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CHAPTER I. - HOW PERFECT

HEALTH CAME TO ME





My object in writing this book is

to give to humanity, suffering with disease, that which has been

given to me—the knowledge of PERFECT HEALTH-HOW TO GET IT,

AND HOW TO KEEP IT.


We know only what we experience in

our own lives. I shall, therefore, give only what I know by my own

experience, and what I have thoroughly tested and have incorporated

into my own life. I have the knowledge of the way to the " Abundant

Life," which is Perfect Health, and I am glad to give what has been

given to me in such large measure, even at the risk of being

considered egotistical, because so much of what I shall write will

be personal, for I cannot tell how to get Perfect Health without

telling how it carne to me.


I shall also give testimony from a

few of the many thousands who have followed my example and have

received similar benefit. It will be my aim to make the statement

of facts clear, definite, logical, scientific and convincing so

that the reader may see the truth and be led to accept it.


In 1883 the idea carne to me that "

Twenty Years of Congress from 1861 to 1881 " by James G. Blaine

would be a valuable contribution to the historical literature of

the United States. That period of the life of this great republic

had been the most eventful in the country's history, Mr. Blaine had

been one of the most conspicuous actors in it, having been a member

of Congress, in the House and Senate, for nearly all that period,

and, by his great natural ability and culture, he was eminently

qualified to be the historian.


I made the contract with Mr. Blaine

in October, 1883, to write the history, and in Feb., 1884, the

press of the country announced the forthcoming publication. I

proceeded at once to put it on the market through canvassing

agents. The announcement of the work by such an eminent author

created an unusual interest throughout the entire country and

extended to foreign countries. Seventeen-thousand agents were

employed during the first year in selling the history. The burden

of the publication of this work and the care of all the agents

rested entirely upon me, and all this in addition to an old

established publishing business. For three years I had the

responsibility and did the work that should have been divided among

three or four men.


The result of this was that, in

1886, I broke down completely in health, losing the use of my left

lung and my nervous system seeming to be a complete wreck. The

celebrated Dr. Henry I. Bowditch of Boston, who was one of my

physicians, said he never knew a man to be as sick as I was with

pleurisy, pneumonia, and other complications, and live, and the

only reason that I did live was that my system was entirely free

from alcohol and tobacco. Another of my physicians said that my

left lung was " a foregone conclusion," and that I could never

again be a well man; that I must give up business and simply take

care of myself for the remainder of my life which might, with good

care, be continued for some years.


I replied that I would not do that;

that a man might as well be dead as alive, if he could not work,

for there is no place in this world for a man who does not work. I

struggled on for eight long, weary years " fighting for life." My

physicians did all that was in their power to do for me through

their knowledge of the materia medica; through diet and by change

of air and climate, sending me wherever they thought I could get

benefit; to the seashore, to the country, to the mountains and to

Europe, but all without avail.


After a desperate fight of so many

years with disease, I was ready to give up the battle and give to

the enemy the victory. I was literally worn and tired out, and felt

that the grave was the only place where I could find rest. There

was no enjoyment for me in the bare existence that was mine, no

beauty, no sweetness, no strength, no life. All was darkness and

suffering, because disease was in control of my being, instead of

health. This was my condition in May, 1894.


Among the agents employed to

introduce " Twenty Years of Congress " was Mr. B of Meadville, Pa.,

a gentleman of education, a teacher of twenty-fives' year

experience. He was said by some to be the best platform speaker in

Western Pennslyvania. In my first interview with him, I saw that he

was addicted to the use of alcoholic liquors and tobacco, but said

nothing to him about it. He was very successful in selling " Twenty

Years of Condress," but after a time he dropped out. As he had been

so successful


in selling books, I wrote him from

time to time, trying to get him to work again. After about two

years he wrote me that I had been very kind in following him up,

trying to get him to work, but the fact was, he had not been in a

condition to work; but that he had determined to stop drinking and

would come on and work for me again. He carne and told me his story

of suffering.


He had suffered for twenty-five

years with nervous dyspepsia in its most severe forin, caused by

the whiskey habit. It seemed to him that he had endured all the

torments of hell. After eating, he would have a nerve-storm, and no

one who had not experienced it could have any conception of his

sufferings. He could only get temporary relief by drinking-whiskey

and in that way deadening his sensibility. In that condition he had

simply existed for all those years. It was not life; it was hardly

a bare existence. A living death ! He had sought in every direction

for help;


had tried everything and every

physician that he thought could be helpful to him. As a last

resorthe had been toi the eminent N. S. Davis, M. D., of Chicago,

the Nestor of the medical profession and the highest authority on

alcoholics in this country; but ali to no purpose. His sufferings

only increased. He would go without eating for days at times to

avoid the horrible nerve-storms. This was the substance of his

story told to me of his terrible anguish for the twentyfive years

of misery. I gave him ali the encouragement I could and sent him

away to work, but no report of work carne, and I knew that the

enemy had been too strong for him, and that he could not resist him

successfully—that he was stili in his power.


Time went on until Monday, May 14,

1894, when I received a telegram from Mr. B— from New York

City, saying that he wished to see me, and asking if I would be at

home the next day. He carne and, as he entered my office, I saw at

a glance that a wonderful transformation had taken


place in him. The bloat was gone,

the black eyes shone with the luster of health and life, and his

whole appearance indicated that his nervous system had been renewed

in strength and vitality. As I greeted him with a cordial grasp of

the hand, I said, " Mr. B— how-do-you-do?" His quick reply

was, " I am all right. I have made the greatest discovery of the

age —that is a physician has—and I have helped him, and

I have come on (a distance of over five-hundred miles) to teli you

of it." He then told me the story of his experience; of his

marvelous cure of nervous dyspepsia, from which he had suffered, as

I have before stated.


