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POZNAMKA K SLOVENSKEMU PREKLADU

Tak ako to uz pri preklade svetovej literatiry byva dobrym
zvykom, aj do predkladaného Oblicaja mucenika bolo treba vniest’
istd davku subjektivnej, avSak v medziach drzanej adaptacie
nazvoslovia. Uz samotny nazov poviedky takto podstapil
mnoho zmien, Tvdrou martyra, & mucenika poéntic, Oblicajom
mucenika konéiac. Kone¢ny nazov som si zvolil mozno uz len
z toho malicherného dévodu, ze ide o knizné vyrazy, s ktorymi
sa dnes na ulici uz tak Casto nestretavame. S podobnym vyvojom
slov a nazvov sa pri preklade, a to nielen do nasej rodnej reci,
stretavame vo vSeobecnosti velmi Casto. Beletrie sa to dotyka
priam bytostne. Tento jav vyplyva z podstaty toho - ktorého jazyka,
a vziadnom pripade nenaznaCuje vyrazovi chudobu ostatnych
re¢i. Takto skryto vlastne len poukazuje na kultirne osobitosti
zrkadliace sa v prekladanom texte, a etymologicky zaklad, ¢i jeho
morfologicky kontext. Nech tu uz hovorime o Stredozemi J. R. R.
Tolkiena, alebo Rowlingovej Slizoline, prekladatel’ sa musi vynajst’
vzdy. Akuikol'vek tvorivi zmenu vSak original podstipi, musi sa
jednat’ o adaptaciu plne reSpektujiicu vsetky jazykové pravidla na
tom - ktorom tizemi. M§j preklad Oblic¢aja mucenika nie je v tomto
smere vynimkou.

V priebehu prekladu a série korektiur som vécSinu pojmov,
terminologickych vyrazov a mien prevzal v duchu istej navaznosti
zuz publikovanych Ceskych prekladov Historie Duny. Mojou
snahou totiz v ziadnom pripade nebolo vybocit znejakého
podvedomého ramca zauzivanej terminologie. Kol'ko ,obeti® si
predsa uz vyziadala polemika nad prekladom anglického slova
Orc z Tolkienovho Pdna prsteriov? Bratia Cesi si podobne ako mi
snad’ uz aj privykli na svojich milovanych Skretov, a to sa aj napriek

existencii slovenského prekladu Ohyzd len tak I'ahko nezmeni...
Preklad je vam t'azka vec, a preto vzdavam hold vSetkym podobnym
snaham uspiet’. Citatel’ napokon vzdy rozhodne o buditicnosti toho
ktorého vyrazu. Jazyk zije, a Casom sa meni. Podliecha vplyvom
okolia podobne ako ¢lovek, ¢i iné formy zivota. Isté slovd mozno
prelozit” hravo, no mnohé nie. Anglicky jazyk je dobry priklad.
Prave tu som musel zapojit’ fantaziu a urobit’ miestami isté zmeny.
Berte to teda ako vyzvu, ¢i nevyhnutnost’.

Spomeniem tu teda snad’ len ten najmarkantnejsi priklad méjho
zésahu. Ide o meno manzelky Xaviera Harkonnena. Cesky preklad
pouzil foneticky preklad slova — Okta. Ja sice s tymto prekladom,
vzhl'adom na v slovencine zauzivani prax, nesthlasim, no vyraz
napriek tomu preberam. Naskytla sa tu vSak otazka, ¢i je nutné
vSetky vyrazy lokalizovat. V pripade meno Octa predsa ide o
familiarnu abreviaciu rimskeho rodového mena Octavia. Podobnej
prekazke som celil uz pri preklade Polovacky na Harkonnenov
(WSF Books 2003) v pripade Kymekov. Kazdy predsa rozpoznal,
ze tu v anglickom nazve Cymek ide o spojenie slovnych zakladov
predpony cyto (ako v slove cyfoldgia, cytoplazma) a fonetickej
abreviacie mek (od anglického mech ako v slove mechanical).
Myslim, Ze ¢itatel’ tento vyznam pochopil.

V pripade akychkol'vek konstruktivnych pripomienok k tomuto
prekladu, ¢i mimo neho, ma prosim kl'udne kontaktujte. Potesim sa
akémukol'vek vasmu ohlasu.

Nuz akokol'vek pedantsky, ¢i tvorivo, k prekladu pristupujeme, na
konci diela nam ostava napokon len skromna viera, alebo nade;j, ze
¢itatel’ nasu snahu oceni. To je napokon ten pravy dokaz, Ze sa nam
preklad vydaril.

Pavol Alexander Hornak
Kosice, 21. december 2004
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I

Mrzi ma to, rickol Rekur Van svojmu kolegovi, tlulaxanskému

vyskumnikovi, ked’ nozom obratne prenikol skrz chrbat svojej
obete, a dodal jeden obrat ¢epel'ou navyse, ,,no tuto lod’ potrebujem
viac nez ty.
Krv z rany presakovala vSade vokol §tihlej ocelovej Cepele, az z
nej napokon pradom von vytryskla, ked” Rek vytrhol noz spat’.
Jeho druh so sebou este stale prudko mykal, chvejic sa ako
obnazené nervové synapsie vystavené ohiiu. Rek telo odkotulal
von cez poklop malého plavidla, ponechajiuc ho tam na podlahe
pristaviska.
Ulicami hlavného mesta Tlulaxy sa ozyvala prerusovana strel'ba
zbrani, vykriky a ohlusujice expldzie. Smrtelne raneny genetik
sa uz z poslednych sil plazil po zemi, stale sa vSak eSte trasuc.
No i v tento posledny okamih uprene hl'adel, hoc s pohasinajicim
vyrazom v tvari, svojimi blizko seba zasadenymi o¢ami na Rekura.
Bol to pohl'ad plny zloby a nenavisti. Teraz tu v§ak leZal ponechany
napospas osudu, a vyradeny ako mnoho inych ddlezitych veci...
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Zotrel si krv zo svojho odevu, no jeho dlane a ruky ostali
lepkavé. Po uteku bude mat’ viac ¢asu oprat’ si Saty a umyt’
zakrvavenu pokozku. Krv... To bola mena jeho obchodu.
Geneticky zdroj preplneny potrebnou DNA. Nenavidel nou
takto plytvat’.

Teraz vSak Liga vzneSenych chcela krv... Jeho krv! Napriek
tomu, Ze patril ktym najbrilantnej$im vedcom Tlulaxy
s dobrymi konexiami k mocnej nabozZenskej elite, musel Rek
utiect’. Pre¢ zo svojho domovského sveta, pre¢ od lyncujucich
davov. Pobureni ¢lenovia Ligy totiz uvalili na planétu blokadu a
obsadili tento svet, aby si vynutili ich kratkozrak spravodlivost’.
Ak by ho teraz chytili, nevie si ani len predstavit’ aka odplatu by
na fiom vykonali.

,Fanatici — vSetci z vas!“ krical bezcielne spat’ k mestu, a zaistil
za sebou poklop.

Rek uz nemal ¢&as zozbierat svoje bezcenné vedecké
dokumenty, a tak, stiskajuc teraz riadenie ukradnutej lode
svojimi skrvavenymi rukami, zanechal vSetok svoj osobny
majetok za sebou. Vzniesol svoje plavidlo do vzduchu, bez
planu, no s tizbou vypadnut’ z tejto planéty skor nez by sa ho
mohli pomstychtivi vojaci Ligy zmocnit'.

,Dopekla s tebou, Iblis Ginjo!“ povedal si sam pre seba.
Vedomie, ze bol Hlavny patriarcha uz po smrti mu teraz
davalo len pramalu utechu. Ginjo sa k nemu vzdy spraval ako
k niz8ej forme zivota. Rek a Hlavny patriarcha boli dlhodobo
obchodnymi partnermi, ktori sa jeden bez druhého nevedeli
zaobist, no nezdiel'ali pritom ani najmensi pocit dovery. Liga
vSak napokon stragné tajomstvo tlulaxanskych fariem na organy,
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kde boli nezvestni vojaci a Zensunnitski vdzni popravovani,
aby tak poskytli ndhradné transplantaty pre inych ranenych
bojovnikov Ligy, aj tak odhalila. Teraz sa vSak strany zjavne
obratili, a vSetkych obyvatelov Tlulaxy zachvatil zmditok.
Zobrali o svoje holé Zivoty, aby tak unikli pomste poburene;
Ligy. Obchodnici s tkanivom sa museli skryt, a td mala
skupinka legitimnych sa z civilizovanych svetov jednoducho
vyparila. Zneucteny a zruinovany. Teraz sa stal Rek Stvancom.
No 1 bez svojich laboratornych poznamok a zaznamov jeho
mysel' niesla kl'icové poznatky, sktorymi sa bol ochotny
podelit’ s tym, kto pontkne najviac. Vo vrecku mu teraz lezala
malad ampulka Specialneho genetického materialu, ktory mu
umozni zacat’ opat’ odznova. Keby sa len mohol dostat’ prec...
Po dosiahnuti obeznej drahy sa mu naskytol pohlad na
mocné, tvarom hrot oStepu pripominajuce bojové lode plné
rozhnevanych stupencov Dzihadu. Niekol'ko tlulaxanskych
plavidiel, zktorych vicsinu riadili rovnako neskuseni a
poplaseni piloti ako on sam, sa rozprchlo bez ladu a skladu
vSade navokol, a vojnové lode Ligy tak mohli zamerat’ vSetky
tlulaxanské koraby, ktoré boli v ich dosahu a na dostrel.

,Preco nepredstierat’, ze sme vinni vsefci?* zabrucal pozerajuc
sa na vyjav pred nim, vediac, ze ho nik nepocuje.

Rek zvysil rychlost’, netusiac ako rychlo tato jemu neznama lod’
dokaze vobec letiet. Koncom svojho u$pineného rukava zotrel
skvrnu schntcej krvi na ovladacom paneli tak, aby sa mu tdaje
na pristrojovej doske od¢itavali l'ahsie. Bojové lode Ligy nan
zopar krat naslepo vystrelili a komunikacné zariadenie nahle
s praskanim prepojilo ¢isi rozhnevany hlas.

http://www.dunenovels.com
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,»Tlulaxansky korab! Zastavte a vzdajte sa, inak budete zni¢eni!*
,,Preco radSej nepouzijete svoje zbrane proti mysliacim strojom?*
odsekol Rek.

,2Armada Dzihadu tu len marni ¢as a zdroje. Zabudli ste snad’ uz na
skuto¢ného nepriatel’a ludstva?*

A skuto¢ne, hocktory tlulaxansky zlo¢in bol vskutku ni¢im
v porovnani s desiatkami rokov devastacie sposobenej pocitacovou
Vsemysl'ou Omniom.

