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Hawk v Mouse 

1.  The Old Man’s Hymn 

This Fremen religious adaptation, then, is the source of what we now 
recognize as “The Pillars of the Universe,” whose Qizara Tafwid are among us 
all with signs and proofs and prophecy. They bring us the Arrakeen mystical 
fusion whose profound beauty is typified by the stirring music built on the old 
forms, but stamped with the new awakening. Who has not heard and been 
deeply moved by “The Old Man’s Hymn”? 

I drove my feet through a desert 
Whose mirage fluttered like a host. 
Voracious for glory, greedy for danger, 
I roamed the horizons of al-Kulab. 
Watching time level mountains 
In its search and its hunger for me.  
And I saw the sparrows swiftly approach, 
Bolder than the onrushing wolf. 
They spread in the tree of my youth. 
I heard the flock in my branches 
And was caught on their beaks and claws! 
 

 —FROM “ARRAKIS AWAKENING” 
           BY THE PRINCESS IRULAN                   (436)  
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2.  The Demanding Memory 

 
She sensed his impatience, knew that the day moved ahead and men waited to 

seal off this opening. This was a time for boldness on her part, and she realized what 
she needed: some dar al-hikman, some school of translation that would give her. . . .  

“Adab,” she whispered. 
Her mind felt as though it had rolled over within her. She recognized the 

sensation with a quickening of pulse. Nothing in all the Bene Gesserit training 
carried such a signal of recognition. It could be only the adab, the demanding 
memory that comes upon you of itself. She gave herself up to it, allowing the words 
to flow from her. 

“Ibn qirtaiba,” she said, “as far as the spot where the dust ends.” She stretched 
out an arm from her robe, seeing Stilgar’s eyes go wide. She heard a rustling of 
many robes in the background. “I see a . . . Fremen with the book of examples,” she 
intoned. “He reads to al-Lat, the sun whom he defied and subjugated. He reads to 
the Sadus of the Trial and this is what he reads: 

 “Mine enemies are like green blades eaten down 
 That did stand in the path of the tempest. 
 Hast thou not seen what our Lord did? 
 He sent the pestilence among them 
 That did lay schemes against us. 
 They are like birds scattered by the huntsman. 
 Their schemes are like pellets of poison 
 That every mouth rejects.” 

 
A trembling passed through her. She dropped her arm. (475-476) 
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3.  Cause and Effect 
 
Prophecy and prescience—How can they be put to the test in 

the face of the unanswered question? Consider: How much is 
actual prediction of the “wave form” (as Muad’Dib referred to his 
vision-image) and how much is the prophet shaping the future to 
fit the prophecy? What of the harmonics inherent in the act of 
prophecy? Does the prophet see the future or does he see a line of 
weakness, a fault or cleavage that he may shatter with words or 
decisions as a diamond-cutter shatters his gem with a blow of a 
knife? 

 
 —FROM “PRIVATE REFLECTIONS ON MUAD-DIB” 
        BY THE PRINCESS IRULAN 
                  (448) 
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4.  In the Path of Shai-hulud 
 
Where the dunes began, perhaps fifty meters away at the foot of a rock 

beach, a silver-gray curve broached from the desert, sending rivers of sand and 
dust cascading all around. It lifted higher, resolved into a giant, questing 
mouth. It was a round, black hole with edges glistening in the moonlight. 

The mouth snaked toward the narrow crack where Paul and Jessica 
huddled. Cinnamon yelled in their nostrils. Moonlight flashed from crystal 
teeth. 

Back and forth the great mouth wove. 
Paul stilled his breathing. 
Jessica crouched staring. 
It took intense concentration of her Bene Gesserit training to put down 

the primal terrors, subduing a race-memory fear that threatened to fill her 
mind. 

Paul felt a kind of elation. In some recent instant, he had crossed a time 
barrier into more unknown territory. He could sense the darkness ahead, 
nothing revealed to his inner eye. It was as though some step he had taken had 
plunged him into a well . . . or into the trough of a wave where the future was 
invisible. The landscape had undergone a profound shifting. (428-429) 
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5.  The Trinocular Vision 
 
Paul took a deep breath, trying to still the tempest within him. His 

mother’s words had locked onto the working of the spice essence, and he 
had felt her voice rise and fall within him like the shadows of an open fire. 
Through it all, he had sensed the edge of cynicism in her—he knew her so 
well!—but nothing could stop this thing that had begun with a morsel of 
food. 

