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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      





PROLOGUE


In the name of our Bene Gesserit Order and its unbroken Sisterhood, this account has been judged reliable and worthy of entry into the Chronicles of the Chapter House.


This well-recognized prescript has been tossed into limbo by the words and actions of the Bashar Miles Teg, the last person in the universe we might have suspected capable of such a revelation.


What opened Teg’s eyes? He says it was his encounter with a captive soldier from the Scattering, taken on Gammu and subjected to heavy interrogation. The man called upon the Great God Dur (Archives ref: “Guldur”, another name for the Tyrant) to fill his captors’ pockets with jewels if they would restore him to the Honoured Matres.


Teg, mindful of the Missionaria Protectiva’s workings, wondered aloud if this prayer had ever been answered. Teg thought that this question would bring a call by the captive for Dur’s wrath to fall upon his enemies.


Instead, the captive was amused. He appeared to think about it for a moment and then said that no one in his acquaintance had ever been answered with jewels.


“Would you want such a divine response?” Teg asked, probing for the man’s real beliefs.


“It would frighten me,” the captive said. “Too many would ask for their share.”


Teg’s account relates that he immediately saw through to this man’s granular universe, becoming fully aware of how that construct was perfectly submissive to the choices of the believer. It was a matter of faith. The universe was that way because the believer chose to view it that way.


“I saw immediately that it was the same for me and for everyone I had ever met,” Teg tells us, adding that he recognized in that instant the true nature of the Mother Superior Taraza’s design for the ghola and for Rakis.


Teg’s revelation focused his attention on fixed accounts of historical events. He was reminded of our teaching that exotic ideas embedded in particular languages require those languages for expression. Translation always falters without the original mode of expression. The fixed accounts, he said, mostly divert attention from the secret influences around the recorded events. He calls this “stage-managed history”.


We have often remarked how easily the major historians can be lured into furthering the aims of those who would divert attention. I remind you of how the Tyrant killed the historians who angered him for this very reason.


The ease with which historians can be captivated is explained in part by the fact that bloody events exert a magnetic attraction on humankind. Historians are no exception. They cater to that ancient human desire you see manifested in the mobs gawking at executions or people stopping to stare at the scene of an accident.


Historians have the added incentive that catering to this bloody attraction often produces wealth and power. It is popular. Digging deeply into obscure events and the secret machinations of unknown people is not only more difficult, it is observably dangerous to careers if not to lives. Such activity seldom produces historical works which attract popular approval. Even when such revelatory works do appear, they have a way of vanishing, along with their authors. This is but an extension of what our Order calls “the constant conflict”. The stakes in conflicts do not change. Battle determines who will control the wealth or its equivalent.


Teg reminds us of what we already knew but did not apply fully to ourselves. We of the Sisterhood are miners digging ever deeper into veins of human complexity. We know very well that appearance, stature, bodily shape and colour—none of these things necessarily signals human worth or human intelligence.


No person or society is ever a pinnacle. Evolution does not end short of death for an entire species. The fixed pattern of the seasons has been imposed on countless planets but few have dared a perpetual springtime, or even a perpetual summer. Lack of change creates boredom. Those who are bored become unruly.


Did the Tyrant not warn us?


“I am anthropology,” he said. “Study me and you will see why no argument justifies any belief in the natural superiority of your own kind. Individuals may be superior. Some societies may demonstrate superiority. But all is transient.”


Do not tell me you understand this! If you dare say that I will throw the Zensunni Warning into your faces!


“Assumptions built on ideas of ‘understanding’ assail us from all sides. Such assumptions place a faith in words stronger than that promoted by the organized religions. It is a faith seldom questioned. The very act of saying that things exist which cannot be described shakes a universe where words and the systems for sharing and transmitting them are the ultimate god.”


Systems, my sisters! There is the heart of Teg’s revelation. Rank and social position may be at the core of all social evolution but systematic remains a dangerous word. Systems, following the unconscious patterns of their human creators, always take over. It is our systems which have brought us to our present sorry state! But we still have that deathless choice: degenerate or overcome our adversities!


—Mother Superior Darwi Odrade, Argument in Council






Most discipline is hidden discipline, designed not to liberate but to limit. Do not ask Why? Be cautious with How? Why? leads inexorably to paradox. How? traps you in a universe of cause and effect. Both deny the infinite.





—The Apocrypha of Arrakis


“Taraza told you, did she not, that we have gone through eleven of these Duncan Idaho gholas? This one is the twelfth.”


The old Reverend Mother Schwangyu spoke with deliberate bitterness as she looked down from the third-storey parapet at the lone child playing on the enclosed lawn. The planet Gammu’s bright midday sunlight bounced off the white courtyard walls filling the area beneath them with brilliance as though a spotlight had been directed on to the young ghola.


Gone through! the Reverend Mother Lucilla thought. She allowed herself a short nod, thinking how coldly impersonal were Schwangyu’s manner and choice of words. We have used up our supply; send us more!


The child on the lawn appeared to be about twelve standard years of age, but appearance could be deceptive with a ghola not yet awakened to his original memories. The child took that moment to look up at the watchers above him. He was a sturdy figure with a direct gaze which focused intently from beneath a black cap of karakul hair. The yellow sunlight of early spring cast a small shadow at his feet. His skin was darkly tanned but a slight movement of his body shifted his blue singlesuit revealing pale skin at the left shoulder.


“Not only are these gholas costly but they are supremely dangerous to us,” Schwangyu said. Her voice came out flat and emotionless, all the more powerful because of that. It was the voice of a Reverend Mother Instructor speaking down to an acolyte and it emphasized for Lucilla that Schwangyu was one of those who protested openly against the ghola project.


Taraza had warned: “She will try to win you over.”


“Eleven failures are enough,” Schwangyu said.


Lucilla glanced at Schwangyu’s wrinkled features, thinking suddenly: Someday I may be old and wizened, too. And perhaps I will be a power in the Bene Gesserit as well.


Schwangyu was a small woman with many age marks earned in the Sisterhood’s affairs. Lucilla knew from her own assignment-studies that Schwangyu’s conventional black robe concealed a skinny figure which few other than her acolyte dressers and the males bred to her had ever seen. Schwangyu’s mouth was wide, the lower lip constricted by the age lines which fanned into a jutting chin. Her manner tended to a curt abruptness which the uninitiated often interpreted as anger. The commander of the Gammu Keep was one who kept herself to herself more than most Reverend Mothers.


Once more, Lucilla wished she knew the entire scope of the ghola project. Taraza had drawn the dividing line clearly enough, though: “Schwangyu is not to be trusted where the safety of the ghola is concerned.”


“We think the Tleilaxu themselves killed most of the previous eleven,” Schwangyu said. “That in itself should tell us something.”


Matching Schwangyu’s manner, Lucilla adopted a quiet attitude of almost emotionless waiting. Her manner said: “I may be much younger than you, Schwangyu, but I, too, am a full Reverend Mother.” She could feel Schwangyu’s gaze.


Schwangyu had seen the holos of this Lucilla but the woman in the flesh was more disconcerting. An Imprinter of the best training, no doubt of it. Blue-in-blue eyes uncorrected by any lens gave Lucilla a piercing expression which went with her long oval face. With the hood of her black aba robe thrown back as it was now, brown hair was revealed, drawn into a tight barrette and then cascading down her back. Not even the stiffest robe could completely hide Lucilla’s ample breasts. She was from a genetic line famous for its motherly nature and she already had borne three children for the Sisterhood, two by the same sire. Yes—a brown-haired charmer with full breasts and a motherly disposition.


“You say very little,” Schwangyu said. “This tells me that Taraza has warned you against me.”


“Do you have reason to believe assassins will try to kill this twelfth ghola?” Lucilla asked.


“They already have tried.”


Strange how the word “heresy” came to mind when thinking of Schwangyu, Lucilla thought. Could there by heresy among the Reverend Mothers? The religious overtones of the word seemed out of place in a Bene Gesserit context. How could there be heretical movements among people who held a profoundly manipulative attitude toward all things religious?


Lucilla shifted her attention down to the ghola who took this moment to perform a series of cartwheels which brought him around full circle until he once more stood looking up at the two observers on the parapet.


“How prettily he performs!” Schwangyu sneered. The old voice did not completely mask an underlying violence.


Lucilla glanced at Schwangyu. Heresy. Dissidence was not the proper word. Opposition did not cover what could be sensed in the older woman. This was something which could shatter the Bene Gesserit. Revolt against Taraza, against the Reverend Mother Superior? Unthinkable! Mother Superiors were cast in the mould of monarch. Once Taraza had accepted counsel and advice and then made her decision, the sisters were committed to obedience.


“This is no time to be creating new problems!” Schwangyu said.


Her meaning was clear. People from the Scattering were coming back and the intent of some among those Lost Ones threatened the Sisterhood. Honoured Matres! How like “Reverend Mothers” the words sounded.


Lucilla ventured an exploratory sally: “So you think we should be concentrating on the problem of those Honoured Matres from the Scattering?”


“Concentrating? Hah! They do not have our powers. They do not show good sense. And they do not have mastery of melange! That is what they want from us, our spice knowledge.”


“Perhaps,” Lucilla agreed. She was not willing to concede this on the scanty evidence.


“Mother Superior Taraza has taken leave of her senses to dally with this ghola thing now,” Schwangyu said.


Lucilla remained silent. The ghola project definitely had touched an old nerve among the Sisters. The possibility, even remote, that they might arouse another Kwisatz Haderach sent shudders of angry fear through the ranks. To meddle with the worm-bound remnants of the Tyrant! That was dangerous in the extreme.


“We should never take that ghola to Rakis,” Schwangyu muttered. “Let sleeping worms lie.”


Lucilla gave her attention once more to the ghola-child. He had turned his back on the high parapet with its two Reverend Mothers but something about his posture said he knew they discussed him and he awaited their response.


“You doubtless realize that you have been called in while he is yet too young,” Schwangyu said.


