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The Utmost Bound of the
Everlasting Hills

INTRODUCTION

I was driving through the streets of a certain
lakeside and collegiate town in the western portion
of New York State and, as all strangers do, was
admiring the, rows of umbrageous elms and maples
with which its main thoroughfares are lined.
Suddenly my companion—who by-the-bye oceu-
pied the seat of Jehu—-pulled up to the sidewalk,
and hailing a passing pedestrian, accosted him
thus: “Howdy do? I've got your brother’s next-
door neighbour with me, and I want to introduce
him” Then the “Man in the Street” made
obeisance and confessed to fraternal relationship
with the right reverend, the bishop of a vigorous
and deeply interesting diocese in China.

According to “The Century Dictionary,” the
word “neighbour” means a “near dweller”; but
my vicinage and propinquity to this Far Eastern

A



2 INTRODUCTION

bishop was of that peculiar kind which is jealously
cultivated by South African Boers of the real old-
fashioned type. These neighbourly farmers are
forever “trekking” into the outlying “veldt,” if
by any means they may get out of sight of the
smoke rising from the nearest human habitation.
For that is exactly what “nigh ”
to them.

Now that good bishop has planted his episcopal
chair on the remote coast of China, and, hundreds
of miles towards the setting sun, I was settled as
chaplain of Kangra, a district in the Himalaya
mountains, for the location of which see map of
India.

My frontier parish stretched eastward to the
Utmost Bound of the Everlasting Hills. Alas! it
insensibly merged (I cannot say reached, because
there was no definite boundary) into vacuous space
—at least vacuous as far as the Church is con-
cerned. Sandwiched between my flock and the
nearest organised Christian community, there ex-
tended an ecclesiastical No-Man’s-Land, wherein
could be found neither priest, deacon, nor gospel
ordinances. Then, on the other side of this
spiritual wilderness, came the distant diocese of
my next-door neighbour, to wit, the bishop afore-
said, his clergy, and faithful laity.

Without perplexing the intelligent reader with

— Boer ”—means
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a string of uncouth names—the names of still
more uncouth and uncultured countries—suffice
it to say, that an area of some hundreds of square
miles, located at an average elevation equal to the
summit of Mont Blanc, and totally unevangelised,
interposes between the Church in India and the
Church in China. At the very extremity of my
own parochial itinerations, I might indeed stumble
across an isolated Moravian outpost on the borders
of Thibet, but that was all. And yet how many
golden opportunities have been vouchsafed for
advance into the “Regions Beyond,” and how
many centuries have elapsed since the day when
our Great Commander issued marching orders to
His followers, bidding them “Go into all the
world and preach the Gospel to every creature.”
Face to face with that command, I maintain that
Indian churchmen have no business to be next-
door neighbours to their brethren in China. And
very devoutly do I wish that a whole ecclesiastical
province, with its duly appointed metropolitan, its
com-provincial bishops, its clergy, and a great
multitude of faithful laity, would pitch their tents
on the vacant lot between our respective back
doors.

Three mid-continental spaces still remain beyond
the pale of Christendom-—Central Africa, unevan-
gelised, has been styled the dark continent; the
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central portions of South America, also un-
evangelised, have been styled the neglected conti-
nent, inasmuch as the Church of Rome has
neglected to spread the faith in that vast «hinter-
land ”; Central Asia, also unevangelised, has been
styled the forgotten continent. In adopting this
sutname for Central Asia, I desire to remind my
readers of a fact which students of ecclesiastical
history are only too apt to forget, viz. Central
Asia i3 a lapsed continent, because it was once
Christianised from end to end. During the early
centuries of our era the light of the Gospel was
brightly shining beyond the Utmost Bound of the
Everlasting Hills; but that transmontane candle-
stick has been removed—nay, the very memory of
Mid-Asian Christianity has vanished like a forgotten
dream.

Stationed, as chaplain, in such a district as
Kangra, “I lifted up mine eyes unto the hills.”
And while thus surveying the sky-piercing ramparts
of Hindustan, small wonder if I let imagination
spread her wings and fly over to the other side of
what in American parlance would be called “the
Great Divide.” Thus the re-conquest for Christ
and the re-annexation to Holy Church of those
lapsed and forgotten highlands came to be my
prayerful and unceasing day-dream.

Take down your “ Clergy List” or your “ Crock-
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ford,” turn up the Bishop of Lahore, and you will
find a diagram or faesimile of his lordship’s official
seal. Those armorial bearings shaped themselves
into a visionary dream that kept itself constantly
before my waking eyes. The sun is represented
as rising on the other side of the Himalaya moun-
tains. Be it understood clearly, I am no adept
in the technicalities of heraldry, neither have I
esoteric knowledge concerning the significance of
heraldic emblems; but writing as a plain man, I
consider that this device must mean that the Sun
of Righteousness shall yet arise beyond the Utmost
Bound of the Everlasting Hills. The episcopal
seal of its bishop being witness, I maintain that
the following constitutes the very raison d'éire of
the diocese of Lahore-—she occupies the honourable
position of “ Warden of the Marches,” and it is her
duty, in her corporate capacity, so to work, so to
pray, and so to watch, as that these “Regions
Beyond” may be won or rather reclaimed for
Christ and His Church, of course in God’s own
good time. '

The religious record of this frontier diocese,
Lahore, is noteworthy, if not unique. - Shortly
after the annexation of the Punjab to British
India a widespread and phenomenal religious
movement was inaugurated, surely by the Spirit
of God, amongst Government officials, chiefly those
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of the highest rank, including several successive
lieutenant-governors. Even from a worldly point
of view, the result ought never to be forgotten.
The newly constituted territory prospered in camp
and at>the council table, as did no other portion
of the East India Company’s dominions. To such
an extent was this the case, that the Punjab came
to be called “Lord Dalhousie’s model province.”
We need not wonder at this. The religion of
these pious administrators was fashioned in that
practical mould which “always tries to do
[earthly] duty” —see epitaph on Sir Henry
Lawrence’s grave at Lucknow. But this band of
devout soldiers and civilians, besides laying deep
the foundations of a stable provincial government,
has left indelible impress on the local Church.
For reasons which need not here be specified,
that influence made itself felt on the missionary
clergy rather than on the chaplains, although the
latter enjoyed official rank. The consequence is,
that with the exception of the late Bishop Matthew
of Lahore, whose memory is still fragrant through-
out Northern India, the diocese can boast of no
prominent chaplains; but it has ever been favoured
with an unbroken succession of master missionaries.
It is no exaggeration to say, that as men, as
scholars, as organisers, and in some cases as saints
and heroes, these Punjab missionaries are entitled



INTRODUCTION 7

to rank amongst the giants. Of course they had
their limitations, we will not say their weaknesses;
but these just gave that touch of nature, which
makes the whole world kin. Not having been a
missionary myself, I claim the privilege of an
outsider and make bold to pay a tribute of re-
spectful affection to the memory of companions
and associates of other days. I can speak in
terms that none of their own number could use
without being guilty of self-laudation.

If in the pages that follow I make no mentjon
of the present Bishop of Lahore, who was a mission-
ary, nor yet of Robert Clark of Amritsar or Winter
of Delhi, all of whom were leaders; if I ignore
devoted women such as Mrs. Winter and A.L.O.E.
(Miss Tucker), as well as Miss Clay, Miss Hewlett,
and Miss Wauton ; if I make no reference to a great
cloud of witnesses such as Hooper and Shireff
amongst theologians, Allnutt among educationalists,
Wigram and Grey and Coverdale, master mechanic
and amateur architect, be it remembered that I am
what they would call in Cumberland “ Nobbut a
fellside priest,” and being such, my outlook is con-
fined to the Utmost Bound of the Everlasting Hills.
Therefore, on the principle ne sutor witra crepidam,
I must beware of poaching on the preserves of
lowland dwellers and workers on the plains.

Somewhere or other in his numerous works, the
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late Cardinal Newman gives utterance to a thought
which is not ounly profound, but also replete with
knowledge of the human heart. Not being able
to “verify my quotation,” I am obliged to give
the Cardinal’s dictum as best I can from memory.
Probably it will be more or less twisted during its
passage through such a distorting medium. But,
at any rate, he said something to the effect that
no aspirant after holiness ever really attained unto
the saintly life, unless and until he was able,
without flippancy or irreverence, to treat religious
topics with innocent playfulness and lightsome,
kindly humour. The saints are not servants; they
are sons, and they never rise to the privileges of
God’s children till they feel quite at home in their
Father's houge—very much as our own boys and
girls feel free and untrammelled in the happy
homes which are brightened by their innocent
Jjoyfulness. Emboldened by the authority of this
remarkable man, I have ventured to brighten the
shadows of my “snapshots” (they are nothing
more) with glints of sunshine. Far from being a
doleful dirge of gloomy sorrow, Christ’s Gospel is
the glad tidings of great joy, and the joy of the
Lord is our strength. It is surely a libel on our
loving Heavenly Father to imagine Him taking
delight in “the dourness of the unco guid” A
well-known American preacher, when occupying the
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pulpit of Christ Church, Hampstead, London, took
occasion to remark that laughter seasoned with
salt might prove to be a means of grace. I
mention these various matters in order that all
who peruse the following pages may clearly under-
stand the particular point of view from which I
bave surveyed the Utmost Bound of the Everlast-
ing Hills, and that they may not allow this lighter
vein of pleasantry to divert their minds from the
needs of those who sit under the shadows of the
Dark Mountains and in the low-lying ravines and
sunless valleys of paganism. “I will make all
My mountains a way and My highways shall be
exalted ” (Isaiah xlix. 11).

Norte

It is only fair to say that the two sketches entitled
“ Bivouacking with a Bishop in the Bolan Pass” and
“The Philanthropic Octopus of Kashmir” (both now
rewritten) were originally written for and published
by The American Church Missions Publishing Company,
and may still be obtained from them in pamphlet
form on application to 211 State Street, Hartford,
Connecticut, U.S.A.



BIVOUACKING WITH A BISHOP
IN THE BOLAN PASS

« WELL, sir! We 'ad a bevvy-ac ”

“ What in the world do you mean by a ‘bevvy-
ack’?”

