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A PUZZLE A DAY

That Spar Is Coming Loosel
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
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Flubert’ Stane, discharged convict,
visits ‘2 northern post of the Hudsom
Bay Compgny. He meets an old-time
friénd, ' Gerald Ainley, who promises
to call at Stane’s camp at midnight.
Stihe becomes acquainted with an In-
dign girl named Miskodeed. At mid-
night Stane is attacked and carried
away by Indians in a canoce. He awak-
ens to find himself in strange surround-
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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

“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-
campme'nt, and some one shot at me!”

‘Shot’ at ysiu!” Stane stared at her
in amazement as he gave the exclama-

pame of a famous resort is there, too.
Yesterday's answers:

| pory,~ powvt« P

‘B YouR PARROT SAY,
4 POLLN WANTSE A
CRACKER! « ﬁ

_ns.:inley is in love with Helen Yarde-
ly;'niece of a gévernor of the company.
Helen disappears from her uncle’s camp
and Gerald goes in search of her. Stane
rescues - Helen from the. river as her
canoe .travels toward a dangerows

“Yes, twice! The second shot broke
my paddle, and as I had no spare one,
and as I cannot swim, I eould do noth-
ing but drift with the current.”

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

To make a circle one-half the area
of the large one, draw two straight
lines at right angles to each other;

. waterfall- .

tatively.

cach line passing through the center
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By Dr. Clifford C. Robinson
HEALTHY LUNGS.

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 ‘are no
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 thelungs
by mouth breathing.

The bronchi and trachea have
hair-like processes on the mucus mem-
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 &s
influenza, bronchitis, pnenmonia and
tuberculosis.

The lungs in & pure healthy condi-

lungs. The lungs of the city dweller
are gray. The coal miner's lungs
are much larked, sometimes nearly
approaching black.

This does not mean that almost
everybody has diseased lungs. The
gr-at majority are in fairly good
coadition, due principahy 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 healthy 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-

“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 soin¢
bad rapids, and below them the river
makes a leap downwards of mnearly 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 'amdbgginning to think that it was
providenitial; though all day I have

belt, a pair of Bedford " cord|peen si i . s
breeches, a pair of moccasins, miles too ha:'e cl;x;nngin {hilsucie[t:ﬁ:o}ho?&ouﬁ “Yoi wxshgd to see him b ery much?”

large for. her, and a mackinaw jacket | all, I have no business here.” | asked éhe girl quliid ,It was im-

a little the worse for wear. “Then why—" she began, and stop- PO:?U itl:letlt t’:’“ ;:: ﬂon?’hlm e
" weall , . . pied as if a little afraid that her ques-| i . -

A - R VI tion was too frankly curious. =

’_L AC;ATT:“ ‘;hot “You need pot mind asking, Miss

sl #x. Blysteriotus OR \ . | Yardely; bécause the truth is that my

Twenty minutes later, ‘as \Hubert | presence in this neighborhood is due to

Stane returned along the river bank,!a mystery that is almost as insoluble

¢ saw. the girl emerge from the tent, a5 the one that brought you drifting

-and begin to arrange her own sodden|down-stream. On the night after you

attire where the heat of the fire would |arrived at Fort Malsun, I was waiting

g,it. The girl completed her task|at my tent door for—er—a man whom
it ‘as be arrived at the camp, and | expected a visit from, when I was
jdod upright, the rich blood running

Btood knocked on the head by an Indian,
i1 heti face. Then a flash of laughter |and when I came to, I found I was a
fifne in her gray eyes. :

! > ‘prisoner, under sentence of deportation.
f17” she asked, challenging his /We traveled some days, rather ia
= roundabout journey, as -I have sinpg
guessed, and one morning I awoke to
1find my' captors had disappeared, leay-
ing me with my canoe and stores and
arms absolutely untouched.”

“You say you were waiting for a
man when you were seized, Mr. Stane;
tell me, was the man Gerald Ainley?”

The young men was a little startled
by her question, as his manner showed,
but he answered frankly: “Yes! But
how did you guess that?”

