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LlFE OF SIR WILLIAM

OSLER.

MASTER OF MEDICINE ;

LOVER OF BOOKS;

l . YOUNG MAN’S FRIEND.
fiacs FASCINATING AND BENEFICENT CAREER.

By W. SCOTT KING.

Tf vital and abiding worth is taken into account (to
ssay nothing of literary fascination and medical in-
.struction),. and not mere passing interest, then the
“most important event for many of us of this golden
‘ month of June has heen the publication of the eagerly-
Jaw aited biography of Sir Wm. Osler, the great doctor.
‘It is in two rather over-portly vulumeq of close upon
700 pages each, and is issued by the Oxford Univer-
isity Press at the price of 37s. 6d. net. Both size and
“ price will, 1 fear, tell somewhat against the univer-
sully wide (nouhtmn which it ought to attain, and
" from that point of view, though that only, I could
©wish that they could have been somewhat less, par-
ticularly the price, because it is one of the most
" important and inspiring biographies published in this
¢ country and America for thirty years, and every in-
telligent man and woman who is concerned for the
conquest of typhoid, pneumonia, and tuberculosis,
“and the perfecting of sanitation and public health,
and who_also takes pleasure in being brought into
contact with a brilliant, lovable, and princely-en-
dowed personality, ought to vead it.

Not a Final Portrait.

Dr. Harvey Cushing, who has written it, rightly
says that ““ it is mevely the outlines for the painting
of the final portrait,” and the ultimate estimate of
Osler’s rare and manifold achievements, and very
largely he has heen content to trace his career and
reveal the wonderful doctor by means of his letters
and publications. But what an amazing and thrilling
quarry it is, to he sure! Far into these hot June
nights T have bhalanced these two volumes on my
knees and lived a charmed life, shaving the gaiety,
friendships, thoughts, battles, and world-wide
triumphs and honours of the greatest personal fig-
nure in the medical world of our time. Well may Dr.
Saleeby call him the ‘‘ master physician of his age;
the wonderful Osler, who taught medicine as no man
has ever taught it hefore,”” and say that this vich and
spacious life-record “ Makes me feel mean and idle
and trivial.”?

How to give any adequate and satisfying account
of these pages 1 do not know=one would wish for all
the space of a week's isgue of this paper to let admira-
tion and love have free play for endless quotations con-
cerning Osler’s accomplishments, friendships, leading
literary, moral, and religious ideas, and his love for
children and country and humanity. I have twned
the corners down—a good habit if the book is your
own, as is my good fortune in this case—of ‘over 200
pages, and pencil-marked more than 700 passages,
and it has occnpied geveral oblivious hours merely to
Perhaps
1 cannot do better than quote a few estimates of }nm
by i'nmous ‘people and medical j journals, in .whmh tl

3

Lamtda tor America, and America to gome to our

Oxford and, of course, when he died in 1919 pulpit’
3 hud Preas, jo‘uuu\l and magazine, friends and nurses

~and " specialists, military men and ‘statesmen, and

ameounted hosts of patients' whom he had made for
debtow vied ' with each other in loving
admiration, réminiscence, and praise,

Praise by the Great Ones.

- Of course, there are shining names, like King
Kipling's, Walt Whitman’s, Prof.- Wm.
James's, Ohver Wendell Holmes’s, John Morley’s,
Bryces Dr. ‘Weir Mitchell’s, but take these—Dur.
. Cushing calls him *“ one of the most greatly beloved
- physicians of all time.”” At his great funeral these
"words were uttered—‘‘ He advanced the science of
-medicine, he enriched literature, and the humanities ;
vet individually he had a greater power. He became

* ithe friend of all he met—he knew the workings oi the

human heart metaphorically as well as physically.
He joyed with the joys and wept with the sorrows of
tha humblest of those who weré proud to he his
‘pupils.  He stooped to lift them up to the place of his
royal friendship, and the magic tguchstone of his
generous personnlity helped many a desponder on
ithe rugged paths of life, He achieved many honours
and many dignities, but the proudest of all was his
‘ the Young Man’s Friend.’ ”’ Rt.
Hon. H. A. L. Fisher wrote: ‘‘ Old and young alike
m-knowle(]ged his mastery, and never left his presence
{~without feeling the magnetism of the man and that
* §nsatiable, but um)htrnswe, appetite for helpfulness
" which mﬂ.de him the prince of friends and henefac-
‘kors.”’ Lady Astor writes: ‘I only saw him cross
“wnoe—a young M.O. said before a patient that his
‘tase was hopeless and that annoyed the Chief. That
_~wag the wonderful part about him, he really brought
* healing and health, life not death, with By d My
A S cannot think of him
without feeling that all one can give in this brief jims-
He made us all want to
give more.”” Let this suffice,

