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XII. CANADA. 
 
It was in July, 1882, that the first three Officers were despatched to Toronto to commence The 
Army's attack on Canada. A few weeks later a second Canadian Corps was founded in London, 
and now, in May, 1886, we have in Canada 170 Corps, under no less than 520 Officers, the vast 
majority of whom are, of course, Canadians, who have not only been led to give their lives to the 
Saviour, but trained in this great warfare in that country. When we remember the enormous 
distances between these Corps, which range from St. John's, Newfoundland, on the East coast, 
two thousands miles west, that every inch of the great territory has been won by "unlearned and 
ignorant" lads and lasses, just such as our Officers in this country, without the personal direction 
or advice of anybody more than thirty years old, that open-air work has to be carried on in winter 
time, in spite of weather which its fashionable advocates would consider made it entirely out of 
the question, that many of the Corps have been without an indoor meeting-place altogether for 
a considerable period, that hardly a penny of English money has been required or asked for, the 
very travelling expenses of the Officers sent from England being repaid from the Canadian funds, 
and that, in spite of Colonial independence of feeling, and, in the face of several hostile armies, 
discipline, even stricter than that which we maintain in this country, has been established, and 
colonists induced to become Officers, with an average income of one dollar seventy-six cents. –
– say, 7s. 6d. per week –– surely we must see here, at any rate, a problem worthy of study.  
 
Canadian cities are not peopled with a brutalised and ignorant population too deeply sunk in 
drunkenness and debauchery to be able to reason clearly. Indeed, a writer in one of the Canadian 
newspapers went so far as to say that Canadians were too intelligent for The Salvation Army. 
Surely these colonists must be credited with sufficient sense to guide them as to the profitable 
use of their own money. In Toronto alone five large buildings have been erected or purchased 
for our use, one of which, the Headquarters for Canada, has cost £8,000; and we have more than 
forty Barracks of our own elsewhere, with land on which to build five more. The amount of income 
received and expended at the Headquarters during the nine months from January 1st to 
September 30th, 1885, under the superintendence of our young Commissioner, who landed in 
Canada a perfect stranger in September 1883, was over £8,000, and the total amount of income 
received and expended by the various Corps and The Army generally throughout the Dominion 
during the year cannot have been less than £40,000. Yet even this gives no proper idea of the 
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liberality with which The Army is treated in almost every Canadian city or village in which it 
becomes established. Speaking even of Outposts, established frequently in central spots, with 
very small resident populations, and with only a few hundred people within a radius of several 
miles the Commissioner says that the accumulation of provisions of all kinds poured into the 
Officers’ quarters would utterly astound the eyes of an average English Officer. Every now and 
then huge subscription teas are held in the cities, where superabundant provision is made by the 
free gifts of the people for hundreds, who, in their turn, pay handsomely for the entertainment. 
 
Is it possible to imagine that all this lavish hospitality is shown by the people of Canada towards 
an association that has conferred no solid good upon the country? Can it be doubted that the 
people on the spot see abundant reason for supporting The Army, and helping it forward? And 
if this be so, to what possible power can so great a result be attributed but to that of the living 
God? 
 
Very early in the story of our Canadian work, the Dominion was startled by the remarkably 
prominent part taken in our Kingston services by a clergyman who was practically pastor in the 
cathedral of that city. He justified his frequent attendances at our meetings, and even at an All-
night of Prayer, by the manifestations of Divine power which he had witnessed in our Barracks in 
the Salvation of drunkards and other castaways, and which he had even felt in his own soul. The 
reverend gentleman was removed from his position, but this had the effect of causing many 
others, including Principal Grant of the neighboring College, to come and speak out on The 
Army platform as distinctly as he had himself done; and it is undoubtedly the same honest 
perception and acknowledgment of facts which have led the people generally throughout the 
Dominion to take so satisfactory a view of our work, and to act so thoroughly on that view. When 
people who take the trouble to see for themselves find amongst our leading speakers and 
workers men whom they have known for many years, and who have been drunkards almost from 
their boyhood, they cannot but value the work that is being done.  
 
Here, for instance, is a man who, in his frequent attacks of delirium tremens, had again and again 
attempted suicide; a man who used to appear before the magistrates once or twice a month for 
drunkenness, but who came three miles out of curiosity to see The Army for the first time, and, 
after attending; three or four services, got converted, and, with his wife, three daughters, and a 
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son-in-law also saved, established a godly home, and became an earnest laborer for the 
Salvation of others.  
 
Here is another, who says: –– "Sixteen hours a day curses were in my mouth. I was drunk every 
Saturday night, and was even in a state of intoxication when at the altar getting married. But on 
the 15th of June last year I took my last ‘drink,’ and, by God's grace, it shall be the last."  
 
Another says: –– "Two years ago, as I was lying in the barroom, I heard the drum; followed to 
the Drill Shed, and got saved. I have had my head cut, eyes blackened, and face bruised in the 
service of the devil. But my home, which was once a hell on earth, is now a little Heaven. Instead 
of teaching the children to curse and swear, I am teaching them to say, ‘Our Father which art in 
Heaven.’” 
 
