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Riding the Maker 

1.  Layers of Understanding 

“They’ve a new prophet or religious leader of some kind 
among the Fremen,” the Baron said. “They call him Muad’Dib. 
Very funny, really. It means ‘the Mouse.’ I’ve told Rabban to let 
them have their religion. It’ll keep them occupied.”  

“That’s very interesting, Uncle,” Feyd-Rautha said. He 
turned into the private corridor to his uncle’s quarters, 
wondering: Why does he talk about religion? Is it some subtle hint to 
me?  

“Yes, isn’t it?” the Baron said. (596-597) 
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2.  A Ruthless Plan 

“We still have our spies on Arrakis. Tell Rabban he either meets the 
spice quotas you set him or he’ll be replaced.” 

“I know my nephew,” the Baron said. “This would only make him 
oppress the population even more.” 

“Of course he will!” Hawat snapped. “You don’t want that stopped 
now! You merely want your own hands clean. Let Rabban make your 
Salusa Secundus for you. There’s no need even to send him any prisoners. 
He has all the population required. If Rabban is driving his people to meet 
your spice quotas, then the Emperor need suspect no other motive. That’s 
reason enough for putting the planet on the rack. And you, Baron, will not 
show by word or action that there’s any other reason for this.” 

The Baron could not keep the sly tone of admiration out of his voice. 
“Ah, Hawat, you are a devious one. Now, how do we move into Arrakis 
and make use of what Rabban prepares?” (613) 
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3.  Alia-the-Strange-One 

Seeing her daughter, Jessica was caught as she frequently was by Alia’s 
resemblance to Paul at that age—the same wide-eyed solemnity to her 
questing look, the dark hair and firmness of mouth. But there were subtle 
differences too, and it was in these that most adults found Alia disquieting. 
The child—little more than a toddler—carried herself with a calmness and 
awareness beyond her years. Adults were shocked to find her laughing at a 
subtle play of words between the sexes. Or they’d catch themselves listening to 
her half-lisping voice, still blurred as it was by an unformed soft palate, and 
discover in her words sly remarks that could only be based on experiences no 
two-year-old had ever encountered.  

Harah sank to a cushion with an exasperated sigh, frowned at the child. 
“Alia.” Jessica motioned to her daughter. 
The child crossed to a cushion beside her mother, sank to it and clasped 

her mother’s hand. The contact of flesh restored that mutual awareness they 
had shared since before Alia’s birth. It wasn’t a matter of shared thoughts—
although there were bursts of that if they touched while Jessica was changing 
the spice poison for a ceremony. It was something larger, an immediate 
awareness of another living spark, a sharp and poignant thing, a nerve-
simpatico that made them emotionally one. (638-639)  
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4.  Alia’s Awakening 

“Just when I felt safe and reassured,” Alia said, “there was another 
spark with us . . . and everything was happening at once. The other spark 
was the old Reverend Mother. She was . . . trading lives with my 
mother . . . everything . . . and I was there with them, seeing it all . . . 
everything. And it was over, and I was them and all the others and 
myself . . . only it took me a long time to find myself again. There were so 
many others.” 

“It was a cruel thing,” Jessica said. “No being should wake into 
consciousness thus. The wonder of it is you could accept all that 
happened to you.” 

“I couldn’t do anything else!” Alia said. “I didn’t know how to reject 
or hide my consciousness . . . or shut it off . . . everything just 
happened . . . everything. . . .”  

“We didn’t know,” Harah murmured. “When we gave your mother 
the Water to change, we didn’t know you existed within her.” (645) 
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5.  Muad’Dib Through the Bene Gesserit Grid 

You cannot avoid the interplay of politics within an orthodox 
religion. This power struggle permeates the training, educating 
and disciplining of the orthodox community. Because of this 
pressure, the leaders of such a community inevitably must face 
that ultimate internal question: to succumb to complete 
opportunism as the price of maintaining their rule, or risk 
sacrificing themselves for the sake of the orthodox ethic. 

 
—FROM “MUAD’DIB: THE RELIGIOUS ISSUES” 

      BY THE PRINCESS IRULAN                            (651) 
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6.  Jessica is Late to the Party 

Jessica was fearful of the religious relationship between 
himself and the Fremen, Paul knew. She didn’t like the fact that 
people of both sietch and graben referred to Muad’Dib as Him. 
And she went questioning among the tribes, sending out her 
Sayyadina spies, collecting their answers and brooding on them. 

