
[From FemeIius’ Univcrsa Medicina, Geneva, 1679.1 

BOOKSHELF BROWSING 
OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES* 

PHYSICIAN, POET, AUTHOR 

FREDERICK C. WARNSHUIS, M.D. 

GRAND RAPIDS, MICH. 

T HERE is a common compIaint 
against the biographies of men, 
that they are, with few exceptions, 

insufferabIy dry reading. The cause is 
simpIe in that, if a man has put the best 
of himself in his work, he has as a rule Left 
IittIe for another to teI1. “There are but 
two peopIe who can teI1 the story of a 
man’s or woman’s Iife, one is the person 
himseIf, and the other is the recording 
angel.” Having no reIationship or com- 
munication with the Iatter I may fai1 in my 
endeavor to interest you, but when we 
aIso recaI1 that Dr. HoImes has written 
so freeIy about himseIf, in the end this 
paper may possibIy become of interest. 

An interest in the biography of medical 
men, as a pastime, has convinced me of 
its vaIue as an educationa factor. In the 
study of the biographies of the Iives of 
some of the leaders in our profession, I 
have been impressed that the Hippocratic 
ideals are realized and exempIified in their 
Iives. If, therefore, those teachers can 
enIighten us as to the darkness that went 
before, and the darkness that is to foIIow, 
Iet us hear what they have to teach us, 
and though we may not as yet perceive 
any special Iine of research, we may hold 
that every addition to our knowIedge is 

one smaI1 step towards the great reveIation. 
But Iet us proceed without further effusion. 

OIiver WendeII HoImes, the son of 
Rev. AbieI HoImes, a cIergyman of the 
Church of EngIand, was born in Cambridge 
August 29, 1809. There is IittIe of impor- 
tance to record of his chiIdhood, s&ice 
it to state that at 13 he entered PhiIips 
Academy in Andover. Staying but a 
year in this institution he matricuIated 
in Harvard in 1825, graduating with 
what is now known as the “Famous CIass 
of Twenty-Nine.” ContempIating the IegaI 
profession as his fieId of work, he studied 
Iaw for one year in the Dane Law SchooI. 
In answering the question as to why he 
reIinquished the study of law to enter 
that of medicine, I can best do so by 
quoting his words: 

What determined me to give up Iaw and 
appIy myseIf to medicine I can hardIy say, 
but I had from the first Iooked upon that 
year’s study as an experiment. At any rate I 
made the change, and soon found myseIf 
introduced to new scenes and new companion- 
ships. 

So from law HoImes turned to medicine. 
He says in his reminiscences : 

At the end of the first year in the Dane Lax 
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SchooI, I took up my new study which was 
to be my fina choice. There is something very 
soIemn and depressing about the first entrance 
upon the study of medicine. The white faces 
of the sick that fiII the Iong row of beds in the 
hospita1 wards saddened me and produced a 
feeIing of awe-stricken sympathy. The dreadfu1 
scenes in the operating theatre, for this was 
before the days of ether, were a great shock 
to my sensibilities, though I did not faint 
as students occasionaIIy do. When I first 
entered the room where students were seated 
at a tabIe with a skeIeton hanging over it, 
and bones Iying about, I was deepIy impressed, 
and more disposed to moraIize upon mortaIity 
than to take up the task of osteoIogy which 
Iay Lefore me. It took but a short time to 
wear off this earIiest impression. I had my 
way in the worId to make and meant to foIIow 
it faithfuIIy. I soon found an interest in matters 
which at the outset seemed uninviting and 
repuIsive, and after the first diffIcuIties and 
repugnance were overcome I began to enjoy 
my new acquisition and knowIedge. The head 
of the private schoo1 at which I studied was 
Dr. James Jackson, a very wise and a very 
good man, whose influence on the minds of 
his students who foIIowed him in his visits to 
the hospita1, and who Iistened to his teachings, 
was of the soundest and best character. Dr. 
Jackson never taIked of curing a patient 
except in its true etymoIogica1 sense of taking 
care of him. I think we may say in genera1 
that the doctor who taIks of curing his patients 
beIongs to that class of practitioners known 
in our common speech as “Quacks.” It is in 
medicine as in surgery-nature heaIs; art heIps, 
if she can, sometimes hinders, with the best 
of intentions; oftener is entireIy ignored by 
the great remedia1 agencies, ordained by the 
shaping inteIIigence, which gives form and 
Iife to morta1 organization. 

