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  Physician, heal thyself: so thou healest also thy patient. Let that be his best help, that he may see with his own eyes him who hath made himself whole.




  A thousand paths there are which have never yet been trodden, a thousand healths and hidden islands of life.




  Unexhausted and undiscovered ever are man and the human earth.




  Awake and listen, ye lonely ones! From the future winds are coming with a gentle beating of wings, and there comes a good message for fine ears.




  Ye lonely ones of to-day, ye who stand apart, ye shall one day be a people: from you who have chosen yourselves,




  a chosen people shall arise : and from it 'm o r e t h a n m a n'.




  Verily, a place of healing shall earth become! And already a new odour lieth round it, an odour which bringeth salvation - and a new hope.




   




  Friedrich Nietzsche




   




  PREFACE




  by




   




  SIR W. ARBUTHNOT LANE Bart., C.B., M.S., F.R.C.S., etc.




  CONSULTING SURGEON AT GUY'S HOSPITAL, LONDON, PRESIDENT OF THE NEW HEALTH SOCIETY.




   




   




  The work that Mr.Are Waerland has produced is one which fulfils a great purpose.




  It at once instructs the reader in matters of vital importance to his health and happiness, clothing the information afforded in a most attractive manner.




  The author aims chiefly at making knowledge a living and integral part of the reader's mind by appealing not only to the intellect and the reasoning faculty but also to the great 'cantilevers' of human activities, the love of truth, the creative intuition and the enthusiasm, as the most powerful promoters of progress, without which much information, however valuable would not be converted into deeds or become a reality in life.




  While intensely instructive, the introduction of so much anecdote and personal experience renders the work as attractive as a first class novel, holding attention from start to finish.




  In this way, the usual dull, dogmatic educational method is avoided.




  The book is the record of a widely-read and travelled layman's search for health, and constitutes, as such, a valuable medical and human document, made still more attractive by the sympathy and affection the reader acquires for the author.




  There is not a dull sentence in the whole book.




  One feels that, while it will be most useful to adults, it will serve as an excellent 'text book' means for the education of the young, since it renders the instruction most palatable.
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  FOREWORD.




  




  The following pages contain in twenty-seven chapters on various health subjects, the record of a thirty year's search for health.




  Though having for a life-time been a lecturer in these subjects, the author has persistently refused to submit his views to publication until he was able to take a 'bird's eye' survey of the whole field of his research and had a full certainty that the conclusions he had arrived at were inevitable and that they represented the most practical and effective solutions of the great problems involved.




  The book is revolutionary. It constitutes in its essence the most serious and comprehensive attack hitherto published on the present-day system of treating disease, and consequently on the representatives and supporters of that system. But it is by no means an attack upon medical science and its foremost pioneers and leaders, in so far as they have arrived at the same conclusions and realised the necessity of fundamental and thorough reform in the prevailing established outlook upon disease and health.




  It is obvious that an attack of this kind, provided that it is founded upon facts, sincerely written and fair to all the many excellent qualities, the integrity of character and the great devotion of the majority of medical practitioners to their profession and their patients, for which the author himself is unable to find a better word than 'noble', cannot but contribute to the solution of all the many problems concerning the greatest assets of any nation - the health of its citizens and the future of its race.




  The author is firmly convinced that no reader will lay this book aside without admitting that it has brought forward a very strong case against the prevailing system, of which, from the author's point of view, the bulk of the doctors themselves are victims no less than their patients.




  It will also be obvious to every reader that medical science, as it stands to-day, is by no means an exclusive product of the efforts of the doctors, but to a very large extent the result of the thinking and research work done by outsiders - men in other branches of science and interested laymen. The failure of medical science to obtain health and immunity from ailments is, without doubt, due chiefly, on the one hand to the art of healing being monopolised by professional healers operating as a trade union, and on the other to the laymen having been led to believe that their own endeavours and contributions would not only be unnecessary but futile and unwelcome.




  One of the author's chief aims in writing this volume has been to convince his readers of the great disaster this view has brought about, and of how heavily we laymen have bad to pay for it. Also to show how necessary it is to establish an exclusive research by laymen into these matters, at least for the present, and in the future a co-operation on new lines with an entirely reformed staff of medical practitioners.




  The bitter experience the author has himself had may excuse him largely for occasional sarcasm and severity of criticism, and also for his taking the view that co- operation with the medical profession would not be advantageous at present and would in all probability result in a speedy return to the old state of affairs.




  Effective co-operation can only be established by bodies of workers - of no matter what calling - who have attained positive, irrefutable health results and are, as the author of this volume is, well aware of the means and methods by which they can be obtained.




  It was unavoidable that this volume should be to some extent a record of the




  




  author's own life. While regretting the necessity of referring to himself and his own endeavours, he begs to be excused by his English readers for having recorded, especially in the first chapter, what must be obvious to most peopie in England, but was by no means so on the continent in his childhood. Still, without having recorded these more or less trivial experiences, the great issues to which they have led would not have been properly understood.




  Since 1902 the author has spent most of his time in England and he is deeply indebted to the many friends who have supported him in his work. In particular he wishes to express his gratitude to Sir William Arbuthnot Lane and Mr. J. Ellis Barker for the trouble they have taken in reading the manuscript, and writing, the one a preface and the other an introduction to this volume.




   




  London, 4th Oct., 1934.
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  20, Dennis Park Crescent, Wimbledon, London S.W.20.
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  I. MY FIGHT AGAINST FATE.





   




   




   




  "Every man who thinks and observes for himself - and no one who cannot do this should write on medical things - will utter what is in him in his own way."




   




  - British Medical Journal




   




   




  "Look here, my boy," my uncle said, "there is a lecture at X-village to-night, on 'Our Constitutional Rights'. The lecturer has just wired to say he is in bed with a cold. I cannot go myself and there is no one else to be found, so I think you had better go."




  I was still in my teens, with little knowledge of life and still less about myself, and I thought my uncle was joking, but when he repeated his request in the tone peculiar to him when he did not wish to be contradicted, I simply answered: "Good gracious, you know I have never delivered a lecture in my life!"




  "I know, I know," he said, "but I really think you should try. I have a feeling that you would do well as a speaker; any facts bearing upon our constitutional rights you certainly have at your finger tips, judging from our conversations. So please say no more, but get yourself ready and go."




  My uncle was an authoritative person, and a good judge of men and matters. His confidence in me had an electrifying effect. Besides, I had always longed for an opportunity to make an attempt at lecturing. I hurried upstairs, changed, put a block of note-paper and some pamphlets in my pocket and was off by the next train.




  An eventful journey!




  How I got through that lecture Heaven alone knows. However, neither words nor arguments failed me. And the audience!... When I had finished, there was no end to the applause. I met grateful, enthusiastic eyes everywhere. My success seemed to be decided. The news of it spread like lightning to all the political associations in the district.




  When I returned home the next day my uncle seemed more than pleased. He looked at me, embraced me, and shook me by the shoulders. "I always considered you a good talker," he said, "but who would have dreamt that you would reveal yourself as an accomplished speaker at your very first attempt? Your career is made!"




   




  That night I went to bed with a strange feeling. Evidently there was something in me of which I had not been aware until a few hours ago. And now I suddenly saw before me a future I could not have dreamt of yesterday. I could not help smiling.




  How little we know ourselves!...




  The following weeks were like a wild dream that had suddenly come true. I was plunged into work - lecture-halls, audiences, stations, villages, towns and scenery of all sorts followed each other like a phantasmagoria. It all impressed my youthful mind. I felt for the first time that I was fully alive with all my senses, with all my heart, mind and soul.




   




  * * *




   




   




  But alas, all this was doomed to come to an abrupt end.




  Suddenly one evening, right in the middle of my lecture, I saw, as it were, a clammy hand moving towards me. I felt a strange grip on my throat. My voice gradually failed me. I had to summon all my strength to try to make myself heard, but in vain. There was nothing for it but to apologize and leave the platform. Still, everyone was kind to me and, seeing how upset I was, assured me that it could not be anything serious ... only a temporary indisposition.




