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Though billions of human beings have been slaughtered by the thinking machines, we must not call them
victims. We must not call them casualties. | hesitate to even name them martyrs. Every person who died
in this Great Revolt must be nothing less than a hero. We will write the permanent record to reflect this.

—SERENA BUTLER,private proceedings of the Jihad Council

| don’t care how many documents you show me—how many records, or interviews, or damning bits of
evidence. | am perhaps the only person still alive who knows the truth about Xavier Harkonnen and the
reasons for what he did. | have held my peace for these many decades because Xavier himself asked it of
me, because it is what Serena Butler would have wanted, and because the needs of the Jihad demanded it.
But do not pretend that your propagandais accurate, no matter how many League citizens believeit.
Remember, | lived through those events. None of you did.

—VORIAN ATREIDES,private address to the League of Nobles

The gravest error athinking person can make isto believe that one particular version of history is
absolute fact. History is recorded by a series of observers, none of whom isimpartial. The facts are
distorted by sheer passage of time and—especially in the case of the Butlerian Jhad—thousands of years
of humanity’s dark ages, deliberate misrepresentations by religious sects, and the inevitable corruption
that comes from an accumulation of careless mistakes. The wise person, then, views history as a set of
lessons to be learned, choices and ramifications to be considered and discussed, and mistakes that should
never again be made.

—PRINCESS IRULAN,preface to theHistory of the Butlerian Jihad

Part |
69 B.G.

Machinery does not destroy. It creates, provided always that the controlling hand is strong enough to
dominate it.

—RIVEGO,
amuralist of Old Earth
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Erasmus found the pecking order among the dying and hopel ess humans fascinating, even amusing. Their
reaction was all part of the experimental process, and he considered the results to be very worthwhile.

The robot strolled through the corridors of his meticulously organized laboratory facility on Corrin,
swirling his plush crimson robe. The garment itself was an affectation he had developed in order to give
himself amore lordly appearance. Alas, the victimsin their sealed cells paid little heed to hisfinery,
preoccupied instead with their suffering. Nothing could be done about that, since distractible humans had
such difficulty focusing on matters that did not directly affect them.

Decades ago, squads of efficient construction robots had built this high-domed facility according to his
exact specifications. The numerous well-equipped chambers—each one completely isolated and
sterile—contained everything Erasmus required for his experiments.

As he continued his regular inspection rounds, the independent robot passed the glaz windows of sealed
chambers in which plague test subjects lay strapped to beds. Some specimens were already paranoid and
delirious, displaying the symptoms of the retrovirus, while others were terrified for good and rational
reasons.

By now, testing was nearly complete on the engineered disease. The effective direct mortality rate was
forty-three percent—not at all perfect, but still the deadliest viral organism in recorded human history. It
would serve the necessary purpose, and Omnius could not wait much longer. Something had to be done
soon.

The humans' holy crusade against thinking machines had dragged on for amost afull century, with much
destruction and distraction. The constant fanatical attacks from the Army of the Jihad had wrought

incal culable damage to the Synchronized empire, destroying robot warships as fast as the various
evermind incarnations could rebuild them. The progress of Omnius had been inexcusably stalled. Finally,
Omnius demanded a solution. Since direct military conflict had not proved sufficiently effective,
alternatives were explored. Biological plagues, for instance.

According to simulations, afast-moving epidemic could be a superior weapon, serving to eradicate
human populations—including their military forces—while leaving infrastructures and resources intact
for the victorious thinking machines. After the specially designed plague ran its course, Omnius could
pick up the pieces and get the systems operating again.

Erasmus had some reservations about the tactic, fearing that a terrible enough disease could wipe out
every last human. While Omnius might be satisfied with total extinction, the autonomous robot had no
desire for such afinal solution. He remained quite interested in these creatures—especialy Gilbertus
Albans, whom he had raised as a surrogate son after removing him from the squalid slave pens. Ina
purely scientific sense, Erasmus needed to keep sufficient organic material for hislaboratory and field
studies of human nature.
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They couldn’tall be killed. Just most of them.

But the creatures were remarkably resilient. He doubted that even the worst epidemic could completely
wipe out the species. Humans had an intriguing ability to adapt to adversity and overcome it by
unorthodox means. If only thinking machines could learn to do the same...

Drawing his exquisite robe tight, the platinum-skinned robot entered the central chamber of the facility,
where his turncoat Tlulaxa captive had engineered the perfect RNA retrovirus. Thinking machines were
efficient and dedicated, but it took a corrupted human imagination to channel Omnius s wrath into a
thoroughly destructive course of action. No robot or computer could have conceived such appalling death
and destruction: That required the imagination of a vengeful human.

Rekur Van, abiological engineer and geneticist now reviled across the League of Nobles, squirmed in his
life-support socket, unable to move more than his head because he had no arms or legs. A retention socket
connected the geneticist’s body core to nutrient and waste tubes. Shortly after capturing him, Erasmus
had seen to the removal of the man’slimbs, rendering him much more manageable. He was certainly not
trustworthy, in sharp contrast with Gilbertus Albans.

The robot fashioned a cheery smile on his flowmetal face. “ Good morning, Stump. We have much work
to do today. Perhaps we will even finish our primary test runs.”

The Tlulaxa' s narrow face was even more pinched than usual; his dark, close-set eyes flitted about like
those of atrapped animal. “It’s about time you got here. I’ ve been awake for hours, just staring.”

“Then you have had plenty of time to develop remarkable new ideas. | look forward to hearing them.”

The captive grunted a coarse insult in response. Then: “How are you coming on the reptilian regrowth
experiments? What progress?”’

The robot leaned close and lifted a biological flap to look at the bare skin on one of Rekur Van's scarred
shoulders.

“Anything yet?’ the Tlulaxa asked, anxiously. He bent his head at an odd angle, trying to see details of
the stump of hisarm.

“Not on this side.”

Erasmus checked the biological flap on the other shoulder. “We might have something here. A definite
growth bump on the skin.” Each test site contained different cellular catalysts injected into the skinin an
effort to regenerate the severed limbs.

“Extrapolate from your data, robot. How long before my arms and legs grow back?”’
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“That is difficult to say. It could be several weeks, or possibly much longer.” The robot rubbed a metal
finger over the bump on the skin. “ Conversely, this growth could be something else entirely. It has a
reddish coloration; perhaps it is nothing more than an infection.”

“l don't feel any soreness.”
“Would you like me to scratch it?’
“No. I’ll wait until I can do it myself.”

“Don’'t be rude. Thisis supposed to be a collaborative effort.” Though the results did look promising, this
work wasn’t the robot’ s priority. He had something more important in mind.

Erasmus made a minor adjustment to an intravenous connection that smoothed away the discontent in the
man’s narrow face. Undoubtedly, Rekur Van was undergoing one of his periodic mood swings. Erasmus
would observe him closely and administer medication to keep him operating efficiently. Perhaps he could
prevent the Tlulaxa from having one of his full-fledged tantrums today. Some mornings, anything could
set him off. Other times, Erasmus purposely provoked him just to observe the result.

Controlling humans—even such a disgusting example—was a science and an art. This degraded captive
was as much a“subject” as any of the humans in the blood-spattered slave pens and chambers. Even
when the Tlulaxa was driven to the extreme, when he struggled to rip away his life-support systems using
nothing more than his teeth, Erasmus could aways get him working on the plagues again. Fortunately,
the man despised L eague humans even more than he hated his machine masters.

Decades ago, during a great political upheaval in the League of Nobles, the dark secret of the Tlulaxa
organ farms had been reveal ed to the horror and disgust of free humanity. On the League Worlds, public
opinion had been inflamed against the genetic researchers, and outraged mobs had destroyed the organ
farms and driven most of the Tlulaxainto hiding, their reputations irreparably blackened.

On the run, Rekur Van had fled to Synchronized space, bearing what he thought was an irresistible
gift—the cellular material to make a perfect clone of Serena Butler. Erasmus had been amazed,
remembering his intriguing discussions with the captive woman. The desperate Van had been certain
Erasmus would want her—Dbut alas the clones that Van devel oped had none of Serena’ s memories, none
of her passion. They were merely shallow replicas.

Despite the clones’ blandness, however, Erasmus had found Rekur Van himself very interesting—much
to the little man’ s dismay. The independent robot enjoyed his company. Here at last was someone who
spoke his scientific language, a researcher capable of helping him understand more about the countless
ramifications and investigative pathways of complex human organisms.
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Erasmus found the first few years to be a challenge, even after removing the Tlulaxa' s arms and legs.
Eventually, with careful manipulations, a patiently administered system of rewards and punishments, he
had converted Rekur Van into quite a fruitful experimental subject. The limbless man’s situation seemed
rather like that of Van’'s own slave subjects in the sham organ farms. Erasmus found it wonderfully
ironic.

“Would you like alittle treat now, to get us started on our work?’ Erasmus suggested. “A flesh cookie,
perhaps?’

Van'seyeslit up, for thiswas one of the few pleasures remaining to him. Made from a variety of
laboratory-bred organisms, including human “debris,” the flesh cookies were considered delicacies on the
Tlulaxa homeworld. “Feed me, or | refuse to continue my work for you.”

“You use that threat too often, Stump. Y ou are connected to tanks of nutrient solutions. Even if you
refuse to eat, you will not starve.”

“Y ou want my cooperation, not just my surviva—and you have left me with too few bargaining chips.”
The Tlulaxa' s face contorted in a grimace.

“Very well. Flesh cookies!” Erasmus shouted. “ Four-Arms, seeto it.”

One of the freakish human laboratory assistants walked in, his quartet of grafted arms balancing a platter
mounded with sugary organic treats. The Tlulaxa shifted in hislife-support socket to ook at the gruesome
food—and the extra set of arms that had once been his own.

With some knowledge of the grafting procedures used by the Tlulaxarace, Erasmus had transplanted the
arms and legs of the former slaver onto two laboratory assistants, adding artificial flesh, sinews, and bone
to adjust the limbs to the proper length. Although it was just a test case and alearning experience, it had
been remarkably successful. Four-Arms was particularly efficient at carrying things, Erasmus hoped
someday to teach him to juggle, which Gilbertus might find amusing. Alternatively, Four-Legs could run
like an antel ope on an open plain.

Whenever either assistant came into view, the Tlulaxa man was harshly reminded of his hopeless
situation.

Since Rekur Van had no hands, Four-Arms used two of his own—the pair formerly belonging to the
captive—to cram flesh cookies into the eager, open mouth. Van looked like a hungry chick demanding
worms from a mother bird. Brownish yellow crumbs dripped down his chin onto the black smock
covering historso; some fell into the nutrient bath, where the materials would be recycled.

Erasmus raised a hand, making Four-Arms pause. “Enough for now. You will have more, Stump, but first
there iswork to do. Together, let us review today’s mortality statistics from the various test strains.”
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Interesting, Erasmus thought, that Vorian Atreides—son of the treacherous Titan Agamemnon—had
attempted a similar means of wiping out the Omnius everminds, planting a computer virus in the update
spheres unwittingly delivered by his robot captain Seurat. But machines weren't the only ones vulnerable
to deadly infection....

After pouting for amoment, Rekur Van licked hislips and set to work studying the results. He seemed to
enjoy the casualty figures. “How delicious,” he muttered. “ These plagues are the absolute best way to kill
trillions of people.”

Greatness has its own rewards...and bears its own terrible costs.

—PRIMERO XAVIER HARKONNEN,
afinal dictgjournal entry

During his preternaturally long military career, Supreme Commander Vorian Atreides had seen much, but
he'd rarely visited a more beautiful world than Caladan. For him, this ocean planet was a treasure chest
filled with memories, afantasy of how a“normal” life should be—without the machines, without the war.

Everywhere he went on Caladan, Vor saw reminders of golden times he had spent here with Leronica
Tergiet. She was the mother of his twin sons, the woman who had been his beloved companion for more
than seven decades, though they’ d never officially married.

Leronicawas at their shared home back on Salusa Secundus. Though she wasin her early nineties, he
loved her more than ever. To keep alonger hold on her youth, she could have taken regular doses of the
rejuvenating spice melange, which had grown quite popular among the rich nobles, but she refused what
she saw as an unnatural crutch. It was so like her!

In sharp contrast, because of the immortality treatment his cymek father had forced on him, Vor still
looked like a young man, her grandson perhaps. So that they wouldn’t appear to be quite so mismatched,
Vor regularly added gray tints to his hair. He wished he had brought her with him on this trip back to
where they had met.

Now, looking out at the calm Caladan seas and watching the boats return from a day of harvesting kelp
and fat butterfish, Vor sat with his eager young adjutant, Abulurd Butler, youngest son of Quentin Vigar
and Wandra Butler. Abulurd was aso the grandson of Vor’s close friend...but Xavier Harkonnen's name
was rarely spoken, since he' d been irreversibly branded a coward and traitor to humanity. The thought of
thisinjustice, carried forward by the momentum of legend, caught in Vor’ sthroat like a spiny fruit, but he
could do nothing about it. Nearly sixty years had already gone by.

He and Abulurd had found atable inside a new cliffside suspensor restaurant that moved slowly along the
Caladan shore for a constantly shifting view of the coast and the sea. Their military caps rested on awide
window ledge. Waves crashed against large rocks just offshore and | eft rivulets of water running down
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the sides like white lace. L ate afternoon sunlight glinted off the waves.

In their green-and-crimson uniforms, the two men gazed out at the incoming tide and drank wine,
enjoying a brief respite from the unending Jihad. Vor wore his uniform casually, without all the
distracting medals, while Abulurd himself seemed as crisp as the creases on his trousers.Just like his
grandfather .

Vor had taken the young man under his wing, watching out for him, helping him along. Abulurd had
never known his mother—Xavier’ s youngest daughter—who had suffered a severe stroke giving birth to
him, which left her catatonic. Now, upon turning eighteen, the young man had pledged himself to the
Army of the Jihad. His father and brothers had earned prestige and many decorations. Eventually,
Quentin Butler’ s youngest son would distinguish himself as well.

To avoid the taint of the Harkonnen name, Abulurd’ s father had taken his surname from the auspicious
maternal line, proud to claim the heritage of Serena Butler herself. Ever since he' d married into the
famous family forty-two years earlier, the war hero Quentin had remarked on the irony of the name. “A
butler was once amenia servant who quietly followed the orders of his master. But | declare anew
family motto: ‘We Butlers are servants unto no one!’” His two oldest sons Faykan and Rikov had adopted
the catchphrase as they devoted their early livesto fight in the Jihad.

So much history in aname,Vor thought.And so much baggage withit .

Taking along breath, he scanned the interior of the restaurant. A banner hung on one wall, with pictures
of the Three Martyrs. Serena Butler, her innocent child Manion, and Grand Patriarch Ginjo. Faced with
an enemy as relentless as the thinking machines, people sought rescue from God or His representatives.
Like any religious movement, the “Martyrists’ had zeal ous fringe members who followed strict practices
to honor the fallen trio.

Vor did not adhere to such beliefs himself, preferring to rely on military prowess to defeat Omnius, but
human nature, including fanaticism, had an influence on his planning. Populations that would not fight in
the name of the L eague would throw themselves howling upon machine foes if asked to do so in the name
of Serenaor her baby. But while the Martyrists could help the cause of the Jihad, frequently they just got
intheway....

Keeping hislong silence, Vor folded his hands and looked around the restaurant. Despite the recently
added suspensor mechanism, the place looked much as it had many decades ago. Vor remembered it well.
The chairs, of aclassic style, might be the same ones, but he thought the worn upholstery had been
replaced.

Quietly sipping hiswine, Vor recalled one waitress who used to work here, a young immigrant that his
troops had rescued from Peridot Colony. She had lost her entire family when the thinking machines razed
every human-built structure on that planet, and afterward she had worn a survivor’s medal that Vor
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presented to her personally. He hoped she had made a good life for herself here on Caladan. So long
ago...she might be dead now, or an old matron with abrood of grandchildren.

Over the years, Vor had visited Caladan many times, ostensibly to monitor the listening post and
observation station his crews had erected nearly seven decades ago. He still returned whenever possible to
keep an eye on the water world.

Thinking he was doing a good thing, Vor had long ago moved L eronica and his sons to the League capital
when Estes and Kagin were children; their mother had thrived amid all the wonders, but the twins had not
particularly cared for Salusa. Later, Vor’'s boys—boys? They were in their sixties now!—had decided to
return to Caladan, never having warmed to the bustle of Salusa Secundus, L eague politics, or the Army of
the Jihad. Off on his military missions, Vor had rarely been home, and when the twins came of age, they
had departed for the ocean world to set up their own homes and have their own children...even
grandchildren now.

After so much time and only infrequent contact, Estes and Kagin were veritable strangers to him. Just
yesterday, when Vor’s military group had arrived, he had gone to visit them—only to discover that they
had packed up and left for Salusa the week before, intending to spend a few months with their old mother.
He hadn’t even known! Another missed opportunity.

Still, none of his previous visits with them in past years had been particularly joyful. Each time the twins
had followed social niceties, sat with their father for a brief dinner, but didn’t seem to know what to talk
about. Before long, Estes and Kagin had pleaded other obligations. Feeling awkward, Vor had shaken
their hands and wished them well, before going diligently about his military duties....

“You're thinking back, aren’t you, sir?” Abulurd had remained silent for along time, watching his
commander, but had finally grown impatient.

“Can’'t help thinking. I may not look it, but I am an old man, remember. | have alot of tieshere.” Vor's
brow furrowed as he took a sip of Zincal, one of the most popular Caladan wines. The first time he’ d been
here, in the dockside tavern owned by Leronicaand her father, he had drunk only a potent and bitter kelp
beer....

“The past isimportant, Abulurd...and so is the truth.” Vor turned from the ocean scenery to focus on his
adjutant. “ There’ s something I’ ve been meaning to tell you, but | had to wait until you were old enough.
Maybe you'll never be old enough.”

Abulurd brushed a hand through his dark-brown hair, revealing reddish-cinnamon highlights like his
grandfather’s. The young man also had an infectious smile like Xavier's, and a disarming way of looking
at people. “I’'m always interested in what you can teach me, Supreme Commander.”

“Some things are not easy to learn. But you deserve to know. What you do with it afterward is your own
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business.”

Perplexed, Abulurd squinted. The suspensor restaurant stopped its lateral movement and began to float
down the face of awater-blackened cliff, approaching the sea and the waves that crashed against the
shore.

“Thisisdifficult,” Vor said after along sigh. “We'd better finish our wine.” He took along swallow of
the robust red varietal, stood, and grabbed his military cap from the window ledge. Abulurd followed
dutifully, taking his own cap and leaving his glass half full.

After exiting the restaurant, they climbed a paved trail that switch-backed to the top of acliff, where they
stopped among wind-scul pted shrubs and sprays of white starry flowers. A salty breeze whipped up, and
the men had to hold on to their caps. Vor gestured to a bench surrounded by high sheltering hedges. The
sky and open air seemed vast, but in this special place Vor felt a sense of privacy and importance.

“It' stime for you to learn what really happened with your grandfather,” Vor said. He sincerely hoped this
young man would take the revelations to heart, especially since his older brothers never had, preferring
the official fiction rather than the uncomfortable truth.

Abulurd swallowed hard. “1’ve read the files. | know he is my family’s shame.”

Vor scowled. “Xavier was agood man and my close friend. Sometimes the history you think you know is
little more than convenient propaganda.” He let out a bitter laugh. “Ah, you should have read my father’s
original memoairs.”

Abulurd seemed confused. “Y ou are the only one who doesn’t spit at the name Harkonnen. I...I never
believed he could have been so terrible. He was the father of Manion the Innocent, after all.”

“Xavier did not betray us. He didn’t betray anyone. Iblis Ginjo was the evil one, and Xavier sacrificed
himself to destroy him before he could cause more terrible harm. The Grand Patriarch’s own actions led
to Serena s death, along with the Ivory Tower Cogitors mad peace plan.”

Vor’'s hands clenched into angry fists. “ Xavier Harkonnen did what no other man was willing to do—and
he saved our souls, if nothing else. He doesn’t deserve the shame piled upon him. But for the sake of the
Jihad, Xavier was willing to accept any fate, even history’ sknifein his back. He knew that if such vast
corruption and treachery were exposed at the heart of the Jihad itself, the holy crusade would degenerate
into scandals and accusations. We would lose our focus on the real enemy.”

Tearsfilled Vor's gray eyes when he looked hard at Abulurd. “And all thistime, I...1 let my friend be
colored as atraitor. Xavier knew that the Jihad had to take precedence over personal exoneration, but |

am exhausted from wrestling with the truth, Abulurd. Serenaleft us both a message before she departed
for Corrin, knowing she was likely to be killed—martyred. She explained why personal feelings had to be
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shunted aside for the cause. Xavier felt the same way—he never gave a damn about medals or statuesin
his honor, or how history remembered him.”

Vor forced hisfingersto relax. “ Xavier knew most people wouldn’t understand what he had done. The
Grand Patriarch was too well ensconced in his position, surrounded by the powerful Jipol and propaganda
specialists. For decades, Iblis Ginjo manufactured his own indestructible myth, while Xavier was just a
man, fighting as best he could. When he learned what Iblis meant to do to yet another human
colony—when he discovered the scheme the Grand Patriarch had created with the Tlulaxa and their organ
farms—he knew what he had to do. He didn’t care about the consequences.”

Abulurd watched him with intense fascination, a mixture of dismay and hope. He looked very young.

“Xavier was agreat man who performed a necessary act.” Vor shrugged, aweak gesture. “Iblis Ginjo was
removed. The Tlulaxa organ farms were abandoned, their vile researchers blacklisted and scattered. And
the Jihad was rejuvenated, resulting in the last six decades of fervor.”

Y oung Abulurd remained disturbed. “But what about the truth? If you knew that my grandfather’ s infamy
had no basis, why didn’t you try to fix it?’

Vor just shook his head sadly. “No one wanted to hear it. The turmoil would have been a distraction.
Even now, it would stall our war effort while we waste time pointing accusing fingers and screaming for
justice. Families would take sides, vendettas would be sworn...and through it all, Omnius would keep
attacking us.”

The young officer did not seem satisfied, but he said nothing.

“1 understand what you are feeling Abulurd. Trust me, Xavier himself would not have wanted me to
demand a historical revision in hisfavor. It has been along, long time. | very much doubt anyone cares.”

“| care.”

Vor gave him awan smile. “Y es, and now you know the truth.” He leaned back on his bench. “But our
long struggle is held together by the slender threads of heroes and myths. The stories surrounding Serena
Butler and Iblis Ginjo have been carefully crafted, and the Martyrists have transformed those two into
much more than they ever were. For the good of the people, for the strength of the Jihad, they must
remain untarnished as symbols—even the Grand Patriarch, though he does not deserveit.”

The young man’s lower lip trembled. “My grandfather wasn't...wasn’'t a coward, then?’
“Far fromit. I'd call him ahero.”
Abulurd hung his head. “I’ll never be acoward,” he vowed, wiping tears from his eyes.
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“1 know you won't, Abulurd, and | want you to know that you’ re like a son to me. | was proud to be
Xavier'sfriend, and I'm proud to know you.” Vor put a hand on the young man’ s shoulder. “ Someday,
perhaps, we can right this terrible wrong. But first we must destroy Omnius.”

A birth on this soil isthe birth of awarrior.

—SWORDMASTER ISTIAN GOSS,
to his students

The Army of the Jihad vowed to take back Honru from the thinking machines, regardless of the cost in
blood. After a century of Serena Butler’s holy war, humans were accustomed to extreme sacrifices.

Quentin Butler, the battalion’s primero, stood on the bridge of his flagship and watched the Omnius-
enslaved planet that loomed in front of him. He uttered a silent prayer as he faced his soulless enemy. Cut
from the mold of a staunch war hero, he looked much older than his sixty-five years, with pale gold hair
and wavy curls; the finely chiseled features of hisface—afirm chin, thin lips, and piercing eyes—looked
asif they had been modeled after a classical bust. Quentin would spearhead the offensive, leading the
jihadisto victory here on the site of one of their earliest, most devastating defeats.

Four hundred ballista battleships and over athousand javelin destroyers converged to form a deadly
noose around the planet that had once been inhabited by free humans, before the Honru Massacre. This
time, the thinking machines stood no chance whatsoever against Quentin and his sworn cause, not to
mention the overwhelming firepower he had brought.

In al the years of the Jihad, brave human warriors had inflicted constant and significant damage on the
Synchronized Worlds, wrecking robot fleets and destroying machine outposts. And yet the enemy
continued to rebuild their forces.

The primero, addicted to the rush of adrenaline and the thrill of victory, had already performed plenty of
heroic deedsin hislong military career. Many times he had stood victorious in the smoking ruins of a
battlefield. He never tired of that sensation.

“Omnius should just calculate the odds and shut down all of his systems,” said Faykan, Quentin’s oldest
son. “It would save us time and trouble.” Even taller than his father, Faykan had wavy hair like Quentin’s,
but high cheekbones and |ean features from his mother Wandra. He was thirty-seven, ambitious both in
military service and League politics.

Also standing on the flagship’ s bridge, his brother Rikov snorted. “If victory is as easy as all that, it
would be hard to justify a big celebration when it’s over. I'd prefer more of achallenge.” Seven years
younger than his brother, Rikov was a head shorter, with broader shoulders and a squarer jaw. His
generous lips took after his Harkonnen heritage, though no one with good sense would remind Rikov of
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that embarrassment.

“1 am satisfied with any victory that brings us one step closer to annihilating the machine demons.”
Quentin turned to look at the two eager men. “There' Il be enough glory for both of my sons...with abit
left over for myself.”

Subconsciously, he often avoided mentioning his youngest son because of what Abulurd’ s birth had done
to Wandra. He always thought of his precious wife before going into battle. Late in her childbearing
years, Wandra had accidentally gotten pregnant, and the difficult delivery had stolen her from him.
Mourning, ignoring his new baby, Quentin had taken his comatose wife to the peace and solitude of the
City of Introspection, where her revered aunt Serena had spent so much time in contemplation. A part of
him still blamed Abulurd for taking Wandra from him, and though his conscience told him he wasn’t
being fair to Abulurd, his heart refused to believe otherwise....

“Arewe going to just stare at Honru?’ Rikov asked flippantly, already standing close to the exit. “Or are
we going to get on with it?”’

The battalion’ s subcommanders transmitted detailed acknowledgments, marking positions and
announcing their readiness for a full assault. The Omnius evermind on the planet below must already
realize its doom. Defensive systems and combat robots would have detected the incoming Jihad fleet, but
the thinking machines could do nothing against such an overwhelming force. Their fate was
predetermined.

Quentin rose from his command chair, smiling patiently at his eager sons. The basic battle plan had been
developed in acommand center in far-off Zimia, but in war everything could change up until the last
moment. “We will send down five hundred kindjal fightersin two separate waves, each with aload of
scrambl er-pulse bombs, but we won’t deploy the large-scale atomics unless everything goes sour. We'll
need a precision strike on the evermind nexus and then ground crews to root out the substations. We have
plenty of Ginaz mercenary commandos.”

“Yes, sir,” both men answered.

“Faykan, you lead the first wave. Rikov, the second. A few high detonations of pulse-atomics should
scramble their gelcircuitry brains sufficiently without killing al the human population. It Il soften the
machines enough for our ground troops to sweep in and eliminate the rest. The people of Honru will be
free before nightfall.”

“If any of them remain,” Rikov pointed out. “It’s been almost ninety years since the machines took over
down there.”

Faykan’s face looked grim and stony. “If Omnius has killed them all, that’ s even more reason for
revenge. Then |, for one, wouldn’t have any reservations about slagging the planet with aflood of
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atomics, just like the armada did at Earth.”
“Either way,” Quentin said, “let’s get on with it.”

The primero clasped his hands in front of hisface in the half prayer, half salute that the Jihad
commanders had adopted since the murder of Serena Butler more than half a century ago. Though
ostensibly he spoke to his sons, the words were transmitted across the battalion—not just a pep talk, but
his sincere belief. “The Honru Massacre was one of the darkest momentsin the early history of the Jihad.
Today we will balance the scales of history and finish the story.”

Faykan and Rikov marched toward the flagship’s main launching deck, where they would lead the waves
of kindjal fighters. Quentin remained in the command center to watch the unfolding assault, completely
confident in his sons. On the screen, he continued to study the rich-looking planet below: brown and
green continents, white wisps of clouds, deep blue blotches of broad seas.

No doubt the Omnius incursion had stripped the landscape over the past nine decades, turning Honru's
beautiful forests and meadows into an industrial nightmare. Enslaved survivors would have been forced
to serve the evil thinking machines. Quentin clenched his fists, muttering another quiet prayer for
strength. All that damage could be recovered, given time. The first step was to reassert benevolent human
rule, to avenge the first Massacre....

Five years after Serena Butler launched her great Jihad, an armada of League warships had attempted to
liberate the Synchronized World of Honru. The well-armed and enthusiastic armada had swept in, urged
on by Grand Patriarch Ginjo. But corrupt thinking machine spies had misled them about the number of
enemy forces waiting at Honru.

Ten thousand Omnius ships had lain in ambush and then engulfed the armada. The human fighters had
responded with desperate combat measures, but self-destructive robot ships wiped out the Jihad
battleshipsin orbit. Waves of combat robots on the surface exterminated entire villages of humans who
had hoped to be rescued.

The intended liberation of Honru had turned into arout, a slaughter that continued until all remaining
human battleships were wiped out. In addition to uncounted casualties on the ground, over five hundred
thousand free human soldiers had been massacred in a single engagement....

It islong past time to avenge that,Quentin thought.
“Kindjal squadrons are launched, Primero,” said his lieutenant.

“Ready our troops for the ground assault to secure our advances. | want thisto go smoothly. Land all
personnel transports while we maintain air cover with javelins.” He allowed himself a sober yet confident
smile.
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Five hundred kindjals flew from their ballista mother ships. Already, the Honru robot fleet was rallying,
some launching vessels into orbit, others converging from picket lines at the edge of the system.

“Prepare for combat,” Quentin said. “All Holtzman shields engage as soon as the robot ships come into
range, not a moment before.”

“Yes, Primero. We'll hold fast.”

He was confident his fleet could shrug off the robotic battleships, so he focused instead on the activities
of his sons. Faykan and Rikov divided the kindjal squadrons, and each followed an operational pattern
pursuant to his own style; the mixture of strategies had proven quite effective in earlier engagements.
Today, the famous Butler Brothers would add another victory to their résumés.

With an ache in his chest, he wished Wandra could have seen her boys now, but she was beyond knowing
anything that happened around her....

Eighteen years ago, Quentin’s two oldest sons had seen tears streaming down his cheeks as they were
leaving her in the City of Introspection. It was one of the first times the military hero had ever allowed
himself to appear so vulnerable.

“Too much grief, Father,” Faykan had said. “ Everywhere we turn.”

But Quentin had shaken his head. “ These are not tears of anguish or grief, my son.” He reached out to
embrace both young men. “They are tears of happinessfor all that your mother has given me.”

Quentin had never abandoned Wandra. He visited her each time he returned to Salusa, certain in his heart
that his wife still remembered him. When he felt her pulse and the beating of her heart, he sensed that
their love was what kept her alive. He continued to fight for the Jihad, silently dedicating each victory to
her.

Now he looked up as reports streamed in from Honru, excited transmissions from Faykan's and Rikov’s
kindjals. The warships swooped in over machine strongholds, dropping swarms of pulse explosives that
emitted bursts of destructive Holtzman energy.

“All scramblers deployed, Primero,” Faykan transmitted. “The main city is ready for our second phase.”

Quentin smiled. In orbit, the first group of robotic warships ineffectually slammed into the Jihad ships,
more of a nuisance than athreat, so long as the Holtzman shields did not overheat.

He redeployed hisforces. “Javelins, descend into the atmosphere. All projectile batteries prepare for
bombardment from above. Tell the Ginaz shock troops to gather their pulse-swords and get ready to scour
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the city. | expect them to remove all vestiges of machine resistance down there.”

