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MANUFACTURE OF MALT.

The more wo Investigate the causes
which have made each individual what
he is today the more we become con-
vinced that every being has affilia-
tions which link him with the whole
(*;»st; that there tB a continuity of
germ plasm and also of protoplasm
which goes back to the rzry begin-
ning of life on this globe; and that
if wo could only know all the factors
which are concerned in producing any
single organism, however simple it
• night be, in all itr relations and pro-
portions, wo could explain the uni-
verse from top to bottom and evolve
an infallible remedy for all our Ills.
Consequently the study of the begin-
ning of life in any organism is Im-
mensely interesting and illuminating

ta such of us as are not egotists, and do
nest insist on learning in the most ex-
pensive of all schools —that of per-
sonal experience. Hence, me open
minded the study of the manufacture
of malt should be most suggestive and
instructive.

Any livo seed or grain can be malt-
ed; and barley, oats, rice, wheat, rye
md maize are used, but because of Its
Havor and other important qualities
barley is the prime favorite for this
purpose. The average time required
to malt barley Is 12 days. TLe oper-
ation Is started by “steeping” or soak-
ing the barley corns in tanks of water
•or about forty-eight to seventy hours.

After the barley is removed from the
sleeping tanks it is made up into rec-
•angular heaps sixteen to twenty
inches deep known as position No. 1,
or the “couch,” the object of this be-
ing to enable it to gather heat and
start nctfvo germinating. It usually
• etnains in couch twelve to twenty-
tour hours, or until the Interior of the
heap registers a temperature of GO
degrees Fahrenheit. At this point the
barley is moved to position No. 2, or
“young floor." and there thinly and
ovenly spread in order that It may he
controlled. When germination begins
enzymes are secreted and these act on
the reserve material, starch and pro-
teins of the endosperm, converting

them into Bimpler compounds, capable
of diffusing to various parts of the
growing germ. When germination Is
allowed to proceed, as it does when
(.he grain is planted in the soil, the
whole of the contents is rendered
iioliible by degrees and In turn are s-

ulmilated by the growing plantlet
Hut the limited germination which

constitutes the malting process re-
tains all the soluble compounds in the
finished malt. Starch and the proteins
are reformed, the former being de-
posited In the tissues of the germ and
(Jig cells of the scutellum which previ-
ously were almost free from starch;
(he protein matter deposited in the
latter disappears to a considerable
indent and the protoplasmic content
<(f the cells constituting the root
Which protrudes from the base of the
I'rain. It is at this stage that the
barley In said by malsters to "chit."
Tho sign of “chitting” may take
place either while the grain is on the
••.ouch or on the young floor. The
grain is thickened or thinned, turned
oyer and oyer sprinkled with water,
according to the maltster's Judgment
and skill in regulating the evapora-
tion and the rise of temperature, the
abject being to aerate and stimulate
(Jio development of the germ.

After tho first rootlet ha 3 broken
through tho onus of tho sheath It Is
followed by others until there :.re per-

haps five or more. The cotyledonary
Hhoath, or seed leaf, begins to elongate
era the third or fourth duy of germina-

tion and ruptures the true covering

of the grain; It then grows upward

between this and the husk and forms
iJig acrospiro or “spire" of tho inalt-
ntor.

About the eighth day the grain Is
moved to position No. 3, known as
•'old floor." where It Is spread thinly
?tud slowly allowed to dry for the pur-
pose of withering Its roots. At this
ntage the acrospire should be about
(liree-fourths the distance up the
corn. The treatment now requires
thickening the piece up to nbout ten
fiiches Tho rootlets now having with-
ered and died ofT, tho temperature In-
crease resulting from thickening the
grain pile Is accompanied by little if
ivny increase in the growth of the
ifcrosplre, the action being confined
qjbiefly to the mellowing of the grain
IJy the enzymes. Under normal con-
ditions tho temperature In "old piece"

in allowed to rlso as high us about
seventy degrees during tho six hours
previous to loading It Into the kiln.

