IRON COUNTY

SYNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamiltom Gregory's
home In Litteburg, dut finds him absent
canducting tha cholr al & camp mesting
She repalrs thither In search of him,
lnugha during the service and ls asked to
lenvn, Abbott Ashidn, superintendent n!]
schools, escorts Fran from the tent. He
tells hor Gregory Is a wealthy
deeply Interestod In charity work, and a
pillar of the church. Ashton becomes
greatly (nterested in Fran and while tak-
Ing leave of her, holds her hand and i
@2an by Sapphira CMinton, sister of Rob-
ert Clintan, ehalrman of the school board.

man,

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.
He was sorry for her; at the same
time he was subjeet to the reaction
of hls exhausting

labore n8 soOng-
leader. “Then,” he sald, with tired
resignation, “it you'll follow me, 171
take you whera you can spend the
night, and tomorrow, I'll try to find
you work."
"Work!"™ She laughed. “Oh, thank
you!"™ Her accent was that of repu

diation. Work. Indead!

He drew back in surprise and dis-
pleastire,

“You didn't understand me," she
resumed. “What [ want is a home, 1
don't wnnt to follow you anywheore,

Thik Is where 1 want to stay.”

“You cannol stay here,” he an-
swered with a slight smile at the pre-
sumploous roguest, 'but I'm willlng (]
pay for n room al the hotel—

At this moment the door was openad | l

by the young woman who, soms hours |
earller, had responded to  Fran's
knocking. [ootsteps upon the porch

had told of Gregory's return,

Tho lady who was not Mrs, Gregory 1
was o plensed to see the gentieman
who was Mt. Gregory—they had not
met since the evening meal—that, at
firgt, she was unaware of the bl u!'l
shadow; und Mr. Gregory, in spite ol
his perpléxity, forgot the shandow S:IH'J.
80 cheered was he by the glimpse of
hiz secretnry a8 she stood In the
brightly lighted hall. Such moments
of delighted recognition are Infinitesl. |
mal when o third person, however
shadowy, I8 present; yet had the world
been there, this exchange of glances
must bave taken place,

Fran did not understand—her very
wisdom blinded her ns with too great
light. She had seen so much of the
world that, on finding a troe bearing
apples, she at once classlfled It ag an
“apple tree. To Gregory, Orace Noir
was but A charming and conscientious
sympathizer in his lfe-work, the at
mosphare in which he breathed frecst. |
Ha had not breathed freely for half a
dozen hours—nb wonder he was glad
1o sea her, To Grace Nolr, Hamilton
Gregory was but a benefactor to man- |
kind, a mnn of lofty Ideals whom It |
wis a privilege to ald, and since she
koew that her very eyes gave him
strangth, no wonder she was glad to
see him

Could Fran have read thelr thooghts,

“| Don't Want to Follow You Any-
where, This Is Where | Want to
Stay."

she would not have found the slight-
est connclousness of any shide of evil
in thelr sympathetic comradeship, As
#he could read only thelr faces, sho
disliked more than ever the tall, young,
and splendidly formed secratary,

“Oh!" sald Grace with restraint,
digeovering Fran.

“Yes," Fran sald with her olfish
wmile, "buck nguin.*

Just without the portal
Gregory paused lrresolutaly.

Hamllton
Ho did

not kmow what course to pursue, 80 he
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repeated wacantly,
pay—*

Fran Interrupted flippantly: I have
all the money I want” Then she
passed swiftly into the hall, rudely
brushing past the secretary.

Gregory could only follow. He spoke
to Grace In a low volce, talling all he
knew of the night wanderer. Her
attitude called for explanations, but
he would have given them anyway, in
that low, confidentlal murmur, He
did not know why it wns—or geek to
know—but whenever he spoke 1o
Grace;, ft was natural to unse g low
tone, as If modulating his touch to
sensitive strings—as If the harmony
rezulting from the Interpluy of thelr
souls called for the soft pedal.

“What s to be done?" Grace In-
auired. Her attitude of reserve to-
ward Gregory which Fran's presence
had inspired, melted to potential help
fulness; at the game time her dislike
for the girl solidified.

*What do you advisa?"
nsked his secretary gently

Grace cast a disdainful look at Fran.
Then she turned to her smployer and
her deliciously ocurved face changed
most charmingly. "I think," she re-
gponded with o falnt shake of rebuke
for his lenlency, “that you should not

*] am willing to

Gregory

neod my ndvice in this matter,” Why
should he stand apparently helpless
bafore this small bundle of arrogant
Impudence?