I will give the substance of his

account of the cure, which was indeed marvelous. In Meadville, his

home, lived a manufacturer, Mr. H--, who several years before

developed a cough which indicated a tendency to that terrible

scourge, consumption. He put himself under the care of physicians

who prescribed for him, besides


the customary drugs, whiskey. As

the cough grew worse the physicians ordered more whiskey, until the

time carne when he was taking a quart a day. A few months previous

to Mr. B—'s visit to me, he was told that Mr. H— was

very low and would probably not live but a few days. As he had

always held friendly relations with Mr. H— he called to see

,him and found him in a very feeble condition, coughing

continuously, and reduced almost to the skeleton condition. Mr.

B— felt that from appearances Mr. H— could live but a

few days. Gradually, for many years, Mr. H— had been gliding

down the hill of disease, until it seemed that the grave was just

before him; that he was on its brink and that the old enemy, death,

was about to claim its victim. Mr. H—P was suffering so

intensely that he asked Mr. B— if he would call Dr. E. H.

Dewey, (whom he had never employed,) that perhaps he might do

something for him that would relieve him. Mr. B—was surprised

that he should wish to call Dr. Dewey, for the doctor had the

reputation of starving his patients, and Mr. H— in his weak

and almost skeleton condition certainly needed nourishment, and

much of it, and not starvation.


Mr. B— found Dr. Dewey and

gave him Mr. H—'s message, saying at the same time, " I think

he can not live more than ten days, but you can probably make those

few days more comfortable." When Dr. Dewey called, Mr. B— was

present and after a careful diagnosis of the case, the Dr. said, "

Mr. H—, you are a very feeble man, but I think you have a

bare chance for life, and if you will do just as I tell you, I will

try to help you." Mr. H— said he would do it. At this time he

was taking a quart of whiskey a day and the bottle then stood on

the table half filled. Dr. Dewey said to him, " Take no more

whiskey. Every drop you have ever taken has been an injury to you.

Eat nothing until natural hunger comes. Drink cold water when


thirsty. This course is the only

one in the world that can help you." The Dr. explained to him what

the sensation of natural hunger is; prescribed no drugs; gave him

an injection of morphine in his arm and left.


Mr. B— was astonished at such

advice as this. It seemed to him almost idiotic. This man, nearly a

skeleton, certainly needed nourishment, and it was sure suicide for

him to adopt such a course as Dr. Dewey had prescribed.


Physiology had been Mr. B—'s

favorite study and his interest had been so thoroughly awakened by

the doctor's prescription that he determined to watch this case

with the closest care. He called on Mr. H every day to see what the

result would be. The first day he called, the whiskey remained

untouched; Mr. H— had eaten nothing because there was no

natural hunger. To Mr. B 's surprise the cough was not quite as

severe and he appeared to have a little more strength.


The second day he called and the

improvement had continued. No whiskey-taking, no eating; simply

drinking cold water when thirsty. The third day he called and he

could see a marked improvement in the lessening of the cough, and

an increase of strength, and this without anything taken into the

system except cold water. On the afternoon of the third day natural

hunger carne and Mr. H— called for a meal of bread,

lamb-chops, potatoes and other vegetables which he ate with the

keenest relish, reminding him of the hunger of boyhood days.


The improvement went on from day to

day, Mr. H— never eating except when hunger called for food,

and drinking cold water when natural thirst called for liquid. In a

comparatively short time he was able to take charge of his factory,

something he had not done for years. Mr. B— gave me all these

facts, and afterward they were corroborated by Mr. H— who

wrote me very particularly, covering his experience with " many

physicians " and with Dr. Dewey.


A deep impression was made on Mr.

B—'s mind. It seemed to him that Mr. H—'s recovery was

a miracle. It certainly was the most marvelous cure that ever carne

under his observation, and he said, " If Dr. Dewey can perform such

a wonderful cure as in the case of Mr. H— in so short a time,

why can he not cure me of this awful nervous dyspepsia?" Acting

upon this suggestion of his mind, he called upon Dr. Dewey and

said, "Doctor, you are aware of my deep interest in Mr. H— 's

case. I have watched it intensely. I thought when you first called

on him that he could not live above ten days. His recovery seems to

me like a miracle." The Dr. replied, " If he had continued the

treatment he was having, he probably would have lived not more than

ten days, for he was very near to the skeleton condition. But the

improvement did not surprise me, for I have been practicing the

same treatment with my patients for more than twenty years." Said

Mr. B—, " If you can do so much for a man as near to death as

Mr. H— was, why can you not cure me of this nervous dyspepsia

from which I have suffered for more than twenty-five years? " To

this the Doctor replied very promptly. " You can be cured very

easily, but not by drugs. Drugs never cured anybody and never will.

We can sometimes use a drug to rest a man when he has suffered with

pain so intensely and so long that he feels that he cannot endure

it longer, and must have a little respite that he may gather

himself up so as to continue the battle for his life, But the

benefit received is not of a healing nature. The true healing power

is in Nature herself. Mr. B—, if you will follow my ad-vice

strictly as did Mr. H— you will be cured easily and

speedily." Mr. B—'s response was that he would follow the

doctor's instructions implicitly. Dr. Dewey then explained to him

what natural hunger is, and stated that if he would abstain

entirely from eating until that hunger should come,—drinking

cold water when thirsty,— that when he had the natural hunger

he would be a well man; that the natural hunger would not come

until the disease was conquered; that to wait until it should come

was the safest thing in the world for him to do. Mr. B— said

to Dr. Dewey1 that he would follow his instructions to the letter,

and it was easy as well as delightful for him to do this, for when

he abstained from food there were no nerve-storms for which he had

felt he must take the poisonous whiskey to paralyze sensation.
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