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Those who woul d repeat the past nust control the teaching of history.

-Bene Gesserit Coda

When t he ghol a-baby was delivered fromthe first Bene Gesserit axlotl tank

Mot her Superior Darwi Odrade ordered a quiet celebration in her private dining
roomatop Central. It was barely dawn, and the two other nmenbers of her Counci
-- Tamal ane and Bellonda -- showed inpatience at the sumons, even though Odrade
had ordered breakfast served by her personal chef.

"It isn't every woman who can preside at the birth of her own father," Odrade
qui pped when the others conpl ained they had too many denmands on their tine to
permt of "tinme-wasting nonsense.”

Only aged Tanal ane showed sly anusenent.

Bel | onda hel d her over-fl eshed features expressionless, often her equival ent of
a scow .

Was it possible, Qdrade wondered, that Bell had not exorcised resentnent of the
rel ative opul ence in Mdther Superior's surroundings? Odrade's quarters were a
di stinct mark of her position but the distinction represented her duties nore
than any el evation over her Sisters. The small dining roomallowed her to
consult aides during neal s.

Bel | onda gl anced this way and that, obviously inpatient to be gone. Mich effort
had been expended wi thout success in attenpts to break through Bellonda's coldly
renote shell

"It felt very odd to hold that baby in nmy arnms and think: This is ny father,"
Odr ade sai d.

"I heard you the first tine!" Bellonda spoke fromthe belly, alnost a baritone
runbling as though each word caused her vague indigestion

She understood Odrade's wy jest, though. The old Bashar M| es Teg had, indeed,
been the Mdther Superior's father. And Odrade herself had collected cells (as
fingernail scrapings) to grow this new ghola, part of a long-tinme "possibility
pl an" shoul d they ever succeed in duplicating Tleilaxu tanks. But Bell onda
woul d be drummed out of the Bene CGesserit rather than go along with Odrade's
conment on the Sisterhood's vital equipnent.

"I find this frivolous at such a tine," Bellonda said. "Those madwonmen hunti ng
us to exterm nate us and you want a cel ebration!"



Qdrade held herself to a mld tone with sone effort. "If the Honored Matres
find us before we are ready perhaps it will be because we failed to keep up our
noral e.”

Bellonda's silent stare directly into Odrade's eyes carried frustrating
accusation: Those terrible wonen already have exterm nated sixteen of our
pl anet s!

Qdrade knew it was wong to think of those planets as Bene Gesserit possessions.
The | oosely organi zed confederation of planetary governments assenbled after the
Fam ne Tinmes and the Scattering depended heavily on the Sisterhood for vita
services and reliable communications, but old factions persisted -- CHOAM
Spacing @uild, Tleilaxu, remant pockets of the Divided God's priesthood, even
Fi sh Speaker auxiliaries and schismatic assenbl ages. The Divided God had

bequeat hed hunankind a divided Enpire -- all of whose factions were suddenly
noot because of ranpagi ng Honored Matre assaults fromthe Scattering. The Bene
Gesserit -- holding to nost of their old fornms -- were the natural prinme target

for attack.

Bel | onda' s thoughts never strayed far fromthis Honored Matre threat. It was a
weakness Qdrade recogni zed. Sonetines, Odrade hesitated on the point of

repl aci ng Bel l onda, but even in the Bene Gesserit there were factions these days
and no one could deny that Bell was a suprene organizer. Archives had never
been nore efficient than under her gui dance.

As she frequently did, Bellonda w thout even speaking the words managed to focus
Mot her Superior's attention on the hunters who stal ked them wi th savage
persistence. It spoiled the nobod of quiet success Odrade had hoped to achi eve

t hi s nor ni ng.

She forced herself to think of the new ghola. Teg! |If his original nmenories
could be restored, the Sisterhood once nore would have the finest Bashar ever to
serve them A Mentat Bashar! A military genius whose prowess already was the
stuff of nyths in the A d Enpire.

But woul d even Teg be of use agai nst these wonmen returned fromthe Scattering?
By what ever gods may be, the Honored Matres nust not find us! Not yet!

Teg represented too many di sturbing unknowns and possibilities. Mstery
surrounded the period before his death in the destruction of Dune. He did
sonething on Ganmu to ignite the unbridled fury of the Honored Matres. His
sui ci dal stand on Dune should not have been enough to bring this berserk
response. There were runmors, bits and pieces fromhis days on Ganmu before the
Dune di saster. He could nmove too fast for the human eye to see! Had he done
that? Another outcropping of wild abilities in Atreides genes? Mitation? O
just nore of the Teg nyth? The Sisterhood had to | earn as soon as possible.

An acol yte brought in three breakfasts and the sisters ate quickly, as though
this interruption nmust be put behind them wi thout delay because tine wasted was
danger ous.

Even after the others had gone, Odrade was left with the aftershock of
Bel | onda' s unspoken fears.

And ny fears.



She arose and went to the wi de wi ndow t hat | ooked across | ower rooftops to part
of the ring of orchards and pastures around Central. Late spring and already
fruit beginning to formout there. Rebirth. A new Teg was born today! No
feeling of elation acconmpani ed the thought. Usually she found the view
restorative but not this norning.

VWhat are ny real strengths? What are ny facts?

The resources at a Mther Superior's command were form dable: profound loyalty
in those who served her, a mlitary armunder a Teg-trained Bashar (far away now
with a large portion of their troops guarding the school planet, Lanpadas),
artisans and technicians, spies and agents throughout the Od Enmpire, countless
wor kers who | ooked to the Sisterhood to protect them from Honored Matres, and

all the Reverend Mothers with OGther Menories reaching into the dawn of life.

Qdrade knew wi thout fal se pride that she represented the peak of what was

strongest in a Reverend Mdther. |If her personal nenories did not provide needed
i nformati on, she had others around her to fill the gaps. Machine-stored data as
wel |, although she admitted to a native distrust of it.

Qdrade found herself tenpted to go digging in those other lives she carried as
secondary nmenory -- these subterranean |ayers of awareness. Perhaps she could
find brilliant solutions to their predicament in experiences of O hers.
Dangerous! You could lose yourself for hours, fascinated by the nultiplicity of
human variations. Better to | eave O her Menories balanced in there, ready on
demand or intruding out of necessity. Consciousness, that was the ful crum and
her grip on identity.

Duncan | daho's odd Mentat netaphor hel ped.
Sel f-awareness: facing mrrors that pass through the universe, gathering new

i mages on the way -- endlessly reflexive. The infinite seen as finite, the
anal ogue of consciousness carrying the sensed bits of infinity.

She had never heard words cone closer to her wordl ess awareness. "Specialized
conplexity," ldaho called it. "W gather, assenble, and reflect our systens of
order."

Indeed, it was the Bene Gesserit view that humans were |ife designed by
evolution to create order

And how does that help us against these disorderly wonen who hunt us? What
branch of evolution are they? 1Is evolution just another name for God?

Her Sisters would sneer at such "bootl| ess specul ation."
Still, there might be answers in O her Menory.
Ahhhh, how seducti ve!

How desperately she wanted to project her bel eaguered self into past identities
and feel what it had been to live then. The inmediate peril of this enticenent
chilled her. She felt Other Menory crowdi ng the edges of awareness. "It was
l[ike this!™ "No! It was nore like this!" How greedy they were. You had to
pi ck and choose, discreetly aninating the past. And was that not the purpose of
consci ousness, the very essence of being alive?



Select fromthe past and natch it against the present: Learn consequences.

That was the Bene Gesserit view of history, ancient Santayana's words resonating
intheir lives: "Those who cannot renmenber the past are condemed to repeat
it."

The buil dings of Central itself, this nost powerful of all Bene Gesserit
establishnents, reflected that attitude wherever Odrade turned. Usiform that
was the commandi ng concept. Little about any Bene Gesserit working center was
al l owed to becone nonfunctional, preserved out of nostalgia. The Sisterhood had
no need for archeol ogists. Reverend Mthers enbodi ed history.

Slowy (rmuch slower than usual) the view out her high wi ndow produced its
calming effect. What her eyes reported, that was Bene Gesserit order

But Honored Matres could end that order in the next instant. The Sisterhood' s
situation was far worse than what they had suffered under the Tyrant. WMany of
t he deci sions she was forced to nake now were odi ous. Her workroom was | ess
agreeabl e because of actions taken here.

Wite off our Bene Gesserit Keep on Pal ma?

That suggestion was in Bellonda's nmorning report waiting on the worktable.
Odrade fixed an affirmative notation to it. "Yes."

Wite it off because Honored Matre attack is imm nent and we cannot defend them
or evacuate them

El even hundred Reverend Mthers and the Fates al one knew how many acol ytes,
postul ants, and others dead or worse because of that one word. Not to nention
all of the "Ordinary lives" existing in the Bene Gesserit shadow.

The strain of such decisions produced a new kind of weariness in Odrade. Was it
a weariness of the soul? Did such a thing as a soul exist? She felt deep

fati gue where consciousness could not probe. Wary, weary, weary.

Even Bel | onda showed the strain and Bell feasted on violence. Tanalane al one
appeared above it but that did not fool Odrade. Tam had entered the age of
superior observation that |lay ahead of all Sisters if they survived into it.
Not hi ng mattered then except observations and judgnents. Most of this was never
uttered except in fleeting expressions on winkled features. Tanal ane spoke few
words these days, her conments so sparse as to be al nost | udicrous:

"Buy nore no-ships."

"Brief Sheeana."

"Revi ew | daho records.”

"Ask Murbella."

Sonetinmes, only grunts issued fromher, as though words m ght betray her

And al ways the hunters roaned out there, sweeping space for any clue to the
| ocati on of Chapterhouse.



In her nost private thoughts, Odrade saw the no-ships of Honored Matres as
corsairs on those infinite seas between the stars. They flew no black fl ags
wi th skull and crossbones, but that flag was there nonetheless. Nothing
what soever romantic about them Kill and pillage! Amass your wealth in the
bl ood of others. Drain that energy and build your killer no-ships on ways

| ubricated with bl ood.

And they did not see they would drown in red lubricant if they kept on this
cour se.

There nust be furious people out there in that hunman Scattering where Honored
Matres origi nated, people who live out their lives with a single fixed idea:
Cet them

It was a dangerous universe where such ideas were allowed to float around
freely. Good civilizations took care that such ideas did not gain energy, did
not even get a chance for birth. Wen they did occur, by chance or accident,
they were to be diverted quickly because they tended to gather mass.

Qdrade was astoni shed that the Honored Matres did not see this or, seeing it,
ignored it.

"Ful | -bl own hysterics,"” Tamal ane called them
"Xenophobi a," Bel |l onda di sagreed, always correcting, as though control of
Archives gave her a better hold on reality.

Both were right, Odrade thought. The Honored Matres behaved hysterically. Al
out siders were the eneny. The only people they appeared to trust were the nen
they sexually enslaved, and those only to a limted degree. Constantly testing,
according to Murbella (our only captive Honored Matre), to see if their hold was
firm

"Sometines out of mere pique they may elininate someone just as an exanple to
others." Mirbella's words and they forced the question: Are they naking an
exanpl e of us? "See! This is what happens to those who dare oppose us!"

Mur bel | a had said, "You ve aroused them Once aroused, they will not desi st
until they have destroyed you."

Get the outsiders!

Singularly direct. A weakness in themif we play it right, Qdrade thought.
Xenophobia carried to a ridicul ous extrene?

Quite possibly.

Qdr ade pounded a fist on her worktable, aware that the action would be seen and
recorded by Sisters who kept constant watch on Mot her Superior's behavior. She
spoke al oud then for the omi present conmeyes and wat chdog Sisters behind them
"W will not sit and wait in defensive enclaves! W've becone as fat as
Bel l onda (and let her fret over that!) thinking we've created an untouchabl e

soci ety and enduring structures."

Qdr ade swept her gaze around the famliar room



"This place is one of our weaknesses!"

She took her seat behind the worktable thinking (of all things!) about
architecture and comunity planning. Well, that was a Mdther Superior's right!

Si sterhood conmunities seldomgrew at random Even when they took over existing
structures (as they had with the old Harkonnen Keep on Gammu) they did so with
rebui | di ng plans. They wanted pneunotubes to shunt small packages and nmessages.
Lightlines and hardray projectors to transmt encrypted words. They considered
t hensel ves nmasters at saf eguardi ng communi cations. Acol yte and Reverend Mot her
couriers (conmtted to self-destruction rather than betray their superiors)
carried the nore inportant nmessages.

She could visualize it out there beyond her wi ndow and beyond this planet -- her
web, superbly organi zed and manned, each Bene Gesserit an extension of the
others. Whiere Sisterhood survival was concerned, there was an untouchabl e core
of loyalty. Backsliders there mght be, sone spectacular (as the Lady Jessica,
grandmot her of the Tyrant), but they slid only so far. Mst upsets were

t enporary.

And all of that was a Bene Gesserit pattern. A weakness.

Qdrade admitted a deep agreenent with Bellonda's fears. But I'Il be damed if |
al l ow such things to depress all joy of living! That would be giving in to the
very thing those ranpagi ng Honored Matres want ed.

"I't's our strengths the hunters want," Odrade said, |ooking up at the ceiling
coneyes. Like ancient savages eating the hearts of enemies. Well . . . we wll
give them sonething to eat all right! And they will not know until too late
that they cannot digest it!

Except for prelimnary teachings tailored to acolytes and postul ants, the

Si sterhood did not go in nuch for adnonitory sayings, but Odrade had her own
private watchwords: "Sonmeone has to do the plowing." She sniled to herself as
she bent to her work much refreshed. This room this Sisterhood, these were her
garden and there were weeds to be renpved, seeds to plant. And fertilizer.
Mustn't forget the fertilizer.

VWen | set out to lead humanity along nmy Golden Path | promised a | esson their
bones would renenber. | know a profound pattern humans deny with words even
while their actions affirmit. They say they seek security and qui et,
conditions they call peace. Even as they speak, they create seeds of turnoil
and vi ol ence.

-Leto Il, the God Emperor



So she calls ne Spider Queen

Great Honored Matre | eaned back in a heavy chair set high on a dais. Her
wi t hered breast shook with silent chuckles. She knows what will happen when
get her in my web! Suck her dry, that's what 1'l| do.

A snall worman with unremarkabl e features and nmuscl es that tw tched nervously,
she | ooked down on the skylighted yellowtile floor of her audience room A
Bene Gesserit Reverend Mt her sprawl ed there in shigaw re bindings. The captive
made no attenpt to struggle. Shigawire was excellent for this purpose. Cut her
arms of f, it would!

The chanmber where she sat suited Great Honored Matre as nuch for its dinmensions
as for the fact that it had been taken fromothers. Three hundred neters
square, it had been designed for convocations of Guild Navigators here on
Junction, each Navigator in a nonstrous tank. The captive on that yellow fl oor
was a note in i mensity.

This weakling took too much joy in revealing what her so-called Superior named
nme!

But it still was a lovely norning, Great Honored Matre thought. Except that no
tortures or mental probes worked on these witches. How could you torture
someone who might choose to die at any noment? And did! They had ways of
suppressing pain, too. Very wily, these primtives.

She's | oaded with shere, too! A body infused with that damabl e drug
deteriorated beyond the reach of probes before it could be exanm ned adequately.

Great Honored Matre signaled an aide. That one nudged the spraw ed Reverend
Mot her with a foot and, at a further signal, eased the shigawire bindings to
all ow m ni mal novenent.

"What is your nane, child?" Geat Honored Matre asked. Her voice rasped
hoarsely with age and fal se bonhom e

"I amcall ed Sabanda." C ear young voice, still untouched by the pain of
pr obi ngs.

"Wwuld you like to watch us capture a weak nal e and enslave hin?" Great Honored
Matre asked.

Sabanda knew the proper response to this. They had been warned. "I will die
first." She said it calmy, staring up at that ancient face the color of a
dried root left too long in the sun. Those odd orange flecks in the crone's
eyes. A sign of anger, Proctors had told her

A loosely hung red-gold robe with black dragon figures down its open face and
red | eotards beneath it only enphasized the scrawny figure they covered.

Great Honored Matre did not change expression even with a recurrent thought
about these witches: Dam theml "Wat was your task on that dirty little
pl anet where we took you?"

"A teacher of the young."



"I"'mafraid we didn't |eave any of your young alive." Now why does she snile?
To offend ne! That's why!

"Did you teach your young ones to worship the witch, Sheeana?" G eat Honored
Mat re asked.

"Why should | teach themto worship a Sister? Sheeana would not |ike that."
"Wwuld not . . . Are you saying she has cone back to Iife and you know her?"
"I'sit only the living we know?"

How cl ear and fearless the voice of this young witch. They had remarkabl e sel f-
control, but even that could not save them Odd, though, how this cult of
Sheeana persisted. It would have to be rooted out, of course, destroyed the way
the witches thensel ves were bei ng destroyed.

Great Honored Matre lifted the little finger of her right hand. A waiting aide
approached the captive with an injection. Perhaps this new drug would free a
witch's tongue, perhaps not. No matter.

Sabanda gri maced when the injector touched her neck. In seconds she was dead.
Servants carried the body away. It would be fed to captive Futars. Not that
Futars were much use. Wuldn't breed in captivity, wouldn't obey the nost
ordinary comands. Sullen, waiting.

"Where Handl ers?" one might ask. O other useless words would spill fromtheir
humanoi d mouths. Still, Futars provided sonme pleasures. Captivity also
denonstrated they were vul nerable. Just as these primtive witches were. W'l
find the witches' hiding place. It's only a matter of tine.

The person who takes the banal and ordinary and illunminates it in a new way can
terrify. W do not want our ideas changed. W feel threatened by such denands.
"I already know the inmportant things!" we say. Then Changer conmes and throws
our old ideas away.

- The Zensufi Master

Ml es Teg enjoyed playing in the orchards around Central. Odrade had first
taken hi m here when he could just toddle. One of his earliest active nmenories:
hardly nore than two years old and al ready aware he was a ghola, though he did
not understand the word's full neaning.

"You are a special child," Odrade said. "W made you fromcells taken froma
very old man."



Al t hough he was a precocious child and her words had a vaguel y di sturbing sound,
he was nore interested then in running through tall sumrer grass beneath the
trees.

Later, he added other orchard days to that first one, accumul ating as wel
i mpressi ons about Odrade and the others who taught him He recogni zed quite
early that Odrade enjoyed the excursions as nuch as he did.

One afternoon in his fourth year, he told her: "Spring is ny favorite time."
“Mne, too."
VWhen he was seven and al ready showi ng the nental brilliance coupled to

hol ographi c menory that had caused the Sisterhood to place such heavy
responsibilities on his previous incarnation, he suddenly saw the orchards as a
pl ace touchi ng sonmething deep inside him

This was his first real awareness that he carried menories he could not recall
Deeply disturbed, he turned to Odrade, who stood outlined in |ight against the
afternoon sun, and said: "There are things | can't renenber!"”

"One day you will renenber," she said.
He coul d not see her face against the bright Iight and her words cane froma
great shadow place, as much within himas from Qdrade.

That year he began studying the life of the Bashar M| es Teg, whose cells had
started his new life. Qdrade had expl ained some of this to him holding up her
fingernails. "l took tiny scrapings fromhis neck-cells of his skin and they
held all we needed to bring you to life. "

There was sonet hing i ntense about the orchards that year, fruit |arger and
heavi er, bees al nost frenetic.

"It's because of the desert growing |arger down there in the south," Odrade
said. She held his hand as they wal ked t hrough a dewfresh nmorning beneath
bur geoni ng appl e trees.

Teg stared sout hward through the trees, nomentarily mesmerized by | eaf-dappl ed
sunlight. He had studied about the desert, and he thought he could feel the
wei ght of it on this place.

"Trees can sense their end approaching,"” Odrade said. "Life breeds nore
i ntensely when threatened."

"The air is very dry," he said. "That nust be the desert."

"Notice how some of the | eaves have gone brown and curled at the edges? W' ve
had to irrigate heavily this year."

He liked it that she seldomtal ked dowmn to him It was nostly one person to
another. He saw curled brown on | eaves. The desert did that.

Deep in the orchard, they listened quietly for a time to birds and insects.
Bees working the clover of a nearby pasture came to investigate but he was
pher onone- marked, as were all who wal ked freely on Chapterhouse. They buzzed
past him sensed identifiers and went away about their business with bl ossons.



Appl es. (Qdrade pointed westward. Peaches. His attention went where she
directed. And yes, there were the cherries east of them beyond the pasture. He
saw resin ribbing on the Iinbs.

Seeds and young shoots had been brought here on the original no-ships sone
fifteen hundred years ago, she said, and had been planted with | oving care.

Teg visualized hands grubbing in dirt, gently patting earth around young shoots,
careful irrigation, the fencing to confine the cattle to wild pastures around
the first Chapterhouse plantations and buil di ngs.

By this tine he already had begun | earning about the giant sandwormthe

Si sterhood had spirited from Rakis. Death of that worm had produced creatures
call ed sandtrout. Sandtrout were why the desert grew. Sonme of this history
touched accounts of his previous incarnation -- a man they called "The Bashar."
A great soldier who had died when terrible wonen call ed Honored Matres destroyed
Raki s.

Teg found such studies both fascinating and troubling. He sensed gaps in

hi nsel f, places where nmenories ought to be. The gaps called out to himin
dreans. And sonetinmes when he fell into reverie, faces appeared before him He
could al nost hear words. Then there were tinmes he knew the nanes of things

bef ore anyone told him Especially names of weapons.

Monment ous things grew in his awareness. This entire planet woul d becone desert,
a change started because Honored Matres wanted to kill these Bene Gesserit who
rai sed him

Reverend Mot hers who controlled his life often awed him-- bl ack-robed, austere,
t hose bl ue-in-blue eyes with absolutely no white. The spice did that, they
sai d.

Only Odrade showed hi m anything he took for real affection and Odrade was
soneone very inportant. Everyone called her Mther Superior and that was what
she told himto call her except when they were alone in the orchards. Then he
could call her Mother

On a nmorning wal k near harvest tine in his ninth year, just over the third rise
in the apple orchards north of Central, they cane on a shall ow depression free
of trees and lush with many different plants. QOdrade put a hand on his shoul der
and held himwhere they could admire black stepping-stones in a neander track

t hrough massed greenery and tiny flowers. She was in an odd nood. He heard it
in her voice.

"Omership is an interesting question," she said. "Do we own this planet or
does it own us?"

"1 like the snells here," he said.

She rel eased himand urged himgently ahead of her. "W planted for the nose
here, Mles. Aromatic herbs. Study themcarefully and | ook them up when you
get back to the library. Onh, do step on theml" when he started to avoid a
pl ant runner in his path.

He placed his right foot firmy on green tendrils and inhal ed pungent odors.



"They were made to be wal ked on and give up their savor," Odrade said.
"Proctors have been teaching you how to deal with nostalgia. Have they told you
nostal gia often is driven by the sense of smell?"

"Yes, Mother." Turning to |ook back at where he had stepped, he said: "That's
rosemary."

"How do you know?" Very intense.

He shrugged. "I just know. "

"That may be an original nenory." She sounded pl eased.

As they continued their walk in the aromatic holl ow, Odrade's voice once nore
became pensive. "Each planet has its own character where we draw patterns of

AOd Earth. Sonetinmes, it's only a faint sketch, but here we have succeeded."

She knelt and pulled a twig froman acid-green plant. Crushing it in her
fingers, she held it to his nose. "Sage."

She was right but he could not say how he knew.

"I"'ve snelled that in food. |Is that l|ike nmel ange?"
"It inproves flavor but won't change consciousness." She stood and | ooked down
at himfromher full height. "Mark this place well, Mles. Qur ancestra

wor | ds are gone, but here we have recaptured part of our origins."

He sensed she was teaching himsonething inportant. He asked Odrade: "Wy did
you wonder if this planet owned us?"

"My Sisterhood believes we are stewards of the land. Do you know about
st ewar ds?"

"Like Roitiro, ny friend Yorgi's father. Yorgi says his oldest sister will be
steward of their plantation soneday."

"Correct. W have a |longer residence on sone planets than any other people we
know of but we are only stewards.”

“I'f you don't own Chapterhouse, who does?"

"Per haps nobody. M question is: How have we marked each other, ny Sisterhood
and this planet?"

He | ooked up at her face then down at his hands. Was Chapterhouse nmarki ng him
ri ght now?

"Most of the marks are deep inside us."” She took his hand. "Cone along." They
left the aromatic dell and clinmbed up into Roitiro's domain, Qdrade speaking as
t hey went.

"The Sisterhood sel dom creates botanical gardens,"” she said. "Gardens mnust

support far nmore than eyes and nose."

"Food?"



"Yes, supportive first of our lives. Gardens, produce food. That dell back
there is harvested for our kitchens."

He felt her words flowinto him |odging there anong the gaps. He sensed

pl anning for centuries ahead: trees to replace building beans, to hold

wat er sheds, plants to keep | ake and river banks fromcrunbling, to hold topsoi
safe fromrain and wind, to maintain seashores and even in the waters to nake

pl aces for fish to breed. The Bene Gesserit al so thought of trees for shade and
shelter, or to cast interesting shadows on | awns.

"Trees and other plants for all of our synbiotic relationships," she said.
"Synmbiotic?" It was a new word
She expl ai ned with sonet hing she knew he al ready had encountered -- goi ng out

with others to harvest nushroons.

"Fungi won't grow except in the conmpany of friendly roots. Each has a symbiotic
rel ationship with a special plant. Each growing thing takes sonmething it needs

fromthe other."

She went on at length and, bored with | earning, he kicked a clump of grass, then
saw how she stared at himin that disturbing way. He had done sonet hi ng

of fensive. Wiy was it right to step on one growi ng thing and not on another?

"Mles! Gass keeps the wind fromcarrying topsoil into difficult places such
as the bottoms of rivers."

He knew that tone. Reprimanding. He stared down at the grass he had of f ended.

"These grasses feed our cattle. Sonme have seeds we eat in bread and ot her
foods. Sone cane grasses are w ndbreaks."

He knew that! Trying to divert her, he said: "Wndbrakes?" spellingit.

She did not smle and he knew he had been wong to think he could fool her
Resigned to it, he listened as she went on with the I esson

VWhen the desert cane, she told him grapes, their taproots down several hundred
neters, probably would be the last to go. O-chards would die first.

"Why do they have to die?"

"To nmake room for nore inportant life."

"Sandwor ns and nel ange. "

He saw he had pl eased her by know ng the rel ationship between sandworms and the
spi ce the Bene Gesserit needed for their existence. He was not sure how t hat
need worked but he imagined a circle: Sandworms to sandtrout to nel ange and
back again. And the Bene Gesserit took what they needed fromthe circle.

He was still tired of all this teaching, and asked: "If all these things are

going to die anyway, why do | have to go back to the library and learn their
nanmes?"



"Because you' re human and hunans have this deep desire to classify, to apply
| abel s to everything."

"Why do we have to nanme things |ike that?"

"Because that way we lay claimto what we nanme. W assune an ownership that can
be m sl eadi ng and dangerous."

So she was back on ownership

"My street, ny lake, nmy planet," she said. "M/ label forever. A |label you give
to a place or thing may not even | ast out your lifetine except as a polite sop
granted by conquerors . . . or as a sound to remenber in fear."

“Dune," he said.

"You are quick!"

"Honored Matres burned Dune."

"They'll do the same to us if they find us."

"Not if |I'myour Bashar!" The words were out of himwi thout thought but, once
spoken, he felt they m ght have some truth. Library accounts said the Bashar

had made enemies trenble just by appearing on a battlefield.

As t hough she knew what he was thinking, Odrade said: "The Bashar Teg was j ust
as famous for creating situations where no battle was necessary."

"But he fought your enemes."

"Never forget Dune, Mles. He died there."

"I know. "

"Do the Proctors have you studyi ng Cal adan yet?"

"Yes. It's called Dan in my histories."

"Labels, Mles. Nanmes are interesting renm nders but nost people don't make
ot her connections. Boring history, eh? Nanes -- convenient pointers, usefu

nostly with your own ki nd?"

"Are you ny kind?" It was a question that plagued himbut not in those words
until this instant.

"W are Atreides, you and |I. Renenber that when you return to your study of
Cal adan. "

When they went back through the orchards and across a pasture to the vantage
knoll with its linmb-franed view of Central, Teg saw the administrative conpl ex
and its barrier plantations with new sensitivity. He held this close as they
went down the fenced lane to the arch into First Street.

"Aliving jewel," Odrade called Central



As they passed under it, he |looked up at the street name burned into the
entrance arch. Galach in an elegant script with flowing |ines, Bene Gesserit
decorative. Al streets and buildings were |abeled in that sane cursive.

Looki ng around himat Central, the dancing fountain in the square ahead of them
the el egant details, he sensed a depth of human experience. The Bene Gesserit
had made this place supportive in ways he did not quite fathom Things picked
up in studies and orchard excursions, sinple things and conplex, cane to new
focus. It was a latent Mentat response but he did not know this, only sensing
that his unfailing nenory had shifted sone rel ationshi ps and reorgani zed t hem
He stopped suddenly and | ooked back the way they had cone -- the orchard out
there framed in the arch of the covered street. It was all related. Central's
ef fluent produced met hane and fertilizer. (He had toured the plant with a
Proctor.) Methane ran punps and powered some of the refrigeration

"What are you | ooking at, M| es?"

He did not know how to answer. But he renenbered an autumm afternoon when
Qdrade had taken himover Central in a '"thopter to tell him about these

rel ati onships and give him"the overview." Only words then but now the words
had meani ng.

"As near to a closed ecological circle as we can create,” Qdrade had said in the
"thopter. "Wather Control's orbiters monitor it and order the flow lines."

"Why are you standing there | ooking at the orchard, MIles?" Her voice was ful
of inperatives agai nst which he had no defenses.

“In the ornithopter, you said it was beautiful but dangerous.”

They had taken only one '"thopter trip together. She caught the reference
i mediately. "The ecological circle."

He turned and | ooked up at her, waiting.

"Encl osed, " she said. "Howtenpting it is to raise high walls and keep out
change. Rot here in our own self-satisfied confort."

Her words filled himwith disquiet. He felt he had heard them before . . . sone
other place with a different woman hol di ng his hand.

"Encl osures of any kind are a fertile breeding ground for hatred of outsiders,"
she said. "That produces a bitter harvest."

Not exactly the sane words but the sanme | esson
He wal ked sl owly besi de Odrade, his hand sweaty in hers.

"Why are you so silent, MIles?"

"You're farmers," he said. "That's really what you Bene Gesserit do.
She saw i mredi at el y what had happened, Mentat training coming out in himwthout
hi s knowi ng. Best not explore that yet. "W are concerned about everything
that grows, Mles. It was perceptive of you to see this."



As they parted, she to return to her tower, he to his quarters in the schoo
section, Odrade said: " | will tell your Proctors to place nore enphasis on
subtl e uses of power."

He m sunderstood. "I'malready training with |asguns. They say |I'mvery good."

"So |I've heard. But there are weapons you cannot hold in your hands. You can
only hold themin your mnd."

Rul es build up fortifications behind which small nminds create satrapies. A
perilous state of affairs in the best of times, disastrous during crises.

-Bene Cesserit Coda
Stygi an bl ackness in Great Honored Matre's sl eeping chanber. Logno, a G and

Dane and senior aide to the Hi gh One, entered fromthe unlighted hallway as she
had been sunmmoned to do and, seeing darkness, shuddered. These consultations

with no illumination terrified her and she knew Great Honored Matre took

pl easure fromthat. It could not be the only reason for darkness, though. Was
Great Honored Matre fearful of attack? Several Hi gh Ones had been deposed in
bed. No . . . not just that, although it night bear on the choice of setting.

Grunts and nmpans in the darkness.

Sonme Honored Matres snickered and said Great Honored Matre dared bed a Futar
Logno thought it possible. This G eat Honored Matre dared many things. Had she
not sal vaged sone of The Wapons fromthe disaster of the Scattering? Futars,

t hough? The Sisters knew Futars could not be bonded by sex. At |least not by
sex with humans. That might be the way the Enemies of Many Faces did it,

t hough. Who knew?

There was a furry snell in the bedchanmber. Logno closed the door behind her and
waited. Great Honored Matre did not |ike to be interrupted in whatever she did
there within shielding blackness. But she pernmits ne to call her Dama.

Anot her noan, then: "Sit on the floor, Logno. Yes, there by the door

Does she really see ne or only guess?

Logno did not have the courage to test it. Poison. |'Il get her that way
soneday. She's cautious but she can be distracted. Al though her Sisters m ght
sneer at it, poison was an accepted tool of succession . . . provided the

successor possessed further ways to maintain ascendancy.
"Logno, those Ixians you spoke with today. Wat do they say of The Wapon?"

"They do not understand its function, Dama. | did not tell themwhat it was."



"Of course not."

"WI1l you suggest again that Wapon and Charge be united?"
"Are you sneering at nme, Logno?"

"Dama! | woul d never do such a thing."

"I hope not. "

Sil ence. Logno understood that they both considered the sane problem Only
three hundred units of The Wapon survived the disaster. Each could be used
only once, provided the Council (which held the Charge) agreed to armthem
Great Honored Matre, controlling The Weapon itself, had only half of that awfu
power. Weapon without Charge was nerely a snall black tube that could be held
inthe hand. Wth its Charge, it cut a brief swath of bloodl ess death across
the arc of its limted range.

"The Ones of Many Faces," Great Honored Matre nuttered.

Logno nodded to the darkness where that nuttering originated.

Per haps she can see ne. | do not know what el se she sal vaged or what the |xians
may have provi ded her.

And the Ones of Many Faces, curse themthrough eternity, had caused the

di saster. Themand their Futars! The ease with which all but that handful of
The Weapon had been confiscated! Awesone powers. We must arm oursel ves well
before we return to that battle. Danma is right.

"That planet -- Buzzell," Great Honored Matre said. "Are you sure it's not
def ended?"

"We detect no defenses. Smugglers say it is not defended."
"But it is so rich in Soostones!"
"Here in the O d Enpire, people seldomdare attack the witches."

"I do not believe there are only a handful of themon that planet! It's a trap
of sonme kind."

"That is always possible, Dana."

| do not trust snugglers, Logno. Bond a few nore of themand test this thing of
Buzzell again. The witches may be weak but | do not think they are stupid."

"Yes, Dama."
"Tell the Ixians they will displease us if they cannot duplicate The Wapon."
"But without the Charge, Dama .

"We will deal with that when we nust. Now, |eave."



Logno heard a hissing "Yessssss!" as she |let herself out. Even the darkness of
the hal l way was wel come after the bedchanber and she hurried toward the |ight.

We tend to becore like the worst in those we oppose.

-Bene Gesserit Coda

The water inages again!
We're turning this whol e dammed planet into a desert and | get water inmages!

Qdrade sat in her workroom the usual norning clutter around her, and sensed Sea
Child floating in the waves, washed by them carried by them The waves were
the color of blood. Her Sea Child self anticipated bloody tines.

She knew where these inmages originated: the tine before Reverend Mthers rul ed
her life; childhood in the beautiful hone on the Gacmmu seacoast. Despite

i medi ate worries, she could not prevent a smle. Oysters prepared by Papa.
The stew she still preferred.

What she renenbered best of chil dhood was the sea excursions. Sonething about
bei ng afl oat spoke to her nobst basic self. Lift and fall of waves, the sense of
unbounded horizons with strange new pl aces just beyond the curved linmts of a
watery world, that thrilling edge of danger inplicit in the very substance that
supported her. Al of it conbined to assure her she was Sea Child.

Papa was cal mer there, too. And Mama Sibia happier, face turned into the wi nd,
dark hair blowi ng. A sense of balance radiated fromthose times, a reassuring
nmessage spoken in a | anguage ol der than Qdrade's ol dest ther Menmory. "This is
ny place, ny nedium | am Sea Child."

Her personal concept of sanity canme fromthose tines. The ability to balance on
strange seas. The ability to maintain your deepest self despite unexpected
waves.

Mama Si bia had given Odrade that ability |ong before the Reverend Mot hers cane
and took away their "hidden Atreides scion." Mma Sibia, only a foster nother,
had taught Qdrade to | ove herself.

In a Bene Gesserit society where any form of |ove was suspect, this renmai ned
Odrade's ultimate secret.

At root, | amhappy with nmyself. | do not mind being alone. Not that any
Reverend Mdther was ever truly alone after the Spice Agony flooded her with
Q her Menories.



But Mana Sibia and, yes, Papa, too, acting in loco parentis for the Bene
Gesserit, had i npressed a profound strength upon their charge during those
hi dden years. The Reverend Mt hers had been reduced to anplifying that

st rengt h.

Proctors had tried to root out Odrade's "deep desire for personal affinities,"”
but failed at last, not quite sure they had failed but always suspicious. They
had sent her to Al Dhanab finally, a place deliberately maintained as a m mc of
the worst in Salusa Secundus, there to be conditioned on a planet of constant
testing. A place worse than Dune in sone respects: high cliffs and dry gorges,
hot winds and frigid winds, too little noisture and too nuch. The Sisterhood
had t hought of it as a proving ground for those destined to survive on Dune.

But none of this had touched that secret core within Qdrade. Sea Child renmi ned
i ntact.

And it is Sea Child warning nme now.

Was it a prescient warning?

She had al ways possessed this bit of talent, this little twitching that told of
i mediate peril to the Sisterhood. Atreides genes rem nding her of their
presence. Was it a threat to Chapterhouse? No . . . the ache she could not
touch said it was others in danger. |Inportant, though.

Lanpadas? Her bit of talent could not say.

The Breeding M stresses had tried to erase this dangerous prescience fromtheir

Atreides line but with limted success. "W dare not risk another Kw satz
Haderach!" They knew of this quirk in their Mther Superior, but Odrade's |ate
predecessor, Taraza, had advi sed "cautious use of her talent." It had been

Taraza's view that Odrade's presci ence worked only to warn of dangers to the
Bene Gesserit.

Qdr ade agreed. She experienced unwanted nonents when she glinpsed threats.
dinpses. And lately she dreaned.

It was a vividly recurring dream every sense attuned to the i mediacy of this
thing occurring in her mnd. She walked across a chasmon a tightrope and
someone (she dared not turn to see who) was comnming frombehind with an axe to
cut the rope. She could feel the rough twi sts of fiber beneath bare feet. She
felt a cold wind blowing, a snell of burning on that wind. And she knew the one
wi th the axe approached!

Each perilous step required all of her energy. Step! Step! The rope swayed
and she stretched her arnms out straight on each side, struggling for bal ance.

If I fall, the Sisterhood falls!

The Bene Gesserit would end in the chasm beneath the rope. As with any living
thing, the Sisterhood nust end sonmetine. A Reverend Mther dared not deny it.

But not here. Not falling, the rope severed. W nust not |let the rope be cut!
| must get across the chasm before the axe-w el der cones. "I rmust! | nust!"”

The dream al ways ended there, her own voice ringing in her ears as she awoke in
her sleeping chanber. Chilled. No perspiration. Even in the throes of
ni ght nare, Bene Gesserit restraints did not permt unnecessary excesses.



Body does not need perspiration? Body does not get perspiration

As she sat in her workroomrenenbering the dream Odrade felt the depth of
reality behind that netaphor of a slender rope: The delicate strand on which |
carry the fate of nmy Sisterhood. Sea Child sensed the approachi ng ni ghtnare and
i ntruded with i nages of bloody waters. This was no trivial warning. O nous.
She wanted to stand and shout: "Scatter into the weeds, ny chicks! Run! Run!"

And woul dn't that shock the watchdogs!

The duties of a Mdther Superior required her to put a good face on her trenors
and act as though nothing mattered except the formal decisions in front of her
Pani ¢ must be avoided! Not that any of her inmmedi ate decisions were truly
trivial in these tines. But cal mdeneanor was required.

Sone of her chicks al ready were running, gone off into the unknown. Shared
l[ives in Oher Menmory. The rest of her chicks here on Chapterhouse woul d know
when to run. Wen we are discovered. Their behavior would be governed then by
the necessities of the noment. Al that really nattered was their superb
training. That was their nost reliable preparation

Each new Bene Gesserit cell, wherever it finally went, was prepared as was
Chapt erhouse: total destruction rather than subm ssion. The screaning fire
woul d engorge itself on precious flesh and records. Al a captor would find
woul d be usel ess weckage: tw sted shards peppered with ashes.

Sone Chapterhouse Sisters mght escape. But flight at the noment of attack --
how futil e!

Key peopl e shared Qther Menory anyway. Preparation. Mther Superior avoided
it. Reasons of norale!

VWere to run and who m ght escape, who m ght be captured? Those were the rea
guestions. What if they captured Sheeana down there at the edge of the new
desert waiting for sandworns that night never appear? Sheeana plus the
sandworns: a potent religious force Honored Matres m ght know how to exploit.
And what if Honored Matres captured ghol a-1daho or ghol a-Teg? There mni ght never
again be a hiding place if one of those possibilities occurred.

What if? What if?

Angry frustration said: "Should ve killed Idaho the nminute we got him W
shoul d never have grown ghol a- Teg."

Only her Council nenbers, imedi ate advi sors and sone anong the watchdogs shared
her suspicion. They sat on it with reservations. None of themfelt really
secure about those two ghol as, not even after mining the no-ship, naking it

vul nerable to the screamng fire.

In those | ast hours before his heroic sacrifice, had Teg been able to see the
unseeabl e (i ncluding no-ships)? How did he know where to neet us on that desert
of Dune?

And if Teg could do it, the dangerously talented Duncan |Idaho with his uncounted
generations of accunul ated Atrei des (and unknown) genes m ght al so stunble upon
the ability.



I mght do it nyself!

Wth sudden shocking insight, Qdrade realized for the first time that Tamal ane
and Bel | onda wat ched their Mther Superior with the sane fears that Odrade felt
i n wat ching the two ghol as.

Merely knowing it could be done -- that a human coul d be sensitized to detect
no-ships and the other forns of that shielding -- would have an unbal anci ng
effect on their universe. It would certainly set the Honored Matres on a
runaway track. There were uncounted |daho offspring loose in the universe. He
had al ways conpl ai ned he was "no dammed stud for the Sisterhood,"” but he had
performed for them many tines.

Al ways thought he was doing it for hinself. And maybe he was.

Any nainline Atreides of fspring mght have this talent the Council suspected had
cone to flower in Teg.

Where did the nonths and years go? And the days? Another harvest season and
the Sisterhood renmained in its terrible linmbo. M dnorning already, Odrade
realized. The sounds and snells of Central nade thensel ves known to her
Peopl e out there in the corridor. Chicken and cabbage cooking in the comunal
ki tchen. Everything normal.

VWhat was nornmal to soneone who dwelt in water inages even during these working
nonents? Sea Child could not forget Ganmu, the snells, the breeze-bl own

subst ance of ocean weeds, the ozone that made every breath oxygen-rich, and the
splendid freedomin those around her so apparent in the way they wal ked and
spoke. Conversation on the sea went deeper in a way she had never pl unbed.
Even smal |l talk had its subterranean el enents there, an oceanic el ocution that
flowed with the currents beneath them

Qdrade felt conpelled to remenber her own body afloat in that chil dhood sea.
She needed to recapture the forces she had known there, take in the
strengthening qualities she had |earned in nore innocent tines.

Face down in salty water, holding her breath as |long as she could, she fl oated
in a sea-washed now that cleansed away woes. This was stress nanagenent reduced
to its essence. A great cal mess flooded her

| float, therefore | am

Sea Child warned and Sea Child restored. Wthout ever adnmitting it, she had
needed restorati on desperately.

Qdrade had | ooked at her own face mirrored in a workroom w ndow t he previous
ni ght, shocked by the way age and responsibilities conmbined with fatigue to suck

in her cheeks and turn down the corners of her nobuth: the sensual lips thinner
the gentle curves of her face elongated. Only the all-blue eyes blazed with
their accustonmed intensity and she still was tall and nuscul ar

On inpul se, Odrade punched up the call synbols and stared at a projection above
the table: the no-ship sitting on the ground at the Chapterhouse spacefield, a
gi ant bunp of nysterious nachinery, separated from T Tinme. Over the years of its
sem -dormancy, it had depressed a great sunken area into the |anding flat,
becom ng al nost wedged there. It was a great lunp, its engines ticking away



only enough to keep it hidden from prescient searchers, especially fromGuild
Navi gators who would take a special joy in selling out the Bene Gesserit.

Wy had she called up this image just now?

Because of the three people confined there -- Scytale, the |last surviving
Tleil axu Master; Mirbella and Duncan |daho, the sexually bonded pair, held as
much by their rmutual entraprment as they were by the no-ship

Not sinple, any of it.

There sel dom were sinple explanations for any maj or Bene Gesserit undertaking.
The no-ship and its nmortal contents could only be classified as a nmajor effort.
Costly. Very costly in energy even in its standby node.

The appearance of parsinonious nmetering to all of that expenditure spoke of
energy crisis. One of Bell's concerns. You could hear it in her voice even
when she was bei ng her nost objective: "Down to the bone and nowhere else to
cut!" Every Bene Gesserit knew the watchful eyes of Accounting were on them
t hese days, critical of the Sisterhood' s outflowing vitality.

Bel | onda strode into the workroom unannounced with a roll of ridulian crysta
records under her left arm She wal ked as though she hated the floor, stanping
onit as if to say: "There! Take that! And that!" Beating the floor because
it was guilty of being underfoot.

Qdrade felt her chest tighten as she saw the look in Bell's eyes. The ridulian
records went "Slap!" as Bellonda threw themonto the table.

"Lanpadas! " Bel |l onda said and there was agony in her voice.

Qdrade had no need to open the roll. Sea Child's bloody water has becone
reality.

"Survivors?" Her voice sounded strained.

“"None." Bellonda slunped into the chairdog she kept on her side of (Qdrade's
t abl e.

Tanmal ane entered then and sat besi de Bellonda. Both | ooked stricken

No survivors.

Qdrade pernmitted herself a slow shudder that went from her breast to the soles
of her feet. She did not care that the others saw such a revealing reaction
Thi s workroom had seen worse behavior from Sisters.

"Who reported?" Qdrade asked.

Bel | onda said, "It came through our CHOAM spies and had the special mark on it.
The Rabbi supplied the information, no doubt of it. "

Qdrade did not know how to respond. She glanced at the wi de bow wi ndow behi nd
her comnpani ons, seeing a soft flutter of snowflakes. Yes, this news deservedly
went with winter marshaling its forces out there.



The sisters of Chapterhouse were unhappy about the sudden plunge into winter.
Necessities had forced Wat her Control to let the tenperature drop
precipitately. No gradual decline into winter, no kindness to grow ng things

t hat now nust pass through the freezing dormancy. This was three and four
degrees col der every night. Get the whole thing over in a week or so and plunge
themall into the seemingly interm nable chill

Cold to match the news about Lanpadas.

One result of this weather shift was fog. She could see it dissipating as the
brief snow flurry ended. Very confusing weather. They got the dewpoint next to
the air tenperature and the fog rolled into the remai ning wet spots. It lifted
fromthe ground in tulle nmists that wandered through | eafl ess orchards like a
poi sonous gas.

No survivors at all?

Bel | onda shook her head fromside to side in answer to Odrade's questioning
| ook.

Lanpadas -- a jewel in the Sisterhood' s network of planets, hone of their nost
prized school, another |ifeless ball of ashes and hardened nelt. And the Bashar
Al ef Burzmali with all of his handpi cked defense force. Al dead?

"All dead," Bellonda said.

Burzmali, favorite student of the old Bashar Teg, gone and nothing gained by it.
Lanpadas -- the marvelous library, the brilliant teachers, the premi er students
al | gone.

"Even Lucilla?" Odrade asked. The Reverend Mdther Lucilla, vice chancellor of
Lanpadas, had been instructed to flee at the first sign of trouble, taking with
her as many of the doomed as she could store in Other Menory.

"The spies said all dead," Bellonda insisted.
It was a chilling signal to surviving Bene Gesserit: "You may be next!"

How coul d any human soci ety be anesthetized to such brutality? Qdrade wonder ed.
She visualized the news with breakfast at some Honored Matre base: "We've
destroyed another Bene Gesserit planet. Ten billion dead, they say. That nakes
six planets this nonth, doesn't it? Pass the cream wll you, dear?"

Al most gl assy-eyed with horror, Odrade picked up the report and gl anced through
it. Fromthe Rabbi, no doubt of that. She put it down gently and | ooked at her
Counci | | ors.

Bell onda -- old, fat and florid, Mentat-Archivist, wearing lenses to read now,
uncaring what that reveal ed about her. Bellonda showed her blunt teeth in a
wi de grinace that said nore than words. She had seen Odrade's reaction to the
report. Bell might argue once nore for retaliation in kind. That could be
expected from soneone val ued for her natural viciousness. She needed to be

t hrown back into Mentat node where she woul d be nore anal yti cal

In her own way, Bell is right, Odrade thought. But she won't |ike what | have
in mnd. | nust be cautious in what | say now. Too soon to reveal ny plan



"There are circunstances where viciousness can blunt viciousness," (drade sai d.
"W nust consider it carefully.”

There! That would forestall Bell's outburst.

Tanmal ane shifted slightly in her chair. Odrade |ooked at the ol der wonman. Tam
conposed there behind her mask of critical patience. Snowy hair above that
narrow face: the appearance of aged wi sdom

Qdrade saw through the mask to Tanis extrene severity, the pose that said she
di sliked everything she saw and heard.

In contrast to the surface softness of Bell's flesh, there was a bony solidity
to Tamal ane. She still kept herself in trim her nuscles as well-toned as

possi ble. |In her eyes, though, was the thing that belied this: a sense of

wi t hdrawi ng there, pulling back fromlife. ©h, she observed yet, but sonething
had begun the final retreat. Tanmmlane's famed intelligence had become a kind of
shrewdness, relying nmostly on past observations and past decisions rather than
on what she saw in the i medi ate present.

We nust begin readying a replacenent. It will be Sheeana, | think. Sheeana is
dangerous to us but shows great prom se. And Sheeana was bl ooded on Dune.

Qdr ade focused on Tanal ane's shaggy eyebrows. They tended to hang over her lids
in a concealing disarray. Yes. Sheeana to replace Tanal ane.

Knowi ng the conplicated problens they nust solve, Tam woul d accept the decision.
At the nmoment of announcenent, Odrade knew she would only have to turn Tanm s
attention to the enornmity of their predicament.

I will mss her, dammt!

You cannot know history unless you know how | eaders nmove with its currents.
Every | eader requires outsiders to perpetuate his | eadership. Exanine ny
career: | was |eader and outsider. Do not assume | merely created a Church-
State. That was ny function as |eader and | copied historical nodels. Barbaric
arts of nmy tinme reveal ne as outsider. Favorite poetry: epics. Popular
dramatic ideal: heroism Dances: wldly abandoned. Stinmulants to make people
sense what | took fromthem \Wat did | take? The right to choose a role in

hi story.

-Leto Il (The Tyrant): Vether Bebe Transl ation

| amgoing to die! Lucilla thought.

Pl ease, dear Sisters, don't let it conme before | pass al ong the precious burden
| carry in ny mnd



Si sters!

The idea of fanmly sel domwas expressed anmong the Bene Gesserit but it was

there. In a genetic sense, they were related. And because of O her Menory,
they often knew where. They had no need for special terns such as "second
cousin" or "great aunt." They saw the relationships as a weaver sees his cloth.

They knew how the warp and weft created the fabric. A better word than Famly,
it was the fabric of the Bene Gesserit that fornmed the Sisterhood but it was the
ancient instinct of Famly that provided the warp

Lucilla thought of her sisters only as Family now. The Fam |y needed what she
carried.

I was a fool to seek refuge on Gamul!

But her danaged no-ship would linp no farther. How diabolically extravagant
Honored Matres had been! The hatred this inplied terrified her

Strewi ng the escape | anes around Lanpadas with deathtraps, the Fol dspace

peri meter seeded with snmall no-gl obes, each containing a field projector and a
lasgun to fire on contact. Wen the |aser hit the Hol zmann generator in the no-
gl obe, a chain reaction rel eased the nuclear energy. Bzzz into the trap field
and a devastating explosion spread silently across you. Costly but efficient!
Enough such expl osi ons and even a giant Cuildship woul d becone a crippl ed
derelict in the void. Her ship's system of defensive anal yses had penetrated
the nature of the trap only when it was too |late, but she had been |ucky, she
supposed.

She did not feel lucky as she | ooked out the second story wi ndow of this

i sol ated Ganmu farnhouse. The wi ndow was open and an afternoon breeze carried
the inevitable snell of oil, sonething dirty in the snoke of a fire out there.
The Harkonnens had left their oily mark on this planet so deep it m ght never be
renoved

Her contact here was a retired Suk doctor but she knew himas nuch nore,

sonet hing so secret that only a limted nunber in the Bene Gesserit shared it.
The know edge lay in a special classification: The secrets of which we do not
speak, even anong ourselves, for that would harmus. The secrets we do not pass
fromSister to Sister in the sharing of lives for there is no open path. The
secrets we dare not know until a need arises. Lucilla had stunbled into it
because of a veiled remark by drade.

"You know an interesting thing about Gammu? Mmmm there's a whol e society
there that bands itself on the basis that they all eat consecrated foods. A
custom brought in by immgrants who have never been assimlated. Keep to

t hensel ves, frown on outbreeding, that sort of thing. They ignite the usua
nmythic detritus, of course: whispers, runors. Serves to isolate them even
nore. Precisely what they want."

Lucilla knew of an ancient society that fitted itself neatly into this
description. She was curious. The society she had in mnd supposedly had died
out shortly after the Second |Interspace Mgrations. Judicious browsing in
Archives whetted her curiosity even nmore. Living styles, runor-fogged
descriptions of religious rituals -- especially the candelabra -- and the
keepi ng of special holy days with a proscription against any work on those days.
And they were not just on Gamul!



One norning, taking advantage of an uncomon lull, Lucilla entered the workroom
to test her "projective surnmise," something not as reliable as a Mentat's
equi val ent but nore than theory.

"You have a new assignnent for me, | suspect."

"I see you've been spending tine in Archives."

"It seened a profitable thing to do just now"

"Maki ng connecti ons?"

"A surmse." That secret society on Gammu -- they're Jews, aren't they?

"You may have need of special information because of where we are about to post
you." Extrenely casual

Lucilla sank into Bellonda's chairdog without invitation

Qdrade picked up a stylus, scribbled on a sheet of disposable and passed it to
Lucilla in a way that hid it fromthe coneyes.

Lucilla took the hint and bent over the nmessage, holding it close beneath the
shield of her head.

"Your surmise is correct. You must die before revealing it. That is the price
of their cooperation, a mark of great trust." Lucilla shredded the nmessage.

Qdrade used eye and pal midentification to unseal a panel on the wall behind
her. She renmobved a small ridulian crystal and handed it to Lucilla. 1t was
warm but Lucilla felt a chill. Wat could be so secret? Gdrade swung the
security hood from beneath her worktable and pivoted it into position.

Lucilla dropped the crystal into its receptacle with a trenbling hand and pulled
t he hood over her head. |Imediately, words formed in her mind, an oral sense of
extrenmely old accents clipped for recognition: "The people to whom your
attention has been called are the Jews. They nade a defensive decision eons
ago. The solution to recurrent pogrons was to vani sh frompublic view Space
travel made this not only possible but attractive. They hid on countless
planets -- their own Scattering -- and they probably have planets where only
their people live. This does not nmean they have abandoned age-ol d practices in
whi ch they excelled out of survival necessity. The old religionis sure to
persi st even though somewhat altered. It is probable that a rabbi from ancient
times would not find hinself out of place behind the Sabbath nenorah of a Jew sh
househol d in your age. But their secrecy is such that you could work a lifetine
besi de a Jew and never suspect. They call it 'Conplete Cover,' although they
know its dangers."

Lucilla accepted this without question. That which was so secret would be
percei ved as dangerous by anyone who even suspected its presence. "Else why do
they keep it secret, eh? Answer ne that!"

The crystal continued to pour its secrets into her awareness: "At the threat of
di scovery, they have a standard reaction, 'W seek the religion of our roots.
It is arevival, bringing back what is best fromour past.' "



Lucilla knew this pattern. There were always "nutty revivalists." It was
guaranteed to blunt nobst curiosity. "Then? Ch, they're another bunch of
revivalists."

"The maski ng system (the crystal continued) did not succeed with us. W have
our own well-recorded Jew sh heritage and a fund of Other Menory to tell us
reasons for secrecy. W did not disturb the situation until |, Mother Superior
during and after the battle of Corrin (Very old, indeed!), saw that our

Si sterhood had need of a secret society, a group responsive to our requests for
assi stance. "

Lucilla felt a surge of skepticism Requests?

The | ong-ago Mot her Superior had anticipated skepticism "On occasion, we make
demands they cannot avoid. But they nmake demands on us as well."

Lucilla felt imersed in the nmystique of this underground society. It was nore
than ultra-secret. Her clunsy questions in Archives had elicited nostly
rejections. "Jews? Wiat's that? Oh, yes -- an ancient sect. Look it up for

yourself. W don't have tinme for idle religious research.™

The crystal had nore to inpart: "Jews are amused and sonetinmes di smayed at what
they interpret as our copying them CQur breeding records dominated by the
female line to control the mating pattern are seen as Jewi sh. You are only a
Jew if your nother was a Jew. "

The crystal cane to its conclusion: "The Diaspora will be renenmbered. Keeping
this secret involves our deepest honor."

Lucilla lifted the hood from her head.

"You are a very good choice for an extrenely touchy assi gnment on Lanpadas, "
Qdrade had said, restoring the crystal to its hiding place.

That is the past and likely dead. Look where Odrade's "touchy assignnent" has
br ought ne!

From her vantage in the Ganmu farmhouse, Lucilla noted a | arge produce carrier
had entered the grounds. There was a bustle of activity bel ow her. Workers
cane fromall sides to neet the big carrier with towbins of vegetables. She
snel |l ed the pungent juices fromthe cut stens of narrows.

Lucilla did not nmove fromthe wi ndow. Her host had supplied her with | oca
garments -- a long gown of drab gray everwear and a bright blue headscarf to
confine her sandy hair. It was inportant to do nothing calling undue attention
to herself. She had seen ot her wonen pause to watch the farmwork. Her
presence here could be taken as curiosity.

It was a large carrier, its suspensors |aboring under the |oad of produce
already piled inits articulated sections. The operator stood in a transparent
house at the front, hands on the steering | ever, eyes straight ahead. H s |egs
were spread wi de and he | eaned into the web of sloping supports, touching the
power bar with his left hip. He was a large man, face dark and deeply wi nkl ed,
hair laced with gray. H s body was an extension of the machinery -- guiding
ponderous novenent. He flicked his gaze up to Lucilla as he passed, then back
to the track into the w de | oading area defined by buil dings bel ow her.



Built into his machi ne, she thought. That said sonething about the way humans
were fitted to the things they did. Lucilla sensed a weakening force in this
thought. If you fitted yourself too tightly to one thing, other abilities
atrophi ed. W becone what we do.

She pictured herself suddenly as another operator in sone great nachine, no
different fromthat man in the carrier.

The big machi ne trundl ed past her out of the yard, its operator not sparing her
anot her gl ance. He had seen her once. Wy |ook tw ce?

Her hosts had nade a wise choice in this hiding place, she thought. A sparsely
popul ated area with trustworthy workers in the imediate vicinity and little
curiosity anmong the people who passed. Hard work dulled curiosity. She had
noted the character of the area. when she was brought here. Evening then and
peopl e already trudging toward their hones. You could measure the urban density
of an area by when work stopped. Early to bed and you were in a | oosel y-packed
region. Night activity said people remained restless, twitchy with inner

awar eness of others active and vibrating too near

What has brought nme to this introspective state?

Early in the Sisterhood's first retreat, before the worst onslaughts of the
Honored Matres, Lucilla had experienced difficulty coming to grips with belief
that "someone out there is hunting us with intent to kill."

Pogronl That was what the Rabbi had called it before going off that morning "to

see what | can do for you."

She knew t he Rabbi had chosen his word fromlong and bitter nmenory, but not
since her first experience of Ganmu before this pogromhad Lucilla felt such
confinenent to circunmstances she coul d not control

| was a fugitive then, too.

The Sisterhood's present situation bore simlarities to what they had suffered
under the Tyrant, except that the God Enperor obviously (in retrospect) never

i ntended to exterm nate the Bene Gesserit, only to rule them And he certainly
rul ed!

Where is that damed Rabbi ?

He was a large, intense man with ol d-fashi oned spectacles. A broad face browned
by much sunlight. Few winkles despite the age she could read in his voice and
noverments. The spectacl es focused attention on deeply set brown eyes that

wat ched her with peculiar intensity.

"Honored Matres," he had said (right here in this bare-walled upper room) when
she expl ai ned her predicanent. "Oh, ny! That is difficult.”

Lucilla had expected that response and, what was nore, she could see he knew it.

"There is a Guild Navigator on Ganmu hel pi ng the search for you," he said. "It
is one of the Edrics, very powerful, | amtold."

"l have Siona blood. He cannot see ne."



"Nor me nor any of my people and for the sane reason. W Jews adjust to many
necessities, you know. "

"This Edric is a gesture," she said. "He can do little."

"But they have brought him |'mafraid there is no way we can get you safely
of f the planet."

"Then what can we do?"
"W will see. M people are not entirely hel pl ess, you understand?"

She recogni zed sincerity and concern for her. He spoke quietly of resisting the
sexual bl andi shmrents of Honored Matres, "doing it unobtrusively so as not to
arouse them"

"I will go whisper in a few ears," he said.

She felt oddly restored by this. There often was sonething coldly renmpte and
cruel about falling into the hands of the nedical professions. She reassured
herself with the know edge that Suks were conditioned to be alert to your needs,
conpassi onate and supportive. (Al of those things that can fall by the wayside
in emergencies.)

She bent her efforts to restoring calm focusing on the personal nmantra she had
gai ned in solo death education.

If | amto die, | nust pass along a transcendental lesson. | must leave with
serenity.

That hel ped but still she felt a trenbling. The Rabbi had been gone too |ong.
Sonet hi ng was w ong.

Was | right to trust hinfP

Despite a growi ng sense of doom Lucilla forced herself to practice Bene
Gesserit naivete as she reviewed her encounter with the Rabbi. Her Proctors had
called this "the innocence that goes naturally with inexperience, a condition
often confused with ignorance.” Into this naivete all things flowed. It was
close to Mentat performance. Information entered w thout prejudgnent. "You are
a mrror upon which the universe is reflected. That reflection is all you
experi ence. |mages bounce fromyour senses. Hypotheses arise. |nportant even
when wong. Here is the exceptional case where nmore than one wong can produce
dependabl e deci sions."

"W are your willing servants," the Rabbi had said.
That was guaranteed to alert a Reverend Mt her

The expl anations of Qdrade's crystal felt suddenly inadequate. It's al nost

al ways profit. She accepted this as cynical but from vast experience. Attenpts
to weed it out of human behavi or al ways broke up on the rocks of application
Soci al i zing and communi stic systens only changed the counters that neasured
profits. Enornous managerial bureaucracies -- the counter was power.

Lucilla warned herself that the nmanifestati ons were always the sane. Look at
this Rabbi's extensive farm Retirenent retreat for a Suk? She had seen



sonet hing of what |ay behind the establishment: servants, richer quarters. And
there nust be nore. No matter the systemit was al ways the sane: the best
foods, beautiful lovers, unrestricted travel, magnificent holiday
acconmodat i ons.

It gets very tiresone when you've seen it as often as we have.
She knew her mind was jittering but felt powerless to prevent it.

Survival. The very bottom of the denand systemis always survival. And
threaten the survival of the Rabbi and his people.

He had fawned upon her. Always beware of those who fawn upon us, nuzzling up to
all of that power we're supposed to have. How flattering to find great nobs of
servants waiting and anxi ous to do our bidding! How utterly debilitating.

The mi stake of Honored Matres.

VWat is del aying the Rabbi?

Was he seeing how nuch he could get for the Reverend Mot her Lucilla?

A door sl amed bel ow her, shaking the floor under her feet. She heard hurried
footsteps on a stairway. How primtive these people were. Stairways! Lucilla
turned as the door opened. The Rabbi entered bringing a rich snell of nelange.
He stood by the door assessing her nood.

"Forgive ny tardiness, dear lady. | was summoned for questioning by Edric, the
Gui l d Navi gator."

That expl ai ned the snmell of spice. Navigators were forever bathed in the orange
gas of nelange, their features often fogged by the vapors. Lucilla could
visualize the Navigator's tiny v of a nouth and the ugly flap of nose. NMouth
and nose appeared small on a Navigator's gigantic face with its pulsing tenples.
She knew how t hreat ened the Rabbi nust have felt listening to the singsong

ulul ations of the Navigator's voice with its sinultaneous nmechtranslation into

i nper sonal Gal ach.

"What did he want ?"

"You. "

"Does he . . ."

"He does not know for sure but | amcertain he suspects us. However, he
suspects everybody."

"Did they foll ow you?"
"Not necessary. They can find nme any tinme they want."
"What shall we do?" She knew she spoke too fast, nmuch too | oud.

"Dear lady . . ." He canme three steps closer and she saw the perspiration on
his forehead and nose. Fear. She could snell it.

"Well, what is it?"



"The econom c view behind the activities of Honored Matres -- we find themquite
interesting.”

His words crystallized her fears. | knewit! He's selling ne out!
"As you Reverend Mdthers know very well, there are always gaps in economc
systens. "

"Yes?" Profoundly wary.

"I nconpl ete suppression of trade in any commodity always increases the profits
of the tradesmen, especially the profits of the senior distributors.” H s voice
was warningly hesitant. "That is the fallacy of thinking you can contro
unwant ed narcotics by stopping themat your borders."

What was he trying to tell her? H's words described elenmentary facts known even
to acolytes. Increased profits were always used to buy safe paths past border
guards, often by buying the guards thensel ves.

Has he bought servants of the Honored Matres? Surely, he doesn't believe he can
do that safely.

She waited while he conposed his thoughts, obviously form ng a presentation he
beli eved nost likely to gain her acceptance.

Wiy did he point her attention toward border guards? That certainly was what he
had done. (Guards always had a ready rationalization for betraying their
superiors, of course. "If I don't, soneone else will."

She dared to hope.

The Rabbi cleared his throat. It was apparent he had found the words he wanted
and had pl aced themin order.

"1 do not believe there is any way to get you off Gamu alive."

She had not expected such a blunt condemmation. "But the . . ."

"The information you carry, that is a different matter," he said.

So that was behind all of the focusing on borders and guards!

"You don't understand, Rabbi. M/ information is not just a few words and sone
war ni ngs." She tapped a finger against her forehead. "In here are nany
precious lives, all of those irreplaceabl e experiences, learning so vital that -

"Ahhh, but | do understand, dear lady. Qur problemis that you do not
under st and. "

Al ways these references to understanding!

"I't is your honor upon which | depend at this nonent," he said.

Ahhhh, the | egendary honesty and trustworthi ness of the Bene Gesserit when we
have gi ven our word!



"You know I will die rather than betray you," she said.

He spread his hands wide in a rather hel pless gesture. "I amfully confident of
that, dear lady. The question is not one of betrayal but of sonething we have
never before revealed to your Sisterhood."

"What are you trying to tell me?" Quite perenptory, alnmpst with Voice (which
she had been warned not to try on these Jews).

"I must exact a promise fromyou. | must have your word that you will not turn
agai nst us because of what | am about to reveal. You nust prom se to accept ny
solution to our dilemm."

"Si ght unseen?"

"Only because | ask it of you and assure you that we honor our commitnent to
your Sisterhood."

She glared at him trying to see through this barrier he had erected between
them H's surface reactions could be read but not the mysterious thing beneath
hi s unexpected behavi or

The Rabbi waited for this fearsome wonan to reach her decision. Reverend

Mot hers al ways made hi m uneasy. He knew what her decision nmust be and pitied
her. He saw that she could read the pity in his expression. They knew so nuch
and so little. Their powers were nmanifest. And their know edge of Secret

| srael so peril ous!

W owe themthis debt, though. She is not of the Chosen, but a debt is a debt.
Honor is honor: Truth is truth.

The Bene Gesserit had preserved Secret Israel in many hours of need. And a
pogrom was sonething his people knew w t hout |engthy explanations. Pogrom was
enbedded in the psyche of Secret Israel. And thanks to the Unspeakable, the
chosen people would never forget. No nore than they could forgive.

Menory kept fresh in daily ritual (with periodic enphasis in comrunal sharings)
cast a glowi ng hal o on what the Rabbi knew he nust do. And this poor wonan!
She, too, was trapped by nenories and circunstances.

Into the cauldron! Both of us!
"You have ny word," Lucilla said.

The Rabbi returned to the rooms only door and opened it. An older woman in a
| ong brown gown stood there. She stepped in at the Rabbi's beckoni ng gesture.
Hair the color of old driftwood neatly bound in a bun at the back of her head.
Face pinched in and winkled, dark as a dried alnond. The eyes, though! Tota
blue! And that steely hardness within them.

"This is Rebecca, one of our people," the Rabbi said. "As | am sure you can
see, she has done a dangerous thing."

"The Agony," Lucilla whispered.

"She did it |ong ago and she serves us well. Now, she will serve you.



Lucilla had to be certain. "Can you Share?"

"I have never done it, lady, but | knowit." As Rebecca spoke, she approached
Lucilla and stopped when they were al nost touching.

They | eaned toward each other until their foreheads nmade contact. Their hands
went out and gripped the offered shoul ders.

As their mnds |ocked, Lucilla forced a projective thought: "This rmust get to
ny Sisters!”

"I prom se, dear |ady."

There could be no deception in this total mxing of mnds, this ultimte candor
powered by i mrinent and certain death or the poisonous nel ange essence that
ancient Fremen had rightly called "the little death."” Lucilla accepted
Rebecca's pronise. This wild Reverend Mother of the Jews committed her life to
t he assurance. Sonething else! Lucilla gasped as she saw it. The Rabb

i ntended to sell her to the Honored Matres. The driver of the produce carrier
had been one of their agents cone to confirmthat there was i ndeed a woman of
Lucilla's description at the farnmhouse.

Rebecca' s candor gave Lucilla no escape: "It is the only way we can save
oursel ves and maintain our credibility."

So that was why the Rabbi had made her think of guards and power brokers!
Clever, clever. And | accept it as he knew | woul d.

You cannot nmani pul ate a marionette with only one string.

- The Zensunni Whip

The Reverend Mt her Sheeana stood at her scul pting stand, a gray-clawed shaper
covering each hand |ike exotic gloves. The black sensiplaz on the stand had
been taking formunder her hands for al nbst an hour. She felt herself close to
the creation that sought realization, surging froma wild place within her. The
intensity of the creative force made her skin trenble and she wondered that
passersby in the hall to her right did not sense it. The north wi ndow of her
wor kroom adnitted gray |ight behind her and the western w ndow gl owed orange
with a desert sunset.

Prester, Sheeana's senior assistant here at the Desert Watch Station, had paused
in the doorway a few nminutes ago but the entire station conpl enent knew better
than to interrupt Sheeana at this work.



St eppi ng back, Sheeana brushed a strand of sun-streaked brown hair from her
forehead with the back of a hand. The black plaz stood in front of her like a
chal l enge, its curves and planes alnost fitted to the formshe sensed within
her .

| cone here to create when ny fears are greatest, she thought.

Thi s thought danpened the creative surge and she redoubl ed her efforts to

conpl ete the scul pture. Her shaper-clad hands di pped and swooped over the plaz
and the bl ack shape foll owed each intrusion |like a wave driven by an insane

wi nd.

The light fromthe north wi ndow faded and the automatics conpensated with a

yel lowgray glow fromthe ceiling edges but it was not the same. It was not the
sane!
Sheeana stepped back fromher work. Close . . . but not close enough. She

could al nost touch the formw thin her and feel it striving for birth. But the
pl az was not right. One sweeping stroke of her right hand reduced it to a bl ack
bl ob on the stand.

Damm!

She stripped off the shapers and dropped themto the shelf beside the scul pting
stand. The horizon out the western window still carried a strip of orange.
Fadi ng fast the way she felt the fading of her creative urge.

Striding to the sunset window, she was in tinme to see the last of the day's
search teanms return. Their landing lights were firefly darts off to the south
where a tenporary flat had been established in the path of the advanci ng dunes.
She could see fromthe slow way the 'thopters canme down that they had found no
spi cebl ows or other signs that sandworns were at |ast devel oping fromthe
sandtrout pl anted here.

| am shepherd to worns that nmay never cone.

The wi ndow gave back to her a dark reflection of her features. She could see
where the Spice Agony had left its marks. The sl ender, brown-skinned waif of
Dune had becone a tall, rather austere wonman. But her brown hair still insisted
on escaping the tight coif at the nape of her neck. And she could see the

Wil dness in her all-blue eyes. Qhers could see it, too. And that was the
problem source of sone of her fears.

There appeared to be no stopping the Mssionaria in its preparations for our
Sheeana.

If the giant sandworns devel oped -- Shai-hulud returned! And the Mssionaria
Protectiva of the Bene Gesserit was ready to | aunch her onto an unsuspecting
humanity prepared for religious adoration. The nmyth becone real . . . just the
way she tried to nmake that scul pture back there a reality.

Hol y Sheeana! The God Enperor is her thrall! See how the sacred sandworns obey
her! Leto is returned!

Would it influence the Honored Matres? Probably. They gave at least lip
service to the God Enperor in his name of Gul dur



Not likely they would follow "Holy Sheeana's" |ead except in the natter of
sexual exploits. Sheeana knew her own sexual behavior, outrageous even by Bene
Gesserit standards, was a formof protest against this role the Mssionaria
tried to i mpose on her. The excuse that she only polished the males trained in
sexual bondage by Duncan Idaho was just that . . . an excuse.

Bel | onda suspects.

Ment at Bell was a constant danger to Sisters who got out of line. And that was
a major reason Bell held her powerful position in the high Council of the
Si st er hood.

Sheeana turned away fromthe w ndow and flung herself onto the orange and unber
spread covering her cot. Directly in front of her, a large black and white
drawi ng of a gi ant worm poi sed above a tiny hunman figure.

That's the way they were and may never be again. Wiat was | trying to say with
that drawing? |If | knew | mght be able to conplete the plaz scul pture.

It had been perilous to develop a secret hand-talk with Duncan. But there were
thi ngs the Sisterhood could not know -- not yet.

There m ght be a way of escape for both of us.

But where could they go? It was a universe beset by Honored Matres and ot her
forces. It was a universe of scattered planets peopled nostly by humans who
wanted only to live out their lives in peace -- accepting Bene Gesserit guidance
in sone places, squirmng under Honored Matre suppression in many regions,
nostly hoping to govern thensel ves as best they could, the perennial dream of
denocracy, and then there were always the unknowns. And always the | esson of
the Honored Matres! Miurbella's clues said Fish Speakers and Reverend Mothers in
extrem s forned the Honored Matres. Fish Speaker denocracy becone Honored Matre
aut ocracy! The clues were too nunerous to ignore. But why had they enphasized
unconsci ous conpul sions with their T-probes, cellular induction, and sexua

pr owess?

Where is the market to accept our fugitive talents?

Thi s universe no | onger possessed a single bourse. A species of subterranean
webwor ks coul d be defined. It was extrenely |oose, based on old conproni ses and
temporary agreenents.

Qdrade had once said: "It resenbles an old garment with frayed edges and
pat ched hol es."

CHOAM s tightly bound trading network of the Od Enpire was no nore. Now, it
was fearful bits and pieces held together by the |oosest of ties. People
treated this patched thing with contenpt, |onging always for the good ol d days.

What kind of a universe would accept us nerely as fugitives and not as the
Sacred Sheeana with her consort?

Not that Duncan was a consort. That had been the Bene Gesserit's original plan
"Bond Sheeana to Duncan. W control himand he can control her."

Murbel la cut that plan short. And a good thing for both of us. Wuo needs a
sexual obsession? But Sheeana was forced to admit she harbored oddly confused



feelings about Duncan Idaho. The hand-tal ks, the touching. And what could they
say to Odrade when she cane prying? Not if, but when.

"W tal k about ways for Duncan and Murbella to escape you, Mther Superior. W
tal k about other ways to restore Teg's nmenories. W talk about our own private
rebel I i on agai nst the Bene Gesserit. Yes, Darwi Odrade! Your forner student
has becone a rebel against you."

Sheeana adnmitted to m xed feelings about Murbella as well.
She donesticated Duncan where | mght have fail ed.

The captive Honored Matre was a fascinating study . . . and anusing at times.
There was her joking doggerel posted on the wall of the ship's Acolyte dining
room

Hey, God! | hope you're there.

| want you to hear ny prayer.
That graven i mage on ny shel f:
Is it really you or just mnyself?
Wel |, anyway, here it goes:

Pl ease keep nme on ny toes.

Hel p ne past ny worst mistakes,
Doing it for both our sakes,

For an exanpl e of perfection

To the Proctors in ny section

O nerely for the Heaven of it,
Li ke bread, for the | eaven of it.
For whatever reason may incline,
Pl ease act for yours and mne

* * *

The subsequent confrontation with Odrade, caught by the coneyes, had been a

beautiful thing to watch. Qdrade's voice oddly strident: "Mirbella? You?"
"I"'mafraid so." No contrition in her at all
"Afraid so?" Still strident.

"Why not?" Quite defiant.
"You j oke about the Mssionaria! Don't protest. That was your intent."
"They're so damed pretentious!"

Sheeana could only synpathi ze as she reflected on that confrontation.

Rebel I i ous Murbella was a synptom \Wat fernents until you are forced to notice
it?

| fought in just that way against the everlasting discipline, "which will make
you strong, child."

VWhat was Murbella like as a child? What pressures shaped her? Life was al ways
a reaction to pressures. Sone gave in to easy distractions and were shaped by
them pores bloated and reddened by excesses. Bacchus |eering at them Lust



fixing its shape on their features. A Reverend Mother knew it by mllennia
observation. W are shaped by pressures whether we resist themor not.
Pressures and shapings -- that was life. And | create new pressures by ny
secret defiance.

G ven the Sisterhood's present state of alertness to all threats, the hand-talk
wi th Duncan probably was futile

Sheeana tipped her head and | ooked at the black blob on the scul pting stand.

But | will persist. | will create my own statenent of ny life. | will create
ny own life! Damm the Bene CGesserit!

And | will lose the respect of nmy Sisters.

There was sonet hing anti que about the way respectful conformty was forced upon
them They had preserved this thing fromtheir nbst ancient past, taking it out
regularly to polish and make the necessary repairs that tinme required of al
human creations. And here it was today, held in unspoken reverence.

Thus you are a Reverend Mt her and by no other judgnment shall that be true.

Sheeana knew then she would be forced to test that antique thing to its limts,
probably breaking it. And that black plaz formseeking outlet fromthe wild

pl ace within her was only one el enent of what she knew she had to do. Call it
rebellion, call it by any other nane, the force she felt in her breast could not
be deni ed.

Confine yourself to observing and you al ways m ss the point of your own life.
The object can be stated this way: Live the best life you can. Life is a gane
whose rules you learn if you leap into it and play it to the hilt. Qherw se,
you are caught off bal ance, continually surprised by the shifting play. Non-

pl ayers often whine and conplain that |uck al ways passes themby. They refuse
to see that they can create sone of their own | uck

-Darwi drade

"Have you studied the | atest conmeye record of |daho?" Bellonda asked.

"Later! Later!" Odrade knew she was feeling peckish and it had cone out in
this response to Bell's pertinent question

Pressures confined the Mther Superior nore and nore these days. She had al ways
tried to face her duties with an attitude of broad interest. The nore things to
interest her, the wi der her scan and that was sure to bring nore usabl e data.
Using the senses inproved them Substance, that was what her questing interests
desired. Substance. It was like hunting for food to assuage a deep hunger



But her days were becom ng duplicates of this norning. Her liking for persona

i nspections was well known but these workroomwalls held her. She nust be where
she coul d be reached. Not only reached, but able to dispatch conmunications and
peopl e on the instant.

Damm! | will make the time. | nust!
It was time pressure as nuch as anyt hi ng.
Sheeana said: "W trundle along on borrowed days."

Very poetic! Not rmuch help in the face of pragmatic demands. They had to get
as many Bene Gesserit cells as possible Scattered before the axe fell. Nothing
el se had that priority. The Bene Gesserit fabric was being torn apart, sent to
destinati ons no one on Chapterhouse could know. Sonetines, Qdrade saw this fl ow
as rags and remants. They went flapping away in their no-ships, a stock of
sandtrout in their holds, Bene Gesserit traditions, |earning, and nenories as
guide. But the Sisterhood had done this long ago in the first Scattering and
none cane back or sent a nmessage. Not one. Not one. Only Honored Matres
returned. |f they had ever been Bene Gesserit, they now were a terrible

di stortion, blindly suicidal

WIIl we ever be whol e agai n?

Odr ade | ooked down at the work on her table: nore selection charts. Wo shal
go and who shall remain? There was little tinme to pause and take a deep breath.
O her Menory from her | ate predecessor, Taraza, took on an "I told you so!"
character. "See what | had to go through?"

And | once wondered if there was roomat the top

There m ght be roomat the top (as she was fond of telling acolytes) but there
was sel dom enough ti me.

When she thought of the largely passive non-Bene Gesserit popul ace "out there,"
Qdrade sonetines envied them They were permtted their illusions. Wat a
confort. You could pretend your life was forever, that tonorrow woul d be
better, that the gods in their heavens watched you with care.

She recoiled fromthis | apse with disgust at herself. The unclouded eye was
better, no matter what it saw.

"I"ve studied the | atest |daho records,"”
t he patient Bell onda.

she said, |ooking across the table at

"He has interesting instincts," Bellonda said.

Qdr ade t hought about that. Coneyes throughout the no-ship mssed little. The
Council's theory about ghol a-1daho becane daily |less a theory and nore a
conviction. How nmany nenories fromthe serial ldaho lifetines did this ghola
cont ai n?

"Tamis raising doubts about their children,"” Bellonda said. "Do they have
danger ous tal ents?"



That was to be expected. The three children Mirbella had borne Idaho in the no-
ship had been renoved at birth. Al were being observed with care as they

devel oped. Did they have that uncanny reactive speed Honored Matres displ ayed?
Too early to say. It was a thing that devel oped in puberty, according to

Mur bel | a.

Their captive Honored Matre accepted the renoval of her children with angry
resi gnation. |daho, however, showed little reaction. Odd. Did sonething give
hi ma broader view of procreation? Al nost a Bene Gesserit view?

"Anot her Bene Cesserit breeding program" he sneered.

Qdrade | et her thoughts flow Was it really the Bene Gesserit attitude they saw
in ldaho? The Sisterhood said enptional attachnents were ancient detritus --

i nportant for human survival in their day but no longer required in the Bene
Gesserit plan.

I nstincts.

Things that cane with egg and sperm Oten vital and loud: "This is the
species talking to you, dolt!"

Loves . . . offspring . . . hungers . . . Al of those unconscious notives to
conpel specific behavior. It was dangerous to nmeddle in such matters. The
Breedi ng M stresses knew this even while they did it. The Council debated it
periodically and ordered a careful watch on consequences.

"You' ve studied the records. |Is that all the answer | get?" Quite plaintive
for Bell onda.

The coneye record of such interest to Bell was of |daho questioning Mirbella
about Honored Matre sexual -addiction techniques. Wy? Hi s parallel abilities
cane from Tleilaxu conditioning inpressed on his cells in the axlotl tank

| daho's abilities originated as an unconscious pattern akin to instincts but the
result was indistinguishable fromthe Honored Matre effect: ecstasy anplified
until it drove out all reason and bound its victinms to the source of such

rewar ds.

Murbel la went only so far in a verbal exploration of her abilities. Cbvious
residual fury that |daho had addicted her with the sane techni ques she had been
taught to use.

"Murbel I a bl ocks up when I daho questions notives," Bellonda said.

Yes, |'ve seen that.
"I could kill you and you know it!" Muirbella had said.

The coneye record showed themin bed in Miurbella's no-ship quarters, having just
satiated their nutual addiction. Sweat glistened on bare flesh. Mirbella |ay
with a blue towel across her forehead, green eyes staring up at the coneyes.

She appeared to be looking directly at the observers. Little orange flecks in
her eyes. Anger flecks fromher body's residual store of the spice substitute
Honored Matres enployed. She was on mnel ange now -- and no adverse synptons.

| daho | ay beside her, black hair in disarray around his face, a sharp contrast
to the white pillow beneath his head. H s eyes were closed but the lids



flickered. Thin. He wasn't eating enough despite tenpting dishes sent by
Qdrade's own chef. His high cheekbones were strongly defined. The face had
become craggy in the years of his confinenent.

Murbella's threat was backed by physical ability, Odrade knew, but it was
psychol ogically false. Kill her lover? Not likely!

Bel | onda was thinking along these sane lines. "Wat was she doi ng when she
denonstrated her physical speed? W've seen that before."

"She knows we watch."

The coneyes showed Murbella defying post-coital fatigue to | eap from bed.
Moving with blurred speed (rmuch faster than anything the Bene CGesserit had ever
achi eved), she kicked out with her right foot, stopping the blowonly a hair's
breadth from | daho's head.

At her first novenment, |daho opened his eyes. He watched wi thout fear, wthout
flinching.

That blow Fatal if it struck. You had only to see such a thing once to fear
it. Murbella nmoved with no resort to her central cortex. |Insect-like, an
attack triggered by nerves at the point of rmuscle ignition

"You see!" Miurbella | owered her foot and gl ared down at him
| daho smil ed.

Watching it, Odrade rem nded herself that the Sisterhood had three of Miurbella's
children, all fermale. The Breeding M stresses were excited. 1In tinme, Reverend
Mot hers born of this Iine mght match that Honored Matre ability.

In tinme we probably don't have.

But Odrade shared the excitenent of the Breeding Mstresses. That speed! Add
that to the nerve-nuscle training, the great prana-bindu resources of the
Si sterhood! What that nmight create lay wordlessly within her

"She did that for us, not for him" Bellonda said.

Odrade was not sure. Mirbella resented the constant watch over her but she had
cone to an acconmpdation with it. Mny of her actions obviously ignored the
peopl e behind the coneyes. This record showed her returning to her place in the
bed besi de | daho.

"I have restricted access to that record," Bellonda said. "Sone acolytes are
becom ng troubl ed."

Qdr ade nodded. Sexual addiction. That aspect of Honored Matre abilities
created disturbing ripples in the Bene Gesserit, especially anong acol ytes.

Very suggestive. And nost of the Sisters on Chapterhouse knew the Reverend

Mot her Sheeana, al one anbng them practiced sone of these techniques in defiance
of a general fear this could weaken them

"W nust not becone Honored Matres!" Bell was al ways saying that. But Sheeana
represents a significant control factor. She teaches us sonething about
Mur bel | a.



One afternoon, catching Miurbella alone in her no-ship quarters and obviously
rel axed, QOdrade had tried a direct question. "Before |daho, were none of you
ever tenpted to, let us say, 'join in the fun'?"

Murbel la had recoiled with angry pride. "He caught ne by accident!"

The sane ki nd of anger she showed to Idaho's questions. Renenbering this,
Qdr ade | eaned over her worktable and called up the original record.

"Look at how angry she gets," Bellonda said. "A hypnotrance injunction agai nst
answering such questions. |'d stake my reputation on it."
"That'll come out in the Spice Agony," Odrade said.

"I'f she ever gets to it!"
"Hypnotrance i s supposed to be our secret."

Bel | onda chewed on the obvious inference: No Sister we sent out in the origina
Scattering ever returned.

It was witten large in their minds: "Did renegade Bene Cesserit create the
Honored Matres?" Mich suggested it. Then why did they resort to sexua

ensl avenent of nales? Mirbella' s historical prattlings did not satisfy.
Everyt hi ng about this went agai nst Bene Gesserit teaching.

"W have to learn," Bellonda insisted. "Wat little we knowis very
di sturbing."

Qdr ade recogni zed the concern. How nuch of a lure was this ability? Very big,
she thought. Acolytes conpl ai ned that they dreaned about beconi ng Honored
Matres. Bellonda was rightly worried.

Create or arouse such unbridled forces and you built carnal fantasies of
enornous conplexity. You could | ead whol e popul ati ons around by their desires,
by their fantasy projections.

There was the terrible power the Honored Matres dared use. Let it be known that
they had the key to blinding ecstasy and they had won half the battle. The
sinple clue that such a thing existed, that was the begi nning of surrender
People at Murbella's level in that other Sisterhood night not understand this
but the ones at the top . . . Was it possible they nerely used this power

wi t hout caring or even suspecting its deeper force? |If that were the case, how
were our first Scattered Ones lured into this dead end?

Earlier, Bellonda had offered her hypothesis:

Honored Matre with captive Reverend Mt her taken prisoner in that first

Scattering. "Wlcome, Reverend Mdther. W would like you to witness a snal
denonstrati on of our powers." Interlude of sexual denobnstration followed by a
di spl ay of Honored Matre physical speed. Then -- wi thdrawal of nelange and

i njection of the adrenaline-based substitute laced with a hypnodrug. In that

hypot heti cal trance, the Reverend Mdtther was sexually inprinted.

That coupled to the selective agony of nelange withdrawal (Bell suggested) mi ght
make the victimdeny her origins.



Fates help us! Were the original Honored Matres all Reverend Mdthers? Do we
dare test this hypothesis on ourselves? Wat can we learn of this fromthat
pair in the no-ship?

Two sources of information |ay there under the Sisterhood' s watchful eyes but
the key had yet to be found.

Worman and man no | onger just breeding partners, no |longer a confort and support
to each other. Sonething new has been added. The stakes have been escal at ed.

In the coneye record playing at the worktable, Mrbella said sonething that
caught the Mdther Superior's full attention.

"W Honored Matres did this to ourselves! Can't blane anyone el se.™
"You hear that?" Bellonda demanded.
Qdr ade shook her head sharply, wanting all of her attention on this exchange.

"You can't say the sane about ne," |daho objected.

"That's an enpty excuse," Mirbella accused. "So you were conditioned by the
Tleilaxu to snare the first Inmprinter you encountered!"

"And to kill her," lIdaho corrected. "That's what they intended."

"But you didn't even try to kill ne. Not that you could have."

"That's when . . ." ldaho broke off with an involuntary glance at the recording
coneyes.
"What was he about to say there?" Bellonda pounced. "W nust find out!"

But Odrade continued her silent observation of the captive pair. Mirbella
denonstrated a surprising insight. "You think you caught ne through sone
accident in which you were not involved?"

"Exactly."

"But | see sonmething in you that accepted all of it! You didn't just go al ong
with your conditioning. You performed to your limts."

An inward |l ook filnmed Idaho's eyes. He tipped his head back, stretching his
chest nuscl es.

"That's a Mentat expression!" Bellonda accused.

Al of (Odrade's analysts suggested this but they had yet to west an adnission
fromldaho. [|f he was a Mentat, why withhold that infornmation?

Because of the other things inplied by such abilities. He fears us and rightly
so.

Mur bel | a spoke with a sneer. "You inprovised and i nproved on what the Tleilaxu
did to you. There was sonething in you that made no conpl ai nt what soever!"



"That's how she deals with her own guilt feelings," Bellonda said. "She has to
believe it's true or Idaho would not have been able to trap her."

Qdrade pursed her lips. The projection showed |daho anused. "Perhaps it was
the same for both of us."

"You can't blanme the Tleilaxu and | can't blame the Honored Matres."

Tamal ane entered the workroom and sank into her chairdog beside Bellonda. " |
see it has your interest, too." She gestured at the projected figures.

Qdr ade shut down the projector

"I'"ve been inspecting our axlotl tanks,'
has w thheld vital information."

Tamal ane said. "That dammed Scytal e

"There's no flaw in our first ghola, is there?" Bellonda denmanded.
“Not hi ng our Suks can find."
Qdrade spoke in a mld tone: "Scytale has to keep some bargai ning chips.”

Both sides shared a fantasy: Scytale was paying the Bene Gesserit for rescue
fromthe Honored Matres and sanctuary on Chapterhouse. But every Reverend
Mot her who studi ed hi m knew sonmething el se drove the last Tleilaxu Mster.

Clever, clever, the Bene Tleilax. Far nore clever than we suspected. And they
have dirtied us with their axlotl tanks. The very word "tank" -- another of
their deceptions. W pictured containers of warned amiotic fluid, each tank
the focus of conplex machinery to duplicate (in a subtle, discrete and
control | abl e way) the workings of the wonb. The tank is there all right! But

| ook at what it contains.

The Tleilaxu solution was direct: Use the original. Nature already had worked
it out over the eons. Al the Bene Tleilax need do was add their own contro
system their own way of replicating information stored in the cell

"The Language of God," Scytale called it. Language of Shaitan was nore
appropri ate.

Feedback. The cell directed its own wonb. That was nore or | ess what a
fertilized ovumdid anyway. The Tleilaxu nmerely refined it.

A sigh escaped Odrade, bringing sharp gl ances from her conpani ons. Does Mt her
Superi or have new troubl es?

Scytal e's revel ations trouble ne. And what those revel ati ons have done to us.

Oh, how we recoiled fromthe "debasenent." Then, rationalizations. And we knew
they were rationalizations! "If there is no other way. |If this produces the
ghol as we need so desperately. Volunteers probably can be found." Were found!

Vol unt eer s!

"You' re wool gat hering!" Tamal ane grunbl ed. She glanced at Bellonda, started to
say sonet hing and thought better of it.



Bel | onda's face went soft-bland, a frequent acconpani ment to her darker noods.
Her voice cane out little nore than a guttural whisper. "I strongly urge that
we elimnate Idaho. And as for that Tleilaxu nonster "

"Why do you nake such a suggestion with a euphem sn?" Tamal ane denmanded.

"Kill himthen! And the Tleilaxu should be subjected to every persuasion we --
"Stop it, both of you!" Cdrade ordered.

She pressed both palns briefly agai nst her forehead and, staring at the bow

wi ndow, saw icy rain out there. Wather Control was nmaki ng nore m stakes. You
couldn't blane them but there was nothing humans hated nore than the

unpredi ctable. "W want it natural!" Whatever that means.

When such thoughts cane over her, Odrade |onged for an exi stence confined to the
order that pleased her: an occasional walk in the orchards. She enjoyed them
in all seasons. A quiet evening with friends, the give and take of probing
conversations with those for whomshe felt warnth. Affection? Yes. The Mther

Superior dared nuch -- even |ove of conpanions. And good neals with drinks
chosen for their enhancement of flavors. She wanted that, too. How fine it was
to play upon the palate. And later . . . yes, later -- a warmbed with a gentle

conpani on sensitive to her needs as she was sensitive to his.

Most of this could not be, of course. Responsibilities! Wat an enornobus word.
How it burned.

"I"'mgetting hungry," Odrade said. "Shall | order lunch served here?"

Bel | onda and Tanuml ane stared at her. "It's only half past eleven," Tanual ane

conpl ai ned.

"Yes or no?" Odrade insisted.

Bel | onda and Tanml ane exchanged a private |l ook. "As you wi sh," Bellonda said.
There was a saying in the Bene Gesserit (Qdrade knew) that the Sisterhood ran
snoot her when Mt her Superior's stonmach was satisfied. That had just tipped the

scal es.

Qdrade keyed the intercomto her private kitchen. "Lunch for three, Duana.
Sonet hi ng special. You choose.™

Lunch, when it came, featured a dish Qdrade especially enjoyed, a vea
casserole. Duana displayed a delicate touch with herbs, a bit of rosenmary in
the veal, the vegetables not overcooked. Superb

Qdr ade savored every bite. The other two pl odded through the neal, spoon-to-
nmout h, spoon-t o- nout h.

Is this one of the reasons | am Mot her Superior and they are not?
VWil e an acolyte cleared away the remains of |unch, Odrade turned to one of her

favorite questions: "Wat is the gossip in the comopn roons and anong the
acol ytes?"



She renmenbered in her own acol yte days how she had hung on the words of the

ol der wonen, expecting great truths and getting nostly small tal k about Sister
So-and-so or the | atest problens of Proctor X. Cccasionally, though, the
barriers came down and i nportant data fl owed

"Too many acol ytes talk of wanting to go out in our Scattering," Tanal ane
rasped. "Sinking ships and rats, | say."

"There's a great interest in Archives lately," Bellonda said. "Sisters who know
better come | ooking for confirmation -- whether such and so acol yte has a heavy

Si ona gene-mark."

