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PREFACE ON DOCTORS

It is not the fault of our doctors that the medical service
of the community, as at present provided for, is @ murderous
absurdity. That any sane nation, having observed that you
conld provide for the supply of bread by giving bakers a
pecuniary intercst in baking for you, should go on 1o give
# surgeon a pecumiary interest in cutting off your leg, is
enough to make one despair of political homanity. But
that §s precisely what we have done. And the more appal-
ling the mutilation, the more the mutilator is paid. He who
corrects the ingrowing toz-nail receives a few shillings:
he who cuts your inside out receives hundreds of guineas,
except when he does it to a poor person for practice.
Scandalized voices murmur that these operations are
necessary. They may be. It may also be necessary to
hang a man or pull down a house. But we take good care
not to make the hangman and the houscbreaker the judges
of ®at. If we did, no man's neck would be =afe and ne
man’s house stable. But we do make the doctor the judge,
and fine him anything from sixpence to several hundred
guineas if he decides in our favor. I cannot knock m
shins severely without forcing on some surgeon the difi-
cult question, “ Could I not make a better use of a pocket-
ful of guineas than this man is making of his leg? Could
he not write as well—or even better—on one leg than on
two? And the guincas would make all the difference in
the world to me just now. My wife—my pretty ones—
xiii



xiv The Doctor’s Dilemma

the leg may mortify—it is always safer to operate—he
will be well in a forenight—artificial legs are now so well
made that they are really better than natural ones—evo-
lution is tnwn:ga motors and leglessness, &c., &c., &c."
Now there is no calculation that an engineer can make
as to the behavior of a girder under = strain, or an astron-
omer as to the recurrence of a comet, more certain than
the calculation that under such circumstances we shall be
dismembered unnecessarily in all directions by surgeons
who believe the operations to be necessary solely because
they want to perform them. The process metaphorically
called bleeding the rich man is performed not only
metaphorically but literally every day by surgeons who are
quite as honest as most of us. After all, what harm is
thercin it? The surgeon need not take off the rich man's
(or woman's) leg or arm: he can remove the appendix
or the uvuls, and leave the patient nope the worse after
a fortnight or so in bed, whilst the numse, the general
ractitioner, the apotheeary, and the surgeon will br the
etter.

Doubtful Character borne by the
Medical Profession,

Again I hear the woices indignantly muttering old
Phrases abour the high character of a noble profession
and the honor and conscience of its members. I must
reply that the medical profession has not a high chara-ter;
it hes an infamous character. 1 do not know a single
thoughtful and well-informed person who does not feel
that the tragedy of illness at present is that it delivers you
helplessly inta the hands of a profession which you deeply
mistrust, because it not only advocates and practises the
most revolting crueltics in the pursuit of knowledge, and
justifies them on grounds which would equally justify
practising the same cruelties on yoursclf or your children,
or burning down London to test a patent fire extinguisher,
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but, when it has shocked the public, tries to reassure it
with lics of breath-bereaving brazenness, ‘That is the char-
acter, the medical profession has got just now. It may be
descrved or it may not: there it is at all events; and the
doctors who have not realized this are living in a fool's
paradise. As to the honor and conscience of doctors, they
have as much as any other class of men, no more and no
less. And what other men dare pretend to be impartial
where they have a strong pecuniary interest on one side
Nobody supposes that doctors are less virtuous than judges ;
but a judge whose salary and reputation depended on
whether the verdict was for plaintff or defendant, pro-
seciitor or prisoncr, would be as lietle trusted as a general
in the pay of the enemy. To offer me a doctor as my
judge, and then weight his decision with a bribe of a
large sum of money and a virtual goarantee that if he
makes a mistake it can never be proved against him, is
to o wildly beyond the ascertained strain which human
naturg will bear. It s simply unscientific to allege or
believe that doctors deo not under existing circumstances
perform unnecessary operations and manufacture and pro-
long lucrative illnesses. The only ones who can claim to
be above suspicion are these who are so much sought after
that their cured paticnts are immediately replaced by fresh
ones. And there is this curious psychological fact to be
remembered : a serious illness or a death advertizes the
dector exactly a3 a hanging advertizes the barrister who
defesdded the person hanged. Suppose, for example, =
royal personage gets something wrong with his throae, or
has a pain in his inside. If a doctor effects some trumpery
cure with a wet COMPress or 4 pe Pcrmint Inmngc nnb-od]r
takes the least notice of him. But if he operates on the
throat and kills the patient, or extirpates an internal organ
and keeps the whole nation palpitating for days whilst
the patient hovers in pain and fever between life and
death, his fortune is made: every rich man who omits to
call him in when the same symptoms appear in his househald
&
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is held not to have done his utmest duty to the patient.
The wonder is that there is a king or gueen left alive in
Europe.

Doctors’ Consciences.

There is ancther difficulty in trusting to the honor
and conscience of & doctor, Doctors are just like other
Englishmen: most of them have no honor and neo
conscience: what they commeonly mistake for these is
gentimentaliey and an intense dread of doing anything
that everybody else does not do, or omitting to do any-
thing thar everybody else does. This of course dees
amount te & sort of working or role-of-thumb conscience ;
but it means that you will do anything, good or bad, pro-
vided you get enough people to keep you in countensnce
by doing it also, It is the sort of conscience that makes it
possible to keep order on & pirate ship, or in a troop d:rf'
brigands. It may be said that in the last analysis there is
no other sort of honor or conscience in existence—that
the assent of the majority is the only sanction known to
ethics. Mo doubt this holds goed in political practice. If
mankind knew the facts, and agreed with the doctors, then
the doctors would be in the right; and any person who
thought otherwise would be a lunatic. But mankind does
not agree, and docs not know the facts. All that can
be said for medical popularity is that until there is a
practicable alternative to blind trust in the doctor, the
truth abont the doctor 12 so terrible that we dare nc face
it, Molidre saw through the doctors; bue he had to call
them in just the same. MNapeleon had no illusions aboue
them; but he had to die under their treatment just as
much as the most eredulous ignoramus that ever paid
sixpence for a bottle of strong medicine. In this predica-
ment most people, to save themselves from unbearable
mistrust and misery, or from being driven by their con-
science into actual conflict with the law, fall back on the
old rule that if you cannot have what yon believe in you
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must believe in what you have. When your child iz 1ll or
your wife dying, and you happen to be very fond of them,
or even when, if you are not fond of them, you are human
enough to forget every personal grudge before the spectacle
of a fellow creature in pain or peril, what you want is
comfort, reassurance, something to clutch ar, were it but
a straw. ‘This the doctor brings you. You have a wildly
urgent feeling that something must be done; and the
doctor does something. Sometimes what he does kills
the patient; but you do not know that; and the docror
assures you that all that human skill could do has been
done. And nobody has the brutality to say to the newly
bereft father, mother, husband, wife, brother, or sister,
* You have killed your lost darling by your credulity.”

The Peculiar People.

Besides, the calling in of the doctor is now compulsory
exceprain cases where the patient is an sdult and not too
ill to decide the steps to be taken. We are subject to
prosecution for manslaughter or for criminal neglect if
the patient dies without the consolations of the medical

rafession, This menace is kept before the public by the
eculiar People. The Peculiars, as they are called, have
grined their name by believing that the Bible s infallible,
and taking their belief quite seriously, The Bible is very
clear as to the treatment of illness. The Epistle of James,
chaptlr v., contains the following explicit directions :—
14. Is any sick among you? let him call for the
elders of the Church; and let them pray over him,
ancinting him with oil in the name of the Lardt
15. And the prayer of faith shall save the sick, and
the Lord shall raise him up; and if he have committed
sins, they shall be forgiven him,

The Peculiars obey these instructions and dispense with
doctors. They are ‘therefore prosccuted for manslaughter
when their children die,
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When [ was a young man, the Peculiars were usually
acquitted. The prosecurion broke down when the doctor
in the witness box was asked whether, if the child had had
medical attendance, it would have lived. It was, of course,
impossible for any man of scnse and honor to assume divine
omniscience by answering this in the affirmative, or indeed
pretending to be able to answer it at all. And on this the
judge had to instruce the jury that they must scquit the
prisoner. Thus a judge with & keen sense of law (& very
rare phenomenon en the Bench, by the way) was spared
the possibility of having to scntence one prisoner (under
the Blasphemy Laws) for questioning the authority of
Scripture, and another for ignorantly and superstitionsly
accepring it as a guide to conduct. To-day all this is
changed. The doctor never hesitates to claim divine omni-
science, nor to clamor for laws to ponish any scepticism
on the part of laymen. A modern docter thinks nothing
of signing the death certificate of one of his own diph:hq:fin
patients, and then going into the witness box and swlearing
a Peculiar into prison for six months by assuring the jury,
on oath, that if the prisoner’s child, dead of diphth:ﬁu,
had been placed under his treatment instead of thar of St.
James, it wonld not have died. And he does so not only
with impunity, but with public applause, though the logical
course would be to prosecute him either for the murder of
his own patent or for perjury in the case of 5t James.
Yet no barrister, apparently, dreams of asking for the gtatis-
tics of the relative r:a:.l:-murtaiit}r in diphﬂmria amo the
Peculiars and ameng the believersin docrors, on which alone
any valid opinion conld be founded. The barrister is as
superstiions as the doctor 15 infatuated ; and the Pecaliar
goes unpitied to his eell, though nothing whatever has been
proved except that his child died without the interference
of a doctor as cffectually as any of the hundreds of children
who die every day of the same diseases in the doctor's care.
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Recoil of the Dogma of Medical
Infallibility on the Doctor.

On the other hand, when the doctor is in the dock, or
is the defendant in an action for malpractice, he has to
struggle against the inevitable result of his former pretences
to infinite knowledge and unerring skill, He has taught
the jury and the judge, and even his own counsel, to believe
that every doctor can, with a glance at the tongue, a touch
on the pulse, and a reading of the clinical thermometer,
diagnose with absolute certainty a patient’s complaint, also
that on dissecting a dead body he can infallibly put his
finger on the cause of death, and, in cases where poisoning
is suspected, the nature of the poison used. Now all this
supposed exactness and infallibility is imaginary; and to
treat a doctor as if his mistakes were necessarily malicious
or corrupt malpractices (an inevitable deduction from the
postulmce that the doctor, being omniscient, cannot make
mistakes) is as unjust as to blame the nearcst apothecary
for not being prepared to supply you with sixpenny-worth of
the elixir of life, or the nearest motor garage for not having
pe:ipttual maotion on sale in gallon tins. But if apothecaries
and motor car makers habitually advertized elixir of life and
Ecrpc:u:] motion, and succeeded in creating a strong general

elief that they could supply it they would find themselves
in an awkward position if they were indicted for allowing a
custober to die, or for humi:ng a chauffeur I:ry putling ]:Ii.'.'t:n:rl
into his car. That is the predicament the doctor finds
himself in when he has to defend himself against a charge
of malpractice by a plea of ignorance and fallibility, His
plea is received with flat increduliy; and he gews lintle
sympathy, even from laymen who kdow, becanse he has
brought the incredolity on himself. If ke escapes, he can
only do so by opening the eyes of the jury to the facts
that medical science is as yet very imperfectly differentiated
from common curemongering witchoraft; that disgnosis,
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though it means in many instances (including even the
identification of pathogenic bacilli under the microscope)
only a choice among terms 3o logse that they would not be
scepted as definitions in any really exact science, 15, even
at that, an uncertain and difficult matter on which doctors
often differ; and that the very best medical opinion and
treatment varics widely from doctor to doctor, one practi-
tioner preseribing six or seven scheduled poisons for so
familiar & discase a3 enteric fever where another will not
tolerate drugs at all ; one starving & patient whom another
would stuff ; one urging an operation which another would
regard as unnecessary and dungerous; one giving alcohol
gnd meat which another would sternly forbid, &xc., &c.,
&, : all these discrepancies arising not between the epinion
of good doctors and bad ones (the medical contention is, of
course, that a bad doctor is an impﬂisibi]hy}. but between
practitioners of equal eminence and authority, Ususlly it
is impossible to persuade the jury that these facts are facts,
Juries seldom notice facts; and they have been taught 1o
regard any doubts of the emniscicnce and omnipotence of
doctors as blasphemy. Even the fact that doctors them-
selves die of the very diseases they profess to cure passes
unnoticed. We do not shoot out our lips and shake our
heads, saying, ¥ They save others : themselves they cannot
save " : their reputation stands, like an African king's
palace, on a foundation of dead bodies; and the result
that the verdict goes against the defendant when the
defendant is a doctor accused of malpractice,

Fortunately for the doctors, they very seldom find them-
selves in this position, because it is so difficult 1o prove
anything against them, The only evidence that can decide
a case of malpractice is expert evidence: that is, the
evidence of other doctors; and every doctor will allow a
colleague to decimate a whole countryside sooner than
violate the bond of professional etiquet by giving him
away. [Itis the nurse who gives the doctor away in private,

duse every nuree has some particular doctor whom she
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likes; and she usually assures her patients that all the
others are disastrous noodles, and soothes the tedium of
the sick-bed by gossip about their blunders. Shewill even
give & doctor away for the sake of making the patient
belicve that she knows more than the doctor. But she
dure not, for her livelihood, give the doctor away in public.
And the doctors stand by one another at all costs. Mow
and then some doctor in an unassailable position, like the
late Sir Willlam Gull, will go into the witness box and
say what he really thinks about the way a patient has been
treated ; but such behavior is considered little short of
infamous by his colleagues,

Why Doctors do not Differ,

The truth is, there would never be any public agree-
ment among decrors if they did not agree to agree on the
main point of the doctor being always in the right. Yet
the two guinca man never thinks that the five shilling man
is right: if he did, he would be understood as confessing to
an overcharge of 1 :17s.; and on the same ground the
five shilling man cannot encourage the notion thar the
owner of the sixpenny surgery round the corner is quite up
to his mark. Thus even the layman has to be taught that
infallibility is not quite infallible, because there are two
qualities of it to be had at two prices.

Burt there is no agreement even in the same rank at the
sam@price. During the first great epidemic of influenza
towards the end of the nineteenth century a London evening
paper sent round a journalist-patient to all the great con-
sultants of that day, and pablished their advice and pre-
scriptions : a proceeding passionately denounced by the
medical papers as a breach of confidence of these eminent
physicians, The case was the same ; but the prescriptions
were different, and so was the advice, Now a doctor
cannot think his own treatment right and at the same time
think his colleague right in prescribing a different treat-



xxii The Doctor's Dilemma

ment when the patient is the same. Anyone whe has
ever known doctors well enough te hear medical shop
talked withour reserve knows that they arc full of stories
ahout each other's blonders and errors, and that the I'J:lt::r'_!r
of their omniscience and omniporence no more holds good
among themselves than it did with Malitre and Napoleon.
But for this very reason ho doctor dare accuse another or
malpractice. He is not sure cnough of his own opinion
to ruin another man by it. He knows that if such conduct
were tolerated in his profession no doctor’s livelihood or
reputation would be worth & years purchase, I de not
blame him: I should do the same myself. But the effect
of this state of things is to make the medical profession a
conspiracy to hide its own shortcomings, No doubt the
same may be said of all professions. They are sll con-
spiracies against the laity ; and 1 do not suggest that the
medical conspiracy is cither better or worse than the
military conspiracy, the legal conspiracy, the sacerdotal
conspiracy, the gic conspiracy, the royal and aristo-
cratic conspiracy, the literary and artistic conspiracy, and
the innumerable industrial, commercial, and financial can-
spiracies, from the trade unions to the great exchanges,
which make up the huge conflict which we call society,
But it is Jess suspected. The Radicals who used to advo-
cate, a5 an indispensable preliminary to social reform, the
strangling of the last king with the entrails of the last
E:m‘c, substituted compulsory vaccination for compulsery

ptism without a murmur. '

The Craze for Operations,

Thus everything is on the side of the doctor. When men
dic of discase they are said to dic from natural causes. When
they recover (and they mostly do) the doctor gets the
credit of curing them. In surgery sll operations are recorded
as successful if the patient can be got out of the hospital
or nursing home alive, though the subsequent history of
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the case may be such as would make an honest surgeon vow
never to recommend or perform the operation again. The
large range of operations which consist of amputating limbs
and extirpating organs admits of no direct verification of
their necessity. There is & fashion in operations as there is
in sleeves and skirts : the triumph of some surgeon who has
at last found out how to make a once desperate operation
fairly safe is usually followed by a rage for that operation not
only among the doctors, but actually among their patients,
There are men and women whom the cperating table seems
to fascinate : half-alive people who through vanity, or hypo-
chondria, or a craving to be the constant objects of anxious
attention or what naot, lose such feeble sense as thl:)l’ ever
had of the value of their own organs and limbs, They scem
to care as little for mutilation as lobsters or lizards, which
at least have the excuse that they grow new claws and new
tails if th;:] lose the old ones. 'l’hilst this book was being
prepared for the press a case was tried in the Courts, of a
manewho sued a railway company for damages because a
train had run over him and amputated both his legs. He
lost his case because it was proved that he had deliberately
contrived the occurrence himself for the sake of getting an
idler’s pension at the expense of the railway company, being
too .|iull:!| to realize how much maore he had to lose than to
gain by the bargain even if he had won his case and received
damages above his utmost hopes.

This amazing case makes it possible to say, with some
prolpect of being believed, that there is in the classes who
can afford to pay for fashionable operations a sprinkling
of persons so incapable of appreciating the relative im-
portance of preserving their bodily integrity (including the
capacity for parentage) and the pleasure of talking about
themselves and hearing themselves talked about asthe heroes
and hercines of sensational operations, that they tempt
surgeons to operate on them not only with huge fees, but
with personal solicitation. Now it cannot be too often re-
peated that when an operation is once performed, nobody
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can ever prove that it was unnecessary, If I refuse to allow
my leg to be amputated, its mortification and my death may

prove that [ was wrong; but if I let the Ir:g go, nobody can
ever prove that it would not have mortified had I been

obstinate, Operation is therefore the safe side for thesurgeon
as well as the lucrative side. The result is thar we hear of
“eonservative surgeons’’ as a distince class of practitioners
who make it a rule not to operate if they can possibly help
it, and who are sought after by the people who have vitality
enough to regard an operation as a last resort, But no
surgeon is bound to take the conservative view. IF he be-
lieves that an organ is at best & useless survival, and thae if
li= extirpates it the paticnt will be well and none the worse
in a fortnight, whereas to await the natural cure would mean
a month's illness, then he is clearly justified in recommend-
ing the operation even if the cure without eperation is as
certain asanything of the kind ever can be. Thus the con-
servative surgeon and the radical or extirpatory surgeon may
bath be right as far as the ultimate cure is concernad; so
that their consciences do not help them out of their differ-
ENCES,

Credulity and Chloroform.,

There is no harder scientific fact in the world than the
fact that belief can be produced in practically unlimited
quantty and intensity, without obscrvation or reasoning.
and even in defiance of both, by the simple desire to be-
lieve founded on a strong interest in believing. Everfiody
recognizes this in the case of the amatory infatuations of
the adolescents who see angels and heroes in obviously (to
others) commonplace and even objectionable maidens and
youths. But it holds good over the entire ficld of human
activity. The hardest-headed materialise will become a con-
sulter of table-rappers and slate-writers if he loses a child
or a wife so heloved that the desire to revive and communi-
cate with them becomes irresistible. The cobbler believes
that there is nothing like leather, The Imperialist who
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regards the conguest of England by a foreign power a3 the
warst of political misfortunes believes that the conguest of
a foreign power by England would be a boon to the con-

uered. Doctors are no more proof against such illusions
than other men. Can anyone then doubt that under existing
conditions- a great deal of unnecessary and mischievous
aperating is bound to go on, and that paticnts are encouvaged
to imagine that modern surgery and anesthesia have made
operations much less seriots matters than they really are?
When doctors write or speak to the public about operations,
they imply, and often say in so many words, that chloroform
has made surgery painless. People who have been operated
on know better. The patient docs not fecl the knife, and
the operation is therefore cnormously facilitated for the
surgeon ; but the patient pays for the anesthesia with hours
of wretched sickness; and when that is over there 15 the
pain of the wound made by the surgeon, which has to heal
like any other wound. This is why operating surgeons, who
arc wually out of the house with their fee in their pockets
before the paticnt has recovered consciousness, and who
therefore see nothing of the suffering witnessed by the
general practitioner and the nurse, nccuinm!lg talk of
operations very much as the hangman in Barnaby Rudge
talked of executions, as if being operated on were a luxury
in sensation as well as in price.

Medical Poverty.

'l'n make matters worse, doctors are hideously poor. The
Irish gentleman doctor of my boyhood, who took nothing
less than a guines, though he might pay you four visits for
it, seems to have no equivalent nowadays in English society.
Better be a railway porter than an ordinary English gencral
practitioner. A railway porter has from eighteen to twenty-
three shillings a week from the Company merely as a re-
tainer; and his additional fees from the public, if we leave
the third-class twopenny tip out of account (and I am by
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no means surc that even this reservation need be made),
are equivalent to doctar's fees in the case of second-class
passengers, and double doctor’s fees in the case of first.
Any class of educated men thus treated tends to become a
brigand class, and doctors are no exception to the rule.
They are offered disgraceful prices for advice and medicine.
Their patients are for the most part so poor and o ignorant
that good advice would be resented as impracticable and
wounding. When you arc so poor that you cannot afford to
refuse cighteenpence from a man who is too poor to pay
you any more, it is useless to tell him that what he or his
sick child sneeds is not medicine, but more leisure, better
elothes, better food, and a better drained snd wentilated
house. It is kinder to give him a bottle of something almost
as cheap as warter, and tell him to come again with another
eighteenpence if it does not cure him. When you have
done that over and over again every day for a week, how
much scientific conscience have you lefti IF you are weak-
minded enongh to cling desperately to your cighteenpence
as denoting a certain social superiority to the sixpenny
doctor, you will be miserably poor all your life ; whilst the
sixpeany doctor, with his low prices and quick tarnover
of patients, visibly makes much more than you do and kills
ne more people.

A docror's character can no more stand out against such
conditions than the lungs of his patients can stand out
against bad wentilation. The enly way in which he ean
preserve his selferespect is by forgeting all he ever 1éirne
of science, and clinging to such help as he can give without
cost merely by being less ignorant and more accustomed to
sick-beds than his patients. Finally, he acquires a certain
skill at nursing cases under ]ercrl:}'-stricken domestic con-
ditions, just as women who have been trained as domestic
scrvants in some huge insticution with lifts, vacuum cleaners,
electric lighting, stcam heating, and machinery that turns
the kitchen into a |abu-ratnrr and :ngine house ;pmbin:d1
manage, when they are sent out into the world to drudge
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as general servants, to pick up their business in a new way,
learning the slatternly habits and wretched makeshifts of
homes where even bundles of kindling wood are luxurics
to be anxiously economized.

The Successful Doctor.

The doctor whose success blinds public opinion to medical
poverty is almost as completely demoralized. His promo-
tion means that his pracrice becomes more and more con-
fined to the idle rich. The proper advice for most of their
ailments is typified in Abernethy's * Live on sixpence 2 day
and earn it.” But here, as at the other end uF the scale,
the right advice is neither agrecable nor practicable. And
EVETY hygochcrndrincal rich lady or gentleman who can be
persuaded that he or she is a lifelong invalid means any-
thing from fifty to five hundred pounds a year for the doctor,
Operations enable a surgeon to earn similar sums in a couple
of holirs ; and if the surgeon also keeps a narsing home, he
may make considerable profits at the same time by running
what is the most expensive kind of hotel. These gains are
so great that they nndo much of the moral advantage which
the ghsence of grinding pecuniary anxicty gives the rich
doctor over the poor ene. It is true that the temptation to
prescribe a sham treatment because the real treatment is too
dear for cither patient or doctor does not exist for the rich
doctor. He always has plenty of genuine cases which can
affol gennine treatment; and these provide him with
enough sincere scientific professional work to save him from
the ignorance, obsolescence, and atrophy of scientific con-
science into which his poorer collcagues sink. But on the
other hand his expenses are enormous. Ewven as a bachelor,
he must, at London west end rates, mzke over a thousand
a year before he can afford even to insure his life, His
house, his servants, and his equipage (or autopage) must be
on the scale to which his patients are accustomed, though
2 couple of rooms with a camp bed in one of them might
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satisfy his own requirements, Above all, the income which
provides for these outgoings stops the moment he himself
stops working. Unlike the man of business, whose managers,
clerks, warchousemen and laborers keep his business going
whilst he is im bed or in his club, the doctor cannot earn
a farthing by deputy. Though he s cxceptionally exposed
to infection, and has to face all weathers at all hours of the
night and day, often not enjoying a complete night's rest
for a week, the money stops coming in the moment he stops
going out; and therefore illness h.a.-.l_llpctill terrars for him,
and success no certain permanence. He dare notstopmaking
hay while the sun shines; for it may set at any time. Men
do not resist pressure of this intensity. When they come
under it as doctors they pnt: unnecessary visits; they write
prescriptions that are as absurd as the rub of chalk with
which an Irish tailor once charmed away a wart from my
father's finger; they conspire with surgeons to promote
operations; they nurse the delusions of the malade imapinaire
{who is always really ill because, as there is no such thing
as perfect health, nobody is ever really well) ; they exploit
human folly, vanity, and fear of death as ruthlessly as their
own health, strength, and patience are exploited by selfish
hypochondriacs. They muzt do all these things or else run
pecuniary risks that no man can fairly be asked to run, And
the heslthier the world becomes, the more they are com-
pelled tolive by imposture and the less by that really helpful
activity of which all doctors get enough to preserve them
from utter corruption. For even the most hardenedfum-
bug whe ever prescribed ether tonics to ladies whose need
for tonics is of precisely the same character as the need of
poorer women for a glass of gin, has to help a mother throngh
child-bearing often enough to feel that he is not living
whaolly in vain.
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The Psychology of Self-Respect in
Surgeons.

The surgeon, though often more unscropulous than the
general practitioner, retains his selfrespect more easily.
The human conscience can subsist on very questionable food.
No man who is occupied in doing a very difficult thing,
and doing it very well, ever loses his self-respect. The
shirk, the deffer, the malingerer, the coward, the weakling,
may be put out of countenance by his own failures and
frauds; but the man who does evil skilfully, energetically,
masterfully, grows prouder and bolder at every crime. The
common man may have to found his self-respect on sobricty,
honesty and industry; but a Napoleon needs no such props
for his sense of dignity. IF Nelson's conscience whispered
to him at all in the silent watches of the night, you may
depend on it it whispered sbout the Baltic and the Nile
and Cape St. Vincent, and not about his unfaithfulness o
his wife. A man who robs little children when no one is
looking can hardly have much selferespect or even self-
esteem; but an accomplished burglar must be proud of
himself. In the play to which I am at present preluding I
have represented an artist who is 5o entirely satisfied with
his artistic conscience, even to the point of dying like a
saint with its support, that he is utterly selfish and un-
scrupulous in every other relation without feeling at the
smallgse disadvantage, The same thing may be observed in
women who have a genius for personal attractiveness: they
expend more thought, labor, skill, inventiveness, taste and
endurance on making themselves lovely than would suffice
to keep a dozen ugly women honest; and this enables
them to maintain a high opinion of themselves, and an
angry contempt for unattractive and personally careless
women, whilse they lie and cheat amr slander and sell
themselves without a blush. The truth is, hardly any of
us have cthical energy cnough for more than one really
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inflexible point of henor. Andrea del Sarto, like Louis
Dubedat in my play, must have cxpended on the attain-
ment of his great mastery of design and his originality in
fresco painting more conscientiousness and industry than
go to the making of the rcputztiatu; of a dozen nrd:[n:?
mayors and churchwardens ; but (if Vasari is to be believed)
when the King of France entrusted him with money to
buy pictures for him, he stole it to spend on his wife,
Such cases are not confined to eminent artists. Unsuccess-
ful, unskilful men are often much more scropulous than swe-
cessful ones. In the ranks of ordinary skilled labor many
men are to be found whe ecarn good wages and are
never out of a job because they are strong, indefatigable,
and skilful, and who therefore are bold in a high opinion
of themselves; but they are selfish and tyrannical, glutton-
ous and drunken, as their wives and children know to their
cast,

Mot only do these talented cnergetic people retsin their
self-respect through shameful misconduct: they do not
even lose the respect of others, because their talents benefit
and interest everybody, whilst their vices affect only a few.
An actor, 2 painter, a composer, an auther, may be as sclfish
as he likes without reproach from the public if only his
art is superb; and he cannot fulfil this condition without
sufficient effort and sacrifice to make him feel noble and
martyred in spite of his selfishness. It may even happen
that the selfishness of an artist may be a benefit to the
public by enabling him to concentrate himself on theiggzrati-
fication with a recklessness of every other consideration that
makes him highly dangerous to those about him. In sacri-
ficing others to himsclf he is sacrificing them to the public
he gratifies; and the public is quite content with that
arrangement. The public actually has an interest in the
artist’s vices.

It has no such interest in the surgeon’s vices, The sur-
geon's art is exercised at its cxpense, not for its gratifica-
tion. We do not go to the operating table as we go to the
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theatre, to the picture gallery, to the concert room, to be
catertained and delighted: we po to be tormented and
maimed lest a worse thing should befall us. It is of the
most cxtreme importance to us that the cxperts on whose
assgrance we face this horror and soffer this mutilation
should have no intereats but our own to think of ; should
judge our cases ecientifically; and should feel about them
kindly. Let us sce what guarantees we have: first for the
science, and then for the kindness,

Are Doctors Men of Science?

I presume nobody will question the existence of a widely
spread popular delusion that every doctor is a man of science.
It is cscaped only in the very small elass which under-
stands by science something more than conjuring with
retorts and Epiﬁt 15.1:11:5,. magnets and m{:msmpu, and dis-
covering magical cures for disease. To a sufficiently ignor-
ant mak every cné.)ti.in of a trading scheoner is a Galileg,
every organ-grindcr a Beethoven, cvery piano-tuner a
Helmheltz, every Old Bailey barrister 2 Solon, every Seven
Dials Pigcpn—d:alcr a Darwin, every scrivener a E]:l.:l:ﬁptzr,
every locomotive engine a miracle, and its driver no less
wonderful than George Stepherson. As a matter of fact,
the rank and file of doctors are no more scientific than
their tatlors; or, if you prefer to put it the reverse way,
their tailors are no less scientific than they. Doctoring is
an art ot a scicnce: any layman who 1s interested in
science sufficiently to take in onc of the scientific journals
and follow the literature of the scientific movement, knows
more about it than these doctors (probably a large majority)
who are not interested in it, and practise only to earn
their bread. Doctoring is not even the art of kecping
peeple in health (no doctor scems able to advise you what
to eat any better than his grandmother or the nearest
quack): it is the art of curing illnesses. It does happen
exceptionally that a practising doctor makes a contribution

3
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to science (my play describes a very notable one); bue it
happens much oftener that he draws disastrous conclusions
from his elinical cxperience because he has no conception
of scientific method, and believes, like any rustic, that the
handling of evidence and statistics nceds no expertness,
The distinction berween a quack doctor and a qualified
ene is mainly that only the qualified one is autherized to
sign death certificates, for which both sorts seem to have
about equal occasion. Ungqualified practitioners now make
large incomes as hygienists, and are resorted to as frequently
by cultivated amateur scientists who understand quite
well what they are doing as by ignorant people who are
simply dupes. Bone-setters make fortuncs under the very
noses of our greatest surgeons from educated and wealthy
patients; and some of the most successful doctors on the
register use quite heretical methods of treating disease, and
have qualificd themselves solcly for convenience, Leaving
out of account the village win:E-:s who prescribe spells and
scll charms, the humblest professional healers in this coun-
try are the herbalists, These men wander through the ficlds
on Bunday secking for herbs with magic properties of curing
disease, preventing childbirth, and the like. Each of them
believes that he 15 on the verge of a t discovery, in
which Virginia Snake Root will be an ingredient, heaven
knows why! Virginia Snake Root fascinates the imagina-
tion of the herbalist as mercury wsed to fascinate the
alchemists, On weck days he keeps a shop in which he
sells packets of pennyroyal, dandelion, &c., labelld with
litle lists of the discazes they are supposed to cure, and
apparently do cure to the satisfaction of the people who
keep on buying them. I have never been able to perceive
any distinction between the science of the herbalist and
that of the duly registered doctor. A relative of mine
recently consulted a doctor sbout some of the ordina

symptoms which indicate the need for a holiday end a
change, The doctor satisfied himself that the patient’s
heart was a little depressed. Digitalis being a drug labelled
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as & heart specific by the profession, he promptly adminis-
tered a stiff dose. Fortunately the patient was a hardy
old lady who was not easily killed, She recovered with
no worse result than her conversion to Christian Science,
which owes its vogue quite as much to public despair of
doceors as to superstition. I am not, ohserve, here concerned
with the question as to whether the dose of digitalis was
iudiriuus or not: the point is, that a farm laborer consule-
ing @ herbalist would have been treated in exactly the
same way.

Bacteriology as a Superstitiun.

The smattering of science that sll—even doctors—
pick up from the ordinary mewspapers nowadays only
makes the doctor more dangerons than he used to be. Wise
men used to take care to consult doctors qualified before
1860, who were usually contemptuous of or indifferent to
the gernt theory and bacteriological therapeutics ; bur now
that these veterans have mostly retired or died, we are left in
the hands of the generations which, having heard of microbes
much as 5t. Thomas Aquinas heard of angels, suddenly
concluded that the whole art of healing could be summed
up in the formula: Find the microbe and kill ie. And
cven that they did not know how to do. The simplest
way to kill most microbes is to throw them into an open
street or river and let the sun shine on them, which explains
the facgthat when preat cities have recklessly thrown all
their sewage into the open river the water has sometimes
been cleaner twenty miles below the city than thirty miles
above it. But doctors instinctively avoid all facts that are
reassuring, and eagerly swallow these that make it a marvel
that anyone could pessibly survive three days in an atmo-
sphere consisting mainly of countless pathogenic germs,

hey conceive microbes as immortal until slain by & germi-
cide administered by a duly qualified medical man. All
through Europe people are adjured, by public notices and
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even under legal penalties, not to throw their microbes into
the sunshine, but to collect them carcfully in a handker-
chief; shicld the handkerchief from the sun in the darkness
and warmth of the pocket ; and send it to a laundry to be
mixed up with everpbody else’s handkerchicfs, with results
only too familiar to local health aothorities.

In the first frenzy of microbe killing, surgical instru-
ments were dipped in carbolic oil, which was a grest
improvement on not dipping them in anything at all and
simply using them dirty ; but a3 microbes are so fond of
:nrbuﬁn eil that they swarm in it, it was not a success from
the anti-microbe point of view. Formalin was squirted into
the circulation of consumptives until it was discovered that
farmalin nourishes the tubercle bacillus handsomely and kills
men. The pn;;u]ar theory of disease is the common medical
theory : namely, that every disease had its microbe duly
created in the garden of Eden, and has been steadily propa-
gating itself and producing widening circles of malignant
disease ever since. It was plain from the first thilt if this
had been even approximately true, the whele human race
would have been wiped out by the plague long ago, and
thae every epidemic, instead of fading out as mystedously
us it rushed in, would spread over the whaele world. Tt was
also cvident that the characreristic microbe of n disease
might be 2 symprom instead of a cause. An unpunctual
man is always in a hurry; but it does not follow that
hurry is the cause of unpunctuality : on the contrary, what
is the matter with the patient is sloth, When ®lorence
Nightingale said blantly that if you overcrowded your
soldiers in dirty quarters there would be an outbreak of
smallpox among them, she was snubbed as an ignorant
female who did net know that smallpox can be produced
only by the importation of its specific microbe.

If this was the line taken about smallpox, the microbe
of which has never yet been run down and exposed under
the microscope by the bacteriologist, what must have been
the ardor of conviction as to tuberculosis, tetanus, enteric
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fever, Maltess fever, diEhr.h:riz, and the rest of the disenses
in which the characteristie bacillus had been identified !
When there was no bacillus it was assumed that, since no
dizcase could exist without a bacillus, it was simply elud-
ing observation. When the bacillus was found, #s it
frequently was, in persons who were not suffering from
the disease, the theory was saved by simply calling the
bacillos an impostor, or pseudo-bacillus. The same
boundless cru:luli}y which the public exhibit as to a
doctor’s power of disgnosis was shewn by the doctors
themselves as to the analytic microbe hunters. These witch
finders would give you a certificate of the nltimate constitu-
tion of anything from a sample of the water frem your well
to a scrap of your lungs, for seven-and-sizpence, I do not
suggest that the analysts were dishenest. No denbt they
carried the analysis as far as they could afford to carry it
for the money, No deubt alse they could afford to earry
it far enough to be of some use, But the fact remains that
just as doctors perform for half-a-crown, without the least
misgiving, operations which could not be thoroughly and
safely performed with due scientific rigor and the requisite
apparatus by an unaided private practitioner for less than
s0Mme !hnusmﬂsafpnunﬂa, sodid they prul:-:c:l on the RESU P
tion that they could get the last word of scienee as to the
:nﬁi;_itumt! of their pathological samples for a two-hours,
cab fare,

Economic Difficulties of Immunization.

I have heard doctors affirm and dcn]r almost every possible
proposition as to disease and trearment. I can remember
the time when doctors no more dreamt of consumprion
and pneumenia being infections than they now dream of
sea-sickness being infectious, or than so great a clinical
obscryer as Sydenham dreamt of smallpox being infectious,
I have heard doctors deny that there 1s such a thing as
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infection. I have heard them deny the existence of hydro-
phobix a3 a specific discase differing from tetanus, 1 have
heard them defend prophylactic measures and prophylactic
legislation as the sole and certain salvation of mankind
from zymotic disease ; and I have heard them denounce
both as malignant spreaders of cancer and lunacy. But
the one ebjection 1 have never heard from a doctor is the
uhj:l:l;iun. that ;:lmphj']q:l:is b}r the inﬂculntur}- methods maost
in vogue is an economic impessibility under our private
practice system. They boy some stoff from somebody for
ashilling, and inject a pennyworth of it under their paticnt’s
skin for half-a-crown, concluding that, since this primitive
rite. pays the somebody and pays them, the problem of
prophylaxis has been satsfactorily solved. The resules are
somerimes no worse than the ordinary resules of dirt getting
into cuts; but neither the docror nor the patient iz quire
satisfied unless the inoculation *takes™ 3 that s, unless it
produces perceptible illness and disablement. Sometimes
both doctor and patient get more value in this direction
than they bargain for. The results of ordinary private-
practice-inoculation at their worst are bad enough to be
indistinguishable from those of the most discreditable and
dreaded discase known; and doctors, to save the credit of
the inoculation, have been driven to accuse their patient
or I'J'lr:il.'JJitienl:'s parents of having contracted this discase
independently of the inoculation, an excuse which naturally
docs not make the family any more resigned, and leads to
public recriminations in which the doctors, filetting
everything but the immediate guarrel, naively excuse
themselves by admitting, and even claiming as a point in
their favor, that it is often impossible to distinguish the
disease produced by their inoculation and the disease they
have accused the patient of contracting. And both parties
assume that what is at issue is the scientific soundness of
the prophylaxis. It never occurs to them that the particalar
pathogenic germ which they intended to introduce into the
patient’s system may be quite innocent of the catastrophe,
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and that the casual dire introdoced with it may be at fault
When, as in the case of smallpox or cowpox, the germ has
not yet been detected, what you inoculate is simply un-
defined matter that has been seraped off an anything buat
chemically clean calf suffering from the disease in guestion.
You take your chance of the germ being in the scrapings,
and, lest you should kill it, you take no precautions against
ather germs being in it as well. Anything may happen as
the resulc of such zn inoculstion. ¥et this is the only
stuff of the kind which is prepared and supplied even in
State cstablishments : that is, in the only establishments free
from the commercial temptation to adulterate materials
and scamp pracautionary processes.

Even if the perm were identified, complete precautions
would hardly pay. It is true that microbe farming is not
expensive. The cost of breeding and housing two head of
cattle would provide for the breeding and housing of
enough microbes to inoculate the entire population of the
globe #ince human life first appeared on it, Bur the pre-
cautions necessary to insure that the inoculation shall con-
sist of nothing else but the required germ in the proper
state of attenuation are avery different matter from the pre-
cautions necessary in the distribution and eonsumption of
beefsteaks. Yet people expect to find vaccines and anti-
toxins and the like retailed at * popular prices” in private
enterprise shops just as they expect to find ounces of
tobaceo and papers of pins.

