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•• THE ELIXIR OF LIFE.” Will-

iam Satehell. London : Chap-
man and Hall, Limited.

The declining "birth-rate, together with

the recognition of the heroic efforts that

scientists are making to stamp out hith-

erto incurable diseases, would seem to

have furnished the subject for this re-

markable book, which readers will find

difficult to ake seriously, though it is suf-

ficiently evident that the author intends
the book to be taken seriously. From

time immemorial the inventor or propa-

gandist of a new thing, idea or scheme,
has been deemed by his fellows as more

or less mad, yet has lived to find that

judgment revoked. And he would, in-

deed, be a foolish man that would

declare positively that it is outside the

realms of possibility that an antidote

should be discovered that should not only
wipe out hitherto incurable diseases, but

should render man hereafter immune from
that and lesser diseases, fiut an elixir

that shall give immortality to man is be-

yond man’s skill to discover. And in this

assumption madness lies. Immortality
belongs to the gods, and is in no wise a

human aspirations, and especially a sex

less immortality on earth. The scenes are

laid partly on the high seas, on which the

s.s. Wainm was ploughing her way from

England to New' Zealand, via Teneriffe,
the Cape and Tasmania (having on board
a full complement of passengers, chief

amongst whom were the characters of

this story), and partly on a fictitious

island somewhere between the Cape and

Tasmania1, The voyage had been an

eventful one, what with the death of a

consumptive saloon passenger, the sui-

cide of his brother—who had also In-

herited the fell disease, and had deemed

it less cowardly to die by his own hand

than to live a burden and a menace" to

the living, though his death left his only
sister and relative alone and comfortless

—and a case of insanity in the steerage.
After leaving the Cape the Waima had

met with bad weather, the violence of

which had caused the destruction of her

propeller. After drifting for some

weeks, during which some very

pretty comedies had been taking
place on board, the Waima

goes ashore on the island before men-

tioned, and during the enforced stay on

this island the climax pf the story is

readied. The ship’s doctor, Alan Vincent,
had long been conducting a series of ex-

periments on bacteriology with a view to

the perfecting of a serum which he

claimed would render humans immune

from disease. While on the island sev-

eral of the passengers had trapped some

little animals which Vineent recognised
as being marsupials. Singularly enough
the animals proved to be neuters, and

though a great many others were found,
not one of them proved to be perfect
male or female. Vincent then proceeded
to experiment on them, and finding them

immune "from disease, though he injected
the most deadly diseases into their bod-

came to the conclusion that as death

and disease came in with sex, so will

disease cease to be when humans become

sexless. And in the declining birth-rate

he assumes that nature is preparing the

was for a sexless population w ho, through
immunity from disease, shall become im-

mortal.

“Juat now," Ii? said, apparently going
oft at a tahgeut, ‘‘you spoke of the serum

as a universal germicide, but it is only

incidentally a germicide: Hint is, perhaps,
after all, one of the least of its functions.
You know that in the old days of chival-

ry it was the practice of knights to cham-

pion certain person g, even occasionally
ideas; you remember the case of the cham-

pion of the crown, who throws out ills

challenge at the coronation. Well, that

is Hie idea I derive from tile vital principle
in this sertini — a champion of life; some-

thing that is hot merely capalde of an-

nihilating the creatures who make for death,
but is itself beneficent, even life-giving. We
know that there are many forms of bac-
teria which are innocuous to the human
body, and that there are some, perhaps
many, whose action Is wholly beneficent. It
Is only a few steps forward to the con-

ception of an organism immortally destruc-
tive of disorder. ‘ Round to order ns the
planets are bound to their spheres. There
is nothing outrageous in the theory; nothing
even Improbable. How does the embryo in

an acorn order all its subsequent accre-

tions into an oak tree? And the myriad
cells of the human body, are they not all in
spired with the love of order, which means

health, and hatred of disorder, which means

disease? Were the inspiration towards or-

der perfect, the body would be incapable
of self-destruction, and with the perfec-
tion of the other impulse would come com-

plete immunity from the attacks of ex-

traneous organisms, and thus the whole
fabric of disease would be swept clean
away.