HoImes attended two courses of Iectures 
in this private schoo1. If he was to be 
anything better than a rura1 dispenser 
of piIIs and powders he had to pass, at the 
very Ieast, two years in European hospitaIs. 
PracticaIIy this must have been incorpo- 
rated in the program when his choice of the 
medica profession was made. Yet so 
Iarge a part of the “Consideration” 
received by cIergymen was “good,” 
rather than “vaIuabIe,” that this foreign 
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education wouId have been whoIIy impos- 
sibIe, had it not so happened that the 
daughter of a prosperous Boston merchant 
had brought with her into the cIerica1 
househoId a purse not aItogether empty; 
and even with this aid, it wouId seem 
that some effort had to be made in order 
to send the young student to Paris with 
funds enough in his pocket to enabIe him 
to Iive comfortabIy, “Iike a gentIeman,” 
as he jeaIousIy expressed it. But his 
father and mother, Iike true New EngIand 
parents of that day, came gaIIantIy to the 
mark and equipped him. 

More than once in his writings HoImes 
refers to his deIightfu1 student days in 
France where he was the foIIower of the 
great Louis. His vaIedictory address 
to his cIass in 1882 is IargeIy made up 
of his reminiscences of his oId P&is teachers. 
The foIIowing are his interesting comments 
on Lisfranc and Ricord. 

Of Lisfranc, I can say IittIe more than that 
he was a great drawer of bIood and hewer of 
members. I remember his ordering a whoIesaIe 
breeding of his patients, right and Ieft, one 
morning when a phIebotomizing fit was on 
him. I recoIIect his regretting the spIendid 
guardsmen of the oId Empire, for what? 
-because they had such magnificent Iimbs to 
amputate. I got aIong as far as that with him 
when I ceased to be a foIIower of Lisfranc. 

Speaking of Ricord, HoImes says: 

There was aIso the “Vivacious Ricord,” 
whom I remember caIIing the VoItaire of 
PeIvic Literature, a skeptic of the moraIity 
of the race in generaI, who wouId have sub- 
mitted Diana to treatment with his minera 
specifics and ordered a course of bIue piUs 
for the vesta virgins, 

Late in November of 1835 he returned 

to Boston and commenced the practice 
of his profession in January, 1836. In 

1847, he was appointed Parkman professor 
of anatomy in Harvard, which chair he 
heId for thirty-five years. 

As the story of his Iife goes on it is now 

that he commences to attract the attention 
of his friends, and inspires by his Iife 
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the enduring reverence of posterity. FoIIow 
me whiIe I Iead you, somewhat hurriedIy, 
through the succeeding years by portray- 
ing him in the r6Ie of Anatomist, and medi- 
cal Essayist with an occasiona citation 
of incidents that reveaIs the broadness 
of his character and mind. 

ANATOMIST 

That HoImes shouId have seIected anat- 
omy and dissection as his province of 
Iabor may seem a IittIe odd when we are 
toId that he was too tender hearted to 
practice medicine. Here is what two good 
witnesses, who have been pIaced upon the 
stand, deponeth to his point. Dr. Cheever 
says : 

Too sympathetic to practice medicine, he 
soon abandoned the art for the science, and 
aIways manifested the same abhorrence for 
death and tenderness for animaIs. When it 
became necessary to have a freshIy kiIIed 
rabbit for his Iectures, he aIways ran out of 
the room, Ieft me to chIoroform it, and be- 
sought me to not Iet it squeak. 