The Perils of Inoculation,

The trouble does not end with the matter to be inocu-
lated. There is the question of the condition of the patient.
The discoveries of Sir Almroth Wright have shewn that
the appalling results which led to the hasty dropping in
1894 of Koch’s tuberculin were not accidents, but perfectly
orderly and inevitable phenomena following the injection
of dangerously strong *vaccines " at the wrong moment, and
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reinforcing the disease instead of stimulating the resistance
to it. To ascertain the right moment a laboratory and a
staff of experts arc needed. The general practitioner,
having no such laboratery and no such experience, has
always chanced ir, and insisted, when he was unlucky,
that the results were not due to the inocculation, bur to
some other cause s 2 favorite and not very tactful one being
the drunkenness or licentionsness of the paticnt. But though
a few doctors have now lcarnt the danger of inoculating
without any reference to the patient’s “opsonic index ™ at
the moment of inoculation, and thoogh those other doctors
who are denonncing the danger 2s imaginary and opeonin
a3 2 craze or 2 fad, obviously do so because it involves an
operation which they have neither the means nor the
knowledge to perform, there is still no grasp of the econo-
mic change in the situation. They have never been warned
that the practicability of any method of extirpating disease
depends not only on its cfficacy, but on its cost. For
example, just at present the world has run ravidg mad
on the subject of radium, which has excited our ercd-
ulity precisely as the apparitions at Lourdes exeited the
eredulity of Roman Catholics, Suppose it were sseertained
that every child in the world could be rendered absolutely
immune from all disease during its entire life by taking
half an ounce of radium to every pint of its milk. The
world would be none the healthier, because not even =
Crown Prince—no, not even the son of a Chicago Meat
King, could afford the treatment. Yet it is doubeful wiksther
doctors would refrain from prescribing it on that ground.
The recklessness with which they now recommend winger-
ing in Egypt or at Davos to people who cannot afford to
go to Cornwall, and the orders given for champagne jelly
and old port in households where such luxuries must
cbviously be acquired at the cost of stinting necessaries,
often make one waonder whether it is possible for a man to
go through a medical training and retain a spark of common
sense,
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This sort of inconsiderateness gets cured only in the
classes where poverty, prel‘.thlluus g5 1t i& even at its worst,
cannot pitch its pretences high enough to make ir possible
for the doctor (himself often no better off than the patll:nl.jl
to assume that the average income of an English family is
about L2000 & year, and thae it is quite easy to bresk up
a home, sell an old family seat at a sscrifice, and retire
into & foreign sanatorium devoted to some * trestment™
that did not cxist two years ago and probably will not
exist (cxcept as a pretext for keeping an ordinary hotel)
two years hence. In a poor practice the doctor must
find cheap treatments for cheap people, or humilinte and
lose his patients either by prescribing beyond  their
means or sending them to the public hospitals. When it
comes to prophylactie incculation, the alternative lies
between the complete scientific process, which ean only
be brought down to a reasonable cost by being very highly
organized as o public service in a 'public institution, and
such theap, nasty, dangerous and ecientifically spurious
imitations as ordinary vaccination, which scems not un-
lth:l].r to be cndt:& like its cqun]l]r vannted forerunner,
XVIIL. century iJ:lnt:u:1.1InLi1:|r:1 by a purely reactionary law
making all sorts of vaccination, scientific or not, criminal
offences, Naturally, the poor doctor (that is, the average
doctor) defends ordinary vaccination frantically, as it
means to him the bread of his children. To secure the
vehement and practically unanimous suppore of the rank
and e of the medical profession for any sort of treatment
or opération, all that is necessary is thae it can be casily
practised by a rather shabbily dressed man in a surgically
dirty room in & surgically dirty house without any assist-
ance, and that the materials for it shell cost, say, & penny,
and the charge for it to a patient with £100 a year be half-
a-crown. And, on the other hand, & hygienic measure hu
only to be one of such refinement, difficaly, P\I'I:E-lilﬂﬂ
and costliness as to be quite beyond the resources of private
practice, to be ignored or angrily denounced as a fad.
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Trade Unionism and Science.

Here we have the cxplanation of the savage rancor that
so amazes people who imagine that the controversy con-
cerning vaccination is a scientific one. It has really nothing
to do with science. The medical profession, consisting
for the most part of very poor men struggling to keep up
gppearances beyvond their means, find themselves threat-
ened with the extinction of a considerable part of their
incomes: a part, too, that is casily and regularly earned,
since it is independent of disease, and brings every person
born into the nation, healthy or not, to the doctors. Ta
boot, there is the occasional windfall of an epidemic, with
its panic and rush for revaccination, Under such circum-
stances, vaccination would be defended desperately were
it twice as dirty, dangerous, and unscientific in method as
it actually is. The note of fury in the defence, the feel-
ing that the anti-vaccinator is doing a cracl, ruinohs, in-
considerate thing in 2 mood of malignant folly: all this,
so puzzling to the observer who knows nothing of the
economic side of the question, and only sees that the anti-
vaccinator, having nothing whatever to gain and a good
deal to lose by placing himself in opposition to the law
and to the ontery that adds private persecution to legal
penalties, can have no interest in the matter except the
interest of a reformer in abolishing a corrupt and mis-
chievous superstition, becomes intelligible the mome#t the
tragedy of medical poverty and the lucrativeness of cheap
viccination is taken into account.

In the face of such cconomic pressure as this, it is
silly to expect that medical teaching, any more than
medical practice, can possibly be seientific. The test to
which all methods nFP treatment are finally brought is
whether they are lucrative to doctors or not.” It would be
difficult to cite any proposition less obnoxious to science
than that advanced by Hahnemann: to wit, that drugs
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which in large doses produce certain symptoms, counter-
act them in very small doses, just as in more modern

ractice it is found that a sufficiently small ineculation
with typhoid rallies our powers to resist the disease instead
of prostrating us with it. But Hahnemann and his followers
were frantically persecuted for a century by pencrations
of apothecary-doctors whose incomes depended on the
quantity of drugs they could induce their patients to
swallow. These twa cases of ordinary vaccination and
homeopathy are typical of all the rest. Just as the object
of a trade union under existing conditions must finally be,
not to improve the technical quality of the work dene by
its members, but to secure a living wage for them, so the
object of the medical dﬂ?&mm today is to secure &n
income for the private doctor; and to this consideration
all concern for science and public health must give way
when the two come inte conflict. Fortunately they are
not always in conflict. Up to a certain point doctors, like
carpehiters and maswons, must earn their hving by doing the
work that the public wants from them; and as it is not in
the nature of things possible that such public want should
be based on unmixed disutility, it may be admitted that
doctors have their uscs, real as well 2s imaginary, Bue just
as the best carpenter or muzon will resist the introduction
of a machine that is likely to throw him out of work, or
the public technical education of unskilled laborers’ sons
to compete with him, so the doctor will resist with all
his Powers of persecution every advance of science that
threatens his income. And as the advance of scientific
hygiene tends to make the private doctor’s visits rarer, and
the public inspector’s frequenter, whilst the advance of
scientific therapeutics is in the direction of treatments that
involve highly organized laboratorics, hospitals, and public
institutions generally, it unluckily happens that the organi-
zation of private practitioners which we call the medical
profession is coming more and more to represent, hot
science, but desperate and embittered unti-science : u state
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of things which is likely to get worse until the average
doctor either depends upon or hopes for an appointment in
the public health scrvice for his livelihoed.

So much for our guarantees as to medical scicnce. Let
us now deal with the more painful subject of medical

kindness.
Doctors and Vivisection,

The importance to our doctors of a reputation for the
tenderest Eummity is so obvious, and the guantity of
benevolent work actually done by them for nothing (a
great deal of ir from sheer good nature) 2o large, that at
fiest eight it seems unaccountable thar they should not
only throw all their credit away, but deliberately choose
to band themselves publicly with outlaws and scoundrels
by claiming that in the pursuit of their professional know-
ledge they should be free from the restraints of law, of
honor, of pity, of remorse, of everything that distinguishes
an orderly citizen from 2 South Sea buccancer, or a Philo-
sopher from an inquisitor. For here we look in vain for
either an economic or a sentimental motive. In every
generation fools and blackguards have made this claim;
and honest and reasonable men, led by the strongest con-
temporary minds, have repudiated it and exposed its crude
rascality. From Shakespear and Dr, Johnson to Ruskin and
Mark Twain, the natural abhorrence of sane mankind for
the viviseetor's cruelty, and the contempt of able thinkers
for his imbecile casuistry, have been expressed by thesmose
popular spokesmen of humanity, If the medical profession
were to outdo the Anti-Vivisection Societies in a general
professional protest against the practice and principles of
the vivisectors, every doctor in the kingdom would gain
substantially by the immense relief and reconciliation
which would follow such a reassurance of the humanity
of the doctor, Not one doctor in a thousand is a vivisector,
or has any interest in vivisection, either pecuniary or in-
tellectual, or would treat his dog cruelly or allow anyone
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else to do it. It is true that the doctor complies with the
professional fashion of defending vivisection, and assuring
you that people like Shakespear and Dr. Johnson and Ruskin
and Mark Twain are ignorant sentimentalises, just as he
complies with any other silly fashion : the mystery is, how
it became the fashion in spite of its being so injurious to
those who follow ir. Making all possible allowance for
the effect of the brazen lying of the few men who bring a
rush of d:sﬁﬂiring patients to their doors by professing in
letters to the newspapers to have learnt from vivisection
how to cure certain diseases, and the assurances of the
sayers of smooth things that the practice is quite painless
under the law, it is still dificale to find any civilized
motive for an attitude F?' which the medical profession
kas everything to lose and nothing to gain.

The Primitive Savage Motive.

I may civilized motive a&t’iscdl}'; for primitive tribal
motives are easy enough to find, Every savage chief who
is not & Mahomet learns that if he wishes to strike the
imagination of his tribe—and without doing that he cannot
rule them—he must terrify or revolt them from time to
time by aces of hideous cruelty or disgusting unnaturalness.
We are far from being as superior to such tribes as we
imagine, It is very doubtful indeed whether Peter the
Great could have effected the changes he made in Russia
if g had not fascinated and intimidated his people by his
monstrons cruelties and grotesque escapades. Had he been
a ninttctnth-cr:ntm{ king of England, he wonld have had
to wait for some huge sccidental calamity: a cholera
epidemic, a war, or an insurrection, before waking us up
sufficiently to get anything done, Viviscction helps the
doctor to rule us as Peter ruled the Russians, ‘The notion
that the man who does dreadful things is superhuman, and
that therefore he can also do wonderful things either as .
ruler, avenger, healer, or what not, is by no means confined to
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barbarians. Just as the manifold wickednesses and stupidities
of our criminal code are supported, not by any general
comprehension of law or study of jurisprudence, not even
by simple vindictiveness, but by the superstition that a
calamity of any sort must be expiated by 2 human sacrifice ;
so the wickednesses and stupidities of onr medicine men
are rooted in superstitions that have no more to do with
scicnce than the traditional ceremony of ehristening an
ironclad has to do with the efectiveness of its armament.
We have only to turn to Macaulay’s description of the
treatment of Charles Il. in his last illness to see how
strongly his physicians felt that their only chance of cheating
death was by ontraging nature in tormenting and disgusting
their unfortunate patient. True, this was more than two
centaries ago; but I have heard my own nincteenth-century
grandfather describe the cupping and firing and nauscous
medicines of his time with perfect credulity as to their
benecficial  effects ; and some more modern treatments
appear to me quite as barbarous. It is in this wa§ that
vivisection pays the doctor, It appeals to the fear and
credulity of the savage in us ; and without Fear and eredulity
half the private doctor’s occupation end seven-cighths of
his influence would be gone.

The Higher Motive. The Tree of
Knowledge,

But the greatest force of all on the side of vivisestion
is the mighty and indeed divine force of curiosity. Here
we have no decaying tribal instinct which men strive to
root out of themselves as they strive to root out the tiger's
lnst for blood. On the contrary, the curiosity of the ape,
ar of the child who pulls out the legs and wings of a fly
to see what it will do without them, or who, on being told
that a cat dropped out of the window will always fall on
its legs, immediately trics the experiment on the nearest
cat from the highest window in the house (I procest I did
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it myself from the first loor only), is as nothing compared
to the thirst for knowledge of the philosopher, the poct,
the biologist, and the naturalist, I have always despised
Adam beeause he had to be tempted by the woman, as the
was by the serpent, before he could be induced to pluck the
apple from the tree of knowledge. I should have swallowed
every apple on the tree the moment the owner's back was
turncd. When Gray said * Where ignorance is bliss, *tis
folly to be wise,” he forgot that it is godlike to be wise ; and
since nobody wants bliss particularly, or could stand more
than a very bricf taste of it if it were attainable, and since
everybody, by the deepest law of the Life Force, desires
to be godlike, it is stupid, and indeed blasphemous and
despairing, to hope that the thirst for knowledge will
gither diminish or consent to be subordinated to any other
end whatsoever. We shall see later on that the claim that
has arisen in this way for the unconditioned pursuit of
knowledge is as idle as all dreams of uncenditioned activity;
but newe the less the right to knowledge must be regarded
a5 a fundamental human right, The fact that men of
science have had to fight so hard to secure its recognition,
and are still so vigorously persecuted when they discover
anything that is not quite palatable to vulgar people, makes
them sorely jealous f?:rr that right; and when they heir a
popular outery for the suppression of a method of research
which has an air of being scientifie, their first instinct is
to rally to the defence of that method withour further
consideration, with the result that they sometimes, as in
the cate of vivisection, presently find themsclves fighting
on a false issue,

The Flaw in the Argument,

I may as well pause here to explain their error. The
right to know is like the right to live, It is fundamental
and unconditional in its assumption thar knowledge, like
life, is a desirable thing, though any fool can prove that
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ignorance is bliss, and that “a little knowledge is a dan-
gerous thing ™ (a little being the most that &ny of us can
attain}, as casily as that the pains of life are more numerous
and constant than its pleasures, and that thercfore we
should all be better dead, The logic is unimpeachable ;
but its only effect is to make us say that if these are the
conclusions logic leads to, sp much the worse for logic,
after which curt dismissal of Folly, we continue living
and learning by instinct: that is, as of right. We legislate
on the dsumption that no man may be killed on the
strength of a demonstration that he would be happier in
his grave, not cven if he is dying slowly of cancer and begs
the dactor to despatch him quickly and mercifully. Ta
get killed lawfully he must viclate somebody else's right
1o live by commiting murder. But he is by no means free
to live unconditionally. In society he can exercise his
right to live only under very stiff conditions. In countries
where there is compulsory military service he may even
have to throw away his individual life to save the dife of
the community.

It is just so in the case of the right to knowledge. It is
a right that is as yet very imperfectly recognized in practice.
But in theory it 15 admitted that an adult person in pursuit
of knowledge must not be refused it on the ground that he
would be hetter or happier without it. Parents and pricsts
may forbid knowledge to those who accepr their authority;
and social wboo may be made effective by acts of legal
persecition under cover of repressing blasphemy, obsgenity,
and sedition ; bur no government now openly forbids its
subjects to pursue knowledge on the ground that knowledge
is in itself a bad thing, or that it is possible for any of us
to have too much of i,

Limitations of the Right to Knowledge,

But neither does any government exempt the pursuit of
knowledge, any more than the pursuit of life, liberty, and
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happiness (as the American Constitation puts it), from all
gecial conditions. No man is allowed to put his mother
into the stove because he desires to know how long an
adult woman will survive et a temperatore of goo® Fahren-
licit, no matter how imFurun: or interesting that particolar
gdditicn to the store of human knowledge may be. A man
who did so would have short work made not only of his right
to knowledge, but of his right to live and all his other
rights at the same time, The right 1o knowledge is not
the only right; and its exercise must be limited by respect
for other rights, and for itz own exercise by others. When
a man says to Society, “May I torture my mother in
pursuit of knowledge 2" Society replics, * No” If he
pleads, * What! Not even if I have a chance of finding
put how to cure cancer by doing it ¥ Sociery still says,
“ Not even then.” If the scientist, making the best of his
disappointment, gocs en to ask may he torture 2 dog, the
stupis and callous people who do not realize that o dog is
a fellow-creature, and sometimes a good fricnd, may say
Yes, though Shakespear, Dr Johnzon, and their like may say
No. But cven those who say * You may torture « dog”
never say “ You may torture my dog.” And nobody says,
*¥es, because in the pursuit of knowledge you may do as
you please Just as even the stupidest people say, in
effeet, “ If you cannat attain to knowledge without burning
your mother you must do without knowledge,” so the
wisest people say, “If yon cannot attain to knowledge
without torturing a dog, you must do without knowledge.”

A False Alternative.

Bur in practice you cannot persuade any wise man thar
this alternative can ever be forced on anyone but a foel,
or that a fool can be trusted to learn anything from any
experiment, cruel or humane. The Chinaman who burnt
down his house to roast his pig was no doubt honestly
unable to conceive any less disastrous way of cooking his

W
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dinner; and the rosst must have been spoiled after all {a
perfect type of the average viviscetionist experiment); buoe
this did not prove thar the Chinaman was right: it nn}f
proved that the Chinaman was an incapable coock and,
fundamentally, a fool. - ;
Take gnother celebrated experiment: one in sanitary
reform. In the days of Nero Rome was in the same pre-
dicament as London to-day. If some one would burn down
London, and it were rebuilt, as it would now have to be,
subject to the sanitary by-laws and Building Act provisions
enfarced by the London Ceunty Council, it would be
cnormously improved; and the average lifetime of Lon-
doners would be considerably prolonged. Nero argued in
the same way about Rome: He employed incendiaries to
sct it on fire; and he played the harp in scientific rapiures
whilst it was burning. I am so far of Nero's way of think-
ing that I have ofien =aid, when consulicd by despairing
um'la.r_]r reformers, that what London needs to make her
healthy is an carthquake. Why, then, it may be asked, do
not 1, as a public-spirited man, employ incendiaries to set
it on fire, with a heroic dizregard of the consequences to
myself and others? Any wivisector would, if he had the
courage of his opinfons. The reasonable answer is that
London can be made healthy without burning her down;
and that as we have not enough civic virtue to make her
healthyin a humane and cconomical way,we should not have
cnough to rebuild her in thar way. In the old Hebrew
legend, God lest patience with the world as Nero did with
Rome, and drowned everybody except a single®family.
But the result was that the progeny of that family repro-
dueed all the vices of their predecessors so exactly that the
misery caused by the flood might just as well have been
spared: things went on just as they did before, In the
same way, the list of discases which vivisection claims to
have cured is long; but the returns of the Registrar-
General shew that people still persist in dying of them as
if vivisection had never been heard of, Any fool can burn
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down a city or cut an animal open; and an exceptionally
foolish fool is quite likely to promise enormous benefits to
the race as the result of such activities. But when the
constructive, benevolent part of the business comes to be
done, the same want of imagination, the same stopidity and -
cruelty, the same laziness and want of perseverance that
prevented Nero or the vivisector from devising or pushing
through humane methods, prevents him from bringing
order out of the chaos and happiness out of the misery he
has made. At one time it scemed reasonable enough to
declare that it was impossible to find whether or not there
was & stone inside a man’s body cxcept by exploring it
with a knife, or to find out what the sun is made of with-
out visiting it in a balloon. Both these impossibilities have
been achieved, but not by vivisectors. The Rontgen rays
need not hurt the patient; and spectrum analysis involves
no destruction. After such triumphs of humane experi-
ment and reasoning, it is useless to assure us that there is
no othgr key to knowledge except cruelty. When the
vivisector offers ue that assurance, we reply simply and
contemptuously, * You mean that you are not clever or
humane or energetic cnoogh to find one™

Cruelty for its own Sake.

It will now, I hope, be clear why the attack on vivi-
section js not an attack on the right to knowledge : why,
indecd, those who have the deepest conviction of the
sacredness of thae right arc the leaders of the attack. No
knowl®ge is finally impossible of human attainment; for
even though it may be beyond our present capacity, the
needed capacity is not unattzinable. Consequently no
method of investigation is the only method; and no law
forbidding any particular method can cut us off from the
knowledge we hope to gain by it. The only knowledge
we lose by forbidding cruclty is knowledge at first hand
of cruelty itself, which is precisely the knowledge humane
people wish to be spared,
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But the question remains: Do we all really wish to be
spared thuqlmuw!cdgci‘ Arc humane metheds really to
be Fr::ﬁ::rcd to cruel ones? Ewen if the e:tpc:imenu come
to nothing, may not their crucley be enjoyed for its own
sake, s a sensational luxury? Let us face these questions
boldly, not shrinking from the fact that crueley 1s one of
the primitive pleasures of mankind, and that the detection
of its Protean disguises as law, cducation, medicine, dis-
cipline, sport and so forth, is one of the most difficult of
the unending tasks of the legislator,

Our own Cruelties,

At first blush it may scem not only unnecessary, but even
indecent, to discuss such a proposition as the clevation of
cruelty to the rank of a human right. Unnecessary, because
no vivisector confesses to a love of crueley for s own sake
or claims any peneral fundamental right to be cruel, In-
decent, because there is an accepted convention to repudiate
i:l‘ul.‘ll.'}l'; and vivisection is unl}' tolerated b}r the ]gw.un cofn-
dition that, like judicial torture, it shall be done as merci-
fully as the nature of the practice allows. But the moment
the controversy becomes embittered, the recriminations
bandied between the opposed parties bring us face-to-face
with some very ugly truths. On one occasion I was invited
to speak at a large Anti-Vivisection mecting in the Queen's
Hall in London. I found myself on the platform with fox
hunters, tame stag hunters, men and women whose c2lendar
was divided, not by pay days and quarter days, buc by
seasons for killing animals for sport: the fox, the hre, the
otter, the partridge and the rest having each its appointed
date for slanghter, The ladies among us wore hats and claaks
and head-dresses obtained by wholesale massacres, ruthless
trappings, callous extermination of our fellow creatures.
We insisted on our butchers supplying us with white
veal, and were large and constant consumers of pité de e
gras: both comestibles being obtained by revolting methods.
We seat our sons to public schools where indecent flog-
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ging is a recognized methud of tn.tn:mg the young human
animal. Yet we were all in hysterics of indignation at the
crueltics of the vivisectors, T]'II’:!:. |f:l.r1}r were present, mist
have smiled sardonically at such inhuman humanitarians,
whose daily habits and fachionable amusements cause more
suffering in England in a week than all the vivisectors of
Europe do in a year, I made a very effective speech, not
exclusively against vivisection, but against cruelty; and 1
have never been asked to speak since by that Society, nor
do I expect to be, as I should probably give such offence to
its most afluent subscribers that its attempts to suppress
vivisection would be inﬁnua]}' hindered. But that does not
prevent the viviscctors from freely uwsing the “youre
another ™ retort, and using it with justice.

We must therefore give ourselves no airs of superiority
when dencuncing the cruclties of vivisection, We all do
just a3 horrible things, with even less excuse, But in making
that admission we are also making short work of the virtuous
airs with which we are sometimes referred to the humanity
of the medical profession as a guerantee that vivisection is
not abused—much as if our burglars should assure us that
they are too honest to abose the practice of burgling. We
are, 05 & Matter of f'act, a eriel nation ; and our habie of dis-
guising our vices by giving polite names to the offences we
are determined to commit, does not, unfortunately for my
own comfort, impose on me. Vivisectors can hardly pretend
to be better than the classes from which they are drawn,
or tho# above them; and if these classes are capable of
sacrificing animals in various cruel ways under cover of
sport, fashion, education, discipline, and even, when the
cruel sacrifices are human sacrifices, of political economy,
it is idle for the vivisector to pretend that he is incapable
of practising crucley for pleasore or profit or both under
the cloak of science, We are all tarred with the same brush ;
and the vivisectors are not slow to remind us of it, and to
protest vehemently against being branded as exceprionally
crucl and as devisers of horrible instroments of tortare by
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people whose main notion of enjoyment is cruel sport, and
whese requirements in the way of villainously croel traps
occupy pages of the catalogue of the Army and Navy Storcs.

The Scientific Investigation of Cruelty.

There is in man a specific last for cruclty which infects
even his passion of pity and makes it savage. Simple disgust
at crueley is very rare. The people who turn sick and faine
and those who gloar ere often alike in the pains they take
to witness execations, Hoggings, operations or any other
exhibitions of suffering, especially those involving bloodshed,
blows, and laceration. A craze for cruelty can be developed
just as a craze for drink can ; and nobody who attempts to
ignore cruelty as a possible factor in the attraction of vivisecs
tion and even of anti-vivisection, or in the credulity with
which we accept its excuscs, can be regarded as a scientific
investigator of it. Those who accuse vivisectors of indulging
the well-known passion of cruelty under the cloall of re-
scarch arc therefore putting forward a strictly scientific
psychological hypothesis, which is also simple, human,
obvious, and probable. It may be as wounding to the per-
sonal vanity of the vivisector as Darwin’s Origin of Species
was to the people who could not bear to think that they
were cousing to the monkeys (remember Goldsmith's anger
when he was told that he could not move his upper jaw); but
science has to consider only the truth of the hypothesis,
and not whether conceited people will like it or mot. In
vain do the sentimental champions of viviseetion declare
themselves the most humane of men, inflicting suffering
only to relicve it, scrupulens in the use of anesthetics, and
void of all passion cxcept the passion of pity for a disease-
ridden world, The really scicntific investigator answers that
the question cannot be settled by hysterical protestations,
and that if the vivisectionist rejects deductive reasoning, he
had better clear his character by his own favorite method
of experiment.
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Suggested Laboratory Tests of the
Vivisector's Emotions.

Take the hackneyed case of the Italian who tortured
mice, ostensibly to find out about the effects of pain rather
less than the nearcst dentist could have told him, and who
boasted of the ecseatic sensations (he actually used the word
love) with which he carried out his cxperiments, Or the
gentleman who starved sixty dogs to death to establish the
fact that a dog deprived of food gets progressively lighter
and weaker, becoming remarkably emaciated, and finally
dying: an undnubu:g truth, but ascertainable without
laboratory experiments by a simple enguiry addressed to
the nearest policeman, or, failing him, to any sane person
in Europe. The Italian iz diagnosed as a cruel voluptuary :
the dog-starver is passed over as such a hopeless fool that
it is impossible to take any interest in him. Why not test
the disgnosis scientifically 7 Why net perform a carcful
series of experiments on persons onder the influence of
voloptuous ecstasy, so as to ascertain its physiological
symptoms? Then pecform a second series on persons en-
gaged in mathematical work or machine designing, so as to
ascertain the symptams of eold scientific activity? Then
note the symproms of a vivisector performing a cruel ex-
periment ; and compare them with the voluptuary symptoms
and thye mathematical symptoms? Such experiments would
be quite ss interesting and important as any yet undertaken
by the vivisectors, They might open a line of investigation
which would finally make, for instance, the ascertainment
of the guilt or innocence of an accused person a much
exacter process than the very fmllible methods of our
criminsl courts. But instead of proposing such an investig-
tion, our vivisectors offer us all the pious protestations and
all the huffy recriminations that any common unscientific
mortal offers when he is accused of unworthy conduct,
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Routine.

Yet most vivisectors would probably come triwmphant
out of such a serics of experiments, because vivisection is
now a routine, like butchering or hanging or Hogging ; and
many of the men who practise it do so only because it has
becn established as part of the profession they have adopted,
Far from enjoving it, they have simply overcome their
natural repugnance and become indifferent to it, as men
inevitably become indifferent to anything they do often
enough. It is this dangerous power of custem that makes
it so difficult to convince the common sense of mankind
that any established commercial or professional practice
has its root in passion. Ler a roatine once spring from
passian, and you will presenily find thousands of routineers
following it passionlessly for a livelihood. Thus it always
seems strained to speak of the religious convictions of a
clergyman, because nine out of ten clergymen have no re-
ligious convictions: they are ordinary officials carrying on
a routine of baptizing, marrying, and churching; praying,
reciting, and preaching; and, like solicitors or doctors,
getting away from their duties with relief to hunt, to
garden, to keep bees, to go into society, and the like, In
the same way many people do cruel and vile things with-
out being in the least cruel or vile, beeause the routine to
which they have been brought up is superstitiously crucl
and vile. To say that every man who El.‘ﬂ.ti- his children
and every schoolmaster who flogs & pupil is a conscious
debauchee is absurd: thousands of dull, conscientious
people beat their children conscientiously, because they
were beaten themselves and think children ought to be
beaten. The ill-tempered vulgarity that mstinetively
strikes at and hurts & thing that annoys it (and all children
are annoying), and the simple stupidicty that requires from
a child perfection beyond the reach of the wisest and best
adules (perfect truthfulness coupled with perfect obedience
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is quite a common condition of leaving a child unwhiﬁpul},
produce a good deal of fagellation among people who not
only do not lust after it, but who hit the harder becanse
they are angry at having to perform an uncomfortable
duty. These people will beat merely to assert therr
sutherity, or to carry ont what they conceive to be a divine
order on the strength of the precept of Solomon recorded
in the Bible, which carefully adds that Selomon com-
pletely spoile his own gon and turned away from the gud
of his fathers to the sensuous idolatry in which he ended
his days. o
In the same way we find men and women practising
vivisection as senselessly as a humane butcher, who adores
his fox terrier, will cor a calf®s throat and hang it up by
its heels to bleed slowly to death because it is the custom
to eat veal and ingist on its being white; or as a German
purveyor nails & goose to & board and stuffs it with food
because fashionable people eat pard de fale grar; or as the
erew of & whaler breaks in on a colony of seals and clubs
them to death in wholesale massacre because ladies want
sealskin jackets; or as fanciers blind singing birds with
hot needles, and mutilate the cars and tails of dogs and
horses. Let cruelty or kindness or anything else once
become customary and it will be practised by prople o
whom it 15 not at all natural, but whose rule of life is
simply to de enly what everybody else does, and who would
lose their employment and starve if they indulged in any
peculisgity., A respectable man will lie daily, in speech
and in print, about the qualities of the article he lives by
selling, because it is customary to do so, He will flog his
boy for telling a lie, because it is customary to do so. He
will also flog him for not telling a lie if the boy tells in-
convenient or disrespectful truths, because it is customary
to do so0. He will give the same boy a present on his birth-
day, and buy him a spade and bucket at the seaside, because
it is customary to do so, being all the time neither par-
ticularly mendacious, nor particularly cruel, nor particularly
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generous, but simply incapable of ethical judgment or
independent action.

Just s0 do we find a crowd of petty vivisectionists daily
committing atrocities and stupidities, because it is the
castom to do so. Viviscction is customary as part of the
routine of preparing lectures in medical schools, For in-
stance, there are two ways of making the acdon of the
heart visible to students. One, a barbarous, ignorant, and
1huu@]|]lcgg way, 18 to stick Jitele ﬂsﬁa into & rabbit's heart
and let the students see the Rags jump. The other, an
elegant, ingeniouns, well-informed, and instructive way, is
to pat a sphygmograph on the student’s wrist and let him
see & record of his heart's action traced by a needle on a
slip of smoked paper. But it has become the custom for
lecturers to teach from the rabbit; and the lecturers are
not original enough to get out of their groove, Then there
are the demonstrations which are made b}r cu::ing up
frogs with scissors. The most humane man, however re-
pugnant the operation maf.;r be to him at first, cannot do it
at lecture after lecture for months without finally—and
that very soon—Ffeeling no more for the frog than if he
were cutting op pieces of paper. Such clumsy and lazy
ways of teaching are based on the cheapness of frops and
rabbits. IF machines were as cheap a3 frogs, engincers
would not only be taught the anatemy of machines and
the functions of their parts : they would also have machines
misased and wrecked before them so chat they might learn
as much as possible by using their eyes, and sz ¥itle as
possible by using their brains and imaginations. Thus we
have, as part of the routine of teaching, a routine of vivi-
section which soon produces complete indifference to it on
the part even of those who are naturally humane, If they
pass on from the routine of lecture preparation, not into
general practice, but into research work, they carry this
acquired indifference with them into the laborstory, where
any alltml:i.}'}' 18 possible, because all atrocities satisfy
curiosity. The routine man is in the majority in his pro-
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fession always: consequently the moment his practice is
tracked down to its source in human passion there is a
great and quite sincere pochpoohing from himself, from
the mass of the profession, and from the mass of the public,
which sees that the average doctor is much too common-
place and decent & person to be cnPable of passionate
wickedness of any kind. -

Here, then, we have in wivisection, as in all the other
tolerated and insttuted cruelties, this anti-climax: that only
a negligible percentage of those who practise and conse-
guently defend it get any satisfaction out of it. Asin Mr,
Galsworthy's play Justice the useless and detestable torture
of solitary imprisonment is shewn at its worst without the
intreduction of a single eruel person into the drama, so it
would be possible to represent all the torments of vivisection
dramatically without introducing a single vivisector who
had not felt sick at his first experience in the laboratory.
Not that this can exonerate any vivisector from suspicion
of enjoying his work (or fer work : a good deal of the vivi-
section in medical schools is done by women). In every
autobiography which records a real experience of school or
prison life, we find that here and there among the routineers
there is to be found the genuine amateur, the orgiastic
flogging schoalmaster or the nagging warder, who has sought
out a cruel profession for the sake of its cruelty., Buritis
the genuine routincer who is the bulwark of the practice,
becanse, though you can excite public fury against 2 Sade,
a Blucleard, or aﬁcrn, you cannot rouse any feeling against
dull Mr. Smith deing his duty : that is, doing the usual
thing. He iz so0 obviously no better and no worse than
anyone clse that it is difficult to conceive that the things
he does are abominable, If you would see public dislike
surging up in a moment against an individual, you must
watch one who does something unusual, no martter how
sensible it may be, The name of Jonas Hanway lives as
_Lhnt of a brave man because he was the first who dared to
appedr in the streets of this rainy island with an umbrella,
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The Old Line between Man and Beast.

But there is still a distinction to be clung to by those who
darc not tell themselves the truth about the medical pro-
fession because they are so helplessly dependent on it when
death threatens the household. That distinction is the line
that separates the brute from the man in the old classifica-
tion. Granted, they will plead, that we are all eruel ; yet
the tame-stag-hunter does not hunt men ; and the sports-
man who lets a leash of gre}-hn-muis loose on a hare would
be horrified at the thought of lerting them looze on 2 humnan
child. The lady who gets her cloak by flaying a sable does
not flay a negre; nor does it ever oceur to her that her veal
cutlet mighe be improved on by a slice of tender baby.

Now there was & time when some trust could be placed
in this distinction, The Roman Catholic Church seill
maintaing, with what it muost permic me to call a stupid
obstinacy, and in spite of St. Francis and St, Anthony, that
animals have no souls and no rights; so that yolu cannot
sin against an animal, or against God by anything you
may choose to do to an animal. Resisting the temptation
to entér on an argament as to whether you may not sin
against your own soul if you are unjust or cruel to the least
of those whom St. Francis called his lictle brothers, I have
only to point out here that nothing could be more despic-
ably superstitious in the opinion of a viviscctor than the
notion that scicnce recognizes any such step in evolation as
the step from a physical organism to an immortal soul, That
conceit has been taken out of all our men of science, and
out of all our doctars, by the evolutionists ; and when it is
considered how completely obsessed biological science has
become in our days, not by the full scope of evolution, but
by that particular method of it which has neither sense nor
purpose nor life nor anything human, much less godlike, in
it: by the method, that is, of so-called Natural Selection
{meaning no selection at all, but mere dead accident and
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lack), the folly of trusting to vivisectors to hold the human
animal any more sacred than the other animals becomes 20
clear that it would be waste of time to insist further on it
As a matter of fact the man who onee concedes to the vivi-
sector the right to put a dog outside the laws of honor and
fellowship, concedes to him also the right to put himself
outside them ; for he is nothing to the vivisector but a
more highly developed, and consequently more interesting-
to-cxperiment-on vertchrate than the dog.

Vivisecting the Human Subject,

I have in my hand a printed and published account by a
doctor of how he tested his remedy for pulmonary tubercu-
losis, which was, to inject a powerful germicide directly
into the circulation by stabbing a vein with a syringe, He
was one of those doctors who are able to command public
g.ympnth}' by saying, qui:t truly, that when they discovered
that the proposed treatment was dangerous, they experi-
mented thenceforth on themselves. In this case the doctor
was devoted enough to carry his experiments to the point
of running serious risks, nn?m:tuatl;r making himsclf very
uncomfortable. But he did not begin with himself. His
first experiment was on two hospital patients, On receiv-
ing a message from the hospital ro the effect that these two
martyrs to therapeutic science had all but expired in con-
vulsions, he experimented on a rabbit, which instantl
dropped dead. It was then, and not until then, that he
began o experiment on himself, with the permicide
modified in the direction indicated by the experiments
made on the two patients and the rabbit. As a good many
people countenance vivisection because they fear that if
the experiments are not made on rabbits they will be made

on themselves, it is worth noting that in this case, where
hl::l:h rabbits and men were :qua]l}r av a]!ah]l:, the men,
being of course enormously more instructive, and costing
nothing, were experimented on first. Once grant the
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ethics of the vivisectionists and you not only sanction the
experiment on the human subject, but make it the first doty
of the vivisector, If a guinca pig may be sacrificed for
the sake of the very little that ean be learnt from it, shall
not a man be sacrificed for the sake of the great deal that
gan be learne from him f At all events, he i sacrificed, as this
typical case shows. I may add (not that it touches the argo-
ment) that the doctor, the patients,and the rabbit all suffered
in vain, as far as the hoped-for rescue of the race from
pulmonary consumption is concerncd.

“The Lie is a European Power."”

Now at the very time when the lectures describing these
experiments were being circulated in print and discussed
cagerly by the medical profession, the customary denials
thar parients are experimented on were as loud, as indig-
nant, as high-minded as ever, in spite of the few intelligent
doctors who point oot rightly that all treatments are experi-
ments on the patient. And this brings us to sn obvious
but mastly averlooked weakness in the vivisector’s position
that is, his inevitable forfeiture of all claim to have his word
believed. It is hardly to be expected that a man who does
not hesitare to vivisect for the sake of science will hesitate
to lie about it afterwards to protect it from what he deems
the ignorant sentimentality of the laity. When the public
conscience stirs uneasily and threatens suppression, there is
never wantng some doctor of eminent position and high
character who will sucrifice himself devotedly to Mie canse
of science by coming forward to assure the public on his
honor that all experiments on animals are completely pain-
less ; although he must know that the very experiments
which first provoked the anti-vivisection movement by
tlu:lir atrocity were cxperiments to sscertain the phiysio-
logical effects of the sensztion of extreme pain (the much
mere interesting physiology of pleasure remains uninvesti-
gated) and that all experiments in which sensation is a



Preface on Doctors 1x1

factor are voided by its suppresston. Besides, vivisection
may be peinless in cases where the experiments are very
crucl. If a person scratches me with & poisoned dagger so
g:n:ly that I do not feel the scratch, he has achieved a
painless vivisection ; but if I presently dic in torment I am
not likely to consider that his humanity is amply vindicated
by his gentleness. A cobra's bite hurts so little that the
creature is almost, legally speaking, a vivisector whe inflicts
no pain. By giving his victims chloroform before biting
them he could comply with the law completely,

Here, then, 1s & pretty deadlock. Public support of vivi-
section is founded almost wholly on the assurances of the
vivisectors that great public benefits may be expected from
the practice. Not for a moment do I suggest thae such a
defence wonld be valid cven if proved. But when the
witnesses begin by alleging that in the cause of science all
the customary cthical obligations (which include the
obligation to tell the truch) arc suspended, what weight can
any rcasonable person give to their testimony 1 would
rather swear fifty lies than take an animal which had licked
my hand in good fellowship and torcure it If I did torure
the du-g. I should ccrminl-_gr not have the face to turn round
and ask how any person dare suspect an honorable man like
myzclf of telling lies, Most sensible and humane people
would, I hope, reply Hatly that honorable men do not
behave dishonerably even te dogs. The murderer who,
when asked by the chaplain whether he had any other
erimes to confess, replicd indignantly * What do you take
me for 8 reminds us very strongly of the vivisecrors who are
so deeply hurt when their evidence is set aside as worthless,

An Argument which would Defend any
Crime.

