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INTRODUCTI QN

Most of the members of-the F A P A have already been
introduced to Gwynn Leynier, the hero of the "Sevener" tales.

A flattering number of you have requested that, rather than
writing "about" the Sevener stories and the characters there-
in, that I forthwith publish excerpts from the stories them-
selves. And without further =2do I present this lcaflet, which
introduces not only Gwynn, but several other of the "Seveners.!

At the time when I planned and wrote the first of the
Sevener tales (not counting various juvenilia) I named it "The
Dark Flower", in blissful ignorance that the renowned English
romantic writer, John Galsworthy, had written a great novel by
that name. However, having remedied this gap in my literary
education, I am ready and willing to confess that this lecaflet
takes its form from Galsworthy?!s novel -- the effect of thrce
women on a sensitive young man,

The title, and theme, of Galsworthy'!s novel, is taken from
a dark-red flower, a carnation, given to the young hero by his
first sweetheart, and its recurrent symbolism in the other loves,
the filrst of which ends in disillusion, the second in tragedy,
the thlrd in r nunciation. Thls all-too-familiar Teles-of- -
man theme has been used in other books; but I will admit my in-
debtedness only to Galsworthy.

This leaflet, consisting of episodes from Whip Hand,end Ihe
Children of Kings, as well as the preliminary incident taken
frem The Dark Flower, has a unity not of symbolism but of place.
Three times in his life, and only three times, his fate led
Gwynn Leynier to an cbandoned shepherd!s cabin et the edge of
the moorlands of Armida; each time in the company of one of
the threc women who shaped his fate. The three incidents, then,
have been changed only slightly to compensate for their pre-
sentation out of context, to make them self-contained and to
eliminate the necessary for explaznatory footnotes cnd synopses
of the stories from which they were taken. Whether or not this
process has been successful id for the readers to judge.

R T T Y

The following notes were written months ago, while this
leaflet was still an unborn brainchild, but as far as I am concern-
ed, they still apply. I would like to own myself, however, some-
what unsatisfied with the final, or Cassandra, episode~- a not
incomprehensible result of the wanton telescoping of three chap-
ters into four pages, and censoring phrases meaningless to readers
unfamiliar with the former books. :

Lastly, but for from leastly; compliments to Max Keasler,
who from my briefly scribbled notes brought to life characters
who formerly existed only in my brain, and to Redd Boggs, whose
introductory pocm secms to me admirably to sum up the theme of
this leaflet. What that is, the individual reader must decide
for himself, or for hersclf.

P o B B0 e B BeR QMarion Zimmer Bradley



LOVE AS AN IDEAL

The flame unwrinkled upward
as the living cyclone whirled,
obliged to blindly seeck

the edges of the world,

and, over =zll, the rain,
alive to destiny,

scught pores and crevices
under the rooted trees

but being you, sweet lady,
you do not strive, but draw;
you're esscnce in yourself,
divine, without a flaw.

But I become, like circles,
aspiring to be right,
21l sensible to Form,
to drovm my soul in light.

Tell me with just one word:
where shall my love aspire --
the center or the edge ?
Shall it be earth or fire ?

—~REDD BOGGS

I
Marga of the Darriells

The flight was already hopeless.

Gwynn pulled his horse to a stop, looking at the girl who
rode beside him. "This finishes us," he soid slowly, "The snow
will drift down across the canyon. If we'd crossed yesterday--
but now we couldn't moke it. We can either ride like hell for
Armida-- and probably freeze on the moors -- or we can crawl
back to Aldaron-- and moke up some good liel."

The drooping girl drew her head courageously crect. "We
won!t go backi They!d toke me away, end I'd never sce you againt

Gwynn shruggcd. "Well, we're already on Armida land, we'll
try for it. One thing-- I know these moors. Kadarin!s mountain-
bred; scarcd oi open land. in a blizzard, he might not--"

"I’ afraid of open land, too--" Marga said shakily.

"T know, precioss. But it's our only chance. Here-- you ride
with me, Your horse will follow all right." Leaning over,he
l1lifted her from the saddl.e and settled her in front of him,

In his own heart, Giynn knew it was less to profpect her than to
reassure himself with her closeness. "Now I can.,t lose you," he
said in her ear, and she leaned back against him a littles not



enough to hinder his riding, but close enough to comfort them bokh.

