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1t was the Tuesday before Thanksgiving
Day.

*'"Tig goin’ out yve are, Kitty?”

There was nothing in the weak old voice
to make Kitty start as she did. She hesi-
tated in her task of pinning her rusty

| €awl around her thin shoulders.

{ “] was that same,” she admitted cheer-
’ fully. “ *Dis a beautiful day entirely. The
E—t.he walk ’ud do me good,” she supple-
! mented hastily.

| “Faith, no doubt of that. Ye've been
{ kep’ in the house pretty clost with that
;Iong pneumony of mine. Will ye be gone
{ long, alanna?” . ‘

! There was apprehension in the look Mrs.
Malone bent on the white head stooping
toward the little sheet-iron stove. When
¢he spoke it was in a manner at once
airy and reassuring. ‘‘Sure, ’tis quite a
step to market, Dennis.. I think I'l be
goin’ to the farthest wan. They do be
bavin’ things there more raisonable-like.

be confessed at her Christmas ‘“‘duty”
flashing across her mind, “it’s—our Thanks-
givin’ dinner I'm goin’ to—get!” she con-
cluded. ;

“] wouldn’t be afther buyin’ exthrava-
gant, Kitty,” counseled Dennis Malone.
He sat huddled formvard in the pitiful in-
ertia of age and physical lassitude. “The
docther an’ medicines must have took a
teap of our savin’s. I—wouldn’t buy what
might be called luxuriant, so to spake.”

“J won’t, Dennis!”’ promised Kitty. She
wras tying her plain little boomet on her
gleck old head. “You can thrust me for
that!” che added with what seemed un-
necessary fervor. “I—I won't!

 ing hurriedly, as though the possibility
bad just ocourred to her, “that I mayn’t
be back for a—for a rale good bit, Dennis.
*Tig thinkin’ I am of goin’ over to eee
WNora, if *twould be safe to lave you that
fong.” Then, as ehe felt his. eyes turn
slowly in her direction with a sort of ques-
tioning surprise, “I—I'm afther hearin’
Mary Ellen ain’t as well as éhe might be,
iR ‘
“Bh—Mary Ellen!” His tone was vibrant
with anxiety. “Is Mary Ellen sick?”
“Not to mention,” Mrs. Malone hastened
to amsert. She was wishing ehe had not
chosen his favorite gramdehild to afflict.
“Only o little—a weeny bit quare-like.”
I Bhe picked up a basket near, and edged
{ toward the door. There she paused, grip-
| ping the basket until her knuckles showed
i'white, a elow, distressed flush staining
i the pale saffron of her cheek. “SBo—you
{won’t m'nd if I don’t get home for a couple
i of hours—eh, Dennis?”’ She broke off. She
! was ewallowing hard. Denmis looked up
' —met fall the eager, penetrating intensity
i of her gaze. He forced a valiant smile to
| his bloodless lips. Hiz eyes narrowed in-
to an expression of quizzical leniency. The
urfailint courage of his race rang in the
; kind old voice.
i “'Tis fine I'll be goin’ on, plaze God.
;Do be ste-pin’ along now, Kitty woman!
| Don’t be afther givin’ me airy a thought.
| Sure, the stren’th is comin’ back in me to
"bate anvthin’ ye ever dreamed of. An’
inwhat with this illigant lunch—the, bit o’
bhacon, an’ the cheese, an’ the crackers—
mot to talk of the tay on the stove fer-
ninet me—why. it’= good enough for the
[Prmidont, Kitty. With the ould blanket
on me shouldthens, an’ all an’ all, it’s like
T’ll dthron as'een after I've said my de-
) eade.

It’s,” she paused, the thought of a sin to| 4

“It may happen,” she declared, speak- |

be gettin® a—a luxuriant dinner, so to
spake, Kitty!™”

Mrs. Malone, skuirying along one of the
poor streets that lie south of Van Buren
and east of Blue Island avenue, almost
fell over the tattered figure of a boy who
seemed to have sprung from the ground at
her very feet.

“Wisha, where are ye hurryin’ to, Mrs.
Malone? Is it worse himself is?’

“No—no, Patsy Hefferman. ’Tis—'tis
goin’ to my juty I am—"

“An’ lavin’ the church behind ye!” he
cried incredulously. “Father Flynn ain’t
a-hearin’ on the wiver, I'm thinkin’!”
Patsy’ was a merciless inquisitor. Mrs.
Malone withered under his frank doubt of
her veracity.

“Patsy,” she entreated, “you Tun to the
house—do now! I wouldn’t incom'ayni.ance
ve, but it's ye's the most accommodatin’
by in the parish. If ye’d but be waitin’
around kind of disthracted like to see if
himself wants anythin’ afore I get
back—"’ .