Helen Yardely smiled. “Oh, that was
quite easy. You were the topic of c&-
versation at the dinner-table on the
very night that you disappeared; and
7T gathered’ that to the factor you were
something of a mystery, whilst no one
except Mr. Ainley knew anything, tion: L ' ;
whatever about you. As you and he| “What are you thinking, Miss Yard-
4 were. old acquaintances, what more na- ely?” :
L‘!\1‘!"-111 than' that you should be waiting| “Oh, I was just thinking that I had
for him? I suppose he did not come guessed one of your wildly possible|lapsed into thoughtful silence, whilst

“If he did, I never saw him—and I| reasons, Mr. Stane; and to tell thel the girl watched him, wondering what
truth, if Mr. Ainley was really anxious was in his mind. Presently she knew,

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-
cusly twice -the side of the inner
square; and the ratio of the circles is
the same.

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

«] rather fancy he did not,” replied
Stane with a bitter laugh.

ing exercises, are a wonderful aid io

tion are a pearly white. Eskimos
your heart in its work for a long life.

have the nearest approach to such

ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS

By Olive Roberts Barton
THE CIRCUS FAIRY '

% . 14

- The next person Nancy and Nick “Why, there isn’t a tree!” cried
/// met in Dixie Land was the circus fairy.( Nick. ~ “I thought nuts grew on
They didn’t know he was a fairy| trees!”
==
Gtﬁ” 5
S

until he told thém so. But after he] “Not peanuts,” explained the circus
ﬁﬁs MATOR'S PARROT DOES NOT USE “THE ORDINARY POLLY VERNACULAR=

' NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

He did ‘ot wait for any reply, but
walked to the little fly-tent, and three
or four minutes later emerged, puffing
& Ppipe.He waved towards the tent,
atid’ turning away began to walk rapid-
¥ up giver. Helen Yardely sat where
she was for a moment looking after
him. There was a very thoughful ex-
préssion on her face.

She walked to the tent, and with
amused eyes looked at the articles of
attire obviously arranged for her in-
gpection. A gray flannel shirt, a lea-
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had waved a little stick and changed|fairy. “They grow on these little

himself into a parrot and back again,| bushes in the sand.”

and into a donkey and back. again,] “Why, I don’t see a nut 1” said

and into a gold fish and back again,| Nancy, dropping down on her knees.

they believed him. “That's because the peanut bushes
He explained that he was in Dixie] are too modest to boast. - But the nuts

- o .

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

“Then fall to,” he said, joining in
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 my uncle’s camps are
just civilization imposing itself on the
wilderness.” .

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

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

The girl looked towards the meeting .2

of the waters doubtfully. “I do not : §
“How do they make pink

know,” she said. ‘I certainly do not
remember coming through that rough Lack U Moo itic e Tovsondi-pesiut
crop for next year.

water.”
“Your unclds pacty by S “Pve just been over to the lemon
orchard _and the trees are simply

traveled some way since I left Fort
loaded,” he said. “Great big fellows as

Malsun?”
“Oh yes; we had made long jour-

neys each day and we were ‘well on| yellow as canary birds!” o

our way to—wait a moment. I shalll “How do they make pink lemon-

réemember the namé—to—to old Fort ‘ade?” .asked Nancy. £

Winagog.” Out of pink lemons,” said the circus
fairy quickly, “of that is, they would
make it out of pink lemons®if there

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

“What a fool the man is!” 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 yot take me back—?”

There is no question of that,” he
.answered promptly. “I could not dream
of leaving you here.”

“] 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 -ghall 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-
vas bucket of water he set that beside
the clothes and busied himself with
pr?paring breakfast. After a little
time Helen emerged from the tent.

“Good morning, Mr. Stare,” she said
in gay salutation, “you are the early
bigd. I hope you slept well.”

“May I reciprocate the hope, Miss
Yardely ?” i

«Never better, thank you. 1 think
hunger and adventure mist be health-
ful. T slept like the Seven Sleepers
rolled into one; I feel as fresh as the

to avoid answering your questions, it
does not seem to me so inherently im-
probable as you appear to think.”

