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i INTRODUCTION.

e

WaeN George Harley was asked why he did nat write his
life, he replied :

‘I will seribble my reminiscences when I retire from
‘practice, for I have much to tell about strange folk and
fomlgn lands, to say nothing of how I have watched the
~ development of medical science.”

A ¢ But why not now 2’ was the question repeated again and
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to-morrow, and his health has always been splendid until

now.’

For some time I sat and chatted with the kindly lady,
who was expecting her son to come up from Yorkshire,
because of the Doctor’s sudden access of weakness, and
then I rose to go.

* Wait one moment,’ she said ; ¢ if my husband is aw oo
you must peep at him for a moment. He wou
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INTRODUCTION vii

from Haddington, dear old Haddington. Though I was a
man before he was a boy, I followed his progress with
interest, and looked upon him as a great friend till the
arave took him from us. T envied his career as a physician,
~a profession I myself forsook. Yes, write his Life, dear,
- —if I were younger I would help you; but T am getting
~ old now, and often wonder whether I shall ever finish even
that book ;" and as he spoke he laid his .hanct'upon 2 manu-
seript on the writing-table.
We chatted on; he was keenly interested, his mind
- growing every minute brighter and clearer, as he told me
 how to begin the Life. His enthusiasm soon became too
mudh«cfarhmatmngth, for at that time and for many weeks:
1_; afterwards he was very ill. He wanted to plan the |
~ volume and start at it right away, but I saw he was tired, e
ﬁngk . Wil'hh 'ﬁhése wﬁrds rin‘giug in nijr ears : e
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others have been inserted, because they are impartial, and,
like the sun that shows up the seams of an old coat, out-
siders see faults more clearly, and appreciate, perhaps,
more justly.

George Harley was a physician, yet before everything he
was a man of science; but ill-health having overtaken him
when still quite young, and deprived him of the physical
energy natural to that time of life, he developed many
hobbies. Hobbies were his solace and his joy, and no one
can deny he was a man of many sides. '

Geraa.m fra.gmanta of his rﬁunmmame"" exist
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immediate circle of his friends, to whom he was endeared by his
buoyant temperament, his ever-fresh enthusiasm, and the many
lovable traits in his character. . . . It would be impossible here even
to enumerate all his contributions to medical science. . . .

Dr. George Harley was endowed with great abilities, and possessed
by an enthusiastic devotion to science. That he had also a high
courage is shown by the eminent position which he won for himself
under circumstances of ill-health which might well have excused
retirement from the field.

Personally, he was a man of great openness of mind. Genial to his
friends, courteous to his opponents, he was ever ready to recognise
sound scientific work and to applaud its spirit. Of an original turn of
 mind, of great industry, and holding strongly the views to which his
~ scientific researches and clinical observations had led him, he stated
~ his conclusions frankly, and defended them with spirit. A physician

of no ordinary skill in the practice of his profession, and one whose

opinion was highly valued, his published writings show that, though
he did not disdain the teachings of empiricism, yet they never satisfied
his intellectual needs. He was always striving to find the scientific
basis for empirical practices, and the influence of his writings has
~ extended, and will extend beyond their actual teachings. He was a
_.Iﬂ%a_}'ﬂﬂakﬂi‘-, and often took an effective part in discussions at the
- Of his social qu
* 10

a :-1' 1‘-‘1'..

alities, it is sufficient to say that he was a charming
cheery, a mine of curious information on many
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X INTRODUCTION

and medical attributes, ended by saying, ‘ He was a man of
many interests and very decided upmmna.

The Times gave a long notice of the smantrﬂc work of
George Harley, and the ‘ Royal Society Proceedings’ began
by stating that * death has removed, in the ;
labour, a distinguished physician, a true lover
ZIt-wnuld ta.ka pa.gea ta gwa an anumamhmn
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GEORGE HARLEY:
THE LIFE OF A LONDON PHYSICIAN.
| CHAPTER 1.

Ix that royal burgh, the old, old town of Haddington, -.
m -_*.Mm Dr. George Harley, was born, on Fabrunry 12, LA




2 GEORGE HARLEY

eloquence of that Calvinistic storm which swept through
the country and left magnificent buildings, reared by men
‘ who dreamt not of a perishable home,’ roofless, doorless,
windowless, open to furious wind, driving rain, and in-
sidious softly-falling snow for long centuries; alas! and
alas! as those who destroyed firmly believed for the love
and glory of God.

