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XX. THE LEGION OF HONOR. 
 
There would be no hope left for us on the day when we began to seek honor one from another 
rather than that which comes from God alone, and it is only of those who are gone to reap the 
honors of Heaven that we venture to speak freely in tones of admiration. Even amongst these it 
would be extremely undesirable to make any absolute selection. We shall probably be 
astonished to find in Heaven amongst the foremost of our old friends some of whose apparently 
commonplace everyday doings but little was said or thought while they were on earth. Taking 
up any "War Cry" that is published, you find nowadays an account of some Soldiers "promoted" 
during the week, and too often half a dozen lines suffice to contain the story of faithful service, 
extending over years, which has just concluded. True the next few lines generally tell of a 
tremendous Soldier's funeral, frequently witnessed by thousands of townsfolk with respectful 
interest, and that in itself speaks a volume as to the humble life that is missing. But the close 
limits of space will only permit me to introduce a few specimens of the men and women who in 
various divisions of The Army have nobly done their part in the war, and, after having been 
faithful to the end, have gloriously gone to swell the number of the overcomers in Heaven.  
 
And first among these I must mention Mrs. Collingridge, who was the leader of the first band of 
women speakers organised in the Mission. 
 
When Mr. Booth commenced his East End services she with her husband came to the meetings 
held in the dancing room, New Road, when that was the only Hall occupied. She had not courage 
at that time to pray or take any part in the public services, and it was not until she had lost both  
her children by death, that she was led completely to give herself up to the service of the Lord, 
and to let Him use her lips as well as her life to show forth His praise. It was at a Holiness meeting 
held in the Old Woolshed, Three Colts Lane, Bethnal Green, that Mrs. Collingridge gave herself 
up to do and bear anything for Christ. And from that day she was ready to speak, either in the 
open air, the cottage, a Mission-hall, or a Theatre, in the midst of friends or foes.  
 
For a long time she labored without receiving any fee or reward. But so blessed were her 
endeavors, not only in leading the lost ones home, but in stirring up other sisters to labor in the 
same way and in organizing their efforts, that it seemed desirable to obtain more of her time 
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than would have been possible, consistently with her family duties, without providing help in 
these latter for her. She was, therefore, with some difficulty, persuaded to accept a small sum 
weekly to enable her to hire help at home, and she thus became the first paid worker in the 
Mission, and continued for five years to devote the greater part of her time and energies to all 
sorts of missionary labor.  
 
She was never strong, having a particularly delicate chest, so that whenever she took cold she 
had an unpleasant cough. Yet in the streets she was able to command crowds of the roughest at 
any time, and indoors she was felt to be a mighty power. Perhaps she could not be better 
described than as one of the first women who were determined to win. It was no longing for 
publicity or notoriety that attracted her, for it is not so much of her public work, blessed and 
glorious as that was, that one hears, as of the victories she won from garret to garret, and from 
door to door, as she pressed on, resolved never to give up a victim of sin down to the last hour, 
if it were possible to reach him with the message of mercy. When, at last worn out, she died 
amongst old friends, away in a country village, it was in the joy and peace which are the portion 
only of those who overcome. A few hours before her death she sang one of our favorite street 
choruses, only changing it into the first person singular. What a triumph for the first of our female 
leaders to die singing –– 

“Oh, I am going to wear a crown, 
To wear that starry crown.” 

 
And how could a story of The Army be finished without mention of John Allen? As we have 
published his life in full, it is not necessary to say much of it here, and yet from first to last it 
stands out a striking demonstration of the truth of all our principles, sufficient to support them if 
there were none other to be found. 
 
“Put that in your pipe and smoke it, old fellow,” shouted the leader of the meeting at which John 
Allen was converted, now Colonel Dowdle, to a careless on-looker, as the great big navvy rose 
from his knees, shouting and praising God for Salvation, after weeks of agonising conviction 
through which he had passed since he heard the Mission people at the East India Dock gates, 
and the General in the Oriental Theatre; and so manifestly was that foul mouthed, drinking, 
fighting blackguard a child of hell, that all who lived in the neighborhood might well look in 
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wonder upon him, as he came out fearlessly to stand up in the streets alone, or in company with 
others, to tell of Salvation. For ten years afterwards he toiled with the energy of a lion and the 
devotion of a martyr to drag others like his former self to Christ, and almost to force them, 
whether they would or no, to walk in the right way. 
 
