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Introduction .

Here 1s a fascinating biography
written in story form so that it holds the interest of the reader from
the first paragraph to the last.

Such a book is especially welcome because [ar too few biographies
of missionary women have appeared during the century in which
women have gone to the faraway places of the earth and given their
lives in devoted service as teachers, evangelists, doctors, and nurses.
Surely the history of missions in our Methodist church would have
suffered great loss had not Mary Culler White, author of Meet
Mrs. Yu and I Was There When It Happened In China, brought
to life for the present generation the personality and work of
Virginia M. Atkinson, pioneer missionary to China.

It was my good fortune to be appointed to China in 1914 to
work with Miss Atkinson in Soochow. I had never seen her, but
even when 1 was a child in the juvenile missionary society, she
was a real person to me, and every night I prayed that God would
bless Miss Jennie Atkinson and China. No young missionary could
have asked for a richer experience than that of being introduced
to a new country and a new people by Miss Atkinson. She was
cssentially a homemaker, and immediately 1 came to know people
as her good hiends — guests at her table, beloved companions in
whom she rejoiced. \Wherever she was, one found gaiety, sym-
pathetic understanding, and quick perceptions of the moods and
needs of people.

What a privilege it was to go calling on Chinesc friends with
her; whut {un to go shopping on the narrow, crowded sticets where
her facility with the Chinese Ianguage and her 1cady wit made her
1 welcome customer. And who can forget her picnics on housceboats
that took us to the hills outside Scochow — hills with worn stone
steps used for centuties by lovers of nature — hills covered in Spring
by azaleas of many hues!

East China was blessed in the earlv days of the twentieth ceniun
in having missionaries like Miss Atkinson, who from the beginning
felt that the most important thing was to prepare young Chinese
men and women for responsibility in the church and its afldiated
institutions. So well did they do their work that, when the 1evolu-
tionary davs of 1927 and later came, theie were men and women
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Introduction

ready to take over administrative duties even before the government
demanded it. So well had the work been done that no revolution
or nationalistic excesses could break the bond of warm fellowship
between missionaries and Chinese leaders.

Closcly associated with Miss Atkinson during many years was
Mary Culler White, who now gives us Just Jennie. 1 do not know
anyone better fitted to interpret Miss Atkinson and the days in
which these two intrepid messengers of the cross woiked together
in China. Both these women are from the South and are best
known in that section, but this book has a wide appeal and should
be read by all our women, north, south, east and woest, I recommend
it especially to those who, in the past, have not known the naturally
timid, vet gloriously successful Jennie Atkinson.

Such work as that done by this missionary cannot be lost. There
are hundreds of men and women in China today who remember
with deep devotion their precious “Miss Gold” who opened the
door of a new life to them. And let no one believe that the Christian
message is not being preached in China now. Pray that strength
and courage may be given to the [aithful.

Lotisk, ROBINSON

Executive Secretary

Woman’s Division of

Christian Service

for China, Malaysia, and Luima
1944-1953

. Foreword .

Miss VIRGINIA ATKINSON was my
senjor missionaiy and supervisor when I reached China as a new
recruit in 1901. My first assignment was to study the language.
There were no language schools at that time, and so difficult did
I find my task that, instead of having one tutor, as was customary,
1 had a succession of five regular tutors and sixteen voluntary help-
ers during my first year. With such a pupil, the teachers gave out,
but Miss Atkinson held out. And, kmgely through her encourage
ment and patient assistance, I got hold of the language.

But far more important than this, she taught me how to under-
stand the people — their culture and psychology, their traditions
and their customs.

As the years passed and we grew closer together, she told me
the story of her tragic childhood and its eflect upon her lile. 1 was
so deeply impressed by what she had overcome that now, as I write
this biography, my first purpose is to show what a timid, handi-
capped person may become, when fully surrendered to the will
of God.

A second purpme is to give to the women of America a picture
of the cveryday lile of one of their missionaries — her duties and
diversions, hier joys and sorrows — all shown against the background
of a changing China whose new lite she was helping to build.

A third purpose is that I want the people of Ametica to continue
to be interested in China, We must not wiite it of as lost. Thee
are many Chinese Christians who today are bravely carrying on
behind the iron curtain, and we must bear them up in our prayers
while we work with greater seal o save the Tands not yet enslaved.

My tourth purpose is to do my it towind counteractng the anti-
Christian, anti-missionary propaganda now so prevalent in Red
China, by circulating this record of Miss Atkinson’s life and work
as widely as possible amaong her 1clugee friends and acquaintances
in Southeast Asia

My finst draft ol the manusaript was oo long. Iven 1 knew that
it contained oo much detail, but no doctor operates on his own
family. and T lelt that I could not do surgery on this brain child
of mine. Just as 1 was feeling thed and a bit discouraged, God
sent to me Mis Annie Eloise Bradshaw ol Socochow, China and

.
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Foreword

Roanoke, Virginia, who loved both Soochow and Miss Ahinson
Here was a skilled book-surgeon, so she and I had a wondei[ul time
while she wielded the knife. and 1 held her hand to make sune
she did not wut too deep. The resultz Tere it is. Read it and sce!
‘ In addition to Mps Bradshaw, my thanks aic due to mamy people
To Dr. W. B. Nance, {fomerly President ol Soochow Univasity,
for 1eading the manuscript and making helplol suggestions 1y o
aroup of former China musstonaies who gathered matartal o1 pave
information: ‘ )

Miss Mary Minor I'arrant, St Lows, Missouri, and Mulin, 1o
Miss Alice G. Waters, Murray, hentucky
Miss Clara E. Steger, Mountain Grove, Missouri
Miss Mury A. Hood, now deccased.
‘ .\hs? Elizabeth Hughes. who passed away suddenly the danv after
interviewed her. ‘

| To Miss Atkinson's friends and faithful correspondents in Ala-
yama:

Mrs. Alice Johnson. of Birnungham. w whom thss book 1 dudiatad
This centenarian, with her bught mind and wondalul momony hddpod
me, as no one else could, but pased away at the age of 702 b ]
could pur the printed book into har hands,

Mrs. WL W, Bonner of Rock Mills, ALibama, Miss Athinson's old papid
and former plavmate.

Th(‘. Confcrence olheers of the Nortir Alabama Woman s doaey of
Christian Service, who have been unfailing 1 their assstance and n
¢ouragement.

To World Qutlook for permission to use the story, “Miss Gold and
tl'}c Garden™, which now appears m shghiy different form

. ]ue(':msc- of the present sitwation, no names of Chimese are uscd
in this book except those ol persons now living in Americt o el
known to be dead. This will explain why a number ol Clhinese
who pomed out ther love, service and gilts upon Mins Atk
J1¢ not mentioned,
Mary Coirrr WHIL

Oxfurd, Gemngia,

Felipuory 23, 1033

Jennic Seeks A Home

Hrr ratHer tied the tag on the
little cight-year-old girl, kissed her good-bye, and said to her older
brother, “Take her to the station, son, buy her ticket, and put her

on the train.”
It was December 2, 1869, and the girl was being sent away {on

adoption. The town was Covington, Georgia, and the tag read:

JENNIE M. ATKINSON,
Via West Point, Georgia
to
Rock Mills, Alabamu,
Care of Mr. Fountain P. Randle

The little girl gulped hard, gripped her umbrella, and walked
to the waiting buggy. She was accustonied o sONIow, for she had
Jost her own mother and then a loving step-mother. Now mother
number three was coming into the home, and it had been decided
that this girl-child must be given away.

Somehow she sensed that hier going was not her {ather’s wish.
She was convinced that he could not help himsclf. So, in the midst
of her desolation, she was deeply sorvy for him.

As she bomded the tain litde Jennie was {ull of inward fear.
She had been born in the fitst year of the War Between the States,
and the dangers of waitime and the rigors of Reconsnuction had
left their mark, Now as she sat alone on the uain and the winter
night fell on the woild ontside, she wondered il there wus some-
thing the matter with her that had made her undesitable to her
family. 1M so, would the cousins in Alabama want her? The iron
of an inferiority complex now entered her soul, and a tragic scnse
of insccurity took possession of her whole being.

Nor was her sense of desolation assuaged when the conductor
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2 JUST JINNIE

put her off the train. Her cousin was not there to meet her. The
depot agent, however, sent for Mr. Randle, who helped her into
the buggy and drove the thirty-five miles to Rock Milis,

Mr. Randle, “Cousin Fount,” was the manager of the big texnle
mill that gave the town its name. IHe was prosperous, his home
was large and comfortable, and his wife, “Cousin Lou,” was kind.
But Jennie did not find in this home the comfort she needed. The
fact was that they had not expected this girl-child, and they did
not want her. They wanted one of Jennie’s brothers, and they
thought they had made their desire plain to the father. Well,
thought the Randles, here she is — far too timid to be attractne,
But since she has been thrust upon us, through some mistake. we
may as well keep her. Part of this Jennie overheard, pait she
guessed; and the sense of inferiority went deeper into her soul.
Schooldays came with good report cards, but at home she was alwavs
shy and reserved, always wondering if her cousins would cver
want her.

A few years later she read in a local paper that the Rev. \W. D).
Atkinson, a well-known preacher and temperance lecturer, would
speak at West Point, Geoigia. It was her father! Jennie went with
a party from Rock Mills, and at the close she pressed forward
eagerly to greet her father. But others were crowding around him.
As he took her hand he asked casually, “Whose little girl are vou?"
The words fell like a blow, but in the midst of hLer suffering her
loyalty shielded her father from blame. The writer was one of
the very few to whom she ever confided this experience.

“How did you feel?” I gasped. But she replied, “1 was so sorry
for him that there was no room for any other emotion.”

She had the good fortune to make one close friend at this trving
time. This was her stepcousin, Carrie Vernon, who lived in a
neighboring town. The two could be together only in vacations.
but Jennie at last had someone, somewhere, to whom she could
talk. She called Carrie her “twin cousin,” and the 1wo vowed cternad
devotion.

More vears went by. Cousin Fount was an active layman who
had t_)rganized a Methodist church in the communitv schoolhouse.
Jennie's father was of another denomination. Both Mr. and Mis.
Randle understood the child's lovalty to her father, and left her
_fre.e to choose her church, At fourteen she made her decision and
Joined the Rock Mills branch of her father's church. To her,
uniting with the chwrch was no mele outward form. The lming
Heavenly Father, who notes the spartow’s fall, had been doing a
work of grace in this lonely child, and she had given her heart to
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Him. Following that, God had been whispering a message to her
about her future service. She was too shy to speak of it at the time,
but long afterwards she wrote, “I cannot remember a time when I
did not love God and His children both far and near, and want
to be a missionary to China.”

She neceded the strengthening effect of that religious experience,
for two severe trials were ahead. Jennie’s old feeling of insecurity
became more acute when a baby was born to Cousin Lou. This
was the longed-for boy, whom they named William Nathan Randle
and called “Wilna.” Jennie did not mind the extra work, but—
would her foster parents want her now that they had a child of
their own? Her old fears, none the less real because unfounded,
rosc up to torture her. In October of the same year her father died.
She had always loved him devotedly and had rejoiced in his repu-
tation in his own denomination. Now his going made her feel more
alone than ever. With her mind she appreciated all that her foster
parents were doing for her, but in her heart she still doubted the
sincerity of their love. Self-distrust told her she was unworthy, and
doubt argued that they were caring for her out of pity. But the
people of Rock Mills all thought of her as the loved and loving
daughter of the Randle family; and Cousin Fount and Cousin Lou,
though never demonstrative, really treated her as their own daugh-
ter, and when the time came began to talk of sending her to college.

The Rock Mills school, dignified by the name “Academy,” which
she had attended from the age of eight, had high academic stand-
ards, and Jennic had received a good foundation. Next in line was
college, and the girl was delighted that her cousins weire willing to
send her. Colleges for women were rare, but Cousin Fount was a
trustee of La Grange Female College (now La Grange College) at
La Grange, Georgia. This was a Mecthodist institution with a long
history of struggle behind it. The main building had been burned
in the eighteen-fifties, and the institution had been almost wiped
out during the War Between the States, but by the time Jennic was
ready for college it had been rehabilitated and was one of the best
colleges for women in the South.

In June, 1880, she was graduated from La Grange College with
first honor. It was a happy day for the Randle family when they
went to commencement to hear timid litte Jennie deliver the
valedictory.

Jennie was now eighteen. and was elected assistant teacher in the
Rock Mills Academy, a two-teacher school. She was to teach cle-
mentary subjects as well as the “calisthenics” and “elocution” that
she had learned in college. On Sundays she taught in Sunday School
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and played the recd organ for Sunday School and Chinch. While
she was in college she had transferred her membership to the Meth.
odist church, realizing that the interests of her home and her colleae
were centered in that denomination, and that it would ofler hei
more fellowship and better opportunities lor senvice than the one
she had joined.

Even when established as a teacher she did not think ol herscH
as a “grown young lady.” She still wore her hair in Jong biaids,
though she was now “Miss Jennie” to all the pupils. She still Iined
in the Randle home, which was a shelter lor the school teachers,
the visiting ministers, and several school children {rom the counun
who wanted to board in town.

That first year Jennie's roommate was Florence Harper., a yna
cious girl only a few years younger than hersell. From the fist dn
Florence loved “Miss Jennie” with a wholehearted devotion: and
the girl-teacher, still hungry-hearted, returned the aflection cagarly.
Long afterwards Florence said, “Miss Jennie loved love, and when
she was with me she got it.” In the afteinoons the two roamed the
hills, or walked beside the rapids that furnished water power fon
the mill. Led by the younger girl, Jennie developed a deep Jove
{or the out-of-doors and belatedly entered into the joy of her lost
childhood. Incidentally she also discovered her long-doimuint sense
of humor. Once when a very scdate minister was vistting the
Randles, Jennie and Florence loosened the slats of his hed, listened
for the crash, and laughed when it came.

In her later lile, Jennie's assoc jates alwins noted her Jight-
heartedness and her love of fun. They did not know that it was
“Liule Florence,” the pupil-friend, whase love and sympathv had
recovered for her diffident teachar this cndearing chaactevistic

But Jennie had not lost her seriousncss ol puipose. During all
this time of teaching and of learning to play, in her heait she wae
revolving the deep problem of her life. How could she find a wan
to go to China as a missionary?

L2

Jennie Becomes A Missionary

“Doyou six that gitl over therer”
asked Mrs. Ansen West, an officer of the North Alabama Conlerence
Woman's Missionary Society, who was on her way to its fourth an-
nual mecting. Mrs. Alice Johnson, the new delegate who had just
boarded the train, looked. What she saw was a pleasant-faced gitl
of about twenty-two, with clear gray eyes and heavy brown hair that
was combed straight back and piled demurcly on top of her head.
The hairdo scemed to he an attempt to make hersell look grown-up,
for her smile belied its scverity.

Mys. C. W. Branden, another officer of the group, continued: “It
is Jennie Atkinson, on her way to the Conference to dedicate heiself
as a missionary to China.”

Long afterwards — sixty-six years to be exact — Mrs. Johmson, aged
ninetyseven, said to the writer: I [ell in love with Jennie Atkinson
and with mussions at the sine time. By contiast with her, there on
the train and at the Conlerence in her committee on childien’s
work, 1 saw the selfishness of my own life, and T went home a
changed woman. | went out to o1ganise missionary socicties and to
raise money fo1 China. Best of all, through Jennie, Jesus became
rcal to me.”

U'his meeting, which saw jennic’s conscuation as a missionmy,
was in June, 1884, The six years preceding had seen a yemarkable
development in missions. In 1878, when Jennic was just entering
La Grange College, the Woman's Board ol Forcign Missions of the
Methodist Epicopal Chureh, south, was organized with headgua-
ters in Nashville, Tennessce. Miss Lochie Rankin, the first mission-
ary, and a vea later her sister Dora, were sent 10 China. With two
women workers in the ficld, the women of local ¢hwiches became
interested and formed missionary societies. In 1879 the Woman's
Aissionan Socicty of the North Alabama Conference was organized,
thus binding together their umelated societics.

At this time and during her fowr vears of teaching at Rock Mills,
Jennic was watching the church papers for news of missions and
especially of the work in China. It was brought nearer to her by

-
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the fact that her foster mother, Mrs. Randle, was made a conlerence
officer. She longed to offer herself as a candidate, but the old
inferior ity complex held her back. Early in 1884 came a ciisis. Dr.
Young J. Allen, missionary in China, sent an appeal to the WWoman'’s
Board, calling for nine unmarried women missionaries: “If the
church means to do anything for the women of China, we must
have these workers. And,” he added, “‘they must be the sort that
cannot be spared at home.”

More eagerly than ever, Jennie watched the papers. Would the
nine volunteer? Yes, here was a doctor, Dr. Mildred Phillips. And
here was Miss Laura Haygood, principal of Girls’ High School
in Atlanta. Certainly, these were women who “could not be spared
from home.” Two other names appeared, but thesec made only four.
Then the Holy Spirit said to Jennie, “You have been called. Why
don’t you volunteer?” At last she wrote a timid letter — if a person
of her limited ability and experience could be used, she was willing
to go. She received the application forms, and later a letter of
tentative acceptance from Mrs. McGavock, Executive Secretary _of
the Board, asking her to appear before the executive committee in
Nashville.

“Little Florence,” said Jennie one day to her pupil-friend, “I am
going to China to be a missionary.” She went to Nashville with her
hair in pigtails and bangs. She returned after a few days a prospec
tive missionary, but, according to Florence, minus the pigtails and
bangs. A missionary must be sedate, Jennie thought, but whether
it was her own idea or the suggestion of the executive committec.
there is no record. But if Jennie lost her pigtails she gained an
insight that was to go with her through life. Mrs. McGavock, ‘thc
busy secretary, was an imvalid, and the executive committee nieeting
was held in her bedroom. \When asked how it was possible for one
so f1ail to carry such heavy responsibilities she replied, pointing to
her closet door, "It is in that place of praver that 1 obtain all needed
strength, comage, and inspiration.” _

These, then, were the steps that led Jennie to the annual mecting
at Athens, Alabama, in 1884, where she made a place for herselt
not only in the heart of Mrs. Alice Jolinson but also in the hearts
of the women of North Alabama, a place that was larger, perhaps,
because of her timidity. She needed their aflection, their support.
and their pravers. And they gave her these unstintedly: she was
theirs for life, and they were hers.

The summer in Rock Mills passed quickly, and Jennits pre-
parations were completed. In October she went to Atlanta, wheie
a group was gathered for the journey to China. Mrs., Young I
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Allen and her children, returning; Miss Laura Haygood and Pro-
fessor W. B. Bonnell and family, going for the first time; these with
Jennie made up the party, to be joined by others on the way to
San Francisco.

A great farewell meeting was held in Trinity Church, the church
in which Miss Flaygood had built up an outstanding picce of home
mission work. Her brother, Bishop Atticus G. Haygood, and other
dignitaries were there. People of all classes and all religious groups,
bound to Miss Haygood by educational, social and religious ties,
thronged the church and filled the yard, all to hear her say why, why
she was leaving Atlanta, where she belonged, and going to China,

Jennie Atkinson, listening, felt her heart thrilled. Here, indeed,
was a woman whose experience, talents, personality, and spiritual
power made her equal to the great task, the task which lay before
them both. By contrast, Jennie felt herself wholly inadequate, in-
significant. Why — oh, why — she asked herself, is there no training
school for green missionary candidates? There was no answer, for
Scarritt had not yet been founded by the Methodists of the South
She had not even had the local training available later through
the Epworth League and other young people’s societics. Except in
her schoolroom and in Sunday School at Rock Mills, Jennie was
afraid of the sound of her own voice. And she felt herself growing
smaller still when, at the party’s first stop-over, in Nashville, there
was another [arewell program in the largest church, featuring even
more bishops and Board officers.

In Denver she had a very different experience, but one which
added fear to doubt. On the street she met a Chinese man, and
her life work, till now in the distant future, secemed to close in
upon her. Writing of it afterwards, she said, “I was so {rightened
that 1 had to step back and let the others meet him first.”

The party, joined along the way bv Dr. Mildred Phillips and her
sister, Miss l.ou, Miss Dona Hamilton, and Dr. O. A. Dukes, finally
reached San Francisco and sailed for China October 18, 1884, on
the steamship Cily of Pekin. Jennie, the untraveled, was glad o be
on her way, tormented though she was by [ears and phobius. Psy-
chologically, she still had her childhood sense of insecurity, aug-
mented by sclf-comparison with her great fellow-traveler, Miss
Haygood. Plysically, she was afraid of everyvthing — strange people,
storms, wind, lightning, boats, fize, water —yes, water! And here
she was, starting out 1o cross the Pacific, the world’s largest body
of water.

It is said of Marshall Ney of Napoleon’s army, that on an occasion
when his chief sent him on a dangerous mission, he looked down
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at his trembling knees and said to them, “If you knew whae T win
voing to take you today. you would shake worse than vou an

shaking now.” .
That sentence is a thumbnail sketdh of voung Jennic Atk

starting out as a missionary to China,

3.
Beginning the New Life in|the Orient

YokoHAMA and beautiful Japan!
Mount Fuji rising above the clouds, high in the sky! The day
ashore, which happencd to be Jennic’s twenty-third birthday, was
kaleidoscopic in its novel sights and interesting experiences.

On November 17, just thirty days from San Trancisco, they
reached their destination, Shanghai. The whole Shanghai mission
met them at the landing. Handkerchiefs waved, and eyes were wet
with joyful tears as overworked missionaries welcomed new recruits.
Dr. Young J. Allen was therc. Jennie¢, who had seen his picture,
recognized him by his white beard — a} beard that had both longi-
tude and latitude. Chinese church lepders were there, and theix
welcome wars so cordial that Jennie prompily lost the fear aroused
by the Chinese man on the street in Denver. Miss Anna Muse was
there, Miss Haygood's former pupil, wHo had been on the field two
years. Jennie listened with awe o this lady’s Chinese as she directed
then ickshaw coolics, would she ever learn to make those stiange
sounds! :

The strects wete hined with Westérnstyle buildings, but the
peaple seemed to be all Chinese. And such throngs! Seme were
walking sedately, some were dashing i)}' in rickshaws, soine were
jogzimg along with buge burdens swung hrom their shoulders on
carrving poles, some were doing the work ol horses as they pulled
heavily-laden twowheeled cats, ‘There wits no lear now in Jennie's
heart, only compassion. These were the people she had come o
help. And they necded help - ves, even hers,

Shanghai was the metopolis of the Qrient. Located on the tidul
Whangpoo River, which flows into the estuany of the Yangize where
the Latter joins the Ycllow Sea, it had an excellent harbor, to which
came vessils o all mations to exchalge the merchandise of the
modern world tor tea. silk, poicelain, jade, and other Old World
Licasues. !

The city was divided intn distinct sections: the “nauve city,”
whidh was the enginal Shanghai. a walled town 1uled by a Chinese
magisurate: the Internationa Sottlement, and the Frendh Concession,

9
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a section which had come into being when China was forcibly opened
to trade with foreign nations, and which was still under fmei;{,n rule
though populated largely by Chinese; and miles and 'l]lllt‘s ol
suburbs which in population and architecture were a miztuie ot
the old and the new. The entire population was around one mij-
lion, of which about ninety-eight per cent were Chinesc.

Winters were cold, summers were hot and humid. Houses were
unscreened; there was no sewerage: and malmia, typhoid. cholaa,
and smallpox abounded. It was a difficult enviionment, but the
new missionaries were ready to make the best of it.

Three of the new arrivals, Misses HMaygood, Atkinson, and
Hamilton, made their home with Miss Muse a1 Trinity, a newh
built residence for the single ladies of the mission.

One of their first callers was Dr. Allen, who at that time was
general manager for the work of the Woman's Board.

“We must give each of you a name,” said he.

“Name?"’ echoed the puszled women. .

“Yes,” said Dr. Allen, “Your American names aie too forcign.
The Chinese cannot pronounce them. You must choose namces from
the list called “The Hundred Family Register.”

To change your name without geuting married! Jennic w.s
amused. But the Jearned visitor continucd:

“You, Miss Havgood, can be Miss Hai. “Hai” means “sea.” av
sounds like the first syllable of your own name. DBut you, Mis
Atkinson, mist sclect a name arbiuarily, as there is no such (Ihinc's.(.
name as “At” Suppose vou tihe “Kyung,” the word for “gold.
which is a good surname here. The surname is alwas placed fst.
you know — like Atkinson Jennic. You can be Miss Kyung Thwung
sung, or Miss Gold Arouse-Music ™

From that day on Jennie was Miss Gold, a name that was to
grow more and more precious to her and to others as the veas
went by. .