Ibis stage the moisture ccntent Is
forty per cent and It is easily

possible U> break down tho corn be-
tween the thumb and finger; tho
grain is soft, mealy and soluble; it
4 B mostly digested The next stage

Yionßists In loading the inalt Into the
Liln and there thoroughly drylug It
iXi otop all further digestion, then
roasting it for tho desired flavor

Animal life la Tut a continuation
4>f plant life, i part of a cycle rut a
sycle In which the animal .8 depend-

°n t on the plant, not the plant on the
animal Animal life cannot exist
without plants. Therefore, in consum-
ing deficient plant food, we art? cut-
ting our life chain.

In this fact will be found the reason
for the effective; ess of mait .onics in
low states of vitality. Coata ning
practically all these vital eVments,
malt supplies in part what our food
has oeer deficient in, and »s exceed-

I ingly valuab!' as an emergency food,
hut it has been found that these con-
centrated malt sirups, if taken for any
material period, as they must be to
secure results, soon pall on the appe-
tite and produce unpleasant feel-
ings in the digestive tract. Highly
concentrated foods are not nor-

mal food, and we are not adjusted to

assimilate such matter. Good health
is simply a period of growth or devel-
opment that continues so long as the
environment is normal. Complete
natural food is the most important fac-
tor in our environment, and such food
is only to be found in natural combi-
nations in the plants and in the or-
ganisms normally developed tlier©
from.

HORMONES.

Taken from the Greek language
and meaning to arouse or excite, the
word “hormones” is intended to desig-
nate a series of chemical bodies man-

ufactured within the cells of one or-
gan and entering the circulation to
excite or stimulate distant organs into
activity.

It has generally been supposed that
the digestive functions were carried
on solely under reflex nerve control.
But Edkins in 1906 carried out a se-

ries of experiments to determine
whether a chemical mechanism may
not also account for the secretion of
gastric Juice, which is excited by the
introduction of substances into the
stomach. In a series of carefully con-
trolled observations it was proved that
the mere introduction of a neutral so-
lution into the stomach caused no se-
cretion of gastric juice and that there
was no absorption of the solution, the
fluid removed at the end of an hour
having the same bulk and the same
neutral reaction as the solution orig-

inally introduced.
The injection of peptone, of acid, of

broth, or of dextrin into the blood
stream produced no secretion of gas-

tric juice, but if in the course of the
hour during which the fluid was al-
lowed to remain in the stomach a so-

lution made by boiling mucous mem-

brane from the pyloric end of a stom-
ach with water, or with acid, or with
peptone, was injected into the blood
stream at intervals of about ten min-
utes, then the fluid withdrawn from
the stomach at the end of the hour
was found to be distinctly acid and to

have protein digestive powers—that
is to say, it now contained hydro-

chloric acid and pepsin.
Similar solutions made from the car-

diac end of the stomach will not pro-
duce any secretion of acid and pepsin,

anil this is held to prove that the
pyloric end of the stomach produces a

substance which is absorbed into the
blood 3tream and carried to all the
glands of the stomach, where it acts

as a specific excitant of their secre-
tory activity. This substance has been
called the gastric ‘'secretin” —it Is
what Starling named a “hormone.”

Normal gastric secretion appears to

be due to two co-operating factors.
The first and most important la the
secretion arising from nerve impulses
produced through the pneumogastric
nerve and originating in the idea of
food in the higher parts of the brain,
from the sight of food and by the
stimulating of the mucous membranes
of the mouth. The second factor pro-
vides for the continued secretion of
gastric Juice long after the mental
effects have disappeared. This is
chemical and depends on the produc-

tion in the cells at the pyloric end of
the stomach of a specific stimulant or
hormone, which being absorbed into
the blood is carried to all parts of the
body, where It excites the glands con-
cerned in the digestive act.

The researches of Pawlow and oth-
ers seem to indicate that the quantity

and the properties of the secretions
vary with the character of the food
eaten. The quantity of the secretion
varies also, other conditions being the
same, with the amount of food to be
digested.