Velitel” nepriatel’'skej lode zjavne jeho sarkazmus neocenil.
Vybusné projektily ticho preleteli popri nom, no Rek napriek tomu
reagoval nahlym odklonenim a spomalenim lode. Strely detonovali
ned’aleko od svojho predpokladaného ciel’a, razova vina vSak
aj napriek tomu jeho ukradnutd lod’ roztocila. Ovladaci panel
pristrojovej dosky v kabine sa rozjasnil ziarivymi kontrolkami
a poplasnymi signalmi, no Rek nudzovy signal nevyslal.
Nehluéne nechal lod” bez kontroly, hrajic sa na mrtveho. Lode
Ligy ho Coskoro nechali tak a vydali sa na lov inych nestastnych
tlulaxanskych utecencov, ved’ cielov z ktorych si mohli vyberat’
bolo mnoho.

Ked’ sa bojové lode Ligy konecne vzdialili, Rek usudil, Ze je
v dostato¢nom bezpeci na to, aby aktivoval lodné stabilizatory. Po
niekol’kych nevydarenych pokusoch sa mu preval'ujucu lod’ opat’
podarilo dostat’ pod kontrolu a spét’ na kurz. Bez predstavy o cieli
svojej cesty, dychtiac len po uniku, letel za hranice systému tak
d’aleko ako len mohol. Nel'utoval ni¢, ¢o za sebou zanechal. Rek
po vécsinu svojho zivota pracoval na vyvoji novych biologickych
technik a postupov tak ako uz generacie jeho 'udu pred nim. Poc¢as
Dzihadu sa stala jeho rasa rozpravkovo bohatou a pre vesmir
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pravdepodobne aj nezbytnou. Teraz vSak Sereniny fanatici rozvratili
povodné a jedinecné organové farmy, znicili transplanta¢né nadrze,
a,,milostivo* oslobodili va¢sinu darcov z ich utrpenia. Kratkozraki
blazni! Ako si len bude Liga v najblizsich rokoch stazovat’, ked’ jej
budu veterani bez o¢i a hnatov nad svojimi zraneniami nariekat’,
nemajuc viac uz miesta kam ist’.

Kratkozraki idealisti zradov Ligy neuvazovali nad takymito
praktickymi strankami veci. Neplanovali v tomto smere vobec
ni¢. Hnali sa za neskuto¢nymi snami ako uz pri mnozstve inych
prilezitosti Dzihadu Sereny Sluzobnice. Hnali ich len hltipe emocie.
Rek nenavidel tychto I'udi. Schytil ki¢ovite ovladanie lode akoby
predstieral, Ze je to hruby krk Iblisa Ginja. Hlavnému patriarchovi
sa napriek rozsiahlemu zoznamu jeho tibohych ¢inov darilo udrzat’
si svoje vlastné meno bez poskvrny, zatial’ ¢o vSetku vinu zhodil
na starého, vojnou zoceleného hrdinu, Xaviera Harkonnena, a
celu tlulaxanskt rasu. Ginjova vzdy vypocitava vdova vykreslila
svojho padlého muza ako martyra vel'mi nepravdivo a celkom
marne. Rek to vedel.

Liga mohla tlulaxanskému l'udu ukradnut’,,Cest,” rabujtce davy si
mohli privlastnit’ ich bohatstvo, a printtit’ tak jeho 'udi k Zivotu vo
vyhnanstve, no zradcovia nikdy nemohli ziskat’ jedinecné znalosti
a schopnosti, ktoré si Reku Rek nosil v hlave. Tento obetny
baranok sa este stale vedel branit.

Rek si napokon ujasnil kam by mal ist, kde by mal vziat' svoju
tajni1 a inovaénu technoldgiu klonovania ako taktiez Zivotaschopné
bunky samotnej Sereny Sluzobnice.

Smeroval preé, pozdiZ hranic priestoru Ligy, aby nagiel Svety
strojov, tam, kde sa chcel predstavit’ VSemysli Omniovi.
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Na Saluse Secundus, hlavnom meste Ligy vzneSenych,
otvorila nedisciplinovana vrava palbu na sochu muza.
Vorian Atreides stal v tieni ozdobnej klenby, pozerajuc sa na dav,
ticho ako skala. Jeho hrdlo bolo hroézou zovreté tak mocne, Ze
nemohol, v hoc tol’kej zlosti, skriknut. Aj ked’ bol bojovnikom
Dzihadu, tento divoky zastup by ho nepocuvol.

Figurina muza sa vol'ne hompal'ala na svojej provizornej Sibenici
nad hromadou suchych klatov. Tato babka len malo pripominala
Xaviera Harkonnena, no zloba davu bola na neho zrejma. Jeden
mlady muz hodil na naviSenu hranicu mala roznetku, a v priebehu
sekind zacali rozpinajuce sa plamene hltat’ kisok po kusku jej
symbolickt uniformu — presne taka aki hrdo kedysi nosieval
Xavier.

Vorianov priatel’ zasvitil vdcSinu svojho zivota vojne proti
mysliacim strojom. Teraz tento dav ako zmyslov zbaveny
nasiel kdesi tato zaprasenu uniformu a pouzil ju, aby tu Xaviera
zosmiesnil, strhnic znej vsetky jej vyznamenania a insignie
podobnym spdsobom, ako bol Xavier ukrateny aj o svoje
pravoplatné miesto v dejinach l'udstva. Teraz ho upal'ovali. Hned’
¢o sa ohen rozhorel, figurina tancovala a tlela na konci svojho
povrazu Coraz viac. Kakofonicky jasot rachotil oknami pril'ahlych
budov, slaviac tak smrt’ zradcu. Ludia tento akt povazovali za isty
druh odplaty. Vor to v§ak povazoval za obycajné chraptinstvo.
Potom, ¢o sa Vor dozvedel o tom, ako odvazne Xavier odhalil
tlulaxanské organové farmy, a zvrhol zradného Velkého
patriarchu Ginja, sa nahlil na Salusu. Nikdy by neocakaval, ze
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sa stane svedkom tak otrasného a dobre pripraveného hnutia
odporu proti svojmu priatel'ovi. Po celé dni Vor pokracoval vo
svojich prejavoch, snaziac sa zastavit’ hystericky hnev pred jeho
zasahom toho nespravneho ciel’a. Napriek jeho vysokej hodnosti
sa viak len malokto postavil na jeho podporu. Spinava kampaii
proti Xavierovi sa zaCala, a dejiny sa pretvarali dokonca v
okamihu, ked’ sa pisali. Vor sa citil ako muz stojaci na plazi pocas
Caladanského hurikanu, vzpinajuc ruky k nebu, a snaZiac sa tak
odvratit’ vysoka prilivovu vinu.

Dokonca i Xavierove vlastné dcéry pred natlakom poklakli, a
mena si zmenili z Harkonnen na matkine priezvisko, privlastok
Sluzobnice. Ich matka, Serenina sestra Okta, vzdy ticha a placha,
sa stiahla v biede a nestasti do mesta Introspekcie, odmietajic
viac zaujem a pritomnost’ cudzich l'udi...

Vor, majuc na sebe len poulicné havy, teraz stal uprostred davu
celkom nepozorovane, ukryvajuc Sikovne svoju identitu. Podobne
ako Xavier, aj on bol na sluzbu v Armade Dzihadu hrdy, no v tejto
rasticej emocionalnej horlivosti by nebolo dobrym napadom
zjavit’ sa tu v uniforme. Pocas dlhého trvania Dzihadu sa Primero
Vorian Atreides zucastnil mnozstva bojov proti mysliacim
strojom. Bojujtic po Xavierovom boku dosiahol obrovskych, hoc
drahych vitazstiev. Xavier bol najodvaznej$im muzom, akého
kedy poznal, no teraz nim miliardy I'udi opovrhovali.

Vor sa odvratil od davu, neznestuc uz d’alej tento pohlad. Aka
to len masova ignorancia a hlapost’! Zle informovany a I'ahko
manipulovatelny zastup by veril snad’ ¢omukol'vek, ¢o by si len
zmyslel. Vorian Atreides bude vSak hoc sam pamitat’ na hrdinska
pravdu v pozadi mena Harkonnen.
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Nezévisly robot odstupil o krok spét’, obdivujiic novy citat
pripevneny na stene jeho laboratdria.

Pochopenie ludskej podstaty je tym najobtiaznejsim dusevnym
cvicenim zo vsetkych.

Pokym rozjimal nad moznymi vyznammi a implikaciami slov
tohto vyroku, zmenil Erasmus vyraz svojej tvarokovovej tvare.
Po starocia patral po podstate 'udstva, snaziac sa desifrovat’ tiito
podivnu biologicku anomaliu. Aj napriek tol'kym nedostatkov,
ktorymi oplyvali, sa im v zablesku ich génia podarilo nejako
zostrojit mysliace stroje. Tato hadanka ho neustale provokovala.
Po svojom laboratoriu umiestnil rozne slogany tak, aby inicioval
sled myslienok v ten najneocakavanejsi okamih. Filozofia bola
pre neho viac nez len hrou. Bola prostriedkom zdokonalovania
jeho mechanickej mysle a samého seba.

Dosiahnut' je mozné vietko co si vieme len predstavit, bez
rozdielu, ¢i si ¢lovek, alebo stroj.

Pre ulahcenie pochopenia svojho biologického nepriatela
vykonaval Erasmus neustale nové a nové pokusy. Uviazani
k stolom, vystaveni v priechl'adnych nadrziach, alebo uzavreti
vo svojich vzduchotesnych celach... Robotova sti¢asna skupina
subjektov vyskumu sa zvijala a stenala vSade navokol. Niektori
sa modlili k neviditelnym bohom, ini zas vrestali a prosili o
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zl'utovanie ich zalarnika, ¢o len poukazalo na to, aki st klamlivi.
Niekol’ko z nich krvacalo, pomocovalo sa, a prepustalo viacero
telesnych tekutin, neslusne tak Spiniac jeho laboratorium.
Erasmus mal nastastie viacero podriadenych robotov ako aj
mnoho l'udskych otrokov, ktori dali zariadenie jeho laboratoria
opit’ do antiseptického a poriadneho stavu.

Svalovina je len jemny kov.

V doplnku k svojim psychologickym testom robot preskimal
tisicky Tudskych mozgov a tiel. Skiimal I'udi pod vplyvom
zmyslovej deprivacie, vyvolavajuc u nich extrémnu bolest’ a
bezcitny strach. Studoval chovanie jednotlivcov ako aj aktivity
skupin. Napriek vsetkému, ¢o vykonal vedel, Zze pri vSetkom
jeho puntickarskom zmysle pre detail, mu tu Cosi podstatné
uniklo. Nemohol prist na spdsob ako ziskat' a zhromazdit
vSetky udaje tak, aby zapadli do nejakého zrozumitelného
ramca, akejsi ,,hlavnej a jednotnej teorie” o l'udskej podstate.
Extrémy v ich spravani boli prili§ vzdialené.

