Elder Burah. He couldn't grasp the
undercurrents here, but he sensed a strange threat. So many things were
just dightly beyond the edge of his comprehension.

"Your priority," Burah doggedly continued, "isto rediscover how to
manufacture méange using axlotl tanks. From old knowledge we took with
usinto the Scattering, we know how to use the tanksto create

gholas-but not to make spice, atechnique that our stepbrothers

devel oped during the Famine Times, long after our line of Tlellaxu

departed.”

When the Logt Tlellaxu returned from the Scattering, their stepbrothers
had accepted them only hesitantly, alowing them back into thefold of
their race as no more than second-class citizens. Uxtal didn't think it
wasfair. But he and hisfellow outsiders, al of them prodigd sons
according to the original Tlellaxu, accepted the deprecatory comments
they received, remembering an important quote from the catechism of the
Great Belief: "Only thosewho aretruly logt can
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ever hopeto find the truth. Trust not in your maps, but in the guidance
of God."

Astime passed, the returned Elders cameto seethat it was not they who
were"logt," but the origina Masters who had strayed from the Great
Bdief. Only the Logt Tlellaxu-forged in therigors of the

Scattering-had kept the veracity of God's commands, while the heretical
oneswalowed in ddusons. Eventudly, the Lost Tlellaxu had redized
that they would have to reeducate their misguided brothers, or remove
them. Uxtal understood, having been told so many times, that the Lost
Tlellaxu werefar superior.

The original Masters were a suspiciouslot, however, and they had never
entirely trusted outsiders, not even outsiders of their ownrace. In

this case, their problematic paranoia had not been misguided, for the
Logt Tlellaxu wereindeed in league with the Honored Matres. They used
the terrible women as toolsfor reassarting the Grest Belief upon their
complacent stepbrothers. The whores had wiped out the origina Tlellaxu
worlds, diminating every last origina Master (amore extreme reaction
than Uxta had anticipated). Victory should have been smple enough to
achieve.

During this meeting, however, Khrone and hisfellowswere not acting as
expected. In the copper-walled chamber, Uxta noticed subtle changesin
their demeanor, and he saw the concern on Elder Burah'sface.

"Qur priorities are different from yours," Khrone said baldly.

Uxtal gtifled agasp. Burah was so digpleased that hisgrayish

expression turned abruised purple. "Different priorities? How could any
orders supersede mine, an Elder of the Tleilaxu?' He laughed with a
sound like dull metal scraped across date. "Oh, now | remember that
slly story! Do you mean your mysterious old man and old woman who
communicate with you from afar?"

"Yes," Khrone said. "According to their projections, the escaped no-ship
holds something or someone supremely important to them. We must find it,
captureit, and deliver it to them."

Uxtd found thisall so incomprehensible that he had to speak up. "What
old man and old woman?' No one ever told him the things he needed to know.
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Burah glanced dismissvely a hisassstant. "'Face Dancer ddusions.”
Khrone looked down at the Elder asif he were amaggot. "Their

projectionsareinfdlible. Aboard that no-shipis, or will be, the
necessary fulcrum to influence the battle at the end of the universe.



That takes precedence over your need for a convenient source of spice.”

"Buit... but how do they know this?" Uxtal asked, surprised that he was
finding the nerve to speak. "Isit aprophecy?' Hetried to imaginea
numerica code that might apply, one buried in the sacred writings.

Burah snapped at him. "Prophecy, prescience, or some sort of bizarre
mathematica projection-it does not matter!"

As Khrone stood, he seemed to grow taller. "On the contrary, you do not
matter." Heturned to hisfellow Face Dancerswhilethe Elder sat in
gpeechless shock. "We must turn our minds and our effortsto discovering
wherethat vessel has gone. We are everywhere, but it has been three
years and thetrail has grown cold.”

The other seven shape-shifters nodded, speaking in asort of rapid
humming undertone that sounded like the buzz of insects. "Wewill find
them.”

"They cannot escape.”

"The tachyon net extendsfar and it drawstighter.”
"The no-ship will befound.”

"I do not give you permission for thisfoolish search!™ Burah shouted.

Uxtal wanted to cheer for him. ™Y ou will heed my commands. | told you to
scour the conquered Tleilaxu planets, investigate the [aboratories of
thefalen Masters, and learn their methods of cresting spice with

axlotl tanks. Not only do werequireit for ourselves, butitisa

priceless commodity that we can use to break the Bene Gesserit monopoly
and claim the commercia power that isour due." He ddlivered thisgrand
gpeech, asif expecting the Face Dancers to stand up and shout their
approval.

"No," Khrone said emphaticaly. "That isnot our intention.”

Uxta remained aghast. He himsdlf had never dreamed of chalenging an
Elder, and this was amere Face Dancer! He shrank back againgt the
copper wal, wishing he could melt into it. Thiswasn't the way things
were supposed to happen.

4

Angry and confused, Burah twisted back and forth in hischair. "We
created Face Dancers, and you will follow our orders.” He sniffed and
got to hisfeet. "Why am | even discussing thiswith you?'

Inunison, asif they shared asingle mind, the entire contingent of
Face Dancers stood. From their positions around the table, they blocked
Elder Burah's exit. He sat back down on his high seat, and now he seemed



nervous.

"Areyou certain you Logt Tleilaxu created us... or did you smply find
us out in the Scattering? True, in the distant shadows of the past, a
Tlellaxu Master was responsible for our seed stock. He made
modifications and digpatched usto the ends of the universe shortly
before the birth of Paul Muad'Dib. But we have evolved since then.”

Asif aveil had been lifted smultaneoudy from their faces, Khrone and
his companions blurred and shifted. Their nondescript human expressions
melted away, and the Face Dancers returned to their blank state, a bland
yet unnervingly inhuman set of features. sunken black-button eyes, pug
noses, dack mouths. Their skin was pale and maleable, their vestigia

hair bristly and white. Using agenetic map, they could form their

muscles and epidermisinto any desired pattern to mimic humans.

"We no longer need to expend effort on continuing illusions,” Khrone
announced. "That deception has become awaste of time."

Uxtd and Elder Burah stared at them.

Khrone continued, "L ong ago, the origind Tleilaxu Masters produced the
genesis of what we have become. Y ou, Elder Burah, and your fellows are
but faded copies, diluted memories of your race's former greatness. It
offends usthat you consider yourselves our masters.”

Three of the Face Dancers moved toward the high seat of Elder Burah. One
stepped behind him and one on ether Side, closing him in. With each
passing moment, the Elder looked more afraid.

Uxtal fet asif hewould faint. He barely dared to bresthe and wanted
to flee, but knew there were many more Face Dancers aboard the Guildship
than these eight. He would never escape dive.

"Stop this! | command you!" Burah tried to stand up, but the two
flanking Face Dancers held his dumped shouldersto keep him from
leaving hiselevated seat.
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Khrone said, "No wonder the others call you Lost. You Masters from the
Scattering have dways been blind."

Behind him, athird Face Dancer reached forward with both hands to cover
Burah'seyes. Using hisforefingers, the Face Dancer squeezed, pressing
likeaniron viseinto Burah's skull. The Elder screamed. Hiseyebdls

burst; blood and fluid ran down his cheeks.

Khronelet out amild, artificid-sounding laugh. "Maybe your Tleilaxu
companions could create old-fashioned metal eyesfor you. Or have you
lost that technology aswell?"



Burah's continuing screams were abruptly cut short as the Face Dancer
snapped the man's head to one side, breaking his neck. Within moments,
the shape-shifter had taken adeep imprint; his body shifted, shrank,

and acquired the éfin features of the dead Elder. When the trangition
was complete, he flexed hissmall fingers and smiled down at the
bloodied, identical body on thefloor.

"Another one replaced,” the Face Dancer said.

Another one? Uxta froze, trying to keep from screaming, and wishing he
could just becomeinvishble.

Now the shape-shifters turned to face the assistant. Unable to do more
than cringe, he held up his handsin complete surrender, though he

doubted that would do any good. They would kill him and replace him. No
onewould ever know. A quiet moan escaped from histhroat.

"Wewill no longer pretend that you are our masters,” Khrone said to Uxtal.

The Face Dancers stepped away from Burah's body. The copy bent down and
wiped his bloody fingers on the crumpled Elder's garment.

"However, for the overal plan we sill need to use certain Tlelaxu
procedures, and for that we will retain some of the origina genetic
stock-if you qudify." Khrone stepped very closeto Uxta and stared
hard a him. "Do you understand the hierarchy here? Do you redlize who
isyour true master?"

Uxtal managed no more than a hoarse gasp as he answered, "Y -yes, of course.”
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Three years of wandering in this ship! Our people certainly comprehend
the incredible search for the Promised Land. We will endure aswe have
aways endured. We will be patient as we have aways been patient.

Still, the doubting voice within me asks, ""Does anyone know where we are

going?’
THE RABBI, speech to hisfollowers aboard the no-ship

The Jewish passengers were given dl the freedom they could desire
aboard the giant vessdl, but Sheeana knew that every prison had its
bars, and every camp its fences.

The only Reverend Mother among the refugee Jews, awoman named Rebecca,
sought out her boundaries, diligent and quietly curious. Sheeanahad
awaysfound her to beintriguing, awild Reverend Mother, awoman who

had undergone the Agony without the benefit of Bene Gesserit training.

The very idea amazed her, but other such anomalies had occurred

throughout history. Sheeana often accompanied Rebecca on her



contemplative walks, each of which was more ajourney of the mind than
an effort to reach any specific room or deck.

"Arewejust going to wander in circles again?' the Rabbi complained,
tagging aong. A former Suk doctor, he dways preferred to evauate the
point of any activity before engaging init. "Why should | waste my time
in futile pursuits when one can study the word of God?"

The Rabbi acted asif they were forcing him to walk aong with them. To
him, he had an obligation to study the Torah for the sake of study, but
Sheeana knew that Jewish women were to study for the sake
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of knowing the practical application of Torah law. Rebecca had gone far
beyond ether.

"All of lifeisajourney. We are carried dong at life's pace, whether
we chooseto run or St ill," Sheeana said.

He scowled and |ooked to Rebecca for support, but found none. "Don't
quote your Bene Gesserit platitudesto me," he said. "Jewish mysticiam
isfar more ancient than anything you witches have devel oped.”

"Would you rather | quoted your Kabbaah? Many of the other liveswithin
me studied the Kabbalah extensively, even though they were technically
not alowed to do so. Jewish mysticismis quite fascinating.”

The Rabbi seemed nonplussed, asif she had stolen something from him. He
pushed his spectacles higher on his nose and walked closer to Rebecca,
trying to shut out Sheeana.

Whenever the old man joined their conversations, the debate became a
clash between Sheeana and the Rabbi. The old maninssted ona
battleground of scholarship, rather than any direct wisdom Sheeana
carried within her from her myriad Other Memories. It made her fed
practicdly invisble. Regardiess of her clout aboard the no-ship, the
Rabhbi did not consider Sheeanarelevant to the concerns of his Jews, and
Rebeccadid well holding her own.

Now they passed down the curving corridors, descending from one deck to
another with Rebecca leading the way. She had bound her long brown hair
into athick braid that was shot with so many threads of gray that it
resembled driftwood. She wore her usual loose, drab robe.

The Rabbi walked close beside her, jockeying hispostionina
not-accidental attempt to shoulder Sheeana behind the two of them.
Sheeanafound it amusing.



The Rabbi never missed an opportunity to lecture Rebeccawhen her
thoughts strayed from the narrow confines of what he considered proper
behavior. He often browbeat Rebecca, reminding her that she was
irretrievably tainted in his eyes because of what the Bene Gesserit had
doneto her. Regardless of the old man's scorn and concern, Sheeana knew
that Rebeccawould aways have the Sisterhood's gratitude.
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Ages ago, the secret Jews had made a pact with the Bene Gessexit for
mutua protection. The Sisterhood had offered them sanctuary at times
throughout history, hiding them, carrying them away from pogroms and
prejudice after the violent tides of intolerance had once again swung
againg the children of Isragl. In exchange, the Jews had been obligated
to protect the Bene Gesserit Sisters from the Honored Matres.

When the ferocious whores had come to the Sisterhood's library world of
Lampadas with the clear intention of destroying it, the Bene Gesserit

had Shared their own memories. Millions of lives poured into thousands
of minds, and those thousands distilled into hundreds, and those

hundreds al Shared into one Reverend Mother, Lucilla, who escaped with
that irreplacesble knowledge.

Fleeing to Gammu, L ucilla had begged sanctuary from the hidden Jews, but
the Honored Matres came hunting after her. The only way to preservethe
Lampadas horde in her mind had been to Share it with an unexpected
recipient-the wild Reverend Mother Rebecca-and then to offer up hersalf
asasacrifice.

So, Rebecca had accepted al those desperate, clamoring thoughts into

her brain, and preserved them even after the whores had killed Lucilla

She eventually delivered her priceless treasure to the Bene Gesserit,

who accepted the rescued knowledge of Lampadas and distributed it widely
among the women at Chapterhouse. Thus, the Jews had fulfilled their

ancient obligations.

A debt isadebt, Sheeanathought. Honor ishonor. Truth istruth.

But she knew Rebecca was forever changed by the experience. How could
she not be, after living thelives of millions of Bene Gesserits:

millionswho thought differently, who experienced many astonishing

things, who accepted behaviors and opinions that were anathemato the
Rabbi? No wonder Sheeana and Rebeccafrightened him, intimidated him. As
for Rebecca, though she had Shared those memories with others, she il
carried the kaleidoscope chains of life after life, traveling backward

into myriad pasts. How could she be expected to shrug that aside and

return to mere memorized knowledge? She had lost her innocence. Even the
Rabbi must understand that.

The old man had been Rebecca's teacher and mentor. Before Lampadas,
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she might have debated with him, sharpening wit and intellect, but she
would never have doubted him. Sheeana felt sorry for what the other
woman had lost. Now, Rebeccamust see the immense gapsin even the
Rabbi's understanding. To discover that one's mentor knowslittleisa
terrible thing. The old man'sview of the universe encompassed only the
barest tip of an iceberg. Rebecca had once confided to Sheeanathat she
missed her prior, innocent relationship with the old man, but it could
never be regained.

The Rabbi wore awhite skullcagp on his bading head as he walked along
bes de Rebeccawith afit and energetic stride. His dusky ship clothes
hung loosdly on hissmall frame, but he refused to have them refitted or
new garments manufactured. His gray beard had grown paler in recent
year's, contrasting with hislesthery skin, but hewas till extremely
hedthy.

Though the verbal sparring did not seem to bother Rebecca, Sheeana had
learned not to press the Rabbi beyond a certain point in philosophical
debates. Whenever he was about to lose an argument, the old man
vehemently quoted some line from the Torah, whether or not he understood
the meanings within meanings, and stalked away in feigned triumph.

The three of them wandered down deck after deck until they reached the
no-ship'sbriglevels. This stolen vessal had been built by people from

the Scattering and flown by Honored Matres, probably aided by the
duplicitous Spacing Guild. Every large vessd-even from the days of
sailing ships on the seas of near-forgotten Earth- contained secure
cdlsfor holding unruly people. The Rabbi appeared nervous when he
noticed where Rebecca had led them.

Sheeana certainly knew what was kept in the brig: Futars. How often did
Rebecca vigt the creatures? Half-beasts. Sheeanawondered if the whores
had used these brig cells as torture chambers, like in an ancient

Badtille. Or had dangerous prisoners been kept aboard this vessel?

Dangerous. None could be more dangerous than these four Futars-
beast-men created in the shadows of the Scattering, muscular hybrids as
closeto animals as they were to humans. They were born hunterswith
wiry hair, long fangs, and sharp claws, animals bred to track down and kill.
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"Why do we go down here, daughter? What isit you seek from these ...
theseinhuman things?'

"I dways seek answers, Rabbi."



"An honorable pursuit,” Sheeana said from behind them.
He spun to snap at her, "Some answers should never be learned.”

"And some answers help protect us from the unknown,” Rebecca said, but
it was clear by her voice that she knew she would never convince him.

Rebecca and Sheeana stopped in front of the transparent wall of one of
the holding chambers, though the Rabbi now hovered a step behind them.
Sheeana aways found hersdf intrigued and disgusted by the Futars. Even
in their confinement, they maintained their muscular physiques, prowling
and pacing. The beasts moved about aimlesdy, separated by brig walls,
circling from sde wall to plaz doorway to back wall and then around
again, testing and retesting boundaries.

Predators are optimists, Sheeana realized. They have to be. She could
seetheir sored energy, their primitive needs. The Futarslonged to

lope through aforest again, to track down prey and sink claws and fangs
into unresgting flesh.

During a battle on Gammu, the Jewish refugees had run to the Bene
Gesserit forces demanding the protection accorded them by the old
agreement. At the same time, four escaped Futars had come aboard, asking
to betaken to "Handlers." Afterward, the predatory half-human creatures
had been held on the no-ship until the Bene Gesserit could decide what

to do with them. When the no-ship flew off into nowhere, Sheeanaand
Duncan took everyone with them.

Sensing the vigitors, one of the Futars rushed to the plaz wall of his
brig cell. He pressed againgt it, hiswiry body hair bristling, his
olive-green eyes dight with fire and interest. 'Y ou Handlers?' The
Futar sniffed, but the plaz barrier was impenetrable. With obvious
disappointment and disdain, he hunched his shoulders and dunk away.
"You not Handlers."

"It smels down here, daughter.” The Rabhbi's voice wavered. "There must
be something wrong with the recircul ation vents." Sheeana could detect
no differenceinthear.

Rebecca looked sidelong at him, achalenging expression on her
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pinched face. "Why do you hate them so, Rabbi? They cannot help what
they are." Was shereferring to hersdlf, too?

Hisanswer was glib. "They are not God's creatures. Ki-layim. The Torah
quite clearly prohibits mixing breeds. Two different animasare not

even alowed to plow afield sde by sde on onebridle. These Futars
are... wrong on many different levels" The Rabbi scowled. "Asyou
should well know, daughter.”



Thefour Futars continued their restless prowling. Rebecca could think

of no way to help them. Somewhere out in the Scattering, the "Handlers'

had bred Futars for the express purpose of hunting down and killing

Honored Matres, who in turn had captured and broken afew Futars. The

moment they saw a chance for freedom on Gammu, these animal-men had escaped.

"Why do you want the Handlers so badly?' Sheeana said to the Futar, not
knowing if he would understand the question.

With a snakelike motion, the beast-man snapped his head up and came
forward. "Need Handlers."

Leaning closer, Sheeana saw violencein his eyes, but she aso detected
intelligence mixed with longing. "Why do you need the Handlers? Are they
your dave masters? Or isthere more of a bond between you:

"Need Handlers. Where are Handlers?'

The Rabbi shook his head, ignoring Sheeanaagain. "Y ou see, daughter?
Animas can't understand freedom. They comprehend nothing more than what
has been bred and trained into them.”

He clutched Rebecca's lean arm, pretending to hold onto her for strength
as he pulled her from the prison cell. In his demeanor Sheeana could
sensethe old man's revulsion, like the heet of flamesfrom afurnace.

"These hybrids are abominations” he said in alow voice, histonea
ferd growling sound of hisown.

Rebecca exchanged an ingtant, knowing glance with Sheeana before saying,
"I have seen many worse abominations, Rabbi.” Thiswas something any
Reverend Mother could understand.

Asthey turned from the brig, Sheeana was startled to see aflushed
Garimi emerge from the lift and rush forward with Bene Gesserit grace
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and silence. Her facelooked pale and disturbed. "Worse abominations?
We havejust found one. Something the whores | ft behind for us.”
Sheeanafdt alump harden in her throat. "What isit?' "An old torture
chamber. Duncan discovered it. He asks you to come.”
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Welay thisbody of our Sister to ret, though her mind and memories
will never be dilled. Even death cannot turn a Reverend Mother from her
work.



- Bene Gesserit memorid ceremony

Asaveteran battlefield commander, Bashar Miles Teg had attended more
than his share of funeras. This ceremony, though, seemed eerily
unfamiliar, acknowledging long-ago suffering the Bene Gesserit refused

to forget.

Solemnly, the ship's entire company gathered on the main deck near one

of the small cargo airlocks. Though the chamber waslarge, the 150
attendees crowded together dong the walls for the observance. Sheeana,
Garimi, and two other Reverend Mothers named Elyen and Calissastood on
araised platform at the center of the room. Near the airlock door,

wrapped in black, lay the five bodies extricated from the Honored Matre
torture chamber.

Not far from Teg, Duncan stood next to Sheeana, leaving the navigation
bridge empty for the duration of the funerd. Although he ostensibly

served asthe no-ship's captain, these Bene Gesseritswould never let a
mere man-even agholawith a hundred lifetimes-have command over them.

Since emerging from the oddly distorted universe, Duncan had not engaged
the Holtzman engines again, or selected a course. Without
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navigationa guidance, each jump through foldspace carried considerable
risk, so now the no-ship hung in empty space without coordinates.
Although he could have mapped nearby star systems on the long-range
projection and flagged possible planetsto explore, Duncan let the ship
drift, rudderless.

Inther three yearsin the other universe, they had encountered no Sgn
of the old man and woman, or of the gossamer web that Duncan insisted
continued to search for them. Though Teg did not disbdieve the other
man's fears of the mysterious huntersthat only he could see, the young
Bashar also wished for an end-or just apoint-to their odyssey.

Garimi'slips sank into adeep frown as she stared at the mummified
corpses. "See, we were right to leave Chapterhouse. Did we need any
further proof that witches and whores do not mix?'

Sheeanaraised her voice, addressing al of them. "For three years, we
carried the bodies of our falen Sisters without knowing they were here.

In all that time, they have not been able to rest. These Reverend

Mothers died without Sharing, without adding their livesto Other
Memory. We can guess, but we cannot know, what agonies they endured
before the whoreskilled them.”

"We do know that they refused to reved the information the whorestried



to wrest from them,” Garimi spoke up. " Chapterhouse remained intact and
our private knowledge secure, until Murbelas unholy aliance.”

Teg nodded to himsdlf. When the Honored Matres had returned to the Old
Empire, they had demanded the Bene Gesserit secret for manipulating a
body's biochemistry, presumably so that they could shrug off any further
epidemics such asthe onesthe Enemy had inflicted on them. The Sigters
hed dl refused. And they died for it.

No one knew the origin of the Honored Matres. After the Famine Times,
somewhere out in the farthest reaches of the Scattering, perhaps some
wild Reverend Mothers had collided with remnants of Leto IPsfemale Fish
Speakers. Y et this blending could not have accounted for the seed of
vengeful violence in their genetic makeup. The whores destroyed whole
planetsin their fury at being rebuffed by the Bene
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Gesserit and then by the old Tleilaxu. Teg knew that there must have
been many dead Reverend Mothersin many torture chambers over the past
decade.

The old Bashar had his own experiences with Honored Matre interrogators
and their gppalling torture devices back on Gammu. Even a hardened
military commander could not withstand the incredible agony of their
T-probes, and he had been fundamentaly changed by the experience,
though not in away those women had expected....

In the ceremony, Sheeana named the five victims from identifications
found with their robes, then closed her eyes and lowered her head, as
did everyonein the chamber. This moment of slence wasthe Bene
Gess=rit equivaent of prayer, atime when each Sster pondered a
private blessing for the departed soulswho lay before them.

Then Sheeanaand Garimi carried one of the black-wrapped bodiesinto the
arlock chamber. Retreating from the small vault, they let Elyen and

Calissa carry another dead woman into the airlock. Sheeana had refused

to let Teg or Duncan help. "Thisreminder of the whores vicious cruelty
isour own burden." When dl of the mummified corpses had been placed
reverently inside the chamber, Sheeana sedled the outer door and cycled
the systems.

Everyone remained hushed, listening to the whisper of draining air.
Findly, the outer door opened and the five bodies floated out along
with the wispy resdue of atmaosphere. Drifting without ahome.... like
everyone aboard the Ithaca. Like satdllites of the no-ship, the wrapped
humans accompanied the wandering vessd for atime, then dowly
increased their separation until, against the night of space, the black
cadavers becameinvisble.

Duncan Idaho stared out the windowport in the direction of the dwindling



shapes. Teg could tdll that finding the bodies and the torture chamber
had affected him. Suddenly, Duncan stiffened with larm and pressed
closer to the plaz, though the young Bashar could see nothing in the
void but faraway dars.

Teg knew him better than anyone el se aboard. "Duncan, what is-?"

"The net! Can't you seeit?' Hewhirled. "The net cast by the old man
and woman. They've found us again-and nobody's on the navigation
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bridge!" Shouldering aside Bene Gesserit women and the Rabhbi's people,
Duncan charged toward the door of the chamber. "I've got to activate the
Holtzman engines and foldspace before the net closesin!™

Because of agpecid sengtivity-perhaps from gene markersthat his
Tlelaxu creators had secretly planted in his ghola body-only Duncan
could see through the gauzy fabric of the universe. Now, after three
years, the old coupl€'s net had found the no-ship again.

Teg ran after him, but he knew the elevator would be far too dow. He
aso knew that in the chaos and sudden confusion he would be ableto do
something he otherwise feared to do. Rushing past the crowd of people
who had come to see the burid in space and bypassing the lift tube, he
ran to an empty corridor. There, out of view of too-curious eyes, Miles
Teg acceerated himsdif.

No one here knew of hisahility, though hints and rumors of impossible
things the old Bashar had achieved might have raised some suspicions.
During historture by the Honored Matres, he had discovered the capacity

to hypercharge his metabolism and move at incredible speeds. The
mind-ripping agony of an Ixian T-probe had somehow released this unknown
gift fromwithin Teg's Atreides genes. When his body sped up, the

universe seemed to dow down, and he could move with such speed that a
smple tap was enough to kill his captors. In this manner he had

daughtered hundreds of Honored Matres and their minionsinside one of

their srongholds on Gammu. His new gholabody retained that ability.

Now he raced down the empty corridor, feding the hest of his
metabolism, the scrape of air past hisface. He scrambled up the rungs
of access|adders much faster than the lift tube could ever travel.

Teg didn't know how much longer he could keep his gift to himsdf, but
knew he had to. In the past, because of a single fear, the Sisterhood

had shown little tolerance for maeswith specid abilities, and Teg was
certain that the women had been responsible for killing anumber of such
"mae abominations.” Afraid of creating another Kwisatz Hader-ach, they
threw away many potential advantages.

It reminded him of how human civilization had dispensed with al aspects



of compuiterized technology following the Butlerian Jhad
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because of their hatred for evil thinking machines. He knew theold
cliche "throwing the baby out with the bath water," and feared he would
meet asimilar fate, should the Sisterhood learn he was specid.

Teg burgt onto the navigation bridge and ran to the engine controls. He
looked out through the broad observation plaz. Space seemed calm and
peaceful. Even though he saw no sign of the deadly web closingin, he
did not question Duncan's abilities.

Hisfingersablur acrossthe controls, Teg engaged the enormous
Holtzman engines and picked a course at random, without Duncan and
without a Navigator. What choice did he have? He only hoped that he
didn't plunge the Ithaca into astar or wayward planet. Ashorrible as
that possibility was, he thought it preferableto letting the old man

and woman saizethem.

Space folded, and the no-ship dropped away, appearing elsewhere, far
from where the gossamer strands had tried to wrap around them, far from
the drifting bodies of the five tortured Bene Gesserits.

Findly alowing himsdf to fed safe, Teg dowed himself down to norma

time. Furnace-intendty body heat radiated from him, and perspiration

poured from his scap and down hisface. Hefdlt asif he had burned of

ayear of hislife. Now the ravenous hunger dammed into him.

Shuddering, Teg dumped back. Very soon, he would have to consume enough
caoriesto make up for the huge quantity he had just expended, mainly
carbohydrates with a restorative dose of méange.

Thelift door opened and a frantic Duncan Idaho charged onto the
navigation bridge. Seeing Teg at the controls, he stuttered to ahalt
and looked out the viewing plaz, astonished to see the new starfield.

"Thenetisgone." Panting, he turned his question-filled eyestoward
Teg. "Miles, how did you get here? What happened?’

"| folded space-thanks to your warning. | ran to adifferent lift tube,

which took me hereimmediately. It must have been faster than yours.” He
wiped perspiration off hisforehead. When Duncan clearly remained
skeptical of the explanation, the Bashar searched for away to distract

the other man. "Have we gotten away from the web?"

Duncan looked out at the emptiness around them. "Thisis bad, Miles. So
soon after we popped back into normal space, the hunters have picked up
our scent again.”
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Is there amore terrifying sensation than to stand on the brink and peer
into the void of an empty future? Extinction not only of your life, but
of al that has been accomplished by your forefathers? If we Tlellaxu
plunge into the abyss of nothingness, does our race'slong history

ggnify anything a dl?
TLEILAXU MASTER SCYTALE, Wisdom for My Successor

After the funera in space and the emergency with the unseen net, the
last origind Tlellaxu Magter sat in his cell and contemplated hisown
mortdity.

Scyta e had been trapped aboard the no-ship for more than a decade
before Sheeana and Duncan escaped from Chapterhouse. No longer was he
smply a captive shielded from the hunting Honored Mattes. The ship had
been flung off into ... he knew not where.

Of course, the whores swarming into Chapterhouse would surely have

killed him as soon asthey learned of his existence. Both he and Duncan
Idaho were marked for death. At least out here, Scytale was safe from
Murbellaand her minions. But other thrests abounded.

While back on Chapterhouse, he had been held in hisinner chambers and
prevented from seeing outside. Therefore, the witches could easly have
modified the onboard diurna cycles, creating some sort of insdious
deception to throw off hisbodily rhythms. They could have made him
forget the holy days and migudge the passage of time, though they paid
lip serviceto the Tleillaxu Great Belief, claming to share the sacred
truths of the lIdamiyat.
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Scytale drew histhin legs up to his chest and wrapped hisarms around
hisbony shins. It didn't matter. Though he was now alowed to move
about in alarge section of the huge ship, hisincarceration had become
an unendurable expanse of days and years, regardless of how it was cut
up into smaller ssgments.

And the spaciousness of his austere quarters and confinement areas could
not make him forget that he was still imprisoned. Scytadle was permitted
to leave this deck only under close supervision. After so much time,

what did they think he might do? If the Ithaca was going to wander
forever, they would eventually haveto let down their barriers. Still,

the Tleilaxu man preferred to remain gpart from the other pas sengers.

No one had spoken with Scytae for along time. Dirty Tleillaxu! He
thought they were afraid of histaint... or maybe they smply enjoyed
isolating him. No onewould explain their plansto him, or tell him
wherethisgreat ship was going.

The witch Sheeana knew he was holding something back. He couldn't lieto



her-it did no good. At the beginning of thisjourney, the Tlellaxu

Master had grudgingly reveded the method for making spicein axlotl
tanks. With the ship's mé ange supplies obvioudy insuf' ficient for the
people aboard, he had offered asolution. That initid revelation-one of
his mogt va uable bargaining chips-had been sdf-serving, since Scytde,
too, feared spice withdrawa . He had bargained vigoroudy with Sheeana,
findly agreeing on accessto the library database and confinementina
much larger section of the no-ship ashisreward.

Sheeana knew he had at |east one other important secret, a piece of
incredibly vital knowledge. The witch could senseit! But Scytae hed
never been driven to the extremes necessary to reveal what he carried.
Not yet.

Asfar as he knew, he wasthe only surviving origind Master. The Lost
Ones had betrayed his people, aligning themselves with the Honored
Matres who obliterated one sacred Tleilaxu world after another. Ashe
had escaped from Tlelax, he had seen the ferocious whores launch their
attack on holy Bandaong itsdlf. Just thinking of it brought tearsto
hiseyes.
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By default, am | now the Mahai, the Master of Masters?

Scytde had escaped the rampaging Honored Mattes and demanded sanctuary
among the Bene Gesserit on Chapterhouse. Oh, they had kept him safe, but
the witches had been unwilling to negotiate with him unless he gave up

his sacred secrets. All of them! Initidly the Sisterhood had wanted

Tleilaxu axlotl tanksto create their own gholas, and he had been forced

to reved theinformation to them. Within ayear after the destruction

of Rakis, they grew aghola of Bashar Miles Teg. Next, the Mother

Superior had pressured him to explain how to use the tanksto

manufacture mélange, and Scytale refused, considering it too great a

CONCess on.

Unfortunately, he had hoarded his specid knowledge too well, holding on
to his advantage for too long. By the time he choseto reved the

workings of the axlotl tanks, the Bene Gesserits had aready found their
own solution. They had brought back small sandworms, and spice was sure
to follow. He had been stupid to negotiate with them! To trust them!

That bargaining chip had become useless until the passengers aboard the
Ithaca had needed spice.

Of dl the secrets Scytde had within him, only the largest one

remained, and even his dire need had not been great enough to reved it.
Until now.

Everything had changed. Everything.

Scytalelooked down at the untouched remnants of his meal. Powindah



food, unclean outsider food. They tried to disguiseit so that he would

edt, yet he dways suspected that their cooking contained impure
substances. He had no choice, however. Would the Prophet prefer him to
gtarve rather than eat unacceptablefood ... especidly now, since he
wasthe last greaet Master? Scytale done carried the future of his
once-great people, the intricate knowledge of the language of God. His
surviva was more vita than ever.

He paced the perimeter of his private chambers, measuring the boundaries
of his confinement onetiny footstep at atime. The sllence weighed

heavily on him. He knew exactly what he had to do. He would offer the
last scraps of hisdignity and his hidden knowledge in the process; he

had to gain as much advantage as he could.

Therewasn't much time!
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After awave of dizziness passed, his scomach roiled, and he clutched

his abdomen. Slumping back onto his cot, Scytaetried to drive avay the
pounding in his head and the twigting in hisgut. He could fed the
creeping death insde. The progressive bodily degenenv tion had taken
root and was even now seeping through his body, winding through the
tissues, the threads of muscle, the nervefibers.

The Tlellaxu Masters never planned for an eventuality such asthis.

Scytale and the other Masters had survived numerous serid lifetimes.

Their bodies died, but each time they were restored, their memories
awakened in ghola after ghola after ghola. A new copy was aways growing
in atank, ready for whenever it might be needed.

Asgenetic wizards, the great Tlellaxu created their own path from one
physica body to the next. Their schemes had continued for so many
millenniathat the Magters let themsel ves become compl acent. Proud and
blind, they had not considered the depths into which Fate might hurl them.

Now the Tleilaxu worlds were overrun, the laboratories ransacked, dl
the gholas of the Masters destroyed. No reincarnation of Scytale waited
inthe wings. He had nowhere to turn.

And now hewas dying.

In cresting one ghola after another, the Tleilaxu Masters had wasted no
effort on perfection, which they believed was arrogance in the eyes of
God, since any human creation must be flawed. Thus, the Masters gholas
contained cumulative genetic mistakes, errorsin repe-tition that
eventually resulted in a shortened life span for each body.

Scytade and hisfellow Masters had alowed themselvesto believe the
shortened life span of each incarnation wasirrdevant, since they could
amply be restored in anew, fresh body. What was the signifi’ cance of



an extra decade or two, S0 long as the chain of reawakened gholas
remained unbroken?

Unfortunately, Scytale now faced thefatal flaw, aone. There were no
gholas of himsdlf and no available axlotl tanksthat he could useto
create one. But thewitchescould do it....

He didn't know how much time he had | ft.

Closdly attuned to his bodily processes, Scytde wastormented by his
degeneration. If he was optimistic, he might have fifteen years
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remaining. Always before, Scytde had held onto the final secret hidden
ingde hisbody, refusing to offer it in trade. But now hislast

resistance was broken. Asthe sole remaining keeper of Tlellaxu secrets
and memories, he could risk no further ddlay. Survivad was more
important than secrets.

He touched his chest, knowing that implanted benesth hisskinwasa
hitherto-undetected nullentropy capsule, atiny treasure trove of

preserved cdlsthat the Tleilaxu had collected for thousands upon
thousands of years. Key figures from history were contained therein,
obtained from secret scrapings of dead bodies: Tleilaxu Masters, Face
Dancers-even Paul Muad'Dib, Duke Leto Atreides and Jessica, Chani,
Stilgar, the Tyrant Leto |1, Gurney Haleck, Thufir Hawat, and other
legendary figures all the way back to Serena Butler and Xavier Harkonnen
from the Butlerian Jhad.

The Sisterhood would be desperate to have this. Granting him complete
freedom of the ship would be aminor concession compared to what he
would demand as his true recompense. My own ghola. Continuation.

Scytale swalowed hard, felt the tendrils of death within him, and knew
there could be no turning back. Surviva is more important than secrets,
he repeated to himsdlf in the privacy of hismind.

He sent asignal to summon Sheeana. He would make the witches an offer
that they could not afford to ignore.
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Wecarry our grail in our heads. Hold it gently and reverently if it
ever surfacesin your consciousness.

- MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWI ODRADE
Theair smelled of spice, harsh and unprocessed, the acrid odor of the

deadly Water of Life. The scent of fear and triumph, the Agony which dl
potential Reverend Mothers must face.



Pease, Murbdlathought, et my daughter survivethis, as| did. She
did not know to whom she was praying.

AsMother Commander, she had to show strength and confidence, regardless
of what shefdt insde. But Rinyawas one of the twins, alast tenuous
connection with Duncan. The tests had demonstrated that she was

qudified, talented, and, despite her young age, ready. Rinya had dways

been the more aggressive of the twins, god driven, reaching for the
impossible. She wanted to become a Reverend Mother as young as Sheeana
had been. Fourteen! Murbella both admired her daughter for that drive,

and feared for her.

In the background, she heard the deep-voiced Bene Gesserit Bellonda
engaged in avociferous argument with her Honored Matre counterpart,
Doria. A common occurrence. The pair were squabbling in the corridor of
the Chapterhouse Keep. " She is young, far too young! Only achild-"
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"A child?' Doriasad. "Sheisthe daughter of the Mother Commander and
Duncan Idaho!™

"Y es, the genetics are strong, but it is still madness. Werisk so much
if we push her too soon. Give her another year."

"Sheis part Honored Matre. That alone should carry her through.”

They dl turned to watch as black-robed proctors brought Rinyafrom an
anteroom, prepared for her orded. As Mother Commander and a Bene
Gesserit, Murbellawas not supposed to show favoritism or love toward
her own daughters. In fact, most of the Sisterhood's children did not
know the identity of their parents.

Rinya had been born only afew minutes before her sster Janess. The
girl-a prodigy-was ambitious, impatient, and unquestionably talented,
while her Sster shared the same qudities but with just ahint more
caution. Rinyaaways had to befirg.

Murbellahad watched her twin daughters excel at every chalenge, and
acceded to Rinyas request. If anyone had superior potentid, this one
did-or so Rinyahad convinced hersdlf.

The current time of crisisforced the New Sisterhood to take greater

risks than usud, to chance losing daughtersin order to gain

much-needed Reverend Mothers. If Rinyafailed at this, there would be no
second chance for her. None. Murbellafdt aknot in her chest.

Moving methodicaly, the proctors strapped Rinyasarmsto atable to
keep her from lashing out during the throes of the trangtion. One
proctor gave an extratug to the strap on her left wrist, making the



girl wince and then flash adark glare of displeasure-so like an Honored
Matre! But Rinya uttered no complaint. Her lips moved faintly, and
Murbellarecognized the words, the age-old Litany Against Fear.

| must not fear ...

Good! At least the girl was not so arrogant as to ignore the true weight
and terror of what she was about to go through. Murbellaremembered when
she had faced the same test.

Glancing toward the door, where Bellonda and Doria had findly stopped
bickering, she saw the other twin enter. Janess was named after awoman
from long ago who had saved young Duncan Idaho from the Harkonnens.
Duncan had told her that story one night after they'd made love, no

doubt believing that Murbellawould forget. He himsdlf
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had never learned the names of any of their daughters: Rinyaand Janess,
Tanidiawho wasjust beginning her acolyte training, and Gianne, only
three years old, born just before Duncan had escaped.

Now Janess seemed reluctant to come al the way into the room, but she
would not leave her Sster dlone during this ordeal. She brushed her

curly black hair out of her face, reveding fearful eyes; sheclearly

didn't want to think about what could go wrong when Rinya consumed the
deadly poison. Spice Agony. Even the words evoked mystery and terror.

Looking down at the table, Murbellasaw her daughter mouth the Litany
agan: Fear isthemind-killer ...

She didn't seem aware of Janess or any of the women intheroom. The air
had aclose, heady scent of bitter cinnamon and possibilities. The

Mother Commander could not interfere, did not even touch the girl'shand
to comfort her. Rinyawas strong and determined. Thisritua was not
about comfort, but about adaptation and surviva. A fight againgt death.

Fear isthelittle-desth that bringstotal obliteration ...

Analyzing her emotions (how like a Bene Gesserit!) Murbellawon-dered
whether she feared losing Rinyaas a potentia and valuable Reverend
Mother for the Sisterhood, or as a person. Or was she more afraid of
losing one of her few tangible reminders of her long-lost Duncan?

Rinya and Janess had been €l even when the no-ship disappeared with their
father. The twins had been acolytes, dutifully undergoing strict Bene
Gesserit training. In al those years before Duncan's departure, neither

girl had been dlowed to meet him.

Murbdllas gaze met Janess's, and aflash of emotion passed between them
likeroiling smoke. She turned away, concentrating on the girl on the



table, reassuring Rinyaby her presence. Thevisible strain on her
daughter's face fanned the flames of her own doulbt.

Flushed, Bellonda entered the room, disturbing the solemn meditations.
She glanced at the imperfectly hidden anxiety on Rinyasface, then up
at Murbella. " Preparations are complete, Mother Commander.”

Close behind her, Doriasaid, "We should get on withit."

Strapped down on the table, Rinyalifted her head againgt the
resraints, turned her gaze from her twin sister to her mother, and then
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flashed Janess areassuring smile. "1 am ready. Y ou will be too, my
gger.” Shelay back, refocused, and continued mouthing the litany.

| will facemy feer ...

Saying nothing, Murbellawent to stand by Janess, who was clearly in
turmoail, bardly restraining hersdf. Murbella gripped her forearm, but

her daughter didn't flinch. What did she know? What doubts had the twins
voiced to each other in their acolyte bungaows at night?

One of the proctors swung an ord syringeinto position, then used her
fingersto open Rinyas mouth. The young woman let her mouth fal dack
asthe proctor inserted the syringe.

Murbellawanted to shout at her daughter, telling her that she did not

need to prove anything. Not until she was absolutely ready. But even if
she'd had doubts, Rinyawould never change her mind. She was stubborn,
determined to go through with the process. And Murbellawas forbidden to
interfere. She was Mother Commander now, not amere mother.

Caught up in her ordeal, Rinya closed her eyesin tota acceptance. The
line of her jaw wasfirm, defying anything to harm her. Murbella had
seen that expression on Duncan's face many times.

Janess burgt forward unexpectedly, no longer able to contain her
misgivings. "Sheisnot ready! Can't you seethat? Shetold me. She
knows she can't-"

Startled by the disturbance, Rinyaturned her head, but the proctors had
aready activated the pumps. A gush of potent chemical odor stung the
ar just as Janesstried to yank the syringe out of her sister's mouth.

With surprising speed for her bulk, Bellonda shouldered Janess aside,
knocking her to thefloor.

"Janess, stop thig" Murbella snapped with dl the command she could
muster. When her daughter continued to struggle, she used Voice. "Stop!”



At this, the young woman's musclesinvoluntarily froze.

"Y ou're wasting an insufficiently prepared Sdter,” Janesscried. "My
sger!"

Murbdlasaid in awithering voice, "Y ou must not interfere with the
Agony inany way. Y ou have distracted Rinyaat avita moment.”

One of the proctors announced, "We succeeded, despite the disturbance.
Rinyahastaken the Water of Life"

The poison began to act.
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DEADLY EUPHORIA burned through her veins, chalenging her cellular
ability to ded with it. Rinya began to see her own future. Like a Guild
Navigator, her mind was able to negotiate a safe path through the vells

of time, avoiding obstacles and curtains that blocked her view. She saw
hersdf on the table, dong with her mother and twin sister, who were
unableto hide their concern. It waslike looking through ablurred lens.

| will permit it to pass over me and through me....

Then, incontrovertibly, asif curtains had been pulled from awindow to
reved aflood of blinding light, Rinyabeheld her own death- and could
do nothing to prevent it. Nor could Janess, who shouted. And Murbdlla
redized: She knew.

Locked away inside her body, Rinya experienced a powerful lance of pain
from the core of her body to her brain.

And when it has gone past me | will turn the inner eyeto seeits path.
Wherethe fear has gone there will be nothing. Only | will remain ...

Rinyahad recdled the entire Litany. Then shefdt nothing at dl.

RINYA CONVULSED onthetable, trying to rip free of therestraints. The
teenager's face had become a contorted mask of shock, pain, and terror.
Her eyeswere glazed ... dmost gone.

Murbdlla could not cry out, could not speak. She stood utterly still as
afierce storm churned within her. Janess had known! Or had she caused it?

For amoment Rinya lgpsed into quiescence, her eyelids fluttered, and
then she let |oose a horrendous scream that cut through the room with a
knife of sound.

In dow motion, Murbellareached for her dead daughter and touched the
till-warm skin of her cheek. In the background, she heard Janess's
anguished cry fill the room, dongside her own.
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It isonly through constant and diligent practice that we are able to
achieve the potentia-the perfection-of our lives. Those of uswho have
had more than one life have had more opportunity to practice.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, A Thousand Lives

Duncan faced his opponent in the neutra-walled chamber, holding a
short-sword in one hand, akindja dagger in the other. Miles Teg,

stedly eyed, did not blink. The room's padding and insulation swallowed
most sounds.

It would be amigtake to view this youth asamere boy. Teg'sreflexes
and speed could match, or even defeet, any fighter pitted against him

... and Duncan could sense something more about him, amysterious skill
st that the young Bashar kept well hidden.

But then, Duncan thought, we al do the samething.
"Activate your shidd, Miles. Always be prepared. For anything.”

The two men reached to their belts and touched the power buttons. A
smal, humming haf-shield gppeared, arectangular blur inthe air that
adjusted to its wearer's movements, swinging to protect vulnerable aress.

These wdls and the hard floor held many memoriesfor Duncan, like
indelible stains on the impermeable plates. He and Murbella had used
thisastheir practice room, improving their methods, fighting,
colliding ... and often ending in asexua tumble. Becausehewasa
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Mentat, those individua memorieswould never fade, keeping him strongly
connected to Murbella, asif by afish hook caught in his chest.

Now, as part of the training dance, Duncan eased forward and touched his
shield to Teg's. The crackle of polarized fields and sharp smell of

ozone answered them. The two stepped back, raised their bladesin a
saute, and began.

"Wewill review the ancient Ginaz disciplines,”" Duncan said.

The young man dashed with hisdagger. Teg reminded him very much of
Duke Leto-intentionaly so, thanks to generations of Bene Gesserit breeding.

Expecting afeint, Duncan parried upward, but the teenage Bashar
reversed hisfeint and turned it into ared attack, punching the blade
againg the haf shidd. He had moved too quickly, though. Teg il
wasn't accustomed to this odd method of fighting, and the Holtzman field



deflected the dagger.

Duncan skipped back, cracked Teg's shield with his short-sword just to
show that he could, and took a step in retreat. "It isan archaic

dueling method, Miles, but one with many nuances. Though it was
developed long before the time of Muad'Dib, some might say it came from
amorecivilizedtime."

"No one studies the methods of Swordmasters anymore.”

"Exactly! Therefore, you will have skillsin your repertoire that no one
€l se possesses.” They clashed again, the metal-clattering of sword
againg sword, dagger fending off dagger. "And, if Scytde's nullentropy
tube truly containswhat he saysit does, we may soon have otherswho
arefamiliar with those ancient times."

The recent and unexpected revelation by the captive Tlellaxu Master had
resurrected aflood of memories from Duncan's past lives. A smdll
implanted nullentropy capsule-perfectly preserved sample cellstaken
from great figures of history and legend! Sheeana and the Bene Gesserit
Suk doctors had been anayzing the cells, sorting and labdling them,
determining what sort of genetic treasuresthe Tlelaxu had given them

in exchange for hisfreedom, in exchange for agholaof hisown.

Supposedly Thufir Hawat was in there, and Gurney Halleck, aong with a
number of Duncan's other long-lost comrades. Duke Leto the
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Just, Lady Jessica, Paul Atreides, and the " Abomination” Alia, who had
once been Duncan'slover and consort. Haunted by them now, he felt
achingly alone, yet filled with hope. Wasthereredlly such athing as
thefuture, or wasit just the past, returning over and over?

Hislife-lives-had always seemed to carry adefinite direction. Hewas

the legendary Duncan Idaho, a paragon of loyalty. But more than ever
before, he had been fedling lost. Had the escape from Chapterhouse been
the right thing to do? Who were the old man and woman, and what did they
want? Were they truly the great Outside Enemy, or another threat entirely?

Not even Duncan knew where the Ithaca was going. Would he and his
shipmates eventudly find a detination, or would they smply wander
until the end of their days? The very idea of fleeing and hiding grated
onhim.

Duncan actually knew more about being hunted than anyone aboard; he'd
earned aviscerd understanding of it long ago. Asachild in hisvery

firgt lifetime under the Harkonnens, he had been used asprey in Beast
Rabban's hunts. Rabban and his henchmen had turned the boy loosein a
large forest preserve, where young Duncan hed findly outwitted his
rivals, finding asmuggler pilot who provided him with safe passage.



]aness.... that had been her name. Herecalled telling Murbella about
the escape years ago, asthey lay on sweat-dampened sheets.

Sensing hisdigtraction, Teg cut, pushed, and did hiskindjd partway
through the shield before Duncan retreated, smiling with satisfaction.
"Good! Y ou arelearning to control yoursdlf."

Teg'sexpresson did not change. Lack of control was not one of the
Bashar'sweak points. "Y ou seemed distracted, so | took advantage of it.”

Ashelooked at the young man before him, sweet dripping down his brow,
Duncan saw a strangely doubled image. Asan old man, the origina Bashar
had raised and trained the Duncan ghola child; later, after Teg's death

on Rakis, the mature Duncan Idaho ghola had raised the reborn boy. Was
thisto be an endless cycle? Duncan Idaho and Miles Teg as eternd
companions, dternating as mentor and student, each filling the same

role at separatetimesin their lives?
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"I remember when | instructed young Paul Atreidesin Swordmaster
techniques. We had atraining mek in Castle Caladan, and Paul learned to
defeat it at any setting we chose. Even S0, he did better againgt alive
opponent.”

"| prefer an enemy that bleedswhen | defest it." Duncan laughed. " Paul
once said something just like that, too." He and Teg continued to fight
for the better part of an hour, but Duncan found himself preoccupied
with, and reminded of, long-past training duels. If what the Tleilaxu
Master said was true and they could bring back gholas of the key
comradesin Duncan's past, then these daydreams need no longer be
tedious memoriesfor him. They could becomered again.
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[lluson, Miles. llluson istheir way. The fashioning of fase
impressionsto achievered godls, that ishow the Tlelaxu work.

-JANET ROXBROUGH-TEG, mother of MilesTeg

Now broken by the Face Dancers and bound by fear to do exactly asthey
commanded, an anxious Uxta was digpatched to Tlellax for "an important
assgnment.” Khrone had been expressionless as he explained to the

amadl, frightened man, "The Honored Matres have found something in the
ruins of Bandalong that interests us. We require your expertise.”

Sacred Banddong! For amoment, the thrill eclipsed hisintimidation.

Uxtal had heard legends of this once-great place, the heartland of his

people, but he had never been there. Few of the Lost Tlellaxu had been
welcomed by the suspicious origind Masters. He had always hoped to make
ahgj a some point in hislife, apilgrimage. But not likethis...



"W-what can | do?' The Lost Tlellaxu researcher shuddered to think what
the turncoat Face Dancers would demand of him. Right before his eyes,
they had killed Elder Burah. By now they might well have replaced every
member of the Council of Elderd Every moment was anightmare for Uxtd,;
he knew that each person around him could
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be another hidden shape-shifter. He jumped at any sartling sound, any
sudden movement. He could trust no one.

But a least | an dive. Heclungto that. | am ill dive!

"Y ou can work with axlotl tanks, correct? Y ou have the knowledge
necessary to grow aghola, if wewish it?"

Uxtd knew they would kill him if he gave the wrong answer. "It requires
afemae body, specidly adapted so that her womb becomes afactory.” He
swallowed hard, wondering how he could make himself appear more
intelligent, more confident. A ghola? Lower-caste Tleilaxu knew nothing
about the Language of God required to grow flesh, but asamember of a
higher caste, Uxta should be able to accomplish it. They would discard
him otherwise. Perhapsif the Face Dancersgot him just alittle

ass stance, someone with additional knowledge ...

Uxtd till cringed &t the recollection of blood oozing from Elder
Burah's crushed eyes, and the sickening snap as the Face Dancers broke
the older man's neck. "I will do asyou command.”

"Good. You arethe only sufficiently trained Tlellaxu il dive.™

Theonly ... ?Uxta gulped. What had the Honored Matresfound in
Bandalong? And what did the Face Dancers want with it? He had not dared
to ask Khrone anything el se, though. He didn't want to know. Having too
much knowledge could get him killed.

The Honored Matres frightened Uxta almost as much as the turncoat Face
Dancersdid. The Lot Tleilaxu had been dlies of the whores againgt the
origind Magters, and now Uxta could see that Khrone and hisfellow
shape-shifters had made bargains of their own. He had no ideawhom these
new Face Dancers served. Could they possibly be ... independent?
Inconceivablel

ARRIVING AT THE coreworld of Tlellax, Uxtal was shocked at the extent
of the damage. Using their terrible, unstoppable wegpon, the femae
attackers had burned every origina Tleilaxu planet in aseries of

horrific holocausts. Though Bandaong itsalf had not been completely
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incinerated after al, it had been beaten nearly to deeath, its buildings
scarred, its Masters rounded up and executed. L ower-caste workers were
ground under the boot hed of the new rulers. Only the strongest
sructuresin the capita city, including the Paace of Banda-long, had
survived, and Honored Matres now occupied them.

Stepping out into the termind of the reconstructed main shuttle

dation, Uxta wavered at the unwelcome sight of thetall, dominant
women. They strode about everywherein their leotards and gaudy capes,
but did no work beyond supervising and guarding the various operations.
Thered labor was done by surviving members of the unclean lower
castes. At least Uxtd was better off than that. Khrone had chosen him
for important work.

The shuttle ation was hagtily put together with obvious construction
defects such as ggpsin walls, uneven placesin the floor, and doorways
that did not appear to be plumb. The Honored Matres worried only about
superficid impressions, paying little attention to details. They did

not expect, or require, anything to last for long.

Two women approached him, tal and severein their blue-and-red tights.
The more dangerous-looking of the pair eyed him deprecat-ingly. Hewas
not cheered by the fact that they seemed to know who he was. "Matre
Superior Hellicaawaits you." Uxta followed at abrisk pace, eager to
show his cooperation. The two women seemed to be watching-hoping?-for
him to make awrong move.

Honored Matres endaved ma es through unbreakabl e sexual techniques.
Uxtal feared they would try to do the same to him-a process with these
powindah women that he found horrifyingly unclean and disgusting. Before
sending Uxta to Tlellax, Khrone had mutilated his Logt Tlellaxu dave
"asaprecaution” againgt the women, though Uxta wondered if the
preventive measures had not been as awful asthe Honored Matres
themsalves...

The two women shoved him into the rear passenger compartment of a
groundcar and drove off. Uxtd tried to occupy himself by looking out
the windows, pretending to be asightseer or ahgjji, atourist making a
pilgrimage to the most sacred of Tlellaxu cities. The newly erected
buildings had abright vulgarity, quite unlike the grandeur of Bandalong
asdescribed in the legends. Congtruction activities were
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ongoing in every direction. Slave crews operated ground equipment, and
suspensor cranes put up more buildings, working at afrenzied pace.
Uxta found it dl rather disheartening.

Some shdlls of buildings had been reconditioned to suit the purposes of



the occupying army. The groundcar sped past what once must have been a
holy temple, but which now looked like amilitary building. Armed women
filled the front plaza. An ornate statue stood blackened and forlorn,
perhaps |eft that way as asign of the Honored Mattes conquest.

Uxtal felt bleaker by the moment. How was he ever going to get out of
this? What had he done to deserve hisfate? While observing his
surroundings, integersfilled hismind as hetried to decipher codesand
find a sacred mathematica explanation for what had occurred here. God
aways had a master plan, which could be determined if one knew the
equations. He tried to count the number of holy sites that had been
defiled, how many blocksthey passed, how many turnsthey took ona
winding road that led to the former Paace. It rapidly became a
caculaion far too complex for him to solve.

He was adert, absorbing as much information as possible, to ensure his
own survival. Hewould do whatever was necessary to keep himsdf dive.
It only made sense, especidly if he was one of thelast of hiskind.

God would want him to survive.

Above the west wing of the Palace, a suspensor crane floated high,
lowering a bright red section of roof into place. Uxtal shuddered &t the
garish new look of the structure-pink columns, scarlet roofs, and lemon
yellow walls. The Paacelooked more like acarnival structurethan a
holy residence for the Masheikhs, the grestest masters.

Histwo escorts took Uxtal past snaking energy cables and crews of
lower-caste Tleilaxu operating power tools, mounting wall hangings,
ingtaling rococo glowpaneds. Uxtd entered an immense room with ahigh
domed ceiling, which made him fed even smaller than hewas. He saw
charred pands and the remnants of quoted scripture from the Great
Bdief. The monstrous women had covered many of the verseswith their
sacrilegious decorations. Even hidden by lies, though, the word of God
remained supremey powerful. Someday, after dl thiswas
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over and he could come back, maybe he would do something about it. Make
thingsright again.

With anoisy clatter, an ostentatious throne emerged from an opening in
thefloor. An older blonde woman sat back, looking like a once-beautiful
queen who had been poorly preserved. The throne rose higher, until the
regal woman glowered down a him. Matre Superior Hellica.

Her eyesflickered with an undertone of orange. "At thismesting, |
decide whether you live or die, little man." Her words boomed so loudly
that her voice must have been augmented.

Uxtd remained petrified as he prayed slently, trying to look as
inggnificant and conciliatory as possible. He wished he could disappear



through an opening in the floor and escape into an underground tunnel.
Or, if only he could defeat these women instead, and fight-

"Do you havevoca cords, little man? Or have they been removed? Y ou
have my permission to spesk, aslong asyou say something intelligent.”

Uxtal summoned his courage, being as brave as Elder Burah would have
wanted him to be. "I-1 do not know exactly why | am here, only that it

isan important genetic assgnment.” Hismind raced for away out of his
predicament. "My experiencein that field is unsurpassed. If you need
someone to do the work of a Tlellaxu Master, there can be no better choice.”

"We have no other choice at dl." Hellica sounded disgusted. ™Y our ego
will diminish after | bond you to me sexudly.”

Trying not to cringe, Uxta said, "'I-I must stay focused on my work,
Matre Superior, rather than be distracted by obsessive erotic thoughts.”

She obvioudy enjoyed watching him suffer, but the Matre Superior was
just toying with him. Her smile gaped red and raw, asif someone had cut
agash across her face with arazor blade. " The Face Dancers want
something from you, and so do the Honored Matres. Because dl Tlellaxu
Masters are now dead, your specidized knowledge grants you a certain
importance by default. Perhagps | won't tamper with you. Yet."

Sheleaned forward and glared. His two escorts stepped back, asif
afraid to bein Helicastargeting zone. "It issaid you are familiar with
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axlotl tanks. The Masters knew how to use those tanks to create mélange.
Incredible wealth! Can you do that for us?"

Uxtd fet hisfeet turn toice. He couldn't stop shaking. "No, Matre

Superior. The technique was not developed until after the Scattering,

when my people were gone from the Old Empire. The Magters did not share
that information with their Lot brothers." His heart pounded. She was
obvioudy displeased, murderoudy displeased, so he continued quickly,

"I do know how to grow gholas, however."

"But isthat knowledge useful enough to save your life?" She heaved a
disappointed sigh. "The Face Dancers seem to think so."

"And what do the Face Dancers want, Matre Superior?'

Her eyesflashed orange, and he knew he had made amistake by blurting
his question. "I have not yet finished telling you what the Honored

Matres want, little man. Though we are not so weak asto be addicted to
spice, like the Bene Gesserit witches, we do understand its value. Y ou
would please me most if you rediscovered how to create méange. | will
provide as many women as you need for brainlesswombs." Her words



carried acrud undertone.

"Thereis, however, an dternative substance we use, an orange
adrendine-based chemical that is derived primarily from pain. We will
show you how to manufactureit. That will be your first servicefor us.

A repaired laboratory building will be made available to you. We can add

modules, if necessary.”

When Héllicarose from her throne, her presence was even more
intimidating. "Now, asfor what the Face Dancers want from you: When we
conquered this planet and liquidated the despicable Masters, we
discovered something unusua during our autopsy and andysis of one
burned corpse. A damaged nullentropy capsule was cleverly hidden inside
the Master's body. It contained cellular samples, mostly destroyed, but
with asmall amount of viable DNA. Khroneisvery interested to learn
what was so important about those cells, and why the Masters protected
and hid them sowell."

Uxta's mind spun forward. "He wants me to grow agholafrom those
cdls?' He could barely cover hisrelief. Thiswas something he could
indeed do!
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"I will dlow you to do so, provided you also create our orange spice
subdtitute. If you succeed in producing actud méange from the axlotl
tanks, then wewill be even more pleased.” Hellicas eyes narrowed.
"From thisday forth your solitary god in lifeisto see how well you
can pleeseme.”

DESPERATELY RELIEVED TO be away from the volatile Matre Superior-and
gtill dive-Uxtd followed the two female escorts to his purported

research center. Bandalong was so full of chaos and destruction, he

wasn't sure what sort of facility to expect. Along theway, heand his

two looming companions passed alarge military convoy of

purple-uniformed women, groundtrucks, and demolition equipment.

When they arrived at the commandeered |ab, alocked door stood against
them. While the stern-looking femalestried to dedl with the problem,
growing more befuddled and angry by the moment, Uxtal dipped away on
trembling legs. He made ashow of ingpecting the grounds, primarily to
keep his distance from the dangerous women as they pounded on the door
and demanded entrance. He had no hope of escaping, evenif hefound a
weapon, atacked them, and raced back to the Bandal ong spaceport. Uxtal
cringed, thinking up excusesif the women should chalenge what he was
doing.

Grasses and weeds dready grew in the charred ground surrounding the
facility. He peered over asplit bar fence to the adjacent property
where an ederly, low-caste farmer tended to immense digs, each larger
than aman. The ugly creatures rooted around in mud, eating steaming



piles of garbage and debris stripped from the burned buildings. Despite
the creatures filthy habits, dig meat was consgdered adelicacy. At
the moment, however, the stench of excrement robbed Uxtal of al appetite.

After having been bullied for so long, he was pleased to see someone
weeker than himself for achange, and shouted officioudy to the
low-cagte dig farmer, "You! Identify yourself." Uxta doubted if the
filth-smeared worker could provide any ussful information, but Elder
Burah had taught him that al information was useful, especidly in
unfamiliar surroundings.
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"l am Gaxhar. I've never heard an accent like yours." Thefarmer limped
over to the fence and looked a Uxtd's formd high-caste uniform, which
was, thankfully, much cleaner than the dig farmer's. "I thought all the
Masters were dead."

"I'm not aMaster, not technicaly.” Struggling to maintain his haughty
position of authority, Uxta added sternly, "But | am till your

superior. Keep your digs away from this sde of the property. | cannot
afford to have my important laboratory contaminated. Y our digs carry
fliesand disease.”

"I wash them down every day, but | will keep them away from the fences."
Intheir pen, thewide, duglike animasrolled over each other,
dithering and squedling.

At alossfor anything dseto say, Uxta gave aweak-sounding and
unnecessary warning. "'Y ou had better watch yourself around the Honored
Matres. | am safe because of my specia knowledge, but they might turn
on amere farmer in an instant and tear you to pieces.”

Gaxhar made asnort that was hafway between alaugh and acough. "The
old Masters were no kinder to me than the Honored Matres are. I've just
gone from one cruel overlord to another.”

A groundtruck rumbled up to the digs. With adump mechanism, it
released aload of wet, reeking garbage. The hungry creatures swarmed to
the putrid feast, while the farmer crossed hisarms over his scrawny

chest. "Honored Matres send the body parts of high-caste men for my
digsto eat. They think the flesh of my superiors makesthe dig mest

taste sweeter." The barest hint of adisrespectful sneer was quickly

hidden by the man's generdly blank expression. "Perhaps | will seeyou
agan."

What did he mean? That Uxta would be dumped here, too, when the whores
werefinished with him? Or was it just innocuous conversation? Uxtal
frowned, unableto take his eyesfrom the digs crawling over the body

parts, chewing them efficiently with their multiple mouths.



Findly, histwo Honored Matre escorts came to fetch him. ™Y ou may enter
your laboratory now. We have destroyed the door."

0
Thereisno escape-we pay for the violence of our ancestors,
-from " Collected Sayings of Muad'Dib" hy the PRINCESS IRULAN

"Rinyas been gone for amonth now. | miss her terribly." Walking beside
Janesstoward the acolytes bungalows, Murbella could see her struggling
to mask the anguish on her face.

Despite the fedingsin her own heart, the Mother Commander maintained a
distant expression. "Do not make me lose another daughter, or another
potential Reverend Mother. When the time comes, you must be certain you
are prepared for the Agony. Do not let your pride rush you.”

Janess nodded stoically. She would not spesk il of her lost twin, but

she and Murbella both knew that Rinya had not been as confident as she
had claimed. Instead, she had covered her doubts with aveneer of false
bravado. And that had killed her.

A Bene Gessit had to hide her emotions, to drive away any vestiges of
digtracting love. Once, Murbella herself had been trapped by love,

tangled and weakened by her bond with Duncan Idaho. Losing him had not
freed her, and the thought of him still out therein the void,

unimaginably far awvay, gave her acongtant ache.
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Despite their stated position, the Sisterhood had long known that love
could not be eiminated completely. Like ancient priests and nunsfrom
some long-obsolete religion, Bene Gesserits were supposed to give up
love entirdly for agreater cause. But in thelong run, it never worked

to discard everything in order to protect against one perceived
weakness. One could not save humans by forcing them to surrender their
humenity.

By remaining in close contact with the twins and observing their

training, even reveding the identities of their parents, Murbellahad

broken the Sisterhood's tradiition. Most daughters taken into Bene
Gesserit schoolsweretold to reach their potentia "without the

digractions of family ties." The Mother Commander did keep hersdlf
separate and aloof from the two younger daughters, Tanidiaand Gianne,
however. But she had lost Rinyaand refused to cut hersdlf off from Janess.

Now, following atraining session in combined Bene Gesserit and Honored
Matre fighting skills, the two of them made their way across the Keep's
west garden, heading toward where Janess and her fellow acolyteslived.
Thegirl still wore her rumpled and sweat-stained white combat suit.



The Mother Commander kept her voice neutra, though she, too, felt the
pang in her heart. "We must go on with our lives. We gtill have many
enemiesto face. Rinyawould want usto.”

Janess straightened as she walked. Y es, she would. She believed you
about the Enemy, and sodo I."

Some Sisters doubted the Mother Commander's urgency. Honored Matres had
come running back into the Old Empire, sure that the sky wasfdling.

But before Murbella stripped away dl the foundations of the Bene

Gesszit, afew of the women had demanded proof that such aterrible
opponent truly existed out there. No Honored Matre had ever gone deep
enough into Other Memory to remember much of her past; even Murbella
could not recal their origin out in the Scattering, and could not say

how they had first encountered their Enemy or what had provoked them to

genocidd fury.
Murbdla couldn't bdieve such blindness. Had the Honored Matres
92

just imagined hundreds of planets eradicated by plague? Had they smply
wished into existence the great Weapons used to obliterate Rakis and so
many other planets?

"We need no further evidence to know the Enemy is out there,” Murbella
said curtly to her daughter, asthey followed adry, thorny hedge. "And
they are now coming after us. All of us. | doubt the Enemy will make any
distinctions among the factions of our New Sisterhood. Chapterhouse
itsdlf is certainly within their targeting crosshairs.”

"If they find us," Janesssaid.

"Oh, they will find us. And they will destroy us, if we are not
prepared.” Shelooked at the young woman, seeing so much potentia in
her daughter's face. "Which iswhy we need as many Reverend Mothers as

posshble”

Janess had thrown hersdlf into her studies with a determination that
would have surprised even her obsessive, driven twin. Fighting with her
hands and feet, spinning, rolling, dodging, the girl could strike an
adversary from al sides, encircling her with speed and power.

Earlier that day Janess had faced off againgt atal, wiry girl named

Caree Debrak. Caree had come in as ayoung student from the newly
conguered Honored Matres swarming toward Chapterhouse. Harboring
resentment against the Mother Commander's daughter, Caree had used the
compstitive event as an excuse to vent her anger. She intended to hurt.
Janess had practiced the lesson's moves and expected to beat the girl in
fair combat, but the youthful Honored Matre had unleashed araw form of



violence, breaking the rules and nearly bresking Janesss bones. The
femde bashar in charge of personal combat training, Wikki Aztin, had

dragged the pair apart.

Theincident troubled Murbellagreatly. "Y ou lost to Caree because the
Honored Matres have no inhibitions. Y ou must learn to match themin
that, if you mean to succeed here.”

In the past severa months, Murbella had detected an ugly undertone,
especidly among the younger trainees. Though al were supposedly part
of aunited Sisterhood, they il ingsted on segregating themselves,
wearing colors and badges, separating into cliques clearly defined by
their heritage as either Bene Gesserit or Honored Matre.
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Some of the more severe mal contents, disgusted with conciliation and
refusing to learn or compromise, continued to disappear to their own
setlementsfar to the north, even after the execution of Annine.

Asthey approached the acolytes barracks, Murbella heard a clamor of
angry voicesthrough the brittle brown hedges. Rounding aturninthe
garden path, they came to the commons, an expanse of withered grass and
gravel walkways fronting the bungaows. Normally the acolytes gethered
there for games, picnics, and sporting events, though an unexpected dust
storm had |eft alayer of grit on the benches.

Today, most of the class was arrayed on the parched lawn asif it werea
battlefield-more than fifty girlsin white robes, dl acolytes The

girls, divided into distinct groups of Bene Gesserits and Honored

Matres, threw themsdlves upon each other like howling animals.

Murbellarecognized Caree Debrak amidst the combatants. The girl knocked
ariva down with ahard kick to the face and then pounced upon her like
ahungry predator. While the falen acolyte thrashed and fought back,

Caree grabbed her hair, stepped hard on her chest, and yanked upward
with enough force to uproot atree. The sickening snap of the girl's

neck carried even above the frenzy of the melee.

Grinning, Caree | eft the corpse on the dry ground and whirled to go

after another opponent. Acolytes with orange Honored Matre arm' bands
attacked their Bene Gessarit rivas with wild abandon, punching,

kicking, gouging, even using teeth to rip skin. Already, morethan a

dozen young women lay sprawled like bloody rags on the dry grass.
Shrieks of anger, pain, and defiance welled up from undisciplined

throats. Thiswas no game, nor wasit practice play.

Appdled a the behavior, Murbella shouted, " Stop this! All of you!™

But the acolytes, their adrendine surging, continued to tear and scream
at each other. Onegirl, aformer Honored Matre, staggered forward, her



hands hooked into claws that lashed out at any noise; her eye sockets
were unseeing, bloody pits.

Murbella saw two young Bene Gesserits knock down athrashing Honored
Matre and tear the orange band from her arm. With hard punches strong
enough to shatter their victim's slernum, the Bene Gesserit acolytes

killed her.
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Careeflew feet firgt at the aggressive pair. She dammed into them
smultaneoudy and sent them rolling away. A kick crushed thelarynx of
one, but the other ducked afollow-through blow. While her companion
collapsed, gurgling and choking, the other rolled and sprang to her

feet, clutching a broken chunk of rock that had been part of the

landscaping.

Guards, proctors, and Reverend Mothers came running from the Keep.
Bashar Aztin led her own troops, and Murbellanoticed that they al
carried heavy stunner weapons. The Mother Commander shouted into the
mayhem, using Voice to make her words strike the listenerslike
projectiles. But the din was so grest that none of the acolytes seemed

to hear her.

Side by sde, Janess and Murbellawaded into the acolytes who were il
fighting and rained blows on them, paying no attention to whether their
targets wore orange bands or not. Murbella noticed her daughter
increasing her intensity, pouring her entire body into fighting moves.

Murbellatucked her own head and dammed into agleefully victorious

Caree Debrak, driving her hard to the ground. The Mother Commander could
eadly have landed afatd blow, but restrained herself enough to merdly

knock the wind out of the girl.

Gasping and retching, Careerolled over and glared & Murbellaand
Janess. She climbed to her feet, wavering. "Didn't you get enough from
me earlier, Janess? Y ou want more of the same?' She swung afist.

With obvious effort, Janess controlled hersdlf, easily dodging but not
retdiging. " "Thereismore kil in avoiding confrontationsthan in
engaging in them.' That's a Bene Gesserit axiom.”

Caree spat. "What do | care for witches axioms? Do you have any
thoughts of your own? Or only your mother's, and quotes from an old book?

Caree barely had the words out before she lashed out with a powerful
kick. Anticipating it, Janess darted to the left and came around on her
opponent'ssde, striking her temples with asharp fist. The young
Honored Matre went down, and Janess gave her astunning kick in the
forehead that dammed her backward.



Findly, the skirmish petered out as more women arrived to pull the
fighters gpart. The whole commons was littered with the remnants of
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the bloody brawl. A volley of stun fire dropped severd of the
gtill-fighting acolytes together into a hegp on the ground, unconscious
but dive.

Heaving greet breaths, Murbella surveyed the bloody field in disgust and
fury. She shouted at the young Honored Matres, "Y our orange bands caused
this Why flaunt your differencesingtead of joining us?

Glancing to her sde, Murbella saw Janess had taken up astanceto
protect the Mother Commander. The girl might not be ready for the Spice
Agony yet, but she was ready for this.

The surviving acolytes began dinking toward their repective bungaows.
Voicing her mother's thoughts, Janess shouted at them, over the dead
bodies strewn on the brown grass, "L ook at al the wasted resources! If
we keep this up, the Enemy won't need to kill any of us."

9%

Onceaplanisconceved, it takeson alife of itsown. Merely
conddering and congtructing a scheme puts a certain slamp of
inevitability uponit.

- BASHAR MILES TEG, summary debriefing after the victory on Cerbol

When she was confrontational, Garimi could be as stubborn as the most
hardened old Bene Gesserit. Sheeana let the sober-faced Sister stand in
the assembly chamber and vent againgt the proposed historica ghola
project, hoping that she would |ose steam before she reached her
conclusion. Unfortunately, many of the Sstersin the seats behind
Garimi muttered and nodded, agreeing with the points sheraised.

And so we give birth to even more factions, Sheeanathought with an
inner Sgh.

In the no-ship's largest meeting chamber, more than ahundred of the
refugee Sigters continued their ssemingly endless debate over the wisdom
of creating gholas from Scytae's mysterious cells. There seemed no room
for compromise. Because they had departed from Chapterhouse to retain
Bene Gessarit purity, Sheeanains sted on preserving open discourse, but
the argument had aready gone on for more than amonth. With so much
dissent, she did not want to force avote. Not yet. At onetime, we were
all bound together by acommon cause....
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From the front row, Garimi said, ™Y ou suggest thisill-concelved scheme
asif we have no other option. Even the most unschooled acolyte knows
there are as many options as we choose to make."

Duncan Idaho'swords glided cleanly into the brief slence, though no
one had called upon him. "I did not say we had no choice. | merely
suggested that this may be our best choice." He and Teg sat beside
Sheeana. Who knew better the dangers, difficulties, and advantages of
gholas than these two? Who understood these historica figures better
than Duncan himsdf?

Continuing, Duncan said, "The Tleillaxu Magter offers usthe meansto
strengthen oursalves with key figuresfrom an arsena of past experts

and leaders. We know little about the Enemy we might face, and it would
be foolish to turn our backs on any possible advantage.”

"Advantage? These higtorical figures are averitable pantheon of shame
for the Bene Gesserit,"” Garimi said. "'Lady Jessica, Paul Muad'Dib-and,
worgt of dl, Leto I1, the Tyrant.”

As Garimi's voice grew shrill, one of her companions, Stuka, added
firmly, "Have you forgotten your Bene Gessarit training, Duncan |daho?
Y our reasoning isnot logica. All of the gholaswe're talking about are
relics of the pagt, straight out of legend. What relevance can they
possibly haveto our crisisnow?"

"What they lack in current relevance, they gain in perspective,” Teg
pointed out. “The sheer living history in those cdllsis enough to make
religious scholars and academics dizzy. Surely, anong al of those
heroes and geniuseswe will find useful knowledge for any Stuation we
might encounter. The fact that the Tlellaxu worked so hard to obtain and
preserve such cdlsfor al these centuries argues for how specia they
must be."

Reverend Mother Calissaexpressed avalid concern; she had not given any
hint asto the way sheintended to vote. "I am worried that the Tlellaxu
modified the geneticsin some way-just asthey tampered with Duncan.
Scytaleis counting on our awe. What if there is another plan a work

here? Why does he really want the gholas brought back?!

Duncan drew his gaze across the seeted women. "The Tlellaxu Master isin
avulnerable pogition, so he must ensure that any gholaswetest are
perfect. Otherwise he loseswhat he most wants from us. | don't
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trust him, but | do trust his desperation. Scytale will do anything to

get what he needs. Heis dying and isfrantic for agholaof himsdlf, so
we should use that to our advantage. In our perilous Situation, we dare
not let our fears guide our policy."



"What policy?' Garimi snorted, looking around at dl the Sigters. "We
wander through space, going nowhere, running from an invisible threet

that only Duncan Idaho can see. For most of us, the redl threat wasthe
whores from the Scattering. They took over our Sisterhood, and we exiled
ourselvesto save the Bene Gesserit. We need to find a place where we
can establish anew Chapterhouse, a new order where we can grow strong.
That iswhy we have begun having children, cautioudy expanding our
numbers.”

"And thereby straining the Ithacas limited resources,” Sheeanasaid.

Garimi and many of her supporters made rude noises. "This no-ship has
enough suppliesto keep ten times our number aivefor acentury. To
preserve our Sisterhood, we need to increase our number and expand our
gene pooal, in preparation for colonizing aplanet.”

Sheeana amiled craftily. "Y et another reason to introduce the gho-las.”

Garimi rolled her eyesin disgust. From behind her, Stukacaled out,
"Thegholaswill beinhuman abominations.

Sheeana had known someone would say this. "1 find it curious how
superdtitious some of you conservative women are. Likeilliterate
pessants! | have heard very little rational argument from you.”

Garimi looked back at her equaly stern followers and seemed to draw
grength from them. "Rationa argument? | resst this proposal because

it is patently dangerous. These are people we know from history. We know
them, and what they are capable of doing. Do we dare unleash another
Kwisatz Haderach upon the universe? We made that mistake once aready.
We should know better now."

When Duncan spoke, he had only his convictions, lacking the Bene
Gesszit ability of Voice or their subtle manipulations. "Paul Atreides
was agood man, but the Sisterhood and other forces sent him spinning in
dangerous directions. His much-maligned son was good
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and brave himsdf, until he allowed the worm of the desert to dominate
him. | knew Thufir Hawat, Gurney Halleck, Stilgar, Duke Leto, and even
LetoIl. Thistime, we can protect them from the flawsin their pasts

and let them achieve their potentid. To help ugl”

Asthe women shouted, Garimi raised her voiceloudest of dl. "Through
Other Memory, we know what the Atreides did aswell asyou do, Duncan
Idaho. Oh, the crueties committed in the name of Muad'Dib, the billions
who died in hisjihad! The Corrino Empire that had |asted for thousands

of yearsfdl! But even the disasters of Emperor Muad'Dib were not
enough. Then came his son the Tyrant and thousands of years of crushing
terror! Have we learned nothing?”’



Raising her voice, Sheeanaused a hint of command, enough to silence the
other Bene Gesserits. "Of course, we have learned. Until today, |

thought we had learned wise caution. Now it seemsthat history has only
taught us unreasoning fear. Would you discard our greatest advantage
just because someone might be unintentionaly injured? We have enemies
who will do usintentiona violence. Thereisadwaysarisk, but the
ingenuity in our cellular banks at least offers us a chance.”

Shetried to caculate how many passengers Garimi had brought over to
her sde. Identifying and categorizing them in her mind, Sheeanafound
few surprises, dl weretraditionaists, ultraconservatives among the
conservatives. At the moment, their numbers remained aminority, but
that could change. This debate must end before more damage occurred.

Even once the project began in earnest, each ghola child would require a
full gestation period, and then it must be raised and trained, with an
eyetoward the possibility of avakening itsinternd memories. It would
take years. In the next decade or more, how many timeswould their
no-ship fly headlong into crisis? What if they collided with the

mysterious Enemy tomorrow? What if they were trgpped in the shimmering
net that Duncan said aways followed them, always sought them out?

Long-term planning was what the Sisterhood did best.
Findly, Sheeanadrew her generous mouth back in afirm lineand
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stood her ground. Thiswas afight she did not intend to lose, but the
debate had run its course, whether or not Garimi would admit it. "Enough
of these circular arguments. | call for avote. Now." And she carried

the motion. Just barely.
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Even our ship's no-field cannot protect us from the prescience of Guild
Navigators as they search the cosmos. Only the wild genes of an Atreides
can completely veil the ship.

- THEMENTAT BELLONDA, addressing a convocation of acolytes

Hismind numb after the shouting match among the Bene Gesserits, Duncan
Idaho went through around of solo exercises on the practice floor. To

sort out histhoughts, hefelt acompulsion to go to thisfamiliar place

where he had spent so many enjoyable hours. With Murbella

In attempting to exert supreme control over his muscles and nerves, he
became more conscious of hisfailures. There were dways reminders.
Employing his Mentat abilities, he recognized when he missed certain
advanced prana-bindu movements by the merest hair's breadth; few



obsarverswould have noticed the errors, but he saw them. With the whole
meatter of the new gholas weighing heavily on him, hefelt out of balance.

Again, he completed theritudigtic steps. Holding a short-sword, he
tried to achieve the relaxed preparedness of prana-bindu, that inner
camness that would enable him to defend himsalf and strike with
lightning speed. But his muscles stubbornly refused to comply with the
impulsesof hismind.
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Fighting isamatter of lifeand death ... not of mood. Gurney Halleck
had taught him that.

Taking two deep breaths, Duncan closed his eyes and dipped into a
mnemonic trance in which he arrayed the datainvolved with this dilemma.
In hismind's eye, he saw along scratch on an adjacent wall that had
previoudy escaped his attention. Odd that no one had repaired it in so
many years... odder il that he had not noticed it in dl that time.

Almost adecade and ahdf ago Murbella had dipped and fdlen there
during aknife-fighting practice with him-and very nearly died. When
sheld gone down in dow moation, twigting her knife hand and fdling in
such away that the blade would have penetrated her heart, Duncan had
envisoned the full range of possible outcomesin hisMentat mind. He
saw the many ways that she could die ... and the few in which she could
be saved. Asshefdl, hethrust apowerful kick at her, knocking the
weapon away and scraping thewall.

A scratch on thewall, unnoticed and forgotten until now ...

Only moments after that near tragedy, he and Murbella had made love
there on the floor. It had been one of their most memorable coita
collisons, with his Bene Gesserit-enhanced masculine abilities pitted
againg her Honored Matre sexua bonding techniques. Superhuman stud
againgt amber-haired temptress.

Did shedtill think of him after nearly four years?

In his private cabin and in the common areas of the no-ship, Duncan
continued to find reminders of hislost love. Before the escape he had

been intent on making secret plans with Sheeana, hiding necessary items
aboard the vessd, surreptitioudy loading the volunteer pilgrims,

equipment, supplies, and seven sandworms-keeping Duncan so busy that he
had been ableto forget Murbellafor awhile.

But immediately after the no-ship successfully tore away from the old
couple and their clinging web, Duncan had too much time and too many
opportunities to sumble upon previoudy unnoticed emationd land mines.
Hefound afew of Murbellas kegpsakes, training garments, toiletry
items. Though he was aMentat and could not forget details, Smply



finding these leftovers of her presence had hit him hard, like
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memory time bombs, worse than the explosive mines that had once been
rigged around the no-ship at Chapterhouse.

For his own sanity, Duncan had findlly gathered every scrap, from
rumpled exercise clothes caked with her dried swedt, to discarded towels
she had used, to her favorite stylus. He had thrown them dl into one of
the no-ship's unused small storage bins. Theintact nuUentropy field
would keep the items exactly asthey were forever, and the lock would
sed them away. There, they had remained for years.

Duncan never needed to see them again, never needed to think about
Murbella. He had lost her, and could never forget.

Murbella might be gone forever, but Scytae's nuUentropy tube could
bring back Duncan's old friends. Paul, Gurney, Thufir, and even Duke L eto.

Now, as hetoweled himsdf off, he felt a surge of hope.

104

104

105

105

106

106

107

It isnot cowardly or paranoid to jJump at shadowsif areal threat exists.

- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA, private journas

The large unidentified battleship appeared in dead space far outside of
the Chapterhouse system. It hung there, scanning cautioudly before
moving closer. Using long-range sensors, an incoming Guildship detected
the vessdl beyond any planetary orbit, a strange ship lurking where it
shouldn't have been.

Always concerned about the Enemy, never knowing when or how thefirst
attacks might occur, the Mother Commander dispatched two Sistersina

swift scout ship to investigate. The women approached tentetively,
making thelr intention gpparent in anonthreatening way.



The strange battleship opened fire and destroyed the scout as soon asiit
camewithinrange. The pilot'slast transmisson sad, "It'sawarship

of somekind. Lookslikeit's been through seven hells, severely
damaged-" And then the message cut off in aflash of dtic....

Inagrim mood, Murbellaassembled her military commandersto formulate
aswift and massive response. No one knew the identity or armaments of
the intruder, whether it was the long-expected Outside Enemy or some
other power. But it was a definite threat.

Many of the former Honored Matres, including Doria, had been
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gpoailing for afight in thefour years since the Battle of Junction.

S mmering with violence, the Honored Matresfet thet their military
abilitieswere growing stagnant. Now, Murbellawould give them a chance
to make up for it.

In amatter of hours, twenty attack ships-which had been part of the
Chapterhouse space navy since the days of Bashar Miles Teg- accel erated
out of the system. Murbellaled them, despite the warnings and

complaints of some of her more timid Bene Gesserit advisors, who wanted
her to stay out of danger. She was the Mother Commander, and she would
take charge of the mission. It was her way.

Asthe New Sisterhood's ships swooped closer, Murbella studied the
images resolving on her screens, noting the dark scoring along the
intruder's hull, the bright emissions of power leskage from damaged
engines, the large holes blasted where contained atmosphere had vented

into space.
"Itsawreck," transmitted Bashar Wikki Aztin from her own attack ship.
"But adeadly one," noted an adjutant. "It can till shoot.”

Like awounded predator, Murbella thought. It was alarge craft, much
bigger than her attack ships. Studying scanner screens, she recognized
part of the design aswell asabattle Sgil on the heat-damaged hull.
"It'san Honored Matre ship, but not from any of the assmilated groups.”

"Doesit belong to one of the rebel enclaves?’

"No ... thisisfrom beyond the edge of the Scattering,” she
transmitted. "'From far beyond."