“I have never heard of the deep imprinting on one that young,” Lucilla agreed. She allowed something softly self-mocking in her tone, a thing she knew Schwangyu would hear and misinterpret. How you managed procreation and all of its attendant necessities, that was the Bene Gesserit ultimate speciality. Use love but avoid it, Schwangyu would be thinking now. The Sisterhood’s analysts knew the roots of love. They had examined this quite early in their development but had never dared breed it out of those they influenced. Tolerate love but guard against it, that was the rule. Know that it lay deep within the human genetic makeup, a safety net to ensure continuation of the species. You used it where necessary, imprinting selected individuals (sometimes upon each other) for the Sisterhood’s purposes, knowing then that such individuals would be linked by powerful bonding lines not readily available to the common awareness. Others might observe such linkages and plot the consequences but the linked ones would dance to unconscious music.


“I was not suggesting that it’s a mistake to imprint him,” Schwangyu said, misreading Lucilla’s silence.


“We do what we are ordered to do,” Lucilla chided. Let Schwangyu make of that what she would.


“Then you do not object to taking the ghola to Rakis,” Schwangyu said. “I wonder if you would continue such unquestioning obedience if you knew the full story?”


Lucilla inhaled a deep breath. Was the entire design for the Duncan Idaho gholas to be shared with her now?


“There is a female child named Sheeana Brugh on Rakis,” Schwangyu said. “She can control the giant worms.”


Lucilla concealed her alertness. Giant worms. Not Shai-hulud. Not Shaitan. Giant worms. The sandrider predicted by the Tyrant had appeared at last!


“I do not make idle chatter,” Schwangyu said when Lucilla continued silent.


Indeed not, Lucilla thought. And you call a thing by its descriptive label, not by the name of its mystical import. Giant worms. And you’re really thinking about the Tyrant, Leto II, whose endless dream is carried as a pearl of awareness in each of those worms. Or so we are led to believe.


Schwangyu nodded toward the child on the lawn below them. “Do you think their ghola will be able to influence the girl who controls the worms?”


We’re peeling away the skin at last, Lucilla thought. She said: “I have no need for the answer to such a question.”


“You are a cautious one,” Schwangyu said.


Lucilla arched her back and stretched. Cautious? Yes, indeed! Taraza had warned her: “Where Schwangyu is concerned, you must act with extreme caution but with speed. We have a very narrow window of time within which we can succeed.”


Succeed at what? Lucilla wondered. She glanced sideways at Schwangyu. “I don’t see how the Tleilaxu could succeed in killing eleven of these gholas. How could they get through our defences?”


“We have the Bashar now,” Schwangyu said. “Perhaps he can prevent disaster.” Her tone said she did not believe this.


Mother Superior Taraza had said: “You are the Imprinter, Lucilla. When you get to Gammu you will recognize some of the pattern. But your task requires no need for the full design.”


“Think of the cost!” Schwangyu said, glaring down at the ghola who now squatted, pulling at tufts of grass.


Cost had nothing to do with it, Lucilla knew. The open admission of failure was much more important. The Sisterhood could not reveal its fallibility. But the fact that an Imprinter had been summoned early—that was vital. Taraza had known the Imprinter would see this and recognize part of the pattern.


Schwangyu gestured with one bony hand at the child who had returned to his solitary play, running and tumbling on the grass.


“Politics,” Schwangyu said.


No doubt Sisterhood politics lay at the core of Schwangyu’s heresy, Lucilla thought. The delicacy of the internal argument could be deduced from the fact that Schwangyu had been put in charge of the Keep here on Gammu. Those who opposed Taraza refused to sit on the sidelines.


Schwangyu turned and looked squarely at Lucilla. Enough had been said. Enough had been heard and screened through minds trained in Bene Gesserit awareness. The Chapter House had chosen this Lucilla with great care.


Lucilla felt the older woman’s careful examination but refused to let this touch that innermost sense of purpose upon which every Reverend Mother could rely in times of stress. Here. Let her look fully upon me. Lucilla turned and set her mouth in a soft smile, passing her gaze across the rooftop opposite them.


A uniformed man armed with a heavy-duty lasgun appeared there, looked once at the two Reverend Mothers and then focused on the child below them.


“Who is that?” Lucilla asked.


“Patrin, the Bashar’s most trusted aide. Says he’s only the Bashar’s batman but you’d have to be blind and a fool to believe that.”


Lucilla examined the man across from them with care. So that was Patrin. A native of Gammu, Taraza had said. Chosen for this task by the Bashar himself. Thin and blond, much too old now to be soldiering but then the Bashar had been called back from retirement and had insisted Patrin must share this duty.


Schwangyu noted the way Lucilla shifted her attention from Patrin to the ghola with real concern. Yes, if the Bashar had been called back to guard this Keep, then the ghola was in extreme peril.


Lucilla started in sudden surprise. “Why … he’s …”


“Miles Teg’s orders,” Schwangyu said, naming the Bashar. “All of the ghola’s play is training play. Muscles are to be prepared for the day when he is restored to his original self.”


“But that’s no simple exercise he’s doing down there,” Lucilla said. She felt her own muscles respond sympathetically to the remembered training.


“We hold back only the Sisterhood’s arcana from this ghola,” Schwangyu said. “Almost anything else in our storehouse of knowledge can be his.” Her tone said she found this extremely objectionable.


“Surely, no one believes this ghola could become another Kwisatz Haderach,” Lucilla objected.


Schwangyu merely shrugged.


Lucilla held herself quite still, thinking. Was it possible the ghola could be transformed into a male version of a Reverend Mother? Could this Duncan Idaho learn to look inward where no Reverend Mother dared?


Schwangyu began to speak, her voice almost a growling mutter: “The design of this project … they have a dangerous plan. They could make the same mistake …” She broke off.


They, Lucilla thought. Their ghola.


“I would give a pretty to know for sure the position of Ix and the Fish Speakers in this,” Lucilla said.


“Fish Speakers!” Schwangyu shook her head at the very thought of the remnant female army which had once served only the Tyrant. “They believe in truth and justice.”


Lucilla overcame a sudden tightness in her throat. Schwangyu had all but declared open opposition. Yet, she commanded here. The political rule was a simple one: Those who opposed the project must monitor it that they might abort it at the first sign of trouble. But that was a genuine Duncan Idaho ghola down there on the lawn. Cell comparisons and Truthsayers had confirmed it.


Taraza had said: “You are to teach him love in all of its forms.”


“He’s so young,” Lucilla said, keeping her attention on the ghola.


“Young, yes,” Schwangyu said. “So, for now, I presume you will awaken his childish responses to maternal affection. Later …” Schwangyu shrugged.


Lucilla betrayed no emotional reaction. A Bene Gesserit obeyed. I am an Imprinter. So … Taraza’s orders and the Imprinter’s specialized training defined a particular course of events.


To Schwangyu, Lucilla said: “There is someone who looks like me and speaks with my voice. I am Imprinting for her. May I ask who that is?”


“No.”


Lucilla held her silence. She had not expected revelation but it had been remarked more than once that she bore a striking resemblance to Senior Security Mother Darwi Odrade. “A young Odrade.” Lucilla had heard this on several occasions. Both Lucilla and Odrade were, of course, in the Atreides line with a strong back-breeding from Siona descendants. The Fish Speakers had no monopoly on those genes! But the Other Memories of a Reverend Mother, even with their linear selectivity and confinement to the female side, provided important clues to the broad shape of the ghola project. Lucilla, who had come to depend on her experiences of the Jessica persona buried some five thousand years back in the Sisterhood’s genetic manipulations, felt a deep sense of dread from that source now. There was a familiar pattern here. It gave off such an intense feeling of doom that Lucilla fell automatically into the Litany Against Fear as she had been taught it in her first introduction to the Sisterhood’s rites:


“I must not fear. Fear is the mind-killer. Fear is the little-death that brings total obliteration. I will face my fear. I will permit it to pass over me and through me. And when it has gone past I will turn the inner eye to see its path. Where the fear has gone there will be nothing. Only I will remain.”


Calm returned to Lucilla.


Schwangyu sensing some of this, allowed her guard to drop slightly. Lucilla was no dullard, no special Reverend Mother with an empty title and barely sufficient background to function without embarrassing the Sisterhood. Lucilla was the real thing and some reactions could not be hidden from her, not even reactions of another Reverend Mother. Very well, let her know the full extent of the opposition to this foolish, this dangerous project!


“I do not think their ghola will survive to see Rakis,” Schwangyu said.


Lucilla let this pass. “Tell me about his friends,” she said.


“He has no friends; only teachers.”


“When will I meet them?” She kept her gaze on the opposite parapet where Patrin leaned idly against a low pillar, his heavy lasgun at the ready. Lucilla realized with an abrupt shock that Patrin was watching her. Patrin was a message from the Bashar! Schwangyu obviously saw and understood. We guard him!


“I presume it’s Miles Teg you’re so anxious to meet,” Schwangyu said.


“Among others.”


“Don’t you want to make contact with the ghola first?”


“I’ve already made contact with him.” Lucilla nodded toward the enclosed yard where the child once more stood almost motionless and looking up at her. “He’s a thoughtful one.”


“I’ve only the reports on the others,” Schwangyu said, “but I suspect this is the most thoughtful one of the series.”


Lucilla suppressed an involuntary shudder at the readiness for violent opposition in Schwangyu’s words and attitude. There was not one hint that the child below them shared a common humanity.


While Lucilla was thinking this, clouds covered the sun as they often did here at this hour. A cold wind blew in over the Keep’s walls, swirling around the courtyard. The child turned away and picked up the speed of his exercises, getting his warmth from increased activity.


“Where does he go to be alone?” Lucilla asked.


“Mostly to his room. He has tried a few dangerous escapades, but we have discouraged this.”


“He must hate us very much.”


“I’m sure of it.”


“I will have to deal with that directly.”


“Surely, an Imprinter has no doubts about her ability to overcome hate.”


“I was thinking of Geasa’s mistake.” Lucilla sent a knowing look at Schwangyu. “I find it astonishing that you let Geasa make such a mistake.”


