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| NTRODUCTI ON

At first this was a novelette called "A Twel venont h
and a Day." | revised and expanded it for

book publication, whereupon the then editor stuck it
with the ridiculous title Let the Spacemen Beware.t
My thanks to Jim Baen, now in charge, for recognizing
that readers have nmore intelligence than they

were once given credit for having. In return, | admt
that he's probably right in considering the origina
name too cunbersone; hence the new one.

O herwise the tale is unchanged. It can stand

al one, without reference to anything el se. However,
you' may be interested to know that it does fit into the
same "future history" as the Pol esotechnic League

and the Terran Enpire. Nicholas van Rijn, David

Fal kayn, Chri stopher Hol m Domi nic Flandry, and

quite a few nore characters lived in its past. Now the
Empire has fallen, the Long Ni ght descended upon

that tiny fraction of the gal axy which nan once

expl ored and col oni zed. Li ke Romano-Britons after

the last | egion had wi thdrawn, people out in the
former marches of civilization do not even know

what is happening at its former heart. They have the
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physi cal capability of going there and finding out,
but are too busy surviving. They are al so, all unawares,
generating whol e new societies of their own.

| do not, nyself, believe that history will necessarily
repeat itself to this extent. Nor do | deny that it

m ght. Nobody knows. Equally uncertain, at the

present state of our know edge, is the validity of

some assunptions about human genetics and

psychobi ol ogy which | made for narrative purposes.

Here is just a story which | hope you will enjoy.

--Poul Anderson
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Tmuet zal did not | eave orbit and swing toward the

pl anet until she got an allclear fromthe boat which
had gone ahead to make arrangenents. Even then

her approach was cautious, as was fitting in a region
as little known as this. Mguel Tolteca expected he
woul d have a couple of hours free to watch the
scenery unfol d.

He was not exactly a sybarite, but he liked to do
things in style. First he dialed PP, IVAC¥ on his

st ateroom door, lest sone friendly soul barge in to
pass the time of day. Then he put Castellani's Synphony
No. 2 in D Mnor with Subsonics on the

tapester, mxed hinmself a rum and conchoru, converted
the bunk to a | ounger, and sat back with his

free hand on the controls of the exterior scanner. Its
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screen grew black and full of wintry unw nking
stars. He searched in a clockw se direction unti
Gwdion swaminto view, a tiny disc upon darkness,
the cl earest blue he had ever seen

The door chined. "Qa," called Tolteca through
the corn-unit, irritated, "can you not read?"

"My mstake," said the voice of Raven. "I
t hought you were the chief of the expedition."



Tolteca swore, folded the | ounger into a chair, and
stepped across the little room A slight, nmonentary
change in weight informed himthat the Quetzal had
put on a spurt of extra acceleration. Doubtless to
dodge some neteorite swarm the engi neer part of
hi m t hought. They'd be nore conmon here than
around Nuevanerica, this being a newer system

O herwi se the pseudogee field held firm
The spaceship was a precision instrunment.

He opened the door. "Very well, Commandant."
He pronounced the hereditary tide with a curtness
t hat approached insult. "What is so urgent?"

Raven stood still for an instant, observing him
Tolteca was a young man, mddling tall, with w de,
stiffly held shoulders. Hs face was thin and sharp
under brown hair drawn back into the short queue
customary on his planet, and the eyes were levelly
ai mred. However nuch the United Republics of
Nuevaneri ca made of their shiny new denocracy, it
meant sonething to stemfromone of their old professiona
famlies. He wore the uniformof the Argo
Astrographi cal Conpany, but that was only a sinple,
pl easi ng version of his people's everyday garb
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bl ue tunic, gray culottes, white stockings, and no
i nsi gni a.

Raven cane in and cl osed the door. "By

chance," he said, his tone nmild again, "one of ny

men overheard sone of yours dicing to settle who
shoul d debark first after you and the ship's captain.”

"Well, that sounds harm ess enough," said
Tolteca sarcastically. "Do you expect us to observe
any official pecking order?"

"No. What-um puzzl ed ne was, nobody mentioned
nmy own detachnent."”

Tolteca raised his brows. "You wanted your nen
to sit in on the dice ganme?"



"According to what mnmy soldier reported to ne,
there seens to be no doctrine for planetfall and
afterward. "

"Well," said Tolteca, "as a sinple courtesy to
out hosts, Captain Uiel and I--and you, if you
wi sh--will go out first to greet them There's to be

quite a welconming committee, we're told. But

beyond that, good ylem Commandant, what difference
does it make who comes down the gangway in

what order?"

Raven fell notionless again. It was the comon

habit of Lochlanna aristocrats. They didn't stiffen at
critical instants. They rarely showed any physica
rigidity; but their nuscles seened to go | oose and
their eyes glazed over with cal cul ation. Tolteca
somet i nmes thought that that al one made them so

alien that the Namerican Revol uti on had al ways

been inevitable.
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Finally--thirty seconds later, but it seened

| onger--Raven said, "I can see how this m sunderstandi ng
occurred, Sir Engineer. Your people

have devel oped several unique institutions in the
fifty years since gaining independence, and have
forgotten sone of our custonms. Certainly the concept
of exploration, even treaty-making, as a strictly
private, commercial enterprise, is not Lochl anna.

W have been maki ng unconsci ous assunptions

about each other. The fact that our two groups have
kept so nmuch apart on this voyage has hel ped maintain
those errors. | offer apology."

It was not relevant, but Tolteca was driven to
snap, "Wy shoul d you apol ogi ze to nme? |' m doubtl ess
also to blane."

Raven smled. "But | am a Commandant of the
OGakenshaw Et hnos . "

As if that bland purr had attracted him a cat stuck
his head out of the Lochlanna's flow ng surcoat

sl eeve. Zio was a Siamese tom big, powerful, and
possessed of a tenper like nercury fulmnate. H s
eyes were cold blue in the brown mask. "NMieowrr,"



he said rem ndingly. Raven scratched him
under the chin. Zio tilted back his head and raced his
not or .

Tol teca gul ped down an angry retort. Let the fell ow
have his superiority conplex. He struck a

cigarette and snoked in short hard puffs. "Never
mnd that," he said. "Wat's the i mediate probl en?"

"You must correct the wong inpression anong
your men. My troop goes out first."
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"What? I f you think--"

"I'n conmbat order. The spacenmen will stand by to
lift ship if anything goes awmy. Wen | signal, you
and Captain Utiel nay energe and make your

speeches. But not before."

For a space Tolteca could find no words. He could
only stare.

Raven waited, inpassive. He had the Lochl anna

build, the result of nany generations on a planet with
one-fourth again the standard surface gravity.

Though tall for one of his own race, he was barely of
average Nanerican hei ght. Thick-boned and

t hi ck-nuscl ed, he noved like his cat, a gait which

had al ways appeared slippery and sneaking to Tolte-ca's
folk. His head was typically long, with the

expect ed di sharnony of broad face, high cheekbones,
hook nose, sall ow skin which | ooked yout hfu

because genetic drift had elimnated the beard.

H's hair, close cropped, was a cap of m dnight, and

his brows net above the narrow green eyes. H s

cl othes were not precisely gaud.v, but the republican
simplicity of Neuvanmerica found them barbaric--high-collared
bl ouse, baggy bl ue trousers tucked

into soft half boots, surcoat enbroidered with tw ned
snakes and flowers, a silver dragon brooch. Even

aboard shi p, Raven wore dagger and pi stol



"By all creation," whispered Tolteca at last. "Do
you think we're on one of your stinking canpaigns
of conquest ?"

"Routine precautions," said Raven

"But, the first expedition here was wel coned
like--1ike-Qur own advance boat, the pilot, he was
feted till he could hardly stagger back aboard!"
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Raven shrugged, earning an indignant | ook from

Zio. "They've had al nbst one standard year to think
over what the first expedition told them W're a

I ong way from hone in space, and even |longer in
time. It's been twelve hundred years since the
breakup of the Commonwealth isolated them The

whol e Enpire rose and fell while they were al one on
that one planet. Genetic and cultural evol ution have
done strange work in shorter periods."

Tolteca dragged on his cigarette and said roughly,
"Judgi ng by the data, those people think nore |ike

Nareri cans than you do."

"1 ndeed?"

"They have no armed forces. No police, even, in

t he usual sense; public service nonitors is the best
translation of their word. No---well, one thing we
have to find out is the extent to which they do have a
government. The first expedition had too rmuch el se

to learn, to establish that clearly. But beyond doubt,

t hey haven't got rmuch."”

"I's this good?"

"By ny standards, yes. Read our Constitution.”

"I have done so. A noble docunent for your

pl anet." Raven paused, scowing. "If this Gwdion
were renotely like any other lost colony |I've ever



heard of, there would be small reason for worry.
Conmon sense al one, the know edge that overwhel m ng
power exists to avenge any treachery toward

us, would stay them But don't you see, wen

there is no evidence of internecine strife, even of
crime--and yet they are obviously not sinple

chi

THE NI GHT FACE

dren of nature--1 can't guess what their conmon
sense is like."

"I can," clipped Tolteca, "and if your bully boys
swagger down the gangway first, aimng guns at
people with flowers in their hands, | know what that
common sense will think of us."

Raven's smile was oddly charming on that gash of
a mouth. "Credit me with sonme tact. W will nake a
ceremony of it."

"Looki ng ridicul ous at best--they don't wear
uni forms on Gwydi on--and transparent at

wor st -
for they're no fools. Your suggestion is declined.”
"But | assure you--"

"No, | said. Your nen wll debark individually,
and unarned. "

Raven sighed. "As long as we are exchangi ng
reading lists, Sir Engineer, may | recomend the
articles of the expedition to you?"

"What are you hinting at now?"

"The Quetzal ," said Raven patiently, "is bound

for Gwdion to investigate certain possibilities and,
if they | ook hopeful, to open negotiations with the
folk. Admittedly you are in charge of that. But for
obvi ous reasons of safety, Captain Uiel has the |ast
word while we are in space. What you seemto have
forgoUen is that once we have made planetfall, a
sim | ar power becones mine."



"Ca! If you think you can sabotage--"

"Not at all. Like Captain Utiel, | must answer for
my actions at hone, if you should make any conpl aint.
However, no Lochl anna officer woul d

as
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sume ny responsibility if he were not given correspondi ng
authority."

Tol teca nodded, feeling sick. He remenbered

now. It hadn't hitherto seened inportant. The Conpany's
operations took men and val uabl e ships ever

deeper into this galactic sector, places where humans
had sel dom or never been even at the height of the
enpire. The hazards were unpredictable, and an

arnmed guard on every vessel was in itself a good
idea. But then a few old wonen in culottes, on the
Pol i cy Board, decided that plain Nanericans

weren't good enough. The guard had to be soldiers
born and bred. In these days of spreadi ng peace,

nore and nore Lochl anna units found thensel ves at

| oose ends and hired out to foreigners. They kept
pretty much al oof, on ship and in canp, and so far it
hadn't worked out badly. But the Quetza

"I'f nothing else," said Raven, "I have ny own
men to think of, and their famlies at hone."

"ZBut not the future of interstellar relations?"
"I'f those can be jeopardized so easily, they don't
seemworth caring about. My orders stand. Please

i nstruct your nmen accordingly."

Raven bowed. The cat slid fromhis nesting place,
dug claws in the coat, and sprang up on the man's
shoul der. Tolteca could have sworn that the ani nal
sneered. The door closed behind them

Tolteca stood i nmobile for a while. The nusic
reached a crescendo, rem nding himthat he had
wanted to enj oy approach. He gl anced back at the



screen. The ship's curving path had brought the sun
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Ynis into scanner view. Its .radiance stopped down

by the conpensator circuits, it spread corona and
great wings of zodiacal light |ike nacre across the
stars. The prom nences nust al so be spectacul ar, for
it was an F8 with a mass of about two Sols and a
correspondi ng lum nosity of al nost fourteen. But at
its distance, 3.7 Astronomical Units, only the disc of
t he phot osphere could be seen, covering a bare ten

m nutes of arc. All in all, a nobst .ordinary main
sequence star. Tolteca twi sted dials until he found

Gwdi on agai n.

The pl anet had gai ned apparent size, though he

still saw it as little nore than a chi pped turquoi se
coin. The cloud bands and aurora shoul d soon becone
visible. No continents, however. Wile the

first expedition had reported Gwdion to be terres-troid
in astonishing detail, it was about ten percent
smal | er and denser than O d Earth--to be expected

of a younger world, forned when there were nore

heavy atonms in the universe--and thus possessed

less total land area. What there was was divided into
i sl ands and archi pel agos. Broad shal | ow oceans

made the climate mld frompole to pole. Here cane
its noon, 1600 kiloneters in dianmeter, 96,300
kilometers in orbital radius, sw nging from behind
the disc like a tiny hurried firefly.

Tol teca considered the backdrop of the scene with

a sense of eeriness. This close, the Nebula's inmmense
cl oud of dust and gas showed only as a region

where stars were fewer and pal er than el sewhere.

Even nearby Rho Ophiuchi was blurred. Sol, of
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course, was hidden fromtel escopes as well as from



eyes, an insignificant yellow dwarf two hundred
parsecs beyond that veil, which its |ight woul d never
pi erce. 1 wonder what's happeni ng there, thought
Tolteca. It's long since we had any word fromdd
Eart h.

He recol |l ected what Raven had ordered, and
cur sed.

T pounds v/ sxtm where the Quetzal had been asked to
settle her giant cylinder was about five kiloneters
south of the town called Instar

From t he gangway Tol teca had | ooked wi dely

across rolling fields. Hedges divided theminto
meadows of intense bl ossomflecked green; plowlands
where the first delicate shoots of grain went

like a breath across brown furrows; orchards 'and
copses and scattered outbuil dings nade toylike by

di stance. The River Caml ot gl eaned between trees

whi ch might al nost have been poplars. Instar bestrode
it, red tile roofs above flower gardens around

whi ch the houses were built.

Most roads across that | andscape were paved, but
narrow and | ei surely wi nding. Sonetinmes, Tolteca
felt sure, a detour had been made to preserve an

11
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ancient tree or the lovely upswelling of a hill. Eastward
the ground flattened, sloping down to a dike

that cut off his view of the sea. Westward it clinbed,
until forested hills rose abruptly on the horizon

Beyond them coul d be seen nountain peaks, sone of

whi ch | ooked vol canic. The sun hung just above

their snows. You didn't notice how small it was in

the sky, for it radiated too brightly to |l ook at and the



total illum nation was al nost exactly one standard
sol. Cumulus clouds | ooned in the southwest, and a
| ow cool wind ruffled the puddles left by a recent
shower .

Tolteca | eaned back on the seat of the open car
"This is nore beautiful than the finest places on ny
own world," he said to Dawd. "And yet

Neuvanerica is considered extrenmely Earthlike."

"Thank you," replied the Gwdiona. "Though

we can take little credit. The planet was here, with its
intrinsic conditions, its native biochem stry and
ecology, all eminently suited to human life. | understand
that God wears a different face in nost of the

known cosnos. "

"Uh--" Tolteca hesitated. The |ocal |anguage, as
recorded by the first expedition and | earned by the
second before starting out, was not altogether easy
for him Like Lochlanna, it derived fromAnglic,
whereas the Nanericans had al ways spoken | s-panyo.

Had he quite understood that business with

"God"? Sonmehow, it didn't sound conventionally
religious. But then, the secular orientation of his
own culture made himliable to msinterpret theol ogica
ref erences.

12
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"Yes," he said presently. "The variations in so-called
terrestroid planets are not great from a percentage

st andpoi nt, but to human bei ngs they make a

tremendous difference. On one continent of my own
world, for exanple, settlement was inpossible unti

a certain comon genus of plant had been eradicated.

It was harml ess nost of the year, but the

pollen it broadcast in spring happened to contain a
substance akin to botulinus toxin."

Dawyd gave hima startled | ook. Tolteca wondered

what he had said wong. Had he m sused sone

| ocal word? Of course, he'd had to enploy the |s-panyo
nane for the poison .... "Eradicate?"

mur mur ed Dawd. "Do you mean destroyed? Entirel y?"



Cat chi ng hinsel f, slipping back into his

serene manner with what | ooked |ike practiced ease,

he said, "Well, let us not discuss technicalities right
away. It was doubtless one of the Ni ght Faces." He
took his hand fromthe steering rod | ong enough to
trace a sign in the air.

Tolteca felt a trifle puzzled. The first expedition
had enphasized in its reports that the Gwdi ona

were not superstitious, though they had a vast

amount of cerenony and synbolism To be sure, the
first expedition had | anded on a different island; but
it had found the sane culture everywhere that it
visited. (And it had failed to understand why nen
occupi ed only the region between | atitudes 25 and 70
degrees north, although many other spots | ooked
equal |y pl easant. There had been so much else to

| earn.) Wen the Quetzal's advance boat arrived,

I nstar had been suggested as the best |anding site

13
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nmerely because it was one of the |arger towns and
possessed a college with an excellent reference library.

The cerenoni es of wel cone hadn't been overwhel nmi ng

ei ther. The whole of Instar had turned

out --men, wonen, and children with garl ands,

pi pes, and lyres. There had been no few visitors from
other areas; still the crowd wasn't as big as woul d
have been the case on many planets. After the fornal
speeches, music was played in honor of the newconers
and a ballet was presented, a thing of masks

and thin costunmes whose neani ng escaped Tolt eca,

but whi ch made a stunning spectacle. And that was

all. The assenbly broke up in general cordiality--not
the mlling, backslapping, handshaking kind of
recepti on that Namericans woul d have given, but
neither the el aborate and guarded courtesy of

Lochl ann. Individuals had talked in a friendly way to
i ndividuals, given invitations to stay in private
hones, asked eager questions about the outside universe.
And at |ast nost of them wal ked back to town.

But each foreigner got aride in a small, exquisite

el ectric autonobile.



Only a nomi nal guard of crewren, and a | arger

det achrment of Lochl anna, remained with the ship.
No of fense had been taken at Raven's wariness, but
Tolteca still snol dered.

"Do you indeed wish to abide at ny house?"

asked Dawyd.
Tolteca inclined his head. "It would be an honor
Sir--" He stopped. "Forgive me, but ! do not know

what your title is."

14
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"I belong to the Simon famly."

"No. | knew that. | nmean your--not your nane,
but what you do."

"I am a physician, of that rite which heals by
songs as well as nedicines." (Tolteca wondered
how much he was m sunderstanding.) "I al so have
charge of a dike patrol and instruct youth at the
coll ege."

"Ch." TOlteca was di sappointed2 "I thought--You
are not in the governnent then?"

"Way, yes. | said | amin the dike patrol. Wat

el se had you in mnd? Instar enploys no Year-King
or-- No, that cannot be what you meant. Evidently
t he neani ng of the word 'governnent' has diverged
in our |anguage fromyours. Let ne think, please."
Dawyd knitted his brows.

Tolteca watched him as if to read what could not

be said. The Gwdiona all had that basic simlarity
which results froma very small original group of
settlers and no later inmigration. The first expedition
had reported a |l egend that their ancestors were

no nmore than a man and two wonen, one bl onde and

one dark, survivors of an atonmic blast |obbed at the



col ony by one of those fleets which went

a-nmurdering during the Breakup. But admittedly the
extant witten records did not go that far back, to
confirmor deny the story. Be the facts as they nmay,

t he human genre pool here was certainly linited.

And yet--an unusual case---there had been no degeneracy:
rather, a refinenent. Early generations

had foll owed a careful program of outbreedi ng. Now
mar eage was on a voluntary basis, but the bearers of

15
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observabl e hereditary defects-including lowintelligence
and nervous instability--were sterilized.

The first expedition had said that such people subnitted
cheerfully to the operation, for the comunity

honored them ever after as heroes.

Dawyd was a pure caucasi od, which al one proved

how ol d his nation nust be. He was tall, slender, stil
supple in mddl e age. H s yellow hair, worn shoul der

| ength, was grizzled, but the blue eyes required no
contact |enses and the sun-tanned skin was firm The
face, clean-shaven, high of brow and strong of chin,
bore a straight nose and gentle nouth. Hi s garnents
were a knee-length green tunic and white cl oak

golden fillet, |eather sandals, a | ocket about his neck
whi ch was gold on one side and black on the other. A
triskele was tattooed on his forehead, but gave no

ef fect of savagery.

H s | anguage had not changed rmuch from Angli c;

the Lochl anna had learned it without difficulty.
Doubt | ess printed books and sound recordi ngs had
tended to stabilize it, as they generally did. But
wher eas Lochl ann barked} grunted, and snarl ed,

t hought Tolteca, Gwdion trilled and sang. He had
never heard such voices before.

"Ah, yes," said Dawyd. "I believe |I grasp your
concept. Yes, ny advice is often asked, even on



wor | dwi de questions. That is nmy pride and ny
humlity."

"Excellent. Well, Sir Councillor, I|-"

"But councillor is no--no calling. | said | was a
physi ci an. "

16
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"Wait a minute, please. You have not been formally
chosen in any way to guide, advise, control ?"

"No. Why should | be? A man's reputation, good

or ill, spreads. Finally others may come from hal f way
around the world, to ask his opinion of sone
proposal . Bear in mind, far-friend," Dawd added
shrewdl y. "Qur whol e popul ati on nunbers a nere

ten mllion, and we have both radio and aircraft,

and travel a great deal between our islands."

"'But then who is in charge of public affairs?"

"Ch, sone conmmunities enploy a Year-King, or

el ect presidents to hold the chair at their |ocal neetings,
or appoint an engineer to handle routine. It

depends on regional tradition. Here in Instar we |ack

such custons, save that we crown a Dancer each

wi nter solstice, to bless the year."

"That isn't what | mean, SirPhysician. Suppose a

---oh, a project, like building a new road, or a policy
like, well, deciding whether to have regul ar relations
wi th ot her planets--suppose this vague group of

wi se nen you speak of, men who depend sinply on a
reputation for wi sdom -suppose they deci de a question
one way or another. What happens next ?"

"Then, normally, it is done as they have deci ded.

O course, everyone hears about it beforehand. If the
issue is inportant, there will be nuch public discussion
But naturally nen lay nore weight on the



suggesti ons of those known to be wi se than on what
the foolish or the uninfornmed may say."