The Achilles heel of vivisection, however, is not to be
found in the pain it causes, but in the line of argument by
which it is justified. The medical code regarding it is
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simply criminal anarchism at its very worst. Indeed, no
criminal has yet had the impudence to argue as every vivi-
sector argues. Mo burglar contends that as it is admittedly
important to have moncy to spend, and as the object of
burglary is to provide the burglar with money to spend,
and a: in many instances it has achieved this object, there-
fore the burglar is a public benefactor and the police are
ignorant sentimentalists. No highwly robber has yet
harrowed us with denunciations of the puling moralist whe
allows his child o suffer all the evils of poverty because
cercain faddists think it dishonest to garotte an alderman.
Thieves and astassins understand quitc well that there are
paths of acquisition, even of the best things, that are barred
toall men of honor, Again, has the silliest burglar ever pre-
tended that to pat a stop to burglary is to put a stop to
industry? All the vivisections that have been performed
since the world began have produced nothing so important
as the innocent and honorable discovery of radiography;
and one of the reasons why radiography was not discovered
sooner was that the men whose business it was to discover
new tlinical methods were coarsening and stopefying them-
sclves with the sensual villanies and curthroat’s casuistries
of viviscetion. ‘The law of the conservation of energy holds
good in physiology as in other things: every viviscctor
is a deserter from the army of honorable investigators, But
the vivisector does mot see this. He not only calls his
methods scientific : he contends that there are no other
scientific methods, When you express your natural loath-
mg for his cruelty and your natural contemp: for his
stupidiey, he imagines that you arc attacking science. Yet
he has no inkling of the method and temper of science. The
peint at issuc being plainly whether he is a rascal or not, he
not only insists that the real point is whether some hot-
headed anti-vivisectionist is a liar (which he proves by
ridiculously unscientific assumptions as to the degree of
acciracy attainable in human statement), but never dreams
of offering any scientific evidence by his own methods,
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There are many paths to knowledge already discovered ;
and ne enlightencd man doubis that there are many more
waiting to be discovered. Indeed, all paths lead to know-
ledge; because even the vilest and stupidest action teaches
us something nbont vileness and stupidity, and may
aceidentally teach us a good deal more : for instance, a cut-
throat learns (2nd perhaps teaches) the anatomy of the
carotid artery and juguler wein; and there can be no
question that the barning of 5. Joan of Arc must have been
4 most instroctive and intcreiling EIp:rim:ut to a gunﬂ
obeerver, and could have been made more so if it had been
carricd out by skilled physiologists under laboratory condi-
tions. The earthquake in San Franeisco proved invaluable
as an experiment in the stability of giant steel buildings ;
and the ramming of the Victora by the Camperdown
settled doubtful points of the greatest importance in naval
warfare, Acco ‘ng to vivisectionist IDE:i.E our builders
would be justified in producing artificial earthquakes wich
dynamite, and our admirals in contriving catastrophes at
naval maneuvres, in order to follow ep the line of research
thus accidentally discovered.

The truth is,if theacquisition of knowledpe justifiesevery
sort of conduct, it jostifies any sort of conduct, from the
illumination of Ncra's feasts by burning human beings
alive (another interesting experiment) to the simplest act
of kindness. And in the light of that trath it is clear that
the |:',|;|:mPl:[m| of the purs e nfl‘.nuwltdgl: from the laws of
honor iy the most hideous conceivable enlargement of
anarchy ; worse, by far, than an excmption of the pursuit
of moncy or Pnl:[tical power, since these can hardly be
atcained withoue some regard for at least the appearances of
human welfare, whereas a curions devil might destroy the
whole race in tarment, scquiring knowledge all the rime
from his highly interesting experiment. There iz more
danger in one respectable scientst countenancing such a
monstrons claim than in fifty assassins or dynamitards. The
man who makes it is cthically imbecile; and whoever
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imagines that it is a scientific claim has not the faintest con-
ception of what scicnce means, The paths to knowledge
are codntless. One of :hcamnhi is & path through dark-
ness, secrecy, and crucley. hen 2 man d:lihﬂm::]y:urn:
from all other paths and goes down that one, it is scicntific
to infer that what attracts him is not knewledge, since there
are other paths to thar, bot cruelty. With so strong and
scientific a case against him, it is childish for him to stand on
his honor and reputation and high character and the eredit
of a noble profession and go forch: he must clear himself
cither by reason or by experiment, unless he boldly contends
that evelution has retained & passion of cruelty in man just
because it is indispensable 1o the folness of his knowledge,

Thou Art The Man

I'shall not be ar all surprised if what I have written above
has induced in sympathetic readers a transpert of virtuous
indignation at the expense of the medical profession. I
shall not damp so creditable and salutary a sentiment; but
I must poine out that the guilt i3 shared by cll of us. Tt is
not in his capacity of healer and man of science that the
doctar vivisects or defends vivisection, but in his entirely
vulgar lay capacity. He is made of the same clay as the
ignorant, shallow, credulous, half-miseducated, pecuniarily
anxions people who call him in when they have tried in
vain every bottle and every pill the advertizing druggise
can persuade them to buy, The real remedy for wivisection
is the remedy for all the mischief that the medical pro-
fession and all the other professions are doing: namely,
more kn ancddge. The juries which send the poor Peculiars
to prison, and give vivisectionists heavy damages against
humane persons who accuse them of cruelty; the editors and
councillors and student-led mobs who are striving to make
Vivisection one of the watchwords of our civilization, are
not doctors : they are the British public, all so afreid to die
that they will cling frantically to any idol which promises
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to cure all their diseases, and crucify anyone who tells
them that they must not only die when their time comes,
but dic like gentlemen, In their paroxysms of cowardice
and sclfishness they force the doctors to-humor their folly
and ignorance, How complete and inconsiderate their
jgnorance is can only be realized by those who have some
knowledge of vital statistics, and of the illusions which
besee Public Health lepislation,

What the Public Wants and Will Not Get.

The demands of this poor public are net reasonable,
hut they are quite simple. It dreads disease and desires to
be protected against it. But it is poor and wants to be
protected cheaply. Scientific measures are tos hard to
understand, too costly, too clearly tending towards a rise in
the rates and more public interference with the insanitary,
becanse insufficiently financed, private house. What the
public wants, therefore, is a cheap magic charm to prevent,
and a cheap pill or potion to cure all diseaze. It forces all
such charms on the docrors.

The Vaccination Craze.

Thus it was really the public and not the medical pro-
festion that took up vaccination with irresistible faith, sweep-
ing the invention out of Jenner's hands and establishing it
in a form which he himself repudiated. Jenner was nota
man of science ; but he was not a fool ; and when he found
that people who had suffered from cowpox either by con-
tagion in the milking shed or by vaccination, were no, as
he had supposed, immune from smallpox, he ascribed the
cases of immunity which had formerly misled him to a
disease of the horse, which, perhaps because we do not drink
its milk and eat its flesh, is kept at a greater distance in our
imagination then our foster mother the cow. At all events,
the public, which had been boundlessly credulons about the
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cow, would not have the horse on any terms; and to this
day the law which prescribes Jennerian vaccination is carried
out with an snti-Jennerian inoculation because the public
would have it so in spite of Jenner. All the grossest lics
and superstitions which have disgraced the vaccination craze
were tatght to the doctors l:g the public. It was not the
doctors who first began 1o declare that all our old men
remember the time when almost every face they saw in
the street was horribly pitted with smallpox, and that
gll this disfigurement has vanished since the introduction of
vaccination. Jenner himself alluded to this imaginary
phenomenon before the introduction of vaccination, and
attributed it to the older practice of smallpox inoculation,
by which Voltaire, Catherine IL and Lady Mary Wortley
Montagu so confidently expected to see the disease made
harmless. It was not Jenner who set people declaring that
smallpox, if not abolished by vaccination, had at least been
made much milder: on the contrary, he recorded a pre-
vaccination epidemic in which none of the persons attacked
went to bed or considered themselves as seriously ill.
Neither Jenner, nor any other doctor ever, as far as I know,
inculcated the popular notion that everybody got smallpox
@3 a matter of course before vaccination was invented.
That doctors get infected with these delusions, and are in
their unprofessional capacity as members of the public
subject to them like other men, is true 3 but if we had to
decide whether vaccination was first forced on the public
by the doctors or on the doctors by the public, we should
have o decide against the publie,

Statistical Illusions,

Public ignorance of the laws of evidence and of statistics
can hardly be exaggerated, There may be a doctor here
and there who in dealing with the statistics of discase has
taken at least the first step towards sanity by grasping the
fact that as an attack of cven the commonest discase is
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an ezceptional event, apparently overwhelming statistical
evidence in favor of any prophylactic can be produced

persuading the public that everybody caught the
discase formerly. Thus if a disease is one which normally
attacks fifteen per cent of the population, and if the cffect of a
prophylactic is actually to increase the proportion to twenty
per cent, the publication of this figure of ewenty per cent
will convince the public that the prophylactic has reduced
the percentage by eighey per cent instead of increasing it
by five, because the publie, left to itself and to the old
gentlemen who are always ready to remember, on every
possible subject, that things used to be much worse than
they are now (soch old gentlemen greatly outnumber the
laudatores tempori acti), will assume that the former per-
centage was about 100, The vogue of the Pasteur treat-
ment of hydrophobia, for instance, was due to the assumption
by the public that cvery person bitten by a rabid dog
necessarily got hydrophobin. I mysclf heard hydrophobia
discussed in my youth by doctors in Dublin before a
Pasteur Institute existed, the subject having been brought
forward there by the scepticism of an eminent surgeon as
to whether hydrophobia is really a specific disease or only
ordinary tetanus induced (as tetanus was then supposed to
be induced) by a lacerated wound. ‘There were no statistics
available asto the proportion of deg bites that endedin hydro.
phobia; but nobody ever guessed that the cates could be
more than two or three per cent of the bites. On me, there-
fore, the resules published by the Pasteur Institute produced
no such &ffect as they did on the ordinary man who thinks
that the bite of @ mad dog means certain hydrophobia, It
seemed to me that the proportion of deaths among the cases
treated at the Institute was rather higher, if anything, than
might have been expected had there been no Institute in
existence, But to the public every Pasteur patient who did
not die was miraculously saved from an agonizing death by
the beneficent white magic of that most trusty of all wizards,
the man of science,
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Even trained statisticians often fail to appreciate the
extent to which seatistics are vitiated by the unrecorded
assumptionsof theirinterpreters, Theirattentionistoomuch
occupied with the cruder tricks of those who make a
corrupt use of statistics for advertizing purposes. There s,
for example, the percentage dodge. In some hamlet, barely
large enoogh to have a name, two people arcartacked during
a smallpox epidemic. One dies: the other recovers. One
has vaccination marks: the other has none. Immediately
either the wvaccinists or the anti-vaccinists publish the
trinmphant news that at such and such a place not a
single vaccinated person died of smallpox whilst 100 per
cent of the unvaccinated perished miserably ; or, as the
casc may be, that roo per cent of the unvaceinated
recovered whilst the vaccinated succumbed to the last man.
Or, to take another common instance, comparisons which
are really comparisons between two social classes with
different standards of nutrition and education are palmed
off 23 comparizons between the results of & certain medical
treatment and its neglece. Thus it is casy to prove that the
wearing of tall hats and the earrying of umbrellas enlarges
the chest, prolongs life, and confers comparative immunity
from disease ; for the statistics shew that the classes which
use these articles are bigger, healthier, and live longer than
the class which never dreams of possessing such things. It
does not take much perspicacity to see that whar really
makes this difference 1s not the tall hat and the umbrella,
but the wealth and nourishment of which they are gridence,
and that a gold wateh or membership of a club in P:l] Mall
might be proved in the same'way to have the like sovereign
virtues. A university degree, a daily bath, the owning of
thirty pairs of trousers, a knowledge of Wagner's music,
a pew in church, anything, in short, that implics more
means and better nurture than the mass of labarers enjoy,
can be statistically palmed off as a magic-spell conferring
all sorts of privileges.

In the case of a prophylactic enforced by law, this illusion
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iz intensified grotesquely, because only vagrants can evade it,
Now vngrants have litcle power of resisting any disease :
their death-rate and their case-mortality rate is always high
relatively to that of respectable folk. Nothing is easter,
therefore, than to prove that compliance with any public
regilation produces the meost gratifying resoles. It would
be equally easy even iF the regulation actually raised the
death-rate, provided it did not raise it sufficiently to make
the average houscholder, who cannot evade regulations, die
as carly as the average vagrant who can.

The Surprises of Attention and Neglect.

There is another statistical illusion which is independent
of class differences. A common complaint of houssowners
is that the Public Health Authorities frequently compel
them to instal costly sanitary applisnces which are con-
demned a few years later as dangerous to health, and for-
bidden under penaleies, Yet these discarded mistakes are
always made in the first instance on the strength of a
demonstration that their introduction hasreduced the deatch-
rate. The explanation is simple. Suppose a law were made
that every child in the nation should be compelled to drink
a pint of brandy per month, but that the brandy must be
administered only when the child was in good health, with
its digestion and so forth working normally, and its teeth
either naturally or artificially sound. Probably the resule
would be an immediate and startling reduction in child
mortalify, leading to further legislation increasing the
guantity of brandy to a gallon, Not until the brandy craze
had been carried to a point at which the direct harm done
by it would outweigh the incidental good, would an anti-
brandy party be listened to. That incidental good would
be the substitution of attention to the general health of
children for the neglect which is now the rule so long as
the child is not actually too sick to run about and play as
usuial, Even if this attention were confined to the children's
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teeth, there would be an improvement which it would take
a good deal of brandy to cancel.

This imaginary case explains the actus] case of the sani-
tary appliances which our local sanitary authorities prescribe
today and condemn tomorrow. No sanitary contrivance
which the mind of even the wery worst plumber can
devize could be as disastrous as that total neglect for long
periods which gets avenged by pestilences that sweep
through whole continents, like the black death and the
cholera. If it were proposed at this time of day to dis-
charge all the sewage of London crude and untreated
into the Thames, instead of carrying ir, after claborate
treatment, far out into the North Sea, there would be &
shrick of horror from all cur experts.  Yee if Cromwell had
done that instead of doing nothing, there would probably
have been no Great Plague of London. When the Local
Health Auathority forces every househalder to have his sani-
taryarrangements thoughtaboutandatrended to by some body
whose special business it is to attend to such things, then it
matters not how erroneous or even directly mischicvous
may be the specific measures taken: the net resule at first
is sure to be an improvement. Mot until attention has been
effeceually substituted for neglect as the general rule, will
the statistics begin to shew the merits of the particular
methods of attention adopted. And as we are far from
having arrived at this stage, being as to health legislation
only at the beginning of things, we have practically no
evidence yet as to the value of methods. SimPfe and obvioas
as this is, nobody seems as yet to discount the #Fect of
substituting attention for neglect in drawing conclusions |
from health statistics. Everything iz put to the credit of
the particular method employed, although it may quite
possibly be raising the death-rate by five per thousand whilst
the attention incidental to it is reducing the death-rate
fifecen gr:r thousand, The net gain of ten per thousand is
credited to the methed, and made the excuse for enforcing
more of it
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Stealing Credit from Civilization,

There is yet another way in which specifics which have
no merits at all, either direct or incidental, may be brought
into high repute by statistics. Fora century past civilization
has been cleaning away the conditions which faver bacterial
fevers, Typhus, once rife, has vanished: plagoe and cholera
have been stopped at our frontiers by a sanitary blockade,
We still have epidemics of smallpox and typhoid ; and
diphtheria and scarlet fever are endemic in the slums.
Measles, which in my childhood was not regarded as a
dangerous disease, has now become so mortal that notices
are posted publicly urging parents to take it seriously. But
even in these cases the contrast berween the death and
recovery rates in the rich districts and in the poor ones has
led to the general conviction among experts that bacterial
diseases are preventible ; and they already are to a large
extent prevented. The dangers of infection and the way
to wnij it arc better understood than they used to be. It
is barely twenty years since people exposed themselves reck-
lessly to the infection of consumption and pneumonia in the
belief that these diseases were not “ catching.” MNowadays
the trounbles of consumptive patients are greatly increased by
the growing disposition to treat them as lepers. No doubt
there is & good deal of ignorant exaggeration and cowardly
refusal to face = human and necessary share of the risk.
That has always been the case. We now know that the
medievd® horror of leprosy was out of all proportion to the
danger of infection, and was accompanied by apparént
blindness to the infectiousness of smallpox, which has since
been worked up by our disease terrorists into the position
ﬂ:rmcrly held b}l' I:p:rl:rs}'. But the scare qfinfcl:tiqn, though
it sets even doctors talking as if the only really scientific
thing to do with a fever patient s to throw him into
the nearest ditch and pump carbolic acid on him from a
safe distance until he is ready to be cremated on the spot,
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has led to much greater care and cleanliness. And the net
resule has been a series of victorics over discase.

MNow let us suppose that in the ta.rlf nincteenth centary
somebody had come forward with o theery that typhus
fever always begins in the top joint of the little finger; and
that if this joint be amputated immediately after birth,
typhus fever will disappear. Had such @ sugpestion been
adopted, the theory would have been triumphantly con-
firmed; for as a matter of facy, typhus fever oy disappeared.
On the other hand cancer and madness haove increased
(statistically} to an appalling extent, The opponents of the
little finger theory would therefore be pretty sure to allege
thar the ampurations were spreading cancer and lonacy.
The vaccination controversy is full of such contentions,
So is the controversy as to the docking of herses” tails and
the cropping of dogs’ cars, 5o is the less widely known
controversy a8 to circumcision and the declaring certain
kinds of flesh unclean by the Jews, Toadvertize any remedy
or operation, you have only to pick out all the most re-
assuring advances made by civilization, and boldly present
the two in the relatdon of canse and effect ; the public will
swallow the fallacy without a wry face. It has no idea of
the need for what is called a control experiment. In
Shakespear's time and for long after it, mummy was &
favorite medicament. You took & pinch of the dust of a
dead ptian in a pint of the hottest water you could
bear to drink ; and it did you a great deal of good. This,
you thought, proved what e sovercign healer mummy was.
But if you had tried the control experiment of tafing the
hot water without the mummy, you might have found
the effect exactly the same, and that any hot drink would
have done as well.

Biometrika.

Another difficulty about statistics is the technical diffi-
culty of calculation. Before you can even make a mistake
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in drawing your conclusion from the correlations established
by your statistics you must ascertain the correlations. When
I turn over the pages of Biometrika, a quarterly journal in
which is recorded the work done in the field of biological
statistics by Professor Karl Pearson and his colleagues, I
am out of my depth ac the first line, because mathematics
are to me only a concept : 1 never used a logarithm in my
life, and counld not undertake to extract the square root of
four without misgiving. I am therefore unable to deny that
the statistical ascertainment of the correlations between one
thing and another must be a very complicated and difficult
technical business, not to be tackled successfully except by
high mathematicians; and I cannot resist Professor Karl
Pearson’s immense contempt for, and indignant sense of
grave social danger in, the unskilled gucsses of the ordinary
sociol ogist,

Now the man in the street knows nothing of Biometrika:
all he knows is that “ you can prove anything by fAgures”
though he forgets this the moment figures are uscd to prove
anything he wants to believe. If he did take in Bicmetrika
he wonld probably become abjectly credulous as to all the
conclusions drawn in it from the correlations so learnedly
worked out ; though the mathematician whose correlations
would fill a Newton with admiration, may, in collecting
and accepting data and drawing conclusions from them, fall
into quite crude errors by just such popular oversights as I
have been describing.

'
Patient-made Therapeutics.

To all these blunders and ignorances doctors are no less
subject than therest of us. They are not trained in the use
of evidence, nor in biometrics, nor in the psychology of
human_credulity, ner in the incidence of economic pres-
sure. Further, they must believe, on the whole, what their
patients believe, just as they must wear the sort of hat
their patients wear. The doctor may lay down the law
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despotically enough to the patient at points where the
patient’s mind is simply blank ; But when the patient has
a prejudice the doctor must either keep it in countenance
or losg his patiene. IF people are persuaded that night air
is dangerous to health and that fresh air makes them carch
cold, it will not be possible for @ doctor to make his living
in private practice if he prescribes ventilation. We have
to go back no further than the days of The Pickwick Papers
to find ourselves in a world where people slept in four-pest
beds with curtains drawn closely round to exclude as much
air as posible, Had Mr. Pickwick's doctor told him that
he would be much healthier if he slept on a camp bed by
an open window, Mr. Pickwick would have regarded him
as a crank and called in another doctor, Had he gone on
to forbid Mr. Pickwick to drink brandy and water when-
ever he felt chilly, and assured him that if he were deprived
of meat or salt for a whole year, he would not only not die,
but would be none the worse, Mr. Pickwick would have
fled from his presence as from that of a dangerous madman.
And in these matters the doctor cannot chear his patient.
If he has no faith in drugs or vaccination, and the patient
has, he can cheat him with colored water and pass his lancet
through the lume of a spirit lamp before scratching his
arm. But he cannot make him change his daily habits with-
out knowing it

The Reforms also come from the Laity.

In the main, then, the doctor learns that iffhe gots
ahead of the superstitions of his patients he s a ruined man ;
and the result is that he instincrively takes care not to get
ahead of them. That is why all the changes come from
the laity. It was not until an agitation had been conducted
for many years by laymen, including quacks and faddists of
all kinds, that the public was sufficien tly impressed to
make it posible for the doctors to open their minds and
their mouths on the subject of fresh air, cold water, temper-
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ance, and the rest of the new fashions in hygiene. At

resent the tables have been turned on many old prejudices.
f’lenty of our most popular elderly doctors believe that cold
tubs in the morning are unnatural, exhausting, and rheu-
matic; that fresh air 35 2 fad, and that everybody is the
better for a glass or twa of port wine every day ; but they
no longer dare say as much until they know exactly where
they are; for many very desirable patients in country houses
have lately been persuaded that their first duty is to get up
at six in the merning and begin the day by taking a walk
barcfoot through the dewy grass. He who shews the least
scepticism as to this practice is at once suspected of being
tan old-fashioned doctor," and dismissed to make room
for & younger man.

In shorr, private medical practice is governed not by
science but by supply and demand ; and however seientifie
a treatment may be, it cannot hold its place in the marker
if there is no demand for it 5 nor can the grossest quackery
be kept off the market if there is a demand for it.

Fashions and Epidemics.

A demand, however, can be inculcared. 'This is
thoroughly understood by fashionable tradesmen, who find
no difficulty in persuading their customers to renew articles
that are not worn out and to buy things they do not want.
By making doctors tradesmen, we compel them to learn the
tricks of trade ; conscquently we find that the fashions of the
year indlude treatments, aperations, and particular drugs, as
well s hats, sleeves, ballads, and games. Tonsils, vermiform
appendices, uvulas, even ovarics are sacrificed because it is
the fashion to ger them cut ouc, and because the operations
arc highly profitable. The psychology of fashion becomes
a pathology ; for the cases have every air of being genuine :
fashions, after all, are only induced epidemics, proving that
epidemics can be induced by tradcsmen, and therefore by
doctors.
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The Doctor’s Virtues,

It will be admirted that this iz a pretty bad state of
things. And the melodramatic instinct of the public,
always demanding that every wrong shall have, not its
remedy, bae its villain te be hissed, will blame, not ies own
apathy, superstition, and ignorance, but the dc.pru'ity of
the dectors. Nothing could be more unjust or mischievons,
Daoctors, if no betrer than other men, are certainly no worse.
I was reproached during the performances of The Doctor's
Dilemma at the Court Theatre in 1907 because I made
the artist a rascal, the journalist an illiterate incapable, and
all the doctors “angels™ Bur I did not go beyond the
warrant of my own experience. It has been my luck to
have doctors among my friends for nearly forty years past
{all perfectly aware of my freedom from the usual eredulity
as to the miraculous powers and knowledge attributed to
them) ; and though I know that thers are medical black-
guards as well as military, legal, and clerical blackguards
{one soon finds thar out when cne is privileged to hear
doctors talking shop among themselves), the fact that I was
no more at a loss for private medical advice and attendance
when [ had not a penny in my pocket than I was later on
when I could afford fees on the highest scale, has made it
impossible for me to share that hostility to the doctor as a
manwhich exises and is prowing as an inevitable resule of the

resent condition of medical practice. Mot that the interest
in disease and aberrations which turns some men and women
to medicine and surgery is not sometimes as morbTd as the
interest in misery and vice which turns some others to phil-
anthropy and *rescue work.'" But the true doctor is in-
spired by a hatred of ill-health, and a divine impetience
of any waste of vital forces. Unless a man is led to
medicine or surgery through a very exceptional technical
aptitude, or becanse doctoring is a family tradition, or
because he regards it wnintelligently as a lucrative and
gentlemanly profession, his motives in choosing the carcer
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of 2 healer are clearly generous, Howewver actual practice
may disillusion and corrupt him, his selection in the first
instance is not a selection of & base character.

The Doctor’s Hardships.

A review of the counts in the indictment 1 have
brought against private medical practice will shew that they
arisc out of the doctor's position as a competitive private
tradesman : that is, out of his poverty and dependence.
And it should be borne in mind that doctors are expected
to treat other people specially well whilst themselves sub-
mitting to :pm:i:lﬁr inconsiderate treatment, The butcher
and baker are not expected to feed the hungry unless the
hungry can pay; but a docter who allows a fellow-creature
to suffer or perish without aid is regarded as @ menster,
Even if we must dismiss hospital service as really venal, the
fact remaing that most doctors do a good deal of gratuitous
work in private practice all throngh their careers, And in
his paid work the doctor is on a differcnt footing to the
tradesman. Although the articles he sells, advice and treat-
ment, are the same for all classes, his fees have to be
graduated like the income tax, The successful fashionable
doctor may weed his poorer patients out from time to time,
ind finally use the College of Physicians to place it our of
his own power to accept low fees ; but the ordinary general
practitioner never makes out his bills withour considering
the taxable capacity of his patients.

Thenthere is the disregard of his own health and comfort
which results from the fact that he is, by the nature of his
work, an emergency man, We are polite and considerate
to the doctor when there is nothing the matter, and we
meet him =5 a friend or entertain him as a guest; bue
when the baby is suffering from croup, or its mother has a
temperature of 104", or its grandfather has broken his leg,
nobody thinks of the doctor except as 2 healer and saviour,
He may be hungry, weary, sleepy, run down by several
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successive nights disturbed by that instrument of torture,
the nigh: bell ; but who ever thinks of this in the face of
sudden sickness or accident? We think no more of the
condition of a doctor attending a case than of the condition
of 2 fireman at o fire. In other cccupations night-work is
specially recognized and provided for, The worker sleeps
all day; has his breakfast in the evening; his lanch or
dinner at midnight ; his dinner or supper before going to
bed in the morning ; and he changes to day-work if he
cannot stand night-work. Bur a docror is expected to work
day and night. In practices which consist largely of work-
men’s clubs, and n which the par_i::nu are therefore taken
on wholesale terms and very numerous, the unfortonate
assistant, or the principal if he has no assistant, often does
not undress, Enowing thae he will be called up before he
hias snatched an hour's sleep., To the strain of such inhuman
conditions must be added the constant risk of infection.
One wonders why the impatient doctors do not become
savage and unmanageable, and the patient ones imbecile,
Perhaps they do; to some extent, And the pay is wretched,
and so uncertain that refusal to attend without payment in
advance becomes often a necessary measure of sclf-defence,
whilst the 'Cnnnt}r Court has IUng ago put an end to the
teadition that the doctor’s fee is an honorarium. Even the
most eminent physicians, as such biographics as those of
Paget shew, are sometimes miserably, inhumanly poar until
they are past their prime,

In short, the doctor needs our help for the moment much
more than we often need his. The ridicule of "Molitre,
the death of a well-informed and clever writer like the lace
Harold Frederic in the hands of Christizn Scicntists {= sort
of sealing with his bleod of the contempruous disbelief in
and dislike of doctors he had bitterly expressed in his books),
the scathing and quite justifiable exposure of medical prac-
tice in the novel by Mr. Maarten Maartens encitled The
MNew Religion: all these trouble the docter very little,
and are in any case well ser off by the popularity of Sir
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Luke Fildes’ famous picture, and by the verdicts in which
jurics from fime to fime express their conviction that the
doctor can do no wrong. The real woes of the doctor are
the shabby coat, the wolf at the door, the t{ﬂnn}- of
ignorant patients, the work-day of 24 hours, and the nseless-
ness of honestly prescribing what most of the paticnts really
need : that is, not medicine, but money.

The Public Doctor.

What then is to be done ?

Fortunately we have not to begin absclutely from the
beginning: we already have, in the Medical Officer of
Health, a sort of doctor who is free from the worst hard-
ships, and consequencly from the worst vices, of the private
practitioner. His position depends, not on the number of
people who are ill, and whom he can keep ill, but on the
number of people who are well. He is judged, as all doctors
and treatments should be judged, I:::r the vical statistics of
his district. When the death-rate goes up his credic goes
down. As every increase in his salary depends on the issue
of a public debate 25 to the health of the constituency
upnder his charge, he has every inducement to strive
towards the ideal of a elean bill of health. He has a safe,
dignified, responsible, independent position based wholly
on the public health ; whercas the private practitioner has
a precarious, shabby-genteel, irresponsible, servile position,
based whplly on the prevalence u?ﬂlnm.

It is true, there arc grave scandals in the public medical
service, The public doctor may bealso a private practitioner
eking out his earnings by giving a little time to public work
for a mean payment. There are cases in which the position
is one which no successful practitioner will accepr, and
where, therefore, incapables or drunkards get automarically
selected for the post, fawte de micux ; but even in these
cases the doctor is less disastrous in his public capacity
than in his private one: besides, the conditions which
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prodice these bad cases are doomed, as the evil is now re-
cognized and understood. A popular but unstable remedy
15 to enable local authorities, when they are too small to
require the undivided time of such men as the Medical
Dificers of our great municipalities, to combine for public
health purposes so that each may share the gervices of a
highly paid official of the best class; but the right remedy
is a lorger area a5 the sanitary unit,

Medical Drganizatinn.

Another advantage of public medical work iz that it
admits of orpanization, and consequently of the distribution
of the work in such a manner as to avaid wasting the time
of highly qualified experts on trivial jobs. The individual-
ism n}'gm".':tc practice lcads to an appalling waste of time
on trifles. Men whese dexterity as operators or almost
divinatory skill in diagnesis are constantly needed for diffi-
cult cases, are powlticing whitlows, vaceinating, changing
unimportant dressings, prescribing cther drams for ladies
with timid Jeanings towards dipsomania, and generally wast-
ing their time in the pursuit of private fees. In no other
profession is the practitioner cxpected to do all the work
involved in it from the first day of his professional career
to the last as the doctor is. ‘The judge passes sentence of
death ; but he is not expected to hang the criminal with
his own hands, as he would be if the legal profession were
as unorgamzed as the medical, The bIEhDP 15 Mot :IPl:l:ti:d
to blow the organ or wash the baby he baptizes. The
generil is not asked to plan 2 campaign or conduct a battle
at half-past twelve and to play the drum at halF-past two,
Even if they were, things would still not be as bad as in
the medical profession ; for in it not only is the first-class
man set to do third-class work, but, what is moch more
terrifying, the third-class man is cxpected to do first-class
work, Every general practitioner is supposed to be capable
of the whole range of medical and surgical work at =
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moment's notice ; and the country doctor, who has not a
specialist nor a crack consultant at the end of his telephone,
often has to tackle without hesitation cases which no sane
Pﬂui:iqn:r in a town would take in hand without assist=
ance. Mo doubt this develops the resonrcefulness of the
country doctor, and makes him & more capable man than
his suburban colleague ; but it cannot develop the second-
class man into 2 first-class one. IF the practice of law not
only led to a judge having to hang, but the hangman to
judge, or if in the army matters were so arranged that it
would be possible for the drummer boy to be in command
at Waterloo whilst the Duke ule:]i:ingr.ﬂh Vwas Pia}'ing the
drum in Brussels, we should neot be consoled by the refiec-
tion that our hangmen were thereby made a little more
judicial-minded, and our drummers more responsible, than
in foreign countrics where the legal and military professions
recopnized the advanteges of division of labor.

Under such conditions no statistics a5 to the gradeation
of prafessional abi].ir;»' among dogtors are available, Assum-
ing that doctors are normal men and not magicians (and 1t
is unfortunately very hard to persuade people to admit so
much and thercby destroy the romance of doctoring) we
may gucss that the medical profession, like the other pro-
fessions, consists of a small percentage of highly pifred
persons at one ¢nd, and a small percentage of altogether dis-
astrous duffers at the other, Between these extremes comes
the main body of doctors (also, of course, with a weak and
a strong end) who can be trusted to work under regulations
with mor®or less aid from above according to the gravity of
the case. Or, to put it in terms of the cases, there are cases
that present no difficultics, and can be dealt with by a
nurse or student at one end of the scale, and cases that
rl:r:!uirr: watching and hapdling by the very highest existing
skill at the other; whilst between come the great mass of
cases which need wisits from the doctor of erdinary abilicy
and from the chiefs of the profession in the proportion of,
52y, $CVEn to none, seven to one, three to one; one to one,
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or, fora day or two, none to one. Such a service is organized
at present only in hospitals ; though in large towns the prac-
tice of calling in the cnnsnlum acts, to gome extent, as
a substitute for it. But in the latter case it is quite un-
regulated except by professional criguet, which, as we
have seen, has for its objece, not the health of the patient
or of the community at large, but the protection of the
doctor’s livelihood and the concealment of his errors, And
as the consultant is an ecxpensive luxury, he is a last re-
soitrce rather than, as he shonld be, a matter of course in
all cases where the gencral practitioner s not equal to the
occasion : a predicament in which a very capable man may
find himself at any time through the cropping up of 2 case
of which he has had no clinical expericnce.

The Social Solution of the Medical
Problem,

The social solution of the medical problem, then, depends
on that large, slowly advancing, pettishly resisted integration
of socicty called generally Socialism. Until the medical pro-
fession becomes a body of men trained and paid by the
country to keep the conntey in health it will remain what
it isat present: a conspiracy to exploit popalar credulicy and
human suffering.  Already our MLO.H.s (Medical Officers of
Health) are in the new position : what is lacking is apprecia-
tion of the change, not only by the public but by the private
doctors. For, 25 we have scen, when one of the first-rate
posts becomes vacant in one of the great cities, #d all the
leading M.O.H.s compete for it, they must appeal to the
good health of the cities of which they have been in charge,
and not to the size of the incomes the local private doctors
are making out of the ill-health of their patients. If a com-
petitor can prove that he has urterly ruined every sort of
medical pﬂ'l.rnl:e Fnu:l:lm: in = ]srgc EIT.]" except n-bstetnc
practice and the surgery of gecidents, his claims are irre-
sistible ; and this is the ideal at which every M.O.H. should
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aim. But the profesion at lamge should none the less
welcome him and set its house in order for the social
change which will finally be its own salvetion. For the
M. 0.H. as we know him is only the beginning of that
army of Public Hygiene which will presently take the
place in general interest and honor now occupied by our
military and naval forces, It is silly that an Englishman
should be more afraid of a German soldier than of & British
diseate germ, and should clamor for more barracks in the
same mewspapers that protest against more school clinics,
and cry out that if the State fights disease for us it makes
us paupers, though they never say that if the State fights
the Germans for us it makes us cowards, Fortunately, when
a habit of thought is silly it only needs steady treatment by
ridicule from sensible and witty people to {ue put out of
countenance and perish. Every year sees an increase in the
number of persons employed in the Public Health Service,
who would formerly have been mere adventurers in the
Private Illness Service. To put it another way, a host of
men and women who have now a strong incentive to be
mischievous and even murderous rogues will have a much
stronger, becanse a much honester, incentive to be net only
good citizens but active benefactors to the community, And
they will have no anxicty whatever sbout their incomes.

The Future of Private Practice,

It must not be hastily concluded that this involves the
extinction of the private practitioner. What it will really
mean for him is release from his present degrading and
scicntifically corrupting slavery to his patients. As I have
already shewn, the doctor who has to live by pleasing his
patients in competition with everybody who has walked the
hospitals, scraped through the examinations, and bought a
brass plate, soon finds himself prescribing water to tee-
totallees and brandy or champagne jelly to drunkards ; becf-
steaks and stout in one house, and “uric acid free” vegetirian
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diet over the way; shut windows, big fires, and heavy over-
coats to old Colonels, and open air and as much nakedness
as 1s compatible with decency to young faddists, never onec
daring to say either *I dont know," or “I done agree.” For
the strengpth of the doctor's, as of every other man's position
when the evolution of social organization at last reaches his
profession, will be that he 1.!."Elgli.uhw§'5 have open to him
the alternative of public employment when the private em-
ployer becomes too tyrannous. And let no one suppose that
the words doctor and pa:tit:r:t can ﬂisgﬂfar: from the pa:r:'u:n
the fact that they are employer and employee. No douhbt
doctors who are in great demand can be as high-handed and
independent as employees are in all classes when a dearth
in their labor market makes them indispensable; but the
average doctor is not in this position: he 15 struggling for
life in an overcrowded profession, and knows well that “a
good bedside manner™ will carry him to solvency through
a morass of illness, whilst the least attempr at plain desling
with people who are eating too much, or drinking too much,
or frowsting too much (to go no further in the list of in-
temperances that make wp so much of family life) would
soon land him in the Bankruph:}r Court.

Private practice; thus protected, would itself proteet indi-
viduals, s far as such protection is possible, againat the
errors and superstitions of State medicine, which are ar
worst no worse than the errors and superstitions of private
practice, being, indeed, all derived from it. Such mon-
strosities as vaccination are, 25 we have seen, founded, not
on science, but on half-crowns. If the Vaccination Acts,
instead of being wholly repealed as they are already half
repealed, were strengthened by compelling every parent to
have his child vaccinated by a public officer whose salary
was completely independent of the number of vaccinations
performed by him, and for whom there was plenty of alterna-
tive public health work waiting, vaccination would be dead
in two years, &5 the vaccinator would not only not gain by
it, but would lose eredit through the depressing effects on
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the vital statistics of his district of the illness and deaths it
causes, whilst it would take from him all the eredit of that
freedom from smallpox which is the result of good sanitary
administration and vigilant prevention of infection. Such
absurd panic scandals as that of the last London epidemic,
where a fee of half-a-crown per re-vaccination produced
raids on houses during the absence of parents, and the forcible
seizure and re-vaccination of children left to answer the
door, can be prevented simply by abolishing the half-
crown and all similar follics, paying, not for this or that
ceremony of witcheraft, but for immuniey from disease, and
paying, too, in a rational way. The officer with a fixed
salary saves himself trouble by doing his business with the
least possible interference with the private citizen. The
man paid by the job loses money by not forcing his job on
the public as often as possible without refercnce to its
resules.

" The Technical Problem.