Je ludskejsie byt dobrym, alebo zlym?

Tato tabulka vedla tej novej predstavovala po urciti dobu
hadanku. Mnoho T'udi, ktorych S$tudoval podrobne, tak ako
Serenu Sluzobnicu a jeho vlastného chovanca Gilberta Albansa,
preukazovalo vrodent l'udskost, dobrotu naplnent stcitom a
starostlivost'ou o iné stvorenia. No Erasmus popritom Studoval
aj dejiny l'udstva a vedel dobre o zradcoch a sociopatoch, ktori
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svojmu druhu spdsobili neskuto¢nu $kodu a utrpenie s cielom
ziskat’ vyhody len pre samych seba.

Ziadna skupina zaverov tu nedavala zmysel.

Po tridsiatich 6smich rokoch Dzihadu Sereny Sluzobnice boli
stroje d’aleko od toho, ¢o by sa dalo nazvat’ vitazstvom, a to
aj napriek tomu, ze pocitacové simulacie a prognozy hovorili o
tom, ze divoko zijucich I'udi mali rozdrvit’ uz davno. Fanatizmus
daval Lige vzneSenych silu, a ona tak mohla pokracovat’ v boji,
a to dokonca i v Casoch, ked’ by ich vSetka rozumna tvaha
priviedla ku kapitulacii. Ich in§pirativny vodca sa stal napokon
z vlastnej vole martyrom... Nevysvetlite'ny to pocin.

Teraz tu v8ak zda sa mal kone¢ne nov prilezitost, neo¢akavany
novy subjekt, ktory by mohol na az doposial neprebadané
aspekty l'udskosti vrhnut nové svetlo. Tento tlulaxansky zajatec
by mu mozno mohol po svojom prichode poskytnut' nejaké
odpovede. Ved napokon, ten pochaby ¢lovek sam padol priamo
do ich narucia...

Rekur drzo narusil priestor Synchronizovanych svetov
kontrolovanych mysliacimi strojmi, a vyslal svoju poziadavku
vidiet Omnia. Bol smely prichod Tlulaxana sucastou nejake;j
komplikovanej lesti, alebo skutocne veril, ze ma akukol'vek
moc vyjednavat? Erasmus bol zvedavy, ¢o vtom bude.
Omnius cheel tlulaxanska lod” zni¢it' okamzite, ved’ vicSina
'udi prechadzajucich okolitym vesmirom hranic¢iacim s jednym
z mnoha Synchrnizovanych svetov bola Omniom bud’ zabita
alebo zajatd, no Erasmus sa do toho zamiesal, dychtiac po tom,
aby si vypocul ¢o im ma tento dobre znamy geneticky vyskumnik
¢o povedat’. Po obkli¢eni malého plavidla ho robotické bojové
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lode eskortovali na Corrin, do centra Synchronizovanych svetov.
Ozbrojené strazne roboty bezodkladne odprevadili zajatca rovno
do Erasmovho laboratoria.

Hranata tvar Rekura sa skrucala v zamracenom vyraze, ktory
prelietal medzi nadutostou a hrozou. Jeho temné, blizko seba
usadené o¢i rychlo zmurkali. Nosil vrko¢ az po ramena, a snazil
sa tvarit’ jednak isto ako aj v pomykove, no kompletne zlyhal.
Oproti nemu stal autonomny robot odety v luxusnej kralovskej
robe, ktort nosieval, aby sa tak v ociach svojich l'udskych
otrokov a subjektov vyskumu javil ¢o najzaujimavej$im. Na
svojej tvarokovovej tvari vycaril neohrozujuci usmev, no potom
sa nahle zamracil, vyskusajuc si tak novy mimicky vyraz.

,»Ked’ si bol zajaty, dozadoval si sa, aby si mohol vidiet Omnia.
Pre velka pocitatovit VSemysel’ je vSak nezvycajné prijimat’
povely od tak drobného ¢loveka — muza tak malého vzrastom
i vyznamom.*

Rek pozdvihol bradu a naduto zafunel.

,Podcenujete ma.*

Siahnuc do zahybov svojej zneCistenej a pokrkvanej tuniky
vytiahol mali ampulku.

,Doniesol som vam nie¢o vzacne. Toto s vzorky Zivych kultur,
hruby material mdjho vedeckého badania.*

»3am som uskuto¢nil uz dost’ vyskumnej prace,
Erasmus.

,»A mam mnozstvo vzoriek, z ktorych mézem Cerpat’. Preco by
ma mali zaujimat’ prave tie tvoje?*

,Pretoze toto su povodné bunky samotnej Sereny Sluzobnice,
a vy nemate ziadnu technoldgiu, alebo postup ako vypestovat’

113

odvetil
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jej urychleného klona tak rychlo, a tak dobre, ako ja. Mdzem
vytvorit'® dokonaly duplikat vodcu Dzihadu proti mysliacim
strojom. Myslim, ze viete ako také nieco vyuzit'.”

Na Erasma to vskutku urobilo dojem.

»Serena Sluzobnica? Mdze§ mi ju znova vytvorit'?

»AZ kjej samotnej DNA. Mozem urychlit jej vyvoj do
akéhokol'vek bodu aky si len zmyslite. No do buniek som
umiestnil isté... No povedzme, inhibitory... Malé zamky, ktoré
som schopny odomknut’ len ja sam.*

Rek drzal ampulku stale mucivo v svetle laboratoria tam, kde ju
mohol Erasmus jasne vidiet'.

,Len si predstavte akym hodnotnym nastrojom by to mohlo vo
vasej vojne proti 'ud’om byt’.

,»A preco by si nam takyto poklad ponukal?

,Pretoze nenavidim Ligu vzneSenych. Obratili sa proti moéjmu
Pudu, a prenasleduji nas vSade kam sa len pohneme. Ak mi
mysliace stroje poskytni azyl, odmenim ich Uplne novou
Serenou, s ktorou si potom moézete robit’ ¢o len chcete.*
Erasmovym duSevnym jadrom sa prehanali moznosti. Serena
bola doposial’ jeho najfascinujicej$im l'udskym subjektom,
no jeho experimenty a pokusy na nej sa dockali zafalého
konca, ked’ zabila svoje nedisciplinované diet'a. Potom uz viac
nekooperovala. Po desatrocia si robot zelal prilezitost’ byt ¢o
i len na sekundu este aspon raz s fiou — a teraz sa jej mozno
dockal...

Predstavoval si rozhovory, ktoré by nanovo spolu viedli,
vymenu mySlienok, odpovede na vsetky tie jeho palcivé
otazky... Studoval d’alsiu vetu na stene.
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Ak si viem predstavit’ dokonalui otdzku, bude mat’ aj odpoved?

Erasmus zovrel Rekovo rameno. Ten sa len v bolesti zaskl'abil.
»Suhlasim s tvojimi podmienkami.*

1A%

dova po Hlavnom patriarchovi poslala Vorianovi Atreidovi

formalne pozvanie, no on vedel, Ze to nebola len prosta
prosba.
Sprava mu bola doru¢ena kapitanom miestnej policie Dzihadu,
v ¢om bol obsiahnuty isty skryty natlak a hrozba. Vor sa vSak nedal
len tak l'ahko zastrasit. Nosieval mnoho vyznamenani, stuziek a
dekoracii, ktorymi bol odmeneny pocas jeho dlhej a u¢ebnicove;j
kariéry. Napriek tomu, Ze vyrastol uprostred mysliacich strojov
ako splnomocnenec, stal sa neskér hrdinom Dzihadu, a tak
nechcel, aby snobska Zenuska Iblisa Ginja ¢o i len na sekundu
zabudla, s kym ma tu Cest’.
Camie Boro-Ginjo sa vydala za Ginja pre prestiz, ktoru jej jeho
meno poskytlo, no bolo to predovsetkym spojenectvo I'udi bez
lasky. Camie mala na vlastné politické ciele v umysle vyuzit
kazdu jednu prilezitost, ktora sa jej vd’aka posobivej smrti svojho
manzela naskytla. Teraz tu sedela uprostred rovnakych komnat,
kde Velky patriarcha zosnoval tak vela zjeho nehanebnych
planov, po boku plesatécho Dzipolského velitela s olivovou
pokozkou, Yoreka Thurra. Vor si dodal odvahy, nech uz tento
nebezpecny par zamyslal cokol'vek.
Camie upriamila, pekne sa naitho usmievajic, Vorovu pozornost’
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na zmen$eny model na vystavnom podstavci, zobrazujici v malej
mierke verné prevedenie grandiézneho monumentu.

,»Toto bude nas chram zasviteny Trom martyrom. Ktokol'vek nari
pozrie, neuciti ni¢ iné, nez intenzivnu oddanost’ k nasej spolo¢ne;j
snahe - Dzihadu.*

Vor si prezeral mohutné klenby chramu, obrovské ¢ase na udrzanie
veéného ohna, a tri kolosalne sochy, Stylizované podoby muza,
zeny a dietata v iom.

,» Iraja martyri?*

»Serena Sluzobnica, jej milované dieta, zavrazdeni mysliacimi
strojmi, a napokon mdj muz, Iblis Ginjo, zavrazdeny zradcom
Pudi.

Vor uz len st'azka potlacal svoj hnev. Obratil sa k odchodu.
»Nechcem mat’ s tym ni¢ spolo¢né!*

,,Primero, vypocujte si nas aspoil prosim.

Camie pozdvihla ruky v zmierlivom geste.

,Zamyslite sa. Nemyslite si, Ze prave teraz nastal ten spravny
okamih, ked’ treba vo vSetkom tom to nesmiernom zmitku
I'ud Ligy oslovit, odsudit’ ti strasnti vrazdu Sereny Sluzobnice
mysliacimi strojmi, a velebit’ tragickt smrt’ méjho manzela, ktory
padol za obet’ sprisahaniu zosnovaného Xavierom Harkonnenom
a tou jeho tlulaxanskou kohortou?*

»Neexistuju Ziadne fakty potvrdzujice Xavierovu vinu,” odsekol
Vor ostro.

Camie bola tou osobou, ktora na prvom mieste niesla zodpovednost’
za zvalenie viny a ohovaranie. Nebal sa jej, ani jej prisluhovacov.
,,Primero, vase predpoklady st mylné, a vy sam ste prestali hl'adat’
pravdu.*
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,» T4 sa napokon potvrdila k mojej spokojnosti.*

Thurr sa nahle postavil na nohy. Aj ked’ bol vzrastom o nie¢o nizsi
nez Camie, mal v sebe skryta silu kobry.