Professor Dwight says : 

In spite of the attention bestowed on dis- 
section, I do not fancy that he much fancied 
dissecting, though the museum stiI1 has 
some few specimens of his preparation. Once 
he asked me what part of anatomy I Iiked 
best, and on my saying the bones, he repIied, 
“So do I; it’s the cIeanest.” 

To better present to you Dr. HoImes 
in the r81e of anatomist permit me to 
describe one of his Iecture hours. It nears 
one o’clock, and the work in the demon- 
strators’ room in the oId MedicaI schoo1 
in North Grove Street becomes even more 
hurried and eager as the Iecture hour in 
anatomy approaches. Four hours of busy 
dissection have unveiIed a portion of the 
human frame, insensate and stark on the 
demonstrating tabIe. Muscles, nerves, and 
bIood vesseIs unfoId themselves in unvary- 
ing harmony, if seeming disorder, and 
the subject is nearIy ready to iIIustrate 
the lecture. The room is thick with tobacco 
smoke. The winter Iight, snowy and duI1, 

enters through one taI1 window, bare of 
curtains, and faIIs upon a Iead floor. 
The surroundings are singuIarIy bare of 
ornament or comfort or beauty, and 
there is naught to inspire the inteIIect or 
imagination, except the mar\:eIous mecha- 
nism of the poor dead body which lies 
dissected before us, Iike some complex 
and deIicate machinery whose uses we 
seek to know. To such a scene enters the 
poet, the writer, the wit, Olin-er Wendell 
HoImes. Few readers of his prose or poetry 
couId dream of him as here, in this carna1 
house, in the presence of death. The very 
Iong and steep flight of stairs Ieading up 
from the street beIow resounds with a 
da,uble and Iabored tread, the door opens 
and a smaI1, gentIe, smiIing man appears, 
supported by the janitor, who has often 
been caIIed to heIp him up the stairs. 
Entering, and giving a breathIess greeting, 
he sinks upon a stoo1 and strives to recover 
his asthmatic breath. Anon, recovering, 
he brightens up and asks, “What have you 
for me today?” and pIunges, knife in hand, 
into the depths of his subject. Time flies, 
and a boisterous crowd of “turbuIent Bob 
Sawyers ” pours through the ha11 to his 
Iecture room door and begin a rhythmical 
stamping and shouting and pounding. 
The doors open, a rush takes pIace, some 
coIlapse, some are thrown headIong and 
three hundred raw students precipitate 
themseIves into a bare and comfortIess 
amphitheatre. Meanwhiie the Professor 
has been running about, now as nimble 
as a cat, seIecting pIates, rummaging 
dusty museums for specimens, arranging 
microscopes and dispIaying bones. The 
subject is carried in on a board; no auto- 
matic appIiances, no wheeIs with pneu- 
matic tires, no eIevators in those days. 
The cadaver is decorousry disposed on a 
revoIving table, and is aIways covered 
with a cIean white sheet. Respect for pure 
humanity and admiration for God’s divin- 
est work is the first Iesson and uppermost 
in the poet-Iecturer’s mind. He enters 
and is greeted with a shout and stamp of 
applause. Then silence and there begins a 

history-of-obgyn.com



684 American Journal of Surgery Warnshuis-OIiver WendeIl HoImes MARCH, 1930 

charming hour of description, anaIysis, 
simiIe and anecdote, which cIothes the 
dry bones with poetic imagery, enIivens 
a hard and fatiguing day with humor, and 
brightens to the tired Iisteners the detaiIs 
of a diffIcuIt, though interesting, study. 
We may say tired Iistener because the 
student is now Iistening to his fifth consec- 
utive fIecture that day, beginning at 
nine o’cIock and ending at two. No rest, 
no recovery for the dazed senses, which 
have tried to absorb materia medica, 
chemistry, practice and obstetrics a11 in 
one morning. One o’cIock was aIways 
assigned to Dr. HoImes because he aIone 
couId hoId his exhausted audience’s atten- 
tion. He came in with a grave c0untenanq.e. 
His shouIders were thrown back and his 
face bent down. No one reaIized better 
than he that he had no easy task before 
him.r\He had to teach a branch YrepuIsive 
to some, diffIcuIt to aI1; and he had to 
teach it to a jaded cIass which was unfit 
to be taught anything. The wooden seats 
were hard, the backs straight and the 
air bad. The effect of the last was aIIuded 
to by Dr. HoImes in his address at the 
opening of the new schoo1 in 1883, in 
which he referred to those earIy days as 
foIIows : 