On a given diet the secretion as-
sumes certain characteristic* and
Pfcwlow is convinced that further
work will disclose that the. secretion
of the stomach is not caused normally

by general stimuli affecting it all alike
hut by specific stimuli contained eith-
er in the food or produced during di-
gestion from the food contents the
action of which is of such a kind as

to arouse reflexly the secretion best
adapted to the particular food in-
gested. Undoubtedly this is due to
the hormones in the circulation.

Another significant hint of this ac-
tion is furnished by the experiments

of Starling and Lane-CIaypon on the
mammary glands. These investiga-
tors found the extracts made
from the body of the fetus when lu-
Jected repeatedly into tlio blood
stream of a virgin rabbit caused a
genuine development of tho mammary

glands, closely simulating the growth

that normally occurs during preg-
nancy Similar extracts made from
ovaries, placental and uterine tissues
lmd no such.effect; hence, they con-
clude that a specific chemical sub-
stance, a Hormone, Is produced in the
fetus itself which being absorbed into
the maternal blood acts upon the
mammary gland, stimulating it to
growth

There is Indisputable evidence of
the existence of similar bodies which
determine the secretory activity both
of the liver as well as of the Intes-
tinal glands.

NO. 6, SECOND TIER
By RALPH F. HOLMES.

(Copyright.)

The big gong at the farther end of
tho room clanged sonorously, and for
the first time in the long six months
No. 6, second tier, untied his apron
and formed in line w ith the others.

No. 11, behind him, inquired in a

whisper what was up—was No. G all
in, or was he ready to retire on his
fortune?

There was a ring of satisfaction in
No. G’s muttered reply that No. 11
noted, and the truth dawned.

"Your last day, eh? Well, good luck
to you. Hope they don’t get you
again.”

That night, in his cell, No. 6 thought
it all over. It was the last night he
would ever spend in a cell, he said —

the last.
After twelve o'clock tomorrow he

would no longer be No. 6, second tier.
Men would call him Cummings, as

they had before —Tom Cummings, per-
haps, and some day Mr. Cummings.
Yes, some day they would call him Mr.
Cummings.

The warden shook hands with him at
noon the next day, and told him to
brace up and be a man.

“I know you can do it, Cummings.
You’ve worked hard here and behaved
yourself, and it’s in you.”

A strong May sun warmed Cum-
mings’ heart when he went out, and
the soul within him quivered with de-
light and expectancy, like a seed push-
ing its first sprout above the loam.

At the railway station the ticket to
the city cost one dollar, and on the
train he planned the spending of the
rest. His clothes had been returned
to him, as wrinkled as when he had
stepped out of them half a year be-
fore, and lie needed new’ ones. That
would take eight or nine dollars. His
supper and a cheap, clean bed for the
night would take most of another, and
then he would start to look for work.

But, better than his expectations, an
upholsterer gave him a job that very
afternoon, and put him to work repair-
ing a couch.

True to the principles of his new
life, he made no secret of his past,
and, with a child’s trust in human na-
ture, he told of his plans for the fu-
ture, the new life he was to lead to
win back the place in the w’orld he
had fallen from. And his confidence
was not misplaced.

The next morning Cummings went
to work with a step whose telltale,
measured tread sucked a quickening
springiness from the cool air. He was
Cummings now, and he was working
and justifying his existence—the first
step in his upward climb had been
made.

Life, with its myriad possibilities,
loomed large before him as never be-
fore. The world was giving him his
chance now, and he was taking it. The
blood pumped through his veins joy-
ously. The prison pallor w’ould be
gone in a week.

Turning a corner, he brought up in
front of the police station.

He shuddered involuntarily, and
then smiled. The last time he had en-
tered It irons had bitten into his
wrists, and a crowd of new’sboys had
laughed at his heels. Passersby had
looked at him with curiosity and pity.
None of them did that now, and he felt
the difference with a glow of satisfac-
tion.

