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ITcontrol
is not surprising that the theory which assigns the future to the
of the working-class should meet with opposition. In
the first place there is the natural conservative instinct which resists
drastic changes because they upset the established order. Secondly, the self-int.erest. of those at present in control feels itself threatened, and, thirdly, the example of a proletarian regime afforded by
Russia may not be found encouraging by those who value our
civilization. It is not my purpose in the present article to defend
the reaction arising from an instinctive conservatism, or to offer an
apologia for the possessing class. But the attitude of those whose
dislike of what has happened under Moscow's government leads
them to dread the prospect of a proletarian civilization deserves
attention.
It is the belief of the present writer that the transference of power
from the bourgeoisie to the workers has become inevitable. This
however, as we shall see, is a very different thing from saying that
the outcome is bound to be on the lines of the Communist experiment. On the contrary, it may turn out to be something which
~ven those who most dread the prospective change will welcome.
For the continuance of human progress, Providence adopts a
method which may be compared to that of the farmer when he
turns over the soil. Races whose vitality has been exhausted by
long tenure of power and wealth are succeeded by those whose
energies have been lying fallow. The plow-share of history, for
instance, turns under a decadent Roman society, and at the same
time brings to the top barbaric peoples of youthful spirit and capable
of replenishing a dying empire with new blood. "Vhat happens with
different races happens also with different classes.
The power of the feudal nobility declined through the wasting
of its best blood in useless wars and the growth of luxurious habits
which drained its former virility. Since the cost of war and extravagance could be met only by taxing the new burgher class,
these latter were able to exact charters which became the foundation
of their civic liberties and a powerful factor in their increasing social
importance. The growth of international COIl1..merce, the invention
of the printing-press and other changes still further fostered the
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development of a bourgeoisie interested but little in war, but greatly
interested in trade. Gradually through the Middle Ages the social
centre of gravity was shifted from the court and camp to the
market-place. Even those of aristocratic birth were glad to identify
themselves with merchant or craft guilds (as, for instance, did
Dante) for the sake of exercising civic infiuence. The transference
of power goes on apace through the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries.
By the seventeenth century the London merchants were strong
enough to execute the King and place a nominee of their own in his
place. This bourgeois element created its own characteristic
culture. The age of romanticism was dead. Arthur and his
knights no longer roamed in search of adventures. The practical
age had dawned, and its advent was signalised by that astounding
poetic genius and successful business man, William Shakespeare,
Esquire, of New Place, Stratford on Avon. For overfourhundred
years this middle-class has dominated western civilization. It has
created its distinctive political forms, its special type of education,
its own art and literature.
The Great War shook the edifice it had built to the foundations,
and the Russian Revolution, the fruit of a long process of proletarian
progress, proved an even more disturbing force. Just as the
bourgeoisie had ousted the feudal nobility, so is it being itself ousted
by the class which its large-scale industry created in the cities of
Europe and America. The signs of its downfall are literally too
numerous to mention; they meet us at every point. We are witnessing a momentous transition from the bourgeois civilization in which
the older among us grew up, to something as different as industrial
and commercial America is different from the world that saw the
Crusades.
This is not a question of right or wrong. It is not something
on which we can take sides. I t is like the merging of the seasons,
like the succession of the tides. We are merely stating an objective
historical fact. Once more let us remind ourselves that it is necessary to distinguish between the advent to power of the proletariat
and the particular form taken by the social revolution in Russia.
So far from the two being identical, it may be questioned whether
the Communist regime does truly express the genius of proletarianism, and whether some other form of society will not do this more
accurately. In any case we must distinguish between the historical
fact and the ideological interpretation which has been given of the
fact.
Marx attributed the class-war with its resulting dictatorship
of the workers to material causes. Capitalism, he said, had created
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conditions which must inevitably lead to its downfall and the
triumph of the proletariat. His materialistic interpretation of
history, by eliminating all spiritual and moral factors, ruled out an
explanation of the succession of classes which is much easier to
understand since it lies nearer to our experience.
In The Empire of Business Andrew Carnegie wrote; "It is the
fashion nowadays to bewail poverty as an evil, to pity the young
