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It was at this time that Dr. Mott tied both the carotids
of a rooster in the valley of Hsculapius, and sacrificed
him to the memory of the great philosopher. (See
“Mott’s Travels”) On his return he published the
result of his tour, in octavo form, a volume which
found many admirers, and instructed the unenlight-
ened. Its style more resembles a phonographed con-
versation or the pleasing fireside narrative of interest-
ing adventures than the cold statement of historical
facts, At times Dr. Mott seems to forget that perusers
are not always friends, and, lost in the details of a fas-
cinating experience, he seeks but to unfold the truth,
Unfortunately for those who have handled with se-
verity this emanation from a genial mind, they seem
to have confounded the conceit of their own ignorance
with the simplicity of his genius,

There is a popular prejudice that a surgeon always
cuts if there is a chance for any operation. But this
is not so; for I have heard Dr. Mott express his dis
approbation of the conduct of many Frenchmen, who
only ask “Is it justifiable?” not “Is it necessary 17 As
a case in point of no little moment, an aneedote bearing
directly on the present subject, may not be amiss.
During one of his sojourns in Paris, Dr. Mott called
on a celebrated surgeon, who received him most cor-
dially, and proposed a visit to his particular hospital.
He asked Dr. Mott if he would like to see him per-
form his original operation. The Doctor replied that
nothing could afford him more pleasure. On reflec-
tion, however, the Frenchman informed him that, now

he thought of it, there was no patient in any of the
3
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wards affected with the infirmity for the removal of
which his operation was designed. But, said the
Gallic butcher, that makes no difference, my dear
friend, there’s a poor devil in Ward No. —, who is of
no use to himself or any one, and if you'll come at
such a time, I will operate beautifully on him ! * * %7

It is needless to remark that the noble American
peremptorily refused to aid or abet in any way so un-
feeling, and, in fact, villanous a proceeding.

At this time Dr. Mott did not confine himself to
surgery and pathological anatomy alone, but visited
many persons for medical treatment, and, particularly,
during a series of years, was he the favorite accoucheur
in the city of New York.

It is all important for the young student of medi-
cine to bear in mind the fact that Professor Mott, up
to the last ten years that is, for more than forty years
of his surgical experience, was obliged to perform oper-
ations of the most painful and dangerous character
upon young and old, without the aid of any anmsthetic
agent,

Though at the present time the most excruciating
sufferings of patients are dispensed with, and one and
all lie gently sleeping while limbs and nerves are re-
moved from their trunks: in Dr. Mott’s early days
stout arms held down the writhing man ; firm violence
was requisite to keep proportionably quiet the shriek-
ing child, while her neck, swollen with convulsive
efforts, presented but a warning obstacle to relative
anatomy, and yet the frachea must be cut to save her
life. What nerve, what firmness, what determination
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were the attributes of him whose heart did ever beat
with kindness for a fellow sufferer, and whose sym-
pathy never had been hardened by the cold philosophy
of ambitious eagerness !

As another evidence of the calmness of an operative
faculty, Dr. Mott has often couched for eataract at
arm’s length, with the same facility with which it can
be done by the closest attention.

In the winter of 1860, I was attending one of the
lectures of Professor Mott, in the University Medical
College. It was near the close of the session, and as
was Dr, Mott’'s custom, before ending the term, he
performed all the operations that could be executed
on the cadaver. This afternoon he was explaining to
the students the various methods of amputating the
finger, and removed several at different joints. But,
unfortunately, the subject was rather superannuated
and shrivelled, consequently the skin had dried and
hardened, so that much difficulty was experienced in
cutting through the integument. It was necessary to
employ more than ordinary power. Dr. Mott did so,
but though the part was severed correctly, the scalpel
slipped, and a portion of his own finger was cut off
and fell on the table. A cut at best is very painful,
but when it comes from a “ dissecting wound ” anxiety
and apprehension are not only excusable but admis-
sible. Here was an opportunity to study character
and watch the countenance of him who lectured. Per-
haps now he who had so often never Hinched when
those around were groaning under operations, might
speedily become unnerved, retire to his room, dismiss
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The uniform politeness of the subject of this sketch is
as fresh in the minds of those who saw but little of
him as it is with his own immediate relatives.

