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Miss Liz sighed. There was still
no purchaser for the once-great Shel-
don stables, How trile it was, she|
thought, that necessity dapreclatea
value. ~Once, ‘when there wasn't
enough money in the county ‘to buy
the. Sheldon . stables, ‘esger bidders
had fallen over one another to tempt
her, .Now, in the moment.of her
dire need, there was not an offer.
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her return|

Lt arrest her at!
Artiet fee ithe ticking of an old-fashioned clock

curled from a chimney to the morn-
ing sky. Here'and there a white
curtain fluttered in the breeze. So
|the girl had come back? The girl
who had robbed Miss Liz of her boy,
of her,home. The girl who had
Ichwxsc robbed the dead!

Miss Liz turned to Linda, who was
clearing the table and watching her
mistress surreptitiously. “Linda, did
she—did Miss Rand—is she alone?”

“Yessum,” < responded the girl
| promptly,  “He,” shefrollgd the pro-
I noun” with unctlon, ‘“ain’t: cummin' !.t
| ali, Dicey say.” &%

After a while, Mlss Liz saw & sllght
girlish ﬂgure_open the front door of
the old Rand house and come down
the path of the neglected garden. She
turned . away, because she had been
very near to loving the girl: whom
she had met in that far- -away_June,
when they had all jbeen so hnppy,
with no plemonltion of disaster.

shxrley litted her head and made
herself look 'squarely togards the'
Sheldon house, She wasn't asham-
e¢ any longer, She was going to
set things right to the best of her
ability by taking her punishment,
She “was 'a thief, "and she couldn't
| right the wrong with money, because
| she hadn’t any, but she would make
amends with: the sacrifice of her
youth® and freedom.

.She found her way to Judge
Thorne's office  without difficulty.
The few 'people she passed on the
way didn’t recognize her. .The qld
fudge “hadn’t come in yet, and she
had to wait a long time in the dusty
office, She remembered vividly the
last and only time she had been
there, 'Ah, if she had only guessed
that day what the future held! It

vsh'e had only suspected the role Louis
| was playing and making he®, in her

‘innocence— (stupidity; ‘she’ called . jt
now)—play with him. '

When the old judge came in, he
showed his astonishment. Then his
expression became formidable,

“Your uncle with you?”

Sle shook her head.

“He is in Europe. ‘I came alone,
Judge Thorne, to—to give myseif uyp.”

“What for?” he demanded gruffly.

“Why, for the theft’ of the Rand
fortune, of course,” she answered. in
surprise,

“Too late" he snappel.’ “That was
all settled a year ago.”

“‘Settled?” she faltered.
could that be?”

“The money was repa.ld the ‘estate
and the charges against you and Van
Dern were dropped.”

. She stared at him incredulously for
a long moment; then, molstening her
lips, she asked:

“Who paid it? ‘Sure!y not my-—
my unc{e?" s

The old judge gave a grunt,

“I've a life-size . picture of Louis
Van Dorn doing anything like that!
you?..,,Young Sheldon paid

"But how,

The raom was very still, excepf; for |-

on the. mantel and the buzz of an
early fly.against the window-pane.

Shirley’s .voice was scarcely more
than a whisper as she said: “Why did
he .do thut?", Gyger .

“Because he s & young fooll”
snapped the judge. “And as to why
he is a young fool, you know better
than 1.”

' Bhe howed. her head until all he
could see was her chin and the curve
of her bright halr under her smart
little hat. It was some time before
he saw that she was crying, Then
he was smitten' with remorse. . His
bark was worse than his bite; and
he could never:bear to pee s pretty
girl weep.

He rose and came - round to htr
ahd patted hér shoulder with & u-
ternal hand. . . i

“There, there, don’t ctyl That's 'a
good little girl!....Now, 'auppau m
tell me all about* it.”

‘She hadn’t' meant to feil-him that
she had bepn innocent bf what had
happened ‘up to the moment’ M
ina it of anger, had told her
thing, ‘She had intendéd to take nll
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will, there was no further nﬁd for
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for. the rest of her ' life, if people
didn't think too badly of her, he fars

ed her mother as a murderess, and
sald heertily:

1 “Well, why shoulds't you, my dear?
| Nobody  will blame you for Van
'Dorn’s crookedness. § I gee to that.
And the old Rand house is yours, by
virtue of your father’s will”

“I suppose I éould make enough

to live on by teaching,” she said,
wiping her eyes. - .“I'm pretty falr
at music.and langupges.”
« “Teaching—shucks!”  he scoffed,
{You'll be getting married, first thing
you knaw.” And then, when he saw
her eyes and realized that his gallan
topgue had ‘run awsy with his sense
of .- discretion, he added hastily:
{Teaching is & good idea, I'll send
you some pupils” .

