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MADE BIG PROFIT FOR STATE

Purely Business Argument for the Es
tablishment of. Sanitoriums for the
! Tuberculosis.

According to figures canulned in th.
@nsual report of Dr. H. arne
perintendent of the Rhoda llllnd vate
sanitorium, the earnings of the ex-
patients of that Institution durlng the

Fear 1911 would amount to oyer $266,-
- This fs a sum three times
Barge as that spent each year for maln-
fenance of the Instituticn, Including
four per cent. Interest and deprecia-

cha

rges.

The actual earnings In 1911 of 170
ex-patients were obtained by
Barnes. These ranged from $2 W
¥t per week, the total earnings for
®he. year amounting to $102,762. On
this basis, Dr. Barnes computes the
figures glven. He says, how-
@ver: “While (stitutions for the cure

‘Out of 4 total of 46,450 hospital days’
given, 39,147 or 84 per cent.,

‘were free, the treatment costing the
wtato on an average §200 per patient.
Out of 188 free cases Investigated, 56
Bad no families and no income on ad-
soission to the sanitorfum. Out of
132 patieats having homes, the num-

Ber in the family averaged ant
*he average famlly earnings were
646, [n 59 cases the families bad no
Income, and In only five cases were
thare any -savin noné of which
amounted to as' much as $100,
Too Eager.
Frea Poyner, a Chicago dentist, was

recently at a banquet given by the
Deatal assoclation.
He nm.“:)n one side Is the right
things on the other s wrong;
wometimes the difference between the
two is slfght. As the following stpry
A gypsy upon release ffom

Jall met a friend. ‘What were you In
for?Y asked the friend.
T found a borse,’ the gypsy re-

=“Found a horse? Nonsense! They
rer put you In jall for finding

& borse.
=“Well, but you see 1 found him
Beforg the owner lost-him.

A weitern Kentucky negro was in
Jmil awaiting trial for stealing a calt.
called to see him. On her
‘way. out the faller, whose name was
Grady, balted her.

\" he Inquired, “bave you

“Ef Jim
‘was gulity I'd git bim a lawyer right
@way; but he tells me he aln't guilty,
and s9, of co'se, | aln’t aimin' to hire

‘@one.
“Mr. Grady," came a volce from the
" wells above, “you tell dat nigger wom-

@s down thar to git a lawyer—and
®it & dam’ good ove, too!"—Saturday
Evening Post. -

Gener ou:
Jack—When | met my pretty cousin
&t the traln l was In doubt whether I

h—wﬂl 'hll aid you do'
Jack—I saye her the hen-nz of the

Only In a Business Way.
“So Clara rejected the plumber.”
“Do you know why
“Somebody told her to boe careful
about encoiraging him, ns be kit m
pipe”
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e her:

of anything be sald about you

~—80 there you are!
“Oh, you don't? Could tell how

don’t you know;
Ing at me the queerest way.

‘and she fell to lool
“Aun

‘others’ a
I eyed her gloomily, sympathette
1y As If she {idn't know already!
“Well—oh, dash It,
been fllled with—er—just, anything!™
1 bo‘ln cautioysly,

“I know,"—she murmured it s
to herselt—"one can see that!"
she bit hor lip.

“In the first place, you know"
there I pulled up. No, dash it,
wasn't going to|say a jolly word about
‘poor Jack—no,|sir! Hut then, abouf
the other one--well,

Dame, and she/ ought to be exposed.
By Jove, she sBould be'

“It's the frump, you know,”
Indiguantly.

“The—the what?"

T hastened to
“But I don't| belleve a dashed word

spoke hotly—“and I don’t care a jolly
bang for what the others sald, either

had touched Ber by her expression,

would you mind telling me who the
ot

my mind bhas

And

and

night in my rooms. Why, no, daih.it,
she was able t0 drink—it went in the
family! | could never forget with
what pride she had told me of putting
ber brether Jack under the table two
nights running. That was all right—
it was the other part of the frump's
scandal that brought her up, stand-
ing, 50 to speak.

For now she really looked embar-
rassed, despite another lapse to laugh-
ter. Her face and neck were dyed a
lovely crimson.