Over the decades, agreat many Honored Matres had swept into the Old
Empirelike locusts, but their numbers werefar greater out among the
distant worlds. Honored Matres existed in independent cdlls, isolated



from other groups not only for their own protection, but from anatura
xenophobia.

Apparently the strange vessdl had blundered into this section of space.
Judging by its appearance, the battleship had been too severdly damaged
to makeit dl theway to itsintended destination. Chapterhouse,
specificaly? Or just any habitable planet?
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"Remain outsde of firing range," shewarned her commanders, then

adjusted her commsystem. "Honored Matres! | am Murbella, the legitimate
Great Honored Matre, having assassinated my predecessor. We are not your
enemy, but we do not recognize your ship or its markings. Y ou destroyed
our scouts unnecessarily. Open fire again at your own peril "

Only silence and static answered her.

"We're going to board you. Thisismy command as Great Honored Matre."
She edged her shipsforward, till receiving no response.

Finally ahaggard, stern-looking woman gppeared on the communications
screen, her expression as sharp as broken glass. "Very well, Honored
Matre. We will not open fire-yet."

"Great Honored Matre" Murbdla said.
"That remainsto be seen.”

Moving cautioudy, with their weapons systems powered up and ready to
respond, the twenty New Sisterhood ships closed in around the large
battle-scarred hulk. On a private channdl, Doriasignaled, "We could
easly just crawl through aholeinthe hull.”

"I'd rather not be seen as attackers,” Murbd lareplied, then
transmitted on an open channd to the unnamed captain of the Honored
Matre battleship, " Do your docking bays il function? How severeis
your damage?'

"One docking bay is serviceable." The captain provided instructions.

Murbellatold Bashar Aztin and haf of her shipsto remain outside as
guardians while she guided the other ten in to face the survivors of
what must have surely been ahorrific battle.

When she and her comrades emerged in the docking bay, Murbella faced
thirteen battered-looking women, al of them in colored leotards. Many
gtill sported bruises, barely hedled injuries, and medica patches.

The woman with the broken-glass expresson had her left hand wrapped in
hedling strips. Ever suspicious, Murbella suspected she might be hiding



awegpon in the bandaging, but it was unlikely; Honored Matres
consdered their own bodies to be weapons. Thisone
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glowered a Murbellaand her team, some of whom were dressed as Bene
Gessits, othersin the trappings of Honored Matres.

"You look different... strange,” the captain said. Orange flecks
appeared in her eyes.

"And you look defeated,” Murbella snapped. Honored Matres responded to
force rather than conciliation. "Who did thisto you?'

The woman answered with scorn. " The Enemy, of course. The Enemy who has
been hounding usfor centuries, Spreading plagues, destroying our

worlds." She showed skepticism in her face. "If you do not know this,

then you are no Honored Matre."

"We are aware of the Enemy, but we have been in the Old Empirefor a
long time. Much has changed.”

"And gpparently much has been forgotten! Y ou look asif you've grown
soft and weak, but we know the Enemy has been in this sector. We have
explored to the best of our abilitiesin this damaged ship. We found
severd planetsthat were clearly charred by Obliterators.”

Murbelladid not correct her, did not tell the captain that those
planets-no doubt Tlellaxu or Bene Gesserit worlds-had been destroyed by
Honored Matres themsalves, and not by the Outside Enemy.

Warily, Murbella stepped forward, wondering if these thirteen Honored
Matreswere dl that had survived on the entire battleship. "Tell us

what you know of our mutud Enemy. Any information will help usinour
defenses.”

"Defenses? Y ou cannot defend againgt an invincible foe"
"Nevertheless, we shdl try."

"No one can stand againgt them! We must flee, seize whatever we can for
our survival, and move fagter than the Enemy can pursue us. Y ou must
know this." Her bruised eyes narrowed; the broken glass of her
expression seemed to sharpen even more. "Unless you are not truly an
Honored Matre. | do not recognize these others or their strange

clothing, and you have aforeign manner about you ..." Shelooked asif
she wanted to spit. "We dl know that our Enemy has many faces. Isyour
face among them?"

The Honored Matre strangers tensed and coiled, then flung themselves
upon Murbellaand her followers. These outside Honored Matres
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did not know the superior fighting abilities of the unified New
Sisterhood, and they were also weary and scarred. Even so, desperation
heated their violence.

After the bloodbath, four of Murbellals comrades|ay dead on the deck
before the rest of her crew subdued and killed all of the Honored
Matres, except for the captain.

When it was clear that her women would be dain, the Honored Matre
leader bolted through the docking bay door toward alift. The Bene
Gesszrits with Murbdlawere astounded. " Sheis acoward!”

Murbellawas aready running toward the lift. "Not acoward. She'sgoing
to the bridge. Shelll scuttle this ship before sheletsit fal into our
hendd"

The nearest lift tube was damaged and wouldn't operate. Murbellaand
several Sigtersran until they found a second elevator that sped them up
toward the command deck. The captain could easily destroy al navigation
records and perhaps blow up the engines (if they remained intact enough
to respond to a self-destruct order). She had no idea how many of the
battleship's sysems were il functiond.

By the time Murbella, Doria, and three others burst onto the command
deck, the Honored Matre captain was aready hammering at the panelswith
such force that her fingertips were bloody. Sparks and smoke curled up,
erupting from short-circuited control stations. Murbellareached the

woman in aflash, grabbed her shoulders and hurled her away from the
gtation. The captain lunged back toward them, but asingle reflexive

blow from the Mother Commander broke her neck. No time for dow
interrogations.

Doriareached the pand first and impetuoudy used her bare handsto rip
out the control boards, disconnecting the console. Afterward, she
frowned down at the smoking panels, unable to stop the damage that was
dready underway. Extinguishers smothered the dectricd fires.

Bene Gesserit experts combed over the systems while Murbellawaited,
worried that the whole battleship was till going to explode around
them. One of the Sisters |ooked up from a navigation station.

" Self-destruct sequence successfully interrupted. Most of the records
were destroyed by the captain, but | was ableto retrieve at least one set
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of coordinates from outside the Old Empire-the last place this ship went
beforefleaing here



Murbellamade up her mind. "We must learn what we can about what has
occurred so far out there." The mystery had been gnawing at her for
years. "I'll send scoutsto retrace the course. After this, let no one

dare suggest that I'm merely imagining the Enemy is coming to get us. If
the Enemy isfindly on the move, we need to know."
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Naively, the Honored Matres think they have the loydty of their
endaved Log Tlelaxu. Inredity, many of these Tlellaxu from the
Scattering have their own plans. As Face Dancers, it isour task to ruin
al of their schemes.

- KHRONE, message to the Face Dancers

Even by Lost Tlellaxu standards, the |aboratory built in the ashes of
Bandaong was primitive. Uxta had only the most basic equipment
scavenged from ruined facilities once used by old Masters, and thiswas
thefirst time he had actually managed such acomplex project by

himself. He did not dare let the Honored Matres or Face Dancers suspect
that the task might be beyond him.

Usdlesslab assistants were assigned to help him, generaly weak-willed
and low-caste maleswho had been sexually subjugated by the dreadful
women. None of the assistants possessed any specia knowledge or hints
that might help. Already, because of someimagined dight, the mercuria
Honored Matres had killed one of the pathetic men, and his replacement
did not seem any more talented.

Uxtal struggled not to show his anxiety, trying to appear knowledgeable,
though he was confused about many things. Khrone had ordered the little
researcher to obey the Face Dancers, and the Face Dancers had told him

to do whatever the Honored Matres commanded. Uxtal wished he understood
more of what was going on. Were the new Face Dancersredly dlied with

the violent whores? Or
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was it another trick within atrick, cleverly veiled? He shook his
aching head in dismay. The ancient scriptureswarned of the
impossibility of serving two masters, and now he understood that only
too wdll.

At night Uxta rarely had more than afew hoursto rest, and when he

did, hisanxiety wastoo grest to dlow any real deep. He had to fool

the whores and the Face Dancers. He would grow the new gholathat Khrone
insisted upon-he could do that!-and he would try to make the
adrenaline-based spice dternative the Honored Matres needed, using

their own formula. The manufacture of genuine méange, however, wasfar



beyond even hisimagined capabilities.

In amagnanimous gesture, Hellica had given him plenty of female bodies
to use as axlotl tanks, and he had aready converted the one he needed
(after botching the job three times previoudly). So far, so good. Along
with al the equipment insde the primitive laboratory, the tank should

be enough for him to achieve success. Now he smply had to create the
gholaand ddliver it, and Khrone would reward him (he hoped).

Unfortunatdly, that meant his orded herewould last aminimum of nine
months. He didn't know if he could stand it.

Suspecting Face Dancers everywhere, he started growing a child from the
mysterious cdlls salvaged from adead Tlellaxu Master's damaged
nullentropy capsule. Meanwhile, on adaily basis, the Matre Superior
made her impatience known for her supply of méange subgtitute. She was
jealous of every second he diverted his attention from her needs.

Panicked and exhausted, Uxtal was forced to satisfy both obligations,
even though he had no experience at doing either.

As s00n as the unidentified ghola baby wasimplanted in the first
functiona axlotl tank, Uxta turned his efforts toward making the spice
aternative. Since the whores already knew how to create the substance,
Uxtal required no breakthroughs or flashes of geniusin that area. He
smply needed to manufacture the chemical in great quantities. The
Honored Matres couldn't be bothered to do it for themsealves.

Gazing through a one-way security window into the gray sky, Uxtd felt
asif thelandscape of his soul waslikethe charred, lifdess hillshe

saw in the distance. He didn't want to be here. Someday, he would think
of away out of this.

Bornto aninsular religious circle, Uxta was degply uncomfortable
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around dominant women. Among the Tleilaxu race, femaleswereraised and
then converted into brainless wombs as soon as they reached reproductive
maturity. That wastheir only purpose. Honored Matres were the polar
opposite of what Uxtal considered right and proper. No one knew the
origin of thewhores, but their propensty for violence seemed to have

been bred into them.

Hewondered if some foolish renegade Tleilaxu Master had actudly bred
the Honored Matres to hunt down the Bene Gesserits, much as Futars were
supposedly bred to hunt down Honored Matres. What if the newly grown
fernae monsters had gotten out of control, and the result wasthe
destruction of al sacred worlds, the endavement of a handful of Lost
Tlelaxu, everything gonewrong?

Now, trying to look like acommanding administrator, Uxta paced through



the laboratory and watched two white-smocked lab assistants tend the
specid gholatank.

A new modular building had just been brought in on alift suspensor
mechanism. The new laboratory wing was three timesthe size of the
origind facility, and required tearing down the neighboring dig

farmer's fences and gppropriating a portion of hisland. Uxta had

expected him to object and thusincur the wrath of the Honored Matres,
but he had seen the fellow-was his name Gaxhar?meekly move hisdigsto
another section of land. The women aso demanded that the farmer provide
them with acongtant supply of fresh dig mest, which hedid. Uxtal took
aquiet pleasure in seeing someone so downtrodden, in knowing that he
was not the only one helplessin Bandaong.

In the older |aboratory, captured women were chemically loboto-mized and
converted into breeding vats. From separate operations in the new wing,
Uxtal heard the muted screams of women being tortured, because pain
(technically, the adrendine, endorphins, and other chemical s the body
produced in response to pain) was aprimary ingredient in the specia

spice the Honored Matres craved.

Matre Superior Hellica had dready gone to the new chambersto oversee
the niceties. "Our facility will be ready as soon as| have properly
christened it." She wore atight-fitting gold-and-slver leotard that
reved ed the generous curves of her body, aong with a matching cape and
ajeweed headdress that looked like a crown mounted on her blonde hair.
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Hedidn't particularly want to know what that meant. Each time he saw
the Matre Superior, Uxta struggled not to reved hisloathing, though
she must recognize it on hisgrayish face. For hisown survivd, he

tried to show just the right amount of fear in her presence, but not too
much. He did not grovel-at least he didn't think so.

After aparticularly loud volley of screams came from the new wing,
Héllica swept through a doorway and into the laboratory section where
the impregnated axlotl tank lay on its chromed table. She enjoyed

looking at the single mound of sweeting, odorous flesh. The Matre
Superior nudged Uxta roughly enough to knock him off balance, asif he
were her comrade in arms. " Such an interesting way to treat the human
body, don't you think? Only suitable for women who are worthy of nothing
d"

Uxtal had not asked where the donor women came from. It was none of his
business, and he didn't want to know. He suspected the whores had
captured severd of their hated Bene Gesserit rivals out on other

planets. Now, that would have been interesting to see! As bloated axlotl
tanks, at least these women had gone to their proper place, to be
receptaclesfor offspring. Theided of aTlelaxu femde...



Héllica scowled upon seeing both laboratory assstants tending the one
pregnant tank. "Isthat project more important than mine? We arein need
of our drug-do not delay!"

Both assstants froze. Bowing before her, Uxta said immediatdy, "Of
course not, Matre Superior. We await your pleasure.”

"My pleasure? What would you know of my pleasure?’ Sheloomed over the
little man, regarding him with her predatory gaze. "I wonder if you have

the ssomach for thiswork. All the origind Mastersare dead as

punishment for their past crimes. Do not make me add you to that number.”

Crimes? Uxtd didn't know what the origind Tleillaxu had doneto the
Honored Matres to earn a hatred strong enough to warrant compl ete
extinction. "'l only know genetics, Matre Superior. Not politics." He
quickly bowed and scuttled out of her reach. "I am perfectly happy to
sarveyou.”

Her paeeyebrows arched. "Your lotin lifeisto serve.”
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When the past returnsto uswith al its glory and pain, we don't know
whether to embraceit or to flee.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, More Than a Mentat

The two axlotl tanksin the no-ship's medica center had once been Bene
Gessrit femaes. Volunteers. Now al that remained of the women were
gross mounds of flesh, their arams and legs flabby, their minds
completely vacated. They were living wombs, biologica factoriesfor the
cregtion of spice.

Teg could not look at them without feding bleak. Theair in the med
center smdled of disnfectants, medicina chemicals, and bitter cinnamon.

The Acolytes Manud said, A defined need leadsto asolution.” Inthe
first year of their odyssey, the Tlellaxu Master had revealed how to
manufacture méange with axlotl tanks. Knowing what was at stake, two of
the refugee women had offered themsalves. The Bene Gesserit dwaysdid
what was necessary, even to this extent.

Y ears ago on Chapterhouse, Mother Superior Odrade had permitted the
cregtion of axlotl tanks for the Sisterhood's own ghola experiments.
Volunteers were found, females who could serve the order in no better

way. Fourteen years ago, his own reborn body had emerged from one of them.

118



The Bene Gesserit know how to demand sacrifices of us. Somehow they make
uswant to do it. Teg had defeated many enemies, using histactical

geniusto achieve victory after victory for the Sisterhood; his desth on

Rakis had been the ultimate sacrifice.

Teg continued to look at the axlotl tanks-at these women. These Sisters
had aso given their lives, but in adifferent way. And now, thanksto
Scytale and his hidden nullentropy capsule, Sheeana needed more tanks.

When studying the contents of the nullentropy capsule, the Suk doctors
had & so discovered Face Dancer cdlls, which immediately cast suspicion
upon the Tleilaxu Master. The frantic Scytdeingsted that the process
was controllable, that they could identify and sdlect only those
individuals they wished to resurrect as gholas. With hislife beginning

to ebb, thelittle Master had lost al of hisbargaining power. Ina
moment of vulnerability, he explained how to separate Face Dancer cells
from the others.

Then, once again, he begged to be dlowed to grow aghola of himsdf
beforeit wastoo late.

Now, Sheeana paced the floor beside him in the medical center. Shoulders
tiff and neck arched, shelooked over at Scytae. The Tleilaxu Master
was not yet comfortable with his new freedom. He seemed nervousinside
the med-center, asif drowning in guilt because he had revealed so much.
He had surrendered everything, and now he no longer had any control.

"Three more tankswould be best," Scytade said, asif discussing the
wegther. " Otherwise, creating the group of desired gholaswill take too
long, one at atime, each with nine months of getation.”

"1 am confident we will find willing volunteers." Sheeana's voice was cold.
"When you findly begin this program, my own gholamust befirg."
Scytde looked from one pae-skinned axlotl tank to the other like a
doctor ingpecting test tubesin alab. "My need is greatest.”

"No," Sheeanasaid. "We must firgt verify that what you clamistrue,
that these cells are indeed samples of who you say they are.”

Scowling, the diminutive man looked at Teg asif to find support from a
person who claimed to worship honor and loyaty. ™Y ou know
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the genetics have been verified. Y our own libraries and chromosome

sequencers have had months to compare and catal og the cellular material
| gaveyou."



"Simply sfting through dl those cdllsand choosing the first

candidatesis quite atask." Sheeanasounded pragmatic. All of the
identified cells had been separated into secure storage drawersin the
genetic library, code-locked and placed under guard so that no one could
tamper with them. "Y our people were extremely ambitiousin the cdlls
they stole, dating dl the way back to the Butlerian Jihad.”

"We acquired them. My people may not have had a breeding program such as
yours, but we did know to watch the Atreidesline. We understood that

great events were about to unfold, that your longstanding search for a
superhuman Kwisatz Haderach was likdly to reach fruition around thetime

of MuadDib."

"So how did you get dl the cdl1s?" Teg asked.

"For millennia, Tlellaxu workers have been handlers of the dead. Though
many consder that an unclean and despised profession, we did have
unprecedented access. Unless abody is completely destroyed, it is
smple enough to acquire askin scraping or two."

At fourteen, Teg was till gangly and on hisway to becoming atall man.
Hisvoice cracked at embarrassng moments, though the thoughts and
memoriesin his head belonged to an old man. He spoke just loudly enough
for Sheeanato hear, "1 would like to meet Paul Muad'Dib and his mother,
the Lady Jessica.”

"That isjust the beginning of what | offer,” Scytde said, aming his
glare a Sheeana. "And you did agree to my terms, Reverend Mother."

"Y ou will have your ghola But I am not inclined to hurry.”

The dfin man bit hislower lip with tiny, sharp teeth. "Thereisa
ticking clock. | must havetimeto creste a Scytde gholaand raiseit
sothat | cantrigger hismemories.”

Sheeanagave adismissvewave. "Y ou said yoursdf that you had at least
adecade |eft, possibly fifteen years. Y ou'll have the best medicd

care. Our Bene Gesserit doctors will keep watch over your condition. The
Rabbi isaretired Suk doctor, if you don't want femaestending you. In
the meantime, we will test the new cdllsyou offer us”

"That iswhy you'll need three more axlotl tanks! The converson
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process will take some months, then the implantation of the embryo, then
gestation. We will need to perform many tests. The sooner we produce
enough gholasto dlay your suspicions, the sooner you will seethe

truth of what | havetold you."

"And the sooner you can have your own ghola," Teg added. He stared



intently at the two axlotl tanks until he could picture the women they

had been before the hideous conversion process, red femaeswith hearts
and minds. They'd had lives and dreams, and people who cared about them.
Y et, as soon as the Sisterhood had declared its need, they'd offered
themsalves without hesitation.

Teg knew that Sheeana had only to ask for more. New volunteers would
consider it an honor to give birth to heroes from the legendary days of
Dune.
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We are the wdlspring of human surviva.
- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA

Murbellas scouts returned ashen-faced from aflyby of the intact
coordinates found in the scuttled Honored Matre ship. Racing out to a
distant star system far beyond the known limits of the Scattering, they
discovered evidence of great carnage.

When Murbella received the recordings from the scouts, she watched them
in her private chamber dong with Bellonda, Doria, and the old Archives
Mother Accadia

"Utterly wiped out,” said the scout. Y oung and intense, she was aformer
Honored Matre named Kiria "Even with dl their military might and
violence..." She couldn't seem to believe what she was saying or what
she had seen. Kiriaingtalled a shigawire spool into aviewer and
projected hologramsin the middle of the room. " Seefor yoursdves.”

The unidentified planet, now acharred tomb, was obvioudy aformer
Honored Matre population center, with the remnants of dozens of large
citieslaid out intheir characterigtic fashion. Theinhabitants were

al deed, buildings blackened, entire metropolitan sections turned to
glassy craters, structures melted, spaceports cracked, and the
amosphere turned into adark stew of soot and poisonous vapors.
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"Thisisworse. Look." Deeply disturbed, Kiriaswitched to images that
showed a battlefield in space. Strewn through the orbital zone floated

the wreckage of thousands of large, heavily armored ships. Bristling

with weapons, these were the Honored Matres grest vessds-all of them
destroyed, littering space in awide ring. "We scanned the wreckage,

Mother Commander. All of the craft were of asimilar design to the

Honored Matre battleship we encountered here. We found no other types of
ships. Unbdievable™



"What isthe significance of that?' Bdlondasaid.

Kiriasnapped at her, "It meansthat the Honored Matres were
annihilated-thousands of their best battleships-and they didn't manage
to take out asingle one of the Enemy! Not aone!™ She brought afist
down on thetable.

"Unless the Enemy removed their own damaged warships, to keep their
workings secret,” Accadia said, though the explanation did not seem likely.

"Y ou discovered no clues about the nature of the Enemy? Or of the
Honored Matres themsalves?' Murbellahad tried again to search through
Other Memory, striving to delve into her Honored Matre past, but had
encountered only mysteries and dead ends. She could trace back aong the
Bene Gessrit lines, following life upon life dl the way back to Old

Earth. But in the Honored Matre line, she found almost nothing at dl.

"| gathered enough evidenceto befrightened,” Kiriasaid. "Thisis
clearly aforce we cannot defest. If that many Honored Matres were wiped
out, what hope doesthe New Sisterhood have?’

"Thereisawayshope,” old Accadiasaid unconvincingly, asif quoting a
plaitude.

"And now thereisincentive aswdl asadirewarning,” Murbdlasad.
Shelooked at dl of her advisors. "l will cdl agatheringimmediately.”

ALMOST A THOUSAND Sigters had been invited from al over the planet, and
the recelving hdl had to be substantialy modified for the
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event. The Mother Commander's throne and al symbols of her office had
been removed; soon the meaning of that gesture would become gpparent to
al. Onthewalsand vaulted ceiling, she had ordered dl frescoesand

other ornamentation to be covered, leaving the huge chamber with a

garkly utilitarian character. A signa that they needed to focus on

bare necessties.

Without explaining why, Odrade-within reminded Murbellaof aBene
Gessit axiom: " "All lifeisaseries of seemingly insgnificant tasks
and decisions, culminating in the definition of anindividua and her
purposeinlife™ And shefollowed that with another: " 'Each Sigter is
part of thelarger human organism, alifewithin alife™

Remembering the stew of discontent that Smmered among the factions even
here on Chapterhouse, Murbella saw what Odrade was getting at. "When our
own Sigterskill each other, morethan just individuasdie.”



At arecent supper, an atercation had |eft a Bene Gesserit dead and an
Honored Matrein a deep coma. Murbellahad decided to convert the
comatose oneinto an axlotl tank to set an example, though even that was
inadequate punishment for such continued, petty defiance.

As she paced the spesking hall, the Mother Commander forced hersdlf to
recd| the progress she had made over the past four years since their
forced fusion. She hersalf had required years to make the fundamental
change, to accept the core teachings of the Sisterhood and see the flaws
in Honored Matre methods of violence and short-term godls.

When she was held captive among the Bene Gesserit, even she had naively
assumed her strength and abilities would prove to be grester than that

of the witches. Such arrogance! At first she had schemed to destroy the
Sisterhood from within, but the more Bene Gesserit knowledge and
philosophy she received, the more she began to understand-and frown
upon-her former organization. Murbellawas merdly thefirst convert, the
first hybrid of Honored Matre and Bene Gessrit...

On the morning of the gathering, the mixed representatives assumed their
marked seats, dark green cushions arranged on the floor
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in ever-expanding concentric circles, like the petas of ablossoming
flower. The Mother Commander placed her own cushion down among the
Sders, rather than looming over them from a high throne.

Murbellawore asmple black singlesuit that gave her perfect freedom of
movement, but without the flashy ornamentation, cape, or bright colors

the Honored Matres preferred; she aso eschewed the concealing robes the
Bene Gessyits usudly draped over themselves.

Asthe representatives Situated themselvesin a clash of mismatched
clothes and colors, Murbella decided abruptly that she would impose a
dress code. She should have done so ayear ago, following the bloody
school-yard brawl that had |eft severa acolytes dead. Even after four
years, thesewomen il clung to their old identities. No more
armbands, no more gaudy colors or capes, no more flowing ravenlike
robes. From now on, asimple black singlesuit would do for everyone.

Both sides would have to accept changes. Not compromise, but synthesis.
Compromises only drove both ends of the curve to an unacceptable and
wesker average; instead, both sides must take the best from the other

and discard the rest.

Sensing their palpable uneasiness, Murbellarose to her knees and stared
the women down. She had dready heard of more former Honored Matres
dipping away to join the outcasts in the northern regions. Other



rumors-no longer so absurd-suggested that some had even joined the
largest group of rebelsled by Matre Superior Hellicaon Tleilax. In
light of what they had dl just learned about the Enemy, such
distractions could not be tolerated any longer.

She knew that many of the gathered Sisters would automaticaly argue
againg the changes Murbella planned to impaose. They aready resented

her for the turmoil she had caused in the past. For a chilling moment,

she compared hersdf to Julius Caesar standing before the Senate to
propose monumenta reforms that would have benefited the Roman Empire.
And the Senators had voted with their daggers.

Before speaking, Murbella performed a Bene Gesserit breathing exercise
to calm hersdlf. She became conscious of achangeintheair currents
around her, something intangible. Narrowing her eyes, shetook note of
detalls, of the placement of seated and standing women.

125

After activating the receiving hall's sound system with awave of her

hand, Murbella spoke into a microphone that dropped on a sus-pensor and
hovered in front of her face. "I am unlike any leader the Sisterhood or

the Honored Matres have ever had. It isnot my purposeto please
everyone, but instead to forge an army that has a chance- however
dight-of surviva. Our surviva. We cannot afford thetime for gradud

changes.”

"Can we afford changes at dl?* grumbled one Honored Matre. "1 cannot
see how they have benefited us.”

"That is because you cannot see. Will you open your eyes, or
congratulate yoursdalf on your blindness?' The other woman's eyes
flashed, though the orange flecks had long ago gone away from the lack
of orange spice subdtitute.

Just behind her, aBene Gessexit Sister arrived late. She approached

aong anarrow aide, scanning the areaaround her asif searching for

her seet. But every woman knew her assigned place. The latecomer should
not be going in that direction.

Watching with periphera vision as she spoke, Murbellagave no sgn that
she had noticed anything amiss. The dark-haired and high-cheekboned
woman looked unfamiliar. Not someone | know.

She kept her gaze forward, internaly counting the seconds as she
mentally mapped the newcomer's gpproach. Then, without |ooking back,
using the full reflexeswired into her from both Honored Matre and Bene
Gessrit training, Murbella sprang to her feet. With bresthtaking speed,
she spun in the air to face the woman. Before her feet could touch the
floor again, the Mother Commander bent backward, just asthe attacker
moved in ablur, pulling something from the pocket of her robe and



dashing out in asingle fluid motion. Milky whiteand
crystdline-sharp-an ancient crysknifel

Murbella's muscular responses bypassed conscious thought. She dipped
with oneflattened hand, avoiding thetip of the plunging crysknife and
drove upward to strike thewrist. A thin bone popped with asound like
dry wood breaking. The would-be n'sfingers opened, and the
crysknife began to fall, but so dowly it seemed to hang suspended, like
afeather. When the woman raised her other aam to
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fend off asecond blow, Murhdlahit her with asmashing punch to the
throat, crushing her larynx before she could cry ouit.

AsMurbellas adversary collapsed, the crysknife clattered to the floor,

its blade shattering. A dim part of Murbellals mind was pleased to see

both Sisters and Honored Matres legp from their cushions, ingtinctively
jumping up to aid the Mother Commander in case the coup attempt was more
widespread. In their motions, she recognized truth, just as she had seen
theliesin the motions of the would-be assassin.

Both fat Bellondaand wiry Doria pounced on the falen woman, holding
her down. Now those two worked together! Still on her feet, Murhella
scanned the large room and catal ogued the faces, assuring hersdlf that
there were no interlopers present and no thrests.

Though the lone attacker thrashed, trying to breathe, or maybe forcing
hersdlf to die, Bellonda pressed the woman'sthroat, opening her air
passage to keep her aive. Doriaroared for a Suk doctor.

The broken crysknifelay on thefloor by the writhing woman. Murhella
assessed it with aglance and understood. Traditional weapon ... ancient
ways. The symbolism of the gesturewas clear.

Murbellaused Voice, hoping the injured woman was too weak to use
standard defenses against the command. "Who are you? Speak!"

With cracked and broken words rattling through her damaged throat, the
woman forced out her answer. She seemed glad to do so and wildly
defiant. "1 am your future. Otherslike me will emerge from shadows,
drop from cellings, come at you out of thin air. One of uswill get

| n

youl

"Why do you wish to kill me?' The other Bene Gesseritsin the audience
had fallen into an utter hush, straining to hear the attacker'swords.

"Because of what you did to the Sisterhood.” The woman managed to turn



her head toward Doria as a symbol of the Honored Matres. If she'd had
the strength, she might have spat. "As Mother Commander you raisethe
aarm about an Outside Enemy, while you welcome red enemiesinto our
midst. Fool!"

Scowling grimly, Bellonda provided the attacker's name after ransacking
her Mentat mind. "Sheis Sister Osafa Chram. One of the orchard workers,
anew ariva from acrossthe planet.”
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A Bene Gessit hastried to kill me. No longer wasit just the
power-hungry Honored Matres who sought to seize her position of power.

"Sheeanawas right to flee ... and leave the rest of usto rot herel”
Looking up at the Sigers, then giving afina glare at Murbella, Osafa
Chram summoned the necessary courage and willed hersdf to die.

Asthe assassin began her find spasms, Murbella shouted, "Bellondal
Share with her! We must discover what she knows! How widespread isthis

conspiracy?'

The Reverend Mother reacted with unexpected speed and grace, dapping
her hands to the woman's temples and pressing their foreheads together.

" She resi sts me even with her dying breath! Not letting her thoughts

flow." Bellondawinced, then withdrew. "She'sgone.”

Dorialeaned closer and grimaced. "Smell that. Shere, and lots of it.
She's made sure we can't even use amechanica probeto pry loose her

thoughts”

The gathered Sisters murmured uneasily. Murbellawondered if she needed
to subject everyoneto Truthsayer interrogation. A thousand of them! And
if this Bene Gesserit Sister had tried to kill the Mother Commander,

could Murbellatrust even her Truthsayers?

Marshaling her concentration, she gave adismissve wave toward the dead
woman on thefloor. "Remove that. Everyone else, resume your seats. A
gathering is serious business, and we have falen behind schedule.”

"We're with you, Mother Commander!" ayoung woman shouted from the
audience. Murbellacouldn't tell who said it.

Doriaquietly returned to her seet, watching Murbellawith grudging
respect. Some of the former Honored Matres in the audience were clearly
surprised-some smug, othersindignant-that a knife blade could have come
from the coldly pacifistic Bene Gesserits.

Murbella gave no more than an annoyed glance as women hustled away with
the bundled body of the dead woman. "I have fended off nation
attempts before. We have important work to do here, and we must quash



these petty rebellions among us, erasing al vestiges of our past
conflicts”

"For that, we would need collective amnesia," Bdllonda snorted.
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A thin wave of laughter spread through the room, and dissipated quickly.

"I will forceit upon you," Murbdlasaid with aglare, "'no matter how
many heads | have to knock together.”
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Thefabric of the universeis connected by threads of thought and
tangled dliances. Others may glimpse parts of the pattern, but only we
can decipher dl of it. We can use that information to form a deadly net
inwhich to trap our enemies.

- KHRONE, secret message to the Face Dancer myriad

An ingstent communication seized Khrone through the tachyon net asthe
Guildship departed Tleilax, where he had secretly inspected the progress
of the new gholainitsaxlotl tank.

Hislackey Uxta had indeed implanted an embryo made from the cdlls
hidden in the burned body of the Tleilaxu Master. So, the Lost Tleilaxu
was not completely incompetent. The mysterious child was growing even
now. And if the gholasidentity was as Khrone suspected, the
possibilitieswere interesting, indeed.

A year ago, Khrone had deposited Uxtal in Bandalong with strict orders,
and theterrified researcher had obeyed in every way. A Face Dancer
replicamight have been adequate to the task, given aclear enough
mental imprinting of Uxta's knowledge, but the squirming assistant had
been performing with an edge of desperation that no Face Dancer could
match. Ah, the predictable ingtinct of humansto survive. It could

easly be used againgt them.

Asthe Guildship drifted around to the nightside of Tlellax, the ship's
viewers showed black scarswhere cities had been erased. Only a
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few weekly shining lights marked struggling townsthat clung to life.
Somewhere down there, the greatest works of the Tleilaxu had their
origins, even the primitive versons of Face Dancers, so many millennia
ago. But those shape-shifting mules were little more than hand-daubed
cave paintings compared to the masterpieces that Khrone and hisfellows



had become,

Face Dancers had taken over the crew positions on this ship, killing and
replacing ahandful of Guildsmen, leaving only the oblivious Navigator

in histank. Khrone was not certain whether a Face Dancer could imprint
and replace agrandly mutated Navigator. That was an experiment to be
considered at some later date. In the meantime, no one would know that
he had cometo Tlelax just to observe.

No one, except for his distant supposed controllers who watched the Face
Dancersat al times,

Now, as Khrone waked down the corridor of the cruisng ship, his step
faltered. The burnished metal wallsblurred and became less didtinct.
Hiswholeview tilted a an angle, then sideways. Abruptly, the redity

of the Guildship vanished, leaving him standing in an empty, cold void,
with no surface visible beneeth hisfeet. Sparkling, colorful lines of

the tachyon net writhed around him, connections extending everywhere,
woven through the universe. Khrone froze, his eyeswidening as helooked
around. He stopped himself from speaking.

Infront of him he discerned a crystal-sharp image of the formsthat the
two entities chose for him to see: acam and friendly looking old

couple. Actudly, they were anything but gentle and harmless. The two
had bright eyes, white hair, and wrinkled skin that radiated awarm glow
of health. Both wore comfortable clothes: the old man ared plaid shirt,
the matronly woman gray gardening overdls. But though she had assumed
the shape of awoman's body, she had not the dightest air of

femininity. In the vison that trapped Khrone, the two stood among fruit
trees bursting with blossoms, so laden with white petals and buzzing
beesthat Khrone could smell the perfume and hear the sounds.

He didn't understand why this bizarre pair insisted on such afacade,
certainly not for his benefit. He did not at al care about their
appearance, nor was he impressed.

Despite his grandfatherly face, the old man'swords were harsh. "We
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grow impatient with you. The no-ship got away from uswhen it vanished
from Chapterhouse. We caught another glimpse of it ayear ago, but the
craft dipped away from us again. We continue our own search, but you
promised that your Face Dancerswould find it."

"Wewill find it." Khrone could no longer fed the Guildship around him.
Thear samdled like sweet blossoms. " The fugitives cannot evade us
forever. Y ou will havethem, | assureyou.”

"We do not have that long to wait. Thetimeis nearly upon us after dl
thesemillennia”



"Now, now, Danid," the old woman chided. "Y ou have dways been so
goal-oriented. What have you learned in pursuing the no-ship? Hasn't the
journey itself provided many rewards?'

The old man scowled at her. "That is beside the point. | have dways
worried about the unrdiability of your distracting pets. Sometimes they
fedl the need to become martyrs. Don't they, my Martyr?' He said the
name with dripping sarcasm.

The old woman chuckled asif he had merely been teasing her. Y ou know |
prefer Marty to Martyr. It'samore human name ... more personal.”

She turned toward the blossom-laden fruit trees behind her, reached up
with atough brown hand and plucked a perfectly round portygul. The rest
of the blossoms disappeared, and now the treeswere full of fruit, all

of it ripefor the picking.

Logt inthisstrangeillusory place, Khrone stood boiling insde. He

resented that his aleged masters could come upon him so unexpectedly,
wherever he might be. The Face Dancer myriad was awidely extended
network. The shape-shifters were everywhere, and they would catch the
no-ship quarry. Khrone himsdlf wanted control of thelost vessel and its

va uable passengers as much as the old man and woman did. He had his own
agenda, which these two never guessed. The gholabeing grown on Tleilax
could be an important component of his secret plan.

The old man adjusted a straw hat on his head and leaned closer to
Khrone, though hisimage came from impossbly far away. "Our detalled
projections have provided us with the answer we need. Thereisno
possibility for error. Kralizec will soon be upon us, and our victory
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requires the Kwisatz Haderach, the superhuman bred by the Bene Gesserit.
According to the predictions, the no-ship isthe key. Heis- or will
be-aboard.”

"lan't it amazing that mere humans reached the same conclusion thousands
of years ago with their prophecies and their writings?' The old woman

sat on abench and began to ped the portygul. Sweet juice dripped from
her fingers.

Unimpressed, the old man waved a calused hand. "They laid down so many
millions of prophecies, they couldn't possibly have been wrong dl the

time. We know that once we acquire the no-ship, we acquire the Kwisatz
Haderach. That has been proven.”

"Predicted, Daniel. Not proven." The woman offered him a section of the



fruit, but the old man declined.
"When there isno doubt, then athing is proven. | have no doubt.”

Khrone did not need to pretend confidence. "My Face Dancerswill find
the no-ship.”

"We havefath in your abilities, dear Khrone" the old woman said. "But
it has been nearly five years, and we need more than mere assurances.”
She amiled swestly asif she meant to reach out and pat him on the
cheek. "Don't forget your obligations.”

Suddenly the multicolored lines of force around Khrone grew
incandescent. Through al the nerves of hisbody, penetrating every bone
and musclefiber, hefdt a searing agony, an indescribable pain that

went beyond his cdlls and beyond his mind. With hisintrinsc Face
Dancer control, hetried to shut down al of hisreceptors, but he could
not escape. The agony continued, yet the old woman's voice remained
exceptiondly clear in the back of histhoughts: "We can kegp thisup

for ten million yearsif we choose."

Abruptly the pain was gone, and the old man reached over to take half of
the peded fruit the woman offered him. Tearing off asection, he said,
"Do not give usan excuseto do it.”

Then theillusory world wavered. The bucolic orchard disappeared, and
the bright network of linesfaded, leaving only the metal-walled
corridors of the Guildship again. Khrone had collapsed to the deck, and
no one else was around. Shaking, he climbed to hisfeet. The throbbing
agony dill burst out in cdllular echoesfrom dark afterimages
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behind his eyes. He drew severd breathsto regain his strength, using
his outrage as a crutch.

During thewash of pain, hisfeatures had shifted through numerous
assumed guises and reverted to their blank Face Dancer appearance again.
Gathering himsdf, Khrone vengefully formed hisfaceinto an exact
replicaof the old man's. But that was not enough for him. Fedling petty
rage, he drew back hislipsto expose teeth that he transformed into

brown and decayed ssumps. Khrone'simitation of the old man'swrinkled
face became decayed. Flesh hung in sagging folds, then turned yellow
before separating from the muscles. Vindictively Ieprous blotches

covered the skin, and the face became amass of bails, the eyes milky

and blind.

If only he could project the condition, it was what the old bastard
deserved!

Khrone reasserted himsdlf again, restoring his normal gppearance, though



the anger remained ungquenched within him. Then hissmile gradudly returned.

Those who considered themsealves the rulers of the Face Dancers had been
fooled again, just like the origina Tleilaxu Masters and their

offshoots, the Lost Ones. Still shaking, Khrone chuckled now as he
walked dong the Guildship's corridor, regathering his strength. He

looked like an average crewman again. No one could possibly understand
thefine art of deception better than he did.

| am its greatest practitioner, he thought.
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Damn your andyses and your infernd projectionsl Damn your lega
arguments, your manipulations, your subtle and not'SO' subtle pressures.
Tak, tak, tak! 1t al comes down to the same thing: When adifficult
decision must be reached, the redl choiceisobvious.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, ninth new ghola, shortly before his death

In the bright chamber that served the Jews astheir temple, ina

ceremony astraditional asthe no-ship's stores could provide, the old
Rabbi led the Seder. Rebecca watched with her new understanding of the
root meanings behind the ancient ritua. She had lived it hersdlf in her
memories, ages ago. Though hewould never admit it, even the Rabhbi did
not grasp some of the nuances, despite alifetime of study. Rebecca
would not correct him, however. Not in front of the others, not evenin
private. He was not aman who wished for arefinement of his
understanding, not as a Suk doctor, nor as a Rabbi.

Here, isolated from many of the strict requirements of the ancient
Passover service, the Rabbi followed the rule of the Seder as best he
could. His people acknowledged the difficulties, accepted the truth in
their hearts, and convinced themselves that everything was correct and
proper, lacking in no detail.

"God will understand, so long aswe do not forget,” the Rabbi said ina
low voice, asif uttering a secret. "We have had to make do before.”

For the private observance in the Rabbi's extended quarters, which aso
served astheir temple, they had matzahs, maror-or bitter herbs-
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and something resembling the right kind of wine... but no lamb. A
processed meat substitute from the ship's stores was the closest he

could come. Hisfollowers did not complain.

Rebecca had cel ebrated the Passover dl her life, participating with-out



questioning. Now, however, thanks to those millions from Lam-padasin
her head, she could delve through countless paths of memory acrossa
wideweb of generations. Buried within her were recollections of the
firg true Passover, livesas davesin an incredibly ancient

civi-lization caled Egypt. She knew the truth, understood which parts
werethe gtrictest historical fact and which had dowly strayed into

ritual and myth, despite the best efforts of rabbisto keep faith with
previous generations.

"Perhaps we should smear blood over thelintel on our quarters,” she
sad quietly. "Theangd of death isdifferent from before, but itis
death nevertheless. We are still being pursued.”

"If we can believe what Duncan Idaho says." The Rabbi did not know how
to respond to her often-provocative comments. He protected himsdlf by
retreating into the formal order of the Seder. Jacob and Levi helped him
with the blessng on wine, the washing of hands. They al prayed again

and read from the Haggadah.

These daysthe Rabbi frequently grew angry with Rebecca, snapping at
her, chadlenging her every statement because he saw the work of evil
withinit. If he had been adifferent sort of man, Rebecca could have
talked with him for hours, describing her memories of Egypt and Pharaoh,
the awful plague, the epochd flight into the desart. She could have
recounted real conversationsto himin the origina tongue, shared her
impressions of the living man Moses. One of her myriad ancestors had
actually heard the great man speak.

If only the Rabbi were adifferent sort of person ...

Hisflock was smal; not many of them had gotten away from the Honored
Mattes on Gammu. For millenniaupon millennia, their people had been
persecuted, driven from one hiding place to another. Now, asthey let
themsalves be swept up in the festive Passover ritud, their voices were
few, though strong. The Rabbi would not alow himself to admit defeat.
He doggedly did what he believed he must do, and he saw Rebeccaasa
foil againgt whomto test hismettle.
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She did not ask for his censure or suggest a debate. With dl the

memories and liveswithin her, Rebecca could easily counter any
erroneous statement he might make, but she had no wish to make him look
likeafool, did not want him to grow even more resentful and defensive.

Rebecca had not yet told him of her recent decision to take on agrester
respons bility, an even greater pain. The Bene Gesserits had called, and
she had responded. She dready knew what the Rabbi would say about it,
but she had no intention of changing her mind. She could be as stubborn



asthe Rabbi, if she so chose. The horizon of her thoughts extended to
the edge of history, while his thoughts were bounded by hisown life.

By the time grace was spoken after their meals, then the happy Hallel

and the songs, she discovered that her cheeks were wet with tears. Jacob
saw thiswith ahushed awe. The service was moving, and with her
perspective it seemed more meaningful than ever. Her weeping, though,
came from the knowledge that she would not see another Seder....

Much later, after the benediction and the last reading, when the smdll
party had finished eating and departed, Rebecca remained behind in the
Rabbi's quarters. She helped the old man put away the paraphernaia of
the service; the awkward distance between them told her that he knew
something was troubling her. The Rabbi held hisslence, and Rebecca
didn't offer to gpeak. She could sense him looking at her with his
flashing eyes.

"Another Passover service aboard this no-ship. Four so far!” hefindly
sad, fasay conversationd. "Isthis any better than being hidden like
rodents under the ground while Honored Matre searcherstry to uncover
us?' When the old man was uncomfortable, Rebecca knew he resorted to
complaints.

"How quickly you have forgotten our months of terror cramped in that
hidden chamber with our air systemsfailing, the waste-recycling tanks
overfull, the food supplies dwindling,” she reminded him. " Jacob

couldn't fix it. Wewould al have died soon, or been forced to dip away.”
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"Maybe we could have eluded the terrible women." Hiswords were
autometic, and Rebecca could tell he didn't believe them himsalf.

"I think not. Overhead in the ash pit, the Honored Matre hunters were
using their scanning devices, probing the soil, digging for us. They

were close. They suspected. Y ou know it was only amatter of time before
they discovered our hiding place. Our enemies dwaysfind our hiding
places”

"Not dl of them."

"We were lucky the Bene Gesserit chose to attack Gammu when they did. It
was our chance, and wetook it."

"The Bene Gessxit! Daughter, you dways defend them.”
"They saved us."
"Because they were obligated to. And that obligation has now made us

loseyou. You areforever tainted, girl. All those memories you took
within your mind corrupted you. If only you could forget them.” He hung



his head in amel odramatic gesture of misery, rubbing histemples. "I
shdl forever fed guilt because of what | made you do."

"I did it willingly, Rabbi. Do not go looking for guilt that you did not
ean. Yes, dl those memorieswrought great changesin me. Even| did
not guess the magnitude of that weight from the past.”

"They rescued us, but now we arelost again, wandering and wandering on
this ship. What isto become of us? We have begun to have children, but
what good doesit do? Two babies so far. When will we find anew home?'

"Thisislike our people's sojourn in the desert, Rabbi." Rebecca
actudly remembered parts of it. "Perhaps God will lead usto the land
of milk and honey."

"And perhgpswe will vanish forever."

Rebecca had little patience for his constant moaning, hiswringing of

hands. It had been easier to tolerate the old man before, to give him

the benefit of the doubt and let her faith counsdl her. She had

respected the Rabbi, believed everything he said, never thought to

guestion. Shelonged for that innocence and confidence again, but it was
gone. The Lampadas Horde had made sure of that. Rebecca's thoughts were
now clearer, her decison irrevocable.
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"My Sigters have asked for volunteers. They have ... aneed.”

"A need?' The Rabbi raised his bushy eyebrows, pushed his spectacles
back up.

"The volunteerswill submit to acertain process. They will become
axlotl tanks, receptacles to bear the children they have determined are
necessary for our survival."

The Rabbi looked angry and revolted. "It is clearly the work of evil."
"Isit evil if it savesdl of us?'

"Y esl No matter what excusesthe witchesgive."

"l do not agree, Rabhi. | believeit isthework of God. If we are given
toolsfor our surviva, then God must want usto survive. But the evil

inclination tricks us by sowing seeds of fear and suspicion.”

As she had expected, he bridled. His nogtrils flared, and he grew
indignant. "Do you suggest that | am following an evil indination?!



Her counterblow was strong enough to knock him off hisfeet. "I'm saying
that | have decided to volunteer. | will become one of their womb tanks.
My body will provide a necessary receptacle so the gholas can be born.”
A softer voice now, kinder words. "1 trust you will ook upon those
children | bear and give them whatever aid and counsd they might
require. Teach them if you can.”

The Rabbi was aghast. "'Y ou-you cannot do this, daughter. | forbid it.”
"It is Passover, Rabbi. Remember the blood of the lamb on the door-post.”

"That was dlowed only during the days of the Solomonic templein
Jerusalem. It isforbidden to do it anywhere else, at any time.”

"Nevertheless, though | am far, far from untainted, this may be enough.”
Sheremained cam, but the Rabbi was shaking.

"Itisfolly and pride! The witches have lured you into their trap. You
must pray with me-"

"My mind is made up, Rabbi. I've seen the wisdom of this. The Bene
Gessritswill have ther tanks. They will find their volunteers,

Congder dl the other women aboard, younger and stronger by far. They
have their futures ahead of them, while | have had countless
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livesingde my head. That is more than enough for any person, and | am
content. By offering mysdlf, | save someonedse.”

"Y ou will be cursed!" His hoarse voice cracked beforeit could riseto a
scream. Shewondered if hewould tear his deeve and cast her out,
disavowing any further connection with her. Right now, the Rabbi wastoo
horrified by what she had told him.

"Asyou 0 often remind me, Rabhbi, | have millions aready within me. In
al my pastsagreat many of them were devout Jews. Othersfollowed
their own conscience. But make no mistake, thisisapricel can
willingly pay. An honorable price. Don't think about losing me-think
instead of thegirl | am saving."

Grasping at straws, he said, "Y ou aretoo old. Y ou are past
child-bearing years."

"My body only needsto provide the incubator, not the ovaries. | have
already been tested. The Sisters assure me that | can adequately serve.”
She rested her hand on his arm, knowing that he cared for her. Y ou were
a Suk doctor once. | trust the Bene Gesserit physicians, but | would

fed better if | knew that you would aso watch over me."



She went to the door of the temple chamber and gave him alast amile.
"Thank you, Rabbi." She dipped away before he could marshd his
scrambled thoughts and continue arguing with her.
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To theloving eye, even an Abomination can be abeautiful child.

- MISSIONARIA PROTECTIVA, adapted from the Azhar Book

For months under the stern and watchful eyes of the Honored Mattes,
Uxta worked a monitoring the axlotl tank while o attending the pain
|aboratories. He felt wrung out in his struggle to satisfy those who
controlled him.

Khrone had cometo visit him twicein the past hdf year (twicethat he
knew about, though a Face Dancer could move unnoticed whenever he
liked). In hissquaid quarters, the Lost Tleilaxu researcher kept his
own caendar, marking off each day asasmall victory, asif surviva
itself were amatter of keeping score.

In the meantime, he had also begun to produce enough of the orange
mé ange dternative to make the whores believe he had vaue to them
after dl. Unfortunately, his successes were more aresult of repeated
attempts than any genuine skill on hispart. In spite of his

uncertainties and hagtily covered blunders, Uxtal had ssumbled upon a
serviceable manufacturing method; though inefficient, it was good enough
to keep the whores from killing him, for the time being.

And meanwhile the ghola baby continued to grow.

When the mad e fetus reached a point where he could take samples
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sufficient to run analyses, he compared the DNA to genetic records that
Khrone had provided. He till didn't know what the Face Dancershad in
mind with this child; in fact, he wasn't even convinced the
shape-shiftershad aplan at al, beyond their own curiosity.

Initidly, Uxtal was able to isolate the generd bloodline, then narrow

it down to specifics, aplanet of origin, an extended family ... and

then adefinite family. Findly he backtracked the lineage to a specific
historical person. Theresult startled him, and he nearly deleted the



answer before anyone could see. But he was sure someone must be
observing him, and if hewas caught trying to hide information, the
Honored Matreswould treat him very harshly.

Instead, he faced his own dizzying questions. Why had the old Tlellaxu
Masters preserved those particular cells? What possible purpose could

they have imagined? And what other remarkable cells had been insdethe
destroyed nullentropy capsule? Too bad the Honored Matres had destroyed
al the bodies, burning them or feeding them to digs.

Khrone would return soon enough. Then maybe the Face Dancerswould take
their gholababy away, and Uxta could be free. Or maybe they would just
kill him and be donewithit....

After its carefully monitored gestation period, the decanting of the

infant wasimminent. Quiteimminent. Uxtal spent mogt of hisdaysnow in
the axlotl room, both fearful and fascinated. He bent over the bloated
femadetank, testing the unborn baby's heartbesat, his movements. The
child frequently let loose viciouskicks, asif he hated the fleshy cdll

that contained him. Not surprising, but darming nevertheless.

When the day arrived, Uxta summoned his assstants. "If the baby is not
born hedthy, | will send you to the torture wing-" He suddenly gasped,
remembering other duties, and | eft the befuddled ass stants standing by
the pregnant tank as he rushed into the new adjacent laboratory wing.

There, among the screams, moans, and atiny trickle of precursor
chemicasfor spice dterndive, Hellicawas waiting impatiently for
him. For some time she had amused hersdf by watching the spice
"harvesting” process, but now, seeing Uxta, she snaked toward him.
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He averted hiseyes, sammered. "I am s-sorry, Matre Superior. The ghola
isabout to be born, and | was distracted. | should have ignored al

other respongbilities as soon asyou arrived.” He muttered asilent,

frantic prayer that she wouldn't murder him then and there. The Face
Dancerswould be quite upset if shekilled him before he could decant

the child, wouldn't they?

When Hellicas eyes flashed dangeroudy, he wanted to run. "I do not
believe you are sufficiently convinced of your placein thisnew order,
little man. It istime you are bonded-before that gholaisborn. | need
torely onyou. You will never again losetrack of your priorities.”

Uxtal became more aware of the swell of her breasts and the way she
moved in the tight leotard. She seemed to project a hypnotic sexuality.
Their gazeslocked, but he experienced no arousal.

"Once | make you dependent on my pleasures,” she continued, massaging
hisface gently with her fingers, "I will have your full dedication to



my project. With the ghola baby out of the way, you will have no other
excusss.”

Uxtal felt his pulse accelerate. What would she do once she found out
what Khrone had done to him?

A shout came from the main laboratory, followed by the brief indignant
squdl of ababy. Uxtd's heart legpt into histhroat. "The child has

been born! How could they do it without me?* Uxta tried to pull awvay
from Hellica. Terrified that his ass stants had proved they could do
their work independently, he didn't dare let anyone believe he might be
unnecessary. "Please, Matre Superior, let me make certain my foolish
assigants did nothing wrong.”

Fortunately, Hellica seemed asinterested as he was. The Tlellaxu man
scuttled out of the new wing and rushed to the now deflated axlotl tank.
With ashy but confused smile, one of the assistants held up the
dripping, apparently healthy infant by one foot. The Matre Superior
gtrode over, her cape fluttering behind her.

Uxtal snatched the baby from the assistant, though he found the whole
birthing process disgusting. He was sure that Khrone would kill him (and
dowly) if he dlowed anything to happen to this child.

He showed the infant to Hellica. "There, Matre Superior. ASyou see,
thisdistracting job will be over as soon as the Face Dancerstake

143

the child away. My work for themisdone. | can now devote much more of
my time and energy to creating the orange spice you want so much. Unless
... unlessyou would just like to let me go free?' Heraised his

eyebrows pleadingly.

She gave adismissive sniff and stalked back into the new wing, where
sounds of screaming echoed through the corridors.

Uxtal stared down at the newborn boy, amazed at his own luck. By some
miraculous numerica aignment, he had achieved success. Now Khrone
could not complain, or punish him. A quiver of dread shuddered down his
spine. What if the Face Dancersingsted that he restore the gholas
memories aswdl? So many more years!

Seeing the newborn now, so smple, innocent, and "norma” puzzled Uxtal.
Having reviewed the higtorical records, he couldn't imagine what this
gholas destiny would be, what Khrone would do with him. It must be part
of acosmic plan that he could understand, but only if he ascertained

al the numbersthat pointed to the truth.

He held the ghola baby out before him, looked at the tiny face, and
shook his head. "Welcome back, Baron Vladimir Harkonnen."
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Wedl have abeast within us, hungry and violent. Some of us can feed
and control the predator within, but it is unpredictable when unleashed.

- REVEREND MOTHER SHEEANA, Ithacalogs

Mulling over her duties and dilemmas, Sheeanawaked a one down quiet
and isolated passageways. Now that the ghola resurrection program had
been decided upon, the long wait had begun. After ayear and ahalf of
preparations, three more axlotl tanks were ready, bringing the total to

five. Thefirg of the precious embryos now gestated inside one of the

new augmented wombs. Soon, the near-mythica figures from history would
return.

The Tlellaxu Master Scytale eagerly attended to the axlotl tanks,

utterly committed to ensuring that the first ones turned out perfectly,

so0 that Sheeanawould alow himto creaste agholaof himsdf. Sncethe
little man had so much to gain from the success of the process, she
trusted him-to a certain extent, and only for thetime being.

No one knew what the Enemy wanted or why they were so interested in this
particular no-ship. "One must understand an enemy to fight that enemy,”

the firgt incarnation of Bashar Miles Teg had once written. And she

thought, We know nothing about this old man and woman that only Duncan
can see. Whom do they represent? What do they want?
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Preoccupied, she continued to walk the lower decks. During their years
on the Ithaca, Duncan 1daho had kept an anxious watch outside, searching
for any sgn of the Enemy'sendlesdy questing net. The ship seemed to
have remained safe since the narrow escape more than two years ago.
Maybe she and the other passengers were safe, after al. Maybe.



As month after month of daily routine passed without any overt threst,
Sheeana had to remind hersdlf to fight against complacency, againg the
natural tendency to grow soft. Through the lessonsin Other Memory,
especidly in her Atreides bloodline, she knew the perils of lowering

her guard.

Bene Gesserit senses should always be dert for subtle dangers. Sheeana
stopped in midstep in an isolated corridor. She froze as a scent touched
her nogtrils, awild anima odor that did not belong in the processed

and air-conditioned corridors. It was mixed with a coppery smell.

Blood.

A primal inner sensetold her she was being watched, and perhaps even
gaked. Theinvisble gaze burned like alasgun against her skin. Goose
bumps prickled the back of her neck. Redlizing that thiswasa

precarious moment, she moved dowly, holding out her hands and spreading
her fingers-partly in aplacating gesture, partly in preparation for
hand-to-hand combat.

The no-ship'swinding corridors were wide enough to accommodate the
movement of heavy machinery such as Guild Navigator tanks. Built out in
the Scattering, much of the vessal's design was driven by needsand
pressures that were no longer relevant. Support struts curved overhead
like the ribs of a huge prehistoric beast. Adjoining passages plunged

off at angles. Storage chambers and unoccupied quarters were dark, and
most of the doors to the main passenger areas were sealed but not

locked. With only their own refugees aboard, the escaping Bene Gesserits
rarely felt the need for locks.

But something was here. Something dangerous.

Inside her head, the voices from Sheeanas past clamored for her to be
careful. Then they backed off into necessary menta silence so that she
could concentrate. She sniffed the air, took two steps farther down
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the hdl, and stopped as the warning instinct grew more potent. Danger here!

One of the storeroom doors was dark and amost closed, but not quite
sedled. Thetiny crack was just wide enough that an observer hiding
within could keep watch on anyone who passed by.

There! That was where the scent of blood came from, and arank, musky,
anima sméll. Intent on her discovery, she could not hide her reaction.

The door burst open, and a muscular dynamo stood there naked, pale flesh
dusted with reddish-brown hair, amouth widened to accommodate thick,
tearing fangs. The muscles benesth the tight skin were astight as



coiled shigawire. One of the Futars! His curved claws and dark lipswere
stained with abright splash of fresh blood.

With dl the force of Voice she could put behind asingle word, Sheeana
Shapped, "Stop."

The Futar froze asif aleash around his neck had suddenly been yanked
taut. In the bright corridor light, Sheeana stood motionless,
non-threatening. The creature glared at her, hislips drawn back to

expose long teeth. She used Voice again, though she was aware that these
creatures might have been bred to resist known Bene Gesserit sKills.
Sheeana cursed hersdlf for not spending more time studying the beasts to
understand their motivations and vulnerabilities. "Do not harm me.”

The Futar remained poised for attack, a bomb ready to explode. "Y ou
Handler?' Hetook adeep sniff. "Not Handler!"

In the dim storeroom that the Futar had chosen for his den, Sheeana
caught a glimpse of white flesh and torn dark robes. She saw pae
fingers curled toward the ceiling, loose, in arepose of death. Who had
it been?

Until now, the four captive Futars had been surly and restless, but not
murderous. Even when they had been held prisoner by the Honored
Matres-their natural prey-they had not killed the whores, because
gpparently they would not act without ingtructions from their true
masters. Handlers. But after their rough treatment by the Honored
Matres, and then years of being held in the brig of the no-ship, could
the Futars be breaking down? Even the harshest inbred training could
grow fuzzy around the edges, dlowing "accidents.”
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Sheeanafocused on her adversary, forcing hersalf not to seethe
cresture as something unstable or broken. Don't underestimate him! At
the moment she could not concern herself with how the creeture had
escaped from its high-security brig cell. Had dl four broken freeto
roam the hdls, or was thisthe only one?

In acareful gesture, she lifted her chin and turned her head to one
Sde, baring her throat. A natura predator would understand the
universal sgnd of submisson. The Futar's need for dominance, to be
the leader of a pack, required him to accept the gesture.

"You areaFutar,” Sheeanasaid. "l am not one of your old Handlers."

He crept forward to draw a deep sniff. "Not Honored Matre either.” He
growled, alow, bubbling sound that demonstrated his hatred for the
whores who had endaved him and his comrades. But Bene Gesserit Sisters
were something el se entirely. Even so, he had killed one.



"We are your caretakers now. We give you food."
"Food." The Futar licked blood from hisdark lips.

"Y ou asked usfor sanctuary on Gammu. We rescued you from the Honored
Matres."

"Bad women."

"But we are not bad." Sheeana remained motionless, nonthreaten-ing,

facing the coiled danger of the Futar. Asachild she had confronted a

giant sandworm and shouted at it, heedless of her peril. She could do

this. She made her voice as soothing as possible. "I am Sheeana." She
spokein alilting, hushed voice. "Do you have aname?’

The creature growled-at least she thought it was agrowl. Then she
redlized that the confined rumblein hislarynx was actualy hisname.
"Hrrm."

"Hrrm. Do you recall when you came to this no-ship? When you escaped
from the Honored Matres? Y ou asked us to take you away."

"Bad women!" the Futar said again.

"Y es, and we saved you." Sheeana edged closer. Though she wasn't
entirely sure of its efficacy, she controlled her body chemistry to

increase her scent, trying to match some of the markers exuded by the
Futar's musk glands. She made sure he smelled that she wasfemde, not a
threat. Something to protect, not attack. She was dso careful not to
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give off any odor of fear, to keep this predator from thinking of her as
itsprey.

"Y ou shouldn't have escagped from your room.”

"Want Handlers. Want home" With alonging in hisferal eyes, Hrrm
glanced back at the dark storage room where the torn body of the hapless
Sister lay. Sheeanawondered how long Hrrm had been feeding on the corpse.

"I need to take you back to the other Futars. Y ou must stay together. We
protect you. We are your friends. Y ou must not hurt us.”

Hrrm grumbled. Then, taking abig chance, Sheeanareached out and
touched hishairy shoulder. The Futar stiffened, but she stroked
carefully, seeking pleasure centers dong hisvivid nerves. Though
dtartled by her attentions, Hrrm did not draw away. Her hands drifted
upward, moving with agentle intensity. Sheeanatouched Hrrm's neck,
then behind his ears. The Futar's suspicious growl became asound more
likeapurr.



"Weareyour friends" sheinsasted, gpplying just ahint of Voiceto
reinforceit. "Y ou should not hurt us™ She looked meaningfully into the
den chamber, at the dead Sister on the floor.

Hrrm dtiffened. "My kill."

"Y ou should not have killed. That is not an Honored Matre. She was one
of my Sisters. She was one of your friends.”

"Futars should not kill friends."

Sheeana stroked him again, and his coarse body hair bristled. She began
to lead him down the corridor. "We feed you. There is no need for you to
kill."

"Kill Honored Matres.”

"There are no Honored Matres on this ship. We hate them, too."
"Need to hunt. Need Handlers."

"Y ou can't have either right now."

"Someday?' Hrrm sounded hopeful.

"Someday." Sheeana could make no more of a promise than that.

Shetook him away from the dead Bene Gesserit, hoping the two of them
would encounter no one else on the way back to the brig, no other
potentia victims. Her hold on this creature was far too tenuous. If

Hrrm was startled, he might attack.
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She took side passages and service lifts that few otherswould use,
until they arrived at the deep brig level. The Futar ssemed
disconsolate, reluctant to go back into his cell, and she pitied him his
endless confinement. Just like the seven sandwormsin the hold.

Reaching the door, she saw that aminor security circuit had failed

after so many years. At first she had dreaded a systemic problem and
expected to find all the Futarsloose. Instead, this proved to be a

minor glitch resulting from poor maintenance procedures. An accident on
anoldvess.

The year before there had been another breakdown involving awater
recycling reservoir, when a corroded pipe flooded a corridor. They had

a so experienced recurring problems with the algae vats that were used

for food and oxygen production. Maintenance was growing lax. Compl acent.



Sheeana controlled her anger, not wanting Hrrm to smell it on her.
Though the Bene Gesserits lived in constant intangible peril, the danger
no longer seemed immediate. She had to impose much dtricter discipline
from now on. A breakdown like this could have led to disaster!

Hrrm looked saddened and besten as he shuffled into the confinement
chamber. "Y ou must stay in there," Sheeanasaid, trying to sound
encouraging. "At least for awhilelonger.”

"Want home," Hrrm said.
"I will try to find your home. But right now | haveto keep you safe.”

Hrrm plodded to the far wall of the brig chamber and squatted on his
haunches. The other three Futars approached the barriers of their
separate cellsto peer out with hungry, curious eyes.

Fixing the door shield mechanism was asmplething. Now al would be
safe, Futars and Bene Gesserits. Sheeanafeared for them, though.
Wandering aimlessly in the no-ship, her people had been too long without
agod.

That would have to change. Perhaps the birth of the new gholas would
give them what they needed.
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To the Sisterhood, Other Memory is one of the greatest blessings and
greatest mysteries. We understand only shadows of the process by which
livesare trandferred from one Reverend Mother to another. That vast
reservoir of voicesfrom the past isabrilliant but mysteriouslight.

- REVEREND MOTHER DARWI ODRADE

Over the course of two years, the New Sisterhood had started to become a
single unified organism, and al the while the planet of Chapterhouse
continued to die. Mother Commander Murbellawalked briskly through the
brown orchards. One day thiswould all be desert. On purpose.

As part of the plan to create an dternative to Rakis, sandtrout worked
furioudy to encapsulate water. The arid belt expanded, and now only the
hardiest apple trees with the degpest roots clung to life.

Neverthel ess, the orchard was one of Murbellasfavorite places, ajoy
she had learned from Odrade-her captor, teacher, and (eventualy)
respected mentor. It was mid-afternoon, and sunlight filtered through
the sparse leaves and brittle branches. Even o, it was a cool day, with
adtiff breeze from the north. She paused and bowed her head out of
respect for the woman who lay buried beneath a small Macintosh apple
tree, which struggled to grow even as the environment wasted into harsh
aridity. No braz plaque identified the Mother Superior's resting place.



Though Honored Matres preferred ostentation and
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dramatic memorias, Odrade would have been appalled by any such gesture.

Murbellawished her predecessor could have lived long enough to seethe
results of her great plan of synthesis: Honored Matres and Bene
Gesseritsliving together on Chapterhouse. The groups had learned from
their differences, drawing strength from each other.

But renegade Honored Matres on outside planets continued to be athorn
in her side, refusing to join the New Sisterhood, causing turmoil while

the Mother Commander needed to face the much larger threat of the
Outside Enemy. Those women rejected her astheir leader, saying that she
had tainted and diluted their ways. They wanted to wipe out Murbellaand
her followers, to thelast Sister. And some of those rebels might still

have their terrible Obliterators-though certainly not many, or they

would have used them by now.

When her newly formed group of fighters completed their training,
Murbellaintended to saize the renegades and bring them into the fold,
beforeit wastoo late. The New Sisterhood would eventualy haveto go
up againg large contingents of Honored Matre holdouts on Buzzdll,
Gammu, Tlellax, and other worlds.

We must bresk them and assimilate them, she thought. But first, we must
be certain of our unity.

Bending down, Murbella scooped up a handful of dirt near the base of the
amal tree. Holding the dry soil in the pam of her hand, shelifted it

to her nose and inhaed the pungent, earthy aroma. At times, she
wondered if she could detect, ever so faintly, theinfinitesma scent

of her mentor and friend.

"Someday | may join you here," she said doud, looking at the struggling
tree, "but not yet. Firgt, | have important work to finish.”

Y our legacy, murmured Odrade-within.

"Our legacy. You inspired meto hed the factions and bring together
women who were mortal enemies. | didn't expect it to be so hard, or to
takesolong." In her head Odrade remained silent.

Murbellawaked farther from the fortresdike Keep, putting it behind
her, and dl of her respongibilitieswith it. She identified the passing
rows of dying trees. gpples giving way to peaches, cherries, and
oranges. She decided to order an active program of planting date
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pams, which would survive longer in the changing climate. But did they
even have years?

Climbing anearby hill, she noted how much harder and drier the soil

was. In grasdands beyond the orchards, the Sisterhood's cattle il

grazed, but the pasture was sparse now, forcing the animasto range
farther. She saw theflicker of alizard running across the warm ground.
Sensing danger, thetiny reptile scurried up alarge stoneto look back

at her. Suddenly adesert hawk swooped down, snatched the creature, and
caried it into the sky.

Murbellaresponded with ahard smile. For some time now, the desert had
been gpproaching, killing al growing thingsin its path. Windblown dust
painted the normaly blue skies with aconstant brownish haze. Asthe
sandworms grew out in the arid belt, so did their desert, to accommodate
them. An ever-expanding ecosystem.

In the encroaching desert ahead of her, and the faltering orchards
behind her, Murbella saw two great Bene Gesserit dreams crashing into
one another like opposing tides, abeginning absorbing an ending. Long
before Sheeana brought a single aging sandworm here, the Sisterhood
planted this orchard. The new plan, however, had far greater galactic
importance than any symbolism represented by the orchard graveyards.
Through their bold action, the Bene Gesserits had saved the sandworms
and méange, before the ravages of the Honored Matres.

Wasn't that worth the loss of afew fruit trees? Mélange was both a
blessing and a curse. She turned and strode back to the Keep.
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The conscious mind isonly thetip of theiceberg. A vast mass of
subconscious thoughts and latent abilities lies benegth the surface.

-The Mentat Handbook

Back when Duncan Idaho was held prisoner at the Chapterhouse spaceport,
enough deadly mines had been placed on the no-ship to destroy it three
times over. Odrade and Bellonda had planted the expl osives throughout

the grounded no-ship, ready to be triggered should Duncan try to escape.
They had assumed that the deadly mineswould be a sufficient deterrent.
Theloyd Sisters had never dreamed that Sheeana herself and her
conservative dlies might deactivate those mines and stedl the ship for

their own purposes.

The passengers aboard the Ithaca were theoretically trustworthy, but
Duncan, slaunchly supported by the Bashar, inssted that these mines



were Ssmply too dangerous to leave unprotected. Only he, Teg, Sheeana,
and four others had direct access to the armory.

During his routine check, Duncan unsealed the vault and viewed the wide
selection of weapons. He drew reassurance from observing his options,
tallying the ways that the Ithaca could fight back, should it ever

become necessary. He sensed that the old man and woman had not stopped
searching, though he had not encountered the shimmering net for three
years now. He could not let his guard down.
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He inspected rows of modified lasguns, pulserifles, splinter guns, and
projectile launchers. These weapons represented an edgy potentia for
violence that made him think of Honored Matres. The whores would not
want distant and impersona stunners; they preferred wegpons that caused
extreme damage up close, where they could see the carnage, and smile. He
had aready gained far too much indgght into their tastes when hed
discovered the sealed torture chamber. He wondered what el se the

terrible women might have hidden aboard the grest vessd.

For the entire time Duncan had been a prisoner aboard the grounded
no-ship, these weapons had been stored here, securely locked but till
within reach. Had he wanted to, he surely could have broken into the
armory and stolen them. He was surprised that Odrade had underestimated
him ... or trusted him. In the end, she had given him what history

cdled the"Atreides choice," explaining the consequences and dlowing

him to decide whether or not to stay with the no-ship. Shetrusted his
loydties. Anyone who knew him, either personally or from history,
understood that Duncan Idaho and Loyalty were synonymous.

Now he considered the compact, seded mines that had been meant to bring
the no-ship down in aflaming collapse. A fail-safe.

"Those aren't the only ticking bombs aboard this ship." Thevoice
dartled him, and he spun about, indtinctively assuming afighting
stance. Dour, curly-haired Garimi stood at the hatch. In spite of all
his experience with them, Duncan was still astonished by how slently
the damned witches could move.

Duncan struggled to regain his composure. "'Isthere another armory, a
secret stash of wegpons?' It was possible, he supposed, given the
thousands of chambers aboard the giant ship that had never been opened
or searched.

"l was speaking metaphoricaly. | meant those gholas from the past.”

"That has dready been discussed and decided.” Inthe medical center,
the first gholafrom Scyta€'s sample cdlls would soon be decanted.



"Simply making a decision does not make the decison correct,” Garimi said.
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"Y ou harp on it too much.”

Garimi rolled her eyes. "Even you haven't seen any sign of your hunters
since the day we consigned our five tortured Sistersto space. It'stime
for usto find a suitable world and establish anew corefor the Bene
Gesserit Ssterhood.”

Duncan frowned. "The Oracle of Time aso said the hunters were searching
forus"

"Another encounter that only you experienced.”

"Areyou suggesting | imagined it? Or that I'm lying? Bring me any
Truthsayer you like. | will proveit to you."

She grumbled. "Even so, it has been years since the Oracle purportedly
warned you. We have eluded capture dl thistime.”

Leaning againgt one of the shelves of wegpons, Duncan gave her acodl
gare. "And how do you know the Enemy isn't patient, that they won't
just wait for usto make amistake? They want this ship, or they want
someone aboard it-probably me. Once these new gholas regain their
knowledge and experience, they may be our greatest advantage.”

"Or an unrecognized danger.”

Heredized he would never convince her. "I knew Paul Atreides. Asthe
Atreides Swordmaster, | helped to raise and train that boy. | will do so

again.

"He became the terrible Muad'Dib. He began ajihad that daughtered
trillions, and he turned into an emperor as corrupt as any in history
beforehim.”

"Hewasagood child and agood man,” Duncan ingsted. "And while he
shaped the map of history, Paul was himsdlf shaped by the events around
him. Even so, in the end he refused to follow the path that he knew led

to so much painand ruin.”

"His son Leto did not have such reservations.”
"Leto Il wasforced into a Hobson's choice of his own. We cannot judge

that decison until we know everything that was behind it. Perhaps not
enough time has passed for anyone to say whether or not his choice was



ultimately correct.”

A storm of anger crossed Garimi's face. "It's been five thousand years
since the Tyrant began hiswork, fifteen hundred years since his death.”
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"One of hismost prominent lessons was that humanity should learn to
think onatruly long time scale”

Uncomfortable with allowing the Bene Gesserit woman so close to so many
tempting weapons, he eased her back out into the corridor and sealed the
vault door. "'l was on Ix fighting the Tleilaxu for House Verniuswhen

Paul Atreideswas bornin the lmperia Paace on Kaitain. | found mysalf
embroiled in thefirgt battles of the War of Assassinsthat consumed

House Ecaz and Duke L eto for so many years. Lady Jessica had been
summoned to Kaitain for the last months of her pregnancy because Lady
Anirul suspected the potentia of Paul and wanted to be present at the

birth. Despite treachery and nations, the baby survived and was
brought back to Caladan.”

Garimi stepped away from the armory, still obvioudy disturbed.
"According to the legends, Paul Muad'Dib was born on Caladan, not on
Kaitain."

"Legends are just that, sometimes fraught with errors, sometimes
digtorted intentiondly. Asan infant, Paul Atreideswas christened on
Caadan, and he consdered that planet hishome, until hisarrival on
Dune. Y ou Bene Gesseritswrote that history.”

"And now you plan to rewriteit with what you assure usisthe truth,
with your precious Paul and other ghola children from the past?’

"Not rewriteit. Weintend to re-cresteit.”

Clearly dissatisfied, but seeing that any further argument would Smply

carry themin circles, Garimi waited to see which direction Duncan would
walk. Then she turned the opposite way and stalked off.
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The unknown can be aterrible thing, and is often made more monstrous by
human imagination. Therea Enemy, however, may be far worse than any we

can possibly imagine. Do not let your guard down.

-MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWI ODRADE



The fat Reverend Mother and the feral Honored Matre stood stiffly
together, asfar gpart asthey thought they could without being too
obvious. Even an observer without specialized Bene Gessrit training
would have noticed their didike for each other.

"Y ou two will haveto work together.” Murbella's voice alowed for no
argument. "1 have decided that we must devote more of our effortsto the
desert belt. Never forget that méangeisthe key. Wewill cal in

outside researchersto set up observation bases out in the degpest worm
territories. Maybe we can find afew old experts who actudly visited
Rakis before it was destroyed.”

"Our mélange stockpiles are fill Sgnificant," Bellonda pointed out.

"And the sandtrout seem to be destroying all fertile land," Doria added.
"Theflow of spiceis secure”

"Nothing isever secure! Complacency can be aworse threat than the
rebel Honored Matres themselves-or the Outside Enemy,” Murbella said.
"To oppose either adversary, we must have the absol ute cooperation of
the Spacing Guild. We need their immense ships, fully armed to transport
usto and from anywhere we choose. We can use the
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Guild and CHOAM as carrot and stick to force planets, governments, and
independent military systemsto follow our lead. For that, our most
effective tool isméange. With no other source, they will have to come

to usfor spice.”

"Or they can fly other shipsfrom the Scattering,” Bellonda said.
Doriasnorted. "The Guild would never stoop to that.”

With asideways glance a her rival and partner, Bellonda added,
"Because we only let the Guild obtain smal amounts of spicefrom us,
they aso pay exorbitant pricesfor black-market méange from other
stockpiles. Once we force them to exhaust their spice supplies, we will
bring the Guild to its knees, and they will do whatever we ask of them.”

Bedlondanodded. "The Guild is probably desperate aready. When
Adminigtrator Gorus and the Navigator Edrik came here three years ago,
they were nearly frantic. We have kept them on atight leash since then."

"They could well be on the verge of irrationa action,” Doriawarned.
"The spice must flow, but only on our terms.” Murbellaturned to the

women. "'l have anew assgnment for you two. When we offer our generous
forgivenessin exchange for Guild cooperation in the coming war, well



need to be extravagant in our payment. Doriaand Bellonda, | place you
in charge of managing the arid zone, the spice extraction process, and
the new sandworms.”

Bellondalooked shocked. "Mother Commander, could | not serve you better
here, asyour advisor-and guardian?’

"No, you could not. AsaMentat you have shown great skill in handling
details, and Doria has the edge to push whereit is needed. Make sure
our sandworms produce spice in the quantities we-and the Guild-will
need. From now on, the deserts of Chapterhouse are your responsbility.”

AFTER THE UNLIKELY pair left for the desert, Murbellawent to seethe
old Archives Mother Accadia, till seeking essential answers. Inalarge
and airy wing of Chapterhouse Keep, the ancient librarian
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had arranged numerous tables and booths where thousands of Reverend
Motherstoiled. Under norma circumstances, the Keep's archives would
have been a quiet place for study and meditation, but Accadia had taken
on aspecia mission that gave the New Sisterhood awealth of unexpected

hope.

The Bene Gesszrit library world of Lampadas had been among the many
planetary casudties from Honored Matre depredations. Knowing their
imminent fate, the doomed women had Shared among each other, distilling
the experience and knowledge of an entire population into only afew
representatives. Eventudly, dl of those memories, and the entire

library of Lampadas, had been placed in the mind of the wild Reverend
Mother Rebecca, who had managed to Share again with many others, thus
saving the memories of al those people.

Accadias grand new scheme was to re-create the lost Lampadas library.
She gathered Reverend Mothers who had obtained the knowledge and
experiences of the Lampadas horde. The ones who were Mentats were able
to remember word for word everything those previous lives had read and
learned.

The archiveswing was a drone of conversation and background noise,
women sitting before shigawire spool recorders and dictating from

memory, reading aloud page after page of rare booksthat their

experiences recalled. Other women sat with their eyes closed, sketching

on crysta sheetsthe diagrams and designsthat were locked away in
memory. Murbellawatched volume after volume being re-created before her
eyes. Each woman had a specific assgnment, to reduce the likelihood of
duplicating efforts.

Accadiaseemed content as she greeted her visitor. "Welcome, Mother
Commander. With greet effort, we are managing to undo more and more losses.”



"I can only hope that the Enemy does not obliterate Chapterhouse and
render your effortsinvan.”

"Preserving knowledge is never apointless exercise, Mother Commander.”

Murbella shook her head. "But we don't seem to have certain vital
knowledge. Key eements are missing, the smplest, most straightforward
information. Who or what is our Enemy? Why would they cause
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such appalling destruction? For that matter, who are the Honored Matres?
Where did they come from, and how did they provoke such wrath?"

"Y ou yoursdf were an Honored Matre. Do your Other Memories give you no
dues?'

Murbdlagritted her teeth. She had tried and tried, with no success. "l

can study the course of the Bene Gesserit lines | have acquired, but not
the Honored Matres. Their past isablack wall before my eyes. Eachtime
| delveintoit, | reach an impassable barrier. Either the Honored

Matres do not know their own origins, or it issuch aterrible secret

that they have managed to block it completely.”

"I've heard that istruefor al of our Honored Matres who have passed
through the Spice Agony."

"Every one." Murbellahad received the same answer again and again. The
origins of the Honored Matres, and of the Enemy, were no more than dim
mythsin their past. Honored Matres had never been reflective, pondering
consequences or tracing events back to first principas. Now, it seemed
they would dl suffer for it.

"Y ou will haveto find the information some other way, Mother Commander.
If we discover any clueswhile reproducing the Lampadas library, | will
inform you."

Murbellathanked her, yet sensed that the information she needed did not
liehere.

SHORTLY BEFORE JANESS decided to undergo the Spice Agony- three years
after her twin Sster had failed-the Mother Commander went to her room
in the acolytes barracks.

"l deceived myself about Rinya's chancesin the orded.” Thewordsdid
not come easly to Murbella. "I never dreamed that a daughter of mine
and Duncan's could possibly fail. My old Honored Matre hubris showed
itsdlf."”

"This daughter won't fail, Mother Commander,” Janesssaid, Sitting
sraight. "1 have trained hard, and | am asready as anyone can be. | am



frightened, yes, but only enough to maintain my edge.”
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"Honored Matres believe thereis no place for fear,” Murbellamused.
"They do not consder that one can be strengthened by admitting
weakness, ingtead of trying to hideit or bulldoze your way over it."

" 'If you do not face your weaknesses, how do you know whereto be
strong? | read that quote in the archiva writings of Duncan Idaho.”

Over the years, Janess had studied the many lives of Duncan Idaho.
Though she would never meet her father, she had learned much from the
combat techniques of the great Swordmaster of House Atreides, classic
fighting abilities that had been recorded and passed on to others.

Setting aside the distraction of Duncan, Murbellalooked down at her
oldest surviving daughter. ™Y ou don't need my help. | can seeit inyour
eyes. Tomorrow you face the Spice Agony." She rose and prepared to go.
"I have been looking for someone whose loydties and skills | can trust
completely. After tomorrow, | believe you will be that person.”
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No land or sea or planet isforever. Wherever we stand, we are only
stewards.

-MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWI ODRADE

Carrying two passengers, the ornithopter flew over the newborn desert

and rock formations, heading away from Chapterhouse K eep. Looking back
from her wide seet in the rear compartment, Bellonda watched the rings

of dying crops and orchards disappear behind the dunes. From the small
cabin ahead of her, Doria controlled the aircraft. The brasn former

Honored Matrerarely let Bellonda pilot a ‘thopter, though she was

certainly competent. The two spoke little during their hours of flying.

Farther south, the barren regions continued to expand as the planet

itsdlf dried up. Over the course of nearly seventeen years, the
water-hoarding sandtrout had drained the large sea, leaving a dust bowl
and an ever-widening arid band. Before long, dl of Chapterhouse would
become another Dune.

If any of ussurvivesto seeit, Belondathought. The Enemy will find
us, and al our worlds, sooner or later. She was not supertitious, nor
an darmigt, but the concluson wasa Mentat certainty.

Both women wore plain black singlesuits designed for permesbility and
cooling. Sincethe nation attempt at the gathering,
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Murbella had made the uniform dress code mandatory across the New
Sgerhood, no longer dlowing the women to flaunt their different
origins. "During times of peace and prosperity, freedom and diversity
are conddered absolute rights," Murbdlasaid. "With amonumental
crissfacing us, however, such concepts become disruptive and
Hf-indulgent.”

Every Sister on Chapterhouse now wore ablack singlesuit, without any
obvious identifiers of whether she originated from the Honored Matres or
Bene Gessrits. Unlike the heavy, concealing Bene Gesserit robes, the
fine mesh of the formfitting fabric hid none of Bdlondas lumpy bulk.

| look like the Baron Harkonnen, she thought. She felt an odd sort of
pleasure whenever the ferally lean Dorialooked at her with disgust.

The former Honored Matre was in afoul mood because she didn't want to
go on thisingpection trip-especidly not with Bellonda. In perverse
response, the Reverend Mother made an effort to be overly cheery.

No matter how much Bellondatried to deny it, the two of them had
amilar persondities: both obstinate and fiercely loyd to their

respective factions, yet grudgingly acknowledging the greater purpose of
the New Sisterhood. Bellonda, aways quick to notice flaws, had never
hesitated to criticize Mother Superior Odrade either. Doriawas smilar
in her own way, unafraid of pointing out faultsin the Honored Matres.
Both women tried to hold on to the outdated ways of their respective
organizations. Asthe new Spice Operations Directors, she and Doria
shared stewardship of the fledgling desert.

Bellonda wiped perspiration from her brow. They were amogt to the
desert, and with each passing moment, the heat outside increased. She
raised her voice above the drone of the ‘thopter'swings. "You and |
should make the best of thistrip-for the good of the Sisterhood.”

"Y ou make the best of it." Doria shouted her sarcasm. "For the good of
the Sisterhood.”

Bellonda grabbed a safety strap as the ornithopter passed through
turbulence. "Y ou are mistaken if you think | agree entirely with what
the Mother Commander isdoing. | never thought her mongre aliance
would survivethefirg year, much lesssx.”
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Scowling, Doria steadied the controls. "That does not make usin any way
dike"

Below, patches of sand and dust swirled, temporarily obscuring the



ground. The dunes were encroaching on aline of already dead trees.
Comparing the coordinates on a bulkhead screen with her notebook,
Bellonda estimated that the desert had advanced by dmost fifty
kilometersin only afew months. More sand meant more territory for the
growing worms, and consequently more spice. Murbellawould be pleased.

When the air currents smoothed, Bellonda spotted an interesting exposed
rock formation that had previoudy been obscured by thick forest. Ona
sheer sde of the rock, she saw amagnificent splash of primitive

paintingsin red and yellow ochre that had somehow endured the passage

of time. She had heard of these ancient sites, supposedly indications of

the mysterious, vanished Muadru people from millennia past, but she had
never seen evidence of them before. It surprised her that the lost race

had reached this obscure planet. What had drawn them all theway out here?

Not surprisingly, Doria showed no interest whatsoever in the
archaeologica oddity.

Presently the aircraft landed on aflat section of rock, near one of the
first worm observatories Odrade had established. The small, blocky
structure towered above them as they disembarked. When the 'thopter's
canopy opened and the two stepped out onto the drifting dunes near
Desert Watch Station, Bellondafelt perspiration at her templesand in
the small of her back, despite the cooling properties of the black
snglesuit.

Shetook along sniff. The parched landscape smelled dead with al the
vegetation and soil gone. This desert band was dry enough for sandworms
to grow, though it had not yet achieved theflinty, sterile cleanness of
thereal desert on lost Rakis.

Taking alift tube to the top of the station tower, Bellondaand Doria
entered the reinforced observatory. In the distance they could seea
small spice-harvesting operation where amixed crew of men and women
worked avein of rust-colored sand.

