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HIS special meeting of the College has

been called to commemorate with honor
and solemnity the passing away of a Fellow
who has long been known not only among
us but also throughout the world, in the
highest human sense, as a great physician.
He was certainly the most accomplished and
versatile physician of our times. In science,
letters, poetry, history, and every grace of
social life he achieved unusual distinction. He
served his country and mankind by brilliant
original investigations during the Civil War,
and from his earliest days devoted himself
to original scientific research, and by example
and suggestion inspired others to engage in
similar work.

To a broad patriotism he added an untiring
interest in civic affairs, and Philadelphia will
miss his wise and unselfish devotion to her
welfare. As an educator in the highest sense,
he stands forth prominently among the Trus-
tees of the University of Pennsylvania and
the Directors of the Library Company of

Philadelphia. But it was as a practitioner of
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and above all, the ability to interpret these
assembled facts in making a diagnosis.

He had a wonderful faculty of correlating
widely separated facts and experiences, often,
it might be, years apart. To him one plus
one did not make two, but resulted in three
—a tertium quid—a new fact or inference.

Never have I known so original, suggestive,
and fertile a mind. I often called him a
“yeasty’ man. His mind was ever ferment-
ing, speculating, alert, and overflowing with
ideas. With these he leavened the minds of
his fellows and set their ideas fermenting.
He was always desirous of putting everything
to the test of experiment, and never satisfied
until he had exhausted all possibilities. Almost
every research but opened a vista of other
and still more interesting problems to be
solved. An hour in his office set my own
mind in a turmoil so that I could hardly sleep.
His was indeed an elevating, stimulating
friendship. Ideas scintillated, plans were
formed, and almost always took concrete

shape. He gave points to the botanists, the
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neurologists, the surgeons, the gynecologists,
the psychiatrists, indeed to everybody. Nthil
tetigit quod non ornavit.

Even to the last, when approaching his
eighty-fifth birthday, his mind was as alert
and suggestive as ever. But a short month
ago, at the dinner given to the officers and
council of the College of Physicians by the
president—a custom he initiated—he made
three suggestions which I hope with pious
affection we will carry out: (1) That the
College of Physicians should publish a “Roll
of Honor’—a handsome book containing the
many names of the Fellows who have served
in the Army, Navy, and Public Health Ser-
vice, in the War of the Revolution, of 1812,
of the Mexican, the Civil, the Spanish-Ameri-
can wars, and of the various Indian wars. (2)
That we should publish a catalogue raisonné
of our splendid collection of incunabula, to
which I would add of our specially important
and rare books. It would be a notable con-
tribution to medical scholarship and culture.

(3) That we should publish each month a
17



bulletin or “compte rendu,” including the
proceedings of the Sections of the College,
with notes on especially important new books,
relics, portraits, etc.

Personally to know S. Weir Mitchell was
a passport in any gathering, not only of
medical men, but of laymen. When it was
announced at Harrisburg a year ago that
Dr. S. Weir Mitchell had come to oppose a
vicious antivivisection bill, the legislators
crowded to meet their distinguished visitor.

I well remember when dining with Sir James
Paget, who as president of the International
Congress of 1881, over thirty years ago, enter-
tained one hundred guests daily for a week—
how pleased I was when that eminent surgeon
said to me, ‘“‘Dr. Mitchell is one of the most
distinguished medical men in your country,”
adding after a pause, “or in any country.”
This opinion was emphasized in the case of more
than one American patient who had crossed
the Atlantic to consult Paget, by his advising
them to return to America and consult S. Weir