  But it was not!




  Two or three throat-specialists declared, in the days that followed, that I was suffering from an incurable catarrh of the throat and that I should have to say 'good- bye' to public speaking for ever.




  My throat was subsequently cauterized and I had to take all kinds of medicine. Gradually my voice returned, though for weeks I could not speak above a whisper. However, my uncle advised me to choose a profession that "suited my throat". "It is no use kicking against fate," he said.




  Fate... fate... fate...! I repeated to myself. Philosophy was my chief study. To be a philosopher had been my dream ever since my dear father, himself a born philosopher, had explained that word to me.




  Well, I thought, I do not need a voice to be a philosopher.




  To begin with, I started philosophizing about my own fate. I could not help it. Was that unseen hand, which seemed to have caught me by the throat in the middle of my lecture, really the hand of fate, I asked myself? ... Was fate something outside or inside us? ... Were we our own destiny, or was destiny, as it were, written in a book, the 'Book of Life'? ...




  I visualized for the first time the great question modern materialism had brought to the fore: Was life a mechanism and were we ourselves only puppets like Punch and Judy, moved by the wire-pullers of blindly-acting physical forces, or were we endowed with free-will, and was life a continuous creation in which everything, including atoms, protons and electrons, had their share, their work to do and their task to accomplish? ... Upon the answer to that question hung my future. For if life was a blind unfolding of forces without purpose or meaning, and if our thoughts and actions were the result of the play of atoms whose positions were determined for all time, all my efforts to alter my own destiny and to fight my own fate would be in vain.




  However, I felt intuitively that life must be, after all, and in spite of all that the physicists of those days had to say to the contrary, a free creation. Later on, extensive studies which matured in a book "Matter or Soul", proved to me that I was right and the materialists wrong, a conclusion which had the greatest bearing on my future. Its




   




  first result was a determination to fight the 'mysterious hand' which had deprived me of my voice that fateful night. This determination seemed to surge up from the very depths of my being, once my mind had been delivered from the ice-cold, deadening grip of modern materialism. I felt that, somehow, I was the master of my own fate, and the consciousness of this fact has ever since been the chief source of my strength. It presented me with the key to my future.




   




  * * *




   




  In the following months I consulted every doctor and specialist I came across. I made notes of all their answers and remarks, but found most of them more or less trivial, nonsensical and parrot-like. I now turned to a study of the specialists themselves, their training, their methods, their minds and habits, I found, to my astonishment, that they were all moving more or less in the same groove and quoting apparently from the same books. Any unusual question seemed to bewilder them, to make them look disturbed and sometimes even angry.




  A sudden thought struck me! What if these doctors embodied not only my fate but the fate of thousands, and what if ill-health was only a result of factors in life we, after all, could master - factors of which the doctors pretended to be a aware, whilst, in reality, they knew little or nothing about them? What if that hand...? I stopped dead in the middle of my thinking, visualizing something.




  In the days that followed I began to examine my own case in a quite unconventional way with the aid of two leading works on anatomy and physiology. It proved a fascinating study. I soon discovered a fundamental fact which, strange to say, no specialist had ever noticed or, at any rate, had never mentioned.*




   




  *) That we should breathe through the nose seems self-evident to every Englishman and constitutes an integral part of his upbringing and education. This is due to the fact that England is the oldest home of sport and physical culture, whilst the rest of Europe has been lagging behind. What was self-evident in England half a century ago was by no means so on the Continent.




   




  I was a mouth-breather!




  I was subject to the bad habit of always breathing through my mouth. I soon came to the sad conclusion that I had done so ever since I was a child. My nostrils were narrow, flat, undeveloped, my mouth was always open as if trying to catch flies, even in the midst of winter when the thermometer was 60° F. below freezing-point.




  Just think of it: I was living in a very cold country. The temperature might have been even 70° to 80° F. below freezing-point, whilst the thermometer indoors, thanks to our well-built houses and excellent heating systems, always indicated a summer temperature, generally 65° to 70° F. This meant that my poor throat, for at least six months every year, was exposed, through faulty breathing, to ranges of temperatures varying from 40° to 100°. How could the throat belonging to a delicate constitution like mine ever endure such a difference without finally breaking down? ... It seemed to me that I was beginning to understand something about the mysterious hand which had knocked me out on that fateful evening.




  On going to bed that very night I tied a bandage tightly round my head so that I should not be able to let my jaw drop or breathe through my mouth while asleep. I repeated this procedure for a fortnight.




  My next step was to take a rapid walk every morning, mouth closed, nostrils distended. I trained myself gradually to run for several minutes, breathing exclusively




   




  through my nostrils. It cost me a great effort. For breathing through the mouth was my habit, and breathing through the nose was painful, objectionable ... to say the very least, uncomfortable. But I was fighting fate, and I was not going to be beaten.




   




  * * *




   




   




  My voice came back, day by day, week by week. It seemed to come from nowhere, from the land of Silence, from the Mystery Land where that hand had come from.




  "By Jove," my uncle said, "your voice is getting better and better in spite of your chronic catarrh! ... What about trying a lecture again? I am just short of a speaker for a meeting tonight. Don't be afraid, just try and see how you get on!"




  Six months had elapsed since I started my fight against fate; I had never suffered from any fear in facing an audience during my short career as a speaker. But that night I went to the platform trembling as if in a fever. I started my lecture quietly, striking a low, deep tone, feeling my way. I felt like a child who is just learning to walk, cautiously taking a few steps from chair to chair. As I spoke my voice grew stronger and stronger. At the end of the lecture I felt I had it in hand once more.




  The battle was won so far! But did it mean a lasting victory? ...




   




  * * *




   




   




  I was waging a war against fate and destiny, or rather what ordinary people regarded as fate and destiny. Among ordinary people I included the doctors, for I had found that they, in their views of health and disease, only represented what people in general and their patients in particular thought about these subjects. None of them was a thinker, a philosopher. None of them had gone a step beyond what he was taught once upon a time by his University professors. None of them had, so it seemed to me, ever dared to overstep the boundaries of his so-called 'province'.




  I had certainly gained a decisive victory in the first round of the fight, which had been waged just as much against the short-sightedness and lethargy of the doctors, as against my own ill-health. I now felt that my position had to be entrenched and strengthened before I took any further steps.




  My morning runs with mouth closed and nostrils wide open proved an excellent entrenchment. I did not fall back. I held my ground. To this I added deep breathing exercises every morning. I measured my chest carefully. It seemed to grow by inches.




  - May I add that now, thirty years later, I have a thorax which all the anatomists who have examined me have pronounced unusually powerful and well-developed. My breathing capacity is far above the normal.




  My voice increased steadily in strength and depth during the months that followed.




  After a year and a half I could challenge any ordinary speaker as far as volume of voice and endurance in speaking were concerned. I felt sure that I should never slip back again.




   




  * * *




   




   




  To most readers all this may seem mere common sense. But common sense has proved to me to be the rarest of things in life. - My next discovery, which I consider




   




  of momentous importance, will soon put every reader to a simple test, for it is sure to baffle everyone who has not hitherto given a thought to this matter. And yet, it will prove in the end to be simply common sense.




  Often, when after a long journey by sledge through deep drifts of snow I was landed in a little village, I used to drink a cup of coffee or tea as hot as possible to warm myself before the lecture. The tea was sometimes so hot that I should have scalded my lips and tongue and the membranes of my mouth and throat if I had not swallowed it quickly. What my poor oesophagus or gullet (the tube connecting the mouth with the stomach) and the stomach itself thought of the excessive temperature of the drinks forced upon them, it never occurred to me to inquire until a serious accident happened.




  Once, after having consumed a cup of hot tea on an exceptionally cold winter's night, I found myself hoarse at the end of the lecture. Returning home in a sledge, with a cold wind in my face, I experienced the same sensation as on the night I lost my voice. The next morning my old throat trouble had returned and I was subsequently laid up for a month. This experience marked the end of hot foods and drinks in my life.




