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WONDERS OF DUCTLESS GLANDS.

It la well known that very often a
medicine or other remedy, of itself ab-
solutely without effect, produces a
very marked improvement or perhaps
even totally corrects all sorts of nerv-
ous and functional disorders of the hu-
man body, if only the patient is con-
vinced beforehand that the remedy
will be effective and that he will be
“cured” thereby.

History, both ancient and modern,
running even down to this present
day, bears witness to many hundreds
of authentic instances of such cases,
and also it records wave after wave of
belief in miracle working remedies
and practices that have from time to
time swept through the habitable globe
“curing” the multitudes of their ills.

The uncultured mind has no concep-
tion of the quantitative relations of
cause and effect, but the disciplined
mind knows that there must be an
adequate cause behind every phenom-
enon and it is ever striving for a
comprehensive grasp on laws and
principles; and civilization consists of
the cumulative light of such knowl-
edge.

It is quite generally known that a

motion of the hand, or a glance of the
eye, will throw a certain type of weak
and credulous patient into a fit; and
a pillmade of bread, if taken with suf-
ficient faith, will operate a cure as
well, or even better, than all the drugs
in the pharmacopeia. Such cases are
generally assumed to be “hysterics.”
But we are beginning to understand
that there must be always an adequate
cause behind such manifestations; it
cannot be the result of imaginations;
It cannot be the result of the “super”-
natural, and modern physiologists and
psychologists step by step are unravel-
ing the tangled lines and solving the
puzzles. They are proving these hap-
penings to be neither freaks of the im-
agination nor the work of either be-
nign or malignant “supernatural” pow-
ers, but rather due to an interaction,
the perfectly natural results of ade-
quate stimuli normally active within
every human body, and amenable to
personal development, and to individ-
ual control, proving thereby that in a
very large measure every man makes
his own disease.

In Van der Mye’s account of the
Biege of Breda, in 1625, it is stated
that the prince of Orange cured all
his soldiers who were dying of the
scurvy by a philanthropic piece of
quackery which he played upon them
with the knowledge of the physicians,
when all other means had failed: “The
garrison being afflicted with the scur-
vy, the prince of Orange sent the phy-
sicians two or three small vials con-
taining a decoction of chamomile,
wormwood and camphor, telling them
to pretend that it was a medicine of
the greatest value and extremest rar-
ity, which had been procured with
very much danger and difficulty from
the East, and so strong, that two or
three drops would impart a healing
virtue to a gallon of water. The sol-
diers had faith in their commander;
they took the medicine with cheerful
faces and grew well rapidly.”

Obviously these sturdy Netherland-
er campaigners of that day, possessed
of the stamina necessary to enable
them to defy and withstand the at-
tacks of the most powerful and brutal
of monarchs, could not justly be
classed as weaklings, neurasthenics or
hysterics. And it is useless to deny
or to attempt to brush aside such
facts as being unbelievable fables, be-
cause everywhere about us we have
evidence of similar happenings, taking

place today. But we will have to grant

that the soldiers were superstitious.
Belief in unmeaning words and in

Inadequate remedies implies the ab-
sence of those Ideas of causation that
raise the cultured man above the sav-
age; consequently if we claim to be a
part of civilization we must strive to

understand the principles involved in
these amazing reactions in order that
we may use them intelligently for the
advancement of our individual health
and that we may efficiently co-operate
with our fellow men for the better-
ment of the race.

Next to the folly of declaring that
these things cannot be, and the folly

of receiving blindly everything we

hear is the folly of refusing to accept,

to master and eagerly to grasp and
use the results of modern investiga-
tion, especially when they are clearly

steps in the course of nature and mark
but another stage on the evolutionary

road.
Few minds possess talent for ab-

stract thinking, but such ability is not
necessary because all minds are capa-

ble of acquiring knowledge if only

they remain open and are willing to

be shown. Everybody can see an ob-
ject when it is placed before him and
all can observe objects in relation —

If they will—and our scientists are
slowly and systematically working out
and placing before us the solution to
our troubles for all such as have the

to accept and profit thereby.

Ferula men tally these Ills of ours are
Proving to be functional, not organic,
in or gin, and they are very largely
. ue to bad habits of inind. as carefulinvestigation and thought will clearly
Riow. They rest in the relationship
between the primitive co-ordinating

! Plan and power of our bodifes as now
| manifested through the action of our
ductless glands and that of our lateracquired brain power which we have
not yet learned to use only because we
are not properly trained how to use it.

