


PRAISE FOR THE DUNE CHRONICLES

DUNE
“An astonishing science fiction phenomenon.”

—The Washington Post

“Powerful, convincing, and most ingenious.”
—Robert A. Heinlein

“Herbert’s creation of this universe, with its intricate development
and analysis of ecology, religion, politics, and philosophy, remains
one of the supreme and seminal achievements in science fiction.”

—The Louisville Times

“One of the landmarks of modern science fiction. . . . An amazing
feat of creation.”

—P. Schuyler Miller

DUNE MESSIAH
“Brilliant. . . . It is all that Dune was, and maybe a little more.”

—Galaxy Magazine

“The perfect companion piece to Dune. . . . Fascinating.”
—Challenging Destiny

CHILDREN OF DUNE
“A major event.”

—Los Angeles Times

“Ranging from palace intrigue and desert chases to religious
speculation and confrontations with the supreme intelligence of
the universe, there is something here for all science fiction fans.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Herbert adds enough new twists and turns to the ongoing saga
that familiarity with the recurring elements brings pleasure.”

—Challenging Destiny

GOD EMPEROR OF DUNE
“Rich fare. . . . Heady stuff.”



—Los Angeles Times

“A fourth visit to distant Arrakis that is every bit as fascinating as
the other three—every bit as timely.”

—Time

“Book four of the Dune series has many of the same strengths as
the previous three, and I was indeed kept up late at night.”

—Challenging Destiny

HERETICS OF DUNE
“A monumental piece of imaginative architecture . . . indisputably
magical.”

—Los Angeles Herald Examiner

“Appealing and gripping. . . . Fascinating detail, yet cloaked in
mystery and mysticism.”

—The Milwaukee Journal

“Herbert works wonders with some new speculation and an
entirely new batch of characters. He weaves together several
fascinating story lines with almost the same mastery as informed
Dune, and keeps the reader intent on the next revelation or twist.”

—Challenging Destiny

CHAPTERHOUSE: DUNE
“Compelling . . . a worthy addition to this durable and deservedly
popular series.”

—The New York Times

“The vast and fascinating Dune saga sweeps on—as exciting and
gripping as ever.”

—Kirkus Reviews
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F

INTRODUCTION
BY BRIAN HERBERT

rank Herbert had a remarkably inventive and original mind. In
his first novel, The Dragon in the Sea (1956), he came up with

the concept of containerized shipping, an idea that the Japanese
later commercialized to enormous success. Dune, only his second
novel, was published in 1965. A complex, revolutionary work, it
featured layers of ecology, philosophy, history, religion, and
politics beneath the epic tale of the heroic Paul Atreides.

By 1968, five more of Frank Herbert’s novels had been
published: Destination: Void, The Eyes of Heisenberg, The Green
Brain, The Heaven Makers, and The Santaroga Barrier. All the
while, the popularity of Dune was growing, particularly among
university intellectuals who were impressed by the complex
messages interwoven into the great adventure story. The novel
became a textbook for many classes. The Whole Earth Catalog
extolled it as an environmental handbook.

As his eldest son, I didn’t even know what my father had
created. In 1966, I was hitchhiking near Carmel, California, and a
young hippie couple gave me a ride in their Volkswagen Beetle. I
was sitting in the back of the small car as it puttered along, and we
were chatting. I told them that my dad was a newspaperman for
the San Francisco Examiner and that he had written a couple of
books.

“Oh?” the young man said. “What did he write?”
“Uh, Dune,” I said.
“Dune!” He was so excited that he pulled the car off to the side

of the road. “Your dad is Frank Herbert?”
Hesitantly I replied, “Yeah.”
“Dune! I love that book! One of my friends at college turned me

on to it. Wow! I can’t believe it!”
I was dumbfounded. As I wrote in Dreamer of Dune, my

biography of Frank Herbert, my bearded father and I did not get
along well in those years. I was a rebellious teenager, and we had



one shouting argument after another. The relationship seemed
hopeless. But Dad had apparently written something remarkable.
Even so, he was not making much money from his writing or from
his newspaper job. As a family, we were on the poor side of
average, and some of our relatives considered my father
something of a black sheep. He was eccentric, they said, and went
his own way. How little did they know. How little did I know. I
hadn’t even read the novel yet.