She had quoted a Bene Gesserit proverb to him: “When 
religion and politics travel in the same cart, the riders believe 
nothing can stand in their way. Their movement becomes 
headlong—faster and faster and faster. They put aside all thought 
of obstacles and forget that a precipice does not show itself to the 
man in a blind rush until it’s too late.” (620) 
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7.  Living Legend 

The man carried Paul’s banner on its staff—the green and 
black banner with a water tube in the staff—that already was a 
legend in the land. Half pridefully, Paul thought: I cannot do the 
simplest thing without its becoming a legend. They will mark how I 
parted from Chani, how I greet Stilgar—every move I make this day. 
Live or die, it is a legend. I must not die. Then it will be only legend and 
nothing to stop the jihad. (630)  
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8.  Him 

Gurney turned away, feeling an oppressive sense of 
foreboding. Half his own crew dead on the sand, the others 
captive. He did not care about the new recruits, the suspicious 
ones, but among the others were good men, friends, people for 
whom he felt responsible. “We’ll decide what to do with them after 
the storm.” That’s what Paul had said, Muad’Dib had said. And 
Gurney recalled the stories told of Muad’Dib, the Lisan al-Gaib—
how he had taken the skin of a Harkonnen officer to make his 
drumheads, how he was surrounded by death commandos, 
Fedaykin who leaped into battle with their death chants on their 
lips. 

Him. (677)  
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9.  Prey to the Imperfect Vision 

Paul-Muad’Dib remembered that there had been a meal 
heavy with spice essence. He clung to this memory because it was 
an anchor point and he could tell himself from this vantage that 
his immediate experience must be a dream. 

I am a theater of processes, he told himself. I am a prey to the 
imperfect vision, to the race consciousness and its terrible purpose. 

Yet he could not escape the fear that he had somehow 
overrun himself, lost his position in time, so that past and future 
and present mingled without distinction. It was a kind of visual 
fatigue and it came, he knew, from the constant necessity of 
holding the prescient future as a kind of memory that was in itself 
a thing intrinsically of the past. (616-617)  
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10.  Two Makers 

Memory returned to him of his wrestling with his inner 
awareness during the night. He saw a strange parallel here—if he 
mastered the maker, his rule was strengthened; if he mastered the 
inward eye, this carried its own measure of command. But 
beyond them both lay the clouded area, the Great Unrest where 
all the universe seemed embroiled. 

The differences in the ways he comprehended the universe 
haunted him—accuracy matched with inaccuracy. He saw it in 
situ. Yet, when it was born, when it came into the pressures of 
reality, the now had its own life and grew with its own subtle 
differences. Terrible purpose remained. Race consciousness 
remained. And over all loomed the jihad, bloody and wild. 
(625-626) 
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11.  Riding the Maker 

The worm slowed. It glided across the thumper, silencing it. 
Slowly, it began to roll—up, up—bringing those irritant barbs as 
high as possible, away from the sand that threatened the soft 
inner lapping of its ring segment. 

Paul found himself riding upright atop the worm. He felt 
exultant, like an emperor surveying his world. He suppressed a 
sudden urge to cavort there, to turn the worm, to show off his 
mastery of this creature. (652-653) 
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12.  The Proof of Friendship 

No woman, no man, no child ever was deeply intimate with 
my father. The closest anyone ever came to casual cameraderie 
with the Padishah Emperor was the relationship offered by Count 
Hasimir Fenring, a companion from childhood. The measure of 
Count Fenring’s friendship may be seen first in a positive thing: 
he allayed the Landsraad’s suspicions after the Arrakis Affair. It 
cost more than a billion solaris in spice bribes, so my mother said, 
and there were other gifts as well: slave women, royal honors, 
and tokens of rank. The second major evidence of the Count’s 
friendship was negative. He refused to kill a man even though it 
was within his capabilities and my father commanded it. I will 
relate this presently.   

 
—FROM “COUNT FENRING: A PROFILE” 
           BY THE PRINCESS IRULAN                               (591) 

 


