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Action and Inaction 

1.  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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2.  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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3.  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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4.  Atreides Plan B 

Jessica felt the religious ritual in the words, noted her own 
instinctively awed response. They’re in league with the future, she thought. 
They have their mountain to climb. This is the scientist’s dream . . . and these 
simple people, these peasants, are filled with it.  

Her thoughts turned to Liet-Kynes, the Emperor’s planetary 
ecologist, the man who had gone native—and she wondered at him. This 
was a dream to capture men’s souls, and she could sense the hand of the 
ecologist in it. This was a dream for which men would die willingly. It 
was another of the essential ingredients that she felt her son needed: 
people with a goal. Such people would be easy to imbue with fervor and 
fanaticism. They could be wielded like a sword to win back Paul’s place 
for him. (517)  
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5.  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) 
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6.  Who Has Infected Whom? 

She heard approaching footsteps, turned to see Paul come 
out of the cave’s depths trailed by the elfin-faced Chani. 

There’s another thing, Jessica thought. Paul must be cautioned 
about their women. One of these desert women would not do as wife to a 
Duke. As concubine, yes, but not as wife. 

Then she wondered at herself, thinking: Have I been infected 
with his schemes? And she saw how well she had been 
conditioned. I can think of the marital needs of royalty without once 
weighing my own concubinage. Yet . . . I was more than concubine. 
(502-503)  
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7.  The Enemy 

And Jessica heard the after-stillness that hummed in the air 
with the last note. Why does my son sing a love song to that girl-
child? she asked herself. She felt an abrupt fear. She could sense 
life flowing around her and she had no grasp on its reins. Why did 
he choose that song? she wondered. The instincts are true sometimes. 
Why did he do this?  

Paul sat silently in the darkness, a single stark thought 
dominating his awareness: My mother is my enemy. She does not 
know it, but she is. She is bringing the jihad. She bore me; she trained 
me. She is my enemy. (520)  
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8.  A Friend of Jamis 

Slowly, Paul got to his feet. 
A sigh passed around the circle. 
Paul felt the diminishment of his self as he advanced into the center 

of the circle. It was as though he lost a fragment of himself and sought it 
here. He bent over the mound of belongings, lifted out the baliset. A string 
twanged softly as it struck against something in the pile. 

“I was a friend of Jamis,” Paul whispered. 
He felt tears burning his eyes, forced more volume into his voice. 

“Jamis taught me . . . that . . . when you kill . . . you pay for it. I wish I’d 
known Jamis better.” 

Blindly, he groped his way back to his place in the circle, sank to the 
rock floor. 

A voice hissed: “He sheds tears!” (509)  
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9.  The Juggernaut 

I have seen this place in a dream, he thought. 
The thought was both reassuring and frustrating. Somewhere ahead 

of him on this path, the fanatic hordes cut their gory path across the 
universe in his name. The green and black Atreides banner would become 
a symbol of terror. Wild legions would charge into battle screaming their 
war cry: “Muad’Dib!” 

It must not be, he thought. I cannot let it happen. 
But he could feel the demanding race consciousness within him, his 

own terrible purpose, and he knew that no small thing could deflect the 
juggernaut. It was gathering weight and momentum. If he died this 
instant, the thing would go on through his mother and his unborn sister. 
Nothing less than the deaths of all the troop gathered here and now—
himself and his mother included—could stop the thing. (514-515)  
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10.  Chani’s Insight 

“There’s something frightening in you,” she said. “When I 
took you away from the others . . . I did it because I could feel 
what the others wanted. You . . . press on people. You . . . make us 
see things!” 

He forced himself to speak distinctly: “What do you see?” 
She looked down at her hands. “I see a child . . . in my arms. 

It’s our child, yours and mine.” She put a hand to her mouth. 
“How can I know every feature of you?”(585)  
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11.  A Missed Opportunity 

And Paul, walking behind Chani, felt that a vital moment had 
passed him, that he had missed an essential decision and was now caught 
up in his own myth. He knew he had seen this place before, experienced it 
in a fragment of prescient dream on faraway Caladan, but details of the 
place were being filled in now that he had not seen. He felt a new sense of 
wonder at the limits of his gift. It was as though he rode within the wave 
of time, sometimes in its trough, sometimes on a crest—and all around 
him the other waves lifted and fell, revealing and then hiding what they 
bore on their surface. 

Through it all, the wild jihad still loomed ahead of him, the violence 
and the slaughter. It was like a promontory above the surf. (518)  
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12.  The Pivot 

He held himself poised in the awareness, seeing time stretch out in 
its weird dimension, delicately balanced yet whirling, narrow yet spread 
like a net gathering countless worlds and forces, a tightwire that he must 
walk, yet a teeter-totter on which he balanced. 

On one side he could see the Imperium, a Harkonnen called Feyd-
Rautha who flashed toward him like a deadly blade, the Sardaukar raging 
off their planet to spread pogrom on Arrakis, the Guild conniving and 
plotting, the Bene Gesserit with their scheme of selective breeding. They 
lay massed like a thunderhead on his horizon, held back by no more than 
the Fremen and their Muad’Dib, the sleeping giant Fremen poised for 
their wild crusade across the universe. 

Paul felt himself at the center, at the pivot where the whole structure 
turned, walking a thin wire of peace with a measure of happiness, Chani 
at his side. He could see it stretching ahead of him, a time of relative quiet 
in a hidden sietch, a moment of peace between periods of violence. (586)  
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13.  The Baron’s Gaffe 

The Count emitted a short, barking laugh. “You think you can 
harness the Fremen?” 

“There never were enough of them for that,” the Baron said. “But the 
killing has made the rest of my population uneasy. It’s reaching the point 
where I’m considering another solution to the Arrakeen problem, my dear 
Fenring. And I must confess the Emperor deserves credit for the 
inspiration.” 

“Ah-h-h?” 
“You see, Count, I have the Emperor’s prison planet, Salusa 

Secundus, to inspire me.” 
The Count stared at him with glittering intensity. “What possible 

connection is there between Arrakis and Salusa Secundus?” 
The Baron felt the alertness in Fenring’s eyes, said: “No connection 

yet.” (529)  
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14.  Old Friends in a New Setting 

“The Houses Minor wait for you to lead them,” the Count 
said, nodding toward the people they approached. 

Double meaning . . . double meaning, the Baron thought. 
He looked up at the new talismans flanking the exit to his 

hall—the mounted bull’s head and the oil painting of the Old 
Duke Atreides, the late Duke Leto’s father. They filled the Baron 
with an odd sense of foreboding, and he wondered what 
thoughts these talismans had inspired in the Duke Leto as they 
hung in the halls of Caladan and then on Arrakis—the bravura 
father and the head of the bull that had killed him. (532-533)  
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15.  Allegory Enacted 

Now, let my dear family watch, Feyd-Rautha thought. Let them 
think on this slave who tried to turn the knife he thought poisoned and 
use it against me. Let them wonder how a gladiator could come into this 
arena ready for such an attempt. And let them always be aware they 
cannot know for sure which of my hands carries the poison. (543)  