THE THYROID GLAND.

Before the appearance of any cen-
tral nervous system in the lowest or-
ganisms it is by chemical means, by
so called automatic excitation through
the action of products of decomposi-
tion by the organs in different parts
of the body, that any co-ordination of
function is determined, either among
the different organs of a colony or
among the various cells making up
a multicellular organism such as a
sponge.

The mechanism which determines
the movement of phagocytic cells—a
phagocyte is any cell possessing the
property of absorbing and digesting—-
the chase of food, the escape from
noxious environment or the approach
of sexual cells, has been given the
name of chemotaxis. The name sig-
nifies the attraction or repulsion ex-
hibited by certain chemicals to living
cells. Since the application of these
chemical stimuli depends on their dif-
fusion through the medium bathing
the cells, the process very obviously
must necessarily be both slow and
lasting.

The most important and definite
knowledge concerning the actions of
these internal chemical secretions has
perhaps resulted from work done on
the thyroid glands, those shieldlike
vesicular bodies filled with colloid ma-

terial located on the sides of the
trachea (windpipe) just below our
"Adam’s apple" (the thyroid carti-
lage). Carried by the blood to all
j>arts of the body, the metabolic pro-
ducts of the thyroid gland affect every
other gland and tisane and may act
either to heighten or to reduce the
activity of other organs, according to

their specific function.
In 1866 Schiff showed that removal

of the thyroid in dogs is followed usu-
ally by the death of the animals in
one to four weeks

The disturbance® appearing after
removal of the thyroid affect the most
widely different organic systems of the
body. The skin, especially that of the
head and face, becomes greatly swol-
len because of an accumulation of
mucin in the subcutaneous connective
tissue. Subsequently the skin becomes
hard, rough and dry; its secretion
ceases; the hairs change and fall out;

the visible mucous membranes be-
come swollen and the voice becomes
harsh and monotonous. The internal
organs exhibit marked pathological
changes; the kidneys and the liver
undergo fatty and colloid degeneration
and the arterial walls take on a hya-

line (crystalline) degeneration. Meta-
bolism is abnormally low; that is to
say, not only is the appetite poor, but
the ability to convert the food taken
into the body, to break down and re-
lease the energy therein contained, is
decreased.

Disturbances of the nervous and
muscular system following removal of
the thyroid are profound; not infre-
quently functional disturbances such

as epilepsy ensue. All those parts of
the brain which are active in the physi-

cal functions become functionally much
reduced, and in myxedematous cases

we meet with weak memory, extreme
irritability, stupidity and the like; all

of which in turn find expression in a

marked decline of muscular tone and
in vigor of the body movements gener-

ally.
In man any material disturbance in

the function of the thyroid produces
derangement in the temperature and
heat regulating ability of the body;

the subnormal temperature is one of
the most constant symptoms and the
patient feels cold constantly.

In the growing organism -Iter sup-

pression of the thyroid the ''ones fail
considerably behind in their develop-

ment and the ossification of the carti-
lages connecting bone processes is
materially delayed. The physical dis-
turbances in the young are generally

more pronounced than in grown per-
sons.

Schiff and many others have found
that all these evil results of the com-
plete or partial destruction of the thy-

roid in dogs might be obviated by

grafting pieces .of the thyroid into the
body, and this knowledge was quickly
applied with astonishing results to

human beings in cases of myxedema

and cretinism. Then, instead of graft-
ing thyroid tissues, it was found that
injection of extracts under the skin,

or, better still, the simple feeding of

thyroid material, gave similarly favor-
able results—the individuals recov-
ered their normal appearance and

mental powers.
But prevention is always better than

cure and we are slowly coming to

understand that anything that will
cause a depletion of the thyroid gland

will cause thyroid troubles and their

train of ills. The chief factor in pre-

vention is simply sane living. The de-
pleting factors are overeating of im-
proper food, the excessive use of

spices, alcoholic drinks, tobacco or

drugs; sexual excesses, too frequent

pregnancies, worry, anxiety or excite-

ment. Normal functioning of the
thyroid gland is maintained by a nat-

ural diet containing what Funk has
designated the vltamines, the mother

substance from which the gland col-

loids are prepared, and by equanim-

ity.

THE DESERTED WIFE
By MABEL WREN.

(Copyright.)