His subcommanders acknowledged, and the primero sat back in his command seat as the huge battleships
closed in to secure their conquest.

space

QUENTIN BUTLER' S ARMOREDVehicle crunched through the debris in the main machine city, carrying the
conguering commander forward. He surveyed the devastation, saddened by the waste of a beautiful
planet. Factories and industrial lines spread out across a landscape that once had been agricultural fields.

Liberated human slaves ran about in the streets, dazed, seeking shelter, breaking free of their holding
pens, abandoning labor lines where guardian robots now hung stunned and usel ess after the pulse
bombardment from the skies.

Quentin was reminded of the liberation of Parmentier, early in his career. On Parmentier, the stricken
people had been unable to believe that the thinking machines were finally vanquished. Now, in the years
of prosperity since he' d ceded temporary governorship of the reconquered planet to Rikov, the people
worshipped Quentin and the Butler Brothers as saviors.

But these Honru survivors did not shout or cheer as Quentin had anticipated; they seemed too surprised to
know how to react....

Groups of sharp-eyed mercenaries and swordmasters raced forward into the remaining battle zones. Too
independent, they would never make a good organized combat unit, but the mercenaries were effective
solo fighters and crack demolition troops. They sought out any robot that still functioned.

Unprotected work machines and sentinels, considered expendable by the evermind, had been destroyed
during the first pulse bombardment. But now combat meks came out, still fighting though they were
clearly damaged and disoriented. Wielding pul se-swords, the swift and deadly mercenaries eliminated
their enemies one by one.

From his jouncing command vehicle, Quentin could see the armored citadel through which the Omnius
evermind linked itself to the city. To reach this primary target, the Ginaz mercenaries fought like
whirlwinds, pushing their way closer and closer, heedless of their own danger.

Quentin heaved a sigh. If only he’d had more men like that fifteen years ago for the second defense of 1x,
he would not have lost so many fighters and civilians. Vowing that Omnius would not retake any world
that the Army of the Jihad had freed, Quentin had driven back the machine incursion at great, but
necessary, cost. He had been trapped in an underground cave-in himself, nearly buried alive before his
rescue.... That battle had strengthened his reputation as a hero and earned him more accolades than he
knew what to do with.
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Now, as the mercenaries swept through the Honru city, another ragtag group of humans came forward,
surprising him. These people carried hastily created banners, thrown together from rags, paint, and
whatever they could scrounge from the city. Chanting and cheering, they cried out the name of martyred
Serena Butler. Though they had few effective weapons, they threw themselves into the fight.

Quentin watched from his command vehicle. He had encountered Martyrists before.

Apparently, even here on oppressed Honru, captive humans talked quietly of the Priestess of the Jihad,
her murdered baby, and the first Grand Patriarch. News had probably been carried to them by new
prisoners from recently conquered League Worlds. In captivity, they had secretly prayed to the Three
Martyrs, hoping their angels might come down from Heaven and strike Omnius dead. On Unallied
Planets, free League Worlds, and even here under the oppression of Omnius rule, people swore to
sacrifice themselves for the greater cause of mankind—just the way Serena, Manion the Innocent, and
Iblis Ginjo had done.

Now the Martyrists surged forward, galvanized. They threw themselves upon the remaining machines,
smashing stunned worker drones or hurling themselves upon armed combat meks. By Quentin’'s
estimation, five fanatics died for every robot they managed to deactivate, but this did not deter them. The
only way the primero could save these people would be to end the conflict quickly—and that meant
annihilating Omnius in the central citadel.

If all elsefailed, Quentin had the option of dropping enhanced pul se-atomics on the city. The warheads
would instantly vaporize Omnius and obliterate thinking-machine control from Honru...but that would
kill all of these people as well. Quentin did not wish to win at such a cost. Not as long as he had other
alternatives.

Finished with their kindjal raids, both Rikov and Faykan found their father’s command vehicle and
reported directly to him. After seeing the Martyrists, the Butler Brothers had reached the same
conclusion. “We need a commando raid, Father,” said Rikov. “Now.”

“Here on the battlefield | am yourprimero, not your father,” Quentin reminded him. “Y ou will address me
as such.”

“Yes, Sr.”

“Still, he'sright,” Faykan added. “Let me lead a group of mercenaries directly into the citadel. We'll
plant explosives and destroy the evermind.”

“No, Faykan. Y ou are acommanding officer now, not awild soldier. Such adventures are for othersto
engagein.”

file:///G|/Program%?20Files/eMule/Incoming/corrin.html (18 of 466) [12/30/2004 11:57:11 PM]



Dune

Rikov spoke again. “Then et me select mercenaries, sir. Within the hour, we will destroy Omnius—I’1l
lead them myself.”

Quentin shook his head again. “The mercenaries already know their mission requirements.”

The words had barely |eft the primero’ s lips when a huge explosion ripped through the distant city blocks.
The Omnius citadel turned into a blinding flash of light, and an expanding shockwave vaporized the
citadel and toppled buildings in an increasing radius. As the light dwindled, the dust seemed to implode.
Not a scrap of the evermind’ s fortress remained.

Moments | ater, the leader of the Ginaz mercenaries strode up to the command vehicle. “ The problem has
been taken care of, Primero.”

Quentin grinned. “So it has.” He clasped the hands of Faykan and Rikov and raised them in a triumphal
salute. “A good day’ s work. And another momentous conguest over Omnius.”

The path to victory is not always direct.

—TLALOC,
A Timefor Titans

When yet another Omnius battle fleet arrived at the cymek stronghold on Richese, Agamemnon groaned
at the evermind’ s persistent foolishness. “If his gelcircuitry brain is supposed to be so sophisticated, why
Isit that Omnius never learns?’ Through the speakerpatches of his intimidating walker-form, the
genera’ s synthesized voice carried a clear undertone of annoyance.

He did not expect the hostage robot to answer him, but Seurat said, “ Relentlessness is often an advantage
of thinking machines. It has brought us many victories over the centuries—as you well know, General
Agamemnon.”

Despite Seurat’ s apparent lack of resistance—he was a damned robot after all, even if an autonomous
one—his answers and advice had been singularly unhelpful. He seemed to be toying with his cymek
captors, refusing to provide answers, withholding necessary information. After more than five decades, it
was very frustrating. But Agamemnon couldn’t kill him yet.

The Titan general strode around the vast open room, angry at the robot fleet approaching the planet. His
crablike walker was much larger than the bodies he’ d worn as alapdog of Omnius, before he and the
surviving Titans had rebelled and broken free of the Synchronized Worlds. After the thinking machines
were crippled on Bela Tegeuse by a computer virus—unwittingly delivered by Seurat
himself—Agamemnon and his cymeks had conquered that world, and then they had seized Richese,
which they now used as a base of operations.
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The general grumbled. “Thisis the seventh time Omnius has sent a fleet either here or to Bela Tegeuse.
Each time we' ve succeeded in driving him back, and he knows we have scrambler technology. He's
caught in afeedback loop, unable to move on and leave us alone.” He did not point out, though, that this
group was noticeably larger than the previous cluster Omnius had sent against Richese.Perhaps heis
learning after al....

Seurat’ s smooth coppery face was always placid, expressionless. “Y our cymeks have destroyed many of
Omnius' s update spheres, thereby causing significant damage to the Synchronized Worlds. The evermind
must respond until he achieves the desired result.”

“1 wish he' d spend his time fighting thehrethgir instead. Maybe the human vermin and the Omnius forces
will wipe each other out—and do us all afavor.”

“| would not consider that afavor,” Seurat said.

In disgust, Agamemnon clattered away on heavily reinforced piston legs. Automatic defensive alarms had
begun to sound. “I don’t know why | shouldn’t just dismantle you.”

“Nor do |. Perhaps we should think of an answer together.”

The Titan general had never let Seurat know his true thoughts. He' d captured the independent robot
because Seurat had spent a great deal of time with Agamemnon’ s treacherous son, Vorian Atreides.
Vorian had been atrustee, given advantages and a great deal of power. But for the love of awoman,
Serena Butler, he had thrown everything away, turning against the thinking machines and defecting to the
free humans.

For many years, the Titan general had been unable to explain why Vorian had betrayed his own father.
Agamemnon had placed so much hope in him, had made so many plans. He had intended to convert Vor
into acymek himself, as a worthy successor to the Titans. Now the general had no options for continuing
his own bloodline. There would be no more offspring....

Seurat, in theory, could provide insights into how Vorian thought and behaved. “Would you like to hear a
joke, General Agamemnon? Y our son told it to me, long ago. How manyhrethgir are required to fill one
brain canister?’

The Titan paused as he strode through the exit arch. Was that why he kept this robot around, just to hear
stories about bygone times with Vorian as his copilot aboard theDream V oyager? That nonsense was a
softness Agamemnon could not afford to show.

“I’m in no mood for it, Seurat. | have a battle to attend.” The cymeks would be rallying their forces,
launching attack ships. He made up his mind that once he drove off this annoying Omnius fleet, he would
destroy the independent robot and start fresh.
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Inside the control center, Dante, one of the three remaining Titans, operated the inventory and
communications systems for the Richese installation. “ They have repeated their decree five times now,
verbatim. It is the same one they issued during their previous attempt. They await our surrender.”

“Let me hear it,” Agamemnon said.

A flat voice poured from the speakers. “ To the Titans Agamemnon, Juno, and Dante, your cymek
rebellion has caused harm to the Synchronized Worlds, so your threat must be eradicated. Omnius has
issued instructions for your immediate capture and the destruction of your followers.”

“Do they expect us to feel guilty about it?” Agamemnon said. “Juno isn’'t even here.” His beloved mate
had spent the past several years as a queen on Bela Tegeuse.

Dante moved his walker-body in a strangely human gesture as if he meant to shrug his shoulders. “For a
thousand years Omnius allowed us to serve the thinking machines. According to his calculations, we
should be grateful.”

“1 think you' re learning humor from Seurat. Is Beowulf ready? | want him to take the brunt of it, if
anything goes wrong.”

“Hisfleet is prepared.”
“All of them expendable and armed with scrambler mines?’
“Yes, al neos, with clear instructions.”

Neo-cymeks had been created from the enslaved populace on Richese and Bela Tegeuse. Precise surgery
detached volunteer brains from frail human forms and installed them in mechanica walkers. Ever wary
and vigilant, the Titans ensured their converts' loyalty by installing “dead man” switchesinto all their life-
support systems that would cause them to break down if the Titans died. Even the neos on other cymek
planets, far from here, had to receive a“reset” signal at least once every two years, or else they would
perish. If the general and his two companions were assassinated, all of the neo-cymeks would eventually
succumb. It not only prevented betrayal, but also fostered in them a fanatical desire to protect
Agamemnon, Juno, and Dante.

The general grumbled. “1 don’t know whether to hope for Beowulf’ s survival or his destruction. | ssmply
don’t know what to do with him.” He paced with metal legs, waiting for events to unfold as he thumped
along.

Beowulf had been the first neo-cymek to join the Titans' rebellion against Omnius. When he had attacked
the Rossak Sorceress Zufa Cenva and the businessman Aurelius Venport, based on information delivered
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by a human spy for the thinking machines, Beowulf had suffered severe damage. Though a mechanical
body could easily be replaced or rebuilt, the neo-cymek’ s brain had been injured. The Titans kept him
around, but the clumsy and erratic Beowulf was now more of aliability than an asset.

“I think I’ [l go up there myself. Isthere amilitary ship available for my preservation canister?”’
“Always, General Agamemnon. Shall | reply to the machines?’
“We'll give them a clear enough answer when we hit them with scrambler mines.”

Agamemnon stalked out to the launching pad. Machine arms detached his protected canister and moved
his brain from the walker-body and into a nest of control systems that connected thoughtrodes to his brain-
output sensors. When the general launched his razor-edged combat ship to orbit, it felt like an athletic,
soaring body streaming raw power behind it.

The clustered thinking-machine fleet followed predictable tactics, and Agamemnon wastired of hearing
the combat robots’ dire pronouncements. True, the evermind was prevented from killing the Titans, but
his robot fleets could cause significant damage and destroy everything else. Did Omnius expect the
cymeks to ssimply surrender and metaphorically cut their own throats?

But the general was not as confident as he let on. This attack group was significantly larger than the
previous ones, and defeating it would deplete many of the cymeks' defenses.

If thehrethgir hadn’t occupied Omnius with so many constant aggressive strikes, Agamemnon’s handful
of rebels wouldn’t be able to defend against the military strength of Omnius, or even the human vermin.
Either enemy could have sent an utterly overwhelming force, had they chosen to do so. The genera
realized that his situation was rapidly growing untenable on Richese.

Once he reached the other cymek shipsin space, scout probes flitted from the shelter of the planet’ s dark
side to spy upon the robotic fleet.

“They—they—they are preparing to—to—to attack,” Beowulf said in a maddeningly slow, stuttering
transmission. The damaged neo’ s thoughts were so muddled that he could not send a clear signal through
his thoughtrodes. When on the ground, Beowulf could barely make his walker-form stride forward
without staggering or stumbling into things.

“I"m taking command,” Agamemnon said.No sense wasting time .
“ Ack—ack—acknowledged.” At least Beowulf did not try to pretend he was still talented or capable.

“Spread in arandom pattern. Open fire with pulse projectiles.”
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The neo-cymek ships rushed out like eager wolf pups baring their fangs. The robotic fleet quickly pulled
together into an attack formation, but the cymek ships were much smaller, harder to hit, and more spread
out. Agamemnon’s defenders dodged projectile fire so they could dump their scrambler mines.

The small magnetic capsules were designed using Holtzman field technology copied fromhrethgir
weapons, some seized on battlefields, others provided by the human spy. Cymeks were immune to
scrambling pulses, but the League of Nobles had used the technology against thinking machinesfor a
century.

During the deployment of the mines, robotic firepower vaporized dozens of neo-cymek ships, but many
scramblers flew free and clung to the metal hulls of enemy battleships, sending out waves of disruptive
energy. With gelcircuitry minds erased, the robot ships drifted out of control, colliding with each other.

Seeing no need to risk himself, Agamemnon hung back but enjoyed his proximity to the battle. The
thinking machines were being crushed even more resoundingly than he had anticipated.

Another ship streaked up from the city below. Asit roared toward the enemy fleet, Agamemnon
wondered if Dante had also decided to join the battle, but that was unlikely. The bureaucratic Titan did
not like to be in the thick of things. No, this one was someone else.

He knew that many of his neo-cymeks longed to fight against Omnius—and that was no surprise. The
evermind had oppressed Richese for so long, back when the neos had been mere humans; it was only
natural that they wanted their revenge. The neos did not complain that the Titans ruled with just astight a
grip: Since Agamemnon had given them the opportunity to become machines with human minds, the
volunteers forgave him his occasional brutalities.

The mysterious new ship rose into the thick of the Omnius forces, but did not open fire. It dodged
projectiles as it threaded through the fray, passing beyond the front lines of damaged machine vessels.
Signalsrattled like ricochets across the communication frequencies, some coded and incomprehensiblein
machine language, others jeering and defiant catcalls from the neos.

“Make inroads and destroy as many Omnius ships as you can,” Agamemnon said. “They’ |l go home
stinging.”

The neos started forward, while the mysterious ship threaded its way deeper into the group of surviving
robot ships. Agamemnon expanded the range of his sensors and watched the single unidentified ship lose
its gamble. Asit approached arobotic battleship, it was captured and drawn inside, like an insect snagged
by the long tongue of alizard.

Neos launched more scrambler mines. Apparently, the machines recal culated the odds and finally
concluded that they had no chance for avictory here. By now the Omnius fleet was reeling from the
damage and pulled back, retreating from Richese, leaving a host of their ships dead in orbit, like so much
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garbage.

“We have determined that other battles have higher priority,” one of the robot ship commanders
announced; it sounded like aweak excuse. “We will return with afar superior force, which will maintain
our losses at an acceptable level. Be aware, General Agamemnon, that Omnius' s sentence against you and
your cymeks still stands.”

“Oh, of courseit does. Andyou be aware,” Agamemnon transmitted, knowing the thinking machines
would not interpret his taunting tone, “that if you come back and remind us, we'll send you packing

agan.”

L eaving more than a hundred damaged or deactivated ships drifting in cold space above Richese, the
Omnius fleet departed. The wreckage would be a navigational hazard, but perhaps Agamemnon and his
cymeks could use them as part of a defensive barricade. Their base could not be too secure.

The cymek understood, though, that the robotic commander had issued no idle threat. The thinking
machines would surely return, and next time Omnius would provide sufficient firepower to insure a
victory. Agamemnon understood that he and his Titans needed to |eave Richese and find other worlds to
conguer, more isolated planets where they could build up impregnable strongholds and expand their
territory. That would be enough to elude Omnius, for now.

He would discuss the matter with Juno and Dante, but they needed to move quickly. The evermind might
be clumsy and predictable, but he was also absolutely relentless.

space

MUCH LATER, AFTERreturning to the city and assessing the damage wrought by the robotic attack,
Agamemnon discovered to his chagrin that the pilot of the lone ship had not been an ambitious neo-
cymek after all.

Somehow, after fifty-six years of captivity, the independent robot Seurat had escaped and flown off to
rejoin the thinking-machine fleet.

God rewards the compassionate.
—A Saying of Arrakis

Though her imagination could barely be contained within the universe itself, Norma Cenva hardly ever
left her cluttered offices. Her mind went wherever she needed to go.

Utterly focused, she captured her copious ideas on static blueprints and electronic drawing boards, while
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Kolhar' s nearby construction yards hummed as workers fashioned her visions into reality. Ship after ship,
shields, engines, weapons. The process never ended, because Norma never stopped. The Jihad never
stopped.

She noticed without much surprise that it was morning again. She had worked through the night...maybe
longer. She had no idea of the date.

Outside in the Kolhar shipyards, now managed by her oldest son Adrien, she heard the heavy machinery.
It was a...productive sound, not distracting at all. Adrien was one of her five children by Aurelius
Venport, but the other four did not have his aptitude and dedication for business. The others, two sons and
two daughters, worked for VenKee Enterprises, but in lesser positions as representatives of the company.
Now Adrien himself had gone to Arrakis to oversee spice deliveries and distribution.

Work crews assembled merchant vessels and warships, most with safe conventional engines, though
some were outfitted with the remarkable space-folding engines that could snap avessel from one place to
another. Unfortunately, that system remained inherently risky; the loss rates were so great that few people
were willing to fly spacefolders, not even the jihadis, except in the direst emergency.

Despite repeated setbacks—some caused by mathematics and physics, others caused by
fanaticism—Normawould eventually find the solution, given enough time and concentration. She had no
higher priority.

She stepped out into the cool air of morning, staring at the construction chaos, not hearing the din or
smelling the fumes. Most of Kolhar’ s resources were devoted to assembling new shipsto replenish the
constant attrition in the Army of the Jihad. The sheer amount of energy, materials, and work that had
gone into fighting this war was incomprehensible even to her mind.

Once, she had been a stunted young woman, scorned by her mother. Now, Normawas physically
beautiful, with ideas and responsibilities that spanned an entire universe and stretched far into the future.
Now that she had so fundamentallychanged, rising to a higher level of consciousness after being tortured
by the Titan Xerxes, shewas acritical bridge between the present and eternity. Humankind could not
fulfill its potential without her.

Norma had been fortunate, for atime. She’ d been well loved and had loved in return. Aurelius, her
emotional and business anchor, was gone now along with her stern and egocentric mother, both victims of
the war. Norma's relationship with Zufa had been difficult, but dear Aurelius had been a godsend,
rescuing her in so many ways. He remained in her thoughts every day. Without his unwavering faith in
her, Norma would not have accomplished her vital goals or realized her dreams. Early on, Aurelius had
recognized her potential and had put his fortune on the line for her.

Thanks to the agreement Aurelius had negotiated with Serena Butler herself, VenKee maintained a
monopoly on the space-folding technology. Someday, the new generation of ships would be more
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important even than Holtzman shields—as soon as Norma solved the navigation problems. But each time
she found part of the solution, previously unimagined problems unfolded, making the answer appear
farther away from her, like a multiplied reflection in ahall of mirrors. A chain reaction of unknowns.

As Normawatched the industrial spectacle, her mind wandered, always searching for the elusive answers.
Spacefolders could leap from point to point across the universe—the propulsion itself worked
perfectly—butguiding the ship around the obstacles that littered the cosmos seemed an insurmountable
challenge. Though space was vast and mostly empty, if a spacefolder’s route happened to pass through an
inconveniently placed star or planet, the vessel was annihilated. No chance to swerve or evade, no chance
to launch alifeboat.

As many as one-tenth of the spacefolder voyages ended in disaster.

The problem was akin to flying blindfolded through a minefield. No human mind could react to the
hazards swiftly enough, no maps could plot a course through folded space with sufficient accuracy to take
al problemsinto account. Even Norma could not do it, despite her superhuman intellect.

Y ears ago, she’' d found a temporary solution by using fast-thinking computers, swift analytical decision-
making apparatus that could anticipate errors within nanoseconds and plot alternate courses.
Surreptitioudy installed in the initial spacefolders, these computerized navigation machines had cut the
loss rate in half, making the new technology almost—almost—feasible.

But when officers of the Army of the Jihad subsequently discovered the computers, the uproar had nearly
shut down the Kolhar shipyards. Norma had been baffled, citing the evidence of success and pointing to
the greater good the superfast ships would do for the Jihad. But Grand Patriarch Tambir Boro-Ginjo had
been apopl ectic about the “deceit” Norma had attempted to perpetrate.

Her son Adrien, a smooth talker and quick-witted negotiator like his father, had saved Norma and the
shipyards, issuing abject apologies, going out of hisway to extract and destroy the computerized
navigation systems while dour-faced L eague officials watched. He had smiled, and the officials had | eft,
looking smug. “Y ou will find another solution,” Adrien had whispered to his mother. “1 know you will.”

Though she could never use the computers again, Norma had kept several of the navigation systems
hidden away—then spent decades working on the problem from first principles, an impossible handicap.
Without sophisticated computerization, she could see no way around it. A navigator would have to
foresee problems and correct thembefore they occurred—a seeming impossibility.

And so the spacefolders remained a VenKee investment pit so deep it could never be filled with profits.
The technology worked exactly as Norma had designed it...but controlling it was the problem.

Fortunately, VenKee made substantial profits hauling cargo, especially the mysterious spice from
Arrakis. So far only her merchant company had the connections and knew the source.
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Norma used the spice herself. It had proved to be quite aboon.Melange . Preparing herself for a new day
of work, she sniffed the rich cinnamon odor of a reddish-brown capsule, placed it on her tongue, and
swallowed. She had lost count of how much melange she’ d taken in the past few days.As much aswas
necessary .

The effect of spice coursing through her bloodstream, her mind, was dramatic. One moment, Normawas
gazing out the window of her shipyard office, watching the fabrication of a nearby vessel. Workers
hurried along scaffolds attached to the hull or maneuvered along the metal skin using suspensor belts of
her own design—

The next moment she felt arush, like the instant of folding space but different in away she did not yet
understand. During recent months she had been increasing her personal melange consumption,
experimenting on herself aswell as on the ships, desperately seeking an answer to the navigation
conundrum. She felt alive, her thoughts a veritable flood, rushing to conclusions like cascades churning
through a black-rock canyon.

Abruptly, in amental flash, Norma was surrounded by avision that took her far from Kolhar. She saw a
tall, lean man standing in an expanse of sun-drenched desert, supervising the repair of a spice harvester.
Despite the rippled nature of the vision, asif she were looking through thick glass, Norma recognized the
man'’ s patrician profile and dark, wavy hair that still showed no gray despite his sixty-four years. The
geriatric effects of his own melange consumption.

Adrien. My son. Heis on Arrakis. She thought she remembered now that Adrien had gone to deal with
Zensunni spice gatherers on the desert planet.

He looked so much like his father that she could almost imagine seeing Aurelius. With her son’s
demonstrated business acumen, Norma had given him the operation of VenKee Enterprises so that she
could concentrate on her own work.

Was thisvision real? Norma didn’t know what to believe, or if what she wanted to believe might be
possible.

As she watched the image of her eldest son, a sharp pain ripped through her skull asif it were being cut
by a serrated edge, and she cried out. She saw only flashes and streaks of color before her eyes. She
fumbled blindly for another capsule of spice, gulped it. Gradually, the pain subsided, and her vision
cleared.

The dream image shifted away from Adrien, like the eyesight of an eagle swooping high over the endless
dunes. Then Norma swooned and dove into blackness, like a blind worm plunging into the sand....

space
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LATER, SHE STOODNaked before amirror. Ever since her mental boosting, she had been able to rebuild
her body and maintain a perfect appearance drawn from the gene pool of her female ancestors. Aurelius
had always appreciated her for who she was, even in her misshapen form, but Norma had used the
process to mold her body and make it more beautiful for him. She no longer aged. Now, in the reflection,
Norma examined the faultless curves of her female form, the exquisite lines of aface that she had created
long ago for the man she loved.

Within her, she felt something disconnecting from the physical world as her metamorphosed body
changed even more, apparently of its own volition. It did not seem to be dying, or falling apart...but she
wasevolving , and did not understand the process of it at all.

Her physical appearance was no longer relevant; in fact, it was a distraction. She needed to control the
power, directing it properly as her Sorceress ancestors had, but on a much larger scale. What she intended
required more of her mental energy than shaping a single human body, and much more than the acts of
destruction of her Sorceress ancestors.

It always takes more energy to create than to destroy.

Norma felt weary from the stresses of what she needed to do, drained by the continual construction of
Images, the testing...the constant failures. And when she was tired, she needed more melange.

In the mirror, she watched her statuesgque body ripple and shimmer. A red blotch appeared on one
shoulder. Forcibly, using her mental powers, she restored the perfection of her appearance. The blemish
faded.

She kept herself perfect for the memory of Aurelius Venport. But he was gone, and even being without
him would not stop her from accomplishing what was necessary.

The line between life and death is sharp and quick in the desert.
—Admonition to Spice Prospectors

On the crest of awindblown dune, Adrien Venport stood apart from the mechanics, watching them repair
a spice harvester while others scouted for any sign of an approaching sandworm. He did not know the
detailed operation of the machine, but he knew that under his intense supervision, the men worked faster
and harder.

Out here in the sun-drenched desert of Arrakis, time seemed to stand still. The ocean of sand was endless,
the heat intense, the aridity severe enough to crack exposed skin. He felt utterly vulnerable, with an eerie
prickling sensation that someone unseen and powerful was watching him.
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How can any man not be in awe of this planet?

One of the small melange-sifting machines had broken down, and VenKee was losing money for every
hour it remained inoperative. Adrien had other gatherers and distributors waiting for the shipment in
Arrakis City. Farther out in the golden basin, two spice-excavation behemoths worked an orange patch of
spice sand. A jumbo carrier hovered low nearby, while daredevils worked with power shovelsto scoop up
rust-colored melange deposits, filling cargo boxes and loading them onto the aircraft for processing.

Over the staticky comline, a man shouted, “Wormsign!”

The mercenary crew ran for the carrier, while the mechanics near Adrien frozein fear. “What are we
going to do? We can't fly this thing out of here!” One of the dusty men looked helplessly at the engine
parts strewn on plastic tarpaulins on the sand.

“Y ou should have worked faster!” one of the other spice prospectors cried.

“ Stop your tinkering and make no sound,” Adrien said, keeping his feet planted in the sand. “ Stand
perfectly still.” He nodded in the direction of the other two big excavators. “ They’ re making far more
noise than we are. There’'s no reason for that worm to pay any attention to us.”

Across the basin, the second and third crews had scrambled aboard the heavy lifter that snatched up as
much of the cargo as could fit. Moments later the lifter rose from the ground, abandoning the shell of the
harvesting machines—very expensive equipment, Adrien thought.

The gargantuan worm plowed straight through the sand toward its quarry. The abandoned machinery
rested silently on the ground, but the lifting engines of the escape vessel roared and pounded, the
vibrations stimulating the worm’ s hunting instinct. Like a launched artillery shell, the sandworm emerged
from the covering of sand and stretched itself into the air, higher and higher. The heavy lifter strained, its
engines thumping to heave it out of danger, and the huge maw of the great worm opened wide, spewing
gouts of sand like furious saliva.

The worm reached its apex, yearned and stretched, just missing the heavy lifter. Its chomping motion
stirred the air and made the lifter waver, rising and falling as the sandworm collapsed back down to the
dunes, crushing the abandoned machinery beneath it. Then the pilot regained control and continued his
ascent, heading at full speed toward the sharp demarcation of acliff line.

The stranded workers with Adrien muttered with relief to see their comrades escape, but they kept
themselves still. Rescue ships could not come back for them until the worm had gone.

The worm thrashed in the wide basin, devouring the harvesting machinery, then dug itself into the desert
again. Adrien watched, holding his breath, as the worm’s wake rippled the sands, passing toward the
horizon in the opposite direction.
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The dirty prospectors seemed pleased and relieved at having out-smarted the desert demon. Laughing
quietly in a backwash of fear, they congratulated themselves. Adrien turned to watch the heavy lifter asit
continued to lumber toward the black cliffs. On the opposite side of the ridge, in a sheltered gorge
protected from the open sands and the worms, another V enK ee station would provide beds and a place for
them to rest. They would send back a pickup crew for Adrien and the others.

He didn't like how the sky had changed to a murky greenish color in the vessel’ s path behind the line of
rock. “Do you men know what that is? A storm brewing?’ He had heard of the incredible sand hurricanes
on Arrakis, but had never encountered one himself.

The mechanic looked up from his array of tools; two of the spice prospectors pointed. “A sandstorm, all
right. Small one, a burst event, not nearly as bad as a Coriolis storm.”

“The lifter isflying right into it.”
“Then that’ s very bad.”

As Adrien watched, the lifter began to shake. Emergency blips accompanied the pilot’ s shouts over the
comline. Soft-looking tendrils of sand and dust folded around the heavy lifter like alover’s embrace. The
flyer jerked erratically, spinning out of control, until it Slammed into the black cliffs, leaving only a small
burst of orange flame and black smoke that quickly disappeared in the whirlwind.

The damned worms always get their spice back,Adrien thought.One way or another.

It was an unfortunate truth of risky business ventures: No matter what precautions were taken, unexpected
disasters always awaited the unprepared. “Y ou men finish your repairs as soon as possible,” hesaidin a
soft but firm voice, “so we can get out of here and back to Arrakis City.”

space

LATER, WHEN HEstood in a souk marketplace in Arrakis City surrounded by spice prospectors, Adrien
addressed the men, many of whom continually tried to cheat VenKee Enterprises. It was their way, and he
was savvy enough to prevent them from getting away with it.

“You'reraising your pricestoo much.” Without wavering in his stance, Adrien stared down a stocky,
bearded prospector who was almost twice his size. Like the other natives, the prospector wore a desert-
camouflage cloak, and dusty tools ringed a thick belt at his waist. “VenKee cannot tolerate it.”

“Getting the spice is dangerous,” the bearded man responded. “We must be fairly compensated.”
A second prospector said, “Many crews have been lost without a trace.”
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“It isnot my fault when men take too many chances. | don’t like to be cheated.” Adrien stepped closer to
the intimidating men, because it was the opposite of what they would expect. He had to appear strong and
formidable. “VenKee has given you alarge contract. Y ou are secure in your jobs. Be happy enough with
that. Old women do not complain as much as you.”

The desert men stiffened at the insult. The bearded leader put ahand at his side asif to grab a weapon.
“Do you want to keep your water, offworlder?’

Without hesitation, Adrien planted both palms on the prospector’ s dusty chest and shoved him abruptly
and forcefully, making the man stumble backward. The fallen man’s desert companions drew their knives
while others helped him to his feet, furious.

Adrien crossed his arms over his chest, giving them a maddeningly confident smile. “And do you want to
keep your business with VenKee? Y ou think there are no other Zensunnis waiting to grab at what | offer?
Y ou have wasted my time bringing me here to Arrakis, and you waste my time with your childish
whining. If you are honorable men, you will fulfill the termsto which we all agreed. If you are not
honorable, then | refuse to do further business with you.”

