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Introduction


SANDS AND STORIES

Frank Herbert’s original Dune is one of the first truly epic science fiction novels ever published in scope, theme, cast of characters—and in its sheer length.

He originally published the novel in three separate parts—Book I “Dune,” Book II “Muad’Dib,” and Book III “The Prophet”—and at around two hundred thousand words it was a massive novel for the time, significantly longer than the average SF book, and considered unmarketable by Frank Herbert’s agent and every publisher with the exception of one, Chilton Books.

Fortunately, that mindset has changed over time.

In the quarter century that we have been working together in the Dune universe, each Brian Herbert–Kevin J. Anderson novel has also been substantial in length, ranging from 130,000 to 240,000 words.

Over the course of building these complex epics with huge casts of characters, we’ve occasionally been intrigued by smaller ideas, interesting spotlights on tangential events, or vignettes that did not find a place inside the core novels. Sometimes we wanted to explore an interesting peripheral character or a loose story thread that would help flesh out the larger epic that now spans more than twenty novels.

The smaller stories are grains of sand, rather than towering dunes. But they still remain important elements in the Dune universe.

The first Dune short story we ever wrote together, in the late 1990s, was inspired by a close reading of a brief account in Dune about the battle of Arrakeen. During the violent overthrow of House Atreides, Baron Harkonnen uses archaic artillery weapons to blast at caves in the Shield Wall, where a group of Atreides soldiers had holed up. “The guns nibbled at the caves where the Duke’s fighting men had retreated for a last-ditch stand. Slowly measured bites of orange glare, showers of rock and dust in the brief illumination—and the Duke’s men were being sealed off to die by starvation, caught like animals in their burrows.”

Our story “A Whisper of Caladan Seas” explores what happened to those doomed soldiers entombed in caves on a desert world far from their beloved oceans. What did they think about in their last moments? How did they hold themselves together while their air and water slowly ran out? That story was published in Amazing Stories magazine and is included in the collection Tales of Dune.

In our numerous rereads of the original novel, we kept finding intriguing side trips, questions that deserved to be answered in individual stories of their own.

For instance: ancient Shadout Mapes, the quiet, observant, and ultimately rebellious housekeeper in the Arrakeen Residency, who endured years and years of Harkonnen rule. Her long and eventful life is only briefly hinted at in her scenes in Dune, before she is murdered. We decided to tell part of her backstory, the origin of this brave Fremen woman and how she resisted Harkonnen rule through both violent and subtle means. We begin this new collection of stories with “The Edge of a Crysknife.”

During the Battle of Arrakeen, after the Harkonnens have effectively conquered the city, Duke Leto has been captured and the Baron gloats over what he will do to his archenemy. One grim Sardaukar colonel bashar comes to the Baron and insists on the Emperor’s orders that Duke Leto is to be treated with honor. “My Emperor has charged me to make certain his royal cousin dies cleanly without agony.… I’m to report to my Emperor what I see with my own eyes.” This Sardaukar is quite determined to ensure that the Duke does not suffer any more than necessary.

We wondered about that Sardaukar officer’s connection to Leto, his possible past experience with House Atreides. We also wanted to tell, for the first time ever, the background of the fearsome Sardaukar in a story of a young refugee boy inducted into the Sardaukar corps and trained to become a ruthless killer. Our tale about that, “Blood of the Sardaukar,” is the second story in this book.

As the seeds of our story after that, a couple of years pass in Dune after Paul falls in among the Fremen and gradually becomes the legendary Muad’Dib. During that time, the troubadour-warrior Gurney Halleck is off stage—making his home, joining a band of smugglers, working with them in small guerilla operations against the hated Harkonnens. What adventures a man like Gurney Halleck must have had! We decided to explore those “lost years” in “The Waters of Kanly,” the third story in this collection.

