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viii PREFACE

The following words of two who knew Irene Petrie
well may be taken as an expression of what all who
knew her well felt: “She always gave me the idea
of one satisfied. Her joy was full. We saw it in her
face as a schoolgirl, and in later years. That happy
face will ever be before us when we think of her.”
“That almost joyous cheerfulness and sweetness of
spirit drew even strangers to her, and made her loved
wherever she went.”

Her story is worth telling if only to unfold the secret
of an unfailing delight in life, which is not always the
lot of even the able and the fortunate, the upright and
sincerely religious.

What she did is worth telling also, and is far more
easily told than what she was. Almost indescribable
is the charm of personality that made her a strong
influence both at home and abroad, caused one ac-
quaintance at least to characterise her as “my ideal
woman,” and led the historian of the Society with
which she laboured as an honorary missionary to
write: “India lost a woman missionary, probably the
most brilliant and cultured of all the ladies on the
C.M.S. roll, Miss Irene Petrie’!

Far different was her own estimate of herself, when
in the supreme hour of her life she said that she was
*only one of the least” Such an utterance forbids the
language of praise, though one must try to convey
the impressions her life made on other lives, using
words other than one’s own throughout. Statements
that must seem inadequate to those who knew her
may seem exaggerated to those who did not know
her, so unready are we to believe in the potentialities
of Divine grace working through a fully yielded soul.

' History of the Church Missionary Seciety, vol, iii,, p. 784,






X PREFACE

a half in the Zenana House, and twelve at Holton
Cottage.

In this period of less than three years she mastered
Urdu and Kashmiri, and made some progress in Hindi ;
and she diligently instructed in the faith of the Gospel
five different classes of people: children of Europeans,
through Sunday schools ; Eurasians, especially women
and children ; her own servants, mostly Mohammedans ;
Kashmiri schoolboys, mostly Hindus; and zenana
women, Hindu and Mohammedan, of many different
degrees socially and intellectually. Her musical and
artistic powers were turned to account to secure friends
and funds for the work in a variety of ways; her pen
spoke of it to many at home both in magazine articles
and in private letters. And though she never allowed
herself to be drawn into society to the hindrance of
her work, the recollection of her intercourse with
“station people” made a resident in India assert
that looking only at her influence on her compatriots,
one could never say that her life had been thrown
away. Short as her career was, it was long enough
to lead a former clerical secretary of the C.M.S. to
write thus: “1 was fully expecting that through God's
grace working upon her great natural abilities, attain-
ments, and physical health, she would in a few years
have become an inspiring missionary leader throughout
North India.”

But just when “the hope of unaccomplished years”
seemed brightest, the summons hence came, swiftly,
silently, most unexpectedly, and (as another writes)
“the sudden and pathetic close to that young and
beautiful life deeply touched all who heard of it.”

“Our lost Irene, . . . alas! that untimely death should
cut her off in her sclf-devotion before the world had
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now she has offered life itself; and for herself, what a
blessed end to a lovely life!” says a private letter ; and
another correspondent most simply expresses the object
of this record, “ May what you are writing of your
dear sister serve to light many a pilgrim homeward
and to quicken the lingering!” “ A soldier’s daughter,
she has died upon the field of battle in the holy war
against ignorance and superstition, and has received
the crown of glory and honour and immortality,”
writes yet another, who had been her father’s friend.

Hers was one of three lives of European missionaries
laid down for Kashmir, all too soon, men would say.
William Elmslie sleeps at Gujerat, on the battlefield
where a crowning victory secured the Punjab for
Britain ; Fanny Butler was the first to be laid in the
Christian cemetery on the Sheikh Bagh at Srinagar ;
Irene Petrie rests below the stony desert, outside the
weird Buddhist city of Leh, at the heart of the Hima-
layas, in Central Asia, than which the whole world
hardly contains a more spiritually destitute region.
S0, in 1844, did the dear dust of the pioneer Ludwig
Krapf's young wife claim for Christ what was fifty-six
years ago a wilderness of heathendom in Eastern
Equatorial Africa, where to-day are to be found
hundreds of churches and thousands of Christians
God grant that such history may repeat itself ere long
on the northern confines of the Indian Empire!

I am indebted to the C.MS, the CE.ZM.S. and
many missionaries in Kashmir for information, and to
many friends for loan of letters, etc. I have felt at
liberty to condense freely letters and journals quoted,
without always breaking up the text to indicate un-
important omissions, only taking care that the writer's










































2 JRENE PETRIE

The babe thus secretly dedicated to God even before she
was received into the Church in baptism, grew up to fulfil her
mother's highest hopes as the flower of her flock, grew up
to devote herself with unflagging zeal to the needy at home
and to the needier abroad; and now (in the words of a
living author, a near neighbour of hers) “she is receiving
the reward of all her good and faithful service in the army
of the Lord from the hands of the Master she loved so dearly,
and for love of Whom she not only gave up home and ease
and comfort and the companionship of those nearest and
dearest to her on earth, but even life itself; and such a life—
so rich in gifts and accomplishments, S0 full of enthusiasm
and energy, so surrounded by friendship and affection!”

IrenE ELEaNORA VERITA PETRIE Was the youngest of the
three daughters of Colonel Martin Petrie, and was born at
Hanover Lodge, Kensington Park, the only home she ever
knew. Thence her father had taken as his bride Eleanora
Grant Macdowall, and thither they had presently returned to
bring up their family and end their days. We must glance
at Irene's heredity and early environment, since it is now a
truism that no character or carcer can be understood without
ascertaining these two things.

Colonel Petrie was of Scottish descent, son of Commissary
General William Petrie, and Margaret, daughter of Henry
Mitton, of The Chase, Enfield, of the same Norman stock
as the De Myttons of Shropshire. General Petrie served
in Egypt, Italy, and France during the Napoleonic Wars, and
after his marriage settled at The Manor House, King’s Langley,
his son’s birthplace. Later on he held appointments at
Lisbon and the Cape of Good Hope, and lived during his
last years mainly in Italy and Germany. Irene's father there-
fore spent most of his youth abroad, and his first few years
in the army were passed in North America. Returning
thence in 1855, under orders to proceed to the Crimea, he






4 IRENE PETRIE

its colonel, and like Irene’s other grandfather, served in the
Napoleonic Wars. He was the only son of John Macdowall,
of Woolmet, who had distinguished himself as a captain
in the Inniskilling Dragoons during the Seven Years’ War,
and who was the younger son of William Macdowall, of
Garthland and Castle Semple, head of the family which now
represents the Mac Dhu Alan (or “Sons of the Dark
Stranger ”), who were once Kings of Galloway. The Dunbars
of Durn were lineal descendants of the Harls of March and
Dunbar. Patrick, tenth earl, had married the redoubtable
¢ Black  Agnes,” daughter of Thomas Randolph, Earl of
Murray, the most notable comrade-in-arms of Robert the
Bruce, and their son married Princess Marjorie, daughter of
Robert II., the Bruce’s grandson.

Irene’s mother was born in Scotland and educated in
England, as her father died when she was a child, and
Mrs. Macdowall then came to London, and after her elder
children had married and dispersed, moved from Montagu
Square to Kensington Park with her youngest daughter.
Afterwards Mrs. Macdowall, till her death at the age of
almost fourscore years and ten, lived with the son-in-law,
who had made Hanover Lodge his home. Her memory,
as that of one singularly beautiful and beloved, and from
early years a most faithful and humble Christian, was a potent
influence in the lives of her descendants. They also
cherished the memory of Sir William Dunbar, to whom she
had been born when he had passed the allotted span of three-
score years and ten, and who had named her after the wife
of Prince Charles Edward, in commemoration of his devoted
allegiance as a young man to the House of Stuart. They
liked to think that their great grandfather had dared to fight
on the unpopular side of the legitimate king; and among
familiar objects in their home were pictures and furniture
rescued from the old house of Durn when it was looted by






6 IRENE PETRIE

to delight in animals and flowers. Hanover Lodge had
its own small garden, and from the rugged elms beyond
it, survivors of old Kensington Park, many thrushes and
other.birds sang. Part of every year Wwas spent either at
the seaside, and especially at Sandgate, when the gjth
was quartered at Dover Castle, or at the vicarages of
maternal uncles who held country livings in Wiltshire,
Yorkshire, and Nottinghamshire.

Another uncle, Major Gregory Lewis Way, had fought
under Lord Gough in the Punjab, and his gallant conduct
at the Battle of Chillianwallah had been specially mentioned
in the despatches. He was married for less than four years
to a beautiful and talented elder sister of Irene's mother.
Widower for more than thirty years, and childless, he gave
himself to the encouragement of many philanthropic works,
and gathered together in his home, Wick Hall, near
Brighton, such religious leaders as the Rev. W. Hay
M. Aitken, Lord Radstock, Miss Catherine Marsh,
Mr. D. L. Moody, and the founders of the Keswick
Convention. The quick wit and keen insight into character
of a former man of action blended with the devotion and
benevolence of a recluse in one who stood out always as
a type of the warrior saint, and he was Irene’s only personal
link to India.

As a child, fair-haired Irene was called “the Sunbeam.”
The two words oftenest used to describe her as a girl in
many letters of reminiscence are bright and sweet. “1
thought hers was the happiest face I had ever seen,” writes
one who saw her once only, and the face reflected an un-
usually happy youth. But to understand what she became,
one must know that its happiness was not unclouded.

In its first decade the black cloud of death swept between
her and her sister, Evelyn Martina de Mytton Petrie, who
died at the age of twelve. She was a gentle and most
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sense. Sydney Smith once said that England is the one
country in the world in which poverty is reckoned a crime.
Irene in earliest girlhood came face to face with the question,
« What would life be worth to me if we were actually poor 2
Once for all she learned the lesson of the uncertainty of
carthly things; that riches take to themselves wings; that a
man’s life consisteth not in the abundance of the things which
he possesseth.

As soon as she was fifteen she began to keep a diary,
2 habit maintained to the last week of her life. It is a
mere record of what she did from day to day, with rare
adjectives and still rarer expressions of feeling, but it has,
of course, helpad greatly towards an accurate biography.
In all its pages there are but three references to the shadow
over her home, but these private memoranda of a healthy,
high-spirited young girl, whose gifts and capacity for enjoyment
made the desire to have “a good time” a peculiarly strong
temptation to her at the threshold of life, are significant
enough to be quoted :—

“ January 15t.—The most unhappy New Year’s Day I can
remember.”

A few months later: “ Tt is better to walk in the dark with
God than to go alone in the light.”

On a neverto-beforgotten day of averted calamity :
« psalm xlvi. 1, ‘God is our refuge and strength, a wvery
present help in trouble.””

She was just grown up when the cloud rolled away, and
her parents found themselves, not indeed in affuence, but
in that condition of having neither poverty nor riches which
the wise Agur took to be the happiest condition, since those
who have neither the anxious responsibilities of wealth nor the
harassing cares of straitened means are of all people most
free to live their lives as they will and to turn all their powers
to account. One fact illustrates her parents’ character too well
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talk about it; her whole career was her testimony to the
hope that was in her, and its best record is the worn little
Bible in daily use from childhood, which she was reading
through for the eleventh time when her summons hence came.
The neatness and care of the numerous marks on its every
page are as characteristic of the writer as their intelligence.
Fromn infancy she responded to the thorough religious
instruction of her mother; when still a child she came
strongly under the influence of Dr. Maclagan, Vicar of
Kensington, now Archbishop of York, and of his successor,
the Hon. and Rev. E. C. Glyn, now Bishop of Peterborough,
who prepared her for confirmation. When her diary begins,
Dr. Maclagan had for some time been Bishop of Lichfield,
but he frequently revisited his old parish, and all these visits
are anticipated and chronicled in the diary with the ex-
travagant homage of a romantic child. DBesides attending
St. Mary Abbots on Sundays and week by week recording
the gist of the sermons she heard there, she went regularly
to Mr. Glyn’s Friday afternoon Bible class for gi:ls, and to
the Saturday devotional meeting, writing out full notes and
answering all questions given. So quietly began her pre-
paration for taking hereafter every day several Bible classes in
different languages. Worthy of note is her enduring affection
for St. Mary Abbots, from the days she wrote in her childish
diary, *“The sweet church looked so lovely,” and so forth,
to the day, little more than a fortnight before her death,
when she warmly acknowledged the last gift she ever re-
ceived, some photographs of it sent by an old schoolfellow.
As is often the case, she reflected some characteristics of
her place of worship. Its fine architecture and perfect music
trained her wmsthetic capacities ; the largeness of view and variety
of interests inevitable in a church which had been a centre
of religious life for eight hundred years encouraged wide
sympathies and made her religion broadly intelligent and
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general education, even before she went to school, were visits
to the South Kensington Museum, and to picture-galleries
and concerts, especially popular concerts at St. James’s Hall
and oratorios at the Albert Hall.

Her first taste of success was through prizes won when she
was fifteen for essays and illuminations in connection with
a magazine for young people. So far she had been taught
by governesses and masters at home, her father also giving
her regular instruction, chiefly in drawing and mathematics,
and her mother reading general literature with her. Her
sister had been sent to a “finishing ” school at Brighton ; but
Irene protested that if she were thus separated from her mother
she would run away. She was, however, so much attracted
by the air and expression of some of the girls attending the
Notting Hill High School that she asked to become one
of them. It is second to none of the Public Day Schools
for Girls that have wrought such a salutary revolution in
female education, and novel as the idea was, her parents,
instead of repudiating it, made acquaintance with the school
and its head mistress, Miss H. M. Jones, and the result was
that Irene enjoyed two most happy and profitable years there.

Her six reports speak of steady growth in power of thought
and highly satisfactory conduct; and in each there is the
monotonous entry: *absent—never,” *late—never.” Her
first term was spent in the “Fifth Remove,” and at its close
she was at the head of the class, being * first with honours ”
in four out of the five examinations she took. She was at
once promoted to the Sixth Form, a picked class in every
sense, and was for some time its “baby.” Here she took
altogether twenty-eight examinations, passing *“‘in honours ”
in twenty-one, and heading the list in eleven. She was
working for the Cambridge Higher Local Examinations at
school, and after leaving, completed her certificate in 1884.
It tells that she won first-class honours in two out of her
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pupil. . . . Never have I had a pupil who assimilated ideas
more rapidly; her work was so accurate, so thorough, and
so voluminous. . . . The same spirit of persistent ardour
ran through everything she did; and being joined to a
tenacious memory, gave her remarkable powers of acquisition.”

Such was the enduring impression Irene made on two
ladies to whom she was one of several hundred keen, hard-
working girls whom they had taught years before. When
she took a fancy to any branch of knowledge or of practical
skill, her alert intellect enabled her to absorb information
or to acquire facility in doing with unusual speed. But
she never professed to be able to “grind” at an uncongenial
subject, or to be one of the community of clever women.
That she wore “lightly like a flower” any * weight of learn-
ing” she had is seen, for instance, from these words, written
by Mrs. Thornton, wife of the Archdeacon of Middlesex,
a near neighbour of hers: “1 was one of those who greatly
admired your dear sister. She was so sweet and so very
unselfish and retiring that T don’t think people generally

gave her credit for all her cleverness, or for the power that
was in her.”

Though her school life had brought her into sympathy with
many modern ideas and movements, it had not demolished
the romantic traditions of her childhood. Some years later
we find her attending the service for King Charles the Martyr
at St. Margaret Pattens on January 3oth, and gathering all
the Jacobite friends and acquaintances she could discover
round some relics that she had been asked to lend to the
Stuart Exhibition.

“What is worth doing at all, is worth doing well,” was
alwvays her motto, There were, however, two pursuits to
which she gave herself with such a passionate ardour, that had
either claimed successfully her whole life, she must, in the
opinion of more than one good judge, have made herself a
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the Turners in the National Gallery, preparing thus for that
most remunerative sketching in Kashmir which was the
crown of her artistic work. She was also fond of painting
on china, illuminating on vellum, and tracing out title-pages,
etc., with quaint lettering and decorative borders; and
she executed some of her own floral designs in dainty
bits of embroidery for wedding gifts. To her msthetic sense
of the fitness of things, rather than to mere soft delight in
luxury or vain joy in ostentation, may be attributed her in-
sistence on becoming attire and surroundings whose harmony
of form and colour should satisfy the eye. A dowdy garment
or a slovenly and tasteless room was a real trial to her, and
neither her intellectual ambition nor her manifold activities
would ever have turned her into a strongminded woman
of the useful but unattractive type that enjoys openly defying
the graceful frivolities and small elegancies of her sex.

Pictures of hers were exhibited more than once in London
and elsewhere. But as time went on, she numbered other
noted artists among her friends, and the high ideal thus
fostered made her increasingly diffident about her own
powers. A life-size portrait of her in oil, by Miss Kate
Morgan, hung in the principal room of the Royal Academy
Exhibition of 18go.

And pencil and brush were not her first love. From the
day that she trotted into the schoolroom, aged four, and most
unexpectedly asked for a piano lesson, to the day, the week
before she died, that she led the choral service in the gorge
at Kharbu, she had the very soul of music. She was so
musical that when tired physically, or depressed or over-
wrought mentally, she would play the * Moonlight” sonata
through from memory as a tonic and refreshment instead
of going to the sofa; so musical that she got famished when
there was no good music about her. Working with a perse-
vering intensity that only real capacity makes possible, she
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and blessing to everyone with whom she came in contact.
Her perfect unsclfishness or selflessness seemed almost a
silent reproach to us, as well as her unworldliness of character.
She always gave me the idea of one satisfied—satisfied with
Christ, satisfied with the will of God, satisfied with the love
of God.” The influence of those quiet months of mourning
will be referred to again later on.

But although Irene was not “of the world” she was “in
the world ” always, even as we shall see in Kashmir. She was
never convinced that true Christians should hold entirely
aloof from ordinary social intercourse. Her father, who had
all the qualities that could make a guest welcome or a host
popular, greatly enjoyed society in the comparative leisure of
his later years. There are good people whose time seems to
be at the command of everyone except their nearest relatives ;
but the claim for companionship of the bereaved parent who
had been such a good father to her settled for Irene the
question of accepting many invitations that he cared about.
How much Irene herself was sought after may be inferred
from sentences of reminiscence written by three different
friends who often met her: “The lovely, sweet Irene! I
can so well think of the beautiful countenance, and what a
happy time those days at Wick Hall were!” “I1 always
think of Irene as a sunbeam, and that in this world is in
itself a great power of blessing.” ‘ Dear Irene was one of
the rare characters who unite much gentleness, sweetness,
and affection with brilliant talents.”

A magazine article by a writtr who bhas since made her
mark in historical fiction contains a sketch of Irene, entitled
“a few personal glimpses of one who throughout her short
life was a helper of women in the truest sense.” The first
of these may be given here. The occasion to which it
refers was a picnic in Epping Forest one sunny day in leafy
June, when her voice rang out in a spirited Jacobite ditty,
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herself as happily to an audience of one 2s to a roomful
of connoisseurs, but to show off someone else’s playing or
singing to the best advantage as a thoroughly skilful and
sympathetic accompanist ; one remembers how many tempting
- vitations she found no time to accept, and how invariably
she did find time to visit and cheer the friend living alone
drearily on narrow means, the old lady who was rather
deaf and therefore very dull, the invalid whose monotonous
days were seldom enlivened by a bright young face. Her
calling list abounded with people who had few callers; and
she was always glad to have those asked to the house who
could not ask again. * Being an invalid,” says one friend,
“my sister cared little for going out; but she always
cnjoyed going to Hanover Lodge, for dear Irene made
everyone who came into the house so happy. She never
spoke about herself, she never seemed to think of herself
at all. She always appeared to me to be one of the holiest
and loveliest characters possible.”

With the tendency to hero-worship latent in all natures
touched to fine issues, Irene.delighted in the society of
those to whom she could look up; but quick sympathy,
unfailing tact, and feminine facility for making her companion
feel cleverer than herself caused her to be much liked by
many who were frankly unintellectual. This was partly
because, as one phrases it, ““ there was no self-consciousness
about her simple, sweet manner,” and partly because, as
another says, ¢ she had a sympathetic manner which attracted
you, and made you feel you could never forget her.”
The note of distinction in all she did never made her
formidable to the least clever; and one does not remember
her stigmatising anybody as a “hore ”; rather she called
out of apparently commonplace people that which was not
commonplace. ¢ Toadies” and flatterers she abhorred, and
those who tried to fawn on her had a very short shrift; but
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reference to it, and that a remote one, which can be re-
called is a half-playful allusion to plans the three sisters
had made for their future, when, like most children, they
settled in the nursery to their own satisfaction what they
would do and be hereafter. Irene was to marry the owner
of a castle in the Highlands, some fairy prince in their
own special land of romance. She quoted this after a long
round of country visits, and only a month or two before
she declared her missionary purpose. One recent visit had
suggested that she might have to withdraw the above
quoted “ confession” ; possibly she divined this, since she
said earnestly, after alluding to the nursery nonsense :
« There was a time when a life of leisure for literature
and art, and ample means as mistress of a spacious
country house, seemed most desirable to me. Now I
know that it could never satisfy me.”

Irene sometimes quoted this saying: “The church would
not hold my acquaintance, but the pulpit would contain
my friends.” The acquaintance gradually promoted to her
“ pulpit ” became very numerous ; she was known to an
unusually large number by her Christian name ; and those
whom she admitted to intimacy were not only numerous
but curiously diverse, affection for Irene being apparently
almost the only thing they had in common. Her character
was many-sided, and each side seemed to draw a different
type of friend to her. One thing that not only won but kept
her friends was her generosity of disposition. She could and
did denounce things and even people that she disapproved of
hotly enough. But in her sunny nature there was not a trace
of that chilling cynicism, that trick of petty disparagement,
developed in harsh and disappointed souls, and affected by
some shallow people who wish to be reckoned “smart,”"—

The long-necked geese of the world that are ever hissing dispraise
Because their natures are little.
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had made her own from childhood, instead of merely giving
her a printed copy; some friends she incited to Bible
reading by giving a Revised Version, when an Authorised
Version might have hinted in an offensive way that she
doubted if they were Bible students already.

Both at home and in Kashmir, as will be shown later
on, she exercised a remarkable influence on those whose
immediate surroundings were less religious than her own.
“She did so adorn the religion she professed ; and hers
was such a happy nature,” writes one; while another,
whose own outlook was mainly upon the most worldly and
luxurious aspect of socicty, says: “I was wery fond of dear
little Irene. She was so sweet and bright, and a rea/,
practical Christian.” ‘She made goodness itself attractive,”
writes another ; and the thought is poetically elaborated by
yet a fourth London friend thus: “Like the perfume of
an exquisite flower her memory will ever live in the hearts
of all who knew her, and who, like myself, were attracted
by the sunshine of her sweet face, and the true consistency
of her life.”

So modestly and, as it were, unofficially did her char-
acter and conduct witness for God, that her religious influence
may appear to have been casuval. That it was by no
means casual was shown by her answer to the direct
question of an intimate friend: ““I should as soon think of
going out to pay calls without putting on my hat as with-
out offering up a prayer.”

This much, then, of what Irene was to acquaintances and
to friends. What she was to her own cannot be spoken of
here. No one ever loved home more than she, who gave
as her “ definition of happiness,” *“ Being with those I love,”
and she has left her home for ever fragrant with her lovely
memory.

We have dwelt on the fact that the early life of the future
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delights and live laborious days,” asking not What bit of
work should I most care to do?” but “ What is least likely
to be done by others if I do not do it?” She shaped no
ambitious schemes, but humbly carried out Kingsley’s familiar
injunction i—

Do the work that’s nearest,
Though it’s dull at whiles ;

Helping, when we meet them,
Lame dogs over stiles.

Her givings were not great, but they were numerous; and
she always gave herself with them, never grudging time, which
is often less easily given than money. Nothing ordered from
a shop could, for instance, have expressed such comforting
sympathy as the wreath and cross she made with her own
hands for one of the servants to place on her grandchild’s
coffin.

Sunday school work she began earliest, and kept up
most continuously. In October, 1883, she undertook a
Sunday class and also a Wednesday evening Bible class
of poor boys in the Latymer Road Mission. Of this her
father was a trustee, having been one of its founders in
1862. There she taught regularly for more than two years.
She was then asked to take a class in the Sunday school
for well-educated children—almost the first of its kind in
London—which Mr. Glyn had formed in the St. Mary Abbots
Vicarage Parish Room. For nearly eight years (January,
1886, to July, 1893) Irene’s place there was never vacant;
and some of her thirty-seven pupils were under her
instruction for four or five years.

In May, 1887, she went up for the annual examination
in Holy Scripture and English Church History, etc., held all
over the kingdom at different centres, for teachers, by the
Church of England Sunday School Institute. She came out
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good and cheap non-alcoholic refreshments within the
reach of all, and then says: “But we might use a third
preventive measure, if we could bring together in large
numbers for mutual help representatives of different planes
in society, such as the two just described. Let the rich
girl, realising that life was given her for more than mere
amusement, and that privileges involve responsibilities, use
her abundant means and leisure in self-culture and in
mastering some practical knowledge of healthy homes and
habits, that she may go forth to her less favoured sister, to
share with her spiritual and intellectual privileges whereby
both the motives and the interests of life may be elevated,
and to help her, not only with kindly sympathy, but with
tactful counsel and guidance as to her home life. . .. If
such a vice as drunkenness is increasing among women, it
is time, surely, to lay to heart again the ancient and fair
ideal of the life of the true Homemaker, dedicated first to
her God and then to the welfare of those around her.”
The Children’s Special Service Mission appears in the
biographies of many missionaries of the younger generation.
Irene’s love of Bible study and love of children inevitably
made her interested in its ally, the ¢ Children’s, Young
People’s, and Schoolboys’ Scripture Union.” In May, 1885,
she induced five of her Latymer Road boys to join it, and
in 1888 formed out of her St. Mary Abbots class the
nucleus of the “ Kensington Park Branch.” In all, fifty-seven
children joined this, of whom about a dozen were cousins
or child friends, others pupils in the St. Mary Abbots and
Latymer Road Sunday schools, girls in her father’'s Sunday
class, and members of the St. John’s Band of Hope. To
those at a distance she wrote every month; those within
reach she invited about once a month in little groups, accord-
ing to their diﬂ'erenuj;iumstances, to her own study. There
she prayed with them, showed maps and pictures illus-
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the piano—no easy task, as she had to transpose some difficult
music, and play with a well-known professional at the organ.

Not only at social gatherings, but at charity concerts in-
numerable, was her music in demand. But what pleased her
more than any drawing-room or concert-hall plaudits was
singing or playing to an audience of factory girls, or blind folks,
or women whom Mrs. Meredith’s Prison Mission was helping
to a new life, or sick paupers at the Kensington Infirmary
on Christmas Day, or toiling poor people at a temperance
entertainment or in a mission hall, where through such a
hymn as “I heard the voice of Jesus say” she could sing
the Gospel to them.

On a good many occasions she played for the 8 a.m. daily
service in St. Mary Abbots. In 1889 the iron church of
St. Paul’s, erected for the overflowing congregation of the
parish church, was replaced by a permanent building. After
its consecration, on the evening of St. Paul's Day, a service
was held at which Mendelssohn’s St. Pazu/ was sung. Pre-
paring to take part in this had been a great joy to Irene,
especially when she invited the choir to Hanover Lodge for
a final rehearsal at her organ on January 23rd. The exquisite
chorus “How lovely are the messengers” is for many
inseparably associated with the thrilling tones of her voice, for
it became her favourite musical contribution to the missionary
meetings for which she organised choirs.

While Irene was at school, a request made to her sister
as a student at college to help another young student in
the country led to the formation of some correspondence
classes, which gradually developed into the College by Post.
Its aim is to encourage cultivation of the mind for its own
sake among girls no longer receiving regular instruction at
home or at school who have little opportunity of obtaining
professional tuition, and also to promote, not among girls
only, Bible study on a definite system. Some five thousand






34 IRENE PETRIE

for a blessing on our work, which draws teacher and students,
though far apart, together more than anything else could.”
The second letter suggests the daily committing of one
verse of Scripture to memory. In a third letter, mentioning
some helpful commentaries, she adds: “But after all, we
may gain far more from prayerful and diligent study of the
Word of God itself than from any books.” Succeeding
letters deal with questions as to difficulties in a way that
indicates much research on the teacher’s part for the express
purpose of informing her correspendent. In one she suggests
special subjects for prayer arising out of the reading. When
the class passed in 18go, from the Old Testament to the
New, she writes: “ Delightful as the Old Testament has
been, I suppose we are all glad to begin reading afresh the
wonderful life of Him Who loved us and gave Himself for
us. One longs that everyone who is influenced by the
Chronological Scripture Cycle may know Him more perfectly
than ever before.” She sends each of the thirty members
of the class a motto for 1891, illuminating it on vellum as
a Bible marker for the foremost students, and writing it on
card in a species of caligraphy at which she was skilful for
the rest. A question as to the rejection of Christ by the
Jews leads to a warm word of sympathy for Jewish missions,
and in a letter dated November, 1892, she says of the mission
field abroad : “The needs out there are indeed awful.”

In December, 1891, through an examination in Hygiene,
Nursing, and First Aid to the Injured, subjects on which she
had been for two years attending lectures, Irene won the silver
medal of the National Health Society. In February, 1892,
she undertook the Hygiene class in the College by Post,
which she had till September, 1893.

One of her students, who did not know her personally,
says: ‘“ Her bright letters were always a help. We can
feel so that her life, early brought to a close, is not wasted,
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would seize a pen, and dash off at breathless pace a
shower of little notes as unreckoned addenda to the evening’s
doings.

The 1“amazing vitality” which had been remarked upon
in her childhood resulted from health so good that, until
she went to India, she was never off duty for a whole day
through illness. This was partly, no doubt, because she
was too busy to be ill; instead of permitting trifling in-
dispositions to hinder her, she often threw them off by sheer
force of disregarding them, Probably, however, she was not
as robust as she believed herself to be. “She had,” writes
a College by Post colleague, ““such a sweet, bright, eager spirit.
Perhaps it worked a frail body too hard. But it does seem
beautiful for her to have passed away in the work of bringing
others to Christ.”

Hard work at home alternated with holiday travel, which
she keenly enjoyed. The favourite summer outing was a
series of visits to English and Scottish friends and kinsfolk,
varied with an entirely primitive life in the remote High-
lands; when with a good map, sketching materials, and a
satchel of oat-cakes, she would start betimes and tramp over
moor and mountain, ideally happy, till nightfall. There were
also tours in the Lake District, in Devonshire, Cornwall,
and the Scilly Isles, a voyage off the west coast of Scotland
in the brilliant Jubilee summer of 1887, and Continental
travel, seeking nature at her loveliest and art in its highest
expressions of painting, sculpture, and architecture. She
walked across the Alps four times, said she loved the very
smell of a railway train, and that next to the Bible, Bradshaw
and Baedeker were her favourite books. Planning out our
tour so as to diversify historic cities with wilds of the Alps
and Apennines, and to get off the tourist track altogether
sometimes, was a recreation for months beforehand, and
she also delighted in devising tours for friends. One re-
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Her minute exactitude in all money matters, and her
plodding accuracy and sustained effort in all she undertook,
are qualities not always found in the brilliant and versatile.
Highly emotional and ardently enthusiastic by nature, she
became by habit 2 woman of business capacity and stead-
fast purpose. She not only had a remarkable power of
carrying out what she willed to do, thrusting aside all
intervening obstacles, but also a power of attaching people
to her in a way that made them eager to fall in with her
wishes. She always knew her own mind, and liked to order
the lives of others. In a hundred small matters there was
no appeal from her decision, yet those about her bent to
her will quite unconscious how absolutely she ruled them.

This attempt towards a faithful portrait has shown that we
tell not of a faultless heroine, but of one whose character
was to be slowly perfected by Divine grace. Sprung from
warlike and enterprising forebears, leaders of men, and
mistress to a large extent of her own actions from the time
she lost her mother, Irene grew up keen to enjoy and to
achieve, quick-tempered, strong-willed, imperious, full of
restless energy, though never aught but lovable.

As time went on there was a softening, though not a
weakening, of this vigorous nature, as the words of three
friends who knew her in the later years at home indicate:
“ What a beautiful life hers was! It is well that those who
had not the privilege of meeting her should hear of her
sweet unassumingness and wonderful ability and devotion.”
“She was so quiet and gentle, her presence seemed to
calm one.”” “Her sweet and victorious gentleness abides
with me when I think of every time I saw her, and she
takes her place among them so naturally when one thinks
of the holy ones in Paradise.”