So when the cIass I was Iecturing to was 
sitting in an atmosphere once breathed aheady, 
after I had seen head after head gentIy decIin- 
ing and one pair of eyes after another emptying 
themseIves of inteIIigence, I have said inaudibIy, 
“SIeep on dear youth, this does not mean 
that you are indoIent or that I am duI1; it 
is the partia1 coma of commencing asphyxia.” 

To make head against these odds he did 
his utmost to adopt a sprightIy manner 
and Iet no opportunity for a jest escape 
him. These wouId be received by quite 
appreciation by the Iower benches, and 
with uproarious demonstration from the 
mountain, where, as in the French RevoIu- 
tion, the noisiest spirits congregated. He 
gave his imaginations fuI1 pIay in compari- 
sons often charming and aIways quaint. 
None but Holmes could have compared 
the microscopica coiIed tube of a sweat 

gIand to a fairy’s intestine. You wiI1 
appreciate the aptness of his Iikening 
the mesentery to the shirt ruffles of a 
preceding generation. He has compared 
the fibers connecting the two symmetrica 
haIves of the brain to the band uniting 
the Siamese twins. 

As a Iecturer he was accurate, punctua1, 
precise, unvarying in patience over detail, 
and though not an origina anatomist 
in the sense of a discoverer, yet a most 
exact descriptive Iecturer; whiIe the 
weaIth of his iIIustrations, comparisons 
and simiIes was unequaIIed. Hence his 
charm. The student received information 
and was amused at the same time. He was 
aIways simpIe and rudimentary in his 
instructions. His flights of fancy never 
shot over the hearers’ heads. Iteration 
and reiteration was his favorite motto in 
teaching. “These gentremen,” he said on 
one occasion, pointing out the Iower por- 
tion of the peIvic bones, “are the tuberosi- 
ties of the ischia, on which man is designed 
to sit and survey the works of creation.” 
On another occasion in picking up a 
femaIe peIvis and pointing to the pubic 
arch he said, “GentIemen this is the 
TriumphaI Arch under which every candi- 
date for immortality must pass.” But if 
witty, he couId aIso be serious and pathetic, 
and he possessed the high power of hoIding 
and controIIing his rough auditors. In 
earnest himseIf, enthusiastic, and of happy 
temperament he shed the gIow of his 
ardent spirit over his foIIowers and gave 
to his students some of the most attractive 
and happy hours of their life. 

ESSAYIST 

We have not in mind onIy his contribu- 
tions to medica science and Iiterature, 
which, though overshadowed by his work 
in genera1 Ietters, were many and impor- 
tant, but we are thinking of that wider 
province of the physician that Iies beyond 
the Iaboratory, the drug shop, the hospita1 
and the consuIting room, the education 
of the public at large. Dr. HoImes never 
Iost sight of his profession, and he never 
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aIIowed the worId to Iose sight of it. 

Throughout his writings from “The Fly in 

the Stethoscope ” to the good-natured 

raiIIery at a too excIusive speciaIism in 
“Over the Tea Cups,” he did not hesitate 

to hit at its weakness and foibIes; whiIe 

apart from the admirabIe characters in 
his novels, he has in many noble passages 

pictured the Iife and influence of the true, 

modest and sacrificing doctor, in terms 

of the highest appreciation. Holmes is 
best known to EngIish readers through 

the Breakfast Table Series, the Autocrat, 
the Professor and the Poet. These were 

a11 written when our author was compara- 

tiveIy young. They contain Iess direct 

reference to medical ethics than some of 

his Iater works, but even in these we note 

some very pertinent sayings. In the 

“Later Day Warnings,” a short poem in 

the Autocrat, after diIating on the duties 

of IegisIature, haberdashers, preachers 

and property deaIers, there is a fund of 
philosophy in these two Iines: 

When Iawyers take what they wouId give 
And doctors give what they wouId take. 