Doriaused a high-powered viewing scope to gaze out over the dunes.
"Wormsggn!"
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Through her own scope, Bellonda watched a mound in motion just benegth
the sand. Judging from the sSize of the moving ripple, the worm was

smadll, only five meters or so. Farther out in the dune sea, she spotted
another small sand-dweller churning in toward the spice operations.

These new-generation worms did not yet have the power and ferocity to
mark out their territories,

"Larger wormswill creste more méange," Bdllondasaid. "In afew years,
our specimens may pose a genuine danger to the spice crews. We may have
to indtitute the more expensve hovering harvesters.™



Updating charts on her handheld data screen, Doriasaid, " Soon we will
be able to export large enough quantities of spice to make oursalves
rich. We can buy al the new equipment welike."

"The purpose of the spiceisto increase the power of our New
Sigterhood, not to line your pockets. What good iswedlth, if none of us
aurvives the Enemy? Given enough spice, we can build a powerful army.”

Doriashot her ahard glare. "Y ou parrot the Mother Commander so well."
Gazing through the angled windows toward the faint shadows of forests
smothered beneath the sand, Doria shielded her eyes againgt the glare.
""Such devagtation. When Honored Matres did asmilar thing to your
planetswith their Obliterators, you called it sensdless destruction.

Y et on your own planet, you Sigterstake prideiniit.”

"Transformation is often amessy business, and not everyone seesthe end
result asagood thing. It isamatter of perspective. And intelligence.”
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Evil can be detected by itssmell.
- PAUL MUAD'DIB, the origina

Khrone received regular reports on the child Baron's progress from his
many Face Dancersin Bandaong. At first he had asked for the creation
of the ghola out of mere curiosity, but by the time the baby was two
years old, he had developed plans to make use of it. Face Dancer plans.

Baron Vladimir Harkonnen. What an interesting choice. Even he didn't
know why the old Masters had preserved the cdlls of the ancient,
devioudy brilliant villain. But Khrone had come up with hisown ideas
for theghola

Firdt, though, the child must be raised and andyzed for specia

talents. It would be another decade or so before the latent memories of
the Baron's origind life could be triggered. That would be another
assignment for Uxtd, if the little man could possibly keep himsdlf from
getting killed for that long.

So many of the componentsin hisoveradl scheme had interlocked over
decades, even centuries. Khrone could see how those piecesfit together,
like the thoughts of the Face Dancer myriad. He could discern the
smadller patterns and larger ones, and during each step he
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played his appropriate part. No one else on the great stage of the
universe-not the audience, not the directors, not hisfellow cast
members-knew the extent to which the Face Dancers controlled the whole



operation.

Content that al was under control in Bandalong, Khrone dipped away to
Ix for his next important opportunity there....

AFTER THE PRIZED Vladimir Harkonnen gholawas born, hapless Uxtal's
firgt difficult task was complete. Still, his oppression did not end.

The smpering Logt Tlellaxu researcher had not disappointed the Face
Dancers. Even more surprising, Uxta had managed to keep himsdf dive
among the Honored Matres for nearly three years now. He had marked off
every sngle day on the makeshift caendar in his quarters.

Helived in terror, and he dwaysfet cold. He could barely deep at
night, shuddering, dert for any stalking noise, dreading the appearance
of any Honored Matre who might come to make good on the threat to
sexualy bond him. He looked under hisbed for any Face Dancers that
might be hiding there.

Hewasthe only one of hiskind till dive. All the Lot Tlelaxu

elders had been replaced by Face Dancers, dl the old Masters murdered
outright by the Honored Matres. And he, Uxta, was il breathing
(which was more than he could say about any of those others). Even so,
he was utterly miserable.

Uxtd wished the Face Dancers would just take the diminutive Vladimir

away. Why didn't they rdieve him of &t least one impossible burden? How
long was Uxtal supposed to be responsible for the brat? What more did

they want? More and more and more! One of these days he was sure to make
afatd error. He couldn't believe he had succeeded for so long.

Uxtal wanted to shout at the Honored Matres, at any person he
encountered, hoping it might be a Face Dancer in disguise. How could he
do hiswork? But he smply kept his eyes averted and tried to put on
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aconvincing show that he wasworking extremely hard. Being miserable
wasfar preferable to being dead.

Stll dive. But how to remain that way?

Did even the Matre Superior know how many shape-shifterslived among her
people? He doubted it. Khrone probably had insidious plans of hisown.
Maybe if Uxta uncovered them and exposed the Face Dancer schemesto the
Honored Matres, then Hellicawould be indebted to him, would reward him-

He knew, however, that would never happen.

Sometimes Matre Superior Hellica brought visitorsinto the torture
[aboratory, preening Honored Matres who apparently ruled other worlds



that till resisted the New Sisterhood's attempts to assimilate them.
Héllica sold them the orange drug that Uxtal now produced in greet
quantities. Over the years, he had perfected the technique of harvesting
their adrendine and catecholamine neurotranamitters, dopamine, and
endorphins, a cocktail used as the precursor for the orange spice
subdtitute.

In asuperior tone, Hellicaexplained, "We are Honored Matres, not
davesto méange! Our version of spice comes as adirect consequence of
pain." She and the observers looked down at the writhing subject. "It is
more suited to our needs.”

The pretender queen bragged (as she often did) about her |ab programs,
exaggerating the truth by increments, much as Uxta overemphasized his
own questionable skills. As shetold her lies, he dways nodded in
agreement with her.

Since hiswork producing the mé ange substitute had expanded, he now
supervised a dozen lower-caste |aboratory assistants, dong with a

leathery, long-in-the-tooth Honored Matre named Ingva, whom he was sure
served more as apy and snitch than ahelper. He rarely asked the crone

to do anything, because she congtantly feigned ignorance or offered some
other excuse. She resented taking instructions from any male, and he was
afraid to make demands.

Ingva came and went at unpredictable times, undoubtedly to keep Uxta
off balance. More than once, overdosed on some intoxicant, she had
pounded on his door in the middle of the night. Since the Matre Superior
had never claimed him for hersdlf, Ingva threatened to bond
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him to her sexudly, but hesitated to openly defy Hellica. Looming over
him in the dimness, the old Honored Matre ranted threats that chilled
him to the bone.

Once, when she had consumed too much artificid spice stolen from the
fresh |aboratory supplies, Ingva had actualy been near death, her
delirious eyes completely orange, her vital Sgnsweak. Uxtd had very
badly wanted to let her diein front of him, but he was afraid to do so.
Losing Ingvawould not have solved his problems; it would have cast
suspicion on him, with unknown and terrifying repercussons. And the
next Honored Matre spy might be even worse.

Thinking quickly, he had given her an antidote that revived her. Ingva
had never thanked him for the rescue, never acknowledged any debt
whatsoever. Then again, she had not killed him, either. Or bonded with
him. That was something, at lesst.

Sill dive. | am ill dive



ASHE GREW, the child ghola of Vladimir Harkonnen lived in aguarded
nursery chamber on the laboratory grounds. The toddler had virtualy
everything he asked for, including petsto "play with," many of which

did not survive. Obvioudy, the Baron had bred true.

His mean stresk greatly amused Hellica, even when he turned his nascent
rage againg her. Uxtal didn't understand why the Matre Superior paid
attention to the ghola boy, or why she cared about the incomprehensible
Face Dancer plans.

Thelittle researcher was unessy about leaving Hellicadone with the
child, surethat she would harm him in some way, thus leaving Uxta to
suffer severe punishment. But he had no way of preventing her from doing
anything she pleased. If he made so much as a peep of complaint, she
could wither him with aglare. Fortunately, she actudly seemed to like

the little mongter. She treated her interactions with the boy asagame.
Over a the neighboring dig farm, they happily fed human body partsto
thelarge, dow-moving creatures that chewed the flesh into paste, which
their multiple somachs digested.
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After seeing the crud stresk dready manifesting itsdf in the toddler
Vladimir, Uxta was glad the remaining cellsin the dead Master's hidden
nullentropy capsule had been destroyed. What other beasts had the
heretic old Tlellaxu hoarded from ancient times?
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The origins of the Spacing Guild are shrouded in cosmic migts, not
unlike the convoluted pathways a Navigator must travel.

-Archives of the Old Empire

Not even the most experienced Guild Navigator could begin to comprehend
thisdtered, nonsensca universewhereredity held its mysteries

closetoits chest. But the Oracle of Time had summoned Edrik and his
many fellows here.

Agitated, the Navigator swam in histank of spice gas atop theimmense
Heghliner, peering anxioudy through the windows of his chamber into

the landscapes of space and hisinner mind. Around him, asfar ashe
could see and imagine, he beheld thousands of enormous Guildships. Such
agrouping had not been assembled for millennia

Following their summonsto an unremarkable set of coordinates between
gar systems, Edrik and hisfellow Navigators had waited for the
otherworldly voice to provide further ingtructions. Then, unexpectedly,
the fabric of the universe had folded around them and cast dl of them



into this vast and deeper void, with no gpparent way back out.

Perhaps the Oracle knew of their desperate need for spice, because
Chapterhouse kept a stranglehold on suppliesto "punish” the Guild for
cooperating with the Honored Matres. The vile Mother Commander,
flaunting her power yet ignorant of how much damage she could truly
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cause, had threatened to destroy the spice sandsiif she didn't get her
way! Madness! Perhaps the Oracle herself would show them another source

of médange.

The Guild's stockpiles dwindled daily as Navigators consumed what they
needed in order to guide ships through folded space. Edrik did not know
how much spice remained in their numerous hidden storage bunkers, but
Adminigtrator Gorus and hisilk were definitely nervous. Gorus had
aready requested ameeting on Ix, and Edrik would accompany him there
inameatter of days. The human administrators hoped that the Ixians

could creste or at least improve atechnologica meansto circumvent the
shortage of mélange. More nonsense.

Like abregth of fresh, rich spice gas, Edrik sensed something rising
from the depths of hismind, filling his consciousness. A tiny point of
sound expanded from within, growing louder and louder. Wheniit finaly
emerged aswordsin hismutated brain, he heard them smultaneoudy
thousands of times over, overlgpping with the prescient minds of other
Navigators.

The Oracle. Her mind was unimaginably advanced, beyond any level evena
Navigator's prescience could attain. The Oracle was the ancient
foundation of the Guild, acomforting anchor for dl Navigators.

"Thisdtered universeiswhere | last saw the no-ship piloted by Duncan
Idaho. | helped his ship break free, returning him to normal space. But

| have lost them again. Because the hunters continue to search for them
with their tachyon net, we must find the ship first. Kraizec isindeed
upon us, and the ultimate Kwisatz Haderach is aboard that no-ship. Both
ddesin the great war want him for their victory."

The echoes of her thoughtsfilled Edrik's soul with acold terror that
threatened to unwind him. He had heard legends of Kralizec, the battle

at the end of the universe, and had dismissed them as no more than human
superdtitions. But if the Oracle was concerned about it...

Who was Duncan |daho? What no-ship was she speaking of ? And, most
amazing of al, how could even the Oracle be blinded to it? Alwaysin

the past, her voice had been areassuring and guiding force. Now Edrik
sensed uncertainty in her mind.
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"I have searched, but | cannot find it. It isatangle through dl the
prescient lines | can envison. My Navigators, | must make you aware. |
may beforced to cal upon you for assstance, if thisthreat iswhat |
think itis"

Edrik's mind reded. He felt the dismay of the Navigators around him.
Some of them, unable to processthis new information that shook their
fragile holds on redlity, spun into madnesswithin their tanks of spice gas.

"Thethreet, Oracle," Edrik sad, "isthat we have no mélange-"

"Thethreat isKralizec." Her voice boomed through every Navigator's
mind. "I will summon you, when | require my Navigetors.”

With alurch, she hurled dl of the thousands of great Heighliners back
out of the strange universe, scattering them into normal space. Edrik
reded, trying to orient himsdf and his ship.

The Navigatorswere al confused and agitated.

Despite the Oracles cal, Edrik clung to afar more selfish concern:
How can we help the Oracle, if we are all starved for spice?
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The young reed dies S0 easly. Beginnings are times of such grest peril.
- LADY JESSICA ATREIDES, the origind

It wasaroya birth, but without any of the customary pomp and
circumstance. Had this occurred at another time, on faraway Rakis,
fanatics would have run through the streets shouting, "Paul Atreidesis
reborn! Muad'Dib! Muad'Dib!"

Duncan Idaho could remember such fervor.

When the origind Jesscagave birthto the origind Paul, it wasatime

of politicd intrigues, nations, and conspiraciesthat resulted

in the death of Lady Anirul, wife of Emperor Shaddam IV, and the near
murder of the baby.

According to legend, al the sasndworms on Arrakis had risen above the
dunesto herald the arrival of Muad'Dib. The Bene Gesserit had never
been beyond manipulating the masses with trumpets and omens and
delirious celebrations about prophecies come true.

Now, however, the decanting of the first of the gholas from history
seemed utterly mundane, more like alaboratory exercisethan areligious



experience. Y et thiswas not just any baby and not merely aghola, but
Paul Atreides! Y oung Master Paul, who was later the Emperor Muad'Dib,
and then the blind Preacher. What would the
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child become this time? What would the Bene Gesserit force him to become?

Whilewaiting for the completion of the decanting process, Duncan turned
to Sheeana. He saw satisfaction in her eyes, and uneasiness aswell,
though this was exactly what she had argued for. He was fully aware of
what the Bene Gesserit feared: Paul had the potentid in hisbloodline,
Almost certainly he could become the Kwisatz Haderach again, perhaps
with even greater powers than before. Did Sheeana and her Bene Gesserit
followers hope to control him better thistime, or would it bea

disaster of even greater proportions?

On the other hand, what if Paul was the one who could save them from the
Outsde Enemy?

The Sisterhood had played their breeding gamesto create a Kwisatz
Haderach in thefirst place, and in return Paul had stung them terribly.
Since MuadDib, and thelong and terrible reign of Leto I1 (himsalf
another Kwisatz Haderach), the Bene Gesserit had been terrified of
creating such aone again.

Many fearful Reverend Mothers saw hints of the Kwisatz Haderach in any
remarkable skill, even in precocious Duncan Idaho. Eleven previous
Duncan gholas had been killed as children, and some of the proctors had
made no secret of the fact that they wanted to kill him aswell. To

Duncan, the very ideathat he might fit the mold of amessiah, like

Paul, was absurd.

When the Bene Gesserit Suk doctors held up the infant, Duncan caught his
breath. After cleaning sticky fluids from the fresh skin, the somber

doctors subjected the baby to numerous tests and analyses, then wrapped
himin gerilethermad cloths. "Heisintact, undamaged,” one of them
reported. "A successful experiment.”

Duncan frowned. An experiment? Was that how they saw this? He could not
tear hisgaze away. A vell of memories about young Paul nearly blinded

him: how he and Gurney had taught the boy hisfirst sword-and-shield
lessons, how during the Duke's War of Assassins Duncan had taken the boy
off to hide among the Cdadan primitives, how the family had moved from
their ancestral hometo Arrakis and into atrap set by the Harkonnens....

But he felt more than that. Looking at the hedthy infant, hetried
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to see the face of the great Emperor Muad'Dib. Duncan knew the specia
pain and doubts this ghola child would experience. The ghola Paul would
know about his past life but would remember none of it, at least not for
years.

Taking theinfant Paul into her arms, Sheeana spoke quietly. "To the

Fremen he was the messiah who cameto lead them to victory. To the Bene
Gesserit, he was a superhuman who emerged under the wrong circumstances
and escaped our contral."

"Heisababy," the old Rabbi said. "An unnaturad one."

The Rabbi, himsdlf trained as a Suk doctor, attended the birth, though

only reluctantly. He had a pronounced aversion to the tanks, but he

looked somewhat defeated. With his brow furrowed and his eyes troubled,
he had mumbled to Duncan, "I fed duty bound to be here. | madea
promise to watch over Rebecca.”

The woman was dl but unrecognizable on the med-center table, hooked up
to tubes and pumps. Was she dreaming of her other lives? Lost inasea

of ancient memories? The old man seemed to see something of his persond
falurein her sagging face. Before the Bene Gesserit doctors had

extracted the child from the augmented womb, he prayed for Rebecca's soul.

Duncan focused on the baby. "Long ago, | gave my lifeto save Paul.
Would the universe have been better off if he had died that day under
Sardaukar knives?!

"Many Sisterswould make that argument. Humanity has been recovering for
millenniafrom how he and his son changed the universe," Sheeanasaid.
"But now we have achanceto raise him properly and see what he can do

againd the Enemy."

"Evenif he changesthe universe again?'
"Changeis preferable to extinction.”

Master Paul's second chance, Duncan thought.

He reached down with a strong hand, a Swordmaster's hand, to touch the
baby'stiny cheek. If amiracle was created by technology, wasit sill
amiracle? Theinfant smeled of medicinds, disnfectants, and mdange
that had been added to the surrogate mother's vat for months, a precise
mixture that old Scytale had told them was necessary.
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The baby's eyes seemed to focus on Duncan for amoment, though such a
young infant could not possibly see clearly. But who could say what a
Kwisatz Haderach might or might not see? Paul had foreseen the future of



humankind after journeying in his mind to a place others could not go.

Like Magi, three Bene Gesserit Suk doctors crowded closer, chattering
with awe over the baby they had worked so hard to create.

In disgust, the Rabbi turned and swept past Duncan, heading for the
med-center's door, muttering " Abomination!" before he dipped out into
the corridor.

Behind him, the Bene Gesserit doctors adjusted their life-support
machinery and announced that the now deflated axlotl tank was ready to
be impregnated with another ghola baby from the Tlellaxu Master's stored
cdls
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When one has an obvious need, one has an obvious weakness. Take care
when you make arequest, for in doing so you reved your vulnerabilities.

- KHRONE, private communiqué to his Face Dancer operatives

For millennia, the Ixians had managed to deliver miracles, providing
what no one else could, and they rarely failled to live up to

expectations. The Spacing Guild had no choice but to go to Ix when they
needed an unorthodox solution for the méange shortage.

The technocrats and fabricators on Ix continued their industrious

research, pushing technologica boundarieswith their inventions. During

the chaos of the Scattering, Ixians had achieved significant progressin

devel oping machinesthat had previoudy been considered taboo because of
ancient restrictionsimposed in the wake of the Butlerian Jhad. By
purchasing devices that were suspicioudy closeto "thinking machines,”

the customers themsalves became complicit in bresking the age-old laws.
In thisatmosphere, it wasin the best interest of everyoneto maintain
complete discretion.

When the desperate Guild delegation arrived on 1x, members of the Face
Dancer myriad were everywhere, in secret. Posing asan Ixian engineer,
K hrone attended the meeting-another step in adance so
well-choreographed that the participants could not see their own
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movements. The New Sisterhood and the Guild would dig their own graves,
and Khrone considered that a good thing.

The Guild representatives were ushered into one of the giant underground
manufactories where copper shieding and scan-scramblers concealed them
from view. No one would ever know this group had come here except for



the Ixians. And the Face Dancers. After decades of infiltration, Khrone
and hisimproved shape-shifterseadly fit in. They looked exactly like
scientists, engineers, and fast-talking bureaucrats.

Now, filling hisrole as a skilled deputy fabricator, Khrone wore short
brown hair and a heavy brow. Thelines around his mouth indicated that
here was a hardworking functionary, someone whose opinion could be
trusted and whose conclusions would stand up to any amount of
double-checking. Three othersin the largely silent assembly were aso

Face Dancers, but the spokesman for the Ixianswas (for the time being

at least) atrue human. So far, Chief Fabricator Shayama Sen had given
them no reason to replace him. Sen seemed to want the same things Khrone
did.

Ixians and Face Dancers shared abarely concedled disdain for foolish
fearsand fanaticism. Wasit truly an invason and a conquest, Khrone
wondered, if the Ixians would have accepted the new order anyway?

Insgdetheimmense hal, theair wasfilled with the hissing of

production lines, vaporous plumes of cold baths, and the acrid fluids of
imprinting chemicals. Others might have found the clamor of sghts,
sounds, and smells distracting, but the Ixians consdered it soothing
white noise.

Edrik the Navigator's armored tank drifted on suspensors, flanked by
four gray-clad escorts. Khrone knew that the Navigator would be the
greatest problem here, for hisfaction had the most to lose. But the
mutated creature did not take charge of the negotiations. That task was
|eft to the sharp-eyed Guild spokesman, Rentd Gorus, who stepped
forward on willowy legs. Hislong white braid hung ropelike from his
otherwise bald scalp. The vigtors covered themselves with a veneer of
importance and entitlement, which revealed agreat deal about the extent
of their anxiety. True confidencewas quiet and invisible.
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"The Spacing Guild has needs," said Administrator Gorus, sweeping the
room with hismilky but not-blind eyes. "If Ix can fulfill them, we are
willing to pay any reasonable price. Find usaway out of the manacles
the New Sisterhood has placed on us."

Shayama Sen folded his hands together and smiled. "And what isit you
need?’ The nails on histwo forefingers were metalic and patterned with
the kaleidoscopic lines of circuitry.

Edrik swam close to the spesker in histhick-walled tank. "The Guild
needs spice so that we may guide our ships. Can Ix's machinery create
méange? | see no point in coming here.”

Gorus gave the Navigator aglare of pure annoyance. "'l am not so
skeptical. The Spacing Guild wondersif Ixian technology could be used



regularly and rdliably for navigation-at least during this difficult
trangtion period. Sincethe time of the God Emperor, I1x has produced
certain cdculating machinesthat can take the place of Navigators.”

"Only in part. The machines have dways beeninferior,” Edrik said.
"Poor copies of ared Navigator.”

"Neverthdless, they proved useful in times of grest need,” Shayama Sen
pointed out. "During the various waves of Scatterings, many ships used
the primitive devicesto travel without the benefit of spice or Navigators.”

"And avast number of those shipswere logt," Edrik interrupted. "We
will never know how many blundered through suns or dense nebulae. We
will never know how many weresmply ... logt, arriving in unknown star
systemns and unidentified worlds, never ableto find their way back.”

"Recently, when mélange was plentiful-thanksto Tlellaxu

tank-manufactured spice-the Guild had no qualms about relying solely on

our Navigators," Adminisirator Gorus said, sounding quite reasonable.

"Now, however, times have changed. If we can prove to the New Sisterhood
that we don't rely entirely on them, then their monopoly has no teeth.

Then, perhaps, they will not be so haughty and intractable, and they

will bemorewilling to sdl usspice.”

"That remainsto be proved,” grumbled the Navigator.

"Navigation devices have remained in use among certain parties” Shayama
Sen added. "When the Honored Matres began to return from

184

the outside fringes, they did not have Navigators. Only when they needed
to know the full landscape of the Old Empire did they rely upon the
sarvices of the Guild."

"And you cooperated with them," Khrone said, using hiswordslike a
needle. "Isthat not why the Sisterhood is displeased with you?'

"The witches aso used their own ships, bypassing the Guild," Gorus
sad, inahuff. "Until recently, they did not trust even uswith the
coordinates of Chapterhouse, fearing we would have sold the location to
the Honored Matres."

"And would you have?' Sen seemed amused. "Yes, | think so."

"This has nothing to do with the discusson of navigation machines”” The
Guild Adminigtrator aoruptly cut off further discussion.

The Chief Fabricator smiled and tapped his fingernails together,
unleashing aflurry of sparksaong the circuit pathsliketiny
phosphorescent rats scurrying through amaze. "Though such artificia



deviceswere not accurate, or practica, or necessary, we sill

ingtdled themin afew ships, evenin recent times. Though neither
Guildships nor independent vessasrelied upon them, thelr primary
purpose was to demongtrate to the Tleilaxu and the Priests of the
Divided God that we could indeed function without their spice. However,
the plans have been shelved for many centuries.”

Gorus continued, "Perhaps given sufficient monetary incentive, you could
revigt that old technology and develop it to ahigher level ?"

Khronerequired dl the control of hisfluid facid musclesto keep the
amile off hisface. Thiswas exactly what he had hoped for.

Chief Fabricator Sen aso looked extremely pleased. He examined Edrik's
armored tank, intrigued by its engineering. "' Perhaps Navigators should
have used their prescience to see this méange shortage coming.

"That is not how our prescience works."

Gorus pointed out, "The New Sisterhood is now the sole provider of
méange-and their Mother Commander Murbellawill not yield, despite our
entregties.”

Edrik added, "We have met with her. Sheisnot rational .”
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"It seemsto methat Murbellais perfectly aware of her power and her
bargaining position,” the Chief Fabricator said, spesking mildly.

"Wewould like to take that bargaining chip from the witches, but we can
only do so with your help,” said the Guild Adminigtrator. "Give us
another option.”

Khrone knew that adding his support would do little; however, by
expressing straw-man doubts, he would forge a closer aliance between
these others. "To devel op anavigation machine of such sophistication-
and to use it as more than a mere symbol-would require technology
dangeroudy closeto thinking machines. There are the restrictions of

the Butlerian Jhad to consider.”

Sen, Gorus, and even the Navigator responded with scorn. " The people
will forget the ancient commands of the Jhad soon enough if Guildships
areunabletofly, if dl spacetrave iscrippled,” the Administrator said.

Khrone turned to the Chief Fabricator, who was ostensibly hisboss. "I
would be honored if 1x accepted this challenge, sir. My best teams can
begin work on adapting numericad compilersand mathematical projection
devices"

Shayama Sen chuckled at the Guildsman. "The pricewill be high. A



percentage, perhaps. The Spacing Guild and CHOAM are among our best
customers... and our ties could grow stronger ill."

"CHOAM issureto contribute to the cogt, if they seethat itis
necessary to keep interstellar trade functioning,” Gorus admitted.

How these Guildsmen tried to hide their desperation! Khrone decided it
was best to give them adifferent target. "While the Bene Gesserits and
the Honored Matres were at each other's throats, the Guild and CHOAM
continued commercid activities unmolested. Now, the New Sisterhood
clamsthat afar worse enemy iscoming a them, at its, from outside.”

Gorus made arude snort, asif he had much to say on the subject, but
swallowed hisopinionslikethick lumps of phlegm.

The Chief Fabricator gazed down his nose. "Isthere evidence that this
enemy exigsat dl? And isthe enemy of the Sisterhood and the Honored
Matres necessarily the enemy of Ix, the Guild, or CHOAM?"!
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"Tradeistrade" Edrik said in abubbling voice. "Everyonerequiresit.
The Guild requires Navigators, and we require spice.”

"Or navigation machines," Gorus added.

Khrone nodded placidly. "And thus we return to the necessary price for
Ixian services."

"If you can produce what we ask, then our profits-and indeed the shift
in the balance of power-will be of incaculable value. | believe we can
makeit aviable prospect for both of us." Asthe Administrator spoke,
the Navigator continued to look uncomfortable.

Khrone alowed the faintest of satisfied smileson hisfaseface. From

the far-distant overlords who aways watched him through the tachyon

net, he dready had accessto any navigationd calculatorsthe Guild

could need. Such technology was quite basic compared to whet the "Enemy”
could command. For Khrone it would be asimple matter of pretending to
develop such technology on Ix and then sdlling it at grest cost to the

Guild.

Around them, the fabrication plant continued to produce the sounds and
amelsof vigorousindudtry. "1 il do not like the implications of
technology superceding true Navigators." Edrik seemed trapped in histank.

"Y our loydty isto the Spacing Guild, Edrik," Gorus brusquely reminded
him. " And we will do what we must to survive as an organization. We have
little choice in the matter.”
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The treatment of an injury may hurt more than the wound itself. Do not
alow asoreto fester because you are unwilling to tolerate the
momentary pain.

- BENE GESSERIT SUK DOCTOR FLORIANA NICUS

Murbellawaked with Janess-now Reverend Mother Janess- through the
stony remnants of the dying gardens around the Keep. They stood by the
rocky bed of adry stream, al the moisture stolen by the dramatically
changing climate of Chapterhouse. The polished stones were a poignant
reminder of the fast-flowing water that had once rushed adong this channel.

"Y ou are my lieutenant now, no longer my daughter.” She knew her words
must sound harsh to the young woman, but Janess did not flinch. Both of
them understood that from now on an appropriate emotional separation had
to be maintained, that Murbellamust be Mother Commander, not mother.
"Both the Bene Gesserits and the Honored Matres have tried to prohibit
love, but they can only prohibit the expression of it, not the thought

or emotion. Mother Superior Odrade was caled a heretic among her
Sigters because she believed in the power of love."

"| understand, Mother ... Commander. Each of us must give up something
for the sake of the new order."

"I shall teach you to swim by hurling you into the raging waters, a
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metaphor that | fear will not be rlevant here much longer. | am
counting on you to advance more quickly than either of our factions. It
has taken six years of struggle, dragging both sidestoward the center,
for thewomen to learn to live with each other. Fundamenta change may
take generations, but we have made great strides.”

"Duncan ldaho cdled it ‘compromise by swordpoint,” Janess quoted.
Murbellaraised her eyebrows. "Did he?'

"I can show you the historical record, if you like."

"An gpt description. The New Sisterhood is not yet the smoothly running
machine | had hoped for, but | have convinced the Sitersto stop

killing each other. Mogt of them, at least.”

She thought quickly of Janess's old nemess, Caree Debrak, who had
disappeared from the student bungal ows only days before she'd been

scheduled to undergo the Agony; Caree had renounced the conversion as
brainwashing and dipped away into the night. Few of the Ssterswould



miss her.

"Under norma circumstances,” Murbella continued, "1 could overlook the
fact that some Honored Matres don't accept my rule. Freedom of discourse
and the airing of opposing philosophies. But not now."

Janess drew hersdlf sraight, showing that she was ready for her

assgnment. "Renegade Honored Matres till control much of Gammu and a
dozen other worlds. They have seized the soostone operations on Buzzell
and gathered their most powerful forceson Tleilax.”

Over the pagt year, the Mother Commander had assembled a force of
Sgtersand vigoroudy trained them in the combined fighting techniques

of Honored Matres and Bene Gesserits. The bond between the two factions
was best forged in the crucible of persona combat. "Now it istimeto
givemy traneesatarget.”

"Stop training and art fighting," Janess said.
"Another quote from Duncan?'
"Not that I'm aware of ... but | think he'd agree with the sentiment.”

Murbelasmiled wryly. "Y es, he probably would. If the renegades will
not join us, they must be diminated. | will not havethem dip knives
into our backs when we are concentrating on real battles.”
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"They have had yearsto entrench themsalves, and they will not fall
without aterrific battle.”

Murbellanodded. " Of more immediate concern isthe enclave of dissdents
right here on Chapterhouse. It hurts me like asplinter in my hand. In

the best case, it causes troublesome pain; in theword, it festers and
gpreads an infection. Either way, the splinter must be removed.”

Janess narrowed her eyes. Y es, they are much too close to home. Even if
the Chapterhouse dissidents do nothing overt againgt us, they

demondtrate a weakness to outside observers. The Situation bringsto
mind another wise observation from Duncan Idaho'sfird life. Ina

report he submitted when he lived among the Fremen on Dune, he said, 'A
leak in aganat isadow but fatal weakness. Finding the lesk, and
plugging it, isadifficult task, but it must be donefor the surviva

of dl."

The Mother Commander was both proud and amused. "In citing so many of
Duncan'swritings, do not forget to think for yourself. Then someday
otherswill begin quoting you." Her daughter wrestled with that idea,

then nodded. Murbella continued. "Y ou will hep me plug the legk inthe
ganat, Janess."



THE BASHAR OF the New Sisterhood's main forces, Wikki Aztin, devoted her
time and her best resourcesto training Janess for her first tough

assgnment. Wikki had aready sense of humor and astory for every

occasion. A stooped and narrow-faced woman of uncommon energy, she
suffered from a congenital heart defect that prevented her from

attempting the Agony; thus, Wikki had never become a Reverend Mother.
Instead, she was assigned to the Sisterhood's military operations, where

she had risen through the ranks.

Outside the Mother Commander's shelter in theisolated training fields,
spatlightsilluminated the attack ‘thopters Janess was preparing for
their vigorous assault the following day.

Housecleaning, Murbdlla called it. These rebels had betrayed her. Unlike
outsiders who had never heard the Sisterhood's teachings, or
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misguided women who did not know the threet of the oncoming Enemy.
Murbella hated the Honored Matre holdouts on Buzzdll, Gammu, and
Tleilax, but those women didn't know any better. These dissidents,
however-she considered their betrayd far worse. It was a persona affront.

When Janesswas out of earshot, tending to her duties, Murbellacame up
to stand with the bashar. Wikki said, "Did you know that some of the
Sigers are betting against your pup, Mother Commander?

"l sugpected as much. They fed | gave her too much responsibility too
soon after becoming a Reverend Mother, but it's only making her work
harder."

"I've seen her digging in with anew resolve, trying to prove them

wrong. She'sgot your spirit, and she reveres Duncan Idaho. With dl
eyeson her, shelooksforward to an opportunity to shine, to set an
examplefor others." Wikki looked out into the night. ™Y ou sure you

don't want me to come aong on the assault tomorrow? This engagement is
closeto home, small but important. A real exercisewould be....

gratifying.”
"l need you to stay here and watch things. While I'm away from the Keep,
someone could attempt a coup.”

"| thought you had gotten them to settle their differences.”

"It isan unstable equilibrium.” Murbelasighed. " Sometimes, | wish the
real Enemy would just attack us-and force those women to al fight on
the same sde”

THE FOLLOWING MORNING, Murbella and her squadron took off. Janess rode
with her in the lead ‘thopter asthey flew over the surface of the



planet. Despite her training, and the confidence her mother placed in
her, Janess was still agreen lieutenant, not yet ready to assume command.

After turning areluctant blind eyeto them for severd years, the
Mother Commander could no longer tolerate deserters and mal contents.
Even in the remote regions, the settlement was too great aweak
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spot, amagnet for potential saboteurs aswell as a possible foothold
for alarger force of renegade Honored Matres from elsewhere.

Murbella had no doubts about what she had to do, and no sympathy.
Because the New Sisterhood was desperate for competent fighters, she
would invite the deserters back into the fold, but she did not have high
hopes that any of them would accept. As cowards and complainers, these
women had aready shown their true colors. She wondered what Duncan
would have donein agtuation likethis.

Asthe squadron approached the reported location of the encampment,
Janess reported that she had picked up heat and transmission signatures.
Without prompting, she ordered al of the aircraft to activate their
shields, in case the rebelsfired at them with wegpons stolen from the
Chapterhouse armories.

When Janess and her tecticd officers scanned the areain their initia
high-altitude sweep, however, they found no competing aircraft or
military equipment in the vicinity, just afew hundred lightly armed
women trying to hide in the thick conifer forests below. Although
patches of snow made for wide variances in the thermal map of the ares,
the human bodies stood out like bonfires.

Converting theimage to optical, Murbella panned across the deserters,
many of whom she recognized; some had been gonefor years, even before
she had executed one of their vocal proponents, Annine.

She addressed the rebels below over the ‘thopter's booming loudspeaker.
"Thisis Mother Commander Murbella, and | come offering an olive branch.
We have transport ‘thopters at the rear of our formation, ready to bring

all of you back to the Keep. If you disarm and cooperate, | will grant

you amnesty and the opportunity for retraining.”

She saw Caree Debrak on the ground. The bitter young woman pointed a
farzeerifle at them. Tiny pinpoints of fire gpat out, and the fast

molten projectiles struck harmlesdy againgt the 'thopter's shields.

"Damn lucky it'snot alasgun,” Murbdlasad.

Janess | ooked astonished. "L asguns are forbidden on Chapterhouse.”

"Much isforbidden, but not everyone followsthe rules Working her jaw



angrily, Murbella spoke over the loudspesker again, ina
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sharper tone. "'Y ou have deserted your Sigtersin atime of crisis. Put
this divisiveness behind you and return with us. Or are you cowards,
afraid to face our true Enemy?"

Careefired the farzee rifle again, splattering more molten projectiles
againg the 'thopter's shields.

"At least we didn't fire the first shot." Janess|ooked at her mother.

"In my opinion, Mother Commander, negotiating with them isawaste of
time. With well-placed sedative darts, we could disarm them, force them
back to the Keep, then try to win them over." Below, many of the other
rebel s grabbed their weapons and shot ineffectively at the Sisterhood's
assault force.

Murbella shook her head. "We will never make them see reason- and we can
never trust them again.”

"Should wetry alimited military engagement then, just enough to strike
fear into them? It would give our new squadron practice in the field.
Land the soldiers and use them to attack and humiliate the holdouts. If
our hand-to-hand combat skills can't defest thislot, wewon't have a
chance againgt the real whoreswho have had yearsto build up their
planetary defenses.”

Seeing the ma contentsfiring a them with rifles, Murbellafelt

increasing anger. Her voice broke like glassin her own ears. "No. Doing
so would only risk more of our loyad Sigers. | won't loseasingle

fighter here." She shuddered to think of how much damage these women
could causeif they pretended to surrender and then spread their poison
from within. "No, Janess. They have madetheir choice. We can never
trust them again. Never again.”

Her daughter's eyes flashed with understanding. " They're no more than
insects. Shal we exterminate them?”

Below, more dissdents were running through the trees and emerging from
the dense pines carrying heavier weapons.

"Drop shiddsand openfire," Murbella shouted into the commsystem that
connected al of the attack vessels. "Useincendiariesto light the

woods." An officer in one of the other 'thopters protested that the
response was too severe, but Murbella cut her off. "There will be no
debate.”

Her handpicked squadron opened fire, and the blazing bloodbath
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left no survivors. Shetook no joy init, but the Mother Commander had
showed that shewould strike like ascorpion if provoked. She hoped that
such knowledge would prevent further discontent and opposition.

"L et this be an example that will long be remembered,” shesaid. "An
enemy among us can cause damage as surely asthe Enemy outside.”
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Cdadan: third planet of Delta Pavonis, birthworld of Paul Muad'Dib. The
planet was later renamed Dan.

-Terminology of the Imperium (Revised)

When the ghola of Baron VIadimir Harkonnen was seven years old, the Face
Dancers commanded Uxtal to take him to the ocean world of Dan.

"Dan ... Cdadan. Why are we going there?' Uxta asked. "Doesthishave
something to do with the fact that it was once the home-world of House
Atreides, enemy of House Harkonnen?' In hisjoy to be going away from
Matre Superior Hellica, the Lost Tlellaxu researcher found the courage

to view the Face Dancer as hisrescuer.

"We have found something there. Something that could alow usto usethe
resurrected Baron." The Face Dancer escort raised a hand, stopping the
question Uxta was about to ask. "That isal you need to know."

While he had prayed fervently for the day when he could rdinquish the
difficult gholachild, Uxta now worried that Khrone might consider his
usefulnessto be at an end. Maybe the Face Dancers would come up behind
him, place fingers over his eyes, and squeeze, asthey'd done to Elder
Burah....

He hurried toward the shuttle that would take him and the brat
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away from Tlellax. He mumbled to himself, like apersond mantra: | am
dill dive. Still divel

At least he would be away from Ingva and Hellica, the stench of digs,
and the screams of torture victims being wrung dry of their pain-induced
chemicas

IN THE intervening years, Hellicahad continued to enjoy young Vladimir
Harkonnen. They were birds of afeather. Uxtal found it chilling to hear
the seven-year-old boy and the Matre Superior laugh together asthey
discussed people who didn't deserveto live anymore, choosing victims
for the torture laboratories.

The treacherous little boy reported congtantly to the pretender queen,
informing her of purported mistakes or indiscretions committed by
|aboratory assistants. Uxtal had lost many of his best helpersthat way,

and the scheming child fully comprehended the power he held. Uxta could
barely master his own terror in the ghola's presence. Though only a

child, Vladimir was nearly the same sze asthe diminutive Tlelaxu.

Unexpectedly, though, Uxta had managed to endear himself to the ghola
inaway that had the benefit of driving awedge between the boy and
Hdlica AsaTldlaxu, he had many persond habitsthat outsders
consdered revolting, such as his proclivity to emit coarse bodily

noises. Seeing the Baron's ddlight in such grossness, Uxtd began to
embdlish his own habits around the child, which gave the two of them a
peculiar bond.

Miffed at VIadimir'sfickle atentions and showing no more maturity than
the child ghola, Hellica had stopped associating with the boy. She

reacted with haughty indifference when the Guildship cameto take Uxtd
and the gholaaway to Dan. But the anxious researcher knew she would be
there waiting when he returned....

AFTER A foldspace journey, the Tlellaxu and his charge rode a shuttle
down to the watery planet. En route they played a private
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game, competing with one another to see who could be the most
disgusting, to seeif they could get areaction out of the bland and
stony Face Dancers accompanying them. Vladimir, with an amazing
repertoire of scatologica talents, made more revolting sounds and
noxious odors than anyone Uxtal had ever encountered. After each
display, the cherubic boy grinned fiercdly.

Uxta conceded defeat, knowing it was safer to lose to a Harkonnen than
to win, even without Matre Superior Hellicaleering over their shoulders.



One of the Face Dancers stood at the shuttl€'s viewport, pointing
outsde. "Theruins of Castle Cdadan, the ancestral home of House
Atreides." Theedificelay in broken fragments of stone at the edge of a
seasde dliff, with alanding field not far away on the outskirts of a

nearby fishing village

The Face Dancer obvioudy intended to bring Vladimir to a place that
might evoke aviscerd reaction, but Uxtal detected no glimmer of
recognition in the boy's spider-black eyes, no spark of recollection.

The Baron gholawas far too young to access his memoriesyet, but by
placing him in the environment of his archenemies, with so many

potential memory triggers, maybe they would avaken something after dl,
or at least lay agood foundation for success.

Perhaps that was what Khrone wanted of them. Uxtal hoped so, wishing he

could stay here on Dan permanently. Though somewhat austere and damp,
the ocean world seemed a great improvement over Banda ong.

As soon asthey stepped off the shuttle onto the paved field, VIadimir
stared toward the ruined castle. His shaggy hair blew in asea breeze.
"My enemieslived here? Thisiswhere Duke Leto Atreides was from?"
Though Uxtal didn't know the answer for certain, he knew what the ghola
boy wanted to hear. "Y es, he must have been where you are standing,
breathing the same air that fillsyour lungs now."

"Why can't | remember? | want to remember. | want to know more than you
told me, more than | can seein filmbooks." He slamped afoot on the ground.

"And one day you will. Oneday it will al come back to you.”
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"l want it now!" The child looked up with apeevish expression,
puckering hislips. This, Uxta knew, sgnified dangerous potentid.

Hetook the boy's hand and led him quickly toward awaiting groundcar
before the childish temper could explode. "Come, let's see what the Face
Dancers have found.”
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Knowing the decisions and the mistakes made by others can be
frightening. More often, though, | find it comforting.

- REVEREND MOTHER SHEEANA, Ithacalogs

Thevan Gogh painting hung on ameta wall of Sheeands cabin. She had



stolen the masterpiece from the Mother Superior's quarters before
escaping from Chapterhouse. Of dl the crimes she had committed during
her flight, taking the van Gogh was her only selfish and unjustified

act. For years, she had drawn comfort from this great work of art and
everything it represented.

With the glowpand s adjusted to perfect illumination, Sheeana stood
unblinking before the masterpiece. Though she had studied the painting
meticuloudy many times, she till gained new ingght from the daulbs of
bright paint, the thick brushstrokes, the chaotic flurry of cregtive

energy. A deeply disturbed man, van Gogh had turned these splotches and
smudges of color into awork of genius. Could pure, cold sanity have
done as much?

Thatched Cottages at Cordeville had survived the atomic destruction of
Earth ages ago, the Butlerian Jhad and ensuing dark ages, then
Muad'Dib's Jhad, thirty-five hundred years of the Tyrant'srule, the
Famine Times, and the Scattering. Without doubt, thisfragile piece of
art was blessed.
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But its creator had been driven to the brink of madness by his passions.
Van Gogh had channeled hisvision into color and form, a
representational splash of redlity so intensethat it could only be
conveyed on canvas.

One day she would show the painting to the ghola children. Paul

Atreides, the oldest, was now five years old and showed every sign of
being just anormd little boy. His"mother" Jessicawas ayear younger,
the same age asthe ghola of the warrior-Mentat Thufir Hawat. Paul's
love, Chani, was only three, while the historic traitor to House

Atreides, Wellington Y ueh, wastwo, born at the same time that Sheeana
had findly alowed Scytdeto create agholaof himsdf. The great
planetologist and Fremen leader Liet-Kynes was ayear-old baby, and the
Naib Stilgar had just been born.

It would be years before the Bene Gesserit had any chance of triggering
those gholamemories, before the historical re-creations could become

the weapons and tools Sheeana needed. If she showed them the van Gogh
painting right now, would they react based on some ingtinct from their

past lives, or would they view the images with fresh eyes?

A geniusfrom Ix had restored and enhanced the origind; aninvisbly

thin but tough coating of plaz sealed and protected the masterwork from
further aging. The Ixian restorer had not only returned the painting to
itsorigind glory, he had added interactive smulations so that an
appreciative observer could go through the process of every brushstroke,
seeing the complex and primitive marve asit had been created from
layer upon layer of paint. Sheeana had experienced the ingtructiona
smulation enough times that she felt she could have repainted the



cottages hersalf with her eyes closed. But even if shed made a perfect
copy, it wouldn't have been the same asthe origind.

Sheeana backed up to her bed and sat down, never taking her eyesfrom
the painting. The voicesin Other Memory seemed to appreciate it, though
she kept the congtant clamor under contral.

Odrade-within spoke to her now in ascolding tone. | am sure other
Sigters congder the theft of Vincent's painting to be more serious than
steding the no'ship or sandworms from the desert belt. Those things
could be replaced, but not a masterpiece.
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"Maybe | am not the person you thought | was. But then, [-more than
anyone el se-can't live up to the myth built around me. Does the Cult of
Sheeana dill have followers out there in the Old Empire? Does your
manufactured religion till revereme asan angd and asavior?'

The Bene Gesserit knew the powers of unflagging belief among vast
populations. The Sigters harnessed religions as wegpons-created them,
guided them, and turned them loose as one might aim an arrow from abow.

Reigionswere odd things. They were born with the emergence of astrong
and charismatic leader, yet somehow they grew more powerful after that
keystonefigure died, especidly if martyred. No army ever fought harder
without its bashar, no government grew stronger without itsking or
president, yet areligion without Sheeana spread faster as soon asthe
converts believed she was dead. Sheeana's unique background had given
the Missionaria Protectiva plenty to work with, enough raw materia to
attract fanaticsin droves.

Herein her quiet, peaceful quarters, shewas glad to be far from al that.

At the thought of being a supposed martyr around whom a powerful
religion had grown, she felt another life awaken and rise up within her,
adigtant, ancient voice: Both Muad'Dib and Liet-Kynes spoke againgt the
dangers of following acharismatic hero.

When theliveswithin permitted it, sheliked to delve degply into lines
of Other Memory, looking farther and farther back in time, into the
backwash and whitewater rapids of theriver of history. "l agree. That
iswhy those who would throw away their livesin such acause must be
watched and guided.”

Guided? Or manipulated?
"Thedifferenceis only amatter of words, not substance.”

There are times when manipulating the massesisthe only way to form an
adequate defense. A fighting force of fanatics can surpass any number of



enemy Weapons.
"Paul Muad'Dib proved that. His bloody jihad rocked the galaxy.”

The other voice chuckled within her. He was by no meansthefirst to use
such tectics. He learned much from the past. He learned much from me.

Sheeanacast her inner vison deep into her mind. "Who are you?'
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| am one who knows this subject better than most. Better than almost
anyone. Thevoice paused. | an Serena Butler. | started the mother of
al jihads.

WITH SERENA Butler'swarning fresh in her mind, Sheeana sirode through a
lower-level corridor. Considering al the factions aboard the Ithaca,

each with their own agendas and distortions, Sheeana knew of an

innocent, yet impenetrable, source of information: the four captive Futars.

The creatures had caused no further trouble in the five years since one
had escaped from the brig and killed a Sister, aminor proctor. Sheeana
had visited them on occasion and talked to al of them, but so far she
hed been frugtrated in her attempts to gain useful information.
Nevertheless, Serena Butler had given her anew ideato userdigious
aweasatool.

Confident that she could protect hersdlf if necessary, she released the
onethat called himsdlf Hrrm from the large holding chamber where the
Futars now lived. Y ears ago, after she had found Hrrm loosein the lower
corridors, she had done everything possibleto give him and his
companions alarger space. They were predators, ferd things, and they
needed to run and roam. So, Sheeana had added security systemsto an
armor-walled storage bay, then instructed several proctors and afew of
the Rabbi's hardworking Jews to construct asmulated environment. The
new enclosure did not fool the Futars, but it comforted them. Though not
quite freedom, it wasfar preferable to the stark, separated brig cells.

During the construction of the specid arboretum, Sheeana had done her
best to find out what their origina home with the Handlers had been
like, but the Futars offered few details. Their vocabulary was quite
limited. When they said "trees," she could not get them to describe the
Szeor species. Instead, she resorted to showing them images until they
findly grew excited, pointing to atdl, silver-barked aspen.
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Now, after ensuring that the nearby corridors and lift tubes were empty

of distractions or threats, Sheeanatook the tense beast-man to the
observation chamber above the sand-filled hold.



Hrrm paced warily along beside her. The Honored Matres had abused him so
terribly that he was reluctant to extend trust, but in the years since
Sheeana had begun visiting the Futars, Hrrm had come to accept her.

In order to draw information out of them, Sheeana decided she needed to
make astronger impression. Although it went against her usua

principles, she decided to portray herself asthe Missonaria Protectiva
did-asardigiousfigure who wielded mystical powers. The Futarswould
see her in adifferent light. Perhapsif she could impress Hrrm, he

would answer the same questions, but in amore useful manner. The Futars
were too smple and direct to keep secrets, but they plainly did not
comprehend the implications of the things they understood.

Inside the observation chamber, the Futar stepped closer to the plaz
window and looked down toward the sand inside the cargo hold. His pupils
dilated and his nogtrils flared when he saw movement there, the stirring
dunes. One of the large sandworms rose up, its cavernous mouth yawning
open as sand streamed from itsrings. The blind head of a second worm
rose, asif the creatures could sense Sheeand's presence high above them.

Hrrm backed away, hislips curling in ahaf snarl. Hisbreathing
sounded likeagrowl. "Mongers.”

"Yes. My mongers.” The Futar seemed confused and intimidated. Hrrm
could not take his eyes from the worms. "My monsters,” she repested.
"Y ou stay here, and watch."

Sheeana dipped away from the chamber and code-locked the door behind
her before taking allift directly down to the cargo hold level. She

opened the hatch and stepped out onto the temperature-controlled sands
under artificid-yellow sunlight. The sandworms came toward her, shaking
the hold with their weight and friction. Unafraid, Sheeanamarched out

and climbed up the dunesto face them.

With aburst of sand, the largest worm rose up, followed by a second
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one besideit, and athird behind her. Sheeana stared up toward the
small, dark observation window through which she hoped Hrrm would be
watching her with awe.

Sheran toward the nearest worm, and the giant backed away, scuttling
through the sand. She ran at another, and it aso retreated; then she

stood in the middle and began to twirl. She waved her hands at the worms
and began swaying back and forth in alissome dance. The worms followed,
weaving and swaying.

Around her she could smell fresh spice, the bitter yet stimulating aroma
that had no other natura origin. Thewormscircled her like sycophants.
Finally Sheeana collapsed onto the sand and let them continue their



circling, until al seven of the creatures reared up around her, and she
dismissed them.

Turning tail, the creatures rippled through the contained dunes, leaving
her. Sheeana struggled to her feet, brushed hersdlf off, and went to the
hatch. By now, Hrrm should be sufficiently impressed.

When she reentered the observation chamber, the Futar turned to her,
then backed away and raised hisface, baring his own throat in agesture
of submission. Sheeanafelt the warmth of the moment thrill through her.
"My mongers” shesad.

"Y ou stronger than bad women,” Hrrm said.

"Y es, stronger than Honored Matres.”

The beast-man seemed to force the words from histhroat. "Better than
... Handlers"

Sheeana pounced. "Who are the Handlers?!

"Handlers”

"Where are they? Who are they?'

"Handlers... control Futars."

"What are Futars?' She needed to know more, needed to pin him down.
There were too many questions about what the whores had brought from the
Scattering and how they were al connected to the Outside Enemy.

"Weare Futars" Hrrm said, sounding indignant. "Not fish people.”

Ah, anintriguing new nugget of information. "'Fish people?’

"Phibians" Hrrm growled with disgust. His mouth had trouble forming the
word.
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Sheeana frowned, imagining amodification that combined amphibious genes
with humans, the same way feline DNA had been used to create Futars.
Hybrids. "Did the Handlers create Phibians?'

"Handlers made Futars. We are Futars."

"Did they dso creete Phibians?'

Hrrm seemed to grow angry. "Handlers made Futars. Kill Honored Matres.”

Sheeanafd| slent, processng the information. The chromosomal



tinkering that had created Futars might be smilar to what was used to

breed aguatic-dwdling "Phibians." While the Handlers had used those
techniques to breed creatures who would target Honored Matres, someone
€l se had made Phibians. To what purpose?

Shewondered if Logt Tleilaxu from the Scaitering had sold their skills

to the highest bidder. If the Futars hated Phibians, then were the "fish
people" somehow dlied with the Honored Matres? Or was Sheeanasmply
reading too much into the crude utterances of the beast-man?

"Who arethe Handlers?' she said again.

"Y ou better,” Hrrm answered. It was al the response she could get.
Though helooked at her in adifferent way, Sheeana had achieved no
indghtsor vitd information. Just clues, without the necessary context.

Shetook him back to hisholding cell and turned him loose among the
other Futars. She didn't know how well they communicated with one
another, but she was certain Hrrm would share what he had learned. He
would tell hisfellows about the woman who controlled the worms.
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The best method of attack isto make aquick kill. Always be ready to
strike your opponent's jugular. If you want to provide a performance, be
adancer.

- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA, rdly before troop deployment

When the Enemy came, the New Sisterhood would not fight every battle
aone. Murbellarefused to dlow that. Though there was no central
leadership in the digointed civilizations of the Old Empire, she vowed

that she would compel those civilizationsto participate. They could not

he alowed to St on the sdelines when so much was at stake for humanity.

Under the ingtruction of her daughter Janess, aswell asthe veteran

bashar Wikki Aztin, the Sisterhood's deadliest fighters were being

trained, but Murbella needed access to powerful weapons, and a great
many of them. Therefore, she went to Richese, the primary competitor of Ix.

After Murbdlassmall shuttle landed in the main Richesian commercid
complex, the Factory Commissioner arrived to meet her. Hewas ashort
man with around face, close-cropped hair, and asincere-looking smile
that he could mount on hisface a will. Two women and three men
accompanied him, al wearing identicd smart-looking business atire.
They carried projection pads and easily revised papers, contracts, price
ligs
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"The New Sisterhood wishesto do businesswith you, Commissioner. Please



show me everything you have in the way of wegponry- offensve and
defensve”

Beaming, the round-faced man reached forward to clasp her hand, which
sherdluctantly dlowed him to shake. "Richeseisglad to be of service,
Mother Commander. We can manufacture anything from adagger to afleet
of battleships. Areyou interested in explosives, hand wegpons,

projectile launchers? We have defensive space mines that can be hidden

by no-fields. Please tdl me, what isyour particular need?!

Murbellamet him with ahard gaze. "Everything. Were going to need the
wholelig."

For thousands of years Richese and Ix had been technologica and
indugtrid rivas, each with their own areas of expertise. Ix had made

its name doing groundbreaking research, producing creative designsand
pioneering new technologies. Though many of their projectsfailed
spectacularly, the successful ones generated sufficient profitsto more
than pay for the mistakes.

Richese, on the other hand, was better at imitation than innovation.

They were more conservetive in therisks they took, yet increasingly
ambitiousin their output and efficiency. By taking advantage of
economies of scale, cutting profit margins, and pushing automated

factory linesto the very limits of what the Strictures of the Butlerian

Jhad adlowed, Richese was able to produce sought-after itemsin

enormous quantities at low cost. Murbella selected them over 1x because
the New Sisterhood needed huge numbers of weapons-as soon as possible.

The business complex where the Factory Commissioner dways met his
potentia customersincluded lush landscaping with parks and fountains;
the buildings were clean, stylized, and welcoming. Any unsightly

industrial zones remained far from view. Waking down spacious halways
lined with showcases of items that Richese could produce on amoment's
notice, Murbdlafdt asif she were wandering through an unending

exhibit hal of marketing displays.

Giving her plenty of time to examine the merchandise, the Commissioner
chattered as they walked from one display case to another. "Since the
degth of the Tyrant and the Famine Times, Richese has
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been called on to provide defensive armaments for any number of
brushfire wars. Y ou will be satisfied with what we can produce.”

"If we survive the coming conflict, then | will be satisfied.”
She studied body armor and ship armor, pseudoatomics, lasguns,

projectile launchers, microexplosves, pulse cannons, blasters, poison
dusts, shard-daggers, flechette guns, disruptors, mind scramblers,



offensive X-probes, hunter-seeker nation tools, deceptives,
energizers, burners, dart launchers, sun grenades, even genuine atomics
"for display purposesonly.” A holo-modd of Richese's southern
continents showed vast shipyards producing space yachts and military
no-ships.

Murbellasaid, "l want dl of those space yachts converted into
warships. In fact, we need to commandeer dl of your factory systems.
Y ou must completely devote your production linesto producing the
wegpons we need.”

The attorneys and sal espeopl e gasped, then consulted with each other.
The Factory Commissioner seemed darmed. "That is quite an astonishing
request, Mother Commander. We do have other customers, you know-"

"None moreimportant than we are." Shefixed him with acold glare. "We
will pay for the privilege, of course-in médange.”

The Commissioner'seyeslit up. "It haslong been said that wartimeis
hard on people, but good for business. Doesn't the Guild have astanding
order for al the spice your new desert belt produces?’

"I have saverdly restricted Guild purchases, though their demand remains
high," Murbdllasaid. The Richesian was already aware of this, of
course. He was smply playing agame.

The hovering attorneys and sales representatives were mentally going
through some preliminary caculations. After they were paid in méange,
the Richesians could turn around and sdll the spice to the desperate
Guild for ten timesthe dready steep vaue the New Sisterhood had
placed on it. They would reap profits backward and forward.

Murbellacrossed her arms over her chest. "We will need amilitary force
such as humanity has never before seen, because we face an Enemy unlike
any other."

"I've heard rumors. Who isthisfoe and when will they strike? What do
they want?'
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Sheblinked asaflicker of anxiety passed through her. "I wish | knew."

Firgt, though, her fighting squads would face the rebel Honored Mattes
in their dispersed enclaves, and for that she needed armored 'thopters,
assault ships, heavy groundcars, persond projectile launchers, pulse
rifles, and even razor-sharp mono-blade knives. Many of the battles
agang the dissdentswould involve close-in fighting.

"We can provide certain itemsimmediately from our stockpiles, afew
ships, some space mines. One warlord customer recently suffered from ...



um, an nation. Therefore his completed order remains unclaimed,
and we can offer you dl of it."

"I'll take it with me now," she sad.

THE MOTHER COMMANDER continued to train her troops, honing theminto a
razor-sharp weapon. Wearing ablack singlesuit uniform, Murbella stood

besi de Janess on a suspensor platform that floated low over the largest

training field. Below, in midday sunlight, her hand-picked troops went

through increasingly difficult persona combat routines, never resting,

never tolerating the smallest mistake.

Upon hearing that Murbella's specia squad had crushed the encampment of
dissidents on Chapterhouse, her advisors had been shocked at the swift
brutaity, but the Mother Commander stood firm against the uproar. "I am
not Bashar Miles Teg. He could have used his reputation to subtly

mani pul ate the mal contents, and might have reached a compromise that
skated past violence. But the Bashar isno longer with us, and | fear

his clever tacticswill not be effective against the Armageddon forces

of the Enemy. Violence will become more and more necessary.”

The women had found no effective counterargument.

After that first decisive battle, the Mother Commander's crack forces
took anew name for themsdves: Vakyries.

Murbellachdlenged her Vakyriesto master atype of fighting that
Janess had rediscovered in the archives:. the techniques of the
Sword-magters of Ginaz. By resurrecting that training discipline and arming
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her Ssterswith skillsthat no one dive remembered, the M other
Commander intended to produce fighters better equipped than any before
them to neutraize the entrenched Honored Matres.

At the moment, the squads were executing a complex maneuver in which
they fought against mock enemy troops on the ground, attacking themin
pinning star formations. Viewed from the high suspensor platform, the
show was quite impressive as the five points of each star rotated and

surged againgt the opposing force and sent them fleeing in disarray. It

was something Murbella caled the " choreography of persona combat.” She
could not wait to test it in battle.

Like her mother, Janess plunged into her work with fervor. She had even
adopted the surname of her father, caling hersdlf Lieutenant Idaho. It
sounded right to her, and to Murbella. Mother and daughter were becoming
quite aformidable force. Some Sigtersjokingly claimed that they didn't

need an army-those two were dangerous enough on their own.

Wearing asatisfied look, the Mother Commander reviewed the troop



formations. Janess, too, was clearly proud of the trained fighters. "I
will pit our Vakyries againgt any army the Honored Matres can raise
againgt us”

"Y es, Janess, you will-and soon. Firgt, we will conquer Buzzell."
213

Muad'Dib could indeed see the Future, but you must understand the limits
of thispower. Think of sight. Y ou have eyes, yet cannot see without

light. If you are on thefloor of avaley, you cannot see beyond your

valey. Just so, Muad'Dib could not always choose to look acrossthe
mysteriousterrain. Hetells us that a single obscure decision of

prophecy, perhaps the choice of one word over another, could change the
entire aspect of the future. Hetellsus " The vison of timeisbroad,

but when you pass through it, time becomes anarrow door" And aways, he
fought the temptation to choose aclear, safe course, warning "That path
leads ever down into stagnation”

-from "Arrakis Awakening" by the PRINCESS IRULAN

The planet Dan was full of Face Dancers. Just by looking at the natives
in the settlement near the ruined Atreides castle, Uxta could sense

them everywhere. His skin crawled, but he didn't dare show fear. Maybe
he could dip away, run to hide in the wilderness of the headlands, or
pretend to be asmple fisherman or cliff-farmer.

But if hetried any of that, the Face Dancers would hunt him down and
capture him, punish him. He didn't darerisk their wrath. So he meekly
followed adong.

Maybe Khrone would be so pleasad to see the Baron child that he would
samply free Uxtd, reward him for his service, and send him away. The
Lost Tlelaxu researcher could cling to unredigtic hopes....

He and young Vladimir were taken to temporary quartersin ahostelry on
the outskirts of the village. The boy ghola.complained that he wanted to
throw rocksin the water and at the boats, or poke into the market
gdlswhere sdllers gutted the fish, but Uxtal made excuses, ddaying

the restless child while they waited in their chilly, rustic room.

Vladimir began to ransack every cabinet and hiding place he
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could find. Uxta clung to the knowledge that at least the Honored
Matres were far away.

A nondescript man appeared at the door of their room. Helooked like any
other villager, but arash of goose bumps stippled Uxtal's skin. "I have
cometo take the Baron ghola. We must test him.”



He heard an odd sound, as of bones cracking and shifting. The man'sface
metamorphosed until the blank cadaverous face of Khrone stared back at
him with ink-pit eyes.

"Y-yes" Uxtd said. "The boy is progressng quite nicely. Seven years
old now. However, it would be very hdpful to meif | knew what you want
himfor. Very hdpful."

Vladimir watched the Face Dancer with curious awe. He had never seen one
of the shape-shiftersrevert to its blank state. "Greet trick. Can you
teach meto change my face like that?'

"No." Khrone turned back to the Tlellaxu. "When | originaly asked you

to grow thisghola, | did not know who hewas. When | learned his
identity, | till did not know if the Baron Harkonnen would do us any
good, but | thought that he might. Now | have discovered awonderful
possibility." Hetook the boy's hand, and led him away. "Wait here, Uxtal."

So the diminutive researcher remained aonein his primitive room,
wondering how much longer he would be permitted to live. In another
Stuation he might have enjoyed the moment of peace, the quiet

relaxation, but he wastoo afraid. What if the Face Dancers found some
flaw in the ghola? Why did they need him here on Dan? Would Khrone throw
him back into the clutches of Matre Superior Hellica? The Face Dancers
had |eft him among the Honored Matresfor years. Uxta didn't know how
much more he could stand. He couldn't believe Hdllicahad let him live,

or that the withered old Ingva hadn't yet tried to bond him sexuadly. He
closed his eyes and swallowed the moan in histhroat. So many things
could go wrong if he went back there....

To cdm himsdf, he began atraditiona cleanaing ritua. Standing next

to an open window and facing the ocean, he dipped awhite cloth into a
bowl of water and washed his naked chest. It had been so long since hel'd
been able to adequately perform the persond bodily ablutions required
by hisreligion. People were dways spying on him,
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intimidating him. After hefinished, Uxta meditated outsde on asmdl
wooden ba cony that overlooked the fishing village. He prayed by
mentaly rearranging numbers and sgns, searching for thetruth inthe
holy patterns.

The door of the room burst open and the ghola child ran in, flushed and
laughing. He carried adripping knife and dodged among the rough
furniture asif playing some sort of game. His clotheswere covered in
wet mud and blood.

Khronefollowed the boy into the room at amore sedate pace, carrying a
smdl parce in hisarms. He had reverted to hisinnocuous guise of a
bland-featured man. Chuckling, young Vladimir called for Khroneto hurry.



Uxtd quickly intercepted the boy. "What are you doing with that knife?"
He extended a hand to take the wespon away.

"l was playing with ababy dig. They have alittle pen of themin the
village, but none of them are big, like back home." He grinned. "I
jumped in with them and stabbed afew." He wiped the blade on hisown
trousers and handed it to the Tleilaxu, who set it out of reach atop a

tall wardrobe.

Khronelooked contemplatively at the bloodstains. "I am not averseto
violence, but it must be directed violence. Congtructive violence. This
ghola haslittle saf-control. Heisin need of behaviora modifications.”

Uxtal tried to deflect the conversation from theimplied criticism. "Why
did he grab aknife and jump into adig pen?"

"He was influenced by our conversation. | was discussing our discovery
with my comrades, and the boy drew inspiration from the object. He seems
to have afondnessfor knives."

"Matre Superior Hellicataught him that." Uxta swallowed hard. "'l have
read his cdlular higtory. The origina Baron Harkonnen was-"

"I know everything about the origind. He has excellent potentia for
what | havein mind now. Our plans have changed because of what we've
discovered here on Dan."

Uxta gared a the mysterious parced in the Face Dancer's hands. "And
what have you found?'

Though his gash-mouth did not smile, Khrone seemed very
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pleased. He began to unwrap the object. "Another solution to our crisis.”
"Which criss?'

"One you cannot understand.”

Fedling chastised, Uxta bit back further questions, and stared as
Khrone reved ed another knife, this one ornate and sealed insde aclear
plaz container. The weapon had ajeweled handle with intricate designs
carved into it; the blade itsalf bore etched letters and symbols from an
ancient language, but the words were obscured by athick smear of
crimson. Blood, barely oxidized. He leaned closer. It till looked moist
inddeits presarvative cover.

"Thisis an ancient weapon-thousands of yearsold-sedled indde a
nullentropy field until today, hidden and protected over the centuries



by asuccesson of rdigious fanatics"
"Isthat blood?" Uxta asked.

"| prefer to call it genetic materid.” Gingerly, the Face Dancer st

the artifact on the table. "We discovered it in along-sedled religious
shrine here on Dan, watched over by remnants of the Fish Speakers, who
have now joined the Cult of Sheeana. The dagger is stained with the
blood of Paul Atreides.”

"Muad'Dib! The father of the Prophet Himsdlf, Leto 11, the God Emperor.”

"Y es, the messiah who led Fremen warriorsin agrest jihad. A Kwisatz
Haderach. We need him."

"Because of the nullentropy field, the blood of MuadDib is till wet...
fresh,” Uxtd said, quivering in excitement. " Perfectly preserved.”

"Ah, s0 you seewherethisisleading. Thereishopefor you yet. You
may be useful after dl.”

"Yes, | am useful! Let me show you. But... but | need to know more about
what you want."

At ahand gesture from their leader, two more Face Dancers entered the
room, leading awrung-out woman who wore a deep blue dress; her brown
hair hung in stringy clumps. As she drew near, Uxtal noted the famous
Atreides crest of long ago, ared braided hawk, on the | eft breast of

her dress. When she saw the preserved dagger, the woman
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struggled againgt her captors. She didn't seem to care about the Face
Dancers or anyone-only the knife.

Khrone prodded her. " Speak, Priestess. Tell this man the story of your
holy knife so that he may understand.”

She looked at Uxtd briefly, then turned her worshipful gaze back toward

the dagger. "I am Ardath, formerly a Fish Speaker priestess, now servant

of Sheeana. Long ago, the evil Count Hasmir Fenring attempted to

nate the blessed Muad'Dib with this dagger. The weapon belonged

to Emperor Shaddam 1V, was given to Duke Leto Atreides as a gift, and
then returned to Shaddam during histria before the Landsraad. Later,
Emperor Shaddam offered the dagger to Feyd-Rauthafor hisdud with
MuadDib." Priestess Ardath seemed to be reciting often-rehearsed scripture.

"Later, during MuadDib'sjihad, an exiled Hasmir Fenring- himsdlf a
failed Kwisatz Haderach-acquired the dagger. In avile plot, he stabbed
Muad'Dib deeply in the back. Some say that he died that day from the
wound, but that Heaven sent him back among theliving, for hiswork was



not yet done. In amiracle he returned to us.”

"And Muad'Dib's fanatics preserved the bloody knife asareligious
artifact,” Khrone finished impatiently. "It was taken to ashrine here
on Caadan, home of House Atreides, whereit remained hidden for dl
these years. Y ou can dready guesswhat we want you to do, Tlellaxu.
Deectivate the nullentropy fidd, take cdll samples”

Ardath tore hersdlf free of her guards and dropped to her kneesin
prayer, leaning toward the ancient relic. "Please, you cannot tamper
with such aholy article.”

At agesture from Khrone, one of the Face Dancers grabbed her head and
twisted it sharply, snapping her neck. He dropped her to the floor like
adiscarded doll. Asthey dragged the dead priestess away, Uxtd gave

the femal e no more than a passing thought, since she wasirreevant.
Instead, he was intrigued by the possibilities of thelovely, preserved
dagger. Her prattling had been distracting anyway.

He came closer and picked up the sealed dagger with shaking hands,
tilting it so that light glistened off the wet blade. The cells of
MuadDib! The possibilities astounded him.

Khrone said, "Now you have another ghola project to work on,
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aong with raisng Baron Harkonnen. Back to Tleilax with you both- for
asmany yearsasit takes." More Face Dancers cameinto the room. "When
the timeisright, wewill have amuch more useful purposefor the Baron."
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The Honored Matre defenses on Buzzell are minimd. We can smply stroll
in and take over. Another symptom of their arrogance.

-BASHAR WIKKI AZTIN, military advisor to Mother Commander Murbella

Thefirst new armored vessds arrived from Richese exactly as Murbella
had ordered, sixty-seven warships designed for space combat and troop
trangport, heavily loaded with weaponry. The Mother Commander had also
paid the appropriate bribesin spice for a Guildship to transport them
directly and unexpectedly to Buzzdll. It wasthefirst of what she hoped
would be many conquests over the renegade Honored Matres.

The wespons shops of Richese, thrilled with the enormous order for
armaments, worked overtime to create military equipment of every

possible design and efficacy. When the outside threet did arrivein the

Old Empire, they would not find the human race unprepared or undefended.

First, however, the restructured Sisterhood had to quash the destructive



resistance here at home. We must clean the date before the real Enemy
arives.

In deep consultation with Bellonda, Doria, and Janess, Murbellahad
chosen thisfirst campaign carefully. Now that her Vakyries had
eradicated the mal contents on Chapterhouse, the well-trained women
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were ready for another target. Buzzell was perfect, both for its

strategic and its economic importance. The Honored Matres were haughty
and overconfident, making their defenses vulnerable. Murbellaintended

to show them no mercy.

She did not know the precise disposition or distribution of Honored
Matre defenses around Buzzdll, but she could guess. Sitting insdetheir
ships lurking within the hold of the great Guildship, dl of her

Valkyries were ready to be deployed.

As soon as the Guildship emerged from foldspace, its lower doors yawned
open. Thewomen neither asked for nor received further ingtructions,
sincethey knew what to do: Find priority targets and destroy them.
Sixty-seven vessdls, al equipped with cutting-edge weapons technol ogy,
poured out and opened fire with projectiles and targeted explosives that
began shredding the fifteen large Honored Matre frigates Sationed in

orbit. The Honored Matres had no time to react-and barely enough time to
bellow their outrage over the commsystems. In ten minutes, the
bombardment turned every single vessd into lifeless, floating scrap

meta . Buzzell was now undefended.

"Mother Commander! A dozen undigned ships are flying away from the
amosphere. A different design ... they don't appear to be combat craft.”

"Smugglers,” Murbellasaid. " Soostones are valuable, so there will
adwayshbe smugglers.”

"Shall we destroy them, Mother Commander? Or seize their cargoes?’

"Neither." She watched the tiny shipsflitting away from the ocean

world. If the smugglers had proved to be asignificant drain on the
soostone wedlth, the Honored Matres would never have let them survive.
"We have a more important target down there. Well oust the Honored
Matres and negotiate with the smugglers afterward.”

She led the warshipsto their formal conquest of the few specks of
habitable land on the vadt, fertile ocean.

Buzzell had long been used as a Bene Gesserit punishment planet where
the Sisterhood discarded those who had disappointed them, women who had
falled the ancient order in some manner. The ocean
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world wasn't much to look at, but the rich, degp seawas hometo shelled
creatures, caled cholisters, that produced e egant gems.

Soostones. Noble women flaunted them; collectors and artisans paid
inflated pricesfor them.

Like Rakis, shethought. Ironic, that the worst places produce the items
of grestest vaue.

The Honored Matres inexorable search for wealth had drawn their
atentions to Buzzdll years ago. After the whores overran theidands on
the vast oceans, they had killed most of the disgraced Bene Gessrit
Sisters and forced the survivorsto harvest soostones for them.

Now, asssted by orbital surveillance, Murbellaeasly determined which
were the main inhabited landmasses barely poking above the waves. The
New Sisterhood would recapture the nerve centers of soostone activity
from the Honored Matres. Soon, Buzzdll would have different leeders.

The Richesian battle craft |anded around the primary soostone-processing
encampment. Such agreat number of vessals overwhelmed the tiny landing
areaand most were forced to rely on inflatable pontoons, raft piers,

and smple suspensor fields on the water. Ships encircled the rocky

idand like anoose.

Asit turned out, gpart from the frigatesin orbit, barely morethan a
hundred of the whores held the facilities of Buzzell in their iron grip.
When the Valkyries arrived, the Honored Matres who lived on thisidand
inthefinest (though gtill spartan) buildings, rushed out, fully armed.
Though they fought vicioudy, the women were grestly outnumbered and
outmatched. Murbdllasfighters easily nated half of them before
the rest capitulated. The losses were expected.

The Mother Commander strode out into the biting, saty air to begin
surveying the sparse world she had just conquered.

When thefighters rounded up the surviving Honored Matres, Murbella
discovered nine women who clearly did not belong among them, downtrodden
yet proud in tattered black robes. Bene Gesserit. Only nine! Buzzdll had

been a punishment planet for well over ahundred Sgters... and only

nine had survived thewhores.

Murbellastalked back and forth, looking at the gathered women.
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Her Vakyries stood in formation behind her, their black singlesuit

uniforms embel lished with sharp black spikes, used as ornamentation and
as weapons. The Honored Matres |ooked defiant, murderous-exactly as



Murbella expected. The captive Sisters averted their eyes, having spent
S0 many yearsin the yoke of oppressive mistresses.

"l am your new commander. Who among you claimed to lead these women?"
She swept awhipsaw gaze across them. "Who will be my underling here?!

"We are not underlings," one sinewy Honored Matre sneered, spoiling for
afight. "We don't know you, nor do we recognize your authority. Y ou act
like an Honored Matre, but you have the smell of witches about you. |
don't think you are either.”

So Murbdlakilled her.

The Honored Matre leader had persecuted Sisters here for years. Her

kicks and blows were swift, but insufficient in the face of Murbellas
combined training. With abroken neck, snapped ribs, and blood oozing
from burst eardrums, the arrogant woman dropped dead to the black stones
of the reef settlement.

Murbella never broke asweat. She turned to the others. "Now, who speaks
for you? Who will be my first underling?'

One of the other Honored Matres stepped forward. "I am Matre Skira. Ask
your questions of me."

"I will know about the soostones and your operations here. We need to
know how to extract profits from Buzzell."

"The soostonesare ours,” Skirasaid. "Thisplanet is"

Murbelladedlt her ablow acrossthe chin so swiftly that it sent the
woman redling backward before she could raise ahand to defend hersalf.
Looming over her likeabird of prey, Murbellasaid, "I ask again:

Explain the soostone operationsto me.”

One of the downtrodden Bene Gesserits broke from her line. A middle-aged
woman with ash-blonde hair, she had aworn face that must once have been
grikingly beautiful. "1 can explainit to you."

Skirascuttled like a crab onto her elbows trying to get to her feet.
"Don' listen to that cow. She's a prisoner, fit for beating and nothing
dse

"l am cdled Corysta," the blonde said, ignoring Skira.
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Murbellanodded. "1 am Mother Commander of the New Sisterhood. Mother
Superior Odrade hersalf chose me as her successor before she waskilled

in the Battle of Junction. | have unified Bene Gesserits and Honored
Matresto stand against our common, deadly Enemy." She nudged Skirawith



her foot. "Only afew renegade Honored Matre enclaves such asthis
remain. Wewill either assmilate them or grind them to dugt.”

"Honored Matres are not so easily defeated,” Skirainsisted.

Murbellalooked down her nose a the woman on the ground. ™Y ou were."
She focused on Corysta. "Y ou are a Reverend Mother?'

"l am, but | was exiled here for the crime of love."

"Lovel" Thewiry Skiraspit the word out, asif expecting agreement from
her conqueror. She began to talk about Corystain aderisive, hard-edged
voice, cdling her ababy steder and acrimind to both the Bene

Gesserits and the Honored Matres.

Murbellagave the Sister aquick, appraising glance. "Isthat true? Are
you anotorious stedler of babies?!

Corystakept her eyes averted. "'l could not steal what was aready mine.
No, | wasthe victim of theft. | nurtured both children out of love,
when no onedsewould.”

Murbellamade up her mind on the spot, knowing she had to learn quickly.
"Intheinterests of speed and efficiency, | will Sharewith you." That
way, she could gather dl theinformation from Corystain an ingant.

The other woman hesitated only for amoment, then bowed her head and
leaned forward so that Murbella could touch her, brow to brow, mind to
mind. In aflood, the Mother Commander drew in everything she needed to
know about Buzzell and far more than she had wanted to learn about Corysta.

All of the other woman's experiences, her daily life, her knowledge, her
painful memories and intense loyalties to the Sisterhood, became part of
Murbdlla, asif she had lived them hersdlf.

Intheinterior vista, she saw through Corystas eyes as she worked
alongsde other daves at a sorting and cleaning table on a dock near
the edge of the rugged reef. A breeze carried the biting odors of the
seato her nogtrils. The morning sky wastypicdly dreary and overcast.
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White gulls hopped aong the fauxwood dock, looking for crustacean
fragments and tiny morsels of mest that might fal off during the
processing operations.

A scay, intimidating Phibian overseer walked up and down the sorting
line, hisbody reeking of rotted fish. He watched the work and

periodicaly checked to make certain that none of the Bene Gesserit

daves had stolen anything. Corystawondered where she could possibly go
if shedid try to steal a soostone fragment.



She had been in exile on Buzzell for dmost two decades, first cast out

by the Sisterhood as ayoung woman, then trapped asa daveto the
whores from the Scattering. Corysta had been sentenced to Buzzell for
what the Bene Gesserits called a' crime of humanity." She had been
ordered to breed with a poiled, petulant nobleman who pranced about in
adifferent outfit every time she saw him. Following the orders of her
Breeding Mistresses, Corysta had seduced the fop-whom she could not
imagine loving-and had manipulated her interna chemistry to ensure that
the resulting child would be adaughter.

From the moment of conception, the daughter had been destined for the
Bene Gessrit order. Corystahad known that intellectudly, but not in

her heart. Asthe child grew in her womb, Corysta began to have
misgivings, especidly when the baby started to move and kick. Alone
with hersdlf, she got to know her daughter before she was born and began
toimagineraisng the girl asher own, being atraditional mother to

her, a practice that was forbidden in the Sisterhood. In spite of the
strictness of the various breeding programs, there had to be room for
exceptions, for some degree of love. Each day, Corystataked soothingly
to the baby in her womb, uttering specid blessings. Gradually, she

began to think about escaping from her oppressve obligations.

One night as she sang mournfully to her unborn child, Corystamade the
fateful decision to keep her baby. She would not turn thelittle girl

over to the Breeding Mistresses, as ordered. Corystafled into

seclusion, giving birth donein an unlit shdter, likeananimd. A

stern Breeding Mistress named Monaya discovered where shewas and
stormed in, accompanied by a black-robed squadron of enforcers. After
knowing only afew hours of her mother'slove, the newborn daughter was
taken away, and Corysta never saw her again.
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She hardly remembered the subsequent journey to Buzzell, where shewas
abandoned with the other discarded Sigtersto remain for the rest of her
lifein the " penance program.” During dl the years Corysta spent here

on patches of black land no larger than aprison yard, surrounded by
oceans, she never stopped thinking about her lost daughter.

Then the Honored Matres had swept in like savage carrion birds,
daughtering thousands of Bene Gesserit exileson Buzzdll. Only a
handful of Sisters were spared to be put to work as daves.

Whenever the rank iodine smell announced the presence of the Phibian
overseers, Corystaworked faster to sort the precious stones by color
and size. Behind her, the damp amphibious man moved on, breathing
heavily from gillsthat worked to suck oxygen from air instead of
seawater. Fearing punishment, Corysta never looked at the Phibian.

In her first year of captivity she fumed, wishing she could find some



way to get her child back. Astime passed, shelogt al hope of that and
began to accept her circumstances. For years she lived from moment to
moment, only rarely picking at the mistakes of her past like someone
worrying a aloose tooth. The deep waters of Buzzell became the limits
of her universe.

She and her fdlow survivors did not actualy dive for the deep water
stones; Phibians did that. Genetically modified hybrids created out in
the Scattering, the human-amphibian creatures had bullet-shaped heads,
lean and streamlined bodies, and dick green skin that shone with oily
iridescence. Corystawas fascinated by them, and feared them.

Then, years ago, Corysta had rescued an abandoned Phibian baby from the
seq, concedling and tending it in her smple hut for months. She

nurtured her " Sea Child" back to hedlth, but then, in acrud echo of

her earlier experience, Honored Matres had snatched the hybrid baby from
her.

Having heard of her previous experience, the whores taunted Corysta,
cdling her "the woman who lost two babies" They openly ridiculed her,
while her fellow exiled Sigters quietly admired her....
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Shaken, Murbellawithdrew from contact with the disgraced Sigter, to

find that only amoment had passed. In front of her, Corysta blinked

back at her in amazement at the flood of news and information. Sharing

went both ways, and now the punished Bene Gesserit woman knew everything
the Mother Commander knew. It was agamble Murbella had been willing to
make.

Congdering how swiftly her Vakyries had succeeded in securing dll
vulnerable points, Murbellawas certain that the New Sisterhood could
eadly run the operations here. Shewould leave adefensive forcein
orbit, convert or kill the remaining Honored Matres, and get back to
work. She glanced around for Phibian guards, but they had al vanished
into the deep water with the arrival of the Vakyries. They would
return. Sharing with Corysta had told her all she needed to know.

"Reverend Mother Corysta, | appoint you overseer of the Sister-hood's
soostone operations. | know that you are aware of many flaws, aswell as
the ways the work process could be improved.”

The woman nodded, her eyes shining with pride that Murbellahad
entrusted her with these new respongbilities. Red-faced with rage,
Matre Skirawas barely able to control hersdlf.

"If any other Honored Matres prove to be a problem, you have my
permission to execute them.”

TWO DAY SLATER, satisfied with the changes under way and ready to return



to Chapterhouse, Murbellawaked back through the weathered settlement
at dusk. She passed between locked soostone holding shedsand a
hodgepodge of living quarters and administrative buildings. Glowglobes
surged on inddethe buildings, as night swiftly fell under acoppery

orange blanket of sunset.

Four Honored Matres emerged from the deep shadows of an equipment shed
and the doorway of adark building. Though they crept forward, clearly
intending to be stedlthy, Murbella spotted them immediately. Their

violent intent rose from them like noxious fumes.

Tingling and ready for afight, she regarded them with disdain. Thefour
women stalked forward, confident in their numbers, though Honored
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Matres rarely managed to fight efficiently as ateam. Combat with
severd of them would Smply beabrawl.

The Honored Matres rushed her. In ablur of motion, Murbellakicked and
spun repestedly, cutting through al four of them. A choreographed
synthes's of Bene Gesserit combat methods and Honored Matre fighting
tricks, overlaid with a pattern of Duncan's Swordmaster techniques-any
one of her Vakyries could have done the same.

In lessthan aminute, the attackers lay dead. Another group of angry
Honored Matres boiled out of the equipment sheds. Murbella prepared for
agrander fight and laughed aoud. She could fed her body singing with
the cal of combat. "Will you make mekill al of you? Or should | leave
one dive asawitness, to discourage further nonsense? Who esewill try?!
Two more did, and two more died. Confused, the rest of the Honored
Matres hung back. To be sure that her message had sunk in, Murbella
taunted them. "Who ese will face me?' She pointed to the fallen bodies.
"These sx have learned thelesson.”

No one accepted the challenge.
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On amoment's notice afriend can become a competitor, or a dangerous



enemy. Itisessentid to analyze the probabilitiesat dl times, to
avoid being taken by surprise.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, Mentat observation

The Rabbi hurried down the corridor with ascroll under hisarm,
muttering, "How many morewill you create?' He had built his arguments,
compiling proofs from Tamudic writings, but the Bene Gesserits were not
impressed. They could quote as many obscure prophecies back at him and
baffle him with mysticiam that went far beyond hisown.

As Duncan |daho strode past the spry, bespectacled man, the Rabbi was
too preoccupied even to notice him. The sight of him in the corridor

outsi de the med-center and the ghola créche had become commonplace over
the years. Severd times aweek the Rabbi |ooked in on the axlotl tanks,
praying over the woman he had known as Rebeccaand peering in at the
group of strange, tank-incubated children. Though entirely harmless, the

poor fellow seemed out of touch, clinging to aredity that manifested

only in hismind and in hisguilt. Even so, Duncan and the otherstried

to show him the respect he deserved.

After the Rabhi |eft, Duncan also watched the ghola children asthey
interacted with one another like normal children, al extremely bright,
but unaware of their previous persondities. The Tlellaxu Master
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Scytae kept his ghola gpart from the other children, but the eight
historical gholas, ranging in age from one to seven years, wereraised
together. They were dl flawless cdllular matches.

Duncan was the only one who remembered them the way they had been. Paul
Atreides, Lady Jessica, Thufir Hawat, Chani, Stilgar, Liet-Kynes, Dr.

Y ueh, and the baby Leto I1. They werejust children now, innocent and
Sweet, an unorthodox group with mismatched ages. Right now in one of the
bright chambers, Paul and his oddly younger mother were playing

together, happily arranging toy soldiers and military equipment around a
mock cadtle.

