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OLONEL SEYMORE adjusted his 
long body more comfortably to the 
reclining chair. As he gazed at the 

glowing log in the fireplace, he made an 
effort to shake off his drowsiness and to 
concentrate his wandering attention on the 
doctor’s words.  
 “Of course,” Dr. Wentworth was 
saying, as he paced up and down the room 
behind the Colonel’s chair. “You can take 
these pepsin preparations, but their action 
is temporary at best. As I have said before 
your only permanent relief will be to 
exchange stomachs with a strong young 
man.” 
 “I have given the matter 
considerable thought,” said the Colonel, 
“since you first suggested the idea to me. 
You assure me that it is not a dangerous 

operation and that you have in mind a 
suitable young man who is willing to make 
the exchange for a consideration.” 
 “No, it is not at all a dangerous 
operation and the young man I mentioned 
will gladly make the exchange, providing 
the financial consideration is large enough. 
I would earnestly advise you, Colonel, to 
undergo this operation at once, for your 
stomach trouble is seriously affecting your 
disposition. From being the most amiable 
rich man of my acquaintance, you are 
rapidly becoming one of the most 
grouchy.” 
 “How well I know it, Doctor! No 
one realizes the change taking place in my 
disposition more than I do. I lose my 
temper over trifling incidents, speak 
sharply to some associate, and then I could 
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cut out my tongue for having wounded a 
friend. With this infernal pain gnawing, 
gnawing in my stomach, I am in a vicious 
temper most of the time. Get your man, 
Doctor, the sooner the better. I will pay all 
hospital fees and give him ten thousand 
dollars for the exchange. This is on your 
positive assurance, however, that this 
stomach which he acquires from me, will 
give him no trouble. I wouldn’t want my 
bitterest enemy to suffer as I have suffered 
on account of my stomach.” 
 “Your offer is fair and I am sure 
my man will accept,” said Dr. Wentworth. 
“You need have no fear about him. I will 
stake my professional reputation on it, that 
your stomach will function perfectly in his 
body, for there is nothing organically 
wrong with it. You have merely weakened 
it by your method of living. I trust you will 
change your habits when you have 
acquired this new stomach and take the 
out-of-doors exercises I have long and 
unsuccessfully advocated for you.” 
 Colonel Seymore was one of those 
over-fastidious men who are caused 
almost physical pain when forced to come 
into contact with grime or filth. He was of 
an old New York family, and inherited a 
considerable fortune from his father which 
he had largely increased in Wall Street by 
his own efforts. He was still a bachelor at 
forty, though the admiring feminine 
glances that followed him when he strolled 
into the Ritz dining room would lead one 
to believe that it was from choice rather 
than necessity. 
 A few days later as Dr. Wentworth 
and the Colonel passed along the corridor 
of the hospital, the doctor said: “When we 
pass the waiting room, Colonel, glance in 
and you will see the young man with 
whom you are about to exchange 
stomachs.” 
 As they passed the door the 

Colonel glanced in with considerable 
curiosity. He saw a swarthy young man 
sitting stiffly in a chair. He was broad and 
strong-looking, with unkempt hair, three 
or four days growth of beard and clothes 
that looked none too clean. 
 “Good Lord, Doctor,” said the 
Colonel, with a grimace, “I shudder to 
think of coming in contact with any part of 
that Italian’s anatomy, let alone making it 
my own, but I suppose I should count 
myself lucky that you found some one 
willing to make such an exchange.” 
 “You are indeed lucky,” replied the 
doctor, smiling to himself over the 
Colonel’s well-known fastidiousness. 
“That young man is as near a perfect 
specimen of the genus homo as it has ever 
been my privilege to examine. I am not 
introducing you two as it might later be a 
source of embarrassment to you. He does 
not know of your identity.” 
 The operation was successfully 
performed and after seven days in the 
hospital, the doctor sent the Colonel to 
Florida to recuperate for a couple of 
weeks. 
 On his return to the city, feeling 
better than he had felt for years, he 
plunged at once into the details of 
perfecting a merger of considerable 
magnitude, on which he had been 
previously working. 
 There was only one fly in his 
ointment. He had a glorious appetite, but 
after finishing a hearty meal at his club or 
at the Ritz, he would leave the table with a 
vague unsatisfied feeling. As time passed 
this feeling was more and more 
pronounced until it became almost a 
hunger pain. He telephoned to Dr. 
Wentworth’s office, intending to tell him 
of these symptoms, but the doctor was out 
of the city and was not expected to return 
for several weeks. 
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 In connection with his merger 
plans, a subway was to be built, one outlet 
to be located in the lower part of the city 
in the tenement district. One evening on 
leaving his office he decided to inspect 
this district and see just what buildings 
would be affected. 
 He left his car and driver at the 
nearest corner, and started walking slowly 
around the block, making notes as to the 
size and value of the buildings. He had 
reached a point on the opposite side of the 
block from his car and was picking his 
way disgustedly along a sidewalk strewn 
with rotten cabbage leaves and other 
debris, and was in the act of jotting down 
the number of a building, when the door of 
a cheap coffee-house in front of which he 
was standing, swung open and his nostrils 
were assailed by the pungent odor of 
cooking food. And his stomach responded 
to the aroma—it leaped up, figuratively 
speaking, and cried for the food, as though 
it had just found a long lost friend. 
 The Colonel walked hastily away, 
but in a moment returned and passed and 
re-passed the door, the while feigning 
great interest in a building just across the 
street. 
 “I can’t go into that dirty hole,” 
muttered the Colonel, but the cry from his 
stomach had become an irresistible plea. 
At last he gave up the fight and pushing 
through the swinging doors found a seat 
on a high stool beside a swarthy Italian. 
 In response to the query of the 
waiter, he pushed his silk hat back on his 
head and pointing to a dish that had just 
been placed before the Italian, said he 
would have a dish of the same. 
 When the dish was placed before 
him, he attacked the unknown food 
ravenously, at the same time wrinkling his 
nose in disgust at the leavings of former 
patrons smeared over the rough counter. 