»Aby sme boli presnejsi Primero, potvrdila sa k spokojnosti
obCanov Ligy, a ti predsa potrebuji mat’ svojich hrdinov a
martyrov, no nie?

»Zjavne potrebuju aj zloduchov. Ak nie ste schopni najst
skuto¢ného vinnika, jednoducho si ho vytvorite — tak ako ste si ho
vytvorili z Xaviera.*

Thurr si preplietol prsty na rukach.

,Nechceme sa predsa zamiesat’ do ustipa¢nej debaty Primero. Ste
vel’ky vojensky stratég, dizime vam mnoho z nagich vitazstiev.*
,»A Xavierovi taktiez... dodal Vor.

Dzipolsky velitel' pokracoval akoby bez pov§imnutia Vorovho
komentaru.

.My traja, doleziti vodcovia Ligy teraz musime spolu kooperovat’
a zavrsit' tak dolezité poslanie. Nikto z nas si predsa nemoze
dovolit, aby ho so sebou stiahli potlac¢ané pocity a bezny Zzial'
Obyvatel'stvo musime udrzat’ zamerané na vitazstvo v naSom
Svitom Dzihade. Nemo6zeme si dovolit’ hadky, ktoré nas odvratia
od skutoéného nepriatela. V povznasani otazok o tom Co sa
stalo medzi Xavierom Harkonnenom a Velkym patriarchom ste
vytrvaly, no neuvedomujete si $kodu, ktort tym pachate?*
»Pravda je len pravda.“

,Pravda je relativna, a musime na fiu nahliadat’ z uhla pohl'adu
sirSej snahy. Dokonca aj Serena a Xavier by so mnou iste sthlasili,
ze aj nechcené obete su opodstatnené, ak pomézu dosiahnut’ ciele
Dzihadu. Musite ukon¢it’ tito osobnu krizovu vypravu Primero.
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Prestante predhadzovat’ pochybnosti a nechajte si svoje pocity pre
seba. Takto nasej veci len uskodite!*

Aj ked Thurrove slova zneli pokojne, Vor nemohol nepostrehnut’
skryt hrozbu v jeho hlase. Potlacil ndhle nutkanie muza udriet’.
Tento Dzipolsky velitel nemal ziaden zmysel pre Cest alebo
pravdu. Thurr mal vSak rozhodne tu moc nechat' Vora potichu
zavrazdit'... Vor taktiez vedel, Ze nebude otal'at’ urobit’ to, ak to
bude pokladat’ za nevyhnutné.

Dzipolskému velitelovi sa podaril poriadny uder pod pas,
pripomenuc mu zamerné obete, ktoré jeho priatelia dobrovolne
priniesli. Ak by teraz Vor podkopal, ¢i zni€il verejni mienku o
triezvom usudku Rady Dzihadu a vlady Ligy ako takej, vyvolalo
by to politické dosledky a znagny spolo¢ensky zmiitok. Skandaly,
rezignacie, a vSeobecny zmitok by vazne oslabil solidaritu
l'udskej rasy, ktorti potrebovala, aby tak d’alej ¢elila mysliacim
strojom.

Omnius bol jedinym nepriatelom, na ktorom zalezalo. Vor
prekrizil svoje ruky cez svoju medailami a stuzkami oveSana
hrud’.

,Zatial’ si svoje nazory ponecham pre seba,” odvetil.

,»No nerobim to pre vas a vaSe mocenské intrigy. Robim to pre
Serenin Dzihad a pre Xaviera.*

,»Pokial to len urobis... “ dodala ticho a pre seba Camie.

Vor sa obratil k odchodu, no spomalil a zastal pri dverach.

,V den, ked’ odhalite tu frasku vasich troch martyrov nechcem
byt’ nikde nablizku. Idem na frontovu liniu.*

Kratiac hlavou napokon odisiel.

,,Boje pochopit’ dokazem, politiku nie!*
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Na jednom z hlavnych svetov strojov, Corrine uplynuli uz
roky a diet'a zenského pohlavia rychlo rastlo do dospelosti.
Jej doterajsi fyziologicky a psychologicky vyvoj Rekur zamerne
urychlil. Erasmus svoje laboratoria plné svojich mumlajucich
pokusov navstevoval pravidelne, aby tak sledoval ako jeho nova
Serena Sluzobnica nadobuda svoju koneént podobu.

Medzi mucenymi ludskymi subjektami sa tlulaxansky
vyskumnik zdanlivo citil ako doma. Rek bol napokon sam o
sebe zaujimavou osobou, snazormi a postojmi diametralne
odlisSnymi od tych, ktoré Erasmus pozoroval na pdvodnej
Serene, alebo na Gilbertovi Albansovi. Tak ¢i onak, tento velky
vedec mal nezvycajny pohl'ad na svet vokol seba, perspektivu
uplne orientovani na samého seba, skruteni pod naporom
iracionalnej nenavisti a zloby k divoko zijucim l'ud’om. K tomu
vsetkému bol inteligentny a dobre vycvi¢eny. Dobry mentalny
oponent pre Erasma... no robotova nadej visela stale najmé na
navrate Sereny. Rek bol len prostriedkom.

Pocas trvania jej urychleného dospievania Rek pouzil vyspela
strojova inStruktaznu techniku, aby tak naplnil jej hlavu
dezinformaciami a faloSnymi spomienkami premieSanymi
s dovernymi  informdaciami  skutocného  Zivota  Sereny
Sluzobnice. Niektoré ¢riepky spomienok sa uchytili nastalo, iné
bolo treba implantovat’ stale a znova.

Ak sa ktomu naskytla ¢o i len najmensia prilezitost, robot
sa pokusal viest neisté rozhovory stouto novou Serenou,
s pribudajucimi dnami pocitujuc vSak Coraz vicSiu uzkost.
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Kedy uz s iou bude moct’ debatovat’, a provokovat’ pritom jej
hnev a fascinujicu odozvu — tak ako to byvalo kedysi? No
aj ked vyzerala ako dospely ¢lovek, Rekur trval na tom, Ze
priprava geneticky zmanipulovanej kopie Sereny Sluzobnice
eSte nebola uplne hotova.

Po cely tento ¢as Erasmova netrpezlivost’ rastla.

Najprv povazoval nestilad medzi Serenou, ktorti poznal, a Zenou,
ktora tu teraz pred nim stala, za bezvyznamny. Rozdiel medzi
tymto mladym c¢lovekom a Serenou, ktorou by sa napokon
mala stat’. No a tak, ked” uz klon dosiahol ekvivalentného veku,
v ktorom poznal Serenu, zacal byt’ ¢oraz viac znepokojeny. Toto
nebolo ani prinajmensom to ¢o ¢akal.

Vycitiac, Zze uz d’alsie odklady nemozno viac ospravedlnit, sa
tlulaxansky vyskumnik so svojimi kone¢nymi pripravami nahlil.
Erasmus opat’ prisiel v svojej kralovskej robe, aby pozoroval
ako Serenina vernad kopia ukoncila fazu niekolkodniového
ponorenia v komore plnej experimentalneho buneé¢ného roztoku
spomal’ujuceho proces starnutia. Jej vyvoj bol natiahnuty a
ovplyvneny, no jej slabé biologické telo neskutocne tvrdé
podmienky vydrzalo.

Tlulaxan bol znepokojeny ako dokaze obhdjit' svoje tvrdenia,
no Erasmus opidt’ vSetko zvazil. Mysliace stroje mohli ¢akat’
po staroc¢ia ak bolo treba. Ak by sa rozhodol urobit’” d’alsicho
cviéného jedinca, mozno by tomu druhému dovolil normalny
rast, pretoze experimentalna akceleracia mohla priniest’ isté
nedostatky. Nezavisly robot do svojej obnovenej interakcie so
Serenou vlozil nesmierne velké o¢akavanie. Nechcel, aby sa mu
teraz nieco pietlo do cesty.
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Ked’ sa plasticka, vysoko viskozna tekutina z nadrze odcerpala,
a zensky klon pred nim stal celkom nahy. Erasmus ho v zlomku
sekundy preskimal viacerymi spektralnymi senzorami, vyuzijuc
tak Siroku paletu svojho optického vybavenia. Erasmus videl
naht Serenu pomocou mnozstva prieskumnych nastrojov sice
uz vel'mi davno, no nespocetne velakrat. Bol pritomny, ked’ dala
zivot svojmu nedisciplinovanému potomkovi, a bol to on, kto
vykonal steriliza¢nu operaciu, aby sa problém s tehotenstvom
nikdy viac nemohol opakovat’.

Rekur sa priblizil, nespokojne dychtiac potom, aby ju mohol
fyzicky preskiimat, no Erasmus malého Tlulaxana zdvihol a
odstr¢il z cesty. Nechcel, aby sa mu Rek plietol do niecoho, ¢o
mohol byt jedine¢ny okamih. Stala tam v nadrzi, kvapky z nej
eSte stale padali. Serena nevyzerala, ze by sa starala o to, Ze je
naha, 1 ked’ originalu by sa to rozhodne dotklo. To bola len jedna
z mnozstva osobnostnych ¢rt a variacii, ktoré robot postrehol.
,»Teraz si uZ so mnou spokojny?* opytala sa Serena, zmurkajuc
svojimi Sirokymi levandulovymi oami. Stala tam tak zvodne,
akoby sa snazila zvabit’ potencialneho partnera.

,»Chcem, aby si ma mal rad.*

Na Erasmovej tvarokovovej tvari sa sformoval umely
zachmureny vyraz, a jeho optické senzory nebezpecne
zaziarili. Serena SluZzobnica bola drza, nezavisla a inteligentna.
Nenavidela svoje zajatie medzi mysliacimi strojmi. Stale
s Erasmom debatovala, aby nasla akukol'vek Sancu ublizit’ mu.
Nikdy sa nesnazila uspokojit’ ho, ¢i ho mat’ rada. Toto nebola
Serena, ktoru kedysi poznal!

,.Co si jej to spravil?* obratil sa Erasmus k Tlulaxanovi.
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,,Preco to povedala?“

Rek sa nasilu a celkom neisto pousmial.

,»Z dovodu urychlenia jej rastu som musel jej osobnost’ umelo
viest’. Sformoval som ju s beZznymi Zenskymi postojmi.*
,Bezné Zenské postoje?* spytal sa Erasmus udivene, uvazujuc
popritom o tom, ¢i tento neprijemny a uzavrety Tlulaxan chape
ludské Zeny dokonca menej nezZ on sam.

