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I was lying stretched at full length
on the long sofa in the library. It
was a drowsy afternoon in spring,
and I had been asleep. Hven after I
awaked, the sweet drowsiness of
slumber was on mse, and I lay for
some time with closed lids in that
thoughtless, dreamless state between
sleep and waking. Suddenly I be-
came aware of a presence in the
room, and opened my eyes expecting
to see my aunt. Instead 1 saw a
flash of black before my eyes, a finsh
that shimmered and guivered like su-
perheated sir and disappeared while
I was dlinking my eyes to sed what
it all meant, but I was alone in the
room. The thing gave me a gueer
sensstion, and I lay quite still for
some moments shutting and opening
my eyes to see if the black flash re-
appeared. But it did not; there was
only a sort of tired feeling back of
my eyes.

“Malaria,” 1 said resignedly, and
1 went to look for Amsella to get her
to make me a lemonade.

I Tound the little matld watering
the flowers down in the paved court.
1 leaned over the banisters with my
face in my palms laxily watching her
swab the dusty aloe, her deft little
hands glistening ltke copper where
the sun touched their wet brown
fingers.

“Do you Dbelleve In
Amelia?”’ | asked wearily.

**Oh, yes, Mamselle,” said the Ift-
tle mald {n her pretty French, as she
turned her scared, brown face up to
look at me. “Don’t you?”

*“Of course not,” I answered, “but
I'm thirsty, Amelia.”

Then she flicked the water from
her coppery fingers, and went away
to mix me the cool drink of lemon
and lime juice which no one counld
make 80 well.

When the little maid was gone,
Aunt 'Cilla poked her big white ker-
chisfed head from the kitchen door,
and then came tolling up the steps.

‘““You been sleep in de 1ibr'y, ain't
you, honey?”’ she sald when she had
waddled quite close to me.

“Yes,” I answered wonderingly.

“Das a mighty po’ place to sleap,
chile,” she sald.

““Why, Aunt *Cilla?” 1 asked.

‘“*Case 'tis,”” she anawered laconi-
cally, nodding her head backwards
toward Amelia, who was coming up
the steps behind her.
¢ *“I's jess tellin' Mamzezelle she bet-
ter mek you git de feather duster
and bresh de dust off'n dem bananas
and dat palm 'fo' you sprinkles ‘em,
'Melia,” gaid the old woman as she
waddled away.

“All right, Aunt °Cills,” sald the
little maid, as she left me to my
lemonade and to wondering what the
old woman meant.

But whatever she meant she wounld
not tell me. For days, in the
eagerness of my thoroughly aroused
curiosity, I besought the old woman,
aad finally offered to bribe her if she
would tell, till .at last the poor old]

ghosts,

tliing threw herself down on her|

knees at my feet.

“Don’t mek me tell you, honey
ohile,” she sald. *““Tain't nothin"
-gwine to hurt you;.ef dere was 1’4
tall you ef it kill me. Bput 'tain’t
asthin’ ‘tall gwine to hurt’ you, only
I done been conjured, an’ of I tell de
hkesodoo would git me. 'Fo’ Gawd das
4¢ truth, honey,” and there were
tears rolling down the old womari's
dlack cheeks.

O!eoumtmnserndtommmy
fansy all the more concerning the
udmln.m black spot in the library

the meantime,. A meon

éxperience of it. "It %u*dmucf &
same sort ot experience as the ﬂnt,
exsept that I had not been asleep. )
wimply lay down on the sofa and
oclosed my eyed, opening them sud-
Zenly, when the black spot shim-
mered and danced and wzis gone.

I bad told my aunt upon the first
4ay of our possession, that the houss
we took was worthy to be hauntad. I
have always wondered why my sunt
selected it. It was, in many respects,.
the least prepossessing of any that
the agent -hovnq us, yet to be sure it .| O¥es,
had s grandeur about it, & sort of
stataly, stuccosd, Crecls grandeur
which was altogether charming to
our eyes that beheld New Orleans
for the first time. But the house
was plain and tall and straight and
square; thers weres 10 quips and
eranks about ita appearance on the
outside, though the interior was il
that the most faneiful heart could

I frankly confess that the black
spot in the library set me to thinking
that romances may be better framed
than realized, particularly as I could
not speak to my aunt about it. We.
had come South for her health, and
it became my constant care to kesp
her from knowing about the spot,

Novertheless, I sst myself to find
out what it meant. X rumisaged ali
wrer m honu. in svery crack and

'mmummwumlm

ets and hidden Mprings tost 4 ned

_hitherto been ignorant of. But he-

sldes these my search was almost

B | truitiess; there was not a worap of

manuscript, nothing to tell of any
former history of the house or of it
inhabitants. One day, however, when
I bad about concluded my efforts
would dbe in vain, Amelia was help-
fng to arrange soms books and mag-
asines in the big, empty wall case in

the library. Buddenly the little mald .

