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THE INVALID'S WORLD 23

low” and passed with indifference. Invalidism has re-
adjusted the scales so that mere fancy decides for the one
and against the other. When well I could not endure
Sambo. Il I look upon him as an inexhaustible fund of
amusement. The manner in which he says, “Yes, sah,”
with a sanctimonious roll of his eyes and a minstrel grin,
is delightful. It is a toy with a string which I pull as often
as I please. The unfailing good humor of these dusky
brethren is enormously in their favor as nurses, If ever a
man detests the lean, hungry Cassius, it is when he comes
to wait by one's bedside. You can forgive the blundering
and fibbing and petty larceny, but you cannot forgive the
bringing of fogs and damps into your presence. What
if Sambo was flourishing around in my best claw-hammer
after I was asleep. Awake, I was entertained by the
cheeriest companion in the invalid world. Entertained?
This is not down on the list of the nurse’s obligations.
It enters largely into the nurse’s habit, however. Is it
not so, my brothers? Have you forgotten Mrs. F.'s quiet
joke or “Uncle T.'s” amusing yarns?! Don't you remem-
ber “Mother C.”? jolly bright-cheeked “Mother C.,” the
quondam farmer’s wife, carrying her wholesome, home-
spun nature and quaint country phrases into her skillful
“trained” work? It always seemed when she came in as
if she came straight from the orchard or the dairy, and
not merely because she would have half-a-dozen apples in
her apron or a glass of milk in her hand. She used to
act as if illness was a joke between you and her, an
excuse for gaining extra goodies and special attention, a
chance to laugh and be lazy when awake and to sleep
prodigally when so disposed. She has persuaded you
into believing it—Ah, you remember. I see your ban-
daged heads nod and your drawn lips shorten into a
smile, as across the dark background of painful recollec~
tions glide the figures of those who brightened an inva-
lid's sorry lot, the various types of that potentate, the
nurse. ‘‘Potentate, indeed! She acts as if she owned the
establishment,” sulks the head of the house. “She
needn’t come into my kitchen with her airs,” wags the
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THE HOSPITAL MISTLETOE.

JHAT is that faded branch?” you ask. A sprig
of mistletoe. It is the token of our love.

“How sentimental!” you exclaim. No; it is
" not culled from the bough under which I kissed
her. Ours was not a match of the common kind ; it was
not inaugurated with blindman’s-buff and kiss in the
ring. “The mistletoe hung in the castle hall?” No, my
friend ; you are quite wrong. There were no merry guests
going hither and thither under that treasured sprig of
the mysterious parasite. Tell you the story? I will. It
happened in this wise.

I was the house-surgeon of the Severnshire Hospital.
One autumn day a patient was brought into the accident
ward, He was a gentleman. No one in the town knew
him. He was traveling through the county. In the high
street of the city he had been thrown from his horse.
When he was picked up, he said, “Take me to the hos-
pital; I am a gentleman, and will pay for attention; but
1 prefer the hospital.” So they brought him to us. He
was very seriously hurt internally. George Gregory
Newbold was his name.

“I don’t live anywhere in particular,” he said, a week
after he was brought in. “I am a traveler; I have been
in nearly every nation of the world. I can refer you to
the Bank of England. I have property in Hertfordshire.
I am very comfortable here, and grateful for the kind-
ness you have shown me.”

He was a handsome man, with a tender, sympathetic
gray eye, and a soft musical voice. There was some-
thing about him that excited interest at once. It was
an honest, open, candid face, with lines of care and
trouble about the eyes.

“Yes, you are right, doctor,” he said to me one Novem-
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postulated with Lucy, and privately expressed myself in
severe terms to her lover. If it were not that he believed
Lucy would deeply feel his leaving her, he said he would
go away, since I questioned his honor and his love. My
selfishness was awakened; I urged him to go, implored
him, gave him money; and he left Lucy to her brother
in the old house that we had known since infancy. When
Lucy discovered the cause of her lover's desertion, she
upbraided me, calling me cruel and selfish, and a month
afterwards she was missing. I have never seen her
since.”

Here my poor patient fell back upon his pillow. I
gave him a stimulant; and by and by, when he looked up
with his gray eyes expressing an apology for his weak-
ness, I confess to sensations of sympathy which I had
never felt before.

