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Èý i D like to live in a palace, a kingdom or empire to
e Way

L À 'Wth armies. and rourtiers, and servants
Il to act st my bidding ail day;

I' 'd like te, have millions in bullion, some sceptres
i El El and crowns of pure gold.
Z A throne in each room of My palace so precious

LZUW its worth can't be told.

l'd like the possession of jewels-a thousand or two of
the bet-

And deckings of silk and of satin to cover the couch where
1 Test.

l'd summon my court bright and early. I'd hear, and
decide, and be fair-,

The f riendicas would know me as brother. the homelesa
would find refuge there.

The poor would receive undreamed riches, to ail would
i open my hand;

Bereaved ones I 'd conifort and solace, and hate couid not
dweil in that land.

My labors 'would iast ail through dayliht, and then.
when the sun had gone down.

I'd shake off the burdens of reigning. and iay aside sceptre
and crown.

This wish, were it truc for the asking, i 'd renounce for one
greater stili;.

No empire l'd want;, neither treasures nor armies to move
at my wili.

I 'd wish for a littie home somnewherea fiat, or a neat
bungalow

With trees and green grass ail around it and a plot where
fair flowers could grow.

A home that would be a real palace. if you as its Queen
wouid but reign.

A more precious jewel than you, Dear, no crowned head
on this earth could gain.

With joy and devotion i'd serve you: obey each command
thatyou gave-

Instead of a king in his might, Dear, 1 would rather. by
far, be your slave.

OUR LITTLE MRS. LAWRENCE
"Well! Aren't you a clever liutle sehemer though? Bless me,

you certainly know how to map out'other folk's destinies."
000000
0T ETER STANHOPE LAWRENCE threw down
op h i$ newspaper and a broad grin lighted up hMs
0j Ilboyisbi,shandoie features. lHe bad beard a

O lgtrustiing sound wlich, be bad reasons for
~ooooB beliing, was the swisif of a îlîken kimona.1

E 0 r[D F romt somewhere the 4iht in the sitting roorni
]LO was switched off' and he was let blinking

000000 cbeerfuliy at the giowîng grate fire. The

door was opened cautiously and a tiny creature, almost elfinc
in the dim ight, glided into the room and in a second had
taken posses%.ion of bis knee.e

It was a very sweet-smeling creature, wrapped luxuriousiy
in a long, extravagantly fiowered kimona. A mop ofi
brigbt haîr fiuffed tseif around Lawrence's neck as the
creature rubbed ber check against bis.1

"Was it a Turkish bath to-night?" he asked, stili wearingt
bis contented grin.

"Then were you doing your nails?" be persisted as the1
creature sbook tsbead solemnly (and it may.be remarked at
this point that the creature was Mrs. Peter Stanhope
Lawrence). "Manicuring 'cmn you mean? No, flot that.
But t took me such a long time to drain off the ocean and
scoop up a dozen or more submarines and a bsndfui of
dreadnaugbts and a few other things." She sighed softly.

" So Stanny undertook another naval battie in your bath
did be?" Then he added proudiy, "The littie rascal wMi
be an admiraI one of these days."

"That's wbat Elinor was saying to-day, and now 1 arn
reminded that 1 wanît to tell you somnethingz."

"la it-is it a secret?"
Lawrence asked hopefuliy, the cheerful grin broadening

into a huge anticipating smile. His wife always had a
peculiar little way of communicating ber various secret
confessions and inspirations. She neyer could quite make
up ber nind as to wbetber sbe should teli bima or flt.
But, finally succumbing te bis persuasive eloquence, she
would twist and squirm on bis knee until she bad one big,
good-natured, busbandly ear close to ber lips then softly
whisper the information.

"No, well-it's not a secret exactly," sbe was saying,
"but it isan ides. The first part of it is that Roger Clintn
is in town and is coming to dinner to -morrow might." Her
eyes were almost starry and ber lips curied gieef uily.

For a minute Peter Stanhope' Lawrence's face was very
near stem-: why was she so hilarious at his corning? Clinton
was a nice decent sort of a chap, popular about town and al
tbat, but then her eyes ncedn t be so sbiny for hitm.
The words of bis mother carne forcibly to his mmnd.

"If she is a flirt during ber engagement, don't be t<io sure
that marriage will reforni ber."

It was trueciiiat she bad given hirn mati7 anxious bours

just ecuse she wanted to have "some fun"; but he found
1t e!yto forgive and forget it ail wen tbey bad really set-
tled down in their cozy littie borne. But now-

" Edna! " he demanded, " why are you so glad Clin-
tons coring?"

"Stupid ol Peter." She pulled bis ears gleefulIy. "I
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bele hat yo aejealoas." Fer laugh nippled out so
infciuua arLawreneousmi;led ln opite of bimself.

Stili be reterated: " Weil, wby are you glad? t
" Because 1 want Elinor to bave a man to love, and chul-1

dren. She deserves 'em."
" 0f course, I suppose I'm a baliy old funerai," Lawrence

shot out, "but to save me I can't sec the connection."
"I know, dear." She cooed contentedly. "You're a

man, but such an oid darling."
At this point two soft bare arma were fiung around the

funeral's neck and a perfect deluge of kisses rained warmnly
on an y and every part of bis face.