Well might he have aspired to be a minister, for with a wonderful natural eloquence, a strong 
simple common sense, and the desperate energy of a soul fully convinced, he could hold 
audiences of thousands as few men can; but he lived and died a Soldier of the sapper type. It 
was within a few months of his death, and when in command of our Portsmouth Corps that, with 
his own hands, he labored to make a Salvation barracks out of the old stories in Salisbury. He 
would toil on at the work as close to the hour of meeting as possible, and then after a hurried 
wash and cup of tea, rush off to do more eternally valuable spiritual service. 
 
His dying was as glorious as his living. For months he lay in great suffering from typhoid fever 
and its effects, and, although reduced to great weakness, exclaimed to The General when he 
visited him, “I am the happiest man in Portsmouth.” The Chief on a subsequent visit asked him, 
“Shall I tell the people that when your feet were in the cold river you found Jesus as good?” –– 
“Better! Better!” exclaimed the sick man. 
 
“Better than His word,” shall I tell them? “Tell them, tell them, tell them,” he replied, with all his 
accustomed emphasis. “Give my love to all the brethren. I shall see you all again in the morning.” 
 
His last words were “Jesus, my Saviour!” and the great six foot Soldier died at thirty-five years 
of age, far more truly falling for his country than any of the poor fellows who perish of fever on 
some foreign campaign. 
 
No less glorious was the career of Captain Louisa Lock, who commenced her work as a Soldier 
of the Hackney Corps at fourteen years of age, and went out as an Officer at sixteen. Of her 
services at Sunderland, Seaham Harbour, Blyth, Devonport, Leeds, Gateshead, and at Northwich 
it is impossible here to speak at length. Suffice it to say that in spite of frequent weakness, she 
was the means of leading hundreds of drunkards and others to the Saviour, persevering night 
after night amidst all weathers, with her open-air work at some of our most northern stations.  
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It was at Pentre in South Wales that she was to suffer for Christ the most, and win her most 
distinguished victory. She was already in a very exhausted condition, sometimes remaining in 
unconsciousness for hours together after conducting services, when all at once an attempt was 
made to silence her voice, in the open air at any rate, altogether. While kneeling in a large space 
opposite a public-house at prayer, at ten minutes past six on Sunday evening, a police officer 
came over from the house, and took her name with those of several others. The man who was 
actually engaged in prayer at the time of this interference had been for years before notorious 
for his wickedness, so that when the case came for hearing many rejoiced to have it on police 
evidence that Bowen was praying. It was considered however to be proved that these people 
actually obstructed the Bridgend Square for a certain number of minutes that Sunday evening, 
and Captain Lock and her five Soldiers refusing to pay the fine, or have it paid for them, were 
sent to Cardiff jail for two days' hard labor. 
 
Thousands saw them depart. Prayer and other meetings of a sympathetic kind were held in every 
place of worship in the valley on the Sunday, and it was estimated that not less than 20,000 
persons turned out at various points along the line to witness their return.  
 
In 1880 Captain Lock was married to an Officer, but a, few months later it became evident that 
consumption of a rapid kind had set in, and at the beginning of March, 1881, not yet twenty-one 
years of age, this noble woman died, after having proved as few have done how much can be 
accomplished by one short tender life, fully devoted to the world’s Salvation.  
 
Of a very different type was J. Price, one of the ruffians transformed into a gentleman in The 
Army's early days. 
 
"I was, in general," said he," drunk twice or three times on Sundays. The Sunday I was convinced 
I was a sinner I had been drunk twice. For some months before I was converted, I could not sleep 
at all unless I was drunk, very seldom going to bed without cursing and swearing until I went to 
sleep, and woke up the same in the morning, waking everybody in the house with my cursing 
and swearing sometimes. Even in the night I have often had the police called in for ill-using my 
wife. On one occasion she ran down to her mother’s with her face bleeding, but I went to bed. 
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When I awoke I saw my wife was not there, so I went out and got drunk. I came home, got a 
large carving knife, put it up my sleeve, and went clown to her mother's with the intention of 
killing her; but they saw the knife, the police were called in, and I was taken off." On that 
memorable Sunday evening, after two drunken bouts, while standing at his door, the singing at 
an open-air meeting drew him to listen to the speaking, when a brother came and induced him 
to go to the Hall, where that same night he sought and found mercy. 
 
