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Preface

THIS book, a volume of personal reminiscences, is not a medical
treatise; it is written for my friends among the profession and the gen-
eral public. Having retired after forty years of practice in gynecology
and surgery, I consider it a prerogative to discuss freely with the lay
reader intimate problems which are met from day to day by every
practitioner of scientific medicine—the family doctor, the surgeon, the
specialist.

The professional pages of this volume dwell briefly upon co-operation
with progressive men during the years of transition in medical practice
—1880 to 1g20. Within those four decades the “art” of medicine was
superseded by the “science and art” of medicine; preventive medicine
was introduced and developed; scientific discoveries, and the utilization
of organized methods to regulate the environment of medicine, its
social aspects, educational requirements, and institutional aids prac-
tically revolutionized the teaching and the practice of medicine. In a
word, a progressive profession was being rounded out to its maximum
of usefulness.

In recording the process of evolution, there is an account of organi-
zations with which I have been and am especially concerned—surgical
journalism, through the medium of Surgery, Gynecology and Obstetrics;
the Clinical Congress of Surgeons of North America; the American
College of Surgeons; and the Gorgas Memorial Institute of Tropical
and Preventive Medicine. These organizations have suggested stand-
ards for surgery and for the betterment of hospitals, and they have
promoted a partnership between the general public and the scientific
profession which has resulted in wholesome and mutual understanding
and co-operation.

FraNkLIN H. MArTIN, M.D.
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Two Forewords

I

"AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY by one of the most distinguished of American
surgeons is an event of national importance.

Dr. Franklin H. Martin has practiced medicine and surgery during
the period in which medical science has made greater strides than in all
its previous history. In the nineties, when on a visit to Chicago for the
purpose of adding to my store of knowledge, someone told me of a
surgeon by the name of Martin who was doing very distinguished work
in abdominal and gynecological surgery at the Woman’s Hospital. I
remember well the morning that I first had the privilege of seeing Dr.
Martin perform some most delicate operations with skill and precision.
I was greatly impressed, and from that time I was an attendant at his
clinics whenever the opportunity arose, and I have followed his work
closely in the years since.

Dr. Martin possesses certain impressive qualities, perhaps most con-
spicuously courage, which with knowledge and character laid the
foundation for the respect and admiration held for him by his confréres.

In 1913, when the American College of Surgeons was launched under
the aegis of the Clinical Congress of Surgeons by Dr. Martin, he gave
freely of his time and energy to develop this great organization which
has standardized sound surgical practice in America.

There had existed in America from the middle of the last century
various surgical societies of limited membership, such as the American
Surgical Association, the American Gynecological Society, and others
which formed what one might call a surgical aristocracy. Dr. Martin,
with broad vision, wished to develop an association which would have
for its purpose the better care of the American people as a whole who
needed special surgical service. Knowledge alone was not sufficient.
He sought in those who were to become Fellows in the College, charac-

ter and honesty of purpose joined with adequate surgical training and
xi



X1l TWO FOREWORDS

experience. To protect the interests of the people and the standards of
the College, he established the requirement that a candidate for Fellow-
ship must have served eight years after graduation from medical school,
in hospital interneship and actual practice, before admission to the
College. As a result, the roster of the American College of Surgeons
carries to the people of the country the names of men to whom they
may safely go for surgical treatment.

As part of the development of this great concept for the benefit of the
people, Dr. Martin established a new standard of excellence in hospital
service, so that today the hospitals which are recognized by the Amer-
ican College of Surgeons are the best in the country. I need hardly
call attention to the part that Surgery, Gynecology and Obsletrics, the
greatest surgical journal in the world, of which Dr. Martin was the
founder and of which he is still the editor, has played in the perfection
of this vast plan that has made Dr. Franklin H. Martin one of the
greatest of America’s benefactors.

It is therefore a rare privilege to follow in this autobiography the
events of surgical progress in the last fifty years, the growth of a master
surgeon, and of great importance, the work of the men who composed
the Council of National Defense and the Advisory Commission during
the World War, their personality, and the effect their joint effort had
in advancing the interests of our country, so pitifully unprepared for
the trials and tribulations it underwent in the World War.

Wirriam J. Mavo, M.D.
June 7, 1933.



II

i ‘ 1scONSIN has sent to Chicago some of the illustrious figures in the
Medical History of this period—Senn, Murphy, Ochsner, Billings, Cary,
Church—and now we are commenting on perhaps the last medical
celebrity to emerge from the Wisconsin era of the covered wagon. The
story of this red-headed, befreckled, Wisconsin boy, like that of
“David Copperfield,” illustrates well the adage that “the boy is father
to the man.” This son of a covered wagon pioneer early became
acquainted with life in the raw; he must have been uncertain some-
times whether he would have food and clothing and shelter; he fought,
and played, and sang, and loved; he tested the life of the farmer’s
chore boy; he made bricks; he was an amateur carpenter; he taught
school. By nature sensitive, shy, resourceful, tenacious, with a vivid
imagination, with faith and courage, this product of the covered wagon
found his way out of the heat and barbs of the harvest field as the
result of the lure of medicine, which, too, was in the covered wagon
stage. As a student, young Martin won distinction which placed his
ambitious foot on the first round of the ladder.

All through his life, and despite every disguise, Franklin Martin has
been shy, fearless, imaginative, idealistic and a dreamer. Long will he
be known among the great dreamers in medicine. He dreamed a dream,
and the greatest surgical journal in the world was born; he dreamed
again and the Clinical Congress of Surgeons of North America
appeared; he dreamed yet again and the American College of Surgeons
came into being.

Franklin Martin has contributed to every side of medicine—as a
teacher, as an investigator, as a contributor to medical literature, as a
successful surgeon. He was not only the founder of Surgery, Gynecology
and Obstetrics, but for twenty-six years he directed its destiny. Sig-
nificantly, the same group that originally made up the personnel of the
Editorial Board and business personnel of the Journal are still asso-
ciated with him, with the exception of those called by death. The
Clinical Congress of Surgeons of North America, which was founded by

Xiii
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Dr. Martin, in turn, was metamorphosed into the American College
of Surgeons.

The American College of Surgeons has had a far-reaching influence
on hospital standards, on ethical standards, on the standards of surgical
practice, and on medical education. It was the conception of Franklin
Martin that the College of Surgeons should be an active organization
with comprehensive field activities covering the United States and
Canada so completely that every hospital, whether in the metropolis
or in remote places, should be served; that it should establish a stand-
ard of staff conferences, of clinical records, of laboratory equipment
and service; and even of hospital construction. On the side of education
and clinical research, Dr. Martin organized departments of the College
for the study of the methods of treatment of cancer, and of the treat-
ment of fractures; for the study of accidents and injuries, of which
there are nearly one million a year; and a library which serves any of
the 11,290 Fellows of the College at the cost of clerical service. It was
Franklin Martin who conceived and carried through the establishment
of the Murphy Memorial; and who now has planned permanent
exhibits of surgical methods, material, etc. The machinery of these vast
activities which spread all over the continent, and are carried on with
vigor and judgment for the benefit of the public, is largely due to
Franklin Martin. The American College of Surgeons now has assets
of more than two million dollars; and a working staff of thirty-six,
the outstanding characteristic of which—as in the case of the staff
of the Journal—is its long-time loyalty to its Chief. Those who know
Franklin Martin best, trust him most.

Franklin Martin did not fight and work and dream alone, as Isabelle
Hollister Martin has advised, moderated, and conciliated this colorful
personality.

Franklin Martin is a link between the covered wagon of Wisconsin
and modern life; between the covered wagon of medicine and modern
medical science. He helped, as almost no other contemporary has done,
to metamorphose the covered wagon era through the exercise of his
boyish contradictions of character—shyness and fearlessness, idealism
and outstanding practical common sense. He has always been a
constructive dreamer.

June 17, 1933. GeorcE W. Crire, M.D.
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FIFTY YEARS OF
MEDICINE AND SURGERY

An Autobiographical Sketch

A RECORD of personal reminiscences, this volume is not a medical
treatise; it is written for the general public as well as the medical
profession. It has been compiled at the urging of many officials and
Fellows of the American College of Surgeons and subscribers to
Surgery, Gynecology and Obstelrics who have read “The Joy of Living”
and who have expressed the wish that the story of these organizations
might be placed in the hands of every Fellow of the College and every
subscriber to the Journal.

In the preparation of “Fifty Years of Medicine and Surgery” 1
have not included certain chapters which appeared in the first and
second editions of “The Joy of Living; an Autobiography,” published
by Doubleday, Doran and Company. These chapters were entitled:

I. 1847-1858. Forebears
IT. 1859-1862. Early Memories
III. 1863-1864. My Mother
IV. 1865. The Civil War Is Over
V. 1866. A Happy Childhood
VI. 1867-1871. Moulding and Growing
VII. 1872-1873. Minneapolis. Leaving Home
VIII. 1874-1875. Return to Wisconsin
IX. 1875. New Experiences
X. 1875-1876. As Scholar and Teacher

In these chapters I attempted to portray the life of a Wisconsin boy

who devoted four months of each year to primitive schooling, who

worked at manual tasks of farming and brickmaking from the age of

ten years to early manhood, and who taught in rural schools. Through
¢
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excursion into that form of literary enterprise it was my purpose to
permit others to share the joyous memory of precious days, of com-
panionship with honest men engaged in physical labor, and of com-
petitive tasks which Nature impelled in the out-of-doors of a choice
region of Wisconsin, my birthplace.

From this environment I launched into the study of medicine, as

the subsequent chapters relate.




1
1876—-1877. YES, I WILL BE A DOCTOR

I. An Apparition. II. My First Professional Hero—My Pre-
ceptor. III. A Staunch Friend. IV. National Politics. V. Plans
Threatened by Financial Stringency. VI. The Great Adventure.
VII. My First Meeting with Nicholas Senn. VIII. Arrival in
Chicago. IX. Enrollment in Chicago Medical College. X. We
“Set Up” Our Quarters. XI. Prof. Edmund Andrews—Amputa-
tion of a Leg.
I

ON A blistering day in early August something happened, and the
whole course of my future life was changed.

The oats had been cut by the reaper the day before and lay in loose
bundles on a side hill which sloped toward the west. Working alone, I
crossed and recrossed the field, binding these oats. The straw was dry
and did not impart the coolness peculiar to freshly cut grain. The heat
was oppressive, and fairly scorched my face as I leaned over these
parched masses of straw. At the end of a row I stopped momentarily
in the shade of a thorn bush which protected the black jug of drinking
water. Not a breath of air was stirring; it was almost suffocating. There
was no comfort except in the movement of the body. At three o’clock
it became unbearable.

Bordering the field was the country road. At that particular location
there were a number of large, hardwood maples whose deep, dark
shade protected the wagon track. As I straightened up to wipe the
flowing perspiration from my eyes with the sleeve of my shirt, I viewed
a scene from paradise.

Driving leisurely along the road in the shade of the maples was Dr.
Daniel McLaren Miller, then the famous family physician of Ocon-
omowoc. He was dressed in white linen, his buggy had a white canvas
top and open sides, and the horse was protected by a white fly net that

3
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extended over its whole body, even to its ears. Before my eyes was a
picture that brought joy to my soul and envy to my mind.

instantareously I dropped my rake and gazed until the apparition
leisurely passed out of sight around the bend in the road. “Yes, I will
be a doctor. Why haven’t I thought of it before?”

My work became automatic, for my mind was a maélstrom of plans
and methods. The heat was no longer troublesome and by the call to
supper my course of action had been fully determined upon.

This favorite five-o’clock meal was most popular with all farmers.
There was always the long table with.its white cloth, and distributed on
its surface cold meats, hot tea biscuits, honey in the comb, lusdous
cakes, and homemade preserves, coffee, tea, and milk. I asked Mr.
Russell if I might be excused as I had an engagement, a very important
one, in Oconomowoc. I declined the use of. a horse because I wanted to
be alone, and anyway the horses were overworked. I wasted no time,
but fairly ran that hot evening to the beautiful Oconomowoc, six miles
away. I went to the post office, bought paper and envelopes, and pro-
ceeded to write a letter to Aunt Mary, Watertown, in which I told her
of my decision to become a doctor; that I had already planned to come
to Watertown for the winter and to go into Dr. William C. Spalding’s
office if he would accept me as a student; that I wanted to live at my
grandfather’s house; that I would do all the chores and take care of
everything for my board. I wanted her to see Dr. Spalding immediately,
ask him if he would become my preceptor, perfect the arrangement,
and write to me the next day so that I might receive an answer ‘““day
after tomorrow night’” as I would be at the post office at that time. The
letter was of voluminous proportions, and I am sure it contained signs
of enthusiasm that showed symptoms of impatience to get things settled
and going. It never occurred to me that there could be any hitch, or
that my time specifications would be rejected.

I was exultant, and hurried back to the Russell farm to be ready for
work the following day. I had made my decision—I was to be a doctor.
The fact was as thoroughly established in my mind then as it was ten
years afterward. Perhaps my calling had been predestined, and un-
consciously I had been preparing for my life’s work! But back in the
depths of my mind I knew that that blistering August day, the vision
of comfort in the shade of the maples, and the determination that
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eventually I would escape the drudgery of manual labor, were the fac-
tors that led so suddenly to the important decision. There was only
one answer to the question raised by that dramatic scene: “Why not?”
After prompt but careful consideration, the conclusion was reached:
“There is no reason against a positive. It’s settled.” Perhaps the pre-
liminary plans must be changed, but the decision was definite.

On Friday evening I again hiked the six miles to the post office,
There was no possibility that Aunt Mary would fail me. The letter was
handed out, and it was a long one. First came the answers to the im-
portant points I had raised: Dr. Spalding would probably take me on
as a student, if T would tend the fires and care for his office in the win-
ter; but he wished to talk to me first, and this, Aunt Mary volunteered,
could be easily arranged; and of course Grandpa, who was getting
rather old, was delighted that I would be there to do the chores, build
the fires, and milk the cows.

The letter continued with many paragraphs of advice. Had I con-
sidered the financial cost? The long years of study? The hard life that
would keep me up at night? The exposure to smallpox and other horri-
ble diseases? And so forth and so forth. All superfluous of course,
Nothing could turn me from my decision. Hadn’t I been destined to
become a doctor? However, though Aunt Mary, our great monitor,
retailed her admonitions, between the lines I read encouragement and
suppressed pride at my plans and prompt action.

So it was settled. As soon as I could, I poured it all out to my
beautiful mother and to my wide-eyed sister, Nettie, who, of course,
approved; my stepfather, Elon Munger, the carpenter, listened atten-
tively, and though he was not given to expressions of enthusiastic
approbation, I am sure he felt that my keenness might be dampened
before I reached my far-off goal; but he was the last one in the world
to discourage a worthy undertaking.

I was to begin my studies the first of October. During the two
months which intervened I went back to my old task of brickmaking.
This congenial work in the open air became automatic, so that I had
much time to live to the full in imagination, and to daydream and
plan to my heart’s content. As the sun made its appearance over the
resort village between the two islands to the east I started at my work;
there I remained through enjoyment of high noon and the brilliant
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sunsets; and after supper, out under the starlight and the secretive
moonlight of these crisp nights, my companion and I kept the brilliant
fires burning.

These two months in fairyland were ended with the long hauls of
brick to the city in the warmth of the amber sunlight of a Wisconsin
autumn. On these trips we drove through long lanes of yellow and scar-
let foliage of the maples, the oaks, and the elms, and saw all about us
the ripe fruit and the opening nut burrs.

My skin was tanned, my muscles trained to hardness, and my health
perfect as I left behind me the strenuous duties of the brickyard. I
wondered if it would be my last adventure there. And it was not with-
out regret that I said, “So long” to Uncle George, to Aunt Betsy, to
long, honest Richard, to Washington, my old playmate Tom, and the
faithful girls, Delia and Mary. I picked up my little bundle and non-
chalantly wended my way out to the accompaniment of their good-
natured, “Well, good-bye, ‘Dock.” Don’t forget your pills when you come
again.” And the two or three mongrel dogs wailed,  Good riddance.”

I1

I was lodged in the comfortable home of Grandfather Carlin, ready to
begin the study of medicine. Aunt Mary, ever a joy to us children,
Grandfather, with whom I was always irritatingly arguing, and Grand-
mother Ella, notwithstanding her thrift and practical methods, all
stood for much of my rollicking nonsense.,

1 had familiarized myself with my chores and organized them. Plenty
of wood must be on hand for the fires in the kitchen, the large dining
room and the living room. All of these wood fires were to be started by
me each morning at five o’clock, and in addition kindling and other
essentials supplied for the making of the fires in the “parlor” and one
or two sleeping rooms, that might be called for almost any night to
entertain the many friends who were always expected and hospitably
welcomed.

Two horses were to be watered and fed, their stables kept, and their
coats curried; three cows must be milked, housed and fed every night,
and turned out into the barnyard each morning so that they might
feed from the stack of fodder. There were other cattle and a fine lot of
hogs to feed and water. I had to perform these delicate services during
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the hour that intervened between making the fires in the morning and
enjoying the well-earned breakfast that fairly made the table groan.
By the time the family assembled around the breakfast table, at six-
thirty or seven o’clock, the wood fires had warmed the fresh air, the
oil lamps cast a cozy glow over the happy group, and appetites of
healthy people did the rest.

But to my task. I met Dr. Spalding by appointment. I was at his
office at eight-thirty Monday morning. As there was no fire, I scurried
about and succeeded in getting the large, bare room on the second floor
of the Watertown Bank Building fairly warm and comfortable by the
time Dr. Spalding came in. He was six feet two inches in height, of
magnificent proportions, and had a fine, handsome face, covered with a
close-clipped beard.

He looked around, observed the fire, walked over and shook my hand
for a long time, and said: ‘‘ Are you positive you want to be a doctor?”
I assured him that I was, while in my embarrassment I felt that he
was disappointed with my youthfulness and apparent greenness.

“Well,” he said, “all right, but remember it is no child’s play. How
much time can you give to study?”

I suggested from nine to three. That seemed to satisfy him. “How
about keeping the fire and slicking up the office?” I asked. He looked a
little surprised as he surveyed the big room. A big bookcase which
stood at one end was piled with books in all kinds of confusion; a large
table was covered with half-empty bottles, old writing paper, scraps of
newspaper, half-filled ink bottles and ink-stained pen holders; several
rickety chairs stood about, one an easy arm-chair covered with a rag-
carpet rug; a large ample couch at one side, covered with old news-
papers and a few ragged pillows; and in the center of the room, a large,
bulging cast-iron stove, set in a sand-box several feet square which was
well decorated with cigar stubs and other refuse. There were a few
large tin spittoons about; the floor was bare and had the appearance
of the backyard of a third-class tenement. Of course there were layers
of dust and dirt everywhere.

After a careful survey of the premises, he said he would like to have
me keep the place warm and sweep it out occasionally, but he did not
think it was necessary to disturb things much, as he now knew where
to find everything.
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He went to the bookcase and after a long search in the confusion
brought out an old Wilson’s “ Anatomy ™ that had received hard usage,
blew the dust off the yellow leather cover, handed it to me and said,
““ All right, you learn what is in that, and occasionally I will quiz you.
I may want you to go out and help me every once in a while.” Then he
left.

Dr. Spalding was one of the outstanding doctors of the entire com-
munity, with a reputation as a surgeon, and in constant demand as a
consultant. He was well read in the literature of his profession, and a
great student of general literature. He had graduated in medicine
from the University of the City of New York in 1847, and served as a
military surgeon throughout the Civil War. He was a man of strong
convictions, respected by all, had a keen philosophic mind, and was a
most interesting companion.

Frequently he would come into the office, stretch out on the old
couch or the carpet-covered chair, and entertain me with reminiscences.
But for weeks he never mentioned my studies, and never asked me a
question.

In the meantime, I remembered his injunction to “learn the ‘Anat-
omy’” and I was following his orders. I began with the first chapter on
bones, and committed it word for word, commas, semicolons, periods,
the dotted i’s, and the crossed t’s. I could begin at any paragraph and
recite it verbatim.

One day, as he stretched himself after a siesta on the unsightly old
couch, he lazily turned to me and said, “Frank, what is the ‘antrum
of Highmore’?” I told him.

«‘What bones enter into its formation? Can you bound it?” With-
out hesitation I began. If anyone is curious about my task, he may be
interested to refresh his memory by reviewing the bones of the face,
nearly all of which, in an intricate manner, surround the “antrum of
Highmore.” With exactness I proceeded to bound this cavity, de-
scribed in detail each notch, each foramen, each ridge, as they com-
pleted the mosaic of the antrum. When I was well started, he quietly
sat up and gazed at me, and leaned forward with his hands resting
on his knees. When I finished, in great astonishment he said, “My
God!” and got up and left the office.

A few days afterward he brought me Gray’s ‘“Anatomy” and in-
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formed me that it was more detailed and up-to-date. He said, “This is
an extra one, and you may keep it as your own.”

I realized this was a compliment. It was my first possession in the
way of a medical book, the first important unit of my professional
library. It was a large, leather-covered book, stained by wear, and in
six months I knew its contents word for word. Never did a preceptor
give more valuable advice to a student of medicine than Dr. Spalding
gave to me as he impressed upon me that I was not simply to read, but
that I must learn the human anatomy word for word, and in its entirety.

ITI

Frederick Julius Parkhurst, a young man two years my senior, came
into Dr. Spalding’s office as I was poring over my anatomy and an-
nounced that he was studying medicine across the street, in Dr. William
F. Whyte’s office; he had heard about me and had come to pay his
respects. He was thoroughly up-to-date, and city-bred; president of
the Y.M.C.A., he informed me, and proceeded to invite me to join his
organization and to come out and meet some of the young people of
the city. He already knew that I was “stopping out at the Carlins’.”

I was rather overwhelmed with his importance, and appreciated my
inability to cope with him and his society. I managed to make my
apologies, and he evidently soon realized that I would be more or less
difficult socially. Finally, T promised to attend, with my Aunt Mary,
the lecture by the distinguished orator, Mr. Mark Carpenter, of
Milwaukee, that was to be given in the Congregational Church under
the auspices of the Y.M.C.A., with Parkhurst as chairman.

Aunt Mary encouraged me in this friendship and accompanied me
to the lecture. T was still further awed by my new friend as the dis-
tinguished guest was introduced by him, with “appropriate words,” to
that large audience.

The friendship developed slowly, and the cultivation was active
exclusively on the part of Parkhurst. I was not equal to grasping the
amenities of metropolitan society. However, he urged me to go to
Chicago the following winter for our first term in medical school.
Though this suggestion seemed premature, I was interested in it: but T
said I couldn’t consider it. Then he drew from me the information
that it was a matter of money. He was “broke” too, he said. We would
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go together and for the first year “batch it.” He admitted that he was
a fine cook, and he was sure that I could learn. This suggestion solved
the principal difficulty for me. There and then I began to lay my plans
to move to Chicago and begin my real studies in medicine the following
winter. Aunt Mary and my grandfather, to whom I immediately com-
municated my plans, could not see how it could be managed.

14Y

Grandfather Carlin had been an intense partisan since first he had the
vote. In his home, this year as always, there was great keenness about
politics, and my life during the winter was an intense study in national
politics. It was October of 1876, and Tilden and Hayes were locked in a
fight-to-the-death to break the hold of the Republican party, or to
give it a new lease on life after the recent scandals under the second
term of Grant’s administration. As was well known to us all, Alexander
Carlin was an uncompromising Democrat of the Andrew Jackson type.
He had lived through fifty years of administration after administra-
tion, policy after policy, prejudice after prejudice, and this had taken
root in the very fibers of his being. He had the history of our country
at his tongue’s end, as a result of the many years of controversy during
which he had been humiliated or triumphant, as the case might be.
Here at last, with dissatisfaction everywhere, after twenty years of
feeding on the husks of defeat, with the great Samuel J. Tilden—who
had the approval of the key state, New York—matched against an
Ohio politician, was his chance, the chance of his party to sit again at
the first table. So nearly a month in advance the discussion waxed hot.
Aunt Mary was an ardent politician, and a Democrat from the bottom
of her feet to the crowning beauty of her red hair. Each night I brought
from the city the old Chicago Times, and after the dishes were washed
Aunt Mary read to an excited audience every word of the political
news.

This program was disturbed only by the click of knitting needles in
the hands of imperturbable Ella, and occasional outbursts of applause
or definite condemnation, accompanied with enthusiastic or lurid
language, from Alexander. By the time election day approached, the
seventh of November, we were worked up to the highest pitch of bitter
partisanship.
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Sure enough, the triumph was assured before we retired on the eve-
ning of election day. Happiness and satisfaction reigned in the com-
fortable home on the outskirts of Watertown. The next morning the
local newspapers contained disturbing news. For the first time triumph
in the East—New York—might not insure election.

But the Chicago Times, our political bible, would clear up the un-
wholesome rumors and give us the true news! The following aiter-
noon I ran the mile from town to deliver the latest news to the impatient
but still confident little group on Carlin hill.

The paper was grasped by Aunt Mary and supper was forgotten.
The headlines were disquieting. “An attempt by the carpet-bag
government to steal the electoral votes from Louisiana!”

My grandfather was loud in his ridicule of such a canard. “Lies on
the face of it. Stealing one of the states of the solid South! But go on.
What if they do steal it? Haven't we got New York?”

“Wait a minute,” and Aunt Mary announced that Louisiana would
tie the votes of the Electoral College. Maddening news after it was all
settled!

“It means civil war, and this time I will not leave it to the boys.
What is the matter with the Times, is it turning traitor? Read on."”

Worse and worse! ‘It is rumored that two districts in far-off Oregon,
that had been counted safe, were voted Republican.”

““Oh, of course. Anything else that they have stolen? This is the end
of popular government. It is military autocracy from now on. But they
will find that two can play at the game.”

Throughout the winter, until midnight of the third of March, no
one knew positively who would be our next President. The evidence
was sifted, and according to those of us who were for Tilden, it was
definitely in favor of our candidate. But it was to be otherwise; and on
March 4, 1877, Rutherford B. Hayes was inaugurated as President
of the United States. Though not my grandfather’s first disappoint-
ment, it was without doubt his bitterest.

b

My winter’s study was over. I had memorized practically every line
of Gray’s ‘“Anatomy,” and while I did not appreciate it then, I had
performed an important feat that proved of benefit during my entire
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later career; and as a matter of intellectual discipline, I am sure it was
as valuable as any university course of like duration.

I planned to go to Chicago in September, and enter either Chicago
Medical College, affiliated with Northwestern University (now North-
western University Medical School), or Rush Medical College. I had
overcome my awe of my friend, Parkhurst, and we decided to take the
plunge together and work our way through the three-year medical
course. Concretely, we would board ourselves, cook our own meals,
do most of our own laundry, make our own bed, keep our own fires,
and clean our own living quarters. Each of us arranged to take certain
provisions, and we estimated the minimum amount of cash that each
must command in order to pull through the first term.

It would be a busy year. I could not afford to try for another school
because the income was too meager, after I paid for my board. So I
decided on manual labor, and nothing could be more profitable than
farming and brickmaking. My first duty was to my family on the Mun-
ger farm. In the early spring weeks I worked early and late with my
stepbrother, Dan, as my companion. Although we were first cousins,
our temperaments and tastes were decidedly different, and our associa-
tion was not always harmonious.

Soon, however, I was working on the farm of Uncle William Fulmer,
who had died a year before. I was to assist with the haying, corn plant-
ing, potato planting, and care of the hops. It was ever a pleasure to be
with my two cousins, Albert and Alfred, who were close to my own
age.

In this hospitable family, with their talent for music and pleasure,
there was no monotony. The horses, buggies, and carriages were in
constant demand by the younger boys; by Lydia, an attractive girl
several years my senior; and by the two older boys, Wallace, who was
married and had his separate home on one section of the farm, and
William, an attractive young man who possessed unusual musical
ability and who was the leader in this artistic diversion. Aunt Lucretia
presided over the household, and with her at this time lived Caroline,
my Grandmother Martin, who was bordering on eighty years of age.
She was in good health, physically and mentally, and still impressed
everyone with her strong personality.

We enjoyed Saturday afternoon excursions to Oconomowoc, fishing
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and hunting on Sundays, and the constant gaiety of a family so imbued
with the artistic temperament that it was a treat to be a part of it.

There was, of course, plenty of work to do, and I was called upon to
fit into the many tasks that are a part of a large dairy farm, particularly
milking, a job that no one sought; but my special assignment was to
care for a large field of hops, a wholesome job and an interesting one.
First, early in the spring, the tall tamarack poles were set out by at
least two men with a team. The poles were placed in rows, two to each
hill of plants, and each pair eight feet apart; next each little plant or
vine was trained to climb its particular pole. If once started in the
right way, like a well-trained child, “it would not depart from it.”

Then the broad aisles between the rows were cultivated by a large,
flat drag with steel claws, drawn by a strong horse. The roots of each
little plant were kept free of obstructing weeds, and the black soil was
hoed to keep it fresh and loose about the roots.

Late in September came hop-picking time, a more or less gala affair,
according to the seriousness or lack of seriousness of the motley group
of children or women who volunteered for the work. Within two or three
vears I had served my apprenticeship in hop-raising, including plant-
ing, cultivating, pole pulling, pole placing so that the matured hops
were convenient to the pickers, picking, stripping the poles of their
vines after the picking, emptying the filled boxes, keeping account of
the work of the individual pickers, drying the green harvest in the
sweat bin, and finally packing the dried hops into large, hard bales in
the packing room, and securing them in the coarse canvas cover-
ing.

My services at the Fulmer farm extended from the spring months
through harvest time, and then I returned to my brickmaking until
it was time to prepare for my departure to Chicago.

I was troubled because of my limited funds. I must have seventy-
five dollars for my tuition, that was inevitable. I must have six dollars
for the fare to Chicago, and I must have something with which to begin
our housekeeping affairs, including primitive household fixings, and
of course the first month’s rent. Parkhurst could be depended upon to
care for his half. After purchasing essential clothing and getting to-
gether every cent I had saved, I had barely enough to pay my fare to
Chicago and my tuition. My near ones knew of my straitened cir-
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cumstances and would gladly have helped, but they were without re-
sources. I had been warned that postponement was advisable, since
those near to me could not conceive that it would be possible for me to
raise so much money; and there were those who did not sympathize
with one who sought a profession that was devoid of real work.

In my desperate dilemma, I remembered what dear Grandmother
Martin had said to me as I told her in the early spring of my determina-
tion to become a doctor—that it would cost a heap of money and she
wished that she were rich so that she could help “ Edmond’s boy.” She
had expressed a desire to help. Would it be right to discuss the matter
with her? She was not rich, but she might be able to loan me twenty-
five dollars, which would enable me to get to Chicago, make my start,
and not fail Parkhurst.

Much perturbed, I sought the interview. She wanted so much to
aid me, but she did not have any money, or at least not sufficient. She
could and would have complied if the rent of her farm had been paid.
The farm was rented to the husband of one of her relatives, and he had
not paid anything. He should do so and she would ask him; but she
was afraid that he would be “pretty slow.”

In a week the renter, in a rather belligerent mood, approached me
and said: “You are in pretty small business, begging money from your
old grandmother to waste on ‘highfalutin’ schooling.” For several
days I tried to think of some other lead that I could negotiate, but
there was none. Then my grandmother sent for me and gave me twenty-
five dollars! She refused to accept a note, even when I urged that it
would not be fair to her heirs if she did not. Spiritedly, she said it was
none of their business; she was still alive, and she wanted me to accept
it as a gift. And now, hurrah, the last hurdle had been successfully
negotiated.

At the Munger farm, my mother and stepfather had been assembling
things for their son. They had secured a paper-covered trunk, frail but
of gaudiest yellow, in which there was much space to store the sub-
stantials for housekeeping. A barrel was packed with bedding, towels,
some cooking utensils, and dishes. On Sunday my stepfather would
drive me to Watertown, and from there Parkhurst and I were to go to
Milwaukee on Monday, receive our credentials from the state board
of examiners, and continue to Chicago at midnight.
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VI

‘““Good-byes” were said, and with the trunk and barrel in the back
of the “Democrat’ wagon, and Elon, the carpenter, and I on the high
spring seat, I was started on the great adventure. We went down
Munger hill, by the site of the “shop,” past the Martins’ log house,
out onto the Milwaukee road, along the big bend of our Rock River
where Alexander and his family camped on their first Sunday in Wis-
consin, over McCall’s bridge, and on to Ixonia Center, my birthplace,
where my beautiful mother many years before had received the sad
and fateful letter which told that my father, Edmond Martin, had
made the supreme sacrifice in the Civil War. Here we stopped, as a
thunderstorm was gathering. Just in the nick of time we drove under a
hospitable shed near an open blacksmith shop.

Though there had been many severe storms in Wisconsin, this was
the most terrifying one I had seen. Even the imperturbable Elon, the
carpenter, showed signs of nervousness. Several times within a few
rods of us trees were slivered by flash after flash of lightning. The
thunder was deafening and the rain came down in torrents. Our old
horse trembled and screamed with terror. As crash after crash came in
quick succession, I began to wonder if I was not being warned against
my determined course—the quest of medical knowledge. Then as
suddenly as it came, the fierce bombardment ceased, a brilliant Sep-
tember sun broke forth, and we quickly continued our journey in a
world that had been washed and beautified as by baptism.

It was the most important step of my life, and I did not lack ap-
preciation of the fact. Instinctively I knew that my stepfather felt its
seriousness. But people in those days did not express their feelings, nor
did they give unsought advice. What could he say without implying
that I needed advice or congratulation or encouragement? My fate
was in my own hands, and he would aid my efforts to the utmost. Lack
of expression by this wonderful man of character did not mean lack of
feeling and concern. He knew the sacrifice it entailed to all of us to
support this move, and he was only hopeful for my sake, and the sake
of my mother whom he worshipped, that it would not fail. There were
no open prayers from the housetop as I started forth on that day, but
there were silent prayers by dear people who loved and were loved.
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The real adventure was launched and Parkhurst and T were off.
The train wended its way through the lake region where we had been
born, had learned to play, to work, and to swim, and had developed
strong bodies and clear minds. Now we were to test the value of our
wholesome training.

The hard and soft maples were turning to yellow and scarlet, dew
was upon the late green, and sunshine was all about. Our young souls
were filled with joy; and this joy of living was enhanced by anticipa-
tion of the immediate future, which, though obscured by inexperience,
had the glamour of radiant hopes.

VII

It was noon when we disembarked at the metropolis of the state—
Milwaukee. At the railroad lunch counter we had reinforcements which
consisted of a generous sandwich and a cup of coffee. Thus we were
ready for our business engagements of the afternoon. First we had to
procure from the Board of Censors of the Wisconsin State Medical
Society the credentials that would establish our eligibility to matricu-
late in the medical schools of Chicago. We checked our scanty belong-
ings at the station and walked to the office of Dr. Solon Marks, a
member of the Board. Dr. George D. Ladd, a young office associate,
received us with great cordiality and instructed us as to the best course
of procedure. We could see Dr. Marks as soon as he was disengaged,
and then we must get in touch with Dr. Nicholas Senn, who was more
difficult to locate, as he was busy at the various hospitals and dis-
pensaries ‘“‘all about town.”

Dr. Ladd carefully inquired when we expected to continue our
journey to Chicago. We informed him that we would take the two-
thirty a.m. train. He was a kindly sort, and, evidently having sized
up the situation, said: “Don’t bother to go to a hotel when you have
finished your business. Come back here, and one of you can sleep on
the couch in the waiting room, and the other on the ‘torture table’
[a large, leather-covered examining table], and I will have the night
watchman awaken you in time to catch your train.” This was a welcome
offer, as we of course had never dreamed of a hotel and expected to
wait in the station.

Dr. Marks, a benevolent, kindly man of the old school, prepared our
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certificates, asked us a few questions, gave us some conventional ad-
vice, and sent us on our search for Dr. Senn. He was not easy to find.
We visited his house, but apparently he seldom went there except to
sleep. We followed one suggestion after another, and walked from place
to place. Late in the afternoon we located him in an obscure barn or
outhouse, his experimental laboratory, which was attached to an
asylum or sanitarium. We were warned that it was not customary to
disturb him when he was at this rendezvous. But our business was
important and we had notified Dr. Senn that he might expect us on this
day. Loud pounding on the door of the barn brought barks from several
dogs within. After some seconds there appeared at the door a short-
set individual clad in a blue gingham apron, a scowl upon his interesting
face, his dark hair disheveled. He demanded the cause of the disturb-
ance. We told him and presented our certificates.

He grumbled, stepped back into a small entry, held the two certifi-
cates up against the boards of the partition to sign them, handed them
back to us, and said: “Where are you going?”

“To Chicago,” was the answer.

“Yes, of course. What school? Chicago Medical or Rush?” We said
we had not decided with absolute certainty.

He replied, “Go to the Chicago Medical,” and added one or two
other remarks that indicated a positive partisanship for the school he
recommended. His grufiness and apparent impatience to get back to
his work left us speechless, and his immediate disappearance permitted
us to leave without formality. He made, however, a definite impression
on the minds of the prospective doctors, and that ““ Go to the Chicago
Medical” had a decided influence in determining our selection.

We were now free to explore our metropolis, a real city in the eyes of
two country boys. There was the river with its swinging bridges, the
ships of the sea, the huge buildings, and to the east the beautiful inland
sea with its stately shore line and its long arms of breakwaters.

The “torture table” and the couch in the waiting room of generous
Dr. Ladd were appreciatively accepted. We slept until the faithful
night watchman, after all too short a time, called us to attention. In
a minute we were both wide awake to new experiences, and on a dead
run we raced down Milwaukee Street, toward the Chicago, Mil-
waukee, and St. Paul Railroad station. How could we have slept with
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a day of yesterday’s proportions in retrospect, and a day of today’s
importance in contemplation? There would be time to think of the
oncoming day as we sat in the poorly ventilated railroad coach. But
in the drowsy atmosphere, with sleeping travelers all about us, we
nodded and soon dropped off to sleep, suddenly to be awakened by
dawn and the sordid scenes of a railroad entrance into the city of our
dreams, then more properly called in derision the “Windy City.”

VIII

"In 1877 the station of the St. Paul railroad in Chicago was not a
dream structure, and near-by the Chicago River, pouring its sewage into
the great lake, was most unattractive to boys who had lived in the
midst of the clear streams and lakes of Waukesha and Jefierson
Counties, Wisconsin. The river fairly seethed with filth and steamed
with foul odors. But why worry? Were we not at last in the great city
of the West, the seat of our future training in an honorable profession?

Again we left our belongings at the station, stoked our engines with
leathery sandwiches at the lunch counter, and supplemented this
sumptuous provender by doughnuts, and coffee with plenty of milk.
Our toilet had been simple, and in that early morning we were soon
ready for explorations. We must inspect Rush Medical College,
though we had already in our minds discarded it as our educational
center. We traversed the business part of the city, walked east on
Madison Street, the main thoroughfare east and west, looked north
and south on State Street and on Wabash Avenue, and finally reached
Michigan Avenue, with Lake Michigan lapping its eastern edge.

Michigan Avenue is now one of the great sea-front boulevards of
the world, but at that time it resembled the abandoned backyard of
a sordid village. The view was distinctly marred by the ragged row
of piles, the Illinois Central right-of-way, which traversed the shallow
waters of the lake several hundred feet from the shore line. Inevitably
we drifted over to the famous Palmer House, viewed the spacious
halls and parlor, gazed in wonder at the beautiful entrance and entresol,
and finally saw with “our own eyes” the silver dollars cemented into
the marble floor of the barber shop; and our immediate capacity for
marvels was satiated.

We asked for directions, boarded a mule-drawn, bob-tailed street
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car, and traveled west on Harrison Street, which took us through
many squares of ruins of the fire—ruins which stretched north to the
spacious Grand Pacific Hotel. We crossed the river, and after traveling
for some distance through sparsely inhabited districts, came to Wood
and Harrison Streets. Here was the large, new, yellow brick Rush
Medical College, an impressive structure to our inexperienced eyes.
We were received with extreme cordiality by officials and a large group
of prospective students, and though we were interested, we were
careful not to reveal the fact that we were partial to the rival institu-
tion on the south side.

Our busy morning had been filled with excitement. By eleven o'clock
we had retraced our route from the west side to town, and were on the
south side, at Cottage Grove Avenue and 26th Street. A walk of two
blocks west on 26th Street to Prairie Avenue brought us to the Chicago
Medical College. The contrast depressed us. Had we made a mistake?
The building, old and battered, with its bare, dusty walls and unkempt
floors, was most unimpressive. It was but one week in advance of
opening of the school, but there were no officials to greet us and no
enthusiastic students to argue in favor of their institution. A search
finally unearthed a shabby, middle-aged janitor who took no pains to
serve us nor to change our first reaction. Reluctantly he showed us
the two amphitheaters. We were somewhat encouraged. Then he un-
locked the museum, and we were thrilled by the mounted skeleton of
“Jumbo,” an elephant famous in traditions of the circus. The large
chemical laboratory, with its unfamiliar odors and unchanged air,
contained shelves covered with dust, a few bottles partially filled with
chemicals, and individual tables for the students.

At this point in our tour of inspection two individuals arrived and
took possession of us, one a man named Charles L. Rutter, who was
demonstrator of anatomy, and the other William H. Byford, a son
of the famous elder Byford who was a professor of obstetrics and
diseases of women and children in the institution. It was evident that
they were not over-burdened with responsibility, and had constituted
themselves unofficial guides to prospective students.

They soon reassured us in our doubts about our tentative choice.
“Rush is all new building; it has no exclusive hospital, and the large
number of students all attend the same classes.” They contrasted this
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uninviting picture with: “Our College has Mercy Hospital right here
in the same block. We have quality in students rather than numbers.
We advocate a three-year course, and our students are divided into
classes—junior, middle, and senior. Look at our faculty: Davis, By-
ford, Johnson, Hollister, Andrews, Roler, Quine. Wait until you hear
Quine! Come over on Friday afternoon and see Andrews amputate a
leg,” etc., etc. They were real propagandists, and fortunately for us
in our indecision, good salesmen.

IX

As we were more and more favorably inclined toward the Chicago
Medical College, they hastily advised us to go over to the registrar
of the faculty, Dr. Daniel T. Nelson, at the corner of 24th Street and
Indiana Avenue, to avoid the crowd that would soon appear to register.
We followed directions, and found ourselves in the presence of kindly
Nelson. We were impressed by his tall figure, his queer, flat head, and
his interested advice. His friendliness encouraged us to ask him about
the “prospects” of renting rooms for light housekeeping. He referred
us to the janitor, and in the meantime promptly urged that we see
the treasurer of the school, Professor Hollister, as it was hardly safe
for strangers to carry large sums of money in a large city. This struck
us as a good suggestion, and within a few minutes we were in the
presence of the treasurer, who measured up to our notions of a real
professor. His large head with its long hair, his strong face of the
Henry Ward Beecher type, his ample figure, his strong voice, and his
decisive speech awed us to strict business conduct, and a prompt
transference of our first year’s tuition, for which we received receipts
that were placed in the yawning vacuum of our purses. Notwithstand-
ing his dignity and impressiveness, Dr. Hollister, as he shook our
hands in parting, cordially invited us to Plymouth Church, and told
us we would be especially welcome in his Bible class, immediately
following the morning worship.

The die was cast; we had registered and parted with our wealth,
and only meager financial resources, astonishingly meager, remained.
It was high noon, and a low-priced eating stand was the object of
our search as nourishment was necessary before we started our hunt
for a permanent home. Our spirits were high. Much of moment had
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happened since morning, and we were satisfied with our decision as
we had selected a school which, though not gaudy and new, catered
to “‘quality rather than to numbers”; and two dignified and eminent
professors had received us most cordially.

Shortly after one o’clock, we were back to consult the janitor, William
Eisen, about “rooms for light housekeeping.” His list of rooms was
discouraging. Not one seemed to fill our peculiar requirements, but
we took the list and started on our tour of exploration. Ignorant of
the social status of the localities covered by our list, we soon found
that Calumet, Prairie, Indiana, and Wabash Avenues contained high-
priced rooms, many with board, high-sounding accommodations that
dissuaded us from asking if light housekeeping would be tolerated.
Parkhurst startled me by suggesting that we might be driven to ex-
tend our planned budget if we were to get any place at all. T was most
outspoken. He could not abandon me now, after I had paid my tuition;
the budget was fixed as far as I was concerned, and its extension would
mean my return home.

As we continued our search, we discovered that the rates were
lower on State Street and the streets farther west, and that here the
doors were not necessarily closed in our faces when we suggested
““batching” it. We soon ignored our list and sought out any house
that had “ Rooms to Rent.” Some of the neighborhoods to the extreme
west were impossible. We decided against the colored neighborhood,
and soon learned to avoid it. Well along after three o’clock we turned
eastward, tired and discouraged. We had avoided State Street, because
it was mainly business. Closer scrutiny on our return revealed several
blocks of frame cottages, set back from the street, many of them with
“For Rent” signs, ““Furnished Rooms,” ““Unfurnished Rooms” etc.
On the east side of the street, between 24th and 25th Streets, was a
whole block of such cottages. We began at the first one, alternatingly
approaching house after house, whether with “For Rent” signs or
without, to inquire for rooms.

X

In the middle of the block, at number 1133, a bright-faced woman
about thirty years of age appeared at the door, and to my query about
rooms, said with a distinct Irish accent, “Why did you come here?”
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I explained that we were two medical students who wanted a room
for nine months, during which we would “batch” it and attend medi-
cal school.

“Cook your own meals?”

