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About Herbert:

Franklin Patrick Herbert, Jr. (October 8, 1920 – February 11,
1986) was a critically acclaimed and commercially successful
American science fiction author. He is best known for the novel
Dune and its five sequels. The Dune saga, set in the distant future
and taking place over millennia, deals with themes such as human
survival and evolution, ecology, and the intersection of religion,
politics and power. Dune itself is the "best-selling science
fiction novel of all time," and the series is widely considered to
be among the classics in the genre. Frank Herbert was born October
8, 1920 in Tacoma, Washington to Frank Patrick Herbert Sr. and
Eileen McCarthy Herbert. He graduated high school in 1938, and in
1939 he lied about his age in order to get his first newspaper job
at the Glendale Star. There was a temporary hiatus in his career as
he served in the U.S. Navy's Seabees for six months as a
photographer during World War II until he was given a medical
discharge. He married Flora Parkinson in San Pedro, California in
1941. They had a daughter, Penny (b. February 16, 1942), but
divorced in 1945. After the war he attended the University of
Washington, where he met Beverly Ann Stuart at a creative writing
class in 1946. They were the only students in the class who had
sold any work for publication – Herbert had sold two pulp adventure
stories to magazines- the first to Esquire in 1945, and Stuart had
sold a story to Modern Romance magazine. They married in Seattle,
Washington on June 20, 1946. They had two sons: * Brian Patrick
Herbert (b. June 29, 1947, Seattle, Washington), a best-selling
novelist * Bruce Calvin Herbert (b. June 26, 1951, Santa Rosa,
California), a gay rights activist who died from AIDS in 1993 In
1947 Frank Herbert sold his first science fiction story, "Looking
for Something", to Startling Stories. Frank Herbert did not
graduate from college, according to his son, Brian, because he
wanted to study only what interested him and so did not complete
the required courses. After leaving college he returned to
journalism and worked at the Seattle Star and the Oregon Statesman;
he was also a writer and editor for the San Francisco Examiner's
California Living magazine for a decade. His career as a novelist
began with the publication of The Dragon in the Sea in 1955, where
he used the environment of a 21st century submarine as a way to
explore sanity and madness. The book predicted worldwide conflicts
over oil consumption and production. It was a critical success but
not a major commercial one. Florence, Oregon, with sand dunes that
served as an inspiration for the Dune saga Florence, Oregon, with
sand dunes that served as an inspiration for the Dune saga Herbert
began researching Dune in 1959 and was able to devote himself more
wholeheartedly to his writing career because his wife returned to
work full time as an advertising writer for department stores,
becoming the main breadwinner during the 1960s. Herbert later
related in an interview with Willis E. McNeilly that the novel
originated when he was supposed to do a magazine article on sand
dunes in Florence, Oregon, but he became too involved in it and
ended up with far more raw material than needed for a single
article. The article, entitled "They Stopped the Moving Sands," was
never written, but it did serve as the seed for the ideas that led
to Dune. Dune took six years of research and writing to complete.
Far longer than commercial science fiction of the time was supposed
to be, it was serialized in Analog magazine in two separate parts
("Dune World" and "Prophet of Dune"), in 1963 and 1965. It was then
rejected by nearly twenty book publishers before finally being
accepted. One editor prophetically wrote back "I might be making
the mistake of the decade, but… " before rejecting the manuscript.
Chilton, a minor publishing house in Philadelphia known mainly for
its auto-repair manuals, gave Herbert a $7,500 advance, and Dune
was soon a critical success. It won the Nebula Award for Best Novel
in 1965 and shared the Hugo Award in 1966. Dune was the first
ecological science fiction novel, containing a multitude of
sweeping, inter-relating themes and multiple character viewpoints,
a method that ran through all Herbert's mature work. The book was
not an instant bestseller. By 1968 Herbert had made $20,000 from
it, far more than most science fiction novels of the time were
generating, but not enough to let him take up full-time writing.
However, the publication of Dune did open doors for him. He was the
Seattle Post-Intelligencer's education writer from 1969 to 1972 and
lecturer in general studies and interdisciplinary studies at the
University of Washington (1970 – 1972). He worked in Vietnam and
Pakistan as social and ecological consultant in 1972. In 1973 he
was director-photographer of the television show, The Tillers. By
1972, Herbert retired from writing for newspapers and became a
full-time writer. During the 1970s and 1980s, Herbert enjoyed
considerable commercial success as an author. He divided his time
between homes in Hawaii and Washington's Olympic Peninsula; his
home on the peninsula was intended to be an "ecological
demonstration project". During this time he wrote numerous books
and pushed ecological and philosophical ideas. He continued his
Dune saga, following it with Dune Messiah, Children of Dune, and
God Emperor of Dune. Other highlights were The Dosadi Experiment,
The Godmakers, The White Plague and the books he wrote in
partnership with Bill Ransom: The Jesus Incident, The Lazarus
Effect, and The Ascension Factor which were sequels to Destination:
Void. Herbert's change in fortune was shaded by tragedy. In 1974,
Beverly underwent an operation for cancer. She lived ten more
years, but her health was adversely impacted by the surgery. In the
midst of this, Herbert was the featured speaker at the Octocon II
science fiction convention at the El Rancho Tropicana in Santa
Rosa, California in October 1978. Beverly Herbert died on February
7, 1984, the same year that Heretics of Dune was published. In his
afterword to 1985's Chapterhouse Dune, Frank Herbert wrote a moving
eulogy for his wife of 38 years. 1984 was a tumultuous year in
Herbert's life. In the same year that his wife died, his career
took off with the release of David Lynch's film version of Dune.
Despite high expectations, a big-budget production design and an
A-list cast, the movie drew mostly poor reviews in the United
States. However, despite a disappointing response in the USA, the
film was a critical and commercial success in Europe and Japan.
After Beverly's death, Herbert married Theresa Shackleford in 1985,
the year he published Chapterhouse Dune, which tied up many of the
saga's story threads (though ending on a cliffhanger intended to
lead into his planned Dune 7). This would be Herbert's final single
work (the anthology Eye was also published that year, and Man of
Two Worlds was published in 1986). He died of a massive pulmonary
embolism while recovering from surgery from pancreatic cancer on
February 11, 1986 in Madison, Wisconsin age 65. 