Of course, Private Thomas Atkins of her Ma-
jesty’s regiment, the « Buffs,” really intended to say
“bivouac,” but wanting to draw him out, I simu-
lated ignorance. And forth came his definition of
the word, as pat as though he were reading it out
of the “ Soldier’s Pocket-Book.”

“What do I mean by a bevvy-ack? Why, sir!
When troops ’as to contend hagainst hunavoidable
hobstacles, they ’as a bevvy-ack.”

It was just this way. A resident of Dharmsala
had asked “leave” to take one or two of his par-
ticular “ chums” from the barracks right up to the
snow-line of the mighty Himalayas, and there,
perched above this lower world, the party had
revelled in a sportsman’s paradise, shooting phea-
sants and everything else that came within range.
Discarding tents, they had slept under boulders and
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in clefts of the rugged rocks. Now, I do not pro-
pose writing a dissertation on -the advantages of
bivouacking ; although the great Napoleon used to
insist that his men were always healthier when they
slept in the open, than they were when coddled
under canvas. The fact is, that by one of those
mental freaks, which pack you off to Alaska when
you fondly imagine you are heading direct for Flo-
rida, I invariably associate Tommy Atkins and his
“bevvy-ack ” with a scene which I saw in the year of
grace 1882. It occurred full seven hundred miles
away from the verdant Himalayas; for I bivouacked
with a bishop in the Bolan Pass—that frowning gorge
which forms one of the gates of India, a gate which
Nature herself has cut through the wild hills of
Baluchistan, on the north-west frontier of the Pro-
vince of Sindh.

But before describing the scene it may be as
well to arrange the scenery :—

“If thou wouldst view the [Bolan] aright
Go visit it by the pale moonlight,
For the gay beams of lightsome day
Gild but to flout the [desert] grey.”

Yes, Sir Walter Scott! you've about hit the nail
square on the head this time. The beams of day,
as they gild the frontier land of Baluchistan, are
extra gay, and quite superfluously lightsome. It is
a clear case which requires for its antidote a pair of
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the darkest blue goggles, a big white umbrella, and
an overshadowing Solak Topee, or pith helmet. Seen
when its rocks—red, frowning, and utterly innocent
of green—radiate the glare of noontide, Baluchistan
suggests the poet’s “light that never was on land or
ses.” Do you desire to realise that ouslandish
gorge? Picture a gigantic railway cutting; “dump
down” cartloads upon cartloads of coarsest gravel ;
let the outlook (for it cannot be called a landscape)
be plentifully strewn with boulders great and small;
dig out a dried-up water-course, and on the banks
of the same plant a few sparse oleanders. At in-
tervals of about ten miles apart erect a mud fort
and a mud-walled hamlet, add one or two domed
Moslem tombs; mix well with a blinding dust-storm ;
serve up the whole thing hot, and you have an un-
failing recipe for reproducing this historic defile
But, whatever you do, beware that you insert not so
much as a single palm-tree. By way of an awful
example, I shall now relate the sad fate which befell
a brave young officer in the Afghan campaign.
Marching up to Kandahar, he was encamped with
his regiment face to face with the enemy, and wish-
ing to earn an honest penny, this ingenuous youth
sent a series of lifelike sketches of the Bolan to the
English illustrated papers. “But where are the
palm-trees ?” cried the outraged editor. “Call in
the general utility artist, and let him do his duty!”
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And the general utility artist did it. No palms in
an oriental picture! Well might that worthy editor
‘have his professional breath taken away; for has
not the British Public been brought up from earliest
childhood “on many a palmy plain™? So nothing
will go down as being the real, genuine, “ Gorgeous
East,” unless

“The date grows ripe under sunny skies.”

Of course there are palms in India; but Baluchi-
stan is quite another place.

So much for this arid waste, as seen by day. But
give me the Bolan, as I first made its charming
acquaintance, transfigured into a thing of beauty by
the witchery of moonlight. A strange, fantastic
fairyland delighted my wondering eyes. I could
not help imagining all sorts of incongruities, to
wit, the old pictures I used to look at in childhood
at my mother’s knee, descriptive of Israel’s departure
from Egypt with the “Paschal Moon” shining on
the Pyramids and the Sphinx. Also I thought of
“ Alice in Wonderland,” the Mysteries of Eleusis,
Shakespeare’s “ Midsummer Night's Dream,” and
the shades of departed heroes flitting about Ely-
sian fields—all these incongruities jostled one
another in a weird phantasmagoria, so that I had to
pinch myself pretty hard in order to be quite sure
that I was really awake; for the red rocks were
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coated with silver, and the mud villages seemed to
be sculptured in Parian marble, while the coarse
gravel crunching beneath our horses’ feet took shape
a8 a beauteous coral strand, white and glistering.
Moreover, the moon was balanced by a good-sized
comet, which, like a gleaming scimitar, stood out in
bold relief against the cloudless sky, calling up
thoughts of the flaming sword which was placed
at the gate of Eden; the Sign of the Son of Man in
Heaven ; the pillar of fire in Israel’s desert wander-
ings; and the wise men led by a star across the wil-
derness. I was mounted on a Baluch tat (i.. a Baluch
country-bred pony), a raw-boned, piebald animal,
that seemed to have been fed on nothing but thin
air, and to have liked it. The Maris, a ferocious
tribe, were prowling around, so I was escorted by
two armed sowars (native cavalry troopers), and our
cavalcade had to ride along the rocky bed of that
dried-up water-course; for in those early days there
was no other road up the pass. Although the sun
had set for hours, still the temperature was almost
past endurance, heat being radiated from the baked
precipices on either side of the gorge. These super-
heated cliffs acted the part of an old-fashioned warm-
ing-pan, lest the belated traveller should take a
chill in the small hours.

And on reaching the end of that twelve-mile
“march ” or stage, I espied a man, clad in the thin-
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nest possible pyjamas, and sleeping on a cot. And
his cot had been placed in the compound, outside
that stuffy “sun-trap” which Government faceti-
ously calls a Rest (?) House, his lullaby the howl-
ing of jackals, mingled with the thousand and one
confused noises which go on the livelong night
wherever a caravan is encamped. There was a band
of wandering Baluchees camping about half a mile
away. On a table beside that sleeping man lay a
Pushtoo Grammar, a few books of devotion, and a
rough earthenware vessel full of drinking water.

Here was the Lord Bishop of the Diocese bivouack-
ing without tent or other covering; for in order to
hold a Confirmation, and to “visit” the newly con-
quered station of Quetta, he had to contend (as
Tommy Atkins would have said) “ hagainst the hun-
avoidable hobstacles” which beset every one who
ventured across the frontier of British India, braving
those fanatic Moslems who rove about what the
Church Missionary Society loves to style “the
Regions Beyond.”

That rude charpoy (native bedstead), canopied as
it was by the open firmament of heaven, may well
stand as a symbol allegorising the career of a man
who delighted to live “ camp fashion,” for that is
one of our current Anglo-Indian expressions. I do
not mean to insinuate that he had not a refined
home at Lahore, gracefully presided over by the
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cultured lady who was his faithful partner in life;
but the exigencies of his Master’s service were con-
tinually causing him to relapse into Bohemian ways,
learnt when he was a plain missionary, and he was
never so happy as when living on uncooked dates
and native sweetmeats in the Bazaar, or eating
chuppaties (native unleavened cakes) in & seras (native
Rest-House). Here is the man who was once picked
up half dead in an open native boat on the river
Indus. And, as a penalty for bivouacking afloat in that
fover-stricken, sun-baked region, he would certainly
have died then and there, had not a passing steamer
rescued him in the nick of time; for he had been
leading & rough existence in that rude craft for
weeks, exposed alternately to chills and heat, being
half-starved all the while for want of proper food.
Without doubt, Tommy Atkins’s ¢ bevvy-ack,” with
its “hunavoidable hobstacles,” stands as an apt symbol
of the Bishop’s entire career. But even when rough-
ing it in the jungle, and even when arrayed in camp
“kit,” and even when eating unmentionable concoc-
tions, Thomas Valpy of Lahore never forgot—-and,
what is more, he never let you forget—that he was
a high class honourman from Oxford, and also the
scion of a family which (see Mr. Birks' « Life,” vol i.
page 2) had come over to England with William the
Conqueror. Need it be explained, he never hinted
at this, much less intruded it on your notice; for
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“that is a thing which no one who has passed
through ‘the mill’ at Rugby could ever do.” But,
honest man! he could no more help unconsciously
displaying this twin distinction in the eyes of all
beholders, than that which is bred in the bone can
help coming out in the meat. For instance, our
Bishop’s behaviour to ladies was ever so punctilious
and courtly that none but a gentleman of the old
school, and one to the manner born, could possibly
have acted as he invariably did. That shrewd ob-
server of men and of things, Tommy Atkins, hit
off this bivouacking but polished prelate to a T.
In his queer topsy-turvy fashion, that devout sol-
dier said to me one day at a choir practice—

“Well, sir, I've ’eard that ‘is lordship henjoyed
the hadvantage of a Hoxford hediccation.”

“Yes,” I replied; “and he not only took a bril-
liant degree, but was also a Fellow of his college.”

“ Ah, then, sir,” said Tommy, as if he were de-
ducing a QE.D. from one of Euclid’s propositions,
“1 suppose ’ee’s fit to mingle with hany society.”

You see these rugged heroes in kkaki had a real
interest in their Bishop. It was just this way. Not
content with doing the episcopal functions of his
visitation, Dr. French invariably insisted on going
down into military quarters, so that he might learn
the actual conditions of “ subordinate” existence in
such a climate. No longer encased in official re-

B
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serve, he graced with his presence little social
gatherings of soldiers at the chaplain’s house, also
Army Temperance Reunions, and those fearful and
wonderful Sing-Songs which are the joy of every true
Tommy's heart. Thus meeting his diocesan face
to face, the devout soldier came to know him at
his true value. A former chaplain of Peshawar
told me that members of his red-coated congrega-
tion used to say (and on such lips it was a compli-
ment of no mean order), “’Ee hisn’t such a bad
sort, hisn’t the old gentleman.” Not but that such
shrewd observers of men and of things could “deal
faithfully ” whenever the Bishop so far forgot the
exigencies of the occasion as to preach too long at
parade service. But, of course, well-bred persons
have an inborn knack of hitting it off with their
so-called inferiors. It is the upstart and the
nowveaux riches who rub the poor man’s fur the
wrong way.

