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POLOVACKA NA HARKONNENOV
Pribeh Sluzobnickeho Dzihadu

Brian Herbert a Kevin J. Anderson

I

Harkonnenské vesmirna jachta opustila rodinou spravované
priemyselné zariadenie na Hagale a v okamihu prekrocila
medzihviezdnu priepast smerujuc na Salusu Secundus.
Elegantné plavidlo pradnicovych tvarov letelo v porovnani
s prestrelkou nahnevanych slov vo vnutri kokpitu skoro
bezhlucne.

Vézny Ulf Harkonnen, uplatriujici starti tvrda liniu
pilotoval jachtu, koncentrujic sa na tskalia vesmiru a neustale
pritomnt hrozbu mysliacich strojov. Popritom vsak neustale
poucoval svojho dvadsatjeden ro¢ného syna Piersa. Ulfova
manzelka Katarina, prili§ jemna a mierna v duchu, aby bola
hodna mena Harkonnen trvala na svojom, hadka trvala uz dost’
dlho. "Dalsia kritika a krik nebude sltzit' Ziadnemu t&elu, UIf."

Starsi Harkonnen len prudko a vasnivo nesuhlasil.

Piers si zanovite a soptiac sadol. Nemal predpoklady pre
praktiky hrdloreza, ktoré od neho jeho vazena rodina oc¢akavala,
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nech ich jeho otec do neho vtikal akokolvek silno. Vedel, Ze
ho Ulf bude zastraSovat' a ponizovat po cely zvySok cesty
domov. Mrzuty star§i muz si odmietal pripustit’, ze myslienky
humannej$ich metdd jeho syna by mohli byt v skutocnosti
efektivnejsie nez neflexibilné, despotické spdsoby.

Ulf stiskajuc ovladanie lode akoby v smrtelnom
zovreti Somral na svojho syna, "Mysliace stroje st efektivne.
LCudia, zvlast taka zberba ako ti nasi otroci na Hagale su
jednoducho preduréeni, aby sme ich vyuzivali. Pochybujem, ze
si to nickedy uvedomis a pochopi$ to." Potriasol jeho velkou,
hranatou hlavou. "Piers, nickedy premyslam, ze by som mal
tvojim odstranenim vycistit’ na§ génovy fond."

"Tak preco tak neurobi§?" odsekol Piers pohotovo,
drzo a plny vzdoru. Jeho otec totiz veril v mocné rozhodnutia, v
kazdu otazku s ¢iernobielou odpovedou, a toto bagatelizovanie
podnecovalo jeho syna, aby vsetko robil lepsie ako on.

"Nemdzem, pretoze tvoj brat Xavier je prili§ mlady na
to aby sa stal dedicom rodu Harkonnen, takze jedinou volbou
akt mam si ty... zatial. Neprestavam vsak dufat, Ze pochopis
svoju zodpovednost’ za naSu rodinu. Si urodzeny Slachtic
predurceny k veleniu, nie k tomu, aby si ukazal robotnikom aky
vies§ byt mierny."

Katarina svojho syna obhajovala, "UIf, mozZno
nesthlasi§ so zmenami, ktoré Piers urobil na Hagale, ale
prinajmensom sa nad tym zamyslel a vyskasal novy pristup. Ak
by si mu nechal ¢as, mozno by viedol k zvysenej produktivite."

"A medzitym by Harkonnenska rodina skrachovala?"
Ulf zodvihol hruby prst, ukazujic nim na svojho syna ako
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keby to bola zbrai. "Piers, ti l'udia na tebe hrozne zarabali, a
mozes byt len §t'astny, Ze som dorazil v¢as, aby som tato frasku
ukoncil. Ak Ti poskytnem detailné instrukcie o tom, ako sa maju
spravovat’ rodinné usadlosti, neo¢akdvam predsa od teba, aby si
prisiel s nejakym "lep$im" napadom."

"Je Tvoja mysel az tak sprachnivend, Zze nemoézes$
akceptovat’ nové napady?" opytal sa Piers.

"Tvoje inStinkty sa mylia, a mas velmi naivny
pohl'ad na T'udsku povahu." UIf potriasol hlavou, mrmlajic
si v sklamani. "Podal sa na teba Katarina, to je jeho najvacsi
problém." Tak ako jeho matka, aj Piers mal uzku tvar, plné
pery a jemny vyraz. Celkom odlisny od Ulfovych strapatych
a neupravenych Sedivejucich vlasov ramujtcich tvar hrubych a
tupych ¢rt. "Bol by z teba lepsi basnik nez Harkonnen."

To bolo mienené ako zavazna urdzka, ale Piers

potajomky s otcom suhlasil. Tento mlady muz vzdy s obl'ubou
¢itaval o dejinach Starej RiSe, o dioch dekadencie, starocia
predtym nez mysliace stroje dobyli mnoho civilizovanych
hviezdnych sutstav. Piers by sa do tychto ¢ias hodil ako
spisovatel’, tak ako aj rozpravaé¢ poviedok.
"Dal som ti Sancu synak, dufajuc, Ze sa mézem na teba
spolahnut’. Ale nakoniec som dostal svoju odpoved." Star$i
Harkonnen tam stal, zatinajic svoje vel'ké, mozol'naté péste.
"Cely tento vylet bol len stratou ¢asu."

Katarina laskala Siroky chrbat svojho muza, snaziac
sa tak upokojit’ ho. "Ulf, prelictame blizko ststavy Caladan.
Hovoril si, Ze by sme sa tam mohli zastavit’ a presetrit moznost’
ziskania nového majetku... mozno nova prevadzka rybolovu?"
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Ulf zhrbil svoje ramena. "V poriadku, v poriadku,
odklonime sa ku Caladanu a pozrieme sa." V okamihu vSak
zodvihol hlavu spét’ hore. "Ale medzitym chcem, aby bola tato
potupa syna uzavretd v komore zachranného modulu. Je to to
najblizsie k vdzenskej cele o na palube mame. Potrebuje sa
naucit’ svoju lekciu. S vaznost'ou nabrat’ plni zodpovednost,
alebo sa z neho nestane nikdy skutoény Harkonnen."

I

Sﬁkajﬁc sa do svojej zimprovizovanej cely so stenami
v krémovom farebnom téne a striebornymi pristrojovymi
panelmi vo vnutri, vyzrel Piers von malym bo¢nym priezorom.
Nenavidel hadky s jeho tvrdohlavym otcom. Pre neho neboli
neoblomné staré sposoby Harkonnenskeho rodu zaruéene vzdy
aj najlepsie. Pre¢o nevyskuSat’ zaobchadzanie s robotnikmi
s reSpektom namiesto tyrania, kladenia tazkych podmienok a
krutych trestov?

Robotnici. Este si pamétal ako jeho otec reagoval na
toto slovo. ,,Nabudtice ich budes chciet’ nazvat’ zamestnancami.
St to otroci!*“ hromzil Ulf stojac v kancelarii dozorcu na Hagale.
,Nemaju ziadne prava.*

,Ale zasluzia si ich,” odvetil Piers. ,,Sa to T'udské
bytosti, nie stroje.*

Ulf uz len vel'mi stazka ovladal svoj hnev. ,,Mozno by
som ti mal dat’ priucku podobne ako dal mdj otec kedysi mne.
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Vtict' do teba atost a zodpovednost’. Toto nie je nejaké hlupa
hra. Odchadzas chlapée, nastip si na lod’!*

Ako poucené dieta urobil Piers tak ako mu bolo
prikazané...

Zelal si, aby sa aspoti raz mohol otcovi postavit’ &elom,
aspon raz. Zakazdym ¢o sa vsak o to pokusil ho Ulf priviedol
k pocitu, ze zradil rodinu, akoby bol nejaky darmozra¢, ktory
len mrha ich tazko nadobudnutym bohatstvom.

Jeho otec mu zveril riadenie rodinnych usadlosti
na Hagale, zaucajuc a predvadzajic ho ako dalSiu hlavu
Harkonnenského podnikania. Téato tloha bola pre Piersa
dolezitym krokom, davajic mu plni moc a autoritu nad
tazobnymi operaciami diamantov. Sancu, akysi test. Samou
podstatou tejto ulohy bolo vSak vedenie bani tak ako sa viedli
doteraz.

Harkonneni vlastnili tazobné pravo na vSetky naleziska
diamantov na riedko osidlenom Hagale. Najvicsia baria zabrala
celé udolie. Piersovi zislo na um ako sa po strmych ubociach
v sklennom lesku trblietalo slne¢né svetlo, tancujic a odrazajic
sa od hranatého povrchu diamantovych tabul. Este nikdy
nevidel nieco tak nadherné.

Utesy boli pokryté diamantovymi pléskami s modro
zelenym kryStalom naznacujucim ich okraje ako akési
nepravidelné ramy obrazu. Pud'mi ovladané tazobné stroje
sa plazili pozdiz utesov ako tlsty, stricborny hmyz. Bez
akejkol'vek umelej inteligencie, a tym padom povazované
za bezpecné. Dejiny vSak ukazali, ze aj tie najneSkodnejSie
formy umelej inteligencie by sa mohli v kone¢nom doésledku
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obratit’ proti ¢loveku. Celé hviezdne sustavy boli teraz pod
kontrolou Certovsky presibanych strojov, a v tychto temnych
kon¢inach vesmiru l'udski otroci nasledovali povely svojich
mechanizovanych panov.

Na prihodnom mieste trblietajucich sa svahov sa
tazobné stroje zaistili na stenach prisavnymi zariadeniami
a oddelili diamantovy materidl pomocou zvukovych vin
v prirodzenych bodoch zlomu. Drziac diamantové tabule
v svojom zovreti sa hlupe stroje vydali potom na cestu spét’ dolu
svahmi k nakladacej ploche.

Bol to u¢inny a hospodarny proces, ale nickedy sa
stavalo, Ze zvukové viny poskodili diamantové tabule. Odkedy
vSak Piers dal otrokom ucast’ na zisku, takéto pripady sa stavali
zriedkavejsie, nez keby davali va¢si pozor a obdrzali len
dohodnuty podiel.

Piers dohliadajic nad prevadzkou na Hagale prisiel
s napadom, aby sa vidznenym skupindm dovolilo pracovat
bez obvyklych Harkonnenskych nariadeni a blizSieho dozoru.
Pokym niektori otroci akceptovali tento Ustretovy program, na
povrch vyplavalo hned’ niekolko problémov. S redukovanym
dozorom niektori otroci utiekli, ini sa bez organizacie stali
lenivymi, ¢akajtc len na to, aby k nim niekto prisiel a povedal
im ¢o maju robit’. Spociatku produktivita vyrazne poklesla, no
Piers si bol isty, ze tazba v kone¢nom dosledku dosiahne a
dokonca prekroci predoslé stavy.

Predtym ako sa vSak tak mohlo stat prisiel na
neohlasent navstevu Hagalu jeho otec. A Ulfa Harkonnena
nezaujimali kreativne napady alebo racionalizujice upravy, ked’
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zisk klesal...

Jeho rodicia boli nuteni zanechat’ ich mladsSieho syna
Xaviera na Saluse s milym staromdédnym parikom. ,,.Desi ma
myslienka ¢o sa z toho chlapca vykl'uje ak ho buda vychovavat’
prave oni. Emil a Lucille Tantorovci jednoducho nevedia ako
byt prisni,” dodal strasuc sa Ulf.

Potajomky vsSak Piers dobre vedel, preco jeho
manipulativny otec nechal jeho malého brata s Tantorovcami.
Kym bol starnuci parik bezdetny, I'stivy UIf si krok za krokom
ziskaval ich ndklonnost’. Dtfal snad’, ze by Tantorovci ponechali
ich statky ich drahému ,krstnému synovi® Xavierovi?

Piers nenavidel sposob akym jeho otec vyuzival l'udi,
bez ohl'adu na to, ¢i boli otrokmi, inymi §l'achticmi, alebo ¢lenmi
jeho vlastnej rodiny. Bolo to nechutné. Ale teraz, uvdzneny vo
vnutri tiesnivej zachrannej komory s tym ni¢ nemohol robit’.

11

Programové vybavenie sice vstepilo mysliacim strojom
neuprosnost’ a odhodlanie, no len krutost’ I'udskej mysle
mohla vytvorit' dostatok nemilosrdného odporu a po tisicky
rokov takto zivit tato vojnu vyhladenia.

Naprick tomu, ze boli drzané v nedobrovolnom
zotro¢eni  vSadepritomnou pocitatovou myslou menom
Omnius, kymekovia, hybridné stroje s 'udskou mysl'ou, ¢asto
travili svoj ¢as lovom medzi hviezdami. Mohli zajat’ divoko
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a volne zijucich l'udi, prinavratit' ich spat do otroctva na
Synchronizovanych Svetoch, alebo ich jednoducho len tak zabit
pre zabavu z lovu...

Vodca kymekov, general, ktory si osvojil impozantné
meno Agamemnon, kedysi viedol skupinu tyranov snaziacich
sa o dobytie upadajticej Starej RiSe. Ako pre tito zalezitost’
nenahraditel'ni vojaci preprogramovali pod nimi sluziace roboty
a pocitace, aby im tak dodali smdd po dobyvani. Ked’ jeho
smrtel'né l'udské telo starlo a slablo, podstupil Agamemnon
chirurgicky zakrok, pri ktorom mu bol jeho mozog odstraneny
a implantovany vo vnutri ochrannej nadoby, ktora mohla
byt nainStalovanda do mnozstva rozlicnych mechanickych
konstrukeii.

Agamemnon a jeho druzni tyrani si zaumienili vladnut
po starocia... Ale potom, vidiac a vyuzijuc ich nedostatok a
ochabujucu snahu, sa umelo agresivne pocitac¢e chopili moci.
Siet’ Omnius nasledne vladla po zvySok trvania Starej Rise,
podrobiac si kymekskych tyranov spolu s d’alsimi zvyskami uz
aj tak utlacaného l'udstva.

Po staroc¢ia boli Agamemnén a jeho druhovia nuteni
sluzit’ pocitacovej v§emysli bez $ance prinavratenia ich vlastnej
vlady. Ich najvac§im zdrojom zabavy bolo prenasledovanie
rebelujucich I'udi, ktorym sa podarilo udrzat’ si ich nezavislost’
od dominancie strojov. Naprieck tomu nepovazoval kymeksky
general tento druh zabavy za dostato¢ne ventilujici pocin jeho
frustracie.

Jeho mozgova nadoba bola teraz nainstalovana do
rychleho prieskumného plavidla, ktoré hliadkovalo v oblastiach
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znamych tym, ze tu prebyvaju l'udia zdruzeni do Ligy. Generala
sprevadzalo Sest’ d’alsich kymekov, brazdiac pozdiz okraja malej
slneénej ststavy. Nasli tu vSak len pramalo zaujimavého. Len
jeden 'ud’'mi obyvatelny svet pozostaval prevazne z vody.

Agamemndnove senzory dlhého dosahu zaznamenali
iné plavidlo. Pudské plavidlo. Zvysil rozliSenie a odovzdal
ciel svojim spoloénikom. Krizovou kombinaciou ich
senzorickych schopnosti Agamemnoén rozspoznal, ze osamela
lod’ bola vesmirnou jachtou. Jej sofistikované prevedenic a
$tyl poukazoval na to, ze jej pasazieri boli dolezitymi ¢lenmi
Ligy, bohati obchodnici... Mozno dokonca uzkoprsa slachta,
najuspokojucejsia obet’ zo vsetkych.

»Presne to na ¢o sme Cakali,” povedal Agamemnon.

Kymekské lode skorigovali svoj kurz a zrychlili.
Agamemndénov mozog prepojeny myslienkovymi spojmi so
svojou lod’ou riadil rychle plavidlo akoby bol obri okridleny
dravec, mieriac na svoj bezmocny ciel. Na palube mal vsak aj
pozemny chodiaci modul, bojovi konstrukciu umoznujucu mu
pouzitie v planetarnom boji.

Prvé kymekské vystrely plavidlo Ligy uplne prekvapili.
LCudsky pilot mal len st'azka ¢as na uhybné manévre. Kinetické
projektily poskrabali povrch trupu jeho lode, vyradiac tak jeden
pohonny agregat. Obranny §tit ju vSak ochranil pred vaznej$im
poskodenim. Kymekské stihace preleteli okolo, bombardujtc
opit’ lod’ Ligy explozivnymi projektilmi. Cudska jachta sa
tackala, neporusena avSak dezorientovana.