Patsy’s freckied hatchet face looked out
from its furzebush of straight, bleached
hair with suddenly awakened - interest.
“What'll ye give me if I do?’ he demand-

“Glory be!” ejaculated Mrs. Malone. She
stood staring helplessly at the shabby
young Celtic Shylock, who, with his over-
grown frame bent forward, his feet in the
broken boots turned toes inward, his hands
thrust in his pockets, and his ragged arms
akimbo, awaited her answer with raven-
ous expectancy. “Why—Patsy, bye—"
She was fumbling at the waist of her gown.
Suddenly ehe desisted. If she had money
at the bank—or anywhere else,for the mat-
ter of that—would ehe be bent on her
present mission? Would ehe be tramping
these many weary blocks? “Glory be!” she
said again. |

There really wae nothing more to say.
Patsy’s rapacious expression became merg-
ed in a bored frown. ‘Mebbe it’s goin’
to the the-ayter ye are. Hope ye won’t
be late.” He cast a charp glance at the
basket. Involuntarily Mrs. Malone jerked
it” behind her back, but it was too big to
escape notice. “I won’t kape ye any longer
romancin’, ma’am!” With which Parthian
shot youmg Mr. Heffernan ‘took himself
away.

Trembling, little Mrs. Malone looked
after him. “Musha now, the gossoon
hasn’t got the heart of a herrin’! An’ the
way he looked at the basket. Wethen
now, I wondther did he suspicion any-
thin’?” She bent her spare little body
against the rancorous east wind and hast-
ened on. “Sure, if I cud make up me mind
to go to Thomas—but he hasn’t only all
his own to kape, but his wife’s ould
aunt as well. Then there’s Nora. But she
don’t know the last cent’s gone, an’ it
would scald the heart of her to think of
us nadin'—she’s that tindther, the cra-
thur! Malachi—he’d be free with his
money—if he had enny. But ’'twas never
a dime he cud ‘hould in his pocket no
matther how much he airn’t. An’ Daylia,
that’s cook on the North Side—" She
walked less rapidly. Her head drooped
meditatively. Was it possible she might
let Delia know of their straits?

No it mould never do to appeal to
Delia, if only Rody were at home! Rody,
the gay, loving, hard-working young fel-
low who would never let her or his father
suffer. But he had gone off to the Philip-
pines this many a month back. Was he
alive or dead? Sure, ‘twas a sad world it
was! “Arrah, ’tis nothin’ of the sort!”
ghe told herself with sudden energy.
“Isn’t it ashamed of yerself ye are to be
paradin’ along like a hin on a rainy day
—now runnin’ a bit an’ then sthoppin’
entirely? Gp on wid ye!” she adjured her-
gelf sternly. ‘Go-—-" She stopped short as
a massive form loomed up before her—

| She had long known Mrs. Comisky for “a
| dacint woman.” They both belonged to
the Married Ladies Sodality. They had
been neighbors when the Malones lived in
a tbrick house. Their children had gone
to the same parochial school.

“’Tis me,” corroborated Mrs. Comisky.
She wore a cloth skirt and a coat of elec-
tric seal plush. From a fur collarettc a
cataract of bushy heads and tails dangl-
ed over her capacious bosom. On her hat
a long-beaked green bird perched in a
grove of aspiring, if rigid, ostrich feath-
ers. The vigorous hand she extended to
Mrs. Malone was gorgeously draped in a
glove of purple kid. ‘“’Tis a month o’
Sundays since I set eyes on you,” she
went on. “I heard Dennis was took rale
bad some weeks back. Better, is he?
That’s good. You’re not lookin’ very well
yourself. I’ve been down to visit my niece
Maria. ’Tis twins—an’ the christenin’ is
to be fit for a Roosian. But where might
you be goin’, Mrs. Malone? You’re not
walkin’ ‘down town?’

“I—I was goin’ to—to—to do some shop-
in’!” faltered Kitty Malone.

Now Mrs. Comisky, for all her pender-
osity and apparent obtuseness, could see
through a stone wall as well as any one.
This was not the first time she had
known a neighbor to slip timerously to-
wand the city, carrying an empty basket.
But she had not dreamed things had
come: to such a pass with the once “aisy”
Malones.

“An awful nuisance the shoppin’ one
must be doin’,” she remarked careless-
ly. She was looking over Kitty’s head
at some object which interested her. “I
spent every last dollar Tim give me ex-
cept fifty cents. I'm goin’ to stop into
his saloon on me way home. ’Tis lucky
I met with ye, if ’tis only the half dollar
I got left. This long time I've been
sayin’ to Tim I must pay you for that
hin. ’Tis on me conscience when I go
to confession and first Thursday of every
month.” Her hearty laugh sounded pleas-
antly. ‘“‘So here ’tis—an’ wishin’ it was
five dollars I owed you—I do now!”

“What—what hin?” whispered Kitty
Malone.

“Och, hear the woman now!” Mrs.
Comisky was appealing to a striped bar-
ber’s pole near by. “The black wan,
to be sure! The wan you let me have
to make broth for Leo when you lived in
the brick house. ’Tis like you to be for-
gettin’ it!” She thrust the coin into
Kitty’s cold little claws of hands. “Take
a car—do now! Youlll ‘find the shops
most illegant. Good afterncon to you,
ma’am!” Then Mrs. Comisky’s gown was
flopping after her in a way she consider-
ed decidedly stylish, and Kitty Malone
was shaking her head over the money in
a dazed attempt to recall the debt.