Mitchell, the highest authorityon their troubles.
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HEREAS, We, the Trustees of the Uni-
versity of Pennsylvania, have heard
of the recent death of our distinguished asso-
ciate, Silas Weir Mitchell, M.D., LL.D., with
profound regret, and prompted by feelings of
sincere sympathy with the living and of high
regard for the lamented dead, desire to make
record of our sentiments; be it therefore
Resolved, That the sad intelligence of the
death of Dr. Silas Weir Mitchell, a death
which seems sudden and unexpected despite
the fulness of years to which he had attained,
has come as a shock to the University, well
calculated to awaken in us all emotions of
unaffected sorrow and lasting regret.
Resolved, That the University feels justly
proud of the brilliant and distinguished career
of a son whose original and valuable researches
in physiology and experimental medicine,
as well as the fruitful cultivation of other
fields of science, enlarged the sum of human
knowledge, while his successful work as a
practitioner of rare skill and deep insight
diminished the sum of human suffering, pro-

fessional achievements which, no less than
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E, of the Council of the School of
Medicine of the University of Penn-
sylvania, profoundly affected by the death
of Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, on January 4,
1914, desire to make record of our deep
sorrow and to bear witness to our personal
loss, and, in a larger sense, to the loss
which our School of Medicine has sustained.
For thirty-five years a trustee of our
University, he gave to all her departments
full measure of the richness of his influence,
of his effort, and of his stimulus, but to
none of them more liberally and more wisely
than to this our Department of Medicine.
Of his distinguished accomplishments in
experimental science and their practical
application the world possesses an admiring
knowledge, and from them has reaped an
ample benefit. His work in comparative
and human anatomy and physiology; his
researches in toxicology; his study of the
remote effects of injured nerves, the outcome
of observations while loyally serving his

country during the Civil War; his researches
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N the fifteenth of the coming February,
Dr. S. Weir Mitchell would have com-
pleted his eighty-fifth year. Early in the
morning of Sunday, January 4, after a quiet
illness of less than seven days, he died. He had
been a director of the Library Company of
Philadelphia since April, 1875. He was born
and educated in Philadelphia, and graduated
at the Jefferson Medical College in 1850.

It 1s not here, in our Intimate memories
and affection, that we either need or wish to
dwell upon him as a great physician, or a
distinguished man of letters, or to narrate the
steps of his long, illustrious life. That will be
done in many places, both within and outside
of his own country. Let us remind ourselves
merely of this: that he published his first
medical paper in 1852, at the age of twenty-
three, and that threescore years later he
wrote his last novel, Westways, which has
rivalled in popularity and far surpassed in
excellence the tales of authors young enough
to be his sons and grandsons. All of us know

the activity that crowded that span of sixty
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beauty were not wanting. It would not have
been easy to find a better example of all the
qualities that win success in my profession.”

There were many chances open to him, and
the father of whom he wrote once told him,
as he records in his autobiography, that his
son had no qualifications that made the
physician. Judgments like these, as Dr.
Weir Mitchell records, are those which are
constantly made by those who forget the
slow, orderly processes by which some lives
unfold, and pass step by step from the
experiences of youth to maturity by changes
which are wholly within and are little due
to influences without. Rejecting every other
offer, passing by the tempting opening which
lay before him in a day when the disparity of
life and opportunity between the old world
and the new was great, as it is not today, he
sought the calling of his father, and he sought
it, undoubtedly, because his father had placed
it before him; not in precept, but in example;
not in injunction, but in life; and he entered

upon the practice of his profession with three
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of his day, and for twenty years he sat as a
man whom all men sought and found there
the wisdom which made clear to them why
the Greek had found in Apollo—the god of
wisdom and the god of healing.

Of those who are here, save a number so
small they might all be seated behind me in
the spare seats of this platform, none knew
him in those days of a family practice. Those
who knew his life of abounding success, of
the abounding endowment of a learning that
encompassed all and flowed in many channels
—medicine, science, education, philosophy—
forget those arduous years in which, year by
yvear, he struggled for the meager dole of the
practitioner. It is recorded in his autobi-
ography that in the ten years after he began
the practice of medicine his receipts in the
year were only a thousand dollars, and in
that year he had suddenly thrown upon him
the responsibility of caring for his father’s
family and was approaching his own mar-
riage. There were days, he records, in

