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24 FAMOUS SCOTS

James Simpson’s childhood ‘showed the man as
morning shows the dawning’ He had, we have seen,
~ for grandfather a man famed for his curing of the beasts
of the field, so that the art of healing and keen per-
ception may be said to have descended on his grandson.
"He also inherited in full the force of character, the
independence, the self-reliance of his father’s people.
His mother had endowed him with her affectionate and
hopeful nature, her singularly sympathetic and pleasing
manners, and a sweet-toned voice. When not yet in his
teens, he walked to Edinburgh, eighteen miles off, and in
a notebook of this first journey, he records at Greyfriars
Churchyard, whither he went, he copied an inscription
which he described in his journal as ‘taken from an old
but somewhat elegant tomb,’ and, not satisfied, erased
that, and wrote, ‘’Twas taken from an old but elegant
tomb. Date 1655’ As a boy, he spent many an hour
in the old kirkyard near Bathgate, looking among the
rank grass for the graves with the old inscriptions on
them, tracing the carvings which time had mossed over,
and, doubtless, wondering over the nameless ‘martyrs’
tomb.” The Pentlands, to the south, rise up like a
green wall from out the carse, and the echo of the
persecuted Covenanters had drifted across the plain to
the roofless chapel and its burial-ground.

It was from his grand-uncle, George Jervay, that he
owed this antiquarian bent of mind so early manifested.
This uncle of his mother’s kept the Brewery Inn at
Bathgate, and his suave manners, his interesting conver-
sation, made it a popular howff to this day. A street in
Bathgate bears his name. He was a man fond of col-
lecting antique things. His house, and the garden rich
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28 FAMOUS S5COTS

been a master at Bathgate, but was now, like Reid, a
med cal student. MacArthur urged them on to study
without ceasing. They allowed the growing lad but
scanty hours of sleep, for constant work had become
their second nature, and they sat up late and rose early,
burnlng the candle at both ends in a suicidal manner.
When Reid and Simpson were men of consequence,
someone speaking to Dr. MacArthur wondered at their
r.se in life. ¢ Yes, but Ao they worked !’ he exclaimed ;
and he did not add he led the van, and allowed himself
but four hours’ sleep.

The bent of his two older companions towards medi-
cine influenced the younger one. He looked at their
books, he listened to their talk, he went to opening
lectures with them, and he decided that a doctor’s career
would be his object in life. ‘I was then a very young
student,’ he wrote, ‘ at the Greek and Humanity Classes
in the College, but I was allowed by Dr. Reid to listen
to his first demonstrations at home, and sometimes as a
special favour I was taken by him of an evening to hear
even one of Dr. Knox’s lectures.” The trio lodged
together in an upper flat in Adam Street. Three shillings
a week James paid for his room. He was careful of
every penny when his income was /410 a year. Among
his absurdly small expenditures, of which he kept a
record, there bulks ‘a tippet for Mary’! A proud
sister she was on receiving this visible offering of her
brother’s thoughtfulness, and a proud brother he while
denying himself some necessary to procure it. Mary
had suspicions he did not eat enough, and stores of
“hamely fare’ came to him by the carrier, who also
acted as postman when letters from eighteen miles distant
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cost 6d. Along with his meal and eggs and oatcakes
came well-darned stockings, for she inherited her mother’s
fingers, and she expended much energy, which to her
was a labour of love, in the starching of his few collars
and cuffs. Books were the only things he was tempted
to be extravagant on. He was more hungry for them
than for dinner. ‘Finnan haddies, 2d; DBones of the
Leg, A1, 1s, he notes. The choice offhis literature
varied like his tastes and abilities. ZEconomy of Human
Life, Byron's Giaour, Fife’'s Anatomy, Fortunes of Nigel,
Paley’s Natural Philosophy, were some of the earliest
inhabitants of his bookshelves. He began his medical
studies in 1827, and worked with an originality of thought

\which, combined with his sleepless diligence, helped him
to gain a foremost place. He took notes, as Opie is said
to have mixed his colours, ‘with brains.’