“What convinces you of that, Miss
Yardley ?” )

“Well,” she replied quickly, “you say
the Indian told you that it was an
order. I ask myself—whose order?
There were very few people at Fort
Malsun to give orders. I think of them
in turn. The factor? You were a
stfanger to him! My uncle? He never
heard of you except in gossip over the
dinner-table the night you were de-
ported.. Gerald Ainley? He knew you!
He had made appointments with you
that he twice failed to keep—which,
'| quite evidently, he had no intention of
keeping. He had—may I 'guess?—some
strong reason for avoiding you; and he
is a man of some authority in the
Company, and moving to still greater.
He would not know the Indians who
actually carried you away; but Factor
Rodwell would, and factors are only
himan, and sooner or later Gerald
Ainley will be able to considerably in-
fluence Mr. Rodwell’s future. There-
fore—well Q.E.D.! Do you not agree
with me?”

“I find your argument convincing,”
answered ~Stane, grimly. Then he

Fa'You make a very proper
@swered, langhing. ..zt o :
; itg@_ delay -he . began to
rEpare , heating -an already
aisted partridge on a spit, and mak-
jg coffee, which, with. biscuit, he set
gfore her.
BStane once more left the camp, tak-
iz with him a hatchet, and presently
@turned dragging with him branches
H) young spruce with which he formed
a: little was; from ‘thg fire. On
“heithrew a blanket, and his pre-,
Arat ,‘i%l o he night completed, turn-
to ‘the girl once more. >
“] never enjoyed a meal so much in
my life,” she declared, as she lifted the
tin plate from her lap. “And this coffee
s delicious. Won’t you have some, Mr.

W oy R I
mn *You, Miss #-—Misg=c" "0
sYardely is my name,” she said
nickly, “Helen Yardely.” He took the
offce as she handed it to him in an waited for him two nights!”

man,” he

S - .0 > \
‘szll?’ she asked, challenging his gaze.

matter that was important to me.”
“Ah!” said the girl in a tone that

was full of significance. Stane looked

at her sharply, and then asked a ques-

femonade?” asked Nancy.

are there just the game. As soon as
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 therc a

“Winagog?” said Stane.
(Continued in Our Next Issue.)

DS—POLITE BEGGING _ -

|

KLLO MISSUS
NCGOOSEN =T CONE
OVER T \ISIT
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By BLOSSER

 were any pink lemons to make it out

of. ' Perhaps they put roses in it. T
watch next time and see and Tll write
you a letter and tell you, if you give
me your address. But there! We're
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!”

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 té get
his roaster ready, and the paper-bag
man to get his paper bags ready.
Everything is in fine shape in Dixie
Land.”

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

(To be continued.)
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?\DAM AND EVA—TMEETING EXPENSES -

GOLLY! THEY AR EVERY THING MONEY DOESN'T LINGER
DUE THIS WEEK, GOING OULT, LONGER NOWADAYS
DURN LITTLE THAN A SNOW FLAKE
COMING (N.

ON A HOT STOVE .~
7.
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ITS GETTING HARDER
EVERY DAY TO MEET
L{EXPENSES LSN'T 1T 7

HELLO, ADAM .
PAID YOUR
TAXES YET?

MEET'EM
GosH !
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. Cjﬁing in iﬁev Kitchen

Oxo Beef Cubes put flavor,
nourishment and economy
into your cooking. With Oxo
Cubes, yesterday’s left-overs
can beserved up in ahun

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 Cubes you buy
the flavor, strength, and sustenance
of the best beef. All of the taste—
none of the waste of meat.

Tins of 4, 10, 50 and 100.

OXO

0Oxo Cheese Sandwiches
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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OXO LIMITED
232 Lemoine St.,
Montrel.
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AW NOW,HONEY, DON'T MISS LEE, | WANT
SAY THAT- YOU KNOW YOU TO UNDERSTAND
THAT THAT PHONE
| IS A PRIVATE
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THAT | DO - WHEN? L
T2 N, TELEPHONE!
1T FOR A

TOMORROW EVENING
PRIVATE MATTER.
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"THERE 15 EITHER SOME-'
THING WRONG WITH
MY PHONE OR CENTRAL
13 DEAF - FINE BUSINESS
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o

N
WEILL, |

THAT NUMBER THREE
TIMES AND | GET THE BUSY
SIGNAL EVERY TIME -
RING THEM AGAIN, WiLL
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ALL RIGHT, FINE!
NOW DON'T BE SiLLY
AGAIN -WELL, WAITA
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7 THE LINE 1S
STILL BUSY,

gl

N (o

(11 B

5
&

{ELk

1l L

‘5‘

R\ %
/ 2 mi

o
¥