Qdrade found this interesting. Their compn Atreides ancestor fromthe Tyrant's
eons, Siona | bn Fuad al -Seyefa Atreides, had inparted to her descendants this
ability that hid themfrom prescient searchers. Every person wal ki ng openly on
Chapt er house shared that ancestral protection

"“A heavy mark?" drade asked. "Do they doubt that the ones in question are
pr ot ect ed?"”

"They want reassurance," Bellonda growed. "And now may | return to Idaho? He
has the genetic mark and he does not. It worries nme. Wy do sorme of his cells
not have the Siona marker? What were the Tleilaxu doi ng?"

"Duncan knows the danger and he's not suicidal," Odrade said.

"W don't know what he is," Bell onda conpl ai ned.

"Probably a Mentat, and we all know what that could nean," Tamal ane sai d.
"I understand why we keep Murbella," Bellonda said. "Valuable information. But
| daho and Scytale . . ."

"That's enough!" Odrade snapped. "Watchdogs can bark too long!"

Bel | onda accepted this grudgingly. Wtchdogs. Their Bene Gesserit termfor
constant nonitoring by Sisters to see that you did not fall into shallow ways.
Very trying to acolytes but just another part of |life to Reverend Mt hers.

Qdrade had explained it one afternoon to Miurbella, the two of themalone in a
gray-wal l ed intervi ew chanber of the no-ship. Standing close together facing
each other. Eyes at a level. Quite informal and intinmate. Except for the
know edge of those coneyes all around them

"Wat chdogs, " (Odrade said, responding to a question from Mirbella. "It neans we
are nutual gadflies. Don't nake that nore than it is. W seldomnag. A sinple
word can be enough. ™

Mur bel I a, her oval face drawn into a | ook of distaste, the w de-set green eyes
i ntent, obviously thought Odrade referred to some conmon signal, a word or
saying the Sisters used in such situations.

"What word?"
"Any word, danmit! \Whatever's appropriate. It's like a mutual reflex. W

share a common 'tic' that cones not to annoy us. W welcone it because it keeps
us on our toes."



"And you'll watchdog ne if | becone a Reverend Mother?"
"W want our watchdogs. We'd be weaker without them"
"I't sounds oppressive."
"We don't find it so."

"I think it's repellent.” She |ooked at the glittering lenses in the ceiling.
"Li ke those damed coneyes."

"W take care of our own, Murbella. Once you're a Bene Gesserit, you' re assured
of lifelong mai ntenance."

"A confortable niche." Sneering.

Qdr ade spoke softly. "Sonething quite different. You are challenged throughout
your life. You repay the Sisterhood right up to the linits of your abilities.”

"Wat chdogs! "

"We're always m ndful of one another. Sone of us in positions of power can be
authoritarian at times, famliar even, but only to a point carefully nmeasured
for the requirenents of the nonment."

"Never really warmor tender, eh?"

"That's the rule."”

"Affection, nmaybe, but no | ove?"

"I"ve told you the rule.”" And Odrade could see the reaction clearly on
Murbella's face: "There it is! They will demand that | give up Duncan!”
"So there's no | ove anobng the Bene Gesserit." How sad her tone. There was hope

for Murbella yet.

"Loves occur, " Qdrade said, "but my Sisters treat them as aberrations."
"So what | feel for Duncan is aberration?"

"And Sisters will try to treat it."

"Treat! Apply correctional therapy to the afflicted!"

"Love is considered a sign of rot in Sisters."

"I see signs of rot in you!"

As t hough she foll owed Odrade's thoughts, Bellonda dragged Odrade out of
reverie. "That Honored Matre will never comit herself to us!" Bellonda w ped
a bit of luncheon gravy fromthe corner of her mouth. "W're wasting our tinme

trying to teach her our ways.'

At |east Bell was no longer calling Mirbella "whore," Qdrade thought. That was
an i nprovenent.



Al'l governnments suffer a recurring problem Power attracts pathol ogi ca
personalities. It is not that power corrupts but that it is nmagnetic to the
corruptible. Such people have a tendency to becone drunk on viol ence, a
condition to which they are quickly addicted.

-Mssionaria Protectiva, Text QV (decto)

Rebecca knelt on the yellow tile floor as she had been ordered to do, not daring
to look up at Great Honored Matre seated so renptely high, so dangerous. Two
hours Rebecca had waited here alnpbst in the center of a giant roomwhile G eat
Honored Matre and her conpanions ate a |unch served by obsequi ous attendants.
Rebecca marked the manners of the attendants with care and enul ated t hem

Her eye sockets still ached fromtransplants the Rabbi had given her less than a
nonth ago. These eyes showed a blue iris and white sclera, no clue to the Spice
Agony in her past. It was a tenporary defense. |In |less than a year, the new

eyes woul d betray her with total bl ue.

She judged the ache in her eyes to be the |east of her problenms. An organic

i npl ant fed her nmetered doses of nelange, concealing her dependence. The supply
was gauged to | ast about sixty days. |f these Honored Matres hel d her | onger
than that, wi thdrawal would plunge her into an agony that woul d nake the
original appear mild by comparison. The nost imredi ately dangerous thing was
the shere being nmetered to her with the spice. |If these wonen detected it, they
certainly woul d be suspi ci ous.

You are doing well. Be patient. That was Qther Menory fromthe horde of
Lanpadas. The voice rang softly in her head. It had the sound of Lucilla but
Rebecca coul d not be sure.

It had becone a famliar voice in the nonths since the Sharing when it had
announced itsel f as "Speaker of your Mbhalata." These whores cannot match our
know edge. Renenber that and let it give you courage.

The presence of Qthers Wthin who subtracted none of her attention from what
went on around her had filled her with ane. W call it Sinulflow, Speaker had
said. Sinmulflow nmultiplies your awareness. Wen she had tried to explain this
to the Rabbi, he had reacted in anger

"You have been tainted by unclean thoughts!"

They had been in the Rabbi's study late at night. "Stealing tine fromthe days
allotted us," he called it. The study was an underground room its walls |ined
with old books, ridulian crystals, scrolls. The roomwas protected from probes
by the best I|xian devices and they had been nodified by his own people to

i nprove them



She was allowed to sit beside his desk at such times while he | eaned back in an
old chair. A glowglobe placed | ow beside himcast an antique yellow light on
his bearded face, glinting off the spectacles he wore al nost as badge of office.

Rebecca pretended confusion. "But you said it was required of us to save this
treasure from Lanpadas. Have the Bene Gesserit not been honorable with us?"

She saw the worry in his eyes. "You heard Levi talking yesterday of the
qguesti ons being asked here. Wy did the Bene Gesserit witch conme to us? That
is what they ask."

"Qur story is consistent and believable," Rebecca protested. "The Sisters have
taught us ways that even Truthsay cannot penetrate."

"I don't know. . . | don't know." The Rabbi shook his head sadly. "Wat is a
lie? What is truth? Do we condemn ourselves with our own nout hs?"

"It is pogromthat we resist, Rabbi!" That usually stiffened his resolve.

"Cossacks! Yes, you are right, daughter. There have been Cossacks in every age
and we are not the only ones who have felt their knouts and swords as they rode
into the village with rmurder in their hearts."

It was odd, Rebecca thought, how he managed to give the inpression that these
events were of recent occurrence and that his eyes had seen them Never to
forgive, never to forget. Lidiche was yesterday. Wat a powerful thing that
was in the nenory of Secret Israel. Pogroml Al npost as powerful inits
continuity as these Bene Gesserit presences she carried in her awareness.

Al nmost. That was the thing the Rabbi resisted, she told herself.

"I fear that you have been taken fromus," the Rabbi said. "What have | done to
you? What have | done? And all in the nane of honor."

He | ooked at the instrunents on his study wall that reported the nightly power
accunul ations fromthe vertical-axis windnmlls placed around the farnstead. The
instrunments said the machi nes were hunmm ng away up there, storing energy for the
nmorrow. That was a gift of the Bene Gesserit: freedomfromlx. |ndependence.
VWhat a peculiar word.

Wt hout |ooking at Rebecca, he said: " | find this thing of Oher Menory very
difficult and al ways have. Menory should bring wisdombut it does not. It is
how we order the menory and where we apply our know edge."

He turned and | ooked at her, his face falling into shadows. "Wat is it this
one inside you says? This one you think of as Lucilla?"

Rebecca coul d see it pleased himto say Lucilla' s nane. |If Lucilla could speak
t hrough a daughter of Secret Israel, then she still lived and had not been
betrayed.

Rebecca | owered her gaze as she spoke. "She says we have these inner inmages,

sounds and sensations that conme at command or intrude under necessity."

"Necessity, yes! And what is that except reports of senses fromflesh that may
have been where you shoul d not have been and done of fensi ve things?"



O her bodi es, other nenories, Rebecca thought. Having experienced this she knew
she coul d never willingly abandon it. Perhaps | have i ndeed becone Bene
Cesserit. That is what he fears, of course.

"I will tell you a thing," the Rabbi said. "This 'crucial intersection of
living awareness,' as they call it, that is nothing unless you know how your own
deci sions go out fromyou like threads into the lives of others."

"To see our own actions in the reactions of others, yes, that is how the Sisters
viewit."

"That is wisdom What is it the |ady says they seek?"
"“Influence on the maturing of humankind."

"Mmmmm  And she finds that events are not beyond her influence, nerely beyond

her senses. That is alnbst wise. But naturity . . . ahhh, Rebecca. Do we
interfere with a higher plan? Is it the right of hunans to set limts on the
nature of Yaweh? | think Leto Il understood that. This lady in you denies it."

"She says he was a damable tyrant."

"He was but there have been wi se tyrants before him and doubtless will be nore
after us."

"They call him Shaitan."

"He had Satan's own powers. | share their fear of that. He was not so nuch
prescient as he was a cement. He fixed the shape of what he saw "

"That is what the | ady says. But she says it is their grail that he preserved."
"Again, they are al nost wise."

A great sigh shook the Rabbi and once nore he | ooked to the instrunents on his
wal | . Energy for the norrow.

He returned his attention to Rebecca. She was changed. He could not avoid
awareness of it. She had becone very like the Bene Gesserit. It was
understandable. Her nmnd was filled with all of those people from Lanpadas.
But they were not Gadarene swine to be driven into the sea and their diabolism
with them And | am not another Jesus.

"This thing they tell you about the Mdther Superior Odrade -- that she often
damms her own Archivists and the Archives with them Wat a thing! Are not
Archives |like the books in which we preserve our w sdon®"

"Then am | an Archivist, Rabbi?"

Her question confounded himbut it also illum nated the problem He smiled. "
| tell you sonething, daughter. | adnit to a little synpathy with this CQdrade.
There is always sonething grunbling about Archivists."

"I's that wi sdom Rabbi?" How slyly she asked it!

"Believe ne, daughter, it is. How carefully the Archivist suppresses even the
snal | est hint of judgment. One word after another. Such arrogance!"



"How do they judge which words to use, Rabbi?"

"Ahhh, a bit of w sdom cones to you, daughter. But these Bene Gesserit have not
achieved wisdomand it is their grail that prevents it."

She could see it on his face. He tries to armne with doubts about these lives
| carry.

"Let me tell you a thing about the Bene Gesserit," he said. Nothing cane into
his mind then. No words, no sage advice. This had not happened to himfor
years. There was only one course open to him speak fromthe heart.

"Per haps they have been too I ong on the road to Damascus without a blinding

flash of illum nation, Rebecca. | hear themsay they act for the benefit of
humanki nd. Sonehow, | cannot see this in them nor do | believe the Tyrant saw
it."

VWen Rebecca started to reply, he stopped her with an uprai sed hand. "Mature

humanity? That is their grail? Is it not the mature fruit that is plucked and
eat en?”

On the floor of junction's Great Hall, Rebecca renenbered these words, seeing
the personification of themnot in the lives she preserved but in the actions of
her captors.

Great Honored Matre had finished eating. She w ped her hands on the gown of an
at t endant .

"Let her approach," Great Honored Matre said

Pai n | anced Rebecca's |eft shoul der and she lurched forward on her knees. The
one called Logno had come up behind with the stealth of a hunter and had jabbed
a shuntgoad into the captive's flesh.

Laught er echoed through the room

Rebecca staggered to her feet and, staying just ahead of the goad, arrived at
the foot of the steps leading up to the Great Honored Matre where the goad

st opped her.

"Down! " Logno enphasi zed the comand wi th another jab

Rebecca sank to her knees and stared straight ahead at the risers of the steps.
The yellow tiles displayed tiny scratches. Sonehow, these flaws reassured her

Great Honored Matre said: "Let her be, Logno. | w sh answers, not screans."
Then to Rebecca: "Look at ne, wonan!"

Rebecca rai sed her eyes and stared up at the face of death. Wat an

unremar kable face it was to have that threat init. So . . . so evenly
featured. Al nost plain. Such a small figure. This anplified the peril Rebecca
sensed. \Wat powers the small woman nust have to rule these terrible people.

"Do you know why you are here?" Geat Honored Matre denmanded.



In her nost obsequi ous tones, Rebecca said: " | was told, O Geat Honored
Matre, that you wished ne to recount the lore of Truthsay and other natters of
"You were mated to a Truthsayer!" It was accusation.

"He is dead, Great Honored Matre."

"No, Logno!" This was directed at the aide who |lunged forward with the goad.
"This wetch does not know our ways. Now, go stand at the side, Logno, where |
wi Il not be annoyed by your inpetuosity.

"You will speak to me only in response to questions or when | command it,
wetch!" G eat Honored Matre shouted.

Rebecca cri nged.
Speaker whi spered in Rebecca's head: That was al nbst Voice. Be warned.

"Have you ever known any of the ones who call thensel ves Bene Gesserit?" G eat
Honored Matre asked.

Really now "Everyone has encountered the witches, G eat Honored Matre."
"What do you know of then®"

So this is why they brought ne here.

"Only what | have heard, Geat Honored Matre."

"Are they brave?"

"It is said they always try to avoid risks, G eat Honored Matre."

You are worthy of us, Rebecca. That is the pattern of these whores. The narble
rolls down the incline in its proper channel. They think you dislike us.

"Are these Bene Gesserit rich?" Geat Honored Matre asked.
"1 think the witches are poor beside you, Honored Matre," Rebecca said.
"Why do you say that? Do not speak just to please ne!"

"But Honored Matre, could the witches send a great ship from Gammu to here just
to carry ne? And where are the witches now? They hide fromyou."

"Yes, where are they?" Honored Matre demanded.
Rebecca shrugged.

"Were you on Ganmu when the one they called Bashar fled us?" Honored Matre
asked.

She knows you were. "I was there, Great Honored Matre, and heard the stories.
| do not believe them"

"Believe what we tell you to believe, wetch! Wat are the stories you heard?"



"That he noved with a speed the eye could not see. That he killed nany .
people with only his hands. That he stole a no-ship and fled into the
Scattering."

"Believe that he fled, wetch." See how she fears! She cannot hide the
trenbling.

"Speak of the Truthsay," Great Honored Matre commanded.

"Great Honored Matre, | do not understand the Truthsay. | know only the words
of my Sholem ny husband. | can repeat his words if you w sh."

Great Honored Matre considered this, glancing fromside to side at her aides and
councillors, who were beginning to show signs of boredom Why doesn't she just
kill this wetch?

Rebecca, seeing the violence in eyes that glared orange at her, shrank into
hersel f. She thought of her husband by his | ove-name, Shoel, now, and his words
conforted. He had shown the "proper talent” while still a child. Sonme called
it an instinct but Shoel had never used that word. "Trust your gut feelings.
That's what mny teachers always said."

It was such a down-to-earth expression that he said it usually threw off the
ones who came seeking "the esoteric nystery."

"There is no secret," Shoel had said. "It's training and hard work |ike
anything el se. You exercise what they call 'petit perception,' the ability to
detect very small variations in human reactions.'

Rebecca coul d see such small reactions in those who stared down at her. They
want ne dead. \Wy?

Speaker had advice. The great one likes to show off her power over the others.
She does not do what others want but what she thinks they do not want.

"Great Honored Matre," Rebecca ventured, "you are so rich and powerful. Surely
you must have a place of nmenial enployment where | may be of service to you."

"You wish to enter nmy service?" Wat a feral grin
"I't would make ne happy, Geat Honored Matre."
"I am not here to make you happy."

Logno took a step forward onto the floor. "Then make us happy, Danma. Let us
have sone sport with --"

"Silence!" Ahhh, that was a mistake, calling her by the intimte nanme here
anong t he ot hers.

Logno drew back and al nost dropped the goad.

Great Honored Matre stared down at Rebecca with an orange glare. "You will go
back to your niserable existence on Garmu, wetch. | will not kill you. That
woul d be a nercy. Having seen what we could give you, live your |ife without
it."



"Great Honored Matre!" Logno protested. "W have suspicions about --

"I have suspicions about you, Logno. Send her back and alive! Hear ne? Do you
thi nk us incapable of finding her if we ever have need of her?"

"No, Great Honored Matre."
"W are watching you, wetch," G eat Honored Matre said.

Bait! She thinks of you as sonmething to capture |arger gane. How interesting.
This one has a head and uses it in spite of her violent nature. So that's how
she cane to power.

Al the way back to Gammu, confined to stinking quarters in a ship that had once
served the Quild, Rebecca considered her predicanent. Surely, those whores had
not expected her to mistake their intent. But . . . perhaps they did.

Subservi ence, cringing. They revel in such things.

She knew this cane froma bit of her Shoel's Truthsay as nuch as fromthe
Lanpadas advi sors.

"You accunul ate a |l ot of smmll observations, sensed but never brought to
consci ousness, Shoel had said. "Cunulatively, they say things to you but not in
a | anguage anyone speaks. Language isn't necessary."

She had thought this one of the oddest things she had ever heard. But that was
bef ore her own Agony. In bed at night, conforted by darkness and the touch of
loving flesh, they had acted wordl essly but had shared words, too.

"Language obstructs you," Shoel had said. "Wat you do is learn to read your
own reactions. Sonmetines, you can find words to describe this . . . sonetines .
not."

"No words? Not even for the questions?"

"Wirds you want, is it? How are these? Trust. Belief. Truth. Honesty."
"Those are good words, Shoel."

"But they mss the mark. Don't depend on them"

"Then what do you depend on?"

"My owmn internal reactions. | read nyself, not the person in front of nme. |
al ways know a |lie because | want to turn ny back on the liar."

"So that's how you do it!" Pounding his bare arm

"Others do it differently. One person | heard say she knew a |ie because she
wanted to put her armthrough the liar's armand wal k a ways, conforting the
liar. You may think that's nonsense, but it works."

"I think it's very wise, Shoel." Love speaking. She did not really know what
he meant.



"My precious |love," he said, cradling her head on his arm "Truthsayers have a
Trut hsense that, once awakened, works all the time. Please don't tell me I'm
wi se when it's your |ove speaking."

"I"'msorry, Shoel." She liked the snell of his armand buried her head in the
crook of it, tickling him "But | want to know everything you know. "

He pushed her head into a nore confortable position. "You know what my Third
Stage instructor said? 'Know nothing! Learn to be totally naive.' "

She was astoni shed. "Nothing at all?"

"You approach everything with a clean slate, nothing on you or in you. \Watever
cones is witten there by itself."

She began to see it. "Nothing to interfere.”
"Correct. You are the original ignorant savage, conpletely unsophisticated to
t he point where you back right into ultinmate sophistication. You find it

wi t hout |ooking for it, you mght say."

"Now, that is wise, Shoel. 1'll bet you were the best student they ever had
t he qui ckest and the --"

"I thought it was interm nabl e nonsense."

“"You didn"t!"
"Until one day | read a little twitch in ne. It wasn't the novenent of a nuscle
or sonet hing soneone el se mght detect. Just a. . . atwtch."

"Where was it?"

"Nowhere | could describe. But nmy Fourth Stage instructor had prepared ne for
it. 'Grab that thing with gentle hands. Delicately." One of the students
t hought he neant your real hands. GCh, how we | aughed."

"That was cruel." She touched his cheek and felt the begi nning of his dark
stubble. It was late but she did not feel sleepy.

"I suppose it was cruel. But when the twitch cane, | knewit. | had never felt
such a thing before. | was surprised by it, too, because knowi ng it then,
knew it had been there all along. It was fanmiliar. |t was ny Truthsense

twi tching."

She thought she could feel Truthsense stirring within herself. The feeling of
wonder in his voice aroused sonething.

"It was mine then," he said. "It belonged to ne and | belonged to it. No
separati on ever again."

"How wonderful that nust be." Awe and envy in her voice.

"No! Some of it | hate. Seeing sone people this way is |ike seeing them
evi scerated, their guts hanging out."

"That's disgusting!"



"Yes, but there are conpensations, |love. There are people you neet, people who
are |like beautiful flowers extended to you by an innocent child. Innocence. M
own i nnocence responds and ny Trut hsense is strengthened. That is what you do
for me, ny love."

The no-ship of the Honored Matres arrived at Gammu and they sent her down to the
Landing Flat in the garbage lighter. It disgorged her beside the ship's

di scards and excrement but she did not mind. Honme! |[|'m hone and Lanpadas

survi ves.

The Rabbi, however, did not share her enthusiasm

Once nmore, they sat in his study, but now she felt nore familiar with O her
Menory, much nore confident. He could see this.

"You are even nore |ike themthan ever! [It's unclean."”
"Rabbi, we all have uncl ean ancestors. | amfortunate in that | know sone of
m ne. "

"What is this? Wat are you sayi ng?"

"Al'l of us are descendants of people who did nasty things, Rabbi. W don't Iike
to think of barbarians in our ancestry but they're there. "

"Such tal k!'"

"Reverend Mdthers can recall themall, Rabbi. Renenber, it is the victors who
breed. You understand?"

"I"ve never heard you talk so boldly. Wat has happened to you, daughter?"
" 1 survived, knowi ng that victory sometines is achieved at a noral price."
"What is this? These are evil words."

"Evil? Barbarismis not even the proper word for some of the evil things our
ancestors did. The ancestors of all of us, Rabbi."

She saw she had hurt himand felt the cruelty of her own words but could not
stop. How could he escape the truth of what she said? He was an honorabl e man

She spoke nore softly but her words cut himeven deeper. "Rabbi, if you shared
witness to sone of the things Oher Menory has forced me to know, you would cone
back seeking new words for evil. Sone things our ancestors have done debase the

wor st | abel you coul d i magine."

"Rebecca . . . Rebecca . . . | know necessities of

"Don't nmmke excuses about 'necessities of the tinmes'! You, a Rabbi, know
better. When are we without a noral sense? |It's just that sonetines we don't
listen."

He put his hands over his face, rocking back and forth in the old chair. It
creaked nmournful ly.



"Rabbi, you | have always | oved and respected. | went through the Agony for
you. | shared Lanpadas for you. Do not deny what | have learned fromthis."

He | owered his hands. " | do not deny, daughter. But pernmit ne ny pain."

"Qut of all these realizations, Rabbi, the thing I nust deal with nost
i mediately and without respite is that there are no innocents. "

"Rebecca! "

"Quilty may not be the right word, Rabbi, but our ancestors did things for which
paynment mnust be nmade."

"That | understand, Rebecca. It is a balance that --"

"Don't tell ne you understand when I know you don't." She stood and gl ared down
at him "It's not a bal ance book that you set aright. How far back woul d you
go?"

"Rebecca, | amyour Rabbi. You nmust not talk this way, especially to ne."

"The farther back you go, Rabbi, the worse the evil atrocities and hi gher the
price. You cannot go back that far but | amforced to it. "

Turning, she left him ignoring the pleading in his voice, the painful way he
said her nane. As she closed the door, she heard himsay: "Wat have we done?
| srael, help her."

The witing of history is largely a process of diversion. Most historica
accounts distract attention fromthe secret influences behind great events.

- The Bashar Teg

VWen left to his own devices, |Idaho often explored his no-ship prison. So rmuch
to see and learn about this Ixian artifact. It was a cave of wonders.

He paused on this afternoon's restless wal k through his quarters and | ooked at
the tiny coneyes built into the glittering surface of a doorway. They were
wat ching him He had the odd sensation of seeing hinself through those prying
eyes. What did the Sisters think when they | ooked at hinf The bl ocky ghol a-
child from Ganmu' s | ong-dead Keep had becone a | anky man: dark skin and hair
The hair was |onger than when he had entered this no-ship on the |ast day of
Dune.

Bene Gesserit eyes peered below the skin. He was sure they suspected he was a
Mentat and he feared how they mght interpret that. How could a Mentat expect



to hide the fact from Reverend Mdthers indefinitely? Foolishness! He knew they
al ready suspected hi mof Truthsay.

He waved at the coneyes and said: "I'mrestless. | think I'lIl explore.”

Bel | onda hated it when he took that jocular attitude toward surveillance. She
did not like himto roamthe ship. She did not try to hide it fromhim He
coul d see the unspoken question in her glowering features whenever she came to
confront him "lIs he looking for a way to escape?"

Exactly what |1'mdoing, Bell, but not in the way you suspect.

The no-ship presented himwith fixed limts: the exterior forcefield he could
not penetrate, certain nachinery areas where the drive (so he was told) had been
tenporarily disabled, guard quarters (he could see into sone of them but not
enter), the arnory, the section reserved to the captive Tleilaxu, Scytale. He
occasionally nmet Scytale at one of the barriers and they peered at each other
across the silencing field that held themapart. Then there was the information
barrier -- sections of Shiprecords that would not respond to his questions,
answers his warders woul d not give.

Wthin these limts lay a lifetinme of things to see and | earn, even the lifetine
of some three hundred Standard Years he coul d reasonably expect.

If Honored Matres do not find us.

| daho saw hinsel f as the game they sought, wanting himeven nore than they

want ed t he wonen of Chapterhouse. He had no illusions about what the hunters
would do to him They knew he was here. The nmen he trained in sexual bonding
and sent out to plague the Honored Matres -- those nen taunted the hunters.

When the Sisters |l earned of his Mentat ability they would know i nmedi ately that
his mind carried the nenories of nore than one ghola lifetime. The original did
not have that talent. They would suspect he was a | atent Kwi satz Haderach

Look how they rationed his nelange. They were clearly terrified of repeating
the m stake they had made with Paul Atreides and his Tyrant son. Thirty-five
hundred years of bondage!

But dealing with Murbella required Mentat awareness. He entered every encounter
with her not expecting to achieve answers then or later. It was a typica

Ment at approach: concentrate on the questions. Mentats accumnul ated questions
the way ot hers accunul ated answers. Questions created their own patterns and
systenms. This produced the npbst inmportant shapes. You | ooked at your universe
t hrough self-created patterns -- all conmposed of inmages, words, and | abels
(everything tenporary), all mngled in sensory inpulses that reflected off his
internal constructs the way |ight bounced from bright surfaces.

| daho' s original Mentat instructor had forned the tenporary words for that first
tentative construct: "Watch for consistent novenents agai nst your interna
screen.”

Fromthat first hesitant dip into Mentat powers, |daho could trace the growh of
a sensitivity to changes in his own observations, always becom ng Mentat.

Bel | onda was his nost severe trial. He dreaded her penetrating gaze and
sl ashing questions. Mentat probing Mentat. He net her forays delicately, wth
reserve and patience. Now, what are you after?



As if he didn't know.

He wore patience as a mask. But fear came naturally and there was no harmin
showing it. Bellonda did not hide her wish to see hi mdead

| daho accepted the fact that soon the watchers would see only one possible
source for the skills he was forced to use.

A Mentat's real skills lay in that mental construct they called "the great
synthesis." It required a patience that non-Mentats did not even imagi ne

possi ble. Mentat schools defined it as perseverance. You were a primtive
tracker, able to read m nuscule signs, tiny disturbances in the environment, and
foll ow where these led. At the same tinme, you remmi ned open to broad notions
all around and within. This produced naivete, the basic Mentat posture, akin to
that of Truthsayers but far nore sweeping.

"You are open to whatever the universe may do," his first instructor had said.
"Your mind is not a conputer; it is a response-tool keyed to whatever your
senses display."

| daho al ways recogni zed when Bel |l onda's senses were open. She stood there, gaze
slightly withdrawn, and he knew few preconceptions cluttered her mnd. His
defense lay in her basic flaw. Opening the senses required an idealismthat was
foreign to Bellonda. She did not ask the best questions and he wondered at

this. Wuld Odrade use a flawed Mentat? It went against her other

per f or mances.

| seek the questions that formthe best images.

Doing this, you never thought of yourself as clever, that you had the fornmula to
provide the solution. You remmined as responsive to new questions as you did to
new patterns. Testing, re-testing, shaping and re-shaping. A constant process,
never stopping, never satisfied. It was your own private pavane, sinilar to
that of other Mentats but it carried always your own uni que posture and steps.

"You are never truly a Mentat. That is why we call it 'The Endless Goal.' "
The words of his teachers were burned into his awareness.

As he accunul at ed observati ons of Bellonda, he came to appreciate a viewpoint of
those great Mentat Masters who had taught him "Reverend Mthers do not make
the best Mentats."

No Bene Gesserit appeared capable of conpletely removing herself fromthat
bi ndi ng absol ute she achieved in the Spice Agony: loyalty to her Sisterhood.

Hi s teachers had warned agai nst absolutes. They created a serious flawin a
Ment at .

"Everything you do, everything you sense and say is experinment. No deduction

final. Nothing stops until dead and perhaps not even then, because each life
creates endless ripples. |Induction bounces within and you sensitize yourself to
it. Deduction conveys illusions of absolutes. Kick the truth and shatter it!"

When Bel | onda' s questions touched on the rel ationship between hinself and
Mur bel | a, he saw vague enotional responses. Amusenent? Jeal ousy? He could



accept anmusenent (and even jeal ousy) about the conpelling sexual denands of this
nmutual addiction. |Is the ecstasy truly that great?

He wandered through his quarters this afternoon feeling displaced, as though
new y here and not yet accepting these roons as hone. That is enption talking
to ne.

Over the years of his confinement, these quarters had taken on a lived-in
appearance. This was his cave, the former supercargo suite: large roonms with
slightly curved walls -- bedroom 1|ibrary-workroom sitting room a green-tiled
bath with dry and wet cl eansing systens, and a long practice hall he shared with
Murbel | a for exerci se.

The roonms bore a unique collection of artifacts and marks of his presence: that
slingchair placed at just the right angle to the consol e and projector |inking
himto Shipsystens, those ridulian records on that |low side table. And there
were stains of occupancy -- that dark brown blot on the worktable. Spilled food
had left its indelible nmark.

He nmoved restlessly into his sleeping quarters. The light was dimrer. His
ability to identify the famliar held true for odors. There was a saliva-like
snell to the bed -- the residue of last night's sexual collision

That is the proper word: Colli sion.

The no-ship's air-filtered, recycled and sweetened -- often bored him No break
in the no-ship nmaze to the exterior world ever renmai ned open |long. He sonetines
sat silently sniffing, hoping for a faint trace of air that had not been
adjusted to this prison's demands.

There is a way to escape!

He wandered out of his quarters and down the corridor, took the dropchute at the
end of the passage and enmerged in the ship's | owest |evel.

What is really happening out there in that world open to the sky?

The bits Odrade told himabout events filled himw th dread and a trapped
feeling. No place to run! Am| wise to share ny fears with Sheeana? Mirbella
nerely laughed. "I will protect you, love. Honored Matres won't hurt ne."
Anot her fal se dream

But Sheeana . . . how quickly she had picked up the hand-|anguage and entered
the spirit of his conspiracy. Conspiracy? No . . . | doubt that any Reverend
Mot her will act against her Sisters. Even the Lady Jessica went back to themin
the end. But | don't ask Sheeana to act against the Sisterhood, only that she
protect us from Murbella's folly.

The enormous powers of the hunters nade only the destruction predictable. A
Mentat had but to |ook at their disruptive violence. They brought sonething
el se as well, sonething hinting at matters out there in the Scattering. Wat
were these Futars Odrade nentioned with such casual ness? Part human, part
beast? That had been Lucilla's guess. And where is Lucilla?

He found hinself presently in the Great Hold, the kiloneter-long cargo space
where they had carried the | ast giant sandworm of Dune, bringing it to
Chapt erhouse. The area still snmelled of spice and sand, filling his mnd with



| ong-ago and the dead far away. He knew why he canme so often to the Great Hold
doing it sometines without even thinking, as he had just done. It both
attracted and repelled. The illusion of unlimted space with traces of dust,
sand, and spice carried the nostalgia of |ost freedoms. But there was another
side. This is where it always happened to him

WIIl it happen today?

Wt hout warning, the sense of being in the Great Hold woul d vani sh. Then

the net shimrering in a nolten sky. He was aware when the vision cane that he
was not really seeing a net. H's mnd translated what the senses coul d not
defi ne.

A shimrering net undulating like an infinite borealis.

Then the net would part and he would see the two people -- nman and wonman. How
ordinary they appeared and yet extraordi nary. A grandnother and grandfather in
antique clothing: bib coveralls for the nman and a |l ong dress with headscarf for
the woman. Working in a flower garden! He thought it rmust be nore of the
illusion. | amseeing this but it is not really what | see.

They al ways noticed himeventually. He heard their voices. "There he is again
Marty," the man woul d say, calling the wonan's attention to |daho.

"I wonder how it is he can | ook through?" Marty asked once. "Doesn't seem
possi bl e."

"He's spread pretty thin, | think. W nder if he knows the danger?"

Danger. That was the word that always jerked himout of the vision

"Not at your consol e today?"

For just an instant, Ildaho thought it was the vision, the voice of that odd
woman, then he realized it was Odrade. Her voice cane from close behind. He
whirled and saw he had failed to close the hatch. She had followed himinto the
Hol d, stalking himaquietly, avoiding the scattered patches of sand that m ght
have grated underfoot and betrayed her approach

She | ooked tired and inpatient. Wy did she think | would be at nmy consol e?

As t hough answering his unspoken question, she said: " | find you at your
console so often lately. For what do you search, Duncan?"

He shook his head wi thout speaking. Wy do | suddenly feel in peril?

It was a rare feeling in Qdrade's conpany. He could renenber other occasions,
t hough. Once when she had stared suspiciously at his hands in the field of his
consol e. Fear associated with my console. Do | reveal ny Mentat hunger for
data? Do they guess that | have hidden ny private self there?

"Do | get no privacy at all?" Anger and attack

She shook her head slowly fromside to side as nmuch as to say, "You can do
better than that."

"This is your second visit today," he accused.



"I must say you're |ooking well, Duncan." Mbre circum ocution

"I's that what your watchers say?"

"Don't be petty. | cane for a chat with Mirbella. She said you'd be down
here. "

"I suppose you know Miurbella's pregnant again." Was that trying to placate her?
"For which we are grateful. | cane to tell you that Sheeana wants to visit you
again."

Wiy woul d Odrade announce that?

Her words filled himw th i mnages of the Dune waif who had becone a full Reverend
Mot her (the youngest ever, so they said). Sheeana, his confidante, out there
wat chi ng over that last great sandworm Had it finally perpetuated itself? Wy
shoul d Odrade interest herself in Sheeana's visit?

"Sheeana wants to discuss the Tyrant with you."

She saw the surprise this produced.

"What could | possibly add to Sheeana's know edge of Leto I1?" he denanded.
"She's a Reverend Mother."

"You knew the Atreides intimtely."
Ahhhhh. She's hunting for the Mentat.

"But you said she wanted to discuss Leto and it's not safe to think of himas
Atreides."

"Ch, but he was. Refined into sonething nore el enental than anyone before him
but one of us, nonetheless.”

One of us! She remi nded himthat she, too, was Atreides. Calling in his never-
ending debt to the famly

"So you say."

"Shoul dn't we stop playing this foolish game?"

Caution gripped him He knew she sawit. Reverend Mthers were so damably
sensitive. He stared at her, not daring to speak, know ng even this told her

t oo much.

"W believe you remenber nore than one ghola lifetine." And when he still did
not respond, "Come, conme, Duncan! Are you a Mentat?"

The way she spoke, as nuch accusation as question, he knew conceal nent had
ended. It was alnost a relief.

“And if | an®"



"The Tleilaxu mxed the cells fromnore than one Idaho ghola when they grew
you."

| daho- ghol a! He refused to think of hinself in that abstraction. "Wy is Leto
suddenly so inmportant to you?" No escaping the adm ssion in that response.

"“Qur worm has becone sandtrout."
"Are they growi ng and propagating?"
"Apparently."

"Unl ess you contain themor elimnate them Chapterhouse may beconme anot her
Dune. "

"You figured that out, did you?"
"Leto and | together."

"So you renmenber many lives. Fascinating. It nmakes you sonewhat |ike us." How
unswervi ng her starel!

"Very different, |I think." Have to get her off that track

"You acquired the nmenories during your first encounter with Mirbella?"

Who guessed it? Lucilla? She was there and m ght have guessed, confiding her
suspicions to her Sisters. He had to bring the deadly issue into the open.

"1'"'m not another Kw satz Haderach!"

"You're not?" Studied objectivity. She allowed this to reveal itself, a
cruelty, he thought.

"You know I'mnot!" He was fighting for his life and knewit. Not so rmuch with
Qdrade as with those others who watched and revi ewed the coneye records.

"Tell me about your serial nmenories." That was a comrand fromthe Mt her
Superior. No escaping it.

"I know those . . . lives. It's like one lifetinme."

"That accumul ation could be very valuable to us, Duncan. Do you al so renenber
the axlotl tanks?"

Her question sent his thoughts into the mi sty probings that caused himto

i magi ne strange things about the Tleilaxu -- great nmounds of human flesh softly
visible to the inperfect newborn eyes, blurred and unfocused inages, al nost-
menories of enmerging frombirth canals. How could that accord with tanks?

"Scytal e has provided us with the know edge to nake our own axlotl system"”
Odr ade sai d.

Systen? Interesting word. "Does that mean you al so duplicate Tleilaxu spice
producti on?"

"Scytal e bargains for nore than we will give. But spice will cone in tine, one
way or another."



Qdrade heard herself speak firmy and wondered if he detected uncertainty. W
m ght not have the tinme to do it.

"The Sisters you Scatter are hobbled," he said, giving her a small taste of
Ment at awareness. "You're drawi ng on your spice stockpiles to supply them and
those nust be finite."

"They have our axlotl know edge and sandtrout."

He was shocked to silence by the possibility of countless Dunes being reproduced
in an infinite universe.

"They will solve the problem of melange supply with tanks or worms or both," she
said. This she could say sincerely. It cane fromstatistical expectation. One
anmong those Scattered bands of Reverend Mthers should acconplish it.

"The tanks," he said. "I have strange . . . dreanms." He had al nbst said
"musi ngs. "
"And well you should.” Briefly, she told himhow female flesh was incorporat ed.

"For meking the spice, too?"

"We think so."

"Di sgusting!"

"That's juvenile," she chided.

In such nonents, he disliked her intensely. Once, he had reproached her for the
way Reverend Mt hers renmoved t hensel ves from "the comon stream of human
enotions,"” and she had given himthat identical answer.

Juveni | e!

"For which there probably is no renedy," he said. "A disgraceful flawin ny
character."”

"Were you thinking to debate norality with me?"

He thought he heard anger. "Not even ethics. W work by different rules."
"Rul es are often an excuse to ignore compassion.”

“"Do | hear a faint echo of conscience in a Reverend Mt her?"

"Deplorable. M Sisters would exile me if they thought conscience ruled nme."
"You can be prodded, but not ruled."

"Very good, Duncan! | like you rmuch better when you're openly Mentat."

"I distrust your liking."

She | aughed al oud. "How |ike Bell!"



He stared at her dunbly, plunged by her |aughter into sudden know edge of the
way to escape his warders, renove hinmself fromthe constant Bene Gesserit
mani pul ations and live his own life. The way out lay not in machinery but in
the Sisterhood's flaws. The absol utes by which they thought they surrounded and
held him-- there was the way out!

And Sheeana knows! That's the bait she dangles in front of ne.

VWen | daho did not speak, Odrade said: "Tell me about those other lives."
"Wong. | think of themas one continuous life."
“"No deat hs?"

He |l et a response formsilently. Serial nenories: the deaths were as
informative as the lives. Killed so many tines by Leto hinself!

"The deaths do not interrupt my nmenories."
"An odd kind of immrtality," she said. "You know, don't you, that Tleilaxu

Masters recreated thensel ves? But you -- what did they hope to achieve, m xing
di fferent gholas in one flesh?"

"Ask Scytale."

"Bell felt sure you were a Mentat. She will be delighted."

"I think not."

"I will see to it that she is delighted. M/! | have so many questions |'m not

sure where to begin." She studied him left hand to her chin

Questions? Mentat demands flowed through lIdaho's mind. He let the questions he
had asked himself so many tines nmove of thenselves, fornmng their patterns.

What did the Tleilaxu seek in one? They could not have included cells from al

of his ghola-selves for this incarnation. Yet . . . he had all of the nenories.
What cosmic |inkage accunul ated all of those lives in this one self? Ws that
the clue to the visions that beset himin the Geat Hold? Half-nenories formed
in his mnd: his body in warmfluid, fed by tubes, nassaged by machi nes, probed
and questioned by Tleilaxu observers. He sensed nurmnurous responses from seni -
dormant selves. The words had no neaning. It was as though he |istened to a
foreign | anguage comng fromhis own |ips but he knew it was ordinary Gl ach.

The scope of what he sensed in Tleilaxu actions awed him They investigated a
cosmos no one but the Bene Gesserit had ever dared touch. That the Bene Tleil ax
did this for selfish reasons did not subtract fromit. The endl ess rebirths of
Tleilaxu Masters were a reward worthy of daring

Face Dancer servants to copy any life, any mind. The scope of the Tleil axu
dream was as awesome as Bene Cesserit achi evenents.

"Scytale admits to nmenories of Miad'Dib's tinmes," Odrade said. "You m ght
conpare notes with himsoneday."

"That kind of inmmortality is a bargaining chip,” he warned. "Could he sell it

to the Honored NMatres?"



"He mght. Cone. Let's go back to your quarters."”

In his workroom she gestured himto the chair at his console and he wondered if
she was still hunting for his secrets. She bent over himto manipulate the
controls. The overhead projector produced a scene of desert to a horizon of
rolling dunes.

" Chapt er house?" she said. "A wi de band al ong our equator."

Excitenment gripped him "Sandtrout, you said. But are there any new worns?"
"Sheeana expects them soon."

"They require a | arge ampunt of spice as catalyst."

"We've ganbl ed a great deal of nelange out there. Leto told you about the
catalyst, didn't he? What else do you renenber of hinP"

"He killed me so nmany times it's an ache when | think about it."

She had the records from Dar-es-Balat on Dune to confirmthis. "Killed you
hinself, | know. Did he just throw you away when you were used up?"

" | sometinmes perforned up to expectations and was allowed a natural death."
"Was his Golden Path worth it?"

We don't understand his Golden Path nor the fernentations that produced it. He
said this.

"Interesting choice of word. A Mentat thinks of the Tyrant's eons as
fermentation.”

"That erupted in the Scattering."

"Driven al so by the Famine Tines."

"You think he didn't anticipate fam nes?"

She did not reply, held to silence by his Mentat view. Golden Path: hunankind
"erupting" into the universe . . . never again confined to any single planet and

susceptible to a singular fate. Al of our eggs no longer in one basket.

"Leto thought of all humankind as a single organism" he said. "But he enlisted
us in his dream against our will."

"You Atreides always do that."

You Atreides! "Then you've paid your debt to us?"
"1 didn't say that."

"Do you appreciate nmy present dilemm, Mentat?"
"How | ong have the sandtrout been at work?"

"More than eight Standard Years."



"How fast is our desert grow ng?"

Qur desert! She gestured at the projection. "That's nore than three tines
larger than it was before the sandtrout."

"So fast!"
"Sheeana expects to see snall worns any day."
"They tend not to surface until they reach about two neters.” "So she says."

He spoke in a nmusing tone. "Each with a pearl of Leto's awareness in his
"endl ess dream ' "

"So he said and he never |ied about such things."

"His lies were nore subtle. Like a Reverend Mther's."

"You accuse us of |ying?"

"Why does Sheeana want to see nme?"

“Mentats! You think your questions are answers." (Odrade shook her head in nock
di smay. "She nust learn as nuch as possi bl e about the Tyrant as the center of
religious adoration."

"Gods bel ow  Why?"

"The cult of Sheeana has spread. |It's all over the A d Enpire and beyond,
carried by surviving priests fromRakis."

"From Dune, '
your mnd."

' he corrected her. "Don't think of it as Arrakis or Rakis. It fogs

She accepted his correction. He was fully Mentat now and she waited patiently.

"Sheeana tal ked to the sandworns on Dune," he said. "They responded." He net
her questioning stare. "Up to your old tricks with your M ssionaria Protectiva,
eh?"

"The Tyrant is known as Dur and GQuldur in the Scattering," she said, feeding his
Ment at nai vete.

"You have a dangerous assignnent for her. Does she know?"

"She knows and you could nake it |ess dangerous."

"Then open your data systems to nme."

"No limts?" She knew what Bell would say to that!

He nodded, unable to allow hinmself the hope that she might agree. Does she
suspect how desperately | want this? It was an ache where he held his know edge

of how he m ght escape. Uninpeded access to information! She will think | want
the illusion of freedom



"WIl you be nmy Mentat, Duncan?"

"What choice do | have?"

"I will discuss your request in Council and give you our answer."
Is the escape door openi ng?

"I must think like an Honored Matre," he said, arguing for the conmeyes and the
wat chdogs who woul d review his request.

"Who could do it better than the one who |ives with Mirbell a?" she asked.

Corruption wears infinite disguises.

-Tleil axu Thu-zen

They do not know what | think nor what | can do, Scytale thought. Their
Trut hsayers cannot read ne. That, at |east, he had sal vaged from di saster --
the art of deception learned fromhis perfected Face Dancers.

He noved softly through his area of the no-ship, observing, catal oguing,
measuring. Every | ook weighed people or place in a nind trained to seek flaws.

Each Tl eilaxu Master had known that someday God might set hima task to test his
comm t ment .

Very well! This was such a task. The Bene Gesserit who clained they shared his
Great Belief swore it falsely. They were unclean. He no |onger had comnpani ons
to cleanse himon his return fromalien places. He had been cast into the

powi ndah uni verse, nmde prisoner by servants of Shaitan, was hunted by whores
fromthe Scattering. But none of those evil ones knew his resources. None
suspected how God would help himin this extremty.

| cleanse nyself, God

When the wonen of Shaitan had plucked himfromthe hands of the whores,
prom sing sanctuary and "every assistance," he had known them fal se.

The greater the test, the greater ny faith.

Only a few mnutes ago, he had watched through a shimrering barrier as Duncan

| daho t ook a norning wal k down the long corridor. The forcefield that kept them
apart prevented the passage of sound, but Scytale saw ldaho's |ips nove and read
the curse. Curse ne, ghola, but we nmade you and still may use you.



God had introduced a Holy Accident into the Tleilaxu plan for this ghola, but
CGod al ways had larger designs. It was the task of the faithful to fit

t hensel ves into God's plans and not demand that God follow the designs of
humans.

Scytale set hinself to this test, renewing his holy pledge. It was done w thout
words in the ancient Bene Tleilax way of s'tori. "To achieve s'tori no
understanding is needed. S'tori exists wthout words, wthout even a nane."

The magi c of his God was his only bridge. Scytale felt this deeply. The
youngest Master in the highest kehl, he had known fromthe begi nning he woul d be
chosen for this ultinate task. That know edge was one of his strengths and he
saw it every time he looked in a mrror. God formed ne to deceive the pow ndah!
His slight, childlike appearance was formed in a gray skin whose netallic

pi gments bl ocked scanning probes. His dimnutive shape distracted those who saw
himand hid the powers he had accunulated in serial ghola incarnations. Only
the Bene Gesserit carried older nenories, but he knew evil guided them

Scytal e rubbed his breast, rem nding hinmself of what was hidden there with such
skill that not even a scar narked the place. Each Master had carried this
resource -- a nullentropy capsule preserving the seed cells of a nultitude:
fellow Masters of the central kehl, Face Dancers, technical specialists and

ot hers he knew woul d be attractive to the wonen of Shaitan . . . and to nany
weakl i ng powi ndah! Paul Atreides and his bel oved Chani were there. (Ch what
that had cost in searching garnents of the dead for randomcells!) The origina
Duncan | daho was there with other Atreides mnions -- the Mentat Thufir Hawat,
Gurney Hall eck, the Fremen Naib Stilgar . . . enough potential servants and
slaves to people a Tleilaxu universe.

The prize of prizes in the nullentropy tube, the ones he longed to bring into
exi stence, made himcatch his breath when he thought of them Perfect Face
Dancers! Perfect nmimcs. Perfect recorders of a victinms persona. Capable of
decei ving even the witches of the Bene Gesserit. Not even shere coul d prevent
them from capturing the m nd of another

The tube he thought of as his ultimte bargai ning power. No one nmust know of
it. For now, he catal ogued fl aws.

There were enough gaps in the no-ship's defenses to gratify him In his seria
lifetinmes, he had collected skills the way his fell ow Masters col | ected pl easi ng
baubl es. They had al ways consi dered hi mtoo serious but now he had found the
place and time for vindication

Study of the Bene Gesserit had always attracted him Over the eons, he had
acquired a body of know edge about them He knew it held nyths and

m sinformati on, but faith in the purposes of God assured himthe view he held
woul d serve the Great Belief, no matter the rigors of Holy Testing.

Part of his Bene Cesserit catalog he called "Typicals,"
remark: "That's typical of them"

fromthe frequent

The typicals fascinated him

It was typical for themto tolerate gross but non-threatening behavior in others
t hey woul d not accept in thenselves. "Bene Gesserit standards are higher."
Scytal e had heard that even from sone of his |ate conpanions.



"W have the gift of seeing ourselves as others see us," Odrade had once said.
Scytal e included this anmpong typicals, but her words did not accord with the
Great Belief. Only God saw your ultimate self! Odrade's boast had the sound of
hubri s.

"They tell no casual lies. Truth serves thembetter."

He often wondered about that. Mther Superior herself quoted it as a rule of
the Bene Gesserit. There renmmined the fact that witches appeared to hold a
cynical view of truth. She dared claimit was Zensunni. "Wose truth?

Modi fied in what way? |In what context?"

They had been seated the previous afternoon in his no-ship quarters. He had
asked for "a consultation on nmutual problens," his euphem sm for bargaining.
They were al one except for coneyes and the com ngs and goi ngs of watchfu
Sisters.

Hi s quarters were confortable enough: three plaz-walled roons in restful green,
a soft bed, chairs reduced to fit his dimnutive body.

This was an Ixian no-ship and he felt certain his warders did not suspect how
much he knew of it. As much as the Ixians. |xian machines all around but never
an | xian to be seen. He doubted there was a single Ixian on Chapterhouse. The
wi tches were notorious for doing their own maintenance.

Qdrade noved and spoke slowy, watching himwith care. "They are not
i mpul sive." You heard that often

She asked after his confort and appeared concerned for him

He gl anced around his sitting room "I see no Ixians."

She pursed her lips with displeasure. "Is this why you asked for consultation?"
O course not, witch! | nerely practice ny arts of distraction. You would not
expect ne to nention things | wi shed to conceal. Then why would | call your

attention to Ixians when | know it is unlikely there are any dangerous intruders
wal ki ng freely on your accursed planet? Ahhh, the much vaunted |xian connection
we Tleilaxu nmaintained so long. You know of that! You punished |x nenorably
nore than once.

The technocrats of Ix nmight hesitate to irritate the Bene Gesserit, he thought,
but they woul d be extrenely careful not to arouse the ire of Honored Matres.
Secret trading was indicated by the presence of this no-ship but the price nust
have been ruinous and the circum ocuti ons exceptional. Very nasty, those whores
fromthe Scattering. They m ght need Ix thensel ves, he guessed. And |x m ght
secretly defy the whores to make an arrangenent with the Bene Gesserit. But the
l[imts were tight and chances of betrayal many.

These thoughts conforted himas he bargained. Odrade, in a brittle nood,
unsettled himseveral tinmes with silences during which she stared at himin that
di sturbi ng Bene Gesserit way.

The bargai ning chips were large -- no |l ess than survival for each of them and
al ways in the pot that tenuous thing: ascendancy, control of the human
uni verse, perpetuation of your own ways as the dom nant pattern



Gve nme a small opening that | may expand, Scytale thought. Gve nme ny own Face

Dancers. G ve ne servants who will do only ny bidding.
"It is asmll thing to ask," he said. " | seek personal confort, ny own
servants. "

Qdrade continued to stare at himin that weighted way of the Bene Gesserit that
al ways seened to peel away the masks and see deep into you.

But | have masks you have not penetrated.

He coul d see that she found himrepul sive -- the way her gaze fixed sequentially
on each of his features. He knew what she was thinking. An elfin figure with
narrow face and pucki sh eyes. Wdow s peak. Her gaze noved down: tiny nouth
with sharp teeth and poi nted cani nes.

Scytal e knew hinself to be a figure out of humankind's nost dangerously

di sturbing mythol ogi es. Odrade woul d ask herself: Wy did the Bene Tleil ax
choose this particul ar physical appearance when their control of genetics could
have gi ven them sonet hing nore inpressive?

For the very reason that it disturbs you, pow ndah dirt!

He thought i medi ately of another Typical: "The Bene Gesserit seldom scatter
dirt."

Scytal e had seen the dirty aftermath of many Bene Gesserit actions. Look at
what happened to Dune! Burnt to cinders because you wonen of Shaitan chose that
holy ground to chall enge the whores. Even the revenants of our Prophet gone to
their reward. Everyone dead!

And he hardly dared contenplate his own | osses. No Tleilaxu planet had escaped
the fate of Dune. The Bene Gesserit caused that! And he nust suffer their
tolerance -- a refugee with only God to support him

He asked Odrade about scattered dirt on Dune.

"You find that only when we are in extrems."

"I's that why you attracted the violence of those whores?"

She refused to discuss it.

One of Scytale's |ate conpanions had said: "The Bene Gesserit |eave straight
tracks. You mght think them conpl ex, but when you | ook closely their way
snmoot hs. "

That compani on and all the others had been butchered by the whores. His only
survival lay in cells of a nullentropy capsule. So nmuch for a dead Master's

wi sdom

Odr ade wanted npre technical informati on about axlotl tanks. Ohhhh, how
cleverly she worded her questions!

Bargai ning for survival, and each little bit carried a heavy wei ght. Wat had
he received for his tiny neasured pieces of data about the axlotl tanks? Odrade



took himout of the ship occasionally now But the whole planet was as nuch a
prison to himas this ship. Were could he go that the witches would not find
hi n®?

VWhat were they doing with their own axlotl tanks? He was not even sure about
this. The witches lied with such facility.

Was it wong to supply themeven with linted know edge? He realized now he had
told themfar nore than the bare biotechnical details to which he had confined
hinsel f. They definitely deduced how Masters had created a limted imortality
-- always a ghol a-repl acenent growing in the tanks. That, too, was |lost! He
wanted to screamthis at her in his frustrated rage.

Questions . . . obvious questions.

He parried her questions with wordy argunents about "nmy need for Face Dancer
servants and my own Shi psystem console.”

She was slyly adanmant, probing for nore know edge of the tanks. "The
i nfornati on to produce nelange from our tanks m ght induce us to be nore |ibera
wi th our guest."

Qur tanks! Qur guest!

These wormen were like a plasteel wall. No tanks for his personal use. Al of
that Tleilaxu power gone. It was a thought full of nmournful self-pity. He
restored hinself with a renminder: God obviously tested his resourceful ness.
They think they hold me in a trap. But their restrictions hurt. No Face Dancer
servants? Very well. He would seek other servants. Not Face Dancers.

Scytale felt the deepest anguish of his many lives when he thought of his |ost
Face Dancers -- his nutable slaves. Danmn these wonen and their pretense that
they shared the Great Belief! Omipresent acol ytes and Reverend Mthers al ways
snhoopi ng around. Spies! And coneyes everywhere. Qppressive

On first coming to Chapterhouse, he had sensed a shyness about his jailers, a
privacy that becanme intense when he probed into the workings of their order
Later, he came to see this as a circling up, all facing outward at any threat.
VWhat is ours is ours. You may not enter!

Scytal e recogni zed a parental posturing in this, a maternal view of hunmanki nd:
"Behave or we will punish you!" And Bene Gesserit punishnents certainly were to
be avoi ded.

As Odrade continued to demand nore than he would give, Scytale fastened his
attention on a typical he felt sure was true: They cannot |ove. But he was
forced to agree. Neither love nor hate were purely rational. He thought of
such enotions as a dark fountain shadowing the air all around, a primtive
gusher that sprayed unsuspecting hunans.

How t his woman does chatter! He watched her, not really listening. Wat were
their flaws? Was it a weakness that they avoided nmusic? Did they fear the
secret play on enotions? The aversion appeared to be heavily conditioned, but
the conditioning did not always succeed. In his many |lives he had seen witches
appear to enjoy nmusic. Wen he questioned Odrade, she becane quite heated, and
he suspected a deliberate display to mslead him



"We cannot | et ourselves be distracted!"

"Don't you ever replay great musical performances in menmory? I1'mtold that in
ancient tines . "

"OfF what use is nusic played on instrunents no | onger known to nost people?"
"Ch? What instrunments are those?"

"Where would you find a piano?" Still in that false anger. "Terrible
instrunents to tune and even nore difficult to play."”

How prettily she protests. "l've never heard of this . . . this . . . piano
did you say? Is it like the baliset?"

"Distant cousins. But it could only be tuned to an approxi mate key. An
i di osyncracy of the instrunent.”

"Why do you single out this . . . this piano?"

"Because | sonetines think it too bad we no | onger have it. Producing
perfection frominmperfection is, after all, the highest of art forns."

Perfection frominmperfections! She was trying to distract himw th Zensunn
words, feeding the illusion that these witches shared his Geat Belief. He had
been warned many tines about this peculiarity of Bene Gesserit bargaining. They
approached everything froman oblique angle, revealing only at the last instant
what they really sought. But he knew what they bargai ned for here. She wanted
all of his know edge and sought to pay nothing. Still, how tenpting her words
wer e.

Scytale felt a deep wariness. Her words fitted thenselves so neatly into her
claimthat the Bene Gesserit sought only to perfect human society. So she

t hought she could teach him Another typical: "They see thenselves as
teachers."

When he expressed doubt of this claim she said, "Naturally we build up
pressures in societies we influence. W do it that we may direct those
pressures.”

"I find this discordant," he conpl ai ned.

"Why Master Scytale! It's a very comopn pattern. Governnents often do this to
produce viol ence agai nst chosen targets. You did it yourselves! And see where
it got you."

So she dares claimthe Tleilaxu brought this calamty on thensel ves!

"We follow the [ esson of the Great Messenger," she said, using the Islamniyat for
the Prophet Leto Il. The words sounded alien on her |ips, but he was taken

aback. She knew how all Tleilaxu revered the Prophet.
But | have heard these wonen call H m Tyrant!

Still speaking Islamyat, she demanded, "Was it not His goal to divert violence,
produci ng a | esson of value to all?"



Does she joke about the Great Belief?

"That is why we accepted him" she said. "He did not play by our rules but he
pl ayed for our goal."

She dared say she accepted the Prophet!

He did not chall enge her, although the provocation was great. A delicate thing,
a Reverend Mdther's view of herself and her behavior. He suspected they
constantly readjusted this view, never bouncing far in any direction. No self-
hate, no self-love. Confidence, yes. Maddening self-confidence. But that did
not require hate or love. Only a cool head, every judgnment ready for

correction, just as she clained. It would seldomrequire praise. A job well
done? Well, what else did you expect?
"Bene Cesserit training strengthens the character." That was Fol k Wsdoni s nost

popul ar typical

He tried to start an argument with her on this. "lsn't Honored Matres
conditioning the same as yours? Look at Murbella!"

"I's it generalities you want, Scytal e?" Was that anusenent in her tone?

"A collision between two conditioning systems, isn't that a good way to view
this confrontation?" he ventured.

"And the nore powerful will energe victorious, of course."

Definitely sneering!

“I'sn't that how it always works?" Hi s anger not well bridled.

"Must a Bene Gesserit remind a Tleilaxu that subtleties are another kind of
weapon? Have you not practiced deception? A feigned weakness to deflect your

enem es and lead theminto traps? WVulnerabilities can be created."

O course! She knows about the eons of Tleilaxu deception, creating an inmage of
i nept stupidities.

"So that's how you expect to deal with our foes?"
"We intend to punish them Scytale."
Such i nmpl acabl e det ermni nati on!

New t hi ngs he | earned about the Bene Gesserit filled himw th m sgivings.

Qdrade, taking himfor a well-guarded afternoon stroll in the cold wi nter
outside the ship (burly Proctors just a pace behind), stopped to watch a snall
procession coning fromCentral. Five Bene Gesserit wonen, two of them acol ytes

by their white-trinmed robes, but the other three in an unrelieved gray not
known to him They wheeled a cart into one of the orchards. A frigid wind blew
across them A few old | eaves whi pped fromthe dark branches. The cart bore a
| ong bundl e shrouded in white. A body? It was the right shape.

When he asked, Odrade regaled himw th an account of Bene Gesserit buria
practi ces.



If there was a body to bury, it was done with the casual dispatch he now
wi tnessed. No Reverend Mt her ever had an obituary or wanted time-wasting
rituals. D d her nenmory not live on in her Sisters?

He started to argue that this was irreverent but she cut himoff.

"G ven the phenonmenon of death, all attachments in life are tenmporary! W
nodi fy that somewhat in Other Menmory. You did a similar thing, Scytale. And
now we i ncorporate sonme of your abilities in our bag of tricks. ©Ch, yes!
That's the way we think of such know edge. It nerely nodifies the pattern.™

"An irreverent practice!"

"Nothing irreverent about it. Into the dirt they go where, at |east, they can
becorme fertilizer." And she continued to describe the scene w thout giving him
a chance for further protests.

They had this regular routine he now observed, she said. A |arge nechanica
auger was wheeled into the orchard, where it drilled a suitable hole in the
earth. The corpse, bound in that cheap cloth, was buried vertically and an
orchard tree planted over it. Ochards were laid out in grid patterns, a

cenot aph at one corner where the locations of burials were recorded. He saw the
cenot aph when she pointed it out, a square green thing about three neters high

"I think that body's being buried at about C-21," she said, watching the auger
at work while the burial teamwaited, |eaning against the cart. "That one w |
fertilize an apple tree."” She sounded ungodly happy about it!

As they watched the auger withdraw and the cart being tipped, the body sliding
into the hole, Odrade began to hum

Scytal e was surprised. "You said the Bene Gesserit avoided music."
"Just an old ditty."
The Bene Gesserit remmined a puzzle and, nore than ever, he saw t he weakness of

typicals. How could you bargain with people whose patterns did not follow an
acceptabl e path? You m ght think you understood them and then they shot off in

a new direction. They were untypical! Trying to understand them disrupted his
sense of order. He was certain he had not received anything real in all of this
bargaining. A bit nore freedomthat was actually the illusion of freedom
Not hi ng he really wanted came fromthis cold-faced witch! It was tantalizing to

try piecing together any substance from what he knew about the Bene Gesserit.
There was, for instance, the claimthey did w thout nost bureaucratic systens
and record keeping. Except for Bellonda's Archives, of course, and every tine
he menti oned those, Odrade said "Heaven guard us!" or somnething equival ent.

"Now he asked how do you maintain yourselves without officials and records?" He
was deeply puzzl ed.

"A thing needs doing, we do it. Bury a Sister?" She pointed to the scene in
t he orchard where shovel s had been brought into play and dirt was being tanped
on the grave.

"That's how it's done and there's al ways soneone around who's responsi ble. They
know who they are."



"Who . . . who takes care of this unwholesone . . . ?"

"I't's not unwhol esonme! It's part of our education. Failed Sisters usually
supervi se. Acolytes do the work."

"Don't they . . . | nean, isn't this distasteful to then? Failed Sisters, you
say. And acolytes. It would seemto be nore of a punishment than . "

"Puni shnent! Cone, cone, Scytale. Have you only one song to sing?" She

pointed at the burial party. "After their apprenticeship, all of our people
willingly accept their jobs."
"But no . . . ahhh, bureaucratic . "

"W're not stupid!"
Agai n, he did not understand, but she responded to his silent puzzlenent.

"Surely you know bureaucraci es al ways becone voraci ous aristocracies after they
attain commandi ng power."

He had difficulty seeing the rel evance. Were was she |eading hinf?

When he remained silent, she said: "Honored Matres have all the nmarks of
bureaucracy. Mnisters of this, Great Honored Matres of that, a powerful few at
the top and many functionaries below. They already are full of adol escent
hungers. Like voraci ous predators, they never consider how they exterm nate
their prey. A tight relationship: Reduce the nunbers of those upon whom you
feed and you bring your own structure crashing down."

He found it difficult to believe the witches really saw Honored Matres this way
and said so

"I'f you survive, Scytale, you will see my words made real. Great cries of rage
by those unthinki ng wonen at the necessity to retrench. Mich new effort to
wing the nost out of their prey. Capture nore of theml Sqgueeze them harder

It will just nean quicker exterm nation. |daho says they're already in the die-
back stage."

The ghol a says this? So she was using himas a Mentat! "Where do you get such
i deas? Surely this does not originate with your ghola." Continue to believe
he's yours!

"He nerely confirned our assessnment. An exanple in Other Menory alerted us."

"Chh?" This thing of Gther Menory bothered him Could their claimbe true?
Menories fromhis own multiple Iives were of enornous value. He asked for
confirmation.

"We remenbered the relationship between a food aninal called a snowshoe rabbit
and a predatory cat called a lynx. The cat popul ation always grew to foll ow the
popul ati on of the rabbits, and then overfeedi ng dunped the predators into famn ne
ti mes and severe die-back."

"An interesting term die-back."



"Descriptive of what we intend for the Honored Matres."

VWen their neeting ended (wi thout anything gained for him, Scytale found
hi nsel f nore confused than ever. Was that truly their intent? The damable
worman!  He coul d not be sure of anything she said.

When she returned himto his quarters in the ship, Scytale stood for a long tine
| ooki ng through the barrier field at the long corridor where | daho and Murbella
sometines canme on their way to their practice floor. He knew that mnust be where
they went through a wi de doorway down there. They always energed sweating and
breat hi ng deeply.

Neither of his fellow prisoners appeared, although he loitered there for nore
t han an hour.

She uses the ghola as a Mentat! That nust nean he has access to a Shipsystens

console. Surely, she would not deprive her Mentat of his data. Sonehow, | nust
contrive it that Idaho and | neet intimately. There's always the whistling
| anguage we inpress on every ghola. | nust not appear too anxious. A snall

concession in the bargaining, perhaps. A conplaint that ny quarters are
confining. They see how | chafe at inprisonnment.

Education is no substitute for intelligence. That elusive quality is defined
only in part by puzzle-solving ability. It is in the creation of new puzzles
refl ecti ng what your senses report that you round out the definition

-Mentat Text One (decto)

They wheeled Lucilla into Great Honored Matre's presence in a tubular cage -- a

cage within a cage. Shigawire netting confined her to the center of the thing.

"I am Great Honored Matre," the woman in the heavy black chair greeted her

Smal | woman, red-gold |leotards. "The cage is for your protection should you try
to use Voice. We are immune. Qur immnity takes the formof a reflex. W
kill. A nunber of you have died that way. W know Voice and use it. Renenber
it when | release you fromyour cage." She waved away the servants who had

brought the cage. "Go! Go!"

Lucilla | ooked around at the room Wndow ess. Alnpost square. Lighted by a
few silvery glowgl obes. Acid-green walls. Typical interrogation setting. It
was sonmewhere high. They had brought her cage in a nulltube shortly after dawn.

A panel behind Great Honored Matre snapped aside and a smaller cage canme sliding
into the roomon a hidden nechanism This cage was square and in it stood what
she thought at first was a naked man until he turned and | ooked at her

Futar! It had a wide face and she saw t he cani nes.



“"Want back rub," the Futar said.

"Yes, darling. 1'll rub your back later."

"Want eat," the Futar said. It glared at Lucilla.

“Later, darling."

The Futar continued to study Lucilla. "You Handler?" it asked.
"Of course she's not a Handler!"

"Want eat," the Futar insisted.

"Later, | said! For now, you just sit there and purr for ne."

The Futar squatted in its cage and a runbling sound issued fromits throat.

"Aren't they sweet when they purr?" Geat Honored Matre obviously did not
expect an answer.

The presence of the Futar puzzled Lucilla. Those things were supposed to hunt
and kill Honored Matres. |t was caged, though.

"Where did you capture it?" Lucilla asked.
"On Gammu." She did not see what she had reveal ed.

And this is junction, Lucilla thought. She had recognized it fromthe |ighter
t he eveni ng before.

The Futar stopped purring. "Eat," it grunbled.

Lucilla woul d have |liked sonething to eat. They had not fed her in three days
and she was forced to suppress hunger pangs. Snall sips of water froma
literjon left in the cage hel ped but that was al nost enpty. The servants who
had brought her had | aughed at her request for food. "Futars like |lean nmeat!"

It was the absence of nelange that plagued her nost. She had begun to feel the
first withdrawal pains that norning.

| shall have to kill nyself soon

The Lanpadas horde pl eaded for her to endure. Be brave. Wat if that wild
Reverend Mother fails us?

Spi der Queen. That is what Odrade calls this woman.

Great Honored Matre continued to study her, hand to chin. It was a weak chin
In a face without positive features, the negative attracted the gaze.

"You will lose in the end, you know," Great Honored Matre said.

"Whistling past the graveyard," Lucilla said and then had to explain the
expr essi on.



There was a polite show of interest on Great Honored Matre's face. How
i nteresting.

"Any of my aides would have killed you i mediately for saying that. This is one
of the reasons we are alone. | amcurious why you woul d say such a thing?"

Lucilla glanced at the squatting Futar. "Futars did not occur overnight. They
were genetically created fromw I d animal stock for one purpose.”

"Careful!" Orange flaned in Great Honored Matre's eyes.

"Cenerations of devel opnent went into the creation of the Futars," Lucilla said.

"W hunt them for our pleasure!™
“And the hunter becomes the hunted."

Great Honored Matre | eaped to her feet, eyes conpletely orange. The Futar
became agitated and began whining. This calned the woman. Slowy, she sank
back into her chair. One hand gestured at the caged Futar. "It's all right,
darling. You'll eat soon and then I'll rub your back."

The Futar resuned its purring.

"So you think we came back here as refugees," Great Honored Matre said. "Yes!
Don't try to deny it."

"Worms often turn,"” Lucilla said.
"Wrns? You nean |ike those nonstrosities we destroyed on Rakis?"

It was tenpting to prod this Honored Matre and evoke the dramatic response.
Al arm her enough and she would certainly kill.

Pl ease, Sister! the Lanpadas horde begged. Endure.

You think | can escape fromthis place? That silenced them except for one

faint protest. Renmenber! W are the ancient doll: seven tines down, eight
times up. It came with a rocking inmage of a small red doll, grinning Buddha
face and hands cl asped over its fat belly.

"You're obviously referring to the revenants of the God Enperor," Lucilla said.

" 1 had sonething else in mnd.'

Great Honored Matre took her time considering this. The orange faded from her
eyes.

She's playing with me, Lucilla thought. She intends to kill me and feed nme to
her pet.

But think of the tactical infornmation you could provide if we did escape!

We!  But there was no avoiding the accuracy of that protest. They had brought
her cage fromthe lighter while it was still daylight. Approaches to the Spider
Queen's lair were well planned for difficult access but the planning anused
Lucilla. Very ancient, out-of-date planning. Narrow places in the approach

| anes with observation turrets projecting fromthe ground |ike dull gray



nmushroons appearing at the proper places on their mycelium Sharp turns at
critical points. No ordinary ground vehicle could negotiate such turns at
speed.

There was nention of this in Teg's critique of junction, she recalled. Nonsense
defenses. One had only to bring in heavy equi pment or go over such crude
installations another way and the things were isolated. Linked underground,
naturally, but that could be disrupted by explosives. Ligate them cut them off
fromtheir source, and they would fall piecemeal. No nore precious energy

com ng down your tube, idiots! Visible sense of security and Honored Matres
kept it. For reassurance! Their defenders nust spend a great deal of energy on
usel ess displays to give these wonen a fal se sense of security.

The hal Il ways! Renenber the hal |l ways.

Yes, the hallways in this gigantic building were enornous, the better to
accommodat e gi ant tanks in which Guild Navigators were forced to |live
groundside. Ventilation systens |ow along the halls to take out and recl ai m
spill ed mel ange gas. She coul d i magi ne hatches thunping open and cl osed with
di sturbing reverberations. Guildsnmen never seened to mnd | oud noi ses. Energy
transm ssion lines for nobile suspensors were thick black snakes wi nding across
passages and into every room she had glinpsed. Wuldn't do to keep a Navi gator
from snoopi ng any place he desired.

Many of the people she had seen wore guide pul sers. Even Honored Matres. So
they got lost here. Everything under the one giant nmound of a roof with its
phallic towers. The new residents found this attractive. Heavily insulated
fromthe crude outdoors (where none of the inportant people go anyway except to

kill things or watch the slaves at their amusing work and play). Through rmuch
of it, she had seen a shabbi ness that said mninmal expenditure on mai ntenance.
They are not changing nuch. Teg's ground plan is still accurate.

See how val uabl e your observations coul d be?

Great Honored Matre stirred fromher reverie. "It is just possible that | could
permt you to live. Provided you satisfy sone of my curiosity."

"How do you know I won't respond to your curiosity with a flow of pure shit?"

Vul garity anused Great Honored Matre. She al nost | aughed. Apparently no one
had ever warned her to beware of the Bene Gesserit when they resorted to
vulgarity. The notivation for it was sure to be sonething distressing. No
Voi ce, eh? She thinks that's ny only resource? Geat Honored Matre had said
enough and reacted enough to give any Reverend Mther a sure handle on her
Body and speech signals always carried nore information than was necessary for
conprehensi on. There was inevitable extra information to be sanpl ed.

"Do you find us attractive?" Geat Honored Matre asked.

Qdd question. "People fromthe Scattering all possess a certain attraction."
Let her think |I've seen many of them including her enenies. "You're exotic,
nmeani ng strange and new. "

"And our sexual prowess?"

"There's an aura to that, naturally. Exciting and nagnetic to sone."



"But not to you."

Go for the chin! It was a suggestion fromthe horde. Wy not?
"I'"ve been studying your chin, G eat Honored Matre."

"You have?" Surprised.

"I't's obviously your childhood chin and you shoul d be proud of that youthfu
remenbr ance. "

Not pleased at all but unable to showit. Hit the chin again.

“I"1l bet your lovers often kiss your chin," Lucilla said.

Angry now and still unable to vent it. Threaten nme, will you! Warn ne not to
use Voi ce!

"Kiss chin," the Futar said.
"I said later, darling. Now wi Il you shut up!"
Taking it out on her poor pet.

"But you have questions you want to ask nme," Lucilla said. Sweetness itself.

Anot her warning signal to the know edgeable. |'m one of those who pours sugar
syrup over everything. "How nice! Such a pleasant tinme when we're with you.
Isn't that beautiful! Weren't you clever to get it so cheaply! Easily.

Quickly." Supply your own adverb.

Great Honored Matre was a nonent conposing herself. She sensed that she had
been placed at a disadvantage but could not say how. She covered the nonent

with an enigmatic snmile, then: "But | said | would rel ease you." She pressed
somet hing on the side of her chair and a section of the tubular cage swung
aside, taking the shigawire netting with it. In the sane instant, a |low chair

lifted froma panel in the floor directly in front of her and not a pace away.

Lucilla seated herself in the chair, knees al nost touching her inquisitor
Feet. Remenber they kill with their feet. She flexed her fingers, realizing
then that she had been gripping her hands into fists. Damm the tensions!

"You shoul d have sonme food and drink," Great Honored Matre said. She pushed
sonmet hing el se on the side of her chair. A tray cane up beside Lucilla --
pl ate, spoon, a glass brimming with red liquid. Showi ng off her toys.

Lucilla picked up the gl ass.

Poi son? Snell it first.

She sanpled the drink. Stimea and nelange! |'m hungry.

Lucilla returned an enpty glass to the tray. The stimon her tongue snelled
sharply of nelange. What is she doing? Woing ne? Lucilla felt a flow of
relief at the spice. The plate proved to hold beans in a piquant sauce. She

ate it all after sampling the first bite for unwanted additives. Grlic in the
sauce. She was hung up for the barest fraction of a second on Menory of this



i ngredient -- adjunct to fine cooking, specific against werewol ves, potent
treatment for flatul ence

"You find our food pl easant ?"
Lucilla wi ped her chin. "Very good. You are to be conplinmented on your chef.
Never conpliment the chef in a private establishnment. Chefs can be repl aced.

Hostess is irreplaceable. "A nice touch with garlic."

"We' ve been studying sonme of the |library sal vaged from Lanpadas." d oati ng:
See what you lost? "So little of interest buried in all of that prattle.”

Does she want you to be her librarian? Lucilla waited silently.

"Sonme of ny aides think there may be clues to your witches' nest there or, at
| east, a way to elimnate you quickly. So many | anguages!"

Does she need a translator? Be blunt!

"What interests you?"

"Very little. W could possibly need accounts of the Butlerian Ji had?"
"They destroyed libraries, too."

"Don't patronize ne!"

She's sharper than we thought. Keep it blunt.

"I thought | was the object of patronage."

"Listen to me, witch! You think you can be ruthless in defense of your nest but
you do not understand what it is to be ruthless.™

"I don't think you have yet told ne how | can satisfy your curiosity.

"I't's your science we want, witch!" She pitched her voice lower. "Let us be
reasonable. Wth your help we could achi eve utopia."

And conquer all of your enem es and achi eve orgasm every tine.
"You think science holds the keys to utopia?"
"And better organization for our affairs.”

Renenber: Bureaucracy el evates conformty . . . Make that elevates "fata
stupidity" to the status of religion

"Paradox, Great Honored Matre. Science rmust be innovative. It brings change.
That's why science and bureaucracy fight a constant war."

Does she know her roots?
"But think of the power! Think of what you could control!" She doesn't know.

Honored Matre assunptions about control fascinated Lucilla. You controlled your
uni verse; you did not balance with it. You | ooked outward, never inward. You



did not train yourself to sense your own subtle responses, you produced nuscles
(forces, powers) to overcone everything you defined as an obstacle. Wre these
wonen blind?

When Lucilla did not speak, Honored Matre said: "W found nmuch in the library
about the Bene Tleil ax.

"You joined themfor many projects, witch. Miltiple projects: howto nullify a
no-ship's invisibility, howto penetrate the secrets of the living cell, your
M ssionaria Protectiva, and sonmething called ' The Language of God.' "

Lucilla produced a tight snile. Did they fear there mght be a real god out
there sonewhere? Gve her a little taste! Be candid.

"W joined the Tleilaxu in nothing. Your people nisinterpret what they found.
You worry about being patroni zed? How do you think God would feel about it? W
plant protective religions to help us. That is the Mssionaria's function. The
Tl ei l axu have only one religion."

"You organi ze religions?"

"Not quite. The organizational approach to religion is always apologetic. W
do not apol ogi ze. "

"You are beginning to bore me. Wy did we find so little about the God
Enperor?" Pounci ng!

"Per haps your people destroyed it."
"Ahhhh, then you do have an interest in him"
And so do you, Madane Spi der

"I woul d have presumed, Geat Honored Matre, that Leto Il and his CGol den Path
were subjects of study at many of your academc centers.”

That was cruel

"W have no academ c centers!"”

"I find your interest in himsurprising."

"Casual interest, no nore."

And that Futar sprang froman oak tree struck by |ightning!

"We call his Golden Path 'the paper chase.' He blewit into the infinite wi nds
and said: 'See? There is where it goes.' That's the Scattering."

"Sonme prefer to call it the Seeking."
"Could he really predict our future? |Is that what interests you?"
Bul | seye

Great Honored Matre coughed into her hand.



"W say Miuad'Dib created a future. Leto Il un-created it."

"But if | could know

"Pl ease! Great Honored Matre! People who demand that the oracle predict their
lives really want to know where the treasure is hidden."

"But of course!"

"Know your entire future and nothing will ever surprise you? 1Is that it?"
"I'n so nany words."

"You don't want the future, you want now extended forever.
"l could not have said it better."”

"And you said | bored you!"

“What ?"

Orange in her eyes. Careful

"Never another surprise? Wat could be nore boring?"
“Ahhhh . . . OCh! But that's not what | nean."

"Then I'm afraid | do not understand what you want, G eat Honored Matre."
“No matter. We'll return to it tonmorrow "

Repri eve!

Great Honored Matre stood. "Back into your cage."

"Eat?" The Futar sounded plaintive.

" 1 have some wonderful food for you downstairs, darling. Then I'll rub your
back. "

Lucilla entered her cage. Geat Honored Matre threw a chair cushion in after
her. "Use that against the shigawire. See how kind | can be?"

The cage door sealed with a click
The Futar in its cage slid back into the wall. The panel snapped cl osed over
it.

"They get so restless when they're hungry," Great Honored Matre said. She
opened the door to the roomand turned to contenplate Lucilla for a nonment.
"You will not be disturbed here. | amrefusing perm ssion for anyone else to
enter this room"



Many things we do naturally becone difficult only when we try to nake them
intellectual subjects. It is possible to know so nmuch about a subject that you
become totally ignorant.

-Mentat Text Two (dicto)

Periodi cally, Qdrade went for dinner with acolytes and their Proctor-Wtchers,
the nost i mediate warders in this mind-prison fromwhich nmany woul d never be
rel eased

What the acol ytes thought and did really inforned the depths of Mot her
Superior's consci ousness on how wel |l Chapterhouse functioned. Acolytes
responded fromtheir nmoods and forebodi ngs nmore directly than Reverend Mot hers.
Ful | Sisters got very good at not being seen at their worst. They did not try
to conceal essentials, but anyone could walk in an orchard or close a door and
be out of the view of watchdogs.

Not so the acol ytes.

There was little slack time in Central these days. Even the dining halls had
their constant streans of occupants no matter the hour. Workshifts were
staggered and it was easy for a Reverend Mdther to adjust her circadian rhythns
to off-beat tine. Odrade could not waste energy on such adjustnents. At the
eveni ng neal, she paused at the door to the Acolyte Hall and heard the sudden
hush.

Even the way they conveyed food to their mouths said sonething. Were did the
eyes go as the chopsticks progressed nmouthward? Was it a quick stab and a rapid
chew before a convul sive swall ow? That was a one to watch. She was brew ng
upsets. And that thoughtful one over there who | ooked at each nouthful as

t hough wondering how they hid the poison in such slop? A creative mnd behind
those eyes. Test her for a nore sensitive position

Qdr ade entered the hall

The floor had a | arge checkerboard pattern, black and white plaz, virtually
unscratchabl e. Acolytes said the pattern was for Reverend Mdthers to use as a
gane board: "Place one of us here and another over there and sone al ong that
central line. Mpve themthus -- w nner take all."

Qdr ade took a seat near the corner of a table beside the western wi ndows. The
acol ytes made room for her, their nmovenents quietly unobtrusive.

This hall was part of the ol dest construction on Chapterhouse. Built of wood

wi th cl ear-span beans overhead, enormously thick and heavy things finished in
dull black. They were sone twenty-five nmeters |long without a joint. Sonewhere
on Chapterhouse there was a grove of genetically tail ored oaks reaching up to
sunlight in their carefully tended plantations. Trees going up thirty neters at
| east without a linb, and nore than two neters through the boles. They had been
pl anted when this hall was built, replacenents for these beans when age weakened
them N neteen hundred SY the beans were supposed to endure.



How carefully the acol ytes around her watched Mther Superior w thout ever
appearing to |l ook directly at her

Qdrade turned her head to peer out the western wi ndows at the sunset. Dust
again. The spreading intrusion fromthe desert inflanmed the setting sun and set
it glowing |like a distant enber that m ght explode into uncontrollable fire at
any instant.

Qdr ade suppressed a sigh. Thoughts such as these recreated her nightmare: the
chasm. . . the tightrope. She knew if she closed her eyes she would fee
hersel f swaying on the rope. The hunter with the axe was nearer

Acol ytes eating close by stirred nervously as though they sensed her disquiet.
Perhaps they did. Qdrade heard the novenent of fabrics and this dragged her out
of her nightnmare. She had becone sensitized to a new note in the sounds of
Central. There was a grating noi se behind the nost conmonpl ace novenents - that
chair being shifted behind her . . . and the opening of that kitchen door
Rasping grit. Ceaning crews conpl ained of sand and "t he damabl e dust."

Odr ade stared out the window at the source of that irritation: wnd fromthe
south. A dull haze, sonething between tan and earth brown, drew a curtain
across the horizon. After the wind, dustings of its deposits would be found in
buil ding corners and on |l ee sides of hills. There was a flinty aroma to it,
sonething alkaline that irritated the nostrils.

She | ooked down at the table as a serving acolyte placed her neal in front of
her.

Qdrade found herself enjoying this change from quick nmeals in her workroom and
private dining room \Wen she ate alone up there, acolytes brought food so
quietly and cleared away with such silent efficiency that sonmeti nes she was
surprised to find everything gone. Here, dining was bustle and conversation.

In her quarters, Chef Duana mght come in clucking, "You are not eating enough."”
Qdrade general |y heeded such adnonitions. Watchdogs had their uses.

Tonight's neal was sligpork in a sauce of soy and nol asses, mninal nelange, a
touch of basil and | emon. Fresh green beans cooked al dente with peppers. Dark
red grape juice to drink. She took a bite of sligpork with anticipation and
found it passable, a bit overcooked for her taste. Acolyte chefs had not m ssed
it by much.

Then why this feeling of too many such meal s?

She swal | owed and hypersensitivity identified additives. This food was not here
just to replenish Mother Superior's energy. Someone in the kitchen had asked
for her day's nutrition list and adjusted this plate accordingly.

Food is a trap, she thought. Mre addictions. She did not |ike the cunning
ways Chapt erhouse chefs conceal ed things they put in the food "for the good of
the diners." They knew, of course, that a Reverend Mdther could identify

i ngredi ents and adjust netabolismw thin her limts. They were watching her
ri ght now, wondering how Mther Superior would judge tonight's menu.

As she ate, she listened to the other diners. None intruded on her -- not
physically or vocally. Sounds returned al nbst to what they had been before her



entrance. \Waggling tongues al ways changed their tone slightly when she entered
and resumed at | ower vol une.

An unspoken question lay in all of those busy minds around her
Wiy is she here tonight?

Qdrade sensed quiet awe in some nearby diners, a reaction Mther Superior

someti nes enployed to her advantage. Awe with an edge on it. Acolytes

whi spered anong t hensel ves (so the Proctors reported), "She has Taraza." They
nmeant Odrade possessed her |ate predecessor as Primary. The two of themwere a
historical pair, required study for postul ants.

Dar and Tar, already a | egend.

Even Bel |l onda (dear old vicious Bell) cane at Odrade obliquely because of this.
Few frontal attacks, very little blaring in her accusatory argunments. Taraza
was credited with saving the Sisterhood. That silenced much opposition. Taraza
had said Honored Matres were essentially barbarians and their viol ence, although
not totally deflectable, could be guided into bl oody displays. Events had nore
or less verified this.

Correct up to a point, Tar. None of us anticipated the extent of their
vi ol ence.

Taraza's classical veronica (how apt the bullring i nage) had ai med the Honored
Matres into such epi sodes of carnage that the universe was nordant with
potential supporters of their brutalized victims.

How do | defend us?

It was not so much that defensive plans were inadequate. They could becone
irrel evant.

That, of course, is what | seek. W nust be purified and nade ready for a
supreme effort.

Bel | onda had sneered at that idea. "For our denise? |Is that why we nust be
purified?"

Bel | onda woul d be anbi val ent when she di scovered what ©Mther Superior planned.
Bel | onda-vi ci ous woul d appl aud. Bellonda-Mentat would argue for delay "until a
nore propitious nmonent. "

But | will seek my own peculiar way despite what ny Sisters think.

And nmany Sisters thought Odrade quite the strangest Mther Superior they had
ever accepted. Elevated nore with the left hand than with the right. Taraza
Primary. | was there when you died, Tar. No one else to gather your persona.
El evati on by acci dent?

Many di sapproved of Odrade. But when opposition arose, back they went to
"Taraza Primary -- the best Mther Superior in our history."

Amusi ng!  Taraza Wthin was the quickest to |laugh and ask: Wy don't you tel
t hem about ny mistakes, Dar? Especially about how | m sjudged you.



Qdrade chewed reflectively on a bite of sligpork. |I'moverdue for a visit to
Sheeana. South into the desert and that soon. Sheeana nust be nade ready to
repl ace Tam

The changi ng | andscape | oonmed large in Odrade's thoughts. More than fifteen
hundred years of Bene Gesserit occupancy on Chapterhouse. Signs of us
everywhere. Not just in special groves or vineyards and orchards. Wat it nust
be doing to the collective psyche, seeing such changes cone over their famliar
I and.

The acol yte seated beside Odrade nmade a soft throat-clearing sound. Was she
about to address Modther Superior? A rare occurrence. The young wonan conti nued
to eat w thout speaking.

Qdrade' s thoughts returned to the prospective journey into the desert. Sheeana
nmust have no forewarning. | nust be sure she is the one we need. There were
guestions for Sheeana to answer.

Qdrade knew what she would find on inspection stops en route. |In Sisters, in
plant and aninal life, in the very foundations of Chapterhouse, she woul d see
changes gross and changes subtle, things to wench at Mther Superior's vaunted
serenity. Even Miurbella, never out of the no-ship, sensed these changes.

Only that norning, seated with her back to her console, Mirbella had |istened
with new attentiveness to Odrade standi ng over her. Edgy alertness in the
captive Honored Matre. Her voice betrayed doubts and unbal anced judgnents.

"Al'l is transient, Mther Superior?"

"That is know edge i npressed on you by Ot her Menory. No planet, no | and or sea,
no part of any land or sea is here forever."

"A norbid thought!" Rejection.
"Wherever we stand, we are only stewards."

"A usel ess viewpoint." Hesitant, questioning why Mther Superior chose this
nmonent to say such things.

"I hear Honored Matres tal king through you. They gave you greedy dreans,
Mur bel l a. "

"So you say!" Deeply resentful

"Honored Matres think they can buy infinite security: a small planet, you know,
with plenty of subservient population.”

Mur bel | a produced a gri nace.

"More planets!" Qdrade snapped. "Always nore and nore and nore! That's why
t hey conme swarni ng back."

"Poor pickings in this Od Enpire."
"Excellent, Murbella! You're beginning to think Iike one of us."

"And that makes nme a nothing!"



"Neither fish nor fow, but your own true self? Even there, you're only a
steward. Beware, Murbella! |[If you think you own something, that's like wal king
on qui cksand. "

This got a puzzled frown. Sonething would have to be done about the way
Murbel I a al | owed her enptions to play so openly on her face. It was permssible
here, but soneday

"So nothing is safely owned. So what!" Bitter, bitter

"You speak sone of the right words but | don't think you' ve yet found a place in
yoursel f where you can endure for your lifetine."

"Until an eneny finds ne and sl aughters nme?"

Honored Matre training clings like glue! But she spoke to Duncan the other
night in a way that tells ne she is ready. The Van Gogh painting, | do believe,
has sensitized her. | heard it in her voice. | nust review that record.

"Who woul d sl aughter you, Mirbella?"
"You'll never withstand an Honored Matre attack!"

"I"ve already stated the basic fact that concerns us: No place is eternally
safe."

"Anot her of your usel ess damed | essons!"”

In the Acolyte Hall, Odrade recalled she had not found time to review that
coneye record of Duncan and Murbella. A sigh alnost escaped her. She covered
it with a cough. Never do to let the young wonen see disturbance in Mther
Superi or.

To the desert and Sheeana! |Inspection tour as soon as | can nake tinme for it.
Ti me!

Agai n, the acol yte seated beside Odrade nmade that throat noise. Odrade watched
peri pherally -- blond, short black dress trinmed in white -- Intermediate Third
Stage. No movenent of the head toward Qdrade, no sidel ong gl ances.

This is what | will find on nmy inspection tour: Fears. And in the |andscape,

t hose things we always see when we run out of tine: trees |left uncut because
woodcutters have gone -- dragooned into our Scattering, gone to their graves,
gone to unknown pl aces, perhaps even to peonage. WIIl | see architectura
Fanci es becom ng attractive because they are inconplete, builders departed? No.
We don't go in much for Fancies.

O her Menory held exanmpl es she wi shed she might find: old buildings nore
beautiful because they were unfinished. The builder bankrupt, an owner angered
at his nmistress . . . Sone things were nore interesting because of that: old
wal I's, old ruins. Tine scul pture.

VWhat would Bell say if | ordered a Fancy in ny favorite orchard?

The acol yte besi de Odrade said: "Mther Superior?"



Excel l ent! They so seldomfind the courage.
"Yes?" Faint questioning. This had better be inmportant. Wuld she hear?

She heard. "I intrude, Mther Superior, because of the urgency and because
know your interest in the orchards."”

Superb! This acolyte had thick legs but that did not extend to her m nd.
Qdrade stared at her silently.

"I amthe one making the map for your bedchanber, Mother Superior."

So this was a reliable adept, a person trusted with work for Mther Superior
Even better.

"WIIl | have nmy nmap soon?"

"Two days, Mother Superior. | am adjusting projection overlays where | wll
mark the desert's daily growh."

A brief nod. That had been in the original order: an acolyte to keep the map
current. Odrade wanted to awaken each norning, her imagination ignited by that
changing view, the first thing inpressed on awareness at ari sing.

"I put a report in your workroomthis norning, Mdther Superior. 'Ochard
Managenent.' Perhaps you did not see it."
Qdrade had seen only the | abel. She had been | ate coming from exerci ses,

anxious to visit Murbella. So much depended on Murbell al

"The plantations around Central mnust either be abandoned or action taken to
sustain them" the acolyte said. "That's the gist of the report."

"Repeat the report verbatim™

Night fell and the roomlights brightened as Odrade |istened. Concise. Terse
even. The report carried a note of adnoni shnment COdrade recogni zed as
originating with Bellonda. No Archival signature but \Wather's warni ngs went
t hrough Archives and this acolyte had lifted some of the original words.

The acolyte fell silent, report concluded.

How do | respond? Orchards, pastures and vineyards were not nmerely a buffer
agai nst alien intrusions, pleasant decorations on the | andscape. They supported
Chapt er house noral e and tabl es.

They support mnmy noral e.

How quietly this acolyte waited. Curly blond hair and round face. Pl easing
count enance, though the mouth was wi de. Food remained on her plate but she was
not eating. Hands folded in her lap. | amhere to serve you, Mdther Superior

VWi | e Odrade composed her response, menory intruded -- an old incident
simul fl owi ng over inmedi ate observations. She remenbered her ornithopter
training course. Two acolyte students with instructor at m dday high over the
wet | ands of Lanpadas. She had been paired with as inept an acolyte as could
have been accepted by the Sisterhood. OCbviously a gene-choice. The Breeding



M stresses wanted her for a characteristic to be passed along to offspring. It
certainly wasn't enotional balance or intelligence! drade renenbered the nane:
Li nchi ne.

Li nchi ne had shouted at their instructor: "I amgoing to fly this damed
"thopter!"”

And all the while a whirling sky and | andscape of trees and marshy | akeshore
di zzied them That was how it seemed: us stationary and the world noving.
Li nchine doing the wong thing every tine. Each novenent created worse
gyrations.

The instructor cut her out of the systemby pulling the di sconnect only he could
reach. He did not speak until they were flying straight and |evel.

"No way are you ever going to fly this, lady. Not ever! You don't have the
right reactions. You have to begin training those into soneone |ike you before
puberty."

"I 'am | am 1'll fly this dammed thing." Hands jerking at the usel ess
control s.

"You' re washed out, lady. G ounded!"

Qdr ade breathed easier, realizing she had known all along that Linchine m ght
kill them

VWirling toward OGdrade in the rear, Linchine screaned: "Tell him Tell himhe
must obey a Bene Cesserit!"

Addressing the fact that Qdrade, several years ahead of Linchine, already
di spl ayed a comandi ng presence.

Odrade sat in silence, features inmobile.