Queries appear largely through these notes, and he
never was satisfied till these interrogation marks were
answered. A restlessly inquiring mind and persistent
desire to corroborate facts never left him, and was
the foundation of much of his knowledge. He never
took statements for granted. He made sure they were
founded on a firm basis, and he sought till he found
that basis. Professor Masson, speaking of my father,
said, with graphic brevity, ‘ He was a man of encyclo-
pedian knowledge. I sat near him at several dinners
when I first came to Edinburgh, and it astounded me.’

Amid his medical studies, for an ease to his brain,
he sometimes indulged in the ‘sad mechanic exercise
of verse,, and many sheets of rhyme written in a
boyish hand were sent to Bathgate, and still exist. A
change of subjects was his only relaxation in his










































































































































SIR JAMES Y. SIMPSON 75

to present him with a Zving child, a feat which none but
Simpson ever dared to enable her to do. He is bold,
but not reckless, ever ready, but never rash. He is pre-
pared for every contingency, and meets it on the instant.
What other men would speculate as to the propriety of
for hours, Simpson dees In a minute or two. As to
ether and chloroform, they seem like invisible in-
telligences doomed to obey his bidding, familiars who
do his work because they must, never venturing to
produce effects one iota greater or less than he
desires.’

His hair turned grizzled as he grew older, but
remained as thick as ever; his face became sadder as
trials thickened on him, but his own heartsoreness only
made him more quick to respond to trouble in others.
His daily routine of life, without his endless love of
research, he records in a letter to his sister—a letter
which has come back from Australia after forty years.
‘I often wish you here, my own dear sister Mary, to see
and share in all the honours and happiness that the
world chooses to lavish on my undeserving head. My
day’s work at present is hurry from morning to night. I
generally rise about eight, sometimes at six, or earlier,
when urgent letters, new lectures, and addresses have to
be written. We breakfast 8.30. I see any patients that
may come here, or receive messages, and afterwards
drive off to see folks at their own houses at 9.30. I
lecture at the College from 11 to 12; see hospital
patients or others in the old town ; walk here (Albany
Street) to lunch at one, drive off immediately again to
visit sick folk, and generally get here to dinner, or, what
I like better, tea, *“ towsie west-country tea,” about five.
















































SIR JAMES Y. SIMPSON 91

allowing one of its professors to practise its principles,
and finally the authorities were obliged to reprimand the
“globulistic practitioner.” Professor Simpson had been
presented with a tasteful box of homceopathic medicines,
and had such implicit faith in their innocuousness that
he presented it to his eldest son. Master David played
peacefully for many hours with this new plaything, and,
when still in holland blouses, having fixed on medicine
as his future career, this toy had a real smack about it
which he much relished. He emptied out its contents
and refilled the phials as his fancy suggested. A doctor
came in one day, captured the case, practised with it, and
recounted the wonderful cures it had effected. Professor
Simpson laughed merrily when he remembered seeing his
son endlessly mixing its contents, and tried to joke his
friend out of his newly confirmed theories. It was in
1851 that the war which had been smouldering long against
homaeopathy broke out in Edinburgh. Professor Simp-
son, believing it to be unscientific, and seeing too the
charm its tenets were likely to have for nervous, fanciful
people, with his usual promptness resolved to do his
part thoroughly in the skirmish. The pamphlet elucida-
tive of his views grew into a volume of some three hun-
dred pages. No sooner was he finished with ‘the last
Edinburgh quarrel,” as this globulistic combat was called,
than he took up the pen to fight for Professor Syme, long
his avowed enemy. At some medical association at
Oxford his brother professor had been censured, and
with his usual Quixotic chivalry and love of truth, Simp-
son fought for Syme, affording thereby a fine example of
a forgiving temper.

