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intentionally confound the benign with the malignant. We know now,
alas ! that genuine cancer never forgives, and that the hopeless victim must
be abandoned to his fate, mitigating what we cannot cure. As since the
discovery of auscultation, the distinction has been made out between
chronic catarrh and true consumption, we hear no more of cures of
confirmed consumption, so now, by the use of the microscope, we dis-
tinguish between the cancroid and the truly cancerous growths. We
are thereby enabled to say, with positive certainty, which is curable and
which incurable, A mere drop of fluid, taken by means of a grooved
needle from a suspected tumor, is subjected to the infallible lens, and at
once the unerring glance of a Lebert or a Paget, decides on the fate of
the sufferer. According as the specific cancer cell is present or not, so
will be the issue of life or death. But, it may be asked, what use is
there in knowing the nature of the disease if we are unable to cure it ?
I answer that there is much use in such knowledge, both on account of
its negative advantage, and as saving the patient an unnecessary opera-
tion, and enabling him to arrange his affairs both for time and eternity.
As the astronomer predicts an eclipse of the sun, without the power of
changing even for a hair's breadth the fixed and immutable laws of
nature, so does the physician with equal certainty predict the fate of his
hopeless patient. 'Who shall alter the fiat of the Almighty? The father
of medicine long ago proclaimed that physicians do not pretend to cure
ell diseases.

It is in the diagnosis of diseases that the physician’s mind finds its
powers most employed. It is not the giving of a pill here, or a powder
there, that constitutes the chief attraction in the practice of medicine.
True, the relief afforded enhances much the gratification of the prac-
titioner : but it is the active exercise of observation and of the reasoning
faculties requisite to a correct diagnosis, which, to the intelligent, scien-
tific physician, affords high enjeyment and unalloyed pleasure. The
nature, seat, and extent of the lesion, is a problem often hedged with the
greatest difficulties, and which requires for its solution the highest efort
of the mind.

It were an easy and pleasant task to show the advances and certainty
of diagnosis in general, but we pass on with the remark that it is not in
anatomy, physiology, or diagnosis, that medicine is chiefly reproached
with uncertainty. Itisin the departments of pathology and therapeutics
that the charge has been most strenuously urged. In reference to the
first of these branches we would simply cite the wonderful accuracy of
our knowledge of the pathology of pneumonia and of consumption, as
examples which may serve to illustrate the almost mathematical preecision
which reigns in medicine on these subjects. Many similar instances
might be adduced—but however easy to bring together all the informa-
tion and proof bearing on these points, it is wholly beyond the limits of
our present space, and we must therefore content ourselves by stating a

few facts which may serve our purpose.
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achieving vast benefit to suffering humanity. In certain ophthalmiz,
where best inspected, and in a multitude of other inflammatory affec-
tions, the intelligent and conscientious physician, sees and knows and
feels the fact of their power.

Pain is the great antipode of comfort, the destroyer of life, the enemy
and terror of man. DBut the Great Physician has furnished a balm in
Gilead, an antidote with which we may strip it of its sting. Well has
opium been termed the greatest remedy, and more valuable than all
others beside. Pain, if severe and continued, will of itself kill, and by
its subduetion, art with opium alone, may sometimes save life. Under
what circumstances is the patient more grateful to his physician than
when promptly relieved from the torturing agony of spasmodic cholic?

Again, poisons or other noxious substances are often swallowed either
through accident or design. By the speedy exhibition of an emetic or
an appropriate antidote, the foreign and offending body may be dislodged,
or its toxic properties by chemical means be rendered harmless and
inert. With what promptness and ¢ertainty are these effects produced,
and how many lives have thus been saved! Emetics in catarrhal croup,
cathartics in some intestinal obstructions, wine in typhoid fever, sulphu-
ric acid in lead cholic, iodine in scrofula, sulphur in psora, arsenic in
cutaneous eruptions, citric acid in scurvy, the iodide of potassium in
certain periostitic and chrounic affections, as well as mercury in peculiar
gecondary forms of disease, are equally potent and striking in their
effects. What physician is ignorant of the fact that the treatment not
unfrequently enlightens and confirms an otherwise doubtful diagnosis?

With all these and thousands of other agents, embracing the whole
science of remedies, at hand, and ready to do our bidding, have we then
no power over disease ! The attesting experience of a truthful profes-
sion, as well as the thousands who have been saved from death, and re-
stored to health and happiness, will respond trumpet-tongued in testi-
mony of the vast good and certain benefit of medicine.