“I thought I was stronger,” he said; “pray forgive me.
Let me finish my story; it will do me good to tell you
my troubles. I would give the world to see her once
more, for the sake of my poor dear mother, who loved
her so much. I found traces of her. She had had a
letter from her lover, bidding her good-bye for ever. It
was believed that he had enlisted for a soldier. A de-
tective officer whom I employed fancied he traced them
to India. His name was not to be found on the lists of
any regiment at home or abroad.

“This is the story of my life; this is the story of my
wanderings, I am in search of my sister, in search of
them both—Lucy and her husband. I have forgiven
them long ago. What right had I to stand between her
and the man she loved? Heaven forgive me!”

The season of Christmas came, with its kindly
thoughts, its Christian-like feelings, its genial associa-
tions. We always decorated the hospital for Christ-
mas-Eve. The patients all seemed to get better in pres-
ence of the little excitement of the time. Every ward
had its bit of holly and mistletoe. The nurses rivaled
each other in the making of festal wreaths. Friends of
the patients brought in contributions from the country;
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toe reflected back the subdued glimmer. It is a sad pic-
ture, a hospital on Christmas-Eve; the shadows of the
place seem so insignificant—such tender memories hover
about the narrow beds.

The new nurse came into the ward while I sat there.
It was a sweet face, as 1 saw it with the soft light upon
it—a kind, sad, pitying face. Newbold looked at her
curiously as she entered. Then he raised himself up
suddenly, and before I hardly knew what had happened,
he was locked in her arms,

“Lucy, Lucy, my dear, dear sister!” he was saying,
his voice nearly drowned in the sobs of the woman whose
face was lying upon his shoulder.

The bells appeared to receive new strength just at that
moment. It was the wind which brought the sound
close up to the windows on its way down the river.
“Thank God!” I exclaimed and my heart leaped with a
strange joy. I felt like a child ready to weep. It was as

"if T had been reading some pitiful story. I walked out
into the corridor, opened a window, and put my head
into the frosty air. The stars crowded the sky, and the
bell-music seemed to belong to their purity, I was never
fit for a hospital-surgeon; my feelings were always too
little under control. When I went back into the ward,
she was sitting by his side holding his hand. His face
was full of peace and happiness. It was as if an angel
had been there.

We buried him on New Year’s Day.

Her story is soon told. She lost her husband in the
Crimea. After that she joined Florence Nightingale’s
band of nurses, and eventually came back to England.
Providence sent her to the Severnshire Hospital on that
Christmas-Eve—sent her, that George Newbold's last
hours might be solaced with her tender words and happy
memories of the Christmas-days that were gone. If it
were not next to impious to think that what befell after-
wards was anything but accidental, I could fancy that
some special consideration for the poor hospital-surgeon
also filled up the providential design. The spring came
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PRE-CHRISTIAN DISPENSARIES AND HOSPITALS,

JHE impression that hospitals are a Christian in-
| novation is much more widely spread than per-
sons competent to judge of its legitimacy might
: = suppose. Canon Farrar, in a “Life of Christ,”
which has acquired some popularity, says, “Amidst all
the boasted civilization of antiquity there existed no
hospitals, no penitentiaries, no asylums.” Professor
Lightioot stated, at the opening of a hospital last year,
that hospitals were “a creation of Christianity.” It may,
therefore, be of some interest to trace the history of the
rise of hospitals in the nations of antiquity; and to show
that they have not been confined to any one age or na-
tion, and that they are the natural outcome of that tender
compassion for suffering humanity which is character-
istic of all civilizations and of every cultured religion,
The hospital is simply the development of the dis-
pensary, which is a necessary requirement of the medical
officer appointed and paid by the state for the relief of
the sick poor. Some room is required by the medical
officer in which to see his patients and dispense the
drugs, and this room naturally developed into the hos-
pital ward, where the patients could be continuously un-
der his eye, and be more carefully attended than in their
own homes. It is therefore in the medical officer ap-
pointed and paid by the state that we are to find the ear-
liest germ and first idea of the vast network of hospitals
which has spread over the civilized countries of the world.
These medical officers were an institution in Egypt
from a remote antiquity, for in the eleventh century B. C.
there was a College of Physicians in the receipt of public
pay, and regulated by law as to the nature and extent of
their practice. At Athens, in the fifth century B. C,
there were physicians elected and paid by the citizens;
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rational medical treatment with the superstition of
charms and incantations; and they are most important,
because they not infrequently enable us to trace the
rise of scepticism in the charm and incantation, and the
struggle between the waning power of the priest and the
increasing skill of the physician,

