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disagreeable pain in my back, between the spine and right shoulder
blade, and equally strong pains through the hollows of my knees,
whilst the remainder of my body was in a generally dejected con-
dition, and my mind was an absolute “ blank ” unless I taxed it to
think. Mr. KELLGREN at once began to examine and treat the
nerves all over my head and body, which responded in a remark-
able manner by vibrating under his fingers, most of them evidently
being entirely unstrung. He by degrees (in about 25 minutes)
succeeded by these means and by giving me one of his “*Stomach
Exercises,” consisting of-a rotating movement of the stomach
from left to right, in freeing me of all perceptible pain, after
which he left me in a state of absolute ease and comfort, to sleep
a very fair night’s rest and to get contentedly through the next day
(Friday) when about seven o'clock in the evening, Mr. KELLGREN
paid me his second call.

I partook both on Thursday and Friday of Arrowroot and
milk only, and did not take a drop of medicine, as this is an article
not known in Mr. KEeLLGrREN'S method of cure. Friday
evening the treatment was equally beneficial, and the night com-
paratively quiet, I seeing in my dreams only dead objects, as
tools, ustensils and other implements. The fever, however
evidently now was on the increase, a layer of white deposit
had settled upon my tongue, covering it equally to the very tip,
to the thickness of several sheets of letter paper. I had all the
time a slight easy cough, evidently proceeding more from the
stomach than from the chest and with it I began to throw up
a white frothy matter of the same or kindred substance as the
layer on my tongue. I spent the third day with the same
amount of comfort both to mind and body, even, writing a
letter in my bed and gave my instructions about business matters
in the morning and during the day. Mr. KELLGREN came about
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and my reasoning sounder than I know it to be in the ordinary
way. I possessed the utmost sang-froid, was laughing to scorn the
goblins of Messrs. Breughel and Zwott, encouraging them not to
be sparing of their pitchforks, oil, fire, and other pleasant imple-
ments and elements, declaring these doings as humbug, which
I did not believe in and debating with all freedom the question of
my religious creed, being as ready and as happy to die as to live,

~ Apropos of this former eventuality, I had a telegram ready
in my mind to send to my brother-inlaw in Germany, saying I
was given up and going to die, would he come to console his poor
sister and arrange matters.

All these doings in my brain may serve as a proof that it was
at work and strong fever at hand, also that my nerves were under.
going a strain that was fully up to concert pitch,

The hours waned to three o'clock, and I began to feel tired
out from the effect of the everlasting processions of white bas-
reliefs before my mind’s eye, the room began to get cold, so I
called up the servant, had the fire lit, a gas jet lighted, and a
red blanket hung before it, so as at last again to have a colour
before my eyes.

In quiet meditation of this object and being very tired, I
managed to fall asleep very soon afterwards, and than I snatched
a few hours of pretty calm rest from the early morn, before I was
awakened by the general stir about the house. At eight o'clock
in rushed Mr. Kellgren ; he had been calculating the chances of a
crisis, and was at his post somewhat perplexed as it appeared at
the rather low and weak condition he found me in. I soon
explained the reason by relating to him my restlessness during
the night, and on asking him what he thought of my then state of
health and chances of recovery, he told me they were very hopeful
and satisfactory. I noticed that he gave me more careful and
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a sensation of such great delight that I had to light the candle
fearing a repetition of this overawing sensation.

At seven o’clock, the sun shining merrily through my window,
I awoke, feeling like newly born in body and mind, with the
morning air rushing through my lungs and body, which made me
feel as if I were upon one of the highest mountains of my late
parents native country (Switzerland). I felt like Pheenix just
risen from the purifying element of fire, my mind as calm, as pure,
and I must say as noble as it is possible to conceive. It was
evident that the last vestige of fever had fled from my body.

The night from Thursday to Friday was a quiet and
thoroughly satisfactory one. Mr. Kellgren having reduced his
visits to one that day.