The Great Chihuahua desert lay
white and calm in the moonlight; its
solitude broken only by the yelp of
some prowling coyote, traveling late
and alone. Suddenly there appeared
in the distance a strange cavalcade.
Two Mexicans, and then two more,
marched with hurried step before a
cart in which a muffled bundle re-
posed. The procession stopped, and a
hasty grave was dug. Then the si-
lent bundle was lifted from the cart
and lowered into it.

Riding down a dry arroyo, at right
angles to the procession, was an
American. The clinching of his teeth
and the nervous twitching of his hands
betokened that all was not well with
him.

"I hope to heaven,” he muttered
fiercely, "that another time I’ll have
sense enough to stay within the bor-
ders of civilization. I was plumb lo-
coed in those days—didn’t have sense
enough to tell right from left. Great
Scott! Any man who is conteut to
throw away his chances in life as I
have ought to be shut up with the
lunatics. Any man in his right mind
who will spend his life among the
greasers, coyotes and horned tcftids
is—”

Words failed to convey the ire that
boiled within him.

Unconsciously his hands clenched
until the nails sank deep into the
flesh. Just then he noticed the pro-
cession, and dismounting, stood hidden
by some low mesquite, and watched the
proceedings.

It was only some man from the
States who had been killed in a row’
with the greasers. He, Chad Leeks,
had not been above such rows himself,
and the whole thing was as plain as
day to him. It was a common hap-
pening in the country to which he
was tied. ’Twas probably over some
woman.

Chad’s mind worked quickly. He si-
lently follow'ed one of the men home,
swore at him in approved Mexican
style, and sent him up to the adobe
hut of Chad Leeks to inform his wife
and child that he had been shot in a
dance row the night before at a Mexi-
can hacienda.

Meanwhile, the supposedly buried
Chau was speeding with all haste over
the border. It was a step that he
had been contemplating for some time;

the witnessing of the burial had mere-
ly precipitated things.

Once across the line, he boarded an
east-bound train and rode until he
had reached his boyhood home.

His father welcomed with open arms

the prodigal son who had run away

from college, and asked him few' un-
necessary questions about his wander-
ings.

11.
"Elisabeth, let me present Mr.

Leeks. Chad is a very dear friend of
mine. His mother and I were old
school chums.”

Chad’s figure straightened and his
eyes lighted. A slim, cool hand rest-
ed on his for an instant. Mrs. Drew
bustled about and settled everybody
cozily at the card table —and then fate
seemed to settle things for him.

When he left, the night was full of
laughing eyes, of delicate, high-bred
faces, of friendly words, of dainty

hands that slipped softly into his own.
He turned abruptly from the city un-

til he felt the wet sand under his feet,
then he settled down into a swinging
stride that took him miles up the
beach. When he returned to his room,

he was so tired that he slept imme-
diately.

The next morning he was making
his way along, head down and hands
in his pockets, when a merry voice
greeted him:

"Walk with me a moment, please.
Now listen, Elisabeth Barth is crazy
to go out on the bay in a rowboat.
Won’t you take her out? I’m afraid
to trust ner with an ordinary lands-
man. I’d trust you anywhere; you
know that. This afternoon at three,

then. Thank you so much. No, I
can’t talk any longer. Good-by.” And
Mrs. Drew was gone.

x%.t three o’clock he steadied the bob-
bing boat and held out his hand to
Elisabeth Barth. Those slim fingers
again made him draw in his breath
sharply

"Are you afraid?” he asked, when
she was seated. “We’re going to
bob about considerably, but there’s no
danger if you like it." He was leaning
ovei the oarlock.

Then they were quiet for a long
space ot time. She watched the water,
while he watched the bright fluffs ot
sunny hair that blew distractingly
about her face.

When he left her at Mrs. Drew’s
door she had promised to ride with
him the next day. He had a horse that
he wanted her to try, he said.

The days that followed were happy

ones lot one of the party, but the oth-
er—well, he at least was in no hurry

to have them end.
There was no need of worrying over

the other woman. He had left her

ample means, and she would soon find
a more sußable companion. She was

not of his kind, and surely, no one

could rightly blame him tor leaving

that God-forsaken country.

111.
The years dragged their slow

lengths around. Chad Leeks and his

wife Elisabeth were samples of com-

fortable prosperity. But a close ob-
server would have noticed an air of
suppressed restlessness about him,

and one of patient resignation about
his wife. The humdrum of business
life was wearing the lightness from
his smile and the elasticity from his
step.