But to return to Tommy Atkins's certificate of
social standing. I never pitched my tent in com-
pany with Thomas Valpy, Lord Bishop of Lahore,
without calling to mind Mrs, Oliphant’s somewhat
sarcastic description of the Evangelical Party, but
more’ especially of the Clapham Sect. I quote
freely from memory. Underlying their whole-
hearted devotion, and wrapped up with  their
genuine abnegation of self, was the class feeling
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and the “ring fence” exclusiveness of the upper
crust in society. Also these truly pious men—for
of their piety there can be no question—had a keen
eye to the finanecial side of existence. They believed
in justification by faith, and they proved the vitality
of their faith by their works; but they believed also
in sound investments at 3 per cent. and in Consols;
also, they managed to make alliances with the
landed gentry and with the leading banking-houses
throughout England. They were staunch suppor-
ters of a Church endowed by our pious forefathers,
but they also believed in a clergy further endowed
with private means of their own to be freely spent
on the upkeep of their multifarious activities. Our
Bishop was one of these well-to-do parsons, and he
lavished his patrimony on the diocese, often assum-~
ing financial burdens which not he, but the laity,
ought to have borne. The fact is, he belonged to
the second generation of this religious aristocracy,
and although he became a High Churchman in
later life, still he never quite shuffled off the “ tone”
which he had partly caught and partly inherited
from the Wilberforces, the Buxtons, the Macaulays,
the Barings, the Marshes, the Waldegraves, and the
Shaftesburys. He tried his best to be as other men
are, but it was of no avail,

And yet, as noted already, he had no patience
with anything even remotely suggestive of pride of
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family; for a real gentleman, like charity, never
behaves himself unseemly. This may be inferred
from the following anecdote: A certain missionary
came out from “home,” and was announced as one
who belonged to the upper ten thousand. Almost
losing his temper, the Bishop exclaimed, “I hope
he belongs to the one hundred and forty and four
thousand.”

And to go back to the commencement of his
Indian service. - Talk of splitting rails with a highly
tempered razor, or cutting out a ship’s canvas with
embroidery scissors; that was nothing to the cynical
remarks which a superior Anglo-Indian world made
when it was scandalised by seeing a cultured Oxford
classman and Fellow of his college actually taking
his seat day by day in a stuffy schoolroom at Agra,
there to drill the “three R's” into the heads of a
circle of odoriferous native boys, Surely any super-
fine half-caste, surely any Eurasian pedagogue in
the Subordinate Grade of the Educational Depart-
ment—any mere “country-bred” who had passed
through La Martiniére School at Lucknow—-could
have done the work instead of him. Was it for
this that he went to Rugby and sat at the feet of
the great Arnold ? Was this to be the end of his
brilliant degree at the university ? Yet it spoke
volumes for the devotion of this truly great man,
that he could thus with zeal and joy undertake
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work that was in the eyes of the world beneath his
dignity, all the while being quite unconscious that
he was doing anything out of the common, But,
it need hardly be explained, these things happened
years before he became the Bishop of Lahore; for
does not the Lord Padri Sahib take his place amongst
what Mr. Rudyard Kipling calls “the little tin gods
of the Olympus at Simla ”—to wit, the unapproach-
able Heads of Departments, the Members of Council,
and even greater personages? And has not the
Bishop a right to “ private entry” at all levees?
and does he not take precedence next to Judges of
the Chief Court? All this may seem very small
to our larger Western life; but in Anglo-India such
trivialities constitute the very breath we draw.
And so the world came around and applauded
bim, as it always does, if you do but wait long
enough.

Now the ZLord Padri Szhib’s official residence at
Lahore was named “ Bishopstowe,” and as these
pages are gossipy, it may be allowable to wander
off from the “bivouac in the Bolan” and recount
how once upon a time the Archdeacon came down
from Simla to pay a visit to his revered diocesan;
and in the Archdeacon’s train there came a certain
native Christian servant. This worthy, rejoicing in
a little smattering of English, was jealous that his
own master should not live in a stowe as well as the
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Bishop. Accordingly, when' next he wrote to his
wife, he addressed the letter thus:—

Mrs. ABDUL MASIH,
ARCHDEACON STOWE,
SiMLA.

At this point I crave indulgence for two anec-
dotes. During my incumbency of St. Saviour's,
Sukkur Sindh (a.n alliteration of four S’s), the
Bishop held several visitations of the parish. Dur-
ing one of these he proposed to do a little Bazaar
preaching in the intervals of English work. As in
duty bound, I was in attendance. Forth this good
man started on foot, having first tucked under his
arm a huge copy of the sacred Scriptures, printed
in Persian character. For some unexplained reason,
which I, not being a missionary, never fathomed, it
seems to be part of the correct ritual at open-air
functions—at least in the heathen and Moslem
world—that a very large Bible should be cere-
monially and conspicuously carried by the preacher.
Perhaps some “Ornaments Rubric” enjoins this
“Use.” At any rate, it is a regulation set forth
in that unwritten code which is as unalterable as
that of the Medes and Persians. Being in attend-
ance on my bishop, I thought it only right and
proper to volunteer my services. in carrying this
ponderous tome. Almost testily, he turned round
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and said, “ When the Word of God becomes a bur-
den to me, it will be time that I resign the bishopric
‘of Lahore.”

My other story has reference to those numerous
religious “cranks” (pardon the colloquialism ; I can-
not think of a more expressive term) to whom and
for whom India exists as a happy hunting-ground.
One of these irregulars—doubtless a well-meaning
man-—called at Bishopstowe and, with great unction,
informed his lordship that he was a private mis-
sionary, working a private mission on lines of his
own. “Oh, how very interesting,” replied the Bishop,
“but a missionary means one who is sent. Who
sent you?” And the man, being a free lance, was
speechless.

But to return to Bishopstowe, there was always a
double personality enthromed in that hospitable
mansion. And we must do our best to try and
describe the same; for, as David Harum puts it,
“I guess there’s about as much human nature in
some folks as there is in others~—if not more.”
And certainly there was no lack of character in the
subject of these pages. And what is a man worth,
if he is not a character? I would not give the
snap of my finger for a mere “face of wax” which
the last comer can pinch into any temporary shape
he chooses. He was such a character that even his
warmest friends were at times forced to exclaim,
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“Well, I must confess, the Bishop is an enigma.”
But there is a key to all men’s lives, and if you once
got the keéy, there is no doubt that the most contra~
dictory incongruities will be unlocked. Well, here
is the key. A double personality, that is to say,
two distinct individuals were ever striving for the
mastery within that ascetic, attenuated physical
frame, Firstly, there was the Bishop of Lahore, a
very Hildebrand, tingling in every nerve of his
Episcopal presence with an overwhelming sense of
the dignity (mot of himself, but) of his exalted
office. Secondly, there was Dr. French, a gentle-
man of the old school, cultured and courtly, but
weighed down with a sense of his personal lowliness.
A plain man, in spite of his gentle breeding, who
liked to throw aside the trappings of his high posi-
tion (and a bishop occupies a very high station in
British India) so as to go gipsying in out-of-the-way
corners of his frontier diocese. For instance, dur-
ing the Afghan campaign he followed the fighting
line up the Khyber till he reached Cabul, where
he ministered to the troops under the command
of Lord Roberts. Bishop French was, therefore,
one of the very few members of the Episcopal
Bench who have been decorated with a war
medal.

But to return to the Lord Bishop of Lahore and
Dr. French, what could be more beautiful than this
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twofold personality? The office so great as to be
worthy of all honour. Himself unworthy and abso-
lutely unfitted to sustain so heavy a burden. That
he was unworthy was not what we thought! To
us, he was a saint, a learned scholar; an ascetic, and
a herculean worker; but in his own estimation
Thomas Valpy French was “an unprofitable ser-
vant,” who, in spite of his unprofitableness, had to
sustain the honour of the most honourable office on
earth. And so the internecine struggle went on
between the Lord Bishop of Lahore and Dr. French ;
until at last Dr. French quite got the better of this
mitred prelate. And the consequence was, that the
hospitable home at Bishopstowe, where we had all
been welcomed as guests, was broken up, the
bishopric was resigned, and off went Dr. French
(forever freed from his Episcopal double) to resume
the hardships of his original calling as a plain mis-
sionary. Like some knight-errant of the ages of
chivalry, he sallied forth beyond the confines of
Christendom, and engaged single-handed in a cru-
sade against the Crescent, first at Beirut in Syria,
then in Northern Africa—St. Cyprian’s ancient
province with its galaxy of suppressed bishoprics,
—and yet again at Muscat on the coast of Arabia.
To this contest he went forth single-handed, but
armed from head to foot with a wonderful know-
ledge of the classical languages of Islam as well as
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with an accurate acquaintance with the Moslem
controversy and with Moslem literature.

But the “hunavoidable hobstacles” of such a
warfare were too great for a man of his advanced
years, and so he “bevvy-acked” once too often on
the barren mountains of that sun-baked peninsula,
and to-day a lonely white marble cross stands on a
lonely bay of Arabia’s inhospitable shores. Be it
ours to believe that God “buries His workmen, but
carries on His work.”

Speaking of Bishop French’s death in that lone
region, the late Rev. Robert Clark remarks, “ When
passing through Karachi on my way to England, I
met a native Muhammadan workman who had lived
near to Bishop French in Muscat, and who, indeed,
had helped to make his coffin. From what this
man said, I gathered that the Bishop’s last days
were spent in reading and praying and teaching—
that is to say, they were spent in exactly the same
manner in which he had spent his life. Up to the
time when he became unconscious he lived in
Muscat, alone with God and amongst the people to
whom he had gone “ preaching the Kingdom,” and
yet not alone, for God was with him. After becom-
ing unconscious he was carried to the consul’s house,
and there he died.”