Death in these years had devasted the ranks of the
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“tea, an egg, and a sunset’ were his refreshments at
Trinity ; but he oft-times arrived with some dozen
distinguished foreigners on the plainly provided house.
Usually Jarvis, his faithful servant, would follow him
with the viands he had had ready at No. 52. While it was
being prepared, the Professor would start his friends on
a game of bowls, or sit by his favourite west window,
looking up to the Highland hills.

Viewbank was but a tiny oasis, a brief few hours’
rest in an endless stretch of work. A run to Bathgate
he often mentions in letters as a red-letter day, but his
farther afield holidays were murderously few.

Britons are said to take their pleasure sadly. He
took his too busily. When he journeyed to foreign
lands, his mind, full of varied interest, never rested.
He hunted so incessantly and insatiably for knowledge,
that those who accompanied him on his holidays
remember them as a time of both mental and bodily
overwork. When he went to Oxford to have his D.C.L.
degree conferred, he accomplished so much sight-seeing
that his companions were left breathless. *‘ Scampers,”
he called them, and scampers at racing speed they were.
Sometimes medical work took him scampering to Paris.
His lack of French sadly annoyed him. He could
converse in Latin, but many were not so glib at this dead
language as he. He spoke French with so faulty an
accent as to be incomprehensible, and the slowness of
an interpreter impeded him. His ideas came rapidly,
and his tutored eye saw so much he wished explained.
My mother, in a letter to her sister, mentions: * Yester-
day, a Doctor Grumser came. He is Professor of
Midwifery in Dresden, and has learned English on
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stand that, though they had disagreed, he had such a
belief and trust in him as a man and a surgeon, that he
would put himself under his care. Rome and Florence
he visited in 1868, taking then, as his health was sorely
failing, a longer scamper than usual, in company with his
comrade, the late Sir John Pender. Many friends in the
City of the Cesars hailed his coming, and féted him
royally. They had a list made eut of all the places he
should see, and he accomplished all, and more, for his
speed of action and the curious extent of his knowledge
left many marvelling. He demanded to be taken to
some sight his guides knew not of, but his tenacious
memory had not played him false, though it might be
something he had read of ‘lang syne.” He hunted out
the graves of Keats and John Bell (the surgeon-
anatomist and author) in that Italian cemetery of
which Shelley had said, ‘ It would make one in love with
death to be buried in so sweet a place.” He had them
trimmed and tended, and a rose which bloomed on
Keats’ grave after this was sent him. The Scofsman
correspondent, speaking of this trip, said : *Sir James’s
time has been much occupied in visiting the mighty
ruins of the kings, republic, and emperors, the an-
tiquities generally, hospitals, sanitary arrangements, and
many other things of ancient and modern Rome, which
claim attention from a mind like his, so full of know-
ledge, inquiry, and Christian philanthropy. His short
period of recreation here has not been free from
professional consultations, and a few even of the
Roman nobility have anxiously solicited his advice ;
nor have any been sent empty away, for to one and all
he has acted the part of the Good Samaritan, If time
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had permitted (he was but a week there), a public
reception would have been given him.” That Roman
trip was his last real holiday. Even his Continental
scampers were matters of a fortnight’s duration.
Occasionally he was lured in August over to the Isle
of Man, where his hostages to fortune had preceded
him. Its prescribed space held him at bay. It was in
these days a secluded spot, before it became the lungs
of Liverpool, into which convenience and cheapness of
communication have transformed it. His antiquarian
fancy found scope there, and he much enjoyed un-
earthing an ancient canoe, tracing Roman remains, and
digging where he thought the Danes and other sea-
kings had made a camp or buried their dead. His
old coachman was asked if he and his nag were going.
‘Me going there?’ replied the Jehu contemptuously,
looking across to Inch Keith, lying like a bright spot
in the Firth, and imagining Mona’s kingdom its mate
in size. ‘What would I do there? Drive round and
round, and never get my horses exercised?’ His
master drove round and over the island, before a rail-
way ran on it, and to be out of hearing of an engine’s
whistle was no small boon to him. :
Once the Professor went to Belgium for two weeks to
visit Scotch friends, and purposely left no address with
assistants or servants. His wife knew it, but various
strange rumours about his ‘ disappearance’ began to get

afloat, while he quietly enjoyed the foreign -watering-

place, with its gay lightheartedness. But alas! he
seldom could so completely disappear.