Terrible purpose!  
He sensed it, the race consciousness that he could not escape. There 

was the sharpened clarity, the inflow of data, the cold precision of his 
awareness. He sank to the floor, sitting with his back against rock, giving 
himself up to it. Awareness flowed into that timeless stratum where he 
could view time, sensing the available paths, the winds of the future . . . 
the winds of the past: the one-eyed vision of the past, the one-eyed vision 
of the present and the one-eyed vision of the future—all combined in a 
trinocular vision that permitted him to see time-become-space. (477-478) 
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6.  Blind Time and Error 
 
There was danger, he felt, of overrunning himself, and he had to 

hold onto his awareness of the present, sensing the blurred deflection of 
experience, the flowing moment, the continual solidification of that-
which-is into the perpetual-was. 

In grasping the present, he felt for the first time the massive 
steadiness of time’s movement everywhere complicated by shifting 
currents, waves, surges, and counter-surges, like surf against rocky cliffs. 
It gave him a new understanding of his prescience, and he saw the source 
of blind time, the source of error in it, with an immediate sensation of fear.  

The prescience, he realized, was an illumination that incorporated 
the limits of what it revealed—at once a source of accuracy and 
meaningful error. A kind of Heisenberg indeterminacy intervened: the 
expenditure of energy that revealed what he saw, changed what he saw. 
(478) 
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7.  What He Saw 
 
And what he saw was a time nexus within this cave, a 

boiling of possibilities focused here, wherein the most minute 
action—the wink of an eye, a careless word, a misplaced grain of 
sand—moved a gigantic lever across the known universe. He saw 
violence with the outcome subject to so many variables that his 
slightest movement created vast shiftings in the pattern. 

The vision made him want to freeze into immobility, but this, 
too, was action with its consequences. 

The countless consequences—lines fanned out from this 
cave, and along most of these consequence-lines he saw his own 
dead body with blood flowing from a gaping knife wound.
(478-479) 
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8.  Have You Considered “Master of Doom”? 
 
“We call that one muad’dib,” Stilgar said. 
Jessica gasped. It was the name Paul had told her, saying that 

the Fremen would accept them and call him thus. She felt a 
sudden fear of her son and for him. 

Paul swallowed. He felt that he played a part already played 
over countless times in his mind . . . yet . . . there were differences. 
He could see himself perched on a dizzying summit, having 
experienced much and possessed of a profound store of 
knowledge, but all around him was abyss. (497) 
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9.  Hawk and Mouse 
 
And again he remembered the vision of fanatic legions 

following the green and black banner of the Atreides, pillaging 
and burning across the universe in the name of their prophet 
Muad’Dib. That must not happen, he told himself. 

“Is that the name you wish, Muad’Dib?” Stilgar asked. 
“I am an Atreides,” Paul whispered, and then louder: “It’s 

not right that I give up entirely the name my father gave me. 
Could I be known among you as Paul-Muad’Dib?” 

“You are Paul-Muad’Dib,” Stilgar said.  
And Paul thought: That was in no vision of mine. I did a different 

thing.  
But he felt that the abyss remained all around him. (497) 
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10.  The Meaning of Names 
 
“I will tell you a thing about your new name,” Stilgar said. 

“The choice pleases us. Muad’Dib is wise in the ways of the 
desert. Muad’Dib creates his own water. Muad’Dib hides from 
the sun and travels in the cool night. Muad’Dib is fruitful and 
multiplies over the land. Muad’Dib we call ‘instructor-of-boys.’ 
That is a powerful base on which to build your life, Paul-
Muad’Dib, who is Usul among us. We welcome you.” (498) 
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11.  The Fremen Disaster 
 
Kynes saw the hawk move. It approached his hand, a 

cautious step at a time while its companions waited in mock 
indifference. The hawk stopped only a hop away from his hand. 

A profound clarity filled Kynes’ mind. He saw quite 
suddenly a potential for Arrakis that his father had never seen. 
The possibilities along that different path flooded through him. 

“No more terrible disaster could befall your people than for 
them to fall into the hands of a Hero,” his father said. (445) 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 