“I don’t interfere with the normal progress of the ghola’s instructions. If one of his teachers develops a real affection for him, that is not my problem.”


“An attractive child,” Lucilla said.


They stood a bit longer watching the Duncan Idaho ghola at his training-play. Both Reverend Mothers thought briefly of Geasa, one of the first teachers brought here for the ghola project. Schwangyu’s attitude was plain: Geasa was a providential failure. Lucilla thought only: Schwangyu and Geasa complicated my task. Neither woman gave even a passing moment to the way these thoughts reaffirmed their loyalties.


As she watched the child in the courtyard, Lucilla began to have a new appreciation of what the Tyrant God Emperor had actually achieved. Leto II had employed this ghola-type through uncounted lifetimes—some thirty-five hundred years of them, one after another. And the God Emperor Leto II had been no ordinary force of nature. He had been the biggest juggernaut in human history, rolling over everything: over social systems, over natural and unnatural hatreds, over governmental forms, over rituals (both taboo and mandatory), over religions casual and religions intense. The crushing weight of the Tyrant’s passage had left nothing unmarked, not even the Bene Gesserit.


Leto II had called it “The Golden Path” and this Duncan Idaho-type ghola below her now had figured prominently in that awesome passage. Lucilla had studied the Bene Gesserit accounts, probably the best in the universe. Even today on most of the old Imperial Planets, newly married couples still scattered dollops of water east and west, mouthing the local version of “Let Thy blessings flow back to us from this offering, O God of Infinite Power and Infinite Mercy.”


Once, it had been the task of Fish Speakers and their tame priesthood to enforce such obeisance. But the thing had developed its own momentum, becoming a pervasive compulsion. Even the most doubting of believers said: “Well, it can do no harm.” It was an accomplishment which the finest religious engineers of the Bene Gesserit Missionaria Protectiva admired with frustrated awe. The Tyrant had surpassed the Bene Gesserit best. And fifteen hundred years since the Tyrant’s death, the Sisterhood remained powerless to unlock the central knot of that fearsome accomplishment.


“Who has charge of the child’s religious training?” Lucilla asked.


“No one,” Schwangyu said. “Why bother? If he is reawakened to his original memories, he will have his own ideas. We will deal with those if we ever have to.”


The child below them completed his allotted training time. Without another look up at the watchers on the parapet, he left the enclosed yard and entered a wide doorway on the left. Patrin, too, abandoned his guard position without glancing at the two Reverend Mothers.


“Don’t be fooled by Teg’s people,” Schwangyu said. “They have eyes in the backs of their heads. Teg’s birth-mother, you know, was one of us. He is teaching that ghola things better never shared!”




Explosions are also compressions of time. Observable changes in the natural universe all are explosive to some degree and from some point of view; otherwise you would not notice them. Smooth continuity of change, if slowed sufficiently, goes without notice by observers whose time/attention span is too short. Thus, I tell you, I have seen changes you would never have marked.





—Leto II


The woman standing in Chapter House Planet’s morning light across the table from the Reverend Mother Superior Alma Mavis Taraza was tall and supple. The long aba robe which encased her in shimmering black from shoulders to floor did not completely conceal the grace with which her body expressed every movement.


Taraza leaned forward in her chairdog and scanned the Records Relay projecting its condensed Bene Gesserit glyphs above the tabletop for her eyes only.


“Darwi Odrade”, the display identified the standing woman and then came the essential biography which Taraza already knew in detail. The display served several purposes—providing a secure reminder for the Mother Superior, allowing an occasional delay for thought while she appeared to scan the records, and it was a final argument should something negative arise from this interview.


Odrade had borne nineteen children for the Bene Gesserit, Taraza observed as the information scrolled past her eyes. Each child by a different father. Not much unusual about that, but even the most searching gaze could see that this essential service to the Sisterhood had not grossened Odrade’s flesh. Her features conveyed a natural hauteur in the long nose and complementary angular cheeks. Every feature focused downward to a narrow chin. Her mouth, though, was full and promised a passion which she was careful to bridle.


We can always depend on the Atreides genes, Taraza thought.


A window curtain fluttered behind Odrade and she glanced back at it. They were in Taraza’s morning room, a small and elegantly furnished space decorated in shades of green. Only the stark white of Taraza’s chairdog separated her from the background. The room’s bow windows looked eastward on to garden and lawn with faraway snowy mountains of Chapter House Planet as backdrop.


Without looking up, Taraza said: “I was glad when both you and Lucilla accepted the assignment. It makes my task much easier.”


“I would like to have met this Lucilla,” Odrade said, looking down at the top of Taraza’s head. Odrade’s voice came out a soft contralto.


Taraza cleared her throat. “No need. Lucilla is one of our finest Imprinters. Each of you, of course, received the identical liberal conditioning to prepare you for this.”


There was something almost insulting in Taraza’s casual tone and only the habits of long association put down Odrade’s immediate resentment. It was partly that word “liberal”, she realized. Atreides ancestors rose up in rebellion at the word. It was as though her accumulated female memories lashed out at the unconscious assumptions and unexamined prejudices behind the concept.


“Only liberals really think. Only liberals are intellectual. Only liberals understand the needs of their fellows.”


How much viciousness lay concealed in that word! Odrade thought. How much secret ego demanding to feel superior.


Odrade reminded herself that Taraza, despite the casually insulting tone, had used the term only in its catholic sense: Lucilla’s generalized education had been carefully matched to that of Odrade.


Taraza leaned back into a more comfortable position but still kept her attention on the display in front of her. The light from the eastern windows fell directly on her face, leaving shadows beneath nose and chin. A small woman just a bit older than Odrade, Taraza retained much of the beauty which had made her a most reliable breeder with difficult sires. Her face was a long oval with soft curved cheeks. She wore her black hair drawn back tightly from a high forehead with a pronounced peak. Taraza’s mouth opened minimally when she spoke: superb control of movement. An observer’s attention tended to focus on her eyes: that compelling blue-in-blue. The total effect was of a suave facial mask from which little escaped to betray her true emotions.


Odrade recognized this present pose in the Mother Superior. Taraza would mutter to herself presently. Indeed, right on cue, Taraza muttered to herself.


The Mother Superior was thinking while she followed the biographical display with great attention. Many matters occupied her attention.


This was a reassuring thought to Odrade. Taraza did not believe there was any such thing as a beneficent power guarding humankind. The Missionaria Protectiva and the intentions of the Sisterhood counted for everything in Taraza’s universe. Whatever served those intentions, even the machinations of the long-dead Tyrant, could be judged good. All else was evil. Alien intrusions from the Scattering—especially those returning descendants who called themselves “Honoured Matres”—were not to be trusted. Taraza’s own people, even those Reverend Mothers who opposed her in Council, were the ultimate Bene Gesserit resource, the only thing that could be trusted.


Still without looking up, Taraza said: “Do you know that when you compare the millennia preceding the Tyrant with those after his death, the decrease in major conflicts is phenomenal. Since the Tyrant, the number of such conflicts has dropped to less than two per cent of what they were before.”


“As far as we know,” Odrade said.


Taraza’s gaze flicked upward and then down. “What?”


“We have no way of telling how many wars have been fought outside our ken. Have you statistics from the people of the Scattering?”


“Of course not!”


“Leto tamed us is what you’re saying,” Odrade said.


“If you care to put it that way.” Taraza inserted a marker in something she saw on her display.


“Shouldn’t some of the credit go to our beloved Bashar Miles Teg?” Odrade asked. “Or to his talented predecessors?”


“We chose those people,” Taraza said.


“I don’t see the pertinence of this martial discussion,” Odrade said. “What does it have to do with our present problem?”


“There are some who think we may revert to the pre-Tyrant condition with a very nasty bang.”


“Oh?” Odrade pursed her lips.


“Several groups among our returning Lost Ones are selling arms to anyone who wants to or can buy.”


“Specifics?” Odrade asked.


“Sophisticated arms are flooding on to Gammu and there can be little doubt the Tleilaxu are stockpiling some of the nastier weapons.”


Taraza leaned back and rubbed her temples. She spoke in a low, almost musing voice. “We think we make decisions of the greatest moment and out of the very highest principles.”


Odrade had seen this before, too. She said: “Does the Mother Superior doubt the rightness of the Bene Gesserit?”


‘Doubt? Oh, no. But I do experience frustration. We work all of our lives for these highly refined goals and in the end, what do we find? We find that many of the things to which we have dedicated our lives came from petty decisions. They can be traced to desires for personal comfort or convenience and had nothing at all to do with our high ideals. What really was at stake was some wordy working agreement which satisfied the needs of those who could make the decisions.”


“I’ve heard you call that political necessity,” Odrade said.


Taraza spoke with tight control while returning her attention to the display in front of her. “If we become institutionalized in our judgments, that’s a sure way to extinguish the Bene Gesserit.”


“You will not find petty decisions in my bio,” Odrade said.


“I look for sources of weakness, for flaws.”


“You won’t find those, either.”


Taraza concealed a smile. She recognized this egocentric remark: Odrade’s way of needling the Mother Superior. Odrade was very good at seeming to be impatient while actually suspending herself in a timeless flow of patience.


When Taraza did not rise to the bait, Odrade resumed her calm waiting—easy breaths, the mind steady. Patience came without thinking of it. The Sisterhood had taught her long ago how to divide past and present into simultaneous flowings. While observing her immediate surroundings, she could pick up bits and pieces of her past and live through them as though they moved across a screen superimposed over the present.


Memory work, Odrade thought. Necessary things to haul out and lay to rest. Removing the barriers. When all else palled, there was still her tangled childhood.


There had been a time when Odrade lived as most children lived: in a house with a man and woman who, if not her parents, certainly acted in loco parentis. All of the other children she knew then lived in similar situations. They had papas and mamas. Sometimes only papa worked away from home. Sometimes only mama went out to her labours. In Odrade’s case, the woman remained at home and no creche nurse guarded the child in the working hours. Much later, Odrade learned that her birth mother had given a large sum of money to provide this for the infant female hidden in plain sight that way.