“Oh, dear!” she said finally; and
she wiped her eyes. “What you must
think of me!”—and she looked away,
& pretty frown contracting her face;
then the jolly dimple deepened once
again and she choked into ber hard-
kerchlef. “Oh, dear!” she repeated,
biting her 1ip to hold her quivering
mouth corners. “Oh, it's a shame,” |
heard her mutter; "I mustn't let him
—it's too—" She wheeled upon me,

a

. a

1
t
t

And 1 looked up eagerly.

ly and earnestly.

slowly.

“Just be-
ause I knew that you—are you!™ 1

ﬂnllhed beamingly,

b, I see!” She said it musingly,

her finger lightly pressing upon ber
lips, her beautiful eyes studying me
with the oddest, k.cﬂnl

8ood brother l- quoting,. of
cnnm lhe familiar wor
“‘An dlhamrhlhul.'

A pause; and t

“And_how long

have you known me pray? Just a—"

A thousand years!" I sald prompt-
“A thousand years

nd all my lfe, don't you know!

Never will know you any better.”

"I wondet

she murmured, nodding

don’t you

And then for a moment she |
didn’t say a word, just sat there loo
#hg mo over curiously, her expression
half shy, bhalf quizzical,

Misinterpreted.

William Shaw, the secretary At the

Bug—What's golng on tomight?  t°

mdlo many frogs going down the
rlnbnw-r—why. the Greenback

Soclal is golng to give an en i

ment and hop. ‘

famous Christlan Endeavor /oclety, MDY
sald In a witty after-dinner ddress in
Boston:
“There Is a little Back y-girl who
is much interested in ler  auntle's
Christlan Endeavor wo The little
&irl was Writing a lettgf to her broth-

er at Yale one day,
of the epistle she logked up and said:

d in the midst

she was Just a
treacherous snpke in the what's-its.

I sala

Her pretty teeth flashed ltke thel
keyboards of a |tiny organ—you could

her lips tightened. “Oh!"

she efacu
lated sharply, almost petulantly, and
her foot struck smartly on the boards.

And this time her laugh was mon«]

know,
Then her smile flashed again—a ra-
diant, dazzling brightess that brought

nd now'—agaim her splendid

even hear a little gurgly, musical| oddly constrained. She looked away | YOuDg arms were clasped, ‘wing-like,
quiver somewhere behind. And then | off down the slope to the river. “Oh!" | behind her head; and its golden glory

| remembered that, of course, she| This time It was a tiny gasp as of dis- | hung like a picture against the dark
wouldn't know whom 1 meant. may. And the toe tapped llke an| vine leaves, bossed with the clustered
“Oh, your guest, you know—your selectric what'sits-name. purple flower: she repeated,

| triend from school,” I went on, try-| “Yes,” I sald, watching it musingly, | settling comfortably, “you must just

Ing to tread cantiously and yet feel-| “I 8uppose I's because you're the only | €0 on and tell me the rest—I can bear

10§ myself grawing red. “Ob, see | §irl. don't you know. that I ever did [It! What did my"—her big blue eyes

S | hera now, I gont like 1o y things, dash | twinkled as she smied—'my fathe

Seheie
(6" o "mlght

lfn ntly, that u.nuuu never saw

rrytown Frances
i nu-n muup outh. ~ who
|. u Mmu as " Dick; 0 laiter Ig-

he
ry s Falled In 1o interprot
He raves over what he
of Si-Ling-Chl. ~The

udge Billings n‘l(nnhh-l
permis -um to speak

nm nether ltvin
e Job: and L4 htnt, his mind <

with “the " Beatitfrul Hran
mystiied. Policaman O'Kes
ck pajam Ut sends. the
I Illl|rn‘ room. Ulhlnul has an tntor-
esting hour with Frances.

CHAPTER X XXVI.

“Because You—Are You.”
Poor, brave-hearted girl! -How piti-
ful and heartrending to a keen-eyed
man of the world, seemed her. poor,
little sham about her father's trust in
ber! Fof I knew the facts, you know!
And suddenly it came to me that |
Just couldn't and wouldn't let her go
this way, without the sympathy of
the man she loved; without the pre-
clous consolation of knowing that he
khew! She was belug badgered and
rough-shouldered and put upon and
dstrusted and maligned by every one
she knew, and she had no one ia all
the world to turn to but me—and—
Ob, 1 wanted her to know what 1
thought, don't you know!
'1 slipped to the seat bestde her.
| “Er, Miss Billings—" I began, think-
1ng absent-mindedly of what I should
say, and forgetting that we were quite

alone.
“Miss Billings!" Why do you call
‘me that? Her lovely brow puckered.