Though he remained casual, he knew he was not bluffing at all. The desert tribes had grown accustomed
to gathering and selling their spice. VenKee was the only regular customer, and Adrienwas VenKee. If he
should decide to blacklist these men, they would have to go back to scraping out aliving from what the
deserts of Arrakis could provide...and many Zensunnis had forgotten how to do that.

They stared at each other in the heat and the stink of the crowded souk. In the end, he offered them a
token increase for their product, a cost he would pass on to the users of melange, many of whom were
wealthy. His customers would be willing to pay, probably wouldn’t even notice the difference, as
melange was so rare and expensive. The desert men marched off, only half satisfied.

When they were gone, Adrien shook his head. “ Some perverse genie fouled up this planet as much as
possible...and put spice right in the middle of it.”

The universe may change, but the desert does not. Arrakis keeps its own clock. The man who refusesto
acknowledge this must face hisown folly.

—The Legend of Selim Wormrider

As soon as the day’ s heat began to diminish, the group of Zensunni men emerged from their shaded
hiding places and prepared to continue their journey down from the Shield Wall. Ishmael was not overly
anxious to get to the noise and stink of civilization, but he would not let EI’ hiim go unsupervised to the
VenK ee settlement. The son of Selim Wormrider too often chose a dangerously comfortable path around
offworlders.
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Ishmael covered his exposed leathery skin with protective garments, showing common sense, even if the
brash younger members of histribe did not. He wore a mask across his wizened face to retain moisture
exhaled in breathing, while filtration layers of sandwiched fabric acted as a distilling suit to save his
perspiration. He wasted nothing.

The other men, though, were careless with their water, assuming they could always purchase more. They
wore garments of foreign manufacture, designs chosen for fashion rather than desert utility. Even EI’ hiim
sported bright colors, spurning desert camouflage.

Ishmael had promised the boy’ s mother on her deathbed that he would watch over him, and he had
tried—perhaps too often—to make the younger man understand. But EI’ hiim and his friends were another
generation entirely; they looked on him as an ancient relic.

The rift between him and Ishmael ran deep. When his mother was dying, EI’ hiim had begged her to seek
outside medical treatment in Arrakis City, but Ishmael had adamantly opposed the influence of
untrustworthy outsiders. Marha had listened to her husband instead of her son. In El’ hiim’ s view that had
led directly to her death.

The young man ran away, stowing aboard aVenKee ship that took him to distant worlds—including
Poritrin, still devastated from the slave uprising in which Ishmael and his followers had escaped to
Arrakis. Eventually EI’ hiim came back home to histribe, but he was forever shaped by what he had seen
and learned. His experiences had convinced him more than ever that the Zensunni should adopt outside
practices—including the gathering and selling of spice.

To Ishmael, it was anathema, aslap in the face to Selim Wormrider’ s mission. But he would not abandon
his earlier promise to Marha, so he reluctantly accompanied EI’ hiim, even in hisfolly.

“Let us pack up and redistribute the weight,” EI’ hiim said, his voice bright with anticipation. “We can
easily make the VenKee settlement in afew hours, and then we'll have the rest of the night to ourselves.”

The Zensunni men chuckled and moved eagerly, aready anticipating how they would spend their tainted
money. |shmael frowned, but he kept his words to himself. He had already said them so often he sounded
like a nagging harpy. El’ hiim, the new Naib of the villagers, had his own ideas on how to lead the people.

Ishmael realized he was just a stubborn old man himself, with the weight of one hundred and three years
on his aching bones. A hard lifein the desert, as well as a steady diet of the spice melange, had kept him
strong and healthy, while these others had grown soft. Though he looked like a Methuselah from the
ancient scriptures, he was convinced he could still outwit and outfight any of these young whelps, should
they challenge him to aduel.

None ever would, though. That was another way in which they failed to follow the old ways.
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They picked up their heavy packages of condensed, purified melange, which they had harvested from the
sands. Though he disagreed with the idea of selling spice, Ishmael shouldered aburden at least as heavy
as the others carried. He was ready to depart before his younger companions had finished fumbling with
their equipment, then waited in stoic silence until finally EI” hiim set off with a noisy and lighthearted
step. The band emerged into the sunset and picked their way down the steep slopes.

In the elongated shadows of approaching dusk, twinkling lights from the VenK ee settlement shone out in
the protected lee of the Shield Wall. The buildings were ajumble of aien structures, erected with no plan
whatsoever. It was like a cancerous growth of prefabricated houses and offices that had spewed from
cargo ships.

Ishmael narrowed his blue-within-blue eyes and stared ahead. “My people built this settlement, after
arriving from Poritrin.”

El" hiim smiled and nodded. “Y es, it has grown quite substantially, hasn’t it?’" The younger Naib was
more talkative, wasting the moisture of breath from his uncovered mouth. “ Adrien Venport pays well and
aways has a standing order for our spice.”

Ishmael trudged onward, sure-footed on the loose rocks. “Do you not remember your father’s visions?’

“No,” ElI’hiim said sharply. “I do not remember my father at al. He allowed aworm to swallow him
before | was even born, and al | have are legends. How can | know what is truth and what is myth?’

“He recognized that offworld trade in spice will destroy our Zensunni way of life and eventually kill Shai-
Hulud—unless we can stop it.”

“That would be like trying to stop sand from blowing in through door seals. | choose another path, and
over the past ten years we have seen plenty of prosperity.” He smiled at his stepfather. “But you always
find away to complain, don't you? Isn't it better that we natives of Arrakis gather the spice and profit
from it, rather than someone else? Should we not be the ones who harvest melange and bring it to
VenKee? Otherwise, they will send in their own outsiders, their own teams—"

“They already have,” one of the other men said.
“You ask which sinis more palatable,” Ishmael said. “I choose neither.”
El" hiim shook his head, looking at his companions as if to indicate how hopeless the old man was.

Many years before, after Ishmael had accepted El” hiim’s mother as hiswife, he' d tried to raise the young
man according to traditional values, following the visions of Selim Wormrider. Perhaps |shmael had
applied too much pressure, unwittingly forcing his stepson to turn in another direction.
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Before Marha died, she had made him swear to shelter and advise her son, but over the years that promise
had become like a sharp rock caught in his shoe. Though he harbored grave concerns, he’ d had no choice
but to support EI’ hiim in becoming Naib. From that point on, Ishmael felt asif he were sliding down the
shifting slope of a steep dune.

Recently, EI’ hitm had shown his poor judgment when he' d arranged for two small carrier craft to come to
one of the hidden Zensunni camps in the deep desert. El’ hiim saw it as a convenient way to exchange
supplies that were too heavy to carry far, but to Ishmael the small aircraft looked too much like the slaver
ships that had captured him as a boy.

“You are leaving us vulnerable!” Ishmael had strained to keep his voice down so as not to embarrass the
Naib. “What if these men mean to abduct us?’

But EI’ hiim had brushed aside his concerns. “ These aren’t slavers, Ishmael. They are merchants and
traders.”

“You have placed us at risk.”
“We' ve entered into a business relationship. These men are trustworthy.”

Ishmael shook his head, letting his anger grow. “Y ou have been seduced by your own comfort. We
should be trying to bring to an end all spice-exporting operations and refuse the tempting conveniences.”

El"hiim had sighed. “1 respect you, Ishmael...but sometimes you are incredibly shortsighted.” He had
walked off to meet with the visiting VenKee merchants, leaving Ishmael behind in rage....

Now, as night fell, the group of men reached the base of the Shield Wall. Outlying buildings, moisture
condensers, and solar-power generating stations had sprung up like mold from sheltered places against the
high cliff.

Ishmael maintained his steady pace, though the other desert men hurried, eager to partake of so-called
civilization. In town, the background noise was a cacophony unlike anything heard in the open bled.
Many people talked, machinery pounded and boomed, generators buzzed. The lights and smells were an
offense to him.

Already, word of their arrival had passed up and down the VenK ee town streets. Company employees
came out of their dwellings to meet them, dressed in odd costumes and carrying incomprehensible
gadgets. When the news reached the VenK ee offices, a merchant representative strutted down the street,
happy to receive them. He raised his hands in welcome, but Ishmael thought his smile was oily and
unpleasant.

El" hiim offered the man a hale greeting. “We have brought another shipment, and you may buy it—if the
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priceisthe same.”
“Melangeis as valuable as always. And our town’s amenities are yoursif you desire them.”

El’ hiim’s men gave a boisterous acknowledgment. Ishmael’ s eyes narrowed, but he said nothing. Stiffly,
he removed his pack of spice and dropped it on the dusty ground at hisfeet, asif it were no more than
garbage.

The VenK ee representative cheerfully called for porters to relieve the desert men of their burdens, taking
the melange packages to an assay office where they could be weighed, graded, and paid for.

Asthe artificia lights grew brighter to fend off the desert darkness, raucous alien music pummeled
Ishmael’ s ears. EI’ hiim and his men indulged themselves, spending newfound money from the spice
shipment. They watched water-fat dancers with pale and unappetizing skin; they drank copious quantities
of spice beer, allowing themselves to become embarrassingly drunk.

Ishmael did not participate. He smply sat and watched them, hating every minute and wanting to return
home, to the safe and quiet desert.

Since there has been no upload linkage between me and the evermind for centuries, Omnius does not
know my thoughts, some of which might be considered disloyal. But | do not mean them to be that way. |
am just curious by nature.

—Erasmus Diaogues

Surrounded by festering death, moans of pain, and the full range of pleading expressions, Erasmus
diligently recorded every test subject with equal care. Scientific accuracy required it. And the deadly
RNA retrovirus was nearly ready to be launched.

He had just come from the last in a series of meetings with Rekur Van to discuss the best methods for
plague dispersal, but the robot had been frustrated—as much as a thinking machine could be—when the
Tlulaxa kept changing the subject, nagging about the progress of the reptilian regrowth experiment. Van
was obsessed with the prospect of regrowing his limbs, but the robot had other priorities.

In order to calm him, Erasmus had adjusted the biological patches on the man’s shoulders and lied by
overstating the results. Tiny bumps were indeed growing under the patches, with definite evidence of new
bone growth, though at an almost negligible rate. Perhaps this was interesting in its own right, but it was
only one of many important ongoing tests. He had found it necessary to increase the medications this
morning, enough to focus the limbless human on what was most relevant, rather than on silly personal
matters,

In one of his favorite plush robes, arich blue this time, Erasmus strolled from chamber to chamber,
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maintaining a pleasant smile on his flowmetal face. The infection rate was nearly seventy percent, with an
expected mortality of forty-three percent. Many of those who recovered, though, would be permanently
crippled due to tendon ruptures, another result of the disease.

A few of the experimental victims shrank from him, cowering in corners of their filth-smeared cells.
Others stretched out their hands beseechingly, their sickness-dulled eyes desperate; those prisoners, the
robot decided, must be delirious or delusional. But of course paranoia and irrational behavior were
expected symptoms of the virus.

Erasmus had installed and amplified a new set of olfactory sensors so that he could sample and compare
the stenches wafting through hislabs. He felt it was an important part of the experience. Over the years,
tirelessly running tests and mutating batches of viruses, Erasmus felt proud of his accomplishments. It
was easy to develop a sickness that killed these fragile biological beings. The trick wasto find one that
swept through their populations swiftly, killed alarge percentage of the victims, and was nearly
impossible to cure.

The robot and his Tlulaxa colleague had settled on a genetically modified airborne RNA retrovirus that,
while somewhat fragile in the outside environment, was transmitted easily through mucus membranes and
open wounds. Upon entering the human body, it unexpectedly infected the liver—unlike most similar
diseases—and from there it replicated rapidly and produced an enzyme that converted various hormones
into poisonous compounds that the liver could not process.

Theinitia indications of the disease were a breakdown of cognitive functions leading to irrational
behavior and overt aggression. Asif thehrethgir needed to be pushed into more erratic activities!

Since the first-stage symptoms were minor, infected victims functioned in society for days before
realizing they were sick, thus spreading the disease to many others. But once the converted compounds
began to build up in the body, and liver function was progressively destroyed, the second stage was rapid,
unstoppable, and directly fatal in over forty percent of the test subjects. And once that percentage of a

L eague World' s population dropped dead within the space of afew weeks, the rest of the society would
crumble swiftly.

It would be marvelous to watch and document. As League Worlds fell one by one, Erasmus expected to
gather enough information to study for centuries to come, while Omnius was rebuilding the Synchronized
Worlds.

As he entered a different sector with airtight chambers that held another batch of fifty sample victims, the
robot was satisfied to see that many of them either lay writhing in agony or were already curled up dead
in stinking puddles of vomit and excrement.

Scrutinizing each victim, Erasmus noted and recorded the varying skin lesions, the open sores (self-
inflicted?), the dramatic weight loss, and the dehydration. He studied the cadavers and their twisted
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positions in death, wishing he had away to quantify the levels of agony each victim had endured.
Erasmus was not vengeful; he simply wanted an efficient means of eradicating enough humans to
mortally weaken their League Worlds. Both he and the computer evermind saw only benefits in imposing
Synchronized order on human chaos.

Without a doubt, the plague was ready to be deployed.

Out of habit, he widened the grin on his shape-shifting silvery face. After much consultation with Rekur
Van, Erasmus had applied his engineering knowledge to designing appropriate virus-dispersal canisters,
torpedoes that would burn up in a planet’ s atmosphere and deliver encapsulated plague organisms across
ahrethgir -infested planet. The RNA retrovirus would be weak in the air, but strong enough. And once the
population was exposed, it would spread rapidly.

Recording afinal tally of the humans who had died, Erasmus directed his glittering optic threads toward
an observation window. Beyond the window was a small chamber from which he sometimes spied
through the mirrored glass. The window was coated with afilm so that humans, with their frail eyesight,
saw only reflections. He shifted wavelengths, peered through, and was astonished to find Gilbertus
Albans there in the chamber observing him. How had he gotten inside, past all security? His faithful
human ward smiled, knowing Erasmus could see him.

The robot reacted with surprise and urgency that bordered on horror. “Gilbertus, remain there. Do not
move.” He activated controls to ensure that the observation chamber remained sealed and fully sterilized.
“1 told you never to come into these laboratories. They are too dangerous for you.”

“The seals are intact, Father,” the man said. He was muscular from extensive exercise, his skin clear and
smooth, his hair thick.

Nevertheless, Erasmus purged the air in the chamber and replaced it with clean filtered air. He couldn’t
risk having Gilbertus infected. If the beloved human had become exposed to even one of the minor plague
organisms, he might suffer terribly and die. An outcome the robot did not desire at all.

Ignoring his experiments for the moment, not caring if he destroyed a week’ s worth of data, Erasmus
hurried past sealed chambers piled high with bodies awaiting incineration. He paid no attention to their
staring eyes and slack mouths, their limbs like tangled insects petrified with rigor mortis. Gilbertus was
different from any human, his mind organized and efficient, as close to a computer’ s as was biologically
possible, because Erasmus himself had raised him.

Though he was now more than seventy years old, Gilbertus still looked in the prime of youth, thanks to
the life-extension treatment Erasmus had given him. Special people such as Gilbertus did not need to
degrade and age, and Erasmus had made sure the man had every possible advantage and protection.

Gilbertus should never have risked coming here to the plague laboratories. It was an unacceptable danger.
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Reaching the sterilization chamber, Erasmus tore off histhick blue robe and placed it in the incineration
chute; it could always be replaced. He sprayed his entire metal body with powerful disinfectant and
antiviral chemicals, making certain to drench each joint and crease. Next he dried himself thoroughly, and
reached for the door seal. He hesitated. Before emerging, Erasmus repeated the full decontamination
process a second time, and then athird. Just to make sure. He could never take enough precautionsto be
sure Gilbertus remained safe.

When finally he stood relieved before his adopted son, the robot was strangely naked, without the usual
plush attire. He had meant to lecture Gilbertus, to warn him again of the foolish danger he risked by
coming here, but a strange emotion dampened Erasmus' s stern words. He had scolded the feral child
enough decades ago whenever he misbehaved, but now Gilbertus was afully programmed and
cooperative human being. An example of what their species could achieve.

The man brightened so obviously upon seeing him that Erasmus felt awave of ... pride? “ It is time for our
chess match. Would you like to join me?’

The robot felt aneed to get him away from the laboratory building. “I will play chess with you, but not
here. We must go far from the plague chambers, where it is safe for you.”

“But, Father, haven’t you already endowed me with every possible immunity through the life-extension
treatment? | should be safe enough here.”

“ ‘Safe enough’ is not equivalent to completely safe,” Erasmus said, surprised by his own concern, which
bordered on irrationality.

Gilbertus did not seem worried. “What is safety? Didn’t you teach me that it isan illusion?’
“Please do not argue unnecessarily with me. | have insufficient time for that now.”

“But you told me of the ancient philosophers who taught there is no such thing as security, not for a
biological organism or athinking machine. So what is the point of leaving? The plague might get me, or
it might not. And your own mechanisms could stop at any moment, for reasons you haven't yet
contemplated. Or a meteor might fall from the sky and kill us both.”

“My son, my ward, my dear Gilbertus, will you not come with me now? Please? We can discuss such
matters at length. Elsewhere.”

“Since you are so courteous, which is a manipulative human trait, | will do as you wish.”

He accompanied the independent robot out of the domed facility, passing through sealed airlocks and out
under the red-tinged sky of Corrin. After they walked away, the man mulled over what he had seen inside
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the plague laboratories. “Father, does it ever trouble you to be killing so many people?’
“It isfor the good of the Synchronized Worlds, Gilbertus.”

“But they are human...like me.”

Erasmus turned to him. “There are no humanslike you.”

Many years ago, the robot had devel oped a special term in honor of Gilbertus's burgeoning mental
processes, his remarkable memory-organizational ability and capacity for logical thinking. “1 am your
mentor,” the robot had said. “You are my mentee. | am instructing you in mentation. Therefore, | will call
you by anickname | have derived from these terms. | will use the name whenever | am especially pleased
with your performance. | hope you consider it aterm of endearment.”

Gilbertus had grinned at his master’s praise. “A term of endearment? What isit, Father?’
“I will call you myMentat. " And the name had stuck.

Now, Erasmus said, “Y ou understand that the Synchronized Worlds will benefit the human race.
Therefore, these test subjects are simply an...investment. And | will make sure you live long enough to
reap the benefits of what we are planning, my Mentat.”

Gilbertus beamed. “1 will wait and watch how events unfold, Father.”

Reaching Erasmus' s villa, they entered the peaceful botanical garden, atiny universe of lush plants,
tinkling fountains, and hummingbirds—their private sanctuary, a place where they could always share
special time together. Impatient to begin, Gilbertus had already set up the chess set, while waiting for
Erasmusto finish his work.

The man moved a pawn. Erasmus always let Gilbertus take the first move; it seemed only fair, a paternal
indulgence. “Whenever my thoughts grow troubled, in order to keep my mind organized and operating
efficiently, | have done as you taught me. | journey into my mind and perform complex mathematical
calculations. The routine helps settle my doubts and worries.” He waited for the robot to move a pawn of
his own.

“That is perfect, Gilbertus.” Erasmus favored him with as genuine a smile as he could manage. “In fact,
you are perfect.”

space

DAYSLATER, THEevermind summoned Erasmus to the Central Spire. A small ship had just arrived

file:///G|/Program%?20Files/eMule/Incoming/corrin.html (39 of 466) [12/30/2004 11:57:11 PM]



Dune

bearing one of the few humans who could travel with impunity to the primary Synchronized World. A
leathery-looking man emerged from his vessel and stood by the pavilion in front of the mechanically
animate spire. Like aliving organism, the flowmetal structure that housed Omnius could change shape,
first towering tall and sinister, then bending lower.

Erasmus recognized the swarthy, olive-skinned man. With close-set eyes and a bald head, he was larger
than a Tlulaxa and less furtive-looking. Even now, many decades after his disappearance and supposed
death, Y orek Thurr continued to work at destroying the human race. Surreptitiously alied with the
thinking machines, he had already caused incal culable damage to the League of Nobles and Serena
Butler’ s precious, foolish Jhad.

Long ago, Thurr had been Iblis Ginjo’ s handpicked commander of his Jihad Police. Thurr had
demonstrated an uncommon knack for rooting out minor traitors, people who had cooperated with the
thinking machines. Of course, the man’s remarkable abilities stemmed from the fact that he had given his
loyalty to Omnius in exchange for the life-extension treatment, though at the time Thurr’ s body had
aready been long past its prime.

For all the yearsthat he ran Jipol, Thurr had continued to send careful reports to Corrin. Hiswork was
impeccable, and the scapegoats he' d killed were irrelevant, unimportant spies sacrificed for the greater
good of increasing Thurr’ s importance to the League.

After the death of Iblis Ginjo, he had worked for decades to rewrite history and vilify Xavier Harkonnen
while making a martyr of the Grand Patriarch. Alongside Ginjo’'s widow, Thurr had run the Jihad
Council, but when it came time for him to take his seat as the new Grand Patriarch, the widow had
outmaneuvered him politically, placing her own son, and then grandson, in the position. Feeling utterly
betrayed by the humans he had served, Thurr faked his own death and went to take his due among the
thinking machines, where he was given a Synchronized World, Wallach 1X, to rule as he saw fit.

Now, seeing Erasmus, Thurr turned and straightened. “1 have come for areport on our plan to destroy the
League. | know thinking machines are ponderous and relentless, but it has been over ten years since |
came up with the idea to develop plagues. What is taking so long? | want the viruses released soon, to see
what will happen.”

“You merely provided the idea, Yorek Thurr. Rekur Van and | have done all of the actual work,” Erasmus
said. The bald man scowled and made a dismissive gesture.

Omnius' s voice boomed. “I will proceed at my own pace, and will execute the plan when | feel thetimeis
correct.”

“Of course, Lord Omnius. But since | take a certain pride in this scheme that | suggested, | am naturally
curious to watch its progress.”
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“You will be content with the progress, Y orek Thurr. Erasmus has convinced me that the current strain of
the retrovirus is sufficiently deadly for our purposes, though it kills only forty-three percent of the
humans who are exposed.”

Thurr gave a surprised exclamation. “So many! There's never been a plague so deadly.”
“The disease still sounds inefficient to me, since it will not kill even half of our enemy.”

Thurr’ s dark eyes twinkled. “But, Lord Omnius, you must not forget that there will be many
unpredictable secondary casualties from infections, lack of care, starvation, accidents. With two out of
every five people dying from the plague, and many more weakened and struggling to recover, there won't
be enough doctors available to tend all the people infected by the plague—much less any other injuries or
illnesses. And think of the turmoil it will inflict on governments, societies, the military!” He seemed close
to choking on his glee. “ The League will be utterly incapable of mounting any offensives against the
Synchronized Worlds, nor will they be able to defend themselves—or call for help—should a thinking-
machine army strike them. Forty-three percent! Ha, thisis effectively a death blow to the rest of the
human race!”

Erasmus said, “Y orek Thurr’s extrapolations have merit, Omnius. In this case the very unpredictability of
human society will cause far more severe damage than the retrovirus mortality numbers might indicate.”

“We will have empirical evidence soon enough,” Omnius said. “Our initial volley of plague capsulesis
prepared for immediate launch, and the second wave is already in production.”

Thurr brightened. “Excellent. | wish to see the launch.”

Erasmus wondered if something had gone wrong during the life-extension treatment that had twisted
Thurr’s mind, or if he had ssmply been devious and treacherous from the outset.

“Come with me,” the robot said, finally. “We will find you a place from which to observe the launch in
comfort.”

Later, they watched as fiery projectiles shot into the crimson sky under the smmering light of Corrin’s
red giant. “It is a human habit to rejoice when watching fireworks,” Thurr said. “To me, it'saglorious
spectacle indeed. From now on the outcome is as inexorabl e as gravity. Nothing can stop us.”

Us—an interesting choice of words,Erasmus thought.But | do not entirely trust him. Hismind isfilled
with dark schemes.

The robot turned his smiling flowmetal face up into the sky to watch another shower of plague torpedoes
shoot away toward L eague space.
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The people welcome me as a conquering hero. | have battled cymeks and | have overthrown thinking
machines. But | will not let my legacy stop there. My work is just beginning.

—PRIMERO QUENTIN BUTLER,
Memoirs on the Liberation of Parmentier

After recapturing Honru from the thinking machines, Quentin and his troops spent a month mopping up,
helping to rebuild the machine cities and providing aid to the survivors. Half of the mercenaries from
Ginaz would remain behind, assigned to oversee the transition and help to root out any remaining robotic
infestations.

When those preparations were in place, Primero Butler and his two oldest sons flew to nearby Parmentier
with the bulk of the Jihad warships. The fighters were ready for some well-deserved rest, and Rikov was
anxious to get back to his wife and their only daughter.

Before the conquest of Honru drove their borders deeper into Omnius' s territory, Parmentier was the
closest League World to Sychronized space. Over severa decades, human settlers had made remarkable
progress in reclaiming Parmentier after the devastating years of machine occupation. Now the rough
Synchronized industries had been cleaned, toxic chemicals and wastes discarded, agriculture
reestablished, forests planted, rivers dredged and rerouted.

Though Rikov Buitler still spent much of histime serving in the Army of the Jihad, he was a'so awell-
liked and effective governor of the human settlement. He waited with his father on the bridge of the
flagship ballista, smiling as the serene planet—his home—came into view. “I can’t wait to see Kohe
again,” he mused quietly next to the command chair. “And | just realized that Rayna has turned eleven
yearsold. I’ve missed so much of her childhood.”

“You'll make up for it,” Quentin said. “I want you to have more children, Rikov. One granddaughter is
not enough for me.”

“And you can’'t have any more children if you never spend time alone with your wife,” Faykan said,
nudging his brother. “I’m certain there are lodgings in the city, if you' d rather have the privacy.”

Rikov laughed. “My father and brother are always welcome in our house. Kohe would have a cold bed for
meindeed if | turned you away.”

“Do your duty, Rikov,” Quentin said with amock growl. “Y our older brother doesn’t show any
inclination to find awife.”

“Not yet anyway,” Faykan said. “I haven’t found the appropriate political connection yet. But | will.”

“Such aromantic.”
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Over the years, Rikov and Kohe had established a fine estate on a hill overlooking Parmentier’s main city
of Niubbe. Given time and Rikov’ s efficient rule, Parmentier would no doubt become a powerful League
World.

When the docked Jihad fleet sent its soldiers and mercenaries down for furlough, Quentin accompanied
his sons to the governor’ s mansion. Never one to show extraordinary affection in public, Kohe gave her
husband a chaste kiss. Rayna, a wide-eyed and straw-haired girl who preferred the company of books to
friends, came out to greet them. Their home contained an elaborate shrine to the Three Martyrs. Bright
orange marigolds were set out in flower dishesin memory of Manion the Innocent.

But while Kohe Butler was a devout woman who insisted on daily prayers and the proper observances,
she was not fanatical like the Martyrists, who had established a foothold here. Parmentier’ s popul ace
remembered the oppression the thinking machines had inflicted upon them, and they turned easily to the
more militant religions against the machines.

Kohe also saw to it that her family and staff did not partake of the spice melange. “ Serena Butler did not
useit. Therefore we shall not, either.” Rikov occasionally indulged in the popular vice while out on
military maneuvers, but he was on his best behavior at home with hiswife.

Y oung Rayna sat at the table, quiet and polite, her manners impeccable.
“How long can you stay?’ Kohe asked her husband.

Feeling magnanimous, Quentin drew himself up. “ Faykan has nothing better to do than follow me around
and defeat thinking machines, but Rikov has other obligations. I’ ve kept him away from you for too long,
Kohe. Governing Parmentier is at least as important as serving in the Army of the Jihad. Therefore, under
the authority given to me as primero, | grant him an extended |eave of absence—for at |east a year—so
that he may fulfill his duties as political leader, husband, and father.”

Seeing the delighted and surprised expressions on both Kohe's and Rayna s faces, Quentin felt warm
inside. Taken completely by surprise, Rikov did not know how to react. “Thank you, sir.”

Quentin smiled. “Enough with the formality, Rikov. | think you can call me Father in your own home.”
He pushed his plate away, feeling at peace and quite sleepy. Tonight he would rest in a soft bed instead of
his bunk in the primero’s cabin. “Now, as for you, Faykan, we'll take a week to rest and resupply here.
The soldiers and mercenaries could use that much. Machines aren’t the only ones that need to recharge
their power sources. Then we must be off.”

Faykan gave a curt bow. “A week is most generous.”

space
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DURING THE DAY Saway from duty, Quentin entertained Rikov’s family by telling stories of military
exploits during the defense of 1x and how he had been buried alive in a cave collapse. He confessed that
dark and confined spaces still made him uneasy. Then he told how he had encountered—and
escaped—the Titan Juno herself when he’ d commanded a scouting foray to rescue people on the fallen
planet of Bela Tegeuse.

His listeners shuddered. Cymeks were even more mysterious and frightening than traditional fighting
robots. Thankfully, since turning against Omnius, the Titans had caused little trouble.

Sitting quietly at the end of the table, Rayna listened wide-eyed. Quentin smiled at his granddaughter.
“Tell me, Rayna—what do you think of the machines?’

“1 hate them! They are demons. If we can’t destroy them ourselves, then God will punish them. That’s
what my mother says.”

“Unless they were sent against us because of our own sins,” Kohe said, a cautionary tone in her voice.
Quentin looked from mother to daughter, to Rikov. “Have you ever seen a thinking machine, Rayna?’
“Machines are all around us,” the girl said. “It’ s hard to know which ones are evil.”

Raising his eyebrows, Quentin looked proudly at Rikov. “ She'll make a good crusader someday.”

“Or maybe a politician,” Rikov said.

“Ah, well, | suppose the L eague needs those too.”

space

WHEN HIS BATTALIONdeparted, Quentin decided that he would return to Salusa Secundus. There was
always business to be done with the League’ s government and the Jihad Council, and it had been ayear
and a half since he'd visited silent Wandra at the City of Introspection.

Over the course of an afternoon, the mercenaries and jihadis shuttled back to the big ships waiting in
orbit. Quentin embraced Rikov, Kohe, and Rayna. “I know you long for the old days when you and your
brother were wild soldiers fighting the machines, my son. | did it myself as ayoung man. But consider
your responsibilities to Parmentier, to your family.”

Rikov smiled. “I certainly won't argue. Staying here, at peace, with Kohe and Rayna—it’s a thoroughly
satisfactory assignment. This planet is under my stewardship. It'stime | settled down and truly made it
my home.”
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Donning his military cap, Quentin climbed aboard the captain’s shuttle and left for his flagship. The
group of vessels ran through checklists preparatory to departure. Each ballista and javelin was fully
supplied and fueled, ready to begin the long journey back to the League' s capital world. When they had
pulled away from orbit and were preparing to leave the Parmentier system, his technicians spotted an
incoming flurry of small projectiles like a meteor storm, flying a course that did not appear to be random.
“We have to assume they’ re enemy objects, sir!”

“Turn about and alert the planetary defenses!” Quentin shouted. “All vessels, reverse course—back to
Parmentier!” Though his soldiers responded instantly, he saw that they could not arrivein time. The
torpedoes, clearly artificial and amost certainly of machine origin, headed straight for Parmentier.

Down on the surface, Rikov sounded alarms, and sensors plotted the paths of the incoming projectiles.
From amuch greater distance, the Jihad ships streaked in, ready to destroy the machine intruders.

But the projectiles disintegrated in the atmosphere. They caused no destruction. Not a single one made it
to the ground.

“What was all that?’ Faykan asked, leaning over the shoulder of a sensor technician.

“1 suggest we stay and run afull analysis,” Quentin said. “I’ll put these battleships at your disposal,
Rikov.”

His son, though, turned him away. “No need, Primero. Whatever those were, they caused no damage.
Even if the thinking machines created them, they were klanks, misfires—"

“You still better check it out,” Quentin said. “Omniusis up to something.”

“Parmentier has modern laboratories and inspection equipment, sir. We can do it here. And we have a
fully staffed local defense force.” It seemed a matter of pride for Rikov.

Waiting in orbit, Quentin was still uneasy, especially since his own son had been the target. Obvioudly,
the projectiles had been unmanned and unguided. For some reason, they had targeted Parmentier, the
closest League planet to the Synchronized Worlds.