“Well, there is the theory: time only
can prove it; but in the meanwhile we are

not without evidence that is, at least, sig-
nificant. In the first place, there is the

complete, almost instantaneous, steriliza-

tion of all disease cultures I have been able
to experiment with; in the second, there
is the rapid subjugation and ultimate an-
nihilation of disease germs strongly estab-

lished in a human body; in the third, there
is the immunity, probably lifelong, con-

ferred by one injection of the serum.”
Westland arrested him with a motion

of his hand.

“What evidence is there of that?” he
asked.

“Let me ask you a question in turn —

Whence do you suppose I derived the serum
injected into yoUT veins a week ago?”

“From the little marsupials, certainly.”
“You are wrong: it was prepared from

my own blood. I told you I had experiment-
ed with disease cultures, previously dictor-
ed with the serum. I told you that disease
had failed to appear, but I did not add
that the vital principle of the elixir had
colonized my body. I repair that omission
now. I say that one inoculation gives im-
munity, because it was the impossibility
of getting a reaction in my own person
that drove me to experiment with another’s;
and I say that the immunity is probably
life-long, because unless the organisms are
capable of losing their virtue, I can con-
ceive no power able to eliminate them
from my body or yours.”

is the most astonishing thing vet.”Westland remarked.
“But now, is the organism capable of

losing its virtue? because, if it is not. there
must follow a consequence beside whlcn.
the elimination of the disease — itself a
tremendous issue —

palls into insignifi-
cance. The only answer we can get to
this question is derived from an examina-
tion of the little marsupials; a considera-
tion of the one singularity which distin-
guishes them from all other animals. We
have found no perfect females, we have
found no males. Why? Because in all
probability there are none. Even if that
be not absolutely the truth to-day, it will
be so eventually, because Nature, lavish
as she so often appeal’s,is at heart a niggard.
She never yet gave anything for nothing,
and the moment the imperative need for
any faculty or functional organ ceases, in
that moment does she begin to remove it.

Consider the case of the banana: for un-
numbered ages man has propagated the
plant solely by suckers, and nature has re-
taliated by removing the seed; but for

the determination of man she would also
have removed the fruit. Nature may be
dull of sight for things near at hand; she
looks on all sides towards a far horizon;
but she is infinitely wise, and in the end
nothing escapes her. These animals have
not escaped her. What, then, is the In-

terpretation of their physical peculiarity,
their, probably universal, incapability of
bearing offspring? The answer lies in one

word — they are immortal.”
Westland gave an exclamation of in-

credulity.
“Immortal, Of course, in the restricted

sense that they can only be destroyed by
physical violence or starvation, itself a kind

of violence,” Vincent continued calmly
“Had there been on this island a carniv-
orous animal capable of catching and de-
vouring them, we might have found the
asexuation arrested in exact proportion
to the cunning of their enemy; but they
have probably never known enemies, and
the work of nature may therefore have
been comparatively rapid, and, as I say,
it is in all probability completed. But if
it be so, if there be no longer a creature
amongst them capable of reproducing its
kind, then we must ask ourselves. How
long has it been so? Is it a matter of years
or of centuries? Go back in your mind
to that period in their history when na-
ture’s work, consequent on the develop-
ment of Jfie marvellous organisms in their
blood, was only half accomplished; as many
perfect animates were born as there were
neuters. The rest is a simple matter of

the calculation of the chances. If all alike
were only to be destroyed by violence, what
kind of a period of time must have elaps-
ed before every one of those perfect crea-
tures had ceased to exist? Are we not
forced to the conclusion that the age of
every one of these animals now alive on

the island must be reckoned, not in cen-
turies, but in thousands of years?”
“It would seem so,” Westland admitted,

