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Of the army “doctor” I veritably believe I could write
several books. We all know something of the excep-
tional medical upstart who apparently would prefer that
the patient should die rather than that a point should
be yielded respecting the traditional battle between the
“flap” and the *“circular” mode of amputation. 1 well
remember our prompt horror of a certain corps of medi-
cal cadets who, after that awful battle at Fredericksburg,
came down to the front in all the glory of gold lace,
incxperience, and bottomless assurance (all in full allo-
pathic proportions), and were protected from instant
assassination solely by the fact that they came on a char-
tered steamer and flourished under the agis of special
permits from the surgeon-general’s office in Washington.
Their campaign was brief, even if glorious, when they
returned to appall spinster listeners at the dinner-tables
of their Washington boarding-houses. Presently we felt
safer, when authority and facilities returned to the noble
surgeons who were loyal and royal men before the war
began. How often have I seen their sterling worth ad-
mitted and their wondrous skill demonstrated at the field
amputation-table, as when a wounded commander’s eye
that flashed in battle an hour ago meekly and obediently
sought the sympathetic face of the skilled surgeon upon
whose hands and sympathetic verdicts hung the literal
issues of life and death. It is ten times more easy to
lead a charge than to assume surgical responsibility when
men like Baker, McPherson, Lyon, Kearney, Sickles, and
other Achillean heroes fall desperately wounded. Yet
I have seen these calm surgeon arbiters minister to pa-
triots amid showering bullets, screaming shell, the rush
of a panic, the confusion of advance, or the plucky half-
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despair of a retreat. It is singular if our old song, “ Come
and get your quinine,” is omitted when soldiers meet.
What bundles of significant issue — and tissue, too, for
that matter — are shadowed forth in a character-sketch
like that immortal song! The very fact that all comman-
deries and posts sing it now, reveals some of its interior
meaning. I have measured at times a total of almost
half-bushels of the pungent delicacy; and while the boys’
wry mouths were regaining their puckered powers to
whistle, I have heard the ‘“doctor” solicitously weigh
the probabilities of saving his charges from invasion and
destruction by malarias, fever, typhoid pneumonia, or the
gastric plagues that shade from simple ague and chills
to dire yellow fever. I have felt the joy of a morning
report, “ All well and present for duty,” and have shared
the field hospital’s midnight watches when an epidemic
of typhoid pneumonia had prostrated hundreds, and was
claiming dead dozens of daily victims.
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