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and lost. Jo wictis! let us sometimes sing of the van-
quished. Let us sometimes think of those who have
fallen in the battle of life, who have striven and failed,
who have failed even without the strife. How many
have I lost from the student band by mental death,
and from so many causes—some stillborn from college,
others dead within the first year of infantile marasmus,
while mental rickets, teething, tabes, and fits have carried
off many of the most promising minds! From improper
feeding within the first five fateful years scurvy and
rickets head the mental mortality bills of students. To
the teacher-nurse it is a sore disappointment to find
at the end of ten years so few minds with the full
stature, of which the early days gave promise. Still,
so widespread is mental death that we scarcely com-
ment upon it in our friends, The real tragedy is the
moral death which, in different forms, overtakes so
many good fellows who fall away from the pure, honour-
able, and righteous service of Minerva into the idolatry
of Bacchus, of Venus, or of Circe. Against the back-
ground of ihe past these tragedies stand out, lurid and
dark, and as the names and faces of my old boys recur
(some of them my special pride), I shudder to think of
the blighted hopes and wrecked lives, and I force my
memory back to those happy days when they were
as you are now, joyous and free from care, and I think
of them on the benches, in the laboratories, and in the
wards—and there I leave them. Less painful to dwell
upon, though associated with a more poignant grief, is
the fate of those whom physical death has snatched
away in the bud or blossom of the student life. These
«re among the tender memories of the teacher's life,
of which he does not often care to speak, feeling with
Longfellow that the surest pledge of their remembrance