Finally, traveling to a different period ten thousand years earlier for our fourth story, we visited the tumultuous events not long after the end of the Butlerian Jihad, when the thinking machines had been overthrown and the Imperium was just being formed. The Corrino dynasty began to establish itself as the rulers of all humanity. In that time, the ruthless blood feud between House Atreides and House Harkonnen had already worked its way into the fabric of the Landsraad.

The wounds between Harkonnen and Atreides grow ever deeper. The last story in this collection, “Imperial Court”—set a few years after the end of Navigators of Dune—shows one more twist of that knife, and clears the way for an entirely new part of Dune history.

Sands of Dune collects these four tales, spanning Frank Herbert’s Dune universe of thousands of years and a million worlds. This vast canvas has given us plenty of room and the creative freedom to tell a wide range of stories.

—Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson





THE EDGE OF A CRYSKNIFE



I know that you have borne children, that you have lost loved ones, that you have hidden in fear and that you have done violence and will yet do more violence. I know many things.

—LADY JESSICA to Shadout Mapes







PART I


10,135 A.G.

56 years before Dune





I


Blood covered her hands, and when it dried in the hot desert air, Mapes regretted the waste of water. But that couldn’t be helped—these men needed to die. They were Harkonnens.

In the heat of the deep desert, a huge spice harvester throbbed and thrummed as enormous treads crawled along the crest of a dune. Intake machinery chewed up the sand and digested the powder through a complex interplay of centrifuges and electromagnetic separators. The harvester vomited out a cloud of exhaust dust, sand, and debris that settled onto the disturbed dunes behind the moving machine, while the bins filled up with the rare spice melange.

The droning operation sent pulsing vibrations beneath the desert, sure to call a sandworm … and very soon. The noise also drowned out the sounds of Fremen violence inside the great machine.

In the operations bridge of the moving factory, another Harkonnen worker tried to flee, but a Fremen death-commando, a Fedaykin, ran after him. Disguised in a grimy shipsuit, the attacker had predatory and sure movements, not at all like the morose sand crew the Harkonnens had hired.

Though small and brown-skinned, young Mapes had fit in among the regular workers, as had her companions, but she didn’t laugh or joke with the sand crew, didn’t try to make friends with people she knew she would have to kill. Nevertheless, she and her companions were hired by uninquisitive company bosses. Too many crews had been lost as it was, some through desertion, others through accidents and catastrophic loss in the field. Mapes knew that part of those losses were intentional—thanks to freedom fighters like herself.

Her companion Ahar, a muscular man of few words but great dedication, slammed the doomed worker against a metal bulkhead and raised his crysknife—a milky crystalline blade ground from the discarded tooth of a giant worm—and drove the point deep into the man’s throat. The victim gurgled, but did not scream as he slid to the deck. Ahar had used an instinctive Fremen killing blow, one that brought quick and silent death, but wasted no more blood than was necessary.

Alas, today the commandos would not reclaim the water of these victims for the tribe. They had to kill the crew, destroy the spice harvester, and escape like dust devils in the wind. There was no time.

Mapes gripped her own knife, a razor-sharp weapon made of simple plasteel. Possessing a crysknife was a sacred honor, and her comrades in the sietch had not yet deemed her worthy of one, though she had already participated in more than a dozen raids.

Mapes was a firebrand, but Fremen women did not usually join the Fedaykin, the special death commando squads that were historically formed to avenge particular wrongs—and the very existence of these offworld oppressors on Dune was wrong. The Fedaykin had accepted Mapes in part because of her skill and tenacity, but primarily due to her legendary mother. Some saw Mapes as a new Safia, and they were willing to let her prove herself.

Now, the young woman pursued her second victim inside the noisy operations bridge. Five workers lay dead already, smearing the dusty metal of the deck with their blood. Although she was smaller than her target, the spice worker was afraid. She collided with him and knocked him against the bank of controls. He defended himself like one who had never been in a fight before. He flailed his hands to drive her off, and she slashed open his palm with the edge of her knife. He gasped and doubled over, more in horror than in pain.