The oldest ghola, Paul was calm, full of intelligence and curiosity. He
looked exactly like the imagesin the Bene Gesserit archives of the

child who had spent his early years at Castle Caladan. Duncan remembered
himwell.

The decision to create the next ghola-Jess ca-had sparked much debate on
the no-ship. In her first life, Lady Jessicahad thrown the Sisterhood's
careful breeding plansinto complete turmoil. She had made rash

decisions based on her conscience and her heart, forcing the Sisterhood

to revise centuries-old schemes. Some among Sheeanas followersfelt

that Jessicas advice and input could prove invaduable; others
disagreed-vehemently.



Next, Teg and Duncan had |obbied strongly for the return of Thufir
Hawat, knowing that the warrior-Mentat could assist them in acritica
battle situation. They aso wanted Duke Leto Atreides, another great
leeder, though initidly there had been difficultieswith the cdlular
meterid.

Muad'Dib's beloved Chani had also been one of the early priorities, if

only asamechanism to control the potential Kwisatz Haderach, should he
show signs of becoming what they most feared. But they knew very little
about the origind girl. Asthe daughter of a Fremen, Chani'searly life

had made no mark in the Bene Gesserit records, and therefore much of her
past remained amystery. Their sketchy information came from her later
association with Paul and the fact that she was the daughter of

Liet-Kynes, the visionary planetologist who had ralied the people of
Duneto turn their desert world into a garden.

Yes, Liet-Kyneswas dso there, and two years younger than hisown
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daughter.... We must dispense with our preconceptions of family, Duncan
thought. Details of age and convoluted parentage were no odder than the
existence of these children at dl.

The Bene Gesserit committee had chosen to bring back Kynesfor his
abilitiesin long-term thinking and large-scale planning. For smilar
reasons, they restored the great Fremen leader Stilgar ayear later.

Therewas aso agholaof Wellington Y ueh, the grest traitor who had
caused the downfall of House Atreides and the degth of Duke L eto.
History reviled Y ueh, so Duncan didn't understand the Sisterhood's
rationa e behind resurrecting him. Why Y ueh, and not yet, for example,
Gurney Haleck? Perhaps the Bene Gesserits Smply consdered him an
interesting experiment, atest case.

So many historical figures here, Duncan thought. Including myseif.

He glanced up a apand of surveillanceimagers high onthewalls. The
créche chamber, the med-center, the library rooms, and the play chamber
were closely monitored by such equipment. As Duncan watched silently, he
saw the gholastake notice of him one by one. They looked at him with
adult eyesin children's bodies, and then they went back to playing,
wrestling, making up games, experimenting with toys.

Though the activities seemed perfectly ordinary, agroup of proctors
diligently recorded every interaction and toy sdection, every childish
brawl. They noted preferencesin colors, blossoming friendships, and
andyzed each result for possible sgnificance.

The Bashar Miles Teg, another reincarnated legend, entered the chamber.



Standing half a head taller than Duncan, he wore dark trousersand a
white shirt with agold starburst insgnia on the collar, the symbol of
his past rank asthe Bashar.

"l never get over how strangeit isto seethem likethis, Miles. It
makes me think we played God, voting on which onesto resurrect and
which to keep under cellular lockup.”

"Some decisions were obvious. Though the cellswere there, we chose not
to bring back another Baron Harkonnen, Count Fenring, or Piter de
Vries" Hefrowned in disapproval asthe black-haired baby Leto 11 cried
after losing a sandworm toy to athree-year-old Liet-Kynes.
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Duncan said, "1 loved little Leto and his sster Ghanimawhen they were
orphaned twins. And as the God Emperor, Leto killed metime and again.
Sometimes when that gholababy looks at me, | think he already hashis
Tyrant memories.” He shook his head.

Teg said, "Some of the most conservative Sisters dready say we have
crested amonger.” Leto 11, though smaler than Kynes, fought fiercely
for thetoy. "His death resulted in the Scattering, the Famine Times...
and now because of that great, reckless dispersal of people, we have
provoked an Enemy to come after us. Isthat redlly an acceptable end to
his Golden Peth?'

Duncan raised his eyebrows and mused at Teg, Mentat to Mentat, "Whois
to say the Golden Path is a an end? Even &fter al thistime, thismay
gl be part of Leto's plan. 1 would not underestimate his prescience.”

Asgholasthemselves, he and Teg had assumed many of the
respongbilitiesfor the program. Thered difficultieswouldn't arise
for yearsyet, when the children reached alevd of maturity sufficient
to prepare them for reawakening their memories. Instead of hiding
information from the gholas, Duncan indsted that they be granted full
access to data about their previouslives, in the hope of turning them
into effective weapons more quickly.

These children were all double-edged swords. They could hold keysto
saving the no-ship from future crises, or they could raise dangers of
their own. The new gholas were more than flesh and bone, more than
individua persondities. They represented astunning array of potential
tdents.

Asif making acommand decision, Teg marched into the room, separated
the two quarreling children, and found additiond toysto keep them
content. As Duncan watched, he recalled how many times he had tried to
assass nate the God Emperor himsdlf, and how many timesLeto |1 had
brought him back asaghola. Gazing at the one-year-old child, Duncan
thought, If anyone could find away to live forever, it would be him.
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Every judgment teeters on the brink of error. To claim absolute
knowledge isto become monstrous. Knowledge is an unending adventure at
the edge of uncertainty.

- LETO ATREIDES I, the God Emperor

From ocean to desert, blue world to brown sand. Leaving newly conquered
Buzzell, Murbellareturned to Chapterhouse to oversee the growing wasteland.

From the Keep on Chapterhouse, she took an ornithopter, piloting it

hersdlf. Perfectly self-sufficient, sheflew the ‘thopter out over the

fast-growing dunes where the worms domain was spreading. She gazed down
at the brittle and leafl ess branches of what had been athick forest.

The trees reached upward like drowning men trying to fend off adow

tidal wave of obliterating sand. Soon, the new desert-beautiful inits

own way-would engulf the whole planet, just like Rekis.

| chose to make the ecosystem die as swiftly as possible, said the voice
of Odrade-within. It was the humane thing to do.

"It iseader to create awasteland than agarden.”

There was nothing easy about this. Not easy on Chapterhouse, and not
€asy 0N my conscience.

"Or on mine." Murbella stared down at the sterile emptiness. The bones
of an environment lay down there, desiccating in the hot afternoon sun.
All part of the detailed Bene Gesserit plan. "But it iswhat
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we haveto do for spice. For power. For control. To make the Spacing
Guild, CHOAM, Richese, and dl planetary governments do as we command.”

That iswhat survivd isdl about, child.

Only afew months ago, this area had been forest. Careful not to waste
their dwindling resources, the Sisters had begun logging in the area

after the trees died, but the desert had spread too quickly for them to
finish. Now, with Bene Gesserit efficiency, work teams cut transent
roads through the sand and drove large haulersinto the dead forest.
They dug out the trunks, cut the dry boughs, and removed the wood for
congtruction materiad and fuel. The dead treeswere no longer part of a
viable ecosystem, so the Sisterhood would make use of the lumber.
Murbella abhorred waste.



She veered off into the broader region of dunesthat stretched in
seemingly endless succession like immense ocean wavesfrozenintime.
Sand dunes, though, were dways on the move, churning countlesssilica
particlesin an excruciaingly dow tsunami. Sand and fertile land had
always engaged in agreat cosmic dance, each trying to lead. As Honored
Matres and Bene Gesserits were doing now.

The Mother Commander's thoughts turned to Bellonda and Doria, both
forced to cooperate for the good of the Sisterhood. For years the two

had jointly overseen spice operations, though she knew they il hated
working together. Now, unannounced, Murbellaflew far out over the sand
in her unmarked 'thopter.

Below, she spotted Chapterhouse workers aswell as offworlder support
staff setting up atemporary spice-harvesting camp on a patch of orange
sand. Thevein of fresh spice was large for Chapterhouse, minuscule by
the former standards of Rakis, and amere speck compared to what the
Tlellaxu had once produced in their axlotl tanks. But the patcheswere
growing, and so were the worms that produced them.

Choosing alanding site, the Mother Commander banked the aircraft and
dowed the flapping motion of the wings. She saw her two Spice Ops
Directors standing together on the sand, taking silicon or

bacteriologica samplesfor [aboratory andyss. Severd isolated

research stations had aready been established far out in the desert belt,
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alowing scientific teamsto andyze possible spice blows. Harvesting
equipment waited to be deployed-small scrapers and gatherers, not the
monstrous hovering carryalls and factories that had once been used on Rakis.

After landing the ornithopter, Murbellajust sat in the cabin, not yet
ready to emerge. Bellondatrudged over, brushing gritty dust from her
work clothes. With an expression of annoyance on her sunburned face,
Doriafollowed, squinting into the sunlight that reflected off the cockpit.

Finally emerging, Murbelladrew awarm, dry bregth that smelled more of
bitter dust than of mélange. "Out herein the desert, | fed a sense of
serenity, of eternal calmness.”

"I wish | did." Doriadropped her heavy pack and kit onto the dirt.
"When will you assign someone e se to work the spice operations?”

"l am quite content with my responsibilities” Bellondasad, primarily
toirritate Doria

Murbellasighed at their petulant competitiveness and bantering. "We
need spice and soostones, and we need cooperation. Show meyou are
worthy, Doria, and perhaps | will send you to Buzzdll, where you can
complain about the cold and damp, rather than the arid heet. For now, my



command isthat you work here. With Bellonda. And, Bell, your assgnment
isto remember what you are and to make Doriainto a superior Sgter.”

Thewind blew gtinging sand into their faces, but Murbellaforced

hersdf not to blink. Bellonda and Doriastood Sde by side, wrestling
with their displeasure. Theformer Honored Matre wasthefirst to givea
curt nod. "Y ou are the Mother Commander.”

BACK IN THE Keep that evening, Murbellawent to her workroom to study
Bellondas meticul ous projections of how much spice they could expect to
harvest in coming years from the fledgling desert, and how swiftly
productivity would rise. The New Sisterhood had expended spice widdly
enough from their stockpilesthat outsiders believed they had an

inexhaustible supply. In time, though, their secret hoards could
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dwindle to nothing more than a cinnamony aftertaste. She compared the
amount to the soostone profits starting to roll in from Buzzell, and
then to the payments the Richesian weapons shops demanded.

Outside, through the Keep's windows, she saw distant, silent flashes of
lightning, asif the gods had muted the sounds of the changing wesather.
Then, asif in responseto her thoughts, dry wind began to pummel the
Keep, accompanied by claps of thunder. She went to the window, looked
out at the twisting tongues of dust and afew dead leaves swirling along
afootpath between buildings.

The storm intensified, and a startling patter of large raindrops struck

the dusty plaz, leaving streaksin the blown grit. The wegther of
Chapterhouse had been in upheavd for years, but she didn't recdll

Westher Control planning arainstorm over the Keep. Murbellacouldn't
remember the last time rain had come down like this. An unexpected storm.

Many dangerous stormswere out there-not just the oncoming Enemy. The

most powerful strongholds of the Honored Matres remained on various

worlds like festering sores. And till no one knew where the Honored

Matres had come from, or what they had done to provoke the relentless Enemy.

Humanity had evolved in the wrong direction for too long, wandering down
ablind path-the Golden Path-and the damage might be irreversible. With
the Outside Enemy coming, Murbellafeared they might well be on the
threshold of the greatest storm of al: Kraizec, Arafd, Armageddon,
Ragnarok-by any name, the darkness at the end of the universe.

Therain outside |asted for only afew moments, but the howling wind
continued long into the night.
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Do our enemies occur naturdly, or do we create them through our own



actions?

- MOTHER SUPERIOR ALMA MAVISTARAZA, Bene Gesserit Archives, open
records for acolytes

The very existence of the Leto 11 gholawas an offense to Garimi. Little
Tyrant! A baby with the destruction of the human racein hisgenes! How
many more reminders of Bene Gessrit shame and human failure must they
face? How could her fellow Sigtersrefuse to learn from mistakes? Blind
hubris and foolishness!

From the very beginning Garimi and her staunchly conservative dlies had
argued againg the creation of these historical gholas, for obvious

reasons. Those figures had dready lived their lifetimes. Many had

caused great damage and turned the universe upside down. Leto I1-the God
Emperor of Dune who became known asthe Tyrant-was the worgt, by far.

Garimi shuddered to think of the ungpeakably huge risks Sheeanawas

taking with dl of them. Not even Paul Atreides, the long sought-after

and yet uncontrolled Kwisatz Haderach, had caused as much damage as Leto
I1. Paul had at least maintained an element of caution, keeping part of

his humanity and refusing to do the terrible things that his own son had

later embraced. Muad'Dib at least had the good grace to fed guilty.
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But not Leto |1.

The Tyrant had sacrificed his humanity from the beginning. Without

remorse, he had accepted the awful consequences of merging with a
sandworm and he forged ahead, plowing through history like awhirlwind,
casting innocent lives around him like discarded chaff. Even he had

known how hated he would be when he said, "I am necessary, so that never
againinal of history will you need someonelike me."

And now Sheeana had brought the little monster back, despite the risk

that he might do even more damage! But Duncan, Teg, Sheeana, and others
felt Leto Il might be the most powerful of al the gholas. Most

powerful? Most dangerous, instead! At the moment, Leto wasjust a
one-year-old baby in the creche, helpless and weak.

Hewould never bethisvulnerable again.

Garimi and her loya Sisters decided to make their move without delay .
Moraly, they had no choice but to destroy him.

She and her broad-shouldered companion Stuka dipped aong thedim
corridors of the Ithaca. In deference to ancient human biological
cycles, Duncan the"captain” had imposed aregular diurnd shifting of



bright lights and dimnessto smulate days and nights. Though it was not
necessary to adhere to such aclock, most people aboard found it
socialy convenient to do so.

Together, the two women stalked around corners and dropped through tubes
and lift platforms from one deck to the next. Now, as most of the

passengers prepared for deep, she and Stuka entered the silent creche

near the expansve medica chambers. Two-year-old Stilgar and
three-year-old Liet-Kynes were in the nursery, while the other five

young gholas were with proctors. Leto |1 wasthe only baby currently in

the creche, though the axlotl tanks were sureto create more, eventualy.

Using her knowledge of the ship's controls, Garimi worked from the hall
station to bypass the observation imagers. She wanted no record of the
supposed crime that she and Stuka were about to commit, though Garimi
knew she could not keep her secret for long. Many of the Reverend
Mothers aboard were Truthsayers. They could ferret out the murderers
with proven methods of interrogation, even if they had to question dl

the refugees aboard.
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Garimi had made her choice. Stuka, too, swore she would sacrifice her
lifeto do what wasright. And if the two of them didn't succeed, Garimi
knew of at least adozen other Sisters who would gladly do the same,
given the chance.

She looked at her friend and partner. "Are you ready for this?'

Stukas wide face, though young and smooth, seemed to carry an infinite
age and sadness. "I have made my peace." She took a deep breath. "I must
not fear. Fear isthe mind-killer." Thetwo Sstersintoned the rest of

the Litany together; Garimi found that it had never ceased to be useful.

With the surveillance imagers successfully deectivated, the pair entered
the créche, using dl of the Bene Gesserit sedth and sllence they

could manage. Baby Leto lay in one of the smal monitored cradles, by
al appearances an innocent little child, looking so human. Innocent!
Garimi sneered. How deceptive appearances could be.

She certainly did not need Stuka's assistance. It should be smple
enough to smother the little monster. Neverthel ess, the two angry Bene
Gesserits shored up each other's confidence.

Stuka looked down at Leto and whispered to her companion. "In his
origind life, the Tyrant's mother died in childbirth, and a Face Dancer
tried to murder the twins when they were only hoursold. Their father
went off blind into the desert, leaving the babies to be raised by
others. Neither Leto nor histwin sster were ever held warmly in their
parents arms."



Garimi shot her asour glance. "Don't Sart going soft on me,” she
husked. "Thisis morethan just ababy. In that crib liesabeast, not a
merechild."

"But we do not know where or when the Tleillaxu acquired the cellsto
make this ghola. How could scrapings have been stolen from theimmense
God Emperor? If that was truly where the cells came from, why wasn't he
born asahaf man, half sasndworm?More likely, they kept secret
samplings of the boy Leto's cellsfrom before he underwent his
transformation. That meansthis child istechnicdly ill aninnocent,

his cells taken from an innocent body. Even when he gets his memories
back, he will not be the hated God Emperor.”

Garimi glowered at her. "Do we dare take that risk? Even as children,
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Leto I and histwin sster Ghanima had special and avesome powers of
prescience. No matter what e s, thisis still an Atreides. He till has

all the genetic markersthat led to two dangerous Kwisatz Haderachs.

That cannot be denied!" Her voice began to grow too loud. Glancing down
at the stirring child, Garimi saw hisbright eyeslooking at her with a
gartling sentience, his mouth dightly open. Leto seemed to know why

she was there. Herecognized her ... and yet he did not flinch.

"If heisprescient," Stuka said uncertainly, "then maybe he knows what
we'regoingtodoto him.”

"l wasthinking exactly the samething.”

Asif in response, one of the monitoring aarms bleeped, and Garimi
raced to the controlsin order to bypass them. She could not allow a
sgnal to aert the Suk doctors. "Quickly! We have no moretime. Do it
now-or | will!"

The other woman picked up athick pillow and raised it above the baby's
face. Garimi franticaly worked at the darm pand as Stuka pushed the
pillow down to smother him.

Then Stuka screamed, and Garimi whirled to see abrief flash of tan
segments, awrithing shape that rose up from the monitoring cradle.
Stukarecoiled in panic. The pillow in her hands was shredded, its
fabric soraying out in taiters.

Garimi couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her vision seemed to be
doubled, asif two separate things were occurring in the same place a
the sametime. A wide-ringed mouth of tiny crystalline teeth lashed out
from the crib, striking the broad-shouldered woman in the side. There
was a splash of blood. Gulping panicked breaths, Stuka clutched at a
gash that ripped through her robes and laid open the skin down to theribs.



Garimi ssumbled forward, but by the time she got to the small bed she
saw only the quietly resting child Leto. The boy lay back, gazing up at
her camly with hisbright eyes.

Ceading her cries of pain, Stuka used her Bene Gesserit abilitiesto
stop the flow of blood from the jagged tear in her side. She fought for
balance as she redled away from the crib, her eyeswide. Garimi looked
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from her back to the child inits cradle. Had shetruly seen Leto
transform into a sandworm?

There were no surveillanceimages. Garimi could never prove what she
thought she had seen. But how dse to explain Stukas wound?

"What areyou, little Tyrant?" Garimi saw no blood on the smdl fingers
or mouth. Leto blinked back at her.

The creche door burst open, and Duncan Idaho swept in, followed by two
proctors and Sheeana. Duncan stood there, hisface dark with anger, saw
the blood, the shredded pillow, the baby initscrib. "What in the saven
hells are you doing here?"

Garimi backed away from the crib, keeping her distance, afraid that
little Leto might turn into the vison worm again and attack. Looking at
Duncan'sfiery eyes, shedmost concocted aliethat Stuka had cometo
kill the baby and that she, Garimi, had arrived in time to defend the
child. But that lie would crumble quickly upon further examination.

Instead, she drew herself up straight. A Suk doctor arrived in response
to the darms Duncan had triggered. After checking the baby, shewent to
where Stuka had collapsed in fatigue. Sheeana peeled away the tattered
robe to expose the degp gash that had bled extensively before Stuka-in a
surge of energy-managed to staunch the flow. Duncan and the proctors
dared at it in awe.

Garimi tore her gaze away, now more fearful of Leto I1 than ever. She
gestured angrily at the cradle. "'l suspected this child was amonster
before. Now | have no doubt whatsoever."
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Despite the words of egalitarians, al humans are not the same. Each of
us contains aunique mix of hidden potentid. Intimesof crigs, we
must discover these abilitiesbeforeit istoo late.

-BASHARMILESTEG

During the uproar that followed the attempt on young Leto'slife, Miles
Teg watched the predictable power plays among the Bene Gesserit.



Theinitia escape from Chapterhouse had made them set aside their
differencesfor atime, but over the years factions had formed, and
festered like unhealed wounds. The schism grew astime passed and the
gholachildren provided a powerful wedge. In recent years, Teg had
observed smoldering embers of uneasiness and resistance among Garimi's
faction, centered around the new gholas. The crissover Leto 11 had

been like touching an igniter to kindling soaked with accelerant.

Teg'smother had raised him on Lernaeus, guiding him in Bene Gesserit
ways. Janet Roxbrough-Teg wasloyal to the Sisterhood, though not
mindlesdy so. Shetaught her son useful skills, showed him how to

protect himsalf from Bene Gesserit tricks, and made him aware of how the
ambitious women schemed. A true Bene Gesserit would take any necessary
action to achieve adesired goal.

But the attempted murder of a child? Teg was concerned that even Sheeana
had miscal culated therisks.
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Garimi and Stuka stood defiantly in the boxes of the accused, not

bothering to hide their guilt. The heavy doors of the large audience

chamber were seded, asif someone feared the two women might try to
flee the no-ship. Thethick air in the confined room had the sour,

pungent odor of méange exuded from perspiration. The other women were
quite agitated, and even most of the conservative faction had turned

againgt Garimi, for now.

"Y ou have acted againgt the Sisterhood!" Sheeana gripped the edge of the
podium. Her voice projected loud and clear as sheraised her chin, her
blue-within-blue eyes flashing. She had tied back her thick,
copper-streaked hair, revealing the dusky skin of her face. Sheeanawas
not much older than Garimi, but as acting |leader of the shipboard Bene
Gessrits, she projected the authority of much greater age. "Y ou have
broken atrust. Do we not have enough enemies already?"

"It seemsyou do not see dl of them, Sheeana," Garimi said. "'Y ou creste
new onesin our own axlotl tanks."

"We have welcomed disagreement and discussion, and we have made our
decision-as Bene Gesserits! Are you atyrant yoursdf, Garimi, whose
wishessmply tread over the will of the mgority?"

Even the staunch conservatives grumbled at that. Garimi's knuckles
turned white as she stood there.

From the front row next to Duncan, Teg observed with his Mentat
abilities. The plazmeta bench benesth him was unyielding, but he hardly



fetit. Young Leto 11 had been brought into the gathering chamber. An
eexily quiet child, hisbright eyeswatched dl activitiesaround him.

Sheeana continued, " These historica gholas may be our chancefor
surviva, and you tried to kill the one who could be the greatest help
of dl!"

Garimi scowled. "My dissent isamatter of record, Sheeana.”

"Disagreement isonething,” Teg said doud, hisvoice carrying the
weight of command. "Attempted nation is quite another.”

Garimi glared at the Bashar for interrupting. Stuka spoke. "Isit
assass nation when one kills amongter instead of ahuman?"

"Haveacare" Duncan said. "The Bashar and | areaso gholas."”
"I do not cal him amongter because heisaghola," Garimi said,
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gesturing toward the toddler. "We saw him! He carries the Worm within
him. That innocent baby transformed into a creature that attacked Stuka.
Y ou have al seen her wounds!"

"Y es, and we have heard your imaginative explanation." Sheeanas voice
dripped with skepticism.

Garimi and Stuka looked deeply offended and turned to the Sigtersin the
raised benches, lifting their hands for support. "We are fill Bene

Gessrit! We arewdl-trained in observation and in the manipulation of
beliefs and superdtitions. We are not frightened children. Thet...
abomination transformed into aworm to defend himsalf from Stukal Ask us
to repeat our stories before a Truthsayer."

"I have no doubt that you believe what you say you saw," Sheeana said.

Speaking with utter calm, Duncan interjected, "The ghola baby has been
tested-as have dl the new gholas. His cdlular structure is perfectly
normal, exactly as we expected. We checked and double-checked the
origina cellsfrom Scytdes nullentropy capsule. ThisisLeto 11, and
nothing more."

"Nothing more?" Garimi let out asarcadtic laugh. "Asif being the

Tyrant isnot enough? The Tlelaxu could have tampered with his

genetics. We found Face Dancer cdlls among the other material. Y ou know
not to trust them!"

The Tlellaxu Master was not there to defend himself againgt the accusations.

Looking at Duncan, Sheeana admitted, " Such tampering has been done



before. A ghola can have unexpected abilities, or an unexpected time
bombinsde"

Teg watched their attention turn to him. He was an adult now, but they
il remembered his origin from the first Bene Gesserit axlotl tanks.
There could be no question about his genetics. Teg had been produced
under the direct control of the Bene Gesserit; no Tlellaxu had ever had
an opportunity to meddle.

None of the refugees here, not even Duncan Idaho, knew that Teg could
move at impossible speeds, and that he sometimes had the ability to see
no-fieldsthat were invisible even to the most sophisticated scanners.
Despite the Bashar's proven loydty, though, the Sisterhood
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had too many suspicions. They saw nightmare hints of another Kwisatz
Haderach everywhere.

The Bene Gesserit are not the only ones who can keep secrets.

He spoke up, "Y es, we dl have hidden potentia within us. Only fools
refuseto usetheir potentid.”

Sheeanalooked hard at the stern, dark-haired Garimi, who had once been
her close friend and protégée. Garimi crossed her arms, trying to
control her obviousindignation.

"Under other circumstances, | might have imposed banishment and exile.
However, we cannot afford to diminish our numbers. Where would we send
you? To execution? | think not. We have dready split from Chapterhouse,
and we've had few enough children in the intervening thirteen years. Do

| dare diminate you, Garimi, and your supporters? Crumbling factions

are what one would expect from aweak and power-mad cult. We are Bene
Gesserit. We are better than that!”

"Then what do you suggest, Sheeana?' Garimi stepped out of the box of
the accused and strode toward the podium where Sheeana stood. "I cannot
smply ignore my convictions, and you cannot ignore our supposed crime.”

"The gholas-all of them-will betested again. If you are proved correct
that this child isathrest, then there was no crime committed. In fact,
you will have saved usdl. However, if you arewrong, then you will
formally rescind your objections.” She crossed her own arms, mirroring
Gaimi.

"The Sisterhood has made its decision, and you defied it. | am fully
prepared to grow another ghola of Leto I1-or another ten gholas-to
ensurethat a least one survives. Eleven gholas of Duncan were killed
before we charged the Bashar with protecting him. Isthat what you want
usto do, Garimi?' Thelook of horror in the other woman's eyeswasthe



only answer Sheeana needed.

"In the meantime, | assign you to watch over Leto 11, as his guardian.
Infact, you are now respongiblefor dl of the gholas, asthe officia
Proctor Superior.”

Garimi and her followers were stunned. Sheeana smiled at their
disbelief. Everyonein the chamber knew that responsibility for the
one-year-old boy'slife now lay solely with Garimi. Teg could not control
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hisfant smile. Sheeanahad devised a perfect Bene Gesserit punishment.
Garimi did not dare let anything happen to him.

Recognizing that she was trapped, Garimi nodded curtly. "1 will watch,
and | will discover what dangers lurk within him. When | do, | expect
you to take the necessary action.”

"Necessary action, only."

Leto Il sat innocently in his padded chair, asmall, helpless-looking
baby-with thirty-five hundred years of tyrannica memories|ocked away
ingdeof him.

AFTER STARING again at "Cottages at Cordeville," Sheeanalay in her
quarters, drifting in and out of deep, her thoughts troubled and

overactive. Neither Serena Butler nor Odrade had come back to whisper to
her in sometime, but she felt a degper disturbance churning in Other
Memory, an uneasiness. Asfatigue fuzzed her thoughts, she sensed an odd
sort of trap enfolding her, avision that drew her under, morethan a

dream. Shetried to awaken to the alarming change, but could not.

Browns and grays swirled around her, and she saw a brightness beyond
that drew her closer, pulling her body through the colorstoward the
light. Soundsintruded like a screaming wind, and adry dustiness
invaded her lungs, making her cough.

Abruptly, the turmoil and noise subsided, and she found herself standing
on sand, with great rolling dunes extending from the foreground to the
farthest horizons. Wasit the Rakis of her childhood? Or perhaps an even
older planet? Oddly, though she stood barefoot in her deeping clothes,
she could not fed the surface benesth her, nor did she fed the hest

from the bright sun overhead. Her throat, however, was parched.

Surrounded by empty dunes, it seemed pointlessto walk or runin any
direction, and so she waited. Sheeana bent over and picked up a handful
of sand. Lifting her hand high, she spilled the sand, letting it

fdl-but it formed an odd hourglassin the air, particlesfiltering

dowly through an imaginary constricted opening. She watched the
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invisible bottom chamber begin tofill. Did it mean that time was
running out? For whom?

Convinced that thiswas more than a dream, she wondered if she could be
experiencing ajourney into Other Memory that was not just voices, but
actua experiences. Tactile visons encompassed al of her senses, like
reality. Had she taken a path to some other place ... just asthe

no-ship had once dipped through into an aternate universe?

As she stood in the middle of the wasteland, the sand continued to
trickle through the etheredl hourglass. Would a sandworm come, if this
landscape was meant to replicate the planet Dune?

She saw adigtant figure on one of the dune tops, awoman moving over
the sand with awell-practiced and intentionaly uneven gait, asif she

had spent dl her life doing it. The stranger glided down the dune face
toward Sheeana, then disgppeared in avalley between the undulating
dunes. Moments later she reappeared on top of a closer mound of sand.
The woman went down one dune and up another, coming closer to her,
growing larger. In the foreground, sand continued to whisper through the
bottleneck of theinvisble hourglassinthear.

Findly, the woman crested the last dune and hurried down the visble
face directly toward Sheeana. Oddly, sheleft no footprints and spilled
no loose sand.

Now Sheeana could see that she wore an old-style stillsuit, with ablack
hood. Even so, afew strands of gray hair drifted around aface so dry

and leathery it looked like driftwood. Her rheumy eyes were the degpest
blue-within-blue Sheeana had ever seen. She must have consumed a greet
dedl of spicefor many years, she seemed incredibly ancient.

"I speak with the voice of the multitude,” the crone said in an eerie,
echoing voice. Her teeth were yellow and crooked. ™Y ou know what | mean?"

"The multitude of Other Memory?'Y ou speak for dead Sigters?!

"| spesk for eternity, for al who have lived and al who are yet

unborn. | am Sayyadina Ramallo. Long ago, Chani and | administered the
Water of Lifeto Lady Jessica, the mother of Muad'Dib." She pointed a
gnarled finger toward a distant formation of rocks. "It was over there.
And now you have brought them al back.”
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Ramallo. Sheeanaknew of the old woman, akey figurein the epic of
recorded history. In sending Jessicathrough the Agony in aFremen
Setch, not redizing she was pregnant, Ramallo had unknowingly changed
the fetusinsde. The daughter, Alia, had been called an Abomination.



The Sayyadina seemed remote, amere mouthpiece for the turmoil in Other
Memory. "Hear my words, Sheeana, and heed them closgly. Be careful what
you create. Y ou bring back too much, too quickly. A smplething can

have grest repercussons.”

"Y ou want meto stop the ghola project dtogether?' On the no-ship,

Alids cdlswere dso among those preserved in the Tlellaxu Master's
nullentropy capsule. Ramalo in Other Memory must have seen theinfamous
Abomination as her greatest, most tragic error, though the old Sayyadina
had not lived to know Alia.

"Y ou want meto avoid Alia? One of the other gholas?' Aliawasto bethe
next ghola child created, the first of anew batch that included Serena
Butler, Xavier Harkonnen, Duke Leto Atreides, and many others.

"Caution, child. Heed my words. Take time. Proceed cautioudy over
dangerousterran.”

Sheeanamoved closer to thefigure. "But what does that mean? Should we
wait ayear? Five years?'

Just then the sand in the imaginary hourglass ran out, and old Ramalo
faded to aghostly image that lingered like adust devil before
disappearing entirely. With her, the landscape of ancient Dune dissolved
aswell, and Sheeanafound hersdlf in her bedchamber again, saring into
the shadows with a sense of uneasiness, and no clear answers.
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Like minds do not always blend. They can be an explosive mixture.
- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA

For more than thirteen years now, from the time she had arrived with her
Honored Matre conquerors intending to rule Chapterhouse, Doria had
played the game of getting aong with the witches. By now, she was quite
good at it. Doria had tried to tolerate their ways and learn from them

in order to turn such information againgt the Bene Gesserit. Gradudly,

she had accepted some compromisesin her thought patterns, but she could
not dter her fundamenta core.

Out of grudging respect for the Mother Commander, she struggled to do
her best with the spice operations, as she was ordered to.

Intellectudly, she understood the broad plan: to increase spice wedth
which, ong with the flow of soostones from Buzzdll, would fund the
unimaginable expense of building agiant military force that could stand
againg dl renegade Honored Matres and then the Enemy.

Stll, Honored Matres often acted on impulse, not logic. And she had
been raised, trained, even programmed to be an Honored Matre. Her



cooperation wasn't always easy, especialy around that corpulent,
supercilious witch, Bellonda. Murbellahad made agrave mistake in her
belief that forcing Doriaand Bellondato work together would
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make them grow and adapt-like an ancient atomic physicist damming
nucle together, hoping to force afusion reaction.

Instead, in the years that she and Bellonda had worked in the expanding
arid zone, their mutua hatred had grown. Doriafound it intolerable.
Together in ascout ‘thopter, the two women compl eted yet another desert
survey. The close company only made Doria detest her bovine partner
more-with her wheezing and sweeting and tendency to annoy. The crowded
cabin had become a pressure chamber.

When Doriafinaly piloted the 'thopter back to the main Keep, sheflew
with reckless speed, anxiousto be away from the other woman. Beside
her, clearly aware of her partner's discomfort, Bellonda sat with asmug
smile. Her sheer bulk seemed to throw the ‘thopter off balance! In her
tight black singlesuit, she looked like alumpy zeppdin.

All afternoon, they had exchanged tense words, vicious smiles, and sharp
glances. Chief among Bellonda's persondity defects, her training asa
Mentat caused her to act asif she knew everything about every
conceivable subject. But she didn't know everything about the Honored
Matres. Far fromiit.

Doriaslife had never been under her control. Since birth, she had been
at the beck and call of one harsh mistress after another. In the Honored
Matre way, she had been raised communally on Prix, out in the vast
territory settled in the Scattering. Honored Matres didn't care about
the science of genetics, they let breeding take its course, depending
upon which male a particular matre seduced and bonded.

Honored Matre daughters were segregated according to their fighting
abilities and sexua prowess. From an early age, girls faced repeated
tests, life-or-degath conflicts that "streamlined” the pool of

candidates. Doria desperately wanted to streamline the bloated old
Reverend Mother beside her.

She smiled as anew image cameto her. Shelooks like an ambulatory
axlotl tank.

Ahead, the Keep was profiled against the orange splash of the setting
sun. The ever-present dust created spectacular colors across the sky.
But Doria could see no beauty in the sunset, and obsessed instead on the
swesting pile of flesh besde her.
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| can't and the smdll of her. She's probably thinking of waysto kill
me, before | can gtick her likethe pig sheis.

Asthe 'thopter camein for alanding, Dorialet améange pill dissolve
in her mouth, though it brought her only hints of the drug'susua
caming effects. Sheld lost count of the pills shed taken over the past
severd hours.

Seeing her hunched over the controls, Bellondasaid in her baritone
voice, "Your small thoughts have aways been transparent to me. | know
you want to remove me, and you're just waiting for the opportunity.”

"Mentatsliketo caculate probabilities. What is the probability that
wewill land and walk calmly away from each other?"

Bellonda considered the question serioudy. "Very low, dueto your
paranoia.”

"Ah, psychoanalyssl The benefits of your companionship are endless.”

The ornithopter's flapping wings dowed, and the craft settled with a

rough jolt on theflat pavement. Doriawaited for the other woman to
criticize her rough landing; instead, Bellonda dismissively turned her

back and fumbled with the latch on the passenger compartment door. The
moment of vulnerability lit afusein Doria, setting off aviscerd,

predatory response.

Though cramped in the craft's cockpit, she lashed out in asnapping blow
with her legs. Bellonda sensed her coming and struck back, using her
greater weight to knock Doria againgt the pilot's hatch just asit was
opening. The Honored Matre fell through and tumbled embarrassingly onto
the landing pad. Humiliated and furious, Dorialooked up.

"Never underestimate a Reverend Mother, no matter what shelookslike,"
Bellonda caled cheerfully from the ornithopter's cockpit door. She
eased out of the ‘thopter like awhale being born.

At therear of thelanding pad, the Mother Commander waited to meet them
and receive their report. Seeing the brewing atercation, however,
Murbella swept toward them like an gpproaching thunderstorm.
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Doriadidn't care. Unable to control her rage, she sprang to her fet,

knowing that al semblance of civility between them had ended forever.

Asthe big woman dropped to the landing pad, Doriacircled, ignoring
Murbellas shout. Thiswould be afight to the death. The Honored Matre way.

Dorids black singlesuit was torn and her knee scraped bloody from the



awkward tumble to the rough pavement. She limped, exaggerating her
injury. Also deaf to the Mother Commander, Bellonda moved with
surprising speed and grace. Seeing her seemingly lamed opponent, she
closed for thekill.

But as Bellonda sprang forward in a combination fist-and-elbow attack,
Doriadropped flat on the ground to let her adversary storm past-a
feint-then flipped to her feet and sprang, using her whole body likea

thrown kindja. Now momentum worked againgt the heavyset Sister. Before
she could turn, Doriadammed into her back, using hard fists to pound

her kidneys.

With aroar, Bellondaturned, trying to face her attacker, but Doria
remained like ashadow on her tail, hammering hard-knuckled punchesinto
her. Hearing ribs crack, Doria dammed harder, hoping the sharp bone
shardswould puncture Bellonda's liver and lungs through dl those folds

of flesh. She matched each move Bellonda made, always remaining out of
reach.

Findly, when dark blood bubbled from the big woman's mouth, Doria
alowed the face-off. Bellonda charged forward like an enraged bull.

Though shewas dready suffering from massiveinterna bleeding,
Bedlondafeigned an attack, then sidestepped Doria, striking her with a

hard kick in the sde. The smaler woman skidded away, thrown to the ground.

Murbdllaand severd other Sisters gpproached them from al sides.

Glowering, Bellondacircled to Dorias|eft, looking for the next
opportunity to strike. The Honored Matre leaned into her opponent's
strength, atactic designed to confuse the Reverend Mother.

Doriahad only afraction of asecond. Seeing the muscles of her
adversary dacken just alittle, she sprang like a coiled serpent and
plunged her fingersinto Bellondas neck, digging her nallsthrough
padded folds of skin until she reached the jugular. With ayank, she
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tore the blood vessdl, and crimson fluid jetted upward, spurting with
the force of apounding heart.

Doria stepped back, frozen in ddighted horror asthe spray struck her
face and dark bodysuit. The lumbering woman's face wore alook of
surprise, as shelifted a hand to the gushing neck wound. She could not
stop the flow, or adjust her internal chemistry againgt such agrievous
wound.

In disgust, Doria shoved her away, and Bellonda collapsed to the ground.
Smearing her opponent's blood from her eyes, Doriastood over her in
triumph, watching the life drain away. A traditiona dud, the way she

had been raised. Her skin flushed with the thrill. This opponent would



not recover.

Holding her bleeding neck with feebly twitching fingers, Bellonda stared
up in disbelief. Thefingers dipped away.

Mother Commander Murbella gave Doriaa spinning kick, bloodying her
mouth. "Y ou'vekilled her!" Another kick drove her to the ground.

The former Honored Matre scrambled to her hands and knees. "It was a
far chdlenge”

"Shewas useful! Y ou do not get to decide which of our resourceswe
discard. Bellondawas your fellow Sister-and | needed her!" She fought
to articulate words through her anger. Doriawas sure the Mother
Commander wanted to kill her. "I needed her, dammit!"

Grabbing Doria by the materid of her black snglesuit, Murbelladragged
her closer to Bellonda and the red pool spreading around her body on the
ground. "Doit! It isthe only way you can make up for what you have
done. Itistheonly way | will let you live."

"What?' The dead woman's eyes were dready starting to grow glassy.
"Share. Do it now, or I'll kill you mysdlf and Share with both of you!"

Bending over the warm corpse, Doriagrudgingly placed her fore-head
againgt her opponent's. She fought back her disgust and revulsion. Ina
matter of seconds, Bellondas life began pouring into her own, filling
her with al the secret vitriol that this vile woman had felt for her,

aong with her thoughts and experiences and al of the Other
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Memorieslodged deep in her awareness. Soon Doria possessed dl of the
disgusting datathat made up her rival.

She could not move until the process was complete. Finaly, she tumbled
backward onto the hard pavement. Silent and growing cold, Bellondawore
amaddening, oddly victorious smile on her thick, dead lips.

"You will carry her with you dways," Murbellasad. "Honored Matres
have along tradition of promoation through nation. Y our own
actions gave you thisjob, so accept it... afitting Bene Gesserit
punishment.”

Risng to her knees, Dorialooked in anguish at the Mother Commander.
Fedling dirty and violated, she wanted to vomit and disgorge the
intrusion, but that wasimpossible.

"Henceforth, you are the sole Spice Operations Director. All sand-worm
functions are your responsibility, so you'll have to work twice as hard.



Do not disgppoint me again, asyou did today."

A woman's deep voice surfaced insde Dorias head, annoying and
taunting. | know you don't want my old job, said Bellonda-within, and
you're not quaified to accomplishiit. Y ou will need to consult with me
congtantly for advice, and | may not alwaystak to you nicely. Baritone
laughter filled Dorias skull.

"Shut up!" Doriaglared vindictively at the corpsethat lay at the foot
of the till-cooling ‘thopter.

Murbellaremained cold to her. "Y ou should have tried harder before. It
would have been much easier for you." She scowled in disgust a the
scene. "Now clean up thismess and prepare her for burid. Listen to
Bdlonda-she will tell you her wishes." The Mother Commander marched
away and left Doriaaone with her inescagpable new inner partner.
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One must aways keep the tools of Statecraft sharp and ready. Power and
fear-sharp and ready.

- BARON VLADIMIR HARKONNEN, the original, 10,191 b.g.

Back again in the laboratories of Banda ong, enduring the nerve-wracking
daily grind, Uxta stood before the grosdy pregnant axlotl tank. The
nine-year-old child beside him stared with an intense, unsettling
fascination. "That's how | was born?"

"Not quite. That is how you were grown."
"Digguding.”

"Y ou think that's disgusting? Y ou should see how natura humans
procreate.” Uxtal could barely keep the revulsion from hisvoice.

Theair smdled of chemicals, disnfectants, and cinnamon. The skin of
the tank pulsed gently. Uxtal found it both hypnotic and repellent. To

be working with the axlotl tanks again, growing another gholafor the
Face Dancers, at least hefelt likearea Tleilaxu spesking the

Language of God-somebody important! It was more fulfilling than just
creating fresh drugs for the congtantly demanding whores. After two
years of preparation and effort-and more than one time-consuming
mistake-he would be ready for the next vitd gholato be decanted within
amonth.

Then, maybe they would leave him aone. But he doubted it.
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Khrone seemed to be running out of patience, asif he guessed that the
delays might have been caused by Uxtd's bumbling and ineptitude.

Matre Superior Hellicawas obvioudy not pleased that the Lost Tlellaxu
researcher would take his attentions from the production of the orange
spice subgtitute, but she had granted him another axlotl tank with only
hafhearted complaints. Uxtal wondered what kind of hold the Face
Dancers had over her.

Checking the pregnant tank for the tenth time in the past hour, Uxtal

studied the readings. There was nothing more to do but wait. The fetus

was growing perfectly, and he had to confess his own curiosity about

thisone. A gholaof Paul Atreides... MuadDib ... the first man to ever

become a Kwisatz Haderach. Now he had brought back the Baron Harkonnen,
then Muad'Dib. What could the Face Dancers possibly want with those two?

After returning from Dan with the preserved bloody knife, the process of
growing the requested ghola had taken longer than Uxta had expected. As
soon as he switched off the nullentropy field, finding viable cellson

the blade had not been difficult, but the first attempt a implanting a
gholain an old axlotl tank had failed. He had intended to grow anew

Paul Atreidesin the same womb that had given birth to Vladimir
Harkonnen-it had acertain delicious historical irony-but the used-up

axlotl tank had not been properly tended over the years and it rejected
thefirgt fetus. Then thewomb actudly died. A waste of femae flesh.

Ingva had watched accusingly, growing bolder in her resentment toward
thelittle man. She seemed to think she hersdf was asimportant asthe
Matre Superior because of her work in the torture laboratories.
Strangely deluded by her sexua prowess, Ingvaaso believed hersdlf
attractive. Apparently her own mirror had malfunctioned! To Uxtd, she
looked like alizard dressed up as awoman.

After thefirst axlotl tank had perished, Uxtal wasterrified, though he
did his best to cover any errorsby leaving evidence that his assigtants
had caused the problem. They were expendable, after dl, and he wasntt.
But the repercussions never came.

Matre Superior Hellicaflippantly gave him adamaged woman for a
replacement tank. The skull and brain were injured, but her body
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remained dive. She was an Honored Matre ... nearly killed in an
assassination attempt gone awry, perhaps? Nevertheless, her reproductive
systems-the only important parts of the femae anatomy, asfar as he was
concerned-functioned perfectly well. So Uxtal had started again, first
converting the body into an axlotl tank, running meticulous and

redundant tests, and then selecting more genetic materid from the
preserved blood on the dagger. Thistime there would be no mistake.



The nine-year-old's dark eyes gleamed. "Will he be my playmate? Like my
new kitten? Will he do everything | command?”

"We shdl see. The Face Dancers have great plansfor him."
VlIadimir looked angry. "They have plansfor me, too! I'm important.”
"That may be. Khronetdlsme nothing.”

"l don't want another ghola here. | want anew kitten. Whendo | get a
new kitten?' VIadimir pouted. “The other oneis broken.”

Uxtal gave an exasperated sigh. "Y ou killed another one?’
"They break too easly. Get me anew one."

"Not now. | have work to do. | told you, this new gholaisvery

important.” He studied the tubes and pumps, making sure the readings

were dl acceptable. Suddenly fearing that Ingva might be watching, he

added doud, "But not more important than my work for the Honored Matres."

Even with the production lines moving smoothly, Hellicarequired
increased amounts of the adrendine spice, ingsting that her women had
to be stronger and more aert, now that the New Sisterhood had begun
rooting them out o fiercely. The witches of Chapterhouse had aready
seized Buzzdll and severa smaller Honored Matre strongholds.

In the meantime, needing a source of income after losing their soostone
operations, Helicainssted that he rediscover the old Tlellaxu

technique of producing real méange. He had quailed at the challenge,
which wasimpossibly difficult-far more so than making mere gholas-and
so far he had failed in every attempt. The task was smply beyond his
capabilities. Every month when Uxtd had to ddiver the same pathetic
report, the same lack of results, he was sure someone would execute him
on the spot.
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Ten years-how have | survived this nightmare for ten years?

The boy Vladimir poked the distended flesh of the tank with hisfinger,
and Uxta dapped hishand away. With thischild in particular, it was
necessary to establish clear boundaries. If there was any way of hurting
the unborn Atreides child ingde, the brat would find it.

VlIadimir recoiled and glowered, first at his stung hand, then at Uxtd.
Obvioudy, hislittle mind was churning as he turned away peevishly.
"I'm going outside to have fun. Maybe I'll kill something.”

LEAVING THE AXLOTL tank and counting down the time remaining until the



baby could be decanted, Uxtal went to the " pain encouragement rooms.”
There, closdly monitored by Honored Matres, his assstants siphoned
chemicasfrom writhing torture victims. Over the years, Uxta had
learned that certain types of pain led to differencesin the purity and
potency of the resulting substance. Hellicarewarded him for that sort

of research and analysis.

Unsettled by VIadimir's near tantrum, he threw himself into the work,
sngpping ordersto his assstants, monitoring the dull-eyed fear on the
faces of the strapped victims being milked for pre-spice chemicals. At
least they were cooperating. He wasn't going to givelizardlike Ingva
anything to report to the Matre Superior.

Hours | ater, exhausted and anxiousfor afew moments of privacy in his
quarters where he could complete hisritual ablutions and prayers, then
mark off another day that he had survived, Uxtd |eft the pain
laboratories. By now, the boy Vladimir had either gotten himsdlf into
trouble or found the Matre Superior to exchange crudtieswith her.
Uxtd didn't care.

Though weary, he headed toward the smaller laboratory section to check
on the pregnant axlotl tank onefina time, but the young Baron blocked
the way, standing with his hands on his hips. "I want another kitten.

Right now."

"I dready said no." Uxtd tried to go around, but the nine-year-old
moved to block hisway again.
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"Or something else. A lamb! Get mealittlelamb. Sigsare boring."

"Stop this," Uxtal snapped. Drawn by the commotion of voices, Ingva
dinked out of the torture wing and watched them hungrily. He looked
away from her, swalowing hard.

When the boy saw the old Honored Matre spy, his attention spunin
another direction, like a projectile ricocheting off thick armor. "Ingva

told Matre Superior Hdlicathat my sexudity isvery powerful for my
age-and quite perverse." He seemed to know the comment would be
provocative. "What did she mean by that? Do you think she wants to bond
withme?'

Uxtal looked over his shoulder. "Why don't you ask her yoursdf?In
fact, why don't you go do that right now?' As hetried to step around
the boy yet again, he became aware of an unusua sound in the
laboratory. Splashing noises came from somewhere by the axlotl tank.

Startled, Uxtd roughly shoved Vladimir aside and hurried toward the
tank. "Wait!" the boy said, hurrying to catch up.



But Uxtal had aready reached the mounded femae form. "What have you
done?' He ran to the flex-tube nutrient connections. Ripped loose, they
were gushing red and ydlow fluids &l over thefloor. The sympathetic
nervous system in the womb-body caused the jelylike flesh to shudder. A
thin squedling and sucking sound came from the dack remnants of its
mouth, an almost-conscious sound of desperation. A surgica knifefrom
the pain-encouragement rooms lay on the floor. An aarm klaxon went off.

In panic, Uxta struggled to reconnect the lines. He whirled to grab the
smug child by the shirt and shook him. "Did you do this?*

"Of course. Don't be stupid.” Vladimir kicked at Uxta's groin, but
succeeded only in hitting histhigh, though it was enough to make the
Tlelaxu release him. The boy ran off, shouting, "1'm going to tell
Hdlical"

Torn between hisfears of the Matre Superior and the Face Dancers, Uxtal
looked in dismay at the tank's mangled life-support systems. He couldn't
let the womb-and the critically important child within- die. That poor

baby ... and poor Uxtal!
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Drawn by the alarm, two |ab ass stants rushed in-competent ones,
thankfully, instead of Ingva. Maybe if they worked swiftly enough ...

Under Uxta's direction, he and hisassstants franticaly installed new
flexible tubing, refilled the reservoirs, pumped in simulants and
stabilizing drugs, and reconnected the monitors. He wiped swest from his
grayish brow.

Ultimately, Uxtal saved the tank. And the unborn ghola

VLADIMIR THOUGHT hed been clever. In contrast, his punishment was
swift, severe, and, for him, most unexpected.

Hewent directly to Hellicato tattle on Uxta for his abuses, but the
Matre Superior's face was aready flushed hot with anger. Ingva had been
swifter, racing to the Palace to make her damning report.

Before the boy could tell hislying version of the story, Hellica
grabbed him by the front of his shirt with fingers as sharp and strong
asatiger'sclaws. "For your sake, you little bastard, the new ghola
had better not be harmed. Y ou wanted to kill him, didn't you?"

"N-no. | wanted to play with him. Right now."” Terrified, Vladimir backed
up astep. Hetried to look asif he might cry. "I wasn't trying to hurt

him. | wastrying to make him come out. I'm tired of waiting for my new
playmate. | wasgoing to cut him free. That'swhy | took the knife."

"Uxtd interrupted him before he could succeed.” Ingvadinked out from



behind a hanging where she had been eavesdropping.

Her eyesflashing orange, the Matre Superior gave him astern lecture.
"Don't be such afool, boy! Why would you destroy when you can control ?
Isthat not a better revenge against House Atreides?”

Vladimir blinked; this had not occurred to him.

Héllicadiscarded him, asif he were a bothersome insect. *Do you know
what exile means? It means you're going back to Dan-or wherever Khrone
wants to stash you away. As soon as | can obtain a Guild-ship, you will
bein hishands"

"You can't! I'mtoo important!” Even at ayoung age, histwisted little
mind was beginning to understand plots and schemes, but he didn't
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yet grasp the deep intrigues of the politicsthat prevailed dl around him.

Hélicaslenced him with athreatening frown. "Unfortunately for you,
the gholababy isfar more important than you are.”
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The human body can achieve many things, but perhapsits grestest roleis
to act as astorage mechanism for the genetic information of the species.

- TLEILAXU MASTER WAFF, a akehl meeting on the Duncan Idaho ghola project

His ghola son was himsdlf... or would be, once the memorieswithin were
brought to the surface. But that could not happen for severd yearsyet.

Scytade hoped his aging body would last long enough.

Everything the Tleilaxu Master had experienced and learned in countless
sequentia lifetimeswas stored in his own genetic memory and reflected
in the same DNA that had been used to create the five-year-old Scytale
duplicate who stood before him. Thiswas actualy aclone, not atrue
ghola, because the cells had been taken from aliving donor. The child's



predecessor was not dead. Y et.

But old Scytale could fed theincreasing physical degeneration. A
Tleilaxu Master should not fear death, becauseit had not been ared
possibility for millennia-not since his race had discovered the meansto
immortaity through ghola-reincarnation. Though his gholachild was
flourishing, he was gtill much too young.

Y ear by year, the inevitable march of death paraded through his body's
systems, making his organs function less efficiently than they once had.
Panned obsolescence. For millennia, the Masheikh dite of
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his race had met in secret councils, but never had they imagined a
holocaust such asthey now faced-such as Scytale now faced, asthe last
living Madter.

Redligticdly, he did not know what he could accomplish done. With
unrestricted access to axlotl tanks, Scytale might have restored other
Magterslike himsdf, the true geniuses of hisrace. Cdlsof thelagt

Tlellaxu Council had been stored within his nullentropy capsule, but the
Bene Gesserit refused to consder creating gholas of those men. Infact,
after the uproar surrounding the baby Leto 11, aswell asan ominous

vision Sheeana claimed to have received in Other Memory, the witches had
halted the entire ghola program. " Temporarily,” they said.

At leat the powindah women had findly granted him his son, his copy.
Scytde might achieve continuity after all.

The boy was with him now in the portion of the ship that had once been
Scyta€'s prison. Sincereveding the last of his secrets, Scytale's
restrictions had been eased, and he could move about wherever he wished.
He could observe the other eight ghola children undergoing whatever
training the Bene Gesserit considered necessary. Reluctantly placed in
charge of the young gholas, Proctor Superior Garimi had offered to
ingtruct hisson aswell, but Scytale refused, not wishing to have him
contaminated.

The Tlellaxu Master gave his son private instruction to prepare him for
his grest responsibility. Before the elder incarnation died, a great
dedl of important information needed to be passed on, much of it secret.

He wished he had the witches ability to Share their memories. Human
downloading, he caled it. If only he could awaken his son that way, but
the Sisterhood kept that particular secret to themselves. No Tleilaxu

had ever been able to determine the method, and such information was not
for sde. The witches clamed it was a power they held as women, that no
male could ever achieveit. Ridiculous! The Tleilaxu knew, and had



proved, that femaes were as unimportant as the pigment on awall. They
werejust biologica vessasto produce offspring, and aconscious brain
was not necessary for that process.

Alone, hefaced the chalenge of teaching the boy the most sacred
rituas and cleansings. Though he spoke in whistles and whispers, using
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a coded tongue that no one except Masters should be able to speak, he
gtill feared the witches could understand him. Y ears ago, Odrade had
tried to entrgp him by speaking that ancient language to prove she
deserved histrust. To Scytdeit only proved that he should never
underestimate their wiles. He sugpected that the witches had installed
listening devicesin his quarters, and no powindah must be dlowed to
hear the deep mysteries.

Desperation had painted him into smaller and smdler corners. His body
was dying, and this child was his only option. If he did not take the

risk that some of hiswords might be overheard, then those holy secrets
might die with him. Wondrous knowledge, vanished forever. Which was
worse, discovery or extinction?

Scytaleleaned forward. "Y ou carry agreat burden. Few in our glorious
history have ever borne such aresponsibility. Y ou are the hope of the
Tlellaxu race, and my persona hope."

The familiar boy seemed both intimidated and eager. "How am | todo it,
Father?'

"I will show you," Scytade said in Galach, before again reverting to the
old language. The boy had shown an exceptiond aptitude for it. "1 will
explain many things, but it is only a preparation, afoundation for your
undergtlanding. Once | restore your memories, you will know it dl
intuitively.”

"But how will you restore my memories? Will it hurt?

"Thereis no greater agony, and no greater satisfaction. It cannot be
described.”

The boy responded quickly, "The essence of stori isto comprehend our
unknowability."

"Yes. Y ou must accept both your inability to understand and your
importance in keeping the keys to such knowledge." Old Scytae sat back
on his cushion. The boy was aready nearly astal ashewas. "Listen
whilel tell you of lost Bandaong, our beautiful, sacred city on holy
Tleilax, where our Great Belief was founded.”

He described the glorious towers and minarets, and the secret chambers



wherefertile femaes were kept to produce the desired offspring, while
others were converted into axlotl tanksfor Tlellaxu laboratory needs.
He talked about how the Council of Masters had quietly
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preserved the Greet Bdlief through so many millennia. He explained that
the dy Tleilaxu had fooled the evil outsders by pretending to be wesk
and greedy so that al Tleilaxu would be serioudy underestimated, a
ploy to sow the seeds of eventud victory.

Hisgholason drank it dl in, arapt audience for atadented storyteler.

Old Scytale had to trigger his duplicate's inner memories as soon ashe
could. It was arace againgt time. The Magter's skin aready showed
blemishes, while his hands and legs had devel oped a noticesble tremor.
If only he had moretime!

Theboy shifted restlesdy. "I'm hungry. Will we eat soon?
"We cannot afford to take abreak! Y ou must absorb everything possible.”

The boy drew adeep breath, put hissmal, pointed chinin his hands,
and gave the Magter hisfull attention. Scytale spoke again, faster this
time
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| know who | was. The historical record is quite clear on thefacts. A
more pertinent question to answer, though, iswho | am.

- PAUL ATREIDES, no-ship training sessons

From outsde the ingtructiona chamber, peering through a spyplaz
window, Duncan found himsdlf staring at the past. The eight students of
varying ages and higorica sgnificance were dl earnest, continuing
their daily ingtruction with changing degrees of restlessness,
intimidation, and fascination.

Paul Atreideswas ayear older than his"mother," hisson Leto || wasa
precocious toddler, and hisfather Duke Leto had not yet been born. One
thing is certain: never in history hasthere been afamily such asthis.
Duncan wondered how they would deal with the peculiar Stuation when
their memories were restored.

Most days, Proctor Superior Garimi took each of the young gholas through
awd|-gtructured regimen of prana-bindu training, physica exercise,

and mentd acuity challenges. The Bene Gesserit had molded their
acolytesfor millennia, and Garimi knew exactly what she was doing. She
had no lovefor her dutiesin charge of the ghola children, but she

accepted her role, knowing she would face an even worse punishment



should harm cometo any of them. With such intensve physica training
and mentd ingtruction methods, these children had been
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rushed along in their development, making them far more mature and
intelligent than equivaent boys and girls of the same age.

Today, Garimi had placed the small group in alarge faux solarium and
given them materids and an assgnment. Though Duncan observed them
surreptitioudy, the group seemed to be done. The chamber was bathed in
warm ydlow light, supposedly a spectrum similar to the sun of Arrakis,
the smooth celling projected an artificid blue sky, and a coating of

soft sand from the hold had been strewn on the floor. Thisroom was
meant to suggest amemory of Dune, without the harsh redities.

The perfect place for their assgnment.

Using blocks of neutral sensiplaz, shapers, and historical blueprint

grids, the ghola children were expected to complete a compelling and
ambitious project. Working together, the gholas would assemble an
accurate modd of the Grand Palace of Arrakeen, which had been built by
the Emperor Muad'Dib during hisviolent reign.

The Ithaca's archives contained a variety of images, accounts, tourist
brochures, and often contradictory congtruction drawings. From his
second life, Duncan remembered that the real Grand Palace had many
secret passages and hidden rooms, necessitating falsified diagrams.

Paul bent to pick up a shaper glove, and looked at it Skepticaly.
Testing his abilities, he began to spread the free-form materid ina
whisper-thin but firm layer: the foundations of his palace. The other
children distributed raw-materia blocks of sensiplaz; the no-ship's
stores could dways provide more.

In previoustraining ons, the gholas had studied biographica
summaries of their historica predecessors. They read and reread their
own higories, familiarizing themsdveswith the available detalls,

while searching their minds and hearts to understand the undocumented
motivations and influences that had shaped them.

Starting out with aclean date, would any of these cdlular offspring
turn out the same asthey had in the past? They were certainly being
raised differently.

The children reminded him of actorslearning rolesin aplay with an
immense cast. The children were forming friendships and dliances.
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Stilgar and Liet-Kynes dready demonstrated signs of friendship. Paul



sat by Chani, while Jessica kept to hersdlf, without her Duke; Paul's
son Leto |1, missing histwin Sster, dso showed digtinct Sgns of
being aloner.

Little Leto Il should have had histwin sster. The boy wasn't destined

to become amongter, but without Chani thistime, he could be even more
vulnerable. One day, after watching the quiet boy, Duncan had marched up
to Sheeanaand demanded answers. Y es, Ghanimas cellswere in Scyta€'s
reservoir, but for whatever reason, the Bene Gesserits had not brought

her from the new axlotl tanks. "Not at thistime," they'd said. Of

course they could always do o later, but Leto 1 would remain separated
in years from a person who should have been histwin, his other haf. He
felt sorry for the boy's needless pain.

Drawn together by their shared past, aswell astheir own ingtincts,

Paul and six-year-old Chani sat side by side. He hunkered down on the
floor, studying the layout. A holo blueprint shimmered inthear,

giving far more detail than he needed. He focused on the structura
walls, the main parts of the complex that was the largest man-made
dructure ever built.

Duncan knew that Garimi's assgnment for the children had many layers of
purpose, some artistic, some practica. By making a scaled-down replica
of Muad'Dib's Grand Palace, these gholas could touch history. "Tactile
sensations and visua stimuli evoke a different understanding than mere
words and archivd records," she had explained. Mogt of the eight gholas
had been insde the actud Structurein their previouslives, maybethis
would feed their inner memories.

Though too small to help, Leto 11 could walk about clumsily and observe
with fascination. Only ayear earlier, Garimi and Stuka had tried to

kill himin the créche. Placid and interested, Leto |1 spokelittle, but
showed afrightening level of intelligence and seemed to absorb
everything around him.

Thetoddler sat down on the sandy floor and rocked back and forth in
front of the Palace's projected main entrance, holding hisknees. The
two-year-old seemed to understand certain things aswell asthe other
children did, perhaps even better.

Thufir Hawat, Stilgar, and Liet-Kynes worked together to raise the
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outer fortresswalls. They laughed and played, seeing thetask asagame
instead of alesson. Sincereading of hisorigind heroic life, Thufir

had developed abold persondity. "I wish wed just find the Enemy and
get onwith it. I'm sure the Bashar and Duncan could fight them.”

"And now they have usto help,” Stilgar said brashly and nudged his
friend Liet, inadvertently knocking some of the blocks down.



Watching, Duncan muttered, "We don't exactly have you-not the you we want."

Jessica created more blocks from the sensiplaz, and Y ueh dutifully
helped her. Chani paced the boundaries, marking the genera outline
projected on the plan. Then she and Paul set up a scale representation
of the huge Annex that had housed dl the Atreides attendants and their
families-thirty-five million of them, at onetime! The records had not
been exaggerated, but the scope was difficult for any person to grasp.

"l cantimagine usliving in ahomelikethat,” Chani sad, pacing
around the newly marked boundaries.

"According to the Archives, we were happy there for many years."

She smiled mischievoudy, understanding much more than agirl should
have. "Thistime, can wejust eiminate Irulan's quarters?’

Secretly hearing this, even Duncan chuckled.

The cdlsof Irulan, daughter of Shaddam IV, were among thosein
Scytalestreasure trove, but the med-center axlotl tanks would not

produce her anytime soon. No other gholas were scheduled, though Duncan
had mixed fedingsto know that Aliawould have been next. Garimi and

her conservatives certainly hadn't complained about putting acautious

hat to the ghola project.

Inside the mode Palace, the children blocked out an independent

sructure, the Temple of St. Aliaof the Knife. The temple had supported
aburgeoning religion around theliving Alia, and its priesthood and
bureaucrats had brought down Muad'Dib's legacy. Duncan saw the great
louvered window through which Alia-possessed and driven mad-had thrown
hersdlf to her death.

Studying the blueprints again, the ghol as-each wearing shaper
gloves-worked the sengiplaz into a quick approximation of the Paace's
framework. They extruded representations of the immense
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entrance pillars and the capitol arch, leaving the numerous statues and
darcasesfor later, asfinishing touches. Accurately including dl of

the ornamentation, the gifts and adornments presented by pilgrimsfrom
hundreds of worlds conquered in Muad'Dib's jihad, would have been an
impossible task. But that was another part of the training: Rub their
facesin an impossible task to see how far they would carry it forward.

Tired of fedling like avoyeur, Duncan turned from the spyplaz and
walked into the training room. Glancing at him, the gholas noted his
presence, and then went back to work. But Paul Atreides walked right up
tohim.



"Excuse me, Duncan. | have aquestion.”
"Only one?'

"Can you tdl me how our memorieswill be restored? What techniques will
the Bene Gesserit use, and how old will we be when it happens? I'm
dready eight. Miles Teg was only ten when they reawakened him."

Duncan stiffened. "They wereforced to do that. A time of extremis™

Sheeana had doneit hersdlf, using atwisted variation of sexud

imprinting techniques. Miles had been in the body of aten-year-old boy,
with the buried mind of an old, old man. The Bene Gesserits were willing
to risk scarring his psyche because they had needed his military genius

to defeat the Honored Matres. The young Bashar had been given no say in
the matter.

"Arent wein atime of extremisright now?"'

Duncan studied the front of the model palace. ™Y ou need know only that

the restoration of your memorieswill be atraumatic process. We know of

no other way to accomplish it. Because you each have a separate
persondlity”-he glanced around &t the children-"the awakening will be
different for each of you. Y our best defense isto understand who you

were, so that when the memories come flooding back, you're ready for them.”

Y oung Wellington Y ueh, five years old, piped up in awavering childish
voice. "But | don't want to bewho | was."

Duncan felt the heavinessin his chest. "I'm sorry, but none of us has
thet luxury.”
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Chani aways stayed close to Paul. Her voice was small but the words
werelarge. "Do we haveto live up to the Sisterhood's expectations?

Duncan shrugged and forced asmile. "Why not exceed them?' Together,
they continued to build thewalls of the Grand Palace.
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Our aimless wandering isametaphor for dl of human history. The
participantsin great events do not seetheir placein the overdl
design. Our failure to see the larger pattern, however, does not
disprove that one exists.

- REVEREND MOTHER SHEEANA, Ithacalogs

Sheeanawalked the sands again. Her bare toes sank into the soft, grainy



powder. The enclosed air held brittle flint odors and the fertile,
cinnamony smdl of fresh mélange.

She had il not forgotten the strange Other Memory vision in which she
had spoken to Sayyadina Ramallo and received her cryptic warning about
the gholas. Be careful what you create. Sheeana had taken the admonition
serioudy; as a Reverend Mother, she could do nothing el se.

But exercising caution was not the same as stopping entirely. What had
Ramallo meant? Despite searching through her mind, she was unableto
find the ancient Fremen Sayyadinaagain. The clamor wastoo loud. She
did, however, again encounter the even-more-ancient voice of Serena
Butler. Thelegendary Jhad |leader offered much wise advice.

Inside the no-ship's kilometer-long great hold, Sheeanatrudged across
the stirred sand, not bothering to use the careful stutter-step of

Fremen on Dune. The captive wormsingtinctively knew she had entered
their domain, and Sheeana could sense them coming.
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Whilewaiting for the wormsto charge toward her in afroth through the
dunes, Sheeanalay down on the sand. She wore no still-suit as she had
doneasalittlegirl. Her legsand arms were bare. Free. Shefdt the
sandy grains pressing againg the skin of her aams and legs. Dust clung
to the prickles of perspiration from her pores. With the soft dust al
around her, sheimagined what it would be like to be one of the
sandwormsin thewild, plunging beneath the surfacelikeahbigfishina
great arid sea.

Sheeana got to her feet asthe first three worms arrived. She picked up
the empty spice-gathering basket from where she had set it and stood to
face the sinuous creatures. They extended their round heads, their
mouths glittering with crystal teeth and tiny flickers of flame fueled

by aninner friction furnace.

The origind worms of Arrakis had been aggressively territorid. After

the God Emperor went "back into the sand,” each of the new worms he
spawned contained a pearl of his awareness, and they could work together
when they wished to do so.

She cocked her head and lifted her sedled basket to show them. "I have
come to gather spice, Shaitan.” Long ago, the priests on Rakis had been
horrified to hear her speak thusto their Divided God.

Unafraid, Sheeanawalked between their ringed bodies, asif they were
only towering trees. She and the sandworms had aways had an
understanding. Few others aboard the no-ship dared to enter the hold now
that the creatures had grown so large. Sheeana was the only one who



could gather natura spice from the sands, some of which she added to
the much greater supply of fresh mélange creeted in the ship's axlotl tanks.

Sniffing, she followed the scent to where afresh cinnamony bloom might

be found. Children from her village had done the same thing long ago.
Thefragments of windblown méange they scavenged from the dunes hel ped
to buy supplies and tools. Now that whole way of life was gone, aswas
Rekisitsf....

Inside her head, the fascinating and ancient voice of Serena Butler once
again bubbled up from deep within her Other Memories. Sheeana carried on
her conversation aloud. "Tell me onething: How can SerenaButler be
among my ancestors?"
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If you dig deep enough, | am there. Ancestor after ancestor, generation
after generation ...

Sheeanawas not so easily convinced. "But Serena Butler'sonly child was
murdered by thinking machines. That wasthetrigger of the Jhad. You

had no heirs, no other descendants. How can you be in my Other Memories,
regardless of how far back | go?'

She looked up at the strange forms of the sandworms, asif the martyred
woman's face might be there.

Because, Serenasaid, | am. The ancient voice said no more, and Sheeana
knew she would get no better answer.

Brushing past the nearest worm, Sheeana stroked one of the hard,
encrusted ring segments. She sensed that these worms dreamed of freedom,
too, longing to find agreat open landscape through which they could
burrow, where they could claim their own territory, fight battles of
dominance, and propagate.

Day by day, Sheeana observed them from the viewing gdlery above. She
saw theworms circling the hold, testing their boundaries, knowing thet
they must wait... wait! Just like the Futars pacing in their arboretum,

or the refugee Bene Gesserits and Jews, or Duncan Idaho, Miles Teg, and
the ghola children. They were dl trapped here, caught in the odyssey.
There must be someplace safe where they could go.

Finding arusty blotch on the sand, she stooped to brush fresh méange
into her impermesable basket. The worms produced only smdl amounts of
méange, but because it was fresh and genuine, Sheeana kept much of it
for her own uses. Though the axlotl-produced spice was chemically
identical, she preferred the close connection to the sandworms, even if
itwasadl in her imagination. Like Serena Butler? Or Sayyadina Ramdlo?

The worms passed her and began to plow their great bodies through the



sand. Sheeana bent to gather more spice.

INSIDE THE MEDICAL center-torture chamber, more likel-the Rabbi knelt
beside the gross female form and prayed, as he did so often.

"May our Ancient God bless and forgive you, Rebecca” Though
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shewas brain dead and her body no longer resembled the woman he had
known, heinssted on using her given name. She had said she would be
dreaming, living among those myriad liveswithin her. Wasit true?
Despite what he saw and smelled in this chamber of horrors, hewould
remember who she had been and honor her.

Ten yearsasatank! "Mother of monsters. Why did you allow them to do
this, daughter?" And now, with the ghola project on hiatus, her body no
longer even served the purpose for which she had sacrificed it. What a
terriblething.

Her naked abdomen, adorned with tubes and monitors, was no longer
swollen, but he had seen her saverd timesasamound carrying a

pregnancy so unnatura that even God must turn his eyesfrom it. Rebecca

and the other two Bene Gesserit women who had volunteered to become such
horrorslay on sterile beds. Axlotl tanks! Even the name sounded

unnaturd, stripped of dl humanity.

For yearsthese "tanks" had produced gholas; now they smply secreted
chemical precursorsthat were processed into mélange. Their bodies had
become nothing more than detestable factories. The women were maintained
with acongtant stream of fluids, nutrients, and catalysts.

"Isany god worth such aprice?' the Rabbi whispered, not sureif he
was beseeching the Almighty in prayer or asking Rebeccadirectly. In
ether event, he received no answer.

With ashudder, he let hisfingerstouch Rebeccas belly. The Bene
Gessrit doctors had often scolded him, telling him not to touch "the
tank." But, though he despised what Rebecca had doneto hersdlf, he
would never harm her. He was resigned to the fact that he could no
longer save her, either.

The Rabbi had looked in on the ghola children. They seemed innocent
enough, but he was not fooled. He knew why these genetically ancient
babies had been born, and he wanted no part of such an insidious plan.

He heard someone arrive in the humming silence of the medica chamber
and looked up to see a bearded man. Quiet, intelligent, and competent,
Jacob had taken it upon himsdlf to watch over the Rabbi, as Rebecca had
once done.
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"I knew | would find you here, Rabbi." His expresson was stern and
scolding-one the old man himsdlf might have used when he disgpproved of
someone elsg's behavior. "We have been waiting for you. It istime.”

The Rabbi glanced a a chronometer and realized how late it was.
According to their cal culations and the habits they followed, thiswas
sunset on Friday, time to begin the twenty-four hours of Shabbat. He
would say the prayersin their makeshift synagogue; he would read Psalm
29 from the origina text (not the horribly bastardized version in the
Orange Catholic Bible), and then hissmall group would sing.

Preoccupied with his prayers and wrestling with his conscience, the old
man had logt track of time. "Y es, Jacob. | am coming. I'm sorry."

The other man took the Rabbi by the arm and helped him dong, though he
needed no assistance. Jacob leaned closer and reached out to brush
unexpected tear stresks from the older man's cheeks. "Y ou are crying,
Rabbi."

The old man glanced back at what had once been avibrant woman, Rebecca.
He stopped for along, uncertain moment, and then permitted his
companion to lead him from the medica chamber.
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Soostones. Highly valued jewels produced by the abraded carapace of a
monoped sea creature, the cholister, found only on Buzzell. Soostones
absorb rainbows of color, depending upon the touch of flesh or how light
fdls on them. Because of their high vaue and portability, the small

and perfectly round stones-like mélange- are used as hard currency,
especidly intimes of economic turmoil and socid upheavd.

-Terminology of the Imperium (Revised)

With the smell of sdt air around her-so different from the Chapterhouse
desert!-Mother Commander Murbella surveyed the continuing operations on
Buzzdll. In the past year, Reverend Mother Corysta had sent the New
Sisterhood many shipments of soostones, which covered other expenses
while the spice production was devoted to paying for the armaments
Richese had begun to produce. Murbella had distributed her spieswiddly,
gathering information about the remaining rebel Honored Métre

strongholds, preparing her long-term plan. Soon, she would be ready to
move againg the main enclavesin earnest.

Recapturing Buzzell and seizing al soostone production had cut off the
rest of the Honored Matres from a primary source of wealth. It had both
provoked and weakened the strongest remaining bastions of rebellious women.

So far, the New Sisterhood had subsumed five rebel strongholdsin



addition to Buzzell. For every hundred thousand that her female soldiers
killed, they captured only athousand. For every thousand captured,
maybe a hundred were successfully converted to the New
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Sisterhood. Murbella had declared to her advisors, "Rehabilitation is
never guaranteed, but death is certain. No one needs to remind us how
Honored Matres think. Would they respect our pleasfor unification? No!
They need to be broken first."

Thelast strongholds of the violent women would be tough nuts to crack,
but Murbella convinced hersdlf that the Vakyries were up to the task.
Not every conquest could be as clean and Smple as the recapture of Buzzell.

Over the past severd months, Corysta had made many changesto the
operations on the ocean planet, and the Mother Commander approved. From
the beginning, Corysta-"the woman who had |ost two babies'-had been
willing to help. Even before Sharing with Murbella, she seemed to

remember agood dedl about being a Bene Gesserit.

The Buzzd| settlements congsted of only afew buildings and defensive
towers on the patchy outcroppings of rock and hardscrabble idands,
along with large boats, processing barges, and anchored rafts. Under
Corydta's supervision, many of the resentful Bene Gesserit exileshad
initially demanded to be transferred away from the rough soostone labor.
Some had been petulant and wanted revenge on the vicious whores.
Pointedly leaving the most sirident exilesin their old assgnments,
Corydta-thinking much like Murbella-had promoted othersto be specia
local advisors.

She had commandeered the reasonably comfortable quartersthat Matre
Skiraand her whores had taken from the Bene Gesserit exiles and ordered
the remaining handful of Honored Matresto erect their own thin tentson
the rocky ground. Murbella understood that this was a means of control,
rather than revenge. Skiraand her group, aswell asthe Bene Gesserit
exiles, had been isolated from outside politicsfor along time.

Clearly, uniting these particular women was another difficult task, and
asgnificant chalenge to Corysta'sleadership ahilities, but gradualy

the women were learning the benefits of working together. It waslikea
microcosm of what had happened at Chapterhouse.

Now, on the afternoon of the second day of her follow-up inspection, the
Mother Commander toured the revamped soostone operations,
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accompanied by Corysta and the Honored Matre Skira. Nearby, a dozen
workers-al Honored Matre survivors-continued washing and sorting stones



according to their size and color, the work they had once forced the
Bene Gesszrit exilesto do. Phibian guards no longer stood over the
workers, Murbellawondered if the aguatic people had noticed, or cared,
that their femae masters had changed.

Beneath the surface of the water, Phibian diverstrapped and corraled
the large dow-moving shellfish. Cholisters had afleshy, probing body
covered by athick and lumpy carapace; persistent abrasions of that
casing produced hard milky scarsthat could be chipped off like gems
embedded in rock. The dow growth of the nodules, the scarcity of the
sea cregiures themsdlves, and the difficulty of harvesting deep
underwater al contributed to the rarity and value of the gems.

When the Honored Matres brought in the hybrid Phibians, production
increased dramatically. The amphibious people lived in the sea, swam
deep without any specid equipment, and ranged far from theidand
outcroppings as they hunted for the dowly wandering choligters.

Standing on the dock with her new advisors, Murbellaturned toward a
large Phibian male who stood at the reef's edge; apparently he had once
been aguard, for he il carried his barbed whip. Four other Phibian
deep divers crouched together on the rocky beach, where they had just
delivered aload of soostones.

The Honored Matres did not know exactly where the Phibians had come
from, just "somewhere out in the Scattering, along time ago.” Skira

sad that the amphibious half-breeds were an insular specieswith only
limited vocabularies, but Murbellal's Bene Gesserit inginctstold her
otherwise. The memories she had Shared with Corysta added evidenceto
this; the Phibians were more than they appeared to be.

Ordering her two escorts to accompany her, Murbella descended a
spray-dick rock stairway to the shingle beach.

"Thisisnot safe." Skiraran to catch up with the Mother Commander.
"Phibians can be violent. Last week, one of them drowned an Honored
Matre. Took her out and pulled her underwater."

"She probably deserved it. Do you doubt that the three of us can defend
ourselves?' Nearby, asquad of MurbellasValkyries aso watched over
their commander, weapons at the ready.
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Corysta pointed to the group. "Thetallest oneis our best producer. See
the scar on his forehead? He dives the degpest and brings back the most
soostones.”

From aflash of Corystals memory, Murbellarecalled the abandoned
Phibian baby she had rescued from atide pool. Hed had ascar on his
forehead, a claw mark. Could this be the same one, from so many years



ago? The one she caled " Sea Child?" Sherecalled other instances, other
encounters. Y es, this aguatic mae definitely knew who Corystawas.

The scarred Phibian was the firgt to notice the women gpproaching. All
of the creatures turned warily, blinking their ditted eyes. Three

smaller Phibians retreated into the foaming water, where they hovered
out of reach. The scarred one, though, held his ground.

Murbellaregarded him carefully, trying to read his aien body language
for some clue asto what he was thinking. Though shorter than the
cresture, she assumed a confident fighting posture.

For along moment, the Phibian regarded her with his membranous eyes.
Then he spokein athroaty voice that sounded like adripping rag drawn
through apipe. "Boss boss."

"What do you mean?"

"Y ou. Boss boss”

Corystainterpreted. "He knows you are the boss of dl the bosses.”
"Yes. | am your boss now."

He bowed his head deferentialy.

"I think you're agood dedl smarter than you let on. Are you agood
Phibian?'

"Not good. Best."

Boldly, Murbellatook astep closer. Other than what she knew from
Corydta, she had no idea about the Phibians socia inclinations or

taboos. "You and | are both leadersin our own way. And as one leader to
another, | promise that we will no longer treat you the way the Honored

Matres did. Y ou have dready seen the changes. We won't use the lash on
you, or let you useit on anyone ese. Work for all. Benefit for dl.”

"No morelash." Helifted his chin, proud and stern. "No more soostones
for smugglers”

Murbellatried to process what he wasimplying. Wasit apromise,
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or athreat? Surely, after ayear the Phibians must have noticed a
sgnificant differencein ther lives.

"Smugglers are dways aproblem,” Corysta explained to her. "We can't
stop them from taking soostones out in the open water."



The nogtrilsflared in Skiras beaklike nose. "We have long suspected
the Phibians aso traded with smugglers, stedling our soostone harvests
and providing for themselves.”

"Not your soostones,” the Phibian said with along bubbling rumble.

Murbellafdt she was on the verge of an interesting breakthrough. "Y ou
promise not to deal with smugglersif wetrest you fairly? Isthat what
you mean?'

Skirasounded mortally offended. "'Phibians are daves! Subhuman
creatures. They do what they are created to do-"

Murbellaregarded her with amurderous glare. "Provoke meif you dare. |
am perfectly willing to kill another arrogant whore to make my point.”

Skiramet her eyeslike amouse facing arattlesnake. At last she bowed,
and then took asmall step back. "Y es, Great Honored Matre. | did not
mean to offend.”

The Phibian seemed amused. "No more smugglers.”

Corystaexplained, "The smugglers have dways been smart enough to leave
usmost of the haul. They were anirritation to the Honored Matres,
maybe, but not enough of athorn to require massive retdiation.”

Skiragrumbled, "Wewould have crushed them sooner or later.”

"What could the smugglers pay you?' Murbella asked the creature,
ignoring Skira. "What do Phibianswant?"

"Smugglers bring spice. We give soostones.”

So that wasit! Though the Guild was desperate for mélange, and Murbdlla
gl refused to provide them with anything more than atrickle for

their bare necessities, smuggling groups and black-market traders had
begun to disseminate their own hoarded spice.

From her singlesuit pocket, she produced asmall cinnamon-colored tablet
and handed it to the Phibian. ""We have more méange than smugglers could
ever bring to you."
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With a perplexed expression, the creasture held it in his webbed hand,
and then sniffed cautioudy. The thick-lipped smile returned. " Spice.
Good." With avery serious expression, he stared at the tablet of
méangein hishand, but did not attempt to swallow it.

"You will get dong just fine with the Ssterhood. We think the same
way." Murbella pointed at the tablet of mélange. "Y ou keep."



"Trade?'
She shook her head. "No. A gift, for you."

"He doesn't understand the concept of agift. It's not part of their

culture,” Skirasaid. "Saves are not accustomed to having any
possessions.” Murbellawondered if al Honored Matres were so blind and
ampligtic and full of preconceptions.

The Phibian leeder said, " Smugglerstaught us.”

Either not understanding, or refusing the gift, he handed the tablet

back to her-reverently, rather than spitefully-and waded into the water

next to his companions. Soon his head disappeared beneath the waves, and
the other three deep diversfollowed.

Skirasniffed. "If your Sisterhood has so much méange, we can pay
Phibianswith it to stay away from smugglers, and giveusal the
soostones.”

"Assoon as| return to Chapterhouse, I'll issue new orders. We will
provide mélange to the Phibiansif they need it." Murbellalooked at
Corysta, wondering how long it had been since the exiled Sister had
received adose hersdlf. Surely during the Honored Matre domination, the
exiled Ssters had been cut off. They would have gone through terrible
withdrawal. But then, in her Shared memorieswith Corysta, sherecaled
instances where the scarred Phibian-Sea Child-had delivered some of the
mé ange obtained from smugglers, secreting it among the rocks where
Corygtacould find it. "And we will give spice to any others herewho

may need it aswell."
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Superdtitions and nonsense from the past should not prevent usfrom
making progress. If we hold oursalves back, we admit that our fearsare
more powerful than our abilities.

-THE FABRICATORS OF IX

When the Ixian Chief Fabricator sent his message to the Guild announcing
success with the new navigation machines, asmall delegation raced to

IX. The speed with which they arrived told Khrone everything he needed

to know. The Guild Administrators were much more desperate than they let on.

He and his Face Dancers had drawn out the "invention phase” for eight
years now, the shortest time he could justify for the reintroduction of
such adragtically sophisticated new technology. He could not afford to
raise too many questions from the Guild, or even the Ixians. The
extraordinary new device could guide any ship safely and efficiently. No
Navigator-and hence, no spice-was necessary.



K hrone would have them eating out of hishand.

Wearing agray forma suit made of aplazslk that had an oily sheen,

Khrone stood quietly beside Chief Fabricator Shayama Sen. Though the
Baron Harkonnen ghola and the one-year-old Paul Atreides needed constant
tending in their isolation on Caladan, Khrone had decided to cometo Ix

to observe thisinteraction for himsdlf.

Administrator Gorus entered the room accompanied by six other
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men. In addition to Guild functionaries, Khrone noted a representative
of the independent Guild Bank and amaster merchant from CHOAM. It
seemed that the Guild Administrators had pointedly not brought a
Navigator to these discussions. Instead, the delegation had left himin

his spice-filled chamber high above and isolated in his orbiting ship.

Oh, how they must be thirgting after the new technol ogy!

Thistime they met in asmdl intimate chamber, not the large
manufacturing bay with the clamor of industrid noisesthat had so
dominated their first meeting. Sen caled for refreshments, drawing out
the moment. He seemed to enjoy the anticipation. "Gentlemen, commerce
across the galaxy is about to change forever. What you desireisin your
hands, thanksto Ixian innovetion.”

Gorustried to conced his eagernesswith askeptical expresson. "Y our
cdamsareimpressive and extravagant, Chief Fabricator.”

"They aredsotrue.”

Khrone played his meek role, serving sweet confections and arobust

drink that was (ironicaly, considering the nature of the meeting)

heavily laced with méange. As Administrator Gorus politely consumed the
proffered treats, he scanned the technical reports and testing results
provided by Khrone'steam. "These new Ixian navigation machines seemto
be a thousand times more accurate than the previous ones we incorporated
into some of our Guildships. Much better than anything used in the
Scattering.”

The Chief Fabricator took along sip of his hot méange beverage. "Never
underestimate Ixians, Guildsman. We notice you did not include a
Navigator in these discussons.”

Gorus put on ahaughty air. "He was not necessary.”