And those who knew her in Kashmir were, as we shall
see, struck fist of all by her patience, her humility, her
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From her Irene received Little 7ija, the story of a convert
in India, by Mrs. Batty, a book that was read to her again
and again by a nurse to whom she was greatly attached,
the only child of the housekeeper already mentioned, who
had been a much valued servant of her grandmother’s, and
who has now lived to see a fourth generation at Hanover
Lodge. Her daughter, as a very young girl, entered its
nursery when Irene was still in arms, and grew up into her
devoted attendant and confidential maid, bhardly separated
from Irene for a day till filial duty detained her from accom-
panying her young lady to India. Even when Irene could
read she preferred to be read to; and Elliott read to her
by the hour while she worked with needle or brush. On
her thirteenth birthday a book called Childhood in India
was presented to her, whose inscription—* May this volume
still further increase her interest in the country she has so
diligently sought acquaintance with ”—shows that her future
mission-field was already much in her thoughts. She was
thirteen also when her godfather, Mr. Bosanquet, of Rock
Hall, Alnwick (who has now given a daughter to the C.M.S.
for Japan), sent her Mr. Eugene Stock’s History of the
Ful-kien Mission. Elliott had finished reading this, and
they were out walking together, when Irene said suddenly,
“ Promise me that you will come out with me to China as
a missionary when I am grown up.”

She must have been one of the earliest members of the
St. Mary Abbots Missionary Union, for her card of mem-
bership bears date, March 2oth, 187¢9. It had been formed
to encourage in the parish observance of the two annual
Days of Intercession for Missions which were appointed in
1872 by the Archbishops at the instance of the S.P.G.;
with results manifestly great both at home and abroad.
Irene attended the quarterly meetings of the Union regu-
larly; and later on, after her Confirmation, we find such
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Writing some ninety letters to friends about a course of
historical lectures on missions that was given in Kensington
in January, 1887, was her own first bit of work for the C.M.S.

Her careful study of English Church History and of modern
missions during that spring appears in an article called
“ Lightbearers and Lightsharers,” with *The mighty hopes
that make us men” for its motto, which she wrote for the
High School magazine of June, 1887, as her first attempt to
bring the subject before intelligent young people. Here is
one paragraph: “As the reign of Edwin, who hearkened
to Christian teaching, was followed by a time of trouble
and relapse, so in Madagascar the death of a first Radama
was followed by confusion and persecution, till a second
Radama, like another Oswald, once more invited missionaries
to a settlement in his capital, whence, as from Lindisfarne,
other workers may go forth. Again, we read of houses of
prayer raised by Ethelbert, Edwin, and Offa. Less than
twenty years ago their action was reflected in the offering
of a church by the King of Mandalay. Crowther the native,
presiding as bishop over the Church of West Africa, reminds
us of Deusdedit, the first English Archbishop of Canterbury.
In Aidan, the itinerating Bishop of Lindisfarne, we have
the forerunner of Heber, also travelling between the stations
of a great Church still in its infancy. . . . Again, we hear
of a small island, where, under Columba, young missionaries
were trained. In Norfolk Island, washed by Pacific waves,
we may now look at a similar work among lads, who will
disperse to light torches of truth in many Melanesian homes.
And do not these very islands remind us of that noble
army of martyrs, which numbers not only Aidan, Edmund,
Alphege, but Williams, Patteson, Hannington, and those
who during the past year have in China sealed their faith
with blood?”

Her father and she took a large share in organising the
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acquaintance with several of the agreeable and highly educated
members of the Japanese Embassy in London, who were
often at Hanover Lodge.

Another result was a rapid development of missionary
interest in the College by Post. Miss Tristram and Miss
Tapson had both been on its staff, and so had Miss
Constance Tuting, who went out in 18go as a Zenana
missionary, whom we shall meet again at Amritsar, and
Miss Kate Batten, who went to Meerut in 1892 with
the C.M.S.

In 1892 Miss Agnes Andrews started in her Scripture class
a “Mite Givers’ Guild.,” It was at once taken up by Irene,
and twenty-eight members of her class very soon joined it.
Its object was to stimulate interest in and prayer and work
for foreign missions, and its rules were as follows :—

1. Each member shall pray regularly for foreign missions,
either generally, or for some particular branch.

2. Each member shall give regularly, at least once a year,
some offering of work or money to a missionary society,
taking care that she does not offer to God that which costs
her nothing in the way of time, effort, or self-denial.

3. Each member shall take in, or borrow, and read regularly
some missionary periodical,

4. Each member shall contribute, if possible, to the Mite
Givers’ Guild packet.

This packet went round to the members thrice a year,
and contained contributions of missionary texts, arranged
under suggestive headings; letters from the field; lists of
books and periodicals recommended ; subjects for prayer;
answers to stock criticisms of missions, etc., etc., sowing
in this way seeds of information and inspiration in the
good soil of minds already concentrated on earnest, in-
telligent Bible study. Irene copied out for one number
Tennyson’s ““ Kapiolani” as a striking missionary tale. One
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Addresses at Gleaners’ Unions, Sunday schools, branches
of the Girls’ Friendly Society, juvenile drawing-room meetings,
the “missionary week” at Marylebone, and the children’s
meeting at Islington College followed, and she lost no
opportunity of teaching herself by reading and by hearing
those who had been in the field. One observes Kashmir
as the subject of a meeting she was at in May, 1397,
and Elmslie’s Life among the books she specially recom-
mended to her students. Qualification for the field was
her object in working for the National Health Society medal,
though she did not say so. Not dreaming idly of what she
would do out there, she did “the next thing” here quietly
and faithfully, till her way opened, being, as Browning
grandly puts it—

Sure that God
Ne'er dooms to waste the strength He deigns impart,

The months flowed on, happy in their manifold activities,
which turned more and more into one channel, and deep
in her heart, too sacred for utterance yet, lay her strengthening
purpose. Her “sunbeam ” buoyancy of disposition alternated
with occasional fits of depression, not unknown to other high-
strung and ardent natures whose powers are always in a state of
tension. In such moments she would give strong expression
to the fear that she was of little use, was doing nothing that
would not be done as well if she were not in existence.

Ah! but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp,
Or what’s a heaven for?
says Browning through Andrea del Sarto, and this restlessness
under present circumstances was the symptom that more and
more to her the winning of souls for Christ stood out as
the one object for which the life of a Christian is worth living.
The final resolve was arrived at in October, 1891, during
the last of a particularly delightful round of northern visits,
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Irene can never have regretted the postponement of her
purpose in deference to her father’s views. For just three
weeks after that memorable Sunday evening the first slight
symptoms of what was to prove his last illness appeared.
Eight months followed, during which we passed through all
the stages of hoping for speedy recovery from a trifling
ailment ; fearing the illness might be tedious; apprehending
that he would never again be his former vigorous self;
that his days would be numbered ere he lived out the
threescore and ten years; that his remaining time would be
short and suffering.

This deepening shadow lay over all the undiminished
activities of that summer, and over our last family travel
to Lakeland and the Isle of Man. We were at Keswick for
the Convention in July ; and Irene sang in the choir, entered
most heartily into the spirit of that wonderful gathering,
attended over fifty meetings, enjoying that for “candidates”
most of all, and greatly delighted in a renewal of intercourse
with Miss Marsh. The ten days of prayer and praise and
preaching ended, we spent a further quiet week in our cosy,
white-washed, rose-clad cottage, recalling and laying up in
store all that had been learned and heard as we wandered
over the Cumberland fells.

Irene hardly left her father during his last months of
declining strength, and her music seemed to soothe and
relieve him more than aught else. He fell asleep on
November 19th, 1892. It was midnight on November 23rd.
The drawing-room, which had so often resounded with music
and laughter when he was the most genial of hosts, was
dim and still, its air heavy with the perfume of masses of
flowers beneath which he slept. The two sisters, each all
the world to the other more than ever now, since they had
no remaining near relative, clung to each other, thinking that
early to-morrow the place which had known him would know
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a year or two, though 1 hope they will return and make
this their home later on. . . . I hope, if it can be arranged,
to sail for India about October; for this change in May’s
life seems to open the way wonderfully to the mission field,
where my heart has been for years.”

We met Professor Carus-Wilson for the first time on
May 31st. That day three months I became his wife ; that
day five months Irene was at Gibraltar. A cousin, and
{wo friends for whom she had a strong affection, said to
her as soon as the engagement was announced, “Let my
home be yours now, dear Irene.” Or she could have lived
on in the old home, with the devoted household and the -
encircling friends, dwelling, like the lady of Shunem, among
her own people. But before the end of June she had
taken steps towards leaving that home for ever.

She went out with joy, her heart’s desire granted. “I
shall always remember,” writes one, ‘“how bright and
happy she looked when I called on you just before you
married, and she had decided to go to India.” “How
beautiful she looked upon your wedding-day,” writes a
College by Post colleague, who was at St. Mary Abbots then ;
and the radiance of unselfish joy on the face of the first
bridesmaid struck others also. I only knew her through
her letters,” writes another, “and one little glimpse I had
of her at Mrs. Carus-Wilson’s wedding; but I have never
forgotten that beautifully bright face—the out-of-the-way
brightness of it once seen, I should think, could never
be forgotten.”

During the following week, quite unknown to me, she
placed in the packing-cases which were going from the old
home to the new home in Canada not only many common
possessions which we esteemed as heirlooms, but many of
her own special treasures. One little thought that this
deliberate and’ unostentatious act was her forsaking of all
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(Of that visible result of her visit we shall hear again.)
Miss Bidder is representative of not a few of Irene’s friends
when she adds: “Qur very short time together is a memory
I shall always love to look back upon. It has given me
quite a new and very delightful feeling of personal connection
with the work abroad.” Almost a year and a half later
a friend, who had just been at Ravensbury Park, wrote thus
to Irene: “What a blessing was your visit to Mitcham !
The interest you have excited, which is well kept up in
the hearts of those girls, is wonderful.”

Three days after her visit to Mitcham, Irene fulfilled a
long-standing engagement in London by giving a preéds
of Three Martyrs of the Nineteenth Century—Livingstone,
Gordon, and Paiteson, by Mrs. Rundle Charles, to a literary
club of which she was a member. *“1I got it all up in trains,
so it has not really cost time,” she says half apologetically.
This was, in striking contrast to the Mitcham address, one
more effort to bring the missionary subject before intelligent
people quite outside missionary circles., It is not hard to
stir up unsophisticated, religiously disposed people for the
first time; it is easy to throw fresh fuel on an already
kindled enthusiasm. DBut she never shrank from the task of
confronting cold criticism and generalities of condemnation,
uttered as if there were nothing more to be said, by those
who do not admit their real ignorance of missionary enter-
prise. That task is not only hard but apparently thankless ;
yet as we note that the work of Christ abroad rests upon
an ever-broadening basis of thoughtful and prayerful support
at home, we cannot doubt that words spoken, not on set
occasions only, but in many quiet talks by such as Irene, bear
fruit, especially when they are emphasised by the life, still
more by the death, of the speaker. *Miss ——,” says Irene
of the leader of this club, “was very kind, but rather puzzled
and disappointed in me, I think, and actually wanted a yes
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day splendidly for each one here.” Among friends made
there were Miss Coverdale, whom we shall meet again,
and Miss Hester Newcombe, ““a saintly member of a family
of four sisters, all missionaries in China,” who perished in
the Kucheng massacre, August 1st, 1895. 1Irene threw
herself into the Willows life as if she had nothing else
to think of, yet even from that fortnight one whole day
had to be snatched for her farewell to Kensington.

Though her original purpose of offering to the C.M.S.
eventually remained unchanged, she did not go out with
that Society. In 1892 the eldest daughter of General
Beynon had asked us if we could find among our friends
one or two ladies willing to undertake ‘“for one winter,” at
their own charges, work which resembled parish work at home
among poor English-speaking people in Lahore. Miss Beynon
had begun to organise this under the direction of the Bishop
of Lahore ; and Irene interested in the scheme a fellow-teacher
in the St. Mary Abbots Sunday School, who, being a widow
and childless, was looking out for some useful occupation,
and quickly arranged to go to Lahore. To Irene’s relatives
it seemed a good plan that she herself should go with Mrs.
Engelbach for the winter to the friend whose enterprise sorely
needed her aid, and use this opportunity of making some
acquaintance with India before she offered to the C.M.S.
for work that she would wish to undertake permanently if
she undertook it at all.

General and Mrs. Beynon took up the idea of her join-
ing their daughter eagerly, and she received the following
letters :—

From Miss Beynon: “Your offer to join me at Lahore
for the winter has been a great joy. . . . You will
bring in the thorough, practical side, which I know would
otherwise have been so sadly lacking. Good sound teaching
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Irene, speaking as a member from childhood of the parochial
Missionary Union, told where they were going, quoted and
met the various objections to her enterprise which friends
had raised, and urged the privilege of the work and our
responsibility for it. Her audience (says the friend who
wrote down these particulars) were not only impressed with
her earnestness, but charmed with her sweet manner and
voice, as well as with the excellence of her matter. “1I had
never heard her speak in public,” says another who was
present, “and she astonished me. It was beautiful.” Then
the Vicar, closely scanning the gathering, which included
many who had come there solely from personal friendship,
said playfully, “We don’t often get the likes of some of
you at a missionary meeting, and we will let you have it
now we have got you”; and so proceeded to press home
the duty of a// Christians to aid in the evangelisation of the
world, and concluded by solemnly commending them both in
prayer with the Aaronic benediction. Then Sunday school
pupils, girl friends, and many who had known her from
childhood, thronged her for good-byes, which, she says, *“ were
overwhelming,” till Lady Mary Glyn carried her off to the
Vicarage for tea. Other friends claimed her for dinner, and
so ended her present intercourse with kith and kin; but
the results of that farewell are far from being ended.

She left the Willows on October 23rd—*“such a day of
kisses and birthday books ”—and three breathless days suc-
ceeded. * It was easy enough to see what a wrench it was
to her to leave the old home, though she did not break
down,” writes one with her at the end; and the unforced
liveliness of her letters during those last weeks in England
shows how wonderfully she realised that ‘“the Lord daily
beareth our burden.,” She quotes in one of them the above
revised rendering of Psalm lxviii. 19, as a sustaining as-
surance ; and her thought 6n starting is this: “God
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can deprive me of. Thirdly, the extraordinary kindness of
my companions in every possible way.”

The two hundred and fifty passengers included over thirty
missionaries, British, American, and Canadian, and with these
there was delightful intercourse. One Sunday evening the
service was read by a C.M.S. clergyman, and the sermon was
preached by the veteran Presbyterian Dr. Valentine, for thirty-
two years connected with the Edinburgh Medical Mission. “It
was,” she says, “like being suddenly transported to a Scottish
kirk to sit under the dear old man, and to me this union of
Christendom seemed an ideal arrangement.” Miss Jenkins,
M.D., of Lucknow, and Miss Bowesman, going to Lucknow
after many years in the mission hospital at Madagascar, with
Miss Thom, an honorary missionary in Bangalore since 1875,
shared her cabin. At Irene’s suggestion a forenoon Bible
class was started, taken by the missionaries in turn, and
attended by between twenty and thirty passengers. Her
own subject was St. Paul’'s work and teaching at Philippi,
as illustrating modern missiognary difficulties and encourage-
ments ; for she was taking the Acts and Epistles * as an extra
Bible study to refresh one’s memory as to Biblical methods
of missionary work.,” Of course she contributed to the
concert, helped in painting the programmes sold for the
Sailors’ Orphanage, and made many sketches; and of course
not a few of the children on board were to be found buzzing
round her paint-box and listening eagerly to Bible stories
connected with the lands they passed. So the days went by,
“ painting, reading, writing, walking, talking, and wondering
how some folks can have time for cards and yellow-backs.”

Her intense delight in the *wonderful sights” of the
voyage, “far more interesting and beautiful than even I
expected,” finds expression at every turn: Gibraltar, “rising
up like Arthur’s Seat doubled”; Marseilles, “like Florence
from San Miniato, but with even more striking hills sur-
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The Carthage reached Bombay at 10 a.m. on November
20th, and Irene set foot on Indian soil ¢ in the midst,” she says,
“of a strange, dark throng, with red turbans and white robes,
shouting in many tongues. It was wonderfully picturesque
and tremendously exciting ; but the first thing I noticed was
saddening—the heathen marks on the handsome, intelligent
faces. Oh, when will our King reign ‘from India even unto
Ethiopia?’” At Bombay she stayed with Dr. Arnott, Head
of the Government Hospital, which is reckoned one of the
finest in India. “A drive of several miles brought us to
Malabar Hill, first through the busy streets of the second
city in our Empire, with all their strange new sights and
brilliant colouring, and strect names in English, Urdu, Hindi,
and Mahratti; then up the hill, past ‘the towers of silence -
hidden behind splendid trees and foliage, among the branches
of which the ghastly vultures were wheeling. Then we looked
down upon the harbour, over a grand forest of palm-trees,
and out to the mountains beyond. . . . We turned into a
lovely garden, and stopped under a lofty portico, supported by
white pillars, rising from among masses of maidenhair fern,
eucharis, lilies, teatoses, and stephanotis. A row of stately,
turbaned figures appeared salaaming, among them an ayah
with a lovely, fair babe of eleven months, all saying polite
things which I could neither understand nor answer.
They ushered me through a lofty hall, lifted a white purdah,
and displayed a bedroom fifty by thirty feet in size, with
eleven doors in all. The stateliest of the men began by
pouring water into the basins and hanging my things in the
wardrobe. My bewildered feelings were relieved by the
appearance of a graceful Goa Christian ayah, who explained
in good English that her mistress, having waited since day-
light for the belated Carthage passenger, had been obliged
to go out, and would be back to tiffin at two. Would 1
like a bath, breakfast, dinner, or what? Finally she brought
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Society ; Delhi, where they saw something of the mission
of the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel, and were
warmly welcomed by Mrs. Winkworth Scott when her fear,
founded on a not very explicit letter of introduction, that
they were “only globe-trotters ” was dispelled ; and Meerut,
where they stayed with the Rev. J. P. Ellwood, of the C.M.S.
As the train whirled them through the great plains, with their
hedges of cactus, the maize fields fresh and green after the
rains, the stony rivers, the great cities and teeming villages,
Irene noted, first of all, the absence of the church spires so
conspicuous in Britain.

Jeypore was reached at 5 a.m. on the 23rd, and while
the others rested, Irene, escorted by a Christian lad educated
in Dr. Duff’s school, set off, as she says, “for the funniest
walk I ever had; along a good road, with gas lamp-posts,
strange trees and birds on each side, and many kinds
of animals driven by swarthy Rajputs, whose most im-
portant garment was a large towel round the head. They
evidently considered a white lady out of a gari an extra-
ordinary sight.” She met Colonel and Mrs. Jacob in
the gardens at 8 am,, and a long day was spent exploring
o town rather off the tourist track, with only thirteen
Europeans to its one hundred and forty-three thousand in-
habitants. “This is such an interesting place,” she says.
“ Fancy meeting parrots, camels, squirrels, monkeys, and
elephants in the streets. The late Maharajah was a very
advanced man, who aimed at giving a European education to
his people, and founded a school of native art and a grand
useum. Here are gathered together curios from all parts
of India and of the world, which are shown by an English
speaking guide, who, in pointing out Hindu deities, re-
marked, ¢ They are still believed in by some of the people.’”

At Agra they saw the renowned Taj Mahal in the light
of the full moon. “How can I attempt to describe its
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I would like to show that native congregation, at Agra to
people who say missionary work is hopeless and a failure.”
Indefatigable pedestrian as she was, Irene no longer waiked,
2s she had done at Jeypore. ‘It is strange,” she writes
from Agra, ‘“to have suddenly become carriage folk; but
in India I find there is no choice. Between the difficulties
of sun and escort, walking, to my great grief, is well-nigh
impracticable ; and carriages, like fruit and servants, are in-
expensive luxuries out here. Ladies could hardly walk
through the crowded city bazars, which are most interesting,
though in many ways saddening sights.  People who talk
of East London squalor, poverty, degradation, and need of
sanitation, should come and look here; as for me, sitting
in luxury in the midst of the street, I felt ashamed to think
how little impression for good my sheltered life with all its
surroundings had made. And turning from material to
spiritual things, how much more dreadful and searching
are these comparisons !”

At Delhi they were met by the Bishop of Lahore and
the Rev. G. A. Lefroy, of the Cambridge Delhi Mission,
who became Dr. Matthew’s successor as Dishop of Lahore
in 1899. “So far from scolding us for lingering on our
way, the Bishop told us that he had himself been planning
a picnic from Delhi to the Kutab, that we might use his
one free day in becoming acquainted.” No one who cares
for either history or architecture could fail to be excited by
a visit to the ancient capital of the Great Mogul. In a day
and a half Irene saw much, but passing over enthusiastic
descriptions of mosques and mausoleums, temples, gardens,
and palaces, one extract only from her journal shall be given :
«In Delhi the impression of heathenism seemed more pain-
ful than in any other city I have seen. These swarming
multitudes without God and without hope are an awful sight,
and the impress of heathenism seems to be on their faces.
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cope singlehanded with work that could easily occupy two
or three of the good people at home who are so much
wanted out here. First we visited the Christian Girls’
School, where rows of tiny children of heathen parents
sing bhajans, play kindergarten games, and learn to read
and write. 'Two little brides of about ten were among
them. Miss Streelin interpreted while we talked to them
and told them about our Kensington children. Then
we went to a rich Hindu zenana, up steep stairs into
a messy room, where some untidy children were playing
with a lovely little bride of fifteen. She is Miss Ellwood’s
pupil, and has one of the sweetest and most pathetic faces
we ever saw. Her mother-inlaw, a huge and ignorant but
kindly woman, took her rich trousseau out of a chest—
skirts and saris heavy with gold and silver embroidery, and
glittering silks! Then we went through a small, squalid
court to a poor zenana; then to a grand bungalow in Euro-
pean style, and were ushered by female servants in close-
fitting pyjamas into a large sitting-room, where one would
like to set a good English housemaid to work. Here three
Begums (princesses in a small way), likewise in pyjamas, were
gathered with books and crochet work at a table. They
are daughters of an ‘advanced’ Mohammedan, and though
the eldest is nearly twenty, they are not married, which is
very unusual. Their stepmother joined us, and was very
polite. She produced the photo of the Qaisar-i-Hind, and
liked to hear that I had kissed her hand. ‘Had it been
at a big durbar that I had seen Her Majesty ?’ Tea was
served for us in the hall, quite in the European style, our
hostess’s brother presiding. It was indeed a morning never
to be forgotten.”

| Two months later Irene wrote: ‘I have such a nice letter from
Mis. Ellwood, telling how near that sweet little Hindu bride seems to
Christianity. I fear persecution may be in store for her.”












74 IRENE PETRIE

of interest. What is peculiar to a foreign land strikes the
newcomer’s eye, while the resident is apt to forget that the
untravelled Briton has never heard of it; and as knowledge
of the mere externals of life in India demolishes some current
criticisms of missions at once, the C.M.S. often publish the
letters of missionaries who have only just arrived. Irene
begged us to discriminate first impressions from deliberate
conclusions ; but she was a keenly observant traveller, quick
in gleaning information from well-informed residents, and
the following notes have the crisp suggestiveness of a frotti,
if not the detailed accuracy of a finished picture :—
““Speaking generally, one may say that the country is very
big, the people innumerable, the plains very flat, the rivers
very sandy, the voices very shrill, the crows very comical,
the cooks very clever, the mosquitoes and vendors very per-
tinacious, and the snake stories told to newcomers very
blood-curdling. It is just as unfair to call the brown natives
black as to call the climate unconditionally a ‘ beastly ’ one. . . .
“] wish you could see the hoopoos I meet out walking,
they are the sweetest little things; or the old camel taking
a midday snooze in the road with crows sitting on his
hump. The crows, minas, and sparrows are very friendly,
and hop all over the verandah and into the house. The
parrots are shy, and it is only when I am hidden behind my
purdahs that I hear their swift flight upwards to the crack
between the wall and the rafters over my study door. I
hear much going on, and imagine the nest in progress, and
sometimes when I pop out quickly there is a glimpse of a red
beak, two little yellow eyes, and the top of a green head, then
a swift flash of emerald wings, and my friend has gone for
refuge to the top of the highest tree in the compound. . . .
“Two impressions which are received in every part of India
as yet seen are the strangeness of being in the midst of a
subject race, and the small value set upon time by the natives.
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then thinks he knows all about everything ; officials military
and civil, who are there for a short term of years only;
other officials and missionaries, who give the best years of their
lives to India; * country-born” folk who, though of -purely
European descent, have never been out of Asia for one,
two, or even three generations ; Eurasians, from those with
only a dash of Asiatic blood to those with only a dash
of European blood; and so on, at last, to the  pakka”
native. Among natives again must be discriminated those
educated in FEurope; Christians, Parsis, members of the
Brihma or Arya Saméj and others who are in close touch
with Europeans and European thought; Mohammedans
and Hindus, with book religions and traditions of culture ;
and pure pagans, such as Santals, Gonds, and Kois, who
doubtless represent the aboriginal peoples and cults of
Hindustan.

Almost insensibly these strata blend into each other; and
short as her whole time in India was, its conditions made
Irene personally acquainted with every one of them, except
perhaps the last. Some may live in India for years and
know only two or three of them well. Her main concern
was, indeed, evangelistic work among Hindus and Moham-
medans. But both in Lahore and in Srinagar her relation
to Anglo-Indians was, as we shall see, a close one. She
learned to appreciate the special difficulties of Anglo-Indian
life—the almost inevitable enervation of character through
the ease and luxury which a trying climate involves, the
subtle danger that daily contact with non-Christians will
lower the standard of conduct and duty, and foster a
hardening sense of superiority in those who look down on
Hindus and Mohammedans oftener than they look up to
Christians living lives higher than their own. She was also
taught that every European must in one sense be a
missionary, must either aid or hinder the progress of the
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form of Christian work that she could not regard others with
intelligence and sympathy. Most earnestly she deprecated
emphasising in such work differences of race and social
grade, of church and party. Let all Christians, she pleads,
strive together for their common faith, not only teaching but
living Christ in the presence of those who do not acknow-
ledge Him.

The Hon. Emily Kinnaird and other friends had asked
her (and not in vain) to interest herself in the Indian work
of the Young Women’s Christian Association.  Roughly
speaking, it labours, untrammelled by considerations of
Church order, for all who come between Anglo-Indian
“ society” and the non-Christian Hindu.

For these strata St. Hilda’s Diocesan Home, working on
strictly Anglican lines, had likewise been founded. Its
name was due to the first Bishop of Lahore, Thomas
Valpy French, who went with C.M.S. to Agra in 1851, and
was consecrated in 1877. He had said that in his opinion
the great Abbess of Whitby was the forerunner of all our
valuable ladies’ missions in Syria, the Punjab, and Japan, etc.!
Under his successor, Dr. Matthew, Miss Beynon began to
organise work among Eurasians. In February, 1893, she
wrote to Irene’s sister from an hotel in Lahore, saying: “ The
work is opening out in every way. . . . I am longing to hear
of a coadjutor, and I am afraid my father will not sanction
another winter alone in Lahore. . . . No one has offered to
join me yet.” A month or two later came Mrs. Engel-
bach’s offer through Irene, and then Irene’s own offer, and
in October accordingly St. Hilda’s Diocesan Home was
opened at Lahore to be (so its original prospectus says) “a
place of residence for honorary lady workers, auxiliaries to
the parochial clergy, among Christians, whether European,

! See Life, vol. ii., p. 322.
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and they seem quite ready to receive one as a friend ; and
gradually, as their confidence is gained, we hope to introduce
and carry on the various organisations of a well-ordered
parish at home, modified to Indian requirements.”

St. Hilda's was a pretty one-storeyed bungalow in the
European suburb, about a mile due east of the cathedral. The
Bishop provided the house and some of its furniture out of a
special fund ; the expenses of its upkeep were to be divided
equally among its inmates. These were three in number:
Miss Sahib (that is Miss Beynon), Mem Sahib (that is Mrs.
Engelbach), and Choti Miss Sahib (that is Irene, also
playfully called the Baby?). On February 11th they were
joined by the Hon. Mis. Ton Keith-Falconer. Irene was
sacristan to the tiny chapel, where daily service was held
at noon, with special requests for prayer and thanksgiving.
« As to the household,” she writes, it seems a great pity
that Canada and India cannot make a sort of sandwich
or exchange. There the rule of independence, high pay,
and brisk work seems to hold; here a very little work for
a very little pay and many salaams to fill all gaps is the
plan. Both this house and this household are reckoned
small, and yet the house covers an area of about fifty by
seventy feet, and there is quite a village of servants and
their families in the compound. The khidmatgar and his
son, a dark lad of fifteen, who waits as page, wear close-
fitting white trousers, huge white turbans, and cloth tunic
coats with white folded girdles. On their fingers are large
silver rings set with turquoises. The bawarchi serves many
small, dainty dishes. Waiting at every meal is the in-
variable rule, and for the simplest breakfast they spin out
four courses, changing the plates between each with awful
solemnity and precision. The mihtar squirms about the
floors with a long, soft broom and no dustpan ; the dhobi
washes the clothes very well; the syce winds the horse,
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followed by a district visitors’ ot other meeting. At 8 we
dine, at 10 we have Prayers, and we are soon lulled to
sleep by the chaukidar’s cough and stick-tapping.”

Their work was of a kind that Irene was already familiar
with. She became superintendent of the railway Sunday
school, which met in the little Eurasian church under the
charge of the Rev. J. W. B. Haslam, took the senior
class herself, held a training class for four young teachers,
and drew up a complete scheme of lessons for the winter.
The Sunday school was small at first, but they intended by
regular visiting to increase it. “We only get at the awfully
respectable ones yet,” she writes on December z1st, “but
hope to work outwards from them to the non-churchgoing
class, who do not even know when Sunday is. . « - Looking
for someone else in the district, I stumbled on such a nice
Christian couple from Madras, pakka natives. They asked
me in; I saw the C.M.S. almanac on the wall, and found
they and I had quite a number of common C.M.S. friends.”
They also found one old man whom Marshman had baptised ;
he remembered Carey, the pioneer missionary of North India,
who died in 1834. One great ally was the widow of an
Athole Highlander, who spoke broad Scotch, though almost
a pakka native. « Miss Petrie gets on splendidly in the
railway Sunday school,” Mrs. Engelbach wrote home. Her
original class of eighteen rose to “two classes with about
thirty pupils in all, such nice young people.”

On Mondays her ministry was 1o a very different type
of need. “The matron of the lunatic asylum,” she says,
“ begged me to come and read the Bible to the poor old
FEuropean patients there, saying they were all almost heathen,
no means of grace of any sort being provided, and Sundays
being made exactly like week-days, sO that she now felt
quite ashamed in a church. I had such a touching little
gathering, and they were grateful. One poor old thing had
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Friendly Society, to whom she gave a series of addresses on
the heroes of the Bible. Her practical interest in this out-
lasted her stay in Lahore, for till the end of September
she sent them monthly notés on the life of St. Paul—no
mere pious generalities, but carefully thought out hints as to
the subject matter and special teaching of their daily readings,
showing them what to look for in the Scriptures and how
to think and pray as they read. Nearly six years afterwards
4 member of the class, writing to a clergyman in India, says:
«1 knew Miss Petrie personally, as she was for a short
time an associate of our G.F.S. and held Bible meetings
for us, and endeared herself to the girls. I feel sure her loss
is keenly felt.”

On Saturday, besides the teachers’ preparation class, she
held a Band of Hope meeting, which began with twenty-six
children and soon rose to fifty-one. Mackay of Uganda and
Dr. Lansdell’s Central Asian travels were among the subjects
she talked to them about, and after the lesson she gave them
«a much needed lesson in romping, poor, little, tame, quiet
things.”

There was actual missionary work to be done without
crossing the threshold. Two of the servants came forward
as inquirers, and Miss Beynon began a class for them at which
the khidmatgar, a convert from Mohammedanism and an
excellent servant, showed the reality of his own faith in
Christ by sitting side by side with the low-caste mihtar, and
explaining his difficulties. This khidmatgar had a wife, bap-
tised rather prematurely with himself and quite uninstructed
Every day Irene taught her and the ayah’s daughter, a bright
damsel of twelve. Her frequent allusions to Umda and
Munira, “who is a darling, with such a sweet little face,”
show the delight she took in this first seed-sowing. On
leaying Munira in Mrs. Engelbach’s care after three
months she writes: “The child knows nearly thirty texts,
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at a lesson given in Urdu). Gave Munira and Umda their
lesson. Drove to Lunatic Asylum for Bible reading. Paid
another visit. Back for tiffin. Took women’s Bible class at
Naulaka; went on to the Mission College, where, to my
horror, 1 found forty ladies, mostly clever people, gathered
for the Bible reading I had been asked to give. Miss
Beynon and Mrs. Engelbach had invited a musical party for
the evening, and, as you can fancy, I was glad when the last
guest had gone.”