The Babylonians and Assyrians alone, among the
great nations of antiquity, had no physicians. The sick
man was laid on a couch in the public square, and the
passers-by were required to ask’ him the nature of his
disease, so that if they or any of their acquaintance had
been similarly afflicted, they might advise him as to
the remedies he should adopt® This custom com-
mended itself to Herodotus, who thought it almost as
wise as their other custom of selling the girls of the vil-
lage in marriage, so that the “fairer maidens portioned
off the plainer,” As a consequence, incantations to drive
out the evil spirit of disease were in much request, and
the nature of their operations may be gathered from the
following tablet :—

“God shall stand by his bedside ; those seven evil spir-
its He shall root out and expel from his body ; those seven
shall never return to the sick man.”®

[1.] Egypt claimed the invention of medicine.
This claim is partially recognized in Homer, when Poly-
damna gives medicinal herbs to Helen in Egypt, a coun-
try producing an infinite number of drugs, and where the
physician possesses knowledge above all other men;®
and is fully endorsed by M. Chabas after a careful com-
parison of the medical papyrus at Berlin with the best
medical works of Greece and Rome.®

The extreme antiquity of medical science in Egypt
may be inferred from the fact that the medical pap}'ms'
at Berlin, fourteenth century B. C,, contains a copy of a
treatise on inflammation (ouchet) which was found “writ-
ten in ancient writing, rolled up in a coffer under the feet
of an Anubis in the town of Sokhem (Letopolis), in the
time of his sacred majesty Thot the Righteous. After his
death it was handed on to King Snat on account of its im-
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reason and faith, between the skill of the physician and
the prayer of the priest. Rameses XII. summons beifore
him the “Scribe of the Houses of Life,” and orders him
to select one who shall be “a man of an intelligent heart
and skilful fingers,” that he may be sent to cure the
young Princess of Boucliten. She is the “little sister”
of the royal wife, and bears the Semitic name Bentrash.
The physician fails to cure the damsel, for she is pos-
sessed with an evil spirit. Then the god Chonson is sent
from Thebes to Bouchten in a great barge, escorted by
five smaller barges on the river, and by nobles, with the
god’s chariot and horses, along the banks. When the
god arrives, he communicates to the Princess “his virtue
of life,” and the evil spirit comes forth*® We unfor-
tunately, only possess the priests’ version of the story;
but it points to a rivalry between the rational science of
the physicians and the superstitious faith of the priests.

The fame of the medicine of Egypt spread to all lands.
Cyrus the Persian hears of it, and sends to King Amasis
of Egypt for an oculist®” Darius the Great had at
his court “certain Egyptian physicians, whom he reck-
oned the best-skilled physicians in the world.”*® The
Hebrew prophet Jeremiah says, “O virgin daughter of
Egypt, in vain shalt thou use many medicines ; thou shalt
not be cured.”® It lasted until the time of the Anto-
nines, so that Galen, the “wonder-worker,” thought it no
small gain to have studied in the schools of Alexandria ;*
and it is preserved to our own day, wrapped up like
one of its own mummies, in the words chemistry, al-
chemy, which tell us that the cradle of medical science
was in the land of the great god Chemmis, who had given
to Egypt its ancient name, Chemi.®