  I felt that I had made another discovery outside the province of the throat specialists. - Now, thirty years later, I know for certain that thanks to this discovery I am the happy owner of a digestion, an oesophagus, a stomach, intestines and, above all, a big bowel or colon which are unique, and which have rid my life of intestinal disorders of any kind, with the sole exception of the incident described in the next chapter. I am now scarcely aware of having a digestion at all.




  The new relapse into my old trouble which followed upon that fatal cup of tea, brought me straight into a study of some of the most important problems of modern physiology and biology which are so grossly neglected, particularly by those who are most in need of them and who should be our guides in this study - the doctors.




  Sir Arthur Keith, that great and eminent biologist, told me once that in all probability it had taken Nature at least twenty-five million years to develop the human form from the time that the human species branched out from the great tree of life, and that our alimentary canal may count its age in hundreds of millions of years from the time it was first laid out as a simple tube in our sea-living ancestors.




  Nature has slowly evolved our digestive system through species after species until it finally emerged, a miracle of perfection, millions of years before ever fire was known as a means of preparing food. It never occurred to Nature, therefore, to provide more than the lips, the tongue, and the membranes of the mouth and throat of this alimentary canal with 'gate-keepers' in the form of taste- and pain-nerves, warning man against the intake of foods and drinks of an unsuitable kind and temperature. As soon as a surgeon, when operating, has cut through the abdominal wall, he can go on at his ease cutting the stomach and the bowels without causing the slightest pain to his patient. What we call 'abdominal pain', 'stomach-ache' etc., is always pain located in the surrounding tissues and nerve-stems, which gradually become involved in the inflammation. The pain from a duodenal ulcer (below the stomach) may actually be felt as far away as under the shoulder-blades - just as if we felt tooth-ache only in our elbows.




  Our ancestors could not swallow anything rejected by the protecting taste- and pain-nerves of the mouth, up to the time when fire became the servant and the tyrant of man. Every morsel of food had to be scrutinized and approved of by these 'gate- keepers' during the process of a most thorough mastication, before it was allowed to pass downwards. The oesophagus and the stomach were well protected and safe. 




  These conditions lasted practically until the onset of the great glacial period, or some 100,000 years ago. - But what is a hundred thousand years in the history of man? ... Not more than a second in an octogenarian's life!




  With the discovery of fire for cooking purposes, hot drinks and hot foods invaded humanity, overruling the defence-lines of the mouth, and finding the poor oesophagus, the stomach and the duodenum quite unprepared, without a reflex mechanism to respond to excessive heat and to reject what was forced upon them.




  Foolish, thoughtless, blindfold humanity!




  Man, who has named himself 'Homo sapiens', the knowing spices, in distinction to all other species as 'not knowing', believes, in his conceit, that he can disregard in an arbitrary way, what millions of years have built up and perfected under conditions utterly unlike those under which he is at present living, and force upon his internal organs foods and drinks for which they were never constructed.




  If you doubt my words, please dip your little finger into your next cup of tea or plate of soup and try to hold it there. In most cases you will withdraw your finger at once as if stung by a bee or a serpent. Experiments have shown 120° F. to be the highest temperature that the outer skin of our hardened fingers can possibly stand for more than a few seconds. And yet we believe that our internal organs are able to stand the test and endure temperatures from 120° to 150° F. and more, without serious consequences. Civilized man has had to pay for this foolishness with innumerable stomach and intestinal diseases, to which learned doctors have given names in Greek and Latin, and for which they are seeking the causes among the microbes, as our pagan forefathers sought those of their illnesses among unseen bogies and goblins of the air, the forests and the earth.




  Homo sapiens - who seems to be 'sapiens' or 'knowing' only as far as the names of his diseases are concerned - reasons that the cause of his troubles cannot possibly be hot foods and drinks because everybody takes them: doctors and nurses take them; priests, clergy, bishops and all God-fearing men take them. And so do all the clever, learned people. The aristocracy first introduced them, and the royal families and governing bodies in all countries enjoy them. In fact everybody takes them several times daily, and what everybody has and takes and enjoys must, of course, be sanctioned by the gods themselves and therefore be all right. Stomach diseases and ill- health must, as a matter of course, be due to something else. To what then if not to the microbes? Thank God for the microbes!




  Whilst all this is going on in the civilized countries of Homo sapiens, his dogs, cats, pigs and other domestic animals, which are not classed as 'sapiens' at all, positively refuse hot foods and drinks as if they were endowed with more sensitive stomachs, or were more 'knowing' in some ways than Homo sapiens himself. A curious thing, especially about our house-broken, domestic dogs, is, that though they often suffer from cancer elsewhere they never have it in the stomach, whilst the stomach is the favourite place for cancer in man. Nearly 50% of all human cancers arise in the stomach. Could this fact possibly be due to the hot foods and drinks civilized man takes and his dogs so carefully avoid? God forbid! Doctors laugh at such a simple and preposterous suggestion. They explain this embarrassing fact in a much simpler way: "Dogs are immune to cancer in the stomach and civilized man is not," they say.




  The whole secret lies hidden in the little magic word "immune". What would doctors do without these magic words? They enable them to cut a long discussion short without explanations; they silence enquiry by supplying an answer which is nothing short of a trick played upon the mind of the enquirer; in fact, they furnish the doctors, who profess to know, with a cloak of false learning which seems an impenetrable mystery to the ordinary man.




  Another embarrassing fact is that most savage tribes are not only 'immune' to cancer on the whole but especially in the stomach. But then, again, these savages do not as a rule take hot foods or drinks and may therefore be classified among the dogs. Hence their 'immunity'.




  As we shall see later on, civilized man suffers from cancer on the whole, and especially in the stomach, chiefly because his doctors are 'immune' to - common sense! ...




   




  * * *




   




   




  Doing away with hot food and drinks was the last step taken towards the complete recovery of my voice.




  I could now speak in halls of any size for almost any length of time and be clearly heard by everybody. As a speaker I was considered tireless. Once when invited to deliver four consecutive lectures one Sunday afternoon and five the next afternoon, I found many members of the clergy from the surrounding districts among my audience. When I bad finished my ninth and last lecture, an old minister introduced himself with the following words:-




  "I have come a long way chiefly because I wished to see how two series of lectures like these could be delivered by the same speaker on two consecutive days without the voice breaking down. I must confess that you stood the test wonderfully. Your last lecture was, from every point of view, your best."




  I had cured myself of 'chronic' throat catarrh in my own way, in spite of the doctors, and even in opposition to them. For, whenever I mentioned hot drinks and foods as one cause of my troubles and as never intended by Nature for human throats and stomachs, I was only met by a smile or a laugh.




  "Who laughs last laughs longest," says an old proverb.




   




   




  II. IN THE CLUTCHES OF DEATH.





   




   




  It came like a bolt from the blue, the terrible blow which finally struck me down, and brought me to the very gates of death.




  I had been lecturing all through the autumn until the snow fell. At the beginning of December I still had some engagements to fulfil in a far away district, where one travels for dozens of miles through endless forests, up hill and down dale, without ever meeting a human soul or passing a dwelling.




  Never shall I forget those sparkling winter nights when the snow, a yard deep, covered fields and lakes, fences and gates, and all that could be seen of human habitation was the roof of a cottage appearing now and then above the snow-drifts. The horse had often to wade through an even, white field of snow, on what was supposed to be an arterial road. Only a row of juniper bushes stuck in the snow indicated the way. Sometimes we sat in the sledge, the driver and I on the top of a snow-drift, with the horse acting as a plough, plunging below. Sometimes we found ourselves rolling in the snow with the sledge turned upside-down in front of us.




  Somehow, however, we managed to get through, arriving in the nick of time at a school-house or a small country hall in the wilderness.