Every missionary must mahe it her fiust business to aequie th
language. There was no language school, so cadi neweomer was
provided with a private tutor —2a man in a flowing Chince 1ohe

big tortoise-shell gozales, and a black skull cap, and his long black
hair braided imto a quetie that reached almost to the _'.:luum.f
Jennice’s tutor looked very solemn as he sat across the table {reem his
pupil and began her first lesson by intuning the sounds of the
Chinese ideographs (characters) in the first chapter of the Gospaed
according to St. Matthew. She tried to follow his ¢sz, dz, ss. nd. I)u‘l
she wondered how any American tongue could possibly nrake sweh

"
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sounds. As the hours wore on she grew tired and the teacher grew
sleepy, but the inevitable pot of tea helped keep the man awake,
and Jennie’s determination kept her from giving up the struggle.

Language study was her main assignment, Jennic was told. But
she was also expected, as soon as her knowledge of the language
permitted, to supervise eight mission primary schools, also called
day schools. These were all one-teacher schools, none with more
than twenty pupils. Jennie was taken on a tour of inspection, and
found them housed in dark, unsanitary rooms and taught by un-
trained teachers who had no idea of regularity in hours or at-
tendance.

Jennie, in her youthful enthusiasm, was for immediate reform,
but the mission authorities, with the caution of age, advised her
to let the schools alone for the present and to devote her whole
time to the language. She obeyed for a while, but the long hours
with that poker-faced teacher were too much for her youthful
spirits. One afternoon she slipped out and went to visit one of her
schools. The boys were studying aloud and each trying to shout
louder than his fellows as they memorized their lesson from the
Confucian classics. The teacher sat at his table, a pot of tea before
him and a stout ruler in his hand. In front of him stood a bov.
his back to the teacher, his body swaying from side to side to the
rhythm of the words he was reciting. If he stumbled he got a rap
with the ruler. There was no attempt at explanation; it was like
teaching Plato in the original to first-graders, as memory work.
Jennie realized the {utility of the method, hut she was fasciated
by the coordination of sound and movement as the child, chanting
at the top of his voice, stepped from foot to foot. It gave her a new
light on the language. So Chinese was a matter not of sounds onlv
but also of rhythm. She resolved to practice her own lessons in
private with the help of her feet.

At closing time the teacher led the children in a Christian hvmn,
which they sang lustily, but wiong. Jennie had an inspnation: she
would teach these children to sing. She wrote later:

“1 pracured a hlack exercise book and wrate out some familiar hymns
in Chinese, spelling out the characiels by sound. Than T went regularly
to m ide schnols aned taught the children 1o sing, Thus T was the first
music teachicr i the Southern Methodist mission.

“I was also the first teacher of physical training in the Shanghai schools,
It was crude. of course. but young China liked my music and my Georgia
calisthenics.”

By this time, the children, loving their teacher for the good times
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she gave them, began inviting her to go home with them. These
visits gave her the pleasure of social contacts and also practice in
Chinesc conversation.

As the process continued, however, Jennie’s hours with the
Chinese tutor grew fewer and fewer. That gentleman complained
to Miss Havgood: “I humbly beg to inform you, honorable teacher.
that voung Miss Gold whom vou have entiusted to my unwortin
care Is acquiring the Chinese language, but how she is doing so is
a matter bevond my limited comprehension. She absents hersel!
for so many hours that I know she is not getting her knowledge
from me.”

So Miss Havgood gave Jennie a warning: “‘Remember, my dea,
that vour first examination will soon be upon you, and that vou
must he able 1o read and tianslate everv character in the New
Testament.”

Miss Havgood's fears weie unfounded. On her examunation
Jennie 1cad perfectly the hardest passages, even the list of (ounda.
tion stones for the walls of the New Jerusalem.

This timid, self-depreciating girl had made an all-time high in
the annals of first-year missionarices.

Jemnie's success with the Janguage gave her moice frecdom and
jov in her work, but in the home she was olten unhappr. He
mission associates at Trinity were all older than she and none of
them was able to understand her vinving moods of holicsome jo
and gloomv introspection.  Miss 1laygood, head of the home by
eason of senior ity and outstanding ability, had a nilliant mind 1nd
a tender het. She longed 1o help every struggling young mission
arv, but she 100 was wiestling with the language and suflering from
the Jdimate. Duiing her inst vears on thie fickl she had so wam
illnesses that she had to be sent anav time after time 1o 1ecuperate
Exen when she was at home much of her time was tahen up with
mission prablems. so Jennie did not feel fice o go to this huw
womain when she was homesick or discomaged. And Vs Flavzoold
not knowing the gitl's hackgiound, could not understand that this
was “just Jennie™, still starved lor love and apprediation and there
fore r1eady to imagine that she was not wanted in her new home.
So baflled did Vs Mavgoad hecome by the contrast betwecn the
girls excellent work and unpiedictable hehavior that she mniulm'l
to a fiiend, "I simply do not know what to do with Jennie Atkinson,

Forumately there is a glimpse ol a brighter side to the home
pictine. Just us Jevmice was making hersell sick with lonaing o
“twin-Cousin Canie” and “Little Florence”, Miss Elizabeth Flushes
came to share the home life of Trinity. In this young misionan
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Jennie found companionship and understanding love, and her best
side came to the fore.

Sixty-two vears later the writer, collecting material {or this bi-
ography, met this same Bette Hughes, then a retired missionaty in
Meridian, Mississippi. Although cighty-seven, her mind was clear,
her memory good.

“Tell me about Miss Atkinson,” I said, “and those early days when
you both lived at Trinity.”

Miss Hughes' eyes brightened as she responded:

“Even at that time Jennic was succeeding in a wonderful way.
She was building a place for herself in the hearts of the people. As
I saw it, the Chinese respected the missionaries in general, but they
loved Jennic Atkinson. They loved her because she was by nature
so sclf-eflacing. Oh, ves, she was young, and her timidity made her
unconventional, and people misunderstooc her. But as I knew her,
m that very situation, T felt that 1 had never known anyone who
showed foith the beauty of Jesus more than she.”

Jennie Tound the climate very trying. She bravely put up with
discomforts, but her health suflered. In winter the wind was straight
from Siberia, and bhrought [reeszing temperatures. Yet, even when the
cmals were [rozen over, there was no heat in her classrooms, and
there was “churdh as usual™ on Sunday, when the preacher’s bieath
looked like steam from a teakettle. The Chinese met the cold by
putting on any number of thick wadded gmrments; the missionaries
resorted to lavers of woolen underwear. Iiven these precantions did
not mevent the sapping of energy by the cold. They even had
chilblains (frostbite). jennic's small pupils had these purpliish sotes
on cs and cheeks as well us on hands and feet. In a Febiuay
letter ol Jennic's o Flarence she speaks of heing “sick™ from the
unheated «lassrooms and the cold i 1ides.

The hot humid sunnners, when malavia, tvphoid, dyvsenteny, and
cholera abounded, were harder on the health than the wintais An
Angust tetter savs, "L am toubled by pricklv heat, moscquitoes ad
ffeas. We e having the woist heat this suimmer dhat 1 have ava
felt. 1eel as if 1 were being Loiled. But mv dav schoals e siitl
open and T am gaing on with the walk.”

It is charactaistic of Miss Atkinson that in these sone letiers e
siiould sav: “Pray lor oy bovs Fhe was then weachme in e Anglo-
Chinese Colleze). twentsasin altogether and not one lrony a (st
ian home.” And later, “The bovs in the Anglo-Chinese Colleges ase
tmning o Chaist and ae being pensconted. Bae they ase readh (o
amsthing! .. Seven guls brom Clopton School joincd the Jiurch
last Sundan.”
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lncss was a {frequent interruption to the mission work, especially
among the unacclimated new missionaries. Death was another —
young Dora Rankin now lay in a Shanghai cemetery. The {ewness
of the missionaries was a handicap to expansion, and the very suc
cess of their efforts brought overwork. There were more pupils.
more schools, more preaching stations, more probationers to be
instructed. Jennie wrote in her third year, “1 am teaching the girls
of Clopton School to play hymns, but I shall have to stop il we
do not get help.” In the summer of 1887, five new missionarics were
sent out by the Woman's Board. Naturally there were high hopes
for expansion of the work, but another deterrent soon raised its
head; namely, matrimony.

Mrs. McGavock had donc her best to keep the single women
single. She had booked passage for the five young women, but
when she heard that the General Board was sending thiee eligible
young men on the same steamer, she transferred the girls to a later
ship. The young men were piqued. Two of them who were as
signed to Japan were on the wharf in Kobe when the girls’ stcamer
docked for the day. The third, the Rev. Mr. W. B. Burke, met
their ship when it arrived at Shanghai. Result? In three years' time
three of the five young women were married to the three vounyg
men — still missionaries, but lost to the work of the Woman's Boad.

But in spite of these drawbacks the work grew. Jennie's schools
were cleaner, better attended, better taught. In one school she
noticed three children by the name of Woo, and went to call on
their mother. While Mrs. Woo and the older girl were preparing
tea and noodles, little Katherine, aged four, plied her teacher with
questions. Did all the girls in America have natural (unbounid)
feet? What games did they play? Were they allowed 1o study ti
same books as their brothers?

Jennic became interested in the precocious child and visited the
home often. Under her teaching Mrs. Woo accepted Christ and
began to attend church. Then, when all of them were ready, the
mother and the three children joined the church.  Jennie, then
teacher, was happy, but even she could not foresee the import of
the occasion. She could not know that Mis. Woo would become
a uscful Bible Woman, the boy a valuable lavman, the older gl
a devoted Christian mother whose children would become outstind:
ing Christian leaders — one as an evangelist, anothier as Bible teacher.
the third as an evangelistic singer.

And little Katherine? There was nothing then to indicate that
this child had already determined to be a teacher like her dear
Miss Gold, and to do something to make Chinese children fice and
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happy like those in America. The child herself Fould not know that
her new determination would lead her into a kindergarten tramning
school in Japan and from there into the leading universities of
America,

T'he most important event of Miss Atkinson’s second year, 18!.36,
was the organization of the China Annual Conference. Along with
her work of soul-winning in and through her day schools, she was
also interested in the larger work of establishing a church. She
knew that in the early days of the mission work a Chinese convert
who felt called to preach was still a man of little education and
without background of Christian doctrine and practice; he was a
good assistant to the missionary but he could not stan(.l alone. Now,
however, a number of educated Chinese men were doing good work
as preachers and pastors. She was not surprised, there.fore, to hear
that an Annual Conference was being organized, with provision
for the Chinese preachers, when .qua]iﬁed, to he admitted on cqual
footing with ordained missionaries.

Along with every other missionary, she felt new hope, 'for the
China Conlerence was an organization through which an indigenous
church could grow up and be ready to take the lead in the cvangel-

ization of China.
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A New Home in the “Beauttful Soo™

o Svocnow, the Venice of the Ori
ent! Jennie, in her filth year in China, was going to live thee!
Mrs. Campbell, agent for the Woman’s Bomd in the Soochow
district, had asked for her. This was a itribute to her wok m
Shunghai, and it added substantially to Jennie's ever-insuflicient
store of self-confidence. ' '

Soochc.m', a city of about 500,000, was filty ain miles west of
shanghai. It was eighty miles by canal; and the only mcans of
transpottation w.as by a native houseboat, propelled Dy three o
four boaumen who sculled the little «raft from the siern. One
August day in 1889 Jennie took all of her possessions, not lorgeiung
a lunch busket, @ wash pan, and a roll of hedding, and got on «-n:'
of the?c boits, prepared to sit, eat, and sleep for two or thiee davs
de nights. The average speed wis two miles an hour, but il the
wind was favorable and the boatmen put up a sail thev could make
four or even five miles an hom! H the wimd was against them. the
boatmen simply tied the boat to the shore and \\'ai?ed.

At last the litide aadt reached Soochow and entered the g
thiough the tunnel-hike water gate that prereed the aity wall, trnad
s‘nulh on lh? inmmer moxat, and anchored at the oot of Heaven Gil
Street, lhf: site ol the buildings of the Methodist nussion, Tt vwas o
quict aniv.ad, without even the popping ol fuecrachers tr weloame
her. 13-111. though unnoted iC was asignilicant event, D his cannes
w]‘f-‘cﬂm g, « apable missionay had comie o Soochow to st

Fhe mission station in whidh Jomie was to live consisted el
fmu].l boumrding school lor gnls, called Mav Lambuth: Bullingion
Institute dor bovs: a small charch: and two hospitads, one lor men
L!l‘c ol.hcr for women and children.  Jennic’s home was to be a
“Eastside,” the restdence for unmmuicd women amssionaies me
door o the girls’ school. -

Her new wark was the supervision of the Methodist dav schools
.I.n this uita-consenative city it was not easy. Later, under the Gtle
A Decade ol Day Schools in Soodhow,” she wiote:

16

4 New Home in the “Beautiful Soo” 17

1 hete was no harder or more discouraging tash than the oversight ol
these schools. 1 here were five of them, with an average enrollment ot
seventeen. in the city, and one with only ten boys in the country necarby.
I 'here was also one school for gitls, 1 which taition, embroidery Iessons,
and the noon meal were all free. Even with these inducements, howevcr.
the average attendance was only thirween; Chinese thinking simply did
not mclude education for daughters. Tousing also was a major difficulty.
s fow Lindlords would rent to the despised “foycigners”.

She was happy to be living and working in the interior — “real
China” — as she called it. However, those pooily equipped and
sparsely attended schools were far below the level that she had
worhed up to in Shanghai, and she wondered how they could be
used to change the hearts of the people of Soochow. She also
thought wistfully of what she had missed by not having had courses
in real Bible study and missions. But with five years of successful
experience in Shanghai behind her she took a firm hold upon her-
self and said, I know that I have no assets samv¢ my faith in God.
my hope for the [uture, and my love for my clling. But these
arc enough.”

Asicde nom her work, Jennie was fascinated by the city itself. Jts
gray, battlemented wall, ten miles mound, had been built about the
time that Babylon fell. There were six giaes which were closed at
night to keep out 10bbeis. Small branching canals penetrated to
all pants of the cy. The aracelul arched bridges coukd compare
well with the Rialto o any other biidges of Venice. No wonder,
thonght Jennic, that the Chinese have a proverh saying:

Hdhove 1s Heaven,

Below are Soo and Hang.
meaning that the two places under heaven most worth seeing are
ie cities of Seochow and Hangchow.

Lovely woodwork was done in “Beautiful Svo,” and Jennie ad-
mired it gicatly. In the homes she visited she noted also the
heantiful mirrorlike vanish nsed on the furniture, not knowing
that therein Turked an enemy, Once she stopped 1o examine an
intricately-carved table in the open front of a fuinitwe shop. The
next day her face had swelled bevond recognition, “as il biten by
4 thousand fleas.” and her hands were red s il bmned in a flame.
1t was varnish poisening, like poison ivv, only worse. “You can
et it,” said the doctor, “just by bieathing the ah near wee vaimish,
and the stufl takes six weeks to dry.” Chinese. who had lived with
the vanish [lom inlancy, were immunc, and [ew foreigners wae
sensitive to it. But Jennie had such frequent and severe cases of
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poisoning that she and her doctor wondered how she could continue
to live in interior China. But Jennie made her decision. If this
was the price she had to pay for living and working in the place of
greatest need, she would pay it.

The streets of Soochow averaged only eight feet wide. One main
thoroughlare was so narrow that during rain an umbrella held In
a pedestrian in the middle of the street caught the water from the
eaves on both sides. Rickshaws and other wheeled vehicles were
unknown. People walked, went in boats or expensive sedan chairs,
or stayed at home. Women and girls stayed at home.

Jennie walked to all of her schools that were located in the city
t.hough most of them were two or three miles away. Sometimes she
limped. The rough cobblestones were hard on anyone's feet, and
Jennie's ilH-itting shoes, the product of Chinese cobblers, were ojv-
ing her bunions. And, since custom forbade an unmarried woman
to walk on the streets alone, the untrammeled Jennie of Rock Mills,
Alabama, had to have a chaperone,

Fortunately she had brought with her from Shanghai an amabh,
Mrs. Zah. (Stone), a bright woman of good family who was willing
to work in any capacity if thereby she might earn her living and
at the same time learn more of the gospel. Gradually the servant
became a co-worker. So Jennie and Mrs. Zah walked those streets
together — one with bunions, the other with bound feet. Between
them the schools were supervised. The Bible was taught. Some
pupils believed. And Mrs. Zal, learning mainly by absorption, was
rapidly_approaching the status of Bible Woman.

Jennie was oppressed by the idolatry and superstition of the city.
‘The Buddhists had their orange-red temples filled with images. The
Conlucianists, though not idol-worshippcrs, had their great musty
temple where, at the spring and fall equinoxes, animal sacrifices
were offered to the spirit of Confucius. The Taoists, whose religion
was a kind of animism, had temples to such mythical creatures as
the fox ghost. held responsible for all wmysterious fues. and the
snake king. '

Onec day when she was walking along a very namow street she
met a man who was trying to sell a venomous-looking snake which
lay coiled in a basket. “Buy snake!” he called, “buv snake and sect
it frec! Gain merit from the gods by setting snake free!™

She hunied on. She ran, for she was afraid of snakes. Yet she
knew that someone would buy that serpent and set it frec in the
he_ur.t of that crowded city. Oh, these people, thought the young
missionary, these people whom I have come to help! Bound by
supcrstition, yet calling their bonds religion! How glad I am that
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I can teach my pupils about the loving Heavenly Father, and about
Jesus who came to show us the Father.

More boys were coming to her schools by this time, but it looked
as though she would never get hold of the girls. She still had that
one little day school for girls, but its few straggling pupils were
from the poorest families. She decided to visit in the homes of her
better-class boys and ask their parents to let their daughters come to
school. Accompanied by Mrs. Zah she went from one well-to-do
home to another. But the parents were adamant,.

“Why should we educate our daughters?” one father asked. “They
are all destined to marry-out. And after they marry they will belong
to their husbands’ {amilies and worship their ancestors, not ours.
We would lose all we had put into them.”

Another father said, condescendingly, “We must explain to you,
Miss Gold, that the ideas taught in your schools do not fit in with
our Chinese culture and customs. For our women, especially, they
are very inappropriate.”

A mother, trying to be polite, said, “Our girls have bound feet,
and so are unable to walk as far as your school. Of course their feet
are bound and must remain so, or men from good families would
never marry them.” And then the father broke in, “Why discuss
the matter? All girls are stupid and unfit to receive instruction.”
Jennie went home with a heavy heart. But she relused to give up,
for her faith assured her that some day, somnchow, she would get
the girls.

The first reward of faith came from an unexpected source. She
was talking with her friend and co-worker, Mrs. 7Zah, who was
now a Bible Woman. “Tell me more about your {amily,” she said,
“Are there any that I bave not heard about?”

The lady became embarrassed. ““Yes, there is one,” she faltered,
“a daughter of fifteen.”

Jennie looked her interest, and Mis. Zah went on: “I have not
told you ubout her because” — her face flushed with shame —"be-
cause T let hier go out of my familv. She is no longer mine.” Then
the whole story came out. With widowhood and poverty the strug.
gle to keep her children together had been too much. When 2 good
family asked for the girl she had let her go — for the money so
desperatelv needed. “Now,” sobbed Mrs. Zah, "I can ncver get
her back.”

“But we will,” declared Jennie. "1 will go to Shanghai. I will sce
that family and will pay whatever is needed for her release. Yes,
it may be hard, but we will pray, and God will woik with us. With

God, all things are possible.”
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They sct out on the quest, Mrs. Zah doubtful and Miss Atkinson
determined. Miss Alice Waters, now a retived missionary, yecalls
that she went with them on that memoiable trip and that they
returned a few days later bringing the gitl. Jennie's faith had been
rewarded. But not even she could know that she had found the
Elisha on whom her mantle of service was to fall.

Miss Waters also recalls a conversation overheard on that visit to
Shanghai. a conversation which turned on the vagaries of new
missionaries. Someone had remarked. “I hear that Jennie Atkinson
has turned out very well, after all.” And Miss Haygood replied in
firm tones, “1 know of no better missionary than Jennie Atkinson.”

Furlough Phobuas

JenniE's furlough was long over-
due. The Woman's Board granted its missionaries one year in five
or six to be spent in the homeland in recuperation, in reunion with
family and friends, and in presenting the cause of missions to the
church. At this time, however, the needs in China were so pressing
that both Miss Atkinson and Miss Faygood stayed overtime.

Most of the missionaries looked forward eagerly to the home-
going. Not so Jennie! Of course, she would love to see Cousin
Fount, Cousin Lou, and little Wilna — why, that child would be
fourteen! And it would be wonderful to meet once more the dear
women of the North Alabama Conference. Yes, Jennie wanted to
sce her {riends, but — but — they would expect so much of her.
How could she ever measure up? They would expect her to make
speeches — in English! IE it were Chinese, now! Why, she even
thought in Chinese. No, Jennie definitely did not want her {furlough.

But she must go. "T'he authorities had so decreed. In May, 1893,
she sailed for America.

High praisc ol Jennie went from Miss Haygood to the secretary
of the Board. In a letter written at that time she said: *T hope you
will see something of Miss Atkinson while she is at home. It will
aladden vour heart to see how much she has grown in wonanliness
and strength of character. She is a devoted worker and very cfficient.
The day schools in Soochow have been wonderfully built up under
her care.”

3ut Jennie knew nothing of the letter. She was already on he
way to the dieaded America — alraid of the occan just then, and
still more afraid of what Jay bexond.

Judged by her own description. the [urlough proved almost as
bad as she had feared.

Except for Consin Fount and Cousin Lou, most of her relatives
were strangers to her. She scarcely knew her own brothers and sisters.
Morcover, America was a sirange new cnvironment. She had had
ninc years in China, and it was in those years that she had grown up.

The North Alabama women welcomed her with love, but they
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invited her to visit their churches and missionary societies and make
speeches on China, and that was the thing she dreaded most. She
appreciated the way they had believed in her, and had supported
her and her work with their gifts and their prayers, but she had
never made even one public speech in English, and she felt utterly
inadequate for this work. Her old inferiority complex rose up and
plagued her. She made the speeches, concealing her misery as well
as she could. But when the women crowed around as they always
did, telling her that they had "enjoyed her talk” and that she was
“wonderful”, she was more embarrassed than ever. She could never
feel comfortable on a pedestal. If she could have talked it out with
these church leaders it would have been better, but she was too
scared to tell anyone how scared she was.

There were bright spots, of course. She enjoyed Carrie, now Mis.
N. D. Denson of Opelika, Alabama; and Little Mother, Mrs. Alice
Johnson, who was now deep in the work of the Conference Society;
and devoted “Little Florence” of Rock Mills. Another bright spot
was her visit to her old college at La Grange. She was an honored
guest, but she was thankful to find that at Comtmencement there
was no demand [or missionary speeches. She also enjoyed attending
the annual meeting of the Woman’s Board in Atlanta in 1894, for
Miss Haygood was there by that time and was the main speaker,
With that “statesmanlike woman” present, in her own Atlauia,
Jennie was relegated to the background. She wished she could go
around with Miss Haygood all the time.

Miss Haygood once asked her aid in acting out a scene fiom
Chinese school. The older missionary, as the teacher, seated herself
at a table, and Jennie, the pupil, recited a singsong Chinesc lesson.
With her back to the teacher, swaying with the rhythm as she stepped
from one foot to the other, she gave a perfect impersonation. And
how she did enjoy it! \Why couldn’t she always forget hersell as
she had been able to do in that simple little scene?

One day, while visiting her Uncle Nuthan Atkinson in West Point.
Georgia, she opened the big family Bible. There were the names ol
her father and of her brothers and sisters. But who was this:
“Virginia M. Atkinson:" “Why, it’s I, she thought. The name
{ascinated her. This would be her signature ever after. She would
go back to China as Virginia M. Atkinson.

Furlough was over at last, and she could twn her face tow:u:d
China. Happy in the return and in the company of a new recruit,
Miss Clara E. Steger, she sailed fiom Vancouver in September, 1891.
That was the nearest route, and she was in a hurry.

o

“Enlarge the Place of Thy Tent”

“How can I improve and enlarge
my day schools?” That was Jennie’s problem: when she arrived in
China from furlough.

"I must spend more time in the schools. I must not waste precious
hours walking back and forth.” She decided to buy a rickshaw — an
innovation in Soochow. It would be rough riding on the Soochow
cobblestones, and she would have to get out at every bridge while
her rickshaw coolic bumped the empty vehicle up the rough stone
steps and down again. But even so, it would save time,

So the little hand buggy was bought in Shanghai and a man from
the country was hired to pull it. He was u clean-limbed, agile young
fellow with a pleasant face. Me had never pulled a rickshaw, but
he proved to be a good runner who liked his job. He had plenty
of leiswre while his mistress taught her classes, and before long he
was listening outside the door for ctumbs of knowledge. Soon he
was buying books, and presto, Alling, the rickshaw boy, had
Icarned to read.