Friday to Saturday night had, however, its fresh troubles and
charms. I had been up on Good Friday for about seven hours,
had had my first variation of food (which had hitherto consisted
of weak Tea, Arrowroot, Milk, Barley Soup, or an egg beaten upin
a glass of milk), namely a boiled sole. This treat was brought up
to me by the servant, who unfortunately, out of ignorance or good
nature, brought a small piece of bread with it, which I, not know-
ing differently, considered as my ordained due, and ate it with the
fish, as according to good old English fashion (using the fork and
bread) I was entitled to do. Itturned out afterwards that this piece
of bread, of which, however, I did not eat the crust, was forbidden
fruit to me, according to instructions that had been left about my
diet, and that I was not to have eaten even the smallest morsel of
solid food. However, the thing was done, and I must say that I did
not feel any ill consequences of it while I was about in the after-
noon. I went to bed about six o'clock, and to sleep about eight ;
had a very wholesome sleep up to about half-past ten, when I woke,
feeling a very serious sting and pains through the right part of my
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film, and only now and then a messenger seemed to come outstraight
from the lungs, showing his wherefrom by a tinge of bluish black.

About twelve o'clock and without feeling the least fatigued
from my selfinflicted exercises I went off into a second series of
very sound sleep, lasting till towards three o'clock, when I again
woke; the pains were very similar to those experienced on my
first waking, but very very much less, and instead of baing in
the lungs they seemed to be about their linings only, for this
time it was by calm and gentle rubbing over the surface of the
chest and sides, and not by minute searches after the pain in
detail that I found most relief. Less than an hour’s labour of love
sufficed for this once to send me off into a delicious sleep again,
and when I awoke, about five o’clock, it was under a sense of the
utmost comfort intensified this time even to voluptuousness.

Herewith I knew the inflammation of the lungs, or at all
events the worst of it, have been overcome.

The night from Saturday to Sunday was a poor and played-
out repetition of the previous night. I slept very well, but woke
up every now and then to clear my throat from the froths settled
there, got rid of the gases by retching, &c., doing this by stomach
exercises, and vibrations of the throat as before and it passed off
altogether satisfactorily.

In the morning I felt some new pain in the lower part of my
body, and not having experienced them before, I resolved, without
feeling frightened, to send after Mr. Kellgren to ask him to see
to its removal. He came towards ten o'clock, but before he had
put in his appearance, I had myself as much as cured myself by
drinking a deal of water. It was evident that this time the liver
was at work, wishing in its turn to get rid of all superfluous matter
hanging about it. I retched very strongly, and had an inclination
to vomit; out it came presently in several darkish brown lumps of






14

I give my name and address in full below, in order that
anyone of my readers who may consider tihs narrative a piece
of fiction, may write to me, when I shall be happy to answer, as
my leisure time permits, all querries upon this article that may be
addressed to me, and I now once more recapitulate in short
outline the nature and development of my disorders.

They were without doubt a severe attack of Typhoid Fever and
inflammation of the Lungs, contracted through taking cold, while
still in a state of perspiration.

By the treatment received during 14 separate visits, the
attack was quenched by this manual treatment, and all bad
matter finally thrown out of my bedy by—

1. An almost daily action of the bowels ;

2. The passing of urine which at first was of a
darkish red colour, leaving a strong deposit
on the chamber utensils, but being now like
weak camomile tea;

3. A continuous expectoration of a frothy matter
from the stomach, coatings of the wind-pipe,
throat, &c., clearings of film from the lungs,
and also in the shape of bile from the liver;

4. Slight but pretty frequent bleedings from the
nose, a few drops at a time;

5. Very wholesome, and even almost continuous
perspiration during the last 5 days at least.

The crisis set in on the third day, the Fever was got rid of
on the 7th day, the Inflammation of the Lungs on the gth, and
final healing accomplished on the 13th day from that of the
beginning of the disorders.

Nores oF THE WrITER.—The above narrative was writien between March
98th, and Easter-Monday, April 2nd, with the exception of the recapitulation
of events which was added to it on April 4th, the day of final Cure.

C. Obach, 314, Brizton Road, London, S.W.















