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God Enporer of Dune
Frank Herbert

Excerpt fromthe speech by Hadi Benotto announcing the discoveries at Dar-es-Balat on the planet
of Rakis:

IT NOT only is ny pleasure to announce to you this norning our discovery of this marvel ous

st orehouse contai ni ng, anong other things, a nonunental collection of manuscripts inscribed on
ridulian crystal paper, but | also take pride in giving you our argunents for the authenticity of
our discoveries, to tell you why we believe we have uncovered the original journals of Leto II
the God Enperor.

First, let me recall to you the historical treasure which we all know by the nane of The Stolen
Journal s, those volunes of known antiquity which over the centuries have been so valuable in
hel pi ng us to understand our ancestors. As you all know, The Stolen Journals were deci phered by
the Spacing Guild, and the nmethod of the Guild Key was enployed to translate these newy

di scovered volunes. No one denies the antiquity of the Guild Key and it, and it alone, translates
t hese vol unes.

Second, these volumes were printed by an Ixian dictatel of truly ancient nmake. The Stol en Journal s
| eave no doubt that this was in fact the nethod enployed by Leto Il to record his historica
observati ons.

Third and we believe that this is equal in portent to the actual discovery, there is the
storehouse itself. The repository for these journals is an undoubted Ixian artifact of such
primtive and yet marvel ous construction that it is sure to throw new light on the historica

epoch known as "The Scattering." As was to be expected, the storehouse was invisible. It was
buried far deeper than nyth and the Oral History had led us to expect and it enitted radiation and
absorbed radiation to sinulate the natural character of its surroundings, a nechanical mnesis
which is not surprising of itself. Wiat has surprised our engineers, however, is the way this was
done with the nost rudinentary and truly primtive nechanical skills.

I can see that sone of you are as excited by this as we were.

We believe we are | ooking at the first Ixian d obe, the noroomfromwhich all such devices
evolved. If it is not actually the first, we believe it nust be one of the first and enbodying the
sanme principles as the first.

Let ne address your obvious curiosity by assuring you that we will take you on a brief tour of the
storehouse presently. W will ask only that you naintain silence while within the storehouse
because our engineers and other specialists are still at work there unraveling the nmysteries.

Which brings ne to ny fourth point, and this may well be the capstone of our discoveries. It is
with enptions difficult to describe that | reveal to you now anot her discovery at this site-
nanel y, actual oral recordi ngs which are | abel ed as having been nade by Leto Il in the voice of
his father, Paul Miad' Dib. Since authenticated recordings of the God Enperor are |odged in the
Bene Cesserit Archives, we have sent a sanpling of our recordings, all of which were nade on an
anci ent m crobubble system to the Sisterhood with a formal request that they conduct a conparison
test. W have little doubt that the recordings will be authenticated.

Now, please turn your attention to the translated excerpts which were handed to you as you
entered. Let ne take this opportunity to apologize for their weight. | have heard sone of you

j oki ng about that. W used ordinary paper for a practical reason-economny. The original volunmes are
inscribed in synbols so snmall that they nust be magnified substantially before they can be read.
In fact, it requires nore than forty ordinary volunes of the type you now hold just to reprint the
contents of one of the ridulian crystal originals.

If the projector-yes. W are now projecting part of an original page onto the screen at your |eft.
This is fromthe first page of the first volune. Qur translation is on the screens to the right. |
call your attention to the internal evidence, the poetic vanity of the words as well as the
meani ng derived fromthe translation. The style conveys a personality which is identifiable and
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consistent. W believe that this could only have been witten by soneone who had the direct
experi ence of ancestral nenories, by soneone |aboring to share that extraordinary experience of
previous lives in a way that coul d be understood by those not so gifted.

Look now at the actual neaning content. All of the references accord with everything history has
told us about the one person whom we believe is the only person who could have witten such an
account .

We have anot her surprise for you now. | have taken the liberty of inviting the well-known poet,
Rebeth Vreeb, to share the platformwith us this norning and to read fromthis first page a short
passage of our translation. It is our observation that, even in translation, these words take on a
different character when read aloud. W want to share with you a truly extraordinary quality which
we have di scovered in these vol unes.

Ladi es and gentl enen, please wel come Rebeth Vreeb

From the readi ng by Rebeth Vreeb:

I ASSURE you that | amthe book of fate.
Questions are ny enem es. For my questions explode! Answers leap up like a frightened fl ock
bl ackeni ng the sky of my inescapable nenories. Not one answer, not one suffices.

What prisns flash when | enter the terrible field of ny past. | ama chip of shattered flint
encl osed in a box. The box gyrates and quakes. | amtossed about in a stormof nysteries. And when
the box opens, | return to this presence Iike a stranger in a primtive |and.

Slowy (slowy, | say) | relearn ny nane

But that is not to know nyself!

This person of nmy nane, this Leto who is the second of that calling, finds other voices in his
m nd, other nanmes and other places. Oh, | promse you (as | have been prom sed) that | answer to
but a single nane. If you say, "Leto," | respond. Sufferance nekes this true, sufferance and one
thing nore:

I hold the threads!

Al'l of themare mine. Let nme but imagine a topicsay . . . nen who have died by the sword-and
have themin all of their gore, every inmage intact, every npban, every grinace.

Joys of motherhood, | think, and the birthing beds are mine. Serial baby smles and the sweet
cooi ngs of new generations. The first wal kings of the toddlers and the first victories of youths
brought forth for nme to share. They tunble one upon another until | can see little else but
saneness and repetition

"Keep it all intact,” | warn nyself. W can deny the val ue of such experiences, the worth of

| earni ng through which | view each new instant? Ahhh, but it's the past. Don't you understand?
It's only the past!

This morning | was born in a yurt at the edge of a horse-plain in a land of a planet which no

| onger exists. Tomorrow | will be born soneone else in another place. Il have not yet chosen. This
nmor ni ng, though-ahhh, this lifel Wen nmy eyes had | earned to focus, | | ooked out at sunshine on
tranpl ed grass and | saw vi gorous peopl e going about the sweet activities of their lives. Wiere..
oh where has all of that vigor gone?

-The Stol en Journal s

THE THREE peopl e runni ng nort hward through noon shadows in the Forbidden Forest were strung out

al ong al nost half a kilometer. The last runner in the l[ine ran |l ess than a hundred neters ahead of
the pursuing D-wol ves. The animals could be heard yel ping and panting in their eagerness, the way
they do when they have the prey in sight.

Wth First Moon alnost directly overhead, it was quite light in the forest and, although these
were the higher latitudes of Arrakis it was still warmfromthe heat of a summer day. The nightly
drift of air fromthe Last Desert of the Sareer carried resin snells and the danp exhal ati ons of
the duff underfoot. Now and again, a breeze fromthe Kynes Sea beyond the Sareer drifted across
the runners' tracks with hints of salt and fishes.

By a quirk of fate, the last runner was called U ot, which in the Fremen tongue neans "Bel oved
Straggler.” Uot was short in stature and with a tendency to fat which had placed an extra dieting
burden on himin training for this venture. Even when slimed down for their desperate run, his
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face remai ned round, the large brown eyes vul nerable in that suggestion of too nuch flesh

To Uot it was obvious that he could not run nuch farther. He panted and wheezed. Cccasionally, he
staggered. But he did not call out to his conpanions. He knew they could not help him Al of them
had taken the sane oath, know ng they had no defenses except the old virtues and Frenmen | oyalties.
This remnined true even though everything that once had been Frenen had now a nuseum quality-rote

recitals | earned from Museum Frenen.

It was Frenmen loyalty that kept U ot silent in the full awareness of his doom A fine display of
the ancient qualities, and rather pitiful when none of the runners had any but book know edge and
the I egends of the Oral History about the virtues they aped. The D-wol ves ran cl ose behind U ot,
giant gray figures al nbst manhei ght at the shoul ders. They | eaped and whined in their eagerness,
heads lifted, eyes focused on the noon betrayed figure of their quarry.

A root caught Uot's left foot and he alnmpst fell. This gave himrenewed energy. He put on a burst
of speed, gaining perhaps a wolf length on his pursuers. H's arns punped. He breathed noisily
t hrough hi s open nout h.

The D-wol ves did not change pace. They were silver shadows which went flick-flick through the |oud
green snells of their forest. They knew they had won. It was a fam|iar experience.

Again, U ot stunbled. He caught his bal ance against a sapling and continued his panting flight,
gasping, his legs trenbling in rebellion against these demands. No energy renai ned for another
burst of speed.

One of the D-wolves, a large female, noved out on Uot's left flank. She swerved i nward and | eaped
across his path. Gant fangs ripped Uot's shoul der and staggered himbut he did not fall. The
pungency of bl ood was added to the forest snells. A smaller nmale caught his right hip and at | ast
Uot fell, scream ng. The pack pounced and his screans were cut off in abrupt finality.

Not stopping to feed, the D-wol ves again took up the chase. Their noses probed the forest floor
and the vagrant eddies in the air, scenting the warmtracery of two nore runni ng humans.

The next runner in the Iine was naned Kwteg, an old and honorabl e name on Arrakis, a name from
the Dune times. An ancestor had served Sietch Tabr as Master of the Deathstills, but that was nore
than three thousand years lost in a past which many no | onger believed. Kwuiteg ran with the |ong
strides of a tall and slender body which seermed perfectly fitted to such exertion. Long black hair
streaned back fromhis aquiline features. As with his conpani ons, he wore a black running suit of
tightly knitted cotton. It reveal ed the workings of his buttocks and stringy thighs, the deep and
steady rhythm of his breathing. Only his pace, which was narkedly slow for Kwuteg, betrayed the
fact that he had injured his right knee coming down from the nan-made precipices which girdled the
God Enperor's Citadel fortress in the Sareer

Kwut eg heard U ot's screans, the abrupt and potent silence, then the renewed chase-yel ps of the D
wol ves. He tried not to let his mnd create the image of another friend being slain by Leto's
nmonst er guardi ans but imagi nati on worked its sorcery on him Kwiteg thought a curse against the
tyrant but wasted no breath to voice it. There remnmained a chance that he could reach the sanctuary
of the Idaho River. Kwuteg knew what his friends thought about himeven Siona. He had al ways been
known as a conservative. Even as a child he had saved his energy until it counted nobst, parceling
out his reserves like a m ser

In spite of the injured knee, Kwiuteg increased his pace. He knew the river was near. Hs injury
had gone beyond agony into a steady flane which filled his entire leg and side with its burning.
He knew the linits of his endurance. He knew al so that Siona should be al nost at the water. The
fastest runner of themall, she carried the sealed packet and, in it, the things they had stolen
fromthe fortress in the Sareer. Kwuteg focused his thoughts on that packet as he ran

Save it, Siona! Use it to destroy him

The eager whining of the D-wol ves penetrated Kwuteg's consci ousness. They were too cl ose. He knew
then that he woul d not escape.

But Si ona nmust escape!
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He risked a backward gl ance and saw one of the wolves nove to flank him The pattern of their
attack plan inprinted itself on his awareness. As the flanking wolf | eaped Kwiteg al so | eaped.
Placing a tree between hinself and the pack, he ducked beneath the flanking wolf, grasped one of
its hind legs in both hands and, without stopping, whirled the captive wolf as a flail which
scattered the others. Finding the creature not as heavy as he had expected, al nost wel comi ng the
change of action, he flailed his living bludgeon at the attackers in a dervish whirl which brought
two of themdown in a crash of skulls. But he could not guard every side. A lean male caught him
in the back, hurling himagainst a tree and he | ost his bludgeon

"Go!" he screaned.

The pack bored in and Kwuteg caught the throat of the lean nale in his teeth. He bit down wth
every gramof his final desperation. WIf blood spurted over his face, blinding him Rolling

wi t hout any know edge of where he went, Kwuteg grappled another wolf. Part of the pack dissol ved
into a yelping, whirling nob, some turning against their own injured. Mdst of the pack remai ned
intent on the quarry, though. Teeth ripped Kwuteg's throat from both sides.

Siona, too, had heard U ot scream then the unm stakable silence followed by the yel ping of the
pack as the wol ves resuned the chase. Such anger filled her that she felt she m ght explode with
it. Uot had been included in this venture because of his analytical ability, his way of seeing a
whole fromonly a few parts. It had been U ot who, taking the inevitable magnifier fromhis kit,
had exam ned the two strange volunmes they had found in with the Ctadel's plans.

"I think it's a cipher,"” Uot had said.

And Radi, poor Radi who had been the first of their teamto die .... Radi had said, "W can't
afford the extra weight. Throw t hem away. "

U ot had objected: "Uninportant things aren't concealed this way."

Kwut eg had joined Radi. "W cane for the Citadel plans and we have them Those things are too
heavy. "
But Siona had agreed with Uot. "I will carry them"

That had ended the argunent.
Poor U ot.

They had all known himas the worst runner in the team U ot was slow in nmost things, but the
clarity of his mnd could not be denied.

He is trustworthy.
U ot had been trustworthy.

Si ona mastered her anger and used its energy to increase her pace. Trees whi pped past her in the
moonl i ght. She had entered that timeless void of the running when there was nothing el se but her
own novenents, her own body doing what it had been conditioned to do.

Men thought her beautiful when she ran. Siona knew this. Her long dark hair was tied tightly to
keep it fromwhipping in the wind of her passage. She had accused Kwiteg of foolishness when he
had refused to copy her style.

Where is Kwiteg?

Her hair was not like Kmiteg's. It was that deep brown which is sonetinmes confused w th black, but
is not truly black, not like Kmuteg's at all.

In the way genes occasionally do, her features copied those of a |l ong dead ancestor: gently ova
and with a generous nouth, eyes of alert awareness above a small nose. Her body had grown | anky
fromyears of running, but it sent strong sexual signals to the nales around her
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Where is Kwiteg?

The wol f pack had fallen silent and this filled her with alarm They had done that before bringing
down Radi. It had been the sane when they got Setuse.

She told herself the silence could nmean other things. Kwteg, too, was silent . . . and strong.
The injury had not appeared to bother himtoo rnuch.

Si ona began to feel pain in her chest, the gasping-to-conme which she knew well fromthe I ong

kil ometers of training. Perspiration still poured down her body under the thin, black running
garment. The kit, with its precious contents seal ed agai nst the river passage ahead, rode high on
her back. She thought about the Citadel charts folded there.

Where does Leto hide his hoard of spice?

It had to be sonewhere within the Citadel. It had to be. Sonewhere in the charts there would be a
clue. The mél ange spice for which the Bene Gesserit, the Guild and all the others hungered
that was a prize worth this risk

And those two cryptic volunes. Kwuteg had been right in one thing. Ridulian crystal paper was
heavy. But she shared U ot's excitenent. Sonething inportant was conceal ed in those |ines of
ci pher.

Once nore the eager chase-yel ps of the wolves sounded in the forest behind her
Run, Kwuteg! Run!

Now, just ahead of her through the trees, she could see the wide cleared strip which bordered the
I daho River. She glinpsed noon brightness on water beyond the clearing.

Run, Kwut eg!

She longed for a sound from Kwuteg, any sound. Only the

two of themrenmai ned now fromthe el even who had started the run. Nine had paid for this venture
with their lives: Radi, Aline, Uot, Setuse, |nineg, Onemao, Hutye, Memar and Qal a.

Si ona thought their names and with each sent a silent prayer to the old gods, not to the tyrant
Leto. Especially, she prayed to Shai-Hul ud.

"I pray to Shai-Hulud, who lives in the sand."

Abruptly, she was out of the forest and onto the noon-bright stretch of nowed ground al ong the
river. Straight ahead beyond a narrow shingle of beach, the water beckoned to her. The beach was
silver against the oily flow

A loud yell fromback in the trees al nost nade her falter. She recogni zed Kwmiteg's voi ce above the
wild wolf sounds. Kwuteg called out to her w thout nane, an unnistakable cry with one word
contai ni ng countl ess conversati ons-a nessage of death and life.

"ol

The pack sounds took on a terrible commotion of frenzied yel ps, but nothing nore from Kwuteg. She
knew t hen how Kwut eg was spending the last energies of his life.

Del aying themto hel p ne escape.

Cbeying Kwuteg's cry, she dashed to the river's edge and plunged headfirst into the water. The
river was a freezing shock after the heat of the run. It stunned her for a nonent and she

fl oundered outward, struggling to swimand regain her breath. The precious kit floated and bunped
agai nst the back of her head.

The Idaho River was not wide here, no nore than fifty nmeters, a gently sweeping curve with sandy
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i ndentations fringed by roots and shel vi ng banks of |ush reeds and grass where the water refused
to stay in the straight lines Leto's engineers had desi gned. Siona was strengthened by the

know edge that the D wolves had been conditioned to stop at the water. Their territoria
boundari es had been drawn, the river on this side and the desert wall on the other side. Still,
she swamthe |ast few nmeters underwater and surfaced in the shadows of a cutbank before turning
and | ooki ng back.

The wol f pack stood ranged al ong the bank, all except one which had conme down to the river's edge.
It leaned forward with its forefeet alnost into the flow She heard it whine.

Si ona knew the wolf saw her. No doubt of that. D-wolves were noted for their keen eyesight. There
were Gaze Hounds

in the ancestry of Leto's forest guardians and he bred the wolves for their eyesight. She wondered
if this once the wol ves might break through their conditioning. They were nostly sight-hunters. If
that one wolf at the river's edge should enter the water, all mght follow Siona held her breath.
She felt the draggi ng of exhaustion. They had conme alnost thirty kilometers, the last half of it
with the D-wol ves cl ose behi nd.

The wolf at the river's edge whined once nore then | eaped back up to its conpani ons. At sone
silent signal, they turned and | oped back into the forest.

Si ona knew where they would go. D-wolves were allowed to eat anything they brought down in the
For bi dden Forest. Everyone knew this. It was why the wol ves roaned the forest the guardi ans of the
Sar eer .

"You'll pay for this, Leto," she whispered. It was a | ow sound, her voice, very close to the quiet
rustling of the water against the reeds just behind her. "You'll pay for Uot, for Kwteg and for
all the others. You'll pay."

She pushed outward gently and drifted with the current until her feet met the first shelving of a
narrow beach. Slowly, her body dragged down by fatigue, she clinbed fromthe water and paused to
check that the sealed contents of her kit had renmained dry. The seal was unbroken. She stared at
it a monent in the noonlight, then lifted her gaze to the forest wall across the river

The price we paid. Ten dear friends.

Tears glinmered in her eyes, but she had the stuff of the ancient Fremen and her tears were few
The venture across the river, directly through the forest while the wolves patrolled the northern
boundari es, then across the Last Desert of the Sareer and over the Citadel's ranparts-all of this

al ready was assumi ng dream proportions in her mnd . . . even the flight fromthe wol ves which she
had antici pated because it was a certainty that the guardi an pack would cross the track of the

i nvaders and be waiting . . . all a dream It was the past.

| escaped.

She restored the kit with its seal ed packet and fastened it once nore agai nst her back

I have broken through your defenses, Leto.

Si ona thought then about the cryptic volunes. She felt certain that sonething hidden in those
I ines of cipher would open the way for her revenge.

| will destroy you, Leto!
Not We will destroy you! That was not Siona's way. She would do it herself.

She turned and strode toward the orchards beyond the river's nowed border. As she wal ked she
repeated her oath, adding to it aloud the old Frenen formula which terminated in her full nane:

"Siona Ibn Fuad al -Seyefa Atreides it is who curses you, Leto. You will pay in full!"
The following is fromthe Hadi Benotto translation of the volunmes discovered at Dar-es-Bal at:

I WAS born Leto Atreides Il nore than three thousand standard years ago, neasuring fromthe nonent
when | cause these words to be printed. My father was Paul Miad' Dib. My nother was his Frenen
consort, Chani. My maternal grandnother was Faroula, a noted herbalist anong the Frenen. My

pat ernal grandnot her was Jessica, a product of the Bene CGesserit breeding schene in their search
for a nmale who could share the powers of the Sisterhood s Reverend Mothers. My naterna
grandf at her was Liet-Kynes, the planetol ogi st who organi zed the ecol ogi cal transformation of
Arrakis. My paternal grandfather was Leto Atreides, descendant of the House of Atreus and tracing
his ancestry directly back to the Greek original
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Enough of these begats!

My paternal grandfather died as many good G eeks did, attenpting to kill his nortal eneny, the old
Baron VI adi mi r Harkonnen. Both of themrest unconfortably nowin ny ancestral nenories. Even ny
father is not content. | have done what he feared to do and now his shade nust share in the
consequences.

The CGol den Path demands it. And what is the Golden Path? you ask. It is the survival of humankind,
not hi ng nore nor | ess. W who have prescience, we who know the pitfalls in our human futures, this
has al ways been our responsibility.

Sur vi val .

How you feel about this-your petty woes and joys, even your agonies and raptures-sel dom concerns
us. My father had this power. | have it stronger. W can peer now and again through the veils of
Ti me.

This planet of Arrakis fromwhich | direct my nmultigalactic Enpire is no |l onger what it was in the
days when it was known as Dune. In those days, the entire planet was a desert. Now, there is just
this little remmant, my Sareer. No | onger does the giant sandworm roam free, producing the spice
nmel ange. The spice! Dune was noteworthy only as the source of nelange, the only .source. Wat an
extraordi nary substance. No | aboratory has ever been able to duplicate it. And it is the npst

val uabl e substance humanki nd has ever found.

Wthout nelange to ignite the linear prescience of Guild Navigators, people cross the parsecs of
space only at a snail's crawl. Wthout nelange, the Bene Gesserit cannot endow Truthsayers or
Reverend Mot hers. Wthout the geriatric properties of melange, people live and die according to
the anci ent neasure-no nore than a hundred years or so. Now, the only spice is held in Guild and
Bene Cesserit storehouses, a few small hoards anong the remmants of the Great Houses, and ny
gigantic hoard which they all covet. How they would like to raid ne! But they don't dare. They
know | would destroy it all before surrendering it.

No They cone hat in hand and petition ne for nmelange. | dole it out as a reward and hold it back
as puni shnment. How they hate that.

It is nmy power, | tell them It is ny gift.

Wth it, | create Peace. They have had nore than three thousand years of Leto's Peace. It is an
enforced tranquility which hunmanki nd knew only for the briefest periods before ny ascendancy. Lest
you have forgotten, study Leto's Peace once nore in these, ny journals.

| began this account in the first year of my stewardship, in the first throes of nmy netanorphosis
when | was still nopstly human, even visibly so. The sandtrout skin which | accepted (and ny father
refused) and which gave ne greatly anmplified strength plus virtual inmmunity from conventiona
attack and aging-that skin still covered a formrecognizably human: two |egs, two arnms, a human
face framed in the scrolled folds of the sandtrout.

Ahhh, that face! | still have it-the only human skin | expose to the universe. Al the rest of ny
fl esh has remai ned covered by the |inked bodies of those tiny deep sand vectors which one day can
beconme gi ant sandwor ns.

As they will . . . someday.
I often think about ny final metanorphosis, that |ikeness of death. | know the way it nust come
but I do not know the nonent or the other players. This is the one thing | cannot know. | only

know whet her the Gol den Path continues or ends.

As | cause these words to be recorded, the Golden Path continues and for that, at least, | am
content.

I no longer feel the sandtrout cilia probing nmy flesh, encapsulating the water of nmy body wthin
their placental barriers. We are virtually one body now, they my skin and | the force which noves
the whole . . . nost of the tinme.

At this witing, the whole could be considered rather gross. | amwhat could be called a pre-worm
My body is about seven neters |ong and somewhat nore than two neters in dianeter, ribbed for nost
of its length, with nmy Atreides face positioned man-height at one end, the arns and hands (stil
qui te recogni zabl e as human) just below. My legs and feet? Wl I, they are nostly atrophied. Just
flippers, really, and they have wandered back al ong ny body. The whol e of nme wei ghs approxi mately
five old tons. These items | append because |I know they will have historical interest.

How do | carry this weight around? Mstly on my Royal Cart, which is of |xian manufacture. You are

file:/l/F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (7 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:50 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

shocked? Peopl e invariably hated and feared the |xians even nmore than they hated and feared ne.
Better the devil you know. And who knows what the Ixians m ght manufacture or invent? Who knows?
| certainly don't. Not all of it.

But | have a certain synpathy for the Ixians. They believe so strongly in their technology, their
sci ence, their nachi nes. Because we believe (no natter the content) we understand each other, the
I xians and |I. They nake many devices for ne and think they earn my gratitude thus. These very
words you are reading were printed by an Ixian device, a dictatel it is called. If |I cast ny
thoughts in a particular node, the dictatel is activated. | nmerely think in this node and the
words are printed for ne on ridulian crystal sheets only one nolecule thick. Sometimes | order
copies printed on naterial of |esser pernanence. It was two of these latter types that were stol en
fromnme by Siona

Isn't she fascinating, my Siona? As you conme to understand her inportance to ne, you nay even
question whether | really would have let her die there in the forest. Have no doubt about it.

Death is a very personal thing. | will seldominterfere with it. Never in the case of soneone who
must be tested as Siona requires. | could let her die at any stage. After all, | could bring up a
new candidate in very little time as | neasure tine.

She fascinates even ne, though. | watched her there in the forest. Through ny Wan devices |

wat ched her, wondering why | had not anticipated this venture. But Sionais . . . Siona. That is

why | nade no nove to stop the wolves. It would have been wong to do that. The D wol ves are but
an extension of my purpose and ny purpose is to be the greatest predator ever known.

-The Journals of Leto

The following brief dialogue is credited to a manuscript source called "The Wl beck Fragnent."” The
reputed author is Siona Atreides. The participants are Siona herself and her father, Mpneo, who
was (as all the histories tell us) a majordomp and chief aide to Leto Il. It is dated at a tine
when Siona was still in her teens and was being visited by her father at her quarters in the Fish
Speakers' School at the Festival Gty of Onn, a major popul ation center on the planet now known as
Rakis. According to the manuscript identification papers, Mneo had visited his daughter secretly
to warn her that she risked destruction.

SI ONA: How have you survived with himfor so long a tinme, father? He kills those who are close to
him Everyone knows that.

MONEO. No! You are wong. He kills no one.

SI ONA: You needn't |ie about him

MONEO: | nean it. He kills no one.

S| ONA: Then how do you account for the known deat hs?

MONEO. It is the Wormthat kills. The Wormis God. Leto lives in the bosom of God, but he kills no
one.

SI ONA: Then how do you survive?

MONEQ | can recognize the Worm | can see it in his face and in his novenents. | know when Shai -
Hul ud appr oaches.

SIONA: He is not Shai - Hul ud!

MONEO Well, that's what they called the Wormin the Fremen days.
SIONA: |'ve read about that. But he is not the CGod of the desert.
MONEQ. Be quiet, you foolish girl! You know not hing of such things.
SIONA: | know that you are a coward.

MONEO. How little you know, You have-never stood where | have stood and seen it in his eyes, in
t he nmovenents of his hands.

SI ONA: What do you do when the Worm appr oaches?
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MONEQ | | eave.

SI ONA: That's prudent. He has killed nine Duncan |dahos that we know about for sure.
MONEQ | tell you he kills no one!

SIONA: What's the difference? Leto or Worm they are one body now.

MONEQ But they are two separate beings-Leto the Enperor and The Wrm Wio |'s God.

SI ONA: You' re nmd!

MONEQ Perhaps. But | do serve God.

| amthe nost ardent peopl e-watcher who ever lived. | watch theminside me and outside. Past and
present can mingle with odd inpositions in ne. And as the netanorphosis continues in ny flesh
wonder ful things happen to ny senses. It's as though | sensed everything in close-up. | have
extremely acute hearing and vision, plus a sense of snell extraordinarily discrimnating. | can
detect and identify pheronones at three parts per mllion. | know | have tested it. You cannot
hide very much fromny senses. | think it would horrify you what | can detect by snell al one. Your
pheronones tell ne what you are doing or are prepared to do. And gesture and posture! | stared for
hal f a day once at an old man sitting on a bench in Arrakeen. He was a fifth-generati on descendant
of Stilgar the Naib and did not even know it. | studied the angle of his neck, the skin flaps

bel ow his chin, the cracked |ips and noi stness about his nostrils, the pores behind his ears, the
wi sps of gray hair which crept frombeneath the hood of his antique stillsuit. Not once did he
detect that he was being watched. Hah! Stilgar would have known it in a second or two. But this
old nman was just waiting for soneone who never canme. He got up finally and tottered off. He was
very stiff after all of that sitting. | knew | would never see himin the flesh again. He was that
near death and his water was sure to be wasted. Well, that no | onger nattered.

-The Stol en Journal s

LETO THOUGHT it the nmpbst interesting place in the universe, this place where he awaited the
arrival of his current Duncan |daho. By nost human standards, it was a gigantic space, the core of
an el aborate series of cataconbs beneath his Ctadel. Radiating chanbers thirty meters hi gh and
twenty meters wide ran |like spokes fromthe hub where he waited. His cart had been positioned at
the center of the hub in a domed and circul ar chanber four hundred neters in dianeter and one
hundred neters high at its tallest point above him

He found these di nensions reassuring.

It was early afternoon at the Citadel, but the only light in his chanber canme fromthe random
drifting of a few suspensorborne gl owgl obes tuned into | ow orange. The light did not penetrate far
into the spokes, but Leto's nenories told himthe exact position of everything there the water

the bones, the dust of his ancestors and of the Atreides who had |ived and di ed since the Dune
times. Al of themwere here, plus a few containers of nmelange to create the illusion that this
was all of his hoard should it ever cone to such an extrene.

Leto knew why t he Duncan was comning. |daho had | earned that the Tleilaxu were maki ng anot her
Duncan, another ghola created to the specifications demanded by the God Enperor. This Duncan
feared that he was being replaced after al nbst sixty years of service. It was always sonet hi ng of
that nature which began the subversion of the Duncans. A Guild envoy had waited upon Leto earlier
to warn that the Ixians had delivered a | asgun to this Duncan

Leto chuckl ed. The Guild remai ned extrenely sensitive to anything which nmight threaten their
sl ender supply of spice. They were terrified at the thought that Leto was the last link with the
sandwor ns whi ch had produced the original stockpiles of nelange.

If Il die anay fromwater, there will be no nore spice-not ever

That was the @Quild's fear. And their historian-accountants assured them Leto sat on the |argest
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store of nelange in the universe. This know edge made the Quild alnost reliable as allies.

While he waited, Leto did the hand and finger exercises of his Bene Gesserit inheritance. The
hands were his pride. Beneath a gray nmenbrane of sandtrout skin, their long digits and opposabl e
t hunbs coul d be used nuch as any human hands. The al nost usel ess flippers which once had been his
feet and | egs were nore inconveni ence than shame. He could crawl, roll and toss his body with
astoni shing speed, but he sonetimes fell on the flippers and there was pain.

What was del ayi ng t he Duncan?

Leto i magi ned the man vacillating, staring out a wi ndow across the fluid horizon of the Sareer.
The air was alive with heat today. Before descending to the crypt, Leto had seen a mirage in the
sout hwest. The heat-mirror tipped and flashed an i mage across the sand, show ng hima band of
Museum Fremen trudgi ng past a Display Sietch for the edification of tourists.

It was cool in the crypt, always cool, the illunination always | ow. Tunnel spokes were dark hol es
sl opi ng upward and downward in gentle gradients to acconmpdate the Royal Cart. Sone tunnels
extended beyond false walls for many kil oneters, passages Leto had created for hinself with |xian
tool s-feedi ng tunnel s and secret ways.

As he contenplated the coning interview, a sense of nervousness began to grow in Leto. He found
this an interesting enotion, one he had been known to enjoy. Leto knew that he had grown
reasonably fond of the current Duncan. There was a reservoir of hope in Leto that the man woul d
survive the coming interview Sonetinmes they did. There was little Iikelihood the Duncan posed a
nortal threat, although this had to be left to such chance as existed. Leto had tried to explain
this to one of the earlier Duncans . . . right here in this room

"You will think it strange that , with nmy powers, can speak of |uck and chance," Leto had said.
The Duncan had been angry. "You |eave nothing to chance! | know you!"

"How nai ve. Chance is the nature of our universe."

"Not chance! M schief. And you're the author of mschief!"

"Excel l ent, Duncan! Mschief is a nost profound pleasure. It's in the ways we deal with nischief
that we sharpen creativity."

"You' re not even human anynore!" Ch, how angry the Duncan had been

Leto had found his accusation irritating, |like a grain of sand in an eye. He held onto the
remnants of his once-human self with a gri mess which could not be denied, although irritati on was
the cl osest he could conme to anger

"Your life is beconming a cliche," Leto had accused.

Wher eupon the Duncan had produced a small expl osive

fromthe folds of his uniformrobe. Wat a surprise
Leto | oved surprises, even nasty ones.

It is sonething | did not predict! And he said as nuch to Duncan, who had stood there oddly
undeci ded now t hat deci si on was absol utely demanded of him

"This could kill you," the Duncan said.
"I"'msorry, Duncan. It will do a small anpunt of injury, no nore."
"But you said you didn't predict this!™ The Duncan's voi ce had grown shrill.

"Duncan, Duncan, it is absolute prediction which equals death to me. How unutterably boring death
is."
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At the last instant, the Duncan had tried to throw the explosive to one side, but the nmaterial in
it had been unstable and it had gone off too soon. The Duncan had died. Ahh, well-the Tleilaxu
al ways had another in their axlotl tanks.

One of the drifting gl owgl obes above Leto began to blink. Excitenent gripped him Mneo' s signal
Fai t hful Moneo had alerted his God Enperor that the Duncan was descending to the crypt.

The door to the human lift between two spoked passages in the northwest arc of the hub swung open
The Duncan strode forth, a snmall figure at that distance, but Leto's eyes discerned even tiny
details, a winkle on the uniform el bow which said the man had been | eani ng somewhere, chin in
hand. Yes, there were still the marks of his hand on the chin. The Duncan's odor preceded him the
man was high on his own adrenalin.

Leto remmi ned silent while the Duncan approached, observing details. The Duncan still wal ked with
the spring of youth despite all of his long service. He could thank a mininal ingestion of nelange
for that. The man wore the old Atreides uniform black with a golden hawk at the left breast. An
interesting statenent, that: "I serve the honor of the old Atreides!” His hair was still the black
cap of karakul, the features fixed in stony sharpness w th hi gh cheekbones.

The Tleilaxu make their gholas well, Leto thought.

The Duncan carried a thin briefcase woven of dark brown fibers, one he had carried for many years.
It usually contained the naterial upon which he based his reports, but today it bulged with sone
heavi er wei ght.

The Ixian | asgun.

I daho kept his attention on Leto's face as he wal ked. The face renmi ned di sconcertingly Atreides,
| ean features with eyes

of total blue which the nervous felt as a physical intrusion. It lurked deep within a gray cow of
sandtrout skin which, lIdaho knew, could roll forward protectively in a flickering reflex, a face
blink rather than an eye blink. The skin was pink within its gray frame. It was difficult avoiding
the thought that Leto's face was an obscenity, a lost bit of humanity trapped in something alien.
St oppi ng only six paces fromthe Royal Cart, ldaho did not attenpt to conceal his angry

determ nation. He did not even think about whether Leto knew of the [ asgun. This Inperium had
wandered too far fromthe old Atreides norality, had become an inpersonal juggernaut which crushed
the innocent inits path. It had to be ended.

"I have cone to talk to you about Siona and other matters,
position where he could wthdraw the |asgun easily.

"Very well." Leto's voice was full of boredom

"Siona was the only one who escaped, but she still has a base of rebel conpanions."

"You think I don't know this!"

"1 know your dangerous tolerance for rebels! Wiat | don't know is the contents of that package she
stole."

"Ch, that. She has the conplete plans for the Ctadel."

For just a nonment, |daho was Leto's Guard Commander, deeply shocked at such a breach of security.
"You let her escape with that?"

"No, you did."

I daho recoiled fromthis accusation. Slowy. the newy resolved assassin in himregai ned
ascendancy.

"I's that all she got?" |daho asked.

"I had two volunes, copies of my journal, in with the charts. She stole the copies."

| daho studied Leto's inmobile face. "What is in these journal s? Sonetines you say it's a diary,
sonmetimes a history."

"A bit of both. You might even call it a textbook."

"Does it bother you that she took these vol unes?”

Leto allowed hinself a soft smile which | daho accepted as a negative answer. A nonentary tension
rippled through Leto's body then as |daho reached into the slimcase. Wuld it be the weapon or
the reports! Although the core of his body possessed a powerful resistance to heat, Leto knew that

I daho said. He brought the case into
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sone of his flesh was vulnerable to | asguns, especially the face.
I daho brought a report fromhis case and, even before he
began reading fromit, the signals were obvious to Leto. Idaho was seeking answers, not providing
informati on. Idaho wanted justification for a course of action already chosen

"W have discovered a Cult of Alia on Gedi Prinme," |daho said

Leto renmi ned silent while Idaho recounted the details. How boring. Leto |let his thoughts wander.
The worshi ppers of his father's | ong-dead sister served these days only to provi de occasi ona
amusenent. The Duncans predictably saw such activity as a kind of underground threat.

I daho finished reading. Hi s agents were thorough, no denying it. Boringly thorough

"This is nothing nore than a revival of Isis,"” Leto said. "My priests and priestesses will have
sonme sport suppressing this cult and its followers."

| daho shook his head as though responding to a voice within it.

"The Bene Gesserit knew about the cult,"” he said.

Now t hat interested Leto.

"The Sisterhood has never forgiven nme for taking their breeding programaway fromthem" he said.
"This has nothing to do with breeding."

Leto conceal ed nmild amusenent. The Duncans were al ways so sensitive on the subject of breeding,
al t hough sone of them occasionally stood at stud.

"I see," Leto said. "Well, the Bene Cesserit are all nore than a little insane, but madness
represents a chaotic reservoir of surprises. Some surprises can be valuable."

"I fail to see any value in this."

"Do you think the Sisterhood was behind this cult?" Leto asked.

"l do."

"Explain."

"They had a shrine. They called it "The Shrine of the Crysknife. "'
"Did they now?"

"And their chief priestess was called "The Keeper of Jessica's Light.' Does that suggest
anyt hi ng?"

"It's lovely!" Leto did not try to conceal his anusenent.
"What is |ovely about it?"

"They unite ny grandnother and ny aunt into a single goddess."

| daho shook his head slowmy fromside to side, not understanding.

Leto permitted hinmself a small internal pause, |less than a blink. The grandnother-w thin did not
particularly care for this Gedi Prime cult. He was required to wall off her nenories and her
identity.

"What do you suppose was the purpose of this cult?" Leto asked.

"Cbvious. A conpeting religion to undermine your authority.”

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (12 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:50 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

"That's too sinple. Whatever el se they may be, the Bene Gesserit are not sinpletons.”
I daho waited for an expl anation

"They want nore spice!" Leto said. "Mre Reverend Mthers."

"So they annoy you until you buy them of f?"

"l am di sappointed in you, Duncan."

| daho nerely stared up at Leto, who contrived a sigh, a conplicated gesture no longer intrinsic to
his new form The Duncans usually were brighter, but Leto supposed that this one's plot had
cl ouded his al ertness.

"They chose Gedi Prine as their home," Leto said. "Wat does that suggest?"
"It was a Harkonnen stronghold, but that's ancient history."

"Your sister died there, a victimof the Harkonnens. It is right that the Harkonnens and G ed
Prime be united in your thoughts. Wiy did you not nmention this earlier?"

"I didn't think it was inportant."”

Leto drew his nouth into a tight line. The reference to his sister had troubled the Duncan. The
man knew intellectually that he was only the latest in a long line of fleshly revivals, al
products of the Tleilaxu axlotl tanks and taken fromthe original cells at that. The Duncan coul d
not escape his revived nenories. He knew that the Atreides had rescued hi mfrom Har konnen bondage.

And whatever else | may be, Leto thought, | amstill Atreides.
"What're you trying to say?" |daho denanded.

Leto decided that a shout was required. He let it be a | oud one: "The Harkonnens were spice
hoar ders!"

I daho recoiled a full step

Leto continued in a | ower voice: "There's an undi scovered

mel ange hoard on G edi Prime. The Sisterhood was trying to winkle it out with their religious
tricks as a cover."

| daho was abashed. Once it was spoken, the answer appeared obvi ous.

And | mssed it, he thought.

Leto's shout had shaken himback into his role as Commander of the Royal Guard. |daho knew about
the economcs of the Enpire, sinplified in the extrene: no interest charges pernmtted; cash on the
barrel head. The only coinage bore a |likeness of Leto's cowed face: the God Enperor. But it was
all based on the spice, a substance whose val ue, though enornmous, kept increasing. A man could
carry the price of an entire planet in his hand |uggage.

"Control the coinage and the courts. Get the rabble have the rest,"” Leto thought. O d Jacob Broom
said it and Leto could hear the old man chortling within. "Things haven't changed all that nuch,
Jacob. "

I daho took a deep breath. "The Bureau of the Faith should be notified i mediately."
Leto remained silent.

Taking this as a cue to continue, Idaho went on with his reports, but Leto listened with only a
fraction of his awareness. It was like a monitoring circuit which only recorded I daho's words and
actions with but an occasional intensification for an internal comment:
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And now he wants to tal k about the Tleil axu.
That is dangerous ground for you, Duncan
But this opened up a new avenue for Leto's reflection

The wily Tleilaxu still produce ny Duncans fromthe original cells. They do a religiously
forbidden thing and we both knowit. | do not pernit the artificial manipulation of human
genetics. But the Tleilaxu have | earned how | treasure the Duncans as the Conmanders of ny Cuard.
Il do not think they suspect the anusement value in this. It amuses me that a river now bears the
| daho nanme where once it was a nountain. That nountain no | onger exists. W brought it down to get
material for the high walls which girdle ny Sareer.

O course, the Tleilaxu know that | occasionally breed the Duncans back into ny own program The
Duncans represent nongrel strength . . . and much nore. Every fire must have its danper.

It was my intent to breed this one with Siona, but that may not be possible now

Hah! He says he wants ne to "crack down" on the Tleilaxu. Wiy will he not ask it straight out?
"Are you preparing to replace nme?"

| amtenpted to tell him

Once nore, ldaho's hand went into the slender pouch. Leto's introspective monitoring did not mss
a beat.

The lasgun or nore reports? It is nore reports.

The Duncan renmins wary. He wants not only the assurance that | amignorant of his intent but nore
"proofs" that | amunworthy of his loyalty. He hesitates in a prolonged fashion. He al ways has.
have told himenough tinmes that | will not use ny prescience to predict the nonent of ny exit from
this ancient form But he doubts. He always was a doubter

Thi s cavernous chanber drinks up his voice and, were it not for ny sensitivity, the dankness here
woul d nmask the chemical evidence of his fears. | fade his voice out of immedi ate awareness. Wat a
bore this Duncan has becone. He is recounting the history, the history of Siona's rebellion, no
doubt | eading up to personal adnonitions about her |atest escapade.

"I't's not an ordinary rebellion," he says.

That brings nme back! Fool. Al rebellions are ordinary and an ultimte bore. They are copied out
of the sane pattern, one nuch |ike another. The driving force is adrenalin addiction and the
desire to gain personal power. Al rebels are closet aristocrats. That's why | can convert them so
easily.

Wiy do the Duncans never really hear me when | tell them about this? | have had the argunent with
this very Duncan. It was one of our earliest confrontations and right here in the crypt.

"The art of governnent requires that you never give up the initiative to radical elenents," he

sai d.

How pedantic. Radicals crop up in every generation and you nust not try to prevent this. That's
what he nmeans by "give up the initiative." He wants to crush them suppress them control them
prevent them He is living proof that there is little difference between the police nmind and the
mlitary mnd.

I told him "Radicals are only to be feared when you try to suppress them You rmust denonstrate
that you will use the best of what they offer.”

"They are dangerous. They are dangerous!” He thinks that by repeating he creates some kind of
truth.

Slowy, step by step, | lead himthrough ny nethod and he even gives the appearance of |istening.

"This is their weakness, Duncan. Radicals always .see natters in terns which are too sinple-black
and white, good and evil, them and us. By addressing conplex matters in that way, they rip open a
passage for chaos. The art of government as you call it, is the mastery of chaos."

"No one can deal with every surprise."

"Surprise? Wwo's tal king about surprise? Chaos is no surprise. It has predictable characteristics.
For one thing, it carries away order and strengthens the forces at the extrenes."
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"Isn't that what radicals are trying to do? Aren't they trying to shake things up so they can grab
control ?"

"That's what they think they're doing. Actually, they're creating new extrem sts, new radicals and
they are continuing the old process.”

"What about a radical who sees the conplexities and cones at you that way?"
"That's no radical. That's a rival for |eadership.”
"But what do you do?"

"You co-opt themor kill them That's how the struggle for |eadership originated, at the grunt
l evel . "

"Yes, but what about messi ahs?"
"Li ke ny father?"

The Duncan does not like this question. He knows that in a very special way | amny father. He
knows | can speak with ny father's voice and persona, that the nenories are precise, never edited
and i nescapabl e.

Rel uctantly, he says: "Well. . . if you want."

"Duncan, | amall of themand | know. There has never been a truly selfless rebel, just hypocrites-
consci ous hypocrites or unconscious hypocrites, it's all the .sane."

That stirs up a snmall hornet's nest anobng ny ancestral menories. Sone of them have never given up
the belief that they and they alone held the key to all of humankind' s problems. Well, in that,
they are like ne. | can synpathize even while | tell themthat failure is its own denobnstration

I amforced to block themoff, though. There's no sense dwelling on them They now are little nore
than poignant reminders . . . as is this Duncan who stands in front of me with his |asgun

Great Cods bel ow He has caught ne napping. He has the lasgun in his hand and it is pointed at ny
face.

"You, Duncan'? Have you betrayed ne, too?"

Et tu, Brute?

Every fiber of Leto's awareness came to full alert. He could feel his body twitching. The worm
flesh had a will of its own.

| daho spoke with derision: "Tell me, Leto: How many times nmust | pay the debt of |oyalty?"

Leto recogni zed the inner question: "How many of ne have there been?" The Duncans al ways wanted to
know this. Every Duncan asked it and no answer satisfied. They doubted.

In his saddest Miad' Dib voice, Leto asked: "Do you take no pride in ny admration, Duncan? Haven't
you ever wondered what it is about you that makes ne desire you as ny constant conpani on through
the centuries?"

"You know ne to be the ultimate fool!"
"Duncan!"

The voice of an angry Miad' Dib coul d always be counted on to shatter |daho. Despite the fact that
I daho knew no Bene Gesserit had ever nmastered the powers of Voice as Leto had mastered them it
was predictable that he would dance to this one voice. The | asgun wavered in his hand.

That was enough. Leto was off the cart in a hurtling roil. Idaho had never seen himleave the cart
this way, had not even suspected it could happen. For Leto, there were only two requirenents-a
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real threat which the worm body coul d sense and the rel ease of that body. The rest was autonmatic
and the speed of it always astoni shed even Leto.

The |l asgun was his major concern. It could scratch himbadly, but few understood the abilities of
the pre-worm body to deal with heat.

Leto struck Idaho while rolling and the |lasgun was deflected as it was fired. One of the useless
flippers which had been Leto's |egs and feet sent a shocki ng burst of sensations crashing into his
awar eness. For an instant, there was only pain. But the wormbody was free to act and refl exes
ignited a violent paroxysm of flopping. Leto heard bones cracking. The | asgun was thrown far
across the floor of the crypt by a spasnodic jerk of Idaho's hand.

Rolling off of |daho, Leto poised hinmself for a renewed attack but there was no need. The injured
flipper still sent pain signals and he sensed that the tip of the flipper had been burned away.
The sandtrout skin already had seal ed the wound. The pain had eased to an ugly throbbing.

I daho stirred. There could be little doubt that he had been
mortally injured. Hi s chest was visibly crushed. There was obvi ous agony when he tried to breathe,

but he opened his eyes and stared up at Leto.
The persistence of these nortal possessions! Leto thought.

"Siona," |daho gasped.
Leto saw the life | eave himthen.
Interesting, Leto thought. Is it possible that this Duncan and Siona . . . No! This Duncan al ways

di spl ayed a true sneering disdain for Siona's foolishness.

Leto clinbed back onto the Royal Cart. That had been a close one. There could be little doubt that
the Duncan had been aiming for the brain. Leto was always aware that his hands and feet were

vul nerabl e, but he had allowed no one to |l earn that what had once been his brain was no | onger
directly associated with his face. It was not even a brain of human di nensi ons anynore, but had
spread in nodal congeries throughout his body. He had told this to no one but his journals.

Oh, the landscapes | have seen! And the people! The far wanderings of the Frenen and all the rest
of it. Even back through the nyths to Terra. Ch, the |lessons in astronony and intrigue, the

m grations, the disheveled flights, the |l eg aching and | ung-aching runs through so many ni ghts on
all of those cosnic specks where we have defended our transient possession. | tell you we are a
marvel and nmy menories | eave no doubt of this.

-The Stol en Journal s

THE WOMAN wor ki ng at the small wall desk was too big for the narrow chair on whi ch she perched.
Qutside, it was midnorning, but in this wi ndowl ess room deep beneath the city of Onn there was but
a single glowl obe high in a corner. It had been tuned to warmyellow but the light failed to

di spel the gray utility of the snmall room Walls and ceiling were covered by identical rectangular
panel s of dull gray netal

There was only one other piece of furniture, a narrow cot with a thin pallet covered by a
featurel ess gray blanket. It was obvious that neither piece of furniture had been designed for the
occupant .