"So everyone agrees with the final decision?"
"Why not? The matter has been threshed out and

17
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the nost |ogical answer arrived at. Ch, of course a
few are al ways unconvi nced or dissatisfied. But

bei ng human, and therefore rational, they acconmodate
t hensel ves to the general wll."

" And- - uh- - fundi ng such an enterprise?"

"That depends on its nature. A strictly local project,
like building a newroad is carried out by the

peopl e of the conmunity involved, with feasting and
nmerrinment each night. For |arger and nore

speci al i zed projects, noney nay be needed, and

then its collection is a matter of |ocal custom W of
Instar let the Dancer go about with a sack, and
everyone contributes as nmuch as is reasonable.™

Tolteca gave up for the time being. He was further

al ong than the ant hropol ogi sts of the first expedition
Except, maybe, that he was nentally prepared for

some such answer as he'd received, and coul d accept

it imediately rather than wasting weeks trying to
ferret out a secret that didn't exist. If you had a
society with a sinple economc structure (automation
hel ped marvel ously in that respect, provided

that the material desires of the people renmai ned
nodest) and if you had a honbgeneous popul ati on of
hi gh average intelligence and | ow average nasti ness,
wel I, then perhaps the ideal anarchic state was possible.

And it nust be renenbered that anarchy, in this

case, did not nmean anorphousness. The total culture

of GwycLion was as intricate as any that nmen had ever
evol ved. Which in turn was paradoxical, since advanced
sci ence and technol ogy usual ly di ssol ved
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traditions and sinplified interhuman rel ati onshi ps.
However .

Tol teca asked cautiously, "What effect do you

bel i eve contact with other planets would have on

your people? Planets where things are done in radically
di fferent ways?"

"I don't know, " replied Dawyd, thoughtful

"W need nore data, and a great deal nore discussion
before even attenpting to foresee the consequences.

I do wonder if a gradual introduction of

new nmodes may not prove better for you than any
sudden change. "

"For us?" Tolteca was startl ed.

"Remenber, we have lived here a long tinme. W

know t he Apsects of God on Gmydi on better than

you. Just as we shoul d be nost careful about venturing
to your home, so do | advise that you proceed
circunmspectly here.”

Tolteca could not help saying, "lIt's strange that

you never built spaceships. | gather that your people
preserved, or reconstructed, all the basic scientific
know edge of their ancestors. As soon as you had a

| ar ge enough popul ati on, enough econom ¢ surpl us,

you coul d have coupl ed a therno-nucl ear power - pl ant
to a gravity beanmer and a secondary-drive

pul se generator, built a hull around the ensenble,
and--" '

"Nol "

It was al nost a shout. Tolteca jerked his head
around to | ook at Dawyd. The Gwydi ona had gone
quite pale.
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Col or flowed back after a nonent. He rel axed his

grip on the steering rod. But his eyes were still stiffly
focused ahead of him as he answered, "W do not

use atom c power. Sun, water, w nd, tides, and

bi ol ogi cal fuel cells, with electric accunul ators for
energy storage, are sufficient."

Then they were in the town. Dawyd gui ded the

aut onobi |l e through w de, straight avenues which

seened i ncongruous anong the vine-covered houses

and peaked red roofs, the parks and spl ashing fountains.
There was only one large building to be seen

a massive structure of fused stone, rearing above
chimeys with a jarring gri mess. Just beyond a

bri dge whi ch spanned the river in a graceful serpent
shape, Dawyd halted. He had cal nred down, and

smled at his guest. "My abode. WII you enter?"

As they stepped to the pavenent, a tiny scarl et

bird flew fromthe eaves, settled on Dawd's forefinger
and warbled joy. He murnured to it, grinned

hal f awkwardly at Tolteca, and led the way to his
front door. It was screened fromthe street by a
man- hi gh bush with star-shaped | eaves new for the
spring season. The door had a | ock whi ch was massive
but unused. Tolteca recalled again that Gwd-ion

was apparently without crinme, that its people had
been hard put to understand the concept when the
outworl ders interviewed them Having opened the
door, Dawyd turned about and bowed very | ow.

"O guest of the house, who may be God, nost

wel cone and bel oved, enter. In the name of joy, and
heal t h, and understandi ng; beneath Ynis and She and
the stars; fire, flood, fleet, and light be yours." He
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crossed hinself, and reaching .drew a cross on Tol-teca's
browwith his finger. The ritual was obviously

ancient, and yet he did not gabble it, but spoke with
vast seriousness.

As he entered, Tolteca noticed that the door was
only faced with wood. Basically it was a slab of
steel, set in walls that were---under the stuccostwo
neters thick and of reinforced concrete. The w ndows
were broad; sunlight streamed through themto

gl ow on polished wood fl ooring, but every w ndow

had steel shutters. The first Nanerican expedition
had reported it was a universal node of building, but
had not been able to find out why. From sonmewhat
evasi ve answers to their questions, the anthropol ogists
concluded it was a tradition handed

down fromw ld early days, imediately after the

col ony was hel | borbed; and so gentle a race did not
like to tal k about that period.

Tolteca forgot the matter when Dawyd knelt to

light a candl e before a niche. The shrine held a neta
di sc, half gold and half black with a bridge between
the Yang and Yin of imrenorial antiquity. Yet it

was fl anked by books, both full-size and micro, that
bore titles like Diagnostic Application of Bioelectric
Potenti al s.

Dawyd got up. "Please be seated, friend of the
house. My wife went into the Night." He hesitated.
"She died, several years ago, and only one of ny
daughters is now unwedded. She danced for you this
day, and thus is late com ng hone. Wen she arrives,
we will take food."

Tolteca gl anced at the chair to which his host had
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gestured. It was designed as rationally as any
Nareri can | ounger, but made of bronze and tool ed



| eather. He touched a fylfot recurring in the design
' 'l understand that you have no ornanentation which
is not synbolic. That's very interesting; al nost
dianmetrically opposed to ny culture. Just as an
exanpl e. would you mnd explaining this to ne?"

"Certainly," Dawyd answered. "That is the

Burni ng Wheel, which is to say the sun, Ynis, and al
suns in the universe. The Weel also represents

Time. Thernmodynamic irreversibility, if you are a
physicist,"” he added with a chuckle. "The interwoven
vines are crisflowers, which bloomin the first

haygat heri ng season of our year and are therefore
sacred to that Aspect of God called the G een Boy.

Thus together they mean Tinme the Destroyer and
Regenerator. The leather is fromthe wild arcas,

whi ch bel ongs to the autummal Huntress Aspect, and
when she is linked with the Boy it rem nds us of the

Ni ght Faces and, sinultaneously, that the Day Faces
are their other side. Bronze, being an alloy, man-made,
says by forming the framework that man

enbodi es the neani ng and structure of the world.
However, since bronze turns green on corrosion, it

al so signifies that every structure vani shes at last, but
into new |ife"

He stopped and | aughed. "You don't want a sernon!”

he excl ai med. "Look here, do sit down. Go

ahead and snoke. W al ready know about that custom
We've found we can't do it ourselvesa bit of

genetic drift; nicotine is too violent a poison for us,
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but it doesn't bother me in the least i pounds you do.
grows wedl on this planet, would you Jjke a cuD, or
woul d you rather try our beer or wi ne? Now that we

are alone for a while, I have about ten to the fiftieth
guestions to ask!"
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RAVEN SPENT much of the day prow i ng about I|nstar
observing and occasionally, querying. But in the
evening he left the town and wandered al ong the road
which followed the river toward the sea dikes. A pair
of his nen acconpanied him two paces behind, in

the byrnies and conical helnmets of battle gear. Rifles
were slung on their shoulders. At their backs the
western hills lifted bl ack against a sky which bl azed
and smoul dered with gold. The river was |ike running
metal in that light, which saturated the air and
soaked i nto each separate grass bl ade. Ahead,

beyond a line of trees, the eastern sky had becone
inmperially violet and the first stars trenbl ed.

Raven noved unhurriedly. He had no fear of
bei ng caught in the dark, on a planet with an 83- hour

THE NI GHT FACE

rotation period. Wien he cane to a wharf that jutted
into the stream he halted for a closer |ook. The
wooden sheds on the bank were as solidly built as
any residential house, and as handsome of outline.
The doubl e-ended fishing craft tied at the pier were
graceful things, riotously decorated. They rocked a
little as the water purled past them A clean odor of
their catches, and of tar and paint, drifted about.

"Ketch rigged," Raven observed. "They have
smal | auxiliary engines, but | dare say those are used
only when it is absolutely necessary."

"And ot herwi se they sail?" Kors, |ong and gaunt,
spat between his front teeth. "Now why do such a
fool thing, Commandant ?"

"It's esthetically nore pleasing," said Raveen
"More work, though, sir," offered young W|I -denvey.
"I sailed a bit myself, during the Ans canpaign
Just keeping those damm ropes untangl ed--"

Raven grinned. "Ch, | agree. Quite. But you see,
.as far as | can gather, fromthe first expedition's



reports and fromtal king to people today, the
Gwdi ona don't think that way."

He continued, rum natively, nore to hinself than
anyone el se, "They don't think like either party of
visitors. Their attitude toward life is different. A
Namerican is concerned only with getting his work
done, regardl ess of whether it's sonmething that really
ought to be acconplished, and then with getting

his recreati on done--both with maxi mum bustle. A

Lochl anna tries to nake his work and his ganes
approach sonme abstract ideal; and when he fails, he's
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apt to give up conmpletely and junp over into
bruti shness.

"But they don't seemto make such distinctions

here. They say, 'Man goes where God is,' and it

seens to nean that work and play and art and private
life and everything else aren't divided up; no distinction
i s made between them it's all one harnoni ous

whole. So they fish fromsailboats with el aborately
carved figureheads and pai nted designs, each el enent
in the pattern having a dozen different synbolic
overtones. And they take rnusicians al ong.

And they claimthat the total effect, food gathering
pl us pl easure plus artistic acconplishnment plus I
don't know what, is nore efficiently achieved than if
those things were in neat little conpartments.”

He shrugged and resunmed his wal k. "They may
be fight," he finished.

"I don't know why you're so worried about them
sir," said Kors. "They're as harm ess a pack of
loonies as | ever met. | swear they haven't any
machi ne nore powerful than a light tractor or a
scoop shovel, and no weapon nore dangerous than a
bow and arrow. "

"The first expedition said they don't even go
hunti ng, except once in a while for food or to protect



their crops," Raven nodded. He went on for a while,
unspeaking. Only the scuff of boots, chuckling

fiver, murmur in the | eaves overhead and slowy

ri sing thunders beyond the dike, stirred that silence.
The young five-pointed | eaves of a bush which grew
everywhere around gave a faint green fragrance to
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the air. Then, far off and w nding down the slopes, a
bronze horn blew, calling antlered cattle hone.

"That's what makes ne afraid," said Raven

Thereafter the nen did not venture to break his

wor dl essness. Once or twi ce they passed a

Gwdi ona, who hailed them gravely, but they didn't
stop. Wen they reached the di ke, Raven |led the way
up a staircase to the top. The wall stretched for
kilometers, set at intervals with towers. It was high
and nassive, but the long curve of it and the facing of
undressed stone nade it pleasing to behold. The

river poured through a gap, across a pebbl ed beach
into a dredged channel and so to the crescent-shaped
bay, whose waters tunbled and roared, nolten in the
sunset light. Raven drew his surcoat close about him
up here, above the wall's protection, the wi nd bl ew
chill and wet and snelling of salt. There were many
gray sea birds in the sky.

"Why did they build this?" wondered Kors.

"Close noon. Big tides. Storms nake floods,"

said W denvey.

"They coul d have settled higher ground. They've
room enough, for hellfire's sake. Ten nillion people
on a whol e planet!"

Raven gestured at the towers. "l inquired," he
sai d. "Tidepower generators in those. Furnish nost
of the local electricity. Shut up."



He stood staring out to the eastern horizon, where
ni ght was growi ng. The waves ranped and the sea
birds mewed. Hi s eyes were bl eak with thought.
Finally he sat down,' took a wooden flute fromhis
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sl eeve, and began to play, absentm ndedly, as something
to do with his hands. The ninor key grieved
beneat h the w nd.

Kors' bark recalled himto the world. "Halt!"

"Be still, you oaf," said Raven. "It's her planet,
not yours." But his palmrested casually on the butt
of his pistol as he rose.

The girl came wal king at an easy pace over the

vel vet-1i ke pseudonoss which carpeted the di ketop
She was sone 23 or 24 standard years old, her slim
shape dressed in a white tunic and wildly fluttering
bl ue cl oak. Her hair was | ooped in thick yell ow

brai ds, pulled back fromher forehead to show a
conventionalized bird tattoo. Beneath dark brows,

her eyes were a blue that was al nost indigo, set

wi dely apart. The nmouth and the heart-shaped face
were solem, but the nose tiptilted and faintly dusted
with freckles. She |l ed by the hand a boy of perhaps
four, alittle male version of herself, who had been
ski ppi ng but who sobered when he saw t he

Lochl anna. Both were bar ef oot .

"At the crossroads of the el enents, greeting,"
she said. Her husky voice sang the |anguage, even
nore than nost Gaydi ona voi ces.

"Sal ute, peacenaker." Raven found it sinpler to
translate the formal phrases of his own world than
hunt around in the |ocal vocabul ary.

"l canme to dance for the sea," she told him "but
heard a nusic that called.”



"Are you a shooting man?" asked the boy.

"Byord, hush!™ The girl colored with enmbarrassnent.
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"Yes," | aughed Raven, "you might call nme a
shooti ng man."

"But what do you shoot.9" asked Byord.
"Targets? Gol! Can | shoot a target?"

"Perhaps later," said Raven.' "W have no
targets with us at the nonent."

"Mt her, he says | can shoot a target! Pow Pow
Pow "

Raven lifted one brow. "I thought chem ca
weapons were unknown on Gaydion, mlady," he
sai d, as offhand as possible.

She answered with a hint of distress, "That other
ship, which cane in winter. The nmen aboard it al so
had- -what did they name them -guns. They

expl ai ned and denmpnstrated. Since then, probably
every small boy on the planet has inmagi ned Wll.

No harm done, |'msure." She smled and ruffled

Byord's hair.

"Ah---1 hight Raven, a Commandant of the
OCakenshaw

Et hnos, W ndhone Mbunt ai ns,

Lochl ann. "

"And you ot her soul s?" asked the girl.

Raven waved them back. "Followers. Sons of



yeonen on ny father's estate.”

She was puzzl ed that he excluded them fromthe
conversation, but accepted it as an alien custom "I
am El favy," she said, accenting the first syllable.
She flashed a grin. "My son Byord you al ready

know His surnanme is Varstan, mne is

Sim
nol | .

"What ?Ch, yes, | remenber. Gaydi ona w ves
retain their famly name, son's take the father's,
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daughters the nother's. Am | correct? Your
husband- - "

She | ooked outward. "He drowned there, during a
stormlast fall," she answered quietly.

Raven did not say he was sorry, for his culture had
its own attitudes toward death. He couldn't help
wondering al oud, tactless, "But you said you

danced for the sea.”

"He is of the sea now, is he not?" She continued
regardi ng the waves, where they swirled and shook
foam | oose fromtheir crests. "How beautiful it is
toni ght."

Then, swi nging back to him altogether at ease."l
have just had a long talk with one of your party, a
M guel Tolteca. He is staying at ny father' s house,
where Byord and I now live."

"Not precisely one of mine," said Raven, suppressing
of f endedness.

"Ch'?. Wait... yes, he did nmention having sone



men along froma different planet."

"Lochl ann,” said Raven. "Qur sun |ies near

theirs, both about 50 |ight-years hence in that direction."
He pointed past the evening star to the Hercul es

regi on.

"I's your home like his Nuevamerica?"

"Hardly." For a monent Raven wanted to speak

of Lochl ann--of nountains which rose sheer into a
red-sun sky, trees dwarfed and gnarled by incessant
wi nds, noorl ands, ice plains, oceans too dense and
bitter with salt for a man to sink. He renmenbered a
peasant's house, its roof held down by ropes lest a
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gale blow it away, and he renmenbered his father's
castl e gaunt above a glacier, hoofs ringing in the
courtyard, and he renmenbered bandits and burned
vill ages and dead men gapi ng around a snmashed
cannon.

But she woul d not understand. Wuld she?
"Why do you have so many shooting thi ngs?"
expl oded fromByord. "Are there bad animals
around your farnms?"

"No," said Raven. "Not many wild aninmals at
all. The land is too poor for them"

"I have heard . . . that first expedition--'
grew troubl ed again. "They said somnething
about nen fighting other nen."

El-f avy

"My profession,” said Raven. She | ooked

bl ankly at him Wong word then. "My calling," he

sai d, though that wasn't right either

"But killing nen!" she cried.



"Bad nmen?" asked Byord, round-eyed.

"Hush," said his mother." 'Bad' neans when
somet hi ng goes wong, |like the cynwyr swarning
down and eating the grain. How can nen go

wr ong?"

"They get sick," Byord said.

"Yes, and then your grandfather heals them™

"I magi ne a situation where nmen often get so sick
they want to hurt their own kind," said Raven

"But horrible!" Elfavy traced a cross in the air.
"What germ causes that?"

Raven sighed. If she couldn't even visualize
hom ci dal mani a, how explain to her that sane,

hon
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orabl e nen found sane, honorable reasons for hunting
each other?

He heard Kors nutter to WIdenvey, "Wat |
said. Quts of sugar candy."

If that were only so, thought Raven, he could

forget his own unease. But they were no weaklings

on Gwdion. Not when they took open sail boats

onto oceans whose weakest tides rose fifteen neters.
Not when this girl could visibly push away her own
shock, face him and ask with friendly curiosity--as
i f he, Raven, should address questions to the sudden
apparition of a sabertoothed weasel cat.

"I's that the reason why your people and the
Nanericans seemto talk so little to each other?
thought | noticed it in the town, but didn't know then



who cane from which group.™

"Ch, they've done their share of fighting on
Nuevanerica," said Raven dryly. "As when they

expel l ed us. W had invaded their planet and divided

it into fiefs, over a century ago. Their revol ution was
ai ded by the fact that Lochlann was simultaneously
fighting the Grand Alliancesbut still, it was well

done of them"

"I cannot see why-- Well, no natter. W will
have time enough to discuss things. You are going
into the hills with us, are you not.9"

"Wy, yes, if-- Wat did you say? You too?"

El favy nodded. Her nouth quirked upward.

"Don't be so aghast, far-friend. | will |eave Byord
with his aunt and uncle, even if they do spoil him
terribly." She gave the boy a brief hug. "But the
group does need a dancer, which is nmy calling."
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"Dancer ?" choked Kors.

"Not the Dancer. He is always a man."

"But--" Raven relaxed. He even snmiled. "In

what way does an expedition into the w | derness
require a dancer?"

"To dance for it," said Elfavy. "Wat el se?"

"Ch... nothing. Do you know precisely what
this journey is for?"

"You have not heard? | listened while my father
and M guel talked it over."

"Yes, naturally | know But possibly you have
m sunder st ood sonething. That's easy to do, even
for an intelligent person, when separate cul tures



nmeet. Wiy don't you explain it to me in your own

words, so thatl can correct you if need be?" Raven's
ulterior'notive was sinmply that he enjoyed her presence
and wanted to keep her here a while |onger

"Thank you, that is a good idea," she said.
"Well, then, planets where nmen can |live w thout

speci al equi prent are rare and far between. The
Nuevaneri cans, who are exploring this galactic sector,
woul d i ke a base on Gwdion, to refuel their
shi ps, make any necessary repairs, and rest their
crews in greenwoods." She gave Kors and W/ den-vey
a surprised | ook, not know ng why they both
| aughed al oud. Raven himsel f would not have inter-rnpted
her naive recital for nobney.

She brushed the blown fair hair off her brow and
resumed, "OF course, our people nust decide

whet her they wish this or not. But meanwhile it can
do no harmto |l ook at possible sites for such a base,
can it? Father proposed an uninhabited valley sone
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days' march inland, beyond Mount Ganis. To journey
there afoot will be nore pleasant than by air;

much can be shown you and di scussed en route; and
we would still return before Bale tine."

She frowned the faintest bit. "I amnot certain it is
wi se to have a foreign base so near the Holy City.

But that can always be argued later." Her |aughter
trilled forth. "Oh dear, | do ranble, don't I?" She
caught Raven's arm inpul sively, and tucked her

own under it. "But you have seen so many worl ds,

you can't inmagi ne how we here have been | ooking
forward to neeting you. The wonder of it! The

stories you can tell us, the songs you can sing us!"

She dropped her free hand to Byord's shoul der

"Wait till this little chatterbird gets over his shyness
with you, far-friend. If we could only harness his
guestions to a generator, we could illumnate the



whol e of Instar!"”

"Awmwy, " said the boy, wiggling free.

They began to wal k al ong the di ket op, al nost
aimessly. The two soldiers followed. The rifles on
t heir backs stood bl ack against a cloud |ike roses.
El favy's fingers slipped down from Raven's awkwardly
held arm -nen and wonen di d not go together

thus on Lochl ann--and closed on the flute in

his sleeve. "Wat is this?" she asked.

He drewit forth.-1t was a | ong piece of dar-vawood,
carved and polished to bring out the grain.

"I amnot a very good player," he said. "A man of
rank is expected to have sone artistic skills. But I
only a younger son, which is why | wander about
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seeki ng work for ny guns, and | have not had nuch
nmusi cal instruction.”

"The sounds | heard were--" Elfavy searched

after a word. "They spoke to ne," she said finally,
"but not in a language | knew. WII| you play that
nel ody agai n?"

He set the flute to his lips and pi ped the notes,
whi ch were cold and sad. Elfavy shivered, catching
her mantle to her and touching the gol d- and-bl ack
| ocket at her throat. "There is nore than nusic
here," she said. "That song cones fromthe N ght
Faces. It is a song, is it not?"

"Yes. Very ancient. Fromdd Earth, they say,
centuries before nen had reached even their own

sun's planets. W still sing it on Lochlann."

"Can you put it into Gwdiona for ne?"

"Perhaps. Let nme think." He wal ked for a while

nore, turning phrases in his head. A mlitary officer



nmust al so be adept in the use of words, and the two
| anguages were close kin. Finally he sounded a few
bars, lowered the flute, and began

"The wi nd doth bl ow today ny | ove,

And a few small drops of rain.

| never had but one true | ove,

And she in her grave was |ain.