“Why? Why are you doing this?” he bleated. “We paid your wages! We just harvest the spice.”

“You are Harkonnens,” she said. “All Harkonnens must die.”

The man swiped at her with his bleeding hand, flinging droplets of red through the air like precious rain. “Not a Harkonnen! Never even met Dmitri Harkonnen! Just an offworld hire brought in to work the machinery. My contract is up in six months.” He stared at his dead comrades on the deck. “None of us are Harkonnens.”

“You work for the enemy, therefore you are the enemy.” Without further conversation, she stabbed him and shoved him aside, then turned to work the controls. She shut down the main engines, and the lumbering factory ground to a halt in a valley between dunes. The intake scoop and the turbine blades creaked and froze silent; the gray-tan exhaust plume dissipated.

Increasingly urgent voices came over the outside commline. “Wormsign spotted. Range, four minutes, twenty seconds. Prepare for retrieval.”

Mapes considered just ignoring the call, but decided to continue the deception. She flicked on the comm. “Acknowledged. Preparing evacuation parties. Send in the carryall.”

Hearing a yell behind her, Mapes whirled as a uniformed factory worker threw himself at her with desperation in his eyes. She raised her blade to defend herself, but his feet stuttered and stumbled on the deck. Behind him, another man plunged a crysknife into his back, pushed deeper, harder, until the worker crumpled.

She saw the rakish, handsome face of her rescuer, and her heart swelled. “Thank you Rafir, my love. I will reward you later when we are back home in the sietch.”

Her partner, heart of her heart, took charge of the Fedaykin band, who were now the only survivors on the operations bridge. “Hai ha—time to go! Our enemies are dead, and Mapes shut down the machinery. And a worm comes!”

The other Fremen took this as good news and cheered. “Shai-Hulud!”

“Shai-Hulud,” Mapes responded. The monstrous sandworm would do the rest of the work for them, cleansing the sands.

Leaving the dead behind with a whispered regret of wasted water, Mapes, Rafir, and their companions emerged from the roof access hatch to the open, dusty air, and climbed down rungs along the great factory’s hull. The smell of acrid cinnamon—potent, fresh melange—filled the air. An exposed spice vein formed a rusty stain across the sand, worth millions of solaris to offworlders. Now that fortune would all go back into the sands of Dune where it belonged.

Outside, three groundcars rolled along the powdery surface, exterior teams rushing back toward the harvester for extraction and rescue along with the cargo. The commline was scratchy with static caused by the disturbed sand and dust, and the voices were tinged with fear. “A worm is coming. Less than three minutes! Why didn’t you sound the return call?”

An overlapping voice bellowed, “Chief, why aren’t you responding?”

A third said, “Carryall’s coming. I see it in the air. We can make it back to the harvester pickup point, but just barely.”

Climbing down the hot rungs, Mapes looked down at Rafir. They exchanged a smile as sharp as a crysknife’s edge. Reaching the soft ground, Mapes stripped out of the despised company uniform and tossed it into the hot desert wind. The other commandos did the same as if they felt soiled. Underneath, they all wore stillsuits that modulated their body temperatures in the heat and reclaimed all of the body’s lost moisture. Mapes pulled forth a line with connected noseplugs from her collar and inserted them in her nostrils.

With spare, efficient movements, the Fedaykin circled behind the enormous machine and worked their way up the rising face of the nearby dune. Despite her small size, Mapes kept up, and the team respected her. She had as much drying blood on her hands as her companions did on theirs.

Up in the sky, she spotted the glint of sunlight on metal, the rescue craft swooping in. The carryall was designed to connect with the spice factory and lift it to safety when a ubiquitous, destructive sandworm arrived. The three groundcars raced toward the factory, ready to be taken away, but the workers would find no refuge.

The band of Fremen climbed the crumbling dune face, not bothering to disguise the vibrations of their footsteps because there was simply so much background noise in the excavation area. On the sand crest ahead, Mapes could see a lone, huddled figure. Rafir spotted him as well. “Onorio is in position,” he said.

