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OURBOARDING HOUSE By AHERN

Your HealthA PUZZLE A DAYm MUSH MN/tKi, H’tKT) ?

1 »o ücrr viieu -itits 
B\RD -TO LEARkl AvJV 

OF TUE STUPID PRATTLE 
TMA-r IS SO COMMOkl 
vM-rX THE ohdiUaW 

PARtacrf- BESIDES, IT 
DOES klOTEATGO SIU.V 
A TRIMS AS A CRACWER- 
rr SUBSISTS SOLELVoMj 
A SPECIAL DIET OF V 

Y HEXICAkI VtAtiDC /T

—'^°°v

SAV HOOPVE -TAUKtklS ABOUT 
A PARROT EffTlklS—WHERE 1 

CAME FROM,TVtERB WAS OklE 
POL WHO USED TO CALL OUT

His meals bv reading a 
Menu ! * we tried to fool 
HIM OKI ce BV GIVING IT A 
MENU OF FRENCH DisHEG— 
HAR- HAP - BUT 1W OLD BIRD l 
GIVE USTH* LAUGH BY i 

L TRANSLATING 'EM, Akl 
x—, ORDERING lN

GREEK* f

That Spar Is Coming Loose 1 
When the second mate made the 

above ejaculation, he did not know 
that his simple sentence concealed the 
name of a large city. The name is 
there, however. Can you find it? The 
name of a famous resort is there, too. 

Yesterday’s answers
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BY DR. CLIFFORD C. ROBINSON«

lungs. The lungs of the city dweller 
are gray. The coal miner s lungs 
are much larke* sometimes nearly 
approaching black.

This does not mean that almost 
everybody has diseased lungs. The 
gr»at majority are in fairly good 
condition, due principally to the 
fact that the lungs are great in re
cuperative powers. In fact, they are 
almost as good in this respect as the 
overused and much abused heart.

To help your lungs In the fight 
against germs and disease you must 
at all times carefully observe the cor
rect rules of respiratory health. The 
chest will not work in first-class condi
tion if bent out of shape and restrict
ed through Improper posture, in its 
muscular movements. By deep breath-, 
ing exercises you can aid your lungs 
to health? old age.

Remember that the lungs are a 
great aid to the heart in keeping up a 
good blood circulation. Well-develop
ed lungs, combined with good breath
ing exercises, are a wonderful aid to 
your heart in its work for a long life.

By Dr. Clifford C. Robinson 
HEALTHY LUNGS.

• _%y OTTWELL SIMM#
IVKO»T*ATt"b tyjk

-AMASA-rrie-vitue- —
Healthy lungs simply mean lungs 

that are unimpaired by disease germs 
and respond to the free elastic move
ments of the chest, ribs, intercostal 
muscles and the diaphragm In the pro
cess of breathing.

Strictly speaking, there 
healthy lungs. All are more or less 
Impaired through Invading dust, in
haling smoke and disease during 
childhood. Germs and microbes of 
many kinds gain entrance to the lungs 
by mouth breathing.

The bronchi and trachea have 
hair-like processes on the mucus 
brane of their walls which do their 
best to expel minute foreign bodies 
and microbes from entering the lungs. 
But in spite of all efforts, these germs 
do get in and cause such diseases as 
influensa, bronchitis, pneumonia and 
tuberculosis.

The lungs in s pure healthy condl- 
Eskimos
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1 ft’*’! enameled mug, then said: “How did 
you come to be adrift, Miss Yardely ?’’

As he asked the question a thought
ful look came on the girl’s beautiful 
face.

“I was making a little trip by my
self,” she said slowly, “to see a beaver 
dam In a creek a little below our en
campment, and some one shot at me !”

‘Shot at you !” Stane stared at her 
in amazement as he gave the exclama
tion.

BEGIN HERE TODAY
Hubert Stane, discharged convict, 

visits a northern post of the Hudson 
Bay Company. He meets an old-time 
friend, Gerald Ainley, who promises 
tb call at Stane’s camp at midnight.. 
Static becomes acquainted with an In
dian girl named Miskodeed. At mid
night Stane is attacked and carried 
away by Indians in a canoe. He awak- 

t* find himself in strange surround-

are no

?

'>
mem-tera

Ainley is in love with Helen Yarde
ly, niece of a governor of the company. 
Helen disappears from her uncle’s camp 
and Gerald goes in search of her. Stane 

Helen from the. river as her 
travels toward a dangcro®

“Ye*, twice ! The second shot broke 
my paddle, and as I had no spare one, 
and as I cannot swlm^ I could do noth
ing but drift with the current.”

“It was a very fortunate thing you 
struck those rocks,” said Stane medi
tatively.

