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gard the precepts and practice of medicine without
favor, because they are old; and the love of the
marvellous induces many to cherish visionary sub-
stitutes as excellent, because they are incomprehen-
sible. 'With not a few, a theory—if the idle specu-
lations of the day, or rather the vain abstractions of
the enthusiast, can be dignified with such a term —
cannot be too ridiculous, too much opposed to com-
mon sense, to be believed. Claim for some new
doctrine but a slight deviation from the laws of na-
ture, and it will not be sufficiently exciting to be
received ; but assert for it some supernatural agency,
and its proselytes are numerous! Should you de-
clare, that by some new process the eye could be
made to see more minutely or extensively than is
natural, it would hardly be enough to arrest the
vulgar attention ; but place the sense of sight in the
occiput, and you may have a host of adherents,
Say that the touch can be made to discriminate, not
only the colors of a manufactured texture, and even
to discern the colors of light in the prism, this
would not satisfy the wonder-loving world ; but de-
clare that it feels that which is not touched at all,
that it finds tubercles in the liver, and tumors in the
abdomen, in patients that were far out of the reach
of touch, and the marvel is enough to stamp the
silly lie with the seal of truth! How can such cre-
dulous minds appreciate the unadorned and simple
principles on which a rational medical practice is
formed? Would that it could be said with truth,
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enlightened audience what associations have done in
the department of letters. ,

From the first enlarged idea of literary societies,
by Lord Bacon, and even from the rude and defect-
ive attempts at associations, in the time of Charle-
magne, this principle has been at work, to enlarge,
to cultivate, and to render useful the powers of the
human mind. Societies, which will probably last
while time endures, have been brought into existence.
The best act of the careless Charles was the insti-
tution of the Royal Society of London. And the
sagacious Richelieu knew well the power of associa-
tion when he patronized and encouraged the first
members of the French Academy. England, Scot-
land, France, Italy, and Germany, have, for more
than a century and a half, had societies for the pro-
motion of knowledge, which have survived the fall
of political dynasties, sending forth lights to illumi-
nate the world. We owe something, also, to lesser
associations for what they have done for literature.
Most of the great men of our mother country and
our own, have been men of social and literary clubs,
to which we are indebted for some of the rarest gems
of poetry, and for some of those sparkling effusions
of wit and humor which delight us in our merry
mood.

I may not linger here to speak of such men as
Goldsmith —who, though he did not shine at the
club, was influenced by such a literary union—
of Campbell, for whose intercourse with the literary


































