,,Na Serene nebolo ni¢ bezné!*

Na Rekovej tvari sa zjavila nahle rastiica nepohoda. Stichol,
rozhodntic sa viac nepokuSat o dalSie vysvetlenie situacie.
Erasmus bol stale vSak viac zaujaty klonom, nez Tlulaxanom.
Tato Zena sa sice podobala Serene postavou, jemnou tvarou
plnou klasickej krasy, jantarovo hnedymi vlasmi, nezvyc¢ajnymi
o¢ami a pohl'adom, no nebola to ta ista zena. Dostala sa len tak
blizko, aby mohla posteklit’ Erasmove vlastné spomienky na iu,
a na ¢asy, ktoré spolu stravili.

»Povedz mi o svojej viere, politickom presved¢eni, filozofii a
nabozZenstve,” dozadoval sa robot.

»Vyjadri ndm tvoje najohnivejSie pocity a nazory. PreCo si
mysli§, ze dokonca aj zajati l'udia si zaslizia, aby sa s nimi
zaobchadzalo s resSpektom? Vysvetli nam preco veris v to, ze je
pre mysliace stroje nemozné dosiahnut’ rovnocennosti 'udske;j
duse?

,,Preco si zela§ so mnou o takychto veciach diskutovat™?* Serenin
hlas teraz znel priam podrazdene.

,Povedz mi, ¢o ti mam na to povedat), a ja ti odpoviem.*
Akonahle dievca prerieklo, Erasmovou milujicou spomienkou
na skuto¢nt Serenu to otriaslo v zakladoch. Aj ked’ vyzerala
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presne ako Serena Sluzobnica, tento dojem bol vo svojom
vnatornom rozpolozeni vel'mi odlisny. Sposob akym myslela,
sposob akym sa chovala. Tato verzia nemala to spravne
spolo¢enské vedomie, povahu, ba ani Ziadnu iskru, hoc len
naznak, ¢i zrkadlenie osobnostnych ¢rt, ktoré mu boli u Sereny
tak zname. Crty, ktoré mu sposobili tak zaujimavé obtiaZe.
Rebelantsky postoj skutocnej Sereny Sluzobnice odstartoval
cely Dzihad, pokym tejto nahradke akykol'vek takyto potencial
chybal.

Erasmus postrehol ten rozdiel v lesku jej o¢i, v $pulenti jej plnych
pier, spdsobe akym si prehodila mokré vlasy cez rameno. Ta
fascinujuca zena, ktora kedysi poznal, mu zrazu vel'mi chybala.
,Oble¢ sa,”“ odvetil napokon Erasmus. Po jehom boku sa
prihliadajuci Rekur javil byt vyplaseny, jasne citiac robotovo
sklamanie.

Vkizla do havov, ktoré pre iiu Rek pripravil, zvyraziiujic jej
zenské krivky.

,,Pacim sa ti?*

,Nie, zial'bohu si neprijatel'na.*

V okamihu, ¢o sa povrch jeho tvarokovovej ruky zahmlil,
ucinil Erasmus rychly a precizny vypad. Nechcel, aby trpela, no
nechceel sa taktiez uz viac pozerat’ na tento defektny klon. Celou
svojou mechanickou silou vrazil ostri hranu svojej vytvarovanej
tvarokovovej ruky do jej utleho krku a stal ju tak 'ahko akoby
strihal kvetiny v zahradke svojho sklenika. Nevydala ¢o i len
hlasok, jej hlava odskocila, a telo padlo, striekajic krv vSade
navokol na ¢isti podlahu jeho laboratoéria.

Aké to len sklamanie.
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Po jeho l'avici vydal Rek tlmeny dusivy zvuk, ako keby zabudol
ako sa dycha. Tlulaxan zakopol a ustapil o krok spit,, no strazne
roboty stali vSade okolo komor laboratéria. Pocetné mucené
subjekty Erasmovho vyskumu stenali a dZavotali vo svojich
klietkach, nadrziach a stoloch.

Erasmus vykro€il o krok vpred ku genetickému vyskumnikovi.
Rek pozdvihol svoje ruky a jeho vyraz v tvari predznamenaval
¢o sa malo udiat’ ako d’alsie. Ako zvycCajne, pokusal sa vymotat’
z akejkol'vek zodpovednosti. ,,Nechapem, urobil som snad’
vsetko mozné, jej DNA sa dokonale zhoduje s originalom. Je
rovnaka v kazdej fyzickej ¢rte!*

,»Nie je rovnaka. Nepoznal si skuto¢nu Serenu Sluzobnicu.*
,,Ano! Stretol som ju. S4m som na Bandalongu odobral vzorky jej
tkaniva, ked’ ho navstivila!*

Erasmova tvarokovova tvar sa stala mdlym zrkadlom bez
vyrazu.

»Nepoznal si ju!.*

Tlulaxanova schopnost’ dokonale vytvorit’ Serenu Sluzobnicu bola
prinajmensom prehnana. Ako pri robotovych vlastnych pokusoch
o imitaciu malieb Vincenta van Gogha do tych najjemnejsich
detailov. Kopia sa nikdy ani len zd’aleka nepriblizila dokonalosti
originalu.

»Mam ovel'a viac buniek. Toto bol len nas prvy pokus. MéZeme
sa pokusit’ o to znova. Som si isty, ze nabudice sa o problémy
postarame. Ten klon bol odlisny len preto, ze nikdy nezdielal
so Serenou rovnaké zivotné skusenosti, nikdy necelil rovnakym
vyzvam. Mézeme modifikovat’ u¢ebné cykly jej virtualne;j reality,
anechat’ ju stravit’ viac ¢asu ponorent do zmyslovej deprivacie.”
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Erasmus potriasol hlavou.

,Nikdy nebude tym, ¢im chcem aby bola.*

»Ak ma zabije§, urobi§ chybu Erasmus! Mo6ze§ sa stale odo
mna este nieco naucit’.*

Meravo hl'adiac na Tlulaxana si zvedavy robot povs§imol ako
neprijemne objektivnym je. VSetci z jeho rasy odstdenej
k zaniku boli zjavne rovnaki. Rek vSak nemal ziadne
z vznesenych povahovych privlastkov, ktoré by sme mohli
najst’ v tol’kych pripadoch inych ras. Tento maly muz by
napokon mohol mat’ svoju hodnotu, zabezpefiac mu novy
nahlad na temnu stranku 'udského bytia.

Opét’ ho napomenula jedna z jeho myslienky provokujucich
tabuliek.

Je ludskejsie byt dobrym alebo zlym?

Robotova tvarokovova tvar sa rozjasnila a sformovala do
sirokého usmevu.

,»Preco sa na mna tak pozeras?“ opytal sa Rek nervédzne.

Na tichy signal vyslany Erasmom sa strazne roboty priblizili
obkolesiac Tlulaxana. Rek nemal uz kam utiect’.

,,Ano, mam sa od teba ete ¢o ugit’ Rekur.“ odvratil sa od muza,
zviriac svoju luxusnu robu a vyslal strazam povel, aby sa muza
chopili.

,»Vlastne mi napada vel'a zaujimavych pokusov...

Tlulaxan skrikol v hroze.
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VI

orian Atreides hl'adel pred seba, meravo sediac na veliteI'skom

mostiku  vlajkovej lode. Jeho tuderné jednotky pocas
posledného tyzdia krizovali vesmir. Vojaci a zoldnieri pokracovali
vo svojich $pecializovanych cviceniach. Do posledného muza
odratavali dni do dosiahnutia ich nasledujuceho bojiska.
Ked flotila vstipila na uzemie Synchronizovaného svetov, Vor
v duchu prepocital vSetky zbrane, palebnu silu celej flotily, vratane
vsetkych vojakov, ¢i Zoldnierov z Ginazu, ktorych by v najblizsej
vel'kej bitke proti mysliacim strojom nasadil. O ciel'ovej planéte
sice nikdy eSte nepocul, no napriek tomu Vor mienil tento svet
dobyt’ a pohromu strojov odvratit’.

Prekliata politika. Tu vonku je presne to miesto kam patrim.

Po celé tie roky po smrti a hanobeni Xaviera sa Vor vrhal do
boja proti Omniovi stale a znova. Bojoval sjednym strojovym
nepriatelom za druhym, zasahujuc v svdtom mene l'udstva.

Vor sa citil byt’ ovplyvneny sviatym odhodlanim Sereny a Xaviera.
Ich sila mu totiz umoznovala vtomto Dzihade pokracovat.
Stale pokracovat’. Prisahal vzdy a znova, ze rozdrvi kazdy jeden
mysliaci stroj stojaci im v ich ceste. Nechal by za sebou d’alSiu
planétu, a to aj napriek strate mnohych l'udskych otrokov, ktori
shizili Omniovi, ¢iernu ako zuholnateny pluzgier ak by nebolo
ziadnej inej cesty. Doposial’ sa Primero naucil akceptovat’ skoro
akukol'vek cenu krvi, pokym sa to ratalo ako vitazstvo proti
strojom.

28

Translation © 2004 Pavol Alexander Hornak

pavolhornak@yahoo.com



Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson
Dune - The Faces of a Martyr

DUNA: OBLICAJ MUCENIKA

Jeho dvaja najbliz§i priatelia sa stali martyrmi z vlastnej
vole. Vedeli ¢o Cinia a napriek tomu boli ochotni priniest’
tato velku obet’, nielen svojim vlastnych zivotom, no taktiez
aj myslienkami, dovoliac tak, aby myty nahradili pravdu. Pre
dobro Dzihadu.

V sukromnej sprave prosila Serena Vora a Xaviera, aby
pochopili osobnt obetu, ktort ¢inila. Neskdr priniesol
Xavier vlastni obet’ za ucelom zastavenia bezohladného
planu organovych fariem Velkého patriarchu v spolupraci
s Tlulaxanmi. Zachranil tym tisicky zivotov. Xavierovo
rozhodnutie ponechat Iblisovo meno bez poskvrny bolo
heroické, no nesebecké. Vedel velmi dobre ako by to
Dzihad postihlo ak by sa jeho Velky patriarcha ukazal byt
podvodnikom a vojnovym priekupnikom.

Obaja, Serena i Xavier zaplatili strasnu, doslova td najvyssiu
cenu s vedomim ¢o robia.

Nemézem polemizovat nad rozhodnutiami svojich priatelov.

Vor zrazu pocitil, akoby mu na ramena zosadol vesmir smutku,
a uvedomil si pritom, Ze jeho vlastnym bremenom musi byt,
aby im umoznil dokonat’, Co zapocali. Musel odolat’ nutkaniu
zmenit' to ¢o urobili Xavier a Serena, a nechat’ nepravdy
pracovat’ pre dosiahnutie dlhodobejSich ciel'ov. Zmieriac sa
s osudom ponechali Serena a Xavier Vora, aby dokonal ich
poslanie, v ktor¢é tak dufali, a pokracoval tak v ich mene, nestc
neviditelnu stuhu cti za v8etkych troch z nich.
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Nelahké poslanie... No to bola moja obet.