  I had often to sleep in the most incredible places, in rooms where the doors could not be locked or bolted, on benches in front of open log fires, sometimes wrapped up in my wolf- or bearskin coat on a bed of straw. Lecturing tours in these districts were then in their infancy. My work was chiefly that of a pioneer. I had to break the ground. But people were eager to learn, and many came from the depths of forests, many miles away, to drink from the well of modern knowledge. Many declared that this was the first lecture they had ever attended, and some confessed that they had come without any idea of what a lecture meant, thinking that it might be some kind of divine service, a theatrical performance, or a Punch and Judy show.




  I enjoyed this kind of life immensely and seemed able to endure all the hardships without difficulty. My throat was stronger than ever. I often spoke for hours. People never seemed to tire of listening.




  Never shall I forget those glowing eyes, shining at me from the depths of a hall, dimly lit by a primitive oil-lamp in the middle, or by a couple of candles in front of me, the rest being plunged in darkness. - The desire for knowledge seems deeply rooted in human nature.




  The sacrifices those people made in order to attend a lecture often reminded me of the beautiful Scandinavian tale of Odin, the king of the old Nordic gods, who went once every year to drink from the Well of Wisdom, Mimer's Well, at the root of the great Tree of Life, Yggdrasil, where finally he sacrificed one of his eyes, so as to be able to see beyond the veil of things. A truly Scandinavian tale! - applicable to those people from the forests, who, during the long winter evenings in their isolated dwellings, read and think more about life, and grapple with deeper problems than most town-dwellers.




  What a change after the lecture, instead of those human eyes, to be met by the myriad stars sparkling in the frosty air and reflected by millions of crystals on the branches of the snow-laden trees. - Impossible to believe that those stars were not




   




  eyes too ... eyes through which other consciousnesses than our own were looking down upon us and taking part in the great symphony of life. - There was tke majestic Milky Way, never seen clearer than from the reclining seat of a sledge in the silence of a Northern winter night, with the mercury at 70° to 80° F. below freezing point. To think that that mighty wheel of myriads of stars was moving slowly round its axis through the depths of an unfathomable space, carrying our tiny globe and its sun with it towards an unknown destiny ... and to think that it is our great privilege to be a part of it all, to live with it all and to contemplate it all in our minds and hearts. Surely, life is a great gift and a wonderful adventure!




  My youthful mind was full of problems. This kind of life was to me my real University. I dreamt of Mimer's Well somewhere in the forest. How I wished that I could find it. And how willing I would have been then to sacrifice one of my own eyes in order to be able to see through the veil of things. For what was our work at the University in the town but a continuous linking together in our minds of facts which our few senses perceived on the surface of that mysterious thing we call 'life'? One phenomenon followed another in the flow of time, and it was our task to observe which phenomenon followed which, in a more obvious or more subtle repetition, in order to grasp the concatenation of events. That is science, nothing more, nothing less. The mystery remains behind the veil. Will it be so for ever?...




   




  * * *




   




   




  One evening, whilst I was sleeping in a small cottage in front of a log fire, a gust of wind suddenly blew the door open, a cloud of snow whirled to the very side of my bed and fell upon my face. In rushed, with the wind and the snow, two huge wolf- dogs who had been running about hunting and barking through the night. They jumped up on my bed. They licked my face. I sprang up and shut the door as well as I could, keeping my friends with me. Impossible to sleep any more. Before the dawn I saddled my skis and went with my two dog friends for a long run in a biting North wind. We ran uphill and down dale until I suddenly found that I could not move a muscle in my face or bend my fingers. I knew what that meant. I had been frost- bitten.




  When I returned my hostess at once noticed big white patches on my face. Looking in a mirror I found my nose was snow-white. It was as dead and cold as an icicle. My kindhearted hostess at once hustled me out of the warm air of the cottage into the open and began to rub my cheeks and nose gently with soft, newly-fallen snow, more light to the touch than eider-down. After a while, life seemed to return to the frozen parts. The dead-white patches began to disappear and my nose resumed a ruddier hue as the blood began to flow in arteries and veins which might otherwise have gone to sleep for ever.




  About four o'clock in the afternoon I felt a shiver running all through my body. A kind of drowsiness seemed to fall upon my brain. My thoughts became erratic, confused. I could not see clearly in front of me. A chair I was looking at began to rock and jump like the flames of the open fire. My face was burning and my cheeks felt as if on fire. My hands, which in the morning had been like ice, seemed swollen and red- hot, like an iron straight from a furnace. I began to breathe more quickly. Vision followed vision in rapid succession, finally chasing each other in a jumble. Suddenly everything seemed plunged in darkness. I was falling through the floor, somewhere deep below. I was seeking Mimer's Well in the forest, feeling sure of finding it. A little light in front of me guided my steps. I ran after it, trying to keep up the pace. But the more I ran the farther it receded. I increased my pace until it seemed to me that I was running like wild-fire, caught by the wings of the North wind. They carried me through vast, deep forests in the far North until I came to a place where the earth seemed to bend and a voice rang out: "Stop, you dweller of the Midgard, this is the way down to the world of departed souls, and you are not dead yet."




  "Not dead yet?" I repeated in amazement, "surely I am fully alive!" A gust of the North wind swept me downwards, the flickering light still leading the way. In the distance I saw two immense, piercing eyes which I soon found belonged to an enormous eagle with wings outspread. I knew at once where I was. This bird presided over the dwellings of those unhappy ones who bad met with the misfortune of not being called to the table of Odin in Valhalla. But my aim was to reach Mimer's Well, which I knew was somewhere below the realm of Hel. I had to go through it all if ever I were to acquire that sight which penetrates the veil of things.




  Over my head shone the stars in a far-away distance ... those stars our forefathers thought were only shimmering leaves on the Tree of Life. The Well of Wisdom was at the root of that tree.




  Suddenly my foot slipped and I fell through what, to me, seemed an eternity. When I opened my eyes again I saw a pair of well-known eyes, those of my




  Mother. For a long time I looked into those eyes, so dear to me. Then I smiled. I had reached what, ever since my childhood, had been the only true Well of Wisdom to me




  ... She was wise, my Mother.




  She looked, at me in silence for a while. Then she said quietly, with a sigh: "At last you have come to yourself again."




  I was at home in my own bed, and there was the door open to my familiar study.




  For days the fever bad been running high. This morning it loosened its grip for the first time, but only for a few moments - long enough, however, for me to learn what had happened. I was in bed with a perforated appendix. I knew what that meant. The right cavity of my abdomen was full of pus. Peritonitis had set in. No doctor would have dared to operate in a case like that. Besides, I should have had to be taken ten miles in an old-fashioned railway carriage on a rattling, uneven railway to the y nearest hospital. The risk would have been too great.




  Could I pull through? I saw the question in my Mother's eyes. She looked pale, but was quiet as usual. I smiled at her again and then continued my journey on the wings of the North wind, tumbling about in the snow, playing with wolf-dogs, running on skis along the Milky Way in an attempt to find its circumference, finally leaving it with the swiftness of a ray of light for another star-cluster, from where I could see our own universe moving in the distance like an enormous wheel of billions of stars in the depths of eternity.




  When I awoke again I found my condition still worse, but my brain had become clearer. I had longer and longer spells of consciousness. The pain was terrible and I suffered from an unquenchable thirst. This thirst began to haunt my dreams which took me, as soon as I became unconscious, to brooks and springs in the forests. There was one spring in particular, known for its cool crystalline water, from which I had drunk many times. To this well my dream-path carried me over and over again. I lay down to quench my thirst, but lo! - my lips could never reach the water. Just when they were quite near, something seemed to get hold of me, stop me, and carry me away.




  My condition became worse and worse. My strength was gradually giving way. I could feel that most of my muscles were nearly gone. I felt like a skeleton. But the spells of consciousness returned and became, curiously enough, more prolonged. I could think and remember and reason about my own condition. And I decided that I was not going to die. Oh no! An indomitable will to live surged up from somewhere and made me defiant, ready to fight anything, devils or gods.




