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Is not equa.lled by -ny othor

Being “Twins.”

The poet Byron once atoned for all
the cynical things he wrote by two
beautiful lines:—

“All who joy wonid win

Must share it—happiness was born &'

twin.”

They enshrime in unforgettable fas-
hion the truth that no one ever attains
happiness ‘alone.

I suppose no ome has ever saild:.
“From this moment I'll shun all my
fellow-creatures. I'll K neither marry
nor make friends.” No one will ever
be able to say he has ever talked with
me heart to heart; and I ghal]l see for
myself how far it is possible to go by
being sufficient to myself.” :

But ;many men—and some. women—
have really lMved their lives on. that
creed. They have not deliberately
avoided marriage or friendship. :They,
because they were following some par-
ticular end, have simply lived in the
spirit of Kipling’s dictum; “He travels
the fastest who travels alone.” . And
when love or friendship offered they
have turned away because they feared
to be hampered in their choice of a
life-endeavor, of a career.

Pursuing their object, singly and
blindly, they grow old. . ‘What have
they then? Some have money; some
may bhave success and renown; some
are failures. All are alone. For it is
even truer that he who travels alone
arrives alone., There is no more polg-
nant, no more terrible fate than to be
old and alone,

How much more than lonely is a
man or woman without happy memor
ies, who has run away from the hap-
piness that is only to be found in being
10 someone a “twin”? :

The happiest old person I have ever
known was an old countrywoman, She
sat day after day with a smile on her
face: no, not a vacuous smile, but the
smile that springs from  contented
thoughts. When she spoke her words
were always of people—her hushand,
her children, and a multitude of
friends. They had all gone: but they
lived in her memory and were worth
more to her than riches. ~She had
stored up well- for her loneliness:be-
cause she was not loath to be a “twin.”

Yes; it may be true thdat you trdavel
fast if you travel alone. But what is’
your speed worth if you pick up no
treasures by the wayside?

There is another side to this busi-
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-§-. Kennedy: quietly s

K d. out. | from
the protection of the bathhouses.: I
thought he was about to saunter casu-

Laly down the: doe-l(I suddenly. :l‘gting

-into life and. literally,- with our back-
ing, snatch Dick from the very hands
of his captors. In fact it'may have

But Dick, happe ing te glahce ‘up,
caught a full shot of Kennedy: Dick
must have known more than the rest

! *tof us: "He did ‘not betray by word or

PLAITS AND LACE EEEECTIVE
FOR DAYTIME DRESSES.
Fashion dictates-stress the.import-

muscle 'what -he had seen: " His mind

time, if ever, to make his getaway,
before -the ‘arrival” of the ‘¢ar taused
us to ‘be outnumbersd. :

Without warning-Dick rose, poised
an instant on the seat of the tender,
and leaped. : :

“Man ovérboard!” sutig out the man
at the tiller, as the otHer 'was tying

up at the dock,

‘We now emerged from hiding, all.
There 'was no-use in keeping under
cover now. 'Besides; go interested were
they in getting Dicle that they did not
see us_anyhow.

My ‘heart' was in my meouth. ' Dick
did nét come up! ! : .

<Where' was. he? - Drowned? Had
his head struck some sunken rock or
pile, Had he gone down and had we
witnessed a tragedy?
. It was'nearly a minute that we were
in this breath-taking suspense—all
but Ken, our eyes giued to the spot
where the lithe body of the boy had
disappeared.

“There he is!” It was Ken and he
was pointing some thirty or forty feet
away from the spot at which we were
focusing our attention. Sure enough
there was Dick, bobbing up, and strik-
ing_ out with ‘his powerful crawl for
the shore diagonally from the dock,
headed for the spot where the bulk-
head ended and the beach again began.
“I knew it! Dick’s the best kid under
water theére is in the troop. I’ve known
him to swim under water seventy-five
boards along the dock at home, and
they’re wide boards, too.”

Dick’s ruse had been good. He had
not .ovly gained a long start of them

ance cof the plaited. frock; asd isince’
plaits are-go smart, this little:frock
takes full advantage 6f this fact, and|
Jjoing/groups of plait§ front and: back'
to a round yoke. Fashion alse'@ictates

in pursuit, but he had fixed it so that
they were non-plussed and he had the
advantage of all of the start. He was

{like & submarine; you never could tell | have done at the Biue Rooster, They've

just where.he would come to the sur-
face.