Dune Messiah, Frank Herbert’s first sequel to Dune, was
published in 1969. In that book, he flipped over what he called the
“myth of the hero” and showed the dark side of Paul Atreides.
Some readers didn’t understand it. Why would the author do that
to his great hero? In interviews, Dad spent years afterward
explaining why, and his reasons were sound. He believed that
charismatic leaders could be dangerous because they could lead
their followers off the edge of a cliff.

His alternate way of looking at the universe fascinated many
readers anyway, and they couldn’t wait to see where he was going
with the series. He was developing a core readership. In the early
1970s, Frank Herbert became involved with the environmental
movement, just as the popularity of the novel Dune was
skyrocketing. He spoke on college campuses all over the country.
Readers wanted even more sequels, but Dad took his time with the
third book, wanting the next novel in the series to be as skillfully
written as possible. In conjunction with the first Earth Day, Dad
wrote entries for and edited New World or No World, a book
about the importance of protecting the environment. He followed
that with two novels, Soul Catcher and The Godmakers, and then
a third, Hellstrom’s Hive, which had a movie tie-in. His book
Threshold: The Blue Angels Experience was also published with a
film connection.

By 1976, Frank Herbert had completed his long- awaited
sequel, which he titled Children of Dune. A four-part Analog
serialization of the novel early that year was a resounding success,
causing issues to sell out at newsstands. Letters poured in from
excited fans who loved the story.

For months, David Hartwell, Dad’s astute editor at G. P.
Putnam’s Sons, had been trying to convince company
management that they were not printing enough copies, that when
Children of Dune was printed soon in hardcover, it was going to be



a national best seller purchased by more than science fiction fans.
Like Dune, it would be a genre buster, he said.

Dune itself had not made it onto very many best-seller lists
since its popularity had been a gradual groundswell. Its sales since
publication were impressive, though, and Dune Messiah had sold
relatively well. But Dune Messiah hadn’t been favorably received
by the critics, and consensus held that its sales came on the
coattails of Dune. Would Children of Dune be an even bigger
critical disappointment than Dune Messiah?

There had never been a hardcover science fiction best seller, so
Putnam management proceeded with extreme caution. Suddenly
the Analog results provided David Hartwell with the necessary
ammunition. Putnam increased the first print run to 75,000
copies, more than any science fiction hardcover printing in
history. Publication was scheduled for later in the year, after
completion of the magazine serialization.

When Children of Dune came out in hardback in 1976, it was an
instant best seller. True to the prediction of David Hartwell and
the gut feeling of my father, it became the top-selling hardback in
science fiction history up to that time . . . more than 100,000
copies in a few months. When the novel came out in paperback the
following year, Berkley Books initially printed 750,000 copies.
That wasn’t half enough, and they went back to press. Six months
after the release of the paperback, Dad said paperback sales were
approaching two million copies.

“It’s a runaway best seller,” he told me in a telephone
conversation. Dad enjoyed this phrase, and I heard it often in the
ensuing years regarding his numerous best sellers.

At the age of fifty-five, Dad went on his first book tour, and it
was a big one—twenty-one cities in thirty days, including an
appearance on The Today Show in New York City with fellow
science fiction writers Frederik Pohl and Lester del Rey. The
Literary Guild made arrangements to offer all three books of the
Dune trilogy in a boxed hardbound set.

At the vanguard of an explosive growth of sales in science
fiction, Frank Herbert blazed the trail for other writers in the
genre. After the phenomenal success of the Dune series, Isaac
Asimov, Arthur C. Clarke, Robert A. Heinlein, Ray Bradbury, and
other science fiction writers had national hardcover best sellers.



Children of Dune is an exciting, vividly imagined novel. It is
Frank Herbert at the top of his craft.

Brian Herbert
Seattle, Washington

January 11, 2008



A

Muad’Dib’s teachings have become the playground of scholastics, of the
superstitious and the corrupt. He taught a balanced way of life, a
philosophy with which a human can meet problems arising from an ever-
changing universe. He said humankind is still evolving, in a process
which will never end. He said this evolution moves on changing principles
which are known only to eternity. How can corrupted reasoning play with
such an essence?