,Priblizili sme sa kcielovej planéte Primero,” zavolal
navigator.

Na obrazovkach vlajkovej lode bolo vidiet nezaujimavu planétu,
akych uz videl mnoho. Nadychané mraky, modré oceany, hnedé
pevniny pokryté zelenym porastom bujnej vegetacie. To bolo
miesto ich dalSieho stretu s Omniom. Husté rady zvlastne
krasnych bojovych lodi sa uz zbiehali do zrete'ného zoskupenia
ich obrannej linie. Aj ztak velkej dialky hranaté blikotali
bojové plavidla robotov palbou. Strojom navadzané strely uz
v krupobiti skazy smerovali k flotile Ligy.

,,Zapnite Holtzmanove $tity.*

Vor vstal zo svojho kresla a popritom sa celkom uvolnene
pousmial na svojich déstojnikov na mostiku.

., Vytvorte zo zoldnierov z Ginazu pozemné jednotky, a pripravte
ich presun na povrch akonahle prelomime orbitalnu obranu.*
Hovoril uz automaticky, celkom isto.

Pred desatroiami Serena rozputala tento Dzihad, aby tak
pomstila smrt’” svojho dietata. Xavier bojoval po Vorovom
boku, rozdrviac mnoho strojov z rad nepriatela. Vor teraz uz bez
svojich priatel'ov zamyslal ostat’ v tejto nemoznej vojne az do
samého konca. Bol to jediny sposob ako si mohol byt isty, Ze
tito martyri priniesli uzito¢nu obet’.

,Vpred!“ pozdvihol hlas prave ked’ zac¢ali na Holtzmanove §tity
jeho plavidla dopadat’ prvé strely.

,,Caka nas nepriatel’, ktorého treba znicit'!*
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DUNE

THE FACES OF A MARTYR
A tale of the Butlerian Jihad

Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson

I

6 6I’'m sorry,” Rekur Van said to his fellow Tlulaxa researcher
as he slipped the knife deftly through the victim’s spine, then
added an extra twist. “I need this ship more than you do.”
Blood seeped around the slender steel blade, then spilled in a
final dying gush as Van yanked the knife back out. His comrade
jittered and twitched as nerve endings attempted to fire. Van
tumbled him out the hatch of the small vessel, discarding him
onto the pavement of the spaceport.
Explosions, shouts, and weapons fire rang through the streets
of the main Tlulaxa city. The fatally wounded genetic scientist
sprawled on the ground, still shuddering, his close-set eyes
dimming as they blinked accusations at Rekur Van. Discarded,
like so many other vital things...
He wiped the blood on his garments, but his hands remained
sticky. He would have time to launder the clothes and clean his
skin, once he escaped.
Blood... it was the currency of his trade, a genetic resource filled
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with useful DNA. He hated to waste so much of it.

But now the League of Nobles wanted blood. His blood.

Though he was one of the most brilliant Tlulaxa scientists and
well connected with powerful religious leaders, Van had to flee his
homeworld to escape the lynch mobs. Outraged members of the
League blockaded the planet and swept in to exact their justice.
If they caught him, he could not begin to imagine the retribution
they would inflict upon him.

“Fanatics - all of you!” he shouted uselessly toward the city, then
sealed the hatch.

With no time to retrieve his priceless research documents
and forced to leave his personal wealth behind, Van used his
bloodstained hands to operate the stolen ship’s controls. Without a
plan, wanting only to get off the planet before the vengeful League
soldiers could seize him, he launched his vessel into the sky.
“Damn you, Iblis Ginjo!” he said to himself. It gave him very little
consolation to know that the Grand Patriarch was already dead.
Ginjo had always treated him as a lower form of life. Van and the
Grand Patriarch had been business associates who depended on
each other but shared no feelings of trust. In the end, the League
had discovered the horrific secret of the Tlulaxa organ farms:
missing soldiers and Zensunni slaves were cut up to provide
replacement parts for other wounded fighters. Now the tables
had turned. All of the Tlulaxa were in turmoil, scrambling for
their lives to escape the League’s indignant vengeance. Flesh
merchants had to go into hiding, and legitimate traders were run
off of civilized worlds. Disgraced and ruined, Van was now a
hunted man.
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But even without his laboratory records, his mind still carried
vital knowledge to be shared with the highest bidder. And sealed
in a pocket he took with him a small vial of special genetic
material that would allow him to start over again. If he could
only get away...

Reaching orbit in his stolen ship, Van saw powerful javelin
battleships manned by angry jihadis. Numerous Tlulaxa vessels
- most of them flown by inexperienced and panicked pilots such
as himself - streaked away in a pellmell fashion, and the League
warships targeted all Tlulaxa craft that came within range.
“Why not just assume we’re all guilty?” he snarled at the
images, knowing no one could hear him.

Van increased acceleration, not knowing how fast the unfamiliar
ship could go. With the end of his sleeve, he wiped away a
blot of drying blood on the control panel so he could read the
instruments better. The League javelins took potshots at him,
and an angry voice came over the commline.

“Tlulaxa craft! Stand down - surrender or be destroyed.”

“Why not use your weapons against the thinking machines?”
Van retorted.

“The Army of the Jihad is wasting time and resources here. Or
have you forgotten the real enemies of humanity?” Surely any
supposed Tlulaxa crimes were minimal compared to decades of
devastation by the computer evermind Omnius.

Apparently, the javelin commander did not appreciate his
sarcasm.

Exploding projectiles streaked silently past him, and Van reacted
with a sudden lurch of deceleration; the artillery detonated some
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distance from its intended target, but the shockwave still put his
stolen ship into a spin. Flashing lights and alarm signals lit the
control panels in the cockpit, but Van did not send out a distress
signal. Noiselessly, he tumbled out of control, playing dead -
and the League ships soon left him to hunt other hapless Tlulaxa
escapees. They had plenty of victims to choose from.

When the League battleships were finally gone, Van felt he was
safe enough to engage stabilizers. After several exaggerated
attempts, he compensated for the out-of-control rolling and got
his ship back on course. With no destination in mind, intent only
on escaping, he flew out of the system as far and as fast as he
could go. He did not regret what he was leaving behind.

For most of his life, Van had worked to develop vital new
biological techniques, as had generations of his people before
him. During the Jihad, the Tlulaxa had made themselves
fabulously wealthy, and presumably indispensable. Now,
though, Serena’s fanatics would raze the original organ farms,
destroying the transplant tanks, and “mercifully” putting the
donors out of their misery. Short-sighted fools! How the League
would complain in coming years when eyeless or limbless
veterans wailed about their injuries and had nowhere else to go.
The myopic League idealists didn’t consider practical matters,
didn’t plan well at all. As with so many things in Serena Butler’s
Jihad, they chased unrealistic dreams, were driven by foolish
emotions. Van hated those people.

He grasped the ship’s control bar as if to strangle it, pretending it
was Iblis Ginjo’s thick neck. Despite a full résumé of despicable
acts, the Grand Patriarch had succeeded in keeping his own
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name clean while shifting blame onto an old, hard-bitten war
hero, Xavier Harkonnen, and the whole Tlulaxa race. Ginjo’s
ever-scheming widow falsely portrayed her fallen husband as
a martyr.

The League could steal the “honor” of the Tlulaxa people. Mobs
could take their wealth and force his people to live as outlaws.
But the betrayers could never take away Rekur Van’s special
knowledge and skills. This scapegoat was still able to fight
back.

Finally, Van made up his mind where he should go, where he
should take his secret and innovative cloning technology, as well
as viable cells from Serena Butler herself.

He headed out past the boundaries of League space to find the
machine worlds, where he intended to present himself to the
evermind Omnius.

I

On Salusa Secundus, capital of the League of Nobles, a
screaming, unruly crowd set fire to the figure of a man.
Stony silent, Vorian Atreides stood in the shadows of an ornate
arch, watching the crowd. His throat was clenched so tightly that
he could not shout his dismay. Though he was a champion of the
Jihad, this wild throng would not listen to him.

The effigy was a poor likeness of Xavier Harkonnen, but the
mob’s hatred for him was unmistakable. The mannequin dangled
from a makeshift gibbet above a pile of dry sticks. A young man
tossed in a small igniter, and within seconds outstretched flames
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began to consume the effigy’s symbolic Army of the Jihad
uniform - like the one Xavier had been so proud to wear.
Vorian’s friend had devoted most of his life to the war against
the thinking machines. Now an irrational throng had found a
uniform and used it to mock him, stripping it of all medals and
insignia, in much the same way Xavier had been stripped of his
rightful place in history. Now they were burning him.

As the fire caught, the figure danced and smoldered on the end
of its tether.

Raucous cheering rattled the windows of nearby buildings,
celebrating the death of a traitor. The people considered this an
act of vengeance. Vor considered it an abomination.

After Vor learned how brave Xavier had exposed the Tlulaxa
organ farms and brought down the treacherous Grand Patriarch
Ginjo, he had rushed to Salusa. He’d never expected to witness
such an appalling and well-orchestrated backlash against his
friend. For days Vor had continued to speak out, trying to stop
the hysterical anger from striking the wrong target. Despite his
high rank, few came to his support. The smear campaign against
Xavier had begun, and history was being rewritten even while
it was still news. Vor felt like a man standing on the beach in
a Caladan hurricane, holding up his hands to ward off a tidal
wave.

Even Xavier’s own daughters bowed to pressure and changed
their names from Harkonnen to their mother’s surname of Butler.
Their mother Octa, always quiet and shy, had withdrawn in
misery to the City of Introspection, refusing to see outsiders...
Wearing street clothes to conceal his identity, Vor stood among
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the crowd, unnoticed. Like Xavier, he was proud of his service
in the Army of the Jihad, but in the mounting emotional fervor
this was no time to appear in uniform.

Over the course of the long Jihad, Primero Vorian Atreides had
engaged in many battles against the thinking machines. He had
fought at Xavier’s side and achieved tremendous, but costly,
victories. Xavier was the bravest man Vor had ever known, and
now billions of people despised him.

Unable to tolerate the spectacle any longer, Vor turned away
from the throng. Such mass ignorance and stupidity! The ill
informed and easily manipulated multitude would believe
whatever they chose to. Vorian Atreides alone would remember
the brave truth about the Harkonnen name.

111

he independent robot stepped back to admire the new sign
mounted on his laboratory wall.

Understanding Human Nature Is the Most Difficult of All Mental
Exercises.

