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The Thing Must Take Its Course 

1.  A Thatched Barn Where Brigands Drink in the Reek? 

“You’re just tired, Father.” 
“I am tired,” the Duke agreed. “I’m morally tired. The melancholy 

degeneration of the Great Houses has afflicted me at last, perhaps. And 
we were such strong people once.” 

Paul spoke in quick anger: “Our House hasn’t degenerated!” 
“Hasn’t it?” 
The Duke turned, faced his son, revealing dark circles beneath hard 

eyes, a cynical twist of mouth. “I should wed your mother, make her my 
Duchess. Yet . . . my unwedded state gives some Houses hope they may 
yet ally with me through their marriageable daughters.” He shrugged. 
“So, I. . .” 

“Mother has explained this to me.” 
“Nothing wins more loyalty for a leader than an air of bravura,” the 

Duke said. “I, therefore, cultivate an air of bravura.” 
“You lead well,” Paul protested. “You govern well. Men follow you 

willingly and love you.” 
“My propaganda corps is one of the finest,” the Duke said. (168)  
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2.  The Tools of Statecraft 
 
“To hold Arrakis,” the Duke said, “one is faced with 

decisions that may cost one his self-respect.” He pointed out the 
window to the Atreides green and black banner hanging limply 
from a staff at the edge of the landing field. “That honorable 
banner could come to mean many evil things.” 

Paul swallowed in a dry throat. His father’s words carried 
futility, a sense of fatalism that left the boy with an empty feeling 
in his chest. 

The Duke took an antifatigue tablet from a pocket, gulped it 
dry. “Power and fear,” he said. “The tools of statecraft. I must 
order new emphasis on guerrilla training for you. That filmclip 
there—they call you ‘Mahdi’—’Lisan al-Gaib’—as a last resort, 
you might capitalize on that.” (170) 
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3.  Not Totally Degenerate 
 
And Kynes, returning the stare, found himself troubled by a 

fact he had observed here: This Duke was concerned more over the 
men than he was over the spice. He risked his own life and that of his son 
to save the men. He passed off the loss of a spice crawler with a gesture. 
The threat to men’s lives had him in a rage. A leader such as that would 
command fanatic loyalty. He would be difficult to defeat. 

Against his own will and all previous judgments, Kynes 
admitted to himself: I like this Duke. (203-204) 
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4.  Death Thoughts 

 
As the guests waited, their attention torn between the dishes placed before 

them and the standing Duke, Leto said: “In olden times, it was the duty of the host 
to entertain his guests with his own talents.” His knuckles turned white, so fiercely 
did he grip his water flagon. “I cannot sing, but I give you the words of Gurney’s 
song. Consider it another toast—a toast to all who’ve died bringing us to this 
station.” 

An uncomfortable stirring sounded around the table. 
Jessica lowered her gaze, glanced at the people seated nearest her—there was 

the round-faced water-shipper and his woman, the pale and austere Guild Bank 
representative (he seemed a whistle-faced scarecrow with his eyes fixed on Leto), the 
rugged and scar-faced Tuek, his blue-within-blue eyes downcast.  

“Review, friends—troops long past review,” the Duke intoned. “All to fate a 
weight of pains and dollars. Their spirits wear our silver collars. Review, friends—
troops long past review: Each a dot of time without pretense or guile. With them 
passes the lure of fortune. Review, friends—troops long past review. When our time 
ends on its rictus smile, we’ll pass the lure of fortune.” 

The Duke allowed his voice to trail off on the last line, took a deep drink from 
his water flagon, slammed it back onto the table. Water slopped over the brim onto 
the linen. 

The others drank in embarrassed silence. 
Again, the Duke lifted his water flagon, and this time emptied its remaining 

half onto the floor, knowing that the others around the table must do the same. 
Jessica was first to follow his example. (216-217) 
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5.  Looking Out To See the Dawn 

 
A predawn hush had come over the desert basin. He looked up. Straight 

overhead, the stars were a sequin shawl flung over blue-black. Low on the southern 
horizon, the night’s second moon peered through a thin dust haze—an unbelieving 
moon that looked at him with a cynical light. 

As the Duke watched, the moon dipped beneath the Shield Wall cliffs, frosting 
them, and in the sudden intensity of darkness, he experienced a chill. He shivered. 

Anger shot through him. 
The Harkonnens have hindered and hounded and hunted me for the last time, he 

thought. They are dung heaps with village provost minds! Here I make my stand! And he 
thought with a touch of sadness: I must rule with eye and claw—as the hawk among 
lesser birds. Unconsciously, his hand brushed the hawk emblem on his tunic. 

To the east, the night grew a faggot of luminous gray, then seashell opalescence 
that dimmed the stars. There came the long, bell-tolling movement of dawn striking 
across a broken horizon. 

It was a scene of such beauty it caught all his attention. 
Some things beggar likeness, he thought. 
He had never imagined anything here could be as beautiful as that shattered 

red horizon and the purple and ochre cliffs. Beyond the landing field where the 
night’s faint dew had touched life into the hurried seeds of Arrakis, he saw great 
puddles of red blooms and, running through them, an articulate tread of violet . . . 
like giant footsteps. 

“It’s a beautiful morning, Sire,” the guard said. 
“Yes, it is.” 
The Duke nodded, thinking: Perhaps this planet could grow on one. Perhaps it 

could become a good home for my son. (164-165) 
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6.  Manna in the Desert 
 
“Our fathers ate manna in the desert, 
In the burning places where whirlwinds came. 
Lord, save us from that horrible land! 
Save us . . . oh-h-h-h, save us 
From the dry and thirsty land.” (185) 
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7.  A Complex Interpretive Challenge 
 
Before Paul could answer, Jessica leaned forward, said: “Sir!” And 

she thought: We must learn this Harkonnen creature’s game. Is he here to try 
for Paul? Does he have help? 