—WORDS OF THE MENTAT DUNCAN IDAHO

spot of light appeared on the deep red rug which covered the
raw rock of the cave floor. The light glowed without apparent

source, having its existence only on the red fabric surface woven of
spice fiber. A questing circle about two centimeters in diameter, it
moved erratically—now elongated, now an oval. Encountering the
deep green side of a bed, it leaped upward, folded itself across the
bed’s surface.

Beneath the green covering lay a child with rusty hair, face still
round with baby fat, a generous mouth—a figure lacking the lean
sparseness of Fremen tradition, but not as water-fat as an off-
worlder. As the light passed across closed eyelids, the small figure
stirred. The light winked out.

Now there was only the sound of even breathing and, faint
behind it, a reassuring drip-drip-drip of water collecting in a
catch-basin from the windstill far above the cave.

Again the light appeared in the chamber—slightly larger, a few
lumens brighter. This time there was a suggestion of source and
movement to it: a hooded figure filled the arched doorway at the
chamber’s edge and the light originated there. Once more the light
flowed around the chamber, testing, questing. There was a sense
of menace in it, a restless dissatisfaction. It avoided the sleeping
child, paused on the gridded air inlet at an upper corner, probed a
bulge in the green and gold wall hangings which softened the
enclosing rock.

Presently the light winked out. The hooded figure moved with a
betraying swish of fabric, took up a station at one side of the



arched doorway. Anyone aware of the routine here in Sietch Tabr
would have suspected at once that this must be Stilgar, Naib of the
Sietch, guardian of the orphaned twins who would one day take up
the mantle of their father, Paul Muad’Dib. Stilgar often made
night inspections of the twins’ quarters, always going first to the
chamber where Ghanima slept and ending here in the adjoining
room, where he could reassure himself that Leto was not
threatened.

I’m an old fool, Stilgar thought.
He fingered the cold surface of the light projector before

restoring it to the loop in his belt sash. The projector irritated him
even while he depended upon it. The thing was a subtle
instrument of the Imperium, a device to detect the presence of
large living bodies. It had shown only the sleeping children in the
royal bedchambers.

Stilgar knew his thoughts and emotions were like the light. He
could not still a restless inner projection. Some greater power
controlled that movement. It projected him into this moment
where he sensed the accumulated peril. Here lay the magnet for
dreams of grandeur throughout the known universe. Here lay
temporal riches, secular authority and that most powerful of all
mystic talismans: the divine authenticity of Muad’Dib’s religious
bequest. In these twins—Leto and his sister Ghanima—an
awesome power focused. While they lived, Muad’Dib, though
dead, lived in them.

These were not merely nine-year-old children; they were a
natural force, objects of veneration and fear. They were the
children of Paul Atreides, who had become Muad’Dib, the Mahdi
of all the Fremen. Muad’Dib had ignited an explosion of
humanity; Fremen had spread from this planet in a jihad, carrying
their fervor across the human universe in a wave of religious
government whose scope and ubiquitous authority had left its
mark on every planet.

Yet these children of Muad’Dib are flesh and blood, Stilgar
thought. Two simple thrusts of my knife would still their hearts.
Their water would return to the tribe.

His wayward mind fell into turmoil at such a thought.
To kill Muad’Dib’s children!
But the years had made him wise in introspection. Stilgar knew

the origin of such a terrible thought. It came from the left hand of



the damned, not from the right hand of the blessed. The ayat and
burhan of Life held few mysteries for him. Once he’d been proud
to think of himself as Fremen, to think of the desert as a friend, to
name his planet Dune in his thoughts and not Arrakis, as it was
marked on all of the Imperial star charts.

How simple things were when our Messiah was only a dream,
he thought. By finding our Mahdi we loosed upon the universe
countless messianic dreams. Every people subjugated by the
jihad now dreams of a leader to come.