Yes, we thought we would prefer that way and save some money.

The Irish woman was apparently interested as well as amused, so
she said, “I have a couple of rooms, second floor back; one furnished,
the other bare. Possibly they would be good enough for you.”

I replied that we would prefer one room, but I would look at what
she had to offer.

There they were, at the top of the stairs—a small room with a red
ingrain carpet, and a double bed, and an east window which over-
looked vacant lots to Wabash Avenue. Adjoining this and opening
onto the common hall was a larger room. It was the old story; the
location, the attractive bedroom, the larger room with a table and a
couple of chairs, and a sink and running water in the hall, all abso-
lutely ideal, but of course beyond our means.

“T'm afraid these will be too expensive,” I ventured.

“ How much are you willing to pay? I could let you have these for
four dollars a month, if you will furnish the large room,” she replied.

Heaven bless her! Just the outside limit we had fixed upon for one
unfurnished room, and here was a suite in a clean house, one of the
rooms furnished, with a large bed and that nice red carpet. I said 1
thought we would accept if we could move in at once. It was quick
work; 1 agreed to pay the first month’s rent in advance and suggested
that T would call my friend. I overtook Parkhurst, who was drearily
calling on the neighbors, and informed him that I had rented the
rooms. He was astonished, but in the presence of our landlady, to
whom I introduced him, he tried to conceal his great pleasure as I
showed him our apartments—the bedroom with the red carpet and
its outlook in the rear through to aristocratic Wabash Avenue, the
bare room, and the running water in the hall.

It was now late afternoon and we must sleep the night in our new
quarters. I was to engage an expressman, and bring up our trunks
which contained provisions, and the barrel of bedclothing that had
been shipped by express. While 1 was gone, Parkhurst was to hustle
around among the second-hand stores on State Street and purchase
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a cook stove and necessary equipment so that we might prepare our
supper and future meals.

I found a good-natured expressman at the corner of 25th Street,
but as I climbed onto the seat to accompany him to the station instead
of handing him the trunk checks and the express receipts, he looked
askance, and then, with an amused expression, accepted the situation.

The drive down Wabash Avenue, over Jackson Street, to the St.
Paul station on Canal Street, was extremely interesting. 1 was tired
from the exertions of the day, and ready for a leisurely sight-seeing
trip. My companion was chatty, and pointed out the many wonderful
sights of the great city.

At the station I presented my checks, and accommodatingly climbed
over the counter of the baggage room to help seek out our precious
baggage from among the many trunks. Soon I spied my little yellow
paper-covered trunk, which, for safety, had been bound around with
a stout bed cord. But horrors! At a distance I saw that it had a large
hole at one end, and a half peck or more of potatoes had spilled out
onto the floor. It was too embarrassing, and I refused to recognize
the trunk. The expressman, however, sized up my predicament.

““All right, son, I guess it’s your trunk all right.”

Good-naturedly he stood the trunk on end, picked up and replaced
the recalcitrant potatoes, and, probably to save me further embarrass-
ment, tied a large piece of folded brown paper over the yawning cavity
with the bed cord, carried the trunk out to the express wagon, brought
out Parkhurst’s trunk, and we moved away. That was one of the em-
barrassing moments of my young life; and the generous soul within
the person of that rough expressman prompted him to understand,
to sympathize, and to spare me.

Our next stop was at the office of the American Express Company
on Monroe Street, and then we trotted down to the new domicile at
1133 State Street, Chicago. There I found that Parkhurst had not been
idle during the hour and a half that T had been absent: He had secured
a cook stove; cooking utensils—including a frying pan, a tea kettle,
and a coffee pot; a boiler, a wash tub, and several other necessary
implements. An old dry goods box had been converted into a bookcase
for our extensive library, and a space provided for our museum of
bones—a grinning skull, several long bones, and a complete, articu-
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lated arm and forearm, with the complex bones of the wrist and hand.
This bookcase occupied space on the back of the kitchen table, which
Parkhurst had placed against the wall; and for months we faced these
objects in our museum as we sat at the table to eat our meals or to
do our grind at study.

A fire had been built and as soon as I arrived with our trunk of
substantial edibles and dishes, Parkhurst, who was scheduled to cook
during the first week, was ready to prepare the meal. He had secured
some sugar and ground coffee at the neighboring grocery, and had
borrowed milk from our interested landlady. The supper consisted of
baked potatoes, savory salt pork that floated in its own brown fat,
bread transported from our Wisconsin farm, butter churned by Mother,
preserves from the wild plums along the Rock River, fruits and nuts.
The above menu was generously amplified by the cakes, pies, and
doughnuts which had been fitted into the corners of our two trunks.
It was a meal fit to tempt any normal boy of twenty, and it was
doubly tempting to two over-worked bodies such as ours. This, our
first of many similar meals, may well illustrate the hardships that we
were destined to endure after our “dainties” were consumed.

In my capacity as chambermaid, I had unpacked the bedclothing
and prepared the downy bed, which we had earned and in which we
would appreciate a night of sleep. Then the soiled dishes were washed
in the new dishpan, dried on the ample towels brought from home, and
the living room was tidied; the two proud souls sat but a moment to
reflect on their accomplishments, declared themselves satisfied with
the first day of their great adventure, and tumbled into the comfort-
able bed for that first night’s sleep, of which this is the first record.
It simply was, and then came the dawn of the next day with the sun
high over Lake Michigan shining full strength in the window of our
sleeping room with its red carpet. The joy of our second day was
upon us.

XT

Our living quarters were but five blocks and a hali from the college
building; the rent, which was paid for the first month, was within our
means—only fifty cents a week apiece; there were enough substantials
in our boxes to afford us well-rounded meals with but small purchases
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at the grocery, our household utensils had cost us less than twelve
dollars. After the above outlay and the purchase of half a ton of coal,
we still had a little cash left and were without debt. The prospects
for a thrifty winter were good. Parkhurst had discovered that he
could purchase for five cents a large, round loaf of half rye and half
wheat bread. It was delicious in taste and wholesome for digestion,
and nearly double the weight of the white bread which sold for the
same price. For obvious reasons, and because it “went further,” this
became our favorite ration and staff of life.

There were several days for exploration before the real grind began.
Each morning we went to the college building to observe the new
men who enrolled and to extract gossip from Byford and Rutter, who
were interesting and always ready to impart information about pro-
fessors, ways and means, and old and new students. Among other
things they gave us valuable pointers about the books to select and
the most economical place to purchase them, especially second-hand
books. These informants knew all about the worth-while happenings
at the clinics, and how and where we could make ourselves at home.

Three days before the formal opening of school, we saw Prof. Ed-
mund Andrews amputate a leg. This was field day at the clinic and all
of the junior students and many from the middle and senior classes
were crowded into the old amphitheater at Mercy Hospital.

It was a proud day for all of us, but especially for the young in-
ternes who importantly swelled about us as we foregathered for the
exhibition. The stir of preparation for a ““major operation’ was on.

When Professor Andrews shuffled in, big and bustling, there was
uproarious applause which indicated to us “new ones’ that he was a
great favorite, a fact that is substantiated by history. He was big not
only in his actions. He had a large head, a bewhiskered face, large
kindly blue eyes, a large generous mouth, and an abstracted expres-
sion. He was an intellectual giant and reminded one of portraits of
Charles Darwin.

A wretched individual was brought in, and his useless ankle joint
demonstrated. The professor explained how bravely the patient had
cooperated in an effort to save the leg, and that now he had cou-
rageously volunteered to sacrifice his limb to save his life. We duly
applauded the hero, who showed his appreciation by turning his face
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to us and attempting a smile of thanks. Some of us, I am sure, felt
sorry for the poor devil, although it was not good form to admit it to
one’s self or to one’s neighbor. The whole scene is vivid in my memory,
particularly the emaciated face and the large glistening eyes, which
we afterwards learned to recognize as symptoms of tuberculosis.

The interne covered the face of the victim with a towel which he
saturated with ether. The long process of anesthetization was begun
and the fumes of ether, inhaled for the first time by many of us, soon
filled the room. Professor Andrews took his instruments from a large
black satchel, laid them in order, and immersed them in a five per cent
solution of carbolic acid, which it was duly explained would render
them antiseptic. The surgeon took off his coat, rolled up his shirt
sleeves, and dipped his hands into a two and one-half per cent solution
of carbolic acid. This, it was explained, rendered his hands antiseptic.
It was all very impressive to the junior members of the audience, and
it was with bated breath that we awaited the first bloodshed that we
were to witness of our own volition.

Finally it came. The victim ceased his struggles and breathed sten-
toriously; his emaciated leg was exposed, an Esmarch bandage was
placed above the point of amputation to expel the blood, the limb was
washed with a two per cent carbolic solution, the surgeon took from
his pocket a second pair of spectacles and placed them over those he
already wore, dipped his hands again into the carbolic solution, reached
for the long-bladed amputating knife, and rapidly and deftly with two
sweeps of this instrument cut the flesh through to the bone, fashioning
two “fish-mouth” flaps. He then grasped a saw, severed the bone,
closed up the angle of the stump, and plump! went the limb into a large
tin receptacle beneath the table. The older students applauded, and
in a brief moment this demonstration was followed by us new ones.

The work of the operator was spectacular and rapid, and according
to a technique that had been developed and handed down from the days
less than thirty years before when patients underwent such operations
without the beneficent anesthetic. Then the large arteries were tied
with stout silk that might be withdrawn after it had sloughed off. The
rubber tourniquet that controlled the bleeding was carefully loosed by
the interne as the operator scanned the stump for small bleeders that
might have been overlooked. Several of these, which suddenly spouted
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on the white shirts of the operator and his assistants, were soon con-
trolled, and the great “fish-mouth” flaps brought together and secured
with stout silk sutures. The ends of the ligatures on the arteries were
brought together between the sutures, and left projecting about an
inch. Then a large wad of cotton was saturated with carbolized oil,
five per cent, and placed over the end of the stump, folded back several
inches above, and an outer bandage wound over all.

The students, old and new, filed out of the ether-saturated room,
with its sordid operating field and splotches of blood, pieces of soiled
cotton, and the tin receptacle beneath the table with the severed end
of a man’s leg peering out at us—an important portion of a man’s
anatomy that but fifteen minutes before was throbbing with blood and
life. It was our baptism of blood.
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1877-1878. CHICAGO MEDICAL COLLEGE

I. Prof. Nathan Smith Davis, OQur Dean. II. Prof. William
E. Quine. III. An Embarrassing Situation and Strengthened
Friendships. IV. “Pay Today or Get Out.” V. Productive La-
bor. VI. An Epoch-Making Experience—An Olfactory Diver-
sion. VII. Uncle “Ad”"—A Debt of Honor.

I

TIE scHoOL term opened on Monday, October 1, 1877. Members of
the three classes gathered in the large amphitheater to hear words of
welcome and of advice from the distinguished dean of the faculty,
Nathan Smith Davis. We juniors arrived early for our first class.
Modestly we occupied rows well up in the impressive semi-circular
bank of seats. Soon the members of the other classes straggled in with
an important and nonchalant air. One of the newcomers innocently
occupied a front-row seat, way down next to the bull pen. There was a
growl and a cry from the seniors: “Pass the freshie up.” Before he
realized what it was all about, the invading ‘‘freshie” was seized by
half a dozen pairs of hands and found himself being deftly passed from
one relay of hands to another higher up, until he was deposited in the
rear row of seats, sixty feet from the place he originally occupied. There
was but one brief halt in the ascent, when for a moment the victim
freed himself and showed resentment and fight. He was quickly over-
powered by rough handling, and left humiliated and disarrayed, vainly
attempting to show by a sickly smile that he did not resent this rough
treatment on the “first day at school.” How relieved we green ones
were! Easily, in our inexperience, it might have been any one of us.
The entrance door to the arena was partially opened. Silence fol-
lowed the turmoil and rough house, for the dean was entering! The

door was opened to its full width and the assistant janitor rushed in and
28
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placed a book on the reading desk! Shrieks, whistles, and general
pandemonium broke forth. The hoodlum students threw notebooks,
paper balls, and every other available thing at the disappearing janitor
as he slammed the door. Most of the students in the front rows were
halfway over the railing in a rush to “pass the intruder up” when
again the arena door opened, revealing the dean, Professor Davis, in a
black suit with one of the cutaway coats that he wore days and eve-
nings, his white expanse of shirt front, his standing collar and little
black bow tie, his long classical face of the Andrew Jackson type, his
bushy gray hair, and a narrow rim of chin whiskers that reached from
ear to ear. As he stepped forward with a deprecating but pleasing smile
of welcome, he received an ovation that I am sure warmed the soul of
this statesman of medicine. His unusual appearance, his impressive
dignity, and his magnetism instantly gripped any audience that was
honored by his presence, and this group of sympathetic, plastic minds
was immediately captivated.

In his quiet way he looked us over. It was evident that the full house
and the lustiness of our applause pleased this builder of institutions,
for the Chicago Medical College was the apple of his eye. He took
cognizance of our hilarious reception of the assistant janitor by raising,
a warning finger and saying: ““ Young men, much energy is used in play.
The best recreation is a change of useful work.” And this is an epitome
of the life of our great dean.

Frivolity and complacency had disappeared. Even the blasé seniors
were all attention. It would be difficult to imagine that anyone could
have remained indifferent before this teacher, orator, and philosopher.
His strong character attracted, his earnestness and seriousness of pur-
pose compelled, and his logic inspired. Even though his audience might
begin by questioning the soundness of his premises, by his persuasive
arguments he usually won his case.

We were plastic material in his hands. He reminded us that we were
at the threshold of a great profession, and there could be no more im-
portant calling. We must be worthy of the profession of our choice,
conservators of the bodies of men, and the moral and spiritual menders
of the minds of weak humanity. We were not to favor the fleshpots of
the wealthy, but we were to serve alike the rich, the poor, and the
sordid. No hovel must be too humble, no derelict of humanity too low,
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to deter us from our calling of healing the sick. Pictures of hardships,
dark nights, stormy days, and long hours were depicted in a way to
bring tears to our eyes, and to make us anxious to show that we too
would be heroes.

When the peroration was finished, and we were surreptitiously wip-
ing our eyes and blowing our noses, the oratory was lulled into a plain
talk that urged upon us the importance of industry. “Our school” was
one place where merit alone was recognized; there was “no fun like
work’’; we must keep our bodies and minds clean by wholesome activi-
ties; the good doctor must necessarily be a good Christian. And then
we were whole-heartedly welcomed into the school which was to be our
workhouse for six long months,

In the midst of applause that must have disturbed the serenity of
the people on the street and the residents of the near-by households,
our hero backed out of the little door of the arena, and our life’s work
was before us.

1

We were immediately plunged into work. There was despair among
those who were not accustomed to accept an assigned task as something
that must be accomplished. The curriculum of study for the junior
course, first year, included: ‘“Descriptive anatomy, physiology and
histology; inorganic chemistry; materia medica; dissections; practical
training in the use of the microscope; practical work in the chemical
laboratory.” ““Materia medica’” and “histology” were merely unknown
terms to the majority in our junior class. We learned that “materia
medica” (and this came from the lips of the “little giant,” Prof,
William E. Quine, at his first lecture), over-shadowed in importance
any other branch of medicine. and that no student could graduate who
did not master this subject. Dramatically he closed his lecture in his
high-pitched voice, which he assured us could be heard a mile, and he
was duly hailed with applause of vociferous intensity and duration
that could easily have been heard by him as he entered his carriage a
block away.

But we were left in a blue funk because of the caution on the part of
the professor that nothing in this important branch should be taken
for granted. Was it possible that we must commit to memory and re-
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peat to him at the quiz on the morrow all of the information he had im-
parted to us on the various drugs, each a little more important than the
one before? And what of the Latin terminology, the fundamentals of
which many of us had never learned? Even our inaccurate notes would
not in many instances give us sufficient clue to locate the information in
our new and unfamiliar textbooks. But this was only one of our worries.

Our debonair professor of descriptive anatomy, Thomas S. Bond, the
predecessor of Dr. Robert L. Rea, proceeded to unravel the intricacies
of human architecture. Parkhurst and I were happy, as we could have
repeated the book word for word. But to the majority of the class it
was a definite task even more hopeless in perspective than materia med-
ica. And why not? Did not the professor insist that it was the founda-
tion of all surgery; that medicine could not be practiced without an
accurate knowledge of anatomy; in fact that it was the most important
subject that the student had to learn? The class before him was ex-
pected to conquer it if they hoped to continue in the study of medicine.

Then there was physiology, under the stately Prof. Daniel T. Nel-
son; and inorganic chemistry under Prof. Marcus T. Hatfield, each of
whom in turn insisted that no one need anticipate success unless he
mastered in every detail that particular branch.

As I look back, I can still sense the confusion and helplessness in
which we found ourselves after the first day and at the end of the first
week. There was no doubt in the minds of any of us that, regardless of
failure in other subjects, we must not and could not fail in materia
medica. The impelling personality of Professor Quine made each one of
us his slave. We appreciated the importance of anatomy, but the person-
ality of our professor did not urge us on to the effort that the subject
deserved; physiology was something that we could “pass in by just
reading up”’; the important study of inorganic chemistry appealed to
most students, and the demonstrations aided in fixing the facts; but
for some reason a majority of that particular class soon became antago-
nistic to the chemistry teacher, and decided in their own minds that
if any subject was to be neglected, it would be chemistry.

Parkhurst and I decided that persistent work and extreme industry
would enable us, in spite of our general unpreparedness, to make a fair
showing in our studies; and because of the rapid accumulation of ma-
terial, postponement of our daily assignments would mean hopeless
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confusion and delay in progress. We must finish each day’s work before
we retired, because the load of the next day would be sufficient and to
spare. It was fortunate that we realized this in the beginning; and it
was doubly fortunate that in our seclusion of State Street there were no
alluring attractions, no social obligations, to take our time from our
work, and no amusements that we could afford to indulge in. We were
blessed with a serious appreciation of our responsibilities and of the
limited resources which compelled us to conserve our time; and above
all we had an unlimited capacity for hard work.

All of our time could be devoted to study, aside from that required
for domestic activities and simple household responsibilities, which
were organized to the minutest detail. One half-hour after our sub-
stantial supper, at six o’clock, we were on the street for an hour’s hike.
Our favorite walk was down Michigan Avenue from 24th to 16th or
r2th Streets, back on Prairie Avenue or Indiana Avenue to our starting
point. By seven-thirty or eight o’clock we were back in our rooms,
buried in books and scribblings of lecture notes. At ten o’clock we often
took a fifteen or thirty minute walk or run in the open, and then back
to our sleeping quarters. At six-thirty in the morning we were preparing
our breakfast, and at seven-thirty our household duties were finished.
Then we studied; and after a half hour’s walk in the open, we arrived
in time for our lectures at ten or eleven o’clock. At twelve-thirty we
were home for our substantial luncheon, and this entailed another
half hour’s walk. Two of the three or four lectures a day took place in
the afternoon.

There was considerable time before and between lectures to visit and
gossip with fellow students, and to indulge in “rough house” which
gave vent to rather high spirits, and afforded occasion to form new
acquaintanceships. Parkhurst and I soon found ourselves making
friends with some of the choice spirits of the class, a number of whom
boarded in the row of palatial white stone houses on Wabash Avenue,
between 22nd and 23rd Streets, known as the “Follanshee Block.”
As we became better acquainted, curiosity developed among our com-
panions as to our boarding place, as we met our friends in walking to
and from our respective abodes. We were noncommittal, and frequently
embarrassed as the inquiries became pressing. We realized that these
young men were living in comparative luxury and according to con-
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ventional standards; and our friendship, which we valued, might be
affected if it became known that we were “batching.”

So we avoided a direct answer to the question: “Where do you fel-
lows live?” Sometimes it was necessary to leave them abruptly, and
as a misleading device, walk in some other direction.

Nevertheless our friendships ripened, and we were pressed more and
more to join their little functions, especially on Saturday nights and
Sundays. Fortunately for us, we succeeded in avoiding these entangle-
ments. Our studies were difficult to master. Many members of the
class failed in their quizzes, but Parkhurst and I held our own. At times
it seemed impossible to get through the task. Without our strenuous
work, our regular hours, and our wholesome food and exercise, I am
sure we would have lapsed into the mediocre group.

111

We had a week’s holiday after Christmas, and as we could not afiord
to go home, we had time to reinforce the weak points of our work, and
also to explore Chicago on long, interesting walks. Most of our friends
who were living in luxury had gone to their respective homes. One eve-
ning, however, as I was walking on Michigan Avenue, I was joined by
one of our friends, John Mulholland. T sensed that he was determined
to go home with me, as the boys had indicated that they meant to solve
the mystery of our extreme taciturnity about our living quarters. I
endeavored to shake Mulholland. He took my arm, and an endurance
contest began. On this night above all others it would be embarrassing
to receive company, because we had done a week’s washing of dish
towels and other flat-work, and all the articles were hanging on a line
stretched across our living room. And I could picture Parkhurst with
his elbows on the table, “boneing” in this forest of ghostly linen, all
unconscious of the tragedy from which I was attempting to save him.

After we had tramped in the cold night for an hour or more, Mul-
holland squared himself in front of me, and said: “Martin, you might
just as well take me home with you now as later, as T am determined
to stay with you until you do. T want to see Parkhurst.”

Mulholland was a big, good-natured fellow. First T thought I would
make a break for liberty, but by doing so T would acknowledge that
there was something serious to conceal : and also it would be undignified
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and ridiculous. Therefore I took him home with me. I don’t know which
of the three of us was most distressed; but Mulholland was a thorough-
bred and allayed our embarrassment within a few minutes. He was
interested in our arrangements, and asked me to make him some coffee.
Soon we had on the table, among our books and parts of skeletons,
three cups of delicious steaming coffee, and a repast of delicious cookies
and doughnuts that had just been received from home. The articles of
domestic and personal usage, our family laundry, swung from the
clothesline as we drank, smoked, and broke bread together. They were
our flags of truce. It ended as it should, with sincere friendship and
mutually enhanced respect, and a clearing of the atmosphere that our
foolish sensitiveness had kept foggy.

After the holidays were over and the vacationists returned, we
entered upon the three long months that were to test our merit, and
segregate the successful students from the unsuccessful and the indif-
ferent. We were delving into fundamentals. The ground was fallow,
and every inch of it had to be intensely cultivated or the crop would
not be appreciable. And perfunctory results at this period would cloud
the whole future. My chum and I worked as never before. If we grew
tired and discouraged, we were urged on by the thought that we must
succeed here or go back to distasteful drudgery.

Along toward the end of the term, some of our friends who had al-
lowed social obligations to consume valuable time, became uneasy
about examinations. After Mulholland’s visit, we discovered that em-
barrassing questions about our personal affairs ceased. Occasionally we
were met on our evening walks and guided into some one of the palatial
quarters; and a pleasant evening of gossip would be followed by a re-
past of oysters at Race Brothers on 22nd Street. Sometimes, although
rarely, we took one or two of our companions to our quarters. The
homemade coffee and Wisconsin cookies and doughnuts seemed to
create an enthusiastic appeal that we soon estimated as genuine.

Among this group were one or two lame ducks whom we liked, and
who honestly acknowledged that they needed coaching if they were to
pass their examinations. They had every attribute excepting only the
ability industriously to apply themselves to study. They had not ac-
quired the knack of feeding their brains. Reluctantly we were drawn
into the gap. Soon we became willing coaches, and set aside two or
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three evenings a week for this purpose, each of which naturally ended
with a midnight supper at Race Brothers or in our own rooms.

IRY

We were progressing in our studies, and ultimately were satisfied
that we had mastered the technique of our “stunts’; but some annoy-
ances in the way of financial stringencies brought us near to tragedy.

Our landlady was most unreasonable in her insistence that she
. should receive her rent in advance, on the first day of each month. We
were a little slow in grasping the importance of this financial require-
' ment. In November, after daily pressure, we paid within the first ten
days. December came, and an ultimatum was issued on the first day:
“Pay today or get out.”

We considered that our landlady was our friend. In Wisconsin we
had not been accustomed to such arbitrary methods, and attempted to
express our views, which only aroused the Irish temperament the more.

“Get out by tomorrow or pay. We are not interested in what you
are accustomed to. Pay or move.”

Parkhurst expected a remittance from his uncle, but this might not
come for several days or even weeks, and we didn’t have four dollars
between us. The landlady apparently meant business. Even though we
deeply resented the ruthless ultimatum and the method in which it
was delivered, we were not in a very favorable position to move. And
where could we get for anywhere near this price other accommodations
of two rooms and a red carpet?

To whom, of all of our friends, could we appeal for five dollars? For
some occult reason we decided against asking our well-to-do friends in
the palatial “‘Follansbee Block.” Parkhurst thought of an Irishman
by the name of Dennis Hayes, with whom we had struck up an ac-
quaintance. Though Hayes boarded, he was apparently about as
financially straitened as ourselves; but he would loan us the money if
he had it, said Parkhurst. There was no time to lose. We proceeded to
the college and sought out Hayes. Parkhurst asked to speak to him
privately, and for seclusion took him into the museum, where, by the
skeleton of big “ Jumbo,” he asked Hayes for a loan of five dollars.
Sure enough, the story of the overdue rent, the ruthlessness of the
landlady, and our state of complete insolvency, appealed to the emo-
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tions of our new-found friend, and he not only consented to loan us
the five dollars, but most astonishing of all, he actually had in his im-
mediate possession a five-dollar bill.

The rent was paid promptly. We were reminded that “ It would have
been much more businesslike if you had paid at once. The fact that
you did not pay more promptly only demonstrated that you had not
intended to pay.” There and then, in our minds, we took an oath that
we would not remain on those premises and be subjected again to such
insulting treatment, an oath that we soon forgot.

We experienced financial stringency several times during the long
winter. Fortunately, it was a very mild season; there was little snow
and the temperature never went below zero. We needed but little fuel,
and our clothing was ample. The bodily fires were kept burning by our
supplies from home, with very limited reinforcement from the grocery.
Milk was but five cents a quart.

The school term was nearing its close. Our little apartment was
rather popular during the several weeks before examinations. It was
distracting at times, but we were ever ready to give our time to coach
our friends, and there is no doubt that we benefited by the review.

Examination time came, and fortunately there were no signs of near
tragedy among our new-found acquaintances. As for Parkhurst and
myself, it was flattering to be placed by our associates in the class of
those who had no reason to fear.

Meanwhile, spring was approaching. We must go back to our source
of meager supplies and establish contacts that would give us a substan-
tial income during the vacation period, as it was unthinkable that we
should not return the next year to continue our medical studies.

Parkhurst had been promised a school in a country district where
he had taught before. I had no school in prospect, but T was satisfied
that I could accumulate more cash if I took off my coat and returned to
manual labor, which I decided to do. My reputation as a brickmaker
was well established, and Uncle George Fulmer replied that he was
glad to receive my letter and to give me a job for the season.

There were few formalities necessary to dismantle our household.
We stored our furnishings in the college building, under the care of the
faithful janitor who promised to keep them in perfect order until we
returned in the fall.
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A

There was no time to waste; I must get busy at productive labor.
There was tuition to pay, clothes and books to purchase, the winter
board to be provided for; and the sum totxl would be more than I could
possibly earn. Uncle George would pay me six dollars a week, my board
and lodging.

Young *“ Dock™ had come back to work with his cousins and to enjoy
life in an environment of honest, God-fearing people who were full of
the joy of living. Work was a necessity, and in the eyes of these honest
folk no man was meaner than he who shirked his daily task. It was an
outdoor life, and the men with whom I worked did not tire and were
ever ready for a wholesome frolic. Their recreation was fishing, hunting,
baseball, picnics, visiting, and buggy-riding with their best girls on
Saturday nights and Sundays, and occasionally dancing.

One day after I had wheeled a load of dry brick up the narrow gang-
plank from the yard to the kiln, I sat on the arm of the wheelbarrow
and rested for a moment, when suddenly it occurred to me that it was
about time for my birthday. Sure enough, it was July 13th, of 1878. I
was twenty-one years of age. It was early afternoon. Certainly I ought
to celebrate. Where could I go and what could I do? Soon the chain of
barrows, one of which I propelled, was signalled to move on and I
moved with it.

Another day, as T was busy carrying the moulds from the grinder to
their repository in the broad white yard, a carriage from the near-by
resort stopped at the side of the yard and several people alighted to
observe the work. An audience always embarrassed me as I did not
fancy being watched by a curious gallery of idle people. This particular
day a young girl of unusual attractiveness took a great interest in the
moulded bricks that were being deposited in long rows. I prided myself
on the straightness of my rows, but I had never been openly lauded for
the artistic arrangement. This young woman was unstinting in her
praise. She even asked me if I would allow her to deposit and empty
one of the moulds.

The situation was an awkward one, as my would-be assistant was
clothed in fine raiment. She insisted upon carrying the heavy load
from the grinder to the yard, and completing the whole process. She
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L™,

asked me for the short leather apron that protected my thighs, and
against which the mould was carried. As my apron was wet and soiled,
I secured a dry one, which I was requested to place on her. She picked
up the mould, staggered up out of the slippery pit, laboriously carried
it the length of the yard, asked me for instructions about dumping it,
placed it on its side, and then insisted that I should adjust it so that
my “artistic row” would not be spoiled. This maneuver required that I
stand close behind her as I guided the mould and tipped it into its
place, much to the amusement of all bystanders, including her horrified
family. The personality of this little “tomboy” maiden gave a genuine
thrill to as many of my youthful fellow workers as could discreetly
watch the performance from a distance; and it was food for many hours
of dreams.

VI

During this summer I had an epoch-making experience. I had
invited a young lady who had been a pupil of mine the year before to
accompany me to a dinner party and dance at the “big hall” in Pipers-
ville, a near-by hamlet. As I appeared at the young lady’s mansion,
the home of Farmer Bushman, I was met by my attractive little guest.
She was beautifully arrayed for the party and presented me to a girl
friend from St. Paul. Could I take her too? Of course I would be de-
lighted, and we were off. The guest was very attractive, and her cos-
mopolitan air was rather awe-inspiring,

I was driving a nice new buggy and a fine horse that I had rented
from the livery in Oconomowoc. Pipersville was on a country road
about five miles west of our starting place. The drive was without in-
cident until we reached the Pipersville bridge, over our Rock River.
The gentle old horse shied at something as we approached the center of
the bridge. The cause was soon revealed. We had run over what polite
people called a “night kitty”; or in pure Anglo-Saxon, a skunk.

It was the most embarrassing moment, or rather the most embarrass-
ing howr of my life. In those days the little animal we had disturbed was
not to be mentioned by name. Our little trio ignored the name and
mention of the incident, but the odor of the unmentionable something
was almost suffocating. I was almost too embarrassed to say “Get ap”
to the disconcerted nag. A quarter of a mile farther on we drove into a
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shed opposite the “big hall.” There were menacing looks from the by-
standers, and upturned noses and not a few giggles followed the young
ladies into the hall. As I deposited my horse, some of the more out-
spoken men about commented without reservation.

With the advent of my young women a new atmosphere was injected
into the party which was in full swing. Though the intangible some-
thing was there, it was not so definite that anyone could with absolute
certainty identify the culprits. My young ladies were definitely up-to-
date from the social standpoint, and the women folks looked upon
them with unstinted approval. The dance went on, as yvouth banished
all care. Everyone’s olfactory nerves were well exercised that eventful
night; but the joy our little trinity got out of our evening’s sport was
not interfered with, or at least not interrupted. We had a midnight
supper and started on the homeward journey. The incident was never
mentioned as we drove along in the late moonlight, over the river and
beneath the elms that bordered the beautiful country road. The im-
perturbability displayed by the mixed company of youngsters in the
presence of natural phenomena, so well illustrated by the above in-
cident, would be startling in this progressive age.

VII

The summer was full of the joys of wholesome work, and of innocent
diversions on Sunday afternoons and evenings, including rides along
the country and village roads of our lake counties in the company of
charming maidens. There was only one “fly in the ointment.” In some
way I had to supplement my earnings sufficiently to pay my tuition
and modest living expenses during the second vear at medical college.

In the back of my mind, as a last resort, I held in reserve my adored
uncle, Addison Carlin. I had not approached him before as he had al-
ways been generous with me in matters that appeared big to me, as his
help was opportune, unexpected, and unsolicited. I shrank from asking
him outright, for with all of his generosity, he might look upon me as
an ungrateful, common suppliant.

After deep thought, during a noon rest period, I composed and sent
him a letter. I told him of my requirements for the winter: what I ex-
pected in the way of wages for my summer’s work: the clothes and few
books that were essential, and, finally, by my figures I showed that
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I lacked about one hundred and twenty dollars. I was careful to say
that I would not require all of it at one time; it could be apportioned
throughout the winter in partial payments, and I would of course give
him my note, which should bear interest. I closed my letter by saying
that it would be an overwhelming disappointment to me if I were un-
able to continue with my class at medical school; and I knew of no one
who could help me if he could not.

The reply was written by Aunt Mary. A month before I was due in
Chicago I was to come down to Watertown for a Saturday and Sunday
and talk the entire matter through with Uncle ““ Ad,”” and he would see
what could be arranged to supply my needs, over and above the money
that I myself could save.

To all of us children and grandchildren Uncle “ Ad” was on the man’s
side of the family what Aunt Mary was on the woman’s side. One was a
bachelor and the other a maiden lady, and both were adored and
respected. Uncle “Ad” was not only a man’s man, but also a lady’s
man. Everyone, old and young, loved him.

During the first gold rush in the Black Hills, Uncle “Ad” and his
life-long chum, Florida, migrated from Montana, where they had been
engaged in gold mining on a small scale, to the Black Hills. They were
lucky in preémpting a gold prospect that proved to be a very rich
placer mine. They worked their property intensely, and cleaned up in a
year and a half what was considered in those days a handsome fortune.
In the fall of 1875 they sold out their mine, took their gold to a con-
venient smelter, and journeyed by way of Watertown to the United
States mint in Philadelphia, where they deposited their bags of gold
bricks, a large proportion of which they converted into twenty-dollar
gold pieces. Uncle “Ad” returned home and invested a handsome
amount in mortgages on farms about Watertown. He could not have
invested to better advantage, as interest rates were high, and the
security rapidly increased in value.

At the time I boarded with Grandfather Carlin and studied medicine
with Dr. Spalding, Uncle ¢ Ad” had just returned from one of his trips
to Philadelphia, and joined the family circle. On his arrival he pulled
out of his luggage a coarse bag, threw it on the floor before Aunt Mary,
and said: “Take care of it.”

It contained a number of gold bricks, in the shape of pig iron billets
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that one sees corded around foundry plants, but these gold bricks were
about five inches in length, an inch and a half in width, and an inch
thick.

Aunt Mary demurred about accepting the responsibility for so much
gold, as there was no suitable, secure receptacle in the house in which
to keep it safe. Uncle “Ad” was insistent, and explained that he had
distributed the balance in a couple of Watertown banks. Thereupon
Aunt Mary sewed the bricks into woolen sacks and distributed the dis-
guised treasures about the various rooms as door stops. No one in the
family was to discuss the matter, and throughout the winter the gold
did service in this menial way.

So Uncle “Ad,” retiring and modest in his demeanor, and the last
one in the world who desired to be thought unusual in any way, became
traditionally known in Main Street of our rural community as the
“richest man in the world.” He “would never have to work again.”
He “was living on the interest of his money,” etc., etc.

It was the man with this reputation whom I approached on my visit
to Watertown, about a month before I was to return to medical school
in Chicago. The morning following my arrival Uncle “Ad,” who always
spoke to the point, said, “Frank, let’s walk downtown.” As we were
well on our way he blurted out, “ How much money do you want?”

I told him the amount I had saved from my wages, but that I would
have to use some of it for clothes and books.

“If you had fifty over and above expenditures for clothes and books,
how much more would you need?”” was the next question.

Though I can be radical enough when I am begging for a cause in-
dependent of my personal needs, I am and always have been conserva-
tive in money transactions pertaining to myself. At this time I was
ultraconservative; and the amount that my judgment prompted
seemed so prohibitive that I muttered, “T don’t see how I can get on
with less than a hundred dollars.”

“Are you sure that will be enough?”

While I was sure that it would not be enough, I did not have the cour-
age to say so, in view of the prospect of securing the enormous amount
already named.

Uncle “Ad” appeared impatient at my obscure answer, and said
nothing more of the immediate need; but he did add, “Of course you
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will need more next year, and there is a probability that you may fail
to graduate. And what then?”

As to the certainty of my graduation I had no doubt, and I replied
with great spirit, “1 will graduate all right.”

We then went to Swenk’s General Store, on Main Street. Uncle
“Ad” asked me to help him select the material for a suit of clothes,
which we did jointly, to his great satisfaction. Then he said, in a gruff
voice which was entirely forced, ““Pick out a suit for yourself.”

In my pleasure and embarrassment I was aided by Mr. Swenk, the
proprietor. I was measured and the suit was to be finished in a week.

“Swenk, pick him out a pair of shoes, some shirts, collars, and neck-
tie, and after all of this order, throw in suspenders and some socks.”

I was bewildered, and the wave of prosperity nearly turned my head.
My principal difficulty was to find a means of adequately thanking
Uncle “Ad.” The vocabulary for expressing deep feeling was almost nil
among our people—great inward yearning and outward silence. But
Uncle “Ad” knew and understood that language, and I am sure he was
satisfied that I had expressed my appreciation through a silence that
was unmistakable. Uncle “Ad” loved to do good and to give pleasure,
but the less said about it the better.

On our way home, he heaped upon me further substantial aid.
“Frank,” he said, “I think you will need at least one hundred and
twenty-five dollars besides the fifty dollars that you expect to save. I
will give you one hundred of this when you go to Chicago so that you
can pay your tuition, and when you need the other twenty-five send
me a dun.”

Then I did thank him aloud, as tears dimmed my eyes. “Uncle ‘Ad,’
this is a loan. What can I leave with you to show what I owe you, and
that some day when I am a doctor and have money, I am to pay you
back?”

“Oh, that’s all right, Frank. We won’t talk about that.”

“But I must leave you some kind of a written promise.”

“All right, just give me a note without interest, dated one day after
date, and then you can pay any time or never,” he said, and then
laughed.

On our return, T hastened to tell Aunt Mary of the wonderful things
that had befallen me that morning, secured from her some notepaper,
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wrote out the note for one hundred and twenty-five dollars, signed it,
and presented it to Uncle ““Ad.”

He laughed and said, “You haven’t got your money yet. Write
another, undated, and leave it with Aunt Mary, and when you have
received all your money she will date it and give it to me.”

I could not wait until the morrow to get back to my beautiful
mother, who, with all of her family cares, could not see how I was to
manage. So that night and the next day, Sunday, she and my sister
shared my exultation; and Elon, the carpenter, who for the time being
had become a tiller of the soil, in his quiet way was glad too. On that
day in 1878, the Munger farm that was washed by the beautiful river
wore a smile all over its sunburnt face.

My mother, in the midst of our rejoicing, solemnly reminded me,
“Frank, Uncle ‘Ad’ has been very good to you. Don’t forget that this is
a debt of honor. You must plan to pay it out of the very first money
that you earn as a doctor.”

I am not sure that Sister Nettie was quite in accord with this. In
principle, yes; but wasn’'t I entitled to a little independence and
pleasure in the expenditure of my own earnings?

Back to the brickyard Sunday evening, ready to start in on Monday
morning with lighter heart and new joy in my eyes.
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1878-1879. “MIDDLE” YEAR AT CHICAGO MEDICAL
COLLEGE

I. Familiar Faces. II. A Visit from Uncle “ Ad”"—Generous En-
tertainment. III. A Friend in Need—Again a Schoolmaster. IV,
Oak Grove—The Griffins. V. An Uncontested Draw. VI. The
Haunted House.

I

TIE TIME arrived for our return to Chicago. The business transac-
tions in Watertown had been consummated. The new clothes were
fitted, completed, and in my possession. They were the last word in the
product of Watertown’s famous tailor. The provincial boy was proud
of the creation.

Parkhurst and I arrived at 26th Street and Prairie Avenue on Sun-
day, September 29, two days before the opening of medical school. We
sought William Eisen, the old janitor with whom we had stored our
household goods and furniture. He had left! No word of his where-
abouts! The new janitor and curator, D. D. Rose, knew nothing about
any stored goods! The room in which we had placed our belongings was
empty! This was disappointment number one.

We repaired to 1133 State Street, only to find that our palatial apart-
ment had just been rented to another tenant. Disappointment number
two.

Thus our quest of the previous year had to be repeated. Living
quarters must be found and equipped, a difficult and expensive task.

Fortunately we discovered a room on 25th Street, between Indiana
and Prairie Avenues, one and a half blocks from the college. Alas,
however, it was but one large room, which extended across the front of
the main floor of a frame cottage. The running water was in a back
entrance way, and one spigot supplied the entire household. No
separate sleeping room, no furniture, and no red carpet.

44
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The school sessions began, and this time we felt at home. The
familiar faces were friendly ones and the new faces were material from
which to select new friends. Before we knew it, we were again engaged
in the interesting grind. Parkhurst and the rest of us who had kept the
pace were keen for the fray. We had the “hang” of the proceedings,
and were happy in our work. Our studies were becoming more practical,
and we appreciated why we had been obliged to learn so many facts
pertaining to the basic studies—anatomy, physiology, chemistry,
materia medica. Without them we would have been lost, and with the
many new things there was no time to go back. As we proceeded, it was
difficult to understand how the students who had not mastered these
fundamentals could hope to proceed successfully.

Our tasks were strenuous, and the study hours long. Parkhurst and I
were very conscientious. He was more conventional and adhered to the
exact letter of the book. We had many quarrels as we quizzed each
other. His replies would be perfect. He would quiz me, and before 1
had finished one sentence he would yell, “Not at all. All wrong.” When
asked the reason, he would read the exact words from the text.

“Well, what did I say?” I would protest.

““Oh, as usual, you just made up something.”

“But didn’t I answer the question correctly from a sense stand-
point?”

Exasperatingly, he would reply, “Oh, you think you can use better
language than the author. If you don’t repeat the answer correctly,
how am I to know you have ‘the sense’ as you call it?”

Frequently, after I had successfully quizzed him for an hour, my
quiz would end with his first question, and I would tell him to “go to
the devil,” or a similar phrase that in those days bore the same implica-
tion.

Parkhurst irritated me more than a little because of his ‘continuous
application to study. After I had exhausted my subject, and partic-
ularly» myself, I would suggest a walk. He would say, “ Go on and walk.
I can’t waste my time loafing if you can.”

This troubled me. I knew that I was keeping up to the mark in my
studies and that my quizzes in class were as satisfactory as his. But he
was so honest and so conscientious that I felt T must be falling short
without knowing it. However, I would continue the grind as long as I
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could, and then go out, walk over to the lake, down Calumet Avenue
to the Pullman residence at 18th Street, and then back to 25th Street
on Prairie. These walks gave me great pleasure, and they were unsur-
passed as uplifters of my spirits. Alone, I could dream to my heart’s
content.

Occasionally on Saturday nights we went to the theater. After an
early supper we would walk downtown, take an early place in the line
of “gallery gods” at Haverly Theater, and secure front seats in the
top gallery. This, to our minds, was the highest pinnacle of bliss. Not-
withstanding my meager finances, I saw Mr. and Mrs. McKee Rankin
in the “ Danites” a ““wonderful play,” at least four times. The leading
lady, Mrs. Rankin, played a dual réle—sometimes heroine and some-
times cowboy. At the climax, though she was actually in love with the
principal and in her disguise of male villain unable to reveal her
identity, the hero grasped her by the throat, dragged her to the edge of
a dark, yawning chasm, and to the accompaniment of appropriate
music from the orchestra, pointed to a rift in the clouds above the
mountain where the moon was about to appear, and cried:

“Say your prayers, for in another minute, when yon moon shows
her face, you will be cast into the abyss.”

The victim screamed and struggled; my neighbors in the gallery
yelled protest and prepared to go to her rescue and strangle her ad-
versary; with a quick motion she rent her throat bands asunder and
the would-be slayer fell back and uttered “My God!”

There was not a “gallery god” in the house who had not recognized,
without this humiliating gesture of our heroine, that she was not only a
woman, but the most fascinating woman in the world. We could not
forgive her tormentor.

After our nights at the theater Parkhurst, who was brought up in
German Watertown and liked his glass of beer, frequently led me and
other members of our class to a popular basement saloon on Clark
Street which served a marvelous “free lunch.” I was more or less de
trop in this place, as I did not drink beer or other intoxicating liquor.
However, I soon learned that one five-cent glass of cider (which was
disgustingly handed out to me by the supercilious bartender) secured
for me a square meal of ““hot dogs” between thick slices of rye bread,
much the same as I could have purloined had I passed into my stomach
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a glass of cold, foaming beer and thus have polluted my soul. However,
it was fortunate that there was always a crowd, and that a dozen white-
coated barmen had difficulty to satisfy the demand of the real drinkers.

11

We were troubled by unanticipated expenses. We must leave a cash
deposit as against possible broken apparatus in the chemical labora-
tory. As we estimated the total of deposits from all of the students, the
amount seemed exorbitant in the aggregate and far too much money to
be lying idle in the hands of our professor of chemistry. Parkhurst and
I, among others, protested. It was rather the principle than the money.
But orders were orders. We were to “‘put up” or forego our laboratory
work, which would mean loss of credit and loss of necessary and im-
portant work.

