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The Seed is Sown 

1.  An Unnatural Human 

“You accuse me of whispering baseless suspicions?” 
“Baseless, yes.” 
“You’d meet this with your own whispers?” 
“Your life is compounded of whispers, not mine, Thufir.” 
“Then you question my abilities?” 
She sighed. “Thufir, I want you to examine your own emotional 

involvement in this. The natural human’s an animal without logic. Your 
projections of logic onto all affairs is unnatural, but suffered to continue for its 
usefulness. You’re the embodiment of logic—a Mentat. Yet, your problem 
solutions are concepts that, in a very real sense, are projected outside yourself, 
there to be studied and rolled around, examined from all sides.” 

“You think now to teach me my trade?” he asked, and he did not try to 
hide the disdain in his voice. 

“Anything outside yourself, this you can see and apply your logic to it,” 
she said. “But it’s a human trait that when we encounter personal problems, 
those things most deeply personal are the most difficult to bring out for our 
logic to scan. We tend to flounder around, blaming everything but the actual, 
deep-seated thing that’s really chewing on us.” (248-249)  
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2.  Being the Bull 
 
“Then I’ll pose another question for you: What does it mean to you that 

you stand before another human, that you are bound and helpless and the 
other human holds a knife at your throat—yet this other human refrains from 
killing you, frees you from your bonds and gives you the knife to use as you 
will?” 

She lifted herself out of the chair, turned her back on him. “You may go 
now, Thufir.” 

The old Mentat arose, hesitated, hand creeping toward the deadly 
weapon beneath his tunic. He was reminded of the bull ring and of the Duke’s 
father (who’d been brave, no matter what his other failings) and one day of the 
corrida long ago: The fierce black beast had stood there, head bowed, 
immobilized and confused. The Old Duke had turned his back on the horns, 
cape thrown flamboyantly over one arm, while cheers rained down from the 
stands. 

I am the bull and she the matador, Hawat thought. He withdrew his hand 
from the weapon, glanced at the sweat glistening in his empty palm. 

And he knew that whatever the facts proved to be in the end, he would 
never forget this moment nor lose this sense of supreme admiration for the 
Lady Jessica. (254-255) 
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3.  Cryptic Message 
 
Leto stood in the foyer of his house, studying a note by the 

light of a single suspensor lamp. Dawn was yet a few hours away, 
and he felt his tiredness. A Fremen messenger had brought the 
note to the outer guard just now as the Duke arrived from his 
command post. 

The note read: “A column of smoke by day, a pillar of fire by 
night.” 

There was no signature. 
What does it mean? he wondered. 
The messenger had gone without waiting for an answer and 

before he could be questioned. He had slipped into the night like 
some smoky shadow. (256) 

 
 



The Seed is Sown 

4.  Harkonnen Calculus 
 
A pity to waste such fighting men as the Duke’s, he thought. He 

smiled more broadly, laughing at himself. Pity should be cruel! He 
nodded. Failure was, by definition, expendable. The whole 
universe sat there, open to the man who could make the right 
decisions. The uncertain rabbits had to be exposed, made to run 
for their burrows. Else how could you control them and breed 
then? He pictured his fighting men as bees routing the rabbits. 
And he thought: The day hums sweetly when you have enough bees 
working for you. (285) 
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5.  Duke Leto: Final Thoughts 
 
Leto sensed memories rolling in his mind—the old toothless 

mutterings of hags. The room, the table, the Baron, a pair of terrified eyes
—blue within blue, the eyes—all compressed around him in ruined 
symmetry. 

There was a man with a boot-toe chin, a toy man falling. The toy 
man had a broken nose slanted to the left: an offbeat metronome caught 
forever at the start of an upward stroke. Leto heard the crash of crockery
—so distant—a roaring in his ears. His mind was a bin without end, 
catching everything. Everything that had ever been: every shout, every 
whisper, every . . . silence. 

One thought remained to him. Leto saw it in formless light on rays of 
black: The day the flesh shapes and the flesh the day shapes. The thought struck 
him with a sense of fullness he knew he could never explain. 