“Fortunate, Mr. Stane? Why?”\
“Because in all probability I should 

not have seen you if you had not; and 
a few miles below here, there are so’m^ 
bad rapids, and below them the river 
makes a leap downwards of nearly a 
hundred feet.”

“A fall?” cried the girl, her face 
blanching a little, as she flashed a 
glance down-stream. “Oh, that would 
have been ,terrible ! It was fortunate 
that you were here.”

“Very,” he agreed earnestly, “and 
I am beginning to think that it was 
providential; though all day I have 
been cursing my luck that I should 
have been in this neighborhood at 
all. I have no business here.”

“Then why—” she began, and stop
ped as if a little afraid that her ques- ________ _
tlon was too frankly curious. r“L

“You need got mind asking, Miss jr |
Yardely;. because the truth is that my _ Jt

as the one that brought you drifting A f d°« l/vouaniLr to think”
down-stream. On the night after you j Jh, Pr”^le 88 yau appeBT
arrived at Fort Malsun, I was waiting b tti | i “What ^convinces you of that, Miss
at my tent door for—er—a man whom f'' Yardley ?”I expected a visit from, when I was | . J, “Well,” she replied quickly, you say
knocked on the head by an Indian, U' V |\ ifTf 111 the Indian told yod that it was an
and when I came to, I found I was a g 1II order. I ask myself-whose order ?
prisoner, under sentence of deportation. | I ftfl There were very few people ot Fort
We traveled some days, rather a ||-^ XZT FJsW Tfj Malsun to give orders. I think of them
roundabout journey, as I have sin* “V? - ’ I *" turn- Tl‘e,fa«°rf,_,SUH7™er
guessed, and one morning I awoke to «GH* vWVv! I stranger to him ! My uncle? He never
find my captors had disappeared, leay- W.A. \\ I hfard of you except in gossip over the
ing me with my canoe and stores and ■■■| MV^xX I LTn S'.Æ, vmîi

oheolutel v untouched” v>\* 1 I ported.. Gerald Ainley? He knew yon I“Youbsay yon were waiting for a I He had made appointments with you

„r. „ w™ #Ai,*d Mr Stane • Wmn I that he twice failed to keep—which,tell me, was thç man Gerald Ainley?” I <luit= evid'ntl>'’ he had "° inte’}Uon ot
Th” yo"ng man was a little startled W*. k,eepinK- He

by her question, as his manner showed, strong reason for avoiding you; and he
but he Lwered frankly: “Yesi But 4#V. ^>LI ‘s 8 man of. some. au‘ho"ty in„^,e

voll • *r' Company, and moving to still greater.
Helen Yardefy smiled. “Oh, that was “Well?” she asked, challenging his gate. He would not know the Indians who

Srr ““ * ,u'“ srUMsrwsi-Ss;
.boat d‘7fh*' *” Ml” Y”d' S3 ,™, argument mu.iuelug."

wbwl. m«, .-a;-- p.-Hv®3’?ésSfüsSi j&'rjryfWîUtf
#Yardely is my name,” she said forhim? I suppose he dM n°t^omer guessed y y ^ the girl watched him, wondering what

Æ£ aw™ - «. p~.» »,

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—POLITE BEGGING
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To make a circle one-half the area 
of the large one, draw two straight 
lines at right angles to each other; 
each line passing through the center 
of the circle. Construct a square by 
connecting the ends of those lines. 
Then draw a circle within the square. 
It will be half the size of the large 
circle.

A simple proof of this Is shown by 
drawing an outer square. It Is obvi
ously twice the sfte of the inner 

and the ratio of the circles is

Lfrescues 
canoe 
waterfaH.
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

He did dot wait for any reply, but 
walked to the little fly-tent, and three 
or four minutes later emerged, puffing 
«JIÿipe.‘Tie waved towards the tent, 
atid turning away began to walk rapid
ly up giver. Helen Yardely sat where 
she was for a montent looking after 
him. There was a very thoughful ex- 
pression on her face.

She walked to the tent, and with 
amused eyes looked at the articles of 
attire obviously arranged for her in
spection. A gray flannel shirt, a lea
ther belt, a pair of Bedford ' cord 
breeches, a pair of moccasins, miles too 
large for her, and a mackinaw jacket 
a little th'c worse for wear, 
wei X v ii..

or= Hon are a pearly white, 
have the nearest approach to such? W}M. .VV

WT
;

ADVENTURES OE THE TWINS• i\

By Olive Roberts Barton 
THE CIRCUS FAIRY

?f
%square; 

l he same. 4
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“Why, there isn’t a tree!” cried 
“I thought nuts grew on

“Two!” cried Helen. “Then he could 
not have wanted to come.”