The inmates of St. Hilda’s combined with their church
work a good deal of pleasant intercourse with their fellow
Anglo-Indians. For Miss Beynon’s relationship to not a few
of those who had made the recent history of the Punjab
rendered her circle a large one, and her colleagues had a warm
welcome into it. We catch glimpses of calls and invitations
innumerable ; of a scarlet-liveried chaprasi arriving on a camel
with a summons to the Government House ball ; of a young
officer in the Punjab Light Horse bringing invitations to tennis
and his regimental ball, and claiming Irene as a kinswoman.
And endeavouring to exercise in Lahore society that inde-
scribable influence which a good and clever woman, tactful
and agreeable, can always exercise to counteract the tendency
to find all life’s interest in gay and costly clothing, gossip,
and amusement, might have seemed no unworthy aim to
one accustomed to life in London, and not formally pledged
to any society or any kind of work.

The Commissioner for Gurdaspur, in a letter lamenting
that “her bright and active life had been taken so early
from human view,” says: “I met Miss Petrie first at
Lahore, and was charmed with her musical talent.” Concerts
for an object are always popular and well patronised
at a great Indian station, so of course Irene’s fresh and
perfectly trained voice was in request, She was greeted with
¢y burst of applause and an encore ” when she sang at one
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enjoy herself or to distinguish herself was wholly merged now
in the desire to devote herself. She never sat in judgment
on others, but she continually sat in judgment on herself,
and the verdict was always the same: “My vocation in
the face of this needy heathenism is to qualify myself for
real missionary work as quickly as possible.” Again and
again in her letters she seems to say with the greatest of all
missionaries, as she looks on the heathen, “J long after you
all,” and her harshest expressions are used concerning what
she calls “ the senseless and unworthy race prejudice.” She
grows indignant over Anglo-Indians who regarded the natives
with scorn, in the spirit of the beardless subaltern, who, at a
durbar, followed into the room a very great raja, ruler over
millions, grumbling, “Who is this nigger going in before
me?” Hers was no romantic notion imbibed at home that
picturesque heathen would be more interesting pupils than
humble compatriots; she had learned to know something
of the natives, even of the promising “inquirer” who turns
out a thief; yet she describes them as “ people whom one
learns to like greatly in many ways.”

“1 do long,” she writes on Christmas Day, “to be a real
messenger here; but as yet can do so little and have done
so little.” Then, after reference to Eurasian work, she con-
tinues: My own longing, which seems more burdensome
every day, is after these poor brownies, who know nothing,
and from whom as yet, and for many a long day to come,
I am utterly cut of. Fancy seeing the poor ayah really ill,
and not being able to manage to tell her I am sorry. And
worst of all, to feel she has no part in our Christmas joy ;
and one cannot wish her or any of the other domestics,
except the khidmatgar, a happy Christmas. Every day is
so dreadfully short ; and even now, when outside work is not
in full swing, I don’t get the real grind at the Urdu books
1 long for. . . . 1 must go on learning, and try and get hold
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criticisms if there is anything of the hermit or the dowdy about
the unfortunate missionary, who has probably put in so much
wearing work that there has been no strength or time left for
pleasant small talk or Truefitt hairdressing. Then the well
disposed society persons would like to help missionary work ;
but they don’t know much about it, and they have not the
energy to make themselves acquainted with it, and there are
so many dinner parties, and then they get fever, and then it
is time to move on, and a new home is started somewhere else.
Add to all this the fact that, though India is a very free and
easy place in many ways, there is ‘'a fearfully despotic Mrs.
Grundy, whose mandates check many a would-be explorer in
unfashionable regions.”

“The limpness and indifference to what lies outside their
own lives is the great drawback with the English-speaking
people of all hues, as a rule, Yet if they could be roused they
might make excellent missionaries, knowing the language, and
being acclimatised.”

So we turn to her record of one unpretentious effort to rouse
them, ¢ February 22nd.—1 went off early to fetch some spoils
brought from Mandalay by the husband of one of my women,
who was at its capture in January, 1886. ... We then set to
work, getting our exhibition ready, and soon the drawing-room
was transformed : on one side, India, with Persia, Afghanistan,
Burmah, and Tibet; then Japan, a corner brilliant with
draperies and curios; then Africa, China, and Palestine ; a
stall of missionary literature for sale, from the beautiful Bible
Society depdt ; and a table of C.M.S, literature for giving away,
instead of a plate for receiving contributions, as we wished to
have a human collection of interested people rather than a
few rupees. At 4 p.m. our guests arrived, between fifty and
sixty in number ; and after food for the body in the wide hall,
got food for the mind in the exhibition, and then passed into
the dining-room for a meeting. The coloured *“Plea for
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plaintain groves. What a contrast it was to leave the green,
airy suburbs where all the FEuropeans live, and passing
through the city gate, to walk up the hot, narrow pathway
between the tightly packed houses of mud and brick! Many
people in the station of Lahore never enter the city at all,
and we did not see another white face till we were outside
again. The houses, which have tiny rooms as a rule, are
two or three stories high, the men’s quarters being below,
the women’s upstairs—such poky, narrow, steep stairs! An
open drain runs down the middle of each roadway, but as
there is plenty of flowing water in it, the sanitation of the city
is considered fairly good. The ups and downs of the streets,
its white houses against an intensely blue sky, and talkative
crowds in their picturesque dresses, recalled Lugano to me;
but here, instead of campanile, domes and minarets closed
in the view, with the short, thick, carved spires of the Hindu
temples. Miss Healey and I went into two schools, in each
of which nearly a score of small boys and girls, all Moham-
medans, were learning writing, reading, arithmetic, and
Scripture, under the direction of a native teacher. Miss
Healey had short prayers and gave a Scripture lesson. Several
brought sums to me to be corrected ; and in one school I
examined them in Genesis, with whose stories they seemed
very familiar. We spent some time in a poor zenana, where
an attractive group of red-robed women gathered instantly,
and listened attentively to the teaching. The work is always
growing, and a great work it is, though it must be a quiet one
at present, for the difficulties that lie between these women
and open profession of Christianity are terrible. . . .

“On April 1gth I again accompanied Miss Healey,
his time to visit my munshi’s sweet little wife and
pretty daughter. I quite fell in love with the former, who
has a gentle face and manner, and a look of suffering,
for she is lame, and must be nearly always in pain. She






94 JRENE PETRIE

in the helpless and useless state of being tongue-tied
amid this spiritual starvation. Our munshi is a bigoted
Mohammedan, but himself suggested that we should read
the Testament, so I am working at St. John’s Gospel. Please,
readers, pray that light may shine out of darkness for him.”
On January 15th the stories told her by an American
Presbyterian of work among villages intensified her longing
after “these poor native women,” The early morning hour
she gave to reading the trying Persian character ; by lamplight
in the evenings she worked at Urdu in the Roman character,
which is, happily, being used more and more in India.
Almost from the first she made undaunted efforts to talk,
«“ which is like getting one’s mouth full of water in the first
attempts to swim ”; and reports exultingly by February 6th :
“Iam glad to say I am getting some liking for Urdu.” By
April 10th she was able to join in the prayers and follow
most of the speeches at a C.M.S. meeting.

She never reconsidered her purpose of being a missionary ;
the only question was: Where, and with whom? and this
was not settled at once. Going back to her first Christmas
in India, we read of the arrival of a huge mail. “Never
were letters and cards so appreciated,” she says; “it seemed
as if one were watching and praying and praising beside
the dear ones. I have far more than I ever expected to
make happy the first Christmas away from all the people
and places and things best loved.” On New Year’s Eve
she wrote the one surviving fragment of private journal :—

“¢Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days
of my life.” December 31s¢, 1893.—Less than an hour left of
this eventful year. Among all the things I can and do regre:t,'
as regards my personal life, I can and do give thanks for
the lesson of trust to which all has pointed. He has taught
us that we may trust the dear ones who have passed beyond
the veil to the loving keeping of His home. He has shown
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In girlhood her answer to the question, “What place do
you most want to see?” was,  Palestine, and then the
Himalayas.”

On January 13th, after the 8 a.m. service, she went on
the roof of Lahore Cathedral, and *looking north, through
the clear morning air, saw the line of the glorious snowy
Himalayas, with the early pink light on them.” On
March 8th she had a yet finer view from the roof of the
Zenana House at Amritsar, of their outworks the Pir Punjal
range, lying athwart the northern sky “over one hundred
miles off, yet far more striking than the Alps from Berne,”
which famous view she had been fortunate enough to see
in perfection. The vision drew her on till she found her
appointed task in the great valley over which the Himalayas
mount guard, and in one of their remote fastnesses she lay
down to rest when that task was accomplished.

Though she had no desire for a large circle of general
acquaintance in India, she cultivated many missionary friend-
ships, which became a source of much pleasure, and four times
visited Amritsar, This city, which is thirty-two miles from
Lahore, and about the same size, is for the natives the com-
mercial and social capital of the Punjab—its %ear?, while Lahore
is its Aead. As DBenares is the sacred city of the Hindus,
Amritsar is the sacred city of the Sikhs, of whom later on Irene
was to have many among her pupils, and the C.M.S. naturally
made it their headquarters when, as we have told, they were
asked to evangelise the Punjab. A group of C.M.S. men there,
some closely associated with Kashmir, must now be intro-
duced. The Rev. Robert Clark, M.A. Cantab., Secretary
to the Punjab and Sind Corresponding Committee of the
C.M.S., went out in 1851, and had almost completed half a
century of notable service when he died in May, 1g00.
She had known his wife in London, and corresponded
with his daughter as a College by Post student. The Rev.
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lake, on a tiny island, is the exquisite Golden Temple, where
the chief guru and his six hundred assistants read the Granth.
Since the guru Nanak wrote it and founded the temple in
protest against prevalent forms of Hinduism three hundred
years ago, this book has been the principal object of reverence,
if not of worship, to the Sikhs. A solemn porter with a
silver mace admitted us, showing, as he did so, the ancient
oak doors, inlaid with ivory on one side, and faced with
silver on the other. Some of the outer walls are of
white marble, inlaid ; within, the temple is a mass of rich
colouring and gold, panels of ornament alternating with
tablets on which extracts from the Granth are carved in
Punjabi. At one end of the hall is a small charpai covered
with rich silken draperies, among which the book is hidden.
Offerings of flowers are laid on them. We were not allowed
to step on some of the carpets in front of the book, though
we might go round behind, and be close to the guru who
was waving a soft brush of finest white silk to keep the
flies off We climbed by narrow steps to an upper story,
whence we could look down to the hall below and listen
to the group of musicians who were singing and producing
discordant sounds from quaintlooking drums and fiddles.
Going higher up still we emerged upon the roof, which was
covered with gold plates. . . . T was arrested by hearing the
sacred Name ¢ Yesu Masih’ in one of the golden galleries ; it
was the Rev. Donald Mackenzie (C.M.S.) preaching a Christian
sermon within the very walls of the temple to his guide—a
former mission school boy—and a respectful group of listeners.
The tolerance and courtesy of these Sikhs gave a pleasing
impression ; but their religion of a book must indeed be a
cold and empty one. Mr, Mackenzie persuaded the old
guru to unwrap the sacred volume and read some of it aloud
to us. All the Sikhs present stood round in dead silence,
as the coverings were lifted and the intoning proceeded.






100 IRENE PETRIE

Modified purdah seems much the safest plan for many of
these poor things. . . . Then Miss Annie Sharp took me to
her Blind School, where a touching group were squatting,
knitting mats and making baskets. She is gradually collecting
a library for them in Moon and Braille type.! The morning
ended with house to house visiting and preaching in a
Sikh quarter. Sometimes in the Mohammedan quarter they
get no welcome; but the Sikhs are more courteous. We
went into several mud houses, up the narrowest steps I ever
saw, to the roof, a perfect swarm of women following and
appearing from all the neighbouring roofs. Miss Sharp let
me say John iii. 16 to them after her address; and they were
much like the Athenians in the way they received the message.
As we drove again through the narrow, swarming streets a
distribution of vernacular tracts was made to many who
cagerly asked for them. At 4.30 Mr. and Mrs. Wade
fetched me, and we drove to the house of Dr. Imad-ud-din.
The grand old ci-devant maulvi welcomed me with the
Padre and Mem Sahib very politely, and in the drawing-room
we found all the family assembled for the betrothal of
his daughter. Mr. Wade read 1 Cor. xiil. and prayed in
Urdu, all joined in the Lord’s Prayer, and then the bride-
groom presented the engagement ring set with rubies and
emeralds, and was presented with a diamond ring and silk
handkerchief. Mrs. Imad-ud-din held a very private reception,
and showed off a small grandson to the ladies. She still
keeps purdah. I could not, to my regret, combine a native
evangelistic service with fulfilling my promise to Daisy and
Lily Wade of a farewell game. I danced to a whistled
tune with each, having already initiated them into the ‘ Chop
Waltz’ and the ¢ Three little Pigs.” Dear little bodies, they

\ They Shall See His Face : Stories o) God’s Grace in Work among the
Blind and Others in India, by S. Hewlett, fully describes this much
needed and most satisfactory work.
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The day she wrote this (February 27th), Mr. Wade was
writing to her: “I am sure the C.M.S. would gladly welcome
you as an honorary worker, and would offer you any kind of
work to which you would feel most drawn. Speaking for
myself, and so far as I know the minds of others, we should
all be delighted to have you. You ask for my advice. Do
everything in concert with the Bishop and your present
friends; we are all members of one great army out here.
Missionary work should be life work ; if God calls us to it,
we should wait till He calls us from it before we give it up.”

On March 2nd she wrote to Mr. Clark, formally offering
to the C.M.S. He replied: “I have read your letter with
joy and thankfulness to God, Who has put it into your heart
to desire to help forward His cause among the heathen. I
am sure that the Committees both in London and in India
will gladly accept you, and will endeavour to find such work
for you as will best meet your wishes and utilise your special
gifts. . . . But I sympathise with St. Hilda’s and its workers in
Lahore. God needs many good workers among Europeans
and Furasians also, who will teach the pure, simple word
of God without additions or any alterations.”

She then wrote to the C.M.S. headquarters in London, saying
at the same time in her weekly letter: “ I shall be very sorry
to say good-bye to the nice friends of the past months, and
should not do so if there were not good prospect of the
St. Hilda’s work being well carried on. . . . My own spirits
are certainly on the rise, as C.M.S. plans mature.” The
educational work at Amritsar attracted her strongly; but
taking Mr. Clark’s advice, she came to no hasty decision.

Those to whom the initials *“ C.M.S.” are entirely familiar
must forgive a momentary pause upon their significance at
this point for the information of others. The Church
Missionary Society is the younger of the two great Anglican
societies, and during its hundred years of existence has
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scene of all her future work. Before following her thither
we must glance at the subsequent development of St. Hilda’s.

The step which Bishop Matthew took in making that
institution an integral part of his diocesan organisation had
been anticipated by his predecessor ; for in 1883 Bishop French
dedicated to her work as a Zenana missionary, by a solemn
prayer from the pulpit, the daughter of Sir Henry Norman,
thus expressing his own conviction on the subject of definitely
consecrating to their appointed tasks whole-hearted Christian
women. During the winter 1892—93 Miss Beynon reconnoitred
the ground; during the winter 1893—94, when Irene joined
not only as an ardent but as a trained and indefatigable
worker, the institution passed through its experimental stage.
Later on, under the wise guidance of the Bishop, who drew
out a regular rule of life for its inmates, it became firmly
established as St. Hilda’s Deaconess House.

Since Dean Howson, more than thirty years ago, urged upon
an unwilling Church the importance of organising women
workers, carefully selected women have been ordained as
“ deaconesses” by the Bishops of several English dioceses.
Precedent for this was found not in the religious *“ orders”
of medizval monasticism, but rather in the feminine diaconate
of the Apostolic Church, of which we catch glimpses in the
New Testament. In India such deaconesses are needed even
more than at home. Here the clergy may reckon on much
regular help from residents, who become district visitors,
Sunday school teachers, etc. There, as ‘“station folks?”
become less and less stationary, their help must be most
casual and intermittent. Meanwhile, the pastoral work of the
Church among the poor English, the Eurasians, and the native
Christians is ever growing. Hence the scheme of ordaining
women, after two or more years’ training and probation, for
three kinds of work—parochial, educational, and missionary
—and the developing of St. Hilda’s as “a residence for the






CHAPTER VI

KASHMIR

The light shincth in the darkness; and the darkness overcame it not
(Joun i. 5, R.V., margin).
Thick darkness shall be driven away (IsA. viii. 22, R.V., margin).

HE stupendous chain of mountains that forms the back-
bone of the Old World, dividing the windy plateaux of
Central Asia from the burning plains of India, is most appro-
priately named the Himalayas—that is, the *“ Abode of Snow.”
About the middle of it, fed by this snow, rise two mighty
rivers—the Ganges, to which Bengal owes its extraordinary
fertility, and the Indus, whence the whole peninsula takes its
designation. One of the five great tributaries of the Indus is
the Jhelum or Jehlam, which, before it pours into the Punjab
through a series of gorges, waters a remarkable alluvial plain
lying to the north-east of that land. This fair oasis in the
very heart of the rugged Himalayan system is a unique feature
on the earth’s surface. Legend tells that it was once a
huge tarn, where dwelt a man-eating monster called Juldeva.
Kashaf, a holy rishi, after a thousand years of prayer pre-
vailed with Vishnu to drain the Lake; the waters gushed out
through the Baramula Pass, the monster perished, and the
newly reclaimed Vale, taking the saint’s name, was hence-
forth known as Kashmir.! Three lovely lakes are found in
it to-day—the Wular, forty miles in circumference, the Dal

! Sce Major-General Newall's Highlands of India.
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than our own, and a history five thousand years long, which
may be divided into three periods. The first, from 3000 B.C.
to A.D. 1341, was a romantic period, when it was ruled by
native princes. This begins with a mythical golden age,
when Kashaf peopled the Vale with a pure race, and built the
original of the magnificent Temple of the Sun at Martand,
whose ruins command what is probably the finest view in
the whole world, There are chapters in this history which
read like tales of medieval chivalry. A line of #ois fainéants
ended in a high-souled queen, Kotereen, whose first husband,
a Tibetan, deposed her father and ruled in her right till
his death. Her prime minister then forced her to marry
him, whereon she stabbed herself, leaving him to rule as
the first Mohammedan sovereign of Kashmir.

This opened a second and very different period from 1341 to
1819, the Mohammedan period of subjection to foreigners and
frequent civil wars. From 1587 to 1753 Kashmir was a part of
the Mogul Empire—the only part which is not now under the
direct rule of the Empress of India. The two most notable
Mogul Emperors were both closely associated with Kashmir:
Akbar, whose reign (1555-1605) almost coincides with that
of Queen Elizabeth, conquered it; Aurungzebe, whose reign
(1658-1707) almost coincides with that of Louis XIV,,
was the father of Lalla Rookh, heroine of the poem by
Thomas Moore which familiarised Kashmir to the general
English reader of a past generation. It was Jehanghir,
Akbar’s successor, who made for his bride the renowned
Nurmahal, three lovely gardens on the Dal Lake—the
Shalimar Bagh, Nishat Bagh, each enclosing a palace, and
the Nasim Bagh. They were the Balmoral of those of
Victoria’s predecessors whose capital was Delhi. The Mogul
rule was followed by nearly seventy years of misery under
the oppressive deputies of Persian conquerors.

In 1819 the third and latest period was inaugurated
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the throne four years when much of his power was trans-
ferred to a State Council, of which he is president. Laws
made by this Council have to receive a final sanction from
the Government of India through the Resident in Kashmir,
a change which is working slowly but steadily towards the
wellbeing of a land that has suffered much at the hands
of its rulers.

Turning again to geographical and historical Kashmir, the
alluring Vale which has been coveted and conquered by all
its neighbours in turn, we find representatives of many tribes
and many tongues within its borders to-day. What has been
the result of its history for the handsome, olive-skinned race
who are its own people? They are a cheery, civil, plausible
folk, witty in repartee, industrious as farmers, and most artistic
and skilful, as their embroideries and handicrafts in metal and
papier-méiché show. Unburdened with anxiety for the morrow,
and free from the crush of competition, they lead a natural
animal life, with as few cares as they have hopes. The well-
deserved reputation of the women for beauty has caused them
to be kidnapped for harems in all parts of India ; the children
are most winsome, and the parents seem fond of them and
kind to them., But to a fine physique the Kashmiris add few
manly, and to a quick intelligence few moral qualities. It is
characteristic of them that while the women do all the hard
work, the men produce the fine embroideries, and that their
arts are of a kind that call for little muscular effort. The
Persians have a proverb that from a Kashmiri you can never
experience anything but sorrow and anxiety. Mrs. Bishop,
who has kindly words for so many of the remote races she
has visited, describes the Kashmiris as * false, cringing, and
suspicious.” Mr. E. F. Knight says that they are incorrigible
cheats and liars, cowardly to an inconceivable degree, for a
Kashmiri will receive a blow from a man smaller than himself
and not dare to return it. Irene says: ‘They are the
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native prince who conquered all India. Poets sang its praises
as “ the City of Roses”; and in the distance it is very striking.
Seven quaint bridges of deodar logs, on the cantilever
principle, span the sluggish coils of the Jhelum, and the
approaching tourist is attracted not a little by its four- or five-
storied houses with protruding, carved balconies and its lovely
baghs. But the gaudy ugliness of the Lal Mundi Palace
and other modern public buildings, and the crooked and
flimsy structure of its dwellings generally, proclaim a race
degenerate from the builders of the imposing and symmetrical
temples whose ruins suggest that Kashmiri architects were
once under the influence of the Greek occupiers of the
Punjab. Moreover, the resident in Srinagar has to confess
that from its picturesque canals arises a massive and un-
relieved stench, which is never forgotten by those who have
once inhaled it.

Here is Irene’s description, written in November, 1895:
“Tet me take you in imagination a little voyage in our
shikari up the great river Jhelum, where it forms the main
highway through this capital city of Srinagar. Just now it
is reflecting golden poplars and crimson chenar-trees on its
banks, with more distant mountain ranges on all sides covered
with fresh fallen snow, which look dazzling as the last autumn
sunshine lights them up against the blue sky. . . . Srinagar,
with its water-ways, palaces, bridges, and graceful, fair-
skinned inhabitants, suggests Venice, though Venice much
dilapidated. But from Venice there are no such views as
one may see here on a clear autumn day. It is perhaps
the dirtiest city in the world ; and most of the houses look as
if they could not survive the next flood or earthquake. The
shining pinnacles and tall minarets belong to Hindu temples
and Mohammedan mosques, and we may search the city in
vain for a Christian church.”

Much has been done in the last ten or twelve years for the
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the “ Arthur’s Seat” of Srinagar, steep but not difficult of
ascent. From its summit one gets the best view of the
city, rising from the rich alluvial plain, with its network of
canals, set in fields of rice and maize, amid clear streams,
shady chenar groves, and luxuriant gardens. The girdle of
mountains, whence flow a thousand fountains and brooks,
rises beyond ; their lower slopes dark with pines, deodars,
or cedars, their brows gleaming with perpetual snow,
Haramuk (16,000 feet), Kotwal (14,000 feet), and Mahadeo
(13,000 feet) being their most conspicuous heights. Here
one realises why the poet sang of the vale as “an emerald
set in pearls.” The Takht is crowned by the oldest re-
maining temple in Kashmir, a building which epitomises
the whole religious history of the country.

About 250 B.C., when Rome and Carthage were beginning
to grapple together in the Punic Wars, Asoka introduced
Buddhism into Kashmir, supplanting a primitive serpent
and nature worship. His son Jaloka built the original
temple here, and gathered Buddhist priests to it in con-
vocation about 200 B.C. About 250 A.D., when Cyprian
and Origen were moulding the theology of a Christian
Church still in the fires of Imperial persecution, the temple
was rebuilt and dedicated to Mahadeva, that is, Siva; for
about the time of the fall of Jerusalem Hinduism had been
introduced into Kashmir, where it flourished for more than
a thousand years. Pupils flocked to its most famous schools
and professors there, and pilgrims visited the scenes of many
of the favourite tales of Hindu heroes and gods. Before
Hinduism, Buddhism vanished away, slowly but utterly, un-
less the rishis of Kashmir may be regarded as survivals of it.
Irene met one of these whose only occupation was enlarging a
tomb which his father had spent fifteen years of his life in
digging out of a deep mountain cavern in expiation of the
crime of murdering his wife. She heard of another given
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They are all called pundits, a word whose significance
may be likened to that of “clerk ™ in the Middle Ages. In
the abstract, though not where breaking of caste is concerned,
Hinduism is more tolerant than Mohammedanism ; but in
Kashmir, where they have neither Government nor officials
to back them, Mohammed’s followers dare not display their
wonted intolerance. Moreover, the ordinary Kashmiri is more
of a saint-worshipper than a true Moslem ; he can repeat
the Kalima, and knows the names of the six great prophets;
but in calamity he turns to his pir to help him. His shrines
are often on former Hindu sites, and the Hinduism of his
ancestors appears beneath the veneer of Mohammedanism.
Below both is the aboriginal nature-worship, dying hard
before more formulated creeds.

There is yet another chapter of the religious story of the
Takht. Conspicuous on an outlying spur of it known as
the Rustum Gari, beneath which nestles the village of
Drogjun, rises now a cruciform building whose tale will be
told presently, where the worshippers of Christ gather daily.
Its spire points to heaven at a lower elevation than the top
of the domed Hindu temple, and it does not actually crown
the Rustum Gari. Round the summit of that secondary
height runs a fence, above which no one may build, for
the Kashmiris believe that he who lives on Rustum Gari
will rule Kashmir. Nearer than aught else to this fateful
summit rises the group of mission buildings, consummated
by the church, predicting that even as the idolatries of the
ancient world dropped into the darkness of oblivion before
the uplifted Cross of Christ, so must the gloomy creed of
Islam and the blind and often revolting rites of Hinduism
fall when the Kingdom of God comes with power in Kashmir,

No political excitements, no startling tragedies, no extra-
ordinary results have called public attention to missionary
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1897~  *Miss Foy.

1897-  Miss Dessie Mariyn.

1898-  Miss Mary Nora Neve (in local connexion, 1891-96).
1899-  Rev, Cecil Edward Barton, B.A., and Mrs. Barton,
18g9-  ¥Miss Stubbs,

1900-  Miss Minnie Gomery, M.D,

MISSIONARIES STATIONED ELSEWHERE AND OTHERS, WHO HAVE
HeLPED 1IN KasuMIR TEMPORARILY.

1864, etc. Rev. R, Clark, M.A., & Mrs. Clark (C.M.S., Amritsar)
1865. Rev, W. Smith, (C.M.S,, Benares).

1865. Rev. A. Brinckman (S.P.G.).

1865. Rev. W. G. Cowie (afterwards Bishop of Auckland).
1870. Rev. W, T. Storrs, M.D. (C.M.S., Santal).

1871. Rev. T. V. French (afterwards Bishop of Lahore),
1875-83(?). Rev. T. R. Wade (C.M.S., Amritsar).

1892. Rev, H. E. Perkins (C.M.S., Bahrwal).

1896 Mr. G, W. Tyndale-Biscoe.
1899- Mr. A. B. Tyndale, M.A. Oxon.
1899- Rev. C. I'E. Burges, M.A. Cantab.

A preliminary journey to reconnoitre the field was made
in 1854 by the Rev. R. Clark, a Cambridge Wrangler (see
p. 96), and Colonel Martin, of the gth Native Infantry. He
had lately given anonymously ten thousand rupees to
found the Punjab Mission, and in 1855 became an honorary
C.M.S. missionary at Peshawar. Golab Singh was quite
willing that they should preach in his dominions, saying
that the Kashmiris were so bad already that the padres
could do them no harm, and he was curious to see if they
could do them any good.

About twenty years after officials of the Punjab had
given funds for starting the mission there (see p. 73), its
Lieutenant-Governor, Sir Robert Montgomery, together with
other distinguished generals and civilians of high rank, feeling
that the time had come to evangelise Kashmir, collected
£ 1,500, and appealed to the C.M.S., promising to provide
annually all the expenses beyond the missionary’s personal
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missionaries on its roll, and thirty mission hospitals; thirdly,
he was of Presbyterian education. C.M.S. agents must, of
course, be members of the Church of England, but here were
exceptional circumstances. Only a doctor could hope to pro-
claim the Gospel in the land whose first missionary afterwards
wrote of it as  poor, perishing Kashmir, for whom I could weep
all day”; no Anglican doctor was forthcoming ; friends of
the C.M.S. on the spot wished this man to be their missionary,
and guaranteed all the expenses of the mission; and he
cordially promised to observe all the practices and rules of
the Society. So he was sent. Under equally exceptional
circumstances the C.M.S. has since sent out one other mis-
sionary of Presbyterian education, an engineer by profession ;
and among all its pioneer missionaries, none are held in
higher honour to-day than the two Scottish laymen, William
Elmslie, of Kashmir, and Alexander Mackay, of Uganda.
In May, 1865, Elmslie opened a dispensary in the verandah
of his rough bungalow at Srinagar, and laboured for five
summers there. During four winters he was at Amritsar,
for every October he was turned out of Kashmir with his
converts, who had to leave their wives behind, since no
women were permitted to quit the country. The Maharaja
offered him four times the salary he received as a missionary
if he would become court physician and cease to preach
Christ, whereon he wrote home: “It gladdens my heart to
be able to give up some worldly advantage for Christ’s sake,
Our Father's promise is better than the Maharaja’s cash down.”
Then the Maharaja opened an opposition hospital, and sur-
rounded the dispensary with a cordon of soldiers to prevent
patients attending and to take the names of those who
insisted on doing so. But the superior skill and kindness
of the missionary doctor were so obvious that it continued
to be thronged. Several were baptised, and more were won
to a faith that they dared not publicly confess. Three
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he preached, and had to get behind a pillar to escape stones.
¢ Came home sadly heartbroken ; the stone of their heart is
worse than the stones they threw at me,” is his entry.

In the spring of 1872 Elmslie returned, no longer alone,
for he had married the daughter of the Rev. Wallace Duncan,
whose wife, Mary Lundie Duncan, has now provided three
generations of children with an evening prayer in her “ Jesus,
tender Shepherd, hear me.” In July another awful outbreak
of cholera crowded the hospital newly opened in a native
house. * He has just had his eleven hundredth patient and
finished his seventieth operation in a month,” wrote Mrs.
Elmslie ; and through his devotion to the stricken people
opposition was being overcome. He begged hard, but without
success, for permission to remain during the winter, in spite
of the order about foreigners. Then, utterly exhausted by his
arduous toil, he started on October 21st upon the weary
journey over the mountain passes. He walked till he could
walk no more ; then his young wife put him in her dhooli,
and went on foot across the snow herself. He reached
Gujerat dangerously ill, and three days after, on November
18th, 1872, he died there. There was an unnecessary but
characteristic suggestion that he had been poisoned by one
of the enemies made by his outspoken condemnation of the
prevailing tyranny. The day after he was buried a letter
arrived from the authorities rescinding the order which had
cost Kashmir the life of one of its best friends, His widow
afterwards became the friend and colleague of “ A.L.O.E.”
(Charlotte M. Tucker) at Batala.

In 1874 the Edinburgh Medical Missionary Institution
supplied a successor to Elmslie in Dr. Maxwell. The
Maharaja permitted him to build a small hospital on a fine
site because he was nephew to the renowned General John
Nicholson, who was killed leading the victorious assault on
Delhi.  Assisted by Mr. Clatk and by Qadir Bakhsh, he
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and I.F.N., formed to send out women missionaries in days
when the C.M.S. undertook to send out the wives of its

own missionaries only, were interdenominational. The I.F.N.
began regular zenana visiting nearly forty years ago, and
in practice was almost entirely Anglican. Desire on the
part of some of its Presbyterian adherents to make it
actually interdenominational led to the secession of most of
its Anglican adherents, and they formed as a new society in
1880 the Church of England Zenana Missionary Society.
The I.F.N. more than survived its sudden depletion, and
is vigorous to-day under the new name of “The Zenana,
Bible, and Medical Mission.” The C.E.Z.M.S. sends out
unmarried ladies to India, Ceylon, and the province of
Fuh-kien in China. It now has over two hundred and
thirty missionaries on its roll. Having thus explained, once
for all, various recurring initials, we return to Kashmir.