"I"ll do as much for ny true |ove

As any young nman may;

"Il sit and mourn all at her grave

For a twelvenmonth and a day ....

35

THE NI GHT FACE

"The twel venronth and a day being up

The dead began to speak

'Ch who sits weeping on ny grave

And will not let ne sleep?”

He felt her grow stiff, and halted his voice. She

sai d, through an unsteady nouth, so | ow he could
scarce hear, "No. Please."



"Forgive ne,’
have--" What ?

he said in puzzlement, "if |

"You couldn't know. | couldn't."” She gl anced

after Byord. The boy had frisked back to the soldiers.
"He was out of earshot. It doesn't matter

then, much.”

"Can you tell me what is wong?" he asked,
hopeful of a clue to the source of his own doubts.

"No." She shook he3 head. "I don't know what.
It just frightens me somehow. Horribly. How can
you live with such a song?"

"On Lochlann we think it quite a beautiful little
t hi ng. "

"But the dead don't speak. They are dead/"

"Of course. It was only a fantasy. Don't you have
nyt hs?"

"Not like that. The dead go into theN ght, and the

Ni ght becones the Day, is the Day. Like Ragan

who was caught in the Burning Weel, and rose to

heaven and was cast down again, and was wept over

by the' Mdther--those are Aspects of CGod, they

mean the rainy season that brings dry earth to life and
t hey al so nmean dreans and t he waki ng from dreans,
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and | oss-renenbrance-recreation, and the transfornmations
of physical energy, and Ch, don't you

see, it's all one! It isn't two people separate, beconing
not hi ng, desiring to be nothing, even. It nustn't

be! "



Raven put away his flute. They wal ked on unti

El favy broke fromhim danced a few steps, a sl Ow
and stately dance which suddenly becane a | eap
She ran back smiling and took his ann again.

"I"ll forget it," she said. "Your home is very
distant. This is Gwdion, and too near Bale tinme to
be unhappy."

"What is this Bale tinme?"

"When we go to the Holy City," she said. "Once

each year. Each Gwdi ona year, that is, which I
bel i eve makes about fve of AOd Earth's. Everybody,

all over the planet, goes to the Holy City maintained
by his own district. It nay be a dull wait for you
peopl e, unless you can join us .... Perhaps you

can!" she excl ai med, and eagerness washed out the
last terror.

"What happens?" Raven asked.

"CGod cones to us."

"Ch." He thought of dionysiac rites anbng various
backward peopl es and asked with great care,

"Do you see God, or feel Wi ?" The |ast word was
a pronoun; OGwydiona enpl oyed an extra gender, the
uni ver sal

"Ch, no," said Elfavy. "W are God."
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Tmr)c ended in a final exultant junp, w ngs
fluttering iridescent and the bird head turned skyward.
The nmen who had been playing music for it put

down their pipes and dranms. The dancer's pl unmage

swept the ground as she bowed. She vanished into a



canebrake. The audi ence, seated and crossl egged,
cl osed eyes for an unspeaking mnute. Tolteca
thought it a nore gracious tribute than appl ause.

He | ooked around again as the cerenmony broke up

and nen prepared for sleep. It didn't seemquite re,
to him yet, that canp should be pitched, supper
eaten, and the tinme conme for rest, while the sun had
not reached noon. That was because of the |ong day,
of course. Gwydion was just past vernal equinox.

But even at its mld and rainy mdw nter, daylight

| asted a coupl e of sleeps.
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The effect hadn't been so noticeable at Instar

The town used an auroral generator to give soft
outdoor illumination after dark, and went about its
busi ness. Thus it had only taken a couple of planetary
rotations to organize this party. They marched

for the hills at dawn. Already one |leisurely day had
passed on the trail, with two canpings; and one

ni ght, where the noon needed little help fromthe
travel ers' gl owbul bs; and now anot her forenoon
Soneti me tonorrowewydi on tonorrow -t hey

ought to reach the upland site which Dawyd had
suggested for the spaceport.

Tolteca could feel the tiredness due rough
kilometers in his nuscles, but he wasn't sleepy yet.
He stood up, glancing over the canp. Dawd had

sel ected a good spot, a nmeadow in the forest. The

hal f - dozen Gwydi ona men who acconpani ed him

talked merrily as they banked the fire and spread out
sl eepi ng bags. One man, standi ng watch agai nst
possi bl e cami vores, carded a | ongbow. Tolteca had
seen what that weapon could do, when a hunter

brought in an arcas for neat. Nonethel ess he wondered
why everyone had courteously refused those

" firearms the Quetzal brought as gifts.

The ten Namerican scientists and engi neers who

had come along were in nore of a hurry to bed down.
Tol teca chuckl ed, recalling their dismay when he
announced that this trip would be on shank's nare.
But Dawyd was right, there was no better way to



| earn an area. Raven had al so joined the group, with
two of his men. The Lochl anna seemed i ncapabl e of
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weari ness, and their damed slithering politeness
never failed them but they were always a little apart
fromthe rest.

Tol teca sauntered past the canebrake, follow ng a
side path. Though no one lived in these hills, the
Gwdi ona often went here for recreation, and small
sol ar- powered robots maintained the trails. He had
not quite dared hope he would neet Elfavy. But'
when she cane around a flowering tree, the heart

| eaped in him

"Aren't you tired?" he asked, |ane-tongued,
after she stopped and gave greeting.

"Not much," she answered. "I wanted to strol

for a while before sleep. Like you."

"Well, let's go into partnership.”

She | aughed. "An interesting concept. You have

so many commercial enterprises on your planet,

hear. Is this another one? Hiring out to take wal ks for
peopl e who woul d rather sit at honme?"

Tolteca bowed. "If you'll join ne, 1'll make a
career of that."

She flushed and said quickly, "Come this way. If
I remenber this neighborhood fromthe last tine |
was here, it has a beautiful view not far off."

She had changed her costune for a plain tunic.
Sunl i ght came through | eaves to touch her lithe
dancer's body; the hair, |oosened, fell in waves
down her back. Tolteca could not find the words he
really wanted, nor could he share her easy silence.



"We don't do everything for noney on
Neuvanerica," he said, afraid of what she m ght
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think. "It's only, well, our particular way of organizing
our econony."

"I know," she said. "To ne it seens so

i rpersonal, lonely, each man fendi ng for hinself
but that may just be because | am not used to the
i dea."

"Qur feeling is that the state should do as little as
possi bl e," he said, earnest with the ideals of his
nation. "Otherwise it will get too nuch power, and
that's the end of freedom But then private enterprise
nmust take over; and it rmust be kept conpetitive, or it
will in turn develop into a tyranny." Perforce he

used several words which Gwydi ona | acked, such as

the last. He had introduced themto her before,

during conversations at Dawyd's house, when they

had tried to conprehend each other's viewpoints.

"But why should the society, or the state as you

call it, be opposed to the individual ?'l she asked. "I
still don't grasp what the problemis, Mguel. W
seemto do nuch as we please, all the time, here on
Gwdi on. Mdst of our enterprises are private, as you
put it." No, he thought, not as | put it. Your folk are
only interested in making a living. The proftt notive,
in the econonmists' sense of the word, isn't there. He
forebore to interrupt. "But this unregulated activity
seens to work for everyone's mutual benefit," she
continued. "Mney is only a convenience. Its possession
does not give a man power over his fellows."

"You are universally reasonable," Tolteca said.
"That isn't true of any other planet | know about.
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Nor do you need to curb violence. You hardly know
what anger is. And hate--another word which isn't

in your language. Hate is to be always angry with
soneone el se." He saw shock on her face, and

hurried to add, "Then we nust contend with the

| azy, the greedy, the unscnpul ous Do you know,

| begin to wonder if we should carry out this project.
It may be best that your planet have nothing to do
with the others. You are too good; you could be too
badly hurt."

She shook her head. "No, don't think that. Obviously
we are different fromyou. Perhaps genetic

drift has caused us to lose a trait or two otherw se
common to mankind. But the difference isn't great,
and it doesn't nmke us superior. Renenber, you

cane to us. W never managed to build spaceships.”
"Never chose to," he corrected her.

He recalled a remark of Raven's, one day in In-star
"It isn't natural for humans to b consistently
gentl e andati onal. They've done trenmendous things
here for so small a popul ation. They don't |ack
energy. But where does their excess energy go?" At
the tine, Tolteca had bristled. Only a professiona
killer would be frightened by total sanity, he

t hought. Now he began, unwilling, to see that Raven
had asked a legitimte scientif'c question

"There is much that we never chose to do," said
Elfavy with a hint of wi stful ness.

"I admt wondering why you don't at |east colonize
t he uni nhabited parts of Gwydion."

"We stabilized the popul ation by genera

agr ee
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ment, several centuries ago. Mre people would
only destroy nature."

They energed fromthe woods again. Another
nmeadow sl oped upward to a cliff edge. The grass

was strewn with white flowers; the common bush of
star-shaped | eaves grew everywhere about, its buds
swelling, the air heady fromtheir odor. Beyond this
spine of the hills lay a deep valley and then the
nmount ai ns rose, clear and powerful against the sky.

El favy swept an ann in an arc. "Should we crowd
out this?" she asked.

Tol teca thought of his own brawling unrestfu
folk, the forests they had al ready raped, and made no
answer .

The girl stood a noment, frowning, on the

clifftop. A west wind blew strongly, straining the
tuni c against her and tossing sunlit |ocks of hair.
Tol teca caught hinself staring so rudely that he
forced his eyes away, across kiloneters toward that
gray vol cani ¢ cone naned Munt G anis.

"No," said Elfavy with some reluctance, "l mnust

not be snmug. People did |ive here once. Just a few
farmers and woodcutters, but they did maintain isolated
hones. However, that is |ong past. Nowadays

everyone lives in a towmn. And | don't believe we

woul d reoccupy regions like this even if it were safe.
It would be wwong. Al life has a right to existence,
does it not? Men shouldn't wear nmore of a N ght

Face than they nust."

Tolteca found sone difficulty in concentrating on
her meani ng, the sound was so pl easant. N ght
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Faceoh, yes, part of the Gwdiona religion. (If
"religion" was the right word."Phil osophy" m ght

be better. "Way of life" might be still nore accurate.)
Since they believed everything to be a facet of

"that eternal and infinite Oneness which they called
God, it followed that God was al so death, rain,

sorrow. But they didn't say nuch, or seemto think
much, about that side of reality. He remenbered that



their arts and literature, like their daily lines, were
nmostly sunny, cheerful, conpletely |ogical once you

had mastered the conpl ex synbolisnms. Pain was

gallantly endured. The suffering or death of soneone

bel oved was nourned in a controlled manner

whi ch Raven adnired, but Tolteca had troubl e understandi ng.

"I don't believe your people could harmnature,"”
he said. "You work with it, make yourselves part of
it."

"That's the ideal." Elfavy snickered. "But |I'm

afraid practice has no nore statistical correlation

wi th preaching on Gwdion than anywhere else in

t he universe." She knelt and began to pluck the

small white flowers. "I shall nake a garland ofjule
for you," she said. "A sign of friendship, since the
jule bl oons when the growth season is being reborn
Now that's a nice harnmonious thing for me to do,

isn't it? And yet if you asked the plant, it m ght not
agree!"

"Thank you," he said, overwhel ned.

"The Bird Maiden had a chaplet of jule," she
said. By now he realized that the retelling of

sym
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bolic myths wa a standard conversational ganbit

here, like a Lochlanna's inquiry after the health of
your father. "That is why | wore bird costune this
time. It is her time of year, and today is the Day of
the River Child. Wen the Bird Miden net the

River Child, he was | ost and crying. She carried him
hone and gave himher crown." She gl anced up. "It

is a seasonal myth," she explained, "the end of the
rains, |low and floods, then sunlight and the bl ossoni ng
jule. Plus those noral |essons the elders are

al ways quacki ng about, plus a hundred other possible
interpretations. The entire tale is too conplicated
to tell on a warm day, even if the episode of the
Riddling Tree is one of our best poens. But | always
like to dance the story."

She fell silent, her hands busy in the grass. For
| ack of anything el se, he pointed to one of the |arge
buddi ng bushes. "Wiat's this called?" he asked.



"Wth the five-pointed | eaves? Ch, baleflower. It
grows everywhere. You rust have noticed the one in
front of ny father's house.™

"Yes. It nmust have quite a |l ot of nythol ogy."

El favy stopped. She gl anced at hi mand away. For
an instant the eveni ng-bl ue eyes seened al nost
blind. "No," she said.

"What ? But | thought... | thought everything
nmeans sonet hing on Gwdion, as well as being
somet hing. Usually it has many different
nmeani ngs- - "

"This is only bal ef |l ower.'
"Not hi ng el se."

Her voice grew thin.
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Tolteca pulled hinself up short. Some taboono,

surely not that, the Gwdiona were even freer from
arbitrary prohibitions than his own people. But if she
was sensitive about it, best not to pursue the subject.

The girl finished her work, junped to her feet, and
flung a weath about his neck. "There!" she

| aughed. "Wait, hold still, it's caught on one ear
Ah, good."

He gestured at the second one she had nmade.
"Aren't you going to put that on yoursel f?2."

"Ch, no. Ajule garland is always for soneone
else. This is for Raven."

"What ?" Tol teca stiffened.

Agai n she flushed and | ooked past himtoward the
mountains. "l got to know hima little in Instar.
drove him around, showing himthe sights. O we



wal ked. "

Tol teca thought of the many times in those |ong

nmoonl it nights when she had not been at honme. He
said, "I don't believe Raven is your sort," and heard
hi s voi ce go ragged.

"I don't understand him"-she whispered. "And
yet in a way | do. Maybe. As | might understand a
storm"

She started back toward canp. Tolteca must needs
follow. He said bitterly, "I should think you, of
everyone alive, would be inmune to such cheap

gl amour. Soldier! Hereditary aristocrat!"”

"Those things | don't conprehend,"” she said, her

eyes still averted. "To kill people, or make them do
your bidding, as if they were nachines-- But it isn't
that way with him Not really."
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They went down the trail in stillness, boots thudding
next to sandals. At |ast she nurnured, "He
lives with the Night Faces. Al the time. | can't even

bear to think of that, but he endures it."

Enjoys it, Tolteca wanted to growl . But he saw he
had been backbiting, and held his peace.
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Ti¥ gET to find nost of the party asleep

eyel i ds padded agai nst the daylight. The sentry sal uted
themw th a raised arrow Elfavy continued to

t he edge of canp, where the three Lochl anna had

spread their bedrolls. Kors snored, a gun in his hand,
W | denvey | ooked too young and hel pl ess for his

gory shipboard brags. Raven was still awake. He
squatted on his heels and scow ed at a sheaf of
phot ogr aphs.

As El favy approached, his grin sprang forth; even
to Tolteca, he seemed quite honestly pleased.
"Well, this is a happy chance,"” he called. "WII

you join me? | have a pot of tea on the grill over the
coals .' '
"No, thank you. | like that tea stuff of yours, but

it woul d keep me from sl eeping." Elfavy stood
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before him | ooking down at the ground. The weath
dangl ed in her hand. "I only--"

"Never cone between on Oakenshaw and his
tea," said Raven. "Ah, there, Sir Engineer."

El favy's face burned. "I only wanted to see you
for a noment,"” she faltered

"And | you. Soneone mentioned former habitation
inthis area, and | noticed traces on a ridge near
here. So | went there with a canera." Raven fl owed
erect and fanned out his self-developing filnms. "It
was a thorp once, several houses and out buil di ngs.
Not much left now "

"No. Long abandoned." The girl lifted her
wreath and | owered it again.

Raven gave her a steady |ook. "Destroyed," he
sai d.

"Ch? Oh, yes. | have heard this regi on was
dangerous. The vol cano--"



"No natural disaster,"” said Raven. "I know the

signs. My men and | cleared away the brush with a
flash pistol and dug in the ground. Those buil di ngs
had wooden roofs and rafters, which burned. W

found two human skel etons, nore or |ess conplete.

One had a skull split open, the other a corroded iron
obj ect between the ribs." He raised the pictures
toward her eyes. "Do you see?"

"Ch." She stepped back. One hand crept to her
nout h. "What--"

"Everyone tells me there is no record of nen
killing nmen on Gwdion," said Raven in a netallic
voice. "It's not nerely rare, it's unknown. And yet
that thorp was attacked and burned once.™
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El favy gul ped. Anger rushed into Tolteca, thick
and hot. "Look here, Raven," he snapped, "you
may be free to bully some poor Lochl anna peasant,
but --"

"No," said Elfavy. "Please."

"Did every home up here suffer a like fate?"

Raven flung the questions at her, not |oudly but
nonet hel ess like bullets. "Wre the hills deserted
because it was too hazardous to live in isolation?"

"I don't know. " Elfavy's tone lifted with an

unevenness it had not borne until now. "Il... have
seen ruins once in a while... nobody knows what
happened."” A sudden yell: "Everything isn't witten

in the histories, you know Do you know every
answer to every question about your own planet?

"Of course not," said Raven. "But if this were
my world, I'd at |east know why all the buildings are



constructed |ike fortresses."

"Li ke what ?"

"You know what | nean."

"Why, you asked me that once before .... |
told you," she stamrered. "The strength of the
house, the famly--a synbol--"

"I heard the nyth,' said Raven. "I was al so

assured that no one has ever believed those nyths to
be literal truths, only poetic expressions. Your
charm ng tal e about Anren who nmade the stars has

not prevented you from having an excell ent grasp of
ast rophysi cs. So what are you guardi ng agai nst?

What ar you afraid of?2."

El favy crouched back. "Nothing." The words
rattled fromher. "If, if, if there were anything..
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woul dn't we have better weapons against it
than bows and spears? People get hurt--by accidents,
by sickness and ol d age. They die, the N ght

has them But not hing el se! There can't be!"
She whirled about and fled.

Tol teca stepped toward Raven, who stood squinting
after the girl. "Turn around," he said. "I'm
going to beat the guts. out of you."

Raven | aughed, a vul pi ne bark. "How nuch
conbat karate do you know, trader's clerk?"

Tolteca dropped a hand to his gun. "W're in

anot her culture,” he said between his teeth. "A
generation of scientific study won't be enough to
map its thought processes. If you think you can go
tranpling freely on these people's feelings, no nore
aware of what you're doing than a bulldozer with a
br oken autopilot--"



They both felt the ground shiver. An instant afterward
t he sound reached them boomni ng down the
sky.

The three Lochl anna were on their feet in a ring,
weapons ai med outward, w thout seeming to have
noved. El sewhere the canp stunbl ed awake, nen
calling to each other through thunders.

Tolteca ran after Elfavy. The sun seenmed renote
and heatl ess, the explosions rattled his teeth together
he felt the earth vibrations in his boots.

The noi se di ed away, but echoes fl ew about for
seconds | onger. Dawyd joined El favy and threw his
arnms around her. A flock of birds soared up, scream ng

The physician's gaze turned westward. Bl ack
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snoke boil ed above the treetops. As Tolteca reached
t he Simons, he saw Dawyd trace the sign agai nst
m sfortune.

"What is it?" shouted the Nanerican. "Wat
happened?"

Dawyd | ooked his way. For a nonent the old eyes
were without recognition. Then he answered curtly,
"Mount Ganis."

"Ch." Tolteca slapped his forehead. The relief

was such that he wanted to how his laughter. O
course! A volcano cleared its throat, after a century
or two of quiet. Wiy in the gal axy were the

Gwdi ona breaki ng canp?

"I never expected this," said Dawyd. "Though
probably our seisnmology is | ess well devel oped than



yours."

"CQur man nmade sone checks, and didn't think we

woul d have any serious trouble if we built a
spaceport here," said Tolteca. "That wasn't a rea
eruption, you know. Just a bit of lava and a good dea
of snoke."

"And a west wind," said Dawyd. "Straight from
Oanis to us."

He paused before addi ng, al nost absent-m ndedly,
"The site | had in mind for your base is

protected fromthis sort of thing. | checked the
airflow patterns with the central neteorol ogica
conputer at Bettwi s, and the funes never wll get

there. It is a nere unlucky happenstance that we
shoul d be at this exact spot, this very nmonent.
Now we rust run, and rmay fear give speed to
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"Froma little snmoke?" asked Tol teca incredul ously.

Dawyd hel d his daughter close. "This is a young

pl anetary system" he said. "Rich in heavy netals.
That snoke and dust, when it arrives, wll include
enough such material to kill us."

By the time they got in notion, jogging south

al ong a sparsely wooded ridge, the cloud had overshadowed
them Kors |ooked past a dimred ball of

sun, estimating with an artilleryman's eye. His lantern
jaw worked a noment, as if chew ng sour cud,

bef ore he spoke.

"W can't go back the way we canme, Conmandant.

That rmuck' 1l fall out all over these parts. W' ve
got to keep headed this way and hope we can get out
fromunder. Ask one of those yokels if he knows a



decent trail."

"Must we have a trail?" puffed WI denvey.
"Let's cut right through the woods."

"Listen to the for-Harry's-sake heat hdwel | er
talk!" jeered Kors. "Porkface, | grew up in the
Ernshaw. Have you ever tried to run through
brush?"

"Save your breath, you two," advised Raven. He

loped a little faster until he joined Dawd and El favy
at the head of the line. G ass whi spered under his
boots, now and then a hobnail rang on a stone and

spar ks showered. The sky was dull brown, streaked

with black, the light fromit |ike tarni shed brass and
casting no shadows. The only bright things in the
worl d were an occasional fire-spit from Mount

Granis, and Elfavy's flying hair.
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Raven put the question to her. He spaced his

words with his breathing, which he kept in rhythm

with his feet. The girl replied in the sane experienced
manner. "lIn this direction, all paths converge

on the Holy Gty. W ought to be safe there, if we

can reach it soon enough."

"Before Bale tinme?" exclai med Dawyd

"I's it forbidden?" asked Raven, and wondered if
he woul d use his guns to enter a refuge tabooed.

"No... no rule of conduct .... But nobody
goes there outside Bale tine!" Dawd shook his
head, bewi |l dered. "It would be a mneaningl ess act."

"Meani ngl ess--to save our |ives?" protested Raven.

"Unsynbolic," said Elfavy. "It would fit into no
pattern." She lifted her face to the spreadi ng darkness
and cried, "But what sense would it make to

breathe that dust? | want to see Byord again!"