He evidentIy despairs of the attainment 

of this high ideal, for he ends by saying. 

But when you see that bIessed day 
Then order your ascension robe. 

The medica eIements are much more 
noticeabIe in the “ Professor.” The foIIow- 

ing Iines are worth remembering by those 

of us that are apt to Iook upon ourseIves, 

in our professiona capacities, as in the 
worId but not of it. 

You can’t keep gas in a bIadder, and you 
can’t keep knowIedge tight in a profession. 
Hydrogen wiI1 Ieak out and air wiII Ieak in, 
and specia1 knowIedge wiI1 leak out and 
genera1 knowIedge wiI1 leak in, though a 
profession were covered with twenty thick- 
nesses of sheep-skin dipIomas. TiII common 
sense is well mixed with medicine and common 
manhood with theoIogy, and common honesty 
with Iaw, we, the peopIe, wiI1 crash down 
upon the Iumps of nonsense in a11 of them, 
tiI1 we have made them Iike Aaron’s caIf. 

In our reIation with patients we might 

we11 bear in mind the professor’s advice 

to those about making a choice of a 

physician : 

Be sure you get one with a serene and cheer- 
ful countenance. A physician is not, or ought 
not to be an executioner; and the sentence 
of death upon his face is as bad as a warrant 
for the execution signed by the Governor. 
As a ruIe no man has the right to teI1 another 
by word or Iook that he is going to die. It may 
be necessary in an extreme case, but as a rule 
it is the Iast extreme of impertinence which 
one human being can offer to another. 

In a discussion as to whether the art of 

hearing makes men hard hearted and 
indifferent to human suffering, we have a 

deIightfu1 sketch of the idea1 doctor in 

these words : 

You may be sure that some men, even 
among those who have chosen the task of 
pruning their feIIow creatures, grow more 
and more thoughtfu1 and truIy compassionate 
in the midst of their cruel experience. They 
become less nervous but more sympathetic. 
They have a truer sensibiIity of others pains, 
the more they study pain and disease in the 
the Iight of science. 

In the Poet, the Iast of this series, there 

are some very amusing and highly instruc- 

tive references to young Doctor Franklin. 

The folIowing may remind us a11 of our 

younger days : 

The young doctor has a very smaI1 oflice 
and a very Iarge sign with a transparency at 
night big enough for an oyster shop. These 
young doctors are particuIarIy strong in what 
they caI1 Diagnosis, an exceIIent branch of 
the healing art, fuII of satisfaction to the 
curious practitioner who Iikes to give the Iatin 
name to one’s compIaint; not quite so satis- 
factory to the patient. Sometimes, in fact, 
one would rather not know the exact name 
of his compIaint, as, if he does, he is IiabIe 
to Iook it up in a medica work, and if he reads, 
“This terribIe disease is attended with vast 
suffering and is inevitabIy mortal,” or any such 
statement, it is apt to affect him unpIeasantIy. 

The description of the doctor’s offIce is 

racy, and I cannot pass on without 
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reIating HoImes description of a patient’s 
interview. I crave your induIgence in this 
quotation : 

With superhuman air of sagacity, with 
much corrugation of the forehead and fearful 
concentration of attention Doctor FrankIin 
examined the discoIored spot. After dweIIing 
on this most interesting and rare affection 
and asking if there were any objections to 
showing the case to the Society of MedicaI 
Improvement and MedicaI Observation, hints 
are given about Morbus Addisonii. So he gave 
the patient a prescription, “which,” said the 

poet, “I took care to put where it couId do 
no hurt to anybody, and I paid him his fee, 
which he took with the air of a man with a 
great income and said Good Morning. My 
IandIady on seeing the same spot said it was a 
bump, recommended a piece of brown paper 
dipped in vinegar; the discoIoration soon 
disappeared.” The next interview after Dr. 
FrankIin had had more experience was more 
satisfactory. The Poet had an ugIy cut from 
a carving knife. It was astonishing to see what 
a IittIe experience of misceIIaneous practice 
had done for him. He did not ask any more 
questions about predispositions on the mater- 
na1 and paterna1 sides. He did not examine 
me with the stethescope and Iaryngoscope. 
He onIy strapped my cut and informed me 
that it wouId speediIy get we11 by “first 
intention.” 

