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THE TWIN
by

Kelly Scanlon
Our village lay in a valley surrounded hy green
hills, all of these hills were curved and rounded, so
thut Lhey shaped u sleeping woman, robed in green.
The villugers Said this WllS the imuge of the goddess
of the heathens, who lived upon those forested hills;
they would not look up al the heights without malling
the sign ngninat evil and whispcring u prayer.
My mother, especially, Ieured the hills ;.111d the
people who live(! there. Our house once had a window
which looked out on their Ludy of the II ills, hut long
ugo she hnd lilted it in with earthen hricks and nailed
the shutters closed. When she went ubout the vii Inge
she walked with her eyes downcast and she always
spoke softly, as if she Ienred the forest- folk would
hear her.
I thought the Lady was beautiful and as u child I
often wondered ifmy own thin hucly would ever he so
gracefully rounded. I did not tell my mother about
these musings, but when she caught me looking up al
the hills she beat me, and later I would find her weeping by herself. She had cause lo weep, I suppose; my
father was dead and I was her only child, and I could
not he as she wan Led me to he.
It was whispered in the village that I once had a
sister, a twin whose face was the image of my own, hut
she had died soon after we were born. "Where is her
grave?" I asked when I was small, but my mother only
shook her head and turned a way. As I grew older l saw
how much it pained her to speak of this, so I stopped
asking, hut I did not slop wondering. When I drew
water at the village ~ell I often wuited until the surface was still und then looked far down ut the image
of my face, circled hy sky; but it wus loo far clown lo
see clearly and I saw only a wavering shadow. When
the villagers caught me looking into the well thev
mocked me for my vanity, but it was not vanity, f111_-I
hel ieved that I was plain. IL was only curiosi ly, a longing to see the face that mirrored my own.
One person did not mock me. She was Muiu, the
midwife, who lived alone al lhe edge of the vil1,1g1!.
1 ler small house was fragrant with herbs hung from
the roof-beurns, and bundles of roots sut near the lire.
'l'he villagers called her a witch, but they sti II sent for
her when they were ill, or when the crops were foiling, or when there was a pestilence among the sheep.
My mother hated her but I was drawn lo her because
she had delivered me and she seemed lo hold the
secret of my birth and my lost sister. "You have only