Miss Atkinson, fond as she was of her boys, was still concerned
about the ncglecied girls of Soochow. Shortly after her return from
furlough a Christinn woman who lav dving in the Soochow Woman's
hospital, [earlul about the fate of her baby daughter, thought about
Miss Atkinson —so kind to everyone! She would ask her to accept
the gilt of this girl-child. The result was that Jennic acquired
ety divde Bau Kyungamel to feed, clothe, educate, and love. A
larthiul Chinese nurse was hired for a few dollars 2 month, and the
child slept in Miss Atkinson’s room. Soon Jennie was using her
spare moments to cut and sew little Chinese garments. The ncigh-
bors looked on in admiration. “Miss Gold is not like a forcigner,”
they said. “She is like one of us.” The results were good in Alu.
bama, too, for on hearing ol Jennie’s new responsibility the women
there raised money for the child’s support, and later thev were
deeply interested in providing for her education. ‘

The day schools improved after Jennie got her rickshaw, hut still
it was hard to hold the boys in school. As soon as they reached
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Bible Woman; Ah-ling, the rickshaw coolie whom she would train
as a cook; and the little Chinese girl who had been left to her care.

To many the move secmed “an audacious act of sanctified folly,”
with the principal party “untrammeled by common sense,” to quotc
Hildegarde Hawthorne. Disapproval came speedily {rom strong-
minded missionaries, who are never overly tender with one another.
But the sharpest criticism came from an anti-Christian Chinese who
wrote in the local newspaper: “An unmarried woman with a Chinese
baby has brazenly moved into the heart of this proud and conser-
vative city. There can be but one explanation: the woman is im-
moral.”

Jennic was hurt, but she did not let criticism deter her. It was
of this time that she wrote: “We weie more than happy that God
had helped us to get this house. True, it seemed too large at first.
But it not only provided for the large consolidated school, with its
classes and daily chapel exercises; it was also used as headquarters
for the ev .mwellauc work for women, and on Sundays as a preaching
place — the nuc]eus of a utwie church. We soon lound that the
house was not too laige.”

The move gave a great impetus to the work. The quiet orderly
lives of the two Anicrican women broke down prejudice. The pro-
gress made by the boys in their studies, especially in English, and
the good tiaits of character they developed recommended both the
sthool and the Christian religion. More and more parents relented
and allowed their sons (o become Christians openly, and before
long a regular church with a board of stewards was organized in
the school chapel. Jennie's heart overflowed with joy, for she now
had what St. Paul called, “The church that is in thy house.”

Writing of the events of this period she said: “Living in the old
Chinese house we found it casy o make contacts with our students
and their homes. One young boy ‘whose heart the Lord opcned'
was anxious to join the church bDut was hindered for a long time
by an older sister, who took .mthom} because the father was dead
and the mother a hopeless opinm smoker. We could only pray lor
the sister’s heart to be opened, and God answered. One night, the
Bible Woman, Mrs. 7ah, was called to the bov's home. She [ound
that all the members of the family were in bed with {fever, so she
staved with them several davs, and cooked as well as nursed. The
older sister heard Mas. Zah's words of comfort to the boy and ashed
to be told more about the Jesus-doctrine. Mrs. Zah was so surprised
she hardly knew what to say. So she praved. ller praver was so
earnest and to the point that the sister was converted hefore it was
finished. The result was that the mother gave up the opium habit
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through prayer, and all the members of the family came to know
Christ.”

So the work went on, within and without the school. Tt was so
promising that before long another missionary, Miss Susic Williams,
was added to the stafl. Yet, sincc her two co-workers had to give
most of their time to language study, all the responsibility of the
work was still borne by Jennie. Miss Haygood, writing at the time,
says: “For the twelve schools in Scochow with nearly three hundred
children there is only Miss Atkinson. She is an indefatigable worker,
and has a genius [or teaching and school management. But she is
far from well, and her work is enough to keep two strong women
busy.”

Some of this responsibility was soon to be lifted, for in Susie
Williams God had given Jennie a co-worker after her own heart.
Miss Williams had been in mission work with Chinese boys in
California and knew how to take hold. Morcover, she was an artist
and understood designing and interior decoration. Miss Atkinson
had always been a good housekeeper, and had made the old Chinese
house lock homelike, but under Miss Williams' touch it blossomed
into rare artistic beauty. A guest from Shanghai, who had just
walked through many unlovely streets, exclaimed as she entered
the living room, “This is heaven!”

Now that Miss Atkinson had a home of her own, she encouraged
the boys to bring their mothers for a cup of tea. But nearly alwas
the answer was the same: “My mother is too busy. She gets piecc-
work from the shops and embroiders at home. She cannot afford to
stop her work for even an hour.” Miss Williams had an idea: “'Let
your mothers come here and embroider,” she told the boys. “We
will pay them more per hour than the shops pay, and will give them
2 pleasant well-lighted place in which 10 work. And we will sell
their work to friends in America.”

Thus the Industrial School of Soachow, later to be known as the
Moka Garden Embioidery Mission, came into heing,.

By this time the liouse on Long Spring Strect was so full that
was almost Innsting at its ancient seams. The bhoys’ school had
arown until it needed all the classrooms of this building,. Azain it
was time for Jennie to “enlarge the place of her tent,” and su. 10
use her own words: “In answer 1o prayer. a second house on a nesr
by street was renied as a combination Bible Woman's liome. In-
dustrial Schoal and giris school. Miss Atkinson at last had her girls
The school for them was an outgrowth of the Industrial School, for
some of the younger girls who came to embroider 1emained 1o study,
(They formed the nucleus of the future Davidson School, wideh
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known as one of the finest junior high schools of the Mecthodist

Church.) .
With a full heart Jennie was ready to say with Jacob of old: “With

my staff I came over this Jordan, and now I am become two bands.”
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A Shadow Falls on the Mission

IT was THE turn of the century. In
America the Methodists of the South were celebrating by raising
a large sum of money for a Christian University for Soochow. But
in China a deep shadow was falling on the mission. Miss Laura
Haygood was seriously ill.

In the years since 1884 this great Ieader had directed the Woman's
work. She had developed it from a few unrelated charity schools
into a compact organization which included not only these elemen.
tary schools, greatly improved, but alse Bible training schools for
women and a high school for girls. This last was something hitherto
unknown in China. It was McTyeire School in Shanghai, modcled
alter Miss Haygood's own school in Atanta, and soon to become
known and honored throughout the nation. The dream which had
led Dr. Allen to call Miss Haygood to China had been fulfiled.

\Miss Haygood also liad the gift, rare even among leaders, of find-
ing and training her successor. On her departure {or furlough in
1894 she wurned over McTyehe to Miss Helen Richairdson. On her
return she chose for herself the more difficult task of supeivision of
the Woman’s work. By crude canal boat or lumbering wheelbarrow
she tiaveled to all the stations, near and far, molding policies, aiding
the woikers and suengthening their Christian faith, teaching the
school childien to love Jesus.

Now for two years she had been il with cancer and in great pain.
But by alternating between her couch and her desk she was heeping
up with the work, writing letters of advice aud cheer to both mis-
sionarics and Chinese, In the spring of 1899 she felt strong cnough
for a visit to Soochow and spent a happy week in Jennic Atkinson’s
home. Ina letter to a friend in Atlanta she gave this tribute:

You will temember the opening of this home in the quaint Chinese
house two vears ago. It would gladden your heart to see how the work
has grown. Jennie has borne her responsibility bravely and umnselfishls.
and is already “coming with rcjoicing, bringing her sheaves with her ™
Through her eflorts a church has been organized which already has thirty
baptized members and a number of probationers. Even her three Bible
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Women are fruits of her labors in carlier years. . . . Always looking out

for people’s best interests, she is allowing her house boy half-day at school,
and her cook also time for study. Both werc rank heathen when they
came into her service; now the cook is a steward in the little church, and
the house boy, she thinks, may grow into a primary school teacher.

This was Miss Haygood's last visit to Soochow. Months of greater
suffering followed. In answer to pleas from the Board members and
from her family she answered: “T am not willing to forsake my post
so long as I can render any service whatsoever.” Even from her
bed her advice was invaluable, her presence a henediction.

In the spring of 1900, realizing that the end was near, she asked
the Shanghai missionaries to gather in her room for the Lord’s
Supper. Just before the communion service, her nurse-amah, who
had been won to Christ there in the sickroom, knelt by her bed for
baptism and received the sacrament with the missionaries. At the
close of the service Miss Haygood gave her testimony, her voice
triumphantly clear: “If, when I gave myself to God for life and
service in China, I had known that this would be the end, I would
have acted just as T did then. It has been worth it all to have been
brought to know, love and trust Him as 1 do now. I am not sorry
I came, but glad with all my heart.”

The strain of this meeting brought on a time of prostration, but
after three weeks came the “good day” for which she had prayed.
She asked that the Chinese Christians of Shanghat, as many as pos-
sible, gather in her room. About a hundred came, received the
Lord’s Supper at her hedside, a few at a time, then filled the room
and the space adjoining to hear her farewell message: “'T'he greatest
privilege of my life has been to witness for Christ in your midst. 1
hope some day to meet everyone of you in our Father’s house. 1
hope cach one will come with a sheafl — father, mother, sister.
brother, friend. No one must come empty-handed.” They came in
wrrn to her bedside for her goodbye and her personal message. To
these friends the sickroom became the anteroom of Heaven.

she died at sunset, April 20, 1900, She was filty-four years old and
had been in China sixteen vears.

Of the many tributes, none was more heartfelt than that ol
Jennie Atkinson:

*“Miss Havgood caine to China to love, help and ~ave the Chinee.
Jhe was also mother and {riend to the younger misionaries, thank
God that in the home at Trinity He made a place for me. 1 was
young — 1 knew it and she knew it I <an never tell how much I
owe her. One 1eason is that I do not know. Many a time 1 find
myself doing things in such and such a1 way, and the rcason if 1
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could analyze it would be that ‘Miss Laura’ did it so. I praise God
for having given us Miss Haygood, and I beg Him to make us more
like her.”

Miss Haygood’s body was laid to rest in the old cemetery in the
French Concession in Shanghai. A spring of water gushed up in
the grave as it was being dug. How typical, thought the missionaries,
of the rivers of living water that had flowed and were still flowing

from her lifel

The Boxer Interlude

It came! The thing that jennie
Atkinson dreaded most — war and massacre. Only two months after
Miss Haygood's decath the Boxer uprising broke out in China.

The Boxers were an old secret order of Chinese zealots who called
themselves the “Justice and Peace (or Harmony) Fists,” and from
this name came the Western term “Boxers”. This society revived
after the defeat of China by Japan in 1895. The original aim of
the order was to rid China of the Manchu Dynasty, especially the
Empress Dowager, Tsu-Hsi, who had imprisoned the progressive
young emperor and usurped the throne in Peking.

Now another hatred was growing up in China — the hatred of
foreign nations. The Boxers, together with more rational Chinese,
resented the encroachments that had been made upon their country.
Hongkong had been scized by Britain, and opium from India forced
upon China, as a result of the “Opium War” of 1839-42. The
island of Foimosa had becn taken by Japan as indemnity after the
war of 1894-5. Tsingtao, scaport of Shantung, was held by Germany.
Many nations held “concessions” in the most iinportant ports. It
was all legal. for the tottering government of China bowed to armed
might and signed on the dotted line. But it was not morally right,
and the Chinese knew it.

The Lmptess took advantage of this smoldering hatred. Faced
by threatening demands for relorm, she shrewdly turned the fury
of the Boxers against the aggressor nations, inciting them to kill all
Westerners living in China — whether diplomats, business men or
nmissionaries. ‘T'he most frequent victims were missionaties, who had
gone farther into the interior and who taught a religion that op-
posed ancestor woiship and idols. Tor the same reason many Chinese
Christians, along with the missionaries. suflered martyrdon,

To spread the uprising over the whole country, the Empress or-
dered a telegram sent to the governois of all the provinces: “Ex-
terminaie the forcigners.”

Fortunatelv for China as well as {or the innocent victims, the four
secretaries of Foreign Affairs were real statesmen. They knew that

¥
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the course ordered by the Empress would result in war and the
eventual dismemberment of China. At the risk of their lives they
changed the telegram to read “Protect the foreigners.” They were
seized and beheaded, and the original telegram was sent out. But
the fact of two contradictory orders gave the governors and local
officials the chance to usc their own judgmient. They *protected”
or “exterminated” the foreigners according to their own convictions
or whims.

In North China, where the power of the throne was greatest, 15¢
rpmsionnrics and many thousands of Chinese Christians lost their
lives. News of these massacres, together with the Empress’ order,
sparked the anti-foreign hatred everywhere. In June, 1900, Soochoyw,
capital of Kiagsu province, was seething with excitement. Would
the missionaries be exterminated or protected? The governor let
them know that they would be protected if he could conuol the
rabble. He would do his best, but —! The American consul in
Shanghai, fearful for the safety of his nationals in Soochow, ordered
them all to remain indoors.

An incident of the troubled era is cherished by the missionarics,
{or it proves that not all “foreigners” were the object of hatred. Dr.
W, H. Park, of the men's hospital in Soochow, was greatly loved
throughout the city. He received an urgent outcall, and in ;pite of
the order from the consul he set out. At the sight of his curtained
sedan chair the ay was raised, “Foreign devil!” The chair was set
dou.:n in the middle of a mob, all clamoring, “Kill the forecigner?”
A rioter drew the curtain and peered in. “Jt's not a foreigner,” he
shouted, “IUs just Dr. Park.” Therealier Dr. Park went out’l at will,
but there was no such freedom for the other missionanies,

Though there had been no attack on the missionaries or on the
Chinca&.: Chuistians, the situation continued tense. Miss Steger, who
was principal ol Mary Lambuth, the gitls’ bomding school on
.l‘-I‘cuvcn-Gi[t Stieet, r1eceived an order from the gm'c'mor sdAViIng:
Close your school and send the girls home quietly.” When th
had been done the women missionaries, under cover ol darhness,
set out by houseboat for Shanghai. But Miss Atkinson could nat
rest even there. She hept thinking, “\What next?” She knew that
even 1n S.h-:mglmi there might be violence, for the foreign consuls
were advising all their nationals to leave the country. ‘]ennie did
1ot want 1o go on furlough — the last one had been too painful.
Neither did she wish to stay in overcrowed Shanghai. She wanted
to go to some quict place, where she could take some of her pupils
and go on with her teaching. There was no such place in China.
and so she thought of Japan.
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Thus it came about that a little party of missionaries and Chinese
teachers, students, and proteges sailed for Nagasaki early in July.
They were terribly seasick, for they were traveling third class to
save money, and the sea was rough. They arrived in a cloudburst,
and all their baggage got wet. By the time they had passed the
customs examination it was dark. But Dr. Davison of the Methodist
mission in Nagasaki was on hand to meet them and to conduct them
to the Japanesc house that he had rented for them.

They found the housc empty except for the myriads of “minor
inhabitants” — fleas and mosquitoes. The weary travelers spread out
their wet bedding. It was terrible, but at least they were safe from
the Boxers!

The missionaries in the party were: Misses Atkinson, Steger,
Williams, and Mary M. Tarrant, the latter being a new worker as-
signed to Shanghai. The Chinese were: Mr. Li, head teacher at
the West Soochow school, with his wife and two children; four or
five boys from the most advanced class; Miss Atkinson's little pro-
tege, now five ycars old; a tiny boy who had been lelt to Miss
Williams' care; an amah for housework; and Ah-ling, the indis-
pensable handy man and cook. Later they were joined by Mr. and
Mrs. R. A. Parker and their children, Miss Lochie Rankin, and
other China missionaries.

The next day Dr. Davison provided a table and a few chairs, and
Misses Atkinson and Steger, who could speak a little Japanese, went
out to buy groceries and to search for boxes to be used as [urniture.
The only bed in the house was constructed by Mr. Parker. This,
known as “the spring bed” was made of wood and rope, and was
supported at the corners by four goods boxes. Soon the home was
livable, il not comfortable. Long afterwards Miss Tarrant said,
“Miss Athinson’s genius [or making cveryone feel at home never
shone brighter than in the crude surrounding of that unfurnished
Japanese home.”

The sojourn in Japan wis an experiment in the canrying on of
mission work by group migiaton. As more stidents came from
China a regular high school was organized. Professor Li taught
Chinese classics to the students and to the younger missionarics.
Miss Runkin had the “chair”™ of mathematics. The other ladies
taught various subjects. mostly in English. All the students made
great strides in English. not only from their class work but because
they heard that language cvery day in the bilingual atmosphere of
their refugee home.

Out of that experience in Japan came some notable results. Miss
Tarrant, on returning to China, asked to be transfened to Ui Weost
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Soochow schools, where she remained for forty years of devoted
servicc. Mr. Li, the classics teacher, felt the call to the ministry,
joined the conference, and became an effective and well-loved pas-
tor. Sung Pah-foo, one of the students, pushed on in his studies,
entered Soochow University in its first year and bhecame its first
graduatc. Another student entered the Anglo-Chinese college in
Shanghai the following year, and in time became principal of
Atkinson Academy, the splendid co-educational institution which
grew out of Miss Atkinson’s school on Long Spring Street. Time
fails me to tell of all those from this group who in various ways
made their contribution to the cause of Christ in China.

While Miss Atkinson and her co-workers were carrying on their
school in Japan, the diplomats and missionaiies in Peking, together
with many Chinese Christians, had gathered in the Legation quarter
for protection. They were besicged by the Boxers for several months,
while British, European, and American soldiers marched to their
relief [rom their base in Tientsin. With the victory of this allied
army the whole Boxer movement collapsed. But it was December
before order was restored and Miss Atkinson and her party could
return to Shanghai. In another month the American consul gave
permission for them to return to Soochow. To their delight, there
had been little violence, no looting, and no one had heen killed.
Jennie and her collcagues took up their work in West Soochow
almost where they left off.

Fair and Fortyish

BirRTHDAYS are important in China;
the more advanced the age the more honorable they are. The most
polite question that can be asked in China, even of a siranger, is,
“What is your exalted age?” And always the birthdays that mark
the decades arc known as the “big birthdays.”

On November 8, 1901, Miss Atkinson had her fortieth birthday
and her friends had their opportunity. Those who had been with
her in Japan wanted to show their gratitude for what she had done
for them, the others their joy in getting her back. And so they
united in a great celebration. Fortunately for me, as the writer of
this biography, I arrived in China one month before this occasion.
It was my initiation into things truly Chinese.

The celebration was held in the boys’ scliool on Long Spring
Street, where the walls of the chapel were lavishly decorated with
red satin hangings the size of bedsheets, each high-lighted by a
huge gilt ideograph mecaning longevity, A student presided and
made a flowery speech, honoring Miss Atkinson as teacher, church
leader, and [riend. More honorifics, and then came a puppet show
called “Jumping Lions,” in which the gaily colored beasts jumped
and tore at cach other. Aflter the lions came sleight-of-hand stunts,
in which the Chinese excel.

The party then went into the big living room [or relreshments.
There were pyramids of hourglass cakes denoting long lile, and
big bowls of longevity mien —long noodle stiips in rich broth.
“Do you sce these Jong strings?” asked one of the bovs, picking une
up with his chopsticks, “You must take them in whole, or you will
cut off Miss Atkinson's life.” He demonsuated, sucking in a suip
at least a foot long. “And you must make plenty of noise, for that
will show your appredation of the feast.” Now I understood the
meaning of the guigling sounds that filled the room. Judging by
these sounds the food was appredated, and their beloved teacher
would have a long, long life.

As 1 looked at Miss Atkinson that evening I saw a lady who wuas
fair and fortyish. Her heavy brown hair was turning gray and,
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while not exactly fat, she was on the stoutish side — all of which
was to the good, for both age and avoirdupois were held in honor.
I noticed also that throughout the evening she sat quictly enjoying
evervthing. occasionally murmuring polite protests.

As I learned afterwards, the Chinese do not like impetuous, quick-
speaking or over-confident people. Miss Atkinson’s natural timidity
and self-depreciation fitted their ideas of propriety. A liability had
become an asset. As a new missionary I did not know of this Chinese
attitude, but I felt that Miss Atkinson was an ideal missionary, and
I wanted to be like her.

After that birthday celebration Miss Atkinson often invited me
to spend Sunday evening in her home, where an informal English
service was held for the older boys. This consisted of a song service
in English, testimony and prayer, and a Bible lesson. Miss Atkinson
frequently asked me to give this talk, in English, while she inter-
preted. The good derived was threefold: It gave me something to
do besides my language study and thus kept me from feeling lonely
and useless, it taught the boys English, and it taught me Chinese.

After the Boxer uprising it became evident that a change had
come over the people of China. Fewer children called out “Foreign
devil,” and more non-Christians attended church. The blood of the
martyrs had again become the seed of the church. More and more
boys were crowding West Soochow school, and the little church was
growing in membership and activity.

A girls’ boarding school was now growing np. The small groujps
of girls who had preferred study to embroidery weie the nucleus.
Now boys were coming with a new request: “\We want our sisters to
study, but you must take them as boarders, for ne nice girl ever
walks on the stueet.”” Others said shyly, "We want our fiancees to
come to school for we want to have Christian homes.” A few were
admitted, then others were crowded in. Before they hnew it the
missionies had a regular girls’ bomding school on their hands.
The Industrial School also grew. Again the house had become too
small.

Later Miss Atkinson wrote: “God helped us find just the right
house for our growing schools. 1 had set my heart on one in the
neighboring street. but without faith tn believe we would ever act
it. Then our business agent called. e had sensed our need and
had found us a place. It was the house of mv dreams. We 1ented
it and moved our girls and women in." ‘

Next came a change that put this wiiter into the heart of the
West Soochow work. Miss Williams was going to be marnied — to
Dr. A. P. Parker, a widower and leading memnber of our mission in
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Shanghai. I was to take the Industiial School — 1, who did not
know how to sew on a button! Moreover, 1 did not want it; 1 had
come to China to do evangelistic work. But Miss Williams told me
sweetly that she was swe it was God's will for her to marry Dr.
Parker, because 1 was there to take her place. So she got a hushand;
and I, a headache.

But all things do work together for good, even unwanted sewing
schools. I soon found that the women of the Industrial School knew
all that I did not know. And by moving to the home on Long
Spring Street, 1 had the privilege of five years with Miss Atkinson.
From her I learncd to speak Chinese freely, to know the people and
their psychology, to win unbelievers to Christ, to develop leaders
for the Chinese Church, to apply faith and prayer to every knotty
problem. I became a better missionary for this period of apprentice-
ship.

Living so close to the people we had many very personal contacts.
One cvening onc of our students rushed in crying, “Save life!” He
incoherently explained that his older brother had taken opium to
commit suicide. Miss Atkinson picked up mustard, ammonia, and
a pot of colfee, called Ah-ling, and motioned to me to follow. The
boy led us to his home and into a large room. The neighbors
crowded in and evervthing was in confusion. We finally spotted
the patient on a reclining chair, in a deep stupor.

We sent swilt-looted Ah-ling for a doctor, two miles away at the
mission hospital. Our task, then, was to keep the patient alive unul
the dactor arrived. Qur remedies proved useless. Lven the strong
ammonia under his nose brought no 1csponse. We heat Inm with
wet towels until a student who had followed Miss Atkinson wained
us: "Don’t beat him any morve. 11 he dies the family will say vou
Lilled him.” Alter that we walked him, shook him. called to i,
until at last he opened his eves and spoke a lew woids. By this
time two hours had passed and then, oh jov, the doctor anned.
We ook our leave amid profuse thanks rom the paents.

Miss Tarrant was waiting up {or us cager to hear. “just (o
think.” she exclomed, “that T was washing my hair and did not
get to go!”

The man 1ecoveied, but we lemned to our sonrow that he was
an opum addict and a nc'ar-do-well.

Preparations {or annual conference almast put this epiode out
of mv mind. At this ume I was deeply concerned about a ven
promising girl in the Industrial School = young. beautiful, talented,
but with her heart steeled against the gospel. T owas praving that ]
might win her before the end of the confaence year. My sedan
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chair was waiting to take me to conference, but I felt I must make
one more appeal.

“Why is 1t,” I asked her, “that you will not accept Christ?”

“I do not understand the Jesus doctrine,” was her reply.

I ignored the evasion. “What is your real reason?” No answer.
“Are you Dbetrothed?” Her lovely head went down—1I had my
answer. “Tell me about your fiance,” I said gently, for she was
crying now. “Is he a good man or a bad man?”

“Bad,” she answered, “very bad.”

“Tell me more.”
She still twisted her handkerchief. Suddenly she lifted her head.