Ireland, though he mightily disliked the crnasmg, he
also scampered to. In one of his letters he mentions
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bog-trotting after a picnic, with a Bishop, to see some
ancient stones. ‘To discover some of them the Bishop
removed four feet of turf accumulated on the bare face
of the sculptured rocks.’ The Irish Bishop in his
episcopal hat, and Sir James in his unmistakable
headgear, ample of size, easy of fit, must have been a
curious couple, studying

‘* Grey recumbent tombs of the dead, in desert places,
Standing stones on the vacant, wine-red moor.’

It was truly ‘ eerie and awesome’ to see them in that
lonely locality.

Inchcolm was a spot near by Edinburgh he some-
took a half-holiday on. The hermit saint’s cell attracted
him more than the abbey, still in such good preservation,
for the mile’s belt of sea from the Fife shore had saved it
from being harried. In 1856 he mentions the ¢ beautiful
Irish chapel’ he found being used as a pigstye, and the
same year he writes, anent his vacation prospects:
*This year I have not had a single holiday, and
scarcely expect one now. I write this from Viewbank,
which is very pretty this afternoon. Wherever Jessie
and I may go, I doubt if we will see any place so pretty
as the Forth and its shores. One day last week I
crossed from Burntisland with one of the Eastern
heroes, and he declared the scenery of the Bosphorus
to be a joke to the scenery of the Forth' opposite
Granton.’ ;

An American physician in his journal mentions a
trip he had taken with my father to Loch Lomond side,
and how the hotelkeeper, finding Si# James in the
house, at once, unrequested, put the best accemmoda-

-
-
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smiled at as some of Simpson’s chimaras. This pro-
phecy in regard to Acupressure has not as yet been
realised. ‘I shall be quite content if Acupressure begins
to be thought of about a quarter of a century hence,’ he
said ; adding, ‘ The surgical mind is a very curious piece
of metaphysics.” The antiseptic treatment years later
swept away the foulness left by the lLigature. It was
effectually used in Aberdeen and adopted in foreign
hospitals.

It raised a storm in Edinburgh. ¢Skip your ain side,
captain,’ said one curler to the head of another rink, in
reply to advice as to the most stratagetical way of placing
the stones on a neighbouring rink. ‘Skip your ain side,’
said the surgeons in strong terms to Professor Simpson.
‘Keep to obstetrics, and leave surgery to us;’ but the
sald Professor was obdurate. He held his M. D. diploma,
his power to wield the healing rod of Esculapius qualified
him to push on in any branch which eased suffering
humanity, so a fierce war began between him and
Professor Syme. In February 1865 the following notice
appeared in an Edinburgh newspaper:—‘It is often
stated that when the notorious surgical teacher, Para-
celsus, wished to show his aversion to any particular
author, he immolated the writing he dissented from in the
presence of his pupils. We are not aware that this
medizval practice has ever been adopted in any of our
Scottish Universities till last week, when it was followed
out in one of the classrooms of the University of Edin-
burgh. Mr. Syme took this pamphlet (Dr. Simpson’s
Answer to Objections fo Acupressure into his class-
room, and without attempting to answer the rather
unanswerable arguments which it contains in favour of
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haunted district, and thus] substract some particle from
the great heap of human suffering.

But it was not only the sick that thronged to his
house. For years his name, his versatility, his in-
fluence, attracted men, some full of an uncomplete
invention, others to show a discovery they were about
to patent, authors of renown, authors with unpublished
books, young hopefuls, fwanting advice or snubbing,
men of science, art, and literature in Europe, who came

north of the Tweed, wanting to meet this man of.

genius. Strangers from every continent sought him.
He saw everyone that came, though sometimes it was
Just a glance or a word that he had the chance to give
them, but he advised, loaned, cheered, and chatted

with thousands. His wide survey of all matters, his |
own greed for knowledge, which made him as attentive |

a listener as he was a successful questioner, his ability
to talk of medicine or grouse, of railways or politics, =
‘of history or poetry, assured him a welcome wherever —
'he went, and, like a magnet, he drew people in crowds
'around him by the spell of his genius.