He gave a beggar fifty cents with the same gen-
tleness of bearing and dignified courtesy with which
he would receive a thousand dollar check, for one of
his serious operations, from the most distinguished
citizen in the metropolis,

During a grave operation, while arteries were neces-
sarily severed and extremities bleeding copiously, when
he asked for some new instrument, instead of seizing it
in an excited mamner, he thanked the assistant, and
with a graceful inclination of the head, proceeded with
his important duty.

Not long since, while residing at Newport, I ad-
dressed a letter to Dr. Mott, reminding him of a
promise to send me a list, over his own signature, of
all of his original operations, together with the original
papers on operations, diseases, ete,, connected with his
professional career. The masterly treatment of the
“ Marsh Rosemary,” a thesis written for the degree of
doctor of medicine, and bringing before the public at
large a remedy rarely employed before, seemed to fore-
tell a zeal in other departments than those of botany,
of which Dr. Mott was not only enamored but quali-
fied in many respects to be professor.

Soon after mailing my letter I received several from
Dr. Mott, containing the desired information. Ex-
tracts from two of them, with verbatim copies of his
own list of operations and papers, I now put in print
for the first time. For future reference this list will
prove of lasting interest.
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Hemorrhage from Wounds and their Arrest. do.

The variety of the subjects, the condensed facts,
and the pars magna fui statements contained in them
are sufficient evidences of a versatile mind, combined
with the education of experience. The young write
words ; as they advance in mind they deal in thoughts;
but the old in knowledge treat of facts. Dr. Mott,
himself, is a fixed fact,

Dr. Mott’s museum is the largest ever possessed by
one surgeon without the aid of any society or the co-
operation of an association. Weeks could be profit-
ably passed in the close investigation of relative anat-
omy, as found in practical reality, systematically ar-
ranged on the numerous shelves,

In 1863, at the conclusion of his leeture, an elderly
gentleman waited on Professor Mott, and informed
him that he had just listened to his skilful treatment
of a subject in anatomy ; and, comparing it with the
one he had heard exactly fifty years before, he could
not help expressing his profound ustonishment at the
freshness of the expounder, the interest of statements,
and the distinet enunciation of his words. Can any
other professor bring forth a living student who at-
tended his lecture half a century ago? Is there not
much in this for reflection of the pleasantest character?

Erect and of a commanding though benignant pres-
ence, Professor Mott pursued his daily round of duty
with a ealm philosophy. On his black suit no speck
of white, and on his white shirt no speck of black.
This is neatness,

Patriotic, he was Union to the last. On being asked,
4
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in great pain, and said feebly, “ Oh, my back.” From
this time he gradually subsided, as it were, but was
not materially affected till about Saturday night, when
he complained of great pain in his left leg. Every
attention that a devoted and appreciative family could
pay him was bestowed. Dr. Austin Flint was called
in, in accordance with Dr. Mott’s wishes, and subse-
quently in consultation with Drs. A. H. Stevens, Joseph
M. Smith, and Vanderpool, quinine, tonies, nourish-
ment, and every suitable remedy were administered.
His zealous son Alexander, however, watched with
gloomy forebodings the progress of the disease, a typho-
malarial fever and gangrene of the left leg, resulting
from occlusion of the arteries of that lower extremity ;
and at length, Wednesday night, April 26th, 1865,
at twenty minutes past ten, he expired* “ My
daughter " were the last words uttered by the dear
Doctor. They were addressed to Mrs. Isaac Bell.

* How touchingly beautiful is the following emanation, from one
whose simplicity is only equalled by his skill, penned as it was
after Dr. Mott’s spirit had soared to more congenial spheres of purity
and happiness,

FHILADELTELA, April 3Tth, 1565,

Dear Docror Mot : The younger Pancoast, who has just returned
from New York, brings me the sad tidings of your illness, I pray God
that you may soon be restored to health and happiness. We cannot
yet afford to part with you. The American profession would be lost
without its great and honored head. I trust the Lord may grant His
servant at least fourscore years and ten.

I write in great haste. It would afford me great pleasure to receive
a line in reply to this note, informing me of your condition,

God bless you,
Ever truly your friend,

Proressor MoTT, 8, D. Gross,