which, besides his office hours, he paid half a
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hundred visits, and there was no field for the
family practitioner in the small town from
which he stood apart. He shared in labors
which today are almost exclusively the work
of the specialist, and through those years
he continued the writing, the discovery,
the study which was to mark all his days.
I know of nothing, as the records of this
meeting are printed in one medical paper
and another, likely to bear more fruit and
encourage more those who are in the begin-
ning of their work, than a knowledge of the
obstacles which he faced and overcame.
The Civil War came and opened to him, as
it opened to many, the door of opportunity;
and it also took lives dear to him. The early
hope of his life was closed in death. He passed
through these arduous years to find, as men
often do, that the patient toil which he had
given to the case of one soldier and another
smitten by nervous maladies had spread his
name abroad. We turn to the record of his auto-
biography for this and learn that the knowl-

edge of his work and skill had gone to hamlets
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EEP as is our sense of loss upon the

passing of one who has been these many
years the foremost figure in American medi-
cine, the dominant feeling on this occasion
must be one of exultation over a life of well
nigh fourscore years and five, marvellously
rich in varied achievement in medicine and
letters, beneficent and enduring in influence,
and closing with mental vigor and activity
unimpaired until that brief last attack of the
disease which has been called ‘‘the friend of
the aged.”

It has fallen to me on this occasion to pay
tribute to Dr. Mitchell as physician and man
of science—the larger and more important
side of his life and work. 1 esteem this
opportunity a precious privilege, imperfectly
as I shall be able to meet its obligations,
for his friendship has been to me, as to
many others, a dear possession and a strong
influence.

Fortunate and necessary as it is that
different speakers should present different

aspects of Mitchell's life and work, there
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experimental physiologist. It will ruin you.’
I did not take his advice; and I dare now to
counsel any young and able man among you
that to spend a few years in such work is not
only to give himself the best of intellectual
training, but is also one of the best means
of advancing himself and fortifying his posi-
tion when by degrees he becomes absorbed in
clinical pursuits and daily practice.”” These
words are as true today as when they were
spoken.

At the time when Mitchell began his
professional career the Academy of Natural
Sciences, instituted in 1812, was the most
active centre of scientific work in Philadelphia.
He was elected a member of this body in
September, 1853, and two months later he
read before the Academy his second published
paper entitled, “On the Influence of Some
States of Respiration upon the Pulse,” which
was published in abstract in the Proceedings of
the Academy and in full the following year in
The American Journal of the Medical Sciences.

As early as January, 1855, he finds his char-
106




acteristic place as a member of the library
committee.

Up to this time the contributions to the
Academy had been mainly in the fields of
descriptive and systematic zoology, botany,
geology, and anthropology, but there now
appeared a small group of young investigators
interested in the experimental biological
sciences. They established the short-lived
Philadelphia Biological Society, which served
its main purpose in leading the more conser-
vative members to agree to the creation of
a Biological Department of the Academy
in March, 1858. Mitchell with Leidy, Ham-
mond, Woodward, Morehouse, Hays, Harts-
horne, Atlee, J. A. Meigs, Morris and
others were among the petitioners for the
organization of this department. Leidy was
the first director, William A. Hammond the
vice-director, and Mitchell was on the physio-
logical committee, the following year succeed-
ing to the vice-directorship, Leidy remaining
in office.

At the first meeting, in April, 1858, of the
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Biological Department, Mitchell presented
the first paper on “Blood Crystals of the
Sturgeon,’’ with colored plates, and early the
following year he again reported on blood
crystals. It is interesting to recall how this
early interest was renewed in recent years by
the great work of Reichert on the crystal-
lography of hemoglobin, which Mitchell did
so much to further.

In 1854, and for several years following,
Mitchell was lecturer upon physiology in the
Philadelphia Association for Medical Instruc-
tion, an organization for extra-mural teaching
of a type for which the city of Philadelphia
was once famous.

In 1857, Mitchell was one of the founders
of the Pathological Society, to which he
presented the first specimen, of which he
reminds us in his toast to the surviving
members at the dinner commemorating the
fiftieth anniversary of the society.

If it be true, as he tells us, that he was late
in developing—and I can scarcely credit it—

he had by his twenty-eighth year surely and
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fully arrived. One would like a pen picture
from a competent contemporary of this
period, but the record suffices to show the
ardor, the industry, the fertility, the truly
scientific spirit of the student of nature—
qualities which remained undimmed until
the end.