She wore a one-piece pajanma suit of dark blue which stretched tightly across her wi de shoul ders as
she hunched over the desk. The gl owgl obe illumi nated cl osely cropped bl onde hair and the right
side of her face, enphasizing the square block of jaw. The jaw noved with silent words as her
thick fingers carefully depressed the keys of a thin keyboard on the desk. She handl ed the nachi ne
with a deference which had

originated as awe and noved reluctantly into fearsone excitenent. Long famliarity with the
machi ne had elim nated neither enotion
As she wote, words appeared on a screen concealed within the wall rectangle exposed by the
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downward fol ding of the desk.

"Si ona continues actions which predict violent attack on Your Holy Person,"” she wote. "Siona
remai ns unswerving in her avowed purpose. She told ne today that she will give copies of the

stol en books to groups whose loyalty to You cannot be trusted. The naned recipients are the Bene
Gesserit, the @Guild and the |xians. She says the books contain Your enciphered words and, by this
gift, she seeks help in translating Your Holy Wrds.

"Lord, | do not know what great revel ations may be conceal ed on those pages but if they contain
anything of threat to Your Holy Person, | beg You to relieve nme fromny vow of obedi ence to Siona.
I do not understand why You nade nme take this vow, but | fear it.

"I remain Your worshipful servant, Nayla."

The chair creaked as Nayla sat back and t hought about her words. The roomfell into the al nost
soundl ess withdrawal of thick insulation. There was only Nayla's faint breathing and a distant

t hr obbi ng of machinery felt nore in the floor than in the air.

Nayl a stared at her message on the screen. Destined only for the eyes of the God Enperor, it
required nore than holy truthful ness. It demanded a deep candor which she found draining.
Presently, she nodded and pressed the key which woul d encode the words and prepare them for
transm ssion. Bowi ng her head, she prayed silently before concealing the desk within the wall.
These actions, she knew, transmitted the nmessage. God hinself had i nplanted a physical device

wi thin her head, swearing her to secrecy and warning her that there might come a tine when he
woul d speak to her through the thing within her skull. He had never done this. She suspected that
I xi ans had fashioned the device. It had possessed sone of their |ook. But God Hi nself had done
this thing and she could ignore the suspicion that there mght be a conputer init, that it mght
be prohibited by the Great Convention

"Make no device in the likeness of the mind!"

Nayl a shuddered. She stood then and noved her chair to its regular position beside the cot. Her
heavy, muscul ar body

strained against the thin blue garnent. There was a steady deliberation about her, the actions of
someone constantly adjusting to great physical strength. She turned at the cot and studied the

pl ace where the desk had been. There was only a rectangular gray panel like all the others. No bit
of lint, no strand of hair, nothing caught there to reveal the panel's secret.

Nayl a t ook a deep, restorative breath and | et herself out of the roonis only door into a gray
passage dimy lighted by wi dely spaced white gl owgl obes. The nachi nery sounds were | ouder here.
She turned left and a few minutes later was with Siona in a sonmewhat |arger room a table at its
center upon which things stolen fromthe Ctadel had been arranged. Two silvery gl owgl obes
illum nated the scene-Siona seated at the table, with an assistant naned Topri standi ng beside
her.

Nayl a nurtured grudging admiration for Siona, but Topri, there was a man worthy of nothing except
active dislike. He was a nervous fat man with bul ging green eyes, a pug nose and thin Iips above a
di mpl ed chin. Topri squeaked when he spoke.

"Look here, Nayla! Look what Siona has found pressed between the pages of these two books."
Nayl a cl osed and | ocked the room s single door.

"You tal k too much, Topri,"
t he passage?"

Nayl a said. "You're a blurter. How could you know if | was alone in

Topri paled. An angry scow settled onto his face.

"I"'mafraid she's right,'
di scovery?"

Siona said. "Wiat made you think | wanted Nayla to know about ny

"You trust her with everything!"

Siona turned her attention to Nayla. "Do you know why | trust you, Nayla?" The question was asked
in a flat, unenotional voice.

Nayl a put down a sudden surge of fear. Had Siona discovered her secret?
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Have | failed ny Lord?
"Have you no response to ny question?" Siona asked.
"Have | ever given you cause to do otherw se?" Nayla asked.

"That's not a sufficient cause for trust," Siona said. "There's no such thing as perfection-not in
human or machine."

"Then why do you trust me?"

"Your words and your actions always agree. It's a marvelous quality. For instance, you don't I|ike
Topri and you never try to conceal your dislike."

Nayl a gl anced at Topri, who cleared his throat.

"I don't trust him" Nayla said.

The words popped into her m nd and out of her nouth without reflection. Only after she had spoken
did Nayla realize the true core of her dislike: Topri would betray anyone for personal gain.

Has he found ne out?

Still scowing, Topri said, "I amnot going to stand here and accept your abuse." He started to

| eave but Siona held up a restraining hand. Topri hesitated.

"Al t hough we speak the old Fremen words and swear our loyalty to each other, that is not what

hol ds us together,” Siona said. "Everything is based on performance. That is all | neasure. Do you
under stand, both of you?"

Topri nodded autonatically, but Nayla shook her head fromside to side.

Siona smled up at her. "You don't always agree with my decisions, do you, Nayla?"

"No." The word was forced from her

"And you have never tried to conceal your disagreenent, yet you al ways obey ne. Wy?"

"That is what | have sworn to do."

"But | have said this is not enough."”

Nayl a knew she was perspiring, knew this was revealing, but she could not nove. Wat amIto do? |
swore to God that | would obey Siona but | cannot tell her this.

"You must answer nmy question." Siona said. "I command it."

Nayl a caught her breath. This was the dilenma she had nost feared. There was no way out. She said
a silent prayer and spoke in a | ow voi ce.

"I have sworn to God that | will obey you."

Si ona cl apped her hands in glee and | aughed.

"I knew it!"

Topri chuckl ed.

"Shut up, Topri," Siona said. "I amtrying to teach you a lesson. You don't believe in anything,
not even in yourself."

"But |I...

"Be still, | say! Nayla believes. | believe. This is what holds us together. Belief."

Topri was astonished. "Belief? You believe in. .."

"Not in the God Enperor, you fool! W believe that a higher power will settle with the tyrant
worm We are that higher power. "

Nayl a t ook a trenbling breath.

“It's all right, Nayla," Siona said. "I don't care where you draw your strength, just as |long as
you believe."

Nayl a managed a snile, then grinned. She had never been nore profoundly stirred by the w sdom of
her Lord. | may speak the truth and it works only for ny God!

"Let ne show you what |'ve found in these books,"” Siona said. She gestured at sonme sheets of
ordi nary paper on the table. "Pressed between the pages."

Nayl a stepped around the table and | ooked down at it.
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"First, there's this." Siona held up an object which Nayla had not noticed. It was a thin strand
of something . . . and what appeared to be a

"A flower?" Nayla asked.
"This was between two pages of paper. On the paper was witten this."

Siona | eaned over the table and read: "A strand of Ghaninr's hair with a starfl ower bl ossom which
she once brought ne."

Looki ng up at Nayla, Siona said: "Qur CGod Enperor is revealed as a sentinmentalist. That is a
weakness | had not expected."

"CGhani ma?" Nayl a asked.
"His sister! Renenber your Oral History."
"Ch . . . oh, yes. The Prayer to Ghanima."

"Now, listen to this." Siona took up another sheet of paper and read fromit.

"The sand beach as gray as a dead cheek, A green tideflow reflects cloud ripples; Il stand on the
dark wet edge. Cold foamcleanses ny toes. | snell driftwood snoke. "

Again, Siona |ooked up at Nayla. "This is identified as "Wrds | wote when told of Ghani's
death.' Wat do you think of that?"

"He . . . he loved his sister."

"Yes! He is capable of |ove. Ch, yes! W have himnow "

Sonetimes | indulge nyself in safaris which no other being rmay take. | strike inward al ong the
axis of nmy nenories. Like a schoolchild reporting on a vacation trip, | take up ny subject. Let it
be . . . female intellectuals! | course backward into the ocean which is ny ancestors. | ama

great winged fish in the depths. The nouth of ny awareness opens and | scoop them up! Sonetines...
sonetinmes | hunt out specific persons recorded in our histories. What a private joy to relive the
life of such a one while | nock the academic pretentions which supposedly forned a biography.

-The Stol en Journal s

MONEO DESCENDED to the crypt with sad resignation. There was no escaping the duties required of
hi m now. The God Enperor required a small passage of tine to grieve the | oss of another Duncan .
but then life went on . . . and on . . . and on...

The Iift slid silently downward with its superb |xian dependability. Once, just once, the God
Enperor had cried out to his majordono: "Moneo! Sonetines | think you were made by the | xians!”

Moneo felt the lift stop. The door opened and he | ooked out across the crypt at the shadowy bul k
on the Royal Cart. There was no indication that Leto had noticed the arrival. Mneo sighed and
began the | ong wal k through the echoing gloom There was a body on the floor near the cart. No
need for deja

vu. This was nerely famliar.

Once, in Mneo's early days of service. Leto had said: "You don't like this place, Mneo. | can
see that."
"No, Lord."

Wth just a little prodding of nenory, Mneo could hear his own voice in that naive past. And the
voi ce of the God Enperor responding:
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"You don't think of a nmausol eumas a conforting place, Mneo. | find it a source of infinite
strength.”

Moneo renenbered that he had been anxious to get off this topic. "Yes, Lord."

Leto had persisted: "There are only a few of my ancestors here. The water of Miad'Dib is here.
Ghani and Harqg-al - Ada are here, of course, but they're not nmy ancestors. No, if there's any true
crypt of ny ancestors, | amthat crypt. This is nostly the Duncans and the products of ny breeding
program You'll be here soneday."”

Moneo found that these menories had sl owed his pace. He sighed and noved a bit faster. Leto could
be violently inpatient on occasion but there was still no sign fromhim Mboneo did not take this
to nmean that his approach went unobserved.

Leto lay with his eyes closed and only his other senses to record Moneo's progress across the
crypt. Thoughts of Siona had been occupying Leto's attention

Siona is nmy ardent eneny, he thought. | do not need Nayla's words to confirmthis. Siona is a
worman of action. She lives on the surface of enornous energies which fill me with fantasi es of
delight. | cannot contenplate those living energies without a feeling of ecstasy. They are ny
reason for being, the justification for everything I have ever done . . . even for the corpse of

this foolish Duncan in front of me now

Leto's ears told himthat Moneo had not yet crossed half the distance to the Royal Cart. The man
moved sl ower and sl ower, then picked up his pace.

What a gift Moneo has given ne in this daughter, Leto thought. Siona is fresh and precious. She is
the new while | ama collection of the obsolete, a relic of the dammed, of the | ost and strayed.
am t he wayl ai d pi eces of history which sank out of sight in all of our pasts. Such an accunul ati on
of riffraff has never before been inagi ned.

Let o paraded the past within himthen to |l et them observe what had happened in the crypt.

The m nutiae are m ne!

Siona, though . . . Siona was like a clean slate upon which great things mght yet be witten.

I guard that slate with infinite care. | ampreparing it, cleansing it.

What did the Duncan nmean when he call ed out her name?

Moneo approached the cart diffidently yet consummately aware. Surely Leto did not sleep

Leto opened his eyes and | ooked down as Moneo canme to a stop near the corpse. At this nonent, Leto
found the majordonp a delight to observe. Moneo wore a white Atreides uniformw th no insignia, a
subtle coment. Hs face, alnost as well known as Leto's, was all the insignia he needed. Mneo
waited patiently. There was no change of expression on his flat, even features. H's thick, sandy
hair lay in a neat, equally divided part. Deep within his gray eyes there was that | ook of

di rect ness which went with know edge of great personal power. It was a | ook which he nodified only
in the God Enperor's presence, and sonetinmes not even there. Not once did he glance toward the
body on the crypt's floor.

When Leto continued silent, Mneo cleared his throat, then: "I am saddened, Lord."

Exquisite! Leto thought. He knows | feel true renorse about the Duncans. Moneo has seen their
records and has seen enough of them dead. He knows that only nineteen Duncans di ed what people
usual ly refer to as natural deaths.

"He had an |xian |lasgun," Leto said.

Moneo' s gaze went directly to the gun on the floor of the crypt off to his left, denonstrating
that he already had seen it. He returned his attention to Leto, sweeping a glance down the |ength
of the great body.

"You are injured, Lord?"

"I nconsequential ."

"But he hurt you."

"Those flippers are useless to ne. They will be entirely gone within another two hundred years."

"I will dispose of the Duncan's body personally, Lord," Mneo said. "Is there. "
"The piece of me he burned away is entirely ash. We will let it blow away. This is a fitting place
for ashes.™
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"As ny Lord says."
"Before you di spose of the body, disable the |asgun and keep it where | can present it to the
| xi an anmbassador. As for

the @uil dsman who warned us about it, present himpersonally with ten granms of spice. Ch-and our
priestesses on Gedi Prine should be alerted to a hidden store of nelange there, probably old
Har konnen contraband. "

"What do you wi sh done with it when it's found, Lord?"

"Use a bit of it to pay the Tleilaxu for the new ghola. The rest of it can go into our stores here
in the crypt.”

"Lord." Moneo acknow edged the orders with a nod, a gesture which was not quite a bow H s gaze
met Leto's.

Leto sniled. He thought: W both know that Moneo will not |eave without addressing directly the
matter which nost concerns us.

"I have seen the report on Siona," Mneo said.

Leto's smile widened. Moneo was such a pleasure in these nonments. H's words conveyed many things
whi ch did not require open discussion between them Hi s words and actions were in precise
alignment, carried on the nutual awareness that he, of course, spied on everything. Now, there was
a natural concern for his daughter, but he wi shed it understood that his concern for the God
Enperor renmi ned paramount. From his own traverse through a simlar evolution, Mneo knew wth
precision the delicate nature of Siona's present fortunes.

"Have | not created her, Moneo?" Leto asked. "Have | not controlled the conditions of her ancestry
and her upbringi ng?"

"She is nmy only daughter, ny only child, Lord."

"In a way, she reminds ne of Harq al-Ada," Leto said. "There doesn't appear to be much of Ghani in
her, although that has to be there. Perhaps she harks back to our ancestors in the Sisterhood's
breedi ng program "

"Way do you say that, Lord?"

Leto reflected. Was there need for Moneo to know this peculiar thing about his daughter? Siona
could fade fromthe prescient view at tinmes. The Gol den Path renmi ned, but Siona faded. Yet ...she
was not prescient. She was a unique phenonmenon . . . and if she survived . . . Leto decided he
woul d not cloud Moneo's efficiency with unnecessary infornmation

"Renmenber your own past,"” Leto said.

"I ndeed, Lord! And she has such a potential, so nuch nore than | ever had. But that nakes her
danger ous, too."

"And she will not listen to you," Leto said.

"No, but | have an agent in her rebellion."

That will be Topri, Leto thought.

It required no prescience to know that Moneo woul d have

an agent in place. Ever since the death of Siona's nother, Leto had known w th increasing sureness

the course of Mneo's actions. Nayla's suspicions pinpointed Topri. And now, Moneo paraded his
fears and actions, offering themas the price of his daughter's continued safety.

How unfortunate he fathered only the one child on that nother
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"Recall how | treated you in simlar circunstances," Leto said. "You know the demands of the
Gol den Path as well as | do."
"But | was young and foolish, Lord."
"Young and brash, never foolish."

Moneo nmanaged a tight smle at this conplinent, his thoughts |eaning nore and nore toward the
belief that he now understood Leto's intentions. The dangers, though

Feeding his belief, Leto said: "You know how rmuch | enjoy surprises.”

That is true, Leto thought. Mneo does know it. But even while Siona surprises ne, she reninds ne
of what | fear npst-the saneness and boredom whi ch could break the Gol den Path. Look at how
boredom put ne tenporarily in the Duncan's power! Siona is the contrast by which I know ny deepest
fears. Moneo's concern for ne is well grounded.

"My agent will continue to watch her new conpanions, Lord," Mneo said. "I do not |ike them"
"Her conpanions? | nyself had such conpani ons once | ong ago."

"Rebel I'i ous, Lord? You?" Moneo was genui nely surprised.

"Have | not proved a friend of rebellion?"

"But Lord. . ."

"The aberrations of our past are nore nunerous than you nmay think!"

"Yes, Lord." Moneo was abashed, yet still curious. And he knew that the God Enperor sonetines
waxed | oquaci ous after the death of a Duncan. "You nust have seen nany rebellions, Lord."

Involuntarily, Leto's thoughts sank into the nmenories aroused by these words.

"Ahhh, Moneo," he nmuttered. "My travels in the ancestral nmzes have nmenorized uncounted pl aces and
events which | never desire to see repeated."”

"I can imgine your inward travels, Lord."

"No, you cannot. | have seen peoples and planets in such

nunbers that they | ose neaning even in imaginati on. GChhh, the | andscapes | have passed. The
call'igraphy of alien roads glinpsed from space and inprinted upon ny innernost sight. The eroded

scul pture of canyons and cliffs and gal axi es has inprinted upon me the certain know edge that | am
a note."

"Not you, Lord. Certainly not you."

"Less than a note! | have seen people and their fruitless societies in such repetitive posturings
that their nonsense fills me with boredom do you hear?"

"l did not nean to anger ny Lord." Moneo spoke neekly.

"You don't anger me. Sonetimes you irritate me, that is the extent of it. You cannot imagine what
| have seen-caliphs and njeeds, rakahs, rajas and bashars, kings and emperors, primtos and
presidents-1've seen themall. Feudal chieftains, every one. Every one a little pharaoh.™

"Forgive ny presunption, Lord."
"Dam the Romans!" Leto cried.

He spoke it inwardly to his ancestors: "Damm the Romans!"
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Their l[aughter drove himfromthe inward arena.
"l don't understand, Lord," Mneo ventured.

"That's true. You don't understand. The Romans broadcast the pharaonic disease |ike grain farners
scattering the seeds of next season's harvest -Caesars, kaisers, tsars, inperators, caseris
palatos . . . dammed pharaohs?"

"My know edge does not enconpass all of those titles, Lord."
"I may be the last of the lot, Mneo. Pray that this is so."
"What ever ny Lord comuands. "

Leto stared down at the man. "W are myth-killers, you and |, Mneo. That's the dream we share. |
assure you froma God's O ynpian perch that government is a shared nyth. Wen the nyth dies, the
government dies. "

"Thus you have taught me, Lord."

"That man-machi ne, the Arny, created our present dream ny friend."
Moneo cl eared his throat.

Leto recogni zed the small signs of the najordono's inpatience.

Moneo under st ands about arnmies. He knows it was a fool's dreamthat armes were the basic
i nstrunment of governance.

As Leto continued silent, Mneo crossed to the lasgun and retrieved it fromthe crypt's cold
floor. He began disabling it.

Leto watched him thinking howthis tiny scene encapsul ated ..fostered
the essence of the Army nyth. The Arny fostered technol ogy because the power of nachines appeared
so obvious to the shortsighted.

That lasgun is no nore than a machine. But all machines fail or are superceded. Still, the Armny
wor shi ps at the shrine of such things-both fascinated and fearful. Look at how people fear the
Ixians! In its guts, the Arny knows it is the Sorcerer's Apprentice. It unleashes technol ogy and
never again can the nmagic be stuffed back into the bottle.

I teach them anot her magic.
Leto spoke to the hordes within then

"You see? Moneo has disabled the deadly instrument. A connection broken here, a small capsule
crushed there."

Leto sniffed. He snelled the esters of a preservative oil riding on the stink of Mneo's
perspiration.

Still speaking inwardly, Leto said: "But the genie is not dead. Technol ogy breeds anarchy. It
distributes these tools at random And with them goes the provocation for violence. The ability to
meke and use savage destroyers falls inevitably into the hands of smaller and smaller groups unti
at last the group is a single individual."

Moneo returned to a point below Leto, holding the disabled |lasgun casually in his right hand.
"There is talk on Parella and the planets of Dan about another jihad against such things as this."

Moneo lifted the lasgun and sniled, signaling that he knew the paradox in such enpty dreans.
Leto closed his eyes. The hordes within wanted to argue, but he shut them off, thinking: Jihads

create armes. The Butlerian Jihad tried to rid our universe of nmachi nes which sinulate the nind
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of man. The Butlerians left armies in their wake and the Ixians still nake questionabl e devices
for which | thank them Wat is anathema? The notivation to ravage, no matter the instrunents.

"I't happened," he nuttered.
"Lord?"

Leto opened his eyes. "I will go to ny tower,'
Duncan. "

he said. "I must have nore tinme to nmourn ny

"The new one is already on his way here," Mneo said.

You, the first person to encounter ny chronicles for at |east four thousand years, beware. Do not
feel honored by your prinmacy in reading the revelations of ny |xian storehouse. You will find nuch
pain init. Qher than the few glinpses required to assure nme that the Gol den Path continued. |
never wanted to peer beyond those four millennia. Therefore, | amnot sure what the events in mny
journals may signify to your tines. | only know that ny journals have suffered oblivion and that
the events which I recount have undoubtedly been submitted to historical distortion for eons. |
assure you that the ability to view our futures can becone a bore. Even to be thought of as a god,
as | certainly was, can becone ultimately boring. It has occurred to me nore than once that holy
boredomis good and sufficient reason for the invention of free will.

-Inscription on the storehouse at bar-es-Bal at
I am Duncan | daho.

That was about all he wanted to know for sure. He did not |ike the Tleilaxu explanations, their
stories. But then the Tleilaxu had al ways been feared. Disbelieved and feared.

They had brought himdown to the planet on a snmall Quild shuttle, arriving at the dusk line with a
green glimrer of sun corona along the horizon as they dipped into the shadow. The spaceport had
not | ooked at all |ike anything he renenbered.

It was larger and with a ring of strange buil di ngs.
"Are you sure this is Dune'?" he had asked.
"Arrakis,"” his Tleilaxu escort had corrected him

They had sped himin a seal ed groundcar to this building somewhere within a city they called Onn,
giving the "n" sound a strange rising nasal inflection. The roomin which they left himwas about
three neters square, a cube really. There was no sign of gl owgl obes, but the place was filled with
warm yel | ow | i ght

I ama ghola, he told hinself.

That had been a shock, but he had to believe it. To find hinself Iiving when he knew he had di ed,
that was proof enough. The Tleilaxu had taken cells fromhis dead flesh and they had grown a bud
in one of their axlotl tanks. That bud had become this body in a process which had made himfee
at first an alien in his own flesh.

He | ooked down at the body. It was clothed in dark brown trousers and jacket of a coarse weave
which irritated his skin. Sandals protected his feet. Except for the body, that was all they had
given him a parsi nony which said something about the real Tleilaxu character.

There was no furniture in the room They had et himin through a single door which had no handl e
on the inside. He |ooked up at the ceiling and around at the walls, at the door. Despite the
featurel ess character of the place, he felt that he was bei ng watched.

"Wonen of the Inperial Guard will cone for you," they had said. Then they had gone away, smiling
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slyly anong thensel ves.
Wonen of the Inperial GQuard?

The Tleilaxu escort had taken sadistic delight in exposing their shapechanging abilities. He had
not known fromone mnute to the next what new formthe plastic flow of their flesh would present.

Dammed Face Dancers!
They had known all about him of course, had known how rmuch the Shape Changers di sgusted him

VWhat could he trust if it cane from Face Dancers'? Very little. Could anything they said be
bel i eved?

My nane. | know ny narne.

And he had his nenories. They had shocked the identity back into him Gholas were supposed to be
i ncapabl e of recovering the original identity. But the Tleilaxu had done it and

he was forced to believe because he understood how it had been done.

In the beginning, he knew, there had been the fully forned ghola, adult flesh w thout nane or

menori es-a pal i npsest upon which the Tleilaxu could wite al nost anything they w shed.

"You are CGhola," they had said. That had been his only name for a long tine. Ghola had been taken

like a mall eable infant and conditioned to kill a particular man-a man so |like the original Pau

Miuad' Di b he had served and adored that |Idaho now suspected it night have been another ghola. But

if that were true, where had they obtained the original cells?

Sonething in the Idaho cells had rebelled at killing an Atreides. He had found hinmsel f standing

with a knife in one hand, the bound form of the pseudo-Paul staring up at himin angry terror.

Menori es had gushered into his awareness. He renenbered Ghola and he renenbered Duncan | daho.
am Duncan | daho, swordmaster of the Atreides.

He clung to this nenory as he stood in the yell ow room

| died defending Paul and his nother in a cave-sietch beneath the sands of Dune. | have been

returned to that planet, but Dune is no nmore. Now it is only Arrakis.

He had read the truncated history which the Tleilaxu provided, but he did not believe it. Mre

than thirty-five hundred years? Wio coul d believe his flesh existed after such a tine? Except
with Tleilaxu it was possible. He had to believe his own senses.

"There have been many of you," his instructors had said.

"How many?"

"The Lord Leto will provide that information."

The Lord Leto?

The Tleilaxu history said this Lord Leto was Leto I, grandson of the Leto whom | daho had served

with fanatical devotion. But this second Leto (so the history said) had beconme sonething

sonet hing so strange that |daho despaired of understanding the transformation.

How coul d a human slowy turn into a sandworn? How coul d any thinking creature Iive nmore than
three thousand years? Not even the w |l dest projections of geriatric spice allowed such a |ifespan
Leto I'l, the God Enperor?

The Tleilaxu history was not to be believed!

| daho renenbered a strange child-twins, really: Leto and Ghaninmm, Paul's children, the children of
Chani, who had died delivering them The Tleilaxu history said Ghanima had died after a relatively
normal life, but the God Enperor Leto lived on and on and on ....

"He is a tyrant," ldaho's instructors had said. "He has ordered us to produce you from our axlotl
tanks and to send you into his service. W do not know what has happened to your predecessor."

And here | am

Once nore, ldaho let his gaze wander around the featureless walls and ceiling.

The faint sound of voices intruded upon his awareness. He | ooked at the door. The voices were

nmut ed, but at |east one of them sounded fenale.

Wnen of the Inperial CGuard?

The door swung i nward on noi sel ess hinges. Two wonen entered. The first thing to catch his
attention was the fact that one of the wonen wore a mask, a ci bus hood of shapel ess, |ight-
drinking black. She would see himclearly through the hood, he knew, but her features would never
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reveal thenselves, not even to the nobst subtle instrunents of penetration. The hood said that the
I xians or their inheritors were still at work in the Inmperium Both wonmen wore one-piece unifornms
of rich blue with the Atreides hawk in red braid at the |left breast.

I daho studied themas they closed the door and faced him

The masked worman had a bl ocky, powerful body. She noved with the deceptive care of a professional
nmuscl e fanatic. The other wonman was graceful and slender with al nond eyes in sharp, high-boned
features. lIdaho had the feeling that he had seen her somewhere, but he could not fix the nenory.
Bot h wonen carried needl e knives in hip sheaths. Sonething about their novenents told |Idaho these
worren woul d be extrenely conpetent with such weapons.

The sl ender one spoke first.

"My name is Luli. Let me be the first to address you as Commander. My conpani on nust renain
anonynous. Qur Lord Leto has commanded it. You may address her as Friend."

" Conmander ?" he asked.

"It is the Lord Leto's wish that you command his Royal CGuard," Luli said.

"That so? Let's go talk to himabout it."

"Ch, no!" Luli was visibly shocked. "The Lord Leto will

summon you when it is time. For now, he wi shes us to make you confortabl e and happy."
"And | nust obey?"
Luli nerely shook her head in puzzl enent.

"Am | a sl ave?"

Luli relaxed and smiled. "By no nmeans. It's just. that the Lord Leto has many great concerns which
requi re his personal attention. He nmust make tine for you. He sent us because he was concerned
about his Duncan |daho. You have been a long time in the hands of the dirty Tleilaxu."

Dirty Tleilaxu, |daho thought.

That, at |east, had not changed.

He was concerned, though, by a particular reference in Luli's explanation

"Hi s Duncan | daho?"

"Are you not an Atreides warrior?" Luli asked.

She had himthere. |1daho nodded, turning his head slightly to stare at the enigmatic nasked wonman.
"Way are you masked?"

"I't nust not be known that | serve the Lord Leto," she said. Her voice was a pleasant contralto,
but Idaho suspected that this, too, was masked by the cibus hood.

"Then why are you here?"
"The Lord Leto trusts ne to determine if you have been tanpered with by the dirty Tleilaxu."

Idaho tried to swallow in a suddenly dry throat. This thought had occurred to himseveral tines
aboard the @uild transport. |If the Tleilaxu could condition a ghola to attenpt the nmurder of a
dear friend, what else mght they plant in the psyche of the regrown flesh?

"I see that you have thought about this," the masked woman said.
"Are you a nentat?" |daho asked.
"Ch, no!" Luli interrupted. "The Lord Leto does not pernmit the training of nentats."

I daho gl anced at Luli, then returned his attention to the nasked woman. No nentats. The Tl eil axu
hi story had not nentioned that interesting fact. Way would Leto prohibit mentats? Surely, the
hurman mnd trained in the super abilities of conputation still had its uses. The Tleil axu had
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assured himthat the Geat Convention renmained in force and that mechani cal conputers were stil
anat hema. Surely, these wonen woul d know that the Atreides thensel ves had used nentats.

"What is your opinion?" the masked wonan asked. "Have the dirty Tleil axu tanpered with your

psyche?”

“I don't . . . think so."
"But you are not certain?"
..No."

"Do not fear, Conmander |daho," she said. "W have ways of naking sure and ways of dealing with
such problens should they arise. The dirty Tleilaxu have tried it only once and they paid dearly
for their m stake."

"That's reassuring. Did the Lord Leto send ne any nessages?"

Luli spoke up: "He told us to assure you that he still |loves you as the Atrei des have al ways | oved
you." She was obviously awed by her own words.

I daho rel axed slightly. As an old Atreides hand, superbly trained by them he had found it easy to
determi ne several things fromthis encounter. These two had been heavily conditioned to a fanatic
obedi ence. |If a cibus mask could hide the identity of that woman, there had to be many nore whose

bodies were very sinmilar. Al of this spoke of dangers around Leto which still required the old
and subtle services of spies and an inmaginative arsenal of weapons.

Luli | ooked at her conpanion. "What say you, Friend?"

"He may be brought to the G tadel," the nasked woman said. "This is not a good place. Tleilaxu
have been here."

"A warm bat h and change of clothing would be pl easant," |daho said.

Luli continued to |l ook at her Friend. "You are certain?"

"The wi sdom of the Lord cannot be questioned," the nasked woman sai d.

Idaho did not Iike the sound of fanaticismin this Friend s voice, but he felt secure in the
integrity of the Atreides. They could appear cynical and cruel to outsiders and enenies, but to
their own people they were just and they were | oyal. Above all else, the Atreides were loyal to
their own.

And | amone of theirs, ldaho thought. But what happened to the nme that | amreplacing? He felt
strongly that these two woul d not answer this question.

But Leto will.

"Shall we go?" he asked. "I'manxious to wash the stink of the dirty Tleilaxu off ne."

Luli grinned at him

"Cone. | shall bathe you nyself."

Eneni es strengt hen you.

Al'lies weaken.

I tell you this in the hope that it will help you understand why | ad as | do in the ful

know edge that great forces accunulate in my Enpire with but one wi sh-the wish to destroy ne. You
who read these words may know full well what actually happened, but | doubt that you understand
it.

-The Stol en Journal s

THE CEREMONY of "Showi ng" by which the rebels began their neetings dragged on interm nably for
Siona. She sat in the front row and | ooked everywhere but at Topri, who was conducting the
ceremony only a few paces away. This roomin the service burrows beneath Onn was one they had
never used before but it was so like all of their other meeting places that it could have been
used as a standard nodel .

Rebel Meeting Roomclass B, she thought.

It was officially designated as a storage chanber and the fixed gl owgl obes could not be tuned away
fromtheir blank white glaring. The roomwas about thirty paces long and slightly less in wdth.
It could be reached only through a labyrinthine series of simlar chanbers, one of which was
conveniently stocked with a supply of stiff folding chairs intended for the small sl eeping
chanbers of the service personnel. N neteen of Siona's fellow rebels now occupi ed these chairs
around her, with a few enpty for any | ateconers who might still make the neeting.

The tine had been set between the m dni ght and norning
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shifts to mask the flow of extra people in the service warrens. Mst of the rebels wore energy-
wor ker di sqgui ses-thin gray disposable trousers and jackets. Some few, including Siona, were garbed
in the green of nachinery inspectors.

Topri's voice was an insistent nonotone in the room He did not squeak at all while conducting the
cerenony. In fact, Siona had to admt he was rather good at it, especially with newrecruits.
Since Nayla's flat statenent that she did not trust the man, though, Siona had | ooked at Topri in
a different way. Nayla could speak with a cutting naiveté which pulled away nasks. And there were
things that Siona had | earned about Topri since that confrontation

Siona turned at last and | ooked at the man. The cold silvery light did not help Topri's pale skin.
He used a copy of a crysknife in the cerenpbny, a contraband copy bought fromthe Museum Frenen.
Siona recalled the transaction as she | ooked at the blade in Topri's hands. It had been Topri's

i dea, and she had thought it a good one at the tine. He had |l ed her to the rendezvous in a hove
on the city's outskirts, leaving Onn just at dusk. They had waited well into the night unti

dar kness coul d nask the Museum Freenen's conming. Frenen were not supposed to |leave their sietch
quarters without a special dispensation fromthe God Enperor

She had al nost given up on himwhen the Frenen arrived, slipping in out of the night, his escort
|l eft behind to guard the door. Topri and Siona had been waiting on a crude bench agai nst a dank
wal | of the absolutely plain room The only light had cone froma dimyellow torch supported on a
stick driven into the crunbling nud wall

The Fremen's first words had filled Siona with msgivings.
"Have you brought the noney?"

Both Topri and Siona had risen at his entry. Topri did not appear bothered by the question. He
tapped the pouch beneath his robe, naking it jingle.

"I have the noney right here."

The Fremen was a wi zened figure, crabbed and bent, wearing a copy of the old Frenen robes and sone
glistening garnment underneath, probably their version of a stillsuit. H's hood was drawn forward,
shading his features. The torchlight sent shadows dancing across his face.

He peered first at Topri then at Siona before renoving an object wapped in cloth from beneath his
r obe.

"It is atrue copy, but it is made of plastic,"” he said. "It will not cut cold grease.”

He pulled the blade fromits wappings then and held it up

Si ona, who had seen crysknives only in nuseuns and in the rare old visual recordings of her

fam ly's archives, had found herself oddly gripped by the sight of the blade in this setting. She
felt something atavistic working on her and inagi ned this poor Miseum Fremen with his plastic
crysknife as a real Fremen of the old days. The thing he held was suddenly a silver-bl aded
cryskni fe shimrering in the yell ow shadows.

"I guarantee the authenticity of the blade fromwhich we copied it,
a | ow voi ce, sonehow nade nenacing by its |lack of enphasis.

the Fremen said. He spoke in
Siona heard it then, the way he carried his venomin a sleeve of soft vowels and she was suddenly
al erted.

"Try treachery and we will hunt you down like vermn," she said.

Topri shot a startled glance at her.

The Museum Frenen appeared to shrivel, drawing in upon hinself. The blade trenbled in his hand,
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but his gnome fingers still curled inward around it as though clasping a throat.

"Treachery, Lady? Ch, no. But it occurred to us that we asked too little for this copy. Poor as it
is, making it and selling it this way puts us in dreadful peril."

Siona glared at him thinking of the old Fremen words fromthe Oral Hi story: "Once you acquire a
mar ket pl ace soul, the suk is the totality of existence."

"How much do you want?" she demanded.
He naned a sumtw ce his original figure.
Topri gasped.

Si ona | ooked at Topri. "Do you have that nuch?"

"Not quite, but we agreed on
"dve himwhat you have, all of it," Siona said.

"Al of it?"

"I'sn't that what | said? Every coin in that bag." She faced the Museum Frenen. "You will accept
this payment." It was not a question and the old man heard her correctly. He wapped the blade in
its cloth and passed it to her

Topri handed over the pouch of coins, nuttering under his breath.

Si ona addressed herself to the Museum Frenen. "We know your nanme. You are Teishar, aide to Garun
of Tuono. You

have a suk nmentality and you nake nme shudder at what Fremen have becone."

"Lady, we all have to live," he protested.

"You are not alive," she said. "Be gone!"

Tei shar had turned and scurried away, clutching the noney pouch close to his chest.

Memory of that night did not sit well in Siona's mind as she watched Topri wave the crysknife copy
in their rebel cerenpbny. W're no better than Teishar, she thought. A copy is worse than nothing.
Topri brandi shed the stupid bl ade over his head as he neared the cerenony's concl usi on

Si ona | ooked away from him and stared at Nayla seated off to her left. Nayla was |ooking first one
direction and now another. She paid special attention to the new cadre of recruits at the back of
the room Nayla did not give her trust easily. Siona winkled her nose as a stirring of the air
brought the snell of lubricants. The depths of Onn always snell ed dangerously mechanical! She
sniffed. And this roonl She did not like their neeting place. It could easily be a trap. Quards
could seal off the outer corridors and send in arnmed searchers. This could be too easily the place
where their rebellion ended. Siona was nade doubly uneasy by the fact that this room had been
Topri's choice.

One of Uot's few nistakes, she thought. Poor dead U ot had approved Topri's adnission to the
rebel I'i on.

"He is a mnor functionary in city services,
pl aces to nmeet and arm oursel ves."

Topri had reached al nbst the end of his cerenmony. He placed the knife in an ornate case and put
the case on the floor beside him

"My face is ny pledge," he said. He turned his profile to the room first one side and then the
other. "I show ny face that you may know me anywhere and know that | am one of

U ot had expl ained. "Topri can find us many usefu

you. "

St upi d cerenpony, Siona thought.

But she dared not break the pattern of it. And when Topri pulled a black gauze nask from a pocket
and placed it over his head, she took out her own mask and donned it. Everyone in the roomdid the
same thing. There was a stirring around the room now. Mst of the people here had been alerted
that Topri had brought a special visitor. Siona secured her nmask's tie behind her neck. She was
anxious to see this visitor.
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Topri noved to the room s one door. There was a clattering bustle as everyone stood and the chairs
were fol ded and stacked agai nst the wall opposite the door. At a signal from Siona, Topri tapped
three times on the door panel. waited for a two count, then tapped four tines.

The door opened and a tall man in a dark brown official singlet slipped into the room He wore no
mask, his face open for all of themto see - thin and inperious with a narrow nouth, a skinny

bl ade of a nose, dark brown eyes deeply set under bushy brows. It was a face recogni zed by nost of
the room s occupants.

"My friends," Topri said, "I present |Iyo Kobat, Anbassador fromIx."

" Ex- Anbassador, " Kobat said. H's voice was guttural and tightly controlled. He took a position
with his back to the wall facing the rmasked people in the room "I have this day received orders
fromour God Enperor to leave Arrakis in disgrace."

n \N]y?ll
Si ona snapped the question at himw thout formality.

Kobat jerked his head around, a quick novenent which fixed his gaze on her masked face. "There has
been an attenpt on the God Enperor's life. He traced the weapon to ne."

Si ona' s conpani ons opened a space between her and the ex- Anrbassador, clearly signaling that they
deferred to her.

"Then why didn't he kill you?" she denanded.

"I think he is telling ne that | amnot worth killing. There is also the fact that he uses ne now
to carry a nmessage to Ix."

"What nmessage?" Siona noved through the cleared space to stop within two paces of Kobat. She
recogni zed the sexual alertness in himas he studied her body.

"You are Mneo's daughter," he said.

Soundl ess tension expl oded across the room Wy did he reveal that he recognized her? Wio else did
he recogni ze here? Kobat did not appear the fool. Wiy had he done this?

"Your body, your voice and your nanner are well known here in Onn," he said. "That nmask is a
fool i shness. "

She ripped the mask from her head and smled at him "I agree. Now answer my question.”

She heard Nayl a nove up cl ose on her left; two nore aides chosen by Nayla cane up beside her

Si ona saw the nmonent of realization cone over Kobat

his death if he failed to satisfy her demands. His voice did not lose its tight control but he
spoke sl ower, choosing his words nore carefully.

"The God Enperor has told ne that he knows about an agreenent between Ix and the Guild. W are
attenpting to make a mechanical anplifier of... those Guild navigational talents which presently
rely on nel ange."

"In this roomwe call himthe Worm" Siona said. "Wat would your |xian nmachine do?"

"You are aware that CGuild Navigators require the spice before they can see the safe path to
traverse?"

"You woul d repl ace the navigators with a nachi ne?"

"I't nmay be possible."
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"What message do you carry to your people concerning this machine?"

"I amto tell my people that they may continue the project only if they send himdaily reports on
their progress.”

She shook her head. "He needs no such reports! That's a stupid nessage.”
Kobat swal | owed no | onger conceal i ng nervousness.

"The Guild and the Sisterhood are excited by our project," he said. "They are participating."
Si ona nodded once. "And they pay for their participation by sharing spice with Ix."

Kobat glared at her. "It's expensive work and we need the spice for conparative testing by Guild
Navi gators. "

"I't is alie and a cheat," she said. "Your device will never work and the Wbrm knows it."

"How dare you accuse us of.

"Be still! | have just told you the real nessage. The Wormis telling you |xians to continue
cheating the @uild and the Bene Gesserit. It amuses him"

"It could work!" Kobat insisted.
She nmerely smled at him "Wo tried to kill the Wrn®"
"Duncan | daho."

Nayl a gasped. There were other small signs of surprise around the room a frown, an indrawn
br eat h.

"Is Idaho dead?" Siona asked.

"I presume so, but the . . . ahhh, Wormrefuses to confirmit."

"Way do you presunme hi m dead?"

"The Tleil axu have sent another |daho ghola."”

"I see.”

Siona turned and signaled to Nayla. who went to the side of the roomand returned with a slim

package w apped in pink Suk paper, the kind of paper shopkeepers used to encl ose small purchases.
Nayl a handed t he package to Siona.

"This is the price of our silence," Siona said, extending the package to Kobat. "This is why Topri
was permtted to bring you here tonight."

Kobat took the package w thout renoving his attention from her face.

"Sil ence?" he asked.

"W undertake not to informthe Guild and Sisterhood that you are cheating them"
"We are not cheat. "

"Don't be a fool!"

Kobat tried to swallowin a dry throat. Her neaning had becone plain to him true or not, if the
rebellion spread such a story it would be believed. It was "common sense" as Topri was fond of
sayi ng.

Si ona gl anced at Topri who stood just behind Kobat. No one joined this rebellion for reasons of

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (31 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:50 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

"conmon sense.” Did Topri not realize that his "conmobn sense" might betray hin? She returned her
attention to Kobat.

"What's in this package?" he asked.
Sonmething in the way he asked it told Siona he already knew.

"That is something | amsending to Ix. You will take it there for me. That is copies of two
vol umes we renoved fromthe Wornmis fortress."

Kobat stared down at the package in his hands. It was obvious that he wanted to drop the thing,
that his venture into rebellion had | oaded himwith a burden nore deadly than he had expected. He
shot a scowing glance at Topri which said as though he had spoken it: "Wy didn't you warn nme?"

"What. . ." He brought his gaze back to Siona, cleared his throat. "Wat's in these .
vol umes?"

"Your people may tell us that. We think they are the Wirnmis own words, witten in a cipher which
we cannot read."

"What makes you think we..."
"You | xians are clever at such things."
"And if we fail?"

She shrugged. "W will not blanme you for that. However, should you use those volunes for any other
purpose or fail to report a success fully. "

"How can anyone be sure we.

"W will not depend only on you. O hers will get copies. | think the Sisterhood and the Guild wll
not hesitate to try deciphering those volunes."

Kobat slipped the package under his armand pressed it against his body.

"What makes you think the . . . the Wormdoesn't know about your intentions . . . even about this
nmeeti ng?"

"1 think he knows many such things, that he may even know who took those volunes. My father
believes he is truly prescient."

"Your father believes the Oral History!"

"Everyone in this roombelieves it. The Oral History does not disagree with the Formal History on
i mportant matters."

"Then why doesn't the Worm act agai nst you?"
She pointed to the package under Kobat's arm "Perhaps the answer is in there."

"Or you and these cryptic volunes are no real threat to him" Kobat was not concealing his anger.
He did not |like being forced into decisions.

"Perhaps. Tell ne why you nentioned the Oral History."

Once nore, Kobat heard the nenace.

"It says the Worm i s incapable of human enotions."

"That is not the reason," she said. "You will get one nore chance to tell nme the reason.”

Nayl a noved two steps closer to Kobat.
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"I . . | was told to review the Oral History before com ng here, that your people. . ." He
shrugged.

"That we chant it?"

"Yes. "

"Who told you this?"

Kobat swal | oned, cast a fearful glance at Topri, then back to Siona.

"Topri?" Siona asked.

"I thought it would help himto understand us," Topri said.

"And you told himthe name of your |eader," Siona said.

"He already knew!" Topri's voice had found its squeak
"What particular parts of the Oral History were you told to review?" Siona asked.
"The . . . uhhh, the Atreides line."

"And now you think you know why people join me in rebellion."

"The Oral History tells exactly how he treats everyone in the Atreides line!" Kobat said.

"He gives us a little rope and then he hauls us in?" Siona asked. Her voice was deceptively flat.
"That's what he did with your own father," Kobat said.

"And now he's letting me play at rebellion?"

"I"mjust a nessenger," Kobat said. "If you kill me, who will carry your nessage?"

"Or the nmessage of the Wrm " Siona said.

Kobat remai ned silent.

"l do not think you understand the Oral History," Siona said. "I think also you do not know the
Wrmvery well, nor do you understand his nessages."

Kobat's face flushed with anger. "What's to prevent you frombecoming like all the rest of the
Atreides, a nice obedient part of. . ." Kobat broke off, aware suddenly of what anger had nmade hi m

say.
"Just another recruit for the Wormi s inner circle," Siona said. "Just |like the Duncan |dahos?"

She turned and | ooked at Nayla. The two ai des, Anouk and Taw, becanme suddenly alert, but Nayla
renmai ned i npassi ve.

Si ona nodded once to Nayl a.

As they were sworn to do, Anouk and Taw noved to positions bl ocking the door. Nayla went around to
stand at Topri's shoul der

"What's . . . what's happeni ng?" Topri asked.

"We wi sh to know everything of inportance that the ex-Anbassador can share with us,
"W want the entire nessage."

Topri began to trenble. Perspiration started from Kobat's forehead. He gl anced once at Topri, then
returned his attention to Siona. That one glance was |like a veil pulled aside for Siona to peer
into the relationship between these two.

She sniled. This nmerely confirnmed what she had al ready | earned.

Kobat becane very still.

"You may begin," Siona said.

Si ona sai d.

"I . . . what do you.. ."
"The Worm gave you a private nessage for your nmasters. | will hear it."
"He . . . he wants an extension for his cart,"

"Then he expects to grow |l onger. What el se?"

"We are to send hima large supply of ridulian crystal paper." "For what purpose?”

"He never expl ains his demands."

"This snacks of things he forbids to others,"” she said.
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Kobat spoke bitterly. "He never forbids hinself anything!"
"Have you nmde forbidden toys for hinP"
"I do not know. "

He's lying, she thought, but she chose not to pursue this. It was enough to know t he exi stence of
anot her chink in the Worm s arnor.

"Who will replace you?" Siona asked.

"They are sending a niece of Ml ky," Korbat said. "You may renenber that he.
"W remenber Mal ky," she said. "Wy does a niece of Ml ky becone the new Anbassador ?"
"l don't know. But it was ordered even before the Go . . . the Wrmdisnissed nme."
"Her nane?"

"HnM Noree."

"W will cultivate Hwi Noree," Siona said. "You were not worth cultivating. This HM Noree may be
sonet hing el se. When do you return to |x?"

"I'medi ately after the Festival, the first GQuild ship."
"What will you tell your masters?"

"About what ?"

"My nmessage!"

"They will do as you ask."

"I know. You may go, ex-Anbassador Kobat."

Kobat al nost collided with the door guards in his haste to | eave. Topri nade to follow him but
Nayl a caught Topri's armand held him Topri swept a fearful glance across Nayla's nuscul ar body,
then | ooked at Siona, who waited for the door to shut behi nd Kobat before speaking.

"The message was not nerely to the Ixians, but to us as well,’
and tells us the rules of the conbat."

she said. "The Wirm chal | enges us

Topri tried to west his armfromNayla's grip. "Wat do you..."

"Topri!" Sonia said. "I, too, can send a nessage. Tell nmy father to informthe Wormthat we
accept . "

Nayl a rel eased his arm Topri rubbed the place where she had gripped him "Surely you don't.

"Leave while you can and never cone back," Siona said.

"You can't possibly nmean that you sus.

"I told you to | eave! You are clunsy, Topri. | have been in the Fish Speaker schools for nost of
my life. They taught ne to recogni ze cl unsiness.”

"Kobat is |eaving. Wiat harmwas there in.

