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onward. Chemistry, Physics, the Natural Sciences, all con-
tribute to its riches; thousands of investigators are at work,
and the results of their labors are poured freely forth for the
benefit of mankind.

Statistics show us that at the present day, of all cases in the
hospitals, but eighty die where a century ago one hundred
perished ; that is, one-fifth of those who formerly died now
recover.

If we add to this the known increase in the average duration
of human existence, due principally to sanitary regulations and a
better knowledge of the laws of life, we have a picture which
no medical man can regard without pride. He can lnok forward
with the confident assurance that each year will make our Art
more truly a Science, and diminish in the same ratio suffering
and death among mankind. '

I trust that all of you will become laborers in the great field
of medical research, not living merely for the performance of
your daily duties, but to add to our stores of learning. Every
one can do something; let none imagine a fact too trifling to
observe and record. The simple deflection of the magnetic
needle by an electric current, observed by (Erstead, has given
us the electric telegraph, that wonderful, yet characteristic agent,
of this nineteenth century.

But, whether investigators or not, gentlemen, your duty to
your patients demands that you should, at least, be made ac-
quainted with the progress of medical learning, the result of the
labors of others.

The profession of medicine is one of the most fearful responsi-
bility ; on your word rests the limb—nay, the life of a fellow
being. The time must soon come when this responsibility must
be firmly met by you. Act! Should the result prove unfor-
tunate from an error in judgment—it is but the lot of man to
err; but, should it be from ignorance on your part that that limb
or that life is sacrificed, you are criminal, and your conduct ad-

mits of no excuse. .
You may render life a burden to your unfortunate patient ; or,
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The Code of Ethics, of which each one of you has this day
received a copy, should be your guide. He who acts up to its
precepts, must be a better man, and while often suffering tempo-
rary loss by carefully guarding against unprofessional acts, will,
in the end, win success, and, what is far better, an unspotted
name and the respect of the profession and the world.

The relations of a physician with his patients are of so inti-
mate a character, that he should ever regard all pertaining to
them, as confided to his honor.

¢ Some recent writer has remarked, says Cruveilhier :—*¢ That
the influence lost by the poet and the divine, has been gained
by the bar.” Still more true would be the remark applied to our
own profession.

“ What are the interests of property compared with those of
life? The physician is the most intimate confidant of families;
before his approach falls the veil of the sanctuary of private
life; to him is laid bare the suffering soul, so often the cause of
bodily ills, and into whose wounds he so well knows how to
pour the balm of consolation.

¢ Daily doth the physician, by his kind adviece, reconcile the
estranged and calm the angry. Daily doth he aid, with his
name, his protection, and even with his purse, his unfortunate
patients—for, gentlemen, our patients become our friends
friends dearest when most unhappy.

¢ What prudence, what reserve, what delicacy, what discre-
tion is imposed by our profession upon us! Admitted to the
domestic circle, you must hold as a sacred trust whatever of
confidence is imparted to you; your tongue must never utter
what your eyes have seen or ears heard; and, should your
generous care be repaid by gross ingratitude, let the ingrate
sleep calmly—his secret is buried in your heart. Remember,
gentlemen, that no human consideration may sanction the viola-
tion of professional confidence—stronger than threats or pro-
mises—let your conscience as a physician, protesting against all
revelation, reply, simply, * my duty forbids >
The profession you have chosen, gentlemen, is one which, of
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tion of seeing a fellow creature snatched from death by your
instrumentality, as if you had plucked him drowning from the
water, and can exultingly exclaim, adsum, adsum me fecisse.
If your labors are sometimes repaid by ingratitude, remember
that we are but men, and no one can expect to be rewarded
here for his good deeds; if, after weeks of such anxiety as no
other heart can know, of unwearied assiduity, you find all in
vain, and your labor rewarded by the too common remark, ¢ if
some other had been present, or further means used, the result
would have been different,” the injustice is keenly felt. But,
gentlemen, remember that such a remark is wrung oftentimes
from a heart writhing in agony at its bereavement, where the
brain is not itself, tortured by an anguish to which human life
gives no parallel. But if ingratitude and unjust reproach some-
times reward your labors, much oftener will you be repaid by
unbounded thanks, kindness and devoted friendship, on the part
of your patients. 1If blamed for accidents, praise will be often
awarded for results of which you can as little claim the credit.

It would seem that the field of labor of the devoted men of
the medical profession, arduous as are its toils, and heroic as
often are its self-denials and sacrifices, is one into which fame
does not often intrude. When a wider ambition leads them
beyond its limits, the training to which it has subjected them
renders them the most fit of all for high success and distinction.
The lamentations of a whole people, I might say of a world,
are at this moment heard over the untimely loss of one who has
shed an untarnished glory over his country, and illnstrated the
records of science and adventure. I need not say that I allude
to our most distinguished fellow citizen, Dr. E. K. KaxE.

The social position of the physician is always an high one;; to
him especially belong the pursuits and revelations of science
and her rewards. It may be that you will see the pretender and
the quack exalted—leave their claims to time—neither granite
piles nor ducal palaces can claim respect for their owners, or
give peace of mind. You may hear your profession ridiculed ;
but, as Moliére, the bitterest satirist of the profession, himself