She sald carefully “Thank you,
For....you,...see....I shall never
maryy.,..now.” :

Then she went home. .Her shame
was more han she could bear. For
it seemed .to her that Rodney had
meant to buy his freedom with that
quixotic gesture of his. It was as
though he thought - he owed her
something and_must pay her, in or-
der to be free to marry lomo one
eIse.

CHAPTER 63
THE PHAN’I‘OM SCENT

It had begun to raln, a gentle
spring drizzle, when Shirley reached
home, after her visit to Judge
ji'}xorne's ogice, She stopped in the
garden and looked . proudly at the
‘0ld-fashioned casements and the
colonial portico, with its cnmbluaq
roge-vines that were just beginning
to.show a faint tinge of green. |
% “You're mine, alt mine!” she whis-
pered. “Half of my dream has come
Arye! I have my home in Kentueky.”
- But, for.all her bravery, her lps

across the flelds,

For the other half of har dream
could never come true, She had her
home, but she would always be alone.
There would be no Rodney to share
it, He had done a splendid thing, but
he had shamed her mercilessly.  As
she saw it, he had pald back the
meney after they had met and she
had learned that he loved another
girl; that signified that he must have
guessed how it was with her and,
feeling that he still owed her some-
thing, he had, taken this way to
purchase his freedom; it showeéd also
that he beljeved her to be as guilty as
Louis,

Well, why shouldn't he? She had
heen a lIong time learning the truth.
What crags, unbelievable, incredible
'stupidity had been hers!

Dicey had prepared an appetizing
luncheon, but Shirley couldn't eat.
She supposed that some time the
ache in her heart would stop. One
couldn't go on suffering like that for-
ever, “I wish I were an old, old lady,”
she thought. “Then I shouldn't mind
any more, Or like Miss Liz. It must
be nice to be no longer young. Then
one can be resigned. I wonder if she
ever Had & heartache.”

And then she recalled that Louls
had told her that Miss Liz had loved
a man hopelessly in her youth. Shir-
ley had thought then that he re-
ferred to himself, But he had meant
her father, she realised now. He
had meant Joel Rand, the husband
of Bianca, who had been a YVan
Dorn. Would Miss Liz come to see
her, after the old judge spread abroad
the tru?n about her? Shirley wonder-
ed \wistfully. Would she ‘learn to like
her as the daughter of the man she
had loved? - Or would she be angry
‘with her because Rodney had thrown
away so much money tp save Louis
and herself? Bhirley wondered if it
had been a large amount of money

et of plenty. Louls' was right when he

| clnimed she was vague about fine

!qgea: her training had been calcul-
‘ated to' make her vague.

In the afternoon, restless and
lonely, she went' upstgirs and tried
the door of the closed room.’ It was
still locked, She called Tom,

“Bring a hatchet or a chisel or
something, if there really isn't a key.
I want this door opened.”