All these things—his remarkable personality, his
iron will, his “grit,” his confessor’s death, his lin-
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guistic attainments—are recorded in the two-volume
‘biography which Mr. Birks has written. Mine the
humbler task of inviting the reader to mount pony-
back, so as to ride in the moonlight “ over the hills
and far away” for seven successive “ marches,” till
we reach the frontier outpost of Quetta, where the
British lion stands on guard to keep the gate of
India. At three o’clock in the morning a nasal
voice cried, “ Lord Padri Sahib, chha taiyar hai” (Lord
Bishop, the tea is ready). It was Yuhanna, the
Bishop’s native Christian bearer, who had brought
us a cup of tea and two slices of toast each, by way
of choti hasri (little breakfast), that great Anglo-
Indian institution, which is eaten in bed. And
then the mules were laden with our humble “ kit,” the
Bishop’s pony and my Baluch fa¢ were saddled, the
grooms buckled on their swords, the sowars grasped
their lances, and forth we went so as to reach the
next Rest-House before the sun should attain unto
a burning heat. The moon on one side and the
flaming comet on the other hung like lamps to
guide us on our way. And, in that witching light,
we met strange, weird figures. These were nomad
tribesmen, Moslem fanatics, who, but for our armed
escort, would have made short work of us with their
long, old-fashioned guns. They are fine stalwart
fellows. They have long, flowing black curls (very
greasy), hanging down over their shoulders, huge
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Jewish noses and big black beards. They are
dressed in wide cotton pyjamas (very dirty), and
sheepskin jackets, called posteens. And these tribes-
men had women and children, and hens and chickens,
and household goods, all mounted on camels, while
sheep and goats were driven in front. Need it be
gaid, these caravans looked like phantoms uncanny
and weird, advancing and retreating in that uncer-
tain moonlight. In the absence of grass or other
visible means of subsistence, what those sheep and
goats ever got to eat, and how the juicy mutton of
those rocky uplands is ever produced, is a problem
which I never could solve. But perhaps the shep-
herds of Baluchistan follow in the tracks of the
Yankee dairyman. Having nothing but shavings
to give his cows, he tied a pair of green spectacles
over the eyes of each several beast, and his cuteness
answered the purpose. But seriously speaking, it is
a puzzle. You see the flock scattered over that
stony waste, busily nibbling away at—nothing.
Perhaps they are skinflints. At any rate they find
—if not sermons in stones—certainly good in every-
thing, yes, even in the wild hills of the Indian
frontier.

When I was in attendance on the Bishop, the
Afghan war was just over, and the country only
very recently annexed. So we had-an object-lesson,
teaching us by their absence, what are the benefits
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of Christian civilisation. Every village, being at
enmity with every other village, was walled. No
crops were sown for fear that marauding tribesmen
might plunder the harvest. Every man went armed
to the teeth. At the present day, under a strong
Government, the villages are secure, irrigation has
caused the desert to rejoice and blossom as the rose,
and it is as safe to travel in those parts as it is in
any country,

After a ride of several hours, through the crisp
morning air, we reached the next Rest-House, for
there was a Ddk bungalow at the end of each stage.
Then came an all-day halt, which was enforced by
climatic considerations. Try and picture that dark-
ened, but stuffy, shelter. Behind thick mud walls
and thick mud roof semi-darkness reigned, while out-
side the cruel furnace gleamed, causing red rocks and
gravel-strewn landscape to radiate light unmitigated
and heat intolerable. Tethered under a roughly
built shed at the end of the compound, mules and
ponies are munching their ration of bussa. Lying
promiscuously about the verandah, our servants are
seeking after blissful nirwana. Screened behind
jealously closed doors, we tried to act as if we
were cool; the punkeh swung lazily to and fro;
mosquitoes buzzed ; flies crawled ; yellow wasps per-
ambulated the window panes; and black ants in-
numerable performed military manceuvres on the
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white-washed walls. On a cot lay a wounded officer
with his loaded revolver by his side; the Bishop,
arrayed in lightest undress, was “improving the
shining hour ” by diligent study; and I, having that
hard-working man before me, utilised the weary
waiting time in taking stock of his remarkable per-
sonality.

Burri hasri (big breakfast) being over, the Bishop
would open his Pushtoo Grammar and work at it as
hard as if he were a subaltern in the Staff Corps
going in for his Lower Standard examination in the
language. This always covered me with confusion,
because, innocent of syntax and accent, I could only
jabber away in the jargon which untutored Saiibs
use when addressing their servants. This they do
under the fond delusion that they are talking Hin-
dustani—a delusion, by the way, from which there
is often a rude awakening. But here was the ten-
tongued linguist of the Punjab (for we could boast a
dozen languages in our diocese), not content with
his previous proficiency in Pushtoo, but careful to
brush away all rustiness in view of our ten days’
halt in Quetta. And every now and again he would
exclaim, as though he were a gourmand, rolling some
toothsome morsel in his mouth, “ What a grand
language! It is the German of the Orient, so
characteristically full of gutturals!” And then he
would spurt and cough, and make queer noises,



BIVOUACKING WITH A BISHOP 3t

and finally look astonished because I failed to “rise
to the occasion.,” The fact is that, like an old war-
horse, the Bishop smelt the battle from afar, and he
meant to have a regular set-to with the Muham-
madans at Quetta. And thinking that their learned
Moulvies would value a MS. translation from his
own hand more than the printed page, he spent
much of his time translating Isaiah. During such
breathing spaces as his Episcopal visitation of the
station afforded; he would go down to Quetta bazaar
with the aforesaid sheets of Isaiah for distribution.
One day he came back in great glee, because the
fanatical Moslems had assaulted him. And then
with a twinkle in his eye the old man told how he
had cleverly turned their odium theologicum away
from himself, making them pour vials of wrath on
the devoted heads of their Hindu neighbours.
“God is a Spirit,” said the Bishop, “and is not to
be likened to a thing of mud, or wood, or stone.”
And in the fierce war of words which then arose
between iconoclastic Mussulman and idolatrous
Hindu, the Bishop quietly slipped away, leaving
the disputants on either side to settle their differ-
ences as best they might.

But to return to our Bishop’s study of Pushtoo,
he was always a student. This may be seen from
his characteristic advice to the Rev. Worthington
Jukes, of Peshawar. This young missionary (he is
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now a retired veteran) consulted the ten-tongued
linguist of the Punjab with respect to studies in the
vernacular. The oracle answered :—

“You must, of course, commence with Urdu or
Hindustani, so as to be able to talk with your ser-
vants, to help in the services of the Church and in
the schools. You had better give some six or eight
hours a day to that, and also spend two or three
hours at Punjabi, so as to be able to talk with the
villagers. You should also try and give two or
three hours to the study of Persian, which you will
find invaluable in the schools, and all your spare
time to Arabic, so as to be able to read the Quran’
—=8e¢ Mr. Birks’ “ Biography.”

That is a “big order,” but it is by no means more
than he himself actually performed, at least through-
out the years of his career as a missionary. And
even when burdened with the care of a diocese, he
still made time for continuous study. Of course,
he had “the defects of his qualities,” by which I
mean that he was frequently delightfully oblivious
of the fact that his auditors were not quite up to
his own exalted level. For instance, on a certain
occasion this scholarly man was itinerating on the
wild Afghan border. A group of unkempt, un-
shaven, uncouth tribesmen gathered round him,
and he began to preach in the open air. Address-
ing these untutored children of the mountains, he
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backed up his own words by adducing patris-
tic authority. Cyprian Buzurg farmata hai (St.
Cyprian, that great churchman, lays it down, &c. &e.).
The same kind of thing happened in connection
with the revision of the Urdu Prayer-book. The
original translation was so faulty that a re-transla-
tion was thought advisable. The Bishop delved
deep into his own recondite stores of knowledge,
but he made the new version so profoundly learned,
and crammed it so full of technical, theological
terms, derived from Arabic, Persian, and Sanskrit,
that only the elite of the native flock could under-
stand it. Of course, there was a Revision Com-
mittee ; but what is the good of a bishop’s convening
a committee unless he can say, L'état cest moi ! After
his death a third version was undertaken. The new
committee most thankfully availed themselves of his
labours, which were too recondite for the average
worshipper. In fact,I desire to emphasise the fact that
the Bishop’s work was by no means “ vilely cast away.”
It formed a firm foundation of solid and minutely
accurate theological orthodoxy, and was more than a
valuable commentary, by means of which a simpler
and more idiomatic Service Book has been evolved,
while the slipshod inaccuracy of the original ver-
sion was avoided. The final version would have
lost much of its richness, it could never have

reached the high level it finally attained, had it not
o
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been for the conscientious diligence of this “ master
of sentences.” But I must give a third instance of
what I have ventured to call “the defects of his
learned qualities.” I shall never forget being in
attendance on the occasion of a visit he paid to a
“base hospital,” where a number of sick and wounded
from the front during the Afghan campaign were
being tended. Opening his Bible by the bedside
of a private soldier, he read an obscure passage from
the Book of Revelation, and proceeded to deliver a
learned and profound exegesis on the same. That
gallant, but presumably illiterate, warrior tried to
look very wise; he wriggled in his bed and rolled
his head to and fro on the pillows, saying at in-
tervals, “ Yes, sir; yes, sir.” Comment is unneces-
sary, because I am convinced that there was great
good done beside that bed of suffering. The Gospel
has a path of its own. It speeds from heart to
heart rather than from brain to brain. Clasped in
the warm embrace of a living ministry, souls are
won “by way of the Mercy Seat.” Thus the profun-
dities of this good man were bound to be fathomed by
the simple-minded. If the Holy Ghost can utilise the
“foolishness of preaching,” surely he can also use
the wisdom of the wise. “He would,” says Bishop
Mylne, “preach at Parade Service as if he were
addressing candidates for Holy Orders; but still the
men went away feeling that if they had never heard
a man of God before, they had heard one now, And
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they never forgot the impression he made, however
little they were able to take in what he said.”
% Dim or unheard the words may fall,
And yet the heaven-taught mind
May learn the sacred air, and all
The harmony unwind.”