+ The amiable gentleness he had inherited from his
'mother had been a goodly endowment to him. His
‘manners came from his heart, and it being true and
'steadfast, he was at ease in any company. Courtesy
lcame to him naturally. No one could overawe h:m’
for his selfreliance made him quietly hold his own.
There was no false note about him, no fawning, no
Ibragging, but an earnestness and kindliness which made
thim interest himself in everyone. He always had time

ifor a word, or a message, or a smile for people, how-‘l{.

téver insignificant.  While storing his mind with

'_,_
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are three poets, half a dozen litterateurs, and as many
celebrated doctors, some Americans. That mercurial
gentleman with the small eyes and sharp face and
Jefirey-looking head, who 1is rattling away with such
volubility and quicksilver action, is Professor Blackie.
The tall Danton-faced man now speaking to Professor
Hodgson is Aytoun. The sculptor ‘is waiting to ask
the opinion of the many-sided Professor which of
these sketches should he do in marble. That quiet
creature in black with the beautifully balanced head,
who only listens, is an authoress of great promise.
We are still learning the last price of provisions at
Melbourne, from the Australians who have comie from
the land of gold in search of what gold cannot buy,
when a carriage at full ‘pace stops, in a moment Dr.
Simpson enters.

“With a few genial nods, shakes of the hand to the
nearest, he begins to despatch the coffee and roll put
ready for him, while a brother Professor at one ear pro-
pounds a question of University discipline, and a soldier
just arrived from the seat of war (the Crimea) is giving
him, at the other, the anecdote with which before evening
the doctor will, in abrupt episode of consultation, have
amused a hundred patients. In ten minutes the indefatig-
able Professor is again professional. Beckoning some
patient, he disappears to the consulting-rooms, or news
comes by telegraph that some poor peasant’s wife, in some
far village, is in the dangerous stage of some medically
interesting calamity. There are none-knows-how-many

' wealthy invalids waiting their turn, but kind-heartedness
rand the delights of a desperate case prevail, and the doctor

\1s off across the Forth, and will not be back till midnight.’
3
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with their handkerchiefs, coax Jarvis to let them pour
out his tea or run some errand for him. One small
guest filled his cup to the brim with sugar, as she helped
people to its sweet seasoning in proportion as she liked
them, and she complained the big cup he used was not
ample for her expression of love. Those who knew the
house well, and had not had a word at lunch with him,
lingered till his tea came up at four, and caught him then,
It would have been interesting to know who all had sat
round that selfsame table below which he had fallen in
that first trance of chloroform, more like to death than
its twin brother sleep. Their names would form a portly
volume, but all who met there remember how the leaven
and lovingkindness of his presence cemented them
together, even if of divers creeds, colours, and nations,
with a firmly knit bond of union. He lifted his company
from meaner cares, he illumined them by his intelligence,
while he refreshed himself in their company, learning
from them. ‘When Simpson bustles in,’ says a writer,
describing a crowd of guests awaiting him at lunch,
‘under the genial influence of his presence all tongues
are set a-wagging ; and well may you ask whether the men
who leave his house after luncheon are those who but an
hour ago regarded each other with cold disdain. For
now they are cordial, kindly, sympathetic ; each has been
induced to show whatever was attractive in his nature,
or to give the fruits of his experience.’