lot fall & heavy volume. The book
had slipped from a pils which she
was sttempting to lay on the shelf
and striking heavily against the
back of the case, opened a secret
@oor therein concealed, and dropped
with a sort of bdroken fall Into the
niche bekind. It is needless to say
I lost no time In ssarching amid the
dust and cobwebs of tha littie closst
whére ¥ found two emall off ple-
tures and a littls plaster bust. With
eager hands I brushed the dust from

the pictures, and, taking them to the

Hght, found one to ba the portrait of
a delicate, swest-faced hoy with
Umid bine eyes and fair huir. Across

the back of the canvas was written? -
“Jean, aged ten years.” The other-

picture was of 3 lad seemingly fif-
tesn or sixtesn: ysars of age, s hand-
soxne, black-haired, black-eyed boy
whoss expression I did not like. The
plaster cast was the head of 2 grin-
ning Faun; so stained and dust cov-
ered as to be scarcely recognizable.
Baeaide the dust and grime the Faun
wss further disfigured by a°*crack
but poorly patched, running entirely
around the hexd, cleaving the right
cheek and slanting downward
through the mouth, and dashing
squarely aocross the face, so that it
spattered both eyes, was a hideous
biack ink spot.

Here =t last was a clue to the
mystery, but what it would lead to X
could not even conjecture. Was it
the shimmering black spot I had
seen 50 often now, which darted
scroes the Faun's face as | set it on
the high library mantel between the
two portraita? Perhaps it was only a
passing shadow, for some one had
crossed the thrashold.

“'Fo' awd, wissy, honey, whar-
bouts you git dem thinga?”" sald
Aunt 'Cilla as she entered. ‘‘Better
put ‘em back whar dey come f'um,
honey, batter put ‘em back.”

By his time the old woman bad
reached the Breplace, and stood
looking up at the plotures.

“Po’ 11"11 Massa Jean,” she =aid ca-
ressingly, “po’ If'll lamb.” .

*“Who {s the other boy, Aunt
*Cillal!” I asked.

“Dats Massa Plerre, missy, o1’
Marster's older gran’son,” tié old
woman answered hesjtatingly.

“Jean’s brother?” I asked.

“No, no, missy,” she sald quickly;
*“he’s 11'11 Jean’s cousin.”’

*“Tell me about them.”

“Dere ain’t much to tell, missy,”
she sald slowly. "I wish dere was
mo’, Dere ain’t nothin’ ‘tall but jess
dat de 1111 boys uster to live hers
wid ol marster, an’ den when o}’

marster dfed, he lef’ everyt'ing to |

Plerre an’ po’ 1'll Jean nothin'.”

asked.
“Long ago,” the old womu Q.n-
swered; ““when de boys was W'l
lers, mn arter dese. plotures was
pain
“And what has bocom o! ﬁn
boys, Aant ‘CHIAI" 7

“Ds Lawd only knows,. honey,”
she mid earnestly. “T.wish I 4id. |,

Masss Plerre he went sabroad, an’ I

‘spec’ he's livin’ dere yat. It’'s Wim |

you rent de house 'm, He's got mo’ |
houses hers, too, what de same sgont |,
But .po* 1I'1 llm i
Jean, I wish I knowed whers he is, |

1ooks areter.

po’ lamb. 1 been tryin’ all dess
yeoars to fin’ out. Bf I knowed——*
The old wonman psused abruptly. .

“1t you knsw, Aant ‘Cilla,” I sug~
ges.od, “What then?”

*“Nothin’, honey; nothin’, ” nmou- ﬁ
strated thq old woman lmrrleﬂlr. 5

q nh 1eft g%m Jittle Joan'

Ouo day late in suramer, with tﬁo
little Aimelia for company, I was)
walking along & parrow street ahove |
Canal, “up town,” as we had come to

oall i, following the fashion of our

| nedghbora. It was hot and ultry,_

with not a breath of air to stir the

dusty leaves that hung Hiip mﬂg:xl
®

languorous trees. Suddenly, on

hot pavemient beforé me danced the |
black spot; then waving and skitia- |

nunx it rose and ﬂuhod befots my,
oyes, blinding me. I staggered and
vould hisve fallen, but the lltﬂc
maid caught mae. ,
A moment later I was on the cool

inside of the littie shop before which

ws had Deen passing and a kind- }

faoed, blue-eyed, white haired old
man was bn;dlnx onr mo. fecﬂnt

my pulse.
“Yonbecmcwnt.!cttmm
molslle?*” he asked gently. -
“Yeu; it Is. the hut, I ﬂilnk,"“
said L

“Ah, yes, the beat no doubt,” e |

said with & smile, “and the-malaria.”
He guve me something to drlnk,

somsthing that was very codl and }

acld, and by-and-by he calied a cab |

‘and handed me into it as tenderly ks

if X had been & child, I glanced baok |
at him as hcstoodlnthol!tﬁgoﬁu
door, and read on the window bedde

{»e me caming round
Aunt 'Cilla was turning my plilows th

1 that sccounts for the blood-red acay | By D& L {0
as the cast fell In two baroro your | Jts Sourse. -

fater a cup o coftes Masser Puru

weak, S0 axmtu brongnt O B

 Jeather coach in the tbrary hecanme |
It was cooler there, Late in the af-~
ternoon when the sun crept round