Khrone suppressed asmile. That statement was true on severa levels.



"Humanity has been searching for an accurate navigationd system for ...
for millennial Think of how many shipswere lost during the Famine
Times" the Guild banker said, hisface suddenly florid. "We expected
you would take decades to achieve such adramatic overhaul from first
principles”

Sen beamed proudly a Khrone. Even the Chief Fabricator assumed
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that the recent breskthroughs were based on real 1xian knowledge and
ingenuity, not brought in from the Outside Enemy.

The CHOAM master merchant scowled at the Guild banker. "Thisis nothing
new. Obvioudy, Ixians must have been working on forbidden technology in
Secret dl dong.”

"And much to our benefit, | might add,” Gorus interrupted, cutting off
any possible argument.

"We Ixians do not rest on our laurels." Shayama Sen then quoted one of
the tenets of Ix, " "Those who do not actively pursue progress and
innovation soon find themsdlves at thetail end of history.”

Khrone interceded before foolish questions could be raised. "We prefer
to cal these new devices 'mathematica compilers,' to avoid inadvertent
confusion with thinking machines of any kind. These compilerssmply
automate the processes that a Navigator or even aMentat can do. We do
not wish to raise the ugly specter that led to the Butlerian Jhad.”

Helistened to his own euphemisms and rationdizations, knowing that
these men would do exactly what they wanted to do anyway, regardless of
laws and mord redtrictions. They were just imaginative- and
greedy-enough to provide any necessary justifications, should questions
come up.

Shayama Sen added with astern edge to hisvoice, "If you gentlemen had
any doubts, you would not be here. By pretending uneasiness and citing
ancient prohibitions againgt thinking machines, are you trying to bully
usinto lowering our price? That will never work." He set his cup down,
but continued smiling.

"Infact, it makes commercia sensefor usto offer thistechnology more
widely. We believe the New Sisterhood would be particularly eager to
obtain navigation devices of their own to build an autonomous fleet.
They ded with the Spacing Guild now because they have little choice.
How much would they pay for their independence, | wonder?"

At this, Adminigtrator Gorus, the Guild banker, and the CHOAM
representative dl cried foul, an overlapping litany of protests. They
had suggested thisline of development in thefirst place; they had been
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promised exclusivity; they had aready agreed to pay an exorbitant amount.

Khrone intercepted the comments before they could turn into an outright
argument. He did not wish to let hiscarefully laid plansbe

Sdetracked. "The Chief Fabricator issmply offering an example to make
certain you understand the value of our technologica development. While
you gentlemen believe you have some clamsto originating thiswork, you
must o redlize we could take bids from e sewhere. There will beno
raising, or lowering, of the agreed-upon price."

Sen nodded briskly. "All right, let's not waste time with such ploys.

Our price may be high, but you will pay it. No more outrageous méange
expenditures, no more dependence on capricious Navigators. You are
visonary businessmen, and even achild can see theimmense profits that
will accrueto the Guild once your ships are fitted with our”-he paused

to recal the term Khrone had suggested-"mathematical compilers.” Then
he turned to the CHOAM man, who had esten dl of his confectionsand
finished his hot spice beverage. "l trust | do not need to explain this

to amaster merchant."

"CHOAM hasto keep up trade even during wartime. Richeseis regping huge
profits by building avast military force for the New Sisterhood.”

The Ixian Chief Fabricator gave an annoyed grunt at the reminder.

Adminigrator Gorus seemed very excited. "Previoudy, when weingalled
primitive navigation machines on Guildships, we dill carried a

Navigator aboard each vessd." He looked apologeticaly at the Chief
Fabricator. "We did not entirely trust your earlier machines, you see,

but back then we didn't have to. There were questions of reliability, a
few too many missing ships... Now, however, with the New Sisterhood's
stranglehold on supplies and the proven accuracy of your ... compilers,

| see no reason not to rely on your navigation machines.”

"So long asthey work aswell asyou've promised,” the Guild banker said.
When it was obviousthat everyone believed in the new mathematical
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compilers, Khrone planted his seed of discord. ™Y ou know, of course,
that this change will make Navigators obsolete. They are not likely to

be pleased.”

Adminigtrator Gorus shifted uncomfortably and glanced from the banker to
hisfdlow Guildsmen. "Y es, we know. That ismost unfortunate.”
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Our moativations are asimportant as our goals. Use thisto understand
your enemy. With such knowledge, you can either defeat him or, even
better, manipulate him into becoming your aly.

- BASHAR MILES TEG, Memoirs of a Battle Commander

The crissamong the Navigators was so severe that Edrik sought an
audience with the Oracle of Time hersdif.

Navigators used prescience to guide foldspace ships, not to observe

human events. The Administrator faction had duped them, bypassed them.
The esoteric Navigators had never considered the activities and desires

of people outside the Guild to be relevant. What folly! The Spacing

Guild had been caught completely off-guard by the loss of spice and the
intractability of the only remaining suppliers. A quarter century had

passed since the destruction of Rakis; to make matters worse, the

Honored Matres had foolishly exterminated every Tleilaxu Master who knew
how to produce mélange from axlotl tanks.

Now, with so many groups desperate for spice, the Navigators had been
forced to the brink of atreacherous cliff. Perhaps the Oracle would

offer asolution that Edrik could not see. In their earlier encounter,

she had hinted there might be asolution to their dilemma. He was
certain, however, that it did not involve navigation machines.

Faced with such adifficult situation, Edrik commanded that histank be
delivered to the giant ages-old enclosure that held the Oracle
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of Timewhenever she choseto manifestin this physica universe.
Intimidated in her presence, Edrik had spent agreat ded of time
planning his argument and marshaing histhoughts, knowing dl thewhile
it might be a pointless exercise. With prescience far superior and more
expangve than any Navigator's, the Oracle must aready have foreseen
this encounter and imagined every word Edrik would speak.

Humbled, he looked out through his curved tank at the Oracle's

trand ucent structure. Long ago, arcane symbols had been etched into the
walls-coordinates, hypnotic designs, ancient runes, mysterious markings
that only the Oracle comprehended. Her enclosure reminded him of a
miniature cathedra, and Edrik fdlt like her supplicant.

"Oracle of Time, we face our greatest emergency since thetime of the
Tyrant. Your Navigators are starving for spice, and our own
Adminigtrators plot againgt us." He shuddered with the strength of his



anger. Thefoolish lesser Guildsmen believed they could solvethe
problem by creating better Ixian navigation machines! Inferior copies.
The Guild needed spice, not artificid mathematical compilers. "'l
beseech you, show us our path to surviva."

He sensed an enormous thunderstorm of thoughts, the incredibly complex
preoccupation of the churning mind hidden within the swirling midts.
When the Oracle answered, Edrik felt that she was granting him only the
tiniest fraction of her attention while her brain was focused e sawhere

on much larger issues.

"Thereisaways an insatiable hunger for spice. Itisasmdl problem.”

"A smdl problem?" Edrik said, incredulous. All of hisargumentswere
washed away. " Our stockpiles are nearly exhausted, and the New
Sisterhood doles out only atiny fraction of what we need. Navigators
could become extinct. What could be amore vita problem?”

"Krdizec. | will cal dl my Navigators again when | require them.”
"But how can we assig you if we have no mélange? How can we survive?"

"Y ou will find another way to obtain spice-this| have foreseen. A
forgotten way. But you must discover it yoursdlf."

The sudden silencein his mind told Edrik that the Oracle wasfinished
with this conversation and had gone back to pondering her
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greater questions. He clung to her gtartling pronouncement: Another
source of spice!

Rakis was destroyed, the New Sisterhood refused to rel ease their
stockpiles, and the Tlellaxu Masterswere dl dead. Where else could the
Navigators search? Since the Oracle hersdf had spoken it, he was
confident therewas asolution. As he drifted, Edrik let histhoughts

spin out. Could there be another planet with sandworms? Another natural
source of spice?

What about a new-or rediscovered-means of manufacturing mélange? What
had been forgotten? Only the Tlellaxu had known how to produce spice
artificially. Wasthere away to rediscover that knowledge? Did someone
else dill know the technique? That information had long ago been buried

by the clumsy Honored Matres. How could it be dredged up again?

The Masters had carried their secretsto the grave, but even death did

not always erase knowledge. Elders of the Lost Tlellaxu, shadow-brothers

of the once-great Magters, did not know how to create méange, but they

did know how to grow gholas. And gholas could have their memoriestriggered!



Suddenly, Edrik knew the answer, or thought he did. If he resurrected
one of the old Masters, then he could wrest that knowledge free. And the
damnable Sisterhood would beleft without their advantage once again.
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The unexplored vastnessinto which humans fled in the Scattering was a
hostile wilderness, filled with unexpected traps and dangerous bessts.
Those who survived were hardened and changed in ways that we cannot
fully comprehend.

- REVEREND MOTHER TAMALANE, Chapterhouse Archives, Projections and
Andyses of the Scattering

Sheeana sat cross-legged on the hard floor of the arboretum while the
four Futars prowled around her. She used Bene Gesserit skillsto dow
her heartbeat and respiration rate. After the one called Hrrm watched

her dance with the sasndworms, the shared awe among the beast-men had
kept her safe among them. Although she controlled the scents that came
from her body, she did not avert her gaze.

Most of the time the Futars walked on two feet, but occasiondly they
reverted to afour-pawed pacing. Restless, aways restless.

Sheeana had not moved for severa minutes. The Futars twitched each time
she blinked, and then they went back to their restless prowling. Hrrm
came closeto her and sniffed. Shelifted her chin and sniffed back.

Despite the potentia violence in these creatures, she knew it was

important for her to be with them insde thislarge chamber. After

continued study, Sheeanawas convinced the Futars could reveal much

more, if only she could Sft the information out of them.

In the deegp unknowns of the Scattering, they had been bred by
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"Handlers' specificaly to hunt down Honored Matres. But who were the
Handlers? Did they know of the Enemy? Maybe she could winnow out avita
key to the origin of the whores and the nature of the old man and woman
Duncan said were pursuing them.

"Morefood," Hrrm said, pacing around close to her. Hiswiry body hair
was rank, and his bresth smelled like partialy digested mest.

"Y ou've dready eaten well today. If you eat too much, you will grow
fat. Then you will bedow on the hunt.”

"Hungry," one of the other Futars said.

"Y ou are dways hungry. Food will comelater.” It was abiological



impulse for them to want to eat congtantly, and their Honored Matre
captors had kept them on the verge of sarvation. The Bene Gesserit,
however, maintained aregular, healthy feeding schedule.

"Tell me about the Handlers." She had asked the question hundreds of
times, trying to get afew extrawords out of Hrrm, another kernel of
informetion.

"Where Handlers?" the Futar asked, hisinterest suddenly piqued.
"They arenot here, and | can't find them unlessyou help me."

"Futars and Handlers. Partners.” Hrrm stretched his muscles, snuffling.
The other crestures bristled and flexed their cabldike muscles, asif
proud of their physical appearance.

Apparently when the Futars had afocus, it was difficult to get them to
congder other matters. In any event, Sheeana had convinced Hrrm (and to
alesser extent the other three) that the Bene Gesserits were different
from Honored Matres. Hrrm had entirely forgotten that he had murdered a
proctor years ago. Though the Sisters were not the much-anticipated
Handlers, the Futars had finaly accepted that these women were not to
be killed and eaten, like Honored Matres. At least Sheeana hoped so.
Sowly, she uncrossed her legs and roseto her feet.

"Hungry," Hrrm said again. "Want food now."

"Youll get food. We never forget to feed you, do we?"

"Never forget,” Hrrm confirmed.

"Where Handlers?' another Futar asked.

"Not here. Far avay."

"Want Handlers™
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"Soon. As soon asyou hep usfind them.”

She | eft the arboretum enclosure as the Futars bounded through the
artificid trees, searching relentlesdy for something they would never
find on the Ithaca. Shetook specid careto lock the chamber securely
behind her.
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It isoften easier for usto destroy each other than it isto resolve
our differences. Such isthe cosmic joke of human nature!



- MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA, Chapterhouse mesting notes

In order to receive their small but desperately needed rations of
méange, the Guild regularly sent Heighlinersto Chapterhouse. The ships
carried supplies, recruits for the New Sisterhood, and surveillance
information collected from far-flung scouts. Murbella kept a careful
watch on the rebel Honored Matre strongholds, preparing for her next
major offensvewith the Vakyries.

Six hours before the regular Guildship was scheduled to arrive, a
gmadler vessd careened into the system. Immediately upon emerging from
foldspace, the ship began to broadcast an emergency warning.

Theamadl craft from the Scaitering had an unusual oval design, Holtzman
engines, and its own no-field that flickered in and out of phase.

Spewing out high levels of radiation in its exhaudt, the ship had

probably been damaged during its headlong flight to Chapterhouse. It
maneuvered eratically asit approached.

Upon being notified, Murbellaraced to the K egp's communications center,
afraid this might be another embattled Honored Matre ship from far
outside the Old Empire. On the screen, the crackling image was so filled
with gtatic that she could barely make out the vague outline
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of apilot. Only after the ship burned dl itsremaining fud to achieve
abardy stable orbit did the transmission resolve enough that Murbella
could discern the face of a Priestess of the Cult of Sheeana, who had
been dispatched by the Missonaria Protectivato promote the wild new
reigion.

"Mother Commander, we bring dire news! An urgent warning." Murbella
could see figureswith her in the ova ship's crowded cockpit, but the
Sister had not used any code words to denote that she was being forced
or held captive. Knowing the others were listening, but not knowing who
they were, Murbela carefully seected her words after identifying the
young woman. "Yes.... Irid. Where have you come from?" "Gammu.”

With every moment, the tranamitted images became clearer. Murbellacould
seefive peopleingde the vessd's piloting chamber. Many of them wore
thetraditiona clothing of Gammu. The anxious passengers gppeared to be
bruised and battered; dried blood caked their cheeks and clothes. At

least two of those aboard appeared to be either dead or unconscious.

"No choice ... no chance. We had to take the risk." Murbella snapped at
the nearest woman in the communications center. " Send up aretrieva
ship. Get those people down here safely- now!"



"Not much time," the priestess transmitted; her whole body shook with
utter weariness. "Need to warn you. We escaped from Gammu before the
Heighliner departed, but the whores nearly killed us. They know what we
discovered. When isthe Guildship coming?"

"We dtill have severd hours,” Murbellasaid, trying to sound reassuring.

"It may be sooner, Mother Commander. They know.™ "What do they know?
What have you discovered?’ "Obliterators. The Honored Matres on Gammu
gtill have four Obliterators. They received ordersfrom their Matre

Superior Hellicaon Tleilax. They are coming here aboard the Guildship.
They mean to destroy Chapterhouse.”
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THOUGH NOT severdy injured, Priestess Iriel was exhausted and nearly
sarved. She had used al of her bodily reservesto help the smdl ship
escape. Three of her six companions died before they could receive
medica attention; the others were taken to the Keep'sinfirmary.

Beforeresting, Iriel indgsted on finishing the report to her Mother
Commander, even though she could barely remain upright. Murbella
summoned potent méange drinks, and the stimulant temporarily revived
the battered young woman.

Iriel told of her ordeal on Gammu. She had been assigned to that planet
for several years now, given ordersto prepare the populace for the
coming conflict. By preaching the message of Sheeanaand the need to
stand againgt the Outside Enemy, Iriel had cultivated wholehearted
fanatica followers. The more concerned the people of Gammu grew about
the danger from the outside, the more they wanted to hear Irid's

message of hope and urgency.

But the rebel Honored Matres dso had one of their strongest enclaves
there. Asthe cult spread, the entrenched whores had struck, hunting
down Sheeanasfollowers. Perversaly, the persecution made the cultists
more resolute and determined. When Iriel had asked for their helpin
geding thisvita information and escgping from Gammu, shed had no
trouble finding volunteers. Fifteen of her brave followers had died
before the warning ship could take off.

"Y ou have done what was required of you, Iridl. Y ou delivered your
warning in time. Now go recover." Murbdlaheld the Ridulian crystal
sheets that the priestess had stolen from the Honored Matres.
Just then the Heighliner arrived-two hours ahead of schedule.

Irid glanced knowingly at her Mother Commander. "Our work isonly just
beginning.”

Murbellahad hoped for more time, but had not counted on it. Only an



hour earlier, suspensor-propelled launchers had placed hundreds of
new-design Richesian space minesin orbit. Concedled by individua
no-fieds, they drifted in the orbital zoneswhere Heighliners
traditionally parked.

Her battle orders had already been issued, and as soon as the giant
Guildship appeared, the members of the New Sisterhood went to work.
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Her daughter Janesswould lead one of the primary strike teams, but the
Mother Commander intended to be in the fight right beside her. Shewould
never let hersalf become amere bureaucrat.

According to the priestess, the Honored Matres had bribed this
Heighliner crew to transport them to Chapterhouse, which directly
violated Spacing Guild prohibitions. Another example of how the Guild
looked sideways whenever it was convenient for them. Was the Navigator
even aware of the Obliterators on board the Honored Matre frigate? Even
if the Guild wanted to punish the New Sisterhood for withholding

méange, Murbdladidn't think they were foolish enough to dlow
Chapterhouse to become a charred ball. Thiswas their only source of
spice, their last chance.

Murbella decided that one bribe deserved another, if only to show the
Guild that Honored Matres could never hope to compete financially
againgt the Sisterhood. With her soostones, her spice stockpiles, and
the sandwormsin the desert belt, Murbella could outbid anyone- and
garnish it with asgnificant threet.

Before the great ship's cargo doors could open to disgorge any CHOAM
vessels or hidden Honored Matre ships, Murbellatransmitted an insistent
cal. She wore an implacable expresson. "Attention, Guild Heighliner.

Y our sensorswill show that | have just placed a swarm of Richesian
mines around your vessdl." She gave asignd, and the no-fieldsaround
the mines dropped away. Hundreds of the glittering, mobile explosves
winked into view like diamond chipsin space. "If you open your doors or
release any ships, | will direct those minesto strike your hull and

turn you into space dust.”

The Navigator attempted to protest. Guild Administrators came on the
commline, crying foul. But Murbdladid not reply. Shecamly
transmitted copies of the Ridulian crystal sheetsIriel had brought and
alowed two minutes of silence for them to absorb the information.

Then shesaid, "Asyou can see, we are perfectly judtified in destroying
your Heighliner, both to prevent the release of the Obliterators, and to
impose afitting punishment on the Guild. Our Richesan explosives could
do thejob without my having to risk thelife of asingle Sgter.”
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"| assure you, Mother Commander, we have no knowledge of such heinous
weapons aboard-"

"Even the most amateur Truthsayer could detect your lies, Guilds-man.”
She cut off his protests, gave him amoment to regroup and become
rationd again, then continued in amore reasonable tone. "Another
aternative-onewhich | prefer, becauseit would not destroy all those
innocent passengers you carry-isfor you to welcome us aboard and let us
capture the Honored Matres and their Oblitera-tors. In fact"-sheran a
finger ong her lips-"I will even be generous. Provided you cooperate
without further delay, and don't insult our intelligence by protesting

your innocence, we will grant you two full measures of spice-after our
mission is successfully completed.”

The Navigator hesitated for severa moments, then accepted. "We will
identify which smdl frigatesin the hold came from Gammu. Pre-sumably
they carry Honored Matres and Obliterators. Y ou will need to ded with
those women yourselves."

Murbellaflashed a predatory smile. "1 wouldn't have it any other way."

WEARY AND SORE hut exhilarated, the Mother Commander stood proudly
beside her daughter in the blood-spattered hold of one of the unmarked
Honored Matre ships. Eleven of the whoreslay on the deck, their
leotardstorn, their bodies snapped. Murbella had not expected any of

the Honored Matresto let themselves be captured dive. Six of her own
Sisters had aso died in the hand-to-hand combat.

One of the dain Bene Gesseritswas, sadly, the brave priestess Irid,
who had begged to join in the fight despite her weariness. Driven by a
fire of vengeance, she had killed two of the whores hersdf beforea
thrown knife caught her between the shoulder blades. Aslriel died,
Murbellahad Shared with her, in order to learn dl that the woman knew
about Gammu and the infestation of the whoresthere,

The threat was worse than Murbella had imagined. She would have to dedl
with it immediatdly.

Teams of male workers used suspensor palletsto remove the
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ominous-looking spiked Obliterators, two from the hatches below each of
the Honored Matre frigates. The angry rebels had no compunctions about
destroying awhole planet and itsinhabitants, just to decapitate the

New Sisterhood. They would have to be punished.

"We need to study these weapons,” Murbellasaid, excited by the prospect



of duplicating them. "We must reproduce the technology. We will need
thousands of them once the Enemy arrives.”

Janess |ooked grimly at the dead body of the priestess on the floor and
at the daughtered whores strewn like dolIs in the ship's corridors.
Simmering anger colored her cheeks. "Perhaps we should use one of the
Obliterators against Gammu and wipe out those women once and for all."

Murbellasmiled with anticipation. " Oh, we will indeed move on Gammu
next, but it will be amuch more persond attack.”
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We never seethejaws of the hunter closing around us until the fangs
draw blood.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, A Thousand Lives

Duncan tapped the touchpads of the instrument console to alter course
dightly asthe Ithacamoved through empty space. Without charts or
records, he had no way of knowing if any humans had gonethisfar inthe
Scattering. It made no difference. For fourteen yearsthey had been
flying blind, going nowhere. To reduce therisk of anavigationa

disaster, Duncan only rarely activated the Holtzman engines.

At least he had kept them safe. So far. Some of the passengers-
especialy Garimi and her faction, as well asthe Rabbi's people-were
growing increasingly restless. By now, dozens of children had been born,
and were being raised by Bene Gessexit proctorsin isolated sections of
the Ithaca. They dl wanted ahome.

"We can't keep running forever!" Garimi had said during one of their
recent al-hands mestings.

Y eswe can. We may haveto. The giant self-contained ship needed
refueling only once or twice a century, since it was able to gather most
of what it needed from the rarified sea of molecules scattered
throughout space.
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The no'ship had been cruising for years without making another leap
through foldspace. Duncan had taken them farther than the imaginations
of those who charted space. Not only had he eluded the Enemy, he had
dipped away from the Oracle of Time, never knowing whom to trust.

Inal that time, he had seen no sign of the glittering net, but it made
him uneasy to remain in one areafor long. Why do the old man and woman
want us so badly? Isit methey're after? Isit the ship? Or isit



someone e se aboard?

As Duncan waited, letting histhoughts drift along with the vessdl

itself, hefet the overlappings of hisown lifetimes, so many

lifetimes. The mergings of flesh and consciousness, the flow of
experience and imagination, the great teachings and the epic events he
had experienced. He sifted through countless lifetimes, al the way back
to hisorigina boyhood on Giedi Prime under Harkonnen tyranny, and
later on Cdadan asthe loyal weapons master of House Atreides. He had
given hisfirg lifeto save Paul Atreidesand Lady Jessica. Thenthe
Tleilaxu had restored him as aghola cdled Hayt, and afterward many
Duncan Idaho incarnations had served the capricious God Emperor. So much
pain, so much exhilaration.

He, Duncan Idaho, had been present a many critica momentsin human
history, from thefdl of the Old Empire and therise of Muad'Dib,
through the long rule and degath of the God Emperor... and beyond.
Through it dl, history had been digtilling events, processng and

gfting them through the Duncans, renewing them.

Long ago, he had loved the beauttiful, dark-haired Alia, even with all

her strangeness. Centurieslater, he had loved Sionadeeply, though it
was obvious the God Emperor had thrown them together intentiondly. In
al of hisgholalifetimes he had loved many beautiful, exotic women.

Why, then, was Murbdllaso difficult to get over? He could not bregk the
debilitating bond she had with him.

Duncan had dept little in the past week becauise whenever he went to his

cot and clasped his pillow, he could only think of Murbella, sensing the
emptiness where her body wasn't. So many years-why wouldn't the ache and
addictive longing fade?
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Restless and wanting to put even more distance between himself and
Murbellas siren cdll, he erased the current navigation coordinates,
used his bold-or reckless-intuition, and made arandom foldspace jump.

When they arrived a anew and uncharted portion of space, Duncan let
hismind drift in afugue state, deeper than aMentat's trance. Though

he did not admit it to himsdf, hewaslooking for any hint of

Murbella's presence, though she could not possibly be here.

Obsession.

Duncan could not concentrate, and his woolgathering left them vulnerable
to the gossamer yet deadly net that began to coaesce unnoticed around
the no-ship.

TEG ARRIVED ON the navigation bridge, saw Duncan at the controls, and



noted that the other man seemed consumed by his thoughts, as he often
was, especidly of late.

His glance went to the control modules, the viewscreen, the path the
no-ship had taken aong its projected course. Teg studied the patterns
on the console, then the patternsin the emptiness. Even without the
no-ship's sensors and viewscreens, he could grasp the sheer volume of
empty space around them. A new void, adifferent starlessregion from
where they had been.

Duncan had made a reckless jump through foldspace. But the nature of
randomness was such that any new location was just aslikely to be
closer to the Enemy than farther away.

Something troubled him, something he could not ignore. His
Atreides-based ahilities allowed him to focus on those anomalies and
discern what was not there. Duncan wasn't the only one who could see
drangethings.

"Where are we?"

Duncan answered with adistant riddle. "Who knows where we are?' He
snapped out of his preoccupied trance, then gasped. "Miles! The net-it's
closangin, tightening like anoos!™

Duncan had thrown the ship not into a safe wasteland, but directly
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into thevicinity of the Enemy. Like hungry spidersreacting to
unexpected vibrationsin their web, the old man and woman were closing in.

Already on edge from his premonition, Teg reacted with aburst of speed,
without thinking. His body went into overdrive, hisreflexesburning

bright, his actions accdlerating to indefinable speeds. Moving with a
metabolism no human body was meant to withstand, he seized command of
the navigation controls. His handsworked in ablur. Hismind flashed

from system to system, reactivating the Holtzman enginesin themiddle

of their recharge. Immeasurably swift and aert, Teg became part of the
ship-and guided them into a sudden and aarming foldspace jump.

He could fed the gossamer, sentient strands make one last futile grasp,
but Teg tore the ship free, damaging the net as he lurched the huge
vesse across awrinklein space, jJumping to another place, and then
another, wrenching the craft from the searchers trap. Behind him he
sensed pain, severe damage to the net and its casters, and then outrage
at losing their prey again.

Teg stresked across the bridge, making adjustments, sending commands,
moving so swiftly that no one-not even Duncan-would know he was covering
for the other man's mistake. Finally, he dowed back to red time,



exhausted, drained, and famished.

Astonished by what Teg had done in less than a second, Duncan shook his
head to clear away the tar-pit memories of Murbella. "What did you just
do, Miles?'

Slumped at a secondary console, the Bashar gave Duncan amysterious
gmile. "Only what was necessary. We're out of danger.”
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A mere player should never assume he can influence the rules of agame.
- BASHAR MILESTEG, strategy lectures

Ship!

The blades of the hedge trimmer clacked together, severing random
branchesto alter the shape of the greenery. "Y ou see how life persists

in gtraying from its well-defined boundaries?* Annoyed, the old man
moved methodicaly adong the high shrub at the edge of the lawn, pruning
the outlying stems and leaves, anything that detracted from geometrical
perfection. "Unruly hedges are so unsettling.”

With an ingstent clicking of the blades, he attacked the tall shrubs.
In the end, the planes were perfectly flat and smooth, according to his
Specifications.

Wearing an amused expression, the old woman sat back in her canvas
lounge chair. She lifted a glass of fresh lemonade. "What | seeis
someone who persistsin imposing order rather than accepting redity.
Randomness has vaue, too."

Taking another dp, she thought about mentally activating a set of
gprinklersto drench the old man, gtrictly as ademondiration of
unpredictability. But that sort of prank, while amusing, would only provoke
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unpleasantness. Instead, she entertained hersdf by watching her
companion's unnecessary work.

"Rather than drive yoursaf mad with adherence to a set of rules, why
not change the rules/ Y ou have the power to do s0."

Heglared at her. "Y ou suggest | am mad?”’

"Merely afigure of speech. Y ou have long since recovered from any sort
of damage.”



"Y ou provoke me, Marty." A brief flicker of danger passed asthe old
man, with renewed vigor, returned his attention to the garden trimmers.
He attacked the hedges again, shaping and molding, not satisfied until
every leaf wasinitsdesred place.

The old woman set her glass down and went to the flower bedswhere a
profusion of tulips and irises added splashes of color. "'l prefer to be
surprised-to savor the unexpected. It makeslifeinteresting.” Frowning,
she bent over to ingpect a bristling weed that thrived among her plants.
"There arelimits, however." With avicious yank, she uprooted the
unwanted plant.

"Y ou seem quite forgiving, congdering that we till do not havethe
no-ship under our control. It angers me more each timethey get away!
Krdizecisupon us"

"Thet last timewas very dose" Smiling, the old woman moved through
her flower garden. Behind her, the wilting blossoms suddenly brightened,
infused with new color. The sky was a perfect blue.

"Y ou aren't much concerned about the damage they just caused us. |
expended agreat dedl of effort to create and cast the latest tachyon
net. Lovely tendrils, far-reaching ..." Hetwisted hislipsinto a

scowl. "And now everything istorn, tangled, and frayed.”

"Oh, you can re-create it with athought.” The woman waved a tanned
hand. "Y ou're just annoyed because something didn't happen the way you
expected it to. Have you considered that the no-ship's recent escape
provides evidence of the prophetic projection? It must mean that the one
you expect-whom the humans call the Kwisatz Haderach-istruly aboard.
How el se could they have dipped away? Perhapsthat is proof of the
projection?’

"We aways knew he was aboard. That iswhy we must have the no-ship.”
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The old woman laughed. "We predict heis aboard, Daniel. Thereisa
difference. Centuries and centuries of mathematica projections
convinced usthat the necessary one would be there.”

The old man jammed his sharp hedge trimmers point first into the grass,
impaing thelawn asif it were an enemy.

The mathematica projection had been so sophisticated and complex that
it was tantamount to a prophecy. The two knew full well that they
required the Kwisatz Haderach to win the impending typhoon struggle.
Previoudy, they would have considered such aprophesy no morethan a
superdtitious legend spawned by frightened people cowering from the
dark. But after theimpossibly detailed andlytical projections, dong



with millenniaof egrily clever human prophecies, the old couple knew
that their victory required possession of thewild card, the human loose
cannon.

"Long ago, otherslearned the folly of trying to control aKwisatz
Haderach." The old woman stood up from her weeding. She put ahand to
the small of her back asif she had a muscle ache, though it was only an
affectation. "He nearly destroyed them, and they spent fifteen hundred
years bemoaning what happened.”

"They wereweek." The old man took a haf-full glass of lemonade from
where he had set it on an ornate lawn table and drank it downin a

snglegulp.

She went to his side and looked through a razor-edged gap in the hedge
toward the extravagant and complex towers and interlinked buildingsin
the faraway city that surrounded their perfect sanctuary. She touched
hiselbow. "If you promise not to pout, | can help you repair the net.

Y ou redlly must accept the fact that plans can be disrupted quite easily.”

"Then we must make better plans.”

Nonetheless hejoined her in concentration, and they began to weave the
gossamer strands through the fabric of the universe once more,
recongtructing their tachyon net and sending it out at great speed,
covering impossible distancesin the blink of an eye.

"Wewill kegp trying to catch that ship,” the old woman said, "but we
might be better off focusing our efforts on the dternative plan that
Khrone hasin mind. Thanksto what was found on Caadan, we do have
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another option, a second chance to assure our victory. We should pursue
both aternatives. We know that Paul Atreideswas a Kwisatz Haderach,
and aghola of the boy has dready been born, thanks to Khrone'sforesight-"

"Accidentd foresight, | am sure”

"Nevertheless, he dso hasthe Baron Harkonnen, who will be a perfect
fulcrum with which to turn the new Paul to our purposes. Therefore, even
if we do not capture the no-ship, we are guaranteed to have a Kwisatz
Haderach in our possession. Wewin, either way. | will make certain
Khrone does not fail us. | have sent specid watchers.”

The old man was powerful and rigid, but a times naive. He did not

suspect treachery enough. The old woman knew she needed to keep a better
watch on their minions dispersed throughout the Old Empire. Sometimes

the Face Dancers were too full of themselves.

She was happy to let each participant play hisrole, whether it bethe



old man, the Face Dancers, the passengers on the no-ship, or the vast
herds of victims standing in the way in the Old Empire.

It amused her for now, but everything was changeable. That was the way
of theuniverse.

313

Planswithin planswithin plans-like aninfinite array of nested
reflections cast fry angled mirrors. It takes a superior mind to seedl
of the causes and effects.

- KHRONE, message to the Face Dancer myriad

On Cdadan, the strange delegation from far, far outside arrived to see
Khrone. They did not need to identify themsalves when they demanded to
learn of his progress with the Baron child and the Atreides gholathey

caled "Paolo." Khrone already had what the old man and woman needed, a
little boy with al the necessary potentid in hisgene markers. A

Kwisatz Haderach.

Instead of rewarding the Face Dancer, though, the distant puppet masters
breathed down his neck, watching everything he did. They wanted complete
control, and Khrone resented it. The Face Dancer myriad had suffered
from too much domination by fools during the millennia of their existence.

Nevertheless, he bided histime. He could deal with these mifit spies.

According to the Guild manifest and the expertly doctored identification
glyphsthey carried, the bizarrdly augmented humans claimed to come from
IX. It was an acceptable cover story that would explain their odd

appearance to any human who happened to see them. But Khrone knew that
thistechnology sprang from an entirely different
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seed, and these ambassadors came from amuch greater distance, where the
breakwater fringes of the human Scattering had crashed against the
bulwarks of the Enemy.

In the past, the meddling masters had pestered him viatheir
interconnected net, but gpparently since the net had recently sustained
some damage, the two faraway watchers preferred aless vulnerable
communication method. The old man and woman had sent these ...
mongtrosities. He wondered if the supposed masters actualy meant to
intimidate him-him! The Face Dancer leader smiled at the very ideaashe
went to meet the delegation.

In the high-ceilinged foyer of the restored Castle Caladan, Khrone



selected aguise that looked like an old archiva painting of Duke Leto
Atreides. He dressed in crisp gray clothes of an antique style, checked
his appearancein atal goldplaz-framed mirror, then clasped his hands
behind his back as he descended the grand waterfall of airsto the
echoing hall. Stopping on the bottom step, he put on abland smile, and
waited coolly to receive the Sx men.

The scarred, pale-skinned representatives were clearly flustered by the
physica effort of trudging up the steep walkway from the spaceport.
Khrone had no incentive to make the journey easier for them, however. He
had not asked for their presence, and did not intend to make them fedl
welcome. If the tachyon net was damaged, maybe the old man and woman
would not transmit their waves of agony to goad him anymore. And then
the Face Dancers could at |ast act with impunity.

Or maybe not. Uncertain, Khrone decided to maintain his docile charade
just awhilelonger.

After the strange-looking ambassadors arranged themselves in aclump,
Khrone looked down at them from the steps on which he stood. "Inform
your superiorsthat you arrived safely.” He unclasped his hands, brought
them to the front, and cracked hisknuckles. "And please inform them
that the damage to your bodies was no fault of mine."

The men looked confused. "Damage?’ The hairless men had pale skin with
an aily gppearance. Various devices were implanted in their skullsand
chests: primitive eectronic gauges, tubing, augmented memory chips,
indicator lights. Raw red sores of unhealed wounds
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surrounded the implants. Everything had such ahorrific, retrograde fedl
that Khrone had to wonder if thiswas a subtle and incomprehensible joke
played by the old woman. She had afar quirkier sense of humor than her
aged companion. "Damage? We were designed thisway."

"Hmm. Interesting. My sympathies.”

The mechanica additions were so primitive that they looked like a
child's botched experiment. Y es, Khrone thought, this hasto be ajoke.
The old woman must be truly bored.

"We have come to observe and record.” The foremost man stepped away from
the cluster. Dark fluid circulated through tubesin the thing's throet,

extending to a pump behind his shoulders. His eyeswere adeep metalic

blue, showing no whiteswhatsoever. Another joke, suggesting that he was
addicted to mélange?

"They must be frustrated to have lost the no-ship. Again." Khrone



gestured for the representatives to enter the castles great hall. "I
certainly hope our masters do not take it out on me. We Face Dancers are
doing an exceptiond job, asinstructed.”

"Face Dancers should have a greater sense of humility," said another of
the augmented delegates.

Khrone raised his eyebrows. Hewondered if his expresson matched one
the ancient Duke L eto might have made. "Am | remiss asahost? Come,
would you care for refreshments? A feest?' He controlled hissmile. "Or
perhaps some much needed maintenance?”’

"We prefer to spend our time collecting and anayzing data so that we
can return with afull report.”

"By dl means, allow meto facilitate your departure as soon as

possible.” Khrone led the ambassadors to the castl€'s |aboratory levels.
"Fortunately, despite the escaped no-ship and the damaged net,
everything dseisgoing extremely well. Herein the Old Empire, my Face
Dancers are undermining the foundations of al human civilization. We
have infiltrated every mgor power group and have begun to turn them
againgt each other."

"We require proof of this" A strange smdll wafted from thefirst
representative's body-caustic chemicds, hditoss, and ahint of rot.

"Then open your eyes!" Khrone paused in mid-step, calmed hisvoice, and
continued in amore relaxed tone. "l invite you to travel
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among the worlds of the Old Empire. Y our appearance may be darming to
most people, but enough anomalies have crawled back out of the
Scattering that no one will question you too closdly. | can providea

list of key planets and point out what you should look for. They will

all beready to fall like ahouse of cards as soon asthe outside

military forces arrive. Have our masterslaunched the battle fleet yet,

or will they wait until they have the Kwisatz Haderach in hand?"

"That isnot for usto say," three representatives said in unison, their
augmented mindslinked, their voices overlapping in an eerie echo.

"Then you makeit difficult for meto conclude my activities. Why should
our magterswithhold vita information from me?"

"Perhaps they do not trust you," said another of the hodgepodge
representatives. ™Y our progress has been unimpressve so far.”

"Unimpressive?' Khrone snorted. "I have the Baron Harkonnen ghola, and |
have the Paul Atreidesghola. It isguaranteed.”



At the entrance to the thick-walled laboratory chambers, Khrone unseded
and hauled open aheavy door. Insde, asomewhat plump ten-year-old
jerked to hisfest, looking around warily with piggish eyes, asif hed

been caught doing something he shouldn't. Recovering quickly, the
adolescent snickered at them, captivated by the horrificaly mangled
observers.

Khrone did not speak aword to the ghola, but turned back to the six
representatives. "Y ou see, the next phase of our plan isimminent. |
expect to restore this Baron's memories soon."

"You cantry todoit,” the youth spat at him, "but you haven't yet
convinced methat it'sto my benefit. Why won't you let me play with
little Paolo? | know you're keeping him here on Caladan.”

"Exactly why do we need the Baron Harkonnen?" asked one of the hideous
observers, ignoring the boy. "Our masters are interested only in the
Kwisatz Haderach."

"The Baron will hdp usfacilitate this. He will belike awrecking bar

to the Paolo ghola. After he becomes himsdlf again, our Baron will bea
vauabletool to unlock the powers of the superhuman. Historicdly, the
problem with a Kwisatz Haderach is one of control. Once he helps me
raise Paolo properly, | am confident the Baron can assure our hold on him.”
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The young man grinned at the newcomers. "Y ou certainly are ugly. What
happensif you pull out those tubes?’

"He does not seem cooperative,”" observed one of the spies.

"Hewill learn better. Reawakening agholas memoriesisavery panful
process,” Khrone sad, il ignoring the young Harkonnen. "I greetly
look forward to the task."

The Baron gholalet out an eager laugh that sounded like twisting metdl.
"l can't: wait for youto try.”

Khrone paused at the door, reminding himself to keep all security
systemsin place, epecialy with the mercuria Baron, who was quite
prone to mischief. Khrone led the delegation of nightmarish humansinto
another room and carefully locked the chamber behind him. He did not
want Vladimir Harkonnen to run loose.

"Our Atreides gholais progressing nicdly."

Before entering the castle's main chamber, Khrone turned acool stare
toward the hideous patchwork people. "Our victory isforeordained. Soon
| will goto Ix to complete another step in the plan.”" Khrone meant

victory for the Face Dancers, but the ambassadors would interpret it as



they wished. "Therest isjust aformality.”
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Reputation can be a beautiful weapon. It often spillsless blood.
- BASHAR MILESTEG, firgt incarnation

Foremost among the Mother Commander's wegpons were her flesh-and-blood
fighters. The rebel Honored Matres on Gammu wouldn't have a chance

againg the Vadkyries. They had made a serious mistake in attempting to

gtrike Chapterhouse with their Obliterators.

After their attack failed, the dissidents on Gammu had expected Murbella
to overreact and retaliate ingtantly. But she had exercised the

meticulous care and patience she'dd acquired from her Bene Gesserit
training. Now, striking back after amonth's delay, she knew that every
aspect of the plan was perfectly arranged.

Before setting off for Gammu, Murbellareviewed and revised her options
based on the latest intelligence reports, aswdl asthe information she

had gleaned from Sharing with Priestess Iriel before she died. It was

gtill unclear whether or not the renegade whores would make a suicidal
stand on Gammu, triggering any last Obliterators they possessed, rather
than let the world fall to the New Sisterhood. Thiswould be Murbellas
most critical battle to date, the toughest enclave of rebels.

Alone with the responsibilities of supreme command, she stood
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high atop the western rampart of Chapterhouse Keep. The attack itsdlf,

and victory, would occur swiftly. More than just excising the festering

sore of rebel Honored Matres, the New Sisterhood needed the Gammu
military-industria complex for further defenses againg the oncoming Enemy.

Murbellahad already sent in operatives to soften the resistance: secret
assassins, adept disseminators of propaganda, and members of the
Missonaria Protectivato rally the ever-growing religious groups
againg "the whoreswho killed the blessed Sheeana on Rakis." It was
exactly what Duncan 1daho would have done.

The Honored Matres on Gammu were led by a charismatic and bitter woman
named Niyela, who boldly claimed to trace her ancestry back to House
Harkonnen-an obviouslie, snce Honored Matres were unable to traverse
the webs of Other Memory and could not remember their predecessors.
Niyela had made her claim only after spending time digging through old



records from the days when Gammu was agrimy industria planet caled
Giedi Prime. Even after so long, the locd population held aviscerd
hatred for the Harkonnens. Niyela apparently used that to her advantage.

The Honored Matres had set up extensive defenses on Gammu, including
sophi sticated scanners to detect and destroy incoming aircraft and
missiles, specificaly tailored to foil the New Sisterhood'straditiona

mode of attack. For the time being, smal gapsremained in their
coverage, epecidly in the least populated regions of the planet.

Janess assured the Mother Commander she could bring their forcesin
through one of the gaps and mount an overwhelming surprise attack. For
thefirg time, her fighting women would rely primarily on their
Swordmagter kills.

After gathering dl their ships and summoning Guild transport, the
Vakyrieslaunched.

FROM THE NIGHT side of Gammu, scores of troop transports disembarked
from an orbiting no-ship and headed down toward aregion of broad,
frigid plains. FHying only meters above theicy ground,
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Murbellas ship raced overland toward the capita city of Y sai. Behind
them, aformation of smdll troop shuttles cruised dong like a school of
hungry piranhas. Under her direction, the stealth shuttles paused just
long enough to release their swarms of female commandos into the city,
and then streaked off without firing ashat, triggering no darms.

Just shy of dawn, Murbellaand thousands of her black-uniformed Siters
filtered into Y sal to engage the defenders from the inside out,

attacking where they were least expected. Although the entrenched whores
had anticipated alarge-scae lightning assault with attack ‘thopters

and heavy weaponry from above, the Sisterhood's commandos fought like
scorpions from the shadows, gtriking, stinging, killing. The

hand-to-hand combat made famous by the ancient Swordmeasters of Ginaz
required no technology more sophisticated than a sharp blade.

The Mother Commander chose her own target after reviewing the persond
habits of Honored Matre Niyela. Accompanied by asmall guard of
fighters, Murbellaran directly to Niyelas ostentatious apartment near

the central Guild Bank buildingsin Y sai. The Vakyriesin their combat
singlesuits seemed to be cloaked in black oil. Half of the assassination
operations were over before the whores managed to sound thefirst darms,

Brightly clothed Honored Matres guarded the entrance to Niyelas
dwelling, but Murbellaand her companions struck in foree, firing silent
projectilesthat hit their marks. Murbellabounded up an interior
stairway, followed by Janess and her most trusted fighters. On the
second level, atdl, athletic woman emerged from shadowsin the hdll.



Dressed in a purple leotard and a cape adorned with chains and sharp
crystd shards, she moved with the grace of a predatory feline.

Murbellarecognized Niyelafrom Priestess Irid's vivid memories.
"Strange, you don't look at al like Baron Harkonnen," she said.
"Perhaps some of his most prominent features did not breed true. Maybe
that'sagood thing."

Asif springing an ambush, fully fifty Honored Matres emerged from
doorwaysto take up protective positions around Niyela, arrogantly
assuming the smaler assault squad would buckle and retreat upon seeing
them. Like adeadly dance, the well-trained Vakyries
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paired off against them, flashing bladesin their hands and sharp spines
intheir combat suits.

Murbellahad eyes only for Niyela. Thetwo leadersfaced off, circling.
The other women seemed to expect a " softened” Mother Commander to cringe
at the prospect of combat.

The Honored Matre leader suddenly kicked out with a callused and deadly
foot, but Murbellamoved faster and eluded the blow. In ablur of

motion, she counterattacked from one side with her fists and elbows,
backing her adversary away. Then Murbellalaughed, which unnerved her
opponent.

In an unrestrained response, the Honored Matre threw hersdlf at

Murbella, fingers outstretched like knives, but Murbellathrust up with

her |eft ebow, catching Niyelawith the armored spine protruding from

her combat suit. The dice shed blood down Niydasarm. Murbellalanded
asolid kick in the other woman's solar plexus, driving her back into
thewdl|.

Bumping into the stone barrier, Niyelasdumped, asif beaten. She sprang
to one side and darted back, but Murbellawas ready for her, countering
every move, driving Niyelabackward until she had nowhere l€ft to go.
Even her Honored Matre followers could not resist the dizzyingly swift
fighting techniques that the Mother Commander had drilled into her
soldiers. All fifty of the guards were dead, leaving their leeder alone

and defeated.

"Kill me." Niyela spat the words.

"I'll doworse." Murbellasmiled. "1 will take you to Chapterhouse as my
prisoner.”

THE FOLLOWING day, the victorious M other Commander marched through the
sreetsof Ysa and mingled with curious crowds. The Cult of Sheeanahad
taken firm root here, and the Gammu natives saw their liberation asa



miracle, interpreting the army of Ssters as soldiersfighting for their
beloved martyr.

Noting various clear behavioral markers, Murbella suspected that some
women in the crowd were actualy Honored Matres who had
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changed their distinctive clothes. Were they cowards, or the seeds of a
fifth column who would continue to resst on Gammu? Even with thesigns
of victory around her, Murbellaknew that the fighting and consolidation
would continue for sometime, if not in Ysa itsdlf then in the outlying
cities. She would have to assign teamsto root out any remaining nests

of rebels.

She was not the only one to notice the lurking Honored Matres. Her

agents surged forward, making arrests, thinning the crowd. Anyone
captured would be given the opportunity to convert. Niyelahersalf would
begin enforced training back on Chapterhouse. Those who didn't cooperate
would be put to death.

Murbella's triumphant forces took more than eight thousand Honored
Matres back to Chapterhouse, and more would follow after the mop-up
operations were completed under the direction of Janess. The conversion
process would be difficult, monitored closely by troops of Truthsayers
and now-loya Honored Matres-but no more difficult than the origina
forced unification. The Mother Commander could not afford to discard so
many potentia fighters, despite therisk.

Thusthe New Sisterhood grew even stronger, with more and more numbers
added to their forces.
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IsLovebornto us, asnatura apart of our humanity as breathing and
deeping? Or is hove something we must create within oursaves?

- MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWI ODRADE, private Bene Gesserit records (censored)
Two more years passed aboard the no-ship. Paul Atreides, his body now

ten years old, hismind stuffed full of dl the external memoriesthe

library archives could provide and the histories of what he was supposed

to be, waked with the girl Chani.

Shewasrail-thin and petite, two years hisjunior. Though she had grown



up far from the arid wastelands of Arrakis, her body's metabolism,
geneticaly adapted from her Fremen heritage, still did not squander
water. Chani wore her dark red hair pulled back in abraid. Her brown
skin was smooth and her mouth quick to flash asmile, especialy when
shewaswith Paul.

Her eyeswere anatural sepia, not the blue-within-blue eyes of spice
addiction, which Paul had seen in every historica image of an older
Chani, the bel oved concubine of Muad'Dib and mother of histwin children.

Asthey descended from one deck to another, making their way to the aft
engine section of the great no-ship, Paul let hishand dip into hers.
Though they were ill just children, it seemed acomfortable thing to

do, and she did not pull away. All their livesthey had played
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together, explored together, and never questioned that they were
supposed to be partners, just likein the old Stories.

"Why do you find the engines so fascinating, Usul?' shesad, caling
him by the Fremen name that she had learned from her own diariesand
journa recordingsin the ship'sarchives.

In ancient, preserved poetry, the first Paul Muad'Dib had described
Chani's voice as "the perfectly beautiful tones of fresh water chuckling
over rocks." Listening to her now, the new Paul could see how he had
once come to that conclusion.

"The Holtzman engines are so strange and powerful, ableto take us
anywhere we can imagine going." He reached out to tap her smdl, pointed
chinwith hisfingertip, then said in aconspiratorial whisper, "Or

maybe the real reason is because nobody watches usin the engine rooms.”

Chani's brow furrowed. "On a ship thisSize, there are plenty of places
for usto be aone."

Paul shrugged, smiling. "1 didn't say it was avery good reason. | just
wanted to go there."

They entered the giant engineering bay, wherein normad timesonly
certified Guildsmen could go. Under the present circumstances, Duncan
Idaho, Miles Teg, and some Reverend Mothers knew enough about these
foldspace engines to keep them functioning. Fortunately, no-shipswere

s0 exquisitdy and urdily built that little went serioudy wrong, even

after so many years without standard upkeep. The Ithacals mgor
operating systems and self-repair mechanisms were sufficient to perform
regular maintenance. The more important the component, the more
redundancy was designed intoit.

Nevertheless, both Teg and Duncan, using their Mentat abilities, had set



about sudying and memorizing al known specifications of theimmense
vess to prepare themsalvesfor any crissthat might occur. Paul

supposed Thufir Hawat would aso contribute hiswisdom, once he grew up
and became aMentat again.

Now the boy and girl stood surrounded by throbbing machinery. Although
the no-field projectors were located in different parts of the ship,

with repeaters and reinforcing stations mounted throughout the hull,

these giant engines were smilar to the foldspace designs that had
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been used back in the time of Muad'Dib, and much earlier inthe
But-lerian Jihad. Tio Holtzman's then-dangerous fol dspace engines had
been the key to ultimate victory over the thinking machines.

Paul stared up at the massive machines, trying to sensetheir driving
mathematicd force, though he didn't understand it dl. Chani, afew
inches shorter than he, surprised him by standing on her tiptoes and
kissing his cheek. He spun to face her, laughing.

She saw the surprise on hisface. "lsn't that what I'm supposed to do?
I'veread dl thefiles. We're destined for each other, aren't we?!

Growing serious, Paul held her small shoulders and gazed into her eyes.
Then he reached out to stroke her left eyebrow, and drew hisfingers
down her cheek. Hefdt awkward doing this. "It's strange, Chani. Buit |
cansenseatingle...”

"Or atickle! | fed it, too. A memory just benesth the surface.”

He kissed her on the brow, experimenting with the sensation. " Proctor
Superior Garimi made usread our history in the archives, but those are
just words. We don't know it here." He tapped his chest over the heart.
"We can't know exactly how wefell inlove before. We must have said a
lot of private thingsto each other.”

Her lipsformed afrown, not quite alittle girl's pout but rather an
expression of concern. Her accelerated education and maturity made her
seem much older than her years. "Nobody knows how to fal in love, Usul.
Remember the story? Paul Atreides and his mother werein terrible danger
when they joined the Fremen. Everyone you knew was dead. Y ou were so
desperate.” She drew aquick breath. "Maybe that's the only reason we
fdlinlove"

He stood close to her, embarrassed, not knowing what he was supposed to
do. "How can | believethat, Chani? A love like ours was the stuff of
legend. That doesn't happen by accident. I'm just saying that if we are
tofal in love again when we get older, then well haveto doiit

oursglves."



"Do you think we're getting a second chance?”
"All of usare”

She hung her head. " Of the things I've read, the saddest was the story
of our first baby, our origina son Leto.”

Paul was surprised at the lump that automaticaly formed in his
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throat. He had read his old journas about their baby boy. He'd been so
proud of their little son, but because of his damnable prescience, he

had known that thefirg little Leto would bekilled in aHarkonnen

raid. That poor boy had never had a chance, hadn't even lived long
enough to be christened Leto |1, after Paul'sfather.

According to the records, his second son-the infamous one-had been
willing to go down the dark and forbidding path where Paul himsdf had
refused to go. Had Leto 11 made the right choice? The God Emperor of
Dune had certainly changed the human race, and the course of history,
fordl time.

"I'm sorry, | madeyou sad, Usul."

Hetook astep away from her. Around them the engine room seemed to
vibrate with anticipation. "Everyone hates our Leto 11 because of what
he turned into. He did very bad things, according to history.” Thefirst
Chani had died in childbirth, barely living long enough to seethetwins.

"Maybe hell get a second chance, too," she said. The ghola of the
little boy was now four years old and dready showing unusua acuity and
taent.

Paul took her hand and impulsively kissed her on the cheek. Then they
both |eft the engine room. "Thistime, our son could do thingsright.”
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The day hums sweetly when you have enough bees working for you.
- BARON VLADIMIR HARKONNEN, the origina

In agtate of high agitation, the twelve-year-old boy gazed out on a
pristine meadow of colorful flowers. A waterfall cascaded over arocky
precipice and splashed into an icy blue pool. Too much of this so-caled
"beauty" was painful and unsettling. Theair carried no indudtria
chemicals; he hated even to bresthe the stuff into hislungs.

To bresak the boredom and work off some of his energy, he had gonefor a
long walk, kilometers from the compound where he had been sentenced to



live on the planet Dan. Caladan, he reminded himself. The curtailed name
offended him. He had read his history and seen images of himsdlf asthe
old, fat Baron.

Exiled herefor three years now, the young Vladimir Harkonnen found he
missed the |aboratories of Tlellax, Matre Superior Hellica, and even the
smdl of dig excrement. Trapped here, tutored and trained and prepared
by the humorless Face Dancers, the boy wasimpatient to make his mark.
Hewas, after al, important to the plan (whatever it was).

Shortly after hed been sent away to Caadan for thetrivid crime of
sabotaging the axlotl tank holding the ghola of Paul Atreides, the new
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baby had been born in Bandalong-hedthy, despite Vladimir's best
efforts. Khrone had whisked the infant Atreides away from Uxtal and
brought him to Caadan for training and observation. Apparently, the
Face Dancers had something vita for the Atreides to accomplish, and
they needed a Harkonnen to help them achieveit.

The child, named Peolo to distinguish him from his historica

counterpart, was three years old now. The Face Dancerstook great care
to keep him in aseparate facility, "safe”’ from Vladimir, who couldn't

wait until the two of them could ... play together.

In times gone by, Caladan had been aworld of smple fishermen,
vintners, and farmers. With itsimmense ocean, Caladan had too much
water and too little land to support large commercia industries. These
days, most of the villages were gone, and the loca population had
dwindled to asmdl percentage of what it had once been. The Scattering
had broken many threads that bound amultigdactic civilization

together, and since Caladan produced little of commercid vaue, no one
wanted to bring the planet back into the overall tapestry.

Vladimir had done a considerable amount of research in the reconstructed
castle. According to the written history, House Atreides had ruled this
place "with afirm yet benevolent hand," but the boy knew better than to
believe that propaganda. History had away of sanitizing the truth, and
time distorted even the most dramatic events. Thelocd files had
obviousy been padded with laudatory comments about Duke L eto.

Since the Atreides and Harkonnens were mortal enemies, he knew that his
own house must have been the truly heroic of the two. When young
VlIadimir got his memories back, he would be ableto recal such things
firsthand. He wanted to re-experience the events with viscera truth. He
wanted to know the treachery of the Atreides and the valor of the
Harkonnens. He wanted to fed the adrendine rush of red victory and
taste the blood of fallen enemies on hisfingers. He wanted the memories



restored now! It galled him that he had to wait so long before having
hispast lifetriggered.

Alonein the meadow, he played with an inferno gun he had found at the
castle compound. Thislush natura environment of the seashore headlands
disgusted him. He wanted machinesto plow it under and
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paveit over. Makeway for red civilization! The only plants he wanted
to see were factory buildings sprouting up. He hated clean water
spilling al over the place, wanted to see manufactory chemicasdarken
it and giveit asulfurous odor.

With afiendish grin, VIadimir activated the gun and saw itsmuzzle glow
orangein his hands. He touched the yellow button for the firs-stage

burner and watched afine mist of concentrated incendiary particles

spread over the meadow, the seeds of destruction. Moving to asafer area
of rock, he tapped the red second-stage button, and an immense blowtorch
vomited from the weapon's barrel. The flammable particles caught fire,
transforming the entire meadow into a conflagration.

Beautiful!

Filled with maignant glee, he scurried to a higher vantage point and
watched the flames burn and crackle, sending smoke and sparks hundreds
of metersinto the air. On the other side of the meadow, firelicked up

the rock face asif searching for prey. It burned with such intensity

that the heet cracked the stoneitsalf, causing large chunksto fall

into the peaceful pool in aloud cascade.

"Much better!"

The ambitious young man had seen holopictures of Gammu and compared them
with images of itsearlier incarnation as Giedi Prime under the

Harkonnens. Over the centuries his ancestra home had been ruined,

fdling into agtate of agricultura primitivity. The hard-fought Signs

of civilization had faded into soft squalor.

Now, with the cleansing odors of fire and smokefilling hisnogtrils, he
wished he had bigger inferno guns and massive equipment: the meansto
reshape this entire planet. Given time, tools, and a proper workforce,
he could turn backwater Caladan into acivilized place.

In the process he could torch vast expanses of the verdant landscape to
make way for new manufactories, landing fieds, strip mines, and

metal s-processing plants. The mountainsin the distance were ugly, too,
with their white-capped summits. He would like to flatten the whole
range with powerful explosives, cover it with factories to produce goods



for export. And profit! Now that would redly put Caladan on the
gdactic map.
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Hewould not entirely destroy the ecosystem, of course-not the way the
Honored Matres did with their planet-burners. In remote areas,

unsuitable for industry, he would leave enough plantsto maintain the

oxygen levels. The seas would have to provide enough fish and kelp for
food, because importing supplies from offworld was prohibitively expensive,

Cdadan was such awaste now. How unadorned thisworld was ... but how
beautiful it could bewith alittlework. A great dedl of work,

actudly. But it would be worth the effort, scul pting the homeworld of

his mortd enemies-House Atreides-to hisown vison. A Harkonnen vision.

These sensations and fantasies made him fed much, much better. Vladimir
wondered if his memories might be ready to come back, alittleat a
time. He hoped so.

Hearing aclatter of stones behind him, he turned. "'I've been watching
you a play,” Khrone said. "1 am pleased to see you thinking aong
correct lines, just asthe old Baron Harkonnen did. Y ou will need some
of these techniques when we place Paolo in your care.”

"When do | get to play with him?"

"Y our own surviva depends on certain things. Understand this: helping
uswith the Paul Atreides gholaisthe most important objective of your
entirelife. Heisthe key to our many plans, and your surviva depends
upon how well he does."

VlIadimir formed aferd smile. "It ismy destiny to be together with

Paolo, and to succeed with him." He kissed the Face Dancer passionately
on the mouth, and Khrone pushed him away.

Insde, Vladimir was not smiling at dl. Even in this odd reenactment of
hislife, he fill felt aneed to Srangle the Atreides ghola.
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The meek see potentia threats everywhere. The bold see potentia profits.
-CHOAM adminigrative memo

More pain, more torture, more spice substitute. Still no success- not

even anything that qudified as minor progress-in making mélange with

the axlotl tanks. In other words, business as usudl.

Uxtd worked in his Bandalong laboratories, serving the needs of the
Honored Matres. At least the two brats had been gone for years now, two



lessthingsto beterrified aout. In his quarters, he had marked of
more days and searched for ways to change his situation, to escape, to
hide. But none of his solutions seemed remotely vigble.

With the exception of God, he hated everyone who held authority over
him. Beyond the things his superiors wanted from him, beyond the excuses
and lies he told them concerning hiswork, Uxtal searched for signsand
portents, numerical patterns, anything to reved to him the significance

of hisown holy mission. He had survived for so long in this nightmare

that there must be a purpose behind it!

Since taking away the newborn Paul Atreides ghola, the Face Dancers had
not commanded him to do anything further for them, yet thelittle
researcher felt no relief. He was not free. They were sure to come back
and demand something even more impossible. The Honored

333
334

Matres gtill pressured him to produce real méange with axlotl tanks, so
he performed extravagant sham experiments to demonstrate how hard he was
working-though completely without success.

Now that the Face Dancers no longer seemed to care about him, he was
completely at the mercy of Matre Superior Hellica. He squeezed his eyes
tightly shut and considered how difficult hislife had been for so many
years.

Since the New Sisterhood had conquered most of their other strongholds,
the Honored Matres needed less and less of the adrenaline-based drug.

That did not make life eesier for him, though. What if the terrible

women got it into their heads that they didn't requirehim &t all

anymore? He had achieved nothing new in quite some time and was sure
they were convinced he would never make mélange. (He had been convinced
of that himself for severa yearsnow.)

Focused on business above all ese, Guildshipsand CHOAM merchants flew
in and out of the devastated zones on Tlellax. Necessarily neutra in

the conflict, they traded without playing politics. Honored Matres

required certain supplies and offworld items, especidly with their

extravagant tastesin clothing, jewels, rare foods.

Once, the whores had been fabuloudy wedlthy, controlling the Guild Bank
and carrying valuable currencies with them as they swept across star
systems and planets, leaving scorched earth in their wake. Uxta did not
understand them, could not comprehend what could have created such
mongters or what had chased them out of the Scattering. Asusud, no one
told him anything.

WHEN THE GUILD Navigators approached Hellicaand her entrenched rebels



on Tlellax with aproposa, Uxtd just knew his nightmare was about to
get worse.

A messenger arrived in Bandaong from ahigh-orbiting Heighliner.
Hédlicahersdf cameto escort Uxta past the suspicious stares of Ingva
and the browbesaten |ab workers.
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"Uxta, you and | will travel to meet with Navigator Edrik. He awaits us
aboard the Heighliner."

Though confused and intimidated, Uxta could not argue. A Navigator? He
gulped. He had never seen one of them before. He did not know why he was
being singled out for such attention, but it couldn't be good news. How

had the Navigator learned of his existence? Through prescience? He
wondered if this might be an opportunity for him to escape, or get a

reprieve ... or be saddled with another impossible task.

Aboard the Guildship, though no one could overhear them inside the
shielded chamber, Uxtd il did not fed safe. He stood silent,
trembling, while Hellicastrutted in front of the great armored tank.
Behind the curved plaz wals, the mist-shrouded form of Edrik was so
peculiar that Uxtal could not tdll if thefiltered voice carried an

implied threet.

The Navigator spoke directly to him rather than to the Matre Superior,
which was sure to set her off. "The old Tlellaxu Masters knew how to
create méange with axlotl tanks. Y ou will rediscover this process for
us." The Navigator's distorted inhuman face floated behind the glass.

Uxtal groaned insgde. He had aready proved himself incapable of that.

"I have given him that command,” Hellicasaid with asniff. "For many
yearshe hasfaled me."

"Then he must ceasefalling.”

Uxta wrung hishands. "It isnot atrivid task. Worldsfull of

Tleilaxu Masters worked al throughout the Famine Timesto perfect the
complex process. | am only one man, and the old Masters did not share
their secretswith the Logt Tlellaxu." He gulped again. Surdly the Guild
knew dl thisaready?

"If your people are so ignorant, how did they create Face Dancers so
superior to any previous ones?' the Navigator asked. Uxta shuddered,
knowing-now--that his people had not, after dl, created Khrone or his
superior breed of shape-shifters. Apparently, they had merely been found
out in the Scattering.
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"I am not interested in Face Dancers," Hellica snapped. She had dways
seemed at oddswith Khrone. "' am interested in profits from méange.”

Uxtal swallowed. "When the Masters all died, their knowledge died with
thelast one. | have been working diligently to reacquirethe

technigue." He did not remind them that the Honored Matres themsdlves
were responsible for losing those secrets;, Hellica did not take even
implied criticismwall.

"Then use theindirect gpproach.” Edrik delivered hiswordslike ablow.
"Bring one of them back."

Theideatook Uxtal by surprise. He certainly had the ability to use an
axiotl tank to resurrect one of the Magters, provided he had viable
cdls. "But... they are dl dead. Even in Bandaong, the Masters were
killed many years ago." He remembered the boy Baron and Hellica
gleefully feeding body partsto thedigs. "Wheream | to get cdllsfor
such aghola?’

The Matre Superior stopped her tigerlike pacing and spun toward him as
if to ddiver afatal thrust. "That isdl you needed? A few cells?

Thirteen years and you did not tell me you required only afew cdllsto
solvethis problem?’ The orangein her eyes glowed like embers.

He qualled. The ideahad never occurred to him. "1 did not think it a
possibility! The Masters are gone-"

She growled a him. "How stupid do you think we arg, little man? We
would not dispose of anything so vauable. If the Navigator's scheme
will work-if we can creste mélange and sdll it to the Guild- then | will
giveyou the cellsyou need!”

Edrik's enormous head bobbed behind the plaz walls, and hisbulging eyes
glared at the quivering researcher. "Y ou accept this project?’

"We accept it. ThisLogt Tlellaxu man worksfor us, and survives only at
our pleasure.”

Uxta was il reding from thereveation. "Then ... then some of the
old Magtersare dill dive?'

Her quirk of asmilewasfrightening. "Alive? After afashion. Alive
enough to provide the cells you need.” She gave the Navigator a
perfunctory bow and grabbed Uxta by thearm. "'l will take you to them.
Y ou must start right away.”
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ASTHE MATRE Superior led himinto alower leve of the commandeered
Bandalong Pdace, the stench grew worse with every step. He stumbled,



but she dragged him along like arag doll. Though Honored Matres
decorated themsaves with colorful fabrics and gaudy adornments, they
were not particularly clean or fastidious. Hellicawasn't bothered by
the stink wafting out of the dim chambers ahead; to her, it wasthe
amd| of suffering.

"They 4ill live, but you won't get anything from their minds, little
man." Hellicagestured for Uxta to precede her. "That isn't what we
kept themfor."

With uncertain steps, he entered the shadowy room. He heard bubbling
noises, the rhythmic hiss of respirators, gurgling pumps. It reminded
him of the noisome lair of some foul beast. Ruddy light seeped from
glowpanels near the floor and celling. He drew shalow breathsto keep
himsdlf from gagging as his eyes adjusted.

Inside he saw twenty-four smal men, or what remained of them. He
counted quickly before absorbing other detalls, searching for numerical
ggnificance. Twenty-four-three groups of eight.

The gray-skinned men had the ditinctive features of old Magters,
higher-caste leaders of the Tlelaxu. Over many centuries, genetic drift
and inbreeding had given the Logt Tlellaxu asomewhat digtinctive
appearance; to outsiders, the gnomish men al looked aike, but Uxtal
eadly noted the differences.

All of them lay strapped to flat, hard tables, asif they'd been mounted
on racks. Though the victims were naked, so many tubes and sensors were
connected to them that he could seelittle of their gaunt forms.

"The Tleillaxu Masters had anasty habit of congtantly growing gholas of
themselves as replacements. Like regurgitating food again and again.”
Hellicawaked up to one of the tables, looked down at the dack-faced

man there. "These were gholas of one of thelast Tlellaxu Masters, spare
bodies to be exchanged when he grew too old." She pointed. "This one was
caled Waff and had dealings with the Honored Matres. He was killed on
Rakis, | believe, and never had the chance to reawaken his ghola.”
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Uxtal was reluctant to gpproach. Stunned, he looked at al the silent,
identica menintheroom. "Where did they come from?"

"Wefound them stored and preserved after we had eliminated al the
other Magters." She amiled. " So, we chemicdly destroyed their brains
and put them to a better use here.”

The twenty-four sets of machinery hummed and hissed. Snakelike tentacles
and tubes mounted to the groins of the mindless gholas began to pump;
the strapped-down bodies twitched as the machinery made loud sucking sounds.



"Now the only thing they're good for isto provide sperm, should we ever
decideto useit. Not that we particularly vaue your race's

disappointing genetic material, but decent males seem to bein short
supply here on Tlellax." Scowling, she turned away as Uxtd looked onin
horror. She seemed to be hiding something; he sensed she hadn't told him
al of her reasons.

"They arelikeyour axlotl tanks, inaway. A good use for the males of

your race. Isn't it what you Tleilaxu have done to femaes for so many
millennia? These men deserved nothing better." Shelooked down her nose.
"I'm sureyou agree.”

Uxtal struggled to cover hisrevulson. How they must despiseus! To do
such athing to males-even to a Tlellaxu Magter, his enemy-was

monstrous! The words of the Greet Belief made clear that God had created
femalesfor the sole purpose of reproduction. A female could serve God

in no greater way than to become an axlotl tank; her brain was merely
extraneoustissue. But to think of maesin smilar termswas

inconceivable. If he hadn't been so terrified of her, he might havetold
Helicaathing or two!

This sacrilege would surely bring down the wrath of God. Uxtal had
loathed these Honored Matres before. Now he could barely keep himsalf
from fainting. The machines continued to milk the mindless males on the
tables.

"Hurry up and take your cell scrapings,” Hellica snapped. "'l don't have
all day, and neither do you. Guild Navigators aren't as pleasant to work
withasl am."
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Axlotl tanks have brought forth gholas and mélange, aswell as Face
Dancers and Twisted Mentats. Out in the Scattering, Lost Tleilaxu
genetic work was most likely respongible for creating Futars and
Phibians. What other axlotl-grown creatures did they concoct in those
fecund wombs? What else remains out there that is still unknown to us?

-Bene Gessarit Symposium, opening remarks by MOTHER COMMANDER MURBELLA

In the two years snce Gammu, one Honored Matre stronghold had falen
after another, atotal of twelve smaler rebel enclaves eradicated in
maneuvers that would have made even the best Swordmaster of Ginaz proud.
Murbellas Vakyries had proven themsavestime and again.

Soon, the last festering wound would be cauterized. Then humanity would
be ready to face the far worse chalenge.

Recently, Chapterhouse had made another substantial spice payment to the
wegpon shops of Richese. For years, the Richesian industries had been
dedicated to building armamentsfor the New Sisterhood, retooling their



manufacturing centers and ramping up to full-scae production. Although
they regularly ddlivered warships and weaponry, their factorieswere

gtill gearing up for the maority of itemsthe Sisters had ordered.

Within afew years, the Mother Commander would have an overwhelming
armada of shipsto stand together and defend againgt the Outside Enemy.
She hoped it would be soon enough.

Inside her private chambers, working through reams of administrative
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matters, Murbellawas relieved to be interrupted by areport from Gammui.
Since the origina crackdown there, Janess-promoted to regimental
commandant-had been in charge of the consolidation, strengthening the
Sigterhood's hold on the industries and population.

But her daughter was not among the three Vakyrieswho strode into her
office. All three, she noted, had originally been Honored Matres. One

was Kirig, the hard-edged scout who had investigated the distant
Enemy-devastated planet, home of the damaged Honored Matre battleship
that had come to Chapterhouse years ago. Given the opportunity, Kiria
had been eager to help quash the insurgents on Gammu.

Murbdlasat up straight. ™Y our report? Have you rooted out, killed, or
converted the remaining rebel whores?'

Theformer Honored Matres flinched at the term, especialy when used by
someone who had previously been one of their own. Kiriastepped forward
to speak. "The regimenta commandant is not far behind us, Mother
Commander, but she wanted usto report to you immediately. We have made
an darming discovery.”

The other two women nodded, asif conceding Kirias authority. Murbella
noted one of them had a dark bruise on her neck.

Kiriaturned toward the hall and barked ordersto apair of male workers
standing outside. They entered carrying aheavy, lifeless form wrapped
crudely in preserving sheets. Kiriatore the covering away from the

head. The face was turned away, but the body had the shape and clothing
of aman.

Intrigued, Murbellastood up. "What isthis? |s he dead?"
"Quite dead, but it isnot aman. Nor awoman.”

The Mother Commander came around from behind her cluttered desk. "What
do you mean?lsit not human?'

"It iswhatever it chose to be, man or woman, boy or girl, hideous or



pleasing in appearance.” She turned the thing's head toward Murbella.
Thefacid features were bland and humanoid, with staring black-button
eyes, apug nose, and pallid waxy skin.

Murbellanarrowed her eyes. "'l have never seen a Face Dancer so close.
Nor one so dead. | presumethisistheir natura state?'

"Who can tdl, Mother Commander? When we rooted out and
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killed many of therebd... whores, we found severa shape-shifters
among the dead. Alarmed, we brought in Truthsayersto interrogate the
surviving Honored Matres, but found no more Face Dancers that way."
Kiriapointed at the body. " This was one of the survivors. When she

tried to escape, wekilled her-and that iswhen her true identity came out.”

"Undetectable by Truthsayers? Areyou certain?'
"Absolutdy."
Murbellawrestled with the complex implications. "Astounding.”

Face Dancers were crestures made by the Tleilaxu, and the new oneswho
had returned with the Lost Tleilaxu were far superior to any the Bene
Gesserit had previoudy encountered. Apparently, the new ones worked
with, or for, the Honored Matres. And now she knew they could fool
Truthsayerd

The questionsfell faster than the answers. Why then had the Honored
Matres destroyed the Tlellaxu worlds, attempting to exterminate al of
the original Masters? Murbella had been an Honored Matre hersdlf, and
she dill did not understand.

Intrigued, she touched the skin of the corpse, the coarse white hair on
the head; each strand was rough againgt her fingertips. Sheinhded
deeply, sfting and sorting with her olfactory senses, but could find no
digtinctive smell. Bene Gesserit archives clamed that a Face Dancer
could be detected by avery subtle odor. But she wasn't sure.

After along silence, Kiriasaid, "We conclude that more of the rebel
Honored Matres may indeed be Face Dancers, but we found no telltale
indicators. No way to detect them whatsoever."

"Except for killing them," one of the other two Sisters said. "That was
the only way to be sure.”

Murbellafrowned. "Effective, perhaps, but not entirely useful. We can't
just execute everyone.”

Kiriamatched her frown. "That leads to adifferent kind of crigs,



Mother Commander. Though we killed hundreds of Face Dancers among the
rebels on Gammu, we were unable to capture asingle one of them
dive-not that we know of. They are perfect mimics. Absolutely perfect.”

Deeply troubled, Murbella paced in her office. Y ou killed hundreds
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of Face Dancers? Does that mean you daughtered thousands of rebels?
What percentage of them arethese ... infiltrators?"

Kiriashrugged. "Posing as Honored Matres, they formed an attack

squadron and tried to retake Gammu by force. They had avery complex and
detailed plan, striking at vulnerabilities, and they rdlied agresat

many of the rebel women to their cause. Fortunately, we found the
viper'snest and struck. The Vakyrieswould have killed them ether

way, whether they were Face Dancers or whores."

One of the other women added, "Ironically, the Honored Matreswho
followed them were just as surprised as we were when their leaders
turned into ... this" She gestured toward the inhuman cadaver. "Even
they did not know they had been infiltrated.”

Thethird Sster said, "Regimental Commandant Idaho has placed thewhole
planet under quarantine, subject to your further orders.”

Murbellakept hersdf from voicing the obvious security nightmare: If

that many Face Dancers have infiltrated the rebel whores on Gammu, do we
have any among us here on Chapterhouse? They had brought so many
candidates for retraining. Her policy had been to absorb as many former
Honored Matres as were willing to undergo the Sisterhood's ingtruction,
their loyalty monitored by gtrict Truthsayers. After her capture on

Gammu, their leeder Niyela had killed hersdlf rather than be converted.

But what about the ones who claimed to cooperate?

Uneasly, Murbellastudied the three women, trying to detect whether
they were shape-shifters, too. But if that were true, why would they
rasethesuspicion inthefirs place?

Sensing the Mother Commander's suspicions, Kirialooked at her
companions. "These are not Face Dancers. Nor am 1."

"lsn't that exactly what a Face Dancer would say? 1 do not find your
assurancesterribly convincing.”

"We would submit to Truthsayer interrogation,” one of the other two
sad, "but you dready know that isno longer reliable.”

Kiriapointed out, "In pitched battle we noticed a strange thing. While
some of the Face Dancers died quickly from their wounds, othersdid not.
In fact, when two were on the verge of death, their features began to



change prematurely.”
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"So, if we brought a subject to the verge of death, a Face Dancer would
reved itsalf?" Murbellasounded skeptical.

"Precisdy.”

With a sudden movement, Murbellaflung hersdf a Kiriaand hit her with
ahard kick to the temple. The Mother Commander placed the blow
precisdy, shifting her foot afraction of a centimeter from what would
have been fatdl.

Kiriafdl to the floor like astone. Her companions did not move.

On her back, Kiriagasped for breath, her eyes glazed. In ablur of
motion, before they could run, Murbellafelled the other two in the same
manner, rendering them al helpless

Sheloomed over thetrio, ready to ddiver the killing blows. But except
for contortions of pain, their features did not change. In contrast, the
ghoulish face of the dead shape-shifter was unmigtakablein its
preservation wrappings.

The Mother Commander tended to Kiriafirst, usng Bene Gesserit hedling
holdsto calm the victim's breathing. Then she massaged the woman's
injured temple, her fingersfinding the exact pressure points. The

former Honored Matre responded quickly, and finaly managed to St up on
her own.

Because the three women had not transformed meant either that they were
not Face Dancers, or that the test did not work. Murbellas uneasiness
grew as questions continued to rear up. She found herself in uncharted
territory. Face Dancers could be anywhere.
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Simply because something is not seen does not mean it is not there. Even
the most observant can make this mistake. One must always be dert.

-BASHAR MILESTEG, drategy discussons

Miles Teg arrived on the navigation bridge with a specific purposein

mind. Hetook achair at the console beside Duncan, who only reluctantly
turned his attention from the controls. Since his own distraction and
preoccupation with Murbellahad nearly alowed them to be trapped by the
gparkling net, Duncan had been conscientiousin his dutiesto the point

of isolating himself. He refused to let down hisguard again.

Teg said, "When | died thefirst time, Duncan, | was nearly three



hundred standard years old. There were ways | could have dowed my
aging-through massive consumption of mélange, certain Suk treatments, or
Bene Gess=rit biological secrets. But | chose not to. Now | am fedling

old again." Helooked over at the dark-haired man. "In al your ghola
lifetimes, Duncan, have you ever been truly old?'

"I'm more ancient than you can possibly imagine. | remember every one of
my lives and countless deaths-so much violence against me." Duncan
dlowed himsdf awigtful smile. "But there were afew timeswhen | had
along and happy life, with awife and children, and | died
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peacefully in my deep. Those were the exceptions, however, not therule.”

Teg looked at his own hands. "This body was no more than achild's when
we left. Sixteen years! Children have been born, and people have died,
but everything aboard the Ithaca seems stagnant. |s there more to our
destiny than constant flight? Will it ever stop?Will we ever find anew
planet?'

Duncan took another scan of space dl around the drifting ship. "Where
isit safe, Miles? The hunterswill never give up, and each trip through
foldspace is dangerous. Should | try to find the Oracle of Time and ask
for her help? Can we trust the Guild? Should | take usinto thet other
strange, empty universe again? We have more options than we admit, but
nothing that makes agood plan.”

"We should look for someplace unknown and unpredictable. We can travel
routes that no mind can follow. Youand | could doit."

Duncan stood from the pilot's chair and gestured to the controls. ™Y our
prescienceis as good as mine, Miles. Probably better, with your
Atreides bloodline. Y ou've never given me reason to doubt your
competence. Go ahead and guide usthere." His offer was sincere.

Teg's expression became uncertain, but he accepted the console. He could
fed Duncan's confidence and acceptance, and it reminded him of his past
military campaigns. Asthe old Bashar, he had led swarms of men to their
deaths. They had accepted histactics. More often than not, he had found
away to make violence unnecessary, and his men had cometo think of his
abilities as nearly supernaturd. Even when hefailed, hismen died

knowing that if even the great Bashar could not succeed, then the

problem itself must be utterly unsolvable.

Studying the projections around him, Teg tried to get afed for the
gpace in which they roamed. In planning for this, before coming to the
navigation bridge, he had consumed four days ration of spice. Again, he
had to do theimpossible.



Asthe spice worked through him, he called up coordinates, |etting the
doubling vison of hisinnate prescience guide him. Hewould tekethe
vessel where it needed to be. Without second-guessing himsdlf or
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performing abackup navigationd calculation, he lurched the Ithacainto
the void. The Holtzman engines folded space, plucked them from one part
of the gdlaxy and deposited them somewhered<e....

Teg delivered the no-ship to an unremarkable solar system with ayelow
sun, two gas giant planets and three smaller rocky worlds closer to the
dar, but nothing within the habitable life zone. The readings were
completdy blank.

And yet his prescience had taken him to this place. For areason ... For
the better part of an hour, he continued to sudy the empty orbits,
probing with hisintense senses, sure that his ability had not led them
adray.

After the activation of the Holtzman engines, Sheeana had cometo the
navigation bridge, afraid that the net had located them again. Now she
waited anxioudy to see what he had found. She did not discount the
Bashar's certainty.

"Therés nothing here, Miles" Duncan leaned over his shoulder to study
the same screens.

Though unable to disprove the statement, Teg did not agree with it. "No
... wait amoment." His gaze blurred, and suddenly he spotted it-not
with hisred vison but with adark and isolated corner of hismind.

The potentia had been stored deep in his complex genetics, awakened
through the devagtating T-probe torture that had aso unlocked his
ability to move at incredible speed. The ingtinctive capacity to see
no-ships was another talent Teg had carefully guarded from the Bene
Gessrits, afraid of what they might do to him.

The no-fied he beheld now, however, was larger than the most mammoth
ship he had ever seen. Much larger.

"Something'sthere." As he guided the no-ship closer, he sensed no
danger, only adeep mystery. The orbital zone wasn't as empty as he had
at firgt thought. The sllent blot was merely anillusion, ablurry

shroud large enough to cover awhole planet. A whole planet!

"l see nothing." Sheeanalooked a Duncan, who shook his head.
"No, trust me." Fortunately, the guise of the no-field was not perfect,

and as Teg struggled to think of alikely sounding explanation, the
field flickered, and a speckle of sky appeared for an instant before it



was quickly covered again.
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Duncan saw it, too. "He'sright." He gave Teg an awed and questioning
glance. "How did you know?'

"The Bashar has Atreides genes, Duncan. Y ou should know by now not to
underestimate them,” Sheeanasaid.

Asthelr ship approached, the planetary no-field flickered one moretime
to give atantdizing glimpse of an entirely hidden world, a splash of

sky, green-brown continents. Teg did not take his eyes from the screen.
"A network of satdllites generating no-fidldswould explainit. But the
fiddiseither flawed or degenerating.”

The no-ship approached the world that wasn't there. Duncan sank back in
the command chair. "It is... dmost inconcelvable. The energy
requirements would be immense. Those people must have had accessto
technologies beyond our own."

For years, Chapterhouse itsalf had been camouflaged by amoat of
no-ships, enough to mask the planet from a cursory, distant search, but
that shield had been sketchy and imperfect-forcing Duncan to remain
aboard the landed no-ship. Thisworld, though, was completely surrounded
by an dl-encompassing no-field.

As Teg guided the vessd forward, they traversed the unmarked ring of
satdllites that generated the overlgpping no-field. The orbital sensors
were blinded for an ingtant, but the Ithaca's ssmilar masking technology
alowed it to passthrough.

Behind them, asif their passage had disrupted a delicate balance, the
planetary no-fied flickered again, winked in and out of existence, and
then restored itsdlf.

""Such an expenditure of energy would have bankrupted entire empires,”
Sheeanasaid. "No one would do it on awhim. Somebody certainly wanted
to stay hidden down there. We must be cautious.”
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We can learn much from those who came before us. The most valuable
legacy our predecessors can leave usisthe knowledge of how to avoid

the same deadly mistakes.

- REVEREND MOTHER SHEEANA, Ithacalogs

The powerful civilization that had once thrived on the no-planet was
dead now. Everything was dead.



Asthe Ithaca circled the hidden planet in atight orbit, the bristling
quills of scanners picked out slent cities, the distinctive remnants of
industry, abandoned agricultura settlements, empty living complexes.
Every outside transmission band was utterly till, without so much as
the faint static of repesting westher satellites or distress beacons.

"Theinhabitants went to great lengthsto hide," Teg said. "But it looks
asif they werefound after al."

Sheeana studied the readings. In light of the mystery, she had summoned
severd other Sistersto help her study the data and develop

conclusions. "The ecosystem seems to be undamaged. The minimd levels of
pollutants and residue in the air suggest that this place has been

uninhabited for a century or more, depending on itsprior leve of
indudtridization. The prairies and forests are untouched. Everything

looks perfectly normd, amost pristine.”
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Garimi'sfrown etched deep creases around her lips and on her forehead.
"In other words, this was not caused in the same manner as the whores
turned Rakisinto acharred ball."

"No, only the people are gone." Duncan shook his head, studying the
information asit flowed across the screens, including city layouts and
atmospheric details. "Either they I€ft, or they perished. Do you think

they were hiding from the Outside Enemy, so desperate to remain unseen
that they covered their entireworld in ano-field?’

"It isan Honored Matre world?' Garimi asked.

Sheeanareached adecison. "This place could hold akey to what we are
running from. We have to learn what we can. If Honored Matres lived down
there, what drove them away, or what killed them?"

Garimi held up onefinger. "The whores came to the Bene Gesserit
demanding to know how we control our bodies. They were frantic to
understand how Reverend M others can manipul ate our immune functions,
cdl by cdl. Of course!”

"Speak clearly, Garimi. What do you mean?' Teg's voice was abrupt, the
hardened battle commander.

Sheturned asour look on him. "Y ou are aMentat. Make a prime projection!”

Teg did not brigtle at the scolding. Instead, his eyes became glazed for

just amoment, and then his expression returned. "Ahh. If the whores
wanted to learn how to control immune responses, then perhaps the Enemy
attacked them using abiological agent. The whores did not have the



skills or the medica science to make themselvesimpervious, therefore
they wanted to learn the secrets of Bene Gesserit immunity, even if they
had to obliterate planets to do so. They were desperate.”

"They wereterrified of the Enemy's plagues,” Sheeanasaid.

Duncan leaned forward to stare at the peaceful yet ominous image of the
tomb world below them. "Are you suggesting that the Enemy discovered
this planet even behind the no-field, and seeded it with a disease that
killed everyone?'
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Sheeana nodded at the large screen. "We must go down there and seefor
oursdves"

"Unwise," Duncan said. "If aplaguekilled every sngle person-"

"AsMilesjust pointed out, we Reverend Mothers can guard our bodies
againg the contamination. Garimi can go with me."

"Thisisfoolhardy,” Teg sad.