“Maybe it was simply a guidance experiment,” Faykan said.

During his career, Quentin had witnessed far, far worse actions committed by the thinking machines. He
suspected there must be more than what he saw.

“Maintain high alert status down there,” Quentin transmitted to Rikov. “This could just be the prelude.”
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For two days afterward, Quentin dispersed his fleet in a precautionary defensive line at the edge of the
system, but no further machine torpedoes came from the gulfs of space. Finally mollified, he saw no
reason to remain any longer. After saying another farewell to Rikov, he led his ships away from
Parmentier and back to Salusa Secundus.

The universe constantly challenges us with more opponents than we can handle. Why then must we
always strive to create enemies of our own?

—SWORDMASTER ISTIAN GOSS

Though a horrific tsunami had killed most of the population and scoured the archipelago of all vegetation,
after nearly six decades thick new jungles covered the islands of Ginaz. Gradually the people returned,
eager mercenary trainees who wanted to learn the swordmaster skills developed by the legendary Jool
Noret.

Ginaz had always been a breeding ground for the Jihad' s mercenaries, great warriors who fought thinking
machines on their own terms, with their own techniques, rather than adhering to the regimented
bureaucracy of the Army of the Jihad. Ginaz mercenaries had a high casualty rate—and a
disproportionately high number of heroes.

| stian Goss had been born on the archipelago, a member of the third generation of survivors of the
catastrophic tidal waves, brave souls who struggled to repopulate their world. The young man intended to
spend hislife fighting to free endaved humans from the evil machines; it was what he had been born to
do. Aslong as he could father several children before he lost hislife in the Jihad, Istian would die
content.

Chirox, the multi-armed combat mek, strode forward on the beach, his supple metal body erect. He turned
his glittering optic threads toward the current batch of trainees. “Y ou have all finished your curriculum of
programmed instruction.” The mek’s voice was flat and unsophisticated, unlike the more advanced
thinking machine models. He had never been designed with more than a rudimentary personality and
communications capabilities.

“All of you have proved adequate against my advanced fighting methods. Y ou are suitable opponents for
true thinking machines. Like Jool Noret.” Chirox gestured with one of his weapons arms toward a small
rise on the island where rough lava rocks had been built into a shrine that held a crystal plaz-encased
coffin. Sealed within lay the battered but restored body of Noret, unwitting founder of the new
swordmaster school of fighting.

All of the trainees turned to look. Istian took a reverent step closer to the shrine, accompanied by his
friend and sparring partner Nar Trig. With wonderment in hisvoice, Istian said, “Don’'t you wish we had
lived decades ago, so we could have trained under Noret himself?’
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“Instead of this damned machine?’ Trig growled. “Y es, that would have been nice, but | am glad to be
living now, when we are much closer to defeating our enemy...in all of hisincarnations.”

Trig was a descendant of human settlers who had fled Peridot Colony when it was overrun by thinking
machines eighty years ago. His parents were among the hardy settlers now attempting to rebuild the
colony, but Trig himself had found no place there. He felt a deep and abiding hatred for thinking
machines, and he had given histime and energy to learning how to fight them.

Unlike Istian, who had golden skin and rich coppery hair, Trig was squat and swarthy, with dark hair,
broad shoulders, and powerful muscles. He and Istian were equally matched as sparring partners, using
pulse-swords designed to scramble the gelcircuitry brains of combat robots. When Trig dueled with the
sensel mek, his anger and passion grew inflamed and he fought with a berserk abandon that made him
score higher than any other student in their group.

Even Chirox had commended him after one particularly vigorous sparring session. “Y ou alone, Nar Trig,
have discovered Jool Noret’ s technique of surrendering entirely to the flow of combat, erasing all concern
for your safety or survival. Thisisthe key.”

Trig had not been proud to hear the remark. Though Chirox had been reprogrammed and now fought on
the side of humanity, the young man still resented robots in all their forms. Istian would be glad when he
and Trig left Ginaz, so that the other man could turn his ambition and fury against areal enemy instead of
this surrogate opponent....

Chirox continued to address the group of young and determined fighters. “Each of you has proven by
fighting me that you are worthy and prepared to battle thinking machines. Therefore | anoint you as
warriors of the Holy Jihad.”

The combat mek retracted its weapons appendages, leaving only two manipulating arms on the top so that
he looked more humanoid. “Before dispatching you for service in the Jihad, we will follow the traditions
of Ginaz and complete a ceremony established long before the time of Jool Noret.”

“The mek doesn’t understand what it’s doing,” Trig muttered. “ Thinking machines can’t grasp mysticism
and religion.”

Istian nodded. “But it is good that Chirox honors what we believe.”

“It'ssimply following a program, reciting words it has heard humans speak.” Nevertheless, Trig stepped
forward with all the other trainees as Chirox marched through the soft limestone sand to three large
baskets filled with etched circular chits made of cordl, like atreasure hoard of coins. Each small disk was
either blank or inscribed with the name of afallen warrior from Ginaz. Over many centuries of fighting
Omnius, the mercenaries believed that the holy mission was strong enough to keep their fighting spirits
alivein aliteral sense. Each time one of them was killed in combat against the robots, his spirit was
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reborn in another potential fighter.

These trainees, Istian Goss and Nar Trig included, supposedly carried within them the dormant soul of
another fighter waiting to be reawakened to continue the combat until final victory was achieved; only
then could the ghosts of those dedicated warriors rest in peace. The baskets of engraved chits had grown
more and more full as casualties piled up over the long course of Serena Butler’s Jihad, but the numbers
of volunteer trainees also increased, and each year new candidates accepted those fighting spirits so that
the drive of humanity grew more powerful with each generation, becoming as relentless as a machine
itself.

“Each of you will now select adisk,” Chirox said. “Fate will guide your hand to reveal the identity of the
spirit that lives within you.”

The students edged forward, al of them anxious, none of them wanting to be first. Seeing the hesitation
of his comrades, Trig glanced expressionlessly at the combat mek, then bent over the nearest basket. He
closed his eyes and plunged his hand in, rummaging among the small disks, finally grabbing one at
random. He pulled it out, looked at the face of the disk, and nodded noncommittally.

No one expected to recognize the names, for while there were many legendary figures among the
mercenaries, many more had died leaving only their names. Buried in vaults on Ginaz were records of all
the fallen fighters. Any new mercenary was welcome to dig through that enormous database to discover
what was known about the spirit inside of him.

As Trig stepped away, Chirox commanded the next trainee to make his selection, and the next. When
finally Istian stepped forward, one of the last, he hesitated while curiosity and reluctance trembled
through him. He did not even know the identity of his parents. Many Ginaz children were raised in
créches, communal training groups with the sole focus of developing fighters that would earn honor for
Ginaz. Now at last he would learn the name of the intangible presence that lurked within his DNA, the
spirit that guided hislife, hisfighting skills, and his destiny.

He reached deep into the second basket, moving his fingers, trying to determine which disk called out to
him. He looked up at Trig and then over at the expressionless metal face of Chirox, knowing he had to
pick the correct one. Finally one smooth surface felt colder than the others, a sensation of connecting with
the whorl patterns on hisfingertips. He pulled out the disk.

The other unclaimed chits fell back into the basket with a clatter, and he looked down for the
answer—and he almost dropped the disk in disbelief. He blinked. His throat went dry. This couldn’t be!
He had always felt proud of his abilities, sensed the greatness within him, as all trainees claimed to feel.
But while Istian Goss was talented, he was not superhuman. He could not live up to an expectation like
this.

Another trainee bent over to look, seeing Istian’s stupefied reaction. “ Jool Noret! He' s drawnJool Noret !”
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Beneath the discord of gasps, Istian muttered, “ This can’t be right. | must have drawn the wrong one.
Such aspirit is...much too powerful for me.”

But Chirox swiveled his metallic torso, his optic threads shining brightly. “I am pleased you have
returned to us to continue the fight, Master Jool Noret. Now we are a great stride closer to victory against
Omnius.”

“You and | will fight side by side,” Nar Trig said to his friend. “Perhaps we can even surpass the legend
you must live up to.”

Istian swallowed hard. He had no choice but to follow the guidance of the heretofore silent presence
within him.

Those who have everything value nothing. Those who have nothing value everything.

—RAQUELLA BERTO-ANIRUL,
Assessments of Philosophical Revelations

Richese would be doomed as soon as Omnius returned with a full-fledged military force. Upon escaping,
the damnable Seurat had certainly provided the evermind with vital information about the Titan rebels.
By assessing their past failures, the machines would calculate the necessity for amuch larger fleet, accept
larger losses, and return with enough battleships and firepower to wipe out the cymek installations. The
Titans didn’'t have a chance.

General Agamemnon doubted he had more than a month.

He and his cymek followers needed to leave, but he could not ssmply run like a mad dog to the nearest
available planet, which might be fiercely defended by thehrethgir or even other machines. He did not
have sufficient information, or personnel, to find and subjugate a new stronghold.

From athousand years of experience as a military commander, he understood the need for accurate
intelligence and a complete analysis of all options. Since only three of the original Titans remained alive,
Agamemnon could not afford to take needless risks. Though he had already lived for well over eleven
centuries, he valued his survival more than ever.

Juno, hislover, had matching ambitions and goals. Returned from the other cymek planet of Bela
Tegeuse, she faced him in their expansive stronghold on Richese, swiveling her head turret to show off
her sparkling optic threads. Even in this strange inhuman configuration, Agamemnon found her brain and
her personality beautiful.

“Now that we' ve broken free of Omnius, we require new territory, new populations to dominate, my
love.” Her ssmulated voice had arich, thrumming quality. “But our numbers are not overwhelming
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enough to face either thehrethgir or the Synchronized Worlds. And the thinking machines will be coming
back to Richese. Soon.”

“At least Omniusis prohibited from killing the three of us.”

“Small consolation! Omnius will destroy everything we have built, slaughter all our followers, and rip the
preservation canisters from our walkers. Even if we aren’t dead, he could strip away our thoughtrodes and
leave usin an eternal hell of sensory deprivation. Worse than dead—we would be useless!”

“Never useless. | would kill you myself before | allowed that to happen,” Agamemnon said in a bass
projected rumble that made the columns in the spacious chamber vibrate.

“Thank you, my love.”

Moving with implacable speed, he lurched his walker-form through the archway, aready transmitting
ordersto the neos to prep his fastest ship. “Y ou and Dante remain here and shore up our defenses against
the thinking machines. | will locate another world for usto rule.” He flashed his optic threads, which sent
a constellation of Juno images flooding into his mind. “With luck, Omnius won’t find us for some time.”

“1 prefer to count on your magnificent abilities—not luck.”
“Perhaps we'll need both.”

Racing away from Richese under acceleration that would have killed any fragile human being, the Titan
general traveled to his secret contact inside the machine empire.

Wallach IX was an insignificant Synchronized World, where Y orek Thurr held dominion over a pathetic
herd of captive humans. For decades, Thurr had been areliable yet surreptitious source of information
about both Omnius and the League of Nobles. He had notified Agamemnon about the return of long-lost
Hecate and her unexpected support for thehrethgir cause, and he had also divulged the travel plans of
Venport and the hated Sorceress Cenva, so that Beowulf could ambush them in the Ginaz system. Thurr
was not the least bit nervous about playing three sides against each other.

The Titan general had ensconced himself in an extravagant vessel built with intimidating angular
structures, afull suite of exotic weapons and powerful grappling arms. It served both as a spacecraft and a
ground walker. When he settled down in an open plaza on Wallach 1 X, he extended flat, powerful feet,
reconfigured the robotic body, and rose up in afearsome new form. Thurr’ s advice might be useful, but
the general did not entirely trust him.

Cowed human captives backed away as the Titan plodded down the boulevards to the imposing citadel
Thurr had built when crowning himself king of this planet. Though Wallach IX ostensibly remained a
Synchronized World, Thurr claimed to have bypassed and manipulated the evermind’ s external controls.
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He kept the local Omnius incarnation deviously isolated and fooled, with programming of his own.

Agamemnon was not concerned. If the evermind had secret watcheyes to prove the human’s duplicity,
then Thurr himself would face execution. After al, the cymek rebels were already under a death sentence.

Because his walker-body was so enormous, he had to sweep his armored arms from side to side to knock
down walls and constrictive arches so that he could enter the citadel. It made good military sense to
demonstrate his power and put the turncoat firmly in his place.

When he entered the audacious throne hall Thurr had designed, the man seemed neither disturbed nor
intimidated. He sat back on his gaudy, elaborate throne, gazing with ajaded eye at the cymek. “Welcome,
General Agamemnon. | am always pleased to receive such a distinguished visitor.”

Thurr had constructed his throne atop a massive dais. The chair and its pedestal were fashioned from
polymer-reinforced bones; long femurs formed the support, and rounded skulls made an ornate
foundation. The design seemed unnecessarily barbaric, but Thurr savored the mood it evoked.

Large display cases lined one wall, containing exotic weapons. Momentarily distracted by the beauty of
an antique projectile gun, Agamemnon stared at it. The workmanship on the white bone handle was
exquisite with scrimshawlike markings depicting scenarios of violent death caused by the weapon. For
many years, Agamemnon had collected such weapons, amused by their potential as museum relics rather
than as actual threats.

“Do you have an opportunity for me, General?’ Thurr sniffed. “Or are you here to request afavor?’

“1 never ask for favors.” Agamemnon expanded his powerful arms and the body core, puffing himself up
like abird. “From one such as you, | woulddemand assistance, and you would be pleased to giveit to
me.”

“Always. | can offer you refreshment, but | believe afine vintage would be wasted on you.”

“We obtain fresh electrafluid whenever we need it. That isnot why | am here. | need copies of your
intelligence files, your astronomical maps and geographical assessments of other planets. It is past time
that | expanded my cymek empire. | need to decide which world to conquer next.”

“In other words, you plan to abandon Richese before Omnius comes back to destroy you.” Thurr
snickered at hisinsight, fidgeting with excitement. “And it is good that you cymeks plan ahead and
strengthen your defenses, because before long Omnius will have utterly defeated thehrethgir and absorbed
them into the Synchronized Worlds.”

“That’'s abold statement, since the Jihad has already been ssimmering for a century.”
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“Ah, but the thinking machines have changed their tactics, thanks to me. My ideal” He preened with
pride. “ Corrin has recently released a potent biological plague. We fully expect the epidemic to spread
across thehrethgir worlds and wipe out entire populations.”

Agamemnon was surprised at the information. “Y ou certainly like to kill things and cause great pain and
damage, Y orek Thurr. In another age, Ajax himself might have recruited you.”

Thurr beamed. “Y ou are too kind, General Agamemnon.”

“Are you not concerned that you will be infected yourself? Once Omnius learns of your treachery, you
will be left to die here on Wallach I1X.” He thought of his son Vorian, wondering if he might succumb to
the infection, but the life-extension treatment should have greatly enhanced hisimmune systems.

Thurr waved a hand. “Oh, | would not have suggested unleashing the plagues until | received the
immunization myself. The vaccine gave me a strange fever for severa days, but ever since then my
thoughts have been...clearer, sharper.” He grinned as he massaged the smooth skin of hisscalp. “I'm
pleased to make a mark upon history for all time. These plagues demonstrate my influence more than
anything | have previously done. At last | can be satisfied with the accomplishments of my life.”

“You areavery greedy man, Yorek Thurr.” Agamemnon maneuvered his large mechanical body closer to
the weapons display shelves. “Y ou succeeded in everything you' ve attempted, first with Jipol, then
guiding the L eague from behind the skirts of Camie Boro-Ginjo, and now as a king of your own world.”

“None of it is enough!” Thurr stood from his throne of skulls. “ After only afew decades, ruling this
planet has become tedious and pointless. | hide within the boundaries of the Synchronized empire, and no
one even knows what | have accomplished. Back on Salusa Secundus, | guided the policy of the Jihad for
years, but no one believed it was me. They all thought the Grand Patriarch was intelligent. Hah! Then
they gave credit to hiswidow and her milksop son. | want to make my own mark.”

Agamemnon understood, but still he found the little man’s prideful ambition quaint and amusing. “Then
you had best help me, Thurr, because when the new Time of Titans comes to pass and my cymek empire
comprises many planets,our history will remember you as an important touchstone.”

He strutted over to the weapons display cases, ripped the door off its hinges, and reached inside.

“What are you doing?’ Thurr demanded. “Be careful. Those are valuable antiques.”

“I’ll pay you whatever thisisworth.” Agamemnon removed the projectile gun that he had admired.
“It'snot for—"

“Everything has a price.” Agamemnon opened a compartment on his body and slid the gun inside. He had
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other keepsakes in there as well, avariety of intriguing killing devices that he had begun to collect. While
Thurr glared, the cymek closed the compartment. “ Send me a bill.”

The man's eyes glittered. “Keep it, please, as my special gift to you. Now, General, what isit you need?
More planets to dominate? As my plagues spread, you' || have ample opportunities to invade and secure
League Worlds. Soon allhrethgir planets will be graveyards, all that territory available for the taking. Y ou
can pick up the pieces wherever you like.”

“Not good enough. | am a conqueror, not a plunderer. | need a new stronghold now, one that doesn’t have
its own overwhelming military force. My reasons are of no concern to you. It isonly necessary for you to
give me an answer, before | lose my patience and kill you.”

“So, Agamemnon wants to feel safe and strong.” Unconcerned, Thurr sat back down on his throne of
skulls, tapping hislong fingers together as he pondered. Soon a huge grin split hisface. “Ah, thereis
another alternative. Knowing you Titans and your long-held grudges, you'll consider it quite satisfying.”

“We have made many enemies over the centuries.” Agamemnon paced the floor in his monstrous walker-
form, cracking the tiles beneath his immense weight.

“Yes, but thisis different. Why not go to Hessra and destroy the Ivory Tower Cogitors? As a practical
matter, they have electrafluid fabrication plants, which you would find useful. But | think the mere
satisfaction of obliterating them would prove enough.”

Agamemnon bobbed his articulated head. Thoughts rushed through his ancient brain. “Y ou are quite
correct, Thurr. Attacking Hessrawill not immediately draw the attention of either thehrethgir or Omnius.
Crushing the maddening Cogitors would be pleasurable for its own sake.”

Human beings strive for respect and dignity. Thisa common theme in their personal interactions at all
levels, from street gangs to Parliament. Religious wars have been fought over thisissue, which issimple
in theory but complex in practice.

—SERENA BUTLER,
comments in her last interview

As Supreme Commander of the Army of the Jihad, Vorian Atreides could have afforded fine quarters for
himself and Leronica, amansion or an entire estate. The League would have been happy to accommodate
him for his more-than-a-lifetime of service.

Y ears ago, he had offered L eronica an opulent home, but she preferred something small and simple,
comfortable but not extravagant. He had found an apartment in Zimia's interplanetary district, a section of
the city filled with avariety of cultures, which she always found fascinating.
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When he' d brought his family to Salusa, Vor promised her all the wonders she could imagine. He had
made good on that promise, but he wanted to give her much more than she would accept from him. She
always remained sweet-natured and loving toward Vor. Constant and steadfast, she waited for him to
come home and showed great delight whenever they were together.

Smiling now as he walked home through the neighborhood with fresh supplies and trinkets from recently
visited Caladan, Vor heard many languages spoken, tongues that he identified from his travels: the
guttural accents of Kiranalll, the musical syllables of refugees from Chusuk, even slave dialects
originating on former machine-controlled planets.

Grinning with anticipation, he climbed the steps of awell-kept wood-frame building, made his way to the
fifth floor, and entered. Their four-bedroom apartment was clean and simple, decorated only with afew
antiques and holos that depicted Vor’ s greatest military victories.

In the kitchen at the rear of the apartment, he saw Leronica holding a pair of shopping bags that appeared
much too heavy for her to carry in her thin arms. Having recently celebrated her ninety-third birthday, she
looked every year of it, since she had never been awoman to pander to vanity. But even at her age, the
woman insisted on doing her own shopping and leading her own social life when Vor was gone on his
long military missions.

To keep herself busy, Leronicatook in special fabrication jobs from people in the neighborhood, but
never charged for her work, since she did not need the money. The culture of Salusa appreciated crafts
and personally made items, instead of mass-produced objects that reminded the long-suffering people of
mechanical precision. Leronica s fishing quilts, much in demand, depicted scenes from exotic Caladan.

Grinning, Vor hurried over to hug her, snatching away the shopping bags and setting them on a side table.
He gazed into her dark pecan eyes, which still looked youthful in her wrinkled, heart-shaped face. He
kissed her passionately, seeing not an old woman but the person he had fallen in love with decades ago.

She caressed his artificially gray hair as they embraced. “I found your secret, Vorian. It seems that you
agefrom ajar.” She laughed. “Not many men use coloring to make themselves lookolder! Y our real hair
iIsasrich and dark aswhen | first met you, isn't it?’

Chagrined, he did not deny her discovery. Though he could never make himself ook close to his one
hundred fifteen years, he tinted his hair to diminish the obvious gap between himself and Leronica. His
stubble of beard did add a bit of age, but his face had no lines.

“While | appreciate the gesture, you don’t need to bother. | still love you, despite your youthful
appearance.” With an impish smile, Leronicaturned back to working the feast she had planned in order to
welcome him home.

He sniffed the enticing aromas. “Ah, something better than military fare! Asif | needed another reason to
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keep returning to you.”
“Estes and Kagin are coming. Y ou know they’ ve been here for the past two weeks?’

“Yes, and | just missed them on Caladan.” He made a smile, for her sake, then said, “I look forward to
seeing them.”

The last time the family had gotten together, he and Estes had gotten into a quarrel over aminor sarcastic
comment. Vor couldn’t recall the specifics, but episodes like that always saddened him. With any luck,
this evening would be tolerable. He would try his best, but the gulf between them would remain.

When they were teens, Kagin had accidentally discovered that Vor was hisreal father, and he had told the
shocking news to his brother. Leronicatried to soothe their distress, but the hurt did not easily go away.
Both boys preferred their pleasant childhood memories with Kalem Vazz, the man who had raised them
as hisown sons until he waskilled by elecrans out in the seas.

Now, while Leronica busied herself in the kitchen, he answered the door to welcome his sons. Estes and
Kagin were in their mid-sixties but had slowed their aging process by taking regular melange, which gave
their eyes abluish tint. Both had dark hair and lean Atreides features, but Estes was dlightly taller and
more flamboyant, while Kagin took the role of a quiet, introspective follower. Y outhful and smiling, Vor
appeared young enough to be one of their grandsons.

They shook his hand—no hugs, no kisses, no words of affection, just deferential respect—before going
into the kitchen. Only then did their tones change, and they offered al of their charm and love to their
mother.

Long ago, head-over-heelsin love, Vor had set up Leronica and the boysin a nice house on Salusa. Then
he' d gone off to fight his Jihad missions, leaving them to fend for themselves, never realizing how much
it seemed like he was abandoning them after dumping them in a strange world with no friends.

Each time Vor returned home, he had expected the twins to greet him like a hero, but the boys behaved
distantly. Calling in favors among League politicians, Vor made sure his sons had good connections,
proper schooling, the best opportunities possible. They accepted such privileges, but did not thank him.
True, they had taken his name, at Leronica’ sinsistence. At least that was something.

“Grand crab and shore snails, specially imported,” she announced brightly from the kitchen. “One of your
father’ s favorite meals.” Vor inhaled the savory aromas of garlic and herbs, and his mouth watered in
anticipation. He remembered the first time she had prepared this meal for him on Caladan.

L eronica brought a platter of four large crabs into the dining chamber and placed it on a suspensor-field
turntable that floated above the center platform. The transparent tabletop covered an artificial tidepool, a
miniature world of seawater, rocks, and sand. Small, cone-shaped snails clung to the rocks. Vor had
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transported the table here from Caladan, knowing Leronicawould loveit.

Before the group sat down, Vor opened a bottle of the inexpensive Salnoir wine that L eronica preferred.
On other planets the dry, pink wine went by different names, but it was essentially the same grape
everywhere, and went very well with seafood. Leronica especially liked its reasonable price; it was a
continuing source of pride for her to keep household expenses down.

Vor had given up trying to get her to spend more and improve her standard of living. An economical
lifestyle made her happy and gave her afeeling of worth, because it left more money for her to donate to
worthy causes. Since so many people were in need of help, so many refugees of the Jihad, Leronica
always felt guilty in luxurious surroundings. In some ways, she reminded him of Serena Butler herself.

Vor had an accountant pay household bills and gave L eronica whatever money was left over, so she could
donate it as she pleased. Many of her favorite causes involved underprivileged children and even
Buddislamic families that most everyone else in the League disliked for their refusal to fight thinking
machines. She also gave substantial stipends to her sons, in a generous effort to make up for the lack of
opportunities they had in the fishing villages of Caladan.

At the center of thetable, four small metal ramps opened on the suspensor turntable. Enjoying herself
across the table, Leronica operated the controls from her chair. A steaming roasted crab slid down each
ramp onto the plates, and then the suspensor lifted to a compartment in the ceiling, out of the way. The
aroma of salt and pungent seasonings saturated the air.

The two younger men removed packets of melange from their pockets and each sprinkled the spice onto
Leronica' s carefully prepared food without even tasting it. Their mother did not approve of too much
spice consumption, but she said nothing, apparently not wishing to spoil the special dinner.

“Will you be staying on Salusalong thistime, Father?’ Estes said. “Or do you have Jihad business
again?’

“I"'m here for afew weeks,” Vor said, not missing the slight sarcasm. “There' |l be the usual round of
political and military meetings.” His gaze lingered on his son for a moment.

“The boys are staying for three months,” Leronica said with a pleased smile. “They’ ve rented their own
apartment.”

“ Space travel takes so long, and atrip from Caladan is such a magjor undertaking,” Kagin said, then his
voice began to trail off. “It...seemed the best thing.”

Almost certainly, Vor would be off again before his sons |eft. They all knew it.

After abrief but awkward lull in the conversation, Leronica dlid open the lid of the glazplaz tabletop. The
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diners used long clampsto pluck live snails off the rocks; then with little forks they pried the snail meat
from the shells. Vor dipped snail after snail into herbed butter and ate them, then dug into the main course
of roast crab.

Across thetable, Vor caught Leronica s brown-eyed gaze, returned her smile, and it helped to calm him.
She ate her crab with an impressive appetite for an old woman. After the meal, as usual, after coffee,
conversation, and games with Estes and Kagin, she would snuggle with him. Later, they might even make
love, if shefelt up toit. Her age did not matter to Vor in the least. He still loved her, still wanted her.

Now she beamed at him and spontaneously kissed his cheek. Their sons watched them, looking
uncomfortable at the display of affection, but they could do nothing about the way Vor and Leronicafelt
for each other....

space

THAT EVENING ASVor lay awake next to her, glad to be home, he thought long into the night. His
relationship with his sons had never blossomed, as much his own fault astheirs. Recalling hisdays as a
trustee of the thinking machines, Vor wondered if Agamemnon had somehow managed to be the better
father....

He thought of when he’ d been a brave young Jihad officer with women fawning over him in every port.
At the time, Xavier had been happily married to Octa, who suggested that Vor settle down and find a soul
mate of his own. Vor had been unable to imagine such love, and instead occupied himself with numerous
flings, agirl on every planet. In particular he remembered a beautiful woman on Hagal named Karida
Julan; he knew she had given birth to a daughter, but since meeting L eronica more than half a century
ago, he had almost forgotten about her....

It was not enough that he’ d done his best to help Abulurd, in honor of Xavier's memory. He had lost his
own sons, long ago. He would continue to try working through the barrier with Estes and Kagin, but they
were old now and set in their ways. He doubted his relationship with them would ever be close. But he
did have Leronica slove, and Abulurd was like a son to him. And perhaps...

Jihad business takes me to many far-flung places,he thought.I’ Il track down some of my other
children—or grandchildren. | should know them, somehow...and they should know me.

From heaven, Serena Butler watches over us. We try to measure up to her expectations, to the mission she
set forth for the human race. But | fear she must be weeping to see the weak, slow progress we have made
against our mortal enemies.

—RAYNA BUTLER,
TrueVisions
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The deadly virus spread across Parmentier with appalling swiftness. Frightened, Rayna Butler watched
from the governor’ s mansion on a high hill overlooking Niubbe. She was too young to understand all the
implications as her father frantically worked with his teams of experts to impose controls on the outbreak.

No one comprehended exactly what was happening, or what to do about it.

The girl knew for certain that it was a curse from the demon machines.

space

FEW PEOPLE RECOGNIZEDthe symptoms at first—slight weight loss and hypertension, yellowing of the
eyes and skin, breakouts of acne and skin lesions. Most disturbing was a current of unruliness,
distractibility, and undeniable paranoiathat led to increased aggressive behavior. It manifested as a new
movement of undefined fanaticism, arush of wildness that had no focus and no goal.

Before Governor Butler and his staff could determine that the rash of mob activity and violence was
caused by adisease, the first wave of victims had progressed to the next phase of the infection: severe and
sudden weight loss, debilitating diarrhea, muscle weakness, tendon ruptures, intensely high fevers, then
liver shutdowns that led to death. Thousands more, infected during the incubation period, began to show
the initial symptoms several days later.

The unprecedented illness appeared almost simultaneously at villages and cities across Parmentier’s
settled continent. Rikov and his civil advisors deduced that the cause was some kind of airborne virus
released by the mysterious projectiles that had rained down into the atmosphere. “It has to be something
Omnius sent,” Rikov announced. “ The demon machines have developed genetically tailored viruses to
wipe us out.”

Rayna s father had not hesitated. He scratched all other priorities to launch afull-scale research program,
dispensing unlimited funding, resources, and facilities to the planet’ s best medical researchers. Knowing
it was necessary to warn other worlds to be on the alert for the projectiles from space, he selected several
home guard soldiers from isolated outposts—those least likely to have been exposed to the virus—and
launched them with warnings to the nearest L eague Worlds.

Then, though he knew he might be imposing a death sentence upon his family and the population of his
world, the governor announced an immediate and total quarantine of Parmentier. Fortunately, since the
recent departure of Quentin Butler’ s battalion, no new spacecraft had entered the system. Thisfar out on
the fringe of League space, cargo ships and merchant vessels arrived infrequently, usually only one or
two per week. On the edge of Synchronized space, Parmentier was still considered a dangerous
destination.

Next, Rikov ordered the strict isolation of any individual who showed the slightest hint of plague
symptoms. While people shut themselves in their homes and many still-healthy citizens rushed out to the
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unpopulated countryside to try to avoid the epidemic, Rikov chose groups of men or women without
families to crew defensive military stationsin orbit. Their job would be to shoot down anyone trying to
escape from Parmentier.

“If it ishumanly possible,” he said in a statement, “we will not allow this sickness to spread to other
League Worlds. Thisis our immense responsibility. We must think beyond ourselves to the good of the
human race, and pray that Parmentier was the only target.”

As Raynalistened to her father deliver the speech, she felt proud of how brave and commanding he
appeared. Because she was a member of the Butler family, her father always insisted that she receive a
full political and historical education, and he had hired the best tutors and coaches for her. Rayna's
mother was just as firm in her convictions that the girl must receive a solid religious indoctrination. The
quiet girl balanced both sets of knowledge so well that her father had once commented, “Rayna, you will
be qualified to become either the Interim Viceroy or the Grand Matriarch one day.” The girl wasn’t
certain she wanted either job, but knew he meant it as a compliment.

Kept at home for her safety, Raynawatched the city from a distance, saw the smoke of fires and sensed
the terror and tension in the air. Her father looked gray and deeply concerned; every day he worked
himself to exhaustion, meeting with medical experts and containment forces.

Her mother, showing clear signs of panic, shut herself for hours at atimein their private sanctuary,
praying, lighting candles to the Three Martyrs, begging for the salvation of the people of Parmentier.
Over half of the household servants had already left, some disappearing in the night to flee Niubbe,
though no doubt some of the refugees took the sickness with them out into the countryside. There would
be no safety, no matter how far they ran.