“She hid you with us because she loved you,” the woman explained when Odrade was old enough to understand. “That is why you must never reveal that we are not your real parents.”


Love had nothing to do with it, Odrade learned later. Reverend Mothers did not act from such mundane motives. And Odrade’s birth mother had been a Bene Gesserit sister.


All of this was revealed to Odrade according to the original plan. Her name: Odrade. Darwi was what she had always been called when the caller was not being endearing or angry. Young friends naturally shortened it to Dar.


Everything, however, did not go according to the original plan. Odrade recalled a narrow bed in a room brightened by paintings of animals and fantasy landscapes on the pastel blue walls. White curtains fluttered at the window in the soft breezes of spring and summer. Odrade remembered jumping on the narrow bed—a marvellously happy game: up, down, up, down. Much laughter. Arms caught her in mid leap and hugged her close. They were a man’s arms: a round face with a small moustache which tickled her into giggles. The bed thumped the wall when she jumped and the wall revealed indentations from this movement.


Odrade played over this memory now, reluctant to discard it into the well of rationality. Marks on a wall. Marks of laughter and joy. How small they were to represent so much.


Odd how she had been thinking more and more about papa recently. All of the memories were not happy. There had been times when he had been sad-angry, warning mama not to become “too involved.” He had a face which reflected many frustrations. His voice barked when he was in his angry mood. Mama moved softly then, her eyes full of worry. Odrade sensed the worry and the fear and resented the man. The woman knew best how to deal with him. She kissed the nape of his neck, stroked his cheek and whispered into his ear.


These ancient “natural” emotions had engaged a Bene Gesserit analyst-proctor in much work with Odrade before they were exorcised. But even now there was residual detritus to pick up and discard. Even now, Odrade knew that all of it was not gone.


Seeing the way Taraza studied the biographical record with such care, Odrade wondered if that was the flaw the Mother Superior saw.


Surely they know by now that I can deal with the emotions of those early times.


It was all so long ago. Still, she had to admit that the memory of the man and woman lay within her, bonded with such force that it might never be erased completely. Especially mama.


The Reverend Mother in extremis who had borne Odrade had put her in that hiding place on Gammu for reasons Odrade now understood quite well. Odrade harboured no resentments. It had been necessary for the survival of them both. Problems arose from the fact that the foster mother gave Odrade that thing which most mothers give their children, that thing which the Sisterhood so distrusted—love.


When the Reverend Mothers came, the foster mother had not fought the removal of her child. Two Reverend Mothers came with a contingent of male and female proctors. Afterward Odrade was a long time understanding the significance of that wrenching moment. The woman had known in her heart that the day of parting would come. Only a matter of time. Still, as the days became years—almost six standards of years—the woman had dared to hope.


Odrade had heard the whispered conversations: “Perhaps they have lost the records. Perhaps if we moved and changed our names …”


Then the Reverend Mothers came with their burly attendants. They had merely been waiting until it was safe, until they were sure no hunters knew this was a Bene Gesserit-planned Atreides scion.


Odrade saw a great deal of money passed to the foster mother. The woman threw the money on the floor. But no voice was raised in objection. The adults in the scene knew where the power lay.


Calling up those compressed emotions, Odrade could still see the woman take herself to a straight-backed chair beside the window on to the street, there to hug herself and rock back and forth, back and forth. Not a sound from her.


The Reverend Mothers used Voice and their considerable wiles plus the smoke of drugging herbs and their overpowering presence to lure Odrade into their waiting groundcar.


“It will be just for a little while. Your real mother sent us.”


Odrade sensed the lies but curiosity compelled. My real mother!


Her last view of the woman who had been her only known female parent was of that figure at the window rocking back and forth, a look of misery on her face, arms wrapped around herself.


Later, when Odrade spoke of returning to the woman, that memory-vision was incorporated into an essential Bene Gesserit lesson.


“Love leads to misery. Love is a very ancient force which served its purpose in its day but no longer is essential for the survival of the species. Remember that woman’s mistake, the pain.”


Until well into her teens, Odrade adjusted by daydreaming. She would really return after she was a full Reverend Mother. She would go back and find that loving woman, find her even though she had no names except “Mama” and “Sibia”. Odrade recalled the laughter of adult friends who had called the woman “Sibia”.


Mama Sibia.


The Sisters, however, detected the daydreams and searched out their source. That, too, was incorporated into a lesson.


“Daydreaming is the first awakening of what we call simulflow. It is an essential tool of rational thought. With it you can clear the mind for better thinking.”


Simulflow.


Odrade focused on Taraza at the morning room table. Childhood trauma must be placed carefully into a reconstructed memory-place. All of that had been far away on Gammu, the planet which the people of Dan had rebuilt after the Famine Times and the Scattering. The people of Dan—Caladan in those days. Odrade took a firm grip on rational thought, using the stance of the Other Memories which had flooded into her awareness during the spice agony when she had really become a full Reverend Mother.


Simulflow … the filter of consciousness … Other Memories.


What powerful tools the Sisterhood had given her. What dangerous tools. All of those other lives lay there just beyond the curtain of awareness, tools of survival, not a way to satisfy casual curiosity.


Taraza spoke, translating from the material which scrolled past her eyes: “You dig too much in your Other Memories. That drains away energies better conserved.”


The Mother Superior’s blue-in-blue eyes sent a piercing stare upward at Odrade. “You sometimes go right to the edge of fleshly tolerance. That can lead to your premature death.”


“I am careful with the spice, Mother.”


“And well you should be! A body can take only so much melange, only so much prowling in its past!”


“Have you found my flaw?” Odrade asked.


“Gammu!” One word but an entire harangue.


Odrade knew. The unavoidable trauma of those lost years on Gammu. They were a distraction which had to be rooted out and made rationally acceptable.


“But I am sent to Rakis,” Odrade said.


“And see that you remember the aphorisms of moderation. Remember who you are!”


Once more, Taraza bent to her display.


I am Odrade, Odrade thought.


In the Bene Gesserit schools where first names tended to slip away, roll call was by last name. Friends and acquaintances picked up the habit of using the roll-call name. They learned early that sharing secret or private names was an ancient device for ensnaring a person in affections.


Taraza, three classes ahead of Odrade, had been assigned to “bring the younger girl along”, a deliberate association by watchful teachers.


“Bringing along” meant a certain amount of lording it over the younger but also incorporated essentials better taught by someone closer to peer relationship. Taraza, with access to the private records of her trainee, started calling the younger girl “Dar”. Odrade responded by calling Taraza “Tar”. The two names acquired a certain glue—Dar and Tar. Even after Reverend Mothers overheard and reprimanded them, they occasionally lapsed into error if only for their amusement.


Odrade, looking down at Taraza now, said: “Dar and Tar.”


A smile twitched the edges of Taraza’s mouth.


“What is it in my records that you don’t already know several times over?” Odrade asked.


Taraza sat back and waited for the chairdog to adjust itself to the new position. She rested her clasped hands on the table top and looked up at the younger woman.


Not much younger, really, Taraza thought.


Since school, though, Taraza had thought of Odrade as completely removed into a younger age group which no passage of years could close.


“Care at the beginning, Dar,” Taraza said.


“This project is well past its beginning,” Odrade said.


“But your part in it starts now. And we are launching ourselves into such a beginning as has never before been attempted.”


“Am I now to learn the entire design for this ghola?”


“No.”


That was it. All the evidence of high-level dispute and the “need to know” cast away with a single word. But Odrade understood. There was an organizational rubric laid down by the original Bene Gesserit Chapter House and which had endured with only minor changes for millennia. Bene Gesserit divisions were cut by hard vertical and horizontal barriers, divided into isolated groups which converged to a single command only here at the top. Duties (for which read “assigned roles”) were conducted within separated cells. Active participants within a cell did not know their contemporaries within other parallel cells.


But I know that the Reverend Mother Lucilla is in a parallel cell, Odrade thought. It’s the logical answer.


She recognized the necessity. It was an ancient design copied from secret revolutionary societies. The Bene Gesserit had always seen themselves as permanent revolutionaries. It was a revolution which had been dampened only in the time of the Tyrant, Leto II.


Dampened, but not diverted or stopped, Odrade reminded herself.


“In what you’re about to do,” Taraza said, “tell me if you sense any immediate threat to the Sisterhood.”


It was one of Taraza’s peculiar demands which Odrade had learned to answer out of wordless instinct which then could be formed into words. Quickly, she said: “If we fail to act, that is worse.”


“We reasoned that there would be danger,” Taraza said. She spoke in a dry, remote voice. Taraza did not like calling up this talent in Odrade. The younger woman possessed a prescient instinct for detecting threats to the Sisterhood. It came from the wild influence in her genetic line, of course—the Atreides with their dangerous talents. There was a special mark on Odrade’s breeding file: “Careful examination of all offspring.” Two of those offspring had been quietly put to death.


I should not have awakened Odrade’s talent now, not even for a moment, Taraza thought. But sometimes temptation was very great.


Taraza sealed the projector into her tabletop and looked at the blank surface while speaking. “Even if you find a perfect sire, you are not to breed without our permission while you are away from us.”


“The mistake of my natural mother,” Odrade said.


“The mistake of your natural mother was to be recognized while she was breeding!”


Odrade had heard this before. There was that thing about the Atreides line which required the most careful monitoring by the breeding mistresses. The wild talent, of course. She knew about the wild talent, that genetic force which had produced the Kwisatz Haderach and the Tyrant. What did the breeding mistresses seek now, though? Was their approach mostly negative? No more dangerous births! She had never seen any of her babies after they were born, not necessarily a curious thing for the Sisterhood. And she never saw any of the records in her own genetic file. Here, too, the Sisterhood operated with careful separation of powers.


And those earlier prohibitions of my Other Memories!


She had found the blank spaces in her memories and opened them. It was probable that only Taraza and perhaps two other councillors (Bellonda, most likely and one other older Reverend Mother) shared the more sensitive access to such breeding information.