"He not only knew ne, he knew what | had stolen fromthe Citadel! But he did not know that | would
send that package to Ix with him Your actions have told ne that the Wormwants nme to send those
volumes to Ix!"
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Topri backed away from Siona toward the door. Anouk and Taw opened a passage for him swing the
door wide. Siona followed himw th her voice.

"Do not argue that it was the Wrm who spoke of ne and ny package to Kobat! The Worm does not send
clumsy nessages. Tell himl said that!"

Sone say | have no conscience. How fal se they are, even to thenselves. | amthe only conscience
whi ch has ever existed. As wine retains the perfunme of its cask, | retain the essence of ny nost
anci ent genesis, and that is the seed of conscience. That is what makes me holy. | am God because
I amthe only one who really knows his heredity!

-The Stol en Journal s

The Inquisitors of Ix having assenbled in the Grand Palais with the candi date for Anbassador to
the Court of the Lord Leto, the followi ng questions and answers were recorded:

I NQUI SITOR You indicate that you wish to speak to us of the Lord Leto's notives. Speak.
HW NOREE: Your Fornal Analyses do not satisfy the questions | would raise.
I NQUI SI TOR: What questions'?

HW NOREE: | ask nyself what would notivate the Lord Leto to accept this hideous transformation,
this wormbody, this |oss of his humanity? You suggest nmerely that he did it for power and for
long life.

I NQUI SI TOR Are those not enough?
HW NOREE: Ask yourselves if one of you would nmake such paynment for so paltry a return?
I NQUI SITOR Fromyour infinite wisdomthen, tell us why the Lord Leto chose to beconme a worm

HW NOREE: Does anyone here doubt his ability to predict the future?

I NQUI SI TOR Now then! Is that not paynment enough for his transformation?

HW NOREE: But he already had the prescient ability as did his father before him No! | propose
that he nmade this desperate choice because he saw in our future sonething that only such a
sacrifice would prevent.

I NQUI SI TOR: What was this peculiar thing which only he saw in our future?
HW NOREE: | do not know, but | propose to discover it.

I NQUI SI TOR You nake the tyrant appear a selfless servant of the people!
HW NOREE: Was that not a prominent characteristic of his Atreides Famly'?
I NQUI SITOR: So the official histories would have us believe.

HW NOREE: The Oral History affirns it.

I NQUI SI TOR: What ot her good character would you give to the tyrant Wrn?
HW NOREE: Good character, sirra?

I NQUI SI TOR: Character, then?

HW NOREE: My Uncle Mal ky often said that the Lord Leto was given to noods of great tolerance for
sel ect ed conpani ons.
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I NQUI SITOR O her compani ons he executes for no apparent reason.

HW NOREE: | think there are reasons and ny Uncle Mal ky deduced sone of those reasons.
I NQUI SITOR: G ve us one such deduction.

HW NOREE: Cunsy threats to his person.

I NQUI SITOR: Clunsy threats now

HW NOREE: And he does not tolerate pretensions. Recall the execution of the historians and the
destruction of their works.

I NQUI SI TOR: He does not want the truth known!

HW NOREE: He told ny Uncle Malky that they |ied about the past. And nark you! Who woul d know this
better than he? W all know the subject of his introversion.

I NQUI SI TOR What proof have we that all of his ancestors live in hinf
HW NOREE: | will not enter that bootless argunent. | will nerely say that | believe it on the
evi dence of ny Uncle Malky's belief, and his reasons for that belief.

I NQUI SITOR We have read your uncle's reports and interpret themotherw se. Mal ky was overly fond
of the Wrm

HW NOREE: My uncle accounted himthe nost suprenmely artful diplomat in the Enpire, a naster
conversationalist and expert in any subject you could nare.

I NQUI SITOR Did your uncle not speak of the Wormis brutality?
HW NOREE: My uncle judged himultimtely civilized.

I NQUI SITOR | asked about brutality.

HW NOREE: Capable of brutality, yes.

I NQUI SI TOR: Your uncle feared him

HW NOREE: The Lord Leto lacks all innocence and naiveté. He is to be feared only when he pretends
these traits. That was what ny uncl e said.

I NQUI SI TOR Those were his words, yes.

HW NOREE: Mre than that! Ml ky said, "The Lord Leto delights in the surprising genius and
diversity of hunmankind. He is nmy favorite conpanion.”

I NQUI SITOR G ving us the benefit of your supreme wi sdom how do you interpret these words of your
uncl e?

HW NOREE: Do not nock me!
I NQUI SITOR We do not nock. W seek enlightennent.

HW NOREE: These words of Ml ky, and many other things that he wote directly to ne, suggest that
the Lord Leto is always seeking after newness and originality but that he is wary of the
destructive potential in such things. So nmy uncle believed.

INQUISITOR |Is there nore which you wish to add to these beliefs which you share with your uncle?

HW NOREE: | see no point in adding to what |'ve already said. | amsorry to have wasted the
Inquisitors' tinme.

I NQUI SI TOR But you have not wasted our time. You are confirned as Ambassador to the Court of Lord
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Leto, the God Enperor of the known universe.

You must renenber that | have at ny internal demand every expertise known to our history. This is

the fund of energy | -draw upon when | address the nentality of war. If you have not heard the
nmoani ng cries of the wounded and the dying, you do not know about war. | have heard those cries in
such nunbers that they haunt ne. | have cried out nyself in the aftermath of battle. | have

suffered wounds in every epoch-wounds fromfist and club and rock, fromshell-studded |inb and
bronze sword, fromthe nmace and the cannon, fromarrows and | asguns and the silent snothering of
atomi ¢ dust, from biol ogical invasions which blacken the tongue and drown the lungs, fromthe

swift gush of flame and the silent working of slow poisons. . . and nore | will not recount! |
have seen and felt themall. To those who dare ask why | behave as | do, | say: Wth ny nenories,
I can do nothing else. | amnot a coward and once | was hunan.

-The Stol en Journal s

I N THE war m season when the satellite weather controllers were forced to contend with wi nds across
the great seas, evening often saw rainfall at the edges of the Sareer. Mneo, coming in fromone
of his periodic inspections of the Citadel's perinmeter, was caught in a sudden shower. Night fell
bef ore he reached shelter. A Fish Speaker guard hel ped himout of his

danmp cloak at the south portal. She was a heavyset, blocky woman with a square face, a type Leto
favored for his guardians.

"Those damed weat her controllers should be nade to shape up," she said as she handed himhis danp
cl oak.

Moneo gave her a curt nod before beginning the clinb to his quarters. Al of the Fish Speaker
guards knew the God Enperor's aversion to nmoisture, but none of them nmade Moneo's distinction.

It is the Wormwho hates water, Mneo thought. Shai-Hul ud hungers for Dune.

In his quarters, Mneo dried hinmself and changed to dry clothing before descending to the crypt.
There was no point in inviting the Worm s antagoni sm Uninterrupted conversation with Leto was
requi red now, plain talk about the inpending peregrination to the Festival Gty of Onn.

Leani ng against a wall of the descending lift, Mpneo closed his eyes. Imediately, fatigue swept
over him He knew he had not slept enough in days and there was no let up in sight. He envied
Leto's apparent freedomfromthe need for sleep. A few hours of sem repose a nonth appeared to be
sufficient for the God Enperor.

The snell of the crypt and the stopping of the lift jarred Moneo fromhis catnap. He opened his
eyes and | ooked out at the God Enperor on his cart in the center of the great chanber. Moneo
conposed hinsel f and strode out for the familiar long walk into the terrible presence. As
expected, Leto appeared alert. That, at |east, was a good sign.

Leto had heard the |ift approachi ng and saw Moneo awaken. The man | ooked tired and that was
under st andabl e. The peregrination to Onn was at hand with all of the tiresone business of off-

pl anet visitors, the ritual with the Fish Speakers, the new anbassadors, the changing of the

I nperial Guard, the retirenments and the appointnents, and now a new Duncan |daho ghola to fit into
the smoot h working of the Inperial apparatus. Mineo was occupied with nmounting details and he was
begi nning to show his age.

Let nme see, Leto thought. Moneo will be one hundred and ei ghteen years old in the week after our
return from Onn.

The man could live many times that long if he would take the spice, but he refused. Leto had no
doubt of the reason. Moneo had entered that peculiar human state where he | onged for death. He
lingered now only to see Siona installed in the

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (37 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

Royal Service, the next director of the Inperial Society of Fish Speakers.

My houris, as Mal ky used to call them

And Moneo knew it was Leto's intention to breed Siona with a Duncan. It was tine.

Moneo stopped two paces fromthe cart and | ooked up at Leto. Sonething in his eyes rem nded Leto
of the ook on the face of a pagan priest in the Terran tinmes, a crafty supplication at the

fam liar shrine

"Lord, you have spent many hours observing the new Duncan," Mneo said. "Have the Tleilaxu
tanpered with his cells or his psyche?"

"He is untainted."

A deep sigh shook Moneo. There was no pleasure init.

"You object to his use as a stud?" Leto asked.

"I find it peculiar to think of himas both an ancestor and the father of ny descendants."

"But he gives me access to a first-generation cross between an ol der human form and the current
products of mnmy breeding program Siona is twenty-one generations renoved fromsuch a cross."

"l fail to see the purpose. The Duncans are slower and |ess alert than anyone in your CGuard."

"I am not |ooking for good segregant offspring, Mneo. Did you think nme unaware of the progression
geonetrics dictated by the | aws which govern ny breedi ng progran®"

"I have seen your stock book, Lord."

"Then you know that | keep track of the recessives and weed themout. The key genetic dom nants
are ny concern."

"And the nutations, Lord?" There was a sly note in Mneo' s voice which caused Leto to study the
man i ntently.

"W will not discuss that subject, Mpneo."

Leto watched Moneo pull back into his cautious shell.

How extremely sensitive he is to ny noods, Leto thought. | do believe he has sonme of ny abilities
there, although they operate at an unconscious |level. H's question suggests that he may even
suspect what we have achi eved in Siona.

Testing this, Leto said, "It is clear to nme that you do not yet understand what | hope to achieve
in nmy breeding program?"”

Moneo brightened. "My Lord knows | try to fathomthe rules of it."

"Laws tend to be tenporary over the long haul, Mneo. There is no such thing as rul e-governed
creativity."

"But Lord, you yourself speak of |aws which govern your breedi ng program"

"What have | just said to you, Moneo? Trying to find rules for creation is like trying to separate
nmind from body."

"But sonething is evolving, Lord. |I know it in nyselfl!"
He knows it in hinmself! Dear Moneo. He is so close.
"Way do you al ways seek after absolutely derivative translations, Mneo?"

"I have heard you speak of transformational evolution, Lord. That is the | abel on your stock book
But what of surprise. "

"Moneo! Rules change with each surprise.”

"Lord, have you no inprovenent of the human stock in mnd?"

Leto glared down at him thinking: If |I use the key word now, w |l he understand? Perhaps
"I am a predator, Mneo."

"Pred . . ." Moneo broke off and shook his head. He knew t he nmeani ng of the word, he thought, but
the word itself shocked him Ws the God Enperor joking?

"Predator, Lord?"

"The predator inproves the stock."
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"How can this be, Lord? You do not hate us."

"You di sappoi nt nme, Moneo. The predator does not hate its prey."
"Predators kill, Lord."

"I kill, but I do not hate. Prey assuages hunger. Prey is good."
Moneo peered up at Leto's face in its gray cow .

Have | missed the approach of the Wrn? Moneo wonder ed.

Fearful ly, Moneo | ooked for the signs. There were no trenors in the giant body, no glazing of the
eyes, no twisting of the useless flippers.

"For what do you hunger, Lord?" Mneo ventured.

"For a humanki nd whi ch can make truly | ong-term decisions. Do you know the key to that ability,
Moneo?"

"You have said it many times, Lord. It is the ability to change your nind."
"Change, yes. And do you know what | nean by | ongtern®"
"For you, it nust be neasured in nmillennia, Lord."

"Moneo, even ny thousands of years are but a puny blip against Infinity."

"But your perspective nust be different frommine, Lord." "In the view of Infinity, any defined
long-termis shortterm?"”

"Then are there no rules at all, Lord?" Mneo's voice conveyed a faint hint of hysteria.

Leto smled to ease the man's tensions. "Perhaps one. Short-termdecisions tend to fail in the
long-term"

Moneo shook his head in frustration. "But, Lord, your perspective is.
"Time runs out for any finite observer. There are no closed systems. Even | only stretch the
finite matrix."

Moneo jerked his attention fromLeto's face and peered into the distances of the mausol eum
corridors. | will be here someday. The CGol den Path may continue, but | will end. That was not

i mportant, of course. Only the Golden Path which he could sense in unbroken continuity, only that
mattered. He returned his attention to Leto, but not to the all-blue eyes. Was there truly a
predator lurking in that gross body?

"You do not understand the function of a predator,” Leto said.

The words shocked Moneo because they snmacked of mind-reading. He lifted his gaze to Leto's eyes.
"You know intellectually that even | will suffer a kind of death soneday," Leto said. "But you do
not believe it."

"How can | believe what | wll never see?"
Moneo had never felt nore lonely and fearful. What was the God Enperor doing? | came down here to
di scuss the problens of the peregrination . . . and to find out about his intentions toward Siona.

Does he toy with nme?

"Let us tal k about Siona," Leto said.

M nd-r eadi ng agai n!

"When will you test her, Lord?" The question had been waiting in the front of his awareness all
this time, but now that he had spoken it, Mneo feared it.

"Soon. "

"Forgive ne, Lord, but surely you know how nuch |I fear for the well being of nmy only child."
"Qthers have survived the test, Mpneo. You did."

Moneo gul ped, renenbering how he had been sensitized to the Gol den Path.

"My nother prepared ne. Siona has no nother."

"She has the Fish Speakers. She has you."

"Acci dents happen, Lord."
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Tears sprang into Moneo's eyes.

Leto | ooked away fromhim thinking: He is torn by his loyalty to ne and his |ove of Siona. How
poignant it is, this concern for an offspring. Can he not see that all of humankind is ny only
child?

Returning his attention to Moneo, Leto said, "You are right to observe that acci dents happen even
in my universe. Does this teach you nothi ng?"

"Lord, just this once couldn't you. "

"Moneo! Surely you do not ask me to del egate authority to a weak adm nistrator."

Moneo recoil ed one step. "No, Lord. O course not."

"Then trust Siona's strength."

Moneo squared his shoulders. "I will do what | nust."

"Siona nust be awakened to her duties as an Atreides."

"Yes, of course, Lord."

"I's that not our commtnent, Mneo?"

"l do not deny it, Lord. When will you introduce her to the new Duncan?"

"The test comes first."

Moneo | ooked down at the cold floor of the crypt.

He stares at the floor so often, Leto thought. Wat can he possibly see there? Is it the
mllennial tracks of ny cart? Ahhh, no-it is into the depths that he peers, into the real m of
treasure and nystery which he expects to enter soon

Once nore, Moneo lifted his gaze to Leto's face. "I hope she will |ike the Duncan's conpany,
Lord. "

"Be assured of it. The Tleil axu have brought himto ne in the undistorted i mage."

"That is reassuring, Lord."

"No doubt you have noted that his genotype is renmarkably attractive to fenales."

"That has been ny observation, Lord."

"There's sonet hing about those gently observant eyes, those strong features and that bl ack-goat
hair which positively nelts the fermal e psyche.”

"As you say, Lord."

"You know he's with the Fish Speakers right now?"

"l was inforned, Lord."

Leto snmiled. O course Moneo was informed. "They will bring himto nme soon for his first view of
the God Enperor."

"1 have inspected the view ng room personally, Lord. Everything is in readiness."

"Sonmetines | think you wish to weaken ne, Moneo. Leave sone of these details for ne.
Moneo tried to conceal a constriction of fear. He bowed and backed away. "Yes, Lord, but there are
some things which | nust do."
Turning, he hurried away. It was not until he was ascending in the [ift that Mneo realized he had
left without being dismssed.

He must know how tired I am He will forgive.

Your Lord knows very well what is in your heart. Your soul suffices this day as a reckoner agai nst
you. | need no witnesses. You do not listen to your soul, but listen instead to your anger and
your rage.

-Lord Leto to a Penitent,
Fromthe Oral History

The foll owi ng assessnent of the state of the Enpire in the year | of the reign of the Lord Leto is
taken from The Wel beck Abridgnment. The original is in the Chapter House Archives of the Bene
Gesserit Order. A conparison reveals that the deletions do not subtract fromthe essentia

accuracy of this account.

IN THE nanme of our Sacred Order and its unbroken Sisterhood, this accounting has been judged
reliable and worthy of entry into the Chronicles of the Chapter House.

Si sters Chenoeh and Tawsuoko have returned safely from Arrakis to report confirmation of the |ong-
suspected execution of the nine historians who di sappeared into his Citadel in the year | of Lord

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (40 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

Leto's reign. The Sisters report that the nine were rendered unconscious, then burned on pyres of
their own published works. This confornms exactly with the stories which spread across the Empire
at the tine. The accounts of that time were judged to have originated with Lord Leto hinself.

Si sters Chenoeh and Tawsuoko bring the handwitten records of an eyew tness account which says
that when Lord Leto was petitioned by other historians seeking word of their fellows, Lord Leto
sai d:

"They were destroyed because they lied pretentiously. Have no fear that nmy wath will fall upon
you because of your innocent mstakes. | amnot overly fond of creating martyrs. Martyrs tend to
set dramatic events adrift in human affairs. Drama is one of the targets of ny predation. Trenble
only if you build fal se accounts and stand pridefully upon them Go now and do not speak of this."

I nternal evidence of the handwitten account identifies its

aut hor as lkonicre, Lord Leto's majordono in the year . Attention is called to Lord Leto's use of
the word predation. This is highly suggestive in view of theories advanced by Reverend Mot her
Syaksa that the God Enperor views hinself as a predator in the natural sense

Si ster Chenoeh was invited to acconpany the Fish Speakers in an entourage whi ch acconpani ed one of
Lord Leto's infrequent peregrinations. At one point, she was invited to trot beside the Royal Cart
and converse with the Lord Leto hinmself. She reports the exchange as foll ows:

The Lord Leto said: "Here on the Royal Road, | sonetines feel that | stand on battl enents
protecting nysel f agai nst invaders."”

Si ster Chenoeh said: "No one attacks you here, Lord."

The Lord Leto said: "You Bene Gesserit assail ne on all sides. Even now, you seek to suborn ny

Fi sh Speakers."

Si ster Chenoeh says that she steeled herself for death, but the God Enperor nerely stopped his
cart and | ooked across her at his entourage. She says the others stopped and waited on the road in
wel | -trained passivity, all of themat a respectful distance.The Lord Leto said, "There is ny
little nmultitude and they tell ne everything. Do not deny my accusation.”

Si ster Chenoeh said, "I do not deny it."

The Lord Leto | ooked at her then and said, "Have no fear for your person. It is my wish that you
report ny words in your Chapter House."

Si ster Chenoeh says she could see then that the Lord Leto knew all about her, about her mnission
her special training as an oral recorder, everything. "He was |like a Reverend Mther," she said.
"1 could hide nothing fromhim'

The Lord Leto then commanded her, "Look toward ny Festival City and tell me what you see."

Si ster Chenoeh | ooked toward Onn and said, "I see the City in the distance. It is beautiful in
this nmorning light. There is your forest on the right. It has so many greens in it | could spend
all day describing them On the left and all around the City there are the houses and the gardens
of your servitors. Sone of them ook very rich and sonme | ook very poor."

The Lord Leto said, "W have cluttered this | andscape! Trees are a clutter. Houses, gardens

You cannot exult at new mysteries in such a | andscape.™

Si st er Chenoeh, enbol dened by Lord Leto's assurances, asked, "Does the Lord truly want nysteries?"

The Lord Leto said, "There is no outward spiritual freedomin such a | andscape. Do you not see it?
You have no open universe here with which to share. Everything is closures-doors, l|atches, |ocks!"

Si ster Chenoeh asked, "Has mankind no | onger any need for privacy and protection?"

The Lord Leto said, "Wen you return, tell your Sisters that | will restore the outward view. Such
a | andscape as this one turns you inward in search for whatever freedom your spirits can find
within. Mdst humans are not strong enough to find freedomw thin."

Si ster Chenoeh said, " will report your words accurately, Lord. "

The Lord Leto said, "See that you do. Tell your Sisters also that the Bene Gesserit of all people
shoul d know t he dangers of breeding for a particular characteristic, of seeking a defined genetic
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Si ster Chenoeh says this was an obvious reference to the Lord Leto's father, Paul Atreides. Let it
be noted that our breeding program achi eved the Kw satz Haderach one generation early. In becom ng
Muad' Di b, the | eader of the Fremen, Paul Atrei des escaped fromour control. There is no doubt that
he was a male with the powers of a Reverend Mother and other powers for which humankind still is
payi ng a heavy price. As the Lord Leto said:

"You got the unexpected. You got nme, the wild card. And | have achieved Siona."

The Lord Leto refused to elaborate on this reference to the daughter of his nmajordono, Mneo. The
matter is being investigated.

In other matters of concern to the Chapter House, our investigators have supplied information on:
The Fi sh Speakers

The Lord Leto's femal e | egions have elected their representatives to attend the Decennial Festiva
on Arrakis. Three representatives will attend from each planetary garrison. (See attached |ist of
t hose chosen.) As usual, no adult males will attend, not even consorts of Fish Speaker officers.
The consort

list has changed very little in this reporting period. W have appended the new nanes wth
geneal ogi cal information where available. Note that only two of the names can be starred as
descendants of the Duncan | daho gholas. W can add nothing new to our specul ations about his use
of the gholas in his breeding program

None of our efforts to forman alliance between Fish Speakers and Bene Cesserit succeeded during
this period. Lord Leto continues to increase certain garrison sizes. He also continues to
enphasi ze the alternative mssions of the Fish Speakers, de-enphasizing their mlitary mnissions.
This has had the expected result of increasing local admiration and respect and gratitude for the
presence of the Fish Speaker garrisons. (See attached list for garrisons which were increased in
size. Editor's note: The only pertinent garrisons were those on the hone planets of the Bene
Gesserit, Ixians and Tleilaxu. Spacing Guild nonitors were not increased.)

Pri est hood

Except for the few natural deaths and replacenents which are listed in attachnents, there have
been no significant changes. Those consorts and officers delegated to performthe ritual duties
remain few, their powers abridged by continuing requirenent for consultation with Arrakis before
taking any inportant action. It is the opinion of the Reverend Mther Syaksa and sone others that
the religious character of the Fish Speakers is slowy being devol ved.

Br eedi ng Program

O her than the unexpl ained reference to Siona and to our failure with his father, we have nothing
significant to add to our continued nonitoring of the Lord Leto's breeding program There is

evi dence of a certain randommess in his plan which is reinforced by the Lord Leto's statenent
about genetic goals, but we cannot be certain that he was truthful with Sister Chenoeh. W cal
your attention to the many instances where he has either |ied or changed directions dramatically
and wi t hout warni ng.

The Lord Leto continues to prohibit our participation in his
breeding program H's monitors fromour Fish Speaker garrison renain adamant in "weeding out" our
births to which they object. Only by the nbst stringent controls were we able to maintain the

| evel of Reverend Mothers during this reporting period. Qur protests are not answered. In response
to a direct question from Sister Chenoeh, the Lord Leto said:

"Be thankful for what you have."

This warning is duly noted here. W have transmitted a gracious letter of thankfulness to the Lord
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Economi cs

The Chapter House continues to maintain its solvency. but the nmeasures of conservation cannot be
eased. In fact, as a precaution, certain new neasures will be instituted in the next reporting
peri od. These include a reduction in the ritual uses of nelange and an increase in the rates
charged for our usual services. W expect to double the fees for the schooling of Geat House
femal es across the next four reporting periods. You are hereby charged to begin preparing your
argunents in defense of this action.

The Lord Leto has denied our petition for an increase in our nelange allotnment. No reason was
gi ven.

Qur relationship with the Conmbi ne Honnete Cber Advancer Mercantiles remains on a sound footing.
CHOAM has acconplished in the preceding period a regional cartel in Star Jewels, a project whereby
we gai ned a substantial return through our advisory and bargaining functions. The ongoing profits
fromthis arrangenment should nore than of fset our |osses on Gedi Prinme. The Gedi Prine

i nvest ment has been witten off.

G eat Houses

Thirty-one forner Great Houses suffered economc disaster in this reporting period. Only six
managed to maintain House Mnor status. (See attached list.) This continues the general trend
noted over the past thousand years where the once Great Houses nelt gradually into the background.
It is to be noted that the six who averted total disaster were all heavy investors in CHOAM and
that five of these six were deeply involved in the Star Jewel project. The |one exception held a
diversified

portfolio, including a substantial investnent in antique whale fur from Cal adan

(Qur ponji rice reserves were increased alnost twofold in this period at the expense of our whale
fur holdings. The reasons for this decision will be reviewed in the next period.)

Fam |y Life

As has been observed by our investigators over the preceding tw thousand years, the

honogeni zation of famly life continues unabated. The exceptions are those you woul d expect: the
@Quild, the Fish Speakers, the Royal Courtiers, the shape-changi ng Face Dancers of the Tleilaxu
(who are still mules despite all efforts to change that condition), and our own situation, of
cour se.

It is to be noted that famlial conditions grow nore and nore similar no nmatter the planet of

resi dence, a circunstance which cannot be attributed to accident. W are seeing here the energence
of a portion of the Lord Leto's grand design. Even the poorest fanilies are well fed, yes, but the
circunmstances of daily life grow increasingly static.

W renmind you of a statement fromthe Lord Leto which was reported here al nost eight generations
ago:

"I amthe only spectacle renmaining in the Enpire."

Rever end Mot her Syaksa has proposed a theoretical explanation for this trend, a theory which many
of us are beginning to share. RM Syaksa attributes to Lord Leto a notive based on the concept of
hydraul i c despotism As you know, hydraulic despotismis possible only when a substance or
condition upon which Iife in general absolutely depends can be controlled by a relatively smal
and centralized force. The concept of hydraulic despotismoriginated when the flow of irrigation
wat er increased | ocal human popul ations to a demand | evel of absol ute dependence. Wen the water
was shut off, people died in | arge nunbers.

Thi s phenonmenon has been repeated nany times in human history, not only with water and the
products of arable [ and, but with hydrocarbon fuels such as petrol eum and coal which were
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control | ed through pipelines and other distribution networks. At one tine, when distribution of
electricity was only through conplicated mazes of lines strung across the |andscape, even this
energy resource fell into the role of a hydraulic despotism substance.

RM Syaksa proposes that the Lord Leto is building the Enpire toward an even greater dependence
upon nelange. It is worth noting that the aging process can be called a di sease for which nel ange
is the specific treatnent, although not a cure. RM Syaksa proposes that the Lord Leto nmay even go
so far as introducing a new di sease which can only be suppressed by nel ange. Although this may
appear farfetched, it should not be discarded out of hand. Stranger things have happened, and we
shoul d not overl ook the role of syphilis in early human history.

Transport/CGuild

The three-node transportati on systemonce peculiar to Arrakis (that is, on foot with heavy | oads
rel egated to suspensorborne pallets; in the air via ornithopter; or off-planet by Guild transport)
is comng to dominate more and nore planets of the Enpire. Ix is the primary exception

We attribute this in part to planetary devolution into sedentary and static life-styles. And
partly it is the attenpt to copy the pattern of Arrakis. The generalized aversion to things |xian
plays no small part in this trend. There is also the fact that the Fish Speakers pronote this
pattern to reduce their work in maintaining order

Over the Quild's part in this trend hangs the absol ute dependence of the Quild Navigators upon

mel ange. W are, therefore, keeping a close watch upon the joint effort of Guild and Ix to devel op
a mechani cal substitute for the Navigators' predictive talents. Wthout nel ange or some ot her
means of projecting a heighliner's course, every translight Guild voyage risks disaster. Al though
we are not very sangui ne about this Guild-Ixian project, there is always the possibility and we
shall report on this as conditions warrant.

The God Enperor

O her than sonme small increments of growh, we note little change in the bodily characteristics of
the Lord Leto. A runpored aversion to water has not been confirmed, although the use of water as a
barrier against the original sandwornms of Dune is well documented in our records, as is the water-
deat h by which

Fremen killed a small wormto produce the spice essence enployed in their orgies.

There is considerable evidence for the belief that the Lord Leto has increased his surveillance of
I x, possibly because of the @uild-Ixian project. Certainly, success in that project would reduce
his hold upon the Enpire.

He continues to do business with Ix, ordering replacenent parts for his Royal Cart.

A new ghol a Duncan | daho has been sent to the Lord Leto by the Tleilaxu. This nakes it certain
that the previous ghola is dead, although the manner of his death is not known. W call your
attention to previous indications that the Lord Leto hinself has killed sonme of his ghol as.

There is increasing evidence that the Lord Leto enploys conputers. If heis, in fact, defying his
own prohibitions and the proscriptions of the Butlerian Jihad, the possession of proof by us could
i ncrease our influence over him possibly even to the extent of certain joint ventures which we
have | ong contenpl ated. Sovereign control of our breeding programis still a primary concern. W
will continue our investigation with, however, the follow ng caveat:

As with every report preceding this one, we nmust address the Lord Leto's prescience. There is no
doubt that his ability to predict future events, an oracular ability much nore powerful than that
of any ancestor, is still the mainstay of his political control

W do not defy it!

It is our belief that he knows every inportant action we take far in advance of the event. W
gui de ourselves, therefore, by the rule that we will not knowingly threaten either his person or
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such of his grand plan as we can discern. Qur address to himwll continue to be:
"Tell us if we threaten you that we may desist."

And:

"Tell us of your grand plan that we may hel p."

He has provided no new answers to either question during this period.

The | xi ans

O her than the Guild-1x project, there is little of significance to report. Ix is sending a new
Anbassador to the Court of the

Lord Leto, one Hwi Noree, a niece of the Mal ky who once was reputed to be such a boon conpani on of
the God Enperor. The reason for the choice of replacenent is not known, although there is a snal
body of evidence that this Hav Noree was bred for a specific purpose, possibly as the Ixian
representative at the Court. W have reason to believe that Ml ky al so was genetically designed
with that official context in mnd

We will continue to investigate.

The Museum Fr enen

These degenerate relics of the once-proud warriors continue to function as our mgjor source of
reliable informati on about affairs on Arrakis. They represent a nmajor budget item for our next
reporting period because their demands for paynent are increasing and we dare not antagonize them
It is interesting to note that although their lives bear little resenblance to that of their
ancestors, their performance of Frenmen rituals and their ability to ape Frenen ways remains

flawl ess. We attribute this to Fish Speaker influence upon Frenen training.

The Tl eil axu

We do not expect the new ghola of Duncan |daho to provide any surprises. The Tleilaxu continue to
be much chastened by the Lord Leto's reaction to their one attenpt at changing the cellular nature
and the psyche of the original

A recent envoy fromthe Tleilaxu renewed their attenpts to entice us into a joint venture, the
avowed purpose being the production of a totally fenale society without the need for males. For

all of the obvious reasons, including our distrust of everything Tleilaxu, we responded wth our
usual polite negative. Qur Enbassy to the Lord Leto's Decennial Festival will nmake a full report
of this to him

Respectful ly submtted:

The Reverend Mot hers Syaksa, Yitob, Mnulut, Eknekosk and Akeli

Qdd as it may seem great struggles such as the one you can see energing fromny journals are not
al ways visible to the participants. Mich depends on what people dreamin the secrecy of their
hearts. | have always been as concerned with the shaping of dreans as with the shaping of actions.
Between the lines of nmy journals is the struggle with humankind's view of itself-a sweaty contest
on a field where notives fromour darkest past can well up out of an unconscious reservoir and
becone events wi th which we not only nmust live but contend. It is the hydraheaded nonster which

al ways attacks fromyour blind side. | pray, therefore, that when you have traversed my portion of
the Gol den Path you no |l onger will be innocent children dancing to nmusic you cannot hear.-The

Stol en Journal s

NAYLA MOVED I n a steady, plodding ,pace as she clinbed the circular stairs to the God Enperor's
audi ence chanber atop the Citadel's south tower. Each tine she traversed the southwest arc of the
tower, the narrow slitted wi ndows drew dust-defined golden |ines across her path. She knew t hat
the central wall beside her confined a |ift of Ixian nake |arge enough to carry her Lord's bulk to
t he upper chanber, certainly | arge enough to hold her relatively smaller body, but she did not
resent the fact that she was required to use the stairs.
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The breeze through the open slits brought her the burnt-flint snmell of blown sand. The | owIvying
sun ignited the light of red mneral flakes in the inner wall, ruby matches gl owi ng there. Now and
then she cast a glance through a slitted wi ndow at the dunes. Never once did she pause to adnire
the things to be seen around her

"You have heroic patience, Nayla," the Lord had once told her.

Remenbr ance of those words warned Nayla now.

Wthin the tower, Leto followed Nayla's progress up the long circular stairs that spiral ed around
the Ixian tube. Her progress was transnmitted to himby an Ixian device which projected her
approachi ng i mage quarter-size onto a regi on of three-dinensional focus directly in front of his
eyes.

How preci sely she noves, he thought.

The precision, he knew, came froma passionate sinplicity.

She wore her Fish Speaker blues and a cape-robe w thout the hawk at the breast. Once past the
guard station at the foot of the tower, she had thrown back the cibus nmask he required her to wear
on these personal visits. Her blocky, muscular body was |ike that of many others anpong his

guardi ans, but her face was like no other in all of his nenory-al nbst square with a nouth so w de
it seemed to extend around the cheeks, an illusion caused by deep creases at the corners. Her eyes
were pal e green, the closely cropped hair like old ivory. Her forehead added to the square effect,
alnmost flat with pal e eyebrows which often went unnoticed because of the conpelling eyes. The nose
was a straight, shallow line which ternmnated close to the thin-lipped nouth.

When Nayl a spoke, her great jaws opened and closed |ike those of sone prinordial animal. Her
strength, known to few outside the corps of Fish Speakers, was | egendary there. Leto had seen her
lift a one-hundred-kilo man with one hand. Her presence on Arrakis had been arranged originally

wi t hout Moneo's intervention, although the mjordono knew Leto enpl oyed his Fish Speakers as
secret agents.

Leto turned his head away fromthe plodding i mage and | ooked out the w de openi ng beside him at
the desert to the south. The colors of the distant rocks danced in his awareness-brown, gold, a
deep anmber. There was a line of pink on a faraway cliff the exact hue of an egret's feathers.
Egrets did not exist anynore except in Leto's nmenory, but he could place that pale pastel ribbon
of stone against an inner eye and it was

as though the extinct bird flew past him

The clinmb, he knew, should be starting to tire even Nayla. She paused at |last to rest, stopping at
a point two steps past the three-quarter mark, precisely the place where she rested every tine. It
was part of her precision, one of the reasons he had brought her back fromthe distant garrison on
Sepr ek.

A Dune hawk floated past the opening beside Leto only a fewwing lengths fromthe tower wall. Its
attention was held on the shadows at the base of the Citadel. Small animls sonmetines energed
there, Leto knew. Dimly on the horizon beyond the hawk's path he could see a line of clouds

What a strange thing those were to the O d Frenen in him clouds on Arrakis and rain and open

wat er .

Leto reni nded the inner voices: Except for this |ast desert, ny Sareer, the renodeling of Dune
into verdant Arrakis has gone on renorselessly since the first days of ny rule.

The influence of geography on history went nostly unrecogni zed, Leto thought. Humans tended to

|l ook nore at the influence of history on geography.

Who owns this river passage? This verdant valley? This peninsula? This planet?

None of us.

Nayl a was clinbing once nore, her gaze fixed upward on the stairs she nust traverse. Leto's

t hought s | ocked on her

In many ways, she is the nobst useful assistant | have ever had. | am her God. She worships ne
quite unquestioningly. Even when | playfully attack her faith, she takes this nmerely as testing.
She knows hersel f superior to any test.

Wien he had sent her to the rebellion and had told her to obey Siona in all things, she did not
questi on. When Nayl a doubted, even when she framed her doubts in words, her own thoughts were
enough to restore faith . . . or had been enough. Recent nessages, however, nmade it clear that
Nayla required the Holy Presence to rebuild her inner strength.

Leto recalled the first conversation with Nayla, the woman trenbling in her eagerness to pl ease.
"Even if Siona sends you to kill nme, you nust obey. She nust never |learn that you serve ne."
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"No one can kill you, Lord."

"But you nust obey Siona."

"Of course, Lord. That is your conmand."
"You must obey her in all things."

"I will doit, Lord."

Anot her test. Nayla does not question ny tests. She treats themas flea bites. Her Lord conmands?
Nayl a obeys. | nust not |et anything change that rel ationship.

She woul d have made a superb Shadout in the old days, Leto thought. It was one of the reasons he
had given Nayla a crysknife, a real one preserved from Sietch Tabr. It had bel onged to one of
Stilgar's wives. Nayla wore it in a conceal ed sheath beneath her robes, nore a talisman than a
weapon. He had given it to her in the original ritual, a cerenony which had surprised him by
evoki ng enotions he had thought forever buried.

"This is the tooth of Shai-Hulud."

He had extended the blade to her on his silvery-skinned hands.

"Take it and you becone part of both past and future. Soil it and the past will give you no
future.'

Nayl a had accepted the bl ade, then the sheath.

"Draw the bl ood of a finger," Leto had conmmanded.

Nayl a had obeyed.

"Sheath the blade. Never renove it w thout draw ng bl ood."

Agai n, Nayl a had obeyed.

As Leto watched the three-dinensional image of Nayla's approach, his reflections on that old
cerenony were touched by sadness. Unless fixed in the A d Frenmen way, the blade would grow
increasingly brittle and useless. It would keep its crysknife shape throughout Nayla's |ife, but
little |l onger.

| have thrown away a bit of the past.

How sad it was that the Shadout of old had becone today's Fish Speaker. And a true crysknife had
been used to bind a servant nore strongly to her naster. He knew that sonme thought his Fish
Speakers were really priestesses

-Leto's answer to the Bene Cesserit.

"He creates another religion," the Bene Gesserit said.

Nonsense! | have not created a religion. | amthe religion

Nayl a entered the tower sanctuary and stood three paces fromLeto' s cart, her gaze lowered in
proper subservience.

Still in his nenories, Leto said: "Look at ne, wonan!"

She obeyed.

"I have created a holy obscenity!" he said. "This religion built around ny person disgusts me!"
"Yes, Lord."

Nayl a's green eyes on the gilded cushions of her checks stared out at himw thout questioning,
wi t hout conprehensi on,

wi t hout the need of either response.

If | sent her out to collect the stars, she would go and she would attenpt it. She thinks I am
testing her again. | do believe she could anger ne.

"This damabl e religion should end with ne!l" Leto shouted. "Wiy should | want to | oose a religion
upon ny peopl e? Religions weck fromwthin-Enpires and individuals alike! It's all the sane.”

"Yes, Lord."
"Religions create radicals and fanatics |ike you!"
"Thank You, Lord."

The short-1ived pseudo-rage sank back out of sight into the depths of his menories. Nothing dented
the hard surface of Nayla's faith.
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"Topri has reported to ne through Moneo," Leto said. "Tell ne about this Topri."
"Topri is a worm"

"I'sn't that what you call ne when you're anong the rebel s?"

"l obey ny Lord in everything."

Touché!

"Topri is not worth cultivating then?" Leto asked.

"Si ona assessed himcorrectly. He is clunsy. He says things which others will repeat, thus
exposing his hand in the matter. Wthin seconds after Kobat began to speak, she had confirmation
that Topri was a spy."

Everyone agrees, even Mneo, Leto thought. Topri is not a good spy.

The agreenent anused Leto. The petty nachi nati ons nuddi ed water which renmai ned conpletely
transparent to him The perfornmers, however, still suited his designs.

"Si ona does not suspect you?" Leto asked.

"l amnot clunsy."

"Do you know why | sunmoned you?"

"To test ny faith."

Ahhh, Nayla. How little you know of testing.

"I want your assessnment of Siona. | want to see it on your face and see it in your novenents and
hear it in your voice." Leto said. "lIs she ready?"

"The Fi sh Speakers need that one, Lord. Wiy do You risk |osing her?"

"Forcing the issue is the surest way of losing what | treasure nost in her," Leto said. "She nust
come to me with all of her strengths intact."”

Nayl a | owered her gaze. "As ny Lord comands."

Leto recogni zed the response. It was a Nayla reaction to whatever she failed to understand.

"WIIl she survive the test, Nayla?"

"As ny Lord describes the test. Nayla lifted her gaze to Leto's face, shrugged. "I do not
know, Lord. Certainly, she is strong. She was the only one to survive the wolves. But she is ruled
by hate."

"Quite naturally. Tell nme, Nayla, what will she do with the things she stole from nme?"

"Did Topri not informyou about the books which they say contain Your Sacred Words?"

Qdd how she can capitalize words only with her voice, Leto thought. He spoke curtly.

"Yes, yes. The Ixians have a copy and soon the @uild and Sisterhood as well will be hard at work
on them"

"What are those books, Lord?"

"They are ny words for ny people. | want themto be read. Wiat | want to know is what Siona has
said about the G tadel charts she took."

"She says there is a great hoard of nel ange beneath Your Citadel, Lord, and the charts will revea
it."

"The charts will not reveal it. WII she tunnel ?"

"She seeks Ixian tools for that."

"Ix will not provide them"

"I's there such a hoard of spice, Lord?"

"Yes."

"There is a story about how Your hoard is defended, Lord. That Arrakis itself would be destroyed
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if anyone tried to steal Your nelange. Is it true?"

"Yes. And that would shatter the Enpire. Nothing would survive-not GQuild or Sisterhood, not Ix or
Tl ei |l axu, not even the Fish Speakers."

She shuddered, then: "I will not let Siona try to get Your spice."

"Nayl a! | commanded you to obey Siona in everything. Is this how you serve ne?"

"Lord?" She stood in fear of his anger, closer to a loss of faith than he had ever seen her. It
was the crisis he had created, knowing how it nmust end. Slowy, Nayla relaxed. He could see the
shape of her thought as though she had laid it out for himin illum nated words.

The ultimate test!

"You will return to Siona and guard her life with your own," Leto said. "That is the task | set
for you and that you accepted. It is why you were chosen. It is why you carry a blade from
Stilgar's household."

Her right hand went to the crysknife conceal ed beneath her robe.

How sure it is, Leto thought, that a weapon can | ock a person into a predictable pattern of
behavi or .

He stared with fascination at Nayla' s rigid body. Her eyes were enpty of everything except
ador ati on.

The ultimate rhetorical despotism. . . and | despise it!

"Co then!" he barked.

Nayl a turned and fled the Holy Presence.

Is it worth this? Leto wondered.

But Nayla had told himwhat he needed to know. Nayla had renewed her faith and revealed with
accuracy the thing which Leto could not find in Siona's fading image. Nayla's instincts were to be
trust ed.

Si ona has reached that explosive nmoment which | require.

The Duncans always think it odd that | choose wonen for conbat forces, but ny Fish Speakers are a
tenporary arny in every sense. Wile they can be violent and vicious, wonen are profoundly
different fromnen in their dedication to battle. The cradle of genesis ultinmately predisposes
themto behavior nore protective of life. They have proved to be the best keepers of the Gol den
Path. | reinforce this in nmy design for their training. They are set aside for a tine from
ordinary routines. | give themspecial sharings which they can | ook back upon' wth pleasure for
the rest of their lives. They cone of age in the conpany of their sisters in preparation for
events nore profound. Wat you share in such compani onshi p al ways prepares you for greater things
The haze of nostal gia covers their days anong their sisters, making those days into sonething
different than they were. That's the way today changes history. Al contenporaries do not inhabit
the sane tinme. The past is always changing, but fewrealize it.

-The Stol en Journal s

AFTER SENDI NG word to the Fish Speakers, Leto descended to the crypt in the late evening. He had
found it best to begin the first interview with a new Duncan Idaho in a darkened room where the
ghol a could hear Leto describe hinself before actually seeing the pre-worm body. There was a snal
si de room

carved in black stone off the central rotunda of the crypt which suited this requirenent. The
chanmber was | arge enough to accommodate Leto on his cart, but the ceiling was low. IIllumni nation
canme from hidden gl owgl obes which he controlled. There was only the one door, but it was in two
segment s-one swinging wide to adnmit the Royal Cart, the other a snall portal in human di nensions.
Leto rolled his Royal Cart into the chanber, sealed the |arge portal and opened the snaller one.
He conposed hinself then for the ordeal

Boredom was an increasing problem The pattern of the Tleilaxu ghol as had becone boringly
repetitious. Once, Leto had sent word warning the Tleilaxu to send no nore Duncans, but they had
known they could di sobey himin this thing.

Sonetines | think they do it just to keep di sobedi ence alive!

The Tleilaxu relied on an inportant thing which they knew protected themin other matters.
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The presence of a Duncan pl eases the Paul Atreides in ne.

As Leto had explained it to Moneo in the majordomo's first days at the Citadel

"The Duncans nust come to me with much nore than Tleilaxu preparation. You nust see to it that ny
houris gentle the Duncans and that the wonen answer sone of his questions."

"Whi ch questions may they answer, Lord?"

"They know. "

Moneo had, of course, learned all about this procedure over the years.

Leto heard Moneo's voice outside the darkened room then the sound of the Fish Speaker escort and
the hesitantly distinctive footsteps of the new ghol a.

"Through that door," Mpneo said. "It will be dark inside and we will close the door behind you
Stop just inside and wait for the Lord Leto to speak."
"Way will it be dark?" The Duncan's voice was full of aggressive m sgivings.

"He will explain."”

| daho was thrust into the roomand the door was seal ed behind him

Let o knew what the ghola saw only shadows anmong shadows and bl ackness where not even the source of
a voice could be fixed. As usual, Leto brought the Paul Miad' Dib voice into play.

"It pleases ne to see you again, Duncan."

"l can't see you!"

| daho was a warrior, and the warrior attacks. This reassured Leto that the ghola was a fully
restored original. The norality play by which the Tleilaxu reawakened a ghol a's pre-death nmenories
al ways left some uncertainties in the gholas' mnds. Sone of the Duncans believed they had
threatened a real Paul Miad' Dib. This one carried such illusions.

"I hear Paul's voice but | can't see him" ldaho said. He didn't try to conceal the frustrations,
let themall come out in his voice.

Wy was an Atreides playing this stupid gane? Paul was truly dead in sonme |ong-ago and this was
Leto, the carrier of Paul's resurrected nenories . . . and the nmenories of many others!-if the
Tleilaxu stories were to be believed.

"You have been told that you are only the latest in a long Iine of duplicates,
"I have none of those nenories."

Leto recogni zed hysteria in the Duncan, barely covered by the warrior bravado. The cursed Tleil axu
post-tank restoration tactics had produced the usual nental chaos. This Duncan had arrived in a
state of near shock, strongly suspecting he was insane. Leto knew that the nost subtle powers of
reassurance woul d be required now to soothe the poor fellow. This would be enotionally draining
for both of them

"There have been many changes, Duncan,"” Leto said. "One thing, though, does not change. | amstil
Atreides."

"They said your body is.
"Yes, that has changed."

Let o sai d.

"The dammed Tl eil axu! They tried to make nme kill soneone | . . . well, he |ooked |ike you.
suddenly renenbered who | was and there was this . . . Could that have been a Miad' D b ghol a?"
"A Face Dancer mimc, | assure you."

"He | ooked and tal ked so much like . . . Are you sure?"

"An actor, no nore. Did he survive?"

"Of course! That's how they wakened ny nenories. They explained the whole dammed thing. Is it
true?"

"It's true, Duncan. | detest it, but |I permt it for the pleasure of your conpany."

The potential victinms always survive, Leto thought. At |east for the Duncans | see. There have
been slips, the fake Paul

slain and the Duncans wasted. But there are always nore cells carefully preserved fromthe
ori gi nal
"What about your body?" |daho denanded.

Miad' Dib could be retired now, Leto resunmed his usual voice. "I accepted the sandtrout as mny skin
They have been changi ng ne ever since."

" \My?n
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"I will explain that in due course."
"The Tleilaxu said you | ook |ike a sandworm"
"What did ny Fish Speakers say?"
"They said you're God. Wiy do you call them Fi sh Speakers?"

"An ol d conceit. The first priestesses spoke to fish in their dreans. They | earned val uabl e things
that way."

"How do you know?"
"I amthose wonren . . . and everything that cane before and after them"

Leto heard the dry swallowing in Idaho's throat, then: "I see why the darkness. You're giving ne
time to adjust.”

"You al ways were quick, Duncan.™

Except when you were sl ow.

"How | ong have you been changi ng?"
"More than thirty-five hundred years."
"Then what the Tleilaxu told me is true.
"They seldomdare to lie anynore."

"That's a long tine."

"Very long."
"The Tleilaxu have . . . copied ne many tinmes?"
"Many. '

It's time you asked how many, Duncan,

"How nmany of ne?"

"I will let you see the records for yourself."
And so it starts, Leto thought.

Thi s exchange al ways appeared to satisfy the Duncans, but there was no escaping the nature of the
questi on:

"How many of ne?"