Jittle mxaid closed the blinds, drew }

‘tanned me to sloopu» :
F myst huve doxad tor mm umo,

spot flashed before my -ayss, them
shimmered and dsnced acrom the
room till It reated ke & acar, hlopd--
red, across the face of the Feum,
which i another momant fall o t.hm—
ficor with. & loud orash, - .

and coveresd my face with my hands,
and then I must have heen uncone
sslous.for adong time. .. .-~ &

my.own room, and the white halred

ofios was bending over me. My aunt
was there. too, amlling jovously ta .
agsin, and,

while the littls mald fanned mte, .}
“You mre much hetter, majemol--

In his soft ?m;oh
. “Have I been very mz" 1 uk‘d.
“Yea, parhapw, mudamomno.
“LongT™ .
“Three weekst .
“And the black -poz--do m

“You told me while you ware m,
the old man answered. “But {t ha:
gone now.”

“Tell m qhout "I mg .

“It is & long story and queum!-
selle is weak,” he sald gently, “a
story about two boys, Plerre M
Jean, whose portrsits you found in
the littie closet, and about & wili that

which was not found till that dmy
‘when you were taken 111"
| mnember.” 1 interrupted himm,

blood red amear.” ..
The 0ld man umllod.‘ N

ken,” he sald, ‘‘and, mald'd m ‘
with wax. The heat of the sun melt=

There are red curtains to the llbraxy |
window, mademolselle; doubtlm g

excited gaize” " i -
“But the black spot?” ! pomlM.
*1'd & told you 'hout it bafo', mis~}
sy, bhoney,” safd Aunt-'Cilis; “eof.
Massa Plerrs hadn’t hoodoosd ms. X1
knowed *bout-it, ‘da'se 1 ‘wai here

11b here talk ‘bout it eber since; But.
Masser Plerie he hoodooed me, an”.
I's skkered to tell. I dunno how
come,” the old woman went on, “but’
Masser Pierre. was o' Marster's favw-

gentle an’ good fer to please him,™
and Aunt 'Cilla turned her eyes.
humbly to the 0ld white halired man
beside me  in & wiy that st me
thinking. *86 o’ marster mek & wiil }

‘reckloss,  an’ one day; when 1 wen:
ap dere in de libr'ry to tek ol mer=|

was-dere talkin’ to him, s sxin® hine:
far money. ‘A’ somehow ‘nuther-ol*|:
:nuutn wonldn’t 1t h:; haveit; a

ol murster. 1ot :
an’ #0 he. took mn L

ln' the. lmvym sent hitn 0ﬂy
' ma’s kinfolks, aa’ 0 Mammy
what loved him so, she never
no mo’. £ hm, po’ jom)
 agaln the old mtmn lwm‘
nﬁk TR

' M ; tha papef !nthe
20T J usked :
- “YWax the second vrm ”

the old man, “leaving evarythu

Jean.,” -

“And you are Jan?” 1 sum. PR ©
“And I am Jean,” immz
gently, “but you must ﬁo tu u;m :

now, mademaiselle.” i

AM»:M

lows and propped wme aup. on the:i

that way for a farewsil touch, tlm
back the red tapestry cnrmnam m

for suddeniy I awoke with & seuse of | ,m
1 heavinsss 31d oppresaton. The black .

old mam from the Htile uptowm }

know abont it?* I asked. *+ . 3

“The Faun's head had Imn bro-

I remembered to have uemmula o

When X came to. myself I wan im.

selle, {a it 0ot 50" satd the old, m ¥ g

muxbnlca 18 the B ot g 2

eice. which Dr, Giltoi

tha‘ Soclologieal agfxaw recently, :
which the maefety In i
was hidGen in the Faun's head and. fre. ‘Its nnmm
statad etatatiin d(tyl !n M.‘
| govern it. ' To

“ decline of t,hg irth
the Faun’s nnu was cleft with a. of nati Pt

i s —m”{ Vm h. m
ed the wax and -parted ‘the old elsft, in\teutqd, “m” me. ‘pansion. of

or‘te. Look 1ack Masser Jean was too | take:

Gsorge mrnm) 83;,_
tribution - to' the - Aike
shiowed that hll

rlage -

‘wn’ laft everything to Masser Plorre. |

“How long ago has that b«nr' § | Massor Plerre he ‘was allus bol' sm”

, “G‘ﬂtd)i,qin prln &f ¢ :
Do aald to bave e

o’ it started, an’ I heard folki what md ‘i eugintos becowmin

qﬁeiﬂpn
‘%o bef

uum two. AnRers never ¥
| the same rapldity, f tiu

o0 s:z!: s

bave immenys, mnr. x table
‘mirringes, from the: sugenic point
;vag'géne m«x roclgllyﬁt ggnld
sse_no lmpdiiibmty," ;;9 At1in-
h ;

‘dogrik Keoony manklrid, Wit
must Arst, be !loﬂ;éd out,
In the lttxdr' '

“Dhint Work 18 fh oﬂect. whit ‘hi n«é
‘Baclologleat soclety propodes cq linder |
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