As to any technical medical problem specially involved,
there is none, If there were, I should not be competent o
deal with 1t, a5 I am not & technical expert in medicine:
I deal wich the subject as an economist, a politician; and a
citizen exercising my common sense, Everything thae I
have said applies cqually to all the medical techniques, and
will held goed whether public hygiene be based on the
poctic fancies of Christian Science, the tribal superstiticns
of the druggist and the viviscoctor, or the best we can make
of our gal kiowledge. But I may remind thess who cen-
fusedly imagine that the medical problem is also the scicntific
problem, that all problems are finally scientific problems,
The notion that therapeutics or hygiene or surgery is any
more or less scientific than maL‘Eng or l:'lv:arl.ing boots i
entertained only by people te whom a man of science is
still & magician who can cure discases, transmute merals,
and enable us to live for ever. It may still be neccssary for
some time to come to practise on popular credulicy, popular
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love and dread of the marvellous, and popular idolatry, to
induce the poor to comply with the sanitary regulations
they are too ignorant to understand. As [ have elsewhere
confessed, I have myself heen responsible for ridiculous in-
cantations with borning sulphur, experimentally proved to
be quite usel:ss, because poor people are convinced, by the
m].q.u{:n] air of the burnmg and the horrible smtll that it
exorcises the demons of smallpex and scarle fever and
makes it safe for them to return to their houses. To assure
them that the real secret is sunshine and soap is only to con-
vince them that you do not eare whether they live er die,
and wish to save money at their expense. So you perform
the incaniation ; and back they go to their honses, satisfied.
A religions ceremony—a poctic blessing of the threshold,
for instance—would be much better; but unfortunately
our religion is weak on the sanitary side. One of the worst
misfortunes of Christendom was that reaction against the
voluptuous hE.‘I'J.'Li]'.I.E of the imPr:riaI Romans which made
dirty habits a part of Christian piety, and in some unlucky
places (the Sandwich Islands, for example) made the intro-
duction of Christianity alse the intredoction of discase,
because the formulators of the superseded native religion,
like Mahomet, had been q:n]'tghtl:nr:d enough to introdgce
us relipions dutiés such sanitary measures g5 ablution and
the most careful and reverent treatment of everything cast
off by the human body, even to nail clippings and hairs;
and our missionaries thoughtlessly discredited this godly
doctrine without supplying its }:Em:c, which was promptly
taken by laziness and neglect, If the priests of Irelar.d could
only be persuaded to teach their focks that it is & deadly
insult to the Blessed Virgin to place her image in a cottage
thar is not kept up to that high standard of Sunday eleanliness
to which all her worshippers must believe she is accustomed,
and to represent her as being especially particular about
stables because her son was born in one, they might do
more in one year than all the Sanitary Ins lpt:mrs in Ireland

could do in twenty ; and they could hardly doubt that Our
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Lady would be delighted. Perhaps they do nowadays; for
Ireland is certainly a transfig country since my youth
as far as clean faces and pinafores can transfigure it, In
England, where so many of the inhabitants are oo gross to
believe in poetic faiths, too respectable to tolerate the notion
that the stable at Bethany was & common peasant farmer's
stable instead of a first-rate racing one, and too savage to
belicve that anything can really cast out the devil of
disease unless it be some terrifying hoodoo of tortures and
stinks, the M.O.H. will no doubt for a long time to come
have to preach to fools according to their folly, promising
miracles, and threatening hideous personal consequences of
neglect of by-laws and the like; therefore it will be important
that every M.O.H. shallhave, with his {or her) other qualifica-
tions, a sense of humor, lest he (or she) should come at last
to believe all the nonsense that must needs be talked. But
he must, in his capacity of an expert advising the authorities,
keep the government itself free of superstition. IF Italian
peasanits are so ignorant that the Church can get no hold
of them except by miracles, why, miracles thers must be,
The blood of 5t. Januarius must liquefy whether the Saint is
in the humer or not. To trick a heathen into being a dutiful
Christian is no worse than to trick a whitewasher into trust-
ing himself in a room where a smallpox patient has lain,
by pretending to exorcise the discase with burning sulphur.
But woe to the Church if in deceiving the peasant it also
deceives itself; for then the Church is lost, and the peasant
too, unless he revolt against it. Unless the Church works
the pretgnded miracle painfully against the grain, and is
contnually urged by its dislike of the imposture to strive
to make the peasant susceptible to the true reasons for be-
having well, the Church will become an instrument of his
corruption and an exploiter of his ignerance, and will find
itself launched upon that persecution of scientific truth of
which all priesthoeds are accused—and none with more
justice than the scientific priesthood,

And here we come to the danger that terrifies so many
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of us: the danger of having a hygicnic orthodoxy imposed
on us, But we must face that: in such crowded and poverty
ridden civilizations as ours any orthedoxy is better than
laisser-faire. If our population ever comes to consist ex-
clusively of well-to-do, highly cultivared, and thoroughly
instructed free persons in a pesition to take care of them-
selves, no doubt they will make short work of a good deal
of official regulation that is now of life-and-death neeessicy
to us; but under existing circumstances, I repeat, almost
any sort of attention that democracy will stand is
botter than neglect. Attention and scrivity lead to mis-
takes as well as to successes; but a life spent in making
mistakes 15 not only more honarable but more wseful than
2 life spent doing nothing. The one lesson that comes out
of all our theorizing and experimenting is that there 1s only
one really scientific progressive method; and that is the
method of trdal and error. IF you come to that, what is
laisser-faire but an orthodoxy? the most tyrannous and
disastrous of all the orthodoxies, since it forbids you even
to learn.

The Latest Theories.

Medical theories are so much a matter of fashion, and
the most fertile of them are modified so rapidly by medical
practice and biological research, which are international
activities, that the play which Furnishes the pretext for this
preface 1s already slightl‘y outmoded, though [ believe it
may be taken as a faithful record for the year (1go6) in
which it was begun. [ must not exposc any E[oﬁ:s.sinnal
man to ruin by connecting his name with the entire freedom
of crivicism which I, a5 a layman, enjoy; but it will be
evident to all experts that my play could not have been
written but for the work done by Sir Almroth Wnighe in the
theory and practice of securing immunization from bacterial
discases by the ineculation of “ vaceines " made of their own
bacteria: a practice incorrectly called vaccinetherapy (there
is nothing vaccine about it) apparently because it is what vac-
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cination ought to be and isnot, Until Sir Almroth Wrnight,
following up one of Metchnikoff’s most suggestive biological
romances, discovered that the white corpuscles or phagocytes
which attack and devour discase germs for us do their work
only when we butter the discase germs appetizingly for them
with a natural sauce which Sir Almroth named opsonin, and
that our production of this condiment continually rizes and
falls thythmically from negligibility to the highest efficiency,
nobady had been able even to conjecture why the various
serums that were from time to time introduced as having
effected marvellous cures, presently made such direful havoe
of some unfortunate patient that they had to be dropped
hastily, The quantity of sturdy lying that was necessary to
save the credic of inoculation in those days was prodigious ;
and had it not been for the devotion shewn by the military
authorities throughout Europe, whe would order the en-
tire disappesrance of some discase from their armies, and
bring it about by the simple plan of changing the name
under which the cases were reported, or for our own Metro-
Pﬂlimn As].'lum-.e- Board, which ta:n:ﬁ.‘lll}f suppressed all the
medical reports that revealed the sometimes quite appalling
effects of epidemics of revaccination, there is no saying what
popular reaction might not have taken place against the
whole immunization movement in therpeutics.

The situation was saved when Sir Almroth Wright pointed
out that if you inoculated o patient with pathogenic germs
at a moment when his powers of cooking L‘?m far consump-
tion by the phagocytes was receding to its lowest point, you
wouldt certainly make him a good deal worse and perhaps
kill him, whereas if you made precisely the rame inoculation
when the cooking power was rising to one of its periodical
climaxes, you would stimulate it to still further exertions
and produce just the opposite result. And he invented =
technique for ascertaining in which phase the patient
happened to be at any given moment. ‘The dramatic possi-
bilities of this discovery and invention will be found in my
play. But it is one thing to invent a technique: it is quite
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another to persuade the medical profession to acquire it
Our general practitioners, I gather, simply declined to scquire
it, being mostly unable to afford either the acquisition or
the practice of it when acquired. Something simple, cheap,
and ready at &ll times for all comers, is, a5 I have shewn,
the nn]{ thing that is cconomically possible in general prac-
tice, whatever may be the case in Sir Almreth's famous
laboratory in St Mary's Hospital, It would have become
necessary to denounce opsonin in the trade papers as & fad
and Sir Almroth as a dengerous man if his practice in the
laboratary had not led him to the conclusion that the cus-
tomary inoculations were very much too powerful, and thae
a comparatively infinitesimal doee would not precipitate a
negative phaseef cooking activity,and ]:l:.ntft;ht inducea positive
onc. And thus it happens that the refusal of our general
practitioners to acquire the new technique is no longer quite
50 dnng:mus in ]:rmn:t[tc as 1t was when The Ductm"quil—
emima wits written : nay, that Sir Ralph Bleomfield Boning-
ton's way of administering inoculations as if they were
spoonfuls of squills may sometimes work fairly well. For all
lhn:,l find Sir Almroth Wright, on the 23rd May 1910,
warning the Royal Society of Medicine that “ the Eill‘lltllh
has not yet been prevailed upon to reconsider his position,”
which means that the- general practitioner ( the doctor,”
as he i5 called in onr homes) i3 going on just as he did
before, and could not affard to Jearn or practise a new
technique even if he had ever heard of it, To the patient
who does not know about it he will say nothing. To the
patient who does, he will ridicule it, and dispardge Sir
Almroth. What else can he do; except confess his ignor-
ance and starve

But now please ohserve how “the whirligig of time brings
its revenges.” This latest discovery of the remedial virtue
of a very very tiny hair of the dog that bit you reminds us,
not only of Arndt's law of protoplismic reaction to stimuli,
ncl:m':iiu.g to which weak and strong stimuli Prm.rokc oppo-
site reactions, but of Hahnemann's homeopathy, which was
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founded on the face alleged by Hahnemann that drugs which
producecertain symptoms when taken in ordinary perceptible
quantities, will, when taken in infinitesimally small quan-
titics, provoke just the opposite symptoms ; so that the drug
that gives you & headache will also cure & headache if you
take little enough of it. I have alrcady explained that the
savage opposition which homeopathy encountered from the
medical profession was not a scientific opposition ; for no-
body seems to deny thatsome drugsact in the alleged manner.
It was opposed simply because doctors and spothecaries lived
by selling boteles and boxes of doctor’s stuff to be taken
in spoonfuls or in pellets as large as peas; and people
would not pay as much for drops and globules no bigger
than pins' heads. MNowadays, however, the more cultivated
folk are beginning to beso suspicious of drugs, and the in-
corrigibly superstitious people so profusely supplied with
patent medicines (the medical advice to take them being
wrapped round the bottle and threwn in for nothing) that
hn-m:opn,:h}' has become a way of l:ha'b{ﬁtating the trade of
prescription compounding, and is consequently coming into
professiona] eredit. At which point the theory of opsonins
comes very opportunely to shaEc hinds with it.

Add to the newly triumphant homeopathist and the op-
sonist that other remarkable innovator, the Swedish masseur,
who does not theorize about you, but probes you all over
with his powerful thumbs unul he finds out your sore spots
and rubs them away, besides cheating you into a little
wholesome exercise; and you have ncarly everything in
medical gractice today that is not flat witcheraft or pure
commercial cxploitation of human credulity and fear of
death, Add to them & good deal of vegetarian and tectotal
controversy raging round a clamor for scientific eating and
drinking, and re-ulting in little so far except calling digestion
Metabolism and dividing the public between the eminent
doctor who tells us that we do not eat enough fish, and his
equally cminent colleague who warns us that a fish diet
must end in leprosy, and you have all that opposes with any
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sort of countenance the rise of Christian Science with its
cathedrals and congrepations and zealots and miracies
and cures; all very silly; no doubr, but sane and sensible,
poetic and hopeful, -ompared to the pseudo science of the
commercial general practitioner, who foolishly clamers for
the prosecution and even the execution of the Christian
Scientists when their patients die, forgetting the long death-
roll of his own patients.

By the time this preface is in print the kaleidoscops may
have had another shake; and opsonin may have gone the
way of phlogiston at the hands of its own restless discoverer,
I will not say that Hahnemann may have gone the way of
Diafoirus ; for Diafoirus we have always with us. Bur we
shall sill pick up all our knowledge in pursuit of some
Will o' the Wisp or other, What is called science has always
pursued the Elixir of Life and the Philesopher’s Stone, and
18 just as bosy after them to-day as cver it was in the days
of Paracelsus, We call them by different names: Immuni-
zation or Radiclogy or what not ; but the dreams which
lure us into the adventures from which we learn arc always
at bottom the same. Science becomes dangerous only when
it :Jimag[ncs that it has reached ite gual What 15 wWrIong with
pricsts and popes 15 that instead of being apostles and
saints, they arc nothing but empirics who say “ T know "
instead of “I am learning,” and pray for credulity and
inertia as wise men pray for scepricism and activity. Such
gbominations as the Inquisition and the Vaecination Acts
re possible only in the famine years of the soul, when the
great vital dogmas of honor, liberty, courage, the kinship
of all life, faith that the unknown is greater than the known
and is only the As ¥Yet Unknown, and resolation to find a
manly highway to it, have been forgotten in a paroxysm of
fittleness and térror in which nothing is active except con-
cupiscence and the fear of death, playing on which any
trader can filch a fortune, any blackguard gratify his cruelty,
and any tyrant make us his slaves

Lest this should seem too rhetorical a conclusion for our
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rofessional men of science, who are mostly trained not to
E:Iir.w: anything unless it is worded in the farpon of theose
writers who, because they never really understand what they
arc trying to say, cannot find familiar words for it, and are
" therefore cuml:ldlcd to invent a new ilI:I.EI'LIJ.E{: of nonsense
for every book they write, let me sum up my cenclusions
s dr_}']j' is is consistent with sccurate thouoght and live
conviction.

1. Nothing is more dangerous than a poor doctor : not
even a poor employer or a poor landlord.

z, Of all the anti-social vested interests the worst is the
vested interest in ill-health,

3 Remember that an illness 15 a misdemesnor; and treat
the doctor as an accessory unless he notifies every case to
the Public Health Acthoricy,

4. Treat every death as a possible and, under our present
system, & probable murder, by making it the subject of a
reasonably conducted inguest; and execute the decter, if
NeCessary, ar a doctor, by strﬁing him off the n:g]sl:r:r_

5. Make up your mind how many docrors the community
needs to keep it well, Do not register more or less than this
number; and let registration constitute the doctor a civil
servant with a dignified living wage paid out of public funds.

6. Municipalize Harley Street.

7. Treat the private operator exactly as you would treat
a ]'I-I'I"-T[t: gxccutioner.

8. Trear persons who profess to be able to cure disease as
yoo treat formune tellers,

g. Keephe public carefully informed, by special statistics
and announcements of individual cases, of all illnesses of
doctors or in their families.

10, Make it compulsory for a doctor wsing a brass plate
to have inscribed on it, in addition to the letters indicating
his qualifications, the words * Remember that I tos am
mortal.”

11. In legislation and social organization, proceed on
the principle that invalids, meaning persons who cannot
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keep themselves alive by their own activities, cannot,
beyond reason, expect to be kept alive by the activity
of others. There is a point at which the most encrgeric
policeman or doctor, when called upon to deal with an
apparcatly drowned person, gives up artificial respiration,
although it is never possible to declare with certainey, at any
point short of decomposition, that another five minutes of
the exercise would not effect resuscitation. The theory that
every individual alive is of infinite value is legislatively im-
practicable. Mo doube the higher the life we secure to the
individual by wise social organization, the greater his valoe
is to the community, and the more pains we shall take to pull
him through any temporary danger or disablement. But
the man who costs more than he is worth is doomed by
sound hygiene as inexorably as by sound economics.

12. Do not try to live for ever. Youn will not succeed.

13, Use your health, even to the point of wearing it out,
That is what it 1s for. Spend all yon have before you die;
and da not outlive yourself,

14. Take the utmost care to get well born andwell broughs
up. This means that your mother must have a good doctor,
Be carcful to go to a school where there is what they call
a scheol clinic, where your nutrition and reeth and eyesight
and other matters of importance to you will be attended to.
Be particularly careful to have all this done at the expense
of the mation, a5 otherwise it will not be done at all, the
chances being about forty to one against your being able to
pay for it directly yourself, even if you know how to set
about it. Otherwise you will be what most pedple are at
present : an unsound citizen of an unsound nation, without
sensc enough to be ashamed or unhappy about it,
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ACT I

On the 1580 Fane 1903, fn the early forencen, a medical
stwdent, surname Redpenny, Clristian wame wnknewn and of
po imperfaice, sitf af work in & docter's rﬂkmﬁr'.ﬁ'g-mm‘. He
derils for the dactor by anseperinp M fetiers, acting a5 bis domestic
labaratery arristant, and making Hneelf ingispencable pewer-
ally, in retury for wnipecified advantapes involved by intimate
interconrie soith n feader of bix profession, and amenmting te an
informal apprenticestbiy and a temporary affiliation, Redpenny
it mot prewd, and eill do anytbing be i avked without reserva-
tion of His personal dignity if be is asked in o fillsow-creaturely
ey, He ira mm".r- of, r‘ma"; rr:.einﬁ:m,fne:a" , hart
youth, swith bir bair a-w' ciothes in reluctant fransition from i
wntidy bey ro the tidy dector.

Etﬂrpp’h‘.ﬂ_\" 5 inrerrﬂ'prﬂ" .&j the emtravice off an ald SErTTHE-
soman il har mever knoton the cares, the precccupations, the
responsibilities, feafonsier, and anxietier of pevsonal beauty, She
#as the complexion of a wever-washed gypry; incurable by any
detergenty and the baiy, wot @ repilar beavd and monstackes,
which conld at Jeast be trimmed and waxed inte a masculine pre-
sentablemess, but o whole cropaf small beards and meustache,
migatly ipringing from meler all over Fer facei She carrier a
duster and toddles about meddiesomely, spying out dust so difi-
g.mh"; that wlilit she i ﬁfr.l'fa'g off one :jbe.n{' the ir di’.l"!ldff
fooking cheswbere for anstber. Tu conversation she bag the same

1 B
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trick, hardly ever looking at the persom she is addressing excepe
whea she iv excited, Bk baz only one manzer, and that i the
manger of an old family surse to a obild fust after iv bar learnt
fo soalk.  8fe bar woed ber wiliness fo secure indulpences un-
attainable by Clespatra or Fair Roramund, and bar the farther
preat advantage over them that e fwcrearer ber gualification
instead of impaiving it. Belwg an indusirious, agrecable, and
popular old roud, sk it o ewalking sermmon on the wanity of femi-
mine preveiness,  Fuit ar Redpenwy bar ne direovered Christian
name, she bas o discovered surname, and it husvon throwghont
the doctors’ guarter between Cavendish Square and the Mary-
Jebone Road simply as Eniany.

The consniting-roeem bas tovo windswos looking on Queen Anne
Street. Betoseen the two is a marble-topped comsole, with
bawnched gilt legs ending in sphinx clavvs. The huge pier-glass
sobich surmonnts it is mostly disabled from reflection by claborate
painting on its sarface of palws, ferms, Flics, tufips; and 1gn-
Sozrers, The adjeining wall contains the ﬁrcfﬁfrq goitd torg
arm-chairs bofire it As we bappew ta face the corner we see
warbing of the atber troo wall. On the right of the fireplace, or
rather en the right of any person facing the fircplace, is the dvor,
O its left is the writing-table ot wbich Redpeany sies, It i
an gmtidy tabl wich a M.!‘:’!‘!Jf?l, seweraliett tubes, and a spirit
lamp standing ap through fts litter of papers, There is a couch
in the midale of the room, at right angles to the console, and
paraliel ta the fireplace, A chair stands beveween the couch and
the windooe.  Anotber in the corner, Anather at the other end of
the roindocved wall, The windosws faoe greew Fenetian blnds
and rep curtains; and there isa gasalicer; but it itag convert
to wlectric lghting, The wall paper and carpets are most
green, r.m-a-f ewith the gaialier and the Froctian blinds, T
douse, im fact, soas 1o well farpivbed in the middle of the XTI Xth
cembury that it stands unaltered to this day and ir still guite
presentable,

EMMY [entering and immediately beginning to dust the couch]
Theres a lady bothering me to see the doctor,
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rEppEsRY [distracted by tfe fnterraption] Well, she cant
see the doctor. Look here: whats the use of telling you
that the doctor cant take any new patients, when the mo-
ment & knock comes to the door, in you bounce to :s.’.:
whether he can see somebody ?

exmy, Who asked you whether he could see somebaody !

mEpPERKY. You didj.'

gusy. | said eheres a lady bothering me to see the doc-
tor. That isnt asking. Its telling.

reopenny. Well, 1s the lady bothering you any reason
for you to come bothering me when I'm busy ?

MMy, Have you seen the papers?

REDPERKY. No.

eMuy. Not seen the birthday honors

REDPENKY [bepfuming to rwear] What the—

exmy. Now, now, ducky !

weppExny. What do you suppose I care about the birth-
day honors? Get out of this with your chattering. Dr
Bidgeon will be down before 1 have these letters ready,
Get out,

eumy. Dr Ridgeon wont never be down any more, young
man,

Bke detects durt on the cotirate and ir deyy gn it fermedi=
af.r.l' Ry

s;iu?ww [femping wp and follosving -!'.rrgl What !

emmy. He's been made a knight. Mind you dont go Dr
Ridgeoning him in them letters. Sir Colenso Ridgeon is
te be his name now.

represny, 1'm jolly glad,

esmumy. I never was so taken aback. [ always thought
his great discoveries was fudge (let alone the mess of
them) with his drops of blood and tubes full of Malcese
fever and the like, MNow he'll have & rare laugh at me.

repPENNY. Serve you right! It was like your cheek to
talk to him about science. [He retwrns fo bis fuble and
rerumer bis writing).

euuy. Oh, I dont think much of seience; and neither
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will you when youve lived as long with it a5 1 have.
Whats on my mind 1s answering the door, Old Sir Patrick
Cullen has been here already and left first congratulations
—hadnt time to come up on his way to the hospital, but was
determined to be first—ecoming back, he said. All the rest
will be here too: the knocker will be 31:r'mg all &a}r, What
I'm afraid of is that the doctor'll want a footman like all
the rest, now that he's Sir Colenso. Mind @ dont you go
putting him up to it, ducky; for he'll never have any
comfore with anybody but me to answer the door. [ know
who to ler in and who to keep out, And that reminds me
of the poor lady. I think he cught to see her. She's just
the kind that puts him in a good temper, [8fe dvsts Red-
perny’s papers].

reprery. I tell you he cant see anybedy. Do go away,
Emmy. Heow can I werk with you dusting all ever me like
this?

ersty. I'm not hindering you working—if you call writ-
ing letters working. Theee goes the bell, [§he fooks owr of
the windoer]. A doctor's carriage. ‘Thats more congratula-
tions. [Ei'.r i gpoing out weben 8ir Colewse Ridpeon I'.HTI'FI]..
Have you finished your two eggs, sonny?

rincEoN. Yes,

emmy. Have you put on your clean vest?

RIDOEON. Y5,

exmy. Thats my ducky diamond! Mow keep yoursclf
tidy and dont go messing about and dirtying your hands:
the peaple are coming to congratulate you. [8fe goes ani].

&ir Colenro Ridgeon is q mian of fifty wihe bay necwr shaken
off A yowrh He bar the off-banded manner and the ftele
audacities of addrers sobieh a 18y and pensitive man acguires in
Ereaking Sl in te fnterconrie with all serts and conditions of
men. Ifir face in a pood deal fined ; Eis movements are siewer
thaity for fustance, Redpenny’s; and Mis faxen beir bar ot its
fustrey but fn figare and manger be fs more the yonng man than
the pitled pﬁ_]r.:'frr'a#. Ewen the fines i bir fuce are these of sour-
eoprk and restlers seepriciim, perdapr partly of curiciity and
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appetite, rather thaw of age.  Fart at presemt the aumogrcement
of kis knighthood in the morning pagers makes bim specially self-
conseions, and conseguently specially off-hand ewith Redpenny.

winGeox, Have you seen the papers? Youll have to alter
the name in the letters if you havne.

neprensy. Emmy has just told me. I'm awfully glad.
=

rinsEoN. Encugh, young man, enough. You will scon
get accustomed to it

reprEsEY. They ought to have done it years ago.

ripceoN, They would have; only they couldnt stand
Emmy opening the door, 1 daresay.

emuy [af the door, anneuncing] Dr Shocmaker. [ §he with-
dragd).

A ;:ulm'a‘n’a"e-agn‘ Eentleman, well dressed, comer in with a
Sriendly but propitiatery air, met quite nure of bir reception.
His combination of 10fF manners and regpansive bindliness, with
@ certaln anseizadle reseroe and a_fomiliar yer foreign chiselling
of feature, reveal the Feew: in this instance the bandrome gentle-
mandy Jesw, gone a little pigeon-Sreasted and stale after thirty,
ar hawdsone youwng Feeos oftcn do, bat still decidedly gosd-fooking,

THE GENTLEMAN. Do you remember me? Schutzmacher,
University College school and Belsize Avenue. Loony
Schutzmacher, you know,

wincgerx, What! Loony! [He sbaker bawds cordially].
Why, man, I thought you were dead long age. Sit down,
[ Schurzwacher sits on rgt cowchs Ridgesn on the chair between
it and the windsw]. Where have you been these thircy
years? @

seHuT2MacHER, In general practice, until a few months
ago. Ive retired.

mingeon, Well done, Loony! I wish J could afford to
retire. Was your practice in London ?

SCHUTZMACHER, lIJ‘J::.

rinceon, Fashionable coast practice, I suppose.

scHuTzEMacHER. How could I afford to buy a fashion-
able practice # 1hadnt a rap. Iset up in a manufacturing
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town in the midlands in a lirtle ‘surgery at ten shillings a
week.

ripzeoN. And made your fortune?

scHurssacier, Welly I'm pretty comfortable. I have
@ place in Hertfordshire besides our flat in town. If you
ever want a quiet Saturday to Monday, I'll take you down
in my motor at an hour's notice,

eingeon. Just rolling in money ! I wish you rich g.p.'s
would teach me how to make some. Whats the secret
of it?

scHuTZMAcHER. Oh, in my case the secret was simple
encugh, though I suppese 1 should have got into trouble if
it had awracted any notice, And I'm afraid youll think it
rather infra dig.

wipgEoN. Oh, I have an open mind, What was the secret?

scuuTzmacuer, Well, the sccret was just two words.

ninzEon. Mot Consultation Free, was it?

scHuTaMACHER [rhocked] No, no. Really!

ninGeoy [apefegetic] OF course not. 1 was only joking.

scuvTemaceer, My two words were simply Cure
Guaranteed,

ripseoy [ddmirfng] Cure Guaranteed !

scHUTZMACHER. Guaranteed. After all, thats what every-
body wanes from a doctor, isnt it ?

minceon. My dear Loony, it was an inspiration, Was it
on the brass plate?

SCHUTZMACHER. There was no brass plate, It was a shop
window : red, you know, with black letwering. Doctor
Lea Schutzmacher, L.R.C.P. M.R.C.5. Advice sard medi-
cine sixpence. Cure Guaranteed.

wincEon. And the guarantee proved sound nine times
out of ten, ehf

SCHUTEMACHER [rather burt at so mederare an ertimare] Oh,
much oftener than that, You sce, most people gee well all
right if they are careful and you give them a little sensible
advice. And the medicine really did them good. Parrish's
Chemical Food : phosphates, you know. One tablespoonful
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to a twelve-ounce bottle of water: nothing better, no
matter whet the case js.

nipgeon. Redpenny : make a note of Parrish’s Chemical
Food.

sciurzmacuer. I take i myselt, you know, when I feel
ruf dovwn. Gﬂﬂd—h}"d:. You dont mind my calling, do }'nu!'
Just to congratulate you.

ginceoy, Delighted, my dear Loony, Come to lunch on
Saturday next week. Bring your motor and rake me down
to Hertford,

scuvreMacHER. I will. We shall be delighted. Thank
you, Good-bye. [He poes owt with Ridgeon, sodo retarns
intaiediately].

geopexny. Old Paddy Cullen was here before you were
up, to be the fiest to congraculate you.

ripaeon, Indeed. Whe taught you to speak of Sir Patrick
Cullen as old Paddy Cullen, you young ruffian?

reppensy. You never call him anything else,

pinceon, Not now that [ am Sir Colenza, Next ﬂ:l.ing,
you fellows will be calling me old Colly Ridgeon.

REDPENKY. We do, at St Anne's,

mipaeox. Yach! Thats what makes the medical student
the most disgusting figure in modern civilization. No
veneration, no mManners—no—

eMMY [at the dosr, ammsuncing] Sir Patrick Cullen. [8be
refires

Sir]-P.q'rrirﬁ Callen ir more thag rewenty years older than
Ridgeen, not yet guite af the exd of bis tetber, but wear it apd
resigmed Lo it His game, bis plain, duwonriy bty sometimes ratber
arid commen sensey biv large build and stature, the abiewce ’;f
those odd mroments of ceremonial servility by ewhick an old
Englith doctor sometimer sheswr you what the statws of the pro-
Session svas in Exglond in bir yourh, and an veeasfonal twrw of
speech, are frichy dat Fe far fieed all Fis B in England and
ir thoronghly acclimatized, Hir wanner tv Ridgeon, whim be
fikes, is whimeical and fatberdy: to otbers be iv g Jittle praff and
eninviting, apt to subititute more or less expressive grumt: for



8 The Doctor’s Dilemma Act 1

articulate speech, and generally indisposed, at s age, 1o make
much social effors, He shakes Ridgeon's band and beamr at bim
cordiully and jocularly,

sik PaTricE. Well, young chap. Is your hat too small
for you, eh ¢

mipceow. Much too small, T owe it all to you.

sin. parrice. Blamey, my boy. Thank voo all the
same, [Mle sits in one of the arm-chairs wear the freplace,
Ridgeon sits on the cowed]. Ive come to talk to you a bit
[T Redpeany] Young man: ger out.

reopeswy. Cereainly, Sir Patrick [ He colleces b papers and
mrakes for the dosr).

stk PaTRICK. Thank you, Thats a good lad, [Redpenny
vaniséer]. They all put up with me, these young chaps,
because I'm an oid man, 2 real old man, not like you.
Youre only beginning to give yourself the airs of age,
Did you ever see a boy cultivating a moustache? Well,
a middle-aged doctor cultivating a grey head is much the
saime sort of spectacle,

wipgeon, Good Lord! yes: 1 suppose so. And [
thought that the days of my vanity were past, Tell me:
at what age docs a man leave off being a fool ?

stk PaTRICK. Remember the Frenchman who asked his
grandmother ar what age we get free from the temptations
of love, The old woman said she didnt know. [Ridgesn
Jaughi]. Well, I make you the same answer. Buc the
world’s growing very interesting to me now, Colly.

ripcgon. You keep up your interest in science, do you?

stk paTRICK. Lord! yes. Modern science is a vgonderful
thing. Look at your great discovery ! Look at all the great
discoveries! Where arc they leading to? Why, right back
to my poor dear old father’s ideas and discoveries, He%
been dead now over forty years, O, it's very interesting.

minceon, Well, theres nothing like progress, s there ¢

stk paThick. Dont misunderstand me, my boy. 1'm not
belittling your discovery. Most discoveries are made
regularly every fifteen years; and it's fully a hundred and
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fifty since yours was made last. Thats something to be
proud of. But your discovery’s not new. It's only inccula-
tion. My father pn.tti!-ud inoculation until it was made
criminal in eighteen-forty. Thar broke the poor old man's
heart, Cally : he died of it. And now it turns oot that
my father was righe after all. Youve brought us back te
inoculation.

ripceoy. I know nothing sbour smallpox. My line is
tuberculosis and typhoid and plague. Bur of course the
principle of all vaccines 1s the same.

sie parhick. Tuberculosis? M-m-m-m! Youve found
out how to cure consumption, ch?

rinseon. 1 believe so.

stk paTrick. Ah yes. It's very interesting. What is it
the old cardinal says in Browning's play? **1 have known
four and twenty leaders of revolt,” Well, Ive known over
thirty men thae found out how to cure consumption. Why
do people go on dying of it, E.‘u]]].'i‘ Devilment; 1 suppose.
There was my father’s old friend George Boddington of
Surton Coldficld. He discovered the open-air cure in
cighteen-forty. He was ruined and drven out of his prac-
tice for qnt;f n]}r:ning the windows; and now we wont let
4 consumptive patient have as much as a roof over lis
head, Oh, it's Very very interesting to an old man,

smipseon, You old cynie, you dont belicve & bit in my
discovery,

sik parhick. Mo, no: I dont go quive so Far as that,
Colly. But still, you remember Jane Marsh{

ripcegh. Jane Mamh? No,

sik PaTRICK. You dont!

RipoEON. MNo.

sin PaTRICK. You mean to tell me you dont remember
the woman with the tuberculoss uleer on her arm?

ripceos [enfpitened] Oh, your washerwoman's daughter,
Was her name Jane Marsh i I forgot,

sir patatee, Perhaps youve forgotten also that you under-
took to cure her with Koch's tuberculin,
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mipceon. And instead of curing her, it rotted her arm
right off. Yes: I remember. Poor Jane! However, she
makes a good living out of that arm now by shewing it at
medical lectures.

sir parrick. Still, that wasnt quite what you intended,
was it#

ripceox, 1 took my chance of it,

SIR PATRICK. _limc did, you mean.

ringEox. Well, it's always the Pﬂﬁl:nt who has to take
the chance when an experiment is necessary. And we can
find out nothing without experiment.

sin paTrick, What did you find out from Jane's ease ?

mioceoxr. I found out that the inoculatien that ocught to
cure sometimes kills,

sk parrick, I could have told you that, Ive tried these
modern ineculations a bit myself., Ive killed people with
them ; and Ive cured people with them ; but 1 gave them
up beeause I never could tell which I was going to do.

RIDGEDY [taking @ pamphler from a draveer in the writing-
table awd Fanding & to 4fw] Bead that the next time you
have an hour to spare; and youll find out why.

str PaTRick [praediing and fambling for bir spectacler] Oh,
bother your pamphlets, Whats the practice of it! [Lesk-
ing at the Pargﬂrr] Dprspuinf What the dewl 15 upmn{n ?

ringEoN, Opsonin is what you butrer the disease perms
with to make your white blood corpuscles cat them. [He
$its datom again on bthe couch],

stk paTrick. Thats not new. Ive heard this noton that
the white corpuscles—what is it that whats his pame?—
Metchnikoff—ealls them ?

rinciox. Phagocytes,

sir paTrick, Aye, phagocytes: yes, ves, yes. Well, 1
heard this theory that the phagocyres ear up the disease
ECrMs years ago: Iﬂng before you came into fashion, Be-
sides, they dont always cae them.

pinceoy. They do when you butter them with opsonin

EIR PATRICK. ammaon.
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mivceon. No: its not gammon., What it comes to in
practice is this. The phagocytes wont car the microbes
unless the microbes are nicely buttered for them, Well,
the patient manufactures the butter for himself all righe;
but my discovery iz that the manufacture of that butter,
which 1 call opsonin, goes on in the system by ops and
downs—MNature being always rhythmieal, you know—and
that what the inoculation does is 1o stimulate the ups or
downs, as the case may be. If we had inoculated Jane
Marsh when her butter factory was on the up-grade, we
should have cured her arm. Bur we gotin on the down-grade
and lost her arm for her, I call the up-grade the positive
phase and the down-grade the negative phase, Everything
depends on your mnoculating at the right moment. Inocu-
late when the patient is in the negative phase and you kill ;
ineculate when the patient is in the positive phase and
you cure,

stk PATRICK. And pray how are you to know whether
the patient is in the positive or the negative phase?

ripsEoN. Scnd a drop of the panent’s bloed to the
laboratory at 5t Annc's; and in fifteen minutes I'll give
you his opsonin index in fgurcs. If the hAgurc is one,
ineculate and cure s if it's under point eight, incculate and
kill. Thats my discovery ; the most important that has been
made since Harvey discovered the eirculation of the blood.
My tuberculosis patients dont die now,

sk raThick. And mine do when my inoculation catches
them in the negative phase, as you call it. Eh?

RIDGEG, Prﬁ:is-r:lj-‘. Ta :injl:cl: a4 VACCIne Into & Fnt:'l:nt
without first testing his opsonin i3 as near morder as &
respectable practitioner can get. If I wanted to kill a man
I should kill him that way,

emmy [fooking in] Will you scc a lady that wanes her
husband's lungs cured ?

nrogeon [fmpatientdy] Mo, Havat I eold you I will see
nobedy? [To &ir Patrick] 1 live in a state of siege ever
since it got sbout that I'm a magician who can cure con-
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sumption with a drop of serum, [Te Emmy] Dont come to
me agein zbout people who have no appointments. I tell
you I can see nobody,

gmuay, Well, I'll tell her to wait a bit,

ripcEox [ fierises] Youll tell her [ cant sec her, and send
her away : do you hear?

ummy [wamsced ] Well, will you see Mr Cutler Walpaole ¢
He dont want a cure: he only wants to congratulate you.

ripceoy. OF course. Shew him up. [Sfe rurms to pel.
Stop. [To Sir Parrick] 1 want two minutes more with you
between ourselves. [T% Emmy] Emmy : ask Mr Walpole
to wait just two minutes, while 1 finish a consultation.

My, Oh, he'll wait all righte. He's wlking to the
poor lady. [84e goer sni].

stk pareick, Well P what is it?

ripcean, Dont laugh at me. T want your advice,

sie paTRick. Professional advien?

ripGEGH. Yo, Theres something the matter with me,
I dont know what it is,

sin paTrick. Neither dol. | suppose youve been sounded.

ripceok. Yes, of course. Theres nothing wrong with
any of the organs ¢ nothing speeial, anyhow. But I have a
curious aching: I dont know where : T cant localize it
Sometimes [ think it's my heart: sometimes [ suspect my
spine, Itdoesne exactly hart me; but it unsettles me com-
pletely. [ feel that something is going to hippen. And
there are other symptoms. Scraps of tunes come into my
head that seem to me wvery pretty, though theyre quite
commonplace,

sig parrick, Do you hear voices ?

ringEorR. No.

stx paThick, I'm glad of that, When my p:t:'cnrs tell
me that theyve made a greater discovery than Harvey, and
that they hear voices, 1 lock them up, it

rinagow, You think 1'm mad ! Thats just the suspicion
that has come across me once or twice, Tell me che truth:
I can bear it
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sik PATRICE, Youre sure there are no voices !

mipceEor. (uite sure,

sik paTrick. Then it’s only foolishness.

mipceoy, Have yon ever met anything like it before in
your practice ?

sin paTrick. Oh, yes ; often. It's very common between
the ages of seventeen and twenty-two, It sometimes comes
on agein at forty or thereabouts. Youre a bachelor, you
see. It's not serious—if youre careful.

mioaeon, About my food ?

stk paTrick. No: sbout your behavior. Theres nothing
wrong with your spine ; and theres nothing wrong with
your heart ; but theres something wrong with your commen
sense, Youre not going to dic; but you may be going to
make a fool of yourself. 8o be careful,

ringEox. [ see you dont belicve in my discovery. Well,
sometimes I dont belicve in it myself. Thank you all the
same.  Shall we have Walpole up#

stn paTrick. Oh, have him up. [Ridpeon rings]. He'sa
clever operator, iz Walpale, though he's enly one of your
chloroform surgeons. In my early days, you made your man
drunk ; and the porters and studenes held him down ; and
you had to sct your teeth and finish the job fast, Nowadays
you work at your easc; and the pain doesnt come until
afterwards, when youve taken your cheque and rolled up
your bag and left the house. [ tell you, Colly, chlorofarm
has dene a lot of mischief. It's enabled every fool to be a
sirgeon,

rivcEoy [to Emmy, whe awswers the 5elf] Shew Mr Wal-
]JDIE HP.

esay, He's talking to the lady.

rincEod [exaiperated] Did T not tell you—

Emmy poer ont withont beeding fim.  He giver it up, with a
shrug, and plants bimself with b5 back to the comsale, leaning
resigredly againit it

ik paTrice. [ know your Cutler Walpoles and their like,
Theyve found out that a man's body"s full of bits and
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scraps of old ergans he has no mortal use for. Thanks to
chloroform, you can cut half & dozen of them oot without
leaving him any the worse, except for the illness and the
goineas it costs him. I knew the Walpoles well fifieen
years ago. The father used to snip off the ends of people’s
uvulas for fifty guineas, and paint throats with caustic every
day for a year at two guincas a time. His brother-in-law
extirpated tonsils for two hundred puiness until he took up
women's eases at double the fees. Cutler himsell worked
lard at anatomy to find something fresh to operate on ;
and at last he Bot hold of something he calls the nuciform
gac, which he's made quite the fashion. People pay him
five hundred guiness to cut it out, They might as well get
their hair cut for all the difference it makes ; bue I suppose
they feel important after ir. You cant go out to dinner
now without your neighboer bragging to you of some uses
less operation or other,

EMMY [ammoameing] Mr Cutler Walpole. [£4¢ goer ont],

Cutler Walpole i an energetie, gnbesitating man of forty,
with a cleanly modelicd face, very decisive and symmetrical
aboit the shoreich, raffent, rather pretty mese, and the fFree
trimly tarned corwers made &y bis chin and jaws. In compari-
sam soith Ridgeon’s deficare broken fines, and §ir Patrick's softhy
rugged aged ower, fis face froks machine-made and becswwaxed;
ik Ais sermiinizing, a’;n‘:;g cyer give it G and force.  He seems
mever ot a kis, mever @n dexdi ; owe feels thar if be made a mris-
take ke wonld make it thoreughly and firenly. He far wveat, well-
moirithed fandt, short groms, and i bwif o strength and com-
pactmess ratber thaw for feight. He is smartly dres s with o
Jancy waisicoat, a rickly eofired scarf secured by a bandiome
Fitg, ermaments o his wwatch chain, spats ew bis shees, and a
peneral air of the well-to-ds spertiman abowt Eim, He goss
straipht acress to Ridpeen and shakes bands with bim.

warrork. My dear Ridgeen, best wishes! heartiest con-
gratulations! You deserve it

eipgEow. Thank you.

awaLPoLE, A5 & man, mind you. You deserve it as a
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man. The optonin is simple rot, as any capable surgeon
can tell you ; but we're all delighted to see your personal
qualities officially recognized, Sir Patrick: how are yout
I sent you = paper latcly about a lietle thing I invented:
a new saw, For shoulder blades.

sik PATRICK [srealfarivaly] Yes: I gotie. Ir'sa good saw :
a useful, handy instrument,

waLroLe [eonfidently] 1 knew youd see its poines.

stk paTRICK. Yes: Iremember thatsaw sixty-five years ago.

waLroLE, What!

sir paTick. It was called a cabinetmaker’s jimmy then.

watpoLt, Get out! Nonsense! Cabinetmaker be—

ringeor, Never mind him, Walpole. He's jealous.