There is another man, who, though in a good position and swellishly-dressed, was actually 
staggering through the streets when a little Army open-air service attracted him, and he was led 
the same evening to the Saviour. From that day the man has been a thorough-going Salvation 
Soldier, wearing the despised red Jersey, marching in the ranks, and everywhere toiling like the 
poorest of our East-End navvies.  
 
Here is a poor girl, for years on the streets, notorious for her drunkenness, which had again and 
again landed her in prison, now an honest servant-girl, and an upright Soldier and speaker as 
well.  
 
One often hears of honest criticism, and wonders what the expression may mean as applied to 
a work like this. Surely any critic who was thoroughly honest must be disarmed in the presence 
of even an earnest effort to accomplish such results as these. But here are, in the course of four 
years, no fewer than one hundred and seventy Corps and eighty Outposts established, in every 
one of which successful attempts to bring about such wonders are being made all the year round, 
under the superintendence of 520 persons, whose whole life is given up to the work, and who 
have absolutely nothing to gain but just these results by continuing in it. How could sensible and 
honest folk look at such circumstances without coming to the very same conclusion to which 
masses of the respectable Canadians of all grades appear to have arrived? Never has The Army 
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been more honestly judged or more outspokenly described than in the roman Catholic city of 
Montreal, where a Catholic paper, in commenting on a desperate attack made upon our Soldiers, 
said: –– “They have made the name of God ring in ears that have never heard before. They have 
carried the spirit of faith to the very threshold of those who would not put themselves out of the 
way to look for it. They have consoled the suffering, reformed the culprit, converted souls which, 
had it not been for them, would never have known that there was such a thing as a future for 
which one ought to prepare.” Oh, for a little more of this common sense –– this daring to speak 
the truth elsewhere! 
 
But let it not be supposed for a moment that The Army’s successes in Canada have been won 
amid general applause. The drink interest was strong in many Canadian cities, as, alas! In cities 
further south and east; and, wherever the drink-demon destroys, The Salvation Army is sure to 
be hated and opposed with all possible violence. In the course of one procession in Montreal 
three of our Soldiers were badly cut in the head, another received a black eye, and the sisters 
were severely stoned.  
 
The same sort of treatment has been meted out to Soldiers and Officers in other places. Two of 
our Barracks have been burnt to the ground by incendiaries, whilst others have been stormed 
and partially wrecked. At the beginning of this year a woman Officer was struck in the eye with 
a pointed stick, and narrowly escaped losing her sight, whilst another walking alone along the 
street was surrounded by a mob and severely beaten and kicked. The very testimonies of many 
of our converts are stories of the terrible battles it has cost to win them. Said one man: –– “It was 
me that stole the lamps out of the Barracks, and it was me that pulled up the steps and threw 
them into the river. But now, thank God, I am converted and on my way to Heaven.” 
 
Perhaps it would not be possible more clearly to convey the idea of the general character of the 
war in Canada than by telling, as best we can, the story of its advance on St. John, New Brunswick. 
 
“The people who had promised us a building,” says the report, “went back on their promise, 
but God did not go back on His. He had given us His word that He would go before us, and He 
was there. Our officers were determined not to be defeated, and so opened fire in the open air, 
and they had immense crowds –– several times more than they could have crowded into any 
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building –– and while the Chief of the Police and his men kept back the throng and formed a 
ring, our little force sang and spoke, and God sent home the Word. An old bowling alley was 
soon seized, and we soon got a blessed force of Soldiers together –– properly saved –– who will, 
in future, do mighty things in helping us to save the Dominion. The drinking was soon lessened, 
as the following will show: –– ‘the work of The Salvation Army in St. John is progressing rapidly. 
It is estimated that there is 200 dols. less of rum sold per day than before The Army came here.’” 
 
The authorities in Canada, to their honor be it said, have, as a rule, treated The Army as it 
deserves. From the judges, who have firmly and emphatically maintained our right to publish 
Salvation everywhere, to the solitary policeman in a little village who lent a big drum to assist 
our first marches, those who hold positions of influence have, generally speaking, shown 
themselves on the Salvation rather than on the Damnation side. But there have been many sad 
exceptions to the rule, so that no less than thirty-five Officers were sent to prison in connection 
with the open-air work in 1885, and in 1886 several more, including a brave lassie, have had to 
follow rather than abandon the great work in the highways to which God has called them. Think 
of a married man, with a delicate wife, sent to jail for ten days on a charge of "creating a 
disturbance by screaming and singing," in a city, two of whose drunkards were led to the Saviour 
on that very occasion! But Captain Galletly writes from the jail a report of the event on the back 
of his summons, concluding with the exhortation –– "Comrades, you that have got your liberty, 
go in with the Blood-and-fire. Yours, for Jesus in all places, Captain Galletly, Brampton Jail, 
March 19th, 1886." What possible hope can there be of suppressing such people behind prison 
bars? 
 