Dr. HoImes has written three noveIs a11 

fuI1 of medica interest, nameIy, “ EIsie 

Venner,” “The Guardian Angel.” and 

“MoraI Antipathy.” To begin with “ EIsie 

Venner,” this is not the time or pIace to 

describe the pIot or purpose of the story. 
I shaI1 therefore dweI1 on those parts 

referring to our subject matter. Towards 

the end of the book we have the foIIowing 

description of Doctor Kettredge: 

The oId doctor was a mode1 for visiting 
practitioners. He aIways came into the sick 
room with a quite, cheerfu1 Iook, as if he had 
a consciousness that he was bringing some 
reIief with him. The way a patient snatches 
the first Iook at a doctor’s face, to see whether 
he is reprieved, whether he is unconditionaIIy 
pardoned or whether he is doomed, has some- 
thing terribIe about it. It is onIy to be met by 
an impenetrabIe mask of serenity, proof 

against anything and everything in a patient’s 
aspect. The physician who reffects his patient’s 
condition, Iike a mirror, may do we11 enough 
to examine peopIe for a Iife insurance offIce, 
but does not beIong to the sick room. The 
oId doctor came to her (EIsie’s bedside), in 
such a naturaI quite way, that it seemed that 
he was onIy a friend that had dropped in for 
a moment to say a pIeasant word. 

In the “Guardian AngeI,” a deIightfu1 

story, we wiI1 dweI1 but a moment on one 
comment of Dr. HoImes on the condition 

of MyrtIe Hazard after she caIms down 

from a series of hysterica attacks. HoImes 

utters these weighty words: 

But a11 this series of menta1 disturbance Ieft 
her in a very impressive state of mind and an 
excitabIe condition. This was just the state 
to invite the spiritua1 manipuIations of one 
of those theoIogica1 practitioners who considers 
that the treatment of a11 morbid states of 
mind, short of raving madness, beIongs to 
them and not to the doctors. The same condi- 
tion was equaIIy favorabIe for the operations 
of any professiona experimenter, who wouId 
use the ffame of reIigious excitement to Iight 
the torch of an earthIy passion. So many 
fingers that begin to play on the bIack keys, 
stray to the white ones before the tune is 
prayed out. EvidentIy from this we may con- 
cIude that the EmmanueI Movement is not 
of recent origin. 

There are many short sayings in this 

voIume which pIainIy indicate how high 

HoImes’ ethica ideas were. In reference to 
MyrtIe’s case I again quote as foIIows: 

“ Few househoIds have ripened a growth of 

womanhood without witnessing some of 

these hysterica manifestations, and its 
phenomena are IargeIy traded in by 

scientific pretenders and reIigious fanatics.” 

I shaI1 be content with onIy one more 

extract from the third voIume, in many 
ways a remarkabIe book. I refer to “MoraI 
Antipathy.” It refers to the ethics of 
doctors’ discussing matters of private 

interest with their wives. I shaI1 not enIarge 
as HoImes exactIy hits off the danger as 
foIIows : 

Dr. Butts carried these questions with him. 
His wife was a sensible, discreet woman, 
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whom he could trust with many professiona 
secrets. He toId her of PaoIo’s reveIation, and 
talked it over with her in the Iight of his 
experience and her own. Mrs. B . . . buried 
the information in the grave of her memory 
where it lay for nearIy a week. At the end of 
that time it emerged into a confidentia1 
whisper to her favorite sister-in-Iaw, a perfectIy 
safe person. Twenty-four hours later the story 
was a11 over the viIIage. Dr. Butts resoIves 
that he wouId be a IittIe more carefu1 the next 
time, at any rate, and in spite of every wish 
to J,e charitabIe, he concIudes that the worthy 
Iady must have forgotten the ruIe that “A 
Doctor’s patients must put their tongue out, 
and a Doctor’s wife must keep her tongue 
in.” 