1.1One of
“had climbe%zut on the running board

must have worked fast. This was the,

. Kennedy was still many feet behind
Dick and I was even further away
than Kenendy, KEaston was stifl
‘flouhidering' 'in ‘the water trying to
avoid the second sailor-thug.

men in the gray racer

and was hanging far out as Dick ran
j into the water @8 far as he dared. The
racer slowed up and the powerful fel-
low on the running board managed to
scoop -Digk up, struggling but weak-
ened and breathless after his long
swim and the chase.

‘unged on

{-.1. The dingy gray racer
(through the sand as the driver gave
it the gas, its wheels spinning but the
i momentum: carrying it on. At last it
. gained the beach road.

| Kennedy fired at it trying to_ get
Ithe tires but the shots went wild as
the car careened crazily. The gray
i racer. was now off in. a moment. We
| had almast had Dick safe, and he had
‘been literally snatched from our very
inande. Dick was still a prisoner, but
on the land.

The tender from the “Scooter”
turned amd picked up the sailor still
swimming off shore and chugged
{away, as Easton dragged himse!f on
the sand. ’

, Craig, Ken and myself. gat down
with Kaston as he stretched out in
| the sun on the bulkhead to dry. There
| was no use to pursue. By the time we
| 8ot our car the gray racer might have
made a dozen turns in the network
lof good country roads about the Bin-
nacie.
| “Now that we know about this
| transfer of Dick to the land,” con-
siderde Craig, “I doubt very much
whether they will keep him here.
| Their next move will be to transfer
'him either to the ‘Scooter’ again or
| some other boat, I feel sure” He
| looked ahout and his eye rested on the
i Inn with its large flat: roof. “That
radio room up there where we were
jmust be' some kind of hang-out for
i this sporty crowd of young people
| We must figure out some:way to find
'out about it and what goes on there.”
| Easton, tco, had-been looking at the
i roof with the aerial on it. :

“There’s no use. going back there
jand asking questions. They won’¢
answer any more than''they would|

got to protect their customeérs. | What
about that wireless dictograph that

Yyou really
live with
your Lace

| :1
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Curtains,

: tlzey should be
Laundered in LUX

EVERY hour of the day you
see them.

If they have been poorly launder-
ed they are a constant annoyance,

Lux laundering will keep them
true in both colour and shape—
will permit them to drape-in
soft graceful folds. 1

Be careful to get the genusne—
Lux. It is sold only in
packages—never in bulk,

Lever Brothers Limited
Toronto

L.544 -,
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Sunset on the Lawn. y

Out of my open window I can see &
lawn. It lies like an oval pond of
green water - surrounded by heavy
trees. It is trimmed closely about the
edges where beds of brilliant flowers'

nedy has something he wants me to
help on. T hope you’ll pardon us if we
run along?”’ -

“Oertainly." It was evident that
the two inventors were quite jealous
of each other over Ruth. Ken with
his small boy’s sense of humor, enjoy-
ed it. “See you yter."

At last we were off. “Sounded as

drop their petals gently. upofi it

the use of much lace, and wide bands|.. Once 'thef had seen him, however,
of insertion serve as’a‘trithming for)they were not long in forming the)rl
the front and lower’ edge’of the s'kirt,-,pla"s to_bead him off. The fellow at

I've been consuiing you about, Mr,
Kennedy?” J
“Is it perfected?” asked Craig.
“Not finally. Byt it’s practical.”

if he really thought that wouid be too
soon!” chuckled Ken,

% n silenced the boy with a
giance. He was in no mood for chaf-

fing.

ness of being a “twin.”  Although,
strictly speaking, there are no give !
and-take bargains to be emforced in
the world of affection and friendship,
there are very definitely debts of hon-
or. For every kind word, every kind
thought, that we receive from our
“twins,” we are in honor bound to re- |
turn as good as we have been given.‘
If we give a little more than we need |
our “twim” is spurred to give even.
more in return, and in a short time the '
world is an infinitely richer place than'
either of us had dreamt it ever could'

Byron, I thifR, wrote truer than he
knew.

—
Heart Trouble.

The young woman travelling with
her stern-looking father was evidently
not in the best of health. She was de-
cidedly pretty, but her cheeks were
pale.

A kind —if inquisitive — passenger
sitting opposite leaned forward and’ ad-
dressed the stern parent.