"We ought to scrape this planet clean of every living thing on
it," muttered Umbo Stetson, section chief of Investigation &
Adjustment.

Stetson paced the landing control bridge of his scout cruiser.
His footsteps grated on a floor that was the rear wall of the
bridge during flight. But now the ship rested on its tail fins—all
four hundred glistening red and black meters of it. The open ports
of the bridge looked out on the jungle roof of Gienah III some one
hundred fifty meters below. A butter yellow sun hung above the
horizon, perhaps an hour from setting.

"Clean as an egg!" he barked. He paused in his round of the
bridge, glared out the starboard port, spat into the fire-blackened
circle that the cruiser's jets had burned from the jungle.

The I-A section chief was dark-haired, gangling, with large head
and big features. He stood in his customary slouch, a stance not
improved by sacklike patched blue fatigues. Although on this
present operation he rated the flag of a division admiral, his
fatigues carried no insignia. There was a general unkempt,
straggling look about him.

Lewis Orne, junior I-A field man with a maiden diploma, stood at
the opposite port, studying the jungle horizon. Now and then he
glanced at the bridge control console, the chronometer above it,
the big translite map of their position tilted from the opposite
bulkhead. A heavy planet native, he felt vaguely uneasy on this
Gienah III with its gravity of only seven-eighths Terran Standard.
The surgical scars on his neck where the micro-communications
equipment had been inserted itched maddeningly. He scratched.

"Hah!" said Stetson. "Politicians!"