Even the cultured laity (of whom there was an
abundance in such a diocese) and, in a whisper be
it added, even the clergy were at times unable to
follow him in his eagle soarings. But what did
that matter? Why should he have lowered him-
self to the level of the “ Man in the Street”? Merely
to find oneself in Dr. French’s company was enough :
it was to be conscious of “a Voice far up the
height” uttering the challenge, or rather the win-
some invitation, Ezcelsior. The Voice might be in
an unknown tongue, the Banner he waved might
bear a “strange device”; but Voice and Banner
somehow or other got themselves translated into a
language “understanded of the people.” It was all
just as it ought to have been. What in other men
would have been stilted, pedantic, and affected, was
perfectly natural in his case. His feet might be
treading “the Mall” of Dustypore; but his heart
and mind, like poor Tom Bowling's soul, “ had gone
aloft.” His domicile was fixed on “ the glory-smitten
summit of the poetic mountain,” and his childlike
simplicity was so real that he had no idea that he did
not exactly speak in the dialect of Vanity Fair. Thus
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when the Bishop left our station, the afterglow of
his influence made us feel that there had been a
prophet amongst us, while our hearts were kindled
with, at least, a regretful yearning that we also
might continually dwell as ha did in Palace Beau-
tiful on top of Hill Difficulty.

But there were at least two periods in his
chequered career during which our late Bishop's
scholarly attainments were utilised up to the hilt.
I have already noticed those years of approved ser-
vice which he spent as Principal of the upper grade
school at Agra. Here a very superior education
had to be given to better class natives. Men of
mark from the home universities were needed for
such a position. Mr. French (as he then was) more
than satisfied the conditions. Secondly, after having
itinerated on the wild Afghan border, and after
having been invalided to England on account of a
sunstroke received in course of his rough bivouack-
ing, the subject of this sketch was given a call from
God to go out again to India—this time to start
and to oversee a theological college or divinity
school at Lahore, where candidates for the native
ministry might be trained. In that chair of sacred
theology this learned man was in his element. He
was the focus and centre of a brilliant circle of able
colleagues. In this secluded garden (for, like Epi-
curus of old, the Bishop gathered his pupils in a
garden, named Maha Singh Ka Bagh), he brought
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forth from his accumulated stores things new and
old. But even here he never sank into the mere
pedagogue. Each returning vacation saw principal,
professors, and students boldly facing “ hunavoidable
hobstacles,” for at such times the whole college would
go into the jungle, preaching from village to village.
This function was anything but a pienic. Discard-
ing tents, that “goodly fellowship” lived in native
serais, or slept in open boats. Like sons of the
prophets, they bivouacked under trees, or spent the
night reclining on rude native cots set in the
verandah of some shop in the bazaar, or even in
the open street; then they would ride on camels
or tramp for miles on foot, and all the time they
would subsist on “country food.” What this
means in such a climate, only those know who
have been out in India.

This “bevvy-acking amid hunavoidable hob-
stacles ” was dear to the Principal’s heart, and formed
an integral part of his carefully-considered plan in
laying deep the foundations for a native ministry.
In starting this special line of missionary enterprise
(viz. the formation of a native ministry), the future
bishop made a bold innovation. He was, says the
late Robert Clark—

“The first in the north of India to establish a
school of divinity. He was also the first to intro-
duce the systematic teaching of the Hebrew Bible
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and the Greek Testament to Indian students. . . .
Almost all our native clergy and most of our cate-
chists and readers have been trained at St. John’s
Divinity School. The importance of this institution
cannot be overrated.”

In this connection we quote the Bishop's own
words: —

“The very last thing that has been preached
among us as missionaries was what the greatest
stress was laid and effort expended upon by Hindu
sect-leaders and by the early British and Anglo-
Saxon churchmen, as well as by Muhammadan
Mullahs everywhere—I mean giving a few instru-
ments the finest polish possible, imbuing a few
select disciples with all that we ourselves have
been taught, and trying to train and build them up
to the highest excellence attainable by ourselves.
It is but seldom that this has been the relation of
the missionary to the catechist, or of the school-
master to the student—what the Sufi calls ikiibas,
lighting the scholar’s lamp at the master’s torch ”

Then the .See of Lahore was founded, and the
Principal of St. John’s was consecrated its first
bishop. - Here, again, there was ample scope for
the exercise of his gifts. Let me explain my mean-
ing. Government service in India is recruited from
the pick of schools and colleges in Great Britain
and Ireland. =~ Competitive examinations ensure that
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only the flower of British youth shall gain these
coveted billets. It is no exaggeration to assert that
Anglo-Indian officials form, as a rule, an intellectual
aristocracy from which the dunces have been
weeded out by the ordeal of the examination hall.
If, then, he is to be respected by these brilliant
laymen, the bishop of an Indian diocese ought to
be one who can hold his own with all comers on
their own intellectual ground. I suppose no one
would care to contradict me when I claim that the
congregations and parishioners of Christ Church,
Simla, or of any of the Indian cathedrals, are
second to none, the wide world over, in the matter
of intellectual culture. Also in the smallest out-
station there may be the merest handful of Euro-
peans, but the members of that little flock are
refined, educated, and thoughtful. It will be found
that the men have entered Government service
through the “strait and narrow way” of competi-
tive examination, while their whole after-life has
been one unbroken ¢ post-graduate course” in the
school of practical affairs—to wit, the law courts,
the executive administration of large districts,
the Public Works Department, the canals, or the
railways, or the glorious forests. In youth our
Bishop spent many years “ploughing the classic
field,” but the golden sheaves he garnered were
more than required for feeding the flock over which
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he became chief pastor. Also, by dint of super-
human effort, he became a great Orientalist, and
those Bearers of the «“ White Man’s Burden” were
well able to appreciate an adept whose linguistic
studies and antiquarian researches ran in the same
groove as their own. Thus the early harvests of
Oxford and Rugby were utilised for later seed-
sowing under the shadow of “the Everlasting
Hills.”

Ah, what a man he was! and how we who knew
and admired him appreciated his virility and were
stimulated by the example of his purposeful life !
Underneath that cultured courtesy, which was uni-
formly offered to all, there lay an iron will and an
unbending courage. In his own soul he saw the
“ideal,” and lived in its reality. Then did he ever
seek—yes, even in the Anglo-India of Mr. Rudyard
Kipling and Mrs. Annie Steel—to uplift his flock
to that transcendental empyrean in which he him-~
self continually dwelt. Ascetic in habit, stern as
an Elijah, he was indeed a prophet as well as a
priest and a prelate.

In order that my readers may appreciate the
reality of that struggle (already alluded to), which
continued without break between the Lord Padri
Sakib and the plain missionary, and the significance
of the victory which Dr. French finally won over
the Lord Bishop of Lahore—a victory which sent
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him forth, like some crusading knight, carrying the
banner of the Cross far beyond the pale of Christen-
dom—it is necessary to explain that he was highly
thought of in England, specially by his brethren of
the home episcopate, and that spheres of honourable
labour were open to him, had he sought for some
dignified position in which to spend his well-earned
retirement ; also that he was endowed with ample
private means, so that he might have spent his old
age in comfort or even in luxury, assured of high
position in the religious world. But he gave up
everything.

And yet this good man had his idiosyncrasies and,
shall I add, with all due respect, his “ fads.”

While thoroughly loyal to the Anglican commu-
nion, and while giving a wide berth to Roman errors
and novelties, while utterly without leaning towards
Roman cults and hysterical devotions, he was never-
theless attracted by many features of Gallicanism,
and found endless delight in studying the ways of
the French Church and perusing the writings of St.
Frangois de Sales, Bossuet, Fenelon, Lacordaire,
Dupanloup, Montelambert, &c. He seldom preached
without flavouring his discourse with this foreign
admixture. He certainly never travelled without
carrying volumes of these writers in his baggage:
his very conversation was redolent of the same theo-
logy. In fact, he may be said to have had French
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Church on the brain: he talked French Church,
he thought French Church, and he acted French
Church; and this although his own ritual “ Use”
was of the old-fashioned evangelical type even to
the end.

But a further word remains to be said, if we would
grasp the significance of that many-sided life. Our
Bishop was a saint, a scholar, a cultured gentleman,
a bounteous giver, and a graceful host, as well as a
tireless worker; but above and beyond all this, he
was a prophet and a seer. Not so much a prophet
after the manner of the Old Testament—I] mean,
not one whose only function it was to declare God’s
will and to uplift God’s people to a realisation of
their privileges, though of course he did this—but
a prophet, or rather a seer, who while he lived among
men really had his eyes open to see this crooked
world transfigured into the sort of world it ought to
be. Thus he lived apart and alone amid the visions
of an ideal state of existence. Perhaps he was at
times too ready to attempt short-cuts to “ the one, far
off, divine event.” Now short-cuts have an awkward
trick of landing the over-zealous pilgrim in Bunyan’s
Slough of Despond. And whenever that happens,
then does Mr. Worldly Wiseman, in the person of
his modern representative, the British Philistine,
shrug his shoulders, complacently exclaiming, « I told
you so.” But even when shrugging his shoulders,
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the British Philistine admired, revered, and loved
this man. And even when grumbling, he did what
the Bishop wanted him to do. So everything was
made pleasant all round—the Englishman had his
growl and the Bishop had his own way. And a very
good way it was, as his record of work done proves.
His successor in the bishopric asserted that he accom-
plished what other men would never have planned
even in their wildest dreams. But the secret of it all
lay in the fact that the real Thomas Valpy of Lahore
lived a hidden life—a life hid with Christ in God.
As a seer he literally saw the ideal Punjab, the
ideal Church; he realised unseen realities, and
being true to the heavenly vision, he came into colli-
sion with those whose eyes had never pierced beyond
the veil of time and sense. Of course he gazed
upon no dreamlike, ecstatic visions like Ezekiel and
Daniel. That was not in his line. But he was
a seer, and this may be proved from the fact
that many things of which he had an intuitional
insight, and which he tried in vain to realise during
his lifetime, have been realised since his death.
While quite unconscious that he was a prophet in
the higher Christian meaning of the office, and while
absolutely untainted by the Irvingite heresy, he fully
believed in the fivefold ministry referred to by St.
Paul in Eph. iv. 11, and he constantly lamented
that the Church had lost the Prophetic Order, else-
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where described by the Apostle in 1 Cor. xiv. 1-36,
He earnestly prayed that God would raise up pro-
phets in his own diocese of Lahore and throughout
the Church at large. Also, in season and out of
season, he spoke to all comers on this forgotten and
neglected aspect of Gospel truth. And all the
while that he was lamenting the dearth of prophets,
there can be no doubt that he was a prophet
himself in the primitive and Christian meaning of
the term.