He would have diagnosed the trou
ble otherwise —the wideness and wild-
ness of the Chihuahua sands and a
dark-eyed boy were calling him. For
years he had succeeded in nearly for-
getting them; but as time passed, and
no heir carne to bless him and Elisa-
beth, thought of the boy returned with
Increasing persistency. It would seem
so good to have young life in the house,
to have his boy there alw’ays, and a
whole string of other boys sometimes,
and be young with them all again.

During the interminably long, empty
days he revolved the thing over and
over in his inind, until, one day, the
restlessness overcame him entirely.

Telling his wife that he had been
called away on some urgent business
that would require his attention for a
month or so, he boarded a west-bound
train, and in the course of a few days
landed on the Chihuahua sands again.

Once at the station he hired a rig
and drove across the plains to his
former home. Inquiring cautiously at
a neighbor’s as to who lived on the
old Leeks place, he found that
strangers owned his former home;
that his wife was buried beside the
mound that was supposed to be his;
and that his boy, who was described
as a very promising lad, was in some
college in the States.

For a week he stayed, going over
the once familiar scenes. But the
place seemed strange to him, the men
rough and the women simple. The
soul had gone out of things, and, try

as he might, he could not put life in
them.

Again he rode swiftly down to the
dry arroyo, across the low’ mesquite
to where the trail led into the moun-
tains, and crossed the American line.

Once over, he pulled up and looked
back at the forbidding black sills that
shut in his dreams.

IV.
It was commencement day. Chad

Leeks was valedictorian. At the close
of the exercises, the elder Chad went
up and introduced himself to the
younger man as a friend of his fa-
ther.

“I’m glad you knew him,” the boy
replied heartily. “My mother could
not die in peace until I promised to
graduate at the same college that he
attended. She thought it might help

me to become the man he was.”
With a sigh the elder man turned

away. He would rather die than al-
low’ the boy to be disillusioned.

“She—wanted —him to become —the
man—his —father —was,” he mused bit-
terly as he boarded a home-bound
train.

CONSTRUCTING THE BIG GUNS

Enormous Amount of Labor Involved
in the Making of Theso

Weapons of War.

A fascinating sight is to watch the
first stages in the manufacture of the
big guns, which are proving so devas-
tating in the war. A solid ingot of
steel, some fifty feet in length and
weighing about one hundred tons, is
employed in the making of a 13-inch
gun. After being forged and then al-
lowed to cool, so that it may be
toughened for the heavy work, this gi-
gantic bar of steel Is pressed Into cylin-
drical shape by a powerful hydraulic
press, which exerts a pressure of any-

thing between 5,000 to 10,000 tons to
the square inch. Later what is known
as the trepanning operation is carried
out, namely drilling the bore from end
to end. Next the bore is rifled.

The most impressive sight, however,
is the hardening process, when the
rough weapon is heated to dazzling
white heat and plunged into a well
full of oil. If the operation takes
place in the night time the sight of
this big, glowing bar of metal being

lowered apparently into the bowels of
the earth issuing leaping tongues of
flames from the burning oil, may be
likened to a scene from Dante’s Infer-
no. The gun is left to cool in the oil
bath, out of which it comes hardened,
toughened and tempered.

Now follows the wire-winding opera-
tion to make the weapon stronger and
impart to it some measure of elastic-
ity. This wire winding is much the
same in principle as the whipping on

the handle of a cricket bat. In this
case, how’ever, the whipping takes the
form of a strong steel ribbon, w’hich
is wound around the body of the gun.
Every 13-inch gun has about one hun-
dred and twenty miles of this steel
ribbon wound about it. Some idea of the
labor involved in the manufacture of
one of these guns may be gathered

from the fact that from start to finish
the time occupied is 12 months.

Quite a New Dance.
Like a flying dumpling Uncle Flop-

wit projected himself from the moving

bus to the pavement.

But mud was everywhere.
Poor old Uncle Flopwrit’s feet

touched the paving stones for a frac-
tion of a second, but he proceeded for
the next ten yards of his w ray face
downward —his white waistcoat churn-
ing a neat furrow in the slime.

Then a lamppost brought him to a

halt. He was still prostrate when a
Samaritan’s voice exclaimed:

“Oh, dear! Poor old gentleman!

Have you hurt yourself?”
Now, Uncle Flopwit didn’t like be-

ing called old, and he considered the
rest of the question ridiculous.

‘Hurt myself? Of course not! That
sliding business Is the first figure of a

new dance —the walrus glide Sup
posed to be a walrus sliding off a

block ot ice into the sea. Did it rather
neatly, I think, don't you, you idiot?”
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