  Fever and the fight for life had evidently brought out all that was pagan and truly Nordic in me. My great love of the old Nordic mythology may count for much. But still, I had once upon a time loved our Christian creed, the faith of my father and mother, and I had certainly done my very best to apply it to my own life. All my attempts, however, had been frustrated over and over again by the solid resistance of something deep in my own being, a bed-rock of instincts and intuitions expressing themselves in visions and dreams which I failed to harmonize or reconcile with what my religious upbringing had forced upon me. Greek philosophy, comparative religious history and modern biology convinced me later on that my instincts and intuitions were right and that in listening to my own pagan 'daimonion', or the secret voice of my own Nordic soul I should ultimately find my own salvation. It was this 'daimonion' that spoke to me now in my distress more clearly than ever. What ravaging disease had brought out in me was the soul of a viking - nothing of a modern religious man.




  Pagan motives began more and more to dominate not only my dreams but my consciousness when awake. It was to the unseen spirits of things that i now appealed. I asked that the gnomes of the earth, who had been my friends since my infancy, should come and help me. Every night I dreamt that they actually came and brought me to their secret dwellings underground in order to rid me of this infernal pain that, like a gnawing vulture, seemed slowly to tear asunder and devour my intestines. All my will-power concentrated upon this motive. "If only I could find the gnomes," I said to myself, "they would do it!"...




  But no gnomes came and the sands of my hour-glass ran lower and lower. Soon my time would be up and I should have to go. Where?... That did not trouble me in the least. I knew I should go somewhere if I could not carry on in the sunshine of my forefathers' Midgard. Not for a single moment did it occur to me that death could be the end of it all. I simply seemed to be torn by two forces, one belonging to this life I had only just entered, and another belonging to a life to come I knew nothing about.




  With all the strength of my will I clung to this earth-life where I knew I had so much to accomplish. I did not want to go.




  But the supreme moment drew nearer and nearer. At last I felt the forces of this life waning and those who were trying to drag me over to the other side increasing in strength. I clenched my teeth and wept for the first time in the struggle. I cried bitterly. Everyone around me seemed to know what it meant. - Then I withdrew into myself and was silent.




  An eternity seemed to have elapsed when my eyes again met the rays of a frosty sun at the beginning of March. I awoke like a corpse in a coffin. I was weak, but strange to say, I felt freer, easier. The pain was gone, but evidently complications had now set in. My urine was thick like pea-soup and foul-smelling. The doctor's face turned white. He evidently thought that all hope must now definitely be abandoned. This was, then, only a spell of calm before the great event. Still, I felt wonderfully at ease and took it almost smilingly. I knew that life was eternal and would be a great and glorious adventure wherever I went.




  People moved very quietly about me. All faces were serious. I smiled at them and fell into a deep, refreshing sleep. And, lo and behold! For the first time in my dream my lips reached the water of that cool, refreshing well. I drank deeply until my thirst was quenched.




  When I awoke again it was another day. The same sun shone as yesterday, only more radiantly. It was thawing. I I could hear the water dropping from the icicles with which King Boreas had decorated the caves. I caught a glimpse of the clear blue sky of spring.




  The nurse came and took my temperature. The doctor arrived and examined my pulse and urine. He seemed very puzzled. In spite of those, according to his mind, serious complications, my fever had gone. A sudden and mysterious change had set in. - The gnomes had, after all, done their work.




  Two weeks later I was again on my skis walking gently over the frozen snow of spring. I felt like a ghost among living beings. Evidently other people thought so too, for they looked at me with a stare, not believing their own eyes. My funeral had been looked upon as a certainty. And yet there I was, not only alive but up and about, and, what was more, on skis again. A religious friend of my deceased father stopped me in the street, looked at me questioningly, and solemnly shook his head. "My boy," he said, "you are challenging God." - "And so did our forefathers," ... I smilingly replied.




  A month later I was sitting in the consulting room of one of the finest men of the medical profession I have ever met in my life, - a man whom I shall always remember with great gratitude. He was professor of surgery at my old University.




  I told him the whole story of my illness. He listened attentively. I could see waves of emotion passing over his face. When I had finished he rose, shook my hand and said. "My dear boy, you have been very near death and only a miracle, one in a thousand cases, has saved you. Don't you see that morning your urine became thick and foul, smelling, the pus in your abdomen had perforated the bladder and was rapidly seeking a way out?" ...




  The gnomes had, after all, done their work. But in the nick of time!




   




   




  III. RESURRECTION.




   




  It took me six weeks more, or in all two months, to regain my lost weight and sufficient vitality to stand an operation. After Easter I called on my Professor, who sent me straight away to one of the best hospitals then existing. I was operated on. A diseased appendix, I was told, was equivalent to a loaded pistol in my pocket, and I was not going to be shot down, or again laid up because of that trouble.




  The operation was a very simple thing which I got over without any complications. Compared with what I had already gone through I regarded it as nothing. A few hours after the operation the Matron of the hospital was horrified to find me reading a newspaper. She said it was blasphemous and I was tempting Providence. The hospital was run by a religious organisation. The sisters who looked after the patients were among the most kind-hearted and self-sacrificing people I have ever met.




  Next morning after breakfast my Professor appeared, surrounded by a group of medical students. He looked at me in surprise, examined my record, and then turned to the students, saying: "Here you see an instance of what a healthy, sober way of living and a love of physical culture count for after an operation. This patient has never touched alcohol or tobacco and has always led a regular and healthy life." He pronounced my digestion to be astonishingly good, saying I could almost digest macadam, and left me with the following advice which I have thought of many a time since: "Take care of your stomach, my boy, and everything else will take care of itself!"




  I followed him with my eyes when he left me. How I loved that man. At the same time there was sadness in my heart, for his face looked pale and worn, and I could see from his eyes that he was suffering from severe headaches. When his nephew, a fellow-student of mine, called later in the day, I asked him about his uncle and his life. "Yes," he said, "my poor uncle suffers badly from rheumatic headaches. He often says they make his life scarcely worth living. But what can he do?"




  "And yet," I said, "he is a professor of surgery and a leading physician and cannot cure his headaches!"




  His nephew looked at me thoughtfully. "By jove, you are right," he exclaimed, "I never thought of that. In spite of his position and with all his knowledge he cannot cure his own headaches." ...




  My old friend had himself been ill and just returned from Dr. Lahmann's Health Resort in Germany, where he had been brought into contact with a host of new ideas, quite contrary to those prevalent in contemporary medicine.




  A week later I left the hospital for home. It was early in the summer. I put my yacht in order, loaded it with provisions, guns and books, and set out with some of my student-friends for a summer holiday in the Baltic Archipelago. In that vast and wonderful archipelago, formed of granite and covered with pines, are thousands of uninhabited islands where Nature untouched, just as it emerged at the dawn of Creation. You may camp and roam about among those islands for weeks without meeting a human being. Only an elk suddenly appearing from a thicket, a sea-gull rocking on the waves, or a sail in the distance slowly disappearing behind a screen of grey, green and blue, reminds you of living beings. No touch of civilization! You feel yourself carried back thousands of years, to a time when these rocks were just the same, the islands the same, and men of the Nordic race settled here and gave some of them names which still remind you of the old gods, Odin and Thor.




  Here I had roved about since boyhood in a small open boat until I knew almost every passage and channel, of which there were thousands, intermingling as if in a labyrinth. Here I had dreamed my first dreams and seen my first visions. To this Archipelago I now returned from the jaws of death with my head full of bewildering problems and questions. Here, I felt, I should have to think them all out.