From the number of his pureIy scientific 

writings on medica subjects, one wiI1 

always be recaIIed, “ PuerperaI Fever as a 

Pri\.ate Pestilence.” The high estimate in 

which this work of HoImes is heId is 

demonstrated by the frequent references 

made to it today by writers on obstetrics. 

Presuming that a11 of you have read this 
medica cIassic, I am going to quote but 

one paragraph that has aIways appeaIed 
to me: 

It is as a lesson rather than as a reproach 
that I cal up the memory of these irreparabIe 
errors and wrongs. No tongue can teI1 the 
heart-breaking calamities they have caused; 
the>- have cIosed the eyes just opened upon 
a new world of life and happiness; they have 
homed the strength of manhood into dust; 
they have cast the heIpIessness of infancy into 
the stranger’s arms, or bequeathed it with 
Iess cruelty, the death of its dying parent. 
There is no tongue deep enough to record, 
an d no voice loud enough for warning. The 
woman about to become a mother, or with 
her new-born nfant upon her bosom, shouId 
be the object of trembling care and sympath? 
where ere she bears her tender burden or 
stretches her aching limbs. The very outcast 
upon the street has pity upon her sister in 
degradation when the sea1 of promised matern- 
ity is pressed upon her. The remorseIess ven- 
gence of the Iaw brought down upon its 
victims by a machinery as sure as destiny, 
is arrested in its falI at a word which reveals 
her transient claims for mercy. The solemn 
prayer of the litany singIes out her sorrows 

from the muItipIied triaIs of life, to pIead 
for her in her hour of peri1. God forbid that 
any member of the profession to which she 
intrusts her Iife, doubly precious at that 
eventfu1 period, shouId regard it negIigentIp, 
unadvisedIy or seIhshIy. 

Was ever a more beautifu1 pIea made for 

the expectant mother? Its sentiment is 

stiI1 appIicabIe today. 

In the Professor at the Breakfast 

TabIe, in comment on this essay, HoImes 

says : 

When by the permission of province I heId 
up to the profession the damnabIe facts 
connected with the conveyance of poison 
from one young mother’s chamber to another, 
for doing which humbIe offIce I desire to be 
thankfur that I have lived, though nothing 
eIse shouId come from my life, I hac1 to bear 
the sneers of those whose position I had 
assailed, and, as I beIieve, have at Ieast 
demolished, so that nothing but the ghosts 
of the dead women stir among the ruins. 

The inquiry is often made as to the 

exact reason why Dr. Holmes rehnquished 

the practice of medicine. The cause may 

be found in his farewe address as foIIows: 

Let me begin with my experience as a 
medicai student. I had come from the Iessons 
of Judge Story and Mr. Ashmun in the Law 
SchooI at Cambridge. I had been busy more 
or less with the pages of Blackstone and Chitty 
and other text books of the first year of IegaI 
study. More or Iess I say but I am afraid it 
was rather Iess than more. During that year 
I first tasted the intoxicating pleasure of 
authorship. A coIIege periodica conducted 
by friends of mine tempted me into print, 
and there is no form of Iead poisoning which 
more rapidIy and more thoroughIy pervades 
the blood, bones and marrow than that 
which reaches the young author through 
menta1 contact with type metal. “He who 
has once been a drinker will drink again,” 
says the French proverb, and so the man or 
woman who has tasted type is sure to return 
to his old induIgence sooner or later. In that 
fatal year I had my first attack of lead poison- 
ing and I have never quite gotten rid of it 
from that day to this. But for that I might 
have applied myself more diligently to my 
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