Gregory turned upon Fran with af-
fected harshness. *“You must go.' He
wns annoyed that Grace should imag-
ine him weak,

Fran's face hardened. It became an
ax of stone, sharpened at each end,
with eyes, nose und mouth In a nar-
row ling of cold deflance. To Grace
the acute weidge of white forehsad,
gleaming Its way to the roots of the
black halr, and the sharp chin cut-

ting Its way down from the tightly
drawn mouth, spoke only of eunning.
She regarded Fran as a fox, brought

to bay.
Fran spoke with calm dellberation:
“l am not going away.”

“I would advise you,” said Grace,
looking down at her from under droop-
ing lids, “to go at onee, for a storm s
rising. Do you want to be caught In
the raln®"

Fran Ipoked up at Grace, undaunt-
ed. 1 want to speak to Mr. Greg-
ory If you are the manager of this
house, he and 1 can go outdoors. 1
don't mind getting wet. ['ve been In
all kinds of weather."

Grace looked at Gregory,
lences were sffectlve weapons,
“l have no secrats from this lady,"
he said, looking into Grace's eyes, an-
sweorlng her sllence. "What do you
wanl to gay to me, child?"

Fran slirugged her shoulders, always
looking at Grace, while neither of the
others looked at her, "Very well,
then, of eourse It doesn't matter to
me, but T thought It might to Mr,
Gregory. Sinee he basn't any secrets
from you, of course he haa told you
that ons of nearly twenly years ago—"
It wae not the rumble of distant
thunder, but an strange exclamation
from the man that Interrupted her; it
was some such ery as human cres-
tures may hava uttered before the
crystallizing of recurring experlences
into the terms of speech.

Fran gave quick, relentless blows:
“Of course ho hag told you &ll about
his Springfeld life—"

“Silence!” shouted Gregory, quiver
ing from head to foot. The word was
llke an imprecation, and for a time it
kept higsing between his looked teoth.

“And of course,” Fran continued,
tilting up her chin as If to drive In
the words, “since you know all of his |
peorets—all of them—you have natu-
rally been told the most important
one. And so you kmow that when he |
was hoarding with his cousln iIn
Bpringfield and attending the college
there, something lHke twenty years
ngo—"'

“Leave us!”™ Gregory cried, waving
a violent arm at hils secretary, us if
to sweep her beyond the possibility
of overhearing another word.

“"Leave you—with her? Grace stam-
mored, too amazed by his attitude to
feel offended.

“Yeos, ves, yoal

Her si-

Go at onee!" He

A& A A

seemed the victim of some mysteslous
terror.

Grace comprezsed ber full lips till
they were thinnped to a white line
“Do you mean forever?

“Oh, Grace—! beg your pardon—
Miss Grace-—l1 don't mean that, of
courge. What could I do without you?
Nothing, nothing, Grace—you are the
soul of my work. Don't look at me so
cruelly.”

“Then you just mean,” Grace sald
steadily, “for me to go away for a
little whila?*

“Only half an hour; that's ail. Only
half an hour, and then come back to
me, and I will explain.*

“You needn't go at all, on my ac-
c¢ount,” observed Fran, with a twls!
of her mouth. "It's nothing to me
whether you go or stay.”

“She has learned a secret,” Gregory
stammered, “that wvitally affects—af-
fects some people—some friends of

mine. 1 must talk to her about—
about that secret, just for a little
while, Half an hour, Mies Grace, that
is all. That {8 really nll—then coma
back to me. You understand that it's

on sccount of the secret that 1 ask
you to leave us. You understand that
I would never send you away from me
If 1 had my way, don't you, Grace?”

“I undarstand that you want me to
go now," Grace Nolr replied unre-
sponsive. She ascended the stairway,
at epch step seeming to mount that
much the higher Into an atmosphere
of righteous remotenegs,

No one who geparated Gregory from
his secretary could enjoy his tolera-
tion, but Fran nad struck™far below
the surface of likings and dislikings
She had turned back the covering of
conventionality to lay bare the quiver
ing heartstrings of life ltsell. There
waos no time to hesitate, The #tone
ax which on other occaslons might be
a laughing, elfish face was now held
ready for battle,

“Hadn't we better go In a room
where we can talk privately?” Fran
asked. I don't Hke this hall, That

womnn would just as soon listen over
the banieters as not. ['ve seen lots of
people like her, and I understand her
kind."