"Yes. So. So be it." Dawyd shut his nmouth and
concentrated on maki ng speed.

Raven' s eyes, watching the uneven ground,

touched the girl's quick feet and stayed there. Not
until he tripped on a vine did he remenber exactly
where he was. Then he swore and forced hinself to
think of the situation. Wthout apalytical apparatus,
he had no way to confirmthat vol canic ash was as
dangerous as Dawyd cl ained; but it seemed reasonabl e,
on a planet like this. The frst expedition had

been warned about many vegetabl e speci es that were
poi sonous to nman sinply because they grew in soi

| oaded with heavy elenents. It wouldn't take a | ot of
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i nhaled netallic material to destroy you: radioac-tives,
arsenates, perhaps mercury liberated fromits

oxi de by heat. A few gul ps and you were done.

Dying nmight take a while, prolonged by the nedics'
attenpts to get ff hopel essly big dose out of your

body. Not that Raven intended to watch his own

l ungs and brain go rotten. His pistol could do hima
final service. But

El favy-

They stopped to rest at the head of a downward
trail. One of the Gwdi ona objected through a
dried-out throat: "Not the Holy City! W' d destroy
the entire meaning of Balel™

"No, we wouldn't." Dawyd, who had been

thinking as he trotted, answered with an authority
that pulled their reddened eyes to him "The eruption
at the noment when we happened to be

downwi nd was an acci dent so inprobable it was

sensel ess. Right? The N ght Face called Chaos."
Several men crossed thensel ves, but they nodded
agreement. "If we redress the matter--restore the

bal ance of events, of |ogical sequence--by entering
the Focus of God (in our purely human persona at

that, which makes our act a parable of man's consci ous
reasoni ng powers, his science)what cOU d

be nore significant?"

They mulled it over while the gl oomthickened
and Mount Granis boonmed at their backs. One by
one, they nurnured assent. Tolteca whispered to
Raven, in |Ispanyo, "OCa, | do believe | see a new
nmyth bei ng born."



"Yes. They'l|l doubtless bring one of their

guasi
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gods into it, a few generations hence, while preserving
an accurate historical account of what really
happened! "

"But by all creation! Here they are, running from

an unnecessarily horrible death, and they argue

whet her it would be artistic to shelter in this tenple
spot!"”

"It nmakes nore sense than you think," said

Raven sonberly. "I remenber once when | was a

boy, ny very first canpaign in fact. Acivil' war, the
Bitter Water clan against ny own Ethnos. W boxed

a reginment of themin the Staw Hills, expecting
themto dig in. They woul dn't, because there were
brave men's graves everywhere around, the Danoora
who fell three hundred years ago. They cane out
prepared to be mowed down. \When we grasped the
situation, we let themgo, gave them a day's head
start. They reached their main body, which perhaps
turned the course of the war. But that victory would
have cost us too nuch."

Tol teca shook his head. "I don't understand
you. "

"You wouldn't."

"Any more than you woul d understand why nen

died to pull down the foreign castles on our planet."
"Well, maybe so."

Raven wonder ed how nmuch | et hal dust he was
al ready breathing. Not enough to matter, yet, he
decided. The air was still clean in his nostrils, he



could still see far across hills and down forested
sl opes. The heavy particles and stones were not
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dangerous. It was the finely divided material, slowy
settling over many hectares, which could kill rmen.

Li ke a mind-reader, Dawyd said to him "The

Holy Gty will be alnpst ideal for us. Aidlow patterns
protect it too fromthe ash, where it lies right

under the Steeps of Kolunkill. The site was chosen

with that in mnd, even though our |ocal vol canoes

very rarely erupt. W shall have to wait there till the
next rain, which may take a few days at this season
That will carry down the |ast airborne dust, |each

fromthe soil what has fallen, wash the poison into

the rivers and so into the sea, safely diluted. The Gty
has anple food supplies, and | see no reason why we
shoul d not avail ourselves of them"

He rose. "But first we must get there," he
fini shed. "Does everyone have his breath back?"
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Tig ms'r of the journey was little remenbered. They
went at a dogtrot, along well-kept trails, under coo

| eaves; they halted a few minutes at a tine when it
seened indicated; but toward the end men | urched

along in each other's arnms. Three Nanericans col | apsed.
Dawyd had pol es chopped and rai ncoats

spread to make litters for them No one conpl ai ned

at the burden. Perhaps that was only because no

energy was left to conplain.



When he entered the Holy Gty, Raven hinself
scarcely saw it. He retained enough strength to
spread a bedroll for Elfavy, who spraw ed quietly
down and passed out. He brought a cup of water for
Dawyd, who |lay on his back and stared with eyes
enpti ed of awareness. He even washed the grine
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and sweat from hinmself before crawing into his own
bag. But then darkness cl ubbed him

Wien he awoke, it took a few seconds before he

knew his own name, and a bit longer to fix his
location. He rallied those drilled reflexes by which
he could deny to hinmself that he was stiff and aching.
Shadow froma wall covered him but he | ooked

straight up to the stars. Had he slept so | ong?The sky
was utterly clear; nen were indeed safe in this place
The constellations glittered in unfam liar patterns.
He coul d barely recognize the one they called The

Pl omman on Lochlann: its distortion made himfeel

cold and al one. The Nebul a, dimm ng sonme parts of

the sky and blotting out others, was sonehow | ess
alien.

He | eft his bag, hunkered in the dark and opened

t he packsack that had been his pillowwith fingers
too schooled to need light. Quickly he dressed. Dagger
and pistol nmade a conforting drag on his flanks.

He threw a w de-sl eeved tunic over the drab route
clothes, for it flaunted the crests of his famly and
nati on, and he glided between nmen still unconsci ous,

i nto the open.

The night was very quiet. He stood in a forum if it
could be so named. There was no paving in the Holy
Cty, but thick pseudonoss |lay cool and full of dew
under his feet. On every side rose white nmarble

buil dings, long and low, fluted delicate col ums
uphol di ng portico roofs where figures danced on
friezes. Their doorless main entrances gaped w de
atop nmossy ranps, but the wi ndows were nere slits.
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Col onnades and wi ngs knitted themtogether in a

| abyrinthine unity. Behind the square that they defined
stood a ring of towers, airily slender, with

bronze cupol as that rmust show a soft green by daylight.
The entire place was surrounded by an anphitheater

or whatever you wanted to call it: |ow

noss-carpeted tiers enclosing the city like the sides
of a chalice. Trees grewthickly on its top

Down here on the bottomthere were no trees; but

many formal gardens--rather, a single, reticul ated

one, interwoven with the houses and the towers--held
beds of Terran violets and thornless roses, native

jule and sunbl oom and bal ef | ower and ruch el se

whi ch Raven didn't recognize. Sout hward, above

the rimof the chalice, those cliffs called the Steeps of
Kol unki Il shoul dered agai nst the stars.

He was able to see much detail, for the moon She

was rising in the west. Its retrograde path woul d take
it over the sky and through half a cycle of phases
during half a night period. Already it was a white
semcircle, a degree in angular dianmeter, filling the
hol l ow with unreal 1ight.

A fountain tinkled in the' niddle of the forum
Raven had cl eaned hinself there before he slept. He
crossed to its little noss-grown bow and drank unti
his mumy gullet felt alive again. The water gurgled
back down a whi nsi cal drainpipe, a grotesque fish
face. Well, why shouldn't there be humor in the
geonetric center of sacredness? thought Raven. The
peopl e of Gwydi on | aughed nore than nost, not
raucously like a Nanerican or wolfshily like a
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Lochl anna, but a gentle mirth which found sonething
comi cal in the grandest things. The water nust

cone from sone woodl and spring, it had a wild
taste.

He heard a noi se and whirled about, one hand on
his gun. Elfavy entered the moonlight. "Ch," he
said stupidly. "Are you awake, m | ady?"

She chuckl ed. "No. | am sound asleep in ny bed
in Instar.” Treading close:"l woke an hour or nore

ago, but didn't want to nove. Not for a day, at |east!

Then | saw you here and---" Her voice trailed off.

Raven directed his heartbeat to sl ow down. It
obeyed poorly. "Soneone should keep watch," he
said. "May as well be ne."

"No need, far-friend. There are no dangers
here.”

"WI!ld ani nal s?"

"Robots keep them off. OQther robots maintain the
grounds."” She pointed to a little wheel ed nachi ne
weedi ng a rosebed with delicate tendrils.

Raven grinned. "Ah, but who maintains the
robot s?"

"Silly! An automatic unit, of course. Every five
years--local years, | nean, so it's about once in a
gener ati onsour engi neers hold a m dw nter cerenony
where they inspect the facilities and bring in
fresh supplies.”

"l see. And otherw se no one ever cones here
except at, uh, Bale tinme?"

She nodded. "No reason to. 'Shall we | ook
around? Wl ki ng m ght get the cranp out of ny
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| egs."” She made the suggestion with no trace of
awe, as if offering to show him any |ocal curiosum

Their feet fell noiseless on the noss, and its
springi ness seened to renove much of their exhaustion
The buil dings | ooked like faerie work, there

under the brutal nmass of Kolunkill; but as he reached
a doorway, Raven saw that their walls were heavy

and strong as the rest of Gwdi ona architecture.

Wthin, light came fromfluoros, recessed in the high
ceiling; probably solar battery powered, Raven
t hought. The illum nation was dim but there was

little to s anyhow. a graci ous anteroom archways
openi ng on corridors.

"W nustn't go very deeply in," said the girl

"or we could get |lost and bl under around for quite
some time before finding our way out. Look." She

poi nted down a hall, toward an intersecti on whence
five other passages radiated. "That is only the edge
of the maze."

Raven touched a wall. It yielded to his fingers, the
same rubbery gray substance that covered the floor
"What's this?" he asked. "A synthetic el astomner?
Does it line the whole interior?"

"Yes," said Elfavy. Her tone grew indifferent.
"There's nothing in here, really. Let's go up in one
of the towers, then you can see the total pattern.”

"A nmoment, if you grant." Raven opened one of

t he doors which marched al ong the nearest corridor
It was steel, as usual, though coated with the soft
pl astic, and had an inside bolt. The room beyond was
ventilated through a slit-window A toilet and water
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tap were the only furnishings, but a heap of stuffed
bags filled one coner. "Wat's in those?" he inquired.

"Food, sealed in plastiskins," Elfavy answered.

"An artificial food, which keeps indefinitely. I'm
afraid you won't find it very exciting when we nust
live off it, but everything necessary for nutrition is
i ncl uded. "

"You seemto live rather austerely at Bale tine,"
sai d Raven. He watched her fromthe edge of an eye.

"It is notine to worry about material needs.

I nstead, you grab a sack of food and slit it open with
your thunbnail when hungry, drink froma tap or
fountain when thirsty, flop down anywhere when

sl eepy. "

"I see. But what is the inportant thing you do, to
whi ch keeping alive is just incidental ?"

"I told you." She left the roomw th a quick
nervous stride. "W are CGod."

"But when | asked you what you neant by that,
you said you couldn't explain."

"I can't." She evaded his glance. Her voice was

not perfectly level. "Don't you see, it goes beyond

| anguage. Any | anguage. Manki nd enpl oys sever al

you realize, besides speech. Mathematics is one,

musi ¢ anot her, painting another, choreography

anot her, and so on. According to what you have told

me, Gwydion seenms to be the only planet where

nmyth was al so devel oped, deliberately and systematically,
as still a different |anguage--not by primtives

who confused it with the concepts of science or
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conmon sense, but by people trained in semantics,
who knew t hat each | anguage descri bes one single
facet of reality, and wanted nyth to help themtalk
about somet hing for which the others are inadequate.



You can't believe, for instance, that mathematics

and poetry are interchangeable!"

"No," said Raven.

She brushed back her tousled hair and went on
eager now. "Well, what happens at Bale time could
only be described by a fusion of every | anguage,

i ncl udi ng those no human bei ng has yet inagined.
And such super-1anguage is inpossible, because it
woul d be sel f-contradictory."

"Do you mean that during Bale you perceive, or
conmune with, total reality?"

They came out into the open again. She hastened

across the forum through the barred shadow of a

col onnade to the spires beyond. He had never seen

anyt hing so beautiful as the sight of her running in

t he nmoonlight. She stopped at a tower doorway, it

cast a darkness over her and she said fromthe darkness,

"That's merely another set of words, |iatha.
Not even a label. | w sh you could be here yourself
and know "

They entered and started. upward. A padded ranp
wound around snmall roons. The passage was wanly

it and stuffy. After a silence, Raven asked, "What
was it you called nme?"

"What ?" He couldn't be sure in the gloom but he
t hought her face was stained with quick color

"Liatha. | don't know that word."

THE NI GHT FACE

Her | ashes fluttered down. "Nothing," she munbl ed.
"An expression."

"Ah, let me guess."” He wanted to nmake a joke, to
suggest that it meant oaf, barbarian, villain,
swi nedog, but remenbered that Gwydi ona had no
such ternms. Since she | ooked at himw th enornous



expectant eyes he nust blunder, "Darling,
bel oved--"

She stopped, shrinking back against the wall in
di smay. "You said you didn't know "

The discipline of a lifetime kept himwalking.

When she rejoi ned hi mhe nade hinsel f say, lightly,
t hrough a clanor, "You are nost kind, peacenaker
but I don't need any further flattery than the fact
you have tine to spare for ne."

"There will be time enough for everything else,"
she whi spered, "after you are gone."

The hi ghest room i mediately under the cupol a,
was the only one which possessed a true w ndow,
rather than a slit. Monlight cataracted past its

bronze grille. The air was warm but that |ight nade

t hat

Elfavy's hair seemto crackle with frost. She pointed
out at the intricate interlocking of l|abyrinth, towers,

and fl owerbeds. "The hexagons inscribed in circles
nmean the laws of nature,"” she began in a subdued
voice, "their regularity enclosed in some greater
schene. It is the sign of Onan the Sunsnith,
who---" She stopped. Neither of them had been

listening. They searched each other's faces under the

f enced-of f noon.

"Must you go?" she asked finally.

THE NI GHT FACE

"I have made prom ses at hone," he said.

"But after they are fulfilled?"

"I don't know." He considered the stranger sky.
In the southern hem sphere, which was oriented
nore nearly toward the direction whence he had
cone, the constellations would be | ess changed. But
no one lived in the southern hem sphere. "l've
known people from one place, one culture, who tried
to settle into another,"

"It mght. If there were willingness. A Gwdi o-na,

he said. "It rarely works."



for example, could be happy even on, well, on
Lochl ann. "

"1 wonder."

"WIl you do sonething for ne? Now?"

H s pul ses junmped. "If | can, mlady."

"Sing me the rest of that song. The one you sang
when we first nmet."

"What ? Ch, yes, The Unquiet Grave. But you
couldn't--"

"I would like to try again. Since you are fond of it.
Pl ease. "

He hadn't brought his flute, but he sang low in the

chilly light:

Tis |, ny love, sits on your grave

And will not let you sleep;

For | crave one kiss of your clay-cold Iips

And that is all | seek.'

"'You crave one kiss of my clay-cold |ips;

But my breath smells earthy strong.

If you have one kiss of ny clay-cold lips

Your tine will not be long.'"
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"No," said El favy. She gul ped and hugged herself,
seeking warmh. "I'msorry."



He recall ed again that there was no tragic art on

Gwdi on. None what soever. He wondered what a

LeZtr or an Aganmemmon or an O d Men At Centauri

mght do to her. O the real thing, even: Vard of
Hel | dal e, rebelling for a fam |y honor he didn't believe
in, defeated and. slain by his own conrades;

young Brand who broke his reginental oath, gave up
friends and wealth and the mi stress he | oved nore

than the sun, to go live in a peasant's hut and tend his
i nsane wfe.

He wondered if he, himself, was healthy enough
within the skull to Iive on Gwydi on.

The girl rubbed her eyes. "Best we go down
again," she said dully. "Qthers will soon be awake.
They won't know what has become of us."

"W'll talk later," sai dRaven. "When we aren't
so tired."

"OfF course," she said.
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Re4 CXM the follow ng afternoon; first thun-derheads
banked over Kol unkill Iike blue-black

granite, lightning livid in their caverns, then
cataracts borne on a whooping east wind, finally a

| ong sl acking of f when the Gmydi ona ronped nude

on turf that glittered where sunbeans struck through
the pillars of slowmy falling water. Tolteca joined the
bal | ganme, as vigorous a one as he had ever played.
Afterward they | ounged about indoors, around a fire
built on a hearth inprovised fromstones, and yarned.
The nmen probed his recollections with an insatiable

wi sh to | earn nore about the gal axy. Theyhad tal es

to give in exchange, nothing of interhuman con-flict--they
seened puzzl ed and troubl ed by that

i dea- but lusty enough, happeni ngs of sea and forest

and nount ai n.
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"So we sat in that diving bell waiting to see if their
grapple would find us before we ran out of air,"
LIyrdin said, "and | never played better chess in ny
life. It got right thick in there, too, before they
snat ched us up. They could have had the decency to

be a few minutes |onger about it, though. | had such a
| ovel y end gane planned out! But of course the

board was upset as they hauled on the bell."'

"And what night that synbolize.'?" Tolteca
t eased him

LIyrdin shrugged. "I don't know. I'mnot nuch

of a thinker, nyself. Maybe God |ikes a joke now
and then. But if so, WM has a pawky sense of
hurnor . "

After the storm had passed, the party went on to

t he spaceport site. Tolteca put in a busy day and

ni ght investigating the area. It would serve admrably,
he deci ded.

Though Bal e tinme was drawi ng near and the

Gwdi ona were anxious to get home, Dawyd ordered

a roundabout route. The rain had laid the

vol cani ¢ dust, but nore precipitati on woul d be
needed to purify the ground entirely. It would be
foolish to retrace their path across that tainted soil.
He ai ned for a shoul der of the nountains which
jutted out of the massif on the north, between the
expedition and the coast. The pass across it rose
above timnberline, and travel was rugged. They
stopped for sone hours in the uppernost woods to
rest before the final ascent. That was in the nmddle
nor ni ng.

After he had eaten, Tolteca left canp to wash in a
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pool further down the stream which fl owed nearby.

G acier-fed, the water nunmbed him but after he had
towel ed hinself he felt like a. minor sun. He donned
his clothes and wandered restlessly in search of a fal
he could hear in the distance. A gane trail |ed

t hrough the brush toward its foot.-He was about to
energe there when he heard voices. Raven and El-favy!

"Please,"” the girl said. Her tone trenbled. "I beg
you, be reasonable."

The distress in her shocked Tolteca. For a nonent

of rage he wanted to burst forth and have it out with
Raven. He checked hinsel f. Eavesdroppi ng was un-gentl enmanly.
Even if--or perhaps especially

because--those two had been so much in each

other's conpany since the first night in the Holy

City. But if she was in sone difficulty, he wanted to
know about it so he could try to help her, and he
didn't think she would tell himwhat the nmatter was if
he put a direct question. There were cultural barriers,
taboo or enbarrassment, which only Raven was

cal | ous enough to hamer down.

Tolteca wet his lips. H s palnms grew sweaty and

the pulse thuttered in his ears, nearly as loud as the
streamthat junped over the bluff before him To

Chaos with being a gentl eman, he decided violently,

sl i pped behind a natural hedge and peered through

the | eaves.

The water foamed down into a dell filled with
young trees. Their foliage nade a shifting pattern of
[ ight and shadow under the deep upl and sky.

Rai n
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bows danced in the water snmoke, currents swirled
about rocks covered with soft green growth, the
stones on the fiverbed seened to tipple. Cool and
danp, the air rang with the noise of the fall. High



over head wheeled a single bird of prey.

Raven si 6od on the bank, a statue in a black

traveling cl oak. The harsh face m ght have been cast

in metal as he regarded the girl. She kept tw sting her
own gaze away fromhis, and her fingers westled

with each other. Tiny droplets caught in her hair

broke the sunlight into flam ng shards, but that unbound
mane was itself the brightest thing before

Tol teca' s eyes.

"I am bei ng reasonabl e,” Raven snapped.
"When ny nose is robbed in sonething for the third
time running, | don't ignore the snell."

"Third time? What do you nean? Wy are you so
angry today?"

Raven gave an el aborate sigh and ticked the points

off on his fingers. "W've been over this ground
before. First: your houses are built like fortresses.
Yes, you tell nme that's a synbol, but | have trouble
believing that rational people like you would go to so
much troubl e and expense for sonething that was
not hi ng but a synbol. Second: nobody |ives al one

any nore, especially not in the wilderuess. | can't
forget that place where it was tried once. Those
people were killed with weapons. Third: while we

were | ooki ng over the port site, your father nade a
remark about caves in the cliff being easily made into
Bale tinme shelters. Wen | asked himwhat he had in
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m nd, he suddenly discovered he had an urgent nmatter
to attend to el sewhere. Wien | asked a coupl e of

the others, they grew al nost as unhappy as you and
munbl ed sonet hi ng about taking i nsurance agai nst

unf or seeabl e acci dents.

"What tore it for ne was when | pressed Cardwyr

for a real explanation, a few hours ago on the narch.
He' d been so frank with me in every other respect
that | felt he'd continue that way. But instead, he



cane as near losing his tenper as |'ve ever seen a
Gwdi ona do. | thought for a minute he was going to
hit me. But he just stalked off telling ne to inprove
ny nanners.

"Something is wong here. Wy don't you give
us fair warning?"

Elfavy turned as if to depart. She blinked very

fast, and a wetness glinted on her cheek. "I thought
you... you invited ne to go for a walk," she said.
"But--"

He caught her by the arm ' 'Listen," he said nore
gently. "Please listen, |I'm picking on you because,
wel |, you've honored me with reason to think you

won't lie or evade when sonething is really inportant
to me. And this is. You' ve never seen violence,

but I have. Mich too often. | know what comes of it,
andl have to do what | can to keep it fromyou. Do
you follow ne? | have to."

She ceased pul ling agai nst himand stood shivering,
her head bent so that the locks fell past her face
and hid it. Raven studied her for a while. Hs nouth
lost its, hardness. "Sit down, ny dear," he said at

| ast.
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El favy |l owered herself to the ground as if strength
had deserted her. He joined her and took one snall
hand in his. There went a stabbing through Tolt-eca.