half 11 soul," she whispered, "the other half was in
your twin. The two halves long lo he one again, so of
course you are restless ... Wherever her soul is, it is
1wL in this valley, buL perhaps she will come hack here
lo look for you."
'l'he other villagers ulso believed that I had only
half u soul, and so wus more likely Lo sin. When they
suw me I al king with Mui a they nudged each olherand
nodded sagely: it was only to he expected thut I should
he drawn lo a witch. My mother heal me when she
found out and prayed more fervently Lhut I should he
protected from evi I; I often lay awoke al n ighl, I istening to her whispered Ii tunies, wondering if my sister's
spirit would return lo find me. Perhaps my mother's
prayers worked: I saw no ghosts.
WiLh my hulfa soul, I was still better off'thun the
heut hen forest-folk who, it was said, .hud none. The
villttHers said lhey were lhe clrildrcn of unions hutween demons and forest animals and could take 1111y
shupe they chose; often they were crows, or wolves.
Maia Lolcl me that many generations ugo the hill-folk
hud lived in our vullcy, hut we hud killed muny or
them and driven the others away, so lhut now they
had lo hide in the hills. They were great healers and
workers of magic, she suid; their goddess, the I .ady of
the I Ii lls, cou lcl even cu use a barren woman to hu ve u
child, if she puid the right price.
"Whut is the price?" I asked.
"Life," Mai11 said. "The womun must give 11 life to
that goddess, her own or someone else's." And she
said no more.
I had never seen one. of the hill-people, though
they sometimes left their forest and came down Lo our
village al night, to steal our sheep. One ufteruouu,
when I was bringing the sheep down from the hillside
to be sheared, I found one of their stone knives in the
meadow. The hill- folk were afraid of iron and would
not touch it and so their knives and arrow-points were
stone. 'l'his knife was a heautiful lhlng, shur>cd like 11
leaf and even shurper thun our iron ones. I hid it in·
side my sush and brought it home, and kept it under
the straw of my heel. Al night, when my mother was
asleep, I told myself stories about the strungu people
who had made it. I longed lo see them: I fell uk in lo
them because, like them, I did not huve a fully human
sou I.
Wilh their magic they must have sensed that I
hurl their knife because, after that, when lhcy came
stealing into the village on moonless nights, they
scratched pagan designs on the door ofour house und
110 one else's. My mother wepl when she saw t lwsc
marks and she scraped them off, hut they always
reappeared. After a while I took the knife hack lo the
meadow and left it there. The next day it was gone.
Afler this the hill-folk stopped making marks
upon our door, but on nights when it was very dark, I
heard people walking softly round the house and
whispering. In the morning I found their narrow
1
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footprints in the mud outside our door. I always
rubbed these out with my own feet, so that my mother
would not see them.
One morning I found a gift upon the threshold: it
was a crescent moon of silver, on a fine silver chain. I
wore this under my clothes and was careful not lo let
anyone see it. Their silver was dedicated to the Lady
of the Hills and was bound up in her moon-magic, and
if the villagers saw me wearing it they would say I wus
bewitched. I did not know why the hill-people
had
given.me such a beautiful thing, unless it was in exchange for their knife; or else they had seen me looking up at the Lady and they knew that I was secretly
akin to them.
Soon after this, the men of the village caught one
of the hi II-people in the high meadow, near the edge
of the forest. As a warning to the others who would
steal our sheep, they sent for the hlacksrnith, who
made iron spikes and nailed him still living to u tree,
and then drove his own knife into his heart.
I went with everyone else to stare at him after he
was dead, though I did not want to. When I saw. the
knife in his chest I recognized it and knew it was the
one I had owned for a while: so it had been his. Was he
the one who had left the marks upon my door, the ope
who had given me a necklace in return for his own
knife? Looking at him, I wished I had never found the
knife at all, for then he might still be alive.
He was a slender man, dressed in deerskins that
were soaked black with his own blood. On his wrists
and ankles he wore heavy silver ornaments; though
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these were great riches lo our poor village, no one hud
touched them, for fear of the Lady's magic. 11 is dark
hair was as long as a woman's and had been bound in
a braid, but the wind in this high place had pulled it
free, so that it covered his eyes. I was glad of this, for
I did not want to see the expression in them. The rest
of his face looked weary and mournful, but there was
no savagery in it.
I turned away, trying lo hide my tears, and went
buck down Lo the village. That night there was u great
fire upon the hill and the hill-folk began beating their
drums, wailing and howling like wolves at his death.
I could not sleep; I lay awake listening Lo the mournful people on the hill and lo my mother whispering
prayers that their evil would not Louch me.
She finally slept, exhausted, and I slipped out of
the house and ran toward the fire on the hill, stumbling over the uneven meadows. I was dressed only in
my shift and the night air was cool; the silver necklace was cold against my bare skin. I was not sure
what I would say to the hill-people or why I felt compelled lo run to them, except that I felt somehow
responsible for the man's death and wanted to give
buck the gift that I did not deserve.
When 1 reached the edge of the forest I stopped

and looked around, shivering. I had thought they
would all be near the tree where he was killed, hut
that was Loo neurour village for them. They had Luken
his body away, up lo the summit of the hills.
1 have never been in the forest before, not even in
daytime, even though the other village women often

came toils edges to gather firewood or hunt for mushrooms. My mother had forbidden it; she never went
near the tree either. Now, the forest was pure darkness, and the village was only a few scattered sparks
in the valley far below.