While considering the implications of the statement, Erasmus
shifted the expression on his flowmetal face. For centuries his
quest had been to decipher these biological creatures: They had
so many flaws, but somehow, in a spark of genius, they had
created thinking machines. The puzzle intrigued him.

He had mounted various slogans around his laboratory to initiate
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trains of thought at unexpected times. Philosophy was far more
than a game to him; it was a means by which he improved his
machine mind.

It Is Possible to Achieve Whatever You Envision, Whether You
Are Man or Machine.

To facilitate his better understanding of the biological enemy,
Erasmus performed constant experiments. Strapped onto tables,
confined within transparent tanks, or sealed within airtight cells,
the robot’s current round of subjects moaned and writhed. Some
prayed to invisible gods. Others screamed and begged for mercy
from their captor, which showed just how delusional they

were. A number bled, urinated, and leaked all manner of fluids,
discourteously messing his laboratory. Fortunately, he had
subservient robots as well as human slaves to restore the facility
to an antiseptic and orderly state.

Flesh Is Just Soft Metal.

The robot had dissected thousands of human brains and bodies,
in addition to conducting psychological experiments. He tested
people with sensory deprivation, causing extreme pain and
unrelenting fear. He studied the behavior of individuals as well
as crowd activities. Yet through it all, despite his meticulous
attention to detail, Erasmus knew he continued to miss something
important. He could not find a way to assess and collate all the
data so that it fit within a comprehensible framework, a “grand
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unified theory” of human nature. The behavioral extremes were
too far separated.

Is It More Human to Be Good? Or Evil?

That sign, next to the new one, had posed a conundrum for some
time.

Many of the humans he had studied in detail, such as Serena
Butler and his own ward Gilbertus Albans, demonstrated an
innate human goodness filled with compassion and caring for
other creatures. But Erasmus had studied history and knew
about traitors and sociopaths who caused incredible damage and
suffering in order to gain advantages for themselves.

No set of conclusions made sense.

After thirty-six years of Serena Butler’s Jihad, the machines
were far from victory, despite computer projections that said
they should have crushed the feral humans long ago. Fanaticism
kept the League of Nobles strong, and they continued to fight
when any reasoned consideration should have led them to
surrender. Their inspirational leader had been martyred... by her
own choice.

An inexplicable act.

Now, he finally had a fresh opportunity, an unexpected new
subject that might shed light on hitherto unexplored aspects of
humanity. Perhaps when he arrived, the Tlulaxa captive would
provide some answers. After all, the foolish man had fallen into
their laps...

Rekur Van had brashly flown into Synchronized space
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controlled by the thinking machines, and transmitted his
demand to see Omnius. The Tlulaxa’s bold arrival was either
part of a complicated trick... or he genuinely believed he had a
worthwhile bargaining chip. Erasmus was curious as to which
it was.

Omnius wanted to destroy the Tlulaxa ship outright; most
humans trespassing in Synchronized space were either killed or
captured, but Erasmus intervened, eager to hear what the well-
known genetics researcher had to say.

After surrounding the small vessel, robotic warships escorted
it to Corrin, center of the Synchronized Worlds. Without delay,
armored sentinel robots marched the captive directly into
Erasmus’s laboratory.

Rekur Van’s angular gray-skinned face was pinched into a scowl
that flickered between haughtiness and fear. His dark, close-set
eyes blinked rapidly. He wore a braid down to his shoulder and
tried to look confident and nonplused, but failed completely.
Facing him, the autonomous robot preened in his plush, regal
robe, which he wore to make himself impressive in the eyes of his
human slaves and test subjects. He fashioned a non-threatening
smile on his flowmetal face, then glowered, trying out another
expression. “When you were captured, you demanded to see
Omnius. It is strange for the great computer evermind to receive
commands from such a diminutive human - a man both small in
stature and in importance.”

Van lifted his chin and sniffed haughtily. “You underestimate
me.”

Reaching into the folds of his stained and rumpled tunic, the
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Tlulaxa withdrew a small vial. “I have brought you something
precious. These are samples of vital cells, the raw materials of
my genetic research.”

“I have done a great deal of my own research,” Erasmus said.
“And I have many samples to draw from. Why should yours
interest me?”’

“Because these are original cells from Serena Butler herself. And
you have no technology or techniques to grow an accelerated
clone of her, as I do. I can create a perfect duplicate of the leader
of the Jihad against thinking machines - I’m sure you can think
of a use for that.”

Erasmus was indeed impressed. “Serena Butler? You can
recreate her?”

“Down to her exact DNA, and I can accelerate her maturity
to whatever point you wish. But I have planted certain...
inhibitors... in these cells. Little locks that only I can open.” He
continued to hold the vial tantalizingly in the laboratory’s light,
where Erasmus could see it. “Just imagine how valuable such a
pawn could be in your war against humans.”

“And why would you offer us such a treasure?”

“Because I hate the League of Nobles. They turned against
my people, are hunting us down at every turn. If the thinking
machines grant me sanctuary, I will reward you with a brand
new Serena Butler, to do with as you wish.”

Possibilities flooded Erasmus’s mental core. Serena had been
his most fascinating human subject ever, but his experiments
and tests on her had come to a grinding halt once he’d killed
her unruly baby. After that, she was no longer cooperative. For
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decades, the robot had wished for a second opportunity with her
- and now he could have it.
He imagined the dialogues they might have, the exchanges
of ideas, the answers to all his pressing questions. He studied
another slogan on the wall.

If I Can Think of the Ultimate Question, Will It Have an
Answer?

Fascinated, Erasmus clasped Van’s shoulder, causing the Tlulaxa
to grimace in pain. “I agree to your terms.”

vV

he Grand Patriarch’s widow sent him a formal invitation,

and Vorian Atreides knew it was not an idle request.
The message was delivered by a captain of the Jihad Police,
which in itself carried an implied threat. But Vor chose not to
be intimidated. He donned many of the medals, ribbons, and
decorations he’d been awarded over the course of his long and
illustrious career. Although he’d grown up among thinking
machines as a trustee, Vor had later become a Hero of the
Jihad. He didn’t want Iblis Ginjo’s pretentious wife to forget
for one second who she was dealing with.
Camie Boro-Ginjo had married Ginjo for the prestige his name
offered, but it had been a loveless union between loveless
people. Camie had every intention of turning her husband’s
spectacular death to her own political gain.
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Now, inside the same offices where the Grand Patriarch had
formulated so many of his nefarious schemes, she sat beside
the bald, olive-skinned Jipol commandant, Yorek Thurr. Vor
steeled himself for whatever this dangerous pair might be
planning.

Smiling prettily, Camie directed Vor’s attention to a model
on a display platform, a small-scale rendition of a grandiose
monument. “This will be our shrine to the Three Martyrs.
Anyone who glimpses it cannot help but be filled with fervor
for the Jihad.”

Vor eyed the arches, the huge braziers to carry eternal flames,
and the three colossal figures inside, stylized representations of
a man, woman, and child.

“Three Martyrs?”

“Serena Butler and her child, murdered by the thinking
machines, and my husband Iblis Ginjo, slain by the treachery
of humans.”

Vor could barely suppress his anger. He turned to leave. “I will
have no part in this.”

“Primero, please hear us out.” Camie raised her hands in a
placating gesture. “We must address the extreme turmoil in the
League, the horrible murder of Serena Butler by the thinking
machines, and the tragic death of my husband due to the plot
hatched by Xavier Harkonnen and his Tlulaxa cohorts.”
“There are no facts to prove Xavier’s culpability,” Vor said, his
voice brittle.

Camie had been primarily responsible for the blame-shifting
and mudslinging.
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He was not afraid of her, or of her henchman. “Your assumptions
are false, and you have stopped looking for the truth.”

“It has been proven to my satisfaction.”

Thurr rose to his feet. Though shorter in stature than Camie, he
had the coiled strength of a cobra. “More to the point, Primero,
it has been proven to the satisfaction of the League citizens.
They need their heroes and martyrs.”

“Apparently they need their villains as well. And, if you
cannot find the correct culprit, you create one - as you did with
Xavier.”

Thurr meshed his fingers together. “We don’t wish to engage
in an acrimonious debate, Primero. You are a great military
strategist, and we owe many of our victories to you.”

“And to Xavier,” Vor said.

The Jipol commandant continued without responding to the
comment.

“We three important leaders must work together to accomplish
important goals.

None of us can be mired down by bruised feelings and
traditional grieving. We must keep the populace focused on
winning our Holy Jihad, and cannot afford arguments that
divert us from the real enemy. You persist in raising questions
about what happened between Xavier Harkonnen and the
Grand Patriarch, but you do not realize the damage you’re
doing.”

“The truth is the truth.”

“The truth is relative, and must be taken in the context of our
larger struggle. Even Serena and Xavier would agree that
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unpleasant sacrifices are warranted if they help to achieve
the goals of the Jihad. You must stop this personal crusade,
Primero. Stop casting doubts. You only harm our cause if you
don’t keep your feelings to yourself.”

Though Thurr’s words were spoken calmly, Vor read the
implied threat in them and suppressed a flecting urge to strike
the man; this Jipol commandant had no comprehension of
honor or truth. No doubt, Thurr had the power to see that the
Primero was quietly assassinated... and Vor knew he would do
it if he considered it necessary.

Still, the Jipol commandant had struck a solid blow, reminding
him of his friends’ intentional sacrifices. If Vor destroyed
the public confidence in the Jihad Council and the League
government as a whole, the political repercussions and social
turmoil could be considerable. Scandals, resignations, and
the general uproar would severely weaken the solidarity the
human race needed in order to face the thinking machines.
Omnius was the only enemy that mattered.

Vor crossed his arms over his heavily medaled and ribboned
chest. “For now, I will keep my opinions to myself,” he said.
“But I don’t do it for you and your power plays. I’'m doing it
for Serena’s Jihad, and for Xavier.”

“Just so long as you do it,” Camie said.

Vor turned to leave, but paused at the door. “I don’t want to
be anywhere around when you unveil your Three Martyrs
farce, so I’'m heading for the front lines.” Shaking his head, he
hurried away. “Battles I can understand.”
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A\

On the main machine world of Corrin, years passed, and
a female child grew rapidly into adulthood, her cloned
life accelerated by Rekur Van. Erasmus regularly visited his
laboratories full of moaning experimental subjects, where his
new Serena Butler was taking shape nicely.

Among the tormented human subjects, the Tlulaxa researcher
seemed quite at home. Van was himself an interesting person,
with opinions and attitudes dramatically different from those
Erasmus had observed in the original Serena or in Gilbertus
Albans. Even so, the intense scientist had an unusual
perspective: entirely self-centered, twisted by irrational hatred
and spite toward the feral humans. In addition, he was intelligent
and well trained. A good mental sparring partner for Erasmus...
but the robot pinned his hopes on the return of Serena.