"Are you forbidden to tal k about this?" Raven
asked, so low that the brawling of the fall nearly
drowned t he questi on.

She shook her head.

"Why won't you, then?"



"I--" Her fingers tightened around his palm and
she laid her other hand over it. He sat cat-passive
whil e she gul ped for breath. "I don't know W
don't--" Some seconds passed before she coul d get
the words out. "We hardly ever talk about it. O
think about it. It's too dreadful,”

There is such a thing as an unconsci ous taboo,
Tol teca remenbered through the tides in his brain,
laid by the self upon the self.

"And it's not as if the bad things happen very
often, now that... that we've |learned how to take

precautions. Long ago it was worse--" She
braced herself and | ooked squarely at him "You
live with greater hazards and horrors than ours, al
the time, do you not?"

Raven smiled very slightly. "Ah-ah, there. | decline
your counter-challenge. Let's stick to the main

i ssue- Somet hing occurs, or can occur, during Bale.
That's plain to see. Your people nust have wondered
what, if they don't actually know. "

"Yes. There have been ideas." Elfavy seened to
have recovered her nerve. She frowned at the earth
for a space and then said alnost coolly, "W are not
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much gi ven on Gwdi on to exam ning our own

souls, as you fromthe stars seemto be. | suppose that
i s because we're sinpler. Mguel said to me once

that he woul d not have believed there could be an
entire race so free of internal conflicts as us, until he
cane here." She spoke my nanme/ "I don't know

about that, but | dO know that I've little skill in
readi ng ny own i nnost thoughts. So | can't tell you
with certainty why we so loathe to think about the
danger at Bale time. However, might it not be that

one hates to associate the nost joyous nonents of

one's lifewith . . . with that other thing?"

"M ght be," said Raven noncomm ttally.

She raised her head, tossing the tresses down her
back, and went on. "Still Bale is when God cones,



and God has Wi N ght Faces too. Not everyone
returns fromthe tdoly City."

"\What happens to thenf"

"There is a theory that the nountain ape is driven
mad by the nearness of God and comes down into the

| owl ands, killing and destroying. That woul d account
for the facts. Actually, | suppose if you forced
every person on Gwdion to give you an opinion, as
you forced ne, nost would say this idea nmust be the
ri ght one."

"Haven't you tried to check up on it? Wy not
| eave sonebody behind in the towns, waiting in
anbush, to see?"

"No. Who would forego his trip to the Holy City,
for any reason?"

"Hm One might at |east |eave automatic
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caneras. But | can find out about that |later. Wlat's
this mountain ape |ike?"

"An omnivore, which often catches ganme to eat.
They travel in flocks."

"l should think a closed door and a barred w ndow
woul d serve agai nst animals. And don't you keep
guard robots at your sanctuaries?"

"Well, the idea is that the beast may be half
intelligent. How could it be found on so many i sl ands,
if it did not sonetines cross the water on a

| og?"

"That coul d happen accidentally. O the islands

may be the remmants of an original continent. There
nmust at | east have been | and bridges now and then
here and there, in the geol ogical past."



"Wl |, perhaps," she said reluctantly. "But suppose
the nountain ape i s cunning enough to get by a

guard robot. That needn't happen very often, you

see, to cause trouble. Suppose it has gotten to the
poi nt of using tools that can break and pry. | don't
bel i eve that anyone has ever really investigated its
habits. It usually stays far out in the wlderness. Only
conmuni ties which lie near the edge of a great

forest, like Instar, ever glinpse a wandering flock
Remenber, we are only ten million people, scattered
over a planet. It's too big for us to know everything."

She seened entirely cal mnow. Her gaze went

around the dell, up the tunbling river to the sky and
the hunting bird. She smled. "And it is right that the
worl d be so," she said. "Wuld you want to live
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where there is no nystery and not hi ng unconquer ed?"

"No," Raven agreed. "l suppose that's why nen
went to the stars in the first place.”

"And must keep | ooking ever further, as they

suck the planets dry," Elfavy said with conpassion
tinged by the |l east hint of scorn. "W keep the
frontiers that we already have."

"I like that attitude," Raven said. "But | don't

see any sense in letting an active menace run | oose.
W'l look into this nmountain ape business, and if
that turns out to be the trouble, we'll soon find ways
to deal with the brutes.”

El favy's mouth fell open. She stared at himin a
blind fashion. "No," she gasped, "you woul dn't
exterm nate them"

"Unm. . . that's right, you'd consider that

i Mmoral, wouldn't you? Very well, let the species
live. But it can be eradicated in inhabited
areas."



"What ?" She yanked her hands from his.

"Now, wait a bit," Raven protested. "I know

you don't have any nonsense here about the sacredness
of life. You fish and hunt and butcher donestic
animal s, not for sport but quite cheerfully for
economni c reasons. Wiat's the difference in this
case?"

"The apes may be intelligent!"

"On a very low plane, maybe. | wouldn't |et that
bother me. But if you're so squeam sh, | suppose
they could sinply be stunned and airlifted en masse
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to a distant plateau or sonme place. |'msure they
woul dn't nuch mind."

"Stop." She raised herself to a crouch. Through

the close-fitting tunic, on the bare sun-gold arms and
| egs, Tolteca could see the tension that shook her
"Can you not understand? The Ni ght Faces nust

be! "

"Brake back, there," Raven said. He reached for
her. "I only suggested---"

"Let me alone!" She sprang to her feet and fled
up the trail, alnobst brushing Tolteca but unaware of
himin her weeping.

Raven swore, the word was |ess angry than hurt
and bitter, and started to follow. That's plenty,
Tolteca thought in a gust of tenper, and stepped
forth. "What's going on here?" he demanded.

Raven glided to a halt. "How | ong have you been
listening?" he murmured in a tiger's voice.



"Long enough. | heard her ask you to |et her be.
So do it."

They confronted each other a little while. Shadow
and sunlight speckled Raven's bl ack shape. A breeze

bl ew spray fromthe fall into Tolteca's face. He
tasted it frigid on his. lips, but a snmell akin to bl ood
was in his nostrils. If he junps ne, |I' Il shoot. | wll.

Raven | et out a deep breath. The heavy shoul ders
sl unped noticeably. "I suppose that is best," he
said, and turned around to stare at the river

The swift end of the scene was |ike having a wal
col I apse on which Tolteca had been | eaning. He
knew wi th horror that his hand had been on his pisto
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butt, and snatched it away. Ylemt Wat's happened
to ne?

What woul d have happened, if-- He needed his
whol e courage not to bolt.

Raven strai ghtened. "Your chivalrous indignation
does you credit," he said sarcastically, around

t he back of his head. "But | assure you | was only
trying to keep her fromgetting nmurdered one fine
festival night."

Still shaken, Tolteca grasped at the chance to
snoot h things over. "I know," he said. "But you
have to respect the sensitivities of people. Different

cultures have the damedest geases."
"Uh~huh."

"Did you ever hear why trade with Orillion was
abandoned, why nobody goes there any nore? It

seened one of the nmpbst promnising of the isolated

worl ds that we'd cone upon. Honest, warmhearted
peopl e. So warmhearted that we coul dn't possibly

deal with themif we kept on refusing their offers of
i ndi vidual friendship . . which involved



honosexual relations. We couldn't even explain to
themwhy it wouldn't do."

"Yes, |'ve heard of that case."

"You can't go bursting into the nost inportant

parts of people's lives like an artillery shell. Such
conpul sions have their roots in the very bottom of

t he unconsci ous mnd. The peopl e thenselves can't
think |l ogically about them Suppose | cast doubts on
your father's honor. You'd probably kill ne. But if
you said sonething like that to ne, I wouldn't get
resentful to the point of homcide."
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Raven faced hi m again, cocking one brow upward.
"What are your touchy points, then.'?" he
asked dryly.

"Eh? Wy, well--famly, | guess, even if that

rel ationship isn't as strong as for a Lochlanna. Wy

pl anet. Denocratic government. Not that | mnind

di scussing any of those things, arguing about them |
don't believe in fighting till there's a direct physica
threat. And | can entertain the possibility that ny
notions are conpletely mstaken. Certainly there's
nothing that can't be inproved.."

"The autononous individual," Raven said. "

feel sorry for you."

He went on rapidly: "But there is sonething

danger ous on Gwydi on, especially at that so-called
Bal e season. |'ve learned that a certain animal, the
mountain ape, is generally believed to be responsible.
Do you have any information about the creature?

"N-no. In nost | anguages, 'ape' neans a nore or

| ess anthropoid animal, fairly bright though w thout
tools or a true speech. The type is comopn on
terrestroid planets--parallel evolution."



"I know. " Raven reached a decision. "Look

here, you'll agree that action nmust be taken, for the
safety of base personnel if nothing el se. Later on we
can worry about how to do it without offending |oca
prejudi ces. But first we have to know what the
practical problemis. Could the apes really be the
destroyers? Elfavy was so irrational on the subject
that | can't just take her word, or any Gwydiona's.
"Il have to investigate for nyself. You nentioned to
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me once that you've been on long hunting trips in the
forests of several planets. And | suppose you are

better than | at worming things out of people, especially
when it involves their sore spots. So could you

quietly find out what the spoor of the apes |ooks like,
and so on? Then if we get a chance we can go off and

have a | ook for ourselves. Agreed?"

80

Vi

THERE WERE NO signs until the party was over the pass

and down in the woods on the opposite slope. But

t hen young Beodag, who was a forester by trade,

spotted the traces and pointed themout to Tolteca

and Raven. The trail was fairly clear, tranpled grass

and broken twi gs, caerdu trees stripped of their succul ent
buds, hol es where tubers or rodentoids had

been snat ched out of the ground. "Be careful," he

war ned. "They have been known to attack mnen.

You really ought to take a larger party."

Raven sl apped the hol ster of his pistol. "This wll
handl e nore than one fl ock of anything," he said.



"Especially with a clip of explosive bullets init."

"And, uh, nore people might only alarmthem"
Tolteca said. "Besides, you couldn't help us. W' ve
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both had encounters before now with animals on the
verge of intelligence, not to nention fully devel oped
nonhuman races. W know what signs to watch for
I'"mafraid you Gwdi ona don't, as yet."

Beodag | ooked a trifle skeptical but didn't press
the point. It was assuned here that any adult knew
what he was doi ng. Dawyd and his nen had only

been told that it was desirable to investigate the
nmount ai n apes, since protection against their raids
m ght be needed at the spaceport. Elfavy, retreated
i nto an unhappy sil ence, had not given Tolteca the
lie.

"Well," Beodag said, "luck attend you. But |
doubt you will discover much. At least, | have never
seen themcarrying anything like tools. |'ve nmerely

heard third- and fourth-hand stories, and you know
how they can grow in the telling."

Raven nodded, turned on his heel, nd headed into

the forest. Tolteca hurried to catch up. The sound of
the others was soon | eft behind, and the outwodders
wal ked through a stillness broken only by rustlings
and chirpings. The trees here grewtall, with sheer
reddi sh trunks that broke into a dense roof of |eaves
hi gh overhead. In that shade there was little underbrush
only a thick soft nould speckled with fungi

The air was warnmer than usual at this altitude. It
carded a pungent snell, remnmi nding of thyme, sage,

or savory.

"l wonder what nakes that odor?" Tolteca said.
He had his answer a few minutes |later, when they
crossed a neadow where | esser plants could grow. A

82



THE NI GHT FACE

thi ck stand of bushes had expl oded into bl oom scarlet
flowers surrounded by bee-like insects, filling the
area with their scent. He stopped for a close inspection

"You know," he said, "I think this nust be a

rather near relative of baleflower. Cbserve the |eaf
structure. Evidently this species bloonms a little earlier
in the year, though."

"Mm yes." Raven stopped and rubbed his chin.

The col d green eyes grew thoughtful. "It occurs to

me that the true bal ef| ower should be opening its

buds very soon after we get back to Instar--which is

to say, just about in time for the Bale festival, whatever
that is. In a culture like this, bearing in mnd the

i ke names, that's no coincidence. And yet they

never seemto tell stories about the plant, the way

t hey do about everything else in sight.”

"I've noticed that," said Tolteca. "But we'd

better not ask thembluntly why, not at least till we
know nore. When we return. |I'mgoing to send our
linguists into the ship's library to do an etynol ogi ca
and semantic study of that word bale.”

"Good idea. Wiile you're at it, dig up a bush
'soneti nme when nobody's | ooking and have it chemically
anal yzed. "

"Very well," said Tolteca, though he w nced at
the inplications.

"Meanwhil e," said Raven, "we've another project.
Let's go."

They re-entered the cathedral stillness of the
forest. Their footfalls were nmuffled until their
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breat hi ng seened unnaturally |loud. The trail of the

ape band remnained plain to see, prints in the ground,
mutil ated vegetation, excrenent. "Pretty form dabl e

animals, if they plow their way as openly as

this," Raven remarked. "They're as sloppy as hunans.

| daresay they can nove quietly when they

hunt, however."

"Thi nk we can get cl ose enough to spy on then®"
Tol t eca asked.

"We can try. By all accounts, they have little
shyness toward nen. Certainly we can fnd sone

spot where they've stayed a few days and check the
rubbi sh. You can tell if a bone was split with a rock
for instance, or if sonebody has been chi pping stone
to shape.”

"Suppose they do turn out to be what we're | ooking
for? Wat then?"

"That depends. W can try to talk the Gwydi ona
out of their nonsensical attitude--"

"It isn't nonsense!" Tolteca protested indignantly.
"Not in their own terns."

"It's "always ridiculous to submt meekly to a
threat," Raven said. "Stop being so tender with
fool i shness. "

The nenory rose in Tolteca of Elfavy's troubl ed

face. "That's about enough out of you," he rapped.
"This isn't your planet. It isn't even your expedition
Keep your place, sir."

They halted. A flush darkened Raven's high
cheekbones. "Keep a | eash on that tongue of
yours," he retorted.
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"We're not here to exploit them You'll damed
wel | respect their ethos or I'll see you in irons!"

"What the chaos do you know about an ethos, you
cul turel ess nmoneysniffer."'?"

"l know better than to--to drive a wonan to tears.
You'll stop that too, hear ne?"

"Ah, so," said Raven nobst softly. "That's the
| ayout, eh?"

Tolteca braced hinself for a fight. It cane from an
unawai ted quarter. Suddenly the air was full of
shapes.

They dropped fromthe trees, onto the ground, and
threw thensel ves at the nmen. Raven sprang aside

and pulled his gun |oose. Hs first shot m ssed. There
was no second. A hairy body clinbed onto his back

and anot her seized his arm He went down in a welter
of them

Tolteca yelled and ran. An ape laid hold of his
trouser leg. He snmashed the other boot into the
animal's nmuzzle. The hands let go. Two nore | eaped
at him He dodged their charge and pelted over the
grQund. Get his back agai nst yonder bole, spray
themwi th automatic fire--He whirled and raised his
pi stol.

An ape cast a stone it had been carrying. The

m ssile smacked Tolteca's tenple. Pain blinded

him He lurched, and then they were on him Thick

arnms dragged himto earth. H s nose was full of their
hair and rank snell. Fangs snapped yellow, a centineter
before his face. He struck out wildly. Hs fist
rebounded fromridged nuscle. The drubbing and
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cl awi ng becane his whol e universe. He whirled into
a redness that rang.

When he came to hinmself, a minute or two afterward,
he was pinioned by two of them A third

approached, unwinding a thin vine fromits waist.
H s arns were | ashed behind his back

He 'shook his head, which throbbed and stabbed
hi m and dri pped bl ood down on his tunic, and | ooked
around. Raven had been secured in the sanme manner
The apes squatted to stare, or bounced about
chattering. They nunbered a dozen or so, all nales,
somewhat over a neter tall, tailed, heavybodi ed,
covered with greenish fur and tawny manes. The
faces were blunt, and they had four-fingered hands
with fairly well-devel oped thunbs. Several carried
bones of leg or jaw from | arge herbivores.

"Oa," Tolteca groaned. "Are you--are--"

"Not too much damaged yet," Raven said tightly,
t hrough brui sed lips. Sonmehow he found a harsh
chuckle. "But ny pride! They were tracking us.t"

An ape picked up one of the dropped pistols,
fingered it, and tossed it aside. Others renoved the
men's daggers fromthe sheaths, but soon di scarded
them i kewi se. Hard hands pl ucked and prodded at
Tolteca, ripped his garnents with their curious

pl uckings. It cane to himwith a gulp of horror that
he mght well die here.

He fought down panic and tested his bonds. Wi st
was | ashed to wist by a strand too tough to break
Raven lay in a nore rel axed position on his back
squirming a little as the apes played with him
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The | argest how ed a syllable. The gang stopped

their noise and got briskly to their feet. Though short
of leg and long of toe, they were true bipeds. The
humans were haul ed up with casual brutality and the
procession started off deeper into the woods.

Only then, as the daze cleared fully fromhim did
Tolteca realize that the bones his captors carried
wer e 'weapons, club and sharp-toothed knife.



"Proto-intelligent--" he began. The ape beside him
cuffed himin the nouth. Evidently silence was the
rule on the trail

He didn't stunble |long through his nightnmare.

They came out into another nmeadow, where an insolently
brilliant sun spilled Iight across grasses and

bl ossoms. The mal es broke into a yell, which was
answered by a simlar nunber of fenales and young.
Those canme swarm ng fromtheir canping place

under a great boul der. For a nonent the nob seethed
wi th hands and fangs. Tolteca thought he woul d be
pul l ed apart alive. A couple of the biggest males
knocked their dependents aside and dragged the
prisoners to the rock.

There they were hurled ;clown. Tolteca saw that he
had | anded near a pile of gnawed bones and ot her
offal. Carrion insects made a bl ack cloud above it.

"Raven," he choked, "they're going to eat us."
"What el se?" said the Lochl anna.
"Ca, can't we nmake a break?"

"Yes, | think so. I've been very clunsily tied. So
have you, butl can reach nmy knot. If you can distract
'em anot her mnute or two--"
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Two mal es approached with clubs raised. The rest
of the flock squatted down, instantly quiet again,
wat chi ng from bri ght sunken eyes. The silence
hamered at Tol t eca.

He rolled over, junped to his feet, and ran. The
nearest male uttered a noise that m ght have been a
| augh and pounced to intercept. Tolteca zi gzagged
fromhim Another shaggy formrose in his path. The
whol e gang began to scream A club whistled toward
Tolteca's pate. He threw hinsel f forward, down
across the wielder's knees. The bl ow nissed and the
ape fell on top of him He buried his head under the
body, shield against other weapons. But his feet



were seized and he was dragged forth. He saw two
cl ubbers tower across the sky above him

Suddenly Raven was there. The Lochl anna chopped

with the edge of his hand, straight across the

t hroat of one ape. The creature noaned and crunpl ed;
bl ood ran fromthe nouth, bluish red. Raven

had al ready turned on the other. His arms shot forth,
he drove his thunbs under the brows and hooked out
the eyeballs in a single notion. A third male rushed
him to neet a hideously disabling kick. Even at that
instant, Tolteca was a little sickened.

Raven stooped and tugged at his bonds. The apes
mlled about several neters off, enraged but
daunted. "All right, you' re free" Raven panted.
"You have a pocket knife, don't you? Let me have
it."

Several rocks thudded within centineters as he
got noving. He unclasped the blade on the run and
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charged the nearest stone-throw ng ape, a female.

She struck awkwardly at him He sidestepped. H s

sl ash was a cal cul ated pi ece of savagery. She | urched
back yamering. Raven returned to Tolteca, gave

hi mthe knife again, and picked up a thighbone.
"They're out of rocks," he said. "Now we back

away very slowy. W want to persuade them we

aren't worth chasing."

For the first fewmnutes it went well. He knocked
asi de a couple of flung clubs. The mal es snarl ed,
barked, and circled about, but did not venture to
"rush. When the humans reached the edge of the
nmeadow, though, fury overcane fear. The | eader
whirled his weapon over his head and scuttled toward
them The rest foll owed.

"Back against this tree!l" Raven conmmanded. He
hefted his thighbone |ike a sword. Wen the | eader's
club cane down, he partied the blow and ri posted



with a bang across the knuckles. The ape wail ed and
dropped the club. Raven drove the end of his own

i nto.the opened nouth. There was a crunch of splintering
pal at e.

Tolteca also had his hands full. The knife was only
good for close-in work, and two of the beasts had
assail ed himat once. A sharp jawbone ripped across
his shoulder. He ignored it, clinched, and stabbed
deep. Blood spurted over him He pushed the

wounded creature agai nst the other, which went

down under the inpact, then rose and fl ed.

The surviving nmales retreated, growing and chattering.
Raven stooped, seized their dying | eader, and
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threw himat them The body |anded in the grass with
a heavy thunp. They edged back fromit. "Let's
go," Raven said.

They went, not too swiftly, stopping often to turn
about in a threatening way. But there was no pursuit.
Raven gusted an enormous sigh. "W're clear,"” he
husked. "Animals don't fight to a fnish |like nen.

And . . . we've provided themfood."

Tolteca's throat tightened. \Wen they came back
to the guns, which nmeant final safety, a cranp gripped
him He knelt down and vomited.

Raven seated hinself to rest. "That's no shame on
you," he said. "Reaction. You did pretty well for an
amateur.' '

"lIt's not fear,"” Tolteca said. He shuddered with
the col dness that ran through him "It's what happened
back there. Wat you did."

"Eh? | got us |oose. That's bad?"



"Your... tactics Dd
you have to be so
vi ci ous?"

"l

was sinply being efficient, Mguel. Please don't
think I enjoyed it."

" Oa,

no. I'1l give you that rmuch. But--'Ch, | don't
know. What sort of a race do we belong to, anyway?"
Tol teca covered his face.

After

a while he recovered enough to say enmptily, "This
woul dn't have happened but for us. The Gwydi ona
give the apes a wide berth. There's roomfor al
life on this planet. But we, we had to come blundering in."

Raven consi der ed
himfor sonme tine before
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ing, "Wiy do you think pain and death are so gruesone?"

"I"mnot scared of them" Tolteca answered with
a feeble flicker of resentnent.

"I didn't say that. | was just thinking that down
under neat h, you don't feel they belong in life. | do.
So do the Gmwydiona." Raven clinbed erect. "W'd
better get back."