man who is not born with a silver spoon in his mouth, but I heartily
subscribe to President Garfield's doctrine that 'the richest heritage
a young man can be born to is poverty'. I make no idle prediction
when I say that it is from that class thot the good and the
great will spring. It is not from the sons of the millionaire or the
noble that the world receives its teachers, its martyrs, its inventors,
its statesmen, its poets or even its men of affairs. It is from the
cottage of the poor that all these spring ... There is nothing so
deadly in its effects upon the qualities which lead to the highest
achievement, moral or intellectual, as hereditary wealth." It is
indeed a commonplace that, while the luxury begotten of unearned
income ennervates, the struggles, privations and oppressions to
which the poor are liable are calculated to produce an heroic temper,
a sense of social solidarity and powers of endurance qualifying the
possessor thereof for leadership. The truth of the saying "The first
shall be last and the last first" is thus seen to lie in the very nature
of things.
Carnegie spoke according to the ideas of an individualistic era.
He had in mind the man who rose out of his class and entered the
class above him. But the principle he enunciated is applicable to
the working-class as a whole. The solidarity of the workers makes
this latter interpretation of the principle more relevant to the
contemporary situation than the promotion of the individual worker.
But poverty with its accompanying circumstances, while
fostering certain qualities calculated to secure success, begets in the
victim two different and contrary reactions. Apart from the
dull apathy which is too often its effect, it may either produce
in the victims a fierce resentment against those deemed responsible,
or it may endow them with a wisdom far excelling anything to be
learned in the schools and with a charity that extends beyond
national and class frontiers. Poverty, like fire and water, may
prove destructive or helpful. I t may give us the bloody revolutionist intent only on revenging himself or the social prophet proclaiming an authority more powerful even than that of greed. If at the
present time the first-named is more articulate, let it not be forgotten that we owe a very large measure of that social idealism
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which is one of the features of our time to those who received their
schooling in the darkness of the mine or amid the whirring wheels
of the factory. The spiritual and moral leadership of the poor is
no less obvious than the types of eminence mentioned by Andrew
Carnegie. The most momentous movement in history, it will be
remembered, was initiated by a village Carpenter and His peasant
following.
That these two types stand for two different kinds of civilization will be clear. While both may claim to be proletarian, they
will differ in every essential point. While the one will be material-.istic, the other will seek to establish society on a spiritual basis.
II' the first case we may expect a severely regimented society and
the mass mind, while in the second due regard will be paid to the
dignity of the human personality. The rival ideologies will deal
in a markedly different way wLh the traditional institutions of
the family and private property. They will have in common the
conceptic n of the citizen as a worker, but while under a materialistic
regime th.. worker will be subordinated to the machine, in the other
case work \vill be honored as ennobling the worker. The contrast
is further offered between a society consisting of one class which has
absorbed or' destroyed the other classes and one, organised in occupational groups similar to the medieval guilds, which recognises the
need of a social hierarchy. That the culture represented by the two
types will exhibit fundamental divergences, need not be emphasized;
the point is obvious.
What proletarian culture means to the Russian revolutionist
we are now able to see. But the term is capable of an entirely
different interpretation, though we have yet to await its realization.
It is f>:nough to know, however, that "proletarian culture" does not
necessarily condemn us to a development of the crass materialism
which has been its first manifestation. A culture born L'1 the workshop, though it owe less to books and academic methods than
that which has flourished under the bourgeoisie, is not bound to
be barbaric. The epic of the factory has yet to be written; the
drama of the worker contending with and overcoming the inanimate
forces of nature awaits its playwright. Lyrics inspired by the
joy of honest workmanship or by the release from toil at the end
of the day are possibilities which so far our poets have not attempted
to realize. But such things are not incredible. In William
Langland's Vision oj Piers Plowman we have a glorification of
labor and a worthy tribute to the laborer, and the whole poem reflects the spirit and ideals of the medieval workers. Is it too much
to expect that the modern proletariat may find its Langland?
.AI
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Already critics are telling us, as Mr. Herbert Read has done in
Phases of Engl£sh Poetry, that the rejuvenation of literature must
come by going back to its communal origins. The critic named
even suggested that the first symptoms of such a rejuvenation may
be found in the songs and patter of the music-halls! One thing,
however, is certain: whatever a sane proletarian culture will be like,
it will challenge the traditions of the middle class.