CHAPTER V,
We Reap What We Sow.

If anything could have prejudiced
Hamilton Gregory agalnst Fran's Inter-
ests It would have been her slighting
allusion to the one who typified his
most exnlted ideals as “that woman."
Bt Fran was to hilm nothing but an
agent bringing out of the past a se-
eret ha had preserved for almost twen-
ty years. This strangoer knew of his
youthful folly, and she must be pre-
vented from communleating It to oth-
ers

It was from no sense of aroused con-
gclence that he hastened to lead her
to the front room. In this crisls, some-
thing other than shuddering recoll
from hrunting deeds was imperative;
unlovely specters must be made to
vanish.

He tried desperately to cover his
dread under a volce of harshness:
“What have you to say to me?"

Fran had lost the insolent compos-
ure which the secretary had inspired.
Now that she was alone with Hamil-
ton Gregory, It seemed Impossible to
speak. She clasped and unclasped her
hands. BShe opened her mouth, but
her lips were dry. The wind had
risen, and as It went moaning past
the window, It seemed to speak of the
yearning of years passiug in the night,
p=eadisflod. At last came the words,
mufed, {rightened—"1 know all about
"

“All about what, child? He had

lost hisn harshnees. His voloe was al-
most conxing, a8 If entreating the
merey of lgnorance,
Fran gasped, "1 know all about it—
1 know—" &he was terrified by the
thought that perhape she would not
be able to tell him. She leaned heav-
ily upon a table with hand turned
backward, whitening her finger-tips
by the welght thrown on them.

“About what?"' he repeated 'ith the
cantlon of one who fears, He eould
not doubt the genuineness of her emo-
tlon; but ha would not accept her
stutement of Its cause until he must

N T

*Oh,” erled Fran, catching a tem
pestuous breath, uneven, violent, “you
know what I mean—that!"

The dew glistened on his brow, but
he doggediy etood on the defensive.
“You are indefinite,” he muttered, try-
Ing to appear bold.

She knew he did not understand be-
cause he would not, and now she real-
ized that he would, if possible, deny.
Pretense and sham always hardened
her. “Then,” she sald slowly, “1 will
be definite. 1 will tell you the things
it would have been better for you to
tell me. Your early home was in New
York, but you had a cousin lving in
Springfleld, where there was a very
good college. Your parents were anx-
ious to get you away from the temp-
tatlons of a blg city until you were
of ags. So yon were sent fo live
with your cousin and attend college.
You were with him three or four
years, and at last the time came for
graduation. Shall I go on?”

He fought desperately for self-pres-
ervation. “What ia there in all this?"
"You had married, in the mean-
time,” Fran sald coldly; “married se-
cretly. That was about nineleen years
ngo. She was only elghteen. After
graoduntion you were to go to New
York, break the news to vour father,
come back to Springfleld for your
wife, and acknowledge her. You grad-
uated; you went to your father. Did
you come back?"

"My God!”™ groansd the man. BSo
she knew everything; must he admit
it? “What 18 all this to you?" he
burst forth. "Who and what are you,
anyway-—and why do you come here
with your story? U It were true—"
“True!" sald Fran bitterly. "It
you've forgotten, why not go to
Springfield and ask the first old citi-
gon you meet? Or you might wrile
o some one you used to know, and
inquire, If you prefer, I'll send for
ooue of your old professors, and pay
hisz expenses, They took a good deal
of Interest in the young college stu-
dent who marrled and neglected Jo-
sephine Derry. They haven't forgot-
ten it, if you have.”

“You don't know,” he gasped, “that
there's a penalty for coming to
people’s hovses to threaten them with
supposed facts In thelr lives. You
don’t know that the jalls are ready to
punish blackmailing, for you are only
a little girl and don't underatand such
things. I glve you warning. Although
you are In short dresses—"

“Yes,"” remarked Fran dryly, "1
thought that would be an advantage
to you, Tt ought to make things
easler.”

“"How an advantage to me?
What have 1 to do with you?”
“I thought,"” Fran sald coldly, “that
it would be eagler for you to'take me
Into the house as a little girl than as
a grown womap. You'll rememher I
told youf've come here to stay.”

Easier?

“To stay!"” he echoed, shrinking
back. "You?"
“Yes,” she said, all the cooler for

his attitude of repulslion. *I want a
home. Yes, I'm going to stay. 1 want
to belong to somebody.”

