
THE BLACK CURSE

LT was not Mary Borden's first school, nor was
she easily frightened, but when ber landlady

went out of the roorn, stili muttering ber threat
of vengeance, she had a rnornentary impulse of
flight.

Sbe Ioked about the well-furnished roorn,
crisp and dainty in its cleanliness. Evidently Mrs.
Taski had made preparations for ber coming. But
ber words, and the glearn in ber gypsy black eyes
as sbe bad sbut the door and put ber back to it,
were ratber terrifying.

"Now, Miss Teacber, listen to one strong word
from, me. You leave rny man alone. Re is good
rnan if left alune. Other teacber was very bad
girl, and so i make ber go--I make ber sick.
Maybe I kiIl ber, too. I bope so. And I kili you,
too, quîck like tbat," snapping ber fingers, "If
you take birn frorn me."

Mary Borden's eyes opened to tbeir full widtb.
"'Wbat do you tbink I arn?" sbe exclaimed. "Do

I look like a bome-breaker? Wby, I arn older
tban you-and you are a pretty woman wben you
srnile. You need bave no fears of me, Mrs. Taskî.
No man was ever tempted to leave borne on miy
account, I assure you 1"

Mrs. Taski regarded ber critically in the lamp-
ligbt.

"You bave style," she said sirnply, '«and you
know su mucb. Teacbers know so rnucb. It is
not fa: Every man wants two wives, one to
cook anct ýep dlean bou-se and wasb clotbe9, and
une for joy, and go riding, and talk to ... I busy
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