Gwynn was ncever again to ride in snow without feeling Marga
close in his arms and the white lashing of the snow racing and
flurrying past their bent heads. The storm blotted out space and
sense and sound and direction; but the noor—o%ed stallion sped
sure~footedly along the hidden trail. They had ridden for what
scemed hours when the horse holted, whining and lifting his feet
uneasily. Gwynn peerced through the blinding whiteness at the dark
nass loomin g ahecd. After a moment'!s deliberation he slid from
the saddle., "Marga," he said, "Here's where we!ll have to stay.
The snow!s getting thicker, and if we lost the trail--"

"Who lives here 2"

"Herdsnen, sometines. I've steyed herce hunting." He waded
thru thc deep snow to the door, stumbling o little where the wind
had piled it in drifts. "0ld Nicolasl Old Nicolasi" he shouted,
pounding; the wind blew his shout away and blew it back in eerie
echo, but he had no other answer. He shouted to Marga. "Cone oni®

The girl slid dowm, leading the horse forward. Gwynn thrust
the door inward, then flung it herd egainst the wind, bolting the
storn outside. The cabin was dark and barc,- furnish d rudel % but-
adequately, and utterly deserted. One ecorner, piled deep with hay,
had served as stable; into this corner Gwynn led and tethered the
horse, without glancing at Marga; then turned back, staring with
soncthing like anger at her. Suddenly "Be damned to them alllY he
said savagely, and strode to the fmreplace where some vanished
herdnan had loft wocd piled. He struck *1rn~ Marge cane and stood
close, watching, "Can I help 2?20

"No. You rest." He spoke 1rr1tobly. He drogged the tivking
from one ragged couch, pulled it to the fire, covered it with his
cloak and gently pushed Horga dovme. "Here-- by the fire. You little
fool, youlre freezingt® He pulled off her boots, and began to rub
the chiléd barc toes withbhis hands.

"Youlrc hurtingl" the girl protested. He looked ruefully ag
his roughcned hands, but went on without stopping. "It wouldntt
help for you to go lame from frostbitel! he snepped. Marga laughed,
with a sudden flare of spirit. "How you worryl Do you think I ag
nade od silk ?" she protested. Gwynn looked up suddenly and met
her eyes; his smile faded. He said quietly “Yes. I do."

They toasted neat and bread fron the saddlebcgs; cven the
panic of flight had not impeired their appetites, and they ate
like the healthy children they werc. He had a stone bottle of the
nountaln wine; they both despised the thick, sweetish stuff, but
Gwynn drank o little and made the still-shivering Marga swallow
a few mouthfulsMMerge-- are you still so cold 2%

No~— not cold-~ but--"her voice caught in a shivering sob.

Gwynn sat up straight, looking at her gravely. "Listen, Marga
nea, are you still afraid of nme, preclosa ? You know--"

"Wo--not-- of you--" Margc breathed, "But-~ they'll follow us,:
and send me back-- back to the-- Sharra—— shrine, and I Was-—SWOoe,
and now that I've-- forsaken-- the-- Goddess--"

tJust let them try to touch yout" The boy!s voice was savagef
®Phey!1l have to kill me before they drag you back tp that-- dann
shrinel" He tried to quict his voice, to reassure her. "I'1ll take
you to uy cousin Cassandra. Wec were betrothed, but she will be
good to you."

"Betrothed ? You never told mel Is she-- pretty ? Do you--t

#She!s exqu131te. You'll love hor. She'll lovc you, too."
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"Do you -- arc you in love with her 2V

"With Cassandra ?" Gwynn chuckled, "You jealous babyl
Goodness, nol She'!s like a sistert!

Silence again, while Morga drowsed and Gwynn stared into
the fire. He was tasting meturity for the first time. Marga was
SO young, she must never regret or be afraidessss it was all very
strange and still, end Gwynn, in yeaors after, remcmbered with
incredulous disbelief that he had no thought of any further
lovernaking than this, to sprawl with his head in her lap and
her hands now and agoin runpling his hair. They talked in under-
tones for an hour, but at last the fire burned down, and Marga's
voice grew slecepy. Gwynn ourmared "oulre tired, preciosa.Sleep."
He pulled the cloak up over her. She murmured drowsily "Youtll
be cold. Take some of the coverl!" :

wynn!s face burned a noment in the darkness, but after a
norient he spread the cloak over then both. She snuggled her
face in his shoulder. "This is nice," ‘'she murnured, and he kiss-
¢d her hair softly. "I'm glad you think so-- because¢ I'1ll never
let you go. Go to slcep." She was already ask cep, but Guynn
lay awoke for ninutes, feeling love like ¢ hurting thing in hin,.
Whatever happened, this girl nust be safo-—-

Hours later he woke with & stort, hearing hooves, The stornm
had quietened; it was still dark, but the grey bitter dawn was
beginning to steal through the chinked wall. Gwynn roved gently
from Margals side, loosening his knife; then sat by her side,
hopeless, shielding her eyes from the light.

