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sacrifice, unable to discern between truth and falsehood, raise the cry —
cui bono ! and with indignation denounce the whole practice of medicine,

But it is not nostrums alone azainst which medical science has to
combat. There is another absurdity, more refined and more dangerous.
I refer to those new-fangled forms of practice, which are styled, falsely,
new systems, and for which is claimed the insinuating title of reform.
The leaders in these schools scorn the name of quackery as an unclean
thing. Indeed many of them, the better to dupe the public, affect
deep study and make a great show of scientific research, and assuming
some high-sounding cognomen, go forth, breathing out threatenings and
slaughter to all who oppose them. But unhappily the slaughtered ones
are found among their devotees.

And here it may be said that [ am opposed to reform ; that I am
blinded by this very selfishness of which I have spoken ; that I am wed-
ded to antiquity, and totally at variance with that spirit of advancement
which characterizes the age. If all change is reform, then I am opposed
to reform ; if’ to distort science, if to violate every principle of philoso-
phy, if to sacrifice human health and life to gratify the whims of fanatics,
or to fill the coffers of presumptuous ignorance, is reform, then truly I
am not a reformer. But, gentlemen, I have not so learned reform.
That term, as applied to the irregular practice of medicine, is a false-
hood. Reform does not exist in striving to uproot principles eternal as
truth itself—nor in ridiculing a theory formed in such principles, and
which has been wrought out and beautified by the accumulated wisdom
of twenty centuries.

There has been, there can be, but one true science of medicine, and
that is the system taught in the eclectic schools of the day. That system
knows no bounds; it is universal, and swallows up every other. We
are commanded by our fathers, the exponents of this system, to go out
in the world, and to seize and apply, in the name of the universal
school of medicine, whateveris good. There is no remedy under the sun,
neither will there be discovered any in all future time, but it is ours.
Hence il the empiric treats disease successfully, it is not through any
worth of the form which he adopts; the cure is effected by our medi-
cine, and according to the principles which the eclectic teachers have
discovered and promulgated. But the empiric is not governed by prin-
ciples ; his routine must be followed, and the medicine which by chance
he prescribes correctly to-day, will kill to-morrow. His elaim to origin-
ality is unfounded, he discovers nothing new, he confers no benefit: he
merely isolates a few atoms from the great world of medicine, by which
very isolation they are shorn of their virtue—the good which they pro-
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Such, gentlemen, is the profession at whose portals you are now
lingerinz.  You have been admitted within the vestibule, and have
already caught a glimpse of its prospective glories—and though your
vision, through inexperience, is yet circumseribed, you all are con-
vinced of its beauty and of its utility, and you are also aware that
none but the honest, earnest and persevering friends of truth and science
are worthy to approach it. Wherefore, if you are not such—if you
have been prompted only by a mercenary spirit to fathom its secrets—
il you have measured its worth by the dollars and cents it will bring
you, stop where you are: for the sake of honor, for the sake of justice,
for the sake of humanity, enter not within its sacred precincts, nor suf-
fer your unholy footsteps to pollute its sanctity.

But I know that such is not the spirit by which you have been gov-
erned. [ bear witness to the integrity of your purpose, and to the de-
votion with which you have labored to prepare yourselves for the step
which you are now taking, And I know that you will ever strive to
honor a profession which in return cannot but honor you. Go forth,
then, strong in the determination to act well your parts.

Let us remember that as we have received much from the wise and
good who have preceded us, so we are not to- live for ourselves alone,
but for those who shall succeed us; that we are to aid in fostering and
disseminating the principles we have espoused, and thus assist in hasten-
ing the undisputed reign of truth.

But I will weary you no longer—the evening wanes, and we must
part. We are now to go from these scenes of pleasure, and to begin a
new life. Our hearts are beating high with bright anticipations ; and in
our eagerness to advance, half the pain of separation is forgotten. Yet
we cannot but deeply feel, notwithstanding our hopes for the future, that
a serious loss is awaiting us; not in our separation alone, but in taking
leave of these honored men who have so long been our teachers. This,
in all probability, is our last interview with some of them. We cannot
meet them all again on earth; for the evening shades are gathering
around them—and the taper, though yet burning brightly, is near its
socket and ere long will have gone out. But if, happily, this should not
be so, henceforth the relation which has existed between us ceases.
Their duty is performed; we must bid them farewell, and go on our
way alone. But we cannot forget them, nor their admonitions. As we
are wandering up and down the world, though unseen, they will accom-
pany us. Long after their tongues are mute in death, their influence
will hover around us like ministering spirits, and their silent voices shall
fall upon our ears like wandering strains from heaven. Though they
may fall, they shall not die ; they will ever live in our hearts.