Still. I could hear the heat of the hill-people's
drums and their howls of despair, so I begun walking
uphill, toward the sound and the bright glimmer of
their lire. There was no puth, und the branches torn
at my hair and scratched my face and hare arms. I
walked with my eyes half- closed, feeling my Wily
through the rough trees like u blind person. 'l'hou~h
it was cold, I was sweating with fear.
As I walked I knew someone was wu lk ing close lo
me, following and watching me. When I slopped, they
slopped too. I heurd only my own harsh breath und
heartbeat, and I saw nothing hut shadows.
'l'remhling, I took off the necklace and held it out.
'l'he crescent moon swung from my hand, glittering
faintly in the darkness.
A woman spoke, questioning. Iler voice was low
and musical, but I had never heard this languag1!
before and could not understand. She took the neck·
lace away, and spoke again, and when she look my
hand, I let her lea cl me through Lhedark forest toward
the fire.
At last we came over a ridge on the summit und
the woman Slopped inside the shadow of the trees, so
that I saw the hill-folk in the light of their own fire.
Like the man who had been killed, they were slender,
dressed in deerskins and patlerned cloaks; muny of
them wore silver. 'l'he lire was a funeral pyre: they
were burning the deacl man's remains, and singing
over his body. 'I'he Ila mes leaped up ancl shone on the
faces of the singers, who wove l hci r voices toguther in
lament us they looked into the lire. The man's hocly
was now only u black shape among the Ila mes.
I turned away, and found myself facing a young
woman, the one who had brought me here. When I saw
her I thought she was the Ludy of the 11 i I ls, come lo
life: for she was beautiful. She stared at me, looking
me up and down, and I was ashamed or my own plainness before her.
She lingered the thin fabric ofmy shift and mmmurecl something in her own language, then took off
her own cloak and wrapped it around my shoulders.
The silver neck Ince glillcred in her hands; she gave it
hack lo me, and gestured lo me to put it on. Then she
led me forward, into the circle oflirelighl.
Everyone jumped up. 'l'hedrummers faltered, the
singers stopped: but after lhat first shout, no one
moved. They stared al me in shocked silence, and
then began whispering among themselves.
Al last an old woman came forward. She wore <I
cloak of feathers, and the others moved aside respectfully to let her pass. II er face was deeply I ined and her
long hair was pure while, hut her eyes wvre as green
us u leuf. She stared ut me, looking me over as the

young woman had done. Then she nodded lo herself,
Look my elbow, and led me away from the people, over
to the other side of the lire. The young woman followed us.
"I will speak for her," the old woman said, gesturing at the young one. "She does not speak your language."
I noclded. 1'hey were both silent, looking ut me.
"I'm sorry about the man who was killed," I stummerecl. "I took his knife and I hod iL for 11 while. Then
I gave it buck hut he kepl coming lo the village and
lhey caught him--"
"Do you think there is blood on you, because he
wus killed? You ure innocent. We know who killed
him ... lie would have hud u knife even if you kept thut
one; we do nol go without them. I le came to your village for the sheep, not the knife."

"Oh."
'I'he young woman touched her throat, where a
silver crescent hung from a line chain; it was exactly
like my own. Then she spoke, und louchecl my necklace.
"She asks if you like her gift."
"Iler gift? I thought lhe mtln·· I mean, he--"
"No, she gave it Lo you. She saw you pick up his
knife, and he told her about you. She watched you
from the forest and came to sec you al night. She made
marks upon your house, asking lhe goddess Lo watch
over you, and she gave you this gift, because you
seemed unhappy there."
'l'he young woman leaned forward and spoke
rapidly, luying a hand on my urm.
"She thinks you do not understand. She asks if
you know who she is, why she wutchecl you and shy
she gu ve you th is gi fl."
"No ... I don't know any of your people."
She spoke lo the girl, then turned buck lo me.
"Long ago a woman, 1:1 foreigner, came Lo us ask int: the
goclcless lo give her a child. She knew there WUs J'iiY·
merit due: when the goddess gives a life, she must
receive a life in return." She stopped, and looked
closely at me. "No, I see you don't understand. You
think I mean a death, that someone would have to die
in order that the chi Id should Iive. But this is wrong.
The goddess is the weaver or our live and death, and
if she wunled death she could easily cut the threads
Lhal hincl us to this world. She wan ls a I ifc, Ii vccl fully,
spent honoring her.
"The woman agreed that she would do this when
her child was horn, and that she would raise the child
in this way. She hud lwo children: two da11ghle1:s who
shared one soul, hut she was afraid to keep her
promise. She separated these two who were hunt •ts
one and who should never have been separated, and
she gave one of them Lo us, hoping that would fulfill
the agreement she had made. 1 n truth she did not even

continued on pa1e 38
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in MC #3 ("The Last Card"), I was delighted hy the
turn-around
of Reed man's "Paying The Piper."