WALPOLE. B}l' the way, 1 J:.DP: I'm not disturbing you
two in anything private.

rinceos. No no. Sit down. I was only consulting
him. I'm rather out of sorts. Overwork, 1 suppose.

warrole [reoiftfy] 1 know whats the matcer with you.
I can see it in your complexion. I can feel it in the grip
of your hand,

ripceon. What is ic?

warroLE. Blood-poisoning.

RIDGEDM. B]md-pnisnning] Impnﬂsiblc.

waLroLy, I tell you, blocd-poisoning. Ninety-five per
cent of the human race suffer from chronic blood-poison-
ing, and die of it. It's as simple as A.B.C. Your nuciform
sac iz full of decaying matter—undigested food and waste

roducts—rank ptomaines, Now you teke my advice,

idgeon.y Let me cut it out for you., Youll be another
man afterwards.

sie paTRICK. Dont you like him as he is?

watroLk. No T dont. [ dont like any man who hasnt a
healthy circulation. I tell you this: in an ineelligently
governed country pcuilc wouldnt be allowed to go about
with nueiform sacs, making themselves centres of infection,
The operation cught to be compulsary : it's ten times more
umpartant than vaccination,
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ik paTRick. Have vou had your own sac removed, may
I ask?

WALFOLE [.‘rixmpﬁﬂfﬁ] I havat got one. Look at me!
Ivc no symproms. I'm as sound as a bell, About five per
cent of the population havet got any; and I'm one of the
five per cent, I'll give you an instence. You kmow Mrs
Jack Foljambe: the smart Mrs Foljambe? I operated at
Easter on her sister-in-law, Lady Gorran, and found she
had the bipgest sac I ever saw : it held aboutr two oonces.
Well, Mrs Fnlj:mb:: had the ﬁght Epirit—thc genuine
hygienic instinet. She couldnt stand her sister-in-law being
i clean, sound woman, and she simply a whited sepulchre,
So she insisted on my operating en her, too. And by
George, sir, she hadng any sac at all, Nota trace! Not a
rudiment[! I was so taken aback—so Interested, that [
forgot to take the sponges our, and was stitching them up
inside her when the nurse missed them. Somehow, I'd
made sure she'd have an er:eptionn]l}' Inrgc one, [ﬂr.r Eiie
doton ox Bhe couch, squaring Hi showlders and shooting Mir bands
ot of Bis cuffi ar be setr Fix kmackles akimbo].

emmy [fooking in] Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington.

A leng and expectant powse follows this anmouncement. Al
dook to the deor; but there is mo Sir Ralph,

nipceon [af Jee] Where is he?

esny [faking dack] Drat him, T chought he was follow-
ing me. He's stayed down to talk to that lady.

minceon [exploding] 1 wold you to tell that lady—[ Emmy
wraiiher].

waLPoLE [femping up again] Oh, by the way, Ridgeon,
that reminds me, Ive been tal[:ing to that poor gir]. It's
her husband ; and she thinks it's a case of consumption ;
the usual wrong diagnosis: these damned general prac-
titioners ought never to be allowed to touch a paticnt
except under the orders of a2 consultant.  She's been
describing his symptoms to me; and the case is a5 plain
as 2 pikestaff: bad blood-poisoning. Now she's poor. She
cant afford to have him operated on. Well, you send him
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to me: I'll do it for nothing. Theres room for him in my
;|:||1|'5i::E home. ' put him EEI"IiEhF., and feed him up and
make her happy. 1 like making people happy. [He goes to
the ehair mear the enindiar],

eramy [leoking iv] Here he is,

Sir Ralpb Blremfield Borington twafts Simself into the room.
He ira tall man, with o bead fike g tall and slender cxg. He
Far becar in Bir tieme a lender man; but mwow, in bir sixth decadr,
hireoaistesat bas filled sut semesvbat, His faireyebrovwosarch good-
wataredly and wwcritically, He bar a mose musical voice; Hiv

rech £ w perpetaad anthen ; and be meoer tirer of the sound of it
?:'r radiates an enormous self-ratisfaceion, cheering, reassaring,
bealimg by the meve incompatibifity Efp’fw:; or aNTILY with
#ir eecleome presence,  Even broken bomes, it ds satd, Fqve been
kmorew fo witite at the sound of bis weice: ke ir a borm bealer, ar
indepeadent of mere treatmient awd skill ar amy Chriviion
sefentist, Whem be ;;pamir into orafory or icientific exposition,
de i ar euergetic ar Walpole; but it iv wirk @ blawd, volurminons,
almaipheric energy, ewhich envelops its subject and itr awdience,
and makes imterruptive or inntiewtion impeinible, and imposer
vencration and credulity on olf But the strowgese minds.  He is
kuswon in the medical world as B. B.; and the envy rowsed by
dis swecess in practice iv softened &y the conpiction thar be i,
scientifically comsidered, @ colossal Sumbug: the fact Being that,
though de Ewores just s muck (and just ar frelke) as B con-
temporaries, the gualifications that pass muster in common
mer reecal their woeakness soben fumg om bis epregivws per-
renality,

5. 8. AhR! Sir Colenso. Sir Colenso, ch? Welcome to
the order of knighthood,

rinceoR [shading damds] Thank you, B. B,

B, n. Whae! Bir Pacrick ! And how are we to-day? a
little chilly? a little stiff? but hale and still the cleverest
of us all. [8&r Patrick graats], What! Walpole! the
absent-minded beggar: ch?

warroLk, What does that mean ?

n.». Have you forgotten the lovely opera singer

E
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I sent you to have that prowth taken off her wvocal
cords ?

waLeork [springing fo by feer] Great heavens, man, you
dont mean to say you sent her for a throat operation |

6. n [archfy] Aha! Ha ha! Aha! [#rilling fike a fork as
he shaker My fimper af Ff"ﬂ.ll':um'r], You removed her nuciform
sac. Well, well! force of habit! force of habit! Never
mind, ne-¢-e-ver mind. She got back her voice after it, and
thinks you the greatest surgeon alive; and so you are, so
TCH.'I. are, B0 '_\'I:ﬂ.l Are.

WALPOLE [in @ tragic whisper, intensely serious] Blood-
poisoning. 1 see. 1 see. [He sitr docow again).

sik PATRICK, And how is a certain distinguished family
getting on under your care, Sir Ralph?

#. B. Our friend Ridgeon will be gratified to hear that I
have tried his opsonin treatment on little Prince Henry with
complete success,

rinGEos [slartied and anxisns] But how

B. B, [rontinsing] 1 suspected typhoid : the head gardener’s
h-u}" had it; sol just called at St Anne's one :Ia}' and pot a
tube of your very cxcellent serom. You were our, un-
fortunately.

rinceon. I hope they Elﬂi[lﬂtd to you carefully

. B [macing aay té oesard suggestion] Lord bless yon,
my dear fellow, [ didnt need any explanations, I'd lefe my
wife in the carriage at the door; and I'd no time to be
tanght my business by your young chaps. I know all about
it, Ive handled these anti-toxins ever since they first came
out. !

mipapox. But theyre not anti-toxins; and theyre danger-
ous unless you use them at the right time,

B % OF course they are, Everything is dangerous unless
you take it at the right time, An apple at breakfast does
rou good: an apple at bedime upsets you for a week,

hers are only two rules for anti-toxins. Firer, dont be
afraid of them: second, inject them a quarter of an hour
before meals, three times & day.
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RIDGEON [djpdﬂ!d'] Great hewem, B. B., no, no, ne,

B. B. [tooeeping on frrevintibly] Yes, yes, yes, Colly. The
proof of the pudding is in the eating, you know. It was
gn immense siuccess. It acted like magic on the little
prince. Up went his temperature; off to bed [ packed
him; and in a week he was all right again, and absolutely
immune from typhoid for the rest of his life. The family
were very nice about it : their gratitude was quite touching ;
but I said they owed it all to you, Ridgeon; and I am glad
to think that your knighthood is the result.

rnipceEol,. I am deeply obliged to you. [Oeercome, be nits
dosom on fhe chair mear the cowch],

B & Not at all, not at all. Your own merit. Come !
come ! come! dont gEv: way.

mingEoN. It's nothing, I was a little giddy just now,
Owerwork, 1 suppose.

waLroLE. Blood-poisoning,

8 & Overwork! Theres no such thing. 1 do the work
of tem men. Am [ giddy? No, NO. If youre not well,
you have a disease. It may be a slight one; but it's a dis-
case. And what is a discase? The lodgment in the system
of 4 pathogenic germ, and the multiplication of that germ,
What is the remedy? A very simple one. Find the germ
and kill it.

8k PaTRICK. Suppose theres no germ?

B B Impossible, Sir Patrick : there must be a germ:
else how could the patient be ill#

sik raTrick. Can you shew me the germ of over-
work §

BB I'f-:r;. but why ! Why # Because, my dear Sir Patrick,
though the germ is there, it's invisible. Nature has given
it no danger signal for us, These germs—these bacilli—are
translucent bodies, like plass, like water. To make them
visible you must stain them. Well, my dear Paddy, do
what you will, some of them wont stain. They wont take
cochineal ; they wont take methylene blue : they wont take
gentian violer: they wont take any coloring matter. Conse-
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quently, though we know, as scientific men, that they exist,
we cannot scc them, But can you disprove their exist-
ence? Can you conceive the disease existing without
them? Can you, for instance, shew me a case of diph:h{-ri;
without the bacillus?

siz paTrick. Mo but I'll shew you the same bacillus, -
without the disease, in your own throat

8. 8. No, not the same, Sir Patrick. It is an entirely
different bacillus; only the two are, unfortunately, so
exactly alike that you cannet see the difference, ¥You must
understand, my dear Sir Patrick, that every one of these
interesting little creatures has an imitator. Just as men
imitate cach other, germs imitate cach other. There is the
genuine diphtheria bacillus discovered by Leefller; and
there is the pseudo-bacillus, exactly like it, which you
could find, as you say, in my own throat.

sig paTeice, And how do you tcll enc from the ather?

B. B. Well, obviously, if the bacillus is the genuine
Leefler, you have diphtheriz; and if it's the psendo-
bacillug, youre quite well. Nothing simpler. Scicnce 1s
always simple and always profound. It is only the half-
truths that arc dangerous. Ignorant faddists pick up some
su}'l-trﬁcial information abouot germs; and they write to the
papers and try to discredit science. They dupe and mislesd
many honest and worthy people. But science has a perfect
answer to them on every point.

A lietle learning is a0 dangerous thing :
Drink deep; or taste not the Picrian spring.

[ mean no disrespect to your gencration, Sir Patrick : some
of you old stagers did marvels through sheer professional
intuition and clinical experience; but when 1 think of the
average men of your day, ignorantly bleeding and cupping
and purging, and scattering germs over their patients from
their clothes and instruments, and contrase all that with
the scientific certainty and simplicity of my treatment of
the little prince the other day, Fcnnt help being prond of
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my own generation : the men who were trained on the
Eﬂm thcm']r. the veterans of the great struggle over Evolu-
tion in the seventies, We may have cur fanlts; but at
least we are men of science. That is why 1 am taking up
your treatment, Ridgeon, and pushing it.  It's scientific.
[ e sits aveem on the chair mear the couch).

EMmY [a¢ the door, anmsancing] Dr Blenkinsop.

Dr Bienkinsep is in very different caie from the otbers, He
i1 clearly mot & prosperons man. He is flabby and rbabdy,
cheaply fed and cheaply clithed. He has the .f;y.w.r.r wade by a
roRiciemee betoorem B £yed, and the finer made &y eontinnal
money wearries all soer Hr face, cur all the decper ai be Fai
seenr detter days, and bails Bis welfto-de colléagues ar their
contermperary and ofd borpital friead, though even in this ke bas
ts n‘nrggﬂ‘ wirth the .ﬁ'ﬁﬁa’p.u'rr af peverty and rr.l'rgﬂ'ﬁa# fo the
poerer middle elars,

minceon. How are you, Blenkinsop?

sLexkinsor. Ive come to offer my humble congratala-
tions. Oh dear! &ll the great guns are before me,

B B [pummwg, bur elarming] How d'ye de, Blenkin-
sop! How d'ye do?

seenkixsop. And Sir Patrick, too! [8ir Patrick grames].

RIDCEON, Youve met Waipuln:, of course?

warroLe, How d'ye do?

preskinsor. It's the frst time Ive had that honor, In
my poor little practice there are no chances of meeting you
great men, 1 know nobody but the 5t Anne's men of my
own day. [T% Ridgeon] And so youre Sir Colenso. How
does it fewd?

mipgeon. Foolish at first. Dont take any notice of it

srewginsor. I'm ashamed to say I havnt a notion what
your great discovery is; but I congratulate you all the same
for the sake of old times,

8. B [sfecked’] But, my dear Blenkinsop, you used to be
rather keen on science,

eLENkinsor. Ah, I used to be a lov of things. I used to
have two or three decent suits of clothes, and Ranncls to
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go up the river on Sundays. Look at me now ; this is my
best; and it must last til Christmas, What can I do?
Ive never opened a book since 1 was qualified thirty years
ago. I used to read the medical papers at first; but you
know how soon a man drops that; besides, I cant afford
them; and what are they after all but trade papers, full of
advertisements? lve forgotten all my science: whats the
use of my pretending I havoci  Buc I have grear experi-
ence: clinical experience; and bedside experience is the
main thing, isnt it?

8. B No doubr; always provided, mind you, that you
have a sound scientific theory to correlate your observe-
tions at the bedside. Mere experience by itself is nothing,
If 1 take my dog to the bedside with me, he sees what |
sce. But he learns nothing from it. Why? Because he's
not a scientific dog,

waLpoLE. It amuses me to hear you physicians and
general practitioners talking about clinical cxperience.
What do you see at the bedside bur the outside of the
patient? Well: it isnt his ootside thats wrong, excepe
perhaps in skin eases. What you want is a daily familiaricy
with people's insides; and that you can only get at the
operating table. I know what I'm talking about: Ive been
a surgcon and a consiltant for twenty years; and Ive
never known a general practitioner right in his diagnosis
yet. Bring them a perfectly simple case; and they diag-
nose cancer, and arthritis, and appendicitis, and every other
itis, when any really experienced surgeon can scc that it's
a plain case of blood-poisoning. i

pLexxinzor, Ah, it’s easy ﬁ:rg’uu gentlemen to talk ; but
what would you say if you had my practice? Except for
the workmen's clubs, my patients are all clerks and shop-
men, They darent be ill: they cant afford it. And when
they hreak down, what can I do for them? You can send
your people to St Moritz or to Egypt, or recommend horse
exercise or motoring or champagne jelly or complete
chiunge and rest for six months, J might as well order my
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people a slice of the moon. And the worse of it i3, I'm too
poor to keep well myself on the cooking 1 have to put up
with. Ive such & wretched digestion ; and I look it. How
am I 1o inspirc confidencet [He sitr discomsolately on the
cemeh],

I_;[:!G[-un [restlessly] Dont, Blenkinsop: it's too painful.
The most tragic thing in the world is a sick doctor.

walroLe, Yes, by George: its like a bald-headed man
trying to sell & hair restorer. Thank God I'm a surgeon !

B. B. [mwwmily] 1 am never sick, Never had a day's ill-
ness in my life, Thats what enables me to sympathize with
my patients.

waLroLE [mterested] What! youre never iill

n B INever. -

walFoLE. Thats interesting. I believe you have no nuci-
form sac. If you ever do feel at all queer, I should very
much like to have a lock.

. o, Thank you, my dear fellow; but I'm too busy
just new,

RIDGEGH. J was ju.st uﬂli.ng them  when you came in,
Blenkinsep, that I have worked myself out of sorts.

BLEskInsor, Well, it scems presumptuous of me to offer
a prescription to a great man like you; bur seill I have
great experience; end if I might recommend a pound of
ripe greengages every day half an hour before lunch, I'm
sure youd find @ benefit. Theyre very cheap.

ripceos, What do you say 1o that, B. B.?

B, BE. [;ﬁ{eyrﬂging&] 'Vl:rr sensible, Bl:n]{inﬁnp: very
sensible indeed. 1'm delighted to see that you disapprove of
drugs. #

stk patrick [prosis]!

B M. [urdigg Aha! Haha! Did I hear from the fireside
armechair the bow-wow of the old school defending its drogs
Ah, believe me, Paddy, the world would be healthier if
every chemist’s shop in England were demolished. Look at
the papers! full of scandalous advertisements of patent medi-
cines | & hoge commercial system of quackery and poison.
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Well, whose fadlt is it? Ours. I say, ours. We set the
example, We spread the superstition. We taught the
P:up]c to believe in bottles of doctor’s stuff; and now
they buy it at the stores instead of consulting a medical
mar.

watroLE. Quite true. Ive not preseribed a drug for the
lust fifteen years,

B, 8, Drugs can only repress symptoms: they eannot
eradicate disease, The true remedy for all disesses is
Matore’s remedy. Nature and Science are at one, Sir
Patrick, belicve me; though you were taught differcntly.
MNature has pmvid:d, in the white corpiiscles as youo
call them—in the phagocytes as we call them—a
natural means of devouring and destroying all disease
germs.  There is at bottom only one genuingly scientific
treatment for all diseases, and that is to stimulate the
phagocytes. Stimulate the phagocytes. Drugs are a delu-
sion. Find the germ of the disease; prepare from it a
guitable anti-toxin ; inject it three times a day qoarter of
an hour before meals ; and what is the result? The phego-
cytes are stimulated; they devour the disease; and the
patient recovers—unless, of course, he's too far gone, That,
I take i, is the essence of Ridpeon’s discovery.

sin PaTRICK [dreamily] As 1 sit here, I seem to hear my
paor old father walking again,

B. B. [risimg ix incredulowr amazement] Your father! Bue,
Lord bless my soul, Paddy, your father must have been an
elder man than yon,

sig paTrRicE. Word for word almose, he said what you
say. No more druge. Nothing but inoculation.

0. B. [afmast conterspraonsly] Inoculation! Do you mean
smallpox inoculation ¢

sir paTrick. Yes. In the privacy of our family circle,
sir, my father used to declare his belicf thar smallpox in-
oculation was good, not only for smallpex, but for all
fevers.

B. M. [Juﬂ'&n{, Fising fo the meew ddes with fmmenge interest
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and excitement] What! Ridgeon: did you hear that? Sir
Patrick : I am more struck by what you have just teld me
than I can well express, Your father, sir, anticipated a dis-
covery of my own. Listen, Walpole. Blenkinsop: sttend
one moment. You will all be intensely interested in this. 1
was put on the track byaccident, I had a typhoid case and
i teeanus case side by side in the hospital : a beadle and a
city missionary. Think of what that meant for them, poor
fellows! Can a beadle be dignified with typhoid ? Cin a
missionary be eloguent with lockjaw? No. NO. Well, I gor
some typhoid anti-toxin from Ridgeon and a tube of Mul-
dooley’santi-tetanus serum. But the missionary jerked all my
things off the table in one of his paroxysms; and in replac-
ing them I put Ridgeon’s tube where Muldooley’s ought to
have been. The consequence was that I inoculated the
typhold case for tetanus and the tetanus case for typhoid.
[Lhe doctars dook greatly comeerned. B. B., andamped, rmiles
triwmplantly]. Well, they recovered, THEY REcovERED, Ex-
cept for a touch of St Vitus's dance the missionary's as
well to-day sz ever; and the beadle’s ten times the man
he was.

sLenkinsop, Ive known things like that happen. They
cant be explained,

B, B, [severely] Blenkinsop: there is nothing that
cannot be explained by science. What did I do? Did 1
fold my hands helplessly and say that the case could not
be explained? By ne means. I sat down and used my
brains. 1 thought the case out on scientific principles.
I asked myself why didne the missionary die of typhoid on
top of tetanus, and the beadle of tetanus on top of typhaid ?
Theres » problem for you, Ridgeon. Think, Sir Parrick.
Reflect, Blenkinsop, Look ar it without prejudice, Wal pole.
What is the real work of the anti-toxin? Simply to stimu-
latethe phagocytes. Verywell. But solong as you stimulate
the phagocytes, what does it matter which particular sort
of serum you use for the purpose? Haha! Ehi Do you
seef Do you grasp it? Ever since that Ive used all sorts
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of anti-toxing absolutely indiscriminately, with perfectly
“ti;ﬁl;mr!' results, I inoculated the little Frfru:-c with
your stuff, Ridgeon, because 1 wanted to give yon a lift ;
bot two years ago I tried the experiment of treating a
scarlet fever case with a sample of hydrophobia seram from
the Pasteur Institute, and it answered capitally. It stimu-
lated the phagocytes ; and the phagocytes did the rest
That is wg_'.r Sir Parrick's father found that inoculation
cured 2l Fevers, Itstimuolated the phagocyres. [He rbroms
himself inte biv chair, exbansied soith the trivmph of bis demon-
stration, and beams magwificently on them].

emmy [lobing ] Mr Walpole: your motor's come
for you ; and it's frightening Sir Patrick's horses ; so come
along quick.

watroLt [riring] Good-bye, Ridgeon.

mipceoy, Good-bye ; and miny thanks.

8. 8. You sc¢ my point, Walpole?

esMy. He cant wait, Sir Ralph, The carriage will be
inta the arca if he dont come.

waLpoLe I'm coming. [T% B. B.] Theres nothing in
your point: phagocytosis is pure rot: the cases are all
bload-poisaning ; and the knife is the real remedy. Bye-
K{e, Sir Paddy. Happy to have met you, Mr. Blenkinsop.

ow, Emmy. [He goer one, filloered by Emmy].

B, 0. [redly] Walpole has no intellect. A merc surgeon.
Wonderful operator; but, after all, what is operating?
Only manual labor, Brain — Braix remains master of
the situation. The nuciform sac is utter nonsense : theres
no such organ. It's a mere accidenta] kink in the mems-
brane, occurring in perhaps two-and-a-half per'cent of
the population. OF course I'm glad for Walpole's sake
that the operation is fashionable; for he's a dear good
fellow; and after all, as I always tell people, the operation
will do them no harm: indeed, Ive known the nervous
shake-up and the fortnight in bed do people a lot of good
after a hard London season ; but sill it's a shocking fraud.
[Rérimg] Well, 1 must be toddling. Good-bye, Paddy [Sir
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Patrick gramtr] pood-bye, d-bye, Good-bye, my dear
Blenkimip. ‘g-l::lm:clw'l:q.'a:]:?r Gﬂh::f Ridgr.'i:uii:‘lI D-un?r. frat
about your health: you know what te do: if your liver
is slugpish, a litle mercury never does sny harm. If you
foel restless, try bromide, If that docsnt answer, a stimu-
lant, you know: a little phosphorus and strychnine, IF
you cant sleep, trional, trional, trion—

SIR PATRICK FH&] But no drugs, Colly, remember that.

. B. [firmly] Certainly not. (luite right, Sir Patrick.
As temporary expedients, of course ; but as treatment, no,
%o, Keep away from the chemist’s shop, my dear Ridgeon,
whatever you da.

ripcees [geinp fo phe deor enith Aim] T will, And thank
you for the knighthood, Good-bye.

8. B [stepping at the door, with vhe beam in Hi cye twinkling
a fittl] By the way, who's your patient?

RIDGEON. Who!

; n.du. Downstairs. Charming woman. Tuberculous hus-
an “

ripceon. Is she there seill?

ey [fokimg in] Come on, Sir Ralph: your wife's
waiting in the carriage,

B B [swddendy sebered] Oh! Good-bye. [He gocs ane admest
precipitately].

eivceoy. Emmy: is that woman there still? If so, el
her once for all that I cant and wont see her. Do you
higarse

eMmy. Oh, she aint in 2 hurey: she doesnt mind how
long she waits. [She goer o],

BLEnkINsor. | must be off, too : every half-hour I spend
away from my work costs me eighteenpence. Goed-bye,
Sir Parrick.

sik paTRIcK., Good-bye. Good-bye.

mipgeoy. Come to lunch with me some day this week,

prexkinsor, | cant afford ix, dear boy; and it would
put me off my own food for u week. Thank you all the
same,
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wipceon [wmeary af Blewkinsgp's poverty] Can I do nothing
for you f

pLeskinsop. Well, if you have an old frock-coat to spare
you see what would be an old one for you would be a new
one for me; so remember me the next time you turn out
your wardrobe, Guod-bye. [He derries m]

winceon [fosking after fim] Poor chap! [Twrwing 1o Sir
Patrick] So thats why they made me a knight! And thats
the medical profession !

sk PaTRICK. And a very good profession, too, my lnd.
When you know as much as I know of the ignorance and
superstition of the patients, youll wonder that we're half
ay pood as we dre,

wiogeox. We're not a profession : we're & conspiracy.

st pariick. All professions are conspiracies against the
laity. And we cantall be geniuses like you. Every fool can
get ill ; but every fool cant be a good doctor ; thereare not
enough goed ones to go round, And for all you know, Bloom-
field Bonington kills less Tcnpl-: than you do.

ripceon, Oh, very like But he really oughe to know
the difference between a vaccine and an anti-toxin, Stumu-
late the Phnguc_\rtcsl The vaccine doesnt affece the phago-
eytes at all. He's all wrong: hopelessly, dangerously
wrong. To put a tube of serum incto his hands is murder:
simple murder.

emmy [returming] Now, Sir Patrick. How long more
are you geing to keep them horses standing in the draughc

sik paTRicK. Whats that to you, you old catamaran?

gmuy. Come, come, now! none of your temper to me.
And it's cime for Colly to get to his waork,

ringeon. Behave yoursclf, Emmy. Get out,

gmmy. Oh, I lcarnt how to behave myself before |
learnt you to do it I know what doctors are: sitting
talking together about themsclves when they ought to be
with their poor patienes. And [ know what horses are,
Bir Patrick. 1 was brought up in the country. Mow be
good; and come along,
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sp parTrick [risfug] Very well, very well, very well,
Gaod-bye, Colly, [He pats Ridgeon on the tboulder and gort
ows, PurRing for a moment af ihe deor fo feok meditatioely at
Emmy and say, with grave conviction] You are an ugly old
devil, end no mistake.

extmy [Aighly indignant, calling after bim] Youre no beauty
yourself. [To Ridgeon, much fiustered] Theyve no manners:
they think they can say what they like to me; and you
get them on, you do. I'll teach them their places, Here
now: are you going to sce that poor thing or sre you
noti

ripgEoy, I tell you for the fiftieth time [ wont see any-
h:;d}'. Send her away.

gssiy, Oh, I'm tired of being told to send her away.
What good will that do her?

rinaeon, Must T get angry with yoo, Emmy ?

emumy [evaxing] Come now: juse see her for @ minute o
please me: theres a good boy. She's given me half-a-crown.
She thinks it’s life and death to her husband for her to
sec you,

mipceos, Values her husband’s life at half-a-crown!

esaty, Well, it's all she can afford, poor lamb, Them
oihers think nothing of half-a-sovereign just to talk about
themselves to you, the sluts! Besides, she'll put you in a
good temper for the day, because it's a good deed eo see
her; and she's the sore thae gets round you,

ripceoy, Well, she hasat dome so badly. For half-a-
crown she's had a consultation with Sir Ralph Bloomficld
Bonington and Cutler Walpole. Thats six guineas' worth
to start with, [ darc say she's consulted Blcnkfnmp too :
thats another cightecnpence.

emmy. Then youll sec her for me, wont you?

ripceor. Oh, send her up and be hanged. [ Emmy trots
ent, satisfied. Ridgeow callt] Redpenny!

zsnrarmr%iipmﬂ‘ug at the door] What is ir?
. RIDGEON. res @ patient coming up.  1f she hasnt pone
in five minutes, come in with an urgent eall from the
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hospital for me. You understand: she's to have a strong
hint to go.

epoPErNY, Right O! [He canithes).

Ridgeon gocr to the gloss, and arranges & tie a Keele,

ey [gawsuncing] Mrs Doobidad [Rédgesn leaves the plass
and goct v the writing-takic].

The lady comes fo. Emimy goes owt and shuts the door,
Ridgeon, who bas put om an impenetrable and rather distant
professional manner, terns to the lady, and iavites ber, by a
gesture, fo sit desen o the rowch.

Mrr Dubedat is beyond all demur an arvescingly good-losking
young wosay. She bas sometbing of the grace and romance of a
wild creature, with a good deal of the rlegance and dignity of a
Sfime lady. Ridgeon, who i1 extromely swreeptible to the beawty
of women, instinctively asimer the defensioe at once, and bardens
Ais mayner still more. He fas an dmpression that she is wory
well dressed y bue 1he bar @ figure om which any dress would
fook soell, and carries berself with the umaffected jjh'wﬁn# of
worian whe bas meoer in ber B suffered from thase donbts and
Sears as to her social position which spoil the mumners of mont
middling people, Ske is tall, slewder, and strong; has dark bair,
drested g0 ar to Jook Fke Bair and wot Sk a Bird's mest or 2
pantalssn's wig (farkion mavering fust then Serween these fove
models)y bax unexpectedly marrow, subtle, dark-fiinged eyes that
alter ber expression divtwrbingly wohen she is excited and faskes
them eoide openy {1 softly impetaous in ber speech and swift in
ber movements; and is fust wotw in wmortal anxicty. Sk carrics
a pertfido.

MBS DUBEDAT [in fomw argemt nm'.u] Doctor— |

rinGeoN [cartly] Wait. Before you begin, let me rell
you at once that I can do nothing for you. My hands are
full. I sent you that message by my old servant. You
would not take that answer,

urs puREnaT. How could 12

ripoeoN, You bribed her.

MRS pUREDAT. [—

ripGEoN, That doesnt matter, She coaxed me tosee you.
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Well, you must take it from me now that with all the good
will in the world, I cannot undertake another case.

mrs pusepaT, Doctor : you must save my hushand. You
must. When I explain to you, you will see that you must.
Itis not an ordinary case, not like any other case, He is
not like anybody else in the world : oh, belicve me, he is
not. I can prove it to you : [fwgering der porefilie] 1 have
brought some things to shew you. And you can save him :
the papers say you camn.

rinGeEos, Whats the mateer? Tueberculosis ?

mes pusEoaT, Yes. His left lunp—

ripceos. Yes: you neednt tell me abour that

Mes ouBEbaT. You can cure him, if only you will. It
is true thit you can, isnt it ? [Ju grear distress] Oh, tell me,

loase,

: wipceey [warnively] You are going to be quiet and self-
possessed, arnt you ?

mrs pumeoat, Yes, | begyourpardon. Iknow I shouldnt
— [ Giving way again] Oh, please, say that you can; and
then I shall be all right.

mipGeoy [Aefily] 1 am not a curemonger : if you want
clircs, you must go to the people who sell them, [Receper-
ing imself, askawed of the tone of bir oww voice] But I have
at the hospital tep tuberculous patients whose lives
believe [ can save.

prs puBepaT, Thank God !

ripceEox, Wait 2 moment. Try to think of those ten
patients as ten shipwrecked men on a rafi—a raft that is
barely lgrge enough to save them—that will not suppere
one more. Another head bobs up through the waves at
the side, Another man begs to be taken aboard, He im-
Plores the captain of the raft to save him. Bur the capain
can only do that by pushing one of his ten off the raft and
drowning him to make room for the new comer. That is
what you are asking me to do.

MRs pUREDAT. But how can that be ! 1 dont understand.
Surely—
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ripoeon. You must take my word for it that it is se.
My laboratory, my staff, and mysclf are working at full
pressure. We are doing our utmest. The treatment is a
new on¢, It takes time, means, and skill; and there 15 not
enough for another case, Our ten cases are already chosen
cascs. Do you understand what I mean by chosen ?

mis puneoat, Chosen, Wo: I cant understand.

ringeon [stermly] You must understand. Youve got to
understand and to face ir. In every single one of those ten
cascs I have had to consider, not only whether the man
could be saved, but whether he was worth saving. There
were fifty cases to choose from ; and forty had to be con-
demned to death. Some of the forty had young wives and
helpless children. If the hardness of their cases could have
saved them they wounld have been saved ten times over,
Ive no doubt your case is m hard one ¢ T can see the tears
in your eyes [sde Aastily evipes ber eyer]: 1 know that you
have a torrent of entreatics ready for me the moment I
stop speaking ; but it's no use. You must go to anocther

petor.

sis pusepat. But can you give me the name of another
doctor who understands your secret ?

mipceon, I have no secret: I am not a quack,

mrs pUBEpAT. | beg your pardon : T didnt mean to say
anything wrong. [ dont understand how to speak to you.
Oh, pray dont be offended.

ripGEon [again o itk esbamed] There! there! never
mind. [He relaxes and sits down], After all, I'm ralking
nonscnse : I daresay 1 am a quack, a quack with ¢ qualifi-
cation. But my discovery is not patented.

mas punepaT. Then can sny doctor cure my hushand?
Oh, why dont they do it? T have tried so many: 1 have
spent so much. If only you would give me the name of
another doctor.,

mipcEok. Every man in this strect is a doctor.  But out-
side myself and the handful of men [ am training at St
Anne's, there is nobody as yet who has mastered the
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opsonin treatment, And we are full up? I’'m sorry; but
that is all I can BEY, [Ri.dng] Good m.urning.

MRS DUBEDAT [swddemly and d’:.}urm‘.r.ﬁ' taking some dramw-
ings from fer porifolia] Doctor : look at these. You under-
stand drawings: you have good omes in your waiting-
room. Look at them. They are his work,

wipoeon. It’s no use my locking, [He doks, alf rhe rame]
Hallo! [He takes ne to the windose and stwdier #]. Yes:
this is the real thing. Yes, yes. [He febs at awotber and
redarny #o ber], These arc very cleyer, Theyre unfinished,
arnt they?

srs pusepaT. He gets tired 2o soon. But you see, dont
vou, what a genius he is# You see that he is warth
saving. Oh, doctor, I married him just to help him to
h:giu.: I had money enough to tide him over the hard
years at the beginning—to enable him to follow his inspira-
tion until his genius was recognized. And I was useful
to him as a model: his drawings of me sold quite quickly.

ringeon. Have you got one?

Mis pueepat [prodecing amether] Only this one, It was
the firse.

ringeoN [deoenring i with &y eyed] Thats a wonderful
drawing. Why is it called Jennifer ?

res punepar, My name is Jennifer,

RIDGEON., A strange name.

wes puexnar. Mot in Cornwall. Tam Cornish. It's anly
what you eall Guinevers,

Bingeon [repeating the names with a cerfain pleasure in them]
Guineverg, Jennifer. [Looking again at the drawing] Yes:
it's really a wonderful drawing, Excuse me; but may I ask
15 it for sale? I'll buy it

sns pugeEnaT. Oh, takeit, It's my own ¢ he gave it 1o me.
Take it, Take them all. Take everything; ask anything;
but save him. You can: you will: you must,

REDPENNY [emtering seith coery sipw ofalirm] Theyve just
telephoned from the hospital that youre to come instantly
—a patient on the point of death, The carriage is waiting.

n
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wipgeon [fefelransly] Oh, nonsense: ger out, [Greatly
4;:“}:#'] What do you mean by interrupting me like
this?

reprerky. But—

mbseox, Chue! cant you see I'm engaged? Be off.

Redpenny, deroildered, vamishes.

mis pUpEBatT [riing] Doctor: one instant only before
you go—

ripcEoN. Sit down. It's nothing,

mis puseDaT. But the patient. He said he was dying.

ripgkon, Oh, he's dead b}f this time. MNever mind,
Sit down,

Mes DUREDAT [fitting doton and breaking dewn] Oh, you
nene of you care, You see people die every day.

rmioceon [pertiag ber] Monsense! it's nothing: I told
him te come in and say that. I thought I should want to
get nd of you.

Mus DUBEDAT [rfocked ot the faliefeod] Oh!

mipteon [readinaing] Dont lock so bewildered : theres
nobady dying.

mus nusenar, My husband is,

wninseon [peling Hmeell topetter] Ah, yes: 1 had for-
gotten your hosband., Mrs Dubedat: you are asking me
to do a very serious thing?

Mes pusepaT. | am asking you to save the life of 2 great
man,

ripGEON. You are asking me to kill another man for
his sake; for as surely as [ undertake another case, I shall
have to hand back one of the old ones to the ordinary
treatment. Well, I dont shrink from that. [ have had to
do it before; and I will do it again if you can convince
me that his life is more important than the worst life [ am
now saving. But you must convince me first,

mes oungpar. He made those drawings; and they are
not the besc—nothing like the best; only I did not bring
the really best: so few poople like them. He is twenty-
three: his whole life is before him. Wont you let me
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bring him to you? wont you speak to him# wont you see
for yourself?

ripgron. Is he well enough to come to a dinner at the
Star and Gareer at Richmond ¢

mps pusesat. Oh yes, Wh}rf

ginoeok. I'll tell you. I am inviting all my old friends
ta a dinner to celebrate my I‘.nighﬂ:uud—}rnml: seen sbout
it in the papers, havnt you?

prs punenatT. Yes, ch yes, That was how I found oot
about you.

ripceon, It will be a deoctors’ dinner; and it was to
have been a bachelors' dinner. I'm & bachelor, Now if
you will entertain for me, and bring your husband, he will
meet me; and he will meet some of the most eminent
men in my profession: Sir Patrick Cullen, Sir Ralph
Bloomfeld Bonington, Cutler Walpole, and others, I can
put the case to them; and your husband will have to stand
or fall by what we think of him., Will you come?

MRS DUBEDAT. Yes, of course I will come. Oh, thank
you, thank you, And may I bring some of his drawings—
the really good ones?

ripceor., Yes. I owill let you know the date in the
eourse of to-morrow, Leave me your address.

mms pupenaT, Thank you again and again. You have
mede me so happy : 1 knew you will admire him and like
him. This is my address, }ESJ: piver bim ber card].

minceon, Thank you. [He ringe]

mes oueEnaT [embarraned] May [—is there—should 1—
I mtx,n—i_-n!l; Slusher and fops in ra:.lﬁu'ﬂx],

ringeon. Whats the matter?

mes pusepaT, Your fee for this consultation ?

rincess, Oh, I forgor that, Shall we say a beautiful
drawing of his favorite model for the whole treatment,
including the cure?