“Glory be to God! What hin? I don’t
mind lettin’ her have enny black wan—
no, nor a white-wan! But she never look-
ed at the basket. Sure now, I'll stop
stewing meself - about it! ’Twas the
saints sent it——Glory be—"" She broke
off in sudden horror, the reverential rap-
ture with which she had accepted the
miracle worked in her behalf, suddenly,
blotted out. ‘It were never the saints—
never! What ’ud they have to do with
a woman who tould all the black lies I
did this day? Three to Dinny!” She
choecked them off on her fingers, “Wan
to Patsy Heffernan, an’ one to Mrs.
Comisky. Oh, wirrasthrue! What kind
of a pinnance won’t Father Flynn be af-
ther layin’ on me! Five decades maybe
—wan for aich—or the stations it might
be! Me: poor sowl!”

Never loomed Bastille before a prisoner
as frowned the grim gray wall of the

luctant creep up the dirty stone steps
into the dreary, many-angled room, with
its white-washed nwalls based by a decp
band of slate-colored paint, its two slate-
colored benches, its pillars of the same
dismal hue. Never did heart sink sodden
in a woman’s.breast as sank hers when,
in obedience to a motion from the police-
man on duty, to whom she had whisper-
led her street and  number, she crept to
I the foot of one of the waiting lines of
la/pph'cants. There were three of these
ilines of depressed, patient people—men,
{women and children. Restricting and
idividing each line were rails of the uni-
versal dingy shade that emphasized the
melancholy atmosphere of the place.

“Name?”’ asked the voice in a strong
foreign accent.

She found herself looking up at a thin,
middle-aged man, with penetrating eyes,
a brownish mustache, and an expression
of keen intelligence. Her name! She
cast a terrified look around. The appli-
cants to the rear were paying no atten-
tion to her. The greater number carried
yellow cards, more or less cruiapled and
dirty. The man behind the window spoke
again. ]

“Catherine,” ~ she
“Catherine Malone.”

“Ever received aid from the County, be-
fore?”

“No—oh, no, sir!”

“Got help from—"” He rattled off the
names of half a dozen philanthropic and
benevolent societies.

“Never, sir.”

“Married—widow—single—deserted ?”

“Married this forty-nine year to.Dennis
Malone, sir.”

“How many children?
employed—live at home?”’

‘“Seven—five livin’ here—two above, sir.
Three married, that has all they can do to
care for their own. Wan workin’ to
k_ap,e herself. Wan in the Philippines,
Hir.”? :

Would the questions ever cease? A
queer blackness came in fragmentary
clouds before her. She had eaten no
breakfast. There had been only enough
to leave for Dennis involuntarily she put
out her hand—clutched at the ledge to
steady herself. Suppose she were to be
taken sick here, and it was put in the
paper! It would kill nnis. It would
break Nora’s heart. Delia could never
hold up her head again! She must keep
her dreadful secret! Still questions—
questions! She answered them as best
she could. Her age, her husband’s, their
nationality, the cause of their distress.

“That’s all.” The man)looked up from
his writing. “A visitor will call to in-
vestigate. That’s all now.”

Then Kitty found herself outside the
wooden pailing. A stream of people were
surging across the room to another win-
dow on the opposite side—a window be-
hind which barrels and boxes, sacks and
bundles, all containing necessaries of life,
rose in a mighty pile straight up to the
ceiling. The portly policeman took pity
on her bewilderment, =

“You’ll be around tomorrow,” he as-
sured her cheerfully. ‘“Visitor will get to
your place today. He'll give you a ticket.
Come in tomorrow.” :

She did not know how she got out on
Clinton street. She was buffeting her way
back, her empty basket dangling on her
arm, and in her heart deep disappoint-
ment—a bitter despair. She did not know
that, had she stated how immediate was
their necessity for relief, she need not
have waited for help until after the for-
mal investigation. Now her only wild
desire was to get back before the visitor
arrived—to make sure Dennis would not
grasp the import of that humiliating visit-
ation. Surely, surely folks were prosper-
ous this year! Surely t.'h}s was to be a
grand Thanksgiving! She could not re-
member ever having dodged so many
dangling turkeys before the doors of the
butcher shops. She had walked the whole
way back—she was near their poor dwell-
ing before she remembered that tightly
clenched in her hand she held the fifty
cents Mrs. Comisky had given her for the
black hen of elusive memory.

“Glory be!” she cried, “an’ me to be

‘answered huskily—

Sex—married—

with much deliberation that she made
some purchases. Meat was one. She
knew that except to the families of thé
old soldiers no meat was furnished to the
poor by the County. sShe took’ with her
only two ounces of tea and a loaf of
bread. She would come for the rest, she
said, after dark. It would not do to
have forty cents’ worth of food in the
house when the man sent to investigate
should call. The ten cents would permit
her to ride on the morrow. She gripped
it hard as she hastened out of the store,
her precious packages under her arm.
She almost brushed against a young wo-
man who was coming toward her.

“Mary Alice Ryan!” she cried, “an’
how is Larry?”

A“pale and woebegone face, framed in
a black shawl which was held under the
chin by a bony hand, looked down on
her.