We date C.E.Z.M.S. work there from 1886, when Mrs.
Rallia Ram, daughter of a well.known Indian clergyman,
obtained an entrance into several zenanas as an honorary
worker in local connexion with that society. In 1887 two
English ladies, already experienced missionaries on its staff,
were sent to Kashmir—Miss Hull, who fills an important
place in our story, and Miss Butler, whose memory will
ever be held dear. Before passing to the zenana work,
we must tell a strangely sad story of blighted hope and
thwarted endeavour.

From the age of fifteen Fanny Butler had wished to be
a missionary, fired by reading a book called Z%e ZFinished
Course, which told of lives laid down for rather than lived
in Africa. She put her whole soul into acquiring knowledge
that would fit her for such a career, and sedulously trained
herself in unselfish habits. An appeal for medical women
issued by Dr. Elmslie just before his death incited her
to be a medical missionary in India. She was the first
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her own words) “came about gradually purely through secing
the deplorable condition of nations without Christianity.”
The distinguished traveller was so struck with the value
of Dr. Butler’s work and its inadequate accommodation that
she gave then and there /500 to build a new hospital
for thirty women patients as a memorial to her husband.
Dr. Butler was to work it, the Maharaja granted the site
at the request of the Commander-in-Chief, Sir F. Roberts
(now Lord Roberts), and the love and confidence of the
Kashmiri women were being rapidly won. The months in
Kashmir were the happiest in Dr. Butler’s whole career. As
with Irene afterwards, so with her there had been a certain
restlessness elsewhere, till each was led in ways beyond her
contriving to Kashmir. Once there, each felt the happiness
of an assured conviction that the allotted sphere had been
found, and each said strongly, “ Here will I labour till
nightfall.” But a day or two after the foundation stone of
the John Bishop Memorial Hospital had been laid by the
Resident’s wife, Dr. Butler was suddenly taken ill, and
four days later, on October 26th, 1889, fell asleep, saying,
““I should like to stay,” and yet again, “I am ready to go,
and whether I recover or not, God will do what is best.”
Just five days before she died she had written: “The
happiest thing on earth is to help to take the Gospel to
every creature.”

“ Her work,” said Miss Hull, ten years later, * will never
die. Many zenanas which we still visit were first opened
through her. Some whom she taught have already met
her in heaven, notably the wife of a Mohammedan pir, a
Christian at heart, though never baptised, whose life she
saved by means of an operation.” Many doctors and many
missionaries have left noble memories, but both professions
may be proud to claim as theirs the loyal, stedfast, and
self-sacrificing Fanny Butler, who was as unassuming as she
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of the zenana work, the first department with which Irene
was connected, from the arrival of Miss Hull early in 1888.
She is of English and Irish parentage, and was born in
Scotland, where her father, before he held a Suffolk living,
was chaplain to the last Duchess of Gordon. She worked
with the I.F.N.S. in Benares from 1873 to 1879, and her
proficiency in several Oriental languages was such that she
was asked when in Bengal if she could speak English.
“QOne can see that she Joges the natives,” wrote Irene.
But when she first reached Kashmir she longed in vain
for one door to open. “No Kashmiri women will ever let
you go and teach them,” said the scholars in the mission
school. In a few years, however, the missionaries were to
receive more requests for visits than they could keep pace
with.

Miss Hull had two helpers in Miss Judd, who formed a
school for Kashmiri girls (1891-93), and Miss Coverdale, sister
of the Rev. T. E. Coverdale (C.M.S., Lahore and Batala),
who worked with her during the winter 18g9o-g1, returned to
England invalided in 1891, and came out again, after training
at The Willows, in November, 1893. For nearly six years
the zenana work was, however, practically in the hands of Miss
Hull only. In the autumn of 1893 she took a six months’
furlough, hoping to get some lady in England to come out
with her. She returned disappointed at the end of April, 1894,
to find that Miss Coverdale had again completely broken down
after her winter's work single-handed ; a summer at Gulmarg
failed to restore her, and she went for two winters to Dera
Ghazi Khan, as a less trying climate. Meanwhile, according
to the C.E.Z.M.S. annual report, the outloock at Srinagar was
so discouraging that when Miss Hull came back it was a
question whether she should continue in “this much tried
mission ” (as she calls it), or take up work in some other
centre, Then, just ten days after her return, she met Irene,






130 IRENE PETRIE

wholly among women, both Hindus and Mohammedans,
and especially among well-to-do Hindus ; Miss Hull. Just
as the private talks recorded by St. John of our Lord with
individuals probably did more to build up His earliest
Church than the preaching recorded by the Synoptists, so
personal dealing with ome patient, one pupil, one woman
at home, seems the most fruitful though the least striking
work in Kashmir. All four departments had Irene’s sympathy
and co-operation, but she was most closely associated with the
third and fourth; and as the Zenana work was the first
she took up, we may defer the later story of the Hospital
and the whole story of the School to Chapters VIIL and XI.,
merely noting here that the desire for both healing and
education was awakened by the missionaries, the State hospital
and State school being subsequent institutions. One or two
further words must be said of the first department.

When Mr. Clark revisited Kashmir in 1889 he found
a more encouraging state of things than in any of his eight
previous sojourns there. During Mr. Knowles’s furlough
in 1892 another volunteer came forward in the Rev. H. E.
Perkins, son of an S.P.G. missionary at Cawnpore, and
himself for thirty years in the Civil Service, regarded as
king of the whole district when he was Commissioner for
Amritsar, He was now an honorary C.M.S. missionary at
Bahrwal.

As in most recently established missions, linguistic work
has claimed much time. William Carey, the Mezzofanti
of missionaries, was probably the first European scholar to
discover that Kashmir had a language of its own. It is an
Aryan tongue of the great Sanskrit stock, written in the
same Semitic character as Urdu, with an additional thirty-
seventh letter ; for the Mohammedan conqueror imposed a fine
of five rupees for writing it in Sanskrit, and oifered a reward
of five rupees for writing it in Persian characters. According
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soldiers drove away Elmslie’s patients (1865), and roughs
stoned French (1871), and the zenanas were all closed (1888),
and one who had been a helper in both medical and
evangelistic work apostatised in 1891 (a tale to be told here-
after with its sequel), and flood and earthquake devastated the
women’s hospital (1892), and a Government order threatened
to deplete the school (1896). Moreover, three of the ablest
missionaries have died at their posts in the earliest maturity
of their powers.

That there are more than human foes to reckon with is
to the labourer in heathendom no mere theological assertion,
for the reality of our conflict with the powers of darkness
comes home powerfully to him. Fierce opposition, apparent
failure, lives laid down too soon, as men would say, these
have been the early incidents in all the missions now pointed
to as triumphs of the Gospel. It is when the strong man,
fully armed, sees the Stronger than he approaching, and knows
that his days of undisputed sway are numbered, that he rallies
all his forces. But they will not daunt men and women
sustained by the conviction that they are on the winning
side. Sin cannot prevail, neither can death. Lives which
seemed most necessary to the extension, even to the con-
tinued existence, of the Church are sacrificed. The bravest
of the brave, who were the terror of the most mighty powers
of evil, have gone down to Hades with their weapons of
war, and have laid their swords under their heads (as Ezekiel
pictures in one of his rare flights into poetry). Yet an
unbroken succession of sixty-three generations of believers in
Christ has made good His great promise that the gates of
Hades shall not prevail against the Church. How many
human societies or institutions now survive that existed
in the days of the first Christian generation? But the
Church has the assurance of continued life, because she
is in living union with Him Who is alive for evermore.
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after serious illness of Miss Grace Paton, with whom was
her sister, Miss Minna Paton. They were daughters of the
late General John Stafford Paton, C.B. ; and in October, 1892,
Miss G. Paton had become an honorary missionary of the
C.EZM.S., working at Ajnala and in the Saurian village
mission.

Four P's on the Road to Kashmir is the title of
Irene’s diary of their journey of one hundred and ninety-
eight miles from Rawal Pindi to Srinagar. Their method
of reaching Kashmir was somewhat adventurous, and, now
that a scheme is in contemplation for an electrical railway
from Jammu to Srinagar, over the Banihal Pass, is likely
to become as obsolete as the caravan march to Uganda
will be when the railway to Victoria Nyanza is completed.
They travelled in search of spring from the insupportable
heat of late summer ; for as early as March 6th the gardens
at Lahore had been filled with roses, pansies, heliotrope,
nasturtium, sweet-peas, and trees clad with rich, fresh green.
There the exquisite and abundant fruit blossom had fallen
two months ago, and the corn was now fully ripe.

Irene writes: “Soon after 10 a.m. on April 20th we set
off for the thirty-eight mile ascent to Murree in two tongas,
Each was drawn by two stout horses, changed ten or twelve
times in the course of the journey, and driven by a stalwart
Punjabi. A tonga resembles a squat dogcart, with a hood
For several miles out of Pindi we were crossing a level plain,
beyond which the nearer heights round Murree and the far
snowy ranges could be seen. Here the corn is still green,
while at Murree the ear is only just forming, and the hills are
covered with white medlar blossoms. For six hours we were
mounting, mounting, mounting the grand hillsides, enjoying
every fresh breeze and lovely view to our heart's content.
White clematis and many other flowers were opening in the
brilliant sunshine, and as we approached Murree we sniffed
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to one of the branches. The khidmatgar served us with
Guffoor’s productions, the bhisti was in attendance with his
skin of water, and a little way off sundry pariah dogs were
waiting for darkness to steal any remains of the meal. ...

“The moon was still shining when we started soon after
s a.m. on April 25th, and we began by crossing the temporary
suspension bridge from the right to the left bank of the
Jhelum, which here divides our Empress’s dominions from
those of the Maharaja of Kashmir., The permanent bridge
was swept away in a recent flood. Nearly all our morning
march and most of the afternoon march were along a road cut
out of the face of the almost perpendicular height on the left
bank of the river, as we ascended the deep gorge through
which it flows. Here and there the woods were white with
eglantine, and the air was deliciously scented with the fresh
blossoms, often mingled with yellow acacia and jasmine and
the rich scarlet of the pomegranate’s waxy, bell-shaped flowers.
After a twelve-mile march we got to Dulai, where we rested
during the heat of the day, setting off again at 4 p.m. to reach
Domel at dusk. Here another great river, the Kishenganga,
joins the Jhelum, and the snow mountains beyond rise to the
height of the Matterhorn.

“ On April 26th we passed, as usual, various sleeping forms
on the charpais outside the village huts. ‘Going to bed’ is
a simple process with these folks; it simply means wrapping
a razai round them and lying down. The valley through
which our fourteen-mile march lay was more open, and fields
of splendid wheat and barley were ripening in the hot sun-
shine. At 11.30 we drew rein at Garhi, under the shade of
some trees covered with scented blossoms like lilac, on which
multitudes of lovely peacock butterflies were disporting them-
selves. We took an evening stroll to a bridge over the
Jhelum, where a procession of villagers was crossing to a tree
on a hillside decorated with flags and coloured rags, and used
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enjoy the fragrance of the eglantine blossoms strewn hither
and thither like patches of snow.

“But stay ; here is surely death in the midst of all this
glorious life—a mimosa-tree, whose leaves, though green, are
closed and drooping as if all vitality were withdrawn. We
look at the root—no disturbance has been there ; at branches,
leaves, blossom—all seem perfect, though paralysed and
unconscious as if with the blight of death.

“Death, or only sleep? As we watch and wonder the
slanting rays of yellow light from the great sun, hidden
hitherto by the mountain opposite, creep towards us. They
touch our mimosa-tree, and at the same moment we hear the
rustle of the morning breeze among its leaves, Even as we
look the delicate twigs are stirred ; they flutter in the wind;
they lift themselves to the golden sun-rays; and ere we pass
on the leaves are expanded, the blossoms erect, and the tree
seems to rejoice among its fellows in its gracious fulness of
life. )

“We leave it to go forward on our day's march, enriched
with a fresh lesson from God's Book of Nature. . . .

“ Just as the glory of the sun’s rays in this Eastern land
wakens the sensitive leaves of the tree, so Christ, our Sun of
Righteousness, comes to dispel darkness and give the Light
of Life to those who look to Him.

“The mimosa-tree was perfectly formed and complete in all
its parts, but it could not be all that the Creator meant it to
be till those sunny rays had wakened it out of slumber to
fulfil the true life of which it was capable. . . ,

“ Our tree was reached not only by the sun’s rays but also
by the stirring of the wind. . . . * The wind bloweth where it
listeth, and thou hearest the sound thereof, but canst not tell
whence it cometh, and whither it goeth : so is every one that
is born of the Spirit.

“Truly, the Light and Breath of Life are the best gifts for
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a poor camel, who had fallen from a great height, and still
panted in agony, as his owner’s religion forbade him to take
life. . . . At Urie the bungalow is on a ridge above three
deep valleys, with great snow-peaks closing in the view all
round. The place reminded me of Andermatt, and here
we had morning and evening service. Each day’s march
has been more beautiful than that of the day before.

“The walk of thirteen miles on April 3oth, the whole of
which I did on foot, led through a forest sloping up the
mountain-sides. Masses of white clematis and hawthorn
grew among the huge deodars, pines, and chenars, and
we watched the chameleons on the rocks. In two places
the highway was represented by a single plank over a
swift stream, and flatfaced Tartar coolies were repairing
the road. Flocks of lovely Kashmiri goats were feeding
on the hills. Near our destination at Rampur huge cliffs,
crowned with Alpine woods and snow, shut in the valley as
at Lauterbrunnen. During our enchanting climb into the
forest in the evening we agreed, as we had done at Urie,
how nice it would be to build a house for tired missionaries
there.

“ Leaving Rampur at 4 a.m. on May 1st, we had an exquisite
walk, seeing the silver moonlight on one set of snow-peaks
and the rosy dawn light on another. . . . We might have
been keeping May-day in England as we ascended a rocky
and almost perpendicular watercourse up the face of Baramula
Hill, seven hundred feet high, enjoying primroses, forgetme-
nots, and wild iris, and the song of cuckoo, blackbird, and
thrush. DBut before us at the top was such a view as I
had never before seen. Below, the flat, fertile Vale of
Kashmir, spread out like a map, with the silver links of the
Jhelum winding through it, now wide, placid, and silent;
beyond, to our north, the endless, glorious stretch of Hima-
layas, glistening, snowy peaks and domes, the highest, Nanga
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the shade of blossoming plum-trees, and the tent pitched
close by under poplars and pear-trees draped with vines, and
haunted by kingfishers, splendid golden orioles with a rich,
liquid note, and nightingales who sang our lullaby. I was out
in a boat before five one morning, among the water-lilies,
watching the first flash of rosy light as it touched the snows of
the Pir Punjal, which stretched for quite a hundred miles along
our southern horizon. By the time the sunshine was making
the glaciers of Tutakuti glisten like diamonds, the line of pink
fire had crept along the peaks to the far north-west, where the
fantastic crags of the Hindu Khush bound Kafiristan.”

“ Kashmir is more lovely every day,” she says again, when
they were on the Sind, giving a yet more attractive picture of
the view in front of her as she wrote from the poop of their
vessel, “looking up the Sind Valley, through which Tibet might
be reached, vié Leh, in about twenty-eight marches. Here
the boats were drawn up under the shade of five magnificent
chenar-trees. The hollow trunks of three made comfortable
rooms for the servants, and it took eight tall men to clasp
hands round one of them.”

Invitations to a garden party at the Residency met them on
arrival at Srinagar, but they were “of one mind in avoiding
social distractions.” Before she had been there a week, how-
ever, Irene had made acquaintance with all the missionaries,
and entered into every department of their work.

On May 6th she attended the tiny English church, where
Mr. Knowles officiated as honorary chaplain, and where, a
fortnight later, the first missionary sermon she had heard in
India was preached by the Rev. Arthur Stone, the summer
chaplain, with a collection for the C.M.S. Hospital. On
May 7th and 8th, in the waiting-room of the Hospital, then
the only place of worship for the native Christians, she was
at “delightful prayer-meetings ir. preparation for Whitsun-
tide, quite like a bit of Salisbury Square,” as she remarks,
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worker, “ than whom,” says Irene, “1 have never met a more
earnest person,” was indeed mutual and instantaneous; and
three months later, when acquaintance had become friendship,
Irene wrote: “If among the missionary ladies 1 have seen
out here I had been offered the choice of companions to
live with, I think Miss Hull and Miss Coverdale would have
headed the list in any case.”

Meanwhile, Mr. Stock wrote to her privately on May 7th :
« T need not say what a pleasure it is now to hear of your
desire to join the C.M.S.”; and on May 27th the decision
of the Parent Committee in London on April 25th came,
enclosed in a letter from Mr. Clark, “With kindest regards,
and very earnest hope that your joining us in our missionary
work may be for great good.”

«“So at last,” she writes joyfully on May 31st, “1 belong
to the C.M.S. Where, however, I shall be in six months’ time
I have no idea: perhaps in Awritsar, perhaps Miss Hull’s
renewed invitation to remain and work in Kashmir may be
accepted. I look for all being arranged by a Wiser Will
than ours. Meanwhile, my acceptance is very delightful,
and my Urdu study is a definite enough work to have in
hand.” :

On June gth she wrote to Mr, Clark thus: “Since coming
to Kashmir I have seen something of the work which is
going on in Srinagar, especially that done by the ladies.
Miss Hull has asked if I could be associated with this
department, as her hands are overfull, especially now that
Miss Coverdale is so seriously ill. I do not know whether
the Committee have as yet suggested any destination for me
after this summer, but if not, and if there is no good reason
against it, I should be very glad to fall in with Miss Hull's
proposal next winter, if agreeable to the Committee, of course
as a C.M.S. worker.,” To which Mr. Clark replied: “I will
very gladly ask the Committee to appoint you, at any rate for
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world—250 miles of snow-peaks ; where, above all the others,
towered in dazzling whiteness the lion-like form of Nanga
Parbat, its rugged edge seeming to pierce the horizon. It
is 11,000 feet higher than Mont Blanc. Coming from the
plains, where the corn was in the ear by the middle of
February, to the mountains, where the anemones were blooming
late in June, they felt as if they were enjoying a fifth month
of spring.

The approach to Gulmarg on June 15th is thus described :
“ We were off at early dawn, and had splendid views, as the
ground began to rise, of snow-ranges both north and south.
We went up lovely paths by streams in which masses of snowy
eglantine were dipping. The real climb of three thousand
feet was nearly all through a pine forest, amid wild, scented
jasmine, thyme, and pink eglantine. About midday we
emerged on Gulmarg (‘meadow of flowers’), a broad grass
plateau, green only in parts, elsewhere white with anemones
and yellow with kingcups. On its farther side the forest
again slopes steeply upwards to the crags and snowfields
of Killanmarg, Apharwat (14,500 feet), and Tatakuti
(15,500 feet). We crossed the marg, and climbed up a wood-
land path till on the crest of a ridge in the depths of the
forest we found our home. . . . All around are the grand
pines with their delicious scent; underneath grow masses
of wild strawberries, forgetmenots, and ferns. It is a most
lovely spot, reminding me of both Wengen and Chamonix.

. Concerning zoology, besides the objectionable winged
beetles and mosquitoes who invade us in the evening, we
have visits from many exquisite moths; fancy one peacock-
blue, with yellow spots and a scarlet body. A fine leopard
was prowling round in hopes of getting a neighbour’s big
dog under cover of night. Reports of a bear come from
the other side of the marg; and Miss Perry has forbidden us
to wander alone in the woods above this, as some gigantic
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for working in a verandah, with conversations in English and
Urdu going on in each ear, and a happy chorus of cocks
and hens.” On July 24th she says: “I make alarmingly
slow progress with ZRasum-i-Hind, the Urdu account of
Mohammedanism, which is the most important subject
prescribed. The language and printing are as difficult as
the matter is repulsive. The part I am now doing is a
travesty of the Book of Genesis, which says that Enoch,
Abraham, and other patriarchs spent their lives promoting
Islamism, that Ishmael, not Isaac, was offered in sacrifice,
and that the incidents of Joseph’s life turned upon a series
of puerile miracles. Of course, knowledge of this book will
be most useful in future work. . . . I feel as ever that only
one ultimate object could induce me to study Oriental tongues.”
She plodded on, however, undeterred by the remonstrances
of her companions, till on July 3zrst Miss Hull arrived at
Gulmarg, and only one month of the holiday season remained.
When she also, with her long experience and high standard
of hard work, lectured Irene, the latter ““thought of slackening
off a little,” and, thanks partly to instruction given by Miss
Hull herself, began to feel rather happier about the lesson
books by the middle of August. “On September 6th,”
she says, “I finished Job, which is really very difficult,
with all the poetical expressions and queer words. I
only hope my mouth and ears will open when I get te
work.”

This tale of labour at a foreign tongue may seem tame to
those who regard missions as a romantic enterprise, or un
satisfactory to those familiar with the lives of missionaries
like T. V. French or G. L. Pilkington, who devoted to God’s
service a remarkable talent for linguistic study, and loved it for
its own sake. For Irene, as for many, this study was one of the
earliest, severest, and most prolonged tests of power to deny
herself; and merely to mention that eventually she was un-






152 IRENE PETRIE

and the transcendent proportions of Nanga Parbat, in all
his mysterious glory, closed in the landscape.

But she was to learn that lawful pleasures laid at God’s
feet are sometimes restored, as Isaac was restored, with a
newly won blessing. “ Now in this time,” said our Lord
of the disciple who gives up house or brethren or sisters for
His sake and the Gospel’s, “he shall receive a hundredfold”
(Mark x. 29, 30). The mission in Kashmir soon claimed
Irene’s music ; and her sketches not only won much interest
in that land from many quarters, but raised considerable funds
for it, and thus became part of her work. At Gulmarg the
wife of the Director of Public Works, herself a good flower-
painter, saw a few sketches Irene had made there, and
asked if she might purchase replicas. A substantial gift to
the collection in Gulmarg church on behalf of the C.M.S,
Hospital, after a sermon by Dr. Neve, was only the im-
mediate result of Irene’s acceptance of the little commission.
The pictures bought were shown in the exhibition of Drawing
Club sketches in the Public Library, other orders followed,
and as early as August Irene destined their proceeds for
the building fund of St. Luke’s Church, of which more anon.
She left Gulmarg (where we can well believe that the days
had proved all too short) * with numerous orders to execute
in any painting-time that comes in the near future,” and
people at Srinagar and elsewhere proved at least as willing
to buy as the small European community there,

As she made a good deal of time for correspondence in
the course of that quiet summer, we may speak once for all
here of her intercourse with home during her missionary
career, ere we follow her to the capital.

“Be concentrated in the energy of personal effort; be
diffusive in the unity of spiritual sympathy,” is a counsel of
Bishop Westcott’s that Irene tried to act on throughout her
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much thought as ever or the idiosyncrasies of their recipients.
And she was as ready to condole with the sorrows, counsel
the pérplexities, remember the birthdays, and help forward the
enterprises of the friends of her girlhood as she had ever been.

Her interest in home missions remained unchanged also.
“1 feel we should rather be giving to you,” writes the
Hon. Treasurer of the Church Army in acknowledging
her annual subscription sent from Kashmir. Among letters
written to her in England after she had actually reached Leh
in August, 1897, are thanks for two boxes of Kashmir goods
sent to different friends for sales of work at home, and for
her annual subscription to the British and Foreign Bible
Society and the Church Pastoral Aid Society. She had been
placed on the Kensington Committee of the latter in 1883,
and inquired after its prosperity in a letter written just as
she started on her last journey.

The number of old friends with whom she maintained a
regular correspondence in hours snatched too often from
needed sleep was very large. The effort thus made was not
made in vain, for she enjoyed unbroken intercourse in spirit
with those she cared for most, and the spiritual sympathy of
some in absence is worth almost as much as their bodily
presence. Turning over letters to her that chance to survive,
one passes from the pastoral counsel and warmly expressed
approval of her work of the Vicar of Kensington to pages
of home news from old schoolfellows; affectionate letters
from former College by Post students, telling of their own
efforts in work for God ; thoughts of the wise gleaned from
hearing or reading, and passed on to one an outpost duty
as watchwords from home; and words of cheer from fellow-
missionaries in other lands,

Hers was not one of the self-contained natures that need
not to lean strongly on the love of others. * Being alone
in the world” was her definition of misery. So when one
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written in February, 1895, may be quoted: “I cannot tell
you how deeply the accounts of your work interest me. I
do indeed feel how immense the obstacles and hindrances
are which meet you on every side, overwhelming, one
would be tempted to say, were it not for the knowledge
of our Father's Presence and Power. I rejoice to feel
that I may in some measure, however small, help with my
prayers. It is such a help to one’s prayers to have more
knowledge of the difficulties for which these prayers are
specially needed. . . . I took your letter down to our
‘ Missionary Union ' meeting, and read all about the presents
and the women and girls to the children, to their great delight.
It made all seem so much more real to them to hear what
actually had happened to their handiwork. . . . Irejoice to say
that our little Union continues to prosper wonderfully. . . . What
makes me feel most thankful and hopeful of all is the benefit
I cannot but recognise that it is to our children themselves.
It is so cheering to see quite rough and unruly ones growing
gentler and more disciplined, and some of our idlers learning
to work quite hard and earnestly. . . . You have been so closely
associated with our Union from the first (indeed, we owe its
existence, humanly speaking, to your visit), that I longed to
tell you all about our efforts and our progress.” Another letter
from Mitcham in 1897 reported a missionary band of sixty
“Sowers ” all working with undiminished enthusiasm.
Sentences from three more letters will indicate how Irene
stirred up prayer for Kashmir. A London friend, who had
purchased some of her sketches, writes: ‘I often gaze for
a long time at your sweet little pictures, which hang together
in a group in my own room, and pray for a great blessing on
you and all the work in Srinagar. . . . T hope you keep well.
I think you must, for there is a happy ring about your letter,
as if you had found your God-made niche and were content.”
A Scottish lady, whom she met for the first and last time
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her work on those who followed it at home through journals
and letters :—

“ First, we will look into the dark, comfortless women’s
quarters in one of the homes in Srinagar. A group of women
and children of all ages are squatting on the floor in listless
idleness, a look of settled dulness pervading all their faces,
until transformed into one of eager welcome by the appearance
of their English lady visitor. Her bright face shows that it
is Irene herself, as she gathers her ready pupils about her,
to teach them to knit and read, and best of all, to know the
love of Christ which passeth knowledge.

“Our next glimpse is of a little English gathering of mis-
sionaries and travellers thrown together for a single evening,
by chance, as we are apt to say. Most of them are strangers
to one another, and feeling rather lonely and very homesick ;
but Miss Petrie cheered us all up, as one of them said:
she got out her guitar and sang the dear old Scotch songs to
us, till it seemed like a real English home evening. . . .

“To every one of us Irene Petrie has three lessons still to
teach, the same that she was for ever teaching, by her words
and life and influence, to all who knew her while she was
on earth. The first is the lesson of simple, childlike trust in our
Heavenly Father’s will and power to send or keep us wherever
He sees that we can serve Him best. The next is the lesson
she had such a wonderful power of bringing home to the heart
of even the youngest child—that in God’s service rich and poor,
great and small, all alike are needed, and all are claimed by
His love. And the last and the most important is the lesson
that prayer is the highest, the hardest, and the most necessary
service of all. ¢ Oh, if you only knew,’ she would say again
and again, ‘how we abroad depend upon the prayers of you
at home! There is such strength and such support to us in
the thought that you are praying for us, and that we all are
watching and waiting and working together for the harvest.””
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party, Mr. and Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe were at tea with Miss
Hull and Miss Newnham, and I felt at home directly.”

«The Barracks” is such an unexpected address for lady
missionaries that it claims explanation, as the designation of
a set of about a dozen little houses for European visitors
built by the Kashmir Government on the Munshi Bagh, the
European quarter of Srinagar. This is an orchard stretching
for half a mile along the right bank of the Jhelum, from which
it is separated by a bund rising about twenty feet above the
river. Through its fine chenars and willows the rosy dawn
may be seen lighting up a hundred miles of the Pir Punjal
range. Miss Hull and Irene shared one of these houses,
which was rented by the C.E.Z.M.S., and until her own rooms
in the Hospital were ready, Miss Newnham was with them.
« We are a trio now, and a very happy one,” says Irene. How
close is the co-operation between the two societies in the
field was shown by the fact that Miss Newnham, a C.E.Z.
lady, working for the C.M.S. Hospital, lived in a C.M.S. house ;
while Irene, a C.M.S. lady, appointed to Kashmir to assist
Miss Hull in the zenana work, lived in a C.E.Z. house.

Her life quickly fell into an uneventful routine. She
had arrived on a Saturday evening, and before breakfast on
Monday she resumed her Urdu lessons with the munshi. On
Tuesday she was at three Sikh zenanas. The warmth of her
welcome was not the only thing that made her feel at home,
for she discovered many links to each of her new associates,
and their familiarity with a good many persons and places
that had been a part of her home life prevented from the
first any sense of strangeness. In rare moments of leisure
the little group of missionaries seem to have enjoyed each
other’s society thoroughly. For instance, “the nicest dinner
party ” Irene had been to since leaving England was one given
by maonlight on October 12th at the summit of the Takht-i-
Suleiman, to which Dr, Neve invited six of his colleagues.
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Really bad weather set in after the New Year, and by the
middle of January city visiting had become impossible.

“ January 17th.—The snow is about a foot deep all round,
and folks with leisure are doing a great deal of skating and
toboganning. The lakes are frozen, the trees all frosted, our
bath-rooms floored with ice. Water freezes in the basin an
hour after one has washed one’s hands ; and we are moving our
larder into the dining-room to keep the food from freezing.”

“ January 24th.—The road from Baramula is blocked with
snow ; the boat with the mails was ice-bound on the Wular
Lake for six days, and the poor men’s provisions ran short.
The horses who bring in the mails suffer greatly, as there is
no pity for animals among the non-Christian natives. We
walk along beaten snow-tracks, between walls of snow two or
three feet high, and every building is fringed with long icicles.”

“ January 315st.—We are well, though aching with cold.”

By the beginning of February they were fairly snowed up;
and to save the servants a journey across the compound,
they melted a block ot ice to boil water for making their
tea from, and served themselves. Meanwhile, sympathetic
letters from England expressed a hope that Irene did not
find the heat of India too trying.

February wore on with the thermometer four degrees
below zero at night, but the grey sky and misty horizon since
Christmas gave place to sunshine and lovely distant views,
On February 11th they picnicked on the frozen surface of
the Dal in hot sun. Next day a thaw set in, and mud
unspeakable succeeded snow in the city. They had to
wait another month for the sight of mother earth, and at
the first green blade felt like Noah welcoming the dove's
olive leaf. March 14th brought a final snowstorm. A few
days later the skies cleared, the mountains were seen
again, and birds began to sing in glorious sunshine; but the
accumulated snows of a Himalayan winter turned to mud
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[rene was writing: “I do feel how much all the health
and happiness in present work is due to the prayers of
the dear ones far away.”

She touches here on a matter about which friends were
wont to ask first of all. Often before they had begun to
ascertain what her work was, they wished to know if she
was happy in it, if it came up to her expectations. She
answers thus on October 27th, the anniversary of her departure
for India. “How little I thought this day year where I
should now be! . . . There is much to be thankful for indeed,
after all the changes of scene and companionship of the past
year, in my having, as I think, got into just the right niche
here, in this pretty little home with this kind friend, and the
beginnings of work, and constant recreation of seeing those
glorious mountains.” In another little bit of retrospect on
December 7th she says: “If I had offered generally to the
C.M.S. they would probably have sent me somewhere else, as
they never appoint ladies to Kashmir, Between the ridiculous
unpopularity ¢f educational missions among some theorisers
who sit at home and the lack of romance about a mission-
field hitherto apparently unfruitful, Kashmir does not get
the sympathy and interest that it ought to have. . , . I often
marvel at the chain of circumstances that led me here, and
hope the lines have not fallen in too pleasant a place for
a missionary. However, looking back I do feel that each
step was ordered for and scarcely 4y me.”

Her days were divided between learning Urdu and visiting
zenanas. Every morning from 8 to 9 o'clock she studied the
Acts and Epistles and Raswm-i-Hind, which she calls * the
most odious book I have ever read,” her lesson dividing chota
hazri, taken on first rising, from breakfast. Family prayers
and religious instruction of their own servants followed. At
11 they started for the day’s work in the city, returning between
5 and 6 for tea. Evensong, at which Irene was organist,
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is that while woman ‘may minister to man as either toy or
drudge, she can have no share in his intellectual, still less
in his religious, life. A woman never enters a mosque. The
system begins by despising and degrading her, and ends by
distrusting, insulting, imprisoning her, and placing her all
her life under the absolute rule of some man—in childhood
of her father, in wifehood of her husband, in widowhood
of her son. Poets like Byron and Moore, who were never
in the East, have thrown over her imprisonment a glamour
of gleaming robes and dazzling jewels, of perfume and flowers
and music. In reality the zenana, even in affluent houses,
is mean and bare and squalid; the life of its inmates is
dull with emnzi unutterable, wretched with bickerings,
jealousies, petty tyrannies, and sometimes hideous cruelties.
So close is the imprisonment that an Indian woman can live
and die without seeing even a tree or a cow. A European
invited to *“dine with” an Indian gentleman eats a meal
at an hotel at his expense. His host would break caste
by eating with him, would be mortally offended by an
allusion to his wife. Etiquette requires even a lady missionary
asking him if she may call on her to say nothing more
definite than “May I see your house?” Women of the
poorer classes are not thus imprisoned, but how utterly
they are contemned may be judged from words addressed
to a lady who was labouring among village women in the
Punjab: “ You will take your book into the fields and teach
the cows next.”