[2.] A story told by Herodotus of the Egyptian phy-
sicians at the court of Darius will serve to carry us from
the school of Egypt to the schools of Greece. One day,**
when mounting his horse, Darius sprained his foot.
The Egyptian physicians thought it was a dislocation,
and put the king to such pain by the violence of their
treatment, that for seven days and nights his sleep went
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from him. On the eighth day some of the courtiers told
him of a Greek prisoner among the slaves of Oroetes,
named Democedes, who came from the famous medical
school of Crotona. In such haste was Democedes sum-
moned into the king’s presence that he appeared “just
as he was, clanking his fetters and wearing his rags.”
He reversed the treatment of the Egyptians, and cured
the King. From that day no one stood so high in the
favor of Darius as Democedes. He also cured a sore
in the breast of Atossa, daughter of Cyrus and wife to
Darius, and she rewarded him by aiding him to make
his escape to Greece; whence he returned to Crotona,
and married the daughter of his fellow-townsman, Milo
the Wrestler, who had carried off the prize six times at
the Olympic and seven times at the Pythian games (sixth
century B. C.). Crotona was celebrated quite as much
for her athletes as for her physicians; indeed, it was a
proverb that the last among the wrestlers of Crotona
were the first among the other Greeks.®® This is a
point of extreme interest; the same place that produced
the best trainer of athletes would naturally produce the
best physician® because the healthy condition of the
man’s body was the aim of both; and as the trainer
would soon learn not to trust in charms and incanta-
tions as preparations for the games, so would the physi-
cian learn to distrust charms, and to strive after a ra-
tional system of medicine. The physicians of Crotona
would have agreed with Plato that the art of the physi-
cian was to cure the sickness and the wounds of men of
good constitutions only, and to leave the weak and sickly
to their fate; and applaud him when he quoted the tra-
dition that Zsculapius had been struck by lightning be-
cause he so far forgot the sacred obligations of his art
as to allow himself to be bribed to heal a rich man who
was at the point of death. Indeed Plato complained of
what he calls “our present system of medicine” as being
calculated to “educate diseases,” and as opposed to the
old practise of the Guild of Zsculapius. He lays the blame
at the door of Herodicus, a trainer who had a sickly
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constitution: “He, by a happy combination of training
and doctoring, found out the way of torturing, first and
principally himself, and secondly the rest of the
world, by the invention of a lingering death.”®® Plato
might laugh at Herodicus, nevertheless he was the mas-
ter of Hippocrates, the “Father of Medicine”—fifth cen-
tury B. C.

All medical science before the time of Hippocrates was,
says Pliny, “lost in the densest night; he was the first to
compile a code of medical precepts,”® derived partly
from the traditions of the family of the Asclepiade to
which he belonged,®” and partly-from the study of
the votive tablets in the great temple at Cos.*® Dion
Cassius says that Democedes of Crotona and Hippocrates
of Cos were the two most distinguished physicians of an-
tiquity.® Galen tells as that the Asclepiade founded
the three great medical schools of Rhodes, Cnidos, and
Cos. These were Doric settlements,*® and we find
that their influence survived as late as the fifth century
B. C. by the use of the Doric dialect both in medical con-
versation and prescriptions,** and also in the prose
oracles given at Delphi, which were so largely consulted
by the sick.'?

At Athens in the time of Plato, we find that some of
the physicians were elected by the people and paid from
the public treasury. Socrates, for instance, speaks of one
“desiring to obtain a medical appointment from the gov-
ernment” iwrpwiv #yov*® and there was a technical term
applied especially to physicians who practised with
a public salary dpuoseiem.** These state physicians, after
they had been elected in the Ecclesia or other as-
sembly,** appear to have appointed slave doctors
under them to attend on the poor, while they attended
on the rich, and either by their own or the eloquence of
some friendly rhetorician,*® persuaded the patient to
drink the medicine or to submit to the knife and the hot
iron. Indeed this system of persuasion as a part of the
medical art became at last ridiculous: “Foolish fellow!
you are not healing the sick man, you are educating him
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and he does not want to be made a doctor, but to get
well”;*" and in the next generation it was completely
exploded ; for, as Aristotle says, the duty of a physician
is simply to prescribe.*®

Very different is the off-hand manner in which the
slave doctors treated their patients; they waste no words
with them, but run about from one patient to another,
and dose them as they think proper; or they “wait for
them in their dispensaries,” evr. iarpelo.® This pas-
sage clearly shows that there were at Athens, in the
fifth century B. C., dispensaries to which the sick poor
repaired to be treated for their diseases; not indeed by
the most skillful physicians, but by physicians paid by
the state to look after their ailments. These dispensaries
varied in number according to the prevalence of dis-
ease: “Where diseases increase in a state, then lerpeia
are always being opened.”*

The temples of Aisculapius were, however, the schools
in which the students who had taken the noble Hippo-
cratic oath studied, partly from the votive tablets, and
partly from the treatment of the patients who resorted
thither. That patients did resort to the temples is evi-
dent from the amusing scene described by the slave who
attended Plautus when he went to the temple to be cured
of his blindness, When night came on, all were com-
manded to keep silence, and not to move should they
hear the god passing before the altars. The slave peeps
through a hole in his threadbare cloak, and sees the priest
“consecrate into a sack” the offerings of cakes and dried
figs made by the sick.® Afterwards there followed
the mixing of the drugs with the pestle and mortar, and
the anointing the eyes with the ointment. The patients
were of both sexes, for it was an old woman whose savory
posset excited the cupidity of the slave Cario.*®