They linped Coward the main trail. They had not
quite reached it when El favy appeared with three
bowren and Kors.

She gasped and ran to neet them Tolteca thought
she nmi ght have been some wood nynmph fl eeing

t hrough the green arches. But though he | ooked
much the gorier, it was Raven whom her hands

sei zed. "\What happened? Ch, | grew so worried--"

"W had trouble with the apes,” Raven said. He

urged her away fromhim gently, with a rather sour
smle. "Easy, there, mlady. No great harm was

done, but I'ma ness, 'and a bit too sore for enbraces.”



| woul dn' t have done that, thought Tolteca desol ately.
Har sh-voi ced, he related the incident.

Beodag whistled. "So they are on the verge of
t ool maki ng! But | swear |'ve never observed that.
|'ve never been attacked, either."”

"And yet the bands you've net live a good deal
closer to human settlenment, don't they?" Raven
asked.

Beodag nodded.

"That settles the matter," Raven decl ar ed.
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"\What ever the source of your trouble at Bale tineg,
t he nountain apes are not it."

"What'? But if they have weapons--"

"This flock does. It must be far ahead of the

others. Probably inbreeding of a mutation has nade
the I ocal apes nore intelligent than average. The
others haven't even gotten to their stage, in spite of
observi ng humans using inplenents, which | don't

i magi ne these have ever done. And our friends here
couldn't break into a house. A shinbone is no good as
a crowbar. Besides, they |lack the persistence. They
coul d have overconme us, and should have after the
harm we did, but gave up. Anyhow. why woul d t hey

want to plunder a building? Hunan artifacts nean
nothing to them They threw aside not only our guns
but our daggers. We can forget about them"

The Gwydi ona nmen | ooked uneasy. Elfavy's eyes
blurred. "Can't you forget that obsession for one
day?" she pleaded. "It could have been such a
beauti ful day for you."



"Al'l fight," Raven said wearily. "I'Il think about
nmedi ci ne and bandages and a pot of tea instead.
Sati sfied?"

"Yes," she said. Her smile was shaky. "For now
| amsatisfied."

FESTI VAL DVEELT I N Instar. Tolteca was remn nded of
Carni val Week on Nuevanericanot the comnericalized
feveri shness of the cities, but masquerade

and street dancing in the hinterlands, where

folk still made their own pleasure. Oddly enough

for a people otherwi se so cerenoni ous, the

Gwdi ona cel ebrated the tine just before Bal e by
scrapping formality. Courtesy, honesty, nonvio-I|ence
seened too ingrained to | ose. But nen shouted

and nmade horsepl ay, wonmen dressed with a | avish-ness
t hat woul d have been snickered at anytine el se

in the planet's long year, schools becane playgrounds,
each formerly sinple neal was a banquet,

and quite a few fanmi|lies broke out the wi ne and got
humanly drunk. A weath ofjule, roses, and pungent
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mar gwy herb hung on every door; no hour of day or
ni ght | acked nusic.

And so it was over this whole world, thought

Tolteca: in every town on every inhabited island, the
year had turned green and the people were soon

bound for their shrines.

He canme striding down a gravel path. The sun

stood at late norning and the boy Byord wal ked with

a hand in his. Far and holy above western forests, the
nmount ai n peaks dreaned

"What did you do then?" asked Byord, breathless.

"We stayed in the City and had fun till it rained,"”
said Tolteca. "Then when it was safe, we proceeded
to our goal, looked it over--a fine site indeed--and

at | ast came back here."



He didn't want to relate, or remenber, the ugly
epi sode in the forest. "Exactly when did we get
back?"

"Day before yesterday."

"Uh, yes, now | place it. Hard to keep track of
time here, when nobody pays nuch attention to

cl ocks and everything is so pleasant."
"The City--gol! Wat's it |ike?"
"Don't you know?"

"' Course not, 'cept they told my cousin a little
about it in school. | wasn't born, last Bale. But I'm
bi g enough already to go with ny nother."

"The City is very beautiful," said Tolteca. He
wonder ed how children as young as this fitted into a
prol onged religious neditation, if that was what it
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was, and how they kept so well afterward the secret
of what had happened.

Byord's mind sprang to another marvel. "Tell ne
"bout planets, please. Wen | get big, | want to be a
spaceman. Like you."

"Why not?" said Tolteca. Byord could get as

good a scientific education here as anywhere in the
known gal axy. By the time he was of an age to
enroll, the astro academies on worlds |ike
Nuevaneri ca woul d doubtl ess be eager to accept

Gwdi ona cadets. Gwdion itself would be nore

than a refueling stop, a decade hence. A people this
gifted couldn't help themsel ves; they were certain
to become curious about the universe (as if they
weren't already so interested that only the intelligence
of their questions made the nunber

endur abl e)--and, yes, to influence it. The Enpire
had fallen, human society was once nore in flux.

What better ideal for the next civilization than

Gwdi on?



And why count nyself out? thought Tolteca. When

we build our spaceports here--there' |l soon be nore
than one---they'll require Namerican adninistrators,
engi neers, factors, liaison officers. Wy

shouldn't | becone one, and live ny life under Ynis
and She?

He gl anced down at the tangl ed head beside him
He' d al ways shrunk fromthe idea of acquiring a
ready-made famly. But why not? Byord was a polite
and tal ented boy who still remained very nmuch a
boy. It would be a pleasure to raise him Even
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today's outing--undertaken frankly to ingratiate one
M guel Tolteca with El favy Simon--had been a | ot
of fun.

When earlier, one of the Nanmerican spacenmen had
expressed a desire to settle here, Raven had warned
himhe'd go berserk in one standard year. But what

did Raven know about it? The prediction was doubtl ess
true for him Lochl anna society, caste-ridden

haughty, ritualistic, and murderous, had nothing in
common wi th Gwydi on. But Nuevarmeri ca,

now-GCh, | don' t pretend | wouldn' t miss the lights
and tall buildings, theaters, bars, parties, excitement,
once in a while. But what's to prevent me and

my famly fromtaking vacation trips there? 4s for

our everyday lives, here are a calm rational, but
merry people with a really neaningful, inplenmented

i deal of beauty, uncrowded in a nature which has

never been tranpled on. ,4rot not static, either. They
have their scientific research, innovations in the
arts, engineering projects. Look how t hey wel cone

the chance to have regular interstellar contact. How
could | fail to fall in love with Gwydi on?

Specifically, with---Tolteca shut that thought off.
He came froma civilization where all problens were
practical problens. So let's not nmoon about, but
rather take the indicated steps to get what we want.
Raven had an inside track at the nonent, but that
needn't be too great a handicap, especially since
Raven showed no signs of wanting to remain here
Since Byord was pestering himfor yarns of other

pl anets, Tolteca reninisced aloud, with some editing,
and the rest of their wal k passed quickly.
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They entered the town. It seenmed to have becone
queerly deserted in their absence. Were the dwellers
had swarned in the streets a few hours ago, they

now were indoors. Here and there a man hurried

from one place to another, carrying some burden

but that only enphasized the enptiness. However,

t hough the air was qui et beneath the sun, one could
hear an underlying nmurmur, voices behind walls.

Byord broke free of Tolteca's hand and ski pped on
t he pavenent. "We're going soon, we're going
soon, " he carol ed.

"How do you know?" asked Tolteca. He had
been told sonme while ago that there was no fixed date
for Bale tine.

Every freckle grinned. "I know, Adult M guel
Aren't you comin' too?"

"I think I'd better stay and take care of your
pets," said Tolteca. Byord maintai ned the usua
smal | - boy zoo of bugs and anphi bi a.

"There's Granther! Hey, Granther!" Byord

broke into a run. Dawyd, energing from his house,
braced hinsel f. When the cyclone had struck him
and been duly hugged, he pushed it toward the door

"Co on inside, now," he said. "Your nother's
maki ng ready. She has to wash at |east a few kil os of
dirt off you, and pack your lunch, before we start."

"Thanks, Adult M guel!" Byord whizzed
t hrough the entrance.

Dawyd chuckl ed. "1 hope you aren't too
exhausted, " he said.

"Not at all," Tolteca answered. "I enjoyed it.
W followed the river upstreamto the House of the
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Phi | osophers. | never imagined a place devoted to
abstract thinking would include picnic grounds and a
carousel ." '

"\Why not ?Phi | osophers are human too, |I'mtold.

It is refreshing for themto watch the children, ronp
with them. . . and perhaps a little respect for

know edge rubs off on the youngsters." Dawyd

started down the street. "I have a job to do. Wuld

you like to acconpany ne? You being a technica
man, this may interest you."

Tolteca fell into step. "Are you | eaving very
soon, then?" he inquired.

"Yes. The signs have becone clear, even to ne.

A der people are not so sensitive; the young adults
have been wild this whole norning." Dawyd's eyes
glittered. His lined brown face held less than its
normal serenity.

"It is about ten hours on foot by the direct path to
the Holy City," he added after a noment. "Less, of
course, for a man unencunbered by children and the
aged. If you should, yourself, feel the tine upon
you, | do hope you will follow and join us there."

Tolteca drew a long breath, as if to snell the

tokens. The air was alive with the blooning of a
hundred fl owers, trees, bushes, vines; nectar-gathering
i nsects droned in the sunlight. "Wat are

the signs?" he asked. "No one has told ne."

On other occasions, Dawd, like the rest of his
peopl e, had grown a little uneasy at questions about
Bal e, and changed the subject--which was a sinple
task with so nmuch to discuss, twelve hundred years
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of separate history. Now the physician | aughed
aloud. "I can't tell you," he said. "I know, that is
all. How do buds know when to unfol d?"

"But haven't you ever, in the rest of the year
made any scientific study of--"

"Here we are." Dawyd halted at the fused stone
building in the center of towmn. It |ooked square and
bl eak above them The portal stood open and they

ent ered, wal ki ng down cool shadowy halls. Another

man passed, hol ding a wench. Dawd waved at

him "A technician," he explained, "making a fina
check on the central power controls. Everything

vital, or potentially dangerous, is stored here during
Bale. Motor vehicles in a garage at the end of yonder
corridor, for instance. My duty--Here we are."

He swung aside a door which gave on a huge and

sunny room gaily painted walls lined with cribs and
pl aypens. A nobile robot stood by each, and a bright

| arge machine murmured to itself in the center of the
floor. Dawyd wal ked around, observing. "This is a
routi ne and rather nom nal inspection," he said.

"The engi neers have al ready overhaul ed everyt hi ng.

As a physician, | have to certify that the
environnent is sanitary and pleasant, but that has
never been a problem"

"What is it for?" Tolteca queried.

"Do you not know? Wy, to care for infants,

t hose too young to acconpany us to the Holy Gity.
Byord is about as young as we ever dare take them

The hospital wing of this building has robots to nurse
the sick and the very old during Baletine, but that's
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not under ny supervision." Dawyd snapped his
fingers. "Wiat in the name of chaos was | going to



tell you? Oh, yes. In case you have not already been
warned. This entire building is |ocked up during
Bal e. Automatic shock beans are fired at
anyt hi ng- - or anyone--that approaches within ten
nmeters. Any novi ng object that gets through to the
outside wall is destroyed by flame blasts. Stay away
from here!'’

Tolteca stood quiet, for the | ast words had been
al arm ngly rough.

Finally, he ventured, ' 'lIsn't that rather extrene?"
"Bal e | asts about three Gwdi ona days and

nights," said Dawd. He had fixed his stare on a pen
and tossed the sentences over his shoulder. "That's
nmore than ten standard days. Plus the tine needed to
walk to the Holy City and back. W don't take
chances. "

"But what is it you fear? \Wat can happen?”

Dawyd said, not entirely steadily, but so far upborne
by his own euphoria that he could at |ast speak
plainly, "It is not unconmon that some of those who
go to the Holy City do not cone back. On returning,
the others sonetines find that in spite of |ocks and
shutters, there has been destruction wought in town.
So we put our inportant machi nes and our hel pl ess
nmenbers here, with nmechanical attendants, in a

pl ace which nothing can enter till the time |ocks open
automatically."

"I'"ve gathered something like that," Tolteca
breat hed. "But have you any idea what causes the
troubl e?"
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"W are not certain. The nountain apes are often

bl amed, but the experience you related to nme does
seemto absolve them Conceivably, | don't know
conceivably we are not the only intelligent race on
Gwdi on. There could be true aborigines, so alien

that we failed to recognize any trace of their culture.
Various | egends about creatures that |ive underground
or skulk in the deep forests nay have sone



basis in fact. | don't know. And it is never a good
idea to theorize in advance of the data."

"Didn't you, or your ancestors, ever attenpt to
get data?"

"Yes, many tinmes. Caneras and ot her recording
devices were planted again and again. But they were
al ways evaded, or discovered and smashed. "

Dawyd broke off short and continued his inspection
in silence. He noved a little jerkily.

They were |l eaving the fortress before Tolteca
suggested diffidently, "Perhaps we, fromthe ship,
can observe what happens while you are gone."

Dawyd had cal med down again. "You are wel cone

to try," he said, ' 'but | doubt you will have any
success. You see, | don't expect the town will be
entered. No such thing has happened for many years.
Even in ny own boyhood, a raid on a deserted
conmunity was a rare event. You nust not believe

this is a magjor problemfor us. It was worse in the

di stant past, but nowadays it has so dw ndl ed that
there isn't even nuch incentive to study the problem™

Tolteca didn't think he would be unnotivated to
|l ook into the possibility of a native race on Gwydi on

| ol
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But he didn't wish to disturb his host further. He
struck a cigarette as they wal ked on. The streets were
now entirely bare save for Dawyd and hinsel f. And

yet the sun drenched themin light. It sharpened his
feeling of eeriness.

"Actually, I'mafraid you will have a dull wait,"
said the ol der man. He was beconing nore and nore
hi nsel f as the Namerican's questions receded in

ti me. "Everybody gone, everything | ocked up, over

t he whol e i nhabited pl anet. Maybe you would like to
fly down to the southern hem sphere and explore a



little. "

"I think we'll just stay put and correlate our findings,"

said Tolteca. "W have a | ot. Wen you
return--"

"W won't be worth rmuch for a few days afterward,"
Dawyd warned him ' "It isn't easy for norta
fl esh, being God."

They reached his house. He stopped at the door
| ooki ng enbarrassed. "I should invite you in,
but --"

"I understand. Family rites." Tolteca sml ed.
"I"ll stroll down to the park at town's end. You'l
pass by there on your way, and |I'll wave farewell."

"Thank you, far-friend."

The door cl osed. Tolteca stood a moment, inhaling
deeply, before he ground the cigarette butt under
hi s heel and wal ked of f between shuttered walls.
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THE PARK WAS gay with flowers. A few of the expedition
| ounged under shade trees, also waiting to observe

t he departure. Tolteca saw Raven, and

clanped lips together. I will not |ose ny tenper. He
approached and gave greeting.

Raven answered with Lochlanna formality. The
nmercenary had put on full dress for the occasion

bl ouse, trousers, tooled | eather boots, enbroidered
surcoat. He stood square, next to a bal ef|l ower bush
as tall as hinmself. Its buds were opening in a riot of
scarlet flowers. They snelled al nost but not quite
like the cousin species in the nmountains, herbs,
sumrer meadows, a phosphorous overtone, and

something else that flitted half sensed bel ow t he
surface of menory. The Sianmese cat Zio nestled in
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Raven's arns; he stroked the beast with one hand
and got a purr for answer.

Tol teca repeated Dawyd' s warni ng about the fortress.
Raven's dark head nodded. "I knew that. 1'd
do the sanme in their place.”

"Yes, you would," said Tolteca. He renenbered

his resolution and added i npersonally, "Such
over-destructiveness doesn't seem characteristic of
t he Gwdi ona, though."

"This isn't a characteristic season. Every five
standard years, for about ten standard days, sonething

happens to them 1'd feel easier if | knew
what .’
"My guess---" Tolteca paused. He hated to say it

al oud. But finally: "A dionysiac religion.”

"I can:t swallow that," said Raven. "These
peopl e know about photosynthesis. They don't believe
magi cal denonstrations rmake the earth fer-file."

"' They m ght enpl oy such cerenobni es anyhow,

for sone historical or psychol ogi cal reason.”

Tol teca winced, thinking of Elfavy gasping drunken
inthe arnms of man after man. But if he didn't say it
hi msel f, sonmeone el se woul d; and he was mature
enough, he insisted, to accept a person on her own
cultural terms. "Orgiastic.”

"No," said Raven. "This is no nore a dionysiac
culture than yours or mine. Not at any time of year
Just put yourself in their place, and you'll see. That
cool, reasonable, hunorous nmentality couldn't take

a free-for-all seriously enough. Someone woul d be
bound to start |aughing and spoil the whole effect.”
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Tolteca | ooked at Raven with a sudden warnth for

the man. "1 believe you're right. | certainly want to
believe it. But what do they do, then?" After a
nmonent: "We have been nmore or less invited to join
them you realize. W could sinply go watch."

"No. Best not. If you'll recall the terns in which

that sem -invitation was couched, it was inplicitly
conditional on our feeling the same way as them-j oi ning
into the spirit of the festival, whatever that

may mean. | don't think we could fake it. And by
distracting themat such a tine--nore and nore, |I'm
coming to think it's the focus of their whole
culture--by doing that, we mght |ose their good

will."

"Mm yes, perhaps.. . Wait! Perhaps we can
joinin. | mean, if it involves taking some drag.
Probably a . hallucinogen Iike nescaline, though
somet hing on the order of lysergic acid is possible
too. Anyhow, couldn't Bale be founded on that? A

| ot of societies, you know, sone of themfairly
scientific, believe that their sacred drug reveals
ot herwi se i naccessible truths."

Raven shook his head. "If that were so in this

case," he answered, "they'd use the stuff oftener

than once in five years. Nor would they be so vague
about their religion. They'd either tell us plainly
about the drug, or explain politely that we aren't
initiates and it's none of our business what happens

at the Holy Gty. Another argunent against your idea

is that they shun drugs so conpletely in their everyday
life. They don't like the thought of anything

ant agoni stic to the normal functioning of body and
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m nd. Do you know, this past day is the first instance
|'ve seen or heard or read of any Gwydi ona even
getting high on al cohol ?"

"Well," barked Tolteca in exasperation, "suppose
you tell nme what they do!"

"I wish | could.” Raven's disquieted gaze went to
t he bal efl ower. "Has the chemical analysis of this
been fi ni shed?"

"Yes, just a few hours ago. Nothing special was
found, "

"Not hi ng what soever ?"

"Oa, well, its perfume does contain an indole,

anong ot her conpounds, probably to attract pollinating
insects. But it's a quite harmess indole. If

you breathed it at an extremnely high
concentration--several thousand tines what you

coul d possibly encounter in the open air--1 suppose
you might get a little dizzy. But you couldn't get a
real jag on."

Raven scowl ed. "And yet this bush is naned for
the festival. And alone on the whol e inhabited
pl anet, has no nyt hol ogy. "

"Xinguez and | threshed that out, after he'd

checked his linguistic references. Bear in nind that
Gwdi ona stens froma rather archaic dialect of
Anglic, closely related to the ancestral English. That
word bal e can nean several things, depending on
ultimate derivation. It can signify a bundle; a fire,
especially a funeral pyre; an evil or sorrow, and,
nore renotely and with a different spelling, Baal is
an ancient word for a god."
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Tolteca tapped a fresh cigarette on his thunbnai



and struck it with an uneven notion across the hee

of his shoe. "You can inagi ne how t he Gwydi ona

could intertwi ne such multiple neanings," he continued.
"What el aborate synbolisns are potentially

here. Those flowers have | ong petals, ained upward;

a bush in full bloomlooks rather like a fire, | inagine.
The Burning Bush of prinmtive religion

Hence, maybe, the name bale. But that could al so

mean 'God' and 'evil.' And it bloons just at Bale

time. So because of all these coincidences, the bale-flower
symbol i zes the Night Faces, the destructive

aspect of reality . . . probably the nbst cruel and

vi ol ent phase thereof. Hence nobody tal ks about it.

They shy away fromcreating the nmyths that are so

obvi ously suggested. The Gwydi ona don't deny that

evil and sorrow exist, but neither do they go out of
their way to contenplate the fact."

"I know," said Raven. "In that respect they're
like Nanmericans." He failed to hide entirely the
shade of contenpt in the |last word.

Tolteca heard, and flared. "In every other respect,
too!" he snapped. "Including the fact that

your bl oody warl ords are not going to carve up this
pl anet!"

Raven | ooked directly at the engineer. So didZ o.

It was disconcerting, for the cat's eyes were as cold
and steady as the nman's. "Are you quite certain,"”
sai d Raven, "that these people are the sanme species
as us?"

"Ca! If you think--your dammed raci sm -j ust
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because they're too civilized to brew war |ike you
Tolteca advanced with fists cocked. |fEl favy could
only see/it begged through the boiling within him If
she coul d hear what this aninmal really thinks of her.t

"Ch, quite possibly interbreeding is still feasible,"
said Raven. "We'll find that out soon



enough. "

Tolteca's control broke. H's fist |eaped forward of
itself.

Raven threw up an arm-Zi o scanpered to his
shoul der --and bl ocked the blow. H's hand slid

down to seize Tolteca's own forearm his other hand
got the Nanerican's biceps, his foot scythed behind
the ankles. Tolteca went on his back, pinned. The cat
squal l ed and cl awed at him

"That isn't necessary, Zio." Raven let go. Severa
of his nen hurried up. He waved t hem away. "It

was nothing," he called. "I was only denonstrating
a hold."

Kors | ooked dubi ous, but at that nonent soneone

excl aimed, "Here they come!" and attention went

to the road. Tolteca clinbed back erect, too caught in
a tide of anger, shane, and confusion to notice the
par ade much

Not that there was a great deal to notice. The Instar
fol k wal ked with an easy, distance-devouring stride,

in no particular order. They were lightly clad. Each
carded the one lunch he woul d need on the way,

some spare garnents, and nothing else. But their
chatter and | aughter and singing were |ike a bird-flock
like sunlight on a wind-ruffled | ake, and now
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and then one of the adults danced among the hurtling
children. So they we.n,.tpast, a flurry of bright tunics,
sunbrowned |inbs, garlanded fair hair, into the hills
and the Holy Gty.

But El favy broke fromthem She ran to Raven,
caught both the soldier's hands in her own, and
cried, "Cone with us! Can't you feel it, |iatha?"