A recent writer in the Specfator remarked of Asiatic women
generally that “their ignorance is phenomenal,” its twofold
result being abject superstition and habitual resistance to any
kind of change ; there is, moreover, much unhappiness as the
men slowly become more educated, and are thrown more and
more on each other for society; while the children learn
nothing till they cease to be children. Here are the statistics
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married, accursed as a widow, and unlamented when dead,”
that most strongly urges forward zenana missions. Not
because she is unspeakably miserable but because she is
unspeakably powerful must she be won to the faith, if India
is to be conquered for Christ.

Happy companionship in marriage being scarcely known,
the bond between mother and son is stronger even than
with us, and the mother’s influence paramount. “ You
would not dare to use such words before your mother,”
said Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe, rebuking a boy for foul language,
as he might have rebuked a boy at home. “My mother
taught me to say it,” was the™ significant reply. Many
a man who no longer believes in the Hindu gods does
puja to pacify his mother, or is deterred by home influence
from confessing that he does believe in Christianity.  The
Rev. G. E. A. Pargiter, late Principal of St. John’s College,
Agra, tells of a young man of very good position who said
to him, “Can I not be a secret Christian? for my mother
says she will poison herself if I am baptised.” These
two typical incidents emphasise, as no general statements
could do, two aspects of the crying need for the zenana
missionary as the one teacher who can reach these mothers.
Many a Hindu lad who has been at school and college, even
in Europe, falls back to the moral and spiritual level of
his forcfathers when he returns to mother and wife in the
zenana ; and the history of what bigoted heathen women once
accomplished in the undoing of the wisest of men is repeated
on a smaller scale.

We see this going on, but happily we see something else
going on besides. Let us turn, not to a missionary report,
but to a Blue-book and a newspaper. A few years ago
the Director of Public Instruction in the Madras Presidency
called attention to the fact that while in the University
examination the number of Brahmans examined had decreased
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encourage them to persevere during the long weeks and
months. Then, when a time comes that all the pupils
are gathered round and inclined to listen, that babies within
and cocks and hens and pariah dogs without are quiet, books
and work are laid down, the Bible is opened, and week by
week, from different portions, we try and set before them some
of the great truths of the loving Father, the needing sinner,
the ready Saviour, the unfailing Guide. Often a verse in
which the teaching of the lesson can be gathered up is learned,
to be, as we hope, a permanent possession for the pupils.
* Miss Sahib, sing,’ is a frequent request, and quite a chorus
joins in the Christian hymns we have set to the quaint
native airs.”

“Three new houses,” she writes on October 4th, “ have
been opened this week, with warm invitations to teach., My
fear is that Miss Hull will be quite overdone ere I am pro-
ficient enough to help really well.” But already the Niki
Mem (‘“little or youthful lady”), as Irene was called in the
zenanas, was able to teach them texts, and Miss Hull was
emphatically declaring that she was “a blessing.” Some sixty
women and girls were under instruction by Christmas, many
of whom could now read simple books in their own language.
“Miss Hull has such interesting welcomes and experiences,”
says Irene, “ one feels that there might be a wonderful harvest
in Kashmir, it only more efficient workers were here and
prejudice were broken down. ... Alas! we have had to refuse
fresh invitations to teach, which come every week, because we
can scarcely keep pace with houses already undertaken.”

Distances were so great and time of so little consequence
to those they visited that i1t was hard to get more than
three visits into their expedition of six or seven hours, and
they aimed at a weekly visit to every pupil, and made a rule
of going to those only who were willing to have a Bible
lesson. These lessons followed out the course of the Christian
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side, and when Miss Hull thanked him /» Kashmiri a murmur
of wonder ran through the audience. The poor girl has never
seen her supposed husband except in court. He is a very
ill-looking young man, and the witness whom he brought, a
gury, is a very ill-looking old man. The judge questioned
him through and through as to the laws and customs of the
Sikhs, and the old fellow was pretty well turned inside out
as he kept contradicting himself and making admissions really
damaging to his side, on several of which the case might have
been instantly dismissed. But alas! it was only postponed
again. However, the judge was civil to the girl, and probably
went more fairly and carefully into the evidence because we
were there. He made quite an oration as to his holding the
scales of justice evenly, and all through took elaborate notes
of the evidence in Persian.” A fortnight later she writes

again: “The poor girl and her mother came early to pour
out their woes. That Kashmiri judge had dismissed their

case the day before in the man’s favour, and they had been
shamefully treated on the steps of the court. They have
a last chance in appeal to the Chief Justice’s court against
the alternative of marriage or prison.” The Lord Chief
Justice was a Bengali, educated in England, and the appeal
to him was happily successful. The girl is now married
to a worthier suitor, and the mother, though not actually
baptised, seems to be a true Christian. The missionaries
still hope that she may have courage to confess the faith
publicly.

Among Mohammedan pupils was the daughter of a pir,
wearing a coronet of jewels and a single cotton garment, and
dying by inches of rheumatism brought on by sitting on a
damp floor ; and the family of a very wealthy shawl merchant,
who had a grand palace, with gardens, fountains, and summer-
houses, and large rooms beautifully carpeted, where, con-
spicuous among really beautiful Oriental draperies and china,
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and did not understand these cases, but went in to see the
poor, pretty little thing, partly because I did not want the
father-in-law to go on detailing her symptoms in the street.
I ascertained that she was fearfully weak, and was getting no
nourishment. 1 recommended them to give her warm milk at
once, and to go without delay to the hospital for proper treat-
ment and advice. Two days later Miss Hull and I were
invited in together. The girl looked worse. They had given
her no milk, though their own dinner was cooking in the
corner ; they had not gone to the hospital, because her
husband said it was ‘so cold for him to walk there’; and
they were about to finish the poor little thing off with
leeches. Miss Hull administered a good scolding. *She
will die, and then you will say, “It 1s Fate,” and piously cant
about the wili of Allah.’ He promised to go to the hospital,
and I hope her words will have some effect.” Irene insisted on
milk being given to another poor little mother, quite a child,
living on a diet of sherbet only, her face wasted almost past
recognition ; beside her lay a three weeks’ babe, the feeblest
little scrap of humanity Irene had ever seen, likewise perishing
of starvation.

The kangre, or small fire-basket, carried under the clothes
for warmth, is a frequent cause of accidents. On one occa-
<ion Irene found a poor old woman badly burned three
days before. Her people had actually done nothing for her,
though only a few minutes’ walk from the State Hospital,
where they could at any time get dressings. A whole row
of men were enjoying their hookabs in a room close by,
and her own daughter's excuse was that she would be
ashamed to go to the hospital. “They have queer notions
of shame, certainly.” Again, we find Irene herself dressing
a terribly burned foot in a dirty little wooden house with
2 mud floor, wondering, as she washed it for bandaging, if
it had ever been washed before, and realising how unwilling
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the red cross flag, flanked by a pretty little church, with
glorious prospects from the verandahs, over shining river
and maze of canals, airy pinnacles of city mosques, gardens,
and orchards, blue outlines of rolling hills, and noble,
serrated ranges of the snow-clad Pir Punjal. On its
reconstruction R.60,000 have been spent; the cost per
bed being 415, as contrasted with £300 in an Enghsh
hospital. The annual cost of maintaining a bed is £5 55,
as contrasted with £so or £6o here. This has not
been the outlay of a missionary society. The C.M.S. has,
indeed, provided its staff; but with the exception of the
very first doctor sent, all happen to have been either
honorary workers or specially supported by their own friends.
The whole expenses of its erection and of its annual up-
keep, which amount to about R.13,000 a year, are met by
the gifts either of local friends, including a good many
native gentlemen, or of friends at home, who have been
so active that it is a building reared without either a
special appeal or a debt. The only State aid is a
permission to obtain rice from the State granaries at the
same rate as the city poor obtain it. Even with its
present accommodation for 125 in-patients, it is hardly large
enough, especially now that the erection of the Pertab Singh
wards, opened by the Maharaja whose name they bear,
and the addition of skilled lady nurses to the staff have
greatly increased the female patients. The average annual
number of out-patients is 36,000 ; of in-patients, over 1,300 ;
of operations, 3,500; over 3oo,000 Vvisits and over 3o,000
operations being the whole record for the ten years 1889—9g9.
Truly a mustard-tree has grown from the tiny seed planted by
Elmslie !

Though at Srinagar, it is by no means for Srinagar

only. On one typical day of 1896 they took a census,
which showed that from morning to evening 155 people,
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wards, where the men looked up so gratefully, making their
salaams in response to inquiries.”

The growth of the hospital buildings is easily seen; the
statistics of its patients are easily given. But what of the
results that justify it as a missionary institution? These
cannot be tabulated, yet there is evidence to show that
they are potential for untold good in that moral and spiritual
regeneration of Kashmir which is the supreme aim of all
missionary effort. In addition to the blessings, both to the
State and to the family, of threatened lives spared and
maimed lives restored, which all hospitals show, this hospital
confers in a yet more marked degree than hospitals at home
the following benefits on the community. Many new and
important data are contributed to medical science by the
diagnosis under new conditions of a great variety of cases.
The Drs. Neve's articles in Z%e Zancet are an illustration
of this, and their conclusions as to alcohol, for instance, are a
matter of general as well as professional interest. Again,
sojourn in the wholesome, airy hospital is an education in
the laws of health, a revelation of undreamt-of possibilities
of comfort and cleanliness to hundreds or rather thousands
of a nation that has much to learn here. Again, it fosters
friendly feeling between Briton and Kashmiri, and breaks
down race prejudice as nothing else could do. Years of
purely business intercourse with natives, as soldiers, clerks,
or servants, do less to produce sympathy and mutual under-
standing between European and Asiatic than a day or two
of patient ministration by doctor and nurse to wounds and
disease. The native is no longer a subordinate, but a friend
and a guest. They try not only to cure him, but to alleviate
his suffering and to make him as comfortable as possible;
whereas at home the sick Kashmiri lies on the mud floor
of a dark room, in the dirty clothes he has worn day and
night for weeks and months, If he cannot eat ordinary food,
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it is gradually, by means of the Hospital, permeating the
whole population; as the doctors realise when, by way of
holiday, they itinerate among the teeming villages, and
are welcomed and listened to eagerly by former patients.
They also realise the crying need of more missionaries to
follow up, when the patients have gone home again, the
impression made in hospital.

What, then, of the little flock as yet gathered in Kashmir?
On Christmas Day, 1895, eleven nationalities were represented
at the Urdu service. “ The numbers are small as yet, com-
pared with Agra or Amritsar,” says Irene, “but the service
is a most hearty and reverent one.” The pure Kashmiris
(all, so far, converts from Islam) are very few in number,
mostly ignorant and humble people, and to a great extent
members of one family employed at the hospital. Beside
the fact that a large proportion of the Christians are immi-
grants must be set the fact that as yet the more prominent
Kashmiri inquirers have taken refuge in India, others
carrying in the sheaves for which the Kashmir missionaries
laboured. We read, for instance, of a pir convinced of the
truth in Kashmir, flying from persecution at home, and being
baptised in the Punjab.

Among the Kashmiri colony at Ludhiana in the Punjab
in 1865 was an old man named Qadir Bakhsh. American
missionaries won him to the faith, and he soon became,
as already told, Dr. Elmslie’s catechist, and for more than
thirty years preached the Gospel to everyone he met, till he
died in 1897, aged over a hundred. “Oh yes, I know Qadir
Bakhsh,” said the magnate of a village to Mr. Knowles;
“ everybody knows him for miles around. He is a very
good man, but is always bothering us about his religion.”
His sons were employed at the hospital, and to a grandson
of his, born in August, 1894, Irene stood godmother. This
child with * younger brother is now receiving a Christian
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calling for patience first of all, for half an hour was once
spent in getting the child to discriminate between two of
the five Z’s in the Urdu alphabet. * But one does long,” as
she says of some small Kashmiris, ‘““that these little ones
should grow up to be a real strength to the church here.
There are so many adverse influences round them.”

Are the Kashmiri Christians really satisfactory ? may be asked
by those who have a general idea that the average traveller
in distant lands is very ready to criticise “native Christians.”
It is strange that it should not be taken for granted that
some native Christians, even when truly converted, are, like
some Christians at home, half-hearted, inconsistent, vulnerable
to the shafts of temptation, in need of our own oft-repeated
prayer, *“From hardness of heart, and contempt of Thy
word and commandment, Good Lord, deliver us.” It is
strange also that we do not remember that every year of
successful missionary work must add to the number of those
whom it used to be the fashion to term *professors,”
Christians simply because their parents were Christians, with
no experimental knowledge of the faith, And who would
deny that it is far better that they should be professors
under Christian instruction and with a Christian ideal before
them than unreclaimed heathen? Unless he is personally
interested in religious effort, a traveller is likely to make the
most of the shortcomings of native Christians, and to disparage
the work of the modern missionary accordingly. He would
not dare to disparage the work of St. Paul, because history
has vindicated it; but he chooses to forget what  unsatis-
factory” people St. Paul’s converts in Corinth and Galatia
were, and that his soul was not only encouraged by a
Timothy, or an Epaphroditus, but grieved by a Phygellus,
an Hermogenes, a Demas, an Hymeneeus, and an Alexander.

Friends and helpers of missions have, on the other hand,
to guard alike against over sanguine views of new converts
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for Christian missions, could see what we see within the
homes here.” Into some the reader has already followed
her. Even the man of business, who lives in the European
quarter of an Oriental town, rarely becomes intimate with
its people. He does not enter their homes, he cannot converse
freely in their language. Only the missionary, living among
them and for them, can gauge the contrast between a heathen
environment and that Christian environment at home which
has been the slow growth of centuries, and which affects even
the irreligious for good. He indeed penetrates the picturesque
exterior, and realises the unutterable dulness and sadness,
and the absence of all making for righteousness in lives
without Christ. “The wickedness and rottenness and
cruelty and suffering that we come across make Rom.
viii. 22 (St. Paul’s picture of creation groaning) very real,”
writes Irene. Other missionaries have expressed the thought
that whereas at home we see many proofs of the devil’s
existence, heathendom declares his undisputed sway.

Babes in Christ, still imbued with heathen ideas on
almost every subject, have to follow Him often as indi-
viduals in this hostile environment. Why do not more of
us go out, not only to win them but to help them from
day to day to live the Christian life when won?

In 1896 Dr. A. Neve, after fifteen years of work in
Kashmir, gives in a personal letter the following telling state-
ment of the situation: * On the evangelistic side of our work
there seems to be more encouragement than formerly, I
used to say we were like children, picking away at the
mortar in the cracks of a great granite wall; but sometimes
it seems as if the whole mass was disintegrated and ready
to fall. Though it is much too powerful for any light artillery
we may bring against it, a slight earthquake might make
huge breaches. It is the action of God’s Spirit that can
alone effect anything noteworthy.”
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weary journey, calling now at one house, now at another,
up one dreary lane after another. Some had forgotten the
day—days are much alike in these cheerless homes—so many
disappointed us. We passed many things on the way which
seemed very wonderful and new to these little prisoners.
‘Mem ji, what is this?’ was a frequent exclamation. At
our landing-place Miss Petrie stood ready to receive our
guests. They must have been glad to get their tea now,
you will think; but they would not eat with us, and the
very mention of food would have been disastrous. The
whole party, however, squatted happily on the floor, glad,
after the frost and snow outside, to toast at our fire, and
fill their small fire-baskets with fresh cinders. Miss Petrie
struck up a lively air on the piano, and we sang ‘There is
a happy land’ and ‘Here we suffer grief and pain.’”]

“ They were immensely delighted,” continues Irene, *“ with
our house, and our big baja (the piano), and our little baja
(the guitar), to which we sang Sanskrit hymns, as the guests
were all Hindus. They salaamed to portraits of the Queen,
and said we were ‘blessed people.’” Then Miss Neve and
1 worked the magic-lantern, while Miss Hull explained its
scenes from the life of Christ.”

[“ The eager question: ‘Is that Jesus Christ?’ as they
followed picture after picture from the manger to the cross,
and the reverent salaam, the ever and anon ‘ Blessed, blessed
be Jesus, the Saviour of the poor,’ showed Who was the central
figure in their thoughts. Six months ago these women and
girls, with two exceptions, had had to learn to pronounce
the Holy Name of Jesus; and now with a shout of triumph
they hail the picture of the angel standing by the empty
grave, ‘He is God!’ they exclaimed ; ‘how could death hold
Him?’ ¢‘Ah! Miss Sahib, since that day His image is
imprinted on my heart, was the fervent expression of one
when I visited her six weeks afterwards, The visit to us
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¢(1) The native Christians. Many are not behind English
Christians in zeal and love; others are as yet babes, and
for them we long for such gifts as St. Paul asked for the
Ephesian Christians.

“(2) The non-Christians, some of whom already know
much of Christianity; others may have heard perhaps once
only, in hospital, zenana, or village gathering, something of
the love of Christ. God is able to open the hearts and the
understanding of those who hear. Will you ask Him to do
this ?

““(3) Your own countrymen in this land, including those
who are specially called missionaries. ~What great things
might be, if all of us who bear the Master's Name were
His faithful witnesses in a dark land; if each of us, by the
inspiration of the Holy Spirit, perfectly loved God and
worthily magnified His holy Name! That is, indeed, our
greatest need ; and grateful we are to the friends at home
who, unable to leave England, through family ties or other
urgent reasons, are yet by their interest and their prayers
doing so much for the great world’s need outside.

“ Needy as all the Indian Empire is, we are here in one
of its neediest corners, and as we look at the high mountains
north of us, or in the faces of the fur-clad travellers who
find their way here, we often think of the still greater
needs of the vast Central Asian regions beyond, where a
traveller might go on for three thousand miles without
encountering one of our missionaries, and that in thickly
populated lands, many of which are open. No wonder that
we long that the Lord of the Harvest would thrust forth
labourers into His harvest.

“If among those who read these few words there are some
who cannot but hear the Master’s voice as He says, ‘Go ye
into all the world’ to all His disciples, and who are offering
and presenting themselves to Him for service wherever He






CHAPTER IX

A SUMMER AT HOME

(MAy 2ND TO SEPTEMBER 25TH, 189%)

As ever in my great Taskmaster's eye.—MILTON.

7 EAR Miss Petrie,—I hope you will have a very happy
visit to England, and be able to lead many to see
what open doors there are in Kashmir. I should like to
hear of many offering for work there.” So wrote, on March
r4th, 1895, Miss Dawe, of Nuddea, caring, after the generous
manner of missionaries, that a station other than her own
should be befriended. The suggestion that in going home
Irene aimed first of all at finding new friends for Kashmir
was a true one. She also wished to be entolled as a C.M.S.
missionary “in full connexion,” and to see the relatives
who were coming over from Canada for the Long Vacation.
Here are three sentences from letters on the last point :—

December 28th, 1894 : “ My heart gives a great bound at
the very idea of being with you again, and seeing Martin.”

January 31st, 1895: “It would be so lovely to see home
again. I hardly dare think of it, though the more I get into
work here, the gladder I am that I have been allowed to
realise my heart’s desire of being a imissionary.”

February 28th: “In a little over ten weeks we may meet
(D.V.). What a grand thought it is! Every day I build
castles in the air about the train pulling up at Charing Cross,

166
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and inside the house, and on Monday morning the high roofs
of dungas and houseboats, usually hidden beneath the bund,
were visible. The day was very dark, and an incessant pour of
rain was interspersed with snow and lightning. We watched
the opposite bank of the river gradually disappearing, and
after lunch moved everything movable into the dungas Miss
Hull bad sent for. Dr. Neve came and kindly assisted in
tearing up our carpets and piling the furniture, etc., on table-
and shelves; and at nightfall we abandoned the house for «
houseboat kindly lent to us. Mercifully, however, the rain
ceased at last, and we hear that the breaking of a bund higher
up the river and flooding there probably saved us. . . . News
of the road speaks of tonga service suspended, many bridges
carried away, two and a half miles of road annihilated, and
post-runners unable to get in. So my departure is perforce
postponed ; and as I shall now have to march all the way,
there will be barely time to catch the Peninsu/a. However,
they are making needed repairs with all speed, and having
a dandy, an excellent servant, and a parwana from the Governor
for coolies and supplies, I hope to get on all right, and still
to have a day in the Punjab for the examination, which I
have just heard by wire that they wiil arrange.”

Two days later she started, and her account of what befell
her is dated :—

“ Crry MissioNn House, AMRITSAR, April gth.

“ My solitary journey among the Iimalayas is a safely
accomplished fact (Deo gratias /), and I am thoroughly enjcjy-
ing a quiet day in feminine society again. . . .

“Saturday, March 3oth, was a really lovely spring morning,
so Miss Neve proposed a walk together before breakfast for
a last view of the dear hills from Rustum Gari. Dr. Neve
came in with the news that he starts for the seat of war at
once, as medical officer to the pioneer civilian engineering
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to use the stick he delighted in flourishing. We started under
high walls of snow, but in an hour or two were in crocus-land
amid lovely sunshine. Gangs of coolies were at work repairing
the road. We spent the night in the dak bungalow at Urie.

“On Tuesday, April 2nd, we made a long march, the hill-
sides by this time being covered with almond- and peach-trees
in full blossom. The scenery is surpassingly grand. There
had been a great landslip in one place, and the whole
mountain-side seemed to have overwhelmed the road. A
poor horse had just fallen down the slope from the temporary
path a foot wide, and at the suggestion of the good old
khansaman I gave a rupee for labour, with the happy result
that he was restored to his owner, a trader, not much the
worse for his fall.

““ On Wednesday we did two more beautiful marches, going
through all the stages of spring to summer, with corn in the
ear and poppies among the corn. My usual routine was
breakfast at 6 or 7 o'clock, an early morning march, mostly
on foot, Urdu grammar at all quiet intervals during the day,
and dinner at 7 in the dak bungalow, where I always got
a comfortable room,

“ On Thursday we again did two marches ; on Friday we had
a hot march right down to the valley, crossed the frontier,
and climbed to the lovely spot on the mountain-side where
the Dewal dak bungalow is. I had the whole place to myself,
as it is off the main road ; and hearing of an English lady who
might prove to be a doctor Miss Sahib, quite a number of
village people arrived in the verandah to ask for medical
help. There were old people with bronchitis, a man who
had been blind for eighteen years, and a wee baby with
a gentle young mother. I was sorry to have to tell the
poor things that I was not a doctor, and had wvery little
medicine with me. The incident made passages in the
Gospels so vivid; and I could not help feeling, if one may
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On Monday, April 8th, Irene was welcomed to Elmsle
Cottage, Amritsar, by Miss Wright, and to the City
Mission House by the C.E.Z. ladies. On Tuesday she
attended a Holy Week service, at which Dr. Imad-ud-din
preached; and in response to a sudden summcns hastened
on Wednesday morning to Batala, where she was entertained
at the Baring High School, so closely associated with
“A.L.O.E” She arrived at Batala just in time for her first
Urdu examination paper on Wednesday afternoon ; and before
the ink was dry on her second paper on Thursday morning,
she hurried off to catch a train for Amritsar, that her written
work for Dr, Weitbrecht might be followed by an examination
in Rasum-i-Hind and Urdu conversation with Dr. H. M. Clark
on Thursday afternoon. On Thursday evening she started
on a four days’ continuous railway journey to Bombay. In
spite of circumstances so trying for an examinee, she passed
first on the list of candidates that spring, winning over two-
thirds, that is, “honours” marks, and taking ninety out of
a hundred marks for conversation, which is regarded as the
most important subject of all. Such was the reward of her
patient plodding.

But it was a costly success, We learn incidentally that she
was far from well when she left Srinagar and on the road
to Amritsar; and throughout her journey to England one
helpless arm was in a sling, the result of a finger poisoned
by some city mud, which got under her nail one day when
she was drawing off her boot. The agitation of delay and
uncertainty, the double strain of her difficult journey and of
the long-dreaded examination, taken in hours snatched from
fatiguing days of travel against time, came upon her during
the intense heat of April in the plains; and instead of the
quiet Good Friday and Easter she had planned for, by
accepting one of many invitations to stay with friends on
her homeward way, she was forced to hasten on without






204 IRENE PETRIE

to speak for the Society during the first four months of their
furlough, but in voluntary response to requests from those
she had formerly been associated with, She spoke to the
Mitcham Missionary Union, to the St. Mary Abbots and Latymer
Road Sunday schools, to Gleaners at Kensington, Hampstead,
Canonbury, and Leamington, to the C.M.S. Ladies’ Union
at the C.M.S. House, to the Emerson Club, to the children
and old girls of the Princess Mary Village Homes, to cadets
at the headquarters of the Church Army, to working parties
at Kensington and Brighton, to a missionary meeting in
a Cumberland village, at a Y.W.C.A. Conference, at the
Mildmay Conference, at the Keswick Convention, and at
Penshurst.

Miss Lloyd furnishes a reminiscence of one of these addresses
given during a happy visit to Addlestone for the twenty-fourth
Commemoration Day of the Princess Mary Village Homes.
All present and about forty former inhabitants of its picturesque
cottages were gathered together on ““ Old Girls’ Day.,” “ Why
should mission children never have anything but hymns?” said
Irene ; and taking her guitar, she sat down, and poured forth
bewitching little Spanish songs. Then she talked—bright,
sympathetic, simple chat, growing gradually serious, as she
spoke of using all gifts to the glory of God, and then of the
women of heathendom, their needs and their appeal to us.
Then, taking her guitar again, she sang some inspiring hymns.
And long afterwards her face, her voice, her manner, dwelt in
the memories of those children as an uplifting vision of beauty
and goodness. A branch of the Gleaners’ Union among the
girls was the immediate outcome of her visit ; and when, two
years later, the village was once more gathered together to
hear of her sudden home-call, there were few dry eyes in the
great schoolroom. Just three years later, on Commemoration
Day, 1898, H.R.H. the Duchess of York opened the “Irene
Cottage,” “ erected to the memory of our beloved Irene Petrie,
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with the money she so lovingly bequeathed to the Homes,” as
Miss Cavendish wrote. It accommodates eight little girls and
a mother, and had already given shelter and a first experience
of human love to three hapless waifs rescued by the Society
for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children.

Throughout that all too short summer of 1895 much time
had to be spent in renewal of intercourse with friends, eager
to welcome her home and hear of her new life ; varying from
those who rejoiced over it, like one who wrote: “ Think some-
times, dear Irene, of an old friend who would so enjoy seeing
you again, and hearing all you have to say of your blessed
work,” to those who met her with, “I suppose you have no
thoughts of going back to India.” Her bright reply, “I am
travelling with a six months’ return ticket,” puzzled people
who were concluding that she had wearied of a whim.

“] know of no one,” writes a frequenter of the C.M.S.
House, “who gave me more strongly the impression of whole-
hearted devotion, and this was joined to so many gifts.”
The ivipression was even more influential in quiet talks than
in public addresses. It must have been strange to turn from
the husband of a former girl friend, who said he had no
objection to his wife taking an interest in foreign missions,
because “a little philanthropy always sits wells on a pretty
woman,” to the writer of the following words, who had just
been invalided home after five years of happy missionary effort
in Japan: “I have such intense recollections of the joy
that came in the work at times that I am half afraid of
giving exaggerated impressions to people at home. Some
of them do seem to think it so extraordinary. Of course,
there are disappointments and discouraging times which come
very often ; still, I don’t think there can be any other joy in
the world quite like the joy of being with Christ when He
finds a soul that has been out in the dark all its life.”
Mysterious indeed are ‘‘the issues from death that belong
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unto God.” One recalls Irene’s visit in June, 1895, when
she was buoyantly anticipating a speedy return to Kashmir,
to the devoted fellow-missionary who had written thus to
her. She found her pale and feeble on the sofa, hardly daring
to hope that she would ever be allowed to go back to Japan.
Who would have expected that Irene’s friend would be labour-
ing on now, in renewed health, having accomplished a decade
of service, and that for the vigorous Irene herself only two
more years of life and work remained ?

Her activities that summer were as incessant as they had
ever been, for at home, as abroad, she lived out her favourite
motto: “As ever in my great Taskmaster’s eye.” In all
intervals she was executing commissions for replicas of the
sketches she had brought home to illustrate her addresses.
Orders for these flowed in, and the walls of many a house
in Britain and Canada, as well as in India, now speak through
her skilful brush of Kashmir. She also worked at Hindi and
Kashmiri daily, and to those about her never admitted, what
she admits not once but often in her diary of that summer,
that she was “very tired.” In a letter to Mrs. Carus-Wilson,
written July roth, evidently in answer to inquiries and exhor-
tations, she speaks of “having had enough pain in the past
week or two to serve as a warning ”; and that most motherly
friend, writing after her return to India to implore her *to
take her life more quietly,” says: “I saw with real concern
how much less strong and well you were than when I first
knew you.”

“Kashmir is evidently a trying climate for you,” wrote Miss
Lloyd. *“We thought,” wrote Miss Jones, whose affection
for her old pupil has been already referred to, ‘“when Irene
was in England that her lovely complexion was looking rather
more transparent and delicate, and we feared that she might
not be able to stand the climate very long” *“I was sorry,”
writes a third friend, “to see how delicate Irene looked on
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time here, and have already come up with quite sixty friends,
old and new, in this dear place. . . . The great missionary
meeting was splendid. . . . It was followed by a gathering of
missionaries, accepted candidates, and central secretaries only ;
and the gradual recognitions all round and general atmosphere
were, as someone suggested, more like one’s idea of Heaven
than anything else.”

Visits to kinsfolk in Northumberland and to friends in
Cumberland and Midlothian succeeded Keswick, and Mr.
Stock met her just in time to forbid the Kashmiri books to
cross the Border with her. Then for barely three weeks she
roamed over the hills and moors around Kingussie, Invercannich,
Blair-Athol, and Pitlochrie ; and watching a rainbow from
the summit of Craigour declared, with possibly a touch of
patriotic partiality, that even the magnificent Himalayas must
yield the palm of beauty to the Highlands, with their mystical
charm of soft colouring. After visiting an invalid relative in
Wales, she came to London with strength renewed for the
farewells.

During the summer she had written as follows to the C.M.S.:
““When first set free to go to India, I went out with the desire
to join the C.M.S. a little later on. . . . Since then, having seen
the work of many societies, and made the personal acquaint-
ance of over a hundred missionaries, my desire to be connected
with the C.M.S. in preference to any other society has been
greatly strengthened. Perhaps the chief and strongest reason
for this preference is that C.M.S. missionaries have the privi-
lege of being remembered by name by the very large circle
of C.M.S. Gleaners and others who use the Cycle of Prayer.”

The C.M.S. enjoys the reputation of being second to no
society in setting up a high standard of qualification for
candidates, and accepting those only who attain it. Though
Irene had already approved herself in the field and passed
her language examination, and though she was personally
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would have implored you to detain her here.” No one could,
however, have done that. On September 14th, in the ball-
room at Penshurst, under the chandeliers presented to Robert
Dudley, Earl of Leicester, by Queen Elizabeth, Irene pleaded
the cause of Kashmir for the last time before what was probably
the first missionary meeting ever held in that place. Lady
De I'Isle wrote to her next day: *Dear, 1 never thanked
you half enough for your beautiful talk to us yesterday, and
for all the trouble you kindly took. I know you do it all for
the Master, and look for no reward; but already one sees
what a deep impression you have made, and it is an impres-
sion that with some of us will never wear off.” Another who
was present wrote, four years later, of “the remembrance left
of the sweet, earnest worker who was giving up all for the
sake of Christ, pleading the cause she so loved,” adding :
“I am very glad to have heard and seen one so consecrated.
Such lives are an inspiration.” The immediate result of this
meeting was a Penshurst branch of the Gleaners’ Union,
which afterwards sent considerable sums to the church,
hospital, and school at Srinagar, with many handsome gifts
for the mission Christmas-tree, and for prizes to zenana
pupils.