Silence. (296-297) 
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6.  Paul’s Awareness 
 
Something had happened to his awareness this night—he saw with 

sharpened clarity every circumstance and occurrence around him. He felt 
unable to stop the inflow of data or the cold precision with which each new 
item was added to his knowledge and the computation was centered in his 
awareness. It was Mentat power and more. 

Paul thought back to the moment of impotent rage as the strange ‘thopter 
dived out of the night onto them, stooping like a giant hawk above the desert 
with wind screaming through its wings. The thing in Paul’s mind had 
happened then. The ‘thopter had skidded and slewed across a sand ridge 
toward the running figures—his mother and himself. Paul remembered how 
the smell of burned sulfur from abrasion of ‘thopter skids against sand had 
drifted across them. 

His mother, he knew, had turned, expected to meet a lasgun in the hands 
of Harkonnen mercenaries, and had recognized Duncan Idaho leaning out the 
‘thopter’s open door shouting: “Hurry! There’s wormsign south of you!” 

But Paul had known as he turned who piloted the ‘thopter. An 
accumulation of minutiae in the way it was flown, the dash of the landing—
clues so small even his mother hadn’t detected them—had told Paul precisely 
who sat at those controls. (305) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 



The Seed is Sown 

7.  Paul’s Unimpaired Efficiency 
 
Remembering the letter, Paul re-experienced the distress of 

that moment—a thing sharp and strange that seemed to happen 
outside his new mental alertness. He had read that his father was 
dead, known the truth of the words, but had felt them as no more 
than another datum to be entered in his mind and used. 

I loved my father, Paul thought, and knew this for truth. I 
should mourn him. I should feel something.  

But he felt nothing except: Here’s an important fact. 
It was one with all the other facts. 
All the while his mind was adding sense impressions, 

extrapolating, computing. (306) 
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8.  A Time of Love 
 
Jessica turned away, frightened of the bitter strength in her 

son’s voice, hearing the precise assessment of chances. She sensed 
that his mind had leaped ahead of her, that it now saw more in 
some respects than she did. She had helped train the intelligence 
which did this, but now she found herself fearful of it. Her 
thoughts turned, seeking toward the lost sanctuary of her Duke, 
and tears burned her eyes. 

This is the way it had to be, Leto, she thought. “A time of love and 
a time of grief.” She rested her hand on her abdomen, awareness 
focused on the embryo there. I have the Atreides daughter I was 
ordered to produce, but the Reverend Mother was wrong: a daughter 
wouldn’t have saved my Leto. This child is only life reaching for the 
future in the midst of death. I conceived out of instinct and not out of 
obedience. (308-309) 
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9.  What Am I? 
 
“You’re suggesting the Guild itself controls this planet?” 
She was so slow. 
“No!” he said. “The Fremen! They’re paying the Guild for privacy, 

paying in a coin that’s freely available to anyone with desert power—
spice. This is more than a second-approximation answer; it’s the straight-
line computation. Depend on it.” 

“Paul,” Jessica said, “you’re not a Mentat yet; you can’t know for 
sure how—” 

“I’ll never be a Mentat,” he said. “I’m something else . . . a freak.” 
“Paul! How can you say such—” 
“Leave me alone!” 
He turned away from her, looking out into the night. Why can’t I 

mourn? he wondered. He felt that every fiber of his being craved this 
release, but it would be denied him forever. 

Jessica had never heard such distress in her son’s voice. She wanted 
to reach out to him, hold him, comfort him, help him—but she sensed 
there was nothing she could do. He had to solve this problem by himself. 
(311-312) 
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10.  Prescience Dawns 
 
Paul’s mind had gone on in its chilling precision. He saw the 

avenues ahead of them on this hostile planet. Without even the 
safety valve of dreaming, he focused his prescient awareness, 
seeing it as a computation of most probable futures, but with 
something more, an edge of mystery—as though his mind dipped 
into some timeless stratum and sampled the winds of the future. 

Abruptly, as though he had found a necessary key, Paul’s 
mind climbed another notch in awareness. He felt himself 
clinging to this new level, clutching at a precarious hold and 
peering about. It was as though he existed within a globe with 
avenues radiating away in all directions . . . yet this only 
approximated the sensation. (314) 
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11.  A Handkerchief in the Wind 
 
He remembered once seeing a gauze kerchief blowing in the wind 

and now he sensed the future as though it twisted across some surface as 
undulant and impermanent as that of the windblown kerchief.  