Silence is often the best thing to say, sone Bene Gesserit hunorist had scraw ed
on a washroommrror. Odrade found that good advice then and | ater

Recal ling herself to the needs of the acolyte in the dining hall, Odrade
wondered why that old nmenory had conme of itself. Such things sel dom happened
wi t hout purpose. Not silence now, certainly. Hunmor? Yes! That was the
nessage. Odrade's hunor (applied later) had taught Linchine sonething about
hersel f. Humor under stress.

Qdrade sniled at the acolyte beside her in the dining hall. "How would you Iike
to be a horse?"

"What ?" The word was startled out of her but she responded to Mdther Superior's
smle. Nothing alarming in that. Warmeven. Everyone said Mther Superior
permtted affections.

"You don't understand, of course,"” Odrade said.

"No, Mother Superior." Still smling and patient.

Qdrade al |l owed her gaze to quest over the young face. Cear blue eyes not yet
touched by the engul fing blue of Spice Agony. A nouth alnost |ike Bell's but



wi t hout the viciousness. Dependable nuscles and dependable intelligence. She
woul d be good at anticipating Mdther Superior's needs. Wtness her nap
assignment and that report. Sensitive. Went with her superior intelligence.
Not likely to rise to the very top but always in key positions where you needed
her qualities.

Wiy did | sit beside this one?

Qdrade frequently selected a particular conpanion at nealtine visits. Acolytes
nostly. They could be so revealing. Reports often found their way to Mot her
Superior's workroom personal observations from Proctors about one acol yte or
another. But sonetines, Odrade chose a seat for no reason she could explain

As | did tonight. Wy this one?

Conversation rarely occurred unl ess Mother Superior initiated it. Gentle
initiation usually, easing into nore intimte matters. Qhers around them
listened avidly.

At such nonments, Qdrade often produced a manner of alnmpbst religious serenity.
It soothed nervous ones. Acolytes were . . . well, acolytes, but Mot her
Superior was the suprene witch of themall. Nervousness was natural

Soneone behi nd Odrade whi spered: "She has Streggi on the coals tonight."

On the coals. Odrade knew the expression. It had been used in her acol yte
days. So this one was naned Streggi. Let it be unspoken for now Nanmes carry
magi c.

"Do you enjoy tonight's dinner?" Odrade asked.

"I't's acceptable, Mther Superior.” One tried not to give fal se opinions, but
Streggi was confused by the shift in conversation

"They' ve overcooked it," Odrade said.

"Serving so nmany, how can they pl ease everyone, Mbther Superior?"
She speaks her nmind and speaks it well.

"Your left hand is trenbling," Odrade said.

“I"mnervous with you, Mother Superior. And |'ve just come fromthe practice
floor. Very tiring today."

Qdr ade anal yzed the trenors. "They have you doing the long-armlift."
"Was it painful in your day, Mdther Superior?" (ln those ancient tines?)
"Just as painful as today. Pain teaches, they told nme."

That softened things. Shared experiences, the patter of the Proctors.

"I don't understand about horses, Mother Superior." Streggi |ooked at her
plate. "This cannot be horse meat. |'msure | "

Qdrade | aughed loudly, attracting startled | ooks. She put a hand on Streggi's
arm and subsided to a gentle smle. "Thank you, ny dear. No one has nmade ne



l augh that nmuch in years. | hope this is the beginning of a |long and joyous
associ ation."

"Thank you, Mother Superior, but I --"

"I will explain about the horse, ny owmn little joke and no intent to denean you.
| want you to carry a young child on your shoulders, to nove himnore rapidly
than his short legs will carry him™"

"As you w sh, Mther Superior.” No objections, no nore questions. Questions
were there, but the answers would cone in their own tinme and Streggi knew it.

Magi c tine.

Wt hdrawi ng her hand, Odrade said: "Your nanme?"

"Streggi, Mther Superior. Aloana Streggi."

"Rest easy, Streggi. | will see to the orchards. W need themfor norale as
much as for food. You report to Reassignnent tonight. Tell them | want you in

ny wor kroom at six tonorrow norning."

"I will be there, Mother Superior. WII | continue to mark your map?" As
Qdrade was rising to | eave.

"For now, Streggi. But ask Reassignnent for a new acol yte and begin training
her. Soon, you will be much too busy for the map."

"Thank you, Mdther Superior. The desert is growing very fast."

Streggi's words gave (drade a certain satisfaction, dispelling gloomthat had
hanpered her nobst of the day.

The cycl e was getting another chance, turning once nore as it was inpelled to do
by those subterranean forces called "life" and "l ove" and ot her unnecessary
| abel s.

Thus it turns. Thus it renews. Magic. Wat witchery could take your attention
fromthis niracle?

In her workroom she issued an order to Wather, then silenced the tools of her
of fice and went to the bow wi ndow. Chapterhouse gl owed pale red in the night
fromreflections of groundlights against |ow clouds. It gave a romantic
appearance to rooftops and walls that Odrade quickly rejected.

Romance? There was nothing romanti c about what she had done in the Acolyte
Di ni ng Hal |

| have finally done it. | have conmitted nyself. Now, Duncan nust restore our
Bashar's nmenories. A delicate assignnent.

She continued to stare into the night, suppressing knots in her stonach

I not only conmt nyself but | commit what remains of my Sisterhood. So this is
how it feels, Tar.

This is howit feels and your plan is tricky.



It was going to rain. Odrade sensed it in the air coning through the
ventilators around the window No need to read a Wat her Dispatch. She sel dom
did that these days, anyway. Wy bother? But Streggi's report carried a potent
war ni ng.

Rai ns were becom ng rarer here and rather to be wel coned.

Sisters would energe to walk in it despite the cold. There was a touch of
sadness in the thought. Each rain she saw brought the sanme question: |Is this
the |l ast one?

The peopl e of Weather did heroic things to keep an expandi ng desert dry and the
growi ng areas irrigated. Qdrade did not know how they had nanaged this rain to
conply with her order. Before long, they would not be able to obey such
conmands, even from Mother Superior. The desert will triunph because that is
what we have set in notion.

She opened the central panes of her window. The wind at this |evel had stopped.
Just the clouds noving overhead. Wnd at higher elevations harrying things
along. A sense of urgency in the weather. The air was chilly. So they had
nmade tenperature adjustnents to bring this bit of rain. She closed the w ndow,
feeling no desire to go outside. Mther Superior had no tinme to play the gane
of last rain. One rain at a time. And always out there the desert noving

i nexorably toward t hem

That, we can map and watch. But what of the hunter behind me -- the nightnare
figure with the axe? What nap tells nme where she is tonight?

Rel i gion (emul ation of adults by the child) encysts past nythol ogi es: guesses,
hi dden assunptions of trust in the universe, pronouncenents nade in search of
personal power, all mngled with shreds of enlightennent. And al ways an
unspoken conmmandment: Thou shalt not question! W break that conmandnent daily
in the harnessing of human imagination to our deepest creativity.

-Bene Gesserit Credo

Murbel | a sat cross-1egged on the practice floor, alone, shivering after her
exertions. Mther Superior had been here less than an hour this afternoon

And, as often happened, Miurbella felt she had been abandoned in a fever dream
Qdrade's parting words reverberated in the dream "The hardest |esson for an
acolyte to learn is that she nmust always go the limt. Your abilities will take

you farther than you imagine. Don't imagine, then. Extend yourself."

What is ny response? That | was taught to cheat?



Qdrade had done something to call up the patterns of chil dhood and Honored Matre
education. | learned cheating as an infant. How to sinulate a need and gain
attention. Many "howto's" in the cheating pattern. The older she got, the
easier the cheating. She had | earned what the big people around her were
demanding. | regurgitated on demand. That was called "education." Wy were
the Bene Gesserit so remarkably different in their teaching?

"I don't ask you to be honest with ne," Odrade had said. "Be honest with
yoursel f."

Mur bel | a despaired of ever rooting out all of the cheating in her past. Wy
should 1? Mre cheating!

"Dam you, drade!™

Only after the words were out did she realize she had spoken them al oud. She
started to put a hand to her mouth and aborted the noverment. Fever said:
"What's the difference?"

"Educational bureaucracies dull a child' s questing sensitivity." Odrade
expl ai ning. "The young rmust be danped down. Never |et them know how good they
can be. That brings change. Spend lots of conmttee tinme tal king about how to
deal with exceptional students. Don't spend any tine dealing with how the
conventional teacher feels threatened by enmerging tal ents and squel ches t hem
because of a deep-seated desire to feel superior and safe in a safe environnent.

She was tal ki ng about Honored Matres.
Conventional teachers?

There it was: Behind that facade of wi sdom the Bene Gesserit were
unconventional. They often did not think about teaching; they just didit.

Gods! | want to be |ike thenl

The t hought shocked her and she | eaped to her feet, launching herself into a
training routine for wists and arms.

Real i zation bit deeper than ever. She did not want to di sappoi nt these
teachers. Candor and honesty. Every acolyte heard that. "Basic tools of
| earning," Odrade said.

Di stracted by her thoughts, Mirbella tunbled hard and stood up, rubbing a
brui sed shoul der.

She had thought at first that the Bene Gesserit protestation nmust be a lie. |
am being so candid with you that | nust tell you about my unswerving honesty.

But actions confirned their claim COdrade's voice persisted in the fever dream
"That is how you judge."

They had sonething in the mind, in nenory and a bal ance of intellect no Honored
Matre had ever possessed. This thought made her feel small. Enter corruption.
It was like liver spots in her feverish thoughts.

But | have talent! It required talent to becone an Honored Matre.



Do | still think of nyself as an Honored Matre?

The Bene Gesserit knew she had not fully conmitted herself to them \Wat skills
do | have that they could possibly want? Not the skills of deception

"Do actions agree with words? There's your neasure of reliability. Never
confine yourself to the words."

Mur bel | a put her hands over her ears. Shut up, drade!

"How does a Trut hsayer separate sincerity froma nore fundanental judgnment?"
Mur bel | a dropped her hands to her sides. Maybe |I'mreally sick. She swept her
gaze around the long room No one there to utter these words. Anyway, it was
Qdr ade' s voi ce.

"I'f you convince yourself, sincerely, you can speak utter bal derdash (marvel ous
old word; look it up), absolute poppylarky in every word and you will be

beli eved. But not by one of our Truthsayers."

Mur bel | a' s shoul ders sagged. She began to wander ainlessly around the practice
floor. Was there no place to escape?

"Look for the consequences, Miurbella. That's how you ferret out things that
work. That's what our nuch-vaunted truths are all about."

Pragmati sn?

| daho found her then and responded to the wild look in her eyes. "Wuat's

wr ong?"

"1 think I"'msick. Really sick. | thought it was sonething OGdrade did to ne
but . . ."

He caught her as she fell
"Hel p us!"

For once, he was glad of the coneyes. A Suk was with themin |less than a
m nute. She bent over Mirbella where |daho cradled her on the floor

The exami nation was brief. The Suk, a graying ol der Reverend Mdther with the
traditional dianmond brand on her forehead, straightened and said:
"Overstressed. She's not trying to find her linmts, she's going beyond t hem
We' Il put her back into the sensitizing class before we |l et her continue. |'ll
send the Proctors."

Qdrade found Murbella in the Proctor's Ward that evening, propped up in a bed,
two Proctors taking turns testing her muscle responses. A small gesture and
they left Qdrade al one with Mirbell a.

"I tried to avoid conplicating things," Mirbella said. Candor and honesty.

"Trying to avoid conplications often creates them" COdrade sank into a chair
besi de the bed and put a hand on Murbella's arm Muiscl es quivered under the



hand. "W say 'words are slow, feeling's faster.' " COdrade withdrew. "What
deci si ons have you been nmaki ng?"

"You |l et ne nake deci sions?"

"Don't sneer." She lifted a hand to prevent interruption. "I didn't take your
previous conditioning into sufficient account. The Honored Matres |eft you
practically incapabl e of maki ng decisions. Typical of power-hungry societies.
Teach their people to diddle around forever. 'Decisions bring bad results!’

You teach avoi dance."

"What's that have to do with ne col |l apsi ng?" Resentful

“Murbellal The worst products of what |'m describing are al nost basket cases --
can't make deci sions about anything, or |leave themuntil the | ast possible
second and then leap at themlike desperate animals. "

"You told me to go the linmit!" Al nost wailing.

"Your limts, Murbella. Not mne. Not Bell's or those of anyone else. Yours."

"I"ve decided | want to be like you." Very faint.

“Marvel ous! | don't believe |I've ever tried to kill mnyself. Especially when
was pregnant.”

In spite of herself, Mirbella grinned.

Qdrade stood. "Sleep. You're going into a special class tonmorrow where we'l |
work on your ability to nesh your decisions with sensitivity to your limts.
Renember what | told you. W take care of our own."

"Am | yours?" Al npst whispered.

"Since you repeated the oath before the Proctors."” Qdrade turned out the lights
as she left. Mirbella heard her speak to soneone before the door closed. "Stop
fussing with her. She needs rest."

Murbel I a cl osed her eyes. The fever dream was gone but in its place was her own
nmenory. "I ama Bene Gesserit. | exist only to serve."

She heard herself saying those words to the Proctors but nmenory gave them an
enphasis not in the original

They knew | was bei ng cyni cal
What coul d you hide from such wonen?

She felt the renenmbered hand of the Proctor on her forehead and heard the words
t hat had possessed no neaning until this nonent.

"I stand in the sacred hunan presence. As | do now, so should you stand sone
day. | pray to your presence that this be so. Let the future remain uncertain
for that is the canvas to receive our desires. Thus the human condition faces
its perpetual tabula rasa. W possess no nore than this noment where we

dedi cate oursel ves continuously to the sacred presence we share and create."



Conventional but unconventional. She realized that she had not been physically
or enotionally prepared for this nonent. Tears flowed down her cheeks.

Laws to suppress tend to strengthen what they would prohibit. This is the fine
poi nt on which all the | egal professions of history have based their job
security.

-Bene CGesserit Coda

On her restless prowings through Central (infrequent these days but nore
i ntense because of that), COdrade | ooked for signs of slackness and especially
for areas of responsibility that were running too snoothly.

The Seni or Watchdog had her own watchwords: "Show ne a conpletely snooth
operation and I'Il show you soneone who's covering m stakes. Real boats rock."

She said this often and it became an identifying phrase the Sisters (and even
some acol ytes) enployed to coment on Mot her Superior

"Real boats rock." Soft chuckl es.

Bel | onda acconpani ed Odrade on today's early norning inspection, not mentioning
that "once a nmonth" had been stretched to "once every two nonths" -- if that.
This inspection was a week past the mark. Bell wanted to use this tine for
war ni ngs about |daho. And she had dragged Tamal ane al ong al t hough Tam was
supposed to be review ng Proctor performance at this hour

Two agai nst one? Odrade wondered. She did not think Bell or Tam suspected what
Mot her Superior intended. Well, it would cone out, as had Taraza's plan. In
its own time, eh, Tar?

Down the corridors they stal ked, black robes swi shing with urgency, eyes nissing
little. It was all familiar and yet they | ooked for things that were new.
Qdrade carried her Ear-C over her |eft shoulder like a msplaced diving weight.
Never be out of conmunication range these days.

Behi nd the scenes in any Bene CGesserit center were the support facilities:
clinic-hospital, kitchen, norgue, garbage control, reclamation systens (attached
to sewage and garbage), transport and conmuni cations, kitchen provisioning,
trai ni ng and physi cal naintenance halls, schools for acol ytes and postul ants,
quarters for all of the denoninations, nmeeting centers, testing facilities and
much nore. Personnel often changed because of the Scattering and novenent of
people into new responsibilities, all according to subtle Bene Gesserit

awar eness. But tasks and places for them remained.



As they strode swiftly fromone area to another, Odrade spoke of the Sisterhood
Scattering, not trying to hide her disnmay at "the atomic fanily" they had
becone.

"I find it difficult to contenpl ate hunmankind spreading into an unlimted
uni verse," Tamsaid. "The possibilities . "

"Infinite nunbers gane." (Odrade stepped across a broken curb. "That should be
repaired. We've been playing the infinity game since we learned to junp

Fol dspace. "

There was no joy in Bellonda. "It's not a gane!"

Qdrade coul d appreci ate Bellonda's feelings. W have never seen enpty space.
Al ways nore galaxies. Tams right. 1t's daunting when you focus on that Gol den
Pat h.

Menories of explorations gave the Sisterhood a statistical handle on it but
little else. So many habitable planets in a given assenbl age and, ampng those,
an expected additional nunber that could be terraforned.

"What's evol vi ng out there?" Tanmml ane denanded.

A question they could not answer. Ask what Infinity might produce and the only
answer possible was, "Anything."

Any good, any evil; any god, any devil.

"What if Honored Matres are fleeing sonething?" Odrade asked. "Interesting
possi bility?"

"These specul ations are useless," Bellonda nuttered. "W don't even know i f

Fol dspace introduces us to one universe or many . . . or even an infinite nunber
of expandi ng and col | apsi ng bubbl es. ™

"Did the Tyrant understand this any better than we do?" Tanml ane asked.

They paused whil e Odrade | ooked into a room where five Advanced acol ytes and a
Proctor studied a projection of regional nmelange stores. The crystal hol ding
the infornation perforned an intricate dance in the projector, bouncing on its
beam|like a ball on a fountain. Odrade saw the sunmmation and turned away before
scow ing. Tamand Bell did not see (drade's expression. W will have to start
[imting access to nel ange data. Too depressing to norale.

Admi nistration! It all cane back to Mother Superior. Delegate heavily to only
the sane people and you fell into bureaucracy.

Qdr ade knew she depended too rmuch on her inner sense of administration. A
system frequently tested and revi sed, using autonmation only where essenti al
"The machinery" they called it. By the tinme they becane Reverend Mthers, al
of them had sone sensitivity to "the machinery" and tended to use it without
qguestion thereafter. There lay the danger. Odrade pressed for constant

i mprovenents (even tiny ones) to introduce change into their activities.
Randommess! No absolute patterns that others could find and use agai nst them
One person mght not see such shifts in a lifetinme but differences over |onger
peri ods were sure to be neasurabl e.



Qdrade's party cane down to ground | evel and onto the nmjor thoroughfare of
Central. "The Way," Sisters called it. An in-joke, referring to the training
regi men popul arly known as "The Bene Gesserit Way."

The Way reached fromthe square beside Odrade's tower to the southern outskirts
of the urban area -- straight as a |lasgun beam al nost twelve klicks of tal
buil di ngs and | ow ones. The | ow ones all had sonething in conmon: they had
been built strong enough to expand upward.

Qdrade flagged an open transporter with enpty seats and the three of them
crowded into a space where they could continue to talk. Frontage on The Wy
carried an ol d-fashi oned appeal, GOdrade thought. Buildings such as these with
their tall rectangul ar wi ndows of insulating plaz had framed Bene Gesserit
"Ways" through nmuch of the Sisterhood' s history. Down the center ran a |line of
el ns genetically tailored for height and narrow profile. Birds nested in them
and the norning was bright with flitting spots of red and orange -- orioles,

t anagers.

Is it dangerously patterned for us to prefer this famliar setting?

Qdrade | ed themoff the transporter at Tipsy Trail, thinking how Bene Gesserit
hunor came out in curious nanes. Waggish in the streets. Tipsy Trail because
t he foundati on of one building had subsided slightly, giving that structure a
curiously drunken appearance. The one nmenber of the group stepping out of I|ine.

Li ke Mother Superior. Only they don't know it yet.

Her Ear-C buzzed as they came to Tower Lane. "Mdther Superior?" It was
Streggi. Wthout stopping, Odrade signaled that she was on-line. "You asked
for a report on Murbella. Suk Central says she is fit for assigned classes."

"Then assign her." They continued down Tower Lane: all one-story buil dings.

Qdrade spared a brief glance for the | ow buildings on both sides of the street.
A two-story additi on was being nmade to one of them Mght be a real Tower Lane
here soneday and the joke (such as it was) abandoned.

It was argued that nam ng was just a conveni ence anyway and they m ght as well
enjoy this venture into what was a delicate subject for the Sisterhood.

Qdr ade stopped abruptly on a busy wal kway and turned to her conpanions. "Wat
woul d you say if | suggested we nane streets and places after departed Sisters?"

"You're full of nonsense today!" Bell onda accused.
"They are not departed," Tamal ane said.

Qdrade resumed her prowling wal k. She had expected that. Bell's thoughts could
al nrost be heard. W carry the "departed" around in O her Menory!

Qdrade wanted no argunent here in the open but she thought her idea had nerit.
Sone Sisters died wthout Sharing. Mjor Menory Lines were duplicated but you
lost a thread and its terminated carrier. Schwangyu of the Ganmu Keep had gone
that way, killed by attacking Honored Matres. Plenty of nmenories remained to
carry her good qualities . . . and conplexities. One hesitated to say her

nm st akes taught nore than her successes.



Bel | onda i ncreased her pace to wal k beside Odrade in a relatively enpty stretch
"I must speak of Idaho. A Mentat, yes, but those multiple nenories. Suprenely
danger ous! "

They were passing a norgue, the strong snell of antiseptics even in the street.
The arched doorway stood open.

"Who di ed?" Odrade asked, ignoring Bellonda's anxiety.

"A Proctor from Section Four and an orchard mai ntenance man," Tanml ane sai d.

Tam al ways knew.

Bel | onda was furious at being ignored and made no attenpt to hide it. "WIIl you
two stick to the point?"

"What is the point?" Qdrade asked. Very mld.

They energed on the south terrace and stopped at the stone rail to | ook over the

pl antations -- vineyards and orchards. The norning |ight had a dusty haze in it
not at all like the msts created of noisture.
"You know the point!" Bell would not be defl ected.

(drade stared at the vista, pressing herself against the stones. The railing
was frigid. That mist out there was a different color, she thought. Sunlight
cane through dust with a different reflective spectrum Mre bounce and
sharpness to the light. Absorbed in a different way. The ninbus was tighter
The bl owi ng dust and sand crept into every crevice the way water did but the
grating and rasping betrayed its source. The same with Bell's persistence. No
[ ubrication.

"That's desert light," Odrade said, pointing.
"Stop avoiding ne," Bellonda said.

Qdrade chose not to answer. The dusty light was a classical thing, but not
reassuring in the way of the elder painters and their m sty nornings.

Tamal ane cane up beside Odrade. "Beautiful inits own way." The renote tone
sai d she nade Qther Menory conparisons simlar to Odrade's.

If that's how you were conditioned to | ook for beauty. But something deep
within Odrade said this was not the beauty for which she | onged.

In the shall ow swal es bel ow them where once there had been greenery, now there
was dryness and a sense of the earth being gutted the way anci ent Egyptians had
prepared their dead -- dried to essential matter, preserved for their Eternity.
Desert as deat hnmaster, swaddling the dirt in nitron, enbal m ng our beautifu
planet with all of its jewels conceal ed.

Bel | onda stood behind them nuttering and shaki ng her head, refusing to | ook at
what their planet would becone.

Qdr ade al nost shuddered in a sudden thrust of sinmulflow. Menory fl ooded her
She felt herself searching Sietch Tabr's ruins, finding desert-enbal ned bodies
of spice pirates left where killers had dropped them



VWhat is Sieteh Tabr now? A nmolten flow solidified and without anything to mark
its proud history. Honored Matres: killers of history.

“I'f you won't elimnate |Idaho, then | nust protest your using himas a Mentat."

Bel | was such a fussy woman! COdrade noted that she was showi ng her age nore
than ever. Reading | enses on her nose even now. They magnified her eyes unti
she had the | ook of a great-orbed fish. Use of |enses and not one of the nore
subtl e prostheses said sonething about her. She flaunted a reverse vanity that
announced: "l amgreater than the devices ny failing senses require. "

Bel | onda was definitely irritated by Mdther Superior. "Wy are you staring at
me that way?"

Qdr ade, caught by abrupt awareness of a weakness in her Council, shifted her
attention to Tanal ane. Cartilage never stopped growi ng and this had enl arged
Tam s ears, nose and chin. Sone Reverend Mthers adjusted this by netabolism
control or sought regular surgical correction. Tamwould not bow to such
vanity. "Here's what | am Take it or leave it."

My advisors are too old. And | . . . | should be younger and stronger to have
t hese problens on ny shoulders. ©Oh, damm this for a |apse into self-pity!

Only one suprenme danger: action against survival of the Sisterhood.

"Duncan is a superb Mentat!" COdrade spoke with all the force of her position
"But | use none of you beyond your capabilities."

Bel | onda remmi ned silent. She knew a Mentat's weaknesses.

Ment at s! Odrade thought. They were |ike wal king Archives but when you nost
needed answers they rel apsed i nto questions.

"I don't need another Mentat," Odrade said. "l need an inventor!"
When Bel londa still did not speak, Odrade said: "I amfreeing his mnd, not his
body. "

"I insist on an analysis before you open all data sources to him"

Consi deri ng Bell onda's usual stance, that was mld. But Odrade did not trust
it. She detested those sessions -- endless rehashing of Archival reports.
Bel | onda doted on them Bellonda of Archival mnutiae and boring excursions
into irrelevant details! Wo cared if Reverend Mther X preferred skinmed mlk
on her porridge?

Qdrade turned her back on Bellonda and | ooked at the southern sky. Dust! W
woul d sift nore dust! Bellonda would be flanked by assistants. Odrade felt
boredom just imagining it.

"No nore analysis." drade spoke nore sharply than she had i nt ended.

"I do have a point of view " Bellonda sounded hurt.

Point of view? Are we no nore than sensory w ndows on our universe, each with
only a point of view?



Instincts and nmenories of all types . . . even Archives -- none of these things
spoke for thensel ves except by conpelling intrusions. None carried weight unti
formulated in a living consci ousness. But whoever produced the formulation

ti pped the scales. Al order is arbitrary! Wy this datumrather than sone
other? Any Reverend Mot her knew events occurred in their own flux, their own
relative environment. Wiy couldn't a Mentat Reverend Mdther act fromthat

know edge?

"Do you refuse counsel ?" That was Tamal ane. Was she siding with Bell?

"When have | ever refused counsel ?" (Qdrade |et her outrage show. "I am
refusing another of Bell's Archival nerry-go-rounds."

Bel l onda intruded. "Then, in reality --

"Bell! Don't talk to ne about reality!" Let her sinmrer in that! Reverend
Mot her and Mentat! There is no reality. Only our own order inposed on
everything. A basic Bene Gesserit dictum

There were tinmes (and this was one of then) when Odrade wi shed she had been born
in an earlier era -- a Roman matron in the long pax of the aristocrats, or a
nmuch- panpered Victorian. But she was trapped by tinme and circunstances.

Trapped forever?

Must face that possibility. The Sisterhood nmight have only a future confined to
secret hi deaways, always fearing discovery. The future of the hunted. And here
at Central we may be all owed no nmore than one nistake.

"I'"ve had enough of this inspection!" Odrade called for private transport and
hurried them back to her workroom

VWhat will we do if the hunters come upon us here?

Each of them had her own scenario, a little playlet full of planned reactions.
But every Reverend Mother was sufficiently a realist to know her playlet m ght
be nore hindrance than help

In the workroom norning light harshly revealing on everything around them
Qdrade sank into her chair and waited for Tamal ane and Bellonda to take their
seats.

No nmore of those dammed anal ysis sessions. She really needed access to

somet hing better than Archives, better than anything they had ever used before.
Inspiration. Odrade rubbed her |egs, feeling nmuscles trenble. She had not
slept well for days. This inspection left her feeling frustrated.

One m stake could end us and | am about to commit us to a no-return decision
Am | being too tricky?

Her advi sors argued against tricky solutions. They said the Sisterhood nust
nove with steady assurance, the ground ahead known in advance. Everything they
did lay counterpoised by the disaster awaiting themat the slightest msstep

And | amon the tightrope over the chasm



Did they have roomto experinent, to test possible solutions? They all played
that game. Bell and Tam screened a constant flow of suggestions but nothing
nore effective than their atomic Scattering.

We nust be prepared to kill lIdaho at the slightest sign he is a Knwisatz
Haderach," Bell onda said.

"Don't you have work to do? Get out of here, both of you!"

As they stood, the workroom around Odrade took on an alien feeling. Wat was
wong? Bellonda stared down at her with that awful | ook of censure. Tanmal ane
appeared nore wi se than she coul d possibly be.

VWat is it about this roonf

The wor kroom woul d have been recogni zed for its function by humans from pre-
space history. What felt so alien? A worktable was a worktable and the chairs
were in convenient positions. Bell and Tam preferred chairdogs. Those woul d
have seened odd to the early human in O her Menory she suspected was col oring
her view. The ridulian crystals mght glisten strangely, the light pulsing in
them and blinking. Messages danci ng above the table m ght be surprising.
Instrunments of her | abors could appear strange to an early human sharing her
awar eness.

But it felt alien to me.

"Are you all right, Dar?" Tam spoke with concern

Qdr ade waved her away but neither wonan noved.

Thi ngs were happening in her mnd that could not be blamed on the | ong hours and
insufficient rest. This was not the first time she had felt she worked in alien
surroundi ngs. The previous night while eating a snack at this table, the
surface littered with assignment orders as it was now, she had found herself
just sitting and staring at unconpl eted worKk.

Wi ch Sisters could be spared from what posts for this terrible Scattering? How
could they inprove survival chances of the few sandtrout the Scattered Sisters
took? What was a proper allotnent of nelange? Should they wait before sending
nore Sisters into the unknown? Wit for the possibility that Scytale could be

i nduced to tell them how axl otl tanks produced the spice?

(drade recalled that the alien feeling had occurred to her as she chewed on a
sandwi ch. She had | ooked at it, opening it slightly. What is this thing I'm
eating? Chicken liver and onions on sonme of the best Chapterhouse bread.
Questioning her own routines, that was part of this alien sensation

"You look ill," Bellonda said.

"Just fatigue," Qdrade lied. They knew she was |ying but would they chall enge
her? "You both must be equally tired." Affection in her tone.

Bel | was not satisfied. "You set a bad example!"

"What? Me?" The jesting was not |ost on Bell



"You know dammed wel | you do!"

"I't's your displays of affection,” Tamal ane said.

"Even for Bell."

"I don't want your dammed affection! 1It's wong."
"Only if I let it rule my decisions, Bell. Only then."
Bel l onda's voice fell to a husky whisper. "Sonme think you're a dangerous

romantic, Dar. You know what that could do."
"Ally Sisters with me for other than our survival. |s that what you nean?"
"Sonetines you give ne a headache, Dar!"

"I't's my duty and right to give you a headache. Wen your head fails to ache,
you becone careless. Affections bother you but hates don't."

"I know nmy flaw."

You couldn't be a Reverend Mther and not know it.

The wor kroom once nore had becone a fam l|iar place but now Odrade knew a source
of her alien feelings. She was thinking of this place as part of ancient
history, viewing it as she mght when it was |long gone. As it certainly would
be if her plan succeeded. She knew what she had to do now Time to reveal the
first step.

Careful .

Yes, Tar, |'m as cautious as you were.

Tam and Bell might be old but their mnds were sharp when necessity required it.
Qdrade fixed her gaze on Bell. "Patterns, Bell. It is our pattern not to offer
viol ence for violence." Raising a hand to stop Bell's response. "Yes, violence
buil ds nore viol ence and the pendul um swi ngs until the violent ones are
shattered. "

"What are you thinking?" Tam demanded.

"Perhaps we should consider baiting the bull nore strongly."

"W dare not. Not yet."

"But we al so dare not sit here witlessly waiting for themto find us. Lanpadas
and our other disasters tell us what will happen when they come. When, not if"

As she spoke, Odrade sensed the chasm beneath her, the nightmare hunter with the
axe ever nearer. She wanted to sink into the nightmare, turning there to
identify the one who stal ked them but dared not. That had been the m stake of
t he Kwi satz Haderach

You do not see that future, you create it.



Tanmal ane wanted to know why Qdrade raised this issue. "Have you changed your
m nd, Dar?"

"Qur ghola-Teg is ten years old."

"Much too young for us to attenpt restoring his original nenories," Bellonda

sai d.

"Why have we recreated Teg if not for violent uses?" (Odrade asked. "Ch, yes!"
As Tam started to object. "Teg did not always solve our problens with violence.

The peaceful Bashar could deflect enem es with reasonabl e words. "
Tam spoke musingly. "But Honored Matres may never negotiate.”

"Unl ess we can drive themto extrems."

"I think you are proposing to nove too fast," Bellonda said. Trust Bell to

reach a Mentat summati on.

Qdrade drew in a deep breath and | ooked down at her worktable. It had cone at
last. On that norning when she had renoved t he baby ghola from his obscene
"tank," she had sensed this nonent waiting for her. Even then she had known she
woul d put this ghola into the crucible before his tine. Ties of blood

not wi t hst andi ng.

Reachi ng beneath her table, Odrade touched a call field. Her two councillors
stood silently waiting. They knew she was about to say sonething inportant.

One thing a Mother Superior could be sure of -- her Sisters listened to her with
great care, with an intensity that would have gratified someone nore ego-bound
than a Reverend Mot her

"Politics," Odrade said.

That snapped themto attention! A |oaded word. Wen you entered Bene Cesserit
politics, marshaling your powers for the rise to enmi nence, you becane a prisoner
of responsibility. You saddled yourself with duties and deci sions that bound
you to the lives of those who depended on you. This was what really tied the
Sisterhood to their Mther Superior. That one word told councillors and the

wat chdogs the First-Anong-Equal s had reached a deci sion

They all heard the small scuffling sound of someone arriving outside the

wor kr oom door. COdrade touched the white plate in the near right corner of her
table. The door behind her opened and Streggi stood there awaiting the Mot her
Superior's orders.

"Bring him" Odrade said.

"Yes, Mother Superior.” Alnost enotionless. A very promsing acolyte, that
Streggi .

She stepped out of sight and returned | eading Mles Teg by the hand. The boy's
hair was quite blond but streaked with darker lines that said the |ight
coloration would go dark when he matured. Hi s face was narrow, nose just

begi nning to show that hawki sh angularity so characteristic of Atreides mal es.
Hi s blue eyes noved alertly taking in roomand occupants w th expectant
curiosity.



"Wait outside, please, Streggi
Qdrade waited for the door to close.
The boy stood | ooking at Odrade with no sign of inpatience.

"Mles Teg, ghola," Odrade said. "You renmenber Tamal ane and Bel | onda, of
course. "

He favored the two wonen with a short glance but remai ned silent, apparently
unnoved by the intensity of their inspection

Tamal ane frowned. She had di sagreed fromthe first with calling this child a
ghola. Gholas were grown fromcells of a cadaver. This was a clone, just as
Scytal e was a cl one.

"I amgoing to send himinto the no-ship with Duncan and Murbella," Odrade said.
"Who better than Duncan to restore Mles to his original nenories?"

"Poetic justice," Bellonda agreed. She did not speak her objections although
Qdr ade knew t hey woul d cone out when the boy had gone. Too young!

"What does she nean, poetic justice?" Teg asked. H s voice had a piping
quality.

"When the Bashar was on Ganmu, he restored Duncan's original nenories.”
"Is it really painful?"

"Duncan found it so."

Sone deci sions nust be ruthless.

Qdrade thought that a great barrier to accepting the fact that you coul d make
your own decisions. Sonething she would not be required to explain to Mirbella.

How do | soften the bl ow?

There were times when you could not soften it; in fact when it was kinder to rip
of f the bandages in one swift shot of agony.

"Can this . . . this Duncan ldaho really give ne back ny nenories from.
bef or e?"

"He can and he will."

"Are we not being too precipitous?" Tanal ane asked.

"I'"ve been studying accounts of the Bashar," Teg said. "He was a fanous
mlitary man and a Mentat."

"And you're proud of that, | suppose?' Bell was taking out her objections on
t he boy.

"Not especially." He returned her gaze without flinching. "I think of himas

soneone else. Interesting, though."



"Someone el se,” Bellonda muttered. She | ooked at Odrade with ill-conceal ed
di sagreenent. "You're giving himthe deep teaching!"

"As his birth-nother did."
"WIIl | remenber her?" Teg asked.

Qdrade gave hima conspiratorial smle, one they had shared often in their
orchard wal ks. "You will."

"Everyt hi ng?"

"You'll remenber all of it -- your wife, your children, the battles.
Everyt hing. "

"Send hi maway!" Bellonda said.
The boy sniled but | ooked to Odrade, awaiting her comand.

"Very well, Mles," Odrade said. "Tell Streggi to take you to your new quarters
in the no-ship. ['Il conme along later and introduce you to Duncan.”

“"May | ride on Streggi's shoul ders?"

“Ask her."

| mpul sively, Teg dashed up to Qdrade, lifted hinself onto his toes and ki ssed
her cheek. "I hope ny real nother was |ike you."

Qdrade patted his shoulder. "Very much like nme. Run along now "

When the door closed behind him Tanmal ane said: "You haven't told himyou're

one of his daughters!"”

"Not yet."

"Wl ldaho tell hinP"

"If it's indicated."

Bel | onda was not interested in petty details. "Wat are you pl anni ng, Dar?"

Tamal ane answered for her. "A punishnent force commanded by our Mentat Bashar
It's obvious."

She took the bait!
"I's that it?" Bell onda demanded.

Qdrade favored them both with a hard stare. "Teg was the best we ever had. |If
anyone can puni sh our enemes . "

"We'd better start growi ng another one," Tanul ane said.
"I don't like the influence Miurbella may have on him" Bellonda said.

"Wl |daho cooperate?" Tamal ane asked.



"He will do what an Atreides asks of him"

Qdr ade spoke with nmore confidence than she felt but the words opened her nmind to
anot her source of the alien feelings.

I'mseeing us as Murbella sees us! | can think |ike at | east one Honored Matre!

We do not teach history; we recreate the experience. W follow the chain of
consequences -- the tracks of the beast in its forest. Look behind our words
and you see the broad sweep of social behavior that no historian has ever

t ouched.

-Bene Cesserit Panoplia Propheticus

Scytal e whistled while he wal ked down the corridor fronting his quarters, taking
his afternoon exercise. Down and back. Whistling.

Get them accustonmed to nme whistling.

As he whistled, he conposed a ditty to go with the sound: "Tleilaxu sperm does
not talk." Over and over, the words rolled in his mnd. They could not use his
cells to bridge the genetic gap and |l earn his secrets.

They must come to ne with gifts.

Qdrade had stopped by to see himearlier "on nmy way to confer with Mirbella."
She nentioned the captive Honored Matre to himfrequently. There was a purpose
but he had no idea what it might be. Threat? Always possible. It would be
reveal ed eventually.

"I hope you are not fearful," Odrade had said.

They had been standing at his food slot while he waited for lunch to appear

The menu was never quite to his |liking but acceptable. Today, he had asked for
seafood. No telling what formit would take.

"Fearful ? O you? Ahhh, dear Mother Superior, | ampriceless to you alive.
Why should | fear?"

"My Council reserves judgnent on your |atest requests.”
| expected that.

"It's a mistake to hobble nme," he said. "Limts your choices. Wakens you."



Those words had taken several days of planning for himto compose. He waited
for their effect.

"It depends on how one intends to enploy the tool, Master Scytale. Some tools
break when you don't use them properly.™

Dam you, witch!
He smiled, showing his sharp canines. "Testing to extinction, Mther Superior?"

She nmade one of her rare sallies into humor. "Do you really expect nme to
st rengt hen you? For what do you bargain now, Scytal e?"

So I'mno | onger Master Scytale. Strike her with the flat of the bl ade!

"You Scatter your Sisters, hoping sone will escape destruction. Wat are the
econom ¢ consequences of your hysterical reaction?"

Consequences! They always tal k about consequences.

"We trade for tinme, Scytale." Very solem.

He gave this a silent nmoment of reflection. The comeyes were watching them
Never forget it! Econom cs, witch! Wo and what do we buy and sell? This
al cove by the food slot was a strange place for bargai ning, he thought. Bad
managenent of the econony. The managenent hustle, the planning and strategy
sessi on, should occur behind closed doors, in high roons with views that did not
di stract the occupants fromthe business at hand.

The serial nenories of his many |lives would not accept that.

Necessity. Humans conduct their nmerchant affairs wherever they can -- on the
decks of sailing ships, in tawdry streets full of bustling clerks, in the
spacious halls of a traditional bourse with information flow ng above their
heads for all to see.

Pl anni ng and strategy mght come fromthose high roons but the evidence of it
was |ike the comon information of the bourse -- there for all to see.

So let the conmeyes watch

"What are your intentions toward ne, Mother Superior?"

"To keep you alive and strong."

Careful, careful

"But not give nme a free hand."

"Scytal e! You speak of economics and then want sonething free?"
"But my strength is inportant to you?"

"Believe it!"

"I do not trust you."



The food slot took that noment to disgorge his lunch: a white fish sauteed in a
delicate sauce. He snelled herbs. Water in a tall glass, faint aroma of

nmel ange. A green salad. One of their better efforts. He felt hinself

sal i vati ng.

"Enj oy your lunch, Master Scytale. There is nothing init to harmyou. Is that
not a measure of trust?"

VWhen he did not respond, she said: "Wat does trust have to do with our
bar gai ni ng?"

VWhat gane is she playing now?

"You tell me what you intend for Honored Matres but you do not say what you
intend for nme." He knew he sounded plaintive. Unavoi dabl e.

"I intend to nake the Honored Matres aware of their nortality.”
"As you do with me!"

Was that satisfaction in her eyes?

"Scytale." How soft her voice. "People thus made aware truly listen. They hear
you." She glanced at his tray. "Wuld you like sonething special ?"
He drew hinself up as best he could. "A small stimulant drink. It hel ps when |

must think."

"Of course. 1'lIl see that it's sent down at once." She turned her attention
out of the alcove toward the main roomof his quarters. He watched where she
paused, her gaze shifting fromplace to place, itemto item

Everything in its place, witch. | amnot an animal in its cave. Things nust be
conveni ent, where | can find themw thout thinking. Yes, those are stinpens
beside ny chair. So | use 'pens. But | avoid alcohol. You notice?

The stimulant, when it canme, tasted of a bitter herb he was a noment
identifying. Casmine. A genetically nodified blood strengthener fromthe Gamu
phar macopoei a.

Did she intend to rem nd himof Ganmu? They were so devious, these w tches!

Poki ng fun at himover the question of econonmics. He felt the sting of this as
he turned at the end of his corridor and continued his exercise in a brisk walk
back to his quarters. Wat glue had actually held the O d Enpire together?
Many things, sone snmall and sone |arge, but nostly economic. Lines of
connection thought of often as conveni ences. And what kept them from bl asting
one anot her out of existence? The Geat Convention. "You blast anyone and we
unite to blast you."

He stopped outside his door, brought up short by a thought.

Was that it? How could punishment be enough to stop the greedy powi ndah? Did
it cone down to a glue conposed of intangibles? The censure of your peers? But
what if your peers bal ked at no obscenity? You could do anything. And that
sai d sonet hing about Honored Matres. It certainly did.



He | onged for a sagra chamber in which to bare his soul
The Yaghist is gonel Am1l the |ast Mashei kh?

His chest felt enmpty. It was an effort to breathe. Perhaps it would be best to
bargain nore openly with the wonen of Shaitan

No! That is Shaitan hinself tenpting mne!
He entered his chanbers in a chastened npod.

I must make them pay. Make them pay dearly. Dearly, dearly, dearly. Each
dearly acconpanied a step toward his chair. Wen he sat, his right hand reached
out automatically for a 'pen. Soon, he felt his nmind driving at speed, thoughts
pouring through in nmarvel ous array.

They do not guess how well | know the Ixian ship. It's here in ny head.

He spent the next hour deciding how he woul d record these nonents when it cane
time to tell his fell ows how he had triunphed over the pow ndah. Wth God's
hel p!

They would be glittering words, filled with drama and the tensions of his
testing. History, after all, was always witten by the victors.

They say Mot her Superior can disregard nothing -- a neaningl ess aphorismunti
you grasp its other significance: | amthe servant of all my Sisters. They
watch their servant with critical eyes. | cannot spend too nuch tinme on
generalities nor on trivia. Modther Superior must display insightful action else
a sense of disquiet penetrates to the farthest corners of our order

-Darwi drade

Sonet hi ng of what Odrade called "ny servant-self" went with her as she wal ked
the halls of Central this nmorning, naking this her exercise rather than take
time on a practice floor. A disgruntled servant! She did not |ike what she
saw.

We are too tightly bound up in our difficulties, alnost incapable of separating
petty problenms fromgreat ones.

What had happened to their conscience?

Al t hough sone denied it, Qdrade knew there was a Bene Gesserit conscience. But
they had tw sted and reshaped it into a formnot easily recognized.



She felt loath to neddle with it. Decisions taken in the name of survival, the
M ssionaria (their interm nable Jesuitical argunents!) -- all diverged from
somet hing far nore demandi ng of human judgnent. The Tyrant had known this.

To be human, that was the issue. But before you could be human, you had to fee
it in your guts.

No clinical answers! It came down to a deceptive sinplicity whose conpl ex
nat ure appeared when you applied it.

Li ke me.

You | ooked i nward and found who and what you believed you were. Nothing el se
woul d serve

So what am | ?
"Who asks that question?" It was a skewering thrust from O her Menory.

Qdr ade | aughed al oud and a passing Proctor naned Praska stared at her in
astoni shnent. Odrade waved to Praska and said: "It's good to be alive.
Rermenber that."

Praska produced a faint smile before going on about her business.
So who asks: \What am|?

Dangerous question. Asking it put her in a universe where nothing was quite
human. Not hi ng mat ched the undefined thing she sought. All around her, clowns,
wild aninmal s and puppets reacted to the pull of hidden strings. She sensed the
strings that jerked her into novenent.

Qdrade continued al ong the corridor toward the tube that would take her up to
her quarters.

Strings. Wat cane with the egg? W speak glibly of "the mind at its
begi nning." But what was | before the pressures of |iving shaped ne?

It wasn't enough to seek sonething "natural."” No "Noble Savage." She had seen
plenty of those in her lifetime. The strings jerking themwere quite visible to
a Bene Gesserit.

She felt the taskmaster within her. Strong today. It was a force she sonetines
di sobeyed or avoided. Taskmaster said: "Strengthen your talents. Do not flow
gently in the current. Swim Use it or lose it."

Wth a gasping sensation of near panic, she realized she had barely retained her
humanity, that she had been on the point of losing it.

|'ve been trying too hard to think Iike an Honored Matre! Manipul ati ng and
maneuvering anyone | could. And all in the nane of Bene Gesserit survival!

Bell said there were no linits beyond which the Sisterhood would refuse to go in
preserving the Bene Gesserit. A nmodicumof truth in this boast but it was the
truth of all boasting. There were indeed things a Reverend Mther woul d not do
to save the Sisterhood.



We woul d not bl ock the Tyrant's Gol den Pat h.

Survival of humanki nd took precedence over survival of the Sisterhood. Else our
grail of human maturity is meaningl ess.

But oh, the perils of |leadership in a species so anxious to be told what to do.
How little they knew of what they created by their demands. Leaders made

m st akes. And those nistakes, amplified by the nunbers who foll owed w thout
guestioning, moved inevitably toward great disasters.

Lemm ng behavi or.

It was right that her Sisters watched her carefully. Al governments needed to
remai n under suspicion during their time of power including that of the
Si sterhood itself. Trust no governnent! Not even m ne

They are watching nme this very instant. Very little escapes ny Sisters. They
will know nmy plan in tinme.

It required constant nental cleansing to face up to the fact of her great power
over the Sisterhood. | did not seek this power. It was thrust upon ne. And
she thought: Power attracts the corruptible. Suspect all who seek it. She
knew t he chances were great that such people were susceptible to corruption or
al ready | ost.

Qdrade nade a nental note to scribe and transmt a Coda nemp to Archives. (Let
Bel| sweat this one!) "W should grant power over our affairs only to those who
are reluctant to hold it and then only under conditions that increase the

rel uct ance. "

Perfect description of the Bene Gesserit!

"Are you well, Dar?" It was Bellonda's voice fromthe tube door besi de Odrade.
"You look . . . strange."

"I just thought of sonmething to do. You getting off?"

Bel | onda stared at her as they exchanged places. The tubefield caught Odrade
and whi sked her away fromthat questioning gaze.

Qdrade entered the workroom and saw her table piled with things her aides
t hought only she coul d resol ve.

Politics, she recalled as she sat at her table and prepared to deal wth
responsibilities. Tamand Bell had heard her clearly the other day but they had
only the vaguest idea of what they would be asked to support. They were worried
and increasingly watchful. As they should be.

Al most any subject had political elements, she thought. As enptions were

whi pped up, political forces cane nore and nore into the foreground. This put
lie! to that old nonsense about "separation of church and state.” Nothing nore
susceptible to enotional heat than religion

No wonder we di strust enptions.



Not all enotions, of course. Only the ones you could not escape in nonents of
necessity: love, hate. Let inalittle anger sonetines but keep it on a short
| eash. That was the Sisterhood's belief. Utter nonsense!

The Tyrant's CGol den Path made their m stake no |longer tolerable. The Gol den
Path | eft the Bene Gesserit in a perpetual backwater. You could not mnister to
Infinity!

Bell's recurrent question had no answer. "What did he really want us to do?"
Into what actions was he mani pul ating us? (As we nani pul ate ot hers!)

Wiy | ook for neaning where there is none? Wuld you follow a path you knew | ed
nowher e?

Col den Path! A track laid down in one imagination. |Infinity is nowhere! And
the finite mnd bal ked. Here was where Mentats found mutabl e projections,
al ways produci ng nore questions than answers. It was the enpty grail of those

who, noses close to an endless circle, |ooked for "the one answer to al
t hi ngs. "

Looking for their own kind of gad.

She found it hard to censure them The mind recoiled in the face of infinity.
The Void! Al chem sts of any age were |like rag pickers bent over their bundl es,
saying: "There nust be order in here sonewhere. |If | keep on, I"'msure to find
it."

And all the time, the only order was the order they thensel ves created.

Ahhh, Tyrant! You droll fellow. You sawit. You said: "I wll create order
for you to follow Here is the path. See it? No! Don't |ook over there.
That is the way of the Enperor-Wthout-Cl othes (a nakedness apparent only to
children and the insane). Keep your attention where | direct it. This is ny
Golden Path. Isn't that a pretty nanme? It's all there is and all there ever
will be."

Tyrant, you were another clown. Pointing us into endless recycling of cells
fromthat |lost and lonely ball of dirt in our conmon past.

You knew t he hunman uni verse could never be nore than comunities and weak gl ue
bi ndi ng us when we Scattered. A comon birth tradition so far away in our past
that pictures of it carried by descendants are nostly distorted. Reverend

Mot hers carry the original, but we cannot force it onto unwilling people. You
see, Tyrant? W heard you: "Let themcome asking for it! Then, and only then

And that was why you preserved us, you Atreides bastard! That's why | nust get
to work.

Despite the peril to her sense of hunmanity, she knew she would continue to
i nsinuate herself into the ways of Honored Matres. | nust think as they think

The hunters' problem predator and prey shared it. Not quite needl e-in-the-
haystack. More a question of tracking across a terrain littered with the

fam liar and the unfamliar. Bene Gesserit deceptions insured that the famliar
woul d cause Honored Matres at |east as nuch difficulty as the unfamliar



But what have they done for us?

I nterplanetary communi cati on worked for the hunted. Limted by econonics for

mllennia. Not much of it except anong |nportant People and Traders. |nportant
nmeant what it had always meant: rich, powerful; bankers, officials, couriers.
Mlitary. "lInportant" |abeled nany categories -- negotiators, entertainers,
nedi cal personnel, skilled technicians, spies, and other specialists. It was

not much different in kind fromthe days of the Master Masons on A d Terra.
Mainly a difference in nunmbers, quality and sophistication. Boundaries were
transparent to sone as they had al ways been

She felt it inportant to review this occasionally, |ooking for flaws.

The great mass of pl anet-bound humanity spoke of "the silence of space," meaning
they could not afford the cost of such travel or communication. Most people
knew t he news they received across this barrier was nanaged for specia
interests. It had al ways been that way.

On a planet, terrain and avoiding telltale radiation dictated the comunications
systenms used: tubes, nessengers, lightlines, nerve riders and nany
permut ati ons. Secrecy and encryption were inportant, not only between planets
but on them

(drade saw it as a system Honored Matres could tap if they found an entry point.
Hunters had to begin by deci phering the system but then: Were did a trail to
Chapt er house ori gi nat e?

Unt rackabl e no-shi ps, |xian nmachines, and Guild Navigators -- all contributed to
t he bl anket of silence between planets except for the privileged few Gve
hunters no starting points!

It cane as a surprise then when an agi ng Reverend Mother from a Bene Gesserit
puni shrrent pl anet appeared at Mother Superior's workroom shortly before the

[ unch break. Archives identified her: Name: Dortujla. Sent to specia
perdition years ago for an unforgivable infraction. Menory said it had been a
love affair of some kind. Odrade did not ask for details. Some of them were

di spl ayed anyway. (Bellonda interfering again!) Enotional upheaval at the tine
of Dortujla's banishnent, Qdrade noted. Futile attenpts by the lover to prevent
separ ati on.

Qdrade recal | ed gossip about Dortujla's disgrace. "The Jessica crine!"™ Mich
val uabl e information arrived via gossip. Were the devil had Dortujla been
posted? Never mind. Not inportant at the monment. Mdre inportant: Wy is she
here? Wy did she dare a trip that m ght I ead the hunters to us?

Qdr ade asked Streggi when she announced the arrival. Streggi did not know.
"She says what she must reveal is for your ears al one, Mther Superior."

"Al one?" Odrade al most chuckl ed, considering the constant nonitoring
(surveillance was a better term of her every action. "This Dortujla has not
sai d why she is here?"

"The ones who told me to interrupt you, Mther Superior, said they thought you
shoul d see her."

Qdrade pursed her lips. The fact that the bani shed Reverend Mther had
penetrated this far aroused Odrade's curiosity. A persistent Reverend Mot her



could cross ordinary barriers but these barriers were not ordinary. Dortujla's
reason for conming already had been told. Ohers had heard and passed her. It
was apparent that Dortujla had not relied on Bene Gesserit wiles to persuade her
Sisters. That woul d have brought i mediate rejection. No time for such
nonsense! So she had observed the chain of command. Her action spoke of
careful assessnment, a nessage wi thin whatever nessage she brought.

"Bring her."

Dortujla had aged snmoothly on her backwater planet. She reveal ed her years
nostly in shallow winkles around her mouth. The hood of her robe conceal ed her
hair but the eyes peering frombeneath it were bright and alert.

"Why are you here?" (drade's tone said: "This had dammed well|l better be
i mportant.”

Dortujla's story was strai ghtforward enough. She and three Reverend Mot her
associ ates had spoken to a band of Futars fromthe Scattering. Dortujla's post
had been searched out and asked to get a nessage to Chapterhouse. Dortujla had
filtered the request through Truthsense, she said, rem nding Mdther Superior
that even in backwaters there could be sonme talent. Judging the nessage
truthful, her Sisters concurring, Dortujla had acted with speed, not unm ndfu
of caution.

"Al'l due dispatch in our own no-ship," was the way she put it. The ship, she
said, was small, a smuggler type

"One person can operate it."

The heart of the nessage was fascinating. Futars wished to ally thenselves with
Reverend Modthers in opposition to Honored Matres. How nmuch of a force these
Futars comanded was difficult to assess, Dortujla said.

"They refused to say when | asked."

Qdrade had assessed nany stories about Futars. Killers of Honored Matres?
There were reasons to believe it but Futar performance was confusing, especially
in accounts from Ganmu.

"How many in this party?"

"Si xteen Futars and four Handlers. That's what they called thensel ves:
Handl ers. And they say Honored Matres have a dangerous weapon they can use only
once. "

"You only mentioned Futars. Wo are these Handlers? And what is this about a
secret weapon?"

"I reserved nention of them They appear to be human wi thin variabl es noted
fromthe Scattering: three nmen and a wonan. As to the weapon, they would not
say nore."

"Appear to be human?"
"There you have it, Mther Superior. | had the odd first inpression they were

Face Dancers. None of the criteria applied. Pheronones negative. Gestures,
expressions -- everything negative."



"Just that first inpression?”
"I cannot explain it."
"What of the Futars?"

"They matched the descriptions. Human in outward appearance but wth
unm st akable ferocity. Cat famly origins, | would judge."

"So others have said."

"They speak but it's an abbreviated Gal ach. Wrd bursts, | thought them ' When
eat?" 'You nice lady.' 'Want head scratch.' 'Sit here?" They appeared

i medi ately responsive to the Handlers but not fearful. Between Futars and
Handl ers | had the inpression there was nmutual respect and liking."

"Knowi ng the risks, why did you think this inportant enough to bring
i medi at el y?"

"These are people fromthe Scattering. Their offer of alliance is an opening
into places where Honored Matres originate."

"You asked about them of course. And about conditions in the Scattering.
"No answers."

The fact, sinmply stated. One could not sneer at the banished Sister no matter
how much of a cloud she carried over her past. Mre questions were indicated.
Qdr ade asked them observing closely as answers cane, watching the old nouth
like a withered fruit opening purple and cl osing pink

Sonething in Dortujla's service, the long years of penitence perhaps, had
gentl ed her but left the core of Bene Gesserit toughness untouched. She spoke
with natural hesitancy. Her gestures were softly fluid. She |ooked at COdrade
wi th kindness. (There was the flaw her Sisters condemmed: Bene CGesserit
cynicismheld at bay.)

Dortujla interested Odrade. Sister to Sister, she spoke, a strong and well -
conposed m nd behind her words. A mind toughened by adversity in the years at a
puni shnment post. Doi ng what she could now to make up for that |apse of her
youth. No attenpt to appear sone tinme-server not up on current affairs. An
account pared to essentials. Let it be known that she had as full as possible
an awareness of necessities. Bowed to Mther Superior's decisions and caution
about the dangerous visit but still felt that "you should have this

i nformation."

“I"'mconvinced it's not a trap."

Dortujla's deneanor was above reproach. Direct gaze, eyes and face held in
proper conposure but no attenpts at concealnent. A Sister could read through
this mask for a proper assessnment. Dortujla acted froma sense of urgency. She
had been a fool once but she no | onger was a fool

VWhat was the name of her punishrment planet?

The worktable's projector produced it: Buzzell.



That name brought an alertness to Odrade. Buzzell! Her fingers danced in the

consol e, confirm ng nenories. Buzzell: nostly ocean. Cold. Very cold.

Har dscr abbl e i sl ands, none bigger than a | arge no-ship. The Bene Gesserit once
had consi dered Buzzell a punishnent. Cbject |lesson: "Careful, girl, or you'l
be sent to Buzzell." Odrade recalled the other key then: soostones. Buzzel

was a place where they had naturalized the nonoped sea creature, Cholister
whose abraded carapace produced nmarvel ous tunors, one of the npbst valued jewels
in the universe

Soost ones.

Dortujla was wearing one of the things just visible above the tuck of her
neckline. The workroomlight turned it an el egant blend of deeply gl owi ng sea-
green and mauve. It was |larger than a hunan eyeball, flaunted there like a
decl aration of wealth. They probably thought little of such decorations on
Buzzell. Pick themup on the beaches.

Soostones. That was significant. By Bene CGesserit design, Dortujla had
frequent dealings with snugglers. (Wtness her possession of that no-ship.)
This nust be addressed with care. No matter the Sister-to-Sister discussion, it
was still Mbther Superior and Reverend Mt her from a puni shment pl anet.

Smuggling. A major crinme to Honored Matres and ot hers who had not faced the
fact of unenforceable |aws. Fol dspace had not changed it for smuggling, just
made snmal | intrusions easier if anything. Tiny no-ships. How small could you
nmake one of then? A gap in Odrade's know edge. Archives corrected it:

"Di aneter, meters 140."

Smal | enough, then. Soostones were a cargo with natural attraction. Fol dspace
was a critical economic barrier: How valuable a cargo conmpared to size and
mass? You could spend nany Sol aris noving massive stuff. Soostones -- magnetic
to smuggl ers. They had special interest to Honored Matres as well. Sinmple
econom cs? Always a big narket. As attractive to smugglers as nel ange now t hat
the Guild was being so free with it. The Quild had al ways stockpiled with
generations of spice in scattered storage and (doubtl ess) many hi dden backups.

They think they can buy inmmunity from Honored Matres! But that offered
somet hi ng she sensed mght be turned to advantage. |In their wild anger, Honored
Mat res had destroyed Dune, only known natural source of nelange. Stil

unt hi nki ng of consequences (odd, that), they had elininated the Tleil axu, whose
axlotl tanks had fl ooded the O d Enpire with spice.

And we have creatures capable of recreating Dune. W also may have the only
living Tleilaxu Master. Locked in Scytale's mind -- the way to turn axl ot
tanks into a nmel ange cornucopia. |If we can get himto reveal it.

The i medi ate problem was Dortujla. The woman conveyed her ideas with a
conci seness that did her credit. Handlers and their Futars, she said, were
di sturbed by sonething they would not reveal. Dortujla had been wi se not to
attenpt Bene Gesserit persuasives. No telling how people fromthe Scattering
m ght react. But what disturbed thenf

"Some threat other than Honored Matres," Dortujla suggested. She would not
venture nore but the possibility was there and had to be consi dered.

"The essential thing is that they say they want an alliance," Odrade said.



"Common cause for a common problem" was the way they had put it. Despite
Trut hsense, Dortujla advised only a cautious exploration of the offer.

Wiy go to Buzzell at all? Because Honored Matres had m ssed Buzzell or judged
it insignificant in their angry sweeps?

"Not likely," Dortujla said.

Qdrade agreed. Dortujla, no matter how grubby her original posting, now
conmmanded a val uabl e property and, nuch nore inportant, she was a Reverend

Mot her with a no-ship to take her to Mdther Superior. She knew the |ocation of
Chapt erhouse. Useless to the hunters, of course. They knew a Reverend Mot her
woul d kill herself before betraying that secret.

Probl ens conpounded problens. But first, sone Sisterly sharing. Dortujla was
sure to make a correct interpretation of Mther Superior's notives. Odrade
shifted the conversation into personal matters.

It went well. Dortujla was clearly anused but willing to talk.

Reverend Mothers on |lonely posts tended to have what Sisters called "other
interests.” An earlier age had called them hobbies but attention devoted to
interests often was extreme. (Odrade thought npbst interests boring but found it
significant that Dortujla called hers a hobby. She collected old coins, did
she?

"What ki nd?"

"I have two early Greek in silver and a perfect gold obol."

" Aut henti c?"

"They're real."” Meaning she had done a self-scan of OQther Menory to
aut henticate them Fascinating. She exercised her abilities in a strengthening
way, even with her hobby. Inner history and exterior coincided.

"This is all very interesting, Mther Superior,"” Dortujla said finally. "I
appreci ate your reassurance that we are still Sisters and find your interest in
ancient paintings a parallel hobby. But we both know why | risked com ng here."

"The smuggl ers. ™"

"Of course. Honored Matres cannot have overl ooked ny presence on Buzzell

Smuggl ers will sell to the high bidders. W nust assune they have profited from
t heir val uabl e know edge about Buzzell, the soostones, and a resident Reverend
Mot her with attendants. And we nust not forget that Handl ers found ne."

Damm! Odrade thought. Dortujla is the kind of advisor | like to have near ne.

| wonder how many nore such buried treasures are out there, tucked away for nean
notives? Wiy do we so often shunt our talented ones aside? It's an ancient
weakness the Sisterhood has not exorcised.

"I think we have | earned somret hi ng val uabl e about Honored Matres," Dortujla
sai d.



There was no need to nod agreenent. This was the core of what had brought
Dortujla to Chapterhouse. The ravening hunters had cone swarming into the Ad
Enmpire, killing and burni ng wherever they suspected the presence of Bene
Gesserit establishments. But the hunters had not touched Buzzell even though
its location must be known.

"Why?" (Qdrade asked, voicing what was in their m nds.

"Never damage your own nest," Dortujla said.

"You think they're already on Buzzel | ?"

"Not yet."

"But you believe Buzzell is a place they want."

"Prinme projection.”

Qdrade nerely stared at her. So Dortujla had anot her hobby! She burrowed into

O her Menory, revived and perfected talents stored there. Wo could blane her?
Ti me must drag on Buzzel |

"A Mentat summation," Odrade accused.

"Yes, Mother Superior."” Very neek. Reverend Mthers were supposed to dig into
QO her Menory this way only with Chapterhouse perm ssion and then only with
gui dance and support from conpanion Sisters. So Dortujla remained a rebel. She

foll owed her own desires the way she had with her forbidden lover. Good! The
Bene Gesserit needed such rebels.

"They want Buzzell undanaged," Dortujla said.
"A water world?"

“I't would make a suitable hone for anphibian servants. Not the Futars or
Handl ers. | studied themcarefully."

The evi dence suggested a plan by Honored Matres to bring in enslaved servants,
anphi bi ans perhaps, to harvest soostones. Honored Matres coul d have anphi bi an
sl aves. Know edge that produced Futars m ght create nany forns of sentient
life.

"Sl aves, dangerous inbal ance,"” Odrade said.

Dortujla showed her first strong enotion, deep revulsion that drew her nouth
into a tight I|ine.

It was a pattern the Sisterhood had |ong recognized: the inevitable failure of
sl avery and peonage. You created a reservoir of hate. Inplacable enenmes. |If
you had no hope of externminating all of these enem es, you dared not try.

Tenper your efforts by the sure awareness that oppression will nake your enem es
strong. The oppressed will have their day and heaven hel p the oppressor when
that day cones. It was a two-edged bl ade. The oppressed always | earned from
and copi ed the oppressor. \When the tables were turned, the stage was set for
anot her round of revenge and violence -- roles reversed. And reversed and
reversed ad nauseam



"WIl they never mature?" Odrade asked.

Dortujla had no answer but she did have an inmedi ate suggestion. "I rmust return
to Buzzell."

Odr ade considered this. Once nore, the bani shed Reverend Mther was ahead of
Mot her Superior. As disagreeable as the decision was, they both knew it as
their best nove. Futars and Handlers would return. Mre inportant, with a

pl anet Honored Matres desired, odds were high that visitors fromthe Scattering
had been observed. Honored Matres woul d have to make a nove and that nove coul d
reveal much about them

"Of course, they think Buzzell is bait for a trap," Qdrade said. " | could let
it be known that | was banished by nmy Sisters,” Dortujla said. "It can be
verified."

"Use yourself as bait?"
"Mbt her Superior, what if they could be tenpted into a parley?"
"Wth us?" What a startling idea!

"I know their history is not one of reasonable negotiations but stil

"It's brilliant! But let us nmake it even nore enticing. Say | am convinced
nmust cone to themw th a proposal for subm ssion of the Bene Gesserit."

" Mot her Superior!”
"I have no intention of surrendering. But what better way to get themto tal k?"
"Buzzell is not a good place for a neeting. Qur facilities are very poor."

"They are on junction in force. |If they suggested junction as a neeting pl ace,
could you |l et yourself be persuaded?"

"I't would take careful planning, Mther Superior."

"Ch, very careful." Qdrade's fingers flickered in her console. "Yes, tonight,"
she said answering a visible question, and then, speaking to Dortujla across the
cluttered worktable: "I want you to nmeet with my Council and others before you
return. We will brief you thoroughly but | give you ny personal assurance you
wi || have an open assignnent. The inmportant thing is to get themto a neeting
on junction . . . and | hope you know how rmuch | dislike using you as bait. "

When Dortujla renai ned deep in thought and not respondi ng, Odrade said: "They
may ignore our overtures and wipe you out. Still, you're the best bait we
have. "

Dortujla showed she still had her sense of hunor. "I don't nuch |ike the idea
of dangling on a hook nyself, Mther Superior. Please keep a firmgrip on the
line." She stood and with a worried |ook at the work on Qdrade's table, said:
"You have so much to do and | fear | have kept you far past |unch."

"W will dine here together, Sister. For the nonent, you are nore inportant
than anything el se."



All states are abstractions.

-Qctun Politicus, BG Archives

Lucilla cautioned herself not to assune too famliar a feeling about this acid-
green room and the recurring presence of G eat Honored Matre. This was
junction, stronghold of the ones who sought exterm nation of the Rene Gesserit.
This was the eneny. Day seventeen.

The infallible nmental clock that had been set ticking during the Spice Agony
told her she had adapted to the planet's circadian rhythns. Awake at dawn. No
telling when she woul d be fed. Honored Matre confined her to one neal a day.

And al ways that Futar in its cage. A renminder: Both of you in cages. This is
how we treat dangerous aninals. W nmay |let them out occasionally to stretch
their legs and give us pleasure but back to the cage afterward.

M ni mal amounts of melange in the food. Not being parsinmonious. Not with their
wealth. A small show of "what could be yours if you would only be reasonable.”

When will she cone today?

Great Honored Matre arrivals had no set time. Random appearances to confuse the
captive? Probably. There would be other demands on a conmander's time. Fit
t he dangerous pet into the regular schedul e wherever you coul d.

| may be dangerous, Spider Lady, but | am not your pet.

Lucilla felt the presence of scanning devices, things that did nore than provide
stimulus for eyes. These |ooked into flesh, probing for conceal ed weapons, for
the functioning of organs. Does she have strange inplants? Wat about
addi ti onal organs surgically added to her body?

None of those, Madame Spider. W rely on things that come with birth.

Lucilla knew her greatest imediate danger -- that she would feel inadequate in
such a setting. Her captors had her at a terrible disadvantage but they had not
destroyed her Bene Cesserit capabilities. She could will herself to die before
the shere in her body was depleted to the point of betrayal. She still had her
mnd . . . and the horde from Lanpadas.

The Futar panel opened and it cane sliding out inits cage. So Spider Queen was
on her way. Displaying threat ahead of her as usual. Early today. Earlier
t han ever.

"Good morning, Futar." Lucilla spoke with a merry lilt.



The Futar | ooked at her but did not speak.

"You must hate it in that cage," Lucilla said.
"Not |ike cage."

She had al ready determi ned that these creatures possessed a degree of |anguage
facility but the extent of it still eluded her.

"I suppose she keeps you hungry, too. Wuld you like to eat nme?"
"Eat." Definite show of interest.

"I wish | were your Handler."

"You Handl er ?"

"Wwuld you obey me if | were?"

Spi der Queen's heavy chair lifted fromits conceal ment under the floor. No sign
of her yet but it had to be assumed she listened to these conversations.

The Futar stared at Lucilla with peculiar intensity.
"Do Handl ers keep you caged and hungry?"

"Handl er?" C ear inflections of a question

"I want you to kill Great Honored Matre." That would be no surprise to them
"Kill Dama!"

"And eat her."

"Dama poi son." Dejected.

Qoooh. Isn't that an interesting bit of information!

"She's not poison. Her nmeat is the sane as mine."

The Futar approached her to the cage's limts. The left hand peeled down its
lower lip. Angry redness of a scar there, appearance of a burn

"See poison," it said, dropping its hand.
I wonder how she did that? No snell of poison about her. Human flesh plus
adrenal i ne-based drug to produce orange eyes in response to anger . . . and

t hose other responses Mirbella reveal ed. A sense of absolute superiority.

How far did Futar conprehension go? "Was it a bitter poison?' The Futar
gri maced and spat.

Action faster and nore powerful than words.
"Do you hate Dana?"

Bar ed cani nes.



"Do you fear her?"

Smi |l e.

"Then why don't you kill her?"

"You not Handler."

It requires a kill command from a Handl er

Great Honored Matre entered and sank into her chair

Lucilla pitched her voice in the nerry lilt: "Good norning, Dama."

"I did not give you permssion to call nme that." Low and with beginning fl ecks
of orange in the eyes.

"Futar and | have been having a conversation."

"I know." More orange in the eyes. "And if you have spoiled himfor nme . "
"But Dama --"

"Don't call ne that!" Qut of her chair, eyes blazing orange.

"Do sit down," Lucilla said. "This is no way to conduct an interrogation."
Sarcasm a dangerous weapon. "You said yesterday you wanted to continue our

di scussion of politics."

"How do you know what tinme it is?" Sinking back in her chair but eyes stil
fl am ng.

"Al'l Bene Gesserit have this ability. W can feel the rhythms of any planet
after a short tine onit."

"A strange talent."
"Anyone can do it. A matter of being sensitized."
"Could I learn this?" O ange fading.

" |1 said anyone. You're still human, aren't you?" A question not yet fully
answer ed.

"Why do you say you witches have no government ?"

Wants to change the subject. Qur abilities worry her. "That's not what | said.
We have no conventional government."

"Not even a social code?"

"There's no such thing as a social code to neet all necessities. A crime in one
soci ety can be a noral requirenent in another society."

"Peopl e al ways have governnment." Orange conpletely faded.



Why does this interest her so nmuch?

"Peopl e have politics. | told you that yesterday. Politics: the art of
appearing candid and conpletely open while concealing as much as possible.”

"So you w tches conceal ."
"I did not say that. When we say 'politics,' that's a warning to our Sisters."
"I don't believe you. Hunmans al ways create sone form of "
"Accor d?"

"As good a word as any!" It angers her

When Lucilla nmade no further response, G eat Honored Matre | eaned forward
"You're concealing!"

"Isn't it my right to hide fromyou things that mght help you defeat us?"
There's a juicy norsel of bait!

"I thought so!" Leaning back with a | ook of satisfaction

"However, why not reveal it? You think the niches of authority are always there
for the filling and you don't see what that says about ny Sisterhood."

"Ch, please tell ne. Heavy- handed wi th her sarcasm

"You believe all of this conforms to instincts going back to tribal days and
beyond. Chiefs and Elders. Mstery Mther and Council. And before that, the
Strong Man (or Wnan) who saw to it that everyone was fed, that all were guarded
by fire at the cave's nmouth."

"It makes sense.”

Does it really?

"Ch, | agree. Evolution of the forms is quite clearly laid out."

"Evolution, witch! One thing piled on another."

Evol uti on. See how she snaps at key words?

"It's a force that can be brought under control by turning it upon itself."
Control! Look at the interest you've aroused. She |oves that word.

"So you meke laws just |ike anyone else!"

"Regul ati ons, perhaps, but isn't everything tenporary?"

Intensely interested. "O course.”

"But your society is admnistered by bureaucrats who know they cannot apply the
slightest inmagination to what they do."

"That's inportant?" Really puzzled. Look at her scow.



"Only to you, Honored Matre."

"Great Honored Matre!" Isn't she touchy!

"Why don't you permt ne to call you Dama?"

"We're not intinmates."

“l's Futar an intimte?"

"Stop changing the subject!”

"Want tooth clean," the Futar said.

"You shut up!" Really blazing.

The Futar sank to its haunches but it was not cowed.

Great Honored Matre turned her orange gaze toward Lucilla. "What about
bur eaucr at s?"

"They have no roomto maneuver because that's the way their superiors grow fat.
If you don't see the difference between regulation and | aw, both have the force
of law "

"I see no difference." She doesn't know what she reveal s.

"Laws convey the nyth of enforced change. A bright new future will cone because
of this law or that one. Laws enforce the future. Regulations are believed to
enforce the past."

"Bel i eved?" She doesn't |ike that word, either.

"I'n each instance, action is illusory. Like appointing a conmttee to study a
problem The nore people on the conmttee, the nore preconceptions applied to
t he problem™

Careful! She's really thinking about this, applying it to herself.

Lucilla pitched her voice in its nobst reasonable tones. "You live by a past-
magni fied and try to understand sone unrecogni zed future."

"We don't believe in prescience." Yes, she does! At last. This is why she
keeps us ali ve.

"Damm, please. There's always sonething unbal anced about confining yourself to
atight circle of laws."

Be careful! She didn't bridle at your calling her Dana.
Great Honored Matre's chair creaked as she shifted init. "But laws are
necessary!"

"Necessary? That's dangerous."

"How so?"



Softly. She feels threatened.

"Necessary rules and | aws keep you from adapting. Inevitably, everything comes
crashing dowmn. |It's |ike bankers thinking they buy the future. 'Power in ny
time! To hell with nmy descendants!' "

"What are descendants doing for me?"

Don't say it! Look at her. She's reacting out of the comon insanity. G ve
her another small taste.

"Honored Matres originated as terrorists. Bureaucrats first and terror as your
chosen weapon."

"When it's in your hands, use it. But we were rebels. Terrorists? That's too
chaotic."

She |likes that word "chaos.” It defines everything on the outside. She doesn't
even ask how you know her origins. She accepts our nysterious abilities.

“Isn't it odd, Dama . . . " No reaction; continue. ". . . howrebels all too
soon fall into old patterns if they are victorious? |It's not so rmuch a pitfal
in the path of all governments as it is a delusion waiting for anyone who gai ns
power . "

"Hah!  And | thought you would tell ne sonething new. We know that one: ' Power
corrupts. Absolute power corrupts absolutely." "

"Wong, Dama. Sonething nore subtle but far nore pervasive: Power attracts the
corruptible.”

"You dare accuse ne of being corrupt?"
Wat ch t he eyes!

"I? Accuse you? The only one who can do that is yourself. | nerely give you
t he Bene Gesserit opinion."

"And tell me nothing!"

"Yet we believe there's a norality above any |aw, which nust stand watchdog on
all attenpts at unchanging regul ation.”

You used both words in one sentence and she didn't notice.
"Power always works, witch. That's the |aw. "

"And governments that perpetuate thenselves | ong enough under that belief always
become packed with corruption.”

“Morality!™"

She's not very good at sarcasm especially when she's on the defensive.



"I"'ve really tried to help you, Danma. Laws are dangerous to everyone --

i nnocent and guilty alike. No nmatter whether you believe yourself powerful or
hel pl ess. They have no human understanding in and of thenselves."

"There's no such thing as hunman understandi ng!"

Qur question is answered. Not human. Talk to her unconscious side. She's w de
open.

"Laws nmust always be interpreted. The |aw bound want no | atitude for
conpassion. No elbowroom 'The lawis the law"'

"It is!" Very defensive.

"That's a dangerous idea, especially for the innocent. People know this
instinctively and resent such laws. Little things are done, often
unconsciously, to hanstring 'the law and those who deal in that nonsense."

"How dare you call it nonsense?" Half rising fromher chair and sinking back

"Ch, yes. And the law, personified by all whose |ivelihoods depend on it,
beconmes resentful hearing words such as mne."

"Rightly so, witch!" But she doesn't tell you to be silent.
" '"Mre lam' you say. 'W need nore lawl' So you neke new instrunents of non-

conpassion and, incidentally, new niches of enploynent for those who feed on the
system"”

"That's the way it's al ways been and always will be."
"Wong again. It's arondo. It rolls and rolls until it injures the wong
person or the wong group. Then you get anarchy. Chaos." See her junp?

"Rebel s, terrorists, increasing outbursts of raging violence. A jihad! And al
because you created sonet hi ng nonhurman. "

Hand on her chin. Watch it!

"How di d we wander so far away frompolitics, witch? Ws this your intention?"
"We haven't wandered a fraction of a millinmeter!"

"l suppose you're going to tell me you witches practice a form of denocracy."
"Wth an al ertness you cannot i nmagine."

"Try me." She thinks you'll tell her a secret. Tell her one.

"Denocracy is susceptible to being | ed astray by having scapegoats paraded in
front of the electorate. Get the rich, the greedy, the crimnals, the stupid
| eader and so on ad nauseam "

"You believe as we do." M! How desperately she wants us to be |ike her
"You said you were bureaucrats who rebelled. You know the flaw. A top-heavy

bureaucracy the el ectorate cannot touch al ways expands to the systems linmts of
energy. Steal it fromthe aged, fromthe retired, fromanyone. Especially from



those we once called mddle class because that's where nost of the energy
originates."

"You think of yourselves as . . . as middle class?"

"We don't think of ourselves in any fixed way. But O her Menory tells us the
flaws of bureaucracy. | presune you have sonme formof civil service for the
"l ower orders.' "

"W take care of our own." That's a nasty echo.

"Then you know how that dilutes the vote. Chief synptom People don't vote.
Instinct tells themit's useless.”

"Denpocracy is a stupid idea anyway!"

"W agree. It's demagogue-prone. That's a disease to which electoral systens
are vul nerable. Yet demagogues are easy to identify. They gesture a lot and

speak with pul pit rhythms, using words that ring of religious fervor and god-

fearing sincerity."

She' s chuckl i ng!

"Sincerity with nothing behind it takes so nuch practice, Dama. The practice
can al ways be detected.”

"By Truthsayers?"

See how she | eans forward? W have her again.

"By anyone who | earns the signs: Repetition. Geat attenpts to keep your
attention on words. You nust pay no attention to words. Watch what the person
does. That way you learn the notives."

"Then you don't have a denocracy." Tell ne nore Bene Gesserit secrets.

"But we do."

"I thought you said .

"We guard it well, watching for the things I've just described. The dangers are
great but so are the rewards."

"Do you know what you've told ne? That you're a pack of fools!"
"Nice lady!" the Futar said.

"Shut up or I'll send you back to the herd!"

“You not nice, Dama."

"See what you've done, witch? You've ruined hinm™"

"l suppose there are al ways others."

Chhhhh. Look at that smle.



Lucilla matched the smle precisely, pacing her own breaths to those of the
Great Honored Matre. See how alike we are? O course | tried to injure you
Woul dn't you have done the sane in ny place?

"So you know how to nake a denocracy do whatever you want." A gloating
expressi on.

"The technique is quite subtle but easy. You create a system where npst people
are dissatisfied, vaguely or deeply."

That's how she sees it. Look at her nod in tinme to your words.

Lucilla held herself to the rhythm of G eat Honored Matre's nodding head. "This
buil ds up wi despread feelings of vindictive anger. Then you supply targets for
t hat anger as you need them™

"A diversionary tactic."

" | prefer to think of it as distraction. Don't give themtinme to question

Bury your mstakes in nore laws. You traffic inillusion. Bullring tactics."
"Ch, yes! That's good!" She's alnpbst gleeful. Gve her nore bullring.
"Wave the pretty cape. They'll charge it and be confused when there's no

mat ador behind the thing. That dulls the electorate just as it dulls the bull
Fewer people use their vote intelligently next tine."

"And that's why we do it!"
We do it! Does she listen to hersel f?

"Then you rail against the apathetic electorate. Mke themfeel guilty. Keep
themdull. Feed them Anuse them Don't overdo it!"

“Oh, no! Never overdo it."

"Let them know hunger awaits themif they don't fall intoline. Gve thema

| ook at thg b0r¢d0n1inposed on boat rockers." Thank you, Mther Superior. It's
an appropriate inage.

"Don't you let the bull get an occasional natador?"

"Of course. Thunp! Cot that one! Then you wait for the laughter to subside."
" 1 knew you didn't allow a denocracy!"

"Whay won't you believe me?" You're tenpting fate!

"Because you'd have to permit open voting, juries and judges and
"We call them Proctors. A sort of jury of the Wole."

Now you' ve confused her

"And no laws . . . regulations, whatever you want to call thenP"

"Didn't | say we defined them separately? Regulation-past. Law future."



"You |limt these . . . these Proctors, sonehow "

"They can arrive at any decision they desire, the way a jury should function
The | aw be dammed!"

"That's a very disturbing idea.”" She's disturbed all right. Look at how dul
her eyes are.

"The first rule of our denbcracy: no laws restricting juries. Such |laws are
stupid. It's astonishing how stupid humans can be when acting in small, self-
serving groups."

"You're calling me stupid, aren't you!"

Bewar e t he orange.

"There appears to be a rule of nature that says it's al nost inpossible for self-
serving groups to act enlightened."

"Enlightened! | knewit!"
That's a dangerous snile. Be careful

"It neans flowing with the forces of life, adjusting your actions that life may
continue."

"Wth the greatest anpunt of happiness for the greatest number, of course.”
Qui ck! We've been too clever! Change the subject!

"That was an el enent the Tyrant left out of his Golden Path. He didn't consider
happi ness, only survival of humankind."

We said change the subject! Look at her! She's in a rage!

Great Honored Matre dropped her hand away fromher chin. "And | was going to
invite you into our order, make you one of us. Release you."

Get her off this! Quick
"Don't speak," Great Honored Matre said. "Don't even open your nouth."
Now you' ve done it!

"You'd hel p Logno or one of the others and she'd be in ny seat!!" She gl anced
at the crouching Futar. "Eat, darling?"

"Not eat nice lady."
"Then 1'I1 throw her carcass to the herd!"
"Great Honored Matre --"

"I told you not to speak! You dared call ne Danmm."



She was out of her chair in a blur. Lucilla s cage door slamred open with a
crash against the wall. Lucilla tried to dodge but the shigaw re confined her.
She did not see the kick that crushed her tenple.

As she died, Lucilla's awareness was filled with a scream of rage -- the horde
of Lanpadas venting enptions it had confined for nany generations.

Sone never participate. Life happens to them They get by on little nore than
dunb persistence and resist with anger or violence all things that mght lift
them out of resentnment-filled illusions of security.

-Alma Mavis Taraza

Back and forth, back and forth. Al day |long, back and forth. Odrade shifted
from one coneye record to anot her, searching, undecided, uneasy. First a |ook
at Scytale, then young Teg out there with Duncan and Miurbella, then a |long stare
out a wi ndow while she thought about Burzmali's |ast report from Lanpadas.

How soon could they try to restore the Bashar's nmenories? Wuld a restored
ghol a obey?

Wiy no nore word fromthe Rabbi ? Should we begin Extrem s Progressiva, Sharing
among oursel ves as far as possible? The effect on norale woul d be devastating.

Records were projected above her table while aides and advi sors entered and
departed. Necessary interruptions. Sign this. Approve that. Decrease nel ange
for this group?

Bel | onda was here, seated at the table. She had stopped asking what Odrade
sought and nerely watched with that unwavering stare. Merciless.

They had argued about whet her a new sandworm popul ation in the Scattering m ght
restore the Tyrant's malign influence. That endl ess dreamin each revenant of
the wormstill worried Bell. But popul ati on nunmbers al one said the Tyrant's
hold on their destiny was ended.

Tanmal ane had conme in earlier seeking sone record fromBellonda. Fresh froma
new accunul ati on of Archives, Bellonda had | aunched herself into a diatribe
about Sisterhood popul ation shifts, the drain on resources.

Qdrade stared out the wi ndow now as dusk noved across the |andscape. It becane
darker in alnbst inperceptible shadings. As full dark fell, she becane aware of
lights far out in the plantation houses. She knew those |ights had been turned
on much earlier but she had the sensation that night created the lights. Some
bl anked out occasionally as people noved about in their dwellings. No people --
no lights. Don't waste energy.



Wnking lights held her attention for a nonent. A variation on the old question
about a tree falling in the forest: Ws there sound if no one heard? drade
voted on the side of those who said vibrations existed no matter whether a
sensor recorded them

Do secret sensors follow our Scattering? Wat new talents and i nventions do the
first Scattered Ones use?

Bel | onda had al |l owed | ong enough silence. "Dar, you're sending worrisome
si gnal s through Chapterhouse."

Qdrade accepted this w thout comrent.

"\What ever you're doing, it's being interpreted as indecision.” How sad Bel
sounds. "lnportant groups are discussing whether to replace you. Proctors are
voting."

"Only the Proctors?"

"Dar, did you really wave at Praska the other day and tell her it was good to be
alive?"

"I did."

"What have you been doi ng?"

"Reassessing. No word yet from Dortujla?"

"You' ve asked that at |east a dozen tines today!" Bellonda gestured at the
wor kt abl e.  "You keep going back to Burzmali's |ast report from Lanpadas.
Sonet hi ng we' ve overl ooked?"

"Why do our enenies hold fast on Gammu? Tell ne, Mentat."

"I"ve insufficient data and you know it!"

"Burzmali was no Mentat but his picture of events has a persistent force, Bell

| tell nyself, well, after all, he was the Bashar's favorite student. It's
under st andabl e that Burzmali woul d show characteristics of his teacher."

"Qut with it, Dar. Wat do you see in Burznmali's report?"

"He fills in an enpty picture. Not conpletely but . . . tantalizing the way he
keeps referring to Ganmmu. Many econonic forces have powerful connections there.
Wiy are those threads not cut by our enem es?"

"They're in that sane system obviously."

"What if we nounted an all-out attack on Ganmu?"

"No one wants to do business in violent surroundings. That what you're saying?"

"Partly.

"Most parties to that econom ¢ system probably would want to nove. Another
pl anet, another subservient popul ation."



n V\hy?"

"They could predict with nore reliability. They would increase defenses, of
course."

"This alliance we sense there, Bell, they would redouble their efforts to find
and obliterate us."

"Certainly."

Bel |l onda's terse comment forced Qdrade's thoughts outward. She |lifted her gaze
to the distant snowtonsured nountains glimering in starlight. Wuld attackers
come fromthat direction?

The thrust of that thought might have dulled a lesser intellect. But Odrade
needed no Litany Against Fear to remain cl earheaded. She had a sinpler fornmula.

Face your fears or they will clinmb over your back

Her attitude was direct: The nost terrifying things in the universe cane from
human minds. The nightnmare (the white horse of Bene Gesserit extinction)
possessed both nythic and reality fornms. The hunter with the axe could strike
mnd or flesh. But you could not flee the terrors of the mind

Face them t hen!

What did she confront in this darkness? Not that facel ess hunter with her axe,
not the drop into the unknown chasm (both visible to her bit of talent), but the
very tangi bl e Honored Matres and whoever supported them

And | dare not use even ny small prescience to guide us. | could | ock our
future into unchanging form Miad Dib and his Tyrant son did that and the
Tyrant spent thirty five hundred years extricating us.

Moving lights in the niddle distance caught her attention. Gardeners working
late, still pruning the orchards as though those venerable trees would go on
forever. Ventilators gave her a faint odor of snbke fromfires where orchard
trimm ngs were being burned. Very attentive to such details, the Bene Cesserit
gardeners. Never |eave deadwood around to attract parasites that mght then
take the next step into living trees. Cean and neat. Plan ahead. Mintain
your habitat. This nmonment is part of forever.

Never | eave deadwood around?
Was Ganmu deadwood?

"What is it about orchards that fascinates you so much?" Bell onda wanted to
know.

Qdr ade spoke without turning. "They restore ne."

Only two nights ago she had gone wal ki ng out there, the weather cold and
bracing, a touch of mst close to the ground. Her feet stirred | eaves. Faint
snel | of conpost where a sparse rain had settled in warmer | ow places. A rather
attractive, marshy snell. Life in its usual fernent even at that level. Enpty
i nhs above her stood out starkly against starlight. Depressing, really, when



conpared with springtine or harvest season. But beautiful inits flow Life
once nore waiting for its call to action

"Aren't you worried about the Proctors?" Bell onda asked.

"How wi | | they vote, Bell?"

"It's very close.”

"WII others follow then?"

"There's concern about your decisions. Consequences."

Bell was very good at that: a great deal of data in a few words. Mst Bene
Gesserit decisions nmoved through a triple maze: Effectiveness, Consequences and
(nmost vital) Who Can Carry Qut Orders? You natched deed and person with great
care, precise attention to details. This had a heavy influence on Effectiveness
and that, in turn, ruled Consequences. A good Mther Superior could wend her
way through decision nmazes in seconds. Liveliness in Central then. Eyes

bri ghtened. W rd was passed that "She acted w thout hesitation.”" That created
confidence anbng acol ytes and other students. Reverend Mdthers (Proctors
especially) waited to assess Consequences.

Qdr ade spoke to her reflection in the wi ndow as nmuch as to Bellonda. "Even
Mot her Superior nmust take her own tine."

"But what has you in such turnmoil ?"
"Are you urging speed, Bell?"
Bel | onda drew back in her chairdog as though Qdrade had pushed her.

"Patience is extremely difficult in these tinmes," (Qdrade said. "But choosing
the right nmoment influences my choices."

"What do you intend with our new Teg? That's the question you nmust answer."
"I'f our enem es renpoved thenmsel ves from Gammu, where would they go, Bell?"
“You woul d attack themthere?"

"Push thema bit."

Bel | onda spoke softly. "That's a dangerous fire to feed."

"W need anot her bargaining chip."

"Honored Matres don't bargain!"

"But their associates do, | think. Wuld they renove thenselves to . . . let us
say, junction?"

"What is so interesting about junction?"

"Honored Matres are based there in force. And our bel oved Bashar kept a nenory-
dossier of the place in his lovely Mentat mind. "



"Chhhhhhh." It was as nuch a sigh as a word.

Tamal ane entered then and demanded attention by standing silently until Odrade
and Bel | onda | ooked at her

"The Proctors support Mther Superior." Tanalane held up a clawed finger. "By
one vote!"

Qdrade sighed. "Tell us, Tam the Proctor | greeted in the hallway, Praska, how
di d she vote?"

"She voted for you."

Qdrade ained a tight smle at Bellonda. "Send out spies and agents, Bell. W
nmust goad the hunters into neeting us on junction. "

Bell will deduce my plan by norning.

VWen Bel | onda and Tanel ane had gone, nuttering to each other, worry in the sound
of their voices, Odrade went out into the short corridor to her private
quarters. The corridor was patrolled by its usual acol ytes and Reverend Mot her
servitors. A few acolytes snmiled at her. So word of the Proctors' vote had
reached them Another crisis passed.

Qdrade went through her sitting roomto her sleeping cell, where she stretched
out on her cot fully clothed. One gl owgl obe bathed the roomin pale yell ow
light. Her gaze went past the desert map to the Van Gogh painting inits
protective frame and cover on the wall at the foot of her cot.

Cottages at Cordeville.

A better map than the one marking the growmh of the desert, she thought. Rem nd
me, Vincent, of where | cane fromand what | yet may do.

This day had drai ned her. She had gone beyond fatigue into a place where the
m nd caught itself in tight circles.

Responsi bilities!

They henmmed her in and she knew she could be her nobst di sagreeable self when
beset by duties. Forced to expend energy just maintaining a senblance of calm
deneanor. Bell sawthis in ne. It was maddening. The Sisterhood was cut off
at every passage, mmde al nost ineffectual

She cl osed her eyes and tried to construct an i nage of an Honored Matre
conmander to address. Od . . . steeped in power. Sinewy. Strong and with
that blinding speed they have. No face on her but the visualized body stood
there in (drade's nind.

Form ng the words silently, Odrade spoke to the facel ess Honored Matre.

"It is difficult for us to |let you nake your own m stakes. Teachers always find
this hard. Yes, we consider ourselves teachers. W do not so much teach

i ndi vidual s as the species. W provide lessons for all. |If you see the Tyrant
in us, you are right."

The image in her mnd nade no reply.



How coul d teachers teach when they could not energe from hiding? Burznali dead,
ghol a Teg an unknown quantity. COdrade felt invisible pressures converging on
Chapt erhouse. No wonder Proctors voted. A web enclosed the Sisterhood. The
strands held themtightly. And somewhere on that web, a facel ess Honored Matre
commander crouched.

Spi der Queen.

Her presence was known by actions of her mnions. A trap strand of her web
trenbl ed and attackers hurled thensel ves onto entangled victins, insanely
vi ol ent, uncaring how many of their own died or how nmany they butchered.

Soneone conmmanded the search: Spider Queen
Is she sane by our standards? Into what awful perils have | sent Dortujla?

Honored Matres went beyond negal omania. They made the Tyrant appear a
ridiculous pirate by conparison. Leto Il, at |least, had known what the Bene
Gesserit knew. how to bal ance on the point of the sword, aware that you woul d
be nortally cut when you slid fromthat position. The price you pay for seizing
such power. Honored Matres ignored this inevitable fate, hewi ng and sl ashing
around themlike a giant in the throes of terrible hysteria.

Not hi ng ever before had opposed them successfully and they chose to respond now
with the killing rage of berserkers. Hysteria by choice. Deliberate.

Because we | eft our Bashar on Dune to spend his pitiful force in a suicida
defense? No telling how nany Honored Matres he killed. And Burzmali at the
death of Lampadas. Surely, the hunters felt his sting. Not to nention |Idaho-
trained mal es we send out to pass al ong Honored Matre techni ques of sexua

ensl avenent. And to nen!

Was that enough to bring such rage? Possibly. But what of the stories from
Ganmu? Did Teg display a new talent that terrified Honored Matres?

If we restore our Bashar's nmenories, we nmust watch himcarefully.
Woul d a no-ship contain hinf

What really nmade Honored Matres so reactive? They wanted bl ood. Never bring
such people bad news. No wonder their mnions behaved with frenzy. A powerfu
person in fright mght kill the bearer of bad tidings. Bring no bad tidings.
Better to die in battle.