The old darky muttered as he went
about the business of forcing the
lock, It was plain that he was in the
throes of fear, J
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he finally descended the stairs, sput-
what Shirley had done, but he hunted
out an old rabbit’s foot and made
certain incantations over it,
Meanwhile, Shirley had stood still
in the dim room, her heart beating
so that she could hear it throb, She
could see, by the light that filtered in
through the shutters, that it was a
bedroom in which she stood.
And then she became aware of the
scent of Cape Jasmine!
It seeped into her senses, encom-
passing her, weighing down upon her)
with its fragrance, Cape jasmine in
a room that had been closed for over
twenty years!
. Terror clutched at Shirley's throat.
She turned in panic toward the door,
And then something stayed her fly-
ing feet. She stopped quite still, re-
membering the legend of this room—
the girl who had Lilled herself on her
wedding-morn. Here then had been
another unhappy girl! They were sis-
ters in sorrow, she and the young
bride who had taken "her own life,
thought Shirley. Why had she done
1t? Had she loved some one else hope-
lessly, and had she chosen death,
rather than marry another? Had she
felt what Shirley knew she would feel,
if she were forced to marry Oscar
Bertrand while her heart was Rodney
Sheldon’s. ?
Somehow, she believed that she
‘would find the answer, if she stayed
in that room. She went to the win-
dows and opened the long-closed
shutters. It took all her strength, be-
cause the hasps were warped and
rusted, but at last they parted wlth
a crash,
The sound was followed by a scream
from the garden below. Leaning ‘out,
8hirley saw Dicey, gray with terror,
staring, open-mouthed, at her,
“Mis' Mahy Loul It's Mis' Mahy
Lou!” Dicey’s voice floated' back over
her shoulder as she.fled.
8hirley thought: “How curious! That
was the name of the girl who died
here, Dicey must have taken me for
her ghost.”
As she was leaving the room, she
noticed that the carpet was covered
with tiny dried particles of something.
She stooped and gathered a few of
them in her hand.
Cape jasmine! Cape jasmine, dried
and withered and in ‘dust, after
twenty years! But its scent still clung,
very faint, now that there was light
and air in the room—not nearly so
poignant as in the dark. Then Shir-
ley noticed that there were withered
shreds of the pathetic ghostly. blos~
soms in vases on the old-fashioned
dressing-table, with its faded bro-
eade; on the desk; above the fire-
place; and in & bowl on the table, -
‘What was the mystery of that fad-

eurlosity, ~ When
didn't tel) Dicey ®

ﬂowers to thé room of the dead girl
and strewn them there?

Old Tom’s hands shook that mght
when he served Shirley’s dinner with
all the solemnity and ° dignity with
which he had served her father and
grandfather before her. And, when
she said quite casually: “Tom, will
you ask Dicey to air the closed room
all day tomorrow and.make up the
bed? I'm going to sleep there, after
this,” he almost dropped a platter,

The' next.'night, she did jhist that.
And, in the middle of the night, she
awakened and lay alert, staring. into
the ‘darkness. . The ghostly scent of
Cape jasmine seemed all about her

CHAPTER ' 64
THE SAD LITTLE . ALIEN

Night after night, Shirley was
awakened by the scent of Cape jas-
mine in the room in‘which Mary Lou
had died, And yet, somehow, she was
not afraid. The ghostly scent brought
no feeling of alarm; rather, a sense
of infinite peace, ,Shh‘ley, whose
heart was aching at the thought of
what might have been and now could
never be, found herself slipping' back
into restful slumber with the scent
all around her, slipping into - some
vague dream-world, where her troub-
Jes were forgotten. 7

She wag alone those days in the old
Rand house; except for Dicey and old
Tom. For, despite Judge Thorne's
good offices, no neighbor came to
welcome her; no one spoke to her
when she walked on the . roads, or
made purchases in the little shops. It
hurt her immeasurably, and yet she
tried to, ba sensible about it, knowing
that, in the eyes of the community,
she was the accomplice of a swindl
But the attitude of her . neighbors
worried her in another way. She saw
that there would be 'no pupils for
music of languages, and, without
money, how was she to live? .

. Desperation, led her to speak to Judge
Thorne, who was her only caller. He
was gellantly reassuring, but vague:
And, when she mentioned, in the
course \ of their . conversation, the
ghostly scent of Cape jasmine in the
room in which Mary Lou had died,
he took refuge in an attack of cough-
ing, which was patently designed to
hide his confusion, A Shirley: unders
stood as much, and tactfully changed
the subject, to his infinite reliet, But
the incident seémed to her to set her
more than ever apart from the world
at which she looked so wistfully
across  the box-hedges of her, garden,

It happened that. the old judge
mentioned the Tape jasmine story ‘to|
& crony, r:nder promise of ' secreoy,
but, little by little, the story leaked
out, as such things will, Before very|®
long, - the entire ' countryside was|W
aflame with gossip, Miss Liz heard it|

Thorne nimself mentioned it .to her.|.
She ‘had called to hinr one-afternoon
as he passed by in his carriage,
drawn by a product of:the Bheldon
stables in their best days: Leanlnx on
the gate of her garden, with a tgowel
in her hand and: m old' hat drawn
low over here ey ¥ she said: U
“I've had a lettér from m’dney,. 1
think you'll.be glad to hear that he's
about to be married ‘to a:'very rich
girl.”
""I’hat‘s -good news,” declnred i,he
old man heartily. ' Theén he added
“Does Shirley know this?”
“ 4T don't know, By the way. how is
she getting along?”
“You've heard the gossip?”
“About the haunted room?”