He watched her a long while, his features wooden,
bef ore he shook his head. "No. |I'msorry."

Tears blurred her eyes, and that wasn't the way of
Gwdion either. "You can never be God, then?"

Her head drooped, the yellow mane hid her face.
Tolteca stood stating. Wat else could he do?

" "If I mght give you the power," said El favy. "I
woul d give up ny own." She sprang free, raised
hands to the sun and shouted, "But it's inpossible
that you can't feel it! God is here already,
everywhere, | see WM shining fromyou, Raven

You nust cone!"

He fol ded his hand together within the surcoat

sleeves. "WIIl you stay here with ne?" he asked.
"Al ways, al ways."

"Now, | mean. During Bale tine."

"What ? Ch--no, yesyou are joking?"

He said slowy, "I"'mtold the Night Faces are al so

reveal ed, sonetines, under the Steeps of Kol unkill

That not everyone cones hone every year."

El favy took a backward step fromhim "God is

nore than good," she pleaded. "CGod is real."
"Yes. As real as death.”

"Great ylem" exploded Tolteca. "what do you
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expect, man? Everybody who can wal k goes there.
Sone must have incipient disease, or weak hearts,

or



old arteries. The strain--"

Raven ignored him "lIs it a secret what happens,
El favy?" he asked.

Her nuscl es untensed. Her nerrinent trilled
forth. "No. It's only that words are such poor |ane
things. As | told you that night in the sanctuary."”

In him the gri mess waxed. "Well, words can
describe a fewitens, at least. Tell ne what you can
What do you do there, with your physical body?

What woul d a canera record?"”

The bl ood drained from her face. She stood un-noving.
Eventual |y, out of silence that grew and
grew around her: "No. | can't."

"Or you mustn't?" Raven grabbed her bare

shoul ders so hard that his fingers sank in. She didn't
seemto feel it. "You nustn't talk about Bale, or you
won't, or you can't?" he roared. "Wich is it?

Qui ck, now "

Tolteca tried to stir, but his bones seened | ocked
toget her. The Instar people danced by, too lost in
their joy to pay attention. The other Nanmericans

| ooked i ndignant, but W/I denvey had casually drawn
his gun and grinned in their eyes. Elfavy shuddered.
"I can't tell!" she gasped.

Raven' s expressi on congeal ed. "You don't

know," he said. "Is that why?."

"Let nme go!"

He rel eased her. She stunbl ed agai nst the bush. A

nmonent she crouched, the breath sobbing in and out

110

THE NI GHT FACE



of her. Then instantly, like a curtain descending, she
fell back into her happiness. Tears still caught sunli ght
on her cheeks, but she | ooked at the bruises on

her skin, laughed at them sprang forward and ki ssed
Raven on his unnmoving lips. "Then wait for ne,

liatha!" She whirled, skipped off, and was lost in

t he throng.

Raven stood w thout stirring, gazing after them
as they dwi ndled up the road. Tolteca woul d not
have believed human flesh could stay inmobile so
| ong.

At | ast the Nanerican said, through an acrid taste
in his mouth, "Well, are you satisfied.*"

"In a way." Raven remai ned notionless. His
words fell flat.

"Don't nmke too many assunptions,"” said

Tolteca. "She's in an abnormal state. Wit till she
cones back and is herself again, before you get your
hopes up."

"What ?" Raven turned his head, blinking wearily.
He seened to recogni ze Tolteca only after a few
seconds. "Oh. But you're wong. That's not an

abnormal state."

" Huh?"

"Your planet has seasons too. Do you consider
spring fever a disease? Is it unnatural to feel brisk on
a clear fall day?"

"What are you hinting at?"

"Never mnd." Raven lifted his shoulders and | et
themfall, an old man's gesture. "Cone, Sir Engi neer
we may as well go back to the ship."
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"But-QCa!" Tolteca's finger stabbed at the
Lochl anna. "Do you nean you've guessed--"

"Yes. | may be wong, of course. Come." Raven
pi cked up Zi o and becanme very busy naking the cat

confortable in his sl eeve.

n \Mat ?u

Raven started to go

Tol teca caught himby the ann. Raven spun about.
Briefly, the Lochlanna's face was drawn into such a
fury that the Nanerican fell back. Raven cl apped a
hand to his dagger and whi spered, "Don't ever do

t hat again."

Tolteca braced his sinews. "Wat's your idea?"
he demanded. "If Bale really is dangerous--"

Raven | eashed hinself. "I see your thought," he
said in a calnmer tone. "You want to go up there and
stand by to protect her, don't you?"

"Yes. Suppose they do lie around in a conatose
state. Sone ani mal mght sneak part the guard robots
and---' "'

"No. You will stay down here. Everybody will.

That's a direct order under ny authority as mlitary
conmmander." Raven's severity ebbed. He wet his

lips, as if trying to sunmon courage. "Don't you
see," he added, "this has been going on for nore
than a thousand years. By now they have evol ved

not devel oped, but blindly evol veda system which

m nim zes the hazard. Mst of them survive. The
ancestors al one know what delicate bal ance you nmay
upset by blundering in there."

After another pause: "I've been through this sort
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of thing before. Sent out nen according to the best
possi bl e plan, and then sat and waited, know ng that

if I nade any further attenpt to help themlI'd only
throw askew the statistics of their survival. It's even
harder to deal with God, Wo can wear any face."

He started trudging. "You'll stay here and sweat it

out, like the rest of us."

Tolteca stared after him Thought trickled into his
consci ousness. The chaos | wll.
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X

RAVEN AWOKE nmore slowy than usual. He glanced at

the cl ock. Death and plunder, had he been el even

hours asl eep? Like a dragged nan, too. He still felt
tired. Perhaps that was because there had been evi
dreans; he couldn't remenmber exactly what but they

had left a scum O sadness in him He swung his | egs
around and sat on the edge of the bunk, rested head in
hands and tried to think. Al he seened able to do,

t hough, was recall his father's castle, hawks nesting
in the bell tower, hinself about to ride forth on one of
the horses they still used at honme but pausing to | ook
down the nountainside, fells and woods and the
peasants' niggard fields, then everything hazed into
bl ue hugeness. The wi nd had tasted of glaciers.

He pushed the orderly buzzer. Kors' big ugly nose
cane through the cabin door. "Tea," said Raven
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He scalded his nmouth on it, but enough sl uggi shness

departed himthat he could will relaxation. His
brain creaked into gear. It wasn't w se, after all,
simply to wait close-nmouthed till the Instar people

cane hone. He'd been too abrupt with Tolteca; but

t he man annoyed him and besides, his revelation

had been too shattering. Now he felt able to discuss
it. Not that he wanted to. Wat right had a storeful of
greasy Nanerican merchants to such a truth? But it

was certain to be discovered sonetine, by sone

| ater expedition. Maybe a decent secrecy could be

mai ntai ned, if an aristocrat nade the first explanation

Tolteca isn't a bad sort, he made hinself admt.

Hal f the trouble between us was sinmply due to his

bei ng sonewhat in love with Elfavy. That's not likely

to last, once he's been told. So he' Il be able to | ook at
t hi ngs objectively and, | hope, find an honorable

course of action.

El favy. Her image blotted out the recollection of
gaunt Lochl anna. There hadn't much been said or
done, overtly, between him and her. Both had been
too shy f theconsequences. But now--/ don't
know. | just don't know.

He got up and dressed in plain workaday cl ot hes.

Zio pattered after himas he left his cabin and went
down a short passageway to Tolteca's. He punched

t he doorchime, but got no answer. Well, try the
saloon .... Captain Uiel sat there with a cigar and
an old letter; he becanme aware of Raven by stages.
"No, Commandant," he replied to the question, "I
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haven't seen Sir Engi neer Tolteca for, oh, two or
three hours. He was going out to observe high tide
fromthe di ketop, he said, and woul dn't be back for
some tinme. Is it urgent?"

The news was |ike a hammerbl ow. Raven held

hi nsel f notionl ess before saying, "Possibly. Did he
have anyone with hin? O any instrunents that you
noti ced?"

"No. Just a lunch and his sidearm"”

Bitterness uncoiled in Raven. "Did you seriously
bel i eve he was maki ng a technical survey?"

"Why--well, | didn't really think about it.
Well, he may sinmply have gone to admire the
view High tide is inpressive you know. "

Raven gl anced at his watch. "Wn't be high tide
for hours.”

Uiel sat up straight. "Wat's the matter?"

Decision crystallized. "Listen carefully," said

Raven. "I amgoing out too. Stand by to lift ship.

Keep soneone on the radio. If I don't return, or

haven't sent instructions to the contrary, within--ohthirty
hours, go into orbit. In that event, and

only in that event, one of nmy men will hand over to

you a tape I've left in his care, with an explanation

Do you under st and?"

Uiel rose. "I will not be treated in this fashion!"
he protested.

"I didn't ask you that, Captain," said Raven. "I
asked if you understood ny orders."

Uiel grewrigid. "Yes, Commuandant,’
out .

he got
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Raven went swiftly fromthe saloon. Once in the
corridor, he ran. Kors, on guard outside his cabin,
gaped at him "Fetch W/I| denvey," said Raven

passed i nside and shut the door. He clipped a tape to
his personal recorder, dictated, released it, and
seal ed the container with wax and his famly signet
ring. Only then did he stop to snatch sone bites from
a food concentrate bar

W denvey entered as he was slipping a m dget
transceiver into his pocket. Raven gave himthe tape,
with instructions, and added, "See if you can find

M gue', Tolteca anywhere about. Roust the whole
conpany to help. If you do, call me on the radio and
"1l head back."

"\Where you going, sir?" asked Kors.

"Into the hills. | amnot to be followed."

Kors curled his lip and spat between two | ong
yel  owt eet h. The gob cl anged on the di sposer chute.
"Very good, sir. Let's go."

"You stay here and take care of ny effects.”

"Any obscene child of inpropriety can do that,
sir," said Kors, |ooking hurt.

Raven felt his own nouth drawn faintly upward.

"As you will, then. But if ever you speak a word
about this, I'll yank out your tongue with my bare
finers.

"Aye, sir." Kors opened a drawer and took out a

couple of field belts, with supplies and extra amrmunition
in the pouches. Both nen donned them

Raven set Zio carefully on the bunk and stroked
hi m under the chin. Zio purred. He tried to foll ow
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when they left. Raven pushed hi m back and cl osed
the door in his face. Zio scolded himin absentia for
several m nutes.

Enmergi ng fromthe spaceship, Raven saw t hat

dusk was upon the land. The sky was deeply bl ue-black
early stars in the east, a |last sunset cloud

above the western nountains like a streak of clotting
bl ood. He thought he could hear the sea bell ow

beyond t he di ke.

"We going far, Commandant ?" asked Kors.
"Maybe as far as the Holy Gty."
"I"11 break out a flitter, then."

"No, a vehicle would nake matters worse than
they already are. This' 11l be afoot. On the double.”

"Holy rmuckbal I s!'™ Kors clipped a flashbeamto
his belt and began j oggi ng.

During the first hour they went through open

fields. Here and there stood a barn or a shed, black
under bl ackeni ng heaven. They heard |ivestock | ow,
and the whir of machinery tending empty farms. |If

no one ever canme back, wondered Raven, how | ong
woul d the robots continue their routines? How | ong
woul d the cattle stay tame, the infants alive?

The road ended, the ground rose in waves, only a
trail pierced the way anong bol es and brush. The
Lochl anna halted for a breather. "You' re chasing
Tolteca, aren't you, Conmandant?" asked Kors.

"Shall 1 kill the son of abitch when we catch him or
do you want to?"

"I'f we catch him" corrected Raven. "He has a
| ong head start, even though we can travel a |ot
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faster. No, don't shoot unless he resists arrest." He
stopped a second, to underline what followed.

"Don't shoot any Gwydiona. Under any circunstances
what soever. "

He fell silent, slunping against a. tree in tota
muscul ar repose, trying to blank his mnd. After ten
m nutes they resuned the march

Trees and bushes walled either side of the trail

| eaves made a | ow roof overhead. It was very dark
only the bobbing light of Kors' flash picked stones
and dust into relief. Beyond the soft thud of their
feet, they could hear rustlings, creakings, distant
chirps and hoots and croaks, the cold tinkle of a
brook. Once an ani mal screaned. The air cool ed as
they clinmbed, but it always remained mld, and it
overfl owed with odors. Raven thought he coul d dis'finguish
the snmells of earth and green growth, the

danp snell of water when a rivulet crossed the trail,
certain individual flower scents; but the rest was
unfam liar. Snell is the nost evocative of the
senses, and forgotten things seemed to nove bel ow
Raven' s awar eness, but he couldn't identify them
Overriding all else was the clear brilliant odor of
bal eflower. In the past few hours, every bush had
cone to full bloom

Seen by daylight, tomorrow, the [and woul d | ook
as if it burned.

Time faded. That was a trick you | earned early,
fromthe regi mental bonzes who instructed nobl enen's
sons. You needed it, to survive the waiting

and the waiting of war w thout your sanity cracking
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open. You turned off your conscious mnd. Part of it
m ght revive during pauses in the march. Surely it



was hard to stop at the hal fway point for a drink of
water, a bit of field ration, and a rest, and not think
about Elfavy. But the body had its own demands.

The thing could be done, since it nust.

The noon rose over Muwunt G anis. Passing an

open patch of ground and | ooki ng downsl ope, Raven
saw the whole world turned to silver treetops. Then
the forest gul ped hi magain.

Sone eight or nine hours after departure, Kors

halted with an oath. H's flashbeam pi cked out a thing
that scuttled on spiderlike | egs, a steel carapace and
arnms ending in sword bl ades.

"'S guts!" Raven heard a gun clank from a
hol ster. The nachine net the light with inpersona
| ens eyes, then slipped into the brash.

"Quard robot," said Raven. "Agai nst carni-vores.
It won't attack humans. We're close now, so
douse that flash and shut up."

He | ed the way, cat-cautious in darkness, thinking
that Tol teca nust indeed have beaten hi m here.

Though probably not by very long. Maybe the situation
could still be rescued. He topped the final steep
clinmb and poi sed on the upper edge of the great
anphi t heat er .

For a nonent'the noonlight blinded him She

hung gi bbous over the Steeps, turning them bone
color and drowning the stars. Then pi ece by piece
Raven made out detail: mpssy tiers curving downward
to the floor, the ring of towers enclosing the
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square of the labyrinth, even the central fountain and
its thin mercury-like jet. Even the gardens full of

bal ef | ower, though they | ooked bl ack against all that
sl ender white. He heard a nmunble down in the

forum but couldn't see what went on. Wth great



care he padded forward into the open

"Hee-ee," said a man who sat on an upper terrace
"That's hollow, Bale-friend."

Raven stopped dead. Kors said something raw at

his back. Slowy, Raven turned to face the man. It
was Llyrdin, who had played chess in a diving bel
and gone exploring for a spaceport in the nountains.
Now he sat huggi ng his knees and grinning. There
was bl ood on his nout h.

"It is, you know," he said. "Hollow Hollowis
God. | hail hollow, hollow hallow hullo."

Raven | ooked into the man's eyes, but the noonli ght
was so reflected fromthemthat they stared

bl ank. "Were did the bl ood conme fron?" he asked
nost quietly.

"She was enpty," said Llyrdin. "Enmpty and so

small. It wasn't good for her to grow up and be

holl ow. Was it? That nuch nore nothing?" He

rubbed his chin, regarded the wet fingers, and said
pl ai ntively, "The machi nes took her away. That
wasn't fair. She was only a year and a half hollow "

Raven started down into the chalice

"She cane up about to ny waist," said the voice

behind him "I think once, very |long ago, before the
hol l ow, | taught her to |augh. | even gave her a nane
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once, and the name was Wrmwod." Raven heard
him begin to weep

Kors took out his pistol, unsnapped the holster
fromhis belt and clanmped it on as a rifle stock
"Easy there," said Raven, not | ooking back bur



recogni zi ng the noi se. "You won't need that."
"The nmuck I won't," said Kors.

"W aren't going to fire on any Gwydi ona. And
doubt if Tolteca will give trouble . . . now"
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THEY REACHED | evel sward and passed beneath a

tower. Raven renenbered it was the one he had

clinmbed before. A child stood in the uppernost w ndow,
battering herself against the grille and uttering

no sound.

Raven went through a col onnade. Just beyond, at

the edge of the forum sone fifty Instar people were
gat hered, nostly men. Their clothes were torn, and
even in the noonlight, across neters of distance,
Raven coul d see unshaven chi ns.

M guel Tolteca confronted them "But Llyrdin

killed that little girl!" the Nanerican shouted. "He
killed her with his hands and ran away w ping his
mout h. And the robots took the body away. And you

do not hing but stare!"
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Beodag the forester trod forth. Awe bl azed on his
face. "Under She," he called, his voice rising and
falling, with something of the renote quality of a
voi ce heard through fever. "And She is the cold
reflector ofYnis, and Ynis Burning Bush, though we



taste the river. If the river gives light, OIook how ny
shadow dances!"

"As CGonban danced for his nother," said the one
next to him "Wich is joy, since man cones from
dar kness when he is

born."
"Ni ght Faces are Day Faces are CGod!"
"Dance, Cod!"

"Howl for CGod, ¥w buns!"”

An old man turned to a young girl, knelt before her
and said, "G ve nme your blessing, Mther." She
touched his head with an infinite tenderness.

"But have you gone crazy?" wail ed Tolteca.

It snarled in the crowd of them Those who had
begun to dance stopped. A man with tangled graying
hai r advanced on Tolteca, who nade a whi npering
sound and retreated. Raven recogni zed Dawyd.

"What do you nean?" asked Dawyd. Hi s tone
was mnet al

"I man . . . | want to say . . . | don't
under st ands”

"No," said Dawyd. "Wat do you nean? \Wat

is your significance? Wiy are you here?"
"T-t-to hel p--"

They began circling about, closing off Tolteca's
retreat. He funmbled after his sidearm but blindly, as
i f knowi ng how few he coul d shoot before they

dragged hi m down.
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"You wear the worst of the N ght Faces," Dawyd
groaned. "For it is no face at all. It is Chaos. Enptiness.
Meani ngl essness. "

"Hol | ow, " whi spered the crowd. "Holl ow, holl ow
hol | ow. "

Raven squared his shoul ders. "Stick cl ose and

keep your nouth shut," he ordered Kors. He stepped
fromthe col onnade shadows, into open noonlight,
and approached the nob.

Soneone on its fringe was frst to see him a big
man, who turned with a bear's grow and shanbl ed

to meet the newconers. Raven halted and |l et the
Gwdi ona wal k into him A crook-fngered hand

swi ped at his eyes. He evaded it, gave a judo tw st,
and sent the man spinning across the forum

"He dances!." cried Raven fromfull |ungs.

"Dance with him" He snatched a woman and

whirl ed her away. She spun top fashion, trying to
keep her bal ance. "Dance on the bridge fromYin to
Yang! "

They didn't--quite. They stood quieter than it
seened possible nmen could stand. Tolteca's nouth
fell open. His face was a noonlit |ake of sweat.
"Raven," he choked, "oa, ylem Raven---"

"Shut up," muttered the Lochl anna. He edged
next to the Namerican. "Stick by ne. No sudden
novenents, and not a word."

Dawyd cringed. "I know you," he said. "You
are ny soul. And eaten with forever darkness and
ever an no, no, no."

Raven raked his nmenory. He had heard so many
nmyths, there nust be one he could use . . . Yes,
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maybe .... His tones rolled out to fill the space
within the |abyrinth.

"Hearken to ne. There was a tinme when the

Sunsmth ran in the shape of a harbuck with silver
horns. A hunter saw himand pursued him They fled

up a nountai nsi de which was all begrown with
crisflower, and wherever the harbuck's hoofs

touched earth the crisflower bloonmed, but wherever

the hunter ran it withered. And at last they cane to
the top of the mountain, whence a river of fire flowed
down a sheer cliff. The chasm beyond was col d, and

so mi sty that the hunter could not see if it had another
side. But the harbuck sprang out over the abyss, and
spar ks showered where his hoofs struck--"

He held hinself as still as they, but his eyes

flickered back and forth, and he saw in the noonlight
how t hey began to ease. The tiniest thawing stirred

within him He was not sure he had grasped the

conpl ex synbolismof the nyth he retold in any

degree. Certainly he understood its nmeaning only.

vaguely. But it was the right story. It could be
interpreted to fit this situation, and thus turn his
escape into a dance, which would | ead nmen back into

those rites that had evol ved out of uncounted man-slayi ngs.

Still talking, he backed off, step by infini.tesimnal
step, as if survival possessed its own cal cul us. Kors
drifted beside him screening Tolteca's shivers from
their eyes.

But they foll owed. And others began to cone
fromthe buildings, and fromthe towers after they
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had passed through the col onnade agai n. \When

Raven put his feet on the first upward tier, a thousand
faces nust have been turned to him None said a

word, but he could hear them breathing, a sound |ike
the sea beyond Instar's dike.



And now the myth was ended. He clinbed anot her
step, and another, always neeting their upturned
eyes. It seened to himthat She had grown nore ful
since he descended into this vale. But it couldn't
have taken that long. Could it?

Tol teca grasped his hand. The Nanerican's fingers
were |like ice. Kors' voice would have been

i naudi bl e a neter away: "Can we keep on retreating,
sir, or d you think those geeks will rush us?"

"I wish | knew, " Raven answered. Even then, he
was angered at the word Kors used.

Dawyd spread his arns. "Dance the Sunsmith
honme! " he shout ed.

The know edge of victory went through Raven

like a knife. Nothing but discipline kept himerect in
his relief. He saw the crowd swirl outward, form ng

a series of interlocked rings, and he hissed to Kors,
"We've nade it, if we're careful. But we nustn't do
anything to break their mood. W have to continue
backi ng up, slowy, waiting a while between every

step, as they dance. If we disappear into the woods
during the last nmeasure, | think they'll be satisfied."

"What' s happeni ng?" The words grated in Tolte-ca's
t hr oat .

