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The Hand That Had Known Pain 

1.  The High-Handed Enemy 

She bent close, lowered her voice almost to a whisper. “You will feel 
pain in this hand within the box. Pain. But! Withdraw the hand and I’ll 
touch your neck with my gom jabbar—the death so swift it’s like the fall 
of the headsman’s axe. Withdraw your hand and the gom jabbar takes 
you. Understand?” 

“What’s in the box?” 
“Pain.” 
He felt increased tingling in his hand, pressed his lips tightly 

together. How could this be a test? he wondered. The tingling became an 
itch.  

The old woman said: “You’ve heard of animals chewing off a leg to 
escape a trap? There’s an animal kind of trick. A human would remain in 
the trap, endure the pain, feigning death that he might kill the trapper and 
remove a threat to his kind.” 

The itch became the faintest burning. “Why are you doing this?” he 
demanded. 

“To determine if you’re human. Be silent.” (12-13)  
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2.  Animal and Human 
 
Paul sensed his own tensions, decided to practice one of the mind-

body lessons his mother had taught him. Three quick breaths triggered 
the responses: he fell into the floating awareness . . . focusing the 
consciousness . . . aortal dilation . . . avoiding the unfocused mechanism of 
consciousness . . . to be conscious by choice . . . blood enriched and swift-
flooding the overload regions . . . one does not obtain food-safety-freedom by 
instinct alone . . . animal consciousness does not extend beyond the given 
moment nor into the idea that its victims may become extinct . . . the 
animal destroys and does not produce . . . animal pleasures remain close 
to sensation levels and avoid the perceptual . . . the human requires a 
background grid through which to see his universe . . . focused 
consciousness by choice, this forms your grid . . . bodily integrity follows 
nerve-blood flow according to the deepest awareness of cell needs . . . all 
things/cells/beings are impermanent . . . strive for flow-permanence 
within . . .  

Over and over and over within Paul’s floating awareness the lesson 
rolled. (6-7) 
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3.  The Baron Revealed 
 
The Baron moved out and away from the globe of Arrakis. 

As he emerged from the shadows, his figure took on dimension—
grossly and immensely fat. And with subtle bulges beneath folds 
of his dark robes to reveal that all this fat was sustained partly by 
portable suspensors harnessed to his flesh. He might weigh two 
hundred Standard kilos in actuality, but his feet would carry no 
more than fifty of them. 

“I am hungry,” the Baron rumbled, and he rubbed his 
protruding lips with a beringed hand, stared down at Feyd-
Rautha through fat-enfolded eyes. “Send for food, my darling. We 
will eat before we retire.” (33) 

 
 



The Hand That Had Known Pain 

4.  Different Perspectives 
 
“Don’t the Harkonnens know about the Fremen?” 
“The Harkonnens sneered at the Fremen, hunted them for sport, 

never even bothered trying to count them. We know the Harkonnen 
policy with planetary populations—spend as little as possible to maintain 
them.” 

The metallic threads in the hawk symbol above his father’s breast 
glistened as the Duke shifted his position. “You see?” 

“We’re negotiating with the Fremen right now,” Paul said. 
“I sent a mission headed by Duncan Idaho,” the Duke said. “A proud 

and ruthless man, Duncan, but fond of the truth. I think the Fremen will 
admire him. If we’re lucky, they may judge us by him: Duncan, the 
moral.” 

“Duncan, the moral,” Paul said, “and Gurney the valorous.” (72) 
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5.  Lurking in the Shadows 
 
“I’m going to watch our screens and try to see a Guildsman.” 
“You won’t. Not even their agents ever see a Guildsman. The 

Guild’s as jealous of its privacy as it is of its monopoly. Don’t do 
anything to endanger our shipping privileges, Paul.” 

“Do you think they hide because they’ve mutated and don’t 
look . . . human anymore?” (73) 
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6.  Bearing Fruit 
 
Halleck watched as he manipulated the controls. His mind 

seemed to be in two parts: one alert to the needs of the training 
fight, and the other wandering in fly-buzz. 

I’m the well-trained fruit tree, he thought. Full of well-trained 
feelings and abilities and all of them grafted onto me—all bearing for 
someone else to pick.  

For some reason, he recalled his younger sister, her elfin face 
so clear in his mind. But she was dead now—in a pleasure house 
for Harkonnen troops. She had loved pansies . . . or was it 
daisies? He couldn’t remember. It bothered him that he couldn’t 
remember. (58-59) 
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7.  The Thinking Machine and the Witch 
 
“I’d know the difference.” 
He might at that, Hawat thought. That witch mother of his is giving him 

the deep training, certainly. I wonder what her precious school thinks of that? 
Maybe that’s why they sent the old Proctor here—to whip our dear Lady Jessica 
into line. 

Hawat pulled up a chair across from Paul, sat down facing the door. 
He did it pointedly, leaned back and studied the room. It struck him as an 
odd place suddenly, a stranger-place with most of its hardware already 
gone off to Arrakis. A training table remained, and a fencing mirror with 
its crystal prisms quiescent, the target dummy beside it patched and 
padded, looking like an ancient foot soldier maimed and battered in the 
wars.  