The real educa-

tion of the workers is not achieved when we have given them a
smattering of bourgeo£s learning and the artificial polish acquired
in school and college. I t will have to be evolved by the workers
themselves, and will be a native product standing in close relationship with their daily experience. That a culture developed und'er
these conditions may give us works as noble and inspiring ~~ any
of the past, is by no means impossible. Provided that .tbe false
start, as we must regard it, which proletarian civilization has made
under the direction of Moscow, is avoided, and the soul of the workers is allowed genuine self-expression, we may be on the threshold
of a cultural age that will eclipse in real value the masterrieces of the
past.
The point on which we must insist however, even at the risk of
a wearisome reiteration, is that the struggle of the futurf; is not that
between the middle-class and the workers, as much cOlltemporary
controversy would lead one to suppose. The issue, as regards
that conflict, is settled. Marx was at least right whe.'1 he dogmatically foretold the rule of the proletariat. What he failed to
see, however, was that the class whose cause he championed would
have to make a moral choice. I t is the necessity of this choice
which gives us the real crisis to-day. Not whether Labor will
oust its predecessors, but in what manner it will exercise its power,
is the question. At the present time it stands at the parting of the
ways. The road before it is not, as is fondly imagined, straight,
but forked. Within the next few years the workers of the western
world must make decisions of a far-reaching character. The
future of mankind depends on the nature of the choice mac!p
Will they accept the lead of those hate-inspired and destructive
minded representatives of their class who claim to be the infallible
exponents of proletarian ideology? Or will they adapt to their own
class mentality and conditions the age-long spiritual traditions of
our struggling humanity? On the answer to that hangs the fate
of mankind.

BARRIE-A REMINISCENCE
A. O.

MACRAE

INrector
his remarkable address on "Courage" which he delivered as
of St. Andrews University in 1922 the late Sir James
Barrie, so deeply lamented, said: 'This is my first and last public
appearance, and I never could or would have made it except to a
gathering of "Scottish Students."
But surely his memory must have failed him, or else he considered that the eulogy he expressed concerning his great friend,
Robert Louis Stevenson, at the memorial meeting in Edinburgh
shortly after the demise of that charming novelist, was not a public
appearance.
To be sure, he was not the only speaker on the rare occasion,
but it was a public meeting and largely attended. I forget the hall
in which it was held, but I well remember that the late Earl of
Rosebery was in the chair, and upon the platform were a number
of Stevenson's friends and admirers. Among them were Sir Sidney
Colvin, who was to write his biography; S. R. Crockett, the wellknown author of Scottish lore, and James Barrie (not yet honoured
with knighthood.)
In finely chosen language, for which Lord Rosebery was so
noted, the late Earl paid a splendid tribute to his fellow countryman. And in the course of his address he said something that came
as a bit of a shock to some of the clergy who were present. In
referring to the form which the memorial should take, he said he
trusted that it would not be a statue, at any rate like most of those
that were intended to adorn but certainly did not adorn Princes
street!

*

*

*

*

*

It is notorious that these same statues are, to say the least,
not exactly masterpieces. Indeed, many consider them very crude
creations. And so when the speaker went on to say that, so far
as he was concerned, he would wish that the evil spirits might enter
into them and they would rush down into the Firth of Forth and
be choked, the audience, not to mention the clerics, certainly "sat
up."
But that was, after all. but a side issue. The whole tenor of
this address was so fine, so appreciative, so sympathetic that the
audience listened in rapt admiration.
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Sir Sidney Colvin and S. R. Crockett followed with delightful
reminiscences of Stevenson: of his idiosyncrasies, his whimsicalities,
his wonderful high spirits, even though his life, like that of Pope,
was one long disease. Then Barrie arose. A little man, for, like
Zaccheus, he was little of stature but with a more than ordinarily
large head! And this is the way he began:
I have been watching very closely to see what our chairman
(Lord Rosebery), while speaking, did with his hands, but really
I have been unable to decide just what he did with them. But
as for myself, if you don't mind, I shall stick them in my pockets.
And forthwith, to the accompaniment of a chuckle on the
prut of his hearers, he promptly poked them in his coat pockets.
It was obvious he was both very shy and very nervous, evidently
quite unaccustomed, in fact, to addressing a public audience.