,»Opatrne chlapci,” povedal Agamemnon. ,,Nechceme
predsa nasu cennu trofej zni¢it’.*
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Daleko v okrajovych oblastiach vesmiru Ligy, d’aleko
od Synchronizovanych Svetov, volne zijici l'udia zjavne
neocakavali takéto stretnutie s predatormi nepriatela. Kapitan
tohto plavidla bol s¢asti neopatrny. Agamemnoénova porazka by
bola v tomto pripade skoro zahanbujtca. Jeho kymeksky lovci
duafali v lepsiu vyzvu, v zabavnejsie prenasledovanie...

Ludsky pilot spojazdnil svoj poskodeny pohon a zvysil
rychlost’ smerujuc dolu do izolovanej ststavy, unikajuc tak
svojim prenasledovatelom k vodnému svetu. Cudia nasledne
vypustili chuma¢ intenzivne oslepujicich explozivnych
granatov, ktoré spdsobili len malé fyzické poskodenie. Vyslané
pulzy mitacich statickych vybojov vsak prenikli senzormi
kymekskych lodi. Agamemnénovi kymekski spolocnici
preniesli medzi sebou sériu myslenych nadavok. Cudska obet’
vSak na prekvapenie vSetkych odpovedala odhodlanym hlasom
s rovnakou zlobou a silou.

Agamemnén sa len v duchu pousmial a vyslal sériu
myslienkovych povelov. Tak toto bude este zabavné. Jeho utocné
lode vystrelili smerom vpred staby divé kone pIné energie,
ako akasi sucast’ jeho imaginarneho tela. ,,Prenasledujte ich!*
Kymekovia sa, vychutnavajic si tito hru, vrhli na nestastné
Pudské plavidlo.

Zufaly pilot uskutocnil Standardné tthybné manévre,
aby sa tak striasol svojich prenasledovatelov. Agamemndn
sa drzal vzadu, snaziac sa zhodnotit’ ¢i bol tento I'udsky pilot
naozaj tak neskusenym alebo sa len snazil kymekov uci¢ikat’ do
neopravneného pocitu pohodlia.

Rychlo klesali smerom k mierumilovnému modrému
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svetu. Podla palubnej databazy islo o Caladan. Tento svet mu
pripominal modré duahovky, ktoré ako clovek kedysi mal...
Ubehlo uz tolko staroci, a kymeksky general si uz len stazka
vedel vybavit detaily jeho niekdajsieho fyzického vzhl'adu.

Agamemndn mohol poslat’ pilotovi ultimatum, no l'udia
a kymekovia dobre poznali vysoké stavky ich dlho blkotajucej
vojny. Vesmirna jachta zacala palbu. Par unahlenych slabych
vystrelov uspdsobenych skor na odstréenie nepohodlnych
meteroidov z cesty viac nez na obranu pred natlakom vojenske;j
akcie. Keby to bola lod’ §l'achty, mala by mat’ viac Gi¢innejSich
ofenzivnych a defenzivnych zbrani. Kymekovia sa len smiali a
priblizovali nevnimajtc Zziadnu hrozbu.

Hned’ ¢o sa vSak priblizili, l'udsky pilot v zafalstve
vypustil d’al§iu ohromnt salvu vybus$nin, zjavne zhodnych
s utlymi bombami, ktoré vypustil uz skor. Agamemnén vsak
tentoraz pocitil l'ahké otrasy. ,,Opatrne, predpokladam...”

Styri dotykové miny, kazd4 s hlavicou desat’ nasobne
silnejSou nez prvé ostrelovanic detonovali s mohutnymi
tlakovymi vlnami. Dvaja z kymekskych lovcov utrpeli
povrchové poskodenie. Jeden bol zni¢eny uplne.

Agamemnon napokon stratil svoju trpezlivost’. ,,Ustup!
Aktivujte obranné systémy lodi!“

No pilot jachty uz d’al$iu salvu nevypalil. S jedinym
kymekom v zavese, ktory sa len stazka a tarbavo lopotil,
ho mohol zlahka zneSkodnit, avSak neurobil tak, ¢o mohlo
znamenat’, ze l'udska korist' nemala k dispozicii uz ziadne d’alsie
zbrane. Alebo to bol len d’alsi trik?

,Nepodcenujte ti haved’!*
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Agamemnon dufal, ze tohto divokého cloveka zajme
osobne, dopraviac ho k Omniovi na experimenty, alebo analyzu,
pretoze ,,divoké™ exemplare 'udi boli povazované za odlisné
od tych chovanych v zajati. Ale v hneve z nezmyselnej straty
jedného z jeho prili$ horlivych spoloénikov sa general rozhodol,
Ze uz ma problémov aj tak dost.

»Znicte t0 lod’,” poslal rozkaz svojim piatim zvy$nym
spolo¢nikom. Bez vyc¢kania, kym sa k nemu ostatni kymekovia
pridaju, Agamemnon spustil pal’bu.

IV

Vo vnutri zachranného modulu mohol Piers len s hr6zou
v o¢iach sledovat’ dianie okolo a ¢akat’ na vlastnti smrt’.

Nepriatel'ski kymekovia ich opdt ostrelovali.
V kokpite jeho otec klial a jeho mama sa ¢inila najlepsie ako len
mohla na palebnom stanovisku. Ich o¢i nejavili ziaden strach,
zracili len ich silné odhodlanie. Harkonneni predsa tak 'ahko
neumieraju...

Ulf trval na instalacii najlepSiecho pancierovania a
obrannych systémov aké lenbolik dispozicii, vzdy podozrievavy,
vzdy pripraveny k boju s akoukol'vek hrozbou. Tato osamela
jachta vsak nemohla celit' zladenému naporu siedmich plne
ozbrojenych a agresivnych kymekskych zaskodnikov.

Piers nemohol uzamknuty v Sere oddelenia urobit’ nic,
¢im by pomohol. Sledoval utociace stroje skrz priezor, isty, Ze
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takto dlho nevydrzia. Dokonca aj jeho otec, odmietajtic sklonit’
sa v porazke vyzeral, akoby uz nemal viac ¢o ponuknut’.

Kymekovia sa citiac blizku smrt’ hnali ¢oraz blizsie.
Piers pocul opakované dunenie Siriace sa plavidlom. Skrze
priezor priechodu Piers videl svoju matku a otca ako zufalo
medzi sebou gestikuluju.

Dalsi kymeksky zasah napokon prenikol ochranné
platy a poskodil pohon jachty smerujucej k nie prili§ blizkej
planéte so $irymi moriami a bielymi Gtrzkami mracien. Iskry
lietali naprie¢ mostikom a ranena lod’ sa zacala knisat’ z boka
na bok.

Ulf Harkonnen nieCo zakriCal na svoju manzelku,
potom opustil mostik smerom k zdchrannému modulu, snaziac
sa udrzat’ si rovnovahu. Katarina za nim zvolala. Piers nevedel
prist’ na to, o com sa hadali. Lod’ bola stratena.

Kymekské zbrane zasiahli plavidlo tupym néarazom, a
Ulf sa stratiac rovnovahu zo$mykol naprie¢ palubou. Dokonca
ani posilneny pancier trupu nemohol d’alej vzdorovat. Starsi
Harkonnen sa snazil pozviechal na nohy pobliz poklopu
zachranného modulu, a Piers si nahle uvedomil, Ze chce
odomknut” komoru a dostat’ oboch dovntra k ich synovi.

Piers ¢ital z matkinych pier, ked’ skrikla. ,,Nemame
cas!®

Pristrojova doska sa rozziarila a zacal sa beh testovacich
cyklov. Piers pastami udieral na poklop, ale oni ho uzamkli vo
vnutri. Nemohol von, aby im pomohol.

Pokym sa UIlf snazil zrivo spojazdnit’ ovladanie
poklopu, Katarina sa nahlila k panelu na stene a tresla po

13

DUNA: POCOVACKA NA HARKONNENOV

aktivacnom spinaci. Ulf sa plny prekvapenia a hrozy otocil
k svojej zene, Katarine vSak uz len zGfalo vyrazilo z pier
posledné zbohom jej synovi.

Zachranna kapsula sa s hlukom vystrelila do kozmu,
pre¢ od stratenej vesmirnej jachty.

Zrychlenie sotilo Piersa k palube, pozviechal sa vSak
na kolena a dostal na pozorovacie stanovisko. Zanechajuc jachtu
za sebou, zmitene sa knisajic kozmom, kymekski najazdnici
utocili zas a znova kombinujtc destruktivnu silu svojich Siestich
zurivych strojov.

Harkonnenska lod” explodovala v slede explozii
do oslepujucej ohnivej gule, ktora sa po chvili rozptylila do
zaprataného vakua... vyhasnuc spolu so zivotmi jeho rodicov.

Zachranny modul vtrhol do atmosféry Caladanu
ako delova gula, chrliac okolo seba cervené iskry bliZiac sa
k sInkom zaliatej hladine oceanu.

Piers zvadzal boj s neohrabanym bezpecnostnym
ovladanim v snahe o nejaky manéver, ale malé plavidlo vobec
nereagovalo, akoby to bol d’alsi stroj rebelujtici proti voli svojho
ludského pana. Pri takejto rychlosti to v Ziadnom pripade
nemohol prezit’.

Mlady harkonnensky dedi¢ sa zhlboka a bolestivo
nadychol a stlacil tlakové vypchavky, aby tak pozmenil vzor
tahu trysieck pohonnej jednotky. Mal len malo skusenosti
s pilotaZou, napriek tomu, ze jeho otec vyslovne trval na tom,
aby sa to naucil. Predtym nebola Sikovnost’ pre Piersa prvorada,
no teraz sa musel s ovladanim bezodkladne vysporiadat’ sam.

Ohliadnuc sa spat’ videl, Ze ho prenasleduje jeden
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kymeksky stiha¢. Sprska iskier zosilnela, poletujic okolo ako
kovové piliny pri briseni kovu kameniom. Prenasledovatel'ove
vybusné projektily otriasali atmosférou okolo neho bez znamky
akéhokol'vek priameho zasahu.

Piers sa hnal nizko nad oddelenou pevninou smerom
k zasnezenému horskému hrebefiu spolu s podlym, neustale
paliacim kymekom v zavese. Trblietavé l'adovcové Eiapocky
pokryvali rozorvané §tity. Jeden z nepriatelovych projektilov
zasiahol Uboc¢ie masivu, vyvrhnic do okolia l'ad a skaly. Piers
prizmuril o¢i a naslepo, celkom bez Sance preletel sprskou
trosiek, poc¢ujuc ich dopad na trup kapsule. A skoro to neprezil.

Hned ¢o prekonal vrcholky pohoria zacul za sebou
obrovsky vybuch a videl ako sa obloha za nim rozjasnila
v ziarivom oranzovom zablesku. Mechanicky prenasledovatel’
stratil nad sebou kontrolu. Znic¢eny tak ako jeho rodicia a ich
vesmirne plavidlo...

Piers vSak dobre vedel, Ze tu boli este d’alsi nepriatelia,
a mozno nie az tak d’aleko.

\%

Agamemn()n a jeho kymekovia sa zhlukli okolo miesta
so zvySkami vraku jachty v nestabilnej obeznej drahe,
mapujuc trajektoriu vystreleného zachranného moduku. Oznacili
miesto, kde objekt vstipil do atmosféry, ako rychlo klesal, a kde
by pravdepodobne pristal. General nemal naponahlo, napokon,
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kde sa mohol osamely stroskotanec na tomto primitivnom svete
uchylit™?

Bez rozkazu zacal jeden z minami poskodenych
kymekov naslepo palit po vzdalujicom sa zachrannom
plavidle, plny smidu po pomste. ,,General Agamemndn, mienim
ho zostrelit' sam.“ Kymeksky vodca sa rozhorene na chvilu
odml¢al, no potom suhlasil. ,,Chod’, mas prvy vystrel, ale zvySok
znas nebude dlho ¢akat.“ Kymeksky vodca drzal ostatnych
v uzadi pokym on sam ukonc¢oval analyzu celej situacie.

Agamemnén si prehral nudzové volanie, ktoré
vzne$eny pilot odoslal kratko pred svojim zni¢enim. Slova boli
zakodované, ale nie prili§ sofistikovanou Sifrou. Kymekské
palubné systémy umelej inteligencie ho prelozili bez obtiazi.
»ITu je Lord Ulf Harkonnen na ceste zo svojich usadlosti na
Hagale. Uto&ia na nas mysliace stroje. Nie je velka $anca, Ze
prezijeme.*

Aka obdivuhodna sila predtuchy. Agamemnon teda
predpokladal, Zze zachraneny na palube modulu musi byt taktiez
¢lenom vzneSeného rodu, ak nie Lord sam.

Pred tisickami rokov, ked” Agamemnén a jeho
devitnast spolusprisahancov zvrhlo Stard RiSu, sa skupina
odlahlych planét spojila, aby vytvorila Ligu VzneSenych.
Branili sa navzajom proti tyranom, udrZujuc si svoju obranu
proti Omniovi a mysliacim strojom. Pocitace neprechovavali
748t a nehladali odplatu... ale kymekovia mali I'udské mysle a
Pudské emocie.

Ak bol zachraneny v module na Caladane ¢lenom
Ligy VzneSenych, kymeksky general sa chcel na jeho zaisteni,
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muceni a kone¢nej poprave zucastnit’ osobne.

Avsak v priebehu niekol’kych minut obdrzal spravu od
vyslaného kymekského prenasledovatel’a odoslant v posledne;j
sekunde predtym, nez sa roztriestil o povrch.

,»Pochab¢é poslanie. Nabudiice chcem, aby sa to
vykonalo poriadne,* povedal rozladene Agamemnon. ,,Chod’te,
najdite ho skor, nez sa ukryje v divo¢ine. Davam Sancu a vyzvu
Styrom z vas! Odmena kymekovi, ktory ako prvy najde a znic¢i
korist’.*

Ostatné kymekské lode opustili pole trosiek trieliac do
oblakmi zatiahnutej oblohy ako Zeravé strely. Cudsky utecenec,
neozbrojeny v jeho skoro neovladatelnom plavidle, urcite dlho
nevydrzi.

VI

Znenazdania sa plavidlo prudko a nahle rozochvelo a
rozoznela sa vystraznd siréna. Digitalne a krystalické
pristroje zablikali na ovladacom paneli. Piers sa ich snazil
pochopit’, upravujuc nesikovné ovladanie trasuceho sa plavidla.
Potom pozdvihol zrak, aby cez priezor pred sebou zazrel hnedo
biele strane, pusté zamrzlé ubocia so zvyskami snehu a temnymi
lesmi. V poslednom okamihu zodvihol predok plavidla tak
akurat, aby...

Zachranna kapsula rozcerila vrcholky vysokych
tmavych ihli¢nanov a zrutila sa do tundry pokrytej len tenkou
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pokryvkou snehu. Dopad vymrstil kapsulu prevracajic ju vo
vzduchu, a sotiac ju do lesnatého porastu.

Piers sa vo svojom silovom postroji prevracal a krical,
snaziac sa prezit, avSak ocakavajic to najhorsie. Tlmiaca pena
vystrekla v§ade okolo neho, tesne pred prvym narazom, chraniac
jeho telo pred najvaznejSimi zraneniami. Potom kapsula dopadla
znova, strhavajiuc so sebou sneh a zmrznuté blato. Modul sa
koneéne zastavil, Skripajuic a syciac.

Pena sa rozpustila ihned’ ¢o sa Piers snazil pozviechat
a zotriet zo svojich Siat, rak a vlasov Sumiaci sliz. Bol vSak
prili$ otraseny na to, aby citil akukol'vek bolest’ a nemal ani ¢as
posudit’ svoje zranenia.

Vedel, Ze jeho rodi¢ia su mrtvi, ich lod’ zni¢ena. Dufal
vsak, ze jeho rozmazané videnie bolo od krvi v jeho ociach, a
nie siz. Bol predsa koniec koncov Harkonnen. Jeho otec by ho
tresol pre takyto prejav zbabelej emdcie skrze lice. Ulf dokazal
poskodit’ nepriatela v neplodnom utoku, ale tam hore boli este
stale d’al$i kymekovia. Nepochybne sa ¢oskoro vydaji na jeho
lov.