 But oh what food! Never at any of 
the banquets he had attended had he tasted 
such delectable food. He ate it to the last 
morsel and was only prevented from 
ordering another dish by the thought that 
his prolonged absence might cause his 
driver some uneasiness. 
 This trip to the tenement district 
was repeated on the three following 
evenings, on the pretext, to his driver, that 
further inspection of buildings was 
necessary. On the last evening he thought 
he caught a suspicious look on his man’s 
face when he returned to the car. Then too, 
the patrons of the coffee-house seemed to 
look on him in a suspicious and unfriendly 
manner. He fancied he heard the words 
“stool” and “spotter” directed toward him. 
He knew his clothes made him 
conspicuous in the tough coffee-house, 
which was probably a bootlegging joint as 
well. He determined that in the future he 
would have his man drive him home from 
the office, where he could change quickly 
to an old hunting suit which hung in his 
closet. Clad in this garb, he could slip out 
without being seen by his servants and 
take a taxi from the stand on the next 
corner to the coffee-house where his old 
clothes would make him inconspicuous. 
 He followed this program daily for 
the next month, for he had now reached 
the point where his ordinary bill-of-fare at 
the club was tasteless and insipid. His 
stomach would not be satisfied with 
anything more refined than corned-beef 
and cabbage and the spicy Italian dishes, 
together with the sour wines——things he 
would be ashamed to order at his club, 
even if he could get them there. He gained 
twenty pounds in weight and his friends 
were continually congratulating him on his 
improved appearance and the return of his 
former joviality of manner. 
 Dropping into his bank one day, to 
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clear up some points in connection with 
his merger, he said to the president: “Now 
about those options, Mr. Brown, I think 
the time is ripe to exercise them. I wish 
you would have the bank take them up, 
tomorrow.” 
 “I am very sorry, Colonel 
Seymore,” said Mr. Brown, “but this bank 
has decided to withdraw its tentative offer 
of financial backing in your merger 
scheme.” 
 “Withdraw!” cried the Colonel, 
aghast. “Why you can’t mean that, man. 
You virtually promised me the support of 
the bank and all of my plans have been 
built around that promise.” 
 “Sorry, sir, but that is the decision 
of the Board of Directors.” 
 “But why this change? What is 
your reason?” 
 “Well, to be frank with you,” said 
the banker, “We have lately been hearing 
most disquieting rumors as to your 
personal habits. It was reported to us that 
you were seen, many times of late, in the 
slum part of the city, coming out or going 
into questionable joints. I took the trouble 
to verify these reports and myself saw you 
coming out of a tough coffee-house, 
dressed like a truck driver.” 
 “But my dear sir,” cried the 
Colonel, in distress, “the explanation is 
really quite simple. I—, I—, I —, that is, 
I—” 
 “I suppose you will try to tell me 
that you dropped in there for a bite to eat,” 
said Brown, with a sneer— “you with the 
reputation of being the most fastidious 
man in the city. I don’t know what your 
game is, whether you are mixing up with 
the bootlegging crowd, or something else, 
but one thing is certain, if you put your 
merger through, it will not be with funds 
from this bank. You will have to use your 
own funds, as we cannot afford to be 