“Bad, Mrs. Malone. He screams dread-
ful with the pain. The doctor says the
kind of hip-disease he has can’t be cured.
It’s hard—for a boy that’s been as strong
as any in the parish. If he had things to
play with like rich boys—" The mo-
ther’s voice broke there.

“An’—an’ ain’t he?” The dime was
burning Kitty Malone’s palm.

“Some empty spools—a tin can—the
cover of a picture book. That’s all.”

It was just then that a whistle rent
the air—just then that a man went by.

“Gimme a red wan!” cried Mrs. Ma-
lone. “You tie that to Larry’s wrist, an’
let him fly it. Wisha, woman, don’t ye
be for bawlin’! What’s the nickels for,
anyways, if the childther ain’t to gét the
good of ’em! A bit of.a b’lloon, indade!”
And Kitty skurried off with a gesture of
magnificent scorn for that which the mas-
ter ‘called “trash.” She found the fire
out and Dennis asleep. He had managed
to crawl over to the bed. He was still
sleeping when the man sent from the
County Agent’s made his appearance. He
looked sharply around the bare, order-
ly room, opened drawers and bins, scru-
tinized the 'small black heap in the coal
box, asked a lot more questions, all of
which Kitty insisted on answering ‘outside
the little hamshackle house lest “himself”
ghould hear, and finally gave Kitty a yel-
low ticket which she was to present for
“single rations.”

It is the first step that counts. Kitty
found her second deception less difficult
than her first. She had stayed with Nora
the previous day. She had not gone to
market. Yes, Mary Ellen was quite re-
covered. And now sure?she must be off

again implored. “We can’t have over
much left in the bank. A bit o’ bacon
now—-"

“'Twas meself was thinkin’ a bit o’
bacon 'ud be rale tasty!” she agreed
eagerly. “Turkey’s that ondigestible!”

“’Tis now. An’ it’s never meself cud
get. to likin’ them sour cranberries. A
biled potaty an’ a bit o’ cabbage—"

“Sure, what more cud the Prince o
Wales ask?’ demanded Kitty Malone.

That day she duly presented her yellow
ticket at the window marked “‘South-
west.” She, too, received her coal check,
and the “single rations” which were her
due. Could she carry them all home?
The flour was unwieldy. She had made
a public demand—she had asked for and
received charity for the first time in all
her cheerful, uncomplaining, hard-work-
ing, heroic old life. And the knowledge
stung her. Her thin cheek was crimson.
Her faded eyes had a strange glitter. She
had begged—she! And she knew if it
were to save Dennis from suffering she
would do it again. What would her
children say if they knew! Thomas, who
was a mail carrier; Nora of the scant
possessions and tender heart; Delia, who
was a credit to the family when she came
to see them, wearing her best clothes;
Malachi, who would give if he 'had ‘it—
to any one, for the matter of that; and
Rody—the baby of the: family, “the best
of the bunch!” as Dennis put it. She—
their mother—had disgraced them all! A
rush of tears blinded her.

“Look out!” “Get out of there!” “Hi!”
“Youll be—" “There—she’s down!”

She was crossing the street when the
shrill Babel of cries assailed-her. Startled,
confused, she stood still. The delay was
fatal.  The next instant the speeding
street car had caught the skirt of her
gown. She fell—rolled over—over. A
dense crowd gathered instantly. An angry

’

| shout went up. Kitty was helped to her

feet. Rice, soap, flour, coffee—all that
she had striven sa hard to procure lay
scattered on the half-frozed ground. But
Kitty, bruised, shocked, quivering with
nervous fright, was not seriously hurt.

“Don’t say anythin’ to the man, gentle-
men!” she pleaded. “ "Twas me own fault
I do get romancin’ when I'm alone. I
wasn’t lookin’ out when I ought! ’Twas
plannin’ how I'd stuff the turkey for
Thanksgivin’ I was when I got in the
way. Sure,” as some one expressed re-
gret for her loss, “‘what’s the vally of a
few thrifles like that same!”

She would not give her name and ad-
dress. She permitted herself, however,

A& man’s face bent over her..-a brave, good face, brown and rugged

unconsciously, she gripped the bit of yel-
low pasteboard in her fingers. -

The sight of a crowd gathered before
her little shanty sent her reeling onward
with a cry—faint, ineffective, quavering.

Dennis! Something had happened to
Dennis! Dennis had learned of her de-
ception, and the truth had killed him!

It was Patsy Heffernan who reassured | °

her—Patsy capering around and yelling
like an Indian. ‘““Thercls a sojer—a sojer
—a rtale sojer in there!” he screamed.

A path was made for the tottering old
figure.” She got to the door. It was
opened. The blackness which had de-
scended the day previous again came be-
fore her. This time it was lit by dancing
flecks of flame. She staggered—fell for-
ward.

‘“Mother!” The word sounded from a
vast distance. “She’s coming to—mo-
ther!” Strong arms were around her. A
man’s face bent over her—a brave, good
face, brown and rugged, with straight
mouth, “square chin and eyes full of lov-
ing solicitude. .