“if the premises are correct. They may
perish in the winter from the severity of
the weather, hut if that were so one would
hardly expect to find them so numerous
as they actually are. No; unless for some
reason the perfect animals were destroyed
by the neuters, your conclusion seems in-

evitable; and in
any event, whatever may

be the age of the youngest, there must

be some whose years run Into thousands.”
“Exactly; and if we suppose — which is

not an unreasonable supposition — that the
conditions of this island have been prac-

tically the same for several thousands of
years, then, unless there was a time when
these animals displayed to one another a

ferocity they do not now possess, bow
rare must have been thehappening of an ac-
cident sufficient to cause death. For, Phi-
lip. these creatures are not easily de-

stroyed; their flesh heals with marvellous

rapidity, aud even the ingestion of poisons
has no effect on them. However, that is th©

Case as it stands for the indestructible
virtue of the champion of life — at all
events in ‘their- bodies. There remains ahe
consideration of diseases, if there be really
such, which are not due to the presence
of inimical organisms from outside, but

either to a sort of rebellion or inertness of
the natural cells; and here all we have
to go upon is that significant little varia-
tion between your temperature and the
normal. There may have been a rise of
my own temperature, but, if so, it was
of short duration aud unnoticeahle; the

effect, therefore, is not a general one.

Something must explain the variation in
your case: something must be going on
in your body, quietly and unobtrusively,
yet persistently. What is it? Is it not pos-
sible that long dormant cells have been
reinspired with that spirit of order with-
out which health is impossible; that they
are building up starved nerves, toning and
tuning the whole body into the major key
of life? Philip, do not build too strongly
on the word of one who has ventured to
dream beyond the limits of his reason,
yet 1 will tell you now what I believe to
be in store for you: weeks, probably months,
perhaps even years, during which your tem-
perature will remain as it is now; then, a
gradual subsidence to the normal. But
when that point is reached, there will not
be a cell in yout body that does not move
in complete subservience to the well-being
of the whole, aud you will enjov perfect
health.”

So ingenious are Mr. Satchell’s theor-
ies that the reader (Agrippa-like) will
be “almost persuaded” to believe. But
man, in the aggregate, lives in the pre-
sent, and a sexless world bereft of sweet

chubby faces and the pattering of tiny
feet, will have no charm for him, how-
ever the biped of' the future may view
sexlessness. The story closes with the
safe arrival in port of the Waima and

her passengers, half a dozen of whom,
being innoculated with the perfected
serum, or “elixir of life,” are. doomed to
immortality, on this planet we presume,
since Mr. Satchell does not promise them

deportation. Of the principal male char-

acter, Vincent, the less said the better,
except that he is patently an immortal
as evinced by his absolute lack of
morals. “Westland,” who allowed him-
self to be experimented upon at the
risk of his life, in order to benefit suf-
fering humanity, is worthy enough,
though decidedly eccentric in other mat-
ters, as is also “Street,” the steerage
passenger, who proved himself to be
“the man of the hour” after the acci-
dent to the Waima. The rules framed by
Street for the government of the settle-
ment on the island are admirably con-
ceived and as admirably carried out.
In Street, Mr. Satchell has created a

type which true Socialists are trying to
discover. It is not- possible to withhold a

strong meed of admiration for the in-
genious arguments Mr. Satchell has ad-
duced in favour of his theories. Nor
has he neglected to point out the power
for evil the possessor of an “elixir of
life” would have if he were inclined
to evil. In no case is the suggestion
to be commended that life, even though
burdened by disease, may be brought to
an end untimely. Of ’ the desire for

premature death, Sir Edwin Arnold has
said:

“Lest one long over’ much to die,
And so lose purpose of earth.”