As a last resort I took my individual case to Prof. Hollister, the
registrar and secretary, and frankly explained that while, as he knew, 1
had paid the specified tuition, I had not counted on this deposit; could
he not adjust matters so that I might have access to the laboratory and
not lose my work and credit? He listened with interest, and made some
inquiry about the arbitrary order, regarding which the governing
board apparently had not been consulted. He gave me a note to hand
to the professor of chemistry, which he intimated would give me the
privileges of the laboratory until such time as I could make satisfactory
adjustment.

The social status of Parkhurst and myself was well established. Our
rather unconventional quarters, so convenient to the college, became a
rendezvous, especially for a number of well-groomed and well-fed boys
who lived over in the palatial quarters of the marble-fronted “ Follans-
bee Block” on Wabash Avenue. Some of them were on thin ice, as
amusements and leisure vied successfully with the importance of pro-
ficiency in their studies. Some of them had last year’s work to make up,
and they were slipping in their present tasks. For our own sakes as well
as theirs, tactiully we directed much of our conversation to a review of
lectures. This was welcomed by them as it enabled their clever but lazy
minds to obtain knowledge without looking up notes or reading books.

We realized that we were being ““worked”; but they were real fel-
lows, and our compensation was the privilege of associating with them
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and enjoying the occasional “sprees” which they financed. A “good
fellow,” the Tabasco in the substantial salad, is an interesting com-
panion, for he teaches one that seriousness and hard work are not the
sum total of life’s attractions.

To my delight, I received a letter from Uncle ““ Ad”” which contained
the good news that he would be at the Palmer House, and Parkhurst
and I were to have dinner with him. In those days the Palmer House
was the last word in ornateness, with its gilt, its long corridors with
red carpets, its imposing dining room, and an entresol in which could
gather the armies of the great, the near great, and the small, the busi-
ness man and the loafer. The dining room was presided over by
proud negroes, and food was served in great variety and in unstinted
amounts.

Uncle “Ad” was not a stickler for form. “Glad to see you,” he
grunted as he saw us. “Let’s go and eat. I have an appetite. Don't
know about you.”

He had been in the old dining room before, and the head waiter rec-
ognized him. Uncle “Ad” had lived many years in New Orleans; he
loved the square-headed negroes, and they recognized in his terse
sentences “ their master’s voice.” So we were conducted to the choicest
table, and to us was assigned the mogt attentive waiter.

“Now, boys, what do you want?”

While we were considering, Uncle “Ad” said, “George, I reckon
those fine porterhouses will be about right, with all of the fixings.”

It was a warm, mellow atmosphere, with beauty and wealth all
about; an occasion never to be forgotten by the two hungry medical
students.

“What do you say to a show afterward?”

We were willing, and on inquiry as to a “good show,” we both de-
clared for Mr. and Mrs. McKee Rankin in the “ Danites.”

There never had been and never again will be such beefsteaks, never
so much and such welcome food, down through course after course of
the menu, with apple pie d la mode as dessert. Then smokes for Park-
hurst and Uncle “Ad.” Parkhurst was a great conversationalist, and
he regaled Uncle “Ad” with stories of the medical school and of our
wonderful doings, some so complimentary to our individual prowess
that even I could not remember. He was a good salesman.
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On the side, later, Uncle ““Ad,” who was wisely conservative, said to
me, ‘‘ Parkhurst is given to exaggeration; but he is a good talker.”

We sat that night at the old Haverly Theater in comfortable seats,
within ten feet of our heroine and hero; and we worshipped to our
hearts’ content. It was a promotion—to come down from the upper
gallery to the plush seats of the parquet.

Uncle “Ad” enjoyed the show, partially on his own account, but
mostly on ours.

The next day we proudly introduced Uncle “Ad" to the mysteries of
the medical school; and we did not overlook giant * Jumbo,” the ele-
phant, whose skeleton was on display in the museum.

This apparently casual visit of Uncle ““Ad” was, I thought, really a
leisurely inspection of the prospect whom he had generously backed. It
was difficult for our people to anticipate that there could emanate
among us anything important that was not based on hard physical
labor, and this visit began to change Uncle “Ad’s” viewpoint.

IT1

The long winter was nearing its close; the last snows were melting;
warm, dry places were appearing around the angles of the windy
streets; boys were beginning to play marbles; ice floes in the lake were
melting away; the warmth of the sun caused us to abandon our heavy
coats; the period of our grind was coming to an end.

But other matters troubled us. What were we to do during the sum-
mer months to supplement the limited advances of our backers? Park-
hurst was corresponding in an effort to secure a school in an Ixonia
district. He urged that I try for a certain school at Oak Grove, seven-
teen miles from Watertown, that would pay fairly well.

We had passed our examinations and were again carefully storing our
furniture. But Parkhurst distressed me by insisting that during the last
year he was ‘‘ going to board, and live like a gentleman.” With all of my
optimism, I could not foresee any possibility of joining him in his am-
bitious dream, and, therefore, I humbly begged him to plan with me.
He had agreed to “batch it” only until the Christmas holidays of the
school year just ending; but as Christmas approached we were more
broke than ever, and there was nothing to do but continue with what

we had.
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The day after the close of school, on March twelfth, we repaired to
Watertown, the best place in which to establish our headquarters as
we sought our summer jobs, he to his home, and I to my Grandfather
Carlin’s, where I was always most welcome.,

On Parkhurst’s arrival, with his reputation as a teacher, he found
himself the possessor not only of the school for which he was negotiat-
ing, but also of two other schools. Without showing his “Exhibit”—
his chum, Martin—he tentatively established me as the prospective
teacher for the upper grades at Oak Grove. This made it necessary, of
course, that I obtain a teacher’s certificate for Dodge County. The
superintendent was Mr. Flavin, a close friend of Parkhurst’s, and an
acquaintance of my grandfather’s people. Within the week a late special
examination was to be held at the superintendent’s house, just at the
edge of Watertown, and it was arranged that I should appear.

Just another of those heartbreaking occasions when I realized my
rustiness; but T must succeed or be disgraced. It was two whole years
since I had prepared for a similar examination, and the prospect seemed
hopeless.

However, I was on hand and spent two days of misery in an attempt
to pass a creditable examination. Parkhurst, as usual a good scout, with
his true political mind, assured me that I would pass. Aunt Mary was
obviously distressed, but in sportsmanlike fashion, helped me to keep
up my spirits.

The brilliant Irish superintendent was very kind to me, and rein-
forced my courage. I had put a half-year’s study into two weeks, and
now the struggle was over.

He handed me my teacher’s certificate and cordially shook hands.
He was a discriminating man with great political sagacity; and he has
forever been my friend.

IV

Oak Grove, an inland hamlet of about five hundred souls, lay on the
main state trail, an equal distance from Watertown and Beaver Dam,
- seventeen miles from either, and three miles from Juneau, the nearest
railroad stop. In 1879, a hospitable hostelry of local and far-reaching
fame, the Oak Grove resort, was the favorite halfway point on the coun-
try road when we were bent on business or pleasure.
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After spending a few days with my mother, father, sister, and the
other children on the Munger farm on Rock River, I returned to Water-
town, prepared to start for Oak Grove on Sunday morning. The county
superintendent advised me to make the hotel my headquarters until I
could secure a boarding place in the village that would suit my finances.

With my few belongings in my shiny satchel, I boarded a train for
Juneau, where I was due to arrive at about eleven a.m. It was a crisp
March morning, with spring straining at its leashes, and making great
headway in its effort to burst forth. Great fleecy clouds wended their
way across the blue sky.

Arrived at Juneau, I inquired at a near-by livery stable for directions
to my destination, Oak Grove. ““Yes, we can take you over in an hour.”

“How far is it? " I asked.

“Oh, three or four miles.”

Pressed for further information, the stable man answered my query
and stared disappointedly after me as I started off on foot.

The walk along a country road, with soft maple trees bursting into
bud and the young grass resplendent in green, was too soon ended. In
the little village the state road ran north and south, and was crossed
by the one I traversed. Back from the main road, on a curving driveway
connected with it, was a two-story colonial structure. The broad
porches on the first and second floors, supported by square wooden
columns, extended across the front of the frame building which was
about a hundred feet wide. On the lower floor several windows were in-
terspersed between the two large entrance doors that hospitably beck-
oned, and above were a dozen or more windows with an occasional door
that gave egress to the broad porch, surrounded with its projecting
wooden balustrade. In the forklike space between the semi-circular
entrance driveway and the public thoroughfare was a broad lawn
with a dozen or more stately and majestic elms, their trunks a foot and
a half in diameter, and their broad, protecting branches spreading far
overhead. This spotlessly white edifice, which I viewed through a
colonnade of trees as I came around the corner into the village, proved
to be the hotel. It contained so much of beauty and such great prospects
of comfort, that though I was overwhelmed with admiration, I was also
filled with consternation at the probable rates which, I feared, would
make it prohibitive even for a day or two.
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I walked up to the spacious entrance. A tall, fine-looking, well-
groomed gentleman of about sixty years of age received me with great
cordiality. He was the proprietor and introduced himself as Mr. Griffin.

“I presume, sir, you are the new schoolmaster. T want you to know
that you are a welcome guest, and I am sure that Mrs. Griffin and my
daughters, who are at church, will be delighted to greet you. I will show
you to your room, though Mrs. Griffin will have to approve of it later :
and then, sir, you are to make yourself one of the family.”

The reception was rather overwhelming, and I realized it was useless
to try to meet it in kind. After I had viewed my room I decided to bol-
ster up my courage, go straight down to the office, and have an under-
standing. Mr. Griffin was ever ready for conversation, and before long
I had succeeded in telling him frankly of my plans. Of course I could not
afford to remain in this expensive hotel. I must find a boarding place in
the village. I must find room and board for not more than two dollars a
week.

“Well, of course, that is below our regular rate: but T dare say you
will be able to find someone who can accommodate you. But,” he said,
“take your time, two weeks or more if necessary, and when you find a
suitable place, I suppose we will have to let you go. Meanwhile, until
you find a place, we will make your rate here two dollars a week.”

No man whom I had met in my experience had greater insight than
did Mr. Griffin in his dealings with his countless customers and no one
read me more quickly. He realized that I would not be happy so long
as things were not thoroughly understood. If I had been a procrastina-
tor, he would have sensed it and have met the situation. If T had wanted
a drink of milk or a drink of whiskey, he would have sensed that too,
and if he had thought it wise, he would have accommodated me.
Within half an hour I was free of all embarrassment and my only per-
turbation now was the prospect of meeting the wife and daughters.

Soon the people of the little village could be seen straggling home
from church. They were dressed in their Sunday’s best, and among
them were Mrs. Griffin and her two daughters. They had a distinction
that set them apart from the rank and file of the villagers. Mrs. Griffin
was individual in type; she was dressed in black silk, and had the bear-
ing of a lady born. Marcia, the elder daughter, a fine appearing young
lady two or three years my senior, was gracious to the young school-
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master, but it was obvious that I was a disappointment because of my
youth and lack of poise. Mary-Nell, the fifteen-year-old girl, tall and
thin with flaxen hair and laughing eyes, at first glance became my sym-
pathetic friend.

Mrs. Griffin, with her charming, motherly attitude, made me feel
that I was a distinguished guest, worthy to become a member of the
family. At the noonday meal I found myself at the family end of a large
table. Mr. Griffin was an ideal host; he carved the chicken and the
steaks, and with the aid of his elder daughter and one or two waitresses,
the hotel family was abundantly and appetizingly served. On Sundays
the Griffin house was invariably filled with guests who were driving
through the country and planned to make this delightful hotel their
resting place for the day. The son, Ed Griffin, who had a way with
horses, presided over the commodious stables, a very welcome feature
for the travelers of that day.

The broad, closely clipped lawn with its comfortable settees, and the
trimly kept croquet grounds were the only other attractions which this
rural lodge afforded. The restfulness, the cleanliness, the wholesome-
ness, and the comfortable home life of this hostelry which was perfectly
managed by people of tact and culture, constituted the impelling charm.

The next morning, Mary-Nell and I walked east through the village,
and a half mile along the main highway to my school. The teaching
quarters, which I had inspected the afternoon before, comprised two
one-story buildings; the larger brick building accommodated the higher
grades, and the smaller wooden building at the side, the junior depart-
ment.

A number of county and village children had congregated before my
arrival, fully as curious to see the new ‘““man teacher’ as the new *“man
teacher”” was to see them. I asked Mary-Nell to take me to the smaller
building and introduce me to the junior teacher. This proved to be a
rather painful procedure. Here was an attractive child, about seventeen
years of age, making her first attempt to teach; and she had been bur-
dened with the name of “Miss Dora Darling.” Her timidity exceeded
my own in the most trying days of my affliction. She blushed, mumbled
something, and T was away to my own troubles.

It was a mild day, and all of the windows were thrown open. As my
little band assembled, I was glad to observe that none of my pupils was
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over fifteen years of age. At least 1 was not to be faced by embarrassing
intellectual struggles with pupils of my own age and of superior educa-
tional acquirements. The older boys, it was explained, had to work in
the summer, and the older girls were all teaching summer schools.

My task was congenial from the beginning. I organized the pupils
into three grades, according to age, and each grade was assigned an in-
dividual task. They were to read and commit to memory the familiar
literary classics, and recite them in concert. My charges were kept in
tractable humor through the diversion which was created by frequent
change of work.

In my capacity as principal, on one or two occasions I called at the
primary department; but my visits were not a success; they were a
source of great embarrassment, and I soon learned that my absence
would accomplish more than my presence. In our off hours I attempted
to encourage closer fellowship, but fate was against success, It was
rather humiliating to me, but it was inevitable.

The first week passed very quickly. I was so comfortably situated at
the beautiful hotel, I had been so completely absorbed as one of the
family, and I enjoyed the luxury of my little room to the extent that I
had little heart to “lock about for a boarding place.” After my rather
strenuous winter, with its hard study and household duties, I was en-
joying a well-earned rest. At nine o’clock each eveni ng I was in my cozy
room, with its large window that opened on the broad balcony, and
beyond which I viewed the tops of the shading elms. While it was before
Sir James Barrie’s creation of “Peter Pan,” right there and then, I,
with many others, was aiding to personify that fascinating character.

Awakened early by the rustling leaves, I quickly arose, donned most
of my clothing, and hustled down to the men’s washroom, off the office
on the main floor, to perform hasty ablutions; back to my room for the
finishing touches of dressing, and then T was ready for a hearty break-
fast. A wash bowl and pitcher of water stood in my room; but I ignored
these modern conveniences and preferred the common sink, the cistern,
and the pump—country style.

Reluctantly I began my search for a boarding place. A favorable
opening presented itself, but I thought best to seek advice from Mrs.
Griffin as to its suitableness. She was very sympathetic, and said she
would consult Mr. Griffin.




“MIDDLE” YEAR AT MEDICAL COLLEGE 55

The next morning she called me into the little parlor and said, ““ Mr.
Martin, are you getting tired of us?”

This was a stunner. *Of course 1 am not tired of you. It is the most
pleasing place 1 have ever been in. But you know, Mrs. Griffin, I have
already imposed upon you so long, that I am ashamed.”

“Well, well, don’t think of that,” she replied. “We all like you so
much and you are so quiet in your little room, that we will be delighted
if you will stay with us; and as to the payment, we will be glad to accept
the amount you have expected to pay elsewhere.”

The manner of this dear woman was so genuine, and her apparent
desire to have me remain so convincing that I of course accepted with a
promptness that left all further discussion out of the conversation. If 1
did not thank her adequately in words, I am sure my unconcealed de-
light assured her that I was overwhelmed with gratitude. To think that
I was to be privileged to live for two months in that paradise, with
people whom I already adored!

A

My enjoyment was uninterrupted until about a month before the
close of school. Compared with near-by country schools, we had been
late in making our start. Consequently, there was a general influx into
our school of older pupils who had finished teaching in the vicinity.
It seemed like concerted action, and I soon realized that the demands
of these older teacher-pupils were going to embarrass me.

On my arrival of a Monday morning, I found eight or ten young
women of my own age or older occupying the rear seats of my not too
crowded room. Their air of dignity and determination rather un-
manned me; but I could not show any lack of confidence. I must make
my leadership apparent without overdoing it. My poise was severely
tested as I endeavored to conceal my natural shyness in the presence of
strange young women. Without waste of time I went from seat to seat,
recorded the names of the newcomers, and asked each one to indicate
the studies she desired to pursue. Physical geography, physiology, and
a review of Robinson’s higher arithmetic, beginning with the test prob-
lems at the end of the volume! The plot was apparent. My contract
did not require me to teach these subjects, especially physiology and
physical geography, as they were governed by a certificate for a higher
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grade. The two subjects were easy of management, especially, of course,
physiology. But the mathematics they wished to review would be a
severe test of my unpreparedness, especially as they, each and every
one, persisted in beginning with the “test problems at the end of the
volume.” This was an embarrassing situation and I was under the clos-
est surveillance. There was not time for me to prepare or review. I
thought fast and acted promptly.

I announced that we would begin a series of recitations the next
morning, and assigned rather extensive tasks for review. Several pages
in physical geography; several pages in physiology (with which I was
thoroughly familiar); and three of the mathematical problems which
were to be worked out in detail on paper by each of my students, three
of whom would be assigned to transfer the problems to the blackboard
and analyze the procedure from its start to the solution.

There was a general protest against the enormous assignment of
physical geography and physiology, and a special protest against the
plan to have the pupils work out the problems on paper and later trans-
fer them to the blackboard.

I pointed out that they had come in late, the term was two-thirds
over, the remaining time short, and I was interested to have them ob-
tain a rapid review of the three subjects, and as far as possible complete
them before school closed. Their protestations were welcome; they gave
me a feeling of advantage and much needed confidence. However,
those problems were going to require something besides confidence if
they happened to call upon me for concrete advice. And considering the
short time at my disposal it was a prohibitive task to endeavor to make
a review and become master of the mathematical situation.

I repaired to my room, and by candlelight succeeded in transferring
one or more of the completed problems to paper on the chance that I
would manage somehow to get through my difficulties of the next day:.

Not one of my pupils was prepared to present the details and the
solution of the problems. Meanwhile, T was displeased with their recita-
tions in the two other branches. I lectured them on the importance of
physiology, and gave them several concrete examples of its practicabil-
ity as an aid to wise and wholesome livin g. We had two strenuous ses-
sions before we reached our piéce de résistance, and my béle noire. Ques-
tion after question was put to me about the method of solving the
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problems. But I replied that as not one of them had performed the
assigned task, I felt that I should give them more time, and if within a
reasonable period they had not fulfilled the assignment, I would have
to insist upon a general review; meanwhile I had the three problems
worked out myself, and would give them aid when the proper time
came.

My plan was accepted, and though I could not be sure that I had con-
vinced them of the genuineness of my advice, I appreciated that I still
had the advantage in the contest.

I reviewed with great energy that textbook of arithmetic in order to
be able to give a satisfactory demonstration of the problems. I was in a
precarious position, but I could not face embarrassment in that town by
admitting that these young women had defeated me.

By degrees I saw a change in attitude. The work that I assigned re-
quired long hours of study. Each day we discussed the problems, and
when I feared that my conversation was no longer convincing, I placed
one of the problems on the board, asked them to study it, and then, to
their amazement, erased it. This was a wholesome gesture. Within two
weeks I had caught up sufficiently in my review to be able to discuss
the problems frankly. The contest was then allowed to subside into an
uncontested draw. Our relations became cordial, and a mutual respect
and friendship was developing as the school term came to its end.

I was genuinely sorry. My summer had brought me in contact with
people of refinement, and I had the satisfaction of knowing that they
were my friends. I may have realized it then, but in retrospect it is very
evident that I was something of a curiosity, because of my inexperience
in the ways of life, my original methods, my unsuppressed energy, my
love of sport and fun, and my irresistible desire to hector my associates
with petty annoyances. The spontaneous friendship between Mary-
Nell and myself ripened into a strong bond of comradeship that is a
lasting memory to the senior member of the pact.

In all of the innocent games and sports, picnics and occasional excur-
sions to the lake resorts near by, I was an enthusiastic member of the
Griffin family party. Mr. Fish, a bachelor guest at the hotel and a per-
sistent admirer of Miss Marcia, was also included as a member of the
family and entered into the social plans. He was several years my
senior, and so far as I could judge, had an income that modestly sup-
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ported him without visible evidence of work. He treated me, the newest
acquisition to the family, with cordiality, and apparently without re-
sentment, probably because I was delighted to become the fourth
member of what would otherwise have been a trio.

VI

As I was preparing to return to the cold hospitality of the world, a
man without a job, something happened that often falls to the lot of the
man who really wants employment—I was drafted for a real adventure.

Every small town has not only a gossiping “Main Street,” but as a
rule a family, an individual, or a situation around which to weave a
mystery which is discussed in stage whispers, and causes wild-eyed
interest among the gullible of the community. Oak Grove had its
haunted house, through the halls and rooms of which lights were known
to flit at unseemly hours, and from which unwonted sounds emanated
in the small, dead hours of night. The occupant of the house, who ap-
peared upon the streets at irregular intervals, was a man of distinctive
appearance; he wore dress clothes of the Civil War period, and paid
little heed to his fellow citizens as he walked along and stamped his
heavy cane. Some of the children hustled off the street as he passed by,
and called after him from behind trees and other safe hiding places. If
he heeded these slights or intended insults, no one was aware of it.

In July of 1879, Mr. Peacock, the master of the haunted house, took
to his bed as the town doctor had pronounced him a sick man. His
frail wife was his only companion. His son, who was in business in
Milwaukee, was called to his bedside. Someone must be found to look
after the sick father and the houschold affairs. Under the circum-
stances, this would be difficult. But the town doctor bethought himself
of the medical student who had been teaching the district school.

Young Mr. Peacock, a very charming gentleman with the metropoli-
tan air of a substantial business man, called at the hotel and asked me
if I would come over to his father’s house and become his companion
for a few weeks, until they could determine the course of events.

I promptly agreed to accept the assignment, as there was nothing
about the appearance or actions of the son to suggest that he was the
descendant of the “wizard of the haunted house.” The large, two-
winged structure was a pleasant home, furnished with fine old furniture.
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The ground floor contained a large library, a comiortable living room,
a corner sitting room, and a large kitchen. The corner room, off the
living room and library, was occupied by the sick man. Its two win-
dows opened on a front porch, its north door into the library, its east
door into the living room, and a south door onto a covered entrance
porch. The upper portion of the building was used for sleeping quarters.

The house was cared for by a strong, uncommunicative German
woman who came in from somewhere in the country by the day. Mrs.
Peacock, a delicate woman with a charming personality, was devoted
to her husband. The very atmosphere of the house contradicted the
impression that was abroad in the ““Main Street” of the little village.

Mr. Griffin and his family, while not intimate with these neighbors,
spoke very highly of them, and smiled at the gossip of the town regard-
ing the haunted house. My patient had been a very successful man of
affairs, was highly educated, lived in retirement with his devoted wife
and his fine library, and was apparently entirely ignorant of the reputa-
tion that his exclusiveness, his peculiar dress, and his habits had
created; anyway he was absolutely indifferent to it.

My first meeting with the “wizard of the haunted house™ was not too
reassuring. He had a mind of his own, and he did not fail to exercise it
in his retirement. He was definitely opposed to surveillance of any kind.
Over his son’s shoulders he definitely told me that my services were not
needed.

The son said, with calm persistency, ‘Father, I have asked this
young man to remain here for a few days while you are incapacitated,
in order to aid Mother.”

“To aid Mother” was the touch that caused the patient’s sharp
black eyes to glare ferociously from beneath his spare gray locks, and
then to smile acquiescence.

As we stepped out of the room, the son said to me, “Father was a
strong, intellectual giant in his day, but he has become irascible in the
last few years. He is devoted to my mother, and has the biggest heart
in the world. Don’t pay any attention to his irritability, see that he has
every care, control him by persuasion; he cannot be driven.”

The devotion of Mr. Peacock to his wife was exceeded only by her in-
fluence over him and her worshipful attention. The giant of strong char-
acter was Cyrano de Bergerac making his last stand.
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Some of the mysteries of the household were soon solved. In spite of
my close surveillance (I slept on a couch at the patient’s door), in his
frailty he would leave his bed in the dead of night, pick up the night
candle, go to his library in the adjoining room, bring back to his bed a
large volume or two, and there, bolt upright, with his spectacles on the
end of his nose, peruse the books. Occasionally I would find him
crouched on a stool in the corner, bent over some obscure book.

By neighborhood gossip, he was reputed to have had great wealth.
It was claimed that his gold was concealed in a large tin box, the key
of which hung from a string about his neck, like a scapular; that this
tin box was brought forth occasionally and its gold contents counted.
As the shades at the windows were not drawn, the light of his candle
could be seen at night by the passer-by in the street.

There was such a tin box. On one or two occasions, in the late hours
of the night, I found him sitting up in bed with it opened on his knees.
He was reading something which he had extracted from it, apparently
a manuscript or letter. But I never saw any gold. In fact, my visits to
him at these times were most unwelcome, and I was definitely told to
attend to my own business.

Day by day he grew weaker and his son came each week-end.

As I ventured forth into the village I was looked upon with much
curiosity. I, too, had received the taint of the haunted house. But there
was always a hearty welcome for me at the Griffins’. They understood,
and were amused by the general attitude. Many of the people of the
little town were entirely unsympathetic to the sinister reputation ac-
corded to this secluded home with its cultured family.

At last the sands of time ran out. The old hero had made his last
protest and his defense was down. His dear wife sat beside him. They
were like lovers. All was peace. Suddenly he clutched his chest, choked,
and fell back upon the pillow.

She looked up with tears in her eyes, smiled and said, “ How wonder-
ful to go that way.” She had expected that the last would be a struggle.
She knew that her man, if challenged by death, would not yield without
a fight. No challenge came. Death stole upon him unawares.

The burial was postponed for several days, as relatives from a dis-
tance were expected. It was in the heat of summer. There were meager
undertaking facilities. We must manage somehow, so I had to assume
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new responsibilities. There was but one individual to whom I could
turn during those four days of waiting—MTr. Fish, my friend, who lived
at the Griffins’,

The improvised bier consisted of two broad boards, cleated together,
which rested on two crude sawhorses. Mr. Peacock was laid out in the
room in which he had died. Embalming was impracticable. An abun-
dance of ice was procurable and in quantities it was placed in the cellar,
wrapped in heavy blankets. Heterogeneous receptacles containing
chopped ice and salt were placed about the remains and the contents of
the receptacles replenished frequently. It was difficult to get anyone in
that village to volunteer for this necessary rite. The job was mine, with
the able assistance of Mr. Fish.

The first night passed without incident. Every hour during the day
and the long night we had to inspect our charge and replenish theice
and salt. It was not a pleasant task, and it was beginning to get on my
nerves. For several weeks I had been unusually vigilant. It was my
first case, and it had ended in death. And one cannot remain entirely
uninfluenced by the superstitions of those about.

The second night Mr. Fish and I were kept awake by the howling of
some bloodhounds, the pets of an incorrigible foreign-born citizen who
lived on a near-by hill. The hounds were a general nuisance, and in some
way became attracted to our neighborhood, prowled about the house,
and from time to time emitted ear-piercing howls. My couch was in the
living room under two screened windows. Suddenly I was awakened by
a slight noise, the screen of one of the windows was pushed in on me,
and a heavy body was climbing into the window. I jumped up in my
terror, pushed the screen back in place, and to my horror discovered
that the struggling body was one of the bloodhounds which fell back
out of the window, and was off with one of his unearthly howls.

It goes without saying that this thoroughly unnerved me, and I was
ready to abandon my job. Mr. Fish, who had been awakened by the
commotion, came in and with his ever-ready humor helped me to
see the amusing side of the adventure. But I noticed that he lighted the
large reading lamp in the library, and we sat up and told stories and
entertained one another until morning. I am sure that scrutiny the
next morning would have revealed us both pale and haggard in the
light of a welcome sunrise.
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The night before the funeral, as our adventure was nearing its close,
unpleasant premonitions were in the atmosphere. Members of the fam-
ily had begun to assemble. The sleeping rooms on the second floor were
occupied, and the overflow guests were cared for at the hotel. Mr. Fish
and I, thoroughly frazzled by our long and unpleasant vigil, had pre-
pared all things for the night. With startling noises about, and unusual
creakings, we had awakened once to perform our routine duties, and
afterward had fallen into fitful slumber.

Suddenly in the wee small hours I was aroused by what seemed a
terrific explosion and I found myself in the middle of the floor, The lamp
that had been lighted and placed in the room, as a reassuring com-
panion, was extinguished. A door slammed in the room where the corpse
was supposed to be resting. I rushed forward and opened it, only to find
that the door to the south, leading to the little outside vestibule, was
open. With caution I approached the vestibule and to my horror in the
obscure light I saw Mr. Fish lying prone on the floor, apparently dead.
I caught him under the arms and dragged him into the death chamber.
Just at that moment, another crash occurred just back of me. I turned
suddenly toward the corpse, and by the dim light of the candle T saw
to my consternation that the dead man was in a half-standing position,
his arms waving, his eyes glaring, and the receptacles falling about
him.

This was the last straw. I rushed from the room to the stairs and
cried in terror, “Come quick, something has happened.”

I was too unnerved to expedite my return to the room where I had
left my companion. It flashed through my mind that undoubtedly rob-
bers had come for the box of gold, Mr. Fish had interfered and had been
shot, the shot had aroused me, and in my unbalanced condition, I was
convinced that Mr. Peacock’s miraculous resurrection was a vigorous
personal protest.

Slowly I lighted the library lamp and prepared to do my duty—as
soon as someone came from the rooms above to lend me much needed
moral support. There was a groan from the death chamber, apparently
from Mr. Fish. With the lamp held high over my head, T cautiously
pushed open the door. Among the débris of ice and salt, and tin and
wooden receptacles, I found my friend sitting in a dazed attitude at the
foot of the bier, contemplating his surroundings. I assisted him from
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the room, placed him upon my couch, and rapidly looked him over for
signs of blood from the would-be assassin’s bullet.

At this moment the son appeared, and with my greater interest in the
supernatural than in the natural, I led the way to his father’s death
chamber.

There was general confusion, and excepting the fact that the corpse
was somewhat disarrayed, he was lying peaceably on his couch, still in
death. The refrigerating devices were much disarranged and their con-
tents scattered over the floor. It was inexplicable. The son had been
aroused by a shot or an explosion, which was followed by a second
crash; and then came my summons for help.

We examined Mr. Fish. He was calm, and assured us that nothing
was wrong. He had fainted in the vestibule immediately after the ex-
plosion; he was all right, and proceeded with us to the adjoining room
to solve the mystery. The two boards rested on the supporting saw-
horses, and my old friend was calm and peaceful. His hands were free
of the bandage, but lay stiff across his chest. His eyes were closed, but
the bandage under his chin was loose and his mouth slightly ajar.

I was too practical in my reckoning to be able to accept a supernat-
ural explanation of the horrible phenomena that I was sure I had wit-
nessed, What had caused the explosion? What had caused the second
crash? What had caused the corpse to stand upright and to enact his
gruesome protest? Did this latter thing really happen, or had I lost my
sanity? But the ice receptacles had been scattered, and the bands of the
hands and chin had been loosed! '

A clue to the situation dawned upon me. The first explosion could be
explained by a falling meteor, or the firing of a gun by some marauders.
The second crash undoubtedly was caused as a portion of the ice
packs slipped from their places. I carefully examined the bier and its
surroundings. The sawhorse that supported the lower end of the bier,
instead of being placed at the extreme end, was several feet from the
end of the boards, fully a third too close to the other sawhorse. The
sheets which covered the bier had concealed this error. Ice packs were
first placed around the head and shoulders of the corpse and after-
wards at the extremities. The second crash had been caused by the
slipping downward of the upper receptacles. As I dragged Mr. Fish into
the death chamber, more of these packs fell to the floor; the heavy tubs
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of ice at the foot outweighed the upper end which rose into the air, and
with it the corpse which swayed forward and back; as the lower recep-
tacles in their turn slipped off, the bier was permitted to fall into its
original position. I then offered my explanation of the phenomena.

The next day there was much discussion of an explosion which had
awakened the whole neighborhood. To the gullible, it was just another
unexplainable act in the history of the haunted house. The more ra-
tional reasoned that it was caused by the falling of an unusually large
meteor that was found buried in an adjacent field.

I remained until after the funeral. Before I left, the son read to me
several love letters that had been exchanged fifty years before between
our hero and his bride to be; and these constituted the contents of the
mysterious tin box.
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1879-1880. SENIOR YEAR AT MEDICAL COLLEGE

1. “Batching It"” Again. II. First Obstetrical Case. III. Com-
petitive Examination for Interneships.

I

i‘l ~ E WERE at the beginning of our senior year. While we had hoped
that our finances would allow us to forego the drudgery of *batching,”
we found ourselves in our old quarters on 25th Street, and with the
household equipment we had used the year before. The school year be-
gan on Tuesday, September 30, 1870.

With my savings of the summer, the one hundred and fifty dollars
additional that had been loaned to me by Uncle ““Ad,” and the usual
abundant food supply prepared by my home folks to which my dear
mother had added not a few delicacies of jellies, jams, and preserves
prepared by her own hands, we were neither richer nor poorer than we
had been. Parkhurst had been equally fortunate, but happily his suc-
cess in raising funds was not great enough to justify him in abandoning
me.

During this year of study we enjoyed the satisfaction and benefits of
the previous two years of hard, honest work in the fundamentals. Prac-
tical application was to be made of the knowledge gained, and those of
us who had been studious were happy in our new work.

We were pupils of eminent practitioners of wide reputation. Nathan
S. Davis and H. A. Johnson were professors of the principles and prac-
tice of medicine, and of clinical medicine; Edmund Andrews and Ralph
N. Isham of the principles and practice of surgery, and clinical surgery;
Edward O. F. Roler of obstetrics and diseases of children; James S.
Jewell of nervous and mental diseases; Samuel J. Jones of ophthal-

mology and otology; John H. Hollister of general pathology and patho-
65
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logical anatomy; Robert L. Rea of anatomy; and Edward W. Jenks of
medical and surgical diseases of women, and of clinical gynecology.

1T

The senior medical students were paired off and assigned to the ob-
stetrical service at Mercy Hospital where under the direction of the
chief interne each pair of students cared for a patient throughout the
course of her confinement.

At two o’clock one morning, as I lay asleep at my rooming house,
came the call to “hurry at once to Mercy Hospital for a confinement
case.”’

In a jiffy I was ringing the night bell of Mercy Hospital. Faithful
Sister Raphael greeted me and directed me to a private room just above
the main entrance of the old hospital on Calumet Avenue.

Here I found a strong young woman, anxious but apparently with
plenty of courage, wrestling with agonizing preliminary pains. The
senior interne on this first case was Robert Hall Babcock, a young man
who had been blind since his twelfth year, but who had educated him-
self and graduated from the Chicago Medical College in 1878.

The confinement case was a normal one. We remained in charge until
seven o’clock, when a fine child was born. Babcock was six years my
senior, and he was very active and most efficient in his part of the work.
No one who was not aware of his loss of vision would have gained any
intimation of his affliction through his handling of this case. From the
time of his introduction to the patient, throughout his careful inquiry
and instructions as to the arrangement of the room, and during the five
hours devoted to the details of this confinement, there was neither hesi-
tation in his procedures nor misdirected effort; and his technique was
without fault.

The birth and aftercare accomplished, the baby, pink and strong, was
brought to its mother. This is the time in a healthy mother’s life when
she is most happy and thankful, and when she lavishes praise upon her
doctors and her nurses, who really are of so little actual importance in
this natural miracle. The proud mother drew back the bedclothes and
asked Babcock if he had ever seen a finer baby.

“No,” he said, ““it is beautiful. Its eyes are like its mother’s.” And
the mother did not realize that the budding but successful obstetrician
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who had been conducting this ordeal for her was blind, and that he was
destined to become one of the most noted heart specialists of his time.

An attendant on this important case, who nonchalantly dropped in
occasionally during the night, was Roswell Park, who later went to
Buffalo, became a surgeon of international reputation, and was one of
the doctors called into consultation at the time of McKinley’s assassi-
nation.

In this, our third year, we were happy in the companionships that
had been formed, that had crystallized into genuine friendships, and
around which were woven fond memories.

Parkhurst and I held conferences with our fellow students in the
evenings, usually after the conventional bedtime. Key questions which
were liable to come up during the course of the much-dreaded final ex-
aminations were put to our students, and then answered by ourselves.
These young men, with their perfected social instincts, were apt in
grasping the essential bit of information if it were imparted to themin a
casual conversation. It was the drudgery of reading that drove them to
despair. Some of our pupils were making up studies of the previous
years, and these we aided by establishing contacts for them with their
teachers so that they would receive private examinations, in which
they were usually successful. The examination passed, a new notch
was hitched in the pupil’s belt, promptly forgotten, and he was on to
the next. On the final day, while there was much anxiety round and
about the bulletin board, all but one of our uncertain group succeeded
in getting through.

We were in medical school during the days when the “art of medi-
cine’’ was practiced to the exclusion of the “science of medicine”; we
were approaching the development of the “science,” which was more
and more to share with the “art’; and then the time arrived when we
began to speak of the “science and art of practice” rather than the
“art” or the “art and science of practice.”

The microscope was no longer looked upon as a curiosity and an
unnecessary adjunct in the practice of medicine. German pathology
was the fashion, and a short course in Austria or Germany was con-
sidered a very necessary finishing touch for the future practitioner and
teacher of medicine. Bacteriology was an important study. Pasteur had
ignited the great beacon light and shown the benefit of practical re-
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scarch. Lister's work had been introduced thirteen years before, its
truth had been accepted in Germany and France, and the prophet was
beginning to receive recognition in his own country. The germ theory
of disease was in the acute controversial stage, but fast gaining favor
among the intellectuals of our profession. Darwinism was in the hopper
of bitter controversy. Never were the students of medicine more stimu-
lated or more distracted by new theories and new facts.

Prof. Davis did not accept the ““ germ theory” of disease, and this had
a great influence on the plastic minds of his worshipful students. On the
other hand, Prof. Andrews began an active experiment with antiseptics
to keep the harmful bacteria from wounds.

We were under the strict discipline of earnest teachers who were
able to satisfy their patients by careful attention to personal details—
the “art” of medicine; teachers who depended upon carefully studied
drugs, which were given with punctilious direction as to dosage and
time of administration. The temperature of the body was judged by
observing the moisture or dryness of the skin, by the respiration, the
appearance of the pupils, and by some occult, near-sixth sense that
every experienced practitioner seemed to possess. The clinical ther-
mometer was a new-fangled curiosity instead of an everyday scientific
necessity.

II1

Toward the close of the last term of school there was much interest in
competitive examinations for interneships, especially in the great Cook
County Hospital, to which only two of the medical schools in Chicago
were eligible to send candidates—Chicago Medical College; and our
rival, Rush Medical College.

On the occasion of the spring examinations in 1880, the two senior
classes congregated in the large amphitheater of the County Hospital
to witness the contest. Each school had its favorites, and it was a mat-
ter of much importance for a school to win a majority of the twenty-
four positions. The picked students from each school were ushered into
the large arena, and assigned seats in the semi-circle of chairs. As our
favorite candidates entered, they were given much friendly advice,
and the personal joshing no doubt helped to relieve the strain.

The professors filed in ponderously and received a genuine ovation
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from the assembled sight-seers. The spectacular and eminent professor
of surgery at Rush Medical College, Moses Gunn, with his long curls,
his bushy side whiskers and mustache, and his gold-rimmed eyeglasses
secured by a fancy gold chain, was the observed and admired of all.
Our own professor of surgery, Ralph N. Isham, had an air of dignity
and importance, and we felt sure he would defend our interests. Prof.
J. Adams Allen of Rush and Prof. Hollister of our institution repre-
sented medicine. Several other distinguished teachers from each school
were members of the examining board. It was an oral contest, and each
candidate was quizzed in turn by each examiner, a formidable array
which proved an ordeal for the candidates.

Though there were two or three contestants whom we learned to
know afterwards, among them Lewis Linn McArthur, there was but one
who impressed himself upon me, and he was not a graduate of our
school. Many of us learned of his existence for the first time. The replies
of this tall, slim young Irishman, John Benjamin Murphy, aroused the
keen interest of each and every one of his observers. His responses were
quick, decisive, and to the best of our knowledge, absolutely correct.
Once or twice the questioner attempted to trip him up or confuse him,
but his “comebacks” were so prompt and so apt that the candidate
soon gained the sympathy and applause of the audience. It was re-
markable that the results of the examination coincided almost exactly
with the consensus of opinion of the divided audience.

It was soon learned that Parkhurst and I were to be candidates for
the two available interneships in Mercy Hospital, and it was generally
conceded that we would be successful, and that it was merely a competi-
tion for first or second place. Anticipating our success, it was agreed
that I should begin immediate residence at Mercy Hospital and serve
one vear, and that Parkhurst should serve the term that commenced
six months later,

A number of our associates were on hand to learn the result of the
contest, which was to be conducted behind closed doors. I was the
first to enter the examining room. Prof. Hollister occupied the chair,
and he, Quine, Hatfield, Jones, Roler, and Andrews each quizzed me
for five minutes. I was fairly well satisfied with my conduct. I returned
to the waiting room and Parkhurst entered the examining room. The
group of observers asked me about the questions that had been put to
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me, and as I took it for granted that there were no other contestants
present, I discussed the questions freely, and also my replies. Then
there was discussion as to whether or not my answers were correct.

After Parkhurst had rejoined us, Prof. Quine appeared and asked if
there were any other candidates. To the amazement of all, Lorenzo T.
Potter, one of our friends and fellow students, stepped forward and
said: “ Professor Quine, I believe that I will make a try for it myself.”

I took Parkhurst aside and asked him about his examination, and
found to my discomfort that the questions had been identical. A
tragedy was in store for one of us. Potter had had the benefit of the dis-
cussion of the questions and answers, and as he had been among those
whom we had coached, we both realized that under these favorable cir-
cumstances he would make a surprisingly good impression on the ex-
amining committee. As the third candidate finished, we waited but a
few minutes for the announcement. The successful candidates were
Potter first, Martin second, Parkhurst third. The dark horse received
congratulations on having gained first place and I on having secured
second place. Parkhurst, poor chap, was commiserated with and re-
minded that after all Potter might not accept, as it was only as an after-
thought that he had taken the examination. Everyone present who
knew the facts realized that the conversation in the anteroom had
proved fatal to Parkhurst’s chances, and that he, on the merits of
scholarship, should rightfully have secured one of the two interneships.

It was within two or three weeks of graduation. Since Potter intended
to accept the allotted position, my plans were thrown awry. Six long
months were before me during which I must obtain a means of liveli-
hood, find a place to live, and manage in some way to pay my fare
back to the source of supplies in Wisconsin.

Parkhurst, on the other hand, had a place waiting for him as an
associate of his uncle, Dr. Harvey Parkhurst, a successful practitioner
at Danvers, Illinois. With failure to obtain the interneship, he was at
liberty to accept this attractive arrangement immediately. In the mean-
time, we had both strained our credit to the very limit and it seemed a
real hardship and a prohibitive expense to remain over in Chicago from
the Friday which ended the school term until the following Tuesday,
March 30, to receive the much coveted diplomas, which would confirm
the conferring of the degree of M.D.
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1880. THE DOCTOR RECEIVES HIS DEGREE
OF M

I. Utter Darkness. II. And Dawn. III. Graduation, March
30, 1880. IV. A Friend—Edmund Andrews. V. A Course in
Reading. VI. My First Political Convention.  VIIL. Post-
Graduate Course in Literature. VIII. Affluence. I1X. Much
Needed Vacation.

I

I scURRIED around Chicago among my old teachers, Dr. D. A. K.
Steele, Dr. Roler, and others, during the few days that remained; but
no clerkship or assistantship that would provide even sleeping quarters
was available. Teaching positions were not to be had as all assignments
were already made. My inexperience, and the condition of the employ-
ment market, brought me up against a stone wall. Only one course lay
open to me—back to manual labor in the brickyard. This was the hope-
less prospect that confronted me on the Saturday night preceding my
graduation.

However, there was much rejoicing all about. Friends and relatives
were arriving on every train to be present when the prosperous young
men whom we had coached were to graduate into a great profession. 1
dreaded to mention finances to Parkhurst because he was sorely disap-
pointed at the interneship upset, and I knew that he had barely enough
money to take him to Danvers, Illinois. However, I did bring up the
subject. Frankly and definitely Parkhurst stated that unless he received
a money order from his uncle before Tuesday he would be without a
cent, and he had asked for barely enough to defray his expenses to his
uncle’s home. He did not do me the kindness of asking about my status.
No doubt he realized that it was unnecessary, as I never had a surplus.
But I told him that I was “broke’ and that I did not know how I was
to remain over for graduation; and if I did manage to remain, by hook

7I



72 DR. FRANKLIN H. MARTIN

or by crook, I would have to walk home. I begged him for a loan, but
he told me he positively could not do it.

It was Saturday night. All of the others of our graduating class were
celebrating. We deliberated, and wondered if we could not afford
twenty-five cents each for the theater. For good reason, we decided
against such extravagance. Instead, we took a long walk—over to the
lake, down Calumet Avenue to 16th Street, over 16th Street to Michi-
gan Avenue. It was a beautiful evening. The continuous row of gas
lights along Michigan Avenue attracted us and we went north, down by
Park Row, past the homes of the millionaires on the Michigan Avenue
lake front, to the old Exposition Building, and then over to the inevita-
ble rendezvous of all homeless creatures—the brilliant corridor of the
Palmer House. From the Palmer House we veered over toward City
Hall Square, and finally Parkhurst dashed into a basement saloon on
Clark Street, ordered a glass of beer, and reinforced himself at the
abundantly laden free-lunch table—an example that I boldly followed,
although I did not expend the nickel for foaming beer. Then in the
crowd of after-theater patrons we sought a table and sat down to enjoy
the sight and human companionship.