  To think! But it was not easy to think. I was tired. The fever was gone but there was a fever of another kind. I was restless. I could not sleep. I lay awake for hours, and when sleep finally came, it was a twilight sleep from which I suddenly awoke only to lie and watch the hours passing. I tried to work. It was of no use. I saw the page before me, but I comprehended nothing. The letters and the words I grasped, but somehow they had lost their meaning. And somehow, too, the surrounding world seemed strange to me, not a reality but a dream. I could listen for hours to the talk and jokes of my friends, laughing and seeming to participate, but it was all as if on a stage, as if I were acting. I was not in it, and yet, strangely enough, I could not get out of it. Sometimes I seemed to be nowhere. Sometimes a cold perspiration broke out on my forehead and I looked about in wild despair, feeling a desire to throw myself down from some of the rocks into the sea, to dive deep down and never reappear.




  I had escaped death but I had come back a ghost.




  During the long nights - those wonderful Northern nights without darkness, when Nature seems like a divine symphony of newly-sprung green leaves and flowers and glittering waves and sailing, feathery clouds - my thoughts seemed to wander astray and move among things far away in other worlds. Why was I here? What was the aim of life? Was it worth while to go on, to live?




  I remembered my vision of that huge chained eagle in the under-world of our forefathers, tearing the flesh off the dead and gnawing their bones.




  Symbolically speaking, I felt as if that monster were tearing my flesh and gnawing my bones. Why was there so much suffering in life? Why did Professor B. in spite of all his knowledge suffer so severely from headaches, the same suffering that had devastated the last years of my father's life and brought him to an early grave? The same headaches which had been the plague of my own life and stolen from me so many days of work, so many joys of my youth, and which now returned with increased frequency and severity? Many a time I regretted my fight against my recent illness. Why didn't I go when the gates were open?




  These storm-clouds of black depression were interspersed with moments of calm, like the sea enveiled in morning mist. The night was at last broken by a ray of sunlight bringing its message to my befogged mind: "You are under a cloud, encircled in a mist, you are drugged and poisoned, and your vitality has been sapped ... but hold on! Soon the clouds will lift, and you will once more sail into open waters."




  When this ray of sunshine pierced the clouds, there surged up from the depths of my being a new determination, a will to go on in spite of everything, and finally this determination got the upper hand.




  The summer over, I was appointed Headmaster at one of the Peoples' High Schools, having only just celebrated my coming of age. I looked forward to it, for I loved youth, and I loved to see the enthusiasm of the awakening souls in those faces when some new vista of knowledge was opened up to them. I had to do it, it was my work and my privilege. And I did it, though I was still in dreamland, unable to get back to reality. 




  By the end of the first year I was faced with a mental crisis so severe that my only choice was to leave the school immediately and seek my salvation in travelling.




  My path brought me to England, a land I had always longed to see and to live in.




  Little did I know then that this country was destined to bestow on me the greatest gift I have ever received in my life - new health and a new outlook upon life. England has saved and guided me twice when I felt I was going astray and could not see my way. Finally I settled here among these people of Nordic Race, where from the first moment I felt so strangely at home that, in the dreamy state in which I landed, I could not help thinking I had lived here sometime in bygone ages.




   




   




  IV. NEW DISCOVERIES.





  

    


  




  




  




  When I landed at Harwich and boarded the train it was again Spring and March. I had left Scandinavia snow-clad, with Nature dormant, to be greeted in England by green lawns and budding trees. The change seemed miraculous. The air was mild and humid. The soft green of the fields and the mildness of the air soothed my mind.




  Besides, in the compartment the windows on both sides were kept open so that the delightful air could play through - an unheard of thing at home, where any attempt to open a window is met by horrified faces and protests from everybody. For the Scandinavian people, as a rule, believe that a draught is the cause of colds and influenza and almost every disease that follows in their train. I do not remember ever having heard of anybody sleeping with open windows even in the height of summer.




  I had always loved fresh air, but to allow it to blow through the compartment and take it in like this, almost horrified me. For I had always, like everybody else at home, looked upon a 'crossdraught', as we call it, as dangerous. However, that idea was soon to be knocked out of my head, for everywhere, wherever I went and wherever I travelled, I seemed to move in a perpetual English cross-draught from which there was no escape. The English people had certainly survived it and seemed none the worse for it. On the contrary, judging by the looks of the young girls one meets everywhere, with their open necks, rosy cheeks, and curls dancing in the cross- draught, they seem not only to stand it well but to thrive on it, and to be all the hardier for it. I wrote a long letter home about the English love of fresh air. My friends would hardly believe that people could sleep with open windows winter and summer, and sit in a cross-draught without contracting perpetual colds, serious ear- and eye-diseases, fatal lung-troubles - not to speak of rheumatism, arthritis, gout, etc. However, they had to bow to facts, and even the doctors at home did so, declaring that the English were 'immune' to draughts, whilst the Swedes were not.




  I started at once investigating the way in which English people lived, and found from available statistics that out of twenty-six large towns in Europe, Paris had the highest deathrate from consumption, whilst our beautiful Stockholm, situated like a queen in the most wonderful surroundings and favoured by an invigorating climate, was seventh, but London, that vast metropolis with its eight million people, came far down the list, as twenty-third.




  This was a bit of reality which I understood to perfection. I took long walks through the London streets at night, counting the bedroom windows that were left open for the night air to stream in and refresh the sleepers, and I soon began to understand why London was twenty-third on the list, for even if in the day-time the London atmosphere was polluted by smoke and dust, the nights were generally clear and serene. Eight or ten hours' sleep in air like that could not but make people healthy. I at once decided to follow the old proverb: "When in Rome, do as Rome does." For the first time in my life I threw my bedroom windows wide open. The effect was almost immediate. I began to revive, and I could not, at the same time, help blushing to think that I had shut out the air of that wonderful Baltic Archipelago in the middle of a lovely summer when the night temperature was above 65° F. and the atmosphere full of the aroma of young vegetation and the invigorating breath of the sea.




  My next thought was: - is not this something for our doctors? At home, curiously enough, people are ordered to sleep in the open or with open windows only when consumption has developed, the doctors obviously believing that something has made a consumptive person immune to the dangers of fresh air, cross-draughts, etc., whilst open windows and draughts are looked upon as deadly things for healthy people. All our doctors in Scandinavia with very few exceptions - I do not know of any! - still sleep with their windows closed, winter and summer. Sleeping in fresh air has, of course, nothing to do with medical science, training or outlook.




  An English clergyman, who married an old friend of mine from my University town, told me quite recently the following incident which occurred during his first visit to Sweden: "When my future mother-in-law brought me a telegram one morning, she looked horrified to see my bedroom window open, and begged me to shut it at once if I valued my health. Her daughter, who had been in failing health for nearly 20 years and whom her mother would never have allowed to sleep with open windows, soon, however, acquired the habit when we settled in England. We noticed an immediate and decided improvement in her health which has continued ever since.




  She could not go back to closed windows again."




  The tale in my own case was very much the same. My health certainly improved, and I regained my voice to such an extent that I could hardly believe I had ever had any throat-trouble at all.




  




  * * *




  




  




  The cold bath was another English habit which struck me. I was used to one hot bath a week at home, generally taken in a public bath-house. Fifty years ago there was scarcely a home, a manor, or a residence, including the Royal Palace at Stockholm, which had a bathroom of its own. To get a bath everyone had always to go elsewhere. When the late King Oscar II, who died in 1908, desired a bath, both the bath and attendants had to be brought to his Palace from the nearest public bath institution.




  Only the arrival of Princess Margaret of Connaught in Stockholm, as the bride of the present Crown Prince, brought about the installation of the first bathroom in the King's stately home at Stockholm.




  Many of the modern houses in Stockholm were, however, provided with bathrooms at the beginning of this century, but these were generally looked upon as a concession to modern times far in advance of public requirements and were in consequence very little used. I remember seeing in those days many bathrooms filled with brooms, dusters, laundry and stored furniture.




  A cold plunge or a cold rub-down in the morning is still considered a luxury or a very doubtful practice by the vast majority of the Scandinavian people. An enquiry made as to the habits of Scandinavian doctors in this respect would give a result which could not be published.