The paranoid and violent behavior of the initialy infected joined with the fear and fanaticism from those
who were not yet victims of the virus. The Martyrists staged long processions through the reeling city,
carrying banners, offering prayers to the Three Martyrs. But the spirits of Serena, 1blis Ginjo, and Manion
the Innocent did not seem to answer their pleas.

As panic increased, Rikov organized civil protection squads, arming them to maintain order in the streets.
At al hours of the day and night, smoke curled into the air from makeshift crematory facilities set up to
dispose of plague-ridden bodies. Despite disinfection and extreme isolation measures, the disease still
Spread.

Rikov was haggard, his eyes shadowed. “The infection rate isincredibly high,” he said to Kohe. “And
amost half of them die unless they are constantly tended—but we don’t have nearly enough aid workers,
nursing attendants, doctors, or medical practicioners of any kind! The scientists have found no cure, no
vaccine, nothing effective. They can only treat the symptoms. People are dying in the streets because
there are no open hospitals and insufficient volunteers even to deliver water, blankets, food. Every bed is
full, shipments are delayed, everything is crumbling.”
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“Everyoneis dying from this scourge,” Kohe said. “What is there to do but pray?”’
“1 hate the demon machines,” Rayna said aloud.

When they noticed the girl eavesdropping, her mother shooed her away. But Rayna had already heard too
much, and she mulled over what she had learned. Millions of people would die from this sickness spread
by the evil machines. She could not concelve of all those bodies, al those empty homes and businesses.

Already, the orbital blockade had turned back two merchant ships before they could land. Their civilian
pilots would rush to other League Worlds, spreading news of the medical crisis on Parmentier, but there
was nothing anyone on the outside could do. Now that Governor Butler had imposed such a strict
quarantine, this planet was doomed to let the plague run its course and burn itself out. Maybe everyone
would die, Rayna thought. Unless God or Saint Serena could save them.

Already the deadly epidemic had flared on one of the seven orbital blockade stations. The sickness swept
through the dedicated military crew trapped in the sealed station, infecting virtually everyone aboard so
that they were all sick at once. Attempting to flee, some of the paranoid and angry soldiers took a
ship—and were shot down by the other stations. Within days, the few weakened victims who remained
aboard had also perished, and the whole station became nothing more than atomb in space. Other
soldiers, handpicked by Rikov, remained at their posts and did not swerve from their duties.

From the patio of her hilltop house, Rayna could sense the waves of fear and hopel essness carried on the
breezes. Her mother had forbidden her from going down into Niubbe, hoping to protect her from
exposure. If the Demon Scourge was truly a punishment from God, the girl didn’t think those measures
would be sufficient, but she always listened to her parents’ admonitions....

One afternoon, Kohe went into her private shrine to pray, and Rayna didn’t see her for many hours. As
the plague continued to spread across Parmentier, her mother spent more and more hours in consultation
with the saints and with God, asking questions, demanding answers, begging for their help. Each day, she
sounded more and more desperate.

Finally, Rayna grew lonely and concerned enough that she decided to join her mother in her devotions.
The girl remembered many times when she and Kohe had prayed together; those were special, magical
times that comforted her.

When she entered the personal chapel, though, she found K ohe sprawled on the floor, weak and feverish.
Her body was drenched in sweat, plastering her hair to her head. Kohe's skin felt asif it was on fire, and
she shuddered, her eyes half-closed and fluttering with delirium.

“Mother!” Rayna rushed to hold her, lifting her head. Kohe tried to gasp something, but the girl could not
understand.
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Knowing she had to help somehow, Raynatook her mother by the arms and struggled to pull her away
from the atar. Thin and gangly, Rayna was not a strong girl, but adrenaline gave her the determination
she needed. She finally got her mother to the master suite she shared with Rikov. “I'll call Father! He'll
know what to do.”

As Kohe groaned and struggled to push herself up on rubbery legs, Rayna helped her onto the low, soft
bed. Her mother had just enough strength to spraw! like a boneless sack of skin across the blankets.
Raynarefused to believe that her mother had contracted the demon scourge, insisting to herself that no
one could be harmed while in the chapel praying. How could God or Saint Serena allow such athing?

Recelving his daughter’ s frantic call while in the government chambers down in the city, Rikov set aside
his duties and abandoned an emergency meeting. He shouted curses at the sky as he raced to the
governor’s mansion. He had seen so much death and disaster on this planet that he already |ooked shell-
shocked and stricken every day when he came home. Now, he stared at his daughter with wild and faintly
yellowed eyes as if Rayna herself had caused the sickness.

He held Kohe, propping her up in their bed, but she was unresponsive. Fever raged through her, and she
had already dlipped into a deep sleep. Sweat poured off her face and neck. Squirming deliriously, she had
vomited off the side of the bed, and the mess filled the room with afoul, sour odor.

The girl stood beside them, anxious to do something. She looked at her parents, and they seemed just as
vulnerable as anyone else. The governor had faced the realities of this epidemic enough to know that with
symptoms this severe, Kohe had little chance of surviving; he could summon no medical aid, no cure.
Rayna saw theterrible realization in his face. Even worse, he was so focused on hiswife' s grim prognosis
and the plight of all Parmentier that he did not notice the signs of the plague in himself....

space

WHEN SHE NOTICEDshe was hungry, Rayna got her own food from a pantry since she could find none of
the servants. Hours later, when she felt nauseated and unsteady on her own feet, she made her way to the
master suite to ask her father what she should do.

With perspiration beading on her forehead, the girl could barely manage to keep her balance. She weaved
as she walked down the corridor, and when she touched her own forehead and cheeks, she realized that
she had never felt her skin so warm before. Her head pounded, and her vision rippled as if someone had
sprayed poisoned water into her eyes. It took her along time to remember what she had been doing....

When she finally gripped the edge of the bedroom door just to stay on her feet, she saw her mother lying
motionless on the bed, tangled in sweat-drenched sheets. Her father had collapsed in an awkward sleeping
position beside her. Rikov stirred and moaned, but did not respond to his daughter’s calls.

Then, before Rayna could do anything else, she doubled over and retched. When she had finished
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vomiting, she collapsed to her knees, unable to keep herself upright. She needed to rest, needed to get her
strength back. From other times when she' d been sick, the girl knew that her mother would have told her
to go to bed, to lie there and pray. Rayna wanted to take her book of scriptures to read and reread some of
her favorite passages, but she could not focus her vision. Nothing seemed to make sense.

When the disoriented girl finally reached her room, she found some tepid water in a cup beside her bed
and drank it. Then, not knowing what she did or why, Rayna made her way into the womblike shelter of a
cramped closet, where it was dark and quiet and comforting.

With aweak voice and a parched throat, the girl called out for her parents, then tried to summon the
servants, but no one answered. She drifted on ariver of delirium for along time, abandoned to the
currents, searching for something to keep her from going over the high waterfall ahead.

She closed her eyes and huddled there, drifting. She knew most of the favorite verses by heart anyway.
She and her mother had recited them together so often. As thoughts and images swam inside her head, she
muttered heartfelt prayers, taking comfort from the holy writings. The wildfire fever grew hotter and
hotter within her, burning behind her eyes.

Finaly, when she was far separated from the world, from her room and the dark closet, from redlity itself,
she dreamed of a beautiful white woman, Saint Serena. Shining and smiling, the woman moved her lips
and said something important to her, but Rayna could not make out the words. She begged the woman to
make herself clear, but as soon as she thought she heard her, the vision wavered and faded.

Rayna sank into a deep, deep sleep....

Thereisacertain hubris to science, abelief that the more we learn about technology and develop it, the
better our lives will be.

—TIO HOLTZMAN,
acceptance speech for Service to Poritrin Award

Each time she solved one part of the foldspace navigation problem, the answer seemed to move that much
farther out of reach, dancing away like mythical fairy lightsin aforest of ancient legend. Norma Cenva
had already progressed beyond the ability of any other genius to comprehend what she had done, but she
would not let the challenge defeat her.

Engrossed in her work, Norma sometimes forgot to eat, sleep, or even move more than her eyes or her
writing stylus. For days on end, she pressed forward relentlessly, consuming little nourishment other than
melange. Her reconfigured body seemed to draw power from elsewhere, and her mind demanded the
spicein order to think on the stratospheric levels where her thoughts lay.

Long ago, back in the most human time of her life, she and Aurelius had spent hours together talking,
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eating, experiencing the ssmple joys of life. Despite what had happened to her, Aurelius had always been
her anchor to that humanity. In the years without him, though, her thoughts were cut adrift, and her
preoccupation became more intense.

Her manipulated body attempted to set itself to her demanding schedule. Internal systems slowed in order
to conserve and direct energy where it was required, compensating for the expenditures of her weighty
thoughts. She did not concern herself with directly supervising the cellular interactions. Norma had more
important things on her mind.

Not interested in the weather or even the seasons on Kolhar, Norma rarely bothered to look out her office
windows. She glanced at the construction activities only to reassure herself that the work continued under
Adrien’ s supervision, now that he had returned from Arrakis.

Her calculation chambers stood in the shadow of alarge new cargo ship in dry dock. According to
schedule, this craft would undergo full power-up soon, preparatory to its actual launch and a shakedown
flight. Sunlight glinted off of its nearly complete skin.

Men in white worksuits performed final inspections, scrambling around on the hull, buoyed by suspensor
belts. Three technicians worked upside down, making adjustments on the underside of the vessel. The
ship would use conventional, safe spaceflight technology, but had been designed to accommodate
Holtzman engines. For decades, Norma had insisted that all VenKee ships be ready for the inevitable
future, preparing for the day when she solved the navigation problem.

Struck by another way to manipulate an equation, she turned back to her calculational table. She used a
combination of prime numbers and empirical formulas, entering them side by side on an electronic
drawing board. Since the basic problem involved folding space, and since mathematics attempted to
reproduce reality, Norma physically folded the columns over on top of themselves one or more times,
providing multi-level views that revealed intriguing alignments. But Norma found it impossible to write
down with mere words and numbers what she sought. She needed to visualize the universe and lay out the
conundrum by actually layering her thoughts on themselves.

For along while, the fresh melange sang through her mind, sharpening her thoughts and insights. She
stared at the calculationsin front of her, as motionless as one of the ancient statues commissioned by the
Titans on Earth, before the human uprising had torn them all down.

From outside, she barely heard the familiar whine of heavy spaceflight engines and the changing pitches
of pre-takeoff test cycles. Gradually, as the external noise increased, Norma retreated inward, focusing on
her own mental galaxy. One of her greatest skills, and needs, had always been to drive away all
distractions.

To enhance her efforts, she reached unconsciously to her open supply tray and palmed three more
melange capsules, ingesting them in rapid succession. The odor of cinnamon filled the air she breathed,
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and shefelt acalming wind inside, as if her body were the desert where the spice had come from and a
great, cleansing sandstorm had begun to blow. Thoughts were brighter, clearer; the background
annoyance faded.

How to see a navigation problem before it occurred? How to anticipate a disaster that happened in the
tiniest shaved fraction of a second? At such speeds, one had to prepare and reactbefore any evidence of a
problem appeared—but that was impossible, violating all notions of causality. No reaction could exist
before the initial action occurred....

In the shipyards an explosion rolled like thunder, accompanied by the sounds of crashing sheets of plaz
and crumpling metal plates. Heavy components thudded to the ground, wrecking storage buildings and
screeching across paved work yards, as if a massive cymek force had attacked Kolhar. The shockwave
rocked Norma s laboratory building and bowed the outer walls inward. Overpressure cracked plaz
windows on the opposite side of her calculation chamber.

She didn’t hear it. Papers, her cup, and some drafting implements fell to the floor, but not the electronic
sketch board, which she gripped in her hands, freezing it in place before her fixated eyes. For her, very
little existed in the entire universe other than these numbers and formulas.

Sirens and klaxons went off, and secondary explosions boomed across the shipyard. Men shouted.
Emergency crews rushed to the site of the disaster, rescuing the injured as other workersfled. Likea
living blanket, flames spread across the entire building, curtaining her window, scorching and eating
away at the walls—but Norma no longer looked in that direction. Though her body did not move, her
mind performed complex mental acrobatics, examining different angles, diverse possibilities. Picking up
speed, momentum. Closer and closer...

So many alternatives. But which one will work?

Acrid smoke oozed through the burst sealsin her walls, penetrating the cracked plaz windows and
crossing the floor toward her. The chemical flames roared hotter. Outside, the screams grew louder.

So close to a solution, an answer at |ast!

Norma scribbled new entries on the drawing board, adding a third column that incorporated the factor of
spacetime in relation to distance and travel. On awhim, she used the galactic coordinates of Arrakisfor a
baseline, as if the desert world was the center of the universe. It provided her with a new perspective.
Excited, Norma aligned three columns as unexpected thoughts occurred to her.

Threeisaholy number: the Trinity. The key?

She thought also of the Golden Mean, known to the Grogyptians of Old Earth. Mentally, she placed three
pointson aline, designating A and B at each end, with C positioned in between so that the distance AC /
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CB = @. Thiswas the Grogyptian letter phi, adecimal of approximately 1.618. It was known that aline
segment divided by the g ratio could be folded on itself repeatedly, creating the ratio over and over,
infinitely. A ssmple and obvious relationship, but basic. Elemental.

This mathematical truth suggested a religious connection to her, and made her wonder about the source of
her own developing revelation. Divine inspiration? Science and religion both sought to explain esoteric
mysteries of the universe, though they approached the solution from fundamentally different directions.

Arrakis. The ancient Muadru were said to have come from there, or settled there for atimein their
wanderings. The spiral was their most sacred symbol.

Hardly able to contain herself, oblivious to the chaos and turmoil that engulfed the shipyards and her own
building, she arranged the three columns in a physical spiral with the Arrakis factor in the middle, and
again began to fold the columns over and over. More and more complex equations resulted, and she felt
herself on the brink of a breakthrough.

In her blistering hands, the electronic drawing board had begun to smolder, but with a simple thought
Norma obliterated the damage to her skin and to the equipment. Flames leaped around her, consuming her
clothing and hair, roasting her skin. Each instant, she used the energy to rebuild her cells amost as an
afterthought, to keep everything stable around her, so that she could continue. On the verge—

Loud and furious movement intruded into the universe of her calculations. A man, bellowing in adeep
voice, grabbed her shoulders, knocked the electronic pad out of her hands, and hauled her roughly out of
the divine place in her mind.

“What are you doing? Leave me alone!”

But the man would not listen. He wore an unusual suit...thick red material, completely covering his
body...and a glossy but soot-stained helmet. He manhandled her through a crackling wall of flames and
greasy black and purple smoke. Finally Norma became conscious of the discomfort to her body, her skin,
and saw that she was naked. All of her garments had burned off, asif in her mental journey into the heart
of the cosmos she had accidentally plunged through the cauldron of a sun.

With a concentrated effort, she focused on her internal chemistry, felt the changes as she restored her
damaged cells organ by organ, section by section, treating her own injuries. Her mind was intact, and her
body was easily repaired, smply an organic vessel to hold her increasingly abstruse thoughts. She
couldn’t, however, re-create her clothes...not that it mattered to her.

Outside the burning calculation chamber, medical attendants placed her on a cot and wrapped her in a
healing blanket. They began to take her vital signs.

“There' s nothing wrong with me.” Norma struggled to break free, but two strong men held her down.
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Adrien rushed over, looking distraught. “Be calm, Mother. Y ou’ ve been burned, and you need to let these
people take care of you. Two men died trying to rescue you from the inferno.”

“That was unnecessary. A complete waste. Why would they risk themselves when | can easily rebuild my
body?’ She looked down at herself. “I’m not burned—just distracted.” Her body began to feel cooler as
she repaired the epidermal structures of her skin, vastly accelerating the catalystsin the healing blanket.
“Seefor yourselves.”

A doctor shouted to the attendants. Something pricked her arm, an injection. She performed a chemical
analysison the fluid asit flowed into her veins—a fast-acting sedative—and used her powersto
counteract the effect. She sat up, pushed the healing blanket away from her. The attendants rushed to stop
her, but she extended her arms. “No burns anywhere. | am intact.”

Startled medical personnel pulled back and allowed her to finish. Norma focused on her face and neck,
which had not yet received the full force of her curative powers, and erased deep burns and then afew
superficial blisters. She touched the rough skin of her face, felt it smooth out and cool.

“My body is under my control. | have reconstructed it before—as you well know, Adrien.”

Normarose to her feet, letting the healing blanket fall to the ground. Everyone looked at her in disbelief.

Aside from her hair, which she had not yet restored, her milky skin was amost perfect except for alarge

red blotch on one shoulder. Catching sight of it, Normafocused her restorative powers, and the persistent
blemish disappeared.

Curious,she thought. For weeks, the red area had been getting larger, requiring her periodic attention to
clear it away. Previously, everything about her appearance had remained in place automatically, requiring
no conscious effort after the initial metamorphosis.

Adrien hurried to cover his mother’ s nakedness with the blanket, while the emergency teams continued to
struggle to get the shipyard fires under control.

“1 need to get back to work right away,” Norma said. “Please see that no one interrupts me again. And,
Adrien—trust me next time. Some of my choices may seem odd to others, but they are a necessary part of
my work. | cannot explain it further.”

Too much commotion around here,she thought. Since she no longer had an office in which to work,
Norma walked purposefully off toward arocky hill near the shipyard, a promontory on which she could
sit and think in peace.

Humans were foolish to build their own competitors—but they couldn’t help themselves.
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—ERASMUS,
philosophical datanotes

Though designed as an update ship for the thinking machines, theDream Voyager was a timeless vessdl,
streamlined and beautiful, no less serviceable now than when Vor had served Omnius. Almost a century
ago, Vor had first flown the black-and-silver ship with Seurat. He had escaped Earth in theV oyager,
rescuing Serena Butler and Iblis Ginjo, and he still used it whenever he wasn't required to be on the
bridge of amilitary ship. In an odd way, it made him feel at peace.

Now he flew theDream V oyager, comfortable at the controls. After fighting the Jihad for nearly afull
century, he had far more discretion on his missions than any other officer. When he'd told Leronica he
was leaving Salusa again, she had simply smiled stoically, accustomed to his restlessness. In part he was
running from further uncomfortable encounters with his sons during their long visit in Zimia, but he was
also heading out to find his other descendants. In the final accounting, that must be considered a good
thing.

Since making his decision, Vor had dug up details of his past travels and service in the Jihad. But records
were often corrupted and incomplete, especially on worlds that had been harassed by the thinking
machines. There had been quite afew eager women, all of them wanting to do their part to strengthen the
much-pummeled human race. If they had never informed him about their children so many years ago, he
would have difficulty following the clues and tracking them down now.

As astarting point, however, he did know he had one daughter by Karida Julan on Hagal. Long ago, when
she’d told him, Vor had sent plenty of credits to support the child and her mother. Since finding Leronica,
though, he’ d had no further contact.

Too often, Vor had blithely abandoned his connections and obligations. He was beginning to see a pattern
in hislife, that he made swift and far-reaching decisions without thinking through the consequences. If
only he could find his daughter by Karida—the last name he knew was Helmina Berto-Anirul—perhaps
he could do something right for a change.

Following up on the leads, Vor found to his dismay that Helmina had been killed in a groundcar accident
seven years ago. She had, however, left behind a daughter of her own, born late in Helmina' s life:
Raquella, Vor’s granddaughter. According to a credible report, Raquellawas now living on Parmentier, a
recaptured Synchronized World governed by Rikov Butler.

Vor made up his mind to meet her before it wastoo late. The Jihad Council and Quentin Butler were
happy to have him go to Parmentier to deliver political documents and receive updates from Rikov. This
fit quite well with his own agenda.

He pushed the old update ship to the maximum accel eration he could tolerate. TheDream Voyager was
painfully slow in comparison with the military and merchant spacefolders, but on the long journey he had
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plenty of time to rehearse hisfirst meeting with his granddaughter.

In her late teens, Raquella had married a jihadi soldier who'd died in the war less than a year later.
Afterward, she studied medicine and dedicated herself to helping the war-injured and those suffering from
the deadly diseases that still afflicted humanity. Now twenty-nine, she had spent years with the respected
doctor and researcher Mohandas Suk. Were they lovers? Perhaps. Suk was himself the grandnephew of
the great battlefield surgeon Rajid Suk, who had served Serena Butler during the early fervor of the Jihad.
Vor smiled. Like himself, his granddaughter did not have low aspirations!

AstheDream Voyager finally approached the outer orbital lanes, a surprising message blared across his
comline: “1 am planetary governor Rikov Butler. By my order, Parmentier is under strict quarantine. Half
of our population has succumbed to a new plague, possibly developed by the thinking machines.
Extremely high mortality rate, as great as forty to fifty percent—and the secondary deaths and chaos are
impossible to quantify. Depart before you are infected. Carry our warning throughout the League of
Nobles.”

Concerned, Vor opened the channel. “ Thisis Supreme Commander Vorian Atreides. Give me further
details on your situation.” He waited, anxious.

Instead of answering him, though, Rikov’ s voice repeated the same words. A recording. Vor transmitted
his request once more, searching for areply. No one responded. “Is anybody there?’ Is anybody alive?

His instruments picked up a blockade of orbitersin place, primarily to stop ships from escaping. They
bristled with weapons, threatening but silent. The nearest station looked like afat beetle, alarge, round
habitat with brightly illuminated ports encircling its equator line. Messages and warnings were broadcast
in the leading gal actic languages over all the comlines, threatening to destroy anyone who attempted to
leave the infected planet.

Vor hailed the nearest station repeatedly, but no one answered. He had always been doggedly persistent
once he made up his mind to pursue agoal. Now that he knew of the crisis here, he needed to see Rikov
Butler. And since he knew Raguella was also here, he wouldn’t turn around without seeing her.

One of the other stations finally responded to his call. A haggard-looking woman came on the screen. “Go
back! Y ou are forbidden from landing on Parmentier—we are under strict quarantine because of the
Omnius Scourge.”

“Omnius has always been a scourge to human existence,” Vor said. “Tell me about this plague.”

“It’ s been raging down there for weeks, and we' ve been sent to these stations to enforce a strict
quarantine. Half of us are sick. Some of the stations are abandoned.”

“I’ll take my chances,” Vor said. He had always been impulsive—to hisfriend Xavier's frequent dismay.
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The life-extension treatment Agamemnon had given him a century ago protected him from disease; he
had not suffered so much asaminor cold in all those years. “A gquarantine is designed to keep people
from getting out, not getting in.”

The haggard woman cursed at him, called him afool, then signed off.

First he docked against the empty blockade station. They could send al the warnings they wanted, but he
had never been good at following orders. TheDream Voyager matched hatches and activated the standard-
configuration access doors. Vor once again identified himself, waited in vain for areply, then opened the
locks intent on finding out more about the plague on the surface of Parmentier.

As he drew the first whiff of what should have been reprocessed and sterilized air, a shudder went down
his spine. After many decades of war, he had developed an almost extrasensory ability to detect when
something was not right. He powered on his personal shield and made sure his combat knife was readily
accessible at his side. He identified the all-too-familiar, unmistakable odor of death.

A warning message blared across the facility’ s speaker system: “Code One! Full Alert! Proceed to safe
rooms immediately!”

The message repeated itself into empty space, then fizzled and stopped. How many others had ignored the
command, or not moved quickly enough? It appeared that the healthy men and women aboard the station
had fled, hoping to outrun the plague. He doubted any of them had had access to long-range spacecraft
that would have taken them to other League Worlds. Fortunately.

His boots clicked on the hard polymer deck. Behind a guard station counter he found two bodies on the
floor, aman and awoman in brown-and-black uniforms. Parmentier Home Guard. Crusty, dried fluids
covered their skin; blood and excrement had dried on the deck as well. Without touching the victims, he
estimated that they had been dead for several days, perhaps a week.

A private room behind the counter had walls of surveillance monitors. Every screen showed essentially
the same thing: empty corridors and rooms with afew human bodies strewn about. While diminished
crews remained alive on other stations, this facility was empty. He had already guessed that the surface
communication systems were either down or unattended. This scene confirmed it. With nothing more to
be done on the orbiting ghost ship, Vor returned to theDream Voyager .

Vor hoped his granddaughter had found a safe place. With millions of people at stake, how could he
worry about one woman he had never even met? If she was a doctor, working with Mohandas Suk,
Raquella’s services were needed more than ever down there. He smiled to himself. If shetruly had
Atreides blood in her veins, then she was probably in the thick of things....

Landing in the city of Niubbe, built on the foundations of an old Omnius industrial complex, Vor was
greatly reassured to find people alive, though many of them looked like the walking dead, as if they might
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collapse at any moment. Many muttered to themselves and seemed disoriented or angry. Others appeared
to be crippled, their tendons ruptured, unable to walk or stand. Some bodies lay along the streets, piled up
like cordwood. Haggard-looking retrieval teams in large groundvans picked up the bodies and hauled
them off, but the public work crews were obviously overwhelmed by the scale of the epidemic.

First he went to the governor’s mansion. The large house was empty, but not ransacked. He called out
over and over, but heard no answer. In the master suite, he found two bodies, a man and a woman—no
doubt Rikov and Kohe Butler. He stared for along moment, then made a cursory search of the other
rooms, but found no one else, no sign of their daughter Rayna or the servants. The mansion echoed with
his footsteps and the buzzing of flies.

In aslum at the center of the city he tracked down a pink brick building with patches of ivy on the
exterior walls, a place called the Hospital for Incurable Diseases. Apparently, in the resettlement of
Parmentier, Mohandas Suk and Raguella had established a hostel and research center; Vor had read about
itin hisbrief summary.

If shewas still alive, Raquellawould be there.

Donning a breather, more to block out the stench than because it offered him protection, Vor strolled into
the hospital’ s cluttered reception area. Though the building was fairly new, it had been used hard and
poorly maintained in recent weeks as hordes of hopel ess patients swept in like an invading army.

After passing an unmanned admittance desk, he searched one floor after another. The medical wards were
as crowded and miserable as the slave pens the robot Erasmus had once kept on Earth. People injured
from an incomprehensible rash of ruptured tendons lay helpless like broken dolls; even the ones who had
recovered from the symptoms of the disease remained unable to care for themselves or to assist any of the
others who were sick or dying.

All the medical personnel wore breathing masks as well as transparent films over their eyes, like an
airtight blindfold to protect against exposure through the wet membranes. A few of the doctors looked ill,
despite their precautions. Vor wondered how long the Scourge’ s incubation period was, how many days
these medical practitioners could keep tending the sick before they themsel ves became terminal patients.

Repeatedly, he asked exhausted-looking nurses and doctors if they knew Raquella Berto-Anirul. When
someone finally directed him to the sixth floor, he entered the noisome, hopeless ward and observed her
from a distance. He tried to find echoes of her grandmother, though after so much time he didn’t
remember Karida Julan too clearly.

Raguella looked strong as she moved quickly and efficiently from bed to bed. Her clearplaz breather and
the transparent eye-protection film allowed Vor to see through to her face. Her cheekbones were hollow
with shadows from lack of slegp and insufficient nutrition. She had an upturned nose and golden brown
hair secured in abraided bun to keep it out of her way while she worked. Her figure was slender, and she
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had a graceful way of moving, amost like a dancer. Though her expression was dull and grim, it did not
appear hopeless.

Raguella and alean male doctor worked tirelessly in award of a hundred beds, each occupied by asick or
dying patient. Attendants removed corpses to make room for emaciated victims who had collapsed into a
deadly fever coma.

Once, she happened to glance in his direction, and Vor saw that Ragquella’ s eyes were a striking shade of
light blue. His own father, the notorious Agamemnon, had had pale blue eyes centuries ago when he was
in human form, before he had transformed himself into a cymek....

Vor caught her gaze, and Raguella seemed surprised to see a healthy stranger standing in the ward. He
stepped forward, opening his mouth to speak, when suddenly she recoiled in alarm. One of the patients
sprang on Vor from behind and clawed at his breather mask, then fell on him pummeling him and spitting
in his face. Fighting instinctively, Vor threw his attacker to one side. The wretch clutched a scrap of a
banner that depicted Serena s baby Manion, and he howled prayers, begging the Three Martyrs to save
him, to save them all.

Vor pushed the screaming man away, and medical attendants took him swiftly to a diagnostic bed. Trying
to regain his composure, he reseated the breather across his mouth and nose, but Raquella was already
there, spraying him on the face and in the eyes.

“Antivirals,” she said in an edgy, businesslike voice. “Only partially effective, but we haven’'t found
anything better. | can’t tell if anything got into your mouth or eyes. Therisk of infection is great.”

He thanked her, didn’'t say that he believed he was immune, just looked at Raquella’ s bright blue eyes.
Vor couldn’t stop his smile.

It seemed an odd way to meet his granddaughter.

space

“VORIAN ATREIDES,” SAIDDr. Suk. In asmall private office, he checked Vor quickly after the attack,
though he had many patients in far worse shape. “TheVorian Atreides? Y ou were afool to come here.”

Suk’ s skin was such an intense brown that it was almost black. He appeared to be around forty, with
shallow creases on his face and large brown eyes, though he was impatient and harried. His boyish
features, accented by awild mane of black hair that he kept out of the way with a silver clasp, gave him
the look of a grown-up child.

Even in the enclosed office, the air stank of harsh disinfectants. Vor didn’t want to talk about his life-
extension treatment. “I will either survive...or not.”
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“The same can be said of all of us. The Scourge gives us an even chance of living or dying.” Suk shook
Vor’s hand in his own gloved grip, then he squeezed Raguella’ s hand, awarm gesture that implied how
close they had been for along time. The crisis of the plague would have thrown many people together in
desperation, but Suk and Raquella had already been ateam.

After Suk hurried off, already intent on other duties, Raguellaturned to Vor, giving him an appraising
look. “What is the Supreme Commander of the Jihad doing on Parmentier, without a bodyguard?’

“I’ve taken aleave to attend to persona matters—to meet you.”

The weeks of fighting the epidemic had |eft her with little capacity to experience any emotions. “And
why isthat?’

“I was afriend of your grandmother Karida,” Vor admitted. “Avery good friend, but | let her down. | lost
her. | found out along time ago that we had a daughter, but | lost track of her until very recently. A
daughter named Helmina, who was your mother.”

Raguella stared at him with wide-open eyes, then seemed to comprehend all at once. “Y ou’ re not that
soldier, the one my grandmother loved? But—"

He gave afaint, embarrassed smile. “Karidawas a beautiful woman, and I’'m deeply sorry she’s gone. |
wish | had done alot of things differently, but I’ m not the same person | was then. That’swhy | came
hereto find you.”

“My grandmother thought you had died in the Jihad.” Her brows knitted over her clear blue eyes. “The
name she gave me was not Vorian Atreides.”

“For security reasons, | had to use aliases. Because of my high rank.”
“And other reasons, perhaps? Because you never intended to return?’

“The Jihad is an uncertain master. | couldn’t make promises. |...” Hisvoice trailed off. He didn’t want to
tell lies, or even distort the truth.

The thoughts were peculiar to Vor. He had been afree spirit during most of hislong life, and the idea of
family had always frightened him because of the chains and limitsit suggested. But in spite of his lack of
closeness with Estes and Kagin, he had come to realize that a family also opened up limitless possibilities
for love.

“My grandfather looks as young as | do.” Raguella seemed interested, but she was so overwhelmed by the
epidemic that her reactions were dulled. “I would like to study you, take genetic samples, prove our blood
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connections—but that can’t be my priority right now. Not with all this. And during such acrisis, it seems
to me that a personal visit to track down an illegitimate granddaughter is rather...self-indulgent.”

Vor gave her awry smile. “I have lived through eight decades of the Jihad, and there is aways ‘such a
crisis’ Now that | see what's happening here, I'm glad | didn’t wait.” He grasped her hand with both of
his. “Come back with me to Salusa Secundus. Y ou can deliver your summary and message to the
Parliament. We'll get the best medical teamsin the League to work on a cure, send all possible aid back
to this planet.”

She cut him off. “If you truly believe | am the granddaughter of the great VVorian Atreides, then you can’t
possibly imagine | would leave when there is so much for me to do, so many people to help?’ She raised
her eyebrows, and he felt his heart swell. He had, of course, expected no other answer.