In a short time we espied several of our companions accompanied by
strangers, working their way to the long bar from the farther end of the
room. Several of them saw us, came over, greeted us enthusiastically,
and then were on their way.

Parkhurst said, “Let’s duck; this is no place for us. They are out for
a night of it.” We ““ducked” and wended our way back to our sleeping
quarters on 25th Street. No doubt we were a little resentful of the fates
that were against us on this Saturday night before our graduation. But,
truly, “It is always darkest just before dawn.”

We retired to our double bed, thoroughly tired out after the long
walk. It was one of the few nights that T could not lose myself in sleep.
Over and over again I reviewed the situation carefully, and at three
o’clock in the morning I made a decision: First, I would remain for
graduation; and, second, if worse came to worst on Wednesday morning
I would hike back to Ixonia, Wisconsin, one hundred and twenty-five
miles away. For good reason the question of finances would have to be
ignored.

As I watched the dawn of another March day, with the sun’s rays
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sifting into our palatial quarters and lighting up articles of virtu—the
cook stove, the snow-white washing on the line, the study table with its
grinning skull, and the scientific library—1I fell into a restless sleep.

There was the storming of a castle. The enemy, with steel breast-
plates and helmets, spears in hand, were making another charge, and
their heads, in spite of powerful resistance, were appearing above the
parapets, and the din was terrific! What was it all about? Parkhurst
was shaking me and ordering me to “kill that tramp who is pounding
on our bedroom door.”

I jumped up and demanded, “Who is there?”

“Itis I, J. C. Cook. Say, what’s the matter? Are you all dead? I've
been pounding for half an hour. Martin, I want you to come with me
right away. Put on your things and come now, I've got a job for
you.”

“A job?” My toilet was made while our guest waited at the outer
gate. In precisely two minutes I appeared with practically all of my
wardrobe on my back, ready to go anywhere. What could have brought
so imperative a demand at six o’clock on a Sunday morning in March?

IT

“Cook, tell me. What is it all about? Some emergency?”

“Well it is an emergency so far as I am concerned. For several
months I have been on night duty, nursing a fine old chap over on
Calumet Avenue. I have been trying to get out of it for a month, during
our examinations and graduation. Until yesterday he and his wife
would not hear of it. Then I appealed to Professor Andrews, who is the
attending surgeon. He went to the wife and the patient, told them I
would have to be relieved, and recommended you. He gave you a great
send-off. Said you would be available for six months, and could take
full charge of the case. Tried to get you last evening. I am getting out
after breakfast.”

Cook was one of our classmates—a rough diamond, an excellent
student, and one whom we all respected. He was overworked, but his
good nature had kept him on his job. He was thoroughly sick of it, and
besides he expected to return home immediately following graduation
on Tuesday.

We hurried along and soon approached a large, double, stone-front
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house in the aristocratic quarter at 2220 Calumet Avenue. I was in a
panic. Wil I be acceptable?”

“Of course. You will be welcome. You're just the man for the place.”

“But what about pay? What about board and lodging?”

“You will live right there, eat right there, and sleep, what little time
you will have, right there. Your pay will be five dollars a day.”

This last statement fairly took my breath away. Five dollars a day!
And the maximum pay I had ever received, even in harvest time, was
two dollars a day!

“But, Cook,” I urged, “must I tell them what my wage is to be?
Won’t they think that is too much and get someone else?”

“Oh Lord, man, they won’t ask you anything about it. At the end of
two weeks they will just pay you. All you have got to do is to do your
work—and I will take a chance on your doing that.”

We were at the door. He took out a latch key and let himself into the
spacious hallway.

‘““Here, you had better take this before I go off with it in my pocket.”

It was a strange distinction to have the key to the front door of a
millionaire’s home on Calumet Avenue turned over to me thus uncere-
moniously.

Cook was thoroughly at home in the William Hickling residence. He
led me up the long flight of carpeted stairs to the second floor. It was
quite early on a Sunday morning for people in this aristocratic commun-
ity to be about. But this did not apply to the lady of this household,
Mrs. Hickling, who always kept close watch of the details of her home.
Robed in her dressing gown, she welcomed us at the top of the stairs,
eager to inspect the new incumbent.

Honest Cook introduced me as the student whom he had discussed
with her. ““One who won’t run away for at least six months.”

She bowed acknowledgment and scrutinized me until I became em-
barrassed, although I hoped she would not discover my uneasiness. I
felt that she did not like me. She was a woman of about forty vears of
age, of medium height, lean and angular in build, with sharp facial
features, a strong jaw, a somewhat forbidding mouth, piercing black
eyes, dark hair, a voice that was rather harsh, and a “bossy” personal-
ity. She spoke decisively, almost ruthlessly, I thought. She had any-
thing but a reassuring air. However, I noticed that Cook paid little
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heed. She preceded us into a spacious central bedroom which faced
south overlooking a garden.

Here on a broad bed lay my future patient. He was a charming ap-
parition. An attractive gentleman about sixty years of age, with iron-
gray hair, closely cropped whiskers, a winning smile, and large laughing
blue-gray eyes. He was waiting, apparently like a prisoner anxious to
meet the new guard. He was graciousness itself. His wife, observing
from the foot of the bed, announced me as ““the new man.”

He took my hand, patted it gently, greeted me cordially, repeated my
name, and warmed my heart and pride by saying, * Doctor, I am glad
you could come during these busy hours of graduation. I am sure we
will get on famously.” He was the first one seriously to give me that
honorable title, as [ was not graduating until Tuesday.

I was in love with this great man on the instant and I am sure he
liked me. My shyness was dispelled at once. It was apparent even to me
in my inexperience that I was dealing with an unusual character
among men of affairs.

Cook suggested that Mrs. Hickling leave the room, as he must tell me
of my patient and show me my job. Mr. Hickling had “bladder trou-
ble,” and catheterization was necessary every four to five hours, night
and day. (Now an operation for prostatic hypertrophy would be sug-
gested.) It was rushing proceedings, as I had never performed the deli-
cate task which lay before me. With a few words of explanation, Cook
handed the catheter to me. Theoretically I knew the underlying prin-
ciples of the procedure, and to my relief I accomplished it without a
hitch.

My patient said, “Why, Cook, Dr. Martin is an old hand at this.”
And to me, “That was fine.”

Cook announced that he must catch a train to his home in the coun-
try, and left precipitately. I remained with my two new-found friends.

Mrs. Hickling returned, and in a business-like way outlined my
routine: I was to remain as semi-companion to her husband, and serve
him at intervals as had been indicated. I was to occupy a cot in the
patient’s room at night. A bathroom adjoined the room we occupied.
I was to have my meals in the dining room below. A servant could be
called by touching the indicator on the wall. In a word I had been in-
stalled!
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I excused myself from breakfast. I was too anxious to tell the good
news to my companion of three years, Parkhurst, and besides without a
little prayerful preparation I could not face the ordeal of a break-
fast alone with Mrs. Hickling. I indicated that ‘“breakfast was await-
ing me at my rooms, and I would return within the hour.” Mrs.
Hickling smiled and acquiesced—undoubtedly as glad to be relieved
of the company of the bashful youth as the youth was glad of the re-
prieve.

Parkhurst, the dear fellow, was delighted. A great personal financial
problem which he could not solve had passed from his generous shoul-
ders. We broke up our household within two minutes after we had par-
taken of our scrumptious “late breakfast.” His few belongings he would
take in his boxes. Mine, if there were any of value, would be shipped to
my home, by express C.0.D., and the cook stove and cooking utensils
would be left where they were as a bonus to our landlord. Within two
days we would graduate, and the late afternoon train would take Park-
hurst to his uncle’s home in Danvers, where he would start medical
practice the next week. Meanwhile, I would enter immediately on my
life’s work in the palatial residence on Calumet Avenue, Chicago. In
fifteen minutes I was transporting my wardrobe, on foot, to my new
home.

111

It was March 30, 1880. On this day I was to graduate and receive my
degree of Doctor of Medicine. Two days before I had entered into serv-
ice or work which for the first time would bring remuneration for an
activity that did not require physical labor. Excepting for the few in-
terruptions when my patient needed me, I had spent the night rejoic-
ing, congratulating myself. Veritably I was in the seventh heaven, and
building visions of a life of blissful usefulness.

At two o’clock I would meet the group of good fellows who had faith-
fully worked with me and planned for this day. I had gained consent
from my patient to be absent for those important two hours. The
ceremony was to be at Plymouth Church, 26th Street and Michigan
Avenue. I was surprised to see in the chancel of the church many
bunches of flowers, tied with ribbons and tagged; but they had no
personal interest for me.
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There was a large audience, mostly women relatives. Many of the
boys were all dressed up for the occasion. We congregated in the rear
of the church as the organ played. The members of the faculty straggled
onto the platform—Professors Davis, Johnson, Andrews, Hollister,
Jenks, Roler, Quine, Hatfield, Rea, Isham, Merriman, Jones, Jewell,
Gradle, Park, Lester Curtis, and several others.

After the faculty members were seated, the organ struck up a stirring
march. Two by two, the graduating class marched down the center aisle
of the church. Parkhurst and I fell into line. A lump came into my
throat as I comprehended the beauty, the solemnity, and the impres-
siveness of it all. How I wished that my dear ones could have been there
to witness my distinction! For a few minutes I forgot my important
and joyful new job. I was about to become a Doctor!

We were seated in the front pews. There was a prayer, and an address
by our new professor of anatomy, R. L. Rea. The diplomas were pre-
sented and the degrees conferred by the dean of the faculty, Dr. Davis.
Then in response to a prearranged signal three members of our class,
one of whom was Potter in a brand-new Prince Albert coat (there were
no academic gowns to unify the graduates), proceeded to distribute the
bouquets. Parkhurst and I were among quite a number who did not
receive any flowers.

The process was then reversed, and we marched to the rear of the
church. Friends and members of the faculty came among us and con-
gratulations were in order. I said “ Good-bye” to my old chum, Fred
Parkhurst, and joyfully hurried back to my job. How embarrassed I
would have been if I had had to carry a bunch of flowers through the
streets!

When I arrived at the Hickling house I experienced some of the thrills
that accompany the amenities of polite society. Mrs. Hickling came to
the door to admit me, extended enthusiastic congratulations, called me
“Doctor,” and accompanied me upstairs. As I entered Mr. Hickling’s
room, he sat up in bed, shook my hand, and introduced me to a distin-
guished stranger who was sitting with him, to whom he explained that
I had only just come from the graduating exercises where I had received
my degree of Doctor of Medicine. Then the friend congratulated me,
and added some nice words about the great profession that I had en-
tered. He proved to be a man of marked social and political influence—
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Mr. Marcus Stearns, who had settled in Chicago in 1836. Afterwards,
during my sojourn in the Hickling house, he did me many kindnesses
that I much appreciated.

It all ended so beautifully. I was a doctor; everybody seemed to be
especially interested in doctors; I still had my wonderful job; already
I had new friends who seemed fond of me; and I did not miss the flowers
a bit!

1V

That afternoon Mr. Hickling’s surgeon, Edmund Andrews, called on
his patient. I was surprised when he said to me, ‘I am glad you are
here. You will be a great help to me. I had mentioned you and your
appointment to the fall term at Mercy Hospital.” So this great surgeon
whom we all loved so much as a teacher, and for whom I had dressed
wounds during my senior year in medical school, had remembered me
and was responsible for my present position!

Dr. Andrews turned to Mr. Hickling: ‘“Now that you have a real
doctor attending you it won’t be necessary for me to visit you more
than every other day. On the days when I do not come, will you have
Dr. Martin report to me at my office on 16th Street?”

As I went down the stairs with Dr. Andrews, he said, “ You have been
working too hard. You have a nice place here with very unusual people,
but it is a twenty-four-hour job. We must arrange to have vou get out
for a long walk every day, and you must eat plenty of good food and
fatten up a little.”

The anxiety and kindness of this great man astonished me. He sent
me upstairs and had a brief interview in the drawing room with Mrs.
Hickling. As she returned to her husband’s room she said in my pres-
ence: ‘‘Dear, we must be careful of this young doctor. Dr. Andrews
thinks he has been working too hard. He needs occasional outdoor ex-
ercise and plenty of food.”

And then she turned to me. “How long have you known Dr. An-
drews?”

I thought a minute and had sense enough in my confusion to say,
“About three years.”

Great was the value to a poor kid like me of a word of praise from
one of influence!
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\Y

Mr. Hickling asked me to read the morning papers to him each day.
Plans for the great Republican convention of 1880 were under way.
General Ulysses S. Grant was a candidate for a third term against the
field. I soon found that my patient wanted every word of the political
news. I am quite sure that he sensed my interest and enthusiasm for the
developing contest, which seemed to be very one-sided. Grant stood
out prominently at the beginning. Finally Blaine of Maine loomed up
as a strong contender. Sherman of Ohio was becoming formidable, and
nearly every state was bringing out and grooming a favorite son.

As the sessions of the convention started, Grant’s vote had been
whittled down to 304, and 378 votes were necessary to a choice. The
voting was in full swing, the little ““also-rans” had received their com-
plimentary votes and were dropped; but Grant’s vote was deadlocked
until the thirty-first ballot, when it increased to 308.

In the Hickling household a real political contest was enacted at some
time during each day. Between the sessions of the convention, Mr.
Stearns would drop in to tell us the news. He was a politician and an
impressive talker, and would dramatically portray every incident of
those stirring sessions. To me it was the most interesting show on earth.
I could not resist joining in the discussions. Noting my enthusiasm,
occasionally the conversation was directed to me. When I accompanied
Mr. Stearns down to the door, and raised questions that had not come
up in the general conversation, he was very kind and answered all of
my queries in detail.

V1

One afternoon, as the convention was starting on its second week,
Mr. Stearns called. The ballots now numbered in the thirties. Grant’s
legion never wavered, nor could his total votes be increased by more
than one or two. Mr. Stearns was nearly exhausted by the strenuous
sessions and the intense heat. There had been no sign of a break for a
week and he was thoroughly discouraged.

Prompted by a sudden inspiration, he turned to me and said: “Doc-
tor, wouldn’t vou like to go down to see the show?”

“Wouldn't I!"" T exclaimed. ““Is it possible to arrange it?"
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“Nothing simpler,” he replied. “Here is a ticket and I will remain
with Mr. Hickling."”

My patient realized what it would mean to me and urged me to go. I
snatched the ticket, rushed to the street car, jumped off and ran to the
old Exposition Building on the lake front, presented my ticket, and
entered the building. Once inside, an usher conducted me to the plat-
form, and after placing me next to the speaker’s desk, complimented
me on my good fortune. The excitement in my breast was getting be-
yvond bounds,

In a humdrum way they were calling the roll on the thirty-fifth
ballot. Indiana had cast twenty-seven votes for Garfield; Maryland
four, Mississippi one, North Carolina one, Pennsylvania one. And then,
in the act of preparing for another ballot, they called * Wisconsin.”

Away off under the eaves in the northeast corner sounded a loud
voice among the Wisconsin delegates. ©“ Mr. Chairman, I am authorized
by the Wisconsin delegation to cast the entire state vote, sixteen in
number, for James A. Garfield, of Ohio.”

An electric thrill went through the great audience. Every delegate in
the building was on his feet; the whole house was in an uproar! The
chairman, the Honorable J. Donald Cameron, was vigorously pounding
for order; delegation after delegation sought recognition, and when
recognized cast its vote for Garfield. Someone had torn a door from its
hinges, placed Delegate Garfield on a chair, the chair on the door, and
a group of men marched the candidate around the hall, followed by an
ever increasing procession. Frantic delegates grabbed their state stand-
ards and fell into line; soon a large majority of the delegates were
taking their own way to express their vote! For half an hour pande-
monium reigned. It would subside for a moment and then suddenly
break forth again. I found myself waving my arms and yelling as I
had never yelled before. The magnetism of the crowd was impelling! 1
would never see such a spontaneous demonstration again. Here I was,
in at the peak of this great battle.

Garfield was finally declared to have received the unanimous vote of
the convention. He was called to the platform to make a speech. I was
so near him that I could have touched him! But my two hours were up,
and I was anxious to report to my waiting friends on Calumet Avenue.
I broke away and in half an hour was climbing the stairs of the Hickling
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residence. I tried to remain calm. I entered the sick man’s room where
he and his friend were cozily discussing old times over their cigars.

“Hello,” said Mr. Stearns. ““Back so soon? I guess you found it
rather tame.”

I wanted to scream; but instead I said I had enjoyed it immensely.

“ Anything happen of interest?”

This gave me my opportunity. “Yes,” I said, “we nominated Mr.
Garfield for President.”

“(Garfield!” They both cried. “How did it happen?”

My tongue was loosed. ““Wisconsin did it—my own state.” And then
I rapidly sketched the whole wonderful scene, my enthusiasm increas-
ing as I proceeded. Mrs. Hickling, hearing our voices, came in and sat
on the edge of her husband’s bed. My excitement was imparted to my
hearers, and the strong men fairly wept.

Mr. Stearns said, “Doctor, I am glad that you could witness such a
scene. It is your day. I have been in close attendance for over a week
and here you step in just in time to witness the climax. I congratulate
you. It is apparent that no one could have enjoyed and appreciated it
more than you.”

So the conversation ran on, until at last I became self-conscious and
subsided as much as they would permit.

Whenever Mr. Stearns came to the house after that we would have a
turn in politics. One day something came up about the Tilden-Hayes
contest, and I inadvertently said, “ At the time the Republicans stole
the Presidency.”

He laughed, and in mock fright and derision said: “Certainly you
are not a Democrat!!!”

I was momentarily confused and replied, “I have never voted, but
my grandfather Carlin is a Democrat.”

After that he ragged me about my vote. I endeavored to remain non-
committal, but I am afraid he realized that strong heredity was in-
fluencing me.

VII

Mr. Hickling had been a great reader, and no doubt he soon discov-
ered that his large personal library was to me an unexplored field. I had
read ““David Copperfield” and one or two other of Dickens’ books. He
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asked me to read ““ Pickwick Papers’ aloud. It was evident that he was
enjoying his review of this delightful book. At his request I read three
to four hours each day.

He introduced me to Thackeray, Scott, and Taylor. There were his-
tories of France—France that he particularly loved; books on the
French Revolution and the last of the Louis, especially the fate of
Louis XVI, and poor Marie Antoinette. He, like all strong men, ad-
mired Napoleon, and we had much of him and his wars. Whenever 1
hesitated in my pronunciation he kindly advised me, but always said,
“You had better verify it in the dictionary,” which I did. Without be-
ing aware of it, I was under training. So it went on throughout that
impressive summer. I was gaining through a wholesome experience
which I have appreciated forever after.

Dr. Andrews had outlined a program that took me away from the
house at least one hour each day, when I got out and walked in the
sunshine.

Every other day at eleven o’clock I went to Dr. Andrews’ office on
16th Street. Here I met Wyllys and Frank, his two sons, who were
studiously employed in reading medicine. E. Wyllys Andrews, who
afterwards became a worthy successor to his distinguished father, was
to graduate from the Chicago Medical College in 1881, and Frank was
preparing to enter the same school for graduation in 1884. All greeted
me cordially, including the great surgeon himself, who always thrilled
and inspired me.

My chosen route lay via Calumet Avenue to 16th Street, and over to
Prairie Avenue and my destination. On the return trip I walked down
Prairie Avenue to 22nd Street. I always came back to my patient
thoroughly refreshed, and keen for the general enjoyment of my
situation. My duties were very light and easy of execution. I was a time
server rather than an intellectual aid. Each day we reviewed the news
and discussed politics. Then several hours were devoted to reading the
classics, a fallow field for me. Mr. Hickling’s running comments, and
especially his reminiscences of the places referred to in our books—
places where he had spent many of his livelier days in travel—were
most instructive, delightful, and refreshing.

There was some discussion between Dr. Andrews and Mr. and Mrs.
Hickling about the advisability of having my patient go to Vichy,
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France, because of his urinary trouble. I was considered as his compan-
ion, a pleasurable probability that I longed for and anticipated, but
which never was realized.

VIII

Meanwhile my weekly payments were bringing me surprising af-
fluence. My first thought was to clothe my body in a way that would
place me at ease in my environment. Next I thought of my financial
obligations to those who had loaned me the money that made my
education possible.

Within a short time I proudly sent Grandmother Martin a money
order to cover the twenty-five dollars she had given me, but which I
considered a loan, for expenses during the first year of my studies.
Next, as my funds piled up at the rate of five dollars a day—an
enormous payment for so little work—I sent one hundred and fifty
dollars to Uncle “Ad,” to liquidate a note. Nothing I have ever done
has given me more enjoyment and satisfaction than these two acts;
and I believe no greater surprise ever came to those two dear relatives,
my creditors.

When Dr. Andrews returned from his vacation, renewed in strength
and spirits, he looked me over, and found me thin and white in com-
parison with himself and the Indians and guides in the Lake Huron
region where he had spent the summer. He announced that I must be
released for a vacation and some sunshine before I took up the in-
terneship at Mercy Hospital.

It was agreed, with genuine reluctance on the part of the Hicklings
and sad regrets on my part, that this program was the logical one.
For five months, seven days in the week and at least eighteen hours a
day, I had busied myself in this profitable and pleasant position, and it
was difficult for me to express appreciation to my friends for their
kindnesses and courtesies. Mr. Hickling had treated me as a son.
His interest in my future was apparent as he carefully guided and ad-
vised me. So it was not without emotion that I bade *“Good-bye” to
these two spiritual and material angels,

As T look back on my associations in that household, after these
many succeeding years, I appreciate that it was a veritable crisis in my
life that has been of incalculable and lasting value.
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IX

With renewed spirits, I arrived home to receive a royal welcome from
my dear mother, Sister Nettie, now an attractive young woman, and
my stepfather. My people were now located within three miles of
famed Oconomowoc, on an attractive farm bordering one of the
picturesque bodies of water in Waukesha County, which bore the ap-
propriate name of Silver Lake.

Mother’s keen and loving eyes were distressed by my lack of color
and my meagerness of avoirdupois. For one whole month I was petted,
treated as a distinguished guest, and enjoyed the pleasure of being a
loved member of a happy family. We fished, explored the beautiful
lake in our boat, basked in the brilliant sunshine by day, and walked in
the light of a yellow harvest moon at night. Color came to my faded
cheeks, strength to my unused muscles, and flesh to my lean body.

It was a happy month. The past was satisfactory; I had money in
my pocket; and a future before me that was ardently beckoning.
Everything tended to fill me with joy that was difficult to suppress in
the presence of strangers, and that I made no attempt to curb among
the members of my family and relatives. The vacation was ended.
The near ones were satisfied with my outward appearance of fitness,
and I was looking forward with fiery ambition to the new adventure—
taking my place beside my future confréres in the actual practice of
medicine.

The time arrived. I departed, thrilled with tender memories of the
wholesome life in Wisconsin; but so filled with thoughts of the coming
days that I was a little remiss in emphasizing any regrets. Fortunately
the dear ones at home were too deeply interested in my future to show
sorrow at my departure for the new field of action. Like sensible coun-
try people, they said, “ Good-bye, God bless you—and I was off.
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1880. THE GREAT PROFESSION

I. Mercy Hospital Interneship. II. Septics and Antiseptics.
III. The “Dressing Boxes.” IV. Order Out of Chaos. V. Ty-
phoid Fever. VI. Smallpox.

I

ONCE again I made the journey to Chicago. It was no longer strange
to alight in the great city and arrange for transfer of meager baggage;
no unusual thing to walk east from the Canal Street station, board
a Cottage Grove Avenue car, get off at 26th Street and walk one block
west to Calumet Avenue and to my future abiding place—the three-
story, red brick building at the northwest corner, even then famous
as the great Mercy Hospital.

I climbed the stairs at the main entrance and was received at the
door by a Sister of Mercy. I announced that I was the new interne, and
gave my name. She ushered me into the receiving office to the left of
the entrance, where I was cordially greeted by Sister Raphael, to whom
my heart immediately warmed. Anyone who knew Mercy Hospital
during the fifty years following that date would not ask why I was
charmed by that beautiful woman, then in her prime, and destined to
become the great executive of that institution. She laughed heartily in
after years, as I frequently called upon her and remarked, “Sister, if
you had been a man instead of a woman you would have been Pope
long ere this.” Her sense of humor and her keen Irish wit never allowed
implied compliments to pass without a long remembered “comeback.”

The internes’ quarters were located back of the clinical amphitheater
in a court wing, the upper portion of which was occupied by a commodi-
ous chapel. I was immediately pounced upon by my two predecessors,
Dr. Potter and Dr. James J. Larkin, who were anticipating my arrival.
Potter looked me over and said, “Good heavens, Martin, where did
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you get those clothes? And that hat? And, Larkin, look at those shoes.
I'll have to take him in hand as I did you, Larkin.”

Then Potter paraded me around the hospital. With my advent, he
announced that he automatically became the senior interne. *“ Larkin,
you are out,” he informed that individual, who seemed but little
perturbed, as he planned to remain only a few days. I was introduced
with a flourish to the sisters in charge of the several wards and floors,
and to a few of the important patients with whom my guide seemed
to be on friendly terms. This was an ordeal. But Potter was a good
talker, full of wit, and had a keen appreciation of my inferior social
amenities, so there was little for me to do but to acknowledge briefly
the introductions, smile at his sallies, and pass on.

When we returned to our rooms, I asked about my duties. ““ You are
to wait on me; obey my orders; carry around those nasty dressing
trays with their smelly bottles and dripping syringes; and dress, under
my supervision, the stinking wounds. There will be enough for you to
do, and I thank my stars that I am through with that disagreeable
drudgery.”

Our sleeping quarters were comfortable—good light, good beds, and
toilet facilities thoroughly up to those times! We had our meals in a
private dining room in the front basement, and were waited upon by a
nun. Our food was good, being second in quality only to the fare of the
several priests who occasionally occupied quarters in the institution.

II

It is interesting to recall the transition in medicine and surgery from
the era of the pre-germ theory to the present-day methods of practice,
developed through bacteriology.

Pasteur (1862), father of bacteriology, announced, as a result of
experimental research, that fermentation and putrefaction were caused
by the action of bacteria or microbes.

Joseph Lister (1865) accepted Pasteur’s pronouncement as a new
truth and was convinced that it accounted for infections in wounds.
His practical mind argued that if germs or bacteria in the air caused
fermentation in pure, unfermented fluids, germs of a similar type could
produce infection in exposed wounds, destroy tissues, cause pus to de-
velop, contaminate the fluids of the body, and menace life. He studied
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methods of protecting wounds from the attack of micro-organisms in
the air, and experimented with solutions—antiseptics—that would
destroy them by contact. He covered the wounds with layers of gauze
which he had permeated with carbolic acid or other disinfectant to
destroy the germs in its meshes. Wounds so treated, he announced,
healed without infection or suppuration.

On the theory that the air carried disease-producing germs, he intro-
duced his famous atomizer, which sprayed carbolic acid about the area
surrounding the operating field. All instruments employed in the
operation were immersed in carbolic solution to insure freedom from
bacteria; and the operator’s hands were likewise rendered ‘‘antiseptic.”
Through this program, carried out with minuteness of detail, the results
in operative surgery were greatly improved. When infections did occur
in spite of this painstaking procedure, carbolic solution was applied
and the wound was further protected with antiseptic gauze.

Bacteriology was developing and it became apparent to this new
school of thought that many non-surgical diseases were directly attrib-
utable to some particular form of germ life, a revolutionary theory
condemned by a majority of the practitioners of medicine and surgery,
some prominent and others less well known. The bitter controversy
was at its height when I entered upon the practice of medicine.

Many of our respected leaders were absolutely opposed to this “new-
fangled” theory and openly ridiculed it; arguments, backed by the
traditions of decades of practice, were hurled at us from medical litera-
ture and from medical rostrums; Lister was derided by many of his own
countrymen; Pasteur was discredited by the scientists of France. And
what were we, as novices, to accept as truth?

It was fortunate for us that our teachers were of varied opinions, and
that we respected equally the principals of the two camps. Our youthful
minds were open and we were {ree to peruse the medical journals which
gave both sides of the subject. Germany was among the first to yield
gradually to the germ theory, and her literature accredited Lister and
Pasteur before they were accepted at home. By degrees we realized
that the battle was tending toward recognition of the bacteriologists.

The six abdominal sections that we, as students, had witnessed in the
preceding three years had resulted in as many deaths. Our surgeons
assumed a grave responsibility when they attempted such operations.
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Hence any procedure that might reduce the prevailing mortality in
major surgery had to be investigated with care.

There were less critical conditions that did not involve the serous
cavities of the body, or severe bone and flesh injuries in which minor
surgery was necessary, and the risk not so forbidding. These cases,
which comprised the bulk of our surgery, required painstaking after
care. No incision made by the surgeon, or accidental wound that re-
quired stitches or dressings, was allowed to heal undisturbed—except
through accident or neglect.

It was my duty as the junior interne to apply the dressings, after
two or three preliminary exposures by the surgeon in charge. It was an
all-morning’s job, and in severe cases the ordeal had to be repeated
more frequently. The private rooms were visited first, and later the
wards, with their long rows of infected cases. If a patient had an in-
fection that was intractable, either because of its extent and severity or
because of lowered resistance, he was segregated and removed to the
“infected ward” or to the “erysipelas ward.”

111

The “dressing boxes” were wooden trays with a convenient handle.
Each tray was divided into five sections: The larger compartment
contained a supply of coarse cotton; a smaller one a limited supply of
absorbent cotton; a third, long forceps and a metal probe or two; and
the remaining two each accommodated a wide-mouthed quart bottle,
one with a two and one-half per cent carbolic solution in thick oil, and
the other with a five per cent watery solution of carbolic acid, in which
a large syringe of hard black rubber was inserted. The syringe had a
pointed two-inch nozzle, and its barrel held an ounce or two of solution.
At the top of the plunger was a ring into which the operator inserted
his fingers to manipulate the apparatus. Additional accompaniments—
bandages, refuse jar, et cetera—were conveyed from bed to bed on a
small wagon.

As I trudged through the wards of Mercy Hospital with my wagon,
trays, and solutions, I was looked upon as the harbinger of an execu-
tion; my arrival portended the coming of the guillotine. There was a
murmur of horror from the patients in Ward Five as I appeared. Even
now I sometimes waken in the night and hear those wails of protest.
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Whenever I smell carbolic acid I visualize a frail, emaciated boy, with
large appealing eyes; his leg had been amputated, his thigh was honey-
combed with cavities from which stinking pus poured forth, his resist-
ance was at the lowest ebb and his unearthly moans were heartbreak-
ing as I painstakingly treated his wounds twice a day in an efort to
heal them.

If T had not been extricated from the pre-antiseptic and pre-aseptic
era (though a number of my confréres were not converted), 1 never
could have justified the floundering that in ignorance I perpetrated
during those days of transition. It is my hope that the subsequent his-
tory of the young doctor’s life will reveal that these bitter experiences
helped him to know the truth and in a way to make amends.

v

An urgent need was a knowledge of the fundamental principles in-
volved in the germ theory. Bacteria were being studied, and success-
fully, by the bacteriologists. Media were discovered in which the
organisms could be grown and cultivated, and dyes were used as an
aid in distinguishing and segregating them. Their habits were becoming
known. They were found in scrapings of the skin, in the crevices and
creases on the surface of the body, and the spaces beneath the finger
nails. Research of methods revealed that heat, chemicals, and elaborate
cleansing by scrubbing were among the destructive agents; that certain
temperatures of heat were necessary to destroy different species of
bacteria; that antiseptics of a given strength would kill bacteria and yet
not do irreparable harm to living tissues.

Lister’s principles emphasized the importance of eliminating germs
from the field of operation, and of applying protecting dressings and
antiseptics to keep the wound free from bacteria. Bacteriological
research was divulging secrets, one by one; and day by day we as
amateurs were gaining a practical knowledge of fundamental prin-
ciples.

And now, fifty years later, progress continues in the study of
bacteriology as the mysteries of susceptibility, immunity, toxins,
antitoxins, and sera are being unfolded. At the present time there is
not an educated tyro in medicine or surgery, nor a well trained nurse,
who does not understand the practical principles of aseptic and an-
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tiseptic surgery, and who has not acquired what we call an “aseptic
conscience.”

In 1880, at least ninety per cent of operative wounds became in-
fected; and practically seventy-five per cent of abdominal operations
performed by the average surgeon proved fatal. There were exceptional
cases, but they were either accidental or the result of handling by ex-
perts—that small minority who had succeeded in envisioning the
principles of antiseptic surgery and who had mastered its technique.

All of these facts are well known to the professional reader, but they
may be of interest to the layman, as the transition of this entire subject
developed during the medical career of one who entered upon the
practice of medicine during the regime of the old, who early became a
disciple of the new, and who has lived to see the day when recovery is
assured in ninety-eight per cent of cases of uncomplicated opening of
the abdomen or other serous cavities, and when an infected wound
carries with it a suspicion of criminal negligence on the part of the
surgeon or attendant.

\

In the summer and early fall of 1880, a periodic scourge of typhoid
fever prevailed which was noted for the severity of the attacks, as
fully fifteen per cent of the patients died.

Our complete staff of medical and surgical attendants was in de-
mand, including Professors Davis, Hollister, Johnson, and Quine. Each
attending physician was accompanied on his rounds by an interne,
and we were confused by the variety of remedies that were prescribed
by the different men. Reference to the pharmacopceia and materia
medica, however, showed that the intended effects of the prescriptions
were much the same. Contact with these painstaking practitioners
taught us much about the many phases of the disease—peculiar mental
changes, the appearance of the tongue, and color and feeling of the
skin as an indication of fever. The clinical thermometer was a “new-
fangled” affair and had to be read before it was removed from the
mouth.

The routine treatment consisted in nursing, and administration of
drugs to counteract any unusual symptoms. Diet varied with the at-
tending physician—barley water, chicken broth, milk and soda, or



THE GREAT PROFESSION 01

lime water, or no food at all. Water was prescribed by some, not at all
or very little by others.

Approximately eight or nine of each ten patients gradually reached
what we called the crisis; viz., the height of the fever, which then
abated slowly. At this stage a small percentage collapsed and died, and
a few succumbed from intestinal hemorrhage and perforation of the
bowels.

Week after week of strenuous routine in an endeavor to combat this
terrible epidemic proved very wearing, even on the strength and
morale of the youth.

VI

Smallpox, with its devastating effect and wholesale destruction of
life, had been observed for many years by an Englishman, Edward
Jenner (1749-1823), and he became convinced that there must be a
preventive or a remedy for the dread disease. As every thinking physi-
cian of this day is convinced that the cause of cancer must eventually
be discovered and a preventive and cure effected, so the profession of
medicine of Jenner’s time, without our advanced scientific knowledge,
yearned to solve their gigantic problems.

It was known that one attack of smallpox caused immunity; that an
individual inoculated with the blood of a smallpox patient usually de-
veloped the disease in a somewhat milder form; and that this dangerous
expedient, if it was effective, gave protection against future attacks.

Jenner sought to determine if there was any special group of people
who were less susceptible to smallpox than the great majority, and he
found this to be true in certain communities; also that milkers, maids
and men, were less liable than others to contract the disease! Was there
a reason for this? He concentrated his observations upon the milkers,
and studied their habits. Was it the climate, the condition of the air,
the food they ate, or the work they did? He unearthed a tradition
among these people to the effect that cows had an ailment which re-
sembled smallpox, but in a much milder form. His observations con-
firmed this belief. He examined the animals, and found upon their bare
udders and teats pustules that resembled in every respect the smallpox
pustule. He questioned the milkers to determine if at any time they
had noticed any illness among their number. Yes, some of them had
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been ill for a few days. Had any of them observed pustules on any part
of their bodies, especially on abrasions of the hands? Yes, some of them
believed they had noticed these little sores.

Finally his chain of sequences was complete. Cows contracted small-
pox; the attacks were less severe and more rarely fatal than in humans:
the milkers who were afflicted with a mild form of pox for some reason
did not contract human smallpox. Upon these facts vaccination against
smallpox was established in 1796. Advisedly, one must say established,
because for a century vaccination has been the subject of ridicule
among unthinking or ultra-conservative people. And Jenner himself
did not escape, but was subjected to the same bitter penalties of de-
rision and disbelief that were later accorded Pasteur and Lister.

Unnumbered millions of lives have been saved by the discoveries of
this meddlesome personality. As long as there is a civilization the name
of Jenner, this painstaking protector of humanity, will stand at the
pinnacle of fame. [I have just perused a report of the U. S. Public
Health Service (May, 1931) which indicates that ninety-seven per cent
of the cases of smallpox occurred in states in which anti-vaccination
propaganda has been most active. “When vaccination and revaccina-
tion are neglected, smallpox flourishes; in communities that are well
protected, cases and deaths are rare, indeed.”]

Late in November of 1880, the senior interne being occupied, I was
called to the Mercy Home. Communicating doors and corridors con-
nected the two institutions. I was met by the little nun in charge and
asked to see a sick young woman, one of the guests of the home. She
was restless and feverish, with flushed face, and a peculiar rash on the
exposed portion of her body. Sister Anthony and her young assistant
were apparently alarmed by the unusual symptoms and appearance
of their ward, and I was on trial. I ran over in my mind the catalog of
eruptive diseases and the well remembered symptoms of each—scarlet
fever, measles, chickenpox, and the range of less important eruptions.

The young woman, my first private patient, was seriously ill, and as
I did not recognize the disease, I proposed that we call in a member of
the attending staffi of the hospital. Sister Anthony suggested Dr.
Hollister. It was evident that I had made an impression by suggesting
a consultation. Dr. Hollister’s home was equipped with one of the few
telephones in Chicago. Within the hour he drove up with a team of
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spanking horses, and I was waiting on the steps to greet my first
consultant.

“What is it?”" he asked, with a twinkle in his honest eyes. Now, I
might have answered “Search me,” but then, with my respectful
admiration for this distinguished physician, I probably mumbled
something about being “unable to make a diagnosis.”

As we entered the home, he was greeted as a respected friend in
times of trouble. Sister Anthony walked with him, and I followed
meekly. As we approached the room, I noted that the distinguished
consultant began to sniff the air. Before he reached the patient he
whispered to me, “It’s smallpox—mnotice the odor.”

He examined the patient carefully and while it was too early for well-
defined pustules, his snap judgment (aided by an experienced sense of
smell), was confirmed. The patient had the dread disease,

The usual panic ensued. Each of the seventy-five women in that
home must be vaccinated immediately. *“That will be your job, Mar-
tin.”” The patient must be removed immediately to the pesthouse;
the case must be reported to the Health Department; and the room
must be fumigated after removal of the patient.

It was arranged that Potter and I should convey the patient that
same evening to the pesthouse at California Avenue and 26th Street
(the present location of the Chicago Bridewell).

With difficulty we secured an old-fashioned express wagon. The
owner suspected, owing to the lateness of the hour set for the departure
(eleven o’clock at night), that we were transferring a “stiff”’ some-
where for dissection, but consented to entrust the wvehicle to us. A
mattress was placed in the back of the wagon, warm blankets in
abundance were provided, and the young woman bravely accepting
the situation was cozily tucked away in her de luxe conveyance.

The start from the alley entrance was made on time. The two
expectant youths, well protected from a chilly November night, drove
west through the 22nd Street lumber district toward the pesthouse.
But little difficulty was experienced in finding the way. From time
to time, on anxious questioning, the patient cheerfully reported that
she was comfortable and enjoying the ride in the cool atmosphere.
After a four-mile jaunt, a large, rambling house came into view.

““‘This is the pesthouse,” was the response to our pounding on what
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seemed to be the front entrance. We explained our errand to our genial
host. He called his wife, who appeared in her bedroom wrapper. These
two were the sole caretakers of the place. They gave us a cordial wel-
come, and we carried our patient to a white, clean bed on the upper
floor. The place was practically empty.

The room into which we had made our entrance was a large, clean
kitchen, warmed by a big cooking stove. On a long table was the day’s
baking of bread. It sent forth a delicious odor that imparted a yearning
to the gustatory faculties of the two youthful adventurers. The middle-
aged housewife, who undoubtedly had growing boys of her own, sus-
pected our needs at this late hour of the night. She asked if we would
like some supper. ““ Not supper, but some of that delicious, warm bread
with a bowl of milk, if it is not too much trouble.” Immediately our
request was granted, and there in that warm, well-lighted kitchen, at
the immaculate table, we proceeded to reduce by at least one loaf the
next day’s supply of bread while our hospitable host related his ex-
periences as a pesthouse keeper. Little did we realize then that this
journey would be repeated by us almost nightly.

We asked our host how many smallpox patients he had seen.
Definite records were not immediately available, but he was sure that
he had seen thousands. What proportion of those had been vaccinated?
Not one true smallpox. Occasionally a patient who had not been vac-
cinated for years would come in with a mild case of varioloid. It was
obvious that he was staunchly partisan to vaccination.

Our experience was one long to be remembered. In the alley between
aristocratic Prairie and Calumet Avenues we returned our express
wagon to its owner at four o’clock in the morning. Sister Raphael,
Sister Victoire, and Sister Anthony awaited their boys (bless their
hearts), and had provided a little “toddy " to keep them from catching
cold, and steaming coffee and all the delicious hot things that made up
an old-fashioned breakfast. We never mentioned our supper of freshly
baked bread and milk. It was just as well, because they would not have
believed it, judging by the breakfast we were devouring.

These three wonderful nuns, too, I suspect were enjoying a stolen but
innocent romance. We prevailed upon them to be seated at our table,
and Potter, in his most exhilarating mood, proceeded to regale them
with the actual and imaginary details of our trip.
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Rapidly smallpox spread to all portions of the city. Nightly, in our
spacious carryall, we transported one to two or even three victims of
the disease to the pesthouse from Mercy Hospital, Mercy Home, or
near-by St. Xavier’s Convent.

We were busy every spare moment vaccinating the patients, nuns,
orderlies, and guests in Mercy Home. I was even permitted to vac-
cinate some of the students within the sacred precincts of the convent,
with its array of beauty and youth, though it was customary for the
older men only to attend these students.

Soon the pesthouse was crowded beyond capacity. What was to be
done? The Health Department consented to our use of the large attic
at Mercy Hospital, which we filled with cots. Eventually this, too,
proved inadequate, and small wards and private rooms were utilized.
At times more than a hundred smallpox patients were housed in these
buildings. Many patients who entered the hospital because of other
allments contracted the disease and died.

Among the dramatic incidents of that winter was the case of a
pregnant woman who contracted smallpox after she entered the
hospital. Her body was covered with confluent pox, and I was called to
attend her at her confinement. She could not be touched without
rupturing the suppurating pustules from which the discharging pus
literally dripped. In this condition she was destined to experience the
agonies of childbirth. Fortunately, she scarcely survived the ordeal,
as she died with her stillborn child beside her.

All Chicago was terrified, and the Health Department was subjected
to severe criticism. Even the most conservative and ignorant were
convinced that vaccination was the only preventive for this dread
scourge, for hadn’t its efficacy been proven in their own families and
by the people walking on the streets? Scarcely a severe case of small-
pox was recorded or even observed among the “innocent bystanders”
who could show evidence of having been properly vaccinated.

All of Chicago that was not in the throes of smallpox traveled with
a sore arm.
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1881. THE DOCTOR BEGINS HIS MEDICAL PRACTICE

I. Experiments with Antiseptic Surgery. II. Claims of Lister Are
Proven. III. Childbearing. IV. Teaching Obstetrics. V. Senior
Interneship. VI. Assassination of President Garfield. VII. Min-
neapolis Selected as My Future Base. VIII. A Trial at Private
Practice. IX. Hay Fever. X. On My Own in Chicago. XI. My
Boarding House. XII. The Developing Practice.

I

HDFESSDR ANDREWS was in the midst of his experiments with an-
tiseptic surgery, and every operation was the signal for a trial of new
theories. This great man would shuffle into our little sitting room and
speak with us, as though we were his equals, of the thoughts that were
running through his scientific brain. We were stimulated to read and to
discuss at length everything on antiseptic surgery and Lister’s theories
that could be found in current medical literature.

Operations were exhibitions of apparatus rather than demonstrations
of technique—formal discourses with the interested students si tting on
the benches, enthusiastically hanging on every word. Potter and I
were taking ourselves very seriously. Potter assisted with all of the skill
that his spectacular and acute mind commanded, and T stood at the
far end of the table administering the anesthetic and endeavorin g with
all my might, in my anxiety to see and hear everything that was going
on at the other end of the table, to keep from drowning the patient in
ether.

But this was only the forerunner of events to follow.

II

Prof. William H. Byford, the gynecologist who was worshipped by

all, had been called to the rival school—Rush Medical College. He
b
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was known as Chicago’s greatest ovariotomist. The Chicago Medical
College had been fortunate in securing as his successor Prof. Edward
W. Jenks, of Detroit, newly appointed gynecologist of Mercy Hospital.
He was a handsome man, with a delightful personality, and a tran-
scendent reputation, and we were all eager to please him.

He evidently had enterprise, as he planned to begin his career in
Chicago by performing an ovariotomy—the removal of a large tumor
of the ovary, which at that time was considered the most stupendous
surgical operation. Listerism, in its minutest detail, was at last to be
“Initiated” in Chicago.