“He is the man whom you and Miss Atkinson saved when he tried
to commit suicide.”

I was astouncled, but the whole picture suddenly became clear.
This girl was not opposed to Christianity. She simply could not
understand that she could be a Christian while she was engaged
to this man.

“I believe that very fact gives us hope,” I assured her, “but you,
on your part, nust stop looking at your trouble and look at Jesus.
Give your heart to Him. Trust Him to set you free.”

“Iiis family will never consent,” she sobbed.

But I pressed my point. “Your friend, Miss V., is a Christian. If
she will pray with you tonight, will you pray also?”

She nodded. I ran and got Miss V.’s cooperation, then hurried to
my chair. I could go to the conference with a free heart. My year's
work was complete,

After conference we approached the problem in the Chinese way,
i.e., throngh the middle man who had negotiated the betrothal.

The man’s family said, “No.”

Then Miss Atkinson and I did a thing unprecedented in China.
We went in person to the father.

“It is unbecoming in us,” we began, “to remind you that you
owe the life of your cldest son to us, but such is the case. As you
know, this son is betrothed to one of our school giils, but he is not
a suitable person for any girl to marry. Therefore on the score of
what we have done for him, we ask you to accede to the girl’s wishes
and allow the engagement to be broken.”

The old man was taken abuack by our directness. He hesitated,
then said, “It not our custom in China to break engagements, and
besides, we have given valuable presents to the girl’'s family. She has
a financial obligation to marry my son.”

“If you will promise,” Miss Atkinson responded, “to set the girl
free, restoring the cight ideographs of her horoscope, we will send
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our representative to arrange the financial details. But we promise
you now that the girl and her mother will reimburse you if you
will appraise the betrothal gifts on a fair basis. We are waiting
now for your consent.”

The man yielded. It was indeed true that such a solution was
not customary in China. The victory for the gir] was a clear answer
to her first prayer.

We sent Mrs. Zah to arrange the details. The price named was
over a hundred dollars —a very large sum for the simple gifts the
gir] had reccived. But she was willing to pay it. She joined the
church. Then she and her mother secured piecework from the
stores, working from twelve to fifteen hours a day. It was grueling
work, but the “freedom money,” which they brought and put into
our hunds grew month by month. At the end of fifteen months
Mrs. Zah took the full amount required and exchanged it for the
girl’s horoscope — the token of her freedom.

Meantime, one of Miss Atkinson’s finest Christian boys was asking
for the hand of the newly freed girl —but that is another story.
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Money the Acid Test

The CHURCH was always central in

\M1ss Atkinson’s thought and work. She [elt that no matter how
small the membership, a local church should pay the salary of its
Chinese pastor. About this time the little church on Long Spring
Street had a severe test. 1t had been sell-suppoiting with a stindent
from Soochow University as preacher. Now it was made a member
of a two-church circuit, the other being Palace Avenue, a small
church in the center of the city. One of the ablest Chinese pastors,
the Rev. T. K. Sze, was assigned to this circuit. His salary, how-
ever. as fined by the mission scale, was thirty-two dollars a month,
a sum comsiderably larger than the two churches together had been
paying.

Thie news was not well reccived by cither board of stewards. They
reacted just as more sophisticated stewards sometimes veact in
Americi. They folded their hands piously and said: “We <annot
yaise that much money. Let the Mission Board make up the dit-
{erence.” But Miss Atkinson did not believe in folded hands. She
beheved in action. She had long been a tither hasell, and she felt
¢hat the proper way to raise money i any chuch was to get the
members to tithe. Accordingly she set aside a cortain week
* Stewardship Week.” and ashed Miss Tarant to speak on the sub-
ject of tithing every morning at the chapel senvice ol the hovs’
ool. while she and 1 did the same in the schools {or women and
girth.

Then she did some fGguring. The deficic was only 57.50 per
month — a sum that seems ridiculoushy small in America. but the
«andard of Hiving among the people was very Jow, aml the West
Soochow church was made up of school bovs and gitls who wee
without amy regular income. However, Miss .Athinson aid her co-
workers thought that the bovs’ school. wheie some ol the students
were alieady tithing, could increase its monthlv gife by $3.400, amld
the girls and women. who wele fewer in number, could inacase
theirs by $2.00. That would leave only 82,50 pe manth to he added
to the Ludget of Palace Avenue. the older chuich on our clrcuit
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and one over which we as women missionaries had no supervision.

Miss Atkinson's next move was to ask Pastor Sze how he felt about
scll-support. Was our circuit able to take this important step? ““We
must do it,” he replied. “I am deeply concerned about it and I
have decided that I will not accept any money fromn the Mission
Board: 1 will live on what my members pay, whether it be much
or little.” IHow splendid, thought Miss Atkinson, but the minister
added, “Of course I cannot preach on this subject. Our Chinese
code would not allow it. It would be considered begging. But I
believe you ladies can push the matter through.”

“Very well,” replied Miss Atkinson, “you call a church conference
and we will present the matter of self-support.”

The day came. The representatives of the Palace Avenue Church
arrived and then the church members of our two schools. Miss
Atkinson introduced the subject, stating the purpose of the meeting
and telling of Pastor Sze’s resolve not to accept money from the
Mission Board. “We are under obligations,” she said, “to pay our
pastor’s salary in [ull, and we have met here today to decide how
to do it.” Then she outlined her plan and suggested that each of
the three units accept responsibility for a share of the deficit ac-
cording to the scale that her group had worked out. Suddenly a
chill swept over the whole group. lcec was forming, and Jennie
concluded her talk somewhat hastily by inviting thosc present to
express titeir opinions.

There was a painful silence — one minute, two, three, fivel With
my inexperience and impetuousness it seemed an cternity. Were
they going to kill our well-formulated plan? 1 glanced at AMiss
Atkinson, but she did not seem at all disturbed. Apparently she
was waiting, but for what?

Finally a close-fisted old man, a steward at Palace Avenue church,
aot to his fect and cleared his throat: “As a congiegation we at
Palace Avenue church are now raising $£.80 a month, and I believe
that if we all pull together and work hard we can raisc this mmount
0 53.00, But more than that we cannot do.” Me sat down — hard.

Listening to him, I too frose up. A whole congregation “by
working hard™ could add twenty cents a month to its giving! 1 felt
as though 1 wanied to die. Again I glanced at Miss Athinson., She
was just sitting unperunbed. Wiy didn’t she do something>

No one challenged Mi. Hardfist's statement, But after anothes
long silence our cook, Ah-ling, rose and said, “I am paying sixty
cents a month towaid the pastor’s salary, but I would like to add
five cents in the name of v tenear-old son, who is a pupil in

this school.”
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We all knew that five cents more a month from Ah-ling repre-
sented real devotion. Miss Atkinson smiled, and some of the ice
began to thaw. Our new classics teacher arose and in the dignified
manner that befitted his Confucian training announced: “I am
already paying toward the pastor’s salary and so is my wife. But ]
should like to give ten cents a month in the name of my mother,
ten cents each for my two nicces, and twenty cents for my ltle
nephew, all of whom make their home with me.”

With that statement I felt the ice thawing around my heart. 1
did not even resent the fact that this man was putting a double
value on the boy as compared with the girls and even with his own
mother. Our students were beginning to make pledges now, girls
as well as boys. The whole atmosphere had changed, all because
the people had realized that the idea of apportioning the defcit
among the three centers had tacitly been dropped. All over the
room people spoke out, pledging what they would give as individ-
uals. Miss Atkinson, Miss Tarrant, and 1 increased our pledges.
Soon the $7.50 needed was pledged.

How often have I looked back to that day! To me it was a lesson
not only in paticnce, but also in psychology. Isaw the value of letting
the Chinese do things in their own way. Blessings on you, Virginia
Atkinson, for knowing when to sit and wait! From that day forward
our circuit was self-supporting. Before many years the churches on
our crcuit were separated and West Soochow becamme a station,
supporting its own full-time pastor.

1.

The Delectable Garden

THE HANDSOME two-story Chinese
house that Miss Atkinson had so joyfully rented for her girls and
women proved to be dark and damp. As the number of boarding
students increased, its defects became more apparent. The columned
rooms and lovely carved woodwork did not compensate for the
narrow courtyards. These were just what their Chinese name im-
plied — “'sky well,” apertures so small that only at noon could sun-
light reach the bottom. And there was no place anywhere for a
playground.

Colds and tuberculosis, prevalent all around, invaded the schools.
Several students became ill with diphtheria. Dr. Margaret Polk,
at the mission hospital for women, administered antitoxin, but the
available supply of this imported drug was never enough.

A letter from Miss Atkinson written at this time tells of the death
of one of her most promising pupils:

“Al-pau (Love-Precious) was a bright, beautiful gil, betrothed
to a fine Christian young man in our boys’ school, who had brought
her here to study because he was looking forwmd to having a
Christian home. Though her understanding of the Christian faith
had not had time to go deep, yet she had accepted Christ and had
joined the church. The young man’s juy was changed to smrow
when this lovely giil developed tuberculosis, and as the days passed
he realized that she could never get well. Ile tried to comlort her
with the gospel message, but finally, wnable to biing her peitce, he
appealed o me. Tow 1 did pray that God would give me 11is
own message of comfort and salvation for her.

“She was Iving in such heiplessness that it was evident that she
had not long to Iive. So 1 put the question, 'If 1 should ask vou
to go to America with me, would vou be willing to go:' She jov-
fully answered, Yes.”

“I reminded her of the distance and of the strangeness of the
land, the people, and the language. But she still said she would be
willing, even happv to go.

“Then 1 told her dhat 1 could not take her to Amaerica, but that
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she had a Friend who was far better than 1, rich in everything she
needed, who loved her dearly and wanted to care for her [orever;
and that He was coming soon to take her to the beautiful home He
had prepared for her, where she would be with Him forever. She
hesitated a little when I asked her if she would be willing to go
with this Friend, but at last she said joylully that she would go
with Jesus to that peaceful home.

“She remained radiantly happy until the end. One day she
wakened suddenly, called her fiance’s mother and told her that she
had seen that heavenly home, and that Jesus was coming soon to
take her to it.

“After a few more days of suffering, Love-Precious was called for
by the heavenly Messenger. Without fear but rejoicing in spirit she
fared forth with her Friend.”

In the same letter Miss Atkinson continues: “Opportunities like
this make me realize that I have been entrusted with tasks that the
angels would be glad to undertake.”

Frequent illnesses of the girls, culminating in the death ol Love-
Precious, made Miss Atkinson realize that she must take steps at
once to secure healthful quaiters for the boarding school. A rented
Chinese house, crowded in among other buildings, would never be
adequate. If only she could buy a piece of land and could build
her own house with plenty of windows to let in the sunshine!

All unknown to Miss Atkinson, the farsighted Chinese mission
agent had already decided that the West Soochow work was too
important to be dependent on rented buildings. One day he calied
and told Miss Atkinson that the schools for girls and women should
have a permanent home and that he knew of a piece of land that
could be bought.

The site was desirable, the lot was large, and the price was fair.
The mission treasurer, Miss Helen Richardson, answered the appeal,
saying that she was so much pleased with the work in West Soochow
that she was glud to [urther i1, and that, moreover, she had the
money in hand to purchase the lot and also to begin the building,.

The new school for girls was built on three sides of a recitangle,
with [resh air and sunlight in every classroom and bedivom. The
girls moved out of the old renied building, and fumigated their
bedding and clothing before they moved into the new. The sulphur
fumes worked. Not a case of diphtheria appeared in the new com-
pound.

A fortunate chcumstance provided a separate home on the new
land for Miss Atkinson and her missionary co-workers. Miss Lochie
Rankin’s residence, called Louise Home, in a city near Shanghai.
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was lelt vacant when that lady was assigned to work in Huchow, a
newly opened station. So the mission decided that this house should
be moved to West Soochow. Labor and transportation were cheap,
so Louise Home was transflerred, as il by magic carpet, to our new
compound.

We were happy to have this comfortable, sanitary home, but yet
we left the Chinese house on Long Spring Strect with some regret.
It was so close to the Chinese, so easy of access. It had never closed
its doors to anyone in need. My thoughts went back to the day when
a student had brought us his little daughter saying: “Keep her for
me and save her if you can. My mother, wife and baby died of
cholera last night.” Miss Atkinson had received the child, ordered
her clothes burned, and kept her under observation until the danger
of cholera had passed. 1 wondered whether people would come to
us so freely in the more [ormal foreign-style house on the new
compound. Yes, I concluded, they would, [or wherever Virginia
Atkinson was, there would be a refuge for the poor and lonely.
She had been a homeless child herself; she would always make a
home that was open to all.

Now that the girls’ boarding school had a building of its own it
needed a name ol its own, and that, too, was ready. A small training
school [or Bible Women in East Soochow with the name “Davidson
Memorial” had been combined with a similar school in another
city. Miss .\ikinson decided to use this name, and so the WWest
Soochow girly” school became Davidson Memorial School.

While the girls’ school of West Soochow was getting into its new
home, the Mary Lambuth school for girls was Deing moved to
Shanghai and another type of boarding school for girls was heing
built in Last Soochow, which was to be like AlcTyeire. That
Shunghai school for the daughters of high class families had been
an inmnediate success, with a ministry that was both wide and deep.
Miss Havgood, therelore, had envisioned the same kind ol school
lor Soochow. Alter hier death in 1900 her Iriends in Ametice raised
money to build just such @ school, to e known as the Lawa Hay-
good Memorial. By an exchange of property with the General Board
a tract of Land was secured on the Teaven Gilt Street just opposite
Soachow University, imd its first building was erected in 1903, Thus
the name of Laura Mavgood was perpetuaied in brick amd in Inves.

Our new compound, which houwsed both Davidion School fo
girls and the Industrial School for women, also acquired u name.
It fronted on the Moka (Delectable) Garden Sueer, which took iis
name {rom the ornate but dilapidated estate just opposite. Without
our planning, people began to call our compound by that name,
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Thereby, instead of the old Moka Garden of crumbling rocks and
stagnant pools, there came into the thinking of the people of Soo-
chow a new Moka Garden, full of life and activity — a garden where
something was growing that they did not yet understand.

When our buildings were completed we moved in, though the
grounds at that time bore no resemblance to the name, the Delecta-
ble Garden. The top layer was brickbats and rubbish, for Soochow
had been laid waste during the Taiping Rebellion of 1850-66, and
this site had been unused since that time. Miss Atkinson's first
step was to have the soil sifted, so as to make flower and vegetable
gardens us well as a lawn. The screened-out debris became an
ornamental hill, on which she planted a weeping willow in true
Chinese style. Around the home and school she set out roses, violets,
geraniums, and “heavenly bamboo” (nandina). The soil was rich
and Jennie had a green thumb, so everything grew. The Delectable
Garden began to blossom.

The girls also grew and Dblossomed in their new environment.
They had a playground with swings, seesaws, and skipping ropes.
The loose jackets and slacks of the Chinese girls of that day were
well adapted to athletics. Soon they were climbing trees. The new
woman was on the way. The school had no rule demanding the
unbinding of feet, but the Christian girls with their “heaven-given”
or natural feet could excel in sports, and so the other girls wanted
to unbind their feet. The clothesline was an index of the un-
binding process. The bandages of the bound feet, hung out with
the other laundry, were at first two or three yards long. As the year
progressed those bandages grew shorter and shorter, and then {ewer
and fewer. The girls were unbinding their feet.

The church on Long Spring Street moved with us to Moka
Garden, as it was more fitting for boys than for girls to be on the
streets. The boys sat solemnly on one side of the aisle and the girls
on the other. I cannot say that there were no {urtive glances, fo
several romances budded right there. Both boys and girls lollowed
the rules of Chinese decorum, but they were bheginning to make their
own choices.

As the schools grew the congregation grew. Soon our largest class-
room became too small, and the members hegan contributing money
for a separate building. Long before this was erected the Chinese
had given it the name “Save the World Church,” a very beautiful
name in Chinese.

In 1905 came a scare-interlude — anti-foreign riots in Shanghai —
missionaries in the interior were called to the protection of the
International Settlement. Dr. A, P. Parker sent a telegram: “Riots
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here. Better come. Consul's advice.”” We at Moka Garden Jaughed:
who cver heard of running to a riot? Mr. R. D. Smart, youngest
member of the Soochow University stafl, who had brought the mes.
sage over, told us that Dr. D. L. Anderson, pmesident of the Uni-
versity, and most of the men at Heaven Gift Street had sent their
wives and children to Shanghai and that thev had decided that all
women missionaries should go. “They say,” he reported, “that if
an emergency comes they can run better if they are not burdened
by you ladies.” Miss Atkinson, who was still *just Jennie” in her
dread of a mob, agreed that the riots might spread to Soochow. She
thought we'd better go. The rest of us compromised: we would all
go to Heaven Gift Street to talk the matter over with Miss Pyle and
Dr. Margaret Polk.

We found a small group of indignant missionaries. Dr. Polk, a
woman’s rights stalwart straight from Kentucky, was the hottest of
them all. “The idea,” she stormed, “of the men of this mission tak-
ing it on themselves to decide what we shall do! They have never
burdened themselves for me yet. This time I propose to give them
a chance. If the crisis comes they’ll have to run with me and the
one I want to team up with is Dr. Anderson himself.”

Dr. Polk with her near two hundred pounds was just about the
size of Mis. Anderson, who had been packed ofl to Shanghai. Her
speech and our laughter cased the tension. We learned also that
Dr. Paak was on our side; he had said there would be no danger
in Soochow, and that he had no intention of sending Mrs. Park
and Margarita away. We committed the matter to the Lord and
went to bed.

Jennic still needed reassurance, however, as we returned to Moka
Garden early the next morning, and she got it from (wo Chinese
mothers who had daughters in our school. They euntered just as
we were praying for final guidance. “We have heard,” they said,
“of those anti-loreign riots in Shanghai, and we have come to assare
you that theve is no danger here. We have no intention of taking
our daughters out of school. We hope that all of you will ‘rest
your heurts'.”

That setded it With quiet hearts we went on with our work.
and the aouble in Shanghai died out wheie it had hegun,

About a vaar after this our schools received a great impetns {from
an unexpected somee, The despotic Empress Dowager was stil] on
the throne in Peling, but she had learned a lesson at the time of
the Bover uprising. She became more {avorable woward reform; and
in 1906 by a stroke ol her ver milion brush-pen, she abolished the
old Conlucian system of examinations and ordered the planning of
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a modern school system, including instruction in sciences, mathe-
matics, geography, history, and even [oreign languages. The mis-
sionaries had been conducting such schools for decades, and though
the fact was never acknowledged, these mission schools hecame the
mode] for the new system.

Miss Atkinson was gratified by the new turn in education. It was
in effect a recognition of the mission schools and their courses of
study. It would bring many new pupils into her schools, and most
of them would come from families that were able to pay tuition.
The old charity school would soon become a thing of the past.

But Virginia Atkinson was looking still further ahead. In one
way especially she felt that her schools were not meeting the need.
Well-to-do non-Christian families were keeping their daughters at
home until they were at least ten ycars old. There must be induce-
ment to get them in school younger. The school must offer some-
thing to the very young that the home could not supply. A kinder-
garten was the answer — ycs, a kindergarten with its games, its songs,
its happy social life, might make a strong appeal to the families
she wanted to reach.

Where could she get a teacher? So far as she knew there was not
a kindergarten in all China, certainly no place where a teacher
could be trained. Then she remembered that AMiss Margaret Cook
of the Southern Methodist mission in Japan had a kindergarten
training school. The Japanese language would not be a serious
handicap. Why, their textbooks used the Chinese written language.
She would choose one of her brightest young teachers and send het
to Miss Cook.

The choice fell on Katherine Woo, who as a tiny child in Shang-
hai had given her heart to God tlnough her teacher “Miss Gold,”
and had fully decided to use her hie to make Chinese childien s
happy as the childien of America whom Miss Gold had told her
about. Now Katherine was a graduate of McTyeire and a teacha
at Davidsmr. To the question, “Will you go to Japan for this train-
ing:”, her answer was, “Yeos, indeed.”

Katherine Woo, sailing for Japan in August, 1906, became the
first student whom Virginia Atkinson sent abroad for uaining.

.12

Better Than All the Mothers

Miss ATKINSON must take another
furlough. The doctor said so. It was long overdue, for twelve years
had elapsed since her first visit to America. Twenty-two years in a
foreign land with only one break is a long time.

She did not want to go. She wus now deep in her work, and it
was hard to let go. And she remembered with a shudder her at-
tempts at speech making during that first unhappy furlough. But
she knew that the doctor was right. AMoreover, she realized that the
speech making might not be so diflicult this time. She had so much
to tell! She wanted to tell those dear Alabama women and every-
body else who would listen the story of the West Soochow work,
and of God's marvelous dealings in the schools, the church, and in
the hearts of the people.

At annual conderence, in Ocober, 1906, the mission delivered
the verdict, and gave her a very lew weeks in which to prepare.

We of Moka Garden had retwined from conlerence and had as
dinner guests several teacheis and college students who had been
Miss Atkinson’s pupils. They had heard the news, and one of them
remarked, “Of comse we will have a {arewell celebration.” Nliss
Tanant inmnocentdy asked, “You mean like the one you had {or me
when 1 went on lurlough:" The voung man artlessly replied, 1
think more.” This statement was indeed the keynote of all that
Miss Atkinson’s friends did for her as she prepared to leave.

Other missionaies have had lovely gilts {rom Chinese Niends.
but s 1 looked at Miss Athinson’s mvay 1 could bot sayv, 1 think
mare.” Others e had crowds to see them oll, hut what other
American woman ever rode in g mandaiin’s sedan chair with an
oficial red mnbiella boyne in hiont. a mounted escort in the 1car,
and a line of scdan chairs {ollowing for the lenath of a «ity block?

The news of the impending furlough came as a shock o Miss
Atkinson’s Soachow hiends. She was so deeply 100ted among them
that thoy had never thought of her going awav. They thought she
Lielonged to Ching in the sume wav that thev did,

The gils’ school received the tidings on the day that 1 took
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charge of Miss Atkinson’s classes. The students were going on with
the lesson in the normal way until Miss Atkinson cntered the room
with a visitor. As they were leaving I remarked to the guest that
this was my first day as Miss Atkinson's substitute. They had
scarcely left the room when a storm of sobs broke out which swept
the whole room. Even when the cloudburst had subsided there were
intermittent showers all the afternoon.

In the days that followed red eyes were much in evidence. The
boys, though more restrained, showed in many ways their love and
solicitude. Happily for both boys and girls, they found a vent for
their feelings in preparing their personal or group gifts, and in
planning for a farewell service and the final send-off. As one of
them put it: “She is a helper of the helpless, a comfort to the sor-
rowing, and strength to the weak. We must plan something worthy
of her.”

Then the gifts began to pour in —and such gifts! Some were
costly, some were simple, some were family heirlooms. All were
tokens of love and appreciation. There werc embroidered shoes,
a long string of amber beads, silver spoons, gold rings and brooches,
scrolls and ornaments. Most of these were not from the rich, but
from her own boys and girls, who felt that they “owed unto her
their very life.”

In the Chinese manner, many of the gifts were embellished with
appropriate sentiments in the beautiful Chinese characters. A ring
was embossed with the characters, “God be with you.” A brooch
from the Epworth League was made up of the characters forming
their motto, “All for Christ.” A silver belt buckle attached to an
embroidered belt had been cleverly copied from an American model,
but 1t was engraved not with a monogram but with the Biblical
inscription, “The Girdle of Truth and the Breastplate of Righteous-
ness.” Among the scrolls, to be used as wall hangings, was one
which bore, in the beautiful Chinese calligraphy, an original poem
which expressed the desire of all Miss Atkinson’s [riends: “Shepherd,
conte back to your flock.”

A wee bronze idol from an carnest Christian girl was presented
with this note: “Take this to America. There will be one less idol
and one more Christian in China.” In the same package was an-
other image with a letter from this girl’s Christian grandmother,
saying, “Take this idol with you and tell my sisters in America that
it has cheated me out of half my life.”

Another priceless gift was a gold pendant in the shape of a cross,
on which in relief was the crosssshaped chaiacter for love. It was
from a girl who had previously not become a Christian, but a letter
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with this gift told her beloved teacher, who had taught her the
story of Cluist's "love on the cross,” that with this gift she was also
giving her heart to Christ.

Day after day the gifts poured in. They were climaxed by the
one from the boys’ school. To my mind it perfectly expressed the
sentiment of all the students. It was a rectangular motto board,
about two by six [eet, enameled in many colors. Emblazonced in gold
were the four Chinese characters meaning “Better than all the
mothers.” The student body marched over with pomp and cere-
mony to present it. We of the girls’ school stood at attention while
the boys fastened the board over our front door with hronze brackets
and draped it with red silk. We were the audience while one of
them, fully conscious of the honor conferred upon him, made the
speech of presentation. e younger missionaries were jubilant.
Miss Atkinson was almost overcome.