"Being safe and careful has bought uslittlein the past Sixteen years"
Garimi said. "'If weturn our backs on this opportunity to learn about
thereal Enemy, and the Honored Matres, then we deserve our fate when
they come back to haunt us."

GARIMI PILOTED THE smdl lighter through the time-scoured atmosphere and
over the ghostly metropolis. The empty city was ostentatious and

impressive, composed primarily of tal towers and massve buildingswith
asuperfluity of angles. Each structure had athick solidity that

expressed a certain loudness, asif the builders demanded grandeur and

respect. But the buildings were crumbling.

"Showy extravagance,” Sheeana commented. "It denoteslack of subtlety,
perhaps even insecurity in their power."

Inside her head, the ancient voice of SerenaButler avoke. Inthe Time
of Titans, the great cymek tyrants built huge monuments to themsdlves,
That was how they reinforced their own belief in their sgnificance.

Similar things had happened long before that, Sheeana supposed. "As
humans, we learn the same lessons over and over and over again. We are
doomed to repeat our mistakes.”

When she caught the Proctor Superior looking at her oddly, Sheeana
realized she had spoken aloud. "This place has the undeniable mark of
the Honored Matres. Spectacular yet unnecessary lavishness. Domination
and intimidation. The whores bullied those they conquered, but in the

end it wasn't enough. Even their incredible expenditure to generate a



sdf-sugtaining no-field proved inadequate againgt the Enemy.”
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Garimi'slipsformed ahard smile. "How it must have galled them to be
forced into hiding! Cowering behind invishility, and ill fail-ing."

They st thelighter down in the middle of an empty Street. Looking at

each other for reassurance and resolve, Sheeana and Garimi opened the
airlock hatch and stepped out onto the graveyard world. They each took a
cautious breath. Wispy gray clouds scudded across the skies, like
memoriesof industrial smoke.

With their perfect immune-system control, the Sisters could guard every
cdl intheir bodies and fend off any remaining vestiges of aplague.
The Honored Matres, however, had forgotten-or never possessed-such skills.

The streets and landing pad were overgrown with tall grasses and hardy
weeds that had cracked the armorpave. Wild shrubs grew into writhing
shapes, composed mostly of thorns upon which a casudly tossed victim
could be impaled. Stunted trees resembled racks of swords and

spearheads. At one time, Sheeana supposed, the Honored Matres must have
considered these plants ornamental. Other knobby growths composed of
interlocked lumpsrose up like leprous fungi.

The city was not slent, though. A gentle wind blew, moaning a somber
song through broken windows and half-collapsed doorways. Focks of
long-feathered birds had taken up residencein the towers and on

rooftops. Gardens, probably once tended by daves, had grown into awild
riot of vegetation. Engorged trees had uprooted flagstones; flowers

poked from cracksin buildings like patches of brightly colored hair. A

raw wilderness, burgting from its boundaries, had conquered the city.

The planet had gleefully reclamed itself, asif dancing on the graves

of millions of Honored Matres.

Sheeanawalked forward, on guard. This empty metropolis had an ominous
and mysterious fed, though she had satisfied hersdlf that no one

remained aive. Shetrusted her Bene Gesserit senses and reflexesto

aert her to danger, but perhaps she should have brought along Hrrm or
one of the other Futars, asa guardian.

The two women stood in somber contemplation, absorbing their
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surroundings. Sheeana gestured to her companion. "We haveto find an
information center-alibrary complex or adata core.”



She studied the architecture around her. The skyline had aweathered and
broken appearance. After a century or more without maintenance, some of
thetall towers had collapsed. Polesthat must once have held colorful
banners were now naked, the fragile fabric had disintegrated with time.

"Use your eyes and what you've been taught,” Sheeanasaid. "Eveniif the
whores did originate from unschooled Reverend Mothers, maybe they were
mixed with Fish Speaker refugees. Or maybe they have another origin
entirdly, but they carry some of our history in their subconscious.™

Garimi gave a skeptica snort. "Reverend Mothers would never have
forgotten so many basic skills. We know from Murbella that the whores
have no access to Other Memory. Nothing in our history explainstheir
sheer violence and unmitigated rage.”

Sheeanaremained unconvinced. "If they came from the Scattering, the
whores have some commonaity with human history, provided we go back far
enough. In generd, architecture is based on standard assumptions. A

library or information center has adifferent look than an

adminigrative complex or private dwelling. In acity such asthis,

there will be business buildings, receiving centers, and some sort of

centrd information storehouse.”

The two walked past the stark thorntrees, studying the structures they
saw. The buildings were blocky and fortresdike, asif the populace had
feared that at any moment they would need to run insde and protect
themselves from aviolent externa attack.

"This city must have been built before the planetary no-field was put in
place," Garimi said. "Note the Sege mentdity evident in these Sructures.”

"But even the strongest weapons and battlements can't defend against a
plague”

By nightfdll, after searching in dozens of dark buildingsthat smelled
of animal dens, Sheeana and Garimi discovered arecords center that
appeared to beless of apublic library than adetention center.
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Here, surrounded by heavy shidding, some archives had remained intact.
The pair dug into the background of this place, activating unusua but
oddly familiar shigawire spools and engraved Ridulian crysta shets.

Garimi returned to the lighter to transmit an update to the no-ship,
informing the others of what they had found. By the time her companion
came back, Sheeanawas sitting gravely beside a portable glowglobe. She
held up the crystal sheets. "The plague that struck hereismore

virulent and terrible than any disease ever recorded. It spread with
impossible efficiency and had virtualy a one-hundred-percent mortdity



rate.
"That's unheard of! No disease could possibly be so-"

"Thisonewas. The proof ishere." Sheeana shook her head. "Even the
horrific plagues from the Butlerian Jhad were not so efficient, and

that epidemic spread everywhere and nearly brought an end to human
dvilizaion."

"But how did the Honored Matres stop the disease once it took root here?
Why didn't it infect everyone and kill them al?’

"Encapsulation and quarantine. Utter ruthlessness. We know the whores
operateinisolated cdls. They fled from their heartland, aways moving
forward, never backward. There wasn't a cooperative trading network."

Garimi nodded coldly. "And their gtrict violence probably served them
well. They would have alowed no mistakes."

Sheeana sdlected a shigawire spool and played the recording. An image of
astern Honored Matre flashed orange eyes into the recorder. She
appeared to be defiant, holding up her weak chin, baring her teeth. The
woman seemed to be on trid, facing astern tribuna and agrowling
audience. Female voices howling with anger strayed into the recording
from thefringes.

"I am Honored Matre Rikka, an adept of the seventh levd. | have

nated ten to reach my rank, and | demand your respect!” The
outcries from the audience showed no respect &t al. "Why do you put me
here on thisstand? Y ou know | amright.”

"Weredl dying!" another shout came.
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"Itisyour own fault," Rikkasnapped back. "We brought thisfate on
ourselves. We provoked the Enemy of Many Faces."

"We are Honored Matres! We arein control. We take what we wish. The
golen Wegponswill make usinvincible"

"Really? Look what we regped from it." Rikkaheld up her bare armsto
show dark lesons covering her skin. "Look well, for you will &l
experienceit soon."

"Execute her!" someone cried. "The Long Degth.”
Rikkabared her teeth in afera grin. "To what purpose? Y ou know | will

die soon anyway." She showed thelesonson her amsagain. "So will all
of you."



Instead of responding to the question, an ancient female judge called

for avote, and Rikka wasindeed sentenced to the Long Death. Sheeana
could only imagine what that meant. Honored Matres were vile enough:
What could they conceive of asthe worst possible death?

"Why didn't they believe her?' Garimi said. "If the plague was spreading
before their eyes, the whores must have known Rikkawasright."

Sheeana shook her head sadly. "Honored Matres would never admit weakness
or mortdity. Better to lash out at apercelved enemy, than to concede
that they were dl going to die anyway."

"I do not understand these women," the Proctor Superior said. "l am glad
we did not stay behind on Chapterhouse.”

"We may never know where the whores origindly came from,” Sheeanasaid.
"But | have no desireto livein their tomb." Asfar asshe could tell,

the plague seemed to have burned itsdf out, devouring every available

victim and then leaving nothing eseto infect.

"I wishto leave this place aswdl." Garimi suppressed a shudder, then
seemed embarrassed by it. "Even | would not consder this place asanew
home for us. The remnants of death will stay in the atmosphere for
centuriesto come.”

Sheeana agreed. Reinforcing their opinions, Teg reported from the
no-ship that the satdllites generating the planetary field of

invisibility werefailing. Within afew years, the cloak would fade awvay
entirdly. And, since the Enemy had aready found and destroyed this
world, she
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and her followers would not be safe and invisble from the hunters here.

Gathering the documentation they had found, Sheeanaand Garimi |€eft the
detention center and records vault, and hurried back to the lighter in
the gathering darkness.
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Information isdwaysavailadle, if oneiswilling to go to extreme
lengthsto obtainit.

-The Mentat Handbook

The Honored Matres wanted everything, and Uxta feared that the eight
new axlotl tanksin Bandalong would not be enough. Soon-as ordered by
Hellicaand Navigator Edrik-he would decant eight gholas of the Tlellaxu
Master Waff, the Mashelkh, the Master of Masters, who had been stored in
Héllicas chamber of horrors. Eight chancesto recover the lost



knowledge of méange production.

If that didn't work, he would make eight more, and more again, a
congtant stream of possible reincarnations, al to obtain one set of
memories, one key to knowledge that Uxta could not figure out for himself.

The Matre Superior had given the Logt Tlellaxu researcher everything he
needed, and the Navigators had paid her well for his efforts. But the
problem was not so smple. After he removed the identical Waff copies
from those wombs, Uxtal would have to bring them to maturity, and then
break loose their memories and knowledge from past lives, like aman
with a crowbar smashing open asedled crate.

But that was no easy process, either. Even the twelve-year-old
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Baron Harkonnen ghola had till not awakened. Thankfully, that was no
longer his problem, since Khrone had decided to perform the task himsalf
on Dan.

Now, on hisregular ingpection walk among the pasty axlotl tanks, Uxtal
felt satisfaction as he surveyed the rounded fleshy bdllies, the

atrophied limbs, the faces so dack they looked like cauls of skin.
Fema e bodies could be such ussful things.

Uxtal had aready forced reckless speed upon the creation of the
Tleilaxu Master gholas. Aware of the constant dippage of time and the
growing desperation of the Guild Navigators and Matre Superior Hellica
for spice, he decided that speed was more important than perfection. He
had used a forbidden, unstable accel eration process, derived from
genetic traits associated with aformerly incurable aging disease. Asa
result, the eight Waffswould be born after only five monthsin the

uterus, and once decanted, they would last two decades at most. They
would grow quickly and painfully, and then they would burn ouit.

Uxtal considered his solution quite innovative. He didn't care about
these gholas, or how many he might have to use up before he gained the
necessary information. He only needed one to survive, and to awaken.

At any other time, he might have fet important, avital asset, but

neither the Honored Matres nor the Navigator seemed to respect him.
Perhaps Uxtd should demand respect and insst on better treatment. He
could refuse to do any more work. He could demand his due....

" Stop daydreaming, little man," Ingva snapped.

He nearly jumped out of his skin and looked quickly away. "Yes, Ingva. |
am concentrating. Very delicatework.” She can't kill me! She knowsit.



"No mistakes," the Snewy crone warned.
"No mistakes. Perfect work." He was far too frightened to make a mistake.

He shuddered to think of the old Waff copies, brain-dead and strapped to
inclined tables. Sperm factories. His own stuation, while hdllish,

could have been far worse. Yes, it could have been worse. Hetried to
summon ahopeful smile, but could not find one within him.
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Ingvadithered up behind him and peered down at the axlotl tank that
had once been an injured Honored Matre. Y ou breathe on them too much.
Could contaminate them. Frighten the fetuses.”

"The tanks require close monitoring." Despite his Strugglesto contain
hisfear, hisvoice came out in a squesk.

She pressed her shriveled body againgt him, attempting Honored Matre
seductive techniques, though her body was like twisted wreckage. "It's
such awaste that the Matre Superior has refused to bond you. If Hellica
does not want you, then it istime to make you my own toy."

"She-she would not like that, Ingva. | promiseyou.” He felt nauseated.

"Hellicawill not be Matre Superior forever. Someone might nate
her any day now. Meanwhile, | could make you work harder, little man.
That would gain me great respect, increase my position of power, no
matter what happens.”

Fortunately, acommotion and athick smel cut through the chemica
odorsintheaxlotl labs, distracting Ingva. A dirty man clad in dirty
clothes pushed adirty cart along the stexile hdl, his eyes cast down.
"Your ddivery of dig meat," caled the downtrodden farmer. "Freshly
daughtered, Hill bloody!”

Ingvareleased Uxtad and stalked off toward the man, turning her ireon
him. "We expected you an hour ago. The daves need time to prepare our
feast for tonight." No longer interested in Uxta, Ingvawent to tend to

the meat. He shuddered, trying to keep thelook of revulsion and relief
from hisface.
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The human mind is not a puzzle to be solved but atreasure chest for us
to open. If we cannot pick the lock, then we must smash it gpart. Either



way, therichesindgdewill beours.
- KHRONE, communiqué to the Face Dancers

A cold rainstorm swept in over the oceans of Caladan. Waves crashed
againgt rugged black rocksfar below the restored castle. Thelocal
fishermen had brought in their boats and tied them to the docks, then
huddled a home with their families. In the dim shadows of cultura
memory, their Caladanian ancestors had loved their duke, but they did
not hold the same reverence for the strangers who had rebuilt the
ancient edifice and moved in.

The castl€'s plaz windows were seded againgt the sorm'sintengty.
Dehumidifiers scoured the ever-present clamminessfrom thear. Thermdl
generators operated behind blazing holographic fires, warming the
temperature to acomfortable level.

Within astone-waled chamber lit by fiery atificid light, Khronelad

out the instruments of torture and summoned the Baron ghola. Y oung Paolo
was safein hisown quartersin another village, far from where anyone
could find him. Today, though, was Baron Vladimir Harkonnen's day.

The horrificaly augmented emissaries from the outsi de masters sood
againgt one of the stonewalls, observing, recording. Their faces
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were pasty except for scarlet patches of raw flesh and unhealed wounds
that held tubes and implants. The machinery made adistracting gurgle
and hiss. The observers had been here, aways observing Khrone and his
pet project, for years. Each day, he expected one of them to break down
and fall gpart, but the patchwork people remained unchanged, watching,
walting.

He would show them a success today.

Three Face Dancer assistants escorted the haughty young ghola. Inthe
guise of guards, they chose to appear as muscular brutes who could snap
aneck with two fingers. Y oung Vladimir's hair was mussed, asif he had
been dragged out of arestless deep. With abored expression, he looked
around the stone-walled chamber. "I'm hungry."

"Better you don't eat. Less chance of vomiting," Khronesaid. "Then
again, one additional bodily fluid, more or less, won't make much
difference by the end of the day."

Vladimir shrugged off the burly Face Dancer guards. His eyesflicked
from sdeto sde, suspicious, confrontationa. When he saw the chains,
the table, and the torture devices, the gholasmiled in anticipation.



Khrone gestured to the equipment. "These are for you.”

Vladimir'seyeslit up. "Am | to learn flaying techniquestoday? Or
something lessmessy?"

"Youwill bethevictim."

Before the boy could react, the guards dragged him over to the table.

K hrone expected to see alook of panic on the round face. Instead of
cursing, howling, or struggling, the young boy snapped, "How am | to

trust that you know what you're doing? Or that you won't messit up?'
Khronesface formed agentle, paterna smile. "l am afast learner.”

The patchwork emissaries from Outside exchanged glances, then continued
to watch Vladimir, slently absorbing every ingtant. Khrone expected to

put on agood show for ther distant masters. The muscular guards
strapped the young man's arms securdly in place, then manacled his ankles.

"Not so tightly that he can't thrash and writhe," Khrone ingtructed.
"That could be an important part of the process.”

Vladimir raised his head and turned toward the smiling Khrone.
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"Will you tell mewhat you intend to do? Or is guessing part of the game?”
"The Face Dancers have decided that it istime to awaken your memories.”
"Good. | was growing impatient.” This gholahad an uncanny knack for
saying the unexpected to disorient anyone who might try to gain the

upper hand. His very eagerness might be an obstacleto triggering a
sufficient criss

"My masters dso demand it," Khrone continued for the benefit of the
emissaries who stood against the wall. "We created you for one purpose
only. Y ou must have your memories, you must be the Baron before you can
serve that purpose.”

Vladimir chuckled. "Why should | bother?

"It isatask to which you are eminently suited.”

"Then how do you know I'll want to do it?"

"Wewill make you want to do it. Have no fear."

Vladimir laughed again as athicker band was strapped around his chest.

Long needle spikes hit into his flesh to encourage the pain, and Khrone
cinched it tighter. "I'm not afraid.”



"We can changethat." Khrone gestured, and his Face Dancer assistants
brought forth the Agony Box.

He knew from the old Tleilaxu that pain was a necessary component in
restoring agholas memories. As aFace Dancer with precise and intimate
knowledge of the human body's nervous system and pain centers, Khrone
felt hewas up to the task.

"Do your worst!" The boy let out athroaty chuckle.
"On the contrary, | will do my best.”

The Box was an ancient device used by the Bene Gessexit for provocation
and testing. Itsflat faces were engraved with incomprehensible symbols,
jagged grooves, and complex patterns. "Thiswill force you to explore
yourself." Khrone dipped VlIadimir's pae, twitching hand into the

opening. "It contains agony, in its purest form."

"l can't wait."
Khrone knew that thiswould be an interesting challenge.

For thousands of yearsthe Tleilaxu had created gholas, and since the
time of Muad'Dib they had awakened them through a combination
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of menta anguish and physica pain that brought the mind and body to a

fundamenta criss. Unfortunately, even Khrone didn't know exactly what
was required to accomplish this. Maybe he should have brought pathetic
Uxta from Bandaong for the event, though he doubted the Lost Tleilaxu
could have helped much.

The Baron gholawas particularly ripe for reawakening. Best to proceed
vigoroudy. Khrone fitted asecond Box over Vladimir's other hand. "Here
we are. Enjoy the process.”

Khrone activated both devices, and the young man's body jerked and
twisted. VIadimir's face grew white, his pouting lips pressed together
over histeeth, his eyes squeezed shut. Spasms rippled through hisface,
hischest, hisarms. Vladimir tried to withdraw his hands. He must be
feding sheer torment, though Khrone smelled no burning flesh, observed
no damaged body parts-that was the beauty of the Box. Nerve induction
could evoke unendurable pain, and it need never stop until the victim's
mind was overloaded.

"Thismay tekeawhile," Khrone said, agentle whisper beside the young
man's sweaty brow. Heincreased the level of pain.

Vladimir shuddered. Hislips drew back in arictus, but he did not cry



out. Like water from a high-pressure hose, agony streamed into the

gholas body.

Next, Khrone thrust needles into the gholas neck, chest, and thighs,
siphoning off the adrendine-laced chemicasthat could be used as
precursors for the Honored Matres orange spice subgtitute. Created with
such intengity and purity, Khrone was sure he could sdll the product to

the Honored Matres on Tlellax. The Matre Superior hersalf would probably
consder it afinevintage. He could always count on the insatiable

needs of Hellicals whores. Under the watchful gaze of the augmented
emissaries, Khrone would demondtrate a double efficiency.

After the torture went on for hours, Khrone disconnected the Boxes and
looked into the bleary eyes of the swesating young Harkon-nen. "We are
doing thisonly to help you."

The gholalooked blankly up a him. No flash of awakened memory inthe
spider-black eyes. "Not... that... easy."

So Khrone replaced the Boxes on the gholas hands. With barely a
363

second thought, he directed that two more be folded around the boy's
naked feet. Four unbearable agonieswould hit him. The pain was pure and
unfutered, seasoned with adrendine and garnished with anguish. The
torment continued to pound upon the gholas mind, seeking to free the
locked-in memories. Vladimir twisted, cursed, and findly screamed.

But nothing changed.

When it wastimefor dinner, Khroneinvited the patchwork
representativesto join him. They left the chamber and sat in the dining

hal, listening to the crash of the storm outside. Expecting to

celebrate success, Khrone had ordered along and complicated feast; now
they ate each of the fine courses, then returned hours | ater to the

lower chambers. VIadimir continued to squirm, but showed no sign of
becoming himsdf.

"Thismay take days," Khrone warned the augmented emissaries.
"Thenit will take days," they answered.

The Face Dancer began to question his own assumptions, redizing a
problem he had not anticipated: Physical pain was not the same as mental
pain. The Agony Boxes might not be sufficient.

When he looked down at the thrashing VIadimir, his sweat-drenched
clothes, and the defiant grin on hisflushed face, the Face Dancer
redlized another possible problem. The torture might be ineffective for
the smple and straightforward fact that this ghola actudly enjoyediit.
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Those who think they see most clearly are often more blind than the rest.
- Bene Gessrit aphorism

Sheeana danced among the worms again as she had done asa child on
Rakis. Insde the Ithaca's huge cargo hold, the seven creatures rose
around her, twisting and waving their bodieslike flexible metronomes.
They formed a bizarre audience as Sheeana stamped her bare feet, flailed
her arms, and twirled on the crest of the dune.

Among the people of Rakis, the sacred dance had been called Siaynog. She
kicked up dust and sand with her frenzied movements, losing hersdlf.
Siaynoq burned away her emotions and her excessrestless energy. The
intengity was enough to drive doubts from her mind and misery from her
heart.

Responding to her dance, the worms pulled themsalves high above her and
swayed. Sheeana drove hersdf harder. Sweat droplets flew from her
forehead and soaked her matted hair. She had to cleanse her thoughts, to
burn thisfear and doubt from her mind.

Three years ago, after leaving the dead plague planet of the Honored
Matres behind itsfailing no-shield, Sheeana had felt the dark specter
of dismay building in her mind. A world full of dead women,
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aong with their followers and daves-wiped out by something they could
not comprehend, something that had blindsided them.

Sheeana knew that the hated Honored Matres deserved whatever appalling
punishment they had brought down upon themselves. But every single
person on an entire planet? Surely they had not al deserved to diein

such ahorrific fashion.



And that was only one world. How many other strongholds had been
extinguished by the Enemy’s plagues? How many trillions had perished
from adisease with a 100 percent mortdity rate? And how many more
would the Enemy kill, now that the whores had fled like a pack of wild
dogsinto the vulnerable Old Empire-drawing the incredible foe with
their scent?

Sheeanatripped in her dance on the soft sand. Regaining her balance,
shedid abackflip and continued her gyrations. Despite the exertions,
she did not find the inner peace she desperately sought. The endless
dance only clarified her troublesome ideas. The méange-heavy breath of
the sandworms drifted around her like the mist of an approaching storm.

At the brink of total exhaustion, Sheeana collapsed onto the sand. First
shelet her knees buckle, then sherolled over, heaving grest hot
breaths. She lay back, looking up at the high celling of the cargo hold.
Her muscles ached, her limbs trembled. With her eyes shut, she could
fed her heart beating to the rhythm of imagined war drums. She would
have to consume agreat ded of mélangeto restore hersdif.

One of the creatures came close, and she could fedl the sand vibrating
beneath her. She sat up as the mongter glided past, pushing up adune
mound and then stopping. Finding alast scrap of energy within her,
Sheeana pulled hersdf forward and leaned against the worm's hard,
curved rings. It was encrusted with dust, and she could fed the
solidity of thisthing, the power it contained.

Shelifted her arm and rested it againgt the Side of the beast, wishing
she could just climb up on the ring segments of thisworm and ride off
to the horizon. But here ingde the no-ship, the horizon-the hull-was
not far away. "Old Shaitan, | wish | had your knowledge."

Long ago, when she and the Smpering Tlellaxu Master Waff and Reverend
Mother Odrade had ridden into the desert of Rakis, asandworm
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had carried them purposdly to the empty remains of old Sietch Tabr.
Insde, Odrade had found a hidden message from Leto I1. With his
incredible prescience, the God Emperor had foreseen that encounter in
the far-distant future and had |eft words specifically for Odrade.

With such prescience, how could the God Emperor not have predicted the
destruction of Rakis-or had he? Had the Tyrant made his own plans? How
far did the Golden Path extend? Had his supernatura foresight been
responsible for Sheeanas rescue of the last worm, so that it could
reproduce on anew world, Chapterhouse? Surely, Leto |1 had not foreseen
the Honored Matres or the Enemy of Many Faces.

Sheeanawondered if she till saw too little of the overall picture,



Despite thelr Sruggles, maybe they were dl unwittingly following an
even larger plan the God Emperor had laid out for them.

Sheeanafet the pearl of Leto IPs awarenessin the strong sandworm
againgt her. She doubted that any plan devised by Bene Gesserits or
Honored Matres could redly be more prescient than the God Emperor himself.

The desert dragons began to churn the sands again. Shelooked up to the
high plaz window and saw two small figuresthere, looking down at her.
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Dirt is something solid you can hold in your hand. Using our science and
our passion, we can mold it, shapeit, and bring forth life. Could there
be a better task for any person?

- PLANETOLOGIST PARDOT KYNES, petition to Emperor Elrood X, ancient recotds

From the high observation gallery above the cargo hold, two boys peered
through a dust-smeared plaz window to watch Sheeana and the sandworms.

"She dances,”" said eight-year-old Stilgar with clear awein hisvoice.
"And Shai-Hulud dances with her."

"They're only responding to her movements. We could find arationa
explanation for it if we studied her long enough.” Liet-Kyneswas ayear
older than his companion, who showed amazement at the dance. Kynes
couldn't deny that Sheeanadid things with the wormsthat no oneese
could do. "Don't try to do that yoursdf, Stilgar.”

Even when Sheeana was not inside the hold with the great beadts, the two
young friends often came to the observation galery and pressed their
faces againgt the plaz to dare at the uneven sands. Thistiny patch of
captive desert beckoned to them. Kynes squinted, letting hisvison grow
blurry to make the walls of the cargo hold disappear, so that he could

imagine amuch larger landscape.

During their intensive lessons with Proctor Superior Garimi, Kynes had
seen historicd images of Arrakis. Dune. With penetrating curiosity,
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young Kynes had delved deep into the records. The mysterious desert
planet seemed to cdll to him, asif it were an integrd part of his

genetic memories. His quest for knowledge was insatiable, and he wanted
to know more than dry facts about his past life. He wanted to live them
again. All of hisreborn life, the Bene Gesserit had trained him and the
other gholachildren for that eventudity.



Hisfather Pardot Kynes, thefirg officia Imperid Planetologist sent

to Arrakis, had formulated agrand dream of converting the wasteland
into a huge garden. Pardot had provided the foundation for anew Eden,
recruiting the Fremen to makeinitia plantings and setting up greet
seded caves where plants were grown. Kynessfather had died in an
unexpected cave-in.

Ecology isdangerous.

Thanks to work and resources invested by Muad'Dib and hisson Leto 1,
Dune had eventualy become lush and green. But asa crud consequence of
so much poisonous moisture, al the sandworms had died. Spice had
dwindled to atrickle of amemory. Then, after thirty-five hundred years

of the Tyrant'srule, the sandworms returned again from Leto's body,
reversing the ecological progress and restoring the vast desert to Arrakis.

The scope of it! No matter how much battering leaders and armies and
governmentsdid to Arrakis, the planet would restore itsdlf, given
enough time. Dune was stronger than al of them.

Stilgar said, "Just looking at the desert soothes me. | don't exactly
remember, but | do know that | belong here.”

Kynesaso felt at peace looking at this swatch of along-lost planet.

Dune was where he belonged, as well. Thanksto the advanced Bene
Gesserit training methods, he had aready studied as much background as
he could get his hands on, learning about ecologica processes and the
science of planetology. Many of the origina and gtill-classic treatises

on the subject had been written by his own father, documented in
Imperia archives and preserved for millenniaby the Sisterhood.

Stilgar rubbed his pam across the observation window, but the blur of
dust wasinsdethe plaz. "1 wish we could go in there with Sheeana. A
long time ago | knew how to ride the worms."

"Those were different worms. I've compared records. These come
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from sandtrout spawned by the dissolution of Leto 1. They areless
territorid, but more dangerous.”

"They are fill worms," Stilgar said with ashrug.

Down on the sand, Sheeana had stopped her dance and was resting against
the side of one worm. She looked up, asif she knew the two ghola boys
were in the observation chamber, watching her. As she continued to stare
toward them, the largest of theworms dso lifted its head, sensing they
werethere.



"Something's happening,” Kynes said. "I've never seen them do that before.”

Sheeana dodged lightly away as the seven worms came together and piled
one on top of the other, twisting into asingle, larger unit that reared
up high enough to reach the observation plaz.

Stilgar pulled away, more in reverence than fear.

Sheeana scrambled up the side of the entwined creatures, al the way to
thetop of thetallest ringed head. While the two gholaboyswatched in
astonishment, she resumed her gyrations for several minutes, but now she
was on top of the worm's head, both a dancer and arider. When she
stopped, the worm tower divided and unraveled into its seven origina
components, and Sheeana rode one of them back down to the ground.

Neither of the ghola boys spoke for severad minutes. They looked at each
other with grins of wonder.

Below, an exhausted Sheeanawalked with dragging steps toward the lift.
Kynes consdered making some excuse to rush down and speak with her
while she was fresh from the sands, as agood planetol ogist should do.

He wanted to smell the flinty odor of worms on her body. It would be
very interesting and potentialy informative. He and Stilgar both longed

to understand how she could control the creatures, though each boy had a
different reason for wanting to know.

Kynesfollowed her departure with his gaze. "Even after we get our
memories back, she's going to be amystery to us."

Stilgar's nogtrils flared. " Shai-Hulud does not devour her. That is
enough for me."
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| will diefour deaths-the degth of the flesh, the death of the soul,
the death of the myth, and the desth of reason. And dl of these desths
contain the seeds of resurrection.

- LETO ATREIDES I, Dar-es-Baat recordings

Doridslife had becomeridiculous, as Bdlonda-within reminded her
incessantly.

Y ou'e getting fat yoursdlf, said the other Reverend Mother.

"It'syour fault!" Doria sngpped. Indeed, she had gained weight, and a
ggnificant amount, though sheld continued her vigorous training and
exercises. Each day she monitored her metabolism with her own inner
techniques, but to no avail. Her once lithe and wiry body now showed
noticesble sgns of bulk. "Y ou weigh like aheavy soneinsde me.” She



heard Bellonda's chuckle clearly in her head.

Grousing to herself as quietly as she could, the former Honored Matre
tramped up the face of asmall dune, dogging through loose sand.
Fifteen other Sgterstraipsed dong behind her wearing identica
snglesuits. They chattered amongst themsdaves while reading doud from
the instruments and chartsthey carried. Thisgroup actualy liked doing
such miserable work.

These spice-ops recruits took regular spectral and temperature readings
on the sand, mapping out the narrow spice veins and limited deposits.
The readings were dispatched to the desert research stations,
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then combined with firsthand observations to determine the best
locations for harvesting operations.

Asthe planet'sfree moisture diminished dramaticdly, the growing worms
werefindly producing more méange-more "product,” asthe Mother
Commander put it. She was anxious to pressthe New Sisterhood's
advantage, to pay for the huge shipments of armaments being assembled on
Richese, and to bribe the Guild to facilitate the ongoing war

preparations. Murbella spent méange and soostone wedlth asfast asit
camein, then demanded more, and more.

Behind Doria, two young Vakyrie trainees practiced fighting maneuvers
on the soft sand, attacking and defending. The women had to adjust their
techniques depending on the steegpness of dune dopes, loose dust or
packed sand, or the buried hazards of dead trees.

Fedling the hot blood of her Honored Matre past, Doriawould rather have
been fighting, too. Perhaps she would be dlowed to join thefina

assault on Tlelax, whenever Murbella decided she had gathered enough
forcesfor the great battle. What avictory that would be! Doriacould

have fought on Buzzdl, on Gammu, on any number of the recent
battlefields. She would have made an excdllent Vakyrie herself-and now
shewaslittle more than ... than an administrator! Why couldn't she be
allowed to shed blood for the New Sisterhood? Fighting was her best sKill.

Trapped in her position, Doria continued to come out to the desert, but
she had grown impatient over the years. Am | sentenced to babysit this
planet forever? Isthis my punishment for the sngle mistake of killing

fat old Bdlonda?

Ah, you admit it was amistake now? prodded the annoying voice within.

Quiet, you bloated old foal.



She could never get away from Bellondainside her head. The constant
taunting reminded Doriaof her own shortcomings and even offered
unwanted advicein how to fix them. Like Sisyphus, Doriawould roll that
boulder up ahill for the rest of her life. And now she found her body
growing fat aswell.

Inside her head, Bellonda actudly seemed to be humming.
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Presently, theinterna voice said, In ancient times on Terra, people
had something caled a doorbell, which avisitor rang when coming to adoor.

"Sowhat?' Doriasaid aoud, then quickly turned her face away from the
trainees, who looked at her oddly.

So, that is our combined name: Doria-Bellonda. DorBell. Ding-dong,
ding-dong, can | comein!

No, damn you. Go away!

Fuming, Doria concentrated on the analytica instruments. Why couldn't
the Mother Commander find a dedicated planetologist somewhereout in al
the surviving worlds of humanity? On her scanners, she saw merdly
numbers and el ectronic diagrams that were of no red interest to her.

Each day for six infuriating years, Doriahad gritted her teeth and

tried to ignore Bellondas inner nagging. It was the only way she could
go about her tasks. Murbellahad told her to subjugate hersdlf to the
needs of her Sisters, but like so many Bene Gesserit concepts,
"subjugation” worked better in theory than in practical application.

The Mother Commander had been able to mold othersinto what she wanted,
forging the united Sisterhood, even retraining and incorporating some of

the captured rebel Honored Matres. Though Doria had ingnuated hersalf

into aposition of power beside Murbella, she could not completely

suppress the natural violence embedded in her nature, the quick and

decisive responsesthat often resulted in bloodshed. It was not in her

nature to compromise, but pure survival dictated that she become what

the Mother Commander wanted her to be. Damn her! Has she actudly
succeeded in making me a Bene Gesserit, after al?

Bdlonda-within chuckled again.

Ultimately, Doriawondered if she would have to face off against
Murbellahersdf. Over the years, many others had challenged the M other
Commander, and dl had died in the attempt. Doriadid not fear for her
life, but she did fear the possibility of making the wrong decision.

Y es, Murbellawas stern and maddeningly unpredictable, but after most
two decades, it was not so clear that her merger scheme had been wrong.
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Suddenly Doriatore her mind from its preoccupation, and she noticed the
distant mounds of sand in mation, ripples drawing closer and closer.

The voice of Bellonda harangued her. Areyou blind aswell as supid?
Y ou have gtirred up thewormswith al your ssomping around.

"They are sunted.”

That may be, but they are till dangerous. Y ou are as arrogant as ever,
thinking you can defeat anything that getsin your way. Y ou refuse to
acknowledge ared thredt.

"Y ou weren't much of athreat," Doriamuttered.

One of thetrainees cried out, pointing to the two moving mounds out on
the sand. " Sandwormd! Traveling together!”

"Over there, too!" another said.

Doriasaw that wormswere al around them and closing in asif drawn by
acommon signa. The women scrambled to take readings. "Gods! They're
twice the Size of the average specimens we recorded two months ago.”

Inside Dorids head, Bellonda harped, Stupid, stupid, stupid!
"Shut up, damn you, Bdll! | need to think.”
Think? Can't you see the danger? Do something!

Thewormsrushed in from severd directions; they showed definite igns
of cooperdtive behavior. The shifting linesin the sand reminded Doria
of apack. A hunting pack.

"To the 'thopters!" Doria saw that their group had cometoo far out
aong the dunes. The flying vehicles were some distance away.

The newly trained Siters began to panic. Some of them ran, didingin
tumbles of 1oose sand down the dipface of the dunes. They dropped their
insruments and charts on the ground. A Sister sent an urgent commlink
message back to Chapterhouse Keep.

See where your stupid plan got you, Bellonda said. If you had not killed
me, | would have been able to keep watch. | would never have let this

happen.
"Shut up!”

Those worms are stalking you now. Y ou stalked me, and now they're
gaking you.



One of the Sisters screamed, and then another. More worms rose up
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from the dunes, homing in on the moving figures. Severd Vakyrie
trainees stood together, trying to fight againgt theimpossible.

Doriastared, wide-eyed. The creatures were each at least twenty meters
long, and moved with astonishing speed. "Begone! Back to your desert!™

Y ou're not Sheeana. Thewormswill not do asyou say.

Crygtd teeth flashed as the worms darted forward, scooping up sand and
Sigers, swalowing victimsinto the furnaces of their gullets.

Idiot! Bellonda-within exclamed. New you've killed metwice.

A fraction of asecond later, aworm rose up then dove down, consuming
Doriainasingle mouthful. At last, the irksome voice went quiet within.
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The magic of our God isour only bridge.
-from the Sufi-Zensunni scriptures, Catechism of the Great Belief

Despite the congtant hone-grating fear for hislife, Uxta continued his
work with the numerous Waff gholas, and he did it well enough to keep
himsdf aive. The Honored Matres could see his progress. Three years
ago he had decanted thefirgt eight identical gholas of the Tleillaxu
Master. Accdlerated in their bodily development, thelittle gray

children seemed more than twice their actud age.

Ashe watched them at play, Uxtal found them quite appedling with their
disarmingly gnomish gppearance, pointed noses, and sharp teeth. After
undergoing rapid educationa impression, they had learned to spesk in
only afew months, but even so they seemed fera in away, tied together
inther private world and interacting little with their prison-keepers.

Uxtal would prod them in any way he felt necessary. The Waff gholaswere
like smdl time bombs of vita information, and he had to find away to
detonate them. He no longer thought, or cared, about the first two

gholas he had created. Khrone had taken them away to Dan long ago. Good
riddance!

These offpring, however, were histo command and control. Waff
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was one of the heretical old Masters, ripe for reindoctrination. God had
certainly taken acircuitous route to show Uxta histrue destiny.
Desperate for spice, the Navigators believed Uxtal wastheir tool, that
he was doing their bidding. To him, though, it didn't matter if the
Navigators regped the benefits, or if Matre Superior Hellicahoarded dll
the profits. Uxtd wouldn't seeany of it.

| am performing holy work now, he thought. That iswhat matters.

According to the most sacred writings, the Prophet-long before he
reincarnated as the God Emperor-had spent eight daysin the wilderness
where he recelved his magnificent revelations. Those daysinthe
wilderness had been atime of trial and tribulation, much likethe Lost
Tleilaxu race had faced during the Scattering, much like Uxta's own
recent ordeals. In his darkest hour, the Prophet had received the
information he needed, and now so had Uxtal. He was on the right path.

Though the little researcher had never formally been declared aMagter,
he nonetheless considered himsalf one by default. Who else had a greater
position of power now? Who el se had more authority, more genetic
knowledge? Once he learned the secrets locked in the minds of these
Weffs, hewould surpass any Elder of the Lot Tleillaxu and any old
Master who had ever lived in Bandalong. Hewould haveit dl (evenif
the Navigator and the Honored Matres took it from him).

Uxtal began the process of cracking these eight identica gholas as soon
asthey could speak and think. If hefailed, he could dwaystry with

the next eight, which had dready been grown. He would hold them-and all
subsequent batches-in reserve. One of the Waffswould reveal his secrets.

Within only afew years, the rgpidly growing bodies of theinitid eight
would reach physical maturity. Though they might be cute, Uxtal mainly
saw the children as mest to be harvested for a specific purpose, like
the digs next door at Gaxhar'sfarm.

At the moment, the Waff gholas were running around insde an eectronic
enclosure. The accelerated children wanted to get out, and each one had
abrilliant little mind. The Waffs probed the shimmering field with

their fingersto see how it worked and how to disableit. Uxtal thought
they might just accomplish thet, given enough time. They
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rarely spoke except amongst each other, he knew how fiendishly
intelligent they must be.

But Uxtal knew that he was smarter.

Interestingly, he observed dissension and competition, but very little
cooperation among the eight children. The Waffs fought over toysand



play equipment, over food, over afavorite placeto St, uttering very
few words. Were they somehow telepathic? Interesting. Perhaps he should
dissect one of them.

Even when they scrambled onto each other's shouldersto see if one of
them could legp over the forcefidd, they argued over who got to stand
on top. Though the gholas were identicd,, they didn't trust one another.
If he could pit them against each other, Uxta was sure he could apply
the right amount of pressure to wring out the information he needed.

One of the children tumbled off the edge of adippery ramp and fell

onto the hard floor. He began crying and holding his arm, which appeared
to be broken, or at least severely sprained. To keep track of them,

Uxtal had pressed tiny numerical brands onto their left wridgts. Thisone
was Number Five. Asthe child wailed, his genetic siblingsignored him.

Uxtal told two of hislab assstantsto open theforcefield to let him

step through. He was disgusted and impatient with the need to provide
unnecessary medica attention; maybe these children would be easier to
control if hejust strapped them to the tables, like their sperm-donor
predecessors.

Old Ingvawas there as dways, watching, leering, and slently
threstening. Uxtd tried to concentrate on hisimmediate obligations.
Knedling by theinjured toddler, he tried to ingpect Number Fivesarm,
to see how badly it wasinjured. The Waff yanked himself away, refusng
to let Uxta near.

Abruptly, the other seven Waffs formed a circle around the researcher.
When they moved closer, he could smdll their sour bresth. Something was
wrong. "Get back!" he barked, trying to sound intimidating. They were on
al ddesof him, and he had an uneasy fedling that they had tricked

him, lured himinsde.

The eight Waffsfdl upon him with bared sharp teeth, biting and
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ripping at his skin and clothing. He thrashed and struck back, shouting

for hisass stants, knocking the smal, gnomish gholas away. They were

only children, yet they had formed a deadly sort of pack. Were they
working together in ahive mentaity, like Face Dancers? Even the
supposedly injured boy threw himself into thefray, his"broken arm™ asham.

Fortunately, the Waffs were not strong yet, and he sent them skidding
acrossthefloor. The anxiouslab assistants helped Uxta keep them at
bay while they pulled the shaken researcher back out through the field.

Breathing hard and sweating, he tried to gather his composure and looked
around for someone to blame. Hisinjurieswere minor, only afew scrapes
and bruises, but he was appalled that they had taken him by surprise.



Left intheir pen, theidentica gholasran about in afrenzy of
frudration. Findly, they al fdl slent and went off to different
parts of the enclosure to play, asif nothing had happened.

"'Men must do God'swork," Uxta reminded himsdf, from the catechism
of the Great Bdlief. Next time, he would be more careful with these
little mongters.
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Isit enough just to find ahome, or must we create one for ourselves? |
amwilling to do either, if wewould only decide.

- PROCTOR SUPERIOR GARIMI, persond journas

Another blind jump through foldspace. The Ithaca emerged safely,

following its random course according to the whims of prescience. With
Duncan at the controls, the no-ship cruised toward abright,
comfortable-looking planet. A new world. He and Teg had conferred on the
course, on the wisdom of making another journey at dl even though the
hunters had not found them again-and the two of them had brought the

great vessdl to this place.

Even from adistance the planet |ooked promising, and excitement
blossomed among the refugees aboard the vessdl. At long last, after
amost two decades of wandering, three years since the dead no-planet,
could this be aplace to rest and recuperate? A new home?

"It looks perfect.” Sheeana set asde the summary of the scan data,
looked at Duncan and Teg. "Y our ingtinct guided ustrue.”

Standing with them on the navigation bridge, anxious Garimi looked at
the landmasses, oceans, clouds. "Unlessit's another plague world."

Duncan shook his head. "We're dready detecting transmissions from small
cities, so there's an active populace. Mogt of the continents
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areforested and fertile. Temperatureiswell within habitable norms.
Atmaospheric content, moisture, vegetation... It may be one of the worlds
settled in the Scattering, long ago. So many groups were logt,
disappearing into the wilderness.”

Garimi's eyes gleamed. "We have to investigate. This could be the place
to found our new Bene Gesserit core.”

Duncan was more practica. "If nothing else, it would be good for usto



refresh the ship's supplies of air and water. Our stores and recycling
systems can't last forever, and our population is gradudly growing."

Garimi blurted, "1 will cal an al-ship meeting. Thereismore a stake
here than smply replenishing our supplies. What if the inhabitants down
there welcome us? What if it isasuitable place for usto settle?' She
looked around. "At least for some of us."

"Then we will have an important decision to make."

EVEN WITH every adult onboard in attendance, the Ithaca's huge
convocation chamber |ooked mostly empty. Miles Teg sat back againgt a
low-tier seat, continudly repositioning hislong legs. Though hewould
observe the discussion with interest, he expected to make few comments.
He had dways followed the mandate of the Bene Gesserit, but at the
moment he wasn't sure what the mandate was.

A young man took a seat adjacent to Teg, the gholaof Thufir Hawat. The
heavy-browed twelve-year-old did not usually go out of hisway to be
with the Bashar, but Teg knew that Thufir watched him intently, dmost

to the point of hero worship. In the archives, Thufir often sudied
details of Miles Teg'smilitary career.

Teg nodded to the young man. Thiswas the loya weapons master and
warrior Mentat who had served the Old Duke Atreides, then Duke L eto, and
findly Paul, before being captured by the Harkonnens. Teg felt he had

much in common with the battle-seasoned genius, someday, after the

Thufir Hawat gholahad his memoaries again, they would have many things

to discuss, commander to commander.

Thufir leaned over, gathered his courage, and whispered, 1 have wanted
to speak with you, Bashar Teg, about the Cerbol Revolt and
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the Battle of Ponciard. Y our tactics were most unusud. | cannot imagine
they would have worked, and yet they did."

Teg smiled with the memory. "They wouldn't have worked for anyone else.
Asthe Bene Gesserit use their Missionaria Protectiva to plant the seeds

of religiousfervor, so my soldiers created a myth about my abilities. |
became larger than life, and my opponents managed to intimidate
themsalves more than my soldiers or wespons could have done. | really
did very littlein each battle.”

"| disagree, Sir. In order for your reputation to become such a potent
toal, you first had to earnit."

Teg smiled and kept hisvoice low, dmost wistful as he admitted the
truth in hisown mythology. "Ah, and earnit | did." He explained to the
fascinated young man how he had a so averted a massacre on Andioyu, a



confrontation against the desperate dregs of alosing army that would
surely have resulted in their deaths aswell asthe daughter of tens of
thousands of civilians. Much had hung in the balance on that day....

"And then you died on Rakis fighting the Honored Matres.”

"Asapoint of fact, | died on Rakisto provoke the Honored Matres, as

part of the overall Bene Gesserit plan. | played my role so that Duncan
Idaho and Sheeana could escape. But after | waskilled, the Sisterhood
brought me back because they considered my Mentat skills and experiences
to beinvauable-like your own. That iswhy they brought usall back."

Thufir was completely engrossed. "I've read the history of my own life,
and I'm convinced that | can learn much from you, Bashar."

With asmile, Teg squeezed the boy's shoulder. Thufir was abashed. "Have
| said something amusing, Sir?"

"When | look at you, how can | not remember that | myself learned a
great ded from studying the famous warrior-Mentat of House Atreides?
You and | could be very useful to each other." The boy blushed.

When the debate began, Teg and Thufir turned their attention to the
center of the convocation chamber. Sheeanaremained seated in the
imposing Advocate's Chair, acarryover from when thisvessel had been
designed for other groups.

Garimi, as usual, was anxious to provoke a change in the status quo.
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She gtrutted forward to the podium and spoke without preamble, loud
enough for everyoneto hear. "We did not depart on arace or ajourney.
Our goa wasto get away from Chapterhouse before the Honored Matres
destroyed everything. Our intent wasto preserve the core of the
Sisterhood, and we have done s0. But where are we going? That question
has plagued usfor nineteen years."

Duncan stood. "We escaped from the true Enemy who was closing in. They
gtill want us-that hasn't changed.”

"Do they want us?' Garimi chalenged. " Or do they want you?'

He shrugged. "Who can say? | am not willing to be captured or destroyed
just to have your questions answered. Many of us have specia taentson
this ship-especidly the ghola children-and we need dl of our resources.”

The Rabbi spoke up. Though hewas till fit and hedlthy, his beard and
hair were grayer and longer now; behind spectacles, his bird-bright eyes
were surrounded by amesh of wrinkles. "My people and | did not choose
any of this. We asked for rescue from Gammu, and we've been trapped in



your folly ever snce. Whenwill it end? After forty yearsin the
wilderness? When will you let usgo?!

"And wherewould you like to go, Rabbi?* Sheeana's voice was cam, but
Teg thought it sounded somewhat patronizing.

"I would like usto consder-serioudy consider-the planet we have just
found. | am reluctant to call it Zion, but perhapsit is enough to cal

it home." The old man looked back at his handful of followers, dl of

whom wore dark clothes and adhered to their old ways. Though aboard the
Ithacathey no longer needed to hide their religion, the Jaws mostly

kept to themsdlves, unwilling to be assimilated by the other passengers.
They had their own children, ten so far, and raised them asthey saw fit.

Findly, Teg spoke. "According to our scans, this planet appearsto be
an excdlent place to sttle. The population isminimal. Our group of
refugees would cause amost no disturbance at dl to the local
inhabitants. We could even choose an isolated spot and settle far from
the natives™"

"How advanced istheir civilization? Do they have technology?' Sheeana
asked.
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"At least a pre-Scattering levels," Teg said. "Indications show minor
locdl industries, afew eectromagnetic transmissions. No apparent
spaceflight capability, no visible spaceports. If they settled here

after the Scattering, they haven't done any more traveling to other star
systems.” In running scans of the new planet, he had enlisted the aid of
eager young Liet-Kynes and hisfriend Stilgar, both of whom had stud'
ied more about ecology and planetary dynamics than most of the adult
Sigers. All of the readings checked out.

"It could be anew Chapterhouse,” Garimi said, asif the discusson were

dready over.

Duncan's face darkened. "Wewould be vulnerable if we settled there. The
hunters have found us severa timesaready. If weremaintoolongin
one place, wewill be ensnared in their net.”

"Why would your mysterious hunters have any interest in my people?' the
Rabbi said. "We arefreeto settle on thisworld.”

"It'sclear that we must investigate further,” Sheeanasaid. "We will
take alighter down to the surface on afact-finding misson. Let's meet
these people and learn from them. Then we can al make an informed
decison.”

Teg turned to the young gholain the seet beside him and said
impulsvely, "I intend to go on this expedition, Thufir, and | would



like you to accompany me."
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In our arrogant assumption of superiority, we believe that our devel oped
senses and abilities are the direct result of evolution. We are

convinced that our race has bettered itsdf through technological

advancement. Therefore, we are shamed and embarrassed when something we
consider to be "primitive" has senses far superior to our own.

- REVEREND MOTHER SHEEANA, Ithacalogs

While the mission to the planet was being assembled, the Ithacarode
unseen in orbit. Though the no-field limited the ship's sensors, it was
anecessary safety factor until they learned more about the inhabitants.

Asthe defacto captain, Duncan would remain aboard the no-ship, ready
in the event of an emergency, since only he could see the mysterious
web. Sheeanawanted Miles Teg with her, and the Bashar inssted on
bringing the gholaof Thufir Hawet. "Physcdly heisonly twelve years
old, but we know Thufir has the potentia to become agreat
warrior-Mentat. We must encourage those skillsto blossom if heisto be
useful to us." No one argued with his choice.

Concurrent with the fact-finding mission, Duncan made arrangementsfor a
small contingent of workersto go to an uninhabited part of the planet

with equipment to gather water, air, and any availablefood, in order to
bolster the no-ship's supplies. Just in case they decided to move on.

As Sheeanawas finalizing the detailsfor departure, the Rabbi entered
the navigation bridge and stood asif expecting achdlenge.
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His eyesflashed, and his stance stiffened, though no one had yet argued
with him, or even spoken to him. His demand surprised them. "1 will go
down to the planet with this expedition. My peopleings onit. If this
isto beahomefor us, | will makethat decision. Y ou will not stop me

fromgoing dong. Itismy right.”

"Itisasmal group,” Sheeana cautioned. "We don't know what well
encounter down there."

The Rabbi jabbed afinger at Teg. "He plansto bring one of the ghola
children. If it is safe enough for atwelve-year-old boy, thenitis
safe enough for me.”

Duncan had known the origina Thufir Hawat. Even without his memories
restored, he would not consider the gholaamere child. Nevertheless, he



sad, "l don't object to you joining the party, if Sheeanawill have you.”
" Sheeana does not decide my fatel”

She seemed amused by his posturing. "Don't 1? It seemsto methat dl
the decisions | make aboard this no-ship have adirect impact on your
gtution.”

Impatient, Teg cut off their bickering. "We have had nineteen years
aboard thisvessdl to argue amongst ourselves. A planet waitsfor us.
Shouldn't we see what we are quarrdling about first?"

BEFORE SHE COULD depart for the planet, Sheeanawas cdled to the brig
levelsby anervousworker. The Futars et out agreat caterwauling, far

more restless than usua ingde their locked, meta-walled arboretum.

They paced, searching for away out. Whenever they came closeto each
other, they snapped and snarled, halfheartedly dashing at each other.

Then, before more than afew droplets of blood could fly into the air,

the beast-men lost interest and continued prowling. One of them emitted
abloodcurdling shriek, a noise perfectly programmed to evoke primal

human fear. In dl the years aboard the no-ship, the Futars had never
exhibited such frantic behavior before.

Sheeana stood at the arboretum doorway, looming like a goddess, against
her better judgment, she deactivated the lock field and stepped
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ingde. Only she could soothe the four creatures and communicate with
them inaprimitive way.

Asthe largest of the Futars, Hrrm had taken the position of dominance,
partly because of his strength and partly because of his connection with
Sheeana. He bounded toward her, and she did not move, did not flinch. He
bristled, showing his canine teeth, raising hisclaws.

"You not Handler," he said.

"l am Sheeana. Y ou know me."

"Takeusto Handlers."

"| have already promised you. As soon aswe find the Handlers, we will
deiver you to them."

"Handlers herel” Hrrm's next words were unintelligible growlsand
snarls, then he said, "Home. Home down there." He hurled himsdlf againgt
the wall. The other Futars yowled.

"Home? Handlers?' Sheeana sucked in aquick breath. "Thisis the home of
the Handlers?'



"Our homel" Hrrm came back to her. "Take ushome."

She reached out to scratch the senditive spot on his back. Her decision
was obvious. "All right, Hrrm. | will take you home."

The predator rubbed againgt her. "Not Handler. Y ou Sheeana.”

"l am Sheeana. | am your friend. | will take you to the Handlers." She
saw that the other three half-human creatures had been standing till,
their muscles coiled to pounce if she had given the wrong answer. Their
eyes glowed yelow with an inner hunger and a desperate need.

The planet of the Handlerd!

If the Bene Gesserits hoped to make a good impression on the inhabitants
below, returning four lost Futars might gain them leverage. And it would
be good for her to bring them back where they belonged.

" Sheeana promised,” Hrrm said. " Sheeanafriend. Sheeananot bad lady
Honored Matre."

Smiling, she stroked the creature again. ™Y ou four will accompany me.”
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Even agreat tower hasits weak point. The accomplished warrior finds
and exploitsthe smallest flawsto bring about complete ruin.

-MATRE SUPERIOR HELLICA, Internd Directive 67B-1138

Now that Matre Superior Hellicahad provided the services of her pet
Lost Tleilaxu researcher, Edrik was confident that Uxtal could re-creste
one of the old Masters who knew how to manufacture spice. Had not the
Oracle hersdf told him there was asolution?

But now the Matre Superior demanded something in return. If he meant to
have his manufactured spice, Edrik could not refuse.

Re uctantly, the Navigator accepted the task, knowing full well the
consequences he risked. The witch Murbellawould be furious, which was
only part of the reason he took pleasure in what they were about to do.

Five years ago, brash Honored Matres from Gammu had tried to launch
their last few Obliterators against Chapterhouse itsdlf, but that had

been aflawed plan from the start. Even the Navigator aboard that
Heighliner had been unaware of the scope of the threet. By attacking
Chapterhouse, the Honored Matres had meant to wipe out the only
remaining source of méange. Idiocy! The foolish whores had failed, and
Mother Commander Murbellahad seized their Obliterators. Shortly
afterward, she had crushed the Honored Matres on Gammu and destroyed



thar entireenclave.
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Thistime, though, the objective was different, and Edrik had no qualms
about helping Hellica punish Murbellaand her greedy witches. The Bene
Gesserit would fed the sting, and a billion people would die on Richese
inamatter of moments. Edrik did not fed guilty, however. The Spacing
Guild had not provoked this crisis. Therefore, the blood would be on
Murbellas hands.

The New Sisterhood's draconian spice policies had done little to ensure
loyalty or cooperation from the Navigators. The Guild paid exorbitant
pricesfor black-market méange squeezed out of ancient stockpiles,
while the Adminigtrator faction happily sought aternative guidance
systems that would a so make the Navigators obsolete.

Edrik had been forced to seek his own source of spice, relying on the
memories|ocked ingde the gholas of Tlellaxu Master Waff. Oncethose
memories were avakened, the Navigators would have their own cheap and
secure source of mélange.

His Heighliner winked into existence above the industriaized planet.

For millennia, Richese had been a sophigticated technological hub. The
New Sisterhood had poured fortunesinto Richese, and over the past
severd yearsthe shipyards had grown larger than any of the famed Guild
facilities on Junction or ésewhere-the most extensive the human race

hed ever put together. The Sisterhood claimed their newly manufactured
weapons were to be used againgt the Outside Enemy. Without question,
however, Murbellawould first turn that might against the Honored Matres
onTlalax.

"Degtroy it," said Matre Superior Hellicafrom her observation lounge
bel ow the Navigator's deck. "Destroy it dl."

From spaceport complexes below and satellite stations, monitors pinged
them with inquiries and communication bursts. Though Richese was ahuge
manufacturer of armaments, engaged in full-scale preparations for the
coming battles, they'd never had any reason to suspect athreat from the

Spacing Guild.
"Guild Heighliner, we were not aware of ascheduled arriva.”
"Please tranamit your manifests. Which docking centerswill you utilize?!

"Heighliners, we will prepare our outgoing shipments. IsaCHOAM
representative aboard?’
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Edrik did not answer. The Matre Superior issued no ultimatum, delivered
no warning. She did not even open the channel so that she could gloat.

Guildsmen followed the detailed preparations for deploying the last few
Obliterators the rebel Honored Matres had kept on Tlellax. Floating in
his sealed tank, Edrik smiled. Thiswould set back the New Sisterhood's
military plans by years, if not decades. All those weapons gone, aswell
astheindudtria capability to manufacture more. Inasingle strike

Matre Superior Hellicawould remove a keystone from the arch of human
civilization.

| doit for spice, Edrik thought. The Oracle promised us a new source of
méange.

Hatches opened in the Haighliner'sbelly, disgorging Obliterators that
dropped toward the planet like molten cannonbdls. Reaching the
appropriate atmospheric depths, the weapons fissioned and spread ripples
of hot annihilation. The people of Richese could not conceive of what

was happening as their whole planet began to catch fire.

Cracks raced across the continents, and flamefronts roared through the
atmosphere. The € ectromagnetic bandswere full of desperate cries,
screams of terror and pain, and then piercing EMP feedback asthe
Obliterators completed their work. Across the planet, weapons shops,
congtruction yards, cities, mountain ranges, and whole oceans vanished
into ionized vapor. The ground itself turned to a blistering, baking
ceramic.

Even Edrik was awed by what he saw. He hoped that Hellica understood
what she was doing. Thiswas an aggression Mother Commander Murbella
could never ignore, and she would know whom to blame. Tlellax wasthe
only rebel Honored Matre enclave | eft.

In silence, the Heighliner departed, leaving the now-dead Richese behind.
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Rot at the core always spreads outward.

-Sufi proverb

"Thereisatimefor violence, and for talking. Thisisnot thetimefor
talking." Murbellahad caled both Janess and the former Honored Matre
Kiriato stand beside her in the highest tower of the Keep. After the
annihilation of Richese, her anger grew hot enough to sear even the
voicesin Other Memory. "We need to cut the head off the mongter.”

So many vital weagpons had been destroyed there, agigantic and fully

armed fleet nearly completed, so much potentid for the defense of
humanity-all ruined by the bitch queen Hellical Asde from the armament



shipments they had dready received, Murbella had nothing but cooling
dag to show for her years of paymentsto Richese.

It was an overcast morning on Chapterhouse, with clouds that owed more
to dust ssormsthan to rain. A cold front had swept in. Such were the
vagaries of climate in the ecosystem's degth throes. On the practice

fied far below, the Valkyries wore heavy-hooded black robes and gloves
againg the biting wind, though Reverend Mothers could manipul ate their
metabolism to endure temperature extremes. Their furious mock combat
engagements were breathtaking as they abandoned
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themsalvesto violence. They had al heard the news of the destruction
of Richese.

"Tlellax isour last and only target,” Kiriasaid. "We should move
without delay. Strike now, and without mercy.”

Janess was more cautious. "We cannot afford anything but total victory.
That istheir most powerful remaining stronghold, the one where the
whores are most entrenched.”

Murbella's expression turned cagey. "That iswhy we will employ a
different tactic. | need the two of you to open theway."

"But wewill srike Tlallax?' Kiriawas fixated on theidea

"No, wewill conquer it." The bitter breeze increased in intengity. "l
will kill Matre Superior Hellicamysdif, and the Vakyrieswill
eradicate the rest of the rebel whores. Once and for dl.”

Murbellawanted to bravely reassure them that the New Sisterhood would
get other weapons, other ships. But from where? And how would they pay
for such amassive expenditure when they were dready nearly bankrupt,
their credit extended beyond any redlitic ability to repay?

The necessary stepswere clear to her. Increase spice-harvesting efforts
in the Chapterhouse desert band and offer more spice to the ravenous
Guild, which should convince them to cooperate with the Sisterhood's
much larger plan to defend humanity. If shefed their insatiable hunger
for mélange, the Guild would be happy to help her mount an effective
military operation. A smal enough priceto pay.

"What isyour plan, Mother Commander?' Janess asked.
She turned to her grim-faced daughter and the brash Kiria. ™Y ou two will

take ateam down to Tleilax in secret. Dress as Honored Matres and move
among them, exposing their wesknesses. | give you three weeksto find



ways to bring down our enemiesfrom within their own ranks, and then to
implement the scheme. Be ready in time for my full-scae assault.”

"Y ou want me to pretend to be one of the whores?" Janess asked.

Kiriasniffed. "It will be smplefor us. No Honored Matre could control
hersalf well enough to walk undetected among us, but the converseis not
true." Sheflashed afera grin at Janess. "1 can show you how."

The other young woman was dready grasping the possibilities. "By
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moving secretly among them, we can plant explosivesin key strongholds,
sabotage their defenses, and transmit encoded plans with dl the details
of how well entrenched they are in Bandalong. We can cause chaos and
disruption at acriticad moment-"

Kiriacut her off. "We will open the way for you, Mother Commander.” She
flexed her dlawlike fingers, anxiousto let herself become bloodthirsty
again."l look forward toit."

Murbella stared into the distance. After Tleillax was secured, the New
Sisterhood, the Spacing Guild, and dl other dlies of humanity could
facethereal Enemy. If we areto be destroyed, et it be at the hands
of our true foe, rather than from aknifein the back.

"Send for a Guild representative, immediately. | have aproposa to make.”
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The Scattering spread usfar from the reach of any single threat. It
aso changed us, making our genetic lines diverge so that never again
would "human” mean only onething.

- MOTHER SUPERIOR ALMA MAVISTARAZA, request for anadlysisand
modification of Bene Gesserit breeding program

Teg circled the no-ship's lighter over aforested area near one of the
unusua native settlements. Sheeana noted a parklike city with
cylindrical towersinterspersed through thick trees, camouflaged to
blend in with the forest landscape. The Handlers (if that was who they
truly were) distributed their settlements evenly throughout the wooded
zones. The people seemed to prefer open spacesto lifein adense,
hivelike metropolis. Maybe the Scattering had quenched any desire for
crowding.

Though held had little opportunity to practice flying, the Bashar
obvioudy remembered his skillsfrom hisfirg life. When they touched
down in aflower-spangled meadow, Sheeana bardly felt abump. Y oung
Thufir Hawat sat in the copilot's seat observing everything his mentor did.



Theforest city'smain buildingsweretd| cylinders severd stories

high, made of golden-lacquered lumber like wooden organ pipesfor a
wilderness cathedral. Guard towers? Defensive structures? Or were these
nothing more than observation platforms from which to gain an unblocked
view of the serene and rolling woods?
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All around them, the thick forest of silver-barked aspen derivativeswas
beautiful and hedthy, asif the natives tended it with loving care.

Previoudy, using the curt descriptions the Futars could give her,

Sheeana had done her best to make the no-ship's arboretum reminiscent of
the home they remembered. As she looked at the sweeping aspen analogs
around them, however, Sheeana saw that she had failed miserably.

Securein the cargo chamber &t the back of the lighter, the four anxious
Futars rumbled and yowled, asif they sensed they were home and knew the
Handlers were near. When the vessdl's Side hatch opened and the boarding
ramp extended, Sheeana stepped forward first. Teg and Thufir joined her
on the soft grass, while the Rabbi hung back in the shdlter of the
lighter'sdoor.

She drew abregath of bitingly clean ar laden with aresinous scent of
wood pulp and old leaves, scattered sawdust, and rain. Tiny yellow and
white flowers added perfumeto the air. The endlesdy recycled air
aboard the Ithaca had never smelled so good, nor had the dry air of
Rakis where Sheeana had been a child, nor even Chapterhouse.

Not far away, Sheeana saw figures atop the towers. Other silhouettes
gppeared behind small windows cut through the lacquered mosaic of flat
boards. Lookouts signaed from the circular roofs. Horns blew with a
vibrating blat, while strobing light signa s flashed to more-distant
receivers. Everything looked bucolic, natura, and refreshingly primitive.

When adelegation finaly came forward, Sheeana and her companions got
their first look at the supposed Handlers. As arace, the people were

tall and thin with narrow shoulders and elongated heads. Their long

limbs wereloose, and bent eadily at the joints.

Theleader was acomparatively handsome man with brigtly silver-white
hair. Most striking was the dark band of pigment that ran across his

pale face and around his green eyes, like abandit's mask. All of the
natives, males and females, had the same raccoonlike pigmentation, which
did not appear to be artificid.

Asthe group's spokesperson, Sheeana stepped forward. Before she could
say aword, she noted an ingtant spark of suspicion asthe natives
focused on her, assessing, condemning. Ignoring the Rabbi, the Bashar,
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and Thufir Hawat, they directed their sharp gazes a her. Only her. She
became ingantly dert, her mind racing. What had she done wrong?

Then, when Sheeana considered their ambassadorial party-an old man, a
young man, and a boy, al of whom accompanied astrong woman who clearly
assumed command-she suddenly redlized her foolishness. Handlers had bred
Futars to hunt down and kill Honored Matres. Therefore, they must

consder the whorestheir mortal enemies. And when they saw her

supposedly in charge of these men-

"I am not an Honored Matre," she blurted out before they could draw an
erroneous conclusion. "And these maes are not my daves. We have dl
fought the Honored Matres, and now we flee them.”

The Rabbi reacted with surprise, frowning at Sheeana, asif he couldn't
understand what she was talking about. "Of course you're not an Honored
Matre!" He had not noticed the undercurrent of suspicion.

Teg, though, nodded with quick understanding. "We should have known
better." Thufir Hawat aso sorted through the information, reaching the
same conclusion.

The tallest man with the raccoon eyes consdered her words for amoment,
glanced at the three men with Sheeana, and then bowed his elongated
head. His voice was quiet but resonant, asif it emerged from degp in

his chest instead of histhroat. "Then we share the same enemies. | am
Orak Tho, thisdigtrict's Chief Handler."

Handlers. It istrue, then. Sheeanafdt arush of excitement, and rdief.

Orak Tho leaned forward, uncomfortably close to Sheeana. Instead of
extending his hand in amore traditiond greeting, he drew in along,
loud sniff at the base of her neck. He straightened in surprise. Y ou
have Futarswith you. | smell them on your skin and clothing.”

"Four of them, rescued from the Honored Matres. They asked usto bring
them here

Teg whigpered something to Thufir, and the young man obediently hurried
back to the lighter. Showing no fear, he released the four beast-men

from the secure compartment. The Futars bounded free, surging happily
past the young man with Hrrm in the lead. Taking graceful
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leaps, he sprang across the soft meadow grass toward the Chief Handler
and hiscompanions.



"Home!" Hrrm purred in histhroat.

Orak Tho bent his streamlined face closer to Hrrm's. The Handlers
movements aso had a hint of the animal about them. Maybe such
mannerisms helped the Handlers bond with the Futars, or maybe these two
codependent branches of humanity were not so far apart after al.

The freed Futars milled among the Handlers, who touched and sniffed them
excitedly. Sheeana smelled the heavy, musky odor of pheromones, released
ether for communication or control. Hrrm broke away just long enough to
turn back toward Sheeana. In the glow of hisyellow predator's eyes, she
could read immense gratitude.
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A gholas memories can be atreasure trove or a crouching demon waiting
to strike. Never unlock aghola's past without firgt taking precautions
to protect yoursdlf.

- REVEREND MOTHER SCHWANGY U, report from Gammu Keep

After three years of unsuccessful attempts and different torture
techniques to awaken hismemories, Vladimir began to fear that Khrone
might be losing interest, or losing hope. Trapped in arut of

ineffective methods, the Face Dancer smply didn't know what he was
doing. Even so, the fifteen-year-old gholahad cometo look forward to
their little"sessions of suffering.” Having figured out that Khrone

would never redly hurt him, he had cometo reve inthe pain.

Today, when the Face Dancer guardstold the gholato lie back on a
different table, he didn't bother to suppress his broad grin. Such
amiles seemed to make them quite uncomfortable.

Vladimir had no red interest in cooperating just for the sake of

pleasing Khrone, but he was very curious to access the thoughts of the
historical Baron Harkonnen. He was sure those memories would be full of
excdllent ideas for anusing himsdlf. Unfortunately, the fact thet he

wanted to have his memories back, and the perverse pleasure he derived
from the pain inflicted upon him, turned out to be a hindrance.

While waiting, he looked around the stone-walled dungeon chamber of the
restored castle, envisoning what it might have been like
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herein ancient times. The Atreides had probably made it sunny and

bright, but he wondered if some long-forgotten duke had used thisvery
chamber to torture captive Harkonnens.



Y es, Vladimir could imagine what such devices might have been like.
Electronic probes that could beinserted into living bodies, tunnding
instruments that could seek and destroy specific organs. Archaic,
old-fashioned, and effective ...

When Khrone entered the chamber, his normally placid face showed tiny
marks of tension around the mouth and eyes. "In our last session you
were very nearly terminated. Too much cerebral stress. | shall haveto
gauge your limits better.”

"Oh, how awful that must have been for you!" the fifteen-year-old said
sarcadticdly and gave an exaggerated sigh. "If restoring my memories
requires so much pain that it killsme, then al your hard work will be
for nothing. What to do? What to do?’

The Face Dancer leaned close. "Y ou will see soon enough.”

Vladimir heard the sounds of machinery, the noise of something
clattering and rolling into the room. It came toward the top of his

head, but remained out of hisrange of vision. The anticipation and
ominous fear fdt deicious. What would Khrone do differently thistime?

The unseen machine sounded like it was directly behind him now, but it
did not stop. Vladimir turned his head from sideto sdeand saw a
thick-walled cylindrical chamber diding dowly forward, beginning to
engulf him asif he were being swalowed by awhde. The cylinder was
like alarge pipe or amedica diagnostic unit. Or acoffin.

VlIadimir felt athrill of pleasure as he guessed what this machine must

be. A whole-body Agony Box! The Face Dancers must have built it
gpecidly for him to create amore intimate experience. The young man
grinned, but asked no questions, for fear of spoiling any surprisesthe

Face Dancers might have in store for him. From outside, Khrone watched
him with an unreadable expresson asthe table did entirely into the

chamber. The ugly, patchwork observers were a so there, but no one spoke.

The machin€'s end cap snapped shut and seded with ahiss. Viadimir's
ears popped as the pressure changed. Khrone's voice came
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over atinny-sounding speaker system. "Y ou are about to experience a
variation on the processes used by old Tlellaxu Masters to develop their
Twisted Mentats.”

"Ah, | had aTwisted Mentat once." Vladimir laughed with genuine
fearlessness. "Are you going to talk about the device, or useit?'

Theillumination shut off ingdethe cylinder, plunging himinto
complete blackness. Indeed, something different!



"Do you think I'm afraid of the dark?" he shouted, but the wals of the
cylinder were coated with a sound-absorbing substance that swallowed
even the whisper of an echo. He couldn't see anything.

Surrounded by afaint hum, hefdt himsdf growing weightless. The table
dropped away beneath him and he could no longer fed it againg his
back. Cradled in a suspensor fidd that held him perfectly balanced and
immobile, he could no longer fed anything or see anything. The
temperature was perfect insde the chamber, imparting no sensation of
heet or cold. Even the faint humming stopped, leaving himin aslence
S0 absolute that he could hear nothing but adight ringing in hisears,

and even that faded.

"Thisisboring! Whenisit going to sart?'

The darkness remained, and slence, its companion, aswell. Hefdlt
nothing and could not move.

VlIadimir made arude noise. "Thisisridiculous.” Khrone clearly did not
grasp the nuances of sadism. "Y ou play with my body to get to my mind,
and play with my mind to get to my body, twisting, contorting. Isthat

al you have?'

Ten minutes later-or wasit an hour?-he gill had no answer. "Khrone?"

Nothing happened. He remained perfectly comfortable, detached from dl
sensation. "l am ready! Do your worst!"

Khrone didn't answer. No pain came. Nothing. They must betrying to
drive hisanticipation to afever pitch. Helicked hislips. It would

gart any second now.

Khroneleft him therein dark, weightlessisolation for an eternity.
Vladimir tried to clutch at memories of previous sensations, but they
kept dipping away, fading from hismind. Struggling to retrieve the
thoughts, he followed amentd pathway and fet himself carried on
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aneura conduit degp into hisown brain, arealm of total darkness. The
experiences he sought were pinpoints of light ahead, and he swam toward
them. But they swam away faster, and farther than he could reach.

Another eternity passed.
Hours? Days?
He could fed nothing, absolutdly nothing. Vladimir didn't want to be

here. He wanted to swim back out to the light that was hisgholalife
before this session had begun. But he couldn't. It was atrap!



Eventudly, he screamed. At firdt, it was just to make noise, to disturb
the throbbing emptiness. Then he screamed for real, and once he sarted
he could not stop himsdif.

Even s0, the silence remained. He thrashed and struggled, but the field
kept him immoabile. He couldn't breathe. He couldn't hear. Had the Face
Dancers blinded him somehow? Made him deaf?

VlIadimir wet himsalf, and for afew moments the mere sensation wasa
revelation, but it quickly faded. And he was|ft donein empty,

slent, darkness. He needed sensation, stimulus, pain, interaction,
pleasure. Anything!

Findly, he became aware of agradua change around him. Nonexistent
illumination, sounds, and smells seeped in, gradudly filling the

sygian universe, converting it to something ese. Eventhetiniest
glimmer was like an exploson. With that catalyst, senses poured into
his conscious and unconscious mind, filling every cavity. Pain, amenta
pain, made his head fed asif it would explode.

He screamed again. Thistime, the pain brought no semblance of pleasure
whatsoever.

Thefull lifeof the Baron VIadimir Harkonnen flooded back into the
gholabody with dl the subtlety of an avdanche. Every thought and
experience came back to him, al the way up to the moment of hisfirst
death on Arrakis. He saw thelittle girl Aliastabbing him with the
poisoned needle, the gom jabbar-

Theinternd universe expanded, and he became aware of voices again. He
was outs de the chamber now, withdrawn from the large coffinlike device.

The Baron sat up indignantly, pleased and surprised to note his
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younger body, which was abit plump from overindulgence but not ravaged
by the bloating and debilitating disease the witch Mohiam had inflicted

upon him. He looked down at himself, grinned up at the Face Dancers. "Oh
ho! Thefirst thing | want is a better wardrobe. And then | want to see

that Atreides brat you've been raising for me."

Khrone stepped closer, hisexpression inquisitive. "Y ou have accessto
al of your memories, Baron?"

"Of course! Baron Harkonnen isindeed back.” He wandered into his
thoughts, reassured by the things he had achieved in hisorigind,
gloriouslifetime. Hewas delighted to be himsdf again.

But degp insde hisbrain, lurking at the back of hismind, he sensed



that something waswrong, out of his control. An unwanted presence had
joined him ingde hismind, hitchhiking on hismemories.

Hello, Grandfather, agirl'svoice said. She giggled.

The Baron's head jerked. Where was that coming from? He didn't see her.
Did you missme, Grandfather?

"Whereareyou?"

Where you won't lose me. | will dways be with you now. Just like you
were with me, haunting me, gppearing in visons, refusng to giveme
rest. Thegirl'sgiggle became more shrill. Now it'smy turn.

It was the Abomination, Paul'ssgter. "Alia? No, no!" His mind must be
playing tricks on him. He dug hisfingers againg histemple, but the
voice wasingde, unreachable. With time, she would go away.

Don't count on it, Grandfather. | am hereto stay.
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Each civilization, no matter how dtruidticit purportsto be, hasits
means of interrogating and torturing prisoners, aswel as an eaborate
system to judtify such actions.

-from a Bene Gesserit report

Though hewas geneticaly identical to the other seven gholasin the

firgt batch, Waff Number One did not like being so short, small, and
weak. His accelerated body had reached its mature size in less than four
years, but he wanted to be strong enough to escape this maddening
confinement.

As he peered out through the shimmering confinement field, Waff seethed
at Uxtd and the laboratory assistants. His seven counterparts did the
same. The Lost Tleilaxu researcher was like a nervous prison guard,
congtantly prodding and herding the eight matching gholas. All of the
Waffsloathed him.

Heimagined sinking histeeth into Uxtal's neck and feding the hot

blood surgeinto his mouth. The researcher and his ass stants were too
cautious now, though. The gholabrothers shouldn't have made their
earlier attack on him, before they were ready to succeed. That had been
atactical mistake. A year ago they had been so much younger.

Standing safely on the other side of the confinement field, Uxtal
frequently lectured the eight gholas about his Greet Bdlief, implying
that dl the origind Tleilaxu people had been criminds, heretics. Yet
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al of the Waffs could tell that he wanted something from them. Very
badly. They were smart enough to redlize they were pawns.

The withered Honored Matre Ingva often talked with Uxtal about mélange,
asif shedidn't think-or care-that the Waffs could hear her. She
demanded to know when the children would reved their secrets.

Waff wasn't aware that he had any secrets. He didn't remember any.

"They mirror and mimic each other,” Uxtal saidto Ingva. "I have heard
them speak smultaneoudy and make the same noises, the same motions.
The other ghola groups are growing even fagter, it seems.”

"When can we get darted?’ Ingva hovered close to him, making thelittle
researcher squirm. "I am not reluctant to threaten you-or tempt you-with
asexua experience beyond your most incredible fantasies.”

Uxtal seemed to shrink into himsalf and answered in avoice that cracked
with fear. "Y es, those eight are as ready asthey are ever going to be.
No sensein waiting any longer.”

"They are expendable," said Ingva

"Not exactly expendable. The next batch is Six months younger, and the
others are even more recently removed from the tanks. Twenty-four in
al, of varying ages. Even so, if we areforced to kill al eight of

these, there will be others soon. We can try again and again and again.”
He swallowed hard. "We have to expect a certain number of mistakes.”

"No, wedon't." Ingvareleased the force field and licked her lips. She
and Uxtal entered the protected chamber while the lab ass stants stood
guard outside. The eight gholas clumped together, backing away. Until
now, they had not known that numerous other Waff gholas were being
raised dsawherein the large laboratory building.

Uxtal gave the accelerated ghola children aforced smile of

encouragement, which none of the Waffs believed. "Comewith us. Theré's
something we have to show you."

"And if werefuse?' demanded Waff Three.

Ingvachuckled. "Then wewill drag you-unconscious, if necessary.”
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Uxtd wheedled, "Y ou will learn why you are here, why we made you, and
what you have that we need.”



Weff One hesitated, looked at hisidentical brothers. It wasa
temptation they could not resist. Though they had received forced
educationd induction, given inexplicable background to lay afoundation
for something, the gholas were hungry to understand.

"I will go,"” Waff Onesaid, and he actudly took Uxta's hand,

pretending to be a sweet child. The nervous researcher flinched at the
touch, but led the way out of the protected chamber. Waffs Two through
Eight followed.

They entered a confined laboratory where Uxta paraded the gholasin
front of a gpectacle-severa brain-dead Tlellaxu Masters hooked up to
tubes and instruments. Drool curled down gray chins. Machines covered
their genitdia, pumping, milking, filling tranducent bottles. The

victimsal looked uncomfortably like Weff, only older.

Uxtd waited while the staring children absorbed what they saw. "You
used to bethat. All of you."

Waff Oneraised his pointed chin with some measure of pride. "We were
Tlelaxu Magters?

"And now you must remember what you were. Along with everything else.”
"Linethem up!" Ingvaordered. Uxtal handed the Waff roughly to an
assistant and waited until all of the accelerated children stood in

front of him.

Strutting back and forth in front of theidentical copieslikea

caricature of acommander, Uxta made explanations and demands. "Theold
Tlelaxu Masters knew how to manufacture méange using axlotl tanks. Y ou
have that secret. It isburied within you." He paused, clasped hissmall
hands behind his back.

"We don't have our memories," one of the Waffs said.

"Then find them. If you remember, wewill let you live

"And if we don't?' Waff One asked defiantly.

"We have eight of you here, and others e sewhere. We need only one. The
rest of you are completely disposable.”

Ingvachuckled. "And if dl eight of you fall us, then wewill Smply
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turn to the next eight and repeat the process. As many times as necessary.”

Uxtd tried to look intimidating. "Now, which of you will reved what we



need to know?"

The matching gholas stood in the line; some fidgeted, some remained
defiant. It was astandard ghola-awakening technique, to drive a person
to psychologica and physica crids, forcing the buried chemica
memoriesto overcome the barriersinside.

"l don't remember,” the Waffsal said in perfect unison.

A commotion interrupted them, and Uxtd turned as Matre Superior
Hellica, resplendent in a purple bodysuit and flowing veils and capes,
strode into the chamber leading asmall Guild delegation and afloating,
hissing chamber that held amutated Navigator. Edrik himself!

"We came to watch the completion of your task, little man. And to reach
financialy acceptable termswith the Navigators, should you succeed.”

Surrounded by plumes of cinnamony-orange gas, Edrik gpproached aviewing
window in histank. The eight gholasfdt the tenson in the chamber
increese.

Uxtal gathered enough courageto yell a the Waffs, though he seemed
amosgt comica doing so. "Tell us how to make spicein the axlotl tanks!
Spesk, if youwant to live.”

The Waffs understood the threat and believed it, but they had no
memoriesto revea, no stored knowledge. Swest blossomed on their small
gray foreheads.

"You are Tlellaxu Master Tylwyth Waff. All of you. Y ou are everything he
was. Before he died on Rakis, he prepared replacement gholas of himsdlf
here on Tleilax. We used cdlls from those"-he jerked his head toward the
miserable mindless men on their extraction tables- "to create the eight

of you. Y ou hold his memories stored in your minds."

"Obvioudy, they require more incentive,” Matre Superior Hellicasaid,
looking bored. "Ingva, kill one of them. | don't care which."

Like amurderous machine, the old Honored Matre had been waiting to be
activated. She could have attacked with atraditiond flurry of
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kicks and blows, but she had come prepared for something more colorful.
She drew along daughtering knife she had confiscated from the
neighboring dig farmer. With asideways sweep of the monoblade and a
quick flash of blood, Ingva decapitated Waff Four in the middle of theline,

Asthe head hit the floor, Waff One cried out in sympathetic pain, along
with his surviving brothers. The head rolled to astop at an odd angle,
to stare with glazing eyes at the blood pooling out from the neck stump.



The gholasdl tried to run like panicked mice, but were brutally
restrained by the assistants.

Uxta turned greenish, asif he might ether faint or vomit. "The
memories are triggered through psychologica crigs, Matre Superior!
Smply butchering one of themis not sufficient. It must be prolonged,
an extended anguish. A mentd dilemma-"

Héllicanudged the bloody head with her toe. " The torture wasn't
intended for thisone, little man, but for the seven others. It'sa
bascrule If oneinflicts only pain, the subject can cling to hope

that the torture will end, that he may somehow survive" A thin amile
robbed the Matre Superior'sface of al beauty. "Now, however, the
others have not the dightest doubt that they will bekilled if | say
they areto bekilled. No bluffing. That certainty of death should
provide the correct trigger ... or they will al die. Now, proceed!”

Ingvaleft the smdl body lying there.

"Seven of you remain,” Uxtal said, reeching acrisis point of hisown.
"Which of you will remember firg?'

"We don't know the information you request!" Waff Six shouted.

"That isunfortunate. Try harder.”

AsHellicaand the Navigator watched, Uxtal sgnded Ingva. Thewoman
took her time choosing, drawing out the tension, walking dowly up and
down theranks of the young gholas. The Waffs trembled and then shook,
as she prowled behind them.

"l don't remember!" Waff Three wailed.

Ingvaresponded by thrusting the point of her bloody daughtering knife
into hisback and out his chest, piercing his heart on the way through.
"Then you are of no useto us."

Wetf Onefdt asharp pain strike his own heart, asif an echo of the
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blade had stabbed there, too. The clamor in hismind reached a
crescendo. He no longer had any thought of defiance or of withholding
information. He did not resst the memories or past livesinside him. He
squeezed his eyes shut and screamed silently to himsdlf, begging his

body to divulge what it knew.

But nothing cameto him.



Ingvalifted her long blade, jerking the Waff Three gholainto the air
withit, hislegs il kicking. Then shelet him dide off thetip, and

he thudded to the floor. Ingva stepped back, waiting to be called again.
Shewasclearly enjoying this.

"Y ou makethismore difficult than it needsto be" Uxta said. "The
rest of you can stay alive-dl you haveto do is remember. Or does death
mean nothing to aghola?'

With adisgppointed sigh, he nodded again, and Ingvakilled another one.

"Fiveleft." Helooked down at the unpleasant mess, then glanced
gpologeticdly to Hdlica "Thereisapossibility that none of these
gholasis acceptable. The next batch will be ready soon, but perhapswe
should prepare more axlotl tanks, just in case."

"Weretrying!" one of the Waffs cried.

"You aredso dying. Timeisrunning out.”" Uxtal waited for amoment,
until his anticipation turned to clear dismay. He was sweeting, too; his
entire career, such asit was, was hanging on theline.

Ingvakilled another one. Half of the Waffs now lay dead on thefloor.

Momentslater shekilled afifth, sepping up behind him, grabbing his
dark hair, and ditting histhroat.

Frantic, the remaining three Waffstore at their own hair and struck
themsalvesin the chests and faces, asif physicd blows could didodge
memories. Weaving back and forth with her long knife, Ingva dashed at
them, making shallow and playful cutsin their gray skin. Despite their
continued frantic protestations, she murdered asixth ghola,

Only two remained.

Waff Oneand hislast identica sibling-Waff Seven-could fed hidden
thoughts and experiences bailing through the turmoail in their minds,

like regurgitated food. Waff One watched the agony around
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him, saw the corpses of his brothers. The memories were locked away, but
not by the veils of time; rather, he suspected the old Masters had

implanted some sort of internal security system.