“Your daughter seems:very ill,” he

remarked, sympathetically,

“Yes,” replied the father.
affection of the heart.”

“Dear me! Apeurigm?’

“Oh, no! Only a lieutenant in the |
Navy.” 2 ’

“It s an

—a

|
|
|
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as' well ‘as fashioning the. rourid yoke. | th2 €ngine quickly cast off the dock
The long fullsleeves are gathered into |

narrow wrist-bauds, and a st¥ing belt
girdles the frock at the hip line,. No.!
11562 is in sizes 16, 18 and 20 years.[
Size 18 requires 3% yards 36-inch ma-

terial, with 3% yards wide lace, inser-|

tion, and % yard allover lace for:yoke.
Price 20 cents. Ty |
The secret of distinctive dress:lies!
in good taste rather than a lavish ex-
penditure- -of :thoney. " Bvéry “#oman

; should want-to make her -‘own elothes,
and the home dressmaker will find the-

designs-illustrated in our new Pashion

. Book to be -practical and simple, y‘et!
maintaining the spirit of the mode of .

the moment,
cents’the copy. . -~

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS.

Wzite your name and address piain-
ly, giving number -and  size ‘of ‘such
patterns as youn want. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps: or coin (eoin preferred; wrap
it carefully) for each ‘number - an
address your order'ts Pattern Dept.,
Wilson Publishing:Co ; 78 ‘West Ade-
laide St., Tororto.’ Pattérns sent hy
return mail.

Price of "theé book 10-

|
¥

Saving
1st Aathor—"Sq_you've come to Hve
In New York at last?” ,
2nd Author—*“Yes, one gets one's
MS8. back in 8o much less time.
————
True Politeness.
Ceremonies are different in every
country, but true politeness is every-
where the same. Ceremonfes, which'

Time.

only artificial helps which ignorasce
agsumes Ip order to imitate politeness, |

'whlch s the result of good sense and '

good mature.” A person possessed .of

| those qualities, though he had never | sensed trouble.
| seen a tourt, ‘i truly agreeable; and along the shore.

if without them, would continue a'!
clown, though he had been all his life
a gentleman usher.—Goldsmith, {n
“The Clitizen of the World,” ;

= - P S

The Ruler.

There can be no pleasure equal to
that of feeling at once the joy of thous-
ands all made happy by wise adminis-
tration.---Samuel Johnston.
e

Platinum for London.

Platinum to the value of £260,000
arrived in the Thames from Rusaia re-
cently by the steamer Zero,:

b

and started up, in as quick a sweép| « t : » 3
as he could to head Dick off from go‘!clai.rl:;lt. hﬁ’l‘th;;gaoE:m;asr:Lg'yeé,
ing too far down the;beach: The other W'l so back to the Radio Shack and
fellow, still unmindful of us, started. ... it, irctall it ‘here and Hsten in on
u1p the dock to gain the bulkhead 4p.n. -when ‘they - don’t  realize’ it
along the shore down which he was go- sp.endid!” plbe ;
zi’.’g tfr“" 0. head off Dick in that By this time Easton had dried out.
AEES SR 3 We climbed back into'the ¢ d

The man in the tender had a bit of yeore on our :rcay to the stianh?:l:
difficuity in gpinning the engine, butl Back 6t the ' Club. where . Mrs.
at last he was_off a<r_1d the speed of Adams was also stopping she had
the tender %ui‘c_kly' madé up ot only y.on trying in vain to locate Ruth.
for Dick’s statt, but the slight delay. | “Ts Miss Ruth about?™
‘Tt was cértain he would force’ the b()y| Coralie Adams turned et the voice
to-swim inshore: Our part was to take {of~Professor 'Vario who' was' coming
care of the thug on the sea-wall. down the porch.

Easton, in his regard for little Dicl'(, “No, Professor; I am looking for
was quite unable te restrain himse!f  her myself.”

“‘Our return trip to the Binnacle
was made in record time, for we must
be there before ‘the late afternocon
crowd began to gather.

coast was not as clear as it
had been the first time. The waiters
weére beginning to gather.
singled out the head waiter and was
quité convincing with his story that
Wwe represented the insurance compan-
ies and were inspecting the fire.and
lightwing hazards of radie installa-
tions. At any rate it gained us access
to:the roof to examine the aerial.
Downstairs Craig left Ken with a
whispered injunction to keep the head
waiter busy so that we might be free
to do our quick work on the roof.