The last ten days were spent at Hampstead; and on
September 19th she was once more at “the dear C.M.S.
House ” for the best of all the prayer meetings she had ever
been at even there. The first part concerned Fuh-kien,
and letters received since the massacre of August ist were
read, with such tributes to the group of martyrs and to
the brave little Stewart children. Finally, the Persian group
and “our dear friend Miss Petrie” were commended in
prayer.

On her last Sunday, September 22nd, she worshipped once
more in her beloved parish church, under a tablet placed
there two days before to her parents and little sister, for
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she reckoned an ¢ honorary aunt,” embracing Irene for the
last time ere she started. And to her Irene said what she
had not said to her relatives: “I shall stay on in Kashmir
as long as I am fit for the work there.” Others have been
spared to drive a longer furrow for the distant seed-sowing,
but no one ever looked forward more unswervingly when
once the hand had been laid on the plough.

So she went, and we saw her face no more.

How cheerfully she began the easiest and most enjoyable
of her three long journeys is seen from her letters : “‘ Qur
perfectly happy summer together with all its interests will be
one of the brightest portions of our whole lives to look back
on. ... Itis all so much happier than it was two years ago. . . .
It is such happiness to think of being in the real missionary
work again, and of all the prayers for Kashmir promised
by the dear home friends. There surely will be a gift of
the Holy Spirit for many there soon.”

Seen off once more by Mrs. Carus-Wilson and Elliott, she
started across Europe from Victoria Station on September
25th. An urgent invitation to address the Gleaners at Davos
(sce p. 47), which would have involved two additional days
of hard travel, was only declined under great pressure from
friends. But she fulfilled a long-cherished ambition by
halting for one night in Rome. She arrived there early
on Friday morning, and left on Saturday afternoon; but
thanks to her old habit of taking in quickly what she
wanted to know and doing quickly what she wanted to
do, and also to the friends there who entered heartily into
her desire to turn every moment to account, she carried out
a very full programme of sights.

“Fancy dating to you from the Eternal City,” she writes,
¢ and on the evening of the day that I have actually seen
Raphael’s ¢ Transfiguration,’” the Michael Angelo ceiling, and
the Via Appia! . .. I had a good sit-down study of the
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Brindisi was reached in time for a noon service on Sunday,
September 2gth, That evening the Oriental sailed, reaching
Bombay on the Saturday of the following week. Contrasting
her twelve and a half days at sea with the hundred and fifty-
two days spent at sea one hundred and two years earlier
by Carey on his way to India should emphasise the far
heavier responsibility for India of this generation.

Fine weather and the companionship of particularly agreeable
friends, both new and old, rendered the voyage delightful.
“ Many old travellers,” she writes, “say this is the finest
passage they have ever made. . . . I am longing now to be
back at work. Nothing else is so well worth living for, I am
sure.” “I am greatly looking forward” (this to a South
Kensington friend), “to being with the dear, brown pupils
again, and expect a busy winter among the zenanas with further
language studies. Please remember Kashmir in prayer.”
“ More than ever,” she writes to Mrs. Carus-Wilson, “1 feel
that the work there is the thing of all others to be glad to
live for, even if progress may at present be so slow, outwardly,
that only those who come after see results.”

Meanwhile, there was work of another kind at hand. In-
stead of taking between thirty and forty missionaries out, as the
Carthage, sailing a month later, had done in 1893, the Orientat
carried only one other missionary, a clerical member of the
Cambridge Mission to Delhi.  Irene says: 1T daresay a good
many on board disapprove of missionary ladies. . . . People
are amused at my daily attempts to get through a little
Kashmiri study; but all are most pleasant and kind, and
many come up and ask for information about the work, and
even ventilate their own or friends’ criticisms of missions,
from the sending of missionaries into China to the slovenly
attire of lady missionaries in some remote districts. . .+ I
think it is really good for both parties that we should come
into touch in this way, and if only I could use it to the full,
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Leaving Jeypore before dawn on Thursday, she got to
Amritsar at 3.30 a.m. on Friday. A pleasant forenoon was
spent with her friends there “hearing of recent encourage-
ments that renewed one’s longings for our poor Kashmir,”
and she visited some Christians who had moved from Srinagar
to Amritsar, After tiffin Mr. Clark and his daughter saw her
mto the train for Rawal Pindi, and she finished her very last
railway journey at 2 a.m. on Saturday morning, remarking,
over a final packing of her trunks for the hills, “I hope
there will be no luggage in Heaven.” A special tonga brought
her to the house of Dr. and Mrs. Spencer at Murree, whose
sister had been a London friend. Miss Hull had sent the
khansaman here with a second note of welcome to escort
her the rest of the way.

She spent a quiet Sunday at Murree, rejoicing, one week
after enduring go® in the cabin of the Orfenfal, in furs
and a fire; and set off for Srinagar early on Monday.
Murree to Srinagar had been a journey of twelve days in
April, 1804, and in April, 1895, Srinagar to Murree had
been a journey of seven days; but in the “prosperous
journey, by the will of God,” of October, 1895, two days
by road in a tonga and two days by water in a dunga
covered the whole distance of a hundred and sixty miles.
When, after swinging round corner after corner down the
great sweeps of the descending road, she reached the river,
her own head-boatman met her with yet a third note of
welcome from Miss Hull, and in glorious weather she was
paddled up the Jhelum, Kashmir looking more beautiful
than ever.

Sunset on Thursday, October 24th, found her in the
city. ““As I scrambled up our ladder to the top of the
bund I heard the dear Miss Hull’'s voice, and a minute
later was in her arms in the pretty drawing-room, looking
cosier and nicer than ever. ... My thirty days of travel,
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or adventure or some other ulterior motive brings a lady
missionary there ; and may go home to utter cheap disparage-
ment of her toils, quite ignorant of the conditions under which
they are carried on. “You do not require eyes,” writes
an English resident in Srinagar, in a private letter, ‘‘when
approaching the habitation of a Kashmiri. So when you find
yourself amongst a collection of such habitations you more
than know where you are.” Few streets possess drains; the
courtyards are very cesspools. A refined lady, accustomed to
our well-scavengered thoroughfares, passes to her daily work
by the accumulated refuse of months, even of years, whose
overpowering exhalations force her to press a handkerchief
to her face, wondering how the natives, who walk up and
down complacently inured to this atmosphere, can survive.
In places the filth is above her boots, and her servant must
carry her on his back,

His escort is indispensable for another reason. One result
of the Mohammedan conquest of Kashmir is that its people
have no trace of chivalrous feeling. The men stand idle,
and watch the women toiling up and down the ghats with
heavy waterpots, believing that their wives were born to be
the burden-bearers. When a track wide enough for one has
been swept in the snow, a Kashmiri will yield the right of way
to an Englishman as he would yield it to a cow or a pariah
dog, to avoid trouble ; but he would shoulder an English lady
into the snow without hesitation if she had no one to protect
her from insult. If he is unwilling that the inmates of his
zenana should be taught, he will close his door in her face
with a rude rebuff, or try to stare her out when she has
entered, or set the dogs in the street howling, if staring does
not daunt her,

She endeavours to teach in an apartment that is at once
schoolroom, drawing-room, nursery, and kitchen, seated
generally on an unclean floor, in an atmosphere bad enough
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has no intellectual nature to be cultivated by reading and
thinking, no spiritual nature to be uplifted by religion. We
are told of one girl in particular whom she would not give
up, though during two years she had been trying in vain to
enable her to master the alphabet.

Little more than a week after her return to Srinagar in
good health and spirits Irene was on the sick-list, the result
of several long days amid the autumnal odours of the city.
She was absolutely forbidden to enter it throughout the month
of November; and Miss Hull wanted to take her away for
a trip in a dunga. She herself wrote, however: Having
slept in eighty-two different places in the course of nine
months this year, I don’t think I can be quite in need of a
change. . . . I believe I have much needed to learn the
lesson of being still and waiting for a while, and it was sent
pretty definitely to me.” So she used the unwonted leisure
in writing her annual letter to the College by Post, putting
up fifty Christmas presents for friends at home, studying
Hindi, and visiting pupils within a short distance of the
Barracks.

Joyfully, on December 2nd, she resumed city work, and
spent three active cays among the zenanas. ‘On December
6th,” she writes, “I was just thinking, while dressing, how
lovely it was to be quite well again, and how much work I
hoped to get through now, when violent pain came on, and
I had to go back to bed. It was a bad internal chill, due,
we believe, to the draughts through our handleless doors. I
cannot remember such another helpless time of suffering,
For two days I scarcely lifted my head once from the pillow,
and was unable to move from one position. ., . . I do feel
very thankful to God for recovery, and grateful indeed to
the kind friends here. I cannot describe how good they
were and how clever. . . . The sad part was to be giving
such a lot of trouble to all these dear, busy people. I only









OV LLOY MIODLTTOH










226 IRENE PETRIE

are indifferent, or unpersevering, or distracted with other things,
there are many whom it is always delightful to teach. Among
encouragements may be noted the welcome given in an ever-
increasing number of houses to the Miss Sahibs, and that
not merely from the desire for an amusing break in the
monotony of their lives, or even from a wish to learn some
kind of work, but from a real willingness to study, and in
many cases to put honest effort into the learning. The
lessons in reading and work are, of course, only means to
an end; and signs are not wanting that among the pupils
some are grasping the thought of a God of Love, and
beginning to look to Christ as their own Saviour, not only
in their troubles, but also from their sins, of which there
seems often to be a real sense. Some have learned to
pray to Christ, and to look to Him for answer to their
prayer ; others, who have been too bigoted in their old
beliefs to listen without making some opposition, have ex-
pressed real gratitude on hearing that we are in the habit
of praying for them.

“As to needs for the work, the minor ones have in large
measure been supplied by the kindness of personal fiiends
in England, who have enabled us to give many acceptable
iittle gifts, such as bags for books and work, leaflets, texts,
work materials, and dolls for rewards. The great need which
we feel more and more is, of course, the power of the Holy
Spirit, and we ask friends to pray that this may be given
abundantly to both teachers and taught in this place.”

Here are one or two dated extracts from subsequent letters :—

January 11th, 1896: “It is wonderful to think of the
change here since the days when it was a concession to
allow the ladies to teach even knitting; and when, that
learned, the pupils cared for no more visits.”

February 7th: “ Seven pupils are now reading as well as
hearing the Bible lessons, five in Hindi; and as one gets
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before he distempers the walls. Incidentally her account book
shows how liberally she contributed to the plenishing of this
house, in which she was to live herself for scarcely six months.

She was also busy in organising a choir of eighteen for
the Easter services in the English church, not only to render
them as attractive as possible to the residents, but to create
an inducement for regular church-going to the choir itself,
which largely consisted of young telegraph clerks. “ After
Faster, if the chaplain and other summer visitors wish to
take over the charge of the music, they can easily do so, and
I shall be set free for something else,” she writes. Which
was exactly what happened, and so the choir became a
permanent institution. She bad always been an adept at
discovering work that no one else was doing, and passing it
on to others when its need and value had been recognised.

None of these things, however, interrupted her regular routine
of zenana visiting, and we can well believe that she was ready
for a brief Eastertide outing on the Wular Lake with the
C.M.S. School. Reserving particulars of that for the next
chapter, we may here complete the story of zenana work up
to August, 1896.

Irene had planned to be in Srinagar to welcome Miss Hull
to the newly furnished house ; but got back from the Wular
on April 18th to find that Miss Hull had returned before
she was expected, and was already in possession of it. With
her were two more C.E.Z. ladies and a group of converts
from the Hazara. Miss Coverdale had come to make her
third brave attempt at work in Srinagar (see pp. 58 and 128) ;
and Miss Pryce-Browne, who had left England in October, 189z,
and divided the winter between Amritsar and the Hazara,
arrived in Kashmir as the station to which she had originally
been assigned. The party was completed in June by Miss
Howatson, who had just become a C.E.Z. missionary in
local connexion. She formed a school for Punjabi girls near
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welcomed her into his house, and she found that he had long
since repented of his apostasy, and had preached among his
Pathan countrymen with such effect that several of them
were anxious for baptism.

“So,” says Irene,  Miss Hull has brought a family of
Pathans with her, and has been settling them in a set of
nice back premises in our compound. Three enter our
service, two are to be trained for work at the hospital.
At the end of his visit to us Sayad Ullah himself is to go
itinerating with Dr. Neve, and then return to his house
at Mansahra, nearly thirty miles north of Haripur, where, as
he is a man of considerable property, we hope he will be a
creat help to the infant Church. . . . Sunday, April 26th, was
an eventful day in the Indian Christian Church here. Miss
Hull’s whole family of Pathans, four men, two women, and
a two-year-old child, were baptised. It was a specially happy
occasion for Mr. Knowles, as they had been won by Sayad
Ullah, the first whom he baptised here. Miss Hull had
clothed them all in white, and they looked such a fine,
strong set.”

One has since died in the faith; but Sayad Ullah, the
following autumn, once more apostatised, under threat of
immediate death, Our last glimpse of him is in Mr. Greene’s
annual letter, March sth, 1897 : “I had been requested to call
at Mansahra to visit a Christian, who recanted publicly some
five years ago, and had been received back into the Church
about five months, We discovered that he was still professing
in his town to be a Mohammedan, but was induced to confess
faith in Christ before some six hundred townspeople and
eleven maulvis. He was publicly denounced as a kafir, and
within five days he had again recanted to Mohammedanism.”
This straightforward record of the falling away of a man who
had not only laboured but suffered for Christ, and seemed
to be a sincere Christian during eight years, takes us back
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ally” of hers. One cannot linger over her description of the
girdle of snow-peaks, of the many processions of yaks, led
by fur-clad Tibetans, or the one procession of ‘ American
tourists, rather a rare species here, whose diamond rings
and long train of new boxes looked a little incongruous.”
From August 7th to 18th she enjoyed some of the most
glorious views in the world at Nil-Nag, near Islamabad, a
day’s journey south of Srinagar, where a pretty little lake lies
on the borders of the vast pine-forest clothing the Pir Punjal.
Here Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe, whose husband had started for
Leh on May 2g9th, was her companion, and here she wrote an
Indian tale, entitled An Old Padiock.

The following further sketches of Irene’s pupils are gathered
from the letters of her second and third winter in Srinagar, and
pass, as in Chapter VIII., from Hindus to Mohammedans.

The first two portraits illustrate Dr. Cust’s assertion at the
meeting of the British Association in 18g5, that there are
many fellow-subjects of ours in India with whom it is possible
to form acquaintances and friendships based on mutual
respect, and to associate on the same terms as with one’s
own countrymen. They also show how absurd it is to say
that we may as well leave the peoples of India undisturbed in
the historic religions that they have accepted for centuries.
Education in Europe involves the loss of caste; few who lose
it thus care to undergo the six months of repulsive penances
by which alone they can regain it on return to India, and so
an ever-increasing number of the ablest men in India become
technically outcasts, cease to believe in Hinduism, and are
either agnostics or members of the Brihma-Samaj community
started by Rammohun Roy and developed by Keshub Chunder
Sen, which endeavours to combine into a Theistic creed selec-
tions from the Vedas, the Christian Scriptures, and various
philosophical systems of the East and of the West.

In a handsome house outside Srinagar, furnished in
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because its author had once been a clergyman. An aggressive
English Unitarian had placed this in the public library.

Every year secular education is producing in India more
Hindus instructed in Western lore ; they sometimes meet the
Christian teacher with the arguments of European infidels,
from whose writings they derive their whole knowledge of
the revelation of God in Christ, imagining that they have
weighed it as well as their own ancient religions in the
balance, and found them alike wanting; sometimes they
are intellectually convinced of the truth of Christianity, but
without either repentance or faith, offering, like Alexander
Severus of old, to build a temple to Christ, and enrol Him
among the gods, but refusing to acknowledge Him as their
““ Master and only Saviour.” My head may be convinced
by the Christians’ arguments, but my heart is not touched,
is in effect the profession of many who know much and
yet declare that they are not Christians. And then,” says
Irene, “wune feels the impotence of all, without the work of
the life-giving Spirit. We do want a Pentecost in Kashmir.”

Turning now to those actually Hindus, and as such
opposed to Christianity, one finds them less bitterly hostile
than the Moslems. As a rule, idols are not very apparent
in the zenanas, and as puja is performed quietly in the early
morning, the visitor sees little of idolatrous rites. But idolatry
is there.

The wife of a Punjabi official, a tall woman with a fine,
open brow and handsome face, well set off by her crimson
chaddar, had a bonnie little girl about ten years old, named
Parbuti. She took her one day to a neighbour’s house,
where a small pupil was reading an imperfectly prepared
lesson to Miss Hull. * Beat her, and she will soon learn,”
suggested Parbuti’s mother. “Noj; I am trying another way.
Love her, and she will soon learn,” was the reply. “She
teaches by love ; teach my little girl also,” said the astonished






236 IRENE PETRIE

Irene came out, and having forgotten to call her boatman,
was retracing her steps in search of him, regretting the time
thus lost. But what seemed a mistake was an over-ruling.
The child, perceiving that the “Niki Mem ” was going towards
her own home, darted after her, took her by the cloak, and
drew her past the temple, with its sound of mumbled prayers
and group of disreputable faqirs, into a large Kashmiri house,
of the sort that the missionaries had fewest and wanted most
of. It proved to be the priest’s own house; and here she
found an eager group, many of whom seemed really to wish
to learn, as they squatted round her on the mud floor, all
chattering Kashmiri. Of her second visit she writes: ** The priest
himself was there, and had confiscated all the girls’ books,
because, he said, it was not their custom for the girls to read;
they must spin and pound the rice. I felt rather baflled, but
began to teach a little Punjabi guest, who had a book; and
meanwhile the old mother gave the priest such a scolding
for not appreciating the Miss Sahib’s visits, that the books
were produced, and one girl at a time came to read, the
others pounding the rice with much ostentation close by.
A bhajan made them all suddenly silent, and I was allowed
to give to a quiet, respectful audience a Bible lesson on the
One True God creating the world. When I asked if they
wanted me to come again, the four pupils were eager in
assenting.” She went again, and found mother and wife
ready to listen, the priest looking as black as a thunder-
cloud all the time. A week or two later he was out; the
ladies freely expressed their pleasure in her visits, and one
rendered the whole lesson from her “stiff and halting
Kashmiri” into fluent colloquial for the benefit of a visitor.
By October, 1896, she joyfully reports: *“The Kashmiri
priest’s house has become one of the nicest of all The
women give a wonderfully hearty welcome, and three are
learning to read, which represents a good break-down of
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In December, 1895, a father waylaid Irene, asking that
his daughter might be taught. She found, in a well-to-do
Sikh house, a motherless boy and girl. The girl became a
very bright and charming pupil ; and her brother, who attended
the State school, always tried to be in when Irene was there,
and expected to have dictated to him a text gathering up
the Bible lesson. He and his sister then learned it during
the week. She had other boy friends in the zenanas who
listened to the lessons given to their mothers and sisters.

More and more she desired to get at the Kashmiris, espe-
cially the shy and conservative punditanis ; for, untaught as
they are, the women of this class, whence the Mission School
is mainly recruited, are as clever as the men, and already
there are evidences of what education may do for them,
One punditani, a dear, gentle little thing, who brought a
dali of rosy apples and sugar, and fetched an umbrella for
her teacher when it came on to rain, paid, at Irene’s sug-
gestion, a private visit to the hospital, where her poor ears,
torn through with heavy earrings, were successfully made
whole again.

The concluding Hindu sketches shall be of four ladies of
quality, who were especially responsive pupils.

A Gore Brahman of the highest caste of all was a bright
pupil reading Hindi, who listened at Christmas, 1894, as
willingly as the Mobammedans listened unwillingly to the
story of the Incarnation. In February a letter came from
her husband, who was at the Palace, begging for a doctor
and a visit. Miss Newnham went at once, and Irene also
rode off to her distant dwelling, to find her terribly weak
and suffering. At her request she read aloud the story ot
the Crucifixion from St. John's Gospel, and most eagerly did
one, who had heard the Name of Christ for the first time
only a few months before, follow the story of His Passion,
and cry to Him to help her. When Irene returned in
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and must not give you anything for teaching her; but this is
only for friendship. I shall not be poor, and you will not be rich
if you take it; but we want you to remember her by it.” He
also promised to read the Gospels aloud to her in the evenings.”
Six months later she returned, and so far from having
forgotten the teaching, had been writing out all her lessons
during her absence. She begged for two lessons a week, and
though a grandmother, set to work to learn Hindi, taking the
Hindi Gospels and second reading-book away with her the
following summer.

Here 1s a picture of some very different experiences among
Mohammedans.

““My pupils are mostly painstaking, and really interested—
dear things l—and some make real progress. Sometimes one
has one’s struggles with them in this land of distractions and
interruptions. Picture one of to-day’s visits: A very large
house, with elaborately painted walls and ceilings, and a
large garden. Groping up a pitch dark staircase, through
a ‘knock-you-down’ odour, one reaches a big room with a
good many costly things in it, and a generally pigsty effect of
mess and squalor. Here sit the two wives of a rich Mussulman,
remarkably beautiful girls, with slender figures and lustrous
eyes, loaded with many pounds of jewelry, their hands dirty,
their chaddars draggled, their hair in scores of tiny plaits.
Last week they were preparing vegetables with the aid of an
excessively dirty but good-natured old woman, who, with men-
servants, after the custom of a native house, is constantly
bustling backwards and forwards, talking, banging doors, and
interrupting the mistresses in a perfectly inconsequent way
to ask for keys or pice, or to show a piece of raw meat, or to
make the room more untidy than it was before by tumbling
in a lot of crumpled bedding. Presently the baby wakes up
crying—poor little mortal ! The pupil has torn and dirtied her
reading-book ali 1ost beyond recognition ; but I refuse to give






244 IRENE PETRIE

worst experience of blasphemous opposition I ever knew. A
Pathan visitor stirred up my pupils. It was frightfully sad,
one more instance of the strength of evil here, especially
in that awful Mohammedan system.”

We may compare words in another letter of that winter,
written when she had been threc years in India: ** Acquaint-
ance with Mohammedanism is a horrible experience. It is
truly a vile thing. 1 wish the globe-trotters who admire the
pious cant which is exhibited outwardly could know a little
of the loathsomeness of its-real working.”

Yet there were encouragements here. ‘‘ Another Moham-
medan lady,” she writes, “who last year asked me to come
to teach knitting only, did not care to read, and seemed to
endure rather than enjoy the Bible lesson, is now both an
industrious reader and also one who responds most warmly
when the Bible is opened.”

The Mohammedan of whom we hear most was the wife
of a prosperous tradesman, “a dear, friendly little woman,
who listens so nicely,” with a daughter six years old. Irene
describes her first impression of her pupil in November,
1894, thus: “Like every native room I know, with about
three exceptions, her room is as untidy and uncomfortable
as possible; shop stores on dusty shelves at one side, at
the other an unmade bed, over which the hostess pulls a
quilt ere inviting me to sit on it beside her. The lattice
windows are pasted up with newspaper; the hen and her
brood promenade the floor.” The pupil’s first impression
of Irene, then making her earliest efforts to talk Urdu, was
conveyed thus to Miss Hull: “She has a nice face, but is
very young and unlearned.” In January, 18g5, Irene plunged
through seas of mud to find mother and daughter hibernating,
only the tip of a nose visible under the quilt, but ready to
receive a Bible lesson. Another day she found her more
anxious to argue than to learn, and posted up in the stock
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tradesman. He had learned much of Christianity in the
Punjab, and desired a Bible for himself and instruction for
his wife. Irene writes in May, 1896: “When I took him a
Bible his whole face glowed, and he willingly gave two silver
pieces for it, and spoke with real love and reverence of its
teaching. That afternoon Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe saw him
reading it aloud outside his shop and praising its truths, in
the presence of a number of Mohammedans. He showed it
to Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe, and told its history, and this dialogue
ensued. “Why did you want it?” * Because I wish to
read it.” “Oh, many wish to read it now. Nearly a hundred
come weekly to my house to do so. But why do you
wish to read it?” * Because, sahib, I believe it.” * Others,
too, believe it, but will not confess.” “Why should I fear
to do so, if I believe it in my heart?” Mr. Knowles read
regularly with him, while Irene taught his wife. She gradually
became more keen, learning much from her husband’s Bible
as well as from Irene, who once found her giving lively
explanations of some Scripture pictures to a visitor.

A friend who had not been outside Christendom, and whose
thoughts ran on missions and revivals in a land where “the
reproach of Christ” is for most a mere phrase, put this question
to Irene : “ Do you have many #we conversions?” Irene did
not live to receive the letter; and one can only imagine that
she would have replied with Ezekiel, “O Lord God, Thou
knowest.” The striking statement of an enlightened Mussul-
man that at the Resurrection many a Christian will rise
from a Mohammedan tomb is especially true of such work
as hers. Even here, writing in English and naming n»
names, one dares not reproduce her statement concerning
several of those described that she had reason to believe
they were Christians at heart. Miss Kant, of Leh, whom we
shall meet again in Chapter XIIIL., wrote thus to her touch-
ing this matter in April, 1897: *“T can well understand that you
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the Sheikh Bagh and_the first bridge; and the Ali Kadal
School, close to the fifth bridge.

Of forty-four native masters in July, 1899, three are
Christians, five Mohammedans, the rest Hindus, nearly all old
boys, who work loyally and well for much less pay than they '
would get in the public offices. All the schools, both at
work and at play, are under the constant supervision of the
European teachers.

Eschewing the solemn, conventional missionary report, the
Principal has told the story of the C.M.S. School at Srinagar
year by year in a most graphic and original way through a
series of pamphlets, entitled Breaking up and Building (1893),
Tacking (1894), Coaching in Kashmir (1896), Coxing in
Kashmir (1897), Paddling in Kashmir (1898), and Towing in
Kashmir (19goo). The names call attention to the fact that
rowing is as useful as reading in developing ideals of manliness.

What, then, are the boys when they come to this school?
What do their teachers endeavour to make them? How do
they try to accomplish their endeavour? Does this school,
taking it as a typical school in the earlier stages of a mission,
justify the distrust and indifference with which many good
people at home regard educational missions?

In race the boys vary even more than the inmates of the
zenanas, coming from Kashmir, Punjab, Bengal, Nepal, Nagar,
Dras, Tibet, and Afghanistan. They are mostly Hindus, but
include some Moslems and Sikhs. Socially they vary from
relatives of the Maharaja to waifs of the street, from holy
Brahmins to despised hanjis, but most of them are of the small
but influential pundit class already described in Chapter VI.
The school contains faces of all hues, dresses of all kinds,
long hair, plaited pigtails, shaven crowns.

“ A Kashmiri is as different from a European as a sheep
is from a war-horse,” says the Principal, in a private letter;
and it would be hard to imagine a greater contrast to an
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is therefore polluting ; that manual toil degrades, and to touch
a chappar would therefore lower him to the hanji’s level ;
that any active exertion is unworthy of a gentleman’s dignity,
He is full of self-complacency over being a holy Brahman
by caste. He has no consciousness of sin as Christians
understand it, and no dread of defilement from “the things
that proceed out of the man.”

He will sit at his books all day long and dearly loves
cramming for an examination. He will sleep and work in
alternate shifts of two hours the whole night in order to write
himself F.A., or B.A., or M.A,, as the stepping-stone to get
a snug official post. When he finds games and gymnastics
on his time-table he remonstrates, declaring he has come
to school to learn and not to play. He much prefers in-
struction in Christianity to athletics, will ask to read the
Bible out of school, and will engage in pious conversation
on the most holy subjects for hours. Then when the unsus-
pecting missionary is rejoicing over an out-spoken inquirer,
on whom he has expended time and effort for months, he
receives such a letter as this one actually sent to Mr. Tyndale-
Biscoe by a Mohammedan: “I believe in Christ, and wish
to be baptised”; then came a postscript, containing the pith
of the communication: “ Please find me a lucrative post, a
house, and a Christian wife.”

Is it possible to turn such lads as these into manly
Christians? The question had a decided answer a few
months after Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe’s arrival from a young
officer who stood on the banks of the Jhelum watching his
efforts to get some high-caste boys to pull an Englsh oar.
“So you think that you will get these lazy Brahmans to
row, do you? You might as well try to change a leopard’s
spots or a nigger’s skin as attempt that. The best thing
you can do is to pack up your boxes and go back to England,
There are plenty of people to be converted there.” Others
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annual C.M.S. grant was raised from R.1,800 to R.3,000
early in 1897, and is now R.6,000. Even this is scarcely
half of the whole expense of upkeep; and in 1898 the fees
charged amounted to hardly one-thirteenth of the outlay.
For the balance the Principal and his friends are entirely
responsible—a state of things which may be compared with
the facts already given about the Hospital. Yet, fees, daily
Christian teaching, and compulsory games notwithstanding,
the C.M.S. School more than holds its own. In November,
1895, Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe wrote in a private letter: * For
some reason unknown to me, the sons of the big men here
are leaving the State School and coming to the Mission
School. One has to be very careful in one’s treatment of
them, as they imagine they are dukes, and if one 1s too severe
upon their cheek, they leave.” In October, 1898, the number
of boys had risen to fifteen hundred, and as the accommo-
dation was overcrowded, fees had to be raised to reduce
numbers,

While the State School keeps them at the books they love
from morning to night, athletics have from the first been
prominent in the Mission School curriculum. As early as 1886
native friends were subscribing to a cricket club; in 1892 a
fire brigade was formed, which has not only done good service
in the frequent conflagrations at Srinagar, but is an invaluable
lesson in practical humanity, an almost unknown thing outside
Christendom., Kvery day an hour is spent in the gymnasium,
where the giant stride is the favourite appliance ; every Thursday
there is compulsory cricket and football en masse; besides
voluntary games daily, and boating and swimming once or
twice a week in summer. Now, football cannot easily be
played in a pheran,

In other ways unceasing war is waged with dasfur. A boy
must “ eat shame,” for instance, when his dirty face is publicly
scraped with a knife. ““Our keenness,” says the 1899 report,
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matter Irenc writes: “ Through various old boys who are em-
ployed in the department we have heard disgraceful accounts
of the deliberate attempts to bribe and intimidate them to give
false evidence against the innocent ; and it is good to hear of
these lads standing firm in the midst of the universal cor-
ruption.” *You have made me a man,” said one old boy to the
Principal. “ Formerly, if I saw someone lying by the roadside
I would go on, thinking it was no affair of mine ; now I would
try to help him,” Even more encouraging was it to hear on
a stormy night when they were finding their way down a
precipice, ¢ Please, sir, let me go first” ; or after there had
been a row and an inquiry, “It was not his fault, sir; I
did it.” So the modest and plucky, the frank and truthful,
the cheerful and helpful, the kind-hearted and loyal type of
character gradually begins to be.

«Is this all ?” some may ask. “Is it.not much?” one asks
in return. But it is not all. Of still more important results
we must not expect precise statistics. “I take it for granted,”
says the Principal, “that you will understand that I should
not be here spending all my time amongst the boys every
day if 1 had not the one great central truth at heart—Christ
Jesus, the Saviour of the world, whom the Kashmiris do not
know. My work here and the work of my colleagues never
will or can be complete till every man, woman, and child
have become not merely followers in name, but true Christians,
as we say here, pakka followers of Jesus, the Son of Man,
the Son of God. Nor can this people be great or good or
noble until they have God’s Holy Spirit in their hearts.”

At the daily Bible lesson the taught are more eager than
the teacher. It is followed by an address to the whole school,
illustrated with Scripture pictures. On Sunday afternoons
there is a Bible class, at which attendance is entirely voluntary.
The number rose from fifty in February, 1896, to over seventy
on Easter Day, and in January, 1897, from sixty to seventy
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starved, and so quietly made away with. Thirty years after
Elmslie began work in Kashmir not one pundit had been
baptised.

If, therefore, the value of missionary work is to be gauged
by number of converts, undoubtedly the most satisfactory
missionary method in India is preaching in bazars to men
who have nothing worldly to lose, and who may have some-
thing worldly to gain by accepting the creed of the ruling
Briton. And people who only want stirring tales of mis-
sionary success must turn to the triumphs of the Gospel
among the unsophisticated pagans of Africa and the South
Seas rather than to educational missions in India. But if it
is worth while to mould in accordance with Christian ideals
the most promising young manhood of an important nation,
as the manhood of our own nation was moulded slowly
a millennium ago, then what missionary has a grander oppor-
tunity than the master of such a school as this? If com-
fortable Christians at home ask why have not those whom
he convinces of the truth the courage of their convictions,
one can only emphasise the answer, Baptism may mean death ;
it must mean becoming an outcast. None can judge the
Kashmiri lad who defers the moment of open confession save
persons whose own religious convictions are in deed, not in
word, dearer to them than all their property, all their reputa-
tion, all their prospects, all their friends, all their kinsfolk, and
life itself.