Piers potlacil paniku, a v okamihu ju premenil na odhad
svojej situacie. Ak mal vobec nejaka Sancu prezit, okolnosti
ho nutili konat’ rozhodne a dokonca nelttostne... spdsobom
Harkonnena. Nemal vsak vela casu.

Zachranny modul obsahoval sice mensie zasoby na
prezitie, no Piers tam ostat nemohol. Kymekovia by sa zamerali
na plavidlo a svoju pracu by prisli ukoncit. Ak sa raz da na beh,
$anca na navrat pominie.

Piers teda zdrapol lekarni¢ku a vsetky potravinové
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balicky, ktoré len mohol uniest’, nastikajuc ich do flexibilného
batohu. Vyrazil poklop kapsule a vyplazil sa von, citiac dym a
pocujic praskot mensich ohnov rozpttanych teplom dopadu.
Zhlboka sa nadychol chladného, ostrého vzduchu a zavrel za
sebou poklop. Odtackal sa od ¢mudiacej kapsule, teperiac sa
Slapkanicou a vrzd’ajucim snehom do biedneho ukrytu tmavych
ihli¢nanov. Predtym nez si oddychne a premysli svoj d’alsi krok
sa chce dostat’ ¢o najd’ale;.

V situdciach ako je tato by sa jeho otec obaval o statky
jeho rodiny, bane na Hagale. Kto by s Piersom, bez jeho rodicov,
viedol podnik a drzal ich rod silnym? Teraz sa ale mlady muz
obaval viac o svoje vlastné zdravie. Aj tak nikdy nepasoval do
rodinne;j filozofie vedenia ich podnikania.

Zacujuc akysi kolisavy ton, zaostril pohl'ad na oblohu
a zazrel $tyri ohnivé biele stopy smerujiice k nemu ako riadené
strely. Kymekské pozemné moduly. Lovci. Stroje s 'udskou
myslou by ho v opustenej divo¢ine I'ahko vystopovali.

Ako sa nebezpecie blizilo, Piers si uvedomil, ze
zanechava v snehu hlboké stopy, pokropené krvou z neprijemne;j
reznej rany na jeho lavom zapisti. Krvacalo mu aj dalSie
zranenie na Cele. Mohol za sebou rovno zanechat' mapu pre
nepriatel'a aby ho nasledovali.

Jeho otec to raz povedal prisnym, netrpezlivym hlasom,
no tato lekcia bola pre neho aj tak hodnotna. ,,Uvedom si vSetky
hrany situacie. Len preto, Ze je nieo potichu, to neznamena,
Ze to nie je aj nebezpecné. Never vo vlastni bezpecnost za
ziadnych okolnosti.*

Ked sa kymekovia kone¢ne zbehli nad suradnicami
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dopadu jeho zachranného plavidla, Piers si pod stromami,
nacuvajuc revu ich trysiek, rozotrel na svoje zranenia hojiva
emulziu, aby tak zastavil krvacanie. Prchké jednanie moze
narobit’ viac Skody planu pred nami nez chvil’ka spozdenia.

Nahle zmenil smer, vybertc si holu podu, kde stromy
chranili zem pred skalami a snehom. I$iel po skalnom podlozi po
zamerne chaotickej trase, dufajic, ze sa strasie prenasledovania.
Nemal Ziadne zbrane, ziadne znalosti o teréne... a ziadny imysel
vzdat’ to!

Piers sa $tveral ¢oraz vyssie po stipajucej zemi. Snehova
pokryvka hrubla a stromy bolo vidiet’ ¢oraz zriedkavejsie. Ked’
dosiahol ¢istinku pred sebou nabral dych a obzrel sa spit’, aby
videl kymekské pristavacie moduly zbichajuce sa pri troskach
jeho zachranného plavidla. Stale nie dostato¢ne d’aleko, ale bez
stopy kde Piersa hl'adat’.

Piers plny desu sledoval ako sa zlodi ¢o pristali
vynorili mobilné, pruzné chodiace konstrukcie: prisposobytel'né
mechanické teld usposobené tak, aby mohli niest kymekskt
mozgovu nadobu pod vplyvom réznych okolnosti a podmienok.
Kymekovia sa ako hladné kraby vystverali na zaisteny vrak, a
pouzijic rezné drapy a horaky rozorvali jeho trup. Ked’ nikoho
vo vnutri nenasli, roztrhli kapsulu doslova na kusy.

Chodiace konstrukcie sa zakradali okolo modulu,
ich optické vlakna blikali mnozstvom rozmanitych senzorov.
Zosnimali jeho odtlacky v snehu a presunuli sa na miesto,
kde sa zastavil, aby pouzil lekarnicku. Kymekské skenery
mohli l'ahko zistit’ jeho stopy na zemi, termické signatiry jeho
telesného tepla... Indicii kol'ko len chcete. Stroje sa napokon
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neomylne vybrali naprie¢ skalami pokrytou pédou smerom kde
sa rozhodol utiect’.

Karajic sam seba za chvilkovi paniku, ktorda mu
dovolila zanechat’ tak jasnu stopu, sa Piers plnou silou rozbehol
svahom, stale hl'adajuc miesto kde by sa mohol ukryt, alebo
zbran, ktord by mohol pouzit. Pokusal sa ignorovat svoje
bubnujice srdce a jeho potiaze s dychanim v tomto chladnom,
drsnom prostredi Caladanu. Kliesnil si cestu d’alSou hustinou
porastu tmavych borovic, stale $plhajuc. Svah bol ¢oraz strmsi.
Pre husty porast borovic vlastne presne ani nevidel kam ide
alebo ako d’aleko je od vrcholu kopca.

Videl len konare a kamene, ale ni¢, ¢o by mu mohlo
posluzit ako efektivna zbrai proti mechanickym monstram.
Proti tymto strach nahanajicim strojom bol vSak bez Sance
obrany. Piers bol ale koniec koncov Harkonnen, a nevzdal by
sa. Zranil by ich ak by mohol. Prinajmensom by im ponukol
dobry hon.

Piers d’aleko za sebou zacul praskot stromov a v mysli
sa mu objavil obraz kymekov Cistiacich si cestu pre svoje
obrnené teld. Sudiac podla kuidol'a dymu museli zapalit’ taktiez
les. Dobre, tymto spdsobom by zni€ili i nepatrné naznaky jeho
cesticky.

Neprestaval bezat’, aj ked’ pdda bola coraz skalnatejsia,
so stopami 'adu na strmych svahoch. Neisto vyvazena pokryvka
snehu len tak drzala na vrchu, pripravena kedykol'vek sa uvolnit’.
Stromy v tejto nadmorskej vyske boli pozohynané a skrutené, a
vo vzduchu bolo citil odporny sirnaty zapach. Popri nohach
videl v§ade vokol drobné bublajice mlaky, sfarbené nazlto.
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Zvrastil obocie, hutajuc ¢o by to mohlo znamenat’.
Termalna z6na? Cital o takychto miestach pocas svojho §tudia.
Nepredvidatel'né geologické anomalie, o ktorych ho jeho
otec nutil ucit’ sa predtym nez ho poslal do bani na Hagale.
Toto je pravdepodobne oblast’ vulkanickej aktivity s horticimi
pramenmi, prieduchmi a gejzirmi... Nebezpecné, no pre boj
proti vel’kym superom rad prilezitosti pontikajuce miesto.

Piers sa rozbehol smerom k silnejlicemu zépachu skrze
opar dufajuic, ze mu to poskytne vyhodu. Kymekovia nevyuzivali
o¢i ako to robia l'udia. Ich senzory boli jemné, citlivé na rozne
Casti spektra. V niektorych pripadoch to davalo mechanickym
prenasledovatel'om obrovska vyhodu. Ale tu pri vSetkych tych
divokych kudol'och tepla a na tak skalnatej, netirodnej pdde
nemohli na zistenie rezidudlnych stdop zjeho odtlackov ndh
svoje skenery pouzit’.

Utekal cez hmlisty, vlhky kraj nikoho plny skal, cez
polia snehu, po skrupinatej holej pode, snaziac sa striast’ sa
prenasledovania a hl'adajic miesto na tkryt, alebo obranu. Po
hodinach bezhlavého tuteku sa zratil na teply balvan obaleny
oranzovym li§ajnikom hned” vedla syCiacej diery pary. Viac
nez ¢okol'vek iné si teraz zelal, aby sa aspon na chvilu mohol
skrutit’ pod skalny previs blizko jedného z horucich prameiov,
skryjtc sa tak dostato¢ne dlho na to, aby si aspoil na par hodin
zdriemol.

Kymekovia vSak nepotrebovali spanok. Vsetky
ich Zivotu podporné funkcie boli zaobstarané obnovitelnou
elektrofluidnou hmotou, ktora ich udrziavala nazive v ich
konzervanych nadobach. Prenasledovali by ho teda bez
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prestavky.

Piers nacal potravinovy bali¢ek a hltavo prehltol dve
vysoko energetické oplatky. Printtil sa vSak vyrazit’ opét’ vpred
predtym nez by pocitil nejaky navrat sil. Musel vyuzit’ svoju
vyhodu a nestratit’ pédu pod nohami.

Piers sa pouZzivajlc teraz prevazne svoje ruky a nohy
$plhal po strmsich skalach. Jeho prsty pokryla vrstva Zltej siry.
Vybral si najstrmsi terén, dafajic, ze sa preukaze pre kymekské
konstrukcie ako tazko zdolateI'ny, no ten spomalil aj jeho.

Zdvihol sa vietor a Piers ho citil v tvari. Striedavé
poryvy chladu a tepla. Opar sa miestami popretrhal a nakoniec
rozostupil. Pred nim sa zrazu zjavil uchvatny pohlad na
krajinu okolo. Obzrel sa spit’ smerom k poslednym zvySkom
ihli¢nanového porastu, vy¢nievajucich skal a bublajicich
mineralnych bazénikov d’aleko pod nim.

Potom zahliadol jedného osamelého kymeka ako
smeruje za nim. Ostatni traja sa museli oddelit, pokracujuc
v svojom love ako keby §lo o nejaky druh hry. Mechanické telo
sa v nahlom kupeli popoludnajsicho svetla jagalo striecbornym
leskom, stale hl'adajic svoju obet’.

Piers vedel, Ze na skalnom ubo¢i bol nechraneny a
vystaveny riziku. Mrstil sa svojim telom tesnejSie k skalnej
stene, dufajuc, Ze ostane nepozorovany. Kymek vS§ak v sekunde
zameral svoju korist. Mechanicka konstrukcia vypustila ohnivy
projektil, rozprsknicu sa gul'u plapolajiceho gélu, ktora Piersa
minula a zasiahla skalu v zablesku blkotajucich plameriov.

N4jduc v sebe novy impulz sily sa zacal Skriabat’ hore
skalou. Kymek rychlo utekajuc preskumal zvazujici sa drsny
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svah a upustil od mrhania &asu straveného pracnym a zdihavym
stopovanim ¢loveka.

Piers bol v pasci. Prikre zrazy a sirnaté bazéniky nalavo
a napravo. Strmé, hladké snehové pole pokryté zltymi stopami
nad nim. Mozno by mohol hadzat’ na svojho prenasledovatel’a
kamenie len ¢o by sa dostal na vrchol, vytladiac tak nejako
kymeka pod nim. Nevidel tu ziadnu init moznost’.

Piers si zachytavajic sa rukami a bojujic o oporné
body pre nohy kliesnil cestu klzkym I'adovcovym polom. Jeho
topanky prerazali koru a on zapadal az po kolena do chladného
snehu. Prsty mu Coskoro znecitliveli a scerveneli. Mrazivy
vzduch trapil jeho pltica, ale on $plhal rychlejsie, d’alej. Jeho
dominantny otec by nad nim ohrnul nos pretoze sa obaval iba
o prizemné fyzické pohodlie v ¢ase takejto nudze. Zdalo sa ako
keby l'adovec pokrac¢oval donekone¢na, napriek tomu, Ze mohol
jasne vidiet’ vrchol, strmu ostra hranu hrebena.

Mechanicki lovei sa museli rozdelit, a mozno
ostatnym trom unikol medzi termalnymi vytryskmi a droliacimi
sa skalami. Neschopné najst’ jeho stopu by zacdali dokladne
precesavat’ podu... Zbytocne, tak ako to len stroje vedia. Jeden
kymek ho vsak, zjavne len nahodou, nasiel.

Aj tak, jediny monStruézny nepriatel’ bol viac nez
len schopny zabit’ ho, a tento bol urcite v radiovom kontakte
s ostatnymi. Uz teraz museli smerovat’ tymto smerom. Tento ale
vyzeral plny snahy zabit’ Piersa celkom sam.

Dolu dosiahol kymek okraj zakladne 'adového pola.
Po chvilke skenovania sa vydal d’alej. Jeho dlhé koncatiny sa
zabarali do snehu, lezuc rychlejSie nez by si akykol'vek ¢lovek
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zelal bezat'.

Kymek zrazu zastal, nahol dozadu a vypustil d’alsi
gélovy projektil. Piers sa prikréil do snehu a horuci zasah
vyrval kréter necelu dizku jeho ruky od neho. Surovy néraz
vyvolal otras a nasledny zosuv snehového pol'a. Okolo neho
zacala 'adova pokryvka praskat’ a rozpadat’ sa ako zoskrabnuta
chrasta. Piers vyuzijuc Sancu silno kopol do jednej z pevnych
tabal’ uslapaného snehu, dafajic, Ze ju s hrmotom posle dolu
zasiahnuc tak svojho nepriatel’a. Zmrznuty povrch sa vSak opat’
natesno do seba zasekol, stonajic a vizgajuc. Potom utichol.
S hlbokym nadychom Piers zacal opit’ Splhat’ nahor.

Len ¢o kymek zmensil jeho naskok, Piers spozoroval
skalnaty vybezok, ktory vyénieval zo snehu pred nim. Ak by
sa dostal az tam, mozno by tak mohol na stroj zhodit’ zopar
balvanov, aj ked’ nemal prili§ velké iluzie o pripadnom G¢inku
takéhoto pocinu.

,,Len blazon sa ponecha bez moznosti,” povedal by Ulf
Harkonnen.

Piers zahundral pri spomienke. ,,Prinajmensom som
prezil dlhsie nez ty otce.

Potom k jeho udivu uvidel na zlome l'adovca skupinu
postav, ktoré vyzerali... ludsky! Napocital tucty l'udi, ktori stali
na vrchole snehového pola, a kri¢ali na kymeka nezrozumitel'né
kliatby.

Obrysy cudzincov zodvihli ponad hlavy velké valce...
Nejaky druh zbrane? Potom zacali na ne tict’. Hlasné buracanie
sa rozoznelo naprie¢ hory ako dunenie hromu, vybuchy. Bubny.

Cudzinci udierali na svoje zvuk vydavajliice nastroje.
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Nemali spociatku ziaden zjavny rytmus, ale potom sa pulzy
spojili do chvenia a ozyvajuce sa dunenie roztriaslo celé
snehové pole.

Praskliny v l'ade na vrchole sa rozsirili a l'adovec
sa dal do pohybu. Masivne telo kymeka bojovalo o udrzanie
rovnovahy. Zmrznuta poda sa zacala zosuvat’.

Piers vidiac ¢o sa ¢oskoro udeje zalahol a schoval sa
pod skalny vybezok, chraniac sa tak vo vyklenku ohrani¢enom
z oboch stran hrubou skalou. Stihol to akurat v¢as, ked’ sa okolo
neho prehnal uvolneny sneh so sy¢iacim a buracajicim revom.

Lavina zasiahla kymeka ako biela prilivova vina,
prevaliac sa cez jeho mohutné telo, zraziac a sotiac ho o iné
skaly. Ked’ sa nepriatel'sky stroj ratil dolu svahom, Piers zavrel
na okamih o¢i a v duchu ¢akal na vyvrcholenie preval’ujuceho sa
revu a jeho nasledny ustup.