But no description of Bishop French would be
complete without, at least, a passing reference to his
letters. He might well be styled Ultimus RBomanorum
in that lost art of cultured epistolatory composition,
wherein our grandfathers were adepts. His was a
bold, picturesque, hieroglyphic “fist,” recalling the
Ilyicors I'pappasy of St. Paul. Just to glance at
the address he had inscribed on the outside of an
envelope was a means of grace. Every stroke and
every dot seemed to have been branded, red hot, by
his own glowing personality. And then the inside!
Even when writing on the merest matter of routine,
he would take care to improve the occasion, thread-
ing a few precious gems of thought, like beads, on
the line of red tape. A certain flippant secretary
to the Viceroy once made fun of this admixture of
piety and officialism. Now the Proconsul of those
days was a brilliantly cynical man of the world;
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but he took that jaunty secretary to task. “My
dear Blank,” said he, “I am going to give you a
piece of advice which you may find useful in after
life. Whenever you have dealings with an out-and-
out religionist (you would perhaps call him a fanatic)
it will be as well for you to give him what he asks.
Otherwise, you will stand a pretty good chance of
coming second best off. The Bishop's application
is sanctioned.”

But we have wandered far afield from our bivouac
in the Bolan Pass, and yet it is not really a digres-
sion, because the above forms the gist of my
meditations as the Bishop and I rested during the
heat, unable to advance till the coolness of eventide
suffered us to go forward. Of course, I have added
a few subsequent notes, in order to carry my sketch
of the Bishop onward to the date of his death; but
face to face with this “living epistle,” I needed no
books for the improvement of our enforced halt.
And so we marched and marched, day by day, till
in due time we reached our journey’s end, beguiling
the tedium of the road, like Bunyan’s pilgrims, with
“gweet discourse of all things that had happened
to” this veteran “in his pilgrimage.”

Before describing what is now the important
frontier station of Quetta, I shall take a leap over
about a fortnight, so as to picture our return journey
to British India. As noted already, where at the
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present day there is both a railway and also & wide
macadamised road for carts and carriages, there was
then nothing for travellers but to ride up or down
the water-course. Picture a bullock-cart, arched
over with a white tilted cover, going bump, bump,
bump, at the rate of two miles an hour, while the
pair of white, long-horned bullocks leisurely picked
their way amid the rocks of that dried-up stream.
And in that bullock-cart was spread a mattress, and
on that mattress I was lying sick, well-nigh unto
death. In those early days, Quetta was in a most
insanitary condition, and the “ Dead March in Saul ”
might have been heard five or six times a week at
soldiers’ funerals. My poor cook, Cheddi, who
accompanied us, did die, and I barely survived.
The Bishop would start early and ride on to the next
Rest-House, where he would thoughtfully get things
ready for me. . Then my bullock-cart would follow at
its own snail’s pace. But who are these men who are
following in my wake ? What is this nondescript
omnium gatherum, composed of all sorts and condi-
tions of natives, ranging from the Bengali babu (or
native clerk, probably a B.A. of Calcutta University)
down through every grade till that of the sweeper
or scavenger is reached ? There are twenty or
thirty of them slowly pacing behind my ambulance,
just as if it were a hearse, and they mourners at
my funeral. Who can they be? Attracted by the
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high rate of wages current in war time, these camp
followers have left their homes in India and gone
beyond the frontier in quest of the silver rupee;
and now, having scraped together their ¢ pile,”
they have tied up their earnings in their pugries
(turbans), and are going down on foot to the rail-
head of the Indus Valley Railway. Each of them
is probably delighted to get away, for, as the Cal-
cutta University graduate wrote from the Front
during the Afghan campaign, “ War is a very dan-
gerous department of Government service.” But
the wild robber tribes (to wit, the Maris, and the
Buktis, and the Brahuis) are on the warpath.
Therefore these timid camp followers actually seek
protection from the helpless, unarmed sakdb, who is
lying so prostrate that he could not lift a hand even
if he possessed a revolver. It was a clear case of
“bluff” on my part. The Bishop had characteris-
tically dispensed with our escort, and I was utterly
defenceless. But so terrible is even the solitary
Anglo-Saxon in the estimation of the inhabitants
of those parts, that these men flocked under my
wing and felt perfectly safe. And I do not doubt
for one moment but that they would have been
robbed and murdered to a certainty had they ven-
tured to travel without my protecting presence.
The whole country-side seemed to be at peace, but
behind every turn in the road there were robbers,
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Behind every rock, wild, untamed villagers were
lurking, ready to pounce on their prey. They
thought, of course, that I was armed to the teeth,
and so we made the journey in safety.

But how shall T describe the Quetta of those
days? Having climbed up the gradually ascending
Bolan Pass, you reach an elevation of 5000 feet,
and breathe a cooler air. At the present day you
ride down a broad “Mall” ornamented on either
side with umbrageous shade trees, while embosomed
amid verdant “compounds” are the well-built
bungalows of residents, civil and military. There
are spacious public gardens, where every afternoon
the youth and fashion of the station play lawn
tennis; there is a large Durbar Hall or Council
Chamber ; there is a magnificent church for Euro~
peans, and a smaller one for native Christians; also
barracks, and a railway station with a railway town,
and large railway workshops; there is a club and a
polo ground, and all the resources of -civilisation.

But in those early days when the Bishop
bivouacked in the Bolan, the site of this flourishing
“station ” was a waste, howling wilderness. The
monotony of that broad, rock-strewn valley was
broken by nothing except an ancient mud fort and
a camping ground alongside. For centuries cara~
vans had halted here, and the accumulated filth of
ages rendered Quetta a hard nut to crack for the
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newly - appointed health officers. But we have
changed all that. In those days there was indeed
a fine residence for the chief political officer, and
another for the General commanding. There was
also a native bazaar and a fruit market, but beyond
this all the world and his wife were living in tents,
or at best in huts. The residents of Quetta were
practically an army of occupation, encamped in an
enemy’s country. When you went out after dark
you were challenged by sentries, and ran the risk
of being shot if you failed to satisfy them. Now-
adays extensive waterworks have been made, with
the result that the whole of Quetta’s arid valley
has been irrigated, so that the verdant outlook re-
minds one of a bright emerald set in the midst of
sparkling rubies. In other words, the vines and
the fig trees, and the corn-fields, and the shade
trees, and the flower gardens, and the orchards con-
trast most harmoniously with the encircling girdle
of bare red hills which encompass the landscape on
every side. And further, the bright blue of that
rainless sky forms a still greater contrast with those
red, jagged peaks—for they are very red and very
jagged.

I must confess that I never admired the Mem
Sahibs and the Miss Sahibs of Anglo-India as much
as I did in Quetta. The war being barely over,

there was only the merest sprinkling of officers’
D
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wives and daughters—ladies who had broken up
their comfortable homes in India and crossed the
frontier, so as to be with husband or father at the
front. As in duty bound, the Bishop and I called
on each of these adventurous women, We found
them, without exception, living “camp fashion”
under canvas, or at best in hovels rudely constructed
of mud. For household gods they could only boast
of a few rattle-traps, got together nobody knows
how. And yet the moment you entered that lowly
door you were conscious that a nameless atmosphere
pervaded the place. Evidently a refined woman
had been at work. A Persian rug thrown down
here, a bouquet of flowers displayed there, and a
leathern camel’s cloth artisticaily draped over the
rough deal box which did duty as a sideboard.
Yes, the Mem Sahibs and the Miss Sahibs of Anglo-
India are women sui generis. As womanly, as lady-
like as their sisters elsewhere, they have a peculiar
flavour of their own—a flavour caught from their
strange environment. Liable to be transferred from
one “station” to another at any moment, they are
all birds of passage. They live in a society where
everybody knows everybody else. Being greatly in
the minority when compared with members of the
opposite sex, they are eagerly sought after. Being
relieved from household work by troops of servants,
they live in" a perfect whirl of tennis, ghymkhanas,
garden parties, balls, and theatricals. And still for
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all that they will be able, like Colonel Newcome in
Thackeray’s book, to answer adsum when the great
Roll Call at the last is called.

When the Bishop and I reached Quetta, the
chief political officer—namely, that exalted person-
age who “runs” the whole of those regions—was
off “on tour,” inspecting a remote district in his
wide jurisdiction, but, with characteristic courtesy,
he placed the Residency at the Bishop’s disposal.
In other words, we were welcome to turn into his
beautifully furnished house and make ourselves at
home, ordering in supplies from the bazaar and
starting housekeeping on our own account. This
was a simple matter, inasmuch as we had brought
our own servants to cook and “do” for us in the
various Rest-Houses of the Bolan Pass; also our
own bedding and our own table linen. A sentry
paced up and down night and day in front of the
house, so we were well cared for. The “ visitation”
of an Indian bishop is a great event. Besides
officiating at divine service, confirming candidates
brought to him, and meeting the local Church
Committee, he comes as the friend and the guest
of all residents—from the officer commanding the
station down to Tommy Atkins in barracks, and
from the highest civilian down to the humble
Eurasian (or half-caste) clerk in his office, as well
as the native Christians in the bazaar. It was
always a puzzle to me how the successive Indian
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bishops, under whom it was my honour to serve,
managed to keep up a personal interest and
acquaintance with the whole laity of the diocese,
their wives, families, and small concerns; but I
suppose they succeeded in accomplishing this super-
human task by means of continuous and unceasing
“visitation.” And when they do “visit” a station,
they lay themselves out to call personally on every
one, from the least to the greatest. Thus the
Indian bishop is really a father in God. He will
tell you the Christian names of all the children
from Delhi to Quetta, and from Karachi to Kash-
mir. He will display an interest in Jack, who has
passed at Sandhurst, and Jim, who has got a billet
in the police, and so on through all the Toms,
Dicks, and Harrys, to the undisguised delight of
their dear mamimas. As noted already, Quetta can
now boast of a magnificent church, quite as large
and commodious and well appointed as that of a first-
rate city parish in England or America; but at the
time of our visit the chaplain had to hold “ parade
service” in the open air. A hollow square was
formed, and in the centre of this bishop and clergy
took their places. Early communion, also evensong,
were held in the Durbar Hall.