The leaders of any enterprise become so much a part of it
themselves that they can hardly appreciate its character and
value ; and the estimate of it formed by the mere visitor may
be as one-sided as it must be superficial. Hence Irene’s
descriptions of the C.M.S. School, already to some extent
drawn upon, are worth quoting. She watched its working
from month to month as one whose own task lay elsewhere,
and her enthusiasm for it manifestly grows. “1 can imagine
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new branch schools were opened, and four or five more were
asked for. In the end the order in Council was annulled
through the intervention of the Acting Resident, Captain
Chenevix Trench.

Irene gave her first lesson to some eighty boys in the
Habba Kadal School on January 16th, 1896, a month after
her arrival at Holton Cottage. In March she examined the
boys of the first and second classes in the Urdu version of
St, Matthew, and corrected papers in Roman history.

On March 28th she writes: ‘““One feels more and more
what an immense silent work the Mission Schools are doing.
One would like all the Christians with tongues and pens and
purses to see and hear what I have seen and heard. Then
Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe would no longer wish in vain for some
University men as assistants, and for sufficient funds. . . .
Many good people withhold the gifts they might give because
in the present stage they cannot count out baptised converts.”

During the annual festivals of certain gods the school is
closed. Recognising that it is out of school that the most
valuable lessons can be taught, the Principal has proposed,
as a counter-attraction to these festivals, expeditions to the
Wular Lake. A few years ago the proposal was met with
a dead, discouraging silence, and even the handful who
were coaxed into accepting the invitation backed out of
the trip, daunted by its possible dangers, at the last
moment. Nowadays, however, so many want to go, that only
the most satisfactory boys and most promising oarsmen have
a chance of being taken. Board and lodging under canvas
are supplied on condition that the boys will work ; and when
they must pull hard at the oar hour after hour to get in before
nightfall, they have no time to think of the ignominy of
hanji’s work and the terrors of twilight demons. Nor do
they find their footing on the mountain-tops disputed by any
supernatural powers. So they enjoy a holiday invigorating to
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or alone with the Padre Sahib come home to them as they
could not do in the city, and their hearty and intelligent
singing of hymns to the ‘baby organ’ is a delight to
listen to.”

Heavy rain during three nights and two days brings out
the best side of the Kashmiri character—a contentment that
makes light of hardships : nothing seems to damp the spirits
of the whole party; the more it rains, the louder the boys
sing and laugh in their soaking tents.

Some adventures add zest to the trip. One day the Padre
Sahib and a party of twenty-eight, with the Fanny and another
boat, accomplish the unprecedented feat of travelling to
Baramula and back between 6.45 a.m. and 8 p.m., sixty miles
in all, and the boys, many of whom have never been so
far from home before, feel quite like heroes at the great
journey they have made.

Another day they cross the lake to Bandipur.  Their
co-religionists there refuse to give or sell them any food,
and as they cannot touch food prepared by those of another
religion, they have to return hungry, realising that the law-
givers of Hinduism could never have travelled. While they
are recrossing the lake a storm comes on, and the Blanche
has to lay to, and wait for the fanny to rescue her crew
and take her in tow. One boy says, “I am not afraid of being
drowned myself, but I have a little brother, and he will be
so sorry if I go down,” The three women left at Zurimanz—

Looked at the squall, and they looked at the shower,
And the night rack came rolling up ragged and brown.

It is very late and dark when at last they hear shouts and oars
plashing, and run down with lanterns to welcome the party,
whom the villagers put up in their mosque, as the tents
are soaking. A rumour reaches Srinagar that they have
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place in Irene’s life, and she describes her mornings there
as the most interesting in the whole week. She taught,
as we have seen, in the Habba Kadal School, early in
1896, She thus describes teaching, later in the year, at
the Renawari School: “I have the pleasure at present of
taking a little share in the school work, and very delightful
pupils these intelligent boys are. From one school in a
distant suburb on the Dal Lake the school boat comes to
meet me, manned by over a dozen pundits, who, after saluting
with their oars, row the teacher swiftly, among the willows and
bulrushes and lotus, to the school, where seventy or eighty boys
are gathered for the Bible lesson, at which they answer well.”
When deep snow made the expedition to the Renawari School
impossible, she taught in the Amira Kadal School. She says:
“Tam going through the Book of Daniel, a very interesting
subject, one’s point of view with Hindu boys, who are all
students of Persian, being strangely different from what it
would be in an English class. More advanced Scripture
teaching with smaller senior classes follows, and here a
knowledge of the Gospel narratives is shown that would shame
many English children. Finally, there is an English lesson,
which has its comic side as regards pronunciation.”

Her pupils wrote out and sent in to her for correction the
texts they learned. She received every week from fifty to a
hundred of these, some illustrated and illuminated after the
gaudy and elaborate Kashmiri fashion. Mrs. Grimke had kindly
sent a number of her well-known polyglot Scripture cards,
which were given to successful scribes as rewards. A pupil
who wrote out his text particularly well was one of two brothers,
sons of a monarch claiming descent from Alexander the Great,
whose stronghold had been stormed by Colonel Durand in
the Hunza Nagar expedition of 1891, and who was now
detained in Hari Parbat Fort as a prisoner of state. Mr.
Tyndale Biscoe relates how his eldest son was brought to
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Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe, who in his annual letter to headquarters
speaks of Miss Petrie as “a very great acquisition,” pictures
her influence among his boys as splendid, and says the mere
carrying of her sketching matenals on such expeditions was an
education to them. In his 1898 report he recounts ““some of
the labour lovingly given by her in connexion with the schools,”
saying: “She filled a great want in teaching Scripture, and
the boys much appreciated her visits. . . . Whenever she could
find a spare hour she devoted it to painting, for which she
had a great gift, and sold her paintings for the good of the
school funds. . . . But above all her special gifts for painting
and teaching was her personality, ever bright and cheery. No
matter what her state of health, or weariness of brain or body
in her work, she was ever the same, ever a beam of sunlight
and brightness which never seemed dimmed, because she
lived and worked not for herself but for her Saviour and for
those to whom He had sent her.”

The attractive power of the “personality” spoken of here
had struck a London acquaintance, who, after meeting her
again in 1895, wrote: “Dear, sweet, beautiful creature!
I thought when I saw her that merely to look at her was
enough to convert a heathen. There was a look of
exquisite purity and refinement such as only Christianity can
produce.”

So little idea had she herself of any capacity for work
among the boys of Kashmir, that when mentioning the
C.E.Z.M.S. reinforcements she had playfully lamented thus:
“Tt does seem a pity that some of us cannot be turned into
efficient men, to be twice as useful as a pack of women.”

But remembering the deep-rooted contempt of the Hindus
for the weaker sex, and the inordinate value they set on intel-
lectual attainment, one can easily imagine that the “Niki Mem,”
with her beaming face, her sweet voice, her culture, her trained
skill in teaching, her independence, and her gentle dignity, all
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fittings of this, the first Christian church in Kashmir, were
likewise almost all freewill offerings of or through those who
had already given themselves to God for the evangelisation
of that land. Miss Hull gave the font, Miss Pryce-Browne
the ewer, Miss Coverdale the lectern. The chancel rails
were a gift from one of Irene’s friends in Philadelphia, who
wrote to her that ‘““they had already flashed their blessing
across the seas to America”; the reading-desk was a gift
from the Penshurst Gleaners (see p. 210); the Holy Table
represented the proceeds of a lecture on Kashmir delivered in
Montreal at Irene’s instigation,—nearly all these things, given
by dwellers in three different continents, were of native work
in finely carved cedar and walnut wood. Irene's own charac-
teristic offering, purchased out of the proceeds of sketches of
Kashmir sold in India, Great Britain, and Canada, was the
organ, of solid polished oak with a full and sweet tone. She
secured the kind interest of Mr. Henry Bird in choosing and
despatching it from London, and lent it for the summer to
All Saints’ Church, which had been opened on May 3rd.
The Bishop of Lahore arrived on September 1oth with his
chaplain, the Rev. Edmund Wigram, son of the late Honorary
Secretary of the C.M.S. Other visitors for the occasion were
Colonel Broadbent, C.B., with his wife and daughter, staying
at the C.E.Z. House; and the Rev. Cecil Barton (C.M.S.,
Multan), staying at Holton Cottage. Miss Broadbent became
Mrs. Cecil Barton in October, 1896 ; and in November, 1899,
Mr. Barton was transferred from the Punjab to Srinagar.
Early on September 1zth Irene and Miss Howatson were
decorating St. Luke’s with flowers, Irene thus describes
its dedication: “All the Indian and Kashmiri Christians
came, and a large number of the English inhabitants, headed
by the Resident, Sir Adelbert Talbot. The choir was led
by some of our party, and Dr. E. Neve played the organ.
Dr. A. Neve received the Bishop and six clergy, who came to
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quietly and reverently done, and so delightful. . . . The
evening service was even heartier than that in the morning ;
many said it was like a home church service. The clever
bandmaster, who is organist now, and plays up to a first-rate
professional standard, said it was the best service he had
ever heard in India. Yet it was certainly no mere perform-
ance, but a congregation all praising God together, as in St.
Mary Abbots. For anthem we had my most dearly beloved
air and words from St. Paul,—

O Thou, the true and only Light,
Direct the souls that walk in night,

as a quartette, taken by the four singers of the morning.” At
the special request of the chaplain, the Rev. G. A. Ford,
Irene and Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe sang some oratorio solos on
the following Tuesday, at a further service attended by many
not usually church-goers.

The Bishop also gave the prizes in the School; visited
the Hospital, and described it as a model of what a mission
hospital should be; consecrated the English cemetery, and
held two confirmations—one at All Saints’, where the candidates
included two daughters of a Unitarian who had been under
the influence of the C.M.S. missionaries ; and one in St.
Luke’s, where eleven candidates, representing seven nation-
alities, professed their faith. Having thus confirmed the
souls of the disciples, and exhorted them to continue in the
faith,” that “real father in God to all under his jurisdiction ”
went on his way ; and two years later, on December 2nd, 1898,
after an episcopate of nearly eleven years, he was suddenly
called home. He had preached with all his usual power
on the evening of Advent Sunday about the Church’s duty
to proclaim the witness of Christ’s Kingdom to the world,
exhorting his hearers to be ready, should the summons come
that night, to answer gladly, “ Even so, come, Lord Jesus.’






292 IRENE PETRIE

A letter from the wife of an Englishman holding an impor-
tant State appointment at Srinagar, who is herself very nearly
related to a well’known Indian general and to a well-known
Indian statesman, speaks thus of the relation between the
station and missionary communities there: “I know and can
fully sympathise with the deep interest which you feel in this
subject, which bears so closely upon the life of your gifted and
beloved sister. I have been in various stations in India which
were centres of missionary work, and have seldom seen the
same spirit of friendship and co-operation as exists in Kashmir
between the workers and the ordinary English community. To
me it seems a pity that the two parties should not always be ‘in
touch,’ as both would benefit by freer intercourse, and more
influence would be brought to bear on the work done by the
missionaries. . . . That we are more fortunate in this respect
in Kashmir is, in my private opinion, due to the personality
of the missionaries themselves, most of whom are men and
women of culture and good social position, and endowed with
gifts and qualities which win not only admiration but also
friendship and support. Foremost among them was your
sister, and it was with much pleasure that I heard of the
endeavour to raise a fund to her memory, which I hope will
meet with due success.”

The residents in Srinagar, who are to be distinguished from
the great tide. of visitors to Kashmir that sets in with spring
and recedes again mn autumn, consist of some fifty or sixty
Europeans connected with the military and civil service, en-
gineering, and commerce, varying much in character and in
social position. Both with them and with the Eurasian com-
munity the missionaries cultivated friendship, enlisting the help
of some of them for work that did not demand their own special
training or knowledge of languages. There was the Resident,
who always read the lessons in All Saints’ Church, and whom
the Maharaja had learned to trust and respect for his known
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winter 1894-95 was to be relieved by a series of concerts in
the Library, and they came to the missionaries for really good
music, Irene on one occasion taking part in eleven out of
eighteen performances, either as vocalist, instrumentalist, or
accompanist. Every resident practically was there, and they
acknowledged this help by devoting half the proceeds to the
C.M.S. Hospital, the other half going to the All Saints’
Building Fund.

Outside the fashionable world were the small officials, some
of them Eurasians, a class that won Irene’s sympathy here
as in Lahore. She observed that many of them sent their
children to a Roman Catholic school at Murree, not because
they were Roman Catholics, but because the education was
good and cheap; also that some were too far off to attend the
Sunday school already described in Chapter VIII. So in
January, 1897, she started a second Sunday school at the house
of one of the mothers of these children, and found English-
speaking boys and girls “quite a holiday after zenana women.”

Her Easter choir of telegraph clerks has been mentioned.
These young men were often welcomed to Holton Cottage
for pleasant evenings, to whose pleasantness Irene was always
ready to contribute. It is amusing to see her on one day
transposing Adam’s “Cantique de Noél” into another key
to suit the fine voice of the important British Resident at a
great Oriental court elsewhere in India, and on another day
improvising a piano accompaniment to the violin of a shy
Eurasian clerk, who had left all his music “down country.”
Alcohol proves at least as insidious a temptation in India as
it does here, and the missionaries realised that their friendli-
ness had not been in vain when, after the midnight service on
New Year's Eve, 1896, five of these clerks signed the pledge.

One of Irene’s fellow-workers remarks that the comparative
dearth of good music and intellectual interest in Srinagar
must have been a real privation to one oi her antecedents.
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in two Indian cities may be quoted, one a case of trouble
through wrongful accusation, the other a case of deep need :(—
“ How kind and sympathetic of you to have written such

a sweet letter ! . . . Many, many sincere thanks for your help
in prayer; it is all in all to us just now, and we are most
grateful to feel God has so blessed us with friends. . . . 1

have read your letter more than once, for it is most consoling.”

“Some time back you sent me a very comforting verse to
think of from the Word of God. Will you please send me
another message of peace and love. I do feel so thankful
for the privilege of writing to you sometimes.”

The words of three of her fellow-missionaries will fitly con-
clude this subject :—

Miss Pryce-Browne says: ‘“Irene had a wonderful influence
on society in Srinagar, not by what she said but by what
she was.”

Miss Phillips, whom we meet later, says: “Irene’s broad-
minded outlook and delight in all that was good, and her wonder-
ful power of attracting love, gave her a great influence over the
whole community at Srinagar. Her tact and sympathy brought
out all that was best in those she came into contact with, and
made them think of themselves in a way that stimulated them
to become their best selves. Upon merely worldly people
she made a great impression, not by what she said, for she
never thrust religion upon them ; but what she was compeiled
them to respect the principles she professed. No one else
could fill the place she filled here.”

Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe, at a public meeting in Kensington in
January, 1899, spoke thus: “ Perhaps Miss Petrie’s strongest
point was the way in which she used her opportunities of inter-
course with the Europeans. Everyone was obliged to allow
that she was there wholly for the love of God. Artist and
musician, and most accomplished, she was always well received,
and won many to care for missionary work. It is not easy
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of making all possible provision for their health and comfort
in the field, and of insisting that they get rest and change
enough after their arduous toils in an exhausting climate.
Missionaries are breaking down at undermanned stations ;
thousands of cities and villages are still unevangelised; the
cry for more workers comes from all parts of the world.
Of five hundred and forty-five who recently approached the
C.M.S. with more or less articulate offers of service, only a
hundred were accepted, of whom seventy-seven had first to
be trained. And all experience suggests that of the twenty-
three ready to go at once, some will soon be invalided home
or die at their posts.

It is right to set up a high standard of qualification ;
and it is equally right to guard against all preventable
waste of life and health in those sent forth. But great is
the responsibility of others who hold back when they are
qualified to go, for they cannot say, The work we might
do there will be done as well, perhaps better, by some-
one else if we stay at home. There is indeed need to pray
that in the day of God’s power His people may offer them-
selves willingly (Ps. cx. 3). One may doubt, however, if
Europeans can ever win India or any other heathen land as
a whole. Their work is rather to win its future evangelists
from among their countrymen, and as Bishop Selwyn used
to say, *“ The white corks are only to float the black nets.”
Lastly, that there is at work a Divine Power that “ can save
by few” is demonstrated by comparing missionary resources
with missionary achievements. When Gideon, at the head
of 32,000 men, met the multitudes of the children of the East,
“ innumerable as locusts,” at least 135,000 in number, he was
making no common venture of faith. But less than one in
a hundred of his warriors stood the test imposed on them,
and starting with one to four, he was not given the victory
till he had one to four hundred and fifty of the enemy,
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November (to the College by Post): “ For almost uninter-
rupted opportunity for work, and many helps by the way since
1896 began, there is great cause for thankfulness, though there
may not be much of excitement or romance to relate. . . .
There is ever-growing interest in knowing and loving the pupils
better, and watching a growing love in them for what we have
come to tell them, . . . Occasionally indifference proves worse
than opposition ; but sometimes one has the happiness of
watching it changing to interest. In one house the sowing
once seemed to be by the wayside, and among thorns, for the
young girls almost hailed the distractions caused by barking
dogs, crowing cocks, roaring babies, and shouting mothers.
Now these same girls are models of reverence and attention,
they coax the poor wee babies into quietness, and begin to
remember and understand what they hear in their lessons. . .
There i1s indeed a rich field of work in Kashmir and the lands
near, and our small mission party can do but a little, I
suggested lately to a pupil leaving Srinagar that there might
be a lady where she was going who would help her to continue
learning. ‘It is a little village,” she replied; ‘what Miss
Sahib would have time to come and teach us?'”

Annual letter to C.M.S. Headquarters, January, 1897 : *“ The
total number of pupils, not all under instruction simultaneously,
has been about sixty. . . . Both Urdu and Hindi are studied,
and in some houses conversation has to be entirely in
Kashmiri. . . , In addition to school work and a certain amount
of miscellaneous teaching, I have been able to pay over six
hundred zenana visits, when a Bible lesson has been given,
during 1896. . . . One is more and more glad to be in this
needy place, though we look increasingly to the help of those
who cannot be here themselves in intercession for more of the
life- and love-giving power of the Holy Spirit.”

Press of work from day to day can have left little time for
preparing all these lessons; but every hour of patient Bible
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and sometimes apparently hopeless grind at alphabet and
syllables.”

Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe writes: “ Irene toiled away so patiently
and bravely, but it was often very discouraging and uphill
work ; the hardness of the women and their utter incapacity
to grasp or even to listen to the Gospel story were very
trying at times to dear Irene. One was sometimes tempted
to think she was lost on Kashmir; yet no work for the Lord
is in vain, and her call to glory may be His way for her
to glorify Him. It was indeed a laying all at the Master’s
feet when she came here.”

The onlooker rather than the combatant can foresee
the issue of such a scattered and prolonged warfare as
this. Here, for instance, are some significant words from
an article recently written by a Mohammedan in India, in
which sullen hostility gives place to passionate and almost
panic-stricken denunciation of missionaries generally, and
zcnana missionaries particularly: “The missionaries who
pour like a flood into this country are striking deadly blows
at the root of our faith, . .. If we let them work un-
molested, if we allow English women to undermine our
faith, in a few years (if, indeed, one Mussulman remain in
India) our knees will be feeble, our heart faint, our religion
gone.”

On her return in 1895 Irene had resumed her Bible class
for Christian women, but some of her pupils had left Srinagar,
and the small flock of native Christians had become still
smaller because some had been drawn into another fold.
She writes: “The Roman Catholics did some sheep-
stealing recently, and got a ward assistant at the Hospital,
a very ignorant old Christian, and his boys, little more
than infants.” Mr. Knowles’s account in his annual letter
to headquarters says that the man was bringing so much
reproach on the Name of Christ by his laziness and constant






284 IRENE PETRIE

Werthmiiller, of Peshawar, whom we shall meet again, with
Miss Hull and Miss Edgley, of Clarkabad, a fourth C.E.Z.
lady, came to Yetchgam. The doctors operated successfully
on the wife of the lumbardar—that is, the hereditary tax-
gatherer, the headman of the village, on whose character and
influence its prosperity largely depends. They relieved many
other suffering women, preached, and left Gospels with those
who could read. “ Man goeth forth unto his work and to
his labour until the evening, that is God’s plan for us,” said
Dr. Butler, as they turned homeward from an arduous fort-
night’s work in this and other villages; and within seven
weeks her own evening fell suddenly, as we have told in
Chapter VI. But the seed had not been sown in vain.
The lumbardar’s son read their books diligently.

Five years after, in November, 1894, Miss Hull went by in-
vitation to Yetchgam with Irene, who says: “ We rode through
the now dry rice fields, where the last of the crop was being
threshed in primitive fashion, then across one of the flat
chalk tablelands a few hundred feet above the valley, then
down to the hollow with its pretty brook and grove of
grand crimson chenars, under which the tumbledown houses
were clustered. We had lunch in the lumbardar’s garden ;
the feast began with fruit and nuts, then toffee and sweets,
then curried mutton, lastly chapatis, honey, custard pudding,
and tea. The family and their friends assembled on all
sides to see the lions fed. Then Miss Hull and I sang
bhajans to the guitar, and she spoke on the story of Zaccheeus
in Kashmiri. Medicines and presents were distributed, and
we went on to another house, where over thirty (not counting
babies) gathered and listened with rapt attention to the story
of the Prodigal Son. We rode home by moonlight.”

In December, 1895, as Irene was leaving the house of
the Chief Justice’s wife, she found the son of the lumbardar of
Yetchgam waiting for her at the ghat, to secure, if possible,






286 IRENE PETRIE

trying to give it to the pupils here,” writes Irene, *. .. On
December 29th the whole British community, with hardly
an exception, accepted Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe’s invitation to
a carol concert. . . . Mr. Millais lent his American organ,
and the old English church, an unconsecrated building, was
decorated with crimson hangings, mistletoe, and pine and ivy,
and the text, ‘Good tidings of great joy to all people.’
Every seat was filled, and the audience were asked to refrain
from applause as the concert was sacred. About seventy
were present, and the concert was repeated for some fifty
English-speaking native gentlemen.” Irene’s share in the
music was a large one.

So she entered on the last seven months of her life ; and
none of the friends in England had her more in their hearts
than two who thus worded their wishes for 1897 : “I carnestly
hope it will be your best year, my dearest Irene.” “ May
the new year of your life be to you one of increasing know-
ledge of the power of Christ’s-Resurrection.” Truly fulfilled
were both wishes.

From the day she began Urdu at The Willows Irene had
been labouring without intermission at three languages. An
Indian missionary who has passed the first examination in
Urdu has a choice between a further examination in Urdu or
one in the language of his own district. Irene having passed
in Urdu in 1895, accordingly presented herself in 1897 for
examination in Kashmiri, a tongue in which two Europeans
had hitherto been examined, some half-dozen only having
learned it. The language is difficult and uncertain in itself,
and there are hardly any books to help the student. Nor
is it easy to express oneself colloquially with the limited
vocabulary of the uneducated, for whom the more accurate
terms borrowed from Sanskrit, Persian, and Arabic by the
translators of the Bible into Kashmiri would be unintelligible.

In the first months of 1897 she worked for four or five






288 IRENE PETRIE

Dr. A. Neve wrote a few months later: “You probably
know how brilliantly she passed her Kashmiri examination.
Her examiners rejoiced in the thought that these linguistic
powers would open to her the hearts of hundreds of women
in the dark city of Srinagar.”

The very day after the examination, and amid all her usual
work, she wrote for the mail of April 3rd the Letter to School-
girls inserted at the end of this chapter. The request for it
from the Headquarters of the C.M.S. had expressed a hope
that when she came home on furlough she might be able to
give special help “in interesting bright, keen girls at our
best schools.” They also asked for an illustrated article for
The Gleaner, which was never written.

A few days’ absence with Miss Pryce-Browne in October
had been the only break in nearly eight months’ work, and the
examination had left her weary and troubled with an obstinate
cough. So she was quite ready for the annual school outing
to the Wular Lake, April gth to 23rd, which proved pleasanter
than any of their trips hitherto. Mr. and Mrs. Tyndale-Biscoe
took forty-two boys, and all went well. “ Even I,” writes Irene
on April 15th, “am not ambitious nowadays about getting
a certain amount done, and so many expeditions fitted in.
I am just lazing for a while, and already feel a different
creature, One comes to a point at which it seems impossible
to go on giving out and teaching without a little pause for
taking breath and getting change of thought.” Dr. Andrew
Murray’s Jesus Himself was her companion on this holiday,
and she took with her “Biscuit,” a horse she had just
purchased, which new possession enabled her to see more
of the “ Happy Valley” in the next three months than she
had seen in all the preceding three years. On Easter Day
Jusuf, the Ladaki, the only Asiatic Christian in the camp,
made the fourth communicant. In the afternoon Mr. Tyndale-
Biscoe held his pundits’ Bible class, and Irene looked up some
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clean things; a review, at which the Maharaju’s troops looked
very soldierly, though not gorgeous, in khaki; a féfe in the
Residency Gardens; and a great durbar, a very gay and
interesting sight, at which the Maharaja entertained all the
sahib 16g, including the missionaries. At the military sports
in the afternoon of Jubilee Day a telegram was handed to
the Resident, who showed it to us at once. It was the dear
Queen’s own message, and we read it with such a thrill,
within half an hour of its despatch by her own hand.”
Irene’s power to do and to enjoy were apparently as great
as ever. Thrice in her last week at Srinagar she made three
expeditions into the city in one day; ‘“organist at four
services ” is the entry for her last Sundays; the friends who
feared that day was too arduous for her already could not
dissuade her from undertaking what was so great a delight to
herself. “ Her bright enjoyment of everything made her
always the life of any little party,” says Miss Hull; “and
her music was an unfailing source of pleasure to us all.”
“She was the life of the mission,” says Dr. Neve ; “and with
all her inexhaustible activity there was no appearance of rush
or flurry. She would spend a social evening, entertaining
us with her music and conversation, and then retire to
write letters till 2 am.” “ Her amazing energy enabled her
to accomplish much in her short life,” says Miss Pryce-Browne ;
“and it is hard to imagine Srinagar without her,” “In three
years she accomplished,” says Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe, ‘‘what
it would have taken another ten or twelve years to do.”
She herself wrote to a friend who had her inmost con-
fidence : *“ Ask for me that I may more fulfil those lines,—

Striving less to serve Thee much,
Than to please Thee perfectly.”

And what the companions of those closing months emphasise
most, and in a way very significant to those who had known
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as the kind judgment is just was a lesson she had fully
taken ta heart. Not only is there the deepening appreciation
of what was admirable in each of her colleagues, the constant
record of small kindnesses and courtesies shown to herself;
but also the qualifying statement when she is obliged to
mention what is to anyone’s discredit, the merciful allowances
made for those to whom others were merciless. She rose to
the requirement of the aged St. Paul that *the Lord’s servant
must be gentle towards all.”

And she left many things unsaid and undescribed that
fill a large place in much private correspondence. “Had
she,” one asks, ““no unsatisfactory friends, no trying col-
leagues, no worrying acquaintances, no inconsiderate com-
panions, no stupid helpers, no dilatory tradesmen, no
careless servants; were hopeless weather, uncomfortable
accommodation, wearing delays, vexatious losses, bodily aches
and pains unknown to her experience?” If they were known,
she neither brooded over them nor chronicled them.

Miss Pryce-Browne, who lived in closest intimacy with
her for six months, says: “Irene’s unselfishness and the
humility that never claimed anything for herself were
wonderful. Her wide sympathies gave her a marvellous
memory for everyone’s concerns, and enabled her to enter
into their lives ; and for everyone she had a kind word. Her
thoughtfulness for others appeared in many little things. In
trying conditions of work and climate it is hard for a mis-
sionary to be always bright and amiable, as she was.
Returning from a long and harassing day in the city, she
would refrain from saying a single word about her own
experiences, but promptly enter into mine.”

*So many things in her daily life,” says Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe,
“little things in themselves, were the very things which helped
those around her to live the unselfish and the:efore the happy
Christian life she lived "
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IRENE PETRIE
BY MRS, C. E. TYNDALE-BISCOE

It is an impossible task to write anything that can do full
justice to such a beautiful and bright life as dear Irene’s was,
but I will do my best to give a few little glimpses of what
she was to us and to the work in Kashmir,

There are many people who can talk beautifully, and can
win much praise and respect from the outside world, but
it is not everyone’s life that can stand close inspection. We
had the privilege of having Irene in our home for a year,
and can only say that her presence was one continual joy
to us, and the longer we knew her the more could we see
how her outward life was fed by the inward Power. She was
one who had laid all her gifts and talents, which were many,
at her Master's feet, and had learnt how to pass on the
Love of Christ not merely by words but by deeds also.

She would be the last to wish anyone to speak of her
wholeheartedness, unless it was for some practical purpose.
So let me recall a few facts in her Kashmiri life, that they
may be helpful to others.

r. It is well known how gifted she was in intellect, and
what a power she had for retaining what she read, so much
so that she was to us as an ever-ready book of reference.
Remember her powers, and now look at her work. She
has for some time been giving a Kashmiri girl lessons
in reading, and has at last succeeded in teaching her the
first page of the Urdu Primer ; the lessons are interrupted
for a short time, and when she returns the girl has forgotten
everything, and all has to be begun over again. And time
after time she would visit at the same house and repeat
the same Gospel message without seemingly making any
impression. But bravely she would plod on until a gleam of
intelligence would dawn on the dull faces of the listeners












298 IRENE PETRIE

sometimes visit the Indian Museum at South Kensington you
may see sketches of the people, the city life on the river banks,
and a panorama from a high hill near here of the central valley
through which the Jhelum flows, and of the great Himalayas
beyond between us and India. Pictures, however, give but a
faint idea of the glory of the scenery at certain times of the
year, and the strange varicties of aspect from plains round
Srinagar glowing with heat in summer and snow-blocked crags
and steeps high up where the cold may be Arctic. ..

People at home sometimes think that life out here must be
very romantic, and picture Arabian Night palaces and ladies
gorgeously robed and covered with jewels. A few days of
plodding through the unspeakable mud of unsavoury streets
and lanes in thaw time, and a few visits to the abodes of even
the well-to-do, would soon dispel some of the romantic ideas,
and leave squalor and shoddiness as the prevailing impressions.
What grandeur does a load of jewelry convey even when
real—and “ Brummagem ware” is not uncommon—when the
lady wearing it has a stained chaddar and dirty hands, and
when no corner of her house is free from dust and mess?

Then, again, there may be, and sometimes are, eager
listeners, but more often one has to realise that minds and
hearts asleep to all but the most material things have to be
treated as we should treat those of a small child. Perhaps
remembering what it was once to listen to a book or sermon
far beyond our comprehension, we can sympathise with these
poor things who all the time have possibilities of such good
in them. The sun’s rays penetrate the ice and snow and
let loose the waters to revive and fertilise, and the Light of
the Sun of Righteousness can and will penetrate their hearts
that the Word may do its work there, though it may be at
the cost of struggle.

Let me try and recall as examples of our pupils some houses
visited during the last few days. Here are some Sikh girls whe
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the mother had her weekly Bible reading, visitors from
Kishtewar and Nepal came in to listen and learn, too, so
representatives of four countries were assembled in that one
little room. Some had never heard the message before, but
seemed to understand well enough when I showed them
the little Hear? Book, and then, in view of the glistening
Pir Punjal snows opposite, taught them the prayer, “ Wash
me, and I shall be whiter than snow.”. ..

Now you have heard a few of our ups and downs in the
daily work here. Will you help us and those we work
among by praying for the power of God’s Holy Spirit here?
And will you think if you can do anything, either now or
later on, when after school days you will have more respon-
sibility in shaping your own course? In Ezek. xlvii. we
read of one sad thing along with the description of the river
of blessing—that the “miry places and the marishes shall
not be healed.” I sometimes think of that when passing
reen, stagnant pools with poisonous exhalations which lie
here and there, mear the running water of the river, and
yet separated from it. May it be that none of our lives
will stagnate into a mere passive state of “hoping we are
doing no harm,” but may we all know something of the
flow and fulness of the life-giving River shadowed in Ezekiel’s
vision !
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irene utters the thought of the little band at Srinagar to-day
when she writes in February, 1895: “ Needy as Kashmir is,
we who are here are often led to think of the still deeper
needs of those vast Central Asian regions, to many of which
this Valley is the highway, in which no missionaries of any
kind are working, and from some of which the request
for Christian teachers has come more than once.”

As we saw in Chapter VL, the great range of the Western
Himalayas divides two very different provinces ruled by the
Maharaja of Kashmir: the Vale of Kashmir, or basin of the
Thelum, to the south-west, whose people are Aryan by race
and Hindu and Moslem by religion ; and Ladakh, otherwise
known as Kashmiri Tibet, Tibetan Kashmir, or Little Tibet,
the basin of the Upper Indus, to the north-east, whose people
are Mongolian by race and Buddhist by religion.