William Osler was born in 1849 in Upper Canada,
. and was a son of the manse, and for a time intended
Wo enter the Chureh himself, His singularly for-

tunate though crowded life—his master word was
“ work V'—divides itself into four periods-—Toronto
and Montreal, Philadelphia and Baltimore, then 14
vears as Regius Professor of Medicine at Oxford,
and the Great War, during which came his oune
supreme sorrow, the loss of hig only child, Revere,
killed in battle, and where he got the sublime nick-
name, ‘‘ Consoler-General to the British Army.” Of
the technical side of hig life, of which, naturally, there
is so much in these volumes, I can say nothing,
though every medical man in England, America,
Canada, France, and Germany will adopt them as life
friends to be consulted.  But three points must be
emphasised. His magnum opus was ‘“ The Princi-
ples and Practice of Medicine,” which is everywhere
the standavd work to ®hich he devoted his life, re-
issuing it every few wvears brought up to date.
Secondly, he was a great clinician, and as the dedi-
cation veminds us, insisted on the supreme import-
ance of studying diseases with students at the hedsides
of their patients. Thirdly, he fought with pen and
voice and fifty years of drudging experiment against
typhoid, pneumonia, tuberculosis, and syphilis and
cancer, humanity’s five chief foes.

The Man Himself.

But one of the chiel delights of these volumes for
the untechnical layman lies in the revelation of the
man himself, first in his innumerable professional,
social, and domestic friendships, and secondly in the
accounts of his passionate love of hooks and ardour in
collecting them, No medical man who ever lived had,
pmlmhly so wide a knowledge of ancient and modern
literature—hiography, poetry, travel, helles lettres,
or could quote so freely, drawing from every field.
His own library was priceless in first and old editions,
and he was almost as much sought after by hiblio-
graphical clubs and magazines and sodieties ag hy
colleges and medical schools and hospitals.  Pro-
fessor Wm. James, tho great literary psychologist,
Walt Whitman, Rudyard Kipling, Lord Balfour,
Oliver Wendell Holmes, and a host of other famous
literary men and writers in many fields, were his
friends, and these volumes fascinatingly record theiv
correspondence.  But the master of his life was the
Norwich physician, Sir Thomas Browne, to whom
there are scores of references here and fo his
Religio Medici and Urn Burial.  Indeed, as his
coffin lay in the Lady Chapel at Oxford there was
placed on it, with a single sheaf of lilies, his favour-
ite copy of the ‘‘ Religio.”” Osler hunted for rare
editions all over the world, as he hunted for bacilli,
and this book is alone worth reading for its infor-
mation in the library sense. But he was the great
living authority, none the less, on the histery of his
own pmiesmou and of medmul t)eatment mi& dxs—

: Rt 1 mor
1LLmu
discoverers of* his .age, \all of whqiﬂ' he " huw
eulogxssd—-—\’rrcho Knmxh, Lister and” othem
< Again, Osler was an incessant traveller. \Vhen a
professor in Canada iand America, he came over
here almost each year, and was more familiar with the
bookshops and health-resorts of England and. Scot-
land and Wales than most of us, When he came to
live here, he as fr equent]v recrossed the Atlantic; in
fact, it used to be said in Oxford that he went to
Amenm for his week-ends.

Profoundly Religious.

But it is time I devoted my remaining spave to
giving peeps into Dr, Osler’s mind, where his heliefs,
ideals, and tendernesses resided, ]t. was truly said
that be‘yond everything else Osler was a preacher, a
great lay preacher, He knew the Bible almost off lw
heart, but -apart from his actual hracing mes-
sages he ever gave his students and audiences, he
had a profoundly religious and philosophic mind. He
thought on life, and the ways of men, and one could
find in these volumes passages from Osler’s letters and
lectures enough to furnish one with fifty Sunday morn-
ing and week-evening discourses, Let him instance:
He created a great sensation years ago, it will be re-
called, by his famous address on life's effective work
being over at 40, which gave the headline in American
papers, ‘‘ Osler Recommends Chloroform at 60, Here
is the whole passage, and this is a sentenco from it—
“The effective, moving, vitalising work of the world
is done bhetween the ages of 25 and 40—those 15
golden years.”” Or, as he further said: *‘ All the
great advances have come from men under 40, so the
history of the world shows that a large proportion of
the evils may he traced to Septuagenarians—nearly
all the great political mistakes, all the worst poems,
most of the had pictures, a majovity of the bad novels,
not a few of the worst sermons and speeches.”” Heo
was essentially & man of faith. TIn a paper in the
“British Medical Journal” he wrote: “ Nothing in life
is more wonderful than faith, #he one great moving
force which we can neither weigh in the balance nor
test in the crucible. Creeds pass, but an inexhaust-
ible supply of faith remains.  Christendom lives on it,
and countless thousands ave happy in that moest