Alarge ““steam spray”’ of approved type was provided, and all of the
shiny and impressive instruments described by the great master,
Lister, lay in a cotton-flannel bag.

The patient, a woman of means, occupied our most expensive room.
Her husband, relatives and numerous friends had come on from
Michigan to be present, or at least near at hand, during the great
ordeal. The room in which the operation was to be performed was
scoured, fumigated, and saturated daily with the fumes of carbolic
acid from the new “‘steam spray.” New tables and receptacles were in
place, all free of bacteria. Several rehearsals were held, and Prof. Jenks
had segregated the innumerable stafl of would-be assistants.

The eventful day dawned, and the operaticn became a reality.

Operator, Prof. Jenks; Chief Assistani, Dr. Potter; Anesthetist,
Dr. Martin; Spongers and other assistanis, three Sisters of Mercy,
and two orderlies, to fetch and carry the necessaries.

Others preseni: Profs. Andrews, Quine, and Hollister, and several
other invited guests.

Costumes: Prof. Jenks and chief assistant, light street clothes,
with large aprons of oiled silk; anesthetist and all others present,
ordinary street clothes.

Operating room equipment: Sea sponges immersed in a basin of
carbolic solution; two and a half per cent carbolic solution in a
basin behind operator and assistant operator; a table at the right
of the operator containing instruments in shallow pans, a large
trocar with tube, and supply of silk ligatures in a small basin; a
high table at the end of the room supporting the ‘‘steam spray”
which was manipulated by a nun.
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The operating room had been saturated with carbolic spray from the
atomizer, and everything was in readiness when 1 was sent to the
patient’s room with an attendant to administer the anesthetic. Prof.
Jenks had preceded us and was reassuring the patient that “everything
is all right. The ether will be a little unpleasant at first.” Dr. Andrews,
standing near by, gave the anesthetist some valuable advice. “Give
as much ether as you can at the beginning, and when the patient is
thoroughly under, give the minimum amount that will keep her
asleep.” The husband and several relatives and friends were interested
and anxious observers. It was a profound experience for all of us.

After the patient was asleep, we carried her to the adjoining room
and placed her upon the operating table. She continued to breathe
stertorously and profoundly as we wheeled her into the operating room,
which the spray of carbolic acid had rendered almost impenetrable to
sight.

The patient had been anesthetized for at least thirty minutes when
the operator proceeded to wipe off the center of her abdomen with a
sponge saturated with carbolic solution. He then selected his knife and
began a search for the linea alba. Prof. Andrews lent his aid and others
also generously attempted to point it out. Finally the knife penetrated
the skin and the incision was carefully extended from either end. It
was the consensus of opinion that the linea alba had not been incised.
However, the tense wall of the abdomen was thinned by the pressure
of the tumor, and it was apparent that the peritoneum had been incised.

That blue something beneath the peritoneal opening must be the
ovarian cyst. In those early operations, if the surgeon was not entirely
sure of himself he would ask members of the audience for advisory
comments, which were usually freely given. At this operation, I venture
to say, everyone contributed his bit, and Dr. Jenks was more than will-
ing to share responsibility.

Upon suggestion, the abdominal incision was extended slightly.
There could be no mistake; the glistening mass that protruded must be
a tumor. Should he explore with his hand to discover if it was non-
adherent, or should he at once attack the protruding portion with the
penetrating four-toothed trocar to secure the growth? It was suggested
that the trocar with its rubber hose attachment would partially empty
the tumor of its fluid, and thus facilitate exploration and delivery. This
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was attempted. The sides of the abdomen were pressed inward; the
tumor, being very thin, burst; and the excessive pressure which spurted
the fluid over the entire field of operation and sides of the abdomen,
finally expelled the tumor with its undrained fluid.

Little sponging was necessary. A long pedicle with its blue blood
vessels lay ready to ligate. With great force, the operator tied off the
pedicle, using strong, braided silk ligatures. With trepidation the stalk
was severed, and the mass—the empty tumor—with its dripping fluids
was held high so that everyone present could see and exclaim, “Oh!
Oh!” and then it was dropped into a large tin receptacle under the
operating table.

Should the ligatures on the pedicle, as was customary with ligatures
securing the large arteries in an amputation, be brought out of the
wound, or cut short as Lister and some of the German operators were
advising? The consensus of opinion favored cutting them short and
burying them in the bottom of the abdomen.

Fortunately, the cavity was apparently free of fluid owing to
efficient counter-pressure by the first assistant, and it was decided to
close the wound with through-and-through sutures. The surface of the
abdomen was again bathed with a carbolic solution, and elaborate
dressings @ la Lister were carefully applied.

After a long hour and a half the anesthetist was ordered to “let up
on the ether,” and the patient was removed to her bed. Every member
of the operating staff and the spectators—clothes, skin, hair, beards
and all—were wet to saturation with the condensed carbolic spray.
Everyone who touched the fluid noted that the skin on his hands was
partially paralyzed.

The operator, however, had covered himself with glory. The patient
was alive, with a rapid but “good quality ™ pulse. “ Good nursing”” was
the slogan that counted for or against recovery or death in these
desperate cases, and it would complete the success. (When one in eight
recovered, the attendants attributed it to “good nursing” and the
surgeon to his skill. If the patient died, the surgeon said the tragedy
was due to some possible slip in the nursing care, and the attendants,
that death occurred in spite of faithful nursing.)

Potter and I rather leaned to the side of the attendants, but we were
satisfied that the surgeon had performed a wonderful operation.
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Hadn’t we aided in the various steps of preparation of the patient and
her environment, and hadn’t we actually assisted in the operation it-
self? We were determined that this particular patient should not lack
for nursing attendance. One or the other of us would sit at her bedside
until she was well. Of course we allowed the faithful nuns to assist us
through the long, dreary hours.

The patient awakened from her ether anesthetic. Strange that she
was not nauseated. Strange that the first night she slept like a child.
She was not disturbed by the constant taking of her pulse, the counting
of the respiration, nor our feeling of her skin to note her temperature.

The following morning she was brighter than any one of her at-
tendants, or the surgeon in chief who had slept at home and continued
to get reports at nine, at twelve, and at the dead hour—two o’clock.
The new thermometer was used to take her temperature, which in-
dicated “normal” as it had the night before. This elicited considerable
discussion. Should the wound be examined? Possibly the laudable,
healthy pus was being suppressed. The consultants were reminded by
someone who was more conversant with the recent literature than
others that possibly the wound was healing ‘“‘by first intention.” But
recent experience caused someone to say that although that was all
right theoretically, it was something that didn’t happen.

The surgeon was uncomfortable about not seeing the wound, al-
though Lister’s injunction was ‘“‘as long as there is no fever or
hemorrhage, leave the dressings undisturbed.” Possibly the thermome-
ter was unreliable; but the skin was moist and cool. The surgeon com-
promised by carefully raising the edges of the dressings and actually
peeking under without bringing the carbolic spray to bear upon the
wound. Nervously, the surgeon announced, “The wound is perfectly
dry."

Potter, after consulting me, reminded the surgeon that he had
neglected to use the spray while he peeked at the wound. Dignified
Prof. Jenks looked at his accurate assistant, but said not a word.

The patient had but two complaints—she wanted water and some-
thing to eat. Of course neither of these unreasonable requests could be
granted. Not until the third day could she have “even one drop of
water.” Her tongue, however, was occasionally cooled with a moist

sponge.
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The second day and the third day went by, and the two internes
alternated in service. The patient’s pulse beat was from seventy to
eighty and her temperature was normal. This marvelous condition
created much comment. The wound was regularly “peeked at,” but
always, subsequent to the first time, with the spray playing over the
dressings. This distinctly annoyed the patient and disturbed her sleep.
There was no chance for a crisis, because her temperature never went
above ¢8.6°%, the normal.

The surgeon, who was getting his full quota of sleep, was daily more
cheerful. We, the internes, were worn out and could not have endured
our strenuous duty had it not been for the cheerful nuns who sat up
with us.

The third day dawned. No fever, and the strangest thing of all,
the daily peeking at the wound had revealed not even ‘“‘laudable
pus.” It was time to give the first teaspoonful of promised water. The
surgeons and all attendants were present to watch the result. The
water was much appreciated. It was rumored about the hospital later
in the day that the patient actually asked to take the glass and drink
it all! What an astounding request!

After a week the story became monotonous; the patient would
probably get well. How fortunate that she had had such faithful nurs-
ing! The surgeon, our chief, heard so much praise of the nursing that
he too, though a little sensitive about the rumored cause of success,
admitted that the nursing had been wonderful.

At the end of ten days, according to instructions, the dressings were
removed, the wound exposed under the spray, the surface sponged
off with five per cent carbolic solution, and the stitches carefully re-
moved, one by one. The wound was dry, no pus even on the silk
sutures. It had “healed by first intention!” 1 doubt if any one of the
senior and junior staff members of the hospital and the other witnesses
to this wound exposure and stitch removal had ever before seen an
abdominal wound that had actually healed without suppuration.

What a momentous experience this was for these groping doctors!
Several claims of Lister, seriously questioned by the leading surgeons,
had been proven beyond doubt in this one case: A wound healed with-
out change of dressings! Why? Because the dressings were antiseptic.
A wound healed without the formation of pus! Why? Because the
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incision was made under antiseptic conditions! A large abdominal
wound healed without the development of fever! Why? Because the
incision was kept free of germs which produce fermentation; fermenta-
tion in wounds produced infection, and infection produced {ever.

It had established confidence in those of us who were partially con-
vinced, and it was a revelation to the frankly doubtful! Literature
treating of Listerism would in the future be read with a real sense of
understanding.

For myself, I was fired by the possibilities of Lister’s theory, which,
if true, substantiated the statement of his followers, especially the
German observers, who indicated that it provided the means of
antiseptic midwifery—that women could be confined without subse-
quent fever and without the high mortality of childbed fever. This
interested me profoundly, because one or more confinement cases were
cared for in the hospital every day.

I

The numerous obstetrical cases involved continuous night work, and
they soon became an old story. The senior interne was supposed to
attend patients who had no physician and whose cases were uncom-
plicated. Private cases were referred to the responsible member of the
attending staffi. But it was becoming more and more difficult for the
senior interne to spare time for these troublesome daily tasks, and
before many days I found myself caring for confinement cases to the
end of labor. During the long hours of the night I would sit at the bed-
side of these young women, many of them unwed, and endeavor to
comfort them in their agonizing hours, and assist nature to perform her
duty as she had done since Eve bore Cain and Abel. Many times
several women in these small wards were awaiting the ordeal, or
happily some of them, with the complacency of experience, were
convalescing. There was little monotony on these occasions. Advice
was exchanged, and banter ensued at the expense of the victim and the
doctor.

There was time and food for thought. Why did so many of these
patients develop fever after their normal experience? Were the germs
in some way responsible, as was suspected and proved by the Germans?
If so, how did germs get into the internal soft parts? The external parts
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could be rendered antiseptic, as was done, according to Lister’s advice,
at the site of the wound in our operative case! At least it was a simple
matter to wash the external parts with five per cent carbolic solution.
As recent literature indicated that the fingers of the attending ac-
coucheur proved the most direct means of internal infection, the at-
tendant should render his hands germproof by bathing them in five per
cent carbolic solution.

I decided that 1 would apply this theory, but I was rather quiet
about my plans as 1 did not fancy ridicule. Surreptitiously I carried
into the obstetrical ward a pitcher of warm carbolic solution, a basin
in which to dip my hands, and some soft napkins. My technique was
as follows: Carbolic solution was used to bathe the external parts of
the patient, napkins saturated with it were placed over the parts, and
my hands were dipped in it before each examination. After confine-
ment, all of the involved parts were bathed with the solution, and
napkins saturated with it were again placed over the parts.

For several reasons it was difficult to carry out these procedures.
It was a great nuisance to furnish and replenish the simple apparatus,
supplies, and solutions; very few of my associates were sympathetic to
““such nonsense”; and frequently my superiors were present. 1 could
not dictate to them, and I was reluctant, if not actually ashamed, to
discuss with unbelievers a theory in which I so fully believed.

However, 1 watched my patients with great care. I was agreeably
surprised to note that their temperatures remained nearer normal,
and there was not one case of childbed fever. In my six months of full-
time service, and at least three months of part-time service, no deaths
were registered that could be attributed to accidental infection, with
the possible exception of the case of confluent smallpox already re-
ferred to. My experience with about seventy-five patients satisfied me
that there was much to commend my primitive technique. And at
least it brought me the gratitude of each of the unfortunate women,
many of them mere girls, and at least one-half of them abandoned by
the fathers of their children.

Amusing things occurred. Many of the infants were baptized by me
before they were actually born, either at the suggestion of mothers if
they thought the experience would be fatal to them, or of the faithful
Roman Catholic nuns if labor was prolonged and threatened the death
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of the child. Because of my inability to remember any kind of set
formula, one of the nuns usually prompted me. I had difficulty espe-
cially in including all of the persons of the Trinity.

The windows of the maternity ward faced 26th Street and Prairie
Avenue, toward the homes of the social aristocracy. During the hot
summer months, when the windows were wide open, some of these
strong-lunged prospective mothers gave vent to their suffering with
long, heartbreaking shouts and groans. On one or two occasions night
watchmen or special policemen employed by the neighbors reminded
our authorities that we were disturbing the peace of the neighborhood.
But in spite of that warning, with my boyish sympathy for my charges
I could not refrain from encouraging them to cry out their misery to all
the world, believing that it would lessen their pains.

Some of these mothers who had become fast friends of mine, whose
fatherless sons were being torn away from them to be sent to the
foundlings’ home, in their agony honored the attending physician by
bestowing upon their offspring the full name of their beloved doctor.
In after years I have paid the penalty of this honor to the extent of
having my bank account confused with other accounts registered
under the identical name.

IV

Early in the year some members of the senior class of the Chicago
Medical College asked me to quiz them in obstetrics. Aware that my
shortcomings in general information would handicap me, 1 requested
the self-appointed committee to ask Prof. Roler if it would be satisfac-
tory to him if I were to undertake the work. Dr. Roler’s only knowledge
of my capabilities was gleaned from his observations in class, and the
fact that I had passed my quizzes and examinations in obstetrics with
satisfaction. He sent for me. I took with me my notes of his lectures,
and these, coupled with my replies to his numerous questions, ap-
parently convinced him that it was sale to allow me to become the
quizmaster.

At the close of our interview he said that a position was open in the
department of gynecology and diseases of women at the South Side
Dispensary; was I interested? I was thrilled with the prospect. During
my senior year, I had served a short term in the dispensary and con-
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ceived the idea that T would specialize in diseases of the eye; but in
recent months I had become more deeply interested in gynecology and
obstetrics. Therefore, without a minute’s hesitation, I accepted both
assignments. Then he gave me some sound advice: “ Young man, you
know a workman is judged by his accomplishments.”

It was with some trepidation that 1 prepared to go before that
graduating class of 1881, which included E. Wyllys Andrews, Frank
Billings, Frank S. Johnson, Joseph Barnes Bacon, and others who were
afterwards brilliant practitioners and teachers.

However, when 1 appeared in the large upper amphitheater of the
College on the following Monday evening I was treated with the re-
spect that was due to the Professor whom I represented. 1 knew the
subject, and especially Dr. Roler’s method of presenting it. And it is
always easy to ask questions.

I had a few embarrassing moments when one of the brilliant students
quizzed me on an intricate subject not touched upon by Dr. Roler in
his lectures. I kept the respect of the class by frankly admitting that I
did not know, and by asking the questioner to look the matter up and
report to us at our next session. This he did, to the satisfaction of
everyone. Meanwhile 1 had placed myself in a position to answer the
question if he could not.

This happy series of meetings gave me some wholesome confidence.
At the end of the semester Prof. Roler complimented and thanked me.
Evidently he thought that “the workman was worthy of his hire.”

11._.'

Time was fleeting. We were in the midst of spring, and the hot
weather would soon be upon us. There was another epidemic of typhoid
fever. Potter, who had guided me and inspired me with much needed
self-confidence, was finishing his interneship and establishing an office
at 22nd Street and Michigan Avenue. It was the changing of the guard.
With the passing of Potter, I assumed the senior position. The junior
place was taken over by De W. Townsend who became my companion.

VI

“President Garfield Is Shot!” were the startling headlines in the
papers of July 2, 1881. ““He was on his way to attend the commence-
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ment exercises at Williams College when he was shot in the Washington
railway station by a disappointed office-seeker named Charles J.
Guiteau, whose mind had no doubt been somewhat influenced by the
abuse lavished upon the President by his party opponents.” I felt that
a great tragedy had befallen a friend. (President Garfield died on Sep-
tember 19, at Elberton, New Jersey, and was buried in Cleveland,
Ohio.)

Vil

In thinking over my future in the practice of medicine, I decided
upon Minneapolis as the most advantageous city in which to make a
start. Ella Guilder continued at the head of her father’s household in
that progressive city and was surrounded by a large group of influential
friends. My plans would doubtless be welcomed by this dear cousin
who had guided me years before when I was a prospective mill-
wright.

I took a week’s vacation from my hospital duties to look over the
ground in the northern city, where I was received as a prodigal son.
Even Uncle “Dock,” in spite of his imperturbability, smiled a genuine
welcome. I played for a week in the pleasant surroundings, and mean-
while sought a location. There was a fine office in a new building at
Washington Street, about 14th Avenue, South, that would be ready
for occupancy at the date of the termination of my service at Mercy
Hospital. It met all requirements and I paid a month’s rent.

There was much pleasant speculation about my future, and Ella was
eager to be my guide and patron saint.

VIII

Mercy Hospital was at the height of the busiest season it had ever
experienced. The wards and rooms were rapidly filled with typhoid
fever cases of a desperate type. The daily rounds with Professors Davis,
Hollister, Johnson, and Quine were a constant source of inspiration and
profit.

In the afternoons I accompanied Prof. Jenks when he visited his
private patients in the gynecological department. They were numerous
and came from all parts of the Middle West. Fortunately there were
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many obstetrical cases at night, which enabled me to try out my ex-
periments with antiseptics.

The epidemic of typhoid fever became more and more severe, and it
was making an almost prohibitive demand on the profession of the city.
Daily the neighboring families called at the hospital for assistance of
our doctors.

Sister Anthony, our friend (and especially my friend because I was
the left-over of the duet that had been so helpful in the smallpox epi-
demic of the past winter), recommended me to look after some of these
outside families, almost all of whom were in good circumstances, and
expected to pay for services they received.

IX

The annual siege of hay fever suffered by Prof. Jenks was another
misfortune that worked to my advantage. Beginning early in June,
his attendance at the hospital became very irregular. He authorized me
to give the tri-weekly treatment to his patients if he failed to appear
at the appointed hour. He had observed my care of patients in the dis-
pensary, and had noted that his hospital patients did not object to
being turned over to an assistant.

As the summer wore on, Dr. Jenks decided that he would have to go
to the cooler climate of the North, and he sought Sister Anthony’s ad-
vice regarding the care of his patients. She asked him who had been
treating them during his frequent, unavoidable absences, and he re-
plied: ““ The senior interne.” She suggested that he apprise the patients
of the emergency, ask them if they would be satisfied with the recent
substitute, and then act accordingly.

Thanks to Dr. Jenks’ delightful personality, his suggestion was favor-
ably received by the dozen or more patients, and not one of them left
the hospital.

In the early eighties it was not customary for private patients in
semi-public hospitals to pay the attending doctors for the services they
rendered. The patients were assigned to a particular department,
according to the nature of their disease, and received the gratuitous
attention of the physician or surgeon in charge. The custom was unjust
as many of the private patients were people of ample means. Fortu-
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nately this practice has now been abandoned by all private hospitals.
Of course then as now the hospitals and staff doctors were caring for
hundreds of charity patients in the wards without thought of compen-
sation.

X

Among Prof. Jenks’ patients were eight or ten interesting women of
education and experience, the better class citizens in the smaller cities
of the Mississippi Valley, women who had the means to gratify their
desire to enjoy better health. The responsibility of caring for these pa-
tients was a serious one, but I was determined to make good, and to
leave no stone unturned to render satisfactory service. Up to this time,
I had substituted for my chief during his temporary absences, and I had
carried out to the best of my ability the minute instructions that had
been given to me, without particular reference to the diagnosis of the
case. Now I was in charge. The responsibility thrilled and stimulated
me. Occasionally new patients entered the hospital, and with them I
had no precedent and no prearranged instructions to follow. I had to
make my own diagnosis, or call in more mature assistance.

It was interesting to study the multitudinous complaints and ail-
ments of the majority of women. Why were our women semi-invalids,
and their male companions healthy and strong? Were the women not
as well born, and had nature discriminated and provided our mothers
with weak bodies? Were the men alone entitled to strength and health
and were women doomed to invalidism and ill health? Most young
girls who were given their freedom could compete successfully with
young boys in play and sports. Every thoughtful gynecologist was
pondering these problems in the early eighties.

The little treatment room was on the third floor of the hospital, and
my patients came there, one by one. They were carefully quizzed in
regard to their symptoms, a history was recorded, they were examined
physically, and their local conditions were treated. Why did they con-
sistently complain of backache, of dragging, and of pelvic weakness?
Why the exhaustion, and the anemic appearance? Why the indigestion
and the stasis? Why the tendency to remain in bed and the lack of am-
bition? Why the childlessness? Why were they unable to enjoy long
walks or any form of physical activity? Why were they unable to attend
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to household or social activities? ‘“ Why is it, Doctor, that since the birth
of my last child I have lost flesh; that 1 have no ambition or strength;
and that I have lost my looks?”” were frequently recurring queries.

Our books offered no concrete answer, so the conscientious doctor
must find his own solution. Certain treatments seemed to give relief,
but these measures were only palliative, and some of these women
would return year after year. It seemed to me that we were not getting
at the cause. Why were the organs of these women displaced? Why did
they develop fibroid growths and suffer exhausting hemorrhages? What
caused the weaknesses of which they complained?

Occasionally a woman would report that she had been much better
since the previous treatment. Then again she would say that she had
suffered so much that she ‘“just gave up, took off her clothes, and re-
mained in bed.” Another would come in, discouraged and utterly
fatigued. She had spent the day shopping in town at Gossages’ or at
Field, Leiter & Company. Discouragingly she would say she could
not stand any exertion. Her only comfort was to remove her clothing
and remain in bed.

These complaints, repeated day after day, made the doctor realize
that his applications and supports had little curative value and the
enforced sedentary regimen and rest in bed caused the women to gain
weight gradually and to obtain temporary relief.

Was the prevailing mode of dress responsible for the invalidism of
so many of our race of civilized women? Of course exhaustive thought
and discussion had been given to this subject. On the few occasions
when I made bold to inquire if it might not be possible that the tightly
laced stays were partly responsible for the conditions that existed, the
patient replied: ¢ Certainly not. I would die without the support of my
corsets”’: or “Would you advise me to become one of those new dress-
reform freaks, without form or style?”; or “ You will spoil the little am-
bition that I have left if you take away from me my only support—my
corsets.”

Meanwhile I was developing skill in the delicate task of treatments,
and establishing a reputation with my little coterie of patients as they
gained in strength and flesh, and their backaches disappeared.

As the time for my departure from the hospital approached, Sister
Raphael urged Prof. Jenks to return on or before the termination of my
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service and the advent of a new senior interne. But he could not, with
his hay fever tendency, risk the Chicago climate until after the first
frost. My patients were in rebellion, and Sister Anthony was in a quan-
dary.

The time arrived when I was to take my leave of the Mercy Hospital
in which I had learned of the fascination and importance of the actual
practice of medicine. I had been in close association with the leading
medical specialists of a city that was already becoming a great medical-
educational metropolis. It boasted of a number of hospitals that were
rapidly growing. It already had at least two medical schools that had
been organized many years, each being supported by an alumni, mem-
bers of which were practicing their profession successfully in all im-
portant communities of the Mississippi Valley and the far West.

All this caused me to consider if I had not made a mistake in prema-
turely deciding on Minneapolis as the future home of my professional
career. I had learned to love the great smoky city, and its fascinating
inland sea—a city that was growing with bewildering rapidity. I was
well established in a large dispensary practice. I had been forced by
the city’s two great epidemics of smallpox and typhoid fever as an
assigned emergency doctor to do not a little outside service. I had
made substantial acquaintances not only among the profession but
among interesting laymen and women. I realized that I already had
acquired a nucleus of a practice that would develop.

Why shouldn’t I remain and take advantage of these opportunities?
I was urged to consider the situation from many sides. However, a de-
cision was at hand. It was a short but hard struggle, and it ended by
the adoption of Chicago as my future home.

The tentative lease in Minneapolis was cancelled, and I rented an
office in the Central Hall building at 22nd Street and Wabash Avenue.
The suite comprised a waiting room, a small room for consultations,
and a third room which I could use as sleeping quarters. My neighbors
were De Laskie Miller, the noted obstetrician; Lewis L. McArthur, the
future distinguished surgeon; Rufus Bishop, then professor of physiol-
ogy in Northwestern, and other leading physicians. The building was
well situated as that section of Wabash Avenue was then the site of
fashionable boarding houses and several family hotels, among them the
Southern and the Woodruff.
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XI

Appreciating that one’s living place and daily associates would deter-
mine the class of one’s patients, I decided to seek out the best boarding
house in the immediate vicinity of my office. There were several of this
type. The well-known “Follansbee Block™ of palatial marble fronts
gave distinction to the whole neighborhood. Michigan Avenue at that
point was lined on either side by delightful homes, and within a few
blocks to the east were the residences of many of Chicago’s most in-
fluential citizens.

But which one of the three most desirable hostelries should I select?
I surveyed each of them—Mrs. Benedict’s, Mrs. Fischer’s, and the
Lords’. Each occupied a large double house, four to six stories high,
and impressive in appearance. Which should I storm first?

Two large markets—groceries and choice meats—on 22nd Street,
between Michigan and Indiana Avenues, were patronized by the sub-
stantial people in that neighborhood. I went to McCauley’s, sought
the proprietor, and asked him if he supplied any of these three boarding
houses. “Yes, sir, we supply all of them.”

I told him I was a doctor (otherwise he would not have guessed it)
and was seeking a place to live. “Which would you recommend?”

He laughed, looked me over, and said, “ You can’t go wrong if you
get into any one of them. You know they are very desirable, and they
have long waiting lists.” He gossiped about the three places and
described the characteristics of the women in charge. Something he said
of the “two maiden ladies” who conducted 2225-7 Wabash Avenue,
“the Lords” he called them, attracted me particularly. I was pleased
with the name. It would be something to live in the house of ““the
Lords,” one or more, and I would have more courage to “tackle” a
couple of maiden ladies. So I decided on ““the Lords’.”

My interview was interesting. ““Yes, Miss Lord is in. Who is calling,
please?”

Proudly, but rather doubtfully, thinking of the long waiting list, 1
replied, “ My name is Dr. Martin,” and rather nonchalantly, “1 was
wanting to inquire about board.”

Miss Emily Lord came to the door to have a look at the young doc-
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tor. Yes, I wanted board; no, not a room. I lived on 22nd Street.
Where? In my office in Central Hall. Why the frown?

Miss Emily was a large, good-natured, motherly woman of about a
half century’s growth. She asked me to step inside, and in the sitting
room I met Miss Ellen, who was younger, thinner, and more business-
like. “I am afraid we can’t take you. Sorry, we are full.”

Then entered Miss Nellie, a comely niece and the third of the
triumvirate. Instinctively my sinking heart was aware that a friend
had appeared. The third inspection was in process, and the reaction
was sympathetic. A boy had arrived!

“Why, Aunt Ellen, we could crowd in one more at the Fields’ table.”
Aunt Ellen frowned at the unbusinesslike suggestion of the young up.
start. Big, good-natured Emily thought the suggestion “might work
out.” Rather reluctantly, the real manager decided to take me in,
though I felt that it was only temporary—on approval. Anyway, I was
accepted, after a narrow escape. The entrance of the junior member
into the conference, backed by the motherly Emily, had saved me!

That evening I appeared for dinner. The dining room occupied the
entire basement floor of the large house. There were at least twenty
tables, accommodating from four to twenty each. To my amazement
I was taken to the alcove table at the front, which seemed the most
desirable in the room. My place was at one side, and I had a view of
the street and also one side of the dining room.

A new face in that exclusive dining room was a curiosity and a sub-
ject for humming comment. I was introduced by Miss Nellie Lord to
the group of eleven at my table, among whom I distinctly remember
the John Field family, including a dignified matron, the mother, and an
attractive sister of about my own age. Several advances were made to
the young doctor in the way of conversation. I was impressed by the
substantial appearance of the boarders, and the general friendliness
that permeated the gathering. Five young men of about my own vin-
tage were seated at a small table close by. They were a fine and lively
set, and the relationship between them and the mature and middle-
aged girls was very genial.

As I was leaving, Miss Nellie asked me to wait at the door to be in-
troduced to “our young men.” It was some ordeal, but I submitted and
met the rollicking group, at least two of whom will appear often in the
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following pages. At that time they were just five young men: Ed Col-
ell, Frank Bowles, James Chapman, Charles Nicola, and one other
whose name is forgotten.

XI1

The few patients who had come to me through my meager reputa-
tion were scattered in the boarding houses of the neighborhood.
Immediately my new office took on the appearance of prosperity and
enterprise. I was able to satisfy my patients, and as they were all
rapidly improving, I was threatened with desertion. But all satisfied
patients are propagandists. In those days women who were occupied
with domestic tasks at home occasionally ‘‘bragged” about their doc-
tors and their interesting ailments. These women had much time for
such discussions, and some of them convinced their hearers. I was
distinctly encouraged to find myself with new patients. Only a few
days after my office was opened I was consulted by first one and then
several of the servants of “the Lords’,” and within a month by one of
my landladies.

I spent two afternoons each week at the dispensary clinic of the
Chicago Medical College treating from ten to fifteen women each
afternoon and explaining their ailments to several undergraduate
students. This was stimulating work which carried with it a certain
distinction. Prof. Jenks occasionally looked in upon his assistant and
expressed himself as satisfied.

Thus the eventful year of 1881 drew to a close.
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1882. MOSTLY EXPERIMENTS

I. Tutoring. II. Scientific Meetings. III. The Growing Prac-
tice. IV. “He Laughs Best Who Laughs Last.” V. Interest in
Gynecology. VI. An Interlude.

i

‘ iITH signs of increase in my practice, I began to augment my
responsibilities and outside activities. There seemed to be no end to
my endurance, and it never occurred to me that there could be.

One of the young men of the medical class of 1881 had failed in his
final examinations. He had a fine presence, was socially attractive,
interesting in conversation, and apparently intellectually brilliant.
But he had been unsuccessful as a reader of medicine. The young man’s
father, a man of affairs, was grieved and humiliated, and he came to
Chicago to investigate. The teachers were all interested in his son and
spoke highly of him, but revealed the fact that the young man had
failed in four subjects. They suggested that if he would study under a
tutor, they would re-examine him whenever he was ready to make a
trial. The father brought the boy to me and said, “Do you think you
can get my son through his studies, and aid him to receive his di-
ploma?” I told him that if the boy would play the game with me I was
sure we could succeed.

He replied, “I think my son has been thoroughly aroused to his dis-
grace and that he will obey orders.”

The young man had been one of my junior classmates, and I admired
his many charming qualities. As we endeavored to work out a time
arrangement, I explained that every morning I attended Dr. Brower’s
clinic at 5t. Joseph’s Hospital on the North Side, about ten miles away,
and at present my afternoons and evenings were occupied until nine
o'clock. The father was rather discouraged, and disappointed that my
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busy life would preclude my taking on the important assignment, after
I bad sold myself to him. I eagerly reassured him that I could give
his son from ten to twelve o'clock each evening. This arrangement he
promptly accepted.

Not being a good business man, I often wondered during the next
three months, when my job became somewhat irksome and nothing
definite was arranged about compensation, whether I had not been too
generous.

But night after night the boy was on the job. I was amazed at his
progress. Anything that had been told to him in conversation he would
repeat in better language than I could possibly have used. At the end
of three weeks we were much elated when he was satisfactorily passed
by one professor whom I had arranged to have him meet. We stuck to
the grind and within three months my pupil was boosted over the
several hurdles, and formally passed by the faculty.

“Well, now, Doctor, what shall I pay vour” was the father’s first
businesslike remark, after preliminary compliments. I could not bring
myself to put a financial estimate on something that seemed to me but a
friendly act, and I intimated as much in my reply.

““Oh, nonsense,” he said. ““Business is business and I am ready to
compensate yvou for doing a handsome job.”

Then I muttered that I would leave it to him. I realized that I needed
the money, whatever the sum might be, but I just could not cold-
bloodedly name a concrete sum. I now suspect that he was trying to
teach me to put some spunk into my business attitude. He knew how
to do it, for he frankly said that he was not in the habit of forcing
money on one who had sold him something.

With all of the courage I could muster, I blurted out, “It ought to
be worth one hundred dollars.”

His reply indicated that it certainly was worth that and more to him,
whereupon he opened his pocketbook and peeled from a fat roll a one-
hundred-dollar bill and handed it to me. So much money in one bill
looked like a fortune. I was abundantly satisfied, and murmured my
thanks.

The pampered son was graduated, the fond father from the ‘“nut-

meg’’ state had made his bargain with the inexperienced doctor and
paid his bill.
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I1

It was during this year that I became a silent listener among the half
dozen or dozen members who attended the regular meetings of the
Chicago Medical Society. Though it had been established in 1836, and
was then (as it is now) the official medical organization of Cook County,
it had a mighty struggle. But there was one faithful attendant who sat
in the front row, Dr. Gerhard C. Paoli, who was always ready to discuss
every paper, and who had the ability to impress his broad knowledge
upon the younger doctors. He was the ““Nestor” of the society, and
commanded the respect of the few older men who at infrequent inter-
vals scatteringly attended these meetings.

111

With my limited experience, I was realizing that the most successful
practitioners of medicine were those who gained the confidence and co-
operation of their patients. This presupposed a personal interest in the
patient’s condition, painstaking discussion of the diagnosis arrived at,
and of the treatment considered necessary.

The true practitioner must not be too disinterested, too mechanical
nor too academic, and he must have a soul. I was always more deeply
interested in my patients and their condition than in anything else,
and I endeavored to make the task before me a real game with com-
petitive aims.

It was a gratification to find that the people, including the servants
and waitresses at “the Lords’ "’ were looking upon the young doctor as
their friend. Each day one or more of them came to my office to tell me
of their backaches and their headaches. My discussions with the group
of women who appeared at luncheon tended to promote friendships
and unearth new patients.

One night I rushed to the boarding house in response to an emergency
call. The head waitress was writhing with severe abdominal pains,
which she explained were a more or less regular occurrence. I gave her
a hypodermic of morphine (the coal-tar products of this day had not
yet been discovered) and asked one of the maids to prepare a large
““one to six”” mustard plaster.

This fat poultice was placed between protecting cloths and applied
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with care. I did not want to abandon my distressed patient in the
dead of night, so I pressed my hand over the poultice and proceeded to
doze off to sleep. Every few minutes I roused myself and asked her if it
burned too much. *“No, it doesn’t burn at all, but it makes me feel
much easier.” (The morphine was doing its work.) However, the mus-
tard plaster with the warm, manly hand continued to supplement the
sedative action of the drug. As the pain subsided, I excused myself—
to the accompaniment of profuse thanks from a grateful patient and a
staunch friend, and returned to my downy bed at my office.

As I entered the dining room the following morning, with the air of a
hero who was not averse to rendering service to a servant, there was a
general titter of voices among the female contingent. It did not savor
of applause, but distinctly of derision; and unquestionably it was
directed toward me. The head waitress, my patient, looked pale and
distressed.

She followed me out of the dining room to tell me that the careless
maid, our assistant of the night before, had used a Dalmatian insect
powder for the poultice instead of mustard, and that she had “blabbed

it to the old hens, the boarders.” I was glad that I had left the dining
room.

IV

However, in my humiliation I found food for thought. How had the
mistake occurred, and might it not occur again? Where was the insect
powder kept, and did this same waitress prepare the mustard that was
served at our table? An investigation was in order.

At the luncheon hour, the table through the center of the dining room
was filled with the charming women guests who, like friendly vultures,
were ready to alight on the one lone man who was usually favored by
their pleasant companionship at the noonday meal.

The brave man was greeted with joyful applause as he took his seat
at the center of the long table, flanked to left and right and opposite
by the young and old females of the Lords’ hostelry.

“Doctor, tell us all about your midnight visit.”

“Ladies, I am not supposed to discuss the secrets or even the ordi-
nary occurrences of the sick room with the general public.”

At this point Miss Emily Lord came gleefully forward and told the
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story of the substitution. This released me from any responsibility of
protecting the household from the dire consequences.

[ asked the head waitress to pass me the mustard. I dipped out a
small portion on a spoon, cautiously tasted it, and exclaimed,* Why, I
asked for mustard. I am quite sure that this is not pure mustard, it is
too weak’’; and to one of my exultant neighbors, “ Taste it.”

I pushed back my chair and went to the kitchen. “Show me where
you keep your supply of mustard.” The waitress pointed to a large
cupboard, filled with miscellaneous bottles, among them one labeled
“Dalmatian Insect Powder” and near by another labeled ““Colman’s
Mustard.” I took both bottles (it was, I know, a ruthless and unfor-
givable act) back into the dining room and handed them to Miss
Emily. She took them without a word and disappeared. The next
day the mustard pots in the dining room contained fresh mustard.
Unfortunately, as history records, all substitutions of drugs have not
proved harmless jokes.

Vv

Circumstances had led me to abandon ophthalmeclogy as a specialty,
and in my spare time I read the current journals dealing especially with
gynecology and obstetrics. Due to Byford, Emmett, Sims, Battey, and
others, obstetrics and gynecology were more distinctly separate special-
ties in the early eighties than at any time before or since. During the
succeeding twenty years gynecology became the paramount specialty,
and included all pelvic and abdominal surgery.

In the dispensary, where I was brought into closest touch with
gynecological work, I had opportunity to perform a number of minor
operations on patients who could not gain entrance to the free wards
of Mercy Hospital. Though this service carried no remuneration, I en-
thusiastically embraced it. If the operation was to be performed at the
patient’s home, it was customary to convert the kitchen or sitting room
of the little cottage into an operating room, using the kitchen table as
the operating table, the wash boiler on the kitchen stove as a sterilizer,
and the cooking utensils as receptacles for instruments, sponges, etc.

Sunday mornings were frequently selected for these important
functions, and my neighbor doctors—Potter, Bishop, McArthur, and
Coey—gladly volunteered as assistants, anesthetists, orderlies, and
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operating room nurses. In those good old days surgeons developed and
were not made to order as in more recent times. One learned his surgery
by seeking out emergency cases—those in which the diagnosis was self-
evident and which did not call for superior judgment. Surgical cases
were not a matter of selection. When the obscure diagnosis was thrust
upon the practitioner, he either declined the responsibility or he had to
accept it; and then he had to nerve himself to tackle the case.

There were very few transcendent surgeons whose operations one
could witness. The Emmetts, the Byfords, the Sims, and the Batteys
were limited in number. They wrote books and papers, illustrated their
articles by drawings, and clearly described their technique; or they re-
viewed the cases and indicated those in which operation was advisable.
Those of us who were interested in gynecological surgery literally
learned it by operating on our patients; and only a few of the group
perfected a technique and became skilled in this specialty.

VI

A young man from Wisconsin who had graduated from the Chicago
Medical College in 1881 and served his interneship in Cook County
Hospital—his name was Frank Billings—was either ambitious to be-
come a surgeon or had one of these emergency cases thrust upon him;
at any rate he planned an operating function for a Sunday morning.

The consultants, anesthetists, assistants, spectators, and hangers-on
were carefully selected. I believe a young man by the name of Lewis L.
McArthur was the first assistant, and I was chosen as anesthetist.
Among the spectators was one captain of industry—C.K.G. Billings, a
cousin of the operator. We all repaired to the scene of operation, a
hovel in the Ghetto district, on Maxwell Street near Halsted, where
the patient lay in his misery. His large, glassy eyes peered at us as his
cadaverous body was uncovered, revealing a swollen knee. The
diagnosis was ‘‘tuberculosis of the knee joint,” and his leg was to be
amputated.

The operation was skillfully conducted, and the anesthetic, needless
to say, was scientifically administered. No surgical spectacle is more
impressive than the amputation of a leg, and this performance was no
exception to the rule. The spectators were duly impressed, especially
the captain of industry who was filled with pride and exultation at the
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skill (and especially the nerve) of his young cousin. The rest of us,
with our broad experience of a year or two, nonchalantly treated it
as an every-day occurrence, and as a feat that might entitle the oper-
ator to become an eminent surgeon.

“Now,"” said Mr. C. K. G. Billings, “you must all be my guests at
luncheon and dinner, and we will go to a show.”

In some west side restaurant we were abundantly provided by our
generous host with food and beverages, delicious smokes, and the high-
class badinage of the period.

Then our host announced, “A brilliant young actress is singing in
one of the Gilbert and Sullivan operas at the Academy of Music, which
is close by. Shall we see it?”

There was joyous enthusiasm among the other guests, but the
anesthetist of the great drama of that eventful day, though he yearned
for the pleasure that the performance promised, realized that it was
definitely against the teachings of the time. So he murmured something
to the effect that he feared he would “have to leave” and that he had
“an engagement.” The persuasive powers of the host, however, were
too much for the puritan weakling, and it was decided that the group
should hang together.

All who are familiar with the brilliant music of the Gilbert-Sullivan
operatic gems can appreciate my unbounded joy. I might be risking
my chance to play on a harp, and to sing an angelic song, but I was
willing to throw in my lot with the prima donna, not only on earth but
for all eternity.

On our way to the South Side, after a midnight supper, we stopped
in to see our Ghetto patient. He was still alive and our youthful hearts
were glad. Mr. C. K. G. Billings, in fact the whole Billings family, had
done a great day’s work.
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1883. LIFE’S GREAT EVENTS

I. “Jim,” *“Nick,” and “Hank.” II. Stepping. III. More
Serious Business. IV. Affluence and Organization. V. “The
Chicago South-Side Medico-Social Society” (Later “The Chicago
Medical Club”). VI. Something Happens! VII. Microscopical
Observation. VIII. Sublimity, Despair, and Sublimity. IX. Ec-
static Transition. X. *“Yes, Miss Hollister Is at Home.” XI. A
World of Literature. XII. A Conspiracy. XIII. Work with
Renewed Ambition. XIV. The First Abdominal Operation.
XV. The Fatal Result.

I

As 1 was on my dignity at the beginning of my life at “the Lords’”
boarding house I was much perturbed by the banter of the several
young men who were living there. Every time I entered or left the
dining room, they good naturedly called to me, “Hank, how are your
Prairie Avenue patients?”’ or, ““Have you cut up any stiffs lately?” or,
“Why don’t you patent that famous mustard plaster?”

But as the days went on real friendships developed. James Chap-
man, assistant note teller at the First National Bank—* Jim” we called
him, shared a room with the young lumberman, Charles Nicola—
“Nick.” One Sunday Nick and I went with Jim to Plymouth Church,
which we occasionally attended, and where we heard the famous
missionary, Rev. Dr. Henry Martyn Scudder. After the service we
were introduced by Jim to several young ladies—Ada Boyden, whom
Nick had known years before in Cleveland, Helen Farwell, and several
others. Jim, as secretary of the Plymouth Sunday School, had been
making some choice girl acquaintances, and it did not take us long to
guess that of the bevy of young women Miss Farwell was his prime
favorite.

He then took us to the chairman of the pew committee and said he
121
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thought we ought to have sittings. As the result of good salesmanship,
Jim, Nick, and I secured three sittings in a very desirable location of
the church. This proved a very advantageous move, as the church,
under Dr. Scudder, was most popular, and pews were at a premium.
We became regular attendants. Much pressure was brought to bear
upon us to join a Sunday School class, but we were not particularly
intrigued.

Nick was deeply interested in the beautiful Miss Boyden, and it soon
became so serious that even we, his intimate friends, dared not * josh”
him about it.

There were dozens of pretty girls all about us, and my friends were
more or less ardently attached, but I seemed to be left out in the cold.

II

About this time it occurred to me that some of the accomplishments
of polite society might become an asset to the young doctor. Bour-
niques’ Dancing Academy, then on 24th Street and later on 23rd, was
considered the proper place to perfect oneself in the terpsichorean art.
Although T was a trifle older than most of the pupils, I was accepted
with a new group by Mr. and Mrs. Bournique. But not for the world
should my friends know about it!

Dancing proved a decidedly recreative sport. My whole life had been
spent in active outdoor exercise, and my health and spirits were best
when I was engaged in some physical activity. My habits for several
years had been more or less sedentary, and at times I became restless
and “stale.” But the days following my nights at these dances found
me with all of my old keenness for doing things, and this, supplemented
by long walks in the open, kept me reasonably fit.

There was the usual day of reckoning. Some young lady of the danc-
ing class reported to one of my friends that his friend, the doctor, was
attending Bourniques’, and I was severely “ragged” for some time.

11

Three times a week I traveled the length of the city,ten miles in each
direction, in the old horse-drawn street cars that were without heat or
ventilation, to attend the neurological service at 5t. Joseph’s Hospital.
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I was interested in Dr. Brower’s work, as it opened a new line of
thought. In a primitive way we tried to put into effect the teachings of
Weir Mitchell, who had but recently introduced the treatment of
nervous diseases by means of his famous and much lauded *rest cure,”
supplemented by feeding, massage, and electricity—now known as
physical therapy. As only a few individuals were qualified to perform
massage, and as English literature on the subject was extremely
limited, with unabated zeal I decided that it was my duty to supply the
deficiency.