Raguella turned, fixing him with her bright, intelligent gaze. “And | wouldn't risk spreading the plague.
However, Supreme Commander, if you insist on going back to Salusa, then tell the League what we face
here. We need doctors, medical equipment, disease researchers.”

He nodded. “If this epidemic was truly engineered by the thinking machines, then | don’t doubt that
Omnius has launched plague canisters to more worlds than Parmentier. The rest of the League must be
warned.”

Uneasy, Raquella pulled away and stood up. “1 will give you al of our records and test results. The
plagueis out of control here, an RNA retrovirus. Hundreds of thousands of people have died in a short
time, with over aforty percentdirect mortality rate, not to mention all the deaths from derivative causes
like infections, dehydration, organ failure, and so on. We can treat the symptoms, try to make the patients
comfortable, but so far nothing eradicates the virus.”

“Isthere any chance for a cure?’

She looked up at the sound of shouts coming from one of the crowded wards, then sighed. “Not with our
facilities here. We don't have the supplies or personnel to tend everyone. Whenever he can spare a
moment, M ohandas does laboratory work, researching the course of the Scourge. We don’t see the usual
pattern of viral progress. It builds up in the liver, which was quite unexpected. We discovered that aspect
only days ago. A cureis not—" She caught herself. “We can always hope.”

Vor thought of his youth spent as a trustee of the thinking machines, blind to all the harm they were
causing. “1 should have guessed long ago that the thinking machines might try something like this.
Omnius...or, more likely, Erasmus.” After a moment’s hesitation, Vor pulled off the breather. “What
you' ve accomplished here, and al the impossible things you’ re attempting—it’s most noble.”

Raquella’s blue eyes shone with anew intensity. “Thank you...Grandfather.”

file:///G|/Program%?20Files/eMule/Incoming/corrin.html (73 of 466) [12/30/2004 11:57:11 PM]



Dune

Vor took adeep breath. “I’m very proud of you, Raguella. More than | can ever express.”

“1’m not used to people saying that.” She seemed to feel a shy pleasure. “Especially when | see all around
me every patient |’ ve failed to save, and all the broken ones who will never completely recover. Even
once this has passed, alarge segment of the population will remain crippled for life.”

He took her shoulders, stared intently into her face. “Nevertheless, lam very proud of you. | should have
found you long before this.”

“Thank you for caring enough to find me now.” Obviously uncomfortable, she spoke with a new urgency.
“Now, if you can indeed get away from Parmentier, then leave right now. | pray that you have not
contracted the disease, and that you arrive safely on Salusa. Be very cautious. If...if you are infected, the
incubation period is short enough that you’ll show symptoms long before you reach the nearest L eague
World. However, if you manifest any sign of the disease, don’t risk—"

“1 know, Raquella. But even if the quarantine here was imposed in time, and never broken, | fear that
Omnius dispatched plague canisters to other targets as well. Machines rely on redundancy.” He saw
Raguellawince as the realization hit home. “If that is the case, then all your quarantine efforts might not
save humanity. Warning them and sharing what you and Dr. Suk have learned so far may do more to
protect them than any quarantine could.”

“Hurry, then. We'll both fight this plague as best we can.”

Vor reboarded theDream V oyager and set coordinates for home. He easily evaded the barely manned
barricade stations and feared that some infected people might have done so as well. Sadness envel oped
him as he lifted away from Parmentier, and he hoped he would see Raguella again.

In memory, he saw the fleeting expression of pleasure she had shown when he'd said he was proud of her.
That moment, so ephemeral but beautiful, had been worth the entire trip.

But now he had another duty to perform for humanity.

If we alow ourselves to become too human, to admit the weakness of |love and compassion at the time
when it is most dangerous, then we create a vulnerability by which the thinking machines can destroy us
utterly. Y es, human beings have hearts and souls which the demon machines do not, but we cannot allow
these things to be the cause of our extinction.

—QUENTIN BUTLER,
letter to his son Faykan

After returning home from the liberation of Honru, Quentin Butler went to spend time with Wandrain the
City of Introspection. His wife was unresponsive and silent, as always, but the weathered primero liked to
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just sit beside her, comforting her with his presence and drawing comfort from hers. Staring at Wandra's
face, he could still see the beauty, shadows of the good times. He spoke aloud, talking softly about what
he had done on his recent mission, telling her about visiting Rikov’s family on Parmentier.

Unfortunately, Quentin had barely an hour with her before a fresh-faced young quinto found him. The
Jihad officer hurried into the beautifully graveled and landscaped grounds of the religious retreat. An old
metaphysical scholar in avoluminous purple shirt guided the visitor along, moving much too slowly for
the young officer’s sense of urgency.

“Primero Butler! We' ve just received a communiqué from Parmentier. The governor dispatched aship
with an urgent message weeks ago. It'sawarning!”

Quentin squeezed Wandra' s limp hand and stood, straightening his back and immediately turning his
attention toward duty. “A warning from Rikov? Let me see this messenger.”

“You can’t, Primero. | mean, he hasn’t come down to Salusa. The messenger remainsin orbit
transmitting, but he refuses to leave his ship. He' s afraid he'll infect us al.”

“Infect us? What' s happening?”’
“And that’ s not everything, sir—already news is coming from other League Worlds!”

While the quinto spluttered an explanation, Quentin grabbed his arm and ushered him away from the
grounds. Behind them, the scholar stared with a placid expression on his deeply etched face. Then the old
man tugged down on loose folds of his purple shirt, and spoke to silent Wandra asif she might be a
receptive audience for his esoteric ideas.

space

WEARING AN UNEASY frown, Quentin watched as the Jihad Council played Rikov’s recorded message.
Images transmitted by the harried scout from his orbiting ship showed the epidemic spreading through
Niubbe and across Parmentier’ s countryside, people already lying dead or dying in the streets, hospital
wards filled far beyond capacity—and this was weeks ago, at the beginning of the epidemic.

“This newsis already out-of-date,” said Grand Patriarch Xander Boro-Ginjo. “Maybe they’ve found a
cure by now. Who knows what’ s happened in the meantime?’

Quentin said, “I was there myself when the first projectiles exploded in Parmentier’ s atmosphere. At the
time, none of us knew what Omnius was up to. Now Rikov’s bottled up with that disease.”

“Who can ever know what Omniusis up to?’ asked the Interim Viceroy. Brevin O’ Kukovich often made
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comments that meant absolutely nothing.

Quentin ignored the politician. “If the thinking machines have developed a biological scourge, we must
aways be on guard. We can destroy incoming plague canisters out in space, but once the diseaseis
dispersed into the atmosphere, not even rigorous quarantines and medical measures will be completely
effective. There's no guarantee.”

Though he' d had little time before the emergency session could convene, Quentin had gathered reports
from recently arrived ships. He had also dispatched Faykan to increase space perimeter patrolsin the
vicinity of Salusa Secundus, expanding the sensor network to detect incoming projectiles. Normally, it
would have been nearly impossible to spot such small objects among the clutter of debris that dusted the
system, but because the Army of the Jihad had accurate recordings of the first torpedoes at Parmentier,
they could compare signatures and sift out false signals.

“We have to verify this news,” said the Interim Viceroy. “We will have to take well-considered action.”

Quentin stood. With Supreme Commander Atreides gone—ironically, to Parmentie—he wasin
temporary command. “We will have to takeimmediate action! If Rikov’ s interpretation is correct, then we
haven’'t amoment to lose. With interstellar commerce and the exchanges of peoples and material
throughout the League Worlds and Unallied Planets, an epidemic could cause unprecedented damage to
the human race—"

His secure comline signaled, and Quentin accepted the message. Faykan's voice came over the small
speaker, clear enough for the Council membersto hear. “Primero, your suspicions were correct. Exactly
as you predicted, we discovered an incoming cluster of canisters like the ones that impacted at
Parmentier.”

Quentin looked knowingly at the other men and women sitting around the Council table. “And did you
intercept them?’

“Yes, ar.”

One of the Council members suggested, “We should keep one of them intact so that we can study it,
perhaps learn what Omniusis doing.”

Cutting in, Faykan said, “We have destroyed them al, so as not to risk accidental contamination.”

“Excellent work,” hisfather said. “Maintain your close surveillance. Because Salusais the most
important target in the League, Omnius is sure to send more than one salvo of canisters.”

Faykan signed off, and Quentin looked around the table. “Who doubts that Omnius has already
dispatched more torpedoes to other League Worlds? We' ve got to stop them, get the word out before the
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plague spreads farther.”
“ Exactly how do you propose to do that?’ asked Interim Viceroy O’ Kukovich.

Decisively, Quentin rattled off his plan. “ Disperse the Army of the Jihad as widely and swiftly as
possible. Send scouts with warnings and prepare for quarantines. The urgency may even warrant the use
of spacefolder ships,” he said as an afterthought. “We might lose as many asonein ten, but if wefail to
prepare and guard our other planets, we may lose entire populations.”

“Thisisall, uh, rather drastic,” said O’ Kukovich in an uncertain voice, looking around at the others for
confirmation.

“Precisely—and so is Omnius's plan.”

space

QUENTIN HIMSELF LEDpatrols, like any other officer. He raced from one system to another, helping the
local populations to implement protective measures. Dozens of incoming plague canisters were
intercepted at other League Worlds, but some had obviously gotten through. Rikov’ s Parmentier was
already infected and shut down—and now news of the burgeoning epidemic had come from five more
planets.

Quentin dreaded that it was already too late.

Severe quarantines had been imposed, but frightened people still escaped, carrying the Scourge along
with them. In all likelihood some would seek safety on Salusa Secundus. Even with draconian measures,
it would be nearly impossible to protect the League capital world. How could they intercept every small,
desperate ship? They would have to be ferociously vigilant to spot all incoming vessels, block them and
guarantine them until any signs of the Scourge could manifest. Fortunately, given the slow speed of long-
distance space travel and the relative swiftness with which the epidemic acted, any infected ships would
be obvious by the time they arrived at Salusa.

Quentin paced the bridge, observing the haggard looks and tense confusion on the faces of his crew. His
sensor technicians were always aert, understanding that if they allowed their attention to waver for just
an instant, if even asingle plague torpedo slipped through their guard, an entire world could die.

After so many years of Serena’ s Jihad, the League was sore and unstable, held together by hatred for the
thinking machines. Quentin feared that such a virulent plague—and the panic that spread even faster than
the disease itself—might make civilization itself unravel.

| am all the graveyards that ever were, and all the lives resurrected...but so are you.
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—RAYNA BUTLER,
TrueVisions

After the feverish visions dwindled into nightmares and the blackness of utter sleep, Rayna Butler drifted,
clinging to a strand of life as thin as a silkworm’ s thread. Descriptions of Heaven that her mother had
provided during daily devotions did not resemble this at all.

When she finally returned to her body, her life, and her world, Rayna found that everything had changed.

Still huddled inside the dark, stifling closet, she realized that her clothes were soiled, stiff with dried
perspiration. The sleeves of her blouse, wadded and discolored, were pinkish from blood that had seeped
out of her pores along with copious fever sweat. Though the discovery was odd and disturbing, Raynafelt
emotionally flat and sensually deadened. She didn’t even smell her clothes.

Struggling to her feet, Raynafelt her weakened muscles tremble. She was incredibly thirsty, unable to
understand how she could have survived without fresh water. She didn’t try to understand how anything
made sense anymore. Each step, each breath, comprised alittle victory for her, and she knew there would
be many more difficult things to come...and to overcome.

Raynalooked down at herself and noticed now that her clothes were dusted with tangles of her pale
yellow hair, long strands that had fallen from her scalp and downy flecks of prepubescent hair from her
arms. It made no sense. Her skin was pale and perfectly smooth.

Moving with painstaking slowness, afraid her body might break at any moment, the girl went to tell her
parents about all the fever visions and religious revelations. Saint Serena herself had spoken to her! Rayna
was sure she could figure out what the shining woman meant. The heavenly instructions had to be true
echoes from the voice of God, which Rayna had been able to hear only because of the depths of her
sickness.

When she reached the master suite, though, Rayna found her parents lying in precisely the same positions
that she last remembered seeing them, only now their bodies were swollen and blackened with the onset
of decay. Although the sudden shock and stench slammed open her senses, Rayna remained staring for a
long moment until finally she turned away.

In other halls and rooms, she found two more bodies, servants who had not fled the governor’s mansion,
as she had thought. Her home was utterly silent.

At least the water was still running. In her bathroom the girl activated the long streams of a purging
shower. Water gushed from outlets in the wall, and Rayna clawed off her stained clothes and stood naked
under the cold flow as she gulped mouthful after mouthful. The heating systems no longer worked, but
her skin was numb anyway. All of her joints ached and gritted as if her cartilage had turned into broken
glass. She grasped a bar for balance and ssmply endured the rushing streams. More strands and clumps of
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hair fell away from her scalp and rushed down the drain carried by rivulets of cold water.
The girl had no means to mark the time that passed, nor any interest in doing so....

When finally she emerged, dripping and rejuvenated, Rayna stood before the polished full-length
mirror—and saw a stranger. Her rail-thin body had changed in ways she had never imagined. All of her
hair had fallen out. Her scalp was bald, even her eyelashes and eyebrows were gone. The arms, face, and
chest of the eleven-year-old were completely smooth, and in the daylight streaming through the windows,
her skin took on atranslucent, luminous quality.Like an angel .

She didn’t know how long it had been since she' d last eaten, and though she was famished, Rayna knew
she had a more important duty to perform first. She dressed in clean clothes, then went to the private
family chapel where she had prayed with her mother. Sitting before the altar of the Three Martyrs, the
child asked for guidance, remembering the revelations Saint Serena had given her. Finally, as her
thoughts and memories became clear, the girl picked herself up and went at last to the silent kitchens.

Much of the food was rotting, and some of the storage units had been ransacked by halfhearted looters.
She must have been unconscious, hidden in her closet, for days. She found the body of another household
servant sprawled near the food preparation counter. The sickly smell of decaying flesh mingled with the
raw odors of spoiled meat. She wondered what the cook had meant to prepare before the Demon Scourge
struck her down.

First the girl drank more water, cool clean liquid that came from the mansion’s cistern. Her body was
dehydrated. She had lost a great deal of weight. Her eyes were sunken and hollow, her cheeks pressed
against her teeth. She gulped along drink and then stopped when her stomach rebelled. She found some
cheesein afood locker and ate a small bowl of canned stew cold, but the spices were too strong and she
threw up.

Still weak but knowing she needed to nourish herself, Rayna drank more water and found a small loaf of
stale bread. That was good enough for now. The repast of bread and water held a ssimple, pious purity that
imparted heavenly strength to her.

Though she still felt weak and shaky, Rayna decided she had rested enough. She left the governor’s

mansion behind, turning her face toward the too-quiet city below. The plague was a scourge from God,
but Rayna had survived. She had been chosen for great works.

Though she was only a child, she was absolutely clear about what she had to do now. The lovely vision of
Saint Serena Butler had given her instructions—and now Rayna had her mission.

She set off barefoot down the hill.

space
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THE PEOPLE SHESaw going about their business looked gaunt and exhausted. They flinched at any
startling movement. Everyone had seen many friends and family members die, had done their best to tend
the sick if they could. Many of those who had recovered were lame and twisted, a cruel joke on those
strong enough to overcome the plague. They used makeshift crutches or crawled, searching for food and
calling for help. Even the intact survivors had broken spirits, unable to bear the burdens and
responsibilities of doing the work of ten.

Raynawalked alone, her eyes bright, looking for what she needed to see. From the streets, she made out
furtive shapes above her, shadows in the windows of dwellings and shuttered businesses. Though just a
girl, she ventured forward, tall and confident, so pale-skinned that she might have been aliving
skeleton...or amanifestation of the Spirit of Death. There would be plenty of stored food for the
survivors to scavenge, but soon, if they did not dispose of the rotting bodies, if they did not take care of
the infections and infrastructure breakdowns, deaths from a cascade of related causes would add a great
many to the numbers who had fallen from the Demon Scourge in the first place.

Rayna picked up afallen crowbar from the gutter. Earlier, she remembered her father talking about riots
in the streets, people fighting each other. Martyrists had marched in desperate processions; many
people—both participants and innocents—had died in the brawl. Now the crowbar felt heavy and warm in
her hand, a sword to be wielded by arighteous young woman who had received direct instructions from
Serena.

Finally she saw thefirst target in her mission.

The ethereal girl stood before the window of a shop that sold mechanical devices, appliances and
Innocuous conveniences that had thus far escaped the waves of rioters and looters. League citizens used
such things without a thought to their origin, ignoring the fact that high-technology devices were distant
cousins of Omnius. All machines, all electronics, al circuits, were temptations, inherently evil. They
insinuated themselves into daily life so that people blithely accepted the pervasive presence of machines.

Drawing a silent breath, Rayna swung the crowbar and smashed the shop window, laying bare the
vulnerable appliances. Then she began to pummel them into metal and polymer debris. Thiswas her first
strike against evil. Her visions had told her to root out the infestation from within, obliterating any
vestiges of thinking machines so that humans could avoid such weaknesses in the future.

In an eerily calm frenzy, Rayna smashed everything she could see. When she found no further mechanical
manifestations, she sought out another building, an accounting firm that contained cal culating machines
on the second floor. The girl destroyed those as well. One man, looking weak and frightened, came out to
stop her, but cringed when Rayna issued a stony, determined curse, berating him for allowing machines
into his place of business.

“Humans will face only misery if we do not eradicate all aspects of the mechanical demons. | have heard
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the voice of God, and | will act accordingly!”
In the face of such a vehement pronouncement, albeit from such a small person, the man ran away.

For now, with so much work to do, Rayna did not make distinctions between the levels of technology, the
variations of computer sophistication. She went tirelessly from business to business, until finally two
members of Parmentier’ s skeleton security force stopped her. But she was no more than a child, the
daughter of the dead governor, and after looking at her, they gave each other knowing glances. “She’'s
been through arough time. She’ sjust taking out her anger in the only way she can. Right now, I’m too
tired to take care of anything that’s not an emergency.”

“1 even turn ablind eye to half of those.” One of the security men, tall and dark-skinned, pointed a stern
finger at Rayna. “We'll leave you thistime, girl, but don’t get into trouble again. Go back home.”

Rayna saw how late it was. Tired, she did as she was told and returned to the governor’s mansion.

The next day, however, she was back again with her crowbar, seeking further targets, smashing all
thinking machines and related devices.

This time, though, she was accompanied by a small crowd of watchers, many of them haggard Martyrists.
They began to chant in support, picking up cudgels of their own....

Faith and determination are a warrior’ s greatest weapons. But beliefs can be corrupted. Beware that these
weapons are not turned against you.

—SWORDMASTER ISTIAN GOSS

For thelir first mission after being dispatched from Ginaz, Nar Trig and Istian Goss had hoped to be pitted
in direct combat against the forces of Omnius. Instead, the new swordmasters found themselvesin a
tangled police and recovery action on recaptured Honru.

“You'd think they would have put the man carrying the spirit of Jool Noret on the front lines,” Trig
grumbled. “Now that this place has been freed from Omnius, why can’t these people maintain their own
order?’

“Remember what you were taught: Any battle that defends humanity isimportant.” Istian bit back a sigh.
“If thisjob is as easy as you say, we can finish our work here swiftly enough—then we'll be off to other
battles.”

After Quentin Butler’s battalion had left Honru, the downtrodden survivors had gone into a vengeful
frenzy incited in part by Martyrist propaganda. Sentinel robots, floating watcheyes, and all the
subsystems that served the evermind had been dismantled, circuitry uprooted, machinery torn apart. Nar
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Trig looked at the zeal ots with ahungry curiosity, asif detecting afervor similar to his own against the
thinking machines.

Unfortunately, Istian thought, the survivors had been so intent on their vendetta that they caused far more
damage than necessary to establish their foothold. If they had turned their energy and enthusiasm to
rebuilding Honru instead of crushing an already defeated enemy, the two swordmasters might have been
able to fight the real battles instead of wasting their time here.

The Honru slave pens had been torn down, and the people set up dwellings inside former machine
strongholds, erecting tents and lean-tos, purloining comforts from factories in the once-gleaming city.
Extravagant and colorful shrines to the Three Martyrs sprang up like weeds throughout the city and in the
strip-mined countryside. Long banners depicting Serena, Manion the Innocent, and Grand Petriarch Iblis
Ginjo unfurled from tall buildings. Instead of growing food, Martyrist farmers planted fields of the orange
marigolds that had become the symbolic flower of Serena Butler’s murdered baby boy.

Istian and Trig marched down the streets, alert. The ranks of Martyrists had grown substantially, and their
thankful followers held frequent vigils, celebrations, and prayer meetings. They seized any remnants of
intact Omnius machinery they found among the ruins, then pulverized them in symbolic destruction
parties.

The survivors were settling down, though, and each day they turned toward more productive work. Istian
hoped that he and Trig would be able to |leave when the next L eague ship arrived.

Many people rushed in from other L eague Worlds, some to stake their claim on new territory, others
genuinely wanting to help. The philanthropic Lord Porce Bludd, grandnephew of Niko Bludd, who had
been killed during the great slave uprising on Poritrin, contributed vast amounts of funding. The
rebuilding and restoration of Honru did not lack for money, resources, or manpower. The only failing,
|stian thought, was in focus and initiative....

They heard a shout. Istian turned to see a man sprinting toward them wearing an officer’s uniform—it
was the military administrator of the reclaimed colony. Despite his relatively high rank, the man had
noble blood and was more of a bureaucrat than awarrior. Trig placed his hand on the power button of his
pulse-sword and stood ready.

“Mercenaries! We require your assistance.” Red-faced from the effort of running, the military
administrator stopped in front of the two swordmasters. “While breaking open one of the sealed storage
depots, workers encountered three combat robots, and they were still active! The meks killed two of our
people before we could seal the machinesinside. Y ou haveto go fight them.”

“Yes.” Trig grinned wolfishly and turned to his sparring partner. “We do.”

| stian looked determined and pleased. “Let’s go, then.”
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In apart of the city filled with identical cube-shaped warehouses and storage chambers, the two
swordmasters raced after the military administrator and a dozen well-armed jihadi soldiers. They could
have used explosives and heavy projectile weapons to destroy the combat robots, but the rebuilders
needed the supplies, equipment, and resources that were stored intact within the warehouse. Istian and
Trig, on the other hand, could dispatch the enemies with finesse—and without collateral damage. Also,
the jihadi soldiers wanted to watch the Ginaz mercenaries and their much-vaunted skill in hand-to-hand
combat against the enemy machines.

A crowd followed them as they rushed off to their destination. People shouted. Some of them carried
banners of the Three Martyrs. Trig raised his pulse-sword in a defiant gesture, and the Martyrists cheered.
Istian focused his attention forward, mentally preparing himself for his opponent. He recalled ancient
legends of brave armored knights who set forth to fight dragons in their lairs while terrorized peasants
watched, and he supposed that he and Trig filled asimilar role now.

When they stood before the sealed metal door to the cube-shaped warehouse, Istian saw that its smooth,
polished surface was rippled with convex dents as if someone had launched cannon shells from the inside.
Obvioudly, the trapped combat robots had tried to hammer themselves free.

As soon as the barricade ratcheted aside, the tall and burly killing machines strode forward, extruding
spiny appendages, deadly weapons, flamethrower arms, projectile cannons. The three battle machines
were the stuff of nightmares—precisely the targets for which a Ginaz swordmaster was trained. Chirox
had given them both the necessary instruction.

Istian and Trig shouted in unison and charged ahead, raising their pulse-swords. The combat robots
seemed startled by these small opponents. A gout of flame spurted from one of the incinerator arms, but
Trig doveto the left, rolled, and sprang back to his feet. Istian leaped forward, swinging his pulse-sword
against the same enemy. With asingle blow, he sent a surge of energy through an appendage of the
combat robot. Its flamethrower arm drooped, powerless.

The other two combat robots swiveled and converged as Trig charged toward them. His eyes were ablaze,
and he didn’t even bother to dodge. He gripped the pulse-sword in his left hand and a small energy dagger
in hisright.

Incensed at the first battle mek for launching fire at him, Trig collided with that one, thrusting and
slashing. He tapped the hilt button to increase the sword'’ s discharge power and, in a blur of well-aimed
blows, shorted out the mek’ s primary memory core, erasing the combat programming and shutting it
down completely.

| stian focused on the second intact battle machine. It raised two artillery arms, but he ran forward faster
than it could reset its aimpoint. The two arms launched their explosives after he had passed into its blind
spot. The shells exploded, leaving a smoking crater a meter behind Istian. Then he wasinside its
vulnerable zone.
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The combat machine retracted its artillery arms and extruded bladed weapons instead, stabbing
appendages that flailed about like sharp pincers. Istian parried them, letting his thoughts flow, trying to
fedl the guidance of Jool Noret’s spirit within him. When Istian could not detect the presence, he
thought,Why are you silent?

For the first time, Istian fought without thinking, without fear of injury or pain. Before he even realized
what he was doing, three of the machine’s sharp-bladed arms fell to the side, drooping like withered
willows.

For good measure, Istian struck the pulse-sword against the lowered artillery arms to prevent the robot
from firing projectiles at the fanatical spectators who surged forward as if they wanted to help fight the
enemy with their bare hands. If the Martyrists got too close, Istian knew they would be massacred.

Yowling like awild man, Trig was already battering the last combat robot. The machine flailed its arms,
attempting to use a different set of weapons. Clearly it was on the defensive, unprepared for the unfettered
fury of this berserk fighter. Watching him, Istian thought with a sadnessin his heart that Nar Trig should
have been the one in whom the spirit of Jool Noret was reborn.

Gritting his teeth, he fought harder.

One of the mek’ s cutting arms slashed him in the shoulder, and a second blade sliced across his chest. But
| stian bent backward, flexing at an amazing angle so that the serrated edge traced only athin line of blood
across his sternum as the weapons arm swept past.

I stian bounced back like areleased spring. His pulse-sword, also at its highest setting, slammed into the
armored torso of the combat machine. He released a pulse that drained the rest of his battery, afull-
fledged surge that paralyzed the fighting robot’ s mobile systems, leaving its arms and legs dead, its
artillery deactivated, and only its head swiveling back and forth, helpless.

Trig struck his own opponent’ s neck column, hammering down in a shower of sparks that made the mek
jitter and thrash. He slammed the weapon home again with enough force to break the tubing and support
pipes, and finally snapped off the encased armored head. The heavy body drooped, dead.

Feeling the wash of adrenaline leave him like a tangible presence—could it have been the spirit of Jool
Noret?—I stian slumped, letting his drained pulse-sword clatter to the floor. His exhausted muscles
trembled. Beside him, Trig paced like a caged Salusan tiger looking for another enemy.

Before they could turn back to the first paralyzed combat robot, whose head still swiveled back and forth
on its deactivated body, the angry Martyrists surged forward. They carried their own weapons, cudgels,
sledgehammers, prybars. As a maob, they vented their fury against the three defeated fighting machines,
swinging and crushing, shouting as they battered the murderous meks into collapsed hulks.
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Sparks flew; components were torn loose. Processing units were smashed, gelcircuitry modules pried free
and splattered on the warehouse’ s hard floor. The mob did not stop until, after along and great clamor,
they had pounded the shrapnel into unrecognizable wreckage.

“We can use those metals,” the military administrator said brightly. “ The Martyrists have already begun a
program of using scrap from destroyed thinking machines to make our building materials, agricultural
tools, and carpentry supplies. The ancient scriptures tell us that swords must be beaten into plowshares.”

“It is not enough just to defeat the minions of the evermind,” Nar Trig agreed, his voice deep. “Victory
will be sweeter if we can turn them to our own advantage.”

“Like Chirox,” Istian pointed out. His partner did not respond.

| have imagined what it would be like to be Omnius, and the far-reaching decisions | might makein his
position.

—Erasmus Diaogues

Despite Rekur Van's promises, the new version of Serena Butler was a great disappointment. Another
accelerated clone, another misstep.

Erasmus hoped the damage to the Serena experiment was not irreparable. Using preserved cells brought
as a bargaining chip when he' d fled the League, the Tlulaxa captive tried again and again to re-create the
woman, but he always encountered the same problem. The smuggled cells carried only her genetic
makeup—nother, not her essence. The secret wasn't in the cells, but in thesoul —as Serena might have
said.

And now the limbless flesh merchant petulantly refused to tend to the other clones being grown.

Perhaps it had something to do with his frustration over the reptilian regeneration experiments. After a
promising start, the bony growths on both of Rekur Van's shoulders had fallen off, leaving infected
patches of raw, oozing skin. The Tlulaxa had found this most upsetting, and his mood contributed to his
failings on the Serena matter. To straighten out the mess, Erasmus adjusted medications to keep Van
focused on important matters, and to give him selective amnesia. It required constant modification and
attention.

| mustn’t mix experiments,the robot thought.

Now, as he faced the counterfeit Serenain hisimmaculate gardens, Erasmus hoped for some flicker of
recognition, even fear, in her lavender eyes. Gilbertus remained dutifully at his side. “ She looks exactly
like all the archival images, Father,” the man pointed out.
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“ Appearances can be deceiving,” Erasmus said, selecting from his store of appropriate clichés. “She
matches human standards of beauty, but that is insufficient. Thisis not...what | am looking for.”

With his perfect memory, the robot could replay every conversation he’ d had with the real Serena Butler.
Thus, he could relive the numerous debates they’ d had during her time as his specia slave on Earth. But
Erasmus wantednew experiences from her, continued understanding, an appropriate counterpoint to the
excellent insights he gained from Gilbertus.

No, this new Serena clone simply would not do at all.

She was as bland and uninteresting as his other human specimens, containing none of the memories and
sheer stubbornness that Erasmus relished. She had been accelerated to maturity, but without the
commensurate education of experiences.

“ She appears equivalent to my apparent age,” Gilbertus said. Why was he so interested?

Therea SerenaButler had been raised in the League of Nobles where she’d learned to believe interesting
foolishness, such as her human superiority and the innate rights of freedom and love. Erasmus regretted
that he had not appreciated Serena s unigueness as much as he should have. Now it wastoo late.

“You do not know me, do you?’ he asked the new clone.
“You are Erasmus,” she answered, but her voice held no spark.

“1 suspected that was all you would say,” he answered, knowing what he must do. He disliked having
reminders of mistakes where he could see them.

“Please don't destroy her, Father,” Gilbertus said.
The robot turned, automatically fashioning a puzzled expression on his face.

“Allow me to speak with her, teach her. Recall that when you took me from the slave pens, | was
uneducated, wild, a blank date that showed none of my potential. Perhaps with care and patience |
can...salvage something.”

Suddenly Erasmus understood. “Y ou find Serena Butler attractive!”

“1 find her interesting. From what you have told me about the original Serena, would she not be a suitable
companion to me? A mate perhaps?’

The robot had not expected this, but he found the new permutation of purpose intriguing. “I should have
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thought of that myself. Yes, my Mentat, make your best attempt.”

Studying the female clone, Gilbertus suddenly looked intimidated, asif he had accepted a challenge too
large for him.

The robot gave his support. “Even if the experiment fails, | still have you, Gilbertus. | could never wish
for a better test subject—or companion.”

space

IN ORDER TObetter study human preferences, Erasmus had designed a number of muscle-enhancement
machines for Gilbertus, some simple in their application and some much more difficult. Gilbertus was a
perfect specimen, both physically and mentally, and Erasmus wanted to keep his ward in peak condition.
Like awell-tuned machine, the human body required maintenance.

After so many extensive workout programs, Gilbertus had become a prime example of the flawless male
physique. When a human used his muscular components, his strength improved; when arobot used
mechanical components, they began to wear down. An odd, but fundamental difference.

While Erasmus watched, the man effortlessly ran for kilometers on a treadway while curling weights and
performing upper body exercises with resistance force fields. His mind was incredibly compartmentalized
to manage such a complex feat. On atypical day Gilbertus would use more than thirty grueling workout
stations without much rest and only water to drink.

Since the routine was time-consuming, Erasmus said, “While you push your physical abilities, you can
aso be honing your mental skills, my Mentat. Y ou should be improving your memory, practicing
calculations, solving riddles.”