I gquex o%ty of m;;mmtmﬁi for the. Mwi Qﬁ
nay

touching of all confessions. “Lord, T 'beli
Thou my unbelief.’ ”’ He was one of the m
cessful, though unconscious psycho-ther:
tlmugh no faith-healer or psycho-analyst.
in the wards that Osler's tleatment ¢ consil
mixture of hope and nux vomica.'
Another quotation from an addlew\ is
“ Change that hard saying, ¢ Sufficicn*ainto *“
is the evil thercot’ into ‘the goodness "l ‘
since the chiel worries of life arise from the
habit of looking hefore and after . . . ., The.
man's salvation is now—the life of the pre
to-day, lived earnestly, intently, without a
looking thought. . . . Begin the day with Ch
His prayer-——you need no other. (‘169(119
you have a 1o||;_,um, creed-stuffed, it wi
theological dough in which -you stick.”
dictory to the U.S.A. i

attained, the physician, Jike the Christian, must
come th(' three great i(m%-—- lgummwe wluch
apathy, which is the world, and vice, which.,
devil.” In an address at Norwich at the’ ufi
of a statue to Sir Thomas Browne, Osler _smd
were three lessons his life taught, first that he
ideal education, second, he presents a re
example of a man who mmgled the water of |
with the oil of faith, and third that the perfe
may be lived in a very aunpln and quiet way. - Om
addressing a Nwrses’ T aining School, hé s’y
‘“ Happy lives shall be yours, hecause lmqy and qseflua
having been initinted inte two of the " thyes
mysteries of the Great Secret—the happiness that }!
in the absorption in some vocation which satisfies”
soul; that we are here to add what we can to, nof
get what we can from, life; and the third—is s
mystery which you may or may not. learn hereaf
Again, speaking of Faith, he said : 4 Ltwill na

the dead, it will not put in a new eye in plag

bad one, nor will it cure cancer or pneumonia

spite of these nineteenth-century restrictions, fat

a most precions commodity, without which we sl

be very hadly off.”” Dr. Osler was always fortun,
in fact a good title for these volumes would he “!
Fortunate Life,”” and in nothing was he mon
than in his (-hm('o of a wife. Of her he wroté, y
9nf_,agelnont, “She is an old friend of min

very safe,"” o "

I have no space to speak of his sense of hum
upon which he Inid such emphasis as a first-clase
gredient in a life’s philosophy, and also of his'
light in children and in romping with them, 1]
haps the two things he disliked most were unpui
ality and garrulousness—literally, as our mod
phrase has it, he had no time for them., In & %
well dinner speech at the Waldorf-Astoria Hote:
New York, he said: ‘1 have three personal ide
One, to do the day's work well and not to hott_
ubmxt to-morrow. Second, to act the golden rle;
far as in me lay, to my plofessmnal brethren, and
the patients committed to my care. Third, to gult
vate a measnre of equanimity as would ennble me
bear success with humility, the affections of my firiéxlss;
without pm]e and to he ready uhen tlie day of n 2

befitting a man, "'

lm"tn e

life after death. But it ig txme for m
how; much more could "he said, Hig:
for England when her houy of need cnlﬁp
laboured to bring America to  onr g
life-effort to put the medical profesqwﬂ.:zo
and Canada, yes, and of England, on fo &
higher basis; his cramming of his ‘house
noon, and night with qtm]entq and visitors,
came' to he known as ‘“ Open Arms s ,hid’!l
at the death of his son ; the world-wida love ot i o
grief at his denth!-—t]!ey must all be stories heves
told. But two words will I add, ' On thiﬁv
I a young doctor, or Methodist minist
creep into some silent lecture hall or-vills
and, laying these gluuously sacrod
Iabmatmv or communion table I' would ded
self to the service of men’s hodies and souls as
great servant did. The other word ‘is from.,
mother of a child called Doris,’”* and written a
Wm, Osler’'s death, ‘ He was gallant and dehorﬁh
In a room full of discordant elements he entered ax
saw only his patient and only his patient’s gre__
need. Tnstantly the atmosphere was charged:
kindly vitality, everyone felt that the altuatlon )
under control. . , , The deep, sad eyes of his 4
watched a little cynically the light ‘humotur. q’
mind. ., . . He was as merciful as he was ni

.+ . Such telling love, such perfect conﬁdeqoa‘
given him that he could do what he liked. wi
causing offence, . . . He was one of those who, l\;ha
great possessions, g:w all that he had. For myses,
I may say that every moment lie gave me shines out
tlluminating the ]ung vears of my life, Subt&a
tempemmenb direct in character, the bn!lmntgg
and soaring spirit were unc Im]lenged Decause,
the surface of the gay man of the world live
Saint. It is when a man touches other people’s,
that you know whether he brings life or deatly
nothing. Where that swift spirit hag gone I do
know ; but T know that to those he cared for on'earth:
he hronght life.  They will look back and remem
and will thank God and iake couragee.”  Amen,
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