  Anyone endowed with a little common sense can easily understand how a cold bath or cold rub-down is bound to invigorate the skin, which is one of the largest organs of our body, full of millions of small ventilators or pores and stocked with many more millions of tiny little capillaries or blood-vessels so small that their diameter only amounts to a 7000th of a millimetre. Still they are all endowed with muscular walls of their own which should normally respond, by contracting and expanding, to every change in the surrounding temperature. This, at least, is what Nature intended, but man thwarted her intentions by packing up the skin in all kinds of garments, one more compact and air-tight than the other. Everything in Nature deteriorates, unless kept in constant use. A skin, shut out from the invigorating breath of the air, will soon become dead, hard, dry, full of pimples, to which our overclad Scandinavian peasant boys, when examined before joining the army, bear witness.




  However, things are changing, and many people in Scandinavia have now adopted the English habit of sleeping with their windows open. Most of them also take a daily cold dip, a cold sponge-bath or a cold rub-clown. This means a great step forward when we consider that, at the beginning of this century, available statistics showed only one bath a year per inhabitant in the Swedish capital. The bulk of the people are still far behind, especially the country people.




  Our peasants were once weekly bathers, to which habit of the seventh day of the week, 'lördag', originally the name 'lögdag' or bathing -day (from löga - to bathe), bears witness. Every village, nay, nearly every dwelling in the whole country had its own bath-house, where all the members of the household, men, women and children, came together to take a bath on Saturday afternoon or evening, when the week's toil was over. Here they all undressed in the same room in a quite unconventional way. Provided with a bucket of ice-cold water and a besom made of birch-branches, the bathers climbed upstairs to a big platform, called 'lava', where they lay down upon fresh, clean, dry straw, generally rye. In one corner of the bath-house was a big stove, built of boulderlike stones, where a fire was burning under a huge iron cauldron filled with water. The woman in charge of the stove scooped boiling water from the cauldron, throwing it at intervals over the burning-hot stones. A loud hissing and sputtering was heard and clouds of vapour spread all over the bathroom, causing girls, boys, men and women on the platform to perspire. When the perspiration was at its height the besoms were dipped into the ice-cold water and everyone gave himself a thorough beating all over, which made the skin as red as a lobster. Often, as a token of friendship and a privilege, one bather would hand his besom to a neighbour, whereupon the two started thrashing each other in turn on the more inaccessible parts of the body.




  The cold water, the hot, moist air, the vigorous thrashing with aromatic birch- leaves and ice-cold water constituted a skin treatment to which I have found nothing comparable anywhere. As a boy of nine, when visiting some relatives far away in the interior of Finland, where this form of bathing is still universal and looked upon as an indispensable part of life, I often went with my cousins and the people on the estate, boys, girls, men and women, to have a Saturday bath. How we enjoyed it! Perspiring all over, red as lobsters, with glowing skin, burning like fire, we often ran out of the bath-house into the open, leaping like calves let out of the byres for the first time in the spring or tumbling about in the snow-drifts in the winter. We felt we had wings and no bodies at all, or we fancied we were gnomes turned into elves. This great treat ended with a general scrubbing with soap and hot water on the floor downstairs, after which the woman in charge poured a bucket of ice-cold water over our heads and bodies and sent us into an adjoining room to dress.




  At supper-time - what an appetite! And in bed - what wonderful, deep, invigorating sleep!




  I am told that this form of bathing, which had been prevalent all over Scandinavia since time immemorial, or for at least nine thousand years according to our archaeological records, was stamped out by the doctors by the end of the eighteenth century because the bath-houses were suspected of contributing to the spread of infectious diseases. The doctors closed the houses and so destroyed the habit, but were never able to re-establish it, nor did they ever make any attempt to do so or to provide a substitute. Thus Scandinavia lost a health factor of enormous importance. For our peasants, believed to constitute still some 60% of the population, do not bathe, or treat their skin in any other way than by changing their underwear. Since the closing of the bath-houses a fear of water has taken hold of the whole of our country population and has become so deeply rooted that many would rather endure disease and death quietly at home than the compulsory bath required for entering a hospital. I know of one instance where a man blind in one eye, was told that his sight could be restored by an operation. He agreed to the operation, but when the nurse took him into the bath-room he flatly refused to undress and get into the water, preferring to keep his blind eye for the rest of his life.




  I consider this wonderful way of bathing one of the chief reasons for the extraordinary achievements of the Finns in the Olympic Games and on the sporting fields of the world. For if the skin constitutes one-fifteenth of the weight of the body, i




  e. about ten pounds in the case of a person weighing a hundred and fifty pounds, if it is given due consideration as one of our largest and most important organs, capable of attracting to its expanded capillaries and myriads of lagoon-like vessels up to one third of the whole quantity of blood, and if it is our foremost defence against all the changes in the outer air, against extreme heat and extreme cold, against rain, sleet and snow, against a suffocating sirocco or a dry, biting, piercing north-east wind, how are we to keep it in good condition unless we treat it as the Finns do, with hot vapour and ice-cold water, with merciless beating and a run afterwards in the fresh country air, a dip in a lake or a plunge in feathery, mid-winter snow?




  This form of bathing, which is the cheapest of all and the quickest and easiest to establish, can be arranged in many ways and installed in houses of various sizes, from the most primitive to the most luxurious. No form of bathing is more suitable for schools, military barracks and institutions, where a good and effective bath has to be provided in the shortest possible time for the greatest number of people.




  




  * * *




  




  




  I consider the closing of the bath-houses all over Scandinavia one of the greatest losses in our history, a national calamity compared to which the loss of a few provinces in an unsuccessful war seems nothing. Travelling extensively in Scandinavia from North to South, I have sometimes, in a far-away district, met the old name: 'bath-house' applied to a century-old building now used for flax-beating. Where men and women formerly beat themselves to health with besoms of birch on clean, fresh straw in the cleansing atmosphere of a steam bath, only flax is beaten now. But the name has survived, though the idea seems dead.




  The medical profession stamped out bathing in Scandinavia in the same way as the Roman Catholic Church stamped out the old Scandinavian sports. For centuries the old sporting-fields or playing-grounds - 'lekvallar' have been lying idle and deserted, in many cases covered over by the invading forests. With the waning influence of the church and the revival of the Olympic games, however, came a sudden revival of the old Scandinavian 'idrott', though in its form and terms essentially English. But the spirit of English sport is, again, nothing but the spirit of the old Nordic 'idrott' which the eternally green fields and the invigorating, health-giving climate of Albion rescued from oblivion. Here 'sport', in the very best sense of the word, can never die.




  May we not, therefore, hope also for a revival of the old Nordic form of bathing in all the countries inhabited by the descendants of the old Nordic race? I cannot think of a form of bathing more suited to the English climate where, I am told, bath-houses of the old Nordic type as described above were once just as universal as in Scandinavia itself. Changes in the fashions of dressing and especially the introduction into general use of underclothing which could be washed instead of the skin, contributed to a gradual desertion from bathing which was ultimately looked upon as a means of keeping clean only for poor people who could not afford to dress themselves in washable underwear. In order to avoid the stigma of appearing poor and without underwear, even those who loved bathing for its own sake refrained from using the good old bath-houses which became more and more deserted until they finally disappeared.




  But England as well as Scandinavia will have to go back again to this old form of bathing, the best and most effective of all the systems North of the Alps, and so exceedingly well adapted to the inhabitants of the temperate zones. It cleanses the whole system by profuse perspiration; it alternately expands and contracts the blood- vessels by the application of heat and cold in succession, thus exercising and strengthening the muscular walls of the capillaries upon which the regulation of the blood-flow to the skin, and consequently the warding off of colds, ultimately hangs. This ability of the capillary muscles to expand and contract is still more enhanced by the beating of the skin with besoms dipped in cold water, and this has proved to be one of the best means of removing the outermost layer of dead cells and stimulating the layers below in the production of new ones.