*

*

*

*

*

But fortunately he soon forgot himself, as he recalled his experiences of h~s great friend, Robert Louis Stevenson. Like the
other 51.leakers, he placed Stevenson above all contemporary writers
in beauty of style, in richness of imagination and in absorbing
interest. "We always looked up to him", he said, "and regarded
him as our master."
One of his amusing reminiscences had reference to Steven~on's
old hat. He always wore the same somewhat burglarious looking
hat, and in spite of expostulations, in spite of the many criticisms
and the much ridicule of his companions, he steadily continued to
wear it. So one day Barrie and another friend schemed to get him
into a haberdasher's to purchase him a hat, "but it simply did not
work", said Barrie. "We got him interested in conversation and
steered him in all right, but he so enthralled us with his own conversation that presently we found ourselves out again and on our
way, having forgotten all about the hat."
That was but another evidence of the singular charm that was
Stevenson to all his intimate friends. There was much more in the
ia1Ile vein from Barrie, and the others who testified that day of all
that this brilliant author had meant to them.
I forget what form the memorial did take, but later I learned
that a fine bronze tablet was placed in that ancient pile, St. Giles
Cathedral. And to that sanctuary no doubt, year in and year out,
many pilgrimages are made by lovers of Stevenson from all parts
of the English-speaking world.

THE THING CALLED CANCER
GEORGE

H.