Ked’ sa nakoniec vynoril zo svojho tkrytu, prekvapeny,
ze este stale zije, vzduch bol plny krystalikov vyvrhnutych do
povetria. Snehova pokryvka ostala nad’alej nestabilna, no tito
divni 'udia sa dolu polamanym l'adom a snehom spustali hlava-
nehlava, kriciac, plni vzrusenia ako lovci, ktori prave ulovili
pozoruhodnu korist’.

Stale neveriac svojim o¢iam a tomu ¢o vidi sa Piers
postavil na vrch vybezku. Zahliadol mykajiiceho a doti¢eného
kymeka daleko na updti svahu, prevrateného na chrbat.
Lavina ho zasiahla s ni¢ivou silou rovnajicou sa zasahu t'azkej
zbrane. Kymek bol zni¢eny, poprehybany a zto¢eny, no jeho
mechanické koncatiny sa stale snazili pozdvihnat, tahajuc celu
chodiacu konstrukciu do stoja.
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Napriek tomu, ze primitivny 'ud mal na sebe oble¢ené
len jednotvarne sivohnedé haby vyrobené z volne ndjdenych
materialov, v rukach drzali sofistikované nastroje, viac nez len
ostepy a kyjaky. Styria mladi domorodci sa nahlili dole kopcom
k hrane zlamaného I'adového pol'a a stromom. Zvedovia? Drzali
straz plni ostrahy pred d’al§im Gitokom kymekov.

Ostatni l'udia sa rozhanajic sa rezdkmi a kyjakmi
vrhli na ochromeného kymeka ako hyeny. Volal mechanicky
lovec na pomoc svojich troch druhov? Domorodci vSak rychlo
roztrieskali na konStrukcii prenosové antény a s ohromnou
uéinnost’ou odmontovali metajuce sa nohy chodiaceho modulu.
Kymekské zbratfiové rameno sa zmietalo v marnom pokuse
vypustit' d’al$i ohnivy projektil. Caladanski primitivi rychlo
odpojili vSetky jeho komponenty.

Z reproduktora kymeka sa ozyvala nepretrzita zaplava
rozhnevanych vyhrazok a nadavok, ale 'udia tomu nevenovali
pozornost, neprejaviac ziaden strach. Usilovne pracovali na
odpojeni hydrauliky, optickych kablov, neuroelektroniky,
poloziac kazdy kus nabok ako akysi hodnotny S$rot. Nechali
mozgovu nadobu kymeka nechranenud. Zradna l'udska mysel’ sa
opit’ ocitla bez tela, aj ked’ teraz nie vlastnou volou.

Piers strnulo sledoval bezmocne vyzerajuci kontajner,
ktory obsahoval mysel’ kymeka. Domorodci ho hned’ neznicili.
Zdalo sa, ze maju iné plany. Drzali ho nad hlavami ako daku
trofej.

Piers sa plny otazok vydal dolu zostuvajucim sa
povrchom zlamaného snehu. Ked’ sa priblizil k domorodcom,
ti sa knemu plni zvedavosti avSak bez strachu zahladeli.
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Rozpravali akousi hatlaninou, ktorej nerozumel.

,Kto ste? Piers sa opytal Standardnou Galastinou,
duafajuc, ze mu niekto porozumie.

Jeden z muzov, vychudnuty star§i chlap s ¢ervenou
bradou a svetlejSou pokozkou nez jeho spolo¢nici pri pohlade
na Piersa gestikuloval v znameni $tastného vitazstva. Pred
Piersom zastal a udrel si do hrude.

,,Tiddoc.*

,Piers Harkonnen,”“ odvetil, no potom zjednodusiac
dodal, ,,Piers.”

,,.Dobre, Piers. Dakujeme,* povedal v zjavnej Galastine,
ale shrubym prizvukom. Tiddoc zacal vidiac prekvapenie
mladého muza hovorit’ o ¢osi pomalsie, akoby lovil tie spravne
slova vsvojej pamiti. ,,Nasa re¢ ma galasské korene po
Zensunnitskych putovnikoch, ktori ve'mi davno utiekli z Ligy.
Roky som pracoval v mestach §lachty, hrdlac¢iac v ponizeni ich
sluzieb. Pochytil a naucil som sa teda tu a tam zopar slov.*

Paralyzovany zajaty nepriatel'sky kymek neprestaval
vréiac trusit’ urazky cez integrovany reproduktor. Caladanski
domorodci pouzili dve zjeho amputovanych chodidiel ako
oporné tyce, zavesiac medzi ne mozgovu nadobu tak, ze sa
kymacala ako nejaka zajata diva zver. Dvaja z najsilnejSie
vyzerajucich domorodcov si kovové tyc¢e prehodili cez ramena
avydali sa na cestu spdt hore svahom. Star§i domorodci
zozbierali zvy$né Casti, ktoré mohli uniest’ a zacali sa taktiez
Stverat’ po drsnom ubo¢i.

,»Pod’ s nami,” povedal Tiddoc.

Piers nemal ini moznost’ len ich nasledovat.
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Vil

ko tak Piers nasledoval drsnych muzov po svahu, jedno
zjeho kolien pobolievalo s kazdym d’alsim krokom, a

jeho chrbat stuhol az zacal horiet’ bolestou. Nemal este ani
¢as akceptovat’ smrt’ svojich rodicov. Chybala mu mama, jej
laskava pozornost, jej mudrost’. Katarina zachranila jeho Zivot,
vypustiac zachranny modul predtym nez by kymekovia mohli
zni¢it’ vesmirnu jachtu.

Istym spdsobom sa Piersovi cnelo aj za otcom. Napriek
Ulfovej zatrpknutosti cheel jeho otec len to najlepsie pre svojich
synov. Tvrdo zamerany na svoju zodpovednost spravovat
Harkonnenské statky. RozSirovanie rodinného imania bolo pre
neho vzdy prvoradé. Teraz sa vSak zdalo, Ze jeho maly brac¢ek
Xavier bol vSetkym, ¢o z Harkonnenskej pokrvnej linie ostalo.
Piers si robil len malé nadeje, ze sa z Caladanu vobec niekedy
dostane prec... Doteraz vSak asponi prezil.

Trmacal sa po strmom svahu, snaziac sa drzat’ krok
s vitalnymi domorodcami. Zly kymeksky mozog sa vo vnutri
svojho kanistra pritom, ako ho ti primitivi niesli, bezvladne
prevaloval. Z reproduktora sa prerusovane ozyvali vykriky,
najprv v Standardnej Galastine, potom v inych jazykoch. Tiddoc
a domorodci tym vyzerali byt pobaveni.

Domorodci teraz prejavovali o mozog bez svojho
tela len pramalo zdujmu, nepocitajuc ich uprené pohlady a
zastraSujuce cerenie zubov. Stary muz s ¢ervenou bradou bol
toho najlep§im prikladom. Ako doplnok strach nahanajtcich
grimas predvadzal zastrasujuce gesta svojim rezakom, zahanajtc
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sa nim v blizkosti senzorov nadoby, ¢o malo poslizit len na
dalsie znepokojenie zajatého mozgu. Zjavne sa uz s kymekmi
stretli skor, a dobre vedeli ako s nimi treba bojovat’.

Piers bol vSak znepokojeny troma dal$imi
mechanickymi lovcami. Ti by sa prenasledovania len tak I'ahko
nevzdali. Akonahle by nasli lavinu a miesto s obnazenym telom
zni¢eného kymeka, mohli by domorodcov l'ahko vystopovat’ az
sem. Avsak, len ak ich zajatec vyslal volanie na pomoc predtym,
nez ho zmiatla lavina. Kymekovia len neradi priznavali svoju
slabost’.

Piers sa obzreral okolo, hl'adajuc nejaké opevnenie,
ktoré by tito T'udia vybudovali. Pred nim sa vynorila 'adom
sformovana giganticka strecha, ktora zastreSovala akési obydlie.
Primitivi si rozlozili tdbor v $irej oblasti odl'adnenej termalnymi
prieduchmi v pode. Deti a Zeny v zhone pracovali v okoli
kamennych chatréi, hrdlaciac, zastaviac sa len, aby sa pozreli
na prichadzajticu skupinu. Cudia mali oblecené hrubé osatenie,
¢izmy a ciapky lemované kozusinou z neznamych miestnych
zvierat. Piers pocul zvuky zvierat a zazrel niekolko z tych
chlpatych bielych tvorov pobliz obydli.

Za pre¢nievajucim pristreSkom sa para predierala
hrubymi vrstvami l'adu a snehu v spolo¢nosti bublajiceho tepla
z bahniska a gejzirov. Piers bol tymto zretelnym kontrastom
ohia a Tladu uchvateny. Nasledujuc kmenn dolu tuzkym
kamennym schodiskom hadzal sastavne opatrné pohlady
cez plece, aby sa uistil, Zze neuvidi ziadne znamenie po inych
kymekskych lovcoch. Miestami padali zo zmrznutého stropu
kupoly pramienky roztopeného ladu, pomaly sa vyparujic.
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Piers si uvedomil pozruc sa hore na modry I'ad nad nim, Ze toto
sidlo tu bolo uz vel'mi dlhy cas...

Ked sa nahle zotmelo ako keby pred slnko zatiahli
zaves, jedna domoroda Zena pouzila kisky roztriesteného dreva
aby rozlozila vel’ka vatru na kamenistej ploche v centre osady.
Prieskumnici sa vydali na hliadky aby patrali po nepriatel'skych
strojoch pokial’ zvySok kmena sa usadil k oslave. Muzi priniesli
kusy Cerstvého misa z inych lovov a nastokli ich na dIhé kovové
razne nad ohnisko.

Umiestnili zajata kymeksku nadobu s mozgom bokom
do snehu a ignorovali ho.

Rozpravajic sa medzi sebou v ich podivnom jazyku si
domorodci posadali na kozusiny okolo ohna a podavali si jedlo,
deliac sa so svojim navstevnikom. Piersovi bolo méso k jeho
chuti prili§ nedovarené, ale zjedol velky kus, aby neurazil
svojich hostitel'ov. Bol vyhladovely a preto svoje jedlo doplnil
kiaskom vyzivnej tyCinky, ktort zachranil z kapsule. Ostatok
zabaleného jedla pontikol svojim zachrancom, a oni ho vd’acne
prijali.

Stale ho vsak suzovala vaznost celej situacie. Dokonca
ani uprostred mnozstva l'udi sa necitil v bezpe¢i. Snazil sa preto
presvedcit’ starého nacelnika, Ze nebezpecie este nepominulo.
,Je tam viacero kymekov Tiddoc. Myslim, Ze ida po mne.*

,UZ sme jedného znicili,” odvetil.

»Ale ¢o bude sostatnymi? Su stile nieckde tam
vonku...*

,»Tych zabijeme tiez, ak ta budi obtazovat. Kymekovia
su netrpezlivi, rychlo stratia zaujem. Si pre nich tak dolezity?
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Moji l'udia vedia, ze my nie sme.” Chytil Piersovi zapdstie.
»,Mame prieskumnikov, mame obranu.*

Po jedle sa Tiddoc a jeho l'udia usadili blizsie k vatre
a rozpravali si pradavne prihody a dobrodruzstva v ich rodnom
jazyku. Pocas rozpravania si ¢lenovia kmena podavali medzi
sebou dusky osviezujuceho napoja. Piers sa zabaleny do koZzusin
chraniacim ho pred chladnym vzduchom napil a pocitil teplo
v zalidku. Miestami stary muz pre Piersa prekladal, priblizujic
mu pribehy prenasledovanych Zensunnitov, ktori utiekli pred
prevratmi strojov a tieZ pred otroctvom v Lige VzneSenych.

Piers opatrne branil Ligu a jej postupujici boj proti
mysliacim strojom aj ked’ sam sympatizoval s nepriaznivym
osudom budislamskych otrokov na Poritrine, Zanbare a inych
Svetoch Ligy. Kym sa Tiddoc pasoval s prekladom pre Piersa,
ten rozpraval o kolosalnych bojoch proti zlému Omniovi, jeho
agresivnym robotom a kymekom.

S pohnutym hlasom taktiez rozpovedal ako bola
znic¢ena jeho vlastna lod’ a jeho rodicia zabiti...

Tiddoc sa obratil k kymekskému kanistru. ,,Pod’, je po
hostine, teraz ukon¢ime ti nasu vojnu strojov. Cudia sa na tento
okamih tesili.“ Skrikol nie¢o vo vlastnom jazyku a dvaja muzi
zodvihli nadobu za improvizované nosidla. Kymek mrmlal cez
reproduktor ale G¢inné nadavky mu uz ¢oskoro dosli.

Skupinka zien zapalila z ohnia pochodne a osvetl'ovala
cestu veducu spod l'adovcového pristresku. Ostatni domorodci
i8li plni dobrej nalady za nimi, nesiic bezmocny nepriatel’'sky
mozog. Kymek prskal nadavkami v kazdom jazyku, na ktory len
pomyslel, no primitivi sa na fiom len smiali.
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,Co to robite? dozadoval sa odpovede kymek,
kontrolujuc posledné myslienkové spoje svojho mozgu bez
tela zohybaného vo svojom kontajneri. ,,Stojte! Vsetkych vas
rozdrvime!*

Piers ich nasledoval cez priesmyk a dolu svahom, kde
vzduch zatuchlo pachol sirou, a porézne kamenné podlozie,
po ktorom kracali bolo Coraz horucejsie. Skupina nestca
bezmocného kymeka zastala pri pariacej diere v skale a
neprestavala medzi sebou rapotat’ a smiat’ sa. Drzali mozgovu
nadobu nad zlovestnym otvorom.

Piers sa nahol blizSie k diere, plny zvedavosti, no
Tiddoc ho strhol spit. Cerveno brady muZ sa v blkotajucom
svetle pochodni len hrozivo usmieval.

Z hibok pod nimi sa ozval akysi zvuk a s Gvodnou
horticou sprskou kamenia vybuchol pred nimi gejzir, skoro
upecic kymeksky mozog. Nepriatelove nadavky znejuce
z posSkodeného reproduktoru sa v okamihu zmenili na Skreky
a nezrozumitelné nestvislé zvuky naznacujuce neuveritelnt
bolest’.

Ked sa gejzir utiSil, kymek v deliriu skuvinal a
prosikal. Chvil'u na to gejzir opdt’ vystriekol a z reproduktora
zaznel ohavny ston. Piersovi z toho prebehol mraz po chrbte.

Napriek tomu, ze sa ho toto monstrum snazilo zabit,
a zUcastnilo sa vrazdy jeho rodicov, Piers uz nemohol viac
zniest’ jeho trapenie. Ked’ zeravy prud opét ustupil, zobral
kamer a hodil ho do reproduktora, odpojac ho. Domorodci viak
neprestali drzat mozog plny agonie nad otvorom gejziru. Ked’ sa
zeravy prud vyvalil po treti raz, kymek zvrieskol v tichu svojho

33

DUNA: POCOVACKA NA HARKONNENOV

kanistra, kde sa uvaril zaziva vo svojej elektrofluidnej hmote.
Domorodci potom roztvorili na kameni nadobu a
zni¢ili jeho horuci, uvareny obsah.

VIII

Kamenn}'/ zrub bol teply a minimalne pohodlny, ale Piers
spal aj tak len slabo, neschopny vytlacit’ hrozné obrazy von
zo svojej mysle. Ked’ nakoniec zaspal, snival sa mu sen, kde sam
seba videl priviazaného k brvnam, kde ho domorodci drzali nad
otvorom gejziru. Po¢ul vriacu vodu valiacu sa k nemu a zobudil
sa s vykrikom v hrdle.

Vonku zac¢ul len zavyjanie zveri a potom len ticho.

Potom mechanické zvuky.

Doskackal ku vchodu pristresku a vykukol von do
chladného, sirou zamoreného vzduchu. Zrazu strazne zviera
zavylo. Primitivi kri¢ali a pobehovali po svojich pribytkoch.
Zvedovia pozorne sledovali okolie.

V okamihu spozoroval na zahmlenej oblohe medzi
ladovcovym previsom a zemou §tyri lietajiice stroje bliziace sa
so zvukom hmyzu. Ich trysky ziarili na oblohe v briezdeni pred
usvitom. Kymekovia!