Had Taraza and the others really sworn to die before revealing privileged information to an outsider? There was, after all, a precise ritual of succession should a key Reverend Mother die while away from her Sisters and with no chance to pass along her encapsulated lives. The ritual had been called into play many times during the reign of the Tyrant. A terrible period! Knowing that the revolutionary cells of the Sisterhood were transparent to him! Monster! She knew that her sisters had never deluded themselves that Leto II refrained from destroying the Bene Gesserit out of some deep-seated loyalty to his grandmother, the Lady Jessica.


Are you there, Jessica?


Odrade felt the stirring far within. The failure of one Reverend Mother: “She allowed herself to fall in love!” Such a small thing but how great the consequences. Thirty-five hundred years of tyranny!


The Golden Path. Infinite? What of the lost megatrillions gone into the Scattering? What threat was posed by those Lost Ones returning now?


As though she read Odrade’s mind, which sometimes she appeared to do, Taraza said: “The Scattered Ones are out there … just waiting to pounce.”


Odrade had heard the arguments: Danger on the one hand and, on the other, something magnetically attractive. So many magnificent unknowns. The Sisterhood with its talents honed by melange over the millennia—what might they not do with such untapped resources of humanity? Think of the uncounted genes out there! Think of the potential talents floating free in universes where they might be lost forever!


“It’s the not knowing that conjures up the greatest terrors,” Odrade said.


“And the greatest ambitions,” Taraza said.


“Then do I go to Rakis?”


“In due course. I find you adequate to the task.”


“Or you would not have assigned me.”


It was an old exchange between them, going right back to their school days. Taraza realized, though, that she had not entered it consciously. Too many memories tangled the two of them: Dar and Tar. Have to watch that!


“Remember where your loyalties are,” Taraza said.




The existence of no-ships raises the possibility of destroying entire planets without retaliation. A large object, asteroid or equivalent, may be sent against the planet. Or the people can be set against each other by sexual subversion, and then can be armed to destroy themselves. These Honoured Matres appear to favour this latter technique.





—Bene Gesserit Analysis


From his position in the courtyard and even when not appearing to do so, Duncan Idaho kept his attention on the observers above him. There was Patrin, of course, but Patrin did not count. It was the Reverend Mothers across from Patrin who bore watching. Seeing Lucilla, he thought: That’s the new one. This thought filled him with a surge of excitement which he took out in renewed exercise.


He completed the first three patterns of the training-play Miles Teg had ordered, vaguely aware that Patrin would report on how well he did. Duncan liked Teg and old Patrin and sensed that the feeling was reciprocated. This new Reverend Mother, though—her presence suggested interesting changes. For one thing, she was younger than the others. Also, this new one did not try to hide the eyes which were a first clue to her membership in the Bene Gesserit. His first glimpse of Schwangyu had confronted him with eyes concealed behind contact lenses which simulated non-addict pupils and slightly bloodshot whites. He had heard one of the Keep’s acolytes say Schwangyu’s lenses also corrected for “an astigmatic weakness which had been accepted in her genetic line as a reasonable exchange for the other qualities she transmits to her offspring”.


At the time, most of this remark was unintelligible to Duncan but he had looked up the references in the Keep’s library, references both scarce and severely limited in content. Schwangyu herself parried all of his questions on the subject, but the subsequent behaviour of his teachers told him she had been angry. Typically, she had taken out her anger on others.


What really upset her, he suspected, was his demand to know whether she was his mother.


For a long time now Duncan had known he was something special. There were places in the elaborate compound of this Bene Gesserit Keep where he was not permitted. He had found private ways to evade such prohibitions and had stared out often through thick plaz and open windows at guards and wide reaches of cleared ground which could be enfiladed from strategically positioned pillboxes. Miles Teg himself had taught the significance of enfilade positioning.


Gammu, the planet was called now. Once, it had been known as Giedi Prime but someone named Gurney Halleck had changed that. It was all ancient history. Dull stuff. There still remained a faint smell of bitter oil in the planet’s dirt from its pre-Danian days. Millennia of special plantations were changing that, his teachers explained. He could see part of this from the Keep. Forests of conifers and other trees surrounded them here.


Still covertly watching the two Reverend Mothers, Duncan did a series of cartwheels. He flexed his striking muscles as he moved, just the way Teg had taught him.


Teg also instructed in planetary defences. Gammu was ringed by orbiting monitors whose crews could not have their families aboard. The families remained down here on Gammu, hostage to the vigilance of those guardian orbiters. Somewhere among the ships in space, there were undetectable no-ships whose crews were composed entirely of the Bashar’s people and Bene Gesserit sisters.


“I would not have taken this assignment without full charge of all defensive arrangements,” Teg explained.


Duncan realized that he was “this assignment”. The Keep was here to protect him. Teg’s orbiting monitors, including the no-ships, protected the Keep.


It was all part of a military education whose elements Duncan found somehow familiar. Learning how to defend a seemingly vulnerable planet from attacks originating in space, he knew when those defences were correctly placed. It was extremely complicated as a whole but the elements were identifiable and could be understood. There was, for instance, the constant monitoring of atmosphere and the blood serum of Gammu’s inhabitants. Suk doctors in the pay of the Bene Gesserit were everywhere.


“Diseases are weapons,” Teg said. “Our defence against diseases must be finely tuned.”


Frequently, Teg railed against passive defences. He called them “the product of a siege mentality long known to create deadly weaknesses”.


When it came to military instructions from Teg, Duncan listened carefully. Patrin and the library records confirmed that the Mentat Bashar Miles Teg had been a famous military leader for the Bene Gesserit. Patrin often referred to their service together and always Teg was the hero.


“Mobility is the key to military success,” Teg said. “If you’re tied down in forts, even whole-planet forts, you are ultimately vulnerable.”


Teg did not much care for Gammu.


“I see that you already know this place was called Giedi Prime once. The Harkonnens who ruled here taught us a few things. We have a better idea, thanks to them, of how terrifyingly brutal humans can become.”


As he recalled this, Duncan observed that the two Reverend Mothers watching from the parapet obviously were discussing him.


Am I the new one’s assignment?


Duncan did not like being watched and he hoped the new one would allow him some time to himself. She did not look like a tough one. Not like Schwangyu.


As he continued his exercises, Duncan timed them to a private litany: Damn Schwangyu! Damn Schwangyu!


He had hated Schwangyu from the age of nine—four years now. She did not know his hate, he thought. She had probably forgotten all about the incident where his hate had been ignited.


Barely nine and he had managed to slip through the inner guards out into a tunnel which led to one of the pillboxes. Smell of fungus in the tunnel. Dim lights. Dampness. He peered out through the box’s weapons slits before being caught and hustled back into the core of the Keep.


This escapade occasioned a stern lecture from Schwangyu, a remote and threatening figure whose orders must be obeyed. That was how he still thought of her, although he had since learned about the Bene Gesserit Voice-of-Command, that vocal subtlety which could bend the will of an untrained listener.


She must be obeyed.


“You have occasioned the disciplining of an entire guard unit,” Schwangyu said. “They will be severely punished.”


That had been the most terrible part of her lecture. Duncan liked some of the guards and occasionally lured some of them into real play with laughter and tumbling. His prank, sneaking out to the pillbox, had hurt his friends.


Duncan knew what it was to be punished.


Damn Schwangyu! Damn Schwangyu! …


After Schwangyu’s lecture, Duncan ran to his chief instructor of the moment, Reverend Mother Tamalane, another of the wizened old ones with a cool and aloof manner, snowy hair above a narrow face and a leather skin. He demanded of Tamalane to know about the punishment of his guards. Tamalane fell into a surprising pensive mood, her voice like sand rasping against wood.


“Punishments? Well, well.”


They were in the small teaching room off the larger practice floor where Tamalane went each evening to prepare the next day’s lessons. It was a place of bubble and spool readers and other sophisticated means for information storage and retrieval. Duncan far preferred it to the library but he was not allowed in the teaching room unattended. It was a bright room lighted by many suspensor-buoyed glowglobes. At his intrusion, Tamalane turned away from where she laid out his lessons.


“There’s always something of a sacrificial banquet about our major punishments,” she said. “The guards will, of course, receive major punishment.”


“Banquet?” Duncan was puzzled.


Tamalane swung completely around in her swivel seat and looked directly into his eyes. Her steely teeth glittered in the bright lights. “History has seldom been good to those who must be punished,” she said.


Duncan flinched at the word “history”. It was one of Tamalane’s signals. She was going to teach a lesson, another boring lesson. But Tamalane was not finished.


“The punishment always ends with a dessert,” she said and she clapped her hands against her knees.


Duncan frowned. Dessert? That was part of a banquet. How could a banquet be punishment?


“It is not really a banquet but the idea of a banquet,” Tamalane said. One claw-like hand described a circle in the air. “The dessert comes, something totally unexpected. The penitent thinks: Ahhh, I have been forgiven at last! You understand?”


Duncan shook his head from side to side. No, he did not understand.


“It is the sweetness of the moment,” she said. “You have been through every course of a painful banquet and come out at the end to something you can savour. But! As you savour it, then comes the most painful moment of all, the recognition, the understanding that this is not pleasure-at-the-end. No, indeed. This is the ultimate pain of the major punishment. It locks in the Bene Gesserit lesson.”


“But what will she do to those guards?” The words were wrenched from Duncan.


“I cannot say what the specific elements of the individual punishments will be. I have no need to know. I can only tell you it will be different for each of them.”


Tamalane would say no more. She returned to laying out the next day’s lessons. “We will continue tomorrow,” she said, “teaching you to identify the sources of the various accents of spoken Galach.”


No one else, not even Teg or Patrin, would answer his questions about the punishments. Even the guards, when he saw them afterward, refused to speak of their ordeals. Some reacted curtly to his overtures and none would play with him any more. There was no forgiveness among the punished. That much was clear.


Damn Schwangyu! Damn Schwangyu! …


That was where his deep hatred of her began. All of the old witches shared in his hatred. Would the new young one be the same as the old ones?


Damn Schwangyu!