The animal organism, it is true, is so constituted that in very many
derangements it works its own cure, a fact recognized from all antiquity,
and of which quackery takes advantage to boast its numerous pretended
cures, We are utterly indisposed to deprive nature of the least credit
for her vis medicatriz. On the contrary, we recognize it to the fullest
extent—the physician but assists nature. But again—there are cases of
disease which are, in their very nature and constitution, of a fatal ten-
dency, endowed, as it were, with an unconquerable proclivity to death.
In those, medicine makes no pretensions to cure—they are necessarily
fatal, and the physician must needs fail. Intermediately, however, to
these extremes, there is a great variety of diseases in which the physi-
cian can greatly assist nature, and by the judicious interposition of art
and enlightened skill, turn the scale in favor of the sufferer. Under all
circumstances the physician can be of eminent service—in the one case
facilitating convalescence, in another cutting short the disease, or even
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thwarting death of his victim, and lastly, as in consumption, tetanus,
epilepsy, hydrophobia, and cholera, by palliating what he cannot cure,
and smoothing the pathway to the tomb.

Let us, however, for a moment glance at that other great division of
medical science, to-wit: Surgery. Here there is but little need of vin-
dication, But yet it is too much the habit of these who depreciate the
real value and certainty of medicine, to place an exaggerated estimate on
the good accomplished by surgery. It would surely ill become me to
detract one tittle from that branch which I selected through choice, and
have cultivated with passion ; still I cannot but observe that the division
of our profession into medicine and surgery, is altogether arbitrary—
and made only for the sake of convenience. A strict line of demarca-
tion cannot be drawn between them. As the physician but assists or
imitates nature, the surgeon in the vast majority of cases does but little
more. They are parts of one great whole, and what has been said of
the one, applies equally to the other. The results in medical, as com-
pared with those of surgical practice, are, it is true, less obvious and
striking to the public view, yet to the experienced observer they are
equally potent and satisfactory. An emetie or cathartic dose is often
and unquestionably just as efficient for good as is the knife itself. In
the praiseworthy conservatism of his art, as well as for the success of
his operations, the surgeon, equally with the physician, relies on the
valuable agents of the materia medica. He wields, in addition, the
sharp-edged steel. The scalpel, in the hand of bold and ekilful daring,
has indeed accomplished wonders, and its keen blade, guided by knowl-
edge and wisdom, has done much to raise our science to the very acme
of repute and glory. Who will deny the good it is capable of confer-
ring? There are operations which, for delicacy and difficulty, should
and do rank with the highest achievements of human hands; whilst for
real usefulness, they perhaps stand peerless and unapproachable,

Behold the sad victim of darkness, who for long and weary years has
been shut out from the light of heaven and the fair loveliness of nature.
Fame, opulence, intellect, genius, these cannot compensate for the loss
of the pleasures of vision. The soaring fancy of a Milton, that swept
the proudest heights of the brilliant heaven of invention, could not lift
him above the sad thought of his ** quench’d orbs.” Well might the
blind but immortal bard, chant in notes of melancholy and plaint ;

Eeasons return, but not to me returns

Day, orthe sweet approach of ev'n ormorn,
Or sight of vernal bloom, or summer’s rose,
Or flocks or berds, or human face divine;
But cloud instead and ever-during dark
Burrounds me, from the eheerful ways of men
Cut off, and for the book of knowledge fair
Presented with a universal blank

Of Nature's works, to me expung’d and raz'd,
And wisdom at one entrance quite shut out.
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But yet, in cataract, if not the ‘¢ drop serene,” art, by & magic touch,
can unseal those orbs, and restore the inestimable blessing of sight.
Recently I operated on a case of the kind in an old lady of four score
years and two. As the welcome light was admitted to her long curtained
eyes, her thankfulness broke forth in prayers and benedictions, which
might have melted a heart of stone.

So, too, the throbbing aneurism, where the patient sees and feels the
living, beating tumor, whose gush is death—may be stayed, or even
cured by a bloodless operation. The reduction of a dislocated bone, the
immediate arrest of the spouting torrent of blood from a wounded artery,
the removal of foreign bodies from the air passages, the strangulated
bowel, the grinding calculus, and the shocking deformity, are but a few
of the many instances of the power of the surgeon. Here the results
are easily apprehended, and are such as often to excite our delight and
admiration. Still the degree of certainty in medicine is much the same
as in surgery, great and unequivocal as it is. The processes and opera-
tions of the surgeon, like the remedies of the physician, are the means
of his power over disease, there being no essential difference between
them.