A thin black insect with shell-like wings flew in Orne's port,
settled in his close-cropped red hair. Orne pulled the insect
gently from his hair, released it. Again it tried to land in his
hair. He ducked. It flew across the bridge, out the port beside
Stetson.

There was a thick-muscled, no-fat look to Orne, but something
about his blocky, off-center features suggested a clown.

"I'm getting tired of waiting," he said.

"You're tired! Hah!"

A breeze rippled the tops of the green ocean below them. Here
and there, red and purple flowers jutted from the verdure, bending
and nodding like an attentive audience.

"Just look at that blasted jungle!" barked Stetson. "Them and
their stupid orders!"

A call bell tinkled on the bridge control console. The red light
above the speaker grid began blinking. Stetson shot an angry glance
at it. "Yeah, Hal?"

"O.K., Stet. Orders just came through. We use Plan C. ComGO says
to brief the field man, and jet out of here."

"Did you ask them about using another field man?"

Orne looked up attentively.

The speaker said: "Yes. They said we have to use Orne because of
the records on the Delphinus."

"Well then, will they give us more time to brief him?"

"Negative. It's crash priority. ComGO expects to blast the
planet anyway."

Stetson glared at the grid. "Those fat-headed, lard-bottomed,
pig-brained … POLITICIANS!" He took two deep breaths,
subsided. "O.K. Tell them we'll comply."

"One more thing, Stet."

"What now?"

"I've got a confirmed contact."

Instantly, Stetson was poised on the balls of his feet, alert.
"Where?"

"About ten kilometers out. Section AAB-6."

"How many?"

"A mob. You want I should count them?"

"No. What're they doing?"

"Making a beeline for us. You better get a move on."

"O.K. Keep us posted."

"Right."

 

Stetson looked across at his junior field man. "Orne, if you
decide you want out of this assignment, you just say the word. I'll
back you to the hilt."

"Why should I want out of my first field assignment?"

"Listen, and find out." Stetson crossed to a tilt-locker behind
the big translite map, hauled out a white coverall uniform with
gold insignia, tossed it to Orne. "Get into these while I brief you
on the map."

"But this is an R&R uni—" began Orne.

"Get that uniform on your ugly frame!"

"Yes, sir, Admiral Stetson, sir. Right away, sir. But I thought
I was through with old Rediscovery & Reeducation when you
drafted me off of Hamal into the I-A … sir." He began changing
from the I-A blue to the R&R white. Almost as an afterthought,
he said: "… Sir."

A wolfish grin cracked Stetson's big features. "I'm soooooo
happy you have the proper attitude of subservience toward
authority."

Orne zipped up the coverall uniform. "Oh, yes, sir …
sir."

"O.K., Orne, pay attention." Stetson gestured at the map with
its green superimposed grid squares. "Here we are. Here's that city
we flew over on our way down. You'll head for it as soon as we drop
you. The place is big enough that if you hold a course roughly
northeast you can't miss it. We're—"

Again the call bell rang.

"What is it this time, Hal?" barked Stetson.

"They've changed to Plan H, Stet. New orders cut."

"Five days?"

"That's all they can give us. ComGO says he can't keep the
information out of High Commissioner Bullone's hands any longer
than that."

"It's five days for sure then."

"Is this the usual R&R foul-up?" asked Orne.

Stetson nodded. "Thanks to Bullone and company! We're just one
jump ahead of catastrophe, but they still pump the bushwah into the
Rah & Rah boys back at dear old Uni-Galacta!"

"You're making light of my revered alma mater," said Orne. He
struck a pose. "We must reunite the lost planets with our centers
of culture and industry, and take up the glor-ious onward
march of mankind that was so bru-tally—"

"Can it!" snapped Stetson. "We both know we're going to
rediscover one planet too many some day. Rim War all over again.
But this is a different breed of fish. It's not, repeat,
not a re-discovery."

Orne sobered. "Alien?"

"Yes. A-L-I-E-N! A never-before-contacted culture. That language
you were force fed on the way over, that's an alien language. It's
not complete … all we have off the 
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