The Duncans nade no distinctions of the flesh even though no nutual nenories passed between ghol as
of the sanme stock

"I renmenber ny death," Idaho said. "Harkonnen blades, lots of themtrying to get at you and
Jessica."
Leto restored the Miad' Dib voice for monentary play: "I was there, Duncan.”

"I"'ma replacenent, is that right?" |daho asked.

"That's right," Leto said.

"How did the other . . . nme . . . | nmean, how did he die?"

"All flesh wears out, Duncan. It's in the records."

Leto waited patiently, wondering how long it would be until the taned history failed to satisfy
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thi s Duncan.

"What do you really look like?" Idaho asked. "Wat's this sandworm body the Tl eil axu descri bed?"
"I't will nake sandworns of sorts soneday. It's already far down the road of netanorphosis.”
"What do you nean of sorts?"

"I't will have nore ganglia. It will be aware."

"Can't we have sonme light'? 1'd |ike to see you."

Leto commanded the floodlights. Brilliant illumination filled the room The black walls and the
lighting had been arranged to focus the illunmination on Leto, every visible detail reveal ed.

| daho swept his gaze along the faceted silvery-gray body, noted the beginnings of a sandworm s
ri bbed sections, the sinuous flexings . . . the snmall protuberances which had once been feet and

| egs, one of them sonewhat shorter than the other. He brought his attention back to the well -
defined arms and hands and finally lifted his attention to the cowmed face with its pink skin
almost lost in the imensity, a ridicul ous extrusion on such a body.

"Well, Duncan," Leto said. "You were warned."

| daho gestured nmutely toward the pre-worm body.

Leto asked it for him "Wy'?"

| daho nodded.

"I"'mstill Atreides, Duncan, and | assure you with all the honor of that name, there were
conpel I i ng reasons."

"What could possibly..."

"You will learnin tine."
I daho nerely shook his head from side to side.
"I't's not. a pleasant revelation," Leto said. "It requires that you learn other things first.

Trust the word of an Atreides."

Over the centuries, Leto had found that this invocation of |daho's profound |oyalties to al

thi ngs Atrei des danmpened the i medi ate wel I spring of personal questions. Once nore, the fornula
wor ked.

"So I'mto serve the Atreides again," ldaho said. "That sounds famliar. Is it?"

"I'n many ways, old friend."
"ddto you, maybe, but not to me. Howwll | serve' ?"

"Didn't my Fish Speakers tell you?"

"They said | would command your elite Guard, a force chosen fromanong them | don't understand
that. An arny of wonmen?"

"I need a trusted conpani on who can command my Guard. You object?"
"Why wonen?"

"There are behavioral differences between the sexes which make wonen extrenely valuable in this
role."”

"You' re not answering my question.”

"You think them i nadequate?"

"Some of them | ooked pretty tough, but.
"Gt hers were, ahhh, soft with you?"
| daho bl ushed.

Leto found this a charmi ng reaction. The Duncans were anong the few hunmans of these tines who
could do this. It was understandable, a product of the Duncans' early training, their sense of
personal honor-very chivalrous.

"l don't see why you trust wonen to protect you,'
cheeks. He glared at Leto.

| daho said. The blood slowy receded fromhis
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"But | have always trusted themas | trust you-with nmy life."
"What do we protect you fron®"
"Moneo and ny Fish Speakers will bring you up to date.™
I daho shifted fromone foot to the other, his body swaying in a heartbeat rhythm He stared around
the small room his eyes not focusing. Wth the abruptness of sudden decision, he returned his
attention to Leto.
"What do | call you?"

It was the sign of acceptance for which Leto had been waiting. "WII| Lord Leto do?"

"Yes . . . mLord." lIdaho stared directly into Leto's Frenen blue eyes. "Is it true what your Fish
Speakers say-you have . . . nenories of. "

"We're all here, Duncan." Leto spoke it in the voice of his paternal grandfather, then
"Even the wonen are here, Duncan." It was the voice of Jessica, Leto's paternal grandnother

"You knew themwel|," Leto said. "And they know you."

I daho inhaled a slow, trenbling breath. "That will take a |little getting used to."
"My own initial reaction exactly," Leto said.

An expl osion of |aughter shook Idaho, and Leto thought it nore than the weak jest deserved, but he
remai ned silent.

Presently, ldaho said: "Your Fish Speakers were supposed to put ne in a good nood, weren't they' ?"
"Did they succeed?"
I daho studied Leto's face, recognizing the distinctive Atrei des features.

"You Atreides always did know me too well," |daho said.

"That's better," Leto said. "You're beginning to accept that |I'mnot just one Atreides. |I'mall of
them"

"Paul said that once."

"So | did!'" As much as the original personality could be conveyed by tone and accent, it was
Muad' Di b speaki ng.

I daho gul ped, | ooked away at the roonmi s door

"You' ve taken sonething away fromus," he said. "I can feel it. Those wonen . . . Moneo.
Us agai nst you, Leto thought. The Duncans al ways choose the hunman side.

I daho returned his attention to Leto's face. "Wat have you given us in exchange?"
"Throughout the Enpire, Leto's Peace!"

"And | can see that everyone's delightfully happy! That's why you need a personal guard."”

Leto snmiled. "My peace is actually enforced tranquility. Humans have a |l ong history of reacting
against tranquility."”

"So you give us the Fish Speakers."

"And a hierarchy you can identify w thout any m stakes."
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"A femal e arny," Idaho nuttered.

"The ultimte nmale-enticing force," Leto said. "Sex always was a way of subdui ng the aggressive
mal e. "

"lIs that what they do?"

"They prevent or aneliorate excesses which could |l ead to nore painful violence."

"And you let them believe you're a god. | don't think I like this."

"The curse of holiness is as offensive to ne as it is to you!"

I daho frowned. It was not the response he had expect ed.

"What kind of game are you playing, Lord Leto?"

"A very old one but with new rules."

"Your rules!"

"Wuld you rather | turned it all back to CHOAM and Landsraad and the G eat Houses?"

"The Tleilaxu say there is no nore Landsraad. You don't allow any real self-rule.”

"Well then, | could step aside for the Bene Gesserit. O maybe the Ixians or the Tleilaxu? Wuld
you like ne to find anot her Baron Harkonnen to assunme power over the Enpire'." Say the word,
Duncan, and |I'Il abdicate!"

Under this aval anche of neani ngs, |daho again shook his head fromside to side.
"I'n the wong hands," Leto said, "nonolithic centralized power is a dangerous and vol atile

i nstrument. "

"And your hands are the right ones?"

"lI"mnot certain about ny hands, but | wll tell you, Duncan, |I'mcertain about the hands of those
who' ve gone before nme. | know them"

| daho turned his back on Leto.

What a fascinating, ultimtely human gesture, Leto thought. Rejection coupled to acceptance of his
vul nerability.

Leto spoke to Idaho's back.

"You object quite rightly that | use people without their full know edge and consent."

I daho turned his profile to Leto, then turned his head to | ook up at the cow ed face, cocking his
head forward a bit to peer into the all-blue eyes.

He is studying nme, Leto thought, but he has only the face to nmeasure ne by.

The Atreides had taught their people to know the subtle signals of face and body, and |daho was
good at it, but the realization could be seen com ng over him he was beyond his depth here.

I daho cleared his throat. "What's the worst thing you would ask of me?"

How | i ke a Duncan! Leto thought. This one was a classic. Idaho would give his loyalty to an
Atreides, to the guardian of his oath, but he sent a signal that he woul d not go beyond the
personal limits of his own norality.

"You will be asked to guard me by whatever neans necessary, and you will be asked to guard ny
secret."

"What secret?"

"That | am vul nerable."

"That you're not God?"

"Not in that ultimte sense."

"Your Fish Speakers talk about rebels."
"They exist."
n \My?ll

"They are young and | have not convinced themthat ny way is better. It's very difficult

convi nci ng the young of anything. They're born knowi ng so ruch."

"I never before heard an Atreides sneer at the young that way."

"Perhaps it's because |I'm so nuch ol der-old conmpounded by old. And ny task gets nore difficult
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with each passing generation."”

"What is your task?"

"You will come to understand it as we go along."

"What happens if | fail you? Do your wonen elimnate ne?"

"I try not to burden the Fish Speakers with guilt."

"But you woul d burden ne?"

"I'f you accept it."

“I'f I find that you're worse than the Harkonnens, |'Il turn against you."

How | i ke a Duncan. They neasure all evil against the Harkonnens. How little they know of evil.
Leto said: "The Baron ate whol e planets, Duncan. \What could be worse than that?"
"Eating the Enpire."

"I am pregnant with ny Enpire. I'Il die giving birth to it."

"I'f 1 could believe that "

"WIIl you conmmand ny Guard?"

"Wy ne' ?"
"You're the best."
"Dangerous work, |'d inmagine. |Is that how ny predecessors died, doing your dangerous work?"

"Some of them"
"I wish | had the nenories of those others!"

"You couldn't have and still be the original."
"l want to | earn about them though."”

“You will."

"So the Atreides still need a sharp knife?"

"W have jobs that only a Duncan |daho can do."
"You say . . . we . " I daho swal | owed, |ooked at the door, then at Leto's face
Leto spoke to himas Miad' Dib woul d have, but still in the Leto-voice.

"When we clinbed to Sietch Tabr for the last tinme together, you had ny loyalty then and | had
yours. Nothing of that has really changed."”

"That was your father."

"That was ne!" Paul Miad' Dib's voice of comand coming fromLeto's bul k al ways shocked t he ghol as.
| daho whi spered: "All of you. . . in that one . . . body. . ." He broke off.

Leto renmained silent. This was the decision nonment.

Presently, Idaho permtted hinself that devil-may-care grin for which he had been so well known.
"Then | will speak to the first Leto and to Paul, the ones who know ne best. Use ne well, for |
did | ove you."

Leto closed his eyes. Such words al ways di stressed him He knew it was |love to which he was npst
vul ner abl e.

Moneo, who had been listening, cane to the rescue. He entered and said: "Lord, shall | take Duncan
I daho to the guards he will conmand?"

"Yes." The one word was all that Leto coul d nmanage.

Moneo took |daho's armand | ed hi maway.

Good Moneo, Leto thought. So good. He knows me so well, but | despair of his ever understanding
ne.

I know the evil of ny ancestors because | amthose people. The balance is delicate in the extrene.
I know that few of you who read ny words have ever thought about your ancestors this way. It has
not occurred to you that your ancestors were survivors and that the survival itself sonetines

i nvol ved savage decisions, a kind of wanton brutality which civilized humanki nd works very hard to
suppress. What price will you pay for that suppression? WII| you accept your own extinction?
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-The Stol en Journals

AS HE dressed for his first norning of Fish Speaker conmmand, Idaho tried to shake off a nightnare.
It had awakened himtw ce and both tinmes he had gone out on the balcony to stare up at the stars,
the dreamstill roaring in his head.

Wren . . . weaponl ess wonen in black armor . . . rushing at himw th the hoarse, mndless
shouting of a nob . . . waving hands noist with red blood... and as they swarned over him their
nmout hs opened to display terrible fangs!

In that noment, he awoke.

Morning light did little to dispel the effects of the nightmare.

They had provided himwith a roomin the north tower. The bal cony | ooked out over a vista of dunes
to a distant cliff with what appeared to be a nud-but village at its base.

I daho buttoned his tunic as he stared at the scene.

Why does Leto choose only wonen for his arny?

Several conely Fish Speakers had offered to spend the night with their new commander, but |daho
had rej ected them

It was not like the Atreides to use sex as a persuader

He | ooked down at his clothing: a black uniformw th golden piping, a red hawk at the |left breast.
That, at least, was fam liar. No insignia of rank

"They know your face," Mneo had said.

Strange little man, Moneo.

Thi s thought brought |daho up short. Reflection told himthat Moneo was not little. Very
control l ed, yes, but no shorter than | am Mneo appeared drawn into hinself, though

col I ect ed.

I daho gl anced around his roomsybaritic in its attention to confort-soft cushions, appliances
conceal ed behi nd panels of brown polished wood. The bath was an ornate display of pastel blue
tiles with a conbination bath and shower in which at | east six people could bathe at the sane
tinme. The whole place invited self-indul gence. These were quarters where you could | et your senses
i ndul ge in remenbered pl easures.

"d ever," |daho whispered.

A gentle tapping on his door was followed by a fermal e voice saying: "Comander? Moneo is here.”

I daho gl anced out at the sunburnt colors on the distant cliff.

" Commander ?" The voice was a bit | ouder

"Cone in," Idaho call ed.

Moneo entered, closing the door behind him He wore tunic and trousers of chal k-white which forced
the eyes to concentrate on his face. Mneo gl anced once around the room

"So this is where they put you. Those damed women! | suppose they thought they were being kind,
but they ought to know better."

"How do you know what | |ike?" |Idaho demanded. Even as he asked it, he realized it was a foolish
questi on.

I"mnot the first Duncan |daho that Moneo has seen

Moneo merely sniled and shrugged.

"I did not nmean to of fend you, Commander. WII| you keep these quarters, then?"

"I like the view "

"But not the furnishings.

It was a statenent.

"Those can be changed," |daho said.

"I ' will seetoit."

"l suppose you're here to explain ny duties."

"As much as | can. | know how strange everything nust appear to you at first. This civilization is

profoundly different fromthe one you knew "

"I can see that. How did ny . . . predecessor die?"

Moneo shrugged. It appeared to be his standard gesture, but there was nothing self-effacing about
it.

"He was not fast enough to escape the consequences of a decision he had made," Moneo said.
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"Be specific."”

Moneo sighed. The Duncans were always |ike this-so demandi ng.
"The rebellion killed him Do you wi sh the detail s?"

"Woul d they be useful to ne?"

"No. "

"I'"ll want a conplete briefing on this rebellion today, but first: why are there no nen in Leto's
army?"

"He has you."
"You know what | nean."”

"He has a curious theory about armies. | have discussed it with himon many occasions. But do you
not want to breakfast before |I explain?"

"Can't we have both at the same tine?"
Moneo turned toward the door and called out a single word: "Now "

The effect was i Mmediate and fascinating to Idaho. A troop of young Fish Speakers swarned into the
room Two of themtook a folding table and chairs from behind a panel and placed themon the

bal cony. Others set the table for two people. Mre brought food-fresh fruit, hot rolls and a
steam ng drink which snelled faintly of spice and caffeine. It was all done with a swift and
silent efficiency which spoke of long practice. They left as they had conme, w thout a word.

I daho found hinself seated across from Moneo at the table within a mnute after the start of this
curious performance.

"Every norning like that?" |daho asked.
"Only if you wishit."

I daho sanpl ed the drink: nelange-coffee. He recognized the fruit, the soft Cal adan nelon call ed
par adan.

My favorite.

"You know ne pretty well," Ildaho said.
Moneo smiled. "We' ve had sone practice. Now, about your question."
"And Leto's curious theory."

"Yes. He says that the all-nmale arny was too dangerous to its civilian support base.”

"That's crazy! Wthout the arny, there woul d' ve been no..

"I know the argument. But he says that the nale arny was a survival of the screening function
del egated to the nonbreeding nales in the prehistoric pack. He says it was a curiously consistent
fact that it was always the ol der nal es who sent the younger nales into battle.”

"What does that nean, screening function?"

"The ones who were al ways out on the dangerous perineter protecting the core of breedi ng mal es,
fermal es and the young. The ones who first encountered the predator.”

"How i s that dangerous to the . . . civilians?"
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I daho took a bite of the nelon, found it ripened perfectly.

"The Lord Leto says that when it was denied an external eneny, the all-nmale arny always turned
agai nst its own popul ation. Al ways."

"Contending for the femal es?"

"Perhaps. He obviously does not believe, however, that it was that sinple."”

"I don't find this a curious theory."

"You have not heard all of it."

"There's nore?"

"Ch, yes. He says that the all-male arnmy has a strong tendency toward honosexual activities."

I daho gl ared across the table at Mneo. "I never

"Of course not. He is speaking about sublimation, about deflected energies and all the rest of
it."

"The rest of what?" Idaho was prickly with anger at what he saw as an attack on his nale self-
i mage.

"Adol escent attitudes, just boys together, jokes designed purely to cause pain, loyalty only to
your pack-mates . . . things of that nature."

I daho spoke coldly. "What's your opinion?"

"I rem nd nysel f=" Mmneo turned and spoke while |ooking out at the view' of something which he has
said and which | amsure is true. He is every soldier in human history. He offered to parade for
me a series of exanples-famous military figures who were frozen in adol escence. | declined the
offer. | have read ny history with care and have recogni zed this characteristic for nyself."

Moneo turned and | ooked directly into Idaho' s eyes.

"Thi nk about it, Conmander."

| daho prided hinmself on self-honesty and this hit him Cults of youth and adol escence preserved in
the military? It had the ring of truth. There were exanples in his own experience

Moneo nodded. "The honpbsexual, |atent or otherw se, who nmaintains that condition for reasons which
could be called purely psychological, tends to indulge in pain-causing behavior-seeking it for
hinself and inflicting it upon others. Lord Leto says this goes back to the testing behavior in
the prehistoric pack."

"You believe hinm?"
"l do."
| daho took a bite of the melon. It had lost its sweet savor. He swall owed and put down his spoon

"I will have to think about this," lIdaho said.

"OF course."

"You're not eating," I|daho said.

"l was up before dawn and ate then." Moneo gestured at his plate. "The wonen continually try to
tenmpt ne.”

"Do they ever succeed?"
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"Cccasional ly."
"You're right. | find his theory curious. Is there nore to it?"

"Chhh, he says that when it breaks out of the adol escent honbsexual restraints, the male arny is
essentially rapist. Rape is often nmurderous and that's not survival behavior."

| daho scow ed.

Atight snmle flitted across Moneo's nouth. "Lord Leto says that only Atreides discipline and
noral restraints prevented sone of the worst excesses in your tines."

A deep sigh shook Idaho.

Moneo sat back, thinking of a thing the God Enperor had once said: "No matter how rmuch we ask
after the truth, self-awareness is often unpleasant. W do not feel kindly toward the Truthsayer."

"Those damed Atrei des!" |daho said.
"] am Atreides," Mneo said.
"What ?" | daho was shocked.

"Hi s breeding program" Mneo said. "I'msure the Tleilaxu nentioned it. | amdirectly descended
fromthe mating of his sister and Harg-al - Ada."

I daho | eaned toward him "Then tell ne, Atreides, how are wonen better soldiers than nen?"

"They find it easier to mature."

I daho shook his head in bew | dernent.

"They have a conpelling physical way of noving from adol escence into maturity,"” Moneo said. "As
Lord Leto says, "Carry a baby in you for nine nonths and that changes you."

| daho sat back. "What does he know about it?"

Moneo nerely stared at himuntil |daho recalled the nultitude in Leto-both nmale and female. The
realization plunged over |daho. Mneo saw it, recalling a coment of the God Enperor's: "Your
words brand himwi th the | ook you want himto have."

As the silence continued, Mneo cleared his throat. Presently, he said: "The imensity of the Lord
Leto's nmenories has been known to stop ny tongue, too."

"I's he being honest with us?" |daho asked.

"I believe him"

"But he does so many . . . | nean, take this breeding program How |ong has that been goi ng on?"
"Fromthe very first. Fromthe day he took it away fromthe Bene Gesserit."

"What does he want fromit?"

"I wish | knew. "
"But you're

"An Atreides and his chief aide, yes."

"You haven't convinced ne that a female arnmy is best."

"They continue the species.”

At last, ldaho's frustration and anger had an object. "Is that what | was doing with themthat
first night-breeding?"

"Possi bly. The Fish Speakers take no precautions agai nst pregnancy."

"Dam him |'m not sone animal he can nove fromstall to stall likea. . . likea . . ."

"Li ke a stud?"

.. Yes!"

"But the Lord Leto refuses to followthe Tleilaxu pattern of gene surgery and artificial

i nsem nation."

"What have the Tleilaxu got to.
"They are the object |esson. Even | can see that. Their Face Dancers are nmules, closer to a col ony
organi smthan to human."

"Those others of... me . . . were any of themhis studs?"

"Sonme. You have descendants.”
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n \MO?II
"l am one."
| daho stared into Moneo' s eyes, |lost suddenly in a tangle

of relationships. Idaho found the relationships inpossible to understand. Mneo obviously was so
much older than . . . But | am. . . Wiich of themwas truly the ol der? Wich the ancestor and
whi ch t he descendant ?

"I sometinmes have trouble with this nyself," Mneo said. "If it helps, the Lord Leto assures ne
that you are not ny descendant, not in any ordinary sense. However, you nmay well father some of ny
descendants.”

I daho shook his head fromside to side.

"Sonmetines | think only the God Enperor hinmself can understand these things," Mneo said.
"That's another thing" Idaho said. "This god business."

"The Lord Leto says he has created a holy obscenity."

This was not the response |Idaho had expected. What did | expect? A defense of the Lord Leto?
"Holy obscenity," Mpneo repeated. The words rolled fromhis tongue with a strange sense of
gloating in them

I daho focused a probing stare on Moneo. He hates his God Enperor! No . . . he fears him But don't
we al ways hate what we fear?

"Why do you believe in hin?" |daho denanded.

"You ask if | share in the popular religion?"

"No! Does he?"

"I think so.”

"Why? Why do you think so?"

"Because he says he wi shes to create no nore Face Dancers. He insists that his human stock, once
it has been paired, breeds in the way it has al ways bred."

"What the hell does that have to do with it?"

"You asked nme what he believes in. | think he believes in chance. | think that's his god."
"That's superstition!”

"Consi dering the circunstances of the Enpire, a very daring superstition.”

| daho gl ared at Moneo. "You damed Atreides," he nuttered. "You'll dare anything!"

Moneo noted that there was dislike mxed with admiration in |daho's voice.

The Duncans al ways begi n that way.

What is the nost profound difference between us, between you and nme? You already knowit. It's

t hese ancestral menories. Mne come at me in the full glare of awareness. Yours work from your
blind side. Some call it instinct or fate. The menories apply their |everages to each of us-on
what we think and what we do. You think you are imune to such influences? | am@Glileo. | stand
here and tell you: "Yet it noves." That which noves can exert its force in ways no nortal power
ever before dared stem | amhere to dare this.

-The Stol en Journal s

"WHEN SHE was a child, she watched nme, renmenber? When she thought | was not aware, Siona watched
me |like the desert hawk which circles above the lair of its prey. You yourself mentioned it."

Leto rolled his body a quarter turn on his cart while speaking. This brought his cowl ed face cl ose
to that of Moneo, who trotted beside the cart.

It was barely dawn on the desert road which followed the high artificial ridge fromthe Citadel in
the Sareer to the Festival Cty. The road fromthe desert ran | aser-beam straight until it reached
this point where it curved widely and dipped into terraced canyons before crossing the |Idaho
River. The air was full of thick msts fromthe river tunbling in its distant clanmor, but Leto had
opened t he bubbl e cover which sealed the front of his cart. The noisture nade his wormself tingle
wi th vague distress, but there was the snell of sweet desert growth in the mist and his hunan
nostrils savored it. He ordered the cortege to stop

"Why are we stopping, Lord?" Mneo asked.

Leto did not answer. The cart creaked as he heaved his bulk into an arching curve which lifted his
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head and allowed himto | ook across the Forbi dden Forest to the Kynes Sea glistening silver far
off to the right. He turned left and there were the remains of the Shield Wall, a sinuous | ow
shadow in the norning light. The ridge here had been raised al nost two thousand nmeters to encl ose
the Sareer and Iimt airborne noisture there. Fromhis vantage, Leto could see the distant notch
where he had caused the Festival City of Onn to be built.

"It is a whimwhich stops ne," Leto said.
"Shoul dn't we cross the bridge before resting?" Mneo asked.
"I amnot resting."

Leto stared ahead. After a series of sw tchbacks which were visible fromhere only as a tw sting
shadow, the high road crossed the river on a faery bridge, clinbed to a buffer ridge and then
sl oped down to the city which presented a vista of glittering spires at this distance.

"The Duncan acts subdued," Leto said. "Have you had your |ong conversation with hin®"
"Precisely as you required, Lord."

"Well, it's only been four days,"” Leto said. "They often take |longer to recover."
"He has been busy with your CGuard, Lord. They were out until late again last night."

"The Duncans do not like to walk in the open. They think about the things which could be used to
attack us."

"1 know, Lord."

Leto turned and | ooked squarely at Mmneo. The maj ordono wore a green cl oak over his white uniform
He stood besi de the open bubble cover, exactly in the place where duty required that he station
hi mrsel f on these excursions.

"You are very dutiful, Mneo," Leto said.
"Thank you, Lord."

Guards and courtiers kept thenselves at a respectful distance well behind the cart. Mst of them
were trying to avoid even the appearance of eavesdropping on Leto and Moneo. Not so |daho. He had
posi tioned sone of the Fish Speaker guards at both sides of the Royal Road, spreading them out.
Now, he stood staring at the cart. Idaho wore a black uniformwith white piping, a gift of the

Fi sh Speakers, Moneo had sai d.

"They like this one very nmuch. He is good at what he does."
"What does he do, Mneo?"
"Why, guard your person, Lord."

The wonen of the Guard all wore skintight green uniforns, each with a red Atreides hawk at the
| eft breast.

"They watch himvery closely," Leto said.
"Yes. He is teaching them hand signhals. He says it's the Atreides way."
"That is certainly correct. | wonder why the previous one didn't do that?"

"Lord, if you don't know.

"I jest, Moneo. The previous Duncan did not feel threatened until it was too late. Has this one
accepted our explanations?"

"So I'mtold, Lord. He is well started in your service."
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"Way is he carrying only that knife in the belt sheath?"
"The wonen have convinced himthat only the specially trained anong t hem shoul d have | asguns. ™"

"Your caution is groundless, Mneo. Tell the wonen that it's much too early for us to begin
fearing this one.™

"As ny Lord comands."

It was obvious to Leto that his new Guard Conmmander did not enjoy the presence of the courtiers.
He stood well away fromthem Mst of the courtiers, he had been told, were civil functionaries.
They were decked out in their brightest and finest for this day when they coul d parade thensel ves
intheir full power and in the presence of the God Enperor. Leto could see how foolish the
courtiers nmust appear to |Idaho. But Leto could renenber far nore foolish finery and he thought
that this day's display nmight be an inprovenent.

"Have you introduced himto Siona?" Leto asked.
At the nmention of Siona, Mdneo's brows congealed into a scow.

"Cal myoursel f," Leto said. "Even when she spied on ne, | cherished her."

"l sense danger in her, Lord. | think sonmetinmes she sees into ny nost secret thoughts."”
"The wi se child knows her father."

"l do not joke, Lord."

"Yes, | can see that. Have you noticed that the Duncan grows inpatient?"

"They scouted the road alnost to the bridge," Mneo said.

"What did they find?"

"The sane thing | found-anew Museum Frenen. "
" Anot her petition?"

"Do not be angry, Lord."

Once nore, Leto peered ahead. This necessary exposure to the open air, the long and stately
journey with all of its ritual requirenments to reassure the Fish Speakers, all of it troubled
Leto. And now, another petition

I daho strode forward to stop directly behind Mneo.
There was a sense of nenace about |daho's nmovenments. Surely not this soon, Leto thought.
"Why are we stopping, mLord?" |daho asked.

"I often stop here," Leto said.

It was true. He turned and | ooked beyond the faery bridge. The way twi sted downward out of the
canyon heights into the Forbidden Forest and thence through fields beside the river. Leto had

of ten stopped here to watch the sunrise. There was sonething about this norning, though, the sun
striking across the famliar vista . . . sonething which stirred old menories.

The fields of the Royal Plantations reached outward beyond the forest and, when the sun lifted
over the far curve of land, it beamed gl owing gold across grain rippling in the fields. The grain
rem nded Leto of sand, of sweeping dunes which once had marched across this very ground.

And will march once nore.

The grain was not quite the bright silica anmber of his remenbered desert. Leto |ooked back at the
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cliff-enclosed distances of his Sareer, his sanctuary of the past. The colors were distinctly
different. Al the sane, when he | ooked once nore toward Festival City, he felt an ache where his
many hearts once nore were reforming in their slow transformation toward sonething profoundly
alien.

What is it about this nmorning that makes me think about ny [ ost humanity? Leto wonder ed.

O all the Royal party |looking at that fanmiliar scene of grain fields and forest, Leto knew t hat
only he still thought of the lush | andscape as the bahr bela ma, the ocean without water

"Duncan," Leto said. "You see that out there toward the city? That was the Tanzerouft."

"The Land of Terror?" ldaho revealed his surprise in the quick | ook toward Onn and the sudden
return of his gaze to Leto.

"The bahr bela ma," Leto said. "It has been conceal ed

under a carpet of plants for nmore than three thousand years. O all who Iive on Arrakis today,
only the two of us ever saw the desert original."

| daho | ooked toward Onn. "VWhere is the Shield Wall?" he asked.

"Muad'Dib's Gap is right there, right where we built the Cty."

"That line of little hills, that was the Shield Wall? Wat happened to it?"
"You are standing on it."

| daho | ooked up at Leto, then down to the roadway and all around.

"Lord, shall we proceed?" Mneo asked.

Moneo, with that clock ticking in his breast, is the goad to duty, Leto thought. There were
important visitors to see and other vital matters. Tinme pressed him And he did not like it when
his God Enperor tal ked about old tines with the Duncans.

Leto was suddenly aware that he had paused here far |onger than ever before. The courtiers and
guards were cold after their run in the nmorning air. Sone had chosen their clothing nore for show
t han protection.

Then again, Leto thought, perhaps showis a formof protection

"There were dunes," |daho said.

"Stretching for thousands of kiloneters," Leto agreed.

Moneo' s thoughts churned. He was famliar with the God Enperor's reflexive nbod, but there was a
sense of sadness in it this day. Perhaps the recent death of a Duncan. Leto sonetines |et

i mportant information drop when he was sad. You never questioned the God Enperor's npods or his
whi ns, but sonetines they could be enpl oyed.

Siona will have to be warned, Mneo thought. If the young fool will listen to ne!

She was far nore of a rebel than he had been. Far nore. Leto had tamed his Moneo, sensitized him
to the Golden Path and the rightful duties for which he had been bred, but nethods used on a Moneo
woul d not work with Siona. In his observation of this, Mneo had | earned things about his own
trai ni ng which he had never before suspected.

"l don't see any identifiable |andmarks," |daho was sayi ng.

"Ri ght over there," Leto said, pointing. "Were the forest ends. That was the way to Splintered
Rock. "
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Moneo shut out their voices. It was ultimte fascination with the God Enperor which finally
brought nme to heel. Leto never ceased to surprise and amaze. He could not be reliably predicted.
Moneo gl anced at the God Enperor's profile. Wat has he becone?

As part of his early duties, Moneo had studied the Citadel's private records, the historica
accounts of Leto's transformation. But synbiosis with sandtrout renmmi ned a nmystery which even
Leto's own words could not dispel. If the accounts were to be believed, the sandtrout skin nade
hi s body al nost invulnerable to time and viol ence. The great body's ribbed core could even absorb
| asgun bur st s!

First the sandtrout, then the wormall part of the great cycle which had produced nel ange. That
cycle lay within the God Enperor. . . marking tine.

"Let us proceed," Leto said.

Moneo realized that he had nissed sonething. He came out of his reverie and | ooked at a smiling
Duncan | daho.

"We used to call that wool gathering," Leto said.

"I msorry, Lord," Moneo said. "I was.. ."
"You were wool gathering, but it's all right."
Hi s nood's inproved, Moneo thought. | can thank the Duncan for that, | think

Leto adjusted his position on the cart, closed part of the bubble cover and left only his head
free. The cart crunched over small rocks on the roadbed as Leto activated it.

I daho t ook up position at Mneo's shoul der and trotted al ong besi de him

"There are floater bul bs under that cart, but he uses the wheels," Idaho said. "Wy is that?"
"It pleases the Lord Leto to use wheels instead of antigravity.”

"What makes the thing go? How does he steer it?"

"Have you asked hi n®"

"I haven't had the opportunity.”

"The Royal Cart is of I|xian manufacture."

"What does that mean?"

"It is said that the Lord Leto activates his cart and steers it just by thinking in a particul ar
way. "

"Don't you know?"

"Questions such as this do not please him"

Even to his intimtes, Mneo thought, The God Enperor remmins a nystery.

"Moneo!" Leto called.

"You had better return to your guards,” Mneo said, gesturing for Idaho to fall back
“I'd rather be out in front with them" |daho said.

"The Lord Leto does not want that! Now go back."

Moneo hurried to place hinself close beside Leto's face, noting that Idaho was falling back
through the courtiers to the rear ring of guards.

Leto | ooked down at Moneo. "I thought you handl ed that very well, Mneo."

"Thank you, Lord."

"Do you know why the Duncan wants to be out in front?"

"Certainly, Lord. It's where your GQuard should be."

"And this one senses danger."

"I don't understand you, Lord. | cannot understand why you do these things."

"That's true, Mboneo."

The fenmal e sense of sharing originated as fanilial sharing-care of the young, the gathering and
preparation of food, sharing joys, |love and sorrows. Funeral |anentation originated with womnen.
Rel i gi on began as a fenal e nonopoly, wested fromthemonly after its social power became too
dom nant. Wonen were the first nedical researchers and Practitioners. There has never been any
cl ear bal ance between the sexes because power goes with certain roles as it certainly goes with
know edge.

-The Stol en Journal s

FOR THE Reverend Mdther Tertius Eileen Anteac, this had been a disastrous norning. She had arrived
on Arrakis with her fellow Truthsayer, Marcus C aire Luyseyal, both of them com ng dowmn with their
official party less than three hours ago aboard the first shuttle fromthe Quild heighliner
hanging in stationary orbit. First, they had been assigned roons at the absol ute edge of the
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Festival City's Enbassy Quarter. The roons were small and not quite clean
"Any farther out and we'd be canping in the sluns,"” Luyseyal had said.

Next they had been denied communications facilities. Al of the screens renmained blank no matter
how many switches were toggled and pal mdials turned.

Ant eac had addressed herself sharply to the heavyset officer comuandi ng the Fish Speaker escort, a
gl owering woman with | ow brows and the nuscles of a manual | aborer

"I wish to conplain to your conmander!”

"No conplaints allowed at Festival Tine," the anmazon had rasped.

Anteac had glared at the officer, a look which in Anteac's old and seaned face had been known to
make even her fellow Reverend Mdthers hesitate.

The anmazon had nerely snmiled and said: "I have a nessage. | amto tell you that your audience with
the God Enperor has been noved to the last position."

Most of the Bene Gesserit party had heard this and even the | owiest attendant-postul ate had
recogni zed the significance. All of the spice allotnents would be fixed or (The Gods protect us!)
even gone by that tinme.

"W were to have been third," Anteac had said, her voice remarkably mld in the circunstances.
"It is the God Enperor's conmand!"

Ant eac knew that tone in a Fish Speaker. To defy it risked violence.

A norning of disasters and now this!

Ant eac occupied a | ow stool against one wall of a tiny, alnobst enpty roomnear the center of their
i nadequate quarters. Beside her there was a | ow pallet, no nore than you would assign to an

acol yte! The walls were a pale, scabrous green and there was but one agi ng gl owgl obe so defective
it could not be tuned out of the yellow The roomgave signs of having been a storage chanber. It

snell ed nmusty. Dents and scratches marred the black plastic of the floor.

Snmoot hi ng her bl ack aba robe across her knees, Anteac |eaned close to the postul ate nessenger who
knelt, head bowed, directly in front of the Reverend Mdther. The nessenger was a doe-eyed bl onde

creature with the perspiration of fear and excitenent on her face and neck. She wore a dusty tan

robe with the dirt of the streets along its hem

"You are certain, absolutely certain?" Anteac spoke softly to soothe the poor girl, who stil
trenbled with the gravity of her nessage.

"Yes, Reverend Mdther." She kept her gaze | owered.

"Go through it once nore," Anteac said, and she thought:
I"msparring for time. | heard her correctly.

The nessenger lifted her gaze to Anteac and | ooked directly into the totally blue eyes as all the
postul ates and acol ytes were taught to do.

"As | was commanded, | nade contact with the |xians at

their Enmbassy and presented your greetings. | then inquired if they had any nmessages for ne to
bri ng back."

"Yes, yes, girl! | know. Get to the heart of it."
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The messenger gul ped. "The spokesman identified hinself as Ghwi Yake, tenporary superior in the
Enbassy and assistant to the former Anbassador."

"You're sure he was not a Face Dancer substitute?"
"None of the signs were there, Reverend Mt her."

"Very well. W know this Yake. You nmay continue."

"Yake said they were awaiting the arrival of the new

"HM Noree, the new Anbassador, yes. She's due here today.
The nessenger wet her |ips with her tongue.

Anteac made a nental note to return this poor creature to a nore elementary training schedul e.
Messengers shoul d have better self-control, although sone allowance had to be made for the
seriousness of this nmessage.

"He then asked ne to wait,"'
Tleil axu, a Face Dancer, |I'msure of it. There were the certain signs of the.

the nmessenger said. "He left the roomand returned shortly with a

"I"'msure you're correct, girl,"’
ent er ed.

Anteac said. "Now, get to the. . ." Anteac broke off as Luyseya

"What's this | hear about nessages fromthe | xians and Tleil axu?" Luyseyal asked.
"The girl's repeating it now, " Anteac said.

"Way wasn't | summoned?" Anteac | ooked up at her fellow Truthsayer, thinking that Luyseyal nmight
be one of the finest practitioners of the art but she remained too conscious of rank. Luyseyal was
young, however, with the sensuous oval features of the Jessica-type, and those genes tended to
carry a headstrong nature.

Ant eac spoke softly: "Your acolyte said you were neditating."
Luyseyal nodded, sat down on the pallet and spoke to the nmessenger. "Continue."

"The Face Dancer said he had a message for the Reverend Mthers. He used the plural,"” the
messenger sai d.

"He knew there were two of us this tinme," Anteac said.

"Everyone knows it," Luyseyal said.

Ant eac resuned her full attention to the nmessenger. "Wuld you enter menory-trance now, girl, and
give us the Face Dancer's words verbatim™

The messenger nodded, sat back onto her heels and cl asped her hands in her |ap. She took three
deep breaths, closed her eyes and | et her shoul ders sag. Wen she spoke, her voice had a high-
pi t ched, nasal twang.

"Tell the Reverend Mothers that by tonight the Enpire will be rid of its God Enmperor. W will
strike himtoday before he reaches Onn. W cannot fail."

A deep breath shook the nessenger. Her eyes opened and she | ooked up at Anteac.

"The Ixian, Yake, told ne to hurry back with this nessage. He then touched the back of ny left
hand in that particular way, further convincing nme that he was not. "

"Yake is one of ours," Anteac said. "Tell Luyseyal the nessage of the fingers."

The nmessenger | ooked at Luyseyal. "W have been invaded by Face Dancers and cannot nove."

As Luyseyal started and began to rise fromthe pallet, Anteac said: "I already have taken the
appropriate steps to guard our doors." Anteac |ooked at the nmessenger. "You may go now, girl. You
have been adequate to your task."

"Yes, Reverend Mt her." The nmessenger lifted her lithe body with a certain anount of grace, but
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there was no doubt in her noverments that she knew the inport of Anteac's words. Adequate was not
wel | done.

When the messenger had gone, Luyseyal said: "She shoul d've made sone excuse to study the Enbassy
and find out how many of the |xians have been replaced."

"I think not," Anteac said. "In that respect, she perforned well. No, but it would have been
better had she found a way to get a nore detailed report from Yake. | fear we have lost him"
"The reason the Tleilaxu sent us that nessage is obvious, of course," Luyseyal said.

"They are really going to attack him" Anteac said.

"Naturally. It's what the fools would do. But | address nyself to why they sent the nmessage to
us."

Ant eac nodded. "They think we now have no choice except to join them"

"And if we try to warn the Lord Leto, the Tleilaxu will |earn our nmessengers and their contacts."
"What if the Tleilaxu succeed?" Anteac asked.

"Not likely."

"We do not knowtheir actual plan, only its general tinmng." "What if this girl, this Siona, has a

part in it?" Luyseyal asked.

"I have asked nyself that same question. Have you heard the full report fromthe Guild?"

"Only the summary. |s that enough?"

"Yes, with high probability."

"You should be careful with terns such as high probability," Luyseyal said. "W don't want anyone
thinking you're a Mentat."

Anteac's tone was dry. " presune you will not give ne away."

"Do you think the Guild is right about this Siona' ?" Luyseyal asked.

"I do not have enough information. If they are right, she is sonething extraordinary."

"As the Lord Leto's father was extraordi nary?"

"A @Quild navigator could conceal hinself fromthe oracular eye of the Lord Leto's father."

"But not fromthe Lord Leto."

"l have read the full Guild report with care. She does not so nmuch conceal herself and the actions
around her as, well "

"She fades," they said. "She fades fromtheir sight."

"She al one," Anteac said.

"And fromthe sight of the Lord Leto as well?"

"They do not know. "

"Do we dare nake contact with her?"

"Do we dare not?" Anteac asked.

"This all may be moot if the Tleilaxu . . . Anteac, we should at |east nmake the attenpt to warn
him"

"We have no comuni cations devices and there now are Fi sh Speaker guards at the door. They pernit
our people to enter, but not to | eave."

"Shoul d we speak to one of them ?"

"I have thought about that. W can always say we feared they were Face Dancer substitutes.”
"Quards at the door," Luyseyal nmuttered. "Is it possible that he knows?"

"Anything is possible."

"Wth the Lord Leto that's the only thing you can say for sure," Luyseyal said.

Anteac permitted herself a small sigh as she lifted herself

fromthe stool. "How | long for the old days when we had all of the spice we could ever need."
"Ever was just another illusion," Luyseyal said. "I hope we have | earned our |esson well, no
matter how the Tleilaxu nake out today."

"They will do it clunsily whatever the outcone," Anteac grunbled. "Gods! There are no good
assassins to be found anynore.”

"There are al ways the ghol a | dahos," Luyseyal said.

"What did you say?" Anteac stared at her conpanion

"There are al ways. "

"Yes!"

"The ghol as are too slow in the body,
"But not in the head."

"What ' re you thinki ng?"

Luyseyal said.
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"I's it possible that the Tleilaxu . . . No, not even they could be that. "
"An | daho Face Dancer?" Luyseyal whi spered.
Ant eac nodded nutely.
"Put it out of your mind," Luyseyal said. "They could not be that stupid."
"That's a dangerous judgnent to nake about Tleilaxu," Anteac said. "W nust prepare ourselves for
the worst. Get one of those Fish Speaker guards in here!"

Unceasing warfare gives rise to its own social conditions which have been sinmilar in all epochs.
Peopl e enter a permanent state of alertness to ward off attacks. You seethe absolute rule of the
autocrat. Al new things becone dangerous frontier districts-new planets, new econonic areas to
exploit, new ideas or new devices, visitors-everything suspect. Feudalismtakes firmhold,

soneti mes di sqguised as a politbureau or simlar structure, but always present. Hereditary
succession follows the Iines of power. The blood of the powerful dom nates. The vice regents of
heaven or their equival ent apportion the wealth. And their know they nmust control inheritance or
slowy let the power nmelt away. Now, do you understand Leto's Peace?

-The Stol en Journal s
"HAVE THE Bene Gesserit been infornmed of the new schedul e?" Leto asked.

H s entourage had entered the first shallow cut which would wind into switchbacks at the approach
to the bridge across the Idaho River. The sun stood at the nmorning's first quarter and a few
courtiers were shedding cl oaks. Idaho wal ked with a small troop of Fish Speakers at the left
flank, his uniformbeginning to show traces of dust and perspiration. Walking and trotting at the
speed of a Royal peregrination was hard worKk.

Moneo stumbl ed and caught hinsel f. "They have been informed, Lord." The change of schedul e had not
been easy, but

Moneo had | earned to expect erratic shifts of direction at Festival time. He kept contingency

pl ans at the ready.

"Are they still petitioning for a permanent Enbassy on Arrakis'?" Leto asked.

"Yes, Lord. | gave themthe usual answer."

"A sinmple "no' should suffice," Leto said. "They no | onger need to be reninded that | abhor their
religious pretentions."”

"Yes, Lord." Moneo held hinself to just within the prescribed di stance beside Leto's cart. The
Wrmwas very nuch present this nmorning-the bodily signs quite apparent to Moneo's eyes. No doubt
it was the noisture in the air. That always seened to bring out the Wrm

"Religion always |leads to rhetorical despotism" Leto said. "Before the Bene Gesserit, the Jesuits
were the best at it."

"Jesuits, Lord?"

"Surely you' ve net themin your histories?"

"I"'mnot certain, Lord. Wen were they?"

"No matter. You |learn enough about rhetorical despotismfroma study of the Bene Gesserit. O
course, they do not begin by deluding thenselves with it."

The Reverend Mdthers are in for a bad tinme, Mneo told hinself. He's going to preach at them They
detest that. This could cause serious trouble.

"What was their reaction?" Leto asked.

"I"'mtold they were disappointed but did not press the matter."

And Moneo thought: 'd best prepare them for nore disappointment. And they'll have to be kept away
fromthe del egations of Ix and Tl eil axu

Moneo shook his head. This could |ead to sonme very nasty plotting. The Duncan had better be

war ned.

"It leads to self-fulfilling prophecy and justifications for all manner of obscenities," Leto

sai d.

"This . . . rhetorical despotism Lord?"

"Yes! It shields evil behind walls of self-righteousness which are proof against all argunents
against the evil."
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Moneo kept a wary eye on Leto's body, noting the way the hands tw sted, al nost a random novenent,
the twitching of the great ribbed segnments. What will | do if the Wrmconmes out of himhere?
Perspiration broke out on Moneo' s forehead.

"It feeds on deliberately twi sted neanings to discredit opposition," Leto said.

"Al'l of that, Lord?"

"The Jesuits called that “securing your power base.' It leads directly to hypocrisy which is
al ways betrayed by the gap between actions and expl anations. They never agree."

"I must study this nmore carefully, Lord."

"Utimately, it rules by guilt because hypocrisy brings on the witch hunt and the denmand for
scapegoats. "

"Shocki ng, Lord."

The cortege rounded a corner where the rock had been opened for a glinpse of the bridge in the
di st ance.

"Moneo, are you paying close attention to nme?"

"Yes, Lord. Indeed."

"lI"mdescribing a tool of the religious power base."

"I recogni ze that, Lord."

"Then why are you so afraid?"

"Tal k of religious power always nmakes nme uneasy, Lord."

"Because you and the Fish Speakers wield it in my nanme?"

"OfF course, Lord."

"Power bases are very dangerous because they attract people who are truly insane, people who seek
power only for the sake of power. Do you understand?"

"Yes, Lord. That is why you so seldomgrant petitions for appointnents in your governnent."
"Excel | ent, Moneo!"

"Thank you, Lord."

"I'n the shadow of every religion lurks a Torquenada," Leto said. "You have never encountered that
name. | know because | caused it to be expunged fromall the records.”

"Way was that, Lord?"

"He was an obscenity. He nade |iving torches out of people who disagreed with him™"

Moneo pitched his voice low "Like the historians who angered you, Lord?"

"Do you question ny actions, Mneo?"

"No, Lord!"

"Good. The historians died peacefully. Not a one felt the flanmes. Torquemada, however, delighted
in commending to his god the agoni zed screans of his burning victins."

"How horrible, Lord."

The cortege turned another corner with a view of the bridge. The span appeared to be no cl oser
Once nore, Mneo studied his God Enperor. The Wrm appeared no closer. Still too close, though
Moneo coul d fee

the menace of that unpredictable presence, the Holy Presence which could kill w thout warning.
Moneo shudder ed.
What had been the neaning of that strange . . . sernon? Mneo knew that few had ever heard the CGod

Enmperor speak thus. It was a privilege and a burden. It was part of the price paid for Leto's
Peace. Ceneration after generation marched in their ordered way under the dictates of that peace
Only the Citadel's inner circle knew all of the infrequent breaks in that peace-the incidents when
Fi sh Speakers were sent out in anticipation of violence.

Anti ci pati on!

Moneo gl anced at the nowsilent Leto. The God Enperor's eyes were closed and a | ook of brooding
had come over his face. That was another of the Wrmsigns- a bad one. Mneo trenbl ed.

Did Leto anticipate even his own nmonents of wild violence? It was the anticipation of violence

whi ch sent trenors of awe and fear throughout the Enpire. Leto knew where guards mnmust be posted to
put down a transitory uprising. He knew it before the event. Even thinking about such nmatters
dried Moneo's nmouth. There were times, Mneo believed, when the God Enmperor could read any mind
Oh, Leto enpl oyed spies. An occasional shrouded figure passed by the Fish Speakers for the clinb
to Leto's tower aerie or descended to the crypt. Spies, no doubt of it, but Moneo suspected they
were used nerely to confirmwhat Leto already knew.

As though to confirmthe fears in Moneo's mnd, Leto said: "Do not try to force an understandi ng

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (69 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

of my ways, Mneo. Let understanding cone of itself."

"I will try, Lord."

"No, do not try. Tell nme, instead, if you have announced yet that there will be no changes in the
spice all ot ments?"

"Not yet, Lord."