“| remember, now, that’s twice you—
“Franc I corrected softly.
She straightened, her bosom lifting

with a quick intake. By Jove, that

was what she wanted!

“Oh!" Then she leaned slowly back,
lgoking at me thoughtfully through
half-closed eyes, her lips partéd tn
the .oddest smile.

And T screwed my monacle tight and
let her have smile for smile, deter-
mined to chirp her up and make her

but—er—"

“Ob, g0 on!" she trilled, her sweet

| tace shiging wisttul,

“Well, | mean this—er—Mtss Kirk-

land; came out with us this momtmg,
don’t you know.
frump—little

50 awful!” And

Ing back and forth, hor face suffused,
her laughter pealing like a chime of
bells.

And 1 just rocked, too, keeping her
company. Really,
laughed 80 much since some chap
plunked down on the hard crown of
my new tile last winter. At least |
wanted to laugh—in church, you
know, and It's so awful how you feel
there when something—oh, you know!
And if you could have seen that poor
fellow's face!

By Jove, how glad 1 was for ner
Jolly sense of humor that could see
the point of things so quickly, and
think them clever. Always haa so
daslied little patience with stupld peo-
ple, don't you kmow. And just here
another little thing came to me and |
let her have it:

“Oh, 1 say!"—l leaned nearer,
chuckling—"your father pretends to
think her a most beautiful and win-
ning  girl—fancy!”  And my face
strotched itself in such & Jolly grin
that I could hardly hold my glass.

She bent toward me, smiltng ador-
ably.  “You mean this—er—Miss
Kirklan

1 nodded chortlingly,

She peered at we through her long
what-you-call'ems—oh, such a way!

“But you don't think so, do you?
How sweetly, how fetchingly she said

“Me?' I gasped. By Jove, In my
horror, T lost ¥ 8rip upon my jolly
gramma &1 say now! I think

the frump—this Miss Kirkland, you
know—Is a {right —regular treak, dasn
{t! I told the judge so!"

" And I shrugged dis-
gustedly, making the ugliest grimace
I possibly could. “Why, dash ft, if |
were ‘a woman and had a face lik
bers, I never would have left Ching
or England—or wherever her j
home Was—no, sir!”

tgel our oneness—that sort of thing,

?u know. And | succeeded! For of |
sudden ber hedd went. back and the |
dymu peal of her canary laugh start. |

ad off the jolly birds in tho me-‘
above us. |
| “on, you—" A lm;e. and then an
other burst as she bent forward, ma‘
hurlod in her hands. Then It lifted |

rail -behind and burled her
them, her lovely shoulders

sling up
and down, ber sobbing laughter send.
ing her off at last Into a sgell of cough.

Oh!"™ she breathed,
her glorlously blushing face and dab.
bing at it with hey ridiculous littie
ob, /yowll ki

lfting at last

lips  tremu-
 Shintug like sapphire
o gasped, and how 1
pressed
but.the windows—
dash the windows! “That's—that's it
~Frances—just that much! But, do
S know, [ don't—don’t belleve you
really know my {ull name. I remem-
ber mow several th—" She bent to-
ward me_witchingly, her wide blue
eyes, challenging my_candor. /“Hon:
estly, now—do—you?”
8o, 1t was' that thought that’ was
tikling bert Well, by Jove, Lad hee
her I'bad heard the judge men-
tlon xm name in full. | would sur-

‘Oh. don‘l 1T 1 e3clajmed, wumn;
as | polished my glass. “W.

about Frances Lesiio Billings®" " | jet
her bave it slowly, distinctly, ang

know you wil
I certainly had/stirred her up, and 1
was delighted. /It was funny to think
of any one cal/ing the frump beautiul |
—It must segfn (unnler still to her, of
Frances, I mean. Why,
. 8jfe scemed to find a funny |
that [ didn't, don't you

me, now"—she clasped her
knee,/lifting her lovely face coaxing.
Iy—7tell me all that she sald about
me/-everything!”

/And 1 did—every word, by Jove!
//And no one could look Into that
sweet, Ihgenuous face as I proceeded,
and doubt that the slanders were new
to her. Never a Jolly one touched
her—only you could see their absur-
dity amused Ner. Several times I had
to pause as she bent under a gale of
laughter.

Only once was -na brougnt up,

ked.