Craig

stretch long sharp shadows, for the
evening sun is about to slip away be-
hind the cloud pillows. I
The lawn is richly toned and richly
covered, and an impression of some-
thing prosperous and stately rises to
my window, something “of abundance,
of true restfulness. The shadows of
the branches are dignified; they fall
like the folds of a lady’s train resting
upon a rich carpet. Almost, in the
{ half light, one might fancy the trees
to be gentle personages, standing to-
gether, conversing in undertones;
every now and then there seems to
come the slow, graceful movement of
a hand, or the bow of a head, or the al-
most timid flutter of a fan. RS
{ From side to side of the lawn can
be traced a mower’s pattern—light
and dark, light and dark; and where

any longer. - He waited as long as he
thought was prudeént. Then he leapt
Tike a tiger at the powerful thug w!

was running to head off Dick. Craig

forged ahéad now im the effort to get’

to DPick as he“scrambied out of the
water on the beach, Dick was strik-
ing out lustily as‘the tender deereased
his lead overiits -xoif w

I turned ‘with an effort to see how
Easton was getting on. ‘I had had no
fear -of that football hero.But I had
met counted on muckerism and his op-
ponent was & mucker..” The thug had
actually extricated from his packet a

small blackjack. : Easton had bmken!

the force of the blow but it had struck
him, hampered him. Next he had man-
aged to wrench the thing away from
the man but had not been able to hold
it. It fell in the water. I started to-
ward_them, Easton was recovering
a bit, but was groggy, as the thug,
perceiving me, made a lunge at him.
They grappled an instant, then both
toppled into the water' from the top
of the seawall. I glanced over. - The
plunge had quite revived Easton. He
had his man out of the running-any-
how and was striking out for the
beach where Dick was headed.

Kennedy was leaping along to m

Dick out the moment his feet touc
bottom. Suddenly a bullet clipped
the sand ahead of Kennedy.

turned, Down the shore road now was
roaring a gray racer!

I ran faster. Ken was now strug-
ling to hurry up to me, as Dick’s
eet evidently touched bottom and. he

began to drag himself to shore, just
alead of the oncoming tender. The
tender turned not a2 moment too soon

| take up so much of our attention, areim prevent it rg{xmng pg'round. Off it

circled.

But Dick was not safe—not yet. He
was some fifty feet down the shore
from Kennedy and bhad seen the ap-
proaching racer in battleship gray. He
He started to run

The gray racer swooped off the
hard roadon to the wet sand and came
on down.the shore, firing at Kennedy
ahead, as it rapidly overtook the boy
and his pursuer,

Who would get to Dick first?

CHAPTER XIII.
THE WIRELESS DICTOGRAPH,
Wildly, Dick was running in his
heavy, dripping clothes along the
shore gradually forced down toward
the water by the gray racer as it
swooped off the beach road on the
beach in pursuit. He could not take

to the water again without endanger- | Would you mind if I dropped over at 1ish.”

ing his recapture by the thug in the
tender of the “Scooter.”

| - “Too bad. I was going to ask her
 to'play a'little goif. You seem worried
| about :something, Mts. Adams. Can I
be of assistance?”

“I'm worried ‘over Ruth—and that
| robbery has upset me.”
| Most thoughtfully he tried to re-
| assure her. J

“Oh, it’s not the jewels after all,
{ Professor,” she confessed at length.
| “Better to tose 'them a thousand times
,than 'to have Ruth go to the dogs the
iway I fear. Oh, why can’t she listen
to Easton? Why can’t Easton. do
something with her?” .

Vario did not relish that much.
!Baston Evans was his serious rival for
Ruth.: “I thought' he was ene of the
| crowd,” he hazarded.

Mrs. Adams. shook her head posi-
tively. “No, 1 am sure. he is not, I
wish, if you should happen to see him,
i that you would tell him I'd very much
(like to see him.”
| Vario promised readily. He was
very ingratiating with the mother of
, the girl he would like te win. Mrs.
iAdams excused herself and Vario
started thoughtfully toward the Radio
Shack.
| We had arrived at the Shack by this
time and had let ourselves into Eas-
ton’s laboratory up on. the second floor,
once the loft of the former Evans’|
boathouse over the hangar where he
housed his radio-hydroearopiane, “The

Sea Scout.,” Here in the parapher-
naiia of this complete radio laboratory
| Easton hurried to assemble the parts
‘of his wireless dictograph, the batter-
ies, antenna, wire and so on. It did
not take long and we had just about
stowed the stuff away in the back of
Kennedy’s car when Vario drove up.