When he demanded of Schwangyu: “Why did you have to punish them?” Schwangyu took some time before answering, then: “It is dangerous for you here on Gammu. There are people who wish you harm.”


Duncan did not ask why. This was another area where his questions were never answered. Not even Teg would answer, although Teg’s very presence emphasized the fact of that danger.


And Miles Teg was a Mentat who must know many answers. Duncan often saw the old man’s eyes glisten while his thoughts went far away. But there was no Mentat response to such questions as:


“Why are we here on Gammu?”


“Who do you guard against? Who wants to harm me?”


“Who are my parents?”


Silence greeted such questions or sometimes Teg would growl: “I cannot answer you.”


The library was useless. He had discovered this when only eight and his chief instructor was a failed Reverend Mother named Luran Geasa—not quite as ancient as Schwangyu but well along in years, more than a hundred, anyway.


At his demand, the library produced information about Gammu/Giedi Prime, about the Harkonnens and their fall, about various conflicts where Teg had commanded. None of those battles came through as very bloody; several commentators referred to Teg’s “superb diplomacy.” But, one datum leading to another, Duncan learned about the time of the God Emperor and the taming of his people. This period commanded Duncan’s attention for weeks. He found an old map in the records and projected it on the focus wall. The commentator’s superimpositions told him that this very Keep had been a Fish Speaker Command Centre abandoned during the Scattering.


Fish Speakers!


Duncan wished then that he had lived during their time, serving as one of the rare male advisers in the female army which had worshipped the great God Emperor.


Oh, to have lived on Rakis in those days!


Teg was surprisingly forthcoming about the God Emperor, calling him always, “the Tyrant”. A library lock was opened and information about Rakis came pouring out for Duncan.


“Will I ever see Rakis?” he asked Geasa.


“You are being prepared to live there.”


The answer astonished him. Everything they taught him about that faraway planet came into new focus.


“Why will I live there?”


“I cannot answer that.”


With renewed interest, he returned to his studies of that mysterious planet and its miserable Church of Shai-hulud, the Divided God. Worms. The God Emperor had become those worms! The idea filled Duncan with awe. Perhaps here was something worthy of worship. The thought touched a chord in him. What had driven a man to accept that terrible metamorphosis?


Duncan knew what his guards and the others in the Keep thought about Rakis and the core of priesthood there. Sneering remarks and laughter told it all. Teg said: “We’ll probably never know the whole truth of it, but I tell you, lad, that’s no religion for a soldier.”


Schwangyu capped it: “You are to learn about the Tyrant but you are not to believe in his religion. That is beneath you, contemptible.”


In every spare study moment, Duncan pored over whatever the library produced for him: the Holy Book of the Divided God, the Guard Bible, the Orange Catholic Bible and even the Apocrypha. He learned about the long defunct Bureau of the Faith and “The Pearl that IS the Son of Understanding”.


The very idea of the worms fascinated him. Their size! A big one would stretch from one end of the Keep to the other. Men had ridden the pre-Tyrant worms but the Rakian priesthood forbade this now.


He found himself gripped by accounts from the archaeological team which had found the Tyrant’s primitive no-chamber on Rakis. Dar-es-Balat, the place was called. The reports by Archaeologist Hadi Benotto were marked “Suppressed by orders of the Rakian Priesthood”. The file number on the accounts from Bene Gesserit Archives was a long one and what Benotto revealed was fascinating.


“A kernel of the God Emperor’s awareness in each worm?” he asked Geasa.


“So it’s said. And even if true, they are not conscious, not aware. The Tyrant himself said he would enter an endless dream.”


Each study session occasioned a special lecture and Bene Gesserit explanations of religion until finally he encountered those accounts called “The Nine Daughters of Siona” and “The Thousand Sons of Idaho”.


Confronting Geasa, he demanded: “My name is Duncan Idaho, too. What does that mean?”


Geasa always moved as though standing in the shadow of her failure, her long head bent forward and her watery eyes aimed at the ground. The confrontation occurred near evening in the long hall outside the practice floor. She paled at his question.


When she did not answer, he demanded: “Am I descended from Duncan Idaho?”


“You must ask Schwangyu.” Geasa sounded as though the words pained her.


It was a familiar response and it angered him. She meant he would be told something to shut him up, little information in the telling. Schwangyu, however, was more open than expected.


“You carry the authentic blood of Duncan Idaho.”


“Who are my parents?”


“They are long dead.”


“How did they die?”


“I do not know. We received you as an orphan.”


“Then why do people want to harm me?”


“They fear what you may do.”


“What is it I may do?”


“Study your lessons. All will be made clear to you in time.”


Shut up and study! Another familiar answer.


He obeyed because he had learned to recognize when the doors were closed on him. But now his questing intelligence met other accounts of the Famine Times and the Scattering, the no-chambers and no-ships which could not be traced, not even by the most powerful prescient minds in their universe. Here, he encountered the fact that descendants of Duncan Idaho and Siona, those ancients who had served the Tyrant God Emperor, also were invisible to prophets and prescients. Not even a Guild Steersman deep in melange trance could detect such people. Siona, the accounts told him, was a true-bred Atreides and Duncan Idaho was a ghola.


Ghola?


He probed the library for elaborations on this peculiar word. Ghola. The library produced for him no more than bare-boned accounts: “Gholas: humans grown from a cadaver’s cells in Tleilaxu axolotl tanks.”


Axolotl tanks?


“A Tleilaxu device for reproducing a living human being from the cells of a cadaver.”


“Describe a ghola,” he demanded.


“Innocent flesh devoid of its original memories. See Axolotl Tanks.”


Duncan had learned to read the silences, the blank places in what the people of the Keep revealed to him. Revelation swept over him. He knew! Only ten and he knew!


I am a ghola.


Late afternoon in the library, all of the esoteric machinery around him faded into a sensory background, and a ten-year-old sat silently before a scanner hugging the knowledge to himself.


I am a ghola!


He could not remember the axolotl tanks where his cells had grown into an infant. His first memories were of Geasa picking him up from his cradle, the alert interest in those adult eyes which had so soon faded into wary lidding.


It was as though the information so grudgingly supplied him by the Keep’s people and records had at last defined a central shape: himself.


“Tell me about the Bene Tleilax,” he demanded of the library.


“They are a people self-divided into Face Dancers and Masters. Face Dancers are mules, sterile and submissive to the Masters.”


Why did they do this to me?


The information machines of the library were suddenly alien and dangerous. He was afraid, not that his questions might meet more blank walls, but that he would receive answers.


Why am I so important to Schwangyu and the others?


He felt that they had wronged him, even Miles Teg and Patrin. Why was it right to take the cells of a human and produce a ghola?


He asked the next question with great hesitation. “Can a ghola ever remember who he was?”


“It can be done.”


“How?”


“The psychological identity of ghola to original presets certain responses which can be ignited by trauma.”


No answer at all!


“But how?”


Schwangyu intruded at this point, arriving at the library unannounced. So something about his questions had been set to alert her!


“All will be made clear to you in time,” she said.


She talked down to him! He sensed the injustice in it, the lack of truthfulness. Something within him said he carried more human wisdom in his unawakened self than the ones who presumed themselves so superior. His hatred of Schwangyu reached a new intensity. She was the personification of all who tantalized him and frustrated his questions.


Now, though, his imagination was on fire. He would recapture his original memories! He felt the truth of this. He would remember his parents, his family, his friends … his enemies.


He demanded it of Schwangyu: “Did you produce me because of my enemies?”


“You have already learned silence, child,” she said. “Rely on that knowledge.”


Very well. That’s how I will fight you, damned Schwangyu. I will be silent and I will learn. I won’t show you how I really feel.


“You know,” she said, “I think we’re raising a stoic.”


She patronized him! He would not be patronized. He would fight them all with silence and watchfulness. Duncan ran from the library and huddled in his room.


In the following months, many things confirmed that he was a ghola. Even a child knew when things around him were extraordinary. He saw other children occasionally beyond the walls, walking along the perimeter road, laughing and calling. He found accounts of children in the library. Adults did not come to those children and engage them in rigorous training of the sort imposed on him. Other children did not have a Reverend Mother Schwangyu to order every smallest aspect of their lives.


His discovery precipitated another change in Duncan’s life. Luran Geasa was called away from him and did not return.


She was not supposed to let me know about gholas.


The truth was somewhat more complex, as Schwangyu explained to Lucilla on the observation parapet the day of Lucilla’s arrival.


“We knew the inevitable moment would come. He would learn about gholas and ask the pointed questions.”


“It was high time a Reverend Mother took over his everyday education. Geasa may have been a mistake.”


“Are you questioning my judgment?” Schwangyu snapped.


“Is your judgment so perfect that it may never be questioned?” In Lucilla’s soft contralto, the question had the impact of a slap.


Schwangyu remained silent for almost a minute. Presently, she said: “Geasa thought the ghola was an endearing child. She cried and said she would miss him.”


“Wasn’t she warned about that?”


“Geasa did not have our training.”


“So you replaced her with Tamalane at that time. I do not know Tamalane but I presume she is quite old.”


“Quite.”


“What was his reaction to the removal of Geasa?”


“He asked where she had gone. We did not answer.”


“How did Tamalane fare?”


“On his third day with her, he told her very calmly: ‘I hate you. Is that what I’m supposed to do?’”


“So quickly!”


“Right now, he’s watching you and thinking: I hate Schwangyu. Will I have to hate this new one? But he is also thinking that you are not like the other old witches. You’re young. He will know that this must be important.”




Humans live best when each has his place to stand, when each knows where he belongs in the scheme of things and what he may achieve. Destroy the place and you destroy the person.





—Bene Gesserit Teaching


Miles Teg had not wanted the Gammu assignment. Weapons Master to a ghola-child? Even such a ghola-child as this one with all of the history woven around him. It was an unwanted intrusion into Teg’s well-ordered retirement.


But he had lived all of that life as a Military Mentat under the will of the Bene Gesserit and could not compute an act of disobedience.


Quis custodiet ipsos custodes?


Who shall guard the guardians? Who shall see that the guardians commit no offences?