Spi der Queen's peopl e went beyond arrogance. Far beyond. No censure possible.
You might just as well berate a cow for eating grass. The cow would be
justified in looking at you with its nmoon struck eyes, inquiring: "lIsn't this
what |'m supposed to do?"

Knowi ng probabl e consequences, why did we ignite then? W aren't like the
person who hits out at a round gray object with a stick and finds that the
object was a hornet's nest. W knew what we struck. Taraza's plan and none of
us questi oned.

The Sisterhood faced an eneny whose deliberate policy was hysterical violence.
"W will run anok!"



And what woul d happen if Honored Matres net painful defeat? Wat would their
hysteria becone?

| fear it.
Did the Sisterhood dare feed this fire?
W nust!

Spi der Queen woul d redoubl e her efforts to find Chapterhouse. Violence would
escalate to an even nore repul sive stage. What then? Wuld Honored Matres
suspect everyone and anyone of being synpathetic to the Bene Gesserit? M ght
they not turn against their own supporters? Did they contenplate being alone in
a universe devoid of other sentient Iife? Mre likely this did not even enter
their m nds.

What do you | ook |ike, Spider Queen? How do you think?

Murbel I a sai d she did not know her supreme comrander or even sub-comanders of
her Hormu Order. But Miurbella provided a suggestive description of a sub-
conmander's quarters. Infornmative. Wat does a person call honme? Wo does she
keep close to share life's little homlies?

Most of us choose our compani ons and surroundi ngs to reflect ourselves.

Murbel l a said: "One of her personal servants took nme into the private area
Showi ng of f, denonstrating that she had access to the sanctum The public area
was neat and clean but the private roonms were nmessy -- clothing left where it
had been dropped, unguent jars open, bed unmade, food drying in dishes on the
floor. | asked why they had not cleaned up this ness. She said it was not her
job. The one who cl eaned was allowed into the quarters just before nightfall

Secret vulgarities.

Such a one would have a nmind to match that private display.

Qdrade' s eyes snapped open. She focused on the Van Gogh painting. M/ choice.

It put tensions on the long span of human history that Qther Menory could not.

You sent ne a nessage, Vincent. And because of you, | will not cut off ny ear
or send usel ess | ove nessages to ones who do not care. That's the |east |

can do to honor you.

The sleeping cell had a famliar odor, peppery pungency of carnation. Odrade's
favorite floral perfume. Attendants kept it here as a nasal background.

Once nore, she closed her eyes and her thoughts snapped back to Spider Queen
Qdrade felt this exercise creating another dimension to that facel ess wonan.

Mur bel | a sai d an Honored Matre commander had but to give an order and anything
she wanted was brought.

" Anyt hi ng?"

Mur bel | a descri bed known instances: grossly distorted sexual partners, cloying
sweet neats, enotional orgies ignited by performances of extraordinary viol ence.



"They're al ways | ooking for extrenes."

Reports of spies and agents fleshed out Miurbella's semni-admiring accounts.
"Everyone says they have a right to rule.”

Those wonen evol ved from an autocratic bureaucracy.

Much evi dence confirnmed it. Mirbella spoke of history | essons that said early
Honored Matres conducted research to gain sexual dom nance over their
popul ati ons "when taxation becane too threatening to those they governed."

Aright to rule?

It did not appear to Odrade that these wonen insisted on such a right. No.
They assuned that their rightness nmust never be questioned. Never! No
deci sions wong. Disregard consequences. It never happened.

Qdrade sat upright on her cot, know ng she had found the insight she sought.
M st akes never happen.

That would require an extrenely |arge bag of unconsciousness to contain it.
Very tiny consci ousness then peering out at a tunultuous universe they
t hensel ves created

Chhhh, 1 ovel y!

Qdrade summmoned her night attendant, a first-stage acolyte, and asked for
nel ange tea contai ning a dangerous stimulant, sonething to help her delay the
body's demands for sleep. But at a cost.

The acol yte hesitated before obeying. She returned in a nonment with the mug
steanming on a small tray.

Qdrade had deci ded | ong ago that nelange tea made with the deep cold water of
Chapt erhouse had a taste that worked its way into her psyche. The bitter
stimul ant deprived her of that refreshing taste and gnawed at her conscience.
Word would go out fromthe ones who watched. Wrry, worry, worry. Wuld
Proctors take another vote?

She sipped slowy, giving the stinulant tinme to work. Condemmed wonan rejects
| ast dinner. Sips tea.

Presently, she put aside the enmpty nmug and called for warmclothing. "I'm going
for a walk in the orchards." The night attendant nade no coment. Everyone
knew she often went wal ki ng there, even at night.

Wthin mnutes she was in the narrow, |ink-fenced path to her favorite orchard,
her way lighted by a mniglobe fixed on a short cord to her right shoulder. A
small herd of the Sisterhood's black cattle came up to the fence besi de Odrade
and gazed at her as she passed. She |ooked at the wet nuzzles, inhaled the rich
snell of alfalfa in the steam of their breathing and paused. The cows sniffed
and sensed the pheronone that told themto accept her. They went back to eating
forage piled near the fence by herdsnen.



Turni ng her back on the cattle, Odrade | ooked at |eafless trees across fromthe
pasture. Her miniglobe drew a circle of yellow |light that enphasized wi nter
st ar kness.

Few understood why this place attracted her. It was not enough to say she found
troubl ed t houghts soothed here. Even in winter, with frost crunching underfoot.
This orchard was a hard-bought silence between storns. She extinguished her

m ni gl obe and let her feet followthe famliar way in darkness. GOccasionally,
she glanced up at starlight defined by |eafless branches. Storms. She felt one
approachi ng that no neteorol ogi st could anticipate. Storns beget storns. Rage
begets rage. Revenge begets revenge. Wars beget wars.

The ol d Bashar had been a master at breaking those circles. Wuld his ghola
still have that talent?

VWhat a peril ous ganble.

Qdr ade | ooked back at the cattle, a dark bl ob of nobverment and starlighted steam
They had herded close for warnth and she heard a familiar grinding as they
chewed their cuds.

I must go south into the desert. Face to face with Sheeana there. The
sandtrout thrive. Wy are there no sandworns?

She spoke aloud to the cattle clustered by the fence: "Eat your grass. |It's
what you're supposed to do."

If a spying watchdog chanced on that remark, COdrade knew she woul d have serious
expl ai ning to do.

But | have seen through to the heart of our eneny this night. And | pity them

To know a thing well, knowits limts. Only when pushed beyond its tol erances
will true nature be seen. (The Amal Rule) Do not depend only on theory if your
life is at stake. (Bene Gesserit Conmentary)

Duncan | daho stood al nbst in the center of the no-ship's practice floor and
three paces fromthe ghola-child. Sophisticated training instrunents were near
at hand, some exhausting, sone dangerous.

The child | ooked admiring and trusting this norning.
Do | understand himbetter because |, too, am a ghola? A questionable

assunption. This one has been brought up in a way nuch different fromthe one
they designed for me. Designed! The precise term



The Si sterhood had copied as much of Teg's original childhood as possible. Even
to an adori ng younger conpanion standing in for the long-lost brother. And
Qdrade giving himthe deep teaching! As Teg's birth-nother did.

| daho renenbered the aged Bashar whose cells had produced this child. A

t hought ful man whose comments were to be heeded. Wth only a slight effort,

| daho recalled the man's nmanner and words:

"The true warrior often understands his eneny better than he understands his
friends. A dangerous pitfall if you |let understanding lead to synpathy as it
will naturally do when | eft unguided."

Difficult to think of the nmind behind those words as |atent sonewhere in this
child. The Bashar had been so insightful, teaching about symnpathies on that

| ong-ago day in the Gammu Keep

"Synpathy for the eneny -- a weakness of police and arnies alike. Mst perilous
are the unconscious synpathies directing you to preserve your eneny intact
because the eneny is your justification for existence."

"Sir?"

How coul d that piping voice become the comrandi ng tones of the old Bashar?
"What is it?"

"Why are you just standing there | ooking at nme?"

"They called the Bashar 'Ad Reliability." D d you know that?"

"Yes, sir. 1've studied the story of his life."

Was it "Young Reliability" now? Wy did Odrade want his original menories
restored so quickly?

"Because of the Bashar, the entire Sisterhood has been digging into O her
Menory, revising their views of history. D d they tell you that?"

"No, sir. |Is it inmportant for me to know? Mother Superior said you would train
ny muscles. "

"You liked to drink Danian Marinete, a very fine brandy, | recall. "
"I"'mtoo young to drink, sir."

"You were a Mentat. Do you know what that neans?"
“I'"1l know when you restore ny menories, won't |?"

No respectful sir. Calling the teacher to task for unwanted del ays.

I daho smiled and got a grin in response. An engaging child. Easy to show him
natural affection.

"Watch out for him" COdrade had said. "He's a charmer."

| daho recall ed Odrade's briefing before bringing the child.



"Since every individual is accountable ultimtely to the self," she said, "the

formati on of that self demands our utnpbst care and attention. "

"I's that necessary with a ghol a?"

They had been in Idaho's sitting roomthat night, Mirbella a fascinated
listener.

"He will remenber everything you teach him"

"So we do a little editing of the original."

"Careful, Duncan! Gve a bad time to an inpressionable child, teach that child
not to trust anyone, and you create a suicide -- slow or fast suicide, doesn't
nmake any difference."

"Are you forgetting that | knew t he Bashar?"

"Don't you renmenber, Duncan, how it was before your nenories were restored?"

"I knew the Bashar could do it and I thought of himas nmy salvation."

"And that's how he sees you. |It's a special kind of trust."

“I'"ll treat himhonestly."

"You may think you act from honesty but | advise you to | ook deeply into
yoursel f every time you cone face to face with his trust."

"And if | nmake a m stake?"

"W will correct it if possible.” She glanced up at the coneyes and back to
hi m

"I know you'll be watching us!"

"Don't let it inhibit you. 1'mnot trying to nake you sel f-conscious. Just

cautious. And renenber that ny Sisterhood has efficient nmethods of healing."
“1'"1l be cautious."

"You mght remenber it was the Bashar who said: 'The ferocity we display to our
foes is always tenpered by the |l esson we hope to teach.' "

"I can't think of himas a foe. The Bashar was one of the finest nmen |'ve ever
known. "

"Excellent. | place himin your hands."

And here the child was on the practice floor getting nore than a little
i npatient with his teacher's hesitations.

"Sir, is this part of a lesson, just standing here? | know sonetines --

"Be still."



Teg cane to mlitary attention. No one had taught himthat. This was fromhis
original nenories. 1daho was suddenly fascinated by this glinpse of the Bashar

They knew he woul d catch nme this way!

Never underestimate Bene Gesserit persuasiveness. You could find yourself doing
things for them wi thout knowi ng pressures had been applied. Subtle and
dammabl e! There were conpensations, of course. You lived in interesting tinmes,
as the ancient curse had it. Al in all, |Idaho decided, he preferred
interesting tines, even these tines.

He took a deep breath. "Restoring your original nenories will cause pain --
physical and nental. |In some ways, the nmental pains are worse. | amto prepare
you for that."

Still at attention. No comment.
"W will begin without weapons, using an imaginary blade in your right hand.
This is a variation on the 'five attitudes.' Each response arises before the

need. Drop your arns to your sides and relax."

Movi ng behind Teg, |daho grasped the child's right arm bel ow the el bow and
denmonstrated the first novenents.

"Each attacker is a feather floating on an infinite path. As the feather
approaches, it is diverted and renpbved. Your response is like a puff of air
bl owi ng the feather away."

| daho stepped aside and observed as Teg repeated the novenments, correcting
occasionally with a sharp blow to an of fendi ng nuscl e.

"Let your body do the learning!" Wen Teg asked why he did that.

In a rest period, Teg wanted to know what |daho nmeant by "nental pains."

"You have ghol a-inposed wal | s around your original nenories. At the proper
nonent, sone of those nmenories will conme flooding back. Not all nenories wll
be pl easant."”

"Mot her Superior says the Bashar restored your nenories."

"Gods of the deep, child! Wy do you keep saying 'the Bashar'? That was you!"

"But | don't know that yet."

"You present a special problem For a ghola to reawaken, there should be nenory
of death. But the cells for you do not carry death nmenory."

"But the . . . Bashar is dead."

"The Bashar! Yes, he's dead. You nust feel that where it hurts nobst and know
that you are the Bashar."

"Can you really give me back that menory?"

"I'f you can stand the pain. Do you know what | said to you when you restored ny
menories? | said: 'Atreides! You're all so dammed alike!' "



"You hated . . . me?"

"Yes, and you were disgusted with yourself for what you did to me. Does that
gi ve you any idea of what | nust do?"

"Yes, sir." Very |ow.
“Mdt her Superior says | must not betray your trust . . . yet you betrayed ny
trust.”

"But | restored your nenories?"

"See how easy it is to think of yourself as Bashar? You were shocked. And yes,
you restored ny nenories."

“That's all | want."
"So you say."

“"Mother . . . Superior says you're a Mentat. WII that help . . . that | was a
Ment at, too?"

"Logic says 'Yes.' But we Mentats have a saying, that logic noves blindly. And
we're aware there's a logic that kicks you out of the nest into chaos."

"I know what chaos nmeans!" Very proud of hinself.
"So you think."
"And | trust you!"

"Listen to me! W are servants of the Bene CGesserit. Reverend Mthers did not
build their order on trust."

“"Shouldn't | trust Mdther . . . Superior?"
"Wthin limts you will learn and appreciate. For now, | warn you the Bene

Gesserit work under a system of organized distrust. Have they taught you about
denocracy?"

"Yes, sir. That's where you vote for --

"That's where you di strust anyone with power over you! The Sisters know it
well. Don't trust too nuch."”

"Then | should not trust you, either?"

"The only trust you can place in ne is that | will do ny best to restore your
original nenories."

"Then | don't care how nmuch it hurts." He |ooked up at the coneyes, know edge
of their purpose in his expression. "Do they mnd that you say these things
about thenf"

"Their feelings don't concern a Mentat except as data."



"Does that nean fact?"

"Facts are fragile. A Mentat can get tangled in them Too much reliable data.
It's like diplomacy. You need a few good lies to get at your projections.”

"I'm. . . confused." He used the word hesitantly, not sure it was what he
meant .

"I said that once to Mdther Superior. She said: 'I've been behaving badly."' "
"You're not supposed to . . . confuse ne?"

"Unless it teaches." And when Teg still |ooked puzzled, |Idaho said: "Let ne

tell you a story.

Teg i mediately sat on the floor, an action revealing that Odrade often used the
sanme technique. Good. Teg already was receptive.

“I'n one of nmy lives | had a dog that hated clans," |daho said.
"I"ve had clans. They cone fromthe Great Sea."
"Yes, well, ny dog hated cl ans because one of them had the temerity to spit in

his eye. That stings. But even worse, it was an innocent hole in the sand that
did the spitting. No clamvisible."

"What'd your dog do?" Leaning forward, chin on fist.

"He dug up the offender and brought it to nme." |Idaho grinned. "Lesson one:
Don't let the unknown spit in your eye."

Teg | aughed and cl apped hi s hands.

"But look at it fromthe dog's viewpoint. Go after the spitter! Then --
glorious reward: Master is pleased."

"Did your dog dig nore clans?"
"Every tine we went to the beach. He went growling after spitters and Master
took them away never to be seen again except as enpty shells with bits of neat
still clinging to the insides."

"You ate them"

"See it as the dog did. Spitters get their just punishnent. He has a way to
rid his world of offensive things and Master is pleased with him"

Teg denonstrated his brightness. "Do the Sisters think of us as dogs?"

"I'n a way. Never forget it. Wen you get back to your roons, |ook up 'lese
majeste.' It helps place our relationship to our Masters."

Teg | ooked up at the conmeyes and back to | daho but said nothing.

Idaho Iifted his attention to the door behind Teg and said: "That story was for
you, too."



Teg junped to his feet, turning and expecting to see Mother Superior. But it
was only Muirbell a.

She was | eani ng agai nst the wall near the door
"Bell won't |ike you tal king about the Sisterhood that way," she said.

"Qdrade told me | have a free hand.” He |ooked at Teg. "We' ve wasted enough
time on stories! Let ne see if your body has |earned anything."

An odd feeling of excitenent had come over Murbella as she entered the training
area and saw Duncan with the child. She watched for a tinme, aware that she was
seeing himin a new and al nost Bene Gesserit light. Mther Superior's briefing
cane out in Duncan's candor with Teg. Extremely odd sensation, this new

awar eness, as though she had come a full step away from her forner associ ates.
The feeling was poignant with | oss.

Mur bel I a found herself m ssing strange things in her former life. Not the
hunting in the streets, seeking new nales to captivate and bring under Honored
Matre control. The powers that came fromcreating sexual addicts had |ost their
savor under Bene Gesserit teaching and her experiences with Duncan. She
admtted to m ssing one elenment of that power, though: the sense of bel onging
to a force nothing could stop

It was both abstract and specific. Not the recurrent conquests but the
expectation of inevitable victory that cane in part fromthe drug she shared
with Honored Matre Sisters. As the need waned in the shift to nelange, she saw
the old addiction froma different perspective. Bene Gesserit chem sts, tracing
t he adrenaline substitute from sanples of her blood, held it ready if she
required it. She knew she did not. Another wthdrawal plagued her. Not the
captivated mal es but the flow of them Sonething within her said this was gone
forever. She would never re-experience it. New know edge had changed her past.

She had prow ed the corridors between her quarters and the practice floor this
norni ng, wanting to watch Duncan with the child, afraid her presence m ght
interfere. This prowing was a thing she often did these days after the nore
strenuous of her norning | essons with a Reverend Mt her teacher. Thoughts of
Honored Matres were nmuch with her at these tinmes.

She coul d not escape this feeling of loss. It was an enptiness such that she
wondered i f anything could possibly fill it. The sensation was worse than that
of growing old. Gowing old as an Honored Matre had offered its conpensations.
Powers gathered in that Sisterhood had a tendency to grow rapidly with age. Not
that. It was an absolute |oss.

I have been defeat ed.

Honored Matres never contenpl ated defeat. Mirbella felt herself forced to it.
She knew Honored Matres were sometines slain by enenmies. Those enenies al ways
paid. It was the aw. whole planets blackened to get one offender

Mur bel | a knew Honored Matres hunted for Chapterhouse. As a nmatter of forner

| oyalties, she was aware she shoul d be assisting those hunters. The poi ghancy
of her personal defeat lay in the fact that she did not want the Bene Gesserit
to pay the renmenbered price.

The Bene Gesserit are too val uabl e.



They were infinitely valuable to Honored Matres. Mirbella doubted that any
ot her Honored Matre even suspected this.

Vanity.

That was the judgnent she attached to her forner Sisters. And to nyself as |
was. Aterrible pride. It had grown out of being subjugated so nany
generations before they gained their own ascendancy. Mirbella had tried to
convey this to Gdrade, recounting fromhistory taught by Honored Matres.

"The sl ave nakes an awful master," Odrade said.

There was an Honored Matre pattern, Miurbella realized. She had accepted it once
but now rejected it and could not give all of her reasons for this change.

| have grown out of those things. They would be childish to nme now.
Duncan once nore had stopped the practice session. Perspiration poured from

both teacher and student. They stood panting, regaining breath, an odd exchange
of | ooks between them Conspiracy? The child |Iooked strangely mature.

Murbel la recall ed Odrade's comrent: "“Maturity inmposes its own behavior. One of
our | essons -- nmake those inperatives available to consciousness. Mdify
instincts."”

They have nodified ne and will do so even nore.
She coul d see the sane thing at work in Duncan's behavior with the ghol a-child.

"This is an activity that creates nmany stresses in the societies we influence,"
Qdrade had said. "That forces us to constant adjustnments."”

But how can they adjust to my former Sisters?
Qdrade reveal ed characteristic sangfroid when braced with this question

"We face mmjor adjustments because of our past activities. It was the sanme
during the reign of the Tyrant."

Adj ust ment s?
Duncan was talking to the child. Murbella nmoved closer to listen.

"You' ve been exposed to the story of Miad' Dib? Good. You're an Atreides and
that includes flaws."

"Does that mean m st akes, sir?"

"You're dammed right it does! Never choose a course just because it offers the
opportunity for a dramatic gesture."

"I's that how | died?"

He has the child thinking of his forner self in the first person



"You be the judge. But it was always an Atrei des weakness. Attractive things,
gestures. Die on the horns of a great bull as Miad'Dib's grandfather did. A
grand spectacle for his people. The stuff of stories for generations! You can
even hear bits of it around after all of these eons."

"Mot her Superior told ne that story."

“Your birth-nother probably told it to you, too.

The child shuddered. "It gives ne a funny feeling when you say birth-nother."
Awe in his young voi ce.

"Funny feelings are one thing; this I esson is another. |'mtalking about
something with a persistent |abel: The Desian Gesture. It used to be
Atreidesian but that's too cunbersone.”

Once nore the child touched that core of nature awareness. "Even a dog's life
has its price."

Mur bel | a caught her breath, glinpsing howit would be -- an adult mind in that
child's body. Disconcerting.

“Your birth-nother was Janet Roxbrough of the Lernaeus Roxbroughs," |daho said.
"She was Bene Cesserit. Your father was Loschy Teg, a CHOAM station factor. In
a fewmnutes |I'mgoing to show you the Bashar's favorite picture of his home on
Lernaeus. | want you to keep it with you and study it. Think of it as your

favorite place."
Teg nodded but the expression on his face said he was afraid.

Was it possible the great Mentat Warrior had known fear? Mirbella shook her
head. She had an intellectual know edge of what Duncan was doing but felt gaps
in the accounts. This was sonething she m ght never experience. Wat would the
feeling be -- reawakening to newlife with the nmenories of another lifetinme
intact? Mich different froma Reverend Mdther's OQther Menory, she suspected.

"Mnd at its beginning," Duncan called it. "Awakening of your True Self. |
felt | had been plunged into a magic universe. M awareness was a circle and
then a globe. Arbitrary fornms becane transient. The table was not a table.
Then | fell into a trance -- everything around ne had a shinmmering quality.

Not hing was real. This passed and | felt | had lost the one reality. M table
was a table once nore. "

She had studied the Bene Gesserit manual "On Awakening a Ghola's Oigina
Menories." Duncan was diverging fromthose instructions. Wy?

He |l eft the child and approached Mirbell a.

"I have to talk to Sheeana," he said as he passed her. "There's got to be a
better way."



Ready conprehension is often a knee-jerk response and the nost dangerous form of
understanding. It blinks an opaque screen over your ability to learn. The

j udgrmental precedents of law function that way, littering your path with dead
ends. Be warned. Understand nothing. All conprehension is tenporary.

-Mentat Fi xe (adacto)

| daho, seated al one at his console, encountered an entry he had stored in

Shi psystens during his first days of confinenment, and found hinsel f dunped (he
applied the word later) into attitudes and sensory awareness of that earlier
time. It no longer was afternoon of a frustrating day in the no-ship. He was
back there, stretched between then and now the way serial ghola lives |inked
this incarnation to his original birth.

| mredi ately, he saw what he had cone to call "the net" and the elderly couple
defined by criss-crossed |ines, bodies visible through a shimrering of jeweled
ropes -- green, blue, gold, and a silver so brilliant it nade his eyes ache.

He sensed godlike stability in these people, but something cormmon about them
The word ordinary came to mind. The by-nowfamliar garden | andscape stretched
out behind them floral bushes (roses, he thought), rolling laws, tall trees.

The couple stared back at himwith an intensity that nade |daho feel naked.

New power in the vision! It no |longer was confined to the Geat Hold, an
i ncreasingly conpul sive magnet draw ng himdown there so frequently he knew the
wat chdogs were al erted.

I s he another Kw satz Haderach?

There was a | evel of suspicion the Bene Gesserit could achieve that would kil
himif it grew. And they were watching himnow Questions, worried
specul ations. Despite this, he could not turn away fromthe vision

VWhy did that elderly couple look so fanmliar? Someone fromhis past? Famly?

Mentat riffling of his nenories produced nothing to fit the speculation. Round
faces. Abbreviated chins. Fat winkles at the jows. Dark eyes. The net
obscured their color. The woman wore a | ong blue and green dress that conceal ed
her feet. A white apron stained with green covered the dress from anpl e bosom
to just below her waist. Garden tools dangled fromapron |oops. She carried a
trowel in her left hand. Her hair was gray. Wsps of it had escaped a
confining green scarf and bl ew around her eyes, enphasizing |aughter |ines
there. She appeared . . . grandnotherly.

The man suited her as though created by the same artist as a perfect nmatch. Bib
overal |l s over a nounded stomach. No hat. Those sane dark eyes with reflections
twinkling in them A brush of close-cropped wiry gray hair

He had the npbst beni gn expression |Idaho had ever seen. Up-curved smle creases
at the corners of his nouth. He held a small shovel in his left hand, and on
his extended right pal mhe bal anced what appeared to be a small netal ball. The



ball emtted a piercing whistle that nmade Idaho clap his hands over his ears.
This did not stop the sound. It faded away of itself. He |owered his hands.

Reassuring faces. That thought aroused |daho's suspicions because now he
recogni zed the famliarity. They | ooked somewhat |i ke Face Dancers, even to the
pug noses.

He | eaned forward but the vision kept its distance. "Face Dancers," he
whi sper ed.

Net and el derly coupl e vani shed.

They were replaced by Murbella in practice-floor |eotards of glistening ebony.
He had to reach out and touch her before he could believe she really stood
t here.

"Duncan? What is it? You're all sweaty."

"I . . . think it's sonething the dammed Tleilaxu planted in ne. | keep seeing
. I think they're Face Dancers. They . . . they look at ne and just now
a whistle. It hurt."

She gl anced up at the conmeyes but did not appear worried. This was sonething
the Sisters could know without it presenting i mredi ate dangers . . . except
possi bly to Scytale.

She sank to her haunches beside himand put a hand on his arm "Sonething they
did to your body in the tanks?"

"Nol

"But you said

"My body's not just a piece of new baggage for this trip. It has all of the
chem stry and substance | ever had. It's my mind that's different."

That worried her. She knew the Bene Gesserit concern over wild talents. "Damm
that Scytale!"

“I"1l find it," he said.

He closed his eyes and heard Murbella stand. Her hand went away fromhis arm
"Maybe you shouldn't do that, Duncan."

She sounded far away.

Menory. \Where did they hide the secret thing? Deep in the original cells?
Until this monent, he had thought of his nenory as a Mentat tool. He could cal
up his own imges fromlong-ago nonents in front of mrrors. C ose up

exam ning an age winkle. Looking at a woman behind him-- two faces in the
mrror and his face full of questions.

Faces. A succession of masks, different views of this person he called nyself.
Slightly inbal anced faces. Hair sonetines gray, sonetines the jet karakul of
his current life. Sonetimes hunorous, sonetinmes grave and seeking inward for
wi sdomto neet a new day. Sonewhere in all of that lay a consciousness that



observed and del i berated. Sonmeone who namde choices. The Tleil axu had tanpered
with that.

| daho felt his blood punmping hard and knew danger was present. This was what he
was i ntended to experience . . . but not by the Tleilaxu. He had been born with
it.

This is what it means to be alive.

No menory fromhis other lives, nothing the Tleilaxu had done to him none of
t hat changed his deepest awareness one whit.

He opened his eyes. Mirbella still stood near but her expression was veil ed.
So that's how she will ook as a Reverend Mt her.

He did not |ike this change in her
"What happens if the Bene Gesserit fail?" he asked.

When she did not reply, he nodded. Yes. That's the worst assunption. The
Si sterhood down history's sewerpipe. And you don't want that, my bel oved.

He could see it in her face when she turned and | eft him
Looki ng up at the coneyes, he said: "Dar. | nust talk to you, Dar."

No response from any of the nechanisns around him He had not expected one.
Still, he knew he could talk to her and she would have to listen.

"I"ve been coining at our problemfromthe other direction," he said. And he

i magi ned the busy whirring of recorders as they spun the sounds of his voice
into ridulian crystals. "I've been getting into the mnds of Honored Matres. |
know |'ve done it. Miurbella resonates."”

That would alert them He had an Honored Matre of his own. But had was not the
proper word. He did not have Miurbella. Not even in bed. They had each other
Mat ched the way those people in his vision appeared to be matched. Was that
what he saw there? Two ol der people sexually trained by Honored Matres?

"l ook at another issue now," he said. "How to overcone the Bene Gesserit."
That threw down the gauntlet.

"Epi sodes," he said. A word Odrade was fond of using.

"That's how we have to see what's happening to us. Little episodes. Even the
wor st - case assunption has to be screened agai nst that background. The
Scattering has a nmagnitude that dwarfs anything we do."

There! That denpbnstrated his value to the Sisters. It put Honored Matres in a
better perspective. They were back here in the Od Enpire. Fellow dwarves. He
knew Odrade would see it. Bell would nmake her see it

Sonewhere out there in the Infinite Universe, a jury had brought in a verdict

agai nst Honored Matres. Law and its nmanagers had not prevailed for the hunters.
He suspected that his vision had shown himtwo of the jurors. And if they were



Face Dancers, they were not Scytale's Face Dancers. Those two peopl e behind the
shi mreri ng net bel onged to no one but thensel ves.

Maj or flaws in governnent arise froma fear of making radical internal changes
even though a need is clearly seen.

-Darwi drade

For Odrade, the first nel ange of the norning was always different. Her flesh
responded |ike a starveling who clutched at sweet fruit. Then followed the
sl ow, penetrating and painful restoration

This was the fearful thing about mel ange addiction.

She stood at the wi ndow of her sleeping chanber waiting for the effect to run
its course. Wather Control, she noted, had achieved another norning rain. The
| andscape was washed cl ean, everything imersed in a romanti c haze, all edges
blurred and reduced to essences |like old nenories. She opened the wi ndow. Danp
cold air blew across her face, drawi ng recollections around her the way one put
on a faniliar garnent.

She inhal ed deeply. Snells after a rain! She renenbered the essentials of life
anplified and snoothed by falling water but these rains were different. They
left a flinty aftersnell she could taste. Odrade did not like it. The nessage
was not of things washed clean but of life resentful, wanting all rain stopped
and | ocked away. This rain no |onger gentled and brought fullness. It carried
i nescapabl e awar eness of change.

Qdr ade cl osed the wi ndow. At once, she was back in the famliar odors of her
quarters, and that constant snell of shere fromthe nmetering inplants required
of everyone who knew the |ocation of Chapterhouse. She heard Streggi enter, the
slip-slip sounds of the desert map bei ng changed.

An efficient sound in Streggi's noverments. Weks of close association had
confirmed Odrade's first judgnent. Reliable. Not brilliant but suprenely
sensitive to Mdther Superior's needs. Look how quietly she noved. Transfer
Streggi's sensitivity to the needs of young Teg and they had his required hei ght
and nobility. A horse? Mich nore.

Qdrade' s nel ange assimilation reached its peak and subsided. Streggi's
reflection in the wi ndow showed her waiting for assignnent. She knew these
nonents were given over to the spice. At her stage, she would be | ooking
forward to the day when she entered this mysterious enhancenent.

I wish her well of it.



Most Reverend Mothers followed the teaching and sel domt hought of their spice as
addi ction. COdrade knew it every norning for what it was. You took your spice
during the day as your body denanded, followi ng a pattern of early training:
dosage nminimal, just enough to whet the netabolic systemand drive it into peak
performance. Biological necessities nmeshed nore snoothly with nelange. Food
tasted better. Barring accident or fatal assault, you lived nuch | onger than
you could without it. But you were addicted

Her body restored, Qdrade blinked and considered Streggi. Curiosity about the
norning's long ritual was plain in her. Speaking to Streggi's reflection in the
wi ndow, Odrade said: "Have you | earned about nel ange wi t hdrawal ?"

"Yes, Mother Superior.”

Despite warnings to keep awareness of addiction |ow key, it was never nore than
an eyeblink away from Odrade and she felt the accumul ated resentnents. Menta
preparations as an acolyte (firmy inpressed in the Agony) had been eroded by

O her Menory and accurul ations of tinme. The adnonition: "Wthdrawal renobves an
essential of your life and, if it occurs in late niddle age, can kill you." How
l[ittle that neant now.

"Wthdrawal has intense nmeaning for nme," Gdrade said. "I amone of those for
whom the nmorning nmelange is painful. |'msure they told you this happens.™

“I"msorry, Mdther Superior.”

Qdrade studied the map. It showed a | onger finger of desert thrusting northward
and a pronounced wi dening of drylands to the southeast of Central where Sheeana
had her station. Presently, Odrade returned her attention to Streggi, who was
wat chi ng Mot her Superior with new interest.

Brought up short by thoughts of the spice's darker side!

"The uni queness of nelange is seldom considered in our age," Odrade said. "Al
of the old narcotics in which humans have i ndul ged possess a renarkabl e factor
in conmon -- all except the spice. They all brought shorter life and pain."

"W were told, Modther Superior."”

"But you probably were not told that a fact of governance coul d be obscured by
our concern with Honored Matres. There's an energy greed in governnents (yes,
even in ours) that can dunp you into a trap. |If you serve ne, you will feel it
in your guts because every nmorning you will watch ne suffer. Let know edge of
it sink into you, this deadly trap. Don't becone uncaring pushers, caught in a
systemthat displaces |ife with carel ess death as Honored Matres do. Renenber:
Acceptabl e narcotics can be taxed to pay salaries or otherw se create jobs for
uncaring functionaries."

Streggi was puzzled. "But nelange extends our lives, increases health and
arouses appetites for --"

She was stopped by Odrade's scow .
Ri ght out of the Acol yte Mnual

"It has this other side, Streggi, and you see it in nme. The Acolyte Manual does
not lie. But nelange is a narcotic and we are addicted. "



"1 knowit's not gentle with everyone, Mther Superior. But you said Honored
Matres don't use it."

"The substitute they enploy replaces nelange with few benefits except to prevent
wi t hdrawal agonies and death. It is parallel addictive."

"And the captive?"

"Murbella used it and now she uses nelange. They are interchangeabl e.
I nteresting?"

"I . . . suppose we will learn nore of this. | notice, Mther Superior, that
you never call them whores."

"As acol ytes do? Ahh, Streggi, Bellonda has been a bad influence. Onh, |
recogni ze the pressures.” As Streggi started to protest. "Acolytes feel the
threat. They | ook at Chapterhouse and think of it as their fortress for the
[ ong ni ght of the whores."

"Sonething like that, Mdther Superior." Extrenely hesitant.

"Streggi, this planet is only another tenporary place. Today we go south and

i mpress that upon you. Find Tanal ane, please, and tell her to nmake the
arrangenents we discussed for our visit to Sheeana. Speak to no one el se about
it."

"Yes, Mother Superior. Do you nmean | will acconmpany you?"

"I want you by ny side. Tell the one you are training that she now has ful
charge of ny map."

As Streggi left, Qdrade thought of Sheeana and | daho. She wants to talk to him
and he wants to talk to her.

Coneye anal ysis noted that these two sonetines conversed by hand-signals while

hi di ng nost of the novenents with their bodies. It had the | ook of an old

Atrei des battle | anguage. Odrade recogni zed sone of it but not enough to
determ ne content. Bellonda wanted an expl anati on from Sheeana. "Secrets!"
Qdrade was nore cautious. "Let it go a bit. Perhaps sonething interesting wll
come of it."

VWhat does Sheeana want ?

What ever Duncan had in mind it concerned Teg. Creating the pain required for
Teg to recover his original nmenories went against Duncan's grain

Qdrade had noted this when she interrupted Duncan at his consol e yesterday.

"You're late, Dar." Not looking up fromwhatever it was he did there. Late?
It was early evening.

He had been calling her Dar frequently for several years, a goad, a rem nder
that he resented his fishtank existence. The goad irritated Bellonda, who
argued agai nst "his damed famliarities." He called Bellonda "Bell," of
course. Duncan was generous with his needle.



Renmenmbering this, Odrade paused before entering her workroom Duncan had
slammed a fist onto the counter beside his console. "There's got to be a better
way for Teg!"

A better way? What does he have in mnd?

Moverrent down the corridor beyond the workroom brought her out of this
reflection. Streggi returning from Tamal ane. Streggi entered the Acol yte Ready
Room Gving the word to her replacenment on the desert map.

A stack of Archival records waited on Odrade's table. Bellonda! Odrade stared
at the pile. No matter how nuch she tried to del egate there was always this
organi zed residue that her councillors insisted only Mther Superior could
handl e. Mich of this new ot came from Bellonda's demand for "suggestions and
anal yses. "

Odr ade touched her console. "Bell!"
The voice of an Archives clerk responded: "Mother Superior?"
"CGet Bell up here! | want her in front of ne as fast as her fat |egs can nove!"

It was less than a mnute. Bellonda stood in front of the worktable like a
chastened acol yte. They all knew that tone in Mther Superior's voice.

Qdrade touched the stack on her table and jerked her hand back as though
shocked. "What in the nane of Shaitan is all of that?"

"W judged it significant."
"You think | have to see everything and anything? Were's the keynoting? This

is sloppy work, Bell! [I'mnot stupid and neither are you. But this . . . in
the face of this . "

"I del egate as nuch as --

"Del egate? Look at this! Which nust | see and which nay | del egate? Not one
keynote! "

"I"ll see that it's corrected i mediately."

"Indeed you will, Bell. Because Tamand | are going south today, an unannounced
i nspection tour and a visit with Sheeana. And while |I'mgone, you will sit in
nmy chair. See how you like this daily deluge!"

"WIl you be out of touch?"

“I'"ll have a lightline and Ear-C at all tinmes."

Bel | onda breat hed easi er

" | suggest, Bell, that you get back to Archives and put soneone in charge who
will take responsibility. |'mdamed if you' re not beginning to act |ike

bureaucrats. Covering your asses!”

"Real boats rock, Dar."



Was that Bell attenpting hunmor? Al was not |ost!

Qdrade waved a hand over her projector and there was Tamal ane in the Transport
Hal . "Tan®"

"Yes?" Wrthout turning froman assignnent |ist.
"How soon can we | eave?"
"About two hours."

"Call me when you're ready. ©Ch, and Streggi goes with us. Make roomfor her."
Qdr ade bl anked the projection before Tamal ane coul d respond.

There were things she should be doing, Odrade knew. Tam and Bell were not the
only sources of Mdther Superior's concerns.

Si xteen planets remaining to us . . . and that includes Buzzell, definitely a
place in peril. Only sixteen! She pushed that thought aside. No time for it.
Murbella. Should | call her and . . . No. That can wait. The new Board of

Proctors? Let Bell deal with that. Conmmunity di sbandi ngs?

Si phoni ng personnel into a new Scattering had forced consolidations. Staying
ahead of the desert! It was depressing and she did not feel she could face it
today. |'malways fidgety before a trip

Abruptly, Odrade fled the workroom and went stalking the corridors, looking into
how her charges were performing, pausing in doorways, noting what the students
read, how they behaved in their everlasting prana-bi ndu exercises.

"What are you reading there?" demanded of a young second-stage acolyte at a
projector in a sem -darkened room

"The diaries of Tol stoy, Mdther Superior."
That knowi ng look in the acolyte's eyes said: "Do you have his words directly
in OGher Menmory?" The question was right there on the edge of the girl's

tongue! They were always trying such petty ganmbits when they caught her al one.

"Tol stoy was a fam |y nanme!" Odrade snapped. "By your nention of diaries,
presune you refer to Count Leo Ni kol ayevich."

"Yes, Mother Superior." Abashedly aware of censure.
Softening, Odrade threw a quotation at the girl: " 'l amnot a river, | ama
net.' He spoke those words at Yasnaya Pol yana when he was only twelve. You'l

not find themin his diaries but they are probably the nmpost significant words he
ever uttered."

Qdrade turned away before the acolyte could thank her. Al ways teaching!
She wandered down to the nmain kitchens then and inspected them tracing inner

edges of racked pots for grease, noting the cautious way even the teachi ng chef
observed her progress.



The kitchen was steamy with good snmells fromlunch preparations. There was a
restorative sound of chopping and stirring but the usual banter stopped at her
entrance.

She went around the long counter with its busy cooks to the teaching chef's
raised platform He was a great beefy nan with prom nent cheekbones, his face
as florid as the nmeats over which he ministered. Odrade had no doubts he was
one of history's great chefs. H's name suited him Placido Salat. He was
assured of a warm place in her thoughts for several reasons, including the fact
that he had trai ned her personal chef. Inportant visitors in the days before
Honored Matres had received a kitchen tour and a taste of specialties.

“"May | introduce our senior chef, Placido Sal at?"

Hi s beef placido (lower case his choice) was the envy of nany. Al npost raw and
served with an herbed and spicy nustard sauce that did not obscure the neat.

Qdr ade t hought the dish too exotic but never judged it al oud.

When she had Salat's full attention (after a slight interruption to correct a
sauce) (drade said: "I'mhungry for something special, Placido."

He recogni zed the opening. This was how she al ways began a request for her
"special dish."

"Per haps an oyster stew, " he suggested.

It's a dance, Odrade thought. They both knew what she wanted.

"Excellent!" she agreed and went into the required perfornance. "But it nust be
treated gently, Placido, the oysters not overcooked. Sone of our own powdered
dry celery in the broth."

"And perhaps a bit of paprika?”

"I always prefer it that way. Be extrenely careful with the nelange. A breath
of it and no nore."

"OfF course, Mdther Superior!™ Eyes rolling in horror at the thought he m ght
use too nmuch nelange. "So easy for the spice to dominate."
"Cook the oysters in clamnectar, Placido. | would prefer you watch over them

yoursel f, stirring gently until the edges of the oysters just start to curl.”
"Not a second | onger, Mbdther Superior."
"Heat sonme quite creanmy mlk on the side. Don't boil it!"

Pl aci do di spl ayed astoni shnent that she mi ght suspect himof boiling the mlk
for her oyster stew.

"A snmall pat of butter in the serving bow," Odrade said. "Pour the conbined
broth over it."

"No sherry?"



"How glad | amthat you are taking personal charge of ny special dish, Placido.
| forgot the sherry." (Mdther Superior never forgot anything and they all knew
it but this was a required step in the dance.)

"Three ounces of sherry in the cooking broth," he said.

"Heat it to get rid of the al cohol."

"Of course! But we nust not bruise the flavors. Wuld you like croutons or
sal ti nes?"

"Croutons, please."

Seated at an al cove table, Odrade ate two bow s of oyster stew, renmenbering how
Sea Child had savored it. Papa had introduced her to this di sh when she was
barely capabl e of conveying spoon to nmouth. He had nade the stew hinself, his
own specialty. Qdrade had taught it to Sal at.

She conplinmented Sal at on the wi ne.

"I particularly enjoyed your choice of a chablis for acconpaninent."

"Aflinty chablis with a sharp edge on it, Mther Superior. One of our better
vintages. It sets off the oyster flavors admrably."

Tanmal ane found her in the alcove. They always knew where to find Mt her
Superi or when they wanted her

"W are ready." Was that displeasure on Tam s face?
"Where will we stop tonight?"

"El dio."

Qdrade snmiled. She |iked Eldio.

Tam catering to ne because I'min a critical npod? Perhaps we have the nakings
of a small diversion.

Fol | owi ng Tamal ane to the transport docks, Odrade thought how characteristic it
was that the ol der wonan preferred to travel by tube. Surface trips annoyed
her. "Who wants to waste tine at ny age?"

Qdrade disliked tubes for personal transport. You were so closed in and
hel pl ess! She preferred surface or air and used tubes only when speed was
urgent. She had no hesitation about using snaller tubes for chits and notes.
Notes don't care just as long as they get there.

Thi s thought al ways made her conscious of the network that adjusted to her
novements wherever she went.

Sonmewhere in the heart of things (there was always a "heart of things") an
aut omat ed system routed comruni cati ons and made sure (nost of the tinme) that
i mportant m ssives arrived where addressed.

When Private Dispatch (they all called it PD) was not needed, stat or viz was
avai | abl e al ong scranbl ed sorters and |lightlines. Of-planet was anot her



matter, especially in these hunted tinmes. Safest to send a Reverend Mdther wth
nmenori zed nessage or distrans inplant. Every nmessenger took heavi er doses of
shere these days. T-probes could read even a dead mi nd not guarded by shere.
Every of f-pl anet message was encrypted but an eneny might hit on the one-tine
cover concealing it. Geat risk off-planet. Perhaps that was why the Rabb
remai ned silent.

Now why am | thinking such things at this nonent?

"No word yet from Dortujla?" she asked as Tanml ane prepared to enter the
Di spatch roundel ay where the others in their party waited. So many people. Wy
so many?

Qdrade saw Streggi up ahead at the edge of the dock talking to a Conmuni cati ons
acolyte. There were at |east six other people from Conmuni cati ons near by.

Tanmal ane turned in obvious pique. "Dortujlal! W have all said we will notify
you the instant we hear!"

"I was just asking, Tam Just asking."

Meekl y, Odrade foll owed Tanal ane into Dispatch. | should put a nonitor on ny
m nd and question everything that rises there. Mental intrusions always had
good reason behind them That was the Bene Gesserit way, as Bellonda often
rem nded her.

Qdrade felt surprise at herself then, realizing she was nore than a little sick
of Bene Gesserit ways.

Let Bell worry about such things for a change!

This was a time for floating free, for responding like a will o
currents noving around her

the wisp to the

Sea Child knew about currents.

Ti me does not count itself. You have only to look at a circle and this is
apparent .

-Leto Il (The Tyrant)
"Look! Look what we have cone to!" the Rabbi wailed. He sat cross-|egged on
the cold curved floor with his shaw pulled up over his head and al nost

conceal ing his face

The room around hi mwas gl oonmy and resonating with small nachinery sounds that
made himfeel weak. |If those sounds should stop



Rebecca stood in front of him hands on her hips, a |ook of weary frustration on
her face.

"Do not stand there like that!" the Rabbi commanded. He peered up at her from
beneath the shaw .

"I'f you despair, then are we not |ost?" she asked.

The sound of her voice angered himand he was a nonent putting this unwanted
enoti on asi de.

She dares to instruct me? But was it not said by wiser nmen that know edge can
cone froma weed? A great shuddering sigh shook himand he dropped the shawl to
his shoul ders. Rebecca hel ped hi m st and.

"A no-chanber,"” the Rabbi nuttered. "In here, we hide from. " H s gaze
searched upward at a dark ceiling. "Better |left unspoken even here."

"W hide fromthe unspeakabl e,” Rebecca said.

"The door cannot even be |eft open at Passover,"” he said. "Howwll the
Stranger enter?"

"Sonme strangers we do not want," she said.

"Rebecca." He bowed his head. "You are nore than a trial and a problem This

little cell of Secret |Israel shares your exile because we understand that --

"Stop saying that! You understand nothing of what has happened to ne. M
probl en?" She |eaned close to him "It is to remain human while in contact
with all of those past lives."

The Rabbi recoil ed.
"So you are no longer one of us? Are you a Bene Gesserit then?"

"You wi Il know when |'m Bene Gesserit. You will see me |ooking at nyself as |
| ook at nysel f."

His brows drew down in a scow. "Wat are you sayi ng?"
"What does a mirror |ook at, Rabbi?"

"Hrmmmph! Riddles now." But a faint smle twitched at his nmouth. A | ook of
determ nation returned to his eyes. He stared around himat the room There
were eight of themhere -- nore than this space should hold. A no-chamber! It
had been assenbl ed pai nstakingly with snuggled bits and pieces. So small.
Twel ve and a half meters long. He had nmeasured it hinself. A shape like an
ancient barrel laid on its side, oval in cross section and w th hal f-gl obe
closures at the ends. The ceiling was no nore than a neter above his head. The
wi dest point here at the center was only five neters and the curve of floor and
ceiling made it seemeven narrower. Dried food and recycled water. That was
what they must live on and for how | ong? One SY maybe if they were not found.
He did not trust the security of this device. Those peculiar sounds in the
nmachi nery.



It had been late in the day when they crept into this hole. Darkness up there
now for sure. And where were the rest of his people? Fled to whatever
sanctuary they could find, drawing on old debts and honorable commitnents for
past services. Sone would survive. Perhaps they would survive better than this
remmant in here.

The entrance to the no-chanmber |ay conceal ed beneath an ash pit with a free-
standi ng chimey beside it. The reinforcing netal of the chi nmmey contained
threads of ridulian crystal to relay exterior scenes into this place. Ashes!
The roomstill snelled of burned things and it already had begun to take on a
sewer stink fromthe snall recycling chanber. What a euphemismfor a toilet!

Soneone canme up behind the Rabbi. "The searchers are leaving. Lucky we were
warned in tine."

It was Joshua, the one who had built this chanber. He was a short, slender nan
with a sharply triangular face narrowing to a thin chin. Dark hair swept over
his broad forehead. He had wi dely spaced brown eyes that | ooked out at his
world with a brooding i nwardness the Rabbi did not trust. He |ooks too young to
know so much about these things.

"So they are |leaving," the Rabbi said. "They will be back. You will not think
us lucky then."

"They will not guess we hid so near the farm" Rebecca said. "The searchers
were nostly looting."

"Listen to the Bene Gesserit," the Rabbi said.

"Rabbi ." What a chiding sound in Joshua's voice! "Have | not heard you say
many tines that the bl essed ones are they who hide the flaws of others even from
t hemsel ves?"

"Everybody's a teacher now " the Rabbi said. "But who can tell us what will
happen next ?"

He had to admit the truth of Joshua's words, though. It is the anguish of our
flight that troubles me. CQur little diaspora. But we do not scatter from
Babylon. W hide ina . . . a cyclone cellar

This thought restored him Cycl ones pass.

"Who is in charge of the food?" he asked. "W mnust ration ourselves fromthe
start."

Rebecca heaved a sigh of relief. The Rabbi was at his worst in the w de
oscillations -- too enotional or too intellectual. He had hinmself in hand once
nore. He would becone intellectual next. That woul d have to be danpened, too.
Bene Gesserit awareness gave her a new view of the people around her. Qur

Jewi sh susceptibility. Look at the intellectuals!

It was a thought peculiar to the Sisterhood. The drawbacks of anyone pl acing
consi derabl e reliance on intell ectual achievenments were |large. She could not

deny all of that evidence fromthe Lanpadas horde. Speaker paraded it for her
whenever she wavered.



Rebecca had cone al nost to enjoy the pursuit of menory fancies, as she thought
of them Knowing earlier tines forced her to deny her own earlier tines. She
had been required to believe so many things she now knew were nonsense. Mths
and chinera, inmpulses of extrenely childish behavior

"Qur gods should mature as we mature."

Rebecca suppressed a smile. Speaker did that to her often -- a little nudge in
the ribs from soneone who knew you woul d appreciate it

Joshua had gone back to his instruments. She saw that soneone was reviewi ng the
cat al ogue of food stores. The Rabbi watched this with his normal intensity.

O hers had rolled thenmsel ves into bl ankets and were sl eeping on the cots in the
dar kened end of the chanmber. Seeing all of this, Rebecca knew what her function
nmust be. Keep us from boredom

"The ganes master?"

Unl ess you have sonething better to suggest, don't try to tell me about ny own
peopl e, Speaker.

What ever el se she mi ght say about these inner conversations, there was no doubt
that all of the pieces were connected -- the past with this room this roomwth
her projections of consequences. And that was a great gift fromthe Bene
Gesserit. Do not think of "The Future." Predestination? Then what happens to
the freedomyou are given at birth?

Rebecca | ooked at her own birth in a newlight. It had enbarked her on nmovenent
toward an unknown destiny. Fraught with unseen perils and joys. So they had
cone around a bend in the river and found attackers. The next bend m ght revea
a cataract or a stretch of peaceful beauty. And here lay the magi cal enticenent
of prescience, the lure to which Miad' Dib and his Tyrant son had succunbed. The
oracl e knows what is to come! The horde of Lanpadas had taught her not to seek
oracles. The known coul d bel eaguer her nore than the unknown. The sweetness of
the newlay in its surprises. Could the Rabbi see it?

"Who will tell us what happens next?" he asks.

Is that what you want, Rabbi? You will not |ike what you hear. | guarantee it.
Fromthe nmonment the oracl e speaks your future beconmes identical to your past.
How you woul d wail in your boredom Nothing new, not ever. Everything old in

that one instant of revelation
"But this is not what | wanted!"™ | can hear you saying it.

No brutality, no savagery, no qui et happi ness nor exploding joy can cone upon
you unexpectedly. Like a runaway tube train in its wornhole, your life wll
speed through to its final noment of confrontation. Like a noth in the car you
wi || beat your wings against the sides and ask Fate to let you out. "Let the
tube undergo a nmmgi cal change of direction. Let sonething new happen! Don't
let the terrible things | have seen conme to pass!"”

Abruptly, she saw that this rmust have been Miad'Dib's travail. To whom had he
uttered his prayers?

"Rebecca!" It was the Rabbi calling her



She went to where he stood beside Joshua now, |ooking at the dark world outside
of their chanber as it was revealed in the small projection above Joshua's
i nstrunents.

"There is a stormconing," the Rabbi said. "Joshua thinks it will nake a cenent
of the ash pit."

"That is good," she said. "It is why we built here and |l eft the cover off the
pit when we entered.”

"But how do we get out?"

"W have tools for that," she said. "And even wthout tools, there's always our
hands. "

A maj or concept guides the Mssionaria Protectiva: Purposeful instruction of
the masses. This is firmy seated in our belief that the aimof argunent should
be to change the nature of truth. |In such matters, we prefer the use of power
rat her than force

- The Coda

To Duncan ldaho, life in the no-ship had taken on the air of a peculiar gane
since the advent of his vision and insights into Honored Matre behavior. Entry
of Teg into the game was a deceptive nove, not just the introduction of another
pl ayer.

He stood beside his console this nmorning and recogni zed el ements in this gane
parallel to his own ghola chil dhood at the Bene CGesserit Keep on Ganmu with the
agi ng Bashar as weapons mast er-guardi an

Education. That had been a prinmary concern then as it was now. And the guards,
nostly unobtrusive in the no-ship but always there as they had been on Ganmu.

O their spy devices present, artfully canouflaged and bl ended into the decor.
He had becone an adept at evading themon Ganmu. Here, with Sheeana's help, he
had rai sed evasion to a fine art.

Activity around hi mwas reduced to | ow background. Guards carried no weapons.
But they were nostly Reverend Mdthers with a few senior acolytes. They would
not believe they needed weapons.

Sone things in the no-ship contributed to an illusion of freedom chiefly its
size and conplexity. The ship was |arge, how | arge he coul d not determn ne but
he had access to many floors and to corridors that ran for nore than a thousand
paces.



Tubes and tunnel s, access piping that conveyed himin suspensor pods, dropchutes
and lifts, conventional hallways and wide corridors with hatches that hissed
open at a touch (or remained sealed: Forbidden!) -- all of it was a place to
lock in nmenory, becoming there his own turf, private to himin a way far
different fromwhat it was to guards.

The energy required to bring the ship down to the planet and naintain it spoke
of a mpjor commitnent. The Sisterhood could not count the cost in any ordinary
way. The conptroller of the Bene Gesserit treasury did not deal merely in
nonetary counters. Not for themthe Solar or conparable currencies. They
banked on their people, on food, on paynents due sonetinmes for mllennia,
paynments often in kind -- both naterials and | oyalties.

Pay up, Duncan! W're calling in your note!

This ship was not just a prison. He had considered several Mentat projections.
Prime: it was a |aboratory where Reverend Mdthers sought a way to nullify a no-
ship's ability to confuse human senses.

A no-ship ganeboard -- puzzle and warren. All to confine three prisoners? No.
There had to be other reasons.

The gane had secret rules, sone he could only guess. But he had found it
reassuri ng when Sheeana entered into the spirit of it. | knew she would have
her own plans. Obvi ous when she began practicing Honored Matre techni ques.
Pol i shing ny trainees!

Sheeana wanted intimate information about Miurbella and rmuch nmore -- his nenories
of people he had known in his many lives, especially menories of the Tyrant.

And | want information about the Bene Gesserit.

The Sisterhood kept himin mnimal activity. Frustrating himto increase Mentat
abilities. He was not at the heart of that |arger problemhe sensed outside the
ship. Tantalizing fragnents cane to hi mwhen Odrade gave himglinpses of their
predi canent through her questions.

Enough to offer new prem ses? Not wi thout access to data that his console
refused to display.

It was his problem too, damm theml He was in a box within their box. Al of
t hem trapped.

Qdrade had stood beside this consol e one afternoon a week ago and bl andly
assured himthe Sisterhood' s data sources were "opened wide" to him Right
there she had stood, her back to the counter, |eaning on it casually, arns

fol ded across her breast. Her resenblance to the adult Mles Teg was uncanny at
times. Even to that need (was it a conmpul sion?) to stand while tal king. She

di sli ked chairdogs, too.

He knew he had an extrenely | oose conprehension of her notives and plans. But
he didn't trust them Not after Gamu.

Decoy and bait. That was how they had used him He was lucky not to have gone
the way of Dune -- a dead husk. Used up by the Bene Gesserit.



When he fidgeted this way, |Idaho preferred to slunmp into the chair at his
consol e. Sonetines, he sat here for hours, immobile, his mnd trying to
enconpass conplexities of the ship's powerful data resources. The system could
identify any human in it. So it has automatic nonitors. It had to know who was
speaki ng, nmeki ng denmands, assuning tenporary command.

Flight circuits defy nmy attenpts to break through the | ocks. Disconnected?
That was what his guards said. But the ship's way of identifying who tapped the
circuits -- he knew his key lay there.

Woul d Sheeana hel p? It was a dangerous ganble to trust her too much. Sonetines
when she watched himat his console he was reni nded of Odrade. Sheeana was
Qdrade' s student. That was a sobering nenory.

VWhat was their interest in how he used Shipsystens? As if he needed to ask!

During his third year here he had nade the systemhide data for him doing this
with his own keys. To thwart the prying conmeyes, he hid his actions in plain
sight. Cbvious insertions for later retrieval but with an encrypted second
nessage. FEasy for a Mentat and useful nostly as a trick, exploring the
potentials of Shipsystens. He had booby-trapped his data to a random dunp

wi t hout hope of recovery.

Bel | onda suspected, but when she questioned himabout it, he only smled.

| hide nmy history, Bell. M serial lives as a ghola -- all of them back to the
original non-ghola. Intimate things | renenber about those experiences: a
dunpi ng ground for poignant nenories.

Sitting now at the console, he experienced m xed feelings. Confinenent galled
him No matter the size and richness of his prison, it still was a prison. He
had known for sonme time that he very likely could escape but Miurbella and his

i ncreasi ng know edge about their predicament held him He felt as much a
prisoner of his thoughts as of the el aborate systemrepresented by guards and
this nonstrous device. The no-ship was a device, of course. Atool. Away to
nove unseen in a dangerous universe. A neans of concealing yourself and your

i ntentions even from presci ent searchers.

Wth accumul ated skills of many lifetinmes, he | ooked on his surroundings through
a screen of sophistication and naivete. Mntats cultivated naivete. Thinking
you knew sonething was a sure way to blind yourself. It was not growi ng up that
slowy applied brakes to | earning (Mentats were taught) but an accumul ati on of
"things | know. "

New data sources the Sisterhood had opened to him (if he could rely on them

rai sed questions. How was opposition to Honored Matres organi zed in the
Scattering? oviously there were groups (he hesitated to call them powers) who
hunt ed Honored Matres the way Honored Matres hunted the Bene Gesserit. Killed
them too, if you accepted Ganmmu evi dence.

Futars and Handl ers? He made a Mentat Projection: A Tleilaxu offshoot in the
first Scattering had engaged in genetic nmanipulation. Those two he sawin his
vision: were they the ones who created Futars? Could that couple be Face
Dancers? Independent of Tleilaxu Masters? Al was not singular in the
Scattering.



Dammit! He needed access to nore data, to potent sources. His present sources
were not even renotely adequate. A tool of limted purpose, his console could
be adapted to larger requirenents but his adaptations |linmped. He needed to
stride out as a Mentat!

|"ve been hobbled and that's a m stake. Doesn't Odrade trust nme? She's an
Atrei des, damm her! She knows what | owe her famly.

More than one lifetine and the debt never paid!

He knew he was fidgeting. Abruptly, his mnd | ocked on that. Mentat fidgeting!
A signal that he stood poised at the edge of breakthrough. A Prine Projection!
Sonet hi ng they had not told hi mabout Teg?

Questions! There were unasked questions |ashing at him

| need perspective!l Not necessarily a matter of distance. You could gain
perspective fromwithin if your questions carried few distortions.

He sensed that somewhere in Bene Gesserit experiences (perhaps even in Bell's
jeal ously guarded Archives) lay mssing pieces. Bell should appreciate this! A
fell ow Mentat nust know the excitement of this monent. His thoughts were |ike
tesserae, nost of the pieces at hand and ready to fit into a npbsaic. It was not
a matter of solutions.

He could hear his first Mentat teacher, the words runbling in his mnd

"Assenbl e your questions in counterpoise and toss your tenporary data onto one
side of the scales or the other. Solutions unbal ance any situation. |nbal ances
reveal what you seek."

Yes! Achieving inbal ances with sensitized questions was a Mentat's juggling
act .

Sonet hi ng Murbella had said the night before -- what? They had been in her bed.
He recall ed seeing the tinme projected on the ceiling: 9:47. And he had
t hought: That projection takes energy.

He could al most feel the flow of the ship's power, this giant enclosure cut out
of Time. Frictionless machinery to create a mnetic presence no instrument
coul d distinguish fromnatural background. Except for now when it was on

st andby, shielded not fromeyes but from prescience.

Mur bel | a beside him another kind of power, both aware of the force trying to
pul |l themtogether. The energy it took to suppress that nutual magneti sn
Sexual attraction building and buil ding and buil di ng.

Murbel la talking. Yes, that was it. Oddly self-analytic. She approached her
own life with a new maturity, a Bene Gesserit-hei ghtened awareness and
confidence that something of great strength grew in her.

Every time he recognized this Bene Gesserit change, he felt sad.

Nearer the day of our parting.

But Murbella was tal king. "She (Odrade was often 'she') keeps asking ne to
assess ny love for you."



Renenmbering this, Idaho allowed it to replay.
"She has tried the sanme approach with ne."
"What do you say?"

"Odi et amp. Excrucior.”

She lifted herself on one el bow and | ooked down at him "What |anguage is
t hat ?"

"A very old one Leto had ne |earn once."

"Transl ate." Perenptory. Her old Honored Matre self.
“ 'l hate her and | |love her. And | amracked.' "

"Do you really hate ne?" Unbeli eving.

"What | hate is being tied this way, not the master of nmy self."
"Wwuld you leave ne if you coul d?"

"I want the decision to recur noment by moment. | want control of it."

"It's a ganme where one of the pieces can't be noved."

There it was! Her words.

Renenbering, ldaho felt no elation but as though his eyes had suddenly been
opened after a long sleep. A ganme where one of the pieces can't be noved.

Gane. His view of the no-ship and what the Sisterhood did here.

There was nore to the exchange.

"The ship is our own special school," Mirbella said.

He could only agree. The Sisterhood reinforced his Mentat capacities to screen
data and di spl ay what had not gone through. He sensed where this mght |ead and

felt | eaden fear.

"You cl ear the nerve passages. You block off distractions and usel ess m nd-
wanderi ngs. "

You redirected your responses into that dangerous node every Mentat was warned
to avoid. "You can | ose yourself there."

Students were taken to see human vegetables, "failed Mentats," kept alive to
denonstrate the peril

How tenpting, though. You could sense the power in that nbde. Nothing hidden
Al'l things known.

In the mdst of that fear, Murbella turning toward himon the bed, he felt the
sexual tensions beconme al nost expl osi ve.

Not yet. Not yet!



One of them had said sonmething else. Wat? He had been thinking about the
limts of logic as a tool to expose the Sisterhood' s notives.

"Do you often try to analyze thenP?" Muirbella asked.

Uncanny how she did that, addressing his unspoken thoughts. She denied she read
mnds. "l just read you, ghola mine. You are nine, you know "

"And vice versa. "

"Too true." Al nobst bantering but it covered sonething deeper and convol ut ed.
There was a pitfall in any analysis of human psyches and he said this.

"Thi nki ng you know why you behave as you do gives you all sorts of excuses for

extraordi nary behavior."

Excuses for extraordi nary behavior! There was another piece in his npsaic.
More of the game but these counters were guilt and bl ane.

Murbel la's voice was al nbst nusing. "l suppose you can rationalize al nost
anything by laying it on sonme trauna."

"Rationalize such things as burning entire planets?"

"There's a kind of brutal self-determnation in that. She says naking

determ ned choices firns up the psyche and gives you a sense of identity you can
rely on under stress. Do you agree, Mentat m ne?"

"The Mentat is not yours." No force in his voice.

Mur bel | a | aughed and sl unped back onto her pillow. "You know what the Sisters
want of us, Mentat m ne?"

"They want our children."

"Ch, much nore than that. They want our willing participation in their dream™
Anot her pi ece of the nopsaic!

But who other than a Bene Gesserit knew that drean? The Sisters were actresses,
al ways performng, letting little that was real cone through their nasks. The
real person was walled in and nmetered out as needed.

"Why does she keep that old painting?" Mirbella asked.

Idaho felt his stomach nmuscles tighten. Odrade had brought hima hol orecord of
the painting she kept in her sleeping chanmber. Cottages at Cordeville by

Vi ncent Van Gogh. Awakening himin this bed at some witching hour of the night
al nost a nonth ago.

"You asked for ny hold on hunmanity and here it is." Thrusting the holo in front
of his sleep-fogged eyes. He sat up and stared at the thing, trying to

conprehend. What was wong with her? Odrade sounded so excited.

She left the holo in his hands while she turned on all of the lights, giving the
room a sense of hard and i nmedi ate shapes, everything vaguely nechani cal the way



you woul d expect it in a no-ship. Were was Miurbella? They had gone to sl eep
t oget her.

He focused on the holo and it touched himin an unaccountable way, as though it
linked himto Qdrade. Her hold on her humanity? The holo felt cold to his
hands. She took it fromhimand propped it on the side table where he stared at
it while she found a chair and sat near his head. Sitting? Sonething conpelled
her to be near him

"It was painted by a madman on O d Terra," she said, bringing her cheek close to
his while both | ooked at the copy of the painting. "Look at it! An
encapsul at ed hunan nmonent. "

In a | andscape? Yes, danmit. She was right.

He stared at the holo. Those marvelous colors! It was not just the colors. It
was the totality.

"Most nmodern artists would | augh at the way he created that," Odrade said.

Coul dn't she be silent while he | ooked at it?

"That was a human being as ultimate recorder," Qdrade said. "The human hand,

t he human eye, the human essence brought to focus in the awareness of one person
who tested the linmits."

Tested the limts! Mre of the nosaic.

"Van Gogh did that with the npbst prinitive materials and equi pnent." She
sounded al nost drunk. "Pignents a caverman woul d have recogni zed! Painted on a
fabric he could have made with his own hands. He mi ght have nade the tools
hinself fromfur and wild twi gs."

She touched the surface of the holo, her finger placing a shadow across the tal
trees. "The cultural |evel was crude by our standards, but see what he

pr oduced?"

| daho felt he should say sonething but words would not come. \Where was
Mur bel 1 a? Wy wasn't she here?

Qdrade pul | ed back and her next words burned thenselves into him

"That painting says you cannot suppress the wild thing, the uniqueness that wll
occur anong humans no matter how nuch we try to avoid it."

I daho tore his gaze away fromthe holo and | ooked at Odrade's |ips when she
spoke.

"Vincent told us something inportant about our fellows in the Scattering."
Thi s | ong-dead painter? About the Scattering?

"They have done things out there and are doing things we cannot inmagine. WId
t hi ngs! The expl osive size of that Scattered popul ation insures it."

Murbel | a entered the room behind Odrade, belting a soft white robe, her feet
bare. Her hair was damp froma shower. So that was where she had gone.



"Mot her Superior?" Mirbella' s voice was sl eepy.

Qdr ade spoke over her shoul der without fully turning. "Honored Matres think
they can anticipate and control every w |l dness. Wat nonsense. They cannot
even control it in thenselves."

Mur bel I a came around to the foot of the bed and stared questioningly at |daho.
"I seemto have come in on the mddle of a conversation. "

"Bal ance, that's the key," Odrade said.

| daho kept his attention on Mdther Superior

"Hurmans can bal ance on strange surfaces," Qdrade said. "Even on unpredictable
ones. It's called '"getting in tune.' Great nusicians knowit. Surfers

wat ched when | was a child on Gammu, they knew it. Some waves throw you but

you're prepared for that. You clinb back up and go at it once nore."

For no reason he could explain, |Idaho thought of another thing OQdrade had sai d:
"W have no attic storeroons. W recycle everything."

Recycle. Cycle. Pieces of the circle. Pieces of the npsaic.

He was random hunting and knew better. Not the Mentat way. Recycle, though --
QO her Menory was not an attic storeroomthen but sonething they considered as
recycling. It neant they used their past only to change it and renewit.
Getting in tune.

A strange allusion from soneone who cl ai ned she avoi ded nusi c.

Renenberi ng, he sensed his mental nosaic. |t had beconme a junble. Nothing
fitted anywhere. Random pi eces that probably did not go together at all

But they did!

Mot her Superior's voice continued in his nenmory. So there is nore.

"Peopl e who know this go to the heart of it," Gdrade said. "They warn that you
cannot think about what you're doing. That's a sure way to fail. You just do

it

Don't think. Do it. He sensed anarchy. Her words threw hi mback onto
resources other than Mentat training.

Bene Gesserit trickery! She did this deliberately, knowing the effect. Were
was the affection he sometinmes felt radiating fromher? Could she have concern
for the well-being of soneone she treated this way?

When Odrade | eft them (he barely noticed her departure), Mirbella sat on the bed
and strai ghtened the robe around her knees.

Humans can bal ance on strange surfaces. Myvenent in his mnd: the pieces of
the nosaic trying to find rel ati onshi ps.



He felt a new surge in the universe. Those two strange people in his vision?
They were part of it. He knew this w thout being able to say why. Wat was it
the Bene Gesserit clained? "W nodify old fashions and old beliefs."

"Look at me!" Murbella said.

Voi ce? Not quite but now he was sure she tried it on and she had not told him
they were training her in this wtchery.

He saw the alien look in her green eyes that told himshe was thinking about her
former associ ates.

"Never try to be nore clever than the Bene Gesserit, Duncan."

Speaki ng for the coneyes?

He could not be sure. It was the intelligence behind her eyes that gripped him
these days. He could feel it growing there, as though her teachers blewinto a
bal | oon and Murbella's intell ect expanded the way her abdomen expanded wi th new
life.

Voi ce! \What were they doing to her?

That was a stupid question. He knew what they were doing. They were taking her
away fromhim nmaking a Sister of her. No |onger nmy |lover, nmy marvel ous
Murbella. A Reverend Mdther then, renmptely calculating in everything she did.
A witch. Wo could love a witch?

| could. And always will.

"They grab you fromyour blind side to use you for their own purposes," he said.

He could see his words take hold. She had awakened to this trap after the fact.
The Bene Gesserit were so damably clever! They had enticed her into their
trap, giving her small glinmpses of things as nagnetic as the force binding her
to him It could only be an enraging realization to an Honored Matre.

We trap others! They do not trap us!

But this had been done by the Bene Gesserit. They were in a different category.
Al nmost Sisters. Wiy deny it? And she wanted their abilities. She wanted out
of this probation into the full teaching she could sense just beyond the ship's
walls. Didn't she know why they still kept her on probation?

They know she still struggles in their trap

Mur bel | a slipped out of her robe and clinbed into the bed beside him Not
touching. But keeping that arned sense of nearness between their bodies.

"They originally intended ne to control Sheeana for them" he said.
"As you control nme?"
"Do I control you?"

"Sonmetines | think you're a com c, Duncan."



"I'f I can't laugh at nyself I"'mreally lost."
"Laugh at your pretensions to hunmor, too?"

"Those first." He turned toward her and cupped her |l eft breast in his hand,
feeling the nipple harden under his palm "Did you know | was never weaned?"

"Never in all of those . "

"Not once."

"I mght have guessed.” A snile forned fleetingly on her lips, and abruptly
both of them were | aughing, clutching each other, helpless with it. Presently,
Mur bel | a said, "Damm, damm, dam."

"Damm who?" as his laughter subsided and they pulled apart, forcing the
separ ati on.

"Not who, what. Damn fate!"
"l don't think fate cares.”

"I love you and |I'm not supposed to do that if I'mto be a proper Reverend
Mot her . "

He hated these excursions so close to self-pity. Joke then! "You've never been
a proper anything." He massaged the pregnant swelling of her abdonen.
"I am proper!"

"That's a word they left out when they nmde you."

She pushed his hand away and sat up to | ook down at him "Reverend Mthers are
never supposed to |ove."

"I know that." Did ny anguish reveal itself?

She was too caught up in her own worries. "Wen | get to the Spice Agony . "
"Love! | don't like the idea of agony associated with you in any way."

"How can | avoid it? I'malready in the chute. Very soon they'll have ne up to
speed. I'Il go very fast then."

He wanted to turn away but her eyes held him

"Truly, Duncan. | can feel it. 1In away, it's |like pregnancy. There cones a
poi nt when it's too dangerous to abort. You must go through with it."

"So we |ove each other!" Forcing his thoughts away from one danger into
anot her.

"And they forbid it."

He | ooked up at the coneyes. "The watchdogs are watching us and they have
fangs."



"I know. I'mtalking to themright now M love for you is not a flaw. Their
coldness is the flaw. They're just |ike Honored Matres!"

A game where one of the pieces can't be noved.
He wanted to shout it but |isteners behind the coneyes woul d hear nore than
spoken words. Murbella was right. |t was dangerous to think you could gul

Rever end Mbt hers.

Sonet hing veiled in her eyes as she | ooked dowmn at him "How very strange you
| ooked just then." He recognized the Reverend Mther she m ght becone.

Veer away from that thought!

Thi nki ng about the strangeness of his nenories sonetines diverted her. She
t hought his previous incarnations made hi m sonehow simlar to a Reverend Mt her

"I"ve died so many tinmes."
"You renenber it?" The sanme question every tine.

He shook his head, not daring to say anything nore for the watchdogs to
i nterpret.

Not the deaths and reawakeni ngs.
Those becane dulled by repetition. Sonetimes he didn't even bother to put them
into his secret data-dunp. No . . . it was the unique encounters wth other

humans, the long collection of recognitions.

That was a thing Sheeana clai med she wanted fromhim "Intimate trivia. |It's
the stuff all artists want."

Sheeana did not know what she asked. All of those living encounters had created
new meani ngs. Patterns within patterns. M nuscule things gained a poignhancy he
despaired of sharing with anyone . . . even with Mirbella.

The touch of a hand on my arm A child s laughing face. The glitter in an
attacker's eyes.

Mundane things without counting. A familiar voice saying: "l just want to put
ny feet up and col |l apse tonight. Don't ask ne to nove."

Al'l had becone part of him They were bound into his character. Living had
cenented theminextricably and he could not explain it to anyone.

Mur bel | a spoke without |ooking at him "There were nany wonen in those |ives of
yours."

"1've never counted them"
"Did you | ove thenP"

"They're dead, Murbella. Al | can pronmise is that there are no jeal ous ghosts
in m past."”



Mur bel | a exti ngui shed the gl owgl obes. He closed his eyes and felt darkness
close in as she crept into his arns. He held her tightly, know ng she needed
it, but his mnd rolled of its own volition

An old nmenory produced a Mentat teacher's saying: "The greatest relevancy can
becorme irrelevant in the space of a heartbeat. Mentats should | ook upon such
nonents with joy."

He felt no joy.

Al'l of those serial lives continued within himin defiance of Mentat

rel evancies. A Mentat cane at his universe fresh in each instant. Nothing old,
not hi ng new, nothing set in ancient adhesives, nothing truly known. You were
the net and you existed only to exanine the catch

VWhat did not go through? How fine a nesh did | use on this lot?

That was the Mentat view. But there was no way the Tleilaxu could have incl uded
all of those ghola-ldaho cells to recreate him There had to be gaps in their
serial collection of his cells. He had identified many of those gaps.

But no gaps in ny nenory. | renenber themall

He was a network linked outside of Tinme. That is how | can see the people of
that vision . . . the net. It was the only explanation Mentat awareness could
provide and if the Sisterhood guessed, they would be terrified. No matter how
many tines he denied it, they would say: "Another Kw satz Haderach! Kill him"
So work for yourself, Mentat!

He knew he had npbst of the npbsaic pieces but still they did not go together in
t hat Ahh, hah! assenbly of questions Mentats prized.

A game where one of the pieces can't be noved.
Excuses for extraordi nary behavior.

"They want our willing participation in their dream™
Test the linmits!

Humans can bal ance on strange surfaces.

CGCet intune. Don't think. Do it

The best art inmtates Iife in a conpelling way. |If it imtates a dream it nust
be a dreamof life. Oherwise, there is no place where we can connect. Qur
plugs don't fit.



-Darwi drade

As they travel ed south toward the desert in the early afternoon, COdrade found

t he countryside disturbingly changed from her previous inspection three nonths
earlier. She felt vindicated in having chosen ground vehicles. Views franed by
the thick plaz protecting themfromthe dust reveal ed nore details at this

l evel .

Much drier.

Her inmediate party rode in a relatively light car -- only fifteen passengers

i ncluding the driver. Suspensors and sophisticated jet drive when they were not
on ground-effect. Capable of a snoboth three hundred klicks an hour on the

gl aze. Her escort (too large, thanks to an overzeal ous Tamal ane) followed in a
bus that also carried changes of clothing, foods and drinks for wayside stops.

Streggi, seated beside Odrade and behind the driver, said: "Could we not manage
a small rain here, Mther Superior?"

Qdrade's lips thinned. Silence was the best answer.

They had been late starting. All of them assenbled on the | oadi ng dock and were
ready to | eave when a nessage cane down from Bel |l onda. Another disaster report
requiring Mother Superior's personal attention at the |ast m nute!

It was one of those times when Odrade felt her only possible role was that of
official interpreter. Walk to the edge of the stage and tell themwhat it
neant: "Today, Sisters, we |earned that Honored Matres have obliterated four
nore of our planets. W are that nmuch snaller."

Only twelve planets left (including Buzzell) and the facel ess hunter with the
axe is that much cl oser

Qdrade felt the chasm yawni ng beneath her

Bel | onda had been ordered to contain this |atest bad news until a nore
appropriate noment.

Qdr ade | ooked out the wi ndow beside her. Wat was an appropriate nmonent for
such news?

They had been driving south a little nore than three hours, the burner-glazed
roadway |ike a green river ahead of them This passage |ed themthrough
hillsides of cork oaks that stretched out to ridge-enclosed horizons. The oaks
had been allowed to grow gnonelike in |ess regi nented plantations than orchards.
There were neandering rows up the hills. The original plantation had been laid
out on existing contours, seni-terraces now obscured by |ong brown grass.

"We grow truffles in there," Odrade said.

Streggi had nore bad news. "I amtold the truffles are in trouble, Mother
Superior. Not enough rain.”

No nore truffles? drade hesitated on the edge of bringing a Communications
acolyte fromthe rear and asking Wather if this dryness could be corrected.



She gl anced back at her attendants. Three rows, four people in each row,
specialists to extend her observational powers and carry out orders. And | ook
at that bus following theml One of the larger such vehicles on Chapterhouse.
Thirty nmeters long, at least! Crammed with people! Dust whirled across and
around it.

Tamal ane rode back there at Qdrade's orders. NMother Superior could be peppery
when aroused, everyone thought. Tam had brought too many people but Odrade had
di scovered it too |ate for changes.

"Not an inspection! A dammed invasion!"™ Follow ny lead, Tam A little
political drama. Make transition easier

She returned her attention to the driver, only male in this car. Cdairby, a
vinegary little transport expert. Pinched-up face, skin the color of newy
turned danp earth. Odrade's favorite driver. Fast, safe, and wary of limts in
hi s machi ne.

They crested a hill and cork oaks thinned out, replaced ahead by fruit orchards
surroundi ng a comunity.

Beautiful in this light, Odrade thought. Low buildings of white walls and
orange-tiled roofs. An arch-shaded entrance street could be seen far down the
slope and, in a line behind it, the tall central structure containing regiona
overvi ew of fices.

The sight reassured Odrade. The conmunity had a gl owi ng | ook softened by
di stance and a haze rising fromits ring orchards. Branches still bare up here
inthis winter belt but surely capable of at |east one nore crop

The Si sterhood demanded a certain beauty in its surroundi ngs, she rem nded
herself. A cosseting that provided support for the senses wi thout subtracting

from needs of the stomach. Confort where possible . . . but not too nuch!
Soneone behind Gdrade said: " | do believe sone of those trees are starting to
| eaf . "

Qdrade took a nore careful look. Yes! Tiny bits of green on dark boughs.
Wnter had slipped here. Wather Control, struggling to make seasonal shifts,
could not prevent occasional m stakes. The expandi ng desert was creating higher
tenperatures too early here: odd warm ng patches that caused plants to | eaf or
bloomjust in time for an abrupt frost. Die-back of plantations was becom ng
much too common.

A Field Advisor had dredged up the ancient term"Indian Sunmer" for a report
illustrated by projections of an orchard in full bl ossom being assaulted by
snow. (Odrade had felt menmory stirring at the advisor's words.

I ndi an Sunmer. How appropri ate!

Her councillors sharing that little view of their planet's travail recognized

t he netaphor of a marauding freeze comi ng on the heels of inappropriate warnth:
an unexpected revival of warm weather, a tine when raiders could plague their
nei ghbors.



Renenbering, Odrade felt the chill of the hunter's axe. How soon? She dared
not seek the answer. |'mnot a Kwi satz Haderach

Wt hout turning, Qdrade spoke to Streggi. "This place, Pondrille, have you ever
been here?"

"I't was not ny postulant center, Mther Superior, but | presune it is simlar."

Yes, these communities were nuch alike: npstly low structures set in garden
pl ots and orchards, school centers for specific training. It was a screening
system for prospective Sisters, the nesh finer the closer you got to Central

Sone of these comunities such as Pondrille concentrated on toughening their
charges. They sent wonen out for |long hours every day to manual |abor. Hands
that grubbed in dirt and becane stained with fruit sel dom bal ked at rmucki er
tasks later in life.

Now t hat they were out of the dust, C airby opened the wi ndows. Heat poured in!
VWhat was Weat her doi ng?

Two buil dings at the edge of Pondrille had been joined one story above the

street, formng a long tunnel. Al it needed, Odrade thought, was a portcullis
to duplicate a town gate out of pre-space history. Arnmored kni ghts woul d not
find the dusky heat of this entry unfanmiliar. It was defined in dark plastone,

visually identical to stone. Coneye apertures overhead surely were places where
guardians lay in wait.

The I ong, shaded entry to the community was cl ean, she saw. Nostrils were
sel dom assail ed by rot or other offensive odors in Bene Gesserit communities.
No sluns. Few cripples hobbling along the wal ks. Mich healthy flesh. Good
managenent took care to keep a heal thy popul ati on happy.

We have our disabled, though. And not all of them physically disabled.

Clairby parked just within the exit fromthe shaded street and they energed.
Tanmal ane's bus pulled to a stop behind them

Qdrade had hoped the entry passage would provide relief fromthe heat but
perversity of nature had made an oven of the place and the tenperature actually
i ncreased here. She was glad to pass through into the clear light of the
central square where sweat burning off her body provided a few seconds of

cool ness.

The illusion of relief passed abruptly as the sun scorched her head and
shoul ders. She was forced to call on netabolic control to adjust her body heat.

Water splashed in a reflecting circle at the central square, a careless display
that soon woul d have to end.

Leave it for now Mbrale!
She heard her conpanions followi ng, the usual groans against "sitting too |ong
in one position." A greeting del egation could be seen hurrying fromthe far

side of the square. Odrade recognized Tsinpay, Pondrille's |eader, in the van.

Mot her Superior's attendants noved onto the blue tiles of the fountain plaza --
all except Streggi, who stood at Odrade's shoul der. Tanml ane's group, too, was



attracted to splashing water. All part and parcel of a human dream so anci ent
it could never be conpletely discarded, Qdrade thought.

Fertile fields and open water -- clear, potable water you can dip your face into
for thirst-quenching relief.

I ndeed, sonme of her party were doing just that at the fountain. Their faces
glistened with danpness.

The Pondrille delegation cane to a stop near Odrade while still on the blue
tiles of the fountain plaza. Tsinpay had brought three other Reverend Mthers
and five ol der acol ytes.

Near the Agony, all of those acol ytes, Odrade observed. Showi ng their awareness
of the trial in directness of gaze.

Tsi npay was soneone Qdrade saw i nfrequently at Central where she cane sonetines
as a teacher. She was looking fit: brown hair so dark it appeared reddish-
black in this light. The narrow face was alnbst bleak in its austerity. Her
features centered on all-blue eyes under heavy brows.

"W are glad to see you, Mdther Superior." Sounded as though she neant it.

Qdrade inclined her head, a minimal gesture. | hear you. Wy are you so glad
to see nme?

Tsi npay understood. She gestured to a tall, holl ow cheeked Reverend Mt her
besi de her. "You renenmber Fali, our Ochard Mstress? Fali has just been to ne
with a del egati on of gardeners. A serious conplaint."

Fali's weathered face | ooked a bit gray. Overworked? She had a thin nouth
above a sharp chin. Dirt under her fingernails. Qdrade noted it wi th approval.
Not afraid to join in the grubbing.

Del egati on of gardeners. So there was an escal ation of conplaints. Mist have
been serious. Not like Tsinpay to dunp it on Mther Superior

"Let's hear it," Odrade said.

Wth a glance at Tsinmpay, Fali went through a detailed recital, even providing
qualifications of delegation |leaders. Al of them good people, of course.

Qdrade recogni zed the pattern. There had been conferences concerning this

i nevitabl e consequence, Tsinmpay in attendance at some of them How could you
explain to your people that a distant sandworm (perhaps not even in existence
yet) required this change? How could you explain to farnmers that it was not a
matter of "just a bit nore rain" but went straight to the heart of the planet's
total weather. Mre rain here could nean a diversion of high-altitude w nds.
That in its turn woul d change things el sewhere, cause npisture-|laden siroccos
where they woul d be not only upsetting but al so dangerous. Too easy to bring on
great tornadoes if you inserted the wong conditions. A planet's weather was no
sinple thing to treat with easy adjustnments. As | have sonetines denanded.

Each tine, there was a total equation to be scanned.

"The planet casts the final vote," COdrade said. It was an old rem nder in the
Si sterhood of human fallibility.



"Does Dune still have a vote?" Fali asked. More bitterness in the question than
Qdrade had anti ci pat ed.

"I feel the heat. W saw the | eaves on your orchards as we arrived," Odrade
said. | know what concerns you, Sister

"W will lose part of the crop this year," Fali said. Accusation in her words:
This is your fault!

"What did you tell your del egation?" COdrade asked.

"That the desert nust grow and Weather no | onger can make every adj ustnment we
need. "

Truth. The agreed response. Inadequate, as truth often was, but all they had
now. Sonething woul d have to give soon. Meanwhile, nore del egations and | oss
of crops.

"WIl you take tea with us, Mdther Superior?" Tsinpay, the diplomat,
intervening. You see how it is escalating, Mther Superior? Fali will now go
back to dealing with fruits and vegetables. Her proper place. Message

del i ver ed.

Streggi cleared her throat.

That dammabl e gesture will have to be suppressed! But the neaning was cl ear.
Streggi had been put in charge of their schedule. W nust be going.

"W got a late start,” Odrade said. "W stopped only to stretch our |egs and
see if you have probl ens you cannot neet on your own."

"W can handl e the gardeners, Mther Superior.”
Tsinpay's brisk tone said much nore and Odrade al nost smil ed.

I nspect if you wish, Mther Superior. Look anywhere. You will find Pondrille
in Bene Gesserit order

Qdrade gl anced at Tanal ane's bus. Sone of the people already were returning to
the air-conditioned interior. Tamalane stood by the door, well wthin earshot.

"I hear good reports of you, Tsinpay," Qdrade said. "You can do w thout our
interference. | certainly don't want to intrude on you with an entourage that
is far too large.”" This last |loud enough that all would be certain to hear

"Where will you spend the night, Mther Superior?"
"Eldio."
"1've not been down there for sone tine but | hear the sea is nmuch smaller."”

"Overflights confirmwhat you' ve heard. No need to warn themthat we're com ng
Tsi npay. They already know. W had to prepare themfor this invasion."

Orchard Mstress Fali took a snmall step forward. "Mther Superior, if we could
get just "



"Tel | your gardeners, Fali, that they have a choice. They can grunble and wait
here until Honored Matres arrive to enslave themor they can elect to go
Scattering."

Qdrade returned to her car and sat, eyes closed, until she heard the doors
seal ed and they were well on their way. Presently, she opened her eyes. They
al ready were out of Pondrille and onto the gl assy | ane through the southern ring
orchards. There was charged sil ence behind her. Sisters were |ooking deeply

i nto questions about Mot her Superior's behavior back there. An unsatisfactory
encounter. Acolytes naturally picked up the mood. Streggi | ooked gl um

Thi s weat her demanded notice. Wrds no |onger could snmooth over the conplaints.
Good days were neasured by | ower standards. Everyone knew the reason but
changes remmined a focal point. Visible. You could not conplain about Mot her
Superior (not wi thout good cause!) but you could grunble about the weat her

"Way did they have to nake it so cold today? Wy today when | have to be out in
it? Qite warmwhen we cane out but | ook at it now. And nme w thout proper
cl ot hi ng!"

Streggi wanted to talk. WelIl, that's why | brought her. But she had becone
al nost garrul ous as enforced intinacy eroded her awe of Mther Superior

"Mot her Superior, |'ve been searching in ny manuals for an explanation of --

"Beware of manuals!" How many tines in her |ife had she heard or spoken those
wor ds? "Manual s create habits."

Streggi had been | ectured often about habits. The Bene Gesserit had them --
those things the Fol k preserved as "Typical of the Wtches!" But patterns that
al l owed others to predict behavior, those nust be carefully excised.

"Then why do we have mmnual s, Mt her Superior?"

"W have themmainly to disprove them The Coda is for novices and others in
primary training."

"And the histories?"

"Never ignore the banality of recorded histories. As a Reverend Modther, you
will relearn history in each new nonent."

"Truth is an enpty cup." Very proud of her renenbered aphorism
Qdr ade al nost smi | ed.
Streggi is a jewel.

It was a cautioning thought. Sone precious stones could be identified by their
impurities. Experts mapped inpurities within the stones. A secret fingerprint.
People were like that. You often knew themby their defects. The glittering
surface told you too little. Good identification required you to | ook deep

i nside and see the inpurities. There was the gemquality of a total being.

VWhat woul d Van Gogh have been without inpurities?

"I't is coments of perceptive cynics, Streggi, things they say about history,
t hat shoul d be your guides before the Agony. Afterward, you will be your own



cynic and you will discover your own values. For now, the histories revea
dates and tell you sonething occurred. Reverend Mothers search out the
somet hings and | earn the prejudices of historians.”

"That's all?" Deeply offended. Wiy did they waste ny tinme that way?

"Many histories are largely worthl ess because prejudiced, witten to please one
powerful group or another. Wit for your eyes to be opened, nmy dear. W are
the best historians. W were there."

"And nmy viewpoint will change daily?" Very introspective.

"That's a | esson the Bashar rem nded us to keep fresh in our mnds. The past
nmust be reinterpreted by the present.”

"I"'mnot sure | will enjoy that, Mther Superior. So nany noral decisions."

Ahhhh, this jewel saw to the heart of it and spoke her mnd like a true Bene
Gesserit. There were brilliant facets anmong Streggi's inmpurities.

Qdr ade | ooked sideways at the pensive acolyte. Long ago, the Sisterhood had

rul ed that each Sister nust nake her own noral decisions. Never follow a | eader
wi t hout asking your own questions. That was why noral conditioning of the young
t ook such high priority.

That is why we |ike to get our prospective Sisters so young. And it nay be why
a noral flaw has crept into Sheeana. W got her too late. Wat do she and
Duncan tal k about so secretly with their hands?

"Moral decisions are al ways easy to recogni ze," Odrade said. "They are where
you abandon self-interest."

Streggi | ooked at Odrade with awe. "The courage it must take!"

"Not courage! Not even desperation. Wat we dois, inits npbst basic sense,
natural. Things done because there is no other choice."

"Someti nes you nmake ne feel ignorant, Mdther Superior."

"Excellent! That's begi nning wisdom There are nany ki nds of ignorance,
Streggi. The basest is to follow your own desires w thout exam ning them
Sonetimes, we do it unconsciously. Hone your sensitivity. Be aware of what you
do unconsciously. Always ask: 'Wwen |I did that, what was | trying to gain? "

They crested the final hill before Eldio and Odrade wel coned a refl exive nonent.

Soneone behind her nurnured, "There's the sea."
"Stop here," (Qdrade ordered as they neared a wi de turnout at a curve overl ooking
the sea. Cdairby knew the place and was prepared for it. Odrade often asked
himto stop here. He brought themto a halt where she wanted. The car creaked
as it settled. They heard the bus pull up behind, a |oud voice back there
calling on companions to "Look at that!"

Eldio lay off to Odrade's left far down there: delicate buildings, sone raised
of f the ground on sl ender pipes, w nd passing under and through them This was
far enough south and down off the hei ghts where Central perched that it was much



warner. Small vertical-axis windmlls, toys fromthis distance, whirled at the
corners of Eldio's buildings to help power the conmunity. Odrade pointed them
out to Streggi

"W thought of them as independence from bondage to a conpl ex technol ogy
controlled by others."

As she spoke, Odrade shifted her attention to the right. The seal It was a
dreadful ly condensed remant of its once glorious expanse. Sea Child hated what
she saw.

Warm vapor lifted fromthe sea. The dimpurple of dry hills drew a blurred
outline of horizon on the far side of the water. She saw that Wather had
introduced a wind to disperse saturated air. The result was a choppy froth of
waves beating agai nst the shingle below this vantage.

There had been a string of fishing villages here, Odrade recalled. Now that the
sea had receded, villages lay farther back up the slope. Once, the villages had
been a col orful accent along the shore. Mch of their popul ati on had been

si phoned off in the new Scattering. People who renmained had built a tramto get
their boats to and fromthe water

She approved of this and deplored it. Energy conservation. The whole situation
struck her suddenly as grim-- like one of those O d Enpire geriatric
installations where people waited around to die.

How |l ong until these places die?

"The sea is so small!" 1t was a voice fromthe rear of the car. Odrade
recogni zed it. An Archives clerk. One of Bell's dammed spies.

Leaning forward, Odrade tapped C airby on the shoulder. "Take us down to the
near shore, that cove alnpst directly belowus. | wish to swmin our sea,
Clairby, while it still exists."

Streggi and two other acolytes joined her in the warmwaters of the cove. The
ot hers wal ked al ong the shore or watched this odd scene fromthe car and bus.

Mot her Superior swi mm ng nude in the seal

Qdrade felt energizing water around her. Swimiing was required because of
comand deci si ons she nust nake.

How rmuch of this last great sea could they afford to maintain during these fina
days of their planet's tenperate |ife? The desert was coning -- total desert to
match that of |lost Dune. |If the axe-bearer gives us tinme. The threat felt very
close and the chasm deep. Damm this wild talent! Wy do | have to know?

SlowWy, Sea Child and wave notions restored her sense of bal ance. This body of
water was a mmjor conplication -- nuch nore inportant than scattered small seas
and | akes. Misture lifted fromhere in significant anbunts. Energy to charge
unwant ed devi ations in Wather's barely control |l ed managenent. Yet, this sea
still fed Chapterhouse. It was a comunication and transport route. Sea
carriers were cheapest. Energy costs nust be bal anced agai nst other el enents in
her decision. But the sea would vanish. That was sure. Wole popul ations
faced new di spl acenents.



Sea Child's nenories interfered. Nostalgia. It blocked paths of proper
judgrment. How fast nust the sea go? That was the question. All of the
i nevitable relocations and resettlenments waited on that decision

Best it were done quickly. The pain banished into our past. Let us get on wth
it!

She swamto the shallows and | ooked up at a puzzled Tamal ane. Tam s robed
skirts were dark with splashings froman unexpected wave. Odrade lifted her
head cl ear of the small surges.