“Sorry you're leaving,” he remark-
ed. “By the way, Evans, Mrs. Adams
just asked me up to the Club if I hap-
pened to cee you to say that she wants
to talk with you as soon as you can
'see her. I thought I'd run over, that
perhaps you were interested in some
rew work I am doing.”
| “What is it?” Easton was fidgeting.
iHe did nof, wish to offend Vario who
was likely to become a big man in the
radio field, yet there were many other
more opportune times to talk about
radio devices. + Still he wanted to be
polite,

“Why, it’s my new Wave-meter, a
calibrating device so that amateurs
can more easily find the wave lengths
of siations broadcasting.”

(To be continued.)
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the oldest tree rises in the middle,’
there is a circle. I cannot now detect
that most reminiscent of scents that
rises from freshly mown grass; maybe
the morning claimed It for its own.
The air, rather, is full of evening—no
special scent, but a breath of some
thing golden and brilliant and purply-
blue.

High in the mauve sky a tiny moon
is resting. The trees look up and rus-
tle their fine gowns. One of them, I
think, has dropped a diamond upon a
blade tip. To-morrow I will rise very
early—maybe I shall find it!

i
Keep It In.

A yardmaster was interviewing ap-,
plicants for the post of driving of a|
motorbus, and among the volunteers
was an Irishman. '

“Can you drive a car?” asked the
yardmaster.

“Can Of drive a car?”’ repeated the
Irishman, scornfully.

Contented to Know He Had It.
Dad—"You don’t know on which side
your_bread is bnttered, young man!”
Bad Boy—"And I ain’t goin’ to drop
it to find out neither, I'll say-”

Was Bobby to Blame. . -
Brown is very fond of his young son. Well, run the bus into the shed.
He was talking to s visitor about the Pat climbed on the trembling vehicle,
wohaertal. Iatalestual development He looked around, spat on his hands,’
nd futtirt possibiiltiés ‘of the little grabbed the biggest lever, and pulled it
& | for all he was worth. Zip she went in-

fellow. H AP !
to the shed. Pat was a bit put out,
. he k
$YOL BmAREATk DA yef 00 XNOWE | W tronbls chess and, guessing '

; fentific
2llzla§stl}t;eca:;:>1:?b’if$§:§;::;r :3 i)ne a what would happen, reversed the lever, !

Here, let me show Out she came—in again--—out agan. |
yoR." - | The yardmaster yelled:

He took’a"boléig'viifl n‘a't‘u:ra] history: “I thought you saild you could ran a
froln the “bookshel; piiced: Bobby on Jotor car? :
his. knee, opemer the bodk and showed But Pat had an answer ready:
hink a {cture of. 2 girafle | *“Oi had Tt in here three times. Why
; "Wl;mt‘s that, Bobby 7" | didn’t ye shut the door?’ :
“Horsey,* gaid Bobby- —
Next a’tiger wag bxhibited, and Bob- Minard’s Liniment for Dandruf®
by ‘'said “Pussy,” -Then a picture of a ——
loin wasg shown, and Bobby sajd “Dog- )
gy-" € (Ll i > H
And when’a‘full-page pictiiré of a

grdgat naturalist.

Husband (to wife driving a nail):
| “However do you expect to drive a
nail in the wall with a clothes brush?:
chimpanzee:was displayed, Bphhy ex- For goodness sake, use your head,
claimed, enthuslastically,. “Daddy!” ;dear.” g
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WHILE IN TORON

‘I don’t believe in learning German, To

Spanish, French, or any foreign lan-

guage,” said a man.  “Why,” he con-

tinued, “I lived among a lot of Ger- We cordially invite you to
spect our latest cars at our of-

hibit; or with our Guarax

“] should think it would be very |
useful.” Easton was impatient to get |
off. “I certainly am interested.

the station to see it? I'll ring ynu|
up very soon. But just now Mr. Ken-

mans, and: got-along with them. just as
well asif I-had known their language,
but I didn't; mot @ werd.of it.” Used Cars, centrally located at
“How dfd Fou manage?” 909 Bay Street.
“Well, you-see, they all spoke Eng-' WILLYS8 OVERLAND S{\LES

e L
Minard’s Liniment for Insect bites.