Kadarin'!s men found them like that. Rakhalls eyes in the
dying firelight had an unholy scorn. "Pretty sighti!" he nmomthed
the words maliciously, "Little Marga ond the Leynier whelp, cud-
dled like pwoper sweectheartsi!" His laugh wos a whiplashj -he
bent ond caught Morgals bare arm, twisting it cruelly. "Weke
up, girles Your fun is over.! ‘

She woke with a screon of pain, and Gwynn'!s knife was out,
as he sprang up facing the man wrathfully. "Let herhalone, you-~
werewolf-whelpl She 1s ny wifc.!

"Wifel" Rakhal Kadarin howled laughter. "Yours ?" He
pulled the girl roughly to her fecet, and Gwynn lceppédat him—s y

Hold hin," Kadorin command ed.

Gwynn was six feet tall, ond strong for his age; but n o boy
of scventeen is a mateh for four hefty trailmen. They held hin
exhausted at last, gasping. "Renegade son of-- o wolfls bit--".

The whp in Kadarin's hand cut off his voice in a strangled
¢ry, with a quick lash that laid Gwynn!s face bare to the bone.
He raised the whip cgoin. Marga screcned, fighting Kadarin'!s
other hand that held her; she got once hand dree, raked her nails
dovn his face; he dropped the whip, shaking the girl till her
head flopped linply, then pushed her down in the straw where she
lay sobbinTg weakly, toc bruised to risc. Gwynn stood collapsed
between the trailmen, blood strecoming down his facee.

The laughter was gone from Kadarin!s face. He bent and cere-
rioniously lifted Marga to her feet. At his signal, the trailmen
freed Gwvynn and he caught liarga crushingly to him, holding her
away fron Rckhal, "Gwynn-~ Gwynn, your face--" Marga sobbed.

"Don't cryy preciosa--" he muttered, "Kecp your head--"-

"Marga," Kedarin spoke gently, "You, Sharra's priestess,
narried this Sevener runcgate 2" ‘

Gwynn thrust Marga behind him, his voice cracking in blind
fury., "Don!t call her priestess! I'1ll kill her nyself before



she goes to that dirty shrine agoint®

Kecdarin wet his lips. "obody's going to be killed ro do
any kiiiing. Marge, you; answer ne, if you want your lovert!s
life. Arz you his wife-~ or his bride sione oM

"My wise'snapped Guwynn before Marge could dare her brotherts
eyes. But iie question had hit hone. He was berating himself
for a young fool, for an idiot, for a childish imbecile., He
knew .perfectly well the laws governing Sharra!s servants. It
had been, for two days and two nights, in his power to put
Marga completely and forever out of the reach of Sharra. What
idiocy had made hin delay util too late ?

Kadarin said musingly “I dontt believe you'd have had the
sense. A plity we have no women here. But lacking them--% with a
swift movenent he caught Marga away from Guynn and signed to the
trailmen to hol d the boys. Guessing his intent, the rude nen
guffawed as he dragged the struggling, screaning girl forward.
Gwynn was struggling between the men, 'swearing with maniac fury.
Suddenly Kadarin loosed Marga's arms.

“T've no nind to sheme nmy sister before these nen," he sald
angrily. "Dontt force me to itl" Marga dropped to her knees, her
face a ghostly white.

"pity us," she begged, "Pity us-- brothert"

- "So," Kadarin frowned, "I lecve you to Sharrats pity, then.
You go to the fires this spring! You know your fate-- if you
have lied to me. I thought as much; a palr of silly children
playing at sweetheartsi® He jerked his head at the trailmen; thy
relecascd Gwynn and he came slowly forward. Marga was still kneel-
ing in the firelight; she trembled, then rcbelliously she made
an archaic sign with her hands. YKadarin, Sharra-" she nurrmred,
"Let it be so." Her hand was tight in appeal on Gwynn'!s. The
boy bent his head. "Kederin, Sharre," he ccknowledged helplessly.