"Taml Elimnate the sea as fast as possible. Get Wather to plot a swift
dehydrati on scheme. Food and Transport will have to be brought into it. "Il
approve the final plan after our usual review"

Tanmal ane turned away without speaking. She beckoned appropriate Sisters to
acconpany her, glancing only once at Mdther Superior as she did this. Seel
was right to bring along the necessary cadrel!

Qdrade clinbed fromthe water. Wt sand gritted under her feet. Soon, it wll
be dry sand. She dressed wi thout bothering to towel herself. Cothing gripped
her flesh unconfortably but she ignored this, walking up the strand away from

t he others, not |ooking back at the sea.

Souvenirs of nmenory nust be only that. Things to be taken up and fondl ed
occasionally for evocation of past joys. No joy can be pernmanent. Al is
transient. "This, too, shall pass away" applies to all of our living universe.

VWere the beach becanme |oany dirt and a few sparse plants, she turned finally
and | ooked back at the sea she had just condemed.

Only life itself nmattered, she told herself. And life could not endure without
an ongoi ng thrust of procreation.

Survival. Qur children must survive. The Bene Gesserit nust survive!

No single child was nore inportant than the totality. She accepted this,
recognizing it as the species talking to her from her deepest self, the self she
had first encountered as Sea Child.

Qdrade all owed Sea Child one last sniff of salt air as they returned to their

vehicl es and prepared to drive into Eldio. She felt herself grow calm That
essenti al bal ance, once learned, did not require a sea to maintain it.

Uproot your questions fromtheir ground and the dangling roots will be seen.
Mor e questi ons!

-Ment at Zensufi



Dana was in her el enent.
Spi der Queen!

She liked the witches' title for her. This was the heart of her web, this new
control center on junction. The exterior of the building still did not suit
her. Too nmuch CGuild conplacency in its design. Conservative. But the interior
had begun to take on a famliarity that soothed her. She could al nost imagi ne
she had never left Dur, that there had been no Futars and the harrow ng flight
back into the O d Enpire.

She stood in the open door of the Assenbly Room | ooki ng out at the Botanica
Garden. Logno waited four paces behind. Not too close behind ne, Logno, or |
shall have to kill you.

There was still dew on the | awn beyond the tiles where, when the sun had risen
far enough, servants would distribute confortable chairs and tables. She had
ordered a sunny day and Weat her had dammed wel| better produce it. Logno's

report was interesting. So the old witch had returned to Buzzell. And she was
angry, too. Excellent. Obviously, she knew she was bei ng watched and she had
visited her supreme witch to ask for renoval from Buzzell, for sanctuary. And

she had been refused.

They don't care that we destroy their linbs just as long as the central body
remai ns hi dden.

Speaki ng over her shoul der to Logno, Dama said: "Bring that old witch to me.
And all of her attendants."

As Logno turned to obey, Dama added: "And begin starving sone Futars. | want
t hem hungry. "

"Yes, Dama."

Soneone el se noved into Logho's attendant position. Dama did not turn to
identify the replacenent. There were always enough aides to carry out necessary
orders. One was nuch |ike another except in the matter of threat. Lognho was a
constant threat. Keeps ne alert.

Danma i nhal ed deeply of the fresh air. It was going to be a good day precisely
because that was what she desired. She gathered in her secret menories then and
| et them soot he her.

Qul dur be bl essed! W've found the place to rebuild our strength.
Consolidation of the A d Enpire was proceeding as planned. There could not be
many wi tches' nests |left out there and, once that dammabl e Chapt er house was

found, the linmbs could be destroyed at |eisure.

Ix, now. There was a problem Perhaps | should not have killed those two |xian
scientists yesterday.

But the fools had dared denand "nore information" fromher. Demanded! And
after saying they still had no solution to rearnmi ng The Wapon. O course, they



did not know it was a weapon. Did they? She could not be sure. So it had been
a good thing to kill those two after all. Teach thema |esson

Bring us answers, not questions.

She |iked the order she and her Sisters were creating in the Od Enmpire. There
had been too nuch wanderi ng about and too many different cultures, too many
unstabl e religions.

Worship of Guldur will serve themas it serves us.

She felt no nystical affinity to her religion. It was a useful tool of power.
The roots were well known: Leto Il, the one those witches called "The Tyrant,"
and his father, Miad' Dib. Consummate power brokers, both of them Lots of
schismatic cells around but those could be weeded out. Keep the essence. It
was a wel | -1ubricated machine.

The tyranny of the minority cloaked in the mask of the majority.

That was what the witch Lucilla had recognized. No way to let her live after
di scoveri ng she knew how to nani pul ate the nmasses. The witch nests would have
to be found and burned. Lucilla's perceptiveness clearly was not an isol ated
exanpl e. Her actions betrayed the workings of a school. They taught this
thing! Fools! You had to nanage reality or things really got out of control
Logno returned. Danmm could always tell the sound of her footsteps. Furtive.

"The old witch will be brought from Buzzell," Logno said. "And her attendants."
"Don't forget about the Futars."
"I have given the orders, Dana."

Oly voice! You' dlike to feed me to the herd, wouldn't you, Logno?

"And tighten up security on the cages, Logno. Three nore of them escaped | ast
night. They were wandering around in the garden when |I awoke."

"I was told, Dama. Mdre cage guards have been assigned."

"And don't tell nme they're harm ess without a Handler."

"I do not believe that, Dama."

And that's truth fromher, for once. Futars terrify her. Good.

"I believe we have our power base, Logno." Dana turned, noting that Logno had
encroached at least two millinmeters into the danger zone. Logno sawit, too,
and retreated. As close as you want in front where | can see you, Logno, but

not behind nmy back

Logno saw the orange blaze in Dana's eyes and al nost knelt. Definite bending of
the knees. "It is ny eagerness to serve you, Dana!"

Your eagerness to replace nme, Logno.

"What of that woman from Gammu? Odd nanme. Wat was it?"



"Rebecca, Danma. She and sone of her conpanions have . . . ahhh, tenporarily
eluded us. W will find them They cannot get off the planet."

"You think I should have kept her here, don't you?"

"It was wise to think of her as bait, Dama!"

"She's still bait. That witch we found on Garmu did not go to those people by
acci dent . "

"Yes, Dama."

Yes, Dama! But the subservient sound in Logno's voice was enjoyable. "Well

get on with it!"
Logno scurried away.

There were always those little cells of potential violence nmeeting secretly
sonewhere. Building up their nutual charges of hate, swarm ng out to disrupt
the orderly lives around them Sonmeone always had to clean up after those

di sruptions. Danmm sighed. Terror tactics were so . . . so tenporary!

Success, that was the danger. It had cost theman empire. |f you waved your
success around |i ke a banner soneone always wanted to cut you down. Envy!

We will hold our success nore cautiously this tine.

She fell into a sem -reverie, still alert to the sounds behind her, but
relishing the evidence of new victories that had been displayed to her this
norning. She liked to roll the names of captive planets silently on her tongue.

Wal | ach, Kronin, Reenol, Ecaz, Bela Tegeuse, Ganmu, Ganont, Ni ushe

Humans are born with a susceptibility to that npst persistent and debilitating
di sease of intellect: self-deception. The best of all possible worlds and the
worst get their dramatic coloration fromit. As nearly as we can determ ne
there is no natural imunity. Constant alertness is required.

- The Coda
Wth Odrade away from Central (and probably only for a short tine) Bellonda knew
swift action was required. That dammed Mentat-ghola is too dangerous to live!

Mot her Superior's party was barely out of sight into the |owering afternoon
bef ore Bel |l onda was on her way to the no-ship



Not for Bellonda a thoughtful approach through ring orchards. She ordered space
on a tube, wi ndow ess, automatic, and fast. Odrade, too, had observers who
m ght send unwant ed nessages.

En route, Bellonda reviewed her assessment of |daho's many lives, a record she
had kept in Archives ready for quick retrieval. 1In the original and early

ghol as, his character had been doni nated by inmpul siveness. Qick to hate, quick
to give loyalty. Later Idaho-gholas tenpered this with cynicismbut the
under | yi ng i mpul si veness remai ned. The Tyrant had called it to action many
tinmes. Bellonda recognized a pattern.

He can be goaded by pride.

His long service to the Tyrant fascinated her. Not only had he been a Ment at
several tinmes but there was evidence he had been a Truthsayer in nore than one
i ncarnati on.

| daho' s appearance refl ected what she saw in her records. |Interesting character
lines, a look around the eyes and a set to his nouth that went with conpl ex
i nner devel opnent.

Wiy woul d Odrade not accept the danger of this man? Bellonda had felt frequent
m sgi vi ngs when Odrade spoke of Idaho with such flaunting of her enotions.

"He thinks clearly and directly. There's a fastidious cleanliness about his
mnd. It's restorative. | like himand I know that's a trivial thing to

i nfl uence ny decisions."

She admits his influence!

Bel | onda found | daho al one and seated at his console. Hi s attention was fixed
on a linear display she recognized: the no-ship's operational schematics. He
washed the projection when he saw her

"Hell o, Bell. Been expecting you."

He touched his console field and a door opened behind him Young Teg entered
and took up a position near ldaho, staring silently at Bell onda.

I daho did not invite her to sit or find a chair for her, forcing her to bring
one from his sl eeping chanber and place it facing him \Wen she was seated, he
turned a | ook of wary anmusenent on her

Bel | onda remmi ned taken aback by his greeting. Wy did he expect nme?

He answered her unspoken question. "Dar projected earlier, told ne she was off
to see Sheeana. | knew you'd waste no tine getting to ne when she was gone."
Sinple Mentat projection or . . . "She warned you!"

"Wong."

"What secrets do you and Sheeana share?" Denmandi ng.
"She uses nme the way you want her to use ne."

"The M ssionarial!"



"Bell! Two Mentats together. Mist we play these stupid ganes?"

Bel | onda took a deep breath and sought Mentat npde. Not easy under these
circunstances, that child staring at her, the amusenent on Idaho's face. Was
Qdr ade di spl ayi ng an unsuspected slyness? Wrking against a Sister with this
ghol a?

| daho rel axed when he saw Bene CGesserit intensity become that doubl ed focus of
the Mentat. "1've known for a long tinme that you want ne dead, Bell."

Yes . . . | have been readable in ny fears.

It had been very close there, he thought. Bellonda had cone to himw th death

inmnd, alittle drama to create "the necessity" all prepared. He entertained
few illusions about his ability to match her in violence. But Bellonda-Mentat

woul d observe before acting.

"It's disrespectful the way you use our first names," she said, goading.
"Different recognition, Bell. You're no |onger Reverend Mother and |I'm not 'the
ghola.' Two human beings with common problens. Don't tell ne you' re unaware of
this."

She gl anced around his workroom "If you expected ne why didn't you have
Mur bel | a here?"

"Force her to kill you while protecting me?"

Bel | onda assessed this. The danmmed Honored Matre probably could kill ne, but
then . . . "You sent her away to protect her."

"I"ve a better protector.” He gestured at the child.

Teg? A protector? There were those stories from Gammu about him  Does | daho
know sonet hi ng?

She wanted to ask but did she dare risk diversion? Witchdogs nust receive a
cl ear scenario of danger

"Hi nP"
"Wul d he serve the Bene Gesserit if he saw you kill me?"
When she did not answer, he said: "Put yourself in ny place, Bell. I|I'ma

Ment at caught not only in your trap but in that of the Honored Matres."

"I's that all you are, a Mentat?"

"No. I'ma Tleilaxu experinment but | don't see the future. I'mnot a Kwi satz
Haderach. |'ma Mentat with nmenories of many lives. You, with your O her
Menories -- think about the | everage that gives ne."

VWi | e he was speaking, Teg cane to | ean agai nst the console at |daho's el bow.
The boy's expression was one of curiosity but she saw no fear of her



| daho gestured at the projection focus over his head, silver notes dancing there

ready to create their inages. "A Mentat sees his relays producing discrepancies

-- winter scenes in sumer, sunshine when his visitors have cone through rain
Didn't you expect ne to discount your little playlets?"

She heard Mentat summation. To that extent, they shared common teaching. She
said: "You naturally told yourself not to minimze the Tao."

"I asked different questions. Things that happen together can have underground
links. What is cause and effect when confronted with simultaneity?"

"You had good teachers.™

"And not just in one life."

Teg | eaned toward her. "Did you really cone here to kill hinP"

No sense lying. "I still think he is too dangerous." Let watchdogs argue that!
"But he's going to give nme back my nenories!”

"Dancers on a comon floor, Bell," Idaho said. "Tao. W may not appear to
dance together, may not use the same steps or rhythns but we are seen together."

She began to suspect where he m ght be | eading and wondered if there m ght be
another way to destroy him

"I don't know what you're tal king about," Teg said.
"Interesting coincidences," |daho said.
Teg turned to Bellonda. "Maybe you would expl ain, please?"

"He's trying to tell me we need each other."

"Then why doesn't he say so?"

"It's nmore subtle than that, boy." And she thought: The record must show ne
war ni ng I daho. "The nose of the donkey doesn't cause the tail, Duncan, no
matter how often you see the beast pass that thin vertical space |limting your
view of it."

| daho net Bellonda's fixed gaze. "Dar canme here once with a sprig of apple
bl ossonms, but my projection showed harvest tinme."

"It's riddles, isn't it!" Teg said, clapping his hands.

Bel |l onda recalled the record of that visit. Precise nmovenents by Mot her
Superior. "You didn't suspect a hothouse?"

"Or that she just wanted to pl ease nme?"
"Am | supposed to guess?" Teg asked.

After a long silence, Mentat gaze |ocked to Mentat gaze, |daho said: "There's
anarchy behind ny confinenent, Bell. Disagreenent in your highest councils."



"There can be deliberation and judgnent even in anarchy," she said.

"You're a hypocrite, Bell!™

She drew back as though he had struck her, a purely involuntary novenent that
shocked her by the forced reaction. Voice? No . . . sonething reaching deeper
She was suddenly terrified of this man

"I find it marvel ous that a Mentat and a Reverend Mt her could be such a
hypocrite," he said.

Teg tugged at Idaho's arm "Are you fighting?"
| daho brushed the hand away. "Yes, we're fighting."

Bel | onda coul d not tear her gaze fromldaho's. She wanted to turn and flee.
What was he doing? This had gone conpletely awy!

"Hypocrites and crimnals anong you?" he asked.

Once nore, Bellonda renenbered the coneyes. He was playing not only her but the
wat chers as well! And doing it with exquisite care. She was suddenly filled
with admiration for his performance but this did not allay her fear

"I ask why your Sisters tolerate you?" His |ips noved with such delicate
precision! "Are you a necessary evil? A source of valuable data and,

occasi onal |y, good advi ce?"

She found her voice. "How dare you?" Guttural and containing all of her
vaunt ed vi ci ousness.

"I't could be that you strengthen your Sisters." Voice flat, not changing tone
in the slightest. "Wak links create places others nust reinforce and that
woul d strengthen those others."

Bel | onda realized she was barely keepi ng her hold on Mentat node. Could any of
this be true? Was it possible Mther Superior saw her that way?

"You cane with crimnal disobedience in nmnd," he said. "Al in the nanme of
necessity! A little drama for the conmeyes, proving you had no other choice."

She found his words restoring Mentat abilities. Did he do that knowi ngly? She
was fascinated by the need to study his manner as well as his words. Did he
really read her that well? The record of this encounter night be far nore

val uabl e than her little playlet. And the outcone no different!

"You think Mther Superior's w shes are | aw?" she asked.

"Do you really think me unobservant?" Waving a hand at Teg, who started to
interrupt. "Bell! Be only a Mentat."

"I hear you." And so do nany others!
“I"'mdeep into your problem™

"W've given you no problem™



"But you have. You have, Bell. You're misers the way you parcel out the pieces
but | see it."

Bel | onda abruptly renenbered Odrade saying: "I don't need a Mentat! | need an
i nventor."
"You . . . need . . . ne," ldaho said. "Your problemis still inits shell but

the neat's there and nust be extracted."
"Why woul d we possi bly need you?"

"You need ny imagination, nmy inventiveness, things that kept ne alive in the
face of Leto's wath."

"You've said he killed you so nmany tinmes you |lost count." Eat your own words,
Ment at !

He gave her an exquisitely controlled snile, so precise that neither she nor the
coneyes could mstake its intent. "But how can you trust me, Bell?"

He condemms hi nsel f!
"W thout something new you're dooned," he said. "Only a matter of tine and you

all knowit. Perhaps not this generation. Perhaps not even the next one. But
i nevitably."

Teg pulled sharply at 1daho's sleeve. "The Bashar could help, couldn't he?"

So the boy really listened. |daho patted Teg's arm "The Bashar's not enough."
Then to Bellonda: "Underdogs together. Mist we grow over the sane bone?"
"You've said that before." And doubtless will say it again.

"Still Mentat?" he asked. "Then discard drama! Get the romantic haze off our
probl em "

Dar's the romantic! Not ne!

"What's romantic," he asked, "about little pockets of Scattered Bene Cesserit
waiting to be slaughtered?"

"You think none will escape?"

"You' re seeding the universe with enem es,
Matres!™

he said. "You're feeding Honored

She was fully (and only) Mentat then, required to match this ghola ability for
ability. Drama? Ronmance? The body got in the way of Mentat performance.
Ment at s nmust use the body, not let it interfere.

"No Reverend Mot her you've Scattered has ever returned or sent a nessage,"” he
said. "You try to reassure yourselves by saying only the Scattered ones know
where they go. How can you ignore the nessage they send in this other fact?
Wiy has not one tried to conmuni cate wi th Chapterhouse?”

He's chiding all of us, damm himl And he's right.



"Have | stated our problemin its nost el enmental forn®"
Ment at questi oni ng!
"Si npl est question, sinplest projection," she agreed.

"Anplified sexual ecstasy: Bene Gesserit inprint? Are Honored Matres trapping
your people out there?"

"Murbel l a?" A one-word chal l enge. Assess this wonman you say you |l ove! Does
she know t hings we should know?

"They're conditioned against raising their own enjoynment to addictive |evels but
they are vul nerable.™

"She denies there are Bene Gesserit sources in Honored Matre history."
"As she was conditioned to do."
"A lust for power instead?"

"At last, you have asked a proper question.” And when she did not reply, he
said: "Mater Felicissima." Addressing her by the ancient term for Bene
Gesserit Council nenbers.

She knew why he did it and felt the word produce the wanted effect. She was
firmy bal anced now, Mentat Reverend Mt her enconpassed by the nohal ata of her
own Spice Agony -- that union of benign O her Menory protecting her from

dom nation by malignant ancestors.

How did he know to do that? Every observer behind the coneyes woul d be asking
that question. O course! The Tyrant trained himthus, tinme and tinme again
VWhat do we have here? What is this talent Mther Superior dares enploy?
Dangerous, yes, but far nore valuable than | suspected. By the gods of our own
creation! 1Is he the tool to free us?

How cal m he was. He knew he had caught her

"In one of my lives, Bell, | visited your Bene Gesserit house on Wallach | X and
there tal ked to one of your ancestors, Tersius Helen Anteac. Let her guide you,
Bell. She knows."

Bell onda felt familiar prodding in her mnd. How could he know Anteac was ny
ancestor?

"I went to Wallach I X at the Tyrant's comand," he said. "Ch, yes! | often
t hought of himas Tyrant. M orders were to suppress the Mentat school you
t hought you had hi dden there."

Anteac-simul flow i ntruded: "I show you now the event of which he speaks."
"Consider," he said. "I, a Mentat, forced to suppress a school that trained
people the way | was trained. | knew why he ordered it, of course, and so do
you. "

Simul fl ow poured it through her awareness: Oder of Mentats, founded by
G | bertus Al bans; tenporary sanctuary with Bene Tleil ax who hoped to incorporate



theminto Tleilaxu hegenony; spread i nto uncounted "seed school s"; suppressed by
Leto Il because they fornmed a nucl eus of independent opposition; spread into the
Scattering after the Fam ne

"He kept a few of the finest teachers on Dune, but the question Anteac forces
you to confront now does not go there. Were have your Sisters gone, Bell?"

"W have no way of knowi ng yet, do we?" She |ooked at his console with new
awareness. It was wong to block such a mind. |If they were to use him they
nmust use himfully.

"By the way, Bell," as she stood to | eave. "Honored Matres could be a
relatively small group.”

Smal|? Didn't he know how the Sisterhood was bei ng overwhel med by terrifying
nunbers on planet after planet?

"Al'l nunbers are relative. 1s there something in the universe truly inmovable?
Qur Od Enpire could be a last retreat for them Bell. A place to hide and try
to regroup.”

"You suggested that before . . . to Dar."

Not Mot her Superior. Not Odrade. Dar. He smiled. "And perhaps we could help
with Scytale.”

ayveY
"Murbella to gather information, | to assess it."
He did not |like the smle this produced.
"Precisely what are you suggesti ng?"

"Let our imagi nations roam and fashi on our experinents accordingly. O what use
woul d even a no-planet be if soneone coul d penetrate the shiel ding?"

She gl anced at the boy. Idaho knew their suspicion that the Bashar had seen the
no-shi ps? Naturally! A Mentat of his abilities . . . bits and pieces assenbl ed
into a masterful projection.

"I't would require the entire output of a G3 sun to shield any halfway |ivable
planet.” Dry and very cool the way she | ooked down at him

"Nothing is out of the question in the Scattering."

"But not within our present capabilities. Do you have sonething |ess
anbi ti ous?"”

"Review the genetic narkers in the cells of your people. Look for commobn
patterns in Atreides inheritance. There may be tal ents you have not even
guessed. "

"Your inventive inagination bounces around."

"G 3 suns to genetics. There may be common factors.”



Wiy these mad suggestions? No-planets and people for whom prescient shields are
transparent? What is he doing?

She did not flatter herself that he spoke only for her benefit. There were
al ways t he coneyes.

He renained silent, one armthrown negligently across the boy's shoulders. Both
of them wat ching her! A challenge?

Be a Mentat if you can!

No- pl anets? As the nmass of an object increased, energy to nullify gravitation
passed threshol ds matched to prime nunbers. No-shields met even greater energy
barriers. Another magnitude of exponential increase. Ws |daho suggesting that
soneone in the Scattering mght have found a way around the problenf She asked
hi m

"I xi ans have not penetrated Hol zmann's unification concept," he said. "They
nmerely use it -- a theory that works even when you don't understand it."

Wiy does he direct ny attention to the technocracy of Ix? |Ixians had their
fingers in too many pies for the Bene Gesserit to trust them

"Aren't you curious why the Tyrant never suppressed |x?" he asked. And when
she continued to stare at him "He only bridled them He was fascinated by the
i dea of hunman and nachine inextricably bound to each other, each testing the
l[imts of the other."

"Cybor gs?"
"Anong ot her things."

Didn't Idaho know the residue of revulsion left by the Butlerian Jihad even
among the Bene Gesserit? Alarmng! The convergence of what each -- human and
machi ne -- could do. Considering nachine Iimtations, that was a succinct
description of Ixian shortsightedness. Ws |Idaho saying the Tyrant subscri bed
to the idea of Machine Intelligence? Foolishness! She turned away from him

"You're leaving too quickly, Bell. You should be nore interested in Sheeana's
imunity to sexual bonding. The young nen | send for polishing are not
inmprinted and neither is she. Yet no Honored Matre is nore of an adept."

Bel | onda saw now t he value Qdrade placed in this ghola. Priceless! And | m ght
have killed him This nearness of that error filled her with disnmay.

When she reached the doorway, he stopped her once nore. "The Futars | saw on
Ganmu -- why were we told they hunt and kill Honored Matres? Mirbella knows
not hi ng of this."

Bel | onda | eft w thout |ooking back. Everything she had | earned about |daho
today increased his danger . . . but they had to live with it . . . for now

| daho t ook a deep breath and | ooked at the puzzled Teg. "Thank you for being
here and | do appreciate the fact that you remamined silent in the face of great
provocation."

"She wouldn't really have killed you . . . would she?"



"I'f you had not gained ne those first few seconds, she m ght have."
“\Why 2"

"She has the mistaken idea that | mght be a Kw satz Haderach."

"Li ke Miad' Di b?"

"“And his son."

"Well, she won't hurt you now. "

| daho | ooked at the door where Bellonda had gone. Reprieve. That was all he
had achi eved. Perhaps he no | onger was just a cog in the nachinations of
others. They had achi eved a new rel ationship, one that could keep himalive if
careful ly exploited. Enotional attachnents had never figured in it, not even
with Murbella . . . nor with Odrade. Deep down, Mirbella resented sexua
bondage as much as he did. Odrade might hint at ancient ties of Atreides

| oyalty but enptions in a Reverend Mdther could not be trusted.

Atrei des! He | ooked at Teg, seeing fam |y appearance al ready begi nning to shape
the i mature face.

And what have | really achieved with Bell? They no longer were likely to
provide himwith false data. He could place a certain reliance in what a
Reverend Modther told him coloring this by awareness that any human ni ght nake
m st akes.

I"'mnot the only one in a special school. The Sisters are in my school now

“"May | go find Murbella?" Teg asked. "She promised to teach me how to fight
with ny feet. | don't think the Bashar ever |earned that."

"Who never |earned it?"
Head down, abashed. "I never learned it."

"Murbella's on the practice floor. Run along. But let ne tell her about
Bel | onda. "

Schooling in a Bene Gesserit environment never stopped, |daho thought as he
wat ched the boy | eave. But Miurbella was right when she said they were | earning
thi ngs available only fromthe Sisters.

This thought stirred msgivings. He saw an inmage in nenory: Scytal e standing
behind the field barrier in a corridor. What was their fellow prisoner

| earni ng? |daho shuddered. Thinking of the Tleilaxu always called up menories
of Face Dancers. And that recalled Face Dancer ability to "reprint" the
nenories of anyone they killed. This inits turn filled himwith fears of his
visions. Face Dancers?

And | ama Tleilaxu experinent.

This was not sonething he dared explore with a Reverend Mother or even within
the sight or hearing of one.



He went out in the corridors then and into Murbella's quarters, where he settled
himsel f in a chair and exam ned the residue of a | esson she had studied. Voice.
There was the clairtone she used to echo her vocal experiments. The breathing
harness to force prana-bindu responses lay across a chair, carel essly discarded
in a tangle. She had bad habits from Honored Matre days.

Mur bel I a found himthere when she returned. She wore skin-tight white | eotards
bl ot ched with perspiration and was in a hurry to renove this clothing and make

herself confortable. He stopped her on her way to the shower, using one of the
tricks he had | earned.

"I"ve discovered sonme things about the Sisterhood that we didn't know before."

"Tell me!™ It was his Murbella demanding this, perspiration glistening on her
oval face, green eyes admiring. M Duncan saw through them again

"A ganme where one of the pieces cannot be noved," he reminded her. Let the
coneye wat chdogs play with that one! "They not only expect me to help them
create a new religion around Sheeana, our willing participation in their dream
' m supposed to be their gadfly, their conscience, making them question their
own excuses for extraordi nary behavior."

"Has Odrade been here?"

"Bel | onda. "

"Duncan! That one is dangerous. You should never see her al one."

"The boy was with me."

"He never said!"

"He obeys orders."

"Al'l right! Wat happened?”

He gave her a brief account, even to describing Bellonda's facial expressions
and other reactions. (And wouldn't the conmeye watchers have great sport wth

that!)

Mur bel l a was enraged. "If she harns you | will never again cooperate w th any
of them™"

Ri ght on cue, ny darling. Consequences! You Bene Gesserit wi tches should re-
exam ne your behavior with great care.

"I"'mstill stinking fromthe practice floor," she said. "That boy. He is a
qui ck one. 1've never seen a child that bright."
He stood. "Here, I'll scrub you."

In the shower, he hel ped her out of the sweaty |eotards, his hands cool on her
skin. He could see how nuch she enjoyed his touch

"So gentle and yet so strong," she whispered.

Gods below The way she | ooked at him as though she coul d devour him



For once, Miurbella's thoughts of Idaho were free of self-accusation. | renmenber

no nmonent when | awakened and said: "I love him" No, it had wornmed its way
into this deeper and deeper addiction until, acconplished fact, it nust be
accepted in every living noment. Like breathing . . . or heartbeats. A flaw?

The Sisterhood i s wong!

"Wash ny back," she said and | aughed when the shower drenched his clothing. She
hel ped hi mundress and there in the shower it happened once nore: this
uncontrol | abl e compul sion, this nale-fenale nmingling that drove away everything
except sensation. Only afterward could she renenber and say to herself: He
knows every technique | do. But it was nore than technique. He wants to please
me! Dear Gods of Dur! How was | ever this fortunate?

She clung to his neck while he carried her out of the shower and dropped her
still wet onto her bed. She pulled himdown beside her and they lay there
quietly, letting their energies rebuild.

Presently, she whispered: "So the Mssionaria will use Sheeana."

"Very dangerous."

"Puts the Sisterhood in an exposed position. | thought they always tried to
avoid that."

"Fromnmy point of view, it's ludicrous."
"Because they intended you to control Sheeana?"

"No one can control her! Perhaps no one should.”" He |ooked up at the coneyes.
"Hey, Bell! You have nore than one tiger by the tail."

Bel | onda, returning to Archives, stopped at the door of Comeye-Recordi ng and
| ooked a question at the Watch Mt her

“I'n the shower again," the Watch Mother said. "It gets boring after a while."
"Participation Mystique!" Bellonda said and strode off to her quarters, her mnd
roiling with changed perceptions that needed reorganizing. He's a better Mentat
than | am

I'mjeal ous of Sheeana, damm her! And he knows it!

Participation Mystique! The orgy as energizer. Honored Matre sexual know edge
was having an effect on the Bene Gesserit akin to that prinitive subnersion in
shared ecstasy. W take one step toward it and one step away.

Just knowi ng this thing exists! How repellent, how dangerous . . . and yet, how
magneti c.

And Sheeana is inmune! Damm her! Wy did |Idaho have to rem nd them of that
j ust now?



G ve nme the judgnment of balanced ninds in preference to | aws every tine. Codes
and nmanual s create patterned behavior. Al patterned behavior tends to go
unquesti oned, gathering destructive nomentum

-Darwi drade

Tamal ane appeared in Odrade's quarters at Eldio just before dawn, bringing news
about the gl azeway ahead of them

"Drifting sand has made the road dangerous or inpassable in six places beyond
the sea. Very |large dunes.”

Qdrade had just conpleted her daily regimen: mni-Agony of spice followed by
exerci se and cold shower. Eldio' s guest sleeping cell had only one slingchair
(they knew her preferences) and she had seated herself to await Streggi and the
norni ng report.

Tamal ane' s face appeared sallowin the light of two silvery gl owgl obes but there
was no m staking her satisfaction. |If you had listened to nme in the first

pl ace!

"CGet us 'thopters," COdrade said.

Tanmal ane | eft, obviously di sappointed at Mdther Superior's mld reaction

Qdrade summmoned Streggi. "Check alternate roads. Find out about passage around
the sea's western end."

Streggi hurried away, alnost colliding with Tanal ane who was returning.
"I regret to informyou that Transport cannot give us enough 'thopters
i mediately. They are relocating five communities east of us. W probably can

have t hem by noon."

“I'sn't there an observation term nal at the edge of that desert spur south of
us?" Odrade asked.

"The first obstruction is just beyond it." Tamalane still was too pleased with
hersel f.
"Have the 'thopters neet us there," Odrade said. "W will |eave i mediately

after breakfast."
"But Dar . . ."

"Tell Clairby you are riding with me today. Yes, Streggi ?" The acol yte stood
in the doorway behind Tamal ane.

The set of her shoulders as she |eft said Tanal ane did not take the new seating
arrangenents as forgiveness. On the coals! But Tam s behavior fitted itself to
their need.



"W can get to the observation termnal," Streggi said, indicating she had
heard. "We'Ill stir up dust and sand but it's safe.”

"Let's hurry breakfast."

The closer they cane to the desert, the nore barren the country, and Odrade
conmented on this as they sped south.

Wthin one hundred klicks of the last reported desert fringe, they saw signs of
conmuni ti es uprooted and renmoved to colder |atitudes. Bare foundations,

unsal vageabl e wal | s damaged in dismantling and | eft behind. Pipes cut off at
foundation level. Too expensive to dig themout. Sand would cover all of this
unsi ghtly ness before |ong.

They had no Shield Wall here as there had been on Dune, COdrade observed to
Streggi . Soneday soon, the popul ati on of Chapterhouse would renove itself to
pol ar regions and nmine the ice for water.

"I's it true, Mother Superior,"” soneone in back with Tanal ane asked, "that we're
al ready nmeki ng spice-harvesting equi prent?"

Qdrade turned in her seat. The question had come from a Conmuni cations clerk,
seni or acolyte: an older woman with responsibility winkles deep in her
forehead; dark and squinty fromlong hours at her equipnrent.

"W nust be ready for the worns," QOdrade said.

"I'f they come," Tamal ane sai d.

"Have you ever wal ked on the desert, TanP" Odrade asked.

"I was on Dune." Very short answer.

"But did you go out into open desert?"

"Only to sonme snall drifts near Keen."

"That is not the same.” A short answer deserved an equally short rejoinder

"Cther Menory tells ne what | need to know." That was for the acol ytes.

"It's not the same, Tam You have to do it yourself. A very curious sensation
on Dune, knowi ng a worm could come at any instant and consune you."

"I'"ve heard about your Dune . . . exploit."

Exploit. Not "experience." Exploit. Very precise with her censure. Qite
like Tam "Too much of Bell has rubbed off on her," some will say.

"Wal ki ng on that sort of desert changes you, Tam O her Menory becones cl earer
It's one thing to tap experiences of a Frenen ancestor. |It's quite different
wal ki ng there as a Fremen yourself, if only for a few hours."

"I did not enjoy it."



So much for Tam s venturesone spirit, and everyone in the car had seen her in a
bad light. Wrd would spread.

On the coal s, indeed!

But now the shift to Sheeana on the Council (if she suits) would have an easier
expl anati on.

The observation term nal was a fused expanse of silica, green and glassy with
heat bubbles through it. Gdrade stood at the fused edge and noted how grass
bel ow her ended in patches, sand already invading the | ower slopes of this once
verdant hill. There were new sal tbushes (planted by Sheeana's people, one of
(drade' s entourage said) fornming a random gray screen al ong the encroaching
fingers of desert. A silent war. Chlorophyll-based |life fighting a rear-guard
action agai nst the sand.

A low dune lifted above the terminal to her right. Waving for the others not to
follow, she clinbed the sandhill, and just beyond its concealing bulk, there was
t he desert of nenory.

So this is what we are creating.

No signs of habitation. She did not | ook back at grow ng things naking their
| ast desperate struggle agai nst invadi ng dunes but kept her attention focused
outward to the horizon. There was the boundary desert dwellers watched.

Anyt hing noving in that dry expanse was potentially dangerous.

VWhen she returned to the others, she kept her gaze for a time on the glazed
surface of the term nal

The ol der Communi cati ons acolyte cane up to Odrade with a request from Wat her

Qdrade scanned it. Concise and inescapable. Nothing sudden about the changes
spelled out in these words. They were asking for nmore ground equi pnent. This
did not come with the abruptness of an accidental stormbut wth Mot her
Superior's deci sion.

Yesterday? Did | decide to phase out the sea only yesterday?

She returned the report to the Conmuni cations acol yte and | ooked beyond her at
t he sand- marked gl aze.

"Request approved." Then: "It saddens me to see all of those buildings gone
back there."

The acol yte shrugged. She shrugged! Odrade felt like striking her. (And
woul dn't that send upsets runbling through the Sisterhood!)

Odr ade turned her back on the woman.

What could | possibly say to her? W have been on this ground five tines the
lifetinme of our oldest sisters. And this one shrugs.

Yet . . . by some standards, she knew the Sisterhood' s installations had barely
reached maturity. Plaz and plasteel tended to maintain an orderly relationship
bet ween buil dings and their settings. Fixed in land and nenory. Towns and
cities did not submt easily to other forces . . . except to human whi ns.



Anot her natural force.

The concept of respect for age was an odd one, she decided. Humans carried it

i nborn. She had seen it in the old Bashar when he spoke of his fam |y hol dings
on Lernaeus.

"We thought it fitting to keep my nother's decor."

Continuity. Wuld a revived ghola revive those feelings as well?

This is where ny kind have been.

That took on a peculiar patina when "ny kind" were blood-rel ated ancestors.
Look how | ong we Atreides persisted on Cal adan, restoring the old castle,
pol i shing deep carvings in ancient wood. Wole teans of retainers just to keep

the creaking old place at a |l evel of barely tol erable functionalism

But those retainers had not thought thenselves ill used. There had been a sense
of privilege in their labors. Hands that polished the wood al nbst caressed it.

"dd. Been with the Atreides a long tinme now "

People and their artifacts. She felt tool sense as a living part of herself.

“I"mbetter because of this stick in my hand . . . because of this fire-

sharpened spear to kill ny neat . . . because of this shelter against the cold
because of my stone cellar to store our winter food . . . because of this

swift sailing vessel . . . this giant ocean liner . . . this ship of netal and

cerami cs that carries ne into space

Those first human venturers into space -- how little they suspected of where the
voyage woul d extend. How isolated they were in those ancient times! Little
capsul es of |ivable atnosphere |inked to cunbersone data sources by primtive
transm ssion systens. Solitude. Loneliness. Limted opportunity for anything
but surviving. Keep the air washed. Be sure of potable water. Exercise to
prevent the debilitation of weightlessness. Stay active. Healthy mind in a
heal thy body. What was a heal thy mind, anyway?

" Mot her Superi or?"
That dammed Conmuni cations acol yte agai n!
"Yes?"

"Bel | onda says to tell you immedi ately there has been a nessenger from Buzzel l
Strangers cane and took all of the Reverend Mot hers away."

Qdrade whirled. "Her entire nessage?"
"No, Mother Superior. The strangers are described as comanded by a wonman. The
nmessenger says she had the | ook of an Honored Matre but was not wearing one of

their robes.”

"Nothing fromDortujla or the others?"



"They were not given the opportunity, Mther Superior. The nessenger is a
First-Stage acolyte. She cane in the snall no-ship followi ng explicit orders
fromDortujla."

"Tell Bell that acolyte must not be allowed to | eave. She has dangerous
information. | will brief a messenger when I return. It must be a Reverend
Mot her. Do you have that?"

"Of course, Mdther Superior." Hurt at the suggestion of doubt.

It was happening! Odrade contained her excitenent with difficulty.

They have taken the bait. Now. . . are they on the hook?

Dortujla did a dangerous thing depending on an acol yte that way. Know ng
Dortujla, that nust be an extrenely reliable acolyte. Prepared to kill herself
if captured. | must see this acolyte. She nay be ready for the Agony. And
perhaps that's a message Dortujla sends me. It would be |ike her

Bel| would be incensed, of course. Foolish to depend on soneone from a
puni shnent station!

Qdr ade summned a Conmuni cations team "Set up a link with Bellonda."

The portable projector was not as clear as a fixed installation but Bell and her
setting were recogni zabl e.

Sitting at nmy table as though she owned it. Excellent!

Not giving Bellonda tinme for one of her outbursts, Odrade said: "Determine if
t hat nmessenger acolyte is ready for the Agony."

"She is." Gods below That was terse for Bell
"Then see to it. Perhaps she can be our nessenger."
"Al ready have."

"ls she resourceful ?"

"Very. "

VWhat in the name of all the devils has happened to Bell? She's acting extrenely
odd. Not |ike her usual self at all. Duncan!

"Ch, and Bell, | want Duncan to have an open link with Archives."

"Did that this norning."

Well, well. Contact with Duncan is having its effect.
“I'"ll talk to you after |'ve seen Sheeana."

"Tell Tam she was right."

" About what ?"



"Just tell her."

“"Very well. | nust say, Bell, | couldn't be nore satisfied with the way you're
handling matters."

"After the way you've handl ed ne, how could I fail?"

Bel | onda was actually smling as they broke the connection. Qdrade turned to
find Tamal ane standi ng behi nd her.

"Ri ght about what, Tan®"

"That there's nmore to contacts between |daho and Sheeana t han we've suspected.”
Tamal ane noved cl ose to Odrade and | owered her voice. "Don't put her in ny
chair without discovering what they keep secret.”

"I'"'maware you knew ny intentions, Tam But . . . am| that transparent?"

“I'n some things, Dar."

"I"'mfortunate to have you as a friend."

"You have ot her supporters. Wen the Proctors voted, it was your creativity
that worked for you. ‘'lInspired is the way one of' your defenders put it."

"Then you know I'l| have Sheeana on the coals quite thoroughly before | nake one
of my inspired decisions."

"OF course."

Qdr ade signal ed Comruni cations to renove the projector and went to wait at the
edge of the gl assy area.

Creative imagi nation.
She knew the mi xed feelings of her associates.
Creativity!

Al ways dangerous to entrenched power. Al ways comng up with sonething new. New
things could destroy the grip of authority. Even the Bene Gesserit approached
creativity with msgivings. Maintaining an even keel inspired some to shunt

boat -rockers aside. That was an el enent behind Dortujla's posting. The trouble
was that creative ones tended to wel come backwaters. They called it privacy.

It had taken quite a force to bring Dortujla out.

Be well, Dortujla. Be the best bait we ever used.

The 'thopters came then -- sixteen of them pilots showi ng displeasure at this
added assignnent after all the trouble they had been through. Moving whole
comuni ti es!

In a fragile nood, Odrade watched the 'thopters settle to the hard-gl azed
surface, wing fans folding back into pod sleeves -- each craft like a sleeping
i nsect .

An insect designed in its own |ikeness by a mad robot.



When they were airborne, Streggi once nore seated besi de Odrade, Streggi asked:
"WIl we see sandworns?"

"Possibly. But there are no reports of themyet."

Streggi sat back, disappointed by the answer but unable to lever it into another
question. Truth could be upsetting at tines and they had such high expectations
invested in this evol utionary ganble, Odrade thought.

El se why destroy everything we | oved on Chapterhouse?

Simul flow intruded with an i mage of a |ong-ago sign arching over a narrow entry
to a pink brick building: HOSPITAL FOR | NCURABLE DI SEASES.

Was that where the Sisterhood found itself? O was it that they tolerated too
many failures? Intrusive Gther Menory had to have its purpose

Fai |l ures?

Odr ade searched it out: If it comes, we nust think of Mirbella as a Sister
Not that their captive Honored Matre was an incurable failure. But she was a
m sfit and undergoing the deep training at a very | ate age.

How qui et they were all around her, everyone | ooking out at w ndswept sand --
whal eback dunes giving way at tinmes to dry wavelets. Early afternoon sun had
just begun to provide sufficient sidelighting to define near vistas. Dust
obscured the horizon ahead.

Qdrade curled up in her seat and slept. 1've seen this before. | survived
Dune.

The stir as they cane down and circled over Sheeana's Desert Watch Center
awakened her.

Desert Watch Center. W're at it again. W haven't really naned it . . . no
nore than we gave a nane to this planet. Chapterhouse! Wat kind of a nane is
that? Desert Watch Center! Description, not a name. Accent on the tenporary.

As t hey descended, she saw confirmations of her thought. The sense of tenporary
housi ng was anplified by spartan abruptness in all junctures. No softness, no
roundi ng of any connection. This attaches here and that goes over there. Al
joined by renmovabl e connectors.

It was a bunpy landing, the pilot telling themthat way: "Here you are and good
ri ddance. "

Qdrade went i mediately to the room al ways set aside for her and sunmoned
Sheeana. Tenporary quarters: another spartan cubicle with hard cot. Two
chairs this time. A w ndow | ooked westward onto desert. The tenporary nature
of these roons grated on her. Anything here could be dismantled in hours and
carted away. She washed her face in the adjoining bathroom getting the nopst
out of noverment. She had slept in a cranped position on the 'thopter and her
body conpl ai ned.



Refreshed, she went out to a wi ndow, thankful that the erection crew had
included this tower: ten floors, and this the ninth. Sheeana occupied the top
floor, a vantage for doing what the name of the place described.

Wil e waiting, Odrade nmde necessary preparations.
Open the mnd. Shed preconceptions.

First inpressions when Sheeana arrived nust be seen with naive eyes. FEars nust
not be prepared for a particular voice. Nose nust not expect renenbered odors.

| chose this one. |, her first teacher, am susceptible to m stakes.
Qdrade turned at a sound fromthe doorway. Streggi

"Sheeana has just returned fromthe desert and is with her people. She asks
Mot her Superior to neet her in the upper quarters, which are nore confortable.”

Odr ade nodded.

Sheeana's quarters on the top floor still had that prefab | ook at the edges.

Qui ck shelter ahead of the desert. A large room six or seven tines the size of
t he guest cubicle, but then it was both workroom and sl eepi ng chamber. W ndows
on two sides -- west and north. Odrade was struck by the mxture of functiona
and nonfuncti onal

Sheeana had nanaged to nmake her roons reflect herself. A standard Bene Gesserit
cot had been covered with a bright orange and umber spread. A black-on-white
line drawing of a sandworm head-on with all of its crystal teeth displayed,
filled an end wall. Sheeana had drawn it, relying on Oher Menory and her Dune
chi | dhood to gui de her hand.

It said something about Sheeana that she had not attenpted a nore ambitious
rendering -- full color, perhaps, and in traditional desert setting. Just the
worm and a hint of sand beneath it, a tiny robed human in the foreground.

Her sel f ?

Admi rabl e restraint and a constant reninder of why she was here. A deep
i mpression of nature.

Nat ure nakes no bad art?
It was a statement too glib to accept.
What do we nean by "nature?"

She had seen atrocious natural wlderness: brittle trees |ooking as though they
had been dipped in faulty green pigment and left on a tundra's edge to dry into
ugly parodies. Repellent. Hard to inmagine such trees having any purpose. And
blindwornms . . . sliny yellow skins. Where was the art in then? Tenporary
stoppi ng place on evolution's journey el sewhere. Did the intervention of hunmans
al ways nake a difference? Sligs! The Bene Tleilax had produced sonething

di sgusting there.



Admi ring Sheeana's draw ng, Odrade deci ded certai n conbinati ons of fended
particul ar hunan senses. Sligs as food were del ectable. Ugly conbinations
touched early experiences. Experiences judged.

Bad t hi ng!

Much of what we think of as ART caters to desires for reassurance. Don't offend
me! | know what | can accept.

How did this draw ng reassure Sheeana?
Sandworm  blind power guarding hidden riches. Artistry in nystic beauty.

It was reported that Sheeana joked about her assignment. " | am shepherd to
wor ns that nay never exist."

And even if they did appear, it would be years before any achi eved the size
i ndi cated by her drawing. Ws it her voice fromthe tiny figure in front of the
wor nf?

"This will conme in time."

An odor of nel ange pervaded the room stronger than usual in a Reverend Mther's
gquarters. (Odrade passed a searching | ook across the furnishings: chairs,

wor ktable, illumnation from anchored gl owgl obes -- everything placed where it
woul d serve to advantage. But what was that oddly shaped nound of black plaz in
the corner? Mre of Sheeana's work?

These roons fitted Sheeana, (Qdrade decided. Little other than the drawing to
recall her origins but the view out any w ndow ni ght have been from Dar - es- Bal at
deep in Dune's dryl ands.

A small rustling sound at the doorway al erted Qdrade. She turned and there was
Sheeana. Al npst shy the way she peered around the door before entering Mt her
Superior's presence.

Motion as words: "So she did cone to ny roons. Good. Soneone m ght have been
careless with ny invitation."

Qdrade' s readi ed senses tingled with Sheeana's presence. The youngest-ever
Reverend Mdther. You often thought of Quiet Little Sheeana. She was not al ways
qui et nor was she small but the |abel stuck. She was not even nousy, but
frequently quiet like a rodent waiting at the edge of a field for the farmer to
| eave. Then the nmouse woul d cone darting out to glean fallen grains.

Sheeana canme fully into the room and stopped | ess than a pace from Odrade.
"W've been too long apart, Mdther Superior.”

Qdrade's first inpression was oddly junbled.

Candor and conceal nent ?

Sheeana stood quietly receptive.

Thi s descendant of Siona Atrei des had devel oped an interesting face under the

Bene Gesserit patina. Mturity working on her according to both Sisterhood and
Atrei des designs. Marks of many decisions firmy taken. The sl ender, dark-



skinned wai f with sun-streaked brown hair had becone this poi sed Reverend

Mother. Skin still dark fromlong hours in the open. Hair still sun-streaked.
The eyes, though -- the steely total blue that said: "I have been through the
Agony. "

What is it | sense in her?

Sheeana saw the | ook on Odrade's face (Bene Gesserit naivete!) and knew this was
the | ong-feared confrontation.

There can be no defense except nmy truth and | hope she stops short of a ful
conf essi on!

Qdrade wat ched her former student with exquisite care, every sense open

Fear! What do | sense? Sonething when she spoke?

The st eadi ness of Sheeana's voice had been shaped into the powerful instrunent
Qdrade had anticipated at their first neeting. Sheeana's original nature (a
Fremen nature if there ever was one!) had been curbed and redirected. That core
of vindictiveness smoothed out. Her capacity for |Iove and hatred brought under
tight reins.

Wiy do | get the inpression she wants to hug ne?

Qdrade felt suddenly vul nerabl e.

Thi s woman has been inside ny defenses. No way to exclude her totally ever
agai n.

Tanmal ane' s judgnent cane to nmind: "She is one of those who keeps herself to
hersel f. Renenber Sister Schwangyu? Like that one but better at it. Sheeana
knows where she is going. W'Ill have to watch her carefully. Atreides bl ood,
you know. "

"I"'m Atrei des, too, Tam"

"Don't think we ever forget it! You think we'd just stand idly by if Mother
Superior chose to breed on her own? There are linmts to our tolerance, Dar."

"Indeed, this visit is |ong overdue, Sheeana."

(drade's tone al erted Sheeana. She stared back suddenly with that | ook the

Si sterhood called "BG placid," than which there probably was nothing nore placid
in the universe, nothing nore conpletely a mask of what occurred behind it.

This was not just a barrier, it was a nothing. Anything on this mask woul d be
transgression. This, in itself, was betrayal. Sheeana realized it inmediately
and responded with | aughter.

" 1 knew you would cone probing! The hand-talk with Duncan, right?" Please,
Mot her Superior! Accept this.

"All of it, Sheeana."
"He wants someone to rescue themif Honored Matres attack."

"That's all?" Does she think ne a conplete fool?



"No. He wants infornmation about our intentions . . . and what we're doing to
nmeet the Honored Matre threat."

"What have you told hinP"

"Everything |I could."” Truth is my only weapon. | nust divert her
"Are you his friend at court, Sheeana?"

"Yes!™

"So aml."

“But not Tam and Bel | ?"

"My informants tell ne Bell now tolerates him"

"Bell? Tol erant?"

"You m sjudge her, Sheeana. It's a flawin you." She is hiding sonething.
What have you done, Sheeana?

"Sheeana, do you think you could work with Bell?"

"Because | tease her?" Wrk with Bell? Wat does she nean? Not Bell to head
t hat dammabl e M ssionaria project!

A faint twitching lifted the corners of Odrade's mouth. Another prank? Could
that be it?

Sheeana was a prine gossip subject in Central's dining rooms. Stories of how
she teased Breeding M stresses (especially Bell) and el aborately detail ed
accounts of seductions fleshed out with Honored Matre conpari sons from Miurbel |l a
spi ced nore than the food. drade had heard snatches of the l|atest story only
two days ago. "She said, 'l used the Let-himm sbehave nethod. Very effective
with nmen who think they're | eading you down the garden path.' "

"Tease? |Is that what you do, Sheeana?"

"An appropriate word: reshape by going against the natural inclination." The
i nstant the words were out of her nouth, Sheeana knew she had made a ni st ake.

Qdrade felt warning stillness. Reshape? Her gaze went to that odd bl ack nound
in the corner. She stared at it with a fixity that surprised her. 1t drank

vi sion. She kept probing for coherence, sonething that spoke to her. Nothing
responded, not even when she probed to her limts. And that's its purpose!
"It's called 'Void,' " Sheeana said.

"Yours?" Please, Sheeana. Say soneone else did it. The one who did this has
gone where | cannot foll ow.

"I did it one night about a week ago."

I's black plaz the only thing you reshape? "A fascinating coment on art in
general ."



"And not on art specific?"

" 1 have a problemw th you, Sheeana. You alarm sone Sisters.” And ne.
There's a wild place in you we have not found. Atreides gene nmarkers Duncan
told us to seek are in your cells. Wat have they given you?

"Alarmny Sisters?"

"Especially when they recall that you're the youngest ever to survive the
Agony. "

"Except for Aboninations."

"I's that what you are?"

"Mot her Superior!" She has never deliberately hurt nme except as a | esson
"You went through the Agony as an act of disobedience."

"Wuldn't you say rather that | went against mature advi ce?" Hunor sonetines
di stracts her.

Prester, Sheeana's acolyte aide, canme to the door and rapped lightly on the wall
beside it until she had their attention. "You said | was to tell you

i medi ately when the search teans returned."

"What do they report?"

Relief in Sheeana's voice?

"Team ei ght wants you to | ook at their scans."

"They al ways want that!"

Sheeana spoke with forced frustration. "Do you want to |look at the scans with
nme, Mot her Superior?"

"Il wait here."

"This won't take long."

VWen they had gone, Odrade went to the western wi ndow. a clear view across
rooftops to the new desert. Small dunes here. Al npst sunset and that dry heat
so rem ni scent of Dune.

What is Sheeana hi di ng?

A young nman, hardly nore than a boy, had been sunning nude on a nei ghboring
rooftop, face-up on a sea-green mattress with a gol den towel across his face.
His skin was a sun-warmed gold to match towel and pubic hair. A breeze touched
a corner of the towel and lifted it. One |languid hand cane up and restored the

cover.

How can he be idle? N ght worker? Probably.



I dl eness was not encouraged and this was flaunting it. Qdrade snmiled to
hersel f. Anyone coul d be excused for assum ng he was a night worker. He m ght
be depending on that specific guess. The trick would be to remain unseen by

t hose who knew ot herw se.

I will not ask. Intelligence deserves some rewards. And, after all, he could
be a ni ght worker.

She lifted her gaze. A new pattern emerging here: exotic sunsets. Narrow band
of orange drawn al ong the horizon, bul ging where the sun had just dipped bel ow
the land. Silvery blue above the orange went darker overhead. She had seen
this many times on Dune. Meteorol ogi cal explanations she did not care to
explore. Better to |let eyes absorb this transient beauty; better to pernmt ears
and skin to feel sudden stillness descend upon this land in the quick darkness
after the orange vani shed.

Faintly, she saw the young man pick up nattress and towel and vanish behind a
ventil ator.

A sound of running in the corridor behind her. Sheeana entered al npost

breathl ess. "They found a spice mass thirty klicks northeast of us! Small but
conpact!"”

Qdrade did not dare hope. "Could it be wi nd accunul ati on?"

"Not likely. |[I've set a round-the-clock watch on it." Sheeana gl anced at the

wi ndow where Odrade stood. She has seen Trebo. Perhaps

"I asked you earlier, Sheeana, if you could work with Bell. It was an inportant
guestion. Tamis getting very old and nust be replaced soon. There nust be a
vote, of course."

"Me?" It was totally unexpected.

"My first choice." Inperative now. | want you close where | can keep watch on
you.

"But | thought . . . | nean, the Mssionaria' s plan . "

"That can wait. And there nmust be soneone el se who can shepherd wornms . . . if

that spice nmass i s what we hope."

"Ch? Yes . . . several of our people but no one who . . . Don't you want ne to
test whether the worms still respond to ne?"

"Work on the Council should not interfere with that."
"1 . . . you can see |'msurprised."

"I woul d have said shocked. Tell ne, Sheeana, what really interests you these
days?"

Still probing. Trebo, serve me now "Making sure the desert grows well."
Truth! "And ny sex life, of course. You saw the young man on the roof next
door? Trebo, a new one Duncan sent ne for polishing."



Even after (Odrade had gone, Sheeana wondered why those words had aroused such
nmerrinent. Mbther Superior had been defl ected, though

No need even to waste her fallback position -- truth: "W've been discussing
the possibility that I might inprint Teg and restore the Bashar's nenories that
way. "

Ful | confession avoi ded. Mdther Superior did not |learn that | have weasl ed out
the way to reactivate our no-ship prison and defuse the nines Bellonda put in
it.

No sweeteners will cloak sone fornms of bitterness. |If it tastes bitter, spit it
out. That's what our earliest ancestors did.

- The Coda

Mur bel I a found herself arising in the night to continue a dream although quite
awake and aware of her surroundi ngs: Duncan asleep beside her, faint ticking of
machi nery, the chronoprojection on the ceiling. She insisted on Duncan's
presence at night lately, fearful when alone. He blanmed the fourth pregnancy.

She sat on the edge of the bed. The roomwas ghostly in the dimlight of the
chrono. Dream images persi sted.

Duncan grunbl ed and rolled toward her. An outflung armdraped itself across her
| egs.

She felt that this mental intrusion was not dreamstuff but it had some of those
characteristics. Bene Gesserit teachings did this. Themand their damed
suggesti ons about Scytale and . . . and everything! They precipitated notion
she coul d not control

Toni ght, she was lost in an insane world of words. The cause was cl ear
Bel | onda that norning had | earned Murbella spoke nine | anguages and had ai nmed
t he suspicious acolyte down a nental path called "Linguistic Heritage." But
Bell's influence on this nighttinme nmadness provided no escape.

Ni ght mare. She was a creature of nicroscopic size trapped in an enor nous
echoing place labeled in giant letters wherever she turned: "Data Reservoir."
Ani nated words with grimacing jaws and fearsonme tentacl es surrounded her

Predat ory beasts and she was their prey!

Awake and knowi ng she sat on the edge of her bed with Duncan's arm on her | egs,
she still saw the beasts. They herded her backward. She knew she was goi ng
backward al t hough her body did not nove. They pressed her toward a terrible
di saster she could not see. Her head would not turn! Not only did she see



these creatures (they hid parts of her sleeping chanber) but she heard themin a
cacophony of her nine | anguages.

They will tear me apart!

Al t hough she could not turn, she sensed what |ay behind her: nore teeth and
claws. Threat all around! |If they cornered her, they would pounce and she was
doormed.

Done for. Dead. Victim Torture-captive. Fair gane.

Despair filled her. Wy would Duncan not awaken and save her? His armwas a

| ead wei ght, part of the force holding her and all owi ng these creatures to herd
her into their bizarre trap. She trenbled. Perspiration poured from her body.
AW ul words! They united into giant conbinations. A creature with knife-fanged
nouth came directly toward her and she saw nore words in the gapi ng bl ackness
between its jaws.

See above.

Mur bel I a began to | augh. She had no control of it. See above. Done for
Dead. Victim.

The | aught er awakened Duncan. He sat up, activated a | ow gl owgl obe, and stared
at her. How tousled he | ooked after their earlier sexual collision

Hi s expressi on hovered between anusenent and upset at bei ng awakened. "Wy are
you | aughi ng?"

Laught er subsided in gasps. Her sides ached. She was afraid his tentative
smle would ignite a new spasm "Ch . . . oh! Duncan! Sexual collision!"

He knew this was their nutual termfor the addiction that bound them but why
woul d it make her |augh?

Hi s puzzl ed expression struck her as |udicrous.

Bet ween gasps, she said: "Two nore words." And she had to clanp her nouth
cl osed to prevent another outburst.

n V\hat ?n

Hi s voice was the funniest thing she had ever heard. She thrust a hand at him
and shook her head. "Chhh . . . ohhh . . ."

“Murbella, what's wong with you?"

She coul d only continue shaki ng her head.

He tried a tentative smile. It gentled her and she | eaned against him "No!"
When his right hand wandered. " | just want to be close."
"Look what time it is." He lifted his chin toward the ceiling projection

"Al npst three."

“I't was so funny, Duncan."



"So tell me about it."
"When | catch ny breath."

He eased her down onto her pillow. "W're like a dammed old nmarried couple.
Funny stories in the mddle of the night."

"No, darling, we're different."

"A question of degree, nothing else."

"Quality," she insisted.

"What was so funny?"

She recounted her nightnare and Bellonda's influence.

"Zensunni. Very ancient technique. The Sisters use it to rid you of trauma
connections. Wirds that ignite unconscious responses."

Fear returned.
“Murbel l a, why are you trenbling?"

"Honored Matre teachers warned us terrible things would happen if we fell into
Zensunni hands. "

"Bullcrap! | went through the sane thing as a Mentat."

Hi s words conjured another dream fragment. A beast with two heads. Both nouths

open. Words in there. On the left, "One word" and on the right, "leads to
anot her . "
Mrth displaced fear. It subsided w thout |aughter. "Duncan!"

"Mmmmmm " Mentat distance in the sound.

"Bell said the Bene Gesserit use words as weapons -- Voice. 'Tools of control,’
she called them"

"A lesson you nust learn alnmobst as instinct. They'|ll never trust you into the
deeper training until you learn this."

And | won't trust you afterward.

She rolled away from himand | ooked at the conmeyes glittering in the ceiling
around the tinme projection.

["mstill on probation.
She was aware her teachers discussed her privately. Conversations were choked
of f when she approached. They stared at her in their special way, as though she

were an interesting specinmen.

Bel l onda's voice cluttered her m nd



Ni ghtmare tendrils. Mdnorning then and the sweat of her own exertions a stink
in her nostrils. Probationer a dutiful three paces from Reverend Mot her

Bell's voice:

"Never be an expert. That |ocks you up tight."

Al of this because | asked if there were no words to gui de the Bene Gesserit.

"Duncan, why do they mix nental and physical teaching?"

"M nd and body reinforce each other." Sleepy. Dam hinml He's going back to
sl eep.

She shook Duncan's shoulder. "If words are so dammed uni nportant, why do they
tal k about disciplines so much?"

"Patterns," he nunbled. "Dirty word."

"What ?" She shook hi m nore roughly.

He turned onto his back, moving his lips, then: "D scipline equals pattern
equal s bad way to go. They say we're all natural pattern creators . . . neans
"order' to them | think."

"Way is that so bad?"

"G ves others handle to destroy us or traps us in. . . in things we won't
change. "

"You're wong about nind and body."

" Hhmmmph?"

"It's pressures |ocking one to the other."

"I'sn't that what | said? Hey! Are we going to talk or sleep or what?"
"No nore 'or what.' Not tonight."

A deep sigh lifted his chest.

"They're not out to inprove ny health," she said.

"Nobody said they were."

"That cones later, after the Agony." She knew he hated rem nders of that deadly
trial but there was no avoiding it. The prospect filled her mnd

"Al'l right!" He sat up, punched his pillow into shape and | eaned back agai nst
it to study her. "Wat's up?"

"They're so damed clever with their word-weapons! She brought Teg to you and
said you were fully responsible for him"

"You don't believe it?"

"He thinks of you as his father."



"Not really."
"No, but . . . did you think that about the Bashar?"
"When he restored nmy nenories? Yeah."

"You're a pair of intellectual orphans, always |ooking for parents who aren't
there. He hasn't the faintest idea of how nuch you will hurt him"

"That tends to split up the famly."

"So you hate the Bashar in himand you' re glad you'll hurt him"
"Didn't say that."

"Way is he so inportant?”

"The Bashar? Mlitary genius. Always doing the unexpected. Confounds his foes
by appearing where they never expect himto be."

"Can't anyone do that?"

"Not the way he does it. He invents tactics and strategies. Just like that!"
Snappi ng his fingers.

"More violence. Just |ike Honored Matres."

"Not al ways. Bashar had a reputation for w nning wthout battle."
"“I've seen the histories."

"Don't trust them"™

"But you just said

"Hi stories focus on confrontations. Some truth in that but it hides nore
persistent things that go on in spite of upheavals."

"Persistent things?"

"What history touches the wonman in the rice paddy driving her water buffalo
ahead of her plow while her husband is off somewhere, nost |ikely a conscript,
carrying a weapon?"

"Way is that persistent and nore inportant than . . ."

"Her babies at hone need food. Man's away on this perennial madness? Someone
has to do the plowing. She's a true image of human persistence.”

"You sound so bitter . . . | find that odd."
"Considering my mlitary history?"

"That, yes, the Bene Gesserit enphasis on . . . on their Bashar and elite troops
and . "



"You think they're just nore self-inportant people going on about their self-
i nportant violence? They'll ride right over the woman with her plow?"

"\Why not ?"

"Because very little escapes them The violent ones ride past the plow ng wonan
and sel dom see they have touched basic reality. A Bene Gesserit would never

m ss such a thing."

"Agai n, why not?"

"The self-inmportant have |imted vision because they ride a death-reality.

Woman and plow are life-reality. Wthout life-reality there' d be no humanki nd.
My Tyrant saw this. The Sisters bless himfor it even while they curse him™"
"So you're a willing participant in their dream"

"I guess | am" He sounded surprised.

"And you're being conpletely honest with Teg?"

"He asks, | give himcandid answers. | don't believe in doing violence to
curiosity."

"And you have full responsibility for hinP"
"That isn't exactly what she said."

"Ahhhhh, ny love. Not exactly what she said. You call Bell hypocrite and don't
i nclude Odrade. Duncan, if you only knew . "

"As long as we're ignoring the coneyes, spit it out!"
"Lies, cheating, vicious . "

"Hey! The Bene Gesserit?"

"They have that hoary old excuse: Sister A does it so if | do it that's not so
bad. Two crinmes cancel each other."

“What crimes?"
She hesitated. Should I tell hin? No. But he expects some answer. "Bell's
delighted the roles are reversed between you and Teg! She's looking forward to

his pain."

"Maybe we shoul d di sappoint her." He knewit was a nistake to say this as soon
as it was out. Too soon.

"Poetic justice!"™ Mirbella was delighted.
Divert them "They aren't interested in justice. Fairness, yes. They have
this homly: 'Those agai nst whom judgnent is passed nust accept the fairness of

it.l n

"So they condition you to accept their judgnent."



"There are | oopholes in any system"

"You know, darling, acolytes learn things."

"That's why they're acol ytes."

“I nmean we talk to one another."

"W? You're an acolyte? You're a proselyte!"

"Whatever | am |'ve heard stories. Your Teg nay not be what he seens."
"Acol yte gossip."

"There are stories out of Gammu, Duncan."”

He stared at her. Gammu? He could never think of it by any name other than the
original: Gedi Prine. Harkonnen hell hole.

She took his silence as an invitation to continue. "They say Teg noved faster
than the eye could see, that he . "

"Probably started those stories hinself."

"Sonme Sisters don't discount them They're taking a wait-and-see attitude.
They want precautions.™”

"Haven't you | earned anything about Teg from your precious histories? It would
be typical of himto start such runors. Mke people cautious.”

"But renenber | was on Ganmu then. Honored Matres were very upset. Enraged.
Sonet hi ng went wrong."

"Sure. Teg did the unexpected. Surprised them Stole one of their no-ships."
He patted the wall beside him "This one."

"The Sisterhood has its forbidden ground, Duncan. They're always telling me to
wait for the Agony. Al will becone clear! Dam them"

"Sounds like they're preparing you for the Mssionaria teaching. Engineer
religions for specific purposes and sel ected popul ations."

"You don't see anything wong in that?"

“"Morality. | don't argue that with Reverend Mothers."
"Why not ?"

"Rel i gions founder on that rock. BGs don't founder."

Duncan, if you only knew their norality! "It annoys themthat you know so nmuch
about them™

"Bell only wanted to kill me because of it."

"You don't think Odrade is just as bad?"



"What a question!" COdrade? A terrifying woman if you |let yourself dwell on her
abilities. Atreides, for all that. |[|'ve known Atreides and Atreides. This one
is Bene Gesserit first. Teg's the Atreides ideal

"Odrade told nme she trusts your loyalty to the Atreides."

"I"'mloyal to Atreides honor, Miurbella.” And | make my own noral decisions --
about the Sisterhood, about this child they've thrust into ny care, about
Sheeana and . . . and about ny bel oved.

Murbel l a bent close to him breast brushing his arm and whispered in his ear
"Sonetines, | could kill any of themw thin ny reach!"

Does she think they can't hear? He sat upright, dragging her with him "Wat's
set you of f?"

"She wants me to work on Scytale.”

Work on. Honored Matre euphenmism Well, why not? She "worked on" plenty of
nmen before she ran afoul of ne. But he had an antique husband's reaction. Not
only that . . . Scytale? A dammed Tl eil axu?

"Mot her Superior?" He had to be sure.

"The one, the only." Alnost |ighthearted now that she had unburdened herself.
"What's your reaction?"

"She says it was your idea."

"My . . . No way! | suggested we could try to pry information out of him but

"She says it's an ordinary thing for the Bene Gesserit just as it is with
Honored Matres. Go breed with this one. Seduce that one. All in a day's
wor k. "

"I asked for your reaction.”
"Revol ted."
"Why?"  Knowi ng your background

"It's you | love, Duncan and . . . and my body is . . . is to give you pleasure
just as you . "

"We're an old married couple and the witches are trying to pry us apart."”

His words ignited in hima clear vision of Lady Jessica, |over of his |ong-dead
Duke and nmother of Miad'Dib. | loved her. She didn't love ne but . . . The

| ook he saw now in Miurbella's eyes, he had seen Jessica | ook at the Duke that
way: blind, unswerving love. The thing the Bene Gesserit distrusted. Jessica
had been softer than Murbella. Hard to the core, though. And Odrade . . . she
was hard at the beginning. Plasteel all the way.

Then what of the tines when he had suspected her of sharing human enoti ons? The
way she spoke of the Bashar when they | earned the old man was dead on Dune.



"He was ny father, you know. "

Mur bel | a dragged hi mout of reverie. "You may share their dream whatever that
is, but "

"Grow up, hunmans!"
"What ?"

"That's their dream Start acting like adults and not like angry children in a
school yard. "

"Mama knows best ?"

“"Yes . . . | believe she does."

"I's that how you really see then? Even when you call them w tches?"
"It's a good word. Wtches do mysterious things."

"You don't believe it's the long and severe training plus the spice and the
Agony?"

"What's belief have to do with it? Unknowns create their own nystique."
"But you don't think they trick people into doing what they want?"

"Sure they do!"

"Wrds as weapons, Voice, Inmprinters .
"None as beautiful as you."

"What's beauty, Duncan?"

"There're styles in beauty, sure."
"Exactly what she says. 'Styles based on procreative roots buried so deeply in
our racial psyche we dare not remove them' So they've thought of neddling
there, Duncan."”

"And they mi ght dare anything?"

"She says, 'W won't distort our progeny into what we judge to be non-hunan.'
They judge, they condem.™

He thought of the alien figures in his vision. Face Dancers. And he asked:
"Li ke the anoral Tleilaxu? Anmoral -- not human."”

"I can al nost hear the gears whirling in Odrade's head. She and her Sisters --
they watch, they listen, they tailor every response, everything cal cul ated."

Is that what you want, my darling? He felt trapped. She was right and she was
wong. Ends justifying neans? How could he justify | osing Mirbella?

"You think them anoral ?" he asked.



It was as though she did not hear. "Always asking thensel ves what to say next
to get the desired response.”

"What response?" Couldn't she hear his pain?
“You never know until too late!" She turned and | ooked at him
"Exactly like Honored Matres. Do you know how Honored Matres trapped ne?"

He coul d not suppress awareness of how avidly the watchdogs woul d hang on
Murbel | a' s next words.

"I was picked off the streets after an Honored Matre sweep. | think the whole
sweep was because of me. M nother was a great beauty but she was too old for
t hem "

"A sweep?" The watchdogs would want me to ask.

"They go through an area and peopl e di sappear. No bodies, nothing. Whole
fam lies vanish. [It's explained as puni shnent because peopl e plot agai nst

t hem "

"How ol d were you?"

"Three . . . maybe four. | was playing with friends in an open place under
trees. Suddenly, there was a | ot of noise and shouting. W hid in a hole
behi nd some rocks."

He was caught in a vision of this dranm.

"The ground shook." Her gaze went inward with the nenory. "Explosions. After
a while it was quiet and we peeked out. The whol e corner where ny house had
been was a hole."

"You were orphaned?"

"I remenber ny parents. He was a big, robust fellow | think my nother was a
servant somewhere. They wore unifornms for such jobs and | renenber her in

uni form™"

"How can you be sure your parents were killed?"

"The sweep is all | know for sure but they're always the sane. There was
scream ng and people running about. W were terrified."

"Why do you think the sweep was because of you?"

"They do that sort of thing."

They. What a victory the watchers would count in that one word.

Murbella was still deep in menmory. "I think my father refused to succunb to an
Honored Matre. That was al ways consi dered dangerous. Big, handsome man .

strong. "

"So you hate them™



"Why?" Really surprised by his question. "Wthout that, | would never have
been an Honored Matre."

Her cal |l ousness shocked him "So it was worth anything!"
"Love, do you resent whatever brought ne to your side?"
Touche! "But don't you wish it had happened some ot her way?"
"I't happened. "

VWhat utter fatalism He had never suspected this in her. Ws it Honored Matre
conditioning or sonething the Bene Gesserit did?

"You were just a valuable addition to their stables.™

"Right. Enticers, they called us. W recruited valuable males."
"And you did."

"I repaid their investnent many tines over."

"Do you realize howthe Sisters will interpret this?"

"Don't nake a big thing of it."

"So you're ready to work on Scytal e?"

"I didn't say that. Honored Matres mani pul ated ne wi thout ny consent. The
Sisters need ne and want to use nme the sane way. M price nay be too high."

He was a nmoment speaking past a dry throat. "Price?"

She glared at him "You, you're just part of ny price. No working on Scytale.
And nore of their fanous candor about why they need ne!"

"Careful, love. They might tell you."

She turned an al nost Bene Gesserit stare toward him "How could you restore
Teg's nenories wthout pain?"

Dam! And just when he thought they were free of that slip. No escape. He
could see in her eyes that she guessed.

Murbel la confirned this. "Since |l would not agree, |'msure you' ve discussed it
wi th Sheeana."

He could only nod. H's Miurbella had gone farther into the Sisterhood than he
suspected. And she knew how his multiple ghola nenories had been restored by
her inprinting. He suddenly saw her as a Reverend Mther and wanted to cry out
against it.

"How does this nmake you different from Odrade?" she asked.

"Sheeana was trained as an Inprinter." H's words felt enpty even as he spoke.



"That's different frommy training?" Accusing.
Anger flared in him "You'd prefer the pain? Like Bell?"
"You'd prefer the defeat of the Bene Gesserit?" Voice mlky soft.

He heard the distance in her tone, as though she already had retreated into the
col d observational stance of the Sisterhood. They were freezing his |ovely

Murbel la!  There was still that vitality in her, though. It tore at him She
gave off an aura of health, especially in pregnancy. Vigor and boundl ess
enjoynment of life. It glowed in her. The Sisters would take that and danpen

it.
She becanme qui et under his watchful stare.
Desperate, he wondered what he coul d do.

" 1 had hoped we were being nore open with each other lately," she said.
Anot her Bene Gesserit probe.

"I disagree with many of their actions but |I don't distrust their notives," he
sai d.

“I'"ll know their notives if | live through the Agony."

He went very still, caught in realization that she mght not survive. Life

wi t hout Murbell a? Yawni ng enpti ness deeper than anything he had ever inagined.
Nothing in his many lives conpared with it. Wthout conscious volition, he
reached out and caressed her back. Skin so soft and yet resilient.

"I love you too much, Miurbella. That's ny Agony."
She trenbl ed under his touch

He found hinself wallowing in sentinmentality, building an i mage of grief unti
he recalled a Mentat teacher's words about "enotional binges."

"The di fference between sentinment and sentinentality is easy to see. Wen you
avoid killing sonmebody's pet on the glazeway, that's sentinment. |If you swerve
to avoid the pet and that causes you to kill pedestrians, that is
sentimentality."

She took his caressing hand and pressed it agai nst her lips.

"Words plus body, nore than either," he whispered.

Hi s words plunged her back into nightmare but now she went with a vengeance,
aware of words as tools. She was filled with special relish for the experience,
willingness to |augh at herself.

As she exorcised the nightmare, it occurred to her that she had never seen an
Honored Matre |augh at herself.

Hol di ng his hand, she stared down at Duncan. Mentat flickering of his eyelids.
Did he realize what she had just experienced? Freedoml It no |onger was a
questi on of how she had been confined and driven into inevitable channels by her



past. For the first tine since accepting the possibility that she coul d becone
a Reverend Mother, she glinpsed what it mght nean. She felt awe and shock

Not hi ng nore inportant than the Sisterhood?

They spoke of an oath, sonmething nore nysterious than the Proctor's words at the
acolyte initiation.

My oath to Honored Matres was only words. An oath to the Bene Gesserit can be
no nore.

She renmenbered Bell onda growl i ng that diplomats were chosen for ability to lie.
"Wul d you be anot her diplomat, Murbella?"

It was not that oaths were nmade to be broken. How childish! Schoolyard threat:
"I'f you break your word, I'll break m ne! Nyaa, nyaa, nyaaaaa!"

Futile to worry about oaths. Far nore inmportant to find that place in herself
where freedomlived. It was a place where sonething always |istened.

Cuppi ng Duncan's hand agai nst her |ips, she whispered: "They listen. ©h, how
they listen.™

Enter no conflict against fanatics unless you can defuse them Oppose a
religion with another religion only if your proofs (nmiracles) are irrefutable or
if you can mesh in a way that the fanatics accept you as god-inspired. This has
| ong been the barrier to science assuning a nantle of divine revelation

Science is so obviously manmade. Fanatics (and nmany are fanatic on one subject
or anot her) nust know where you stand, but nore inportant, nust recognize who
whi spers in your ear.

-M ssionaria Protectiva, Primary Teaching

The flow of tine nagged at Odrade as nmuch as did constant awareness of the
hunt ers approaching. Years passed so quickly that days becane a blur. Two
nont hs of argunents to gain approval of Sheeana as successor to Tam

Bel | onda had taken to standi ng day watch when Odrade was absent as she had been
today, briefing a new Bene Gesserit remmant being sent Scattering. The Counci
continued this but with reluctance. |daho's suggestion that it was a futile
strategy had sent shock waves through the Sisterhood. Briefings now carried new
defensi ve plans for "what you may encounter.”

When Odrade entered the workroomlate in the afternoon, Bellonda sat at the
table. Her cheeks | ooked puffy and her eyes had that hard stare they got when
she suppressed fatigue. Wth Bell here, the daily summati on woul d include sharp
comment s.



"They' ve approved Sheeana," she said, pushing a small crystal toward Odrade.
"Tam s support did it. And Murbella s new one will be born in eight days, so
the Suks claim"

Bell had little faith in Suk doctors.

New one? She could be so dammed i npersonal about |ife! Odrade found her pul ses
qui ckeni ng at the prospect.

When Murbella recovers fromthis birth -- the Agony. She is ready.

"Duncan's extrenely nervous," Bellonda said, vacating the chair
Duncan yet! Those two are getting remarkably famliar
Bel |l was not finished. "And before you ask, no word fromDortujla. "

Qdr ade took her seat behind the table and bal anced the report crystal on her

palm Dortujla's trusted acolyte, now Reverend Mdther Fintil, would not risk
the no-ship journey or any of the other nessage devices they had prepared just
to stroke a Mother Superior. No news neant the bait was still out there

or wast ed.

"Have you told Sheeana she's confirned?" Odrade asked.

"1 left that for you. She's late with her daily report again. Not right for
soneone on the Council."

So Bell still disapproved the appoi ntnent.

Sheeana's daily nessages had taken on a repetitious note. "No wornsign. Spice
mass intact."

Everyt hi ng upon which they pinned their hopes lay in terrible suspension. And
ni ght mare hunters crept closer. Tensions accunul ated. Expl osive.

"You' ve seen that exchange between Duncan and Miurbella enough tines," Bellonda

said. "Is that what Sheeana was hiding and, if so, why?"
"Teg was ny father."

"Such delicacy! A Reverend Mdther has qual ns about inprinting the ghola of
Mot her Superior's father!"

"She was ny personal student, Bell. She has concerns for me you could not feel
Besides, this is not just a ghola, this is a child."

"We nust be certain of her!"

Qdrade saw the nane formon Bellonda's |ips but it remai ned unspoken
"Jessica."

Anot her flawed Reverend Mother? Bell was right, they must be sure of Sheeana.
My responsibility. A vision of Sheeana's black scul pture flickered in Odrade's
awar eness.



"I daho's plan has sone attraction, but Bel | onda hesit at ed.

Qdrade spoke up: "This is a very young child, gromh inconplete. Pain of the
usual menory restoration could approach the Agony. It might alienate him But
this . . ."

"Control himwith an Inprinter, that part | approve. But what if it doesn't
restore his menories?"

"We still have the original plan. And it did have that effect on |Idaho."

"Different for himbut the decision can wait. You're late for your neeting with
Scytale."

Qdrade hefted the crystal. "Daily summtion?"

"Not hi ng you haven't seen too nany tinmes already.”" FromBell, that was al nost a
note of concern.

“I'"l'l bring himback here. Have Tamwaiting and you cone in |ater on sone
pretext."

Scytal e had becone al nost accustoned to these wal ks outside the ship and Odrade
observed this in his casual manner when they energed from her transporter south
of Central.

It was nore than a stroll and they both knew it but she had made these
excursions regular, designing repetition to lull him Routine. So useful on
occasi on.

"Kind of you to take ne for these wal ks," Scytal e said, |ooking up sideways.
"The air is drier than | recall it. Were do we go this eveni ng?"

How tiny his eyes when he squinted agai nst the sun.

"To ny workroom" She nodded at outbuil dings of Central about half a klick
north. It was cold under a cloudl ess spring sky and warm col ors of roofs,
lights coming on in her tower, beckoned with promise of relief froma chilling
wi nd that acconpani ed al nbst every sunset these days.

Wth peripheral attention, Odrade watched the Tleil axu beside her carefully.
Such tension! She could feel this also in guardi an Reverend Mthers and
acol ytes cl ose behind them all charged to special watchful ness by Bell onda.

We need this little nonster and he knows it. And we still don't know the extent
of Tleilaxu abilities! What talents has he accunul ated? Wy does he probe with
such evi dent casual ness for contact with his fellow prisoners?

Tl ei l axu nmade the |daho-ghola, she rem nded herself. Did they hide secret
things in hin®

"I am a beggar cone to your door, Mother Superior," he said in that whining
elfin voice. "Qur planets in ruins, nmy people slain. Wy do we go to your
quarters?"

"To bargain in nore pleasant surroundi ngs."



"Yes, it is very confining in the ship. But |I do not understand why we al ways
| eave the car so far away from Central. Wiy do we wal k?"

"I find it refreshing.”

Scytal e gl anced around himat the plantings. "Pleasant, but quite cold, don't
you t hi nk?"

Qdrade gl anced to the south. These southern slopes were planted to grapes,
crests and col der northern faces reserved for orchards. |Inmproved vinifera,

t hese vineyards. Devel oped by Bene Gesserit gardeners. dd vines, roots "gone
down to hell" where (according to ancient superstition) they stole water from

burni ng souls. The winery was underground as were storage and agi ng caves.
Nothing to mar a | andscape of tended vines in orderly rows, plantings just far
enough apart for pickers and tilling equiprent.

Pl easant to hin? She doubted Scytal e saw anything pleasing here. He was
properly nervous as she wanted himto be, asking hinmself: Wy does she really
choose to wal k nme through these rustic surroundi ngs?

It galled Odrade that they dared not enpl oy nore powerful Bene Gesserit
persuasives on this little man. But she agreed with advice that said if those
efforts failed, they would not get a second chance. Tleilaxu had denpnstrated
they would die rather than give up secret (and sacred) know edge.

"Several things puzzle ne," Odrade said, picking her way around a pile of vine
trimm ngs as she spoke. "Wy do you insist on having your own Face Dancers
bef ore acceding to our requests? And what is this interest in Duncan |daho?"

"Dear l|lady, | have no companions in ny |loneliness. That answers both
guestions." He rubbed absently at his breast where the nullentropy capsule |ay
conceal ed.

Wiy does he rub hinmself there so frequently? It was a gesture she and anal ysts
had puzzled over. No scar, no skin inflammation. Perhaps nmerely a carryover
fromchil dhood. But that was so long ago! A flawin this reincarnation? No
one could say. And that gray skin carried a netallic pignmentation that resisted
probing instruments. He was sure to have been sensitized to heavier rays and
woul d know t hose were used. No . . . now, it was all diplomacy. Damm this
little nonster!

Scytal e wondered: Did this powi ndah fenal e have no natural synpathies on which
he could play? Typicals were anbivalent on that question

"The Wekht of Jandola is no nore," he said. "Billions of us slain by those
whores. To the farthest reaches of the Yaghist, we are destroyed and only |
remain."

Yaghi st, she thought. Land of the unruled. It was a revealing word in
I sl ami yat, the Bene Tleilax |anguage.

In that | anguage, she said: "The magic of our God is our only bridge."

Once nore she clained to share his Geat Belief, the Sufi-Zensunni ecuneni sm
that had spawned the Bene Tleilax. She spoke the |anguage flaw essly, knew the
proper words, but he saw fal sehoods. She calls God's Messenger "Tyrant" and

di sobeys the nost basic precepts!



VWhere did these wonen neet in kehl to feel the presence of God? |If they truly
spoke the Language of God, they would already know what they sought from him
wi t h crude bargai ni ng.

As they clinbed the last slope to the paved | anding at Central, Scytale called
on God for help. The Bene Tleilax cone to this! Wy have You put this tria
upon us? W are the last legalists of the Shariat and I, the |ast Master of ny
peopl e, must seek answers from You, God, when You no |onger can speak to ne in
kehl .

Once nore in flaw ess Islamyat, Odrade said: "You were betrayed by your own
peopl e, ones you sent into the Scattering. You have no nore Malik brothers,
only sisters.™

Then where is your sagra chanber, pow ndah deceiver? Were is a deep and
wi ndowl ess place only brothers may enter?

"This is a newthing for ne," he said. "Mlik Sisters? Those two words have
al ways been sel f-negating. Sisters cannot be Mlik."

"Waf f, your |ate Mahai and Abdl, had trouble with that. And he |ed your people
al rost to extinction."

"Alnost? You know of survivors?' He could not keep excitenent fromhis voice.
"No Masters . . . but we hear of a few Donel and all in Honored Matre hands."

She paused where the edge of a building would cut off their view of the setting
sun in the next steps and, still in the secret |anguage of the Tleil axu, said:
"The sun is not God."

The dawn and sunset cry of the Mhai

Scytale felt faith wavering as he followed her into an arched passage between
two squat buildings. Her words were proper but only the Mahai and Abdl shoul d
utter them In the shadowy passage, footsteps of their escort close behind,
Qdr ade confounded hi m by saying: "Wy did you not say the proper words? Are
you not the last Master? Does that not make you Mahai and Abdl ?"

"I was not chosen so by Malik brothers.” |t sounded weak even to him

Qdrade summmned a liftfield and paused at the tubeslot. |In Other Menory detail
she found kehl and its right of ghufran famliar -- words whispered in the night
by | overs of |ong-dead wonen. "And then we . “ "And so if we speak these

sacred words . . ." Chufran! Acceptance and readm ssion of one who had
vent ured anong pow ndah, the returned one beggi ng pardon for contact wth
uni magi nabl e sins of aliens. The Mashei kh have nmet in kehl and felt the
presence of their God!

The tubesl ot opened. Odrade notioned Scytal e and two guards ahead. As he
passed, she thought: Sonething nust give soon. W cannot play our little gane
to the end he desires.

Tanmal ane stood at the bow wi ndow, her back to the door, when Odrade and Scytal e
entered the workroom Sunset |ight slanted sharply across rooftops. The



brilliance vani shed then and | eft behind it a sense of contrast, the night
dar ker because of that |ast glow al ong the horizon.

In the mlky gloom Odrade waved the guards away, noting their reluctance.
Bel | onda had charged themto stay, obviously, but they would not disobey Mt her
Superior. She indicated a chairdog across fromher and waited for himto sit.
He | ooked back suspiciously at Tamal ane before sinking into the 'dog but covered
it by saying: "Wy are there no |lights?"

"This is a relaxing interlude," she said. And |I know darkness worries youl

She stood a nonent behind her table, identifying bright patches in the gloom a
luster of artifacts placed around her to make this her setting: the bust of

| ong-dead Chenoeh in its niche beside the window, and there on the wall at her
right, a pastoral |andscape fromthe first human mgrations into space, a stack
of ridulian crystals on the table and a silvery reflection off her |ightscribe
concentrating faint illumnation fromthe w ndows.

He has roasted | ong enough.

She touched a plate on her console. d owglobes set strategically around walls
and ceiling cane to |ife. Tanalane turned on cue, her robe swi shing
deliberately. She stood two paces behind Scytale, the very picture of oni nous
Bene Gesserit mystery.

Scytale twitched slightly at Tamal ane's nmovenment but now he sat quietly. The
chairdog was sonewhat too |arge for himand he | ooked al nost childlike there.

(drade said, "Sisters who rescued you say you commanded a no-ship at Junction
preparing for the first fol dspace | eap when Honored Matres attacked. You were
conmng to your ship in a one-nman skitter, they said, and veered away just before
t he expl osions. You detected the attackers?"

"Yes." Reluctance in his voice.

"And knew they might |ocate the no-ship fromyour trajectory. So you fled,
| eavi ng your brothers to be destroyed."

He spoke with the utter bitterness of a tragic witness: "Earlier, when we were
out bound from Tleil ax, we saw that attack begin. Qur explosions to destroy
everything of value to attackers and the burners from space created the

hol ocaust. W fled then, too."

"But not directly to Junction.”
"Everywhere we searched, they had been before us. They had the ashes but | had
our secrets."” Remind her that | still have sonething of value to trade! He

tapped a finger against his head.

"You sought Guild or CHOAM sanctuary at junction," she said. "How fortunate our
spy ship was there to scoop you up before the eneny could react."

"Sister . . ." Howdifficult that word! ". . . if you truly are ny sister in
kehl, why will you not provide ne with Face Dancer servants?"
"Still too many secrets between us, Scytale. Wy, for instance, were you

| eavi ng Bandal ong when attackers cane?"



Bandal ong!

Nam ng the great Tleilax city constricted his chest and he thought he felt the
nul | entropy capsul e pul se, as though it sought release for its precious
contents. Lost Bandal ong. Never again to see the city of carnelian skies,
never to feel the presence of brothers, of patient Donel and

"Are you ill?" Odrade asked.

"I amsick with what | have lost!" He heard fabric slither behind him and
sensed Tanal ane closer. How oppressive it was in this place! "Wy is she
behi nd nme?"

"I amthe servant of ny Sisters and she is here to observe us both."

"You' ve taken sone of ny cells, haven't you? You're growing a replacenent
Scytale in your tanks!"

"Of course we are. You don't think Sisters would let the | ast Master end here,
do you?"

“"No ghola of me will do anything I would not!" And it will carry no nullentropy
t ube!

“"We know." But what is it we do not know?
"This is not bargaining," he conpl ai ned.

"You m sjudge ne, Scytale. W know when you |lie and when you conceal. W
enpl oy senses others do not."

It was true! They detected things fromodors of his body, fromsmall novenents
of muscles, expressions he could not suppress.

Sisters? These creatures are pow ndah! All of then

"You were on |ashkar," Odrade prodded.

Lashkar! How he wi shed he were here on | ashkar. Face Dance warriors, Donel
assistants -- elimnating this abom nable evil! But he dared not lie. The one
behi nd hi m probably was a Trut hsayer. Experience in nmany |lives told himBene
Gesserit Truthsayers were the best.

"I commanded a force of khasadars. W sought a herd of Futars for our defense."

Herd? Did Tleilaxu know sonething of Futars not revealed to the Sisterhood?

"You went prepared for violence. Did Honored Matres learn of your m ssion and
cut you off? | think it likely."

"Why do you call them Honored Matres?" His voice |apsed alnpst into a screech

"Because that is what they call thenselves.” Very calmnow. Let himstewin
hi s own ni st akes.



She is right! W were betrayed. Bitter thought. He held it close, wondering
how he should reply. A small revelation? There is never a snall revelation
with these wonen.

A sigh shook his breast. The nullentropy capsule and its contents. H s nost
i mportant concern. Anything to get himaccess to his own axlotl tanks.

"Descendants of people we sent into the Scattering returned with captive Futars.
A mingling of human and cat, as you doubtless know. But they did not reproduce
in our tanks. And before we coul d determ ne why, the ones brought to us died."
The betrayers brought us only two! W should have suspect ed.

"They didn't bring you very many Futars, did they? You should have suspected
they were bait."

See? That is what they do with snall revel ations!

"Why did the Futars not hunt and kill Honored Matres on Gammu?" It was Duncan's
guesti on and deserved an answer.

"W were told no orders were given. They do not kill w thout orders." She
knows this. She is testing ne.
"Face Dancers also kill on order,"
ordered it. Not so?"

she said. "They would even kill you if you

"That order is reserved for keeping our secrets fromthe hands of enemes.”
"I's that why you want your own Face Dancers? Do you consider us enem es?"

Bef ore he coul d conpose a response, Bellonda's projected figure appeared above
the table, lifesize and partly translucent, dancing crystals of Archives behind
her. "Urgent from Sheeana!" Bellonda said. "The spice blow has occurred.
Sandworns! " The figure turned and | ooked at Scytal e, coneyes perfectly

coordi nating her novenents. "So you have | ost a bargaining chip, Mster
Scytale! W have our spice at last!" The projected figure vanished with an
audible click and a faint snell of ozone.

"You're trying to trick me!" he blurted.

But the door at Odrade's |left opened. Sheeana entered towing a snall suspensor
pod no nore than two neters long. |Its transparent sides repeated the gl owgl obes
of the workroomin tiny bursts of yellow light. Sonething squirnmed in the pod!
Sheeana stood aside wi thout speaking, giving thema full view of the contents.
So snmall!  The wormwas |less than half the length of its container but perfect
in every detail, stretched out there on a shallow bed of gol den sand.

Scytal e could not contain a gasp of awe. The Prophet!

Qdrade's reaction was pragmatic. She bent close to the pod, peering into the

m niature nouth. The scorching huff-huff of a great worms internal fires

reduced to this? What a tiny mmcry!

Crystal teeth flashed as it lifted its front segnents.



The worm sent its nmouth questing left and right. They all saw behind the teeth
the mniature fire inits alien chem stry.

"Thousands of them " Sheeana said. "They cane to a spice blow as they al ways
do."

Qdrade remained silent. W have done it! But this was Sheeana's noment of
triunph. Let her make the nost of it. Scytale had never |ooked this defeated

Sheeana opened the pod and lifted the wormfromit, cradling it as though it
were an infant. It lay quiescent in her arns.

Qdrade took a deep, satisfied breath. She still controls them
"Scytale," Odrade said.

He coul d not take his gaze fromthe worm

"Do you still serve the Prophet?" Odrade asked. "There he is!"

He did not know how to respond. Truly a revenant of the Prophet? He wanted to
deny his first awed response but his eyes would not permt it.

Qdr ade spoke softly. "Wile you were out on your foolish mssion, your selfish
nm ssion, we were serving the Prophet! W rescued his |ast revenant and brought
hi m here. Chapterhouse wi |l becone anot her Dune!"

She sat back and steepled her hands in front of her. Bell was watching through
t he coneyes, of course. A Mentat's observations would be valuable. Odrade

wi shed | daho were al so watching. But he could ook at a holo. It was clear to
her that Scytale had seen the Bene Gesserit only as tools for restoration of his
precious Tleilaxu civilization. Wuld this devel opment force himto revea

i nner secrets of his tanks? Wat would he offer?

"l must have time to think." A trenor in his voice
"About what woul d you think?"

He did not answer but kept his attention on Sheeana, who was replacing the tiny
wormin its pod. She stroked it once before sealing the lid.

"Tell me, Scytale," Odrade insisted. "How can there be anything for you to
reconsider? This is our Prophet! You say you serve the Geat Belief. Then
serve it!"

She coul d see his dreans dissolving. H's own Face Dancers to print nmenories of
t hose they killed, copying each victims shape and nanner. He had never hoped
to gull a Reverend Mother . . . but acolytes and sinple workers of Chapterhouse

all the secrets he had hoped to acquire, gone! Lost as certainly as the
charred husks of Tleilaxu planets.

Qur Prophet, she said. He turned a stricken |ook toward Odrade but did not
focus. What am | to do? These wormen no | onger need ne. But | need themn

"Scytale." How softly she spoke. "The Great Convention is ended. It's a new
uni verse out there."