“I didn’t think my surprising you woul
give you such a turn, mother! I was
wounded a while back. I got leave with
some others. I wanted to be with you
and father for Thanksgiving. I got most
of my back pay saved Here, drink this
wine Tim Comisky sent over. Mrs. Com-
isky is cooking supper. She came in with
a basket just before I got here.” I had
Mary Alice Ryan buy our Thanksgiving
dinner. I told her to get the like for
Larry and herself while she was about
it. What—what are you lookiag for?’

Their eyes met. “’Tis yourself is a
skeleton, mother,” he said. “We’ve got
to get you good and hearty again.” He
had looked away. He -kept his face
turned from her She put her arm around
his neck—drew his head down to her
breast.
 “Rody, you—you know!” .

“OH, mother!” He could get no fur-
ther. He crushed a bit of cardboard in
her hand. “Mother, if—if I hadn’t
come—"" \

“’Tis your mother’s gettin’ gay, Rody!”
cried Dennis. “Visitin’ yesterday! Gal-
lavantin’ again today!” He cackled joy-
ously. “I was thinkin’ she’d use all our
money on car fare. Then, mebbe,” laugh-
ing again at his own joke, ‘“‘we might
have to go to the County for help—Kitty
an’ me!”

“No .fear of that,” Rody laughed back
at him. He was holding in his fond and
faithful grasp the nervous hands which
held some torn scraps of yellow paper.
“No fear—eh,” mother?™

“No—glory be to God!” cried Kitty

T wont be lookin’ for ye till ’tis iy o5 i >
past noon. Now don’t stand thriflin’ we- |88 a broad, roscate countenance beamed |building wherein is located the County opmph’i’xmn! Me—that’s got a han’ful o’|if they were to have a bite of Thanks-|to be helped on the car she mentioned.| Malone. “Glory, an’—
{mnn, dear, Gwan! But.” his pining voice | down upon her. Agent’s office before the shrinking gaze silver. ‘But suddenly she knit her brows | giving dinner at all, at all! She rode home in penniless, coffeeless,| Her soldier son bowed his head.
dollowed her out of the door, “I wouldn’t | “Mrs—Mrs. Comisky!” she murmured.|of Kitty Malone. Never did feet more re- | craftily—walked more slowly. It was “Ye won’t be exthravagant, Kitty?’ hebeanless state. And all the time, quite “Thanksgiving!” he said.

-~ SCIENCE AND ALCOROL

(C. W. Salecby, M. D., F. R. 8, in the
London Daily Chronicle).

The first tegtotal doctor who raised his
A woice some sixty years ago was looked
nupon as a faddist of an exceptionally ei}ly
kind. If there was any dootrine which
the medicine of those days did not ques-
tion, it wae the doctrine of the value of
eleohol, alike in health and in disease.
T.ike other good things, it was, of course,
capable of ebuse—just as the eun, the
source of all life, may cause sunstroke.
But to be at once a doctor and a tee
totaler was 1o be a lunatic to boot. .

Thoge were early days, however; the
science of pharmacology, wihich studies
ithe actions of drugs upon the healthy
Wbody, was. unknown, nor had bacteriology
come. into existence. In course of time
‘i& happened that ethyl alcohol, like any
other subsance of sufficient interest, was

aled before the bar of science. It claimed
to be a food, to be a stimulant, to keep
out the cold, to protect against infection,
to aid the digestion, to be at once a neces-
jeity in health and a panacea in disease—to
all of which claims a critical and cold-
[blooded science replied, “We shall see.”

The trial has been conducted not by
teetotalers, but by all manner of men. It
has been conduoted by a whole host of
divers methods, varying from the method
of the chemist, who studied the possibili-
itim of oxidation, and thus the food value
{ of alcohol within the body, to the actuary,
whose busimess it was to ascertain such
facts as would make for the profitable
conducting of ineurance companles; and
{ the uniform result of all these diverse in-
iquirias is to establich the revolutionary
conclusion that to be on the side of al-
icohol today is to proclaim one’s self ig-
norant or worse.

{ My special concern here is to call at-
temtion {0 the recent completion of the
scientific case against aleohol.

. It has been shown, and is now accepted
by all competent persons, that alcohol is
I|not - a necessary article of food, that its
influence is wholly injurious when the diet
‘iz otherwise more than adequate (as it is
jin the case of nearly all prosperous people
'in this country), and that its utility as a
ifood must be limited at least to those
oases in which, for some reason or other,
{an adequacy of normal food cannot be
{ taken. It is familiar to all doctors, again,
i that the drug which is supposed to keop
out the cold has a constant, marked and
doubly-effected action in the Teduction of
the temperature of the body. It both in-
‘creases the loss of heat from the surface
‘cf the body and interferes with the pro-
iduction of heat in its interior. It has
i thereiore been widely used of recent years
;™ith 2 definitely febrifuge intent.

Yet, ugain, no critical pharmacologist
.can now be found to regand alcohol as a
‘gtimulant, any more than he regards
| opium es & stimulant. In both of these
cases, as in many aothers, a drug which
ia esscotially a sedative or depressant ex-
ercises a preliminary stimulation. To fix

upon this stimulation, however, as the es-
sential character of the drug, is to stultify
your terminology; &ince you are then left
with one and the came term—stimulant--
to apply to a true stimulant such as caf-
fein or coffee, on the one hand, and a
pscudo-stimulamt, or depressant with pre-
liminary stimulation, euch as alcohol or
opium. Here, again, scientific physicians
are changing their practice in accordance
with advancing knowledge, and when they
administer alcohol at all do so with the
sedative rather than mwith the stimulant
intent.

