
THE STUDENT LIFE3=
is ‘the silent homage of thoughts unspoken.’ As I look 
back it seems now as if the best of us had died, that 
the brightest and the keenest had been taken, and the 
more commonplace among us had been spared. An 
old mother, a devoted sister, a loving brother, in 
cases a broken-hearted wife, still pay the tribute of 

for the untimely ending of their high hopes, and 
in loving remembrance I would mingle mine with theirs. 
What a loss to our profession have been the deaths 
of such true disciples as Zimmerman, of Toronto; of 
Jack Cline and of R. L. MacDonnell, of Montreal ; 
of Fred Packard and of Kirkbride, of Philadelphia ; of 
Livingood, of Lazear, of Oppenheimer, and ofOechsner, 
in Baltimore—cut off with their leaves still in the green, 
to the inconsolable grief of their friends 1 

To each one of you the practice of medicine will 
be very much as you make it—to one a worry, a care, 
a perpetual annoyance ; to another, a daily joy and 
a life of as much happiness and usefulness 
well fall to the lot of

some

tears

as can
man. In the student spirit you 

best fulfil the high mission of our noble calling— 
m his humility, conscious of weakness, while seeking 
strength ; in his confidence, knowing the power, while 
recognizing the limitations of his art ; in his pride in 
the glorious heritage from which the greatest gifts to 
man have been derived ; and in his sure and certain 
hope that the future holds for us still richer blessings 
than the past.
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