Gilbertus paused, breathing hard. Sweat glistened on his brown hair as he formed an expression that the
robot identified as puzzlement. “I am doing exactly that, Father. While | work my body | work my mind.
| go through countless calculations, projections, and equations, each of them providing new insights that
are not available to common thinkers.” He paused, added, “ Thisis what you have made me...or what |
am leading you to believe that you made of me.”

“You are not capable of deceiving me. What purpose could you possibly have in doing that?”’

“Y ou have taught me humans are not to be trusted, Father, and | took your lesson to heart. | do not even
trust myself.”

Gilbertus had been his ward for nearly seven decades, and Erasmus could not imagine the man might
secretly turn against the thinking machines. He would have sensed an alteration in Gilbertus's mood, and
Omnius would have observed evidence of such a betrayal—his watcheyes were everywhere.
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The robot worried that if Omnius ever formulated such suspicions, he would suggest that the safest course
was to eliminate Gilbertus before he had a chance to cause damage. Erasmus had to make certain the
evermind never experienced those doubts.

Omnius challenged me to make aferal child into an intelligent and civilized being,Erasmus
thought.Gilbertus has surpassed even my most extravagant expectations. He makes me think of things |
had never considered before. He makes me fedl affection for himin ways| could not have conceived
without him.

Gilbertus switched to performing force-field pull-ups and simultaneous lower-body exercises. Asthe
robot watched, he recalled that Gilbertus had already expressed distaste for the deadly RNA retrovirus
plague that was even now starting to spread among the League Worlds. What if he decided to help his
own species...instead of Erasmus?

The situation will bear watching. The robot realized that he himself was exhibiting a very human trait
himself: paranoia.Thinking is not always reality. There must be a connection, documented evidence that
establishes a linkage between suspicion and fact.

A common problem that had long troubled human researchers was how an observer’ s presence affected
an experiment. Erasmus had long ago stopped being an objective eyewitness to Gilbertus's progress. Did
his surrogate son behave a certain way in order to prove something to his robot mentor? Were these
extravagant physical exercises away to flaunt his superiority? Was Gilbertus really more rebellious in his
attitude than he revealed?

Though troubling, thisline of thought was so much more complex and interesting than the bland Serena
clones. Did Gilbertus intend to teach her to become hisaly?

Finaly, the man swung off his exercise machine, did a double back flip in the air, and landed squarely on
hisfeet. “I was wondering, Father,” he said, hardly even breathing hard, “does using an exercise machine
make me more like a machine?’

“Research that question and give me your analysis.”
“1 suspect it does not have a definitive answer. We could argue it one way and another.”

“A perfect topic of discussion, then. | always enjoy our discussions.” Erasmus still had lengthy, esoteric
debates with the Corrin-Omnius, but he preferred spending time with Gilbertus. On a certain level,
Gilbertus was the more interesting of the two, though it would not be beneficial for Erasmus to point that
out to the evermind.

The robot changed the subject. “Our surveillance probes should soon return with images showing the

file:///G|/Program%?20Files/eMule/Incoming/corrin.html (88 of 466) [12/30/2004 11:57:11 PM]



Dune
results of theinitial plague deployment.”
Finished with his workout, Gilbertus peeled off his clothes as he strode to the shower bay. The robot

scanned, analyzed, and admired the naked physique while standing far enough away to keep his plush
robe from being drenched in the spray.

“Yorek Thurr will no doubt be pleased with al the death and misery,” Gilbertus said while scrubbing
himself. “He enjoys being atraitor to his species. He has no conscience.”

“Machines have no conscience either. Do you consider that afailing?’

“No, Father. However, since Thurr isahuman, | should be able to comprehend his behavior.” Standing in
the pounding warm water, Gilbertus lathered histhick black hair. “I believe, however, that | finally know
how to explain Thurr’ s actions, after reading so many ancient human records.” He grinned. “Quite
simply, heiscrazy.”

Gilbertus rinsed his body, then shut off the water, standing cool and refreshed. “Clearly, the immortality

treatment he demanded as a price for his services has made his mind unstable. Perhaps he was too old.
Perhaps the operation was flawed.”

“Or perhaps | intentionally applied the treatment...inadequately,” Erasmus said, surprised that Gilbertus
had come to such a subtle conclusion. “Perhaps | felt he did not deserve such areward, and even now he
does not know exactly what was done to him.” The robot’ s flowmetal face formed asmall grin. “ Still,
you must admit that his plague idea was quite good. It adequately meets our needs for victory without
causing undue damage.”

“Aslong as some of ussurvive.” Gilbertus toweled off and found a clean garment waiting for him.

“Especially you. | have taught you to be extremely efficient, with a highly organized mind, able to
remember and analyze facts in a computer-like fashion. If other humans could learn such skills, they
might coexist better with machines.”

“Maybe | could be better than machine or man,” Gilbertus mused.
|s that what he aspires to? | shall consider hisremark at length.
The two of them walked out of the exercise building.

Machines are neither more nor less than we make them.

—RAQUELLA BERTO-ANIRUL,
Essays from the Edge of Consciousness
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Agamemnon, Juno, and Dante soared along in immense warrior bodies. The general felt exhilarated to be
planning a military assault again, seizing a place far from Richese where they would be safe from
Omnius's dull-witted machine marauders. A place where they could regroup, grow stronger, and plan the
next phase of their new cymek empire.

The three Titans were accompanied by alarge force of neo-cymek battleships, each an extension of a
single human brain with thoughtrode connections. All of these neos professed their loyalty with great
enthusiasm, especially since they knew Agamemnon could activate sel ective termination switches and
kill any of them on awhim. Still, he felt confident enough in their allegiance and dedication. Once their
brains had been removed from biological bodies, what el se were the neo-cymeks to do?

After abandoning Richese, the swarm of ferocious-looking ships converged upon the frozen planetoid of
Hessra, where the Ivory Tower Cogitors had isolated themselves for many centuries.

“ According to our projections, there should be no defenses here,” Dante said. “ The Cogitors pretend not
to participate in any outside activities. They smply hide and think.”

Juno made a derisive, guttural sound. “ They can pretend all they like, but the Cogitors were never as
neutral asthey claimed to be. They’ ve aways had a meddling finger inserted somewhere.”

“As b-ba-bad ashrethgir, ” damaged Beowulf transmitted in his hitching voice. While tolerant of Beowulf
because of his past service, Agamemnon was annoyed that the neo-cymek had eavesdropped on a private
discussion among Titans.

With exaggerated patience, Dante said, “My point was that our victory is assured. | foresee no military
difficulties whatsoever in taking Hessra.”

“Nevertheless, | intend to relish every moment of it.” Agamemnon directed hisforce of cymek shipsto
encircle and descend. With expendable neos in front, the angular vessels converged in an expanded attack
formation above the glacier-encrusted fortress of ancient philosophers.

While the Ivory Tower Cogitors professed disinterest in the outside galaxy and held to their isolation,
they were not totally self-sufficient. They had long operated a secret business supplying the cymeks with
electrafluid, even after Agamemnon and his rebels had broken free of the Synchronized Worlds.

Unwilling to be completely dependent on Vidad and hisilk, Dante had established the Titans' own

el ectrafluid-manufacturing facilities on Bela Tegeuse and Richese. While the mass-produced fluid was
adequate for neo-cymeks, Agamemnon and his Titans demanded better quality, and no electrafluid was
superior to the concoction made for the Ivory Tower Cogitors. Today, the Titan general would seize the
facilities for himself, claiming Hessra as his new headquarters, and beginning his long-delayed march on
history....
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The black towers of the isolated citadel protruded from thick glaciers, nearly engulfed by slow rivers of
ice that had built up over the centuries. The once-tall spires that housed the disembodied brains looked as
if they were drowning in aflood of crawling snow and ice.

Agamemnon and Juno, flying in the lead, delighted in activating their integrated flamethrowers
augmented by streams of oxygen from the thin air of Hessra. Tongues of fire lashed out from the cymek
craft, pummeling the black stone walls, breaking away huge chunks of ice, and sending a prodigious
cloud of camouflaging steam roiling into the dim sky.

“That will clear more operational areafor us,” Agamemnon said, setting down his ship.

In adry voice, Dante delivered instructions to the neo-cymeks. His optic threads detected three yellow-
robed secondaries rushing to tower windows and bal conies. Mouths agape, they took in the situation of
the unexpected attack, then fled for shelter inside.

Neo-cymeks continued to land like carrion crows around the immense Titan ships. Agamemnon
transferred his brain canister into asmall but powerful walker-form that would fit within the corridors of
the stronghold. He summoned a group of neosto lead the charge, blasting open walls and battering aside
doors. After exchanging their large mechanical vessels for smaller walker-bodies, they marched inlike a
procession of mechanized army ants loaded with weapons. Agamemnon clattered triumphantly behind
them. The sharp legs of hiswalker-body struck sparks against the stone floor.

Outside, the clumsy neo-cymek Beowulf migudged hislanding and crashed, tumbling off acliff and
coming to rest helplessly inside a new crevasse of the broken glacier. When the neo-cymeks reported the
blunder, Agamemnon considered simply leaving Beowulf there where he could freeze and be covered up
by the slow but inexorable closing of the glacial jaws.

But Beowulf had once been avaluable ally, far more dependable and talented than the inept Xerxes, who
had a much longer résumé of failure. Grudgingly, the Titan general issued orders for the removal of
Beowulf’ s brain canister from the ruins of his ship-body and its insertion into a neo-cymek mechanical
walker.l am running out of excuses to keep Beowulf alive . The brain-damaged neo-cymek was no longer
an asset, and was rapidly becoming an actual liability.

Inside the frozen Cogitor fortress, neo-cymek warriors encountered and dispatched more than a dozen

yellow-robed secondaries. Agamemnon killed two of them himself, using the antique projectile weapon
that he had obtained from Thurr on Wallach IX. It worked perfectly.

Just ahead of the general, his neo-cymeks found libraries and work-rooms where the monklike
secondaries had spent their days copying and transcribing. It seemed the attendants had been particularly
fascinated with all known manifestations of the mysterious Muadru runes found on scattered planets.

Additional chambers deep in the bowels of the fortress were devoted to electrafluid chemistry. Saffron-
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robed workers in the laboratories cowered as neo-cymeks stormed in, interrupting their chanting,
ritualistic processes of converting water into the life-sustaining liquid.

Agamemnon issued explicit instructions and sent Dante to enforce them. “Find out how these factories
work and then kill most, but not al, of the underlings. We need at |east some of them alive.”

Other secondaries fled into alarge central chamber where the Cogitors rested on their pedestals. When
finally Agamemnon emerged into the enclosure and surveyed the shimmering canisters of the Ivory
Tower Cogitors, he was distressed to find only five brains floating in individual cylinders of bluish life-
preserving liquid.

One of the six was missing.

“General Agamemnon, your arrival is needlessly destructive and chaotic,” one of the ancient philosophers
said through the pedestal’ s speakerpatch. “How may we assist you? Are you here to procure a supply of
electrafluid?’

“That’s part of it. | also intend to take over Hessra and destroy all Cogitors. Which one of you is not
here?’ He raised a mechanical arm, pointing its sharp end toward the empty pedestal.

Guileless, the philosopher brains hummed and answered honestly, “Vidad has taken up temporary
residence on Salusa Secundus to advise and observe the League of Nobles. We need further data and
discussions to continue to grow.”

“That isn’t going to happen after today,” Juno said, strutting her ominous body into the chamber beside
Agamemnon’s. She’' d always had a particular dislike for the meddling Cogitors, especialy the one named
Eklo, who had worked with Iblis Ginjo to foment arebellion on Earth. That had been the beginning of
this appalling, destructive Jihad.

Even though the League’ s crusade against machines had allowed the cymeks to launch their own
rebellion and break free of the evermind’ s control, Agamemnon still harbored a deep grudge against the
Cogitors. “Do you have any final brilliant revelations before we execute you?’

One of the Cogitors, speaking in afemale voice, said with strange placidity, “We have a great many areas
in which to enlighten you, General Agamemnon.”

“Unfortunately for you, | am not interested in being what you would consider enlightened.”

Instructing the neo-cymek walker-forms to continue searching the corridors and chambers of the Hessra
installation, Agamemnon and Juno moved forward. They wanted to do this for themselves. It was away
for the two Titans to show their love for each other.
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Raising powerful mechanical arms, they toppled the pedestals, smashing the transparent canisters that
held the ancient Cogitors, and took great delight in grinding the quivering brains into oozing pulp with
mechanical fists, one after another. It was over far too soon.

Finaly, standing in the dripping wreckage, Agamemnon declared that Hessra was now theirs. There had
never been any doubt of the matter.

Scienceisthe creation of dilemmasin the attempt to solve mysteries.

—DR. MOHANDAS SUK,
speech to graduating class

At any other time, Raquellawould have reacted much differently to meeting her grandfather, asking him
athousand questions, telling him about herself.Supreme Commander Vorian Atreides!

Her mother might have been more intrigued by his surprising revelation, but Helmina was dead now, just
like Raguella s own first husband. She had assumed her grandmother’ s secret soldier was another
casualty, unableto return. The Jihad had devastated so many lives and hopes.

She would rather have spent more time with VVor Atreildes—would rather have done amost anything—but
Raquella could not turn her back on al the people who needed her now. With the Omnius Scourge raging
across Parmentier, she and Mohandas had too many people to save. They had a cure to find.

But thus far a cure had eluded them. They could treat the symptoms, hydrate the patients and keep the
fever down, helping the largest number of victimsto survive, but even so in such amassively infected
population, that was not enough. Many, many people were dying.

Vor had promised to do what he could to help, to spread the news of their epidemic to other League
Worlds. Even if he couldn’t get back in time to assist Parmentier, at least he could warn the other planets
to be on their guard against the machines’ terrible new tactic. If it wasin his power, Vor would keep his
promise to her. Even though he had been gone only hours, she knew it.

The Hospital for Incurable Diseases. The name seemed unfortunately apt now. She didn’t know what she
would do if Mohandas succumbed to the plague. Better, Raguella thought, that she contracted the disease
first...Already, three of the twenty-two doctors gathered from around Niubbe had died of the Scourge,
four were recovering but still incapacitated, and two more were showing the unmistakable first-stage
signs of the virus. Soon she would be tending them, too.

Mohandas had studied the disease closely enough to draw some basic conclusions, though he hadn’t yet
found any magic bullet. After the airborne virus entered the body via the mucus membranes and infected
the liver, it produced large quantities of a protein that converted the body’ s own hormones such as
testosterone and cholesterol into a compound similar to an anabolic steroid. The liver could not
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effectively break down “Compound X" (Mohandas hadn’t had the energy to give it amore creative
name), nor could it be removed from the bloodstream. Since natural hormones were depleted due to
conversion into the deadly Compound X, the body then overproduced them, while the buildup of the
poisonous compound caused striking mental and physical symptoms.

In the final stages of the disease, death took more than forty percent of all patients. In addition, liver
failure was common and heart attacks and strokes caused by malignant hypertension often proved fatal. In
asmaller number of cases, thyrotoxic crisis caused the body to simply shut down due to hormonal
imbalances. By that point, the extreme fever had placed most victims into a deep coma that lasted several
days before they stopped breathing. In a high percentage of virus sufferers, tendons easily ruptured,
leading to many crippling injuries among the survivors....

Raguella tended to forty patients within the next hour. She no longer heard the moans or the paranoid
muttering, nor saw the terror or pleasin their eyes, nor smelled the foul miasma of death and sickness.
Thisfacility had always been more of a hospice than a hospital. Some people took longer to die from the
viral infection; some suffered more than others. Some were brave and some were cowards, but in the end
it didn’t matter. Too many of them died.

Stepping into the corridor, Raquella saw Mohandas approach. She smiled at his warm, sweet face, seeing
how haggard and weary he looked, with creases of fatigue etching his cheeks around the sealed breather.
For weeks he had been doing triple duty, as a doctor, disease researcher, and interim hospital
administrator. They had very little time to spend together just as two people whose deep love for each
other had evolved into a comfortable, unbreakable bond. But after watching so much hopel essness and
death, Raquella needed human comfort, if only for afew moments.

When they had both passed through decontamination sprays into a section of sterile rooms, Mohandas
and Raquella could finally remove the breathers that prevented them from kissing. They held hands
briefly, staring into each other’ s eyes through the protective film, saying nothing. They had met and
found love in the tragedy of the Hospital for Incurable Diseases, like a flower blossoming in the middle of
a barren battlefield.

“1 don’t know how much longer my energy can last,” Raquella said, her voice worn down, trailing off in
melancholy. “But how can we stop, no matter how tired we get?’ She leaned closer, and M ohandas took
her into his arms.

“We save as many as we can. As for those we lose, you make what remains of their lives more pleasant,”
he said. “I’ ve watched you with the patients, the way their faces light up when they see you. You have a
miraculous gift.”

Raguella smiled, but with difficulty. “It’s just so hard sometimes, listening to their desperate prayers.
When we can’'t save them, they call out to God, to Serena, to anyone who will listen.”
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“1 know. Dr. Arbar just died, in Ward Five. We knew it wasimminent.” He had fallen into a comatwo
days earlier, the fever burning fiercely, his body unable to fight the virus or the toxins it produced.

She was unable to control the tears that suddenly streamed down her face. Dr. Hundri Arbar had risen
from an impoverished background in Niubbe to get his medical degree so he could help people less
fortunate than himself. A local hero, he insisted on living without drink or drugs, refusing even the spice
melange that was so popular across the League. Lord Rikov Butler—who, along with his household, was
now dead—had provided his own ample stocks of spice to the hospital, since he also refused to consume
itinlight of of hiswife s strict religious beliefs. Most of the doctors in the hospital took it daily to
maintain their energy and stamina.

“One less doctor to help us. It makes you wonder if...” She broke off in midsentence as she thought again
about the spice. “Wait aminute. | think | see a pattern.” Whenever she found extra supplies, Raguella
administered spice to some of the patientsin order to ease their physical painsfor just alittle while.

“What isit?’

“Not until I'm sure.” Raguellawalked briskly down the corridor with him right behind, and entered a
medical records room. Quickly she sorted through charts, scrambled to draw parallels. During the next
hour, she feverishly went through file after file, each a separate sheet of circuit plaz with data, which she
processed through a reading machine. The sheets piled up around her.

And the evidence became indisputable.

“Yes—yes!” Breathing hard, she looked triumphantly at Mohandas. “Melange is the common
denominator! Look.” She led him through the records, patient after patient. Her words poured out in a
rush. “For the most part, people are dying in the greatest numbers along class lines, which at first blush
doesn’t make sense. Poor people catch the plague in much greater numbers than wealthy noble families or
rich businessmen. That has never made sense to me, since nutrition and sanitary systems are fairly equal
throughout the entire population.

“But if anyone whoconsumes spice has a greater ability to fight off exposure to the retrovirus, then people
in the lower classes who can’t afford melange will diein larger numbers! Look, even those patients who
receive spice after contracting the plague show a better history of recovery.”

Mohandas could not argue with the evidence. “And Dr. Arbar never took the stuff! Even though melange
may not be acure, it certainly appears to be a mitigant. It provides resistance.” He paced the lab floor,
pondering deeply. “The spice molecule is exceedingly complex, a huge protein that VenKee has never
synthesized or managed to break down. It’s quite possible that the molecule itself blocks the critical
protein by which the virus converts normal hormones to Compound X. Essentialy, if there's a pocket on
the enzyme ordinarily filled by cholesterol and testosterone and then transformed into Compound X,
maybe melange is shaped closely enough to those hormones that it gets stuck in this pocket, deactivating
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the enzyme.”
Raquellafelt herself flush. “Don’t forget that the first stages of infection include paranoia, mental

delusions, and aggressiveness. The spice enhances thought processes—perhaps it also helps people fend
off aninitial infection.”

He grabbed her by the shoulders. “Raquella, if you're right, thisis a huge breakthrough! We can treat
entire populations that haven’t been exposed yet, immunizing them against the virus.”

“Right, but we need to move fast,” Raquellasaid. “ And where will we get so much melange?’

Mohandas lowered his head. “I1t’s much more serious than that. Do you doubt that the Scourge has
already hit other planets? The epidemic could be moving across the galaxy like a storm of locusts. We
have to get the news out into the League at all costs.”

Raguelladrew aquick breath. “My...Vorian Atreides—he can do it!”

She raced out of the records chamber to the hospital’ s abandoned communications room. She had to send
asignal to him before his vessel accelerated out of the system. As Supreme Commander of the Army of
the Jihad, he could insist that the L eague dramatically increase spice distribution to any planet that might
be atarget of the Omnius plague.

To her relief, he acknowledged her transmission after along signal delay. Without pausing, she told her
full explanation, then waited for the transmission lag. Finally, he said, “Melange? If that’ strue, we're
going to need a hell of alot of it. You're sure?’

“I"'m sure. Get the message out—and stay safe yourself.”

“Youtoo,” he said. “VenKee headquarters on Kolhar is near my route back to Salusa. | can speak directly
to the managers of the spice trade.” He added something else, but static interfered, and they lost contact.

The successful executive is like a poker player, either concealing his emotions or showing false ones, so
that others cannot use them against him.

—AURELIUS VENPORT,
The Legacy of Business

For nearly two weeks, Vor pushed theDream V oyager to accelerations that only a robot was designed to
withstand, determined to waste no time in bringing his vital news back to the League. His body ached, but
he knew each passing moment could mean more lives|ost.

If, by increasing the ship’s speed to the limits of his body’ s endurance, he could save even one more
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person, that reward would be more than worth his own short-term suffering. Agamemnon himself had
been the first to teach him that lesson when he'd given Vor the life-extension treatment: Pain is a small
price to pay in exchange for life,

Over the long journey, he had manifested no symptoms or indication of the disease, saw none of the
warning signs Raguella had warned him about. This meant that according to her past knowledge he was
indeed immune to the Omnius Scourge. Thus he could immediately throw himself into the necessary
work, without fear of infecting others and without fear for his own personal safety.

Vor shifted his course on a short detour to Kolhar to the VenKee shipyards. Under the circumstances, he
considered it important to speak directly with the primary suppliers of spice. The ramifications of
Raguella s discovery were astounding.

Sadly, but without surprise, he learned from newsbursts across the comline channels as soon as he
approached Kolhar that the epidemic had already begun to spread to other League Worlds. Omnius was
delivering the disease with ruthless efficiency, tainting planet after planet, despite the League' s best
efforts to stop the spread. Quarantines were imposed, but usually not swiftly enough; and even when
precautions kept the epidemic bottled up, at least half of the people within the boundaries were doomed.

Vor aone had hope to offer, and it hinged on VenKee' s cooperation. Those who consumed the spice
could better resist the Scourge.

VenKee had alock on melange exports, keeping their techniques and suppliers secret from the rest of the
L eague. The merchant company also held a monopoly on the use of dangerous spacefolder ships for
commercial transportation. The pieces fit together in Vor's mind: To counteract the fast-moving virus, it
was essential to deliver medical supplies quickly, thus requiring spacefolders. And spice...

Vorian swore that he would not leave Kolhar until he had what he needed.

space

IN THE END,Norma Cenva herself accompanied Vor aboard theDream V oyager to Salusa. She had
foreseen his arrival and knew with an odd and inexplicable prescience that he would bring urgent news.
By the time he had spoken a handful of sentences, Norma had determined three things: The situation was
critical, spice was central to the survival of the human race, and she would go to Salusa with him to
address the L eague Parliament.

Before leaving Kolhar, she dispatched three highly paid mercenary pilots aboard spacefolder scouts, each
with redundant messages, to inform the Jihad Council so they could begin to spread the word. By the time
she and Vor arrived, mgjor changes should already be under way.

Then she ordered her son Adrien to alter all VenKee activities, increasing spice production and
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distribution to the highest possible levels. Finally, she followed Vor to his black-and-silver spacecraft. “I
will concentrate better aboard your ship than here.” She indicated the shipyards, where reconstruction and
emergency repairs were still under way from the recent explosion. “We should go as soon as possible.”

Asthey lifted off, Vor used only moderate acceleration, but after Norma assured him that her body could
withstand even greater stresses than his could, Vor once again pushed theDream V oyager to punishing
speeds. The update ship shot out of the system on adirect vector for Salusa Secundus.

En route, Norma occupied herself with her thoughts and cal culations, surrounded by notes, electronic
drawing boards, and other materials from her Kolhar office. Curiously, though, she did not need to use
any of those items. Instead, she found herself journeying inward in her mind as she absorbed and
processed massive amounts of information. She found her mental capacity increasing beyond all
imaginable limits.

Vor hardly felt asif he actually had human company during the journey, but he was accustomed to flying
alone. During the tedious, quiet hours, he thought fondly of the days when he’ d accompanied Seurat. In
the current climate of war and pestilence, Vor could have used the distraction of afew good games or
even the robot pilot’s clumsy attempts at humor.

space

THEDREAM VOYAGERjerked asit settled on awindy field at Zimia Spaceport in the middle of the day.
Norma emerged from her preoccupied trance, looked through the window port in her cabin, and saw the
capital city. “We'rethere already?’

On the way to the Hall of Parliament she and Vor learned that the Scourge had grown seriously worsein
only the few weeks of their passage, having appeared on a dozen more planets. The League’s best
medical scientists didn’t know how to fight it, though Raquella s revelation about melange, already
delivered by the spacefolder scouts, had suddenly created a huge demand for the spice. Even knowing it
existed as an effective treatment, if not a cure, did not help all those planets without access to enough
melange.

Norma hoped that her announcement would change that.

With a mental command, she adjusted her appearance, smoothing her blond hair and softening her facial
features. Although physical beauty meant little to her, so long as her body functioned well enough to
perform the tasks she demanded of it, Norma made this extra effort to honor her late husband.

As she accompanied the dashing Supreme Commander up the steps, she saw quite clearly her essential
place in the unfolding history of mankind. Norma viewed herself only in an ephemeral sense, a breath of
oxygen to keep a candle going. She did not care about being remembered by history; she cared only about
the work itself. And saving lives.
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“Areyou ready for this?” Vor asked. “Y ou seem far away.”

“1 am...everywhere.” She blinked, then focused on the towering building in front of her. “Yes, | am
here.”

While they approached the Hall of Parliament, a group of yellow-robed men hurriedly exited, carrying a
clearplaz canister that held a disembodied brain. Normalooked at it curiously as the preoccupied group
passed. Although she had never personally interacted with one of the ancient brains, her mother Zufa had
spoken of their arcane ways.

“Vidad, one of the Ivory Tower Cogitors,” Vor said with clear distaste in his voice. He urged her through
the arched doorway and into the echoing, bustling halls. “I won’t let them interfere this time, as they did
with that foolish attempt at peace.”

After Serena had martyred herself to repair the damage the Ivory Tower Cogitors had done, Vidad had
spent more than half a century on Salusa Secundus, studying historical records and recent philosophical
treatises. He also acted the part of a political gadfly, meddling in the affairs of the Jihad Council. Vor
wished he would go back to his comrades on frozen Hessra.

When they arrived, Grand Patriarch Xander Boro-Ginjo was presiding, wearing the gaudy and ornate
chain of office around his neck that was a prominent symbol of his position as the spiritual |eader of his
people. Beside him sat the tall and gaunt Interim Viceroy O’ Kukovich. Though ostensibly the political
leader of the League of Nobles, the man had very little real power; he was merely filler, like putty stuffed
into ahole.

In the front row of the assembly chamber, VVor and Normatook two reserved seats. Their arrival caused a
noticeable stir, even though the Parliament had been in along session, discussing the rapidly spreading
Scourge. So far, fifteen planets were known to be infected, and everyone dreaded that further bad news
was slowly en route. The Jihad Council had already suggested extreme military strategies to keep Salusa
Secundus clean and safe.

Vor studied the agenda, saw along list of reports and speakers, all of them markedURGENT . He sighed
and sat back. “We'll be awhile yet.”

Norma heard panic in the voices of the speakers, saw it in their faces. Nearby representatives whispered
nervously among themselves. Though she continued her thoughts and cal culations in the background of
her mind, she grasped the magnitude of the disaster as she listened to one urgent summary after another.
No one on Salusa Secundus had been infected yet, and a serious proposal was before the parliament to
impose atotal blockade to safeguard the population of the planet.

Norma sat up as the next speaker addressed the audience: the leader of the Sorceresses of Rossak, her
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own half sister Ticia Cenva. Her alabaster face rippling with a storm of passion, her long blond hair and
bone-white robe waving faintly in a nonexistent breeze, Ticia stared in silence, cowing the audience with
the import of her presence.

Watching her, Norma did not expect a smile of greeting or even anod of acknowledgment from her half
sister. Despite their extraordinary talents, her family was fractured, all the pieces separated widely.

For years her mother had snubbed Norma as afailure, concentrating utterly on her work for the Jihad.
Because of her powers as agreat Sorceress, Zufa Cenva had long anticipated a perfect daughter, but by
the time she finally gave birth to flawless Ticia, Norma had been transformed beyond her mother’s
wildest hopes. Thus, ignoring the daughter she claimed she had always wanted, Zufa blithely abandoned
Ticiato be raised by other Sorceresses on Rossak, while she devoted all her attentions to Norma’ s work.
And then Zufa had been killed, along with Aurelius.

Ticiamatured on Rossak, exhibiting all the mental powers her mother had prayed for, but shelivedina
vacuum eventually filled by resentment. Decades later, she had taken her place as Supreme Sorceress, just
like Zufa Cenva, but Ticiawas even sterner and more stonily dedicated than her mother. Engrossed in her
theories and calculations, not to mention VenKee business, Norma had rarely taken the time to see her
half sister; neither of them would ever consider the other a“friend,” even in the broadest sense of the
word.

Ticia caught sight of Norma, hesitated for an instant before beginning her speech, then boomed out in a
voice that seem to carry thunder in every breath. The audience shuddered with the power of the delivery.

“We Sorceresses gave our lives for years, destroying cymeks whenever they preyed upon humanity. |
watched many of my Sisters perish, unleashing their minds to take down cymeks—including
Titans—along with them. | held myself ready to do the same. | would have been next...if another enemy
had come. But now, for decades, the cymek threat has waned.”

Brevin O’ Kukovich applauded. “ The Sorceresses of Rossak have performed a great service to humanity.”

Ticiagave him awithering look for interrupting her. “ So have many others, sir. Now, in the face of this
sweeping epidemic, | point out that we Sorceresses have another area of expertise. Because of our harsh
world and our precise records of breeding over many generations, we understand bloodlines, the most
important raw material of the human race. If this Omnius Scourge grows worse, we could lose prime
branches of our species—not just the sheer casualties, but paths to our future.

“Now, as whole families, whole cities, are devastated on world after world, we cannot react too soon or
too vigorously. Our race isin extreme peril. Even as we struggle to find a cure for this foul biological
weapon, we must also take drastic action to preserve the best DNA before it it lost forever—protect and
store key markers of some of the strongest lines, or the disease may erase them entirely. We must
establish a program to protect the genetic information of all people, on al planets.” She lifted her chin.
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“We Sorceresses have the capacity to manage such a program.”

Normalooked at her towering half sister, wondering what Ticia had to gain from this proposal. Though
the Supreme Sorceress was not a particularly compassionate person, like Zufa she was fiercely dedicated
to the Jihad.

Ticiaraked her pale, electric gaze around the chamber, pointedly ignoring Norma. “1 propose that we go
to places where the plague has not yet struck and rescue healthy candidates. We can keep a database of
blood samples, save family attributes if we cannot save the families themselves. Later, when we've
defeated this epidemic, we can use this vast genetic library to restore our populations.”

The Grand Patriarch didn’t seem to understand entirely. “But even if the Scourge kills half...there will
still be plenty of survivors. I'san operation of this magnitude truly necessary?’

After taking along, slow breath, Ticiasaid, “But will it be theright half that survives? We have to plan for
the worst, Grand Patriarch. We must do this before time runs out—Ilike ancient Noah, but on afar vaster
scale. We need to maintain samples of the strongest characteristics from each planet, and we have to do it
before the Scourge spreads farther. We will need all the DNA we can save in order to guarantee sufficient
diversity for the strength of our race.”