“I rather fancy he did not,” replied 
Stane with a bitter laugh.

“Yoû wished to see him very much? 
asked the girl quickly. “It was Im
portant that you should?”

“I wished to question him upon a

The next person Nancy and Nick 
met in Dixie Land was the circus fairy.

They didn’t know he was a fairy 
until he told them so. But after he 
had waved a little stick and changed 
himself into a parrot and back again, 
and into g donkey and back again, 
and into a gold fish and back again, 
they believed him.

He explained that he was In Dixie

1«■«ta ■Wi.ear Nick, 
trees I”

“Not peanuts,” explained the circus 
‘‘They grow on these little

<3j
Ï

___________
fÜxe mator's parrcttpoes mctt use the ordinary pollV vernaculaq->

fairy, 
bushes in the sand."

“Why, I don’t see a nut!” said 
Nancy, dropping down on her knees.

“That’s because the peanut bushes 
are too modest to boast. But the nuts

OA?’7*.. •>

CHAPTER VI 
A Mysterious Shot x 

Twenty minutes later, as ^Hubert 
Stane returned along the river bank, 
he saw. the girl emerge from the tent, 
and begin to arrange her own sodden 
attire where the beat of the fire would 
* » it. The girl completed her task 

jt as be arrived at the camp, and 
jod upright, the rich blood running 
i her i fade. Then a flash of laughter 
Re In her gray eyes. 
rWl?” she asked, challenging his

8
morning, and as hungry as—well, you 
will see,” she ended with a laugh.

“Then fall to,” he said, joining to 
the laughter. “The sooner the break
fast is over the sooner we shall start.”

“I warn you I am in no hurry,” she 
retorted. “I quite like this. It is the 
real thing; whilst toy uncle’s camps are 
just civilization imposing itself on the 
wilderness.”

Breakfast finished, they struck camp, 
launched the canoe and began to pad
dle up-stream. The current was strong, 
and their progress slow, but after some 
.three hours they arrived at the jtinc- 
tion of the two rivers. Then Stane 
asked a question. I

“Which way did you come, Miss 
Yardley? Down the main stream or 
the other one?”

The girl looked towards the meeting 
of the waters doubtfully. “I do not 
know,” she said. ‘I certainly do not 
remember coming through that rough 
water.”

“Your uncle’s party had of course 
traveled some way since I left Fort 
Malsun?”

“Oh yes; we had made long jour
neys each day and we were well on 
our way to—wait a moment. I shall 
remember the name—to—to old Fort 
Winagog."

"Winagog?” said Stane.
| (Continued to Our Next Issue.)

for most unexpectedly the young man 
gave vent to a short laugh.

“What a fool the man Is 1” he de
clared. “He must know that we shall 
meet . again sometime ! . ■ . But,
Miss Yardley, I am keeping you from 
your rest! We must start betimes in 
the morning if I am to take you back 
to your uncle."

“If yoû take me back—?”
There is no question of that,” he 

answered promptly. “I could not dream 
of leaving you here.”

“I was about to say you would very 
likely meet Gerald Ainley. He has 
joined my uncle’s party.”

“So much the better,” cried Stane. 
“I shall certainly go.”

At the first hint of dawn, Stane rose 
from his seat, gathered up the girl’s 
at the tent door, then procuring a can- 

bucket of water he set that beside 
the clothes and busied himself with 
preparing breakfast, 
time Helen emerged

“Good morning, Mr. S tarte,” she said 
in gay salutation, “you are the early 
bl#i. I hope you slept well.”

“May I reciprocate the hope, Miss 
Yardely?”

“Never better, thank you. I think 
hunger and adventure mûst be health
ful. I slept like the Seven Sleepers 
rolled into one; I feel as fresh as the

K

i
.)

i+Z}“You ipake a very proper man," he 
iwered, laughing. »
Fithbut further delay he began to 
iafv * meal, heating an already 
Sied partridge on a spit, and mak- 
■ coffee, which, with. biscuit, he set 
ate her. "

more left the camp, tak-ne once
leg with him a hatchet, and presently 
returned dragging with him branches 
W yoqng spruce with which he formed 
it,bed a little way from the fire. On 

%/thffflv a blanket, and his pre- 
OratiunTioJ the night completed, turn
ed-tx> the gm once more.

“I never enjoyed a meal so much in 
my life,” she declared, as she lifted the 
tin plate from her lap. “And this coffee 
Is delirious. Won’t you have some, Mr.

.TC.hh—

“How do they make pink lemonade?" asked Nancy,

I .and to see after the lemonade-peanut 
crop for next year.