MURPHY

ITmalignance
is a recognized part of wisdom to spy upon the habits and
of a resourceful enemy. With all the knowledge
obtainable, it may be no easy job to subdue him and place him
under such restraint as to procure even a fair measure of safety.
In our social life, criminal tendencies are being studied and appraised
as never before in the history of our race; civilized people have
provided in abundance all manner of reformatories, prisons, and
work-houses, in order to check the activities of the evilly disposed,
to save human life and to guard the normal progress and happiness
of society.
F or some reason, in which logic has no part, men and women do
not show the same aggressive and protective attitude towards the
enemy of controllable and partly controllable disease. And yet the
necessity for such action fairly screams for recognition. It is true
that in recent times governments are devoting more time and money
to control and prevention of disease; and the medical profession, too,
is shaking off the obsession of many centuries, that it exists for the
sole purpose of curing, not preventing, the ills of the human body.
This attitude had some measure of warrant in the centuries when
the actual agencies causing most diseases were unknown. They
did not know the real cause; therefore, how could prevention be
applied? Then came Pasteur, Lister and others, and with them,
exact causes of many diseases. On this knowledge was started
the structure of preventive medicine. It is a comparatively modest
institution yet, but it is growing apace. Its growth depends upon
the new truths extracted from nature's hidden store by men of
research, upon their application to the prevention of the ills of
human beings, and upon bringing these truths home to the public
in such a way as to arouse its interest and cooperation. Without
intelligent public support, nothing much can be accomplished in
preventive medicine. "Vith it, one can see the fulfilment of PasteUl's great message, that it is within the power of man to make
germ diseases disappear from the earth.
Take tuberculosis. When we sow cockle, we know we shall
reap cockle. When we sow tuberculosis, we reap what we have
sown, and the harvest is suffering and sorrow and often dealh.
It is a stupid farmer that carelessly spreads cockle seed in his
wheat field. Cockle can come only from cockle; tuberculosis can
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come only from tuberculosis. Every victim of tuberculosis grows
the tragic crop in his lungs, or elsewhere, from seed he got from
somebody with the disease, advanced to the seeding stage. Break
the deadly chain between spreaders and prospective victims, and
tuberculosis is doomed. Deprived of new soil in which to renew
itself, it falls under an inevitable biological law, and dies out.
Isolate the spreader; cure him, if that be possible, but see that the
seed of his disease is not sown in other soil. This is the whole
doctrine of tuberculosis control, and when its operations are perfected, the final result will be extermination of this disease. I t is
simple in principle, but the operative technique is difficult enough;
for it calls for a lot of agencies acting in cooperation with a public
well versed in the cause and manner of spread of the disease. Knowing intimately, as we do, the causative organism in tuberculosis,
we are building up an aggressive and defensive force aimed at the
very heart of the enemy, and it is my conviction that the coming
generation shall see, among many wonders, the complete suppression of the great white plague.
But tuberculosis is not the subject of this article. I bring it
in for the sake of comparisons. My theme is cancer, the second of
the major diseases of mankind. There is an essential difference in
our relations to these two enemies. In the former we know the
cause, and we know how to prevent it; in the latter, we don't
know the cause, and, therefore, we don't know how to prevent it.
We are clearly under a grievous handicap from the start. We are
obliged to alter our whole programme of warfare, and to depend
almost entirely on well disciplined frontal attacks. We can hope
only to destroy the enemy after he has taken up a position, and is
prepared to fight it out. We can't get back to his arsenals, and
his dugouts, and blow them up before he goes into action, because
we don't know where they are; up to the present, science has given
us no technique for discovering why the first hostile, rebel cell starts
in its malevolent career, and the exact nature of its earliest operations.
Sometimes a well-meaning propagandist comes out with the
statement that cancer is just as controllable as tuberculosis. It
usually makes the front page; but this is too bad, because the
statement is not true. The control of cancer comes practically
altogether under the ancient tradition and principle of the healing
art, namely, cure; that of tuberculosis, fundamentally under
the rrinciples and practices of prevention; the cure of the
tubercular person, important to him of course, is but incidental
in the great scheme of preventive control now being developed
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under the auspices of Public Health. It is just as well that
we should get this straight, because spending any part of
our time in an illusory paradise is not good for the stiff job we
have on hand of forcing from so resourceful an enemy as
cancer a reasonable compromise. And with our present knowledge, a compromise is the best we can obtain. But we have a
great field for making these terms bigger and better; by well disciplined attacks, by surgery and other agencies under our command,
to reduce to a minimum the casualties of the disease, and to make
the term of bondage of those we cannot save as satisfactory as
may be. Our operations for cancer control lie in this field, and the