"Oh, just kill them dl!" Hellicasaid. "We have wasted your time today,
Navigetor."

"Wait," Edrik said through a speaker in histank. "Allow thisto play out.”

Thetension and the panic in the two remaining gholas had reached a



peak. By now the pressure of the crisis should have caused acritica
meltdown.

Acting on her own, without looking a Uxta or the Matre Superior, Ingva
drew the daughtering knife acrossthe belly of Waff Seven and
eviscerated him. Blood and entrails spilled out, and he doubled over,
screaming, trying to hold hisintestinesinsgde. Hetook along time

dying, and hismoansfilled the room, with Uxtal's repeated demands for
information as a counterpoint.

Now the Matre Superior hersaf strode forward, glaring a Uxtd. "This
isatediousfailure, little man. Y ou are worthless.” Shedrew asmall,
stubby dagger from her waist. Moving up to Waff One, she pressed the
point againg histemple. "Thisisthethinnest point in your skull. I'd
barely need to press at al to shove my blade into your brain. Maybe
that will cut loose your memories?' Theknife'stip drew adrop of dark
blood. "Y ou have ten seconds.”

Walff was giddy with terror, and only distantly aware that both his
bowels and his bladder had let loose. Hellica began counting down.
Numbers like dedgehammers struck his mind. Numbers... formulae,
caculaions. Sacred mathematica combinations.

"Wat! 1]

The Matre Superior completed her countdown. The Navigator continued to
observe. Uxta himsdlf trembled in terror, asif convinced shewould
kill him next.

Waeff suddenly started babbling a steedy stream of information that he
had never learned from the forced-education systems. It flowed out of
him like sewage from aburst pipe. Materials, procedures, random
guotations from the secret catechism of the Greet Belief. He described
secret meetings with Honored Matres aboard a no-ship, about how the
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old Tlellaxu had meant to betray the Bene Gesserit, how he and his

felow Magtersdid not trust the oddly changed Lost Tleilaxu from the
Scattering. Logt Tlellaxu such as Uxtdl...

"Pease withdraw your knife, Matre Superior,” the Navigator said.

"He has not yet revealed what we need!" Ingva brandished her own blade,
apparently anxiousto murder thelast ghola, asif she had not yet

spilled enough blood for one day.

"Hewill." Uxta looked at theterrified, miserable ghola. "This Waff
has just been buried by the muddide of hispast life.”

"Many lives" In desperate self-defense, the reawakened Master spewed



forth what he could. But his memory was imperfect, and he couldn't get
it al. Whole segments of knowledge were corrupted-a side-effect of the
forbidden acceleration process.

"Givehimtimeto sort through it dl," Uxta said, sounding

pathetically reieved. "Even with what he has said already, | can see
the path to new methods that may yidld mélange." Hellicatill pressed
her short knife against Waff's head. "Matre Superior! Heistoo great a
resource to waste at thistime. We can coax more out of him."

"Or tortureit out,” Ingva suggested.

Uxtal grabbed the sweaty hand of the last ghola. "I require this one for
my work. Otherwise, therewill be ddlays.” Without waiting for an
answer, he yanked the weak-kneed Waff away from the macabre scene.

"Clean thisup," Hellicademanded of Ingva, who in turn ordered the [ab
assstantsto doit.

As Uxtd hurried away with hisyoung charge, he lowered hisvoiceto a
threatening whisper. "l lied to save your life. Now give metherest of
theinformation.”

The gholanearly collgpsed. "I remember nothing more. Itisdl Hill
churning ingde me, but | can sense great gaps. Something iswrong-"

Uxta cuffed him. "Y ou had better come up with something good anyway, or
both of usare dead.”
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As human beings, we have trouble functioning in environmentsin which we
fed threatened. The threat becomes the focus of our existence. But
"safety” isone of the greet illusons of the universe. Nowhereisit

truly safe.

-Bene Gessrit Study on the Human Condition, BG Archives, Section VZ908

The Handlerswel comed their vistors asfriends and dlies, wanting to
hear more about their struggles with the Honored Matres. The group sat
on theroof of one of the wide cylindrica towers. On aflat stonein

the middle of the plank floor, abrazier sent awarm, comforting glow
into the night.

"We knew you would be coming,” Orak Tho said. "When you dropped the
no-field to launch your small ships, we detected your greet vessel above

us. We are aware that you have a so sent scavenging teams to uninhabited
portions of our world. We were waiting for you to come visit usdirectly.”

Squatting next to Sheeana, Miles Teg was surprised, since these people
seemed to have very little technology. "It would take sensitive



detectors to spot us.”

"Long ago we developed a means to sense the ships flown by Honored
Matres, for our own protection. Because those women think they are
infdlible, it iseader to detect them."

"Hubrisisther principa weskness," Thufir Haweat said.
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Green eyesflashed from the bandit mask of dark skin. "They have many
wesknesses. We've had to learn how to exploit them.”

They shared amed of nuts, fruit, smoked fish, and medallions of a

spiced dark meat that apparently came from an arboreal rodent. The Rabbi
was more relaxed than Sheeana had ever seen him, though he seemed
worried about the origin of the food. She could tell that the old man

had aready made up his mind: He wanted his people to settle here, if

the Handlers would have them.

While they sat together on the open rooftop, listening to the buzz of
night insects and watching the swoop of dark birds, Sheeanafelt very
isolated. According to scan reports, the Handlers population was
relatively large, with minesand industriesin other parts of the world.
They had apparently developed aquiet and peaceful civilization. "We
assume your people originated in the Scattering, long ago after the
Tyrant's desth. Was this planet the first stop on your wandering?'

The Chief Handler shrugged his bony shoulders. "We have myths about
that, but it was more than a thousand years ago."

"Fifteen centuries,” Thufir suggested. He was a bright student.
Congdering his past and his place in history, the Mentat gholawas
quite interested in spans of time,

"Our race spread to many nearby worlds. We were not an empirebut a...
political brotherhood. Then out of nowhere the Honored Matres came like
astampede of blind and clumsy animals, as destructivein their

ignorance asin their malevolence." Orak Tho bent his eongated face
toward the brazier's glow. Orange light washed across his skin.

Other Handlers sat around the upper deck's circular wall, listening and
muttering. Their distinctive body smellsdrifted into the cool air.

Their race seemed to have an affinity for scents, asif smell wasan
important part of their communication abilities.

"Without warning, they cameto pillage, destroy, and conquer.” Orak
Tho'sface was as hard as petrified wood, hislong jaw set. "Naturaly,
we had to stop thisferal incurson.” Hislips curved in afaint smile.



"So we developed our Futars.”

"But how did you do that?" Sheeana asked. If these deceptively smple
people could detect orbiting ships and create sophisticated genetic
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hybrids, their technology must be far more advanced than was evident.

"Some of those who joined usin settling these worlds were orphans of
the Tleilaxu race. They showed us how to change our offspring to create
what we needed, since God and evol ution would be much too dow to
provide them for us."

"TheFutars,” Teg sad. "They are mogt interesting.” After therr initia
reunion, the Handlers had taken the predatory crestures off to holding
aress, where they could be with others of their own kin.

"What happened to these Tlellaxu?' The Rabbi looked around. He had never
much liked Master Scytae.

"Alas, they areadl dead.”
"Killed?' Teg asked.

"Extinct. They don't breed the same as othersdo." He sniffed, asif
disnterested in that part of the story. "Our Futars were bred to hunt
Honored Matres. Those women came to our planets, confident they would
conquer us. But we turned the tables on them. They arefit to serve as
food for our Futars, nothing more.”

FOR SAFETY, TEG suggested that their group deep in the lighter with the
hatches sedled and defensive fieds up, which obvioudy displeased their
hosts. The Chief Handler cast aglance over his shoulder. "Though these
forestsare well tamed, afew of the old predators ill roam the

grounds at night. It would be better if you stayed with us, up herein

the safe towers.”

A flicker of dismay crossed the Rabbi'sface. "What old predators?' He
didn't want to hear about any flawswith thisworld.

"The feline beasts that supplied genetic materid for creeting the

Futars." Orak Tho gestured with hisloose arms across to another

cylindrica wooden tower. "We have agrand show tomorrow. Y ou should be
well rested for what you will witness."

"What kind of show?' Hawat sounded eager. At times he seemed no more
than the boy hetruly was, rather than a potential warrior-Mentat.
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With amysterious smile, the Chief Handler motioned for them to follow
him. His green irises now looked like blazing emerads.

It wasfull dark outsde. Unfamiliar constdllations sparkled like a
million eyesreflecting firdight. He guided the four vistorsacrossa
sturdy plank wakway to anearby tower, then down aspiraling interior
gtaircase that circled the cylinder twice before reaching the ground
level. They walked acrossthe |eaf-strewn forest floor to amuch shorter
tower that looked like athick, man-made stump.

The stench struck them first. The base of the stout artificid tree had
been hollowed out, like adank lair. Thick vertical bars extended deep
into the mulchy ground, blocking off the hollow to form adirt-floored cell.

Teg raised hiseyebrows. ™Y ou have prisoners.”

The chamber contained five ragged, angry captives. Despite their
tattered and beaten appearance, Sheeana could tdll they were human. All
were femaes with matted hair, rough hands, and bloodied knuckles. The
remnants of torn leotards clung to their pale skin, and their eyes

flashed faintly orange.

Honored Matres!

One of the whores saw them approach. Snarling, she lunged toward the
wooden bars of her cage, flying sdewaysto ddiver adevastating kick.
Her bare foot dammed into the iron-hard wood. The impact produced a
faint but hollow crack, and as the Honored Matre limped away, Sheeana
realized the crack had been the fracture of bone, not wood. The women
had already battered themselves bloody against the barricade.

Orak Tho'sface congtricted asif athunderstorm were brewing behind it.
"Honored Matres came down in atransport ship three months ago,
expecting easy prey. We massacred them, but managed to save somefor ...
training purposes.” Hislips curled back. "It isnot the first time they
havetried to harass us. They form isolated cellsthat don't necessarily
know wheat the others are doing. Thusthey repeat the same mistakes.”

Two Futars prowled around the base of the wooden tower, circling and
sniffing. Sheeana recognized one of them as Hrrm; the second beast-man
had ablack stripein thewiry hair of its chest.
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One of the captive Honored Matres called out in athreatening voice.
"Free us, or our Sisterswill pedl strips of meat from your boneswhile
you dill livel™

Hrrm snarled and hurled himself at the cage, backing off only at the



last moment. Hot spittle from his mouth splattered the captive Honored
Matre. Three of the beaten women came forward to the bars, looking as
bestid asthe Futars.

"As| sad," Orak Tho continued in hiscam and confident voice,
"Honored Matres arefit for little more than food."

A Handler came with awooden bowl of red bonesto which clung scraps of
meset and fatty skin with patches of fur. A second bowl held

dick-looking entrails and purplish organs. He dumped the offal through
adot into the cage. Thefilthy Honored Matres|ooked &t it in disgust.

"Edt, if you wish to have strength for tomorrow's hunt.”
"We don't eat garbage!" said one of the Honored Matres,
"Then you garve. It matters not to me.”

Sheeana could tdll the women were ravenous. After ashaky hesitation,
they grabbed for the scraps, tearing off raw pieces and eating until
their faces and fingers were smeared with grease and covered with old
blood. They looked through the bars at their captors with such hateful
expressionsthat they seemed capable of putrefying flesh.

One of the women glowered a Sheeana. Y ou don't belong here.”

"Neither do you. However, | am outside the cage, while you are behind
thebars."

The woman dammed the palm of her hand against the wooden barricade with
aloud crack, but it was a halfhearted attempt at an attack. Hrrm

pounced beside Sheeana asif to protect her, then prowled in front of

the cage, his musclesrippling. He seemed very agitated.

Sheeanafound it ironic, knowing what the Honored Matres had done to
Hrrm and to his companions. The sexud perversions, the whippings and
deprivations. It seemed a strikingly odd turnabout to see the women
imprisoned, with the Futars prowling free.

Sheturned to the Chief Handler. "Honored Matres abuse their captive
Futars. Y our punishments are appropriate.”

"My guests, tomorrow we will put you in our best observation stations,
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from which you can watch the hunt.” Orak Tho reached over to pat both

Futarson their heads. "1t will be good for thisoneto run with his
brothers, and get in practice again. It iswhat he was born to do.”



With hisbestia eyesfixed on the Honored Matres, Hrrm bared his teeth
inamenacing smile.

Beforethey dl dept, Teg returned to the lighter to transmit an
optimistic report back to the Ithaca.
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An dlianceis often more awork of art than asmple business transaction.
- MOTHER SUPERIOR DARWI ODRADE, private records, Bene Gesserit Archives

The Guild Navigator finaly came to Chapterhouse in response to the

Mother Commander's summons. Though she was impatient and frustrated with
him, he did not explain where he had been or why he had delayed coming

for several days.

In the meantime, Janess, Kiria, and ten other handpicked Valkyries-most

of them from the origind Honored Matres who had undergone Bene Gesserit
training-had already been secretly deposited on Tlellax to begin their
underground work. They would beinfiltrating the last stronghold of the

rebel whoresto underminetheir defenses, planting the seeds of

destruction while setting up for asurprise ambush. A part of Murbella
wished she could be with her daughter's team, wearing traditiona

Honored Matre clothing again, letting the predator half of her dud

nature cometo the fore.

But she trusted Janess and her companions. For now, Murbellahad to
arrange the rest of the details and secure Guild cooperation, either
through bribery or threat. She had to be the M other Commander, not just
an averagefighter.

The mutated Navigator swam in histank, not looking at al eager
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or interested, which troubled the Mother Commander. She had hinted that
he would be rewarded well for speaking with her, but he did not seem
excited by the prospect.

"The gaslooksthinin your tank, Navigator," she said.

"Itisonly atemporary shortage.”" He did not seem to be bluffing.

"We may be ready to increase your supply of mélange, if the Guildis

ready to cooperate with us and participate in the fight againgt the
oncoming Enemy."



Edrik's metdlic voice came through the speakers of histank. ™Y our

offer comes much too late, Mother Commander. For yearsyou havetried to
frighten uswith the existence of this shadow Enemy, and you have

tantalized us with promises of mélange. But your treasure haslogt its

luster. We have been forced to seek other dternatives, other supply lines.”

"There are no other sources of mélange." Murbella glided forward to
stand close to the curved plaz and peer insde.

"The Spacing Guild isin crigs. The severe shortage of pice-
perpetuated by your Sisterhood-has split usinto two factions. Many
Navigators have dready died from withdrawal, while others do not have
sufficient mélange to perceive safe paths through foldspace. One faction
of the Guild led by human Administrators has clandestindy hired the
Ixiansto develop improved navigation machines. They intend to ingtall
themindl Guildships."

"Machines! Ix has been talking about such things for centuries. People
in the Scattering used navigationa devices, and so did Chapterhouse.
They have never been fully acceptable before.”

"And after years of intensive research, it seemsthey may haveaviable
solution to the ancient impossible problem. | believe they areinferior
subgtitutes, not at all comparable to Navigators. Still, they do work.”

The Mother Commander's mind raced ahead, chasing severd desirable
possibilities she had not previoudy considered. If the Ixians had
developed rdiable devicesfor guiding ships through foldspace, then the
New Sisterhood could use them inits own fleet. No longer needing to
force the cooperation of the Navigators, they could be independent, not
at the mercy of avolatile and unpredictable power base such asthe Guild.
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If indeed Ix would sell such devicesto the Sisterhood. Surely the Guild
must have some sort of exclusive contract....

Then sheredlized that even the short-term solution of using navigation
meachines for her own battle fleet had its drawbacks. Second-and
third-order consequences. Only Chapterhouse had spice. With that single
substance they could pay and control the Navigators so that no other

party could compete. If mélange became unnecessary, then the whole worth
and strength of the New Sisterhood would diminish.

Only amoment had passed as Murbellaconsidered all of this. "Navigation
machines would mean the end of Navigators such as yoursdf.”

"And it would aso remove one of the primary customers for your méange,
Mother Commander. Therefore, my faction seeks areliable and secure
source of spice, so that Navigators can continue to exist. Y our New
Sisterhood has driven us to this extreme. We cannot depend on you for



the spice we need.”

"And you have discovered another supplier of mélange?' Sheleta
scoffing toneinto her voice. "l find that doubtful. We would know about
it"

"We have ahigh leve of confidencein our dternative." Edrik drifted
away, came back.

Murbellashrugged nonchdantly. "1 offer you animmediateincreasein
gpice” With agesture, she directed three of her assstantsto move a
small suspensor barrow into the room; it was hegped high with packages
of spice, as much as one Navigator could usein the better part of a
Standard Year.

Thetank's speakers remained silent, but she could seethe hunger in
Edrik's strange eyes. Murbdlafeared for amoment that he would turn
her down, and al of her carefully thought out tactics would come to naught.

"One can never possess too much spice,” the Navigator said after an
interminable pause. "We have learned the painful lesson of relying on

any single source. It would be better for the Navigators, and for the
New Sisterhood, if we could reach some sort of accommodation.”

| was right, she thought. "Y ou need our spice, and we need your ships.”
"The Guild will listen to your proposal, Mother Commander-
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provided it isadiscussion rather than athreat. A business proposal
between respected partners, not the sting of abully'slash.”

She stared at the tank, surprised by hisbold statement. He might redly
have another source of spice, or at least the possibility of one. But he
seemsto harbor doubts and wantsto play it safe.

"I need two Guild shipsfor transport to Tleillax. One equipped with a
no-fiedd and the other atraditiona Heighliner."

"Tlellax? For what purpose?’

"Wewill grind down the only remaining stronghold and diminate the last
viable threat of the Honored Matres, once and for al."

"It will be arranged, within two days. | will take the spice now."

RENEGADE HONORED meatres. The mysterious Enemy. Face Dancers. Murbella
could not avoid them dl, but the process of physical exercise-running,

swesting, and straining-helped her to think as she planned her final

assault on Tlealax.



Dressed in aclinging singlesuit, she sprinted dong a stony path toward
ahill near the Keep. She pushed hersalf until each bresth dashed her
lungslike arazor. Some of the inner voices scolded her for wasting

time when there was so much work to be done. Murbellaonly ran harder.

She wanted to stimulate and provoke those Other Memories, needed them
aert. The clamorous sea of past lives was dways there, but not always
available, and certainly not dways hepful. Making sense out of the
collective wisdom was a congtant chalenge, even for the most

influentid of Ssers.

Upon passing through the Spice Agony, anew Reverend Mother waslikea
baby thrown into avast ocean and commanded to swim through the waves of
Other Memory to survive. With so many Sistersinside, she could always

ask questions, but she aso risked getting sucked down into the

whirlpool of churning advice.

Other Memory was atool. It could be agreat boon, or agreat peril.
Sisterswho delved too deeply into thisreservoir of the past werein
danger of going insane. That had been the fate of the Kwisatz Mother,
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Lady Anirul Corrino, so long ago during the time of MuadDib. It was
like reaching for asword and grabbing the blade instead of the hilt. A
matter of balance.

The floating souls viewed Murbellas mind from the indgde, and some
thought they knew her better than she knew hersdlf. But even though she
could see the past Sigters of the Bene Gesserit, her Honored Matre
ancestry remained blocked from her by ablack wall.

Asalittle girl Murbdlahad been captured in one of the Honored Matre
sweeps, taken from her family and trained in crudlty and sexud
domination. A whore. Y es, the Bene Gesserit name was appropriate.

Those terrible women from the Scattering had their dark secrets, their
shame, their ignominious crimes. Somewhere in the past they knew their
origin, knew what they had done to provoke the Enemy. If only she could
find that information ingde hersdf, she would know the truth about the
vicious women she was about to face.

Reaching the rustling grasses and flat brown rocks on the hill, she

climbed to the boulder-strewn crest and sat on the highest point of

rock. From this vantage she could see Chapterhouse Keep to the east and
the encroaching dunesto the west. Her heart pounded from the exertion,
and perspiration trickled down her forehead and cheeks. Her body had
been pushed to aphysica edge, and now it wastimeto do the samewith
her mind.



She had accomplished much as Mother Commander. Murbella had managed to
keep the two poles of the New Sisterhood from tearing each other gpart,

but the scars il ran deep. She had crushed or consolidated all but

one of the enclaves of renegade Honored Matres.

She needed to know more, needed to understand the Face Dancers that had
infiltrated the Old Empire, the Enemy ... and the Honored Matres. | must
have that information before we depart for Tlelax.

Murbellaopened asmal pack at her waist and removed three wafers of
fresh, concentrated mélange shipped up from the deep desert. She held
the brownish-red wafersin her hand, feding the spicetingle dightly

asit mixed with the perspiration of her palm. She consumed al three
wafers, intending to use the spice asamenta battering ram.

| will go deep thistime, she thought. Guide me, my Sisters, and bring
me back out, for | have important information to discover.
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The spice began to work within her. Closing her eyes, she dove inward,
following the taste of mélange. She could see the sweeping landscape of
Bene Gessarit memories extending to an infinite horizon of human
history. She seemed to be running down a kaleidoscopic corridor of
mirrors, mother to mother to mother. Fear threatened to overwhelm her,
but the Siters within parted and drew her into their midst, absorbing
her consciousness.

But Murbellademanded to know about the other half of her existence, to
discover what lay behind the black wall that blocked al Honored Matre
paths. Y es, the memories were there, but muddied and disorganized, and
they seemed to reach adead end after only ahandful of centuries, asif
she had sprung from nowhere.

Were the whores descended from lost and corrupted Reverend Mothers,
isolated out in the Scattering, as had been postulated? Had they formed
their society with surviving Fish Speakers from the God Emperor's
private guard, creating a bureaucracy based on violence and sexud
domingtion?

Honored Matres rarely |ooked to the past, except when they glanced
fearfully over their shoulders asthe Enemy pursued them.

The spice washed through Murbella, sending her still deeper into her
crowded thoughts, damming her up against the obsidian barrier. Ina
trance atop the dry rocky hill, Murbella backed through generation after
generation. Her bresthing congtricted, her externd vision blurred into
blindness; she heard awhimper of pain pass her lips.

Then, like atraveler emerging from anarrow defile, she beheld amenta
clearing, in which shadowy ghost-women helped her forward. They showed



her whereto look. A crack in thewall, away through. Deeper shadows,
cold ... and then-I see! The answer made her redl.

Y es, during the Famine Times, asplinter group of rogue Bene Gesserits,
afew untrained wild Reverend Mothers, and fugitive Fish Speakers had
indeed escaped in the turmoil after the Tyrant's desth. Y et that was
only asmal part of the answer.

Intheir flight, those women had a so encountered isolated and insular
Tlellaxu worlds. For more than ten thousand years, the fanatica Bene
Tlellax had used their females only as breeding machines and axlotl
tanks. In aclosaly guarded secret, they kept their women immohilized,
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comatose, and uneducated, no more than wombs on tables. No Bene
Gessrit, no outsder, had ever scen aTlalaxu femde.

When those rogue Bene Gesserits and militant Fish Speskers discovered
the horrific truth, their reaction was swift and unforgiving; they left

not asingle Tleilaxu male dive on those outlying worlds. Liberating

the breeding tanks, they took the Tleilaxu femaeswith them on their
journey, tending them, trying to bring them back.

A great many of the mindlesstanks died, for no medica reason other

than that they were unwilling to live, but some Tlelaxu femdes

recovered. When they grew strong, they vowed reprisal for the monstrous
crimes the males had committed for athousand generations. And they
never forgot.

The core of the Honored Matres were vengeful Tleilaxu femaled!

The renegade Reverend Mothers, militaristic Fish Speakers, and recovered
Tleilaxu femaes had united to form the Honored Matres. Lost out in the
Scattering for more than a dozen centuries, they had no accessto

méange, could no longer undergo the Spice Agony, and were unableto

find an dternative that would alow them access to Other Memories. Over
time, interbreeding with males from populations they encountered, then
dominated on other worlds, those women had become something else entirely.

And now Murbellaknew why her chain of predecessors ended in dark
emptiness. Shetraveled back, generation to generation, al theway to a
Tlellaxu femae who had been acomatose breeding tank, a mindlesswomb.

Gathering her courage and focusing her rage, Murbdl la pushed harder and
became the parayzed tank that Tleilaxu female had once been. She
shuddered as the dim and hel pless sensations and memories seeped into
her. She had been that young girl raised in captivity, understanding

little of the world beyond her pitiful confinement, unableto read,

barely able to speak. In the month of her first menstruation, she had

been dragged away, strapped to atable, and turned into aflesh vat. No



longer conscious, the nameless woman had no idea how many offspring her
body had produced. Then she had been awvakened and liberated.

The Mother Commander understood what it meant to be that
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Tleilaxu female and others, and why the Honored Matres became so
ferocious. No longer the degraded, despised mothers of Tleilaxu males,
they demanded to be revered, to be known from that time forth as
"Honored Matres' ... honored mothers. And through her Bene Gesserit
eyes, Murbdlarecognized their humanity after all.

With understanding came release, and then everything else along the
Honored Matre line came to her in aflood. She awoke and found herself
gtting on the rock again, but no longer in sunlight. Hours had passed

as she journeyed through her other lives. Now adry night wind chilled her.

Shuddering from the aftereffects of the méange and her devastating
journey, Murbellalurched to her feet. Shefinaly had her answers,
would sharethis crucid information with her advisors.

Hearing distant shouts, she looked back toward the Keep. Lightswere
fanning out from the fortress as searchers came looking for her. She had
been a searcher, too, and now she needed to tell the rest of the New
Sisterhood what she had found.

The Vakyrieswould be preparing their assault on Tleilax.
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A choice can be as dangerous as a weapon. Refusing to chooseisin
itself achoice.

-PEARTEN, ancient Mentat philosopher

Though nearly two hundred people remained aboard, the Ithaca felt empty
to Duncan. The lighter had landed safely on the new planet, bearing
Sheeana, Teg, the old Rabbi, and Thufir Hawat. Recovery teams had
discreetly collected water and air, then returned to the no-ship.

Everything was cam, on schedule.

The Bashar's recent message had indicated no sign of threat from the
Handlers, and Duncan took the opportunity to leave the navigation
bridge. Now that he had thought of it, he couldn't get the idea out of
his head.

Hefdt like aprowler, sneaking off to do something forbidden as he
stood aone before the sealed nullentropy chamber. He hadn't touched it
inyears, hadn't even thought about those perfectly preserved itemsit
contained. He moved quietly, making certain the corridors were empty.



Though Duncan assured himsdf he was doing nothing wrong, he did not
want to have to explain himsdf to anyone.

He had fooled himsdf and many of the people aboard. But ill he was
not free of the addictive, debilitating hold Murbellahad over him. He
doubted she even redlized the strength of the painful bond; when
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they had been together, when he had been able to get as much of her as
he wanted, Duncan had never felt the weakness.

Butinal thoseyearssince...

The corridor's glowpanel s were bright. The breathy white noise of
ar-recirculation systems was the only sound Duncan could hear except
for the pounding of hisown heart.

Before he could think too much, forsaking his Mentat ability to project
possible consequences, he applied his thumbprint ID and deactivated the
nullentropy field. The storage locker opened with afaint exhdation of
adjusting atmospheric pressures. And with it came Murbella's smdl, like
adap acrosshisface ... asif shewere here, in front of him.

Even after nineteen years, her scent was asfresh asif he had just held

her. Her garments and other persond articles carried that unmistakable
fragrance that was so essentialy her. He pulled out the items one by

one, aloosetunic, asoft towd, the pair of comfortable leggings she

often wore when they engaged in combat practicein the training room. He
touched each one with anervous caution, asif afraid he might find

hidden knivesthere,

Duncan had gathered these items and hidden them in storage very soon
after escaping from Chapterhouse. He had not wanted to see traces of
Murbelain his persona quartersor in the training rooms. He had

sedled them away because he couldn't bear to destroy them. Even then, he
hed redlized the chains she had on him.

Now, helooked at the collar of arumpled tunic and, as he had hoped,
saw afew loose strands of dark amber hair, like fine wires spun from
precious metal. And at the end of each strand the pale root. He hoped he
had stored these itemsin time, SO many years ago.

Vidblecdls.
Duncan redlized he wasn't breathing. He looked at the strands of |oose

hair and let hiseyesfal closed, intentionaly blocking the automatic
Mentat trance. The ideawas an impossible temptation to him.



It had been years since another ghola baby had been created, though the
axlotl tanks remained functiond. Sheeands disturbing vision dream had
forced her to call ahalt to the project. Nevertheless, they had the
capability of growing any gholathey wished. Thetanks
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weren't being used right now. He had every right to consider this, after
all he/d done for the people aboard the Ithaca.

He picked up one of Murbellasloose tunics, brought it to his nose and
inhaled along breath. What did he redlly want?

Duncan had distracted himsalf with enough duties and problemsthat her
ghost image had faded back into his subconscious. He had thought he was
over her. But his obsessve thinking about Murbella had nearly made him
lose the ship to the old man and woman severa years ago, and only Teg's
quick ingtincts had saved them.

If I hadn't been distracted, preoccupied... obsessed! His mistake had
amost cost them their freedom. Murbellawas dangerous. He had to let
her go. Duncan would not alow hisweskness to endanger them again.

But when hed remembered these itemsin nullentropy storage, when the
idea occurred to him that it was possible-possible-to have another
Murbella, it waslike touching ahot flame to dry tinder.

If he could gather the courage-and ignore his own rationa
reservations-he could talk to the Tlellaxu Master about the process
before Sheeana and the others returned from the planet of the Handlers.
Herationdized it to himsdlf, pretending therewould be no harmin
amply raising theideato Scytae. It implied no decison on his part.

He threw the articles back into the storage bin. Doing so seemed like
svimming upstream againgt astrong current. Theideahad latched itsalf
firmly onto hismind. He dammed the cubicle door shut and sedled it again.
For now.
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Theonly thing | like better than the smdl of spiceisthe smell of
fresh blood.

- FORMER HONORED MATRE DORIA, records of early training sessions
The hunt began at dawn.
Thetal, raccoon-faced men used stunner goads to roust the five captive

Honored Matres from their stinking cell benesth the wooden tower. Hrrm
and the black-striped Futar prowled about; six younger Futars whined and



growled anxioudly.

With glimmering orange eyes, the women had noticed the Ithacas lighter
on the far side of the clearing. Now, two of the Honored Matres burst
impulsively out of the noisome cdll, delivering swift kicks and blows,
knocking aside the stunner goads.

But the Handlers and Futars were well practiced in fending off any
resistance. Before the whores could run, the black-striped Futar
pounced, driving one of them to the ground. He bared hislong teeth at
her throat, barely restraining himsdlf from ripping out her larynx and
ending the anticipated hunt too soon. She thrashed wildly, but the Futar
dug clawsinto her shoulder, pinning her with his strength and weight.

Hrrm had trapped the second woman, circling her, hismuscles coiled. A
hungry growl! bubbled in histhroat. The younger Futars paced nearby,
wanting part of thekill.

431

"Not yet." The Chief Handler dlowed acadm smileto flow acrosshis
long, streamlined face. Hrrm and Black Stripe froze; the younger ones
howled.

Miles Teg had no grest love for the Honored Matres, knowing the havoc
they had wrought among the Bene Gesserit and how they had tortured him.
They had dready killed him once, when they devastated Rakis. But asa
military commander, the Bashar viewed them as opponents against whom he
should carry no undue mdice. Y oung Thufir Hawat, seeing the Bashar's
intense concentration, imitated him, gathering data as the basisfor

meaking further decisions.

The old Rabbi |ooked squeamish at the very thought of the hunt, even
though Honored Matres had hunted his people, too, on Gammu. Sheeana
stood by silently, accepting the violence that was sure to take place.
Shewas quite intrigued.

"Wewill kill you," snarled the Honored Matre whom Hrrm held at bay. She
crouched, holding her hands out as weapons, ready to spring. Hrrm was
not intimidated by her.

The six young Futars snapped and snarled, eager for their own hunt.
Their prima hunger went beyond the desire for mere food. The other
three whores emerged from the tree-stump cell. Although they were wary
and ready to fight, they decided to wait for a better chance.

"Wewill kill you," repeated the first trapped Honored Matre.
"Y ou will have the opportunity to try." Orak Tho stood straight, the

dark band across hiseyesfdling into shadow. "Take them into the
forest wherethey canrun.”



"Why not just execute us here?"

"Because we would not enjoy that as much." Severa of the Handlers
amiled. They were cdm and confident in their superiority.

As she watched, Sheeanatried to formulate a conjecture about these
mysterious isolated people, where they had come from and what their true
goas might be. She took a step toward the nearest Honored Matre. "Tell
usyour names, so that | might make abody record when thisday isdone."

The whore that was gill pinned under the black-striped Futar thrashed
and yowled. The cdmer Honored Matre merdly fixed Sheeanawith afrozen

gaze.
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Orak Tho raised hishand lightly, cutting off any further shows of
bravado. ™Y our name will be forgotten by the time your flesh passes
through the digestive systems of these Futars. Y ou will end your
physical existence as excrement on the forest floor."

The Chief Handler turned his back and strode away with hislong-legged,
loose-jointed gait. The ravenous Futars closed in to prevent the women
from making another escape attempt, herding them aong.

"Come, out into theforest." Orak Tho glanced back at the seething
Honored Matres. " Out there, you will have your chance to shed blood, or
dieinthe attempt.”

ATOP A tdl, open-framed lookout tower constructed of smooth
slvery-blond wood, Teg stood on the open platform, grasped arailing,
and looked down into the forest. Sheeanawas with him. Handlers guarded
the base of the tower, their stun-goads ready in case the hunted Honored
Matres should come at them like an unexpected ricochet in their flight
from the prowling Futars. The guards did not ook worried, though they
kept Teg and Sheeana safe, high above the killing grounds.

The Chief Handler's guests were dlowed to observe from this vantage
point, supposedly the best view of the action. Because the range of the
hunt itself was unpredictable, the Rabbi and young Thufir Hawat had been
sent to adifferent lookout tower akilometer awvay. The old man had made
wesk protestations, claiming he would rather wait back &t the lighter,

but the Handlersinsisted that they observe the show.

"Thiswill prove we are not your enemies,” Orak Tho had said. "Witness
what we do to Honored Matres. Certainly you wish to see them suffer,
consdering the pain they have caused you, too?"

"I would like to observe the hunt and witnessyour Futarsin action,”
Thufir had said, then glanced meaningfully at Teg. "It isimportant to



see how these women fight, isn't it, Bashar? That way we can prepare,
should we run into more of them."

After the four observers were situated in the separate lookout towers,
433

loud vibrating horns blew through the forest. Sheeanaand Teg looked
down into the maze of enormoudy tall aspens. The Handler guards at the
base of the tower sent out another sgnad. Somewhere out of sight, the
five Honored Matres split up and dashed into the under-brush, scattering
dry leaves.

To Teg, it was obvious the Handlers and Futars had done this many times
before.

Beneath them, two muscular beast-men bounded aong between the aspen
trunks, intent on tracking down their quarry. Teg could dmost sensethe
bloodlust from there. The Honored Matres would put up agood fight, but
the whores had no red chance. Quickly, the hunting Futars vanished into
the [abyrinth of trees.

He and Sheeana continued to watch. The great forest that extended out
from the tower settlement was an endless maze of autumn gold and slvery
bark. Traditiona aspen groveswere geneticaly identicd, branching off
from the same tree as runners rather than being deposited asfertilized
seeds. Nature's clones. Thetdl trunks were surrounded by fallen yelow
leaves, like antique solari coins scattered on the ground. From this
perspective, the endless straight and rigid trunks looked like the bars

of agiant cage.

Sipping into intense Mentat awareness as he waited for the hunt to come
closer, Teg andyzed theforest, fitting dl thetiny piecestogether

until he resolved an unexpected pattern cleverly hidden among
randomness. At onetime, al of the great gray-trunked trees had been
laid out in aprecise order, carefully staged to present an gppearance

of "geometricd naturdness.

He studied further. There could be no mistaking it. "Thisforest was
atificdly cultivated."

Sheeanalooked a him. "A Mentat projection?”’

He responded with the barest nod, concerned that listening devices might
have been planted in the observation tower. He did not like being
separated from Thufir and the Rabbi. Had this hunt been staged to break
their party in haf so the Handlers could spy on their private
conversations?

He made a second-order projection. Obvioudy, athough the origina
planters of this sweeping forest had strived to create the appearance
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of wildness, they had not been able to get past their innate sense of
order. Had origina colonists from the Scattering cultivated this forest

in barren ground generations ago/ Or had the true natural chaos been so
disturbing to them that they razed the existing trees to the ground and
designed a new wilderness according to an acceptable blueprint?

From far off came sounds of crashing through the trees, snarling Futars,
and female shouts. Abruptly, the disturbance moved toward the
observation tower. Sheeanaleaned closer to the Bashar, masking her
movement with ashow of peering down at the hunt below. She spokeina
low whisper, "Y ou have concerns, Miles?' They had just sent asigna to
Duncan that everything was safe and under control.

"l have ... thoughts. This hunt is an example. For instance, we know the
Handlers bred their Futarsfor the specific purpose of killing Honored
Matres."

"Congdering how dangerous the whores are, it seems a perfectly
reasonable thing for the Handlers to create and imprint such predators
to protect themsalves," Sheeana said. "The Chief Handler's arguments
make sense. There's no mistaking that we share acommon enemy in the
Honored Matres."

"Ask yoursdlf who else might wish the Honored Matres to be destroyed,
and the alliances become less clear-cut,” Teg continued. "Simply because
we both hate the Honored Matres does not guarantee that the Handlers
have the same goalsaswe do."

Third-order projection: If the Handlers had learned their specialized
genetic knowledge and sophisticated techniques from the Tlellaxu who
fled in the Scattering, then what part did the Bene Tleilax play inthis
overdl conflict? Where did their dlegiancelie?

Hewould have to speak frankly with Master Scytale as soon as they
returned to the Ithaca. Obvioudy, the last old Master harbored much
resentment toward the Lost Tleillaxu who had betrayed his people. Those
Tlellaxu stepbrothers had been changed out in the Scattering. Maybe
Scytale knew more than he had yet revealed.

His Mentat awareness raced along. He fdlt hisheart pounding, his
metabolism speeding up. We are not the only oneswho hate the whores.
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The Honored Matres had somehow enraged the Outside Enemy enough to draw
them toward the Old Empire.



Teg gripped the wooden rall moretightly. Senang histension, Sheeana
gave him aquestioning look, but with the faintest shake of his head, he
warned her not to speak openly. Hetried to think of away to aert Duncan.

Sheeana grabbed hisarm. "Look down there.”

One of the five Honored Matres charged through the aspen forest, dodging
and weaving around the trunks. Behind her, three Futars surged after

their prey, their wiry hair erect and claws extended. The woman ran like
the wind, her snewy muscles and bare feet carrying her through the
underbrush as she kicked up leaves like golden clouds of dust.

At the base of the observation tower, two of the bandit-faced watchers
held out their stun-goads, but did not interfere. They would let the
Futarsdo thekilling.

Though she raced headlong, the Honored Matre could not outrun the
beast-men. Her hair was disheveled, her eyeswide, her jaw set with
determination, asif she was ready to turn and use her own teeth to rip
out her pursuers throats.

With severa swift bounds, the young Futars closed on her, hungry and
boisterous. Teg wondered if they had yet been blooded, or if thiswas
their first hunt.

Smédlling the hot breath behind her, knowing the Futars were within steps
of bringing her down, the Honored Matre legpt into the air, struck the
nearest smooth aspen trunk with her bare feet, and rebounded sideways.
The nearest Futar tried to turn so swiftly he scuffed up a spray of dirt
andtwigs.

The woman landed on the ground, then sprang in the opposite direction,
arms extended, teeth bared. She crashed into the second oncoming Futar,
and the force of her impact was enough to knock the beast-man off
balance. She rolled with him, used two fingerslike bony spikesto jab

out hisferal eyes. The blinded creature yowled and thrashed. In amove
likeliquid lightning, the woman grabbed its muzzle and with avicious
twist snapped the Futar's neck.
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Without a moment's pauise, barely even panting, she lunged toward the
third young Futar, her bloody ringers outstretched. Before the Honored
Matre could strike, though, the Futar let out abrutal, shivering

ghriek, louder and more terrible than anything Teg had ever heard.

The effect of the shriek-no doubt exactly asthe Futar and histrainers
had intended-was to make the woman freeze. She sumbled asif her
muscles had locked involuntarily. An anima verson of Voice?



Before the Honored Matre could recover, thefirst Futar struck her down
from behind and rolled her onto her back. With adash of hisclaws, he
tore long, bloody gouges across her face. With his other hand, he dug
into her abdomen, ripping through her hardened muscles and reaching in
up to hiselbow to extract her heart.

The woman twitched in apool of blood, then lay ill. The other Futar
sniffed at the body of his dead companion and went over to join the
first one asthey began to feed on the prey.

Teg watched with fascinated disgust. The Handler guards picked up the
body of the dain Futar. The remaining two beast-men paid them no
attention asthey dashed and tore, wetly devouring the stringy flesh of
their victim.

Farther off, from the direction of the tower where Thufir and the Rabbi
observed, came the sounds of more horns, more snarling and thrashing.
The hunt continued.
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To suspect your own mortdity isto know the beginning of terror. To
learn irrefutably that you are morta isto know the end of terror.

-Bene Gesserit Archives, Training Manud for Acolytes

Even as her undefeated Vakyriestraveled toward Tleilax, the Mother
Commander felt uneasy. Tleilax... the Tlellaxu females... the Honored
Matres. So much now made sense to Murbella. The whores mindless
destruction of al Tlellaxu worldswas no longer entirely incomprehensible.

But understanding did not lead to mercy. The New Sisterhood's plans
would not change. Much hung in the balance here, the culmination of an
energy-draining conflict that diverted attention from preparing for the
main stiruggle. The thwarted attack on Chapterhouse, the obliteration of
Richese, the insurgents and Face Dancers on Gammu. After today, this
part would dl be over.

Theimmense Heighliner carried Murbella's troops and equipment to the

last stronghold of the rebel whores. After the Guildship disgorged her
obviousfleet of Vakyriesin the same warships she had used to attack

both Buzzell and Gammu, the show of force would certainly beimpressive,
From what she knew of Matre Superior Hellica, however, Murbella doubted
smpleintimidation would be enough. The
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Vakyrieswerewilling to expend as much violence as might be necessary;
infact, they looked forward to it.



Navigator Edrik ingsted on guiding the Haighliner himself. Citing the

Spacing Guild'slong-standing neutraity, he would not participatein

the actual combat, but he clearly wanted to be present during the

takeover of Bandalong. Murbella got the sense that the Navigator faction

had something to gain here. Wasthe Guild hiding something on Tleilax?
Though the Navigators and human Adminigtrators had vehemently denied any
involvement, some ship had delivered Hellicas Obliterators to Richese.

She had assumed it was an Honored Matre vessdl, but it could have been a
Guildship ... likethisone.

In atrangparent chamber above them, the Navigator swam in fresh spice
gas supplied by the Chapterhouse stockpiles. She didn't trust him.

Earlier in the week, an innocuous-seeming Guild supply vessd had sent a
coded transmission containing the New Sisterhood's specific plansto
Janess, hiding among the Honored Matres. Her team's camouflage was
secure, and the intelligence data Janess provided in return had given
Murbellamuch to consider, awedth of information that alowed her to
plan a perfect coup de grace. Along with Kiriaand the other ten faux
Honored Matres, Janess had made preparations to strike the soft white
underbdly of the overconfident whores whilethey stared up at the skies.

Soon ...

Emerging from foldspace, the giant vessel went into orbit over Tleilax.
Bashar Wikki Aztin aready had her orders.

From the Navigator's bridge, Murbellalooked down at the planet. The
continents till showed gresat black scarsfrom the origina violent

takeover by the Honored Matres. The women had unleashed terrible
wesgpons, but stopped short of completely serilizing the main Tlellaxu
world, choosing to crush and conquer the remnantsinstead of wiping them
out. Unconscious revenge on behdf of countless generations of Tlellaxu
femaes. No doubt Matre Superior Hellica did not know her own history,
but she knew her hatred well.

In the subsequent decades since the origina attack, the draconian
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women had salvaged what seemed unsalvageable. Now, as Murbellastudied
the terrain below, her tactical advisors matched details with the

intelligence reports Janess and her spies had sent. Though

incommunicado, Bashar Aztin would be making alast broad assessment,
formulating and findizing plansfor the main, unexpected drike.

The whores down there must certainly have noted the Heighliner's
unscheduled arriva. Murbella gave her sgnd, and more than sixty of
the attack ships from Chapterhouse dropped out of the great vessdl's
hold to hover in nestly organized squadrons, like pilot fish around a



large shark. Seeing the military force, the Honored Matres could have no
question about the newcomers intent.

Her communications officer hit the transmit toggle. "Mother Commander
Murbella of the New Sisterhood wishes to speak with Hellica"

A woman responded in adefiant tone. Y ou are referring to the Matre
Superior. You will show proper respect.”

Murbellas voice was infused with confident authority. "Aswill you. |
have cometo facilitate your surrender.”

The woman sounded indignant and outraged, but moments later another
voicetook control. "Brash words from an opponent | know iswesk. We
have annihilated whole worlds. A Heighliner and ahandful of shipsdo
not frighten ugd”

"Oh?Evenif we carry some of the planet-burning wesgpons you yoursdl f
used on Richese?!

"We are not unarmed ether," Hdlicaretorted. "l remain unconvinced of
the need to surrender.”

Instead of being intimidated, Murbellafelt more confident. If Hellica
truly possessed such defenses, she would have attacked preemptively
instead of issuing awarning.

"Y our bravado bores me, Hdllica. Y ou know that the rest of the Honored
Matre rebels have either joined the New Sisterhood or been annihilated.
Your causeislost. We should try to find another solution. Let us mest,
facetoface.

The Matre Superior gave abrittle chuckle. "I will meet with you, if
only to show you your weakness." Murbelaknew full well how the Honored
Matres thought: They saw the mere suggestion of negotiation
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to be adeep flaw in the Bene Gesserit way. Hellicawould seize any
opening, probably attempt to nate her, assuming she could then
take control of the Sisterhood. Murbella counted on it.

"Good. | will come down to Bandalong with my escort of Sixty ships.
Together, wewill reach aresolution.”

"Comeif you dare." The Matre Superior cut off the transmission.
Murbella could dmost hear the sound of atrap snapping shut.

Earlier, the Mother Commander had pondered the possibility of capturing
the pretender queen alive, bringing her into the New Sister-hood asan
aly. Niydafrom Gammu had killed hersdlf rather than be converted-no



great loss. But after the heinous destruction of Richese, Murbellahad
redized that capturing Hellicawould be like bringing an armed time

bomb back to Chapterhouse. The Matre Superior needed to be destroyed.
Duncan would never have made such atacticaly foolish error.

Murbellajoined one of the VVakyrie ships and began her descent toward
Bandaong. These vessals had been sufficient to conquer Buzzdll and
Gammu in an impressive show of force, but not overwhelming. The Matre
Superior would naturally assumethat her followers could defeat them.

If you don't want an opponent to see your hidden dagger, make certain an
obvious weapon looks large and deadly.

Her ships agpproached the waiting Paace.
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Our defenses can becomeliahilitiesif they betray our true weaknesses
to the enemy.

- BASHAR MILES TEG, address to troops

From the call to arms and the groups of scurrying Honored Matresin
Bandaong, Uxta could tdl that the newly arrived Heighliner was not
merely another curious delegation from the Navigators. Thiswas
something far more serious.

Since he had dready demonstrated his successin reawakening the Waff
ghola's memories, Edrik was satisfied. Why would the Guild be bothering
them now? He was working asfast as he could! Thusfar, Uxta had
succeeded in covering up the Sgnificant flawsin the Tlellaxu Master's
knowledge.

To make matters worse, during the sudden emergency he received a summons
to go to the Palace of Bandalong immediately. He hurried off toward the
sckeningly ogtentatious building. As heran the gauntlet of the

colonnaded entry, he ignored the magenta columns and the garishly

dressed statues of Honored Matres arrayed in threatening positions.

A cowed-looking bonded mae stood in abright yellow tuxedo outsde the
immense door, wearing adazed expression. Striding up to him, Uxtal

lifted hisown chinin adisdainful sniff, snce he had never been
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sexudly twisted by the Honored Matres himsdlf. "I am hereto seethe
Matre Superior.”



The man blinked a him and said dully, "Sheis occupied setting up a
trap for the witches. We have been threatened by the New Sisterhood.”

Bene Gessarit witches? So that was what dl the turmoil was about.
Overhead in the sky, aswarm of dark ships was descending like aflock
of carrion birds. Uxtal watched nervoudly, expecting explosivesto drop
onto the rooftops. Hellica certainly had away of provoking other people.

The researcher held out the rolled message he had received. " Perhapsthe
Matre Superior wants me at her side during the emergency. | am her
greatest living researcher, the man who will restore mélange production
from the axlotl tanks. My work may be the key to her negotiations." He
crosed hisarms over hissmdl| chest.

Y es, that must be the redl reason. If the witches from Chapterhouse
counted on their spice monopoly, then Hellicawould want to flaunt
Uxtd's success with the Waff ghola. She would offer him as her champion
genius! Also, Navigator Edrik would surely never alow harm to cometo
hiswork. Uxtal should be safe, no matter what happened.

The tuxedoed man studied the summons, nodded sagely, and then dashed
Uxtal's preconceptions. "Ah, now | understand. Thisisnat, in fact,
from the Matre Superior. We have prepared aroom. Follow me."

"Shouldn't you at least inform her that | am here?
"No. | was given specific ingtructions on that account.”

Confused and unessy, the little researcher was escorted down awide
corridor that featured paintings of dead Bene Gesseritsin macabre

poses. The bonded maleindicated for him to pass through an archway and
descend a stairway to alarge, sunken chamber.

When Uxtal stepped down into the main room, alone, the entire chamber
glowed orange as thousands of luminous eyes appeared in the floor.
Terrified, hetried to retreat, but the whole staircase melted into the

wall, trapping him like an unarmed davein acombat arena. "Maire
Superior? What isit you require of me?' He thought furioudy, reminding
himsdlf, They need me, that iswhy | am 4till dive. They need me!
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The glowing eyesin the floor went dark, plunging the sunken room into
blackness. Through his panic, he became aware of atrickle of noise that
entered the chamber like a stream running down the wall. Growing louder,
the sound metamorphaosed into awoman's grating laughter. ™Y ou see? My
eyesareadwaysonyou, little man."

Burning light filled the room, dazzling him. Peering through his
fingers, Uxta saw Ingva standing before him completely naked. Her aged



body was carved from knots of muscle and taut skin; her breasts were too
smadll to sag. "The Matre Superior clearly does not want you. And now
while sheis preoccupied with the Chapterhouse witches, | will claim you
for my own. Then you will redlly work for me. Hellicaneed never know,
until | decide to make my move."

"But | have done everything requested of me!" His voice cracked. "I have
grown gholas, produced your orange spice drug, restored the Tleilaxu
Magter's memories. Soon | will provide you with dl the mélange you

could possibly-"

"Exactly. And that iswhy | must control you. Againg al of my
expectations, you have actudly proved yoursdf to be of vaue." She
moved closer, and hefdlt like amouse transfixed by aviper. "From this
day forth you will be my dave, which will therefore make me
indispensable. After my imprinting, no other woman will be sufficient
for you-not even another Honored Matre." Her smiling lips looked as
ragged astorn paper. "Y our service in past years has earned you this
reward. Most males do not survive so long among us.”

Uxtal didn't darerun, lest he enrage her. Thiswasthe lingering threat
that he had feared for years. He saw an unquenchable orange fire begin
to burnin Ingvas eyes. Sexud bonding, total endavement-to this
hideous crone.

"Y ou are about to discover my pleasures.” She caressed hisfacewith a
bony, clawed finger. "Y ou're going to enjoy this.”

"That isnot possible, Honored Matre-"

She cackled. "Little man, | am an adept of the fifth order, aqualified
member of the black vell. | can overcome any blockage of desire.” She
grabbed him by the arm and dragged him to the floor. She was too strong,
and he could not fight her off. Smiling as she straddled him, Ingva

said, "Now for your reward."
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The gnarled woman ripped his clothes away, and Uxta prayed that he

would survive thisday. He whimpered. Y ears ago, at the very beginning,

the Face Dancers had tried to protect him before ddlivering him to

Banda ong, but Khrone had not shown himself herefor sometime. The Face
Dancer had discarded the Lost Tleilaxu researcher as soon as held

provided the Paul Atreides ghola. Khrone had smply left him at the

mercy of the Honored Matres. The Face Dancers could do nothing to

protect him from Ingva’s fury once she discovered what had been doneto him.

With sinewy, greedy hands, the crone reached down, gasped, and then
hurled him across the floor naked. " Cagtrated! Who did that to you?”'

"Th-the Face Dancers. Long ago. I-1 needed to concentrate on my work,



without the temptation of an Honored Matre's pleasures.”

"Y ou disgusting, stupid little man! Do you know what you have denied
yoursdf? What you have denied me?"

Uxta dipped away, scrambling to retrieve the remnants of his clothing
before she killed him out of sheer indignation. But Ingvamoved likea
panther to intercept him. "'l have never been pleased with you, little

man, and now you have made my job more difficult. Cagtration, however,
does not render you utterly useless as a sexuad dave. To an adept with
my skill level, even aeunuch isnot entirely unreachable. 1t will

require extraeffort, but | will imprint you anyway." She pushed him

back down to thefloor. ™Y ou will thank mefor thiswhenit'sover. |
promiseyou that.”

Uxtal argued, whined, and then screamed, but no one heard or cared.
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The hunt has been afundamentd part of the natura order sncelife
first emerged. The prey knowsthisaswell asthe predator.

-Bene Gessit dictum

Alone on their breezy observation platform above the giant aspen trees,
the gholaof Thufir Hawat tried to absorb everything and see everything,
adding details together for a correct summation and analyss. He was not
yet aMentat, but according to historical records, Thufir had the
potentia to be agreat warrior, astrategist, and a human computer.

Inhisorigind lifetime, he had served three generations of House

Atreides. After thefal of Arrakeen, the Harkonnens had captured him

and used aresidual poison to coerce him to serve the evil Baron. Hew |
must have hated that! Back then, Thufir had been an old veteran, his

mind heavy with alifetime of service and battles ... somewheat like the

old Bashar. Y oung Thufir very much wanted to live up to those expectations.

Even here, safely high above the ground, he could smell blood in the air
from the hunt. Two lanky Handlers stood guard at the base of the wooden
tower to protect him and the Rabbi from the dangerous Futars and Honored
Matresloose in theforest. Or were the Handlers
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smply making certain their two visitors didn't go anywhere off-limits
and didn't see anything they weren't supposed to see?

The anxious Rabbi paced across the open platform and peered down into
the broad grove of slver-barked trees. Thufir had aready made enough



of an analysis of the old man to predict how hewould reactina
gtuation. Hardened by alifetime of feding wrongfully downtrodden, the
Rabbi fought for his people whiletrying not to be seen asavictim.

Most of al, he feared being indecisive, anything lessthan aleader.

Now the old man |ooked sickened and disgppointed, asif his dreams of
having a perfect new world for hisfollowerswere draining awvay. Would
the Jewish refugees ask to stay on this planet, despite the possibility

of further Honored Matre attacks? Even with the Handlers odd behavior
and their vicious Futars, which the Rabbi found repellent for rigious
reasons? What would the Rabbi decide as he weighed the advantages and
disadvantages?

Thufir was sure he and hisfellow young gholas would never come hereto
live. They belonged on the Ithaca with the Bashar and Duncan Idaho,
ready to defend against the Outside Enemy. That was why they had been
reborn inthefirst place.

Even if some of the refugees|eft the no-ship to settle on the planet,
Duncan would never alow the Ithacato remain here. Motionlessness
creates vulnerability. Complacency is dangerous. Regardless of how

wel coming the Handlers might seem, this planet could only be atemporary
stopover for most of them. Though his past-life memories had not been
restored, Thufir'sloyalties remained with the people aboard the ship.

In the forest below, he heard snarling Futars and the sharp cracking of
branches. He shaded his eyes, trying to discern details from shadowsin
the trees as the chase came toward them.

"l do not likethis." The Rabbi raised hishandsin awarding gesture.

"It will take more than a superstitious symbol to block these attackers."
"Y ou may think yourself safer, ghola, because you will someday bea
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warrior, but | fight in amuch moreimportant arena. Faithismy
weapon-the only one | need."

Below, they saw the cautious predatory movement of two Futars dinking
through the treesto set atrap. Thufir redized what was happening:

With loud roarsin the distance, other beast-men were driving an Honored
Matrein thisdirection, and then the rest of the pack would closein on
her.

Using implanted communi cation devices, the Handler guards at the base of
the tower received an update. They turned their bandit-masked eyes up to
the observation platform. "Three of the five Honored Matres have been
killed," one cdled. "The hunting ability of our Futarsis proven.”



But two of the deadly women remained alive, and one was coming toward
the observation tower a that very moment.

Sheran out of thetrees, her face scratched by lashing branches, her
left arm mauled and hanging useless, her bare feet torn and bleeding
from fleeing across the rough ground. But she showed no signs of dowing.

The Rabbi squirmed and put ahand over hiseyes, asif offended. "1 will
not watch this."

Asthewoman burst into the clearing, looking over her shoulder, two
Futars sprang from their hiding placesin the trees and surprised their
prey. Another pair of hunting Futars closed in from behind her, running
hard. Thufir leaned over therailing to get a better view, whilethe
Rabbi cringed back.

Without pausing in her stride, the Honored Matre bent to snatch up a
fdlen branch with her good hand. Using amazing strength, she spun and
shoved it like awobbly, off-baance javein. The splintered end
skewered one of the legping Futars. Mortally wounded, hefdl, yelping
and thrashing, as she sprang aside.

Another Futar jJumped the woman, striking at her wounded side, hoping to
latch onto her shoulder and wrench her already-mauled arm out of its
socket. Thufir saw ingtantly that the Honored Matre had merely been
feigning the severity of her injury. Her mangled arm darted up and
grabbed the Futar by histhroat. Hisjaws snapped only a
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centimeter from her face. With aloud grunt, the whore pushed the
creature away. The Futar staggered backward and crashed into one of the
slvery trunks. Stunned, he struggled to hisfedt.

Asthe other two Futars closed with her, the Honored Matre looked
sdeways. Her orange eyesfixed on the two Handlers standing guard by
the lookout tower. With aburst of desperate, vengeful speed, sheran
directly toward them, leaving the beast-men behind.

Both of the long, lanky men raised their stun-goads, but she outmatched
them with a hurricane of movement. Her callused hand knocked the staffs
away and shedrovein, rdishing the brief look of fear behind her first
victim's eyes. With asingle, powerful blow, she broke the Handler's
neck, and he crumpled to the ground.

She lunged toward the second Handler, but the nearest Futar intercepted
her to protect his master. The other two beast-men came closer, one of
them limping. Seeing that she could not fight off the creatures, the
Honored Matre grabbed the fallen stun-goad and bounded off into the
forest again. Snarling, the Futarsran after her.



Thufir grabbed the Rabbi's arm. "Quickly!" He went to the steep wooden
gairsthat would take them down to the ground. "Maybe we can help.”

The Rabbi hesitated. "But heisdready dead, and it is safe up here. We
should stay-"

"l amtired of being aspectator!” Thufir descended swiftly, two
cresking steps at atime. The Rabbi came after him, grumbling.

When Thufir reached the ground, the remaining Handler guard was bent
over hiscomrade. Thufir expected to hear the lanky man wailing in grief
or shouting in anger; instead, he seemed more intent.

Unusud. Curious.

From far off in the forest came abloodcurdling shriek asthe three

Futars cornered the Honored Matre again. She hurled obscenities. Thufir
heard a crashing violence, a crack that sounded like breaking bone,
terrible snarlsfollowed by abrief scream ... and then silence. After a
moment's pause, Thufir's sengtive ears caught the unmistakable sounds
of feeding.

Huffing great breaths, the Rabbi reached the base of the observation
tower, and steadied himsdlf by holding thewooden rail. Thufir
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hurried toward the Handler and his dead companion. "Isthere any-thing
we can do to help?’

Hunched over, the surviving Handler's back suddenly tensed, asif held
forgotten the two were there. He swiveled his head on along neck and
looked at them. The dark band was a heavy shadow across his eyes.

Then Thufir glimpsed the dead Handler lying on the ground.

The corpse's features had shifted, changed ... reverted. He was no
longer tal and lanky, and hisface was not streamlined; he had no black
mask around his eyes. Instead, the dead Handler had grayish skin, dark,
close-set eyes, and a pug nose.

Thufir recognized it from archiva images-a Face Dancer!

The other Handler guard glared at them, then let hisfacerevert toits
neutral state. No longer human, but cadaverous... and blank.

Thufir's mind spun, and he wished desperately that he had Mentat

abilities. The Handlers were Face Dancers? All of them, or just afew?
Handlers fought the Honored Matres, acommon enemy. The Enemy. Handlers,
Face Dancers, Enemy ...



Thisplanet wasnot at al asit seemed.

He flashed a glance at the Rabbi. The old man had seen the same thing,
and though his horror and surprise had made him freeze for an instant,
he seemed to be drawing the same conclusions.

The powerful Handler drew himsdlf up and came toward them with his
stun-goad.

"Wed better run,” Thufir said.
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Even the most delicate plans can be thrown into turmoail by an impetuous
action from our supposed masters. Isit not ironic when they claim that
Face Dancers are shiftless and changesble?

- KHRONE, communiqué to Face Dancer myriad

From insde the reconstructed Castle Caladan, Khrone pulled his strings,
played hisroles, and moved his game pieces. The Face Dancer myriad had
manipulated the Ixians, the Guild, CHOAM, and the Honored Matre rebels
who ill ruled Tlellax. They had dready achieved many milestones of
success. Khrone had traveled wherever he was needed, wherever hewas
summoned, but he always came back hereto hispair of precious gholas.
The Baron and Paolo. The work continued.

On Cdadan, year after year, the group of machine-augmented observers
sent regular reportsto the distant old man and woman. Despite their
bodily degeneration, they showed damnable patience, and il they'd
found nothing to fault him for. Khrone was aways watched by the
patchwork observers, but never discovered. Even those hideous spies
didn't know everything.

The summons came to him from the castle tower, interrupting hiswork and
concentration. Khrone trudged up the stone staircase to see what the

spies wanted. When they invoked the name of their masters, he could not
refuse-not yet. He had to keep up appearancesfor alittle while longer,
until he could finish this part of hisproject.
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He knew the old man and woman understood the wisdom of hisdternative
plan. Sincetheir effortsto find the lost no-ship kept failing, it made

sense to pursue another route for obtaining their Kwisatz Haderach: the
Paolo ghola.

But would the old man and woman alow him the necessary time to awaken
the child? Paolo was only six, and it would be severa yearsyet before
Khrone could even begin the process of triggering his memories,

saturating him with spice, preparing him for his destiny. The distant



measters had made their demands and set their schedules. According to
sparse reports from the patchwork observers, the old man and woman were
ready to launch their vast fleet on along-anticipated conquest of

everything, whether the Kwisatz Haderach was ready or not....

Silent and stony, the hideous emissaries awaited him ingde the high
tower room. Just as Khrone reached the top of the winding stairs, the
men turned with stuttering movementsto face him. He put his hands on
hiships. "Y ou are ddaying my work."

One emissary's head twitched from sdeto side, asif his neuronswere
firing conflicting impulsesthat caused his neck and shoulder musclesto
gpasm. "This message-we cannot ddliver-ddliver this message-oursalves.”
Heballed hisbony hand into afist. Bubbles gurgled through the tubes.
"Ddiver amessage.”

"What isit?' Khrone crossed hisarms. "I have work to complete for our
magers.”

The lead emissary opened his hands wide in a beckoning gesture. The
other augmented humans stood moationless, presumably recording his every
movement. Khrone stepped into the gallery room while the pale-faced
horrors retreated to the wall. He frowned. "What is this-"

Suddenly his vision fuzzed around the edges, and the walls of the tower
became indigtinct. Redity shifted around him. At first Khrone saw the
ethered grid of the net, strands of connected tachyons completing an
infinite chain. Then hefound himsdlf in another place, asmulation of
agmulation.

He heard the sound of plodding hoofs, smedlled manure, and listened to
the cresking of rough whedls. Turning to hisright, he saw the old man
and old woman gitting in awooden cart drawn by agray mule. The
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beast walked dong with infinite weariness and patience. No one seemed
tobeinahurry.

Khrone had to take a step to follow the cart, which was oaded high with
paradan melons, their olive green rinds mottled with splotchy patterns.
Helooked around, trying to understand the metaphor of their dream
world. Far ahead, the road led toward crowded geometric buildings that
seemed to move and flow together, an enormous city that looked alive.
The perfectly angled structures were like patterns on a circuit board.

In the foreground the old man sat next to the woman on the buck-board,
casudly holding leather reins. He looked down at Khrone. "We have news.
Y our time-consuming project is no longer relevant. We have no need for



you or your Baron Harkonnen, or for the Paul Atreides gholayou have
grown for us"

The old woman chimed in, "In other words, wewill not have to wait so
many yearsfor your dternate Kwisatz Haderach candidate.”

The man lifted the reins and urged the mule to greater speed, but the
beast ignored the command. "It istime to be done with dl thistinkering."

Khrone walked a ong beside them. "What do you mean?| am ever so closeto-

"For nineteen years, our sophisticated nets have failed to capture the
no-ship, but now weve been fortunate. We have laid aprimitive trap, an
old-fashioned trick, and very soon the no-ship and al those aboard will
bein our control. We will have what we need without resorting to your
aternative Kwisatz Haderach. Y our plan is obsolete.”

Khrone gritted histeeth, trying not to show hisadarm. "How did you
find the ship after al thistime? My Face Dancers-"

"The ship cameto our planet of Handlers, and now we have them.” The old
man smiled, reveding perfect white teeth. "We are about to spring our

trap."

On the buckboard, the woman leaned back and said, "When we have the
no-ship and its passengers, we will control what the mathematical
prophecy sayswe require. All of our prescient-level projections

indicate that the Kwisatz Haderach is aboard. He will stand beside us
during Krdizec."
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"Our massive flegts are about to launch afull-scae offensve against
theworlds of the Old Empire. It will dl be over soon. We have waited
solong." The old man snapped the reins again, looked smug.

The old woman'swrinkled lips curled upward in an gpologetic smile.
"Therefore, Khrone, your time-consuming and costly plan smply isn't

necessary anymore.”

Aghast, the Face Dancer took two more steps beside the cart to maintain
his pace. "But you can't do that! | have aready awakened the Baron's
memories, and the Paolo gholais perfect, ripe for our purposes.”

"Speculation. We no longer need him," the old man repeated. "Once we
seize the no-ship, we will have the Kwisatz Haderach.”

Asif shewere giving him a consolation prize, the woman reached into
the back of the cart, selected asmall paradan melon, and extended it to
Khrone. "It was nice to work with you. Here, haveamelon.”



Hetook it, confused and disturbed. Theillusion around him twinkled and
washed out, fading until he found himsdlf back in the tower room. Hewas
empty-handed, his pams cradling a nonexistent paradan melon.

Hefound himsdlf standing at the very edge of the high tower window, his
feet on the brink. The plaz panes were open, and agusty sea breeze
dapped hisface. The ssomach-lurching drop extended to the rugged rocks
at thetidelinefar below. Another haf step, and he would plungeto

his degth.

Khrone pinwhedled his arms and staggered backward, collapsing to the
flagstone floor with an embarrassing lack of grace.

The augmented emissaries regarded him coolly from the side of the tower
room. With consderable effort, Khrone maintained his composure. He
didn't even spesk to the patchwork monstrosities, but stalked out of the
tower chamber.

No matter what the old man and old woman said, Khrone would not abandon
his plans until he wasfinished with them.

454

To aseasoned fighter, each battle is abanquet. Victory should be
savored like the finest wine or the most extravagant dessert. Defedt is
likearancid chunk of meat.

-teachings of the Swordmagters of Ginaz

The sixty ships descended to the heart of Bandalong, where Hellicawould
be waiting for them. Murbellawas sure that the Matre Superior intended

to savor this confrontation, toying with what she saw asan inferior
opponent. The pretender queen would expect true Bene Gesserit behavior
from the New Sisterhood-discussions and negotiations. It would be agame
to her.

Murbella, though, was not entirely Bene Gesserit. She had asurprise for
the Honored Matres below. Severd, in fact.

Her shipscircling over the Palace were far outnumbered by Hellicals
forces on the ground. The whores expected civilized behavior from the
Mother Commander, diplomatic protocols, anbassadoria courteses.
Murbella had aready decided that would be awaste of time. Janess,
Kiria, and the other infiltrator Sistersin the city below knew what to do.

Precisely on cue, as Murbella's escort squad prepared to land in the
Matre Superior's"trap,” seven mgor buildingsin Bandaong erupted into
flames. Concussion waves knocked down walls, blasting Honored Matre
emplacementsinto cinders. Moments later, three bombs vaporized dozens
of ships on the spaceport landing field.
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Before the stunned whores around the Palace could try to shoot down her
escort ships, Murbelayeled into the commline: "V akyries, launch your
attack!"

Her escort ships began their bombardment, wiping out the protective
forcesthat encircled the Matre Superior's seat of power. Out of harsh
necessity, Murbella had decreed Banda ong expendable. Hellicaand her
rebel s were a dangerous firebrand to be extinguished. Period. The whores
below went into afrenzy, rushing about like hornets from aburning nest.

Then, from orbit, Bashar Wikki Aztin launched a second, far more
overwheming wave of New Sisterhood warships. The second, unseen
Guildship dropped its no-field beside Edrik's giant Heighliner. Suddenly
two hundred more Vakyrie attack ships plunged out of the open hold and
streaked down to the battleground.

Up until the date of its untimely obliteration, Richese had made regular
deliveries of armaments and specidly tailored battleships. Though the
largest part of the huge fleet had been turned to dag aong with the
rest of the weapon shops, Chapterhouse possessed more than enough
firepower to render this last Honored Matre stronghold helpless.

Bashar Aztin led waves of shipsin performing surgical strikeson the
drategic targets and key ingtdlations that had been identified in the
covert tranamissonsfrom the infiltrator team. From her hiding place,
Janess activated her own communication lines and coordinated her
saboteurs with the swarms of newly landed troops.

While other Sisterhood fighters fanned out across the city and
surrounding lands, the Honored Matres scrambled to mount a defense
againgt such awidespread and thorough assaullt.

The Mother Commander and her Valkyries landed outside the Paace.
Murbella positioned military transport vesselsto form acomplete
blockade. Her black-uniformed fighters poured out onto the ground and
surrounded the gaudy structure.

Smiling to hersdf, Murbelawent in to kill the Matre Superior. No
prisoners. It was the only way this could end.

Accompanied by her entourage of VVakyries, the Mother Commander marched
through the main entrance. Honored Matre guardsin
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purple leotards and capes rushed to engage the invader, but the
Sisterhood fighters swiftly subdued them.



Inside the Palace, her group passed a bubbling fountain of red liquid
that looked and smelled like blood. Statues of Honored Matres thrust
swords through frozen Bene Gesserit Sigters; scarlet fluid poured from
the victims wounds into the bowl of the fountain. Murbella pointedly
ignored the grotesquerie.

Without amisstep, the Mother Commander found her way to the main throne
room and strode in under full guard, asif sheowned dl of Tleilax.

Despite the intringc violence of the Honored Matres, the victory of the
far-superior Sisters was aforegone conclusion. Murbellahad learned,
however, from studying the Battle of Junction, where even Bashar Miles

Teg had been lured by atriumph that was too easy. She kept her mind and
body in the highest state of aert. Honored Matres had away of twisting
defeet into victory.

Preening on her high throne, an unrepentant Hellica awaited them, asif
sheremained in control of the Stuation. "So nice of you to come

cdling, witch." The pretender queen wore ared, yellow, and blue
costume that looked more suitable for a circus performer than for the
leader of aplanet. Her tightly knotted bun of blonde hair was studded
with pricelessjewels and sharp decorative pins. Y ou are brave to come
here. And foolish."

Boldly, Murbella approached the throne. "It ssemsto meyour city is
burning, Hellica. Y ou should have joined us againgt the coming Enemy.
Y ou are going to die anyway. Why not diefighting ared opponent?”

Hdlicalaughed boisteroudy. "The Enemy can't be fought! That iswhy we
take what we wish and then move on to fertile ground before the first
forcesarrive. However, if your witches wish to distract the Enemy with
pointless battles, we will welcome the delay, so that we may dip avay
more easily.”

Murbella couldn't understand what Hellicaiintended to accomplish, why
she had ralied her rebds, drawing them dl into adebilitating

conflict that none of them could win. The enclaves of violent holdouts

had caused much damage-Richese was only the worst example-weakening
humanity. To what purpose?
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"Wewere nearly ready to depart from Tleilax. Right now, you arein my
way." The Matre Superior stood, then dropped into afighting stance. "On
the other hand, if | kill you and take over your New Sisterhood for
myself, perhapswell stay awhilelonger.”

"At onetime, | might have tried to reeducate you. Now | see that the
effort would be wasted.”

Hellicawanted this conflict. Apparently, she had no illusions about



surviving, knowing about the bloody battles occurring al across
Ban-daong. Her intent must have been to maximize casuaties, nothing
more. More explosions rang throughout the city.

Staring hard at the beautiful woman, Murbellaimagined Hellica deed,
dumped at the base of the dais holding her throne. The vision was so
clear it seemed like agift of prescience. A classic Swordmaster technique.

At the edges of her vison, Murbellanoticed flickering shadows, bodies
moving stedlthily around the throne room. Dozens of Honored Matre guards
closed in, asurprise ambush. But it would never be enough. Her own
Vakyries had been waiting for thistrap, the desperate last stand. More

than prepared to fight, they turned their superior numbers against them

and plunged into the fray. Overhead, Bashar Aztin's clustered attack

ships roared across the sky, making the whole Palace shake.

Murbella bounded up the steps to the dais as Hellica vaulted over one of
the armrests. The two grappled like asteroids colliding, but Murbella
used her balance to throw her weight with a Swordmaster reorienting
technique, and drove Hdllicato thefloor.

Rolling on the stonetilesin aflurry of deadly blows and blocks,

Murbella and the pretender queen tore at each other. The Mother
Commander clawed along gouge down Hellicas cheek, then the other woman
smashed her forehead into Murbellas, stunning her just long enough to

tear hersdf free.

Springing to their feet, the opponents faced off, and the Matre Superior
demongtrated unorthodox fighting techniques, subtly advanced from
anything Murbellaremembered in her own Honored Matretraining. So,
Hélicahad learned, or changed.

In response, Murbelladtered her timing, sought the opportunity to
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grike, but the other woman moved with an unexpected flash, more swiftly
than Murbella could dodge. A hard, stinging blow bruised her |€eft thigh,
but the Mother Commander did not go down. She blocked her nerve
receptors, numbed the pain in her leg, and then threw hersalf back into
thefight.

An Honored Matre fought with violent impulsiveness, sheer strength and
speed; Murbella possessed those traits herself, combined with the
finesse of the long-forgotten Swordmaster art aswell asthe best Bene
Gessrit skills. Once Murbellareset her mind and her approach, the
Matre Superior had no chance.

Envisioning an unexpected response of her own, Murbellaplanned a
sequence of moves and countermoves afew secondsinto the future. The
non-pattern in Hellicasfighting style was redlly a pattern when viewed



from alarger perspective. Murbella didn't need a sword- needed no
wegpon a dl, in fact-just hersdlf.

Despite the Matre Superior's flurry of movement, the parries, punches,
and kicks, Murbella saw agtraight line of vulnerability-and acted. The
instant she envisioned it, her path of attack became no more than an
afterthought. The action was over, and successful, as soon as she
undertook it.

With theforce of apiledriver, her right foot found its way under
Héllicasrib cage and smashed straight into the heart. Hellica's eyes
opened wide, and she mouthed a curse without getting the words out. She
spilled onto the floor at the base of the dai's, exactly as Murbellahad
foreseen her, moments before.

Panting, the Mother Commander turned away and assessed the handful of
dtill-living Honored Matre guards locked in combat with the Vakyries.
Many discarded bodiesin bright leotards aready lay strewn acrossthe
tiles, dong with far fewer Sgters. "Hold! | am your Matre Superior now!"

"We do not follow witches," one woman snapped indignantly, smearing
blood from her mouth and ready to keep fighting. "We are not fools.”

With her peripherd vision, Murbella noticed the dead Matre Superior
beginning to change. The Mother Commander turned back to her victim and
caught theimpaossible shifting. Hellica's face went dack
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and grayish white; her eyes sank in, her hair writhed and atered. The
thing that had been the pretender queen sprawled in gaudy clothes. Pug
nose, tiny mouth, black button eyes.

Murbella's mind raced, and she seized the moment of astonishment and
disbelief. "Y ou had no qualms againgt following a Face Dancer! Now who
isthe fool? How many more of you are Face Dancers?"

Even asthey fought the VVakyries, the remaining Honored Matres glimpsed
the blank-faced creature that had been Hellica. More of the whores
Stuttered to a halt, staring in shock.

"Matre Superior!"

"Sheisnot human!"

"Behold your leader,” Murbella ordered, strutting forward. ™Y ou obeyed
the orders of a Face Dancer planted among you. Y ou were deceived and

betrayed!"

Only one of the Honored Matre guards continued to battle furioudy. The
Vakyries soon dispatched her, and Murbellawas not shocked to seethe



falen woman transform into a second Face Dancer.

Here, and on Gammu-how far had thisingdious infiltration spread?
Hdlica's provocative actions had somehow served the Face Dancers rather
than the whores. Wasiit a plot spawned by the Lost Tlellaxu, or did it
extend even farther than that? WWho were the shape-shiftersredlly

fighting for? Could they aready be avanguard from the Enemy, sent into
the Old Empire to assess and wesken the target?

All those rebel enclaves, the dissent and violence that drained the
resources of the New Sisterhood. Could it al have been aplot to weaken
humanity's defenses? Setting them againgt each other, killing viable
fighters to make them vulnerable so that the Enemy could wadein and
finish the job more easly? With the main fight over in the city, more

of her Vakyries streamed into the throne room, consolidating their hold

on the gaudy Palace. Throughout Bandalong, Hellicas remaining followers
fought to the degth, while the Guild Heighliner remained upin

gationary orbit, observing the fray from a safe distance.

Her daughter Janess, looking battered but bright-eyed, led them. "Mother
Commander, the Palaceisours.”
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The enemy of your enemy is not necessarily your friend. He may hate you
asmuch asany other rival.

-Hawat's Strategic Corollaty

With the deadly hunt over and all five Honored Matres dead, Sheeanaand
Teg descended the wooden steps of the open-framed lookout tower. It had
been an exhilarating, aswell as unsettling, experience. Sheeana sensed

that the young Bashar beside her wrestled with his own questions,
extrgpolations, and suspicions, but he could not voice any of them

without the guards overhearing.

The Handlers were gathering by their Futarsin the leaf-strewn clearing
where the last Honored Matre had been torn to piecesin plain view. Hrrm
and the black-striped Futar had fought over, then jointly brought down,
thelast of the terrible whores.

It had been adizzying fight, with the two Futars circling, lashing out,

and dodging the woman's hands and feet. When she legpt high with akick,
Hrrm had reached out and caught her ankle with his claws, like catching
afish on ahook, and dammed her to the forest floor. Black Stripe had
lunged in to tear out her throat. Scarlet dropl ets spattered the carpet

of golden leaves.

Walking away from the observation platform, Sheeana and Teg went to
stand by the Futars with cold, wary fascination. Recognizing
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her, Hrrm gave her abloody grin, asif expecting Sheeanato come
forward and give him aback rub. She sensed his need for acceptance, and
for years she had been the only oneto giveit to him. Though the
Handlers-the true masters-were there in the forest now, Sheeana said,
"Excdlent work, Hrrm. | am proud of you."

A deep purr rumbled in histhroat. Then he dug hisface into the Honored
Matre's pae flesh and ripped out another mouthful of meat. Sheeanahad
not seen the other three Futars from the no-ship, but knew they must
have joined the hunt aswell.

Four of the lanky natives, including the Chief Handler, stood watching
the gridy scene, gpparently satisfied with the crestures performance.
Orak Tho said, "Now you see our true fedings for the Honored Matres."

"We never doubted it," Sheeana said. "But another Enemy is coming-one
that those whores provoked. That Enemy isfar worse."

"Worse? How do you know this?" the Chief Handler said. "What if thereis
nothing to fear from this other Enemy? Perhaps you have misunderstood.”

Sheeana noticed the other Handlers subtly closing in around them. Teg
picked up on it, too, but showed no obvious reaction.

Standing amidst the bloody remnants of the hunt, Orak Tho surprised them
by changing the subject. "And now that we have shown our goodwill, |
would liketo vist your no-ship. | will bring aparty of Handlerswith

meto seeit."

Teg gave her asubtle sgn of caution.

"That isindeed something we should consider,” she said, "but we must
firgt discussit with our companions. We have much to tell them about
your gracious hospitdity, and dl that you have shown us."

Trying not to reved his concern, Teg added, "We have only asmall
lighter. Well need to arrange transport for your visiting party.”

"We have our own ships." The Chief Handler turned, asif the decison
had already been made. Teg and Sheeanaflashed alook at each other.
Their own ships? The Handlers had dready talked about having scanners
sophisticated enough to detect the Ithacain orbit. Thiscivilization

was far more technologically sophisticated than it appeared to be.
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The odors of the Handlers, of coppery spilled blood, and of the musky



Futars mixed with the forest air in amedley of confusing and disturbing
gmells. Sheeana dso detected afaint, familiar undertone of unwarranted
tension. Beside the half-devoured corpse of the Honored Matre, Hrrm and
Black Stripe looked up, sensing something amiss. Both Futars growled
deep intheir throats.

Sheeanainterrupted. "Will the Rabbi and Thufir Hawat be rgjoining us soon?"

Orak Tho continued asif he had not heard her question. "1 will sgna
my people. | am certain your companions would agree. We will do thisas
efficiently aspossble.”

The nearby Handlers stiffened. Their movements were subtle, but she
noticed the people dowly cailing into fighting stances, elbows cocked,
legs ready to spring. They are going to attack!

"Miled" Sheeana shouted.

Theyoung Bashar lashed out in astrike so swift it was no more than a
flicker of movement to the naked eye. Sheeana ducked, thrust her palm
into the face of another Handler, and flung hersdf sdeways asthe
people closed in.

Teg struck one man in the center of the chest with a cracking blow

strong enough to freeze his heart-an ancient, but deadly, Bene Gesserit
fighting technique. Sheeana grabbed the long forearm of another Handler

and, snapping it backward, broke the bone above the elbow. More Handlers
loped like predators from the dense aspens.

The nativesfought with the clear intent to kill, not even asking

Sheeanaand Teg to surrender. But what will the Handlers do when they

kill us? How will they get aboard the no-ship, if that's what they want?
Though they were only two people, Sheeanaand Teg held their own against
the ondaught, but only tenuoudy.

In astorm of muscles and claws, Hrrm attacked-striking not her or the
Bashar, but the Chief Handler. Orak Tho opened hiswide mouth in
surprise and barked a sharp guttura command, but Hrrm did not stop. The
Futar had broken his conditioning. Hrrm drove the Handler to the ground
as he snarled her name, "Sheeanal™ In unthinking frenzy, he bit down and
twisted sdeways, sngpping Orak Tho'slong neck.
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Hrrm, knowing nothing of politics or aliances, fought the other
beastinan and defended Sheeana againgt the Handlers. Hed doneit for her.

Everything happened in seconds. While the Futar stood from hiskill,

Orak Tho changed. His dead flesh shifted to the inhuman features of a
Face Dancer. The other Handler Teg had dready killed aso shifted. Face
Dancerd



In the past, Sheeana had dways trusted her ability to recognize the
shape-shifters by their distinctive pheromones, but the new Face Dancers
were far more sophigticated, often undetectable even by the Bene
Gesszrit. She had known that much before leaving Chapterhouse.

Pieces clicked into place like chits on a counting machine. If these
Handlers were new-generation Face Dancers, then they were not dlies
after dl, but enemies. Just because both the Handlers and the Bene
Gesserit hated Honored Matres did not necessarily mean that the two
shared acommon cause.

Roaring, the black-striped Futar legpt into the fight and attacked the
traitorous Hrrm. The two growling Futars fought, thrashing and flailing
inatumble of claws and teeth. Sheeana could do nothing to help him,
turning to see another threst.

Severd of the bandit-masked men aso reverted to their Face Dancer
shapes, no longer bothering to maintain the disguises. All of the
Handlers seemed to be Face Dancers.

Orak Tho had wanted to come aboard the no-ship, and now the reasons were
obvious. The Handlersintended to capture the Ithaca. For the Enemy! The
Enemy had aways been &fter the no-ship. That waswhy the Chief Handler
was o willing to kill the two of them now: Face Dancers could easily

take the place of Sheeana and Teg, taking not only their appearance but

aso memory and persondity imprints. Face Dancers could work from

within to accomplish what the hunters had not been able to do from afar.

She had to warn Duncan!

Sheeana struck at another Handler, driving him back into his comrades.
As Teg fought beside her, his Mentat awareness processed the same data,
and Sheeana was sure he came to the same conclusions. "They are dll
connected: the old man and woman, the net, the Handlers, the Face
Dancers. Let'sgo-at least one of ushasto livel"
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Sheeana knew another sickening truth. "Thufir and the Rabbi are probably
dead. That'swhy the Handlers separated us. Divide and kill."

From the edge of the tall aspens, two more hunting Futars bounded into
thefray, ingtinctively drawn to fight against Hrrm, who had turned on
them. It was inconceivable that a Futar had attacked a Handler!

Sheeana didn't see how she and the Bashar could possibly defeet dl the
opponents arrayed againgt them. Hrrm continued to fight, though he could
not last much longer. He surged up, grasped Black Stripe's neck, and
sank hisclawsinto the throat, tearing out the larynx in astringy,

bloody lump. Even as hislifes blood gushed out, the striped Futar
continued to snap with sharp teeth. Then Hrrm went down under the



additional Futarsin asnarling mass of clawsand torn hairy skin.

In ameatter of moments, the Futarswould turn on her and Teg. "Miled"
Sheeana struck aHandler full in the face, and he went down.

Beside her, Teg suddenly blurred, moving with such speed that she could
no longer keep track of him. It was asif awind rushed through the
aspens. All of the Handlers closing in on them dropped to the ground
likefelled trees. Sheeana barely had timeto blink.

Teg regppeared besde her, gasping for bresth and looking drained. "Come
with me. Back to thelighter. Now!™

Her questions about him could wait. She ran with him. Hrrm had bought
enough time for Sheeanato escape, and she wouldn't let his sacrifice be
wasted.

Behind them came the noises of more Futars, their hands and feet
crackling in the dry leaves and twigsthat covered the forest floor.

Would the other three from the no-ship help her, as Hrrm had? She could
not count on it. She had seen them take down combat-hardened Honored
Matres, and she didn't think much of her own chances against so many of
them.

No doubt, more Handlers would be waiting at the wooden city-towers. Some
had probably surrounded the lighter dready. How coordinated was Orak
Tho'splan? Were dl Handlersredlly Face Dancers, or had they smply

been infiltrated?

Sheeanaand Teg dashed past the Handlers main settlement. More
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raccoon-faced people were emerging from the cylindrical wooden
Sructures, dow to react to the changed Situation, dl of them closingin.

Ahead in the clearing, the small ship sat waiting for them. As she had
feared, two tall Handlers stood in front of the hatch, carrying powerful
stun-goads. Sheeana prepared for alife-or-death fight.