Many who came through that open door to sit by him
through national reticence could not express their feelings
of gratitude and goodwill towards him so prettily and
feelingly as did a Swedish doctor, Magnus Retyeus,:
who wrote: ‘ Would Almighty God that any occasion
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attend a patient in the North of England. She had
fidgeted for his presence much sooner than the ap.
pointed time, and with other engagements it was im-
possible for him to grant her request to come ‘as a
guest.” He was preparing to start on the day fixed when
he received yet another telegram watning him ‘ Don’t
come too late” He arrived. The husband of his
patient met him on the doorstep, telling him his services
were not required. In the telegram he intended to con-
vey the meaning not to come, as they had anticipated
matters. The Professor would likely have gone quietly
home and never remonstrated if no fee had followed him,
but the rude brusqueness of the man’s manner, his stingy
wording of his telegram, put the Doctor’s back up, and
despite his easy-going, forbearing nature, there lay, no
so very deep, a Stubborn obstinacy. He insisted on
seeing his patient, he insisted on his legitimate dues, and
would have gone to law to vindicate his claim. There
is on record a striking example of how willingly he gave
‘advice free of all thought of wealth as reward, and also
of his honesty of purpose by not encouraging those who
thad no need for his potent skill to spend their money on
fees and waste his time. He had a call to Brighton to
see a lady whose illness was imaginary, who liked to
boast of the sums she spent on doctors and specialists.
He refused to go. His time was needed by those really
ailing. In vainshe wired to bribe him with the offer of a
thousand pounds. Next week he heard Spurgeon’s wife lay
nigh unto death, and he offered his services and hurried
South to save her. ‘You will go on to Brighton?’
suggested his assistant. ‘The thousand-pounder still
wires and writes, offering any sum if you’ll go and see
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her.” ‘No,” he said ; ‘it would be humbug. I told her
she isn’t ill, and she won’t believe me. She better put
some of her guineas into some struggling doctor’s pockets.
I need my time here to work.’” He never took a fee
from clergymen or their families. ‘I’'ll wait till you are
Archbishops,’ he said ; ‘meanwhile I'll take my fee in
prayer, as the prayer of a righteous man availeth much.’
Those who could well afford to pay, and trespassed on
his consulting-hours, he never allowed to forget that his
time was golden. Sometimes he received cheques of
princely magnificence, sometimes they were strangely
small for the depth of the purse they came out of.
Jarvis, Clarke’s successor, a quaint character, but honest
as the day, emptied his master’s pockets and gave their
contents to my mother. Sometimes Jarvis, knowing the
Professor’s daily rounds, and also knowing the crowds of
wealthy people he had admitted for consultation, would
complain to his mistress that, judging by the contents of
the Doctor’s pouches, the labourer had not been regarded
as worthy of his hire, or would conjecture who was likely
to have borrowed from his master.

My father loved to give, though he was often chary of
receiving. A man of money, but one who had been
kind to one of his elder sons, sent a cheque for pro-
fessional advice; but he sent it back, ‘for you have
done for mine more than I can repay’; and many a
sum which came in his letters to him, he told his
assistants to return, for he knew the senders could ill
spare it. If expostulated with for taking too little from
many who had money in plenty, he turned obstinate, or,
shaking his head and smiling, said, ‘I prefer to have my
reward in the gratitude of my patients.’
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This careless haphazardness in regard to money
came only upon him when he had earned ‘bread and
fame’'—two things he said in 1868 he had come to
Edinburgh forty years before to fight for, and won.
When he was a student living on his family’s savings,
he kept a most rigorously exact account of his
expenditure.

One of the unbusiness traits in his character frequently
was complained of. He never kept a list of the patients
he had to see, he relied on his memory, which never
forgot a really urgent case; but imaginary ailments or
megrims—a terrible disease, he said—he left unattended
or forgot when other work overwhelmed him. He was
deluged with angry expostulations from these neglected |
ones ; but once he and his patients met, the glamour of |
his manner disarmed their displeasure. ‘I’ll see you in
Princes Street,” he said to a hypochondriac who asked
when they would meet again. ‘Take a walk daily there
in the sun; that is all I can prescribe.’” She was most
indignant at his hard-heartedness, but finally tried his
CUre.