There is one, though we regret to say only one, hos-
pital (rewwov) mentioned in Greek literature, and that
only by one author, the comic poet Crates, middle of the
fifth century B. C. It was situated probably in the
Piraeus—iri ric faddoone. *
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The state physician did not receive private fees, but
their state emoluments may be guessed by the pay of
Democedes before he was carried prisoner to the king-
dom of Darius. He fled from his father, who was a cele-
brated physician of his day at Crotona, and came to
Agina, where his skill caused the state to hire him at
#£243, 15s. a year; in the next year the Athenians engaged
him at £406, 15s.; in the next, Polycrates obtained him
for £487, 10s* The first payment made to him by
Darius was a pair of golden fetters, to remind him, per-
haps, that although he would now be laden with honors
and wealth, yet he was to remain a prisoner, exiled from
his native land.

[3.] Hitherto we have met only with state physicians
and dispensaries, and but one hospital ; it is to India we
must turn to see a system of hospitals spreading over
the country.

When Brahma took compassion on the weakness and
suffering of mankind, and wrote for them the commen-
tary on the Vedas, he devoted one treatise to the science
of medicine. Hence it was that the ancient Hindus
ascribed to the medical art a divine origin, and that the
Brahmans were the first physicians. Fragments only of
this Ayur-Feda remain, but they are sufficient to show an
advanced knowledge of the art, in that they treat both of
surgery and the practice of medicine.*

Soon after the conquests of Alexander the Great Meg-
asthenes the Greek was sent on an embassage to the
court of Sandrocottus, where he resided for some years,
Among his notes, preserved by Strabo, we find that “next
in honor to the Sramanos were the physicians, for they
apply philosophy to the study of the nature of man.* * *
They cure diseases by diet rather than by medicinal reme-
dies.”® The grandsen of Sandrocottus was the cele-
brated King Asoka, 325-282 B. C., one of the greatest
monarchs who ever graced the throne. He embraced the
religion of Buddha, and almost immediately afterwards
promulgated a series of edicts, some score of which still
exist inscribed on pillars and graven in the living rock.
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bienfaisance, on l'on secourait les malheureux.,”*
These houses were hospices as well as hospitals at the time
of Hiouen-Thsang’s visit,

At the commencement of the present century there still
flourished at Surat a hospital set apart for the treatment
of animals. It covered twenty-five acres, and was divided
into courts and wards for the accommodation of the dumb
patients. When an animal broke a limb, or was other-
wise disabled, the owner brought it to the hospital, where
it was received without regard to the caste or the nation
of its master, and was treated with the greatest care;
and if need be, found a peaceful asylum for the infirmities
of old age.®* “If proper inquiry were directed to this
building,” says Mr. Prinsep, “I dare say it would be dis-
covered to be a living example—the only one that has
braved twenty centuries—of the humane acts of Asoka,
recorded at no great distance on a rock in Guzerat.”

Further investigation will doubtless bring to light
many other instances of this wise and compassionate
edict of Asoka having been put in force over the whole
country; for, quite recently, Major Kittoe (1852) found
in the course of his excavations at Sarnath, “a large
quadrangle or hospital, with pestles and mortars, etc."®

The great interest of these hospitals lies not only in
the large-hearted toleration which opened them “to the
poor of all countries,” and in the liberality which supplied
“help to all gratuitously,” first fruits of that noble-minded
charity which knows no distinction of race or creed in the
presence of suffering humanity, and which found so ten-
der an illustration in Christ’s story of the Good Samari-
tan, but also in the fact that these hospitals are an evo-
lution such as we might naturally expect from the teach-
ing of the religion of Buddha, which Asoka had adopted.
The central point round which all the ethics of Buddhism
revolve—the doctrine which imparts to it so great a vi-
tality and strength—is the law of self-sacrifice carried
to the point of complete devotion, so that a man should
lay down his life for his fellow-men, and in certain ex-
treme cases for the lower animals. Moreover, the problem
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