natural query is, how can we help to save ourselves and others, and
deprive this bloody Moloch of his human sacrifice?
I propose setting down in simple speech some of the characteristics and habits of cancer. I apologize at the start to any ultra
formalist who may find my narrative shorn of the technical verbiage
which, I fear, too often wearies and dulls the best intentions of the
average reader. Most of what we know about cancer is really
very simple, and easily grasped. Here are some plain facts in the
life of this malignant thing.
Cancer is a living cell. The cell is the unit of life in the body.
Man's body is but a mass of living cells, varied and collected into
organs that grow and act from the infant's first drawn breath until
the last gasp of expiring old age. These are the cells as we meet
them in our everyday life; in fact their activity comes before this
period by some two hundred and eighty days. The cancer cell in
its state of innocence belongs to one of the~e great groups of body
units.
For some reason, which we do not know yet, it decides to break
away from the respectable community of its kind and begin a career
of villainy and lawlessness. I t departs from the most perfectly
organized economic structure in all creation; for the division of
labor, production, social interdependence and harmonious cooperation of all the body units make up lhat perfection which the Creator
Himself knew to be good. The rebel cell goes forth into the surrounding tissue with all its native vigor, and proceeds to create from
its own substance other cells of the same character and evil tendencies, and these in turn do likewise, so that, in what may be a
comparatively short time, millions of these outlaws are congregated
and equipping themselves for the work they have set themselves to.
This aggregaliun of cells is a cancer. In fact the parent cell, once
it breaks through into the underworld of lawlessness, is a real
cancer, though microscopic in size. Why did this cell behave so?'
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Whoever answers this question will have solved the mystery of
cancer. Research the world over, and the tireless brains of many
great men, are bent to this goal. Meanwhile, observation of the
enemy's mode of life must be the basis for our defence.
The rebel cell has its analogue in our community and national
life. While criminal tendencies often lie in heredity, it is true,
nevertheless, that many of our worst malefactors have come from
respectable environment, and, before their moral decline, were
useful members of society. It seems almost as great a problem to
fix causes here as it is in the case of the cancer cell. But Society
protects itself by close observance of criminal methods, builds up a
gigantic structure of courts of justice, police and detective bureaux,
and calls to its aid the moral and religious influence of the nation.
All this, while it endeavours to find an essential cause.
The cancer cell, while it works secretly for a time in gathering
and drilling its gang, must, like the underworld gangster boss,
sooner or later come into the open, and it is at this point we begin
our fight. The first move must come from the person attacked.
He must seek assistance from those trained and equipped to help
him; otherwise he is doomed, for the organized cancer gang never
turns back. He need expect no defence from the normal cells of
his body, which are so effective in destroying the germs of many
diseases. For some reason, the ordinary defence mechanism of
the body is stricken in the presence of cancer. I remember a dog
I had years ago, that could lick all his fellow mongrels in the settlement, and would tackle the biggest animal on the farm or in the
woods, but the smallest snake made him crouch and slink away.
The defence cells of the body seem to hold back in the presence of
cancer; so we are rather badly equipped. The lines along which
cancer cells travel are left open, and they soon take advantage of
this easy access to establish colonies in other parts of the body.
Once this process is well under way, the golden season for cure is
past, and treatment becomes mostly palliative; in other words, the
use of measures that smooth and may even lengthen the victim's
path, but can never alter its course.
The spread of cancer cells in the human tissue is, like much we
know of the malady, simple and easily understood. A farmer with
a wheat field by a river bank discovers in the early autumn a noxious
weed growing amid his crop and sapping and poisoning his wheat.
The weed is not native to the locality, and has not been seen there
before. He starts an investigation, and in time learns that miles up
the river, or one of its tributaries, this same weed had been growing
and causing trouble the previous year, or longer. Then he has the
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cause of his loss explained. The stream carried the seed to the edge
of his field, and finding soil suitable for its growth, it quickly spread
over the ground. He has a real grievance against his neighbors
up the river for not destroying the weed before it seeded and prepared itself for spreading and doing harm elsewhere.
Transportation facilities in the human body are about perfect.
Water, blood and air are the media. The big lines of bodily commerce are the blood vessels. The smaller system is the water
(lymph) system. The latter receives its cargoes from the blood,
and runs in a series of fine channels or canals that continuously
bathe the tissues and fetch them supplies. These currents of commerce flow on in very definite directions throughout life; so we owe
to this great mechanism of transportation everYthing we are, and
sometimes things we don't desire. Cancer is one, because in these
currents it may spread throughout the body.
Again the method suggests itself. Our cancer cells are virtually