Ha eried out desperately, “But what
am [ to do? This will ruln me—oh,
it's true, all you've sald—1 don't deny
it. But I tell you; girl, you will ruin
me, Is all the work of my life to
be overturned? 1 shall go mad."”

"No, you won't" Fran calmly as-
sured him. “You'll do what every one
hag to do, sooner or later—face the
sltuation. You're a little Inte getting
to It, but It was coming all the times.
You can let me llve here as an adopt-
ed orphan, or any way you please.
The important fact to me {8 that I'm
going to llve here, But I don't want
to make it hard for you, truly 1 don't.”

“"Don't you!" He spoke not loudly,
but with tremandous pressure of de-
gire. ““Then, for God's sake, go back!
Go back to—to wherever you eame
from. I'Ill pay all expenses. You shall
have all you want—"

“All T want,” Frun responded, “is &
home, and that's something people
can't buy. Get used to the thought of
my staying here; that will make |t
easy."”

“Easy!" he ejuculated. "Then it'a
your purpose to compel meé lo give
you shelter because of this secrot—
you mean to ruin me. I'll not be able

to sccount for you, and they will
question—my wife will want to know,
and—and others as well."

“Now, now,"” said Fran, with sudden
gentieness, “don't be so excited, don't
take It so bhard. Let them question.
I'll know how to keep from exposing
you. But I do want to belong to some-
body, and after I've been here &
while, and you begin to like me, Il
tell you everything. 1 knew the Jo-
saphiue Derry that you deserted—she
raised me, and I know ehe loved yon
to the end. Didn't you ever care for
her, not even at the first, when you
got her to keep your marriage secret
until you could speak to your father
face to face? You must have loved
her then. And she's the best friend
I ever had. Since she died I've wan-
dered—and—and I»want a home."
The long lonelinesa of years found
expression in her eager voice and
pleading eyes, but he was too en-
grossed with his own misfortunes to
heed her emotion. “Didn't I go back
to Springfield?’ he cried out. "Of
coursae .1 did. I made Inguiries for
her; that's why I went back—to find
out what had become of her, I'd been
gone only three years, yes, only three
years, but, good heavens, how 1 had
sulfered! 1 was so changed that no-
body knew me.” He paused, appalied
at the recollection. "1 have always
had n terrible capacity for suffering.
I tell you, it was my duty to go back
to find her, and I went back. I would
have acknowledged her 85 my wife, 1
would have lived with her. 1'd have
done right by her, though it had killed
me, Can I say more than that?"

“1 am glnd you went back,” said
Fran softly. "“She never knew It 1
am go glad that you did—even that"
“Yes, 1 did go back,” he sald, more
firmly. “But she was gone. I tell
you all thie because you say she was
your best friend.”

“A while ago you asked me who 1
am—and what—"'

“It doesn't matter,” he interjected.
“You wero her friend; that ls all 1
care to know. I went back to SBpring-
fleld, after three years—but she was
gone. I was told that her uncle had
cagt her off, and she had disappeared
It seems that she'd made friends
with a class of people who were not—
who were not—respectable.”

THE STORY OF NOTRE DAME

London.—Some socount of the his-
tory mnd vieissitudes of Notre Dama
Appenrs In the Strand. The firnt ca-
thedral was srected in the yesr 528 by
Chitdebert and sfterwards demolished,
the same site being used for the pres-
#nt bullding, which was begun In 1163
and fintshed in 1251

Alexander I lald the foundation
stone, the first mass being celebrated
by the patriarch Heraclius. The grand
old bullding has been sorely beset by
many dangers and has witnessed
many strange and stirring scenes.

The reign of terror in 1792 led to
such disgraceful orgies within the pre-
cincts of the cathedral that It was
closed to the public as a place of dl-
vine worshlp In 1794, but was reopened
in 1802 by Napoleon. The Interlor has
suffered severely at times at the hands
of the mob and individuals, The worst
offender, was perhaps, Louis XIV.,

One of Notre Dame's Altars.

who, carrylng out his father's vow,
caused the destruction of the four-
teenth century stalls, the high altar
embellished with gold and silver stat-
uettes, the clolsters, tombs and unigue
stained glass' work. In 1845 restora-
tion was necessary In many parts of
the building, the work being success-
fully undertaken by Lassus, Violatt-le-
Duc and Boeswillwald.