“Oh!" she uttered faintly, as I caine
to the intimation about her belng hatl-
follow-well-met with the footmen and
ber drinking and carousing with them
and other men-servants until three in
the morning. I realized that it wasn't
the matter of ‘the drinking that
feazed her and drew from ber lttle
£a5ps as 1 came to this—knew that
didn’t bother her, don't you know, for
I knew phe did drink—could drink, 1
mean to say; for | bad not
the two full whisky glasses of

I think of her as the
Idea—er—nickname of
she

[ don’t think 1 ever

me—1 |

think of before—oh, ever at all,
1ty

The toe stopped. | could feel he
looking at me stdewtse, but 1 did not
glance up, that 1 remember;

hed tdea | wanted to express.
| “"Dow't know,

r
t

was |
looking down, trying to get bold of a

1 contiaued, boring
away at her toe, yet hardly seeing it, |

|

say about me

1 shifted uncomfortably. “Ob,
can't, you know!" [ demurred. I day,
what's the use, dash 1t Poof old
boy, somehow I just hated to/round
on him—he was so jolly harg hit al-
ready; Jack, don't yeu kng Be-
stde

[

“but suppose that's the reason | knew | “Please!” Jove, how sbé said it!
For an Inatant "l"hl;a:::f”':‘na all the time she was lying; but s(lll,’ “Oh, dash ft, I'm afraid it will hurt
wouldn't cateh it, she stared at me sq | *0MeBOW that doesn’t seem to bo the| you,” | protested unegsily Jand 1
blankly. “Then the joke of fi—the | T¢al Feason I knew. [ think the real| don't think the judge feally—"
Jolly aptiess, 80 to speak—got her| F°450N I Knew 1t couldnt be and | "I just don't cary that"—a snap
full and square, and she just lifted a | W35t true Was“—1 sighed heavily— | from her little fngérs and her arm
scream, hugging her knee and rock.| O 4ash I IUs 5o hard to get hold | went back—-for Auything he ever
of the jolly thing!" snid about me (Hat was mean! So,

Their Absurdity Assured Her.
And there was a pause. | Please go on—I must go dress for
“The real reason?” her volce cuucu, luncheon.”
gently. | And so|l just took a deep breatn, s

“Was because—" Tben she moved | long ru

the toe and it put me out—
Jjust because—oh, yes, I know now!

unning leap, and cieared the

! think | bar—told her all, you know!

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

|

]Relaxnlon of the Mind and Muscles

s the Principal Thing to Keep
|

How to get to sleep, when every de-
vice falls and one feels desperate, is
a matter worth solving. especially if |

tried.
| A wellknown lecturer oo hygiene,
| whom a very sleepless woman con
sulted on the subject of bad nights.
gave her valuable advice, the efficacy
of which she Bas proved.

“Stretch out your limbs to the full
length, with the arms rather close to
the sides of the body. and straight

down,” sald he, “or if that is not com- |
| fartable, in any downward Tasbion.”

“Sometimes you may.find it for the
moment restful to clasp the arms
above the head, but on no account
give way to the habit of doing so, for
this position drives away the blood
from the heart and sends it to the
head, causing uneasy dreams,
therefore restlessness, and may eyen

prevent sleep altogether.
“Gently close your mouth and
breathe e. This

your nos: s
highly important. ' Then let all the
muscles of the face and neck be re-
all muscles of the body,

prgol Scotch st¢ hed tossed off that

there be simple methods that can be |

" |

|
|
|
{
l

Methods of lnduﬂn_g Sleep

Women of reature age should be as
careful as gi:ls to see that they sleep
with the mouth shut, for this habit
| combats a tendency, growing with the
years, to drop or protrude tho jaw as
the face is settling to sleep. A closed
| mouth and relaxed muscles help to
keep you young looking.

Above all, sleep on your right side.

Wonderful for inducing sleep is a
cup of bot milk sipped slowly in bed
the very last thing.

-

Sald Wife to Friend.

At the village of Utznach, Switzer-
land, the other day, a curlous sale
took place. With ber own consent a
woman was sold by her husband to
another man, an Itallan, and a friend

‘| of the Swiss couple. The price asked

y the affectionate husband was four
dollars. To further “legalize” the
bargain, the Italian procured two wit- |
nesses to the transaetion and had a
contract written on stamped govern-
ment paper.

Their Rule.
“Doctors are the meanest. class of
men.
“What makes you'say that?”
“Even when they treat s man they
maks him pay for "
———

" cried
shocked smile. 7

her aunt,

wonder how much you think— | her nearer, like the effect of the sun- KkBOW you mustf’t use such o word as
think—" light's sudden gleam there at times devil?