As long ago as 1854 Mr. Clark and Colonel Martin
travelled into Ladakh to reconnoitre, and, mainly through
the munificence of Colonel Martin, a Moravian Mission was
established at Lahul. Need any reader be reminded that the
Moravians who went out in 1732 were the first organised band
of missionaries to the heathen from any reformed Church
(for the venerable S.P.G. laboured almost exclusively among
our own colonists then); that the Moravian is still the one
Church that has missions in all the five quarters of the
globe; that of its communicants one in 6o (as compared
with one in 3,500 of other reformed Churches) is a missionary ?
For 170 years the utter simplicity, unworldliness, and devotion
of these humble apostles has been a grand object lesson to
Christendom, and their converts are now three times as
numerous as the parent Church.

In 1885 the Moravians occupied Leh, the capital of Ladakh,
a most appropriate outpost for the spiritual warfare now being
waged on the confines of the Indian Empire. It is a
cosmopolitan city, where four languages are commonly spoken,
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“Though we cannot boast of great victories, striking results,
and great numbers of conversions, we are grateful to say that
the power of the Word is evidently proving itself in some
hearts.”

One Ladaki, formerly destined to be a Buddhist priest,
was brought in 18¢5 by Miss Kant to Srinagar for education,
and both Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe and Irene characterised him
as “the best native Christian that they knew.” Having
lived a plucky and consistent life in school and out of it
he returned to Leh, saying: *‘Sahib, I don’t want popularity
or power or wealth ; but what I do want is to go back to my
people to preach Jesus Christ and His saving power.” Irene
had taught him regularly ; he was present at her last Easter
Communion ; and we hear in 1899 of his continuing to speak
of her with the deepest reverence and affection. Two other
pupils of hers from Leh were described in Chapter VIII.

Dr. Neve hopes that the dominion of the Grand Lama
himself, the one country absolutely closed to KEuropeans,
may one day be evangelised by the Christians of Ladakh.
Meanwhile, Ladakh itself is waiting to be spiritually conquered
from Kashmir once more. Its religion, appropriately called
Lamaism, from its lamas or monks, is one of several religious
systems of which Buddhism is the generic name—systems
which differ almost as widely from each other as they do from
the original teaching of Siddartha, pictured in the beautiful
though largely mythical story which Sir Edwin Arnold has re-
told for Western readers. Its leading characteristic in Ladakh
is propitiation of evil spirits by means of grotesque ceremonial.
Empty and ruinous monasteries are among many signs of
its quiet decay at the present time, but what is to supersede
it? Islam makes steady progress in Ladakh ; and while “a
lie which is all a lie” (like demon-worship) “may be met
and fought with outright, a lie which is part a truth” (like
Islam) ‘“is a harder matter to fight.”
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whom I have never met, of my wish to travel in Ladakh. . . . 1
have such kind letters of welcome from the missionaries at Leh,
written when the plan was still only a castle in the air, which
I feared it would remain a week ago. It is most delightful for
me to be so happily provided for, and to have the prospect of
such an interesting journey to regions which I have long had
a strong desire to sce.”

The story of Irene’s journey from Srinagar, capital of
Kashmir, to Leh, capital of Ladakh, will be elucidated by a
preliminary sketch of the route, taken mainly from Mr. E. F,
Knight's IWhere Three Empires Meet, and Mrs. Bishop’s
Among the Tibetans.

The road, which lies due east along the highway from North
India to Central Asia, is in many places merely a rough bridle
path, along precipices and over landslips, diverted by unford-
able rivers, swept by avalanches, and exposed to tropical sun
and arctic gales. It is open to travellers during the later
summer months only, and even then is impossible for
vehicles, and in many parts dangerous for horses. 'The
journey is divided into nineteen marches, which means that
260 miles—a distance equal to that between London and
Newcastle—is traversed in a longer time than the journey
from London to Bombay now occupies.

Its first stages, up the Sind Valley to Sonamarg (“golden
meadow,” so called from the crocuses which stud its fields),
are by luxuriant pasture, dark pine forest, and towering snow
mountain, through some of the loveliest and most diversified
scenery in lovely Kashmir. A sudden ascent from Sonamarg
leads out of the Vale of Kashmir by the Zoji-La—that is, the
Zoji Pass—the lowest depression in the Western Himalayas,
11,500 feet high, their average height being 18,000 feet.
This may be described as a gigantic step into the highest
inhabited country in the world. Keen winds rush with
tremendous force between the vertical slate cliffs on each
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After two more passes, the Namika-1a (13,000 feet) and
the Futu-La (13,400 feet), the road descends to Leh by the
Valley of the Indus. |

The most weird and ghostly spot on the whole route is
Lamayuru, whose scenery is so bare and wild that it suggests
a landscape on the dead moon. Past Lamayuru the road
leads through a hot and glaring desert, the sky changes
from turquoise to copper hue, and a haze of the finest
granite dust fills the air. At last the traveller emerges
from the narrow gorges of the Indus on the wide expanse
of a valley in which Leh appears, nestling beneath a huge
monastery perched on a beetling crag. Being at an elevation
of 11,500 feet, the city itself stands higher than the summit
of Mount Etna, and the distant snow mountains closing in
the views from all its streets must recall Innsbrick. The
Empress of India is represented there by the British Joint
Commissioner, who settles all disputes arising between the
Maharaja’s subjects and those of the Emperors of China
and Russia; for in summer it is the meeting-place for the
Central Asian caravans; but as it is nearly 1,000 miles as
the crow flies from the sea, and about 5oo miles from the
railway, it may be regarded as one of the least accessible
cities in the world.

Irene began this arduous expedition in the best of spirits on
July 8th. In a letter written that day (which reached Canada
five days after the startling telegram announcing the bare
fact of her death) she does indeed remark: “ Fever has
been epidemic, and I have not quite escaped lately. However,
we look forward to losing all the ‘temperatures’ among the
hills.” Her friends seem also to have had some misgivings
about her. Miss Hull, who refused to believe that one with
Irene’s exquisitely fair complexion could be as “tough” as
she said she was, had observed that in one year she had done
three years’ work, getting up early and sitting up late; and
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Lodge at the disposal of ‘“the dear inmates of Holton
Cottage ” when they left Kashmir on furlough in the autumn.

The first twenty days of the journey are described in
Irene’s own graphic journal, supplemented by various letters.
For the closing ten days of her life there are the full records
penned to tell her nearest and dearest all they most wanted
to know by companions who cared for her as lovingly as they
themselves could have done. The impression made by the
whole narrative on those who have already seen it was uttered
not by a sentimental woman, but by a London business man,
who wrote: “In reading this story of her last journey one
seems to forget that it is the description of a summer holiday
expedition ; an inner meaning comes out of it, and one feels
that the ascent of those great mountain passes was indeed the
ascent to the Gate of the Heavenly City of one who was sc
fit to enter there.”

IRENE'S LasT JourNaLl

“ Thursday, July 8tk, is, after the manner of summer days in
Srinagar, scorchingly hot, and the final preparations for a long
journey, after all the days of winding up work, seem rather
like a bad dream. However, all is made easy and pleasant
by the kind aid of the friends at Holton Cottage. Farewells
are said to them at midday, on embarking in the dunga, which
carries tents, furniture, luggage, and the writer to Gunderbal.
The Dal Lake is glowing, and the mountains are misty in the
sunshine ; willow-trees and weeds give all a green effect, as
the waterlilies are over, and the time of rose-coloured lotus
and brown bulrushes has not yet arrived. The inhabitants
seem to have plenty to talk about, asusual, as the boat scrapes
under the bridges of the Mar Nullah Canal; and its roof

! Passages from letters are distinguished from the journal by being
enclosed in brackets.
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meeting : “It was just four weeks before she was called
Home that your beloved Miss Irene Petrie stepped off her
boat to greet us. I remember being struck by her brightness
then, as I was often afterwards, and we had a delightful
afternoon together. . . . I soon got to love her, she was so
thoughtful and did so many kind things unobtrusively. It
was a great pleasure to me to watch her sketching, and how
she loved singing!” Mrs. C. E. Tyndale-Biscoe writes:
“A letter from my sister-in-law with whom Irene dined at
Kangan, says, ¢ That kind Miss Petrie gave me another lesson
on the guitar last night. She told me her temperature was
up to 103° the night before, when she was all alone in
the dunga. I did feel sorry for her, but she seemed to
think it rather a joke, and appeared as well and cheery as
usual.’ 7]

“ July 1oth—The ascent to Gund is a typically lovely
march, between fresh green rice fields, trickling streams,
blossoming trees, the rushing river, grassy slopes, forest-clad
heights, and beyond, crags and snowy summits. Here, under
walnut-trees, tents are pitched for Swunday, July 11ik.

“ Monday, July 12tk is happily fine for that most beautiful
of marches, the ascent to Sonamarg, and grand indeed the
snow peaks and glaciers look above the endless pine forests.
In two places the roaring Sind River has burst right over
the path, and farther on we have our first experience of
the snow slopes on avalanche tracks before reaching the
green meadows of Sonamarg.

“ July 13th—Qur last ride among the pine forests to Baltal
is a very lovely one. Exquisite alpine flowers and asparagus
fern grow in clusters under the trees. Ilere and there
avalanches have fallen right across the river, which has forced
a way through, between high cliffs of ice and snow, leaving
a big snow slope on the bank, by which we are going,
Many of the mountains have pinnacles like the Chamonix






314 IRENE PLETRIE

the rushing river. At 4.30 p.m., after about ten hours’ walking,
we reach Matayan, where the stone-built, flat-roofed thana
for travellers has already a Central Asian look. Here our
tents flap vigorously in the bitter wind, and we pile on all
our wraps. The village is small, but quite a concourse of
patients assemble, to whom Miss Werthmiiller, the ‘ doctor
Miss Sahib,” ministers.

“ July 15¢h.—Weather looks forbidding, and we fecl rather
tired still. However, Matayan is not attractive enough to
detain us, and we start on again, down a bleak valley, brightened
only with a yellow, flowering, poisonous kind of samphire.
During the twelve miles’ march to Dras we pass a solitary
village of Pandras, where the poor, halfstarved looking people
must get a very scanty living on the late crops of barley
growing on the few ledges which can be irrigated and culti-
vated among these bleak heights. It is a relief to get into
the more open valleys and see small villages and patches of
green. The people must lead a strange, isolated life, and their
haggard faces and ragged, patched garments suggest great
poverty ; the coolies brought in response to our parwana
seem far weaker than Kashmiris. They wear conspicuous
Mussulman charms, and carry a steel and tinder-box for
kindling light with flints. Fuel is very scarce, the willows
in a tiny plantation by the thanadar’s house being almost
the only trees in the land. But all that we see gives a
pleasing impression on these Dras people. Two years ago,
when Dr. Neve passed through, he was greeted by an old
patient, who wished his little son to be given a Christian
education. This boy, Karema, has been living at Holton
Cottage ever since, and attending the C.M.S. School. All
like him as a bright, willing little fellow, and hope he may
become a true Christian and go and teach his own people
some day. As yet, however, he has much to learn. Lately,
when asked if he knew why the missionaries had come to
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to look at the green villages about Kargil, and our camp
on a hillside among poplars is a nice resting-place for
Sunday, July 18th. We read the service in the only shady
nook that can be found—a large stone by a stream under
scraggy willows. The midday heat is intense, and we are
glad to enjoy some cooler breezes in the starlight after dinner,
till startled by a stream of water which has just broken
through a nullah higher up the hill, bringing a small river
right through our tents,

“ July 19th.—Continued fatigue, fever, and the uncertainties
of the next march, owing to the destruction of Kargil bridge,
detain us for one more hot day, and we reap the benefit of
the Kargil postmaster’s intelligence in stopping various letters
addressed to us at Leh. [We are all very glad of two
days’ rest here, though in this strange, barren land of huge
mountains and roaring rivers the sun is shining with such
strength as one has imagined in an Arabian desert only.
The air is marvellously clear and dry. Our servants are all
doing well, the ladies are delightful, and we are very thankful
for freedom from accident and mishap so far.]

“ July 20th.—There is nothing for it but to make a long
detour up the Suru Valley, where at Kinor, fifteen miles on,
the river can be crossed by another bridge, shaky enough,
but just able to bear our procession in small detachments.
We come under the brow of some perpendicular mountains,
reminding one of pictures of Sinai, and arrive after dark at
Tikzan.

“fuly 215t,—A gray day with showers—unusual experience
for these parts—makes our march particularly pleasant. We
begin with a steep ascent of 8co feet to a plateau, where are
wild roses of all shades of pink and white ; then comes a
descent into a valley; then another ascent of 2,000 feet
and a delightful breezy walk over the hills, with splendid
views on all sides. A curious rocky valley with reddish cliffs
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crowned with ruined buildings ; they must have been placed
there by people as skilled in rock-climbing as the little
Tibetan goats. Under one of these we pitch our tents,
by a second village called Kharbu (11,780 feet high),
shut in by the weirdest rocks and peaks, among which
the watercourses, with fresh, running streams, have been
cleverly led on all sides. The reds and yellows and purples
of the hills at sunset are extraordinary; but the would-be
sketcher is completely baffled by the scenery here. All
previously conceived ideas of sketching seem as upside down
as everything else in Tibet. The queer shapes, utter absence
apparently of atmospheric effects, unprecedented colours,
and extracrdinary dryness of the air, which arrests the flow
of one’s pigments, are difficulties hitherto undreamed of.
European travellers of any kind are not common, and ladies
with paint-boxes appear strange monstrosities in the puzzled
eyes of the ladies of these parts, who come to say °/ju’
(‘Salaam’) very politely. The people all seem friendly ; and
the thanadar, baving received a letter about us from the
Leh friends, is most attentive. Either from the elevation or
the sun, both Miss Phillips and the writer are on the sick-
list, so a three days’ halt for recruiting is made.

“ July 24tk is, alas! almost a lost day. Few things have
such a vexatiously incapacitating effect as this sun-fever ;
the only longing is to lie in a heap, seeing, hearing, eating,
doing nothing.

“ Sunday, fuly 25th.—The breezes are fresher, the invalids
are better, and the able-bodied have discovered a charming
little cathedral, a semi-cave in the great rock above the
watercourse, with embellishment of delicate ferns and alpine
flowers. Here, at 11.30 and 6.30, in a veritable templé not
made with hands, the three sahibs, who reached Kharbu
yesterday, join the four ladies for two very happy services.
Dr. Neve is chaplain, the other sahibs read the lessons, and
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fever, and already feel quite well. We are all enjoying our
stay in this interesting place.”]

“ July 27th.—We march farther up the valley, and ascend by
an easy slope the Futu-Ld. The peaks all round are magnifi-
cent, and from the top of the Pass there are grand views of the
ranges on all sides. Unlike the Zoji-La, these two last passes
are free from snow. The chortens and manis on every side
become countless as we descend two thousand feet to Lamayuru,
which must therefore be specially holy. We go up to pay our
respects to the monks and nuns in the queer-looking rookery
of a monastery. Two wild, dirty figures, bare-headed and
clothed in red rags, receive us, and conduct us through the
doorway, with its big prayer-wheel, up narrow stairs and
passages, past dark, gaping holes and clefts, and the proverbial
fierce mastiff of Tibetan gonpas. A lock and key of unique
design fastens the chapel door, and when this swings back we
pass into a dimly lighted chamber, hung round with coloured,
Chinese-looking scrolls; low kneeling-stools being ranged up
and down the floor for the thirty or forly monks whose duty
it is to pray for the community, they in their turn supporting
the monastic institutions. Upon the altar, raised on gaudily
painted boxes, are set small water vessels and oil lamps, all in
burnished brass. Vases of flowers and fans of peacock feathers
and paper lanterns are prominent. In the midst of these is
an offering of grain to the long row of gaudy idols behind the
altar, amongst whom Buddha and Chamba are conspicuous.
A copper vessel is opened to display the ever-burning lamp
—a lighted wick floating in oil. We are shown the musical
instruments—gongs, trumpets, bells, rattles, shawms—and
the books. Permission is given to make pictures, and Miss
Kutter and I have a busy twenty minutes photographing
and sketching, in spite of the unspeakable stuffiness of the
atmosphere. We ask after the nuns, and they produce one, a
gicgling young lady also dressed in red rags, who proudly
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the women at Dras, and told them about her having passed
away. They seemed to have been much impressed by her
visit” In a letter to her sister of July 1g9th Irene had said
she would be thinking specially of her elder nephew on August
22nd (his third birthday), and had ordered the Child's Bible
for him from London as her birthday gift.

So truly in the midst of life she was in death ! *“It is
almost impossible,” wrote Miss Coverdale, reporting to head-
quarters, “to realise that it is Miss Petrie who has gone
and will never come back to us. She seemed so unlikely
to die (if one may say such a thing)—so full of life and
energy and plans, not at all intended for death.”

But for her that toilsome journey had been one prolonged
battle with a malady well known to be most fatal to the young
and strong. ‘“She started in spite of fever,” says Dr. Neve,
““justified, perhaps, in thinking that a change of airand a holiday
would put her all right.” “She suffered with fever off and
on most of the time,” say the Swiss ladies, “ but was the life
of the party, equal to more than any of the other three.” It
seecmed to be no more than an ordinary attack of fever, not
at all uncommon on the road from Srinagar to Leh. What
could not be discovered yet was that while she was suffering
from ordinary fever in the fierce midsummer of Srinagar
the germs of typhoid had found their way into her system,
doubtless through the foul smells of that unclean city. The
exhilarating mountain air, and possibly her own spirit and
determination, had retarded their development.

Higher and higher she went, deeper and deeper into the
heart of the mighty mountains it had been the dream of her
life to see, intent only on the idea of renewing her strength
that she might continue to tell those least likely to hear it from
others that God loved them. And neither she nor anyone
else knew how few were the marches between her and Home
as she nightly pitched her moving tent. We have seen that
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perilous track on the face of the rock. It was fearfully
hot, and she said to me, ‘I am feeling this terrible sun
so much.’ I had to go on without stopping, as my men
carried me very slowly. She stayed in the shadow of
a great rock, and overtook me at the entrance of our
camping-ground. We were both tired out, and after tea I
begged her to go to bed. ‘No, she said; ‘it is so dull in
bed. I could not bear it” So she took a little sketch of
the mountains in the glorious sunset glow.” (One, if not
two, vigorous water-colours of snow peaks rising beyond the
gloom of dense woods represent that evening's work.)

“ About 8 a.m. on Friday, July 3oth, we passed through
the picturesque village of Bazgo. ‘I must just sketch this,’
she said; and springing from her pony, she sat on a stone,
and took a rapid pencil-sketch, putting in notes to guide her
as to future colouring, and expatiating on the beauty of the
scene. . . . She arrived at Pyang just as it was getting dusk.
I had been there an hour, and ran out to meet her. She
said, ‘I am so tired, and cried a little. Miss Werthmiiller
suggested that it would be better for her to stay at Pyang
till Saturday afternoon.

« Gaturday, July 31st, I stayed with her, and the others
went on in the early morning. At midday she said she did
not think she could sit on her pony, and asked whether I
thought we had better stay another day. All the servants
and food had gone on ; it was a desolate place; her tempera-
ture was 104° and I knew there was a doctor in Leh, twelve
miles away. So I sent for the headman of the village, and
told him he must get men to carry her on her bedstead;
and at 5 o'clock, when it was cooler, I took her off.”

Miss Kant thus describes her arrival i—

“ Dear Miss Petrie had written to me about coming up
to Leh this summer, and I was looking forward to her
visit with great pleasure. . . . We expected her party during
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Dr. Graham, State surgeon at Leh, a man as able as himself,
having arranged that special messengers should recall him at
once if matters took an unfavourable turn. Her fine constitu-
tion and the skilled care of Miss Kant gave Dr. Neve every
reason to expect that the fever would run a normal and favour-
able course, approach the crisis on his return some ten days
later, and detain her in all some six weeks at Leh. Not being
absolutely certain yet that it was typhoid, they never told her
what they feared ; and the only thing that seemed to distress
Irene herself was the breaking up of others’ plans through her
detention. On Tuesday she remarked that the illness must
have been sent to teach her patience, words showing that she
had no idea that her end was drawing near. * I was, however,
strongly impressed,” says Miss Phillips, © with the conviction,
not that her life was nearly over, but that some great change
in it was at hand ; that she would not resume the old routine
in Srinagar. She seemed to be recapitulating and weighing
all her work there, as if she were closing a chapter.”

We return now to Miss Kant’s narrative: ‘“ Monday was a
trying night, and Miss Phillips, to whom she seemed greatly
attached, sat up with her. . . . On Tuesday afternoon the
home mail arrived. It contained a photograph of her younger
nephew (a baby scarcely a year old) in his mother’s arms.
How she did love to have this picture! I am truly thank-
ful that it arrived on that day; had it come a day later, I
fear she would hardly have had power to recognise it. I put
it on a little table beside her bed, with a vase of sweet peas,
mignonette, and carnations. Her eyes rested on it again and
again, and her frequent remark was, * Are they not dear, sweet
things ?’ I am so glad our Heavenly Father gave her this last
taste of earthly love; she did so fully enjoy it, and was so
thankful for it. On Wednesday there were marked signs of
sinking strength. . . . In the afternoon I read her the first
page of her sister’s letter, and she enjoyed it much, looking
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Francke, and for some time after heard her trying to sing.
Then all was quiet, till suddenly Mrs. Francke called me. I
was at the bedside in a moment, just in time to see the
last breath taking its flight from this earthly body.”
She was spared the pain of parting tears,
She was spared all mortal strife ;

It was scarcely dying ; she only passed
In a moment to endless life.

The last words she listened to before she became un-
conscipus were these : “ Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace,
whose mind is stayed on Thee : because he trusteth in Thee.”
The Christmas child, whose name was Peace, who gave her
life to preach the Gospel of Peace, who would, we are told,
always be remembered first of all as “the peacemaker,”
entered into the peace of God under the shadow of the
great monastery with its vain dream of the peace of Buddha.

Very unusual had the issue of the illness been. After
an abnormally lengthened preliminary stage, suddenly, ere
the crisis was reached, heart failure supervened, due partly
to the great altitude and fatigue of the journey, partly to
reaction, after fighting the malady inch by inch instead of
succumbing to it at once. Four restless days of fever,
nearly two days of unconsciousness, then, without gasp or
struggle, almost imperceptibly, her spirit passed, summoned in
a moment, from the promise of many years of happy, fruitful
work, into the immediate Presence of her Lord. Most literally
fulfilled was His promise: “If a man keep My word, he
shall never taste of death.” To her, even more than to
most, gradual loss of health, slowly failing power to accom-
plish what she willed to do, prolonged helplessness, would
have been a keen trial. Moreover, this life had been sweet
to her, and ready as she was to die, she, who was dear to
so many, and to whom her chosen work was so dear, had
many reasons for desiring to live. So for her, and surely it
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chorales. Dr. Graham then finished the Anglican service,
and the ladies sang “Peace, perfect peace.”

So Irene “sleeps to wake” where the giant mountains she
had from earliest childhood longed to see keep watch and ward
over the little grass-grown grave. Miss Kant planted clematis,
“caring for it as if it had been the grave of her own sister” ;
and every Easter Day the Moravians meet on that spot to give
thanks in a special liturgy for those who have departed in the
faith since the Feast of the Resurrection was last celebrated.

On Sunday, August 15th, there were memorial services at
Srinagar. “1I preached a funeral sermon at St. Luke’s,” says
Mr. Knowles, “from the text 1 Cor. xv. 19, exhorting the
congregation to remember that the better part of our hope
in Christ is laid up for us in heaven. Miss Petrie, I know,
felt this very much, or she could not, as she told me once,
have done the things she did. The hymn after the sermon,
¢ For ever with the Lord,” was one of her favourites.” At the
evening service in All Saints’ Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe preached
from 1 Cor. xv. 58, referring to her bright example and the
Power that led her to leave all for Christ's sake, saying that
while many are ready to scoff at missionaries and suggest that
they have ulterior motives, no one could say that it was desire
for position or love of travel that brought her to Kashmir,
She had heard the call of Christ Himself, and obeyed it.

Before the darling youngest child, for whom she had
cherished so many fond hopes, was given to her, Irene’s
mother carefully copied out in her graceful writing a poem
called “ The Missionary’s Grave,” which concludes thus :

Here a soldier’s ashes rest
In this desert spot of ground;
Long the foe around him pressed,
Now he is with glory crowned.
Let the world its heroes praise,
Round their tombs its laurels twine
May the Christian’s fighting days
And the Christian’s grave be mine !






332 IRENE PETRIE

The news reached Srinagar, and “it was as when a standard
bearer fainteth.” Dr. Neve wrote in Picturesque Kashmir
(p. 123): “Our stay in Ladakh was saddened by the illness
and death of Miss Irene Petrie, a charming and accomplished
young lady”; and in his annual report: “The Mission
Hospital has lost a true and generous friend. An honorary
missionary of rare gifts and accomplishments, a good linguist,
unselfish, sympathetic in manner, given to good works, her
sudden Home call has left a gap in our small mission band
which it will be hard to fill ” ; and in a private letter : * All the
mission will feel it, not merely for a few weeks, but for months
and years. But surely one will ever be thankful for having
known her, till the: time of the ever-blessed reunion takes place.”

Mr. Knowles wrote to headquarters: “I scarcely know
how to write. . . . "Tis hard to say, and still harder to feel,
God’s will be done. Miss Petrie was such a true friend,
such a devoted worker, such a real helpmeet in the work.
Only a little while was she spared to us, but her goodness
and her earnestness will live in our memories for many a
day. Only a short while was she spared to the work, but
her ministration among these people of Kashmir will endure
for a long time as a power in the lives of many of them.”

Miss Hull wrote: “The news came to me as a most
terrible shock, and it seemed so much to change and sadden
one’s life that one so bright and full of life and energy should
have so soon ended her earthly course. I have indeed lost
in her a most kind and loving friend, whom I shall sorely
miss. . . . I trust I shall come in time to rejoice with her
who rejoices now in her Saviour’s Presence ; at present the
sense of loss prevails over everything.,” At a meeting in
London in 18gg she said: “Irene Petrie’s short and bright
life and work among us will always be a holy memory.”

Mr. Tyndale-Biscoe wrote: “ Kashmir has lost the truest
of friends. For many months she has been a true, loving
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“ She was such a bright, devoted young creature ! It seems
as if a star had gone out,” wrote a London friend.

“The world seems emptier since your sweet sister left it,”
wrote the author of C.M.S. Sketches.

“Qur dear, bright, splendid Irene,” wrote the distinguished
artist who had painted her portrait, “how dearly we loved
her! How we admired and prized her! One feels every-
thing poorer without her.”

“] cannot express the feeling that comes over me when
I think that I shall never more look upon that lovely form
or listen to her voice,” wrote a life-long friend, who only
survived her a few months.

“Like everyone else who came across her,” wrote her
friend at Mitcham, “I found her friendship and the winning
influence of her bright spirit inexpressibly helpful; and it is
hardly possible to say how much we owe here to the work
she did in helping to start and promote missionary interest
among our girls. They loved working for her; and it was
very touching to see the real sorrow with which they heard
of her death.”

The following words, pathetic in their very simplicity, were
written by a Highland woman, in whose cottage Irene had
twice spent some days: “ Dear, dear Miss Petrie has gone
home—sweet, loving, kind, gentle, noble Miss Petrie! When
I read it, T just sat down at the fireside and wept till I
was tired.”

The news reached friends in Canada, the United States,
New Zecaland, Japan, and in each place the sound of
lamentation was taken up.

“It seems impossible,” wrote the friend in Japan whom
we met in Chapter IX. invalided home, “to believe
that it can be true. She looked so bright and young,
as if she might have so many years of beautiful work
before her.”
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visited. Tt is such a privilege to be able to help her work
by continuing to pray for it,” says an Irish friend.

“Let us pray every day for all those dear women over
whom she yearned, who heard the sweet Word of Life from
her,” says a correspondent in New Zealand.

And the three next quotations are from letters of Canadians
who knew her by report and by her writings only :—

“It is good to know that such lives are possible.”

“T had come to feel that I knew and loved her too.”

“What a lovely life hers was! May her memory abide
as a blessing in the land for which she sacrificed herself so
freely ! ”

This last letter is from Srinagar: “I came to Srinagar
motherless and fatherless, and thinking myself friendless,
as everyone here was a perfect stranger to me. DBut I was
not friendless long, for the Master had one of His own
disciples ready to love and care for me. This one chosen
to be a friend in the truest sense of the word was Miss
Petrie. To know her was to love her, and I loved her
from the first. All my little troublesome thoughts used to
vanish on seeing her face with an ever welcome smile, and
hearing her voice; and I always left her feeling better and
braver and happier after our meeting, and for her love
and sympathy. She became a part of my daily life here,
and I never could imagine Srinagar without her., Your
dear sister’s life here has been, to everyone who knew her,
a pattern of holiness, love, and charity. It is my constant
prayer now that I may be helped in my endeavour to follow
in her footsteps, and be as worthy and ready to enter into
His gates with thanksgiving as she was.”

At the Church Congress in London in 1899 a note of
encouragement for our generation was sounded when, turning
from mere ecclesiastical questions and controversy about
religion, they considered Experimental Religion itself as a

L]
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years the C.M.S. has given to individuals, parishes, and
local unions, contributing a fixed sum annually, the privilege
of appropriating one of its workers abroad as their “own
missionary.” A sum will, it is hoped, be raised, to produce
annually an “Irene Petrie Fund,” which shall be used by
the C.M.S. to provide Kashmir with one more missionary.
A considerable amount has now been collected, and some
of the gifts are noteworthy enough to be mentioned. The
earliest offering was the first of three gifts, amounting to
several pounds in all, from the children of the Latymer Road
Mission School, mostly gathered in coppers. A factory
gir, who was a diligent student in the College by Post,
spent some of her scanty leisure in earning half a crown
to give. Almost the last act of a friend over eighty years
of age was to write a cheque for the fund, and speak in
eager appreciation of Irene’s work. Another gift was sent
by the daughter-in-law of William Carey’s colleague Marsh-
man, writing in extreme old age, little more than three
months before her death, and recalling Irene’s interest in
spiritual things as a member of her Bible class when a
very young girl. Of the largest gifts, one was a thank-
offering for recovery from critical illness, *“in loving memory
of Irene”; one was part of a large sum dedicated to foreign
missions in consequence of zeal awakened by a talk with
Irene before she went to India; one was from a lady whose
own hope of offering for work in Kashmir had been
thwarted ; and a sum of nearly thirty pounds was the result
of a collcction made in Montreal by a Canadian who knew
Irene only by repute.

Montreal has given yet another gift to Kashmir, Chapter
V1. told how the John Bishop Memorial Hospital was
endowed for Dr. Butler, and in what loss and disappoint-
ment that promising enterprise ended. Since then the
erection of a Jubilee State Hospital for women in Srinagar,
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it is a shame the elder one is not married yet. The little
girls, now fourteen and twelve years old, are teaching others
to read, and one of them taught the master himself the Ten
Commandments in rhyme ; he then taught them to his boys
at school. Their volunteering to make garments for a neigh-
bour aged ninety-eight, to save her a tailor’s bill, was a little
act of kindness so unprecedented in Kashmiris that it formed
another proof that the hours of patient labour in that house
had not been lost.”

The following incident is related by the wife of a
master in the C.M.S. School, who, as Miss Rudra, was an
assistant C.E.Z. missionary at Srinagar. She is the daughter
of a Bengali clergyman, and sister of a master at the S.P.G.
College at Delhi. 1 visited a pupil of your dear sister's,”
Mrs. Singh writes, “a girl of twenty, who said, with tears in
her eyes, that she had known of many teachers coming to
her house to teach, but that no teacher was like her own, who
taught the way to God, without money and without price.
I am quite sure that the seed which is sown in such hearts
as these will never be choked, but will some day bring forth
fruit unto eternal life.”

Within a fortnight of her departure from Srinagar Irene her-
self wrote : “ One is quite content if one is allowed to scatter
a few seeds, and to help to lay foundations for the people
who come after to make something of.” Seedtime has come
in Kashmir ; but it is still dark winter, and only when summer
brings harvest can results be estimated. Such shrewd
observers as Sir Herbert Edwardes and Bishop Cotton uttered
their deliberate opinion that missionaries as a rule underrate
the amount of their success. And our Lord Himself
illustrated the saying, whose truth He endorsed, “ One soweth
and another reapeth.” When, after three years of sowing, He
lay in the tomb, the world said that a first promise of success
had been followed by utter failure. Yet, in consequence of