Preceding the turning point in Mitchell's
career, in 1863, when he assumed medical
charge of an army hospital for nervous
diseases, he had published not less than
twenty-two medical papers and reports, none
of them clinical and nearly all in the domains
of physiology, pharmacology, and toxicology.
The first was in 1852 on the “Generation of
Uric Acid"’; all but three fell within the years
1858 to 1863 inclusive. The most important
of these early publications, three being in
association with Hammond and one with
Morehouse, were concerned with the com-
parative anatomy and physiology of the
respiratory and circulatory organs, and the
toxicology of arrow and ordeal poisons and

of snake venom. The Report on the Progress
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Head and others, and together with Lewis on
tendon jerk and muscle jerk in a series of
elaborate researches which have been the
starting point for many interesting physio-
logical and clinical studies. In Mitchell's
purely neurological writings are to be found
many observations, facts, and conclusions
which are contributions to neurophysiology
as well as to neuropathology, such as the
influence of nerve lesions on nutrition, on
local temperatures, on the wvarious senses;
the study of the effects of freezing his own
ulnar nerve; the observation of crossed par-
alysis of the thermal sense without other
sensory loss, and his views concerning fatigue
and exhaustion of nerve cells as the result
of peripheral irritation.

I have said these few words concerning
the later physiological studies of Mitchell in
order to indicate the important position which
he holds among the physiologists of this
country.

As the result of an accident, fortunate for

physiological science, it fell to the lot of
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Martin signed the call for the preliminary
meeting. Among the many debts which
physiology owes to Weir Mitchell should
not be forgotten his readiness, whenever
needed, to come to the defence of the experi-
mental method of research upon which
depends the advancement of both the science
and the art of medicine.

In 1863, during the Civil War, came the
great opportunity which determined Mitchell's
subsequent career as a neurologist. For the
first time in the history of warfare a number
of military hospitals or wards were estab-
lished by Surgeon-General Hammond for
the study and treatment of special diseases
and injuries incident to war. Mitchell and
Morehouse, then acting assistant-surgeons,
were placed in medical charge of the hospital
for nervous diseases and injuries, located
first in Christian Street and later in Turner’s
Lane, Philadelphia. It was Mitchell who sug-
gested the establishment of this hospital, and
secured the appointment as junior assistant

of William W. Keen, then assistant-surgeon,
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and his most efficient, devoted, and zealous
co-worker.

The inspiring story of those days has been
vividly told in this hall by Mitchell and
Keen, and I shall not attempt to rehearse it.
One is reminded of the almost feverish
activities of the young Bichat in the Hotel
Dieu by the work, until late hours of the
night, of these three ardent investigators,
minutely observing and recording in thous-
ands of pages of notes phenomena often both
new and interesting, analyzing, conferring,
apportioning to each his share in working
up the results. The opportunity was unique,
and they seized it with full realization and
utilization of its possibilities. ‘I think,”
said Dr. Mitchell a few years ago in his
“toast”” to the members of the Pathological
Society, “we used well the terrible oppor-
tunities of those bloody sixties, and if you
are today as enthusiastic, as industrious,
and as fertile, you are to be congratulated.”

Beginning with Circular No. 6, on ‘““Reflex

Paralysis,” issued from the Surgeon-General’s
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Office in March, 1864, there followed a
series of joint publications, the most impor-
tant being the memorable volume on Gun-
shot Wounds and Other Injuries of Nerves,
(1864). That on ‘“Malingering’ (1865), and
the experimental part of the paper on the
“Antagonism of Morphia and Atropia,” both
interesting and valuable contributions, were
mainly the work of Keen.