collected on the edge of many small streams; after a time perhaps
when they are crowded, they begin to drop into the current, and as
there is the freest communication between them, there is no knowing
where they will land. The cancer cells have a selective habit, and
will stop only in organs and tissues congenial to them, where they
may settle down to grow and mUltiply. These selective areas are
very numerous in the human body, and consequently the emigrant
rebel has a wide choice of objectives. Cancer colonies may thus
be established in the glands, in the liver, the bones and many
other places. Each colony retains the character and primary
malignance of the parent body. The roving cells may settle down
for a time near home, in the first line of lymph glands, and be overtaken here and destroyed; but for the most part, once emigration
has begun, the afflicted person is, in current slang, "up against it".
How does cancer kill? By setting up a spurious, low grade
growth, or growths, in the body that will take sustenance from the
normal tissue store~, ;mo give back to the unwilling host a sort of
by-product which gradually poisons his whole mechanism. Note
the wasted, anaemic state of the patient with advanced cancer.
Other causes may supervene to hasten the end, but otherwise the
process of destruction is likely to be slow, and the subject of the
disease may be able to carryon a good measure of activity before
life's pillars begin to crumble and fall, dragging down in the general
ruin their malignant foe. Death blends at last the innocent and
the guilty.
Can we do much to fight the enemy of cancer? Yes, a lot,
if we keep our heads and go about the job in a practical common-
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sense way. A certain element of fear of the disease is healthy
enough, because it makes for watchfulness, and enlivens our ~ense
of self-protection. But hysterical dread defeats itself from the
start, and makes the imaginary suffering of the person as bad
almost as reality. A woman who seeks her dentist for a suspected
tooth may hide her knowledge of a growing lump in her breast
until the time for cure is long past. Strange this, but oh, so true!
"Why didn't you see your doctor about that lump in your breast
when you first noticed it two years ago?" I asked in consultation
recently. "I was afraid he would tell me I had cancer", she answered. One need not elaborate such psychological types. Enough to
know they are not so rare as might be supposed. We must find
means to help them, not to blame them. In fighting Society's
worst enemy, the utmost frankness and cooperation are necessary.
Without such, there is little hope of a reduced mortality from cancer. And so I submit a few principal truths that every man, woman
and child should learn and shape their action thereby. They are
almost as easily understood as the sign at a railway crossing, and
the protective instinct should be no less responsive to the danger
ahead. Here they are, in their practical simplicity:
All cancers are essentially curable if they are discovered early
enough. The method of cure, whether by surgery, x-ray, radium
or burning, is not important so long as this first band of rebel cancer
cells are thoroughly destroyed. The whole responsibility for the
first alarm rests with the person himself. Better that many unnecessary alarms be rung in, than that one destructive fire should
occur. Even our city fire corps maintains its discipline and efficiency by voluntary alarms. To hide a suspected cancer is like
blindfolding oneself at a railway crossing so as not to see the approaching locomotive. And so we deduce the fundamental law
for the cure and control of cancer. Report suspected cancers immediately to competent authority. Without the recognition and
practice of this commandment, the word control, as it applies to
cancer, might just as well be scrapped. We may still cure some
patients, but we are but canying on a rather poor kind of rearguard action; not the sort of combat the generals of modern scientific
advance and a highly awakened social and economic conscience
should have to accept.
How are our people to know a suspected cancer in order to
seek help? What early signs of cancer are real enough to catch the
notice of the average man or woman? Can we look into the inside
depths of our bodies and see these colonies of malignant cells I
have already described? Does one become conscious of the presence
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of the disease in his body before any of the senses are aroused?
Can this commandment, which holds life or death for the victim,
be worked out into a few simple rules that aU can easily read, and
quickly apply? With these, and similar questions, we get into a
field where simplicity of observation and procedure disappear,
and where most of the shortcomings and failures of the best intentioned cancer campaign 2Te to be found.
Even the best trained clinician and scientist may fail to det~ct
the presence of early cancer in the inner parts of the body. In
order to report very early, then, the patient would need to have an
inner consciousness of cancer invasion, which unfortunately he
has not. In practice therefore, and with our best vigilance, there
are bound to be deaths through late recognition of the disease.
This difficulty prevails most inside the body, the internal organs,
and all such parts as we cannot see or feel. Pain, something none of
us likes, may often be our best friend, because as a warning signal it
directs our attention to the source of trouble. In the early genesis
of cancer, it is absent; the secret, insidious foe hides his preparations
until he is strong enough to strike.
Are we, therefore, completely foiled in our task of getting early
reports of the presence of internal cancers? Certainly not. We