He tried to swallowin a dry throat. The whol e concept of violence had taken on
a new dinension. In the Od Enpire, the Convention had guaranteed retaliation
agai nst anyone who dared burn a planet by attacking from space.

"Escal ated viol ence, Scytale." Odrade's voice was al nost a whisper. "W
Scatter pods of rage."

He focused on her. \What is she saying?
"The hatred being stored up agai nst Honored Matres," she said.

You are not the only one with | osses, Scytale. Once, when problens arose in our

civilization, the cry went out: "Bring a Reverend Mther!" Honored Mtres
prevent that. And the nyths are reconmposed. Golden light is cast upon our
past. "It was better in the old days when the Bene Gesserit could help us.

Where do you go for reliable Truthsayers these days? Arbitration? These
Honored Matres have never heard the word! They were al ways courteous, the
Reverend Mdthers. You have to say that for them"”

When Scytal e did not respond, she said: "Think of what might happen if that
rage were loosed in a jihad!"

VWen he still did not speak, she said: "You have seen it. Tleilaxu, Bene
Gesserit, priests of the Divided God, and who knows how many nore -- all hunted
like wild gane."

"They cannot kill us all!" An agonized cry.

"Can't they? Your Scattered ones made conmon cause with Honored Matres. |Is
that a sanctuary you would seek in the Scattering?"

And there goes another dream Little pods of Tleilaxu, persistent as festering
sores, awaiting the day of Scytale's Geat Revival.

"Peopl e grow strong under oppression,” he said, but there was no force in his
words. "Even the Priests of Rakis are finding holes in which to hide!"
Desper at e words.

"Who says this? Some of your returned friends?"
Hi s silence was all the answer she needed.

"Bene Tleilax have killed Honored Matres and they know it," she said, hanmering

at him "They will be satisfied only with your exterm nation."
"And yours!"
"W are partners by necessity if not by shared belief.” She said it in purest

I sl ami yat and saw hope leap into his eyes. Kehl and Shariat may yet take on
their ol d neani ngs anong peopl e who conpose their thoughts in the Language of
God.

"Partners?" Faint and extrenely tentative.

She adopted new bluntness. "In sone ways, that's a nore reliable basis for
conmon action than any other. Each of us knows what the other wants. An



intrinsic design: Screen everything through that and sonething reliable can
occur."

"And what is it you want from me?"
"You al ready know. "

"How to make the finest tanks, yes." He shook his head, obviously unsure. The
changes inplied by her denands!

Qdrade wondered if she dared snap at himin open anger. How dense he was! But
he was close to panic. dd values had changed. Honored Matres were not the
only source of turmoil. Scytale did not even know the extent of changes that
had infected his own Scattered Ones!

"Times are changing," Odrade said.

Change, what a disturbing word, he thought.

"I must have nmy own Face Dancer attendants! And ny own tanks?" Al nbst beggi ng.
"My Council and | will consider it."

"What is there to consider?" Throwi ng her own words at her

"You need only your own approval. | require approval of others.” She gave him
agrimsmle. "So you do get time to think." Qdrade nodded to Tamal ane, who

sumoned guar ds.

"Back to the no-ship?" He spoke fromthe doorway, such a dimnutive figure
am dst burly guards.

"But tonight you ride all the way."
He gave a last lingering stare at the wormas he |eft.

When Scytal e and guards were gone, Sheeana said: "You were right not to press
him He was ready to panic."

Bel | onda entered. "Perhaps it would be best just to kill him"

"Bell! Get the holo and go through our neeting again. This tine as a Mentat!"
That stopped her.

Tamal ane chuckl ed.

"You take too much joy in your Sister's disconfiture, Tam" Sheeana said.

Tanmal ane shrugged but Odrade was delighted. No nore teasing of Bell?

"When you spoke of Chapterhouse beconi ng anot her Dune, that was when he began to
pani c," Bell onda said, her voice Mentat distant.

Qdrade had seen the reaction but had not yet made the association. This was a
Mentat's value: patterns and systens, building blocks. Bell sensed a pattern
to Scytal e's behavior.



"I ask nyself: |Is it the thing becone real once nore?" Bellonda said.

(drade saw it at once. An odd thing about |ost places. As |Iong as Dune had
been a known and living planet, there existed a historical firmmess about its
presence in the Galactic Register. You could point to a projection and say:

"That is Dune. Once called Arrakis and, latterly, Rakis. Dune for its tota
desert character in Miad' Dib's day."

Destroy the place, though, and a nythol ogi cal patina inveighed agai nst projected
reality. In tinme, such places becane totally nythic. Arthur and his Round
Table. Canelot where it only rains at night. Pretty good Wather Control for

t hose days!

But now, a new Dune had appeared
"Myth power," Tamal ane said.

Ahhhh, yes. Tam close to her final departure fromflesh, would be nore
sensitive to workings of myths. Mstery and secrecy, tools of the M ssionaria,
had been used al so on Dune by Miad' Dib and the Tyrant. The seeds were pl anted.
Even with priests of the Divided God gone to their own perdition, myths of Dune
proliferated.

"Mel ange, " Tamal ane sai d.
The other Sisters in the workroom knew i nmedi ately what she nmeant. New hope
could be injected into the Bene Gesserit Scattering.

Bel | onda said: "Wy do they want us dead and not captives? That has al ways
puzzled ne."

Honored Matres m ght not want any Bene Gesserit alive . . . only the spice

know edge, perhaps. But they destroyed Dune. They destroyed the Tleilaxu. It
was a cautioning thought to take into any confrontation with the Spider Queen --
shoul d Dortujla succeed.

"No useful hostages?" Bellonda asked.

Qdrade saw the | ooks on the faces of her Sisters. They were following a single
track as though all of themthought with one m nd. bject |essons by Honored
Matres, |eaving few survivors, only nade potential opposition nore cautious. It
i nvoked a rule of silence within which bitter nmenories becanme bitter mnyths.
Honored Matres were |ike barbarians in any age: blood instead of hostages.
Strike with random vi ci ousness.

"Dar's right," Tanal ane said. "W' ve been seeking allies too close to hone."

"Futars did not create thenselves," Sheeana sai d.

"The ones who created them hope to control us," Bellonda said. There was the
clear sound of Prinme Projection in her voice. "That's the hesitation Dortujla
heard in the Handlers."

There it was and they faced it with all of its perils. It cane down to people
(as it always did). People -- contenporaries. You |earned valuable things from



people living in your own tine and from know edge they carried out of their
pasts. Oher Menory was not the only conveyance of history.

Qdrade felt that she had come home after a | ong absence. There was a
famliarity about the way all four of themwere thinking now It was a
famliarity that transcended place. The Sisterhood itself was Honme. Not where
they | odged in transient housing but the association

Bel | onda voiced it for them "I fear we have been working at cross purposes.”

"Fear does that," Sheeana said.

Qdrade dared not smile. It could be msinterpreted and she did not want to
explain. Gve us Miurbella as a Sister and a restored Bashar! Then we mi ght
have our fighting chance!

Right there with that good feeling in her, the nessage signal clicked. She

gl anced at the projection surface, a pure reflex, and recogni zed crisis. Such a
small thing (relatively) to precipitate crisis. Cairby nortally injured in a
"thopter crash. Mrtal unless . . . The unless was spelled out for her and it
added up to cyborg. Her conpani ons saw the nessage in reverse but you got good
at reading mrrored information in here. They knew.

VWhere do we draw the |ine?

Bel | onda, with her antique spectacl es when she could have had artificial eyes or
any of nunerous other prosthetics, voted with her body. This is what it neans
to be human. Try to hold on to youth and it nocks you while it sprints away.

Mel ange is enough . . . and perhaps too much.

Qdr ade recogni zed what her own enptions were telling her. But what of Bene
Gesserit necessity? Bell could | odge her individual vote and everyone
recogni zed it, even respected it. But Mther Superior's vote carried the
Si sterhood with her.

First the axlotl tanks and now this.

Necessity said they could not afford to | ose specialists of Clairby's caliber
They had few enough as it was. "Spread thin" did not describe it. Gaps were
appearing. Cyborg dairby, though, and that was the openi ng wedge.

The Suks were prepared. "A precautionary arrangenent"” should it be required for
someone irreplaceable. Such as Mther Superior? Odrade knew she had approved
that with her usual cautious reservations. Were were those reservations now?

Cyborg was one of those potpourri words, too. Were did nechanical additions to
human fl esh become domi nant? When was the Cyborg no | onger hunman? Tenptations
intensified -- "Just this one little adjustment."” And so easy to adjust unti

t he potpourri-human becane unquestioni ngly obedi ent.

But . . . Cairby?

Conditions of extrem s said, "Cyborg him" Was the Sisterhood that desperate?
She was forced to answer in the affirmative.

There it was then -- decision not entirely out of her hands, but the ready
excuse at hand. Necessity dictates it.



The Butlerian Jihad had left its indelible mark on hunmans. Fought and won .
for then. And here was another battle in that |ong-ago conflict.

But now, survival of the Sisterhood was in the bal ance. How nmany technica
speci al i sts renai ned on Chapterhouse? She knew the answer wi thout | ooking. Not
enough.

Qdrade | eaned forward and keyed for transmit. "Cyborg him" she said.

Bel | onda grunted. Approval or disapproval? She would never say. This was
Mot her Superior's arena and wel cone to it!

Who won this battle? Odrade wonder ed.

W wal k a delicate |ine, perpetuating Atreides (Siona) genes in our population
because that hides us fromprescience. W carry the Kwi satz Haderach in that
bag! WIIfulness created Miuad' Dib. Prophets make predictions cone true! WII
we ever again dare ignore our Tao sense and cater to a culture that hates chance
and begs for prophecy?

-Archival Sunmary (adi xt o)

It was just after dawn when Odrade arrived at the no-ship but Miurbella was up
and working with a training nek when Mdther Superior strode onto the practice
fl oor.

Qdrade had wal ked the last klick through ring orchards around the spacefiel d.
Night's Iimted clouds had thinned at the approach of dawn, then dissipated to
reveal a sky thick with stars.

She recogni zed a delicate weather shift to wench another crop fromthis region
but decreasing rainfall was barely enough to keep orchards and pastures alive.

As she wal ked, Odrade was overcone by dreariness. Wnter just past had been a
har d- bought silence between storns. Life was holocaust. Dusting of pollen by
eager insects, fruiting and seeding that followed the flower. These orchards
were a secret storm whose power lay hidden in torrential flows of life. But
ohhh! the destruction. New life carried change. The Changer was com ng, always
different. Sandworms would bring the desert purity of ancient Dune.

The desol ation of that transformi ng power invaded her imagination. She could
picture this | andscape reduced to w ndswept dunes, habitat for Leto Il's
descendant s.

And the arts of Chapterhouse would undergo nmutation -- one civilization's nyths
repl aced by another's.



The aura of these thoughts went with Odrade onto the practice floor and col ored
her mood as she watched Murbella conplete a round of flashing exertion, then
step back, panting.

A thin scratch reddened the back of Miurbella's |left hand where she had m ssed a
nove by the big mek. The automated trainer stood there in the center of the
roomlike a golden pillar, its weapons flicking in and out -- probing nandibl es
of an angry insect.

Murbel l a wore tight green |eotards and her exposed skin glistened with
perspiration. Even with the prom nent noundi ng of her pregnancy, she appeared
graceful. Her skin glowed with health. 1t cane fromw thin, Odrade decided,
partly the pregnancy but something nore fundamental as well. This had inpressed
itself on Odrade at their first encounter, a thing Lucilla had renmarked after
capturing Murbella and rescuing Idaho from Gammu. Health lived bel ow t he
surface in her, there like a lens to focus attention on a deep freshet of
vitality.

We nust have her!

Murbel l a saw the visitor but refused to be interrupted.

Not yet, Mbther Superior. M baby is due soon but this body's needs wll
conti nue.

Qdrade saw then that the nek was sinulating anger, a progranmed response brought
on by frustration of its circuitry. An extrenely dangerous node!

"Good norning, Mther Superior.”

Murbel l a' s voice cane out nodul ated by her exertions as she dodged and twi sted
with that al nost blinding speed she commmanded.

The nmek sl ashed and probed for her, its sensors darting and whirring in attenpts
to foll ow her novenents.

Qdrade sniffed. To speak at such a tine anplified the peril of the mek. Risk
no di stracti ons when you played this dangerous gane. Enough

The nmek's controls were in a large green wall panel to the right of the doorway.
Mur bel I a' s changes could be seen in the circuits dangling wires, beanfields wth
menory crystals dislocated. Odrade reached up and stilled the nechani sm
Mirbel la turned to face her

"Why did you change the circuitry?" Odrade denmanded.

"For the anger."

"Is that what Honored Matres do?"

"As the twig is bent?" Mirbella nassaged her wounded hand. "But what if the
twig knows how it is bent and approves?"

Qdrade felt sudden excitenent. "Approves? Wy?"



"Because there's something . . . grand about it.
"You foll ow your adrenaline high?"

"You know it's not that!" Mirbella's breathing returned to nornmal. She stood
glaring at drade.

"Then what is it?"

"It's . . . being challenged to do nore than you ever thought possible. You
never suspected you could be this . . . this good, this expert and acconplished
at anything."

Qdr ade conceal ed el ati on.
Mens sana in corpore sano. W have her at |ast!
Qdrade said: "But what a price you pay!"

"Price?" Mirbella sounded astonished. "As long as | have the capacity, |'m
delighted to pay."

"Take what you want and pay for it?"

"I't's your Bene Gesserit nmgic cornucopia: As | becone increasingly
acconplished, ny ability to pay increases."

"Beware, Miurbella. That cornucopia, as you call it, can become Pandora's box."
Mur bel | a knew the allusion. She stood quite still, her attention fixed on
Mot her Superior. "Oh?" The sound barely escaped.

"Pandora's box rel eases powerful distractions that waste energies of your life.
You speak glibly of being "in the chute' and becomi ng a Reverend Mther but you
still don't know what that neans nor what we want from you."

"Then it was never our sexual abilities you wanted."

Qdr ade noved ei ght paces forward, majestically deliberate. Once Miurbella got on
t hat subject there would be no stopping her short of the usual resolution --
argunent cut short by Mther Superior's perenptory comand.

"Sheeana easily mastered your abilities,” Odrade said.

"So you will use her on that child!"

Qdrade heard di spleasure. It was a cultural residue. Wen did human sexuality
begi n? Sheeana, waiting now in the no-ship guard chanbers, had been forced to
deal with it. "l hope you recognize the source of ny reluctance and why | was

so secretive, Mdther Superior."

"I recognize that a Frenen society filled your mind with inhibitions before we
took you in hand!"

That had cleared the air between them But how was this exchange with Mirbella
to be redirected? | must let it run while | seek a way out.



There woul d be repetition. Unresolved issues would energe. The fact that
al nost every word Murbella uttered could be anticipated, that would be a trial

"Why do you evade this tested way of domi nating others now that you say you need
it with Teg?" Murbella asked.

"Slaves, is that what you want?" COdrade countered.

Eyes al nost closed, Miurbella considered this. Did | consider the men our

sl aves? Perhaps. | produced in them periods of w ldly unthinking abandon, a
giving up to heights of ecstasy they had never dreaned possible. | was trained
to give themthat and, thereby, nake them subject to our control

Until Duncan did the sane to ne.

Qdrade saw the hoodi ng of Murbella's eyes and recogni zed there were things in
this woman's psyche twisted in a way difficult to uncover. W1 dness running
where we have not followed. It was as though Murbella's original clarity had
been stained indelibly and then that mark covered over and even this cover
masked. There was a harshness in her that distorted thoughts and actions.
Layer upon | ayer upon |ayer

"You're afraid of what | can do," Mirbella said.

"There's truth in what you say,"” COdrade agreed.
Honesty and candor -- limted tools now to be used with care.
"Duncan." Murbella's voice cane out flat with new Bene Gesserit abilities.

"I fear what you share with him You find it odd, Mther Superior admtting
fear?"

" 1 know about candor and honesty!" She nade candor and honesty sound
repel | ent.

"Reverend Mot hers are taught never to abandon self. W are trained not to
encunber ourselves that way with concerns of others. "

"Is that all of it?"

"It goes deeper and has other threads. Being Bene Gesserit marks you in its own
ways. "

"I know what you're asking: Choose Duncan or the Sisterhood. | know your
tricks."

"I think not."
"There are things I won't do!"

"Each of us is constrained by a past. | nake ny choices, do what | nust because
nmy past is different fromyours."

"You'll continue to train nme despite what |'ve just said?"



Qdrade heard this in the total receptivity these encounters with Mirbella
demanded, every sense alerted to things not spoken, nmessages that hovered on
edges of words as though they were cilia wavering there, reaching for contact

wi th a dangerous universe.

The Bene Gesserit nmust change its ways. And here is one who could guide us into
change.

Bel | onda woul d be horrified at the prospect. Mny Sisters would reject it. But
there it was.

When Odrade remmined silent, Mirbella said: "Trained. |s that the proper
wor d?"

"Conditioned. That's probably nore famliar to you."

"What you really want is to conjoin our experiences, make nme sufficiently like
you that we can create trust between us. That's what all education does."

Don't play erudite games with me, girl!

“"We would flow in the same stream eh, Mirbella?"

Any Thi rd-Stage acol yte woul d have becone watchful |y cautious hearing that tone
from Mot her Superior. Mirbella appeared unnoved. "Except that | will not give
hi mup."

"That is for you to decide."

"Did you let the Lady Jessica decide?"

The way out of this cul-de-sac at |ast.

Duncan had pronpted Murbella to study Jessica's life. Hoping to thwart us!
Hol os of his performance had ignited severe analysis of records.

"An interesting person," COdrade said.
"Love! After all of your teaching, your conditioning!"

"You did not think her behavior treasonous?"

"Never!"
Delicately now. "But |ook at consequences: a Kw satz Haderach . . . and that
grandchild, the Tyrant!" Argunent dear to Bellonda's heart.

"CGol den Path,"” Miurbella said. "Survival of hunankind."
"Famine Tinmes and the Scattering.”

Are you watching this, Bell? No matter. You will watch it.
"Honored Matres!" Mirbella said.

"Al'l because of Jessica?" Odrade asked. "But Jessica returned to the fold and
lived out her years on Cal adan."



"Teacher of acol ytes!"

"Exanple to them as well. See what happens when you defy us?" Defy us,
Murbella! Do it nmore adroitly than Jessica.

"Sonetines you repel ne!" Natural honesty forced her to add: "But you know
want what you have."

VWhat we have

Odr ade recall ed her own first encounters with Bene Gesserit attractions.

Everyt hing of the body done with exquisite precision, senses honed to detect
smal | est details, rmuscles trained to performin marvel ous exactitude. These
abilities in an Honored Matre could only add a new di mension anplified by bodily
speed.

"You're throwing it back on ne," Miurbella said. "Trying to force ny choice when
you al ready know it."

Qdrade remained silent. This was a form of argunent ancient Jesuits had al nost
perfected. Sinulflow superinposed disputational patterns: Let Mirbella do her
own convincing. Supply only the nbst subtle of nudges. G ve her snall excuses
upon which to enl arge.

But hold fast, Murbella, to |ove for Duncan

"You're very clever at parading your Sisterhood' s advantages past nme," Mirbella
sai d.

"We are not a cafeteria line!"

An insoucient grin flicked Murbella's nmouth. "I'll take one of those and one of
these and | think 1'd Iike one of those creany things over there."

Qdr ade enj oyed t he metaphor but ommi present watchers had their own appetites.
"A diet that might kill you."

"But | see your offerings displayed so attractively. Voice! Wat a narvel ous
thing you've cooked up there. | have this wonderful instrunent in ny throat and
you can teach me to play it in that ultinate way."

"Now, you're a concert master."

"I want your ability to influence those around nme!"

"To what end, Murbella? For whose goal s?"

"I'f I eat what you eat, will | growinto your kind of toughness: plasteel on
the outside and even harder inside?"

"I's that how you see ne?"

"The chef at my banquet! And | nust eat whatever you bring -- for ny good and
for yours."



She sounded al nost manic. An odd person. Sonetinmes she appeared to be the nost
wr et ched of women, pacing her quarters |like a caged beast. That nmad | ook in her
eyes, orange flecks in the corneas . . . as there were now

"Do you still refuse to work on Scytal e?"

"Let Sheeana do it."

"WIIl you coach her?"

"And she will use my coaching on the child!"

They stared at each other, realizing they shared a sinilar thought. This is not
confrontati on because each of us wants the other.

"I amcommtted to you for what you can give me," Mirbella said, her voice | ow
"But you want to know if |I may ever act against that conm tnent?"

"Coul d you?"
"No nore than you could if circunstances demanded it."
"Do you think you will ever regret your decision?"

"OF course | will!l"™ Wat kind of dammfool question was that? People always had
regrets. Mirbella said this.

"Just confirm ng your self-honesty. W like it that you don't fly under false
colors.™

"You get false ones?"

"l ndeed. "

"You must have ways of weeding themout."

"The Agony does that for us. Falsehoods don't cone through the Spice."
Qdrade sensed Murbella's drunbeat flickering faster

"And you're not going to demand | give up Duncan?" Very spiny.

"That attachnent presents difficulties, but they are your difficulties."
"Anot her way of asking me to give himup?"

"Accept the possibility, that is all."

"I can't."

"You won't?"

"I mean what | say. |'mincapable.”

"And i f sonmeone showed you how?"



Murbel la stared into Odrade's eyes for a |long beat, then: "I alnpst said that
woul d set me free . . . but "

"Yes?"

"l could not be free while he was bound to ne."

"I's that renunciation of Honored Matre ways?"

"Renunci ation? Wong word. |'ve nerely grown beyond ny former Sisters.”
"Former Sisters?"

"Still ny Sisters, but they're Sisters of childhood. Sone |I renmenber fondly,
sone | dislike intensely. Playmates in a gane that no |onger interests ne."

"That decision satisfies you?"
"Are you satisfied, Mther Superior?"

Qdr ade cl apped her hands with unrestrained elation. How swiftly Mirbella
acqui red Bene Cesserit ripostel!

"Satisfied? Wuat a hellishly deadly word!"
As Odrade spoke, Murbella felt herself nove as in a dreamto the edge of an
abyss, unable to awaken and prevent the plunge. Her stomach ached with secret

enptiness and Odrade's next words canme from echoi ng di stance.

"The Bene Gesserit is all to a Reverend Mother. You will never be able to
forget that."

As quickly as it had come, the dream sensati on passed. Mother Superior's next
words were cold and i nmedi at e.

"Prepare for nore advanced training."
Until you neet the Agony -- live or die.

Qdrade lifted her gaze to the ceiling coneyes. "Send Sheeana in here. She
begi ns at once with her new teacher."

"So you're going to do it! You're going to work on that child."

"Think of himas Bashar Teg," Odrade said. "That helps." And we're not giving
you time to reconsider.

"I didn't resist Duncan and | can't argue with you."

"Don't even argue with yourself, Mirbella. Pointless. Teg was ny father and
still | rmust do this."

Until that nonent, Murbella had not realized the force behind OQdrade's earlier
statement. The Bene Cesserit is all to a Reverend Mother. G eat Dur protect
me! WII | be like that?



W& wi tness a passing phase of eternity. Inportant things happen but sone people
never notice. Accidents intervene. You are not present at episodes. You
depend on reports. And people shutter their mnds. Wat good are reports?
History in a news account? Preselected at an editorial conference, digested and
excreted by prejudice? Accounts you need sel dom cone fromthose who make
history. Diaries, menoirs and autobi ographi es are subjective forns of specia

pl eadi ng. Archives are crammed with such suspect stuff.

-Darwi drade

Scytal e noticed the excitenent of guards and ot hers when he reached the barrier
at the end of his corridor. Rapid novenent of people, especially this early in
the day, had attracted himfirst and sent himto the barrier. There went that
Suk doctor, Jalanto. He recognized her fromthe tine Odrade had sent her
"because you are looking ill." Another Reverend Mother to spy on ne!

Ahhhh, Mirbella's baby. That was why this rushing around and the Suk

But who were all those others? Bene Gesserit robes in an abundance he had never
bef ore seen here. Not just acolytes. Reverend Mthers outnunbered the others
he saw rushi ng about down there. They rem nded himof great carrion birds.
There went an acolyte at last, carrying a child on her shoulders. Very
nysterious. |If only |I had a Iink to Shipsystens!

He | eaned against a wall and waited but the people vani shed into various hatches
and doorways. Sone destinations he could place with fair certainty, others
remai ned a nmystery.

By the Holy Prophet! There went Mther Superior herself. She went through a
wi der doorway where nost of the others had gone.

Usel ess to ask Odrade when next he saw her. She had himin her trap now.
The Prophet is here and in pow ndah hands!

When no nore peopl e appeared in the corridor, Scytale returned to his quarters.
The ldentification nonitor at his doorway flickered at his passage but he forced
hinself not to look at it. IDis the key. Wth his know edge, this flaw in the
| xi an ship's control system beckoned like a siren

When | nmove, they will not give me nmuch tine.

It would be an act of desperation with ship and contents hostage. Seconds in
which to succeed. W knew what fal se panels might have been built, what secret
hat ches where those awful wonen could leap out at him He dared not ganble

bef ore exhausting all other avenues. Especially now. . . with the Prophet
restored.



Tricky witches. Wat else did they change in this ship? A disquieting thought.
Does ny know edge still apply?

The presence of Scytale beyond the barrier had not escaped Odrade's notice but
she had other natters to concern her. Mirbella's accouchenent (she liked the
ancient term had cone at an opportune nonent. COdrade wanted a distracted |daho
with her for Sheeana's attenpt at restoring the Bashar's nenories. |daho was
often distracted by thoughts of Murbella. And Murbella obviously could not be
with himhere, not just now.

Qdr ade nai ntai ned prudent watchfulness in his presence. He was, after all, a
Ment at .

She had found himat his console again. As she energed fromthe dropchute into
the access corridor to his quarters, she heard the clicking of relays and that
characteristic buzzing of the confield and knew i nmedi ately where to find him

He reveal ed an odd nood when she took himinto the observati on room where they
woul d nmonitor Sheeana and the child.

Worry about Murbella? O about what they would presently see?

The observati on roomwas | ong and narrow. Three rows of chairs faced the
seewal | commopn with the secret room where the experinment would occur. The
observation area had been left in gray gloomw th only two tiny gl owgl obes at
upper corners behind the chairs.

Two Suks were present . . . although Odrade worried that they mi ght be
ineffective. Jalanto, the Suk |daho considered their best, was with Mirbell a.

Denonstrate our concern. It's real enough

Slingchairs had been set up along the seewall. An emergency access hatch into
the other room was near at hand.

Streggi brought the child down the outer passage where he would not see the

wat chers and took himinto the room |t had been prepared under Miurbella's

directions: a bedroom some of his own things brought fromhis quarters and
some things fromthe roons shared by | daho and Mirbell a.

An animal's cave, Odrade thought. There was a shabbi ness about the place that
cane fromthe deliberate disarray often found in Idaho's chanbers: discarded
clothing on a slingchair, sandals in a corner. The sleeping mat was one |daho
and Murbella had used. |Inspecting it earlier, Qdrade had noted that smell akin
to saliva, an intinmte sexual odor. That, too, would work unconsciously on Teg.

Here is where the wild things originate, the things we cannot suppress. What
daring, to think we can control this. But we nust.

As Streggi undressed the boy and |left himnaked on the nmat, Odrade found her
pul se qui ckening. She shifted her chair forward, noticing her Bene Gesserit
conpanions imtate the sane hitching notion.

Dear ne, she thought. Are we nothing but voyeurs?



Such thoughts were necessary at this nonment but she felt them denean her. She
| ost sonething in that intrusion. Extrenely non-Bene Gesserit thinking. But
very human!

Duncan had | apsed into a studied air of indifference, an easily recognized
pretense. Too nuch subjectivity in his thoughts for himto function well as a
Mentat. And that was precisely how she wanted himnow. Participation Mystique.
Orgasm as energizer. Bell had recognized it correctly.

To one of three nearby Proctors, all chosen for strength and here ostensibly as
observers, (Odrade said: "The ghola wants his original nenories restored and
fears that utterly. That's the major barrier to be sundered.”

"Bullcrap!" Ildaho said. "You know what we have working for us right now? His
not her was one of you and she gave himthe deep training. How likely is it she
failed to protect him against your Inprinters?"

Qdrade turned sharply toward him Mentat? No, he was back in his i mediate
past, reliving and maki ng conpari sons. That reference to Inmprinters, though

Was that how the first "sexual collision" with Murbella restored nenories of
other ghola-lifetinmes? Deep resistance against inprinting?
The Proctor Odrade had addressed chose to ignore this inmpertinent interruption
She had read the Archives material when Bellonda briefed her. Al three of them
knew t hey mi ght be called on to kill the ghola-child. Dd he have powers
dangerous to then? The watchers would not know until (or unless) Sheeana
succeeded.
To I daho, (drade said: "Streggi told himwhy he is here."

"What did she tell hinP" Very perenptory with Mther Superior. The Proctors
glared at him

Qdrade held her voice to deliberate nildness. "Streggi told himSheeana woul d
restore his menories."

"What did he say?"
"Why isn't Duncan |daho doing it?"
"She answered hi m honestly?" Getting some of his own back

"Honestly but revealing nothing. Streggi told him Sheeana had a better way.
And that you approved."

"Look at him He isn't even noving. You haven't drugged him have you?"
| daho gl ared back at the Proctors.

"W wouldn't dare. But he is focused inward. You do recall the necessity for
that, don't you?"

| daho sank back into his chair, shoulders slunping. "Mirbella keeps saying:
"He's just a child. He's just a child." You know we had a fight over it."
"I thought your argunent pertinent. The Bashar was not a child. It's the

Bashar we're awakeni ng."



He raised crossed fingers. "l hope."

She drew back, | ooking at the crossed fingers. " | didn't know you were
superstitious, Duncan."

“I'd pray to Dur if | thought it would help."
He renenbers his own re-awakeni ng pains.

"Don't reveal conpassion," he nmuttered. "Turn it back on him Keep himfocused
i nward. You want his anger."

Those were words from his own practique.

Abruptly, he said: "This may be the stupidest thing |I ever suggested. | should
go and be with Murbella."

"You're in good company, Duncan. And there's nothing you can do for Mirbella
right now. Look!" As Teg |eaped off the mat and stared up at the ceiling
comeyes.

"I'sn't soneone comng to help ne?" Teg demanded. Mre desperation in his voice
than predicted for this stage. "Were's Duncan |daho?"

Qdrade put a hand on lIdaho's armas he hitched forward. "Stay where you are,
Duncan. You can't help him either. Not yet."

"I'sn't soneone going to tell me what to do?" The young voice had a |onely,
pi pi ng sound. "Wat're you going to do?"

Sheeana's cue and she entered the roomthrough a hidden hatch behind Teg. "Here
I am" She wore only a gossaner robe of pale blue, alnost transparent. It
clung to her as she strode around to face the boy.

He gawked. This was a Reverend Mother? He had never seen one robed that way.
"You're going to give ne back ny nenories?" Doubt and desperation

"I will help you give themback to yourself." As she spoke, she slipped out of
the robe and tossed it aside. It floated to the floor |like a great blue
butterfly.

Teg stared at her. "What're you doi ng?"

"What do you think |I'm doing?" She sat down beside himand put a hand on his
peni s.

Hi s head tipped forward as though pushed from behind and he stared at her hand
as an erection forned in it.

"Why' re you doi ng that?"
"Don't you know?"
"Nol "

"The Bashar woul d know. "



He | ooked up at her face so close to his. "You know Wy won't you tell nme?"
"I"'mnot your nmenory!"

"Why' re you humrng |ike that?"

She put her |ips against his neck. The humm ng was clear to the watchers.
Murbella called it an intensifier, feedback keyed to the sexual response. It

grew | ouder.

"What're you doi ng?" Al nost a shriek as she sat himastraddl e of her. She
swayed, massaging the small of his back

"Answer nme, dam you!" A definite shriek

Where did that "dam you!" cone fron? Qdrade wonder ed.
Sheeana slipped himinto her. "Here's your answer!"
Hi s mouth formed a soundl ess "Chhhhhhhhh. "

The watchers saw her concentration on Teg's eyes but Sheeana watched himwth
ot her senses as well.

"Feel the tensing of his thighs, the telltale vagus pulse and especially note
t he darkening of his nipples. Wen you have himat that point, sustain it unti
his pupils dilate."

“Inprinter!" Teg's scream made the watchers junp.

He beat his fists against Sheeana's shoulders. Al of themat the seewal
observed an inner flickering of his eyes as he tw sted back and forth, something
new peering out of him

Qdrade was on her feet. "Has something gone wong?"
| daho remained in his chair. "What | predicted.”
Sheeana thrust Teg away to escape his claw ng fingers.

He sprawled to the floor and whirled with a speed that shocked the watchers.
Sheeana and Teg confronted each other for several |ong heartbeats. Slowy, he
strai ghtened and only then did he | ook down at hinmself. Presently, he lifted
his attention to his left armheld in front of him H's gaze went to the
ceiling, to each wall in turn. Again, he |looked at his body.

"What in the nether hell . . ." Still childish piping but oddly matured.

"Wl come, ghol a-Bashar," Sheeana sai d.

"You were trying to inprint ne!l" Angry accusation. "You think ny nother didn't
teach ne how to prevent that?" A distant expression came over his face.
" Chol a?"

"Some prefer to think of you as a clone.”



"Who're . . . Sheeana!" He whirled, |looking all around the room It had been
sel ected for its conceal ed access, no visible hatches. "Were are we?"

“I'n the no-ship you took to Dune just before you were killed there." Stil
according to the rules.

"Killed . . ." Again, he |ooked at his hands. Watchers could al nbst see ghol a-
i nposed filters drop fromhis menories. "I was killed . . . on Dune?" Al nost
pl ai ntive.

"Heroic to the end," Sheeana sai d.

"My . . . the men | took fromGamu . . . were they . "
"Honored Matres made an exanple of Dune. |It's alifeless ball, charred to
ci nders. "

Anger touched his features. He sat and crossed his |egs, placing a clenched

fist on each knee. "Yes . . . | learned that in the history of the . . . of
ne." Again, he glanced at Sheeana. She remai ned seated on the mat, quite
still. This was such a plunge into nenories as only one who had been through

the Agony could appreciate. Utter stillness was required now.

Qdr ade whi spered: "Don't interfere, Sheeana. Let it happen. Let himwork it
out." She made a hand-signal to the three Proctors. They went to the access
hat ch, watching her instead of the secret room

"I find it odd to consider nyself a subject of history," Teg said. The child's
voi ce but that recurring sense of maturity in it. He closed his eyes and
br eat hed deeply.

In the observation room Odrade sank back into her chair and asked: "What did
you see, Duncan?"

"When Sheeana pushed himaway fromher, he turned with a swiftness | have never
seen except in Miurbella.”

"Faster even than that."

"Perhaps . . . it's because his body is young and we have given hi m prana- bi ndu
training."

"Somet hing el se. You alerted us, Duncan. An unknown in Atreides marker cells."
She gl anced at the watchful Proctors and shook her head. No. Not yet. "Damm
that nmother of his! Hypnoinduction to block an Inprinter and she hid it from
us."

"But | ook what she gave us," ldaho said. "A nore effective way to restore
menories."

"W shoul d have seen that on our own!" COdrade felt anger at herself. "Scytale
clains Tleilaxu used pain and confrontation. | wonder."

"Ask him "

"It's not that sinple. Qur Truthsayers are not certain of him"



"He is opaque."

"When have you studi ed hin®"

"Dar! |1 have access to coneye records."”
" | know, but "

"Dammit! WII you keep your eyes on Teg? Look at him Wat's happeni ng?"

Qdr ade snapped her attention to the seated child.

Teg | ooked at the comeyes, an expression of terrible intensity on his face.

It had been for himlike awakening fromsleep in the stress of conflict, an

ai de's hand shaking him Sonething needed his attention! He recalled sitting
in the no-ship's conmmand center, Dar standing beside himwith a hand on his
neck. Scratching hin? Sonething urgent to do. Wat? Hi s body felt wong.
Ganmu . . . and now they were on Dune and . . . He renmenbered different things:
chi l dhood on Chapterhouse? Dar as . . . as . . . Mire nenories neshed. They
tried to inprint nel!

Awar eness flowed around this thought Iike a river spreading itself for a rock
"Dar! Are you there? You're there!™

Qdrade sat back and put a hand to her chin. Wat now?

"Mt her!" What an accusatory tone!

Qdrade touched a transpl ate beside her chair. "Hello, Mles. Shall we go for a
wal k in the orchards?"

"No nore games, Dar. | know why you need nme. | warn you, though: Violence
projects the wong kinds of people into power. As if you didn't know"

"Still loyal to the Sisterhood, Mles, in spite of what we just tried?"

He gl anced at the watchful Sheeana. "Still your obedi ent dog."

CUrade shot an accusatory look at the smling Idaho. "You and your dammed
stories!"”

"Al'l right, Mles -- no nore ganmes but | have to know about Gammu. They say you

noved faster than the eye could follow "
"True." Flat, what-the-hell tone.

"And just now . "

"This body's too small to carry the |oad."
"But you . "

"I used it up in just one burst and |I'mstarving."

Qdrade gl anced at |daho. He nodded. Truth.



She notioned the Proctors back fromthe hatch. They hesitated before obeying.
What had Bell told thenf

Teg was not through. "Do | have it right, daughter? Since every individual is
accountable ultimately to the self, formati on of that self demands the utnopst
care and attention?"

That dammed not her of his taught hi m everything!

"I apol ogize, Mles. W did not know how your nother prepared you."
"Whose idea was it?" He |ooked at Sheeana as he spoke.

"My idea, Mles," ldaho said

"Ch, you're there, too?" Mrre nmenory trickled back

"And | recall the pain you caused nme when you restored my nmenories," |daho said.
That sobered him "Point taken, Duncan. No apol ogy needed." He |ooked at the
speakers relaying their voices. "How s the air at the top, Dar? Rarefied
enough for you?"

Damed silly idea! she thought. And he knows it. Not rarefied at all. The air
was thick with the breathing of those around her, including ones wanting to
share her dramatic presence, ones with ideas (sonetinmes the idea they would be
better at her job), ones with offering hands and demandi ng hands. Rarefied,

i ndeed! She sensed that Teg was trying to tell her sonething. What?

“Sonmetinmes | nmust be the autocrat!”
She heard herself saying this to himduring one of their orchard wal ks,
expl ai ning "autocrat" to himand adding: "I have the power and nust use it.

That drags on ne terribly."

You have the power, so use it! That was what this Mentat Bashar was telling
her. Kill ne or release ne, Dar.

Still, she stalled for tine and knew he would sense it. "MIles, Burzmali's
dead, but he kept a reserve force here he trained hinself. The best of --"

"Don't bother me with petty details!" Wat a voice of conmand! Thin and reedy
but all other essentials there.

Wthout being told, the Proctors returned to the hatch. Odrade waved t hem away
with an angry gesture. Only then did she realize that she had reached a
deci si on.

"G ve himback his clothes and bring himout," she said. "Get Streggi in here."

Teg's first words on energing alarmed Odrade and nade her wonder if she had made
a m st ake.

"What if | will not do battle the way you want?"

"But you said



"I've said many things innmy . . . lives. Battle doesn't reinforce noral sense
Dar."

She (and Taraza) had heard the Bashar on that subject nore than once. "Warfare
| eaves a residue of 'eat drink and be nmerry' that often | eads inexorably to
noral breakdown. "

Correct but she did not know what he had in mind with his rem nder. "For every
veteran who returns with a new sense of destiny ('I survived; that nust be God's
purpose') nore come hone with barely subnerged bitterness, ready to take 'the
easy way' because they saw so nuch of it in the stresses of war."

They were Teg's words but her belief.

Streggi hurried into the roombut before she could speak, COdrade notioned her to
stand aside and wait silently.

For once, the acolyte had the courage to di sobey Mt her Superior

"Duncan shoul d know he has anot her daughter. Mther and child live and are
healthy." She |ooked at Teg. "Hello, Mles." Only then did Streggi renove
herself to the rear wall and stand quietly.

She is better than | hoped, Cdrade thought.

| daho rel axed into his chair, feeling now the tensions of worry that had
interfered with his appreciation of what he had observed here.

Teg nodded to Streggi but spoke to Gdrade: "Any nore words to whisper in God's
ear?" It was essential to control their attention and count on COdrade
recognizing it. "If not, I'mreally fam shed."

Qdrade raised a finger to signal Streggi and heard the acol yte | eave.

She sensed where Teg was directing her attention and, sure enough, he said:
"Perhaps you've really created a scar this tinme."

A barb directed at the Sisterhood's boast that "W don't | et scars accunul ate on
our pasts. Scars often conceal nore than they reveal. "

"Sonme scars reveal nmore than they conceal ," he said. He |ooked at I|daho.

"Ri ght, Duncan?" One Mentat to anot her

"I believe |I've come in on an old argunent," |daho said.

Teg | ooked at Odrade. "See, daughter? A Mentat knows ol d argument when he
hears it. You pride yourselves on knowi ng what's required of you at every turn,
but the nonster at this turning is of your own making!"

“"Mot her Superior!" That was a Proctor who did not want her addressed thus.

Qdrade ignored her. She felt chagrin, harsh and conpelling. Taraza Wthin
renenbered the dispute: "W are shaped by Bene Gesserit associations. In

pecul iar ways, they blunt us. GCh, we cut swift and deep when we nust, but

that's another kind of blunting."



“"I'"l'l not take part in blunting you," Teg said. So he renenbered.
Streggi returned with a bow of stew, brown broth with neat floating in it. Teg
sat on the floor and spooned it into his mouth with urgent notions.

Qdrade renmai ned silent, her thoughts nmoving where Teg had sent them There was
a hard shell Reverend Mdthers put around thensel ves agai nst which all things
fromoutside (including enptions) played |ike projections. Mirbella was right
and the Sisterhood had to relearn emptions. |f they were only observers, they
wer e doomed.

She addressed Teg. "You won't be asked to blunt us."

Both Teg and | daho heard sonmething else in her voice. Teg put aside his enpty
bow but lIdaho was first to speak. "Cultivated," he said.

Teg agreed. Sisters were seldominmpulsive. You got ordered reactions fromthem
even in times of peril. They went beyond what nost people thought of as
cultivated. They were driven not so rmuch by dreans of power as by their own
long view, a thing conpounded of inmediacy and alnost unlinmted nmenory. So
Qdrade was following a carefully thought out plan. Teg glanced at the watchfu
Proctors.

"You were prepared to kill ne," he said.

No one answered. There was no need. They all recogni zed Mentat Projection

Teg turned and | ooked back into the room where he had regained his menori es.
Sheeana was gone. More nmenories whispered at the edge of awareness. They woul d
speak in their own time. This dimnutive body. That was difficult. And
Streggi . . . He focused on Qdrade. "You were nore clever than you thought.

But ny not her "

"I don't think she anticipated this," Odrade said.
“"No . . . she was not that nuch Atreides."

An electrifying word in these circunstances, it charged a special silence in the
room The Proctors noved cl oser

That not her of his!

Teg ignored the hovering Proctors. "In answer to the questions you have not
asked, | cannot explain what happened to ne on Ganmu. My physical and nmenta
speed defies explanation. G ven the size and energy, in one of your heartbeats
| could be clear of this roomand well on ny way out of the ship. Ghh . . ."
hand upraised. "lI'mstill your obedient dog. 1'll do what you require, but
perhaps not in the way you inmagine."

Qdrade saw consternation in the faces of her Sisters. Wat have | | oosed upon
us?
"W can prevent any living thing fromleaving this ship," she said. "You may be

fast but | doubt you are faster than the fire that would engulf you should you
try to | eave without our permnission."



"I will leave in ny own good time and with your perm ssion. How nmany of
Burzmali's special troops do you have?"

"Alnmpbst two mllion." Startled out of her
"So many!"

"He had nore than twice that nunber with him at Lanpadas when Honored Matres
obliterated them"

"We shall have to be nore clever than poor Burznmali. Wuld you |eave nme to
di scuss this with Duncan? That is why you keep us around, isn't it? Qur
specialty?" He aimed a snmiling | ook at the overhead comeyes. "I'msure you'l

revi ew our discussion thoroughly before approving."

Qdrade and her Sisters exchanged gl ances. They shared an unspoken question
What el se can we do?

As she stood, Odrade | ooked at Idaho. "Here's a real job for a Truthsayer-
Mentat!™

When the wonen were gone, Teg pulled hinself up onto one of the chairs and

| ooked into the enpty room visible beyond the seewall. It had been close there
and he still felt his heart punping hard fromthe effort. "Qite a show " he
sai d.

"I'"ve seen better." Extrenely dry.

"What I'd like right nowis a |large glass of Marinete, but |I doubt this body
could take it."

"Bell will be waiting for Dar when she gets back to Central," |daho said.

"To the nethernpst hell with Bell! W have to defuse those Honored Matres
before they find us."

"And our Bashar has just the plan."
"Damm that title!"

I daho i nhal ed a sharp breath restricted by shock

"Tell you sonething, Duncan!" Intense. "Once when | was arriving for an

i mportant neeting with potential enem es, | heard an aide announce ne. 'The
Bashar is here.' | damed near stunbl ed, caught by the abstraction."
“Mentat blur."

"Of course it was. But | knewthe title renoved ne from sonething | did not
dare | ose. Bashar? | was nore than that! | was MIles Teg, the nane given ne
by nmy parents."

"You were on the nane-chain!"”

"Certainly, and | realized ny name stood at a di stance from sonet hing nore
primal. Mles Teg? No, | was nore basic than that. | could hear ny nother



saying, 'GCh, what a beautiful baby.' So there | was with another nane:
"Beautiful Baby.' "

"Did you go deeper?" Idaho found hinself fascinated.

"I was caught. Name |leads to nanme |eads to nane | eads to nanel ess. Wen |
wal ked into that inportant room | was naneless. Did you ever risk that?"

"Once." A reluctant adm ssion.
"We all do it at |least once. But there | was. 1|'d been briefed. | had a
reference for everyone at that table -- face, nane, title, plus all of the

backgr oundi ng.
"But you weren't really there."

"Ch, | could see the expectant faces neasuring nme, wondering, worrying. But
they did not know me!"

"That gave you a feeling of great power?"

"Exactly as we were warned in Mentat school. | asked nyself: 'Is this Mnd at
its beginning? Don't laugh. 1I1t's a tantalizing question.”

"So you went deeper?" Caught by Teg's words, |daho ignored tugs of warning at
t he edge of his awareness.

"Ch, yes. And | found nyself in the fambus 'Hall of Mrrors' they described and
warned us to flee.”

"So you renmenbered howto get out and . . ."
"Remenbered? You' ve obviously been there. Did nenmory get you out?"
“I't hel ped."

"Despite the warnings, | lingered, seeing nmy 'self of selves' and infinite
permut ati ons. Reflections of reflections ad infinitum™

"Fascination of the 'ego core.' Dam few ever escape fromthat depth. You were
[ ucky."
"I"'mnot sure it should be called luck. | knew there nmust be a First Awareness,

an awakeni ng
“Whi ch discovers it is not the first."

"But | wanted a self at the root of the self!"

"Didn't the people at this nmeeting notice anything odd about you?"

"I found out later | sat down with a wooden expression that conceal ed these
ment al gymastics."

"You didn't speak?"



"I was struck dunmb. This was interpreted as 'the Bashar's expected reticence.'
So much for reputation.”

| daho started to smle and renenbered the comeyes. He saw at once how t he

wat chdogs woul d interpret such revelations. WIld talent in a dangerous
descendant of the Atreides! Sisters knew about the mirrors. Anyone who escaped
nust be suspect. What did the nmirrors show hinf

As though he heard the dangerous question, Teg said: " | was caught and knew
it. 1 could visualize nyself as a bedridden vegetable but | didn't care. The
mrrors were everything until, |ike something floating up out of water, | saw ny

not her. She | ooked nore or |ess the way she had just before she died."

| daho inhaled a trenbling breath. Didn't Teg know what he had just said for the
coneyes to record?

"The Sisters will nowinmagine I'mat |least a potential Kwi satz Haderach," Teg
said. "Another Miad'Dib. Bullcrap! As you're so fond of saying, Duncan
Neither of us would risk that. W know what he created and we're not stupid!"

| daho coul d not swallow. Wuld they accept Teg's words? He spoke the truth but
stil

"She took my hand," Teg said. "I could feel it! And she led ne right out of
the Hall. | expected her to be with ne when |I felt nyself seated at the table.
My hand still tingled fromher touch but she was gone. | knewthat. | just

brought nyself to attention and took over. The Sisterhood had inportant
advantages to gain there and | gained them"

"Sonet hi ng your nother planted in --

"No! | saw her the sane way Reverend Mdtthers see O her Menory. |t was her way
of saying: 'Wiy the hell are you wasting time here when there's work to do?
She has never left me, Duncan. The past never |eaves any of us."

| daho abruptly saw the purpose behind Teg's recital. Honesty and candor
i ndeed!

"You have Ot her Menory!"

"No! Except what anyone has in energencies. The Hall of Mrrors was an
energency and it also let ne see and feel the source of help. But |I'mnot going
back there!"

| daho accepted this. Mst Mentats risked one dip into Infinity and | earned the
transient nature of nanes and titles but Teg's account was much nore than a
statenment about Tine as flow and tabl eau.

"I figured it was tine we introduced ourselves fully to the Bene Gesserit,"
said. "They should know how far they can trust us. There's work to do and
we' ve wasted enough tinme on stupidities.”

Teg



Spend energi es on those who nake you strong. Energy spent on weaklings drags
you to doom (HMrule) Bene Gesserit Comrentary: Wo judges?

-The Dortujla Record

The day of Dortujla's return did not go well for Qdrade. A weapons conference
with Teg and | daho ended wi thout decision. She had sensed the hunter's axe al
during the meeting and knew this col ored her reactions.

Then the afternoon session with Murbella -- words, words, words. Mirbella was
tangl ed in questions of philosophy. A dead end if Odrade had ever encountered
one.

Now she stood in the early evening at the westernnost edge of' Central's
perimeter paving. It was one of her favorite places, but Bellonda beside her
deprived Odrade of the anticipated quiet enjoynent.

Sheeana found themthere and asked: "Is it true you have given Mirbella the
freedom of the ship?"

"There!" This was one of Bellonda's deepest fears.
"Bell," Qdrade cut her off and pointed at the ring orchards. "That little rise
over there where we've planted no trees. | want you to order a Folly in that

place, built to my requirenents. A gazebo with lattice framng for the views."

No stopping Bellonda now Qdrade had sel dom seen her this incensed. And the
nore Bel l onda ranted, the nore adanant Odrade becane.

"You want a . . . a Folly? 1In that orchard? Wat else will you waste our
substance on? Folly! A nobst appropriate |abel for another of your . . ."

It was a silly argunent. Both of themknew it twenty words into the thing.
Mot her Superior could not unbend first and Bell sel dom unbent for anything.
Even when Odrade fell silent, Bellonda charged onward into enpty ranparts. At

the end, when Bellonda ran out of energy, Qdrade said: "You owe me a fine
dinner, Bell. See that it's the best you can arrange."

"Ome you . . ." Bellonda started to splutter

"A peace offering," Odrade said. "I want it served in nmy gazebo . . . ny Fancy
Folly."

VWhen Sheeana | aughed, Bell onda was forced to join but with an icy edge. She
knew when she had been out-faced.

"Everyone will see it and say: 'See how confident Mther Superior is,"' "
Sheeana sai d.

"So you want it for norale!" At this point, Bellonda would have accepted al nost
any justification.



Qdr ade beamed at Sheeana. M clever little darling! Not only had Sheeana
ceased teasing Bellonda, she had taken to reinforcing the ol der woman's sel f-
est eem wherever possible. Bell knewit, of course, and there renained an

i nevitabl e Bene Gesserit question: \Wy?

Recogni zi ng the suspicion, Sheeana said: "W're really arguing about M| es and
Duncan. And I, for one, amsick of it."
“I'f I just knew what you were really doing, Dar!" Bellonda said.

"Energy has its own patterns, Bell!"

"What do you nmean?" (Quite startled.

"They are going to find us, Bell. And | know how."
Bel | onda actual | y gaped.

"W are slaves of our habits," Odrade said. "Slaves of energies we create. Can
sl aves break free? Bell, you know the problemas well as |I do."

For once, Bellonda was nonpl ussed.

Qdrade stared at her

Pride, that was what Odrade saw when she | ooked at her Sisters and their places.
Dignity was only a nmask. No real humlity. Instead, there was this visible
conformty, a true Bene Cesserit pattern that, in a society aware of the peri

in patterns, sounded a warni ng kl axon.

Sheeana was confused. "Habits?"

"Your habits always conme hunting after you. The self you construct w |l haunt
you. A ghost wandering around in search of your body, eager to possess you. W
are addicted to the self we construct. Slaves to what we have done. W are
addicted to Honored Matres and they to us!"

"More of your damed romanticism " Bellonda said.

"Yes, I'ma romantic . . . in the same way the Tyrant was. He sensitized
hinself to the fixed shape of his creation. | amsensitive to his prescient
trap.”

But oh how cl ose the hunter and oh how deep the pit.
Bel | onda was not placated. "You said you know how they will find us."
"They have only to recognize their own habits and they .

Yes?" This was to an acol yte nessenger energing froma covered passage behind
Bel | onda.

"Mt her Superior, it's Reverend Mdther Dortujla. Mdther Fintil has brought her
to the Landing Flat and they will be here within the hour."

"Bring her to ny workroom " (drade | ooked at Bellonda with a stare that was
al nost wild. "Has she said anything?"



"Mother Dortujla is ill,"” the acolyte said
[11? Wat an extraordinary thing to say about a Reverend Mt her

"Reserve judgnent." |t was Bell onda- Mentat speaking, Bell onda foe of
romanticismand w |l d imagi nation.

"Get Tamup there as an observer," Odrade said.

Dortujla hobbled in on a cane with Fintil and Streggi helping her. There was a
firmess to Dortujla's eyes, though, and a sense of neasuring behind every | ook
she focused on her surroundings. She had her hood thrown back revealing hair
the dark nottled brown of antique ivory and when she spoke her voice conveyed a
sense of fatigue.

"I have done as you ordered, Mdther Superior." As Fintil and Streggi left the
room Dortujla sat without being invited, a slingchair beside Bellonda. Brief

gl ances at Sheeana and Tanal ane on her left, then a hard stare at Odrade. "They
will neet with you on Junction. They think the place is their own idea and your
Spi der Queen is there!"

"How soon?" Sheeana asked.

"They want one hundred Standard days counting fromjust about now | can be
nore precise if you want."

"Why so | ong?" Odrade asked.
"My opinion? They will use the tinme to reinforce their defenses on Junction."
"What guarantees?" That was Tam terse as usual

"Dortujla, what has happened to you?" Qdrade was shocked by the trenbling
weakness apparent in the wonman.

"They conducted experinents on me. But that is not inportant. The arrangenents
are. For what it's worth, they prom se you safe passage in and out of Junction.
Don't believe it. You are allowed a small entourage of servants, no nore than
five. Assune they will kill everyone who acconpani es you, although . . . | my
have taught themthe error in that."

"They expect me to bring subnission of the Bene CGesserit?" (Odrade's voice had
never been colder. Dortujla' s words raised a specter of tragedy.

"That was the inducenent."”
"The Sisters who went with you?" Sheeana asked.

Dortujla tapped her forehead, a conmon Sisterhood gesture. "l have them W
agree the Honored Matres should be punished. "

"Dead?" (Odrade forced the word between tight |ips.

"Attenpting to force ne into their ranks. 'You see? W wll kill another one
if you don't agree.' | told themto kill us all and have done with it and to



forget about meeting Mdther Superior. They did not accept this until they ran
out of hostages."

"You Shared them al |l ?" Tanmml ane asked. Yes, that would be Tamls concern as she
near ed her own deat h.

"While pretending to assure nyself they were dead. You may as well know the
whol e thing. These wonmen are grotesque! They possess caged Futars. The bodies
of my Sisters were thrown into the cages where the Futars ate them The Spi der
Queen -- an appropriate nanme -- made ne watch this."

"Di sgusting!" Bellonda said.

Dortujla sighed. "They did not know, naturally, that | have worse visions in
O her Menory. "
"They sought to overwhel myour sensibilities," Qdrade said. "Foolish. Wre

t hey surprised when you didn't react as they w shed?"

"Chagrined, | would say. | think they had seen others react as | did. | told
themit was as good a way as any to get fertilizer. | believe that angered
t hem "

"Canni balism" Tamal ane nuttered.

"Only in appearance,"” Dortujla said. "Futars definitely are not human. Barely
tanmed wild aninmals."

"No Handl ers?" (drade asked.

"I saw none. The Futars did speak. They said, 'Eat!' before they ate and they
jibed at Honored Matres around them 'You hungry?' That sort of thing. More
i mportant was what happened after they ate."

Dortujla lapsed into a fit of coughing. "They tried poisons," she said.
"Stupi d wonen!"

VWhen she regained her breath, Dortujla said, "A Futar came to the bars of its
cage after their . . . banquet? It |ooked at the Spider Queen and it screaned.
| have never heard such a sound. Chilling! Every Honored Matre in that room
froze and | swear to you they were terrified."

Sheeana touched Dortujla's arm "A predator inmobilizing its prey?"

"Undoubtedly. It had qualities of Voice. The Futars appeared surprised that it
did not freeze ne."

"The Honored Matres' reaction?" Bellonda asked. Yes, a Mentat would require
t hat datum

"A general clanor when they found their voices. Many shouted for G eat Honored
Matre to destroy the Futars. She, however, took a calnmer view. 'Too val uable
alive," she said."

"“A hopeful sign," Tanal ane said.



Qdrade | ooked at Bellonda. "I will order Streggi to bring the Bashar here
bj ections?"

Bel | onda gave a curt nod. They knew the ganbl e nmust be taken despite questions
about Teg's intentions.

To Dortujla, Odrade said: "I want you in my own guest quarters. W'IlIl bring in
Suks. Order what you need and prepare for a full Council meeting. You are a
speci al advisor."

Dortujla spoke while struggling to her feet. "Il've not slept in alnost fifteen
days and I will need a special neal."

"Sheeana, see to that and get the Suks up here. Tam stay with the Bashar and
Streggi. Regular reports. He'll want to go to the cantonment and take persona
charge. Get hima comink with Duncan. Nothing nust inpede them"

"You want nme here with hin?" Tanml ane asked.

"You are his |leech. Streggi takes himnowhere w thout your know edge. He wants
Duncan as Wapons Master. Make sure he accepts Duncan's confinement in the
ship. Bell, any weapons data Duncan requires -- priority. Coments?"

There were no coments. Thoughts about consequences, yes, but the decisiveness
of COdrade's behavior infected them

Sitting back, Odrade closed her eyes and waited until silence told her she was
al one. The conmeyes were still watching, of course.

They know |'mtired. Wo wouldn't be under these circunstances? Three nore
Sisters killed by those nonsters! Bashar! They nust feel our |ash and know t he
| esson!

When she heard Streggi arrive with Teg, Odrade opened her eyes. Streggi |led him
in by the hand but there was sonething about them saying this was not an adult
guiding a child. Teg's novenents said he gave Streggi permission to treat him
this way. She would have to be warned.

Tam fol |l owed and went to a chair near the wi ndows directly beneath the bust of
Chenoeh. Significant positioning? Tamdid strange things lately.

"Do you wish ne to stay, Mdther Superior?" Streggi released Teg's hand and
st ood near the door.

"Sit over there beside Tam Listen and do not interrupt. You nust know what
will be required of you."

Teg hitched hinself onto the chair recently occupied by Dortujla. "I suppose
this is a council of war."

That's an adult behind the childish voice.
"I won't ask your plan yet," Odrade said.

"Good. The unexpected takes nore tine and | may not be able to tell you what |
intend until the monent of action."



"We' ve been observing you with Duncan. Wy are you interested in ships fromthe
Scattering?"

"Long- haul ships have a distinctive appearance. | saw themon the flat at
Gamu. "

Teg sat back and let this sink in, glad of the briskness he sensed in Qdrade's
manner. Decisions! No |ong deliberations. That suited his needs. They nust
not learn the full extent of my abilities. Not yet.

"You woul d disguise an attack force?"

Bel | onda came through the door as Odrade was speaki ng and grow ed an obj ection

while sitting: "lnpossible! They'll have recognition codes and secret signals
for --"

"Let ne decide that, Bell, or renpve ne from conmand. "

"This is the Council!" Bellonda said. "You don't --"

"Mentat?" He |looked fully at her, the Bashar apparent in his gaze.

VWen she fell silent, he said: "Don't question nmy loyalty! If you would weaken
me, replace nme!"

"Let himhave his say." That was Tam "This isn't the first Council where the
Bashar has appeared as our equal."

Bel | onda | owered her chin a fractional ml!lineter.

To Odrade, Teg said, "Avoiding warfare is a matter of intelligence -- the
gat hered variety and intellectual power."

Throwi ng our own cant at us! She heard Mentat in his voice and Bel | onda
obviously heard this as well. Intelligence and intelligence: the doubled view
Wthout it, warfare often occurred as an accident.

The Bashar sat silently, letting themstew in their own historical observations.
The urge to conflict went far deeper than consciousness. The Tyrant had been
right. Hunmankind acted as "one beast." The forces inpelling that great
collective animal went back to tribal days and beyond, as did so many forces to
whi ch hunmans responded without thinking.

M x the genes.
Expand Lebensraum for your own breeders.

Gat her the energies of others: collect slaves, peons, servants, serfs, markets,
workers . . . The terms often were interchangeable

Qdrade saw what he was doi ng. Know edge absorbed fromthe Sisterhood hel ped
nmake hi mthe inconmparable Mentat Bashar. He held these things as instincts.
Energy-eating drove war's violence. This was described as "greed, fear (that
others will take your hoard), power hunger"” and on and on into futile anal yses.
Qdrade had heard these even from Bel | onda who obvi ously was not taking it wel
that a subordi nate should renmi nd them of what they al ready knew.



"The Tyrant knew," Teg said. "Duncan quotes him 'War is behavior with roots
in the single cell of the primeval seas. Eat whatever you touch or it will eat
you."' "

"What do you propose?” Bellonda at her nobst snappish.

"A feint at Gammu, then strike their base on Junction. For that we need first-
hand observations."” He stared steadily at Qdrade.

He knows! The thought flared in Odrade's m nd

"You think your studies of Junction when it was a Quild base are stil
accurate?" Bellonda demanded.

"They haven't had tine to change the place nuch fromwhat | stored here." He
tapped his forehead in an odd parody of the Sisterhood' s gesture.

"Engl obenent ," Odrade sai d.

Bel | onda | ooked at her sharply. "The cost!"
"Losing everything is nore costly,"” Teg said.
"Fol dspace sensors don't have to be large," (Odrade said. "Duncan would set them

to create a Hol zmann expl osi on on contact ?"

"The expl osions would be visible and would give us a trajectory.” He sat back
and | ooked at an indefinite area on Odrade's rear wall. Wuld they accept it?
He dared not frighten themw th another display of wild talent. |If Bell knew he

coul d see the no-ships!
"Do it!"™ drade said. "You have the command. Use it."

There was a distinct sense of chuckling from Taraza in Qther Menories. Gve him
his head! That's how | got such a great reputation!

"One thing," Bellonda said. She |ooked at Odrade. "You're going to be his
spy?"

"Who el se can get in there and transnit observations?"
"They'l| be nonitoring every neans of transm ssion!"

"Even the one that tells our waiting no-ship we have not been betrayed?" Odrade
asked.

"An encrypted nessage hidden in the transnission," Teg said. "Duncan has
devi sed an encryption that would take nonths to break but we doubt they'l
detect its presence.”

"Madness," Bell onda nuttered.

"I met an Honored Matre military commander on Gammu," Teg said. "Slack when it
cane to necessary details. | think they' re overconfident."

Bel | onda stared at himand there was the Bashar staring back at her out of a
child's innocent eyes. "Abandon all sanity ye who enter here," he said.



"CGet out of here, all of you!" Odrade ordered. "You have work to do. And Mles

He already had slid off the chair but he stood there | ooking much as he al ways
had when waiting for Mother to tell himsonething inportant.

"Did you refer to the lunacy of dramatic events that warfare always anplifies?"
"What else? Surely you didn't think | referred to your Sisterhood!"

"Duncan plays this gane sonetines."

"I don't want us catching the Honored Matre madness,"” Teg said. "It is
cont agi ous, you know."
"They've tried to control the sex drive," Qdrade said. "That always gets away

fromyou."

"Runaway | unacy," he agreed. He |eaned against the table, his chin barely above
the surface. "Sonething drove those wonen back here. Duncan's right. They're
| ooking for sonething and running away at the sane tine."

"You have ninety Standard days to get ready," she said. "Not one day nore."

I sh yara al -ahdab hadbat-u. (A hunchback does not see his own hunch. -- Folk
Saying.) Bene Gesserit Commentary: The hunch nay be seen with the aid of
mrrors but mrrors my show the whol e being.

- The Bashar Teg

It was a weakness in the Bene Gesserit that Odrade knew the entire Sisterhood
soon must recogni ze. She gai ned no consol ati on from having seen it first.
Denyi ng our deepest resource when we need it nmost! The Scatterings had gone
beyond the ability of humans to assenbl e the experiences in nmanageable form W
can only extract essentials, and that is a matter of judgment. Vital data woul d
remain dornmant in great and small events, accunulations called instinct. So
that was it finally -- they nmust fall back on unspoken know edge.

In this age, the word "refugees" took on the color of its pre-space neaning.
Smal | bands of Reverend Mdthers sent out by the Sisterhood held sonmething in
conmon with ol d scenes of displaced stragglers trudgi ng down forgotten roads,
pitiful belongings bound in bits of cloth, wheeled on decrepit pranms and toy
wagons, or piled atop | opsided vehicles, remant humanity clinging to the
out si des and densely packed within, every face blank with despair or heated by
desperati on.



So we repeat history and repeat it and repeat it.

As she entered a tubeslot shortly before lunch, Qdrade's thoughts clung to her
Scattered Sisters: political refugees, econom c refugees, pre-battle refugees.

Is this your Golden Path, Tyrant?

Vi sions of her Scattered ones haunted Odrade as she entered Central's Reserved
Di ni ng Room a place only Reverend Mdthers mght enter. They served thensel ves
here at cafeteria |ines.

It had been twenty days since she had rel eased Teg to the cantonnent. Runors
were flying in Central, especially anmong Proctors, although there still was no
sign of another vote. New decisions nust be announced today and they woul d have
to be nore than nam ng the ones who woul d acconpany her to Junction

She gl anced around the dining room an austere place of yellowwalls, |ow
ceiling, small square tables that could be latched in rows for |arger groups.

W ndows al ong one side reveal ed a garden court under a translucent cover. Dwarf
apricots in green fruit, lawn, benches, small tables. Sisters ate outside when
sunlight poured into the enclosed yard. No sunlight today.

She ignored a cafeteria line where a place was being made for her. Later
Sisters.

At the corner table near the wi ndows reserved for her, she deliberately noved
the chairs. Bell's brown chairdog pul sed faintly at this unaccustoned

di sturbance. Odrade sat with her back to the room know ng this would be
interpreted correctly: Leave me to ny own thoughts.

Wil e she waited, she stared out at the courtyard. An enclosing hedge of exotic
purpl e-1 eaved shrubs was in red flower -- giant blossons with delicate stanens
of deep yell ow.

Bel | onda arrived first, dropping into her chairdog with no comment on its new
position. Bell frequently appeared untidy, belt |oose, robe winkled, bits of
food on the bosom Today, she was neat and cl ean.

Now, why is that?
Bel | onda said, "Tam and Sheeana will be |late."

Qdrade accepted this w thout stopping her study of this different Bellonda. Was
she a bit slimer? There was no way to insulate a Mther Superior conpletely
fromwhat went on within her sensory area of concerns but sonetines pressures of
work distracted her fromsnmall changes. These were a Reverend Mdther's natura
habi tat, though, and negative evidence was as illum nating as positive. On
reflection, Odrade realized that this new Bell onda had been with them for
several weeks.

Sonet hi ng had happened to Bellonda. Any Reverend Mther coul d exercise
reasonabl e control over weight and figure. A matter of internal chenmistry --
banking fires or letting themburn high. For years now, rebellious Bell onda had
flaunted a gross body.

"You've | ost weight," Odrade said.



"Fat was beginning to slow nme too nuch."

That had never been sufficient reason for Bell to change her ways. She had
al ways conpensated with speed of mind, with projections and faster transport.

"Duncan really got to you, didn't he?"
“I"'mnot a hypocrite nor crimnal!"
"Time to send you to a puni shnment Keep, | guess."

This recurrent hunorous thrust usually annoyed Bellonda. Today, it did not

arouse her. But under pressure of Odrade's stare, she said: "If you nust know,
it's Sheeana. She has been after ne to i nprove nmy appearance and broaden mny
circle of associates. Annoying! |'mdoing it to shut her up."

"Why are Tam and Sheeana | ate?"

"Revi ewi ng your |latest neeting with Duncan. | have severely linmted who has
access to it. No telling what will happen when it becones general know edge."
"As it will."

“Inevitable. | only buy us tine to prepare.”

"I did not want it suppressed, Bell."

"Dar, what are you doi ng?"

“I will announce that at a Convocation."

No words but Bell onda gl ared her surprise.

"A Convocation is my right,"” Odrade said.

Bel | onda | eaned back and stared at Qdrade, assessing, questioning . . . all
wi t hout words. The |ast Convocation of the Bene Gesserit had been at the
Tyrant's death. And before that, at the Tyrant's seizure of power. A

Convocati on had not been thought possible since Honored Matres attacked. Too
much tinme taken from desperate | abors.

Presently, Bellonda asked: "WII you risk bringing Sisters from our surviving
Keeps?"
"No. Dortujla will represent them There is precedent, as you know. "

"First, you free Murbella; nowit's a Convocation."

"Free? Mirbella is tied by chains of gold. Where would she go wi thout her
Duncan?"

"But you've given Duncan freedomto | eave the ship!"
"Has he?"

Bel | onda said, "You think that information fromthe ship's arnory is all he'l
t ake?"



"I know it."

"I amrem nded of Jessica turning her back on the Mentat who woul d have kill ed
her."

"The Mentat was inmmobilized by his own beliefs."
"Sometines the bull gores the matador, Dar."
“"More often he does not."

"Qur survival should not depend on statistics!”
"Agreed. That is why I call Convocation."

"Acol ytes incl uded?"

"Everyone."

"Even Murbella? Does she get an acolyte's vote?"
"I think she may be a Reverend Mot her by then.”
Bel | onda gasped, then: "You nove too fast, Dar!"
"These tines require it."

Bel | onda gl anced toward the dining roomdoor. "Here's Tam Later than
expected. | wonder if they took tinme to consult Muirbella?"

Tanmal ane arrived, breathing hard fromhurrying. She dropped into her bl ue
chairdog, noted the new positions and said: "Sheeana will be along presently.
She is showing records to Miurbella.”

Bel | onda addressed Tamal ane. "She's going to put Murbella through the Agony and
call a Convocation."

"I"'mnot surprised." Tamal ane spoke with her old precision. "The position of
t hat Honored Matre nust be resolved as soon as possible."

Sheeana joi ned themthen and took the slingchair at Qdrade's |eft, speaking as
she sat. "Have you wat ched Murbella wal k?"

Qdrade was caught by the way this abrupt question, uttered w thout preanble,
fixed the attention. Mirbella walking in the ship. Observed just that norning.
Beauty in Miurbella and the eye could not avoid it. To other Bene Gesserit,
Reverend Mdthers and acol ytes ali ke, she was sonething of an exotic. She had
arrived full-grown fromthe dangerous Qutside. One of them It was her
noverents, though, that conpelled the eye. Honeostasis in her that went beyond
t he norms.

Sheeana's question redirected the observer's mnd. Sonething about Miurbella's
qui te acceptabl e passage required new exani nation. Wat was it?

Murbella's notions were always carefully chosen. She excluded anything not
required to go fromhere to there. Path of |east resistance? It was a view of



Murbel | a that sent a pang through Odrade. Sheeana had seen it, of course. Was
Mur bel | a one of those who woul d choose an easy way every tine? Odrade could see
t hat question on the faces of her comnpani ons.

"The Agony will sort it out," Tamal ane said.

Qdr ade | ooked squarely at Sheeana. "Well?" She had asked the question, after
all.

"Perhaps it's only that she does not waste energy. But | agree with Tam the
Agony. "

"Are we making a terrible mstake?" Bell onda asked.

Sonething in the way this questi on was asked told Odrade that Bell had made a
Mentat summati on. She has seen what | intend!

"I'f you know a better course reveal it now," Odrade said. O hold your peace.

Sil ence gripped them Odrade | ooked at her conpanions in succession, |ingering
on Bell.

Hel p us, whatever gods there may be! And I, being Bene Gesserit, amtoo nuch
agnostic to nake that plea with anything nore than a hope of covering al
possibilities. Don't reveal it, Bell. |If you know what | will do, you know it

must be seen in its own tinme.

Bel | onda brought Odrade out of reverie with a cough. "Are we going to eat or
tal k? People are staring."

"Shoul d we have another go at Scytal e?" Sheeana asked.

Was that an attenpt to divert my attention?

Bel |l onda said: "Gve himnothing! He's in reserve. Let himsweat."

Qdrade | ooked carefully at Bellonda. She was fum ng over the silence inposed on

her by COdrade's secret decision. Avoiding a nmeeting of eyes with Sheeana.
Jeal ous! Bell is jealous of Sheeana!

Tanmal ane said, "I amonly an advi sor now but --"

"Stop that, Tam" Odrade snapped.

"Tam and | have been di scussing that ghola," Bellonda said. (ldaho was "t hat
ghol a" when Bel | onda had sonething disparaging to say.) "Wy did he think he
needed to tal k secretly to Sheeana?" A hard stare at Sheeana.

(dr ade saw shared suspicion. She does not accept the explanation. Does she
reject Duncan's enotional bias?

Sheeana spoke quickly. "Mther Superior explained that!"
"Enotion," Bellonda sneered.

Qdrade rai sed her voice and was surprised at this reaction. "Suppressing
enotions is a weakness!"



Tanmal ane' s shaggy eyebrows |ifted.

Sheeana intruded: "If we won't bend, we can break."

Bef ore Bel | onda coul d respond, Odrade said: "lce can be chipped apart or
nelted. |Ilce naidens are vulnerable to a single formof attack."

“I'"'m hungry," Sheeana sai d.

Peace-maki ng? Not a role expected of The Mouse.

Tamal ane stood. "Bouillabaisse. W nust eat the fish before our sea is gone.
Not enough null entropy storage."

In the softest of sinmulflows, Odrade noted the departure of her conpanions to
the cafeteria |ine. Tanmlane's accusatory words recalled that second day with
Sheeana after the decision to phase out the Geat Sea. Standing at Sheeana's

wi ndow in the early norning, Odrade had watched a seabird nobve agai nst the
desert background. It winged its way northward, a creature conpletely out of
place in that setting but beautiful in a profoundly nostal gic way because of it.

VWiite wings glistened in early sunlight. A touch of black beneath and in front
of its eyes. Abruptly, it hovered, wings notionless. Then, lifting on an air
current, it tucked its wings like a hawk and plumeted out of view behind the
farther buildings. Reappearing, it carried something in its beak, a norsel it
swal | owed on the wi ng.

A seabird al one and adapti ng.
We adapt. We do indeed adapt.

It was not a quiet thought. Nothing to induce repose. Shocking rather. Odrade
had felt jarred out of a dangerously drifting course. Not only her bel oved
Chapt erhouse but their entire human universe was breaking out of its old shapes
and taking on new forns. Perhaps it was right in this new universe that Sheeana
continued to conceal things from Mother Superior. And she is concealing
somet hi ng.

Once nore, Bellonda's acidic tones brought Odrade to full awareness of her
surroundings. "If you won't serve yourself, | suppose we nust take care of
you." Bellonda placed a bow of aromatic fish stewin front of Qdrade, a great
chunk of garlic bread beside it.

When each had sanpl ed the bouill abai sse, Bellonda put down her spoon and stared
hard at Odrade. "You're not going to suggest we 'l ove one another' or sone such
debilitating nonsense?"

"Thank you for bringing ny food," Odrade said.

Sheeana swal | owed and a wide grin came over her features. "It's delicious."
Bel l onda returned to eating. "It's all right." But she had heard the unspoken
comment .

Tanmal ane ate steadily, shifting attention from Sheeana to Bellonda and then to
Qdrade. Tam appeared to agree with a proposed softening of enptiona



strictures. At |east, she voiced no objections and ol der Sisters were nost
likely to object.

The | ove the Bene CGesserit tried to deny was everywhere, Qdrade thought. In
smal |l things and big. How nany ways there were to prepare delectable, life-
sustai ning foods, recipes that really were enbodi nrents of |oves old and new.
Thi s bouil | abai sse so snoothly restorative on her tongue; its origins were

pl anted deeply in love: the wife at hone using that part of the day's catch her
husband coul d not sell

The very essence of the Bene Gesserit was concealed in |loves. Wy else mnister
to those unspoken needs humanity always carried? Wy else work for the
perfectibility of humanki nd?

Bowl enpty, Bellonda put down her spoon and wi ped up the dregs with the |ast of
her bread. She swallowed, | ooking pensive. "Love weakens us," she said. No
force in her voice.

An acolyte could have said it no differently. Right out of the Coda. Odrade
conceal ed amusenent and countered w th another Coda stepping-stone. "Beware
jargon. It usually hides ignorance and carries little know edge."

Respectful wariness entered Bellonda's eyes.

Sheeana pushed herself back fromthe table and wi ped her nouth with her napkin
Tanmal ane did the sane. Her chairdog adjusted as she | eaned back, eyes bright
and anused

Tam knows! The wily old witch is still wise in ny ways. But Sheeana . . . what
gane i s Sheeana playing? | would al nbst say she hopes to distract ne, to keep
ny attention away fromher. She is very good at it, learned it at ny knee.

Well . . . two can play that gane. | press Bellonda, but watch nmy little Dune
wai f .

"What price respectability, Bell?" Odrade asked.

Bel | onda accepted this thrust in silence. Hidden in Bene Gesserit jargon was a
definition of respectability and they all knewit.

"Shoul d we honor the nenory of the Lady Jessica for her humanity?" Odrade asked.
Sheeana is surprised!

"Jessica put the Sisterhood in jeopardy!" Bellonda accuses.
"To thine own Sisters be true," Tamal ane nurnured.

"Qur antique definition of respectability hel ps keep us human," Odrade sai d.
Hear nme wel |, Sheeana.

Her voice little nmore than a whisper, Sheeana said, "If we lose that we lose it
all."

Qdr ade suppressed a sigh. So that's it!
Sheeana net her gaze. "You are instructing us, of course."

"Twi | i ght thoughts," Bellonda nuttered. "Best we avoid them"



"Taraza called us 'Latter-day Bene Gesserit,' Sheeana sai d

Qdrade' s nood went sel f-accusatory.

The bane of our present existence. Sinister imaginings can destroy us.

How easy it was to conjure a future that | ooked at them from bl azi ng orange eyes
of berserk Honored Matres. Fears out of many pasts crouched within Qdrade,
breat hl ess nonents focused on fangs that went with such eyes.

Qdrade forced her attention back to the inmediate problem "W w Il acconpany
me to Junction?"

They knew Dortujla's harrow ng experience and word of it had spread throughout
Chapt er house.

"Whoever goes with Mther Superior could well be fed to Futars."

"Tam " COdrade said. "You and Dortujla."” And that may be a death sentence. The

next step is obvious. "Sheeana," Odrade said, "you will Share with Tam
Dortujla and I will Share with Bell. And | also will share with you before
go."

Bel | onda was aghast. "Mther Superior! | amnot suited to take your place."
Qdrade hel d her attention on Sheeana. "That is not being suggested. | wll
nmerely make you the repository of ny lives." Definite fear on Sheeana's face
but she dared not refuse a direct order. Odrade nodded to Tamal ane. "I will

Share later. You and Sheeana will do it now. "

Tanmal ane | eaned toward Sheeana. The strictures of great age and i mm nent death
made this a welcome thing for her but Sheeana involuntarily pulled away.

"Now " Odrade said. Let Tam judge whatever it is you hide.

There was no escape. Sheeana bent her head to Tanml ane's until they touched.
The flash of the exchange was electric and the entire dining roomfelt it.
Conversation stopped, every gaze turned toward the table by the w ndow.

There were tears in Sheeana's eyes when she wi t hdrew.

Tamal ane smiled and made a gentle caressing notion with both hands al ong
Sheeana's cheeks. "It's all right, dear. W all have these fears and sonetines
do foolish things because of them But | ampleased to call you Sister."

Tell us, Taml  Now

Tamal ane did not choose to do that. She faced Odrade and said, "W must cling
to our hunanity at any cost. Your lesson is well received and you have taught
Sheeana wel | . "

"When Sheeana Shares with you, Dar," Bellonda began, "could you not reduce the
i nfl uence she has on | daho?"

"I will not weaken a possible Mther Superior," Odrade said. "Thank you, Tam
I think we will nake our venture to Junction wthout excess baggage. Now |



want a report by tonight on Teg's progress. His |eech has been too | ong away
fromhim'

"WIl he learn that he has two | eeches now?" Sheeana asked.
Such joy in her!
Odr ade st ood.

I f Tam accepts her then | nust. Tam woul d never betray our Sisterhood. And

Sheeana -- of us all, Sheeana npbst reveals the natural traits from our human
roots. Still . . . I wish she had never created that statue she calls "The
Voi d. "

Rel i gi on rmust be accepted as a source of energy. It can be directed for our

purposes, but only within [imts that experience reveals. Here is the secret
nmeani ng of Free WII.

-M ssionaria Protectiva, Primary Teaching

A thick cloud cover had noved over Central this norning and Odrade's wor kroom
took on a gray silence to which she felt herself responding with inner
stillness, as though she dared not nove because that disturbed dangerous forces.

Murbel | a' s day of Agony, she thought. | nust not think of onens.

Weat her had issued a perenptory warni ng about clouds. They were an accidenta
di spl acement. Corrective nmeasures were being taken but would require tine.
Meanwhi | e, expect high wi nds, and there could be precipitation

Sheeana and Tanal ane stood at the w ndow | ooking at this poorly controlled
weat her. Their shoul ders touched.

Qdr ade wat ched them from her chair behind the table. Those two had becone |ike
a single person since yesterday's Sharing, not an unexpected occurrence.
Precedents were known, although not many of them Exchanges, occurring in the
presence of poi sonous spice essence or at an actual nonment of death, did not
often allow further living contact between participants. It was interesting to
observe. The two backs were oddly alike in their rigidity.

The force of extrem s that nade Sharing possible dictated powerful changes in
personality and Odrade knew this with an intinmacy that conpelled tol erance.
VWhat ever it was Sheeana conceal ed, Tam al so conceal ed. Sonething tied to
Sheeana's basic humanity. And Tam could be trusted. Until another Sister
Shared with one of them Tam s judgment must be accepted. Not that watchdogs
woul d cease probing and observing m nutiae but they needed no new crisis just
NOW.



"This is Murbella's day," Odrade said.

"The odds are |ong she won't survive," Bellonda said, hunched forward in her
chairdog. "What happens to our precious plan then?"

Qur pl an!
"Extrem s," Odrade said

In that context, it was a word with several nmeanings. Bellonda interpreted it
as a possibility of acquiring Mirbella's persona-nenories at the nonent of her

death. "Then we nust not permit |daho to observe!"

"My order stands," Odrade said. "It's Miurbella's wish and | have given ny
word. "

"Mstake . . . nistake . " Bellonda nuttered.

Odr ade knew the source of Bellonda's doubts. Visible to all of them Somewhere
in Murbella lay sonething extrenely painful. It caused her to shy away from
certain questions like an aninmal confronted by a predator. Whatever it was, the
thi ng went deep. Hypnotrance induction m ght not explain it.

"All right!" Odrade spoke loudly to enphasize it was for all of her listeners.
"I't's not the way we've ever done it before. But we cannot take Duncan fromthe
ship so we nust go to him He will be present."

Bel | onda was still well and truly shocked. No man, barring the damed Kwi satz

Haderach hinself and his Tyrant son, had ever known the particulars of this Bene
Gesserit secret. Both of those nonsters had felt the Agony. Two disasters! No
matter that the Tyrant's Agony had worked its way inward a cell at a tinme to
transformhiminto a sandworm synbiote (no nore original worm no nore origina
human). And Muad' Dib! He dared the Agony and | ook what came of that!

Sheeana turned fromthe wi ndow and took one step toward the table, giving Odrade
the curious feeling that the two wonen standing there had beconme a Janus figure:
back to back but only one persona.

"Bell is confused by your promi se," Sheeana said. How soft her voice.

"He could be the catalyst to pull Mirbella through," Odrade said. "You tend to
underestimate the power of |ove."

"No!" Tanuml ane spoke to the window in front of her. "W fear its power."

"Could be!"™ Bell still was scornful but that came naturally to her. The
expression on her face said she remai ned inplacably stubborn.

"Hubris," Sheeana mur nmured.

"What ?" Bellonda whirled in her chairdog, causing it to squeak with
i ndi gnati on.

"W share a common failing with Scytale," Sheeana said.

"Ch?" Bellonda was gnawi ng at Sheeana's secret.



"We think we make history," Sheeana said. She returned to her position beside
Tamal ane, both of them staring out the w ndow.

Bel | onda returned her attention to Odrade. "Do you understand that?"

Qdrade ignored her. Let the Mentat work it out for herself. The projector on

the worktable clicked and a nmessage was displayed. Qdrade reported it. "Stil
not ready at the ship." She |ooked at those two rigid backs in front of the
wi ndow.

Hi story?

On Chapt erhouse, there had been little of what Qdrade |iked to think of as
hi st ory- maki ng before the Honored Matres. Only the steady graduation of
Reverend Mot hers passing through the Agony.

Li ke a river.

It flowed and it went sonewhere. You could stand on the bank (as Odrade
sonetines thought they did here) and you could observe the flow. A map m ght
tell you where the river went but no map could reveal nore essential things. A
map coul d never show intimte novenents of the river's cargo. Were did they
go? Maps had linmted value in this age. A printout or projection from
Archives; that was not the map they required. There had to be a better one
sonewhere, one attached to all of those lives. You could carry that nap in your
menory and have it out occasionally for a closer |ook

VWhat ever happened to the Reverend Mdther Perinte we sent out |ast year?

The map-in-the-m nd woul d take over and create a "Perinte Scenario." It was
really yourself on the river, of course, but this nmade little difference. It
still was the nmap they needed.

We don't like it that we're caught in sonmeone else's currents, that we don't
know what nay be revealed at the river's next bend. W always prefer overflight
even though any commandi ng position nust remain part of other currents. Every
fl ow contai ns unpredictabl e things.

Qdrade | ooked up to see her three conpani ons watching her. Tanal ane and Sheeana
had turned their backs to the w ndow.

"Honored Matres have forgotten that clinging to any form of conservati smcan be
dangerous," Odrade said. "Have we forgotten it as well?"

They continued to stare at her but they had heard. Becone too conservative and
you were unprepared for surprises. That was what Miad' Dib had taught them and
his Tyrant son had made the | esson forever unforgettable.

Bel | onda' s gl um expression did not change.

In the deep recesses of COdrade's consci ousness, Taraza whi spered: "Careful
Dar. | was lucky. Quick to grab advantage. Just as you are. But you cannot
depend on luck and that is what bothers them Don't even expect |uck. Mich
better to trust your water inmages. Let Bell have her say."

"Bell," Qdrade said, "I thought you accepted Duncan."



"Wthin limts." Definitely accusatory.

"I think we should go out to the ship." Sheeana spoke w th demandi ng enphasis.
"This is not the place to wait. Do we fear what she may becone?"

Tam and Sheeana turned toward the door simultaneously as though the same puppet
master controlled their strings.

Qdrade found the interrupti on welconme. Sheeana's question alarnmed them \What
could Murbella become? A catalyst, my Sisters. A catalyst.

The wi nd shook them when they emerged from Central and for once Odrade was
t hankful for tube transport. Walking could await warner tenperatures w thout
this blustering mnitenpest tugging at their robes.

When they were seated in a private car, Bell onda once nore took up her
accusatory refrain. "Everything he does coul d be canmpufl age."

Once nore, Odrade voiced the oft-repeated Bene Gesserit warning to limt their

reliance on Mentats. "Logic is blind and often knows only its own past."
Tamal ane chimed in with unexpected support. "You are getting paranoid, Bell!"
Sheeana spoke nore softly. "Il've heard you say, Bell, that logic is good for

pl ayi ng pyram d chess but often too slow for needs of survival.

Bel |l onda sat in glowering silence, only a faint hissing runble of their tube
passage intruding on the quiet.

Wbunds must not be taken into the ship

Qdrade matched her tone to Sheeana's: "Bell, dear Bell. W do not have tine to
consider all ranmifications of our plight. W no |onger can say, 'If this
happens, then that nust surely follow, and in such a case, our nobves nust be so
and so and so . . ."'" "

Bel | onda actually chuckled. "Ch, ny! The ordinary nmind is such a clutter. And
I must not demand what we all need and cannot have -- sufficient time for every
pl an. ™"

It was Bel |l onda- Mentat speaking, telling them she knew she was flawed by pride
in her ordinary mnd. What a badly organized, untidy place that was. |magine
what the non-Mentat puts up with, inmposing so little order. She reached across
the aisle and patted Odrade's shoul der

“It's all right, Dar. 1'll behave."

VWhat woul d an outsider think, seeing that exchange? Odrade wondered. All four
of themacting in concert for the needs of one Sister

For the needs of Miurbella's Agony, as well
Peopl e saw only the outside of this Reverend Mdther nmask they wore.

When we nust (which is nost of the tine these days) we function at astonishing
| evel s of conpetence. No pride in that; a sinple fact. But let us relax and we



hear gi bberish at the edges as ordinary folk do. Qurs nerely has nore vol une.
We live our lives in little congeries |ike anyone else. Roons of the mnd
roonms of the body.

Bel | onda had conposed hersel f, hands clasped in her |ap. She knew what Odrade
pl anned and kept it to herself. It was a trust that went beyond Ment at
Projection into sonething nore basically human. Projection was a marvel ously
adapt abl e tool but a tool nonetheless. Utimtely, all tools depended on the
ones who used them (Qdrade was at a | oss how to show her thanks w thout
reduci ng trust.

I must walk nmy tightrope in silence.

She sensed the chasm beneath her, the nightmare i mage conjured by these
reflections. The unseen hunter with an axe was closer. Qdrade wanted to turn
and identify the stal ker but resisted. | will not nake Miad' Dib's m stake! The
prescient warning she had first sensed on Dune in the ruins of Sietch Tabr would
not be exorcised until she ended or the Sisterhood ended. Did | create this

terrible threat by ny fears? Surely not! Still, she felt she had stared at
Time in that ancient Frenen stronghold as though all past and all future were
frozen into a tableau that could not be changed. | mnust break free of you

utterly, Miad' D b!
Their arrival at the Landing Flat pulled her fromthese fearful nusings.

Murbella waited in roonms Proctors had prepared. At the center was a snal
anphi t heat er about seven neters along its enclosing back wall. Padded benches
were stepped upward in a steep arc, seating for no nore than twenty observers.
Proctors had left her w thout explanation on the | owest bench staring at a
suspensor - buoyed table. Straps hung over the sides to confine whoever |ay on
it.

Me.

An astonishing series of rooms, she thought. She had never before been
permtted into this part of the ship. She felt exposed here, even nore so than
she had under open sky. The snaller roons through which they had brought her to
this anphitheater were clearly designed for medical energencies: resuscitation
equi prent, sanitary odors, antiseptics.

Her renoval to this room had been perenmptory, none of her questions answered.
Proctors had taken her from an advanced acol yte class in prana-bi ndu exerci ses.
They said only: "Mdther Superior's orders."

The quality of her guardian Proctors told her much. Gentle but firm They were
here to prevent flight and to make sure she went where ordered. | won't try to
escape!

VWer e was Duncan?

Qdrade had prom sed he would be with her for the Agony. Did his absence nean
this was not to be her ultinmate trial? O had they conceal ed hi m behi nd sone
secret wall through which he could see and not be seen?

| want himat ny side!

Didn't they know how to rule her? Certainly they did!



Threaten to deprive me of this man. That's all it takes to hold ne and satisfy
me. Satisfy! What a useless word. Conplete ne. That's better. | amless
when we're apart. He knows it, too, damm him

Murbel la smled. How does he know it? Because he is conpleted in the sane way.

How could this be love? She felt no weakening fromthe tugs of desire. Bene
Gesserit and Honored Matres alike said | ove weakened. She felt strengthened by
Duncan. Even his snall attentions were strengthening. Wen he brought her a
steam ng cup of stintea in the norning, it was better com ng from his hands.

Per haps we have sonething nore than | ove

Qdrade and compani ons entered the anphitheater at the uppernost tier and stood a
nonent | ooki ng down at the figure seated below them Mirbella wore the white-
trimmed | ong robe of a senior acolyte. She sat with el bow on knee, chin resting
on fist, her attention concentrated on the table.

She knows.

"Where i s Duncan?" (drade asked.

At her words, Miurbella stood and turned. The question confirmed what she had
suspect ed.

“I''I'l find out," Sheeana said and |eft them
Murbella waited in silence, matching Odrade stare for stare.
We nust have her, Odrade thought. Never had the Bene Gesserit need been

greater. What an insignificant figure Murbella was down there to carry so much
in her person. The alnost oval face with its widening at the brows reveal ed new

Bene Gesserit composure. Wdely set green eyes, arched brows -- no squinting --
no nmore orange. Snall nouth -- no nore pouting.
She is ready.

Sheeana returned with Duncan at her side.

Qdrade spared hima brief glance. Nervous. So Sheeana had told him Good.
That was an act of friendship. He might need friends here.

"You will sit up here and remain here unless | call you," Odrade said. "Stay
with him Sheeana."

Wt hout being told, Tamal ane flanked Duncan, one of them on each side. At a
gentl e gesture from Sheeana, they sat.

Bel | onda besi de her, Odrade descended to Miurbella's |l evel and went to the table.
Oral syringes on the far side were ready to |lift into position but renained
enpty. (Qdrade gestured at the syringes and nodded to Bell onda, who went out a
side door in search of the Suk Reverend Mdther in charge of spice essence.

Movi ng the table away fromthe back wall, Odrade began | aying out straps and
adj usting pads. She noved nethodically, checking that everything had been
provided on the small | edge beneath the table. Muth pad to keep the Agonized



One frombiting her tongue. Qdrade felt it to be sure it was strong. Mirbella
had a nuscul ar j aw.

Mur bel | a wat ched Odrade work, keeping silent, trying to make no disturbing
noi ses.

Bel | onda returned with spice essence and proceeded to fill the syringes. The
poi sonous essence had a pungent odor -- bitter cinnanon.
Catching Odrade's attention, Miurbella said, "I'mgrateful that you're

supervising this yourself."
"She's grateful!" Bellonda sneered, not |ooking up from her work.
"Leave this to ne, Bell." Odrade kept her attention on Mirbella.

Bel | onda did not pause but sonething wthdrawn took over her npbvenents.
Bel | onda effacing herself? It never ceased to astonish Mirbella how acol ytes
ef faced thensel ves when they entered Mdther Superior's presence. There but not
there. Murbella had never quite achieved this even when she |eft probation and
entered advanced status. Bellonda, too?

Staring hard at Murbella, Odrade said: "I know what reservations you hold in
your breast, limts you place on your commitnment to us. Well and good. | make
no argunent about that because, by and | arge, your reservations are very little
different fromthose held by any of us."

Candor .
"The difference, if you would know it, is in the sense of responsibility. | am
responsi ble for my Sisterhood . . . as nuch of it as still survives. They are a

deep responsibility and one | sonmetinmes |look at with a jaundi ced eye."
Bel | onda sni ffed.

Qdr ade appeared not to notice this as she continued. "The Bene Gesserit

Si st erhood has gone sonmewhat sour since the Tyrant. Qur contact with your
Honored Matres has not inproved matters. Honored Matres have the stench of
deat h and decadence about them going downhill into the great silence."

"Why do you tell ne these things now?" Fear in Miurbella's voice.

