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1.  The Irulan Oeuvre, Book I  
 

The Collected Sayings of Muad’Dib (5) 

The Manual of Muad’Dib (4) 

Muad’Dib, Family Commentaries (4) 

A Child’s History of Muad’Dib (3) 

Songs of Muad’Dib (2) 

Dictionary of Muad’Dib (1) 

Analysis: The Arrakeen Crisis (1) 

The Humanity of Muad’Dib (1) 

In My Father’s House (1) 
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2.  The Fictional Frame (Stephen Benedetti) 
 
Herbert's vocabulary choices draws on many real world sources 

including, most notably, Arabic.  This is notable because, in the 60s, 
this tradition was a lot more unknown to the English speaking world 
than it has become since.  In my opinion, he chose this because the 
Arabs come from a desert-dwelling tradition.  Therefore, those words 
and concepts help convey an authentic depth to the Dune experience.   

Additionally, there are the more familiar Greek, Roman, and 
general Christian references that also help to build this sense of 
depth. 

Do you think that Herbert was "simply" creating a fictional 
universe where Dune exists or was he positing that the Dune 
universe is a continuation of our universe (sort of the complementary 
mythology to Tolkien's attempt at creating a pre-history of England)?  
And, do you think this question matters in any way?  
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3.  What We Have Here Is a Failure to Communicate 
 
Hawat said: “You haven’t yet told me whether your people can help my 

wounded.” 
“They are wounded.” 
The same damned answer every time! 
“We know they’re wounded!” Hawat snapped.  “That’s not the –” 
“Peace, friend,” the Fremen cautioned. “What do your wounded say? Are 

there those among them who can see the water need of your tribe?” 
“We haven’t talked about water,” Hawat said.  “We –” 
“I can understand your reluctance,” the Fremen said. “They are your 

friends, your tribesmen.  Do you have water?” 
“Not enough.” 
The Fremen gestured to Hawat’s tunic, the skin exposed beneath it.  “You 

were caugh in-sietch, without your suits.  You must make a water decision, 
friend.” 

“Can we hire your help?” 
The Fremen shrugged.  “You have no water.”  He glanced at the group 

behind Hawat.  “How many of your wounded would you spend? (338-339) 
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4.  Dreams Worth Remembering 
 
But there had been a dream in this day’s sleep, and she 

shivered at the memory of it.  She had held dreaming hands 
beneath sandflow where a name had been written: Duke Leto 
Atreides.  The name had blurred with the sand and she had 
moved to restore it, but the first letter filled before the last was 
begun.   

The sand would not stop. 
Her dream became wailing: louder and louder.  That 

ridiculous wailing – part of her mind had realized the sound was 
her own voice as a tiny child, little more than a baby.  A woman 
not quite visible to memory was going away. 

My unknown mother, Jessica thought.  The Bene Gesserit who 
bore me and gave me to the Sisters because that’s what she was 
commanded to do.  Was she glad to rid herself of a Harkonnen child?  
(329) 
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5.  Was the Note Prophetic? 
 
An orange glare burst above the silhouette and a line of 

brilliant purple cut downward toward the glare. 
Another line of purple! 
And another upthrusting orange glare! 
It was like an ancient naval battle, remembered shell-fire, and 

the sight held them staring. 
“Pillars of fire,” Paul whispered. 
A ring of red eyes lifted over the distant rock.  Lines of 

purple laced the sky. (333) 
 
 
 
 

 



Only I Will Remain 

6.  Using the Voice 
 
Paul stared at him.  Presently, Paul said: “You have a legend 

of the Lisan al-Gaib here, the Voice from the Outer World, the one 
who will lead the Fremen to paradise.  Your men have—” 

“Superstition!” Kynes said. 
“Perhaps,” Paul agreed.  “Yet perhaps not.  Superstitions 

sometimes have strange roots and stranger branchings.” (359) 
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7.  Terrible Purpose 
 
Sire, Paul thought. 
The word had such a strange sound when directed at him.  

