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passion, the ardour of which neither the incessant__ .
ever-increasing demands upon his time nor the growing 
years could quench. When I first, as a senior student, 
came into intimate contact with him in the 
1871, the problem of tuberculosis was under discussion, 
stirred up by the epoch-making work of Villemin and 
the radical views of Niemeyer. Every lung lesion at 
the Montreal General Hospital had to be shown to 
Inm, and 1 got my first-hand introduction to Laënnec, 
to Graves, and to Stokes, and became familiar 
their works.

and

summer of

No matter what the hour, and it usually 
was after 10 p.m., I was welcome with my bag, and if 
Wilks and Moxon, Virchow, or Rokitanski 
help, there gave us no

were the Transactions of the Pathological 
Society and the big Dictionnaire of Dechambre. An 
ideal teacher because a student, ever alert to the new 
problems, an indomitable energy enabled him in the 
midst of an exacting practice to maintain an ardent 
enthusiasm, still to keep bright the fires which he had 
lighted in his youth. Since those days I have seen 
many teachers, and I have had many colleagues, but 

na\e never known one in whom were 
combined a stern

more happily 
sense of duty with the mental fresh-

ness of youth.
But as I speak, from out the memory of the past 

t iere rises before me a shadowy group, a long line
of students whom I have taught and loved, and who 
have died prematurely—mentally, morally, or bodily. 
To the successful we are all willing and anxious to 
bring the tribute of praise, but 
recognition to the failures. From one cause or another 
perhaps because, when not absorbed in the 
my thoughts

none so poor to give

present,
chiefly in the past, I have cherished 

tile memory of many young men whom I have loved
are