No, imprisonment itself has been, again and again, made to serve The Army's purpose in no 
small degree. In three cases last year, Officers imprisoned had opportunity to lead sinners to 
Christ in the prison; one, who was employed as a barber, having the chance of telling a 
condemned murderer of the Saviour's love whilst cropping his hair.  
 
Physical difficulties alone would have been sufficient to prevent our success in Canada had The 
Army merely been such a collection of eccentric human beings as many represent it to be. We 
have now, in addition to our Corps, 45 Outposts in Canada; and an Outpost in Canada, as we 
have already hinted, is frequently but a centre, to which the Soldiers and hearers must come 
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from a considerable distance. It is not at all an uncommon thing for Soldiers and people to come 
sixteen miles to such meetings, and to return the same distance after the meeting, the entire 
journey in both cases being performed in sleighs over snow many feet deep. Officers have 
frequently had to walk great distances through or over the snow; and neither in those outlying 
spots nor even in the largest cities has The Army held buildings of a particularly comfortable sort, 
many having been, in fact, simply wooden sheds. It may be guessed under what circumstances 
of bodily discomfort meetings have frequently been held for weeks together, indoors as well as 
out, with the thermometer at 10o below zero. A pamphlet published by the Toronto Willard Tract 
Depository says: –– "We know of some cities where organisations have been struggling for years 
to keep a foothold, where efforts to secure a home for their work has been a failure. Yet, to these 
very points The Army has gone, and, in a few years, have so faithfully labored for their Master as 
to commend their cause to God's people, and now beautiful edifices bear the emblems of The 
Army."  
 
The Canadian Officers alone would be a grand and complete testimony to the character of the 
work that has been done, even if we had no other results to show. Here are 450 young men and 
women who have given themselves up heartily and gladly to a life of poverty and difficulty –– 
very often a life of shame and abuse –– with no other prospect but that of being worn out by 
hardship and toil, if not more speedily hastened away by ill-usage, want, or illness. 
 
Robert Clement, a mere lad in his teens, had just been promoted to the rank of Lieutenant, after 
having nobly toiled for months as a Cadet, when fever, caught as a result of his faithful labor 
among the poor, suddenly swept him from the field. 
 
Lieutenant Wilber Curry was another fever victim who had not only faithfully done his duty, but 
had joyously endured imprisonment in connection with the work, when his young life was nipped 
in the bud.  
 
A young man who found his Corps sadly in need of Barracks, begged the timber required, and 
labored with his Soldiers during the day in putting up the place in which, when completed, their 
meetings were held. Another, finding one of his Soldiers, a butcher, suddenly disabled from 
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attending to his business, actually went and served in the shop to assist the poor man in the day-
time, continuing, of course, his meetings in the evenings. 
 
Another Officer, when sick, wrote to Headquarters for help, saying, “I will stand and speak for 
God while I can, and when I have not strength to stand I will sit and do it.” 
 
“Sir,” said a landlady to the Commissioner, one day, “your Captain here is a man of God. Even 
in the middle of the night I find him on his knees pleading for souls.” 
 
One of the imprisoned Officers wrote: “Jesus suffered more for me than I shall ever suffer for 
Him. I know I can’t repay Him, but there is one thing I can do, that is, be true. Oh! If everyone 
was true that came to the penitent-form what a mighty power there would be all over the whole 
land! However, I will be true, God help me. My health keeps good so far. Jesus has been good 
and I can trust Him for the future. Where He leads I will follow, if it is to jail to feed on bread and 
skilly, Hallelujah! But I have bread that they know not of. He is the ‘Lily of the valley, the bright 
and morning Star’ to my soul. I have some good and happy times with Him when I am in my cell. 
Of course I have Knee-drill after every meal. I guess they think I am a crank, Hallelujah! It’s all for 
Jesus. We’ll get our reward by-and-by up yonder. God bless you and all my comrades.” 
 
Of course these officers have had set before them a proper example by those sent from England 
to commence and organise the work. Perhaps the heaviest loss they suffered last year was that 
of Staff Captain Eastwood, aged twenty-one, who edited their “War Cry,” and labored night and 
day with prayers and tears until he could toil no longer. 
 
The Army is one. You cannot go to this or that country, or to this or that Corps, and profess to 
find here one description of men, and here another. No hellish ingenuity, no daring multiplication 
of lies can prevent any honest man from seeing that from the first hour when its General opened 
his Bible on the Mile End Waste, down to the present day, it has everywhere been created, 
maintained; inspired, possessed by the very Spirit which led the Son of God to leave a Throne in 
Glory for a cross of shame. The real character of The Army may appear to greater advantage 
under one set of circumstances than under another. We may stand by the grave of young 
Eastwood, entranced at the thought of so young a life absolutely rushed away in efforts worthy 
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of stronger men for the Salvation of the perishing, or we may stand in presence of the huge 
Canadian Headquarters just opened in Toronto, provided entirely with Colonial money, and 
wonder at the grand Army raised within four years by such young men and women as Eastwood 
was. But after all, there is no more to stare at than in some little East-End march, conducted up 
a back street by two or three people on a pouring wet night! It is the work of God, and that is all 
about it! 