associated in any enterprise with a man 
who is known to find his business or 
pleasure in questionable joints of the 
slums.” 
 “You know full well,” said the 
Colonel, with heat, “that my own funds are 
not available at this time, being tied up in 
that Cuban sugar deal, and will not be 
released until the cane crop is in. That will 
be too late to consummate this merger.” 
 He walked slowly out of the bank 
and getting into his car, ordered the driver 
to take him home. He settled himself in his 
library and studied over the plans for his 
merger, trying to decide just what should 
be done, now that the bank withdrew its 
support. But he was soon forced to give up 
any attempt to concentrate on the subject, 
as it was the time for his usual trip to the 
coffee-house and his stomach was 
clamoring for its favorite food. Deciding 
that it would be much easier to solve his 
problem after he had satisfied his stomach, 
he changed to his old suit and took a taxi 
to the coffee-house. 
 After a substantial meal, he paid 
his check and sauntered toward the door. 
Glancing through the window, he was 
horrified to see a group of his friends 
standing on the sidewalk. In the group he 
could see the pastor of his church, Rev. 
Mr. Simpson and Elder Smith, also Brown 
of the bank and Miss Evans, who served 
on the Charity Board with him. 
 “Now I am ruined socially,” 
muttered the Colonel, “If this keeps on, 
my Italian stomach will land me in jail.” 
 As he passed out of the door, he 
bowed to the group and raised his hat to 
Miss Evans. Their only greeting was a 
frozen stare. As he entered his taxi, he 
asked the driver if he knew what that 
group of people was doing in this 
neighborhood. The man informed him that 
these people were there in the interest of a 
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Mission being opened a few doors from 
the coffee-house. 
 The following day the Colonel 
called on his attorney, Mr. Lewis, and 
explained to him the disruption of his 
merger plans, also telling him of the 
stomach operation and what it had led him 
into. “Of course,” he concluded, “when 
Dr. Wentworth returns I will take him to 
the bank and have him explain to Mr. 
Brown about the operation and convince 
him that it was nothing more serious than 
an intense desire to satisfy this stomach 
that led me to that coffee-house in the 
slums. I have no doubt that Dr. Wentworth 
will be able to convince Mr. Brown, but 
the trouble is that these options may expire 
before the doctor returns.” 
 “I am under the impression,” said 
Mr. Lewis, “that the law gives us three 
days of grace, after the date of expiration, 
during which time we may renew the 
options. However, I am not sure on that 
point. Mr. Arthur, my partner, is an expert 
on law governing contracts and options. 
He is serving as judge in the Justice’s 
Court, Number One, today, in the absence 
of the regular judge. We will step over to 
the Courthouse and speak to him there 
between cases. 
 When they entered the court, a trial 
was evidently in progress, so they found 
seats at the back of the room to await an 
opportunity to speak to Mr. Arthur. 
 The case on trial was one for 
larceny; a young man was accused of 
enjoying a large meal at the Ritz, and then 
refusing to pay for the same, claiming to 
have no funds. 
 The Colonel was bored with the 
proceedings and depressed by the odor of 
the room. He took the morning paper from 
his pocket and studied the stock 
quotations. Presently his attention 
wandered to the case on trial again and he 

heard the judge say: “Young man, what 
have you to say for yourself before I pass 
judgment?” 
 “Dees man tella true, Judge. Me, 
Tony Moreno, eata one beeg meal, have 
no da mun. Dees stomach I getta from 
reech mans, no will eata da speeget, maka 
me spend mucha da mun. Now no gotta da 
mun.” 
 “What are you trying to tell this 
court about a stomach that you got from a 
rich man?” the judge, questioned with a 
frown. 
 “Just a minute, Your Honor,” said 
the Colonel, as he got to his feet and 
walked forward. “This man is telling the 
truth. He did get his present stomach from 
a rich man and I am that man. I gather 
from what he has said that the stomach he 
acquired from me has led him into as 
much trouble as his stomach caused me. I 
have come to the conclusion that it would 
be best for each of us to get our own 
stomachs back again. I will make Tony 
this proposition, Your Honor, subject to 
your approval. I will pay all damages you 
may assess in this larceny case. I will pay 
all hospital fees for the operation to re-
exchange our stomachs and pay Tony 
another ten thousand dollars.” 
 “That sounds very fair, Colonel,” 
said Judge Arthur. “What do you say, 
Tony?” 
 “I say, mucha fine, Judge, me giva 
back da stomach and taka da mun.” 
 A few days later, Dr. Wentworth 
performed the operation returning the 
stomachs to their respective owners. 
Before the options expired the doctor and 
Mr. Lewis called on Mr. Brown at the 
bank and explained clearly the difficulties 
that the Colonel had gotten into. When the 
banker realized how he had misjudged his 
old friend, he was more than anxious to 
make good for his mistake and 
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immediately took steps to close the 
options for the Colonel. 
 It might be well to add in closing, 
for the benefit of the medical fraternity, 
that the second operation was a complete 
success. Furthermore, the Colonel was 
never again afflicted with stomach trouble. 
Dr. Wentworth’s explanation as given in 
the May issue of the Medical Journal, 
when stripped of medical phraseology and 

technicalities is this: 
 The Colonel’s stomach having lain 
for months in the powerful, vigorous body 
of the young Italian, was built up by nature 
to function properly in its new 
environment and so was returned to the 
Colonel, a powerful organ, just as an 
athlete might return in the pink of 
condition after undergoing a course of 
training. 

 