Needless to say, I am not referring to

cases of fainting and the like—in which
the first stimulant action of alcohol is so
advantageous as to outweigh the subee-
quent depression. 1t would be as foolish
to withhold alcohol from a fainting person
as it would be to give aloohol as a heart
stimulant in cases of heart disease,
_ But though the various sciences, inchid-
ing experimental psychology, whose con-
demnation of alcohol in relation to intel-
lectual processes is most noteworthy, have
sent to the rightabout almost all the com-
mon delusions which the medical profession
shared sixty years ago, there still did ap-
pear to remain at least; one extremely com-
mon and important morbid state in which
the value of the alcohol remained wunchal-
lenged. This morbid state is fever. In
the desire to seem impartial and to avoid
the appearance of the evil of bias, I have
unti] lately insisted upon the great valee
of alecohol in fever. The available evi-
dence seemed to be entirely in its favor.
Physicians generally, I knew, used whiskey
or brandy in the treatmnt of such a dis-
ease as pneumonia, and there seemed  to
be no adequate reason ;why I should hesi-
tate to accept the opinion of practical men,
even though it seemed to be almost incom-
patible with the rest of one’s beliefs about
alcohol. Here and there, however, practi-
cal men began to raise a doubt. They
showed records of pneumonia treated with-
out a drop of aleohol, and these records
compared most favorably with those of the
common practice.

And lastly the new ecience of bacteriol-
ogy has entered into the field and struck
at alcohol what is beyond doubt a final
blow. The illustrious Russian scientist,
Professor Metchnikoff, of the Pasteur In-
stitute, of Paris—he who first discovered,
some twenty years ago, the power of the
white cells -of the blood to enclose, kill,
digest, and utterly destroy the microbes to
which minety-nine hundredths of all dis-
eases are due—has induced various workers
to make a critical study of the influence
of alcohol upon the white cells and their
microbe-destroying function.

Dr. Metchnikoff lately lectured in Lon-
don. A considerable part of his first lec-
ture, delivered before a large medical au-
dience of very great distinction, was de-
voted to a discussion of the imfluence of
alecohol upon, immunity from, and suscep-
| tibility to, disease—these being ultimately
{ dependent upon the behavior of our white
cells. One wished that the abused and
flouted medical pioneers, long dead, could
have been present at that lecture, and
could have heard the enthusiastic and
spomtancous applause with which that an-
jdience greeted Professor Metchnikoff’s suc-
| cessive eentences.

The professor showed that alcohol, even
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in tiny doses, paralyzes the white cells of
the blood. In the presence of deleterious
microbes which they would otherwise
premptly and successfully attack and kill,
the white cells remain passive and motion-
less. It is an easy matter to protect rab-
bits against the disease known as anthrax,
but the methods which are ordinarily so
efficient are found to fail completely if the
rabbits meanwhile have been dosed with
alcohol. Then, when the white cells are
examined under the microscope, they are
found to be paralyzed. A host of other
microbes besides that which causes anth-
rax are found to ‘be similarly advantaged
by the paralysis which alcohol induces in
the defemnding army of the body. ILastly
there is the extremely striking fact that, in
almost every case, the failures to check
the development of hydrophobia in persons
sent to the Pasteur Institute were found
to occur in alcoholic patients. The sum-
mary of Metchnikoff, loudly applauded by
a large audience fully representative of the
leadems of scientific medicine in this coun-
try, was this: “Beeides its deleterious im-
fluence on the nervous system and other
important parts of our body, alcohol,there-
fore, has a harmful action on the white
blood cells, the agents of natural defence
against infective microbes.”

By a curious chance the post brings me,
as I dictate thig article, a little pamphlet
upon the food value of malt liquors, I
note with interest a quotation from the
late Sir James Paget, writing in the Con-
temporary Review symposium upon alco-
hol, now absurdly out of date. The great
surgeon qualifies his highly qualified opin-
ion by the phrase “with such evidence as
we have.”” Well, after all these years we
have more evidence; and it may interest
the reader and the conscientious preparer
of advertisememts to know that in a few
months there will appear a naw and unique
discussion of alcohol which is being edited,
at my request, by the honorable secretary
of the Society for the Study of Inebriety.
This work will consist of twelve articles,
written by twelve of the most distinguish-
ed members of the medical profession in
this country, and covering as many aspects
of the great question which is shortly to
engage the attention of panliament. I de-
sire nothing more than the dissemination
everywhere of authoritative medical opin-
ion on this subject. But I mean to put a
ston to the quotation of opinions twenty
years old. If the uphcolders of alcohol wamt
to invoke ecience, scicnce they shall have;
of that draught, at any rate, they cannot
drink too deep. i
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WINGLESS BIRD LAND

New Zealand and Her Freaks and
: Maoris

New Zealanders’ Pride the
Beauty and Advancement of
Their Country; Geographically,

. Geologically,Ethnolaogically the
Land is Packed With Interest;
A Glimpse at the Maori Race;
Their Interests Being Oared
For by the Whites ~- Instances
of Their Fine Character; Re-
venge His One Failing; Heath-
enism Totally Vanished.