He saw people. 
He felt the heat and cold of uncounted probabilities.  
He knew names and places, experienced emotions without number, 

reviewed data of innumerable unexplored crannies. There was time to 
probe and test and taste, but no time to shape. 

The thing was a spectrum of possibilities from the most remote past 
to the most remote future—from the most probable to the most 
improbable. He saw his own death in countless ways. He saw new 
planets, new cultures. 

People. 
People. 
He saw them in such swarms they could not be listed, yet his mind 

catalogued them. 
Even the Guildsmen. (314-315) 
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12.  A Possible Future 
 
And he thought: The Guild—there’d be a way for us, my strangeness 

accepted as a familiar thing of high value, always with an assured supply of the 
now-necessary spice. 

But the idea of living out his life in the mind-groping-ahead-
through-possible-futures that guided hurtling spaceships appalled him. It 
was a way, though. And in meeting the possible future that contained 
Guildsmen he recognized his own strangeness. 

I have another kind of sight. I see another kind of terrain: the available 
paths. 

The awareness conveyed both reassurance and alarm—so many 
places on that other kind of terrain dipped or turned out of his sight. 

As swiftly as it had come, the sensation slipped away from him, and 
he realized the entire experience had taken the space of a heartbeat.  (315) 
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13.  The Freak 
 
And now he saw that he had a wealth of data few such minds ever 

before had encompassed. But this made the empty place within him no 
easier to bear. He felt that something must shatter. It was as though a 
clockwork control for a bomb had been set to ticking within him. It went 
on about its business no matter what he wanted. It recorded miniscule 
shadings of difference around him—a slight change in moisture, a 
fractional fall in temperature, the progress of an insect across their stilltent 
roof, the solemn approach of dawn in the starlighted patch of sky he 
could see out the tent’s transparent end.  

The emptiness was unbearable. Knowing how the clockwork had 
been set in motion made no difference. He could look to his own past and 
see the start of it—the training, the sharpening of talents, the refined 
pressures of sophisticated disciplines, even exposure to the O.C. Bible at a 
critical moment . . . and, lastly, the heavy intake of spice. And he could 
look ahead—the most terrifying direction—to see where it all pointed. 

I’m a monster! he thought. A freak! 
“No,” he said. Then: “No. No! NO!” (316) 
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14.  The Sleeper Awakened 
 
“Did you know what you doing when you trained me?” he asked. 
There’s no more childhood in his voice, she thought. And she said: “I 

hoped the thing any parent hopes—that you’d be . . . superior, different.” 
“Different?” 
She heard the bitterness in his tone, said: “Paul, I—” 
“You didn’t want a son!” he said. “You wanted a Kwisatz Haderach! 

You wanted a male Bene Gesserit!” 
She recoiled from his bitterness. “But Paul. . . . “ 
“Did you ever consult my father in this?” 
She spoke gently out of the freshness of her grief: “Whatever you are, 

Paul, the heredity is as much your father as me.” 
“But not the training,” he said. “Not the things that . . . awakened . . . 

the sleeper.” 
“Sleeper?” 
“It’s here.” He put a hand to his head and then to his breast. “In me. 

It goes on and on and on and on and—” (317-318) 
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15.  Terrible Purpose 
 
So here we live out our lives, she thought, on this hell planet. The place is 

prepared for us, if we can evade the Harkonnens. And there’s no doubt of my 
course: a brood-mare preserving an important bloodline for the Bene Gesserit 
Plan. 

“I must tell you about my waking dream,” Paul said. (Now there 
was fury in his voice.) “To be sure you accept what I say, I’ll tell you first I 
know you’ll bear a daughter, my sister, here on Arrakis.” 

Jessica placed her hands against the tent floor, pressed back against 
the curving fabric wall to still a pang of fear. She knew her pregnancy 
could not show yet. Only her own Bene Gesserit training had allowed her 
to read the first faint signals of her body, to know of the embryo only a 
few weeks old. 

“Only to serve,” Jessica whispered, clinging to the Bene Gesserit 
motto. “We exist only to serve.” 