"Quiet, | told you!" Raven felt the man stagger
against him Well, he thought, it had been a vicious
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shock, especially for someone with no real training
in death. Tal k m ght keep Tolteca from col | apse, and
t he dancers bel ow -absorbed as children in the
stately figure they were treadi ng--wouldn't be
aware that the symbol s above t hem whi spered toget her



"Al'l right." Raven felt the rhythm of the dance

i ndi cate a backward step for him He guided Tolteca
with ahand to the el bow. "You canme here with sone
idiotic notion of protecting E favy. Wat then.'?"

"I, I, I went down to... the plaza... They
were---munbling. It didn't nake sense, it was
ghastly--"

"Not so |oud!"

"I saw Dawyd. Tried to talk to him They all, al

got nore and nore excited. Llyrdin's little daughter
yelled and ran fromme. He chased her and killed
her. The cl eaning robots s-s-sinply cahed off the
body. They began . . . closing in on ne--"

"I see. Now, steady. Another backward step

Halt." Raven froze in his tracks, for many heads
turned his way. A this distance under the noon, they
| acked faces. Wien their attention had drifted back
to the dance, Raven breat hed.

"It must be a nutation,” he said. "Miutation and
genetic drift, acting on a small initial population
Maybe, even if it sounds like a nmyth, that story of
theirs is true, that they' re descended from one man
and two wonen. Anyhow, their netabolism

changed. They're violently allergic to tobacco, for
i nstance. This other change probably isn't nuch
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greater than that, in glandular ternms. They may wel |
still be interfertile with us, biologically speaking.
Though culturally... no, | don't believe they are

t he sane species. Not any nore."

"Bal ef | ower ?" asked Tolteca. His tone was thin
and shaky, like a hurt child's.



"Yes. You told ne it enmits an indole when jt

bl ooms. Not one that particularly affects the nornal
human bi ochemi stry; but theirs isn't normal, and the
stuff is chenmically related to the substances associ at ed
wi th schi zophreni a. They are suscepti bl e.

Every Gmwydi ona springtinme, they go insane."

The soundl ess dance below jarred into a quicker
staccato beat. Raven used the chance to clinb severa
tiers in a hurry.

"It's a wonder they survived the first few generations,"”
he said when he nust stop again. "Sonehow,

they did, and began the slow painful adaptation
Natural ly, they don't renmenber the insane

epi sodes. They don't dare. Wuld you? That's the
underlyi ng reason why they've never nmade a scientific
i nvestigation of Bale, or taken the preventive
nmeasures that | ook so obGous to us. Instead, they
built a religion and a way of life around it. But only
inthe first flush of the season, when they still have
rationality but feel the exuberance of madness in
their blood--only then are they even able to adnit to
t hensel ves that they don't consciously know what
happens. The rest of the tine, they cover the truth
wi t h meani ngl ess words about an ultimate reality.

"So their culture wasn't planned. It was worked
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out blindly, by trial and error, through centuries.
And at last it reached a point where they do little
damage to thenselves in their |unacy.

"Renmenber, their psychology isn't truly human.

You and | are mxtures, good, bad, and indifferent
qualities; our conflicts we always have with us. But
the Gwdi ona seemto concentrate all their persona
troubles into these few days. That's why there used
to be so nuch destruction, before they stunbled into
a routine that can cope with this phenonenon. That,

| think, is why they're so utterly sane, so good, for
nost of the year. That's why they've never col oni zed
the rest of the planet. They don't know the
reasonspopul ati on control is a transparent
rationalization--but |I know why: no bal ef | ower.



They're so well adapted that they can't do without it.
| wonder what .would happen to a Gwdi ona deprived

of his periodic denentia. | suspect it would be

rather horrible.

"Their material organization protects them

strong buildings, no isolated honmes, no firearns, no
atom c energy, everything that m ght be harned or
harnful |ocked away for the duration of hell. This
Holy City, and | suppose every one on the planet, is
built like a warren, full of places to run and dodge
and hide and | ock yourself away when sonmeone runs
anok. The walls are padded, the ground is soft, it's
hard to hurt yourself.

"But of course, the main bulwark is psychol ogical
Myt hs, synbols, rites, so much a part of their
lives that even in their madness they renenber.
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Probably they renenber nmore than in their sanity:

thi ngs they dare not recall when conscious, the wild

and tragi c synbols, the Night Faces that aren't

tal ked about. Slowly, over the generations and centuries,
they've groped their way to a system which

keeps their world somewhat orderly, sonewhat

meani ngful , while the bal ef| ower bl oons. Which

actually channels the mania, so that very few people

get hurt any nore; so they act out their hates

and fears, dance themout, living their own nyths

- . . instead of clawi ng each other in the physica
flesh.”

The dance was |osing pattern. It wouldn't end
after all, Raven thought, but merely dissolve into
ai m essness; Well, that would serve, if he could
vani sh and be forgotten

He said to Tolteca, "You had to come bursting
into their dream uni verse and unbal ance it. You
killed that little girl."

"QOa, nane of nercy.'
face:

The engi neer covered his

Raven sighed. "Forget it. Partly ny fault. |
shoul d have told you at once what | surnised.”



They were hal fway up the terraces when soneone

br oke through the dancers and cane boundi ng toward
them Two, Raven saw, his heart gone hol |l ow

The noonl i ght cascaded over their blonde hair, turning
it to frost.

"Stop," called Elfavy, low and with |aughter.
"Stop, Ragan."
He wondered what sort of destiny the accidental
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i keness of his nane to that of a nmyth would prove to
be.

She paused a few steps bel ow him Byord

clutched her hand, | ooking about from bright soulless
eyes. Elfavy brushed a | ock off her forehead, a
gesture Raven remenbered. "Here is the River

Child, Ragan," she called. "And you are the rain.

And | amthe Mther, and darkness is in ne."

Beyond her shoul der, he saw that others had
heard. They were ceasing to dance, one by one, and
stating up.

"Wl corme, then," said Raven. "Go back to your
hone in the neadows, R ver Child. Take hi m hone,
Bird Maiden."

Byord's small face opened. He screaned.
"Don't eat me, nother?

El favy bent down and enbraced him "No," she

crooned, "oh, no, no, no. You shall cone to ne.

Don't you recall it? | was in the ground, and rain fell
on me and it was dark where | was. Cone with ne,

River Child."

Byord shrieked and tried to break free. She dragged



hi mon toward Raven. Fromthe crowd bel ow, a

deep voice lifted, "And the earth drank the rain, and
the rain was the earth, and the Mdther was the Child
and carried Ynis in her arns."

"Jingleballs!" nuttered Kors. Hi s scarecrow
form sl ouched forward, to stand between his

Com
mandant and those below. "That tears it."
"I"'mafraid so," said Raven

Dawyd sprang onto the |owest tier. Hi s tone rang

132

THE NI GHT FACE

like a trunpet: "They cane fromthe sky and viol at ed
the Mother! Can you hear the | eaves weep?"

"Now what ?" Tolteca glared at them where they
surged shadowed on the noon-gray turf. "Wat do
they mean? It's a nightmare, it doesn't make sense!"

"Every ni ghtmare makes sense," Raven

answered. "The hom cidal urge is awake and | ooki ng
for sonething to destroy. And it has just figured
out what, too."

"The ship, huh?" Kors hefted his gun

"Yes," said Raven. "Rainfall is a fertilization
symbol . So what kind of synmbol do you think a
spaceshi p | andi ng on your hone soil and discharging
its crew is? Wat would you do to a man who
attacked your nother?"

"I hate tc[ shoot those poor unarnmed bastards,"
said Kors, "but--"

Raven snarled like an animal: "If you do, I'Il kill
you nysel f1"



He regai ned control and drew out his mniradio.

"I told UWiel to lift ship thirty hours after 1'd gone,
but that won't be soon enough. I'Ill warn hi m now.

There nustn't be any vessel there for themto assault.
Then we'll see if we can save our own hides."

El favy reached him She flung Byord at his feet,

where the boy sobbed in his terror, not having sufficient
mythic training to give pattern to that which

stirred within him El favy fixed her gaze w de upon
Raven. "I know you," she gasped. "You sat on ny

grave once, and | couldn't sleep."

He thunbed the radio switch and put the box to his
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lips. Her fingernails gashed his hand, which opened
in sheer reflex. She snatched the box and flung it
fromher, further than he woul d have believed a
worman could throw. "No!" she shrilled. "Don't

| eave the darkness in nme, Ragan! You woke ne

once! "

Kors started forward. "1'll get it," he said. Elfavy
pull ed his knife fromits sheath as he passed and
thrust it between his ribs. He sank on all fours,
ast oni shed in the moonlight.

Down bel ow, a berserk how broke | oose as they

saw what had happened. Dawyd shuffled to the

radi o, picked it up, gaped at it, tossed it back into the
nmob. They swallowed it as a whirl pool night.

Raven st ooped down by Kors, cradling the hel -neted
head in his arnms. The sol di er bubbl ed bl ood.

"Cet started, Conmandant. |'Ill hold '"era." He
reached for his gun and took an unsteady aim

"No." Raven snatched it fromhim "W canme to
them"



"Horse apples," said Kors, and died.

Raven strai ghtened. He handed Tolteca the gun

and the dagger withdrawn fromthe body. A nonent
he hesitated, then added his own weapons. "On your
ways" he said. "You have to reach the ship before
t hey do."

"You go!" Tolteca screaned. "I'11l stay--"
"I"'mtrained in unarned conbat," said Raven
"I can hold them a good deal |onger than you
clerk."”

He stood thinking. Elfavy knelt beside him She
cl asped his hand. Byord trenbled at her feet.
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"You mght bear in mind next tine," said Raven
"that a Lochl anna has obligations."

He gave Tolteca a shove. The Namerican drew a
breath and ran.

"O the hatbuck at the cliff's edge!" called Dawd
joyously. "The arrows of the sun are in him" He
went after Tolteca |ike a streak. Raven pulled | oose
fromEl favy, intercepted her father, and stiff-arned
him Dawyd rolled down the green steps, into the
band of nen that yel ped. They tore himapart.

Raven went back to Elfavy. She still knelt, holding
her son. He had never seen anything so gentle as
her smle. "W're next," he said. "But you've tine
to get away. Run. Lock yourself in a tower room"™

Her hair swirled about her shoulders with the

gesture of negation. "Sing nme the rest."
"You can save Byord too," he begged.
"It's such a beautiful song," said Elfavy.



Raven watched the people of Instar feasting. He
hadn't much voice left, but he did his |ame best.

--'" 'Tis down in yonder garden green
Love, where we used to wal k,

The fairest flower that e' er was seen

Is withered to a stalk.

"'The stalk is withered dry, ny |ove;

So will our hearts decay.

So make yourself content, ny |ove,

Till God calls you away."'"

"Thank you, Ragan," said Elfavy.

"WIl you go now?" he asked.
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"1?" she said. "How could 1? We are the Three."

He sat down beside her, and she | eaned agai nst
him H's free hand stroked the boy's danp hair.

Presently the crowd uncoiled itself and | umnbered
up the steps. Raven arose. He noved away from
El favy, who renmai ned where she was. If he could



hold their attention for half an hour or so---and with
l uck, he should be able to last that |ong--they m ght
wel | forget about her. Then she woul d survive the

ni ght .

And not renenber.
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AFTERWORD

by

Sandra M ese

The Night Face is not just a sad story; it is a
genui ne, dagger-sharp, heart-stabbing tragedy. How
was it wought and of what netal ?

Poul Anderson nines his rich stores of know edge
inwiting this novel. His scientific training equips
himto set up the biochem cal problem and design a
world to contain it. His outdoors experience |lends a
wonder ful freshness to his nature descriptions.
Familiarity with real human cul tures past and present
gives his imaginary ones their vitality. Furthernore,
studying history has inspired Anderson to invent his
own, the nost successful being his |ong-running
Technic Civilization series to which The N ght Face
bel ongs. (This story takes place late in the third
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mlleniumA. D., during the reconstruction phase
that follows the fall of the Terran Enpire.)

But above all, his principal background source is
nmyt hol ogy. Myth provides both the substance from
which the work is cast and the nold in which it is
formed. The nost prom nent component in this fictiona
alloy is Celtic tradition. Consider some of the
nanes. The Night Face's setting is Gwdion, a

new y contacted planet named for a figure out of

Wl sh romance. In the Fourth Branch of the

Mabi nogi on, Gwdion is a cryptically divine storyteller
| oremaster; magi ci an, and shape-changer. He

i s the unhappy | over of his noon-goddesslike sister
Aranrhod, "The Lady of the Silver Weel." The

pl anet Gaydion's moon is sinply called She,

per haps because the proper nane was felt to be too
sacred for daily use. Its sunis Ynis ("lIsland"), an
oblique reference to islands as | ocations of the Celtic
Happy O herworld. The N ght Face's hero--the

man with a Night Face--is Raven, a soldier fromthe
grimworld Lochl ann. Lochlann (LIychlyn) was a

nmedi eval Wel sh nanme for Norway, ironically known

as the home of the Wiite Strangers.

Bale tinme at the start of Gwdion's spring when

the fiery red Bal efl owers bloomrecalls the Irish May
festival Beltain, a day when sacred fires were lit to
insure luck in the com ng season. Bale tine is a
season of giddy madness. Beltain was an exhil arating
yet dangerous feast because it was the turning

poi nt between the col dness, darkness, and death of
winter and the warnth, light, and life of sumrer. Al
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Celtic peoples shared this fascination with interfaces,
whet her of time or space or condition. They

pondered the eternal clash and interchange between
opposites. The Gwydi ona do |ikew se, celebrating

the alternation between Day Faces and N ght Faces
around the Burning Wweel of Tinme." 'The dead go

into the Night and the N ght beconmes the Day, is the
Day,' "remarks the heroine.



O course, not every Gmydi ona concept is Celtic.

Their absorption in cycles of death and rebirth resenbles
t he teachings of ancient Near Eastern nystery

religions or the recurring patterns of destruction

and re-creation in H nduism Like esoteric Western
nmystics they believe that God is the summtion of al
qualities, Good as well as Evil. The prine Gwdi ona
religious synbol, a gold and bl ack Yang/Yin
enbl em derived from Taoi sm remnmi nds themthat the

Day and Ni ght forever co-exist.

These are only a few of the conmponents Anderson

uses in The N ght Face. But conponents are only
lifeless materials until the hand of an artist arranges
them and i nfuses themwi th nmeani ng. Here the author
uses nyth notifs and dramatic | anguage to tel

us that nyth is a | anguage--one that can be tragically
m sunder st ood.

The novel's plot is a-whirl with msinterpretations

as the three central characters and the cultures they
represent go spinning along in fruitless, uncom prehendi ng
pursuit of each other. They are like the

three spokes of the triskelion Fire \Weel, tips curling

in separate directions, destined never to link." 'W
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have been naki ng unconsci ous assunpti ons about

each other,' "says Raven to his rival Tolteca at the
novel ' s opening. This comrent sets the scene for al
that follows.

Raven, the younger son of a nobl e household on
feudal Lochl ann, has becone a nercenary in the hire
of his planet's former subject, denocratic
Nuevanerica. On Lochlann, a world as bl eak and
honor - bound as nedi eval Scandanavi a, nen stil

pl edge brotherhood by drinking each other's bl ood
and back their vows with their |ives. Nanericans
unfairly characterize themas "caste-ridden
haughty, ritualistic, and murderous."

The grimess of his environment and soci ety have
made Raven one who" 'lives with the N ght Faces



all the time.' "Despite this, he remains attuned to
all fundanental realities, to flowers as well as

kni ves. Yet, paradoxically, it is the shadow ascendant
in his people that relates himto the bright-seemn ng
Gwdi ona: "Fair and Foul aro near of kin."

The Lochl anna may appear dark and the Gaydi ona

light, but both races experience both Aspects of

exi stence. (And notice that Lochlann and Gaydi on
speak allied | anguages which are quite distinct from
t hat of Nanefica.)

Tolteca, Raven's antagonist, is the head of the
Narmerrican expedition to Gwdion. His intelligence

i s unspectacul ar, but he is a nenber of a hereditary
intellectual class who calmy enjoys its privil eges
while proclaimng his anti-aristocratic principles.
H s appreciation of the arts is a rote response. He
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listens to recogni zed cl assics of Terran music on tape
wher eas Raven sings and plays fol k songs that are
still part of a living tradition on his home world.
(Raven calls Tolteca a "'culturel ess noney-sniffer.'
") Although inordinately proud of his supposedly

tol erant, enlightened attitudes, Tolteca

routinely judges others according to his own scal e
and becomes upset over differences. He cannot fee

the ties of social obligation that bind the Lochl anna
or even the gentler pressure of custom anong the
Gwdi ona because Nanmefica is a society of discrete

i ndi vi dual s.

Nuevaneri ca may possibly be a daughter col ony

of Nuevo Mxico in the old Terran Enpire, but if so,

it has lost the martial rigor of its founders. Nanmefica

is only superficially Hispanic. Its society is libertarian
nmercantile, utilitarian, and thoroughly secul ar

"A Namerican is concerned only with getting

hi s work done, regardl ess of whether

it's something that really ought to be acconplished,
and then with getting his rec- -reation

done--both with maxi num bustle.’



But the chief flaw in Tolteca---and by extension,

of his people--is their naive ideal of sane and
sanitized living. They imagine that every problem

can be solved by an appeal to reason. They cannot

accept pain and death as inevitable parts of reality. In
effect, they try to cling to the DayFaces excl usively.
Tolteca foolishly assumes that the Gwaydi ona have
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attained his culture's ideal and can see nothing but
bri ghtness in them

Legend says the Gwydi ona are descended from a

man with two wives, one dark, one fair. But now the
cycle has turned and a Man of the N ght and a Man of
the Day pursue the same wonan. Elfavy, their

quarry, is the beauty and serenity of her world incarnate.
Nat ure on Gwdion has a | oveliness undreaned

of on dreary Lochlann nor was it ever

ravaged as parts of Namefica were. (As Elfavy's
father says," 'CGod wears a different Face in npost of
t he known cosnos .' ") Peaceful, anarchistic Gwd-ion
i s a paradi se where nodest technol ogy serves the

arts of good living.

But El favy's very name warns that Gwydion's

perfection is not of this world. (Elfavy herself has
echoes of the Elf-Queen whose love is doomto

nortal s and of Rhiannon, an unlucky supernatura
gueen-not her in the Mbinogion. ) Gwdion is only

a beguiling illusion like the Celtic Happy O her-world
it resenbles. An Irish description of an enchanted

O herworld island applies equally well to

Gwydi on:

Unknown is wailing or treachery

in the happy fanmiliar |and;



no sound there rough or harsh

only sweet music striking on the ear

Yet if it seenms the antechanber of heaven in its Day
phase, during Bale tine its Holy Cities are circles of
hell. OGwydion oscillates between too careful a

har
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mony and utter discord. Its schizophrenic people are
not truly virtuous--they are not sane enough to sin.

These are the persons, races, and principles which
collide so disasterously in The Night Face. Their
failures to understand each other are synptonatic of
interstellar conditions in the post-inperial era when
time has driven nmen apart in | anguage and bl ood.

(See "A Tragedy of Errors," "The Sharing of

Fl esh," and "Starfog.") Their story is further

evi dence--as if nore were needed--that the universe

i s under absolutely no obligation to be fair.

When Tol teca, Raven, and Elfavy nmeet at the

bl oody clinmax, they do so cast as Gwdi ona nyth-fi gures.
Their doons are seal ed by these accidenta

role assignnments: it is safer to live with archetypes
rather than in them Wen Raven tries to rescue

Tolteca fromthe Gwdi ona' by proclaimng himthe
Sunsmith fleeing an eneny in the formof a stag, this
identification only makes the nob eager to capture

him Ironically, in the |arger context of the story, the
Nareri can engi neer resenbl es the hunter who pursues

the Sun-stag, withering flowers with every step

unable to see past the abyss which the stag | eaps. He
represents the inpotence of reason in the enbrace of

nystery.

Al t hough the meani ng of Raven's name suggests
bl ackness, woe, and battl e-death, the sound of it



coincidentally links himto Ragan, the Gwdi ona
dyi ng savior god entangled in the Sun Weel. He
accepts the fatal part and dies to save others. Only his
dar kness makes dawn possible. Elfavy rejects her
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earlier role as the ethereal, conforting Bird Maiden

I nst ead, she becones the Mdther, hollow with | onging
for Ragan, inpatient to begin mourning his

death. But it is a real, not a poetic, death she causes.

Parenthetically, it should be noted that Elfavy is

al so a Eurydice who | oses her O pheus but is incapable
of grieving over himafterwards. The N ght Face

is an odd variation on the Lost Beloved notif Anderson
has so poignantly developed in Wrld Wthout

Stars, "Kyrie," "CGoat Song," and other worKks.

For readers, the tragedy of the tale lies in Raven's
sacrificing his life for a man who cannot understand
the deed and a worman who cannot renenber it. But

to Raven, the circunstances of his death make it a
kind of triunph. He conpensates for w onging

Tolteca and at the same time puts his rival under an
obligation of honor he can never repay. Nor woul d

he want Elfavy's life blighted by his nenory. H s
only wish is for her survival and happi ness. Raven's
feelings are those of the dead | over in The Unqui et
Grave, the song that is the novel's leitnotiv and the
source of its original title, "A Twel venonth and a
Day. "

Finally, fromthe author's viewpoint, the soul-piercing
tragedy of The Night Face is not a matter of

| ost | ove or needless death. Rather, it arises fromthe
very fact of our existence as fallible beings in a
nortal universe. The characters' tragic flawis sinply
that they are human.

Raven bears witness to this steely vision. He exposes
t he Gwdi ona dream of godli ke perception
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t hrough ecstasy as fal se. Man should be content with
his human lot, to appreciate life's joys happily, to
meet lite's hardships bravely, to confront the Day
and Night Faces in turn, ere he perishes.

Raven confirms that pain is real and separation in
death final. Flowers wither; hearts decay. Sorrow
cannot be denied (as the Namericans attenpt) or
expl ai ned away (as the Gwdi ona do). Themis no
renedy or rebirth for parted lovers. Life is neither an
upward-striving progress as Tolteca thinks nor a
renewi ng cycle of transformations as Elfavy believes.
| nexorably, monent by nonment, the universe

is running down. Tine may be called a relativistic

di mension or a nythic Burning Wweel but it

is also the Bridge aflanme behind us all.

Editor's note.' Sandra Mesel is a noted critic of
science fiction. The author considers her the
forenpst authority on his witings.