Again, his patients, by want of thought, not only
- troubled him and wasted what he was more careful of
than money, namely, his time. He would receive a
letter asking him to call at ‘their hotel,” and he would
spend precious minutes trying to find which hotel. *I’ll
get a terrible blowing up all the same,” he said, ‘though
I asked for them at several” ‘Why was not our cheque
" acknowledged ?’ writes an indignant person—the reason
being, no address was sent! ‘Send me some more of
that white powder you gave me. It was in a big wide-
mouthed bottle, and you emptied it on to a sheet of
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the arm of His Omnipotence as the only sure and
steady guide of your footsteps through it, so that when
the journey of life is drawing to its close, you may have
it in your power to look backwards upon time without
remorse, and forwards upon eternity without fear.” This
was advice as a man of thirty-one he gave publicly to his
newly-budded fellow-doctors, and is one example of how
his thoughts were ever full of the Great Physician. All
his life he had been a God-fearing and God-loving man,
He learned from his prayerful, devout mother to put his
trust implicitly on High. ¢He was a man,’ as a writer
in a weekly journal recently said of him, ‘who never
had stood shuddering on the brink of either the sea of
life or the eternal future. Acf and frust were his mottos,
He did not stay to ask, “Can I swim?” Sinking or
swimming, weary or refreshed, he struck out for the
shore, trusting God with a whole heart.” His forebears
had been superstitiously pious, with a chronic dread
hanging over them of a stronger Power which had to be
conciliated. Sir James’s piety had reverence but no
fear in it. He had perfect reliance and belief in Divine
mercy and love, and this had been implanted in him as
a child and grown up with him. The words ‘God is
Love’ were inscribed on a watch a patient gave him.
‘Your selected text,” he wrote, ‘will, I trust, enable me
to speak words of strength whenever I stand by the bed-
side of a dying patient—strength to her in her weakness,
and words of life to her in the hour of her bodily death.’
His profession led him to witness many a death-scene,
and he was often called on to ‘smooth the stormy
passage to the grave.” He never became hardened to
sadness and pain, for the deep compassion in his heart
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Professor Simpson joined the Free Church movement
in 1843, and was of the body that marched down to
Tanfield. His face 1s among the group painted by Mrs.
D. O. Hill to commemorate that great event. His
Huguenot blood rebelled at what he believed to be
religious oppression, but at the same time, rigidly truthful,
he refused to become an elder of the Church, because
of certain doctrines in the Confession of Faith with which
he did not agree. He sat under Dr. Guthrie whenever
he could get to church. He used to glide up the aisle
with that firm, yet silent step of his, and people, looking
round after a prayer, would start to find that, though
late, he had so quietly taken his seat among them. Dr.
Guthrie and he were firm friends. ‘We had a minister
yesterday,” he complained, ‘a good man, but his sermon
was wersh, wersh, and, oh, cauld, cauld! A Why w#// not
men speak as if they believed what they said, and wished
others to believe it? Just look at Guthrie—what zeal
and fire!’ Like Longfellow, he could say: ‘To me a
sermon is no sermon in which I cannot hear the heart
throb.’

In 1862 a domestic affliction heavily smote the Queen
Street household. ‘Our Jamie died most calmly and
peacefully, just before the church bells began to ring,’
my father wrote to Bathgate. This Jamie was the third
'son and namesake, and, like his sister Jessie, they seemed
‘born with heaven’s stamp upon them, and exempt from
'the failings and tempers so prevalent in others. They
bore ill health and suffering without a murmur; they
‘soothed those around by their brightness and unselfish-
mess. Writing of Jamie, his father said : ¢ My assistant,
‘Dr. Berryman, and he were great companions. He
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discharge of duty for Jesus’ sake was for him as noble a
proof of his love to Him, and as certain a means of doing
good to his fellow men, as preaching and praying in
public, however eloquently or impressively these services
might have been performed by him. Among his medical |
confréres who did not know his simple sincerity of nature |
this public profession of religion was looked on as a piece |
of eccentric cant, at which they shrugged their shoulders,
and used as a handle to belittle him, But Sir James
was no humbug, or one to do things merely to court
attention.