Our libraries were not equipped for extensive medical research.
Perusal of various encyclopedias and systems of medicine revealed a
basis of fundamentals, an outline of the movements in massage, and a
French vocabulary that described the movements. Then followed pro-
longed quizzes and observations of our few Swedish masseurs and
masseuses to bring the laborious work to the point of acceptability.
The finished literary effort was submitted to the Chicago Medical
Journal & Examiner and to my great joy and pride it was accepted for
publication,* and reprinted in pamphlet form. It exploited the proud
author in the following terms: ““Massage—Its Application.”

Prof. Brower had reviewed the manuscript several months before,
praised the authorship, and asked me to prepare a report of an interest-
ing case of brain tumor that had been cared for under our efficient de-
partment. (The patient succu mbed.) The article was published in the
Chicago Medical Journal & Examiner under the title: ™ Case of Epilep-
tiform Convulsion and Paralysis Due to Syphilitic Tumor of the Cortex
in Motor Area,”’t by Franklin H. Martin and D. R. Brower.

IV

Affluence and organization may be relatively small matters, but in
the life of the busy young doctor they were important. Potter always
inferred that McArthur, DeLaskie Miller, Bishop, Randolph, and
I—the group at 22nd and Wabash—were, as he put it, in ““‘Prosperity
Hall,” and he wanted to get into the swim; so I took him into my office.
This necessitated our taking a room at the Lords’ for living quarters.

*1883, xlvii, 26-34.
11883, xlvi. 21-28.
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Thus Potter became one of us at this desirable abode and he soon was a
great favorite.

My acquaintance was broadening. John Field, his mother and sister;
Mr. and Mrs. Alexander Lewis and their young son Harry; Mr. and
Mrs. David Moore and their son; Prof. and Mrs. Samuel Leland with
their infant son; and many others were my close friends, and not only
accepted me as their family doctor, but sent many of their influential
friends to me. During the evening hours I looked after the health of a
group of men engaged as managers and laborers at a near-by industry,
and also the members of their families. It was an interesting experience
and not at all undesirable from a financial standpoint. Almost every
week I cared for one or two confinement cases in these families of
moderate means.

v
One day Dr. Edmund J. Doering, who was practicing on Indiana
Avenue, came to my office and suggested that we organize a medical
club for the mutual benefit of the group of young men in the neighbor-
hood. It was to be an exclusive, de luxe affair; and should “include only
those approved by our charter members.”” The matter had been dis-
cussed with only one other prospective member—Dr. Henry T. By-
ford. I was for it, and asked that Potter be included. It was forthwith
organized as “The Chicago South-Side Medico-Social Society”

“on the second day of May, 1883, for the promotion of good fellowship,
harmony and union among its members; for the advancement of medical
science, and for the maintenance of a high professional standard. The Con-
stitution and By-laws . . . were unanimously adopted and subscribed to by
all the charter members, as follows:

E. Wyllys Andrews

C. C. Beery

Henry T. Byford, First Vice-President

Edmund J. Doering, President

Frank S. Johnson

Franklin H. Martin

Lorenzo T. Potter, Secretary and Treasurer

D. A. K. Steele, Second Vice-President.

“The names of readers of papers at the Club meetings were settled by
ballot. Dr. Martin was directed to read his first paper ‘Sterility in Women,’
in August, 1883....”
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Other members of the Club, admitted in subsequent years, were:

Charles W. Purdy (1883)  Junius C. Hoag (1887)
Frank Billings (1884)  James Burry (1888)
Lewis L. McArthur (1884)  Otto L. Schmidt (18go)
Rufus W. Bishop (1884)  Archibald Church (18g1)
Frank T. Andrews (1884)  John Ridlon (1893)
Joseph Matteson (1885)  Arthur Dean Bevan (1804)
R. N. Randolph (1886) Harry B. Favill (1897)
Frank Cary (1887)  James B. Herrick (1goo)

The early sessions were held at the Southern Hotel, 22nd Street and
Wabash Avenue. For twenty years we adhered to the following specific
rules of conduct and of procedure, prescribed by our leader, Doering:
Dinner at 7 o’clock sharp; formal dress and white tie (dinner coats were
not yet in vogue and many of us had to purchase dress suits to meet
this requirement); after dinner a scientific paper on some medical or
surgical subject was presented by a selected member, and every other
member was required to discuss the paper for at least five minutes, and
without notes; parliamentary rules were insisted upon.

We took ourselves very seriously. The drilling to most of us, who at
that time were not accustomed to public speaking, was of inestimable
advantage. The first contributions to medical literature by the charter
members were laboriously prepared, and presented before this Society.
The material compared most favorably with papers that were being
given before local societies of organized medicine. Therefore our leader,
by “unanimous consent,” would inform the proper authorities of
these societies that: “So-and-So, a brilliant young man, has pre-
pared a paper of unusual interest and should be invited to present it
at one of your meetings”; and the suggestion was usually carried out.
When the “brilliant young man” appeared before the Chicago Medi-
cal, the Chicago Gynecological, or the Illinois State Medical Societies,
and later the Chicago Surgical Society, to read his paper, our chief,
Doering, ordered a half dozen or more of our exclusive group to be on
hand to discuss the essay, and with enthusiasm.

We were an iron-bound, enigmatic group, and for over thirty years
our secret was maintained inviolate, and the societies we attended
were unaware of our unification. Our well-prepared papers, and the
carefully worked out discussions, however, became a matter of com-
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ment and congratulation, and our individual orators and their as-
soclates were urged to accept membership in the different societies.
Apparently we had started something that was advantageous because
of its wholesome self-discipline, and its effect on organized medicine
of our community.

VI

There was to be an amateur play at the little hall on the South Side.
It was a private affair, given by a club, a select group of young people
residing in the vicinity. I was an outsider, but Miss Helen Farwell had
invited me to attend the performance. We were accompanied by Jim
Chapman.

The production, while ordinary, was full of rollicking fun. Soon,
however, I discovered at least one histrionic star in the cast—a young
girl in the rdle of a parlor maid. She was ever present and seemingly
unaware that she was making a hit. A serious moment arrived when
at the height of the play the hero seized her, presumably to bestow
the usual stage kiss that had been well rehearsed, but instead im-
parted the real article upon her saucy lips. Quicker than a flash (not
as rehearsed), apparently in a rage she gave the daring hero a smacking
slap, and fled from the scene. The audience clapped and laughed and
cheered, to the discomfiture of the hero who was left in a quandary
in the middle of the stage. The cheering subsided, for unquestionably
an encore would not be forthcoming.

I could not disguise my enthusiasm for the little nonconformist,
and asked my hostess, “Who is she?”

She answered, “Why, don’t you know her? She is Belle Hollister,
Dr. Hollister’s daughter, who has just returned from school. You
should meet her.” With enthusiastic inward acquiescence, and de-
termination that the last statement must become a reality in the not
distant future, I silently agreed.

VII

It was nothing more nor less than a reception at the Calumet Club,
given by lay citizens to the State Microscopical Society, composed
of individuals who make little things big. There were interesting ex-
hibits portraying the marvels of the microscopical world of the early
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eighties, as, for instance, the multitude of “dragons” that subsisted
on a piece of fig.

When they were satiated with microscopical wonders, the men,
women, and near scientists sought more pleasurable entertainment
in the big ballroom. As I wandered around, Dr. E. Wyllys Andrews
took my arm, and in his usual drawling way said, “I want to introduce
you to a girl,” and before I realized what was happening I was being
presented to the parlor maid of the amateur play. I turned, but
Wyllys had disappeared. Somewhat overcome by this sudden good
fortune, I was thinking, “What shall I do?” when my new-found
acquaintance suggested, with an amused expression, that we might
dance.

So this was the little girl, with a pigtail hanging down her back, that
I had seen coming and going with my professor of pathology, Dr.
Hollister, three or four years before when I was a medical student!

Our dance was not a success. We did not fit. Our feet disastrously
failed to coordinate. Regretfully, I thought the maid was laughing
at my clumsiness and suggested that we walk. This proposal was ap-
parently welcomed, and we wandered to the large library on the second
floor, and ensconced ourselves in a little bay window. My companion
was engaging. My interest rapidly developed into profound admira-
tion. Whatever subject was discussed aroused positive disagreement
—an unusual contest of wit and of controversy.

Presently the strains of music could be heard. My companion said,
“Oh, I must go. I have promised this dance,” to which I replied, * Let
him find you,” and we talked on—time forgotten. Later, through the
curtains of the doorway leading to the library I saw my respected
professor of pathology enter the room, make a quick survey as though
seeking someone, and disappear.

My companion sprang up and said, ““There is Papa looking for me.
It must be late,” and it was. We went at once to the reception room,
where we greeted the father and mother, who evidently had been
somewhat impatiently waiting to go home.

My respected professor was not over cordial, and his wife was rather
reserved, I imagined, when I was presented by the daughter with,
“Mama, this is Dr. Martin.”

The scene was not prolonged. The young lady waved to me with a
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roguish gesture as she entered the carriage, and the door was closed
by her father with what seemed to me unwarranted force.

During our social intercourse, which had evidently seemed long to
the parents but all too short for me, I had made manifest to my com-
panion my ardent desire to call upon her and continue our acquaint-
ance. This had elicited the information that the family was starting
the next day upon a long trip to the Yellowstone Park, as the guests of
Mr. Rufus Hatch, an influential official of the Northern Pacific Rail-
road and the President of the Yellowstone Improvement Company,
and she did not know when they would return.

Was this interview, so auspiciously begun, to be so unsatisfactorily
terminated? I must not be left in uncertainty, so 1 said, “I suppose
you will return some time, and then may I come to see you?”

“Well,” she replied, “it would not be polite to turn you out.” And
this was the only crumb of encouragement that I was able to extract
from the tantalizing maiden.

VIII

The young doctor had been stirred to the depths as never before.
He considered and pondered and was left with a feeling of despair.
He was not entirely without experience. That he admired attractive
women and was susceptible to their charms, he could but admit. He
had suspected that his heart had been well nigh captured, if not ir-
retrievably so, on countless occasions, but this time it was different;
it was absolute. Within twenty-four hours he realized that he was
hopelessly in love.

He found himself an impecunious doctor on the threshold of a pro-
fession that at best could never bring affluence; he was without social
or financial position or influence, and had no background of culture,
of personal charm, or of family prestige; a middle-aged man of twenty-
six desperately in love with a brilliant girl of eighteen, a young woman
who had been surrounded with comfort as the only child of a most
respected teacher who had won an international reputation in his pro-
fession, a citizen known and respected in church and society; a man
of great eloquence and literary ability, a practitioner who was univer-
sally loved and respected, a man who had access to everything that
was desirable, a father strong and inflexible in character.
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All of this at a time when the object of my thoughts was flying over
the western prairies in Mr. Hatch’s palatial train surrounded by all
of the intimacies and attractions of such an outing. It was intolerable!
I had been admitted to a short hour of happy intimacy, and then
probably forgotten. Why think about it at all, why be a fool? Go back
to my work and forget it!

But that was easier said than done. T couldn’t forget. I didn’t want
to forget. I wouldn’t forget. At least, I had a right to remember. Then
when this depth of despair had been plumbed something in me re-
belled and, “I must win!” It was a hectic summer, with a delicious
background of dreams.

I had no definite way of knowing when the maid would return,
but in the back of my mind I was counting the days. I carefully
watched the press notices.

In desperation, I telephoned to the home to which she was returning
— some time. “Yes, this is Dr. Hollister’s house. No, he is not at home;
he will be away a long time,” said a faithful maid.

I attended Plymouth Church each Sunday, early and late. But my
quest was unrewarded.

Then one day definite news filtered through to me. The wanderers
were returning. Again I ventured to telephone.

“Yes, this is Miss Hollister.” Blessed voice!

“T am Doctor Martin. I want to come down and call on you some
evening. May I, and when?” I was so anxious, and I got it all in;
and T am sure there was an impelling tone in my voice.

“Yes, of course. How about Friday evening? I have a young friend
from the East with me whom I should like to have you meet.”

There was no hesitation in my reply. “Delighted!”

Tt was done. The thing that I dreaded and feared to do, lest my
request be denied, was accomplished. I would be received, and 1 was
not forgotten. I was crazed with joy and beside myself with anticipa-
tion; and the immediate exultation left no room for doubt of outcome.

IX

How easy it was to work now! Everything I attempted was backed
by an impelling inspiration. My dispensary work, my students, and
my few but faithful patients must have noticed a change in my at-
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titude. The group at the Lords’ boarding house, the Lewises and the
Moores and especially the boys—Potter, Jim, Nick, Adonis Bowles,
must have thought that I was in a state of ecstatic transition. I soared
in a veritable paradise during those few days.

The contrast with my mood of the preceding months was noticed.
“The Doctor must have a new patient,” came from some. “Hank is
a bigger d fool than ever,” came from the scalawags, the “lusty
four” who loved to puncture my dignity. And some of the maiden
ladies, whom I delighted to hector at luncheon, even suggested that
“The dear boy is in love.”

We were literally one big family in that boarding house, and no
one escaped gossip—the blessed privilege of such a place. And, after
all, “the Doctor” had been there for two years, and he was “the
. Dactor,” and at that particular time something had happened to him
and joy was all about.

X

I got off the street car; I was on my way down University Place;
at the end of the street was the Hollister home with its polished
columns, and the welcoming lights in the entrance; I was approaching
the dignified residence, with its flower garden and its stables, and my
old timidity was attempting to hold itself within bounds. What a
nice neighborhood it was, the lake only two blocks away, a monu-
mental building—the Chicago University—only across the street. I
walked up the steps, and rang the bell. A piano was playing, and there
were voices and laughter.

A maid appeared. “Yes, Miss Hollister is at home.” I was actually
in the hall; I was cordially greeted by Miss Hollister. “Drop your
hat and coat and come in and meet my friends.”

““Miss Looney, may I present Dr. Martin; Miss Fuller, Dr. Martin;
Mr. Wheelock, Dr. Martin; Mr. Lawrence, Dr. Martin.”

Miss Looney, a very pretty girl, was at the piano, and over her
hovered Mr. Wheelock, called “Harry,” a handsome young man
with large brown eyes and a nice mustache, who seemed very much
at home. Dainty Miss Fuller was entertaining Mr. Lawrence.

“You must help us. We are trving to work out some music. Of course
you sing, or possibly you play.”
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The pretty thing continued at the piano, thumping the keys, and
there was no one to listen to my protest or even to answer.
“Oh, Gene, sing.” So Gene sang

* Just a little bit of string
Such a tiny little thing
Tied as tightly as a string could be.
Help him put his slippers on
And be sure his boots are gone
Then you've got him on the string you see!”

It was a rollicking little song with a catchy accompaniment which
made one long to fall on one’s knees and be tied by the silken cord of
the performers.

We had to hear the wonders of the marvelous trip; the descriptions
of some of the English boys who had brought their bath tubs; the
cowboys; the bears in the wilderness, helping themselves to the half-
cooked breakfast; getting lost with somebody called ““Arnold”; the
thirst that was desperate; the near sunstroke, the rescue by a guide, a
sip of water and Jamaica ginger from Mama's medicine bag, as too
much cold water was dangerous; and the final exchange from pony
to wagon for the rest of that day’s trip.

Harry had to tell what he had been doing. Gene had to sing for me
just once more ‘ Just a little piece of string.” Of course I had been
very busy attending to my professional duties “sawing off legs and
robbing graveyards.”

Harry asked, ““Belle, of course you are going to the ball.”

Belle was noncommittal; and, more anxious than Harry, was an-
other to know not only about the party, but where it was, and other
things that he felt it might be a little premature to investigate too
persistently.

Finally there was a stir in the entrance hall and ““Papa and Mama”
passed on through into the back sitting room. Mrs. Hollister, as she
passed, smilingly spoke to “Grace,” “Harry,” and “Gene.” I was
curious.

After a little, when Father and Mother were making themselves
comfortable in the rear sitting room adjoining, the daughter called
out, “Papa, you remember Dr. Martin?”

My honored professor came in and shook hands with me and called
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me “Doctor” and his refined and attractive wife also pleasantly ac-
knowledged the introduction.

After a delightful little repast in which we informally raided the
kitchen, the ice box, and the large dairy in the cellar where we ruth-
lessly drank milk and cream, ate chocolate cake, and then playved
like children, Harry and I walked to the car together. I was elated,
although I did not have a private word with my lady; but some way
I felt sure that I might be considered in some degree worth while as
onc of the “also rans” in her flock of lambs.

I managed, during the succeeding weeks, to have an occasional word
with the young lady after church, and once at a ball where I proved a
better dancing partner than I had on the first occasion. Once or twice
I walked with her, as she preferred walking from church on fine days
to riding in the family carriage. I was encouraged to believe that my
companionship was not entirely unacceptable. Each stimulated the
other, and our discourses were rather more nearly sparring matches
than nice, conventional, social conversations. She was the ladies’
maid of the amateur performance rather than the “good little girl”
that I had pictured—the society débutante. Meanwhile I fell more
and more hopelessly in love, but I had no language and no courage
that enabled me to make my feelings known. I suspect that she might
have sensed it by the language of my eyes, but there was never a sign
of encouragement in response,

One day I ventured to send her a note. It was not answered in kind,
but at our next interview she acknowledged it. I invited her to one of
the society balls that her set attended. She had already accepted an
invitation, but she might squeeze in a dance if she were present and
sufficiently urged before it was too late. A reproach for not having
extended my invitation earlier was my interpretation of this subtle
little fling.

I called several times and was welcome. When I paid my respects
on New Year’s Day, I met a bevy of young women and men known
as the “Tea Set”—a picnic club, and I recognized that they were
sizing me up as an outsider. There was a brotherly-sisterly intimacy
and comradeship that I felt I could never share. However, it was
gratifying to be received cordially by the one who to me was most
worth while.
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X1

The young lady visited in the East after the holidays. At any rate,
several favorite young men who were omnipresent at the few meetings
and gatherings that we both attended were deprived of her immediate
companionship! It was incomprehensible how any of them had let
her escape.

During the few weeks of the eastern visit, my work again received
attention. I did find time to write a few letters to the East, which re-
ceived brief acknowledgment and scant summaries of gay times, late
nights, and many friends; not altogether encouraging.

On her return I redoubled my attentions. We had many walks from
church and mission, and these functions, a Godsend to the forlorn
lover, seemed not wholly unwelcome to the lady. I was a guest at one
or more teas and dinners at the family home, and she was my com-
panion at a few theater téfe-d-tétes. On one of these occasions, when
I asked her to attend a theater with me, I was definitely called down. *

“Yes, I will go with you on one condition, and that is that you
take me on the street cars.” (I had been calling for her in a coupé,
drawn by a beautiful span of white horses.)

I protested, but she had made her decision.

“I don’t believe that a young doctor or any other young man has
a right to indulge in reckless extravagance when his income from his
business or profession can’t possibly warrant it. I don’t approve of
young men who idly cool their heels and let their fathers foot the
bills.”” This was reassuring, as it was a protest against my thriftlessness:
but I did resent the insinuation that I was recklessly spending a rich
father’s contribution toward my support. So except on unusual occa-
sions the white horses and cozy carriage remained in the livery stable.

This should have been an encouraging indication that my quest
was progressing, but I concluded that she did not wish to place herself
under too great obligations to me. Wasn’t it remarkable, I thought,
that a young girl who had possessed every comfort in the world since
her birth should think of the expense of carriages and luxuries that
were provided for her own pleasure? She was even more wonderful
than I had dreamed.

These experiences strengthened a most interesting comradeship.
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Sometimes it actually seemed that she was sympathetic to my senti-
mental expressions, which were not always too subtle in my desire
to just take her  whether or no.” She was an intellectual treat to my
starving soul! Her merry wit and fun, her spontaneous laughter at
some of my foolish and strange breaks, her enjoyment of life, her
genuine love of the theater and entertainments, and her appreciation
of the best of everything, filled me with a new joy. The realization of
her worth was making me a better, a stronger, and a different man.
It could not be terminated, and I was more and more determined
that it should not be.

Almost imperceptibly, with ups and downs of encouragement, I
had reason to be hopeful. The Theodore Thomas symphony concerts
at the Exposition Building were occasions for outings together, and
in the summer evenings long walks after the performance along Michi-
gan Avenue, then the street-car ride, and real bread and milk and
chocolate cake to conclude a marvelous evening. It was a new world.
Then there were serious conversations about music and books, and
here I was in deep water and had great difficulty in sustaining my part,
because of my dense ignorance. At first I imagined that my short-
comings were not discovered, and later 1 suspected that I was being
subtly educated.

“How do you like Carlyle?”

“Which Carlyler”

“Why Thomas Carlyle, of course.”

“Why he must be all right if he is a friend of yours.”

“Don’t be foolish.” And away she rushed and brought back a
pocket edition of “Sartor Resartus.” “Have you read this? If not,
take it home with you.”

What a relief. It was a book. Why, Tom must be an author. T medi-
tated as I turned the pages and remarked, “Thanks, I have not read
this one.”

A week later I called again. Not having read the book, I placed it
in my pocket, and on the way down to the house peeped inside. I
was fascinated.

“How did you like it?"”

“T have not quite finished it. If you don’t mind, T’ll bring it later.
It’s rather interesting.”
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As I was leaving she discovered the book sticking out of my pocket,
guessed the truth, and accused me. But I imagined she was pleased.

Another world was opened up to me, and for many months we en-
Joyed it together. She was becoming my teacher in English literature;
but why?

XII

Beautiful Ada Boyden was irresistibly pursued by Charles Nicola
and they were happily married. Later James Chapman became my
room mate. He and Helen Farwell, in whom he was deeply interested,
were pleased with the interest that was developing between Belle
Hollister and the Doctor. In the usual way the tidings were com-
municated to our intimates at “the Lords’” and to our friends, the
Nicolas, and surreptitiously a conspiracy developed in the little
community.

First there was to be a meeting at the National League Baseball
Park on the Fourth of July, and each man was to bring “his girl.”
The Lewises and the Moores of our household invited Jim Chapman,
Miss Farwell, Miss Hollister, and me to tea after the game, and we
were all to go to the Nicolas' in the evening for fireworks. I was
dumfounded when the conspiracy dawned upon me—or was it just
a series of coincidences?

Anyway my young lady had accepted the invitation to the ball-
game, although it required some persuasion on her part to convince
Mama that it was proper to go to a public ball park on a holiday.
But Helen Farwell and Ada Nicola, both exemplary Plymouth Church
girls, were to be of the party; and this was the redeeming factor.

It was an old-fashioned get-together—peanuts, popcorn, and candy,
and actual betting between the escorts, led by Nick. This betting,
with actual exchange of dollar bills, astonished and somewhat horrified
the carefully brought up girls.

The tea following the game was more dignified, and a charming
occasion. It seemed to me things were going rather fast. My young
lady, as I thought of her in my own mind, proved extremely popular.
Certainly all were charmed with her.

The evening at the Nicolas’, with fireworks viewed from secluded
nooks on protected piazzas, added romance to the occasion.
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We had been together one whole eventful day, with tried friends who
had lived with me, who knew me, and believed in me. My lady ob-
served me in the environment in which I was at ease. I was sure that
she was pleased with the friends who were of my own choosing, some
of them her own friends whom she had known since childhood. It
was a unique day, and she seemed to enjoy it.

The joyous day with our friends was coming to an end. The last
rocket had gone high, had broken into many highly colored jewels,
and darkness indicated that the party was over. Happy, carefree
laughter was mingled with the ““ Good-nights.”

Of course we two would walk home. Jim Chapman and Helen
Farwell went with us for two blocks, their happy faces and waving
hands bade us “Good-night,” and we were alone. I pressed her arm
closely to my side, and for a short time we walked on in silence. She
looked into my face and I was reassured. “We have some lovely
friends,” she said.

When we reached her home, like hungry children we tiptoed through
the silent house and as usual raided the dairy and the pantry success-
fully, which satisfied our hunger for physical food. We came back to
the drawing room. Here there was satisfaction complete, but there
was also expectancy in those midnight hours. I felt that I was loved.
As we were near together, in the scant light from the hall, the precious
moments of that night rapidly passed.

Of course I told her what was in my heart. I asked her to marry me.
She revealed to me a deep regard that I hoped was reciprocal love.
But she refused to say “Yes.” There must be time for reflection. There
were others who in all fairness must be consulted. I was definitely a re-
jected lover, but I could not and would not accept the rejection as final.

At length we parted, and in the cool summer night I walked and
walked, and strangely I was happy.

XIII

Stimulated by my gynecological work in the dispensary, I was
developing an ambition to perform the operations that were necessary
for the clinic patients, and those of my growing private practice.

The literature contained endless accounts of the illustrious work
of an Englishman, one Lawson Tait, who was opposed to Listerism.
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Tait was a bold controvertist and ruthless in his criticisms; but ac-
cording to his writings and to those who had visited him, his brilliant
results proved that a large percentage of his patients recovered from
abdominal operations.

He advocated a new theory—“asepticism,” and ridiculed the
carbolic acid spray. His technique was simple, “no folderol,” he as-
serted; simply a bag of washed sea sponges on a string which dangled
in front of him, and which no one touched but himself. He was ex-
tremely skilled and dexterous; his incisions were short, just large
enough to permit him to do his work, and his fingers, and his alone,
entered the abdominal cavity; no assistants touched the field of oper-
ation. He was a pioneer in operative gynecology, among the first to
reveal infected tubes and ovaries that were bound down with ad-
hesions which limited the functions of the surrounding organs and
caused pain, discomfort, infections, and invalidism. And as the result
of his pathological theories a new operative technique was established.

But what accounted for his success? Was ‘““asepticism” a sound
theory? Listerism destroyed germs by means of the spray. Had Tait
developed a technique whereby open wounds were kept free from
bacteria even though the surrounding atmosphere was not? Anyway,
Tait’s results were equal to Lister’s! and our developing science had
made us more or less immune from necromancy. Tait’s detractors
claimed he was resorting to subterfuge, and that in reality his success
depended upon a form of Listerism.

And here was I, longing to perform abdominal operations. By care-
ful examinations of certain patients, I could distinctly outline so-
called infected masses in the pelvis. The symptoms and history in
many of these cases seemed to correspond clearly to conditions de-
scribed by Tait. However, it was obvious that he was engaged in a
ruthless fight, and that Lister was remaining silent about Listerism,
which some of us had accepted as a life-saving theory. What was I
to do?

In my perplexity I did a lot of thinking. The gynecological litera-
ture occasionally showed evidence of independent support of Tait’s
methods. The authors of the articles insisted that Listerism was being
supplanted. Joseph Price, of Philadelphia, however, was uncompromis-
ing. He had watched Tait operate, and upon his return to Philadelphia,
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with his belligerent spirit, his subtle brain, and his technical skill, he
became the center of a coterie of brilliant minds—among them John
Montgomery Baldy, Howard Kelly, and others, all of whom ex-
pressed their opinions in no uncertain terms, pro and con. For several
years the transactions of the Philadelphia Obstetrical Society seemed
rather to treat of great battles than of orderly, scientific facts and
theories. Needless to say, the reports were read by all of us, as they
gave both sides of this momentous controversy in lurid style.

As time went on, Lawson Tait utilized the fundamentals of Lister’s
great discovery by keeping wounds germ free, not by cumbersome
paraphernalia or apparatus, but by simplification of the detail. Thus
quiet observers were being convinced that clean surgery presupposed
that everything that came in direct contact with the wound must be
absolutely germ free, and that the surrounding atmosphere was of
minor importance.

The bacteriologist then had his day. What about the hands of the
operator? If the surface of the skin must be temporarily germ free,
what about the deeper layers of the skin and the crevices beneath the
finger nails? The bacteriologist would investigate! Even after the hands
had been immersed in strong antiseptic solutions, an abundant har-
vest of bacteria was revealed in scrapings from the skin and secretions
from beneath the nails. Some method must be devised whereby these
criminal microbes could be soaked out of the operator’s hands before
they came into contact with a patient’s wounds. Howard Kelly ad-
vocated thorough scrubbing of the hands and finger nails in perman-
ganate of potash solution, followed by rinsing in oxalic acid solution.
The former germicide penetrated the deeper layers of the skin which
it discolored; and the oxalic acid solution removed the discoloration
and the destroyed germs. Through subsequent experiments, a definite
formula was developed by the bacteriologists.

But I am anticipating, for all of these things were merely in process
of development and had not then been proven. At first we considered
them rather nonessential. But who dared to ignore them?

XIV

In preparing myself for the first abdominal operation 1 was to per-
form, I decided to take no chances. I would observe all of Lister’s
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decrees, but simplify the process according to Tait. For several weeks
I spent my afternoons in the morgue of Cook County Hospital, by
courtesy of the pathologist, Dr. William T. Belfield,* and rehearsed
the contemplated operation upon cadavers.

The operating theater selected was a large west room of an apart-
ment in the Follansbee Block, directly opposite the Lords’ boarding
house. The room was carefully disinfected with sulphur fumigant,
and the walls and floor were scrubbed with carbolic solution. The
equipment was set in place, and the carbolic spray was used two days
in advance and during the operation to render the atmosphere germ
proof.

A practical nurse had been employed to prepare, under my personal
supervision, the fluids and the operating table, and to boil the silk
ligatures in wax, carbolic acid, etc., etc., according to a formula de-
vised by Lewis L. McArthur. The assistants were McArthur, Bishop,
and Potter, and-the onlookers included the coterie of doctors of the
Central Hall, and also our censor, Edmund J. Doering.

The little woman who was ready to risk her life had been informed
of the seriousness of the operation, and was anxiously aiding in all of
the preparations. Her abiding faith in her doctor was seriously star-
tling. Anyway, whatever happened, she said she would be free from
further suffering.

Sleepless nights were my lot, for at heart I appreciated the grave-
ness of the situation. Many times I was at the point of abandoning
the whole procedure. But how could I? Again I reviewed every detail
of the case. Was I satisfied with my diagnosis? There was no one
who had had much more experience than I, and the patient anxiously
demanded action.

As an alternative, what would be my future if, after all of the prep-
arations, I were to back out now? I was beset at times with a horrible
fear. Was I a coward? This was a bracing thought. “Have the courage
to do the thing you believe to be right but that you are afraid to do.”
It became my slogan—a sentiment that during all of my life has urged
me on to action, a few times (I hope) with success, and many times
(I am sure) to my detriment. So here in this first supreme test I must
attempt to do what I was afraid to do!

*Later Clinical Professor of Urology at Rush Medical College.
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Confidential revelations to one or two at the boarding house had
been fatal to secrecy and the news spread. The good ladies over-
whelmed the prospective victim, the patient, with flowers, which she
was allowed to look at through an opened door, as they were deposited
in the hall. The young surgeon was preoccupied, and the object of
sympathetic observation as he quietly came and went. It was a great
week in the house of “the Lords,” and for the time being the group
of young men did not banter the dignified ““Hank.”

The day and the hour arrived, and everything was set. The brave,
trustful woman was placed upon the improvised operating table; the
ether anesthetic was administered; the field of operation was thor-
oughly scrubbed with carbolic solution; on a near-by stand the instru-
ments, many of them new, were immersed in a five per cent carbolic
solution; every conceivable thing in the room was wrapped in car-
bolized sheets and towels; and the atmosphere was dripping in a fog
of carbolic solution from the spray. Every detail of the procedure
had been rehearsed by the operator with his assistants. The knife was
in the hand of the operator and poised above the field of operation.
The skin was incised by a hand almost paralyzed by the operator’s
trepidation. But the incision begun, the operator was no longer beset
with nervousness. The abdomen was quickly opened; a large, flat sea
sponge, removed from a warm two and one-half per cent carbolic
solution, was used to press back the intestines that were inclined to
block the procedure. (The Trendelenburg position, which in later
years gravitated these persistent intestines away from the wound,
had not yet been introduced.) The operator inserted two fingers, and
identified the uterus. Anxiously he explored to the right and to the
left to verify his diagnosis. Yes, there to the right was the mass that
had been palpated at the preliminary examinations. It was slightly
adherent, but fortunately not too much so. The fingers passed behind
the diseased ovary and tube, rapidly peeled them from the adhesions,
and with some difficulty brought the entire mass to the surface as the
assistant pressed back the edges of the wound to give easier egress.
Because of the careful preliminary supervision and preparation to
which the patient had been subjected, pressure from the intestines
was reduced to the minimum.

It was agreed that the thin pedicle attachment should be trans-
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fixed and carefully tied to the right with a McArthur waxed and
braided silk ligature, then to the left, and then the whole pedicle en-
circled for double security; and finally, in accordance with the custom
of Lister, the ligatures cut short. With “Ohs” and “Ahs” from the
Spectators, the mass was cut away from the pedicle, not too short but
with a safe button of the pedicle left beyond the ligature. Then with
some hesitation the pedicle was dropped and gently pushed back
into the abdomen.

“What about the other ovary?” someone ventured.

It was located by the operator and found to be enlarged to the
size of a hen’s egg. A “cystic ovary,” for the sac contained a bluish
fluid. Should I remove it? Of course menstruation would be termi-
nated, and also the painful monthly crises. But menstruation had been
painful, and the patient had already borne three children. Yes, this
diseased ovary should come out also.

There were no adhesions, and the second ovary was removed in
the same manner as the other and more severely infected one. The
wound was closed with through-and-through sutures of the braided
silk, and the surface of the abdomen was carefully sponged with a
five per cent carbolic solution. The complicated Lister dressings al-
ready described were applied over the wound.

The operation was over. There had been no hitch, and the on-
lookers extended their congratulations according to their varying
moods. I was in high spirits; glad that I had assumed the obligation.
Never again would I experience that terrible dread peculiar to the
novice. The ice had been broken, and according to the humble quali-
fications and requirements of that day, I could count myself a surgeon.

But what about the patient? She had been removed from the stage
with a slightly accelerated pulse, and was rapidly regaining con-
sciousness. In a half hour she was lavishing compliments upon her
““savior,” and her husband also was prodigal in his praise.

What about the knowing observers and helpers? McArthur: “The
operation was well done—if acute sepsis doesn’t supervene.”

Bishop, fresh from Berlin, abounding in German culture: “You
have done your duty; all right if she gets well.”

“Why shouldn’t she get well?”’ was my retort.

“Some mysterious thing sets in and they just die. ‘A septic condi-
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tion develops,” the wise ones say.” And “All the acquirements of
science have failed to forestall infection.”

“Why should sepsis occur?” I inquired.

The patient was quietly sleeping. My work was done, and I was
profoundly thankful. But now I must venture forth, the observed of
all the world, the victim of my distinction. Again I was afraid to
face it all. But that was nonsense. What about my determination to
do the thing that I was afraid to do? I left the building. Several females
were waiting on the high steps of the Lords’ and faces peered from the
windows, above and below. Evidently they had been watching, and
doubtless some of the good Christians among them had been praying.

It was too much. Just one glance, and I abruptly turned north and
sought the seclusion of my office; but later, with all the nonchalance
that I could muster, I faced the ordeal of the dining room.

This picture is not overdrawn; it could not be. Every surgeon of
the early eighties could duplicate this story with slightly varied de-
tails when he recalls that first laparotomy that he was called upon to
perform, with no previous experience and no long months of prepara-
tion as assistant to a master surgeon. We were pioneers, enmeshed in
the mysteries of new and befogging theories. We had no guides. There
were few master surgeons and those few operated at infrequent inter-
vals; and they, too, were befogged by conflicting theories.

XV

Watchful care and hourly visits were bestowed upon the patient.
She had a comparatively quiet night, but the following morning her
face was flushed, pulse slightly accelerated, and temperature one
degree above normal.

“Of course, there must be a slight reaction.”

That evening her temperature rose above 100°, her pulse was
faster, and she was restless. She announced to me that she felt she
would not recover. I reassured her. She sent the nurse from the room,
then drew an envelope from beneath her pillow and thrust it into my
hand. The inscription read, “To my Doctor. To be opened later.”
From its weight I realized that it contained gold pieces. T handed it
back to her and suggested that she give it to me after she recovered.

“This is not pay, just a present.” I pocketed the envelope reluc-
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tantly, but with a tug at my heart. It was not gold that I wanted to
see at that moment, but a normal pulse and temperature.

In the afternoon Bishop and McArthur visited the patient; pulse
120, temperature 102°.

The next morning her temperature was higher and her pulse
quickened; she was very restless. She had a bad afternoon, and her
symptoms were becoming more pronounced. Careful inspection of the
wound revealed no disturbance at that point. Obviously the case was
not one for drugs. Similar mysterious cases were being described in
German literature, and the seemingly predestined fatalities were at-
tributed to “acute sepsis.”

In spite of our painstaking precautions and technique, bacteria had
infested the susceptible peritoneal cavity. More forcibly than ever
before it was borne in upon us that sepsis developed in certain cases
and not in others because of insufficient caution in protecting the
operating field from bacteria, and not necessarily because of lack of
technical skill. There must be some fundamental principle that we
had not yet recognized.

In the early morning of the following day I lost the patient upon
whom I had performed my first laparotomy.

The intensive work, anxiety, and final failure left me in the depths
of despair. There was not even one ray of light to encourage and
comfort me. The silent interest of my many friends and their sorrow
over my failure were but an added anguish. There was little consolation
in the fact that I had done the best I knew. What was it that I did not
know?



10
1884. PROGRESSION

I. “Hope Springs Eternal.” TII. Chicago Gynecological Society.
ITI. Apostoli’s Treatment. IV. Experiments with Electrolysis.
V. Administering the Treatment. VI. A Literary Venture.
VII. Politics—A Diversion. VIII. The Republican Convention—
I Crash the Gates. IX. Eager to Share My Enthusiasm. X. The
Suitor Continues His Quest. XI. A Straw of Comfort. XII. The
Presidential Election. XIII. Progress in My Profession.

I

REGAILDLESS of hurdles, in youth “hope springs eternal.” No matter
how grievous the temporary load that crushes the spirits to earth,
there is resiliency that promptly reacts with momentum that promises
recompense. Occupation is a salve that heals all wounds, though scars
may remain.

IT

Prof. William H. Byford invited me to attend a meeting of the
Chicago Gynecological Society, which at that time met at the homes
of the members. I suspect it was arranged by Dr. Byford’s son, Henry,
one of the charter members of our promising medico-social club.

At the Byford residence on Indiana Avenue, I was introduced to
men whom I admired as leaders in obstetrics and gynecology—Doctors
A. Reeves Jackson, James H. Etheridge, H. Webster Jones, Charles
A. Earle, E. C. Dudley, E. W. Sawyer, Daniel T. Nelson, Henry P.
Merriman, and others.

There was a prolonged discussion, pro and con, of Listerism, and of
Marion Sims’ use of silver wire sutures and his spectacular results in
cases of vesicovaginal fistulas.

The discussion was stimulating, and T was interested particularly
in Prof. Byford’s description of his treatment of fibroid tumors, as I
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saw many of these distressing cases in the dispensary and in my
private practice. They were a real problem, as there was so little we
could do in the way of relief. The hope which the ergot treatment
gave to women thus afflicted caused great numbers of them to seck
relief.

This first meeting of the Chicago Gynecological Society which 1
was privileged to attend certainly proved to be an eventful occasion.

111

At about this time, there were occasional references in French litera-
ture to Georges Apostoli’s use of electricity in the treatment of fibroid
tumors of the uterus.

Looking for any clew that promised relief in these cases, I began a
systematic study of Apostoli’s methods, and was led immediately
into an investigation of electricity as it was then known: the static
machine with its great glass plates and the sparks it produced; the
galvanic current, a continuous current produced by piles and simple
batteries arranged in series; and the faradic current, an alternating
current of induced electricity, which stimulated the skin surfaces and
contracted muscles when applied to nerve centers. The dynamo was
only a curious plaything; and Edison’s electric incandescent light
was in the early stages of its development.

As I proceeded with my study, I obtained an understanding of
Ohm’s law, the relation of resistance to voltage, and the resulting
electric current or ampere strength. The increasing number of articles
pertaining to this new science spurred me on to a hasty crystallization
and systematization of my own knowledge into outline chapters,
which several years later formed the basis of a textbook, entitled
“Electricity in Gynecology” (18g0).

My investigation revealed that electricity, intelligently applied,
would check hemorrhage, especially in cases of tumors of the uterus
which expanded the interior membranous surface from which bleeding
occurred. As a large percentage of the cases I had observed were of
that character, it was manifest that great relief could be afforded if
hemorrhage could be controlled. Prof. Apostoli, the courteous French
author, was keen to answer my many personal inquiries, and sent me
copies of publications that dealt with his work, either complete or in
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abstract. Later he sent me an exhaustive treatise of hundreds of pages
which described in detail his technique, and reviewed many cases that
he had treated.

IV

The instrument houses could not supply the equipment with which
to carry on this new work. Dr. McIntosh, of the McIntosh Galvano-
Faradic Company, of Chicago, however, was keen to coiperate with
me, and we devised a milliamperemeter to enable us to utilize galvanic
current with precision.

At a meeting of the Chicago Medical Society,* to anticipate, I
reported on the Apostoli method, and exhibited with much pride the
new milliamperemeter, to which I referred as “the first instrument of
the kind produced in the United States to gauge minute currents of
electricity.” Dr. Hosmer Johnson, one of my old professors in internal
medicine, who to my surprise and pleasure had listened interestedly
to my amateur efforts, came forward and said that a year before he
had devised a milliamperemeter, more as a matter of experiment than
with any particular object in view. He complimented me on the re-
search I had conducted, its practical purpose, and the fine instrument
that had resulted.j

Dr. Apostoli used from 100 to 250 milliamperes in his work, a re-
quirement far greater than any compact battery could meet. Dr.
MclIntosh suggested that I would find an old-fashioned sal ammoniac
battery most efficient for my purpose, in view of the resistance to be
overcome because of our complicated electrodes. Accordingly, such a
battery was set up on two shelves of a cupboard in my office, and the
batteries were coupled serially. It was necessary to have a reserve
capacity of about 100 per cent, or double the requirement of 250 milli-
amperes, the maximum dose then recommended.

Apostoli, in his early work, recommended two forms of internal
electrodes: one of steel or other metal of spearlike sharpness, an elec-
trode that I could never bring myself to use; the other was a large,
metal electrode that could be inserted into the canal of the organ.
For his external electrode, having in mind broadening the contact

*December 20, 1886.
tSee also page 176.
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and protecting the skin from burns when strong amperage was used,
he moulded a mass of potter’s clay onto the abdomen of the patient,
and placed over the clay a plate of soft metal with appropriate con-
nections to the battery.

v

With serious misgivings, I decided to treat a few patients, in each
instance explaining that the treatment was on trial. I had two purposes
in mind: first, to pass through the mass of the tumor as strong a dose
of the current as the patient could tolerate without complaint, but
well under the maximum dose recommended by the discoverer; and,
second, to bring as much as possible of the hemorrhagic mucous
membrane of the uterus into contact with the internal metal electrode,
which was attached to the positive pole of the battery, to produce
the desired contracting and drying effect.

Everything was ready. An extemporized rheostat, attached to our
chain of batteries, permitted me gradually to switch into the circuit
from one to one hundred of the cells, and the milliamperemeter
measured the current. The patient said she suffered no discomfort
from the insertion of the electrodes.

Slowly the current was switched on. The milliamperemeter regis-
tered 10, 25, 50 milliamperes, and at this point the patient experienced
a slight feeling of numbness. Gradually the current was increased to
75 milliamperes; the patient complained of slight discomfort. At the
end of five minutes, the current was gradually reversed, the electrodes
were removed, and the woman was allowed to remain quiet for half
an hour.

Before her departure, this intelligent woman surprised us by her
enthusiasm over the effect of the treatment. She positively announced
that her pelvic pains and other distresses ceased the moment she felt
the current, and she insisted that the symptoms had not returned.

I was encouraged, but it was difficult to believe that the relief had
been so prompt. ‘“Come back day after tomorrow.” But my conserva-
tism was unfounded. One of the most astounding features of this treat-
ment in the case of an old fibroid, whether large or small, was the
almost invariable immediate relief from pressure and so-called peu-
ralgic pain, nervousness, and distress.
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The experiment was indeed worth watching, worth studying, and
worth continuing. It proved to be the beginning of an effective routine
procedure in cases which hitherto had not responded to treatment.

In my independent observation of the effects of galvanism, I ap-
preciated that there was a dry pole (positive) and a wet pole (nega-
tive). The chemical reaction caused by electrolysis was acid at the
positive pole and alkaline at the negative, and the former, the positive,
was a sedative electrode, when applied in concentrated form, while
the latter, the negative pole, was much more irritating.

VI

A careful record was kept of each case, for I was a pioneer in these
treatments and it was important that I should report my experience
to the medical profession; but my ignorance of the French language
and my inexperience as a writer were a decided handicap.

I haunted the medical division of the Chicago Public Library. Some
of the French literature on electrotherapeutics I found had been ab-
stracted and translated into English, but certain articles were avail-
able only in French, and these were translated for me by the pro-
fessional attendants at the library.

The outline of my article was well begun, and soon I had accumu-
lated much more material than I could possibly use. It was a new
venture, and one that taxed my ingenuity; and not until a year and a
half later was I sufficiently satisfied with my task to ask for a place
on a worth-while program.