“Think lots,” I said simply. watch-| upon the blue line of the “West ! “’‘But. auplle’ protested the little
ing her lttle too as It tapped Shore” away across the broad, three- &!rl. “I wany/to tell brother about your

“Well, I should think as much!”; mile span of the old Tappan Zee. Christian ghd devil meetings!"*

Why They Went.

gfeat haste a little girl and her Or, -rv-nwuw&u-p-k-u.
smaller brother. 10 & tasy treat and economical s
Why, Mary, you aren't golng At Alf Gracers

Libby, MsNein &
. N 1 & Libby

she exclalmed in surprise.

£0.” was the distressed r Jtm
‘th thwallowed hith collullon "—Lip-
piacott’s,

Job was a patlent man, but he
never found the cat asleep on the
plano just after ho had varnished it.|

with a
¥hy, child, don't you

e Sunday school teacher en-
, she saw leaving

“Pleathe, Mith Anne, vu-va got to
mmy

andmchcs. nothing eq\n.ln
Veal Loaf

|
I

sure way—the only way is vi

A vanished thirst—a cool body and a nfmhed ane. the

Catry

Ldeally dthdm-—pmnp\n‘hy—ahpnd sparkling as frost,

mov e bk, uu.g:':.cm
st 4 made by Arroe ik
‘THE COCA—COLA CO., ATLANTA, GA.  of ComnCola.

ia a glass or bot

Oy

PATHOS IN CHILDS’ BRAVERY

Fortitude Shown by Little Sufferer In
Hospital Touched Lady Henry
Somerset.

Lady Henry Somerset, whose labors
In behalf of the children of the London
slums are constant and earnest, tells
this affectiug story of the way in
which her interest In these little ones
was aroused.
I was moved in that direction by the
rare patlence and Imagination of one
! little boy. His example convinced me
that patfence was one of the qualities
I needed most, and In seeking 1t I grew
lato that work.
1 was in a hospital on wisiting day,
while the doctors were changing a
plaster cast which held the crippled
boy's limb. The operation was ex-
| ceedingly palnful, I was told. To my
surprise, the little sufferer neither
stirred nor winced, -but made a curl-
ous buzzing sound * with his mouth.
After the doctors left I said to him:
“How could you possibly stand 182"
| “That's nothing,” he answered.
“Why, I just made believe that a bee
was stingin’ me. Ang I, kept byzsin'

because I was afrald I'd forget about
its being a bee if I dida't."—Youth's
Companion.

Her Affections Dampened.
little girl was playing at the
with her cup of water. Her

A
table

father took the cup from her and in
s0 doing accidentally spilled some of
the water on her. .

“There,”

she cried, as she left tte

to my feelings."—Everybody's Ml‘l-
zine.

Laying a Foundation,
Little Bobby (the guest)—Mrs.
Skimper, when [ heard we were goin'
to have dinner at your house 1 start.
ed right in trainin’ fer ft. °
Mrs. Skimper (the hostess)—!
ing up your appetite, Bobby?
Litde Bobby—No'm, By eatin’

e

WRONG DIAGNOSIS,

W 505
Doctor—What is this?
Blower—I call it “A Kansas ‘or
clone.”
Doctor—Oh! Ah! T see! I nistook
it for an attack of painter's colic.

Can't Aftord To.

Friend—You and your husband
seem to be getting on well together
Just now. I thought you had quar-
reled.

Wife—Can't do that
when our dresses fasten down
back.

these days,
the

Merely a Brother.
Young Lady—Please show me some
ties.

Clerk—A gentleman’s tie?
Young Lady—Oh, no. It's for my
brother.

Height of Selfishness.
Some men are so selfish that If they
were living in a baunted house they
wouldn’t be willing to give up the
ghost.—Florida Times Union,

square me.‘d first.

A woman's mirror is always a peer
ass. |

Old friends are best, but many &
woman deludes berself with the idea
that she is too young to have any old
friends.

And fumish him strength

To see him so much on

'lll
S B

Old Michigan's wonderful batter
Eats Toasties, 'tis said, once a day,
For he knows they are healthiful and wholesome

His rivals have wondered and marvelled

Not knowing his strength and endurance
Is due to the com in TY COBB. -

for the fray.

the job,
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