- New Zealand is a batch of islands lying
a long way from everywhere. And the
New Zealanders are a long way in ad-
vance of many more pompous peoples.
Every islander loves his sea-girt country,
and, I am glad also to say, thinks kindly,
even affectionately of his dark-skinned na-
tive race. Here are no paupers, no mil-
lionaires, no strikes! But the land boasts
of wingless birds, flying fish and a lizard
which moves so slowly that it was left out
of the ark. Here are also to be found the
Maonis who, in a few score years, have
changed from cannibals vo politicians.
Some sour, inquisitive people ask: “What
is the difference?”’ I leave the question
to be answered by the ghosts of departed
warrior chiefs, and the shades of the toast-
masters at banquets on human flesh.

The oldest and the youngest of the popu-
lation in New Zealand receive great care.
This is a proper expression of a human-
ized population. Everyone in civilization
agrées that wee ones, the very young,
should have the best care which consci-
ence, culture and Christianity can provide.
But the number who hold that equal con-
sideration should be given to extreme old
age is unfortunately out of proportion to
the need. In New Zealand there are
pensions for old people. In New
Zealand  there are cheap railway
excursions for young people. It is
not an infrequent sight, that of
train loads of children being brought
into the cities at a rate of four miles for
one cent, and, vice versa, strings of rail-
road ‘carriages bulging out with eity child-
ren en route to the beauties and exhilar-
ations of the rural districts.

Geographically, geologically and ethno-
logically, these islands are packed with in-
terest. In the realm of mineralogy there
is plenty for the scientist and the finan-

contiguous mountains, with their dark
heads enveloped in sheets of snow, and
the valleys fillad with living green. The
North Island. particularly is a mixture of
Paradise and Gehenna. Fragrant flowers,

tropical aspect and a wide range of land-
scape suggest the first home of Mr. and
Mrs. Adam.. And then the active mud
puddles, hot springs, spurting sparkling
geysers and smoking mountains tell of re-
gions closely allied to the infernal tract.

A glimpee of the Maori race. 'Whence
came these nose-rubbing, wood-carving,
Imystical, parable-speaking, ccpper-colored
people of the wonderland of New Zea-
land? The Maoris being a wandering,
shifting race without a literature or his-
torical records, their knowledge of the
past being wholly confined to oral tradi-
tion, little can with accuracy be said of
their origin. Ethnologists attempting to
trace their wanderings find that they trod
lightly on the soil, and their naked foot-
prints were long since obliterated, as was
the lot of many of their abiding places, by
volcanic eruptions, tidal waves and invad-
ing hosts, with all the carnage and devas-
tation accompanying intertribal wars,

Whence are these good natured, orator-
loving folks going? It may be that the
wonderful vigor and splendid physique of
the Maoris will preserve the race. They
are come out of the darkness of the past,
chased by a strange and tenacious destiny
from their birthplace, and unless Chris-
tianity rescues them they are doomed, like
other unfortunate peoples, to annihilation
before their time. In the meantime they
furnish a study of marked interest.

It is offered that as their idea of crea-
tion is identical with the Peruwian, the
Maoris- came from the west coast of
South America. The argument is scarcely
worthy of serious attention, for Max Mul-
ler says that the idea of the creation is
gimilar in all cosmogonies. The Maori
legends relate that the people came from
an island 1n the South Pacifje, which
would have been but a resting place. This
is sufficient for our present requirements,
leaving it to Fornander, Tregear, Hale,
and Muller and forty other philologists, to
give it as their opinion that the roots of
the language of Polynesia are from the
Sanscrit. F

The last census gives the Maori popula-
tion as 42,851, which is an increase of 3,-
228. Too much store must not be made
of this increase, because the figures of the
previous census may have been inaccurate.
I found, however, a consensus of opinion
among men who know things about the
Maoris, that they have ceased to diminish
in number, and I am personally inclined
to believe that they are on the:increase.
This is gratifying, for to have such a noble
and heroic aboriginal race become extinct
would be cause for great regret. The edu-
cation of the Maonis, unlike that of the
Fijians and Samoans, is almost entirely in
the hands of the government. The ninety
public schools, with an attendance of more
than 3,000 pupils, are conducted exclusive-
ly for the benefit of the native race, at
an expenditure of $160,000 gold per year.

One of the most hopeful tokens “for the
remnant that is left” of the native races in
this new century, is the active .interest
now being taken in their welfare by edu-
cated men and women of their own flesh
and blood. The Duke of York laid the
corner stone of the Victorian Maori Schocl

exqusitely colored birds, trees of eemi-

for Girls in the city of Auckland dwing

his recent visit. This movement reminds
me of the similar effort of the Bey of
Thyatira, who in that city opened a
school for girls and marked a new era in
Moslem history. ‘

I have noticed a similarity in manners
and mind among the Samoans, Tongons
and Maoris. First, self-esteem is a na-
tional characteristic, the Maori, like the
others, having a fairly good opinion of
himself. Second, ceremoniousness, They
are fond of etiquette, the breach of it
leading to war when occurring between
orders of chiefs. Third, they are hospit-
able to strangers and to the needy.
Fourth, generosity as exemplified in the
daring deeds of Honi Heke, the greatest
warrior in New Zealand. 4he tale is
worth the telling. . .