But why not go into it again—for
once a free man? Why not stand
again before those men inside—this
time without trembling, with u mind
not searching for a plausible lie? Why
not make the antithesis complete?

An undeniable desire was on him to
face them again unafraid.

He walked round the block once, try-
ing to find a plausible excuse for pre-
senting himself. They would not
know him—ho did not want them to.
Hundreds such as he passed through
their hands, and they had seen him
but once.

He felt of a skeleton key that he
had designed one evening in his cell,
and, with special permission, had fash-
ioned. He knew something of the
locksmith's trade, and he knew his
key was different from any he had
ever seen.

Might it not be of use to the police?
He hardly hoped to convince them of
that, but it was the excuse he needed.

The sergeant at the desk directed
him to the inspector on the second
floor. The inspector eyed him closely,
but bade him be seated, and listened
to half the suggestion before he said
anything more.

Then bb asked bluntlyr
"When did you get out?"
There was that in his tone that

Drought back to Cummings vivid recol-
lections of a night six months before,
when the same voice had told him he
lied—that he had taken the money,
and did know where it was.

Its sound was unpleasant now, but it
had no terror for him. He was Thomas
Cummings now, upholsterer, and he
answ’ered unashamed.

“Yesterday noon. 1 didn't think
you’d remember me. I figured this key
out one night, and the jailer let me
file it out the next day. It’s different
from any ot the old kinds, because
It—"

“Never mind about the key. We
don’t want it," the inspector inter-
rupted, and with the next words his
tone took something of humor into it.
"And we don’t want you round here,
either. You know too much about
skeleton keys. You get out of town
tonight. If we find you round here to-

morrow, we’ll pick you up as a vag. Dc
you hear?"

The man with the key heard the
words, but he doubted whether he un
derstood their meaning.

Get out of town! What for? He was
working now. He was doing no wrong
And he had no other place to go to,
nor money to go with.

“But, inspector, I’ve found work,
and you needn’t expect any more
trouble from me. I—’’

The inspector wheeled round from
the desk to which he had turned.

“Now, don’t sit there arguing with
me. You heard what I said, and you
know what I mean. You don’t belong
here. You’re an undesirable. Now,
get out, and remember what I said.”

In the street again everyone seemed
to bo watching him. His step lost its
spring.

A man brushed against him, and
said:

"I beg your pardon.”

It sounded like a mockery.
He was an undesirable—ordered tc

leave town or go to jail. The old fear
of the prison came on him, and he
shuddered.

"I will never sleep in a prison cell
again."

It'droned through his mind persist-
ently.

Must it be retracted? Yes, unless he
could leave town. How could he leave
town, and where could he go to?

He found himself at the upholster-
ing shop, and a sudden hope burned
within him.

His employer had trusted liim, and
he would appeal to him —his word
might have some weight with the in-
spector. But the girl behind the cash-
ier’s window said his employer would
not be hack again that afternoon.

Cummings—undesirable— wandered
out into the shop.

A comfortable looking man was ex-
amining the couch ho had fixed a few
hours before. His hands, inspired
then by the vision of a new purpose,
had worked as never before, and the
handsome piece stood there now, a
monument to his skill.

“Is that for sale?" the man asked.
Cummings hesitated a moment—-

only a moment—just long enough to
remember he was an undesirable and
must leave town.

“Yes," he answered. “It’s a beauty,
too."

"What’s the price?"
Cummings thought again—thought

as he had one night six months before,
when the inspector told him he lied.

"Well, a party left it here with us to
sell, and told us to get what we could
cash. We’ll let you have it for fifty
dollars. That’s a bargain, too, be-
cause it’s solid mahogany and
trimmed with real Spanish leather.”

A moment later he excused himself
to make out the bill, and he stepped
out of the front door with enough
money in his pocket to take him very
far away from town.

He was a thief now, and he started
when the cashier called after him:

"Will you be back again—Mr. Cum-
mings?”