Tiddoc a domorodci utiekli zo svojich kamennych
zrubov, schmatniuc pochodne a zbrane. Piers vybehol von,
ustarostene na pomoc. Dvoch kymekskych lovcov sa striasol pri
uteku deri predtym, ale sofistikované mysliace stroje prec¢esavali
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krajinu svojimi skenermi pokym nenad’abili spét’ na jeho stopu...
ktora doviedla tie bestie az sem.

Kymekské lode pristali na prilahlom skalnatom poli
a spustili ploSiny, kazda vypustiac ozbrojené chodiace telo.
Bojové stroje podobné krabom postupovali dolu svahom
v znepokojujicej rychlosti. Rozptyleni primitivi pred nimi
mavali pochodnami, huldkajic a podpichujic nepriatela.

Jeden z kymekov vypustil raketu ohnivého gélu, ktora
explodovala a strhla Cast’ zaobleného l'adovcového stropu.
Utrzky Tadu sa zritili dolu, rozdrviac tak opustené kamenné
zruby.

Tiddoc a dedinfania im zutekali z cesty ako keby to
bola hra, naznacujuc Piersovi aby ich nasledoval, nahliac sa
po cesticke, po ktorej i§li uplynult noc ku polu s gejzirmi. Za
denného svetla Piers videl, Ze iSlo o rozsiahlu oblast’ s miernym
sklonom, plnu vriacich bahnisk a hortcich pramenov. Prieduchy
a gejziry chrlili opakovane, rozprasujuc vo vzduchu t'azka paru
a vyrony tepla. LCudia sa kri¢iac a nadavajuc rozdelili, nasledujuc
instinktivne rdzne trasy skrze skornatenti pddu. Zjavna panika
domorodého obyvatel'stva vSak bola divne zorganizovanym
konanim, ako ked’ sa macka hraje s mySou. Lakali nepriatel'a?
Vyzerali, Ze maju plan, svoj vlastny lov.

Piers utekal spolu s nimi, kréiac sa, ked’ $tyri kymekské
stroje strielali projektily do syciacej termalnej zdény. Ich
mechanické tela sa teperili vpred ako tazké paviuky na neistej
pode. Pre sofistikované stroje bol ich ciel stra$ne obtiazny.
Kymekské optické ¢idla a tepelné senzory museli byt v tejto
vrave a zmiti tepelnych signatir skoro oslepené.
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Tiddoc sotil ostep, ktory zacengal na hlavovej vezi
najvicsieho z kymekov. Bola to neti¢inna zbran, navrhnuta na
rozladenie a provokaciu kymeka, viac nez na jeho poskodenie.
Vodca bezal napred, kri¢iac a lakajic postupujiiceho kymeka za
sebou.

Najvidcsi mechanicky tvor vystekol cez reproduktor,
»Agamemnonovi neuniknes§!* Ostatné tri stroje sa zastavili za
nim.

Piers ustrnul. Vsetci slobodni 'udia poznali znameho
generala Omniovej armady, jedného z pévodnych brutalnych
tyranov.

Jeden z nepriatel'skych strojov zrazu priamym zdsahom
zasiahol mladého muza, ktory poskakoval az prili§ blizko jeho
zbranového ramena. Jeho zoSkvarené horiace telo dopadlo
zvijajuc sa na zem. Caladanski domorodci sa zhlukli a zacali
plni hnevu a pomsty tla¢it’ kymekov spat’. Hadzali po domacky
vyrobené naloze, ktoré explodovali s ramusom v zablesku a
dyme, zanechavajic spalené znacky na kymekskych kovovych
telach. Stroje s mysl'ou ¢loveka v$ak nespomalili svoj postup
vpred.

Lahko sa pohybujici domorodci prebehli cez
vulkanicky aktivnu oblast. Kymekovia, lahostajni k tejto
pasci nasledovali svoju korist’ v divokom tempe, prenasledujic
domorodcov do hmly. Vystrelili viac ohnivych striel, a eSte viac
vybusnych hlavic. Dal3i prili§ odvazny muz zahynul. Jeho hrud’
sa rozstrelila a premenila v dymiaci krater.

Tiddoc a ostatni domorodci neprestavali odhodlane
kricat. Dvaja z mensich kymekov sa valili vpred na gejzirmi
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popretkavané pole. Primitivi sa mavajic a huldkajuc zastavili, a
obratili plni ocakavania...

Tenka Skrupina stvrdlej pody popraskala a rozdelila
sa. Dve mechanické konstrukcie sa v panike snazili cuvnut, no
povrch pod nimi sa prepadol, pod ich vahou uplne podlomil.
Obaja kymekovia sa zaborili do nebezpecnej pody a padli
vrestiac do vriaceho sirnatého kotla.

Piers sa pridal k Tiddocovi a ostatnym l'ud'om v ich
hlasnom vybuchu radosti, ktory uml¢al nahly vykrik iného
domorodca, mladej Zeny, ktora skosili d’alSie horuce projektily.

Z miesta blizko treticho kymekského tutoc¢nika
znenazdania vylietol gejzir vystrelov obariac tak jeho
mozgovu nadobu. S poskodenymi myslovymi  spojmi  sa
toto mechanické nemehlo motalo a klopotalo okolo v zmétku.
Kymek padol na svoje kibové kolena a elektrofluidnd hmota
napustend v jeho mozgovej nadobe ziarila na modro ked sa
snazil sustredit’ svoju mentalnu silu.

Tiddoc vrhol malt domacky vyrobenu naloz na zem
ako granat. Detonacia nespoOsobila obrnenému nepriatelovi
dalsie poskodenie, no povrchova kora popraskala. Pokym
mechanicky nepriatel’ dezorientovany bludil okolim, pdda pod
nim sa prepadla. Treti kymek sa pridal k ostatnym v roztavenom
bahne.

Agamemndn postupoval vpred za ustupujicimi l'ud'mi,
ako keby zachrarioval Cest’ svojim neschopnym podriadenym.
Veduci kymek sa postavil neobratne pred starého Tiddoca.
Cerveno brady muZ a jeho spolognici hadzali oftepy a viac
z nalozi, no mechanicky general sa ani nepohol. Za nimi a po
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ich stranach lezala teplom nasiaknutd pdda, pokym ich jedinu
cestu k uteku zablokoval mohutny kymek.

Piers sa celkom impulzivne rozbehol pred vediiceho
kymeka kriciac, snaziac sa ho rozptylit. Schytil na zemi
pohodeny o$tep a vrazil ho do jednej z vysokych chodul
»Agamemnon! Zavrazdil si mojich rodicov!*

Kymeksky general na jeho prekvapenie len pootodil
svoju hlavovi vezu a tepelnymi senzormi sa zahl'adel na pred
nim stojacu l'udska formu zivota. ,,Pozrime Ze, aky horlivec!*
povedalo monstrum v citilel’'nom pobaveni. ,, Ty si to had’a, ktoré
sme nahanali...”

,.Som vznedeny Harkonnen!“ zvrieskol Piers. Svihol
oStepom ako kyjakom oproti jeho mozgovému Kkanistru.
Zasiahol hrubu vrstvu brnenia uderom o sile schopnej roztriestit’
mu kosti, no na ochrannom kontajneri kymeka zanechal len
maly Skrabanec.

Kymek utrtsil posmesok. Jedna z Agamemnonovych
koncatin zdrapla Piersa, a odhodila ostep. Mlady muz citil
bolestivé zovretie okolo svojho tela. Skoro vobec si nevs§imal
Tiddocovo hulakanie...

Zrazu sa pod tazkym kymekskym chodiacim modulom
podlomila kdra. Spenené bahno vystreklo nahor a Agamemnon sa
zaboril do otvoru vriaceho gejziru, stale zvierajuc svoju l'udsku
obet’. Drap uvolnil svoje zovretie, a Piers skoro v poslednej
chvili vyliezol na vrch stroja, kryjic sa pred salajucim teplom,
a snaziac sa zachytit' okraj prepadliska. Prehriata para vsak
vytryskla nahor zmétuc vSetky znamky po Piersovi a poslednom
z mechanickych Gto¢nikov.

38




DUNA: POCOVACKA NA HARKONNENOV

IX

Rgzhnevan}'/, 1o Zivy Agamemnén sa opit usadil do svojej
eposkodenej lode a opustil tento vodnaty svet. So svojim
tazko chranenym telom sa vystveral drziac sa okraja z dymiace;j
prepadliny, pretrpiac vyrony pary bez toho, aby padol do
roztavenej horniny.

Zberba 'udi na neho nemilosrdne hadzala vybu$niny
az sa Agamemnon, sam na seba hromziac a opovrhujic sebou,
stiahol na ustup. S poSkodenou hydraulikou, a vSetkymi jeho
neo-kymekmi vyhladenymi pred nim, sa jeho konstrukcia
kymacala a krivala spit’ k pristavenému plavidlu, zanechajic
primitivny kmen za sebou. Systémy na palube jeho lode
prekonfigurovali jeho mozgovi naddobu na ovladanie. Znicené
chodiace telo odhodil, zanechajic ho na prekliatom povrchu
Caladanu ako kus Srotu.

Ako jediny, kto z jeho jednotky kymekov prezil opustil
Agamemnodn tento neobdivuhodny svet. Vratil sa na Zem, aby
podal Omniovi, poéitacovej vSemysli podrobnti spravu.

Vtomto okamihu si mohol slobodne vybrat
akékol'vek vysvetlenie aké si len zvoli. Omnius by ho totiz
nikdy nepodozrieval z klamstva. Takato vec sa jednoducho
vSadepritomnému pocitacu nestava. Kymeksky general vsak
mal predsa len l'udsku myseT'...

Ked sa Agamemnon napokon stratil v Sirom vesmire,
mal dostatok ¢asu zvazit’ primerané vysvetlenie aby sa zbavil
obvinenia. Zahrnul by vlastnt verziu udalosti do Omniovej stale
sa rozrastajucej paméite zaznamenavanej v databaze stroja.
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Nastastie, vSemohtca a vSevidiaca mysel’ jednoducho
checela len informacie a presné prehranie vSetkych udalosti.
Ospravedlnovanie bola pre neho ¢isto I'udska slabost’.

X

Na hlavnom svete Ligy, Saluse Secundus, sa mlady chlapec
zahladel na muza stmavou pokozkou. Emil Tantor bol
bohaty a vplyvny prislusnik $lachty. Obaja stali na travniku na
prieeli rozsiahleho sidla Tantorovcov s najvys$simi budovami
mesta viditelnymi uz z dialky. Bol skory podvecer. Svetla
sa trblietali v oknach domovou poddanych na kopcoch vsade
navokol.

Nudzové volanie Ulfa Harkonnena bolo kone¢ne
zachytené a Emil Tantor priniesol chlapcovi hroznu novinu o
jeho rodicoch a bratovi, d’al§ich obetiach tejto dlho trvajicej
vojny proti mysliacim strojom.

Mlady Xavier Harkonnen sklopil zrak, jeho hlava
poklesla ale on plakat odmietal. Pozorny muz po jeho boku
ho chytil za rameno a prehovoril hlbokym hlasom jemné slova.
,»Chces, aby sme boli, ja a Lucille tvojimi adoptivnymi rodi¢mi?
Myslim, Ze je to to, ¢o tvoj otec chcel, ked’ ta zanechal v nasej
opatere.

Xavier sa zahl'adel do jeho hnedych o¢i a prikyvol.

,»Vyrastie§ v pohl'adného mladika,” povedal Tantor,
,,v mladika, na ktorého by bol tvoj brat a rodi¢ia hrdi. Urobime
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vsetko ¢o bude v nasich silach aby sme ta vychovali spravne.
Naudili ta cti a zodpovednosti. Meno Harkonnen bude skrze
teba ziarit' v andloch dejin.*

Xavier hladel do dial’ky skrze svojho otima hore
k jemnym hviezdam ligotajicim sa cez sumrak. Vedel
rozpoznat’ niektoré z tychto hviezd, a vedel presne, ktoré svety
boli ovladané Omniom, a ktoré Svetmi Ligy.

»Naucim sa taktiez ako bojovat’ s mysliacimi strojmi,"
dodal. Emil Tantor pevne zovrel jeho rameno. ,,Jedného dia ich
porazim...
bude to zmysel mojho zivota!*

XI

Poéas tmavej a chladnej noci sa na jasnom snehovom poli
pod temnymi borovicami primitivni Caladania posadili na
kozusiny okolo blkotajiceho ohia. Udrziavajic nazive svoju
ustnu tradiciu si opakovali davne legendy a pribehy z predoslych
bojov. Starsina Tiddoc si sadol vedla cudzinca, ktor¢ho medzi
seba prijali. Hrdinu sjasnymi ofami a voskovitou, strasne
zvraskavenou pokozkou. Muz, ktory osamelo bojoval proti
kymekskému monstru apadol do plapolajuceho otvoru...
ale vyskriabal sa spit’ zivy, drziac sa zohybanej kymekskej
konstrukcie.

Piers gestikuloval jednou rukou. Druha, spalena
a znetvorena na nepoznania sa mu nevladne hompélala pozdiz
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hrude. Vasnivo rozpraval v staroddvnom Budislamskom jazyku,
avSak zastaviac sa, a hladajic slova, sktorymi mu Tiddoc
miestami pomahal.

Caladan bol odteraz jeho domovom, a on stravi zvySok
svojho zivota s tymito lud’'mi v odli¢eni. Necrtala sa tu ziadna
moznost’ tniku z tohto odl'ahlého miesta, ak v§ak mozno, tak
len skrze pribehy, ktoré rozpraval. Piers drzal svoje publikum
vo vytrzeni, ked” hovoril o velkych bitkach proti mysliacim
strojom. Naucil sa taktiez Piesne Dlhej Puate, pamédte mnohych
generacii Zensunnitského putovania.

Ako si jeho otec uz davnejSiec uvedomil, Piers
Harkonnen cheel predsa len vzdy byt rozpravacom historiek.

23.7.2002

Brian Herbert & Kevin J. Anderson
Polovacka na Harkonnenov
http://www.dunenovels.com

23.7.2003

Pavol Alexander Hornak
pavolhornak@yahoo.com
http://systemshock.hotbox.ru

Informacia:
27.8.2003 sa na pultoch nasich knihkupectiev objavi éesky preklad romanu Duna:
Sluzebnicky Dzihad vydany vydavatel'stvom Baronet (http://www.baronet.cz).
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The perfect introduction to the new Dune novel:

The Butlerian Jihad

You are about to read ,,Hunting Harkonnens“ by Brian
Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson. This original SF adventure
short story is a unique stand-alone addition to the bestselling
DUNE Saga begun by Frank Herbert with the publication
of DUNE - one of the great epics of imaginative literature-
nearly 40 years ago. ,,Hunting Harkonnens* takes place just
prior to the events of DUNE: THE BUTLERIAN JIHAD,
the first novel of Brian and Kevin‘s brand-new trilogy,
which will tell the story DUNE fans around the world have
longed to hear-the cataclysmic conflict between humans and
thinking machines. DUNE: THE BUTLERIAN JIHAD will
be published by Tor Books this coming September.

»Hunting Harkonnens is a wild roller coaster of a
tale reminiscent of classic short stories like ,, The Most
Dangerous Game** and the great SF stories of Isaac Asimov,
Robert Heinlein, and Frank Herbert. It tells the story of the
deadly hunt by the cymeks for Piers Harkonnen, the older
brother of Xavier Harkonnen, just one of the new characters
to be found in THE BUTLERIAN JIHAD.

Patrick LoBrutto
Editor
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DUNE

HUNTING HARKONNENS

A tale of the Butlerian Jihad

Brian Herbert and Kevin J. Anderson

I

he Harkonnen space yacht left the family-held industries

on Hagal and crossed the interstellar gulf toward Salusa
Secundus. The streamlined vessel flew silently, in contrast to the
fusillade of angry shouts inside the cockpit.

Stern, hardline Ulf Harkonnen piloted the yacht,
concentrating on the hazards of space and the constant threat
of thinking machines, though he kept lecturing his twentyone-
year-old son, Piers. Ulf’s wife Katarina, too gentle a soul to be
worthy af the Harkonnen name, asserted that the quarrel had
gone on long enough. "Further criticism and shouting will serve
no purpose, UIf."

Vehemently, the elder Harkonnen disagreed.