“We’ll find a home among the Fremen,” Paul said, “where your 
Missionaria Protectiva has bought us a bolt hole.” 

They’ve prepared a way for us in the desert, Jessica told herself. But how 
can he know of the Missionaria Protectiva? She found it increasingly difficult 
to subdue her terror at the overpowering strangeness in Paul. (319) 
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16.  The Thing Must Take Its Course 
 
“The things that can happen here, I cannot begin to tell you,” 

he said. “I cannot even begin to tell myself, although I’ve seen 
them. This sense of the future—I seem to have no control over it. 
The thing just happens. The immediate future—say, a year—I can 
see some of that . . . a road as broad as our Central Avenue on 
Caladan. Some places I don’t see . . . shadowed places . . . as 
though it went behind a hill” (and again he thought of the surface 
of a blowing kerchief) “. . . and there are branchings. . . .” 

He fell silent as memory of that seeing filled him. No 
prescient dream, no experience of his life had quite prepared him 
for the totality with which the veils had been ripped away to 
reveal naked time. 

Recalling the experience, he recognized his own terrible 
purpose—the pressure of his life spreading outward like an 
expanding bubble . . . time retreating before it. . . . (320) 
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17.  The Longed-For That Comes at Unawares 
 
As though he saw inside her mind, Paul said: “They thought 

they were reaching for me. But I’m not what they expected, and 
I’ve arrived before my time. And they don’t know it.” 

Jessica pressed her hands to her mouth.  
Great Mother! He’s the Kwisatz Haderach! 
She felt exposed and naked before him, realizing then that he 

saw her with eyes from which little could be hidden. And that, 
she knew, was the basis of her fear. 

“You’re thinking I’m the Kwisatz Haderach,” he said. “Put 
that out of your mind. I’m something unexpected.” 

I must get word out to one of the schools, she thought. The mating 
index may show what has happened. 

“They won’t learn about me until it’s too late,” he said. (322) 
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18.  What Am I? 
 
“If you’re not the Kwisatz Haderach,” Jessica said, “what—” 
“You couldn’t possible know,” he said. “You won’t believe it until you see 

it.” 
And he thought: I’m a seed. 
He suddenly saw how fertile was the ground into which he had fallen, 

and with this realization, the terrible purpose filled him, creeping through the 
empty place within, threatening to choke him with grief. 

He had seen two main branchings along the way ahead—in one he 
confronted an evil old Baron and said: “Hello, Grandfather.” The thought of 
that path and what lay along it sickened him. 

The other path held long patches of gray obscurity except for peaks of 
violence. He had seen a warrior religion there, a fire spreading across the 
universe with the Atreides green and black banner waving at the head of 
fanatic legions drunk on spice liquor. Gurney Halleck and a few others of his 
father’s men—a pitiful few—were among them, all marked by the hawk 
symbol from the shrine of his father’s skull. 

“I can’t go that way,” he muttered. “That’s what the old witches of your 
schools really want.” 

“I don’t understand you, Paul,” his mother said. (322-323) 
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19.  The Seed Germinates 
 
He remained silent, thinking like the seed he was, thinking with the race 

consciousness he had first experienced as terrible purpose. He found that he no 
longer could hate the Bene Gesserit or the Emperor or even the Harkonnens. 
They were all caught up in the need of their race to renew its scattered 
inheritance, to cross and mingle and infuse their bloodlines in a great new 
pooling of genes. And the race knew only one sure way for this—the ancient 
way, the tried and certain way that rolled over everything in its path: jihad.  

Surely, I cannot choose that way, he thought. 
But he saw again in his mind’s eye the shrine of his father’s skull and the 

violence with the green and black banner waving in its midst. 
Jessica cleared her throat, worried by his silence. “Then . . . the Fremen 

will give us sanctuary?” 
He looked up, staring across the green-lighted tent at the inbred, 

patrician lines of her face. “Yes,” he said. “That’s one of the ways.” He nodded. 
“Yes. They’ll call me . . . Muad’Dib, ‘The One Who Points the Way.’ Yes . . . 
that’s what they’ll call me.” 

And he closed his eyes, thinking: Now, my father, I can mourn you. And he 
felt the tears coursing down his cheeks. (323-324) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 