"Del ay the announcenent. | am changing nmy mnd. You know, of course, that there will be new offers
of bribes."

Moneo sighed. The amounts offered himin bribes had reached ridicul ous heights. Leto, however, had
appear ed anused by the escal ation

"Draw themout," he had said earlier. "See how high they will go. Make it appear that you can be
bribed at last."

Now, as they turned another corner with a view of the

bridge, Leto asked: "Has House Corrino offered you a bribe?"

"Yes, Lord."

"Do you know the nmyth which says that soneday House Corrino will be restored to its ancient
power s?"

"l have heard it, Lord."
"Have the Corrino killed. It is a task for the Duncan. W will test him"
"So soon, Lord?"

"It is still known that nel ange can extend human life. Let it also be known that the spice can
shorten life."

"As you comrand, Lord."

Moneo knew this response in '"hinmself, It was the way he spoke when he could not voice a deep
obj ection which he felt. He also knew that the Lord Leto understood this and was amused by it. The
anusenent rankl ed.

"Try not to be inpatient with me, Mneo," Leto said.

Moneo suppressed his feeling of bitterness. Bitterness brought peril. Rebels were bitter. The
Duncans grew bitter before they died.

"Time has a different nmeaning for you than it has for me, Lord," Moneo said. "I wish | could know

t hat neaning. "
"You could but you will not."

Moneo heard rebuke in the words and fell silent, turning his thoughts instead to the nel ange
problenms. It was not often that the Lord Leto spoke of the spice, and then it usually was to set
allotments or withdraw them to apportion rewards or send the Fish Speakers after sone newy
reveal ed hoard. The greatest remnmining store of spice, Mneo knew, lay in sone place known only to
the God Enmperor. In his first days of Royal Service, Moneo had been covered in a hood and | ed by
the Lord Leto hinself to that secret place along tw sting passages which Moneo had sensed were
under gr ound.

When | renpoved the hood, we were underground.

The place had filled Moneo with awe. Geat bins of nelange lay all around in a gigantic room cut
fromnative rock and illum nated by gl owgl obes of an ancient design with arabesques of neta
scrol lwork upon them The spice had gl owed radiant blue in the dimsilver light. And the snell -
bitter cinnanon, unn stakable. There had been water dripping nearby. Their voices had echoed
agai nst the stone.

"One day all of this will be gone," the Lord Leto had said.
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Shocked, Mbneo had asked: "What will Quild and Bene Gesserit do then?"

"What they are doing now, but nore violently."

Staring around the gigantic roomwth its enornous store of nelange, Mdneo cold only think of

t hi ngs he knew were happening in the Enpire at that nonent-bl oody assassinations, piratical raids,
spying and intrigue. The God Enperor kept a lid on the worst of it, but what renmai ned was bad
enough,

"The tenptation," Mpneo whispered.

"The tenptation, indeed."

"WIl there be no nore nel ange, ever, Lord ?"

"Sormeday, | will go back into the sand. | will be the source of spice then."

"You, Lord?"

"And | will produce sonething just as wonderful -nore sandtrout-a hybrid and a prolific breeder."

Trenbling at this revelation, Mneo stared at the shadowy figure of the God Enperor who spoke of
such marvel s.

"The sandtrout," Lord Leto said, "will link thenselves into large living bubbles to enclose this
pl anet's water deep underground. Just as it was in the Dune tines."

"All of the water, Lord?"

"Most of it. Wthin three hundred years, the sandwormonce nore will reign here. It will be a new
ki nd of sandworm | prom se you."

"How is that, Lord?"

"I't will have ani nal awareness and a new cunning. The spice will be nore dangerous to seek and far
nore perilous to keep."

Moneo had | ooked up at the cavern's rocky ceiling, his imagination probing through the rock to the
sur f ace.

"Everyt hing desert again, Lord?"

"Watercourses will fill with sand. Crops will be choked and killed. Trees will be covered by great
novi ng dunes. The sand-death will spread until . . . until a subtle signal is heard in the barren
| ands. "

"What signal, Lord?"
"The signal for the next cycle, the com ng of the Maker, the com ng of Shai-Hul ud."
"WIl that be you, Lord?"

"Yes! The great sandworm of Dune will rise once nore fromthe deeps. This land will be again the
domai n of spice and worm"

"But what of the people, Lord? Al of the people?"

"Many will die. Food plants and the abundant growth of

this land will be parched. Wthout nourishnent, nmeat aninals will die."
"WIIl everyone go hungry, Lord?"

"Under nouri shment and the ol d diseases will stalk the Iand, while only the hardiest survive
the hardi est and nost brutal ."
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"Must that be, Lord?"

"The alternatives are worns'

"Teach ne about those alternatives, Lord."

"In time, you will know them"

As he nmarched beside the God Emperor in the nmorning light of their peregrination to Onn, Mneo
could only admt that he had, indeed, |earned of alternative evils.

To nost of the Enpire's docile citizens, Mineo knew, the firm know edge which he held in his own
head | ay concealed in the Oral History, in the myths and wild stories told by infrequent nad
prophets who cropped up on one planet or another to gather a short-lived follow ng.

But | know what the Fish Speakers do.

And he knew al so about evil nen who sat at table, gorging thenselves on rare delicacies while they
wat ched the torture of fellow humans.

Until the Fish Speakers cane, and gore erased such scenes.

"I enjoyed the way your daughter watched nme," Leto said. "She was so unaware that | knew. "

"Lord, | fear for her! She is ny blood, ny. .

"M ne, too, Moneo. AmI| not Atreides? You would be better enployed fearing for yourself."

Moneo cast a fearful glance along the God Emperor's body. The signs of the Worm remai ned too near
Moneo gl anced at the cortege follow ng, then along the road ahead. They now were into the steep
descent, the switchbacks short and cut into high walls in the man-piled rocks of the cliff barrier
whi ch girdled the Sareer.

"Si ona does not offend ne, Moneo."

"But she.

"Moneo! Here, in its nysterious capsule is one of life's great secrets. To be surprised, to have a
new t hing occur, that is what | desire nost."

"Lord, I..."

"New Isn't that a radiant, a wonderful word?"

"If you say it, Lord."

Leto was forced to remnd hinself then: Moneo is ny creature. | created him

"Your child is worth alnost any price to me. Mneo. You decry her conpanions, but there nmay be one
anong themthat she will |ove."

Moneo cast an involuntary glance back at Duncan |daho marching with the guards. |daho was glaring
ahead as though trying to probe each turn in the road before they reached it. He did not like this
place with its high walls all around fromwhich attack m ght cone. |daho had sent scouts up there
in the night and Moneo knew that sone of themstill lurked on the heights, but there also were
ravi nes ahead before the marchers reached the river. And there had not been enough guards to
station them everywhere

"W will depend upon the Frenmen," Mneo had reassured him
"Frenmen?" ldaho did not |ike what he heard about the Miuseum Frenen.

"At |east they can sound an al arm against intruders,” Mpneo had said
"You saw t hem and asked themto do that?"
"OfF course."

Moneo had not dared to broach the subject of Siona to Idaho. Tinme enough for that |ater, but now
the God Enperor had said a disturbing thing. Had there been a change in plans?

Moneo returned his attention to the God Enperor and | owered his voice.

"Love a conpanion, Lord' ? But you said the Duncan. . ."

"I said |love, not breed with!"

Moneo trenbl ed, thinking of how his own mating had been arranged, the wenching away from.

No! Best not foll ow those nenori es!
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There had been affection, even a real love . . . later, but in the first days

"You are wool gat heri ng agai n, Moneo."

"Forgive ne, Lord, but when you speak of |ove.
"You think | have no tender thoughts'!"
“It's not that, Lord, but. . ."

"You think | have no nenories of |ove and breeding, then?" The cart swerved toward Moneo, forcing
himto dodge away, frightened by the glowering |ook on the Lord Leto's face.

"Lord, | beg your.

"This body may never have known such tenderness, but all of the nmenories are mne!"

Moneo coul d see the signs of the Worm growi ng nore domi nant in the God Enperor's body and there
was no escapi ng recognition of this nood.

| amin grave danger. W all are.

Moneo grew aware of every sound around him the creaking of the Royal Cart, the coughs and | ow
conversation fromthe entourage, the feet on the roadway. There was an exhal ati on of cinnanon from
the God Enperor. The air here between the enclosing rock walls still held its norning chill and
there was danpness fromthe river

Was it the noisture bringing out the Wornf

"Listen to nme, Mneo, as though your |ife depended on it."

"Yes, Lord," Moneo whispered, and he knew his life did depend on the care he took now, not only in
listening but in observing.

"Part of nme dwells forever underground w thout thought,’
things without a care for knowing or logic."

Moneo nodded. his attention glued on the God Enperor's face. Wre the eyes about to gl aze?

"I amforced to stand off and watch such things, nothing nore," Leto said. "Such a reaction could
cause your death. The choice is not mine. Do you hear?"

" | hear you, Lord," Moneo whispered.

"There is no such thing as choice in such an event! You accept it. merely accept it. You will
never understand it or know it. Wat do you say to that'?"

"l fear the unknown, Lord."

"But | don't fear it. Tell me why!"

Moneo had been expecting a crisis such as this and, now that it had come, he al nost welconed it.
He knew that his life depended on his answer. He stared at his God Enmperor, mind racing.

"It is because of all your nenories, Lord."

Leto said. "That part reacts. It does

.. Yes?"
An inconpl ete answer, then. Mneo grasped at words. "You see everything that we know . . . all of
it as it once was-unknown! A surprise to you . . . a surprise nmust be nmerely sonething new for you

to know?" As he spoke, Mneo realized he had put a defensive question mark on sonething that
shoul d have been a bold statenent, but the God Enperor only smled.

"For such wisdom| grant you a boon, Mneo. What is your

wi sh' ,"Sudden relief only opened a path for other fears to energe
"Could | bring Siona back to the Ctadel ?"

"That will cause me to test her sooner."

"She nust be separated from her compani ons, Lord."
"Very well."

"My Lord is gracious."

"1 amsel fish."

The God Enperor turned away from Moneo then and fell silent.

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (73 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

Looki ng al ong t he segmented body, Moneo observed that the W rm signs had subsi ded somewhat. This

had turned out well after all. He thought then of the Frenmen with their petition and fear
returned.

That was a mistake. They will only arouse H magain. Wiy did | say they could present their
petition?

The Fremen woul d be waiting up ahead, marshal ed on this side of the river with their foolish
papers waving in their hands.

Moneo marched in silence, his apprehension increasing with each step.

Over here sand bl ows; over there sand bl ows.
Over there a rich man waits; over here | wait.

- The Voi ce of Shai - Hul ud,
Fromthe Oral History

SI STER CHENCEH S account, found anmong her papers after her death:

| obey both nmy tenets as a Bene Gesserit and the commands of the God Enperor by withhol ding these
words frommy report while secreting themthat they may be found when | am gone. For the Lord Leto
said to me: "You will return to your Superiors with my nmessage, but these words keep secret for
now. | will visit ny rage upon your Sisterhood if you fail."

As the Reverend Mot her Syaksa warned nme before | left: "You nust do nothing which will bring down
his wrath upon us.'.

While | ran beside the Lord Leto on that short peregrination of which | had spoken, | thought to
ask himabout his |ikeness to a Reverend Mdther. | said:

"Lord, I know how it is that a Reverend Mdther acquires the nenories of her ancestors and of
others. How was it with you?"

"It was a design of our genetic history and the working of the spice. My twin sister, Ghaninm, and
I were awakened in the wonb, aroused before birth into the presence of our ancestral nenories."

"Lord . . . ny Sisterhood calls that Abonination."

"And rightly so," the Lord Leto said. "The ancestral nunbers can be overwhel ni ng. And who knows
before the event which force will command such a horde-good or evil?"

"Lord, how did you overcone such a force?'

I did not overcone it," the Lord Leto said. "But the persistence of the pharaonic nodel saved both
Ghani and ne. Do you know that nodel, Sister Chenoeh?"

"W of the Sisterhood are well coached in history, Lord."

"Yes, but you do not think of this as | do," the Lord Leto said. "I speak of a disease of
governnent whi ch was caught by the Greeks who spread it to the Romans who distributed it so far
and wide that it never has conpletely died out."

"Does ny Lord speak riddl es?"

"No riddles. | hate this thing, but it saved us. Ghani and | formed powerful internal alliances
with ancestors who foll owed the pharaonic nodel. They hel ped us forma mingled identity within
that |ong dormant nob."
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"I find this disturbing, Lord."
"And well you should."

"Way are you telling ne this now, Lord? You have never answered one of us before in this manner
not that | know of."

"Because you listen well, Sister Chenoeh; because you will obey nme and because | will never see
you again."

The Lord Leto spoke those strange words to nme and then he asked:
"Why have you not inquired about what your Sisterhood calls my insane tyranny?"

Enbol dened by his manner, | ventured to say: "Lord, we know about sonme of your bl oody executi ons.
They trouble us."

The Lord Leto then did a strange thing. He closed his eyes as we went, and he said:

"Because | know you have been trained to record accurately whatever words you hear, | will speak
to you now, Sister Chenoeh, as though you were a page in one of ny journals. Preserve these words
well, for I do not want them |l ost."

| assure ny Sisterhood now that what follows, exactly as he spoke them are the words uttered then
by the Lord Leto:

"To ny certain knowl edge, when | am no |onger consciously present here anong you, when | am here
only as a fearsome creature of the desert, nmany people will | ook back upon ne as a tyrant.

"Fair enough. | have been tyrannical

"Atyrant-not fully human, not insane, nmerely a tyrant. But even ordinary tyrants have notives and
feelings beyond those usually assigned themby facile historians, and they wll

think of ne as a great tyrant. Thus. ny feelings and notives are a |egacy | woul d preserve | est
history distort themtoo nmuch. H story has a way of nagnifying some characteristics while it

di scards ot hers.

"People will try to understand me and to frame nme in their words. They will seek truth. But the
truth always carries the anbiguity of the words used to express it.

"You will not understand ne. The harder you try the nore renote | will becone until finally I

vani sh into eternal nyth-a Living God at |ast!

"That's it, you see. | amnot a |eader nor even a guide. A god. Renenber that. | amquite
different fromleaders and gui des. Gods need take no responsibility for anything except genesis.
Gods accept everything and thus accept nothing. Gods nust be identifiable yet remain anonynous.
Gods do not need a spirit world. My spirits dwell within ne. answerable to nmy slightest sumons. |
share with you, because it pleases ne to do so, what | have | earned about them and through them
They are mny truth.

"Beware of the truth, gentle Sister. Al though nmuch sought after, truth can be dangerous to the
seeker. Myths and reassuring lies are much easier to find and believe. If you find a truth, even a
tenporary one, it can dermand that you nmake pai nful changes. Conceal your truths within words.

Nat ural ambiguity will protect you then. Wirds are nmuch easier to absorb than are the sharp

Del phic stabs of wordless portent. Wth words, you can cry out in the chorus:

"Why didn't sonmeone warn ne?"

"But | did warn you. | warned you by exanple, not with words."

"There are inevitably nore than enough words. You record themin your marvel ous nenory even now.
And soneday, ny journals will be discovered-nmore words. | warn you that you read ny words at your
peril. The wordl ess novenent of terrible events lies just below their surface. Be deaf! You do not
need to hear or, hearing, you do not need to remenber. How soothing it is to forget. And how
danger ous!

"Words such as mne have | ong been recogni zed for their nysterious power. There is a secret

know edge here which can be used to rule the forgetful. My truths are the substance of nyths and

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (75 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

lies which tyrants have al ways counted on to maneuver the masses for selfish design
"You see? | share it all with you, even the greatest nystery

of all time, the nystery by which | conmpose nmy life. | reveal it to you in words:
"The only past which endures lies wordlessly within you."

The God Enperor fell silent then. | dared to ask: "Are those all of the words that ny Lord wi shes
me to preserve .''

"Those are the words," the God Enperor said, and | thought he sounded tired, discouraged. He had
the sound of sonmeone uttering a |last testanent. | recalled that he had said he woul d never see ne
again, and | was fearful but | praise nmy teachers because the fear did not energe in ny voice.

"Lord Leto," | said, "these journals of which you speak, for whomare they witten?"

"For posterity after the span of millennia. | personalize those distant readers, Sister Chenoeh. |
think of themas distant cousins filled with famly curiosities. They are intent on unraveling the
dramas which only | can recount. They want to nmake the personal connections to their own lives.
They want the neanings, the truth!"”

"But you warn us against truth, Lord," | said.

"Indeed! Al of history is a nalleable instrument in nmy hands. Chhh, | have accunul ated all of
these pasts and | possess every fact-yet the facts are mine to use as | will and, even using them
truthfully, |I change them Wat am| speaking to you now? What is a diary, a journal  ? Wrds."
Again, the Lord Leto fell silent. | weighed the portent of what he had said, weighed it agai nst

the adnonition of Reverend Mther Syaksa, and against the things that the God Enperor had uttered
to me earlier. He said | was his messenger and thus | felt that | was under his protection and
m ght dare nore than any other. Thus it was that | said:

"Lord Leto, you have said that you will not see ne again. Does that nean you are about to die?"
| swear it here in nmy record of this event, the Lord Leto | aughed! Then he sai d:

"No, gentle Sister, it is you who will die. You will not live to be a Reverend Mother. Do not be
saddened by this for by your presence here today, by carrying ny nessage back to the Sisterhood,
by preserving ny secret words as well, you will achieve a far greater status. You becone here an
integral part of my myth. Qur distant cousins will pray to you for intercession with nme!"

Again, the Lord Leto |laughed, but it was gentle |aughter and he snmiled upon me warmy. | find it
difficult to record here

with that accuracy which | amenjoined to enploy in every accounting such as this one, yet in the
nmonent that the Lord Leto spoke these terrible words to me, | felt a profound bond of friendship
with him as though sone physical thing had | eaped between us, tying us together in a way that
words cannot fully describe. It was not until the instant of this experience that | understood
what he had neant by the wordless truth. It happened, yet | cannot describe it.

Archi vists' note:

Because of intervening events, the discovery of this private record is nowlittle nore than a
footnote to history, interesting because it contains one of the earliest references to the God
Enperor's secret journals. For those wishing to explore further into this account, reference my
be made to Archive Records, subheadi ngs: Chenoeh, Holy Sister Quintinius Violet: Chenoeh Report,
The, and Mel ange Rejection, Medical Aspects of.

(Footnote: Sister Quintinius Violet Chenoeh died in the fists third year of her Sisterhood, the
cause being ascribed to nelange inconpatibility during her attenpt to achieve the .status of
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Reverend Mt her.)

Qur ancestor, Assur-nasir-apli, who was known as the cruel est of the cruel, seized the throne by
slaying his own father and starting the reign of the sword. Hi s conquests included the Ururnia
Lake region. which | ed hi mto Commagene and Khabur. His son received tribute fromthe Shuites,
from Tyre, Sidon, Gebel and even from Jehu, son of Omwi whose very nane struck terror into

t housands. The conquests which began with Assur-nasirapli carried arnms into Media and later into
I srael, Damascus, Edom Arpad, Babylon and Umias. Does anyone renenber these nanes and pl aces
now? | have given you enough clues: Try to name the planet.

-The Stol en Journal s

THF AIR was stagnant deep within the carved cut of the Royal Road | eading down to the flat
approach to the bridge across the Idaho River. The road turned to the right out of the nannade
i Mmensity of rock and earth. Mneo, wal ki ng besi de the Royal Cart, saw the paved ribbon | eadi ng
across a narrow ridgetop to the lacery of plasteel which was the bridge al nost a kil oneter

di stant.

The river, still deep in a chasm turned inward toward himon the right and then ran straight
through multi-stage cascades toward the far side of the Forbidden Forest where the confining walls
dropped down alnpst to the |l evel of the water. There at

the outskirts of Onn lay the orchards and gardens which helped to feed the city.

Moneo, |ooking at the distant stretch of river visible fromwhere he wal ked, saw that the canyon
top was bathed in light, while the water still flowed in shadows broken only by the faint silvery
shi nrering of the cascades.

Strai ght ahead of him the road to the bridge was brilliant in sunlight, the dark shadows of
erosion gullies on both sides set off Iike arrows to indicate the correct path. The rising sun
al ready had made the roadway hot. The air trenbled above it, a warning of the day to cone.

We'll be safely into the Gty before the worst of the heat,
Moneo t hought.

He trotted along in the weary patience which always overcane himat this point, his gaze fixed
forward in expectation of the petitioning Museum Fremen. They would cone up out of one of the
erosion gullies, he knew. Somewhere on this side of the bridge. That was the agreement he had made
with them No way to stop themnow. And the God Enperor still showed signs of the Wrm

Leto heard the Frenen before any of his party either saw or heard them
"Listen!" he call ed.
Moneo cane to full alert.

Leto rolled his body on the cart, arched the front upward cent of the bubble shield and peered
ahead.

Moneo knew this kind of thing well. The God Enperor's senses, so nmuch nore acute than any of those
around him had detected a di sturbance ahead. The Fremen were beginning to nove up to the road.
Moneo | et hinmself fall back one pace and noved out to the Ilimit of his dutiful position. He heard
it hinself then.

There was the sound of gravel spilling.

The first Fremen appeared, coming up out of gullies on both sides of the road no nore than a
hundred neters ahead of the Royal party.

Duncan | daho dashed forward and sl owed hinself to a trot besi de Mneo.
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"Are those the Fremen?" |daho asked.

"Yes." Mneo spoke with his attention on the God Enperor, who had | owered his bul k back onto the
cart.

The Museum Frenen assenbl ed on the road, dropped their outer robes to reveal inner robes of red
and purple. Mneo

gaped. The Fremen were togged out as pilgrins with sone kind of black garnent under the colorfu
robes. The ones in the foreground waved rolls of paper as the entire group began singing and
danci ng toward the royal entourage.

"A petition, Lord," the |eaders cried. "Hear our petition!"

"Duncan!" Leto cried. "Clear themout!"

Fi sh Speakers surged forward through the courtiers as their Lord shouted. |daho waved t hem forward
and began running toward the approaching nob. The guards formed a phal anx, |daho at the apex.
Leto sl amred cl osed the bubble cover of his cart, increased its speed and called out in an
anplified roar: "C ear away! Cear away!"

The Museum Frenen, seeing the guards run forward, the cart picking up speed as Leto shouted, made
as though to open a path up the center of the road. Moneo, forced to run to keep up with the cart,
his attention nonentarily on the running footsteps of the courtiers behind him saw the first
unexpect ed change of program by the Frenen

As one person, the chanting throng threw off the pilgrimcloaks to reveal black uniforns identica
to those worn by Idaho.

What are they doi ng? Moneo wonder ed.

Even while he was asking himself this question, Mneo saw the flesh of the approaching faces nelt
away i n Face Dancer nockery, every face resolving into a |ikeness of Duncan |daho.

"Face Dancers!" soneone screaned.

Leto, too, had been distracted by the confusion of events, the sounds of nany feet running on the
road, the barked orders as Fish Speakers fornmed their phal anx. He had applied nore speed to his
cart, closing the distance between hinself and the guards, beginning then to ring a warning bel
and sound the cart's distortion klaxon. White noise blared across the scene, disorienting even
sonme of the Fish Speakers who were conditioned to it.

At that instant, the petitioners discarded their pilgrimcloaks and began the transfornation
maneuver, their faces flickering into |ikenesses of Duncan |daho. Leto heard the scream "Face
Dancers!" He identified its source, a consort clerk in Royal Accounting.

Leto's initial reaction was amusenent.

GQuards and Face Dancers collided. Screams and shouts replaced the petitioners' chanting. Leto
recogni zed Tl eil axu bat -

t he-commands. A thick knot of Fish Speakers fornmed around the black clad figure of his Duncan. The
guards were obeying Leto's oft repeated instruction to protect their ghol a- commander.

But howwill they tell himfromthe others

Leto brought his cart alnost to a stop. He could see Fish Speakers on the left swinging their
stuncl ubs. Sunlight flashed from knives. Then cane the buzzing hum of |asguns, a sound Leto's
grandnot her had once described as "the nost terrible in our universe." Mre hoarse shouts and
screans erupted fromthe vanguard.

Leto reacted with the first sound of |asguns. He swerved the Royal Cart off the road to his right,
shifted fromwheels to suspensors and drove the vehicle back like a battering raminto a clot of
Face Dancers trying to enter the fray fromhis side. Turning in a tight arc, he hit nore of them
on the other side, feeling the crushing inpact of flesh against plasteel, a red spray of bl ood,
then he was down off the road into an erosion gully. The brown serrated sides of the gully flashed
past him He swept upward and swooped across the river canyon to a high, rock-girt viewpoint
besi de the Royal Road. There, he stopped and turned, well beyond the range of hand-held |asguns.

What a surprise!

Laughter shook his great body with grunting, trenbling convul sions. Slowy, the anmusenent
subsi ded.
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From his vantage, Leto could see the bridge and the area of the attack. Bodies lay in tangled
disarray all across the scene and into the flanking gullies. He recogni zed courtier finery, Fish
Speaker uniforns, the bloodied black of the Face Dancer disguises. Surviving courtiers huddled in
t he background whil e Fish Speakers sped anmong the fallen nmaking sure the attackers were dead with
a swift knife stroke into each body.

Leto swept his gaze across the scene searching for the black uniformof his Duncan. There was not
one such uni form standing. Not one! Leto put down a surge of frustration, then saw a clutch of
Fi sh Speaker guards anpong the courtiers and . . . and a naked figure there.

Naked!
It was Duncan! Naked! O course! The Duncan |daho w thout a uniformwas not a Face Dancer

Agai n, |aughter shook him Surprises on both sides. Wiat a shock that nust have been to the
attackers. Cbviously, they

had not prepared thensel ves for such a response

Leto eased his cart out onto the roadway, dropped the wheels into position and rolled down to the
bridge. He crossed the bridge with a sense of deja vu, aware of the countless bridges in his
menories, the crossings to view the aftermaths of battles. As he cleared the bridge. |daho broke
fromthe knot of guards and ran toward him skipping and dodgi ng the bodies. Leto stopped his cart
and stared at the naked runner. The Duncan was |like a Greek warrior-nessenger dashing toward his
comander to report the outcone of battle. The condensation of history stunned Leto's nenories.

| daho skidded to a stop beside the cart. Leto opened the bubble cover.

"Face Dancers, every dammed one | daho pant ed.

Not trying to conceal his anusement, Leto asked: "Wose idea was it to strip off your unifornP"
"M ne! But they wouldn't let ne fight!"

Moneo cane running up then with a group of guards. One of the Fish Speakers tossed a guard's bl ue
cloak to Idaho, calling out: "W're trying to salvage a conplete uniformfromthe bodies."

"I ripped mne off," I|daho expl ai ned.

"Did any of the Face Dancers escape?" Mneo asked.

"Not a one," ldaho said. "I admt your wonen are good fighters, but why wouldn't they let ne get
i nto. "

"Because they have instructions to protect you," Leto said. "They always protect the npst

val uabl e. "
"Four of themdied getting me out of there!" Idaho said.
"W |ost nore than thirty people altogether, Lord," Mneo said. "W're still counting."

"How nmany Face Dancers?" Leto asked

"I't looks like there were an even fifty of them Lord," Mpneo said. He spoke softly, a stricken
| ook on his face.

Leto began to chuckl e.

"Way are you | aughi ng?" Idaho denanded. "More than thirty of our people.

"But the Tleilaxu were so inept," Leto said. "Do you not realize that only about five hundred
years ago they woul d've been far nore efficient, far nore dangerous. |nagine themdaring that
foolish masquerade! And not anticipating your brilliant response!"
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"They had | asguns," |daho said.

Leto twisted his bulky forward segnments around and poi nted

at a hole burned in his canopy alnost at the cart', midpoint A nelted and fused starburst
surrounded the hol e

"They hit several other places underneath,"” Leto said "Fortunately, they did not damage any
suspensors or wheels."

I daho stared at the hole in the canopy. noted that it lined up with Leto's body.
"Didn't it hit you?" he asked.

"Ch, yes," Leto said.

"Are you injured?" "I amimmune to | asguns," Leto lied. "Wen we get tinme, | will denonstrate.”
"Wll, I"mnot immne." ldaho said. "And neither are your guards. Every one of us should have a
shield belt."

"Shi el ds are banned throughout the Enpire." Leto said. "It is a capital offense to have a shield."

"The question of shields,” Mneo ventured.

I daho thought Moneo was asking for an explanation of shields and said: "The belts develop a force
field which will repel any object trying to enter at a dangerous speed. They have one naj or
drawback. If you intersect the force field with a |asgun beam the resultant explosion rivals that
of a very large fusion bonb. Attacker and attacked go together."

Moneo only stared at |daho, who nodded.

"I see why they were banned," |daho said. "I presune the Great Convention against atomcs is stil
in force and working wel|?"

"Worki ng even better since we searched out all of the Family atomcs and renoved themto a safe
pl ace," Leto said. "But we do not have tine to discuss such natters here."

"We can discuss one thing," lIdaho said. "Wal king out here in the open is too dangerous. W shoul d.

"It is the tradition and we will continue it," Leto said.

Moneo | eaned close to Idaho's ear. "You are disturbing the Lord Leto," he said.

"But. . ."

"Have you not considered how nuch easier it is to control a wal king popul ati on?" Mneo asked.

I daho jerked around to stare into Moneo's eyes with sudden conprehension.

Leto took the opportunity to begin issuing orders. "Mneo, see that there is no sign of the attack
| eft here, not one spot of blood or a torn rag of clothing-nothing."

"Yes, Lord."
I daho turned at the sound of people pressing close around them saw that all of the survivors,
even the wounded wearing energency bandages, had cone up to listen

"Al'l of you," Leto said, addressing the throng around the cart. "Not a word of this. Let the
Tleilaxu worry." He | ooked at | daho.
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"Duncan, how did those Face Dancers get into a region where only ny Muiseum Fremen shoul d roam
free?"

| daho gl anced involuntarily at Mneo.

"Lord, it is nmy fault,"” Mneo said. "I was the one who arranged for the Fremen to present their
petition here. | even reassured Duncan |daho about them"

"I recall your nentioning the petition," Leto said.

"I thought it night anuse you, Lord."

"Petitions do not anuse nme, they annoy ne. | am especially annoyed by petitions from peopl e whose

one purpose in ny schene of things is to preserve the ancient forns."

"Lord, it was just that you have spoken so nany tinmes about the boredom of these peregrinations
i nto. "

"But | amnot here to ease the boredom of others!"
"Lord?"

"The Museum Frenen understand not hi ng about the old ways. They are only good at going through the
notions. This naturally bores themand their petitions always seek to introduce changes. That's
what annoys ne. | will not permt changes. Now, where did you |l earn of the supposed petition?"

"From the Frenen thensel ves," Mneo said. "A dele. . ." He broke off, scowing.
"Were the nenbers of the del egation known to you'.""

"Of course, Lord. Gtherwise I'd . . ."

"They're dead," |daho said.

Moneo | ooked at him unconprehendi ng.

"The people you knew were killed and replaced by Face Dancer minics," |daho said.

"I have been reniss,"” Leto said. "I should ve taught all of you how to detect Face Dancers. It
will be corrected now that they grow foolishly bold."

"Why are they so bol d?" |daho asked.

"Perhaps to distract us from sonething el se," Mneo said.

Leto snmiled at Moneo. Under the stress of personal threat, the majordomp’'s mind worked well. He

had failed his Lord by m staking Face Dancer m mcs for known Frenen. Now, Mneo felt that his
continued service m ght depend upon those

abilities for which the God Enperor had originally chosen him "And now we have tine to prepare
ourselves," Leto said. "Distract us fromwhat?" |daho demanded.

"From another plot in which they participate," Leto said. "They think I will punish them severely
for this, but the Tleilaxu core remains safe because of you, Duncan."

"They didn't intend to fail here," Idaho said.

"But it was a contingency for which they were prepared,” Mneo said.

"They believe | will not destroy them because they hold the original cells of ny Duncan |daho,"
Leto said. "Do you understand, Duncan?"

"Are they right?" |daho denanded.

"They approach being wong," Leto said. He returned his attention to Moneo. "No sign of this event
must go with us to Onn. Fresh uniforms, new guards to replace the dead and wounded .

everything just as it was."

"There are dead anpong your courtiers, Lord," Mneo said. "Replace them™"

Moneo bowed. "Yes, Lord."

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (81 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

"And send for a new canopy to mny cart!”

"As ny Lord comands. "

Leto backed his cart a few paces away, turned it and headed for the bridge, calling back to Idaho.
"Duncan, you will acconpany ne."

Slowmy at first, reluctance heavy in every novenent, |daho |eft Moneo and the others, then

i ncreasing his pace, canme up beside the cart's open bubble and wal ked there while staring in at
Let 0.

"What troubles you, Duncan?" Leto asked.

"Do you really think of me as your Duncan?"

"OfF course, just as you think of me as your Leto."

"Way didn't you know this attack was com ng?"

"Through ny vaunted prescience'"'"

"Yes!"

"The Face Dancers have not attracted ny attention for a long tine," Leto said.

"l presune that is changed now?"

"Not to any great degree."

"Way not' ?"

"Because Moneo was correct. | will not let nyself be distracted."

"Could they really have killed you there?"

"A distinct possibility. You know, Duncan, few understand what a disaster ny end will be."
"What're the Tleilaxu plotting?"

"A snare, | think. Alovely snare. They have sent ne a signal, Duncan.”

"What signal ?"

"There is a new escalation in the desperate notives which drive sonme of ny subjects.”

They left the bridge and began the clinb to Leto's viewpoint. Idaho wal ked in a fernmenting
si | ence.

At the top, Leto lifted his gaze over the far cliffs and | ooked at the barrens of the Sareer

The | anentations of those in his entourage who had | ost | oved ones continued at the attack scene
beyond the bridge. Wth his acute hearing, Leto could separate Moneo's voice warning themthat the
time of nourning was necessarily short. They had other |oved ones at the Citadel and they well
knew t he God Enperor's wath.

Their tears will be gone and smiles will be pasted on their faces by the tine we reach Onn, Leto
thought. They think | spurn theml What does that really nmatter? This is a flickering nuisance
anong the short-lived and the short- thoughted.

The view of the desert soothed him He could not see the river in its canyon fromthis point

wi t hout turning conpletely around and | ooking toward the Festival City. The Duncan renai ned
mercifully silent beside the cart. Turning his gaze slightly to the left, Leto could see an edge
of the Forbidden Forest. Against that glinpse of verdant |andscape, his nmenory suddenly conpressed
the Sareer into a tiny, weak remant of the planet-w de desert which once had been so nighty that
all men feared it, even the wild Frenen who had roaned it.

It is the river, Leto thought. If | turn, I will .see the thing that | have done.

The man-made chasm t hrough which the Idaho River tunbled was only an extension of the Gap which
Paul Miad' Dib had bl asted through the towering Shield Wall for the passage of his worm nount ed

| egi ons. Where water flowed now, Miad'Dib had | ed his Frenen out of a Coriolis storm s dust into
history . . . and into this.

Leto heard Moneo's familiar footsteps, the sounds of the najordono |aboring up to the viewpoint.
Moneo cane up to stand beside | daho and paused a nonment to catch his breath.

"How | ong until we can go on?" |daho asked.
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Moneo waved himto silence and addressed Leto. "Lord, we have had a nessage from Onn. The Bene
Gesserit send word that the Tleilaxu will attack before you reach the bridge."

| daho snorted. "Aren't they a little |ate?"

"It is not their fault,"
t hem "

Moneo said. "The captain of the Fish Speaker Guard woul d not believe

O her menbers of Leto's entourage began trickling onto the viewpoint |level. Sone of them appeared
drugged, still in shock. The Fish Speakers noved briskly anmong them conmandi ng a show of good
spirits.

"Rermove the Guard fromthe Bene Gesserit Embassy." Leto said. "Send them a message. Tell themthat
their audience will still be the last one, but they are not to fear this. Tell themthat the |ast
will be first. They will know the allusion."

"What about the Tleilaxu?" |daho asked.
Leto kept his attention on Moneo. "Yes, the Tleilaxu. W will send thema signal."
"Yes, Lord?"

"When | order it, and not until then, you will have the Tleil axu Anbassador publicly flogged and
expel l ed. "

"Lord!"
"You di sagree?"

"I'f we are to keep this secret=" Mneo gl anced over his
shoul der= "how wi I | you expl ain the fl oggi ng?"

"W will not explain."”

"W will give no reason at all?"

"No reason."

"But, Lord, the runors and the stories that wll

"l amreacting, Moneo! Let them sense the underground part of nme which does things wthout ny
knowi ng because it has not the wherew thal of know ng."

"This will cause great fear, Lord."

A gruff burst of |aughter escaped |daho. He stepped between Moneo and the cart. "He does a
ki ndness to this Anbassador! There've been rulers who would' ve killed the fool over a slow fire."

Moneo tried to speak to Leto around Idaho's shoul der. "But. Lord, this action will confirmfor the
Tleilaxu that you were attacked."

"They already know that," Leto said. "But they will not talk about it."

"And when none of the attackers return. | daho sai d.

"Do you understand, Mneo?" Leto asked. "Wen we

march into Onn apparently unscathed, the Tleilaxu will believe they have suffered utter failure."

Moneo gl anced around at the Fish Speakers and courtiers listening spellbound to this conversation
Sel dom had any of them heard such a reveali ng exchange between the God Enperor and his nost
i medi at e ai des.
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"When will ny Lord signal punishnent of the Anbassador?" Mneo asked.
"During the audience."

Leto heard 'thopters com ng, saw the glint of sunlight on their wings and rotors and, when he
focused intently, made out the fresh canopy for his cart slung beneath one of them

"Have this damaged canopy returned to the Citadel and restored,"” Leto said, still peering at the
approaching 'thopters. "If questions are asked, tell the artisans to say that it's just routine,
anot her canopy scratched by bl own sand."

Moneo sighed. "Yes, Lord. It will be done as you say."

"Come, Moneo, cheer up," Leto said. "Walk beside nme as we continue.’
"Take some of the guards and scout ahead.™

Turning to lIdaho, Leto said,

"Do you think there'll be another attack'?" |daho asked.

"No, but it'll give the guards sonething to do. And get a fresh uniform | don't want you wearing
sonet hi ng that has been contami nated by the dirty Tleil axu-"

| daho npved off in obedi ence.

Leto signal ed Moneo to conme cl oser, closer. Wen Mneo was bending into the cart, face less than a
meter fromlLeto's, Leto pitched his voice | ow and sai d:

"There is a special |esson here for you, Moneo."

"Lord, I know | should have suspected the Face.
"Not the Face Dancers! It is a |lesson for your daughter.”
"Siona? What could she. . ."

"Tell her this: In a fragile way, she is like that force within me which acts without know ng.
Because of her, | remenber what it was to be human. . . and to love."

Moneo stared at Leto without conprehension.

"Sinmply give her the nessage," Leto said. "You needn't try to understand it. Merely tell her ny
wor ds. "

Moneo withdrew. "As ny Lord commands."”

Leto cl osed the bubbl e canopy, making a single unit of the entire cover for the approaching crews
on the "thopters to repl ace.

Moneo turned and gl anced around at the people waiting on

the flat area of the viewpoint. He noted then a thing he had not observed earlier, a thing
reveal ed by the disarray which some of the people had not yet repaired. Sone of the courtiers had
fitted thenselves with delicate devices to assist their hearing. They had been eavesdroppi ng. And
such devices could only cone fromlx

I will warn the Duncan and the Guard, Mneo thought.

Sonehow, he thought of this discovery as a synptom of rot. How could they prohibit such things
when nost of the courtiers and the Fish Speakers either knew or suspected that the God Enperor
traded with Ix for forbidden machines.

I am beginning to hate water. The sandtrout skin which inpels nmy metanorphosis has | earned the
sensitivities of the worm Mneo and many of ny guards know ny aversion, Only Moneo suspects the
truth, that this marks an inportant waypoint. | can feel my ending in it, not soon as Mneo
measures time, but soon enough as | endure it. Sandtrout swarned to water in the Dune days, a
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probl em during the early stages of our synbiosis. The enforcenent of nmy will power controlled the

urge then, and until we reached a tinme of balance. Now, | nust avoid water because there are no
ot her sandtrout, only the half dormant creatures of mnmy skin. Wthout sandtrout to bring this world
back to desert, Shai-Hulud will not emerge; the sandworm cannot evolve until the land is parched

| amtheir only hope.
-The Stol en Journal s

I T WAS mi dafternoon before the Royal Entourage cane down the final slope into the precincts of the
Festival City. Throngs lined the streets to greet them held back by tight Iines of ursine Fish
Speakers in uniforms of Atreides green, their stunclubs crossed and |inked.

As the Royal party approached, a bedl am of shouts erupted fromthe crowd. Then the Fi sh Speaker
guardi ans began to chant:

"Si aynoq! Siaynoq! Siaynoq!"

As it echoed back and forth between the high buildings, the chanted word had a strange effect on
the crowd which was not initiated into the neanings of it. A wave of silence swept up the thronged
avenues while the guardi ans continued to chant. People stared in awe at the women armed with
stuncl ubs who guarded the Royal passage, the wonmen who chanted while they fixed their gaze on the
face of their passing Lord.

I daho, marching with the Fish Speaker guards behind the Royal Cart, heard the chant for the first
time and felt the hair on the back of his neck rise.

Moneo nmarched beside the cart, not looking left or right. He had once asked Leto the neani ng of
t he word.

"I give the Fish Speakers only one ritual," Leto had said. They had been in the God Enperor's
audi ence chanber beneath Onn's central plaza at the time, with Moneo fatigued after a | ong day of
directing the flow of dignitaries who crowded the city for Decennial festivities.

"What has the chanting of that word to do with it, Lord?"
"The ritual is called Siaynog-the Feast of Leto. It is the adoration of nmy person in ny presence.”
"An ancient ritual, Lord?"

"It was with the Frenen before they were Fremen. But the keys to the Festival secrets died with
the old ones. Only | renmenber themnow | recreate the Festival in ny own |ikeness and for ny own
ends. "

"Then the Museum Fremen do not use this ritual ?"

"Never. It is mine and mne alone. | claimeternal right to it because | amthat ritual."
"It is a strange word, Lord. | have never heard its like."

"I't has many neani ngs, Mneo. If | tell themto you, will you hold them secret?"

"My Lord commands!"

"Never share this with another nor reveal to the Fish Speakers what | tell you now "

"I swear it, Lord."

"Very well. Siaynoq neans giving honor to one who speaks with sincerity. It signifies the
renmenbrance of things which are spoken with sincerity."

"But, Lord, doesn't sincerity really nean that the speaker believes . . . has faith in what is
sai d?"
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"Yes, but Siaynoq also contains the idea of |light as that which reveals reality. You continue to
shine light on what you see.”

"Reality. . . that is a very anbiguous word, Lord."

"I ndeed! But Siaynog also stands for fernentation because reality-or the belief that you know a
reality, which is the sane thing-always sets up a fernent in the universe."

"All of that in a single word, Lord?"

"And nore! Siaynoq al so contains the sumoning to prayer and the nanme of the Recordi ng Angel

Si haya, who interrogates the newy dead."

"A great burden for one word, Lord."

"Words can carry any burden we wish. Al that's required is agreenent and a tradition upon which
to build."

"Way must | not speak of this to the Fish Speakers, Lord?"

"Because this is a word reserved for them They resent ny sharing it with a nale."

Moneo's |lips pressed into a thin line of remenbrance as he marched beside the Royal Cart into the
Festival City. He had heard the Fish Speakers chant the God Enperor into their presence nany tinmes
since that first explanation and had even added his own neanings to the strange word.

It nmeans mystery and prestige. It nmeans power. It invokes a license to act in the nane of God.

"Si aynoq! Siaynoq! Siaynoq!"

The word had a sour sound in Mneo's ears.

They were well into the city, alnmpst to the central plaza. Afternoon sunlight canme down the Royal
Road behind the procession to illumnate the way. It gave brilliance to the citizenry's colorfu
costunes. It shone on the upturned faces of the Fish Speakers lining the way.

Mar chi ng beside the cart with the guards, Idaho put down a first alarmas the chant continued. He
asked one of the Fish Speakers beside himabout it.

"It is not a word for nmen," she said. "But sonetimes the Lord shares Siaynoq with a Duncan."

A Duncan! He had asked Leto about it earlier and disliked the mysterious evasions.

"You will learn about it soon enough."

I daho rel egated the chant to the background while he | ooked around himwith a tourist's curiosity.
In preparation for his duties as Guard Commander, Ildaho had inquired after the history of Onn,
finding that he shared Leto's wy anusenent in the fact that it was the I daho River flow ng

near by.

They had been in one of the |large open roons of the Citadel at the time, an airy place full of
morning light and with w de

t abl es upon whi ch Fi sh Speaker archivists had spread charts of the Sareer and of Onn. Leto had
wheel ed his cart onto a ranp which allowed himto | ook down on the charts. |daho stood across a
chart-littered table fromhi mstudying the plan of the Festival City.

"Peculiar design for a city," |daho nused.

"I't has one primary purpose-public view ng of the God Enperor."

| daho | ooked up at the segnented body on the cart, brought his gaze to the cowl ed face. He
wondered if he would ever find it easy to | ook on that bizarre figure.

"But that's only once every ten years," |daho said.

"At the Great Sharing, yes."

"And you just close it down between tines?"

"The enbassies are there, the offices of the trading factors, the Fish Speaker schools, the
service and mai nt enance cadres, the nuseuns and libraries."

"What space do they take?" Idaho rapped the chart with his knuckles, "A tenth of the City at
nost ?"

"Less than that."

I daho | et his gaze wander pensively over the chart.

"Are there other purposes in this design, m Lord?"

"It is dominated by the need for public view ng of ny person.”

"There nust be clerks, governnent workers, even common | aborers. Were do they live?"

"Mostly in the suburbs.™

| daho pointed at the chart. "These tiers of apartnents?"

"Not e the bal coni es, Duncan."

"Al'l around the plaza." He | eaned close to peer down at the chart. "That plaza is two kil oneters
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across!”

"Note how t he bal conies are set back in steps right up to the ring of spires. The elite are | odged
in the spires.™

"And they can all ook down on you in the plaza?"

"You do not |ike that?"

"There's not even an energy barrier to protect you!"

"What an inviting target | make."

"Why do you do it?"

"There is a delightful nyth about the design of Onn. | foster and pronote the nyth. It is said
that once there lived a people whose ruler was required to wal k anong them once a year in tota
dar kness, w thout weapons or arnmor. The nythical ruler wore a |um nescent suit while he nade his
wal k t hrough the

ni ght - shrouded throng of his subjects. And his subjects-they wore black for the occasion and were
never searched for weapons."

"What's that have to do with Ohnn . . . and you?"

"Well, obviously, if the ruler survived his walk, he was a good ruler.”
"You don't search for weapons?"

"Not openly."

"You think people see you in this nyth." It was not a question

"Many do."

I daho stared up at Leto's face deep in its gray cowl. The bl ue-on-blue eyes stared back at him

Wi t hout expression.

Mel ange eyes, |daho thought. But Leto said he no | onger consuned any spice. Hi s body supplied what
spice his addiction demanded.

"You don't like my holy obscenity, ny enforced tranquility," Leto said.

"I don't like you playing god!"

"But a god can conduct the Enmpire as a mnusical conductor guides a synphony through its novenents.

My performance is limted only by ny restriction to Arrakis. | nust direct the synphony from
here. "

I daho shook his head and | ooked once nore at the city plan. "Wat're these apartnents behind the
spires?"

"Lesser accommopdations for our visitors."

"They can't see the plaza."

"But they can. Ixian devices project nmy inmage into those roons."

"And the inner ring |looks directly down on you. How do you enter the plaza?"

"A presentation stage rises fromthe center to display ne to ny people."

"Do they cheer?" Idaho | ooked directly into Leto's eyes.

"They are pernitted to cheer."”

"You Atreides always did see yourselves as part of history."

"How astute of you to understand a cheer's neani ng."

I daho returned his attention to the city map. "And the Fish Speaker schools are here?"
"Under your |eft hand, yes. That's the acadeny where Siona was sent to be educated. She was ten at
the tinme."

"Siona . . . | nust learn nore about her," |daho nused.

"I assure you that nothing will get in the way of your desire."

As he marched along in the Royal peregrination, Idaho was lifted fromhis reverie by awareness
that the Fish Speaker chant was di mi nishing. Ahead of him the Royal Cart had begun its descent
into the chanbers beneath the plaza, rolling down a long ranp. Idaho, still in sunlight, |ooked up
and around at the glistening spires-this reality for which the charts had not prepared him People
crowded the bal conies of the great tiered ring around the plaza, silent people who stared down at
t he procession.

No cheering fromthe privileged, |daho thought. The silence of the people on the balconies filled
| daho wi th foreboding.

He entered the ranp-tunnel and its lip hid the plaza. The Fish Speaker chant faded away as he
descended into the depths. The sound of narching feet all around himwas curiously anplified.
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Curiosity replaced the sense of oppressive foreboding. Idaho stared around him The flat-fl oored
tube was artificially illunm nated and wi de, very w de. |daho estimted that seventy people could
mar ch abreast into the bowels of the plaza. There were no nobs of greeters here, only a widely
spaced |ine of Fish Speakers who did not chant, contenting thenselves to stare at the passage of
their God.