He displayed the national trait of mag-
nanimity at the siege of the fortified vil-
lage of Chaesai. The British troops were
besieging and had surrounded the place,
and the Maori clan seemed to be in hope-
less state behind their fortifications, Boyd,
a British officer, giievously wounded in the
lower part of the stomach, fell into a
trench and .was heard calling loud]y for
drink, but no one cared or dared to go for
water, fearing the frequent missiles. To
the great surprise of all, Honi Heke was
seen coming down from the Pa (village)
without a weapon and wholly unprotected.
He went straight to the wounded man in
the ditch and sullenly walking out in
front of the British line, filled a gourd at
a convenient stream, brought it to the dy-
ing officer, and s1id to him in a determin-
ed tone: “Drink this, and if thou hast to
die, die consoled, for even thy worst foe
has had pity on thee.”

Here again is a point of similarity—ora-
tory. The Maori is never at a loss for
speech and can express himself in the
most extraordinary figurative language. I
have heard them, on short notice or with
no notice at all, rise in their public meet-
ing houses and deliver impassioned
speeches. These are usually, like Te
Whiti, Sunshine, in very florid phraseol-
ogy. Here is a sample:—

A German was capsized and drowning,
when at the last moment Te Whiti came
to his rescue. The natives repaired him
and his canoe and eent him off liberally
provisioned. The man from the Father-
land expressed his appreciation by yre-
senting Sunchine with a beautifully bound
book. Te Whiti accepted it, and when
sent to jail made good use of it. Later
he returned the volume with this inserip-
tion on the fly leaf: ‘When a traveler
has caten the oyster he throws away the
shell.” ”

There is at the present time a general
and hearty reception of the Gospel on the
part of the Maori race. The missionaries
have performed prodigicus feats of service
in taking very raw material, cannibals, and
out of it making humanized, civilized and
Christianized citizens of the greatest em-
pire ‘in Christendom.

Formerly the plan of operation was for
a Maori chief to turn, after which the
whole tribe would - follow and prefess
Christianity. = Fortunately this has all
changed. The tribes are now converted
by the accumulation of individual believ-

ers. The Maori seldom commits murder,
very seldom becomes insane, but his na-
ture is riotously revengeful. In the good
old days, if a crime was committed, a
tribesman of the victim would take any
man of the offending man's clan and
atrociously murder him. This has all been
modified by tha missionary and his mes-
sage. The Maori chiefs are gentlemen,
noble characters who always keep their
word and are absolutely honest. When
stealing occurs, the Maori says: “That
is what rats do, -not men.”

A few score years ago savagery and
heathenism prevailed among this natural-
ly noble and able warlike people. Now
every night and moining, in many die-
tricts on the North Island, all come to
the Christian teacher’s house for prayer
and reading of the Scriptures.—William
Edgar Geil, F. R. G. S, in Boston Tran-
script.

OFFER PULPIT TO
REV. MR. DICKIE

At a meeting of the congregation of.
St. Stephen’s church Tuesday Rev. Gor-
don Dickie, of St. Stephen (N. B.), was
extended a unanimous call to the pastore
ate of the church, made vacant some
months ago by the resignation of Rev. E.
A. Wicher. It is believed that Rev. Mr.
Dickie will accept.

He is considered to be one of the most
brilliant preachers in the lower provinces.
He is a young man, Dbeing only about
35 years of age, He is a graduate of
Pine Hill and took his arts course at Dal-
housie University. He studied some time
in Germany and on his return to Nova
Scotia was assigned by the Nova Scotia
Presbytery to a small charge in Colches=-
ter county, where his father, Rev. A. B.
Dickie, is now stationed.

From there he went as assistant to Rev.
Dr. Jack, of St. Mathew’s church, Syd-
ney, going from there to his present
church, where he succeeded Rev. Mr. Mor-
ton, who was appointed professor of
church history in Pine Hill.

Rev. Clarence McKinnon, formerly of
Halifax but now of Wianipeg; and Rev.
Mr. Johnston, mow of the garrison city,
and Rev, Mr. Dickie were considered
three of the finest preachers in the mari-
time provinces.

Some time ago when the pulpit of St.
Andrew’s church was vacant Rev, Mr.
Dickie supplied there for three months
and received a call from that congregation
but declined, feeling, it is said, that the
work would be too arduous.

MRS. JOEN LABATT
DIED OF POISON

London, Ont., Sept. 11.—Mrs. Labatt,
wife of John Labatt, brewer, died last
evening from strychmine poisoning, con-
tained in medicine placed there in mistake
by a clerk in a local drug store. An in-
quest. will be held znd in the mecantime
the clerk is under surveillance,
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