"You were wise," Kadarin said bitterly. "Hod 1t been true
narriocge, young Leynler--" he nudged the whip with his footi"Andd

for Marga--" his oninous gloance went around the roon, lighting
on cack aan in turn, "The usu2l fate." He looked at the boy and
girl, combecl y, "Your punishment, Marga; you serve at the fires—

you iover at the pole of your power! You know the law-~ you nay

prepare hine. O priestessi®" His sudden bitter loughter sounded

loud, be gestured roughly to the nmene "Get the horses, We ride _

back to Aldaran tonights " The door of the hut banged behind hin,
The troilmen closed in, cerenonious but thorough as: they

bound Gwynn's hands and set him on a horse; he saw Marga, un-

touched, taken up and led clong. He followed without proiest.
EBhere would be another chance-- for life or death.

II
Dio Ridenow of Serre

Gwynn lingered interminably in the stables, fussing about
the horses, o dork confusion blurring his senses. Now he was
in the very devil of a fix...! Aldones only knew what that ninx
Dio was thinking. Perhaps, then, he should have taken her to
Arrmide where she could be placed under the proper carc of his
sisteree...s...but he would expose no good young girl to D on
Estobon'!s bawdy glances and words and surreptitious fingerings..
++eo aacagh, he sparled at higself angrily, stop being so damnt



sanctimonious ? How are you any better than your precious
father now, my bhoy ?

Because, whatever he might tell himself, whatever excuse
he might make, he knew that-- in scme sceret place inside of
him-- this he had plonned, since the moment when Kermiac had
thunbed che greasy dice across the tobls. Dio knew it too, he

guessed---~ else what had her final taunts meant ? Certainly
she had not been afraid of Kermiac. Her mockery still rang in
his ears. "Kermiac ? That -- that she-molel™

He shrugged and tramped thrugh the mucky grass toward the
cabin. The heat had died a little, but the ground still felt =
swonpy underfoot, ond a ronk pinc-smell from the thick low- trees
around the door made his head swim a littles Dio-- a slim,hard
little thing she was-- she would be like a gold lynx-kitten,
like the towny young lynx Morio had taned -~- Gwynn loughed mock-
ingly ot himself. "She knows there!s no chenise under ny -
breechesi? he muttered, ond went in. Inside it was cooler, ond
Andrces had nade the plece clean and hebitables But Dio was not
in the rooms The dor to the inner, partitioned roon stood ajar;
Gwynn pushed it back and stepped into the small cubicles

The girl was lying on the narrow cot under the window, her
long riling-clock huddled over her. Giwynn drew in his breath
sharply and went to her side. Malaria agoin 2 She hed had it wha
he did last yeir--- "Dio ? " he asked. She turned her head a
little, and Guynn “ouched the tenned cheek. He felt the feveriBh
heat under his hands, Her eyes seemed too bright, and she tren-
bled a little under nis hands. "Dio--" he secid clumsily, "Dio,
girll What!s wrong 20

The girl moved toward him a little and sniled; he sat down
on the edge of the cot. "I'm all right, Gwynn; donft look so
friglitened. How you wvorryl! she teascd. "You got into this by
worrying about nc. VWay ?2¢

Guynn gave o short little laugh. The smile melted from Dio!s
face: She had never scemed to Gwynn to be & shy girl, but she
spoke tinmidly, clmost wistfully. "I--I feel so stronge here. X
Itis such a -- o lonely place. Stay by ne, Gwynn ---9

"Of course, dear --" Thec nan put his arm arcund her and
they stayed silent for a few ninutes; then Gwynn pulled back the
cloak. He saw with surprise thot she nc longer wore the boyish
riding-dress, but sonething soft ond silk-fine and dainty. Her
& tavmy curls nade a little short cap around her ears. Her
hoir had the fresh scent of clover in a sumner field. Gwynn
half-lest bhimself, burrowing his face into the silk at her
throat end he felt her smeall hand at his neck, a soft warn
thing, o curled softness like a kitten climbing on his should-
cr. Hcer voice was curicusly socthing, curiously nature and
unchi.ldl ike. Hod she ever been a child ? "Gwynn-- there--"