Menory of the charts told Idaho the |ayout of this gigantic conplex beneath the plaza-a private
city within the City, a place where only the God Enperor, the courtiers and the Fi sh Speakers
could go without escort. But the charts had told nothing of the thick pillars, the sense of

massi ve, guarded spaces, the eerie quiet broken by the tranmping of feet and the creaking of Leto's
cart.

I daho | ooked suddenly at the Fish Speakers lining the way and realized that their nmouths were
moving in unison, a silent word on their |ips. He recogni zed the word:

" Si aynoqg. "

"Anot her Festival so soon?" the Lord Leto asked.
"It has been ten years," the nmjordono said.
Do you think by this exchange that the Lord Leto betrays an ignorance of tinme's passage?

-The Oral History

DURI NG THE private audi ence period preceding the Festival proper, nany commented that the God
Enperor spent nore than the allotted tine with the new I xi an Arbassador, a young wonman nanmed Hwi
Nor ee.

She was brought down at midnorning by two Fish Speakers who were still full of first-day
excitement. The private audi ence chanber beneath the plaza was brilliantly illum nated. The |ight
reveal ed a roomabout fifty nmeters long by thirty-five wi de. Antique Fremen rugs decorated the
walls, their bright patterns worked in jewels and precious netals, all conbined i n weavi ngs of
pricel ess spice-fibers. The dull reds of which the A d Fremen had been so fond predoni nated. The
chanmber's floor was nostly transparent, a setting for exotic fishes worked in radi ant crystal
Beneath the floor flowed a streamof clear blue water, all of its noisture sealed away fromthe
audi ence chanber, but excitingly near Leto, who rested on a padded el evation at the end of the
room opposite the door.

H's first view of Hwi Noree reveal ed a renarkabl e |ikeness to her Uncle Ml Kky, but her grave
moverments and the cal mess of her stride were equally remarkable in their difference from Ml ky.
She did have that dark skin, though, the oval face with its regular features. Placid brown eyes
stared back at Leto. And

where Mal ky's hair had been gray, hers was a | um nous browmn. HM Noree radi ated an inner peace
whi ch Leto sensed spreading its influence around her as she approached. She stopped ten paces
away, below him There was a cl assical bal ance about her, sonething not accidental

Wth growi ng excitement, Leto realized a betrayal of |xian machinations in the new Arbassador
They were well along in their own programto breed selected types for specific functions. Hw
Noree's function was distressingly obvious-to charmthe God Enperor, to find a chink in his arnor.

Despite this, as the meeting progressed, Leto found hinmself truly enjoying her company. Hwm Noree
stood in a puddle of daylight which was guided into the chanber by a systemof Ixian prisns. The
light filled Leto's end of the chanber with glowi ng gold which centered on the Anbassador. di nm ng
behi nd the God Enperor where stood a short |ine of Fish Speaker guards-twel ve wonen chosen for
their inability to hear or speak

Hv Noree wore a sinple gown of purple anbiel decorated only by a silver necklace pendant stanped
with the synbol of I X Soft sandals the color of her gown peeked from beneath her hem

"Are you aware," Leto asked her, "that | killed one of your ancestors?"
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She smiled softly. "My Uncle Mal ky included that information in ny early training, Lord."

As she spoke, Leto realized that part of her education had been conducted by the Bene Gesserit.
She had their way of controlling her responses, of sensing the undertones in a conversation. He
coul d see, however, that the Bene Gesserit overlay had been a delicate thing, never penetrating
the basi c sweetness of her nature.

"You were told that | would introduce this subject," he said.

"Yes, Lord. | know that ny ancestor had the tenerity to bring a weapon here in the attenpt to harm
you. "

"As did your immediate predecessor. Wre you told that, as well?"

"1 did not learn it until my arrival, Lord. They were fools! Wy did you spare nmy predecessor?"
"When | did not spare your ancestor?"

"Yes, Lord."

"Kobat, your predecessor, was nore valuable to ne as a nessenger."

"Then they told ne the truth," she said. Again -,h.= snmiled. "One cannot always depend on hearing
truth fromlone', associates and superiors."

The response was so utterly open that Leto could not suppress a chuckle. Even as he | aughed, he
realized that this young woman still possessed the Mnd of First Awakening, the el enental mnd
whi ch came in the first shock of birth-awareness. She was alive!"Then you do not hold it agai nst
me that | killed your ancestor?" he asked.

"He tried to assassinate you! | amtold you crushed him Lord, with your own body."
"True."

"And next you turned his weapon agai nst your own Holy Self to denobnstrate that the weapon was
ineffectual . . . and it was the best lasgun we | xians coul d nmake."

"The wi tnesses reported correctly," Leto said.

And he thought: Wich shows how nmuch you can depend on w tnesses! As a matter of historica
accuracy, he knew that he had turned the lasgun only against his ribbed body, not against hands,
face or flippers. The pre-worm body possessed a renarkabl e capacity for absorbing heat. The
chenmical factory within himconverted heat to oxygen

"I never doubted the story," she said.
"Why has Ix repeated this foolish gesture?" Leto asked.
"They have not told nme, Lord. Perhaps Kobat took it onto hinself to behave this way."

"l think not. It has occurred to nme that your people desired only the death of their chosen
assassin."

"The death of Kobat ?"

"No, the death of the one they chose to use the weapon."

"Who was that, Lord? |'ve not been told."

"I't's uninportant. Do you recall what | said at the tine of your ancestor's foolishness?"

"You threatened terrible punishment should such viol ence ever again enter our thoughts." She
| owered her gaze, but not before Leto glinpsed a deep determination in her eyes. She would use the
best of her abilities to blunt his wath.
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"I prom sed that none of you would escape ny anger," Leto said.
She jerked her attention up to his face. "Yes, Lord." And now her nmanner reveal ed personal fear

"None can escape nme, not even the futile col ony you' ve

recently planted at. . " And Leto reeled off for her the standard chart coordi nates of a new
colony the Ixians had planted secretly far beyond what they thought were the reaches of his

Enpi re.

She betrayed no surprise. "Lord, | think it was because I warned them you would know of this that

| was chosen as Anbassador."

Leto studied her nore carefully. Wat have we here:' he wondered. Her observation had been subtle
and penetrating. The |xians. he knew, had thought distance and enornously magnified transportation
costs would insulate the new colony. HuM Noree thought not and had said so. But she believed her
mast ers had chosen her as Anbassador because of this-a conment on the |Ixian caution. They thought
they had a friend at court here, but one who al so would he seen as Leto's friend. He nodded as the
pattern took shape. Quite early in his ascendancy he had revealed to the | xians the exact |ocation
of the supposedly secret |xian Core, the heartland of' the technol ogical federation which they
governed. It had been a secret the |xians thought safe because they paid gigantic bribes for it to
the Spacing Guild. Leto had wi nkled them out by prescient observation and deduction-and by
consulting his nenories, where there were nore than a few | xi ans.

At the time, Leto had warned the | xians that he would punish themif they acted agai nst him They
had responded with consternation and accused the Guild of betraying them This had anused Leto and
he had responded with such a burst of |aughter that the |xians were abashed. He had then inforned
themin a cold and accusatory tone that he had no need of' spies or traitors or other ordinary
trappi ngs of government.

Did they not believe he was a god?

For a tine thereafter, the | xians were responsive to his requests. Leto had not abused the
relationship. H's demands were nodest-a machine for this, a device for that. He would state his
needs and presently the | xians would deliver the required technol ogical toy. Only once had they
tried to deliver a violent instrument into one of his machines. He had slain the entire Ixian

del egati on before they could even unwap the thing.

HrM Noree waited patiently while Leto nused. Not the slightest sign of inpatience surfaced.
Beautiful, he thought.

In view of his long association with the | xians, this new stance sent the juices coursing through
Leto's body. Ordinarily, the passions, crises and necessities which had produced and

i mpel  ed himburned low. He often felt that he had outlived his tines. But the presence of a Hw
Noree said he was needed. This pleased him Leto felt that it nmight even be possible that the

| xi ans had achieved a partial success with their machine to anplify the |linear prescience of a
@uild navigator. A small blip in the flow of great events m ght have escaped him Could they
real |y make such a nmachi ne? Wiat a narvel that would be' Purposefully, he refused to use his
powers for even the snallest search through this possibility.

wish to be surprised.’
Leto snmiled benignly at HM . "How have they prepared you to woo ne?" he asked.

She did not blink. "I was provided with a set of nenorized responses for particul ar exigencies,"
she said. "I learned themas | was required, but I do not intend to use them"

Which is exactly what they want, Leto thought.

"Tell your nasters,
me. "

he said, "that you are precisely the right kind of bait to dangle in front of

She bowed her head. "If it pleases ny Lord."

"Yes, you do."
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He indul ged hinself then in a small tenporal probe to examine Hwi's inmediate future, tracing the
threads of her past through this. HM appeared in a fluid future, a current whose novenents were
susceptible to nany defl ections. She would know Siona in only a casual way unless . . . Questions
flowed through Leto's mind. A Quild steersnman was advi sing the |xians and he obviously had
detected Siona's disturbance in the tenporal fabric. Did the steersman really believe he could
provi de security agai nst the God Enperor's detection?

The tenporal probe took several minutes, but HM did not fidget. Leto | ooked at her carefully. She
seemed tineless outside of tine in a deeply peaceful way. He had never before encountered a comon
nmortal able to wait thus in front of himw thout sone nervousness.

"Where were you born, Hw ?" he asked.
"On Ix itself, Lord."

"I mean specifically-the building, its location, your parents, the people around you, friends and
famly, your schooling-all of it."

"I never knew ny parents, Lord. | was told they died while | was still an infant."
"Did you believe this?"

"At first . . . of course. Later, | built fantasies. | even imagi ned that Ml ky was ny father
but. . ." She shook her head.

"You did not like your Uncle Mal ky?"
“No, | didn't. Ch, | adnmired him"
"My reaction precisely,” Leto said. "But what of your friends and your schooling' ?"

"My teachers were specialists, even sonme Bene Gesserit were brought in to train me in enotiona
control and observation. Malky said | was being prepared for great things."

"And your friends?"

"l don't think I ever had any real friends-only people who were brought in contact with nme for
specific purposes in ny education.”

"And these great things for which you were trained, did anyone ever speak of those'?"
"Mal ky said | was being prepared to charmyou, Lord."
"How ol d are you, Hw ?"

"I don't know nmy exact age. | guess |'m about twenty-six. |'ve never celebrated a birthday. | only
| earned about birthdays by accident, one of my teachers giving an excuse for her absence. | never
saw t hat teacher again."

Leto found hinself fascinated by this response. H s observations provided himwi th certainty that
there had been no Tleilaxu interventions into her |Ixian flesh. She had not cone froma Tleil axu
axl otl tank. Wiy the secrecy, then'?

"Does your Uncle Mal ky know your age'?"

"Perhaps. But | haven't seen himfor nmany years."
"Didn't anyone ever tell you how old you were' ?"
" No.

"Way do you suppose that is'?"

"Maybe they thought I'd ask if | were interested."”
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"Were you interested ?"
"Yes."
"Then why didn't you ask?"

"l thought at first there mght be a record sonmewhere. | | ooked. There was nothing. | reasoned
then that they woul d not answer ny question.”

"For what it tells me about you, Hwi, that answer pleases nme very much. |, too, amignorant of
your background, but | can nmake an enlightened guess at your birthplace.”

Her eyes focused on his face with a charged intensity which had no pretense in it.

"You were born within this nmachine your nasters are trying to perfect for the Guild," Leto said.
"You were conceived there,

as well. It may even be that Ml ky was your father. That is not inportant. Do you know about this
machi ne, Hwi ' ?"

"I''"'mnot supposed to know about it, Lord. but..."

"Anot her indiscretion by one of your teachers?”

"By ny uncle hinself."

A burst of laughter erupted fromLeto. "Wat a rogue!" he said. "Wat a charning rogue!"”

"Lord?"

"This is his revenge on your masters. He did not |like being removed frommny court. He told nme at
the tine that his replacenent was | ess than a fool."

Hwi shrugged. "A conplex man, ny uncle.”

"Listen to ne carefully, Hwi. Sone of your associations here on Arrakis could be dangerous to you
I will protect you as | can. Do you understand' ?"

"I think so, Lord." She stared up at himsolemly.

"Now, a message for your masters. It is clear to me that they have been listening to a Guild
steersman and they have joined thenselves to the Tleilaxu in a perilous fashion. Tell themfor ne
that their purposes are quite transparent.”

"Lord, | have no know edge of. "

" am aware of how they use you, Hwm . For this reason you may tell your masters also that you arc
to be the permanent Anbassador to ny court. | will not wel cone another |xian. And should your
masters ignore nmy warnings. trying further interference with my wishes, | shall crush them"™

Tears welled from her eyes and ran down her cheeks, but Leto was grateful that she did not indul ge
in any other display such as falling to her knees.

"l already have warned them" she said. "Truly | did. | told themthey nust obey you."

Leto could see that this was true.

What a marvel ous creature, this Hwi Noree, he thought. She appeared the epitone of goodness,
obviously bred and conditioned for this quality by her Ixian nmasters with their careful
calculation of the effect this would have on the God Enperor.

Qut of his thronging ancestral nenories. Leto could see her as an idealized nun, kindly and self-
sacrificing, all sincerity. It was her nobst basic nature, the place where she lived. She found it
easiest to be truthful and open, capable of shading this only to prevent pain for others. He saw
this latter trait as the deepest change the Bene Gesserit had been able to effect in

her. Hw 's real nanner remmi ned outgoing, sensitive and naturally sweet. Leto could find little
sense of manipul ative calculation in her. She appeared i medi ately responsi ve and whol esone,

excel lent at listening (another Bene Gesserit attribute). There was nothing openly seductive about
her, yet this very fact made her profoundly seductive to Leto.

As he had remarked to one of the earlier Duncans on a simlar occasion: "You nmust understand this
about me, a thing which sone obviously suspect-sonetines it's unavoi dabl e that | have del usi onary
sensations, the feeling that sonmewhere inside this changeling formof mne there exists an adult
human body with all of the necessary functions."

"Al'l of them Lord?" the Duncan had asked.

"All! | feel the vanished parts of nyself. | can feel ny legs, quite unrenmarkable and so real to
my senses. | can feel the punping of ny human gl ands, sonme of which no |onger exist. | can even
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feel genitalia which | know, intellectually, vanished centuries ago."

"But surely if you know. "

"Knowl edge does not suppress such feelings. The vani shed parts of myself are still there in ny
personal nmenories and in the nultiple identity of all ny ancestors."”

As Leto | ooked at HM standing in front of him it hel ped not one whit to know he had no skull and
that what once had been his brain was now a massive web of ganglia spread through his pre-worm
flesh. Nothing helped. He could still feel his brain aching where it once had reposed: he could
still feel his skull throbbing.

By just standing there in front of him HasM cried out to his lost humanity. It was too nuch for
hi m and he nmpaned in despair:

"Why do your nasters torture ne? "

"Lord?"

"By sendi ng you!"

"1 would not hurt you, Lord."

"Just by existing you hurt ne!"

"1 did not know " Tears fell unrestrained fromher eyes. "They never told me what they were
really doing."

He cal ned hinsel f and spoke softly: "Leave nme now, Hwi . Go about your business, but return quickly
if I sumon you!"

She left quietly, but Leto could see that Hwi, too, was tortured. There was no mi staking the deep
sadness in her for the humanity Leto had sacrificed. She knew what Leto knew

t hey woul d have been friends, |lovers, conpanions in an ultimte: sharing between the sexes. Her
mast ers had pl anned for her to know.
The | xians are cruel! he thought. They knew what our pain would be.

Hwi 's departure ignited nenories of her Uncle Mal ky. Malky was cruel, but Leto had rather enjoyed
hi s conpany. Ml ky had possessed all of the industrious virtues of his people and enough of their
vices to nake hi mthoroughly hunman. Mal ky had reveled in the conpany of Leto's Fish Speakers.
"Your houris," he had called them and Leto could seldomthink of the Fish Speakers thereafter

wi t hout recalling Mal ky's | abel

Way do | think of Malky now? It's not just because of Hwi. | shall ask her what charge her masters
gave her when they sent her to ne.

Leto hesitated on the verge of calling her back
She'll tell me if | ask

| xi an anmbassadors had al ways been told to find out why the God Enperor tolerated |Ix. They knew
they could not hide fromhim This stupid attenpt to plant a colony beyond his vision! Wre they
testing his Iimts? The |xians suspected that Leto did not really need their industries.

I've never concealed nmy opinion of them | said it to MlKky:
"Technol ogi cal innovators? No! You are the crimnals of science in nmy Enpire!"
Mal ky had | aughed.

Irritated, Leto had accused: "Wiy try to hide secret |aboratories and factories beyond the
Enpire's rin? You cannot escape ne."

"Yes, Lord." Laughing.

"I know your intent: leak a bit of this and some of that back into ny Inperial donmains. Disrupt!
Cause doubts and questioni ng!"

"Lord, you yourself are one of our best custoners!”

"That's not what | nean and you know it, you terrible nan!"
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"You like ne because |'ma terrible man. | tell you stories about what we do out there."
"I know it w thout your stories!"
"But sone stories are believed and sone are doubted. | dispel your doubts.”
"I have no doubts!"

Whi ch had only ignited nore of Mal ky's |aughter.

And | nust continue tolerating them Leto thought. The | xians operated in the terra incognita of
creative invention which had been outlawed by the Butlerian Jihad. They made their devices in the
i mge of the nmind the very thing which had ignited the Jihad' s destruction and sl aughter. That was
what they did on Ix and Leto could only let them continue.

I buy fromthem | could not even wite nmy journals without their dictatels to respond to ny
unspoken thought. Wthout Ix, | could not have hidden nmy journals and the printers.

But they must be rem nded of the dangers in what they do.'

And the Guild could not be allowed to forget. That was easier. Even while Quildsmen cooperated
with Ix, they distrusted the I xians mghtily.

If this new I xian nachine works, the Guild has lost its nonopoly on .space travel.'

Fromthat welter of menories which | can tap at will, patterns emerge. They are |ike another

| anguage which | see so clearly The social -al arm signals which put societies into the postures of
defense attack are |ike shouted words to me. As a people. you react against threats to innocence
and the peril of the hel pl ess young. Unexpl ai ned sounds, visions and snells raise the hackles you
have forgotten you possess. Wien al arned, you cling to your native | anguage because all the other
patterned sounds are strange. You denmand acceptabl e dress because a strange costune is
threatening. This is system feedback at its nost primtive |level. Your cells renenber

-The Stol en Journal s

THE ACOLYTE Fi sh Speakers who served as pages at the portal of Leto's audi ence chanmber brought in
Duro Nunepi, the Tleilaxu Anbassador. It was early for an audi ence and Nunepi was bei ng taken out
of his announced order, but he noved calmy with only the faintest hint of resigned acceptance.

Leto waited silently stretched out along his cart on the raised platformat the end of the
chanmber. As he watched Nunepi approach, Leto's nmenories produced a conparison: the sw mm ng-cobra
of a periscope brushing its al nost invisible wake upon water. The nmenory brought a smile to Leto's
lips. That was Nunepi-a proud, flinty-faced nman who had come up through the ranks of Tl eil axu
managenent. Not a Face Dancer

hi msel f, he considered the Dancers his personal servants; they were the water through which h:, e
moved. One had to be truly adept to see his wake. Nunepi was a nasty piece of business who had
left his traces in the attack al ong the Royal Road.

Despite the early hour, the man wore his full anbassadorial regalia billow ng black trousers and
bl ack sandals trimed in gold, a flowery red jacket open at the breast to reveal a bushy chest
behind his Tleilaxu crest worked in gold and jewels.

At the required ten paces distance, Nunepi stopped and swept his gaze along the rank of arned Fish
Speaker guards in an arc around and behind Leto. Nunepi's gray eyes were bright with sone secret
amusenent when he brought his attention to his Enperor and bowed slightly.

Duncan | daho entered then, a lasgun holstered at his hip, and took up his position beside the God
Enperor's cow ed face
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| daho' s appearance required a careful study by Nunepi, a study which did not please the
Anbassador .

"I find Shape Changers particul arly obnoxious," Leto said.

"I am not a Shape Changer, Lord," Nunepi said. His voice was |low and cultured, with only a trace
of hesitancy in it.

"But you represent them and that nakes you an item of annoyance," Leto said.

Nunepi had expected an open staterment of hostility, but this was not the |anguage of diplonacy,
and it shocked himinto a bold reference to what he believed to be Tleil axu strength.

"Lord, by preserving the flesh of the original Duncan |daho and providing you with restored ghol as
in his image and identity, we have al ways assumed. "

"Duncan!" Leto glanced at lIdaho. "If | conmand it, Duncan, will you lead an expedition to
exterm nate the Tleil axu?"

"Wth pleasure, mLord."

"Even if it nmeans the |loss of your original cells and all of the axlotl tanks?"
"I do not find the tanks a pleasant nmenory, mlord, and those cells are not ne."
"Lord, how have we of fended you?" Nunepi asked.

Leto scowed. Did this inept fool really expect the God Enperor to speak openly of the recent Face
Dancer attack?

"It has cone to nmy attention," Leto said, "that you and your people have been spreading |ies about
what you call ny “disgusting sexual habits."'

Nunepi gaped. The accusation was a bold lie, conpletely
unexpected. But Nunepi realized that if he denied it, no one would believe him The God Enperor

had said it. This was an attack of unknown di mensions. Nunepi started to speak while | ooking at
| daho.

"Lord, if we. "
"Look at me!" Leto commanded.
Nunepi jerked his gaze up to Leto's face.

"I will informyou only this once," Leto said. "I have no sexual habits whatsoever. None."

Perspiration rolled off Nunepi's face. He stared at Leto with the fixed intensity of a trapped
ani mal . When Nunepi found his voice, it no longer was the low, controlled instrunent of a
di pl omat, but a trenbling and fearful thing,

"Lord, I . . . there must be a m stake of.

"Be still, you Tleilaxu sneak!" Leto roared. Then: "I am a netanorphic vector of the holy sandworm
Shai - Hul ud! | am your God!"

"Forgive us, Lord," Nunepi whispered.

"Forgive you?" Leto's voice was full of sweet reason. "O course | forgive you. That is your God's
function. Your crime is forgiven. However, your stupidity requires a response."

"Lord, if | could but. . ."
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"Be still! The spice allotnment passes over the Tleilaxu for this decade. You get nothing. As for
you personally, mnmy Fish Speakers will now take you into the plaza."

Two burly guardswonmen noved in and held Nunepi's arnms. They | ooked up to Leto for instructions.

"In the plaza," Leto said, "his clothing is to be stripped fromhim He is to be publicly flogged-
fifty lashes."

Nunepi struggl ed against the grip of his guards, consternation on his face mngled wth rage.
"Lord, | renmind you that | amthe Anbassador of. . ."

"You are a common crinmnal and will be treated as such." Leto nodded to the guards, who began
draggi ng Nunepi away.

"I wish they'd killed you!" Nunepi raged. "I w sh.
"Who?" Leto called. "You wish who had killed nme? Don't you know | cannot be killed?"

The guards dragged Nunepi out of the chanmber as he still raged: "I aminnocent! | aminnocent!"
The protest faded away.

| daho | eaned cl ose to Leto.
"Yes, Duncan?" Leto asked.
"M Lord, all the envoys will feel fear at this."

"Yes. | teach a lesson in responsibility."

"M Lord?"

"Menmbership in a conspiracy, as in an arny, frees people fromthe sense of persona
responsibility.”

"But this will cause trouble, mLord. |I'd best post extra guards."

"Not one additional guard!"

"But you invite . "

"l invite a bit of mlitary nonsense."

"That's what | . . ."

"Duncan, | ama teacher. Renmenber that. By repetition, | inpress the |lesson."
"What | esson?"

"The ultimately suicidal nature of military foolishness."

"M Lord. I don't. . ."

"Duncan, consider the inept Nunepi. He is the essence of this lesson."

"Forgive ny denseness, mLord, but | do not understand this thing about mlitary .
"They believe that by risking death they pay the price of any violent behavi or agai nst enenies of
their own choosing. They have the invader nentality. Nunepi does not believe hinself responsible
for anything done against aliens.”

I daho | ooked at the portal where the guards had taken Nunepi. "He tried and he lost, mLord."

"But he cut hinself |oose fromthe restraints of the past and he objects to paying the price."

"To his people, he's a patriot."

"And how does he see hinself, Duncan'? As an instrunent of history."

I daho | owered his voice and | eaned cl oser to Leto.

"How are you different, mLord?"

Leto chuckl ed. "Ahhh, Duncan, how | |ove your perceptiveness. You have observed that | amthe
ultimate alien. Do you not wonder if | also can be a | oser'?"

"The thought has crossed ny mnd."

"Even | osers can shroud thenselves in the proud mantle of “the past,' old friend."

"Are you and Nunepi alike in that'?"

"MIlitant missionary religions can share this illusion of the "proud past,' but few understand the
ultimate peril to humankind-that fal se sense of freedomfromresponsibility for your own actions."
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"These are strange words, mLord. How do | take their neaning?"

"Their neaning is whatever speaks to you. Are you incapable of |istening?"

"I have ears, mLord!"

"Do you now ? | cannot see them™

"Here, nmlord. Here and here!" Idaho pointed at his own ears as he spoke.

"But they do not hear. Therefore you have no ears. neither here nor hear."

"You nmake a joke of ne, mLord?"

"To hear is to hear. That which exists cannot be made into itself for it already exists. To be is
to be."

"Your strange words.
"Are but words. | spoke them They are gone. No one heard them therefore they no | onger exist. If
they no | onger exist, perhaps they can be made to exist again and then perhaps someone will hear
them"

"Way do you poke fun at nme, mLord ?"

"l poke nothing at you except words. | do it without fear of offending because |I have | earned that
you have no ears."

"I don't understand you, mLord."

"That is the begi nning of know edge-the discovery of sonething we do not understand."

Bef ore |1 daho coul d respond, Leto gave a hand signal to a nearby guard who waved a hand in front of
a crystalline control panel on the wall behind the God Enperor's dais. A three-dinensional view of
Nunepi ' s puni shnent appeared in the center of the chanber.|daho stepped down to the floor of the
chanber and peered closely at the scene. It was shown froma slight elevation | ooking down on the
pl aza, and was conplete with sounds of the swelling throng who had run to the scene at the first
signs of excitenent. Nunepi was bound to two legs of a tripod, his feet spread wide, his arns tied
t oget her above him al nost at the apex of the tripod. H s clothing had been ripped fromhis body
and lay around himin rags. A bulky, masked Fi sh Speaker stood nearby hol ding an inprovised whip
fashi oned of el acca rope which had been frayed at the end into wire-like fine strands. |daho

t hought he recogni zed the nmasked worman as the Friend of his first interview

At a signal froma Guard officer, the masked Fi sh Speaker stepped forward and brought the el acca
whi p down in a slashing arc onto Nunepi's exposed back

| daho wi nced. The crowd gasped.

Wel ts appeared where the whip had struck, but Nunepi remained silent.

Again, the whip descended. Blood betrayed the lines of this second stroke.

Once nore, the whip flayed Nunepi's back. Mre bl ood appeared.

Leto felt renpte sadness. Nayla is too ardent, he thought. She will kill himand that will cause
pr obl ens.

"Duncan!" Leto call ed.

I daho turned fromhis fascinated exaninati on of the projected scene just as a shout lifted from
the crowd-response to a particularly bl oody stroke.

"Send somreone to stop the flogging after twenty | ashes, Leto said. "Have it announced that the
magnani mty of the God Enperor has reduced the punishnent."

I daho rai sed a hand to one of the guards, who nodded and ran fromthe chanber.

"Cone here, Duncan," Leto said.

Still smarting under what he believed was Leto's poking fun at him Idaho returned to Leto's side.
"What ever | do," Leto said, "it is to teach a lesson."

Idaho rigidly willed hinmself not to | ook back at the scene of Nunepi's punishnent. Was that the
sound of Nunepi groani ng? The shouts of the crowd pierced Idaho. He stared up into Leto's eyes.
"There is a question in your nmnd," Leto said.

"Many questions, mLord."

" Speak them"

"What is the lesson in that fool's punishment? What do we say when asked?"

"W say that no one is pernmtted to bl asphene agai nst the God Enperor.”

"A bl oody |esson, mLord."

"Not as bl oody as sone |'ve taught."

| daho shook his head fromside to side in obvious dismy. "Nothing good's going to come of this!"
"Precisely!"

Safaris through ancestral nmenories teach ne nany things. The patterns, ahhh, the patterns Liberal
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bigots are the ones who trouble me nmost. | distrust the extremes. Scratch a conservative and you
find someone who prefers the past over any future. Scratch a liberal and find a closet aristocrat.
It's true! Liberal governments always develop into aristocracies The bureaucracies betray the true
i ntent of people who form such governnments. Right fromthe first, the little people who fornmed the
governnments which pronised to equalize the social burdens found thensel ves suddenly in the hands
of bureaucratic aristocracies. O course, all bureaucracies followthis pattern. but what a
hypocrisy to find this even under a conmuni zed banner Ahhh, well, if patterns teach nme anything
it's that patterns are repeated. My oppressions. by and large, are no worse than any of the others
and, at least. | teach a new | esson.

-The Stol en Journal s

T was well into the darkness of Audi ence Day before Leto could neet with the Bene Gesserit
del egati on. Mneo had prepared the Reverend Mdthers for the delay, repeating the God Enperor's
reassurances.

Reporting back to his Enperor, Mneo had said: "They expect a rich reward."

"W shall see," Leto had said. "W shall see. Now, tell ne what it was the Duncan denanded of you
as you entered."

"He wished to know if you had ever before had soneone fl ogged."”

"And you replied?"

"That there was no record of, nor had | ever before w tnessed, such a punishnent."

"H s response?”

"This is not Atreides."

"Does he think I'minsane?"

"He did not say that."

"There was nore to your encounter. Wat el se troubles our new Duncan?"

"He has nmet the |Ixian Anbassador, Lord. He find HM Noree attractive. He inquired of. . ."

"That must be prevented, Mneo! | trust you to raise barriers against any |liaison between the
Duncan and Hwi . "

"My Lord commands. "

"Indeed | do! Go now and prepare for our neeting with the wonmen of the Bene Gesserit. | wll
receive themat False Sietch."

"Lord, is there significance in this choice of a neeting place?"

"Awhim On your way out, tell the Duncan he nmay take out a troop of guards and scour the City for
trouble.”

Waiting for the Bene Gesserit delegation at False Sietch, Leto reviewed this exchange, finding
sone anusenment in it. He could inagine the reactions through the Festival City at the approach of
a di sturbed Duncan | daho in comrand of a Fish Speaker troop

Li ke the quick silence of frogs when a predator cones.

Now t hat he was in False Sietch, Leto found hinself pleased by the choice. A free-form building of
irregul ar donmes at the edge of Onn, False Sietch was alnpbst a kilometer across. It had been the
first abode of the Museum Frenmen and now was their school, its corridors and chanbers patrolled by
alert Fish Speakers.
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The reception hall where Leto waited, an oval about two hundred neters in its long dinension, was
illum nated by giant gl owgl obes which floated in blue-green isolation sone thirty neters above the
floor. The light nuted the dull browns and tans of the inmitation stone fromwhich the entire
structure had been fashioned. Leto waited on a | ow | edge at one end of the

chamber, | ooking outward through a half-circle wi ndow | onger than his body. The opening, four
stories above the ground, franed a view which included a remmant of the ancient Shield \Wal
preserved for its cliff-side caves where Atrei des troops had once been sl aughtered by Harkonnen
attackers. The frosty light of First Mon silvered the cliff's outlines. Fires dotted the cliff-
side, the flames exposed where no Frenen woul d have dared betray his presence. The fires wi nked at
Leto as people passed in front of them Museum Frenmen exercising their right to occupy the sacred
preci ncts.

Museum Fremen! Leto thought.
' They were such narrow thinkers with near horizons.
But why should | object? They are what | nmade them

Leto heard the Bene Gesserit del egation then. They chanted as they approached, a heavy sound all a-
jostle with vowel s.

Moneo preceded themwith a guard detail which took up position on Leto's | edge. Mneo stood on the
chamber floor just below Leto's face, glanced at Leto. turned to the open hall.

The wonen entered in a double file, ten of themled by two Reverend Mdthers in traditional black
r obes.

"That is Anteac on the left, Luyseyal on the right," Moneo said.

The nanes recalled for Leto the earlier words about the Reverend Mot hers brought in by Mneo,
agitated and distrustful. Mneo did not |ike the wtches.

"They're both Trut hsayers,” Mneo had said. "Anteac is much older than Luyseyal, but the latter is
reputed to be the best Truthsayer the Bene Gesserit have. You may note that Anteac has a scar on
her forehead whose origin we have been unable to discover. Luyseyal has red hair and appears

remar kably young for one of her reputation.”

As he watched the Reverend Mothers approach with their entourage, Leto felt the quick surge of his
menories. The wonen wore their hoods forward, shrouding their faces. The attendants and acol ytes
wal ked at a respectful distance behind . . . it was all of a piece. Sonme patterns did not change
These wonen mi ght have been entering a real sietch with real Fremen here to honor them

Thei r heads know what their bodies deny, he thought.

Leto's penetrating vision saw the subservient caution in their eyes, but they strode up the | ong
chanber |ike people confident of their religious power.

It pleased Leto to think that the Bene Gesserit possessed only such powers as he pernitted. The
reasons for this indulgence were clear to him O all the people in his Enpire, Reverend Mot hers
were nost like himlinmted to the nenories of only their fenmal e ancestors and the collatera
fermal e identities of their inheritance ritual-still, each of themdid exist as sonewhat of an

i nt egrated nob.

The Reverend Mothers canme to a stop at the required ten paces fromLeto's | edge. The entourage
spread out on each side.

It anmused Leto to greet such delegations in the voice and persona of his grandnother, Jessica. The
Bene Gesserit had conme to expect this and he did not disappoint them

"Wl cone, Sisters," he said. The voice was a snooth contralto, definitely Jessica' s controlled
fem nine tones with just a hint of nockery-a voice recorded and often studied in the Sisterhood's
Chapt er House.

As he spoke, Leto sensed nenace. Reverend Mt hers were never pleased when he greeted themthis
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way, but the reaction here carried different undertones. Moneo, too, sensed it. He raised n finger
and the guards noved cl oser to Leto.

Ant eac spoke first: "Lord, we watched that display in the plaza this norning. Wat do you gain by
such antics?"

So that's the tone we wish to set, he thought.

Speaking in his own voice, he said: "You are tenporarily in ny good graces. Wuld you change

t hat ?"

"Lord," Anteac said, "we are shocked that you could thus punish an Anbassador. W do not

under stand what you gain by this."

"I gain nothing. | amdininishes:."

Luyseyal spoke up: "This can only reinforce thoughts of oppression.”

"I wonder why so few ever thought of the Bene Gesserit as oppressors?" Leto asked.

Ant eac spoke to her conpanion: "If it pleases the God Enperor to informus, he will do so. Let us
get to the purposes of our Enmbassy."

Leto smled. "The two of you can cone closer. Leave your attendants and approach."

Moneo stepped two paces to his right as the Reverend Mothers noved in characteristic silent
gliding to within three paces of the |edge.

"It's alnmost as though they had no feet:" Mneo had once conpl ai ned.

Recalling this, Leto observed how carefully Mneo watched the two wonmen. They were nenaci ng, but
Moneo dared not object to their nearness. The God Enperor had ordered it; thus it would be.

Leto lifted his attention to the attendants waiting where the Bene Gesserit entourage had first
stopped. The acol ytes wore hoodl ess bl ack gowns. He saw tiny clues to forbidden rituals about them
an anulet, a small trinket, a colorful corner of a kerchief so arranged that nmore col or mght be
flashed carefully. Leto knew that the Reverend Mdthers all owed this because they no | onger could
share the spice as once they had.

Ri tual substitutes.

There were significant changes across the past ten years. A new parsinony had entered the
Si st erhood' s t hi nki ng.

They are coming out, Leto told hinmself. The old, old nysteries are still here.

The ancient patterns had lain dormant in the Bene Gesserit nenories for all of those nillennia.
Now, they energe. | must warn ny Fish Speakers.

He returned his attention to the Reverend Mt hers.

"You have requests?"

"What is it like to be you' ?" Luyseyal asked.

Leto blinked. That was an interesting attack. They had not tried it in nore than a generation
well . . . why not?

"Sometines ny dreans are bl ocked off and redirected into strange places," he said. "If ny cosnmic
menories are a web, as you two certainly know, then think about the dinmensions of ny web and where
such nenories and dreans mght |ead.”

"You speak of our certain know edge,
alike than we are different."

Anteac said, "Why can't we join forces at last'? W are nore

"I woul d sooner link nyself to those degenerate G eat Houses bewailing their |ost spice riches'."

Anteac held herself still, but Luyseyal pointed a finger at Leto. "W offer conmunity!"
"And | insist on conflict?"
Anteac stirred, then: "It is said that there is a principle of conflict which originated with the

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20God%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (100 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt
single cell and has never deteriorated."

"Some things remain inconpatible,” Leto agreed.

"Then how does our Sisterhood nmamintain its community?" Luyseyal denmanded.

Leto hardened his voice. "As you well know, the secret of comunity lies in suppression of the
i nconpatible."

"There can be enornous val ue in cooperation
"To you, not to ne."

Anteac contrived a sigh. "Then, Lord, will you tell us about the physical changes in your person?”
"Soneone besides yourself shoul d know about and record such things," Luyseyal said.

"I'n case sonething dreadful should happen to ne?" Leto asked.

"Lord!" Anteac protested. "We do not. .."

"You di ssect me with words when you woul d prefer sharper instruments,"” Leto said. "Hypocrisy

of fends me."

"W protest, Lord," Anteac said.

"I ndeed you do. | hear you."

Luyseyal crept a fewmllineters closer to the | edge, bringing a sharp stare from Moneo, who

gl anced up at Leto then. Mbneo's expression demanded action, but Leto ignored him curious now
about Luyseyal's intentions. The sense of menace was centered in the red-haired one.

What is she? Leto wondered. Could she be a Face Dancer, after all?

No. None of the telltale signs were there. No. Luyseyal presented an el aborately rel axed
appearance, not even a little twist of her features to test the God Enmperor's powers of
observati on.

"WIl you not tell us about your physical changes, Lord?" Anteac asked.

Di version! Leto thought.

"My brain grows enormous,” he said. "Mdst of the human skull has di ssol ved away. There are no
severe limts to the growth of ny cortex and its attendant nervous system"”

Moneo darted a startled glance at Leto. Wiy was the God Enperor giving away such vital

i nformation? These two would trade it.

But both wonen were obviously fascinated by this revelation, hesitating in whatever plan they had
evol ved.

"Does your brain have a center?" Luyseyal asked.

"I amthe center," Leto said.

"A location?" Anteac asked. She gestured vaguely at him Luyseyal glided a fewnillineters closer
to the | edge.

Ant eac sai d.

"What val ue do you place on the things | reveal to you?" Leto asked.

The two wonen betrayed no change of expression, which was betrayal enough by itself. A snile
flirted across Leto's lips.

"The nmar ket pl ace has captured you," he said. "Even the Bene Cesserit has been infected by the suk
mentality.”

"W do not deserve that accusation,-" Anteac said.

"But you do. The suk nentality dominates my Enpire. The uses of the narket have only been
shar pened and anplified by the demands of our tines. W have all becone traders."

"Even you, Lord?" Luyseyal asked.
"You tenpt nmy wath,” he said. "You're a specialist in that, aren't you?"
"Lord?" Luyseyal's voice was calm but overly controll ed.

"Specialists are not to be trusted,"” Leto said. "Specialists are nasters of exclusion, experts in
t he narrow. "

"We hope to be architects of a better future." Anteac said.
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"Better than what?" Leto asked.
Luyseyal eased herself a fractional pace closer to Leto.
"W hope to set our standards by your judgnent, Lord," Anteac said.

"But you would be architects. Wuld you build higher walls? Never forget, Sisters, that | know
you. You are efficient purveyors of blinders."

"Life continues, Lord," Anteac said,

"I ndeed? And so does the universe."

Luyseyal eased herself a bit closer, ignoring the fixity of Mneo's attention
Leto snelled it then and al nost | aughed al oud.

Spi ce- essence!

They had brought some spice-essence. They knew the old stories about sandworns and spi ce-essence,
of course. Luyseyal carried it. She thought of it as a specific poison for sandwormnms. That was
obvi ous. Bene Cesserit records and the Oral History agreed on this. The essence shattered the
worm precipitating its dissolution and resulting (eventually) in sandtrout which would produce
nore sandworns etcetera, etcetera, etcetera

"There is another change in me that you should know about," Leto said. "I amnot yet sandworm not
fully. Think of ne as sonething closer to a colony creature with sensory alterations.”

Luyseyal 's |l eft hand noved al nost inperceptibly toward

a fold in her gown. Mneo saw it and | ooked to Leto for instructions, but Leto only returned the
hooded gl are of Luyseyal's eyes.

"There have been fads in snells,"” Leto said.
Luyseyal ' s hand hesitated.
"Perfumes and essences," he said. " | renenber themall, even the cults of the non-snells are

m ne. Peopl e have used underarm sprays and crotch sprays to mask their natural odors. Did you know
that? O course you knew it!"

Ant eac' s gaze noved toward Luyseyal
Nei t her woman dared speak
"Peopl e knew instinctively that their pheronones betrayed them" Leto said.

The wonen stood i mmobile. They heard him O all his people, Reverend Mdthers were best equi pped
to understand his hi dden nessage.

"You'd like to mine ne for nmy riches of nenory," Leto said, his voice accusing.

"We are jealous, Lord," Luyseyal confessed.

"You have nisread the history of spice-essence," Leto said. "Sandtrout sense it only as water."
"It was a test, Lord," Anteac said. "That is all."
"You would test me?"

"Bl ane our curiosity, Lord," Anteac said.

"I, too, amcurious. Put your spice-essence on the |edge beside Moneo. | will keep it."

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20God%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (102 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

Slow y, denonstrating by the steadiness of her novenents that she intended no attack, Luyseya
reached beneath her gown and renoved a small vial which glistened with an inner blue radiance. She
pl aced the vial gently on the | edge. Not by any sign did she indicate that she m ght try sonething
desperat e.

"Trut hsayer, indeed," Leto said.

She favored himwith a faint grinmace which nmight have been a snile, then withdrew to Anteac's
si de.

"Where did you get the spice-essence?" Leto asked.

"W bought it from snugglers," Anteac said.

"There've been no smugglers for alnost twenty-five hundred years."

"Waste not, want not," Anteac said.

" |1 see. And now you nust reeval uate what you think of as your own patience, is that not so?"
"W have been wat ching the evolution of your body, Lord," Anteac said. "W thought..." She
pernmitted herself a snall

shrug, the level of gesture warranted for use with a Sister and not given lightly.

Leto pursed his lips in response. "I cannot shrug," he said.

"WIIl you punish us?" Luyseyal asked.

"For anusing nme?"

Luyseyal glanced at the vial on the |edge.

"I swore to reward you," Leto said. shal | .’
"W woul d prefer to protect you in our conmunity, Lord," Anteac said.
"Do not seek too great a reward," he said.

Ant eac nodded. "You deal with the |xians, Lord. W have reason to believe they may venture agai nst
you. "

"I fear themno nore than | fear you."
"Surely you' ve heard what the | xians are doing," Luyseyal said.

"Moneo brings nme an occasional copy of a nmessage between persons or groups in ny Enpire. | hear
many stories.”

"W speak of a new Abomination, Lord"' Anteac said

"You think the | xians can produce an artificial intelligence?" he asked. "Conscious the way you
are consci ous?"

"We fear it, Lord," Anteac said.
"You woul d have nme believe that the Butlerian Jihad survives anong the Sisterhood?"

"W do not trust the unknown which can arise frominaginative technol ogy," Anteac said.

Luyseyal |eaned toward him "The |xians boast that their machine will transcend Time in the way
that you do it, Lord."

"And the CGuild says there's Tinme-chaos around the |Ixians,'* Leto nocked. "Are we to fear al
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creation, then?"
Anteac drew herself up stiffly.

" | speak truth with you two," Leto said. " | recognize your abilities. WIIl you not recognize
m ne?"

Luyseyal gave hima curt nod. "Tleilax and |Ix make alliance with the Guild and seek our ful
cooperation.”

"And you fear |x the nost?"

"W fear anything we do not control," Anteac said.

"And you do not control ne."
"Wt hout you, people would need us!" Anteac said.

"Truth at last!" Leto said. "You conic to nme as your Oracle and you ask nme to put your fears to
rest.”

Anteac's voice was frigidly controlled. "WII |x nmake a nechani cal brain?"

"A brain"? & course not!"

Luyseyal appeared to rel ax, but Anteac renai ned unnovi ng. She was not satisfied with the O acle.

Wiy is it that foolishness repeats itself with such nonotonous precision? Leto wondered. Hi s
menories offered up countl ess scenes to match this one-caverns, priests and priestesses caught up
in holy ecstasy, portentous voices delivering dangerous prophecies through the snoke of holy
narcoti cs.

He gl anced down at the iridescent vial on the | edge beside Moneo. Wat was the current val ue of
that thing ? Enornous. It was the essence. Concentrated weal th concentrated.

"You have already paid the Oracle,” he said. "It anuses ne to give you full value."
How al ert the wonen becane!
"Hear ne!" he said. "Wat you fear is not what you fear."

Leto liked the sound of that. Sufficiently portentous for any Oracle. Anteac and Luyseyal stared
up at him dutiful supplicants. Behind them an acolyte cleared her throat.

That one will be identified and reprimanded | ater, Leto thought.

Ant eac had now had sufficient time to rum nate on Leto's words. She said: "An obscure truth is not
the truth."

"But | have directed your attention correctly," Leto said.

"Are you telling us not to fear the machine?" Luyseyal asked.

"You have the power of reason.," he said. "Why conme begging to ne?"
"But we do not have your powers," Anteac said.

"You conplain then that you do not sense the gossamer waves of Tine. You do not sense ny
continuum And you fear a nere machi ne!™

"Then you will not answer us," Anteac said.

"Do not nmake the m stake of thinking ne ignorant about your Sisterhood' s ways," he said. "You are

alive. Your senses are exquisitely tuned. | do not stop this, nor should you."
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"But the Ixians play with autonmation!" Anteac protested.

"Discrete pieces, finite bits |Iinked one to another,
stop it?"

he agreed. "Once set in notion, what is to

Luyseyal discarded all pretense of Bene Gesserit self-control, a fine conment on her recognition
of Leto's powers. Her voice al nost screeched: "Do you know what the | xians boast? That their
machine will predict your actions!"”

"Why should | fear that? The cl oser they come to ne, the

nmore they nust be ny allies. They cannot conquer ne, but | can conquer them"

Ant eac made to speak but stopped when Luyseyal touched her arm

"Are you already allied with Ix?" Luyseyal asked. "W hear that you conferred overlong with their
new Anbassador, this HM Noree."

"I have no allies," he said. "Only servants, students and enemies."

"And you do not fear the |Ixians' nachine?" Anteac insisted.

"I's automation synonymous w th conscious intelligence?" he asked.

Anteac's eyes went wide and filny as she withdrew into her nmenories. Leto found hinmsel f caught by
fascination with what she nust be encountering there within her own internal nob.

W share sonme of those nenories, he thought.

Leto felt then the seductive attraction of community with Reverend Mothers. It would be so
famliar, so supportive. . . and so deadly. Anteac was trying to lure himonce nore

She spoke: "The nachi ne cannot anticipate every problemof inportance to humans. It is the

di fference between serial bits and an unbroken continuum W have the one; machi nes are confined
to the other."

"You still have the power of reason,” he said.

"Share!" Luyseyal said. It was a command to Anteac and it reveal ed with sharp abruptness who
really dominated this pair-the younger over the ol der

Exqui site, Leto thought.

"Intelligence adapts," Anteac said.

Par si noni ous with her words, too, Leto thought, hiding his anmusenent.

"Intelligence creates,” Leto said. "That neans you nust deal with responses never before inmgi ned.
You must confront the new "

"Such as the possibility of the Ixian Machine," Anteac said. It was not a question

"I'sn't it interesting," Leto asked, "that being a superb Reverend Mther is not enough?"

H s acute senses detected the sudden fearful tightening in both of the wonen. Truthsayers, indeed!
"You are right to fear ne," he said. Raising his voice, he demanded: "How do you know you're even
alive?"

As Moneo had done so nmany tines, they heard in his voice the deadly consequences of failure to
answer himcorrectly. It fascinated Leto that both wonen gl anced at Moneo before either responded.

"I amthe mirror of nyself," Luyseyal said, a pat Bene Gesserit answer which Leto found of fensive.

"I don't need pre-set tools to deal with my hunman probl ens.
sophonoric™."

Ant eac said. "Your question is

"Hah, hah!" Leto |aughed. "How would you like to quit the Bene Gesserit and join ne'?"
He coul d see her consider and then reject the invitation, but she did not hide her anusenent.