"Because, sonehow, the worst of Honored Matre decadence did not touch you. Your
spont aneous nature, perhaps. Although that has been danpened somewhat since
Gamu. "

"Your doing!"

"We've just taken a little wildness out of you, given you a better bal ance. You
can live longer and heal thi er because of it."

“If | survive this!" Jerk of her head toward the table behind her
"Bal ance is what | want you to renenber, Mirbella. Honeostasis. Any group

choosi ng suicide when it has other options does so out of insanity. Honeostasis
gone haywire."



When Murbella | ooked at the floor, Bellonda snapped: "Listen to her, fool
She's doi ng her best to help you."

"Al'l right, Bell. This is between us."

When Murbella continued to stare at the floor, Odrade said: "This is Mther
Superior giving you an order. Look at ne!"

Murbel I @' s head snapped up and she stared into Odrade's eyes.

It was a tactic Odrade had used infrequently but with excellent results.

Acol ytes could be reduced to hysteria by it and then taught how to deal with
their excessive response to enotions. Mirbella appeared to be nore angered than
fearful. Excellent! But now was a tinme for caution.

"You have conpl ai ned about the slow paci ng of your education," Odrade said. "It
was done with your needs forenbst in our mnds. Your key teachers all were
chosen for steadi ness, none of theminpulsive. M instructions were explicit:
"Don't give you too nmany abilities too rapidly. Don't open a floodgate of
powers that mght be nore than she can handle.' "

"How do you know what | can handl e?" Still angry.
Qdrade only smil ed.

When Odrade continued silent, Mirbella appeared flustered. Had she nade a foo
of herself before Mother Superior, before Duncan and these others? How
hum i ati ng.

Qdrade rem nded herself it was not good to nake Murbella too conscious of her

vul nerability. A bad tactic just now No need to provoke her. She had a sharp
sense of the germane, fitting herself into needs of the nonent. That was the
thing they feared might have its source in a notivation always to choose the
path of |east resistance. Let it not be that. Conplete honesty now The
ultimate tool of Bene Gesserit education. The classical technique that bound
acolyte to teacher.

"I will be at your side throughout your Agony. If you fail, I wll grieve."
"Duncan?" Tears in her eyes.

"Any help he can give, he will be pernmitted to give."

Murbel | a | ooked up the rows of seats and, for a brief nmoment, her gaze | ocked
n1;? Idaho's. He lifted slightly but Tamal ane's hand on his shoul der restrained

They may kill ny bel oved! Idaho thought. Mist | sit here and just watch it
happen? But Odrade had said he would be permitted to help. There is no

stopping this now | nust trust Dar. But, gods below She does not know the
depth of ny grief, if . . . if . . . He closed his eyes.
"Bell." Odrade's voice carried a sense of casting off, a knife edge inits

brittl eness.

Bel | onda took Murbella's arm and hel ped her onto the table. |t bounced slightly
adjusting to the weight.



This is the real chute, Mirbella thought.

She had only the renotest sense of straps being fastened around her, of
pur poseful novenent besi de her.

"This is the usual routine," COdrade said.

Routine? Mirbella had hated the routines of becom ng Bene Gesserit, all of that
study, listening and reacting to Proctors. She had particularly |oathed the
necessity to refine reactions she had believed adequate but there could be no

sl oughing of f under those watchful eyes.

Adequat e! \What a dangerous word.

This recognition had been precisely what they sought. Precisely the |everage
their acolyte required.

If you loathe it, do it better. Use your |oathing as gui dance; hone in on
exactly what you need.

The fact that her teachers saw so directly into her behavior, what a narvel ous
thing! She wanted that ability. ©h, how she wanted it!

I must excel in this.

It was a thing any Honored Matre might envy. She saw herself abruptly with a
form of doubled vision: both Bene Gesserit and Honored Matre. A daunting
percepti on.

A hand touched her cheek, noved her head and went away.

Responsibility. | amabout to | earn what they nean by "a new sense of history."
The Bene Gesserit view of history fascinated her. How did they ook at nultiple
pasts? Was it something inmmersed in a grander schenme? The tenptation to becone
one of them had been overwhel m ng

This is the nonent when | |earn

She saw an oral syringe swing into position above her nouth. Bellonda's hand
noved it.

"We carry our grail in our heads," Odrade had said. "Carry this grail gently if
it cones into your possession.”

The syringe touched her lips. Mirbella closed her eyes but felt fingers open
her mouth. Cold netal touched her teeth. COdrade's renmenbered voice was with
her.

Avoi d excesses. Overcorrect and you al ways have a fine ness on your hands, the
necessity to nake larger and | arger corrections. Gscillation. Fanatics are
mar vel ous creators of oscillation

"Qur grail. It has linearity because each Reverend Mother carries the sane
determ nation. W will perpetuate this together."



Bitter liquid gushed into her mouth. Mirbella swallowed convul sively. She felt
fire flow down her throat into her stomach. No pain except the burning. She
wondered if this could be the extent of it. Her stomach felt nmerely warm now.

Slowy, so slowy she was several heartbeats recognizing it, the warnth fl owed
outward. When it reached the tips of her fingers she felt her body convul se.
Her back arched off the padded table. Sonething soft but firmreplaced the
syringe in her nouth.

Voi ces. She heard them and knew peopl e were speaki ng but could not distinguish
wor ds.

As she concentrated on the voi ces she became aware she had | ost touch wi th her
body. Somewhere, flesh withed and there was pain but she was renoved fromit.

A hand touched a hand and clasped it firmy. She recognized Duncan's touch, and
abruptly there was her body and agony. Her |ungs pai ned when she exhal ed. Not
when she inhaled. Then they felt flat and never full enough. Her sense of
presence in living flesh became a thin thread that wound through nmany presences.
She sensed others all around her, far too nmany people for the tiny anphitheater

Anot her human being floated into view Mirbella felt herself to be in a factory
shuttle . . . in space. The shuttle was primtive. Too many manual controls.
Too many blinking lights. A woman at the controls, small and untidy with the
sweat of her labors. She had Iong brown hair and it had been bound up in a

chi gnon from which pal er strands escaped to hang around her narrow cheeks. She
wore a single garnent, a short dress of brilliant reds, blues, and greens.

Machi nery.

There was awareness of nonstrous machinery just beyond this i nmedi ate space.

The wonan's dress contrasted severely with the drab and draggi ng sense of

machi nery. She spoke but her lips did not nmove. "Listen, you! Wen it cones
time for you to take over these controls, don't becone a destroyer. |'mhere to
hel p you avoid the destroyers. Do you know that ?"

Murbella tried to speak but had no voi ce.

"Don't try so hard, girl!" the wonman said. "I hear you."

Murbella tried to shift her attention away fromthe woman

VWere is this place?

One operator, a giant warehouse . . . factory . . . everything automated .
webs of feedback lines centered into this tiny space with its conplex controls.

Thi nki ng to whisper, Mirbella asked: "Who are you?" and heard her own voice
roar. Agony in her ears!

"Not so loud! |'myour guide of the nohalata, the one who steers you clear of
t he destroyers."

Dur protect me! Murbella thought. This is no place; it's ne!

On that thought, the control room vani shed. She was a migrant in the void,
condemmed never to be quiet, never to find a nonent of sanctuary. Everything



but her own fleeting thoughts becane i material. She had no substance, only a
wi spy adherence that she recogni zed as consci ousness.

| have constructed mysel f out of fog.

O her Menory cane, bits and pieces of experiences she knew were not her own.
Faces | eered at her and demanded her attention but the woman at the shuttle
controls pulled her away. Mirbella recogni zed necessities but could not put
theminto coherent form

"These are lives in your past.” It was the wonan at the shuttle controls but
her voice had a di senbodied quality and cane from no di scernible place.

"W are descendants of people who did nasty things," the wonan said. "W don't
like to admt there were barbarians in our ancestry. A Reverend Mt her nust
admit it. W have no choice."

Mur bel I a had the knack of only thinking her questions now. Wy mnust |

"The victors bred. W are their descendants. Victory often was gai ned at great
noral price. Barbarismis not even an adequate word for some of the things our
ancestors did."

Murbella felt a fanmiliar hand on her cheek. Duncan! The touch restored agony.
Ch, Duncan! You're hurting ne.

Through the pain, she sensed gaps in the |lives being revealed to her. Things
wi t hhel d.

"Only what you're capable of accepting now," the di sembodi ed voi ce said.
"Qthers come |ater when you're stronger . . . if you survive."

Selective filter. Odrade's words. Necessity opens doors.

Persistent wailing cane fromthe other presences. Lanments: "See? See what
happens when you ignore conmpbn sense?"

Agony increased. She could not escape it. Every nerve was touched with flane.
She wanted to cry, to screamthreats, to inplore for help. Tunbling enbtions
acconpani ed the agony but she ignored them Everything happened along a thin

t hread of existence. The thread could snap

' m dyi ng.

The thread was stretching. It was going to break! Hopeless to resist. Miscles
woul d not obey. There probably were no nmuscles renaining to her. She did not
want them anyway. They were pain. It was hell and would never end . . . not
even if the thread snapped. Flames burned along the thread, |icking at her

awar eness.

Hands shook her shoulders. Duncan . . . don't. Each novenent was pain beyond

anyt hi ng she had i magi ned possible. This deserved to be called the Agony.

The thread no | onger was stretching. It was pulling back, conpressing. It
became one small thing, a sausage of such exquisite pain that nothing el se
exi sted. The sense of being becane vague, translucent . . . transparent.



"Do you see?" the voice of her nphal ata gui de came fromfar away.
| see things.

Not exactly seeing. A distant awareness of others. Oher sausages. O her
Menory encased in the skins of lost lives. They extended behind her in a train

whose | ength she could not deternmine. Translucent fog. It ripped apart
occasionally and she glinpsed events. No . . . not events thenselves. Menory.
"Share witness," her guide said. "You see what our ancestors have done. They

debase the worst curse you can invent. Don't nake excuses about necessities of
the tinmes! Just remenber: There are no innocents!"”

Ugly! Ugly!

She could hold on to none of it. Everything became reflections and ripping fog
Sonewhere there was a glory that she knew she m ght attain.

Absence of this Agony.
That was it. How glorious that woul d be!
VWere is that glorious condition?

Li ps touched her forehead, her nobuth. Duncan! She reached up. M hands are
free. Her fingers slipped into remenbered hair. This is real

Agony receded. Only then did she realize that she had cone through pain nore
terrible than words coul d describe. Agony? It seared the psyche and renol ded
her. One person entered and anot her energed.

Duncan! She opened her eyes and there was his face directly above her. Do |

still love hin? He is here. He is an anchor to which I clung in the worst
noments. But do | love hin? Am1l still bal anced?

No answer.

Qdr ade spoke from sonewhere out of view "Strip those clothes off her. Towels.

She's drenched. And bring her a proper robe!"

There were scurrying sounds, then Odrade once nore: "Mirbella, you did that the
hard way, |I'mglad to say."

Such elation in her voice. Wy was she gl ad?

Where is the sense of responsibility? Were is the grail |I'm supposed to fee
in my head? Answer nme, soneone

But the wonman at the shuttle controls was gone.
Only | remain. And | renmenber atrocities that might make an Honored Matre

quail. She glinpsed the grail then and it was not a thing but a question: How
to set those bal ances aright?



Qur household god is this thing we carry forward generation after generation
our nessage for humankind if it matures. The closest thing we have to a
househol d goddess is a failed Reverend Mother -- Chenoeh there in her niche.

-Darwi drade

| daho t hought of his Mentat abilities as a retreat now. Mirbella stayed with
himas frequently as their duties allowed -- he with his weapons devel opnent and
she recovering strength while she adjusted to her new status.

She did not lie to him She did not try to tell himshe felt no difference
between them But he sensed the pulling away, elastic being stretched to its
limts.

"My Sisters have been taught not to divulge secrets of the heart. There's the
danger they perceive in love. Perilous intimacies. The deepest sensitivities
blunted. Do not give someone a stick with which to beat you."

She thought her words reassuring to himbut he heard the inner argunent. Be
free! Break entangling bonds!

He saw her often these days in the throes of Other Menory. W rds escaped her in
t he night.

"Dependencies . . . group soul . . . intersection of living awareness . . . Fish
Speakers . "
She had no hesitation about sharing sone of this. "The intersection? Anyone

can sense nexus points in the natural interruptions of life. Deaths,
di versions, incidental pauses between powerful events, births . "

"Birth an interruption?"

They were in his bed, even the chrono darkened . . . but that did not hide them
from coneyes, of course. QOher energies fed the Sisterhood's curiosity.

"You never thought of birth as an interruption? A Reverend Modther finds that
anusi ng. "

Amusing! Pulling away . . . pulling away

Fi sh Speakers, that was the revelation the Bene Gesserit absorbed with
fascination. They had suspected, but Mirbella gave them confirmtion. Fish
Speaker denocracy becone Honored Matre autocracy. No nore doubts.

"The tyranny of the nminority cloaked in the mask of the mpjority,"” Odrade called
it, her voice exultant. "Downfall of denocracy. Either overthrown by its own
excesses or eaten away by bureaucracy.”



I daho coul d hear the Tyrant in that judgnent. |[If history had any repetitive
patterns, here was one. A drunbeat of repetition. First, a Cvil Service | aw
masked in the lie that it was the only way to correct demagogi c excesses and
spoils systems. Then the accunul ati on of power in places voters could not
touch. And finally, aristocracy.

"The Bene Gesserit may be the only ones ever to create the all-powerful jury,"
Murbel la said. "Juries are not popular with legalists. Juries oppose the |aw.
They can ignore judges."

She | aughed in the darkness. "Evidence! What is evidence except those things
you are allowed to perceive? That's what Law tries to control: carefully
managed reality."

Words to divert him words to denonstrate her new Bene Gesserit powers. Her
words of love fell flat.

She speaks them out of nenory.

He saw this bothered Odrade al nost as much as it disnayed him Mirbella did not
notice either reaction

(drade had tried to reassure him "Every new Reverend Mt her goes through an
adj ustment period. Manic at tinmes. Think of the new ground under her, Duncan!"

How can | not think of it?
"First |aw of bureaucracy," Mirbella told the darkness.

You do not divert ne, |ove.

"Gowto the linmts of available energy!" Her voice was indeed manic. "Use the
lie that taxes solve all problens."” She turned toward himin the bed but not
for love. "Honored Matres played the whole routine! Even a social security

systemto quiet the masses, but everything went into their own energy bank."
“Murbel [ al'"

"What ?" Surprised at the sharpness of his tone. Didn't he know he was talking
to a Reverend Mot her?

"I know all of this, Miurbella. Any Mentat does."

"Are you trying to shut me up?" Angry.

"Qur job is to think like our eneny," he said. "W do have a commpn eneny?"
"You're sneering at ne, Duncan."”

"Are your eyes orange?”

"Mel ange doesn't allow that and you know . . . Oh."

"The Bene Gesserit need your know edge but you rmust cultivate it!" He turned on

a gl owgl obe and found her flaring at him Not unexpected and not really Bene
Gesserit.



Hybri d.

The word leaped into his nmind. Was it hybrid vigor? D d the Sisterhood expect
this of Murbella? The Bene Gesserit surprised you sonetinmes. You found them
facing you in odd corridors, eyes unwavering, faces masked in that way of theirs
and, behind the masks, unusual responses brewing. That was where Teg learned to
do the unexpected. But this? |daho thought he could grow to dislike this new
Mur bel | a.

She saw this in him naturally. He renmained open to her as to no other person

"Don't hate ne, Duncan." No pleadi ng but sonething deeply hurt behind the
wor ds.

“"I'"ll never hate you." But he turned off the |ight.

She nestl ed agai nst him al nost the way she had before the Agony. Alnpbst. The
difference tore at him

"Honored Matres see the Bene Gesserit as conpetitors for power," Mirbella said.
"I't's not so nmuch that men who follow ny former Sisters are fanatics, but
they' re made i ncapabl e of self-determination by their addiction.”

"I's that the way we are?"

"Now, Duncan."

"You mean | could get this commopdity at another store?"

She chose to assune he was tal king about Honored Matre fears. "Many would
abandon themif they could.” Turning toward himfiercely, she demanded a sexua
response. Her abandon shocked him As though this mght be the last tinme she
coul d experience such ecstasy.

Afterward, he | ay exhausted.

"I hope |'m pregnant again," she whispered. "W still need our babies."

We need. The Bene Gesserit need. No |onger "they need."

He fell asleep to dreamhe was in the ship's arnory. It was a dreamtouched by
realities. The ship renmained a weapons factory as it actually had becone.
Qdrade was talking to himin the dreamarnory. "I nmake decisions of necessity,
Duncan. Little likelihood you'll break out and run amok."

"I amtoo much the Mentat for that!" How self-inportant his dreamvoice! |I'm

dreaming and | know | dream Wiy am|l in the arnory with COdrade?
A list of weapons scrolled before his eyes.

Atonmics. (He saw big blasters and deadly dusts.)

Lasguns. (No counting the various nodels.)

Bact eri ol ogi cal s.



The scroll was interrupted by Gdrade's voice. "W can assune smuggl ers
concentrate as usual on snall things that bring a big price. "

"Soostones, of course.” Still self-inportant. |[|'mnot that way!
"Assassi nati on weapons," she said. "Plans and specifications for new devices."
"Theft of trade secrets is a big itemwth snmugglers.” [|'minsufferable

"There are always nedici nes and the di seases that require them" she said.

Where is she? | can hear her but | can't see her. "Do Honored Matres know our
uni verse harbors bl ackguards not above sowi ng the probl em before providing the
solution?" Blackguards? | never use that word.

"Al'l things relative, Duncan. They burned Lanpadas and butchered four mllion
of our finest."

He awoke and sat upright. Specifications for new devices! There it was in
delicate detail, a way to mniaturize Hol zmann generators. Two centineters, no
nore. And nmuch cheaper! How was that smuggled into my mnd?

He slipped out of bed, not awakening Murbella, and groped his way to a robe. He
heard her snuffle as he let hinmself out into the workroom

Seating hinself at his console, he copied the design fromhis nmnd and studied
it. Perfect! Engloberment for sure. He transmitted to Archives with a flag for
Qdr ade and Bel | onda.

Wth a sigh, he sat back and exanm ned his design once nore. It vanished in a
return to his dreamscroll. Am|l still dreaming? No! He could feel the chair
touch the console, hear the field buzzing. Dreans do that.

The scroll produced cutting and stabbing weapons, including some designed to
i ntroduce poi sons or bacteria into eneny flesh.

Proj ectil es.

He wondered how to stop the scroll and study details.

"I't's all in your head!"

Humans and other animals bred for attack scrolled past his eyes, hiding the
console and its projection. Futars? How did Futars get in there? Wat do

know about Futars?

Di sruptors replaced the aninmals. Wapons to cloud nental activity or interfere
with life itself. Disruptors? 1've never heard that name before.

Di sruptors were succeeded by null-G "seekers" designed to hunt specific targets.
Those | know.

Expl osi ves next, including ones to spread poi sons and bacteri ol ogi cal s.

Deceptives, to project false targets. Teg had used those.



Ener gi zers appeared next. He had a private arsenal of those: ways of
i ncreasi ng capacities of your troops.

Abruptly, the shimering net fromhis vision replaced scrolling weapons and he
saw the elderly couple in their garden. They glared at him The nan's voice
becarme audible. "Stop spying on us!"

| daho gripped the arms of his chair and jerked himself forward but the vision
di sappeared before he could study details.

Spyi ng?
He sensed a residue of the scroll in his mnd, no | onger visible but a nusing
voice . . . masculine.

"Def enses often nust take on characteristics of the attack weapons. Sonetines,
however, sinple systens can divert the nbst devastating weapons."

Sinpl e systens! He l|aughed aloud. "MIles! Where the hell are you, Teg?
have your disguised attack vessels! Inflated decoys! Enpty except for a
m ni ature Hol zmann generator and |asgun." He added this to his Archives
transm ssi ons.

VWhen he was finished, he asked hinself once nore about the visions. |Influencing
ny dreans? What have | tapped?

In every spare mnute since beconm ng Teg's Wapons Master, he had been calling
up Archival records. There had to be some clue in all of that massive
accunul ati on!

Resonances and tachyon theory held his attention for a tine. Tachyon theory
figured in Hol zmann's original design. "Techys," Holzmann had called his energy
sour ce.

A wave systemthat ignored |ight speed's limts. Light speed obviously did not
limt fol dspace ships. Techys?

"I't works because it works," ldaho muttered. "Faith. Like any other religion."
Mentats squirrel ed away nmuch seemingly inconsequential data. He had a
st orehouse marked "Techys" and proceeded to go through it without satisfaction

Not even Guild Navigators professed know edge of how they gui ded fol dspace
ships. [Ixian scientists made machines to duplicate Navigator abilities but
still could not define what they did.

"Hol zmann's formul ae can be trusted."”

No one claimed to understand Hol zmann. They nerely used his formul ae because
they worked. It was the "ether" of space travel. You fol ded space. ne
instant you were here and the next instant you were countl ess parsecs distant.

Soneone "out there" has found another way to use Hol zmann's theories! It was a
full Mentat Projection. He knew its accuracy fromthe new questions it
pr oduced.



Murbella's Other Menory ranblings haunted hi m now even t hough he recogni zed
basi ¢ Bene Gesserit teachings in them

Power attracts the corruptible. Absolute power attracts the absolutely
corruptible. This is the danger of entrenched bureaucracy to its subject

popul ation. Even spoils systens are preferable because |evels of tol erance are
| ower and the corrupt can be thrown out periodically. Entrenched bureaucracy
sel dom can be touched short of violence. Beware when Civil Service and Mlitary
j oi n hands!

The Honored Matre achi evenent.
Power for the sake of power . . . an aristocracy bred from unbal anced stock

Who were those people he saw? Strong enough to drive out Honored Matres. He
knew it for a Projection datum

I daho found this realization profoundly dislocating. Honored Matres fugitives!
Barbaric but ignorant in the way of all such raiders even frombefore the
Vandal s. Moved by inmpul sive greed as nuch as by any other force. "Take Roman
gold!"™ They filtered all distractions out of awareness. It was a stupefying

i gnorance that faltered only when the nore sophisticated culture insinuated
itself into the

Abruptly, he saw what Qdrade was doi ng.
Gods below What a fragile plan

He pressed his pal ns against his eyes and forced hinmself not to cry out in
angui sh. Let themthink I"'mtired. But seeing Odrade's plan told himalso he
woul d I ose Murbella . . . one way or anot her

When are the witches to be trusted? Never! The dark side of the magi c universe
bel ongs to the Bene CGesserit and we nust reject them

-Tylwth Waff, Master of Masters

The great Common Roomin the no-ship, with its tiered seating and raised

pl atform at one end, was packed with Bene Gesserit Sisters, nore than had ever
bef ore been assenbl ed. Chapterhouse was al nost at a standstill this afternoon
because few wanted to send proxies and inportant decisions could not be

del egated to service cadre. Bl ack-robed Reverend Mdthers dom nated the

assenbl age in their al oof clusterings close to the stage but the roomswrled
with acolytes in white-tri mmed robes and there were even the newy enroll ed.
Groups of white robes marki ng the youngest acol ytes were sprinkled around in
tight little groups, flocking for mutual support. All others had been excl uded
by Convocation Proctors.



The air was heavy with nel ange-perfuned breaths and it had that dank, overused
quality it got when conditioning machi nery was overl oaded. dors of the recent
l unch, strong with garlic, rode on this atnosphere like an uninvited intruder
This and stories being spread throughout the room hei ghtened tensions.

Most kept their attention on the raised platformand the side door where Mt her
Superior nust enter. Even while talking to conpanions or noving about, they
focused on that place where they knew soneone soon would enter and create

prof ound changes in their lives. Mdtther Superior did not herd themall into a
great Common Roomwith a pronise of inportant announcenents unless sonething to
shake the Bene Gesserit foundations was at hand.

Bel | onda preceded Odrade into the room nmounting to the platformw th that

bel I i gerent waddl e whi ch made her easily recogni zabl e even at a di stance.

Qdrade foll owed Bellonda at five paces. Then canme senior councillors and aides,
bl ack-robed Murbella (still |ooking somewhat dazed from her Agony only two weeks
past) anong them Dortujla linmped close behind Murbella with Tam and Sheeana at
her side. At the end of this procession came Streggi carrying Teg on her

shoul ders. There were excited nmurmurs when he appeared. Ml es sel dom shared
assenbl i es but everyone on Chapterhouse knew this was the ghola of their Mentat
Bashar, living now at the cantonnent with all that renmi ned of a Bene Gesserit
mlitary.

Seeing the massed ranks of the Sisterhood this way, Qdrade experienced an enpty
feeling. Some ancient had said it all, she thought. "Any dammed fool knows one
horse can run faster than another." Oten at the m nor assenbl ages here in this
copy of a sports stadium she had been tenpted to quote that bit of advice but
she knew the ritual had its better purposes as well. Assenbly showed you to one
anot her.

Here we are together. Qur Kkind.

Mot her Superior and attendants noved |ike a peculiar bundle of energy through
the throng to the platform her position of em nence at the edge of the arena.

Mot her Superior was never subjected to the mass scrinmage of assenblies. She
never had el bows jamed into her ribs or felt the troddi ng of a neighbor's foot.
She was never forced to nove as others nmoved in a kind of inchworm fl ow conposed
of bodi es pressed together in unwanted proximty.

Thus did Caesar arrive. Thunbs down on the whol e damed thing! To Bell onda,
she said: "Let it begin."

Afterward, she knew she woul d wonder why she had not del egated soneone to nmake
this ritual appearance and utter portentous words. Bellonda would |ove the pre-
em nent position and, for that reason, nust never have it. But perhaps there
was sone | ower echel on Sister who woul d be enbarrassed by el evati on and woul d
obey only out of loyalty, out of that underlying need to do what Mdther Superior
commuanded.

CGods! If there are any of you around, why do you permt us to be such sheep?

There they were, Bellonda preparing themfor her. The battalions of the Bene
Gesserit. They were not really battalions, but Odrade often inagi ned ranked
Sisters, catal oging themby function. That one is a squad | eader. That one is
a Captain General. This oneis a lowy sergeant and here is a nessenger



The Sisters would be outraged if they knew this quirk in her. She kept it wel
conceal ed behind an "ordinary assignnent” attitude. You could assign
lieutenants without calling themlieutenants. Taraza had done the same thing.

Bell was telling themnow that the Sisterhood m ght have to nake a new

accommodation with their captive Tleilaxu. Bitter words for Bell: "W have
gone through the crucible, Tleilaxu and Bene Cesserit alike, and we have cone
out changed. In a way, we have changed each other."

Yes, we are |like rocks rubbed agai nst each other for so long that each takes on
sone of the conform ng shape required by the other. But the original rock is
still there at the core!

The audi ence was becom ng restive. They knew this was prelimnary, no natter

t he hidden nessage within these hints about Tleilaxu. Prelimnary and relative
in importance. Odrade stepped to Bellonda's side, signaling her to cut it
short.

"Here is Mdther Superior.”

How hard the old patterns die. Does Bell think they don't recognize ne?

Qdr ade spoke in compelling tones, just short of Voice.

"Actions have been taken that require ne to neet on Junction with Honored Matre

| eadership, a neeting fromwhich | may not energe alive. | probably will not
survive. That nmeeting will be partly distraction. W are about to punish
them"

Qdrade waited for murnmurs to subside, hearing both agreenent and di sagreenent in
the sounds. Interesting. The ones who agreed were closer to the stage and
farther back anbng new acol ytes. Di sagreenent from advanced acol ytes? Yes.
They knew the warning: W dare not feed that fire.

She pitched her voice lower, letting renptes carry it to those in the high
tiers. "Before leaving, | will Share with nore than one Sister. These tines
requi re such caution."

"Your plan?" "Wat will you do?" Questions were shouted at her from many
pl aces.
"W will feint at Ganmmu. That should drive Honored Matre allies to Junction

We then will take Junction and, | hope, capture the Spider Queen.”

"The attack will occur while you are on Junction?" This question cane from
Garim, a sober-faced Proctor directly bel ow drade.

"That is the plan. | will be transmtting ny observations to the attackers."
Qdrade gestured to Teg seated on Streggi's shoulders. "The Bashar will |ead the
attack in person.”

"Who goes with you?" "Yes. Wo are you taking?" No nmistaking the worry in
those cries. So the word had not yet spread through Chapterhouse.

"Tam and Dortujla," Odrade said.



"Who will Share with you?" Garim again. Indeed! That is the politica
guestion of nobst interest. W may succeed Mot her Superior? Odrade heard

nervous stirring behind her. Bellonda excited? Not you, Bell. You already
know t hat .

"Mur bel | a and Sheeana," Odrade said. "And one other if Proctors care to name a
candi date. "

Proctors formed little consulting groups, shouting suggestions fromgroup to
group, but no nanmes were submitted. Soneone had a question though: "Wy
Mur bel | a?"

"Who knows Honored Matres better?" Odrade asked.
That silenced them

Garim noved closer to the stage and | ooked up at Odrade with a penetrating
stare. Don't try to mslead a Reverend Mother, Darwi Odrade! "After our feint
at Gammu, they will be even nore alert and reinforced on Junction. What makes
you think we can take thenf"

Qdr ade stepped aside and notioned Streggi forward with Teg.

Teg had been watching Odrade's performance with fascination. He |ooked down now
at Garinmi. She was currently Chief Assignnent Proctor and no doubt had been
chosen to speak for a bloc of Sisters. It occurred to Teg then that this

| udi crous position on the shoul ders of an acolyte had been planned by Cdrade for
reasons ot her than those she voiced.

To put nmy eyes closer to a level with adults around ne . . . but also to rem nd
them of ny |esser stature, to reassure themthat a Bene Gesserit (if only an
acolyte) still controls nmy novenents.

"I will not go into all of the weaponry details at the nmonent," he said. Damm
this piping voice! He had their attention, though. "But we are going for
nobility, for decoys that will destroy a great deal of the area around themif a
| asgun beam hits them. . . and we are going to englobe Junction with devices to

reveal the nmovenents of their no-ships."

When they continued to stare at him he said: "If Mther Superior confirns ny
previ ous know edge of Junction, we will know our eneny's positions intinmately.
There should not be significant changes. Not enough tine has passed.”

Surprise and the unexpected. What else did they expect fromtheir Mentat
Bashar? He stared back at Garim, daring her to voice nore doubts of his
mlitary ability.

She had anot her question. "Are we to presune that Duncan |daho advi ses you on
weapons?"

"When you have the best, you would be a fool not to use it," he said.
"But will he acconpany you as Wapons Master?"

"He chooses not to | eave the ship and you all know why. Wat is the nmeaning of
t hat questi on?"



He had defl ected her and silenced her and she did not like it. A man should not
be able to maneuver a Reverend Mdther that way!

Qdr ade stepped forward and put a hand on Teg's arm "Have you all forgotten
that this ghola is our loyal friend, Mles Teg?" She stared at particular faces
in the throng, choosing ones she was certai n wat chdogged t he coneyes and knew
Teg was her father, noving her gaze fromface to face with a deliberate slowness
that coul d not be misinterpreted.

I's there one anmbng you who dares cry "nepotisn? Then | ook once nore at his
record in our service!

Sounds of the Convocation becane once nore those in keeping with other graces

t hey expected in assenblies. No nmore vulgar clash of demandi ng voices vying for
attention. Now, they fitted their speech into a pattern much |ike plainsong and
yet not quite a chant. Voices noved and flowed together. drade always found
this remarkable. No one directed the harnony. 1t happened because they were
Bene Gesserit. Naturally. This was the only explanation they needed. It
happened because they were practiced in adjusting to each other. The dance of
their everyday novenents continued in their voices. Partners no matter
transitory di sagreenents.

I will mss this.

"I't is never enough to nmake accurate predictions of distressful events," she
said. "Who knows this better than we? 1Is there one anong us who has not
| earned the [ esson of the Kwi satz Haderach?"

No need to el aborate. Evil prediction should not alter their course. That kept
Bel | onda silent. The Bene Gesserit were enlightened. Not dullards who attacked
the bearer of bad tidings. D scount the nmessenger? (Who could expect anything
useful fromthe Iikes of that one?) That was a pattern to be avoi ded at al

costs. WIIl we silence disagreeabl e nmessengers, thinking the deep silence of
death obliterates the nessage? The Bene Gesserit knew better than that! Death
nakes a prophet's voice |ouder. Martyrs are truly dangerous.

Qdr ade wat ched refl exi ve awareness spread through the room even up to the
hi ghest tiers.

We are entering hard tinmes, Sisters, and nust accept that. Even Mirbella knows
it. And she knows now why | was so anxious to nake a Sister of her. W al
know it one way or anot her.

Qdrade turned and gl anced at Bellonda. No disappointment there. Bell knew why
she was not anmong the chosen. |It's our best course, Bell. Infiltrate. Take
them before they even suspect what we're doing.

Shifting her gaze to Murbella, Odrade saw respectful awareness. Mirbella was
begi nning to get her first batches of good advice from O her Menory. The manic

stage had passed and she was even regaining a fondness for Duncan. |In tine
perhaps . . . Bene Gesserit training assured that she would judge O her Menory
on her owmn. Nothing in Miurbella's stance said: "Keep your |ousy advice to
yoursel f!'" She had historical conparisons and could not evade their obvious

nessage.



Don't march in the streets with others who share your prejudices. Loud shouts
are often the easiest to ignore. "I nean, |look at them out there shouting their
fool heads off! You want to nake comopn cause with then?"

| told you, Murbella: Now judge for yourself. "To create change you find

| everage points and nove them Beware blind alleys. Ofers of high positions
are a common di straction paraded before marchers. Leverage points are not al

in high office. They are often at economi c or conmmuni cations centers and unl ess
you know this, high office is useless. Even lieutenants can alter our course.
Not by changing reports but by burying unwanted orders. Bell sits on orders
until she believes themineffective. | give her orders sonmetines for this
purpose: so she can play her delaying gane. She knows it and yet she plays her
gane anyway. Know this, Mirbella! And after we Share, study ny performance
with great care.”

Har rony had been achi eved but at a cost. Odrade signaled that Convocati on was
ended, knowing well that all questions had not been answered nor even asked.

But the unasked questions would cone filtering through Bell where they woul d get
t he nost appropriate treatment.

Al ert ones anong the Sisters would not ask. They already saw her plan.

As she left the Great Conmon Room Odrade felt herself accept full commtnent
for choi ces she had made, recognizing previous hesitancy for the first tinme.
There were regrets, but only Mirbella and Sheeana m ght know t hem

Wal ki ng behi nd Bel | onda, Odrade thought about the places | will never go, the
things I will never see except as a reflection in the Iife of another

It was a formof nostalgia that centered on the Scatterings and this eased her
pain. There was just too nuch for one person to see out there. Even the Bene
Gesserit with its accunul ated nenories could never hope to catch up with all of
it, not with every last interesting detail. It was back to grand designs. The
Big Picture, the Mainstream The specialties of ny Sisterhood. Here were
essentials Mentats enployed: patterns, nmovenments of currents and what those
currents carried, where they were going. Consequences. Not maps but the

fl owi ngs.

At least, | have preserved key elenents of our jury-nonitored denmocracy in
original form They may thank me for that one day.

Seek freedom and becone captive of your desires. Seek discipline and find your
liberty.

- The Coda

"Who expected the air machinery to break down?"



The Rabbi asked his question of no one in particular. He sat on a | ow bench, a
scroll clutched to his breast. The scroll had been reinforced by nodern
artifice but it still was old and fragile. He was not sure of the tinme.

M dnor ni ng probably. They had eaten not |ong ago food that coul d be descri bed
as breakfast.

"I expected it."

He appeared to be addressing the scroll. "Passover has come and gone and our
door was | ocked."

Rebecca cane to stand over him "Please, Rabbi. How does this help Joshua at
his [ abors?"

"“"We have not been abandoned," the Rabbi told his scroll. "It is we who have
hi dden oursel ves away. Wen we cannot be found by strangers, where woul d anyone
| ook who mi ght help us?"

He peered up abruptly at Rebecca, ow ish behind his glasses. "Have you brought
evil to us, Rebecca?"

She knew his meaning. "Qutsiders always think there's something nefarious about
the Bene Cesserit," she said.

"So now |, your Rabbi, am Qutsider!"

"You estrange yourself, Rabbi. | speak fromthe viewpoint of the Sisterhood you
made ne help. What they do is often boring. Repetitious but not evil."

"I made you help? Yes, | did that. Forgive nme, Rebecca. |If evil joins us, |
have done it."

"Rabbi! Stop this. They are an extended clan. And still, they keep a touchy
i ndividualism Does an extended clan mean nothing to you? Does ny dignity
of fend you?"

"I tell you, Rebecca, what offends ne. By ny hand you have learned to foll ow
di fferent books than . " He raised the scroll as though it were a bl udgeon.

"No books at all, Rabbi. Onh, they have a Coda but it's just a collection of
rem nders, sonetimes useful, sonetines to be discarded. They al ways adj ust
their Coda to current requirenents."

"There are books that cannot be adjusted, Rebecca!"

She stared down at himwth ill-conceal ed dismy. Ws this how he saw the
Sisterhood? O was it fear talking?

Joshua cane to stand beside her, hands greasy, black snears on forehead and
cheeks. "Your suggestion was the right one. It's working again. How |ong
don't know. The problemis --"

"You do not know the problem" the Rabbi interrupted.

"The mechani cal problem Rabbi," Rebecca said. "This no-chanber's field
di storts machi nery."



"We could not bring in frictionless nachinery,
not to nention the cost."”

Joshua said. "Too revealing,

"Your machinery is not all that has been distorted."

Joshua | ooked at Rebecca with raised eyebrows. Wat's wong with hin? So
Joshua trusted Bene Gesserit insights, too. That offended the Rabbi. His flock
sought gui dance el sewhere.

The Rabbi surprised her then. "You think I'mjeal ous, Rebecca?"

She shook her head from side to side.

"You display talents,” the Rabbi said, "that others are quick to use. Your
suggestion fixed the machinery? These . . . these O hers told you how?"

Rebecca shrugged. This was the Rabbi of old, not to be challenged in his own
house.

"I should praise you?" the Rabbi asked. "You have power? Now, you w |l govern
us?"

"No one, least of all I, ever suggested that, Rabbi." She was offended and did
not mnd showing it.

"Forgive ne, daughter. That is what you call 'flip." "
"I don't need your praise, Rabbi. And of course | forgive."

"Your Ot hers have sonething to say about this?"

"The Bene Gesserit say fear of praise goes back to an ancient prohibition
agai nst praising your child because that brings down the wath of the gods."

He bowed his head. "Sometines a bit of w sdom"
Joshua appeared enbarrassed. "lI'mgoing to try sleeping. | should be rested."
He ai ned a meani ngful glance at the nachinery area where a | abored rasping could

be heard.

He |l eft them for the darkened end of the chanber, stunbling on a child' s toy as
he went.

The Rabbi patted the bench beside him "Sit, Rebecca."

She sat.
"I amfearful for you, for us, for all of the things we represent.” He caressed
the scroll. "W have been true for so many generations." H's gaze swept the

room "And we don't even have a mnyan here."

Rebecca wi ped tears fromher eyes. "Rabbi, you m sjudge the Sisterhood. They
wi sh only to perfect humans and their governnents."

"So they say."



"So | say. Government, to them is an art form You find that amusi ng?"

"You arouse ny curiosity. Are these wonen self-deluded by dreanms of their own
i mportance?"

"They think of thensel ves as wat chdogs."
" Dogs?"

"Wat chdogs, alert to when a | esson may be taught. That is what they seek
Never try to teach sonmeone a | esson he cannot absorb."

"Always these bits of wisdom" He sounded sad. "And they govern thensel ves
artistically?"

"They think of thenselves as a jury with absolute powers that no | aw can veto."
He waved the scroll in front of her nose. "I thought so!"
“No human | aw, Rabbi .’

"You tell me these wonen who neke religions to suit thenselves believe in a .
in a power greater than thensel ves."

"Their belief would not accord with ours, Rabbi, but | do not think it evil."

"What is this . . . this belief?"

"They call it the "leveling drift.' They see it genetically and as instinct.
Brilliant parents are likely to have children closer to the average, for
exanpl e."

"Adrift? This is a belief?"

"That is why they avoid prom nence. They are advisors, even Kking-makers on
occasi on, but they do not want to be in the target foreground. "

"This drift . . . do they believe there is a Drift-Mker?"

"They don't assune there is. Only that there is this observabl e novenent."
"So what do they do in this drift?"

"They take precautions."

"I'n the presence of Satan, | should think so!"

"They don't oppose the current but seemonly to nmove across it, making it work
for them using the back eddies.”

"Oyyy!”

"Ancient sailing nmasters understood this quite well, Rabbi. The Sisterhood has
what ampunts to current charts telling them places to avoid and where to nake
their greatest efforts.”

Agai n, he waved the scroll. "This is no current chart."



"You msinterpret, Rabbi. They know the fallaci es about overwhel m ng nachi nes."
She gl anced at the |laboring machinery. "They see us in currents machinery
cannot breast."

"These little wisdoms. | do not know, daughter. Meddling in politics, |
accept. But in holy nmatters . "

"Aleveling drift, Rabbi. Mass influence on brilliant innovators who nove out
of the pack and produce new things. Even when the new helps us, the drift
catches the innovator."

"Who is to say what hel ps, Rebecca?"

"I merely tell what they believe. They see taxation as evidence of the drift,
taking away free energy that mght create nmore new things. A sensitized person
detects it, they say."

"And these . . . these Honored Matres?"

"They fit the pattern. Power-closed governnent intent on making all potentia
chal | engers ineffectual. Screen out the bright ones. Blunt intelligence."

A tiny beeping sound came fromthe machinery area. Joshua was past them before
they could stand. He bent over the screen that reveal ed events on the surface.

"They are back," he said. "See! They dig in the ashes directly above us."
"Have they found us?" The Rabbi sounded al nost relieved.
Joshua watched the screen

Rebecca pl aced her head beside his, studying the diggers -- ten men with that
dreaming look in their eyes of those who had been bonded to Honored Matres.

"They only dig at random" Rebecca said, straightening.

"You're sure?" Joshua stood and | ooked into her face, seeking secret
confirmation.

Any Bene Gesserit could see it.

"Look for yourself." She gestured at the screen. "They are |leaving. They go
to the sligsty now "

"Where they belong," the Rabbi nuttered.



Maki ng wor kabl e choi ces occurs in a crucible of informative m stakes. Thus
Intelligence accepts fallibility. And when absolute (infallible) choices are
not known, Intelligence takes chances with linmted data in an arena where

nm st akes are not only possible but al so necessary.

-Darwi drade

Mot her Superior did not just board an outgoing lighter and transfer to any
conveni ent no-ship. There were plans, arrangenents, strategies -- contingencies
on conti ngenci es.

It took eight hectic days. Timng with Teg had to be precise. Consultations
with Murbella ate up hours. Mirbella had to know what she faced.

Di scover their Achilles heel, Mirbella, and you have it all. Stay on the
observation ship when Teg attacks but watch carefully.

Qdr ade took detailed advice fromall who could help. Then cane the vital-signs
inmplant with encrypting to transmt her secret observations. A no-ship and

I ong-range lighter had to be refitted, crew chosen by Teg.

Bel |l onda muttered and growl ed until Odrade intervened.

"You are distracting ne! |Is that your intent? Waken nme?" It was |late norning
four days before departure and they were tenporarily alone in the workroom

Weat her cl ear but unseasonably cold and air an ochre tinge froma dust storm

t hat had bl own across Central in the night.

"Convocation was a mstake!" Bellonda needed her parting shot.

Qdrade found hersel f snappi ng back at Bel |l onda, who had beconme a bit too
caustic. "Necessary!"

"To you, maybe! Saying goodbye to your famly. Now, you |leave us here taking
in each other's laundry."

"Did you just come up here to conplain about the Convocation?"

"I don't like your |atest conmments on Honored Matres! You should have consulted
us before spreading --"

"They're parasites, Bell! It's time we made that clear: a known weakness. And
what does a body do when afflicted by parasites?" (Qdrade delivered this with a
broad grin.

"Dar, when you assunme this . . . this pseudo-hunorous pose, | would like to
throttle you!"

"Wwuld you snmle as you did it, Bell?"

"Dam you, Dar! One of these days .

"W don't have many nore days together, Bell, and that's what's eating you.
Answer my question.”

"Answer it yourself!"



"The body wel cones periodic del ousing. Even addicts dream of freedom™

"“Ahhhhh." A Mentat peered fromBellonda's eyes. "You think addiction to
Honored Matres coul d be made pai nful ?"

"In spite of your dreadful inability at hunor, you still can function."
A cruel smile flexed Bellonda's nouth.
"I"ve managed to anmuse you," drade said.

"Let me discuss this with Tam She has a better head for strategy. Although
Sharing softened her."

When Bel | onda had gone, COdrade | eaned back and | aughed quietly. Softened!

"Don't go soft tonorrow, Dar, when you Share." The Mentat stunbles on |ogic and
nm sses the heart. She sees the process and worries about failure. Wat do we
doif . . . W open windows, Bell, and let in conmon sense. Even hilarity.
Puts nore serious natters in perspective. Poor Bell, ny flawed Sister. Al ways
sonet hing to occupy your nervousness.

Qdrade left Central on departure norning nuch entangled in her thinking -- an
i ntrospective nmood, worried by what she had | earned Sharing with Mirbella and
Sheeana.

' m being sel f-indul gent.

That offered no relief. Her thoughts were framed by OQther Menory and al nost
cynical fatalism

Queen bees swarni ng?

That had been suggested of Honored Matres.
But Sheeana? And Tam approves?

This carried nmore in it than a Scattering.

| cannot followinto your wild place, Sheeana. M/ task is to produce order. |
cannot risk what you have dared. There are different kinds of artistry. Yours
repel s ne.

Absorbing lifetines of Murbella's OGther Menory hel ped. Mirbella's know edge was
a powerful |everage on Honored Matres but full of disturbing nuances.

Not hypnotrance. They use cellular induction, a byproduct of their damed T-
probes! Unconsci ous conpul sion! How tenpting to use it for ourselves. But

this is where Honored Matres are nost vul nerable -- enornpus unconsci ousness

content |locked in by their own decisions. Mirbella's key only enphasizes its
danger to us.

They arrived at the Landing Flat in the m dst of a windstormthat buffeted them
when they energed fromtheir car. Odrade had vetoed a wal k through what
remai ned of orchards and vi neyards.



Leaving for the last tine? The question in Bellonda' s eyes as she said goodbye.
In Sheeana's worried frown.

Does Mot her Superior accept ny decision?

Provisionally, Sheeana. Provisionally. But | have not warned Miurbella. So .
perhaps | do share Tam s judgment.

Dortujla, in the van of Qdrade's party, was w t hdrawn.

Under st andabl e. She has been there . . . and watched her Sisters eaten
Courage, Sister! W are not yet defeated.

Only Murbella had appeared to take this in stride but she was thinking ahead to
Qdrade' s encounter with the Spider Queen

Have | armed Mot her Superior sufficiently? Does she know in her guts how very
dangerous this will be?

Qdr ade pushed such thoughts aside. There were things to do on the crossing.
None of them nore inportant than gathering her energies. Honored Matres coul d
be anal yzed al nost out of reality, but the actual confrontation would be played

as it came -- a jazz performance. She liked the idea of jazz although the nusic
di stracted her with its antique flavors and the dips into wildness. Jazz spoke
about life, though. No two perfornmances ever identical. Players reacted to
what was received fromthe others: jazz.

Feed us with jazz.

Air and space travel did not often concern itself with weather. Bl udgeon your
way through transitory interferences. Depend on Wather Control to provide
 aunch wi ndows through storns and cloud cover. Desert planets were an exception
and that would have to be entered into Chapterhouse equations before long. Many
changes, including return to Fremen nortuary practices. Bodies rendered for

wat er and pot ash.

Qdr ade spoke of this as they waited for transport up to the ship. That wi de
cunmer bund of hot, dry | and expandi ng around the planet's equator woul d begin
gener ati ng dangerous w nds before long. One day, there would be coreolis
storns: a blast-furnace fromthe desert interior with speeds in hundreds of
kil oneters an hour. Dune had seen winds of nobre than seven hundred kmh. Even
space |ighters took notice of such force. Air travel would be subject to the
constant whins of surface conditions. And frail human flesh rmust find whatever
shelter it coul d.

As we al ways have

The I ounge at the Flat was old. Stone inside and out, their first mgjor
buil ding material here. Spartan slingchairs and | ow tables of nolded plaz were
nore recent. Econony could not be ignored even for Mdther Superior

The lighter arrived in a dusty mael strom No nonsense about suspensor
cushioning. This would be a quick lift with unconfortable gees but not high
enough to danage fl esh.

Qdrade felt al nost disenbodi ed as she said her final farewells and turned
Chapt erhouse over to a triumvirate of Sheeana, Murbella, and Bellonda. One |ast



word: "Don't interfere with Teg. And I don't want anything nasty happening to
Duncan. Hear nme, Bell?"

Al'l of the wonderful technol ogical things they could acconplish and they stil
could not keep a thick sandstorm from al nost blinding themas they |ifted.
Qdrade cl osed her eyes and accepted the fact that she was not to get a last |ow
| evel overview of her bel oved planet. She awoke to the thunp of docking.
Buzzcar waiting in a corridor just beyond the lock. A hunming traverse to their
gquarters. Tamml ane, Dortujla, and the acol yte servant maintained silence,
respecting Mot her Superior's desire to be with her own thoughts.

The quarters, at least, were famliar, standard on Bene Gesserit ships: a snal
sitting-dining roomin elemental plaz of uniformlight green; smaller sleeping
chamber with walls in the sane color and a single hard cot. They knew Mot her
Superior's preferences. Odrade glanced into a usiformbath and toilet.
Standard facilities. Adjoining quarters for Tamand Dortujla were simlar
Time later to ook at the ship's refittings.

Al'l essentials had been provided. Including unobtrusive el enents of
psychol ogi cal support: subdued colors, famliar furnishings, a setting to
di sturb none of her nental processes. She gave orders for departure before
returning to her sitting-dining room

Food was waiting on a lowtable -- blue fruit, sweet and plunmy, a savory yellow
spread on bread tailored to her energy needs. Very good. She watched the
assigned acol yte at her self-effacing work arrangi ng Mdther Superior's effects.
The nane evaded Odrade for a second, then: Suipol. A dark little thing with a
round, calmface and manners to match. Not one of our brightest but guaranteed
efficient.

It struck Odrade suddenly that these assignnments had an el enent of call ousness
inthem A snall entourage, not to offend Honored Matres. And keep our | osses
to a minimum

"Have you unpacked all of ny things, Suipol?"

"Yes, Mother Superior." Very proud of having been chosen for this inportant
assignment. It showed in her walk as she left.

There are some things you cannot unpack for nme, Suipol. | carry those in ny
head.

No Bene Gesserit from Chapterhouse ever left the planet w thout taking along a
certain anpunt of chauvinism Oher places were never quite as beautiful, never
quite as serene, never as pleasant a habitat.

But this is the Chapterhouse that was.

It was an aspect of the desert transformation she had never before viewed in
quite that way. Chapterhouse was renoving itself. Going away, never to return
at least not in the lifetinmes of those who knewit now It was |ike being
abandoned by a bel oved parent-disdainfully and with malice.

You are no |longer inportant to me, child.

On the way to becomi ng a Reverend Moither, they were taught early that trave
could provide a peaceful byway for rest. Qdrade fully intended to take



advantage of this and told her conpanions i mediately after eating, "Spare ne
details."

Sui pol was sent to summon Tamal ane. (Odrade spoke in Tamis own terse neter.
"Inspect the refitting and tell me what | should see. Take Dortujla.”

"Good head, that one." High praise from Tam
"When we're through, isolate me as much as possible."

During part of the crossing, Odrade strapped herself into the webbing of her cot
and occupi ed hersel f conposi ng what she thought of as a last will and testanent.

VWho woul d be executor?

Mur bel | a was her personal choice, especially after the Sharing wth Sheeana.
Still . . . the Dune waif renained a potent candidate if this venture to
Junction fail ed.

Sone assuned any Reverend Mot her could serve if responsibility fell on her. But
not in these tines. Not with this trap set. Honored Matres were unlikely to
avoid the pitfall

If we've judged themcorrectly. And Miurbella's data says we've done our best.
The opening is there for Honored Matres to enter, and oh, howinviting it wll
appear. They won't see the dead end until they're well intoit. Too |ate!l

But what if we fail?
Survivors (if any) would hold Odrade in contenpt.

| have often felt dimnished but never an object of contenpt. Yet the decisions
| made may never be accepted by ny Sisters. At least, | make no excuses .

not even to the ones with whom| Shared. They know ny response comes fromthe
dar kness before a hunan dawn. Any of us nay do a futile thing, even a stupid
thing. But my plan can give us victory. W wll not "just survive." Qur grai
requires us to persist together. Humans need us! Sonetines, they need
religions. Sonetines, they need nerely know their beliefs are as enpty as their
hopes for nobility. W are their source. After the masks are renoved, that
remai ns: Qur N che.

She felt then that this ship was taking her into the pit. Coser and closer to
awf ul threat.

| go to the axe; it does not cone to ne.

No thoughts of exterminating this foe. Not since the Scattering nagnified human
popul ati on had that been possible. A flaw in Honored Matre schenes.

The hi gh-pitched beep and flashing orange |light that signaled arrival brought
her out of repose. She struggled fromher sling straps and, with Tam Dortujl a,
and Sui pol close behind, followed a guide to the transport |ock where a | ong-
range lighter clung to its shiptit. Odrade |ooked at the lighter visible in

bul khead scanners. Incredibly small!



“I't"ll only be nineteen hours," Duncan had said. "But that's as close as we
dare bring the no-ship. They're sure to have fol dspace sensors cl ose around
Junction."

Bell, for once, had agreed. Don't risk the ship. It's there to plot outer
def enses and receive your transm ssions, not just to deliver Mther Superior
The lighter was the no-ship's forward sensor, signaling what it encountered.
And | amthe forenpost sensor, a fragile body with delicate instrunents.

There were guide arrows at the lock. Odrade |led the way. They went through a
snmall tube in free-fall. She found herself in a surprisingly rich cabin

Sui pol, tunbling behind, recognized it and went up a notch in COdrade's
estimation.

"This was a smuggl er ship."

One person awaited them Male by his snmell but an opaque pilot's hood bristling
wi th connectors conceal ed his face.

"Everyone strap in."

Mal e voice within that instrumentation.

Teg chose him He'll be the best.

Qdrade slipped into a seat behind a | anding port and found the |unpy protrusions
that unreeled into web harness. She heard the others obeying the pilot's

conmand.

"Al'l secure? Stay strapped in unless | say otherwise." H's voice cane froma
floating speaker behind his seat at the drive console.

The unbilicus went "Bap!" Odrade felt gentle notions, but the viewin the relay
besi de her showed the no-ship receding at a remarkable rate. It w nked out of
exi st ence.

Goi ng about its business before anyone can come out to investigate.

The lighter had surprising speed. Scanners reported planetary stations and
transition barriers at eighteen-plus hours but wi nking dots identifying them
were visible only because they had been enhanced. A window in the scanner said
the stations would be naked-eye visible in a little nore than twelve of those
hours.

The sense of notion ceased abruptly and Odrade no | onger felt the accel eration
her eyes reported. Suspensor cabin. [Ixian technology for a nullfield this
small.  Where had Teg acquired it?

Not necessary for ne to know. Wiy tell Mother Superior where every oak
plantation is | ocated?

She watched sensor contacts begin within the hour and gave silent thanks for
| daho' s ast ut eness.

W' re beginning to know t hese Honored Matres.



Junction's defensive pattern was apparent even wi thout scanner anal ysis.
Overl appi ng pl anes! Just as Teg predicted. Wth know edge of how barriers were
spaced, Teg's people could weave anot her gl obe around the pl anet.

Surely it's not that sinple.

Were Honored Matres so confident of overwhel mi ng power that they ignored
el ementary precautions?

Pl anetary Station Four began calling when they were just under three hours out.
"Identify yoursel f!1"

Odr ade heard an "or else" in that conmand.

The pilot's response obviously surprised the watchers. "You cone in a little
smuggl er shi p?"

So they recognize it. Teg is right once nore.

"I'"'mabout to burn the sensor equipnent in the drive," the pilot announced. "It
will add to our thrust. Make sure you're all securely harnessed."

Station Four noticed. "Wy are you increasing velocity?"

Qdrade | eaned forward. "Repeat the countersign and say our party is fatigued
fromtoo long in cranped quarters. Add that | have equi pped nyself with a
precautionary vital-signs transmtter to alert ny people should | die."

They won't find the encryption! Cever Duncan. And wasn't Bell surprised to
di scover what he hid in Shipsystens. "More ronantics!”

The pilot relayed her words. Back cane the order: "Reduce velocity and |ock
onto these coordinates for landing. W are taking over your ship control at
this point."

The pilot touched a yellow field on his board. "Just the way the Bashar said
they would." A gloating sound in his voice. He lifted the hood off his head
and turned.

Odr ade was shocked.

Cybor g!

The face was a nmetal mask with two glittering silver balls for eyes.

We enter dangerous ground.

"They didn't tell you?" he asked. "Wste no pity. | was dead and this gave ne
life. It's Clairby, Mother Superior. And when | die this time, that will buy

ne life as a ghola."

Dam! W're trading in coin that nay be denied us. Too |late to change. And
that was Teg's plan. But . . . dairby?

The lighter | anded with a snpot hness that spoke of superb control by Station
Four. Odrade knew the nonent because a nmani cured | andscape visible in her
scanner no |onger noved. The nullfield was turned off and she felt gravity.



The hatch directly in front of her opened. Tenperature pleasantly warm Noi se
out there. Children playing some conpetitive gane?

Luggage floating behind, she stepped onto a short flight of steps and saw t hat
the noise did indeed cone froma |large group of children in a nearby field. 1In
their high teens and fenale. They were butting a suspensor float-ball back and
forth, shouting and scream ng as they played.

St aged for our benefit?

Qdrade thought it likely. There probably were two thousand young wonen on that
field.

Look how many recruits we have com ng al ong!

No one to greet her but Qdrade saw a familiar structure down a paved | ane to her
left. COCbvious Spacing Guild artifact with a recent tower added. She spoke of
the tower as she glanced around her, giving the inplanted transnmtter data on a
change from Teg's groundpl an. Nobody who had ever seen a Guild building could
m sl abel this place, though

So this was |ike other Junction planets. Sonmewhere in Quild records there
doubt| ess was a serial nunber and code for it. So |ong under Guild contro

bef ore Honored Matres that, in these first nmoments of debarking, getting their
"ground | egs,"” everything around them could be seen to have that special Guild
flavor. Even the playing field -- designed for outdoor neetings of Navigators
in their giant containers of nelange gas.

The @uild flavor: It was compounded of Ixian technol ogy and Navi gator design --
bui | di ngs wrapped around space in the nobst energy-conserving way, paths direct;
few slide-wal ks. They were wasteful and only the gravity-bound needed them No
flowery plantings near the Landing Flat. They were susceptible to accidenta
destruction. And that permanent grayness to all construction -- not silver but
as dull as Tleilaxu skin.

The structure on her left was a great bul ging shape with extrusions, sone
rounded and sone angular. This had been no | avish hostelry. COQpulent little
nooks, of course, but those were rare, built for WIPs, nostly inspectors from
the Guild.

Once nore, Teg is right. Honored Matres kept existing structures, renodeling
mnimlly. A tower!

Qdrade rem nded herself then: This is not only another world but al so anot her
society with its own social glue. She had a handle on that from Sharing with
Murbel I a but did not think she had plunmbed what hel d Honored Matres together
Surely not just a lusting after power.

"We'll walk," she said and | ed the way down the paved | ane toward the giant
structure.

CGoodbye, Cairby. Blow your ship as soon as you can. Let it be our first great
surprise for Honored Matres.

The @uild structure | ooned hi gher as they approached.



The nost astonishing thing to OGdrade whenever she saw one of these functiona
constructions was that soneone had taken a great deal of care in planning it.

Intentional detail in everything although you sonmetinmes had to dig for it.

Budget dictated reduced quality in many choi ces, endurance preferred over |uxury
or eye appeal. Conprom se and, |ike nmobst conprom se, satisfying no one. Guild
conptroll ers undoubtedly had conpl ained at the price, and present occupants
still could feel irritated at shortcomngs. No natter. The thing was tangible
substance. It was here to be used now. Another conprom se.

The | obby was snmller than she had expected. Sone interior changes. Only about
six nmeters long and perhaps four neters wi de. Reception slot was on their right
as they entered. Odrade notioned Suipol to register their party and indicated
that the rest of them should wait in the open area well within striking distance
of one another. Treachery had not been rul ed out.

Dortujla obviously expected it. She | ooked resigned

Qdrade nade a careful inspection and commented on their surroundings. Plenty of
coneyes but the rest of it

Each tine she entered one of these places, she had the sensation of being in a
nmuseum Ot her Menory said hostelries of this sort had not changed significantly
in eons. Even in early tines she found prototypes. A glinpse of the past in
the chandeliers -- gigantic glittering things imtative of electric devices but
furni shed with gl owgl obes. Two of them domi nated the ceiling |ike imaginary
spaceshi ps descending in splendor fromthe void.

There were nore glinpses of the past that few transients in this age woul d
notice. The arrangenent of reception area behind grilled slots, space for
waiting with its mixture of seats and inconvenient l|ighting, signs directing
themto services -- restaurants, narcoparlors, assignation bars, swi ming and
other exercise facilities, automassage roons, and the |ike. Only |anguage and
script had changed fromancient times. G ven an understandi ng of the |anguage,
the signs woul d be recogni zable to pre-space prinitives. This was a tenporary
st oppi ng pl ace.

Plenty of security installations. Sonme had the |look of artifacts fromthe
Scattering. |Ix and Guild had never wasted gold on conmeyes and sensors.

A frenetic dance of roboservants in the reception area -- dartings here and
there, cleaning, picking up litter, guiding newconers. A party of four IXxians
had preceded Odrade's group. She gave themclose attention. How self-inportant
yet fearful

To her Bene Gesserit eye, the people of Ix were always recognizable no natter

t he di sguises. Basic structure of their society colored its individuals.

| xi ans di spl ayed a Hogbenesque attitude toward their science: that politica
and econom ¢ requirenents determ ned perm ssible research. That said the

i nnocent naivete of Ixian social dreams had beconme the reality of bureaucratic
centralism-- a new aristocracy. So they were headed into a decline that would
not be stopped by whatever accommpdation this Ixian party nmade w th Honored
Mat r es.

No matter the outcome of our contest, Ix is dying. Wtness: no great |Xxian
i nnovations in centuries.

Sui pol returned. "They ask us to wait for an escort."



Qdrade decided to start negotiations immediately with a chat for the benefit of
Sui pol, the coneyes, and |isteners on her no-ship

"Sui pol, did you notice those Ixians ahead of us?"
"Yes, Mother Superior."
“"Mark themwell. They are products of a dying society. It is naive to expect

any bureaucracy to take brilliant innovations and put themto good use.
Bur eaucraci es ask different questions. Do you know what those are?"

"No, Mother Superior." Spoken after a searching | ook at their surroundings.
She knows! But she sees what |'mdoing. Wat have we here? 1've m sjudged
her .

"These are typical questions, Suipol: Wo gets the credit? Wwo will be blamed
if it causes problems? WII it shift the power structure, costing us jobs? O
will it nake some subsidiary department nore inportant?"

Sui pol nodded on cue but her glance at the coneyes m ght have been a little
obvious. No matter.

"These are political questions,"” Odrade said. "They denonstrate how notives of
bureaucracy are directly opposed to the need for adapting to change.
Adaptability is a prine requirenment for life to survive."

Time to talk directly to our hosts.

Qdrade turned her attention upward, picking a pronminent conmeye in a chandelier

"Note those Ixians. Their 'nmind in a determnistic universe' has given way to

"mind in an unlimted universe' where anything may happen. Creative anarchy is
the path to survival in this universe."

"Thank you for this | esson, Mther Superior."
Bl ess you, Sui pol

"After all of their experiences with us,
qguestion our loyalty to one another."

Sui pol said, "surely they no | onger

Fates preserve her! This one is ready for the Agony and nay never see it.

Qdrade could only agree with the acolyte's sumation. Conpliance with Bene
Gesserit ways cane fromwi thin, fromthose constantly nonitored details that

kept their own house in order. |t was not philosophical but a pragmatic view of
free will. Any claimthe Sisterhood m ght have to making its own way in a
hostil e universe lay in scrupul ous adherence to mutual |oyalty, an agreenent
forged in the Agony. Chapterhouse and its few remmining subsidiaries were
nurseri es of an order founded in sharing and Sharing. Not based on innocence.
That had been lost long ago. It was set firmy in political consciousness and a
vi ew of history independent of other |aws and custons.

"W are not nachines,"” Odrade said, glancing at the automata around them "W
al ways rely on personal relationships, never knowi ng where those may | ead us."



Tanmal ane stepped to Odrade's side. "Don't you think they should be sending us a
nessage at the very | east?"

"They' ve already sent us a nessage, Tam putting us up in a second-class
hostelry. And |I have responded."”

Utimately, all things are known because you want to believe you know.

-Zensunni koan

Teg took a deep breath. Gammu lay directly ahead, precisely where his
navi gators had said it would be when they enmerged from fol dspace. He stood
besi de a watchful Streggi seeing this in displays of his flagship's conmand bay.

Streggi did not like it that he stood on his own feet instead of riding her
shoul ders. She felt superfluous amidst mlitary hardware. Her gaze kept going
to the multi-projection fields at command bay center. Aides noving efficiently
in and out of pods and fields, bodies draped with esoteric hardware, knew what
they were doing. She had only the vaguest idea of these functions.

The conboard to relay Teg's orders lay under his palns, riding there on
suspensors. Its command field formed a faint blue glow around his hands. The
silvery horseshoe linking himto the attack force rested lightly on his

shoul ders, feeling familiar there in spite of being much larger relative to his
smal | body than cominks of his previous lifetine.

None of those around himany | onger questioned that this was their fanmpus Bashar
in achild s body. They took his orders with brisk acceptance.

The target system | ooked ordinary fromthis distance: a sun and its captive
pl anets. But Gammu in center focus was not ordinary. |daho had been born
there, his ghola trained there, his original nenories restored there.

And | was changed there.

Teg had no explanation for what he had found in hinself under the stresses of
survival on Ganmu. Physical speed that drained his flesh and an ability to see
no-ships, to locate themin an image field like a block of space reproduced in
his m nd.

He suspected a wild outcropping in Atreides genes. Marker cells had been
identified in himbut not their purpose. It was the heritage Bene Gesserit
Breeding M stresses had nmeddled with for eons. There was little doubt they
would view this ability as sonething potentially dangerous to them They night
use it but he would certainly |lose his freedom

He put these reflections out of his mnd



"Send in the decoys."
Act i on!

Teg felt hinself assunme a fanmiliar stance. There was a sense of clinbing onto a
refreshi ng em nence when planni ng ended. Theories had been articul at ed,
alternatives carefully worked out, and subordi nates depl oyed, all thoroughly
briefed. H s key squad | eaders had comitted Garmu to nmenory -- where partisan
hel p m ght be available, every bolt hole, every known strongpoint and which
access routes were nost vul nerable. He had warned them especially about Futars.
The possibility that hunmanoi d beasts m ght be allies could not be overl ooked.
Rebel s who had hel ped ghol a-1 daho escape from Garmmu had insisted Futars were
created to hunt and kill Honored Matres. Know ng the accounts of Dortujla and
ot hers, you could al nbst pity Honored Matres if this were true, except that no
pity could be spared for those who never showed it to others.

The attack was taking its designed shape -- scout ships [aying down a decoy
barrage and heavy carriers noving into strike position. Teg becane now what he
t hought of as "the instrument of my instruments.” It was difficult to determ ne

whi ch commanded and whi ch responded.
Now, the delicate part.

Unknowns were to be feared. A good comander kept that firmly in mnd. There
wer e al ways unknowns.

Decoys were nearing the defensive perinmeter. He saw eneny no-shi ps and

fol dspace sensors -- bright dots arrayed through his awareness. Teg
superinposed this onto the positions of his force. Every order he gave nust
appear to originate froma battle-plot they all shared.

He felt thankful Mirbella had not joined him Any Reverend Mdther m ght see

t hrough his deception. But no one had questioned Odrade's order that Mirbella
wait with her party at a safe distance.

"Potential Mther Superior. Guard this one well."

Expl osi ve demolition of decoys began with a random display of brilliant flashes
around the planet. He |leaned forward, staring at projections.

"There's the pattern!"

There was no such pattern but his words created belief and pul ses quickened. No
one questioned that the Bashar had seen vulnerability in the defenses. His
hands fl ashed over the conboard, sending his ships forward in a blazing display
that littered space behind themw th eneny fragnents.

"Al'l right! Let's go!"

He fed the flagship's course directly into Navigation, then turned ful

attention to Fire Control. Silent explosions dotted space around them as the
flagshi p nopped up surviving el enents of Ganmu's perineter guardians.

"More decoys!" he ordered.

A obes of white light blinked in the projection fields.



Attention in the conmand bay concentrated on the fields, not on their Bashar
The unexpected! Teg, justly famous for that, was confirnmng his reputation.

"I find this oddly romantic," Streggi said.

Romantic? No romance in this! The time for ronance was past and yet to cone.

A certain aura mght surround plans for violence. He accepted that. Historians
created their own brand of drama-cumromance. But now? This was adrenaline
time! Ronance distracted you fromnecessities. You had to be cold inside, a
clear and uninpaired |line between mind and body.

As his hands noved in the conmboard's field, Teg realized what had driven Stregg
to speak. Something primtive about the death and destruction being created
here. This was a nonent cut out of normal order. A disturbing return to
ancient tribal patterns.

She sensed a tomtomin her breast and voices chanting: "Kill! Killl Kill!"
Hi s vision of guardi an no-ships showed survivors fleeing in panic.

CGood! Panic has a way of spreadi ng and weakeni ng your enem es.

"There's Barony."

| daho had converted himto the old Harkonnen nane for the sprawling city with
its giant black centerpiece of plasteel.

"We'll land on the Flat to the north."
He spoke the words but his hands gave the orders.
Qui ckly now

For brief nonments when they disgorged troops, no-ships were visible and
vul nerable. He held elenents of the entire force responsive to his conboard and
responsi bility was heavy.

"This is only a feint. W go in and out after inflicting serious damage.
Junction is our real target."

Qdrade's parting admonition lay there in nenory. "Honored Matres nust be taught
a | esson such as never before. Attack us and you get hurt badly. Press us and

the pain can be enormous. They've heard about Bene Gesserit punishments. We're
notorious. No doubt Spider Queen sniggered a bit. You nust shove that snigger

down her throat!"

"Quit ship!"

This was the vul nerable noment. Space above them renmi ned enpty of threat but
fire lances arced inward fromthe east. H's gunners could handl e those. He
concentrated on the possibility that eneny no-ships mght return for a suicide
attack. Command bay projections showed his hanmerships and troop carriers
pouring fromthe holds. The shock force, an arnored elite on suspensors,

al ready had the perineter secured.



There went the portable coneyes to spread his field of observation and relay the
intimate details of violence. Comunication, the key to responsive command, but
it also displayed bl oody destruction

"All clear!"
The signal rang through the bay.

He lifted off the Flat and repositioned in full invisibility. Now, only the
conm i nks gave defenders a clue to his position and that was nmasked by decoy
rel ays.

Projection displayed the nmonstrous rectangl e of the ancient Harkonnen center
It had been built as a block of |ight-absorbing netal to confine slaves. The
elite had lived in garden nmansions on top. Honored Matres had returned it to
its fornmer oppression.

Three of his giant hamershi ps came into view.

"Clear the top of that thing!" he ordered. "Wpe it clean but do as little
damage as possible to the structure.™

He knew his words were superfluous but spoke for the release. Everyone in the
attack force knew what he want ed.

"Relay reports!" he ordered.

I nformati on began flowi ng fromthe horseshoe on his shoul ders. He brought it up
on secondary. Coneyes showed his troops clearing the perinmeter. Battle
overhead and on the ground was well in hand for at least fifty klicks out.

Going far better than he had expected. So Honored Matres kept their heavy stuff
of f-planet, not anticipating bold attack. A famliar attitude and he had |daho
to thank for predicting it.

"They're power-blind. They think heavy arnor is for space and only |light stuff
for the ground. Heavy weapons are brought down as needed. No sense keeping
them on planet. Takes too nuch energy. Besides, awareness of all that heavy
stuff up there has a quieting effect on captive popul ations."

| daho' s concepts of weaponry were devastating.

"W tend to fix our ninds on what we believe we know. A projectile is a
projectile even when miniaturized to contain poisons or biologicals."

I nnovations in protective equi pnent inproved nobility. Built into uniforns
where possible. And Idaho had brought back the shield with its awesone
destruction when struck by a |lasgun beam Shields on suspensors hidden in what
appeared to be soldiers (but were actually inflated unifornms) spread out ahead
of troops. Lasgun fire at them produced clean atomics to clear |arge areas.
W1l Junction be this easy?

Teg doubted it. Necessity enforced quick adaptati on to new met hods.

They coul d have shields on Junction in two days.

And no inhibitions about how to enpl oy them



Shi el ds had domi nated the O d Enpire, he knew, because of that oddly inportant
set of words called "Great Convention." Honorable people did not m suse weapons
of their feudal society. |f you dishonored the Convention, your peers turned
against you with united violence. Mre than that, there had been the

i ntangi bl e, "Face," that sone called "Pride."

Face! M position in the pack

More inportant to sone than life itself.

"This is costing us very little," Streggi said.

She was becoming quite the battle analyst and nuch too banal for Teg's liking.
Streggi neant they were losing few lives but perhaps she spoke truer than she
knew.

"It's difficult to think of cheap devices doing the job," Idaho had said. "But
that's a powerful weapon."

I f your weapons cost only a snall fraction of the energy your eneny spent, you
had a potent |ever that could prevail against seem ngly overwhel m ng odds.

Prol ong the conflict and you wasted eneny substance. Your foe toppled because
control of production and workers was | ost.

"W can begin to pull out,"” he said turning away fromthe projections as his
hands repeated the order. "I want casualty reports as soon as --" He broke off
and turned at a sudden stir.

Mur bel | a?

Her projection was repeated in all of the bay's fields. Her voice blared from
the images: "Why are you disregarding reports fromyour perineter?" She
overrode his board and the projections displayed a field conmander caught in

nm d- sent ence: orders, | will have to deny their request."
"Repeat," Mirbella said.

The field commander's sweaty features turned toward his nobile comeye. The
consyst em conpensat ed and he appeared to ook directly into Teg's eyes.

"Repeating: | have self-styled refugees here asking for asylum Their | eader
says he has an agreement requiring the Sisterhood to honor his request but

wi t hout orders . "

"Who is he?" Teg denmanded.

"He calls hinself Rabbi."

Teg noved to resune control of his conboard. "I don't know of any --"

"Wait!" Mirbella overrode his board.

How does she do that?

Again her voice filled the bay. "Bring himand his party to the flagship. Mke
it quick." She silenced the perineter relay.



Teg was outraged but at a disadvantage. He chose one of the nultiple i mages and
glared at it. "How dare you interfere?"

"Because you don't have the proper data. The Rabbi is within his rights.
Prepare to receive himw th honors."

"Explain."

"No! There's no need for you to know. But it was proper for ne to nmake this
deci si on when | saw you were not responding."

"That commander was in a diversionary area! Not inmportant to --
"But the Rabbi's request has priority."
"You're as bad as Mot her Superior!"

"Perhaps worse. Now hear me! Get those refugees into your flagship. And
prepare to receive ne."

"Absolutely not! You are to stay where you are!"

"Bashar! There's sonething about this request that demands a Reverend Mther's
attention. He says they are in peril because they gave tenporary sanctuary to
the Reverend Modther Lucilla. Accept this or step down."

"Then let nme get ny people aboard and pull back first. W'Ill rendezvous when
we're clear.”

"Agreed. But treat those refugees with courtesy."
"Now, get off my projections. You've blinded ne and that was foolish!"

"You have everything well in hand, Bashar. During this hiatus another of our
shi ps accepted four Futars. They canme asking that we take themto Handl ers but
| ordered themconfined. Treat themw th extrenme caution."”

The bay's projections resumed battle status. Teg once nore called in his force.
He was seething and it was minutes before he restored a sense of command. Did
Mur bel | a know how she undermined his authority? O should he take this as a
neasure of the inportance she attached to the refugees?

VWhen the situation was secure, he turned the bay over to an aide and, riding on
Streggi's shoul ders, went to see these inmportant refugees. Wat was so vita
about themthat Murbella risked interference?

They were in a troop-carrier hold, a congealed party held apart by a cautious
comuander .

Who knows what may be conceal ed anong these unknowns?

The Rabbi, identifiable because he was being deferred to by the field conmander,
stood with a brown-robed wonan at the near side of his people. He was a snall,
bearded man wearing a white skullcap. Cold Iight nade hi mappear ancient. The
worman shi el ded her eyes with a hand. The Rabbi was speaki ng and his words
becane audi bl e as Teg approached.



The woman was under verbal attack!
"The prideful one will be brought |ow"

Wt hout renmoving her hand fromits defensive position, the woman said: "I am
not proud of what | carry.”

"Nor of the powers this know edge may bring you?"
Wth knee pressure, Teg ordered Streggi to stop them about ten paces away. Hi s

conmander gl anced at Teg but stayed in position, ready to act defensively if
this should prove to be a diversion.

Good man.

The wonman bent her head even | ower and pressed her hand agai nst her eyes when
she spoke. "Are we not offered knowl edge that we might use it in holy service?"
"Daughter!" The Rabbi held hinself stiffly erect. "Whatever we nmay | earn that

we nay better serve, it never can be a great thing. Al we call know edge, were
it to enconpass everything a hunble heart could hold, all of that would be no
nmore than one seed in the furrows. "

Teg felt reluctant to interfere. Wat an archaic way of speaking. This pair
fascinated him The other refugees listened to the exchange with rapt
attention. Only Teg's field commander appeared al oof, keeping his attention on
t he strangers and giving an occasi onal hand-signal to aides.

The wonman kept her head respectfully | owered and the shielding hand in place but

she still defended herself. "Even a seed lost in the furrows may bring forth
life."
The Rabbi's lips tightened into a grimline, then: "Wthout water and care,

which is to say, without the bl essing and the word, there is no life.

A great sigh shook the wonman's shoul ders but she held herself in that oddly
subm ssive position when she responded: "Rabbi, | hear and obey. Still, | nust
honor this know edge that has been thrust upon ne because it contains the very
adnoni tion you have just voiced."

The Rabbi placed a hand on her shoulder. "Then convey it to those who want it
and may no evil enter where you go."

Silence told Teg the argunent had ended. He urged Streggi forward. Before she
could move, Murbella strode past and nodded to the Rabbi whil e keeping her gaze
on the woman.

"I'n the name of the Bene Gesserit and our debt to you, | welcone you and give
you sanctuary," Mirbella said.

The brown-robed wonman | owered her hand and Teg saw contact lenses glittering in
the palm She lifted her head then and there were gasps all around. The
worman' s eyes were the total blue of spice addiction but they also held that

i nner force marking one who had survived the Agony.



Mur bel l a made instant identification. A wild Reverend Mother! Not since Dune's
Fremen days had one of these been known.

The wonman curtsied to Murbella. "I amcalled Rebecca. And | amfilled with joy
to be with you. The Rabbi thinks | ama silly goose but | have a gol den egg for

| carry Lanpadas: seven million six hundred twenty-two thousand and fourteen
Reverend Mdthers and they are rightfully yours.™

Answers are a perilous grip on the universe. They can appear sensible yet
expl ai n not hi ng.

- The Zensunni Wi p
As the wait for their promi sed escort |engthened, Odrade becanme first angry and
then anused. Finally, she began follow ng | obby robos, interfering with their

noverments. Mst were snall and none appeared hunanoi d.

Functional. Hallmark of Ixian servos. Busy, busy, busy little acconpani nents
to a sojourn at Junction or its equival ent anywhere.

They were so conmonpl ace that few people noticed them Since they were not
capabl e of dealing with deliberate interference, they subsided into notionless
hunmi ng.

"Honored Matres have little or no sense of hurmor."” | know, Miurbella. | know.
But do they get nmy nessage?

Dortujla obviously did. She cane out of her funk and watched these antics with
a wide grin. Tam|l ooked di sapproving but tolerant. Suipol was delighted.
Qdrade had to restrain her fromhelping to i nmobilize the devices.

Let me do the antagonizing, child. | know what is in store for ne.

VWhen she was sure she had nade her point, Odrade took a position under one of
t he chandeliers.

"Attend nme, Tam" she said.

Tamal ane obediently placed herself in front of Odrade with an attentive
expr essi on.

"Have you noticed, Tam that nodern | obbies tend to be quite small?"
Tamal ane spared a gl ance for her surroundings.

"Lobbi es once were large," Odrade said. "To provide a prestigious feeling of
space for the powerful, and inpressing others with your inportance, of course."



Tanmal ane caught the spirit of Odrade's playlet and said: "These days you're
important if you travel at all."

Qdrade | ooked at the i mmobilized robos scattered across the | obby floor. Sone
humred and jittered. Ohers waited quietly for sonmeone or sonme thing to restore
order.

The autoreceptionist, a phallic tube of black plaz with a single glittering
coneye, canme out frombehind its cage and picked its way through the stalled
robos to confront Odrade.

"Much too humid today." It had a soupy feminine voice. "Don't know what
Weat her is thinking of."

Qdr ade spoke past it to Tamaml ane. "Wy do they have to programthese
nmechanicals to simulate friendly humans?"

"I't's obscene," Tamal ane agreed. She forcibly shoul dered the autoreceptioni st
aside and it swiveled to study the source of this intrusion but nade no other
nove.

Qdr ade was suddenly aware she had touched on the force that had powered the
Butl erian Jihad -- nob notivation

My own prej udice!

She studi ed the mechanical confronting them Was it waiting for instructions or
must she address the thing directly?

Four nore robos entered the | obby and Odrade recogni zed her party's |uggage
piled on them

Al'l of our things carefully inspected, |I'msure. Search where you will. W
carry no hint of our |egions.

The four scurried along the edge of the roomand found their passage bl ocked by
t he ones rendered notionless. The |uggage robos stopped and waited for this

uni que state of affairs to be sorted out. COdrade smiled at them "There go the
signs of the transient concealing our secret selves."

Conceal i ng and secret.
Words to annoy the watchers.

Cone on, Tam You know the ploy. Confuse that enornous content of

unconsci ousness, arouse feelings of guilt they will be incapable of recognizing.
Gve themthe jitters the way | did with the robos. Mke themwary. Wat are
the real powers of these Bene Gesserit wtches?

Tanmal ane took her cue. Transients and secret selves. She explained for the
coneyes in tones one used with children. "Wat do you carry when you | eave your
nest? Are you one who tries to pack it all? O do you prune to necessities?"

What woul d the watchers classify as necessities? Tools of hygi ene and washabl e
or replaceabl e clothing? Wapons? They sought those in our |uggage. But
Reverend Mothers tend not to carry visible weapons.



"What an ugly place this is," Dortujla said, joining Tamalane in front of Odrade
and picking up on the drama. "You would alnost think it deliberate."

Ahhh, you nasty watchers. Observe Dortujla. Renmenber her? Wy has she
returned when she nust know what you mght do to her? Food for Futars? See how
little that concerns her?

"Atransition point, Dortujla," Odrade said. "Most people would never want this
as their destination. An inconvenience, and the snmall disconforts serve only to
rem nd you of that."

"A wayside stop, and it will never be nmuch nore unless they conpletely rebuild,"
Dortujla said.

Woul d they hear? COdrade ainmed a | ook of utter composure at the selected coneye.

This is ugliness that betrays intent. It says to us: "W wll provide
sonmet hing for the stomach, a bed, a place to evacuate bl adder and bowels, a
pl ace to conduct the little nmaintenance rituals flesh requires, but you will be

gone qui ckly because all we really want is the energy you | eave behind."

The aut oreceptioni st backed around Tanmal ane and Dortujla, once nore trying to
make contact w th Odrade.

"You will send us to our quarters i mediately!" Odrade said, glaring into the
cycl opean eye.

"Dear me! We've been inconsiderate."

Where had they found that syrupy voice? Repulsive. But Odrade was on her way
out of the lobby in less than a mnute, |uggage on its robos ahead of them
Sui pol cl ose behi nd, Tamal ane and Dortujla follow ng.

There was an air of neglect to one wing clearly visible as they passed it. Did
that mean Junction's traffic had declined? Interesting. Shutters had been
seal ed along an entire corridor. Hiding sonething? In the resulting gl oom she
detected dust on floor and |l edges with only a few tracks of maintenance nechs.
Conceal nent of what | ay outside those windows? Unlikely. This had been cl osed
off for sonme tine.

She detected a pattern in what was being maintained. Very little traffic.
Honored Matre effect. Who dared nove around rmuch when it felt safer to dig in
and pray you would not be noticed by dangerous prow ers? Access lanes to elite
private quarters were being kept up. Only the best was being maintained at its
best .

VWhen Gammu' s refugees arrive, there will be room

In the | obby, a robo had handed Suipol a guide pulser. "To find your way
later." Round blue ball with a yellow arrow floating in it to point your chosen
way. "Rings a tiny bell when you arrive."

The pul ser's tiny bell rang.

And where have we arrived?



Anot her pl ace where their hosts had provided "every |uxury" while keeping it
repellent. Roons with soft yellow floors, pale mauve walls, white ceilings. No
chairdogs. Be thankful for that even though the absence spoke of econonmics
rather than care for a guest's preferences. Chairdogs required sustenance and
expensi ve staff. She saw furnishings with pernmaflox fabrics. And behind the
fabrics she felt plastic resilience. Everything done in the other colors of the
roons.

The bed was a small shock. Soneone had taken the request for a hard mat too
literally. Flat surface of black plaz w thout cushion. No beddi ng.

Sui pol, seeing this, started to object but Odrade silenced her. Despite Bene
Gesserit resources, confort sonetinmes fell by the wayside. Get the job done
That was their first order. |f Mther Superior had to sleep occasionally on a
hard surface w thout covers, this could be passed off in the name of duty.

Besi des, the Bene Gesserit had ways of adjusting to such inconsequentials.
Qdrade steeled herself to disconfort, aware that if she objected she m ght find
anot her deliberate insult.

Let themadd this to all of that unconscious content and worry about it.

Her summons cane while she was inspecting the rest of their quarters, displaying
m ni mal concern and open anusement. A voice piped through ceiling vents

i ntruded as Odrade and her conpani ons energed into the conmon sitting room
"Return to the | obby where you will neet your escort to Great Honored Matre."

"I will go alone," (Odrade said, silencing objections.

A green-robed Honored Matre waited on a fragile chair where the corridor entered
the | obby. She had a face built up like a castle wall -- stone laid on stone.
Mouth a watergate through which she inhaled some liquid via a transparent straw.
Fl ow of purple up the straw. Sugar odor in the liquid. The eyes were weapons
peeki ng over ranparts. Nose: a slope down which eyes di spatched their hatred.
Chin: weak. Not necessary, that chin. An afterthought. Sonmething |eft over
fromearlier construction. You could see the infant init. And hair
artificially darkened to nuddy brown. Uninportant. Eyes, nose, and nouth,

t hose were inportant.

The wonan stood slowy, insolently, enphasizing what a favor she did nerely by
noti ci ng Qdrade.

"Great Honored Matre agrees to see you."

Heavy, al nost masculine voice. Pride walled up so high she exposed it whatever
she did. Packed solid with i movable prejudice. She knew so nmany things she
was a wal ki ng di splay of ignorance and fears. COdrade saw her as a perfect
denonstrati on of Honored Matre vul nerability.

At the end of many turnings and corridors, all of them bright and cl ean, they
cane to a long room-- sun pouring in a line of wi ndows, sophisticated mlitary
consol e at one end; space nmaps and terrain naps projected there. Center of

Spi der Queen's web? drade entertained doubts. Console too obvious. Sonething
of different design fromthe Scattering but no mistaking its purpose. Fields

t hat humans coul d mani pul ate had physical linmts, and a hood for mental
interface could be nothing el se even though it was a towering oval shape and a
peculiar dirty yell ow.



She swept her gaze over the room Sparsely furnished. A few slingchairs and
snmal |l tables, a |arge open area where (presunmably) people could await orders.
No clutter. This was supposed to be an action center

| mpress that upon the witch!

W ndows on one long wall reveal ed fl agstones and gardens beyond. This whole
thing was a set piecel

VWhere is Spider Queen? Where does she sleep? What is the appearance of her
lair?

Two wonen cane in through an arched doorway fromthe flagstones. Both wore red
robes with glittering arabesques and dragon shapes on them Soostones shattered
for decorations.

Qdrade hel d her silence, exercising caution until after introductions by the
escort, who uttered as few words as possible and left hurriedly.

Wthout Murbella's hints, the tall one standi ng besi de Spi der Queen was the one
Qdr ade woul d have taken for conmmander. But it was the snaller one.
Fasci nati ng.

This one did not just clinb to power. She sneaked between the cracks. One day,
her Sisters awoke to acconplished fact. There she was, firmy seated at the
center. And who could object? Ten mnutes after |eaving her you would have
difficulty remenbering the target of your objections.

The two woren exani ned Odrade with equal intensity.
Wel | and good. That is needed at this nonent.

Spi der Queen's appearance was nore than a surprise. Until this nonent, no

physi cal description of her had been achieved by the Bene Gesserit. Only
tenporary projections, inmaginative constructs based on scattered bits of

evi dence. Here she was, finally. A snmall woman. Expected stringy nuscles

vi si bl e under red | eotards beneath her robe. Face a forgettable oval with bl and
brown eyes, orange flecks dancing in them

Fearful and angered by it but cannot place the precise reasons for her fear
Al she has is a target -- nme. Wat does she think to gain fromne?

The aide was something el se: in appearance, far nore dangerous. Golden hair so
carefully coiffed, slight hook to the nose, thin lips, skin stretched tightly
over high cheekbones. And that venonous gl are.

Qdr ade passed her gaze once nore over Spider Queen's features: a nose that sone
woul d have troubl e describing a nminute after |eaving her

Straight? Well, sonmewhat.
Eyebrows a match to strawcolored hair. The nouth opened to becone pinkly
vi si bl e and al nrost vani shed when closed. It was a face in which you had

difficulty finding a central focus and thus the entire thing became bl urred.

"So you | ead the Bene GCesserit."



Voi ce equally |l owkey. Oddly inflected Gal ach and no jargon, yet you sensed it
just behind her tongue. Linguistic tricks were there. Mirbella's know edge
enphasi zed t hat .

"They have sonething close to Voice. Not the equal of what you gave ne but
there are other things they do, word tricks of a sort."

Word tricks.

"How shoul d | address you?" Odrade asked.

"I hear you call ne the Spider Queen." Oange flecks dancing viciously in her
eyes.
"Here at the center of your web and considering your vast powers, |'mafraid

nust confess to it."
"So that is what you notice -- my powers." Vain!

The first thing Odrade actually had nmarked was the wonan's snell. She was
bat hed i n sonme outrageous perfune.

Covering up pheronones?

War ned about Bene Gesserit ability to judge on the basis of mnuscul e sense
data? Perhaps. Just as probable she preferred this perfume. The odious
concoction had about it an underlying hint of exotic flowers. Something from
her homel and?

The Spider Queen put a hand to her forgettable chin. "You may call ne Dama."
The conpani on objected. "This is the last enenmy in the MIlion Planets!"

So that's how they think of the A d Enpire.

Dama held up a hand for silence. How casual and how revealing. Odrade saw a

luster remniscent of Bellonda in the aide's eyes. Viciousness watchful in
there and | ooking for places to attack

"Most are required to address ne as Great Honored Matre," Damm said. "l have
conferred an honor upon you." She gestured toward the arched doorway behi nd
her. "W will walk outside, just the two of us, while we talk."

No invitation; it was a command.

Qdr ade paused beside the door to | ook at a map di splayed there. Black on white,
little lines of paths and irregular outlines with labels in Galach. It was the
gardens beyond the flagstones, identification of plantings. Odrade bent close
to study it while Dama waited with amused tol erance. Yes, esoteric trees and
bushes, very few bearing edible fruits. Pride of possession and this nap was
here to enphasize it

On the patio, Odrade said: "I noticed your perfune."

Dama was thrown back into menories and her voice carried subtle undertones when
she responded.



Floral identity marker for her own flamebush. Inmmgine that! But she is both
sad and angry when she thinks of this. And she wonders why | bring it to
attention.

"COt herwi se, the bush would not have accepted ne," Danm said.

Interesting choice of verb tense.

The accented Gal ach was not hard to understand. She obviously adjusted
unconsciously for the listener

CGood ear. Spends a few seconds, watching, |istening and adjusts to make herself
understood. Very old art formthat nost humans adopt quickly.

Qdrade saw the origins as protective coloration

Don't want to be taken for an alien

An adj ustabl e characteristic built into the genes. Honored Matres had not | ost
it but this was a vulnerability. Unconscious tonalities were not conpletely

covered and they reveal ed nmuch.

Despite her blatant vanity, Dama was intelligent and self-disciplined. It was a
pl easure to come to that opinion. Certain circum ocutions were not necessary.

Qdr ade st opped where Dana stopped at the edge of the patio. They stood al nost
shoul der to shoul der and Odrade, gazing outward at the garden, was struck by the
al nost Bene Gesserit appearance.

"Speak your piece," Dama said.

"What value do | have as a hostage?" (Odrade asked.

Orange gl are!

"You' ve obviously asked the question," Odrade said.

"Do continue." O ange subsiding.

"The Si sterhood has three replacenents for ne. Qdr ade produced her nost
penetrating stare. "It is possible for us to weaken each other in ways that
woul d destroy us both."

"We could crush you as we would swat an insect!"

Bewar e t he orange!

Qdr ade was not deflected by warnings fromw thin. "But the hand that swatted us
woul d fester, and eventually, sickness would consune you."

It could not be stated plainer without specific details.
"I npossi ble!™ An orange gl are.
"Do you think us unaware of how you were driven back here by your enem es?"

My nost dangerous ganbit.



Qdrade watched it take effect. A dark scowm was not Danma's only visible
response. Orange vani shed, |eaving her eyes an oddly bland di screpancy on the
gl owering face.

Qdr ade nodded as though Dama had answered. "W could | eave you vulnerable to
t hose who assail you, those who drove you into this cul de sac.”

"You think we .
"We know. "

At |east, now | know.

The know edge produced both elation and fear.

What is out there to subdue these wonen?

"W nerely gather our forces before --

"Before returning to an arena where you are sure to be crushed . . . where you
cannot count on overwhel mi ng nunbers."

Dama's voice relapsed into soft Galach that Odrade had difficulty understandi ng.
"So they have been to you . . . and made their offer. Wat fools you are to
trust the . "

"l have not said we trust."

"I'f Logno back there . " Nod of head indicating the aide in the room?".
heard you talking to ne this way you would be dead in less tine than | take to

warn you of it."
"I amfortunate there are only the two of us."
"Don't count on that to carry you nuch farther."

Qdrade gl anced over her shoulder at the building. Aterations in GQuild design
were visible: a long facade of w ndows, much exotic wood and jewel ed stones.

Weal t h.

She was dealing with wealth in an extreme it would be hard for sone to inagine.
Not hi ng Dana want ed, nothing that could be provided by the society subservient
to her, would be denied. Nothing except freedomto go back into the Scattering.

How firmy did Dama cling to the fantasy that her exile mght end? And what was
the force that had driven such power back to the O d Empire? Wy here? drade
dared not ask.

"W will continue this in nmy quarters," Danma said.
Into the Spider Queen's lair at |ast!

Dama's quarters were a bit of a puzzle. Richly carpeted floors. She kicked off
sandal s and went barefoot on entering. Odrade followed this |ead.



Look at the callused flesh along the outsides of her feet! Dangerous weapons
kept wel | -conditi oned.

Not the soft floor but the roomitself puzzled Odrade. One small w ndow | ooki ng
over the carefully mani cured botani cal garden. No hangi ngs or pictures on the
wal I's. No decorations. An air vent grill drew shadow stripes above the door
they had entered. One other door on the right. Another air vent. Two soft
gray couches. Two snall side tables in glistening black. Another |arger table
in tones of gold with a green shimer above it to indicate a control field.
Qdrade identified the fine rectangular outline of a projector inset into the

gol den tabl e.