In 1871, algo, during the commune,
Notre Dame was menaced with grave
dangers owing to the fury of the com-
munists, who, having effected an en-
trunce, collected all the available
chaire and other combustible muterial
and, piling it in a huge bonfire,
drenched with oll, in the center of the
choir, attempted to destroy the cathe.
dral by fire. The evil designg of the
Incendiaries were, howeaver, happily
frustrated by the arrival of the pation-
al guanrd.

MUSIC MAKES BAD MEN GOOD

8o Says Columbus' (0.) Warden After
His Experience With His
Orchestra.

Fran's eyes shone brightly, "Oh,
they were not,"” shae agreed, “they
were not at all what you would eall
regpectable.
fous,"

“So 1 was told,"” he resumed, a little
uncertainly. “There wns no way for
me to find her.”

“Her?" crled Fran; "you keep on
saying ‘her’ Do you mean—?"

He hesitated,
part—to llve with thoge people—I left

“My God!" Groaned the Man.

her to lead the life that pleased her.
That's why 1 never went back to
Springfield again. I've taken up my
life in my own way, and left her—your
friend—"

“Yes, oall her tbat” cried Fran,
holding up her head. “I am proud of
that title. 1 glory in It. And im this
house—""

“l have made my offer,” he inter
rupted decidedly. 11 provide for you
anywhere but fn this bouse.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Don't ask any man about his origin;
you ean read It in his face.

CALLER WAS HARD TO PLEASE

Mrs. X Made Many Guesses as to Vie
itor's Indenity, Until a Great
Light Dawned on Her.

“Miss Jennings, madam,” tho mald |'

andounced. The visitor was a sweal-
taced gir], quietly but prettily dressed
in blaok. She grested Mrs. X by name
and ealily seated herselt without o
vilation, saying: “WHl you pardon
¢mwmllmﬂutwhl.thawlnd
+18.80 very high?"
The hostess vainly tried to ﬂ

Wa are trylng to Interest childrén and
grown people, too, in Sunday school
'work."

Mrs, X thought she saw the ray of
/Hght; of cotrne, the rector must have
sent har visitor, -

“You s¢e” sald the girl io dulcet
tones, "so many clergymen and moth-
ers have told us how mpossible It was
to got the children to come to Sunday
#school, becawse they found tha Bible
#0 uninteresting.™

As sho spoke she loasened her long

eoat. “Now 1 have here” nhe went
on, "nomthiu 1 should like to show
you,” and she drew from a pocket in
the lining & large, black volume,

At last Mrn. X underatood. Her
amiable caller was & book agent

o~ s~

“That statament you made was false
and you made it knowingly."

Every one looked for a fight, while
& peaceably Inelined congresg¢mun sug-
gested that the matter be stricken
from tha record.

"1 suggest,” sald Representative
Johnson, standing up to his full helght,
which I8 over six feet, “that the com-
mittee take & short recess so that the
gentlemen Involved will not be bound
by parllamentary laws In their man-
ner of wettling thelr differences.”

There was no more oalling of names
during that hearing. -— Washington
Star,

Bluebottia Hedven.

CAT ENJOYED THE COMEDY

But of the Four Princlpals Invelved,
Tom Was the Only One That
Had a Laugh Coming.
This Is the tale of a cat with &

sense of humor,
Mra, Youngwife went to an east end
buteher shop the other day. When

too, and then looked to see what the
trouble was, M, Bufcher, in chirge

the cat had it agalin, and again walked
away., Mra, Butcher stepped oft the
box, ploked it up and, carrying her
ark of refuge with her, again tried
to go behind the counter. Again the
cat followed, and the play was coacted
an before.

It went on that way foy about tem
minutes, when the delivery boy came
;hutl!uln. Hnmmldush

verer,

“Huh!" he grunted. He nelzed the

They wers not rellg |been gullty of

“8he had chosen her |

tml in the dinlng room.