As 1 looked at the handsome board and listened to the boy's
words, I realized what Virginia Atkinson had meant to her students.
These Chinese young people had been taught filial piety from
babyhood. They honored their own mothers as do no other people
on carth. Yet in this teacher, who was also {riend and spiritual
counselor, they had found one who could understand and satisfy
their inner longings as their own mothers, limited by convention
to the four walils of the home, could never do. She was indeed
their Mother.

After the tears, the gift-bringing, and the honorifics, came the two
farewell services, which were, very fittingly, of a religious nature.

On Sunday evening the boys took their places early, and then the
girls marched in. They made a pretty picture, cighty of them, in
uniforms of light blue cotton, which as a suiprise to Miss Atkinson
they had made with their own hands and at their own expense.
This service was led by Miss Atkinson herself. She wanted the
opportunity to thank them all for the love so beautifully expressed,
and to give her farewell message. Fer carnest plea was that the love
wherewith she was loved might be given first of all to Christ, clse
it were a vain love and her labors also had been in vain, In response
to this appeal, one after another of the students gave a clear testi-
mony of dedication. A young man who had been oflered a magni-
ficent salary in a government school said, I have given my life to
God. 1 am willing to be poor as a beggar if need he, but 1 must
be true to Him."”

At the second service, on the eve of her going, the students were
in charge, and in this also the keynote was consecration. “By the
grace of God I will be true,” they said, and they added the thought,
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“But vou, dear tcacher, must get well and come back, for we shall
be impaticnt until this year of separation is past.”

The day of the send-ofl arrived. Firecrackers were in readiness.
The lawn was a labyrinth of sedan chairs. The students of the
boys’ school, in militarystyle uniforms, marched in, and the pro-
cession began to form. First came forty-five boys in navy-blue suits
with brass buttons: nexi, the red ceremonial umbrella carried high
on a standard; then Miss Atkinson in her imposing mandarin sedan
chair, followed by an escort of six students mounted on fine-looking
horses; and last of all the thirty or more sedan chairs of the women
teachers and older girls.

In one of the chairs was a student who was going as far as Japan
with her teacher. She was the second applicant for the kindergarten
training in Miss Cook’s school. Even in the stress of leaving, Miss
Atkinson was preparing for the work to be done on her return. Her
beloved China must have a properly staffed kindergarten.

From my chair at the end of the line I could see that our proces-
sion was creating a sensation as it threaded its way through the
narrow streets. It was two miles to the station of the newly opened
railway, and the whole route was tined with spectators. Again and
again I caught the comments: “Who is it> Some important man?”
“It's not a man. It's a woman.” “What woman?” “It's a woman
tcacher, Miss Gold of Moka Garden.” “All that honor to a woman!

12

Humph!
The vounger girls who had gone ahead by hoat and manv other

friends were waiting at the station. After our procession joined
them there were about three hundred people on the station plat-
form. When the train came in sight the ull three hundred sang
“God be with you till we meet again.” Miss Atkinson bhomded the
train, accompanied by the spedial student escont which was to go
with her all the way to Shanghai. s the aain pulled out the pop-
ping of licaackers covered up any final sobs.

And this was litde Jennie! —the Jennie who had been in tuin
an unwanted child in her home, an unadjusted missionaiy in
Shanghai. a frichtened missionmiy on finlough, and an inconspi-
cuous teacher of charity schools in Soochow. She had never claimed
the least worth for herself or the smallest 1ieht as her ouwn., As )
witnessed this heartfelt demonstration T said 1o myself. “Verilv. the
meek shall inherit the earth.”

13.

Miss Gold and Her Child Garden

IT was & busy furlough. There
were visits, and it was a pleasure to make the acquaintance of
relatives who had been only names; it was still more gratifying to
have a long stay with Carrie, and another with Cousin Lou, who
had lived with Wilna since the death of Cousin Fount.

The missionary societics of Alabama welcomed her as their “own
Jeunie Atkinson.” Here and everywhere thesc societies, larger now
and Dbetter organized, were interested in her and in China. The
spcech making was easier, for when one’s heart is full to the brim
with something to tell, it cannot help but overflow. However, she
still wished sometimes that these Americans could understand
Chinese; it would have been easier on her and so much more
interesting for them!

There were some who tried to dissuacle her from going back to
China. They said: "*You have your part over there. Why not settle
down now and live the rest of your life here. There is plenty for
you to do in America.” But there weic others, like Mis. Alice
Johnson and “Little Florence” who understood. Of course she was
going hack, to greater and greater achievements for God and for
the Chinesc people. They said, “Come to my house and vest helore
you start back.”

She did need rest. In fact, she needed to get well so that the
doctors would agree to her going back. The love and understanding
ol fuiends helped, and her health improved steadily. There was no
question then but that she would be allowed to go back. DBut all
this time there was little rest for her mind. She was alwins thinking
and planning. Always on her heart were the small childien of
China. llow could she bring them. bodv and soul, into the sunshine:
that is, how could she start that Jong-dreamed-of kindergarun? She
already had two Dbright young Chinese women stuching in the
Hiroshima school in Japan. They would he the teachers {or her
kindergarten, but as vet she had no place for them 1o begin. Moka
Garden, the land she had bought, was completely occupied by the
Davidson Schoal for Girls and the Industiial School for Women.
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The campus would have to be enlarged if it were to include a
kindergarten with its playground.

Miss Atkinson did return to China in 1907, and in the course of
the next two years she did get her kindergarten.

This writer was so impressed with the transformation that oc-
curred in the children who attended that kindergarten that at that
very time she wrote an account of it in the form of a story for
children. The essentials of that story are given below.

A PRIM LITTLE GIRL FINDS FREEDOAM

Not many years ago, in the city of Soochow, China, a little girl lived
in a big house where cverything was very stiff and prim. The furniture
was arranged in stiff rows against the walls — a pair of straight chairs with
a teapoy between and another pair of chairs with a teapoy between, and
so on around the room. There was no nursery with little chairs and
tables. There was no front yard nor back yard, only some courtyards,
called “sky wells,” set stiffly between the rooms of the house like the tables
sct between the chairs, And these were so walled in that the sun came
in for only a short time ecach day.

Clearly, this was not a house for children to play in. Worst of all, the
little girl had no one to play with or to talk to. Somctimes she wished
she were a poor little girl and were allowed to play on the crowded
cight-foot street. To be sure, she was afraid of being knocked down by
the bearers of the sedan chairs, but at least there were other children there.

In the largest of the courtyards there was a flower bed. She wished she
might dig in the dirt, but the gardencr said “No.” There were also
flowers and some small trees around the sides. The little girl liked to
look at these because they were allowed to grow. They were not tied down.
But the ones her father and mother liked best were the strange, twisted-
looking ones in pots. Their branches were so bent and crooked that you
might have thought they belonged to the “crooked man who walked a
crooked mile.” How strange, she thought, that the gardener had made
them grow that way. The little cedars and pines were not allowed to
grow tall. Their branches were tied with strings and weighted with stones
to make them grow into fantastic shapes. Here was a cedar stork, all
green and alive, but not growing bigger. And there was a cedar deer.
And on the table in the ancestral hall was a flowering <herry, which had
been dwarfed until its poor little branches were all knots and angles. In
the spring, the pretty blossoms did their best to cover up the grotusque
branches, but they could never quite succeed.

The litile girl felt sorry for those crooked plants. She imagined that
they talked to her and told her how sore and weary they felt, and how
tired they were of being tied into unnatural shapes. The deer, she
believed, wanted to jump out of his pot and run awav and live in the
woods. But he couldn’t, because he was root-bound. Unless somebody
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came and set him and the other trees free they must always stay in their
pots and never grow strong and straight and tall.

The little girl also felt a sympathy for the plants. because they were
so much like herself. People were always trying to make her beautiful
by the same means they had used with the flowers. Her shining black
hair was plastered down with gum from the stippery elm, and then plaited
into two stiff Hittle pigtails that stuck straight out on cither side of her
hend. And her feet were the worst of alll They were bent and twisted
until all the toes except the big one went under the foot, and then tight
bandages were fastened around them to make them harden into that ugly
shape. It was painful to walk on her poor tortured feet, but she did
wulk out among the flowers — a poor maimed little maiden standing by
a poor maimed little tree.

One day she saw some something she had never even imagined before.
The servants had built « little platform on the roof of the house, and
nnc day when the amah — her nurse — was not watching she climbed up.
Not [ar away, over the gray roofs of the ncighbors’ houses, she saw a
siall hill with flowers and a willow tree on top. and stone seats under
the willow. Some girls, not so very much bigger than she, were climbing
the hill and stopping to smell the flowers. Oue of them actually climbed
the willow tree. “Then a lovely lady came up the hill. She sat down on
once of the stone seats, and the children arowded around close to her, not
a bit afraid. She scemed to be telling them a story, for they laughed and
dapped their hands.

The little girl could not stay long on the platform, for the ammah came
up to hang out some clothes, and how she did scold! “Don’t vou ever
come up here again,” she said, “or vour mother will punish you.”

The litle givl wished she could know more about the beautiful place
where the hill was, and the willow, and the happy children. So once
when the gardener was in a very good humor she told him what she
had scen.

"Oh. yes,” he said, 1 know that place. T've been there.”

“You've been there:” asked the child, “Did you climb the hillz”

“No, but 1 helped the gumdener there plant some roses and lots of
flowers whose ninnes you wouldn't know.”

“What ebe is there besides the hill and the tlowers and the willow:™

*Oh, swingy and seesaws, and such things.”

The little givl was so excited she felt like dancing, but she couldn’t
on her little stubby feet. “Who lives there?” she ashed.

sut the gardendcr would not tedl her any more, and she w.as not ailowed
to climb w the roof sgain. she almost forgot there was such a thing as
the hill with the willow tree. Her hair was combed back tighter from
the small round forehead, and the bandages were drawn tighter over the
poor bound fect. 1t scemed, indeed. as if nobndy cared, that nobndy even
gave a thought to the lonely Linle girl whose life was as cramped as the
cedars in their pots.




56 JUST JENNXNIE

But onc person did care, and carc very much. Her name in Chinese
was Miss Gold. She lived in the Delectable Garden, and every day she
was very happy as she saw her Chinesc girls of Davidson School run and
skip and play. She was happy because their minds and bodics were as
free as the soft green grass beneath their unbound feet. But she was not
completely happy, because she was thinking of the many smaller girls in
Soochow who were still bound up in their stiff, stiff homes. “If 1 only
had a bigger garden,” said Miss Gold, “1 would makec a part of it o
the ‘Child Garden’ that I have wanted for so long.”

Then she cJimbed the hill and looked over her garden wall, “here
she saw the very picee of land she nceded. It had no houses on 1t but
what scented to be a mulbery grove. 1t was not large enough {or her
«Child Garden,” however; so she looked further and by the side of the
grove she saw an open space that was nothing but a pigpen full of
Chinese pigs.

“Plenty of {resh air and sunshine for pigs.” said Miss Gold, “but nonc
for tiny girls! 1 wish something besides my name were gold. 1 would
buy those two picces of land, cut down those stunted trees, drive the
pigs away, and plaut a «Child Garden” full of tiny girls —yes, and
boys, too.”

“Then Miss Gold sighed a big deep sigh, and that sigh nust have been
a prayer, for it went up to God and then echoed badk to carth where
some people in Alabama heard it. And these people said, “¥We must get
the moncy for Miss Gold to buy that pigpen and the mulberry grove.”
So they began to talk and to work. Dy and Dby they had enough to buy
both picces of land.

Then a beautiful garden was planted. and 2 house was built, full of
windows to let the sunshine in. One room had a magic circle painted
on the floor, and the chairs were little chairs, and the tables were luttle
tables. Out in the yard there were swings and sand piles and jogsling
boards and plenty of soft green grass. The front vestibule was adl glass.
and was filled with tender pot plants wuitmg to be put nto the gioutal
when the warm springtime came. A sign in Chinese writing was put up
over the front gate to tell everybody that this was a CHli D GARDIX. I'hen
the beautiful place was opened for the children to come in.

The lather of the hitle gl in the big house saw (he sign and laokod
in. “Oh,” he said, “those children are no bigger than my litde il Tow
can litde givls like that study?” When he mentioned it at home, Tus litte
irl begged until he promised to let her go. So the nuvt dav the ligtle
air]l caume. leaving all her prim ways and bandages at home. “Look,” she
cricd 1o her father, “there is the hill with the willow tree” And when
she saw Miss Gold she said, “Therce is the lady who told the story”

Long before this Miss Gold had found special teachers who know Just
how to make a Child Garden grow. They did not call themselves teachers.
only fricnds and playmates. From them the shy little girls and bove
learned to play together. School was play and play wus school.

Pcople came in crowds to sce the strange sight. First they walked
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around in the garden, and then they went into the 1wom with the magic
circle. Some of them called this room — guess what! There, you've guessed
it — 2 KINDERGARTEN. There they listened while the children sang and
recited and skipped and played, and they saw that not a single child
was timid or afraid. “What makes them so naturalz” the visitors asked.
“It must be that the air in this garden is diflerent.” And the teacher
smiled and said, “We call it atmosphere, and the name of it is Love.”
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The Old Order Changeth

“DowN wiTH THE MancHus!”
“China for the Chinese!” “Stand up. brothers, and fight!”

The revolution had come out into the open. It was the revolt
for which Dr. Sun Yat-Sen, who wus to go down in history as the
George Washington of China, had been working for decades. Out-
Iawed by the Manchu rulers, he had lived for vears in exile, all the
time working through the underground in China.

The Manchus were aliens from heyond the Great Wall, who hud
conquered China nearly three hundred years before and had r1uled
ever since as despots. Now the Empress Dowager was dead and
five-year-old child (later the ill-fated Henry Pusyi of Manchukuo)
was on the throne. The time had come to strike {or freedom.

The outbreak of the revolution came in the important city of
Wuchang, far up the Yanguse river. A Manchu viceroy had executed
several revolutionists, whercupon his own army mutinied. The vice-
roy fled, leaving Wuchang with its government mint and arsenal to
the rebels. The leader of the mutiny was General Li Yuan-I{ung,
who became the able conunander-in-chicl of the revolutionary forccs

The date of that significant victory was October 10, 19)1, and
so the “Double T'en Day” has been celebrated ever since as il
Independence Day of China.

The Wuchang victory inspired confidence. The arsenal at Shang.
hai surrendered to seven revolutionary soldiers. Walled cities 1aise
the white flag. A revolutionary army appeared before the ity wall
ol Soochow. I the soldicrs in the city, who were under the Diagon
flag, should resist, the sicge would be long and terrible. \is
Atkinson was uneasy as she went to bed that night. She got up the
next morning to find the city a sea of white Hlags. Citizens as well
s soldiers welcomed the revolutionists.

Nunking and the large cities [arther north were more strongh
defended by government {orces. There was heavy fighting, and e
fate of the revolution hung in the balance. Business was stagnant
Industrics slowed down. The hand-tomouth poer were in ryeal
distress.
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Soochow had its special problem. It was the chiel center for the
weaving of the gorgeous imperial brocades, and for the exquisite
embroidery on the robes of the mandarins. Now the band looms
in a thousand humble homes were silent, the embroidery frames
empty.

Miss Atkinson, always close to the poor, saw the signs of distress.
Moka Garden she felt should make its contribution, and it proved
to be a large one. On her advice the Industrial School was en-
larged to receive many of the professional embroiderers who were
now unemployed. The hngers that had decorated the robes ol His
Imperial Majesty now embroidered table linen and underwear for
people of America who were willing to pay for lovely things. It
was a venture of faith, for she had no assured imarket. But God
honored her trust, and orders poured in. The number of em-
broiderers that could be used was limited only by floor space. The
beautiful patterns and the exquisite workmanship made the In-
dustrial School better known in America. Best of all, it gave relief
to the suffering and increased the good will of the people of
Soochow toward the mssion work.

In the meantime the war went on. Nanking fell to the revolu-
tionists. Dr. Sun Yat Sen, traveling by the swiftest steamer [rom
his political refuge in England, arrived in China. He was welcomed
as honored leader, and on December 29, 1911, he was proclaimed
Provisional President. He took the oath of office in Nanking. and
made that city the capital of the new Republic.

It cannot be said that all China was won by Dr. Sun. He was
surce of the South only. In the North the Dragon flag still waved,
and in Peking the Manchus were still on the throne. The strong
man of the North was Yuan Shi-Kai, the commander-in-chiel of
the government armies. But Yuan could sense the will ot the
people. Accordingly, he “advised™ his masters, the Manchus, to
abdicate. In a facesaving gesture, the regent for the child-emperor
issucd an edict which gave Yuan Shi-Kai full power to “organize
a provisional government suited ta the new times,” Sun Yat-Sen,
desiring (o unite the whole countiry, negotiated a peaceful settlement.
He unselfishly resigned in favor ol Yuan Shi-Kai, who was rec-
ognized as the first president. China. nominally at least, was united
to become the Chinese republic.

1 Soachow the people were jubilant over the success of the
rcvolution. The world’s oldest empire had heen transformed in
less than six months into the world's newest republic. The mis-
sionaries joined heartilv in the cclebrations and in the general

rejoicing.
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A later chapter will mention some of the unfortunate events that
followed in the wake of the revolution. Here a few of the benefits
may be noted.

The emancipation of women was begun., Footbinding was made
illegal. \lissionaries and broad-minded Chinese women had been
crusading for years against this barbarous practice, though opposed
hy conservative mothers who were sure that a daughter with un-
bound feet would never get a husband. Now the younger gencra-
tion was enthusiastic for “natural” feet, and they had the law on
their side. Gradually but surely the custom of footbinding passed
away.

The men also got favorable legislation in the matter ol the queue,
which had been forced on thie Chinese by the Manchus as a badge
of servitude. The Republic decreed that queues should go, follow-
ing the fashion that had been set by young patriots from the be-
ginning of the revolution. This was a blessed decision [from the
standpoint of wives, who had had the daily task of braiding those
long satin-smooth appendages.

One of the greatest benefits of the revolution was the stimulus
given to a liberal form of education, putting into effect the changes
in curriculum recommended by the Empress Dowager six years be-
fore. Athletics and sports also were stressed. Chinese young people
would now be educated as citizens of the world. Girls’ schools of
all grades were opened, and in some places elementary schools be-
came co-educational. Innovations sometimes came too fast. Many
parents preferred to have their daughters taught by women mis.
sionaries who knew how to preserve a balance between the old
customs uand the new. As the old order changed, morc and more
girls came to Davidson School. Virginia Atkinson now began to
reap rich harvests from her carly sowing. An cexpert cmbroiderc
who had become an carnest Christian went to the Door of Hope,
a faith nussion in Shanghai, 10 teach embroidery; the salary wis
small, the situation unattractive, but it was a ¢all to Christian work
and she accepted. Her younger sister, who had studied at Davidson
School, went to Korea to teach embroidery — the first [oreign mis-
sionary to go out from Davidson School.

The daughter of Nvs. Zah, the girl whose freedom Miss Atkinson.
as a voung missionary, had bought. became the efficient mation ot
Davidson School. She was now Mrs. Z. N. Tsiang. After studving
in Soochow and Shanghai she had become matron of Virginia
School in Huchow. On a visit to her mother she had attracted the
attention of a pupil in the boys' school. Seeking the assistance ol
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Miss Atkinson as “middle man”, the young student wrote a [etter

to that lady in his crude English:

My wile is dead. My mother is dead. My child is small. 1 must to
marry carly, and 1 want a Christian wife. Will you, Honorable Teacher,
spcak to the Honorable Mrs. Zah to ask her to give me her daughter,
Precious-Gem, as wife? T ask you to get me a good answer without delay.

So Precious-Gem married young Mr. Tsiang. After some ycars
she was left a widow. It was very fitting that she should return
to Moka Gmden as matron, bringing her children with her.
Thiough her unusual executive ability she soon began to lift
burdens from Miss Atkinson's shoulders. In her protege of former
years the missionary had found a yoke-fellow who was to give her
life service to Davidson School.

Miss Atkinson’s kindergarten was now leading her on to greater
things. She could not indefinitely send prospective tcachers to
Japan for training. She nceded a taining school right there in
Soochow, to supply her own need and to send out Christian teachers
to found kindergartens all over China. There was room enough
for such a school on the new plot of ground. Perhaps the North
Alabama Conference would provide her with a building. They
had never failed yet. She must also have well-trained teachers.
There was Katherine Woo, now working as a kindergarten teacher.
If she could only send her to America for further training!

Now let Katherine continue the story in her own words:

“When I was studying in Japan Miss Atkinson twice sent me
money {rom her own pocket. Although she never mentioned re-
payment, I wanted to make some return. So when I began to
teach 1 returned about onc fourth of my salary to her for the
school. Without my knowledge Miss Atkinson published the matter
in the Woman’s Missionary Advocate. One day 32000 in U.S. cur-
1ency came o me from an American lady, Mrs. U, T, Hillman, who
saidd she wanted to pay me back what 1 had given the school, 1 said
to Miss Atkinson, “1 ¢can't accept it.” She answcered, “Why not ask
Mrs. Hillman to let you use it for study in America?” So that is
how in 1910 T came to the United States.”

So a kindergarten taining school was established at Moka Garden
and Miss Kate Hackney, already a teacher of kindergarten educa-
tion in America. came to be its principal. 1t was the onlv school of
its kind in all that section of China.

A year later the mission authorities decided to change the Laura
Havgood School on Heaven Gilt Strect into a normal school {or
the training of teachers for the elementary schools of the Methodist
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mission. Miss Atkinson saw that the kindergarten training school
should be a very large and important part of the new nonmal
school. 1t was a sacrifice to let it leave Moka Garden, but for the
good of the whole work she willingly gave up all claim on this her
youngest and dearest child.

The Industrial School also went on to wider usefulness. In 1912
Miss Frances Burkhcad came out as business adviser for all the
Woman's work. Living at Moka Garden she was asked to he pin-
cipal of the Industrial School, which with the expansion that came
at the ume of the revolution sorely needed a trained business
woman. She revitalized the institution, strengthened the education-
al program and renamed it the Moka Garden Embroidery Mission.

Davidson School continued to grow. The boarding departinent
was {ull, and other girls, emboldened by the new frecdom after the
revolution, walked on the streets unattended und came as day
pupils. It was fast raising its standard to junior high school giade,
which at that time was high standing for a girls’ school. Miss
Atkinson, whose general responsibilities were growing heavier with
the years, looked about for a younger woman to be prindipal of
Davidson. She found just the person she wanted in Miss Louise
Robinsont of Alabama, who was later to become an exccutive
secretary of the Woman’s Division of Christian Service.

Miss Tarrant had already, in 1906, succeeded Miss Atkinson as
principal of the boys’ school on Long Spring Sureet.

There is a comnion saying that the successful missionary 15 the
one who makes hersell dispensable. By this standard Virginia
Atkinson was a grecat missionary. She had built up four schools ol
four different types from humble beginnings 1o splendid success,
and had found and trained her successor in each one.

A Woman's Sociely for the Clunese Church

Tuyre was one departiment of the
Chinese church that Miss Atkinson felt was not developing as it
should. This was the women’s societies. The larger churches had
so-called missionary societies, but they had no constitution to guide
them and no worthwhile goal to challenge and unite them. They
simply met once a month, answered the roll call, took up the col-
lection, and scttled down comfortably to a program of singing,
prayer, and exhortation — just another more or less formal prayer
meeting,.

To the question, *What are the dutics of the president?” a mem-
ber of long standing answered, “To sing and to pray.” Trying to
introdtice a little parliamentary practice, Mrs. Julia A. Gaither once
said to the president, “After the secretary reads the minutes you
should ask, ‘Are there any corrections? ™

“Thank you, Mrs. Gaither,” the president replied.

But at the next mecting she made no change in her procedurc.
So Mrs. Gaither, patiently and sweetly, reminded her of the omis-
sion,

“Thank you. Mrs, Gaither,” was the reply.

When this happenced the third time, Mrs. Gaither asked, “Will
vou please tell me why you did not ask if the minutes were correct?”

"Oh,” answered the cultured, conservative president, it would
be a tenrible Incach of etiquette to suggest that there might be o
mistake in the minutes, The secictary would lose face!”

T hese societies had senved their dave Now thae div was gone,
Something must he done, and NMiss Atkinson prepaied 1o do it
She wilked the mater over with her colleagues at Mok Garden,
AMises Tarrant Rogers and Binkhead, Then she went wo Miss Belle
H. Bennett. the president of the Woman's Missionary Council, then
visiting Chin.