MRs puBepat. You are very generous. Thank you, 1
know you will cure him. Good-bye.

rioceon, | will, Good-bye. [T!'rj shake bands]. By the
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way, you know, dont you, that tuberculosis 15 catching.
You take every precaution, I hope,

mes pukgpaT, I am not likely to forget it. They treat
us like lepers at the hotels.

gsuy [af fhe door] Well, deary: have you got round
him?

ripceos. Yes Attend tothe door and hold your tongue,

Emmy. Thats a geod boy. [§4¢ goer ewr mith Mr
Dubedar].

winceos [abme] Consultation free. Cure graranteed.
[He feaves o great sigh].



ACT II

After dinner an the terrace ar the Star and Garter, Rich-
mend,  Clondless swmmer night ; notling disturds the stilfness
cxcept from time to time the homg trajectory of @ distant train
and the meargred clucking of ears romimg up from the Thames
in the walley belom, The dinmer is over; and ifree of the eight
chairs are empty,  Sir Patrick, with bis back to the wice, is ar
tée head of the tquare table with Ridgeon. The rewe chairs
epposite them gre ewpty.  On their right come, firsty @ wacant
chair, anid thew ome wery felly occuwpicd by B, B., whe basks
blissfilly in the moombrams, On. téeir It Schatzmacter and
Walpsie. The emtrance to the botel is on their right, bekind
I R _,Ew wen Gre :.r'.n".mhfg .i‘!:}!drff.ﬂ'g their coffee and EIFarers,
Sl of fand, and wer alfopetber void of wine.

Mrr Dubedat, corapped wp for drpartre, comes in, Tﬁz_]l FifE,
exeeps Sir Parrick ¢ fut sbe takes sne of the vacant places at the
JSior of the table, next B, B.; and they sit dotow again,

s DUBEDAT [ar sfe enfers] Louis will be here presently,
He iz shewing Dr Blenkinsop how to work the telephone,
[8fe sits]. Oh, I am so sorry we have to go. It seems such
a shame, this beautiful night. And we have enjoyed our-
selves 5o much.

rinceos. I dont believe another half-hour would do Mr
Dubedat a bit of harm.

stk paThick. Come now, Colly, come! come! nene of

ar
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that, You take your man home, Mrs Dubedat; and get
him to bed before eleven,

i. 8 Yes, yos. Bed before cleven, Quite righe, quite
right. Sorry to lose you, my dear lady; but Sir Patrick’s
arders are the laws ef—cr—af Tyre and Sidon,

watrolg, Let me mke you home in my motor,

sk PaTRICE. No. You ought to be ashamed of yourself,
Walpole, Yeur moter will take Mr and Mrs Dubedar to
the station, and quite far enough too for an epen carriage
at night.

mps nupebat. Oh, I am sure the train is best.

ripceos, Well, Mrs Dubedat, we have had a most enjoy-
able evening,

WALPOLE. }Must enjoyable.
A B, { Deligheful. Chaeming. Unforgeteable.

MiS DUREDAT [ooith g towch of sfy awxiety] What did you
think of Lonis? Or am I wrong to ask ?

kipcEon, Wrong! Why, we are all charmed with
him.

walrorLe Delighted.

8 o Most happy to have met him. A privilege, a real
privilege.

six patThick [granes] |

Mus DUBEDAT [ gueicdfy] Sir Patrick : are you uneasy about
him#

stk PaTrick [diroreetly] 1 admire his drawings greatly,
maar,

MRS DUBEDAT, Yes; but I meant—

mioceow, You shall go away quite happy. Hg's worth
saving. He must and shall be saved,

Mrs Dubedat rives and pasps wivk delight, reficf] ond grari-
tade. They all rise cxeept Sir Patrick and Schutzmacker, and
ceme reararingly te e,

n. n. Certainly, cer-tainly. Y

warpoLe. Theres no real difficulty, if only you know
what to do.

mis pusepat. Oh, how can [ ever thank you! From this



Act TT The Doctor’s Dilemma 39

night I can begin to be happy at last. You dont know what
[ feel.

Ste sits decen in tears. They eroved about ber to console ber,

8. . My dear lady: come come! come come! [eery
perswasively] come come!

warroLe. Dont mind us, Have s good cry.

ripgeos. No: dont ery. Your husband had better not
know that weve been talking about him.

s DUBEDAT [gurchly pulling Perself teperber] Wo, of course
not. Please dont mind me. What a glorious thing it must
be to be a doctor! [Ty jeugd]. Donc laugh. You dont
know what youve done for me. I neéver knew until now
how deadly afraid [ was—how [ had comc to dread the
worst. | never dared lee myself know. Buot now the relief
has come: now I know,

Louis Dubedat comes from the botel, in b overceaty K throat
rorapped in a shovel, He ix o sline young man of 23, physically stif
a Jtripiing, and preety, thoagh wot effeminate. He bar turgusise
Efwe pyer, and a drick of fooking yau Jraig bt fi the face itk them,
r.-.uE-:'tE combived with a frank rmile, i1 very engagping.  Altbongh
he is all weroes, and very ebseroant and guick of apprebension, be
ir mot in the deast ofy. He & younger than Tenmifer ; but be
parrepizes ber as @ matter of conrse, The doctors do wet put bim
awt i bhe least: meither Siv Patrick's years wor Blomfield
Bonington's majesty bave the smallest apparent effect ow bim: be
i qr watural ar @ cat: be movesr amenp men 45 mort mew move
among thimgs, r.ﬁp#g.é he i fnr;m'fmﬂf{y Mdﬁ'ng Mmﬁf' ngrﬂ'dé.ﬁ!
Po therr om Bhis pecasive, Like alf people swho can be depended on to
take care of themselpes, be is welrome company; and biv arfind's
Poroer of appealing to the imdgination gains fim eredit_for all rorts
of qualitics and pawers, whether be passerses them or pat,

vouvss [ palling en & gleves belind Ridgeon's chair] Now,
Jinny-Gwinny : the motor has come round,

ripceor. Why do you let him spoil your beautiful name
like that, Mrs Dubedat ?

mes puzepat, Oh, on grahd occasions I am ]:J:l.hiftr..

8. 8. You are a bachelor: you do not understand these
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things, Ridgeon. Look at me [Ty bok] I also have two
names. In moments of domestic worry, I am simple Ralph.
When the sun slum:s in the home, I am Beadle-Deedle-
Dumkins. Sueh is married life! Mr Dobedar: may I
sk you to do me s favor before you go. Will you sipn
your name to this menu card, under the sketch you have
made of me?

waLPoLE. Yes; and mine tog, if you will be so gond.

routs. Certainly. [He sitr doton and sigur the cardy),
Luu“ pusepaT. Wont youo sign Dr Schuremacher's for him,

nisd

routs. I dont think Dr Schutzmacher is pleased with his
porerait, U'll tear iv up. [Me reacher across the table for Scbutz-
wacher's mept card, and i about ta fear it, Selutzmacher maker
me sign].

mivGeEon. MNe, no: if Loony doesnt want ie, I do,

wouts. I'll sign it for you with pleasure. [He signs
and dands it o Ridgeaw]. Ive just been making a little note
of the river to-night : it will work up into something good

be sheewr a pocket pketch-book]. 1 think I'll call it the Silver
anube.

8. B. Ah, charming, charming.

wareore. Very sweet. Youre a nailer at pastel,

Lewis conghs, first ous of modeaty, then from tuberenfens,

sik parRick. Now then, Mr Duobedat: youve had
enough of the night air. Take him home, maam.

sis nuneoat. Yes. Come, Louis.

ringEox. Never fear. Never mind. I'll make that cough
all righe,

B 0. We will stimulate the phagocytes. [FF‘JJ'.& tender
effusion, sheking der fend] Good-night, Mrs Dubedar.
Gmd—nig]:l:, Gnnd—night.

warroLe, If the phagocytes fail, come to me, I'll put
you rigl’l.t'1

LOLIS, Gq:mr:m!-x\!gflit1 Sir Patrick. Happy to have mee you.

sin raTwick, 'Might [Aeffa graw].

Mes DUBEDAT. Good-night, Sir Patrick.
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stk paTRICE. Cover yourself well up. Dont think your
lungs are made of iron because theyre better than his,
Guﬂd-l‘light-

sis buBEnaT,. Thank you. Thank yen. Nothing hure
me. (Good-night.

Lowis goes out throwgh the botel soitbont woticing Selwtz-
macher. Mre Dubedat Sesittes, thew bewms fo bim, Scéufz-
sacker rises and bows formally, German farbion, She goer out,
artewded by Ria’gﬁr The rest rewume their seats, roamivaling
o .tm.i'mg i'rm .

8, [Feramenionrly] Dec-lightful couple! Charming
wﬂmln' Gified lad! Remarkable talent! Graceful out-
lines! Perfect evening! Great success! In:.r.:renins case !
Glonous night! Ethisiu: 5cm¢r}r! Capital inner !
Stimulating conversation! Restful outing! Good wine!
Happy ending! Touching gratitude! Lucky Ridgeon—

ripcEoR [reteraing] Whats that? Calling me, B. B.? [ffe
gocs back to bis seat wexd Sir- Patrick),

B % Mo, no. Only congratulating you on a4 most suc-
cessful evening! Enchanting woman | Thorough breeding !
Gentle nature! Refined—

Blenkiasep comer from the botel and takes the empty chair
mext Ridgeon,

srexgissor. I'm so sorry to have left you like this,
Ridgeon ; but it was a telephone message from the police,
Theyve found half a milkman at our level crossing with a
prescription of mine in its pocket. Wheres Mr Dubedat?

rinGron. Gone,

BLENK]NSOF ,[rrrmg, ooy _Fufr] Gone!

ripGEON, Just this moment—

sLENEiNsor. Perhaps 1 could overtake him— [ rosder
fnte the botel ]

warroLg [calling affer fim] He's in the motor, man, miles
off. Yoo cant— [gicing # #p]. No use.

ningeoN. Theyre really very nice people. Iconfess T was
afraid the husband weould turn out an appalling bounder.
But he's almost as charming in his way as she is in hers.
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And theres no miseake about his being a genjus. It's some-
thing to have got a case really worth saving. Somebody else
will have to go; bur at all events it will be easy o End a
Worse man.

stk PaTRICE, How do you know?

fipceox., Come now, Sir Paddy, ne growling. Have
something more to drink.

sik paTrick. No, thank you.

B vgu.mbs. Do you see anything wrong with Dubedat,

. B.?

g. 8. Oh, a charming young fellow, Besides, after all,
what could be wrong with him? Look at him. What
conld be wrong with him?

st PaThick. There are two things that can be wrong
with any man. One of them is a cheque. The other is a
woman, Until you know that 2 man’s sound on these two
points, you know nothing about him.

8. 8. Ah, eynic, cynic!

waLPoLe. He's all right as 1o the cheque, for a while at
all events, He talked to mc quite frankly before dinner
as to the pressurc of money difficulties on an artist. He
says he has no vices and is very economical, but that theres
one extravagance he cant afford and yer cant resist;
and that is dressing his wife prettily. So 1 said, bang
plump out, “Let me lend you twenty pounds, and pay
me when your ship comes home." He was really very nice
abour it. He took it likc a man ; and it was a pleasure to
see how happy it made him, poor chap.

v 8. [swbo bas distened to IWalpole sith growing perpurbation]
But—but—but—when was this, may f:sk? i

wareore. When I joined you that time down by the
Tiver.

B % But, my dear Walpole, he had just borrowed ten
pounds from me.

waLroLe, What!

SIR PATRICK [grm:::'t}!

&, B, [imdulgently] Well, well, it was really hardly borrow-
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ing; for he said heaven only knew when he counld pay me.
I couldne refuse, It appears that Mrs Dubedat has taken
a sort of fancy to me—

warrong [guickly] MNo: it was to me.

g, 0. Certainly not. Your name was never mentioned
between us. He is so wrapped up in his work that he has
to leave her a good deal alene; and the poor innocent
young fellow—he has of course no idea of my position or
how busy | am—actually wanted me to eall occasionally
and talk to her,

warroLe, Exactly what he said to me!

#. 8. Pooh! Pooh pooh! Really, I must say, [Mach dis-
turded, ke rives and Focs p fo the balustrade, milrﬁm‘pfsn'ng the
landicape wexediy]

waLtroLk Look here, Ridgeon! this 1s beginning to look
serious,

Bienkinsop, very anxiogs and wretched, bus trying to fook
unconcerned, comer back.

mipeeos, Well, did you catch him ?

srexkinsor. Wo. Excuse my running away like thar,
[He sits down at the foot of the table, mext Blsomfield Bowing-
ten's chair].

warrorg. Anything the matter?

siewkessor. Oh no. A trifle—something ridiculous. It
cant be helped. Never mind.

minceon, Was it anything about Dubcdar ?

BLENKINSOP [alwent dreaking derw] 1 ought to keep it to
myself, T know. T cant tell vou, Ridgeon, how ashamed
1 am dragging my miserable poverty to your dinner
after all your kindness. It's mot that you wont ask me
again; but it"s so humilisting, And I did so look forward
to one evening in my dress clothes (theyre still present-
able, you see) with all my troubles left behind, just like old
times.

nipceon, But what has happened

prengimsor, Oh, nothing. It's too ridiculous, I had just
seraped up four shillings for this little outing; and it cost
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me onc-and-fourpence to get here. Well, Dobedat asked

me 1o lend him half-a-crown to tip the chambermaid of

the room his wife left her wraps in, and for the cloak-

room. He said he only wanted it for five minates, as she

had his purse. So of course I lent it to him. And he's

forgotten to pay me. I've just tuppence to get back with.
nivGeox, Oh, never mind that—

BLEKKINSOP [rrappdng A resolueely] No: I know what
youre going to say; but I wont take ir. lve never
borrowed a penny; and I never will. Ive nothing lch
but my friends; and I wont sell them. If none of you
were to be able to meet me without being afraid that my
civility was leading up to the loan of five shillings, there
would be an end of everything for me. 'l take your old
clothes, Colly, sooner than disgrace you by ralking to you
in the street in my own; but I wont berrow money. 11
train it as far as the twopence will take me; and I'll tramp
the rest.

waLpoLe. Youll do the whole distance in my motor,
[They are all preatly relicocd; aud Walpele bariens o pet away
Sromi the painful swhject by adding] Did he get anything out
of you, Mr Schutzmacher?

scuvramacuer [sfaber bir foed dn oo mest exprensive
megative].

waLrore, You didnt appreciate his drawing, I think.

scHuTzMacHER. Oh yes 1 did. [ should have liked very
much to have kept the sketch and got it autographed.

B, & But why didnt you?

scHUTZMACHER. Well, the fact iz, when 1 joined Dubedat
after his conversation with Mr Walpole, he said that the
Jews were the only people who knew an%'thing about art,
and that though he had to pot up with your Philistine
twaddle, as he called it, it was what I szid abourt the draw-
ings that really plessed him, He also said that his wife was
greatly struck with my knowledge, and that she always
Ir!mimd J:ws. Then he asked me to advance him j:gu on
the security of the drawings.
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o. B Al Mo, no. Positively! Seriously!
WALPOLE b What ! Another fifty !

! EXCIATMING Think of that!

BLEKKINOP tagether) Ing of that:

EIR PATRICK £ [granmts] !

scHuTEMacdeR. OF course I couldnt lend money to a
stranger like that.

B. B, [ envy you the power to say WNo, Mr Schutzmacher.
Of course, I knew I asughme to fl:l'll:l. mohcy to & young
fellow in thatway ; but I simply hadne the nerve to refuse.
I couldne very well, you know, could I}

ecnvrzMmacher, 1 dont understand that, J fele chae I
couldnt very well lend it

waLpoLE, What did he say f

scHuTzMAcHER. Well, he made a VEry unc alled-for remark
sbout @ Jew not understanding the feelings of a gentleman.
I must say you Gentiles are very hard to please, Yoo say
we are no gentlemen when we lénd money ; and when we
refuse to lend it you say just the same, I didnt mean o
behave badly. As I told him, I might have lent it to him
if he had been a Jew himself,

SR PATRICK [zodth a gnmfl And what did he say to that?

scuureMacHer. Oh, he began trying to persuade me
that he was one of the chosen people—that his arriste
faculty shewed it, and that his name was as foreign a5 my
own. He said he didne really want £50; that he was only
joking; that all he wanted was a couple of sovercigns.,

5 8. Mo, no, Mr Schutzmacher, You invented that last
touch, S-l:n'uutljr, o ¢

scHUTgMacHER. No. You cant smprove on Nature in
telling stories about gentlemen like Mr Dubedat,

sreskiksor. You certainly do stand by one another, you
thosen people, Mr Schutzmacher,

scHUTzMACHER, Not at all. Personally, I like Englizh-
men better than Jews, and always associate with them.
‘Thats only natural, because, a5 I am a Jew, theres nothing
interesting in & Jew to me, whereas there 13 always some-
thing interesting and foreign in an Englishman. But io
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money matters it's quite different, You sce, when an
Englishman borrows, all he knows er cares is that he wants
money ; and he'll sign anything to get it, without in the
least understanding it, or intending to carry out the ngree-
ment if it turns out badly for him, In fact, he thinks you
a cad if you ask him 1o carry it out under such circum-
stances. Just like the Merchant of Venice, you know,
But if a Jew makes an agreement, be means to keep it and
expects you to keep it. If he wants money for a time, he
borrows it and knows he must pay it at the end of the
time. If he knows he cant pay, he begs it as a gift.

ripcecx, Come, Loony! do you mean to say that Jews
are never rogues and thieves ?

scivuTzMackiER. Oh, not at all. But I was not talking of
eriminals. I was comparing honest Englishmen with honest

[

) Owe of the botel maids, a presty, fair-baired woman of about
25, camer from the boted, ratber furtively, She accorts Ridiean,

THE Malp. 1 beg your pardeon, sir—

minceEon. EhF

tue saip, I beg pardon, sir.  It's not about the hotel.
I'm not allowed to be on the terrace; and I showld he
discharged if I were seen speaking to you, unless you were
kind enough to say you called me to ask whether the
motor has come back from the statien yet.

watroLe. Has it!?

THE Ma1D, Yes, sir.

ribceox. Well, what do yon want ?

THE Maip. Would you mind, sir, giving me the address
of the gentleman that was with you at dinner?

mincEon [rferply] Yes, of course L should mind very
much. ¥You have no right to ask,

THE MaiD. Yes, sir, I know it looks like that, But what
am I to do?

sin paTrice. Whats the matter with you?

_THE Maip. Nothing, sic. I want the address; thats all.

B. B You mesn the young gentleman ?
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THE MaID. Yes, sir: that went to catch the train with
the woman he brought with him.

ripgkoN. The woman! Do you mean the Jady whe
dined here? the gentleman's wife?

rue san. Dont believe them, sir. She cant be his wife.
I'm his wife.

B B [in amazed remonstranee] My good girl !
RIDGEGH You his wife!

WALPOLE What! whats that? Oh, this is getting per-
ﬁ:ﬂ:t]ﬁ{ fuscinating, Ridgeon.

THE Maip. I could run upstairs and get you my marriage
lines in a minute, sir, if you doubt my word. He's Mr
Louit Dubedat, isnt he ?

RIDGEON. ¥ cs.

rue sarn. Well, sir, you may believe me or not; but
I'm the lawful Mrs Dubedat.

sie. paTrick, And why amt you living with your husband #

THE Matp. We couldnt afford i, sir. [ had thirty pounds
saved; and we spent it all on our honeymoon in three
weeks, and a lot more that he borrowed. Then T had to
go back into service, and he went to London to get work
at his drawing; and he never wrote me a line or senc me
an address. I never saw ner heard of him sgain until 1
caught sight of him from the window going off in the
maotor with that woman.

sie parricg. Well, thats two wives to stast with,

8. . Mow upon my soul I dont want to be uncharitable ;
but really I'm beginning to suspect that our young friend
is rather careless.

SIR PATRICK. Beginning to think ! How long will it
take you, man, to find out that he's a damned young
blackguard?

mexkmsor. Oh, thats severe, Sir Patrick, very severe,
OFf course it's bigamy; but still he's very young; and she's
very pretey. Mr Walpele : may I spunge on you for another
of those nice cigarets of yours? [He clanger bis seat for the
ene mext W alpole].
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warrork. Certainly. [He feelt in s pockets]. Oh bother!
Where— ¢ [Swddenly rememéering] 1 say: [ recollect now:
I passed my cigaret case to Dubedar and he didne return
it. It wasa gold one,

THE Matp, He didnt mean any harm: he never thinks
about things like that, sir. I'll get it back for you, sir, if
youll tell me where to find him.

mipokon, What am I to do? Shall I give her the address
or not ¥

sin paThick. Give her your own address ; and then we'l]
see. [T the maid] Yuul?rhaw: to be content with that for
the present, my girl, [Ridgeon gives ber bis card]. Whats
your namef

Tie matn, Minnie Tinwell, sir.

sik paTrick. Well, you write him a letter to care of
this gentleman; and it will be sent on. Now beoff with you.

aE main. Thank you, sir. I'm suré you wouldnt see
me wronged, Thank you all, gentlemen; and excuse the
liberty.

She goer fnte the Fotel. They watch ber in silewce.

minceon [wéen she s powe] Do you realize, vou chaps,
that we have promised Mrs Diubedar 1o save this fellow's life?

pLENEINSOF, Whats the matter with him ?

ribceon. Tuberculosis,

pLENEINSOP [imterssted] And can you cure that?

rinceon. I believe o,

prexkinsor. Then I wish youd cure me. My right lung
is touched, I'm sorry to say.

RIDGEON What! your lung &= going|

B . My dear Blenkinmp,g'mwhat do

you tell med [ /&l of comcern
L [l Sor Blenkiniapy, be comer back
tegerber] | from the balustrade].

EIR PATRICK Eh! Eh? whats thai
WALPOLE Hullo! you muostnt neglect this,
E }'bi.l kDH'W'..

‘LenkiNsor [putting bis fingers in his ears] No, no: it's
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no ose. I know what youre geing to say : Ive said it often
to others. I cant afford to take care of myself; and theres
an end of it. If a fortnight's holiday would save my life,
I'd have to die. I shall get on as others have to get on.
We cant all go to 5t Moritz or to Egypt, you know, Sir
Balph. Deont talk aboue it

Embarrarsed silener,

sin pareick [grawts and loks bard ot Rideeon]!

scuuTzMAcHER [Boking ar by warch and rising] 1 must go.
It’s been a very pleasant evening, Colly. You might let me
have my portrait if you dont mind. I'll send Mr Dubedat
that couple of sav Creigns for 1t.

sincEon [ giving fim the mewa eard] Oh dont do that,
Loony. Idont think he'd like that,

scuvremacHEr, Well, of course I shant if you feel that
way abount it. But I dont think you understand Dubedar.
However, perhaps thats because I'm a Jew. Good-night,
Dr Blenkinsop [séaking bands].

sLExkinsor. Good-night, nr—-I mean—Good-night,

SCHUTZMACHER [roaving i fand to the rest] Good-night,
tt':r}rl:u;u&].r.

WALFOLE

B. B

Stk PATRICE

RIDGEOH

B, B, repeats the salutation several times, in varicd musical
tones, Srhutzmacker goes oul.

sk PaTRICK. It's time for us all to move. [He riser and
comes begrween Blenkinrop and Walpele. Ridgeon alie river),
Mr Walpole: take Blenkinsop home : he's had enough of
the ::Pcn air cure for tu-mght Have you 8 thick overcoat
to wear in the motor, Dr Blenkinsop #

pLEwkinsop. Oh, theyll give me some brown paper in
the hotel; and a few thicknesses of brown paper across the
chest are better than any fur coat.

warpoLe. Well, come along. Good-night, Colly, Youre
coming with us, arnt you, B. B.?

Good-night.
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. 0. Yes: I'm coming. [Walpolr and Blenkinsop go into
the borel], Good-night, my dear Ridgeon [séabing bonds
affectionately]. Dont let us lose sight of your interesting
patient and his very charming wife, We must not judge him
too hastly, you know, [#5rd wrction] Govooooood-night,
Paddy, Bless you, dear old chap. [8ir Patrick atters 2 for-
midable grant, B. B. lawghs and pats Fm indulgently on the
sbowlder] Good-night. Good-night. Good-night. Good-
night, [[le gosd-wights Aimself inte the botel).

T'he otbers bave meanwhile powe withoat ceremony, Ridgeon
and Sir Patrick are lft alowe tegether. Ridgeom, decp in
thought, comes deton te Sir. Patrick,

st paTrick, Well, Mr Savior of Lives : which is it to be?
that honest decent man Blenkinsop, or that rotten black-
guard of an anist, ch §

mingeon. It's not an easy case to judge; isit? Blenkin-
sop's an honest decent man; but is he any nse ¢ Dubedat's
a rotten blackguard ; but he’s a genuine source of pretty and
pleasant and good things,

sk parrick. What will he be a source of for that poor
innocent wife of his, when she finds him out

mincgon. Thats true, Her life will be o hell.

stk PaTkiCK. And tell me this. Suppose you had this
choice put before you: either to go through life and find
all the pictures bad bue all the men and women good, or
to go through life and find all the pictures good and all the
men and women rotten. Which would you choose #

mipceos, Thats a devilishly difficulc question, Paddy.
The pictures are so agreeable, and the good peopleyo infer-
nally disagrecable and mischievous, that I really cant under-
take to say offhand which I should prefer to do without.

g1k PaTkick. Come come! none of your cleverness with
me: I'm too old for it. Blenkinsop isnt that sort of good
man ; and you know it

mpcEak. It would be simpler if Blenkinsop could paint
Dubedat's pictures.

sik PaTRICK. It would be simpler still if Dubedat had
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some of Blenkinsop's honesty, The world isnt going to be
made simple for you, my lad: you must rake it as it is
Youve to hold the scales between Blenkinsop and Dubedat.
Haold them fairly.

ripegon, Well, I'll be as fair as I can, I'll put into one
scale all the pounds Dubedat has borrowed, and into the
other gll the half-crowns that Blenkinsop hasnt borrowed.

stk paTrick, And youll take out of Dubedart’s scale all
the faith he has destroyéd and the honor he has fost, and
youll put into Blenkinsop's scale all the faith he has justi-
fied and the honor he has created.

ripceoy, Come come, Paddy! none of your elaperap
with me: I'm too sceptical for it. I'm not at all convineed
that the world wouldnt be a better world if everybody
behaved as Dubedat does than it is now thar everybody
behaves as Blenkinsop does.
3 sin parTRick. Then why dont you beohave as Duobedae

oes !

mipgeon, Ah, that beats me. Thats the experimental
test, Srill, it's a dilemma. It's a dilemma. You sce theres
a complication we havnt mentioned.

EiR PATRICE. Whats that ?

RIDGEON. Weli, if I let Blenkinsop die, at least nobody
can say I did it because I wanted to marry his widow.

gif paTrick, Eh? Whats thae ?

ripceon. MNow if Iler Dobedat die, T'Il marry his w1dnw,

ar parrick. Perhaps she wont have you, yon know.

rinGEoN [sinh @ wlaiared shake of the bead] I've a pretty
good fifr for that sort of thing, I know when & woman is
interested in me. She is

51 paTRICK, Well, sometimes a man knows best; and
sometimes he knows worst.  Youd much better cure them
bath,

krnciown, I cant, I'm at my limit. I can sqnecze in one
more case, but not twa, I must choose,

sk paTrick. Well, you must choose as if she didne exist:
thats clear.
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ripceoN. Is that clear to you ! Mind: it"s not elear to
me. She troubles my judgment.

sik parTmice. T'o me, it"s 4 plain cholee between a man
and a let of pictures,

ripceox, It's easier to replace a dead man than a good
picture,

sir paTricE, Colly : when you live in an age that runs to
pictures and statucs and plays and brass bands because its
men and women are not good enough to comfort its poor
aching soul, you should thank Providence that you belong
to a profession which is a high and great profession because
its business is to heal and mend men and women.

rincEoN. In shore, as a member of a high and great pro-
fession, I'm to kill my patient.

stk paTrick, Dont talk wicked nonsense. You cant kill
him. But you can leave him in other hands.

ripoEox. In B, B.'s, for instance: ch? [Bobing at bim
signifeanty].

SIR PATRICK [d‘m!ﬂr‘.ﬂj' Sactug & laok] Bir Ralph Bloomfield
Bonington is & very cminent physician,

ripceox. He is.

sin parrick, 1'm going for my hat.

Ridgeon strikes the bell as 8ir Patrick makes for the botel A
waiter comed,

rincEok [fe fbe eaiter] My bill; please,

warTen. Yes, sir,

te poes ﬁr I,
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Iu Dubedat’s ptudie, Fiewed from the large ewindew the
outer door is in the woall on the kft at the near end. The door
leading to #he fwmer roams ir iw rhe opposite wall, at the far
end, T facing wall bar weirher windoew mor dosr.  The plaster
om all the walls is uncovered and wndecorated, except by serawl
ings of chareoal sketehes and memoranda.  There is @ stadia
throme (a chair on @ dais) a Gitle to the left, opposite the inner
doer, and an casel to the right, eppsite the cuter door, with a
dilapidated chair at it, Near the carel and againit the wall is
a bare wooden table with bottles and fars of oil and medium,
paint-smudged rags, tubes of color, brashes, cbarcoal, a small lay
Jfgure, a kettle and spirit-lamp, and other oddy and ends, By
the table ir a sofe, livtered with drowing Slcks, sheech-Gooks,
doose sheets of paper, wewspapers, books, and mere smudged rags.
Next the owter door i an amérelle and bat yiend, occupied
partly by Lowis bats and clhak and woffer, and parily &y odds
and ends of costwmes, There is an old plano stood on the mear
side of this door, [Tu the cormer mear the inmer door it a [ittle
tea-tai¥e. A lay figure, in a cardinal’s robe and bat, with an
baser-glass i one band and @ scythe rang on s Back, smiler ewith
inane swalive at Lowks, eobo, in o milkman's suock mach sondped
with colors, is painting a picee of brocade sbich be bas draped about
bis wife, 8he ir sitting on the throme, wor fnterested in the paine-
ing, and appealing to bim very anxiously abeut amotber matier.

MES DUBEDAT. Promise.
53
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Lous [ putting on a touch of paint vwith watable skill and care
awd awreering gmiv:;ﬁwmﬂj-] I promise, my darling,

Mes puBepat. When you want money, you will always
COME 0 Mme.

vouts, But ic’s so sordid, dearcst, I hate money. I cant
keep always bothering you for money, money, money.
Thats what drives mc sometimes to ask other people,
though I hate doing it.

mns puBepaT. It is far better to ask me, dear. It gives
people & wrong idea of you.

rouss. But I want to spare your lirtle fortune, and raise
moncy on my own work. Dont be unhappy, love: I can
easily carn enough o pay it all back. I shall have a one-
man-show next scason; and then there will be no more
moncy troubles. [ Puttiny deton Sir palette] There! I mustne
do any more on that until it's bone-dry; so you may come
down,

MRS DUREDAT ;h}mm'.vg eff the drapery as the stepr docon,
and reoealing @ plain frock of tursre wifk] But you have pro-
mised, remember, seriously and faithfully, never to borrow
again until you have first asked me.

touis, Seriously and faithfully, [Embraciug der] Ah, my
love, how right you are! how muoch it means to me to
have you by me to guard me against living too much in the
skics. On my solemn oath; from this moment forth 1 will
never borrow another penny.

Mes puBEnat [defipbted] Ah, thats right. Does his wicked
waorrying wife torment him and drag him down from the
clouds, [84¢ kirser bim]. And now, dear, wont jyou finish
those drawings for Maclean 1 y

Louvts, Oh, they dont matter. Ive got nearly all the
money from him in advance,

mas pupepaT. Bur, dearest, that is just the reason why
you should finish them, He asked me the other day whether
you really intended to finish them,

touvs. Confound his impudence! What the devil does
he take me for? Now that just destroys all my intercst in
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the beastly job. Ive a good mind to throw up the commis-
sion, and pay him back his money.

Mes punEpatT. We cant afford that, dear, You had heeter
finish the drawings and have done with them, I think it is
a mistake to accept money in advance,

rowie, But how are we to live ?

mis DuREpaT. Well, Louis, it is getting hard enough as
it is, now that they are all refusing to pay except on
delivery.

routs, Damn those fellows! they think of nothing and
carc for nothing but cheir wretched money,

mus ousgoar. Stll, if they pay us, they ought to have
what they pay for.

tovis [reaximg] There now : thats enough lecturing for
to-day. Ive promised to be good, havne 17

Mes DunEpaT [patting ber arms rownd bt weck] You know
that I hate lecturing, and thatr I dont for a moment mis-
understand you, dear, dont you?

vowss [ fedfy] 1 know. 1 know. I'm a wretch; and
youre an angel. Oh, if only I were strong enough to work
steadily, I'd make my darling’s house a temple, and her
shrine a chapel more beautiful than was ever imagined. I
cant pass the shops without wrestling with the temptation ro
o in and order all the really good things they have for you.

mis pusepat. I want nothing but you, dear, [8f pioer
bim @ caress, fo which be responds jo passisnately thar ske diren-
Fages berself]. There! be good now: remember that the
doctors are coming this morning. Ient it extrnordinarily
kind of them, Louis, to insist on coming? all of them, to
consul about you?

vours [eoofiy] Oh, I daresay they think it will be &
feather in their cap to cure a rising artist. They wouldnt
come if it didnt amuse them, anyhow, [Semeome dnocks ar
#he door], 1say: it's not time yet, is it?

mEs pupEpat. No, not guite yet.

Lours [apening the door end finding Ridgeon there] Hello,
Ridgeon, Delighted to see you, Come in.
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dn:“ puseoaT [shaking hands] It's so good of you to come,
tor.

rouis, Excuse this place, wont you? It's only a studio,
you know : theres no real convenicnce for living here.
But we pig along somehow, thanks to Jennifer,

smus punepaT. Now T'll ren away. I"l:rhaE-s later om,
when youre finished with Louis, I may eome in and hear
the verdict. [Ridgesn bosos ravber comstrainedly]. Would you
rather I didne?

ripceor, Not ae all, Mot at all.

Mrs Dabedat doks at fm, & Bt pazzled &y Wi formal
manuirs (hen goer fnto the fnper room.

rouss [ Mippanedy] 1 say: donr look so grave, Theres
nothing awful going to happen, 1s there?

rincEon. Mo,

touts. Thats all right, Poor Jennifer has been looking
forward to your visit more than you can imagine. Shes
taken quite a fancy to you, Ridgeon, The poor girl has
nobody to w@lk to: I'm always painting. [Tuking op a
skered] Theres a little sketch 1 made of her yesterday.

mipceon. She shewed it to me a fortnight age when she
first ealled en me.

rouis [gaire wwabasted] Oh! did the? Good Lord! hew
time does ﬂg‘. I copld have sworn I'd only just finished
it. It's hard for her here, seeing me piling up drawings
and nothing coming in for them. Of course 1 shall sell
them nexe year fast enough, after my one-man-show ; bue
while the grass grows the steed starves, 1 hate to have her
coming to me for money, and having none to give her.
But what can I da? .

ripgrok. I understood that Mrs Dubedat had some
property of her own.

vouns, Oh ves, a little; bot how counld a man with any
decency of feeling rouch that? Suppose T did, what would
she have to live on if I dicd? I'm not insured: cant
afford the premiums, [Picking eat anotber draming] How
do pou like that!
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ripGEON [purting a.ria"e]l[ I have not come here to-day
to look at your drawings. I have more serious and pressing
business with you.

tovrs, You want to sound my wretched lung. [H7Fed
:m‘pm’.uw cander] My dear Ridgeon: I'll be frank with

Whats the matter in this house isnr lungs but bills,
II. dnr:s-nt matter abont me; but Jennifer has actnally to
economize in the marter of feod. Youve made us feel thae
we can treat you as & friend.  Will you lend us a hundred
and fifey pounds!

ringeoN, No.

vouss [mrprited] Why not?

mingeow, I am not g rich man ; and [ want every penny
I can spare and mere for my researches,

routs, You mean youd want the money back again,

srpseon. | presume people sometimes have that in view
when they lend money.

LOUIE [yﬂ# & m.wm‘: refleceion] Well, 1 can manage
that for you, TI'll give you a cheque—or sec here ¢ theres
no reason why you shouldne have your bic too: I'll give
vou a cheque for two hundred,

minceox. Why not cash the cheque ar ence without
troubling me?

rovss, Bless you! they wouldnt cash it: 1'm overdrawn
as it is. Mo: the way to work it is this, I'll postdate the
cheque nexe October. In October Jenmifer's dividends
come in. Well, you present the cheque. ITr will be re-
turncd marked “ refer to drawer ™ or some rubbish of that
sort. ‘Then you can take it to Jennifer, and hint thac if
the cheqie 1snt taken up at once [ shall be put in prison.
She'll pay you like a shot,  Youll elear £5o0; and youll do
me a real service; for I do want the money very badly,
old chap, I assure you.

ringeow [staring ar 4im] You scc no objection to the
transaction ; and you anticipate nonc from me !

touts, Well, what objection can there be? It's quite
safe. I can convince you about the dividends.
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mincron. I mean on the score of its being—shall T say
dishenorable

vovis, Well, of course T shouldnt suggest it if I didnt
want the money.

RIDGEON. lni‘ced[ Well, you will have to find some
other means of getting it.

rovs, Do you mean that you refuse?

mingeoN. Do I mean—! [lerting hiv indignation loese]
Of course 1 refuse, man, What do you teke me for? How
dare you make such a proposal to me?

rouis. Why net?

pinceos. Faugh! Yoo would not understand me if 1
tried to explain. Now, once for all, I will not lend you a
farthing. I should be glad to help your wife; but lending
you money is no service to hen

routs. Oh well, if youre in earnest about helping her,
Il tell you what you might do. You might ger your
patients to buy some of my thinge, or to give me a fow
portrait commissions.

ripceow. My patients call me in as a physician, not as a
commercial traveller.

A knock ar the door. Lowis goes sweemcernedly to open i,
prriwing the wwbfect ar be goes.,

rouvis. But you must have great influence with them.
You must know such lots of things sbout them—private
things that they wouldnt like to have known. They wouldnt
dare to refuse you,

mingeox [eapleding] Well, npon my—

Lowis cpens the dboor, and adwits Sir Patrick, Sir Ralph,
and Walpale, :

rinceon [ proceeding furiourly] Walpele: Ive been here
hardly ten minutes; and already he's tried to borrow f150
from me, Then he proposed that 1 should pet the
money for him by blackmailing his wife; and youve
just interropted him in the act of suggesting that 1
should blackmail my patients into sitting to him for their
portraits,
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rouis. Well, Ridgeon, if this is what you call being an
honerable man! I spoke to you in confidence.

sim paTrick. We're all going to speak to you in confi-
dence, young man.

waLroLE [baaging Bir bat om the only peg Beft vacant on the
bat-rtand] We shall make ourselves at home for half an hour,
Duobedat. Dent bealarmed : youre o most fascinating chap ;
and we love you.

rovis. Oy all right, all right. Sit down—anywhere you
can. Take this chair, Sir Patrick [fndirating the ome on the
threme). Up-z-z-z! [befping Fimr wp: Sir Pairick grawis and
erthronss binsedC). Here you are, B. B, [8i Ralpd glares
Pl ré;ﬁmiﬁm‘:’f_}'; bed Lowir, gatite tmdirturbed, ity a bif ook
and @ soff cushion on the dair, em Sir Patrdck's ripht; end B. B.
site dazom, pmder protest]. Ler me take yoor hat, [He foker
8. B's bat greeremonioisly, and sabititates @8 for the cardival's
Far on the bead of the lay figure, thereby ingentously destroying the
digrity of the comclove. He thew dravos the piano steel from the
ewall and offers it ro WWalpoke]. You dont mind this, Walpole,
do you P [ WFalpole acecpis the stood, amd puts Hs band inie bis
focket for s cigaret care. Missing it, be ir reminded of bir fore].

warrore. By the way, I'll trouble you for my cigaret
case, if you dont mind

Lovis. What cigaret case }

walPoLe. The pold one I lent you at the Star and
Garter,

Lovss [serprised] Was that yours?

waLPOLE. Yes.

ovis. I'm awfully sorry, old chap. I wondercd whose
it was, Pm sorry to say this is all thats left of 6. [He
Biteher wp bis smocky produces a card from K waiticond peckel
and bawds it to Walpole].

warrorg, A pawn ticker!