This was a question which Teg had considered carefully on many occasions. It formed one of the basic tenets of his loyalty to the Bene Gesserit. Whatever else you might say about the Sisterhood, they displayed an admirable constancy of purpose.


Moral purpose, Teg labelled it.


The Bene Gesserit moral purpose agreed completely with Teg’s principles. That those principles were Bene Gesserit-conditioned in him did not enter into the question. Rational thought, especially Mentat rationality, could make no other judgment.


Teg boiled it down to an essence: If only one person followed such guiding principles, this was a better universe. It was never a question of justice. Justice required resort to law and that could be a fickle mistress, subject always to the whims and prejudices of those who administered the laws. No, it was a question of fairness, a concept which went much deeper. The people upon whom judgment was passed must feel the fairness of it.


To Teg, statements such as “the letter of the law must be observed” were dangerous to his guiding principles. Being fair required agreement, predictable constancy and, above all else, loyalty upward and downward in the hierarchy. Leadership guided by such principles required no outside controls. You did your duty because it was right. And you did not obey because that was predictably correct. You did it because the rightness was a thing of this moment. Prediction and prescience had nothing whatsoever to do with it.


Teg knew the Atreides reputation for reliable prescience, but gnomic utterances had no place in his universe. You took the universe as you found it and applied your principles where you could. Absolute commands in the hierarchy were always obeyed. Not that Taraza had made it a question of absolute command, but the implications were there.


“You are the perfect person for this task.”


He had lived a long life with many high points and he was retired with honour. Teg knew he was old, slow and with all the defects of age waiting just at the edges of his awareness, but the call to duty quickened him even while he was forced to put down the wish to say “No.”


The assignment had come from Taraza personally. The most powerful senior of all (including the Missionaria Protectiva) singled him out. Not just a Reverend Mother but the Reverend Mother Superior.


Taraza came to his retirement sanctuary on Lernaeus. It honoured him for her to do this and he knew it. She appeared at his gate unannounced, accompanied only by two acolyte servers and a small guard force, some of whose faces he recognized. Teg had trained them himself. The time of her arrival was interesting. Morning, shortly after his breakfast. She knew the patterns of his life and certainly knew that he was most alert at this hour. So she wanted him awake and at his fullest capabilities.


Patrin, Teg’s old batman, brought Taraza into the east-wing sitting-room, a small and elegant setting with only solid furniture in it. Teg’s dislike of chairdogs and other living furniture was well known. Patrin had a sour look on his face as he ushered the black-robed Mother Superior into the room. Teg recognized the look immediately. Patrin’s long, pale face with its many age wrinkles might appear an unmoved mask to others, but Teg was alert to the deepened wrinkles beside the man’s mouth, the set stare in the old eyes. So Taraza had said something on the way in here which had disturbed Patrin.


Tall sliding doors of heavy plaz framed the room’s eastward view down a long sloping lawn to trees beside the river. Taraza paused just inside the room to admire the view.


Without being told, Teg touched a button. Curtains slid across the view and glowglobes came alight. Teg’s action told Taraza he had computed a need for privacy. He emphasized this by ordering Patrin: “Please see that we are not disturbed.”


“The orders for the South Farm, sir,” Patrin ventured.


“Please see to that yourself. You and Firus know what I want.”


Patrin closed the door a little too sharply as he left, a tiny signal but it spoke much to Teg.


Taraza moved a pace into the room and examined it. “Lime green,” she said. “One of my favourite colours. Your mother had a fine eye.”


Teg warmed to the remark. He had a deep affection for this building and this land. His family had been here only three generations but their mark was on the place. His mother’s touches had not really been changed in many rooms.


“It’s safe to love land and places,” Teg said.


“I particularly liked the burnt orange carpets in the hall and the stained glass fanlight over the entry door,” Taraza said. “That fanlight is a real antique, I am sure.”


“You did not come here to talk about interior decoration,” Teg said.


Taraza chuckled.


She had a high-pitched voice which the Sisterhood’s training had taught her to use with devastating effectiveness. It was not a voice easy to ignore, even when she appeared most carefully casual as she did now. Teg had seen her in Bene Gesserit Council. Her manner there was powerful and persuasive, every word an indicator of the incisive mind which guided her decisions. He could sense an important decision beneath her demeanour now.


Teg indicated a green upholstered chair at his left. She glanced at it, swept her gaze once more around the room and suppressed a smile.


Not a chairdog in the house, she would wager. Teg was an antique surrounding himself with antiques. She seated herself and smoothed her robe while waiting for Teg to take a matching chair facing her.


“I regret the need to ask that you come out of retirement, Bashar,” she said. “Unfortunately, circumstances give me little choice.”


Teg rested his long arms casually on his chair’s arms, a Mentat in repose, waiting. His attitude said: “Fill my mind with data.”


Taraza was momentarily abashed. This was an imposition. Teg was still a regal figure, tall and with that large head topped by grey hair. He was, she knew, four SY short of three hundred. Granting that the Standard Year was some twenty hours less than the so-called primitive year, it was still an impressive age with experiences in Bene Gesserit service which demanded that she respect him. Teg wore, she noted, a light grey uniform with no insignia: carefully tailored trousers and jacket, white shirt open at the throat to reveal a deeply wrinkled neck. There was a glint of gold at his waist and she recognized the Bashar’s sunburst he had received at retirement. How like the utilitarian Teg! He had made the golden bauble into a belt buckle. This reassured her. Teg would understand her problem.


“Could I have a drink of water?” Taraza asked. “It has been a long and tiresome journey. We came the last stage by one of our transports which we should have replaced five hundred years ago.”


Teg lifted himself from the chair, went to a wall panel and removed a chilled water bottle and glass from a cabinet behind the panel. He put these on a low table at Taraza’s right hand. “I have melange,” he said.


“No, thank you, Miles. I’ve my own supply.”


Teg resumed his seat and she noted the signs of stiffness. He was still remarkably supple, however, considering his years.


Taraza poured herself a half-glass of water and drank it in one swallow. She replaced the glass on the side table with elaborate care. How to approach this? Teg’s manner did not fool her. He did not want to leave retirement. Her analysts had warned her about that. Since retirement, he had taken more than a casual interest in farming. His extensive acreage here on Lernaeus was essentially a research garden.


She lifted her gaze and studied him openly. Square shoulders accentuated Teg’s narrow waist. He still kept himself active then. That long face with its sharp lines from the strong bones: typically Atreides. Teg returned her gaze as he always did, demanding attention but open to whatever the Mother Superior might say. His thin mouth was cocked into a slight smile, exposing bright and even teeth.


He knows I’m uncomfortable, she thought. Damn it! He’s just as much a servant of the Sisterhood as I am!


Teg did not prompt her with questions. His manner remained impeccable, curiously withdrawn. She reminded herself that this was a common trait of Mentats and nothing else should be read into it.


Abruptly, Teg stood and strode to a sideboard at Taraza’s left. He turned, folded his arms across his breast and leaned there looking down at her.


Taraza was forced to swivel her chair to face him. Damn him! Teg was not going to make this any easier for her. All of the Reverend Mother Examiners had remarked a difficulty in getting Teg to sit for conversation. He preferred to stand, his shoulders held with military stiffness, his gaze aimed downward. Few Reverend Mothers matched his height—more than two metres. This trait, the analysts agreed, was Teg’s way (probably unconscious) of protesting the Sisterhood’s authority over him. None of this, however, showed itself in his other behaviour. Teg had always been the most reliable military commander the Sisterhood had ever employed.


In a multisociety universe whose major binding forces interacted with complexity despite the simplicity of labels, reliable military commanders were worth their weight in melange many times over. Religions and the common memory of imperial tyrannies always figured in the negotiations but it was economic forces which eventually carried the day and the military coin could be entered on anybody’s adding machine. It was there in every negotiation and would be for as long as necessity drove the trading system—the need for particular things (such as spice or the technoproducts of Ix), the need for specialists (such as Mentats or Suk doctors), and all of the other mundane needs for which there were markets: for labour forces, for builders, for designers, for planiformed life, for artists, for exotic pleasures …


No legal system could bind such complexity into a whole and this fact quite obviously brought up another necessity—the constant need for arbiters with clout. Reverend Mothers had naturally fallen into this role within the economic web and Miles Teg knew this. He also knew that he was once more being brought out as a bargaining chip. Whether he enjoyed that role did not figure in the negotiations.


“It’s not as though you had any family to hold you here,” Taraza said.


Teg accepted this silently. Yes, his wife had been dead thirty-eight years now. His children were all grown and, with the exception of one daughter, gone from the nest. He had his many personal interests but no family obligations. True.


Taraza reminded him then of his long and faithful service to the Sisterhood, citing several memorable achievements. She knew the praise would have little effect on him but it provided her with a needed opening for what must follow.


“You have been apprised of your familial resemblance,” she said.


Teg inclined his head no more than a millimetre.


“Your resemblance to the first Leto Atreides, grandfather of the Tyrant, is truly remarkable,” she said.


Teg gave no sign that he heard or agreed. This was merely a datum, something already stored in his copious memory. He knew he bore Atreides genes. He had seen the likeness of Leto I at Chapter House. It had been oddly like looking into a mirror.


“You’re a bit taller,” Taraza said.


Teg continued to stare down at her.


“Damn it all, Bashar,” Taraza said, “will you at least try to help me?”


“Is that an order, Mother Superior?”


“No, it’s not an order!”


Teg smiled slowly. The fact that Taraza allowed herself such an explosion in front of him said many things. She would not do that with people she felt were untrustworthy. And she certainly would not permit herself such an emotional display with a person she considered merely an underling.


Taraza sat back in her chair and grinned up at him. “All right,” she said. “You’ve had your fun. Patrin said you would be most upset with me if I called you back to duty. I assure you that you are crucial to our plans.”


“What plans, Mother Superior?”


“We are raising a Duncan Idaho ghola on Gammu. He is almost six years old and ready for military education.”


Teg allowed his eyes to widen slightly.


“It will be a taxing duty for you,” Taraza said, “but I want you to take over his training and protection as soon as possible.”