VII

In my contacts with my young friends at the Lords’, and with my
young doctor associates in the vicinity of 22nd and 31st Streets, the
principal topic of discussion was the controversy that was developing
over the national political situation in 1884. The 22nd Street coterie,
with all of the enthusiasm of youth, was definitely attempting to
prognosticate the result of the election. James G. Blaine, the “ Plumed
Knight,” was easily the favorite Republican. His personal magnetism
and protracted service in the Senate made him a well known and well
beloved individual. He fired the imagination of the public and at-
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Aracted universal applause. Others prominently mentioned in the
preliminary test were: Arthur (who succeeded to the Presidency after
Garfield’s assassination), Edmunds, Logan, and Sherman.

There was but little interest among this group of sprouting heredi-
tary Republicans in any Democrat who might be selected by the so-
called minority party, and there were but two in the entire group who
were admittedly Democrats. These two, though modest in their as-
sertions, indicated that their partisanship was based on intellectual
conviction and not on biased heredity! Their early favorite was
Samuel J. Tilden, of New York. A former New York Governor, named
Grover Cleveland and but little known outside of his state, was also
considered a likely candidate. Other possibilities were Lt. Gov. David
Hill, also of New York, and William F., Vilas, of Wisconsin. Both the
Republican and Democratic conventions were scheduled to be held
in Chicago.

VIII

The Republican Convention was held in the Exposition Building
on the lake front. The favorites and the last-minute candidates had
been placed in nomination before the convention by admiring sup-
porters with the usual strong and appealing nominating speeches. A
group called the “Big Four,” which headed the large New York dele-
gation, attracted much attention. It consisted of Theodore Roosevelt,
Senator Thomas Platt, Elihu Root, and Senator Roscoe Conkling.

It was the fourth day of the convention. The preliminaries had been
duly executed, and the platform had heen considered in committee
and was accepted by the convention. The next order of business was
the impelling process of selecting the candidate. There was great ex-
citement as the clerk called the roll of the states. It seemed inevitable
that Blaine would be nominated that afternoon. The interested and
the curious were jammed into the convention hall—perspiring, and
rooting for their candidate. Other thousands were con gregated in the
streets about the convention hall, and got whatever satisfaction they
could from announcements concerning the proceedings that were
made at frequent intervals from the outside balconies.

Every member of our group who could steal away from professional
or business duties was to be found near the main entrance of the great
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hall, picking up what information he could from the minute-to-
minute announcements, absorbing enthusiasm from the shouts from
within and from the wails of the surrounding crowds without. A group
of stalwart policemen and doorkeepers strenuously guarded the en-
trances and endeavored to keep the mob back. The young surgeon,
too, had left his patients to their fate on this eventful day. Garbed in
the conventional dress of real doctors of that day—silk hat and long
black coat, his little instrument bag tucked under his arm—he was
with his friends in the great crowd, pressing as closely as possible about
that same main entrance.

The morning papers had stated that Theodore Roosevelt, the young
man of New York’s “Big Four,” had been indisposed, but it was
anticipated that his vigorous nature would enable him to ““do his duty”
with his delegation.

As the precious minutes were hurrying by and great historical
events were predicted by the shouts from within, indicating that the
fourth, and possibly the last, ballot was starting, the dignified young
surgeon told his astonished friends that he was going into the hall.
Derision met this announcement. However, to witness the momentous
climax, it was necessary to act at once. With his business card in his
hand, his medicine case under his arm, his silk hat in place, he dashed
up to the advance guard of policemen, held his card aloft, and asked
to be conducted to the ticket man at the main door. Without stopping,
he approached that official, thrust his doctor’s card into the detaining
hand, and in positive terms stated that he was needed by Mr. Roose-
velt of the New York delegation, who was ill and had asked for an
attendant; then rapidly on, past the perplexed ticket man and the
lineup of policemen, into the long tunnel that led to the hall, without
waiting for a specially assigned guide; and, lo, the emergency doctor
found himself among the unidentified thousands of president-makers
in the great hall.

Balloting was at its height, and as state after state reported, it was
evident that the “Plumed Knight” was near the goal of a majority
vote. Pandemonium broke forth in the galleries, and the delegates
were rushing hither and yon, endeavoring to stem the tide of victory
or to rush it on to success, according to their political preference. The
chairman of the convention, the Honorable John B. Henderson, of
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Missouri, pounded for order as the band broke forth with clashing
strains, to aid in organizing the shouts of victory.

The doctor was soon lost in the shouting mob. The Maine delegation
was surrounded, its state banner raised on high, and its delegates,
cheered on by sympathetic state delegations, began a march up and
down the aisles of the section, accompanied by crowds of wildly en-
thusiastic statesmen. Revelry surely was at its height. In the temporary
lulls, delegation after delegation changed its votes and climbed onto
the victory band wagon. A roar of shouts greeted an announcement
from the platform, and indicated to those who witnessed the thrilling
dramatic spectacle within, and to the world breathlessly listening
without, that James G. Blaine, of Maine, the “Plumed Knight,” had
been selected as the Republican candidate for the presidency of the
United States. And Mr. Roosevelt, quite recovered from his slight
indisposition, was showing his teeth and shouting madly with the rest
of his fellow delegates, utterly unaware that he had been receiving an
‘“absent treatment.”

For thirty minutes the crowd cheered and howled, and then broke
forth anew. Flags and bunting, torn from the decorations of the hall,
waved wildly in the air. Several bands, horns, and every conceivable
device that could make a noise, aided in a madly spectacular demon-
stration.

The surgeon, with his imaginary patient out of danger and con-
valescence well established, excitedly enjoyed a scene which duplicated
in the same setting one that he had witnessed with such enthusiasm
four years before, when Garfield had been nominated.

IX

I quitted the hall with a feeling of exultation and rushed to my
office. Eager to share my enthusiasm, I called the girl who was always
in my thoughts.

“Yes, this is Miss Hollister. Who is speaking?”

A damper at once from the imperturbable aloofness of that tantaliz-
ing personality. But the enthusiasm at my end of the line would not
be downed. “Hurrah! Have you heard the news? The wonder of
wonders has just been nominated at the Exposition Hall. Again I was
lucky and was in at the excitement.”
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“No, I had not heard. I haven’t a vote; why should I be interested?
Who did you say was nominated?”

“Why James G. Blaine, of Maine, the ‘Plumed Knight,’ and the
greatest statesman in our country!!”

“Oh, yes, I suppose you mean the greatest Republican. It will be
embarrassing for you, won’t it? For whom will you vote at the real
election?” More cold water! “I understand you are a Democrat,”
followed by suppressed chuckles.

Could you beat it? Just puncturing my bubble of enthusiasm at every
breath! Just training herself for any future husband whom she might
acquire! Then followed a more sympathetic conversation, and finally,
reluctantly, the telephone was yielded to waiting patients who wished
to converse with Prof. Hollister.

Then I wended my way to the Lords’, where the clan was gathering
for dinner; and the temporarily suppressed enthusiasm was again
turned on. But I did not consider that I merited the unsympathetic
ragging that I received from the young men whom I had so uncere-
moniously abandoned at the entrance to the convention hall.

It was the beginning of a strenuous campaign of bitterness that
ceased only days after the votes were cast on November 4, 1884.

X

The events of the summer, as they pertained to the young lady at
3430 Rhodes Avenue, notwithstanding her aloofness at times, were
sufficiently encouraging to make me decide to interview her father. I
had reason to believe, as was to be supposed, that my growing intimacy
was not sympathetically received in the hearts of the parents. My
respect for them, and my realization that their position in the commun-
ity would make them examine carefully into the eligibility of any young
man who threatened the independence of their daughter, their only
child, were insurmountable barriers to any hopeful anticipation on my
part. At least I had a right to present my humble credentials and to
state my serious intentions! This I determined to do, and at once: and
without consulting the young woman whom it most concerned. The un-
certainty of the situation was something that I could no lon ger endure.

As usual, I had met the young lady on Sunday and had accompanied
her home from that safe rendezvous, Plymouth Church. T had been a
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guest at a sumptuous dinner at the house and afterwards had walked
with her to the Armour Mission. The day had been beautiful. Our con-
troversies were less serious than usual, but sufficiently “peppy” to
preserve a keen interest. As a tentatively rejected suitor, somehow I
had received just the encouragement in my suit to strengthen my de-
termination to tell her father of my intentions.

Accordingly, on the following Monday morning 1 went to Dr.
Hollister’s office, at 70 Monroe Street. I found him alone. It was a
tense moment, as facing me without a smile sat this strong man of
character, who may have guessed that my errand was an unwelcome
one. Sternly he waited for me to speak.

“Dr. Hollister, I have come to talk to you about your daughter.”
My listener, rather paler than usual, said nothing, just looked at me.
Face to face, dispassionately, we discussed our paramount problem.
It was a scene that has been enacted in all ages between a parent and
one who is seeking to become a husband. This same old story was
again rehearsed, and in the light of subsequent events I am sure that
neither of the parties to this interview ever regretted the outcome, no
matter how difficult the decision at the particular time. My problem
involved, as I told the father, my friendship for his daughter and the
mutual desire that I felt had developed; and I intimated that it re-
quired only the sympathetic consent of her parents to make my plea
successful.

There are sacred events in one’s life that are difficult but neces-
sary, and which one should erase from one’s memory. And if memory
will not down, it is unnecessary to relate the details even to an unread
autoblography.

I trust that the sympathetic reader will excuse these excursions
into the young man’s personal trials.

Concerning the remainder of the interview, suffice it to say that
Dr. Hollister—like all fond parents from time immemorial, when the
inevitable suitor appears to ask for the hand of an only daughter
and to be considered as a future son-in-law—was distinctly averse to
yielding to the quest on this particular occasion. What real father
would have acted otherwise? However, two gentlemen listened to
each other, and the younger man left that interview troubled in mind,
but with respect in his soul for a great man and a true friend.
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Somehow I reached the street and walked several blocks. A sense of
calm came over me. Regardless of the difficulties of my reception and
the interview, the man whose daughter I hoped to win had listened to
my appeal, and no matter what happened I could not be accused of
anything but frankness. I had revealed the best and the worst in the life
of a country boy who was the product of a law-abiding, morally straight
community of Christian people. It was satisfying, too, that every detail
touched upon in this interview had been previously revealed to the
young lady, who was indirectly the cause of this anxious session.

What would be the reaction? What effect would the interview have
upon the daughter, in the light of the father’s interpretation?

XI

The next Sunday, having heard nothing in the meantime, I ap-
proached the object of my admiration at our regular after-church
rendezvous. Reluctantly, I imagined, she consented to walk, not in the
direction of home but north on Michigan Avenue. The conversation at
the beginning lacked the usual vivacity. It was constrained. I asked a
few questions. No cordial response. There was a disposition on the part
of my companion to be intensely aloof. Our relations had suddenly
become most formal. For the first time I became angry, but en-
deavored to suppress my feelings. Finally, some slightly disparaging
remark by the haughty young woman caused me to cry out, “Why, on
this beautiful morning, are you so difficult?”

She looked at me and in an argumentative manner condescendingly
began to defend herself against my serious charge of indifference.

Immediately our old relations were re-established. A controversy had
turned the trick! As we parted and she took a street car without invit-
ing me to the home dinner, she flung back at me that rather serious
consequences had resulted from my talk with her father. The interview
had been revealed and discussed—and to my relief she had talked and
walked with me in spite of it! Should I cling to that straw of comfort?
I must confess that I did.

XII

We were in the throes of one of the greatest presidential campaigns
of history, which matched in importance the campaigns of Andrew
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Jackson and Abraham Lincoln. As theirs had been, so this was a fight
of the conservatives against the progressives; of an old order govern-
ment against a new order.

Grover Cleveland, comparatively unknown at the beginning of the
campaign, constantly grew in strength. His administration as Governor
of New York state had been outstandingly for thrift and the support
of the home people as against the growing money interests. He stood
for honest democracy, and his heavy logic was a convincing force.

James G. Blaine, the brilliant statesman, the polished orator, the
magnetic personality, who had been in the political arena for a quarter
of a century, had much to explain.

The opposition, recognizing the trend toward Cleveland, instigated
scandalous personal attacks, and the little truth that was in them
Cleveland admitted in answering an inquiry from Henry Ward Beecher.
Beecher published the reply, and the charges were proving a boom-
erang.

Cleveland’s followers, against his advice and desire, made counter
charges against the personal life of Blaine. These, though of trivial im-
portance, were not so satisfactorily answered. Blaine was faced with
charges of irregularities as revealed in letters, which left in the minds of
the credulous a doubt as to their truth or untruth.

As the scurrilous fight went on, it seemed that possibly, after twenty-
four years of Republican rule, the Democrats might make the grade.

The discussion among the 22nd Street group waxed more and more
furious as the campaign drew to a close. In desperation, as the argu-
ments reached serious heights and threatened personal encounters,
bloodshed was often spared when one or the other of the irate dis-
putants cried out, “Back it with your money.” Usually the outcome
was a wager, and while the amounts were small for obvious reasons, the
stakes were held by a trusted bystander. The two Democrats supported
Cleveland, as against four times the number of Blaine supporters.
As a consequence, before the campaign ended the two minority betters
were overloaded. In the early days of the campaign, however, the
odds were heavy on candidate Blaine.

On the fourth of November the country teemed with excitement.
All sought vantage places from which to observe and analyze the re-
turns of the election. Mr. and Mrs. Nicola, Miss Farwell, James Chap-
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man, Miss Hollister, several other friends and I had secured a window
space in the second story of the Chicago T'ribune building at the
corner of Dearborn and Madison Streets, where the street crowds, and
those of us more favored, could see the bulletins as they were flashed on
a large screen on the opposite side of Madison Street.

Our little group was manifestly a Blaine crowd, but it was under-
stood that I was a Democrat, and therefore a Cleveland supporter.
A few of us knew also that Mrs. Nicola’s father had been a staunch
Democrat. What would she be with a new husband who was a supporter
of Blaine?

Eventually occasional bulletins were flashed, and they showed some
slight gain for Blaine from New York or Indiana, and then the pivotal
states were being heard from. As each silly caricature monopolized the
screen, the good-natured and hopeful crowd in the street began to
“Boo” and show their lack of interest. This continued without any
concrete news until after ten o’clock. We became restless and suspicious
that possibly something interesting was occurring elsewhere. Was it
possible that there was no favorable news?

Nicola and I had a little conference, and decided to steal away to the
Palmer House where the partisan spirit for Blaine would be more
diluted by the despised supporters of Cleveland. Saying not a word,
we slipped out and soon were in the midst of a howling, enthusiastic
mob in the gilded hall of the palatial hotel. What was the excitement?
Bulletins were shown in rapid succession, punctuated by cheers from
the crowd. Each showed definite gains over other years in New York
and Indiana—for the Democrat. Could it be possible? It was true that
some of the great newspapers of New York and Indiana had predicted
ridiculous majorities for the Democratic candidate.

Back to the Tribune we hastened and informed our party that we
were being bilked, that more definite news was coming in at the Palmer
House. What, was anxiously asked, is the news? All for Cleveland!
Our friends were incredulous. It’s a joke; it couldn’t be possible. It was
suggested that we go over to the Palmer House to see the fun. What
fun? As we reached the street we found ourselves in the midst of a
discontented crowd unused to reverses. Not for twenty-four years had
there been anything like this, except at the Tilden election, and that
victory had not materialized.
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We were too late to get into the corridors of the Palmer House.
Crowds in the streets surrounded it, and we had to be satisfied to pro-
tect one another in the mob. Several speakers were attempting to give
information from the outside balconies. What misinformation! How
ridiculous! Let’s get out of this. These are not our kind! Back to
the Tribune! Here, too, New York was reported as being very close!
May take the official count! Indiana may go Democratic! New Jersey
and other border line states affected by the unaccountable landslide!
There was no cheer anywhere, and it was suggested that we go home.
The papers would have the real news in the morning; there was noth-
. ing reliable here.

As we were homeward bound in the conveyance, I suspected that
the young woman I was escorting, in spite of traditional Republican
prejudice, was not entirely unsympathetic to the only Cleveland sup-
porter in our group. In fact, I sensed that she was just a little exultant.
The friends of the unreasonable traitor had not been any too consider-
ate during the evening in their references to Democratic voters.

XIII

In spite of my interest in national politics, I had been making prog-
ress with my profession. My practice was increasing in a substantial
manner, principally because of the friendships I had formed among my
patients. One patient brought another, or several. At the dispensary
I was doing a fair amount of minor surgery and also teaching. I had
read one or two papers at our local society, and I was completing my
study of Apostoli’s method of treating fibroid tumors. I had improved
my battery and had worked out a concentrated current whereby I could
apply smaller general dosage by relay applications without lessening
the local effect. This was important in treating the distressing cases of
hemorrhage.

I had already begun a comprehensive paper on electrolysis in
gynecology which I hoped to present before the section of obstetrics
and diseases of women of the American Medical Association.

Meanwhile, during my spare moments I was studying the mysteries
of electricity, and all phases of its progressive development. I was not
satisfied with knowledge of its therapeutic qualities; T wanted to under-
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stand its commercial development, to be familiar with its language and
its theories.

My affair with the young lady had been progressing favorably. It
had been planned that she should spend a month in the East with her
old school friends. This worried me. Was it arranged in order to create a
diversion?

We had a number of sympathetic interviews. She was leaving im-
mediately after Christmas. I planned to accompany her on the first
arm of her journey. I boarded the afternoon train at a suburban station,
surprised her, and we enjoyed two hours together.

We parted at last, with promises of letters and letters. I felt that my
race was nearing a successful termination.




11
1885. SATISFACTION AND HOPEFULNESS

I. Hot Springs and New Orleans. 1I. Blessed Be Work. TIII. Es-
tablishing Professional Standards. IV. Practical Application.
V. Interest in Literary Research. VI. Personal Affairs. VII.
Renewed Enthusiasm. VIII. I Become a Veteran Operator.
IX. Progress.

I

- F,I:IE second of January an interesting diversion was thrust upon
me. Kimball Young, a brilliant young lawyer, one of the occasional
members of our 22nd Street gatherings, accidentally shot himself in the
thigh and asked me to accompany him to Hot Springs, Arkansas, to
look after his wound while he recuperated. I gladly accepted. When
we landed in “balmy’ St. Louis, the temperature registered ten de-
grees below zero! However, Hot Springs was milder, and 1 had a most
enjoyable time.

My services were not required after the first week, so I left my
patient and proceeded to New Orleans, where I was welcomed by Uncle
Addison Carlin, who was spending several months in the Crescent
City, which had an Exposition as one of the attractions that particular
winter.

On my return to Chicago I expected to find a sheaf of letters of im-
portance from the East. I had written daily and hoped to be abund-
antly rewarded. The interesting letters were but few in number—one or
two written immediately after the departure and merely sketches of
interesting entertainments. The disappointment was grievous. Then a
letter arrived that set all doubts aside. It was wise, the letter stated,
after considering all factors, that our correspondence should cease.
There was not one word of explanation, nor one word of reference to a
possible future friendship. The letter had the atmosphere of finality,
and could not be interpreted otherwise than that our relations were at
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an end. It was intimated that no further communication would be
received. It was not only definite, but ruthless.

I1

After the encouragement I had received, this sudden change of atti-
tude seemed unwarranted. It was humiliating, and left me with a sense
of resentment. Alternately I despaired and became indignant, and there
were too frequent lapses of hopeless longing. However, my pride did
not permit me to discuss the matter with anyone. If there were to be
explanations to our interested friends, they would not come from me.

Fortunately, interesting problems filled my days with work. They
were being thrust upon me and gave me grave food for thought, for
there are some things that every physician must face and handle ac-
cording to his own character.

Two sets of women, constituting at least one-fourth of my clientele,
were consulting me daily. One-half of them were young matrons who
had been married from five to ten years, and who desired to bear
children. These cases were extremely interesting, and 1 gave them
much thought in an effort, if possible, to discover the cause of failure.
It was a problem that had been studied for centuries—long before
Abraham sought aid from the Highest Authority. Years of study of this
delicate subject brings experience and wisdom, and enables the con-
scientious physician to give advice and comfort to many families.

The second group was comprised of women who were anxious to
avoid the responsibility of maternity. Most of them were the younger
married women. Some of them had already borne children and wished
the doctor toadvise them how they could legitimately avoid conception.

This was before the introduction of the so-called science of contra-
ception; in the days when these delicate subjects were not openly dis-
cussed; when the church had influence, and when the moral and
criminal codes did not complacently overlook the seriousness of criminal
abortions.

Experienced physicians could fill volumes with the tragedies of these
transgressions. It did not require much experience to appreciate that
one yielding to such a request would establish a reputation that would
soon stamp a doctor as a criminal practitioner. “ Thou shalt not kill”
was a command of the Highest Authority. “Thou shalt not commit
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abortion” is a law of all commonwealths of civilization, backed by the
churches of Christendom; and it applies equally to the petitioner and
to the individual *“who commits it.”

There were important factors to consider—the physical pain that a
woman suffers from this irregular procedure which often terminates in
death, something that every reliable physician should explain to any-
one who seeks such advice; the many tragedies that are the consequence
of transgression, the family disgrace, the dangers that attend unskilled
advice, and the mutilating operations performed by uneducated prac-
titioners.

Forewarned as every medical student is by teachers in medical
schools, the responsibility of facing this problem comes soon to every
practicing physician. Fortunate is he who takes a definite stand, and
absolutely refuses to discuss the matter with any woman, or any man
who seeks advice for any woman, except to warn them of the dangers
of the criminal procedure. It is never a matter for argument. Logic,
even in those early days, would surely have proven embarrassing, and
have given hope of yielding.

III

In the early eighties, probably fifty per cent of every gynecologist's
patients suffered from displacement of the uterus. The conditions in-
cluded: change in position of the organ, which produced discomfort;
chronic prolapse, accompanied by annoying “bearing down” pains;
occasional or continued retroversion, with distressing backaches,
general disturbance of the menstrual period, and sometimes severe pain.

In order to correct these displacements it was necessary to have a
normal standard—to know the normal position of the uterus, its mobil-
ity, and its relation to other organs. I worked with these tiresome
cases in my office and at the dispensary, meanwhile scanning the litera-
ture and recording the result of my own research. As a candidate for
fellowship in the Chicago Gynecological Society, I had to furnish an
acceptable thesis. “The Normal Position of the Uterus, and Its Rela-
tion to the Other Pelvic Organs’™* was the subject of my inaugural con-
tribution presented on May 29, 188s.

*Am. J. Obstet., 1885, xviii, 973; Obst. Gaz., 1885, viii, 361-365; Chicago M. J. & Ex-
aminer, 1883, li, 23-36.
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No other subject could have produced a more interesting, varied, or
prolonged discussion. The reception accorded to my little effort, and its
serious discussion by my eminent confréres, pleased me greatly.

IV

My convictions were very firm regarding the cause, the pathology,
and the best means of handling conditions pertaining to uterine dis-
placements. Early in my medical career I criticized the mode of dress of
fashionable women, for to my mind this had a definite bearing on dis-
placements of the pelvic organs. Hence, in dealing with my patients,
there was nothing to do but to advise against that adamant wall of
unhealthful fashion—self-inflicted distress, caused by corsets, constrct-
ing bands, pounds of dragging skirts, pinched feet, and voluntary re-
pudiation of normal exercise in the sunshine.

Fortunately, the styles of the eighties became well nigh obsolete
twenty years later, when changed fashion in dress and out-of-door
athletics for women became popular; when open-air exposure and an
abundance of sunlight were welcomed, and the face veil and shading
parasol were discarded.

A satisfactory routine for the earlier period was gradually worked
out, and varied to meet special conditions. The system included definite
gymnastic exercise—the forerunner of the ‘“daily dozen” that became
so popular at the end of the first quarter of the next century. It afforded
much relief, and aided in educating many women, in spite of the handi-
cap of fashion, to maintain themselves in normal health. Each case was
an individual problem and had to be studied independently and treated
according to the peculiar findings.

v

While by temperament, whatever that may be, I never could main-
tain a continuous interest in literary research that did not have for
its object a practical problem in my own professional work, neverthe-
less I was attracted by the thoroughgoing service of the large libraries,
in which I spent so many satisfactory hours.

I had studied electricity from the standpoint of its commercial use,
and I was thoroughly convinced that if it were intelligently applied it
would become a valuable therapeutic agent.
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Many were the hours and half days that I spent compiling a bibli-
ography of the use of electricity. I was deeply interested in its subtleties
as a therapeutic agent, and in the amount of work that had been re-
ported by the profession, showing the varying methods of utilizing
electricity in the treatment of surgical conditions.

After several months, during which I had accumulated forty-four
references and had carefully digested the articles to which they per-
tained, I was in a position to write a paper that would comprehensively
summarize the literature and satisfactorily report on the effect of gal-
vanism in the treatment of gynecological difficulties, using my own
practical work as a basis.

This was my first personal experience in conducting actual research
in literature, and it has since been of inestimable value to me, for it has
made me realize the importance and the intricacy of such work, the
worthlessness of inaccurate research, and the value of an honest, com-

. prehensive job. Nothing is more misleading or more dangerous than an
| inaccurate bibliography, unless it be a dishonest one.

The paper which was the outcome of this research was read before
the American Medical Association in May of the following year.*

V1

My courtship had come to an abrupt end. I was endeavoring to for-
get, but I was a poor forgetter. Work, however, was a life-saver, and
the delightiul people whose acquaintance I was making daily also
helped to divert me without particularly changing my feelings.

The wanderer returned from the East, where I realized she had been
sent for only one purpose—to forget me; but we did not meet.

Late in March, on a Sunday, I was walking on Michigan Avenue
with Dr. Rufus Bishop, when suddenly we came upon the young lady
gayly walking in the opposite direction with a young woman compan-
ion. The suddenness of the encounter was a surprise to me, and before I
realized what was happening, we had passed. I had received a sweet
but constrained smile, and an acknowledgment of my bow.

Bishop looked at me and said, ““Martin, what is the matter with
you?” I had failed at that instant to analyze clearly ‘“what was the
matter” and I was not interested in Bishop at that particular moment,

*See page 171.
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so I presume my reply was not exactly to the point. Anyway, he said
something to the effect that the little miss seemed to be slightly em-
barrassed, which remark interested me.

This unexpected meeting brought back a flood of memories that
would not down. I escaped from my friend as soon as possible and
secluded myself in my office. Here I attempted to regulate my thoughts
which were chaotic. Out of the effort but one thing was evolved: I must
see and talk to that young woman at any cost. But how and where?
It probably would prove fatal if I acted on my first impulse—to go to
the house, and I decided against that risk. I then determined to write,
but I could not compose myself to that slow action and the several at-
tempts were destroyed. Finally, strange to my nature, I made up my
mind to wait until the next day. This I did, and it was a wise move.
For several additional days I waited, in the meantime busying myself
with work.

On Friday I wrote a short letter, saying that T must see her—please,
somewhere, Saturday. No answer all day Saturday. Late Saturday,
April 4, she called by telephone and said if I really wanted to see her she
would meet me the following morning at a designated place.

It was Easter Sunday. A half hour before the time set I was waiting
at the rendezvous. Bless her heart! she was on time. She was very
cordial, but a little constrained. She was on her way to Sunday School,
and she “must not be late.” However, she was late for that particular
engagement.

I was impatient, and happy without thought of hopefulness. “What
are you going to do to me?”

The reply indicated that we ought to have time for a serious talk.
Accordingly a meeting was arranged for the following Tuesday after-
noon when we could discuss the situation quietly and dispassionately.

Our little téte-a-téte was of brief duration, but it changed the world
for me and I walked on air until the appointed hour.

When we met I had the whole story. She explained to me that accord-
ing to their plans her father and mother had joined her in Grand Rapids
to attend the wedding of her cousin, May Hollister, and McGeorge
Bundy. While there she had had a most serious heart-to-heart conver-
sation with her father which had ended in an agreement between them.
She was to go East for a prolonged visit. She was to write to me, sever-
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ing all existing relations between us, and after that she was to have no
communication with me whatsoever. She was to have as happy a time
as she could while in the East and to forget me if possible. But, and
this was her insistent part of the bargain, if after a fair and honest effort
she failed, if she could not forget, if she ever went back to me, then her
decision was to be accepted and considered final. Her part of the agree-
ment, she continued, had been faithfully and she thought at times
possibly successfully carried out, but our chance meeting on Sunday
had brought her to the acute realization that the effort and pains of the
last months had been futile, the flimsy wall had fallen and she could not
go on. Then my letter had come and she had capitulated.

This turn of affairs came to me as a miraculous revelation, which in
my exalted attitude I could scarcely appreciate. It indicated that this
joyous truce led to a successful termination. Hostilities were to cease.
I was to be received as an affianced lover! Something marvelous had
happened to me, and my joy was unbounded. I was the successful con-
tender for what had proved a most elusive prize.

Of course we could not settle all the details of our plans in the hour
at our disposal so we agreed to meet again upon the following Thursday.
At that time we decided that Belle should break the dread news
to her parents, and that I should appear at the house on Sunday
evening.

Accordingly, with very chilly feet but with a triumphant and con-
fident heart, at the appointed hour I ascended the familiar steps and
rang the bell. It was a trying ordeal for us all and the deep sorrow of the
dear parents was undisguised. Eventually, however, it was stipulated
that there should be no immediate announcement of an engagement
and that our marriage should not take place for at least a year. At the
end of that time, if we were still of the same mind, no further opposi-
tion would be raised. A year was a long time, but we had our youth,
our love, and we had each other. Nothing else mattered.

In my long walk home to 22nd Street that night, uplifted in spirits,
I began to comprehend what it meant to these two dear people. I
realized what I, in my position, had assumed in the way of responsi-
bility. How difficult it would be for me to take her from that happy
home and those devoted parents and make substantial recompense.
However, I distinctly remember, notwithstanding my sublimity, that
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I declared in my own mind that I would endeavor with all my might
to do everything to prevent them from regretting the outcome. How
easy it was that night to make extravagant declarations!

VII

The amateur literary research was progressing and filling in the
chinks between services rendered to an increasing number of patients,
interesting work at the South Side Dispensary and in the Neurological
Department of St. Joseph’s Hospital, and regular attendance at the
Chicago Gynecological and Chicago Medical Societies. Every activity
was now pursued with renewed enthusiasm.

My operative work was gradually amplified, and my success in it
increasingly satisfactory. I did this work in the homes of my patients as
I had as yet no hospital appointment. Occasionally the courtesy of the
Woman's Hospital was extended to me by Drs. Byford, Merriman, and
Nelson.

VIII

I performed another abdominal section for a tumor of the ovary. The
patient lived in an apartment on 22nd Street, and again I had to
improvise an operating room and prepare everything for the pro-
cedure. I requisitioned the services of Dr. Bishop as anesthetist, Dr.
McArthur as first assistant, Dr. Potter as general utility man, and
Dr. Doering to operate the carbolic spray. And to strengthen my moral
courage, I invited a few friends to witness the operation, among them
Dr. Henry T. Byford and Prof. W. W. Jaggard who had been trained in
Vienna and received an appointment to the obstetrical department of
the Chicago Medical College.

The abdominal cavity was cautiously opened and immediately re-
vealed—not a pearl-colored cyst of the ovary as I had expected, but a
smooth, flesh-colored tumor, about five inches in diameter.

Consultation as to its nature was necessary. It seemed to be at-
tached either to the uterus or to a fallopian tube. The possibility of an
extra-uterine pregnancy was ruled out by the carefully recorded his-
tory and the tensity of the tumor; it was not of the consistency of a
fibroid ; it was not directly connected with the uterus; and though it was
filled with fluid it showed rather indistinct signs of fluctuation.
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Could it be removed? Careful examination of its circumference in-
dicated that it was firmly and solidly buried in the bottom of the pelvis,
and seemingly the source of its growth was at the horn of the uterus—of
fallopian tube origin. Lacking prior experience, it was unwise to at-
tempt to separate the mass from the tissues, as the surrounding
structures might be irreparably damaged.

What kind of fluid, if fluid at all, constituted the mass? The aspira-
tor* must be pressed into service to withdraw a sample of the contents,
This apparatus was in Potter’s charge. Following prior instructions, he
dipped the point of the needle into the dish of carbolized water, and at
MecArthur’s suggestion drew a little of the fluid into the bottle to test
the apparatus and render the interior of the needle and tube antiseptic.
The serenity of the operating corps was startlingly interrupted for as
the stopcock was turned, the carbolic solution from the basin was sud-
denly sprayed over every individual in the room. The vacuum bottle
had been pumped full of compressed air when it should have been
evacuated. It was indeed fortunate that the test discovered the mistake
as it probably saved the patient from serious consequences.

Aspiration revealed pus. What next? The tumor could not be de-
livered to the abdominalwall because of the adhesions. Bishop suggested
that the Volkmann two-stage method be employed, viz.: evacuate the
contents as far as possible by aspiration, thus rendering the mass more
pliable; then sew the tumor (preferably at the point of aspiration) to
the edges of the abdominal incision, place a plug of gauze in the opening
down to the surface of the attached tumor, and close the wound. A
happy suggestion in a difficult situation! The dressings were applied,
and the patient was restored to her bed, apparently in fine condition.

On the third day the secondary operation was performed. The
gauze was removed, a small incision was made through the wall of the
tumor, a perforated rubber drainage tube was inserted, and the pro-
truding end of the tube buried in absorbent gauze. Meanwhile the
tumor at the point of this incision had formed close adhesions, which
rendered impossible any contamination of the abdominal cavity from
leaking pus.

The patient showed no serious symptoms, and no alarming tempera-
ture or pulse. We were all congratulating ourselves when suddenly,

*Used to remove fluids from cavities by means of suction.
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about the eighth day, her temperature began to rise, and there were
distinct signs of infection. Was it possible after all that we were going
to lose this patient? A consultation was held among the group who had
been present at the operations, and it was decided that 1 should call
in Christian Fenger, then the outstanding surgical consultant in
Chicago.

Fenger came over from the North Side in his shabby little buggy,
drawn by the old horse who possessed enough horse sense to read his
august driver’s mind whether he drove with one rein or none. The dis-
tinguished scientist was genuinely interested in his young confréres
and their predicament. Grunting, and expressing his thoughts in several
languages, he finally blurted out that the temperature must be the re-
sult of improper evacuation of the anchored tumor. He advised the
use of a Schultz curette, a spoon-like instrument, to scrape off the
lining of the tumor and remove any pyogenic material. Bishop pro-
duced the instrument from his German kit, and Prof. Fenger, the dear
fellow, stayed with us, as always oblivious of the loss of his valuable
time, and watched the curettement. Every time we brought out from
the depths of the tumor a spoonful of “pyogenic material,” he en-
thusiastically expressed his approval. During the manipulation, a little
abscess in the seam of the abdominal wall, near the seat of the opera-
tion, opened and emitted a teaspoonful or more of pus. This interested
our consultant very much. The long process was terminated, and the
admiration of our local group for the distinguished Dane was sealed as
never before.

The patient made an uninterrupted recovery.

The case was reported by me to the Chicago Medical Society,* and
was accorded a very learned discussion by Prof. Fenger. Because of the
unique procedure that was employed in dealing with an adherent fluid
tumor, and Fenger’s discussion, the paper received wide distribution
in medical journals in America and abroad.

This was my second ‘“‘laparotomy’ (as we were beginning to call
abdominal operations). I was something of a veteran operator, and I
was proud.

*A Successful Case of Abdominal Section for Pyo-salpinx, Treated by Volkmann’s
Method. Am. J. Obstet., 1884, xlix, 435; Boston M. & S. J., 1884, cxi, 132; Chicago
M. J. & Exam., 1884, xlix, 435-430.
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IX

I'had not intended to slight my professional duties, but the days were
alluring, the companionship entrancing, and many an afternoon I
slipped away from my office as my most important mission in life
could not be neglected.

The beautiful spring and summer days passed like a fascinating
dream. Each twenty-four hours served to bring us nearer and nearer.
The tastes and appreciation of the books we read, the music we en-
joyed, the operas and plays we witnessed together, the profound
philosophical questions we youthfully discussed, all revealed to us our
mutual sympathy and the congeniality of our ideals. In those months
we were comrades, as well as ardent lovers. Together we besieged the
castle of the opposition. It was often stormed but never routed.
Nevertheless, little by little its defenses weakened, and when it finally
surrendered the capitulation was complete. Early in the fall there was a
ring. One Sunday evening it was shown to Papa. He took his little girl
in his lap and, attempting to smile through his tears, gave her his bless-
ing.

Almost immediately the feminine end of the family had much to
talk about and many arrangements to make.

It was most desirable to have the daughter remain in the neighbor-
hood, so we found a satisfactory little house, recently built, at 3308
Rhodes Avenue, two blocks from the old home. Father and Mother
asked the privilege of furnishing the little nest for their daughter,
Everything of use or luxury that such a home should have was provided
in that little house. (In the final audit the only article found wanting
was a doormat for the front porch.)

It was a joy to these dear people to do all of this for their daughter
and her chosen man. It gave us all something in common to think
about, and I was received into it all with wholeheartedness. Bless their
hearts!
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1886. “FOR BETTER OR FOR WORSE”

I. Overwork and Overplay. II. The American Medical Associa-
tion—My First Address. III. Publicity as Distinguished Guest.
IV. The Great Event. V. A Family to Support. VI. More
Literary Work. VIIL. Thin Ice. VIII. A Bad Half Hour.
IX. Chicago Medical Society.

I

M‘!{ PROFESSIONAL and social activities were stimulating, my in-
come was steadily increasing, my ambition was at its apex, and one
by one my fondest dreams were coming true.

My happiness of these days had a background of substantial work.
I was asked to read a paper before the thirty-seventh annual meet-
ing of the American Medical Association, a distinction which I much
appreciated. My practical experience along the line of electrolysis in
gynecology and my two years of research on the subject, formed the
basis of this paper. It was a real task to concentrate all of my ma-
terial and my voluminous bibliography into a readable paper that
would not exceed the limit of the time allotted to me.

This extra work, including my professional activities, and the time
that I was stealing in my amorous pursuit at the Rhodes Avenue home
began to tell on my endurance. In all of the strenuous physical work
that I had done I had never worried much about my state of health.
Therefore 1 was naturally impatient at any signs of ailing when I
wasn’t even doing “real work.”

Early in April I suffered a severe cold with fever and prostration
—later in the century these symptoms were diagnosed as ““ Spanish
Influenza.” I was ill for two weeks. My old teacher, Prof. Quine, at-
tended me, and occasionally Prof. Hollister “looked in.” However, I
had little time for illness. My practice had to be cared for, and I needed
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the practice. The responsibility of financing an establishment of my
own was but one month distant, and on May 5 I was to make my bow
at the meeting of the American Medical Association.

11

The paper which I had been preparing for two years—*‘ Electrolysis
in Gynecology,”* was completed, and as all amateurs should do, I
practiced its delivery—standing, sitting, and prone. I knew it back-
wards and forwards, and my reading on allied subjects had furnished
me with an answer to every question that could possibly be brought
up.

The important event transpired on the afternoon of May 5, at
St. Louis. The section of obstetrics and diseases of women was crowded
to capacity. The subject as announced was to consist of the original
paper by unknown me (so obviously I was not the attraction), and was
to be discussed by important and nationally known specialists—Ely
Van de Warker, of Syracuse, New York; Robert Newman, of New
York City; George F. Hulbert, and George J. Engelmann, of St.
Louis.

As I sat on the platform awaiting the announcement of my paper, I
noticed that my future father-in-law had slipped into a rear seat, and
Prof. Jaggard, also of the Chicago Medical College, occupied a con-
spicuous position in the middle of the room. I was to have a dis-
tinguished audience!

I had no difficulty in my delivery, and my voice penetrated to all
parts of the large room. I am sure that no one in the audience felt that
I did not appreciate the importance of my paper, which was presented
to them as the last word. I knew, too, that it was not with a spirit of
bluff that they received it. The applause at the end was not perfunc-
tory, and it cheered my heart.

The discussion was animated. Many questions were asked and
promptly answered. My eminent discussers were very complimentary
and no one could have been more pleased with a first effort.

*With a Report of Three Cases of Fibroid Tumor Successfully Treated by the Method.
J. Am. M. Ass., Chicago, 1886, vii, 61; 85. Also published as a reprint, with supplement-
ary paper citing two cases of fibroid tumor treated by electrolysis, by J. N. Freeman,
M.D., of Brooklyn.
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IT1

Immediately following the meeting someone asked me to have my
picture taken for the newspapers. I remarked that it would be con-
sidered unethical.

“Oh certainly not, you are entitled to it. You have now become an
object of news.” While I realized that I was as ““newsy” as one could
hope to be, I was flattered by the prospect of seeing myself and being
seen in a news column.

“Anyway,” my tempter continued, “I have a picture of the presi-
dent of the Association and a number of the other distinguished guests.”
That was enough. I was led through back streets and into blind alleys,
and duly “shot” in a disreputable looking newspaper studio.

The next morning I appeared with several other ‘““also rans” of the
convention, crowded to the side of the sheet by more important news—
several portraits of suspects who were being held in connection with
the famous Haymarket Riot in Chicago, a tragedy that had occurred
on the evening of May 4. It was a motley array, the portraits of the
men of our great profession appearing indiscriminately with the group
of alleged anarchists; and as a result we were deservedly “ragged”
for several weeks by our envious colleagues.

In spite of these insignificant distractions, I was much pleased with
the reception of my ‘““début.” But more urgent business awaited me in
Chicago, so I rushed back with an envelope of newspaper clippings as
evidence of my “news” importance.

IV

Here everything was at fever heat. The date set for the wedding,
May 27, was fast approaching. The hundreds of invitations had been
directed and mailed. There had been great excitement over the list of
wedding invitations. It had been intended to keep it as small as
possible, but as plans proceeded there was no place to draw the line.

The little house was receiving its furniture. The wedding party had
been selected. Dr. Rufus Bishop was to sustain the groom in the
great ordeal. Miss Grace Fuller, a lifelong chum of Isabelle’s and daugh-
ter of Melville W. Fuller, the future Chief Justice, and Miss Katherine
Harris were to be veil adjusters and train bearers of the young bride;
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while Dr. E. Wyllys Andrews, Messrs. Harry B. Wheelock and Albert
W. Crouch were to act as ushers. The proud father was to hand over
the lady to the new property owner. The Rev. Dr. Henry Martyn
Scudder was to be the officiating minister, and to be legally responsible
for the tying of the knot. The preparations were dignified, but rather
elaborate.

Finally the hour came. The wedding march began. The groom in
trepidation waited, with his support and the minister, before the im-
provised altar. He was nearing unconsciousness; there was a lump in
his throat. A miracle was materializing as the wedding party preceded
the bride and her father down the aisle, formed by the conventional
ribbons. The bride, perfect and self-sustained, was on the arm of her
father who was dignified and impressive in appearance. The faces of
friends and relatives were expectant. The groom mechanically received
his bride and they assumed their places before the venerable minister.
The ceremony began. It was simple but impressive. The priest spoke.
The preliminaries were passing. We were each reciting after him the
usual “I, Franklin,” etc. It was distracting for the “rattled” groom
to follow the text. The enormity of the whole proceedings overwhelmed
his organs of speech and a swelling lump filled his throat. He was un-
able to finish or even gasp out the final “Holy Ghost, Amen.” The
minister had witnessed such panic before and ignoring the omission
proceeded with the ritual.

The “I pronounce you man and wife” rang with a welcome in the
ears of the groom. Prayers were solemnly said. The minister con-
gratulated. The maid of honor adjusted the veil. The groom kissed his
wife, and the crowd came forward with their congratulations, and
what seemed like a million or more friends shook his limp hand.

By and by came refreshments, the cutting of the wedding cake, the
retreat to the upper floor, and the swift, tender farewell by the bride
to the beloved associations of her girlhood. In a minute it was all over.
The bouquet was gayly thrown by the girl-bride as we joyously ran
down the stairs amid bushels of rice, and dashed to the shelter of our
carriage. We waved adieus to the old homestead, and in five minutes
we were in our own home, where our honeymoon was to be spent.

As we entered, we were met by the strains of the wedding march,
played upon her piano by Miss Gertie Foster, then an unknown neigh-
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bor in the adjoining house. It was a graceful welcome. Other neighbors
were excitedly peering from behind partly drawn curtains of adjacent
houses. For ““all the world loves a lover” and how infinitely more a

bride and groom.
v

Our household was a cozy and a thrifty one. Jo, our Irish maid, was
a joy. She looked after us as though we were a couple of irresponsible
children.

There were presents from our many friends. We felt our unworthiness
in receiving these many beautiful souvenirs. However, their acceptance
was complimentary to Dr. and Mrs. Hollister. We were embarrassed
by the kindness of everybody, but after admiring and finding a niche
for each article, we laughingly agreed that we would rather be em-
barrassed than not have them.

But as the responsible head of a new and beautiful family it was
apparent to the food and rent earner that after several months of un-
recognized neglect of his profession, he would have to take off his coat
and attend to business.

T had recently been appointed professor of gynecology in the Chicago
Policlinic. Consequently there were clinical lectures to prepare and to
deliver twice a week to graduates in medicine at the Policlinic College
on Chicago Avenue at Wells Street. This was a task that I thoroughly
enjoyed, and the out-patient department, established in connection
with the College, provided a goodly number of clinic patients.

My work, dealing with galvanism in the treatment of fibroids of the
uterus, continued to attract attention, and I was fortunate in having
plenty of material with which to demonstrate the treatment. I had de-
veloped my own apparatus with more up-to-date attachments, and
thus was enabled to give actual demonstrations in detail.

Meanwhile, I had established a “downtown’ office in the Mentor
Building, 163 State Street, at Monroe Street.