Nature, however, has been kinder than man to the
glorious piles erected at a time ere faith, then strong, had
lapsed into the feeble dotage of superstition, and when

‘shoddy’ bu.lldmg was unknown.

Over 400 years have come and gone sinee those ‘holy
places’ were wrecked as completely as the hand of fﬁm;
could compass ; navarthalesa. even in m the faﬂmﬁ;{- ;



A

T . =
L -

EARLY DAYS 3

the edict which marred and defaced so many of Scotland’s

grandest and loveliest structures, erected by men who
wrought such miracles of architecture less as those who
labour at the bidding of an earthly master than as artificers
for God. Who could replace those beautiful temples now ?

We have learnt many things since Knox kindled that
fierce fire of Calvinism which destroyed so much we would
fain possess and cherish in this—it is to be hoped—more
Christian age, but we have forgotten how to build !

Grass is growing where sin-laden men and women once
knelt in prayer, birds come and go where in the olden time
anthems rose on high, desolation keeps its lonely vigil
where formerly the beauty of holiness reigned supreme, and
all is gilence where the weary and worn told their griefs to

One that heareth, and laid their bitter burden on Him
- who said, ¢ Come unto Me, and I will give you rest.’

- The very house in which George Harley first saw the
light was built on land that once formed part of those wide
abbey grounds. It must have been an ideal home, with

_1&71 spacious garden filled with old-fashioned shrubs and
flowers, where birds nested in peace ; its smooth bowling-

1ta l_qvely lﬂﬂk nuﬁ over iiha ijﬂﬁ and fa.n: pa.ﬂﬁu:a-




4 GEORGE HARLEY

1560 a cousin of hig, the Rev. William Harley, became the
first legally inducted Protestant clergyman in Scotland,
being appointed to the charge of St. Cuthbert's, Edinburgh,
in that year.

In political matters their prominence was fraught with
not altogether pleasant consequences to themselves. During
the second half of the sixteenth century, James Harley, a
Writer to the King’s Signet, stood his trial for high treason,
he having assisted with a Captain Calder, in 1571, in the
assassination of the Earl of Lennox, Lord Eagenﬁ bf.
Scotland, in a species of political iraa-ﬁght ;
this, another of Dr. Harley’s progenitors Wﬂﬂ cond
iu ﬂanth on fihﬂ charge of havmg arraai:ed n.nd

|
|
|
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life, but he had never, before my father called his atten-
tion to the documents, so much as seen them, or even heard
of the existence of any State Papers in the Advocates’
Library, and consequently was, at the time he wrote her
history, unacquainted of several important facts which give
an entirely different complexion to some of the statements he
made regarding her conduct at the time above referred to.

It would be easy to quote other instances that would go
far to show George Harley came of a fighting race, one
which never lacked the courage of its opinions nor hesitated
to stand by them to the bitter end.

As before mentioned, it was on February 12, 1829, that
my father was born in Haddington. He may be said fo
have been the offspring of aged parents, his mother being
forty, and his father, George Barclay Harley, sixty-three
at the time of the birth of their only son. Thus young
George was the last of his race who was closely associated
with the little old-world town in East Lothian.

His was a_charming home—one he never forgot—loving
after long years to recall how a certain bedchamber
originally intended for a dining-room was wamscoted
throughout, while on the centre panel over the chimney-
piece was painted a stirring picture of a fox-hunt: Reynard
making at full speed for a hole in the cliff, hotly pursued
by hounds, horses, and men. Think of how such an apart-
ment must have impressed an imaginative child, and at
every turn the same thing was repeated, with a difference ;
indeed, there is before me now a statement in his own
writing of how the many old and beautiful objects which
surrounded him during infaney and boyhood stamped
themselves on his memory.