Piers sat fuming, unrepentant; he was not cut out for
the cutthroat practices his noble family expected, no matter how
much his father tried to bully them into him. He knew Ulf would
browbeat and humiliate him all the way home. The gruff older
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man refused to consider that his son's ideas for more humane
methods might actually be more efficient than the inflexible,
domineering ways.

Clutching the ship controls as if in a death grip, UIf
growled at his son, "Thinking machines are efficient. Humans,
especially riffraff like our slaves on Hagal, are meant to be used.
I doubt you'll ever get that through your skull." He shook his
large, squarish head. "Sometimes, Piers, I think I should clean
up the gene pool by eliminating you."

"Then why don't you?" Piers snapped, defiant. His
father believed in forceful decisions, every question with a
black-and-white answer, and that belittling his son would drive
him to do better.

"I can't, because your brother Xavier is too young to be
the Harkonnen heir, so you're the only choice I have . . . for the
time being. I keep hoping you'll understand your responsibility
to our family. You're a noble, meant to command, not to show
the workers how soft you can be."

Katarina pleaded, "Ulf, you may not agree with the
changes Piers made on Hagal but at least he thought it through
and was trying a new process. Given time it might have led to
improved productivity."

"And meanwhile the Harkonnen family goes bankrupt?"
UIf held a thick finger toward his son as if it were a weapon.
"Piers, those people took terrible advantage of you, and you're
lucky I arrived in time to stop the damage. When I provide you
with detailed instructions on how our family holdings are to be
run, I do not expect you to come up with a 'better' idea."
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"Is your mind so fossilized that you can't accept new
ideas?" Piers asked.

"Your instincts are faulty, and you have a very naive
view of human nature." Ulf shook his head, growling in
disappointment. "He takes after you, Katarina -- that"s his main
problem." Like his mother, Piers had a narrow face, full lips and
a delicate expression . . . quite different from Ulfs shaggy gray
hair framing a blunt-featured face. "You would have been a
better poet than a Harkonnen."

That was meant to be a grave insult, but Piers secretly
agreed. The young man had always enjoyed reading histories of
the Old Empire, days of decadence and ennui before the thinking
machines had conquered many civilized solar systems. Piers
would have fit into those times well as a writer, a storyteller.

"l gave you an opportunity, son, hoping that I
could depend on you. But I have had my answer." The elder
Harkonnen stood clenching his large, callused fists. ""This whole
trip has been a waste."

Katarina caressed her husband's broad back, trying to
calm him. "UIf, we're passing near the Caladan system. You
talked about stopping there to investigate the possibility of new
holdings . . . maybe fishing operations? "

Ulf hunched his shoulders. "All right, we'll divert to
Caladan and take a look." He snapped his head up. "But in the
meantime, I want this disgrace of a son sealed in the lifepod
chamber. It's the closest thing to a brig onboard. He needs to
leam his lesson, take his responsibilities seriously, or he will
never be a true Harkonnen."
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11

As he sulked inside his improvised cell, with its cream-
colored walls and silver instrument panels, Piers stared
out the small porthole window. He hated arguments with his
stubborn father. The rigid old ways of the Harkonnen family
were not always best. Instead of imposing tough conditions and
harsh punishments, why not try treating workers with respect?

Workers. He remembered how his father had reacted
to the word. "Next you'll want to call them employees. They are
slaves!" Ulf had thundered as they stood in the overseer's office
back on Hagal. "They have no rights."

"But they deserve rights," Piers responded. "They're
human beings, not machines."

Ulf had barely contained his violence. "Perhaps I
should beat you the way my father beat me, pounding contrition
and responsibility into you. This isn't a game. You're leaving
now, boy. Get on the ship."

Like a scolded child, Piers had done as he was
commanded. . . .

He wished he could stand toe to toe with his father, just
once. Every time he tried, though, Ulf made him feel that he had
let the family down, as if he were a shirker who would waste
their hard-won fortunes.

His father had entrusted him to manage the family
holdings on Hagal, grooming him as the next head of the
Harkonnen businesses. This assignment had been an important
step for Piers, with complete authority over the sheet diamond
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operations. A chance, a test. The implicit understanding was that
he would operate the mines as they had always been run.

Harkonnens held the mining rights to all sheet
diamonds on sparsely populated Hagal. The largest mine filled
an entire canyon. Piers recalled how sunlight played off the
glassy cliffs, dancing on the prismatic surfaces. He had never
seen anything so beautiful.

The cliff faces were diamond sheets with blue-green
quartz marking the perimeters, like irregular picture frames.
Human-operated mining machines crawled along the cliff's
like fat, silver insects: no artificial intelligence, and therefore
considered safe. History had shown that even the most
innocuous types of Al could ultimately turn against humans.
Entire star systems were now under the control of diabolically
smart machines, and in those dark sectors of the universe, human
slaves followed the commands of mechanized masters.

At optimal spots on the shimmering cliffs, the mining
machines would lack onto the surface with suction devices and
separated the diamond material with sound waves at natural
points of fissure; holding diamond sheets in their grasp, the
dumb machines would make their way back down the cliff to
loading areas.

It was an effcient process, but sometimes the sonic
cutting procedure shattered the diamond sheets. Once Piers gave
the slaves a stake in the profits, though, such mishaps occurred
much less frequently, as if they took greater care after they
received a vested interest.

Overseeing the Hagal operation, Piers had come up
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with the idea of letting the captive gangs work without typical
Harkonnen regulations and close oversight. While some slaves
accepted the incentive program, a number of problems did
surface. With reduced supervision, some slaves ran away; others
were disorganized or lazy, just waiting for someone to tell them
what to do. Initially, productivity dropped, but he was sure the
output would eventually meet and even exceed previous levels.

Before that could happen, though, his father had made
an unannounced visit to Hagal. And Ulf Harkonnen wasn't
interested in creative ideas or humanitarian improvements if
profits were down. . . .

His parents had been forced to icave their younger son
Xavier on Salusa with a pleasant old-school couple. "I shudder
to think how the boy will turn out if they raise him. Emil and
Lucille Tantor don't know how to be strict."

Eavesdropping, Piers knew why his manipulative
father had left his little brother with the Tantors. Since the aging
couple was childless, wily Ulf was working his way into their
good graces. He hoped the Tantors might eventually leave their
estate to their dear "godson" Xavier.

Piers hated the way his father used people, whether
they were slaves, other nobles, or members of his own family.
It was disgusting. But now, trapped inside the cramped lifepod
chamber, he could do nothing about it.
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I

rogramming made the thinking machines relentless and

determined, but only the cruelty of a human mind could
generate enough ruthless hatred to feed a war of extermination
for a thousand years.

Though they were kept in reluctant thrall by the
pervasive computer mind Omnius, the cymeks -- hybrid
machines with human minds -- often bided their time by hunting
between the stars. They could capture feral humans, bring them
back to slavery on the Synchronized Worlds, or just kill them
for sport. . . .

The leader of the cymeks, a general who had taken the
imposing name of Agamemnon, had once led a group of tyrants
to conquer the decaying Old Empire. As implacable soldiers
in the cause, the tyrants had reprogrammed the subservient
robots and computers to give them a thirst for conquest. When
his mortal human body grew old and weak, Agamemnon
had undergone a surgical process that removed his brain and
implanted it within a preservatian canister that he could install
into varying mechanical bodies.

Agamemnon and his fellow tyrants had intended to rule
for centuries . . . but then the artificially aggressive computers
stepped into power when they saw the chance, exploiting the
tyrants' lack of diligence. The Omnius network then ruled the
remnants of the Old Empire, subjugating the cymek tyrants
along with the rest of already downtrodden humanity.

For centuries, Agamemnon and his fellow conquerors
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had been forced to serve the computer evermind, with no chance
of regaining their own rule. Their greatest source of amusement
was in tracking down stray humans who had managed to
maintain their independence from machine domination. Still,
the cymek general found it a most unsatisfactory venting of his
frustrations.

His brain canister had been installed inside a fast scout
vessel that patrolled areas known to be inhabited by League
humans. Six cymeks accompanied the general as their ships
skirted the edge of a small solar system. They found little of
interest, only one human-compatible world composed of mostly
water.

Then Agamemnon's long-range sensors spotted another
vessel. A human vessel. He increased resolution and pointed out
the target to his companions. Triangulating with their combined
detection abilities, Agamemnon discerned that the lone ship was
a small space yacht, its sophisticated configuration and style
implying that its passengers were important members of the ,
League, rich merchants . . . perhaps even smug nobles, the most
gratifying victims of all.

"Just what we've been waiting for," said Agamemnon.

The cymek ships adjusted course and accelerated.
Connected through thoughtrodes, Agamemnon's brain flew his
ship-body as if it were a large bird of prey, zeroing in on his
helpless target. He also had a terrestrial walker stored aboard, a
warrior form that could be used for planetary combat.

The first cymek shots took the League vessel
completely by surprise. The doomed human pilot barely had
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time to take evasive maneuvers. Kinetic projectiles scraped the
hull, pounding one of the engines, but the ship's defensive armor
protected it against severe damage. Cymek ships swept past,
strafing again with explosive projectiles, and the human yacht
reeled, intact but disoriented.

"Careful, boys," Agamemnon said. "We don't want to
destroy the prize."

Out on the outskirts of League space, far from the
Synchronized Worlds, the feral humans obviously hadn't
expected to encounter enemy predators, and the captain of this
vessel had been particularly inattentive. Defeating him would be
almost embarrassing. His cymek hunters would hope for a better
challenge, a more entertaining pursuit. . .

The human pilot got his damaged engine back online
and increased speed dawn into the isolated system, fleeing
toward the water world. In his wake, the human launched a flurry
of intensely bright explosive shells that caused little physical
damage, but sent pulses of confusing static through the machine
sensors of the cymek ships. Agamemnon's cymek followers
transmitted a series of imaginative curses. Surprisingly, the
human victim responded in a gruff, defiant voice with equal
venom and vigor.

Agamemnon chuckled to himself and sent a thought-
command. This would be more fun. His attack ship burst
forward like a wild and energetic horse, part of his imaginary
body. "Give chase!" The cymeks, enjoying the game, swooped
after the hapless human vessel.

The doomed pilot flew standard maneuvers to evade
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the pursuers. Agamemnon held back, trying to determine if the
human was truly so inexperienced or just lulling the cymeks into
an uriwarranted sense of ease.

They plummeted toward the peaceful blue world
-- Caladan, according ta the onboard database. The world
reminded him af the blue irises his human eyes once had . . . It
had been so many centuries, the cymek general could recall few
details of his original physical appearance.

Agamemnon could have transmitted an ultimatum to
the pilot, but humans and cymeks knew the stakes in their long
simmering war. The space yacht opened fire, a few pathetically
weak blasts designed for shoving troublesome meteoroids out
of the way rather than defending against overt military action.
If this was a noble ship, it should have had much more serious
offensive and defensive weapons. The cymeks laughed and
closed in, perceiving no threat.

As soon as they approached, though, the desperate
human pilot launched another flurry of explosives, apparently
the same as the gnat-bite bombs he had launched previously, but
Agamemnon detected slight fluctuations. "Caution, I suspect --"

Four proximity mines, each a space charge ten times as
powerful as the first artillery, detonated with huge shockwaves.
Two of the cymek hunters suffered external damage; one was
completely destroyed.

Agamemnon lost his patience. "Back off! Engage ship
defenses!"

But the yacht pilot fired no more explosives. With one
of the surviving cymeks moving only sluggishly, the human
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could easily have taken him out. Since he did not, the human
prey must have no further weapons available. Or was it another
trick?

"Don't underestimate the vermin."

Agamemnon had hoped to take the feral humans
captive, delivering them to Omnius for experiments or analysis,
since "wild" specimens were considered different from those
raised for generations in captivity. But, angry at the pointless
loss of one of his over-eager companions, the general decided it
was just too much trouble.

"Vaporize that ship," he transmitted to his five
remaining followers. Without waiting for the other cymeks to
join him, Agamemnon opened fire.

v

Inside the lifepod, Piers could only watch in horror and wait
to die.

The enemy cymeks pounded them again. In the
cockpit, his father shouted curses, and his mother did her best at
the weapons station. Their eyes betrayed no fear, only showed
strong determination. Harkonnens did not die easily.

Ulf had insisted on installing the best armor and
defensive systems available, always suspicious, always ready to
fight against any threat. But this lone yacht could not withstand
the concerted attack from seven fully armed and aggressive
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cymek marauders. Sealed inside the dim comparfment, Piers
could do nothing to help. He watched the attacking machines
through a porthole, sure they could not hold out long. Even his
father, who refused to bow to defeat, looked as if he had no
tricks remaining to him.

Sensing the imminent kill, the cymeks streaked closer.
Piers heard repeated thumps reverberating in the vessel. Through
the hatch porthole, Piers saw his mother and father gesturing
desperately at one another.

Another cymek blast finally breached the protective
plates and damaged the yacht's engines as the vessel careened
toward the not-close-enough planet with broad blue seas and
white lacings of clouds. Sparks flew on the bridge, and the
wounded ship began to tumble.

Ulf Harkonnen shouted something at his wife, then
lurched toward the lifepod, trying to keep his balance. Katarina
called after him. Piers couldn't figure out what they were arguing
about; the ship was doomed.

Cymek weapons fire rocked the vessel with a dull
concussion, sending UIf skidding across the deck. Even the
augmented hull armor could not withstand much more. The
elder Harkonnen struggled to his feet at the lifepod hatch, and
Piers suddenly realized that he wanted to unlock the chamber
and get both of them inside with their son.

Piers read his mother's lips as she shouted, "No time!"

The lifepod's instrument panel flashed and began
running through test cycles. Piers hammered on the hatch, but
they had sealed him inside. He couldn't get out to help them.
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While UIf tried frantically to work the hatch controls,
Katarina raced for the panel on the wall and slapped the
activation switch. While UIf turned to his wife in astonishment
and dismay, Katarina mouthed a desperate farewell to her son.

With a lurch, the lifepod shot into space, away from the

doomed space yacht.
Acceleration threw Piers to the deck, but he scrambled to his
knees, to the observation port. Behind him, as the lifepod
tumbled recklessly through space, the cymek marauders opened
fire again and again, six angry thinking machines combining
their destructive power.

The Harkonnen ship erupted in a sequence of explosions
into a dazzling fireball, which dissipated into the cluttered
vacuum . . . snuffed out along with the lives of his parents.

Like a cannonball, the lifepod tore into the atmosphere
of Caladan, spraying red sparks of reentry as it zoomed toward
the blue oceans on the sunlit sight of the planet.

Piers struggled with the crude emergency controls in
an effort to maneuver, but the small ship didn't respond, as if it
were a machine rebehing against its human master. At this rate
of speed, he couldn't possibly survive.

The young Harkonnen heir took an agonized breath and
tapped pressure pads to alter the thruster pattern. He had little
experience in piloting, though his father had insisted that he
learn; previously, the skill had not been a priority for Piers, but
now he had to figure out the systems without delay.

Looking back, he saw he was being pursued by one of
the cymek fighter ships. The spray of reentry sparks increased,
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like iron filings from a grinding stone. The pursuer's exploding
projectiles rocked the atmosphere around him without making
direct hits.
Piers sped low over an isolated landmass toward a snowy
mountain ridge, with the vicious cymek on his tail, still shooting.
Sparkling glaciers girdled the jagged peaks. One of the enemy's
kinetic projectiles hit a high ridge, shattering ice and rock. Piers
closed his eyes and boldly -- without a choice -- flew through the
debris, heard it pummeling the lifepod. And he barely survived.
Just after he scraped over the ridge, he heard a
tremendous explosion and saw the sky behind him light up in a
flash of bright orange. The mechanical pursuer had gone out of
control. Destroyed, just like his parents and their spacecraft. . . .
But Piers knew there were other enemies, and probably
not far away.

\%

gamemnon and his cymeks clustered around the space
yacht's wreckage in unstable orbit, while mapping the
trajectory of the single ejected lifepod. They marked where it
crossed the atmosphere, how fast it descended, and where it
would probably land. The general was in no hurry -- after all,
where could the lone survivor go on this primitive world?
Without orders, though, the one cymek damaged by
proximity mines shot after the lifepod, hungry for revenge.
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"General Agamemnon, I intend to make this kill on my own."
Angrily, the cymek Ieader paused, then agreed. "Go, you get
the first shot. But the rest of us won't wait for long." The cymek
leader held the rest of them back until he could finish his
analysis.