There stand I, Hawat thought. 
“Thufir, what’re you thinking?” Paul asked. 
Hawat looked at the boy. “I was thinking we’ll all be out of here soon 

and likely never see the place again.” 
“Does that make you sad?” (45-46) 
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8.  Things Unseen 
 
“Read it aloud,” Yueh said. 
Paul wet his lips with his tongue, read: “‘Think you of the 

fact that a deaf person cannot hear. Then, what deafness may we 
not all possess? What senses do we lack that we cannot see and 
cannot hear another world all around us? What is there around us 
that we cannot—’” 

“Stop it!” Yueh barked. 
Paul broke off, stared at him. 
Yueh closed his eyes, fought to regain composure. What 

perversity caused the book to open at my Wanna’s favorite passage? He 
opened his eyes, saw Paul staring at him. 

“Is something wrong?” Paul asked. (64) 
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9.  Terrible Purpose 
 
Paul looked at his mother. She told the truth. He wanted to get 

away alone and think this experience through, but knew he could 
not leave until he was dismissed. The old woman had gained a 
power over him. They spoke truth. His mother had undergone this 
test. There must be terrible purpose in it . . . the pain and fear had 
been terrible. He understood terrible purposes. They drove 
against all odds. They were their own necessity. Paul felt that he 
had been infected with terrible purpose. He did not know yet 
what the terrible purpose was. (16-17) 
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10.  Seeing the Future 
 
“I ask only what you see in the future with your superior abilities.” 
“I see in the future what I’ve seen in the past. You well know the 

pattern of our affairs, Jessica. The race knows its own mortality and fears 
stagnation of its heredity. It’s in the bloodstream—the urge to mingle 
genetic strains without plan. The Imperium, the CHOAM Company, all 
the Great Houses, they are but bits of flotsam in the path of the flood.” 

“CHOAM,” Jessica muttered. “I suppose it’s already decided how 
they’ll redivide the spoils of Arrakis.” 

“What is CHOAM but the weather vane of our times,” the old 
woman said. “The Emperor and his friends now command fifty-nine 
point six-five per cent of the CHOAM directorship’s votes. Certainly they 
smell profits, and likely as others smell those same profits his voting 
strength will increase. That is the pattern of history, girl.” (36) 
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11.  The Bene Gesserit Lie 
 
“We have two chief survivors of those ancient schools: the Bene 

Gesserit and the Spacing Guild. The Guild, so we think, emphasizes 
almost pure mathematics. Bene Gesserit performs another function.” 

“Politics,” he said. 
“Kull wahad!” the old woman said. She sent a hard glance at Jessica. 
“I’ve not told him, Your Reverence,” Jessica said. 
The Reverend Mother returned her attention to Paul. “You did that 

on remarkably few clues,” she said. “Politics indeed. The original Bene 
Gesserit school was directed by those who saw the need of a thread of 
continuity in human affairs. They saw there could be no such continuity 
without separating human stock from animal stock—for breeding 
purposes.” 

The old woman’s words abruptly lost their special sharpness for 
Paul. He felt an offense against what his mother called his instinct for 
rightness. It wasn’t that Reverend Mother lied to him. She obviously 
believed what she said. It was something deeper, something tied to his 
terrible purpose. (18) 
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12.  The Kwisatz Haderach 
 
Paul felt himself coming more and more out of the shock of the test. He 

leveled a measuring stare at her, said: “You say maybe I’m the . . . Kwisatz 
Haderach. What’s that, a human gob jabbar?” 

“Paul,” Jessica said. “You mustn’t take that tone with—” 
“I’ll handle this, Jessica,” the old woman said. “Now, lad, do you know 

about the Truthsayer drug?” 
“You take it to improve your ability to detect falsehood,” he said. “My 

mother’s told me.” 
“Have you ever seen truthtrance?” 
He shook his head. “No.” 
“The drug’s dangerous,” she said, “but it gives insight. When a 

Truthsayer’s gifted by the drug, she can look many places in her memory—in 
her body’s memory. We look down so many avenues of the past . . . but only 
feminine avenues.” Her voice took on a note of sadness. “Yet, there’s a place 
where no Truthsayer can see. We are repelled by it, terrorized. It is said a man 
will come one day and find in the gift of the drug his inward eye. He will look 
where we cannot—into both feminine and masculine pasts.” 

“Your Kwisatz Haderach?” 
“Yes, the one who can be many places at once: the Kwisatz 

Haderach.” (19-20) 
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13.  A Tone Poem for Sad Times 
 
“I remember salt smoke from a beach fire 
And shadows under the pines— 
Solid, clean . . . fixed— 
Seagulls perched at the tip of land,  
White upon green . . .  
And a wind comes through the pines 
To sway the shadows; 
The seagulls spread their wings, 
Lift 
And fill the sky with screeches. 
And I hear the wind 
Blowing across our beach,  
And the surf, 
And I see that our fire 
Has scorched the seaweed.” (40-41)  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