“My likeness to the Atreides Duke,” Teg said. “You will use me to restore his original memories.”


“In eight or ten years, yes.”


“That long!” Teg shook his head. “Why Gammu?”


“His prana-bindu inheritance has been altered by the Bene Tleilax, at our orders. His reflexes will match in speed those of anyone born in our times. Gammu … the original Duncan Idaho was born and raised there. Because of the changes in his cellular inheritance we must keep all else as close to the original conditions as possible.”


“Why are you doing this?” It was a Mentat’s data-conscious tone.


“A female child with the ability to control the worms has been discovered on Rakis. We will have use for our ghola there.”


“You will breed them?”


“I am not engaging you as a Mentat. It is your military abilities and your likeness to the original Leto that we need. You know how to restore his original memories when the time comes.”


“So you’re really bringing me back as a Weapons Master.”


“You think that’s a comedown for the man who was Supreme Bashar of all our forces?”


“Mother Superior, you command and I obey. But I will not accept this post without full command of all of Gammu’s defences.”


“That already has been arranged, Miles.”


“You always did know how my mind works.”


“And I’ve always been confident of your loyalty.”


Teg pushed himself away from the sideboard and stood a moment in thought, then: “Who will brief me?”


“Bellonda from Records, the same as before. She will provide you with a cipher to secure the exchange of messages between us.”


“I will give you a list of people,” Teg said. “Old comrades and the children of some of them. I will want all of them waiting on Gammu when I arrive.”


“You don’t think any of them will refuse?”


His look said: “Don’t be silly!”


Taraza chuckled and she thought: There’s a thing we learned well from the original Atreides—how to produce people who command the utmost devotion and loyalty.


“Patrin will handle the recruiting,” Teg said. “He won’t accept rank, I know, but he’s to get the full pay and courtesies of a colonel-aide.”


“You will, of course be restored to the rank of Supreme Bashar,” she said. “We will …”


“No. You have Burzmali. We will not weaken him by bringing back his old Commander over him.”


She studied him a moment, then: “We have not yet commissioned Burzmali as …”


“I am well aware of that. My old comrades keep me fully informed of Sisterhood politics. But you and I, Mother Superior, know it’s only a matter of time. Burzmali is the best.”


She could only accept this. It was more than a military Mentat’s assessment. It was Teg’s assessment. Another thought struck her.


“Then you already knew about our dispute in Council!” she accused. “And you let me …”


“Mother Superior, if I thought you would produce another monster on Rakis, I would have said so. You trust my decisions; I trust yours.”


“Damn you, Miles, we’ve been apart too long.” Taraza stood. “I feel calmer just knowing you’ll be back in harness.”


“Harness,” he said. “Yes. Reinstate me as a Bashar on special assignment. That way, when word gets back to Burzmali, there’ll be no silly questions.”


Taraza produced a sheaf of ridulian papers from beneath her robe and passed them to Teg. “I’ve already signed these. Fill in your own reinstatement. The other authorizations are all there, transport vouchers and so on. I give you these orders personally. You are to obey me. You are my Bashar, do you understand?”


“Wasn’t I always?” he asked.


“It’s more important than ever now. Keep that ghola safe and train him well. He’s your responsibility. And I will back you in that against anyone.”


“I hear Schwangyu commands on Gammu.”


“Against anyone, Miles. Don’t trust Schwangyu.”


“I see. Will you lunch with us? My daughter has …”


“Forgive me, Miles, but I must get back soonest. I will send Bellonda at once.”


Teg saw her to the door, exchanged a few pleasantries with his old students in her party and watched as they left. They had an armoured groundcar waiting in the drive, one of the new models that they obviously had brought with them. Sight of it gave Teg an uneasy feeling.


Urgency!


Taraza had come in person, the Mother Superior herself on a messenger’s errand, knowing what that would reveal to him. Knowing so intimately how the Sisterhood performed, he saw the revelation in what had just happened. The dispute in the Bene Gesserit Council went far deeper than his informants had suggested.


“You are my Bashar.”


Teg glanced through the sheaf of authorizations and vouchers Taraza had left with him. Already carrying her seal and signature. The trust this implied added to the other things he sensed and increased his disquiet.


“Don’t trust Schwangyu.”


He slipped the papers into his pocket and went in search of Patrin. Patrin would have to be briefed, and mollified. They would have to discuss who to call in for this assignment. He began to list some of the names in his mind. Dangerous duty ahead. It called for only the best people. Damn! Everything on the estate here would have to be passed over to Firus and Dimela. So many details! He felt his pulse quicken as he strode through the house.


Passing a house guard, one of his old soldiers, Teg paused: “Martin, cancel all of my appointments for today. Find my daughter and tell her to meet me in my study.”


Word spread through the house and, from there, across the estate. Servants and family, knowing that the Reverend Mother Superior had just conversed privately with him, automatically set up a protective screen to keep idle distractions away from him. His eldest daughter, Dimela, cut him short when he tried to list details necessary to carry on his experimental farm projects.


“Father, I am not an infant!”


They were in the small greenhouse attached to his study. Remains of Teg’s lunch sat on the corner of a potting bench. Patrin’s notebook was propped against the wall behind the luncheon tray.


Teg looked sharply at his daughter. Dimela favoured him in appearance but not in height. Too angular to be a beauty but she had made a good marriage. They had three fine children, Dimela and Firus.


“Where is Firus?” Teg asked.


“He’s out seeing to the replanting of the South Farm.”


“Oh, yes. Patrin mentioned that.”


Teg smiled. It had always pleased him that Dimela had refused the Sisterhood’s bid, preferring to marry Firus, a native of Lernaeus, and remain in her father’s entourage.


“All I know is that they’re calling you back to duty,” Dimela said. “Is it a dangerous assignment?”


“You know, you sound exactly like your mother,” Teg said.


“So it is dangerous! Damn them, haven’t you done enough for them?”


“Apparently not.”


She turned away from him as Patrin entered the far end of the greenhouse. He heard her speak to Patrin as they passed.


“The older he gets the more he gets like a Reverend Mother himself!”


What else could she expect? Ted wondered. The son of a Reverend Mother, fathered by a minor functionary of the Combine Honnete Ober Advancer Mercantiles, he had matured in a household which moved to the Sisterhood’s beat. It had been apparent to him at an early age that his father’s allegiance to CHOAM’s interplanetary trading network vanished when his mother objected.


This house had been his mother’s until her death less than a year after his father died. The imprint of her choices lay all around him.


Patrin stopped in front of him. “I came back for my notebook. Have you added any names?”


“A few. You’d better get right on it.”


“Yes, sir!” Patrin did a smart about-face and strode back the way he had come, slapping the notebook against his leg.


He feels it, too, Teg thought.


Once more, Teg glanced around him. This house was still his mother’s place. After all the years he had lived here, raised a family here! Still her place. Oh, he had built this greenhouse, but the study there had been her private room.


Janet Roxbrough of the Lernaeus Roxbroughs. The furnishings, the decor, still her place. Taraza had seen that. He and his wife had changed some of the surface objects, but the core remained Janet Roxbrough’s. No question about the Fish Speaker blood in that lineage. What a prize she had been for the Sisterhood! That she had wed Loschy Teg and lived out her life here, that was the oddity. An undigestible fact until you knew how the Sisterhood’s breeding designs worked over the generations.


They’ve done it again, Teg thought. They’ve had me waiting in the wings all these years just for this moment.




Has not religion claimed a patent on creation for all of these millennia?





—The Tleilaxu Question, from Muad’Dib Speaks


The air of Tleilax was crystalline, gripped by a stillness which was part the morning chill and part a sense of fearful crouching, as though life waited out there in the city of Bandalong, life anticipating and ravenous, which would not stir until it received his personal signal. The Mahai, Tylwyth Waff, Master of the Masters, enjoyed this hour more than any other of the day. The city was his now as he looked out through his open window. Bandalong would come alive only at his command. This was what he told himself. The fear which he could sense out there was his hold on any reality which might arise from that incubating reservoir of life: the Tleilaxu civilization which had originated here and then spread its powers afar.


They had waited millennia for this time, his people. Waff savoured the moment now. All through the bad times of the Prophet Leto II (not God Emperor but God’s Messenger), all through the Famines and the Scattering, through every painful defeat at the hands of lesser creatures, through all of those agonies the Tleilaxu had built their patient forces for this moment.


We have come to our moment, O Prophet!


The city which lay beneath his high window he saw as a symbol, one strong mark on the page of Tleilaxu design. Other Tleilaxu planets, other great cities, interlinked, interdependent and with central allegiance to his God and his city, awaited the signal which all of them knew must come soon. The twinned forces of Face Dancers and Masheikh had compressed their powers in preparation for the cosmic leap. The millennia of waiting were about to end.


Waff thought of it as “the long beginning”.


Yes. He nodded to himself as he looked at the crouching city. From its inception, from that infinitesimal kernel of an idea, Bene Tleilax leaders had understood the perils of a plan so extended, so protracted, so convoluted and subtle. They had known they must surmount near-disaster time and again, accept galling losses, submissions and humiliations. All of this and so much more had gone into the construction of a particular Bene Tleilax image. By those millennia of pretence they had created a myth.


“The vile, detestable, dirty Tleilaxu! The stupid Tleilaxu! The predictable Tleilaxu! The impetuous Tleilaxu!”


Even the Prophet’s minions had fallen prey to this myth. A captive Fish Speaker had stood in this very room and shouted at a Tleilaxu Master: “Long pretence creates a reality! You are truly vile!” So they had killed her and the Prophet did nothing.

OEBPS/9780575104457_msr_cvi_r1.jpg
-
TEWAY

FRANK
HERBERT

HERETICS
OF DUNE

THE FIFTH NOVEL IN THE DUNE SEQUENCE

‘A SPECULATIVE INTELLECT
WITH FEW RIVALS IN
MODERN SF’
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SCIENCE
FICTION





OEBPS/9780575104457_oeb_001_r1.jpg
«@-EWAY