Ahhhh, this is her workroom Are we here to work?

A refined concentration about this place. Care had been taken to elimnate
di stractions. Wat distractions would Dana accept?

VWere are the decorated roons? She has to live in particular ways with her
surroundi ngs. You cannot always be forming nmental barriers to reject things
around you that sit disagreeably in your psyche. |If you want real confort, your
hone cannot be set up in a way that attacks you, especially no attacks on the
unconsci ous side. She is aware of unconscious vulnerabilities! This one is
truly dangerous but she has the power to say "Yes."

It was an anci ent Bene Gesserit insight. You |ooked for the ones who could say
"Yes." Never bother with underlings who can only say "No." You sought the one
who coul d make an agreenment, sign a contract, pay off on a prom se. Spider
Queen did not often say "Yes" but she had that power and knew it.

| shoul d have realized when she took ne aside. She sent ne the first signa
when she pernmitted nme to call her Dama. Have | been too precipitate, setting up
Teg's attack in a way | cannot stop? Too late for second thoughts. | knew it
when | unl eashed him

But what other forces may we attract?

Qdrade had Danm's doni nance pattern registered. Wrds and gestures were likely
to make Spider Queen recoil, crouching back to intense awareness of her own
heart beat s.

The drama nust go forward.

Dama was doi ng something with her hands in the green field atop the gol den
table. She concentrated on it, ignoring Odrade in a way that was both insult
and conplinment.

You will not interfere, witch, because that is not in your best interest and you
know it. Besides, you are not inportant enough to distract ne.

Dama appeared agitat ed.
Has the attack on Gammu been successful ? Are refugees beginning to arrive?

An orange glare focused on Odrade. "Your pilot has just destroyed hinmself and
your ship rather than subnmit to our inspection. What did you bring?"

"Qursel ves. "



"There is a signal comng fromyou!"

“"Telling ny conpani ons whether | amalive or dead. You already knew that. Sone
of our ancestors burned their ships before an attack. No retreat possible."

Qdrade spoke with exquisite care, tone and timng adjusted to Dama's responses.
“I'f I am successful, you will provide ny transport. M pilot was a Cyborg and
shere could not protect himfromyour probes. Hi s orders were to kill hinself
rather than fall into your hands."

"Providing us with coordinates to your planet." The orange subsided from Dana's
eyes, but she still was disturbed. "I did not think your people obeyed you to
that extent."

How do you hold them wi t hout sexual bonding, witch? |s the answer not obvi ous?
We have secret powers.

Careful now, QOdrade cautioned herself. A methodical approach, alert for new
demands. Let her think we choose one nethod of response and stick to it. How
much does she know about us? She does not know that even Mother Superior may be
only a norsel of bait, a lure to gain vital infornmation. Does that nmke us
superior? |If so, can superior training surnount superior speed and numnbers?

Odr ade had no answer.

Dama seated hersel f behind the gol den table, |eaving Qdrade standing. There was
a nesting sense about the nmovenent. She did not |eave this place often. This
was the true center of her web. Al things she thought she needed were here.
She had brought CQdrade to this room because it was an inconvenience to be

el sewhere. She was unconfortable in other settings, perhaps even felt
threatened. Damm did not court danger. She had done so once but that was | ong
ago, shut off behind her somewhere. Now, she wanted only to sit here in a safe
and wel | - organi zed cocoon where she coul d mani pul ate ot hers.

Qdr ade found these observations a welconme affirnmati on of Bene Gesserit
deductions. The Sisterhood knew how to exploit this |everage.

"Have you nothing nmore to say?" Dama asked.
Stall for tine.

Qdrade ventured a question. " | amextrenely curious why you agreed to this
nmeeti ng?"

"Why are you curious?"

"It seens so . . . so out of character for you."

"We determine what is in character for us!" Quite testy there.
"But what is it about us interests you?"

"You think we find you interesting?"

"Per haps you even find us renarkabl e, because that is certainly how we | ook at
you."



A pl eased expression nade its fleeting appearance on Dana's face. "I knew you
woul d be fascinated by us."

"The exotic interests the exotic," Odrade said.

This brought a knowing smle to Dama's lips, the smle of sonmeone whose pet has
been clever. She stood and went to the one wi ndow. Sunmoni ng Odrade to her
side, Dama gestured to a stand of trees beyond the first flowering bushes and
spoke in that soft accent so difficult to foll ow

Sonething ticked off an inner alarm Odrade fell into simulflow, seeking the
source. Sonething in the roomor in Spider Queen? There was a | ack of

spont aneity about the setting matched by nmuch that Dama did. So all of this was
designed to create an effect. Carefully schened.

Is this one really ny Spider Queen? O is there a nore powerful one watching
us?

Qdrade explored this thought, sorting swiftly. It was a process that provided
nore questions than answers, a nental shorthand akin to that of Mentats. Sort
for relevance and bring up the latent (but orderly) backgrounds. Order
general ly was a product of human activity. Chaos existed as raw material from
which to create order. That was the Mentat approach, giving no unalterable
truths but a remarkable | ever for decision-naking: orderly assenblage of data
in a non-discrete system

She arrived at a Projective.
They revel in chaos! Prefer it! Adrenaline addicts!

So Dama was Dama, Great Honored Matre. Forever the patroness, forever the
superi or.

There is no greater one watching us. But Danm believes this is bargaining. One
woul d think she had never done it before. Precisely!

Dama touched an unmarked pl ace bel ow the wi ndow and the wall fol ded back

reveal ing that the wi ndow was but an artful projection. The way was opened onto
a high bal cony paved with dark green tiles. It overlooked plantations much
different fromthose in the wi ndow projection. Here was chaos preserved,

Wil derness left to its own devices and nade nore renar kabl e by ordered gardens
in the distance. Branbles, fallen trees, thick bushes. And beyond: evenly
spaced rows of what appeared to be vegetables with automated harvesters passing
back and forth, |eaving bare ground behind them

Love of chaos, indeed!

Spi der Queen smiled and led the way onto the bal cony.

As she energed, Odrade once nore was stopped by what she saw. A decoration on
the parapet to her left. A life-size figure shaped from an al nost etherea
substance, all feathery planes and curved surfaces.

When she squinted at the figure, Odrade saw it was intended to represent a

human. Male or fenale? In sonme positions male, and in sone female. Planes and
curves responded to vagrant breezes. Thin, alnost invisible wires (|l ooked to be



shi gawi re) suspended it froma delicately curving tube anchored in a transl ucent
nound. The |lower extremties of the figure al nost touched the pebbled surface
of the supporting base.

Qdrade stared, captivated.
Why does it rem nd me of Sheeana's "The Void"?
VWen the wind nmoved it, the whol e creation appeared to dance, relapsing

sonetines into a graceful walk, then a slow pirouette and sweeping turns with
out stretched | eg.

"It is called 'Ballet Master,' " Dama said. "In sone winds it will kick its
feet high. | have seen it running as gracefully as a marathoner. Sonetines it
is just ugly little notions, arns jerking as though they held weapons.
Beautiful and ugly -- it is all the same. | think the artist msnaned it.

' Bei ng Unknown' woul d have been better."
Beautiful and ugly -- all the same. Being Unknown.

That was a terrible thing about Sheeana's creation. Odrade felt a cold wash of
fear. "W was the artist?"

"I"ve no idea. One of ny predecessors took it froma planet we were destroying.
Why does it interest you?"

It's the wild thing no one can govern. But she said: "I presune we're both
seeking a basis for understanding, trying to find simlarities between us."

This brought the orange glare. "You may try to understand us but we have no
need to understand you."

"Both of us cone from societies of wonen."
"I't is dangerous to think of us as your offshoots!"

But Murbella's evidence says you are. Fornmed in the Scattering by Fish Speakers
and Reverend Mothers in extrems

Al'l ingenuous and fooling nobody, Odrade asked: "Wy is that dangerous?"
Dama' s | augh conveyed no anusenent. Vindictive.

Qdr ade experienced an abrupt new assessment of danger. Mre than a Bene
Gesserit probe-and-revi ew was demanded here. These wonen were accustonmed to
killing when angered. A reflex. Dana had said as much when speaking to her
ai de, and Dana had just signaled there were linits to her tol erance.

Yet, in her own way, she is trying to bargain. She displays her mechanica
marvel s, her powers, her wealth. No offer of alliance. Be willing servants,

wi tches, our slaves, and we will forgive much . To gain the last of the MIIlion
Pl anets? Mre than that, certainly, but an interesting nunber.

Wth a new caution, Odrade refornmed her approach. Reverend Mthers too easily
fell into an adaptive pattern. | am of course, quite different fromyou but |
wi Il unbend for the sake of accord. That would not do with Honored Matres.

They woul d accept nothing to suggest they were not in absolute control. It was



a statenent of Dama's superiority over her Sisters that she all owed Qdrade so
much | atitude.

Once nore, Dama spoke in her inperious manner.

Qdrade |istened. How odd that Spider Queen thought one of the nobst attractive
thi ngs the Bene Gesserit could provide was i munity from new di seases.

Was that the form of attack that drove them here?

Her sincerity was naive. None of this tiresone periodic checking to see if you
had acquired secret inhabitants in your flesh. Sonetines not so secret.
Sonetimes disgustingly perilous. But the Bene Gesserit could end all that and
woul d be suitably rewarded.

How pl easant.

Still that vindictive tone in every word. Odrade caught herself in this

t hought: Vindictive? That did not catch the proper flavor. Sonething carried
at a deeper |evel.

Unconsci ously jeal ous of what you | ost when you broke away from us

This was another pattern and it had been stylized!

Honored Matres fell back on repetitious mannerisns.

Manneri snms we abandoned | ong ago.

This was nore than refusal to recogni ze Bene Gesserit origins. This was garbage
di sposal

Drop your discards wherever they |ose your interest. Underlings take out the
garbage. She is nore concerned with the next thing she wants to consune than
she is with fouling her own nest.

The Honored Matre flaw was | arger than suspected. Mich nore deadly to
t hensel ves and all they controlled. And they could not face it because, to
them it was not there.

Never exi sted.

Dama remai ned an untouchabl e paradox. No question of alliance entered her m nd.
She woul d seemto dance up to it but only to test her eneny.

I was right after all to unleash Teg.

Logno canme out of the workroomw th a tray on which stood two spindly glasses
alnmost filled with golden Iliquid. Dama took one, sniffed it, and sipped with a
pl eased expression

What is that vicious glitter in Logno's eyes?

"Try sone of this wine," Dama said, gesturing to OGdrade. "It's froma pl anet

|"msure you've never heard of but where we have concentrated the required
el ements to produce the perfect gol den grape for the perfect golden w ne."



Qdrade was caught by this | ong association of humans with their precious ancient
drink. The god Bacchus. Berries fernmented on the bush or in tribal containers.

"It is not poisoned," Dama said as Odrade hesitated. "I assure you. W kil
where it suits our needs but we are not crass. W reserve our nore bl atant
deadl i ness for the masses. | do not m stake you for one of the nasses."

Dama chuckl ed at her own witticism The |abored friendliness was al nost gross.

Qdrade took the proffered glass and si pped.

"It's a thing soneone devised to please us," Dama said, her attention fixed on

Odr ade.

The one sip was enough. Odrade's senses detected a foreign substance and she
was several hearthbeats identifying its purpose.

To nullify the shere protecting ne fromtheir probes.

She adj usted her netabolismto render the substance harnl ess, then announced
what she had done.

Dama glared at Logno. "So that is why none of these things work with the
wi tches! And you never suspected!" The rage was an al nost physical force
directed at the hapl ess aide.

"It is one of the i mune systens with which we conbat di sease," Odrade said.

Dama hurled her glass to the tiles. She was sone tine regai ni ng conposure.
Logno retreated slowy, holding the tray al nost as a shield.

So Dama did nore than sneak into power. Her Sisters consider her deadly. And
so must | consider her

"Sonmeone will pay for this wasted effort,"” Dama said. Her snile was not

pl easant .

Soneone.

Soneone nade the wine. Soneone made the dancing figure. Someone will pay. The

identity was never inportant, only the pleasure or the need for retribution
Subser vi ence.

"Do not interrupt my thoughts,"” Dama said. She went to the parapet and gazed at
her Bei ng Unknown, obviously reconposing her bargaining stance.

Qdrade turned her attention to Logno. Wat was that continued watchful ness,
rapt attention fixed on Dama? No |onger sinple fear. Logno suddenly appeared
suprenel y danger ous.

Poi son!

Qdrade knew it as certainly as though the aide had shouted the word.

I am not Logno's target. Not yet. She has taken this opportunity to nmake her
bid for power.



There was no need to | ook at Dama. The nonent of Spider Queen's death was
visible on Logno's face. Turning, Odrade confirmed it. Danmm lay in a heap
under Bei ng Unknown.

"You will call nme Great Honored Matre," Logno said. "And you will learn to
thank ne for it. She (pointing at the red heap in the bal cony corner) intended
to betray you and exterm nate your people. | have other plans. | amnot one to

destroy a useful weapon at the nonent of our greatest need.”

Battle? There's always a desire for breathing space notivating it somewhere
- The Bashar Teg
Mur bel I a wat ched the struggle for Junction with a detachment that did not

refl ect her feelings. She stood with a coterie of Proctors in her no-ship's
conmand center, attention fixed on relay projections from groundsi de coneyes.

There were battles all around Junction -- bursts of |ight on darkside, gray
erupti ons on dayside. A nmjor engagenent directed by Teg centered on "the
Citadel" -- a giant nound of Guild design with a new tower near its rim

Al t hough Qdrade's vital -signs transm ssions had stopped abruptly, her early
reports confirnmed that Great Honored Matre was in there.

The need to observe froma di stance hel ped Miurbella's sense of detachnent but
she felt the excitenent.

Interesting tines!

This ship contai ned precious cargo. The nmillions from Lanmpadas were being
Shared and prepared for Scattering in a suite ordinarily reserved for Mot her
Superior. The wild Sister with her cargo of Menory dominated their priorities
here.

Gol den Egg for surel

Mur bel | a thought of the lives being risked in that suite. Preparing for the
worst. No lack of volunteers and the threat in the Junction conflict mnimzed
need for spice poison to ignite Sharings, reducing danger. Anyone on this ship
could sense all-or-nothing in Odrade's ganble. Inminent threat of death was
recogni zed. Sharing necessary!

Transformation of a Reverend Mdther into sets of nmenories passed around at
perilous cost anobng the Sisters no longer carried a nysterious aura for her, but
Murbella still was awed by the responsibility. The courage of Rebecca . . . and
Lucillal . . . denmanded admration



MIllions of Menory Lives! All concentrated in what the Sisterhood called
Extrem s Progressiva, two by two then four by four and sixteen by sixteen, unti
each held all of them and any survivor could preserve the precious accumul ati on.

VWhat they were doing in Mdther Superior's suite had sonme of that flavor. The
concept no longer terrified Miurbella but it was not yet ordinary. Odrade's
wor ds confort ed.

"Once you have fully acconmpdated to the bundles of Other Menory, all else falls
into a perspective that is utterly famliar, as though you had known it al ways."

Mur bel | a recogni zed that Teg was prepared to die in defense of this nultiple
awar eness that was the Sisterhood of the Bene Gesserit.

Can | do | ess?

Teg, no longer conpletely an enigma, renmi ned an object of respect. Odrade
Wthin anplified this with remi nders of his exploits, then: "I wonder how |I'm
doi ng down there? Ask."

Contommand said, "No word. But her transnmi ssions may have been bl ocked by
energy shielding."

They knew who really asked the question. It was on their faces.
She has Cdradel!
Mur bel | a again focused on the battle at the Citadel

Her own reactions surprised Mirbella. Everything colored by historical disgust
at repetition of war's nonsense, but still this exuberant spirit reveling in
new y acquired Bene Gesserit abilities.

Honored Matre forces had good weapons down there, she noted, and Teg's heat-
absorption pads were taking puni shnent but even as she watched, the defensive
peri meter collapsed. She could hear howing as a | arge |daho-desi gned di srupter
went bounci ng down a passage between tall trees, knocking out defenders right
and | eft.

O her Menory gave her a peculiar conparison. It was like a circus. Ships
| andi ng, disgorging their hunman cargoes.

"I'n the center ring! The Spider Queen! Acts never before seen by the human
eyel "

Qdrade' s persona produced a sense of anusenent. How s this for cl oseness of
si st er hood?

Are you dead down there, Dar? You must be. Spider Queen will blanme you and be
enr aged.

Trees placed | ong afternoon shadows across Teg's |ane of attack, she saw.
Inviting cover. He ordered his people to go around. lgnore inviting avenues.
Look for hard ways to approach and use them



The Citadel lay in a gigantic botanical garden, strange trees and even stranger
bushes mingled with prosaic plantings, all scattered around as though thrown
there by a dancing child.

Mur bel I a found the circus netaphor attractive. |t gave perspective to what she
wi t nessed.

Announcenents in her m nd

Over there, dancing animals, defenders of Spider Queen, all bound to obey! And
inthe first ring, the main event, supervised by our Ringnaster, Mles Teg! His
peopl e do nysterious things. Here is the talent!

It had aspects of a staged battle in the Roman Circus. Mirbella appreciated the
allusion. It nade observation richer

Battle towers filled with arnored sol di ers approach. They engage. Flanes cut
the sky. Bodies fall

But these were real bodies, real pains, real deaths. Bene Cesserit
sensitivities forced her to regret the waste.

Is this how it was for nmy parents caught in the sweep?

Met aphors from Gt her Menory vani shed. She saw Junction then as she knew Teg
nmust see it. Bloody violence, familiar in menory and yet new. She saw
attackers advanci ng, heard them

Wman's voice, distinct with shock: "That bush screamed at ne!"

Anot her voice, male: "No telling where sone of this originated. That sticky
stuff burns your skin."

Murbel I a heard action on the far side of the Citadel but it grew eerily quiet
around Teg's position. She saw his troops flitting through shadows, closing in
on the tower. There was Teg on Streggi's shoulders. He took a nonment to stare
up at the facade confronting them about half a klick away. She chose a
projection that | ooked where he | ooked. Mdtion behind wi ndows there.

Where were the mysterious |ast-ditch weapons Honored Matres were supposed to
possess?

VWhat will he do now?

Teg had |l ost his Command Pod to a |laser hit outside the nain engagenent area.
The pod lay on its side behind himand he sat astride Streggi's shoulders in a
patch of screening bushes, some still snobldering. He had |ost his conmboard with
the pod but retained the silvery horseshoe of his comink, although it was
crippled without the pod's anplifiers. Comunications specialist crouched
nearby, jittering because they had | ost close contact with the action

The battle beyond the buildings grew | ouder. He heard hoarse shouts, the high
hi ssing of burners and the | ower buzz of large |asguns ningled with tinny zip-
zi ps of hand weapons. Sonewhere off there to his left was a thrumthrum he
recogni zed as heavy arnor in trouble. A scraping sound with it, netal agony.
Energy system damaged in that one. It was dragging itself over the ground,
probably maki ng a ness of the gardens.



Haker, Teg's personal aide, canme dodgi ng down the | ane behind the Bashar

Streggi noticed himfirst and turned w thout warning, forcing Teg to | ook at the
man. Haker, dark and muscular, with heavy eyebrows (sweat-danpened now) stopped
directly in front of Teg and spoke before fully regaining his breath.

"W have the | ast pockets bottled up, Bashar."

Haker raised his voice to override the battle sounds and a buzzi ng squawker over
his | eft shoul der producing | ow conversations, battle urgency in clipped tones.

"The far perinmeter?" Teg demanded.

“"Mop up in half an hour, no nore. You should get out of here, Bashar. Mbther
Superior warned us to keep you out of needl ess danger."

Teg gestured at his useless pod. "Wy don't | have a Conmuni cati ons backup?”
"A big laze got both backups in the sane burn as they were coming in

"They were together?"

Haker heard the anger. "Sir, they were . "

"No inportant equiprment is sent in together. [1'll want to know who di sobeyed
orders." The quiet voice fromimuature vocal cords carried nore nenace than a
shout .

"Yes, Bashar." Strictly obedient and no sign from Haker that the m stake was
hi s own.

Dam! "How soon will replacenents arrive?"

"Five mnutes."

"Get ny reserve pod in here as fast as you can." Teg touched Streggi's neck
with a knee.

Haker spoke before she could turn. "Bashar, they got the reserve, too. |'ve
ordered anot her."

Teg repressed a sigh. These things happened in battle but he didn't |ike
depending on primtive cons. "We'Ill set up here. Get nore squawkers." They,
at least, had the range.

Haker gl anced at the greenery around them "Here?"

"I don't like the I ook of those buildings up ahead. That tower commuands this
area. And they nmust have underground access. | would."

"There's nothing on the

"My nenory layout doesn't include that tower. Get sonics in here to check the
ground. | want our plan brought up to the mnute with secure information."



Haker's squawker cane alive with an override voice: "Bashar! |Is the Bashar
avai |l abl e?"

Streggi nmoved himnext to Haker without being told. Teg took the squawker,
whi stling his code as he grabbed it.

"Bashar, it's a ness at the Flat. About a hundred of themtried to |lift and ran
into our screen. No survivors."

"Any sign of Mother Superior or her Spider Queen?"
"Negative. W can't tell. | neanit's a real ness. Shall | screen a view?"
"CGet me a dispatch. And keep | ooking for CQdrade!"

"I tell you nothing survived here, Bashar." There was a click and a | ow hum
t hen anot her voice: "Dispatch."

Teg brought his voice-print coder frombeneath his chin and barked quick orders.
"Scranbl e a hammership over the Citadel. Put the scene at the Landing Flat and
their other disasters on open relay. Al bands. Mke sure they can see it.
Announce no survivors at the Flat. "

The double click of received-confirned broke the link. Haker said: "Do you
really think you can terrify thenf"

"Educate them" He repeated Odrade's parting words: "Their education has been
sadly neglected.”

What had happened to Odrade? He felt sure she nust be dead, perhaps the first
casualty here. She had expected that. Dead but not lost if Murbella could
restrain her inpetuosity.

Qdrade, at that nmoment, had Teg in direct sight fromthe tower. Logno had
silenced her vital-signs transm ssions with a countersignal shield and had
brought her to the tower shortly after the arrival of the first refugees from
Ganmu.  No one questioned Logno's suprenmacy. A dead Great Honored Matre and a
live one could only be sonmething famliar

Expecting to be killed at any nmonent, Odrade still gathered data as she went up
in a nulltube with guards. The tube was an artifact fromthe Scattering, a
transparent piston in a transparent cylinder. Few obstructing walls at the
floors they passed. Mostly views of living areas and esoteric hardware Odrade
surm sed had mlitary purposes. Lush evidence of confort and quiet increased

t he hi gher they went.

Power clinmbs physically as well as psychol ogically.

Here they were at the top. A section of the tube cylinder swng outward and a
guard pushed her roughly onto a thickly carpeted fl oor

The wor kroom Dana showed ne down there was anot her set piece.
Qdr ade recogni zed secrecy. Equi pnent and furnishings here woul d have been

al nost unrecogni zable were it not for Miurbella's know edge. So other action
centers were for show Potenkin villages built for Reverend Mt her



Logno |lied about Dama's intentions. | was expected to | eave unharned .
carrying no useful information.

VWhat other lies had they paraded in front of her?

Logno and all but one guard went to a console on Odrade's right. Pivoting on
one foot, COdrade |ooked around. This was the real center. She studied it with
care. (Odd place. An aura of the sanitary. Treated with chemicals to make it
clean. No bacterial or viral contaminants. No strangers in the bl ood.
Everyt hi ng debugged |i ke a showcase for rare viands. And Danma showed i nterest
in Bene Gesserit inmunity to di seases. There was bacterial warfare in the
Scattering.

They want one thing from us!

And just one surviving Reverend Mot her would satisfy themif they could west
information from her.

A full Bene Gesserit cadre would have to exam ne the strands of this web and see
where they | ed.

If we wn.

The operations consol e where Logno concentrated her attention was smaller than
t he showcase ones. Fingerfield nmanipulation. The hood on a |ow table beside
Logno was snaller and transparent, revealing the nedusa tangle of probes.

Shigawire for sure

The hood showed a close affinity to T-probes fromthe Scattering Teg and ot hers
had described. Did these wonen possess nore technol ogi cal marvel s? They nust.

A glittering wall behind Logno, wi ndows on her |eft opening onto a bal cony, a
far vista of Junction visible out there with novement of troops and arnor. She
recogni zed Teg in the distance, a figure on the shoulders of an adult, but gave
no sign she saw anything extraordi nary. She continued her slow study. Door to
a passage with another nulltube partly visible in a separate area to her

i Mmediate left. Mre green tile on the floor there. Different functions in

t hat space

A sudden burst of noises erupted beyond the wall. Odrade identified sone of
them Boots of soldiers nade a distinctive sound on tiles. Sw sh of exotic
fabrics. Voices. She distinguished accents of Honored Matres responding to
each other in tones of shock

We' re wi nni ng!

Shock was to be expected when the invincible were brought |ow. She studied
Logno. Would it be a plunge into despair?

If so, | may survive

Murbella's role m ght be changed. Well, that could wait. Sisters had been
briefed on what to do in the event of victory. Neither they nor anyone else in
the attack force would lay rough hands on an Honored Matre -- erotic or

ot herwi se. Duncan had prepared the nmen, naking the perils of sexual entrapnent
t hor oughl y known.



Ri sk no bondage. Raise no new antagoni sns.

The new Spi der Queen was reveal ed now as soneone even stranger than Odrade had
suspected. Logno left her console and came to within a pace of Odrade. "You
have won this battle. W are your prisoners."

No orange in her eyes. (drade swept her gaze around at the wonen who had been
her guards. Blank expressions, clear eyes. Wis this how they showed despair?
It did not feel right. Logno and the others reveal ed no expected enoti ona
responses.

Everyt hi ng under w aps?

Events of the past hours should create enotional crisis. Logno gave no sign of
it. Not a twitch of revealing nerve or nuscle. Perhaps a casual concern and
that was all

A Bene Gesserit mask!

It had to be unconscious, sonmething automatic ignited by defeat. So they did
not really accept defeat.

We are still in there with them Latent . . . but there!l No wonder Mirbella
al nost died. She was confronting her own genetic past as a supreme prohibition

"My conpanions," Odrade said. "The three women who cane with ne. \Were are

t hey?"

"Dead." Logno's voice was as dead as the word.

Qdr ade suppressed a pang for Suipol. Tamand Dortujla had Iived | ong and usefu
lives, but Suipol . . . dead and never Shared

Anot her good one lost. And isn't that a bitter |esson

"I will identify the ones responsible if you desire revenge," Logno said.

Lesson two.

"Revenge is for children and the enotionally retarded."

A snall return of orange in Lognho's eyes.

Human sel f-del usi on took many forms, Odrade rem nded herself. Aware that the
Scattering woul d produce the unexpected, she had arned herself accordingly with
a protective renoteness that would allow her a space to assess new pl aces, new
t hi ngs and new people. She had known she would be forced to put many things in
di fferent categories to serve her or deflect threats. She took Logno's attitude
as a threat.

"You do not seem di sturbed, G eat Honored Matre."

"Qthers will avenge ne." Flat, very self-conposed.

The words were even stranger than her conposure. She held everything under that

cl ose cover, bits and pieces revealed now in flickering novenents aroused by
Qdrade' s observation. Deep and intense things, but buried. It was all inside



there, masked the way a Reverend Mot her would mask it. Logno appeared to have
no power at all and yet she spoke as though nothing essential had changed.

"I amyour captive but that makes no difference."

Was she truly powerless? No! But that was the inmpression she wi shed to convey
and all of the other Honored Matres around her mirrored this response.

"See us? Powerless except for the loyalty of our Sisters and the followers they
have bonded to us."

Were Honored Matres that confident of their vengeful |egions? Possible only if
t hey had never before suffered a defeat of this kind. Yet soneone had driven
them back into the O d Enpire. Into the MIlion Planets.

Teg found Qdrade and her captives while seeking a place to assess victory.
Battle always required its analytical aftermath, especially froma Mentat
conmander. It was a conparison test this battle demanded of himnore than any
other in his experience. This conflict would not be |odged in menory unti
assessed and shared as far as possible anong those who depended on him It was
his invariable pattern and he did not care what it reveal ed about him Break
that link of interlocking interests and you prepared yourself for defeat.

| need a quiet place to assenble the threads of this battle and make a
prelimnary sumary.

In his estination, a nost difficult problemof battle was to conduct it in a way
that did not rel ease human wi |l dness. A Bene Gesserit dictum Battle nmust be
conducted to bring out the best in those who survived. Mst difficult and
sonetines all but inpossible. The nore renote the soldier fromcarnage, the
nore difficult. It was one reason Teg always tried to nove to the battle scene
and exanine it personally. If you did not see the pain, you could easily cause
greater pain wthout second thoughts. That was the Honored Matre pattern. But
their pains had been brought home. Wat would they make of this?

That question was in his mnd as he and ai des energed fromthe tube to see
Qdrade confronting a party of Honored Matres.

"Here is our conmander, the Bashar Mles Teg," (drade said, gesturing.
Honored Matres stared at Teg.
A child riding on the shoulders of an adult? This is their comuander?

"Chol a," Logno nuttered.

Qdrade spoke to Haker. "Take these prisoners somewhere nearby where they can be
confortable.”

Haker did not nove until Teg nodded, then politely indicated that captives
shoul d precede himinto the tiled area on their left. Teg's dom nance was not
| ost on Honored Matres. They glowered at himas they obeyed Haker's invitation

Men orderi ng wonen about!

Wth Odrade beside him Teg touched a knee to Streggi's neck and they went onto
the bal cony. There was an oddity to the scene that he was a nonment identifying.



He had viewed nmany battle scenes from high vantages, npbst often froma scout
"thopter. This balcony was fixed in space, giving hima sense of inmediacy.
They stood about one hundred neters above the botanical gardens where rmuch of
the fiercest conflict had taken place. Many bodies lay sprawed in fina

di sl odgnent -- dolls thrown aside by departing children. He recognized uniforns
of some of his troops and felt a pang.

Could I have done sonething to prevent this?

He had known this feeling nany tines and called it "Command Guilt." But this
scene was different, not just in that uniqueness found in any battle but in a
way that nagged at him He decided it was partly the | andscaped setting, a
pl ace better suited to garden parties, now torn by an ancient pattern of

vi ol ence.

Smal | animals and birds were returning, nervously furtive after the upset of al
that noi sy human intrusion. Little furry creatures with long tails sniffed at
casual ties and scanpered up nei ghboring trees for no apparent reason. Colorfu
birds peered fromscreening foliage or flitted across the scene -- |ines of
blurred pignentation that becanme canoufl age when they ducked abruptly under

| eaves. Feathered accents to the scene, trying to restore that non-tranquility

human observers m stook for peace in such settings. Teg knew better. 1In his
pre-ghola life, he had grown up surrounded by wilderness: farmlife close by
but wild animals just beyond cultivation. It was not tranquil out there.

Wth that observation he recogni zed what had tugged at his awareness.
Considering the fact they had storned a well-manned defensi ve enpl acenent
occupi ed by heavily arnmed defenders, the nunber of casualties down there was
extremely small. He had seen nothing to explain this since entering the
Citadel. Were they caught off-balance? Their |osses in space were one thing --
his ability to see defender ships produced a devastating advantage. But this
conpl ex held prepared positions where defenders could have fallen back and nade
the assault nore costly. Collapse of Honored Matre resistance had been abrupt
and now it remmi ned unexpl ai ned.

I was wrong to assune they responded to display of their disasters.

He gl anced at Qdrade. "That G eat Honored Matre in there, did she give the
conmand for defense to stop?"

"That's my assunption.”

Cautious and a typical Bene Gesserit answer. She, too, was subjecting the scene
to careful observation.

Was her assunption a reasonabl e explanation for the abruptness wi th which
def enders threw down their arns?

Wiy would they do it? To prevent nore bl oodshed?

G ven the cal l ousness Honored Matres usually denpnstrated, that was unlikely.
The deci sion had been nade for reasons that plagued him

A trap?

Now t hat he thought about it, there were other strange things about the battle
scene. None of the usual calls fromwounded, no scurrying about with cries for



stretchers and nedics. He could see Suks nmoving anong the bodies. That, at
| east, was fanmiliar, but every figure they exam ned was |eft where it had
fallen.

Al dead? No wounded?

He experienced gripping fear. Not an unusual fear in battle but he had | earned
toread it. Something profoundly wong. Noises, things within his view, the
snells took on a newintensity. He felt hinself acutely attuned, a predatory
animal in the jungle, knowing his terrain but aware of sonething intrusive that
nust be identified | est he becone hunted instead of hunter. He registered his
surroundings at a different |evel of consciousness, reading hinself as well
searching out arousal patterns that had achieved this response. Stregg
trenbl ed beneath him So she felt his distress.

"Sonet hing's very wong here," Odrade said.

He pushed a hand at her, demanding silence. Even in this tower surrounded by
victorious troops, he felt exposed to a threat his clanmoring senses failed to
reveal

Danger!!

He was sure of it. The unknown frustrated him It required every bit of his
training to keep fromfalling into a nervous fugue.

Nudgi ng Streggi to turn, Teg barked an order to an aide standing in the bal cony
doorway. The aide listened quietly and ran to obey. They nust get casualty
figures. How nmany wounded conpared to deaths? Reports on captured weapons.

Ur gent!

When he returned to his exam nation of the scene, he saw anot her di sturbing
thing, a basic oddity his eyes had tried to report. Very little blood on those
fallen figures in Bene Gesserit uniforms. You expected battle casualties to
show that ultinmate evidence of common hunmanity -- flowing red that darkened on
exposure but always left its indelible mark in the nenories of those who saw it.
Lack of bloody carnage was an unknown and, in warfare, unknowns had a history of
bringing extreme peril.

He spoke softly to Qdrade. "They have a weapon we have not di scovered."

Do not be quick to reveal judgrment. Hidden judgnment often is nore potent. It
can gui de reactions whose effects are felt only when too late to divert them

-Bene CGesserit Advice to Postul ants



Sheeana snelled wornms at a distance: cinnanon undertones of nelange m ngl ed
with bitter flint and brinstone, the crystal -banked i nferno of the great Rakian
sand-eaters. But she sensed these tiny descendents only because they existed
out there in such nunbers.

They are so snmall

It had been hot here at Desert Watch today and now in |l ate afternoon she

wel coned the artificially cooled interior. There was a tolerable tenperature
adjustrment in her old quarters although the window on the west had been | eft
open. Sheeana went to that w ndow and stared out at glaring sand.

Menory told her what this vantage would be tonight: starlight bright in dry
air, thin illum nation on sand waves that reached to a darkly curved horizon.
She renmenbered Raki an noons and mssed them Stars alone did not satisfy her
Fremen heritage.

She had thought of this as retreat, a place and time to think about what was
happeni ng to her Sisterhood.

Axl otl tanks, Cyborgs, and now this.

Qdrade's plan held no nysteries since their Sharing. A ganble? And if it
succeeded?

We will know perhaps tonorrow and then what will we becone?

She admitted to a magnet in Desert Watch, nore than a place to consider
consequences. She had wal ked in sun-scorched heat today, proving to herself she
could still call worns with her dance, enotion expressed as action

Dance of Propitiation. M |anguage of the worns.

She had gone dervish-whirling on a dune until hunger shattered her nenory-
trance. And little worns were spread all around in gapi ng watchful ness,
renmenbered flanmes within the franes of crystal teeth.

But why so small?

The words of investigators explained but did not satisfy. "It is the danpness."”
Sheeana recal |l ed gi ant Shai - hul ud of Dune, "the O d Man of the Desert," |arge
enough to swal |l ow spice factories, ring surfaces hard as plascrete. Masters in
their own domain. God and devil in the sands. She sensed the potential from
her wi ndow vant age.

Wiy did the Tyrant choose symbiotic existence in a worn®

Did those tiny worns carry his endl ess drean?

Sandtrout inhabited this desert. Accept themas a new skin and she might follow
the Tyrant's path.

Met armor phosis.  The Divided God.

She knew the lure.



Do | dare?

Menories of her |ast nonents of ignorance cane over her -- barely eight then
the nonth of |gat on Dune.

Not Rakis. Dune, as ny ancestors naned it.

Not difficult to recall herself as she had been: a slender, dark-skinned child,
streaked brown hair. Ml ange hunter (because that was a task for children)
running into open desert with chil dhood conpani ons. How dear it felt in nmenory.

But menory had its darker side. Focusing attention into the nostrils, a girl
detected intense odors -- a pre-spice nass!

The Bl ow

Mel ange expl osi on brought Shaitan. No sandwormcould resist a spice blowin its
territory.

You ate it all, Tyrant, that mserable collection of shacks and hovels we call ed
"honme" and all of my friends and famly. Wy did you spare ne?

VWhat a rage had shaken that slender child. Everything she loved taken by a
giant wormthat refused her attenpts to sacrifice herself inits flames and
carried her into the hands of Rakian priests, thence to the Bene Gesserit.

"She talks to the worns and they spare her."
"They who spared ne are not spared by ne." That was what she had told Qdrade.

And now Odrade knows what | must do. You cannot suppress the wild thing, Dar.
| dare call you Dar now that you are within ne.

No response.

Was there a pearl of Leto Il's awareness in each of the new sandworns? Her
Fremen ancestors insisted on it.

Soneone handed her a sandwi ch. Walli, the senior acol yte assistant who had
assumed command of Desert Watch.

At ny insistence when Odrade el evated ne to the Council. But not just because
Valli learned nmy immunity to Honored Matre sexual bonding. And not because she
is sensitive to my needs. W speak a secret |anguage, Valli and |

Walli's large eyes no | onger were entrances to her soul. They were fil ned
barriers giving evidence she al ready knew how to bl ock probing stares; a |ight
bl ue pignentation that soon would be all blue if she survived the Agony. Al npst
al bino and a questionable genetic line for breeding. Walli's skin reinforced
this judgnent: pale and freckled. A skin you saw as a surface transparency.
You did not focus on the skin itself but on what |ay beneath: pink, blood-
suffused flesh unprotected froma desert sun. Only here in the shade could

Wal |i expose that sensitive surface to questioning eyes.

Wiy this one in command over us?

Because | trust her best to do what nust be done.



Sheeana ate the sandwi ch absently while she returned her attention to the
sandscape. The whol e planet thus one day. Another Dune? No . . . simlar but
different. How many such places are we creating in an infinite universe?
Sensel ess questi on.

Desert vagary placed a small black dot in the distance. Sheeana squinted.
Onithopter. It grewslowy larger and then snmaller. Quartering the sand.

I nspecti ng.

VWhat are we really creating here?

VWhen she | ooked at encroachi ng dunes, she sensed hubris.

Look upon ny works, tiny human, and despair.

But we did this, nmy Sisters and |

Did you?

"I can feel a new dryness in the heat," Walli said.

Sheeana agreed. No need to speak. She went to the |arge worktable while she
still had daylight to study the topomap spread out there: little flags sticking
init, green thread on pushpins just as she had designed it.

Qdrade had asked once: "Is this really preferable to a projection?"

"I need to touch it."

Qdr ade accepted that.

Projections palled. Too far renoved fromdirt. You could not draw a finger
down a projection and say, "W will go down here." A finger in a projection was
a finger in enpty air.

Eyes are never enough. The body nust feel its world.

Sheeana det ected pungency of male perspiration, a nmusty snell of exertion. She
lifted her head and saw a dark young man standing in the doorway, arrogant pose,
arrogant | ook.

"Ch," he said. "I thought you would be alone, Walli. 1'Il cone back later."
One piercing stare at Sheeana and he was gone.

There are many things the body nust feel to know them

"Sheeana, why are you here?" WAlli asked.

You who are so busy on the Council, what do you seek? Don't you trust ne?

"I came to consider what the Mssionaria still thinks | may do. They see a
weapon -- the myths of Dune. Billions pray to ne: 'The Holy One who spoke to
the Divided God."' "

"Billions is not an adequate nunber," Walli said.



"But it nmeasures the force ny Sisters see in me. Those worshipers believe |
died with Dune. |'ve beconme 'a powerful spirit in the pantheon of the
oppressed.’ "

"More than a m ssionary?"

"What m ght happen, Walli, if | appeared in that waiting universe, a sandworm
besi de ne? The potential of such a thing fills some of nmy Sisters with hope and
m sgi vi ngs. "

"M sgivings | understand."

Indeed. The very kind of religious inplant Miad' Dib and his Tyrant son set
| oose on unsuspecting humanki nd.

"Why do they even consider it?" Walli insisted.

"Wth me as fulcrum what a lever they would have to nove the universe!"

"But how could they control such a force?"

"That is the problem Sonething so inherently unstable. Religions are never
really controllable. But sone Sisters think they could aima religion built
around ne."

"And if their aimis poor?"

"They say the religions of women al ways fl ow deeper."

"True?" Questioning a superior source.

Sheeana could only nod. Oher Menory confirmed it.

n Vv]y?ll

"Because within us, life renews itself."

"That's all of it?" Openly doubting.

"Wonen often bear the aura of underdog. Humans reserve a special synpathy for
ones at the bottom | ama wonman and if Honored Matres want nme dead then | must
be bl essed. ™"

"You sound as though you agree with the M ssionaria."

"When you're one of the hunted, you consider any path of escape. | amrevered.
| cannot ignore the potential."

Nor the danger. So ny nane has becone a shining light in the darkness of
Honored Matre oppression. How easy for that |light to becone a consum ng flane!

No . . . the plan she and Duncan had worked out was better. Escape from
Chapterhouse. It was a death trap not only for its inhabitants but for Bene
Gesserit dreans.

"I still don't understand why you're here. W may no |onger be hunted."



n Wy ?ll
"But why just now?"
| cannot speak it openly because then the watchdogs woul d know.

"I have this fascination with worns. |It's partly because one of ny ancestors
led the original mgration to Dune."

You renenber this, Walli. W spoke of it once out there on the sand with only
the two of us to hear. And now you know why | have come visiting.

"I remenber you saying she was a proper Frenen."

"And a Zensunni Master."

Il will lead my own migration, Walli. But | will need worms only you can
provide. And it rmust be done quickly. The reports from Junction urge speed.
And the first ships will return soon. Tonight . . . tonorrow. | fear what they
bring.

"Are you still interested in taking a few wornms back to Central where you can

study them cl osel y?"
Ch, yes, Walli! You do renenber.

"It mght be interesting. | don't have nmuch time for such things but any
know edge we gain nmay help us."

“I't will be too wet for them back there.
"The great Hold of the no-ship on the Flat could be reconverted into a desert
lab. Sand, controlled atnmosphere. The essentials are there from when we
brought the first worm"

Sheeana gl anced at the western window. "Sunset. | would like to go down again
and wal k on the sand."

WIIl the first ships return tonight?

"OfF course, Reverend Mdther." Walli stood aside, opening the way to the door
Sheeana spoke as she was |eaving. "Desert Watch will have to be nmoved before
l ong. "

"W are prepared.”

The sun was di ppi ng bel ow the hori zon when Sheeana emerged fromthe arched
street at the edge of the community. She strode into starlit desert, exploring
with her senses as she had done as a child. Ahhh, there was the cinnanon
essence. Wirms near

She paused and, turning northeast away fromthe | ast sungl ow, placed her pal s

flat above and bel ow her eyes in the old Frenmen way, confining view and |ight.

She stared out of a horizontal frame. Watever fell from heaven nust pass this
narrow slit.



Tonight? They will cone just after dark to delay the nonent of explanation. A
full night for reflection.

She waited with Bene Gesserit patience.

An arc of fire drew a thin |ine above the northern horizon. Another. Another.
They were positioned right for the Landing Flat.

Sheeana felt her heart beating fast.
They have cone!

And what would be their nessage for the Sisterhood? Returning warriors
triunphant or refugees? There could be little difference, given the evolution
of CQdrade's plan.

She woul d know by norni ng.

Sheeana | owered her hands and found she was trenbling. Deep breath. The
Li t any.

Presently, she wal ked the desert, sandwal king in the remenbered stride of Dune.
She had al nost forgotten how the feet dragged. As though they carried extra
wei ght. Sel domused nuscles were called into play but the random wal k, once

| earned, was never forgotten

Once, | never dreamed | would ever again walk this way.
I f wat chdogs detected that thought they m ght wonder about their Sheeana.

It was a failure in herself, she thought. She had grown into the rhythns of
Chapt erhouse. This planet talked to her at a subterranean level. She felt
earth, trees, and flowers, every growing thing as though all were part of her
And now, here was disturbing novenent, sonmething in a |anguage froma different
pl anet. She sensed the desert changing and that, too, was an alien tongue.
Desert. Not lifeless but living in a way profoundly different from once-verdant
Chapt er house.

Less life but nmore intense.

She heard the desert: small slitherings, creaking chirps of insects, a dark
rustle of hunting wi ngs overhead and the qui ckest of ploppings on the sand --
kangaroo mice brought here in anticipation of this day when wornms woul d once
nore begin their rule.

WAl li will renmenber to send flora and fauna from Dune.

She stopped atop a tall barracan. In front of her, darkness blurring its edges,
was an ocean caught in stop nmotion, a shadow surf beating on a shadow beach of
this changing land. It was a limtless desert-sea. It had originated far away
and it would go to stranger places than this.

I will take you there if | am able.



A night breeze fromdrylands to noister places behind her deposited a film of
dust on her cheeks and nose, lifting the edges of her hair as it passed. She
felt saddened.

VWhat m ght have been
That no | onger was i nportant.
The things that are -- they matter.

She took a deep breath. Cinnanbn stronger. Melange. Spice and worns near
Worns aware of her presence. How soon would this air be dry enough for the
sandwornms to grow great and work their crop as they had on Dune?

The planet and the desert.

She saw them as two hal ves of the sane saga. Just as the Bene Gesserit and the
humanki nd they served. Matched halves. Either wi thout the other was

di m ni shed, an enptiness with | ost purpose. Not better dead, perhaps, but
noving aimessly. There lay the threat of Honored Matre victory. Ained by
bl i nd vi ol ence!

Blind in a hostile universe.
And there was why the Tyrant had preserved the Sisterhood.

He knew he only gave us the path without direction. A paper chase |aid down by
a jokester and left enpty at the end.

A poet in his own right, though.

She recalled his "Menory Poent from Dar-es-Balat, a bit of jetsamthe Bene
Gesserit preserved.

And for what reason do we preserve it? So | can fill my mind with it now?
Forgetting for the noment what | may confront tonorrow?

The fair night of the poet,
Fill it with innocent stars.
A pace apart Oion stands.
Hi s glare sees everything,
Mar ki ng our genes forever.
Wl cone darkness and stare,
Blinded in the aftergl ow
There's barren eternity!

Sheeana felt abruptly that she had won a chance to becone the ultimte artist,
filled to overflowing and presented with a blank surface where she might create
as she wi shed.

An unrestricted universe!

Qdrade's words fromthose first chil dhood exposures to Bene Gesserit purpose
cane back to her. "Wy did we fasten onto you, Sheeana? It's really sinple.
We recogni zed in you a thing we had long awaited. You arrived and we saw it
happen. "



"It?" How naive | wasl!
"Somet hing new lifting over the horizon."

My migration will seek the new. But . . . | nust find a planet with noons.

Looked at one way, the universe is Browni an novenment, nothing predictable at the
elemental level. Miad' Dib and his Tyrant son cl osed the cloud chanmber where
nmovenent occurred.

-Stories from Gammu

Murbel la entered a tine of incongruent experiences. |t bothered her at first,
seeing her own life with nmultiple vision. Chaotic events at Junction had
ignited this, creating a junble of imredi ate necessities that would not |eave
her, not even when she returned to Chapterhouse.

| warned you, Dar. You can't deny it. | said they could turn victory into
defeat. And | ook at the ness you dunped in my lap! | was lucky to save as many
as | did.

This inner protest always inmersed her in the events that had el evated her to
this awful proninence.

What el se could | have done?

Menory di splayed Streggi slunping to the floor in bloodl ess death. The scene
had played on the no-ship's relays like a fictional drama. The projection
framework in the ship's comand bay added to the illusion that this was not
real ly happening. The actors would arise and take their bows. Teg's coneyes,
humm ng away automatically, mssed none of it until soneone silenced them

She was left with imges, an eerie afterglow. Teg spraw ed on the floor of that
Honored Matre aerie. (Odrade staring in shock

Loud protests greeted Miurbella's declaration that she nust rush groundsi de. The
Proctors were adamant until she laid out the details of Odrade's ganble and
demanded: "Do you want total disaster?"

Qdrade Wthin won that argunment. But you were prepared for it fromthe first,
weren't you, Dar? Your plan!

The Proctors said: "There's still Sheeana." They gave Murbella a one-nan
lighter and sent her to Junction al one.

Even t hough she transmtted her Honored Matre identity ahead of her, there were
touchy nonents at the Landing Flat.



A squad of arned Honored Matres confronted her as she energed fromthe |ighter
besi de a snoking pit. The snoke snelled of exotic expl osives.

VWhere Mot her Superior's |lighter was destroyed.

An anci ent Honored Matre |l ed the squad, her red robe stained, sonme of its
decorations gone and a rip down the left shoulder. She was |ike sone dried-up
lizard, still poisonous, still with a bite but running on well-used angers, npst
of her energy gone. Disarrayed hair like the outer skin of a fresh-dug gi nger
root. There was a denon in her. Mirbella saw it peering from orange-fl ecked
eyes.

For all the fact that a full squad backed up the old one, the two of them faced
each other as though isolated at the foot of the lighter's drop, wild animals
cautiously sniffing, trying to judge the extent of danger

Mur bel | a wat ched the old one carefully. This lizard would dart her tongue a
bit, testing the air, giving vent to her enotions, but she was sufficiently
shocked to |isten.

"Murbella is my name. | was taken captive by the Bene Gesserit on Garmu. | am
an adept of the Hormu."

"Why are you wearing a witch's robes?" The old one and her squad stood ready to
kill.

"I have | earned everything they had to teach and have brought that treasure to
nmy Sisters.”

The ol d one studied her a monent. "Yes, | recognize your type. You're a Roc,
one we chose for the Gammu project.”

The squad behind her relaxed slightly.

"You did not cone all the way in that |ighter," the old one accused.
"I escaped fromone of their no-ships.”

"Do you know where their nest is?"

"l do."

A wide snmle spread on the old one's lips. "WlIl! You are a prize! How did
you escape?”

"Do you have to ask?"

The ol d one considered this. Mirbella could read the thoughts on her face as

t hough they were spoken: These ones we brought from Roc -- deadly, all of them
They can kill with hands, feet, or any other novable part of their bodies. They
all should carry a sign: "Dangerous in any position."

Mur bel | a moved away fromthe lighter, displaying the sinew grace that was a
mark of her identity.

Speed and muscle, Sisters. Beware.



Sone of the squad pressed forward, curious. Their words were full of Honored
Matre conpari sons, eager questions Miurbella was forced to parry.

"Did you kill many of then? Whiere is their planet? Is it rich? Have you
bonded many mal es there? You were trained on Garmu?"

"I was on Ganmu for the third stage. Under Hakka."

"Hakka! |'ve nmet her. Did she have that injured |left foot when you knew her?"
Still testing.

"It was the right foot and I was with her when she took the injury!"

"Ch, yes, the right foot. | remenber now. How was she injured?"

"Kicking a lout in the rear. He had a sharp knife in his hip pocket. Hakka was
so angry she killed him"

Laught er swept through the squad.

"W will go to Great Honored Matre," the old one said.
So |'ve passed first inspection

Mur bel | a sensed reservations, though

Wy is this Hormu adept wearing those eneny robes? And she has a strange | ook
to her.

Best face that one at once.
"I took their training and they accepted ne."
"The fools! Did they really?"

"You question nmy word?" How easy it was to revert, adopting touchy Honored
Matre ways.

The old one bristled. She did not |ose hauteur but she sent a warning |look to
her squad. Al of themtook a nonment to digest what Murbella had said.

"You becane one of then?" someone behi nd her asked.

"How el se could | steal their know edge? Know this! | was the personal student
of their Mdther Superior."

"Did she teach you well?" That same chal |l engi ng voice from behi nd.

Murbella identified the questioner: mddle echelon and anbitious. Anxious for
noti ce and advancenent.

This is the end of you, anxious one. And little loss to the universe.

A Bene Cesserit feint drifted the feather that was her foe into range. ne
Hormu-style kick for themto recognize. The questioner |ay dead on the ground.



Marriage of Bene Gesserit and Honored Matre abilities creates a danger you
shoul d all recognize and envy.

"She taught ne admirably," Mirbella said. "Any other questions?"
"“Ehhhhh!" the ol d one said.

"How are you called?" Mirbella demanded.

"I ama Senior Dane, Honored Matre of the Hormu. | amcalled El pek."
"Thank you, Elpek. You may call ne Murbella."

"I am honored, Murbella. It is indeed a treasure you have brought us."

Mur bel | a studied her a noment with Bene Gesserit watchful ness before smling
wi t hout hunor.

The exchange of nanmes! You in your red robe that marks you as one of the
power ful surroundi ng Great Honored Matre, do you know what you have just
accepted into your circle?

The squad remmi ned shocked and | ooked at Murbella with wariness. She saw this
with her new sensitivity. The AOd Grl network had never gained a foothold in
the Bene Gesserit but it perfornmed for Honored Matres. Simulflow anused her
with a parade of confirmation. How subtle the power transfers: right school
right friends, graduation and transfer onto the first rungs of the | adder -- al
gui ded by relatives and their connections, nmutual back-scratching that managed
alliances, including marriages. Sinmulflowtold her it led into the pit but ones
on the | adder, the ones in controlling niches, never let that worry them

Today is sufficient unto today, and that is how El pek sees me. But she does not
see what | have become, only that | am dangerous but potentially useful

Turning slowy on one foot, Murbella studied El pek's squad. No bonded nal es
here. This was too sensitive a duty for any but trusted wonmen. Good.

"Now, you will listen to ne, all of you. |If you have any loyalty to our
Si sterhood, which I will judge on future performance, you will honor what | have
brought. | intend it as a gift for those who deserve it."

"Great Honored Matre will be pleased," Elpek said.

But Great Honored Matre did not appear pleased when Mirbella was presented.
Mur bel | a recogni zed the tower setting. Al nbst sunset now but Streggi's body
still lay where it had fallen. Some of Teg's specialists had been kill ed,
nostly the coneye crew who doubl ed as his guard.

No, we Honored Matres do not |ike others spying on us.

Teg still lived, she saw, but he was swathed in shigawi re and shoved

di sdainfully into a corner. Most surprising of all: Odrade stood unfettered
near Great Honored Matre. |t was a gesture of contenpt.



Murbella felt she had lived through such a scene nmany tinmes -- aftermath of
Honored Matre Victory: swaths of their enem es' bodies |eft where they had been
brought down. Honored Matre attack with the bl oodl ess weapon had been swift and

deadly, a typical viciousness that killed when killing no |onger was required.
She suppressed a shudder at the nmenory of this deadly reversal. There had been
no warning, only the troops dropping in wide lines -- a donmno effect that |eft

the survivors in shock. And Great Honored Matre obviously enjoyed the shock

Looki ng at Murbella, G eat Honored Matre said, "So this is the bag of insolence
you say you trained in your ways."

Qdrade al nost smled at the description
Bag of insol ence?

A Bene Gesserit would accept it without rancor. This rheuny-eyed G eat Honored
Matre faced a quandary and could not call on her weapon that killed w thout

bl ood. Very delicate bal ance of power. Agitated conversations anong Honored
Matres had reveal ed their problem

Al of their secret weapons had been exhausted and coul d not be rel oaded,
sonet hing they had | ost when driven back here.

"Qur weapon of last resort and we wasted it!"

Logno, who thought herself suprene, stood in a different arena now. And she had
just learned of the fearful ease with which Miurbella could kill one of the
el ect.

Mur bel | a cast a nmeasuring gaze over Great Honored Matre's entourage, gauging
their potentials. They recognized this situation, of course. Famliar. How
did they vote?

Neutral ?
Sone were wary and all were waiting.

Anticipating a diversion. No concern over who triunmphed as | ong as power
continued to flowin their direction.

Murbella let her nmuscles flowinto the waiting stance of conbat she had | earned
from Duncan and the Proctors. She felt as cool as though standing on the
practice floor, running through responses. Even as she reacted, she knew she
nmoved in ways for which Odrade had prepared her -- mentally, physically, and
enmotional | y.

Voice first. Gve thema taste of inner chill

"I see you have assessed the Bene Gesserit quite poorly. The argunments of which
you are so proud, these wonen have heard them so many tinmes your words go beyond
bor edom "

This was delivered with scathing vocal control, a tone that brought orange to
Logno' s eyes but held her notionless.



Mur bel | a was not through with her. "You consider yourself powerful and clever.
One begets the other, eh? What idiocy! You' re a consunmmate liar and you lie to
yoursel f."

As Logno renmined notionless in the face of this attack, those around her began
novi ng away, opening space that said, "She is all yours.

"Your fluency in these Iies does not hide them" Mirbella said. She swept a
scornful gaze across the ones behind Logno. "Like the ones | know in O her
Menory, you are headed for extinction. The problemis that you take so
infernally | ong dying. Inevitable but oh, the boredom neanwhile. You dare cal
yourself Great Honored Matre!" Returning her attention to Logno. "Everything
about you is a cesspool. You have no style."

It was too nuch. Logno attacked, |eft foot slashing outward w th blinding
speed. Murbella grasped the foot as she would catch a wi nd-bl own | eaf and,
continuing the flow of it, levered Logno into a threshing club that ended with
her head pul ped on the floor. Wthout pausing, Miurbella pirouetted, left foot
al nost decapitating the Honored Matre who had stood at Logno's right, the right
hand crushing the throat of the one who had stood at Logno's left. It was over
in two heartbeats.

Exam ni ng the scene without breathing hard (to show how easy it was, Sisters),
Mur bel | a experienced a sense of shock and recognition of the inevitable. drade
lay on the floor in front of Elpek, who obviously had chosen sides without
hesitation. The tw sted position of Qdrade's neck and flacci d appearance of her
body said she was dead.

"She tried to interfere," El pek said.

Havi ng killed a Reverend Mther, Elpek expected Miurbella (a Sister, after all!)
to applaud. But Murbella did not react as expected. She knelt besi de Odrade
and put her head against that of the corpse, staying there an interm nable tinme.
The surviving Honored Matres exchanged questioni ng | ooks but dared not nove.
What is this?

But they were inmmobilized by Miurbella's terrifying abilities.

When she had Odrade's recent past, all of the new added to previous Sharing,
Mur bel | a st ood.

El pek saw death in Miurbella's eyes and took one backward step before trying to
defend hersel f. El pek was dangerous but no match for this denmon in the bl ack
robe. It was over with the sanme shocki ng abruptness that had taken Logno and
her aides: a kick to the larynx. El pek spraw ed across Odrade.

Once nmore, Murbella studied the survivors, then stood a nmoment | ooking down at
Qdr ade' s body.

In a way, that was ny doing, Dar. And yours!
She shook her head from side to side, absorbing consequences.

Qdrade is dead. Long live Mdther Superior! Long live Great Honored Matre! And
may the heavens protect us all



She gave her attention then to what nust be done. These deaths had created an
enornous debt. Mirbella took a deep breath. This was another CGordian knot.

"Rel ease Teg," she said. "Clean up in here as quickly as possible. And
sonebody get me a proper robe!"

It was Great Honored Matre giving orders but those who | eaped to obey sensed the
O her in her.

The one who brought her a red robe el aborate with soostone dragons held it
deferentially froma distance. Large woman w th heavy bones and square face.
Cruel eyes.

"Hold it for nme," Murbella said and when the wonan tried to take advantage of
proximty to attack her, Mirbella dunped the wonan hard. "Try agai n?"

This time there were no tricks.
"You are the first menber of nmy Council," Miurbella said. "Nanme?"

"Angel i ka, Great Honored Matre." See! | was first to call you by your proper
title. Reward rme.

"Your reward is that | pronpote you and let you live."
Proper Honored Matre response. Accepted as such

VWhen Teg cane to her rubbing his arnms where the shigawire had bitten deep, some
Honored Matres tried to caution Murbella. "Do you know what this one can --"

"He serves me now," Miurbella interrupted. Then in Odrade's nocking tones:
"Isn't that right, MIles?"

He gave her a rueful snmile, an old nman on a child's face. "Interesting tines,
Mur bel | a. "

"Dar |iked apples,” Mirbella said. "See to that."
He nodded. Return her to a cenetery orchard. Not that prized Bene Gesserit

orchards would endure long in a desert. Still, sonme traditions were worth
per petuating while you coul d.

VWhat do Holy Accidents teach? Be resilient. Be strong. Be ready for change,
for the new. Gather many experiences and judge them by the steadfast nature of
our faith.

-Tleil axu Doctrine



Vll within Teg's original tinetable, Miurbella picked her Honored Matre
ent ourage and returned to Chapterhouse. She expected certain problenms and the
nessages she sent ahead paved the way for sol utions.

"I bring Futars to attract Handlers. Honored Matres fear a biol ogi cal weapon
fromthe Scattering that made vegetables of them Handlers may be the source."

"Prepare to keep Rabbi and party in no-ship. Honor their secrecy. And renove
the protective mnes fromthe ship!"™ (That went in keeping of a Proctor
nessenger.)

She was tenpted to ask for her children but that was non-Bene Gesserit. Soneday
maybe.

| mredi ately on returning, she had Duncan to accommpdate and this confused
Honored Matres. They were as bad as the Bene Cesserit. "Wat's so specia
about one man?"

No | onger a reason for himto remain in the ship but he refused to | eave. "I've
a nental nposaic to assenble: a piece that cannot be noved, extraordinary
behavior, and willing participation in their dream | must find [imts to test.
That's missing. | know howto find it. Get in tune. Don't think; doit."

It nade no sense. She hunored himalthough he was changed. A stability to this
new Duncan that she accepted as a challenge. By what right did he assune a
self-satisfied air? No . . . not self-satisfied. It was nore being at peace
with a decision. He refused to share it!

"I"ve accepted things. You nust do the sane."
She had to adnmit this described what she was doi ng.

On her first norning back, she arose at dawn and entered the workroom \Wearing
the red robe, she sat in Mdther Superior's chair and sumobned Bel | onda.

Bel| stood at one end of the worktable. She knew. The design becane clear in
execution. Odrade had inposed a debt on her as well. Thus, the silence:
assessi ng how she nust pay.

Service to this Mther Superior, Bell! That is how you pay. No Archiva

decl ension of these events will put theminto proper perspective. Actionis
required.

Bel | onda spoke finally. "The only crisis |I'd care to conmpare with this one is

t he advent of the Tyrant."

Murbel l a reacted sharply. "Hold your tongue, Bell, unless you' ve sonething
useful to say!"

Bel | onda took the reprinmand calmy (uncharacteristic response). "Dar had
changes in mnd. This what she expected?"

Murbel | a softened her tone. "W' Il rehash ancient history later. This is an
openi ng chapter."



"Bad news." That was the old Bel |l onda.

Murbella said: "Admit the first group. Be cautious. They are Great Honored
Matre's Hi gh Council."

Bell left to obey.

She knows | have every right to this position. They all knowit. No need for a
vote. No roomfor a vote!

Now was the tinme for the historical art of politics she had | earned from Odrade.

“I'n all things you rmust appear inmportant. No m nor decisions pass through your
hands unl ess they are quiet acts called 'favors' done for people whose loyalty
can be earned."

Every reward cane fromon high. Not a good policy with the Bene Gesserit but
this group entering the workroom they were famliar with a Patroness G eat
Honored Matre; they would accept "new political necessities."” Tenporarily. It
was al ways tenporary, especially with Honored Matres.

Bel | and wat chdogs knew she would be a long time sorting this out. Even with
anplified Bene Gesserit abilities.

It would require extrenely denmanding attention fromall of them And the first
thing was the sharply discerning gaze of innocence.

That is what Honored Matres |ost, and we nust restore it before they can fade
i nto the background where "we" bel ong.

Bel | onda ushered in the Council and retired silently.

Murbel la waited until they were seated. A mixed lot: sone aspirants to suprene
power. Angelika there smiling so prettily. Sone waiting (not even daring to
hope yet) but gathering what they coul d.

"Qur Sisterhood was acting with stupidity,” Miurbella accused. She noted the
ones who took this angrily. "You would have killed the goose!"

They did not understand. She dredged up the parable. They listened w th proper
attention, even when she added: "Don't you realize how desperately we need
every one of these witches? W outnunber themso greatly that each of themw ||
carry an enornmous teachi ng burden!"

They considered this and, bitter though it was, they were forced to a qualified
acceptance because she said it.

Mur bel Il a hamrered it hone. "Not only am| your Geat Honored Matre . . . Does
anyone question that?"

No one questi oned.

“. . . but I am Bene Gesserit Mther Superior. They can do little el se but
confirmme in office."



Two of themstarted to protest but Miurbella cut themshort. "No! You would be

powerl ess to enforce your will on them You would have to kill themall. But
they will obey nme."
The two continued to babble and she shouted them down: "Conpared to ne with

what | acquired fromthem the |lot of you are m serabl e weaklings! Do any of
you chal | enge that ?"

No one chal | enged but orange flecks were there.

"You are children with no know edge of what you m ght becone," she said. "Wuld
you return defenseless to face the ones of nmany faces? Wuld you becone
veget abl es?"

That caught their interest. They were accustonmed to this tone from ol der
conmanders. The content held themnow. It was difficult to accept fromone so
young . . . still . . . the things she had done. And to Logno and her aides!
Mur bel l a saw t hem admire the bait.

Fertilization. This group will carry it away with them Hybrid vigor. W are
fertilized to grow stronger. And flower. And go to seed? Best not dwell on
that. Honored Matres will not see it until they are al nost Reverend Mt hers.
Then they will | ook back angrily as | did. How could we have been that stupid?
She saw submi ssion take shape in councillor's eyes. There would be a honeynoon.
Honored Matres would be children in a candy store. Only gradually would the
inevitable grow plain to them Then they would be trapped.

As | was trapped. Don't ask the oracle what you can gain. That's the trap
Beware the real fortune teller! Wuld you like thirty-five hundred years of
bor edon?

Qdrade Wthin objected.

G ve the Tyrant sonme credit. It couldn't all have been boredom Mre like a
Gui I d Navi gator picking his passage through fol dspace. Golden Path. An
Atreides paid for your survival, Mirbella.

Murbel la felt burdened. The Tyrant's paynent dunped on her shoulders. | didn't
ask himto do it for ne.

Qdrade could not let that pass. He did it nonethel ess.

Sorry, Dar. He paid. Now, | nust pay.

So you are a Reverend Mdther at |ast!

The councillors had grown restive under her stare.

Angel i ka elected to speak for them After all, | amfirst chosen
Watch that one! A blaze of anbition in her eyes.

"What response are you asking us to take with these witches?" Al arned by her
own bol dness. Was not Great Honored Matre also a witch now?



Mur bel | a spoke softly. "You will tolerate them and offer them no viol ence
what soever. "

Angel i ka was enbol dened by Murbella's mild tone. "lIs that Great Honored Matre's
decision or the --"

"Enough! | could bloody the floor of this roomwith the ot of you! Do you
wish to test it?"

They did not wish to test it.

"And what if | say to you that it is Mdther Superior speaking? You will ask do
| have a policy to neet our problen? | wll say: Policy? Ahh, yes. | have a
policy for uninmportant things such as insect infestations. Uninportant things
call for policies. For such of you as do not see the wisdomin ny decision, |
need no policy. Your kind | dispose of quickly. Dead before you know you've
been injured! That is ny response to the presence of filth. |Is there any filth
in this roon"

It was | anguage they recogni zed: the lash of the Great Honored Matre backed by
ability to kill

"You are ny Council," Mirbella said. "l expect wi sdomfromyou. The |east you
can do is pretend you are w se."

Hunor ous synpathy from OGdrade: |If that's the way Honored Matres give and take
orders, it won't require nuch deep analysis by Bell

Murbel l a' s thoughts went el sewhere. | amno |onger Honored Matre.

The step fromone to another was so recent she found her Honored Matre
performance unconfortable. Her adjustments were a netaphor of what woul d happen
to her former Sisters. A newrole and she did not wear it well. Oher Menory
simul ated | ong association with herself as this new person. This was no
nystical transubstantiation, nmerely new abilities.

Merel y?

The change was profound. Did Duncan realize this? It pained her that he m ght
never see through to this new person.

Is that the residue of ny love for hin®

Mur bel | a drew back from her questions, not wanting an answer. She felt repelled
by sonething that went deeper than she cared to burrow.

There will be decisions |I rmust nake that | ove woul d prevent. Decisions for the
Si sterhood and not for nyself. That is where ny fear is pointing.

| mredi ate necessities restored her. She sent her councillors away, proni sing
pain and death if they failed to learn this new restraint.

Next, Reverend Mdthers nust be taught a new di pl omacy: getting along with no
one -- not even with each other. It would grow easier in time. Honored Matres
slipping into Bene Gesserit ways. One day, there would be no Honored Matres;
only Reverend Mdthers with inproved refl exes and augnmented know edge of

sexual ity.



Murbel la felt haunted by words she had heard but not accepted until this nonent.

"The things we will do for Bene Gesserit survival have no limts."

Duncan will see this. | cannot keep it fromhim The Mentat will not hold to a
fixed idea of what | was before the Agony. He opens his mind as | open a door
He will examine his net. "Wat have | caught this tinme?"

Was this what happened to Lady Jessica? Oher Menory carried Jessica threaded
into the warp and woof of Sharings. Mirbella unraveled a bit and paraded el der
know edge.

Heretic Lady Jessica? Ml feasance in office?

Jessica had plunged into | ove as Odrade had plunged into the sea and the
resul tant waves had all but engul fed the Sisterhood.

Mur bel | a sensed this taking her where she did not want to go. Pain clutched her
chest.

Duncan! Ohhhh, Duncan! She dropped her face into her hands. Dar, help ne.
What am | to do?

Never ask why you're a Reverend Mot her
I must! The progression is clear in ny nmenory and

That's a sequence. Thinking of it as cause and effect beguiles you away from
totality.

Tao?

Sinpler: You are here.

But O her Menory goes back and back and

Imagine it's pyramds -- interlocked.

Those are just words!

I's your body still functioning?

| hurt, Dar. You don't have a body any nmore and it's useless to

We occupy different niches. The pains | felt are not your pains. M joys are
not yours.

| don't want your synpathy! GChh, Dar! Wy was | born?

Were you born to | ose Duncan?

Dar, please

So you were born and now you know that's never enough. So you becane an Honored

Matre. What else could you do? Still not enough? Now you're a Reverend
Mot her. You think that's enough? |It's never enough as long as you're alive.



You're telling me | must always reach beyond nysel f.

Pah! You don't make decisions on that basis. Didn't you hear hin? Don't
think; do it! WII you chose the easy way? Wy should you feel sad because
you' ve encountered the inevitable? |If that's all you can see, confine yourself
to i nproving the breed!

Dam you! Wy did you do this to ne?

Do what ?

Make ne see nyself and ny former Sisters this way!

VWhat way?

Dam you! You know what | nean!

Former Sisters, you say?

Ch, you are insidious.

Al'l Reverend Mdthers are insidious.

You never stop teaching!

I's that what | do?

How i nnocent | was! Asking you what you really do.

You know as well as | do. W wait for humankind to mature. The Tyrant only
provided themtime to grow but now they need care.

VWhat's the Tyrant have to do with ny pain?

You foolish wonan! Did you fail the Agony?
You know | didn't!

Stop stunbling over the obvious.

Ch, you bitch!

| prefer witch. Either is preferable to whore.

The only difference between Bene Gesserit and Honored Matre is the marketpl ace.
You married our Sisterhood.

Qur Si st erhood?

You bred for power! Howis that different from.
Don't twist it, Murbella! Keep your eyes on survival
Don't tell me you had no power.

Tenporary authority over people intent on survival.



Survival again

In a Sisterhood that pronotes the survival of others. Like the married woman
who bears children.

So it cones down to procreation

That's a decision you nake for yourself: famly and what binds it. What
tickles life and happi ness?

Mur bel | a began to | augh. She dropped her hands and opened her eyes to find
Bel | onda st andi ng t here wat chi ng.

"That's always a tenptation for a new Reverend Mther," Bellonda said. "Chat a
bit with Gher Menmory. Who was it this tine? Dar?"

Mur bel | a nodded.

"Don't trust anything they give you. |It's lore and you judge it for yourself "

Qdrade' s words exactly. Look through the eyes of the dead at scenes | ong gone.
VWhat a peep show

"You can get lost in there for hours," Bellonda said. "Exercise restraint. Be
sure of your ground. One hand for yourself and one for the ship."

There it was again! The past applied to the present. How rich O her Menory
made everyday life.

"I't'"ll pass," Bellonda said. "It gets to be old hat after a tinme." She laid a
report in front of Mirbella.

A d hat! One hand for yourself and one for the ship. So rmuch just in idions.

Mur bel | a | eaned back in the slingchair to scan Bellonda's report, fancying
hersel f suddenly in Odrade's idiom Spider Queen in the center of ny web. The
web might be a bit frayed just now but it was still there catching things to be
digested. Twitch a trigger strand and Bell cane running, mandibles flexing in
anticipation. The twitch-words were "Archives" and "Anal ysis."

Seeing Bellonda in this light, Miurbella saw the wisdomin the ways Odrade had
enpl oyed her, flaws as valuable as the strengths. Wen Mirbella finished the
report, Bellonda still stood there in characteristic attitude.

Mur bel | a recogni zed that Bellonda | ooked on all who summoned her as ones who had
not measured up, people who called on Archives for frivolous reasons and had to
be set straight. Frivolity: Bellonda's bete noire. Mirbella found this

anmusi ng.

Mur bel | a kept anusenent masked whil e enjoying Bellonda. The way to deal with
her was to be scrupulous. Nothing to subtract fromstrengths. This report was
a nodel of concise and pertinent argument. She made her points with few
enbel i shnents, just enough to reveal her own concl usions.

"Does it amuse you to sumon ne?" Bel |l onda asked.



She's sharper than she was! Did | sumon her? Not in so many words but she
knows when she's needed. She says here our Sisters nust be nodel s of neekness.
Mot her Superior may be anything she needs to be but not so the rest of the

Si st er hood.

Mur bel | a touched the report. "A starting point."
"Then we shoul d start before your friends find the comeye center." Bellonda
sank into her chairdog with faniliar confidence. "Tamls gone but | could send

for Sheeana."
"Where is she?"

"At the ship. Studying a collection of worns in the Great Hold, says any of us
can be taught to control them"

"Valuable if true. Leave her. What of Scytal e?"

"Still in the ship. Your friends haven't found himyet. W're keeping him
under waps."

"Let's continue that. He's a good reserve bargaining chip. And they're not ny
friends, Bell. How are the Rabbi and his party?"

"Confortable but worried. They know Honored Matres are here."

"Keep them under wraps."

"I't's uncanny. A different voice but | hear Dar."

"An echo in your head."

Bel | onda actual | y | aughed.

"Now here's what you nust spread anpong the Sisters. W act with extrene

del i cacy while showi ng ourselves as people to admre and enmul ate. ' You Honored
Matres may not choose to live as we |ive but you can |learn our strengths.' "

" Ahhhhhh. "
"I't comes down to ownership. Honored Matres are owned by things. ‘I want that
pl ace, that bauble, that person.' Take what you want. Use it until you tire of

it."
"While we go along our path admring what we see."

"And there's our flaw. W don't give ourselves easily. Fear of |ove and

affection! To be self-possessed has its own greed. 'See what | have? You
can't have it unless you follow nmy ways!' Never take that attitude with Honored
Matres."

"Are you telling ne we have to | ove thenf"

"How el se can we nake them admire us? That was Jessica's victory. Wen she
gave, she gave it all. So nmuch bottled up by our ways and then that
overwhel mi ng wash: everything given. It's irresistible."



"W don't conpronise that easily."

"No nore do Honored Matres."

"That's the way of their bureaucratic origins!"

"Yet, theirs is a training ground for followi ng the path of |east resistance."
"You're confusing me, Da . . . Mirbella.”

"Have | said we should conprom se? Conproni se weakens us, and we know there are
probl ens conprom se cannot sol ve, decisions we nust nake no natter how bitter."

"Pretend to | ove then?"
"That's a begi nning."
“I't'll be a bloody union, this joining of Bene Gesserit and Honored Matre."

"I suggest we Share as widely as possible. W may |ose people while Honored
Matres are | earning."

"A marriage nade on the battlefield."

Mur bel | a stood, thinking of Duncan in the no-ship, remenbering the ship as she
had seen it last. There it was finally, not hidden to any sense. A lunp of
strange machi nery, oddly grotesque. A wild congloneration of protrusions and
juttings with no apparent purpose. Hard to imagine the thing lifting on its own
power, enormous as that was, and vanishing into space.

Vani shing into space!

She saw the shape of Duncan's nental nosaic.

A piece that cannot be nmoved! Get in tune . . . Don't think; do it

Wth an abruptness that chilled her, she knew his deci sion.

VWhen you think to take determnation of your fate into your own hands, that is
t he nonent you can be crushed. Be cautious. Allow for surprises. Wen we
create, there are always other forces at work

-Darwi drade

"Move with extrene care," Sheeana had warned him

| daho did not think he needed warning but appreciated it nonethel ess.



Presence of Honored Matres on Chapterhouse eased his task. They nade the ship's
Proctors and other guards nervous. Mirbella's orders kept her former Sisters
out of the ship but everyone knew the eneny was here. Scanner relays showed a
seem ngly endl ess stream of |ighters disgorging Honored Matres on the Flat.

Most of the new arrivals appeared curious about that nonstrous no-ship sitting
there but no one di sobeyed Great Honored Matre

"Not while she's alive," Idaho nmuttered where Proctors could hear him "They
have a tradition of assassinating their |eaders to replace them How |ong can
Mur bel I a hol d out ?"

Coneyes did his work for him He knew his nuttering would spread through the
shi p.

Sheeana canme to himin his workroom shortly afterward and nade a show of
di sapproval. "Wat are you trying to do, Duncan? You're upsetting people.”

"Go back to your worns!"
"Duncan!"

“"Murbella's playing a dangerous ganme! She's all that stands between us and
di saster."

He al ready had voiced this worry to Murbella. It was not new to the watchers
but rei nforcenent nade everyone who heard himedgy -- comeye nonitors in
Archives, ship guards, everyone.

Except Honored Matres. Muirbella was keeping them out of Bellonda's Archives.

"Time for that later," she said.

Sheeana had her cue. "Duncan, either stop feeding our worries or tell us what
we should do. You're a Mentat. Function for us."

Ahhh, the Great Mentat perforns for all to see.
"What you should do is obvious but it's not up to nme. | can't |eave Murbella."
But | can be taken away.

Now it was up to Sheeana. She left himand went to spread her own brand of
change.

"W have the Scattering for our exanple."

By evening, she had the Reverend Mthers in the ship neutralized and gave hima
hand- si gnal that they could take the next step

"They will follow ny |ead."
Wthout intending it, the Mssionaria had set the stage for Sheeana's

ascendancy. Most Sisters knew the power latent in her. Dangerous. But it was
there.



Unused power was like a marionette with visible strings, nobody holding them A
conpelling attraction: | could nmake it dance.

Feedi ng the deception, he called Mirbella.

"When will | see you?"
"Duncan, please." Even in projection, she |ooked harried. "I'mbusy. You know
the pressures. [|'Il be out in a few days."

Proj ecti on showed Honored Matres in the background scowing at this odd behavi or
in their leader. Any Reverend Mdther could read their faces.

"Has Great Honored Matre gone soft? That's nothing but a man out there!"

When he broke off; I|daho enphasized what every nonitor on the ship had seen
"She's in danger! Doesn't she know it?"

And now, Sheeana, it's up to you.
Sheeana had the key to reinstate the ship's flight controls. The mnes were
gone. No one could destroy the ship at the last instant with a signal to hidden

expl osives. There was only the human cargo to consider, Teg especially.

Teg will see nmy choices. The others -- the Rabbi's party and Scytale -- wll
have to take their chances with us.

The Futars in their security cells did not worry him Interesting animls but
not significant at the noment. For that matter, he gave only a passing thought
to Scytale. The little Tleilaxu renmained under the eyes of guards, who were not
relaxing their watch on himno nmatter their other worries.

He went to bed with a nervousness that had ready explanation for any watchdog in
Ar chi ves.

His precious Miurbella is in peril.
And she was in peril but he could not protect her
My very presence is a danger to her now.

He was up at dawn, back to the arnory disnmantling a weapons factory. Sheeana
found himthere and asked himto join her in the guard section.

A handful of Proctors greeted them The |eader they had chosen did not surprise
him Garim. He had heard about her perfornmance at the Convocation

Suspicious. Wrried. Ready to make her own ganble. She was a sober-faced
wonan. Sone said she sel dom sml ed.

"W have diverted the coneyes in this room" Garim said. "They show us having
a snack and questioning you about weapons."

Idaho felt a knot in his stomach. Bell's people would spot a simulation
qui ckly. Especially a projected nock-up of hinself.

Garim responded to his frown. "W have allies in Archives."



Sheeana said: "W are here to ask if you wish to | eave before we escape in this
ship."

Hi s surprise was genui ne.

Stay behi nd?

He had not considered it. Mirbella was no longer his. The bond had been broken
in her. She did not accept it. Not yet. But she would the first time she was

asked to nmake a decision putting himin danger for Bene Gesserit purposes. Now,
she nerely stayed away from himnore than was necessary.

"You're going to Scatter?" he asked, |ooking at Garim.

"W'l|l save what we can. Voting with our feet, it was called once. Mirbella is
subverting the Bene Gesserit."

There was the unspoken argunent he had trusted to win them D sagreenent over
Qdr ade' s ganbl e.

| daho took a deep breath. "I will go with you."
"No regrets!" Garim warned.
"That's stupid!" he said, venting his repressed grief.

Garim woul d not have been surprised by that response froma Sister. |daho
shocked her and she was several seconds recovering. Honesty conpelled her

"OfF course it's stupid. I'msorry. You're sure you won't stay? W owe you the
chance to nmake your own decision."

Bene Gesserit fastidi ousness with those who served them | oyally!
“I'"ll join you."

The grief they saw on his face was not sinulated. He wore it openly when he
returned to his console.

My assi gned position.

He did not try to hide his actions when he coded for the ship's IDcircuits.
Allies in Archives.

The circuits cane flashing up on his projections -- colored ribbons with a
broken link into flight systens. The way around that breakage was visible after
only a few nmoments' study. Mentat observations had been prepared for it.

Mul tiples through the core!

| daho sat back and waited.

Lift-off was a skull-rattling nmoment of bl ankness that stopped abruptly when

they were far enough clear of the surface to engage nullfields and enter
f ol dspace.



| daho watched his projection. There they were: the old couple in their garden
setting! He saw the net shimering in front of them the man gesturing at it,
smling in round-faced satisfaction. They noved in a transparent overlay that
reveal ed ship circuits behind them The net grew |l arger -- not lines but

ri bbons thicker than the projected circuits.

The man's |ips shaped words but there was no sound. "W expected you."

| daho' s hands went to his console, fingers splayed in the confield to grasp
required elenments of the circuit control. No tinme for niceties. &Goss

di sruption. He was into the core within a second. Fromthere, it was a sinple
matter to dunp entire segnents. Navigation went first. He saw the net begin to

thin, the look of surprise on the man's face. Nullfields were next. Idaho felt
the ship lurching in foldspace. The net tipped, becom ng elongated with the two
wat chers foreshortened and thinned. 1daho wi ped out star-nenory circuits,

taking his own data with them

Net and wat chers vani shed.

How did I know they woul d be there?

He had no answer except a certainty rooted in the repeated visions.

Sheeana did not | ook up when he found her at the tenporary flight-control board
in the guard quarters. She was bent over the board, staring at it in

consternation. The projection above her showed they had energed from fol dspace.
| daho recogni zed none of the visible star patterns but he had expected that.

Sheeana swi vel ed and | ooked at Garim standing over her. "W've lost all data
st orage!"

| daho tapped his tenple with a forefinger. "No we haven't."

"But it'll take years to recover even the essentials!" Sheeana protested. "What
happened?"

"We're an unidentifiable ship in an unidentifiable universe," |daho said.

"Isn't that what we wanted?"

There's no secret to balance. You just have to feel the waves.

-Darwi drade

Murbel la felt that an age had passed since she recogni zed Duncan's deci sion.

Vani sh into space! Leave ne!



The unvarying tinme sense of the Agony told her only seconds had el apsed since
awar eness of his intentions but she felt she had known this fromthe first.

He must be stopped!

She was reaching for her conmboard when Central began to shudder. The quaking
continued for an intermnable time and subsided sl owy.

Bel | onda was on her feet. "Wat . . ."

"The no-ship at the Flat has just lifted," Mirbella said.
Bel | onda reached for the conmboard but Mirbella stopped her
"It's gone."

She nust not see ny pain

"But who . . ." Bellonda fell silent. She had her own assessnents of
consequences and saw then what Muirbella saw.

Mur bel | a sighed. She had all of the curses of history at her disposal and
want ed none of them

"At lunchtime, | will eat in my private dining room wth councillors and
want you present,"” Mirbella said. "Tell Duana oyster stew again."
Bel |l onda started to protest but all that came out was: "Again?" "You wll
recall | ate alone downstairs last night?" Mirbella resuned her seat.

Mot her Superior has duties!

There were maps to change and rivers to foll ow and Honored Matres to
donesti cate.

Sone waves throw you, Murbella. But you get back up and go on with it. Seven
ti mes down, eight tinmes up. You can bal ance on strange surfaces.

| know, Dar. WIIling participation in your dream
Bel | onda stared at her until Mirbella said, "I nade ny councillors sit at a
di stance fromne at dinner last night. It was strange -- only the two tables in

t he whol e dining room™

Wiy do | continue this inane chatter? What excuses do | have for ny
ext raordi nary behavi or?

"W wondered why none of us were pernitted in our own dining room" Bellonda
sai d.

"To save your lives! But you should have seen their interest. | read their
lips. Angelika said: 'She's eating sone kind of stew. | heard her discussing
it with the chef. 1Isn't this a marvelous world we've acquired? W mnust sanple

that stew she ordered.'

"Sanpl es," Bellonda said. " | see." Then: "You know, don't you, Sheeana took
the Van Gogh painting from. . . your sleeping chanber?"



Wiy does that hurt?
"I noticed it was m ssing."
"Said she was borrowing it for her roomin the ship."

Murbella's |ips went thin.

Dam them Duncan and Sheeana! Teg, Scytale . . . all of them gone and no way
to follow But we still have axlotl tanks and |daho cells fromour children
Not the sane . . . but close. He thinks he's escaped!

"Are you all right, Murbella?" Concern in Bell's voice.
You warned ne about wild things, Dar, and | didn't |isten.

"After we've eaten, | will take my councillors on an inspection tour of Central
Tell my acolyte I'Il want cider before retiring.”

Bel |l onda left, nuttering. That was nore |ike her

How do you gui de me now, Dar?

You want gui dance? A guided tour of your life? |Is that why | died?

But they took the Van Gogh, too!

Is that what you'll miss?

Wiy did they take it, Dar?

Caustic laughter greeted this and Miurbella was gl ad no one el se heard.

Can't you see what she intends?

The M ssionaria schene!

Oh, nore than that. It's the next phase: Mad Dib to Tyrant to Honored Matres
to us to Sheeana . . . to what? Can't you see it? The thing is right there at
the Iip of your thoughts. Accept it as you would swallow a bitter drink.

Mur bel | a shudder ed.

See it? The bitter nedicine of a Sheeana future? W once thought all mnedicines
had to be bitter or they were not effective. No healing power in the sweet.

Must it happen, Dar?

Sonme will choke on that nmedicine. But the survivors may create interesting
patterns.



Pai red opposites define your |ongings and those |ongings inprison you.

- The Zensunni Wi p

"You deliberately |l et them get away, Daniel!"

The ol d wonman rubbed her hands down the stained front of her garden apron. It
was a sunmer norning around her, flowers blooning, birds calling from nearby
trees. There was a misty look to the sky, a yellow radi ance near the horizon

"Now, Marty, it was not deliberate," Daniel said. He took off his porkpie hat
and rubbed the bushy stubble of gray hair before replacing the hat. "He
surprised me. | knew he saw us but | didn't suspect he saw the net."

"And | had such a nice planet picked out for them" Marty said. "One of the
best. A real test of their abilities."

“"No use npaning about it," Daniel said. "They' re where we can't touch them now
He was spread so thin, though, | expected to catch him easy."

"They had a Tleilaxu Master, too," Marty said. "I saw hi mwhen they went under
the net. | would have so liked to study another Master."

"Don't see why. Always whistling at us, always making it necessary to stonp
themdown. | don't like treating Masters that way and you know it! If it
weren't for them. "

"They're not gods, Daniel."

"Neither are we."

"I still think you let them escape. You're so anxious to prune your roses!"

"What woul d you have said to the Master, anyway?" Daniel asked.

"I was going to joke when he asked who we were. They always ask that. | was
going to say: 'Wat did you expect, God H nself with a flowi ng beard?" "

Dani el chuckl ed. "That woul d've been funny. They have such a hard tine
accepting that Face Dancers can be independent of them"

"I don't see why. |It's a natural consequence. They gave us the power to absorb
the nenories and experiences of other people. Gather enough of those and . "

"I't's personas we take, Marty."

"What ever. The Masters shoul d've known we woul d gat her enough of them one day
to make our own decisions about our own future."

"And theirs?"



"Ch, 1'd have apol ogized to himafter putting himin his place. You can do just
so nmuch managi ng of others, isn't that right, Daniel?"

"When you get that |ook on your face, Marty, | go prune ny roses." He went back
to a line of bushes with verdant | eaves and bl ack bl oons as |arge as his head.

Marty called after him "Gather up enough people and you get a big ball of
know edge, Daniel! That's what |1'd have told him And those Bene Gesserit in
that ship! 1'd have told them how many of them | have. Ever notice how

al i enated they feel when we peek at thenf"

Dani el bent to his black roses.

She stared after him hands on her hips.

"Not to nention Mentats," he said. "There were two of themon that ship-both
gholas. You want to play with thenf"

"The Masters always try to control them too," she said.

"That Master is going to have trouble if he tries to nmess with that big one,"
Dani el said, snipping off a ground shoot fromthe root stock of his roses. "M,
this is a pretty one."

"Mentats, too!" Marty called. "1'd have told them Dine a dozen, they are.”

"Dimes? | don't think they'd have understood that, Marty. The Reverend
Mot hers, yes, but not that big Mentat. He didn't thin out that far back."

"You know what you |let get away, Daniel?" she demanded, com ng up beside him
"That Master had a nullentropy tube in his chest. Full of ghola cells, too!"

"I sawit."
"That's why you let them get away!"

"Didn't let them" His pruning shears went snick-snick. "Gholas. He's welcone
to them"

++++++++++

Here is another book dedicated to Bev, friend, w fe, dependable hel per and the
person who gave this one its title. The dedication is posthunous and the words
below, witten the norning after she died, should tell you something of her

i nspiration.



One of the best things | can say about Bev is there was nothing in our life
together | need forget, not even the graceful nonent of her death. She gave ne
then the ultimate gift of her l|ove, a peaceful passing she had spoken of without
fear or tears, allaying thereby ny owmn fears. What greater gift is there than
to denonstrate you need not fear death?

The formal obituary would read: Beverly Ann Stuart Forbes Herbert, born Cctober
20, 1926, Seattle, Washington; died 5:05 P.M February 7, 1984, at Kawal oa,

Maui. | know that is as much formality as she would tolerate. She nade ne
prom se there would be no conventional funeral "with a preacher's sernmon and ny
body on display.” As she said: "I will not be in that body then but it

deserves nore dignity than such a display provides."

She insisted | go no further than to have her cremated and scatter her ashes at
her bel oved Kawal oa "where | have felt so much peace and love." The only
cerenony -- friends and | oved ones to watch the scattering of her ashes during
the singing of "A Bridge Over Troubled Waters."

She knew there would be tears then as there are tears while | wite these words
but in her |ast days she often spoke of tears as futile. She recognized tears
as part of our animal origins. The dog hows at the loss of its master.

Anot her part of human awareness domi nated her life: Spirit. Not in any mawki sh
religious sense nor in anything nost Spiritualists would associate with the
word. To Bev, it was the |light shining fromawareness onto everything she
encountered. Because of this, | can say despite ny grief and even within grief
that joy fills my spirit because of the |ove she gave and continues to give ne.
Not hing in the sadness at her death is too high a price to pay for the | ove we
shar ed.

Her choice of a song to sing at the scattering of her ashes went to what we
often said to each other -- that she was ny bridge and | was hers. That
epitom zes our married life.

We began that sharing with a cerenony before a mnister in Seattle on June 20,
1946. Qur honeynpon was spent on a firewatch | ookout atop Kelley Butte in
Snoqual ni e National Forest. Qur quarters were twelve feet square with a cupol a
above only six feet square and nmost of that filled by the firefinder with which
we | ocated any snoke we saw.

In cranped quarters with a spring-powered Victrola and two portable typewiters
taki ng up consi derabl e space on the one table, we pretty well set the pattern of
our life together: work to support nmusic, witing and the other joys living
provi des.

None of this is to say we experienced constant euphoria. Far fromit. W had
nonents of boredom fears, and pains. But there was always tine for |aughter
Even at the end, Bev still could snmle to tell nme | had positioned her correctly
on her pillows, that | had eased the aching of her back with a gentle massage
and the other things necessary because she could no | onger do them for herself.

In her final days, she did not want anyone but ne to touch her. But our narried
life had created such a bond of |ove and trust she often said the things | did
for her were as though she did them Though |I had to provide the nost intimate
care, the care you would give an infant, she did not feel offended nor that her
dignity had been assaulted. Wen | picked her up in nmy arms to nake her nore



confortabl e or bathe her, Bev's arns al ways went around ny shoul ders and her
face nestled as it often had in the hollow of ny neck.

It is difficult to convey the joy of those nmonents but | assure you it was
there. Joy of the spirit. Joy of life even at death. Her hand was in mne
when she died and the attending doctor, tears in his eyes, said the thing I and
many others had said of her.

"She had grace."

Many of those who saw that grace did not understand. | renmenber when we entered
the hospital in the pre-dawn hours for the birth of our first son. W were
| aughi ng. Attendants |ooked at us with disapproval. Birth is painful and

dangerous. Wonen die giving birth. Wy are these peopl e |aughing?

We were | aughing because the prospect of newlife that was part of both of us
filled us with such happiness. W were | aughing because the birth was about to
occur in a hospital built on the site of the hospital where Bev was born. What
a marvel ous continuity!

Qur | aughter was infectious and soon others we net on the way to the delivery
roomwere smling. Disapproval becane approval. Laughter was her grace note in
monent s of stress.

Hers was al so the |aughter of the constantly new. Everything she encountered
had sonething newin it to excite her senses. There was a naivete about Bev
that was, inits ow way, a formof sophistication. She wanted to find what was
good in everything and everyone. As a result, she brought out that response in
ot hers.

"Revenge is for children," she said. "Only people who are basically immture
want it."

She was known to call people who had of fended her and plead with themto put
away destructive feelings. "Let us be friends." The source of none of the
condol ences that poured in after her death surprised ne.

It was typical of her that she wanted me to call the radiol ogi st whose treatnent
in 1974 was the proxi mate cause of her death and thank him"for giving nme these
ten beautiful years. Make sure he understands | know he did his best for ne
when | was dying of cancer. He took the state of the art to its linmts and

want himto know nmy appreciation."

Is it any wonder that | | ook back on our years together with a happi ness
transcendi ng anything words can describe? Is it any wonder | do not want or
need to forget one nonent of it? Mdst others nerely touched her life at the
peri phery. | shared it in the nbst intinmte ways and everything she did
strengthened me. It would not have been possible for me to do what necessity
demanded of ne during the final ten years of her life, strengthening her in
return, had she not given of herself in the preceding years, hol ding back
nothing. | consider that to be nmy great good fortune and nost mracul ous
privil ege.

FRANK HERBERT,
Port Townsend, WA
April 6, 1984