  Upon the constant renewal of this outermost layer of cells health depends to an unbelievable extent. For the skin is the only organ in the whole body which never stops growing. The cells of the underlayer, or dermis, are constantly multiplying and pushing up new cells to replace the worn-out ones, which are used by the whole system as a convenient dumping-ground for all kinds of toxins. Being composed of a dead, horny material with a great capacity for absorbing impurities, these cells may be looked upon as veritable dust-bins for the whole system. Thick, air-tight clothing and infrequent bathing diminish the flow of blood to the skin; the capillary muscles decay because of lack of stimulation and exercise; the outer layer of horny cells thickens and prevents the natural exchange between the surrounding air and the skin, the air between the clothes and the body becomes stagnant and poisonous because of the decaying matter in the dead skin; the multiplication of new cells, which should have provided man with a new suit of clothes practically every week, slows down, leaving man, in his shortsightedness and foolishness, to be poisoned in an old, dirty and worn- out suit of which he cannot rid himself.




  No amount of cold bathing and rubbing, or dips in warm water and scrubbing with brush and soap will help man to a new vigorous skin so well as this old Nordic form of bathing. I suggest that those of my English readers who are interested in this great question of skin treatment on a rational basis, should pay a visit to Finland during the winter season and not only see with their own eyes, but join in the village bathing as it is still practised in the interior of the country. For one has to experience it to understand what this form of bathing means for the health and welfare of a population. The Finns have beaten all the other nations, proportionately to their number and wealth, on the sporting fields of the world. They will continue to do so until the other nations adopt their form of bathing.




  




  * * *




  




  England taught me the value of a cold plunge every morning followed by friction massage and exercise. No other kind of morning bath can make a better health- overture to the day. If taken immediately upon awakening when the skin is filled with warm blood and the body still retains the heat of the bed, it comes as an invigorating reaction to the -drowsiness of sleep and invariably brings about vigorous breathing, creating a demand for fresh, cool air and exercise in the open. For there is a close connection between the skin and the lungs - a fact of which every doctor is aware when he sprinkles cold water on the face of someone who has fainted, and every nurse knows when she tries to animate the breathing of a newly-born baby by stimulating its skin. Upon vigorous breathing, again, hangs the oxygenation of the blood, which is of great importance especially in the morning. For the oxygen intake determines in its turn not only our working capacity but the general tone for the day. Besides, life-long personal experience has taught me to regard the treatment of the skin with cold water every morning, combined with the Saturday bathing of our forefathers, as one of the best means of making man impregnable to colds.




  I have to thank England for fresh air and cold baths, but I must thank her at the same time for having opened my eyes to all the dangers of the hot bath. It is, without the slightest doubt, the most dangerous form of bathing. Here again man has applied heat to his body in a way which is daily wrecking the health of thousands. The body defends itself against excessive atmospheric heat in a marvellous way by pouring over the skin the requisite amount of fluid to keep its temperature normal by gentle evaporation. On an average, two or three pints of fluid are excreted by the sweat glands every twenty-four hours. This quantity may be increased to quarts if the heat is increased. Stokers in gasworks have sometimes been found to excrete as much as five pints in seventy minutes. By means of this wonderful cooling arrangement the famous Fire King, Chaubert, could enter an oven of dry heat at a temperature of 400° to 600° F. without his bodily temperature being perceptibly raised.




  But if you immerse yourself in a bath filled with warm water at a temperature exceeding 98.40° F. your poor body is defenceless and cannot, by means of evaporation, protect its skin and other organs by keeping them at the usual blood-heat temperature.




  This spells disaster. It depletes the body, ruins the skin and its delicate evaporation mechanism, making man very susceptible to colds. Many have unwittingly injured themselves for life by a daily warm bath which is so enjoyable on a cold morning but which always makes for a dull, listless day. The breathing is low, the oxygen intake insufficient. The indulger feels languid, often looks pale and cold, and is seen yawning and gaping for air many times a day. The tone of his whole body is lowered.




  This toning down is chiefly due to a fall in the general muscle-tone of the body. Every muscle in the body is twitching at the rate of from forty to eighty twitches a second from birth to death, though, of course, we do not notice it. But if we put our fingers in our ears we can hear the tone they make as a low booming and soughing produced chiefly by the little contractions of the masseter muscle which moves the lower jaw and is in close proximity to the ear.




  "The vigour of these little involuntary contractions varies from time to time," says Dr. R. C. Macfie in his excellent little book 'The Romance of the Human Body'. "The limp, slack feeling produced by a hot bath, or by hot weather, is due in large measure to an actual slackening of the muscles, while the braced-up feeling that is produced by a cold bath or a cold breeze is due in large measure to an actual tightening and bracing-up of the muscles. When we are slack we really are slack, and probably many




  




  cases of laziness are largely due to inefficiency of the little involuntary twitches that give tone to the muscles."




  It is these contractions that produce the heat which keeps the blood at an even temperature of 98.4° F. When at the onset of a cold we begin to feel cold and shivery, the sensation is chiefly due to a general and often dangerous drop in the number of these twitchings, caused by toxins circulating in the system. Nature counteracts this fall by accelerating the breathing which, in its turn, oxygenates the blood causing the bodily fire to flare up and the circulation to increase. The muscles, being thus supplied with combustion-material in abundance, increase their twitchings far beyond the normal, possibly more than doubling them, judging by the 'fever-note' which can be heard at a considerably higher pitch than the usual, normal 'health-note'. This is probably Nature's best and surest means of neutralizing or burning up the toxins and curing a cold.




  The effect of immersing the body in water of a temperature beyond 98.4° is just that of producing a slight toxaemia sufficient to poison the muscles and cause a general fall in their tone. A Finnish steam bath, or a Roman or Turkish bath in dry, hot air, has none of these ill effects.




   




  Post scriptum. Since this chapter was written in july 1933, I have visited Finland on a skiing and skating expedition in December and january 1934.




  The leading Swedish newspaper in Helsingfors, Hufvudstadsbladet, contained in its edition of 2lst january, 1934, the following article which has a direct bearing on our subject :




   




  FINNISH BATHS FOR THE ATHLETES AND SPORTSMEN OF SWEDEN.




   




  "A Finnish Bath-House installed at every playing-ground, every farm and every village in Sweden is the great aim which the well known Swedish trainer, Hugo Sjöblom, is endeavouring to realise. He has constructed a standard Finnish Bath-House of iron in three different sizes and types, of which the simplest one can be had for only 150 kronor (£ 7.10.-).




  "A limited company has been formed for the construction of these houses on a big scale. They will be built in such a way that they can easily be installed in the ordinary shelters and changing-rooms already existing at most playing-fields, or attached to the stands."




   




  It is only natural that a country so near to Finland as Sweden should be the first to realise the enormous importance of the Finnish baths for athletic achievements and general health of the people, and also, the first to re-introduce them. It is significant that this lead comes not from the doctors but from the sportsman of Sweden.




  Another article, "Arvid Järnefelt's 'Lalli'", in Hufvudstadsbladet of January 19th., though on a literary subject, actually commences with the following words:




  "The posthumous novel, 'Lalli', Arvid Järnefelt opens with the description of a scene in our National Temple, the Bath." - A good instance of the extent to which the Finnish Bath dominates even the minds of the people!




  This National Temple has also made a great impression on an Englishman, Mr. George Godwin, who, after having travelled fifteen hundred miles through Finland, publishes an article, "Finland's cult of Health," in the 'New Health Magazine', February 1934, edited by Sir W. Arbuthnot Lane.




  He is amazed at the physical fitness of the Finns, and finds them chiefly remarkable for stamina. "In the Olympic Games they carried off all the prizes that called for this quality," he says. "How is this stamina achieved?" he asks, and, finds the answer in the National Temple of the Finns, the "Sauna", which he describes as "a sort of Turkish Bath." "However humble the Finn's home, he has set apart a wooden building, the bath-house. Here great stones are heated over a wood fire in a bio metal container. When the stones are very hot, water is thrown on them. The bath-house is arranged with wooden benches upon which one lies until profuse perspiration comes."
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