To his owmn tremondous self-disgust he discovered that he
was “shel ing., as 1f he had a chill himnself, What was this slip
of a girl that he should be afraid of her ? Alnmost without vol-
ition, he gothered up in his arms; she was very still, trembling
a very little, but-- he felt it, with that subtle awarcness
--- cager, cxpectont. The awvercness of her trenbling scared
aleng his nerves lile hot wires., He shared every nuance of her
enotion now, and knew they shared thet bittersweet of Sevenerk
heritnage, that touching of minds which no Sevener, so swayed,
so dominated by emowgion, can ever control. Still his lips



framed be question agoinst her nouth softly,

Wou are not afraid of ae now, Sirectheart 20

But he did not near ner amsed *VWhy, no," for his own
nerves hal cxploded and he was wrenched, nunbed by the flare
of tiw: naiory he had untdttingly cvolicds The frogrant scent
of pince—wond, the softness of a girl and the question he had
shaped like that -~ Dio melted from his arms, tenanted now
by o nournful little ghost, a frightened girl-ghost trembling
ageinst his shirt and younger face, and again he heard or
inagined thet nournful little volece-~

"No -- nmot of you-- but thev!ll follow ug---"

Agoin the nurdered child-wife he had thrust out of his
nind lay trembling in his arms, and once again, Gwynn begon
to soothe her, gently, but half-nad with self-invoked torment.
Vaguely he knew he was ncoddened, but he closed his mind to
the knowledge, and went on with his wild endearments, while
Dio ley paraFyzed with o sudden new terror. Was Guwynn nad
after 211 ? Don Estaban hod seid —---

Guynn'!s eyes were closed convulsively. Dio in his cms,
warn and tender, oand he-- he was nunbed, held inpotent by the
uncxorcised majory thet thrust a wall of ice between them.
Whet kept hin so, he wondered in rogged torment ? Not the
ghost, no, his tosed ¢yes could not shut out Marga from his
sight, no, only to close away knowledge and recognition of
this tavny intruder in his arms, this wanton Serre girl
whose hair curled in 2 gelden snall halo instead of scattere
ing suburn fires about ther both +.. he could see Marga, he
could touch her, and this stanger, this blonde-girl-thing in
his xns lay between them, her body a sword tc cut hin awey
fron the beloved ghost seese i

MNarge--" he nuttered thickly, and the word was an in-
cantation to dispel ten years and nore, "Margal "

Dlo pulled away, wide-eyed with horror, knowing that
she guvraesd nadness., "Guynn-- don! t-~" she begged, bitter
with ageny, -nd the man, clutching at her voice as a dying
sinner gvlps the hand of the priest, floundered walst-deep
Ifmem ols own haunted brain. ;

Mic~-- it's you--" he whispered, holf-aloud, unsurely.

The girl hung away from hin, a white fear behind her eyes
already giving vayv tc a tornented pity, and she sensed, al-
nost vieibly, her youth going out to hin and fadlng along:
the varren road of mercy. She fclt his plea to her sanlty,
and guessed what he would have her do, but her whole soul
rose in rebellion. Dio was very young, and deeply, stormily
in love. The muttered name-- not hers-- had broken her heart.
A cruelty shc hod not known she posessed flung words to her
nind, but she dcniced then, she forced them back into an
unspoken linbo, and only begged, stormering, "Gwynn-- oh,
Gwynnt It's ne-- Dio-~ Dio-~W

The $ruggl ing torment in his cyes flayed her. There
was still a barrier between theon, the remenbered hell that
caric out of the past to spread hinm before her, crucified
in dunb oppeal.

"Dio--" hec breathed agein, and brokenly "Margal Meorgat®
Dio, shaken by her own compassion, feclt the twist of cold
stecl in her throat, and with desolate tenderness rending
her, she gave herself up to his unspoken plea. She rcached



out to hin, slowly, then norc surcly, ond drew his face down
to hers. :

Micrge, precigss --" he brecthed wildly oagoin, and Dio,
crying soundlcessly, silomceed the none with her 1lips.