Agamemnon played the distress signal the noble pilot
had transmitted shortly before his destruction. The words were
encoded, but not with a very sophisticated cipher; the cymek's
onboard Al systems translated it easily. "This is Lord Ulf
Harkonnen, en route from our holdings at Hagal. We are under
attack by thinking machines. There is not much chance we will
survive."

Such amazing powers of prediction. Agamemnon
assumed the survivor aboard the lifepod must also be a member
of the noble family, if not the lord himself.

A thousand years ago, when Agamemnon and his
nineteen co-conspirators had overthrown the Old Empire, a
group of outlying planets had banded together to form the
League of Nobles. They had defended themselves against
the tyrants, maintaining their defense against Omnius and his
thinking machines. Computers did not hold grudges or gain
vengeance . . . but the cymeks had human minds and human
emotions.

If the survivor in the lifepod down on Caladan was a
member of the defiant League of Nobles, the cymek general
wanted to participate personally in his interrogation, torture, and
ultimate execution.

Within minutes, however, he received a last-second
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transmission just before the cymek pursuer crashed on the
surface.

"A foolish mission. Next time I want it done right,"
Agamemnon said. "Go, find him before he can hide in the
wilderness. I give the hunt to the four of you -- and a challenge.
A reward to the cymek who finds and kills the prey first."

The other cymek ships streaked away from the debris
field, heading like hot bullets into the cloudy skies. The human
escapee, unarmed in his barely maneuverable lifepod, certainly
would not last long.

VI

bruptly the lifepod shuddered, and a warning siren

sounded. Digital and crystal instruments sparked on the
panel. Piers tried to interpret them, adjusting the clumsy controls
of the careening vessel, then looked up through the porthole to
see brown-and-white slopes ahead, bleak frozen hillsides with
patches of snow, dark forests. In the last instant, he pulled up,
just enough --

The lifepod scraped tall, dark-needled trees and crashed
into high tundra covered by only a thin blanket of snow. The
impact bounced the pod back into the air, spinning it around for
a second plunge into the patchy forest.

In his energy harness, Piers rolled and shouted, trying
to survive but expecting the worst. Cushioning bubblefoam
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squirted all around him just before the first impact, padding
his body from the worst injuries. Then the pod crashed again,
ripping up snow and frozen dirt. The pod finally came to rest,
groaning and hissing.

The bubblefoam dissolved as Piers picked himself up
and wiped the fizzing slime from his clothes and hands and hair.
He was too shaken to feel pain and couldn't take the time to
evaluate his injuries.

He knew his parents were dead, their ship destroyed.
He hoped his blurred vision was from blood in his eyes, not
tears. He was a Harkannen, after all. His father would have
struck him across the cheek for showing cowardly emotion. Ulf
had managed to damage the enemy in a fruitless attack, but there
were still more cymeks up there. No doubt they would come
hunting for him.

Piers faught down panic, turned it into a hard, instant
assessment of his situation.. If he had any hope of surviving,
circumstances forced him to respond with decisiveness, even
ruthlessness -- the Harkonnen way. And he wouldn't have much
time.

The lifepod contained a few survival supplies, but he
couldn't stay here. The cymeks would zero in on the vessel and
come to finish the job. Once he ran, he would have no chance
to return.

Piers grabbed a medical kit and all the ration packs he
could carry, stuffing them into a flexible sack. He popped the
lifepod's hatch and crawled out, smelling the smoke and hearing
the crackle of a few gasping fires ignited by the heat of impact.
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He took a deep breath of cold, biting air then, closing the hatch
behind him, he staggered away from the smoking pod, crunching
through slushy snow into the meager shelter of dark conifers. He
wanted to get as far away as possible before pausing to consider
his next step.

In a situation like this, his father would have been
concerned about the family holdings, the Hagal mines. With
Piers and his parents gone, who would run the business and keep
the Harkonnen family strong? Right now, though, the young
man was more worried for his own survival. He had never it in
with family business philosophies anyway.

Hearing a high-pitched roar, he gazed into the sky and
saw four flaming white trails coming toward him like targeted
munitions. Cymek landers. Hunters. The machines with human
minds would track him down in the desolate wilderness.

As the danger suddenly came closer to home, Piers saw
he was leaving deep tracks in the snow. Blood dripped from a
nasty cut on his left wrist; more scarlet splashed from another
injury on his forechead. He might as well be leaving a roadmap
for the enemy to follow.

His father had said it in a stern, impatient voice, but
the lesson was valuable nevertheless: Be aware of all facets of a
situation. Just because something is quiet does not mean it isn't
dangerous. Do not trust your safety at any moment.

Under the trees, listening to the roar as cymeks converged
over his pod's crashdown coordinates, Piers slathered wound
sealant on his injuries to stop the bleeding. A moment's hurry can
cause far more damage than a moment's delay to plan ahead.
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He abruptly changed direction, selecting a clear area
where trees had sheltered the ground from the snow and rocks.
He moved over the rocky surface in a deliberately chaotic
course, hoping to throw off pursuit. He had no weapons, no
knowledge of the terrain . . . and no intention of giving up.

Piers climbed higher up the sloping ground, and the
snow grew thicker where the trees became sparse. When he
reached a clearing, he caught his breath and looked back to see
that cymek landers had converged at his lifepod. Still not far
enough away, but still without any place to run.

Watching in horrified fascination, Piers saw mobile,
resilient walker-forms emerge from the landed ships: adaptable
mechanical bodies to carry cymek brain canisters across a
variety of environments. Like angry crabs, the cymeks crawled
over the sealed wreckage, using cutter claws and white-hot
flamers to tear open the hull. When they found no one inside,
they literally ripped the lifepod apart.

The walker-forms stalked around the pod, their optic
threads gleaming with a variety of sensors. They scanned his
footprints in the snow, moved to where their prey had paused to
apply his medical pack. The cymek scanners could easily pick
up his footprints in the dirt, thermal traces from his body heat,
any number of clues. Unerringly, they set out across the bare
ground toward where he had chosen to flee.

Chiding himself for the momentary panic that had
made him leave such an obvious trail, Piers broke into a full run
uphill, always looking for a place to hide, a weapon to use. He
tried to ignore his hammering heart and his difficulty breathing
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in this cold, rugged environment of Caladan. He crashed into
another thicket of the dark pines, always climbing. The slope
became steeper, but because of the dense conifers, he couldn't
see exactly where he was going or how close he might be to the
top of a ridge.

He saw sticks, rocks, but nothing that would be an
effective weapon against the mechanical monsters, no way to
defend himself against the horrific machines. But Piers was,
after all, a Harkonnen, and he would not give up. He would hurt
them if he could. At the very least, he would offer them a fine
chase.

Far to his rear, Piers heard crashing sounds, cracking
trees, and imagined the cymeks clearing a path for their armored
bodies. Judging from the smoke, they must be setting the forest
on fire as well. Good -- that way they would ruin the subtleties
of his trail.

He kept running as the ground became rockier, with
patches of ice spreading out on steep slopes. Precariously
balanced snow clung to the mountain, ready to break loose at
any moment. The trees at this elevation were bent and twisted,
and he smelled a foul sulfurous taint in the air. At his feet he saw
tiny bubbling puddles, suffused with yellow.

He furrowed his brows, pondering what this could
mean. A thermal area. He had reach about such places in his
studies, esoteric geological anomalies that his father had forced
him to learn before sending him to the mining operations on
Hagal. This would be a region of volcanic activity with hot
springs, geysers, fumaroles . . . a dangerous place, but one that
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offered opportunities against large opponents.

Piers ran toward the strong smell and the thickening
mist, hoping this would give him an advantage. Cymeks did
not use eyes like humans did, and their sensors were delicate,
sensitive to different parts of the spectrum. In some cases, it gave
the machine pursuers an incredible advantage. Here, though,
with the wild plumes of heat and the rocky, sterile ground, the
cymeks could not use their scanners to pick up residual traces
from his footprints.

He raced through the misty, humid no-man's-land
of rocks, snow patches, crusty bare earth, trying to throw off
pursuit and seeking a place to hide, or defend. After hours of
headlong flight, he collapsed on a warm boulder encrusted with
orange lichen next to a hissing steam vent. More than anything
else, he wanted to curl up under a rocky overhang next to one
of the hot springs, remaining hidden long enough to sleep for a
few hours.

But cymeks did not require sleep. All of their life-
support needs were taken care of with restorative electrafluid
that kept them alive in their preservation canisters. They would
keep pursuing him withaut pause.

Piers cracked open the food rations and gobbled two
high-energy wafers, but he forced himself to set off again before
he felt any resurgence of stamina. He had to press his advantage,
not lose any ground.

Using his hands and feet now, Piers climbed steeper
rocks. His fingers became powdery with yellow sulfur. He
chose the steepest terrain, hoping it would prove difficult for the
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cymek walker bodies, but it also slowed him down.

The wind began to pick up, and Piers felt it against
his face, alternate blasts of warm and cold. The mists cleared
in patches, and suddenly the landscape was revealed around
him. He looked back toward the last remnants of conifer forests,
jutting rocks, and the bubbling mineral pools far beneath him.

Then he saw one of the cymek walker-forms, alone,
stalking him. The other three must have separated, circling in
their hunt, as if it were some sort of game. The mechanical
body glistened silver in the sudden wash of afternoon light.
Searching.

Piers knew he was exposed and unprotected on the
rocky slope; he slammed his body tight against the rocks, hoping
to remain unseen. But within seconds, the cymek had targeted
its prey. T'he mechanical walker unleashed a fiery projectile, a
splattering globule of flaming gel that missed Piers and struck
the rock, clinging fire.

He scrambled up the rock, finding a new surge of
energy. Scuttling rapidly, the cymek negotiated the rough
slope, no longer wasting time on the tedious job of tracking the
human.

Piers was trapped, with precipitous dropoffs and
hot sulfuraus pools on the left and right and a steep, smooth
snowfield crusted with yellaw contaminants above him. Once
he got to the top of the ridge, perhaps he could throw rocks,
somehow dislodge the cymek below him. He saw no other
option.

Clawing with his hands and struggling for footholds,
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Piers worked his way up the slick glacier field. His shoes
punched through the crust, sinking into cold snow up to his
knees. His fingers soon grew numb and red. The frigid air seared
his lungs, but he scrambled faster, farther. His domineering
father would have sneered at him for worrying about mere
physical discomfort in a time of such urgency. The glacier
seemed to go on forever, though he could see the top, a sheer
razor edge on the crest.

The machine hunters must have split up, and perhaps
he had eluded the other three among the thermal plumes and
crumbling rocks. Unable to find his tracks, they would be
combing the ground . . . relentless, as machines always were.
Only one of the cymeks had found him, apparently by accident.

Even so, a single monstrous enemy was more than
enough to kill him, and this one would be in radio contact with
the others. Already they must be coming this way. But this one
seemed eager to kill Piers all by itself.

Below, the cymek reached the base of the ice field,
scanned for a moment, and then scuttled up. Its long legs
stabbed into the snow, climbing faster than any human could
hope to run.

The cymek paused, rocked back, then launched another
gelfire projectile. Piers burrowed into the snow, and the hot
explosive ripped a crater barely an arm's length away from him.
The violent impact caused the steep and precarious snowfield
to tremble and shift. Around him, the crust began to break apart
like a peeling scab. Taking a chance, he kicked hard at one of
the hard slabs of packed snow, hoping to send it tumbling down
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to strike his enemy, but the frozen surface jammed tight again,
squeaking and groaning, then falling silent. With a deep breath,
he climbed upward again.

As the cymek closed the gap, Piers noticed a rocky
outcropping that protruded from the snow. He would scramble
up there and make his stand. Maybe he could throw boulders at
the machine, though he had no illusions about how effective that
would be.

Only a fool leaves himself without options, UIf
Harkonnen would have said.

Piers grumbled at the memory. "At least I survived
longer than you did, Father."

Then, to his astonishment, at the crest of the glacier
he saw a group of figures that looked . . . human! He counted
dozens of people who stood at the top of the snowfield. They
shouted incomprehensible curses at the cymek.

The silhouetted strangers lifted large cylinders -
- weapons of some sort? -- and began to beat on them. Loud
booming sounds echoed across the mountains like thunderclaps,
explosions. Drums.

The strangers pounded on their noisemakers. They
had no apparent rhythm at first, but then the pulses combined
into a resonance, an echoing boom that set the whole snowfield
trembling.

Cracks widened atop the ice, and the glacier began to
shift. The massive cymek walker struggled for purchase as the
frozen ground began to slide.

Seeing what was about to happen, Piers dove for the
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rock outcropping, sheltering himself in a pocket walled off by
thick stone on each side. He held on just as the snow broke free
with a hissing, tumbling roar.

The avalanche struck the cymek like a white tidal
wave, bowling over the walker-form, knocking and battering
it against other rocks. As the enemy machine crashed dawn the
slope, Piers closed his eyes and waited for the rumbling roar to
reach its crescendo and then taper off.

When he finally emerged, amazed to be alive, the air
itself sparkled with ice crystals thrown into the sky. While the
snowpack undoubtedly remained unstable, the strange people
charged pell-mell down the broken snow and ice, yelling
excitedly like hunters who had just bagged an impressive
quarry.

Still unable to believe what he was seeing, Piers
stood atop the boulders. And then he spotted the twitching
and battered cymek far down the slope, toppled onto its back.
The avalanche had struck it with a destructive force equivalent
to a heavy weapon. The cymek had been bashed, dented, and
twisted, but still its mechanical limbs attempted to haul the
walker-form upright.

Although the primitive humans wore drab survival garb
made of scavenged materials, they carried sophisticated tools,
more than just spears or clubs. Four young natives hurried to the
edge of the broken ice field and the trees -- scouts? -- and they
kept watch, wary of other cymeks.

The remaining humans fell like hyenas upon the
crippled cymek, wielding cutters and grappling wrenches. Was
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the mechanical hunter calling for help from its three comrades?
The natives quickly bashed the transmitter antennas on the
walker body then, with startling efficiency they dismantled the
walker's struggling legs. The cymek weapon arm flickered in
an attempt to launch another flaming projectile, but the Caladan
primitives quickly disconnected the components.

From the cymek's speaker patch came a volley of angry
threats and curses, but the humans paid no attention, showing no
fear. They worked diligently to disconnect the hydraulics, fiber
cables, neurelectronics, setting each piece aside like valuable
scrap material. They left the cymek's brain canister exposed,
the traitorous human mind disembodied once again, though this
time not by its own volition.

Numb, Piers looked at the oddly harmless-looking
canister that held the cymek's mind. The natives did not destray
it immediately, but seemed to have other plans. They held it up
like a trophy.

Full of questions, Piers made his way down the shifting
surface of broken snow. The natives looked up at him as he
approached, showing curiosity without threat. They spoke a
gibberish language that he could not comprehend.

"Who are you?" Piers asked in standard Galach, hoping
that someane here would understand him.

One of the men, a gaunt old fellow with a short reddish
beard and lighter skin than his companions, gestured toward
Piers in happy victory. He stood in front of Piers, pounded
himself on the chest. "Tiddoc."

"Piers Harkonnen." He responded, then decided to
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simplify, "Piers."

"Good, Piers. Thank you," he said in recognizeable
Galach, but with a thick accent. Seeing the young man's
surprise, Tiddoc spoke slowly, as if fishing the right words out
of his memory. "Our tongue has Galach roots from the Zensunni
Wanderers, who fled the League long ago. For years I worked
in cities of the noblemen, performing menial tasks. I picked up
words here and there."

Paralyzed and immobile, the captured enemy cymek
continued to snarl insults through an integrated speakerpatch
as the Caladan natives used two of the amputated walker legs
as support rods, lashing the brain canister so that it dangled
between the poles like some captured wild beast. Two of the
strongest-looking natives put the metal rods over their shoulders
and began to march back up the slope. The other natives
gathered up the components they could carry and climbed the
rough mountainside.

"Come With us," Tiddoc Said.

Piers had no option but to follow them.