‘What do you consider was the greatest discovery | ,
you ever made ?’ an interviewer asked of him. ‘That I \f
have a Saviour,’ replied the Professor, without hesitation. | j |
It was a discovery, not, as many imagined, dating only
from 1862, but one which he had early made, and con-
sequently his span of years was surrounded by that
‘ peace of God which passeth all understanding.” His
whole life also had been one long prayer, for he had ever
believed in the Benedictine injunction, Laborare est orare.
If to work is to pray, no monk giving his life up to de-
votion had more earnestly prayed without ceasing as did
James Young Simpson.

It was a sad irony of fate that he who healed so many
could not ward pain and death from his own fold. His
first-born, his sweet-souled little Maggie, at four years
died in agony, begging for water which her closed throat
would not let her swallow. Another daughter, a * Mary,’
had but a year’s lease of life. Jamie had from infancy
been a sufferer, and the darkness of blindness was closing
in on him when he was lulled to rest ‘by the sure en-
winding arms of cool, enfolding death.” His sister Jessie,
























SIR JAMES Y. SIMPSON 135

laid up, but such a thing then was not dreamed of,
though my father, by suggesting that the mode of
stamping out such complaints should form part of every
nursery education, was held as Quixotic. He thought
inoculation would eradicate other diseases beside
smallpox. He was always trying something new, always
full of schemes of philanthropy, and applying dis-
coveries in science to purposes of practical utility.
Long before the days when ‘slumming ’ became fashion-
able, he showed many in the New Town how the in-
habitants in the Old Town lived. He constantly made

up parties, and went of an evening through the wynds"

and purlieus of Old Edinburgh, when the overcrowded
hive of its inhabitants was astir. I was taken one night
with the slummers, and remember how the detectives
were congratulated by the people, who all knew my
father, for once in a while being in respectable com-
pany. ‘Is that yoursel’, Sir James?’ ‘ Glad to see you,
Doctor,” met us as we went through the throng, and
many a grimy hand was held out in welcome. Finally,
the ¢ Punch and Judy’ man, returned from Musselburgh
races, and lodging not far from where Burke and Hare
had carried on their nefarious trade, gave us a per-
formance. The guest they all hailed as a well-known
friend was deeply interested at the length one mounte-
bank would insert a sword into his throat,

Versifying had been a relaxation of my father’s in
his student days, and throughout his career he often
broke out into ‘ doggerel fun.’ It was one of the double
lines of rail he had, whereby he could compass so much
work. Archzology was the big double line which
relieved the pressure caused by toiling on one highway,
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the wrong, his force of intellect and his ingenuity often
cornered his antagonist. He excelled in controversy,
and because of this he was so formidable an opponent,
his enemies were full of envy, fear, and ofttimes spleen.
The influence he had exercised during the canvassing
for various vacant chairs added the losing candidates to
the roll against him ; also jealousy in some, chagrin at
non-success in others, made many of them vindictive
against the popular, prosperous man of genius. They
consolidated into the strength of union, and threatened,
in a memorial to the curators, a species of strike of
twelve of the Professors, adding that Sir James’s election
would bring no ultimate good to the University. ‘I
have lost the Principalship,’” he said quietly to his guests
at breakfast, having read before prayers a letter saying a
timid curator had withdrawn his support. A counter-
memorial was presented in a few days, and signed by
nearly a thousand members of the University Council,
showing how strong the convictions of educated men
were in his favour. His enemies assailed his character
in a despicable way. He tried to postpone the election
till he vindicated himself, but his enemies on the
Senatus hurried matters on. The libellous letter, how-
ever, a committee of Sir James's friends traced to its
source, and made the circulators thereof retract, and
abjectly apologise for its contents. He felt the attacks
made on him deeply. Dr. Duns mentions ‘the unspeak-
able sadness’ of his face when he heard of the underhand
doings of his enemies. They wounded him truly to the
heart—a heart always willing to forgive, but which had
not the strength to fight against injustice and slanders as
in the days of old.
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