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Private Jesse White Is not advertised to succeed to any particular post except

possibly that of a plain civilian with a game leg and a pension. Nevertheless

he is a man of distinction and merlt. First of all he was wounded while fight-

ing for the Empire in France. Now, while sconvalescing” in a Folkestone hos-

pital he rescues 3-year-old Freddy Clayson from drowning. Mrs. Clayson looks
the part of the grateful mother. White is not self-conscious.

The
of c?nunk:ua:d Duchess of Devonshire, who are to succeed the Duke and.Duchess
and 'impugu: at Rideau Hall In Ottawa, are said to be lovers of plain living
Grace ang hy, Rad their sojourn in Ottawa Is likely to be marked by easy
POMp, This Otfpitalnty of their household rather than by anything resembling
T picture was taken recently in London, where the Duke and Duchess
en active in patriotic enterprises of almost every descriptlon.
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::int“med to his companion.
iy » 027, Iov}:', although I've only known you a little
to t came yestate to say good-bye to you. When I
B oy and my friend told me he had
d: timq Whilem}:vn’ I didn’t know how I could put in
it 1§ to Stay 1 e was away. And now all I want to
16 ngyer L€T€ and, to tell the truth, I don’t care
.1 'knowrl.c omes back.”
liy on earn]-be fearfully lonesome again.”
bgue al, wiy ittle princess you! I'd like to—say,
“‘“ 18, Prigq you meet me on the beach where my
"e& Quartey ty night about nine? The train gets in
AN hy, 0; I'll go right down to the beach, and
Heralgi an hour’'s paddle anyway.”
; Sene hesitated,
. Za‘.)y ves. I must be off now or I'll miss my
All say yes before I go. Please princess.”
i Waght' Dream Man.”
1:;‘?aldine g‘:ﬁegow‘n the road in a swinging stride.
¢ Med g after him till he rounded the bend,
ed ag g owly toward the house. The train
A S ext dae went. She sighed and smiled.
Th"ng them ﬂ_bro\lght more guests to Cedar Brae,
Othe, Bitly hagq iss Carson, Geraldine’s neighbour.
‘hetr Mutya)y not met hefore, but now found each
= Dany yfagx‘_eGable. Geraldine was glad of
8 Qually (; a girl her own age, and Miss Carson
alg. oY knowglad t? find some one congenial.
m:ne," . sa‘ddonut like coming to a place like this
8y, Vas “nfoit' My chum, who was coming with
brs i Comin unately delayed at the last minute.
th thep ang tg to-morrow night, though, with my
hue eight'fort ?Vo of his friends. They’ll be here on
Tber o yfive, I suppose there will be quite a
e for the week end.”
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l::' AY s; on talking, but Geraldine scarcely heard

the, 2TSon ewceouxd think of was that Mr. Bruce and
ke “Wuaimeéf coming on the same train. Were
haqa ive hint a Would Mr. Bruce find out before
chy Tever oy she and Mr. Carson were not frienus,
o lce ¢, exen met in fact? Or would she have a
et he v plain first? Even if she did explain

gy, | ould think she was driven to it by Mr.
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é’: haq “‘clﬁxpected appearance. Oh, why hadn’t

fiy, Wh haq ance to tell him before he went away?
2t Dlace she done such a foolish thing in the
t Yo .
T hoo 2 think so Miss Marden?”

our pardon, I didn’t catch what you said.”

«] said that one of my brother’s friends is my
fiancee. He is tall and fair and everybody thinks
I should marry a dark man because I am so fair
niyself.”

“QOh, do tell me, are you going to be married soon?”

The two girls walked off arm in arm, engaged in
one of those confidential conversations S0 dear to
the hearts of girls.

At nine o’clock Friday evening Geraldine was on
the beach. Edna Car: .. had gone to the station
alone, having failed persuade her new friend to
accompany her. Ge:aldine had watched the yellow
glow of the setting sun change to red, then to pink,
and finally to a faint purple. The train whistle had
sounded some time ago and now the sound of voices
came to her ears. She got up from the sand and
moved nearer to the road. Eight or ten young people
were coming from the direction of the station. Con-
siderably ahead of the others Geraldine recognized
Edna Carson walking with a tall, fair man, doubt-
less her fiancee—but no, it couldn’t be—yes it was
Mr. Bruce. Was her gecret already known, then?

Her heart skipped a beat, stopped, then throbbed
angrily in her throat. Wwith a glance back at the
others Mr. Bruce had put his arm around his com-
panion’s waist and kissed her!

Geraldine stumbled back to the beach. Mr. Bruce,
Edna Carson’s fiancee. She threw herself on the
sand, tears filled her usually happy brown eyes.

“Why was he so nice to me that day? An engaged
man has no right to act that way.”

And yet, why not? Qurely it wasn’t usual for a
girl to fall in love with @ man of one day’s acquaint-
ance. But she had—oh, Yes, why not admit it just
this once? and then set to work to forget all about it.

“QOh, dear,” she sobbed, her shoulders shaking .

“Miss Marden—Ilittle princess! Why my dear
child, what is it?”

she sprang to her feet.
her shoulders.

“Mr. Bruce, please leave me alone!”
hurt anger drying her tears.
His hands dropped to his

back.

“] beg your pardon.

“No—no, not yet please.
say to you.”

“And I have a confession to make to you.”

Geraldine knew what it was and she shivered

Mr. Bruce put his hands on
she cried,
side and he took a step

Would you like me to go?”
I—I have something to

indignantly. Did he think it necessary to “confess”
his engagement to her? She resolved not to give
him a chance, it would be too humiliating.

«Mr. Bruce, please listen to me, I have something
to tell you, something I wanted very much to tell
you the night you went away. I didn’t have a
chance that night and now you will think I am ex-
plaining because I am driven to it. But oh, Mr.
wLruce, please believe that I meant to tell you that
night out in the canoe. No, please let me finish.
That first day I met you, I didn’t come upon you
accidentally; I didn’t even think you were Mr. Car-
son. I didn’t know who you were. 1 don’t know Mr.
Carson, never even met him; it was just an impul-
sive plan of mine to make your acquaintance. I
had heard you talking about going sailing all alone,
and I was all alone too, and so awfully lonesome,
and——"

Suddenly she was in his arms, her words stopped
with kisses. For one glorious moment she thrilled
with the ecstacy of it, then she struggled free of his
embrace.

“How could you? How could you do such a thing?
You don’t deserve the love of a girl like Edna Car-
son. If she knew this, do you suppose she would
care to have you for her fiancee? Oh, yes, I know
about it,” as a bewildered look crossed her compan-
jon’s face. “She told me her fiancee was coming
to-night, and besides I saw you k-kiss her.” Angry
sobs choked her voice.

“Dear little princess, let me explain.”
was quiet, and, oh, so kind.

“No, no, no!”

«But I say yes, yes, yes! Listen dear, I do love
Edna, and I hope I deserve her love, but I am not
her fiancee.”

“Not her fiancee.”

“No, sweetheart, that is my confession, Edna is
my sister. I am Bruce Carson. Oh, forgive me the
deception dear. It was only done in fun after you
pretended to recognize me. And I love you, little
princess. I know I have known you only a matter
of days, but I love you-—just heaps, dear.”

He took her hand and gently drew her to him,
meeting with no resistance this time. She looked ur,
shyly, tears still gleaming on her lashes, and as his
arms closed round her she whispered, her lips
against his cheek:

“And I love you, too,

His voice

Dream Man—just heaps.”