The carryall swooped in, a large framework with powerful beating wings. Mapes paused to glance at the sand workers scrambling out of their groundcars, waving their hands at the approaching rescue craft.

Out beyond the harvested area, she saw ripples in the sand, a swift behemoth coming closer and closer. The timing would be tight.

On the crest of the dune, Onorio rose to his feet, discarding all pretense of camouflage. He shook dust from his tan cape and raised a long weapon, bracing it against his shoulder. An archaic device that one of the disguised Fremen had purchased from a rarities dealer in Arrakeen, considered nothing more than a useless curiosity in a city where most people wore shields. But out here in the open desert, shields were far more problematic, and the weight of a shield generator would be too much for a carryall and its gigantic load. Mapes paused to watch what the antique weapon would do.

The rocket launcher coughed out a projectile that arced upward, deceptively silent, but when it struck the unshielded carryall, the explosion blossomed into smoke and fire. The retrieval craft broke apart, and smoking shrapnel thundered down like meteor strikes. One of the fragments crashed into a groundcar, killing two workers who tried to dive out of the way.

The retreating Fedaykin reached the dune crest, and Rafir congratulated Onorio on his shot. Only three members of the harvester crew remained alive, and after the destruction of the carryall, they huddled in despair by their groundcars, knowing their fate when the great worm arrived.

Like a thick, tan storm-front, the ripples in the sand approached. The worm exploded to the surface, a leviathan of crusted rings with an open, round mouth as vast as the largest grotto in a Fremen sietch. The crystalline teeth lining its gullet looked like tiny silver thorns.

Drawn by the vibrations, offended by trespassers in the sand, Shai-Hulud ran amuck. Though transfixed by the sandworm’s strength and majesty, Mapes fully understood the danger. She felt like a shivering rodent, hypnotized by a viper about to strike.

Rafir touched her arm. “Come, we must use the tumult as our opportunity.” He released a deep breath before fitting his nose plugs and tightening his stillsuit fittings. “Our lives depend on it. We have to go to ground.”

The sandworm crashed into the motionless harvester, pulling the huge factory under the sands along with its full bins of melange. It also destroyed all trace of the ruined carryall, the abandoned groundcars, and the workers.

The Fedaykin rolled down the other side of the tall dune like discarded debris, and when they were far down the sloping face, they each checked their breathing tubes and mouth coverings, pulled hooded cloaks over their bodies, and wallowed into the sand.

Covered by a layer of dust, Mapes lay perfectly still, trying not to breathe, willing her heartbeat to slow. They had vanished into the sand, but the worm did not use eyes. She couldn’t see anything, but she knew her fellow Fremen were there, Rafir was there, and Shai-Hulud continued his blessed destruction.

Many hours later, after the worm retreated to the depths of the desert, Mapes and her friends would emerge. After nightfall and the rising of the two moons, they would make their way back to the sietch.

Mapes couldn’t wait to tell her mother of another victory against the Harkonnens.





II


The sietch welcomed the Fedaykin as heroes. When the doorseals were closed so that no moisture would leak from the hidden warren of caves, Mapes and Rafir removed their nose plugs and mouth coverings, peeled away forehead pads that reclaimed every pearl of sweat. The stillsuit was like a second skin, but when she removed the garment and donned looser sietch clothes, she felt as if she became a different person. She stepped into the crowded bustle of community activity.

A comforting chatter of conversation rolled around her ears, like sands whispering across the open bled. The thick sietch odors had a texture of their own, a raucous symphony of strong but familiar smells. Outsiders would have found the stench unbearable, but Mapes inhaled a deep breath, identifying the undertones of old sweat and dust, the residue of volatile fuels, acrid lubricants for moving parts, raw plastics and chemical explosives, and under it all the ubiquitous hint of melange. She heard the clack and swish of looms as older women wove durable spice-fiber cloth. The Fremen community was a smoothly functioning machine, not unlike the spice harvester the commandos had destroyed.