Lovs [reasmeringly] 1t's quite safe: he cant sell it for a

year, you know. I say, my dear Walpole, [ am sorry. [He
Ploces bis bapd ingenwously on Walpele's shoulder and looks

Jruankly at bim).



6o The Doctor’s Dilemma Act 111

waLPoLE [siuking o the ool with & garp] Dont mention
it. Itadds to your fascination.

ninceon [whe har beew standing wear the caiel] Before we
go any further, you have a debt to pay, Mr Dubedat,

rowis, [ have = precious lot of debis to pay, Ridgeon.
I'll feech you a chair. [He malker for the inner dsar]

RIDGEON [Jfafpfn;g #imw] ¥ou shall not leave the room until
you pay it. It's a small one ; and pay it you must and shall,
I dont so0 much mind your borrowing L1o from one of my
goests and 20 from the other—

waLroLE. I walked into it, you know. [ offered ir.

mingror, —they could afford it. But to clean poor
Blenkinsop out of his last halfrcrown was damnable. |
intend to give him that half-crown and to be in a position
to pledge him my word that you paid it. I'll have that ou
of you, at all events.

n, 8. Quite right, Ridgeon, Quite right. Come, young
man! down with the dust. Pay up.

routs. Oh, you neednt make such a fuss abour it. Of
course I'll pay it. I had no idea the poor fellow was hard
ap. I'm as shocked as any of you about it. [Putting bis
Fand fnio frx jﬂ-:»r.@ﬂ] Here you are. [ Findfug A packet empty)
Ch, I zay, I havat any moncy on me justat present. Walpole §
would you mind Iending me half-a-crown jost to scttle this.

wareort. Lend you half— [ vafee ints away].

wovis, Well, if you dont, Blenkinsop wont get it;
fp: I havat a rap: you may search my pockets if you
1KEC.

waLroLe, Thats conclusive. [He produces .Er:l'ff-ﬁr-:r‘ﬁmﬂ].

vous [ passing it fo Ridgeon] There! I'm really glad thats
scttled : it was the only thing that was on my conscience.
Now [ hope youre all satisfied.

sik paTiick, Not quite, Mr Dubedat, Do you happen to
know a young woman named Minnie Tinwell ?

vouvts. Minnie! Ishould chink [ do; and Minnie knows
me too. She’s a really nice good girl,considering her station.
Whats become of heri
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warrork. It's mo use bluffing, Dubedar, Weve scen
Minnie's marriage lines,

LOUIS [.m:lf{ql] Indeed ? Have you scen J:nniﬁ:r"!?

rivcEoy [riiag in irrepresible rege] Do you dare insinuare
that Mrs Dubedar is living with you without being marred

10 you ?
routs, Why not}
B DL [ecfaing bim in ¥ not !
SR PATRICK erarions fomes of | Why not!
RIDGEDN sendalized Why not!
WALPOLE amazement] Why net!

rowts. Yos, why not? Loes of peeple doit: just as good
people a3 you, Why dont you learn to think, instcad of
bileating and baahing like a lot of sheep when you come up
sgainst anything youre not accestomed tol [Gentesplating
their amazed faces eith a cbuckl] 1 say: [ should like 1o
draw the lot of you mow: yon do look jolly foolish.
i':'.spu.‘.n:iul]}' you, Ridgeon. I had you that time, you know,

wipseon. How, pray?

rours, Well, you st up to appreciate Jennifer, you know.
And you despize me, dont you!

Rinnm:i [cwrtdy] 1 loathe you. [He sits doson again on the
safer).

vours, Just¥e, And yet you believe that Jennifer is a bad
lot because you think 1 told you so. -

rinGEoN, Were you lying?

vouts. Noj but you were smelling out a scandal instead of
kecping your mind cleanand wholesome. 1can just play with
people like you, I only asked you had you scen Jennifer’s
marriige lines; and you concluded seraight away that she
hadnt got any, You dont know a lady when you sce one.,

B, o [mwajestically] What do you mean by chat, may I ask ?

rovss, MNow, I'm only an immoral artist; but if youd
told me that Jeonifer wasnt marricd, 1'd have had the
gentlemanly fieeling and ardistic instince 1o say that she
carried her marriage certificate in her face and in her
characrer, But you dre all maoral men ; end Jr:nnifm' 18
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only an artist's wifﬁ——pmbt'l:!_].r a model ; and morality con-
sists in suspecting other people of not being legally
married. Amt you sshamed of yourselves? Can one of you
look me in the face after it?

warLroLE, It very hard to look you in the face, Dubedat ;

u have such 2 dazzling cheek., What about Minni:

inwell, eh?

rovis. Minnie Tinwell is a young woman who has had
three weeks of glorious happiness in her poor little life
which is more than most girls in her positon get, I can
tell you. Ask her whether she'd take it back if she could,
She's got her name inte history, that girl, My little skeeche:
of her will be fought for by collectors at Christie’s. She'll
have a page in my biography. Pretty good, that, for a sell.
room maid at a scaside hotel, I think. What have you
fellows done for her to compare with that?

mipgeoN. We havnt trapped her into a mock marriag:
and deserted her.

rous, Ne: you wouldnt have the pluck. But dunt fus
yourselves. [ didnt desere little Minnic. We spent all our
money—

warroLe. All her money, Thirty pounds,

vouts, Isaid all eur meney: hers and mine too. Her
thirty pounds didnt last three days. 1 had to borrow fou:
times as much to spend on her. But [ didnt grudge it;
and she didnt grudge her few pounds either, the brave
little lassie. When we were cleaned out, we'd had cnoogh
of it: you can hardly suppose that we were fit company
for longer than that: I an ariist, and she quitesout of am
and literature and refined living and everything else. Therc
was no desertion, no misunderstanding, no police court or
divorce court sensation for you moral cha]:r!. to lick your
lips over at breakfast. We just said, Well, the money’
gone: weve had a good eime that can never be taken from
us; so ]r.iss;, part gut‘:d friends; and she back to service, and
I back te my studio and my Jennifer, both the bereer and
*happier for our holiday.
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waLroLE. Quite a little poem, by George!

g B If you had been scientifically tained, Mr Dubedat,
you would knew how very seldom an actusl case bears out
a principle. In medical practice 2 man may dic when,
scientifically speaking, he ought to have lived. I have
actually known 2 man die of a discase from which he was,
seicntifically speaking, immune. But that does not affect
the fundamental truth of science, In just the same way, in
moral casss, & man's behavior may be quite harmless and
oven hcn:ﬁci:ﬂ.r when he is mamily bthl\ring like a sconn-
drel. And he may do great harm when he is merally acting
on the highest principles, But that docs not affect the
fundamental truth of morality.

sie parrick. And it doesnt affect the criminal law on the
subiject of bigamy.

rous. Oh bipamy! bigamy! bigamy! What a fatcination
anything connected with the police has for you all, you
morglises! Ive Fmv-:d to you that you were utterly wrong
on the moral point: now 1'm going to shew you thar youre
steerly wrong on the legal point; and I hope it will be a
lesson to you not to be =0 ja]l}' cocksure next tme.

watrors. Bot! You were married already when you
married her; and that settles it

rovts. Does it! Why cant you think? How do you
know she wasnt married already too?

B T [l Walpole! Bidgeon!
RIDGEON erying | This is beyond everything.
WALPOLE anef Well, damn me!

sik PaTICE ) fogetder] | You young rascal.

vouts [igmworing sdeir owrery] She was married to the
dteward of & liner, He cleared out and left her; and she
thought, poor girl, that it was the law that if you hadnt
heard of your huosband for three years you might marry
again. So as she was a thoroughly rcsptctah]: girl and
refused te have anything to say to me unless we were
married T went through the ceremony to please her and to
preserve her self-respect.
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ripseon. Did you tell her you were already married !

cowss. ‘OF course not. Dont you see that if she had
known, she wouldne have considered herself my wife? You
dont seem to understand, somchow,

sk paTRICK. You let her risk imprisonment in her ignor-
ance of the law?

vouvs. Well, [ risked imprisonment for her sake. 1
could have been had wp for it just as much as she, But
when a8 man makes a sacrifice of that sort for a woman, he
doesnt go and brag about it to her; at least, not if he's o
gentleman.

WALPOLE. What are we to do with this :Iais_v[

vous [fmpatiently] Oh, go and do whatever the devil you
please, Put Minnie in P.I.'ISDII Put me in prison. Kil!
Jenmifer with the disgrace of ivall. And then, when youve
done all the mi.s.ch{:g']mu can, go to church and feel good
about it. [He sitr doron pettishly on the ofd chair at the eael,
and taker wp o sherching Slock, on vedich be beging to draw],

warrore, He's got us,

sin paTRick [grimfy] He has,

#, m. Dut i= he to be allowed to defy the criminal law of
the land?

stk PaTRICK, The criminal law is no use to decent people.
It only helps blackguards to blackmail their fanilics, What
are we family doctors doing half our time but conspiring
with the family solicitor to keep some rascal cut of jail and
some family out of disgrsce?

E. 8. But at least it will punish him.

ste paTRICK. Oh yes: itll punish him, Itll gunish not
only him bit cverybody connected with him, innocent and
guilty alike. 1tll threw his board and lodging on cur rate:
and taxes for a couple of years, and then turn him loose on
os & more dangerous blackguard than ever. Itll put the
girl in prison and ruin her: icl] lay his wife's life waste:
You may put the criminal law out of your head once for
. all: it’s only fit for focls and savages.
Lous. Would you mind turning your face a little more
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this way, Sir Patrick. [Sir Patrick furas indigmantly and
glares at kim]. Oh, thats too much.

sip paTRIck, Put down your foolish pencil, man; and
think of your position. Yoo can defy the laws made by
men ; but there are other laws to reckon with. Do you
know that youre going to die ?

rous. We're all going to die, arnt we?

warpoLe, We're not all going to die in six months.

worie. How do you know ?

T'his for B. B. ir the last straw. He completely loses hir
temper and beging to walk excitedly about.

. 5. Upon my soul, I will not stand this. It is in ques-
tionable taste under any circumstances or in any company
to harp on the subject of death; buc it is a dastardl
advantage to take of a medical man, [Thewdering at Daubedat
I will mot 2llow it, do you hear?

souis, Well, I didnt begin it : you chaps did. It's always
the way with the inartistic professions : when theyre beaten
in argument they fall back en intimidation. I never knew
i lawyer yet who didnt threaten to pot me in prison soonsr
or later. I never knew a parson who didnt threaten me
with damnation. And now you threaten me with death.
With all your tall talk youvé only cne real trump in your
hand, and thyts Intimidation. Well, I'm not a coward ; =0
it"s no use with me,

B, 8. [wdvancing spon dim] Tl tell you what you are, sir.,
Youre a scoundre].

tovis. Oh, I dont mind you calling me a scoundrel a bir,
It's only & word: a word that you dont know the meaning
of. Wha? is a sconndrel ?

0. & You are a scoundrel, sir.

rouss, Just so, What is a scoundrel? I am, What am
[? A scoundrel. It's just arguing in & circle. And you
imagine youre & man of scicnce!

B u I—I—I—I have a good mind to take you by the
scruff of your neck, you infamons rascal, and give you a
sound thrashing.

F
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tovrs. I wish you would. ¥Youd pay me something
handsome to keep it out of court afterwards. [B. B,
baffed, fingr away from bim with @ swert]. Have you any
more civilities to address to me in my own house ? I should
like to get them over before my wife comes back. [He re-
surmics bir chereding].

winggo, My mind's made up. When the law breaks
down, honest men must find a remedy for themselves, |
will not Jift a finger to save this reptile.

n p That is the word I was tryving to remember,
Beptile,

waLroLe, I cant help rather liking you, Dubedat, But
you certainly are a thoroughgoing specimen.

sin PaTRICK. You know our opinion of you now, at all
events,

vouts [patiently putting down bis pencil] Look here. All
this is no good. You dont undermstand. You imagine tha
I'm simply an ordinary criminal.

WwALPOLE. Mot an urdinkrj ane, Dubedar. Do yourself
justice,

Lovis. Well, youre on the wrong tack altogether. I'm
not a criminal. All your moralizings have ne value for
me, Ideont believe in morality. I'm a dizsciple of Bernard
Shaw.

[pezzled] Eh?

e parrick | | [waring Air bapd a5 if the subject were moz

B. B. dispeied gf ] Thats enough: 1 wish 1o

hear no maore,

touts, OF course 1 havne the ridiculous vanity to set up
to be exactly a Superman; but sull, it's an idal that |
strive towards just as any other man strives towards hi
ideal.

n. 8. [iateferant] Dont trouble to explain, T now under-
stand you perfectly. Say no more, please. When a may
pretends to discuss scicnce, morals, and religion, and then
avows himself a follower of o notorious and avowed anti-
‘yaccinationist, there is nothing more to be said, [ faddend
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putting in an cffusive saving clawse in parentbesis to Ridgeon)
Not, my dear Ridgeon, that 1 believe in vaccination in the
pupulnr sense any more than you do: I neednr tell you
that. But there are things that place a man socially ; and
anti-vaccinition is one of them. [He recames bis reat on the
dair],
si]r paTrick. Bernard Shaw? I never heard of him.
He's a Methodist preacher, 1 suppose,
vowis [seawdalized] Mo, no. He's the most advanced
man now living: he isat anything,
1R PATRICK. I assure you, young man, my father learnt
the doctrine of deliverance from sin from John Wesley's
own lips before you or Mr Shaw were born. It used to be
YETY pupl.:lnr a5 an excuse for putring sand in sugar and
water in milk, Yourc a sound Methodist, my lad; only
ron dont know it
vouis [serisusly cnmoyed for the first time] It's an intel-
lectual insult. 1 dont believe theres such # thing as sin.
st parrice, Welly sir, there are people who dont be-
lieve theres such a thing as discase cither. They eall
themselves Christiasn Seientists, I believe, Theyll just suit
your complaint. We can do nothing for you. [He river),
Good afternoon to you.
vouvis [rpuuming to Fim piteswsly] Oh dont ger op, Bir
Patrick. Dont go. Pleasc dont. 1 didnt mean to shock
yoll, on my word, Do sit down :lg:i:u_ (Five mc another
chance. Twe minutes mere: thats all I ask,
sta PATRICE [serprited dy this spw of grace, and a Ntk
.ra-ur.l!-m’ Well— [He sivr dosvn]—
18 [gratefielly] Thanks awfully.
sig paThick [rowtinsday] —I dont mind giving you two
minures more, But dont address yoursell to me; for Ive
retired from practice; and I dont pretend o be able 1o
cure your complaint. Your life is in the hands of these
gentlemen,
ringroN. Not in mine, My hands are full. I have no
time and no means available for this case.
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str. paTrick, What do you say, Mr Walpole?

warpore, Oh, T'll take him in hand: I dont mind. |
feel perfectly convinced that this is not a moral case ac
all : it's a physical one, Theres something abnormal about
his brain. ‘Uhat meuns, probably, some morbid condition
affecting the spinal cord. And that means the circulation,
In shore, it's clear to me that he’s suffering from an obscurc
form of blood-poisoning, which is almost cereainly due to
an accumulation of promaines in the nuciform sac. 1Nl
remove the sac—

vouis [changing refor] Do you mean, operate on me/
Ugh! No, thank you.

watpoLt. MNever fear: you wont feel anything. Youll
he under an anmsthetic, of course. And it will be extra-
erdinarily intercsting.

routs,. Oh, well, if it would interest you, and if it wont
hurt, thats another matter. How much will you give me
to let you do it !

waLroLy [rising fedignantly] How much ! What do you
mean F

vouts, Well, you dont expect me to let you cut me up
for nothing, do you?

waLroLE. Will you paint my portrait for nothing?

tovis. Mo; but I'll give you the porerait when it's painted ;
and you can sell it afterwards for perhaps double the money,
But I cant sell my nuciform sac when youve cut it out.

waLrors. Ridgeon: did you ever hear anything like this!
[7% Lewis] Well, you can keep your nuciform sac, and your
tubercular lung, and your dizeased brain: Ive done with
you. One would think I was not conferring a favdr on the
fellow! [[ITe retwrnr to bis stool in Bgh dudgeon].

sk parrick. That leaves only one medical man who has
not withdrawn from your case, Mr Dubedar. You have
nobedy left to appeal to now but Sir Ralph Bloomficld
Boningron.

warrore, If Iwere you, B. B, I shouldne touch him with
i pair of tongs, Ler him take his lungs to the Brompton
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Hospital, They wont cure him; but theyll teach him
manners.

B, B My weakness is that T have never been able to say
HNo, even to the moest thoroughly undeserving people. Be-
sides, I am bound to say that I dont think it is possible in
medical practice to go into the r.]uu.ﬁun of the value of the
lives we save, Just consider, Ridgeon. Let me put it teo
you, Paddy. Clear your mind of cant, Walpole,

WALPOLE [fnda'gﬂaﬁl] My mind is perfectly clear of cane.

B 0. Quite so. Well now, look at my practice. Ir is
what I suppose you would call a fashionable practice, a
smiart practice, a praciice among the best people. You ask
me to go into the question of whether my patients are of
any use either to themselves or anyone clse. Well, iF you
apply any scientific tese known to me, yoo will achieve a
reductio ad absurdum. You will be driven to the conelu-
sion that the majority of them would be, as my friend
Mr J. M. Barrie has tersely phrased it, better dead. Better
dead. There are cxceptions, no doubt. For instance, there
is the court, an essentially social-demecratic institution,
supported out of public funds by the public because the
public wants it and likes it. My court patients are hard-
warking people who give satisfaction, undoubtedly. Then
I have a dpke or two whose estates are probably betrer
managed than they would be in public hands. But as to
most of the rest, if I once began to argue about them, un-
ql:mstiﬂnabhr the verdict would be, Better dead. When
they setually do die, I sometimes have to offer that con-
solation, thinly disguised, to the family. [Ladl 8y sl
cademees of Bis ewon vaice, b decomet drovesicr and drowosier).
The fact that they spend money so extravagantly on medi-
cal attendance really would not justify me in wasting my
talents—such a3 they are—in keeping them alive. After
all, if my fees are high, I have o spend heavily. My
own tastes are simple: a camp bed, a couple of rooms,
a crust, a bottle of wine; and I am happy and contented.
M}f wife's tastes arc p:rhd.ps more luxurious; but even she
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deplores an expenditure the sole object of which s to
maintain the state my pnti{:m: r:qu{rc from their medical
attendant. The—er—er—er— [seddendy waking ap] 1 have
lost the thread of these remarks. What was [ talking about,
Ridgeon i

ripcEox. About Dubedat.

B, 8. Ahyes, Precisely. Thank you. Dubedat, of conrse,
Well, what is eur fricnd Dubcdat? A wicious and fgnorant
young man with & talent for drawing,

rovis, Thank you, Dont mind me.

5.8 But then, what arc many of my patienis ! Vicious
and ignorant young men without a talent for anything, 1IF
1 were to stop to argue about their merits I should have to
give up three-guarters of my practice. Therefore I have
made it a rule not so to argue. Now, as an honorable
man, having made that rule s to paying ]:atwnts, can I
make an exception as to a4 patient who, far from being a
paying patient, may more fitly be described as & borrowing
]'ratiunt. Ne. 1 say No. Mr Dubedar : your moral char-
gcter is nothing to me. I look at you from a purely scientific
point of view. To me you are simply a ficld of battle in
which an invading army of tubercle baeilli struggles with a
patriotic force of phagocytes, Having made a promise to
your wife, which my principles will not allow e to break,
to stimulate thote phagocyres, I will stimulate them,
And 1 take no further responsibility. [He fings Aimsclf
back iw bis seat exbausted ).

sig pavrick. Well, Mr Dubedat, as Sir Ralph has very
l:tndi}.-I offered to I;al:r; charge of your case, and as the Wi
minutes I Pmmtm& you are up, I must ask you m CXCUSe
me. [f.f.r rr.rﬂ]

rouss, Oh, certainly. Ive quite done with vou, [Rising
and boldimg wp the sketch &kr?] There! While youve been
talking, Ive been doing. What is there left of your moral-
izmng? Only a little carbonic ecid gas which makes the
room unhealthy. What is there left of my work? That,
Look at it, [Ridgeon rises to Lok at if].
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sie PaTRICK [mobo Aar come dosom to bim from the throme]
You yeung rascal, was it drawing me you were

rowss, OF course. What else ?

sin paThick [fokes tbe dramwing from bim and grants ap-
provingly] Thats rather good. Dont you think so, Colly?

prpceon, Yes. So good that T shouold like o have it

stk FaTrice, Thank you; but I should like to have it
myself. What d'ye think, Walpole?

WALPOLE [rising amd coming over to fook] No, by Jove : [
must have this,

vouss, I wish I could afford to give it to you, &ir Patrick.
But I'd pay five guineas sooner than part with ir.

pipceon. Oh, for that matter, I will give you six for it,

waLpoLE, Tem.

touts. I think Sir Patrick is morally entitled to it, as he
sat for it. May I send it to your house, Sir Patrick, for
twelve guineasf

stk paTRicK. Twelve guincas! Not if you were President
of the Royal Academy, young man. [He gives bim back the
drasving decisively and turns away, taking wp bis bat],

tovis [fo B, 8] Would you like to take it at twelve,
Bir Ralphi?

n. 0. [coming beteocen Lonis ond Walpole] Twelve guineas?
Thank you: Pl take it at that. [He raker it and presents it
te Sir Patrick]. Accept it from me, Paddy; and may you
long be sparcd to contemplate it

sie paTnick. Thank you. [Xle puts the dravving inte his ber].

. B [ neednt sertle with you now, Mr. Dubedat: my
fees will come to more than that. [He alle retrieves bis bat).

our? [indignantly] Well, of all the mean—[weords fail
#im]! I'd let myself be shot sooner than do a thing like
that. I consider youve stolen that drawing.

sin parrice [driy] So weve converted you to a belief in
morality after all, chi

couss. Yah! [T #alpele] Tll do another one for you,
Walpole, if youll let me have the ren you promised.

warkoLe, Very good. I'll pay on delivery.
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couvrs, Oh! What do you take me for? Have you no
confidence in my honor?

waLpory, None whatever.

rovss. Oh well, of course if you feel that way, you cant
help it. Before you go, Sic Patrick, let me foteh Jennifer, 1
know she'd like to sce you, if you dont mind, [He goer 1o
the fmner. dwsr]. And now, before she comes in, one word,
Youve all been talking here pretty frecly about me—in my
own house too. [ dont mind thiat: I'm a man and can tak.
care of myself. Butwhen Jennifer comes in, plesse remem=
ber that she's a lady, and that you are supposed to be gentle-
memn, [H'f goes m'i’].

waLroLe. Well!l! [He gives the sitwation up ar indeserib-
able, and gocs for Fr batl.

ripcenx, Damn his impudence!

5.5 I shouldnt be at all surprised to learn that he's well
connected. Whenever I meet dignicy and self-possession
without any discoverable basis, I diagnose good family,

mipceoy, Disgnose artistic gentus, B. B, Thats what saves
his self-respect.

st paThick. The world 15 made like that, The decent
fcllows are always being lectiured and put out of counte-
nance by the snobs

u. 0. [altagether refiving to avecpt this] Iam not out of
countenanee. | should like, by Jupiter, to see the man whe
could put me out of countenance, [Temuifer comesin]. Ah,
Mrz Dubedat! And how are we ro-day | )

mes praepaT [chabing fawds wied Am] Thank you all
o much for coming. [Sde shedes Walpol's bend). Thank
you, Sir Patrick [2fe shabes Sir ,qurfr.{r':i Oh, life hus been
worth living since I have known you. Since Richmond I
have not known a moment’s fear. And it used to be nothing
but fear. Wont you sit down and tell me the resule of the
consultation?

warrore. I'll go, if you dont mind, Mrs Dubedat. I
have an appointment. Before I go, let me say that 1 am
quite agreed with my colleagues here as te the character of
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the case. As to the cause and the remedy, thats not my
business: I'm only a surgeon; and these gentlemen are
physicians and will advise you. I may have my own views:
in fact I have them; and they are perfectly well known
to my celleagues. If I am needed—and needed 1 shall be
finally—they know where to find me; and [ am always at
your service. So for to-day, pood-bye. [He goer aut, loving
Fenmifer much puzzied by bir wwexpected withdratoal and firmal
pamaer]. :
sin. PaTRIcK. I also will ask you to excuse me, Mrs
Dubedat.
RIDGEGRK [.ﬂdxin.t';&] Are you going §
sik PATRICK. Yes: T can be ef no use here; and I must
be getting back. As you know, maam, I'm not in practice
now ; and I shall not be in charge of the case. It rests
between Sir Colenso Ridgeon and Sir Ralph Bloomfield
Bonington. They know my opinion. Good afterncon to
you, masm. [He bewer and makes fir the doer],
“wns puseoat [detaining him] Theres nothing wrong, is
there ? You dont think Louis is worse, do you ?
st PATRICK. Mo : he's not worse. Just the same as st
Richmond.
sty puneoar. Oh, thank you: vou frightened me. Ex-
cuse me,
sin parrick. Done mention it, maam. [He poer aar].
: n:ln. Now, Mrs. Dubedat, if I am to take the patient in
and—
srs DUBEDAT [appredensively, with a glance at Ridgeon]
You! But I thought that Sir Colenso—
0. B, | Seaiming mwith the conviction that be i giviag ber a moct
i;ﬂ-l‘g'.r’jf'ﬂg srprire] My dear lady, your husband shall have
L+

Mis DUBEDAT. Bur—

m n Mot a word: it 15 a pleasure to me, for your sake.
Sir Colensa Ridgeon will be 1n his proper place, in the bac-
tericlogical laboratory, [ shall be in my proper place, at
the bedside. Your husband shall be treated exactly as if he
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were a member of the royal family. [Mrr Dadeda wacary,
again i about to protest]. No gratitude : it would embarrass
me, [ assure you. Mow, may I agk whether you are parti-
cularly tied to these apartments. OF course, the motor has
annililated distance; but I confess that if you were rather
nearer to me, it would be a little more convenient.

MBs DUBEDAT. You seg, this studio and flar are self-
contained. 1 have suffered so much in lodgings. The
servants are so frightfully dishonest.

B. B. Ah! Are they? Are they? Dear me!

MRs nuREpaT, 1was never accustomed to lock things up,
And 1 missed so many small sums. At last a dreadful
thing happencd. I missed a five-pound note, It was traced
to the hooscmaid ; and she actually said Leuis had given
it to her. And he wouldnt let me do anything: he is so
sensitive that these things drive him mad.

B 8. Ah—him—ha—yes—say no more, Mrs Dubedat
you shall not move. If the mountain will not come to
Mahomer, Mahomer must come to the moantain, Now'1
must be off. I will write and make an appointment. We
shall begin stimulating the phagocytes on—on—probably on
Tucsday next; but I will let you know. Depend on me;
dont fret; eat regularly ; sleep well ; keep your spirits up;
keep the patient cheerful ; hope for the best; np tonie like
a charming woman; no medicine like cheertulness; ne
resource  like scicnce; good-bye, gﬂud-hz:, good - bye,
[Having thakem bandi—she being ton svermbelmed to speak—
de goer out, stgpping tosay to Ridgesw] On Tuesday morning
send me down a tube of tome really stiff anti-toxin. Any
kind will de, Dont forget. Good-bye, Cally, [He foes ont].

ripceon. You look quite discouraged again. [Sfe i alwost
in tears]. Whats the matter i Are you disappointed ?

aes pueepat. 1 know I ought to be very grateful. Be-
lieve me, I am very grateful, Bot—but—

rincEon. Well!

mns oupgoat, | had set my heart on your curing Louis
* mivcod. Well, Sir Ralph Bleomfield Benington—
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mrs punEoaT, Yes, I know, I know, Itis a great privilege
to have him. But ob, I wish it had been you. T know it's
unreasonable ; I cant explain; but I had such a strong in-
stinct that you would cure him. I dont—I cant feel the
same about Sir Ralph. You promised me. Why did you
give Louis ulpi‘

mipceon, 1 explained to you. Icannot take snother case,

mes puneoar. But at Richmond ?

wingeor. At Richmond 1 thought I eould make room for
one more case. DBut my old friend Dr Blenkinsop elaimed
that plece. His lung is artacked.

MES DUBRDAT [aftaching we fmporiance wbhatever tv Blen-
knrap] Do you mean that elderly man—;that rather silly—

winagon [sfermy] I mean the gentleman that dined with
ns: an excellent and honest man, whose life is a2 valuable
as anyone else’s. I have arranged that I shall take his case,
and that Sir Ralph Bloomfield Bonington shall take Mr
Dubedat's.

‘mes punepar [ferning indignawtly on bim] T see what it
is. Oh! it is envious, mean, crucl. And [ thought that
you would be above such a thing.

ringeox. What do you mean?

mes pusebat. Oh, do you think I dont know ? da you
think it hag never happened before ! Why does everybody
turn sgainst him? Can you net forgive him for being
superior to you ! for being cleverer? for being braver? for
being & preat artist?

pipceor, Yes: I can forgive him for all that.

sas pueenar. Well, have you anything to say against
him? I have challenged everyone who has turned apgainst
him—challenged them face to face to tcll me any wrong
thing he has done, any ignoble thought he has uttered.
They have always confessed that they could not tell me
one. I challenge you now. What do you accusc him of 2

mincEox. 1 am hike all the rest. Free to face, I cannot
tell you one thing against him,

MRS DUBEDAT [wat satisfied] But your manner is changed.
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And you have broken your pmmisc to me to make room
for him as your patient.

mipceon. I think you are a little unreasonable. Youo have
had the very best medical advice in London for him; and
his case has been. taken in hand by a leader of the profes-
gion, Surely—

mns pUBEpaT. Oh, it is so cruel to keep telling me that,
It seems all right; and it pats me in the wrong, But I am
net in the weong, I have faich in you ; and I have no faith
in the others. We have seen g0 many doctors: 1 have come
to know at last when they are only talking and can do
nothing, It is different with you. 1 feel that you know.,
You must listen to me, doctor, [WFith redden misgiving]
Am [ offending you by calling you doctor instesd of remem-
bering your title?

ribaEor. MNonsense, 1 am a doctor. But mind you dont
call Walpole one,

siks punepat. I dont care about Mr Walpole: itis you whe
must befriend me, Oh, will you please =it down and listen
to me just for a few minutes. [He erents with o grace in-
climation, and sty on the sefa. She sitr on the easel chair]. Thank
you. I wont kecp youlong; but I must tell you the whale
truth. Listen. I know Louis as nobody clse in the world
knows him or ever can know him. I am bis wife. I know
he has little faults: impaticnces, sensitivenesses, even little
selfishnesses that are too trivial for him te notice. I know
that he someétimes shocks people abaut moncy becanse he
is o utterly above it, and cant understand the value ordi-
nary people sct on it. Tell me: did he—did hl: borrow
any money from you !

ringeos. He asked me for some—once,

MRS DUBEDAT [tears again in ter eyes] Oh, 1 am so sorry
—so sorry. But he will never do it again: I pledge you
my word for that. He has given me his prn-muu here in
this room just before you came; and he is incapable of
breaking his word. That was his cmly real wegkness; and
now it is conquered and done with for ever.
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rinceos. Was that 1‘::&1'3' his ﬁul]r weakness?

ris DUBEDAT. He is perhaps sometimes weak about
women, because they adore him so, and are always laying
traps for him. And of coursc when he says he doesnt
believe in morality, ordinary pious people think he must
be wicked, Yoo can onderstand, cant you, how all this
starts & great deal of gossip about him, and gets repeated
until even good friends get set against him ?

mipcEoN. Yes: T understand.

mes punesat. O, if you only knew the other side of
him as I do! Da you know, doctor; that if Louis dis-
honored himeelf by a really bad action, 1 should kill my-
gelf

ripakox. Come! dont exagperate,

sins pupepaT. I should, You dont understand thar, you
east country peoples

wipceoy, Yoo did not see much of the werld in Corn-
wall, did you?

mus puBepaT [wetoely] Oh yes. 1 saw @ greae deal
every day of the beauty of the world—more than you ever
see here in London. But I saw very few people, if that is
what you mean. I was an enly child.

riocEor. That explains 2 good deal.

mps pusevat, I had & great many dreams; but at last
they all carhe to one dream.

mipceoN [with faffa 1igh] Yes, the usual dream.

MRS DUBEDAT [swrprised] Is it usoal #

ripgEoN., As | guess. You havnt yet told me what it
WS,

sirs fomeoat. I didnt wane to waste myself. 1 eould do
nothing myself; but I had a little property and 1 could
help with it, I had even a little beauty: dont think me
vain for knowing it. [ knew that men of geniusg zlwn_'r'a had
a terrible seroggle with poverty and neglect ar fint. My
dream was to save one of them from that, and bring some
charm and happiness inte his life. [ prayed Heaven to send
me one. I firmly believe that Louis was goided to me in
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answer to my prayer. He was no more like the other men
I had met than the Thames Embankment is like our
Cornish coasts. He saw cverything that [ saw, and drew it
for me. He understood everything. He came to me like 2
child. Only fancy, doctor : he never cven wanted to marry
me: he never thought of the things other men think of!
I had wpf ge it myself. Then he said he had no money.
When I told him [ had seme, he said % Oh, all nighe, " juse
like a boy. He is still like that, quite unspoiled, a man in
his thnughts, g greap poet and artist in his dreams, and a
child in his ways, I gave him myself and all 1 had that he
might grow to his full height with plenty of sunshine. If
I loet fuith in him, it would mean the wreek and failore of
my life. I should go back to Cornwall and die. I could
show you the very cliff [ should jump off. You must cure
him ; you muost make him quite well again for me. 1 know
that you can do it and that nobody clse can. Iimplore you
not to refuse what I am poing to ask you 1o do. Take L-uuis
yourself; and let Sir Ralph cure Dr Blenkinsop,

ripgeoy [#feely] Mrs Dubedae: do you really belicve
in my knowledge and skill as you say you dod

mes pupepar. Absolutely. I do not give my trust by
halves.

rincron. 1 know thar, Well, Tem going to test you—
hard. Will you believe me when I tell you fhat I under-
stand what you have just told me; that 1 have no desire
but to serve you in the most faithful fricndship; and chat
your hero must be preserved to you.

mis pUBEpaT. Oh forgive me, Forgive what 1 s.ud You
will preserve him to me,

ripoEor. At &l hazards, [Ske Eises My bamd. He rives
dastily]l. No: you have not heard the rest. [Sée rirer tos].
You must believe me when I tell you that the one chance
of preserving the hero lies in Louis being in the care of
Sir Ralph.

mas ounenar [ frmfy] You say so: I have no more
doubt: 1 believe you. Thank you.
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ringeon, Good-bye. [8k rakes bis band]. 1 hope this will
be a lasting friendship.

mns punepaT. It will. My friendships end only with
death.

rivgeon. Death ends everything, doesnt ic? Good-bye,

With a sich and a ok of pity at ber which she dees nor
wwdirstand, be goet.



ACT IV

The stwdiv. The casel is pusked back to the wall. Cardinal
Deatk, bolding bis seyide and bowr-glars fike a recprre and giobe,
55 on the throme. Ow the hat-stand bang the bats of Sir Patrick
gnd Blwwmficld Benington. Walpelr, furt come in, is bamging
up Rir beride them, There & o kwock,  Hy opens the doer and
ﬁ‘:a": Ridgeon there.

waLrorg. Hallo, Ridgeon!

They come into the middle of the room togetber, taking off
their gloves,

mipceon. Whats the metter? Have you been sent for,
too?

warroLE, Weve all been sent for. Ive onlf just come:
I havat seen him yet, The charwoman says that old
Paddy Cullen has been here with B. B. for the last half-hour,
[8ir Patrick, rith bad wevor i bir face, emters from the fnner
roam]. Well: whats up?

sik PaThick. Go in and see. B. B. is in thlre with
him.

o alpolepocs. Ridpeon i about po follseo bim ; but Bir Patrick
steps K eoith a leok,

wipseoxn, What has ha]}pl:nl:di‘

stk paTRICK. Do you remember Jane Marsh's arm?

ripeeow, Is that whats happened?

sik FaTrick. Thats whats happened. His lung has gone

&o
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like Jnnt’: arm. I never saw such o case. He has got
through three months galloping consumption in three
days,

ripseon. B. B, got in on the negative phase,

st paTnick, MNepative or positive, the lad's done for.
He wont last out the afternoon, He'll go suddenly: Ive
often seen it

ringEoN. So long as he goes before his wife finds him
out;, f dont care. I fully expeeted this.

stk PaTRIcK [deify] It's a little hard on a lad to be killed
because his wife has too high an epinion of him. Fortunately
few' of us are 1n any danger of that.

Sir Rafpkh comer from the funer roem and Fastens Beteocen
thom, bumawely concermed, bat profestsnally clote and com-
rignicafive,

B B Ah, here you are, Ridgeon, Paddy’s told you, of
Courss,

RiDGEON. Yl

2. 8. It's an cnormously interesting case. You know,
Colly, by Jupiter, if T didnt know as a marter of scientific
fact that I'd been stimulating the phagocytes, T should say
I'd been stmulating che other things, What is the ex-
ft]fmrim of it, Sir Patrick? How do you account for i,

idgeon? Have we over-stimulated the phagocytes? Have
they nor ealy ecaten up the bacilli, bur attacksd and
destroyed the red corpuscles aswell a possibilicy suggested
by the paticat's pallor. Nay, have they finally begun to
prey on the lungs themselves? Or on one another? I shall
write a paper about this case.

Waipsle comes back, very serisar, coen shocked, He comes
detweeyw B, B. and Rideeon.

watpoLk, Whew! B, B.: yoove dene it this time.

8. 1. What do you mean?

warLrorLe, Killed him. The worst case of neglected
blood-poisoning 1 ever saw. It's too late now to do any-
thing. He'd dic under the an=sthatic.

. 8. [offenacd] Killed! Really, Walpale, if your mono-

[r]
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L]
mania were not well known, 1 should take such an ex-
pression very seriously.

sin paTRICK, Come come! When youve both killed as
many people as I have in my time youll fecl humble
enough abouat it. Come and lesk at him, Colly,

Ridgeon awd §ir Patrick go inte the iwner ream,

warpoLs. I apologize, B. B. But it's blond-paisoning.

B B [recovertagy M frecdstible gpeod patwre] My dear
Walpole, everything is blood-poisoning. But upon my
soul, I shall not use any of that stuff of Ridgeon’s again,
What made me so sensitive about what you said just now
is that, stricely between ourselves, Ridgeon has cooked our
young friend’s goose,

Fennifer, ewarvied and distressed, but alevays peatie, comer
Betemeen thew from the inmer resms. Sbe wears a murie's aprem,

mrs puBEpaT. Sir Ralph: what em I to doi That man
who insisted on sceing me, and sent in word that his busi-
ness was important to Louis, is 2 newspaper man, A para-
graph appeared in the paper this morning saying that Lowis
1= seriously ill ; and this man wants to interview him sbout
it. How can people be so brutally callons?

warroLt [miocdny eeagefielly rowards the door] You just
leave me to deal with him!

mns DUnEnaT [1foppingy bim] Bur Louis insists on seecing
him: he almost began to cry about it. Andthe says he
cant bear his room any longer, He says he wants to [she
serageler with g s06]—to die in his studio, Sir Patrick says
let him have his way: it can do no harm. What shall
we do?

8. B [encowragingly] Why, follow Sie Patrick’s etccllent
advice, of course. As he says, it can do him no harm ; and
it will no doubt do him good—a great deal of goed. He
will be much the better for it.

uins punenat [a fieefe eheered] Will you bring the man
up here, Mr Walpole, and tell him that he may sce Louis,
but that he musent exhaust him by walking # [ W alpode mods
and goes out by the gurer door]. Sir Ralph: dont be angry
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with me; but Louis will die if he stays here. I must take
him to Cornwall. He will recover there,

B, 0. [dripbtening coonderfully, ar if Dubcdat were already
J.rlvrd’] Cornwall! The very plur_: for him! Wonderful
for the lungs, Stupid of me not to think of it before,
You are his best physician after all, dear lady, An inspira-
tion! Cornwall: of course, yes, yes, yes.

sps DUREDAT [eomforicd and toweded] You are so kind,
Bir Ralph. But dont give me much hope or I shall ery;
and Louis ¢ant bear that,

B. B [gently putting Ni prefecting arm rosad ber steulders)
Then let us come back to him and help to carry him in.
Cornwall! of courss, of course, The very l‘.hing] [T.Er‘r
oo togerher inta the dedroow].