Stilgar glanced into the darkened bedchamber.
If my knife liberated all of those people, would they make a

messiah of me?
Leto could be heard stirring restlessly in his bed.
Stilgar sighed. He had never known the Atreides grandfather

whose name this child had taken. But many said the moral
strength of Muad’Dib had come from that source. Would that
terrifying quality of rightness skip a generation now? Stilgar found
himself unable to answer this question.

He thought: Sietch Tabr is mine. I rule here. I am a Naib of the
Fremen. Without me there would have been no Muad’Dib. These
twins, now . . . through Chani, their mother and my kinswoman,
my blood flows in their veins. I am there with Muad’Dib and
Chani and all the others. What have we done to our universe?

Stilgar could not explain why such thoughts came to him in the
night and why they made him feel so guilty. He crouched within
his hooded robe. Reality was not at all like the dream. The
Friendly Desert, which once had spread from pole to pole, was
reduced to half its former size. The mythic paradise of spreading
greenery filled him with dismay. It was not like the dream. And as
his planet changed, he knew he had changed. He had become a far
more subtle person than the one-time sietch chieftain. He was
aware now of many things—of statecraft and profound
consequences in the smallest decisions. Yet he felt this knowledge
and subtlety as a thin veneer covering an iron core of simpler,
more deterministic awareness. And that older core called out to
him, pleaded with him for a return to cleaner values.

The morning sounds of the sietch began intruding upon his
thoughts. People were beginning to move about in the cavern. He
felt a breeze against his cheeks: people were going out through the
doorseals into the predawn darkness. The breeze spoke of



carelessness as it spoke of the time. Warren dwellers no longer
maintained the tight water discipline of the old days. Why should
they, when rain had been recorded on this planet, when clouds
were seen, when eight Fremen had been inundated and killed by a
flash flood in a wadi? Until that event, the word drowned had not
existed in the language of Dune. But this was no longer Dune; this
was Arrakis . . . and it was the morning of an eventful day.

He thought: Jessica, mother of Muad’Dib and grandmother of
these royal twins, returns to our planet today. Why does she end
her self-imposed exile at this time? Why does she leave the
softness and security of Caladan for the dangers of Arrakis?

And there were other worries: Would she sense Stilgar’s
doubts? She was a Bene Gesserit witch, graduate of the
Sisterhood’s deepest training, and a Reverend Mother in her own
right. Such females were acute and they were dangerous. Would
she order him to fall upon his own knife as the Umma-Protector of
Liet-Kynes had been ordered?

Would I obey her? he wondered.
He could not answer that question, but now he thought about

Liet-Kynes, the planetologist who had first dreamed of
transforming the planetwide desert of Dune into the human-
supportive green planet which it was becoming. Liet-Kynes had
been Chani’s father. Without him there would have been no
dream, no Chani, no royal twins. The workings of this fragile chain
dismayed Stilgar.

How have we met in this place? he asked himself. How have
we combined? For what purpose? Is it my duty to end it all, to
shatter that great combination?

Stilgar admitted the terrible urging within him now. He could
make that choice, denying love and family to do what a Naib must
do on occasion: make a deadly decision for the good of the tribe.
By one view, such a murder represented ultimate betrayal and
atrocity. To kill mere children! Yet they were not mere children.
They had eaten melange, had shared in the sietch orgy, had
probed the desert for sandtrout and played the other games of
Fremen children. . . . And they sat in the Royal Council. Children
of such tender years, yet wise enough to sit in the Council. They
might be children in flesh, but they were ancient in experience,
born with a totality of genetic memory, a terrifying awareness



which set their Aunt Alia and themselves apart from all other
living humans.

Many times in many nights had Stilgar found his mind circling
this difference shared by the twins and their aunt; many times had
he been awakened from sleep by these torments, coming here to
the twins’ bedchambers with his dreams unfinished. Now his
doubts came to focus. Failure to make a decision was in itself a
decision—he knew this. These twins and their aunt had awakened
in the womb, knowing there all of the memories passed on to them
by their ancestors. Spice addiction had done this, spice addiction
of the mothers—the Lady Jessica and Chani. The Lady Jessica had
borne a son, Muad’Dib, before her addiction. Alia had come after
the addiction. That was clear in retrospect. The countless
generations of selective breeding directed by the Bene Gesserits
had achieved Muad’Dib, but nowhere in the Sisterhood’s plans
had they allowed for melange. Oh, they knew about this
possibility, but they feared it and called it Abomination. That was
the most dismaying fact. Abomination. They must possess reasons
for such a judgment. And if they said Alia was an Abomination,
then that must apply equally to the twins, because Chani, too, had
been addicted, her body saturated with spice, and her genes had
somehow complemented those of Muad’Dib.