In 1872 Mitchell gathered together his ob-
servations, experiments, and conclusions in the
largest and, in my judgment, the most signifi-
cant and important of all his medical writings,
the book entitled Injuries of Nerves and Their
Consequences, to which a valuable addition
was made by his son, Dr. John K. Mitchell,
in a volume published in 1895 containing the
subsequent histories of the surviving patients
with additional illustrative cases. The study
and description of peripheral nerve phe-
nomena, especially those resulting from injury,
constitute the largest, most original, distinc-
tive, and important contribution of Weir

Mitchell to neurology, and in this narrower
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others—affords no adequate conception of the
extent and value of his work in this field.
We shall all agree with Dr. Charles K. Mills,
who with competent hand has set forth
recently a brief summary and appreciation,
that a ‘““thorough and elaborate study of
his neurological contributions is due to his
memory.” This will be no easy task and
will require much time, labor, and expert
knowledge, so prolific was Mitchell’'s pen
and so suggestive, at times almost elusive,
are thoughts and observations found often
in a few sentences, sometimes a single one.

I have collected two hundred and forty-
six references to books, papers, and reports by
Mitchell from the Index Medicus, the Index
Catalogue, medical journals, and his printed
catalogue, which is incomplete even for the
period covered, and I have no doubt the list
exceeds two hundred and fifty. I classify
one hundred and nineteen of these as
neurological and fifty-two as physiological,
pharmacological, and toxicological, the re-

mainder being addresses and historical, bio-
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graphical, pathological, and miscellaneous
medical papers.

One of Mitchell’s fascinating characteristics
was his interest in and study of certain curious,
out-of-the-way phenomena, often of as much
psychological as neurological interest. His
descriptions of ailurophobia, or cat-fear, of
disorders of sleep, and of certain peculiar
functional neurotic disorders may be cited
as examples.

With what felicity of style, with what magic
touch, with what lucid and sharp delineation
did Mitchell often adorn his medical writings!
Definitions of medical terms are not often set
forth in such words as these: ‘‘As we are
falling asleep the senses fall from guard in
orderly and well-known succession—this in-
terval I desire to label the predormitium.
When we begin to awaken, and the drowsied
sentinels again resume their posts, there is a
changeful time, during which the mind grad-
ually regains possession of its powers—this
interval I may call, in like fashion, the posi-

dormitium.” Nor does one often meet such
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NCE, some years ago, as I was crossing

Sixth Street at Chestnut, an approaching
figure arrested my attention. He was about
half a square away, opposite the door of
Independence Hall. He was a lean man with
a lean face, and seemed tall, vigorous, alert,
and gray. His rough cap was gray, too, and
gray the longish cape that hung from his
shoulders; and distinction beaconed from his
whole appearance. My curiosity grew as he
paused to contemplate Independence Hall. I
decided he was a foreigner of note in the same
second that whatever scales had been on my
eyes fell, and I saw it was Dr. Mitchell.

We met, spoke for a moment, then went our
separate ways; but I continued to think about
him. Owing to some brief preoccupation, it
had befallen me to see Dr. Mitchell unlabelled;
but merely his appearance fifty yards off in
the passing crowd had been label enough. In
my turn I looked up at Independence Hall.
““He and it match each other pretty well,” I
thought.

The life he had lived had chiselled his
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But beneath the generous scars in Dr.
Mitchell's face lay something else, very
special, plainly to be discerned not in him
alone, but in great numbers of his generation.
This is the deepest mark of all, this that he and
a multitude of his fellow-countrymen bore;
and as it was set upon the man, so is it set
upon his books; not one is without it; it is
mingled with the very essence of his writing.

Can not some of you remember old photo-
graph albums of the sixties? Have you not
sometimes, in some drawing-room, while you
waited for your hostess to come down stairs,
turned the leaves of such an album? I can
think of one now. Among its ancient faces,
quaint in old fashions, are pictures of soldiers
—vyoung soldiers generally; mere boys quite
often. They wear sabres and visored caps
and boots to their knees. Out of these small,
dim, carte-de-visite album windows these boys
look at us across fifty years. As we gaze at
them the strange fancy comes that, could
they open their lips and speak, they would