Bravo. I enjoyed "The Blood Red Rune," "Esmurellu
the Witchkin," and "The Fountain and the Black
Fish" all a great deal, particularly Esmuretla's accurntely distracted and flighty attitude · children
should not practice magic nor should they vole, and
here's why!
I liked all the poetry -- poetry lends to he something I simply like or dislike but don't analyze. '!'hank
you, though, for printing the corrected "If i Id" in its
entirety.
Regarding "The Ghost House," I both admire
Morgan's brevity and distike it. I think he could have
strengthened the story considerably with u little
more verbiage: I didn't understand who (or what) the
green spectre was and I found the ending itself unticlimactic. lt just dribhled off.
I felt "Cleo" also has unrealized potential. Jones
could have mude more of a connection between Cleo's
death and Em's illness. She should have clarified
l~m·s motive for poisoning her father (purely because
he said "better to chloroform her than have her suffer'
?) and possibly have her repent when he brings the
k iuen. On the other hand, her use ofl::u1g1111gc is com
pelling. Very nice. 'l'he opening illustration really
captured the melancholy mood orthe piece, too.
I was lukewarm toward "The China Doll and the
Meadowlark," perhaps because or the familiarity of
the tale. Still, il was nicely executed and Kocik has u
lovely tum of phrase. "The Christmas Wilch ... " didn't

THE TWIN
conl i 11114 froa p191 II
do this; she left the child in the forest and walked
away, never knowing whether the child lived or died.
"She called that one dead, and then turned her
hack on the goddess, refusing lo honor her. As for the
daughter she kept, she Lolcl her nothing of her origin,
did not tell her the goddess was the source of her life.
"In her heart she knew that this was not enough,
and that someday she would have lo pay her debt. For
the resl of her Ii fe she wa I ked i 11 fear of us a ncl 011 r god·
clcss, because or what she had clone so long ago. She
cannot even look up al our hills
Is it not so? You
know this woman is your mother
But you, in your
heart, you cannot he torn away from the goddess who
gave you life or from the sister who shares your soul.
We have seen you looking up at our hills ... "
"Hut my sister is dead--"
"No, that is a lie. Look al this woman next lo you.
Do you not see your own face, your own body, in hers?
Look, and see how the people are staring al you. It is
because you ure each other's image."

The Mythic Circle, Issue 5 -- Page 38

clo much for me; I fell as if the author was moralizing
at me through the veneer of the story.
Nice art throughout, particularly Pat Wynne's
curtuon and the Callahan work (both Bonnie and Tim
- are they related?). Actually, I like Maudlin's work,
too, but u fat fairy on the cover? Really! Looking forward lo #5.
Frances Garland
Miles City, Montana
P.S. - especially enjoyed "If You Can't Live Without
Me Then Why Aren't You Dead" from your tape.
So you don 't like znftiK sprites t ! I\ ntl why not? Do )'Oil
sl1111ishl.v bow to media whim» um/ consider "obese"
and "obecene't synonvmou« ruords?! Shame on you! -your tcurrentlvt {crl editor, Lynn. (Clrrisli11e, luuueuer,
is suitnhl_y tolllour-slim untl: long flowing blonde huir
• sorry, sire's already married). On tire other hand,
thanks for buying my tape and making nice about my
music. Yorl are [orgiven (•!pra11g!• ).
C. L. · I'd like lo take 11p the cudgels on behalf of that
'rat fairy"r>11 tire couer of #4. I I.IKH I/rat cover and
sire's 011e of the main reasons. Yo11'ue made some g1)()d
t)l)i 11 ts a bout the stories, particularly about "Esmu rel·
la tire \Vitclilti11."
I don't think you uiere unduly harsh in your letter
i11 MC #:J. I reutl thut l1111e as brisk and straigluforioard. I thinl: cw honest response is lo be valued; personallv I prefer brusqueness lo condescension.

I looked at the people. It was true, they had all fallen silenl, they were watching us und listening. 'I'he
old woman got up and went over to lhe other side of
the fire; when she came hack she was holding a mirror, a round moon of polished silver. I stared al the
other girl; I could not believe I looked like her. She
smiled hack al me and took my hand. Iler hands were
exactly like mine.
The old woman huncled me the mirror. "II ave you
never seen yourself?" she asked gently. "Or have you
only heen reflected in lhe eyes of those around you,
who did not sec you clearly? Now look, and sec whut
is true."
I looked and al first I thought it was a mistake,
that the other girl was looking inlo it and I was seeing
her reflection, not my own. IL was far different form
the wavering, distant image at the bottom of the
wel I... The girl leaned over and put her face next to
mine, and I saw both of us at one: we hud the same
grey-green eyes, the same russet hair shining in the
firelight, the same smile. Weeping, I put the mirror
down and looked, for the first time knowingly, upon
my sister's face, and upon my own.