And here let us recall the fact that all these hitherto painful and
agonizing operations, together with the sundering of the largest limbs,
and the ablation of mighty tumors, can be done whilst the patient is
“gteeped in unconsciousness or lapped in elysium.” Add to this, the
great mitigations of the loathsome smallpox by the power of vaccination,
and the prolongation of human life by improved saunitary and hygienic
regulations, and I ask what greater and richer gifts could science lay on
the altar of humanity ? Surely the ministry of him who can wield
such power in the alleviation of human misery and the annihilation of
pain, is heaven-born. What enthusiastic attachment should we not
feel to our profession! Its science should be the object of our highest
admiration, whilst its mockeries and quackeries should be the objects of
our ineffable scorn. As a pure science guiding a noble art, all trade
trickery and affectation, and every ignoble device should be as far re-
moved from it as are the poles asunder.

Yes, gentlemen, our’s is truly a high and noble profession. Although
not as perfect as we could desire, and as it undoubtedly will be, still
enough has been vouchsafed to us for wonderful and great good. Al-
though the subtle and mysterious causes of disease often elude our
grasp, and we know not the modus operandi of many remedies, still
such knowledge is not always necessary to the successful application of
our art. Who kpows the causes of gravitation or chemical attraction,
why an apple falls or a blade of grass grows, any more than why calo-
mel ptyalises or wine inebriates 7 To know such, and a thousand otker
analogous facts, is nevertheless useful, and we often advantageously
avail ourselves of them for great good. It may even be reasonably as-
serted, that were there not a single principle in medicine, the important
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your souls and minds to the alleviation of human suffering. Your re-
ward may not be the applause of shouting multitudes, nor social nor
civic honors, but a holier and higher inheritance. The benefactors of
mankind, whether through philanthropic exertions, or their labors in
science, literature, or art, shine as bright stars in the firmament of fame,
when the time-serving notabilities even of yesterday shall have been for-
gotten. The sciences you cultivate, and the benefits you may confer on
others, by the labors of your lives, are productive of loftier and more
solid gratification, than can attend on mere worldly distinetions. Let
not the unknown in medicine deter you from its earnest study—let it,
on the contrary, heighten as it should your devotion and stimulate your
exertion. What would be thought of the man who would forego learn-
ing the ascertained and sublime truths of astronomy, because so little
comparatively is known beyond our own system of the vast macrocosm
of the universe ! Be assured that the disturbing influences in the dis-
eases of the'lesser microcosm, like those of the planet Leverrier in the
greater, will sooner or later be discovered and brought to light, to be
accurately measured and weighed in connection with other great and
dependent truths. Enough remains for the exercise of the mightiest
intellect—enough to inspire you with a fiery zeal to thrust back the
limits of the unknown, and thus, whilst conferring lasting benefit on
humanity, gain immortality for yourselves. Attach your names to the
discoveries of Nature's laws, and your fame will ran parallel with time
itself. This is the great secret of lasting renown—this the reason why
Hippocrates and Newton, Harvey and Kepler, Hunter and Herschel,
will live forever, for their discoveries will ever be considered of conse-
quence to mankind. What name of Grecian hero or statesman is more
endeared than that of Hippocrates, to human sympathy and human
gratitude? It is inscribed on Time’s adamantine tablet. Need I point
to his gigantic intellect, his bright example, his fresh and ever blooming
memory, his incorruptible integrity ;—an integrity and patriotism which
gpurned the gold of Xerxes, and taught by a shining lesson to his fol-
lowers of all ages, the lofty principle of professional honor,

Years ago, I stood upon the tower of the Capitol, and in the midst of
the seven-hilled city’s pride, mused by the hour on the backward stream
of years, the wreck of empires, the ruins of temple and palace, the
triumphal procession, graced by the victor’s gpoils, which once climbed
the ascent below, and the glories of men and deeds that whilom adorned
the spot and the world. My mind revelled with gad delight on the im-
ages and reflections that rose thick and fast on memory’s page. Amid
all that wondrous scene, my eye rested with peculiar fondness on one
neighboring spot more dear than all the rest. It was not the Tarpeian
rock, down whose steep virtue and patriotism were hurled, nor the
forum, where chafed the passions of the people; nor the dungeon,
whence Cataline heard the terrible voice of Cicero, and in which Ju-
surtha died—a reproach to Rome ; nor the ruined arches of the palace


