VII

As Piers followed the rugged men uphill, one of his knees
throbbed with each step, and his back stiffened until it
burned. He had not yet had time to accept the deaths of his
parents. He missed his mother, for her kind attentions, her
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intelligence. Katarina had saved his life, launching the lifepod
before the cymeks could destroy the space yacht.

In a way, Piers even missed his father. Despite Ulfs
gruffness, he had only wanted the best for his sons, harshly
focused on his responsibilities for Harkonnen holdings.
Advancing the family fortunes was always paramount. Now it
seemed that his little brother Xavier was all that remained of the
Harkonnen bloodline. Piers had little hope that he would ever get
away from Caladan . . . but at least he had survived this long.

He limped up the steep slope, trying to keep pace with
the agile natives. Inside its preservation canister, the evil cymek
brain sloshed as the primitives carried it. Staticky shouts came
from the canister's speakerpatch, first in standard Galach, then
in other languages. Tiddoc and the natives seemed to find it
amusing.

The natives paid little attention to the disembodied
brain, except to glare at it and bare their teeth. The red-bearded
old man was the most demonstrative. In addition to menacing
facial expressions, he made threatening gestures with a cutting
tool, swinging it close to the canister's sensors, which only
served to agitate the captive brain more. Obviously they had
encountered cymeks before and knew how to fight them.

But he was concerned about the other three mechanical
hunters. They would not give up the pursuit -- and once they
found the avalanche site and the dismantled walker-form, the
cymeks could track the natives here. Unless the captured one
had not been able to signal for help before the avalanche had
swept it away. Cymeks did not like to admit weakness.
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Piers looked around for any fortifications the people
had made. Ahead, overhanging ice formed, a giant roof that
sheltered a settlement. The primitives had made their camp in a
large area melted out by thermal vents in the ground. Women and
children bustled among rock huts, performing chores, pausing to
look at the approaching party. The people wore thick clothing,
boots, and hats lined with fur from unknown local animals. Piers
heard the yelping of animals, saw furry white creatures near the
dwellings.

Beyond the shelter of the overhang, steam roiled up
through thick layers of ice and snow, accompanied by heat
bubbles from mudpots and geysers. As Piers followed the tribe
down narrow rock steps toward the settlement, he marveled at
the stunning contrast of fire and ice, even as he cast constant
worried glances over his shoulder to make sure he saw no sign of
the other cymek hunters. Occasional droplets rained down from
the frozen ceiling of the dome, slowly melting, but when Piers
looked up at the blue ice overhead, he decided the glacier -- and
the settlement -- had been here for a long time.

When abrupt darkness fell like a curtain drawn in front
of the sun, the native Caladan women used jagged pieces of
wood to build a large ore on a rocky area at the center of the
settlement. Scouts went out on patrol to keep watch for enemy
machines while the rest of the tribe settled down to celebrate.
The men brought hunks of fresh meat from other hunts and
speared them on long metal spits over the fire.

They placed the captive cymek's brain canister off to
one side, in the ice, and ignored it.
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Speaking to one another in their guttural tangue, the
natives sat on furs around the fire and passed the food around,
sharing with their visitor. Piers found the meat too gamey for
his liking, but he finished a large hunk, not wanting to insult his
hosts. He was famished, and supplemented his meal with part of
a ration bar he had salvaged from the lifepod; he offered the rest
of the packaged food to his rescuers, and they eagerly accepted.

Still, the ugency gnawed at him. Even among so many
other people, he did not feel safe, and he tried to convince the
old leader that the danger had not gone away. "There are more
cymeks, Tiddoc. I think they're hunting me."

"We already killed one," he said.

"But what about the others? They are still out there --"

"We will kill them, too. If they bother with you.
Cymeks have little patience. Lose interest quickly. Are you so
important to them? My people know that we are not." He patted
Piers's wrist. "We have scouts. We have defenses."

Following the meal, Tiddoc and his people sat around
the story fire, telling ancient parables and adventures in their
native tongue. During the sharing, the tribesmen passed around
gourds of a potent beverage. Wrapped in a fur to ward off the
chill air, Piers drank, and felt warm in his belly. At intervals, the
old man translated for Piers, relating tales of the downtrodden
Zensunni who had fled the machine takeovers, as well as slavery
in the League of Nobles.

A little tipsy, Piers defended the League and their
continuing fight against the thinking machines, though he
sympathized with the unpleasant plight of the Buddislamic
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slaves on Poritrin, Zanbar, and other League Worlds. While
Tiddoc struggled to translate, Piers told of epic battles against
the evil Omnius and his aggressive robots and cymeks.

And, with a thick voice, he told how his own ship had
been destroyed, his parents killed. . . .

Tiddoc gestured to the eymek brain canister. "Come.
The feasting is done. Now we finish our machine war.
The people have been looking forward to this." He
shouted something in his own language, and two men
lifted ihe canister by its improvised poles. The cymek
grumbled from its speakerpatch, but it had run out of
effective curses.

Several women lit torches from the central fire and led
the way up a path from the dripping glacier overhang. Full of
good cheer, the natives marched away, carrying the impotent
enemy brain. The cymek hurled threats in every language it
could think of, but the primitives only laughed at it.

"What are you doing?" the cymek demanded.
Controlling his last functional thoughtrodes, the disembodied
brain twisted in its container. "Stop! We will crush you all!"

Piers followed them over a ridge and down a slope to
where the air reeked of sulfur and the porous rock grew warm
underfoot. Carrying the helpless cymek, the group paused at a
steaming hole in the rock and stood chattering and laughing.
They held the brain canister over the ominous opening.

Piers bent closer to the hole, curious, but Tiddoc
yanked him away. The redbearded elder wore an eerie smile in
the torchlight.
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A rumble sounded deep below, and with a preliminary
spurt of hot spray, a geyser erupted, a scalding jet that parboiled
the cymek's brain. The enemy's curses turned to shrieks,
followed by babbling sounds and disjointed pain that trickled
out of the damaged speakerpatch.

When the geyser subsided, the delirious cymek cried
and gibbered. Moments later the geyser erupted again, and the
sgeakerpatch unleashed hideous howls that sent shudders down
Piers' spine.

Even though this monster had tried to kill him, had
taken part in the murder of his parents, Piers could not tolerate
hearing its misery any more. When the boiling jet subsided
again, he took a rock and smashed the speaker, disconnecting
it. But the natives continued to hold the agonized brain over
the geyser hole, and when the scalding spray gushed out a third
time, the cymek screamed in silence, until it was boiled alive in
its electrafluid.

The natives ,then cracked the canister open on a rock
and devoured the hot, cooked contents.

VIII

he rock hut was warm and marginally comfortable, but
Piers slept poorly, unable to put the horrific images out of
his mind. When he finally dreamed, he saw himself strapped to
poles while the natives held him over the geyser hole. He heard
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boiling water rushing toward him, and he awoke with a scream
caught in his throat.

Outside, he heard only the howl of an animal, then
silence.

Then mechanical sounds.

He stumbled to the entrance of the hut and peered
outside into the cold, sulfur smelling air. Now the furry guard
animals howled. The primitives shouted and stirred in their
encampment. The scouts had been watching.

In a slit of grayish, misty sky between the ground
and the icy overhang Piers saw four aircraft approaching with
insect-machine noises, their engines glowing in the predawn
sky. Cymeks!

Tiddoc and the natives fled their stone huts, grabbing
torches, weapons. Piers ran out, anxious to help. He had lost
the other two cymek hunters in his flight the previous day, but
the sophisticated thinking machines would have combed the
landscape with their scanners until they finally picked up his
trail . . . which had led the monsters here.

The cymek ships landed in the nearby rock field and
opened hatches, each one disgorging an armed walker body. The
crablike warrior machines marched downslope with alarming
speed. Ahead, the primitives scattered, hooting, waving torches,
taunting the enemy.

One of the cymeks launched a rocket of gelfire, which
exploded and collapsed part of the arched, glacier ceiling. Shards
of ice tumbled down, smashing the evacuated stone huts.

Tiddoc and the villagers scampered out of the way as
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if it were a game, gesturing for Piers to follow as they hurried
along the path they had taken the night before, onto the geyser
field. In daylight Piers saw that it was a broad, gently sloped
area of boiling mudpots and hot springs. Fumaroles and
geysers belched repeatedly, filling the air with foul steam and
heat plumes. Shouting, cursing, the people split up, following
instinctive routes across the crusty ground. The natives
supposed panic was a strangely organized action, like a cat and
mouse game. Were they luring the enemy? They seemed to have
a plan, a hunt af their own.

Piers ran along with them, ducking as the four cymek
walkers shot projectiles into the hissing thermal area, Their
mechanieal bodies plodded forward like heavy spiders on the
uncertain ground. For sophisticated machines, their aim was
terrible. The cymeks* optic threads and thermal sensors must be
nearly blinded in the chaos af heat signatures.

Tiddoc hurled a spear, which clanked on the head
turret of the largest cymek walker. It was an ineffective weapon,
designed to distract and provoke the cymek, rather than damage
the walker-body. The leader ran ahead, hooting, luring the
cymek onward.

Agitated, the largest machine-creature bellowed
through a speakerpatch, ,,You cannot escape Agamemnon!“ The
other three cymeks scrambled along behind it.

Piers shuddered. All free humans knew the famous
general of Omnius‘s army, one of the brutal original tyrants.

With a lucky shot, one of the enemy machines blasted
a young man who danced too close to the weapon arm, and his
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twitching, burning body writhed on the ground. The Caladan
natives, looking angry and vengeful, tightened their ranks
and worked harder against the cymeks. They tossed home-
made explosives that exploded with smoke and fire and a laud
concussion, leaving scorch marks on the cymek bodies. The
machines with human minds did not slow in their progress.

Light-footed, the primitives raced across the
volcanically active area. The cymeks, oblivious to the trap,
charged after their prey, smashing salty encrustations, pursuing
the natives into the reeking mists. They shot more blobs of
gelfire, fired explosive projectiles. Another daring man died, his
chest blasted into a smoking crater.

Tiddoc and the natives kept hooting and shouting,
defiant. Two of the smaller cymeks surged forward into a crater-
pocked geyser field. The waving, taunting primitives stopped
and turned, expectant.

The thin shell of hardened ground cracked, split. The
two mechanical walker forms tried to skitter backward, but the
surface gave way beneath them, breaking apart. Both cymeks
plunged through the dangerous ground and tumbled screaming
into boiling sulfur cauldrons.

Piers joined Tiddoc and the other humans in their loud
cheer, which was squelched with a third native, a long-haired
young woman, was cut down by hot projectiles.

Unexpectedly, a furious geyser blast rocketed out of
the ground next to a third cymek attacker, scalding the brain
canister. Its thoughtrodes damaged, the mechanical behemoth
veered away and stumbled around in confusion. The cymek
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fell to its articulated knees, the electrafluid in its stained brain
canister glowing blue as it focused its mental energy.

Tiddoc tossed a small, home-made explosive onto the
ground, like a crude grenade. The detonation caused no further
damage to the armored walker, but the ground crust fractured.
While the wounded mechanical enemy reeled, disoriented, the
surface gave way. The third cymek joined the others in the
molten mud.

Agamemnon kept advancing toward the retreating
humans, as if scorning his incompetent underlings. The lead
cymek stalked unwavering toward old Tiddoc. The red-bearded
man and his companions threw their spears and more crude
explosives, but the mechanical general did not flinch. Behind
them and on the sides lay superheated soil, while the immense
cymek blocked their only avenue of escape.

On impulse, Piers ran in front of the lead cymek,
shouting to distract it. He snatched up a discarded spear and
thumped it against one of the tall walker legs. ,,Agamemnon!
You murdered my parents!*

To his surprise, the cymek general swiveled its head
turret, and thermal sensors locked onto the upstart human‘s form.
,»A feisty one! the monster said with considerable amusement.
,» You are the vermin we have been chasing.*

I am a Harkonnen nobleman!“ Piers shouted. He
swung the spear like a cudgel at the brain canister. He struck the
thick armor plate with a blow hard enough to rattle his bones --
but he left only a tiny nick on the protective canister.

The cymek bellowed a laugh. One of Agamemnon‘s
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clawed legs grabbed Piers, yanked away the spear. The young
man felt the sharp claw tighten around his torso. He was dimly
aware of Tiddoc howling --

Then suddenly the crust gave way beneath the heavy
cymek walker. Frothing mud gushed upward, and Agamemnon
tumbled into a boiling geyser pit, still clutching his human
victim. The claw loosened, just barely, and Piers scrambled on
top of the body, trying to shield himself from the heat, to grab the
rough rack of the pit‘s edge. Superheated steam blasted upward,
eradicating all signs of Piers and the last machine invader.

IX

live and angry, Agamemnon reinstalled himself in an intact

spaceship lander and departed from the watery world. With
his heavily protected walker body, he had clamped onto the
edges of the fuming pit, endured the steam blasts without falling
into the molten mud.

The verminous people rallied, hurled more explosives
at him, and Agamemnon despised himself for being forced to
retreat. With his hydroaulics already damaged -- and his foolish
neo-cymeks all wiped out -- his walker-form limped and scuttled
back to the landed spacecraft, leaving the tribe behind. Systems
onboard his ship reconfigured his brain canister to the controls;
he discarded the ruined walker body, leaving it as scrap an the
cursed surface of Caladan.
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The only survivor of his cymek squad, Agamemnon left the
unremarkable world behind. He would return to Earth, and the
computer evermind Omnius, and make his report.

At this point, he was at liberty to create whatever
expianation he chose. Omnius would never suspect him of lying:
Such things simply did not occur to the all-pervasive computer.
But the cymek general had a human brain. . . .

As Agamemnon flew out into open space, he would
have enough time to think of appropriate explanations and shift
the blame. He would include a version of the events in his ever-
growing memoirs recorded in the machine database.

Fortunately, the all-powerful and all-seeing evermind
simply wanted information and an accurate recounting of all
events. Making excuses was a purely human weakness.

X

n the League capital world of Salusa Secundus, a young

boy looked up at dark skinned Emil Tantor, a wealthy

and influential noblemen. They stood on the front lawn of

the sprawling Tantor estate, with the tallest buildings of the

city visible in the distance. It was early evening, with lights
twinkling on in the palatial homes that dotted the hills.

Ulf Harkonnen‘s distress signal had finally been

intercepted, and Emil Tantor had brought the boy the terrible

news about his parents and brother. More casualties in the long-
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standing war against the thinking machines.

Young Xavier Harkonnen bowed his head, but refused
to cry. The kindly nobleman touched his shoulder and spoke
deep-throated, gentle words. ,,Will you have me, and Lucille, as
your foster parents? I think it is what your father wanted, when
he left you in our care.*

Xavier looked into his brown eyes, nodded.

,,You‘ll grow into a fine young man,” Tantor said, ,,one
to make your brother and parents proud. We will do our best to
raise you right, to teach you honor and responsibility. You will
make the Harkonnen name shine in the annals of history.*

Xavier gazed beyond his foster father up to the faint
stars glimmering through the dusk. He could identify some
of those stars, and knew which systems were controlled by
Omnius, which were League Worlds.

,,1 will also learn how to fight the thinking machines,"
he said. Emil Tantor squeezed his shoulder. ,,I will defeat them
one day.”

It is my purpose in life.

XI

On a dark night in the bright snowfield and dark pines,
the Caladan primitives sat on furs around a roaring fire.
Keeping their oral tradition alive, they repeated the ancient
legends and stories of recent battles. The elder Tiddoc sat beside
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the foreigner accepted among them, a hero with bright eyes
and waxy, horribly scarred skin. A man who had fought single-
handedly against a cymek monster and fallen into a scalding hot
opening . . . but had crawled out alive, clinging to the battered
cymek walker-form.

Piers gestured with one hand; the other -- burned and
twisted into uselessness -- hung limp against his chest. He spoke
passionately in the ancient Buddislamic tongue, halting as he
struggled for words and then continuing when Tiddoc helped
him.

Caladan was his home now, and he would live the rest
of his life with these people, in obscurity. No escape seemed
possible from such a remote place, except through the stories
he told. Piers kept his audience enthralled as he spoke of great
battles against the thinking machines, while he also learned the
Songs of the Long Trek, chronicles of the many generations of
Zensunni Wanderings.

As his father had realized, Piers Harkonnen had always
wanted to be a storyteller.
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