Outside along the ridge, teams built, installed, or fixed windtraps and dew collectors to steal the tiniest amounts of water vapor from the air. Some people manufactured and fitted new stillsuits, while others repaired them. A stillsuit was life; a stillsuit was survival. Offworlder fools fabricated their own poor-quality stillsuits in the cities, but those garments were made with little understanding of the needs of the desert. Even greater fools bought such stillsuits and believed them to be safe.

The rest of the Fedaykin, all men, changed together, and Mapes was waiting for Rafir when he emerged. As the two walked deeper into the sietch, excited tales rushed ahead of them. Onorio and Ahar waved as the people cheered another successful blow against Governor Dmitri Harkonnen. The naib of the sietch had already released extra quantities of melange and fresh spice beer for the people.

Someone thrust a narrow-mouthed flask into Rafir’s hands as he walked past. He took a swig, closed his eyes, let out a sigh, and then handed the flask to Mapes, since no one had offered her one. He took another container of spice beer for himself. Young Fremen women followed the returning Fedaykin, some with demure glances, others bold and flirtatious. Onorio already had a young woman on each arm, and Ahar was trying to steal one of them away from him. “One shot with that old gadget,” Onorio boasted. “Blasted the carryall out of the sky! It was the most beautiful thing.”

Mapes clung to Rafir and dismissed the other laughing girls. Every woman in the sietch knew that if they tried to seduce Mapes’s man, they would find a knife at their throats. Laughing, Rafir slid his arm around her waist. “Hai ha! Your jealousy makes my desire for you even hotter!”

“Fremen have learned not to let anyone steal what is ours.” She pulled him closer.

In a general mood of release, the people ate honeyed wafers and melange cakes, drank spice beer and even stronger spice liquor. With their normally hard lives, the Fremen would release their tensions and spend their energies in whatever joyous manner they chose. The naib understood her tribe and gave them the space to do what they needed.

Mapes and Rafir finished their flasks at the same time, and she felt the warmth and energy combine with a fuzziness that blurred her inhibitions. She led the young man to their private chamber, a stone-walled alcove with a privacy curtain of spice fiber. Rafir’s words were slightly slurred as the spice beer took hold. “Before we have our own celebration, should we not see—”

“I will meet with her later.” Mapes took his hand, leading him into the alcove. “You are more important.”

Once they were alone, Mapes felt the roar of passion consuming her. She kissed him and pulled him to her. Mapes stopped thinking about the successful raid and what she would tell her mother about it …



AN HOUR LATER, both exhausted and energized from the effects from the spice and the lovemaking, Mapes went to see her mother, Safia, naib of the sietch.

She stood at the hanging glass beads that adorned the chamber doorway. Incense burners added yet another layer of scent to the recycled sietch air. Naib Safia sat on her specially made chair, a mature woman with her aba hood pulled back to show rich, auburn hair streaked with coppery highlights. Safia had designed her own distinctive outfit to mark the respect due to her as a revered mother among the tribe, combined with the male trappings of a typical naib. Safia was an exception to almost every Fremen custom.

The older woman sat up straight in her chair as Mapes let the softly clicking bead curtain fall behind her. Self-consciously, Safia pulled dark skirts over her knees to cover the stump of her left leg. Her hated prosthetic limb was propped against her chair, to be donned only when necessary. “I heard of your adventure, Daughter. You will grow as great as me one day. For now I am content to live vicariously through your battles.” The wistful flicker that crossed her expression belied her words.

“Our fight for freedom continues.” Mapes came forward and bowed. “Part of the success belongs to you, Naib. You blessed the plan.”

“Why so formal? We are here in private. Tell me everything that happened.” Safia’s sparkling, blue-within-blue eyes showed a lifetime of spice consumption.