Sire had always been his father. 
He felt himself touched briefly by his powers of prescience, 

seeing himself infected by the wild race consciousness that was 
moving the human universe toward chaos.  The vision left him 
shaken, and he allowed Idaho to guide him along the edge of the 
basin to a rock projection.  Fremen there were opening a way 
down into the sand with their compaction tools. (354) 
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8.  The Chosen Path 
 
He followed her across the first arrow, seeing it go black as 

they touched it.  Another arrow beckoned ahead. 
They crossed it, saw it extinguish itself, saw another arrow 

ahead. 
They were running now. 
Plans within plans within plans within plans, Jessica thought.  

Have we become part of someone else’s plan now? (364) 
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9.  In the Dark 
 
Paul nodded, fighting an abrupt reluctance to move.  He 

knew its cause, but found no help in the knowledge.  Somewhere 
this night he had passed a decision-nexus into the deep unknown.  
He knew the time-area surrounding them, but the here-and-now 
existed as a place of mystery.  It was as though he had seen 
himself from a distance go out of sight down into a valley.  Of the 
countless paths up out of that valley, some might carry a Paul 
Atreides back into sight, but many would not. (366) 

 
 
 

 



Only I Will Remain 

10.  The Litany in the Storm 
 
Slowly her long years of training prevailed. 
Calmness returned. 
“We have the tiger by the tail,” Paul whispered.  “We can’t go 

down, can’t land ... and I don’t think I can lift us out of this.  We’ll 
have to ride it out.” 

Calmness drained out of her.  Jessica felt her teeth chattering, 
clamped them together.  Then she heard Paul’s voice, low and 
controlled, reciting the litany: 

“Fear is the mind-killer.  Fear is the little death that brings 
total obliteration.  I will face my fear.  I will permit it to pass over 
me and through me.  And when it has gone past me I will turn to 
see fear’s path.  Where the fear has gone there will be nothing.  
Only I will remain.” (370) 
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11.  Breaking Free 
 
The vortex began as an abrupt billowing that rattled the 

entire ship.  Paul defied all fear to bank the ‘thopter left. 
Jessica saw the maneuver on the attitude globe.   
“Paul!” she screamed. 
The vortex turned them, twisting, tipping.  It lifted the 

‘thopter like a chip on a geyser, spewed them up and out—a 
winged speck within a core of winding dust lighted by the second 
moon. 

Paul looked down, saw the dust-defined pillar of hot wind 
that had disgorged them, saw the dying storm trailing away like a 
dry river into the desert—moon-gray motion growing smaller 
and smaller below as they rode the updraft. 

“We’re out of it,” Jessica whispered. (389-390) 
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12.  The Elements of Paul’s Training 
 
The sensation was magnetic and terrifying, and he found 

himself caught on the question of what caused this trembling 
awareness.  Part of it, he felt, was the spice-saturated diet of 
Arrakis.  But he thought part of it could be the litany, as though 
the words had a power of their own. 

“I shall not fear...” 
Cause and effect: he was alive despite malignant forces, and 

he felt himself poised on the brink of self-awareness that could 
not have been without the litany’s magic. 

Words from the Orange Catholic Bible rang through his 
memory: “What senses do we lack that we cannot see or hear another 
world all around us?” 

“There’s rock all around,” Jessica said. (390-391) 
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13.  The One Who Points the Way 
 
And he paused, shaken by the remembered high relief 

imagery of a prescient vision he had experienced on Caladan.  He 
had seen this desert.  But the set of the vision had been subtly 
different, like an optical image that had disappeared into his 
consciousness, been absorbed by memory, and now failed of 
perfect registry when projected onto the real scene.  The vision 
appeared to have shifted and approached him from a different 
angle while he remained motionless.   

Idaho was with us in the vision, he remembered.  But now Idaho 
is dead. 

“Do you see a way to go?” Jessica asked, mistaking his 
hesitation. 

“No,” he said. “But we’ll go anyway.”  (394-395) 
 
 
 

 


