
but she disclosed no fault in the ar-
rangement She assented to the
agreement of keeping Paula in the
dark. Both believed that they had
no right either to prejudice jor influ-
ence Paula in her choice of lover or
husband. If the girl, within two
years, found some one preferable to

I Walter, that was her right, and Wal- -
ter must take the hazard.

"I like the young fellow," admitted
Mr. Lane, "but he wouldn't be worth
his salt. if he was making love to
Paula or engaged to her. I believe
he's strictly honorable, and I don't
think he will give Paula an inkling of
his preference for her."

"He will keep his word on that
you can depend," declared Mrs. Lane
confidently.

"If he does, I'll celebrate the end
of the two years with a reception for
him at South farm that will please
him," said her husband. "Yes, and
I'll give him one of those pet olean-
ders of mine as a gift, in the bar-
gain."

This was a big concession for the
old farmer. In his 'later years he
had given a good deal of time to ar-
boriculture. Some of his weeping
trees in the garden and other oddi-
ties, and particularly four great
oleander trees set in tubs on the
porch, were the talk and admiration
of the district

There was a rustle on the porch
and Mr. Lane hurried to the window
with an equivocal glance at his wife.
The same thought occurred to both
at the same time the fear that Paula
might have been reading in the ham-
mock and had overheard their con-
versation.

"No, it's all right," announced Mr.
Lane in a relieved tone, as glancing

' out upon the porch he saw Rover, the
' old house dog, just settling himself

down in the roomy hammock for a
snooze, and manlike, shrewd as he

- was, failed to lean far endugh out
to discover Paula, a strange smile
upon her lips, tiptoeing out of view
down the side steps.
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Walter Brooks worked harder than
ever after that to gain the approba-
tion of his partner-landlor-d. He was
on deck early and late. He tried a
new and efficacious fertilizer at his
own expense, and gained great re-

sults. Then, evenings, he dreamed of
Paula, of the dazzling hope that some
day, even if far ahead, he might see
her flitting about the rooms of the
little house, singing, helpful and
happy.

And this, in turn, led him to a prac-
tical result He began to devote his
spare time to making the house more
inviting, externally. He patched up
neglected places, he laid out a pretty
garden. He then began on the in-

terior. Every room was papered
prettily. As he had money to spare
he purchased rugs and furniture.
One day Paula and her father, pass-
ing by, dropped in upon him.

"Why, Brooks!" exclaimed Mr.
Lane as he stepped into the cozy,
neat and tastefully decorated living
room, "what a transformation! You
have actually made a perfect little
'palace out of the old place. Anyone-woul-

think you were getting ready
for a long siege of housekeeping."

"I am," admitted Walter. "It's
pretty nice evenings to sit down in a
pretty, comfortable home, even if it
is lonely."

"Papa, Mr. Brooks deserves en-

couragement," observed Miss Lane
shyly, as they left the house. "Some
simple curtains and a few little knick-nac- ks

would finish up the place real
homelike."

Then began a season of rare de-

light for Walter. A dozen times with-
in the next year Paula and Mrs. Lane
visited the South farm regularly. Al-

ways they brought a piece of ribbon
for a chair, a bow, a tidy, a picture
in fact, in time they had given that
perfect womanly touch to things that,
indeed, made the house a little
palace.

On the day that the two years' test
was up, Paula, with her mother, went
to Mr. Lane and disclosed, the fact;
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