Walpele returns wwith The Newspaper Man, a cheerfil,
affable young man whe i ditabled for ordinary burincrs prriits
iga congenital erronconsuess which remders bim incepable of

seribing accwrately amytbing fe sers, er wnderstanding or
riporting accwrately anytbing b Pears. dr tle only empla-
prent {4 webich ihere defects do wet mateer is jﬁ:.rrngﬁ,im U‘Br a
mesospafer, wot faving e act ex dis deseriptions and reparis,
dut omly to sell them to idly curions people, Fas wothing but
Eamor to faie .ﬁ_;' T raracy and swveracity), -be has 4-fle'.ll‘]i'i.r.rr,r
become @ fourgalint, and bar o Recp wp ax gie of Hph spirits
phrond a a".uj} stragpde woith Mroeven Wliteracy and the pre-
cariawsness of div eoployment. He ket a wete-bosk, and veca-
stgmally atiempes fo miake @ males dnt o ar by canwet srife
shertband, and does wot corite with case in any band, fe pever-
ally ploegdt wp ar a bad job befice & succecds in ffnishing a
e,

THE KEWsPAPER MAN [Bebing rownd and maling indecivive
attempts at wefer] This 1s the studio, I suppose.

WALPOLE, Y CS.

THE KEWSPAPER MAK [z0708ify] Where he has his models,
chf

warpoLe [primly irrerponsior] Mo donbe,

THE NEWsPaPER MaM. Cubicle, you said ic was?
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warroLk Yes, tubercle.

THE sEwsParer saN. Which way de you spell it: 1= i
c-ii-b-1~c-a-] or c-l-c?

warroLg, Tubercle, man, not cubical, [8peling it for
fim] T-u-b-g-r-c-l-g,

THE NEwspavik max, Oh! wbercle. Some disease, 1
suppose. I thought he had consumption. Arc you onc of
the family or the doctor?

waLroLe, I'm neither one nor the other. [am Mister
Cutler Walpale. Pur thar down. Then put down Sir
Colenso Ridgeon.

THE newsParEr maN. Pigeon?

waLrory, Ridgeon. [Comtempruously iwatching b baok]
Here: youd better let me write the names down for you :
youre sure to get them wrong, That comes of belonging
to an illiterate profession, with no qualifications and no
public register. [Mfe ewrites the particuiars].

THE stwiraPER stax. Oh, I say: you hawe got your
knife into us, havot you?

warrore [eiadictioedy] | wishe T had: T'd make a betier
man of vou, Now attend. [Skeaving bim the book] These
are the names of the three doctors. This i3 the paticne,
T'his is the address. ‘This is the name of the discase. [
shuts the bosk coith a swap owhich wakes the fournafise blink, and
retarni it fo &iw]. Mr Dubedar will be brought in here
presently. He wants to see you because he doesat know
how bad he is. We'll allow you to wait a few minutes o
humer him; bue if you talk to him, out you go. He may
die ar any moment. AR

THE NEWEFAPER MAK [r'm‘rrff.l‘m"] Ts he as bad as that? [
sav: I am in luck to-day. Would you mind letting me
photograph yout [He produces a cameral. Could you have
a lancet or something 1n your hand #

walroLE, Put it up. If you want my photograph you
can get it in Baker Street in any of the serics of celebritics:
_ rHe xpwspaPer Max. But theyll want to be paid. If you
wouldnt mind [ fngering tée cameral—:t
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warLroLe, 1 would. Pur it wp, I tell you. Sit down
there and be quict.

The Newspaper Man guickly sits docen on the plawo seood ar
Dwbedat, in an incalfd’s chair, i whecld fn by Mrs Dubedat
aned 8ir Ralpb, T.ﬁ.r_];l P..G'.r; the chair feteoren the dafr and the
sofa, tobere the casel stoed before. Lowis is wel clanged ar a
robust man ewonld der and be iv wot seared, Flir eyes dook
larper: and e B o wiak phyrically that b can Fardly meve,
Ming an b cxrhionr twith compleee lowguor; but Kis mind i
dctive: & i making the mast of Hi condition, fuding volupre-
enmess in lanpusr and drama in dearh, They are afl impressed,
du spite of trempelves, except Ridgeon, whe is fmplacable. B. B.
£ ﬂ.rirr.nj .g'm"n..'r.rfr.ffr ard forgiving, Ridpeow foffscer the chair
with a tray of smifk and stimalagrs. Sir Patrick, wio accom-
penies bim, toker the tea-table from the corver awd placer it
debind the chair for the tray. B. B. rakes tée eanel chair and
ploces it for Jewwifer at Dadodat’s side, wext tée dgis, from
todich the fay ﬁfw: epler the dying artive, B B, ther retura
1o Dubedaf's gﬂ. :fﬂmiﬁ"r IEiT. .Ff'.ml'pm'.’f HEr dgeen om the
edpe of the duis. Ridgeon stands wear binm,

vouts [bfisgfadly] Thats happiness. To be in a studio!
Happiness !

mis puneoar, Yes, dear. Sir Patrick says you may stay
here as long as you like.

vours. Jenmifer.

wmrs puBEDaT. Yes, my darling.

rowrs, Is the newspaper man here

THE KEWsPAPER Man [g/id/y] Yes, Mr Dubedat : I'm here,
at your service. I represent the press. I thooght you might
like ta Ter us have a few words aboui—abou—er—well,
& few words on your illness, and your plans for the scason.

towis My plais for the season sre very simples 1'm going
to dic,

mes DUREDAT [ferigred ] Louis—dearest—

Lovss. My darling: 'm very weak and tired. Dont put
on me the horrible strain of pretending that I dont know.
Ive been lying there listening to the doctors—laughing to
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myself, They know. Dearest: dont cry. It makes you
ugly; and I cant bear that. [8he drics der eyer and re-
covers berielf with @ prowd effsrt]. 1 want you to promisc
me something.

mis pusppat, Yes, yes: you know I will. [Teploringly]
Only, my love, my love, dont talk: it will waste your
strength.

rows, Mo: it will only use it up. Ridgeon: give me
something to keep me going for a few minutes—not one
of your confounded anti-toxing, if you dont mind. I have
some things to say before 1 go.

rinGaox [fesking at Sir Patrick] 1 suppose it can do no
harm ? [He powrs out some spivity and i about to add sodu
water wicw Sir Patrick corrects bim],

stk patrick. In milk, Doent set him coughing.

vouis [affer drinking] Jennifer.

ME: BUBEDAT. ¥ es, dear.

vouis. IF theres one thing 1 hate more than another, it's
a widow. Promise me that youll never be a widow.

sins pupEpar. My dear, what do you mean}

tovis, I want you to look beautiful. I want people to
see in your eyes that you were married to me, ‘The
people in Italy used to point at Dante and say “ There
goes the man who has been in hell.” I want them to
point at you and say “There gocs a woman who has been in
heaven.” It has been heaven, darling, hasnt it—sometimes?

mes punepar. Oh yes, yes. Always, always,

touss. If you wear black and cry, people will say “*Loak at
that miserable woman : her husband made her misgrable.”

uas punepat, Mo, never.  You are the light and the
blessing of my life. I never lived until I knew you.

rovis [#fs eyes ghistewing] Then you must always wear
beautiful dresses and splendid magic jewels. Think of all
the wonderful pictures I shall never paint. [Ske wiar o
terrible wictory sover a ss8), Well, you must be trans-
figured with all the beauty of those pictures. Men must
get such dreams from seeing you as they never could get
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from any daubing with paints and brushes. Painters must
pﬂi]‘lt you as they never pai.utl.‘.d any mortal women hefore.
There must be a great tradition of beanty, a great atmo-
;phcn: of wonder gnd romance. That 15 what men must
always think of when they think of me. That is the sort
of immoertality I want. You can make that for me,
Jennifer. There are lots of things you dont understand
that every woman in the street understands ; but you can
understand that end do ir as nobody else can, ;Jmm.isc
me thar immertality. Promise me you will not make a
little hell of crape and crying and undertaker’s horrors
and withering fowers and all that vulgar rubbish,

ues pusepaT. I promise. Buot all that is far off, dear.
Yoo are to come to Cornwall with me and get well. Sir
Ralph says so.

rovis. Poor old B. B.!

. 8. [afected to tears, turns away and whispers fo Sir
Patrick] Poor fellow! Brain going.

rous, Sir Patrick’s there, isnt he?

stk PaTRICK. Yes, yes. I'm here,

roums. Sit down, wont you? 1t's a shame to keep you
standing aboat.,

stk Pathice, Yeg, yes. Thank you. All righe,

Lous. Jemnifer.

mis pUREDAT. Yes, dear,

rovts [aith a strange fook of delight] Do you remember
the burning bush?

mEs pupepaT. Yes, yes, Oh, my dear, how it strains my
heartsto remember e now!

rowzs, Does it P It fills me with jey. Tell them sbout it

MRS DUBEDAT. ltwas nothing—only that once in my old
Cornish home e lic the first fire of the winter; and
when we looked through the window we saw the Hames
dancing in & bush in the garden.

touss. Such a color! Garnet color. Waving like silk.
Liquid lovely fame flowing up through the bay leaves,
l.ng not burning them. Well, T shall be a flame like
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that. I'm sorry to disappoint the poor little worms: bue

the last of me shall be the Aame in the burning bush.

Whenever you see the fame, Jennifer, that will be me,
" Promise me that I shall be burne.

Mrs pupepat. Oh, if I might be with you, Louis !

Louss, No: you must always be in the garden when
the bush flames. You are my hold on the world : you are
my immortality. Promise,

mrs puseoat. U'm listening. I shall not forget. You
know that I promize.

wouis, Well, thats about all; except that you are to
hang my pictures at the onc-man show. I can truse your
eye. You wont oo anyone else touch them.

MES DUBEDAT. YoU can trust me,

tovis. Then theres nothing more to worry about, 13
there! Give me some more of that milk. 1'm fearfully
tired; but if I stop talking I shant begin again, [§ir Rajé
‘gl?ﬂ Fiw @ drink,  He takes §¢ and fooks mp ;mmng-]. I sy,

- B., do yoo think anything would stop you talking?

B. B, [almost wumanned] He confuses me with you, Paddy.
Poor fellow! Poor fellow !

Lovis [mising] 1 used to be awfully afraid of death ; but
now it's come 1 have no fear; and I'm perfectly happy.
Jennifer.

MRS bUBEDAT. Yes, dear?

toms, I'll eell you & seeret. T used to think that our
marriage was all an affecration, and that I'd break loose
and run away some day. But now that 'm going to be
broken loose whether I like it or nor, I'm perfectly fond
of you, and perfectly satisfied because I'm going to live
a3 part of you and not as my croublesome self,

MRS DUBEDAT [fraridrefen] Stay with me, Louis. Oh,
dont leave me, dearest.

tovrs. Wot that I'm selfish. With all my faults I dent
think Ive ever been really selfish. Mo artise can: Art is
too large for that, You will marey again, Jennifer.

mes punenat, Oh, how can you, Louis?
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vouis [imsirting ehildishly] Yes, beciuse people who have
found marriage happy always marry again. Ah, J shane be
jealous. [34f] But dont talk to the other fellow (oo
much about me: he wont like it [Abwmort chuckifng] {
shall be your lover all the time; bue it will be a secret
from him, poor devil !

str raThick. Come! youve talked enough. Try to rest
awhile.

routs [sorarily] Yes: I'm fearfully tired; but I shall
liave a long rest presently. 1 have something to say to
you fellows. Youre all there, arnt you? I'm too wezk to
see anything but Jennifer's bosom, That promises rest.

rincioy. We are all here,

vouts [staréded] That voice sounded devilish. Take care,
Ridgean : my ears hear things that other people’s ears
cant. Ive been thinking—thinking. P'm cleverer than you
I]'.I:I.H._EII'I-E.

.str PaThick [mhipering to Ridgrow] Youve got on his
nerves, Colly, Blip our quietly.

winceox [apart fo Sir Patrick] Would you deprive the
dying actor of his audience }

vouis [Mr face Kglting up faintly ewith mischiceoss glee] 1
heard that, Ridgeon, That was good. Jennifer, dear : be
kind to Riligl.:ﬂn nlw.a].rs; because he was the last man who
omused me.

ribaeoy [refeatls] Was 13

rowns, But it's not true. It"s you who are still on the
stage, 1'm half way home alrcady.

sipsmunepar [t Ridgeon] What did you say?

Lewss [erseeering fir #im] Nothing, dear. Only one of
those little secrets that men kecp among themselves.
Well, all you chaps have thought pretty hard things of
me, and said them.

n. u, [gwite veercome] No, no, Dubedat. Not at all.

Lowis, Yes, you have. I know what you all think
of me. Dont imagine I'm soré about it 1 forgive

you,
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warrore [fweelentarily] Well, damn me! [dsbamed] 1
beg your pardon,

vaves, That wat old Walpale, I know. Dont gricve,
Walpole, I'm perfectly happy. I'm not in pain. I done
want to live. Ive c¢scaped from mysell. I'm in heaven,
immortal in the heart of my beautiful Jennifer. I'm not
afraid, and not ashamed. [Refectionly, pr=cling it omt for
Eisrell cocakly] 1 know that in an sccidental sort of way,
struggling through the unreal pare of life, I havae always
been able to live up to my ideal. But in my own real
world I lave never done anything wrong, never denied
my faith, never been untrue to myself. Ive been threat-
ened and blackmailed and insolted and starved, Bur Ive
played the game. Ive fowght the good fight. And now
it's all over, theres an indescribable peace. [He fPedly folds
bis bands amd atvers B ereed]: 1 believe in Michael Angelo,
Velasquez, and Rembrande; in the mighe of design, the
mystery of color, the redemption of all things by Beauty
everlasting, and the message of Arc that has made these
hands blessed. Amen. Amen. [He efsses bis cyer and dies 113l

srs pUBenaT [dreatbfdris] Louts : are you—

TFalpale vives and comer guickly to see solerber be i dead,

powss. Mot yet, dear. Very nearly, but not yer. 1
shonld like to rest my head on your bosom; only it would
tire you,

MEks pBUBEDAT. No, no, no, darling: how could you tire
me? [She &ifts bim s that be Ber in fer dorom]

vovis, ‘Thats good, Thats real,

mrs pUPEDAT. Dlont spare me, dear. Indeed isdecd
you will not tire me. Lean on me with all your weight,

rows [seded @ swdden balf reruen of B wormal strengel and
comfErt] Jinny Gwinny: I think I shall recover after all,
[8fr Patrick Focke sipwificanely at Ridgeon, mately sarnivg Him
that this is the end ],

mes punepat [Fope/illy] Yes, yes: you shall,

touss, Because I suddenly want to sleep. Just an
ordinary sleep.
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mgs ouBEDAT [rocking fine] Yes, dear. Sleep, [He seems
po go to rfecp. TWalpele maker another movement. She protesis],
Shesh z p1:=:ﬂ: dont distirb him. [H}'J .ﬁ;ﬂu more], Whar did
you say, dear? [In preat disteess] T cane listen without
moving him. [Mi Fps mere agata: Walpele bends docon and
fstens],

warreLi, He wants to know is the newspaper man
here,

THE SEWSFAPER: MAK [exvcitedy far fe far been enjoying bim-
self enerwvensly] Yes, Mr Dobedat, Here I am.

Wialpale raises Bis bend werningl eo silewee bim, Sir Ralph
sits doton guictly om the sofa and frankly barics Hr face in br
bandkerebicf,

mRs ounEnaT [with great reficf] Oh thats right, dear:
dont spare me: lean with all your weight on me. Now
you are really resting.

Sir Patrick guickly comes forward and fiels Lowiss palie;
then dakes Al by ke shoalders,

* sk raTRick. Let me put him back on the pillow, maam.
He will be better 2o,

mrs pungpat [pircosn] Oh no, please, please, doctor.
He 15 not tlﬁng me; and he will be so hert when he
wakes 1f he finds I have put him away.

st PaTrick. He will never wake again, [,Hr taker the
body from “ber and replaces it in the chaiv. Ridgeow, unmoted,
dets dorun the back and waker o bier of if].

Mrs pUBEDAT [sede bas wwexpectedly sprumg te fer fiet, and
stands dry-eyed aud stately] Wus that deach ?

WALPOLE. Yes.

MRS DUBEDAT [t::-u:'.luﬁI ra.m"m'ﬂr r:r'i'gjl.rfr:] Will you wait for
me & moment. I will come back. [8fe poer aur],

warroLe. Ouoght we to follow her? Is she in her right
senses

sin PATRICK [ewitd guier coweierion] Yes. Shes-all right
Leave her alone. She'll come back.

ripceoN [+afeasly] Let us get this thing out of the way
before she comes,
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n. m, [rising, sfecked] My dear Colly! The r lad!
He dicﬂ[ ap'lciliidly* - : A

sin PaTRICK. Aye! that is how the wicked die.

Far there are no bamds in their death;

But their strength s Airm:

They are not in trooble ns other men,
No matter: it"s not for us to Judg:.. He"s in another world
now.

]wu.rm.n. Borrowing his first five-pound nete there, prob-
ahly.

:ﬁ::umn. I said the other day that the mest tragic thing
in the world is a sick doctor, I was wrong. "The most
tragic thing in the world is a man of genius who is not alse
& man of honor.

Ridpeon and Ialpole tobecl the chair inte the recers.

THE NEWSPAPER MaR [f¢ 8ir Ralpé] I thoughe it shewed
a very nice feeling, his being so particular abour his wife
going into proper mourning for him and making her pro-
mise Never to marry again.

H, H. [Fmprr.m’zl;f#] Mrs Dubedat s not in a ]:lqsil;fnn to
carry the interview any further. Neither are we,

st paTrick. Good afternoon to yon.
ba:lll sEwspaPER MaN. Mrs Dubedat said she was coming

k.

m. 8. After you have gone,

THE KEWSPAPER MaN. Do you think she would give me a
few words on How Lt Feels to be a Widow 2 Rather a good
title for an article, fsnt it

n. 8. Young man: if you wait until Mrs Dubedat fomes
back; you will be able to write an article on How It Fecls
to be Turned Out of the House.

THE HEWSPAPER Max [#nconsinved] You think she'd racher
not—

B 0. [ewtting S sbert] Good day to you. [Givige & a
visiting-rard | Mind you get my pame correctly, (Good duy.

THE NEWsPAPER Mad. Good day. Thank you. [Faguedy
frying to read the card] Mr—
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. 8. Mo, not Mister, This is your hat, I think [eiving
it to Lim]. Glovesi No, of course: no gloves. Good day
to you. [ cdpes b ot at lest; sbwis the dosr am bim;
awd retaras to Sir Patrick ar Ridgeew and W alpole come dack
Sfrom tke recens, Walpole cressing the ross to the bat-stand, and
R;’.f'_grm coming Sefrocen Sir Koipd end Sir P.dfn'r.!‘], Paor
fellow! Poor young fellow! How well he died! 1 feel a
better man, really.

stk FaTRICE. When youre as old as [ am, youll know
that it matters very little how a man dies. What matcers
15, how he lives; Every fool that runs his nose against a
bullet is a hero nowadays, becanse he dies for his country,
Why dont he live for it to some purpose?

. B. No, please, Paddy: dont be hard on the poar lad,
Not mow, not now. After all, was hé o bad? He had
only two failings: money and women. Well, let us be
honest. Tell the trutl, Paddy. Dent be hypocritical,
Ridgeon. Throw off the mask, Walpole. Are these wwo
macters so well arranged ac present that o disregard of the
usual arrangements indicates real fjr:pmvit].'?

waLpoLE. | dont mind his disregarding the usual arrange-
ments. Confound the wsual arrangements! Toa man of
science theyre bencath contempt both as to moncy and
women, What I mind is his disregarding everyehing cxcept
his own Pocket and hiz own fancy. He didne disregard
the usual arrangements when they paid him. Did he give
us his pictures for nothing? De you suppose he'd have
hesitated to blackmail me if I'd compromised myself with
his w‘fei Mot he.

stk raTrick. Dont waste your time wmnghng over him.
A blackgiard's a blackguerd ; an honest man’s an honest
man ; and neither of them will cver be at a lass for a
religion or a morality to prove that their ways are the
right ways. It's the same with nations, the same with pro-
fessions, the same all the world over and always will I:e..

B B Ah, well, perhaps, pcrhap:, erhaps. Seill,
mortuis nil nisi bonum. I:htcr cxtremely wcll
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remarkably well, He has set us an cxample: Iet us en-
deavor to follow it rather than harp on the weaknesses
that have perished with him, I think it is Shakeipear who
eays that the good that most men do lives after them: the
evil lies interréd with cheir bones. Yes: interrdd with
their bones.  Believe me, Paddy, we are all mortal. Tris
the common lot, Ridgeon. Say what you will, Walpaole,
Nature's debt muse be paid, IF tis not to-day, twill be to-
morraw.

To-marrow anil to-marrow and ta-maorsow

After life's fitful fover they sieep well

And ke this insubstantial bourns from which

No trayveller returns
Lesve not 3 wrack behind,

FF’anm it abogt to ipeak, but B, B., suddendy and oelementdy
proceeding, extinguirber fim,

Ohst, oist, brief condle:
For nothing canst thou to domnation add
The readiness s all,

wavrrore [gently; for B. B.'s feeling, abswrdly expressed as
B ia, i toe rimeere and bemene to e ridicwled] Yes, B B.
Death makes people go on like that, I dont know why it
should ; but it does. By the way, what arc we going 1o dof
DOught we 1o clear out; or had we better war. and sce
whether Mrs Dubedat will come back ?

stk paTrick. I think we'd better go. We can tell the
charwoman what to do.

They take their bats and go to the dosr.

MEs DUDEDAT [roming from the fmier door monderfully and
brawtifilly dresed, and radiant, careying a greaf picce of
purple silk, tandismely cwbraidered, sver kfer arm] 1I'm so
sorry to have kept you waiting.

sik FATRICE | [amazed, alf {Dont mention it, madam.

B B. tepetler v | Not at all, not ac all
RIDGEOH a confined | By no means,

WALPOLE murmur] \ltdoesnt matter in the least.
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sens pUnEpaT [cosning to tfem] T fele thae T must shake
hands with his friends once before we pare to-day, We
liave shared together a great privilege and a great happiness.
I dont think we can ever think of oursclves as ordinary
people again. We have had a wonderful experience; and
that gives us a common faith, 8 common ideal, that nobody
elee can quite have, Life will always be beautiful to us:
death will always be besutiful to us. May we shake hands
on that?

st PaTRIck [rbabing donds] Remember: all letters had
better be left to your solicitor. Let him open everything
and settle everything, Thats the law, you know,

srs puBEpaT. Oh, thank you : I didnt know, [Sir Patrick
e
5 \t-:lm.rm.z. Good-bye. 1 blame myself: 1 should have
insisted on operating. [He pocs]

B B | will send the proper people: they will know
what to do: vou shall have no trouble. Good-bye, my
dear lady. [He gors].

ringeox, Good-bye. [/e offirs bis band].

Mus DUBEDAT [draceing back with gemide m'.nr'r:.r'r] I smd
his friends, Sir Colenso. [He doms aa’n’gﬂji{

Ske anfoldr the great piece of 1ith, and gocs fwte the recess bo
caper ber dedd,



ACT V

Oxe of the smaller Bond Sirect Pictare Gallerier, The
entrance is from o piciure sfsp. Nearly in the middle of tde
pollery tkere is o writing-table, at wbick the Secretary, faibfin-
ably dressed, sfer coish iy bark 1o the emtiranee, correcting cata-
Bogae proofi. Ssme copicr oF a weee book are on the desky alis
the Secrerary's shining bat awd g conple of magnifying glasses,
At the side, on Br foffy oa Hrtle belind Me, iroa swmell desr
marked Puwvate. Near the sqme side i1 a cusbioned bexch
prrailed ra the walls, wbivh are covered with Dudedat’s oarks.
Tros screcns, elfie covered with dramings, ttand wear the corsiers
riphe and ioft of the cntrawee.

Temmifer, beawtifully dressed and apparcutly very dappy sud
prosperous, comer fito the gallery throag the private doer.

jexsiven. Have the catalogues come yet, Mr Danby ?

THE SECRETARY, INot yef,

jewsirer, What ashame ! It's a quarter past : the private
view will begin in less than half an hour.

THe seenerary. 1 think I'd better run over to theerinters
tor horey them up,

jexeiver. Oh, if vou would be so good; Mr Danby, Tl
take your place while youre away.

THE scorETaRy. If anyone should come before the time
dont take any notice. The commissiongire wont let any-
one through unles he knows him. We have a few people
who like to come before the crowd—people who really buy

b
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and of course we're glad to see them. Have you seen the
notices in Bruzh end Crayon and in The Easel }

sExxiFER [fnaignantly] Yes : most disgraceful. They write

tite patrondzingly, as if they were Mr Dubedat's superiors.
}n"t:r all the cigars and sandwiches they had from us on
the press day, end all they deank, I really chink it is in-
famous that they should write like that. I hope you have
not sent them tickets for to-day,

THE sEcreTaRY. Oh, they wont come again : theres no
lunch to-day. The advance copies of your book have come.
[He indicates the men boaks].

JENKIFER [poamcing ox a copy, wildly excited] Give it to
mez. Oh! excuse me a moment [sbe rems aqy witd 0
rthromgh the private dver].

Tre Secretary fakes a mirrer from My drawer and smariem
Fmsell before going out. Ridgeon comes in,

proceon. Good morning. May 1 look reund, as usual,
before the doors open

‘rie secRerarY. Certainly, 5ic Colense. I'm sorry the
caralogues have not come : I'm just going to see about them.
Heres my own list, if you dont mind.

wipcEow, Thanks. Whats this? [He faker ap one of the
R ﬁr&-.{':]..

THE sicRETARY. Thats just come in. An advance capy
of Mrs Dubfedat’s Life of her late husband,

rinGeox [reading the title] The Story of & King of Men.
By His Wife. [fle Joks ot the portrait fromiispicee]. Ay :
there he is. Yoo knew him here, 1 suppose,

THE §ECRETARY. Oh, we knew him. Better than she did,
Sir Colenso, in some ways, perhaps,

rioceow. So did L [ T¥ey Jonk rignifieantly at swe awerber].
I'll take & look round.

The Seeretary puts on the sbining Fat and gocs owt. Ridgeon
begins fooking at the pictures. Preseatly be comes back to the
rable fir @ magwifying plas, and scrafivizer a drowing very
rlorely. He sighe;p shakes A5 fead, as i constrained ro admir
the ;,rrr.u'pnﬁnpr: Sfascination and mifrif g,.lr the werk; then

H
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marks the Secretary’s b, Precreding with biv suroey, be dis-
appears bebind the sereem. ;ﬂn{'ﬁ'r commer dack with ber book,
A lok rownd satisfier ber that she ir alome. Sbe seats Serself at
the table aud adwmirer the memsir— ber first prigted bosk—io
ber Aeart’s centent. Ridgeon resgppears, face fo the wall,
serutinfzing the dravwings. Afler weing b plast apain, b
steps Back to pet a more disvant efeer of ome of the larper
pictures, She bastily closes the book at the sound; looks rownd ;
rreognizes bim ; aud stares, petvified. He taker a further step
back wbich brings fim mearer 1o fer.

winceon [sbaking Ay brad ar before; gjacufater] Clever
brate ! [S4 fusbes ar though fe bad strwck ber. He tarns to
pur the placr doson en the derk, and finds biwself face to face with
ber imtent gaze]. 1 beg your pardon. I thought I was alone.

jesmirew [controlling berselfy and speaking iteadily and wean-
ingh] I am glad we have met, Sir Colenso Ridgeon. I met
Dr Blenkinsop yesterday. I congratulate you on a wonderful
cure.

RIDGEOK [.m.q' Simd wo soords 2 maker an :m&drr.ﬂ.r.rm’gﬂtﬁra
of assent after a moment's sifewee, and puis dewn the glass and
the Secrctary's list on the table].

jexsirer. He looked the pieture of health and strength
and prosperity. [She feds for o moment at the walls, can-
trasting Blenkinsop's firtune eoith the artist's fate).

wipceon [in fosw fomes, still m.idm:m?{ has been
fortunate.

jenwiren. Very fortunate. His life has been spared.

rinGeow. 1 mean that he has been made a Medical Officer
of Health. He cured the Chairman of the Borough {founcil
vETY succmfull'_q'.

jexniree. With your medicines ?

ripceoy. No. 1 believe it was with a pound of ripe

cen
€ u:ug:lgs-; [ewirh decp gracity] Funny !

gingeow. Yes. Life does not cease to be funny when
people die any more than it ceases to be serious when people
laugh.
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jessirer. Dr Blenkinsop said one very strange thing to me.

ringEON, What was that ?

jexsrpee. He said that private }anclice in medicine ought
ta be put down hy law. When I asked him why, he said
that private doctors were ignorant licensed murderers.

ripGeon. That 15 what the Pul:l]i:: doctar always thinks
of the private doctor. Well, Blenkinsop ought to Enow,
He was a private doctor long enough himself. Come | you
have talked at me long enough. Talk te me. Yoo have
something to reproach me with, There is reproach in your
face, in your voice : you are full of it. Out with it

jexxiFer, It is too late for reproaches now, When I
turned and saw you just now, I wondered hew you could
came here coolly to look at his pictures. ¥You answered the
question. To you, he was anly a clever brute.

ripton [geivering] Oh, dont, You know 1 did not know
you were here,

cJewirer [raivnr Fer beed o ik with a guite geatl

impulse of pridc] You think it only mattered because I heard
it, Asif it could touch me, or touch him! Dent yoo see
that what is really dreadful 1s chat to you living things have
no souls.

ripGeos [mwith a seeptical shrap] The soul is an organ I
bave not come across in the course of my anatomical work,

jrxwirees You know you would not dare to say such a
silly thing as that to anybody but a woman whose mind
you despise. If you dissected me you could not find my
conscience. Do you think I have got none ?

ringgow. [ have met Pl:upl:: who had none.

jexniFer. Clever brutes ! Do you know, doctor, that
some of the dearest and most faichful friends I ever had
were only brutes | You would have viviseeted them, The
dearcse and greatest of all my friends had a sort of beauty
and affectionateness that only animals have. I hope youn
may never feel what I felt when I had te pat him into the
hends of men who defend the torture of animals because
they are only brates,
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mipceon, Well, did you find us so very cruel, after all?
They tell me that though you have dropped me, you :t:l:,r
for weeks with the Bloomfield Boningtons and the Wal-
poles. I think it must be trae, because they never mention
you to me now.

jenwiren. The animals in Sir Ralph’s house are like
spoiled children. When Mr Walpole had to take asplinter
out of the mastiff's paw, I had to hold the poor dog myself ;
and Mr Walpole had to turn Sir Ralph out of the room.
And Mrs Walpale has to tell the gardencr not to kill wasps
when Mr Walpole is looking. But there are doctors who
are naturally croel ; and there are others who get used to
cruclty and are eallous about it, They blind themselves ta
the souls of animals ; and chat blinds them to the souls of
men and women, You made a dreadful mistake about
Loniz ; but you would not have made it if you had not
trained yourself to make the same mistake abour dogs.
You saw nothing in them but dumb brutes ; and so you
could see nothing in him but & clever brute,

rinceoN [roith saddie resefuvion] 1 made no mistake whae-
ever about him.

jenniFen, Oh, doctor!

mincEon [ebstinately] 1 made no mistake whatever aboot
him.

jexnires. Have you forpotten that he died 1*

ripceon [eedth a rweecp of biv band tewards the piztars)
He is not dead. He is there, LT.:Hugr.rp rhe dyok] And there,

JENKIFER [fpringing up wits dlaming eyes] Put that down,
How dare you touch it ? .

Rfa"_grapr, amuzed at the _frrrmr:: & the owtburst, fots it
detent soith o deprecatery sheag. Sbe taker it wp and fesks at £
ar if be bad profawed a refic,

mipoeod. I am very smi'. I see I had better go,

JEsKIFER [perring the foak dowen] I beg your pardon. J—
[ forgot mysclf. But it is not yet—it is a private copy.
+ mipGeEoN, But for me it would have been a very different
book,
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jexwirer. But for youo it would have been a longer one.

wioGEoN, You know then that T killed him ?

jenniree [swddenly moved and soffemed] Oh, doctor, if
you acknowledge that—if you have confessed it to yourself
—if you realize what you have done, then there is forgive-
ness. I truseed in your strength ins‘tintti\rt]}' ar first; then
I thought I had mistaken callousness for strength, Can you
blame me? But if it was really strength—if it was only
such a mistake as we all make sometimes—it will make me
so happy to be friends with you again.

ripceon, [ tell you I made no mistake. I cured Blenkin-
sop: was there any mistake thered

jenxirer, He recovered, Oh, dont be foclishly proud,
doctor. Confess to a fuilure, and save our friendship. He-
member, Sir Ralph gave Louwis your medicine; and it
made him worse,

ripciow. I cant be your friend on false pretences
Something has got me by the throat: the truth must come
out. Iused that medicine myself on Blenkinsop. It did
not make him worse. It is a dangerous medicine : it cured
Blenkinsop: it killed Louwis Dubedat. When [ handle it,
it eures, When another man handles it, it kills—sometimes.

JEXKIFER E:i’mj.l ¢ mot yer taking it alf in] Then why did
you let Sir Ralph give it to Louis?

mingeo, I'm going to tell you. I did itcbecause I was
in love with you,

Jnes [famocently surprised] In lo—You! an elderly
man !

RIQGECN [themdersirack, raising bis fits to beaven] Dube-
dat; thou art :r:ug:d ! [Hf drefs Lis bands and rﬂffsj:ﬂ o
rhe Bemed]. I never thought of that. I suppose T appear to
you a ridiculous old fogey.

jensren. Buot surely—I did not mean to offend you,
indeed—but you must be ar least twenty years older than
Iam.

winaeox, Oh, quﬁm More, crhaps, In twenty years
you will understand how little difference that makes.
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jensarer, But even so, how could you think that I—his
wife—could ever think of you—

RIDGEON [sfepping ber with a mervons waving of bir fingers]
Yes, yes, yes, yes: [ quite understand : you neednt rub it in.

jerxirer, But—oh, it is only dawning on me now—I[
was s0 surprised at first—do you dare to tell me that it was
to gratify a miserable jealousy that you deliberately—oh!
ch! you murdered him.

piogeon, I think I did. It really comes to that.

Thoa shalt not kill, but needst not steive
Officionsly to keep alive,

I SUppoie—TYes ; I killed him.

jesniFER. And you tell me that | to my face! callonsly!
You are not afraid ! :

miogeos. [ am a doctor: I have nothing to fear, It s
not an indictable offence o call in B. B. Perhaps it cught
to be; but it isne.

jesnires. I did not mean that. I meant afraid of my
taking the law into my own hands, and killing you.

mipgeoy., | sm so hopelessly idiotic about you that 1
should net mind ic a bit. Yoo would always remember me
if you did that,

jenxiver. I shall remember you always as a little man
wha tricd to kill a great one, '

ripceos. Pardon me. 1 succeeded.

JEwNIFER [mmith gariet cosriction] Mo, Doctors think they
hold the keys of life and death; but it is not their will
tha:uis fulfilled. I dont believe you made any difference
at all,

mipcEow, Perhaps not. But I intended to,

jexsieen [lesking ar Aim amazedly: wot without pity] And
you tried to destroy that wonderful and beantifal life
merely because you grudged him a woman whom you
could never have expected to care for you!

riogeox, Who kissed my hands. Who believed in me.
Who told me her friendship lasted until death.
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jesxirer. And whom you were betraying,

ripgEoR. No. Whom I was saving.

jenmires [geatdy] Pray, doctor, from what?

ripceow. From making a terrible discovery, From
having your life laid waste.

jesnivEr. How §

ringiow., No matter, [ have saved you. I have been
the best friend you ever had. You are happy. You are
well. His works are an imperishable joy and pride for you,

jenmiren. And you think thar is your doing. Oh
doctar, doctor! Sir Patrick is right: you do think you
are & little god, How can you be so silly? You did net
paint those pictures which are my imperishable joy and
pride: you did not speak the words chat will always be
IPeavenly music in my cars. 1 listen tothem now whenever
I am rired or sad. That is why I am always happy.

mipceoy. Yeos, now that he is dead. Were you always
heppy when he was alive

JERKIFER Ewn#ndrn‘} Oh, you are erael, crucl. When he
was alive I did not know the greatness of my blessing, I
worricd meanly abont lictle things, Iwas unkind to him.
I was unworthy of him,

nipgeow [leaghing bitterly] Hal

Jexsirer. Dont insult me: done blaspheme. [S4¢ smareder
up the book and presses it 1o ber beart in a paraxyim of remaric,
cxelaiming] Oh, my King of Men!

rinceon, King of Men! Oh, this is too monstrous, too
grotesque. We crucl doctors have kept the secret from you
Faitl{ullr; but it is like all secrers: ic will not keep imelf.
The buried triuth germinates and breaks through to the light.

jexnriFER. Whae truth ?

mioaron. What truth! Why, that Louis Dubedar, King
of Men, was the most entire and perfect scoundrel, the
most miraculously mean rascal, the most callously selfish
blackguard that ever made a wife miserable,

Jessiven [wnsbaken: calm and lovely] He made his wife
the happiest weman in the world, doctor,
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mipokon. MNo: by all thats erue on earth, he made his
widow the happiest woman in the world; but it was I
who made her a widew, And her happiness is my justifica-
tion and my reward. Now you know what I did and what
I thought of him. Be as angry with me as you like: at
Teast you know me as I really am. If you ever come to
care for an clderly man, you will know what you are
E'll'il'lﬂ FIJI‘

Jeuntren [#ind amd guiet] T am not angry with you any
more, Sir Colenso. | knew quite well that you did not
like Louis; but it is not your fault: you dont understand :
that is all. You never could have believed in him. Itis
just like your not belicving in my religion ; it is a sort of
sixth sense that you have not got. And [with a geatde re-
AIErINE moveminl fewards ﬁfmﬁ dont think that you havk
shocked me so dreadfully. I know quite well what you
mean by his selfishness, He secrificed everything for his art,
In a certain sense he had even to sacrifice everybody—

RIDGEON. Evcrrbu-dy except himself. B:.? kcﬂping that
beck he lost the right to sacrifice you, and gave me the
right to sacrifice him. Which I did.

jenniven [thaling ber Fead, pitying #ir ereer] He was one
of the men who know what women know: that sclf-
sacrifice is vain and cowardly,

ripGEoN. ¥cs, when the sacrifice is rejected ard thrown
away. Not when it becomes the food of godhead,

jexxiFeR. I dont onderstand that. And I cant argue
with you: you are elever cnough to puzzle me, but not to
shake me. You arc so utterly, so wildly wrong; so igcap-
able of appreciating Louis—

riogeox., Oh! [tabing wp the Seerctary's fin] 1 have
marked fve pictures as sold to me.

jexsiFER. ‘They will not be sold 1o you, Louis' creditors
insisted on selling them; but this is my birthday; snd
they were all booght in for me this morning by my
husband.

wipseos. By whom !



Act V. The Doctor’s Dilemma 103

jewntFER. By my husband.

wipGeoN [gabbling amd stattering] What husband ! Whose
husband# Which husband? Whomi how? whati Do you
mean to say that you have married again?

jeswireR. Do you forget that Louis disliked widows, and
that people who have married happily cnce slways marry
again{

ripcEox, Then I have committed a purely disinterested
murder|

The Secretary returns with a pile of catalopucs

THE SECRETARY. Just got the first batch of catalogues in
time, The doors are open.

JEXNIFER [h Ridpeon, P.rﬁ'.rnfp] So ghd you like the PE:-
turcs, Sir Colense. Good morning.
* wincrox. Good morning. [He poer towards the door; besi-
Patery turas de say semetbing more; gives it omp as g bad job ;
and goer].
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