Speaking of an Indian bishop’s visitation reminds
me of a certain simple-minded chaplain, This un-
sophisticated padri had doubtless heard of a visita-
tion of cholera, of famine, or of earthquake. He
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evidently believed that an episcopal visitation must
be something equally terrible. So just before
escorting his lordship out of the station (for we
always with much ceremony welcome the coming
and speed the departing bishop), this good man
addressed his diocesan in tones that proved him to
be shaking in his boots. “My lord, I hope you
have had no serious complaints brought against
me.” “My dear Blank, of course I have not; what
do you mean?” “Well, my lord, previous to your
coming I publicly announced your approaching
visit, telling the congregation in church that a
bishop’s visitation was the time to make complaints
against their clergyman: that was what the bishop
came for; so I thought I had better ask whether
any had been alleged.”

By way of bringing these disjointed notes to an
end, I must describe a striking personality, namely,
that of the station chaplain. He afforded a specimen
of what Charles Kingsley used to call “muscular
Christianity ”; that is to say, he was a man who
united mental discipline and spiritual experience
with thorough physical training. Honest, virile,
and removed as far as possible from anything like
cant, this worthy was the most omnivorous reader
I ever met in my life. He devoured, and, what is
more, assimilated every kind of literary pabulum—
novels, theology, history, natural science, magazines,
poetry ; in fact, nothing came amiss to his insatiable
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appetite. His rude hut was literally strewn with
books. And being mentally a full man, he never
wrote his sermons; but talked in the pulpit, to the
edification of all who had the privilege of listening.
Moreover, this chaplain was a first~class judge of
horse~flesh, and a good athletic man at polo, tennis,
and cricket. And in virtue of his great wisdom in
all things pertaining to dogs and horses, he was
master of the station fox, or rather jackal, hounds.
And the pack had their kennels at the back of his
hut, and he confidentially confided to me that they
were ever so much nicer than babies. One day I
had a talk with a great admirer of the chaplain’s—
no less a personage than Apsal Khan, the Pathan
horse-dealer. And after singing the padri’s praises,
Apsal Khan asked me the following question, which,
I must confess, nearly took my breath away :—

“ Lord Padri Sahib bhi kutta ka shikar karta hai?”
(“Does the Lord Bishop also go hunting with
the hounds?”) The very idea was too much
for me—our esteemed diocesan, ascetic saint, and
scholar and prelate—to think of him, booted and
spurred, crying “Tally-ho,” and careering across
the sandy plains after the fleeing jackal —he who
could not bear the sight of a dog, because, he said,
there are to be no dogs in the Celestial City. Spy-
ing a negative in my very look, the horse-dealer
replied in a tone of scorn, which it is impossible to
transfer to the printed page; “ O sirif namaz purta
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hat” (“Ah, 1 understand. He only says his
prayers.”)  Verily, the horse jockey in Apsul Khan
must have got the better of the pious Muham-
madan, if indeed there was any of the latter in his
composition ; for all Moslems have the profoundest
respect for holy men who give themselves up to
meditation and worship.

The wise American tells us that it takes all sorts
to make a world. And truly the chaplain of Quetta
was just exactly the sort of padri (clergyman) who
had real influence with officers and men in that
military cantonment. He grafted the earnestness
of a real soul-winner upon the good qualities of the
old fox-hunting parsons of the last century, and
much as they may be spoken against, even they had
good qualities of their own peculiar kind. In a
suburban parish of the Home Land our chaplain
would certainly have proved a fish out of water, but
there is no doubt that he was the right man in the
right place at Quetta. He got hold of officers and
men, consecrating his muscular Christianity to the
Lord, Who is the Saviour of the body as well as of
the soul. He had a first-rate class of men and
band-boys to present to the Bishop for confirmation,
and his influence was good all round cantonments.

PosTscripT

In order to give a bird’s-eye view of the late
Bishop French’s apostolic career, I extract and sum-
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marise the following from Mr. Birks’ Biography.
And T do so with the special object of showing that
the Bishop never surrendered his work. Having
once put his hand to the plough, he never looked
back. Serious illness might send him on furlough
to the Home Land—not once, but frequently—still
he was always eager and ready to return to his be-
loved India. And this in spite of the fact that he
occupied important posts during his three protracted
furloughs, and had the brightest prospects of further
promotion had he consented to remain in England.

It is rather a task to condense the two ponderous
volumes given us by the Rev. Herbert Birks, M.A,,
but I shall try to compress them into the few fol-
lowing lines, in the hope that by so doing I may
stir up my readers to read that deeply interesting
biography.

Thomas Valpy French, the eldest son of the Rev.
Peter French, was born at the Abbey, Burton-on-
Trent, England, on January 1, 1825. The future
bishop was educated at Rugby under the celebrated
Dr. Arnold. From Rugby he went to Oxford in
1843, having obtained a scholarship at University
College. In 1846 he obtained a “first class” in
the same list with several men afterwards greatly
distinguished. Two years later he gained fresh
laurels by winning the Chancellor’s Prize for a Latin
essay—a distinction carried off by a long roll of
Alma Mater's most brilliant scholars, many of whom
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have risen to eminence in the English Church. In
the same year he obtained a Fellowship in his own
college, and was made deacon by the then Bishop of
Ripon, being licensed to serve his father's curacy at
Burton. In 1849 he was ordained priest. A speech
of the late Bishop Samuel Wilberforce’s decided him
to make choice of a missionary career, and to this
he devoted his high literary culture, his ample
private means, and his inexhaustible energy, readily
foregoing the brightest prospects in England. In
1850 he was accepted as a missionary by the
Church Missionary Society, and was assigned to
the superintendence of St. John’s College, Agra,
in the North-West Provinces, India (this place is
renowned for the wonderful Taj, which all travellers
visit). Having worked diligently at Agra for seven
years, Mr. French played the hero during the terrible
Mutiny of 1857. In 1858 he returned “home”
to England, shattered in health. After serving a
curacy at Clifton, near Bristol, he returned to India,
this time going forth as a pioneer to the wild tribes
of the frontier. After “labours more abundant” in
that rude district, he had a dangerous sunstroke,
and was forced once more to seek refreshment in
the Home Land. He now took a curacy under the
Rev. Dr. Marsh at Beckenham, and was then pre-
sented to the living of St. John'’s, Cheltenham. The
spring of 1869 again saw this undaunted labourer
at his old post. This time he arrived in the Punjab
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as founder of St. John’s Divinity School, Lahore.
In 1874 he was again driven away by sickness. He
then became Vicar of St. Ebbe’s, Oxford. On St.
Thomas’ Day, 1877, he was consecrated Bishop of
Lahore; he retained the See for exactly ten years,
signing his deed of resignation on the z1st of De-
cember 1887, the tenth anniversary of his consecra-
tion. Then, as a simple missionary and pioneer, he
went forth to Syria, and later on to Muscat, in
Arabia. At the latter place this hero of the Cross
laid down his life, May 14, 1891.

There was a quality of remoteness and detachment
which marked Dr. French as one who viewed man-
kind from the hilltop rather than from his place in
the actual world. But his rapt idealism was ever
held in check by that Episcopal Double who was
ever energised with one consuming passion—to win
souls and to spread Christ’s kingdom. Realising his
duty as chief pastor of the flock, he flung himself
into the duties of his office with all the strength of
his consecrated manhood, and was ever accessible to
all sorts and conditions of men. But still Dr. French
ever viewed the world de haut en bas—not with that
hauteur which this phrase usually connotes, but
rather as one who, stooping down, would share his
attainments with all mankind.

Thus he impressed his personality on the whole
diocese, and made himself a felt power to its
“ Utmost Bounds.”



GEORGE SHIRT, B.A. (Cantas)
ROADMAKER TO THE GREAT KING

ProrLoGuE

WE were “ marching” from Sonamerg to Srinagar,
in Kashmir. Our path (for by the utmost stretch
of courtesy it could hardly be called a road) be-
longed to the variety commonly known as break-
neck., With alpenstocks in hand we picked our
steps amid boulders, broken bridges, and other
romantic objects. And yet this was that great
trade route between Thibet and the Maharajah’s
dominions, described in official parlance as “ the main
artery of communication between Central Asia and
Kashmir.” Our environment was picturesque, but a
“mind at leisure from itself,” or rather at leisure
from taking heed lest one put one’s foot in it, was a
thing much to be desired. On rounding the foot
of a wooded hill we came across a motley throng.
Swarming like ants, a crowd of coolies were to be
seen constructing (oh! joy to think of it) a road!
Men, women, and even bright-eyed mites of children

—the latter looking very important—were one and
59
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all carrying baskets of “dirt” on their heads;
others were busy wielding the Oriental equivalents
to our picks and shovels; small boys were driving
donkeys innumerable, each particular beast of
burden bearing on his back two panniers heaped
up with earth. Of course, the inevitable task-
master, in shape of a fat, greasy contractor, sug-
gested thoughts of Israel in Egypt. And the sight
of such an old-world Bible scene caused Handel’s
immortal tenor to sound in my ears, and (must I
confess it ?) I hummed the same aloud for very joy
of heart, of course murdering it in the execution—
“Every valley shall be exalted, and every mountain
and hill made low: the crooked straight, and the
rough places plain.” That is how Isaiah describes
roadmaking (Isaiah xl. 4). Now the intelligent
reader need scarcely be told that highways are
intended for general convenience in our utilitarian
and democratic West; but in the Orient a many-
headed populace calmly allows its vulgar necessities
to be ignored, thus reminding us of what Charles
Dickens makes his immortal Mr. Bumble say, “ The
public is a hass.” In a certain American village,
which shall be nameless, I know a worthy citizen
who got damages from the local authorities, to the
tune of four hundred dollars (£80), because he
injured himself more or less (probably less) by

stumbling on a rickety sidewalk after dark. But
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in the “ gorgeous East” a long-suffering public may
break its neck without hope of redress, for is not
the king’s highway made expressly for the royal
convenience ? Hence, a road is hastily extemporised
whenever an Oriental ruler signifies his royal in-
tention of going on tour. Such was the “why”
and the “wherefore” of that busy ant-hill. The
Maharajah (native prince) of Kashmir was about to
visit Sonamerg ; and, in accordance with the eternal
fitness of things, the way of the king was being
prepared. Of course, this method (or rather lack
of method) is quite wrong. To patch up a hastily
constructed road just for the king, while neglecting
the needs of wayfaring men, is a delightful example
of how not to do it. The whole thing is very
Oriental ; but that did not hinder Isaiah, who lived
in the unchanging East, from depicting things as
he actually saw them, and not things as they
ought to be. And so, from .this topsy - turvy
bit of political economy, Isaiah gives us his beau-
tiful emblem of St. John Baptist “ making straight
in the desert a highway for our God.” But the
King of kings has other roadmakers besides His
great forerunner, and there are other rivers besides
the Jordan, and other deserts besides that of Judea.