V1

Laboriously I had been poring over an outline of Prof. Apostoli’s
huge volume on the treatment of fibroids of the uterus with galvanism.
It was a tedious task, as I could afford but little help at the libraries.
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One day Isabelle picked up the volume and began to give me a free
translation in English of the French text. I cried out with joy. She
had chosen a very helpful job for herself. Except for a few technical
terms, she translated the thousand pages with facility, and so through
her aid I was enabled to finish my summary and appropriate as much
as was valuable for my abstract of Apostoli’s theories, giving him full
credit.

Needless to say, this was an inspiring task, and very valuable in the
development of my own work along the same line.

VII

By late July or early August I began to be alarmed at my shrinking
business. I had felt that my financial position was secure, and with my
usual optimism, it had never occurred to me that I couldn’t comfortably
support my family.

However, things had just stopped. Even the family practice suddenly
slumped, and my special office business was small.

This led to reluctant disclosures at home, which I had postponed
hoping for better returns. That confession to Isabelle proved a godsend.
She, like all watchful wives, had suspected. She proved a friend in need
and revealed immediately her financial ability. In quizzing me about
my own financial methods, she soon convinced me that I had no thrift
in me and certainly no head for the proper value of money. She showed
me a dozen ways in which we could economize and live on our present
income without embarrassment.

I was relieved. Two heads were certainly better than one; and one
should make a confidant of his wife in matters of finance as well as in

matters of love.
VIII

The next day this same Isabelle asked me to sit down.

“Well, what is it? Can’t I stand?”

““No,” she said, “please sit down.” (I have since learned that when
Isabelle says, “Please sit down,” it means business.)

I noted that she had two pads of paper and two pencils. She said, “I
want to make a list of the items you owe.”

“Why, I don’t owe anything worth speaking of.”
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“Well,” she said, “I hope not, but let us see.”

The list was made. Small item after item was dragged from me. The
tailor, the haberdasher, the liveryman, the florist, the bookman, the
instrument firm, the office rent, medical journals, etc., etc., all small
and unimportant items. It was a direful quiz.

“You are sure you have them all?”

I was sure, but we kept on finding more. Like all tortuous processes,
eventually it ended.

The list was then totalled. It was a long, scraggly one. I could have
sworn that I did not owe, including current items, fifty dollars. To my
amazement and horror it added up a trifle over one thousand dollars.

There was no scolding. “Frank,” she said in a definite tone, *“the
first thing we must do is to pay these bills.” That was all, but the pro-
gram was meticulously carried out. And it established a wholesome
precedent for all time.

IX

On December 20, I read a preliminary paper on my studies of the
Apostoli method before the Chicago Medical Society.* In it I suggested
one or two changes according to a technique which I had perfected.

I also endeavored to correct some erroneous impressions concerning
this subject. Electricity, in some form or other, had become a favorite
remedy in the hands of irregulars. It possessed a spectacular element
that easily beguiled the neurotic, gullible individual; hence its use by
quacks. This was embarrassing to one who was endeavoring to unearth
its real worth and to establish it as a scientific therapeutic agent.

At this time I made my first formal presentation of the milliampere-
meter which insured accuracy in measuring the galvanic current. I
showed a substitute for Apostoli’s cumbersome potter’s-clay electrode,
in the form of a membranous abdominal electrode, which had proved a
distinct improvement in my own work; and I also presented a new
intra-uterine electrode of my own invention. In concluding the paper I
described details of applying the treatment. Many letters of commen-
dation and of inquiry resulted from this literary essay.

*Treatment of Fibroid Tumors of the Uterus by Electrolysis, with a Description of
Apostoli's Method. J. Am. M. Ass., Chicago, 1887, viii, 449-454.

tSee also page 146.



“FOR BETTER OR FOR WORSE” 177

An eventful year for two sympathetic individuals who had deliber-
ately joined hands ““for better or for worse” was passing into history.
The financial storm had been short-lived, and the returning prosperity
brought with it a new sense of solidity and permanence. The beginning
had been auspicious. The little home at 3308 Rhodes Avenue was a
harmonious and happy one, and beginning to gather a group of dear
friends about it.
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1887. AN ACTIVE YEAR

I. To Do or Not to Do. II. Hystero-Neurasthenia. III. “Re-
ferred” Cases. IV. Appointment to Woman’s Hospital. V.
Ninth International Medical Congress—My Participation in It.
V1. Political and Social Aspects of the Congress.

1

MY FEW efforts in presenting and publishing the results of my work
were attracting notice. A well-intentioned friend, a neurologist, in-
timated one day that I could earn a good fee if I would investigate and
report upon a certain proprietary medicine that was being advertised
exclusively to the profession. Naturally I was interested in any honor-
able proposition by which I could increase my income.

In a few days I was visited by a messenger who stated that I had been
recommended to investigate a particular product, which he mentioned
by name. He handed me a package. It contained five one-hundred-
dollar bills; and a long letter detailing the qualities of the product, and
stating that a dozen boxes, each containing twelve bottled samples,
were on their way from an eastern city, and with these I was to pursue
my investigation.

The material arrived in due time, but the five one-hundred-dollar
bills were the fatal mistake of the ambitious promoters. I had gathered
the impression that their product had merit, but why all this hurry,
why all this cash? I was wary. The five one-hundred-dollar bills were
placed in safe-keeping, and the twelve boxes of samples were snugly
stored in my office, unopened.

In replying to the letter, I asked for an interview with someone in
authority, and indicated that there was some uncertainty as to whether
I could undertake the investigation. I consulted my friend, the neu-
rologist, and questioned him regarding the ethics of such a procedure.

178
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He laughed at me, said I was “finicky,” and urged that I had ample
evidence of the ethical standing of the firm with which I was dealing,
and of the value of their product which was being advertised in all
reputable medical journals and being prescribed by thousands of the
regular profession. Furthermore, he said, it was a great compliment to
me as a young man to be asked to undertake the research.

After several interviews with the man in authority, I told him that
while I appreciated the compliment his company had bestowed upon
me, I should have to decline to serve them; that I had already sent to
his home office a money order for the five hundred dollars that they had
so generously sent me, and that I would immediately return by ex-
press the boxes of samples.

Somehow this transaction brought to my mind the impressive lec-
tures on the ethics of the medical profession by my teachers, John H.
Hollister and Nathan Smith Davis, and I asked myself: “What would
they have done under the circumstances?” I knew the answer.

There must have been a temptation, for my conscience was greatly
relieved when the five hundred dollars were safely swallowed up and
on their way in the U. S. Mail.

11

After much study, I was convinced that the definite, unaccountable
symptoms of women of that day were connected with impaired func-
tion of the reproductive organs. The prominent requirements of these
cases were, as I saw them: Rest; proper feeding; seclusion; and sleep.

The “rest cure” that was initiated and practiced so successfully by
Dr. S. Weir Mitchell, an eminent neurologist of Philadelphia, for cases
of general neurasthenia would benefit these cases of mine.

Ambitiously, I invented a name for the condition, formulated my
views, and presented a paper on the subject before the Chicago Medi-
cal Society on March 7, 1887.* I quote the opening paragraphs:

“Hystero-neurasthenia is a name that T will take the liberty of giving to
an often recognized class of female difficulties which have not a well defined
place in medical literature.

“The symptoms of this class of cases are as difficult to enumerate and

*Hystero-Neurasthenia, Or Nervous Exhaustion of Women, Treated by the 5. Weir
Mitchell Method. J. Am. M. Ass., Chicago, 1887, viii, 365—368.
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describe as the individual cases are difficult to manage to a successful issue.
Under the term hystero-neurasthenia, I wish to include no symptoms which
can be traced to a distinct pathological lesion of any one organ, but to a host
of symptoms that can be accounted for in no other manner than by being the
result of a partial or general nervous inefficiency, or perversion, of the nerves
controlling the organs peculiar to women.

“The first of these conditions, nervous inefficiency, may be congenital, or
the result of excessive exercise of the functions of the organs of the pelvis,
from a long and prolific child-bearing season, excessive cohabitation, or un-
due treatment of a local variety. The second condition, nervous perversion,
will be found the result of excessive brain work, either as a consequence of
early study, or from literary excess, teaching, and clerical work common to
women of maturer life, the worries of motherhood, anxieties of impending or
actual misfortune, prolonged lactation, nursing of the sick, and excessive
physical labor. . . .”

In describing the treatment I said:

“How can we obtain these four requisites without over-drugging our
patients? We must introduce some means by which an irritable body, that
is unable to assume the recumbent position without resting upon some pain-
ful spot, may lie down without pain. We must feed properly a patient whose
appetite is capricious, whose stomach may be irritable and rebellious, whose
bowels will not ‘agree’ with anything that is suitable to sustain life. We must
put into seclusion patients who imagine they require the sustaining sym-
pathy of innumerable dear ones. We must produce sleep in a class of patients
who have long ago worn out all the safe and efficient narcotics. . . .

“Dr. Mitchell seeks to meet the four requirements in the treatment of
these cases by first gett'ng full control and confidence of the patient. With-
out this first requisite, the case is a failure. After this is accomplished he
makes the remaining part of the problem feasible by a combination of entire
rest and of excessive feeding made possible by passive exercise obtained
through the use of massage and electricity.

‘““A physician, to treat these cases successfully, must have an eye to detail,
possess at least the ordinary amount of tact, perseverance, firmness, and
good executive ability. The nurses employed should be educated, intelligent,
strong young persons, who are able and willing to work, and who can make
themselves very agreeable; who possess tact and firmness, the latter without
sternness. They should understand and be capable of performing thorough
massage, administering a vaginal douche properly, and be adepts at pre-
paring tempting sick-room delicacies. . . .”

Over a period of years many of these cases came under my care.
They were among the most difficult and interesting problems I had to
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solve, and the results frequently were encouraging in the extreme.
Many of the women had lost courage, they were partially bedridden,
their strength was depleted, and their initiative was practically at the
lowest ebb. Through the enforced rest and feeding, the habit of sleep,
and the application of faradic current, neuralgic pains and nervousness
were allayed.

This was the forerunner of physical therapy which gained so much
popularity in later years.

IT1

It was a red-letter day when a physician of eminence in Frankfort,
Kentucky, sent me my first referred case. The patient was a woman of
culture and refinement, and she came from a state where such attri-
butes are properly appreciated. The letter of introduction stated that
she had an intractable fibroid and her doctor hoped my treatment, of
which he had been reading, could help her.

The patient came regularly to my office. In three days she said she
was relieved of pain and her sleep was undisturbed. The hemorrhage
was materially reduced during the first month, and she began to put on
weight.

After three months of routine treatment, no one could convince her
that she was not completely restored to health. However, I informed
her definitely that the tumor had not disappeared; but that with proper
attention to her diet, and with a reasonable amount of outdoor exercise
in the bluegrass country, she would in all probability enjoy good health.
She was cautioned to return to me if at any time the hemorrhage in-
creased.

I was complimented to receive a call from the elder Prof. Byford, in
which he asked me to visit one of his patients from Indiana who was
stopping at the Sherman House. The patient had a large fibroid, he
said, for which he had been giving his ergot treatment, but he thought
possibly my “new-fangled” method might be of greater aid to
her.

Much elated, T took my portable paraphernalia to the Sherman
House and sent up my card, and presently found myself in the quarters
of two maiden ladies. The elder of the two called from the hallway to
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the other who was lying on a bed that a “boy” was calling “saying he
is a doctor sent by Prof. Byford.”

This remark touched my sense of humor rather than my dignity.
Perhaps they would turn me down because they thou ght me a youth,
and if so, I could forgive them. However, I was cautiously admitted at
the suggestion of the invalid, possibly because she was curious. The
two women proceeded to catechise me as to my identity and my quali-
fications. Possibly, they suggested, I was the young son of some Dr.
Martin. Ruthlessly and arbitrarily they said that they respected Prof.
Byford’s judgment, but they would have to consult him as they could
not accept me as their doctor. Certainly I was the butt of ridicule and
of tongue-lashing by these two spinsters!

I took my paraphernalia and cautiously backed out. When I related
my experience to Dr. Byford, he laughed and said he anticipated that
I'would have trouble of some kind. “They are kind at heart, and within
a month you will be enjoying daily arguments with them. I will explain
to them that you are not as young as you look.” And he quietly
chuckled again. “ Just go back again tomorrow mornin g and say that
you have come to give a treatment, and proceed with your work.”

The following morning I was greeted by, “Here you are again.”

“Yes,” I replied, “Dr. Byford told me to come and give a treat-
ment,” and I began to unpack my apparatus. This seemed to excite
their curiosity and a flood of questions followed, among them, “What
are you going to charge for all this fussing and this elaborate machinery
and ‘Jimcrackery?’”’

“As you seem to value the judgment of Prof. Byford,” I said, “we
will leave the question of fees to him.”

“Well,” one of them replied, “we are not millionaires.”

I replied that Prof. Byford had informed me that he was not sending
me to charity patients.

“Oh, did he?” (ouch!) was the retort.

The case was a characteristic one, and I told the patient that T was
sure my treatment would relieve her disagreeable symptoms, put some
flesh on her bones, and restore her vigor. She snapped back that she
was not accustomed to being ridiculed!

“No, young lady, but vou can stand the truth.”

After I had carefully placed the electrodes, I cautiously turned on the
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current. The anxious horror depicted on the face of the patient was
something one would expect to see in a victim of the guillotine. How-
ever, contrary to expectations, there was no pain, and she asked if
that was all there was to it. When I reassured her, she called her sister
who was waiting in the adjoining room in painful suspense. She came
in, surveyed the “contrivance” as she called it, and showed suppressed
interest. After five minutes I disconnected the apparatus, and there
was a sigh of relief.

But before I left T was destined to receive a severe quizzing. “How
do you know that this will do any good?” I calmly replied that in-
dividuals who had been willing to codperate had been greatly bene-
fited, and that I hoped it would prove successful here.

“How much will it cost?”

“Five dollars a treatment at the hotel, or three dollars at my office.”

““How often are the treatments to be administered?”

“At first I should advise one daily.”

I was regaled by, “Oh, is that all?” In reality, I myself thought that
it was a pretty good fee, but they, I believe, considered it astonishingly
reasonable. Why should they not have been agreeably surprised, since
they were in the hands of an eminent specialist, who had been recom-

. mended by an internationally known gynecologist of the great metrop-
olis on the inland sea?

The third morning I was informed that the two giddy girls had been
over to Marshall Field & Company shopping for dinner plates, and
that the patient had had her first full night’s sleep in months, due to
the fact that her “nervous pains” had disappeared. How, she queried,
could one treatment relieve her pains? I retaliated by saying that
either she had imagined her pains, or the relief might have been due to
my great hypnotic ability.

She resented this. “No man has ever been able to hypnotize me;
besides I have suffered at times the torments of the devil.”

Obviously I was making progress with two interesting women who
did their own thinking, and who possessed tongues that could ade-
quately defend them, especially against all frivolous men.

Large doses of galvanism transformed this woman from invalidism
to normal health. She returned once every six months, received treat-
ments at my office for several weeks, and ended up each trip to the
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big city by indulging with her sister in an orgy of shopping, theater
going, and a general outing.

IV

Early in 1887 I was appointed attending gynecologist at the Woman's
Hospital, in which only gynecological and obstetrical cases, private
and charity, were treated. This appointment was of great value to
me, and I appreciated it as a distinction.

The institution was located within two blocks of our domicile, and
in it I could now care for my private cases, and also aid in serving the
women who came to the out-patient clinic. The exclusive staff, which
had full charge of all patients, at that time consisted of Prof. William
H. Byford, his son Dr. Henry T. Byford, Dr. H. P. Merriman, Dr.
D. T. Nelson, and Dr. Marie J. Mergler, who were among the most
distinguished gynecologists and obstetricians in Chicago.

A Woman’s Board, of which Mrs. J. B. Lyons was the president,
directed the financial and domestic business of the institution, in con-
junction with the professional staff.

I was a very busy man, but work agreed with my disposition. I had
abandoned my position in the neurological department at St. Joseph’s
Hospital partly because of the great distance, but in reality because my
professional work was more and more directed to another specialty.

1,“.7

The Ninth International Medical Congress was held in Washington
on September 5 to 9, 1887. A symposium before the section on gynecol-
ogy was to be led by Apostoli, the discoverer of the treatment of fibroid
tumors by galvanism, and I was asked to participate in the discussion.

Meanwhile, Isabelle had translated for me Apostoli’s voluminous
monograph on the subject, and I had devised certain changes in the
treatment that standardized and simplified it, and also, I believed,
made it much more effective. The records of my numerous successful
cases could be shown as practical evidence. Apostoli presented his
theories and a summary of his work, and his presence added much to
the interest in the subject.

My discussion was presented under the title: “A Method of Treat-
ment of Fibroid Tumors of the Uterus by Strong Currents of Elec-
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tricity; Based upon Exact Dosage; Being a Modification of Apostoli’s
Method.”*

It began:

“That marked beneficial effects have been obtained by different methods
of treatment of fibroid tumors of the uterus by means of a continuous cur-
rent of electricity, is not now doubted by the majority of scientific surgeons.
While the confirmatory literature on the subject at present appears to be in
a very confused state, and while the reported benefits are the result of almost
as many different methods of operating, one familiar with the inexorable
laws that govern electricity can discern that each method that merits at-
tention depends for its success upon the same underlying principles.

“The degree of success obtained by any one operator is an indication of
how capable he is of concentrating these certain well-known principles of
electricity to the treatment of these pathological conditions without injury
to healthy tissues, and with little inconvenience to the patient. . . .”

At this meeting I exhibited my newly invented appliances, among
them a dynamo which I described as follows:

““. . .the dynamo that I had caused to be constructed with the assistance of
Elmer A. Sperryf to take the place of the cumbersome batteries that we were
then obliged to use. ... The two currents generated by the machine are
identical with those generated by a cautery battery of large cells and large
surface, and with that generated by a large number of small cells arranged in
series, and are designated respectively, the cautery current and the electro-
Iytic current. . .."” (The dynamo in turn was later displaced by the contin-
uous current that was subsequently distributed to all buildings for purposes
of incandescent lighting.)

In concluding this paper, I said: “. . . The principal advantage of
this method can be summarized under six headings:

It is entirely free from danger.

It is absolutely painless.

It invariably checks excessive hemorrhages.

It rapidly reduces the size of the tumors.

It stops neuralgic pains.

It is a system of treatment of fibroid tumors of the uterus by electricity,
based upon principles which make exact dosage possible.”

A TR T

A very animated discussion was aroused by my paper and others.

*Tr. Internat. M. Cong., Wash., 1887, ii, 669-684; Med. Rec., N.Y., 1887, xxxii, 753=757;
Abs. Nashville J. M. & S., 1887, n.s., xl, 434-436.

1The eminent inventor who afterwards designed the gyroscope.
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VI

Eight International medical congresses had been held at intervals of
several years in many countries of Europe, and had gained a reputation
that attracted the representative men of our profession in all specialties.
This was its first appearance in America.

The American Medical Association had been instrumental in bring-
ing the International Medical Congress to the United States, and when
the American committee was organized, Dr. Austin Flint, Sr., of New
York, President of the American Medical Association, was selected as
the President of the Congress, and Dr. Nathan Smith Davis as the
Secretary-General. Almost immediately a contest was precipitated
between the leaders of New York, New England, and some of the
other eastern states, as against the leaders of the West and South who
insisted upon fair representation on the general committee. Medical
politics are always most distressing and unworthy; and lasting em-
barrassment is the inevitable result. But the fight was on, and the
West and South were victorious.

To the regret of all, in the midst of the activities of organizing for
the Congress, Prof. Flint died, and Dr. Davis, organizer of the Ameri-
can Medical Association and editor of its official Journal, was elected
President of the Congress by acclamation. He was entitled to the honor
for he had done much of the preliminary work.

It was Isabelle’s and my first great gathering where specialists of
all the world were in attendance. As I registered in the section of
gynecology on the morning of the opening day, someone pointed out
Prof. August Martin, of Berlin, the distinguished foreign guest of the
Congress, who was to have a conspicuous place on the gynecological
program. I asked for an introduction. Very cordially he grasped my
hand, pointed to my name on the program which he was scanning, and
said he had intended to look me up. I was flattered, and made the most
of the implied compliment. Standing near to him was a charming
young German woman. I asked him if she was his daughter. He
laughed loudly and introduced her as his wife, and then explained to
her with great glee that I had asked if she was his daughter.

We were friends at once. He was a great, rollicking, good-natured
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man, about forty years of age, and weighed about two hundred
pounds. They were on their honeymoon. Mrs. Martin, who was several
years younger than her husband, did not speak English, but made
herself understood by her decidedly fascinating personality. I told
the Professor that Mrs. Martin, my wife, would want to meet his
bride.

I had an opportunity to introduce Isabelle at the opening session of
the Congress, an impressive affair held in Albaugh’s Opera House of
Washington. The two young women found a common language in
French, and became fast friends. A shopping tour of Washington was
followed by sight-seeing, and attendance on the teas and other func-
tions provided for the entertainment of the ladies. Prof. Martin spared
no pains to be friendly to me, and seemed to appreciate Isabelle’s fond
attentions to his wife.

Official Washington, including President Grover Cleveland and
his distinguished lady, were our hosts during this eventful week.
President Cleveland addressed the Congress at its initial session.

There were several large evening receptions at which the members of
the Congress were invited guests. A personal incident, which illustrates
the importance of distinguished lions in the eyes of society leaders,
gave some of us amusement. At one of the receptions, as Isabelle and 1
were entering the drawing room, and our names “ Doctor and Mrs.
Martin” were announced, we were quite overwhelmed by the cordial
greeting of our hostess.

Suddenly, having considered her guests more carefully, she said,
“Where are you from, Dr. Martin?”

With true civic pride I replied, *“ From Chicago.”

““Oh,” she said coolly, “we were looking for the distinguished Prof.
Martin from Berlin.”” And we were passed to the obscure crowd.

Our sense of humor saved us, and we did not resent the sudden
change of attitude of our charming hostess.

Within a very few moments there was an unusual stir and down the
broad stairs, with gorgeous decorations covering his capacious breast,
came our friend with his lovely wife. “Doctor Professor and Mrs.
August Martin, of Berlin” were loudly announced. There could be no
mistake this time! Our hostess fairly rushed to her guests. They were
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rather overwhelmed at the burst of enthusiasm and looked around as
if for succor.

Then the Professor spied Isabelle and me near by, disengaged himself
from his effusive hostess, and joined us. One would have thought that
we were his long-lost relatives. I had to tell him of our experience.

Often in later years we met in various cities of Europe, and always I
was greeted with a laugh and “‘ How is the distinguished Dr. Martin?”

The official reception of the Congress was held on Thursday evening
in the new Pension Hall. The spacious rooms were gay with flags, the
Marine Band was pouring forth inspiring music, and a brilliant crowd
of men and women were jostling each other. At the head of the long
reception line stood Dr. N. S. Davis, President of the Congress. As
Isabelle and I approached, he gripped Mrs. Martin’s hand and said:
“Belle, I have been trying all afternoon to find you,” whereupon he
drew a telegram from his pocket and handed it to her.

The message was from Dr. Hollister in Chicago, and contained in-
formation that Isabelle’s mother was to be operated upon the next day
by the celebrated surgeon of London, Dr. Bantock. It was a great shock,
and Isabelle’s first real trouble. Ovariotomies in 1887 were serious
operations, as my record has indicated.

We returned home immediately, and fortunately found Mrs. Hol-
lister in no critical danger and on the way to convalescence.
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1838. NEW VENTURES

I. Developing a Philosophy of Practice. II. Oliver Wendell
Holmes. 1I1. Post-Graduate Medical School and Hospital of
Chicago. IV. The North American Practitioner. V. Political
Conventions and Presidential Election.

I

AS THE new year dawned, I found myself enmeshed in a series of
interests—a professional practice with an increasing number of surgical
cases; important office activities; and literary research and writing in a
strenuous effort to prepare reports of my work for proper publication.

My patients were my paramount concern. Each morning as I ap-
proached my office, and anticipated meeting new people with their in-
dividual problems, I was filled with intense interest. When the superin-
tendent of the hospital conducted me to new patients, I was keen to
see them and to review their difficulties. And I was equally anxious to
study the ailments of those whom I saw in the out-patient clinics, and
who were unable to pay for the services they received. The same deep
interest engrossed me each time I entered the operating room, whether
the operation to be performed was of a trivial or critical nature.

Even in the earliest days of my medical practice, my scrutiny went
beyond the particular disease which I encountered in unraveling a di-
agnosis. I was concerned with the individual who consulted me, with
her fears and distresses.

Never but once, and that was at the insistence of the patient’s hus-
band, did I reveal to a patient that she was doomed, and I have prayed
to be forgiven for that grave mistake. The patient noted my suffering,
and suspected that I was going to fail her. She placed one hand over
her eyes so that she could not see me, and with the other hand en-
deavored to stop my speech, and screamed, ““Dear Doctor, please,
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please don’t say it.” I never really uttered the actual words, and im-
mediately endeavored to convince her that she was mistaken; but of
course I failed. The dear woman, in an effort to spare me, took my
hand and endeavored to smile.

But I, the one in whom she believed more than in anyone else in the
world, her physician who had served her and protected her and spared
her all possible suffering, and who had never before revealed to her
any semblance of hopelessness, I, too, had had the cruelty to abandon
her and suggest that she was in an incurable state. It was something
that she had already suspected, but which she would not allow herself
to believe until her own doctor, who had so carefully shielded her,
cruelly revealed the dread fact.

Then and there T vowed that never again would I act as judge and
sentence a patient of mine to death. And many decades of practice have
convinced me that that course was correct. No matter how distressing
or serious the case, there was always a chance that the patient might
recover. And who was I to pass judgment?

Every surgeon has had the happy experience of seeing a patient
recover when he was apparently at the point of death. Also there have
been striking instances in which the pathological examination and all
clinical evidence indicated an incurable disease, and yet the patient
spontaneously recovered. These are the rare instances that furnish
fuel to dishonest propaganda and unscientific cultists.

IT

In 1888, I was the President of the Chicago South-Side Medico-
Social Society which we had organized five years before. The subject
of my retiring address was “The Life and Work of Dr. Oliver Wendell
Holmes,” with particular reference to his medical work and utter-
ances. It will be remembered that he was educated as a physician, and
for thirty-five years had taught anatomy in Harvard Medical School.
Had he not become a distinguished writer of general literature, he
would nevertheless have achieved fame because of his medical teachings
and writings.

It was he who announced in 1843, long before the present antiseptic
methods of caring for obstetrical cases were adopted, that childbed
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fever was the result of contamination of women at childbirth, of un-
cleanly procedures on the part of careless midwives and physicians.
His suggestion was promulgated five years before Semmelweis made
his pronouncement, and long before the scientific discoveries of Pas-
teur and Lister demonstrated the course of these deadly infections.

Incidentally my distinguished father-in-law, Dr. Hollister, who had
been a medical student in Pittsfield, Massachusetts, often referred to a
lecture given at that pioneer medical school by Oliver Wendell Holmes,
who was a periodic lecturer at the institution. In this lecture Dr.
Holmes said with great enthusiasm and impressiveness: *“ Young gentle-
men, since I last spoke to you I have witnessed a marvelous procedure.
I have seen a man put to sleep by an anesthetic. I have seen an opera-
tion performed upon him and I have heard him announce upon his
return to consciousness that he had experienced no sensation of pain.
This event, gentlemen, 1 believe to be the first step which will revolu-
tionize surgery.”

The date was October 16, 1846. The anesthetist who demonstrated
the effects of ether was Dr. William Thomas Green Morton, and the
operator was Dr. John Collins Warren. This was the first recorded
operation under a general anesthetic. Dr. Crawford W. Long, of
Georgia, had used ether as an anesthetic in 1842, but he failed to
record his discovery in the literature. In 1847, chloroform was em-
ployed in obstetrics by Sir James Young Simpson, of Edinburgh.

It was this incident, so graphically related by Dr. Hollister, which
first aroused my interest in Dr. Holmes and later led me to make him
the subject of my address.

111

The post-graduate classes at the Chicago Policlinic, in which I had
become much interested, had grown to a flattering degree. Three times
a week I traveled across the city by street car to Chicago Avenue and
La Salle Street to devote two hours to the teaching service.

Dr. W. Franklin Coleman, an ophthalmologist, a few years my senior
and secretary of the institution, was another faithful attendant and
an indefatigable worker. We were becoming dissatisfied with the ad-
ministration at this institution for we felt it lacked the enterprise that
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was necessary to supply a much needed graduate school in Chicago.
Suggestions for betterment that we occasionally made bold to express
were ruthlessly brushed aside, without an answer. Finally, when Dr.
Coleman and I were on our way home from one of the fruitless faculty
meetings, we gave vent to our feelings and discovered that we were
both thoroughly dissatisfied, and realized that with the prevailing
conditions the situation was hopeless.

After several thoughtful but sleepless nights I proposed to Dr.
Coleman that we organize a thorough-going post-graduate school of
medicine for Chicago. Dr. Coleman was a gentleman of the highest type
and quietly he had already determined to abandon the Policlinic, and
to decide was to act. There and then we agreed to make a survey of the
field of teachers, and to meet within twenty-four hours to discuss our
results.

Cautious questioning revealed that several other members of the
faculty were dissatisfied and were only waiting for someone to take the
initiative. We wasted no time. Within a week we had signed up a
strong tentative faculty on a basis that the expenses of the new enter-
prise were to be shared equally, and to be paid monthly as bills were
rendered.

Our preliminary meeting was held on September 12, 1888. The first
board of directors comprised: H. P. Newman, president; R. H. Bab-
cock, vice-president; W. F. Coleman, secretary; Franklin H. Martin,
treasurer; and Frank Billings, chairman of finance committee. Among
the incorporators and the faculty were such distinguished individuals
as: N. S. Davis, Sr., J. Adams Allen, H. A. Johnson, A. Reeves Jackson,
J. H. Hollister, W. H. Byford, C. T. Parkes, H. T. Byford, L. L.
McArthur, F. S. Johnson, Boerne Bettman, Josef Zeisler, R. W. Bishop,
Frank Cary, J. C. Hoag, Bayard Holmes, and G. W. Webster, most of
whom had already achieved international fame.

The new * Post-Graduate Medical School and Hospital of Chicago”
with its “Public Dispensary’ warranted a location in the center of the
“Loop.” Consequently, in December we rented a four-story building
at 31 East Washington Street, the site now occupied by the Marshall
Field & Company annex. Announcements and advertising material
were prepared for release early in 1889, as we planned to open our
doors to students on April 1.
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IV

In December, 1888, we entered into an agreement with Truax & Co.
to publish The North American Practitioner as the official journal of
our Post-Graduate Medical School. It was our purpose to foster a
highly scientific journal for the Middle West. Dr. Bayard Holmes was
elected editor, and Dr. Junius Hoag, assistant editor.

Vv

Again I was interested in the Republican and Democratic candidates
for the presidency of the United States.

The Republican convention was called to order in the newly con-
structed Auditorium in Chicago on June 1g. The interior of this great
hall was unfinished, but its seating had been rushed to completion, and
the bare steel rafters were artistically decorated. Isabelle and 1 took
the week off and attended the convention and followed the proceed-
ings.

The leading candidates were Walter Q. Gresham, of Indiana;
Chauncey M. Depew, of New York; Russell A. Alger, of Michigan;
Benjamin Harrison, of Indiana; William B. Allison, of Towa: James G.
Blaine, of Maine, and a dozen or more who received a few compli-
mentary votes from their respective state delegations.

The convention was an extremely orderly one, and not particularly
interesting. The most dramatic incident was the opening prayer, which
was delivered by Dr. Frank W. Gunsaulus, of Chicago. This eloquent
theologian ended his appeal to the God of nations by asking His divine
blessing on the beloved captain of armies, our national hero, General
Philip Sheridan, who was on his death bed in Washington. As Dr.
Gunsaulus finished his thrilling plea to his Creator, the four thousand
delegates and spectators spontaneously rose to their feet and cheered
for several minutes.

After five days of routine business, Benjamin Harrison was nom-
inated for the presidency, and Levi P. Morton, of New York, for the
vice-presidency.

The Democratic convention was held in St. Louis, July 8 to 11. For
the first time since 1840, there was no contest. Grover Cleveland was
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nominated by acclamation. Allen G. Thurman, of Ohio, was nominated
for the vice-presidency on the first ballot, Vice-President Hendricks

having died during the first year of his term of office.
At the fall election the Republican candidates were victorious. The

electoral votes stood 233 for Harrison, and 168 for Cleveland.
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188¢9. ADMINISTRATIVE DUTIES
I. Cancer Study. II. Opening of Our Post-Graduate School.

I

TLE cruel spectre of cancer! As the clinics and private practice
. brought an increasing number of patients to my attention, I saw many
distressing cases of cancer, most of them in an advanced stage, and ap-
parently beyond the possibility of cure.

I have always insisted, and it is the experience of every observing
clinician, that cancer, in its earlier stages, is a curable disease, and that
no one can predict with certainty when the stage of curability has been
passed.

Fifty years ago the technique of diagnosis had not been developed to
the present more definite state of perfection, and physicians were not
In a position to speak decisively in any given case. Prior to the dis-
covery of x-ray by Roentgen in 1895, and radium by the Curies in
1898, we were dependent upon removal of diseased growths by the
knife or by the cautery. The use of actual cautery by the application of
soldering irons was advocated in 1872 by John Byrne, of Brooklyn,
for cases of cancer of the lower portion of the uterus. The cautery was
effective in removing the diseased tissue in a large area, the heat
sealed the bleeding arteries, the veins, and the lymphatic vessels, and
it was claimed by Byrne that the remaining surrounding tissue was
rendered sterile by the cooking process.

The treatment became a favorite among gynecologists and eventu-
ally was extended to other affected tissues of the body. There is no
doubt that many early cancers of the cervix were successfully and per-
manently cured by this crude method, and it is still a tradition among
many members of our profession that cancerous tissue can be removed
more effectively by the cautery than by the cold knife. The apparatus

195



106 DR. FRANKLIN H. MARTIN

was modified, after electricity was made available, by the invention of
the more elegant electric cautery.

It was my custom to tell my patients of the possible benefits of an
operation; that the procedure would undoubtedly give immediate re-
lief from distressing symptoms; and if the whole tumor and its local
extensions could be removed, that there was promise of a cure.

I saw many patients with cancer of the breast, some of them with
large infected areas that emitted foul discharges. Experience often
revealed that the most distressing symptoms of developing cancer were
due to inflammatory complications caused by the tumor rather than
by the disease itself. Palliative measures often prolonged life, removed
the symptoms, gave courage, definitely improved the general well-being
of the patient, and promoted hopefulness and a renewed joy of living.

As my technique was perfected, I adopted more extensive surgery
for cancer of the uterus and removed the organ in its entirety by the
lower route, an operation first performed in Chicago by Christian Fenger
upon a patient to whom I administered the anesthetic. My case re-
ports before medical societies, and the exhibition of specimens, excited
some favorable comment, especially as the patients recovered.

IT

Our Post-Graduate building at 31 E. Washington Street had been put
in order, and we were ready to open our doors on April 1. The lower
portion of the building was reserved for offices, classrooms, and the
dispensary, and the third and fourth floors were converted into a
hospital, the beginning of the Chicago Charity Hospital. Mrs. Corri-
gan, an adequate and enterprising trained nurse, a young English
woman, was selected to take charge of the hospital, and a man of all
work was hired as janitor.

There was an aspect of thrift and academic activity about our in-
stitution. We had a wholesome esprit de corps, for our faculty was in-
terested and eager to follow our ideals of service; we had a hospital
on the ground in which to house our clinical cases—whether medical
or surgical; our apparatus was thoroughly up-to-date, and our down-
town location was convenient to the hotels in which the visiting doc-
tors—our prospective students—lived. Thus we had a distinct advan-
tage over our competitors.
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Publicity was disseminated equally to the profession and to dis-
pensary patients, and within the first month we were rewarded by a
group of students, and by a satisfactory out-patient dispensary at-
tendance.

This interesting venture furnished a wholesome and useful diversion,
and demonstrated that we had the ability to do things outside of the
routine of professional practice. It also gave every industrious member
of our faculty an opportunity to refine the art of clinical teaching.
With our carefully selected executive committee, Dr. Coleman and I
now felt that we could enjoy the full benefits of our efforts. The new
school developed rapidly.

My own classes were attended by a progressive group of doctors who
were anxious to perfect themselves in treating the diseases of women.
Many of the visitors had graduated in medicine several years before
and were successful practitioners in their communities. They were apt
students.

Ours was a “show me” clinic, for the dispensary was well attended
by patients who were available for purpose of demonstration. Many of
our students had never before been able to palpate the deep-seated
organs, sense their position, size, and condition, and then have the
findings confirmed or criticized by a teacher. This accomplishment
demonstrated that the statements in textbooks were not purely
imaginary.
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18g0. BLESSED BE THE PEACEMAKER

I. Big Business. II. New Home of Post-Graduate School. IIL
Tragedy Amidst Festivities. IV. Ruthlessness Brings Regrets.
V. Diversion.

I

IN vIEW of the popularity of our Post-Graduate School and Hospital,
we could not expect to remain permanently in limited quarters on one
of the most valuable sites in the center of the “Loop” of our growing
metropolis. We had a five-year lease, but there developed an aggressive
movement to gain possession of our building. We did not propose to
yield.

We as professional men were incapable of coping with “big business,”
but our lease gave us legal security. A glib underling of a well estab-
lished real estate firm approached us; we were adamant. One of the
principals interviewed us, and by his persuasive eloquence interested
us and gently swayed us; but we evaded the dotted line, thought the
matter over, and again declared that we were satisfied to remain where
we were.

“Why are you so anxious to get us out? Do Marshall Field & Com-
pany need our building?”

““Not at all. We represent not one, but many. Confidentially, in the
view of some unreasonable fanatics, a medical school and a free dis-
pensary in the very center of our shopping district is looked upon as a
public nuisance. If that notion spreads and finally prevails, you may
be forced by the city to go elsewhere.”

I was angry, and inclined to be impudent. Dr. Coleman, a perfect
gentleman, laughed and said of course that was a joke.

Our suave visitor admitted that no one would want to employ ruth-
less methods with a group of eminent professional men, “But,” he
continued, carefully addressing his remarks to Dr. Coleman and
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studiously ignoring me, “no one would be inclined to oust you on any
grounds without fully compensating you for your expense and loss of
time.”

We consulted a lawyer, who was a wise man. He surveyed our build-
ing and the location, and expressed surprise that we had ever secured
our lease. Through his connections, he surmised that Marshall Field &
Company were secking the quarter block through to Wabash Avenue.

“I would advise you to settle, and take your leisure in getting out,
The ‘public nuisance’ suggestion may be used as a last resort; but nego-
tiations are on, I am advised, for the purchase also of several adjacent
lots, to which the ‘public nuisance’ clause cannot apply.”

We left our fate in the hands of our legal adviser, and ultimately
accepted a settlement which covered all of the expenses we had in-
curred, and also provided us with an insignificant nest egg.

Contemplating eventualities, with the aid of an industrious young
real estate dealer we had scanned the city for a possible location. I was
attracted by a site near the northwest corner of Michigan Avenue and
Adams Street—opposite the present Art Institute—which contained a
row of four-story brick buildings, each unit 25 x 160 feet. One-half of
this property (or double the space we then occupied) could be secured
for fifty thousand dollars. It was suitable for our purposes, it could be
made ready for immediate occupancy with but little repair, no other
property in the center of the city was available at the price, and it
was ideally situated on the lake front. The old Exposition Building
was the only structure on the east side of the street.

Our conscientious broker, with all of his might and vision, was op-
posed to the site. He argued that all of the buildings, except a fire
station, were unrented; the worn pavement discouraged traffic;
Michigan Avenue was developed on one side only, and had the dis-
reputable outlook of the railroad to the east—handicaps under which
no business property could possibly enhance in value; and if we ever
wanted to dispose of the property, we would have to compete with all
of the vacant buildings, etc., etc. It was inconceivable!

It was put up to the faculty. The agent spoke eloquently in behalf
of a location on Third Avenue (now Plymouth Place), south of Van
Buren Street. I was outvoted, after being partially convinced. We
organized a stock company, our faculty members subscribed for the
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stock, and an attractive building, with elevator and “all modern
conveniences,” was soon under way.

11

Someone said of our growing enterprise that it did not “hide its light
under a bushel.” A full-page advertisement appeared in the leading
medical and surgical journals in November, 18go.

Bayard Holmes, one of our surgeons who was a scientist among his
other brilhant accomplishments, had developed our very compre-
hensive, up-to-date pathological laboratory, and engaged Dr. Adolph
Gehrmann as director.

Among my other duties, I decided to take a systematic course in the
technique of the new and important science—bacteriology.

“How I would like to take that course of study with you,” timidly
suggested Isabelle one day when I was expounding on its importance.

“Why not?” I replied. And forthwith we enrolled.

Every morning for weeks we were absorbed in the mysteries of germ
life—the experimental development of bacteria, the actual cultivation
of micro-organisms through artificial media, the cultivation of bacteria
in the animal body, the practical use of the microscope, and the ef-
fectiveness of germs in bringing about infection and even death.

It was an interesting and valuable experience for both of us, and
especially for me. Bacteriology had been discussed when I was in medi-
cal school, but it had not yet been adopted as a part of our curriculum.

IT1

Our new school and hospital was to be formally opened the week of
November 17. Dr. Burt R. Shurly, of Detroit, whose research into a
cure for tuberculosis was being rewarded with success, was to be the
orator of the occasion. The profession of the community and the sur-
rounding states revealed an interest, and the opening promised to be
well attended.

Among the many other functions planned by members of the
faculty, Isabelle and I decided on a four-o’clock tea at our little home of
which we were so proud.

On the afternoon of the day we had selected, too late to call off the
reception, Isabelle developed a severe mass on her neck, the character
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of which was obscure. The swelling was increasing rapidly, and the
pain and fever confined her to her bed.

I was alarmed, for I immediately visualized a scene in the laboratory
one week before—a guinea pig had been inoculated with anthrax, and
had died, as predicted, in twenty-four hours. At the urging of our
teacher, we had taken precaution to protect ourselves from accidental
infection.

Dr. Hollister called Dr. Elbert Wing, a leading young practitioner
who was well versed in pathology; and with him came Dr. Holmes, Dr.
Gehrmann, and several practitioners of the older generation.

Isabelle insisted that the reception must go on. So while the function
was in gay progress below, the amateur bacteriologist lay in her room,
surrounded by laboratory technicians who with their microscopes and
culture tubes were endeavoring to isolate the germ that caused the
general infection of the mysterious swelling.

Grave consultation followed the examination of the first slide. The
three experts diplomatically shoved me aside, removed the slide from
the microscope, and substituted others. In reply to my anxious ques-
tioning, they said, “We don’t know, we are endeavorin g to find out.”

Meanwhile the old-fashioned flaxseed poultice, which had given the
only relief, was discarded, and a dressing of gauze saturated with hot
boracic solution was applied, supplemented by a small hot water bag.
The ignominiously and scornfully rejected flaxseed poultice was care-
lessly placed on the edge of the bed. Humiliated, the poultice wreaked
its revenge. Dr. Elbert Wing sat down upon it, and as he rose to join
the gaieties downstairs, he was laughingly called back by the dying
patient who carefully removed the clinging mass from the Professor’s
new coat.

After several examinations during the night, the experts changed
their diagnosis and told me that it was not anthrax, as they had at first
suspected. The patient’s pain gradually lessened, her temperature sub-
sided, and by daylight the young and aspiring bacteriologist was
pronounced convalescent. In the final analysis, the attendants agreed
on a diagnosis of “anthrax,” which had failed to kill an unusually
resistant individual. But as a post mortem had to be indefinitely
postponed, the diagnosis was never verified.

The preliminary social functions incident to the opening of the al-
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ready famous Post-Graduate School and Hospital passed off with great
eclat, and the culminating scientific meeting, addressed by Dr. Shurly,
filled our new science hall to capacity, and brought forth spontaneous
discussion by the leading clinicians and scientists of the country.

IV

As a member of the Chicago Medical, Gynecological, and South Side
Medico-Social Societies, each of which met once a month, and of the
section on obstetrics and diseases of women of the American Medical
Association and of the American Gynecological Society, which met
yearly, I frequently contributed reports of my work, and I was also
much interested in the contributions of my associates. If abstracts of
their papers were available in advance, I took considerable pains to
study them. Impelled by my youthful enthusiasm to criticize honestly,
I fear I did not realize at the time the ruthlessness of my manner, nor
the fact that I was jeopardizing friendships of long standing.

Frequently, after our local society meetings, Dr. Doering would
admonish me by saying: “ Martin, why are you so hard on these friends
of ours? Now you must apologize to that man!” I realized that my well-
meaning friend, Doering, was distressed at my attitude, but sometimes
I resented his advice as interference, and replied, ““The rest of you fel-
lows knew that the paper was impossible, that the technique was faulty,
and that the opinions expressed were untenable; yet each and every
one of you was too polite to speak his mind,” or some other resentful
retort. In the end, though it might not be for days, this friend accom-
plished his purpose, for almost invariably through his diplomatic ei-
fort I apologized to the object of my criticism. And when I did apolo-
gize, I determined that my methods of discussion would be more tact-
ful. Notwithstanding, at the next opportunity, when the blood was up,
I was likely as not to repeat the undiplomatic procedure. However,
blessed be the peacemaker!

At the 1890 meeting of the American Medical Association, in Nash-
ville, Tennessee, I presented “A Plea for Early Vaginal Hysterectomy
for Cancer of the Uterus,”* a paper which I had