“Ian’t it time.” she ashed. " for us o have an organized conlerence
mistenany socicty in China? And would vou approve of our draft-
ing a tentative constitution?”

Tk
Lo
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“It is high time,” answered Miss Bennett. I heieby appoint you
to form a committec and to sce the matter thiough.”

So the missionaries of Moka Garden translated the constitution
of the Woman’s Missionary Council of the former Methadist Epis-
copal Church, South, with many adaptations to the needs 0{ the
young Chinese church. Notices were sent io ail t!le women’s so-
cicties, asking them to send delegates to an organization mecting
to be held in Moore Memorial Church in Shanghai.

The day came. 1t was in April, 1917. The delegates and man
interested visitors arrived. A temporary chairman and a scactny
were elected, and the tentative constitution was read. One of the
proposals was that sixty per cent ol the receipts of cach society he
sent to the conference treasurer to be used in some needv held.
(The committee had in mind work among the abo igines of south.
west China.) The remaining forty per cent was to be used Iy cm:h
society [or Jocal work. Other items had bheen passed without dis-
cussion, but this one concerning money was like the diopping of
a bomb. The societies had never had a plan for the use of theis
funds. One had been saving all its receipts to {furnish a women’s
parlor in the new church which might sometime in the future be
built. Some others simply laid up their treasure on carth, sealowsly
guarding it against anv use whatever.

Now the delegates rose up with one accord, cach with her own
protest. They could not, would not, send any ol their mones awdy
Some cven forgot their hoarding and became enthusiastic for wse
of their funds in local work. Even a missionary delegate opposed
sending money away — there was too much need in the local ¢hwe h

‘This writer, who was now giving (ull time to evangelistic wotk,
was present. T was eager for this organization. lor I knew the value
it would be in the development of the women ol the Chinese
church. My spivits sank as 1 listened to the debate. 1 looked @t
Miss Atkinson. Again she was waiting, but for whatz My heant
was hungiy for a society with @ world vision, and I eould aor s
still like Miss Athinson. 1 got up and mgued that the more people
sent awav, the more they would give at home. But too mrm
prominent Chinese were against me, and Miss Athinson did et
come 10 my rescue. The meeting dosed without a decision The
whole project was about 10 collapse, for the proposal to senndd Mmooy
away had made many delegates shy away [rom the idea ol forming
a conference sodety.

FHappily. on the second moiing a Chinese delegate came
with a compromise. She proposed that anv local society be Hlowd
to become a member of the conlerence society by sending at feast

fonward
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ten per cent of its rcceipts to the conference trcasurcr. This pro-
posal poured oil on the troubled waters. Any local society could
join the lmger organization without serious financial loss, while
those with greater vision could send away as large a percentage as
they wished.

The rest was casy. The amended constitution was adopted, and
a slate of competent officers was elected with not a missionary on
the Iist.  Advisers we would be, if requested, but not officers. The
new organization was to be a hundred per cent Chinese.

The purpose of the organization was stated in elegant Chinese
phrases, which the secretary translated into broken English as fol-
lows: “First, to search out the destitutions ol the world and do the
evangelistic work: second, to collect the money to help the evangel-
istic workers; third, to alter the worse (bad) condition of the com-
munity.”

And so the conletence missionary society of what is now the East
China Conference came into being. Who could know that, with
the old societies gradually falling into line, and with the new ones
imbued with a generous spirit and a world viston, the total amount
sent to the conlerence treasurer during the first year would be
more than the amount kept at hone? In other words, the division
of the funds between local and general work was almost exactly
what had been at fisst proposed. And it was accomplished in the
Chinese way!

As the years passed this conlerence socicty became a miniature
board ol missions, with work i the far western provinee of Yunnan,
in the northern 1egion of Manchuria, in the distant continent ol
Africa, and in its own home mission station in Chitung. Nor did
the local adtivitics sufler, for such projects as free schools {or poor
childhen, adult literacy, and relief work greatly macased. Best of
all, under its divection there came intp being a splendidly organ-
ed wark of local evangelism among the women in cevery com-
munity where theie was o woman's socicety.

The society also built for the futtie in the oganization of the
Surdent Volunteer Assaciation, which had as its purpose to unite
the Chaistian gils and 1o help tham find the will of God [or their
lives. The association had hranches in all of the gitls' schiools, and
held regular summer conferences. Under its infiuence many voung
women entered the sevice of the church as deaconesses or Bible
Waomen,

[Tow fortunate that on that day of crisis, when nanowness thieat-
ened 1o overconie vision. Vireinia Athinson could sit buck and wait.
She knew the spititaud the resoircelulness of the Chinese, and she
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trusted them to find a way out. It was no accident that the resolu-
tion that saved the day was brought forward by one of Miss
Atkinson’s daughters, whom she had trained through the vears. It
was Precious-Gem, now Mrs. 7. N, Tsiang and a leader of out-
standing ability. At that first meeting she was clected treasurer of
the conference socicty, and after eight years in this office she was
made president. This office she held for twenty-one years.

Yes, with women like Mrs. Tsiang in the group, Miss Atkinson
knew that she could sit back and wait.

.16,

All Work and No Play Makes Any Missionary Dull

Was 1T ALL work and no play on
the mission field? No, not for Miss Atkinson., She remembered
those drab days when she was a new missionary in Shanghai, and
so she managed to have plenty of recreation not only for herself
but also for the young missionaries around her.

One of her diversions was to go shopping on Saturday alternoons.
Her home at Moka Garden was within walking distance of City
Temple Strect, the fascinating ten-foot-wide main street of Soochow.
She had cut her shoes now where the bunions protruded, and so
was able to walk with greater ease. 1 was one of the [ortunate
persons whom she initiated into the gentle art of shopping. I
learned how to bow when 1 entered a shop, how to ask {or what I
wanted and to inquire the price, when to take an article at the
price named and when to haggle.

The curio shops on Long Dragon Street were the most interesting,
especially after the revolution. Wealthy and official {mmilies had
cast ofl everything pertaining to the Empire and the hated Manchu
dynasty, and therefore curio shops were filled to overflowing with
such fascinating objects as embroidered squares for mandarin robes,
coral huttons, carved ivory and jade, and strings ol amber bcads.
Here haggling was a game on both sides. The shopkeeper never
lost, for he had bought for little or nothing, and yet the customer
got those rare objects for about one filth the price first asked.

Sometimes we hought hot chestnuts from a wayside roaster, but
I learned not to taste them till we had reached home. Chinese
ctiquette forbade eating anything on the street.

Miss Atkinson did not herself take pait in such games as tennis
and basketball, but in the early davs at Moka Gaiden she asked
Dick Smart, who wus young and obliging, to come over and lay
out a tennis court for the younger members of her {mnily. He said
that his pay was the joke he got on Miss Atkinson when he told
her he had “come over to court.”

Entertaining the Chinese guests with Americanstyle meals was
another of her pleasures. The Chinese enjoyed the novelty ol knives
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and forks, and they liked most of our food. The prime favorite was
coffee, which they called ké-fee tea. \We soon learnd never to senve
them cheese. Students especially welcomed the opporutumnity 1o get
practice in English conversation. After the meal we had music and
games, and many a young student went away determined to have
a cheerful Christian home just like Miss Atkinson’s.

For an outing she adored picnics, and she usually ananged a
houseboat party on the holiday called “Setting up Summer,” ahout
May fifth, often inviting out-of-town guesis. The destination was
usually one of the mountains near Soochow, and one had the choice
of ascending it on foot or of being canied in a crude bamboo chair.
From the top there was the wide view of nearby hills, plains with
the network of gleaming canals, and in the distance “Beaudiful
Soo,” outlined by its old gray wall. To the ordinary beholder, only
pagodas, temple roofs, and the clock tower of the University wete
discernible. But Miss Atkinson was farsighted, and she tantahied
the rest of us by pointing out cvery landmark.

On thesc outings she always invited a few who for one reason or
another were having a hard time. She also {requently invited =z
young missionary or a new Chinese teacher to go on a houseboas
trip to an outstation where there was a school and evangelistic cen-
ter. Ier her the visit was routine supervision: for the young people
it was 2 picnic, and always a season of spiritual reficshing.

She also showed her aflection [or the young [otk by the nickname«
she invented for them, as when she twisted Lucy Jim Webb's given
name into “juicy Limb.”

Miss Atkinson also believed in summer vacations. This was one
of the things she had learned from Aliss Haygood. About 1899 2
beautiful bamboo-covered mountain was developed as a summe
resort, and many missionaries found it a welcome refuge {1om the
intense heat of the plain. Inexpensive houses and a small church
were built of the native carth reinfovced by timbers. The smgle
women ol the Methodist mission had such o home built {or them:
selves just below the arest of the Ridge. 1t never failed to be lilkad
with eager vacationers, young and old, {rom everv mission station.
Once a4 Shanghai busines man. sending his servant with a4 note o
aue of these ladies. directed him in pidgin English as follows: “You
4o house b'long plenty missy, no catchee master.”™ The servant canie
straight to our place, and the joke never quite dicd out.

AMiss Atkinson loved this big rambling house with its wide veran-
dulis. but as time went on she longed for a home ol her own, one
that she could shaie [xcely with her Chinese friends. So she and
Miss Hackney together had a house built for themselves, @ roomy.
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two-storied structure of gray stone quarricd from their own land.
"This they named Alabama Terrace in honor of Miss Atkinson’s home
state. Many an anemic Chinese teacher or deaconess, spending a
few weeks vacation at “Flere we Rest,” found health, comfort, and
a new outlook on life. Those who cared to, shared meals with the
missionaries, thosc who preferred Chinese food were allowed to cook
1t for themselves.

Sometimes Miss Atkinson took her vacation in other parts of
China or Japan. She would make up a party and rent inexpensive
quarters for them, all shaning in the rental. By waveling third class
and doing co-operative housekeeping they could see new and won-
deriul places for little more than the price of staying at home. One
memorable summer was spent in Peking, when she saw for the first
time this old imperial city. At every turn were signs of ancient
grandeur. She reveled in the alluring shops, the lotus-illed lakes
with their marble bridges, the golden palaces filled with priceless
art treasures. There was the great white marble circle of the Most
Holy Altar of Ieaven, and there the triple-roofed Temple of
Heaven, which has been described as “the quietness and confidence
of which Isaiah spoke, made visible in blue tile and white marble.”

While there she wiote Mrs. Alice Johnson:

“Peking is wonderful. I only regret that I did not come earlier.
Today 1 went all through “The Forbidden City, (forbidden when
it was the residence ol the Manchu emperors)y and walked over the
marble nidges as [reely as did the Empress Dowager in the past.
Aund to think, I did it in a gingham dress!”

But Miss Atkinson’s chiel interest in the capital was the renewal
ol fellowship with friends and Jormer students. These she found
in positions of responsibility in church, government, and educational
wortk. They 1eceived her eagerly, feasted her and her party, and
took them to places of interest. Some ol them begged her not to
rent a house, but to come and stay with them.

Among these who welcomed Mliss Atkinson to Peking was
Katherine Woo, whom she had sent st to Japan and then o
America [or kindergamiten training. While in the States Miss Woo
had taken degrees in education and had married Dr, Timothy Lew,
who at the time of Miss Atkinson’s visit was Dean of the School of
Religion of Yenching University. Writing of these two she said:

"1 {cel that each ol these two voung people was {oirtunate in
mantving the other. Dr. Lew has risen in church circles until in
all China there is not a more useful man nor a better Christian.
Yet he calls me ‘Mother’ just as katheirine dovs. They have a model

Clhristian home.”
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One summer she went to Nikko, one of the heauty spots ol beasi-
tiful Japan, a place of mountains, rushing streams, lacy witcrfalls,
shadowy cryptomeria, lacquered temples, and not far from a moun-
tain-girt lake. Here the party had the delight{ul experience of living
in a wing of a Buddhist temple, which had padded floors and sliding

artitions in true Japanese style.

To this lovely place Miss Atkinson took a new missionary who
was “kicking against the pricks” of mission supervision and restaint.
The recalcitrant one returncd to China a month later saying, “Miss
Atkinson saved my life by taking me with her to Japan.”

17

No Certain Dwelling Place

IT was 1917, and Miss Atkinson
was fifty-six. Her hair was really gray now, and the Chinese were
calling her “The Honorable Elderly Teacher ol Teachers.” Her
four schools were prospering under their new principals. Surely,
it was time for Miss Atkinson to rest a little from her labors.

But no! The itinerant evangelistic worker for the women’s work
of the Soochow district had gone on furlough and had married.
There was no one to take her place. Miss Atkinson, as usual,
stepped into the breach.

Fler [riends knew how hard the new work would be for her. She
was a “home-body,” devoted to her home in Soochow. The new
work would demand a diflerent center, and constant travel. More-
over, travel would be partly by houseboat over the intricate system
of canals, and partly by wheelbarrow. Also, such itinerating {re-
quently called for Chinese food, which had proved to be injuricus
to her hecalth. But she replied to all objections: “This work needs
me. I will go.”

Changshu, a walled city of about 100,000, would he headquarters.
Rev. and Mrs. Wesley M. Smith were there as resident missionaries,
and there was a church with a Chinesc pastor. The woman’s work
had opened two primary schools and also emploved several Bible
Women.

The work in Changshu was only a small part of the new task.
She also had the supcivision of the women’s work of the district,
which included several stiugeling livde counny schools. She had
her own househoat, comlmuably furnished, but often the last Iap
of a journey had to he by wheelbairow. This vehicle wus a clumsy
wooden contrivance. having a huge wheel sticking up through the
conter. and narrow shelf-like scats amd dangling [oot-rests on either
side, o prevent tipping over, the passengers on the two sides had
to be of equal weight. Roads were 1o0ugh and sexts weie mmcush-
joned. Alorcover. the harrow-man. or pusher, never greased his
wheel; he depended on the squeak to ward off evil spirits.

A young woman in robust health could lave laughed ofl the dis-

7l
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comforts. Miss Atkinson, at filty-six, Eou1_1d her already high blood
pressure getting higher. Summer vacation gave only temporary
relief. By winter every one, herself included, knew that there must
be a change. o .

And so, in 1919, came a furlough, her third in thirty-four years.
(For the average missionary it would have been the fifth.) She had
no such dread as she had felt for the first and second furloughs, for
the Methodist Church in America was preparing to celebrate the
Centenary of its foreign mission work. An (.szectec! result of the
celebration would be a great increase in mission giving, and 'she
welcomed the chance to repoit on the needs of the work in Chm.a.
Besides, the Board was asking for exhibit§ from every field. “1.\-.'111
go,” she announced, “and 1 will take a live thlblt—-‘MI‘S. Tsiang.
She will be ‘Exhibit A,’ as a representative of our Chinese mission-
ary society and a product of our church schools.” . .

Mrs, Tsiang’s expenses were not paid by the BQard. Miss Atkinson
managed the financial side quietly, perhaps with the help of her
faithful Alabama friends. All that we on the field knew was that
“the money had been provided.”

The two left China early in 1919. Together they atte_nded t-he
areat Centenary celebration in June in Columbus, Ohio, which
was the first union meeting since the separation in 1844 of the two
bodies of Methodism. The climax of the convocation was t.he great
pageant depicting a hundred years of foreign missi.ons— its small
Deginnings, its marvelous accomplishments. To Mlsslf}tkms.'.on it
was her own life wotk there on the stage. To Mrs. Tsiang 1t was
inspiration for the f{uture. She thought proudly: “We in China
are a part of all this. We belong. I never knew the importance of
owr small missionary societies and of our voung conference society
before. Now ] sce that these American women also began In 2
small way. 1 am going Dack to China and . . ."

The celebration in Columbus over, Miss Atkinson and .\Il"s.
‘I'siang wraveled in the South and aitended the annual meetings in
several conferences. The two were always given prominent place on
the program. At last Miss Atkinson had her wish: her {riends were
listening 10 the sto1y of the work in China told in the Chinese
language. Mrs. Tsiang. a product of the carlier mission schools. h.;ld
only a limited use ol English. She therefuie spoke in her native
tongue and Miss Atkinson interpreted, the audience equally m-
terested in the two versions. _

Near the close of each address Mrs. Tsiang, still speaking in
Chinese, would say something like this: “Now 1 want to tell you
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what your missionary, Miss Atkinson, has meant to me and to
China.” Then [ollowed a glowing tribute to the woman who had
rescued her {rom bondage and helped her become a [ree and de-
voted Christian leader. The interpreter, however, ignored the per-
sonal reference, and uttered pleasant nothings — anything to fill up
the time.

Mrs. Tsiang was chagrined. But what could she do? The per-
formance was repeated at one mceting after another, for Miss
Atkinson could not be persnaded to interpret the words about
hersclf.

Finally the Chinese speaker decided to turn the tables on her
interpreter. At the next meeting just before she reached the per-
sonal part, she closed her address and made a bow of dismissal to
her interpreter. Then she astonished the audience — and Miss At
kinson — by saying in her broken English: “Now I want to say a
few words to you in your language.” Qut came her tribute — not a
eulogy but a simple statement of {act, all the more eloquent for the
clfort that it cost the speaker. \While Miss Atkinson squirmed in
her chair, the women of the home church glowed with satisfaction
as they saw their missionary through Chinese cyes.

Miss Atkinson on her return to China took up the supervision of
the district work where she had left ofl. Changshu was headquarters,
and she made here a delightful home for herself and several of her
Chinese co-workers. But she was destined soon to leave this nest also.
Olive Lipscomb, the acting principal of Davidson School, substitut-
ing for Louise Robinson, who was on [urlough, was herself to go
to America. Miss Robinson was returning, but the Lawa Taygood
Normal School had asked for her as principal, and Miss Atkinson
was too big a woman to object. Yes, Bobbv (\liss Robinson) must
go to Lawra Iavgood, and Olive must take her funlough and marry
the Rev. Sidney R. .Anderson of Shanghai as she was planning to do.
And yes, Virginia Atkinsonn must go back to Soochow and wake the
principalship of Davidson School.

st Miss Athinson was soon planning for another suceessor. Miss
Lillian Knobles had just arnived in China and entered the newly-
opencd Linguage school in Soochow. She should be the futme head
of Davidson. The following vear she was appointed there as a
teacher, andd the priming for the principalship was begun. How-
ever, by this time, Miss Atkinson was beginning to wonder. Was
this the best mover Wasn't it time to have a Chinese in the higher
position, with the missionary as an assistant? NMs. Tsiang was al-
most 1eady for the poste Miss Atkinson had the solution: the two
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should be co-principals, with Mrs. Tsiang in charge of administra-
tion and Miss Knobles of education. This happened in 1923, and
the plan worked well.

But Miss Atkinson could not as yet return to Changshu.

Davidson had again outgrown its buildings, and the two princi:
pals cast envious ¢yes upon the annex occupicd by the Embroidery
Mission. They needed that buildine. As usual, Miss Atkinson had
a plan. Inspired by the Centenary movement, people woie giving
more money (o missions than ever before. West Soochow might
perhaps get the money for a mew building for the Embroidery
Mission.

The project grew. A vacant lot, facing a main thoroughfare, was
found just around the corner from Moka Garden. It was large
enough, not only for the Eminoidery Mission but also for a chuich
and its educational work.

The committee presented the matter to the church members, who
for eighteen years had been worshipping in the chapel of Davidson
School. The congregation was still largely made up ol students and
teachers — people of small nancial ability but with large hearts.
Their reply was that they would raise the money to buy the Jand,
if the Centenary movement would build them @ church. So, in duc
time, the “Save-the-World” Church was lodged in its own appro:
priate building, and the inspiring name was engraved in stone ovel
Its entrance.

Yor the Embroidery Mission, Miss Atkinson approzuhcd hey
friends of the Alabama Gonference (southern Alabama and pairt oi
Florida). The leaders there responded by putting up an ample
building, which they nawed Dowdell Center, in honor of thei:
beloved Mrs. Flizaheth Caroline Dowdell and her daughter-in-law.
Annie.

The bLoys' school was now 100 large for the old yented huilding
on Long Spring Street, and it also needed a house of its vun. The
loyal alumni took up the cause, raised monev. ad bonght a good
building site. Then they wiote a letter to Centenary THeadguantess
saying: “Here is the tand. Please give us a building.” T'hey got it
It was a building worthy of the one whose name they now gave
their school. the name of the one who founded itand had nowished
it through its ealier yems. 1t became known far and wide o
Atkinson Academy.

\iss Atkinson’s arduous labor on the building committce {e.7
these three new stiuctures was now finished. At the height of he
success she happily resigned it all to others and once more headed
for Changshu and journeyings by houscboat and wheelbarrow.
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By this time Mrs. Tsiang had decided what to bestow upon her
benefactress, something that would show her gratitude and her un-
dying love. It was a grave, next to the one she had prepared for
herself, in the Peace-and-Happiness Cemetery, the Christian burying
ground in Soochow. To the Chinese mind it was the most appro-
priate of gifts, and Miss Atkinson knew it. The message it brought
her was: “We are claiming you not only in life but also in death.
;Vh_erg we die we want you to die, and there we want you to be

uried.”
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Homesick at Home

In 1926 Miss Atkinson scored a
first. She installed a Chinese as full principal of Davidson School.
For three years Mrs. Tsiang, as administrative principal, had worked
in close touch with Miss Knobles, who was in charge of the academic
work. Now Miss Knobles' furlough was due, and her share of the
principalship, Miss Atkinson thought, should be assumed by Mrs.
Tsiang. This lady was the first Chinese to become {ull principal of
a school of this grade, or of any boarding school, in the East China
Conlerence. It was a milestone in the history of missions.

Miss Atkinson's fourth f{urlough was now due—in fact, a year
overdue. She had fought it, for the very reason that the Board
insisted upon it; namely, she was now sixty-five, the age of retire-
ment. It she should leave China and the Board should refuse to
send her back — she could imagine no greater calamaty.

But there was the health consideration. To high blood pressure
had been added the insidious approach of arthritis. Bronchial at-
tacks were increasing in frequency and severity. These {foes were
impairing her efficiency, in spite of her grim determination to keep
going. The mission doctors held out hopes of great benefit from
rest and treatment in America,

Davidson now was well provided for. And perhaps the Board
authorities would be kind and would let her return. Yes, she would
take her furlough. She was in God's hands, and she believed that
He would lead her back to China.

In America her health began to improve, and in Alarch, 1927,
she attended the annual meeting of the Woman's Alissionary Coun-
cil in Shreveport, Louisiana. There her address, a review of her
forty-three years in China, consisted of the {ollowing topics:

First: the change in the status of women from a position of nonentity
to acknowledged lecadership; they were now coming forward as nurscs,
doctors, evangelistic workers, principals of schools, lawyers, and busincss
executives.

Second: the development in education from the exclusive study of the
Chinese classics to a2 modern comprehensive curriculum. Morcover, the
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old system of employing tutors for boys only had given way to co-educa-

tional schools.

Third: The new national consciousness, and the consequent demand for
freedom from foreign encroachment upon the sovereign rights of China.
“The time has come,” she said, “when the nations of the West must heed
China's cry for freedom belore it is too late — if, indeed, it is not alrcady

too late.”
Fourth: the progress of the Chinese church toward self-government, self-

support, and self-propagation. She concluded, “The Orient has its own
contribution to make to the Christian religion, which was born in the
Oricnt. Let us give the Orient a chance.”

Even this unassuming missionary could not help but know that
she had had a big part in all this progress. For this reason she
thought the Council officers would surely realize that she was still
needed to help in some way. But no, the Council went on with
its pre-arranged program. In a formal cercmony Miss Atkinson was
retired from active service. In recognition of her years and achieve-
ments, they presented her with an engraved parchment testifying to
her honored status as Missionary Emeritus. This parchment was
the very thing that Miss Atkinson did not want. What she wanted
was to get back to her work in China.

She was aware of the obstacles in the way. She knew that the
rule of compulsory retirement at sixty-five was a good one in general,
though she thought the authorities ought to be able to take account
of exceptions. She also knew that her health stood in the way. Well,
she could do somcthing about that. The climate of the American
Southland had cured her bronchitis. Her blood pressure was down.
She must work now on the arthritis.

She had heard of cases of arthritis being cured by having one’s
teeth removed. Her teeth had always been one of her good points.
They were still sound, regular, and beautiful. Nevertheless, she
would consult the dentists. Several advised against extraction, but
at last she found onc who “thought it might help.” Out came the
good tecth, in went the [alse ones, and Miss Atkinson lived unhap-
pily ever after as {ar as teeth were concerned. The arthritis was not
helped, but she did not waste time in vain regrets. In her own
mind she had paid the last farthing on the price of her return to
China. Let those call her foolish who have never felt the call of
the East and with it the call to glorious service there.

The “call of the East” was not only in Miss Atkinson’s mind. It
was soon to become concrete in a very definite call from the East.