“Why not just cure the damned disease?’ one distraught representative called. “1t’ s appearing
everywhere!”

“And what about the already-infected planets? We should send rescue efforts there, too. Those people
need it the most!”

The Grand Patriarch called for order. “We are already mounting massive volunteer relief effortsto aid
overwhelmed medical personnel on afflicted planets. Perhaps the Sorceresses can take samples there, as
well.”

Ticialooked at the man asif he was a complete fool. “It is already too late. Some portion of their
populations will survive, but the pool istainted. We should focus our efforts where they can do the
greatest amount of good. Nothing can be accomplished on worlds where the epidemic has already
manifested.”

“Very well, very well,” the Interim Viceroy said, pointedly noting the clock. “| see no reason why the
Sorceresses cannot join this effort to the missions we already have going to League Worlds. Y ou will find
enough volunteers among the women of Rossak to do this?’

“More than enough.”

“Excellent. Now, | see the next item on the agenda may be a bit more hopeful. Supreme Commander
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Vorian Atreides? And...and someone named Norma Cenva?’ Clearly, O’ Kukovich didn’t know who
Normawas, but his memory had never been terribly reliable. “Y ou have more details about the use of
melange against the Scourge?’

Vor led Normato the speaking area, and Ticia seemed flustered at being upstaged. Though the report had
been delivered weeks earlier, Vor quickly summarized histrip to Parmentier and what his granddaughter
Raguella had discovered. “ According to reports flooding in from other infected worlds, the conclusionis
consistent. On every planet there are inexplicable pockets of immunity—with a common denominator.
Those who consume the spice melange have a greater resistance, if not immunity. Spice. An expensive,
recreational drug. And a powerful weapon against the Scourge!”

Vor stepped aside to give Norma the podium. She did not hesitate. “ Therefore we need a great deal of
melange, and we need to distribute it as swiftly as possible. For that, | offer the services of VenKee
Enterprises.”

“Thisisjust aploy to increase demand for the spice—to increase your profits!” called one surly man from
the fourth tier.

“It' strue that VenKee is the main supplier of melange throughout the League, and that we also control
space-folding ships that can deliver spice swiftly enough to make a difference on the afflicted worlds.”
With aflash of frustration, Norma thought that if the unreasonably frightened and overzeal ous peoplein
the League hadn’t forced her to remove her computer-augmented navigation systems, the safety record of
the superfast ships might be dramatically increased. Perhaps, somehow, she could slip some of the
navigation devices secretly back into the vessels....

In afirm voice, she continued. “1 have aready issued instructions to increase VenK eg' s spice production
on Arrakis as much as possible. In the name of my beloved husband, the patriot Aurelius Venport,
VenKee will donate melange to plague-stricken worlds as a humanitarian gesture.” Arumble of surprise
went through the audience. She turned her gaze toward the faceless man who had shouted his accusation.
“1 presume that addresses any complaints that we are profiting from this tragedy?’

With his clear business sense, Adrien would probably oppose her decision, arguing that VenK ee had
aready sacrificed enough. But Norma was not interested in profits right now. Thiswas the right course of
action.

The representatives cheered, but Ticia Cenva, seated now in the front row, did not join them. She |eaned
over to speak to the Grand Patriarch, looking conspiratorial. The chubby man’s eyes lit up at whatever she
had to say, and he nodded more vigorously. Xander Boro-Ginjo rose to hisfeet, calling for order.

“We appreciate VenKee' s offer, but such a gesture is not nearly enough in these dire circumstances. Even
with superhuman efforts, one company alone cannot produce enough spice to mitigate this crisis, if
indeed melange provides protection against the Omnius Scourge. Somehow, we must increase the harvest
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of melange by severa orders of magnitude.”

He cleared histhroat, a gy grin spreading across his plump face. “Therefore, for the good of humanity
and the survival of our species, | herebyannex Arrakis into the League of Nobles and open it to anyone
who iswilling to help scrape spice from the sands. Now is not the time to be conservative and cautious
with this resource. The human race needs every gram of melange.”

Norma noticed that Ticialooked pleased with the turn of events, asif she had scored some sort of victory.
Given the urgency, Norma could not fault what the Grand Patriarch had done, but she hoped he hadn’t
dealt adeath blow to VenKee Enterprises.

Little did the inhabitants of the remote planet of Arrakis suspect what was about to happen to them.

Some say that Harkonnen blood running through my veins disgraces me, but | do not accept thelies|
have heard, the attempts to besmirch the role of my grandfather. To me the actions of Xavier Harkonnen
speak of honor rather than cowardice.

—ABULURD HARKONNEN,
letter to Supreme Commander Vorian Atreides

The Omnius Scourge spread from one League World to another faster than quarantines could be imposed
or evacuations could get under way.

Pursuant to Ticia Cenva's genetic-preservation concept, the Army of the Jihad dispatched survey and
rescue ships to as many unaffected worlds as possible. Sorceress volunteers gathered representative
breeding samples from the populations, so that at |east the bloodlines could be saved. To some it seemed
a defeatist tactic, afrightening concession to the absolute worst-case scenario in which the epidemic
spread everywhere.

Though he was only ayoung cuarto, Abulurd Butler led one of these missions, accompanied by the
unyielding Supreme Sorceress herself. His rank was too low for him to expect any sort of command, but
Abulurd found himself in nominal charge of asmall, fast expedition to Ix, like so many other urgently
dispatched groups of jihadi ships dealing with thousands of detailsin thiscrisis.

Some in the League might have assumed from his family name that Abulurd had been born to a
distinguished military career, but Primero Quentin Butler gave minimal support to his youngest son’s
aspirations. Abulurd assumed Supreme Commander Atreides must have had ahand in his
assignment—supposedly a safe one. Vorian had a habit of nudging him forward whenever he saw an
opportunity. Abulurd, though, would have preferred to help the already afflicted victims, to bring medical
aid, volunteers, supplies of melange.

His stripped-down javelin was sent to IX to present quarantine instructions, begin preparations for
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survival, and preserve key bloodlines from the hardy survivors of generations of machine domination.
Almost seventy years ago, their planet had been freed from Synchronized control. Ticia seemed
particularly interested, since the genetic stock of the native Ixians had not yet been heavily assimilated
into the general League population.

Unfortunately, by the time Abulurd’ s ship arrived, the first symptoms of the epidemic had already
surfaced—irrational paranoia and mob behavior, weight loss, skin lesions and discolorations. It was not
clear whether plague canisters had exploded in the skies, or if infected merchants or refugees from other
hot spots had brought the Scourge to Ix. Whole villages had been knocked to their knees; other
settlements were just on the verge of being infected.

On the javelin’s bridge, Abulurd groaned. “We have just one ship! How are we ever going to rescue all
those people?’

The Supreme Sorceress scowled, reassessing her priorities. “Ix is only one planet, with a population much
larger than we could ever preserve. Do not even try. We should just leave. | can accomplish nothing, if
their populace is already tainted.”

Abulurd, though, wanted to offer the League’ s assistance. “Leave? We have spent weeksin transit just
getting here.”

“Thereis no point, Cuarto Butler.”

He seemed very young and inexperienced next to the intimidating woman, but he thought of what Vor
would have done. “ Fortunately, Madam Sorceress, | am in command here. Y oursis not the only objective
of thismission.” Maybe he did not view the overall racial picture as the Sorceress did, but in atime of
such human disaster he felt that compassion was more important than ever. Aperson’slife he could
understand; a gene pool was far lesstangible. “| see no reason not to offer whatever assistance we can.
Why not set down at one of the outlying towns, a place that hasn’t yet shown any sign of plague? We can
distribute all of our supplies of melange to help those we can’t take with us. Surely, you can salvage
something.”

“That would require intensive testing, isolation, extreme procedures.”
Abulurd shrugged. “Then it will require those extra measures. I’ m sure we can handle it.”

The Sorceress looked at him in frustration, but did not argue further as the bridge crew sent signals and
received updates from the settlements scattered across the surface. After reviewing the reports, Ticia
focused her attention on one established settlement, mostly underground.

“If you insist on this course of action, Cuarto, then | suggest we start there. The reports suggest the village
is clean, though | don't trust their capabilities of spotting and documenting the first subtle indications of
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the Scourge. We will select our subjects from those people and isolate them until we can determine that
they are uninfected. We'll keep them segregated, run tests, then take the ones that haven’t been tainted. |
will secure blood samples from many others.”

Abulurd nodded and gave the order. He seemed far too young to be issuing instructions to these other
jihadis, but he was a Butler, and the soldiers listened to him.

The crew quarters were in a separate section of the ship behind thick sterile walls, and Abulurd gave
instructions for the jihadis to double up to |leave more room to take people aboard. He would not et
himself think the effort was as pointless as Ticia seemed to believe, but even at its maximum capacity, the
javelin could take only afew hundred refugees fromlx. This was not an evacuation by any means, just a
gesture.

During the javelin’ s final approach, he stood looking out at the planetscape. He had never visited 1x
before but knew its historical importance. “My father defended I1x against the last machine incursion, and
he was buried alive in one of the underground tunnels,” he said, not looking directly at Ticia. “It'sa
miracle he survived at all.” Quentin, in fact, rarely talked about the matter, forcing back an obvious
shudder of claustrophobia whenever the subject was broached. Now Abulurd also remembered the stories
Vorian had told him. “ And my grandfather led the first fleet here, wrenching Ix free from Omnius. He
was declared a Hero of the Jihad.”

Ticiascowled at the young officer. “But in the end Xavier Harkonnen proved himself afool, a coward,
and the worst of traitors.”

Abulurd bridled. “You don’'t know all the details, Sorceress. Don't be blinded by propaganda.” His voice
was flat, but as hard as metal.

She fixed him with her pale gaze. “Iknow Xavier Harkonnen murdered my biological father, Grand
Patriarch Iblis Ginjo. No explanation or misunderstanding is sufficient to excuse that crime.”

Disconcerted, Abulurd did not press the issue. He had heard that the Sorceresses of Rossak concerned
themselves less with morality than with genetics. Or was Ticia allowing her emotions to affect her
thinking?

The military javelin descended to its landing point. Homes and a variety of other structures dotted a
relatively empty landscape near the entrances to caverns and tunnels. Knowing that the ship was coming,
desperate Ixians had flooded out of the underground regions to surround an open area where the big Jihad
vessdl settled. They swarmed forward, shouting, welcoming Abulurd and his crew as saviors and heroes.
Every one of them wanted to get off the planet before the Scourge could reach their village.

Abulurd’s heart grew heavy. From the hopeful looks on their faces, they didn’t yet understand how little
anyone could really do to help them. All of his melange supplies aboard the ship would protect them for
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only a short while. Then he reminded himself that Ticia didn’t want to be here, and anything he
accomplished was better than simply abandoning them all to the Scourge.

Keeping the upper compartments of the javelin sealed and disinfected, the cuarto handpicked a group of
mercenary guards. Though medical research seemed to show that the airborne virus could only be
contracted via the body’ s wet membranes or open wounds, Abulurd ordered his team to suit up in full anti-
exposure suits and wear standard-issue body shields. He could not be too careful.

Already, through lax procedures and insufficient care, one of the rescue javelins bearing refugees from
Zanbar had arrived at Salusawith over half of the passengers and a third of its crew infected; they had not
carried enough melange to protect themselves. Abulurd refused to let that happen to his own crew.

The Sorceress suited up and waited for Abulurd to join her. She didn’t need him to accompany
her—probably didn’t even want him there—but Abulurd was the ranking officer on thismission. Ticia
would make her choices from among the hopeful people, while his crewmen distributed the melange and
supplies to help them weather the oncoming disaster.

Carrying Maularifles and needle-firing chandler pistols, the group from the ship went to impose a
semblance of order upon the crowds. Sealed inside his impermeable anti-exposure suit, Abulurd stepped
out under the painfully bright skies of Ix. For weeks he had smelled only the recycled, filter-scrubbed
atmosphere aboard the javelin; under other circumstances, he would have longed to draw a deep breath of
fresh air. Ticia proceeded down the ramp with graceful and gliding steps, even in the heavy suit. She
swiveled her head inside the helmet as she scanned the crowd for viable subjects worth rescuing.

The waiting people were uneasy, alternately cheering and talking seriously among themselves. He
suddenly worried that his handful of armed mercenary guards would not be sufficient against this mob
should it turn violent; after all, increased violence and irrationality were among the primary first-stage
symptoms. They could not fire their projectile weapons without first switching off their body shields,
which would also leave them vulnerable. He would have to handle this carefully.

“Cuarto,” Ticiacalled, asif she were suddenly in command, “seeto it that the specimens | select are
taken aboard, cleansed, and inspected. Keep them in isolation until we are sure we can use them. We
cannot allow any infected person to contaminate the others.”

Abulurd gave the order. This was what the L eague wanted, this was why they had come here. At least he
was saving some of them. Another ten jihadis emerged from the ship, also wearing protective suits. They

carried the League’ s “mercy shipment” of melange, but it would not be enough.

The Sorceress walked among the uneasy Ixian crowd, towering above most of them. She chose young
men, women, and children who looked healthy, intelligent, and strong. Though her selections seemed
arbitrary, Abulurd’ s soldiers separated the candidates and took them away, but soon the crowd’s
uneasiness shifted to anger. Husbands were chosen but not their wives; children were separated from
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parents. The terrified Ixian settlers finally realized that this was not the rescue or relief mission they had
envisioned.

Angry shouts rang out. Abulurd’ s mercenaries readied their weapons, hoping their personal shields would
be sufficient against whatever the mob would throw. One girl screamed, refusing to let go of her mother’s
wrist. Then, before the situation could grow worse, Abulurd hurried to intercede, transmitting on a private
band. “ Sorceress, this makes no sense. The mother looks healthy as well. Why not keep them together?’

Scornful of the crowd, the Sorceress turned her pale gaze toward Abulurd; her brow furrowed in an
impatient scowl. “What would be the advantage to bringing the mother as well? If we have the daughter,
then we have the family’ s genetics. It would be more useful to take a completely unrelated person,
thereby saving another core bloodline.”

“But you're breaking up families! Thisisn’t what the L eague intends!”

“One specimen is all we need for each key bloodline. Why take duplicates? It's awaste of our time, and a
waste of the cargo holds. Y ou are fully aware we don’t have enough room.”

“lsn’t there some other way? Y ou didn’t tell me we had to do thisin such aterrible, inhumane—"

She cut him off. “I didn’t tell you we could do this at all, Cuarto. But you insisted. Think—the plague will
break up these families anyway. | am more concerned with preserving the race than with maudlin
sentiments.” She pulled away from Abulurd and continued to push through the people. Heedless of any
threat to herself, Ticia chose another specimen and another, culling the best candidates from the mass of
hopefuls.

A gray-haired woman and her balding husband pushed closer. “ Take us! We can pay you well for your
trouble.”

The Sorceress rudely dismissed them. “You are too old.” Likewise, she discarded others, pronouncing
them, by turns, infertile, physically weak, insufficiently intelligent, even unattractive. Ticia stood as
genetic judge and jury over all.

Abulurd was appalled. And she thoughtXavier Harkonnen had committed inexcusable and inhuman
crimes? He closed his eyes, searching for away to stop her from playing God, but in his heart, he knew
she was right. This mission, with its one stripped-down javelin, couldn’t possibly save everyone.

“At least try to come up with afairer method of selection. We could have them draw numbers. There
must be a—"

She cut him off, showing no interest in or respect for his rank. He doubted she would have reacted
differently even if he’'d been aprimero. “Y ou knew from the outset that we could take only a handful.
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Now let me do my job.”

Impatient, Ticia pressed on as their squad of mercenaries cleared the way. The people pushed forward,
trying to save themselves; others broke from the perimeter and rushed toward the landed javelin, asif
they meant to storm it and fly away. Shots rang out when part of the crowd tried to attack the mercenary
guards. Abulurd whirled in the direction of the sound. Chandler pistols cut down several |eaders of the
mob, but the rest surged ahead, shouting. Even the weapons fire did not stall them. He saw now that some
of them had jaundiced skin and yellowed eyes—indicators of the infection!

Those Ixians who had already been chosen crowded near the boarding ramp, glancing fearfully back at
the others. Some looked asif they didn’t want to get away, but would prefer to stay and die with their
families.

Although Abulurd felt compassion for al of them, he didn’t know how to ease the situation. He issued an
order for the guards to wound only, not to kill unless absolutely necessary, but the mob was aready
inflamed.

“Stop, fools!” Ticia s voice echoed like athunderclap, augmented by the speakers of her suit and the
force of her own telepathic powers. The nerve-stopping command was enough to make the people pause.
“We cannot take you all, so we must take only your best, the core bloodlines and breeding resources. |
have selected them. Y our unruliness imperils everyone.”

But Ticia swords only enraged them further, and they turned more violent, rushing toward her and the
armed guards. Abulurd shouted for order, but even his own men did not respond.

The Supreme Sorceress of Rossak made a disgusted noise. When she raised her gloved hands, Abulurd
could see static lightning crackling from her fingertips. She launched a powerful invisible explosion that
knocked hundreds of people backward. They sprawled flat, like stalks of wheat blown over by a cyclone.
Some lay twitching on the ground, their burned skin covered with white blisters. One man had been
crisped and blackened; smoke curled up from his singed hair and toasted skin.

Static danced around Ticia, residue from the mental energy she had unleashed. Finally, the Ixians were
struck silent. Those still standing backed away in awe. The Sorceress glared at them for along moment,
then shouted to the soldiers, directing them to hurry the last candidates aboard for processing. “Let us get
off this planet.”

Sickened, Abulurd waited beside her at the javelin’sramp. Ticiawas clearly furious. “ Selfish vermin.
Why do we make the effort to save such inferior people?’

But he’ d had enough of her attitude. “Y ou can’'t blame them—they were ssmply attempting to save
themselves.”
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“With no regard to the lives of others. | am acting for the good of the human race. It is clear to me that
you have no stomach for making difficult decisions. Inappropriate sympathy could doom usall.” She
scowled at him, clearly trying to make a pointed insult. “In my estimation, Cuarto Butler, you are weak
and unreliable in acrisis situation...possibly unfit for command. Just like your grandfather.”

Instead of feeling stung, Abulurd was angry and defiant. From Vorian, he had learned of the heroic things
Xavier Harkonnen had done, even if history had not recorded them. “My grandfather would have had
more compassion than you did back there.” Few people would care about the truth anymore, since the
story had been accepted and repeated for generations. But now, seeing the arrogant ignorance of this
woman, he made a bold and impulsive decision.

Though his brothers and father bowed their heads in embarrassment, Abulurd vowed never to be ashamed
of histrue family name. He would stop hiding. He could not honorably do anything else.

“Sorceress, my grandfather was no coward. The details have been kept secret to protect the Jihad, but he
did exactly what was necessary to keep the Grand Patriarch from perpetrating unforgivable harm. Iblis
Ginjo was the villain, not Xavier Harkonnen.”

Stunned, she gave him a deprecating, disbelieving look. “Y ou insult my father.”

“The truth is the truth.” He raised his chin. “Butler may be an honorable enough name, but sois
Harkonnen. From now on, and for the rest of my life, that iswho | will be. | claim my true heritage.”

“What foolishnessis this?’
“Henceforth, you will address me as AbulurdHarkonnen .”

War isaviolent form of business.

—ADRIEN VENPORT,
“Commercia Plan for Arrakis Spice Operations’

The League of Nobles called it a* spice rush.”

Once it was learned that melange was useful in treating the deadly Scourge, hardy men and women from
far-flung planets raced to Arrakis to seek their fortunes. Shiploads of prospectors and excavation
contractors, all of them taking a desperate gamble, flowed to the once-isolated desert world.

Ishmael could hardly believe his eyes when he went to the dizzying metropolis of Arrakis City for the
first time in decades. It reminded him of half-forgotten Starda on Poritrin, which he had fled long ago.

Hastily erected buildings sprawled across the parched landscape, spreading into the rocky foothills, piled

file:///G|/Program%?20Files/eMule/Incoming/corrin.html (109 of 466) [12/30/2004 11:57:11 PM]



Dune

one on top of the other. At the spaceport, ships came and went at all hours; local flyers and groundcars
bustled to and fro. Passengers arrived by the thousands, shading their eyes from the yellow sun of
Arrakis, eager to rush out to the open dunes, oblivious to the deadly perils there.

According to rumor, there was so much melange that a person could simply walk out with a satchel and
scoop it up from the ground—which was true, in a sense, if one knew where to find it. Most of these
people would be dead within months, killed by sandworms or the arid environment or their own stupidity.
They were totally unprepared for the dangers that awaited them.

“We can take advantage of this, Ishmael,” El' hiim said, still trying to convince his stepfather. “ These
people do not know what they will find here on Arrakis. We can earn their money for doing what comes
naturally to us.”

“ And why would we desire their money?’ Ishmael said, honestly not understanding. “We have everything
we could wish for. The desert provides all our real needs.”

El" hiim shook his head. “1 am the Naib, and my duty to the people isto make our village prosper. Thisis
agreat opportunity to offer our desert skills and make ourselves invaluable to the offworlders. They will
keep coming no matter what. We can either ride the worm, or be devoured by it. Didn’t you tell me that
story yourself, when | was young?’

The ancient man frowned. “ Then you misunderstood the lesson of that parable.” But he followed his
stepson into the city anyway. Raised in adifferent time, EI’ hiim had never understood true desperation,
the need to fight and protect hard-won freedoms. He had never been a dlave.

Ishmael frowned at the garrulous offworlders. It might be wiser just to lead them out into the desert, rob
them, and leave them to die.”

El" hiim chuckled, pretending Ishmael had made ajoke, though he knew otherwise. “Thereis afortuneto
be made by exploiting the ignorance of these invaders. Why not profit from that?’

“Because then you will encourage them, EI’ hiim. Can you not see this?’

“They do not need my encouragement. Haven't you heard of the plague released by the thinking
machines? The Omnius Scourge? Spice offers protection, and therefore everyone demands it. Y ou may
bury your head in the sand of a dune, but they will not go away.”

The younger man’s firm opinion made him as stubborn as | shmael.

Ishmael resented the truth, the changes, and at the back of his mind he did realize that this influx of
outsiders was as unstoppable as a sandstorm. He felt all of his achievements slipping through his fingers.
He still proudly called himself and his tribe the Free Men of Arrakis, but such a proud title no longer
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carried the meaning it once had.

In town, EI’ hiim easily mixed with offworld merchants and prospectors, spoke severa dialects of the
Galach standard language, and happily traded with anyone who would take his money. Over and over, his
stepson tried to get Ishmael to enjoy some of the fine luxuries the tribe could now afford.

“You are no longer an escaped slave, Ishmael,” El’hiim said. “Come, all of us appreciate everything you
have done in the past. Now, we want you to enjoy yourself. Aren’'t you the least bit interested in the rest
of the universe?’

“1 have seen some of it already. No, | am not interested.”

El" hiim chuckled. “Y ou are too rigid and inflexible.”

“And you are too quick to chase after new experiences.”

“Isthat abad thing?’

“Itison Arrakis—if you forget the ways that have allowed usto survive for so long.”

“1 won't forget them, Ishmael. But if | find better ways, | will show them to our people.”

He led Ishmael through the winding streets, past open market stalls and raucous bazaars. He slapped away
pickpockets as he and Ishmael jostled through clusters of water sellers, food vendors, and purveyors of
Rossak drugs and odd stimulants from far-off worlds. Ishmael saw poor, broken men huddied in aleys

and doorways, those who had come to Arrakis seeking fortune and already lost so much that they could
no longer afford to leave.

If Ishmael had had the financial means, he would have paid passage for every one of them, just to send
them away.

Finally spotting his mark, EI" hiim tugged on the older man’s sleeve and hurried forward to a smallish
offworlder who was buying outrageously priced desert equipment. “Excuse me, sir,” EI’hiim said. “|
assume you are one of our new spice prospectors. Are you preparing to head out on the open dunes?’

The small-statured stranger had close-set eyes and sharp features. Ishmael stiffened, recognizing the racia
attributes of ahated Tlulaxa. “ This one's aflesh merchant,” he growled at EI’ hiim, using Chakobsa so the
stranger wouldn’t understand.

His stepson motioned him to silence, as if he were a buzzing gnat. Ishmael could not forget the davers
who had captured so many Zensunnis and brought them to places like Poritrin and Zanbar. Even decades
after the scandal of the Tlulaxa organ farms, the genetic manipulators were cast out and shunned. But on
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Arrakis during the heady days of the spice rush, money erased all prejudices.

The Tlulaxa newcomer turned to EI’ hiim, appraising the dusty Naib with obvious skepticism and distaste.
“What do you want? I’m busy here.”

El" hiim made a gesture of respect, though the Tlulaxa man deserved none. “1 am El’ hiim, an expert on the
deserts of Arrakis.”

“And | am Wariff—one who minds his own business and has no interest in yours.”

“Ah, but youshould, and | offer my servicesasaguide.” El’ hiim smiled. “My stepfather and | can advise
you on what equipment to purchase and what would be an unnecessary expense. Best of all, | can take
you directly to the richest spice fields.”

“Go to whatever hells you believe in,” the Tlulaxa snapped. “1 don’t need a guide, especially not one of
the thieving Zensunni.”

Ishmael squared his shoulders and answered in clear Galach. “Ironic words from a Tlulaxa, a race that
steals human beings and harvests body parts.”

El" hiim pushed his stepfather behind him before the confrontation escalated.

“Come, Ishmael. There are plenty of other customers. Unlike this stubborn fool, some spice rushers will
actually find their fortunes.”

With a haughty sniff, the Tlulaxa man ignored them, asif the two desert men were something he had just
scraped off the sole of his boot.

At the end of the long, hot day, when the two walked away from Arrakis City, Ishmael felt sick with
disgust. His stepson’ s pandering to outsiders upset him more than he could imagine. Finaly, after ahard
silence, the older man said in aheavy voice, “You are the son of Selim Wormrider. How can you lower
yourself to this?’

El"hiim looked at him in disbelief, raising his eyebrows asif his stepfather had asked an
incomprehensible question. “What do you mean? | secured four Zensunni guide contracts. People from
our village will take prospectors out to the sands and let them do the work while we take half of the profit.
How can you object to that?’

“Because that isn’t how we do things. It goes against what your father taught his followers.”

El" hiim was clearly working hard to control histemper. “Ishmael, how can you hate change so much? If
nothing ever changed, then you and your people would still be slaves on Poritrin. But you saw a different
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way, you escaped, and you came here to make a better life for yourself. | am trying to do the same.”
“The same? Y ou would surrender all the progress we have made.”

“1 do not wish to live as a starving outlaw like my father was. One cannot eat alegend. We cannot drink
the water of visions and prophecies. We must fend for ourselves and take what the desert offers—or
someone else will.”

The two men traveled in silence out into the night, and finally reached the edge of the open sand, where
they would begin crossing the desert wastelands.

“We will never fully understand each other, EI’ hiim.”
The younger man let out adry, bitter chuckle. “At last you say something | can agree with.”

Fear and bravery are not as mutually exclusive as some would have us believe. As| go into danger, | feel
both at once. Isit brave to overcome one’s fear, or just curiosity about the human potential ?

—GILBERTUSALBANS,
A Quantitative Analysis of Emotions

When Omnius summoned Erasmus to the Central Spire, Gilbertus accompanied his teacher while
remaining unobtrusive. He had |eft the Serena clone in the robot’ s extensive gardens; he had already
discovered that she liked to look at the lovely flowers, though she was never interested in the scientific
names of the species.

As he followed his robot mentor into the city, Gilbertus intended to listen carefully to any interchanges
between Omnius and Erasmus, watching the style of debate, the exchange of data. From it he would learn.
This was an exercise in mentation for the man Erasmus called his “Mentat.”

The evermind rarely seemed to notice Gilbertus' s existence; he wondered if Omnius was being a sore
loser, since the human ward had indeed developed into a superior creature despite his squalid beginning.
Apparently, the evermind did not like to be proved wrong in his assumptions.

When they reached the Central Spire, Omnius said, “| have excellent information to share.” Hisvoice
boomed through speakersin the silvery walls of the main chamber. “It is what thehrethgir would call
‘good news."”

Colors swirled in pearlescent, hypnotic patterns on the Omnius wallscreens. Gilbertus didn’t know where
to look. Omnius seemed to be everywhere. Watcheyes flitted around the room, hovering and humming.

The robot’ s flowmetal face formed into a smile. “What has happened, Omnius?’
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“In summary: Our retrovirus epidemic is devastating the human population, exactly as predicted. The
Army of the Jihad is completely preoccupied with its response to the crisis. For months they have been
unable to take any military action against us.”

“Perhaps we can finally regain some of our territory,” Erasmus said, the smile still fixed on his platinum
face.

“More than that. | have dispatched numerous robotic spycraft to verify the vulnerability of Salusa
Secundus and other League Worlds. In the meantime, | intend to build up and consolidate a war fleet of
greater power than any in human-recorded history. Since the weakenedhrethgir do not pose a threat to us
at the moment, | will recall all of my robotic battleships from across the Synchronized Worlds and
assemble them here.”

“Putting al of your eggs in one basket,” Erasmus said, again selecting an appropriate cliché.

“Preparing an offensive force against which the League of Nobles has no chance. | calculate zero
probability of failure, statistically. In all our previous engagements, the military strength was too evenly
matched to guarantee us a victory. Now, our superior numbers will overwhelmhrethgir resistance by at
least afactor of a hundred. The fate of the human race is assured.”

“Undoubtedly, it isamost impressive plan, Omnius,” the robot said.

Gilbertus listened quietly, wondering if the evermind was trying to intimidate him. Why would Omnius
bother?

“Is this the reason you have summoned us?’ Erasmus asked.

The computer’ s voice increased dramatically in volume, asif to startle them. “1 have concluded that
before our final assault against the League of Nobles, every one of my components—my

‘subjects —must join asingle integrated network. | can afford no anomalies or diversions. In order for the
Synchronized Worlds to be victorious, we must all be synchronized.”

Erasmus' s face reverted to its smooth mirrorlike countenance. Gilbertus could tell that his mentor was
troubled. “1 do not understand, Omnius.”

“1 have tolerated your unnecessary independence for too long, Erasmus. Now | need to standardize your
programming and personality with my own. There is no longer any requirement for you to be different. |
find it adistraction.”

Alarm surged through Gilbertus, and he forcibly dampened his reactions. His mentor would solve this
problem, as he always had. Erasmus must feel the same shock, though his placid robotic face displayed
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none of it.
“That is not necessary, Omnius. | can continue to provide valuable insights. There will be no distraction.”

“You have said this for many years. It isno longer efficient for me to keep you distinct from my
evermind.”

“Omnius, | have compiled much irreplaceable data during the span of my existence. Y ou may still find
certain revelations enlightening, and they can provide you with alternate paths for cogitation.” Listening
to the calm words of the robot, Gilbertus wanted to scream. How could he not feel desperate? “1f you
simply assimilate me into your greater mental database, then my decision-paths and perspectives will be
compromised.”

He would diel

“Not if | keep all of your datain an isolated program. | will partition the record to keep your conclusion
trees separate. Therefore the problem is solved, and Erasmus as a separate entity can be eliminated.”

Gilbertus swallowed hard as he listened. Sweat broke out on his brow.

Erasmus paused while his gelcircuitry mind churned through thousands of possibilities, discarding most
of them, looking for some way to sidestep this demand he had known would eventually come.

“For greater efficiency in our operations, | must complete my remaining work in progress. Therefore, |
suggest that before you store my data and erase my memory core entirely, you allow me one more day to
conclude several experiments and collate the information.” Erasmus faced one of the pearly wallscreens.
“ Afterward, Gilbertus Albans can finish the work, but | must prepare for the transition and give him
precise instructions.”

Gilbertus felt knots in his stomach. “Will one day be sufficient, Father?” His voice cracked.

“You are an adept student, my Mentat.” The robot turned to his human ward. “We do not want to delay
the plans of Omnius.”

Omnius considered for along, tense mom