can at least improve our position greatly by bringing to the people
through organizations, public health officials and carefully prepared
literature a sufficient knowledge of the danger signs to fetch them
to their doctor, or clinic, for investigation. Much of this is being
done; but a wider, more intimate and persistent activity must
prevail. Research may come forward any day with a blood test
for early cancer. Till then, employment of what means we know
is the logic of the situation.
A word now about cancers on the outside of the body. Per·
haps I should have said "in" the outside, because while cancers
may appear as a lump or swelling on the surface, they belong
essentially to the tissues of the skin or underlying structures themselves. They grow in as much as they grow out. They may
come anywhere on the skin surface of the body. Favorite sites
are where the external and internal skin (mucous membrane)
join; such as the lips, nose, etc. Glands everywhere are suitable
soil for cancer growth. The female breasts are most frequently
attacked.
In a cancer control programme obviously our best hopes lie
in external cancers, or, in other words, those that may be seen and
felt by the affected one. Hence any painless (or nearly painless)
lump or ulcer in the skin, breast, lips, or anywhere, should be report-
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ed at once to medical authority. Here, the necessary technique
is followed to determine, beyond doubt, the nature of the reported
trouble. By such procedures. we get cancer as early as is humanly
possible, and permanent cure is well within the scope of modern
methods of treatment. I t lies within the power of the men and
women of our country to see that this sane and simple routine becomes a normal, and almost automatic, part among the important
concerns of daily life. Greater vigilance should mark the cancer
age-forty-five up-but it should be remembered that no age is
absolutely exempt. A cheerful interest in the game of protecting
our lives should not be hard for a normal people.
The writer of this article has few illusions regarding the job
of arousing and training the public mind in the interest of better
health. A few years at the head of a government Department of
Health taught him the difficulties involved. He learned, too, that
no public health movement can succeed without intelligent public
co-operation and support, and he knows that such interest and
assistance are within the reach of earnest and capable organization.
Civilization has still the hem of her garment blotched with the
primitive instincts and habits of the jungle. She worked her way
out thence, but her emancipation has brought her new problems that may be met only by further and further developments of
civilized methods. Among these problems are certain diseases of
the human body. The old jungle law is a bit antiquated, and nice
people would proceed to kill it with innumerable resolutions, were
its restoration but suggested. The survival of the fittest can't
stand, because most of the time we don't know what is the fittest.
In response to a primitive instinct we will save our lives, provided
of course the Missourian requirements properly precede the effort.
And so, I have tried to press into this article enough to create in the
minds of those who know it only in terms of mortality statistics
a concept of what cancer seems to be in its essence, and how it
behaves. The picture drawn is of the most general character,
but enough is presented to suggest the leading qualities of the
enemy we are called upon to fight.
This fight must be carried on mostly by the laity, and by that I
mean the big public outside the medical profession. The movement to control cancer is, practically, in the domain of public health.
Doctors will furnish treatment, give advice and help with organizations; but it is a mistake to assume that all doctors are good public
health men. They are often too busy and absorbed in the routine
of practice to go out into the lanes and byways to gather in those
who will not, or cannot, help themselves. We must have doctors
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and clinics to decide and apply the proper treatment to each individual case of cancer; but so long as John Smith and Mary Jones,
the one with a lump in her breast, the other with an unhealing sore
on his lip, go about quite oblivious of their danger, just so long will
attempts at cancer control remain disappointing.
Beware of the cancer expert, be he of the regular profession or
charlatan brand, who adveriises sure cure for cancer. He can cure
you only if you have come in good time; and any reputable surgeon,
with access to the modern accessaries of treatment, can do this.
The fact that we have so called "cancer doctors", who wouldn't
know a cancer cell from a pollywog, going about treating "cancer"
only emphasises our sad plight, and the need for something hetter.
We are now entering on a nation-wide plan for cancer control.
It is being heralded by the Canadian Medical Association, which
officially represents the medical profession in this Dominion. The
trustees of the King George V Cancer Fund have offered co-operation and some funds to start organizations in the Provinces
that, when effected and linked together, will serve as one big
national body. The membership of this big union will be drawn
from the people in general. The Canadian Medical Association is
well equipped, through experience in administration and trained
staffs, to head such a movement. I t will endeavour 0 enlist
the active service of all social and philanthropic organizations, as
well as individuals prominent in the affairs of our country.
In these times, when certain peoples are suffering for a fight,
we in this country might immunize ourselves to such contagion by
taking part in a more glorious crusade against a resourceful and.
pitiless foe.