“My son displays a general garment and you claim it’s cut to your 
fit?” Jessica asked. “What a fascinating revelation.” She slid a hand down 
to her leg to the crysknife she had fastened in a calf-sheath. 

The banker turned his glare on Jessica. Eyes shifted away from Paul 
and she saw him ease himself back from the table, freeing himself for 
action. He had focused on the code word: garment. “Prepare for violence.” 

Kynes directed a speculative look at Jessica, gave a subtle hand 
signal to Tuek. 

The smuggler lurched to his feet, lifted his flagon. “I’ll give you a 
toast,” he said. “To young Paul Atreides, still a lad by his looks, but a man 
by his actions.” 

Why do they intrude? Jessica asked herself. 
The banker stared now at Kynes, and Jessica saw terror return to the 

agent’s face. (231) 
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8.  Prophecy and Fulfillment I 
 
His first encounter with the people he had been ordered to 

betray left Dr. Kynes shaken. He prided himself on being a 
scientist to whom legends were merely interesting clues, pointing 
toward cultural roots. Yet the boy fitted the ancient prophecy so 
precisely. He had “the questing eyes,” and the air of “reserved 
candor.” 

Of course, the prophecy left certain latitude as to whether the 
Mother Goddess would bring the Messiah with her or produce 
Him on the scene. Still, there was this odd correspondence 
between prediction and persons. (171-172) 
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9.  Prophecy and Fulfillment II 
 
“We are indebted to you, Dr. Kynes,” Leto said. “These suits and the 

consideration for our welfare will be remembered.” 
On impulse, Paul called to mind a quotation from the O.C. Bible, 

said: “’The gift is the blessing of the giver.’” 
The words rang out overloud in the still air. The Fremen escort 

Kynes had left in the shade of the administration building leaped up from 
their squatting repose, muttering in open agitation. One cried out: “Lisan 
al-Gaib!” 

Kynes whirled, gave a curt, chopping signal with a hand, waved the 
guard away. They fell back, grumbling among themselves, trailed away 
around the building. 

“Most interesting,” Leto said. 
Kynes passed a hard glare over the Duke and Paul, said: “Most of 

the desert natives here are a superstitious lot. Pay no attention to them. 
They mean no harm.” But he thought of the words of the legend: “They 
will greet you with Holy Words and your gifts will be a blessing.” (175-176) 
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10.  Prophecy and Fulfillment III 
 
Paul stood passively as Kynes inspected the suit. It had been an odd 

sensation putting on the crinkling, slick-surfaced garment. In his 
foreconsciousness had been the absolute knowledge that he had never before 
worn a stillsuit. Yet, each motion of adjusting the adhesion tabs under 
Gurney’s inexpert guidance had seemed natural, instinctive. When he had 
tightened the chest to gain maximum pumping action from the motion of 
breathing, he had known what he did and why. When he had fitted the neck 
and forehead tabs tightly, he had known it was to prevent friction blisters. 

Kynes straightened, stepped back with a puzzled expression. “You’ve 
worn a stillsuit before?” he asked. 

“This is the first time.” 
“Then someone adjusted it for you?” 
“No.” 
“Your desert boots are fitted slip-fashion at the ankles. Who told you to 

do that?” 
“It . . . seemed the right way.”  
“That it most certainly is.” 
And Kynes rubbed his cheek, thinking of the legend: “He shall know your 

ways as though born to them.” (178-179) 
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11.  Prophecy and Fulfillment IV 

 
“My Lord, the Duke, and I have other plans for our conservatory,” Jessica said. 

She smiled at Leto. “We intend to keep it, certainly, but only to hold it in trust for the 
people of Arrakis. It is our dream that someday the climate of Arrakis may be 
changed sufficiently to grow such plants anywhere in the open.” 

Bless her! Leto thought. Let our water-shipper chew on that. 
“Your interest in water and weather control is obvious,” the Duke said. “I’d 

advise you to diversify your holdings. One day, water will not be a precious 
commodity on Arrakis.” (...) 

Leto’s attention was caught by the expression on Kynes’ face. The man was 
staring at Jessica. He appeared transfigured—like a man in love . . . or caught in a 
religious trance. 

Kynes’ thoughts were overwhelmed at last by the words of prophecy: “And 
they shall share your most precious dream.” He spoke directly to Jessica: “Do you bring 
the shortening of the way?” (...) 

Jessica crossed to Leto, slipped her hand under his arm to gain a moment in 
which to calm herself. Kynes had said: “. . . the shortening of the way.” In the old 
tongue, the phrase translated as “Kwisatz Haderach.” The planetologist’s odd 
question seemed to have gone unnoticed by the others, and now Kynes was bending 
over one of the consort women, listening to a low-voiced coquetry. 

Kwisatz Haderach, Jessica thought. Did our Missonaria Protectiva plant that legend 
here, too? The thought fanned her secret hope for Paul. He could be the Kwisatz 
Haderach. He could be. (211-212) 
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12.  The Importance of Being Sardonic 
 
Greatness is a transitory experience. It is never consistent. It 

depends in part upon the myth-making imagination of 
humankind. The person who experiences greatness must have a 
feeling for the myth he is in. He must reflect what is projected 
upon him. And he must have a strong sense of the sardonic. This 
is what uncouples him from belief in his own pretensions. The 
sardonic is all that permits him to move within himself. Without 
this quality, even occasional greatness will destroy a man. (205) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 