The following year, 1928, the Southern Methodist church cele-
brated the fltieth anniversary of the founding of the Woman’s
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Board of Foreign Missions. MNiss Lochie Rankin and Miss Virginia
Atkinson were summoned to Nashville, Tennessee to take part in
an historical pageant; Miss Rankin, as thenr first missionary, was
the star; Miss Atkinson, a close second. The two, homesick for
China, often went off between sessions to a quiet place to comfort
each other. At the same time, they were thrilled at the sight of
what the women of their church had accomplished, and Miss
Atkinson’s mind went back to the “Daughter Society” across the
sea which she had helped to organize. How could she get back to
help this young society to grow into something akin to this great
body in America? At this very time, plans in China were taking
form. Mrs, Tsiang, now president of the China Confercnce Wom.
an’s Missionary Society, had received a letter from the secretary of
the Woman's Missionary Council stating that a representative of
the Council would be sent to each mission field to assist in the
production of a Jubilee celebration similar to that of the mother
church, and asking, “Whom do you want?” Mrs. Tsiang and her
executive committee lost no time in dralting their answer: “The
one we want is Miss Virginia Atkinson. She knows our language
and will need no interpreter. She has attended the celebration in
Nashville, and therefore she is the ideal person to lead us in ow
celebration here.”

What could the Council officers do? They had asked the question,
and it had been answered in good faith. There was nothing to do
but to send Miss Atkinson back.

While Miss Atkinson was in America, stirring events in Ching
had been followed by significant changes in some of the mission
work.

It will be remembered that the revolution of 19111912 had
placed Gen. Yuan Shi-Kai at the head of the so-called “People’s
Government” (Republic) of China. This unfortunate move had
ushered in the era of the warloads, a period of military feudalism.
Dr. Sun Yat-Sen, alter the failure of his negotiations, had establihed
a rival government in Canton, capital of the only province in China
that he could control at that time. This was the Nationalist Party
(Kuomingtang) government, under which he and his party hoped
to unite all China. Although Dr. Sun died in 1925, his followers
felt strong enough in 1926 to begin their active crusade, and the
army led by Gen. Chiang Kai-Shek started its northward mach.
‘The southern provinces made little resistance, and by June, 1927,
the Nationalist government had been established as far north as
the Yangtse river. There were communist and direct Russian ¢le-
ments in the party and in the army, but these elements were forcibly
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rooted out, and in the fall of 1927 Chiang Kai-Shek was established
as president of the new governnment.

The movement, backed by public sentiment, was strongly nation-
alistic. A new government decree concerned mission work in general
and schools in particular. All schools and colleges, to survive, must
register with the government bureau of education. For a school to
do so, its head and two thirds of its board must be Chinese.

The Methodist mission was not caught unawares. Its long-estab-
lished policy of giving responsibility to Chinese as fast as they were
able to bear it was simply speeded up. As one missionary put it:
“For years we have had committees studying the matter of devolu-
tion. Now overnight it has come, and everybody is happy.”

Miss Atkinson had been wise enough to prepare Mrs. Tsiang for
the new responsibility, and to install her aforetime as principal of
Davidson School. Now all educational institutions took steps to
secure able Christian Chinese for the position of principal or
president. In the fall of 1927, practically all schools and colleges
opened under Chinese lcadership.

Miss Atkinson in America heard of this great forward stride and
rejoiced. She had always believed in and practiced the missionary
motto: They (the Chinese) must increase, but we (the missionaries)
must decrease.
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Bach to China and Wider Service

Aiss ATRINsON returned to China
in the autumn of 1928. As the authorized representative of the
Woman's Missionary Council she traveled the length and breadth
of the East China Conference, éxplaining the significance of the
Jubilee and aiding local groups in their celebration. A special
feature was a pageant portraying the beginnings and growth of
the Woman’s work in America and in China. Sometimes in girls’
schools sweet-faced Chinese girls acted the part of bearded pioneers
like Dr. J. W. Lambuth and Dr. Young ]J. Allen. But in most centers
the new day in China was sufficiently advanced to allow girls and
boys to appear together on the stage, and so girls’ schools and boys’
schools, and alsc men and women of the local church, celebrated
together. The pageant was an education to school and church
groups, and to the public, with whom drama was always popular.
Best of all, the missionary societies received new inspiration and
encouragement.

After her tour of the conference Miss Atkinson resumed her work
in Changshu. Both teachers and Bible Women had carried on well
in her absence, and schools and evangelistic work were prospering.
But they needed her help and they knew it, and so they welcomed
her return with enthusiuasn.

Soon she was presenting them with a challenge: “Do you think
we could entertain the annual meeting of the conference missionary
socicty next spring?” The meetings had always been held in the
larger centers, but when the first shock of Aliss Aikinson's ques-
tion had been absorbed her loyal helpers began to take stock.
The meager facilities of Changshu were discussed in full. At the
spring vacation the two school buildings could be used. All desks
could be removed and the classrooms filled with bed-bottoms
propped up on stools, and of course each delegate would bring her
own roll of bedding. Yes, a hundred could be c¢rowded in. Could
the hundred delegates be fed? Yes, they could — crowds do not
dismay Chinese cooks.

It would be fine, they reasoned, to be able to show these delegates
what they were doing in Changshu. Also, the local church and
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woman's society would receive a great stimulus from the presence
of these guests, their Christian witness, and their presentation of
the work of the whole conference.

As Aiss Atkinson had expected, the sturdy staffl members gave
their verdict: “\We can do it.”

In April the Conference society, its officers and a hundred dele-
gates, assembled in annual session. Mrs. Tsiang, president, was a
good presiding officer. The business went ofl smoothly and the
addresscs were inspiring. It was all that the hostesses had hoped for.

Miss Atkinson especially remembered the spirit of joy that per-
vaded the meeting, and one incident that came as a result.

The body had assembled on the side of the mountain just back
of the church for a group photograph. There was plenty of good
fellowship as the women grouped themselves on the rock ledges
among the spring flowers and had their picture taken. The nmoun-
tain, dotted with Buddhist shrines and monuments, tea houses and
photograph galleries, was a popular resort. A crowd of curious on-
lookers had gathered to see what the “Jesus people” were doing.
Among them was a woman, deranged in mind and hungry in heart.
She, attended by her sister, was lodging in a nearby Buddhist nun-
nery, where they were paying a large sum to the nuns for their
prayers on her behalf.

“Look at those Jesus-church people,” said the well sister. “They
look happy. don’t they?”

“Yes,” replied the sick sister, listlessly.

“Say, sister,” continued the well one, “those Buddhist prayers are
not doing you any good. Why not try this Jesus church?”

The sick one looked again. “They do look happy.” She looked
a long time. “Well, I'll try it.”

The next morning the pastor of the Changshu Methodist church
received a letter from Mr. Wong, the husband of the afflicted
woman. “My wife,” he wrote, “has become deranged through the
mfluence of an evil spirit that haunts our home. We have made a
shrine for this demon and have worshipped it faithlully with candles
and incense. As this worship did not avail, my wife sought the
prayers of Buddhist nuns.”

He went on to tell how she had noticed the happy faces of the
Jesus-church people and wished to give their religion a trial. He
himself believed that the evil spirit must first be cast out, and he
asked the pastor to come to his humble home and exorcise the
demon.

The Chinese pastor and the missionary, Mr. Sinith, went to the
home. After full investigation they put the questions: “Are you
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willing to give up your belief in the demon and in your idols? Aic
you willing to destroy all your idolatrous objects, mcluding this
shrine, and to accept the Heavenly Father as the one true God, and
His Son, jesus Christ, as Savior? If so, we will come with a part
of Christians and will pray that God will cleanse your home und
heal your wife. We cannot do this in our own power, but God can
do it if you will have faith. Arc you readyz?”

The decision took some minutes, but the answer finally came,
“] am ready.” '

Miss Atkinson went with the group from the church, and took
part in the service in the Wong home that afternoon. All pagan
symbols were burned, hymns were sung, and earnest piayer was
offered [or cleansing of the home and for healing of the wife., Mrs,
Wong, standing by, was quiet and relaxed. But the husband knew
that more was needed, so he asked, *“Will these ladies take my wife
to live with them for a few days?” '

What a requestl The hostesses had a hundred guests on their
hands. How could they take in another, one who might again loe
her reason and begin to rave?

But no such thoughts entered the minds of these Chinese Chuist.
ians; they do not reason that way. Without hesitation, Miss Atk
son and her co-workers took Mrs. Wong home with them. She went
with them to all the services and listened quictly. The touch of
Christ was upon her, and she [ound peace.

Both Mr. and Mrs. Wong were enrolled as probationers, and aftes
a period of instruction were received into the chuich. Belore long
they both became strong Jeaders in the Changshu church. And all
this came about because the delegates at an annual mecting ol the
missionary society had “looked happy.”

.20.

The House that Love Built

Tyruus FRVER, the disease that
Miss Atkinson dreaded most in Chinal It struck her without wamn-
ing, while she was in Changshu, far removed [rom any {ully trained
doctor. She had to be taken by houseboat to Soochow — five hours
of agony for the patient and of suspensc for hev {riends. There at
the mission hospital, alter careful diagnosis, the doctor said there
was no hope. Filty per cent of all typhus cases in China had proved
fatal: she at the age of sixty-eight had no chance. The doctor was
wrong. \While her Chinese friends and the missionaries waited and
prayed, she grew better day by day. On Christmas Eve she left the
hospital on a stretcher for the Laura Haygood School and the
loving care of Kate Hackncy:.

Of her illness Miss Atkinson said afterwards: “The thing that I
dreaded most has been a blessed experience for me. It has shown
me how my hiends love me. They believe that my Yecovery was in
answer to their prayers, and I am sure they a1e right.”

After her recovery lrom typhus, Miss Atkinson, as a matter of
course, 1eturned to Changshu and her work in that citv and district.
But this illness, along with other elements ol the sitnation, were
causing her fiiends great conce. Iler general health was {ailing
pereeptibly, and there were no adequate medical fadilities in Chang:
shu. The only access to the city was by canal boar, and in winter
the canals were sometimes [rozen over for weeks. Thicats of v
gicw louder as Japanesc encroechments inaeased. She might he
caught in that interion ity with 1o means of getting away. Soodchow,
on the conttmy, had a tully equipped mission lhospital and rail
access to Shanghai. Tt was time, thought her friends, for her to
come Lo Suochow and make her home thore,

Some of her former pupils, those to whom she had bheen ““Better
than all the Mothers,” were ahcady maling plans 1o brald her &
home. It was to be in West Soocliow, whare vision and faith had
led her forey year before. When shie was on a visit to that city in
1952 3 pumber of these Niends held a dinner party in her honaor,
and she lemned for the fist time of their plans. One of them.
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speaking with great formality as befitting the importance of the
occasion, said:

"Everv proper Chinese son looks after his elderlv mother, While
it 1s true that vou have no sons born of vour own hody, we. vour
pupils, are vour spiritual posterity, and we propose to take cuare of
vou. You have now reached the age when vou ought 1o rest. Owr
plan is to build a comfortable home in Soochow, which will he
vours as long as vou live. We can care o1 vou properv if vou
are right here among us.”

Miss Atkinson was overwhelmed. She had known that they loved
her. but she had never dreamed of such a concrete expression of
their love. She had never sought anything for heiself, but now her
hundred-fold was rolling in. Of course she had to promise that
she would accept this gift, only stipulating that when she came she
must keep on working. She reminded these “sons” that the e
of Chinese mother who could sit still and be waited on was fast
vanishing.

Circumstances helped to make it casy for her 1o leave Chaneshu,
A new missionarv, Miss Louise Aveti. had been appointed there.
She, with Mrs. Wesley Smith and the splendid Bible \Women and
teachers. could cary on the women's work.

At Christmas ol that vear the trustees of the Save-theWorld

hurch presented her with the deed to a lot on the same compound
as the new church and just in front of Dowdell Center. This land
had been hought with money 1aised by the church, Soon <he was
aked to draw plans for the house, making it “just what she wanted ”
It was to e of grav brick. having downstairs a larae livine 100m
and dining 100m combined, a Litchen. closets aind ah:‘cmcnzkln;uh.
.‘zfzd upstairs, four bedrooms with closers, and 1 bath - The furniture
o was 10 be a pac of the gifr. When her hiends found ont that
he had bought a simall piano {or the Hiving room. they Jmmediatels
presented her with money 1o cover the ]nic:c.

.\{111;\11:;11 this ideal home was being made 1eady, vet the up
Toating in ('h.in‘:?]m Wwas not casy. she was elad she sl had soverad
e ettt home woubd be fnphed. She hud

e U . . people so deeplv that it was slmost
=N "..212‘! tg leave as it had been to leave Soovhiow fitteen e s ¢ 1.

\\1;1:"111!13::111::]'\;}1 t;ltn‘w It W oqn.z_li\ hard fo [,31,11:;~I11: IR

B A vo1) planned its own send-otf, Tom e tho
wasan the dhaech mewbership, her group of coworkers, and
f i the distint, came dinners, tarewell pro2rams and i,
\'aea:}ut the guies WETe a1 (1 les o use 1 the new home. .\ ocat
vawe ot school childien and QBuarch members walked a lons dis

.
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tance to the boat landing to wave her off, and the popping of fire-
crackers lasted as long as the boat was in sight. A party of {riends,
traveling with her in a chartered room on the launch, had been
given the precious privilege of delivering her safe and sound to
those waiting for her in Soochow.

Arriving in Soochow, she was claimed first by the Davidson School.
A volley of firecrackers met her at the gate, and her rickshaw passed
between two long lines of cheering school girls all the way to Louise
Home, where the faculty welcome awaited. On went the rickshaw
to Dowdell Center and the welcome {rom the girls and women of
the Embroidery Mission, and also from the boys of Atkinson Acade-
my, who were standing in military formation. A deputation of hoys
on bicycles, who had gone to meet the boat but had mistaken the
place, now appeared at Dowdell Center, much chagrined but proud-
ly waving banners inscribed: “Welcome to Miss Atkinson!”

Fortunately Miss Tarrant also was on hand to take the honored
but weary guest to her apartment in Dowdell Center for an hour
or two of rest.

In the meantime final preparations were going on in the new
home for the reception at four o'clock. The house was not only
furnished; it was also garnished and ready. Atkinson Academy and
Davidson School had sent over a profusion of flowers to decorate
the rooms and the verandah. About fifty guests, mostly former
students who had been active in promoting the gift, were there to
show their love and reverence.

In a letter to Mis. Alice Johnson Miss Atkinson gave a lengthy
description of the farewell in Changshu and the welcome in Soo-
chow. The letter closes with the words: “It is sweet to be remem-
bered, but why they have been so kind, I do not know. 1 only know
that 1 have loved them, and that love begets love.”

The first day was over. Miss Atkinson went (o sleep that night
in her own home in Soochow, “The House That Love Built.”

November 17 of that year was the anniversary of her arrival in
China exactly filty vears belore, and this day was chosen as Found-
ers’ Day bv .Atkinson Academy. Thus the housewarming held on
that day celebrated her coming to China, her filtv years of service,
and her great achievement in this school, as well as her coming to
live in the new home.

Miss Atkinson held open house in the new home, now beautiful
with Chinese lanterns and chrysanthemums. A thousand students
of the West Scochow schools filed through in groups. Then came
the congregation of the Save-the-World Church and friends of the

community and city.
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Celebrations over, the work claimed her —in the schools, the
church, and the district. In a letter to Mrs. Johnson she wiote: I
am now out on the district holding a short-term Bible school. When
I return to Soochow it will be time for Christinas plans and morc
guests. It makes me so happy to have my own home for entertaining
my Chinese friends. This precious new house shall always be usc&f
so far as I am able, for the glory of God and the good and confort
of mankind.”

Virginia Atkinson had come into a rich inheritance. A home to
live in for the remainder of her life, and a grave to rest in at death,
all as an expression of the love of those she had served. Surely now,
living or dead, she would never have to leave China.

“I Sai Where They Sat”

WaR cLoups were on the hoiizon
when Miss Atkinson moved back o Soochow in 1934, but to her,
happy in her home and in her work, they seemed of minor im-
portance.

She had settled heisell comlortably in the new house and had
made it a home. It was beautilully furnished, [or her friends had
done their best, and their taste was good. Even after the furniture
was complete, embioidered linens, fine porcelain, tapestries, and
hand-painted and hand-written scrolls had come in such quantities
that Mrs. Tsiang had given out the words, “No more gilts for the
home, please. There is no more room.”

Alter this the gilts were ol [ood, and these were welcome, for the
house was usually [ull ol guests. Her Alabama fiiends, hearing ol
the constant entertaining, began to fear that it would bankrupt
the hostess. But she assured them that “the bartel of meal wasted
not, nether did the ause of oil lail” And when she told them
that twelve dosen eggs had been presented in less than two months
time, her hiends ceased to wony about her food supply.

As the vears passed, the howse fulfilled the owner’s ideal [or it
expressed in her words: "It is to he used for the glory of God and
the good wnd comfoit of mankind.” Chinese deaconesses. Bible
Women, and other Chiistian woikers all over the Conlerence visited
her when they were passing through. Committees Jound theae a
convenient gathering place. The sick or tired or discomraged knew
they would fmd @ welcome, as well as strength for the tsk aheacd.

Nor was her ministry confined to her home. She had no regular
appointment, yet she was kept busy. She was still in demand as a
speaker and as teacher of Bible dlasses at the frequent short-term
Bible schools and in the missionary societies. Hes work now was
going a little more slowly, and was more frequently interrupted by
illness, but it was none the less effective.

She also had a prominent part in a second Jubilee celebration.
The Chinese church, having joined in the celebration of the cen-
tenaiy of foreign missions ol the whaole Methodist chuicdh in 1918,
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and in the Jubilee of the Woman's Board of Foreign NMissions in
1928, now in 1935 held its own celebration ol the filticth annne:-
saty of the founding of the China Annual Conference (later called
the East China Conference).

The celebration was held at Moore Memorial, the largest church
i Shanghai. Bishop Arthur ]. Moore and other distinguished
visitors came {from America, and Bishop J. §. Ryang lom Karea.
Hundreds of delegates came, representing cvery church in the Con-
ference, however humble. Along with the well-trained chairs from
big city churches came one in counuy garb, artess but tuneful,
from the village of PPoh-liang, singing Christian hymmns to native
Chinese tunes.

An historical survey had been made and a Jubilee volume pub-
lished. 1t was noted that there was only one missionary still in
China who had been on the field when the Conference was organ-
ized fifty years before. That one was Virginia Atkinson. It was
fitting that she should bring a greeting. This closed with the words:
“I am grateful that my life has been spared so that I can be present
at this happy occasion, and sull more grateful that 1 have been
allowed a part, though a small one, in the work of these fifty
years. . . . Had 1 another life to live I would consider it a privilege
and a joy to give it freely and more efficiently 1o China.”

This was the patiein of Virginia Atkinson’s life from the time
of moving into her new home in 1931 until the summer of 1937.
Then the war clouds that had been gathering for six years bioke
i fary.

‘The Nationalist government, established by Chiang Kai Shek in
1928, was in the 1930’s making rapid progiess toward real unifica-
tiun and ecoiomic development of China. Militaristic Japan. how-
ever, wanted Chint to remain weak, that she herself might giow
rich by exploiting her populous, undeveloped neizhbor. Therefore,
i 1931, by a coup, which she called an “incident,” she seised
Manchuria. Encouraged by this sitceess she stiuck again, this time
at the important port city, Shanghai. The latter attack was quickly
repelled by the Chinese defenders. Japan now saw that it would
take 4 long and costly war to subjugate China, and hoth sides hegan
to prepave in feverish haste for the final showdown.

In the summer ol 1937, Japan was ready. In July, her aim
struck at the Marco Polo Biidge near Peiping, and in August ai
Shanghai. She did not at that time autack the International Settle-
ment, whicl was still under the protection of foreign powess, but
the sections of the city that were Chinese territory were heavily
hombarded, and many bombs fell by accident in the Settlement.
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That summer, Miss Atkinson was in her pleasant cottage on
Mokanshan, hostess, as usual, to several friends needing a vacation.
She heard of the Marco Polo Bridge “incident,” and hoped the
fighting would not develop into a war. But the radio brought news
of one tragedy alter another, until the accidental dropping of a
boml at a crowded intersection in the Settlement at Shanghai
caused such slaughter that that day became known as “Black Sat-

"

urday.

Alter “Black Saturday” the consuls in Shanghai began calling
their nationals in. “Come to Shanghai,” blared the radio. The
Chinese government cooperated in bringing in the large foreign
group on Mokanshan. The direct route being barred by the fighting
in the environs of Shanghai, it was arranged that they should go
by truck southward to the port of Ningpo, and thence by British
steamer, convoyed by an American destroyer to Shanghai. The
Japanesc military also cooperated by ceasing firc long enough for
these “third-party neutrals” to land, since they were not vet ready
to become involved with neutral powers such as the United States.

Thus Miss Atkinson reachted Shanghai, and was given refugee
quarters in McTyeire School, safe from direct attack but very close
to the frightening sounds of bombardment and of bomb explo-
sions. She was tormented by fears [or her beloved Soochow, which
had already suffered occasional bombing, and which was in the
direct line of attack il the Japanese army should break through
the delenses of Shanghai.

As a reliel from turmoil and anxiety she sought useful employ-
ment. Chinese refugees were flocking to the comparative security of
the Intemational Settlement. A city of threce million had swelled
to fine million. Many refugees came without moncey or food. The
Red Cross, augmented by volunteers fioin Shanghai and mission-
aries {tom the interior, took over. Huge matsheds were erected as
refugee camps, and food was prepared and served by voluntecor
helpers. Miss Atkinson wanted o help in these camps, but the woik
was oo stienuous for her state of health, and her offer was not
accepted.

But she soon found plenty 1o do. She aided overburdened mis-
sionaiies by writing letters for them. Knowing that absent mis-
sionarics would he anxious for news, she wrote to mam of them.
She took piccework from the sewing room ol Moore Memorial
Church. where a team ol women wcie making layettes for the new
babies expected in the refugee camps. She helped the deaconess
of this church in her evangelistic work ainong the refugees quatrtered
there. Her greatest contribution was in lacating and aiding scatiered




90 JUST JENNIE

teachers, pastors and Bible Women of the interior, who had fled
before the invading armies. As the fighting spread inward, more
and more of these workers filtered into Shanghai. They brought
storics likes these:

A pastor, who with his family had first sought refuge iarther
inland, had lost his wife and now was left with four small children.
He had saved litile, and naturally he had no salary, as his church
members were scattered and most of them as destitute as he.

A teacher reported that his wife and two teen-age daughters had
fled to a country hamlet for safety from the Japanese army, and
there had been kidnapped by robbers and held for ransom.

Mus. Tsiang, when Soochow was about to be bhesicged, had fled
with other refugees to a village where they were safe from bombs
but beset with dangers day and night from roving bands of soldiers.
Mrs. Tsiang also risked her life by returning to Soochow under
fire to get two account books, one for Davidson School, the other
for the Manchurian Mission, of which she was trcasurer.

One day two young women teachers from West Soochow, who
had been fleeing from province to province, arrived at Moore
Memorial. This crowded church could furnish them with only a
table-top as bed. They had saved nothing but the clothes they
were wearing, and one quilt cach. Miss Atkinson found them in
this plight, and was able to get a place for them in the attic at
McTyeire. Fortunatcly, at this time some relief funds reached her
from [riends in Alabama, and so she was able to provide for their
needs until they found jobs.

As she listenced to the experiences of these and others, the spira-
tion came to her to collect their stories in writing. A voung business
woman from Svochow helped ha to ger the naratives transiated
into English and then typed and duplicated. She sent many of
these articles to {riends at home to help people there 1o know and
to appreciate the spivit of these Chinese Christians, many of whom
had told her that they now knew hetter how to pray, to trust, and
to praise God than they ever could have known in the old lile,

In November. 1937, Soochow fell 1o the enemv, but several months
elapsed bLefore news of conditions there 1eached Miss Atkhinson.
Then she learned that the buildings of the West Soochow Mission
had not heen destroved, hut that they had all been plundered and
several had been occupied by enemy soldicrs. among them her own
home. She wrote at the time:

“Indirect news {rom Soochow savs that mv house is still standing
although looted of everything in it. I have prayed that it might
be left to me, and 1 have promised that if it should be spared I
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would receive it afresh as a gift from God’s hands and would go
to work to lurnish it anew. 1 want my littic home. 1 shall need it
for my distressed Chinese [riends, to whom I must give physical as
well as spiritual comfort.”