“I’ve just been over to the lemon 
orchard and the trees are simply 
loaded," he said. "Great big fellows as 
yellow as canary birds I" “ '

“How do they make pink lemon
ade?" asked Nancy.

Out of pink lemons,” said the circus 
fairy quickly, “of that Is, they would 
make it out of pink lemons if there 
were any pink lemons to make it out 
of. Perhaps they put roses in it Til 
watch next time and see and FI1 write 

letter and tell you, if jtou give 
address. But there 1 We’re

vas As soon asarc there just the same, 
a nut begins to grow on the end of a 
little branch, the bush shoves the nut 
down Under the sand to do the rest 
of its growing, and to get ripe. I’m ^ 
going to peep! Come along and peep, 
too, If you wish.”

So Nancy and Nick followed the 
circus fairy along the sandy rows, and 
every here and there where he scraped 
away patches of sand, wasn’t there a 
fine peanut hiding underneath !

“My, but there are a lot!” said 
Nick.

“I don’t think the elephants need to 
worry,” nodded the circus fairy hap
pily. “Or the children either. Now 
I’ll go and tell the peanut man to get 
his roaster ready, and the paper-hag 

to get his paper bags ready. 
Everything is Ip fine shape in Dixie 
Land.”

With that lie disappeared.
(Copyright, 1923, NEA Service, Inc. ) 

(To be continued.)

After a little 
from the tent.

By BLOSSÉR
you a 
me your
spending all our time talking about 
lemons ! As though the elephants 
cared a whoop-de-dee about lemon
ade! Why, they are staying awake 
nights dreaming—I mean worrying— 
about peanuts, and it’s up to me to see 
that the crop of peanuts in Dixie Land 
is bigger than ever. Come along, kid
dies! Left, right, left, right, step to 
the peanut field. Here we are!”
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A«5^ 1 ÜBy CAP HIGGINS
DAM AND EVA—MEETING EXPENSES

f MEET ' |\
[ GOSH ! J 2ITS GtTTIHG HARDER. 

EVERY DAY TO MEET 
EXPENSES,IS.H*T IT?

WE(\ CAN* T 
I AVOID1 EM

MONEY DOESN’T LINGER" 
LONGER NOWADAYS 
THAN A SNOW FLAKE- 
ON A HOT STOVE^

tf#
• mt

zTeverv thing
GOING OUT, 
DUCN LITTLE 

J COMING lN-_j%f handiest
CJ/dng in tfie lùtcken
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3 □iOI V.U IE rhk1 I Oxo Beef Cubes put flavor, 

nourishment and economy 
into your cooking. With Oxo 
Cubes, yesterday’s left-overs 
can be served up in a hundred 
delightful ways today.
As well as adding flavor, Oxo 
Cubes bring the meat element 
to vegetables, strength and 
nutriment to the dish.
When you buy Oxo Cube* you buy 
the flavor, strength, and sustenance 
of the beat beef. All of the taste— 
none of the waste of meat
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS—A STRONG COMEBACK
fcENT*A L, IVE CALLED " « ^ ^ 

r THAT NUMBER THREE W 

TIMES AND l GET THE BUSY 
SIGNAL EVERY TIME - j 
RING THEM AGAIN, WILL /

YOU PLEASE ? _

SmgA.fOXOGd.Ma 
fyr lilt Jlf S» Auk 

0X0 LIMITED 
232 Ltmotm St,

By ALLMAN
AW NOW, HONEY, DON'T^y 

SAY THAT- YOU KNOW 
THAT I DO - WHEN? ) 
TOMORROW EVENING? Jm 

ALL RIGHT, FINE!
NOW DONT BE SILLY 
AGAIN - WELL, WAIT A 
^MINUTE, DON’T BE IN A 

RUSH s'

f MISS LEE, I WANT 
YOU TO UNDERSTAND 
THAT THAT PHONE 

IS A PRIVATE 
telephone!

’ Ü IP/THERE IS EITHER SOME-' 

( THING WRONG WITHi ■ 0X0WEIL, » 
WAS USING 
IT FOR A 

PRIVATE matter.
j SIR

{ MY PHONE OR CENTRAL 
IS DEAF-FINE BUSINESSÇ ahem!

oT */ ( WHEN YOU CAN’T GET . 
X, YOUR OWN OFFICE » y ■TTY^Tthe line is

1-SST1LL BUSY;DIS)
v CUBESm^\ $:f it

//

IHi Oxo Clew Saxdwtclieo
Soften an Oxo cube In water, mix in a little 
butter, spread the mixture on thin slices of 
bread, sprinkle with grated cheese, add * 
pepper to taste, and place other slices of 
bread on top.
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