all say the same thing; in their silence they
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seem to share something of solemn import.
Thousands of houses have such albums. If
the photographs were colored, some of the
uniforms would be blue, some gray, but in
whatever color they are clad, the same look is
in all these boys. Charleston and Richmond
differ not from Boston and Philadelphia. No
matter which the uniform of the young sol-
diers, the same beautiful, serious light shines
upon their faces—the glow of dedication.
Not on soldiers only did the Civil War thus
set its seal, but upon all patriotic men and
women also. And so that generation saw a
vision that we see not, and wrote with a pen
that never can be ours. Fined in a white-hot
furnace, it emerged with eyes which had seen
our country battling for her soul with naked
sword. Through four long years that genera-
tion had witnessed this: how should it not
thereafter look at the world, and time, and
eternity, with a special gaze of its own? To
Dr. Mitchell came hundreds of the maimed
and wounded from that conflict. Wounds,

blood, agony, and noble courage were for him
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a daily sight. In hospitals he helped to save
the men, or saw them die. Never could he
be the same again. Whatever his thoughts
thenceforth, deep down was that memory
perpetual. During the last five days of his
illness his wandering mind returned to those
scenes; his wandering talk was of mutilation
and bullets; he conversed and argued with
that past. Therefore it is that when we read
his tales and poems, no matter what be their
subject, all come from a spirit over which had
passed the great vision; every drop of ink is
tinctured with the blood of the Civil War.
More important even than genius to the
novelist and the poet is his attitude toward
life. We can only mark, we cannot measure,
the effect of the Civil War upon Dr. Mitchell.
With this first abiding influence is to be
counted one other, from his forty-sixth year
until the end—the voice which Stevenson has
called the Critic on the Hearth. It cannot be
known how much both of discretion and
inspiration he owed to Mary Cadwalader

Mitchell, his second wife. With her discern-
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their success increased until with Hugh Wynne
it became a popular triumph—and was heard
of in Wales, where many real original Wynnes
are buried. There, once, in a graveyard, the
sexton pointed out their tombs to Dr. Mit-
chell, not knowing who he was, and said that
the present head of the family now lived
in America and his name was Hugh Wynne.

No tale of our Revolution has approached
it, or 1s so well remembered; and thereafter
a wide audience waited for every new novel
by Dr. Mitchell.

They never waited so for his poems; yet
in poetry his best is to be found; it holds
company with the best our American Muse
has sung. His first volume followed his first
novel in 1883, and showed him nearer to the
heart of verse than of prose. None but a true
poet could have written

“The perfect pearls of life’s young dream
Dissolved in manhood’s tears.”

Four vears later his second volume led a

critic in The Nation to say that it seemed like
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butions to medical science and treatment, and
a permanent international fame! He never
talked about the sacredness of labor, but the
joy of it. Winter and summer he worked—
him, fortunately, the unions could not control!
And because he so loved work, thus could he
sing of idleness:
There is no dearer lover of lost hours
Than I.
I can be idler than the idlest flowers;
More idly lie
Than noonday lilies languidly afloat,
And water pillowed in a windless moat.
And I can be
Stiller than some gray stone
That hath no motion known.
It seems to me

That my still idleness doth make my own
All magic gifts of joy's simplicity.

A city of good doctors owes to the influence
of Dr. Mitchell that high tone which the
profession has maintained through an era of
declining standards. What is our literature’s
true debt to him?

I cannot suppose that I am the only person

here who keeps the books that he has read in
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a sort of mental library. Such a room is to
be found in the house in my brain, and during
wakeful hours and other times of meditation,
I am apt to enter it. Sometimes I make a
change in the arrangement of the books—but
not often. The manner in which they are
classified upon the shelves would puzzle a
librarian—the novels particularly. What de-
termined my grouping formerly, made neigh-
bors of Scott, Daudet, Dickens, Tourgénieff,
Hugo, Hawthorne, Bronté, and many more,
all poets at heart; while in quite another
street lived Tom Jones, Barchester Towers,
La Chartreuse de Parme, Cousine Beite, with
a large company issuing from hearts that
were strictly prose. But my present and final
system uproots all this. Trollope, for ex-
ample, is torn from Balzac to live with Scott,
from whom I have felt compelled to remove
Tourgénieff and Hawthorne. Where, then,
do Hugh Wynne and Westways go? Though
written by a poet at heart, they stand with
Trollope and Fielding, because they are

friendly to mankind. They belong to what I
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