»

. Miss

Liz smiled sllghtly. “Is it any, more|,

than gossip?"”

He told her then what Shiriey had
told shim.

“Looks like retribution, doemt. it,
"Lizabeth? Visiting the sins of the
mother gn the child.”

Miss Liz made a gesture of. dissent.

“I'm sorry for the little girl,
though,” sighed the judge; “It seems
to me she's been an innogent victim
all around,” He went on' to tell Miss
Liz how Shirley had been drawn into
Louis Van Dorn's dishonest schemgs.
She listened; frowning slightly, and,
when he had finished, she said, with a
rueful smile: “I rather wish you
hadn't told me. It doesn't make my
conscience :any too eagy.”

“Go and see her some time, "Liz-
abeth,” he urged, as he prepared to
drive on, “You're big enough to ovér-
look the past. And the poor .child's
lonesome and unhappy.”

* Miss Liz, asked quietly: "Do you
think - she %ver loved my boy?" And
he answered: “I don't know, S8he has:
never mentloned his name to me.”

On the following atternoon, Miss
Liz clllAd on Shirley. It was hard for
her to make & gesture of friendliness
toward the:girl, but she was torn be-
tween pity for ‘the gallant - young
creature who had come to face an
unpleasant fate, and distaste for all
her breed. The task she set for her-
self ‘was made even more difficult by
l}cr own instinctive liking for Shirley,
2 liking that could so easily have
turned into genuine fondness. ;

Shirley recolved her in the .llbrary.
She was perfectly composed, but very
pale. Miss Liz thought she . loo;ed
thinner and sadder. Her memary held
a of a radiant, laughing girl
in 8 golden gown, d-pcluw;nnw

ney.

'!iemlvlpﬂudny was | nqm W
on,.the|
“n a, vase |,
Miss. Lig's_gaze | ably interwo
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and shesstarted.

stairs room thnt had been closed ior
‘many. years, She §s the girl who died
there, -isn't. she? How ‘beatitiful she'
was!” .
h‘m I,lz said sonwthmx she didn'y
mean to saYy; o g
“You remind me of her yery much, v'
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got the way you look,hut th eway you‘

Eveyyoneloved her. She was like | ]

getny of -sunshine.: Men woruhlpped i

her.” |

«Bhirley ﬂushod wlth deught

“If only,you really theukht that I
am like her!”. . she : murmund wist= !
luuy. ¢y

Memorlea of the pnst cqm back, to-
Miss Liz suddenly Her eyes hardened.
; She said abruptly:

|- “Z am sure you, will be interested in

hearing news.of my, nephew.”

A scarlet flush ; stained  Shirley's
-¢heeks; then fled, J.ea.vipg her very
white, -,

4¥es. I hopa he u,.qu.ita well o

““Well atid happy,”.answered Miss
Liz, steeling her heqx; against . the
girl. “And soon to be . matried, I
trusts’

Shirley’s slim . ﬂnaers had been
moving , nervously.-as -her hands lay
in her.sp. Suddenly, M;ps Liz notic-
ed, they were motionless..,

“I,": the, volce; was scarcely more
than a whisper, I am-very glad—for
him, I—=—L knew about it some tlme
ago.! B

“He wmea to you?" asked Miss le'
shamply. 1 = ,(
% Bhirley: nhook her hend ]
} “She——the girl—I have forgot-
ten her name<—=told me when I swp-|
ped there a yeaa ago with my—with
Mr; Yan Dorn.”

Miss Liz's brow, xurmwed.

*“That's curjous--As I uypderstand It
the engagement 18 very: yecent.” She/
wasn't altogether pleased: = She wnly
old=fashioned; enough not. to like for=|
ward, girls,.and she.knew quite well
that.  Rodney, - had nof;, considered.
‘marrying until a month ago.

There wag a long and awkward nﬂ-‘
ence, Finally Shirley broke it with 8
startling question: - .y i
+#Miss @heldon, will.you tell &
about Mary Lop—who she was nu'll :
why she killed herself in the room uP'
 stairs on herwedding-day?”

Miss LiZ logked at her intently. |

“It 1§ true then that ghe scent of
Cape jasmine cames to you at nightty
Bhirley nodded: . "Why did she kill
hemlt?" ¢ Fa

u}da't " m W Liz shortls.
“She was m!
Shirley gave & ,-.,uttlp. {ncredulous

You h.n put it back!”
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