Leto | ooked at the puzzled Luyseyal. "If it falls outside your yardsticks, then you are engaged
with intelligence, not with automation," he said. And he thought: That Luyseyal will ill newer
agai n dom nate old Anteac.

Luyseyal was angry now and not bothering to conceal it. She said: "The Ixians are runored to have
provi ded you wi th machi nes that simulate human thinking. If you have such a | ow opinion of them
why. . ."
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"She should not be let out of the Chapter House w thout a guardian," Leto said, addressing Anteac.
"I's she afraid to address her own nenories?"

Luyseyal pal ed, but renained silent.

Leto studied her coldly. "Qur ancestors' |ong unconscious relationship with nachines has taught us
sonet hi ng, don't you think?"

Luyseyal merely glared at him not ready yet to risk death through open defiance of the God
Enperor.

"Wul d you say we at |east know the attraction of machines' ?" Leto asked.

Luyseyal nodded.

"A wel | -mai ntai ned nachi ne can be nore reliable than a human servant," Leto said. "W can trust

machi nes not to indulge in enotional distractions.”

Luyseyal found her voice. "Does this mean you intend to renove the Butl erian prohibition against
aboni nabl e machi nes?"

"I swear to you," Leto said, speaking in his icy voice of disdain, "that if you display further
such stupidity, | will have you publicly executed. I amnot your Oracle!l"

Luyseyal opened her nmouth and closed it w thout speaking.

Ant eac touched her companion's arm sending a quick

trenmor through Luyseyal's body. Anteac spoke softly in a exquisite denmonstration of Voice: "CQur
God Enperor will never openly defy the proscriptions of the Butlerian Jihad."

Leto smled at her, a gentle conmendation. It was such a pleasure to see a professional performng
at her best.

"That shoul d be obvious to any conscious intelligence," he said. "There are limts of nmy own
choosi ng, places where | will not interfere.”

He coul d see both wonen absorbing the nmulti-pronged thrust of his words, weighing the possible
meani ngs and intents. Was the God Enperor distracting them focusing their attention on the Ixians
whi | e he naneuvered el sewhere? Was he telling the Bene Gesserit that the tine had cone to choose
sides against the | xians? Was it possible his words had no nore than their surface notivations?
What ever his reasons, they could not be ignored. He was undoubtedly the nost devious creature the
uni verse had ever spawned.lLeto scow ed at Luyseyal, knowing he could only add to their confusion.
"l point out to you, Marcus Claire Luyseyal, a |esson from past over-nachined societies which you
appear not to have | earned. The devices thenselves condition the users to enpl oy each other the
way they enpl oy machi nes."

He turned his attention to Moneo. "Mneo?"

"I see him Lord."

Moneo craned his neck to peer over the Bene Gesserit entourage. Duncan |daho had entered the far
portal, and strode across the open floor of the chanber toward Leto. Mineo did not relax his

wari ness, his distrust of the Bene Gesserit, but he recognized the nature of Leto's lecture. He is
testing, always testing.

Anteac cl eared her throat. "Lord, what of our reward?"

"You are brave," Leto said. "No doubt that's why you were chosen for this Enbassy. Very well, for
the next decade | will continue your spice allotnment at its present level. As for the rest, | wll
ignore what you really intended with the spice essence. AmI| not generous?"

"Mbst generous, Lord," Anteac said, and there was not the slightest hint of bitterness in her

Voi ce.

Duncan | daho brushed past the wonmen then and stopped besi de Moneo to peer up at Leto. "M Lord,

t here's. " He broke off and glanced at the two Reverend Mt hers.

" Speak openly," Leto conmanded.

"Yes, mLord." There was reluctance in him but he obeyed.

"We were attacked at the southeast edge of the City, a distraction | believe because there now are
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reports of nmore violence in the City and in the Forbidden Forest-many scattered raiding parties.

"They are hunting ny wolves," Leto said. "In the forest and in the Cty, they are hunting ny
wol ves. "

I daho's brows contracted into a puzzled frown. "Wlves in the Cty, niLord?"

"Predators," Leto said. "Wl ves-to ne there is no essential difference."

Moneo gasped.

Leto smled at him thinking how beautiful it was to observe a nonment of realization-a veil pulled
away fromthe eyes, the m nd opened.

"I have brought a large force of guards to protect this place," Idaho said. "They are posted
t hrough the. "

"I knew you would," Leto said. "Now pay close attention while | tell you where to send the rest of
your forces."

As the Reverend Mdthers watched in awe, Leto laid out for Idaho the exact points for anbushes,
detailing the size of each force and even sone of the specific personnel, the tinming, the
necessary weapons, the precise deploynments at each place. |Idaho's capaci ous nenory catal ogued each
instruction. He was too caught up in the recital to question it until Leto fell silent, but a | ook
of puzzled fear canme over |daho then

For Leto, it was as though he peered directly into Idaho's nost essential awareness to read the

thoughts there. | was a trusted soldier of the original Lord Leto, Idaho was thinking. That Leto,
the grandfather of this one, .saved ne and took ne into his household |ike a sun. But even though
that Leto still has sonme kind of existence inthis one. . . this is not him

"M Lord, why do you need nme?" |daho asked.
"For your strength and |loyalty."
| daho shook his head. "But..."

"You obey," Leto said, and he noted the way these words were bei ng absorbed by the Reverend
Mot hers. Truth, only truth, for they are Truthsayers.

"Because | owe a debt to the Atreides," |daho said.

"That is where we place our trust," Leto said. "And Duncan?"

"M Lord?" ldaho's voice said he had found ground where he could stand.

"Leave at |east one survivor at each place," Leto said. "Otherwi se, our efforts are wasted."

I daho nodded once, curtly, and left, striding back across the hall the way he had cone. And Leto
thought it would take an extrenely sensitive eye indeed to see that it was a different I|daho
| eaving, far different fromthe one who had entered.

Anteac said: "This conmes of flogging that Anbassador."

"Exactly," Leto agreed. "Recount this carefully to your Superior, the adm rable Reverend Mot her
Syaksa. Tell her for ne that | prefer the conpany of predators above that of the prey." He glanced
at Moneo, who drew hinself to attention. "Mneo, the wolves are gone fromny forest. They nust be
repl aced by human wol ves. See to it."

The trance-state of prophecy is |like no other visionary experience. It is not a retreat fromthe
raw exposure of the senses (as are nany trance-states) but an inmersion in a nultitude of new
novenents. Things nmoue. It is an ultimate pragmatismin the mdst of Infinity, a demanding

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20God%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (107 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:51 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt

consci ousness where you cone at last into the unbroken awareness that the universe noves of

itself, that it changes, that its rules change. that nothing remains permanent or absolute

t hroughout all such novenent, that mechani cal explanations for anything can work only within
preci se confinenents and, once the walls are broken down, the old expl anations shatter and

di ssol ve, bl own away by new novenents. The things you see in this trance are sobering, often
shattering They demand your utnost effort to remain whole and. even so, you energe fromthat state
pr of oundl y changed.

-The Stol en Journal s

THAT NI GHT of Audi ence Day, while others slept and fought and dreanmed and died, Leto took his
repose in the isolation of his audi ence chanber, only a few trusted Fi sh Speaker guards at the
portals.

He did not sleep. His mind whirled with necessities and di sappoi ntnents.

Hao ! Hwi !

He knew why Hwi Noree had been sent to himnow. How well he knew
My nost secret secret is exposed.
They had di scovered his secret. Hwi was the evidence of it.

He thought desperate thoughts. Could this terrible metanorphosis be reversed? Could he return to a
human state?

Not possi bl e.

Even if it were possible, the process would take himjust as long as it had taken to reach this
poi nt. Were would HM be in nore than three thousand years? Dry dust and bones in the crypt.

I could breed sonething like her and prepare that one for ne . . . but that would not be ny gentle
Hwi .

And what of the Golden Path while he indulged in such selfish goal s?
To hell with the CGol den Path! Have these folly-bound idiots ever thought once of nme? Not once!
But that was not true. Hwi thought of him She shared his torture.

These were thoughts of nadness and he tried to put themaway while his senses reported the soft
moverment of the guards and the flow of water beneath his chanber.

When | mmde this choice, what were ny expectations?

How the nob within | aughed at that question! Did he not have a task to conplete? Was that not the
very essence of the agreenent which kept the nob in check?

"You have a task to conplete," they said. "You have but one purpose."
Single purpose is the mark of the fanatic and | amnot a fanatic!
"You must be cynical and cruel. You cannot break the trust."

Why not ?

"Who took that oath? You did. You chose this course.™

Expect ati ons!

"The expectations which history creates for one generation are often shattered in the next
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generation. Who knows that better than you?"

Yes . . . and shattered expectations can alienate whol e popul ations. | alone ama whol e
popul ati on!

"Renenber your oath!"”

Indeed. | amthe disruptive force unleashed across the centuries. | limt expectations
i ncluding ny owmn. | danpen the pendul um

"And then release it. Never forget that."

I amtired. Oh, howtired | am If only | could .sleep . . really
sl eep. -

"You're full of self-pity, too.

Why not? What am' The ultimate | oner forced to | ook at what m ght have been. Every day | | ook at
it . . . and now. Hwi!

“Your original unselfish choice fills you now with selfishness."

There is danker all around. | nust wear ny selfishness like a .suit of arnor.

"There's danger for everyone who touches you. Isn't that your very nature'?"

Danger even for Hwi . Dear, del ectable, dear Hw

"Did you build high walls around you only to sit within themand indulge in self-pity"?"
The walls were built because great forces have been unleashed in ny Enpire.

"You unl eashed them WII| you now conpronise with thenf"

It's Hv's doing. These feelings have never before been this powerful in nme. It's the dammabl e
| xi ans. "

"How i nteresting that they should assault you with flesh rather than with a nachine."
Because they have discovered nmy secret.
"You know the antidote."

Leto's great body trenbled through its entire length at this thought. He well knew the antidote
whi ch had al ways worked before: lose hinself for a tine in his own past. Not even the Bene
Gesserit Sisters could take such safaris, striking inward along the axis of nenories-back, back to
the very limts of cellular awareness, or stopping by a wayside to revel in a sophisticated
sensory delight. Once, after the death of a particularly superb Duncan, he had toured great

musi cal performances preserved in his nenories. Mzart had tired himquickly. Pretentious! But
Bach . . . ahhh, Bach.

Leto renmenbered the joy of it.
| sat at the organ and let the music drench ne.

Only three tinmes in all nenory had there been an equal to Bach. But even Licallo was not better
as good, but not better.

Wuld femal e intell ectuals be the proper choice for this night? G andnother Jessica had been one
of the best. Experience told himthat soneone as close to himas Jessica would not be the proper
antidote for his present tensions. The search woul d have to venture nuch farther.

He i magi ned then describing such a safari to sone awestruck visitor, a totally inaginary visitor
because none woul d dare question himabout such a holy matter
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"I course backward down the flight of ancestors, hunting along the tributaries, darting into nooks
and cranni es. You would not recognize many of their nanes. Who has ever heard of Nornma Cenva?
have |ived her!"

"Lived her?" his inmaginary visitor asked.

"OF course- Wiy el se woul d one keep one's ancestors around'' You think a nan designed the first
Quild ship:' Your history books told you it was Aurelius Venport? They lied. It was his nistress,
Norma. She gave himthe design, along with five children. He thought his ego woul d take no | ess.
In the end. the know edge that he had not really fulfilled his own image, that was what destroyed
him™"

"You have lived him too?"

"Naturally. And | have traversed the far wanderings of the Frenen. Through ny father's Iine and
the others, | have gone right back to the House of Atreus."

"Such an illustrious line!"

"Wth its fair share of fools."

Distraction is what | need, he thought.

Wuld it be a tour through sexual dalliances and exploits, then'?

"You have no idea what internal orgies are available to ne! | amthe ultinate voyeur-
participant(s) and observer(s). |gnorance and m sunderstandi ngs about sexuality have caused so
much di stress. How abysmally narrow we have been--how mserly."

Let o knew he could not make that choice, not this night, not with HM out there in his Gty.
Wul d he choose a review of warfare, then' ?

"Whi ch Napol eon was the greater coward?" he asked his imaginary visitor. "I will not reveal it,
but I know. Ch, yes, | know. "

Where can | go." Wth all of the past open to nme, where can | go

The brothels, the atrocities, the tyrants, the acrobats, nudists, surgeons, male whores,
musi ci ans, mmgi ci ans, ungenciers, priests, artisans, priestesses .

"Are you aware," he asked his imaginary visitor that the hula preserves an ancient sign | anguage
whi ch once belonged only to mal es? You' ve never heard of the hula'' O course. Wo dances it
anynor e? Dancers have preserved many things, though. The transl ations have been | ost, but | know
t hem

"One whole night | was a series of caliphs noving eastward and westward with |Islama traverse of
centuries. | will not bore you with the details. Be gone now, visitor'"

How seductive it is, he thought, this call of the siren which would have ne live only in the past.

And how usel ess that past now, thanks to the damabl e | xi ans How boring the past when HM is here.
She would cone to nme right nowif | sunmoned her. But | cannot call for her . . . not now . . not
t oni ght .

The past continued to beckon

I could nake a pilgrimage into nmy past. It does not have to be a safari. | could go al one.
Pilgrimge purifies. Safaris make ne into a tourist. That's the difference. | could go alone into
my inner world.

And never return.

Leto felt the inevitability of it, that the dreamstate would eventually trap him
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create a special dreamstate throughout ny Enpire. Wthin this dream new myths form new

di rections appear and new novenments. New. . . new. . . new. . . The things energe a fromny own
dreans, out of ny nyths. Wio nore .susceptible to themthan |? The hunter is caught in his own
net.

Leto knew then that he had encountered a condition for which no antidote existed-past. present or
future. His great body trenbled and shivered in the gl oom of his audi ence chanber.

At the portal, one Fish Speaker guard whi spered to another: "Is God troubl ed?"
And her conpanion replied: "The sins of this universe would trouble anyone."

Leto heard them and wept silently.

When | set out to | ead humanki nd al ong ny Gol den Path. | promised thema | esson their bones woul d
renenmber. | know a profound pattern which humans deny with their words even while their actions
affirmit. They say they seek security and quiet, the condition they call peace. Even as they
speak. they create the seeds of turmoil and violence. If they find their quiet security. they
squirmin it. How boring they find it. Look at them now. Look at what they do while | record these
words. Hah! | give themenduring eons of enforced tranquility which plods on and on despite their
every effort to escape into chaos. Believe ne, the nenory of Leto's Peace shall abide with them
forever. They will seek their quiet security thereafter only with extreme caution and steadf ast
preparation.

-The Stol en Journal s

MUCH AGAINST his will, lIdaho found hinself at dawn with Siona beside himbeing taken to "a safe
place" in an Inperial ornithopter It raced eastward toward the golden arc of sunlight which lifted
over a | andscape carved into rectangul ar green plantations.

The 'thopter was a big one, large enough to carry a snall squad of Fish Speakers with their two
guests. The pilot captain of the squad, a brawny wonen with a face |daho could believe had never
smled, had given her name as Inneir. She sat in

the pilot's seat directly ahead of |daho, two muscul ar Fish Speaker guards on either side of her.
Fi ve nore guards sat behind |Idaho and Siona.

"God has ordered nme to take you away fromthe City," Inneir had said, coming up to himin the
conmand post beneath the central plaza. "It is for your own safety. We will return by tonorrow
nmorni ng for Siaynoq."

I daho, fatigued by a night of alarnms, had sensed the futility of arguing against the orders of

"God Hinself." Inmeir appeared quite capable of trundling himoff under one of her thick arnms. She
had |l ed himfromthe command post into a chilly night canopied with stars |ike stone edged facets
of shattered brilliants. It was only when they reached the 'thopter and |daho recognized Siona

waiting there that he had begun to question the purpose of this outing.

During the night, Idaho had cone to realize that not all of the violence in Onn had origi nated
with the organi zed rebels. Wien he had inquired after Siona, Mneo had sent word that "ny daughter
is safely out of the way," adding at the end of the nmessage: "I commend her to your care.”

In the 'thopter, Siona had not responded to |Idaho's questions. Even now, she sat in sullen silence
besi de him She rem nded himof hinself in those first bitter days when he had vowed vengeance
agai nst the Harkonnens. He wondered at her bitterness. Wat drove her'?

Wt hout knowi ng why, |daho found hinself comparing Siona with HMd Noree. It had not been easy to
encounter Hwi, but he had nanaged it in spite of the inportunate denmands of Fish Speakers that he
attend to duties el sewhere
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Gentle, that was the word for HaM . She acted froma core of unchangi ng gentl eness which was, in
its own way, a thing of enornmous power. He found this intensely attractive.

I nmust see nore of her.

For now, though, he had to contend with the sullen silence of Siona seated beside him Well.
silence could be met with silence.

| daho peered down at the passing | andscape. Here and there he could see the clustered lights of
villages w nking out as the sunlight approached. The desert of the Sareer lay far behind and this
was | and that, by its appearance, night never have been parched.

Some things do not change very much, he thought. They are nerely taken from one place and reforned
i n anot her pl ace.

This | andscape rem nded hi mof Caladan's |ush gardens and made hi m wonder what had becone of the
verdant planet where the Atreides had lived for so many generations before comng to Dune. He
could identify narrow roads, narket roads with a scattered traffic of vehicles drawn by six-Iegged
ani mal s whi ch he guessed were thorses. Moneo had said that thorses tailored to the needs of such a
| andscape were the main work beasts not only here but throughout the Enpire.

"A popul ati on which walks is easier to control."

Moneo's words rang in Idaho's nenory as he peered downward. Pasturel and appeared ahead of the
"thopter, softly rolling green hills cut into irregular patterns by black stone walls. Idaho
recogni zed sheep and several kinds of large cattle. The 'thopter passed over a narrow valley stil
in gloomand with only a hint of the water coursing down its depths. A single light and a bl ue

pl ume of snoke lifting out of the valley's shadows spoke of human occupation

Si ona suddenly stirred and tapped their pilot on the shoulder. pointing off to the right ahead of
t hem

"I'sn't that Goygoa over there'?" Siona asked.

"Yes." Inneir spoke without turning, her voice clipped and touched by some enotion which |daho
could not identify.

"I's that not a safe place' ?" Siona asked.

"It is safe.”

Si ona | ooked at 1daho. "Order her to take us to CGoygoa."

Wt hout knowi ng why he conplied, |daho said: "Take us to that place."

Inneir turned then and her features, which Idaho had thought a square bl ock of non-enption during
the night, revealed the clear evidence of sonme deep feeling. Her nmouth was drawn down into a
scow . A nerve twitched at the corner of her right eye.

"Not Goygoa, Conmander," Inneir said. "There are better..."

"Did the God Enperor tell you to take us to a specific place?" Siona denanded.

Inmeir glared her anger at this interruption, but did not |ook directly at Siona. "No, but He..."
"Then take us to this CGoygoa," |daho said.

Inmeir jerked her attention back to the '"thopter's controls and | daho was thrown agai nst Siona as
the craft banked sharply and flew toward a round pocket nestled in the green hills.

| daho peered over Inneir's shoulder to took at their destination. At the very center of the pocket
lay a village built of the sane bl ack stones as the surrounding fences. |daho saw orchards on some
of the sl opes above the village, terraced gardens rising in steps toward a snall saddl e where
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hawks coul d be seen gliding on the day's first updrafts.
Looki ng at Siona, |daho asked: "What is this Goygoa?"
"You will see.”

Inmeir set the 'thopter into a shallow glide which brought themto a gentle |landing on a flat
stretch of grass at the edge of the village. One of the Fish Speakers opened the door on the

vill age side. Idaho's nostrils were i medi ately assaulted by a heady m xture of aromas-crushed
grass, animal droppings, the acridity of cooking fires. He slipped out of the 'thopter and | ooked
up a village street where people were energing fromtheir houses to stare at the visitors. |daho
saw an ol der wonan in a |long green dress bend over and whi sper something to a child who

i medi ately turned and went dashing away up the street.

"Do you like this place?" Siona asked. She dropped down beside him
"It appears pl easant."

Siona | ooked at Inneir as the pilot and the other Fish Speakers joined themon the grass. "Wen do
we go back to Orin?"

"You do not go back," Inneir said. "My orders are to take you to the Citadel. The Commander goes
back. "

"I see." Siona nodded. "Wen will we |eave?"

"At dawn tonorrow. | will see the village |eader about quarters.” Inneir strode off into the
vil | age.

"Goygoa, " ldaho said. "That's a strange nane. | wonder what this place was in the Dune days?"

"1 happen to know," Siona said. "It is on the old charts as Shul och, which neans 'haunted pl ace.’

The Oral History says great crines were conmtted here before all of the inhabitants were w ped
out."

"Jacurutu,"” ldaho whispered, recalling the old | egends of the water stealers. He glanced around,
| ooki ng for the evidence of dunes and ridges; there was nothing-only two older nen with placid
faces returning with Inneir. The men wore faded blue trousers and ragged shirts. Their feet were
bar e.

"Did you know this place?" Siona asked.

"Only as a nane in a legend."

"Some say there are ghosts," she said, "but | do not believe

Inmeir stopped in front of |Idaho and notioned the two barefooted nen to wait behind her. "The

quarters are poor but adequate," she said, "unless you would care to stay in one of the private
resi dences." She turned and | ooked at Siona as she said this.

"We will decide later," Siona said. She took |daho's arm "The Commander and | wi sh to strol
t hrough Goygoa and adnmire the sights.”

Inneir shaped her nouth to speak, but renmined silent.

I daho all owed Siona to | ead hi mpast the peering faces of the two |ocal nen.
"I will send two guards with you," Inneir called out.

Si ona stopped and turned. "Is it not safe in Goygoa?"

"It is very peaceful here," one of the nen said.

"Then we will not need guards,' Siona said. "Have them guard the 'thopter."
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Agai n, she led Idaho toward the village.

"Al'l right," ldaho said, disengaging his armfrom Siona's grasp. "Wat is this place' .""

"It is very likely that you will find this a very restful place." Siona said. "It is not |like the
old Shuloch at all. Very peaceful."

"You're up to sonething," Idaho said, striding beside her. "Wat is it?"

"I'"ve always heard that gholas were full of questions," Siona said. ", too, have questions."
TCh ?

"What was he like in your day, the nan Leto?"

"\Whi ch one?"

"Yes, | forget there were two-the grandfather and our Leto. | nean our Leto, of course."

"He was just a child, that's all | know."
"The Oral History says one of his early brides carne fromthis village."
"Brides? | thought. . ."

"When he still had a manly shape. It was after the death of his sister but before he began to
change into the Worm The Oral History says the brides of Leto vanished into the naze of the

I nperial Citadel, never to be seen again except as faces and voices transnitted by holo. He has
not had a bride for thousands of years."

They had arrived at a small square at the center of the village, a space about fifty nmeters on a
side and with a | ow wal |l ed pool of clear water in its center. Siona crossed to the

pool's wall and sat on the rock | edge, patting beside her for Idaho to join her there. Idaho
| ooked around at the village first, noting how people peered out at himfrom behind curtained
wi ndows, how the children pointed and whi spered. He turned and stood | ooki ng down at Siona.

"What is this place' ?"
"I"ve told you. Tell ne what Miad' Dib was like."
"He was the best friend a nan could ever have."

"So the Oral History is true, but it calls the caliphate of his heirs The Desposyni, and that has
an evil sound."

She's baiting nme. Idaho thought.

He allowed hinself a tight smle, wondering at Siona's notives. She appeared to be waiting for

sonic inportant event, anxious . . . even dreading . . . but with an undertone of sonme thing |like
elation. It was all there. Nothing she said now could be accounted as nore than snmall talk, a way
of occupying the nonents until . . . until what'?

The light sound of running feet intruded on his reverie. Idaho turned and saw a child of perhaps
ei ght years racing toward himout of a side street. The child' s bare feet kicked up little dust
geysers as he ran and there was the sound of a wonan shouting, a despairing sound somewhere up the
street The runner stopped about ten paces away and stared up at Idaho with a hungering | ook, an

i ntensity which Idaho found disturbing. The chil d appeared vaguely famliar-a boy, a stalwart
figure with dark curly hair, an unfinished face but with hints of the man to be-rather high
cheekbones, a flat line across the brows. He wore a faded bl ue singlesuit which betrayed the
effects of much | aundering but obviously had begun as a garnent of excellent material. It had the
| ook of punji cotton woven in a cordlock that did not permt even the frayed edges to unravel
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"You're not ny father,
around a corner.

the child said. Wiirling away. he raced back up the street and vani shed

| daho turned and scow ed at Siona, alnost afraid to ask the question: Was that a child of ny
predecessor? He knew the answer wi thout asking that familiar face, the genotype carried true.
Myself as a child. Realization left himwith an enpty feeling, a sense of frustration. Wat is mny
responsi bility?

Si ona put both hands over her face and hunched her shoulders. It had not happened at all the way
she had imagined it mght. She felt betrayed by her own desires for revenge. |daho was not sinply
a ghol a, sonething alien and unworthy of

consideration. She had felt himthrown against her in the '"thopter, had seen the obvious enotions
on his face. And that child .

"What happened to ny predecessor?" |daho asked. Hi s voice came out flat and accusatory.
She | owered her hands. There was suppressed rage in his face.

"We are not certain," she said, "but he entered the Citadel one day and never energed."
"That was his child?"

She nodded.

"You're sure you did not kill my predecessor?"

"“I..." She shook her head, shocked by the doubts, the latent accusation in him

"That child, that is the reason we cane here?"

She swal | owed. "Yes."

"What am | supposed to do about hinP"

She shrugged, feeling soiled and guilty because of her own actions.

"What about his nother?" |daho asked.

"She and the others live up that street." Siona nodded in the direction the boy had gone.

"t hers?"

"There is an older son . . . a daughter. WIIl you. . . | nean, | could arrange. "
"No! The boy was right. I'mnot his father."

"I"'msorry," Siona whispered. "I should not have done this."

"Whay did he choose this place?" |daho asked.
"The father. . . your. "

"My predecessor!”

"Because this was Irti's home and she woul d not | eave. That is what people said."
"Irti . . . the nother?"

"Wfe, by the old rite, the one fromthe Oral Hi story."

I daho | ooked around at the stone fronts of the buildings which enclosed the square, the curtained
wi ndows, the narrow doors. "So he lived here?"

"When he could.™
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"How di d he die, Siona?"
"Truly, | do not know . . . but the Wrmhas killed others. W know that for sure!"

"How do you know it?" He centered a probing stare on her face. The intensity of it forced her to
| ook away.

"I do not doubt the stories of ny ancestors," she said. "They are told in bits and pieces, a note
here, a whispered account there, but | believe them M/ father believes them too!"

"Moneo has said nothing to nme of this."

"One thing you can say about the Atreides," she said. "We're loyal and that's a fact. W keep our
word. "

| daho opened his nouth to speak, closed it without nmaking a sound. O course! Siona, too, was
Atreides. The thought shook him He had known it, but he had not accepted it. Siona was some kind
of a rebel, a rebel whose actions were al nbst sanctioned by Leto. The limts of his perm ssion
were uncl ear, but |daho sensed them

"You nust not harmher," Leto had said. "She is to be tested."
I daho turned his back on Siona.

"You don't know anything for sure,” he said. "Bits and pi eces, runors!”
Si ona did not respond.
"He's an Atreides!" |daho said.

"He's the Wrm " Siona said and the venomin her voice was al nost pal pable.

"Your dammed Oral History is nothing but a bunch of ancient gossip!" |daho accused. "Only a foo
woul d believe it."

"You still trust him" she said. "That will change."
I daho whirled and gl ared at her.

"You' ve never talked to him"

"l have. Wen | was a child."”

"You're still a child. He's all of the Atreides who were, all of them It's a terrible thing, but
| knew t hose people. They were ny friends."

Si ona only shook her head.

Agai n, ldaho turned away. He felt that he had been wrung dry of enotion. He was spiritually
bonel ess. Wthout willing it, he began wal ki ng across the square and up the street where the boy
had gone. Siona came running after himand fell into step, but he ignored her

The street was narrow, enclosed by the one-story stone walls, the doors set back within arched
franes, all of the doors closed. The wi ndows were snall versions of the doors. Curtains twtched
as he passed.

At the first cross-street, |daho stopped and | ooked to the right where the boy had gone. Two gray-
hai red wonen in long black skirts and dark green bl ouses stood a few paces away

down the street, gossiping with their heads close together. They fell silent when they saw | daho
and stared at himw th open curiosity. He returned their stare, then | ooked down the sidestreet.
It was enpty.
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I daho turned toward the wonen, passed themw thin a pace. They drew closer together and turned to
wat ch him They | ooked only once at Siona, then returned their attention to |Idaho. Siona noved
qui etly beside him an odd expression on her face.

Sadness? he wondered. Regret? Curiosity?

It was difficult to say. He was nore curious about the doorways and wi ndows they were passing.
"Have you ever been to Goygoa before?" |daho asked.

"No." Siona spoke in a subdued voice, as though afraid of it.

Wiy am | wal ki ng down this .street? |Idaho wondered. Even as he asked hinself the question, he knew
the answer. This worman, this Irti: Wat kind of a woman would bring me to Goygoa:'

The corner of a curtain on his right Ilifted and | daho saw a face-the boy fromthe square. The
curtain dropped then was flung aside to reveal a wonan standing there. |daho stared speechl essly
at her face, stopped in a conpleted step. It was the face of a woman known only to his deepest
fantasies-a soft oval with penetrating dark eyes, a full and sensuous nouth .

"Jessica," he whispered.

"What did you say?" Siona asked.

I daho could not answer. It was the face of Jessica resurrected out of a past he had believed gone
forever, a genetic prank Miad'Dib's nother recreated in new fl esh

The wonan cl osed the curtain, |leaving the nenory of her features in lIdaho's mind, an after-inage
whi ch he knew he coul d never renove. She had been ol der than the Jessica who had shared their
dangers on Dune--age-lines beside the mouth and eyes, the body a bit nore ful

More notherly, ldaho told hinmself. Then: Did | ever tell her. . . who .she resenbl ed?
Siona tugged at his sleeve. "Do you wish to go in, to neet her?"
"No. This was a m stake."

| daho started to turn back the way they had come, but the door of Irti's house was flung open. A
young nman ener ged

and cl osed the door behind him turning then to confront |Idaho. |daho guessed the youth's age at
si xteen and there was no denying the parentage-that karakul hair, the strong features.

"You are the new one," the youth said. H's voice had al ready deepened into manhood.

"Yes." ldaho found if difficult to speak

"Why have you cone?" the youth asked.

"I't was not ny idea," ldaho said. He found this easier to say, the words driven by resentnment
agai nst Si ona.

The youth | ooked at Siona. "W have had word that ny father is dead."

Si ona nodded.

The youth returned his attention to Idaho. "Please go away and do not return. You cause pain for
my not her."

"OfF course," ldaho said. "Please apologize to the Lady Irti for this intrusion. | was brought here
against my will."

"Who brought you?"

"The Fish Speakers," |daho said.

The youth nodded once, a curt nmovenent of the head. He | ooked once nore at Siona. "I always

t hought that you Fish Speakers were taught to treat your own nore kindly." Wth that, he turned
and reentered the house, closing the door firmy behind him

I daho turned back the way they had conme, grabbing Siona's armas he strode away. She stunbl ed,
then fell into step, disengaging his grasp

"He thought | was a Fish Speaker," she said.

"OfF course. You have the look." He glanced at her. "Wiy didn't you tell nme that Irti was a Fish
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Speaker ?"
"It didn't seeminportant.”
n G.]. n

"That's how they net."

They canme to the intersection with the street fromthe square. |daho turned away fromthe square,
striding briskly up to the end where the village nmerged into gardens and orchards. He felt

i nsul ated by shock, his awareness recoiling fromtoo nmuch that could not be assinilated.

A low wal |l blocked his path. He clinbed over it, heard Siona follow Trees around themwere in
bl oom white flowers with orange centers where dark brown i nsects worked. The air was full of

i nsect buzzing and a floral scent which reni nded |Idaho of jungle flowers from Cal adan.

He stopped when he reached the crest of a hill where he

could turn and | ook back down at Goygoa's rectangul ar neatness. The roofs were flat and bl ack
Siona sat down on the thick grass of the hilltop and enbraced her knees.

"That was not what you intended, was it?" |daho asked.

She shook her head and he saw that she was close to tears. "Wiy do you hate him so much?" he
asked.

"We have no lives of our own!"

| daho | ooked down at the village. "Are there many villages |like this one?"
"This is the shape of the Woirnis Enpire!"

"What's wong with it?"

"Nothing-if that's all you want."

"You're saying that this is all he allows?"

"This, a few market cities . . . Onn. I'mtold that even planetary capitals are just big
vill ages. "

"And | repeat: What's wong with that?"
"I't's a prison!"
"Then | eave it."

"Where' ? How? You think we can just get on a Guild ship and go anywhere el se, anywhere we want'?"
She poi nted down toward Goygoa where the 'thopter could be seen off to one side, the Fish Speakers
seated on the grass nearby. "Qur jailers won't let us |eave!"”

"They | eave," ldaho said. "They go anywhere they want." "Anywhere the Wrm sends them "

She pressed her face against her knees and spoke, her voice nuffled. "What was it like in the old
days?"

"It was different, often very dangerous." He | ooked around at the walls which set off pasturel and,
gardens and orchards. "Here on Dune, there were no inmaginary lines to showthe Iimts of ownership
on the land. It was all the Dukedom of the Atreides."

"Except for the Frenen."

"Yes. But they knew where they belonged-on this side of a particular escarpment. . . or beyond
where the pan turns white against the sand."

"They coul d go wherever they wanted!"

"Wth sone limts."
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"Some of us long for the desert," she said.
"You have the Sareer."
She lifted her head to glare at him "That little thing!"

"Fifteen hundred kil ometers by five hundred-not so little."

Siona got to her feet. "Have you asked the Wbrm why he confines us this way?"

"Leto's Peace, the CGolden Path to insure our survival. That's what he says."

"Do you know what he told ny father? | spied on themwhen | was a child. | heard him"
"What did he say'?"

"He said he denies us nost crises, to lint our forning forces. He said: ~People can be sustained
by affliction. but | amthe affliction now. Gods can becone afflictions.' Those were his words,
Duncan. The Wormis a sickness!"

I daho did not doubt the accuracy of her recital, but the words failed to stir him He thought

i nstead of the Corrino he had been ordered to kill. Affliction. The Corrino, descendant of a
Fam |y which once had ruled this Enpire, had been revealed as a softly fat niddl e-aged nan who
hungered after power and conspired for spice. Idaho had ordered a Fish Speaker to kill him an act

whi ch had aroused Moneo to a fit of intense questioning.
"Way didn't you kill himyoursel f?"

"I wanted to see how the Fish Speakers perforned."”

"And your judgnment of their performance?"

"Efficient."

But the death of the Corrino had inflicted Idaho with a sense of unreality. Afat little man |lying
in a pool of his own blood, an undi stingui shed shadow anong t he ni ght shadows of a pl astone
street. It was unreal. Idaho could renenber Miad' Dib saying: "The mind inposes this franmework
which it calls “reality.' That arbitrary framework has a tendency to be quite independent of what
your senses report." What reality noved the Lord Leto'?

I daho | ooked at Siona standi ng agai nst the orchard background and the green hills of Goygoa.
"Let's go down to the village and find our quarters. I'd Iike to be alone."

"The Fish Speakers will put us in the sane quarters.”
"Wth then?"

"No, just the two of us together. The reason's sinple enough. The Wormwants nme to breed with the
great Duncan |daho."

"I pick my own partners," |Idaho grow ed.

"I'"msure one of our Fish Speakers would be delighted,"” Siona said. She whirled away from hi m and
set off down the hill

| daho wat ched her for a nonent, the lithe young body swaying like the |inbs of the orchard trees
in the wind.
"I'"'mnot his stud," Idaho nuttered. "That's one thing he'll have to understand."

As each day passes, you becone increasingly unreal, nore alien and renote fromwhat | find nyself
to be on that new day. | amthe only reality and, as you differ fromne, you lose reality. The
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nmore curious | becone, the less curious are those who worship ne. Religion suppresses curiosity.
What | do subtracts fromthe worshipper. Thus it is that eventually | will do nothing, giving it
all back to frightened people who will ,find thenselves on that day al one and forced to act for
t hensel ves.

-The Stol en Journal s

IT was a sound |like no other, the sound of a waiting nob. and it cane down the long tunnel to
where | daho marched ahead of the Royal Cart-nervous whispers magnified into an ultinmte whisper
the shuffling of one gigantic foot, the stirring of an enornous garnent. And the snell-sweet
perspiration m xed with the mlky breath of sexual excitenent.

Inneir and the others of his Fish Speaker escort had brought |Idaho here in the first hour after
dawn, coming down to the plaza of Onn while it lay in cold green shadows. They had lifted off

i Mmediately after turning himover to other Fish Speakers, |nneir obviously unhappy because she
was required to take Siona to the Citadel and thus would miss the ritual of Siaynog.

The new escort, vibrant with repressed enotion, had taken himinto a region deep beneath the

pl aza, a place not on any of the city charts lIdaho had studied. It was a maze-first one direction
and then another through corridors wi de enough and hi gh enough to accomopdate the Royal Cart.

| daho | ost track

of directions and fell to reflecting on the precedi ng night.

The sl eeping quarters in Goygoa, although Spartan and small, had been confortable-two cots to a
room each rooma box with white-washed walls, a single wi ndow and a single door. The roons were
strung along a corridor in a building designated as Goygoa's "Guest House."

And Siona had been right. Wthout asking if it suited him I|daho had been quartered wth her
Inneir acting as though this were an accepted thing.

When the door closed on them Siona said: "If you touch me, | will try to kill you."

It was uttered with such dry sincerity that |daho al nost |aughed. "I would prefer privacy," he
sai d. "Consider yourself alone."

He had slept with a |ight wariness, renenbering dangerous nights in the Atreides service, the
readi ness for conbat. The roomwas seldomtruly dark-noonlight com ng through the curtained

wi ndow, even starlight reflecting fromthe chal k-white walls. He had found himself nervously
sensitive to Siona, to the snell of her, the stirrings, her breathing. Several times he had cone
fully awake to listen, aware on two of those occasions that she, too, was |istening.

Morning and the flight to Onn had come as a relief. They had broken their fast with a drink of
cold fruit juice, Idaho glad to enter the predawn darkness for a brisk walk to the 'thopter. He
did not speak directly to Siona and he found hinmself resenting the curious glances of the Fish
Speakers.

Si ona spoke to himonly once, |eaning out of the 'thopter as he left it in the plaza
"It would not offend ne to be your friend," she said.
Such a curious way of putting it. He had felt vaguely enbarrassed. "Yes . . . well, certainly."

The new escort had led himaway then, conmng at last to a terminal in the naze. Leto awaited him
there on the Royal Cart. The neeting place was a wide spot in a corridor which stretched off into
the convergi ng di stance on Idaho's right. The walls were dark brown streaked with golden Iines
which glittered in the yellow light of gl owgl obes. The escort took up positions behind the cart,
moving smartly and | eaving Idaho to stand confronting Leto's cow ed face.

"Duncan, you will precede ne when we go to Siaynoq," Leto said.

I daho stared into the dark blue wells of the God Enperor's eyes, angered by the nystery and
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secrecy, the obvious air of private excitenent in this place. He felt that everything he had been
told about Siaynoq only deepened the mystery.

"Am | truly the Commander of your Guard, m Lord?" |daho asked, resentnent heavy in his voice
"I ndeed! And | bestow a signal honor upon you now. Few adult nales ever share Siaynoq."

"What happened in the city |ast night?"

"Bl oody violence in sone places. It is quite calmthis norning, however."

"Casual ties'?"

"Not worth nentioning."

| daho nodded. Leto's prescient powers had warned of sonic peril to his Duncan. Thus, the flight
into the rural safety of Goygoa

"You have been to Goygoa," Leto said. "Were you tenpted to stay' '"
, No,

"Do not be angry with ne," Leto said. "I did not send you to Goygoa.'.
| daho sighed. "What was the danger which required that you send ne away' ?"

"It was not to you," Leto said. "But you excite ny guards to excessive displays of their
abilities. Last night's activities did not require this."

"Oh?" This thought shocked |daho. He had never thought of himself as one to inspire particular
heroi sm unl ess he personally demanded it. One whi pped up the troops. Leaders such as the original
Leto, this one's grandfather, had inspired by their presence.

"You are extrenely precious to ne, Duncan," Leto said.

"Yes . . . well, I"'mstill not your stud!"

"Your wishes will be honored, of course. W w |l discuss it another tine."

I daho gl anced at the Fish Speaker escort, all of them w de-eyed and attentive.

"I's there always viol ence when you cone to Oin"" |daho asked.

"I't goes in cycles. The malcontents are quite subdued now. It will be nore peaceful for a tine."

| daho | ooked back at Leto's inscrutable face. "Wat happened to ny predecessor?"

"Haven't ny Fish Speakers told you?"

"They say he died in defense of his God."

"And you have heard a contrary runor."

"What happened?"

"He di ed because he was too close to ne. | did not remove himto a safe place in tinme."
"A place |like Goygoa."

"l would have preferred himto live out his days there in peace, but you well know, Duncan, that
you are not a seeker after peace."

| daho swal | owed, encountering an odd lunp in his throat. "I would still like the particul ars of
his death. He has a famly..."
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"You will get the particulars and do not fear for his famly. They are my wards. | will keep them
safely at a distance. You know how vi ol ence seeks nme out. That is one of ny functions. It is
unfortunate that those | adnmire and | ove nust suffer because of this."

I daho pursed his lips, not satisfied with what he heard.

"Set your mind at ease, Duncan," Leto said. "Your predecessor died because he was too close to
ne. "

The Fi sh Speaker escort stirred restively. lIdaho gl anced at them then |Iooked to the right up the
t unnel

"Yes, it is time," Leto said. "W nust not keep the wonen waiting. March cl ose ahead of ne,
Duncan, and | wll answer your questions about Siaynog."

bedi ent because he could think of no suitable alternative, Idaho turned on his heel and |ed off
the procession. He heard the cart creak into notion behind him the faint footsteps of the escort
fol | owi ng.

The cart fell silent with an abruptness which jerked Idaho's attention around. The reason was
i medi at el y apparent.

"You're on the suspensors,"” he said, returning his attention to the front.

"l have retracted the wheels because the wonen will press close around nme," Leto said. "W can't
crush their feet."

"What is Siaynoq? What is it really?" |daho asked.

"I have told you. It is the Geat Sharing."

"Do | snell spice?"

"Your nostrils are sensitive. There is a small anount of nelange in the wafers."
| daho shook his head.

Trying to understand this event, |Idaho had asked Leto directly at the first opportunity after
their arrival in Onn, "What is the Feast of Siaynoq ?"

"W share a wafer, no nore. Even | partake."
"I'sit like the Orange Catholic ritual ?"

"Ch, no! It is not ny flesh. It is the sharing. They are renmi nded that they are only fenale, as
you are only nale, but I amall. They-share with the all,"

I daho had not liked the tone of this. "Only nmal e ?"

"Do you know who they |anpoon at the Feast, Duncan'?"

"Who?"

"Men who have of fended them Listen to themwhen they talk softly anpng thenselves."

| daho had taken this as a warning: Don't offend the Fish
Speakers. You incur their wath at your nortal peril

Now, as he nmarched ahead of Leto in the tunnel, lIdaho felt that he had heard the words correctly
but | earned nothing fromthem He spoke over his shoul der

" | don't understand the Sharing."

"We are together in the ritual. You will see it. You will feel it. My Fish Speakers are the
repository of a special know edge, an unbroken |ine which only they share. ;Vow, you will partake
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of it and they will love you for it. Listen to themcarefully. They are open to ideas of affinity.
Their terns of endearment for each other have no reservations."

More words. |daho thought. Mre nystery.

He coul d discern a gradual widening in the tunnel: the ceiling sloped higher. There were nore

gl owgl obes, tuned now into the deep orange. He could see the high arch of an opening about three
hundred neters away, rich red light there in which he could nake out glistening faces which swayed
gently left and right. Their bodies bel ow the faces presented a dark wall of clothing. The
perspiration of excitement was thick here.

As he neared the waiting wonen, |daho saw a passage through themand a ranp slanting up to a | ow
| edge on his right. A great arched ceiling curved away above the wonmen, a gigantic space
i llum nated by gl owgl obes tuned high into the red.

"Go up the ranp on your right,'
face the wonen."

Leto said. "Stop just beyond the center of the |edge and turn to

Idaho Iifted his right hand in acknow edgnent. He was energing into the open space now and the
di mensi ons of this enclosed place awed him He set his trained eyes the task of estimating the
di mensi ons as he mounted to the | edge and

guessed the hall to be at |east eleven hundred neters on a side-a square with rounded corners. It
was packed with wonmen, and |daho reninded hinmself that these were only the chosen representatives
of the far scattered Fish Speaker regi ments-three wonmen from each planet. They stood now, their
bodi es pressed so closely together that |Idaho doubted one of themcould fall. They had left only a
space about fifty neters wide along the | edge where | daho now stopped and surveyed the scene. The
faces | ooked up at himfaces, faces.

Leto stopped his cart just behind Idaho and |ifted one of his silver-skinned arns.
I nedi ately, a roaring cry of "Siaynoq! Siaynoq!" filled the great hall

| daho was deafened by it. Surely that sound nust be heard throughout the Cty, he thought. Unless
we are too far underground.

"My brides," Leto said. " | welconme you to Siaynoq."

I daho gl anced up at Leto, saw the dark eyes glistening, the radiant expression. Leto had said:
"This cursed holiness!" But he basked in it.

Has Moneo ever seen this gathering? |Idaho wondered. It was an odd thought, but |daho knewits
origin. There had to be some other nortal human with whomthis could be discussed. The escort had
sai d Moneo was di spatched on "affairs of state" whose details they did not know. Hearing this,

I daho had felt hinmself sense another elenent in Leto's government. The |ines of power extended
directly fromLeto out into the populace, but the lines did not often cross. That required many
things, including trusted servants who woul d accept responsibility for carrying out orders without
questi on.

"Few see the God Enperor do hurtful things,"” Siona had said. "is that |like the Atreides you knew?"

I daho | ooked out over the nmassed Fi sh Speakers as these thoughts flitted through his mnd. The
adul ation in their eyes! The awe! How had Leto done this'? Wy'?

"My bel oveds," Leto said. H's voice boomed out over the upturned faces. carried to the farthest
corners by subtle Ixian anplifiers concealed in the Royal Cart.

The steaning i mages of the wonmen's faces filled Idaho with menory of Leto's warning. Incur their
wath at Your nortal peril!

It was easy to believe that warning in this place. One word fromLeto and these wonen woul d tear
an of fender to pieces.
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They woul d not question. They would act. |daho began to feel a new appreciation of these wonen as
an army. Personal peril would not stop them They served God!

The Royal Cart creaked slightly as Leto arched his front segnments upward, |ifting his head.

"You are the keepers of the faith!" Leto said.

They replied as one voice: "Lord, we obey!"

"In me you live without end!" Leto said.

"W are the Infinite!" they shouted.

"I love you as | love no others!" Leto said.

"Love!" they screaned.

| daho shudder ed.

" 1 give you nmy beloved Duncan!" Leto said.

"Love!" they screaned.

I daho felt his whole body trenbling. He felt that he m ght collapse fromthe weight of this

adul ation. He wanted to run away and he wanted to stay and accept this. There was power in this
room Power!

In a | ower voice, Leto said: "Change the Guard."

The wonen bowed their heads, a single novenent, unhesitating. Fromoff to Idaho's right a line of
worren in white gowns appeared. They marched into the open space bel ow the | edge and | daho noted
that some of themcarried babies and small children, none nore than a year or two ol d.

From the outline explanation provided himearlier, |Idaho recognized these wonen as the ones

| eaving the inmedi ate service of the Fish Speakers. Sone woul d becone priestesses and sone woul d
spend full time as nothers. . . but none would truly |eave Leto's service.

As he | ooked down on the children, |daho thought how the buried nenory of this experience nmust be
i npressed on any of the nmale children. They would carry the nystery of it throughout their lives,
a nmenory | ost to consciousness but always present, shading responses fromthis nonent onward.

The | ast of the newconers cane to a stop bel ow Leto and | ooked up at him The other wonen in the
hall now lifted their faces and focused on Leto.

| daho gl anced left and right. The white-clad women filled the space below the | edge for at | east
five hundred neters in both directions. Sone of themlifted their children toward Leto. The awe
and subni ssion was sonething absolute. If Leto or-

,red it, ldaho sensed, these wonmen would snash their babies death against the | edge. They woul d do
anyt hi ng!

Leto lowered his front segnents onto the cart, a gentle rippling notion. He peered down benignly

and his voice canme as a soft caress. "I give you the reward which your faith and service have
earned. Ask and it shall be given."
The entire hall reverberated to the response: "It shall be given!"

"What is mine is thine," Leto said.

"What is mne is thine," the wonen shouted.

"Share with ne now," Leto said, "the silent prayer for nmy intercession in all things-that
humanki nd may never end."