During her prolonged development, Van used advanced machine
instructional technology to fill her head with misinformation,
false memories mixed with details of the real Serena’s life.
Some of the data took hold; some of it needed to be implanted
again and again.

When he had the opportunity, the robot engaged his new Serena
in tentative conversation, anxious for the forthcoming days when
he could debate with her, provoking her ire and her fascinating
responses - just as it had once been. But though she looked like
an adult, Rekur Van insisted that the clone’s preparation was not
complete.

And after all this time, Erasmus was growing impatient.
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At first, he had assumed the discrepancies from the Serena he
had known were inconsequential, the difference between a
juvenile and the woman she would ultimately become. But as
the clone approached the equivalent age at which he had known
Serena, Erasmus became increasingly disturbed. This wasn’t at
all what he had expected.

Sensing that he could no longer justify further delays, the
Tlulaxa researcher rushed his final preparations. Dressed again
in his regal robe, Erasmus arrived to observe as the Serena
clone completed several days of immersion in an experimental
cellular deceleration chamber, to slow the aging process. Her
development had been stretched and pushed, and her weak
biological body had endured incredible rigors.

The Tlulaxa had been anxious to prove his claims, but Erasmus
reconsidered now. Thinking machines could wait for centuries,
if necessary.

Perhaps, if he decided to make another clone, he would allow
that one to grow normally, since this experimental acceleration
might have introduced flaws. The independent robot had
extremely high expectations for his renewed interactions with
Serena Butler. He did not want anything to get in the way.

As the gummy fluids drained and the female clone stood naked
and dripping before him, Erasmus scrutinized her through
several spectral regimes, using his full complement of optic
threads. A long time ago, though his many surveillance systems,
the robot had seen the original Serena naked many times; he had
been present when she’d given birth to her frustrating infant, and
he had personally performed the sterilization surgery on her so
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that the pregnancy problem could never occur again.

Now Rekur Van came forward, leering unpleasantly, to give her
a physical examination, but Erasmus lifted the little Tlulaxa out
of the way. He did not want Van to interfere with what should
have been a special moment.

Still dripping from the tank, Serena didn’t seem to care about her
nudity, though the original would no doubt have been offended;
just one of many personality variations that the robot noticed.
“Do I please you now?” Serena asked, blinking her lavender
eyes. She stood seductively, as if trying to lure a potential mate.
“I want you to like me.”

An artificial scowl formed on Erasmus’s flowmetal face, and
his optic threads gleamed dangerously. Serena Butler had been
haughty, independent, intelligent. Hating her captivity among
the thinking machines, she had debated with Erasmus, searching
for any chance to hurt him. She had never tried to please him.
“What did you do to her?”” Erasmus turned to the Tlulaxa. “Why
did she say that?”

Van smiled uncertainly. “Because of the acceleration, I had
to guide her personality. I shaped it with standard female
attitudes.”

“Standard female attitudes?” Erasmus wondered if this
unpleasant, isolated Tlulaxa man understood human women
even less than he did. “There was nothing ‘standard’ about
Serena Butler.”

Van appeared increasingly uneasy, and he fell silent, deciding not
to attempt further excuses. Erasmus remained more interested in
the clone. This woman looked like Serena, in her soft, classically
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beautiful face and form, in her amber-brown hair, and in her
unusual eyes.

But she wasn’t the same. Only close enough to tickle his own
memories of her, of the times they had spent together.

“Tell me your beliefs about politics, philosophy, and religion,”
the robot demanded. “Express your most impassioned feelings
and opinions. Why do you think that even captive humans
deserve to be treated with respect? Explain why you believe it is
impossible for a thinking machine to achieve the equivalent of
a human soul.”

“Why do you wish to discuss such subjects?” She sounded
almost petulant. “Tell me how you would like me to answer, so
that I can please you.”

As soon as the clone spoke, she shattered his fond remembrance
of the real Serena. Though she looked exactly like Serena Butler,
this simulacrum was very different in her internal makeup, the
way she thought, the way she behaved. The cloned version had
no social conscience, no spark, no glimmer of the personality
that had become so familiar to him, and which had caused him
so much interesting trouble. The real Serena’s rebellious attitude
had triggered an entire Jihad, while this poor substitute lacked
any such potential.

Erasmus noted the difference in the glint of her eyes, in the
turn of her mouth, in the way she threw her wet hair over her
shoulder. He missed the fascinating woman he had known.

“Put your clothes on,” Erasmus said. Looking on from one side,
Rekur Van appeared alarmed, obviously sensing the robot’s
disappointment.
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She slipped into the garments he had provided, accentuating her
feminine curves. “Do you find me pleasing now?”

“No. Unfortunately, you are unacceptable.”

With a blur of his flowmetal arm, Erasmus struck a swift, precise
blow. He didn’t want her to suffer, yet he did not want to look
at this flawed clone ever again. With all his robotic strength, he
drove the sharp edge of his shaped metal hand into the base of
her neck, and decapitated her as easily as he might cut a flower
in his greenhouse gardens. She made no sound as her head
tumbled away and her body fell, spraying blood on his clean
laboratory floor.

Such a disappointment.

On his left Rekur Van made a choking sound, as if he had
forgotten how to breathe. The Tlulaxa man stumbled backward,
but sentinel robots stood all around the laboratory chambers.
The numerous tortured experimental subjects moaned and
chattered in their cages, tanks, and tables.

Erasmus took a step toward the genetics researcher. Van held up
his hands and his expression telegraphed what would occur next.
As usual, he would try to worm his way out of any responsibility.
“I did everything possible! Her DNA matches perfectly, and she
is the same in every physical characteristic.”

“She is not the same. You did not know the real Serena Butler.”
“Yes! I met her. I took the tissue samples myself when she
visited Bandalong!”

Erasmus made his flowmetal face a bland expressionless mirror.
“You did not know her.” This Tlulaxa’s ability to perfectly
recreate Serena Butler had been overstated, at best. As in the
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robot’s own attempts to imitate the paintings of Van Gogh
to the finest detail, the copy never approached the original’s
perfection.

“I have many more cells. This was just our first attempt, and we
can try again. Next time, I’m sure we’ll take care of the problems.
That clone was different only because she never shared the real
Serena’s life experiences, never faced the same challenges. We
can modify the virtual reality teaching loops, make her spend
more time immersed in sensory deprivation.”

Erasmus shook his head. “She will never be what [ want.”
“Killing me would be a mistake, Erasmus! You can still learn
much.”

Staring at the Tlulaxa, the inquisitive robot noted how objectively
unpleasant he was; apparently, all of his condemned breed were
similar. Van had none of the noble attributes of character that
could be found in so many people of other races. The little man
might have some value after all, providing a new window on the
dark side of human nature.

He was reminded of one of his thought-provoking signs.

Is it more human to be Good? Or Evil?

The robot’s flowmetal face formed into a broad smile.

“Why are you looking at me that way?” Van asked, nervously.
At a silent, transmitted signal from Erasmus, the sentinel robots
came closer to surround the Tlulaxa man. Van had no place to
run.

“Yes, I can learn from you, Rekur Van.” He turned, his plush robe
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swirling, and signaled for the sentinel robots to seize the man.
“In fact, I already have several very interesting experiments in
mind...”

The Tlulaxa screamed.

VI

ixing his gaze forward, Vorian Atreides sat stiffly on the
bridge of the flagship. Over the past week, his assault force
had been cruising across space.
Soldiers and mercenaries continued their specialized drills. To
the last man, they counted the days until reaching their next
destination.
As the fleet entered Synchronized space, Vor mentally tallied
all the weapons and firepower, all the soldiers and Ginaz
mercenaries he would bring to bear against the thinking
machines in the next great battle. He had not heard of the target
planet before, but nevertheless Vor intended to conquer it and
destroy the machine scourge.

Politics be damned. Out here is exactly where I belong.

For years after the death and defamation of Xavier, Vor had
thrown himself into the struggle against Omnius. He fought one
accursed machine enemy after another, striking in the sacred
name of humanity.

Vor felt instilled with the holy determination of Serena, and of
Xavier as well. Their strength allowed him to carry the Jihad
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forward. Always forward.

He vowed anew to crush every thinking machine in his path.
He would leave the next planet a blackened blister if there was
no other way, despite the loss of unfortunate human slaves who
served Omnius. By now, the Primero had learned to accept
almost any cost in blood, just as long as it counted as a victory
against the machines.

His two dearest friends had become martyrs in their own
fashion. They had known what they were doing and had been
willing to make great sacrifices, not only of their lives, but of
their memories as well, allowing myths to replace truth, for the
sake of the Jihad.

In a private message, Serena Butler had begged Vor and Xavier to
understand the personal sacrifice she was making. Later, Xavier
made his own sacrifice in order to stop the Grand Patriarch’s
predatory organ farm scheme with the Tlulaxa, saving thousands
of lives in the process. Xavier’s decision to leave Iblis’s name
untarnished was unselfish and heroic; he knew full well how
much harm would befall the Jihad if its Grand Patriarch was
proven to be a fraud and a war profiteer.

Both Xavier and Serena had paid terrible, ultimate costs, with
full knowledge of what they were doing.

[ cannot dispute the decisions of my friends, Vor thought, feeling
a universe of sadness on his shoulders.

And he realized that his own burden must be to let them do
what they intended. He had to resist the impulse to change what
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Xavier and Serena had done, and to let the untruths stand in
order to achieve a long-term result. In accepting their fates and
accomplishing what they had hoped, Serena and Xavier had left
Vor to carry on in their behalf, and to bear an unseen banner of
honor for all three of them.

Not an easy task, but that was my sacrifice. m HERBER:I;

“We are approaching the target planet, Primero,” called his
navigator.

On the flagship’s screens, he saw the unremarkable planet - wispy
clouds, blue oceans, brown and green land masses. And a bristling
force of weirdly beautiful machine warships converging to form
a defensive line. Even from a distance, the angular robotic battle
vessels flickered with bursts of fire as they launched machine-
guided projectiles in a hailstorm toward the League fleet.
“Engage our Holtzman shields.” Vor rose from his chair and
smiled confidently to the officers on the bridge with him.
“Summon the Ginaz mercenaries into ground teams, ready to
shuttle down as soon as we break the orbital defenses.” He spoke
automatically, confidently.

Decades ago, Serena had started this Jihad to avenge the murder of
her baby. Xavier had fought beside Vor, crushing many machine mm
foes. Now Vor, without his friends, intended to see this impossible
war through to its end. It was the only way he could be sure the
martyrs had made worthwhile sacrifices.

“Forward!” Vor raised his voice as the first robotic shells impacted
against the Holtzman shields. “We have enemies to destroy!”
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