‘ Since arriving at manhood’s estate,” he says, ‘I have
ever and anon looked back and reflected concerning the
powerful influence which was exerted upon my boyish mind
by the speechless lessons taught me through the instrumen-
tality of the secret and silent contemplation of innumerable



] GEORGE HARLEY

old family relics which in every corner of the house met
my eyes—relics such as pictures, miniatures, old silver,
and china bric-a-braes; pieces of old carved oaken
furniture, in the shape of a bridal ‘ naporie-chest,” an
escritoire with secret drawers, a four-post bedstead with
carved canopy, all of which had at one time or another
been the special property of members of past generations
of the family. Moi, qui vous parle may here venture to
tell you how in my boyhood, when but little more than
out of the nursery, I have yearned after a knowledge of
my ancestors, and to peer into the long, far-off, distant,
hazy past. Often have I stood in rapt meditation before
frhe fu]l-langhh mmtur& pﬁtrﬁrmt of fmr-hnuad m_' igent
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myself again and again, and years afterwards I did, when
on my wedding tour,

‘I know, moreover, how my taste for lobjet de vertu, for
meubles d'artistiques, though only fully developed and culti-
vated in later years, had its origin in my familiarity with the
pretty ornaments my mother’s taste distributed throughout
our sitting-rooms and bedchambers. Her home was full
of charming little odds and ends, and no wonder these
had accumulated, seeing that the Harleys lived in the
locality for some centuries, and clung to the old place,
never really leaving Haddington, indeed, until the last
representative of the house, myself, forsook it in 1845,
after all the other members of the family, with the ex.
ception of one solitary sister, had died.

* The worst episode in the breaking up of Harley House
was that all the articles not wanted were sent to Elm
House and put up in the garret—among them the old
Toledo sword, a duck-gun, an Elizabethan clock, and the
box of family manuscript papers. No more heed was paid
to them till Elm House was some years afterwards let, and
then it was discovered that everything had disappeared,
supposed to have been taken by the men who cleared the
chimney-stacks of the immense quantity of sticks the jack-
daws had piled in the chimney.

¢ A curious coincidence oceurred about this. On receiving
a bill of £15 for clearing a chimney, I inquired into the
matter, and found it had taken three men several days to
take away the débris of the said dining-room chimney, for
the jackdaws had dropped stick after stick down the aperture,
80 as to form a safe foundation on which they might build
their nest, until the birds had literally filled it up with cart-
loads of stuff. When it was all unearthed, a beautiful piece of
old lace, once belonging to my mother, but mysteriously
lost for many years, came to light. It hardly seemed
possible that birds could cause such fearful havoe, but
those jackdaws pursued their work with unceasing energy
for generations.



GEORGE HARLEY

‘ The contemplation of the deeds of one’s ancestors, be
they either good or bad, but more especially if they be
good, refines the thoughts while purifying the passions.
The good excite to imitation—the bad prompt to repudia-
tion. Honour is a treasure wealth cannot purchase, a
gem whose brightness poverty eannot tarnish. The family
escutcheon I received untarnished, and in the same condi-
tion I hope to bequeath it to my children.

‘It has often appeared to me strange that none n:}f
pﬂpu.la.r writers have ever davuted a ehs.ptar to tha annm'h




CHAPTER II.
HADDINGTON—YOUTH.

Axonast George Harley's dearest memories, Haddington's
‘guld kirk’ on the banks of the river Tyne, and men-
tioned in the first chapter, plays a prominent part.

¢ The old church of which I am about to relate a boyish
anecdote,” he says, ¢ was built in the eleventh century, and
belonged to the Franciscan Monastery, of which Friar
Adam Harley was Warden from 1522 till 1566, when it
was swept away by the Reformation.

‘ The church, which was dedicated to St. Mary, is a Gothic
fabric of a chaste style of architecture, but possesses no
excess of floral embellishment, 50 common in old Gothie
churches.

‘The nave 18 210 feet long by 60 feet broad, and the
transept across from north to south measures 110 feet, while
the square tower in the centre rises to the height of 90
feet, and it is regarding my escapade in this tower that
the gist of my tale lies. In 1878 appeared from my pen,
in the Haddingtonshire Courier, a series of articles under
the nom de plume of “ G. Virtute et Fide,” on * The Ecclesi-
astical Buildings of Haddington,” more especially on its
fine abbey church—the Lucerna Laudoniz — with which
certain ecclesiastical members of my family had been
intimately connected.

‘ Only the west portion of the building is now in repair,
and this is still used as the parish church.












































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