15518
Cassandra Marcecu-Leynier

The sunner faded. Now the nights were sharp with frist, and
by deay the tong of forest fire swept down from the hilis. From
sone far place in his spirit, Gwynn was rallying. Days, e was
still content to lie drowsing with closed eycs, din plctures
coning and going across his nind; and to lie helf-dreaning thra
the nights, wotching the firelight flickering on the wall. Now
and then, Cossandra spoke to hin, but he either did not answer
or answered so vaguely that Cassandra knew he had not recognized
her. Still, as the torn shoulder healed, the scars on his nind
had begun to close, and one doy he drifted up put of the long
drean and lay with zlert cyes, knowing where he was. "By that
fire," he allowed hinself to rcmenber, I slept dne night with
Marga in ny arms. Surely not twenty years ago ? Whips had cut
his face, and now he was hoaled-- of a .greater wound. How had
he come here ? He roncmbered the battle by the river-- the bombs-
pain that torc his arm half loose¢, and the long night on the
bank with Rafe raving and cursing near hin, and the sudden quiet
at sunrisc when Rafc had fainted or died -- he suddenly becane
conscious that Cassandre woas sitting by the wondow. How—— ond
why—- had shc conic herc ? The problen stirred his nind only laz-
ily; he lay watching her with lowered 1ids, content to lookat h=z
her fontastic becuty. She scemed so frail and small, so renote am
and untouchable-- curiously watouched; at thirty, she looked
twenty. Her profile was as innocent and deinty as a child's,

She was scwing, a rarc thing for her; her little fingers nade a
snall flicker back and forth. Had he in truth ever poscssed this
distant little saint ? Had she truly bornce hin childrcn and sur-
nounted the tragedy of their oldest son ? Gwynn's thoughts grew
grin. Yecs; their poor little Vel was real cenoughe At his birth
they had known that the curse on Cassandral!s line was no idle
superstition. He had rcaped the fruit of a-blood old and curiousi
ly tointed. In his frail beobyhood, they had feared for his life;
now thgy knew that would have becn the lesser paine. The intell-
lgence in Valls eyes was volceless; sometines he seemed normal,
they had taught hin to welk and to speck, but with such loving
toil thet their hearts had sickened while they loved. Now and
then, accessible, he would speck wvith a wild, beautiful under-
standing; but his terrible renotencss held then accursed; he
was fey, a faun-child; he could not understand their sinple
speech, and for wecks altogether he would retreat into sone
queer fastness in his soul, whether nad or only dreaning who
could tell ? Mikec had looked grave and talked of rmtations and
evolution. Bwynn only thought, with choking nisery, of Mikc!s
own healthy sons, and returncd at night to kneel by the crib of
his wild changeling-child, denied cven teors.

Gwynn looked at Cassandra, his throat tight. Their two
doughters had seened normal, though strangely frail. The seoond
son had becen-- like Vel, and Gwynn could not honestly regret it



when he had died before his wecning, Twice after that, the
breathless hope; twice, disappointuient. With a sudden stab of
nenory, Gwynn rericnbered Cossandral s words, nurmured just befpre
he had left Armide this tincs. Hope-- hope again—-

The nonory shook hinm free of his lethargy of nmonths,

"Cossandral he said. His voice cane out a husky whisper.

The woman turned, then dropped her sewing ond hurried a-
sross the roon. "Gwynnlt Oh--"

"Have you been here long 2V

"Weeks. Youtve had the lung-fever; you necarly died. Don't
you renenber, Gwynn ? Welve talked before.® X

Gwynn ttied to remenbor. The cffort was exhausting. "Dinly "
he said, "I can't rencnber anything nuch after the shells exs
ploded. Is Rafe--" hec stopped, reading the answer in her cyes.

"Rafe died," she said. "We found you together; h ¢ was dead,
and you-- just brecathing. We didn't think you'd live through the
day. We couldntt take you to Armida, even."

. Guynn closed his cyes. "Poor Rofe-" he said, "Mike 2?27

"Hets as well as ever. He went back to Scrre; Dio has o
little daughter, born two wccks ago."

"Good, " said Gwynn, ond meant it; he could think of Dio and
Mike without jealousy now. He had long resolved, with all the
nanhood in hin, that Cassandra should never know how he envied
Mike ond Dio. He fought away the treachery that if he had mar--
ried Dio, he night have had a nornal son-- he said tighty " I
ﬁomemEer what you told me before I left. You shouldnt!t have cone

erc.

He could not see her eyes. "I doesn!t matter," she said,
"It was --" she pausecd, then flung Mike!s phrase at him with a
bitterness so deep-drowned that she herself did not know 1t was
bitter, "Another pnistake of nzcture." But at the hurt in his
face, she relented o little. "It's really just as well," ;

m7os, It's as well." The words sounded cruel to Gwynn, but
try as he night he could find no way to soften it for her. Had
sha cried or broken down ecvem o little, he could have conforted
her, but her closed and bitter face repulsed hin, He knew he
did her injustice; it wos not her fault she had been horn into
a fonily tainted by a curse. His had been the folly, hus the blanc.