He mumbled assent, and hurried
down the street. He felt of the money
—sso in bills —and thought w’here he
should go.

Chicago was nearest, but they’d look
for him there first. Northwest
Canada was better than that.

“Yes, I’ll be back—Mr. Cummings,"
he muttered, and his lips cu-led in a
sinister smile.

Then they closed.
Mr. Cummings!
"Some day people will call me Mr.

Cummings, and there will be deference
in the address."

He turned the sentence over in his
mind. It had been a determination—-
not a tnreat. It was to have been his
slogan. Some day he would command
tne world’s respect, and would be
known as Mr. Cummings.

That’s what he had meant.
Someone had called him Mr. Cum-

mings—but why? In ignorance of his
past, for conventionality, or out of re-
spect?

The cashier had heard him tell of
his past. It was not in ignorance of
that.

There had been no one else present
wr hen she spoke to him. She need not
have used his name even for conven-
tionality.

Two of three reasons failed to hold.
The third remained.

He entered a drug store and bought
paper and envelopes. A few doors
farther on his last three dollars went
for a cheap pistol and some cartridges.

For the next hour he wrote steadily
in the writing room of a big hotel.
When he finished, two letters lay be-
fore him, and he read them over.
Crude, unscbolarly they were, but
they proved satisfactory to him.

To the longer of tho two, pregnant
with the scorn of a brave man for
cowardice, despairing as tho last
grow’ls of a bayed wolf, he signed “Un-
desirable." The other was tender and
grateful, and he signed it "Mr. Cum-
mings."

Then he took the pistol from his
pocket and pressed It over his heart.

The next morning a queer, sickly
smile spread over the inspector’s face
as he read a letter signed "Undesir-
able," but there was nothing of humor
in the smile, and he tore the letter
into fine pieces.

Then he called his subordinates.
“Needn’t mind looking for that Cum-

mings today. He shot himself yester-
day."

Fifty dollars in bills dropped from a
letter that the cashier opened that
same morning.

A tear splashed on it when she fin-
ished.

Then she took it to a mtji sitting at
a big roll-top desk.

“It’s from Mr. Cummings/* she said,

Uncle Sam Now Is Publisher of Daily Newspaper

W ASHIXGTON.—To promote the foreign commerce of the United States,

the government has gone into the newspaper business, and the Daily
Commercial Report is now being issued regularly by the department of corn-

merco. In it are carried all important
commercial cablegrams received from
the attaches at the various embas-
sies abroad and from consuls through-
out the world. It also contains brief
abstracts of the findings of investiga-
tors of the department in many lines
of American enterprise, and presents
to the business world each day the
gist of the business of the department
for the preceding day.

The plan for a live, up-to-the-hour
commercial daily was worked out by

Dr. E. E. Pratt, chief of the bureau of foreign and domestic commerce. The
new publication takes the place of the daily consular report which has been
issued for some time, and hereafter the long mail reports from American
consuls reviewing business conditions and opportunities in their respective
sections will be published as supplements to the Daily Commercial Report

Wonderful Collections of the Dead Letter Mail

W ONDERFUL beyond belief is the collection of articles which the post
office can make within a year from the mail that can’t be delivered be-

cause of bad addresses. Through the benevolent agency of the parcels post
the department last year exceeded all
records, and upon the shelves of the
historic dead letter office are packages
containing everything from Bibles to
bassoons.

All of these articles were sent to the
W'rong address. Their original pack-
ages w’ere stamped and restamped

until the paper wf as worn out. For the
sake of convenience, the officials of
the dead letter office have lumped cer-
tain articles together in large pack-
ages. Thus one passes a package of
handkerchiefs and runs into a bright young assortment of brass castings.
Or, turning from a particularly melancholy collection of books, he runs smack
into a collection of toys that might have come right out of the bag of Santa
Claus. There is a single package that contains 241 women’s aprons, with 51
assorted garments which the gay young flappers of these parlous times
consider obsolete. Then there are 176 pairs of hose bundled „ogether.