"There, there,' hepuffed wben hewas released. "Now
let's hear ail about it.

"Well" she began, wîth a very important manner,
"ever since Elinor wrote me that terribiy lonely letter,
I've been trying to get ber married."

"You've beentrying to get her married?" The grin was
broad and complacent now.

"Yes. It's Loi Iobe don"-firmly.
"It's got to be don," he ecboed, aiso firmly.
"Stop, Peter," she ordered imperativeiy., "Mercy,

you'd tbink we were a 'darky' number in vaudeidîle, the
way you drawl.things after me.

"Un mille Dardons, Madame. Pray proceed-."
"That'a wby I1 asked ber to cone and stay for a montb in

the city. I tbink I love ber more than if sbe were my reai
sister; anybow, we bad the anme daddy."

"She is awfuiiy fond of cbildren," abe continued.
"Ves, I know abe thinks the world of our Stanny."
"She doe, but that's notbing. Evcrybody does. Fie is

ber baif-nepbew and the dearest chiid in the world."
Edna Lawrence's statements were flot cieverly constructed

but generaiiy pretty forceful.
"Weii then?" Peter asked bumbly.
"She even loves dirtylittle street wretches. She could

bug 'cm, filth and ail. -Just, tbink of that. 0f course,
sbe'd ratherbave 'cm washed."

,q tbink she wouid," Lawrence contributed thougbt-
fully.

"And sbe van makce good thinga to est the way ail rnen's
mothers used to make 'cm."

Her busband didn't dispute thia statement; he knew al
about that.

For fuliy bai! an hour little Mrs. Lawrence prattled en-
thusiastically on ber baIf-sister's wonderfui and varied
abilities. t didn't matter in 'the leat, however, wbat
subjeet she chose; sitting on ber husband's knee, she aiwaya
bad an interested litener. Her sirnplicity and the child-
like musical quality of ber voice neyer faed to please .m

" Daddy docan t needher; in fact, I believe abe sornetimea
feela that abe is-well--superfiuous"--doubtfully.

"Yen, I understand."

"And sbe is so terribly unused to meeting people and
being in the world that she could t;ever take a position.
She wants a home. Sce?"
(He aaw ail riht and innocently wondered wbere ahe

(bswf)was goïne to drag Roger Clinton in.
"I don't drag hîm in at ail. Fie is coming for dinner,

to-morrow night in la perfectly dignified manner, and you,
Peter, must arrange something to happen by accident so
you'll be delayed at the office an hour or so; you'l do that to
oblige me, won't you Peter, love?"

"Sure F'a on-but jove, Edna, 1 do like my dinner."
" Bless your heart, Larry " (this name came from Law-

rence), "you can go over to the club, and we'll save ail kinds
of nice things for you. Now. you're sleepy, dear. Little
Stan was sleepy to-nigbt, too. It must be the weatber."

" Must be. Bu t w1bat's the idea of dispensing with my
company to-morrow night, littie one?"

àWl, you see-it's this way. Elînor is frigbtfully bashful,
and sbe seemns to feel conscious of ber ignorance or sometbîng
like that; and when you and Roger Clinton get together,
you talk in sucb a higb and mighty strain that 1 feel at sea,
and F'm sure it would terrify ber, and wben Roger is alone
with us women folk he is sucb a patient, simple fellow.
V've told ber that he is.a stupid old bore so she isn't acared
of bis brain. You know that was the reason she wouldn't
have anythngt do witb Mr. Harding-he was so tremen-
kiusly intellectual; be was a widower of course, but sucb a

CI 1r and she would have loved bis littie girl., Well, then
1 toid ber bow terribly lonely Roger bas been since bis
mother died. She feels su sorry for him, that I wouldn't
be surprised if she began to mother bim, the minute be's
inside tbe door. I gress l'Il let Stanny stay up for dinner,
then he'll be so, cross and sleepy that Fi'l bave to give
hilm ail my attention, and V'Il bet anything that sbe'l
teil hlm (I mean Roger) ail about the baddest boy in ber
Sunday School class at home. They say Roger's an infidel,
but that won't matter. He won't dare tell ber."

"I'm not sure, but I think that be will teillber then
that he bas dyspepsia, and she'll lîkely promise to make some
littie bran cakes f or him. She thinks they are a sure cure.
Oh, tbey'll simply bave to lîke each other, Peter Stanhope."

She sighed contentedly.
Her busband's eyes were alight.
"Weil! Aren't you aclever littie schemer though? Bles

me, you certainly know how to map out other folk's destinies.
But now, littie Stan's mamma is going to be biked off to
bed." So saying be lifted the wriggling, giggiing bundie in
bis anms and marched grandly away.

For seven miserable out-of-town nights Lawrence had
bad to do without bis fireside hour in bis big Morris chair.
Now on tbis blessed eigbtb night he chuckled softly to
himseîf'as be looked round the roomn with an approving
giance, and after luxuriousiy stretcbing bimself he encased

(Coisduded on pazge 28)