They did not speak mmuch after that. Casscndra resuned her
place at the window. Gwynn looked around the cabin; it touched
hin that Cossandra should have come here to care for hinm, to
nurse hin through a long and confining illness. This lonely mt
was no place for a delicately-reared wonone She had never so nuch
as dressed herself or brushed her own hair; now, weak from the
loss of a child, she had coue to him, He felt, guilty, unworthy.
He had giben her little in this marriage. He could not say she
had feailed hin. He rencrnbered the neticulous hours she spent
patiently, tcaching Val in his rare intervals of cceessibility.
He asked suddenly "Have you teken core of ne alone, Cassandra ?"

"Andres wos here. I sent hin to Armida on an errand; he!ll
be back this evening. Tonmorrow if you feel well cnough we'll
riove you back to Arnida.”

: T fecl well cnoughe" he told her. Suddenly he begged YCone
here oand sit by ne--"

"If you like." She cone and sat on the edge of the bed,
sniling into his face. The ploce, the old menories, nade Gwynn!s
nind twitch; but the pein was gone. Quite suddenly, he snmiled
at hery, 2 soft, tonder smilc.



"Margo, " he said gently.
Her Yook of poin made hin contrite. Once, in the first
rcbellious year of their uarrvicge-- edght yeors ago-- he had

muplurcd, in a nonent xR Jhcn he was corrioed awoy by passion,
MWergel® and her hysirical nmisory had precipitated one of those
decp scwrs which never heol between o nan cnd his wifc. But now
her face was cven cnd she reeched cut snd tock his hond in hers,
undcrstanding what he ncant. "You were here with her ?Y hHhe
asked.Her voice was so soft that he could have pretended not to
hear without losing facc, but but he seid "Yes, I was. Ycars
ago. I was only a boy then.' Suddenly, the floodgotes opened
ond he found himseolf talking of Marga as he had never talked to
anyone. "Itl's stronge. I've forgotten her-- her death nowe I
con think of her, living. It isn!t-- dc you understand ?"

"T understoand.” She held on to his clcenched hands with
her two little ones, tecars on her facce, listening, less to his
words than to their echo in her mindes She had beon hurtingly
Jealous of Guwynn's dead child-wife; it had been torment to Fnow
thot Morga had seeon in Gwynn sonething he had never, till tonloht,
shoin ony other wonan. What had it been, burned on his heart as
Sharrats firces had been burnead on his body ? As Guwymn!s veice tra:
fell silent, she said softly "I renenber Marga so well. I loved
her, becausc of you." She was razenbering; her owvm love for
Gwynn had been born in that heour when Marga, in the pcoce befdre
her death, had smiled thet white radient smile and soid-- in her
voice so curlously gay and tendflow, "Be geood to Gwynnl' She had
raised her face, then, and kissed Cassandra 2s a child kisses
its nother goodn1ght~ and sonichow, Cassandra felt that fron
llargals dying lips sonething had passed into her, sone virtue
in that stronge kiss, because fron that nlght until their nar-
riage twelve years latcr, she had known inescapebly that she
loved Gwynn. How could he not have known ?

Cossandra stortled Gwynn then by deliberately breaking the
nood of synpathy and tragedy. "Guwynn," she said sternly, "Lysara
Heriot is at Arnida now."

Gwynn shut his eyes. "Zondru sond me scorpion whips," he
prayed. He had utterly forgotten the girl; it had been a brief
infatuation, no nore, and Cessondra's ncws had driven the last
troces fren his nind. Bleckly, he rombered that Cossondrals
coning hild was-- not to be. "I-- I had--"

"T know," Cassandrc cut his explonation short. "I do not
intercfere with whot yau do. It is betwben you and her. But the
girl is wth child; and - .

"Did she cornic to you ?n

"No. I went tc her. I have kncwn from the beginning.®

"Are you very angry 2"

Cassandra shock her heads. She szid with a humili that
hurt hin "I hove no right to be angry. Your f;thcr —-n(3)

"No--" Gwynn begged, "I could not humiliate you that
wayl Therc is no nore to be scid.”

Cassandra said "Therc is much. Her child might be a son.
Perhaps -- for on heir to Arpida."

(%) Guynn was the son of Don Esteban!s sccond morgongtic
wife, Moera Aldoron, o Darriell. Gwynals older brotner, a
cripple, wes debarred by Sevener low from being his father's
heirs; only those physically ond nentelly competent are allowed
to sit in the Seveners.