Even the most pessimistic sufferer from hay fever cheers up w'hen he
goes by the handkerchief department of the dead letter office. There is a
single bundle of 1,149 initialed and uninitialed handkerchiefs reposing near
him, which is about the number that a hay fever patient uses during a 24-
hour day.

Sixty-six aviators in the United States are w’ondering where those avia-
tion caps are that they were told about in a letter, but which they never re-
ceived. The caps are in the dead letter office wr ith some automobile hoods.

And the dead letter office must ring at night with the disappointed cries
of many fishermen. It has received 1,842 fishhooks and 505 pieces of fishing
tackle. The only thing the dead letter office hasn’t got is the fisherman’s alibi.

A few' other little side lines in the dead letter office are awls, bicycle tires,
shotguns, horse blankets and picture postal cards to the number of about
70,000.

Old Washington Cafe Landmark Forced to Move

S* HOOMAKER’S has moved. The quaint old restaurant landmark, which has
* stood in Newspaper Row since Washington was a village and Pennsylvania

avenue was a continuous mudhole, has been snowed under by the march of
progress. The place where statesmen,
diplomats, journalists and financiers
have sipped their juleps among the
cobwebs has gone to a new location.

Shoomaker's was a “gentleman’s
bar.” If you were not a gentleman
you were not supposed to frequent
Shoomaker’s. The bartenders never
wore aprons; they were simply busi-
ness men, clad in conventional sack
suits, without even the cuffs of the
coats turned back. The cashier’s desk,
with its antiquated wooden cash-

drawer, chipped and scarred with the ring of quarters and half-dollars, stood
midway between the bar and the front door. The bartender never used a cash
register; he would have used loud tones sooner. When the libation was re-
ceived he pushed across a check with it. If you were honest you paid the
check as you went out tho door. If you were not honest you went out without
paying—but only once.

The wall behind the bar was a museum. It was hung and clustered and
overlaid with mementos of a Washington long past.

There is told the story of a newspaper correspondent in the old days
who inclined mightily toward Shoomaker s. He had planned to write a story
about some art work that had been done at the capitol, but he got his dates
(or his drinks) mixed and filed a 2,000-word story on the decorations behind
Shoo maker's bar.

Tradition says that national history has been made in the back room of
Shoomaker'a. The stockroom crowded in close against the bar. In the
middle of the bar stockroom was an old-fashioned coal stove with the Baw-
dust box beneath it. In the cold winter days tho old stove would blush
around its base, and over in the corners, behind the tiers of wine cases,
members of congress would gather over their Tom-and-Jerrles and their egg-
nogs, to discuss the state of the nation or tell yarns.

Black Box That Ticks Stirs President’s Guard

F IVE minutes of feverish anxiety ended in a laugh at the White House and
the joke seemed to be on “Jimmy" Murphy, head of the White House secret

service. Someone telephoned to the "cave of tho winds," by which the news-
paper room at the White House is
known, that a man was on his way to
tho executive offices bearing a "black
box that ticked." The news was in-
stantly communicated to “Jimmy"
Murphy, who stationed three of his
best men at intervals In the executive
offices with orders to intercept the
“ticking box." Visions of infernal ma-
chines and bombs with clock attach-
ments arose in the minds of the presi-
dent’s protectors.

Finally, the mysterious man ap-
peared with the "black box” and, sure enough, It "ticked.” He was nailed Im-
mediately oy Mr. Murphy personally. It took but a minute, however, to ex-
plain that the box contained an alarm clock which Lee O. Duncan of La Salle.
111., brought to the president to assist him in opening the San Diego exposi-
tion to start which the president had agreed to press the button at three
o'clock New Year morning—midnight San Diego time.

A big smile went ail around the executive offices when the truth was dis-
covered, and no one smiled more broadly than the president himself, who
seemed to think he had a good .w-ke on the men who guard him so zealously.

When It was all over, Mr. Murphy wiped large beads of sweat from Ills
brow and acknowledged that he had had a bad live minutes.


