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Looking Into the Darkness 

1.  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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2.  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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3.  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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4.  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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5.  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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6.  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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7.  The Hour Has Come 

The decision had come to Paul while he faced the tension of 
danger to his mother. No line of the future he had ever seen 
carried that moment of peril from Gurney Halleck. The future—
the gray-cloud-future—with its feeling that the entire universe 
rolled toward a boiling nexus hung around him like a phantom 
world.  

I must see it, he thought. 
His body had slowly acquired a certain spice tolerance that 

made prescient visions fewer and fewer . . . dimmer and dimmer. 
The solution appeared obvious to him. 

I will drown the maker. We will see now whether I’m the Kwisatz 
Haderach who can survive the test that the Reverend Mothers have 
survived. (708-709) 
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8.  The Direction-that-is-Dark 

The rapport was not as tender, not as sharing, not as encompassing 
as it had been with Alia and with the Old Reverend Mother in the 
cavern . . . but it was a rapport: a sense-sharing of the entire being. It 
shook her, weakened her, and she cowered in her mind, fearful of him.  

Aloud, he said: “You speak of a place where you cannot enter? This 
place which the Reverend Mother cannot face, show it to me.” 

She shook her head, terrified by the very thought. 
“Show it to me!” he commanded. 
“No!” 
But she could not escape him. Bludgeoned by the terrible force of 

him, she closed her eyes and focused inward—the-direction-that-is-dark. 
Paul’s consciousness flowed through and around her and into the 

darkness. She glimpsed the place dimly before her mind blanked itself 
away from the terror. Without knowing why, her whole being trembled at 
what she had seen—a region where a wind blew and sparks glared, where 
rings of light expanded and contracted, where rows of tumescent white 
shapes flowed over and under and around the lights, driven by darkness 
and a wind out of nowhere. (720-721) 
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9.  Give and Take 

Paul said: “There is in each of us an ancient force that takes and an 
ancient force that gives. A man finds little difficulty facing that place within 
himself where the taking force dwells, but it’s almost impossible for him to see 
into the giving force without changing into something other than a man. For a 
woman, the situation is reversed.” 

Jessica looked up, found Chani was staring at her while listening to Paul. 
“Do you understand me, Mother?” Paul asked. 
She could only nod. 
“These things are so ancient within us,” Paul said, “that they’re ground 

into each separate cell of our bodies. We’re shaped by such forces. You can say 
to yourself, ‘Yes, I see how such a thing may be.’ But when you look inward 
and confront the raw force of your own life unshielded, you see your peril. You 
see that this could overwhelm you. The greatest peril to the Giver is the force 
that takes. The greatest peril to the Taker is the force that gives. It’s as easy to 
be overwhelmed by giving as by taking.” 

“And you, my son,” Jessica asked, “are you one who gives or one who 
takes?” 

“I’m at the fulcrum,” he said. “I cannot give without taking and I cannot 
take without . . . .” (722-723) 
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10.  Sacrifices 

In that instant, Paul saw how Stilgar had been transformed 
from the Fremen naib to a creature of the Lisan al-Gaib, a 
receptacle for awe and obedience. It was a lessening of the man, 
and Paul felt the ghost-wind of the jihad in it.  

I have seen a friend become a worshipper, he thought. 
In a rush of loneliness, Paul glanced around the room, noting 

how proper and on-review his guards had become in his 
presence. He sensed the subtle, prideful competition among them
—each hoping for notice from Muad’Dib. 

Muad’Dib from whom all blessings flow, he thought, and it was 
the bitterest thought of his life. They sense that I must take the 
throne, he thought. But they cannot know I do it to prevent the jihad. 
(762-763) 
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11.  Plumbing the Depths 

“The men tell strange stories of you, Paul. They say you’ve all the 
powers of the legend—nothing can be hidden from you, that you see 
where others cannot see.” 

“A Bene Gesserit should ask about legends?” he asked. 
“I’ve had a hand in whatever you are,” she admitted, “but you 

mustn’t expect me to—” 
“How would you like to live billions upon billions of lives?” Paul 

asked. “There’s a fabric of legends for you! Think of all those experiences, 
the wisdom they’d bring. But wisdom tempers love, doesn’t it? And it 
puts a new shape on hate. How can you tell what’s ruthless unless you’ve 
plumbed the depths of both cruelty and kindness? You should fear me, 
Mother. I am the Kwisatz Haderach.” 

Jessica tried to swallow in a dry throat. Presently, she said: “Once 
you denied to me that you were the Kwisatz Haderach.” 

Paul shook his head. “I can deny nothing anymore.” (764) 

 


