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The Matador and the Bull 

1.  The Panoplia Propheticus 

“My husband told me of your title, Shadout,” Jessica said. “I 
recognized the word. It’s a very ancient word.” 

“You know the ancient tongues then?” Mapes asked, and she waited 
with an odd intensity. 

“Tongues are the Bene Gesserit’s first learning,” Jessica said. “I know 
the Bhotani Jib and the Chakobsa, all the hunting languages.” 

Mapes nodded. “Just as the legend says.” 
And Jessica wondered: Why do I play out this sham? But the Bene 

Gesserit ways were devious and compelling. 
“I know the Dark Things and the ways of the Great Mother,” Jessica 

said. She read the more obvious signs in Mapes’ actions and appearance, 
the petit betrayals. “Miseces prejia,” she said in the Chakobsa tongue. 
“Andral t’re pera! Trada cik buscakri miseces perakri—” 

Mapes took a backward step, appeared poised to flee. 
“I know many things,” Jessica said. “I know that you have borne 

children, that you have lost loved ones, that you have hidden in fear and 
that you have done violence and will yet do more violence. I know many 
things.” 

In a low voice, Mapes said: “I meant no offense, my Lady.” (86)  
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2.  The Thing Must Take Its Course 
 
Mapes composed herself, said: “The uncleansed who have seen a 

crysknife may not leave Arrakis alive. Never forget that, my Lady. You’ve 
been entrusted with a crysknife.” She took a deep breath. “Now the thing 
must take its course. It cannot be hurried.” She glanced at the stacked 
boxes and piled goods around them. “And there’s work aplenty to while 
the time for us here.” 

Jessica hesitated. “The thing must take its course.” That was a specific 
catchphrase from the Missionaria Protectiva’s stock of incantations—The 
coming of the Reverend Mother to free you. 

But I’m not a Reverend Mother, Jessica thought. And then: Great 
Mother! They planted that one here! This must be a hideous place! (89-90) 
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3.  The Maker 

 
“It’s a crysknife,” she said. 
“Say it not lightly,” Mapes said. “Do you know its meaning?” 
And Jessica thought: There was an edge to that question. Here’s the reason this 

Fremen has taken service with me, to ask that one question. My answer could 
precipitate violence or . . . what? She seeks an answer from me: the meaning of a knife. 
She’s called the Shadout in the Chakobsa tongue. Knife, that’s “Death Maker” in 
Chakobsa. She’s getting restive. I must answer now. Delay is as dangerous as the 
wrong answer.  

Jessica said: “It’s a maker—” 
“Eighe-e-e-e-e-e!” Mapes wailed. It was a sound of both grief and elation. 

She trembled so hard the knife blade sent glittering shards of reflection 
shooting around the room. 

Jessica waited, poised. She had intended to say the knife was a maker of 
death and then add the ancient word, but every sense warned her now, all the 
deep training of alertness that exposed meaning in the most casual muscle 
twitch. 

The key word was . . . maker. 
Maker? Maker.  
Still, Mapes held the knife as though ready to use it. 
Jessica said: “Did you think that I, knowing the mysteries of the Great 

Mother, would not know the Maker?” (87-88) 
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4.  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. This is the pattern of history, girl.” (36) 
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5.  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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6.  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 gom 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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7.  The Nexus 
 
Jessica stared at her son, seeing the oval shape of face so like 

her own. But the hair was the Duke’s—coal-colored and tousled. 
Long lashes concealed the lime-toned eyes. Jessica smiled, feeling 
her fears retreat. She was suddenly caught by the idea of genetic 
traces in her son’s features—her lines in eyes and facial outline, 
but sharp touches of the father peering through that outline like 
maturity emerging from childhood. 

She thought of the boy’s features as an exquisite distillation 
out of random patterns—endless queues of happenstance 
meeting at this nexus. The thought made her want to kneel beside 
the bed and take her son in her arms, but she was inhibited by 
Yueh’s presence. She stepped back, closed the door softly. (97) 
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8.  Bull v. Duke I 
 
Against a carton to her right stood the painting of the Duke’s 

father. Wrapping twine hung from it like a frayed decoration. A 
piece of the twine was still clutched in Jessica’s left hand. Beside 
the painting lay a black bull’s head mounted on a polished board. 
The head was a dark island in a sea of wadded paper. Its plaque 
lay flat on the floor, and the bull’s shiny muzzle pointed at the 
ceiling as though the beast were ready to bellow a challenge into 
this echoing room. 

Jessica wondered what compulsion had brought her to 
uncover those two things first—the head and the painting. She 
knew there was something symbolic in the action. Not since the 
day when the Duke’s buyers had taken her from the school had 
she felt this frightened and unsure of herself. 

The head and the picture. (77-78) 
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9.  Bull v. Duke II 
 
He glanced at the painting of his father. “Where were you 

going to hang that?” 
“Somewhere in here.” 
“No.” The word rang flat and final, telling her she could use 

trickery to persuade, but open argument was useless. Still, she 
had to try, even if the gesture served only to remind herself that 
she would not trick him. 

“My Lord,” she said, “if you’d only. . . .” 
“The answer remains no. I indulge you shamefully in most 

things, not in this. I’ve just come from the dining hall where there 
are—” 

“My Lord! Please.”  
“The choice is between your digestion and my ancestral 

dignity, my dear,” he said. “They will hang in the dining hall.” 
She sighed. “Yes, my Lord.” (80) 
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10.  Bull v. Duke III 
 
Jessica turned away, faced the painting of Leto’s father. It had 

been done by the famed artist, Albe, during the Old Duke’s 
middle years. He was portrayed in matador costume with a 
magenta cape flung over his left arm. The face looked young, 
hardly older than Leto’s now, and with the same hawk features, 
the same gray stare. She clenched her fists at her sides, glared at 
the painting. 