Stilgar’s thoughts moved in ferment. There could be no doubt
these twins went beyond their father. But in which direction? The
boy spoke of an ability to be his father—and had proved it. Even as
an infant, Leto had revealed memories which only Muad’Dib
should have known. Were there other ancestors waiting in that
vast spectrum of memories—ancestors whose beliefs and habits
created unspeakable dangers for living humans?

Abominations, the holy witches of the Bene Gesserit said. Yet
the Sisterhood coveted the genophase of these children. The
witches wanted sperm and ovum without the disturbing flesh
which carried them. Was that why the Lady Jessica returned at
this time? She had broken with the Sisterhood to support her
Ducal mate, but rumor said she had returned to the Bene Gesserit
ways.

I could end all of these dreams, Stilgar thought. How simple it
would be.

And yet again he wondered at himself that he could
contemplate such a choice. Were Muad’Dib’s twins responsible for



the reality which obliterated the dreams of others? No. They were
merely the lens through which light poured to reveal new shapes
in the universe.

In torment, his mind reverted to primary Fremen beliefs, and
he thought: God’s command comes; so seek not to hasten it. God’s
it is to show the way; and some do swerve from it.

It was the religion of Muad’Dib which upset Stilgar most. Why
did they make a god of Muad’Dib? Why deify a man known to be
flesh? Muad’Dib’s Golden Elixir of Life had created a bureaucratic
monster which sat astride human affairs. Government and religion
united, and breaking a law became sin. A smell of blasphemy arose
like smoke around any questioning of governmental edicts. The
guilt of rebellion invoked hellfire and self-righteous judgments.

Yet it was men who created these governmental edicts.
Stilgar shook his head sadly, not seeing the attendants who had

moved into the Royal Antechamber for their morning duties.
He fingered the crysknife at his waist, thinking of the past it

symbolized, thinking that more than once he had sympathized
with rebels whose abortive uprisings had been crushed by his own
orders. Confusion washed through his mind and he wished he
knew how to obliterate it, returning to the simplicities represented
by the knife. But the universe would not turn backward. It was a
great engine projected upon the grey void of nonexistence. His
knife, if it brought the deaths of the twins, would only reverberate
against that void, weaving new complexities to echo through
human history, creating new surges of chaos, inviting humankind
to attempt other forms of order and disorder.

Stilgar sighed, growing aware of the movements around him.
Yes, these attendants represented a kind of order which was
bound around Muad’Dib’s twins. They moved from one moment
to the next, meeting whatever necessities occurred there. Best to
emulate them, Stilgar told himself. Best meet what comes when it
comes.

I am an attendant yet, he told himself. And my master is God
the Merciful, the Compassionate. And he quoted to himself:
“Surely, We have put on their necks fetters up to the chin, so their
heads are raised; and We have put before them a barrier and
behind them a barrier; and We have covered them, so they do not
see.”

Thus was it written in the old Fremen religion.



Stilgar nodded to himself.
To see, to anticipate the next moment as Muad’Dib had done

with his awesome visions of the future, added a counterforce to
human affairs. It created new places for decisions. To be
unfettered, yes, that might well indicate a whim of God. Another
complexity beyond ordinary human reach.

Stilgar removed his hand from the knife. His fingers tingled
with remembrance of it. But the blade which once had glistened in
a sandworm’s gaping mouth remained in its sheath. Stilgar knew
he would not draw this blade now to kill the twins. He had reached
a decision. Better to retain that one old virtue which he still
cherished: loyalty. Better the complexities one thought he knew
than the complexities which defied understanding. Better the now
than the future of a dream. The bitter taste in his mouth told
Stilgar how empty and revolting some dreams could be.

No! No more dreams!
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