Infront of her, Teg shifted and blurred again, shooting forward like a
bullet, his speed beyond human possibility. The two Handler guards
turned, but they weretoo late. Teg's blows hit them like lightning
grikes. The Handlers sngpped aside asif thrown by an invisible force.

Sheeanaran to catch up, her lungs on fire. Slowing enough to regppesr,
the Bashar kicked the stun-goads out of the way. Redling with

exhaugtion, he keyed the entry code into the lighter's main hatch

controls. The hydraulics hummed, and the heavy door began to dide open.

"Insde, quickly!" He heaved great bregths. "Weve got to take off."



Sheeana had never seen ahuman look so utterly weary. Teg's skin had
gone gray, and he seemed to be on the verge of collapse. She grabbed his
am, fearing that he wasin no condition to fly the lighter.

| might haveto do it mysdf.

Handlers swarmed out of the towers carrying staffs and stun-goads. With
nothing to hide anymore, most of them had reverted to their pug-nosed
Face Dancer appearances. Sheeanafeared that some might be armed with
projectile throwers or long-distance stunners.

With ashout and afrantic rush behind them, two people bolted out of

the dense aspen forest, running for al they were worth. Sheeana pushed
Teg insdethe ship and paused at the hatch, where she saw Thufir Hawat
and the Rabbi running pell-mdll toward her. More Handlers were hard on
their hedls, and she heard Futars crashing through the underbrush.

Thufir and the Rabbi were both flushed, stumbling forward only seconds
ahead of their pursuers. The young man grabbed the Rabbi and hauled him
adong. Shedid not think they would reach the lighter intime.

Finaly, with selfless resolve, Thufir propelled the old man toward the
dtill-digtant lighter while he turned aone to face the Handlers. With
balled fists he lunged toward the closest pursuer, surprising him with
histurnabout. A sharp rabbit punch to the abdomen of the Handler
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and achop to histhroat caused the Face Dancer to reel and drop.

Through hisheroics, Thufir had given the Rabbi time to stagger ahead as
fast as he could. Panting but refusing to rest, Thufir then ran after

him, catching up to the old man asthey closed in on the ship in the meadow.

Asthefirgt Futar bounded forward, another beast-man crashed in from
the Sde, damming into the ship. The pair rolled together, clawing and
fighting. A second one of Hrrm's Futars! The delay gained Sheeanaand
her companions afew more precious seconds.

She grabbed one of the sun-goads from the falen guards. "Run! Run!"
Over her shoulder she cdlled into the open lighter, "Miles, start the
engines”

Thufir and the Rabbi ran with last bursts of adrendine. "'Face Dancers,”
Thufir gasped. "We saw-"

"I know! Get inddethelighter.” The ship's engines began to thrum.
Somehow, Teg had found enough energy to drag himself to the pilot's seet.

Sheeana planted her feet in the meadow grass and jabbed the stun-goad at
thefirst oncoming Handler, then swung it to smash the Side of another's
head.



The old Rabbi stumbled aboard, while the twelve-year-old gholalurched
after him. Three more Futars came bounding out of the trees, followed by
another group of Handlers. She threw hersdlf through the hatch,
scrambling to activate the ramp controls. She dragged her feet out of

the way just asthe heavy hatch sedled shut. With acrash, thefirst

Futar dammed into the hull.

"Hy, Miled" She collgpsed onto the deck. "Fly!"

Thufir Hawat was aready in the copilot's seat. Beside him, the Bashar
looked asif he might lose consciousness a any moment, and Thufir
reached for the copilot's controls, ready to take charge. But Teg
brushed the boy's hands away. "I'll do it."

The lighter rose above the trees, accelerating into the sky. Heart
pounding, Sheeanalooked at the Rabbi on the floor beside her. His
tear-streaked face was flushed with exertion, and she feared he might
die of cardiac arrest now that hed made it to the escape ship.
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Then she remembered what Orak Tho had told her: The Handlers had their
own spacecraft, and they would no doubt pursue them.

"Hurry." Her voice was no more than arasping whisper.

Ashen-faced Teg seemed to hear her, though. A burgt of vertical
acceleration pressed her againgt the floor.
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Radicas are only to be feared when you try to suppress them. Y ou must
demondtrate that you will use the best of what they offer.

- LETO ATREIDESII, the Tyrant

With hismind reding and his body shuddering, Uxtal could not absorb

what Ingva had done to him. Using powers he could neither comprehend nor
ress, the old crone had wrung him like adirty rag, then left him weak

and shuddering, barely ableto breathe, walk, or think.

It should not have been possible!

Barely even noticing the attack ships closing in on Bandalong, he
managed to stumble back to his laboratory. He was more terrified of
Ingvathan of any faling bombs or raiders. At the sametime, he found
himsdlf unable to drive the sensations from his mind, the pleasure she
had inflicted upon him. Hefelt sick and unclean, a theinddible

memory of it.



Uxtal hated this planet, this city, these women-and he couldn't stand
feding so completey out of control. For years, hisgreatest skill had
been as atightrope walker, constantly worried about what might happen
to himif hedidn't maintain his balance and aertness. But after his

coital orded with Ingva, he could bardly keep himsdf from collapsing

a atimewhen he most needed his mentd abilities.
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Then the massive attack had begun throughout the city, from explosions
at strategic centers, to the siege of the Palace, to the sudden
appearance of afleet of Bene Gesserit warshipsin the skies.

Hidden explosives had aready destroyed somewallsin hislarge research
complex. Saboteurs and infiltrators must have come here ahead of time,
and they had marked hislaboratory as an important facility for the
Honored Matres.

He staggered back into the main lab and inhaled deeply of the chemicas
around the fresh axlotl tanks. He also picked up a caustic cinnamon odor
from hisinitia and unsuccessful experimentsthat Waff-ill

terrified-had suggested over the past several days. For now, Uxtal left
the half-awakened Tlellaxu Master locked in his chambers.

Uxta ranfor hislife. He knew in his heart that, despite the best

efforts of Waff, the whole process was flawed. The resurrected old
Master did not, in fact, remember enough facts to make spice. His
suggested methodol ogy might have been a good beginning, but was not
likely to achieve the desired results. Perhaps the two of them might

have worked together to rediscover the process. But not with Bandalong
under attack.

However, if aGuild Heighliner hovered overhead, maybe Navigator Edrik
would rescue him! The Guild would surely want the awakened Waff ghola
they had encouraged him to create-and Uxtal, too. The Navigator had to
save both of them.

Uxta heard loud voices and the hum of machinery over the digtinct
percussve explosions of gunfire and artillery fire. A voiceyelled, "We
are under attack! Matres and males, defend us!" Further words were
drowned out by the sounds of automatic wegponsfire, projectile guns,
and pulse-stunners. He frozein histracks, as he heard something else.

Ingvasvoice.

Hismusclesjerked in response, and Uxtal found hislegs carrying him
involuntarily toward the sound. Sexualy bonded by the hideous woman, he
felt anirresstible compulsion to defend her, to protect her from the

outside threat. But he had no wegpons and no training in combet arts.
Grabbing a piece of meta pipe from adebris pile near a collapsed wall,

he ran toward the sounds of battle, barely ableto think straight.
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Uxtal saw at least twenty Honored Matres engaged with alarger force of
women in black, spiny singlesuits. Theinvadersfought equally wel with
bladed weapons, projectile guns, and hare hands. The New Sisterhood's
Vakyries Swinging the pipe, Uxta scurried into the fray, jumping over
the bleeding bodies of Honored Matres. But the black-clad witches threw
him aside, asif they didn't congder him worth killing.

With superior fighting kills, the Vakyries easly overwhemed the
Honored Matres. One of the women shouted, " Cease your fighting. Matre
Superior isdead!"

Running behind them from the Palace, an appalled Honored Matre cried,
"Hellicawas a Face Dancer! We have been deceived!”

Uxta stumbled to hisfeet, astonished by the assertion. Khrone had

forced him to work in Bandalong, but the Lost Tleilaxu researcher had
never understood why the Honored Matres would cooperate with esoteric
Face Dancer interests. If the Matre Superior herself had been a
shape-shifter in disguise, however-

He nearly tripped over amoaning woman on the ground. She had been
stabbed, but even so she clawed at him. "Help me!” Her voicewaslikea
plucked string, controlling him. 1t was Ingva. Her orange eyesflared

with anguish. Her scratchy voice carried an insstent anger over her
bubbly pain. "Help me! Now!" Blood oozed from her side, and with each
wheezing breath the gash spread open and closed like agasping mouth.

He pictured her dominating him, raping him with unnaturd skillsthat
could draw even aeunuch into her sexua trap. Her grasping hand clung
to hisleg, but not in acaress. Explosions continued around them in the
sreets. Ingvatried to curse him, but could articulate no words.

"Youarein gregt pan.”

"Yesl" Her agonized glare showed that she thought he was profoundly
supid. "Hurry!"

It was al he needed to hear. He could not heal her, but he could stop
her pain. He could help her that way. Uxta was not awarrior, had not
been trained in fighting techniques; hisbody was smdl and easly cast
aside by these violent women. But when he drove his hedl down
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hard, somping with al hismight on the throat of the hated Ingva, he
discovered he was perfectly capable of crushing her neck.

With the terrible bond broken, hefelt apeculiar giddy sensationin his



stomach, and redlized he now had a certain degree of freedom. More than
he'd had in Sixteen years.

The Honored Matres of Tleilax were obvioudy losing this battle- and
badly. Then in the Sky he saw two other ships descending toward the
|aboratory complex, different from the attack vessels brought by the
witches. He recognized the Guild cartouche on the sdes of the hull.
Guildships, surreptitioudy landing in the midst of the fray!

They must be coming to rescue him, dong with the avakened Waff ghola
who remained inside his private chambers. He had to get to where Edrik
could find him.

More explosions pummeled the Sde of the main laboratory building. Then
atower of flames curled upward as an aerid bomb exploded and
demolished the warehouse section that held the numerous younger gholas.
All of the dternative young candidates went up in aflash of fireand
smoke, turned back into smears of cellular material. Uxtal observed the
loss with a disappointed frown, then sprinted for shelter. Those extras

weren't necessary anyway.

The two Guildships had aready landed near the half-destroyed |aboratory
and sent out furtive searchers. But he could not get to them. Another

New Sisterhood ship soared low, looking for targets. He saw a group of
witches racing through the streetsin their search; he could never get

past them.

For the time being, he would smply have to hide and | et the battle flow
past him. The Lost Tleilaxu man did not care which faction won, or if
they al destroyed each other. Hewas on Tlellax. He belonged here.

With the attention of the combatants diverted, Uxta dipped away,
crawled under afence, and raced across a churned muddy field to the
nearby dig farm. No one would have the dightest interest in afilthy
low-caste farmer like Gaxhar. He could be safe there and demand
sanctuary from the old man!

Scrambling for shelter, Uxtd reached a section of pens on the other
sde of thefarm, where the farmer kept hisfattest digs. Looking
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back toward his now-burning laboratory, he saw agroup of
black-uniformed Vakyries marching swiftly acrossthefidd. It wasjust
his bad luck-they would come here soon, he was sure of it. Why would
they bother with aman who raised digs? Other fema e fighters searched
outlying buildings, intent on rooting out Honored Matres who had gone
into hiding to lay an ambush. Had they seen him?



Ducking franticaly out of Sght, Uxta did into an empty, muddy penon
the other Sde of agate wherethefat digswere kept. A small
feed-storage shed was e evated on stone blocks, leaving asmall space
beneath. Uxtal squirmed into the cramped space where the dominating
women-of ether faction-would not see him.

Agitated by his presence, the digs began to dither around in the mud

and sgueal in peculiar high-pitched tones on the other side of the gate.
Uxta crawled toward the building. The stench and filth made him want to
retch.

"It'samos feeding time" avoice sad.

Twisting to look through the gap under the shed, Uxtal saw the elderly
dig farmer standing at the fence, peering through thedatsat him. The
dig farmer began tossing bloody scraps of raw mest-more human body
parts-into the empty pen. Some of them landed very closeto Uxtd. He
pushed them away. "Stop, you fool! I'm trying to hide. Don't call
attention to me!™

"Y ou have blood on you now," Gaxhar said in afrighteningly casud
voice. "That could draw them toward you."

Nonchaantly, the farmer raised the gate and let the hungry digs
through. Five of them: amost inauspicious number. The crestures were
great dabs of flesh, their flopping bodies coated with dense mucous,
their flat underbellies lined with grinding mouths that could churn any
biologica matter into digestible mush.

Uxtal scrambled away. "Get me out of here! | command it!"

Thelargest dig in the pen shoved into the crawl space wherethe Lost
Tleilaxu was trapped, and fell on him. More digs charged forward,
pushing and colliding to reach the fresh meat. The loud grunting sounds
easly drowned out the Lost Tlellaxu man's screams.

" liked it better when all the Masterswere dead," Gaxhar muttered.
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The dig farmer heard gunfire and explosionsin the distance. The city
of Bandaong was dready araging inferno, but the battle did not come
closeto hisfarm. The lower-caste menid laborersin the nearby hovels
were not worthy of notice.

Later, when hisdigs had finished feeding, Gaxhar killed the largest
and best one, which he had raised with paingtaking care. That evening,
with thelast few sparks of battle rumbling through the city, heinvited
afew friendsfrom the village to hishome for afesst.

"No need to keep such fine meet for unworthy people anymore,” hetold



them. He had fashioned atable and chair from crates and boards. His
other guests sat on the floor. In these smple surroundings, the
low-cagte Tlellaxus ate until their bellies ached, and then they ate
even more.
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Loveisone of the most dangerous forcesin the universe. Love weakens,
while deceiving usinto bdieving it isagood thing.

- MOTHER SUPERIOR ALMA MAVISTARAZA
Murbdla

He was supposed to be watching the no-ship. He knew that. But her name,
her presence, her scent, her addictive control had grown even stronger
since held garted contempl ating the possibility of bringing Murbella

back asaghola. It could be done; he knew it.

For him, the heart call had never entirely stopped in the nineteen years
snce he had broken from her. It was asif she had caught himin her own
net, as deadly asthe gossamer mesh cast by the old man and woman.
Everything wastoo quiet during hislondy and tedious shift on the
navigation bridge, giving him too many opportunitiesto think and obsess
on her.

Now he intended to do something about it, to solve the problem. He
pushed aside hisrational assessment that it was a poor solution, a
dangerous one, and he forged ahead.

Leaving the navigation bridge unattended again, he gathered up her
gtill-fresh garments from nullentropy storage and went to the quarters

of Master Scytde. The grayish Tleilaxu opened his chamber suspicioudy,
looking a Duncan and hisarmful of dothing. Behind
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him, the dimly lit room fuzzed with exotic scents of incense or drugs,
and he caught a glimpse of the young Scytale copy. The boy was
wide-eyed, both fearful and fascinated to receive avisitor. The
Tleilaxu Master rarely let his ghola see or interact with anyone else
aboard the ship.

"Duncan Idaho.” Scytdelooked him up and down, and Duncan had the
ditinct fedling that he was being assessed. "How may | be of service?'

Did the Tleilaxu still look on him as one of their creations? He and

Scytale had been held prisoner together aboard the no-ship on
Chapterhouse, but Duncan had never considered Scytale to be acomradein
arms. Now, though, he needed something from him.



"l require your expertise." He extended the rumpled garments, and
Scytdeflinched in confusion, asif they were wegpons. "l preserved
these within days of when we left Chapterhouse. | have found loose
hairs, and there may be skin cells, other DNA fragments,”

Scytaelooked a them, frowning. He did not touch the clothing. " For
what purpose?'

"To cresteaghola”
The Tlellaxu Master dready seemed to know the answer. " Of whom?"

"Murbella" He kept finding himself drawn back to theideaasif it were
an inescapable black hole and he had already passed the event horizon in
hismind. He had dark amber strands of her hair on a pale green towd.
"Y ou can grow her again. The axlotl tanks are no longer being used.”

The boy Scytde stood closeto his elder, who pushed him backward. The
older Master appeared intimidated. " The whole program has been halted.
Sheeanawill not dlow any new gholas”

"Shewill dlow thisone. I-I will demand it." Helowered hisvoice,
mumbling to himsdlf. "They owe methat much."

Sheeand's possibly prescient dream had forced her to regroup, to
reconsider her plans and exercise caution. But now that severd years
had passed, discussions had aready begun about experimenting with
another gholachild or two. Thefascinating cellsfrom Scytaes
nullentropy capsule were just too tempting....

476
"Duncan Idaho, | do not bdievethisiswise. Murbdlaisan Honored Matre-"

"A former Honored Matre. And a gholagrown from these cdllswill.... will
be different.” He didn't know if she would come back with her full
memories and knowledge of a Reverend Mother, dl the changes the Spice
Agony had wrought. Regardless, she would be here.

"Y ou would not understand, Scytale. Long ago, shetried to endave me,
to bond me with her sexua powers-and | did the same. We were bound
together in amutua noose, and | cannot break it. My performance and
concentration has suffered for years, though | use my sirength to resist.”

"Why, then, would you wish to bring her back?'

Duncan pushed the rumpled clothes forward. "Because then at least |
wouldn't suffer from this endless, destructive withdrawal! 1t will not
go away, so | must find adifferent solution. | have ignored it for too

long."



Thefact that he was here at al reinforced his knowledge of the hold

that she dtill had. Even the thought of Murbellatied his hands. He
should have been on guard, watching from the navigation bridge, waiting
to hear the next report from Sheeanaor Teg ... but the idea of
resurrecting Murbella had reopened the festering heartache, making her
|oss seem fresh and painful al over again.

The Tlallaxu Master seemed to understand much more than Duncan wanted
him to see. ™Y ou yoursdlf know the danger in your suggestion. If you

were as confident as you appear to be, you would not have waited until

the others were down on the planet. Y ou would not have come herelike a
thief, whispering your suggestion to me where no one else can hear."
Scytde crossed hisarms over his chest.

Duncan gared a him in silence, promising himsdlf that he would not
plead. "Will you doit?Isit possbleto bring her back?'

"It ispossble. Asto your other question-" He could see Scytale
caculating, trying to determine what sort of payment or reciprocal
action he could pry out of Duncan.

The darms startled them both. The danger lights, the warning of an
imminent attack, the gpproaching ships-in so many years, the
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dert sysems had been silent, and now the sounds were both startling
and terrifying.

Duncan dropped the garments on the deck and ran for the nearet lift. He
should have been on the navigation bridge. He should have been watching,
not secretly talking with the Tlellaxu Master.

Hewould havetimefor guilt later.

The commsystems at the piloting station buzzed with Sheeanads voice.
"Duncan! Duncan, why don't you respond?’

Ashethrew himsdf into the chair, he glanced up at the front viewport.
A dozen small spacecraft were rising from the planet below, burning
streaks through the atmosphere and moving directly toward the no-ship.
"I am here" he said. "What's happening? What isyour status?' The
lighter was coming back at top speed, discarding safety restrictions.

Garimi's voice came over thein-ship channdl. "l am aready on my way to
the receiving bay. Get the ship prepared to receive them. Something has
goneterribly wrong down on the planet.”

Now Duncan heard afaint emergency message chattering acrossthe
commline. Miles Teg, but hisvoice sounded wesk. "Our maneuverability is
severely compromised.”



Tracer fire came from the other shipsthat followed close behind. Teg
performed evasons with masterful agility, sSvooping one way and then
another, closing in on the orbiting Ithaca. With the no-fidld in place,
no one should have been able to see the giant ship'slocation.

Cursing his digtraction and the stranglehold Murbe launwittingly il

had on him, Duncan dropped the Ithaca's no-field just long enough to let
Teg see where to go. He was aready warming up the navigation systems
and the Holtzman engines.

Garimi had opened the small landing-bay doors on one of the lower decks,
no more than atiny speck on the hull of the great ship. But the Bashar
knew where to go. He aimed directly toward the sanctuary, and the
Handler ships closed in. Not designed as afast military craft, the

lighter was|osing ground as the much swifter pursuers gained oniit.

More unidentified ships launched from the planet below. It had seemed to
be such abucoalic civilization....
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Sheeanawas on the commsystem again. " They're Face Dancers, Duncan. The
Handlers are Face Dancerd”

Teg added, "And they are in league with the Enemy! We cannot let them
have accessto this ship. It'swhat they've wanted dl dong."

Sheeanajoined in, her voice ragged with exhaugtion. "The Handlers are
not so primitive as they appeared. They have heavy weaponry that could
disablethe Ithaca. It was atrap.”

On the screen, weapons fire barely missed the lighter, scoring the broad
plane of the Ithacas hull. Teg did not decelerate, or adter course. On

the commsystem, he sounded just like the old Bashar. "' Duncan, you know
what you haveto do. If they cometoo close, just fold space and get away!™

Teg plunged the lighter into the open docking bay asfast asabullet,
only seconds ahead of the Handler ships. The pursuing craft raced
forward, not decdlerating, fully prepared to crash headlong into the
Ithaca. To what purpose? To cripple the vessdl so it couldn't leave?

From the landing bay, Garimi yelled, "Now, Duncan! Get usout of herel”

Duncan reactivated the no-field, and as far asthe pursuers could see,

the Ithaca vanished, leaving only aholein space. The Handler ships
could not land, nor did they pull up, apparently willing to do anything

to prevent the Ithaca from escaping. Six of them continued to accelerate
toward where the vessal had been-and plowed into the unseen hull of the
no-ship like buckshot hitting abroad wall.

Theimpacts rocked theimmense vessdl, and the deck benesth Duncan's



feet reded and tilted. Though damage lightswinked on dl acrossthe
control pands, he saw that the foldspace engines were intact,
functional, and ready to go.

The Holtzman engines hummed, and the ship began its move between and
around the fabric of the universe. Alone on the navigation bridge, he
watched the aurora of colors and bending shapesthat surrounded the
great vessd.

But something was interfering-a shimmering, multicolored grid of energy
threads. The net had found them again! Thanksto the Handlers, the Enemy
had somehow known exactly where to look.

The colors and shapes began to roil in reverse, unfolding. Now the
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next wave of pursuing Handler vessels could fire at the aberrationin
gpace, hitting the void and disabling the no-ship without actudly
seding it.

Duncan plunged back into Mentat mode, seeking a solution, and anew
coursefindly crygdlized in hismind, arandom path that would let

him dip free of the binding strands. He hammered the engine contrals,
forced the fol dspace equations.

Thistime the fabric of space wrapped around the Ithaca, caressed it,
and drew it into the void-away from the planet, away from the Handlers,
and away from the Enemy.
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No matter how complex human civilization becomes, there are dways
interludes during which the course of mankind depends upon the actions
of agngleindividud.

-from The Tlalaxu Godbuk

At the laboratory complex, during the hand-to-hand fighting between
Vakyries and Honored Matres, among the explosions and conflagrations
and streaking attack ships, no one noticed a small adolescent escaping
through ablast holein the laboratory wall and running away through the
smoke.

Conceding himsdlf, the only surviving Waff ghola hunkered down and
wondered what to do. The black-uniformed women from the New Sisterhood
marched about the city, mopping up. Bandalong had aready falen. The
Matre Superior was dead.

Despite dgnificant gapsin his memories and knowledge, Waff could
recall difficulties the Bene Gesserit had given his predecessors. After



seeing his seven counterparts daughtered by Honored Matres, he had no
desire to be taken prisoner by either group of women. The knowledgein
his mind, though fragmented, was far too valuable for that. The witches
and whores were both powindah, outsdersand liars.

Heran furtively into the dangerous streets. Because he had memories of
being aMagter, Waff was stunned and saddened to see this sacred city
burning out of control. Once, Bandalong had been full of
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holy sites, kept pure and clean from outsiders. No longer. He doubted if
Tleilax could ever be restored.

But a the moment, that was not Waff's mission. The Guild would want
him. That much was certain. The Navigator who had observed hishorrific
awakening grasped the importance of having an authentic Tlellaxu Magter,
rather than that Lost fool Uxta. He couldn't understand why the
Navigators hadn't come to rescue him during theinitia attack. Maybe
they had tried. There had been so much confusion.

Ashekept himsdf hidden, Waff began to consder thefirst tantaizing
gparks of anidea. The Heighliner must il be up there.

AFTER DARKNESS SET in, the gholafound asmall, low-orbital shuttleina
repair yard at the edge of the burning city. The shuttlesengine

compartment was open, and tools lay about on the pavement. He saw no one
as he cautiously approached.

A door in adilapidated shed did open, and alow-caste Tlellaxu
emerged, wearing greasy coverdls. "What are you doing, kid?'Y ou need
something to eat?' He wiped his hands on acloth, which he stuffed in
his pocket.

"l am not achild. | an Master Waft."

"All the Magters are dead.” The short man had uncharacteristically blond
hair and matching eyebrows. "Did you get hit on the head during the attack?'

"I am aghola, but | have aMaster's memories. Master Tylwyth Waff."

The man gave him a second, less skeptical look. "All right, I'll accept
the possibility, for the sake of argument. What do you want?'

"I need a spacecraft. Doesthat shuttle fly?* Waff pointed at the old
vessH.

"Just needsafud cartridge. And apilot.”



"I canfly it." He had enough of those memories.

The mechanic smiled. "Somehow | beieveyou, kid." Hetrudged over to a
pile of components. "I confiscated a pdlet of fuel cartridges during
the battle. No one will notice, and it doesn't ook like the Honored
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Matreswill be around to punish either of us." He put his hands on his
hips, regarded the shuttle, then shrugged. " Thisrig doesn't belong to
me anyway, so what do | care?’

Within the hour, Waft flew up to orbit, where the Heighliner waited for
the return of the Valkyrie attack force. The immense black vessd,
larger than most cities, shimmered with reflected sunlight. Another
Guildship, one obvioudy equipped with ano-field, circled the planet in
alower orbit.

Engaging the shuittle's commline, Waff transmitted amessage over the
standard Spacing Guild frequency, identifying himsdlf. "I requirea
meeting with a Guild representative-a Navigator, if possble He
dredged aname from his recent memories, from the bloody day when his
seven identica brothers had been daughtered before his eyes. "Edrik.
Heknows| have vita information about spice.”

Without further argument, a guidance sgnd locked onto his navigation
controls, and Waff found himsdlf drawn toward the Heighliner, directed
upward to the elite-level bridges. The craft floated into asmall,
exclusvelanding bay.

A security detall of four Guildsmen in gray uniforms greeted him. Much
taler than Weff, the milky-eyed Guildsmen escorted him to the viewing
compartment. High overhead, Waff saw a Navigator in histank, staring
down through the plaz with oversized eyes. With his plan to regain the
technique of mass-producing mélange, Edrik would never inform his Bene
Gessarit passengers of Waff's presence on board.

A distorted voice spoke through speakers. "Tell us about spice. Tell us
what you remember about axlotl tanks, and we will keep you safe.”

Weff stared up at him defiantly. "Promise me sanctuary, and | will share
the fruits of my knowledge."

"BEven Uxtd did not make such demands.”

"Uxtd did not know what | know. And heis probably dead. Now that my
memories have awakened, you don't need him anymore." Waff was careful
not to reveal his dangerous memory gaps.

The Navigator drifted closer to thewall, his huge eyesfilled with
eagerness. "Very well. We grant you sanctuary.”



Weff had an dternate plan in mind. He remembered every aspect of the
Great Belief and hisduty to his Prophet.
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"| can do better than create artificid, inferior mélange using the

wombs and chemistry of females. For envisioning safe pathways through
space, aNavigator should have real méange, pure spice created by the
processes of a sandworm.”

"Rakisis destroyed, and sandworms are extinct, save for those few on
the Bene Gesszrit planet.” The Navigator stared at him. "How will you
bring back the worms?'

Grinning, Walf said, ™Y ou have more choices than you redize. Wouldn't
you rather have your own sandworms? Advanced worms that can create a
more potent spice for you Navigators... and only for you:

Edrik swamin histank, dien, incomprehensible, but unquestionably
intrigued. " Continue."

"l amin possession of certain genetic knowledge," Waff said. "'Perhaps
we can reach amutudly beneficid arrangement.”
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Weadl have an innate ability to recognize flaws and wesknessesin
others. It takes much greater courage, however, to recognize the same
flawsin oursdves.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, Confessions of More Than aMentat

After gx of thesuicidd craft had pierced various parts of the Ithaca

like spear points, emergency teams and automated systems had rushed to
patch the no-ship's hull. Once an atmospheric field was put back into
place, Duncan entered the unused bay where one of the Handler ships had
crashed through the hull. On five additiona decks, other vessalsfrom

the planet had dso left wreckage and dead pilots.

Probing into the mangled craft, he discovered the burned remnants of a

body. A Face Dancer. He looked at the blackened and inhuman corpse,
burned beyond recognition. What had they wanted? How were Face Dancers
in league with the old man and old woman who tried to capture them?

On hisrushed ingpection, after receiving reports from other searchers
at thefive remaining crash sites on different decks, Duncan had found
that three of the mangled vesselsheld apair of dead Face Dancersin
each one, dl killed on impact; this craft, however, held only one body,
as did two of the other wrecks.



Three empty seats. Wasit possible that those ships had each been
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flown solo? Or that one or more of the Handlers had g ected into space?
Or had they somehow survived the crash and dipped away into the Ithacar.

After the frantic plunge through foldspace and away from the planet of
the Handlers, while teams responded to the emergency, it had taken
amogt an hour to find each of the crashed shipson six different
unoccupied decks.

Duncan was sure that nothing could have survived those crashes. The
vessalswere destroyed, the Face Dancer bodies trapped within the
cockpits. Nothing could have walked away from the wrecks. And yet...

Could there now be as many as three Face Dancers secretly hiding in the
corridors of the no-ship? Impossible! Even so, his greatest failing

would be to underestimate the Enemy. He looked around the bay, sniffing,
smeling the hot metd, caustic smoke, and the gritty residue of fire
suppressors. An undertone of roasted flesh hung intheair.

He stared at wreckage for along time, wrestling with his doubts.
Findly hesad, "Clean thisup. Ddiver samplesfor analyss, but above
al, be careful. Be extremedy careful

THEIR ORDEAL was the closest the Ithaca had come to being captured since
the original escape from Chapterhouse. Miles Teg and Sheeana, recovered
now, had joined Duncan on the quiet navigation bridge, where they dl

waited in brooding silence. Unspoken words hung heavily, making the air
nearly unbreathable.

The four members of the exploratory party had survived, even though the
Handlers and Futars had tried to kill them. During the escapeflight in
thelighter, the old Rabbi had used his Suk training to check out the

three other escapees, declaring them unharmed except for afew scrapes
and bruises. He had not, however, been able to explain Teg's deep
cdlular exhaustion, and the Bashar had offered no answers.

Sheeanalooked a the two men, the two Mentats, with her probing Bene
Gess=rit stare. Duncan knew she wanted explanations-and not
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just from him. He had suspected that Teg possessed secret, unexplained
abilitiesfor many years.

"I intend to understand.” Her demand was so sharp and importunate, so
impossibleto ignore, that Duncan thought she was using VVoice. "By



hiding things from me, from us, both of you put our surviva in
jeopardy. Of dl our enemies, secrets could be the most dangerous.”

Teg'sface held awry expression. "An interesting comment for a person
inyour position to make, Sheeana. As a Mentat Bashar to the Bene
Gesszrit, | know that secrets are avaluable coin of the Sisterhood.” He
had eaten ravenoudy, gulped several méange-laden energy drinks, and
then dept for fourteen hours. Even so, he till looked a decade older
than he had been.

"That's enough, Miles! | can understand Duncan's burden of theold
bonding to Murbdla. It's festered in him ever since our escape from
Chapterhouse, and | knew he had never succeeded in overcoming his
addiction. But your behavior poses atrue mystery to me. | saw you move
down there with a speed that no human could hope to match.”

Teg regarded her camly. "Are you suggesting | am not human? Afraid that

| might be aKwisatz Haderach?' He knew Duncan had seen the samething
on two previous occas ons, and the Honored Matres had spread rumors on
Gammu about the old Bashar'sinexplicable ahilities. But Duncan had
chosen not to question it. Who was he to accuse the other man?

"Stop these games." Sheeana crossed her arms over her chest. Her hair
wasin disarray. Using silence like ablunt hammer, shewaited ... and
waited.

But Miles Teg dso had Bene Gessrit training, and he did not submit to
her probe. At last, she asked with asigh, "Were you somehow dtered in
the axlotl tank? Did the Tleilaxu betray us after dl, modifying youin
Srange ways?"'

Hefindly brokethrough hisicy wal of reservations. "Thiswasan

ability even the old Bashar had. If you must blame someone, point your
finger at the Honored Matres and their minions." Teg looked from sideto
Sde, il clearly reluctant to reved his secrets. "Under their

torture, | developed certain unusud talentsthat | can usein times of

great need.”
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"Accderating your metabolism? Moving at superhuman speeds?

"That, and other things. | aso have the ability to see ano-fied,
though it remainsinvishbleto dl known means of detection.”

"Why would you keep this secret from us?' Sheeanawas genuindy
confused; she looked betrayed.

Teg scowled a her. Even Sheeanadidn't seeit. "Because ever since
Muad'Dib and the Tyrant, you Bene Gesserit have shown little tolerance
for maeswith unusud abilities. Eleven Duncan gholaswerekilled



before this one survived-and you can't blame every one of those
assassnations on Tlelaxu intrigues. The Sisterhood had plenty of
complicity, both passve and active.”

He glanced at Duncan, who nodded coally.

" Sheeana, you have an unusud taent, to control the sandworms. Duncan
a0 has specid skills. In addition to his ability to see the Enemy's

net, heisgeneticaly designed to be asexua imprinter more powerful
than the Bene Gesserit or the Honored Matres-which ishow he ensnared
Murbellalong ago. That was why the whores were so desperate to kill
him." Teg lifted afinger to emphasize apoint. "And asthe rest of our
gholachildren grow older and regain memories of their past lives, |
suspect that some, if not al, will exhibit their own vauable ills,

which will help usto survive. Y ou will have to accept, and embrace,

their anomalous skills, or elsethar very existenceis moot.”

Duncan heaved adeep breath. "I agree, Sheeana. Don't censure Milesfor
hiding his gifts. He saved us, and more than once. My own mistakes, on
the other hand, nearly cost us everything." He pondered other times when
his obsession with Murbellahad distracted him, dowing hisreactions
during an unexpected crigis. "'l can no more breek free of Murbellathan
you or any other Reverend Mother could smply stop using spice. Itisan
addiction, and admittedly a destructive one. It's been nineteen years
since I've seen her or touched her, and the wound still has not healed.
Her powers of seduction, and mine, dong with my perfect Mentat
memories, prevent me from escaping her. Here on the Ithacathere are
reminders everywhere."

Sheeana spoke, her voice quiet and cool, without compassion. "If
Murbellafédt the same way back on Chapterhouse, the whores would have
sensed her weakness long ago and killed her. If sheis dead-"
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"l hope sheisdive." Duncan roseto hisfeet from the pilot's chair,
searching for strength. "But the need | till fed for her affectsmy
ability to function, and | must find away to break free. Our surviva
dependsonit.”

"And how will you accomplish thet, if you haven't succeeded in dl these
years ?' Teg asked.

"I thought | had away. | suggested it to Master Scytale. But | know it
waswrong. A deluson. Chasing that illusion took me away from the
navigation bridge when | was most needed. | could not have known ahead
of time, but even so, my obsesson amost cost us everything. Again.”

Closing his eyes, Duncan went into aMentat trance, and forced himself
back through his memories, digging deep into his sequentid lifetimes.
He searched for some persona handhold to grasp, and at last he found



it: Loydty.

Loyalty had aways been the defining trait of his character. It was at

the core of Duncan Idaho's being. Loyalty to House Atreides-to the Old
Duke who had made possible his escape from the Harkonnens, to the son
Duke Leto, and to the grandson Paul Atreides, for whom Duncan had
sacrificed hisfirg life. And loyalty to the greet grandson Leto 1,

first asmart and endearing young boy and then the God Emperor who
resurrected Duncan again and again.

But hefound it harder to give hisloydty now. Maybe that waswhy he
had logt hisway.

"The Tlelaxu wired aticking time bomb into you, Duncan. Y ou wereto
ensnare and destroy Bene Gesserit imprinters,” Sheeanasaid. "l wasthe
red target, but Murbellatriggered you first, and both of you found
yourselves caught in the snare.”

Duncan wondered if that innate Tlellaxu programming was at the root of
hisinability to bresk free of his obsesson. Did they make him that way
intentionally? Damn the gods, | am stronger than thig!

When he looked over at her, Duncan saw that Sheeana wore astrange,
determined expresson. "1 can help you break those chains, Duncan. Will
you trust me?"

"Trust you? An unusud thing for you to ask.”
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Without answering, she turned and |eft the navigation bridge. Duncan
could only wonder what she had in mind.

INSTANTLY ALERT, HE awoke in the darkness of his quarters. He heard the
familiar faint tones of the no-ship's security door code activating in

his chamber. No one knew that code but him! 1t was sealed within the

memory banks of the vessd.

Duncan did off the bed, moving like quicksilver, his senses on guard,

his eyes absorbing details. Light spilled through the doorway from the
corridor, outlining afigurethere ... femde.

"l have come for you, Duncan." Sheeands voice was soft and husky.
Hetook a step back. "Why are you here?"

"Y ou know why, and you know | must.”

She sedled the door behind her. The glowtabs in the room increased the

illumination to just above the darkness threshold. Duncan saw
tantalizing shadows, and her silhouette bathed in a soft orange glow.



Sheeanawore next to nothing, awispy gown that swirled around her like
windblown spice slk reveding her entirefigure.

His Mentat machinery whirled and suggested the obvious answer. "I did
not ask-"

"Yes, you did!" Using Voice on me?" Thiswas your demand of me, and it
isyour obligation. Y ou know we were meant for each other. It isthere
ingde you, down to your very chromosomes.” Shelet the filmy garment
fal, and stood before him, her body dl curves and shadows with the
highlights of her breasts and the honey-warmth of her skin enhanced by
thefant illumination.

"l refuse” He stood straight and ready to fight. ™Y our imprinting will
not work on me. | know the tools and techniques aswell asyou do."

"Y es, that iswhy we can use our mutua knowledge to break thishold
Murbella has on you, shattering it once and for al.”

"And make me just as addicted to you? | will fight it."

Her teeth shone in the shadows. "And | will fight back. In some species,
that's an important part of the mating dance.”

490

Duncan resisted, afraid to face his own weskness. "1 can do this myself.
| don't need-"

"Y es, you do. For the sake of usall.”

She came forward with alanguid yet unsettling speed. He reached out to
stop her, and she grasped his hand, using it as an anchor to pull

hersdlf toward him. She made a humming noise deep in her throat, one of
the priming tones that played on a subconscious mind, activating an
atavidtic nervous system.

Duncan fet himsalf responding, becoming aroused. 1t had been so
long.... But he pushed her away. "The Tlellaxu wanted meto do thisto
you. They designed itin me so that | could destroy you. It'stoo
dangerous.”

"Y ou were meant to destroy an untrained waif from Rakis, onewho had no
defenses againgt you. And you were meant to topple a Bene Gesserit
Breeding Midtress, far less experienced than | am. Now, if anyoneinthe
universe can stand up againgt the great Duncan Idaho, itisme.”

"Y ou have the vanity of an Honored Matre."

Asif lashing out in anger, Sheeana grasped the back of hishead, dug
her fingersinto the wiry black hair, and pulled hisfaceto hers. She



kissed him savagely, pressing her soft breasts againgt his bare chest.
Her fingerstouched nerve clustersin his neck and back, triggering
programmed responses. Duncan froze for an ingtant, paralyzed. Her
desperate, hungry kiss became more gentle. Helplesdy, Duncan
responded-perhaps more than Sheeana had bargained for.

He remembered how dl this had been triggered in him thefirgt timethe
Honored Matre Murbella had attempted to endave him. He had turned the
tables on her using his own sexud ahilities. That noose had strangled

him for so many years. He couldn't let it happen again!

Sensing her danger now, Sheeanatried to push him away. Her hand struck
his shoulder a sharp blow, but he caught it and knocked her backward.
They both tumbled onto the already rumpled sheets of hisbed, fighting,
embracing. Their due turned into aggressive lovemaking. Neither had any
hint of a choice once those floodwaters were unleashed.

In numerous clinical training sessions on Chapterhouse, Duncan
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had instructed Sheeana in these selfsame methods, and shein turn had

hel ped to polish uncounted Bene Gesserit males who were turned loose as
sexud land mines againgt the Honored Matres. The havoc those men
wrought had sent the whores into an even grester frenzy.

Duncan found himsdf using dl of his powersto break her, just as she
tried to bresk him. The two professiona imprinters collided, using

their mutua abilitiesin atug-of-war. He fought back in the only way

he knew how. A moan escaped histhroat, and it formed aword, aname.
"Murbdla..."

Sheeands spice-blue eyesflew open, burning into him evenin the
dimness. "Not Murbella. Murbelladid not love you. Y ou know this."

"Neither ... do ... you." He wrenched the words out as a counterpoint to
hisrhythm.

Sheeana caught a him, and he nearly lost himsdlf in the powerful wave
of her sexudity. He fdt like adrowning man. Even his Mentat focus had
faded to ablinding digtraction. "'If not love, Duncan, then duty. | am
saving you. Saving you."

Afterward they lay together, panting and swegting, as exhausted as Miles
Teg must have been after he put his body through itsincredible
acceleration. Duncan sensed that the razor thread within him had finally
broken. His connection to Murbella, astight and deadly as astrand of
shigawire, no longer held his heart. Hefdt different now, asensation

that was both giddy freedom and lost drifting. Like two enormous Guild



Heighliners caroming off of each other, he and Sheeana had intersected
with inexorable force, and now they moved away from each other on
Separate Courses.

Helay holding Sheeana, and she didn't speak. She didn't have to. Duncan
knew that at last he was drained, and stunned ... and cured.
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We create history for oursalves, and we have afondnessfor
participating in grand epics.

-Bene Gessarit basic ingtruction, Training Manua for Acolytes

They were magnificent ships, thousands upon thousands of them lined up
across awine-dark sea. Overhead, aheavy graynessin the sky set an
appropriate mood with brooding clouds of war. The tableau represented a
fleet such ashad never been gathered in dl of history.

"Awe-inspiring, isit not, Danid?' Smiling, the old woman stood on the
weathered boards of the dock and |ooked across the imaginary waters at
the antique-design vessdl's, sharp-prowed Greek war galleyswith angry
eyes painted on their prows. The triremes bristled with long oarsto be
pulled by hordes of daves.

The old man was not so impressed, however. "I find your pretentious
symbolstiresome, my Martyr. As| dways have. Are you suggesting you
have aface worthy of launching athousand ships?"

Thewoman let out adry chuckle. "I don't consider myself classicaly
beautiful or handsome-or even particularly mae or femde, for that
matter. But surely you can see how these events now are smilar tothe
sart of the epic Trojan War. Let us paint the appropriate pictureto
commemorate the event.”

492
493

Of continuing concern to them, the one target they desperately
sought-the wandering no-ship-had escaped yet again from the seeming
certainty of acarefully laid trap. They till did not have the one

thing the predictions said they needed.

With impatience and arrogance-decidedly human traits, though the old man
would never admit that-he had decided to launch his grest fleet anyway.

It would take timeto crush al the inhabited worlds of the Scattering

and every planet of the Old Empire. By the time Kralizec neared itsend,
he was confident he would have what he needed. Therewas no logical
reason to delay the expanded campaign.



The old man looked at the symbolic wooden war galeys crowding the faux
ocean dl theway to the horizon. With their sailsfurled, the boats

rocked and creaked in the gentle swells. "Our fleet is thousands of

times greater than the handful of boats used in that old war. And our

red battleshipsareinfinitely superior to this primitive technology.

We are conquering a universe, not aminor country on a planet that most
people have now forgotten.”

Transfixed by the spectacle she had created, the old woman bent her bony
legsto St on the dock. Y ou have dways been so maddeningly litera

that metaphors are entirely beyond you. The Trojan War stands as one of
the defining conflictsin human higtory. It is<till remembered even

now, tens of thousands of yearslater.”

"Primarily because | preserved the records,” said the old man with a
huff. "Thisisto be Kralizec, not a skirmish between barbarian armies.”

A stone appeared in the old woman's hand, and she tossed it into the
water with aclear, loud splash. The spreading ripples vanished quickly
inthe girring waves. "Even you want to cement your placein history,
don't you? Paint yoursalf asagreat conqueror. For that, you must pay
particular attention to details.”

Theman stood rigidly beside her, eschewing theinformality of Stting
on thedock. "After my victory, | shal writedl the higtory | like."

The old woman made an additiona menta effort, and theillusory war
gdleys crystdlized to the point that tiny figures appeared on their

top decks, acting as crew. "'l wish the Handlers had succeeded in
capturing the no-ship.”

"The Handlers have been punished for their failure,” said theold
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man. "And my confidence remains unshaken. Our recent... discussonswith
Khrone should have helped dlarify hispriorities.”

"It'sagood thing you didn't kill him and scuttle his planswith the

Paul Atreidesghola. | have warned you about impetuosity. One shouldn't
throw away apossibility until dl issaid and done.”

"Y ou and your inane platitudes.

"Once more unto the breach," the old woman said.

"Why do you bother studying these humans so much if our god isto
destroy them?"

"Not destroy them. Perfect them.”



The old man shook his head. "And you say that | embrace impossible tasks."
"It'stimeto launch.”
"At last we agree on something.”

She made adight gesture with her pointed chin. The bare-chested
commanders aboard the prows of the triremes shouted orders. Heavy war
drums began thumping aresonant beat, completely synchronized acrossthe
thousands of Greek war galleys. Three rows of oars stacked on each side
of the vessdislifted from the water in unison, dipped down, and pulled.

Behind them, where the edges of the imaginary ocean faded and redity
began, the sharp lines of atal and complex city resisted the softening
effects of seamists. The great living metropolis had spread acrossthe
entire planet, and smilarly on numerous other worlds.

Asthewar galeys moved out, each one an icon symbolizing aspace
battle group, the images shifted. The sea became a black and infinite
ocean of stars.

The old man nodded with satisfaction. "Theincursion will proceed with
greater vigor now. Once we begin to engagein direct battles, | will not
alow you to waste time, energy, or imagination on such stage shows."

The old woman flicked her fingers asif to knock away aninsect. "My
amusements codt little, and | have never lost Sight of our overal godl.
Everything we see and do contains an element of illusion, in one form or
another. We smply choose which layersto unvell." She
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shrugged. "But if you continue to nag me about it, | would be happy for
usto revert to our originad formswhenever you like."

Inablink, al of the redistic images were gone and the two found
themselves sanding in the midst of the immense ka eidoscopic metropoalis.

"We have waited fifteen thousand yearsfor this," the old man said.

"Y es, we have. But that isn't redly very long for us, isit?’
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Seeing isnot knowing, and knowing is not preventing. Certainty can be
asmuch of acurse as uncertainty. Without knowing the future, one has
more optionsin forming areaction.

- PAUL MUAD'DIB, The Golden Chains of Prescience

The Oracle of Timekept herself doof. She had existed since before the



formation of the Spacing Guild, and in the subsequent millennia she had
watched the human race grow and change. She witnessed their various
sruggles and dreams, their commercia ventures, the building of empires
and the wars that tore them back down again.

Within her mind, within her artificial chamber, the Oracle had seen the
broad canvas of the infinite universe. The wider her temporal horizons
grew, theless significant were individual events or people. Some
threats, however, were Smply too momentousto ignore.

On her tirdless search, the Oracle of Time left her Navigator children
behind so that she could continue her solitary mission, while other
parts of her vast brain considered possible defenses and methods of
attack againg the great ancient Enemy.

She plunged intentiondly into the twisted dternate universe where she
had found and rescued the no-ship years ago. In this strange quagmire of
physica laws and insde-out sensory input, the Oracle salled dong,
though she already knew Duncan Idaho would never have
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returned here. The no-ship was not insgde this universe.

With athought, she emerged again to normal space. There, she found the
incorporesdl traceries stitched through the void, alacework of extended
lines and conduits the Enemy had laid down. The strands of the tachyon
net branched out farther and farther, questing like the root tendrils of

an ingdiousweed. For centuries now, she had followed the extensions of
the tachyon net in their random windings.

She shot dong one such strand from intersection point to intersection
point. If the Oracle followed them long enough and far enough, shewould
eventually reach the nexus from which they al emanated, but the pieces
were not yet in position, and the timing was not right for that battle.
Following the tachyon net farther would not serve the Oracl€'s purposes,
nor would it take her to Duncan Idaho and the no-ship. If the net had
found the lost vessdl, the Enemy would have seized it dreedly;

therefore, logicaly, she needed to look beyond the net.

Soaring at the speed of thought, the Oracle remained amazed by the
vessd's uncanny ability to elude her, yet she knew very well the power
personified in aKwisatz Haderach. And this particular one, by hisvery
destiny, was more powerful than any previous one. The prophecies said
s0. Future history, when looked at from a broad enough perspective, was
indeed predetermined.

Trillions of humans over tens of thousands of years had exhibited a
latent racid prescient ability. In myths and legends, the same



prediction kept cropping up-the End Times, titanic battles that sgnaed
epic changesin history and society. The Butlerian Jhad had been one
such battle. She had been there, too, fighting against the terrific
antagonist that threatened to obliterate humanity.

Now, that ancient Enemy was returning, an al-powerful foethat the
Oracle of Time had sworn to destroy back when she was a mere human named
Norma Cenva

She continued her search across the universe,
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Thefutureisnot for usto see as passive observers, but for usto creste.
-the recorded speeches of Muad'Dib, edited by the Paul Atreides ghola

With Chani's help, Paul easily broke into the no-ship's spice

stockpiles. Because of their personal connection and their burgeoning
young romance, he and the Fremen girl frequently went off by themselves.
The proctors no longer saw their behavior as unusud. Paul didn't doubt
that the no-ship had surveillance imagers monitoring them, that some
Bene Gesserits were assigned to watch over the children. But maybe-just
maybe-he and Chani could get away with what they needed to do, if they
moved quickly enough.

Paul did not fasify hisaffectionsfor Chani in order to divert

attention, however. Though neither of them possessed their previous
lifesmemories, hetruly cared for thisgirl, and he knew it would grow
into something much more. He could rely on her when he did not dare
trust anyone else, not even Duncan |daho.

After pondering the question for weeks-especidly after the Ithacas
near capture at the planet of the Handlers-Paul concluded that he had to
consume the spice. The ghola children had been created for a specific
purpose, and the danger remained close. If hewas
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ever to help the people aboard the no-ship, he had to know what was
redly ingdehim.

He had to become the real Paul Atreides again.

The méange storage chamber was not heavily guarded. Since axlotl tanks
now produced more than enough spice, the substance was no longer so rare
asto warrant drastic protective measures. The spice was kept in metal
cabinets protected only by ssimple locking mechanisms.



Alwayswary, like atrue Fremen, Chani checked the doorway behind them
to make sure no one had been derted to their presence. Her gaze was
intense and concerned, but she harbored no doubts about Paul.

The seds delayed him only for afew seconds. When he swung aside the
metal door of the locker, arich smell swept across him, redolent with
the lure of potential memories. In preparation for their later

obligations, dl the ghola children received mdange in carefully

measured dosesin their food. They were familiar with the flavor, but
never consumed enough to experience any of the effects. Paul waswell
aware of how dangerousit could be. And how powerful.

Touching the neatly stacked spice, Paul knew it wasdl chemicadly
identicdl, regardless of the manufacturing processes. Still, he searched
among the wafers and selected severa specific ones. He didn't know why,
but in hisheart he could fed it wasright.

"Why those, Usul? Are the others poisoned?

Then he understood. "Most of this spice came from axlotl tanks. But not
these-" He showed her his chosen wafers, though they all looked the

same. "This spice was made by worms. Sheeana harvested it from the sands
inthe hold. The closest thing to spice from Rakisitsef." Hetook out

severa wafers of the compressed spice, much more than he had ever

before consumed.

Chani's eyes grew wide. "Usul, that istoo much!”

"Itiswhat | need." Hetouched her cheeks. "Chani, spiceisthekey. |

am Paul Atreides. Mélange opened meto my potential before. Mélange made
meinto what | became. I'm going to explode insde unless| find away

to unlock myself." He closed the storage cabinet
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again. "l am the oldest of the ghola children. This could be the answer
for dl of us"

When Chani et her jaw, the musclesin her lean, €fin face stood out.
"Asyou sy, Usul. Let ushurry.”

They ran through the no-ship corridors, using private passages where few
surveillance imagers would be, and opened one of the thousands of empty,
unused cabins. They dipped insde together. What would the Sisterhood's
watchersthink of that?

"| should lie down before | tart." He sat on the narrow bed. She
brought him water from the wall dispenser, and he drank gratefully.
"Watch over me, Chani."

"Iwill, Usul."



He sniffed the wafers of spice, merdly guessing but pretending that he
knew how much he had to consume. The smell was maddening, mouthwetering,

terrifying.

"Be careful, my beloved." Chani kissed him on the cheek, then hesitantly
on the lips, and stood back.

He ate the entire wafer, swallowing the burning mé ange before he could
lose his nerve, then grabbed some more and ate it aswell. Findly,

feding asif he had stepped off adliff, helay back and closed his

eyes. A tingling numbness was dready cregping in from his extremities.
His body began breaking down the chemicalsinsde him, and he could fedl
the liberated energy surging through once-familiar pathwaysin this
Atreides body.

And hefdl into apit of Time.

Aseverything grew dark and he dropped deeper into atrance, lost and
searching for the road within him, Paul beheld flashes, familiar faces.
hisfather Duke Leto, Gurney Halleck, and theicily beautiful Princess
[rulan. At thislevd, histhoughts were unfocused. He couldn't tell if

these were redl flickers of memory or just stored data points boiling to
the surface from accounts he had read in the Archives. He heard his
mother, Jessica, reading words to him, the verse of aribald song Gurney
sang as he played hisbaliset, Irulan's unsuccessful attempts at

Seduction. But that was not enough, not what he sought.
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Paul dug deeper. The spice sharpened the images until the detailswere
too intense, too difficult to discern. The fragments suddenly coal esced,
and he saw atruevision, like asngpshot of redity exploding inside
hismind: Hefelt himsdlf lying on acold floor. He was bleeding, a

knife wound deep within him. He felt warm blood pouring onto the floor.
His own blood. With each pulse of his dowing heart, more and more
redness drained away.

It was amorta wound; he knew it as surely as any animal that crawls

away to die. Paul's mind spun. Hetried to ook beyond himsdlf to see
where hewas, to see who was with him. He was going to fade away and die
there....

Who had killed him? Where was this place?

At first he thought he was the ancient blind Preacher dying among crowds
before the Temple of Aliain hot Arrakeen ... but thiswasn't Dune.
Therewas no mob, no hot desert sunshine. Paul could discern the
outlines of an ornate celling above him, astrange fountain nearby. He
wasin a paace somewhere, agreat domed and colonnaded structure.
Perhaps it was the Palace of Emperor Muad'Dib, like the model the ghola



children had built in the recreation room. He could not tell.

Then he remembered an event from hislibrary research. Count Fenring had
stabbed him ... an assassination attempt that would have placed the
daughter of Feyd-Rautha and Lady Fenring on the new throne. Paul had
very nearly died then.

Was he seeing aflashback of that crucial moment in thefirst years of
hisreign, during the bloodiest time of hisjihad? It was so vivid!

But why, of dl the memoriesthat might be locked within him, would this
particular one cometo thefront of his mind? What wasits sgnificance?

Something se didn't seem right. Thismemory felt uncrystdlized and
impermanent. Maybe the méange hadn't triggered his gholamemories a
al. What if it had instead activated the famed Atreides presciencey.
Perhapsthiswas a vison of something deadly that was yet to occur.

Ashelay writhing on his bed, deep in the spice-induced vision, Paul
felt the pain of thewound asif it were unbearably rea. How can |
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prevent this from happening? Isthisatrue future | am seeing, anew
vison of how my gholabody will die?

The scene blurred before him. The dying Paul continued to bleed on the
floor, his hands covered with red. Looking up, Paul was shocked to see
himsdlf, ayoung face very much like the one heroutindy saw ina
mirror. But thisversion of hisface was pure evil, with mocking eyes

and the laughter of gloating triumph.

"Y ou knew | would kill you!" his other sdlf shouted. ™Y ou could just as
well have driven in the dagger with your own hands.” Then he greedily
consumed more spice, likeavictor taking his spoils.

Paul saw himsdlf laughing, and hefelt hisown lifefading....

PAUL WAS BEING shaken out of the blackness. His muscles and joints ached
terribly, but thiswas nothing like the searing pain of the degp knife
wound.

"He's coming around.” Sheeanas voice, grim, most scolding.
"Usul-Usul! Can you fed me?' Someone was clasping his hand. Chani.
"| don't darerisk another stimulant.” It was one of the Bene Gesserit
Suk doctors. Paul knew them dl, since they had been so maddeningly
efficient a checking the gholasfor any possible physica flaw.

His eyesflickered open, but hisvison was veiled with ablue spice



haze. He saw Chani now, looking worried. Her young face was so
beautiful, and such astark contrast to that evil, laughing image of
himsdlf.

"Paul Atreides, what have you done?' Sheeana demanded, looming over him.
"What were you hoping to accomplish? This was damned foolish.”

Hisvoice wasdry, barely acroak. "l was ... dying. Stabbed. | saw it."

Thisboth darmed and excited Sheeana. "Y ou remember your firg life?
Stabbed? Asan old blind man in Arrakeen?'

"No. Different." He searched in hismind, redlized the truth. Hed had a
vision, but had not triggered the full return of hismemories.

Chani gave him water, which he gulped. The Suk doctor hovered over him,
gl trying to help, but she could accomplish little.
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Coming out of the spice haze, he said, "It was prescience, | think. But
| ill don't remember my red life”

Sheeana gave the other Bene Gesserit Sister a sharp, startled look.
"Prescience," he repested, with more conviction thistime,

If he had meant to alay Sheeana's worries, Paul had not succeeded.
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The flesh surrendersitsdlf. Eternity takes back its own. Our bodies
stirred these waters briefly, danced with a certain intoxication before
thelove of lifeand salf, dedt with afew strange idesas, then
submitted to the instruments of Time. What can we say of this?|
occurred. | am not... yet, | occurred.

- PAUL ATREIDES, Memories of Muad'Dib

Now that he was himsdf again, Baron Vladimir Harkonnen found thet his
days on Caadan were aways full, though not in away hewould have
preferred. Since his awakening, he had worked to understand the new
Stuation and how descendants of the Atreides had mucked up the universe
since he'd been gone.

Once, House Harkonnen had been among the wedlthiest in the Landsraad.
Now the great noble house didn't even exigt, except in hismemory. The
Baron had plenty of work to do.

Intellectudly and emotionally, he should have been pleased to lord it
over the homeworld of hismorta enemies, but Caadan didn't compareto



hisbeloved Giedi Prime. He shuddered to think what that place |ooked
like now, and he longed to return there and restore it to its former
glory. But he had no Piter de Vries, no Feyd-Rautha, not even his
cloddish but useful nephew Rabban.

Khrone had, however, promised him everything-provided that he helped the
Face Dancerswith their scheme.

Now that the Baron's ghola memories were back, he was dlowed some
diversons. In the dungeons of the castle, the Baron had certain
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playthings. Humming to himself, he skittered down the stairwaysto the
lowest levels, where he paused to listen to the enchanting whispers and
moans. The moment he entered the main chamber, however, everything fell
glent.

Histoyswere arranged dl around, according to his precise
ingructions: Torture rackswith settings for pulling, squeezing, and
cutting body parts. Masks on the wallswith interna e ectronicsthat
drove the wearers mad, could even wipe their brainsif the Baron so
desired. Chairswith e ectrocution connections and barbs to be installed
inintriguing places. It was al so much better than anything Khrone had
used.

Two handsome boys-dightly younger than himself-hung from thewalls,
secured by chains. Eyesfilled with terror and a profound sad-ness

watched his every move. Their clothes were ripped where he had torn them
away for hisown enjoyment.

"Hello, my beauties." They did not respond in words, but he saw them
flinch. "Did you know that both of you have Atreides blood flowing
through your veins? | have the genetic recordsto proveit.”

Whimpering, the pair denied the assartion, though in truth they had no

way of knowing. The bloodline had become so watered down after dl this
time, who could tdl without afull genetic workup? Well, it wasthe
sentiment that redly mattered, wasn't it?

"Y ou can't blame usfor the snsof centuriesago!” one cried pitifully.
"Wewill do whatever you say. Wewill beyour loya servants.”

"My loya servants? Oh-ho, but you already are." He moved closeto the
one who had pleaded, caressed his golden hair. The boy trembled and
looked away.

The Baron fdt aroused. This one was so lovely, his cheeks smooth with
only athin fuzz of undeveloped beard, hisfeaturesamost feminine.



Touching the soft skin of the face, he closed his eyes, and smiled.

When he opened them again, he was shocked to see that the victim's
features had changed. Now the beautiful boy was a young woman with dark
hair, an oval face, and the deep blue eyes of spice addiction. She was
laughing a him. The Baron backed up. "I'm not seeing thig™

"Oh, but you are, Grandfather! Didn't | grow up to be beautiful?*' The
lips of the chained woman moved, but the voice came from insde
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hismind. | let you think you got rid of me, but that was just my little
game. You like games, don't you?

Murttering nervoudy, the Baron retrested from the torture chamber and
scuttled down the dank hall, but Alia stayed with him. I'm your
permanent companion, your lifetime playmate! She laughed, and laughed
some more.

When he reached the main floor of the castle, the Baron anxioudy
scanned the wegpons hanging on the walls and in display cases. Hewould
dig Aliaout of hisbrain, eveniif that required killing himself. Khrone

could aways bring him back asaghola. She waslike a noxious weed,
spreading toxins through his body.

"Why are you here?" he shouted doud into the ringing silence of the
stone-walled banquet room. "How?"

It s;emed an impossibility to him. Harkonnen and Atreides bloodlines had
crossed in centuries past, and the Atreides were known for their
Abominations, their strange prescience, their peculiar way of thinking.

But how had thisinfernd taint of Aliainfested his mind? Damn the
Atreided

He marched toward the main entrance, past severa bland Face Dancers who
looked at him inquisitively. Must not act up in front of them. He smiled
at one, then another.

Isn't it fun to relive old glories and vengeance? asked the Alia-within.
"Shut up, shut up!™ he hissed under his breath.

Before he could reach apair of tall wooden doors, they siwung open on
massive hinges, and Khrone entered the castle accompanied by an
entourage of Face Dancers and ayoung dark-haired boy with oddly

familiar features. He was Sx or seven yearsold.

Thevoice of Alia-insde wasfilled with delight. Go welcome my brother,
Grandfather!



K hrone pushed the boy forward, and the Baron's generouslipscurvedin a
hungry smile. "Ah Paolo, at last! Y ou think | do not know Paul Atreides?!

"He will be your ward, your student.” Khrone's voice was stern. "Heis
the reason we have nurtured you, Baron. Y ou are our tool, and heis our
tressure.”

The Baron's spider-black eyeslit up. He went straight to the child,
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and studied him closely. Paolo glared back at him, which caused the
teenage Baron to chucklein ddlight.

"And what, exactly, am | dlowed to do with him?What isit you want?'

"Prepare him. Raise him. Seethat heis primed for hisdestiny. Thereis
acertan need he must fulfill.”

"And what isthat?'
"It will be explained to you in due course, when thetimeisright.”

Ah, Paul Atreidesin my grasp, so | can ensurethat heisraised
properly thistime, just like my nephew Feyd-Rautha, alovely boy in his
own origind lifetime. Thiswill make up for agreat many historical wrongs.

"Y ou how have your memories, Baron, so you can understand the true
complexities and consequences. If heisharmed, we will find avery
specia way to seethat you regret it." The Face Dancer leader was quite
convinaing.

The Baron dismissively waved a pudgy hand. "Of course, of course. | was
aways sorry that | disconnected his axlotl tank back on Tlellax. That

was foolish and impulsive of me. | didn't know any better. | have

learned regtraint snce then.”

A burst of pain lanced through his head, making him wince. | can help
you with your regtraint, Grandfather, Aliasaid insgde hisskull. He
wanted to scream at her.

With acolossal mental push, the Baron drove her away, then chuckled as
he bent toward the young ghola. "I've been waiting along timefor this,
lovely boy. | have so many plansfor the two of us."
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Command must always look confident. Respect all that faith riding on

your shoulderswhileyou st in the critical seet, even though you must
never show that you fed the burden.



- DUKE LETO ATREIDES, notesfor his son. recorded in Arrakeen

Tleilax had been conquered, and the rebel Honored Matres were no longer
athreat. The Vakyries had flawlessdy accomplished their most important
mission, and the Mother Commander could not suppress her fedings of
pride, both in her daughter and in the whole New Sisterhood.

At last, we can move on.

Under the domed rotunda of the Chapterhouse library, Murbellahad little
timeto rgoice or reflect on the recent victories. She glanced out a

small window toward the skeletdl orchards and the ravenous desert
beyond. The sun was stting on the horizon, outlining the craggy rock
escarpments as an artist might. Each time she looked, the desert seemed
to loom larger and closer. It never stopped advancing.

Like the Enemy ... except that the Bene Gesserit had intentiona ly put
the sandsin motion, sacrificing everything else to produce one
substance-méange-for the ultimate victory they hoped to achieve. The
war againgt the Honored Matres had cost humanity dearly for the past
severd decades, inflicting great harm and destroying many planets. And
the whores were by far the lesser threst.
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Accadia, the old Archives Mother, stood in the center of the projection
field in sllent reverence, with ahundred of the New Sisterhood's most
intelligent followers. "This showswhat you need to know, and the scope
of the threat we now face. I've drawn heavily on candid testimonies
provided by our former Honored Matres, tracking their initial expansion
into unexplored territories ... and their recent abrupt withdrawal back
into the Old Empire."

Now that Murbella had broken through the black wall in her Other

Memories, she understood exactly what the Enemy was and what the Honored
Matres had done to provoke them. She knew more about the nature of the
Outside Enemy than Odrade, Taraza, or any previous Bene Gesserit leader
had ever guessed.

She had lived those lives.

In particular she saw herself asaharsh, ambitious, and successful
commander, driving her squadron of ships outward, ever outward. Lenise.
That was my name. In those days she/d had spiky black hair, obsidian
eyes, and an array of metal adornments protruding from her cheeksand
brow-battle trophies, one for each riva she had killed in her riseto

power. But after failing in abid to assassinate a higher rank, she had

taken her loyd squadrons and plunged farther out into uncharted

territory. Not as an act of cowardice, Lenise had assured herself. Not



to flee. But to conquer new territory of her own.

In their rgpaci ous expansion, she and her Honored Matres had blundered
into the fringe of avast and growing empire-anonhuman empire-the
exigtence of which had not been previoudy suspected. Unknown to them,
this dangerous Enemy had its genesis more than fifteen thousand years
ago, inthelast days of the Butlerian Jhad.

The Honored Matres had encountered a strange manufacturing outpost, a
bustling interconnected metropolisinhabited entirely by machines.
Thinking machines. The sgnificance of thishad been lost on Leniseand
her women; they had asked few questions about the origin of what they'd
found.

The sdf-perpetuating, evolving computer evermind had taken root again,
building and spreading a vastly networked landscape of machine
intelligences. Lenise had not understood, nor had she cared.
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She had issued the order-lost in the vision of history now, Murbella
mouthed the words again-and the Honored Matres had done what they did
best: attacking without provocation, expecting to conquer and dominate.

Never guessing the scale or strength of what she had found, Lenise and
her Honored Matres had surprised the machines, stolen shiploads of
powerful and exotic weapons, destroyed the outpost... and then left. She
had added several meta adornmentsto her face to celebrate the victory.
And then returned to reconquer the other Honored Matres who had
initidly defested her.

The machines response had been swift and terrible. They launched a
meassive retdiation that swept forward into the settled worlds of the
Scattering, exterminating whole Honored Matre planets with deadly new
viruses. The Enemy continued to hound them, hunting down and destroying
the whoresin their hiding places.

Murbellasaw various generationsin different memories. Never terribly
subtle, the Honored Matres began their panicked flight, stampeding
across star systems, plundering them before moving on. Setting bonfires
and burning bridges behind them. What an embarrassment to them ... how
resoundingly they had been defeated by their foe!

All thewhile, they led the Enemy toward the Old Empire.
Murbellaknew it dl. She saw it vividly in her pagt, in her higtory, in

her memories. She needed to Share those experiences with other Sisters
who had not yet unlocked their generationa secrets. The Enemy is
Omnius. The Enemy iscoming.

Now, under the domed rotundawith the audience hushed, Accadiaworked



the display with gnarled fingers. A holoprojection of the Known Universe
materidized over thar headsin the great vaulted room, highlighting

key star systemsin the Old Empire aswell as planets described by those
who had returned from the Scattering. A variety of independent
federations had formed out there-clustered governments, trade dliances,
and isolated religious colonies, all tied together by athin common

thread of humanity.

The Tyrant spoke of thisin his Golden Peth, Murbellathought. Or is our
undergtanding imperfect, asusud!
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The old librarian's voice crackled. "Here are the planets the whores
aready charred, using the terrible Obliterator weapons they stole from

the Enemy.”

A spangle of red spattered like blood acrossthe star chart. Too much
red! So many Bene Gesserit planets, even Rakis, dl of the Tlellaxu
worlds, and any other planet that happened to be in the way. Lampadas,
Qadloway, Andosia, the low-gravity fairyland citieson Oalar ... Now
graveyards, dl of them.

How could she not have seen this blatant horror when she called hersdlf

an Honored Matre? We never looked behind us except to find out how close
the Enemy was. We knew we had provoked something ferocious, but we still
barged into the Old Empire like a hound into a chicken house, wreaking
havoc in our attempt to flee.

When the Enemy got here, the stirred-up planets would fight
inginctively, and they would be annihilated. The Honored Matres used
that asagalling tactic, throwing obstructionsin the path of the
oncoming opponent.

"Thewhoresdid dl that?' breathed Reverend Mother Laera, one of
Murbdlas administrative advisors.

Accadia seemed intrinsically fascinated by what she could show.
"Look-thisisfar more frightening.”

Another swath of the perimeter systemsturned adull, sickly blue. The
dar charts displayed some as blurry points, indicating unverified
coordinates. The number of affected worldswas far greater than the red
wound of Honored Matre destruction.

"These are the planets we know have aready been destroyed by the Enemy
out in the Scattering. Honored Matre worlds wiped out primarily through
devadtating plagues.”

Studying the huge, complex projection, Murbdladidn't need aMentat to
draw the obvious conclusions from the patterns she saw. Her Bene



Gesserit and Honored Matre advisors muttered uneasily. They had never
before seen the outsde threat so plainly displayed.

Murbellacould truly sensethe nearness of "Arafd," the cloud-darkness
at the end of the universe. With so many dark legends pointing in the
samedirection, she smelled her human mortality.
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Even Chapterhouse, marked on the three-dimensiona holoprojection asa
pristinewhite bl far from the Guild's main shipping lanes, would
become the target of those relentless hunters.

The unified Sisters now had the Spacing Guild to assist them, though
Murbelladid not fully trust the Navigators or the lessmutated
Adminigtrators. She harbored no illusions about alasting dliance with

the Guild or CHOAM, if the war went badly. The Navigator Edrik dealt
with her only because sheld bribed him with spice, and he would cease to
cooperateif he ever found an dternative source of méange. If the

Guild's adminidrative faction choseto rely on Ixian mathematica
compilers, then she had very little hold over them.

"The Enemy does not seem to bein aparticular hurry," Janess said.

"Why should they be?' Kiriasaid. "They are coming, and nothing seems
ableto dow them."

Searching, Murbella noted the general mark-alocusin space, poorly

defined by only anecdota coordinates-of the first encounter with the

Enemy, where along-dead Honored Matre named L enise had stumbled upon
the fringe outpogt.

And now we are |eft to clean up the mess.

Maybe her beloved Duncan Idaho would survive far out there, Shefdta
pang for himin her heart. What if, a the end of fabled Kraizec, the

only remnants of humanity were those few with Duncan and Sheeana aboard
the no-ship? A liferaft in the cosmos. She scanned the grand projection

that filled the library. She had no ideawhere the vessel might be.

513

Each lifeisthesumtota of its moments.

- DUNCAN IDAHO, Memories of More Than a Mentat

Duncan looked in on the ghola children asthey engaged in arole-playing
gameingde one of the activity chambers. They had grown old enough now
to show digtinct persondities, to think and interact not only with each

other but with the crew members. They understood their prior
relationships and tried to deal with the oddities of their existence.



Geneticdly agrandmother to little Leto |1, Jessica had bonded closely
with him, but she acted more like hisbig sster. Stilgar and Liet-Kynes
were close, asusud; Y ueh tried to be friends with them, but he

remained aperpetud outsder, though Garimi studied him very closdly.
Thufir Hawat seemed to have changed, matured, since his experiences on
the planet of the Handlers; soon, Duncan expected the young
warrior-Mentat to be very useful to their planning. Paul and Chani

always stayed close to each other, though she seemed a veritable
dranger to Ligt, her "father."

So many living reminders of Duncan's padis.

In her last assessment the Proctor Superior had offered her analysis
that the Bene Gesserits should begin to awaken their memories. At
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least some of the ghola children were ready. Duncan felt atwinge of
anxiety and anticipation.

As heturned to walk away, he saw Sheeana standing in the empty
corridor, watching him with an enigmétic amile. Hefdt an involuntary
flush of desire, followed by embarrassment. She had bonded him, broken
him ... saved him. But he would not let himself become trapped by her
the way he had been bound to Murbella. He forced out the words. "It is
best if we keep our distance from each other. At least for now."

"We're on the same ship, Duncan. We can't just hide." "But we can be
careful." Hefdt burned by the sexud cauterization that had cured him

of Murbdlla, but knew it had been necessary. His own weakness had made
it necessary. He dared not let it happen again, and Sheeana had the

power to ensnare him-if helet her. "Loveistoo dangerousto play with,
Sheeana. It isnot atool to be used.”

ONE LAST THING remained for him to do, and he couldn't avoid it any
longer. Duncan had retrieved dl of Murbellas belongings. Master

Scytade had carefully picked over them after Duncan had unceremonioudy
dropped them on the deck when the darms rang. Duncan had demanded them
back, then turned adeaf ear asthe Tleilaxu Master ingsted that most

of the cellsweretoo old, too long out of nullentropy storage, but the
possibility of usable DNA fragments-

Duncan had cut him off, walked away with the garments. He didn't want to
hear any more, didn't want to know about the possibilities. All such
possibilities were unwise ones.

He had tried to fool himself that he could just ignore the idea, make up
hismind not to think about her anymore. Sheeana had freed him of his
chainsto Murbella... but, oh, the temptation! Hefelt likean

acoholic staring a an open bottle.



Enough. Duncan himsdf had to do thelast of it.

He stared at the rumpled garments, the keepsakes, the few stray strands
of amber hair. When he gathered everything in hisarms, it was
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asif he held her-at least the essence of her, without the weight of her
body. His eyes misted over.

Murbellahadn't left much of herself behind. Despite dl thetime shed
spent on the no-ship with Duncan, she'd kept only afew temporary
possessions here, never redly caling it her home.

Remove the threat. Remove the temptation. Remove the possibility. Only
then could hefinaly befree.

Marching down the corridors with intense concentration, he made hisway
to one of the small maintenance airlocks. Y ears ago, thiswas how they
had g ected the mummified remains of Bene Gesserit Sigtersinto space
during the memorid service. Now Duncan would perform another sort of
funerd service

He dumped the parapherndiainto the airlock booth and considered the
rumpled debris of apast life. It seemed like so little, but with such
great portent. He stepped back and reached for the controls.

From the corner of hiseye, he noticed astrand of hair ill clinging
to hisdeeve. One of Murbella's hairs had come loose from her garments,
asingleamber strand ... asif she il wanted to cling to Duncan.

He plucked the hair with hisfingertips, looked &t it for along,

painful moment, and finaly let it drift down among the other items. He
seded the airlock door and, before he could think, cycled the systems.
The last breaths of air were evacuated, and the material was swept out
into space. Irretrievable.

He stared out into the emptiness, where the objects quickly disappeared
from view. He fdt immeasurably lighter ... or perhapsthat wasjust
emptiness.

From now on, Duncan Idaho would rise above any temptations that were
thrust in front of him. Hewould be his own man, no longer apieceto be
moved around on someone else's game board.
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At lagt, after our long journey, we have reached the beginning.



-ancient Mentat conundrum

The Enemy ships cruised toward the Old Empire, thousands upon thousands
of enormous vessdls, each carrying wegpons sufficient to Serilizea

planet, plaguesthat could eradicate entire populations. Everything was

going extremedy well after so many millenniaof planning.

Back on the centra machine world, the old man had dropped his
illusons. No more games or facades, only rigid preparations for the
find conflict foretold both by human prophecy and extensve machine
cdculations Krdizec.

"l assume you're quite pleased that you have aready destroyed sixteen
additional human planets on your march to victory." The old woman had
not yet dispensed with her guise.

"Sofar," said the booming old man's voice that echoed from dll
buildingsand dl screens everywhere.

The gructuresin the endless machine city were dive and moving like an
immense engine, tal towers and spires of flowmeta, enormous blocky
congtructions built to house subgtations and command nodes.
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With each new conquest, citiesjust like Synchrony would be built on
planet after plandt.

The old woman looked at her hands, brushed the front of her dress. "Even
these forms seem primitive to me, but | have grown rather fond of them.
Perhaps accustomed isamore precise word.” At last, her voice faded,
changed, and settled on an old familiar timbre. In her place stood the
independent robot Erasmus, intellectud foil and counterpoint to Omnius.
He had retained his platinum, flowmetal body, draped in the plush robes
to which he had grown accustomed so long ago.

Having discarded his physical form, Omnius spoke through millions of
speakersin the great city. "Our forces have pushed to the fringes of

the human Scattering. Nothing can stop us." The computer evermind aways
had such grandiose dreams and aspirations.

Erasmus had hoped that by congiraining the evermind within the guise of

an old man, Omnius might begin to understand humans and learn to steer
clear of these extreme gestures. That had worked for afew thousand

years, but when the violent Honored Mattes careened into the carefully
recongtituted Synchronized Empire, Omnius had been forced to respond. In
truth, the anxious evermind had ssimply been looking for an excuse.

Now he said, "Wewill prove that the Butlerian Jhad was merely a
setback, not a defeat.”



Erasmus stood in the middle of the vast, vaulted chamber of the central
machine cathedrd. All around them, the buildings themsealves stepped
back, shifting aside like sycophants. "Thisis an event we should
commemorate. Behold!"

Though the evermind thought he controlled everything himself, Erasmus
made a gesture, and the floor of the chamber cooperated. The smooth
metal plates spread apart, pulling away to reved acrysta-lined

gullet, awide pit whose floor rose up, lifting a preserved object.

A smdll and innocuous-looking probe.

"Even ssemingly indgnificant things have grest import. Asthisdevice
proves.
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Centuries before the Battle of Corrin, the last grest defeet of the

thinking machines, one of the evermind copies had dispatched probes out
to the unexplored reaches of the galaxy with the intent of setting up
recalving staions, planting seedsfor the later expansion of the

machine empire. Most of the probes had been lost or destroyed, never
reaching asolid world.

Erasmuslooked down at the smdll device, marveloudly engineered, pitted
and discolored from its many centuries of unguided flight. This probe

had found adistant planet, landed, and begun itswork, waiting ... and
ligening.

"During the Battle of Corrin, fanatica humans amost-almogt-
annihilated the last Omnius," the robot said. "That evermind contained a
complete and isolated copy of meingdeitsalf, a data packet from the
time when you once tried to destroy me. Y ou showed grest foresight.”

"l dways had secondary plansfor surviva," the voice boomed. Waicheyes
came closer, flitting over the probe like curious tourigts.

"Come now, Omnius, you never imagined such adramatic defeat,” Erasmus
sad, not scolding but merdly stating afact. "'Y ou transmitted a

complete copy of yourself off into nothingness. A last-gasp attempt at
aurvival. A desperate hope-something a human might fed.”

"Do net insult me"

That transmission had traveled for thousands of years, degrading aong
the way, deteriorating into something else. Erasmus had no memory of
that endless, Slent journey at the speed of light. After their
incalculabletrek through static and interstellar waste, the Omnius



signal had encountered one of the long-dispatched probes and seized upon
it asabeachhead. Far, far from any taint of human civilization, the

restored Omnius began to re-create itself. Over millenniait had
regenerated, building anew Synchronized Empire-and Omnius had begun
making plansto return, thistime with afar superior machineforce.

"Nothing can match the patience of machines," the evermind said.

Fully restored from his backup copy while the new civilization built
itsalf, Erasmus had pondered the fate of humans, a species he had studied
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in paingaking detall. The creatures had aways been infuriating, yet
intriguing. He was curious as to how they would fare without the
guidance of efficient machines.

Helooked down at the small probe on its dtarlike stand. If that
recaiver hadn't been in theright place, the Omnius signa might il
be drifting, attenuating. Quite anignominiousend ...

Meanwhile, believing themsalves victorious, the human race had gone
through their own struggles. They continued to push their boundaries;
they clashed with each other. Ten thousand years after the Battle of
Corrin, aTleilaxu Magter named Hidar Fen Ajidicaimproved and
dispatched anew breed of Face Dancers as colonists bound for far-flung
wastelands.

Ashisempire regrew, Omnius had intercepted those first Face Dancer
ambassadors-beings based on humans but with some attributes of the best
machines. Erasmus, fascinated with the possibilities, had quickly

converted them to appropriate goa's, then bred more of the shape-shifters.

In fact, the independent robot <till had some of those first Face Dancer
gpecimens preserved in long-term storage. Occasiondly he took them out

for ingpection, just to remind himself of how far he had come. Long ago

on Corrin, Erasmus had dabbled with smilar biomechanics, trying to

create biologica machinesthat could mimic the flowmetd capabilities

of hisown face and body. His new breed of Face Dancersdid that, and more.

Erasmus could replay al of the memoriesin hishead. Hewished hehad a
few more of those Face Dancers here, to experiment on because they were
S0 fascinating, but he had aready sent them back into the human-settled
gar systems, to pave the way for the great machine conquest. He had
already absorbed the lives and experiences of thousands of these Face
Dancer "ambassadors.” Or were they better called spies? Erasmus had so
many of them ringing through his head that he was no longer entirely

himsdlf.

Knowing the strength and capabilities of human civilization and
understanding the extent of his enemy's cgpabilities, Omnius had



reassembled hisforces. Large asteroids were broken down and converted
into raw materias. Construction robots assembled wegpons and
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battleships; new designs were tested, improved, tested again, and then
produced in great numbers. The buildup lasted for thousands of years.

Theresult wasindisputable. Kralizec.

When he could tell that Omnius was not impressed with history or
nostalgia, Erasmus caused the floor to swallow the enshrined probe again
and fill the crystd-waled gullet.

Leaving the vaulted cathedral, the robot strode through the streets of

the synchronized city. The structures moved around him, pumping and
diding smoothly, ways leaving openingsfor him. He pondered the
buildings, dl of which were mere manifestations of the evermind's
spreading body. He and Omnius had both evolved greetly over fifteen
millennia, but their goa's remained the same. Soon every planet would be
exactly likethisone.

"No more gamesor illusons,” said the booming voice of Omnius. "We must
focus on the greater battle. We are what we are." Ashelistened,

Erasmus wondered why the evermind liked to hear himself talk so much.
"We have gathered our strength, measured our enemy, and improved our
odds of success.”

"Remember, we till need the Kwisatz Haderach, according to our
mathematical projections,” Erasmus cautioned.

Omnius sounded miffed. "If we get a human superman, so much the better.
But even if we do not, the conclusion of this conflict istill clear.”

The independent robot linked himself to the computer evermind, accessing
everything that Omnius could see and experience. A part of the

extravagant computer was aboard each one of the numerous machine war
vessdls. Through the connection Erasmus could see the vessdl swarms
plunging ahead, Soreading plagues, launching waves of destruction. They
were expanding the boundaries of the machine empire, and soon they would
swallow al human territories

Efficiency required it. Omnius required it. The greeat battleships moved
onward.
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BRIEF TIMELINE OF THE DUNE UNIVERSE



Approx 1287 b.g. (Before Guild)

Time of Titans begins, led by Agamemnon and "Twenty Titans" al of whom
eventudly convert to cymeks, "machines with human minds."

1182 b.g.

The overly independent and aggressive computer network of the Titan
Xerxes seizes control over severd planets. Naming itslf Omnius, the
"evermind” takes over dl Titan-ruled planetsin ashort time and
establishes the Synchronized Worlds. The surviving Titans are made
servants of Omnius. Unconquered human planets form the "L eague of
Nobles' to stand against the spreading Synchronized Empire.

203 b.g.

Tio Holtzman, taking work from his assistant Norma Cenva, develops his
scrambler shied and laysthe basisfor hisfamed equations.
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Beginning of Butlerian Jhad, after centuries of thinking-machine
oppression. The independent robot Erasmus kills the baby of Serena
Butler, inadvertently triggering awidespread revolt.

200 b.g.

Using atomics, the League of Nobles wipes out the thinking machines of
Earth.

108 b.g.

End of Butlerian Jihad. Massive and widespread atomic strikes led by
Vorian Atreides and Abulurd Harkonnen destroy dl thinking machine
infestations except for one last stronghold on Corrin.

88h.g.

The Battle of Corrin destroysthe last evermind, Omnius. Abulurd
Harkonnen banished for cowardice, beginning the age-long rift between
House Atreides and House Harkonnen.

Later, formation of Bene Gesserit, Suk doctors, Mentats, Swordmasters.
1 ag. (approx a.d. 13,000)

Foldspace Shipping Company takes the name Spacing Guild and monopolizes
gpace commerce, transport, and interplanetary banking.

After the horrors of the Butlerian Jihad, the Great Convention forbids
al further use of atomicsor biologica agents against human populations.



Council of Ecumenica Trandators releases the Orange Catholic Bible,
meant to qudll dl rdigiousdivisons.

10,175 ag.
Birth of Paul Atreides
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House Atreides |eaves Caladan to take over spice operations on Arrakis,
triggering the chain of eventsthat leads to Muad'Dib becoming emperor.

10,207 a.g.
Birth of twins Leto |1 and Ghanima
10,217 ag.

Leto |1 begins symbiosiswith sandtrout, overthrows Alig, beginshis
3,500-year reign as God Emperor of Dune.

13,725 ag.

Assassination of God Emperor by Duncan Idaho. Sandworms return to Rakis.
Later, Famine Times

The Scattering

14,929 ag.

Birth of Miles Teg, who will become the great Bashar, amilitary hero
for the Bene Gessarit.

15,213 ag.

The twelfth (current) Duncan Idaho ghola of the Bene Gesserit project is
born.

Honored Matres begin to return from the Scattering, wreaking havoc and
destroying anyonein their way. They are gpparently fleeing from
something even worse, amysterious Outside Enemy.

15,229 ag.

Honored Matres destroy Rakis with devastating weapons stolen from the
Enemy. Only one sandworm survives, brought to Chapterhouse by Sheeana.
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ag.

Battle of Junction destroys most Honored Matre leadership, beginning of
great unification of Bene Gesserits and Honored Matres under Murbella
Duncan Idaho, Sheeana, and others flee in no-ship to escape the Enemy
and avoid the dangers of unification.

(compiled with the assstance of Dr. Attila Torkos)