As one, every head in the hall bowed. The white-clad wonmen cradled their children close, |ooking
down at them Ildaho felt the silent unity, a force which sought to enter himand take himover. He
opened his nmouth wi de and breathed deeply, fighting agai nst sonething which he sensed as a

physi cal invasion. H's m nd searched frantically for sonething to which he could cling, sonething
to shield him

These worren were an arny whose force and uni on | daho had not suspected. He knew he did not
understand this force. He could only observe it, recognize that it existed.

This was what Leto had created.

Leto's words froma neeting at the Citadel came back to ldaho: "Loyalty in a male army fastens
onto the arny itself rather than onto the civilization which fosters the arny. Loyalty in a female
arnmy fastens onto the |eader."

I daho stared out across the visible evidence of Leto's creation, seeing the penetrating accuracy
of those words, fearing that accuracy.

He offers me a share in this, Idaho thought.

H s own response to Leto's words struck |Idaho now as puerile.

"I don't see the reason,"” Idaho had said.

"Most people are not creatures of reason.”

"No arny, nmale or female, guarantees peace! Your Enpire isn't peaceful! You only.
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"My Fish Speakers have provided you with our histories?"

"Yes, but |'ve also wal ked about in your city and |'ve watched your people. Your people are

aggr essi ve! "

"You see, Duncan? Peace encourages aggression."

"And you say that your Golden Path. . ."

"I's not precisely peace. It is tranquility, a fertile ground for the growth of rigid classes and
many other forms of aggression.”

"You talk riddles!"

" 1 tal k accunul ated observations which tell nme that the peaceful posture is the posture of the
defeated. It is the posture of the victim Victins invite aggression.”

"Your dammed enforced tranquility! Wat good does it do?"

"If there is no eneny, one nmust be invented. The military force which is denied an external target
al ways turns against its own people.”

"What's your gane?"

"I nmodify the human desire for war."

"People don't want war!"

"They want chaos. War is the nost readily avail able formof chaos."

" don't believe any of this! You're playing sone dangerous gane of your own."

"Very dangerous. | address ancient wellsprings of human behavior to redirect them The danger is
that | could suppress the forces of human survival. But | assure you that ny Col den Path endures."
"You haven't suppressed antagonism"

"1 dissipate energies in one place and point themtoward another place. What you cannot control
you harness."

"What's to keep your fenale army fromtaking over?"

"I amtheir |eader."

As he | ooked out over the massed wonen in the great hall, 1daho could not deny the focus of
| eadershi p. He saw al so that part of this adulation was directed at his own person. The tenptation
in this held himfixated-anything he wanted fromthem. . . anything! The latent power in this

great hall was explosive. This realization forced himinto a deeper questioning of Leto's earlier
wor ds.

Leto had said sonething about expl oding violence. Even as he watched the wonen at their silent
prayer, ldaho recalled what Leto had said: "Men are susceptible to class fixations. They create
| ayered societies. The layered society is an ultimate invitation to violence. It does not fal
apart. It explodes."

"Wonen never do this?"

"Not unless they are alnost conpletely mal e donminated or |ocked into a nmal e-rol e nodel . "

"The sexes can't be that different!"

"But they are. Wnen make commobn cause based on their sex, a cause which transcends cl ass and
caste. That is why | let my wonmen hold the reins.”

I daho was forced to admt that these prayi ng wonen held the reins.
What part of that power would he pass into my hands?

The tenptation was nonstrous! |daho found hinmself trenbling with it. Wth chilling abruptness, he
realized that this nust be Leto's intention-to tenpt ne!
On the floor of the great hall, the wonen finished their prayer and lifted their gaze to Leto.

Idaho felt that he had never before seen such rapture in human faces-not in the ecstasy of sex,
not in glorious victory-at-arns-nowhere had he seen anything to approach this intense adul ation
"Duncan | daho stands beside ne today," Leto said. "Duncan is here to declare his loyalty that all
may hear it. Duncan?"

Idaho felt a physical chill shoot through his intestines. Leto gave hima sinple choice: Declare
your loyalty to the God Enperor or die!l

If | sneer, vacillate or object in any way, the wonen will kill me with their own hands.

A deep anger suffused |daho. He swal |l owed, cleared his throat, then: "Let no one question ny
loyalty. | amloyal to the Atreides."

He heard his own voi ce booning out over the room anplified by Leto's |Ixian device.

The effect startled |Idaho.

"W share!"™ the wonen screanmed. "We share! W sharel™

"We share," Leto said.

Young Fish Speaker trainees, identifiable by their short green robes, swarned into the hall from
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all sides, little knots of movenment which eddi ed throughout the pattern of the adoring faces. Each
trainee carried a tray piled high with tiny brown wafers. As the trays noved through the throng,
hands reached out in waves of graceful grasping, an undul ant dancing of the arnms. Each hand took a
wafer and held it aloft. Wien a tray bearer cane to the | edge and lifted her burden toward | daho,
Leto said:

"Take two and pass one into nmy hand."

I daho knelt and took two wafers. The things felt crisp and fragile. He stood and passed one gently
to Leto.

In a stentorian voice, Leto asked: "Has the new Guard been chosen?"

"Yes, Lord!" the wonen shout ed.

"Do you keep ny faith?"

"Yes, Lord!"

"Do you wal k the Col den Path'""

"Yes. Lord"

The vi bration of the wonen's ° (;bouts sent shock waves through | daho, stunning him
"Do we share?" Leto asked.

"Yes, Lord!"

As the wonen responded, Leto popped his wafer into his mouth. Each nother bel ow the | edge took a
bite fromher wafer and offered the rest to her child. The massed Fi sh Speakers behind the white-
clad wonen |owered their arms and ate their wafers.

"Duncan, eat your wafer," Leo said.

I daho slipped the thing into his nouth. H's ghola body had not been conditioned to the spice but
menory spoke to his senses. The wafer tasted faintly bitter with a soft undertone of nelange. The
taste swept old nmenories through Idaho's awareness-neals in sietch, banquets at the Atreides
Residency . . . the way spice flavors perneated everything in the old days.

As he swal | oned the wafer, |daho grew conscious of the stillness in the hall, a breath-held qui et
into which cane a loud click fromLeto's cart. |Idaho turned and sought the source of the sound.
Leto had opened a compartnent in the bed of his cart and was renoving a crystal box fromit. The
box glowed with a blue-gray inner light. Leto placed the box on the bed of his cart, opened the
glowing lid and renmoved a crysknife. Idaho recogni zed the bl ade i mmedi at el y-the hawk engraved on
the handle's butt, the green jewels at the hilt.

The crysknife of Paul Miad' D b!

I daho found hinself deeply noved at the sight of this blade. He stared at it as though the inmage
in his eyes nmight reproduce the original owner.

Leto lifted the blade and held it high, revealing the elegant curve and nilky iridescence.

"The talisman of our lives," Leto said.

The wonen remai ned silent, raptly attentive.

"The knife of Miad'Dib," Leto said. "The tooth of Shai-Hulud. WII| Shai-Hulud cone agai n?"
The response was a subdued rurrmur nade deeply powerful by contrast with the previ ous shouting.
"Yes, Lord."

I daho returned his attention to the enraptured faces of the Fish Speakers.

"Who is Shai-Hul ud?" Leto asked.
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Agai n, that deep nurnur: "You, Lord."

| daho nodded to hinsel f. Here was undeni abl e evidence that Leto had tapped into a nonstrous
reservoir of power never before unleashed in quite this way. Leto had said it but the words were a
nmeani ngl ess noi se conpared to the thing seen and felt in this great hall. Leto's words canme back
to Idaho, though, as if they had waited for this noment to cloak thenselves in their true meaning.
I daho recalled that they had been in the crypt, that dank and shadowy place which Leto seened to
find so attractive but which Idaho found so repellent-the dust of centuries there and the odors of
anci ent decay.

"l have been form ng this human society, shaping it for nore than three thousand years, opening a
door out of adol escence for the entire species,” Leto had said.

"Not hi ng you say explains a female arny!" |daho had protested.
"Rape is foreign to wonen, Duncan. You ask for a sexrooted behavioral difference? There's one."
"Stop changi ng the subject!”

"I do not change it. Rape was al ways the pay-off in male mlitary conquest. Ml es did not have to
abandon any of their adol escent fantasies while engaging in rape."

I daho recal l ed the gl owering anger whi ch had cone over himat this thrust.

"My houris tane the males,” Leto said. "It is donmestication, a thing that femal es know from eons
of necessity."

I daho stared wordlessly at Leto's cow ed face.

"To tanme," Leto said. "To fit into sone orderly survival pattern. Wonen learned it at the hands of
men; now nmen learn it at the hands of wonen."

"But you said.

"My houris often submit to a formof rape at first only to convert this into a deep and bi ndi ng
mut ual dependence. "

"Dammit! You're.
"Bi ndi ng, Duncan! Binding."
"I don't feel bound to. . ."
"Education takes tinme. You are the ancient norm agai nst which the new can be neasured."”

Leto's words nonentarily flushed Idaho of all enobtion except a deep sense of |oss.

"My houris teach maturation," Leto said. "They know that they nust supervise the maturation of
mal es. Through this they find their own maturation. Eventually, houris nerge into w ves

and nothers and we wean the violent drives away fromtheir adol escent fixations."

“I'l'l have to see it to believe it!"

"You will see it at the Geat Sharing."

As he stood beside Leto in the hall of Siaynoq, |Idaho adnmitted to hinmself that he had seen
sonet hi ng of enormous power, somnething which mght create the kind of human universe Leto's words
pr oj ect ed.

Leto was restoring the crysknife to its box, returning the box to its conpartnent in the bed of
the Royal Cart. The wonen watched in silence, even the snall children quiet everyone subdued by
the force which could be felt in this great hall

| daho | ooked down at the children, knowing fromLeto's explanation that these children would be
rewarded with positions of power-male or female, each in a puissant niche. The male children would
be fenal e-domi nated throughout their lives, making (in Leto's words) "an easy transition from
adol escence into breeding males.”
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Fi sh Speakers and their progeny lived |lives "possessed of a certain excitenent not available to
nmost ot hers.”

VWhat will happen to Irti's children? I daho wondered. Did ny predecessor stand here and watch his
white-clad wife share in Leto's ritual?

What does Leto offer me here?

Wth that fermale arny, an anbitious comrander could take over Leto's Enpire. O could he? No

not while Leto lived. Leto said the wonen were not nmilitarily aggressive "by nature."

He said: "I do not foster that in them They know a cyclical pattern with a Royal Festival every
ten years, a changing of the Guard, a blessing for the new generation, a silent thought for fallen
sisters and | oved ones gone forever. Siaynoq after Siaynoq marches onward in predictable neasure
The change itself becones non-change."

Idaho lifted his gaze fromthe wonmen in white and their children. He | ooked across the nass of
silent faces, telling hinmself that this was only a small core of that enornmous fenale force which
spread its fem nine web across the Enpire. He could believe Leto' s words:

"The power does not weaken. It grows stronger every decade."

To what end? | daho asked hinsel f.

He gl anced at Leto who was lifting his hands in benediction over the hall of his houris.
"W will nove anpbng you now," Leto said.

The wonen bel ow the | edge opened a path, pressing backward. The path opened deeper into the throng
like a fissure spreading through the earth after some trenendous natural upheaval.

"Duncan, you will precede ne," Leto said.

I daho swallowed in a dry throat. He put a palmon the lip of the | edge and dropped down into the
open space, noving out into the fissure because he knew only that could end this trial

A qui ck gl ance backward showed himLeto's cart drifting majestically down on its suspensors.
I daho turned and qui ckened his pace.

The wonen narrowed the path through their ranks. It was done in an odd stillness, with fixity of
attention-first on lIdaho and then on that gross pre-worm body riding behind Idaho on the I|xian
cart.

As | daho marched stoically ahead, wonen reached fromall sides to touch him to touch Leto, or
merely to touch the Royal Cart. ldaho felt the restrained passion in their touch and knew t he
deepest fear in his experience.

The problem of |eadership is inevitably: Wi wll play God?

- Muad' Di b.
Fromthe Oral History

Hav  NOREE fol |l owed a young Fi sh Speaker gui de down a wi de ranp which spiraled into the depths of

Onn. The sumons fromthe Lord Leto had come in |ate evening of the Festival's third day,
interrupting a devel opnment which had taxed her ability to maintain enotional bal ance.

Her first assistant, Ohw Yake, was not a pleasant nmana sandy-haired creature with a | ong, narrow
face and eyes which never | ooked | ong at anything and never ever |ooked directly into the eyes of
sonmeone he addressed. Yake had presented her with a single sheet of nenerase paper containing what
he described as "a summation of recently reported violence in the Festival City."

Standi ng close to the desk at which she was seated, he had stared down sonmewhere to her left and
sai d: "Fish Speakers are slaughtering Face Dancers throughout the Cty." He did not appear
particul arly noved by this.

"Why?" she demanded

"It is said that the Bene Tleilax nmade an attenpt on the God Enperor's life."
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Athrill of fear shot through her. She sat back and gl anced around t he anbassadorial office-around
roomwith a single half-circle desk which concealed the controls for many |xian devi ces beneath
its highly polished surface. The roomwas a darkly inportant-appearing place with brown wood
panel s covering instruments which shielded it fromspying. There were no w ndows.

Trying not to show her upset, Hwi |ooked up at Yake. "And the Lord Leto is. . ."

"The attenpt on his life appears to have been totally without effect. But it might explain that
fl oggi ng. "

"Then you think there was such an attenpt?"

"Yes."

The Fish Speaker fromthe Lord Leto entered at that nonent, hard on the announcenent of her
presence in the outer office. She was followed by a Bene Gesserit crone, a person she introduced
as "The Reverend Mother Anteac." Anteac stared intently at Yake while the Fish Speaker, a young
worman wi th snooth, al nost childlike features, delivered her nessage:

"He told nme to remind you: 'Return quickly if | sumon you.' He summons you."

Yake began fidgeting as the Fish Speaker spoke. He darted his attention all around the room as

t hough 1 ooki ng for something which was not there. HM paused only to pull a dark blue robe over
her gown, instructing Yake to remain in the office until she returned.

I n orange evening light outside the Enbassy, on a street oddly enpty of other traffic, Anteac

| ooked at the Fish Speaker and said sinply: "Yes." Anteac |left themthen and the Fish Speaker had
brought Hwi through enpty streets to a tall, w ndow ess buil di ng whose depths contained this down-
pl ungi ng spiral ranp.

The tight curves of the ranp nmade HM dizzy. Brilliant tiny white gl owgl obes drifted in the
central well, illum nating a purple-green vine with el ephantine | eaves. The vine was suspended on
shi mering gol den wires.

The soft bl ack surface of the ranp swall owed the sounds of their feet, naking Hwi extrenely
consci ous of the faint abrasive sw shing caused by the novenents of her robe.

"Where are you taking nme?" Hwi asked.

"To the Lord Leto."

"I know, but where is he?"

"In his private room™"

"It's awfully far down."

"Yes, the Lord often prefers the depths."

"I't nmakes nme di zzy wal ki ng around and around like this."

"It helps if you do not |ook at the vine."

"What is that plant?”

"It is called a Tunyon Vine and is supposed to have absolutely no snell."

"“I've never heard of it. Were does it cone fron®?"

"Only the Lord Leto knows."

They wal ked on in silence, Hwi trying to understand her own feelings. The God Enmperor filled her
wi th sadness. She could sense the man in him the nan who m ght have been.

Wy had such a man chosen this course for his life? Did anyone know? Did Moneo know?

Per haps Duncan | daho knew.

Her thoughts gravitated to |daho-such a physically attractive man. So intense! She could fee
herself drawn to him If only Leto had the body and appearance of |daho. Mneo, though-that was
anot her matter. She |ooked at the back of her Fish Speaker escort.

"Can you tell me about Mneo"" Hwi asked.

The Fi sh Speaker gl anced back over her shoul der, an odd expression in her pale blue eyes-
appr ehensi on or sone bizarre form of awe.

"I's sonmething wong?" Hw asked.

The Fish Speaker returned her attention to the downward spiral of the ranp.

"The Lord said you woul d ask about Mbdneo," she said.
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"Then tell me about him"

"What is there to say? He is the Lord' s closest confidant."

"Cl oser even than Duncan |daho?"

"Ch, yes. Moneo is an Atreides."

"Moneo cane to ne yesterday," Hwi said. "He said | should know sonet hi ng about the God Enperor.
Moneo said the God Enperor is capable of doing anything, anything at all if it is thought to be
instructive."

"Many believe this," the Fish Speaker said.

"You do not believe it'?"

HuM asked the question as the ramp rounded a final turn and opened into a snmall anteroomw th an
arched entrance only a few steps away.

"The Lord Leto will receive you i mediately,
then without speaking of her own belief.

Hn  stepped through the arch and found herself in a lowceilinged room It was rmuch smaller than
the audi ence chanber. The air felt crisp and dry. Pale yellow |ight cane froma conceal ed source
at the upper corners. She allowed her eyes to adjust to the lowered illumnation, noting carpets
and soft cushions scattered around a | ow nound of . . . She put a hand to her nouth as the nmound
noved, realizing then that it was the Lord Leto on his cart, but the cart lay in a sunken area.
She knew i nmedi ately why the room provided this feature. It nade himless inposing to human
guests, |ess overpowering

the Fish Speaker said. She turned back up the ranp

by his physical elevation. Nothing could be done, however, about his |l ength and the inescapable
mass of his body except to keep themin shadows, throwi ng nost of the light onto his face and
hands.

"Come in and sit down," Leto said. He spoke in a | ow voice, pleasantly conversati onal
HuM crossed to a red cushion only a few neters in front of Leto's face and sat on it.

Let o watched her novenents with obvious pleasure. She wore a dark gol den gown and her hair was
tied back in braids which nade her face appear fresh and i nnocent.

"I have sent your nessage to Ix," she said. "And | have told themthat you wish to know nmy age."

"Perhaps they will answer," he said. "Their answer nmay even be truthful ."

"I would like to know when | was born, all of the circunstances,”" she said, "but |I don't know why
this interests you."

"Everything about you interests ne."

"They will not like it that you make ne the permanent Anbassador."”

"Your masters are a curious mxture of punctilio and laxity," he said. "I do not suffer fools
gladly."

"You think ne a fool, Lord?"

"Mal ky was not a fool; neither are you, ny dear."

"I have not heard fromny uncle in years. Sonetines | wonder if he still lives."

"Perhaps we will learn that as well. Did Mal ky ever discuss with you ny practice of Taquiyya?"
She t hought about this a nonment, then: "It was called Ketman anong the ancient Frenen?"

"Yes. It is the practice of concealing the identity when revealing it mght be harnful."
"I recall it now He told ne you wote pseudonynous histories, sone of themquite fanous."
"That was the occasi on when we di scussed Taquiyya."

"Why do you speak of this, Lord?"
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"To avoid other subjects. Did you know that | wote the books of Noah Arkwight?"
She coul d not suppress a chuckle. "How amusing, Lord. | was required to read about his life."

"I wote that account, too. What secrets were you asked to wrest from ne?"

She did not even blink at his strategic change of subject.

"They are curious about the inner workings of the religion of the Lord Leto."
"Are they now?"

"They wi sh to know how you took religious control away fromthe Bene Gesserit."
"No doubt hoping to repeat ny performance for thensel ves?"

"I'msure that's in their ninds, Lord."

"HM , you are a terrible representative of the |xians."

"l amyour servant, Lord."

"Have you no curiosities of your own?"

"I fear that nmy curiosities mght disturb you," she said.

He stared at her a noment, then: "I see. Yes, you are right. W should avoid nore intimte
conversation for now. Wuld you like ne to tal k about the Sisterhood?"

"Yes, that would be good. Do you know that | net one of the Bene Gesserit del egation today?"
"That woul d be Anteac."
"I found her frightening," she said.

"You have nothing to fear from Anteac. She went to your Enbassy at ny command. Were you aware that
you had been invaded by Face Dancers?"

HuM gasped, then held herself still while a cold sensation filled her breast. "OQhw Yake?" she
asked.

"You suspect ed?"

"It's just that | did not like him and | had been told that. . ." She shrugged, then, as
realization swept over her: "What has happened to hin®"

"The original? He is dead. That's the usual Face Dancer practice in such circunstances. My Fish
Speakers have explicit orders to | eave no Face Dancer alive in your Enbassy."

HaM renmmined silent, but tears trickled down her cheeks.

Thi s explained the enpty streets, Anteac's enigmatic "Yes." It expl ai ned many things.

"I will provide Fish Speaker assistance for you until you can nake ot her arrangenents," Leto said.
"My Fish Speakers will guard you well."

HuM shook the tears fromher face. The Inquisitors of Ix would react with rage agai nst Tleil ax.
Wul d I x believe her report? Everyone in her Enbassy taken over by Face Dancers! It was difficult
to believe.

"Everyone?" she asked.

"The Face Dancers had no reason to | eave any of your original people alive. You would have been
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next."
She shudder ed.

"They del ayed," he said, "because they knew they woul d have to copy you with a precision to defy
my senses. They are not sure about ny abilities.”

"Then Anteac. . ."

"The Sisterhood and | share an ability to detect Face Dancers. And Anteac . . . well, she is very
good at what she does."

"No one trusts the Tleilaxu," she said. "Wiy haven't they been w ped out |ong ago?"

"Specialists have their uses as well as their limtations. You surprise me, Huv . | had not
suspected you could be that bloody-ninded."

"The Tleilaxu . . . they are too cruel to be human. They aren't human!"
"l assure you that humans can be just as cruel. | nyself have been cruel on occasion."”
"I know, Lord."

"Wth provocation," he said. "But the only people | have considered elimnating are the Bene
Gesserit."

Her shock was too great for words.

"They are so close to what they should be and yet so far," he said.

She found her voice. "But the Oral Hi story says.

"The religion of the Reverend Mot hers, yes. Once they designed specific religions for specific
societies. They called it engineering. How does that strike you?"

"Cal |l ous. ™

"Indeed. The results fit the m stake. Even after all the grand attenpts at ecumenismthere were
countl ess gods, minor deities and woul d-be prophets throughout the Enpire."”

"You changed that, Lord."

"Sonewhat. But gods die hard, Hwi. My nonot hei sm doni nates, but the original pantheon remains; it
has gone underground in various disguises."

"Lord, | sense in your words . . . a . . ." She shook her head
"Am | as coldly calculating as the Sisterhood?"
She nodded.

"I't was the Frenen who deified ny father, the great Muad' Dib. Al though he doesn't really care to
be called great."

"But were the Frenen.

"Were they right? My dearest HnM, they were sensitive to

the uses of power and they were greedy to naintain their ascendancy."

"I find this . . . disturbing, Lord."

"I can see that. You don't like the idea that becoming a god could be that sinple, as though
anyone could do it."

"I't sounds nmuch too casual, Lord." Her voice had a renpte and testing quality.

"l assure you that anyone could not do it."
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"But you inply that you inherited your godhood from . ."

"Never suggest that to a Fish Speaker," he said. "They react violently agai nst heresy."

She tried to swallow in a dry throat.

"I say this only to protect you," he said.

Her voice was faint: "Thank you, Lord."

"My godhood began when | told my Fremen | no | onger could give the death-water to the tribes. You
know about the deat h-water?"

"I'n the Dune days, the water recovered fromthe bodies of the dead," she said.

"Ahhh, you have read Noah Arkwight."

She managed a faint smle.

"I told my Frenen the water would be consecrated to a Suprene Deity, |left nanel ess. Frenen were

still allowed to control this water through ny |argesse.”
"WAat er nust have been very precious in those days."
"Very! And |, as delegate of this naneless deity, held | oose control of that precious water for

al nost three hundred years.™
She chewed at her |ower |ip.

"I't still sounds cal cul ating?" he asked.
She nodded.
"It was. When it came time to consecrate ny sister's water, | perforned a nmiracle. The voices of

all the Atreides spoke from Ghani's urn. Thus, ny Frenmen discovered that | was their Suprene
Deity."

Hwi spoke fearfully, her voice full of puzzled uncertainties at this revelation. "Lord, are you
telling me that you are not really a god?"

"I amtelling you that | do not play hide-and-seek with death."

She stared at himfor several ninutes before responding in a way which assured himthat she
under stood his deeper neaning. It was a reaction which only intensified her endearnent to him

"Your death will not be |ike other deaths," she said.

"Precious Hwi," he murnured.

"I wonder that you do not fear the judgnment of a true Suprene Deity," she said.
"Do you judge nme, Hwi ?"

"No, but | fear for you."

"Think on the price | pay," he said. "Every descendant part of ne will can-y sone of ny awareness
| ocked away within it, lost and hel pl ess. "

She put both hands over her nmouth and stared at him

"This is the horror which ny father could not face and which he tried to prevent: the infinite
di vi sion and subdivision of a blind identity."

She | owered her hands and whi spered: "You will be consci ous?"

"“Inaway . . . but nute. Alittle pearl of my awareness will go with every sandworm and every
sandtrout - knowi ng yet unable to nove a single cell, aware in an endl ess dream"”

She shudder ed.

Leto watched her try to understand such an existence. Could she inmagine the final clanor when the
subdi vided bits of his identity grappled for a fading control of the |Ixian machi ne which recorded
his journal s? Could she sense the wenching silence which would follow that awful fragnmentation?

"Lord, they would use this know edge agai nst you were | to reveal it."
"WIIl you tell?"

"Of course not!" She shook her head slowy fromside to side. Wiy had he accepted this terrible
transformati on? WAs there no escape?
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Presently, she said: "The nachine which wites your thoughts, could it not be attuned to.

"To a million of me? To a billion? To nore? My dear Hwi, none of those know ng-pearls will be
truly ne."

Her eyes filmed with tears. She blinked and inhal ed a deep breath. Leto recogni zed t he Bene
Gesserit training in this, the way she accepted a fl ow of cal mess.

"Lord, you have nmade ne terribly afraid."

"And you do not understand why | have done this."

"Is it possible for ne to understand?"

"Ch, yes. Many could understand it. Wiat people do with understanding is another matter."

"WIl you teach nme what to do?"

"You al ready know. "

She absorbed this silently, then: "It has something to do with your religion. | can feel it."
Leto smled. "I can forgive your Ixian nasters al nost anything for the precious gift of you. Ask

and you shall receive."
She | eaned toward him rocking forward on her pillow "Tell ne about the inner workings of your

religion."

"You will know all of me soon enough, Hwi. | promise it. Just renenber that sun worship anong our
primtive ancestors was not far off the mark."

"Sun . . . worship?" She rocked backward.

"That sun which controls all of the nmovenment but which cannot be touched-that sun is death."
"Your . . . death?"

"Any religion circles like a planet around a sun which it rmust use for its energy, upon which it
depends for its very existence."

Her voice canme barely above a whisper: "Wat do you see in your sun, Lord?"

"A universe of nany wi ndows through which I may peer. Watever the wi ndow franes, that is what |
see."

"The future?"

"The universe is tinmeless at its roots and contains therefore all tines and all futures."”

"It's true then," she said. "You saw a thing which this-'

she gestured at his long, ribbed body= "prevents."

"Do you find it in you to believe that this may be, in sone snmall way, holy?" he asked.

She could only nod her head.

"I'f you share it all with ne," he said, "I warn you that it will be a terrible burden."

"WIIl it make your burden lighter, Lord?"

"Not lighter, but easier to accept."

"Then I will share. Tell ne, Lord."

"Not yet, Hwi . You nust be patient a while |onger
She swal | owed her di sappoi ntment, si ghing.

"I't's only that my Duncan | daho grows inpatient," Leto said. "T nmust deal with him"

She gl anced backward, but the small room renained enpty.

"Do you wi sh nme to | eave now?"

"l wish you woul d never |eave ne."

She stared at him noting the intensity of his regard, a hungry enptiness in his expression which
filled her with sadness.

"Lord, why do you tell ne your secrets?"

"I would not ask you to be the bride of a god."

Her eyes went wi de with shock

"Do not answer," he said.

Barely noving her head, she sent her gaze along the shadowy | ength of his body.

"Do not search for parts of nme which no longer exist," he said. "Sone forns of physical intinacy
are no | onger possible for ne."”
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She returned her attention to his cowed face, noting the pink skin of his cheeks, the intensely
human effect of his features in that alien frane.

"If you require children,” he said, "I would ask only that you |l et ne choose the father. But |
have not yet asked you anything."
Her voice was faint. "Lord, | do not know what to.

"I will return to the Citadel soon," he said. "You will conme to me there and we will talk. | wll
tell you then about the thing which I prevent."

"I amfrightened, Lord, nore frightened than | ever inmagined |I could be."

"Do not fear me. | can be nothing but gentle with nmy gentle Hwvi. As for other dangers, ny Fish
Speakers will shield you with their own bodies. They dare not |let harmcone to you!"

Hav lifted herself to her feet and stood trenbling.

Leto saw how deeply his words had affected her and he felt the pain of it. HuM's eyes glistened

with tears. She clasped her hands tightly to still the trenbling. He knew she would cone to him
willingly at the Citadel. No matter what he asked, her response would be the response of his Fish
Speakers:

"Yes, Lord."

It cane to Leto that if she could change places with him take up his burden, she would offer
herself. The fact that she could not do this added to her pain. She was intelligence built on
profound sensitivity, w thout any of Ml ky's hedonistic weaknesses. She was frightening in her
perfection. Everything about her reaffirmed his awareness that she was precisely the kind of woman
who, if he had grown to normal manhood, he woul d have wanted (No! Denanded!) as his nate.

And the | xians knew it.

"Leave ne now," he whispered.

| am both father and nother to ny people. | have known the ecstasy of birth and the ecstasy of
death and | know the patterns that you nmust team Have | not wandered intoxicated through the
uni verse of shapes? Yes! | have seen you outlined in light. That universe which you say you see
and feel, that universe is my dream M energies focus upon it and | amin any real mand every
realm Thus, you are born

-The Stol en Journals
"My FI SH SPEAKERS tell ne that you went to the Ctadel immediately after Siaynoq," Leto said.

He stared accusingly at |daho, who stood near where HM had sat only an hour ago. Such a smal
passage of tine-yet Leto felt the enptiness as centuries.

"l needed tinme to think," lIdaho said. He | ooked into the shadowy pit where Leto's cart rested.
"And to talk to Siona?"

"Yes." ldaho lifted his gaze to Leto's face.

"But you asked for Moneo," Leto said.

"Do they report on every novenent | neke?" |daho denanded.

"Not every novenent."

"Soneti nes people need to be al one.™

"OfF course. But do not blane the Fish Speakers for being concerned about you."

"Siona says she is to be tested!"

"Was that why you asked for Mneo?"

"What is this test?"
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"Moneo knows. | presuned that was why you wanted to see him™"
"You presune not hing! You know "

"Si aynoqg has upset you, Duncan. | amsorry."

"Do you have any idea what it's like to be ne . . . here?"

"The ghola's lot is not easy," Leto said. "Sone lives are harder than others."
"I don't need any juvenil e phil osophy!"

"What do you need, Duncan?"

"I need to know sone things."

"Such as?"

"I don't understand any of these people around you! Wthout showi ng any surprise about it, Moneo
tells ne that Siona was part of a rebellion against you. H's own daughter!"”

"“I'n his day, Moneo too was a rebel."

"See what | nean? Did you test him too?"
"Yes."

"WIl you test ne?"

"I amtesting you."

I daho glared at him then: "I don't understand your governnent, your Empire, anything. The nore |
find out, the nore | realize that | don't know what's going on."

"How fortunate that you have di scovered the way of wi sdom" Leto said.

"What ?" | daho's baffled outrage raised his voice to a battlefield roar which filled the snal
room

Leto smiled. "Duncan, have | not told you that when you think you know sonething, that is a npst
perfect barrier against |earning?"

"Then tell me what's going on."

"My friend Duncan ldaho is acquiring a new habit. He is |learning always to | ook beyond what he
t hi nks he knows."

"Al'l right, all right." Idaho nodded his head slowy in tine to the words. "Then what's beyond
letting ne take part in that Siaynoq thing?"

"1 am binding the Fish Speakers to the Conmander of ny Guard."

"And | have to fight themoff! The escort that took nme out to the Citadel wanted to stop for an
orgy. And the ones who brought ne back here when you..."

"They know how nuch it pleases me to see children of Duncan |daho."

"Damm you! 1'm not your stud!"

"No need to shout, Duncan."

| daho t ook several deep breaths, then: "Wien | tell them'no,' they act hurt at first and then
they treat ne |like sonme dammed=" he shook his head="holy man or sonething."

"Don't they obey you?"

"They don't question anything . . . unless it's contrary to your orders. | didn't want to come
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back here."

"Yet they brought you."

"You know damed wel | they won't di sobey you!"

"I"'mglad you canme, Duncan."

"Ch, | can see that!"

"The Fi sh Speakers know how special you are, how fond I am of you, how much | owe you. It's never
a question of obedience and di sobedi ence where you and | are concerned."

"Then what is it a question of?"

"Loyal ty.,,

Idaho fell into pensive silence.

"You felt the power of Siaynoq?" Leto asked.
"Murbo j unbo. "

"Then why are you disturbed by it?"

"Your Fish Speakers aren't an arny, they're a police force.'
so. Police are inevitably corrupted.”

"You tenpted me with power," I|daho accused.

"That's the test, Duncan."”

"You don't trust me?"

"I trust your loyalty to the Atreides inplicitly, wthout question."

"Then what's this talk of corruption and testing?"

"You were the one who accused me of having a police force. Police al ways observe that crimnals
prosper. It takes a pretty dull policeman to mss the fact that the position of authority is the
nost prosperous crimnal position available.™

Idaho wet his lips with his tongue and stared at Leto with obvious puzzlenent. "But the noral
training of... | mean, the legal . . . the prisons to. "

"What good are | aws and prisons when the breaking of a lawis not a sin?"

I daho cocked his head slightly to the right. "Are you trying to tell ne that your damed religion
is.. ."

"Puni shnent of sins can be quite extravagant."

| daho hooked a thunb over his shoul der toward the world

"By ny nane, | assure you that's not

outside the door. "All this talk about death penalties . . . that flogging and..."
"I try to dispense with casual |aws and prisons wherever possible."
"You have to have sone prisons!”

"Do |? Prisons are needed only to provide the illusion that courts and police are effective.
They're a kind of job insurance."

I daho turned slightly and thrust a pointing finger toward the door through which he had entered
the small room "You've got whole planets that are nothing but prisons!"

"1 guess you could think of anywhere as a prison if that's the way your illusions go.'
"I'l lusions!" |daho dropped his hand to his side and stood dumbfounded.
"Yes. You talk of prisons and police and legalities, the perfect illusions behind which a

prosperous power structure can operate while observing, quite accurately, that it is above its own
| aws. "

"And you think crines can be dealt with by.
"Not crimes, Duncan, sins."

"So you think your religion can. "
"Have you noted the primary sins?"

" \N]at ?II

"Attenpting to corrupt a nenmber of ny governnent, and corruption by a nenber of nmy governnent."
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"And what is this corruption?"

"Essentially, it's the failure to observe and worship the holiness of the God Leto."
"You?"

"NB,

"But you told nme right at the beginning that. "

"You think | don't believe in nmy own godhead? Be careful, Duncan."

I daho's voice cane with angry flatness. "You told nme that one of ny jobs was to hel p keep your
secret, that you.

"You don't know ny secret."

"That you're a tyrant? That's no. "

"Cods have nore power than tyrants, Duncan."”

"I don't like what |'m hearing."

"When has an Atreides ever asked you to Iike your job?"

"You ask ne to comand your Fish Speakers who are judge, jury and executioner.. ." |daho broke
of f.

"And what ?"

| daho renmi ned silent.

Leto stared across the chill distance between them so short a space yet so far

It's Iike playing a fish on a line, Leto thought. You mnust cal cul ate the breaking point of every
el enent in the contest.

The problemw th | daho was that bringing himto the net always hastened his end. And it was
happening too rapidly this tine. Leto felt sadness.

"I won't worship you," Idaho said.

"The Fish Speakers recognize that you have a special dispensation,” Leto said.
"Li ke Moneo and Si ona?"

"Much different."

"So rebels are a special case.”

Leto grinned. "All of ny nost trusted adninistrators were rebels at one tine."
"I wasn't a . "

"You were a brilliant rebel! You helped the Atreides west an Enpire froma reigning nonarch.”

| daho's eyes went out of focus with introspection. "So |I did." He shook his head sharply as though
tossing sonething out of his hair. "And | ook what you've done with that Enpire!"

"I have set up a patterninit, a pattern of patterns.”

"So you say.

file:/lIF|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%204%20-%20God%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt (138 of 250) [1/14/03 7:46:52 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Herbert,%20Frank/Dune%6204%20-%20G0od%20Emperor%200f%20Dune.txt
"Information is frozen in patterns, Duncan. W can use one pattern to solve another pattern. Flow
patterns are the hardest to recogni ze and understand."
"More munbo junbo. "
"You made that m stake once before."

"Way do you let the Tleilaxu keep bringing ne back to |ife-one ghola after another? Were's the
pattern in that?"

"Because of the qualities which you possess in abundance. | will let ny father say it."
| daho's mouth drew into a grimline.

Leto spoke in Miad' Dib's voice, and even the cowed face fell into a senblance of the paterna
features. "You were ny truest friend, Duncan, better even than Gurney Halleck. But | amthe past."

| daho swal | owed hard. "The things you re doing!"
"They cut against the Atreides grain?"
"You' re dammed right!"

Leto resunmed his ordinary tones. "Yet I'mstill Atreides."

"Are you really?"

"What el se could | be?"

"I wish | knew"

"You think | play tricks with words and voi ces?"

"What in all the seven hells are you really doing?"

"I preserve life while setting the stage for the next cycle,."

"You preserve it by killing?"

"Death has often been useful to life."

"That's not Atreides!"

"But it is. W often saw the value of death. The | xians, however, have never seen that val ue."
"What' ve the | xians got to do wth. "

"Everything. They woul d make a nmachine to conceal their other machinations.”
I daho spoke in a nusing tone. "lIs that why the |xian Arbassador was here?"
"You' ve seen Hwi Noree," Leto said.

I daho pointed upward. "She was leaving as | arrived."

"You spoke to her?"

"I asked her what she was doing here. She said she was choosing sides."

A burst of laughter erupted fromLeto. "Ch, ny,'
choi ce?"

he said. "She is so good. Did she reveal her

"She said she serves the God Enperor now. | didn't believe her, of course.”
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"But you shoul d believe her."
. Way ?"
"Ahhh, yes; | forgot that you once doubted even ny grandnother, the Lady Jessica."
"l had good reason!"
"Do you al so doubt Siona?"
"I'" m begi nning to doubt everyone!"
"And you say you don't know your value to ne," Leto accused.

"What about Siona?" |daho demanded. "She says you want us . . . | nean, dammt

"The thing you nust always trust about Siona is her creativity. She can create the new and
beautiful. One always trusts the truly creative.”

"Even the machi nations of the |xians?"
"That is not creative. You always know the creative because it is reveal ed openly. Conceal nent

betrays the exi stence of another force entirely."

"Then you don't trust this Hwi Noree, but you. . .'
"I do trust her, and precisely for the reasons | have just given you."

| daho scow ed, then rel axed and sighed. "I had better cultivate her acquaintance. If she is
someone you. "
"No! You will stay away from Hwi Noree. | have sonething special in mnd for her."

| have isolated the city-experience within ne and have examned it closely. The idea of a city
fascinates me. The formation of a biological community w thout a functioning, supportive social
community | eads to havoc. Wole worlds have becone single biological communities without an
interrelated social structure and this has always led to ruin. It becomes dramatically instructive
under overcrowded conditions. The ghetto is lethal. Psychic stresses of overcrowding create
pressures which will erupt. The city is an attenpt to nanage these forces. The social forms by
which cities nake the attenpt are worth study. Renenber that there exists a certain nal evol ence
about the formation of any social order. It is the struggle for existence by an artificial entity.
Despoti sm and sl avery hover at the edges. Many injuries occur and, thus, the need for |aws. The

| aw devel ops its own power structure, creating nmore wounds and new i njustices. Such trauma can be
heal ed by cooperation, not by confrontation. The summons to cooperate identifies the healer

-The Stol en Journal s

MONEO ENTERED Leto's snall chanber with evident agitation.

He actually preferred this neeting place because the God Enperor's cart lay in a depression from
whi ch a deadly attack by the Wormwould be nore difficult, and there was the undeni able fact that
Leto all owed his najordono to descend in an Ixian tube-lift rather than via that intermninable
ranp. But Mneo felt that the news he brought this norning was guaranteed to arouse The Wr m Wo
I's Cod.

How to present it?

Dawn | ay only an hour past, the fourth Festival Day, a fact Moineo could greet with equaninity only
because it brought himthat nmuch nearer the end of these tribulations:

Leto stirred as Moneo entered the small chanber. Illum nation cane on at his signal, focusing only
on his face.

"Good norning, Mneo," he said. "My guard tells ne you insisted on entering i medi ately. Wy?"
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The danger, Moneo knew from experience, lay in the tenptation to reveal too nuch too soon

"I have spent sone tinme with the Reverend Mdther Anteac," he said. "Although she keeps it well
hi dden, |I'm sure she is a Mentat."

"Yes. The Bene Gesserit were bound to disobey nme sonetine. This form of disobedi ence anuses ne."
"Then you will not punish then®"

"Moneo, | amultimately the only parent ny people have. A parent nust be generous as well as
severe."

He's in a good nobod, Moneo thought. A snall sigh escaped Moneo, at which Leto sml ed.

"Ant eac objected when | told her you had ordered an amesty for a selected few Face Dancers anpng
our captives."

"I have a Festive use for them" Leto said.
"Lord?"
"I will tell you later. Let's get to the news which brings you bursting in upon me at this hour."

“I . . . ahhh..." Mneo chewed at his upper lip. "The Tleilaxu have been quite garrulous in the
attenpt to ingratiate thenselves with ne."

"OfF course they have. And what have they reveal ed?"

"They... ahhh, provided the Ixians with sufficient advice and equi pnent to make a . . . uhhh, not
exactly a ghola, and not even a clone. Perhaps we should use the Tleilaxu term a cellular
restructuring. The . . . ahhh, experinment was conducted within sone sort of shielding device which

the @uil dsnmen assured them your powers could not penetrate."

"And the result?" Leto felt that he was asking the question in a cold vacuum

"They are not certain. Tleilaxu were not permtted to w tness. However, they did observe that
Mal ky entered this . . . ahhh, chanber and that he energed |later with an infant."

"Yes! | know "

"You do?" Moneo was puzzl ed.

"By inference. And all of this happened sone twenty-six years ago?"

"That is correct, Lord."

"They identify the infant as Hwi Noree?"

"They are not certain, Lord, but..." Mneo shrugged.

"OfF course. And what do you deduce fromthis, Mneo?"

"There is a deep purpose built into the new | xi an Anbassador."

"Certainly there is. Moneo, has it not struck you as odd how rmuch Hwi, the gentle Hwi, represents
a mrror of the redoubtable Mal ky? His opposite in everything, including sex."

"1 had not thought of that, Lord."

"I have."

"I will have her sent back to Ix i mediately," Mneo said.

"You will do nothing of the kind!"

"But, Lord, if they..

"Moneo, | have observed that you seldomturn your back on danger. Others often do, but you-sel dom
Wiy woul d you have me engage in such an obvi ous stupidity?”
Moneo swal | owed.

"Good. | like it when you recognize the error of your ways,
"Thank you, Lord."

"I also like it when you express your gratitude sincerely, as you have just done. Now, Anteac was
with you when you heard these revel ati ons?"

"As you ordered, Lord."

"Excellent. That will stir things up a bit. You will |eave now and go to the Lady Hwi. You wll
tell her that | desire to see her imediately. This will disturb her. She is thinking that we wl|

Leto said.
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not neet again until | sunmon her to the Citadel. | want you to quiet her fears."

"I'n what way, Lord?"

Let o spoke sadly: "Mneo, why do you ask advice on something at which you are an expert? Cal m her
and bring her here reassured of ny kindly intentions toward her."

"Yes, Lord." Moneo bowed and backed away a step

"One nonent, Moneo!"

Moneo stiffened, his gaze fixed on Leto's face.

"You are puzzled, Mneo," Leto said. "Sonetines you do not know what to think of ne. Am1 all-
powerful and all prescient? You bring ne these little dibs and dabs and you wonder: Does he

al ready know this? If he does, why do | bother? But | have ordered you to report such things,
Moneo. |s your obedience not instructive?"

Moneo started to shrug and thought better of it. His |ips trenbled

"Time can also be a place, Mneo," Leto said. "Everything depends upon where you are standi ng, on
where you | ook or what you hear. The neasure of it is found in consciousness itself."

After a long silence, Mneo ventured: "Is that all, Lord?"

"No, it is not all. Siona will receive today a package delivered to her by a Guild courier
Nothing is to interfere with delivery of that package. Do you understand?"

"What is . . . what is in the package, Lord?"

"Some translations, reading matter which | wi sh her to see. You will do nothing to interfere.
There is no nel ange in the package."

"How . . . how did you know what | feared was in the. '
"Because you fear the spice. It could extend your life, but you avoid it."
"I fear its other effects, Lord."

"A bountiful nature has decreed that nelange will unveil for some of us unexpected depths of the
psyche, yet you fear this?"

"l am Atreides, Lord!"

"Ahhh, yes, and for the Atreides, nelange may roll the mystery of Tine through a peculiar process
of internal revelation.”

"I have only to renenber the way you tested me, Lord."

"Do you not see the necessity for you to sense the Gol den Pat h?"

"That is not what | fear, Lord."

"You fear the other astonishment, the thing which made nme make ny choice."

"I have only to | ook at you, Lord, and know that fear. We Atreides. . ." He broke off, his nmouth
dry.

"You do not want all of these menories of ancestors and the others who flock within me!"

"Sometines . . . sonetines, Lord, | think the spice is the Atrei des curse!”

"Do you wi sh that | had never occurred?"

Moneo renmi ned silent.

"But mel ange has its values, Mneo. The Cuild navigators need it. And without it, the Bene
Gesserit woul d degenerate into a hel pl ess band of whining fenmal es!™

"We nust live with it or without it, Lord. | know that."

"Very perceptive, Mneo. But you choose to live without it."
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"Do | not have that choice, Lord?"

"For now."

"Lord, what do you..."

"There are twenty-eight different words for melange in conmon Gal ach. They describe it by its

i ntended use, by its dilution, by its age, by whether it cane through honest purchase, through
theft or conquest, whether it was the dower gift for a male or for a fermale, and in many other
ways is it naned. What do you make of this, Mneo?"

"W are offered many choi ces, Lord."

"Only where the spice is concerned?"

Moneo's brow winkled in thought, then: "No."

"You so seldomsay 'no’ in ny presence," Leto said. "I enjoy watching your lips formaround the
word. "

Moneo's nouth twitched in an attenpted snile

Leto spoke briskly: "Well! You nust go nowto the Lady Hwi. | will give you one parting piece of

advi ce which may help."

Moneo paid studious attention to Leto's face.

"Drug know edge originated nmostly with mal es because they tend to be nore venturesomnme-an out growth
of nmal e aggression. You' ve read your Orange Catholic Bible, thus you know the story of Eve and the
apple. Here's an interesting fact about that story: Eve was not the first to pluck and sanple the
apple. Adamwas first and he | earned by this to put the blane on Eve. My story tells you sonething
about how our societies find a structural necessity for sub-groups.”

Moneo tipped his head slightly to the left. "Lord, how does this help me?"

“I't will help you with the Lady Hm!"

The singular multiplicity of this universe draws ny deepest attention. It is a thing of ultimate
beauty.

-The Stol en Journal s

LETO HEARD Mbneo in the antechanber just before Hwi entered the snall audi ence room She wore
vol um nous pal e green pantal oons tightly tied at the ankles with darker green bows to nmatch her
sandal s. A | oose blouse of the sanme dark green could be seen under her black cl oak

She appeared cal m as she approached Leto and sat without being invited, choosing a gol den cushion
rather than the red one she had occupied earlier. It had taken | ess than an hour for Mneo to
bring her. Leto's acute hearing detected Moneo fidgeting in the anteroomand Leto sent a signa
whi ch seal ed the arched doorway there.

"Somet hi ng has di sturbed Mneo," Hwi said. "He tried very hard not to reveal this to nme, but the
nore he tried to soothe ne the nore he aroused ny curiosity."

"He did not frighten you?"

"Ch, no. He did say sonmething very interesting, though. He said that | nust remenber it at al
times, that the God Leto is a different person to each of us.”

"How is this interesting?" Leto asked

"The interesting thing is the question for which this was the preface. He said he often wonders
what part we play in creating that difference in you?"

"That is interesting."

"I think it is a truthful insight,” Hw said. "Wy have you sunmoned nme?"

"At one tinme, your masters on IXx..

"They are no | onger ny nasters, Lord."

"Forgive me. | will refer to themhereafter as the |xians."

She nodded gravely, pronpting: "At one tine.

"The | xians contenpl ated naki ng a weapon-a type of hunter-seeker, self-propelled death with a
machine mnd. It was to be designed as a self inproving thing which would seek out |ife and reduce
that life to its inorganic matter."

"1 have not heard of this thing, Lord."
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