It is a “far cry” from emerald Kashmir to the
Indus valley, khaki-hued, dusty, arid, and hot;
nevertheless, those coolies, levelling the ups and
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downs of Sonamerg, are always associated in my
mind with the subject of this sketch—George Shirt,
Roadmaker to the Great King.

Come, my readers, mount the pinions of fancy.
Take a flight of about eight hundred miles from
Sonamerg. Then, making a descent on the dreary
plains of Sindh, you shall behold a roadmaker
plodding at his task: it is George Shirt, “ making
straight in the desert a highway for our God.”
Although his was truly the voice of one crying in
the literal deserts of Sindh, still there was nothing
romantic about this good man. He was not clad
in camel’s hair, and he had no halo encircling his
brow like some conventional saint in a stained-glass
window. Born and bred in Yorkshire—that most
hard-headed and shrewdest of counties—he was a
plain, matter-of-fact parson, and being an out-and-
ottt Englishman, he never pretended to be anything
else. He had fought his way to a clerical education
through great obstacles, and that salutary, if Spartan,
discipline had taken all the nonsense out of him,
There flashes upon my inward eye the memory of
a somewhat sallow countenance—it had been painted
that colour by the ravages of the cruellest climate
in torrid India; and that face is crowned by a mass
of coal-black hair, closely cropped, the whole being
surmounted by a sun helmet,

Roadmaker to the King, he wears no leathern
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girdle round his loins, but he does sport a cumer-
bund, or sash, made of bright red silk, such as
Europeans in India wrap round and round their
waists, so as to ward off those sudden and deadly
chills which, strange to say, are peculiarly danger-
ous and likely to occur in a hot climate. Other-
wise, George Shirt is airily dressed in a suit of
American drill, spotlessly clean. Canvas tennis
shoes and a white umbrella give finishing touches
to the picture. Again we notice another divergence
from the austere Eremite of the Judean wilderness.
Far from being a recluse, the subject of these pages
was the devoted husband of a valued helpmeet.
Exactly as the women coolies at Sonamerg helped
the men coolies to construct the Maharajah’s high-
way, so also in the Indus valley Mrs. Shirt was
always to the fore helping her husband in his life’s
work of roadmaker to the Great King. How this
good woman found time for her onerous educational
labours (she was the moving spirit and manager
of large female mission schools) was always an
unsolved enigma to us. She was the ornament
of a happy home and the devoted mother of a
group of laughing boys and girls. N.B—Her
husband used mirthfully to call these his eight
little shirts.

This reminds me that he was always ready to
joke about his own name. For instance, at a certain
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C.M.S. meeting in England, one of the speakers
was absent, so our friend was called upon to fill
the gap. He began by saying that if a pane of
glass be missing in a dilapidated house, and if the
wind and rain are beating in, then would the shift-
less inmates take any rag they could lay hands on
—even an old shirt—to fill the hole. That was
the case this evening. The appointed speaker had
not turned up, so they requisitioned an old Shirt.
Need it be said, he “brought down the house ” ?

At the risk of wearying my readers, I must ask
them to take one more glance at the coolies con-
structing a road in Kashmir. As noted already,
the Maharajah is expected. And when his High-
ness appears, there will be a great famasha (a big
function)—cavalry, resplendent in the bravery of
gold lace, will form a bodyguard; a band of music
will make noise, if not melody; retainers will swell
their ruler’s train. But in that royal progress, one
thing shall be conspicuous by its absence. Not a
vestige will be left to remind us of those earth-
begrimed coolies. In company with donkeys,
picks, and shovels,they have vanished. And yet,
were it not for the road which their toil-worn
hands have made, where would the gala be, and
how could yonder prancing Arab fail to injure
his shapely limbs? But who are these groups of
handsome highlanders—all and several arrayed in
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that picturesque holiday costume peculiar to those
Everlasting Hills, which once seen can never be
forgotten ?  Why, they are our old friends the
coolies; but their earth-stained rags have been
laid aside and, rigged in their beést, they constitute
a “great cloud of witnesses.” True, they bear no
part whatever in the actual pageant; but, as sight-
seers, they are very much in evidence gazing at
the show. And each bright-eyed child is there—
no longer a grubby atom, driving his string of
donkeys, but making his “cute” salaam and piping
out with shrill voice, “ O king, live for ever.”

Now at last, I am in a position to explain the
reason why George Shirt always reminded me of
these roadmaking coolies. I hope I may be pardoned
the homely illustration. This devoted servant of
Christ counted it to be his life’s work to build a
road—not a literal road, but a road allegorical. It
was in the province of Sindh, which is situated on
the sun-blistered banks of the Indus—it was in
that remote and most unattractive corner of the
Bombay Presidency, that the hero of these lines
“made straight in the desert of Sindh a highway
for our God.” So wholly is the Indus valley
given over to the creed of Islam, and so obstinately
are its people set in their own ways, that it needs
no little faith to anticipate the evangelisation of

this benighted region. But a Day of Visitation is
E
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approaching ; the kingdom of Heaven is at hand
even in Sindh, and God’s kingdom cometh not with
observation.

Such was the twofold faith in which George
Shirt was content to labour, and in spite of many
discouragements his assurance never faltered. There-
fore, in jotting down a few notes descriptive of this
pioneer and founder, I desire to rescue from oblivion
the memory of a forerunner, a man who repeatedly
assured me that he craved no visible results, he
hankered after no outward success. Enough for
the King’s Roadmaker if, like the coolies in Kashmir,
he was privileged to prepare for future triumphs in
which he personally would take no part. For
exactly as each coolie went off to his own village
unknown and unnoticed, making his exit the
moment that his own share in roadmaking was
done—exactly as these obscure peasants resigned
to others the joyous celebration which their own
toil had made possible, even so was it with George
Shirt. As soon as his task was done, the King’s
roadmaker went to blessed Paradise forgotten on
earth, but at home in the resting-place of the holy
dead. In plain English, he was a forerunner, and
as such he had to break up hard ground; but
although he laboured for a lifetime, he made
scarcely any converts, he achieved no brilliant
success, he built up no flourishing Sindh Church,



GEORGE SHIRT, B.A. (CANTAB) 67

he impressed no footprints on the sands of time,
his only memorial being inscribed in the warm
hearts of a limited circle of friends, European and
native; but he built a road, and on that road,
after his own death, the King’s messengers have
gone to and fro bearing the everlasting Gospel.
If a strong missionary staff is to-day stationed on
the banks of the Indus, if an infant Church has
been gathered, if the prospect is hopeful—all this
Day of Visitation is due, under God, to George Shirt
and his quiet, unobtrusive, and apparently fruit-
less, but really invaluable labours as a forerunner.
In proof of my assertion that George Shirt always
walked on the shady side of the street, I turn to
Mr. Eugene Stock’s masterly “History of the
Church Missionary Society,” and also to the late
Robert Clark’s “Punjab and Sindh Missions.”
Consult the indexes of these works, and you will
find eight or nine references to George Shirt. But
on opening the pages to which the indexes refer,
you will discover hardly anything more than the
barest mention of Shirt’s name. I do not blame
these writers. The world itself would not contain
the books which should be written, if all the un-
chronicled deeds of all heroes in the mission-field
were recorded. Even concerning the Glorious
Company of the Apostles, we know but little, ex-
cepting only of St. Paul, St. Peter, and St. John.
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Yet, thanks to the wunrecorded labours of the
majority, as well as to the recorded labours of the
three, there have been laid the jewelled foundations
of the City of God, all resting on that Rock which
is Christ. Thus on saints unknown as well as on
saints well known the heavenly Jerusalem is
built.

But to return to the coolies at Sonamerg. If
George Shirt never trod the road, which it was his
life’'s work to comstruct, is it altogether fanciful to
believe that he joined “ the great cloud of witnesses,”
and that having exchanged his earth-stained working
garb for the holiday dress of saints at rest, he also,
like the coolies at Sonamerg, is privileged to see
that royal progress in which he is forbidden to play
any active part? I am aware that the best com-
mentators put this beautiful interpretation under
the ban. But I boldly open my Bible at Heb. xii. 1,
and say, “ So much the worse for the Commentaries ;
if this be not the right exegesis—well, it ought
to be.” -

Allow me to tabulate five departments of mis-
sionary effort in which George Shirt did the work
of a pioneer, making a road in secret and solitary
places, far from the tumult and applause of the
world’s great arena. Gifted with the “grace of
perseverance,” George Shirt spent his lengthened
service in these pioneering labours. He was seldom
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cheered by any visible success, but, nothing daunted,
he built a road.

1. Christian Intercourse with Europeans.

2. Bible Translation, with Grammar and Die-
tionary Making. ‘

3. Itineration.

4. Educational Work, in the doing of which his
wife was always a true helpmeet.

5. Breaking fresh ground in Baluchistan, where he
died, after having founded a new mission at Quetta.

One more introductory remark: please bear in
mind Canning’s advice to Lord Granville, and never
speak or write about India without looking at the
map. Any atlas will show you the whereabouts of
Sindh and the connection of that province with the
ancient river Indus. That historic stream is truly
an “ancient river.” To say nothing of other notices
in classic writers, it is inseparably connected with
the return journey of Alexander the Great after his
brilliant campaign in the Punjab.

“THE SONG OF THE SHIRT ”

I. Christian Intercourse with Europeans or Anglo-
Indians.—Sukkur, on the banks of the river Indus,
derives its name (doubtless by reason of climatic
vagaries) from one of the seven divisions—surely it
must be the hottest one—of the Muhammadan hell.
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Now I might wax properly scientific and endeavour
to explain, superficially it is to be feared, how it
comes to pass that earth’s maximum zone of heat
is to be found not at the equator, as is generally
supposed, but about the lower latitudes of the Red
Sea, in the Persian Gulf and Arabia, and, above all,
in the province of Sindh. Suffice it to say, that
the Indus valley is the hottest part of India, being