Columbug, O.—Not a prisoner has
an Infraction of the
prison dining hall rules sioce the
| eleven-plece orchestra has been enter
taining the men during meal time.
Two weeks ago the warden concelved
the idea of having the prison dbrchestra
play in the two dining halls. The mu-
sleinng play In one hall at noon and
in the other in the evening, but the
two ballg are so close together that
thée musle from one can be heard in
the other

In this way nearly 1600 convicts
~have the uplifting Influence of music.
Under the old plan, Warden Thomas
said, about half the fights were start-
Good musie,
the warden thinks, does not necessar-
Ily mean classleal musie, and on each
program there is & goodly sprinkling
of popular musie, including ragtime.
Warden Thomas s considering the
advisability of forming two crack mik
{tary dompunies. If the plan under

| woy materializes, one company will ba

of white prisoners and the other of col-
ored. Reslding temporarily behind the
bars are former members of the U, B
army and the Natlonal Guard of other
states who might be used to start the
two companles,

FIGHT WITH 100 REPTILES

Several Workmen Are Bitten Before
Killing Fifty-eight Coppedheads

at Waehington, Pa,
Washington, I'a—A gang of 150 men
lating a big plpe line for the Philn-
delphis company in Greene county en-
gaged more than 100 yenomous coppors
heads In battle, The copperhead leir
was ancountered on the farm of Madl-
eon Beott.
Jnmea Notts, a pipe line worker, was
surrounded by the reptiles before he
could get away, and was badly bitten.
Hls sereams brought fellow-workers,
who engaged In one of the most re-
markable contests ever waged with n
horde’ of vipers, The cpopperheads
fought with deadly precislon and bit
woveral other men before they were
finaly routoed.

A count after the battle showed 68
dend reptiles, The bitten men were
given ald at the Waynesburg hokpl-
tal; but several are in a eritical condi-
tion.

Oporated on 25 Times,

Yuma, Mich—Frod Maybury, twen-
tythree, was operated on for the
twenty-fourth time In ten yopps. His
initial visit to the opernting’ table
was made when his right hand wus
Maybury next lost his left
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LAMB MADE ALL THE TROUBLE
By Comparison, the Lion Was Inoffen-

sive and Mild—"Butts Llke a
Battering Ram."

The tidings that a lamb is appearing
on the gtage In the production of
"Joseph and His Brethren" has been
nolged far and wide, Several corre-
spondents have written to ask why a
lion should not also appear, the palr
Iying eide by side, But that has al-
ready been done, by Lord Ceorge
Btanger, and thereby hangs a tale,
When the sale of the old showman's
menagerie took place, the twoanimals
wera put together and bought by Mr.
Fred Ginnett, of Dick Turpin fame.
By this time the lamb had got pretty
long in the tooth, to say the least of
it. A few days aflerwards an ac-
quaintance asked Mr, Ginnett how tha
happy pair were getting on,
“I wish I had never seen
said the showman gloomily.
“Why, I8 he savage?”
“Savage {8 not the word for It
won't let anyone come near him."
“Indeed! I thought he looked such
a mild old llon-—"

"Lion? Lion be blowed! It's the
lamb I mean, FHe butts like a batter
ing-ram."—London Mall.

them,”

He

What He Meant; Not What He Said.

1 godt—"

“John," called Mary, the astonish.
ed wife, “I never heard you use such
Innguage before. What's the matter
with you?

“1 wased uslg such bad lagunge. 1
sald I godt—"

“John!" called the wife again.

“Well, Bary,” explalned John, “I
was ealg 1 godt to fide thad bedicine
or this blabed hay fever will sboid
by debber. If 1 don't fide it sood I
will swear—I'll say dab."

Contradiction.
“Rare cooks belle thelr name."
"How 807"
“Because the work of a rare cook Is
generally well done,”

DIDN'T KNOW
That Coffee Was Causing Her Trouble.

80 common {8 the use of coffes as a
baverage, many do not know that it 18
tue cause of many obscure alls which
are often attributed to other things.

The easlest way to find out for one-
self 18 to quit the coffee for a while,
at least, and note results. A Virginia
lndy found out in this way, and also
learned of a new bevernge that is
wholesome as - well as pleasant to
drink. She writes:

“1 am 40 years old aml all my life
up to & year and a f ago, 1 ti
been a coffee drinker,

“Dyspepala, severs headaches and
heart weakness made me fesl some-
times as though I was about to dle.
After drinking & cup or two of hot
coffes, my heart would go llke a clotk
without a pendulum. At other times it
would almost stop and 1 was 80 nerv-
ous 1 did not llke to be alone,

"If I took a walk for exercise, as
soon a8 I was out of slght of the house
I'd feel un If 1 was sinking, and this
would frighten me terribly. My limbs
would utterly refuse to mport me,
and the pity of it all wos, I did not

THE EASIEST OFFERED BY ANY IRRI- .

&pw that coffes was causing the trou-