Gwynn did not answer at once, and Cassandra added in a low
voice %i think the girl loves you.l

Sutfdenliy, eager to right himself in his wifels eyes and yet
¢o 2. wiil.., Gwynn broke out "Very well. We will take the child.

L will segad her away; truly, she is nothing to me---"

“he woman'!s voice was suddenly wvold and far away. "Nothing
but The mouner of your son-- which I am not." Her voice softened
and she touched Gwynn'!s hand. "I understand. You are thinking of
me. Don!'t you sece that in shaming her, you shame yourself and pe
as weil ? I --% she stoppad and said shyly, turning her face away,
WI would show her only honor."

"T do not love her," said Gwynn with a quiet honesty.

Cossond+e sniled without bitterness., "If you did, perhaps I
could nov b2 qulte so--"

"Generous 74

"] em not generous. I want-- freedom for Vel. If you a had-
a- 2 normal son, he would be free to be-- what he is. Whatever
that may be. " She paused. "I would not find it hard to honor any
woman who could give me-- you-- us, that."

The room was very silent. Two sticks fell together in the
fire with a whispering sound, ¢nd the smell of pines blew through
the open window. Guwynn lag looking at Cassandra, but he did not
see her face. He was seeing other faces against this same cabin,
other voices, which came ond faded swiftly; ghosts that moved, but
did not tormmt him. Faces. Voices. Memories. One by one, they smkke
sniled, iile ghosts that were bidding him goodbye forever.

For away, Gwynn Remm# heard the sound of hooves on the road.
For a mcmznt, he hung un-nerved between today and yesterday; then
the poat dimmed and he knew he had come the full circle. He laid
his hand ovar Casszndra's. "Thot will be Andres coming now.!

"Y2s." 8he scid softly "I've missed the children.”

hove boon ormpdl to you. I am sorry about-~ the other. But we have
Vi, ond tho little girls-—- and they need you. They necd you too

pucnh %o rlsda againe I need you too muche I never knew how much.
Ve will Lsve no more children, Cassandra.™

"¢ 1o not need thenm," she agreed quietly. "Not now.'"

cutelde they heard the horses approaching, and Gwynn knew that
the interiude wes about to end, that soon Andres would be there
and tiasy would return, tomorrow, to Armida., It was waiting for then,
Armilis ond the children and Lysare!s son-to-be, and all the rest of
lifs.

-

I» o sense, he knew, he had never left this cabin, and he would
never Joave it. Hls soul was somewhere here. He had left it here
twen<gs 7ears ago, but now he had found it, and he would taoke it
with 13 when he went, But not quite all. In its place he was
leaving the last of his youth; but he did not regret it.

fc 'smiled up at Cassandra, and his marred face looked
curion "1y voung and ¢t leace.

Yes," he said, "Now we can go back."

THE END
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soeoit wrings from us the aneguished howl of a werewolf ip childbeda.,

I wrote a novel once about Lesbians, and everybody thought
I was a queers I turned from that to Weird Tales and everybody
thought I was a follower of oriental mystic philosophy. I have
done sonie experimenting with psychic phenomeena and some pcople
have gained the impression that I am a spiritist. For obvlous
reasons, I would not dream of writing a muder mystery.

Manly Banister- TLMA

..softer 2ll, it's your reputationt

"How about THE LOVERS ? Is it any good ? I like the cover
for it -~ I like it better than the gadget covers on rccent lssues
-— but I don't dare to read the story that goes with it. The
blurb built the yarn too high for it to match. It!'s probably
the same old crud and I'd rather enjoy the cover without the
spoilment of associating it with a stupid story...

(a FAPA correspondent)
(That!s the most becutifully perverted reason for not

reading a given story that we cver heardl Cardinal Spellman could
hardly do better than thatt)

yet another variation; we are clucks, VacKing.ssesesssasssssesses
DEPARTIIENT OF YOU BET ;

UBut surely it isn't against the law just to posess obscene
postcards In the United States, is it ? What!s the world coming
tol " ... Walter Willis, in TANGENT, FAPA /59

ELSA EEnglish girl) ; "But surely it wasn't against the law
to ...(sinply)..strip ond swim naked, was it ?
ANDREW (American) : Yes, I recckon maybe it was. There's a
fool law against ahsolutely anything you want to do, in the
States. That!s what makes blackmall so casy.

««.Tclbot Mundy in OLD UGLY FACE;