Nor is the idea to be tolerated for a

moment that because a man or woman
has mated unwisely, that it gives him or

hei any right to break down the laws
of God and. the laws framed by man
for the protection of society by the
taking of another mate while the first
is still alive, even though the consent

.of the first lias been obtained, and to
justify such second union in the name

of love is to add insult to injury. Such
specious argument as the following car-
ries its own condemnation on the face
of it: “To deceive the world where the
deception involves no injury is the pre-
rogative of the individual.” ’ Mr. Satchel}
will doubtless have read. “Our acts our

witnesses are.” If the principal female
characters of this book are the type
Nature is going to choose as the

pioneers of the new immortality, well!

they deserve it! It is greatly to be re-

gretted that a writer of Mr. Satchell’s
talent should not employ that talent to
more useful purpose than the arrogating
of the divine power to man, indicative
though it may be of the trend of the

thought of the age we live in. We are

Indebted to Messrs. Wildman and Arey
■for our copy of this extraordinarily
interesting though untenalde book.

DELTA.

“THE COMPAXFS SERVANT."
B. M. Croker. London : George
Bell and Sons.

Mrs. Crocker has given us nothing
better than this book, the plot of
which, while not new, is admirably and
naturally developed. The principal
scenes are laid in Tani-Kul and Ootaca-
■nund, Southern India, whither the hero,
John Vernon, had drifted, hopelessly
enough, after being banished from Eng-
land. home and fortune with a charge of
theft hanging over his head.

At the time the story opens, Vernon
had been stationed for some years at
Tani-Kul, first as porter, but latterly as

head guard on the Government Railway,
and had earned the respect both of his
superiors and his subordinates by the
conscientious performance of his duties.
He had at first hoped against hope that
his cousin Lucilla, who was the real

culprit, would clear his name and give
him that chance he so longed for of
entering the army. But Lucilla had
made no sign, and Vernon had, as was

usual with him, thrown all his heart into
his work, displaying the same esprit de

corps that had characterised his

demeanour at Charterhouse and later at

Sandhurst.
How Vernon narrowly escapes an un-

fortunate entanglement with a Eurasian,
and how he makes the acquaintance of

Beatrice Anninger—whom lie eventually
marries—is brightly and succinctly told
by Mrs Croker, from the beginning of
the book to the end, where Vernon re-

turns home, completely exonerated, and
as the prospective heir of Lord Rother-
ham, his uncle.

Beatrice Anninger is an exceedingly
pleasing creation, whether as the wilful

runaway from her frivolous stepmother,
or as the defender of Vernon’s honour.

How far a man is justified in taking
another’s sins on his shoulders is worked
out in this story, which must be read
to be fully apreciated. Mrs Croker

is never more felicitous than in the de-
piction of Anglo-Indian life, and in “The
Company’s Servant ” her readers will be

more than satisfied that her pen has not

outstripped their interest. Our copy is

from Messrs. Wildman and Arey.

DELTA.

Open sesame Hunyadi JAnos Water is the

“open sesame" of the humanorganism. Speedy,
sure, and gentle, it fulfils every indication m

health and disease. It is a therapeutical ar-

senal in itself. Indispensable to millions of

human beings all over the world.

HAVE YOU TRIED THIS

FACE CREAM YET?

Do so now. It will remove all dirt and
dust that soap and watercannotreach, from
the

pores, and keep your skin softandclear.
It is the one thing that will enable your com-

plexion to withstand the dry heat of the
Australianclimate.

Whatever the weather, Oatine wilt not gobad. It contains noanimal fator dangerous
mineral salts, being made from pure fresh
oats. It does not grow hair. Men use it
after shaving.

Get a jar of Oatine now. It costs

2/, or a larger size, holding four
times the amount, 3/6.

To be obtainedat all chemists, stores,
etc., throughout Australia*

The two sons of Mr.

Chas. A. Finch, Ph. C.

M.P.S., “Kuranda,”
Boyce St., Glebe Point,

Sydney, N.S.W., were

both cured of a very

severe cough and cold

with one bottle of Dr.
Sheldon’s NewDiscovery.
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