“Damn you! Damn you! Damn you!” she whispered. (84) 
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11.  The Duke’s Division 
 
“Besides, Wellington, the Duke is really two men. One of 

them I love very much. He’s charming, witty, considerate . . . 
tender—everything a woman could desire. But the other man 
is . . . cold, callous, demanding, selfish—as harsh and cruel as a 
winter wind. That’s the man shaped by the father.” Her face 
contorted. “If only that old man had died when my Duke was 
born!” (104-105) 
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12.  Bull v. Duke IV 
 
“The painting of the Old Duke over there, it must be hung on one side of 

the dining hall. The bull’s head must go on the wall opposite the painting.” 
Mapes crossed to the bull’s head. “What a great beast it must have been 

to carry such a head,” she said. She stooped. “I’ll have to be cleaning this first, 
won’t I, my Lady?” 

“No.” 
“But there’s dirt caked on its horns.” 
“That’s not dirt, Mapes. That’s the blood of our Duke’s father. Those 

horns were sprayed with a transparent fixative within hours after this beast 
killed the Old Duke.” 

Mapes stood up. “Ah, now!” she said. 
“It’s just blood,” Jessica said. “Old blood at that. Get some help hanging 

these now. The beastly things are heavy.” 
“Did you think the blood bothered me?” Mapes asked. “I’m of the desert 

and I’ve seen blood aplenty.”  
(...) 
“On which side of the dining hall shall I hang which one of these pretties, 

my Lady?” Mapes asked. 
Ever the practical one, this Mapes, Jessica thought. She said: “Use your own 

judgment, Mapes. It makes no real difference.” (90-91) 
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13.  The Old Feud 
 
“There’ll be much bloodshed soon,” she said. “The Harkonnens 

won’t rest until they’re dead or my Duke destroyed. The Baron cannot 
forget that Leto is a cousin of the royal blood—no matter what the 
distance—while the Harkonnen titles came out of the CHOAM 
pocketbook. But the poison in him, deep in his mind, is the knowledge 
that an Atreides had a Harkonnen banished for cowardice after the Battle 
of Corrin.” 

“The old feud,” Yueh muttered. And for a moment he felt an acid 
touch of hate. The old feud had trapped him in its web, killed his Wanna 
or—worse—left her for Harkonnen tortures until her husband did their 
bidding. The old feud had trapped him and these people were part of that 
poisonous thing. The irony was that such deadliness should come to 
flower here on Arrakis, the one source in the universe of melange, the 
prolonger of life, the giver of health.  

“What are you thinking?” she asked. 
“I am thinking that the spice brings six hundred and twenty 

thousand solaris the decagram on the open market right now. That is 
wealth to buy many things.” (102-103)   
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14.  Divided Opinion on the Duke 
 
It is said that the Duke Leto blinded himself to the perils of 

Arrakis, that he walked heedlessly into the pit. Would it not be 
more likely to suggest he had lived so long in the presence of 
extreme danger he misjudged a change in its intensity? Or is it 
possible he deliberately sacrificed himself that his son might have 
a better life? All evidence indicates the Duke was a man not easily 
hoodwinked. (125)   
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15.  For the Father, Nothing 

 
The Duke felt in this moment that his own dearest dream was to end all class 

distinctions and never again think of deadly order. He looked up and out of the dust 
at the unwinking stars, thought: Around one of those little lights circles Caladan . . . but 
I’ll never again see my home. The longing for Caladan was a sudden pain in his breast. 
He felt that it did not come from within himself, but that it reached out to him from 
Caladan. He could not bring himself to call this dry wasteland of Arrakis his home, 
and he doubted he ever would. 

I must mask my feelings, he thought. For the boy’s sake. If ever he’s to have a home, 
this must be it. I may think of Arrakis as a hell I’ve reached before death, but he must find 
here that which will inspire him. There must be something. 

A wave of self-pity, immediately despised and rejected, swept through him, 
and for some reason he found himself recalling two lines from a poem Gurney 
Halleck often repeated— 

 
 “My lungs taste the air of Time 
 Blown past falling sands. . . .” 

 
Well, Gurney would find plenty of falling sands here, the Duke thought. The 

central wastelands beyond those moon-frosted cliffs were desert—barren rock, 
dunes, and blowing dust, an uncharted dry wilderness with here and there along its 
rim and perhaps scattered through it, knots of Fremen. If anything could buy a 
future for the Atreides line, the Fremen just might do it. (126-127)   
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16.  Paul’s Assessment 
 
It ended up in confusion, Paul thought, staring at the backs of the last 

men to leave. Always before, Staff had ended on an incisive air. This 
meeting had just seemed to trickle out, worn down by its own 
inadequacies, and with an argument to top it off.  

For the first time, Paul allowed himself to think about the real 
possibility of defeat—not thinking about it out of fear or because of 
warnings such as that of the old Reverend Mother, but facing up to it 
because of his own assessment of the situation. 

My father is desperate, he thought. Things aren’t going well for us at all. 
And Hawat—Paul recalled how the old Mentat had acted during the 

conference—subtle hesitations, signs of unrest. 
Hawat was deeply troubled by something. (155-156)   
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