It the suimmer of 1938 things were quicter in Soochow, as the
fighting had passed on farther into the interior, and that city had
become a part of “Occupied China.” Chinese who had fled were
now 1enturing back, some to ruined homes or to ruined businesses.
Theie were still hordes of Japanese soldiers inside the city, as well
as niilitary police at every street corner. Outside the city were
Chincse guerrillas and bandits. But the Japanese authorities were
at Iast beginning to issue permits to Americans to travel, and so
Miss Tarrant went to Dowdell Center and other missionaries to
Moka Garden, Laura Haygood, Palace Avenue and Soochow Uni-
versity.

Mission buildings were being recovered f{rom the soldier occu-
pants, sometimnes after prolonged necgotiation. Then they had to be
repaired and cleaned. Lye and whitewash did wonders for looks
as well as for sanijtation. Churches that had been used as places of
anmusement again became centers of Christian worship. Several
schools were reopened in September. Students either brought their
own chairs and tables or used boxes for chairs and rough boards for
desks. Even so, parents were willing to pay tuition, and the schools
had good enrollments.

Leaining of the activities going on in Soochow, Miss Atkinson
became restless in Shanghai. If others could go back, why not she?
But she was strongly advised by mission authoritics not to go; only
the more robust could stand the rigorous living conditions in
Soochow.

By autumn, conditions in Svuthow were better. Miss Tarrant
was having Miss Atkinson's liouse repaired. Medical facilities were
more adequate. Having new hopes of carly 1etnin, she began to
look about for things she needed, as her house hiad only the kitchen
stove, twa chairs, and one wairdrobe, She Tound some good [ niware
at third-hand prices, and some dishes. Her friends heard that she
was going back, and also ol the bareness of the home: so they
maitaged to give her a showcr — not of emnoideries and poicelains
for ornament, but of {rnving pans and mixing bowls for her kitchen.
A group of Davidson graduates »ocoled their resomces and bhought
a down quilt,

And so, after fourteen montls of exile, she returned o Soochow.
It was the last week of November, 1958, and she was mimed with
the permit from the Japanese militay auntherities and also with
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the approval of the mission. Her house had been put in good shape.
and the repairs had been paid for out of a reserve fund that had
been presented to her along with the house. The house was not
furnished as in the beginning, when her friends had given richhy
ol their abundance. Now, they gave again, most of them out ol
deep poverty. It was still *“The House That Love Built.”

Of the return she wrote: *1 am now able to obey the injunction
of the apostle and take joylully the spoiling ol my goods. Ny
Chinese {riends have lost their possessions too. When I was with
them in Shanghai, ‘I sat where they sat,” as the prophet Ezekiel
said of himself and the exiles in Babylon, and 1 am still doing so
in Soochow. We can understand each other better now. My litde
home was spared to me by God. What ! asked of Him was to leaxc
me my Chinese friends’ lives and honor, and my home in which to
receive them. He granted my prayer, and 1 am happy — happicr
than a queen.”

.22,

Evacuation “For Conscience’ Sake”’

IT was LATE in October, 1940.
Miss Atkinson had been living for two years in her Soochow home,
and was now planning a visit to Shanghai. Travel was next to
impossible in Occupied China in that cra of red tape, passes, and
rigid military supervision by sentries posted along the way. But
two old (riends were duc to arrive from furlough and she wanted
to meet them. One was Kate lMackney returning to Laura Haygood,
then carrying on in rented quarters in Shanghai; the other was
this writer, whom she was expecting to take back to Soochow for
& Visit,

Miss Flackney and 1 weie counting owrselves fortunate because
we hud sailed out through the Golden Gate just hefore the radio-
sram was sent out [rom Washington advising all American women
and children in China to return to the States. It was not imperative
enough to cause our women missionaries to leave their posts, but
1t did cause Mlission Boards to relrain from sending any more mis-
siomaties to China, And it was an indication of the fact that con-
ditions in China and also relations between the United States and
Japan were worsening.

When Miss Athkmson et us in Shanghad, I found that she was
very weak from aorecent attack of dengue fever. On the day she
had expected to take me to Soochow she came down with influenza.
I stayed in Shanghai a month o muse her thiough this iliness. The
nlluenza, together with the inacasing seriousness of the war situa-
tion, led the mission authoritics to dedide that 10 was not best o
Miss AAthinson to return to Soochow.

she was {ecling better but was still vary weak when she had the
great happatitess of a visit trom the wife ol the prindpal of Atkinson
Academs. This lady had braved the difficulties and dangers of
travel to bring Mis Athinson a desaription of the celebration that
the school had held on November eighth in honor of her seventy-
ninth birthday. she brought die jed-and-gold “longeviny™ decora-
tions they had used, and draped the bedhoom walls with these
gorgeous hangings. The gilts presented by the faculty and students
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covered the bed in bright array. Photographs taken on this occasion
were the subject of animated discussion. These indicated, as Miss
Atkinson was happy to see, that the school was in thriving condition.

Since she could not leave Shanghai a small apartinent was rented
for her in the home of a Chincse Christian lady, Mrs. F. Here
she had the friendship and loving sympathy of the family hitherto
unknown to her, and especially of the teen-age son and daughter
and their young college [riends, all of whom called her “Grand-
mother Gold.” Of her sojourn in this apartment she wrote: "My
roomn became a veritable sanctuary by reason of God's presence and
help. Many of my friends came, and also friends of Mrs. T. And
so her friends became mine and mine hers. Iler son and daughta
were like my own grandchildren.”

Because of disturbed conditions in Shanghai, as well as her own
i1l health, she very seldom went out. But whenever it was possiblc
she went on Sunday morning to Moore Memorial Church and sat
in the lobby to see her Chinese friends as they came and went.
They were equally happy to see her, after her two ycars' absence
in Soochow. Shesaid of thesc visits, “I did not go into the sanctuary,
that was so crowded that I feared I might deprive someonce of a scat.
But I saw and talked to many of my friends from places 1 had
formerly served. Some had lost their homes, some were in dire
poverty, sonie had lost loved ones. All were in need of comlort, and
I was glad to give them that in abundance.”

Comfortably settled in Mrs, T.'s apartment, Miss Atkinson was
sure she had a place where she could stay for the duration of the
war, or until conditions permitted her to return to Soochow.

But no! Early in January, 18941, Do Fred PP. Manget, mission
physician and head ol the evacuation committee, appeated at her
door. He had her ticket to America in his pocket.

He believed that war between Japan and the United States was
inevitable, and he wanted this aged, enfechled missionary — his dea
friend — out of China. lle did not use that approach, however.
He tact{ully said, “1 believe it will be better for the Chinese il we
Amecricans get out of the way.”

The doctor had struck at her vulnerable point. He pressed his
advantage. “'l, myself, am going to leave in six days. And here i
your ticket! 1 will look after you all the way. Will you go?”

“But how,” gasped the dazed missionary, “would 1 get back to
China? The Board would ncever finance my return —not at my
age.”

“That need not trouble you,” replied the doctor. “1 will per-
sanally assume the responsibility and secure the funds for your
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return.” She was weakening, ““Remember,” he continued, “it Is

for the sake of the Chinese.”
“] will go,” she said. “It is the hardest decision I have ever had

to make. But if it is better for my people, then 1 will go [or

conscience’ sake.”

Of the preparation and departure, and the journcy under the
care of Dr. Manget, Miss Atkinson wrote:

After fiftysix years of happy service in China, it scemed impossible
to get ready to leave in six days. But Dr. Manget wired for Miss White,
and she and Miss Hackney did my packing, My rooms werc always hlled
with fricnds who cume to say goodbye and to tell me how sorry they
were to give me up. When I boarded the steamer I think that cvery
(ricnd that I had in Shanghai, Chinese and American, was at the wharf
10 wave goodbye. T knew 1 must be brave, and they told me afterwards
that I was very brave.

Dr. Manget was a wonderful friend.
the train made the journey the most pleasant
Pacific. I recommend him as a {riend, doctor,
and 1 am looking forward to the return wrip with him. For my
still in China with my suffering friends.

His care on the stcamer and on
of all my trips across the
and traveling companion,
heart is




.23,

Jennie, the Aged, Secks A Home

ONE BRIGHT hope sustained Miss
Atkinson on the long journey home. Since she had to spend a while
in America, she would go straight to Carrie, who had always wanted
“Cousin Jennie” to share her Jovely home in Opelika, Alabama. All
during the war years she had repeatedly urged her to leave the ficld
and come to live with her.

When the train rolled in to Opelika, Carrie was at the station
to meet her. But she looked different somehow. She explained
that her son, John, had died, and that the big house had been sold.
It was obvious that Carrie could not give her a home. The weary
traveler remained for a visit, and tried to comfort her bereaved
cousin, but she had received a shattering blow. Her foster parents
and their son, Wilna, were dead. To whom could she turn?

Wilna's daughter, Mrs. W. C. Oates, camic and took her to her
home. Mrs. Alice Johnson, “Little Florence” (Mrs. W. \W. Bonner),
and others invited her to their homes. But though she went to
them for visits, her fear of illness made her unwilling to risk
becoming a burden.

She was just “little Jennie,” once more secking @ home. 1t had
happened when she was cight. Now it had happened again, when
she was nearly eighty.

It was Miss Mary A. Hood, R.N., ol Biownsville, Tennessee, who
solved the problem. Miss Hood had served as nmse in the Meth
odist Mission in China for thirty-one vems, about hall of which
time had been spent in Soochow. She had come home only a
few weeks ahecad of Miss Atkinson. She learned now of her
friend’s return, and renewed the invitation which she had once
given in China. “Assoon as I heard that Miss Atkinson was coming
to America,” she said, “I took it for granted that she would live
with me. There were serious obstacles, but I knew I could overcome
them all.”

First, she had to convince Miss Atkinson that she really wanted
her, and that she wished to take care of her, sick or well. Next,
she had to get the tenants out of her house —a thing well-nigh
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impossible in 1941. Finally, she had to furnish the house completely,
as she had never lived in it herself. She said later that it was by
prayer that she overcame these obstacles and had everything ready
in six weeks' tine.

Miss Atkinson’s health had improved rapidly during her first
few weeks in America, and she was at this time on a round of visits
and speech making. She felt that her service now was writing
letters to [riends in China and speaking about China to friends in
America. She said about it, “I am grateful that God is letting un-
worthy me help a little by comforting pcople over there and by
informing people over here.”

By this time the home was ready for her. It was more like the
Jittle housc she had left in Soochow than anything else she could
have found in the States. It was beautiful with Chinese things —
rugs, pictures and scrolls, lamps, dishes, linens, and curios. All the
lovely things Miss Hood had brought on her scveral furloughs were
now gathered in this little home. Miss Atkinson's bedroom breathed
a welcome. Beside an open grate fire was a shapely rocker — and
a lootstool. The bed was big and comfortable, and there was a
desk for her typewriter. Best of all was the loving and capable
Mary Hood, who had the same China background as her guest, and
a big and understanding heart.

Without seeming to be unduly busy, Niss Hood was nurse, house-
keeper, cook, dietician, and companion. She even found time to
plant a garden and so had iresh vegetables nearly all the time. Aliss
Atkinson's eyes were too weak for her to read or type constantly,
though they had improved greatly since she had been in America.
So Miss llood supplied diversion by playing with her the games
she liked hest, chief among which was Chinesc checkers.

Miss .Atkinson was gratelul lor all the iove and care that Niss
Hood was giving her, and most ol the time she was cheeiful and
happy. But sometimes homesickness [or China overcame her. Had
she done right in leaving China? She worried about conditions in
her adopted country and longed to be there, to help. Fortunately,
many ol Miss Hood's {riends came to citll, and she found reliel in
telling them of her experiences in China. Miss Hood said later:

“People who came to see us were so charmed with Miss Athinson that
I was the envy of cveryone 1in Brownsyville — Methodists, Baptists, Presby-
terians, and Episcopalians, True, I did everything I could for her comfort,
but 1 had a rich reward, for she did as much for me spiritually as 1 did
for her physically. It was a filty-fifty service.”

Several of Miss Atkinson’s co-workers in China, Misses Tarrant,
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Rogers, and Hackney, came at times for visits. And then, to make
her happiness as complete as it could be in America, one of her
Chinese daughiers who had fled for salety to this country came
with her husband to sec “Mother Gold.” This was Mrs. Timothy
Lew — the little Katherine who at the age of four had been won
to Christ through her love for the young missionary. She was the
onc whose home Miss Atkinson had visited in Peiping in 1924,
Since that time both Katherine and Dr. Lew had gone on with
their studies, their scrvice, and their triumphs. Katherine had now
the Ph.D. degree, and an honorary LL.D. Her husband had be-
come a world figure, known in all international Christian gatherings
as a preacher, a scholar, a theologiun, a hymn writer, and a religious
leader. Perhaps he was best known for a sentence which he had
coined on one occasion to quiet contending theologians. It was
this: “Let us agree to difler, resolve to love and unite to serve.”

This was the distinguished couple who came from New York to
Brownsville, Tennessee, to greet the one who had given Katherine
her start in life. It was a happy visit — one that Miss Atkinson {felt
took her straight back to China.

By her faithful letter writing Miss Atkinson kept in touch with
friends in China. But this was not enough. She constantly denied
herself in order to send back money from her own salary and from
gilts intended for her personal use. This sharing not only helped
the needy in China; it also helped to case the longing that was
always in her own heart.

.24 .

Goodnight, Brave Jennie

IT was SepTEMBER, 1941, and Miss
Atkinson had been nine months in Amcrica. She was happy in her
life with her old friend, Mary Hood, but to her this was temporary
— she was going back to China. She was going to get strong and
well, and Dr. Manget would carry out his promise that when the
time came he would take her back.

Now came a letter from Dr. Manget. It explained that the time
had not yet come. (IHe knew, as she did not, that the United States
government, in anticipation of war between America and Japan,
had sent three ships to the Far East, and was urging “women, chil-
dren, and non-essential men” to come to America.) He himself, he
told her, was going to Burma as army surgeon. However, he hoped
to be able to take her, after two years, with his wife and sister, Mrs.
Logan, to China.

It was a heavy blow. In a letter at that time Miss Atkinson said:
“I am growing older every day. I [cel that I cannot stay away
from my people two more years. They need me, and 1 want and
need them.”

There was another disappointment about this time, which she
would hardly acknowledge even to herself. Her high blood pressure
had returned, and with it the painful arthritis. In China she had
had illnesses and recovered. Now she secmed to have no power of
recuperation. Her doctor said that she had been so weakened by
previous illnesses that her heart was seriously alfected.

She gradually seused the possibility that she might not recover,
and one day she told Miss Ilood of her heaviest anxiety: "I want
to die in China. I want my body to rest in that grave that Mris,
Tstang prepared for me beside her own. 1f 1 should die in America.
do you think that my body could be cremated and my ashes sent
to China?’ Miss Hood promised to do all in her power to carry
out this plan and she secured a letter from the Board of Mis;ﬁons
authorizing this pacedure. The letter said that prominent Chinese
in New York had been consulted and they considered it very fitting.
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Miss Atkinson rallied in time for her birthday, November 8. Miss
Hood had planned a surprise party. A “Happy Birthday” cake was
surrounded by eighty candles, the house was decorated with chry:-
santhemums and autumn leaves, and Miss Tarrant had arrived for
a visit. Miss Atkinson had been in bed for several days, but she felt
like getting up when Miss Tarrant asked, “Don't you want to put
on your prettiest Chinese robe? I'd like to sce i

When she appeared in the lovely brocade, the thirty gucsts sang
“Happy Birthday!” and led her into the dining 10om. She was
feeling shy, as she always did when honored, but they pushed her
forward, and she cut the first slice of the big cake. Back in the living
room was a basketful of Lirthday cards for her to exclaim over.
Miss Tarrant sang Chinese folk songs, and Miss Atkinson told a
Chinese story. The party and the loving attentions of her [riends
had given her new life. We in Shanghai heard of the party ovel
short-wave radio. Miss Hood had sent a report to KGEI in San
Francisco, which was broadcasting messages [rom people in America
as their only way of communicating with friends in Occupied China.

China was also celebrating this eightieth milestone. Pupils and
friends in hoth Shanghai and Soochow braved the wrath of puppct
rulers to celebrate Grandma Gold's “big” hirthday. Scores of letters
were written on that day and were slipped off by an indivect 1oute
to America.

I have these letters by me as 1 am finishing this biography. Thes
breathe love, devotion, and gratitude, all combined i a fervent
hope for her return. The one to whom they were written never
saw then, for they arrived too late. By December 1 her condition
was so much worse that she was taken to the Methodist hospital
in Memphis. Miss Hood went with her aid did all the night rurs
ing. Katherine Lew came from New York to help. \iss Tanam
was there, and Mis. Bunett Hine, the daughter ol “Iwin-Cousi
Carrie.” Lvery day the patient would ask, “Doctor Blue, e jon
soing  get me well enough to go back 1o China:” and has amsaea
was always, “Yes, AMiss Atkinson.”

sundav, December 7, arrived. 1t was Pearl Haihor Day, but Miss
Atkinson in that hespital room knew nothing about the blow that
shook America 10 the [oundations. But she did know that siwe
wanted to go back to China.

On Thursday, December 11, her breathing was very shiallow
Slowly her lips formed the words: *] —want —to —go — Liach — to —
China.” Miss Hood and the others thought that these words would
be her last. But no, she was speaking again. This time it was to the
one who had given her a home in America: “Mary Hood, I —love -
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you.” She lapsed into unconsciousness, her body relaxed. Early
the next morning she slipped quietly away.

ennie had fared forth on her final journey. At last she had
(ound a home that she would never have to leave, a work from
which she would never have to retire.

“This book is being published while atheistic Communists are in
complete control of China. All missionaries not imprisoned or so
restricted that they are unable to carry on work, have had to lecave.
Perhaps the reader is asking, “Isn’'t Jennic’s work lost?

The answer is the same that God gave to David, the enthusiast,
who said. *1 will build a house for the Lovd, a splendid temple

worthy ol His name.”
And the prophet Nathan encouraged him, saying, “1o all that

is in thine heart.”

But that night God said to Nathan, “You were wrong. Go now
and tell David: “Thou shalt not build me a house. But I will build
for thee a house — thy posterity. And it shall come o pass that when
thy davs are done and thou dost sleep with thy {athers 1 will raise
11]; tl:y' seed after thee. Thy son shall build me a house, and 1 will
not take my mercy [rom him. I will establish the throne of his
kingdom {orever.”

In China Jennic Atkinson built lives. l1c1 schoolhouses and
aces of instruction and places ol worship — were adl Tor
the purpose of huilding godly lives. And [ m sure that God said
to her something like this: “1 acept the purpose of thine heant
concerning this building that thou hast done [or me. But T will do
2 better thing for thee. Althougl these schools may be taken over
as places of Communist propaganda. these churches chiven
<0 hedged about that then ministers can preach
the Lord, vet out of the lives that
d for thee spiritudl sans and dangh-
ters. They shall [orm a family or “house™ that i indestuctible —
one that will grow bom gencration 1o gencration. Thongh perseau:
ton muay come upon them, thy seed and their seed will comtinue
1d, and 1 will establish that HOUSL fo.evae

chuiches — pl

and used
undeargiound oy
onh fragments of the word of
thou hast 1e-acated, 1 will buil

1o buli
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And so today behind the iron curtain Jennie Atkinson's spiritual
children are building, with Ged, a house that will stand. Pervecu-
tion has never destroyed the Christian church i any land. and it
will not destroy it in China. ‘

And now, goodnight, brave Jennie. We salute you for vou
ability and your achievements; but we honor you most bec.tuse
out of weakness you wete made strong, out ol fear you plucked
courage.

. Appendix .

LIST OF TIOSE WIO SFRVED WEITH MISS Al RINSON 1IN WESL SO0CHOW

IN CLOSING an article about the West Seochow work Miss Atkinson wrote,
“] have not heen able to mention muny of my {ullow worl crs, but 1 canroe:
bear to leave out one, so I give below a hist of those who Iabored for longer
or shorter periods in the West Soochow work.” The author of Just Jenme
feels the same way, so Miss Atkinson’s list is now given as an appendis
to the book.

xotE: The number of yeas after each name indicales the time which
that person served in WEST soOCHOW. Many named here worked for long
periods in other stations in China.

. Approximats
Name Ty pe of Work Trorm ol Service
Lizzie Martin Teacher 3years
Susic E. Williams Embroidery Mission 6 Years
(Mrs. A. P. Parker) and Teacher
Mary M. Tarrant Teacher — later Princt- 30 Y ears

pal of dthinson
Maty Culler White Embroidery Alission 3 Y ears
and Tracher
Maggic J. Rozers Teachey in Daindson 8 Years
Emma Service Lester Eminoidery Mussion and AT
(Mrs. Lewis Chase) Teacher in Davidson

Flora Herndon Teacher i Davizlson I Yeur
(Mrs. Herndon)
Mudge Hendry Ve Teacher — 3 Yoars

(Mrs. A. G. Fezert) Daidson
Frances Burkhead Embroidery Mission 15 Years
Louise Robinson Teacher — Later Prin- 3 Years
ripal of Davidson

Nina Stallings Embroidery Misston 2 Y cars

Appendix

Name

Bertha O. Attaway
(Mrs. B. O. A. Price)

Nevada Martin
(Mrs. Calender)

Kate Hackney

Mary Lou White
Margaret Beadle (Mrs.
Stirling Brinklcy)
Dora Otis
(Mrs. M. E. Mitchell)

Olive Lipscomb (Mrs.
Sidney R. Anderson)

Lillian Knobles (Mrs.
Cyrus B. Dawscy)
Floss McKnight
Grace Haight
(Visitor to Field)
Mrs. Maude Henderson
(Visitor to Field)
Elizabeth Dent (Mrs.
Frank Ferguson)
Mrs. Juliz A Gaither

Mary winn
Clara L. Steger
Tleanor Allen

Annic Campbell
|

Naomi Howie |
Robbic Lee Leggett

Ahittic Shddion
Elizabeth (.ll:aibr)rncI
Carncha Crozicr

Nttie Peacock

Type of Work

Teacher in Davidson

Kindergarten Traming
School

Kindergarten Training
School

Teacher in Davidson
Teacher in Davidson

Embrotdery Mission
Principal of Davidson

Teacher — Later Prin-
cipal of Davidson
Teacher 1n Davidson

Teacher

Teacher in Davidson
and Athinson

Teacher in Dauvtdson

Supervisor of Bible
Women

Teacher in Davidson

Teacher in Atkinson

Teacher in Dui idson
and Athinson

Teacher in Damdson
and dthanson

Teadher e Dovedson

Davdson and Em-
Inordery Mision

Fmbroidoy Mosion
Teadchicr in 1 o
Teaclier i Jihinson

Feangelistic Work

103

Approximate
Tecrm of Service

4 Years
5 Years
3 Years

I Year
4 Yems

2 Years
1 Ycar
4 Years

5 Years

1 Year
1 Year
3 Years
92 Years
11 Years
1 Year
3 Years
2%¥can

10 Yeals
2 Years

B Years
1 Year
1 Year
3 Years




Mary CuLprr Wnite was born in Perry, Georgia
in 1875, reared in Hawkinsville, Georgia and
cducated at historic Wesleyan College in Macon,
Georgia — the oldest chartered college for women
in the world. Her greatest ambition was to be-
come an artist, so she majored in that field and
continued her studies after graduation. She be-
came an ait teacher, but one day she read this
sentence in a letter addressed to an artist, I
thought vou would stop painting pictures that
the world does not really need and go to making
lives that the world is so sorely in need of.” Miss
White stopped! She entered Scarritt Bible and
Thaining School and alter her graduation was
sent to Chimt as a missionary in 1901,

Her main work was evangelism and she rode
her circunt in a aude houseboat where <he lived
with the Chinese night and day, speaking thei
Janguage, eating their food and wearing then
clothes.

When the war ol Japan against China began
in 1937 all Americans in the coastal areas had 1o
run, but instead of 1unning to a port dity, Miss
\White 1uan to the mountains, taking her stall of
atiactive young Clhinese women with her. The
Japanese soldiers caune and menaced the women.
but Miss White stood her ground, prayer pre-
vailed, and no women were diagged off.

Belore Pemd Tarbor, as a lone Mmerican, she
was able to remain {or eight months on a moun-
tain hetween the two mmies where theie were
5,000 Chinese 1efugees who looked o her lor pro-
tection. No serions haam belfell them.

When Pear]l Harbor came all was different.
Miss White was at st 1estricied and then in-
terned by the Japanese. But she savs she was not
mistreated. After seven months of confinement,
she was chosen, in September, 1943, as one to be
1cpatriated on the Exchange Ship, Gripsholm.

She is now retired with headquarters at Oxford,
Georgia, but she keeps busy lecturing. teaching
Bible Classes, and writing. JusT JLNNIE is her
third book since her 1etuin to the States.

NEARY (LITTR WITHLD
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