Mapes took a step closer to the chair, which seemed both a nest and a throne. “When you fought alongside the Fedaykin and tricked them into accepting you, Mother, you told me that you succeeded only because you never showed them your soft side. Every day is a battle, you said. Men were assumed to be equal, while women had to prove it.”

“And I did prove it, Daughter, as will you. I carved one stone step on the cliff you have to climb, but you must carve the next one on your own, and someone else will do the next. It is a long, steep climb up that rock face.” Her mother’s face became wistful. “At least you do not have to pretend when you go out on raids. You are who you are.”

Mapes bowed. “I am what you made me.”

“In part,” Safia agreed.

“In part.” Together, they both muttered a brief benediction in the old language of Chakobsa.

When her mother was a young woman, defiant and violent, she had created a false Fremen identity for herself, claiming to be a youth named Iber from another sietch. Safia had tied a tight band around her breasts to hide her shape, kept her face scuffed and dirty, her stillsuit hood up. She joined the commandos on raids, killing the lumbering watchdogs from House Richese, the previous planetary governors before the Harkonnens.

After her twelfth raid and a kill count of more than thirty, the doddering old naib at the time, a man full of fire and false expectations, championed “Iber” and presented the hero with a sacred crysknife. Accepting, she held the sandworm tooth high among the cheering Fremen as they welcomed their new tribe member. Then Safia pulled down the stillsuit hood shook loose her copper-streaked dark hair. The people muttered, confused. She called out, “I am Safia! You know me, but you underestimate me.”

Some of the older men were indignant, offended. One fool even had the gall to blurt out, “A woman cannot be a Fedaykin commando.”

Safia had rounded on the man, pointing her milky crysknife at him. “Ask the thirty dead Richesian dogs. Does a starving person turn away food that is right in front of him? Does a person fighting for his life cast aside a weapon that is right at hand?”

Some tribe members were convinced, while others continued to complain until Safia confronted the fool who voiced the bitterest complaints. She challenged him to a duel, on the spot. “Let me blood my new crysknife!” Aggressively, she pressed forward, eager to use her weapon, and the fool had backed down. No one else challenged her.

From that time, Safia had led countless more commando raids that struck Richesian operations and ruined countless melange stockpiles, finally driving out House Richese. Emperor Elrood IX could no longer tolerate the incompetence and the loss of spice revenue, so he ousted the Richesians. A victory for Safia. But the Harkonnens had proved no better.

“I raised you to this life, Mapes, dearest to my heart.” She chuckled to herself. “When I talk of my raids, you must think it merely the melancholy nostalgia of someone whose fires are fading.”

“Not fading, Mother!” Mapes said, then quickly bowed and remembered to use the proper title. “Naib. Every one of your stories inspired me, made me want to do the same.” She straightened with pride. “And I am doing so. This raid was our greatest yet, but not my last. You were my mentor. You trained me to become your equal someday.”

Safia reached out to pat Mapes’s forearm in a warm maternal gesture. “You will never be my equal, child. You will be yourself. That is the best anyone can hope for … and your best may be better than mine, in your own way.”

Emotions formed a lump in Mapes’s throat, and she turned away. “We should go to the sietch gathering. The people will be waiting to hear from us. You must address the tribe and tell them what has occurred.”

“Your young Rafir is already telling them stories.” Safia’s voice grew more serious. “I am not finished speaking with you yet. There is one more thing you must learn. You cannot imitate me. I proved to the Fremen that a woman could fight just as hard as any Fedaykin, and be as deadly. Typically, we are vicious on the battlefield, but in a way different from the men. I proved we could be exactly the same.”

“The Fedaykin treat me no differently,” Mapes said. “Some may still doubt me in private, but free people are allowed to think stupid things.”

“That is not what I mean. I fought with them on countless raids, killed many enemies. I became the bane of House Richese … until my accident.” She placed a palm on the sudden angle in her folded skirts where her left leg ended.

During a bold raid, Safia and a group of Fremen warriors had ridden a sandworm to one of the spice operation outposts.
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