Five months later he began speaking in public at a street corner, opposite a public-house to 
which he had often gone, and from which one of his old companions immediately came out to 
offer him a pint of beer; but from that day till his death, ten years later, he never ceased to labor 
indoors and out, publicly and privately, for the salvation of drunkards. Toiling to support his 
family day by day, he never grudged any leisure time, any strength or money he could possibly 
spare to help in securing the salvation of others. Suddenly, strangely and gloriously the end came. 
Taken ill at his work one Wednesday, no one thought of danger till the next Monday morning, 
when at five o'clock he sprang out of bed, and said to his wife, "I'm going home." He bade his 
eight children good-bye, telling them he should be gone to Heaven before they came home 
from school at dinner-time. When asked a few hours later how it was with his soul, he said, 
"Triumphant! Triumphant! Triumphant! His last words were, "The Blood of Jesus Christ, God's 
Son, cleanseth us from all sin," and then, when all power of speech was gone, he waved his 
handkerchief round his head in triumph till his strength completely failed, and on the tenth 
anniversary of his conversion he went to Heaven.  
 
Scarcely less suddenly came upon us the other day the loss of Mrs. Captain Murray, better known 
as Captain Hannah Clarke. Seven years ago I remember that brave girl, one of three who were 
all afterwards distinguished in the field, and who at that time were to be seen calmly facing one 
of the roughest audiences even The Salvation Army ever gathered together; that crowd of 
thieves and ruffians whom The General’s second son, now Marshal Booth, had got into the 
Manchester Temple. Hannah Clarke was one of the witnesses for the defence when the Marshal  
was charged before the Manchester magistrates with obstructing the street, on which occasion 
she made the deepest impression on all engaged in the prosecution, and better still, she was 
one of those who that same night, after he had been sent to prison, stood where he had stood, 
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and marched where he had marched, with inspectors of police, and I know not how many more 
lookers on.  
 
Becoming an Officer at the age of nineteen, Captain Clark did noble service in various towns for 
the following eight years. In Aberdeen, when she received messages from ruffians that they 
would kill her if she turned out into the streets again, she would take her Lieutenant by the hand, 
and after they had knelt together, and put themselves once more specially under the Lord’s 
guidance and protection, go out as usual to suffer all that might come. 
 
In 1885, she was married to Captain Murray, and after the birth of a child in January, 1886, 
became very ill. We hoped that in answer to prayer she would be spared to us; but although 
there seemed to be a great promise of recovery, a sudden relapse brought her life to a close, 
on Sunday evening, 7th March. She had warmly saluted the Corps as they marched past the 
house that afternoon, and had said to her husband, when he asked her at tea-time if she was 
willing to go anywhere for God, 
 
"I have gone already, and I am ready and willing to go anywhere again for Jesu's sake." 
 
Immediately after tea, he had gone to his open-air meeting, and she to her bed, when a fit of 
severe coughing suddenly brought her life to an end, and looking up sweetly she said, "Oh, Lord, 
I do believe," and went to be with Him. 
 
It would not do to forget the glorious men and women belonging to The Army abroad, who have 
lived and died like so many of their comrades in the old country. 
 
On the 29th December, 1885, our Canadian Army lost one of its most useful Officers in the death 
of Staff-Captain Madden, commanding the Kingston Division. He was a Canadian who 
recognised the great Divine Mission of The Army, and felt bound to give it his help to the 
uttermost. When he joined the fourth Corps at Chatham in 1882 the work in Canada was of 
course only beginning; but, having satisfied himself that it was the work of God, he abandoned 
without hesitation the prospect be had of becoming a Minister, and gladly gave himself up to 
go as a Cadet to the Toronto Corps in February, 1883. His intense devotion, and still more his 
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wonderful usefulness in leading hundreds to Christ wherever he went, caused his rapid 
promotion, until in September, 1884, he was placed in command of the Kingston Division. All 
through the winter he fought a glorious fight, leading in the attack on Montreal, where he 
suffered both hard blows and imprisonment while founding the work out of which has now grown 
another Canadian Division. That winter of intense suffering and desperate effort proved too 
much for his strength, and in April, 1885, he had to be relieved of his command. After months 
of intense suffering, borne with all a soldier’s calmness, he peacefully fell asleep. 
 
The first Swiss Officer absolutely to lay down his life for the world was Louis Jeanmonod. It was 
while in Germany, for away from his home, that he received a letter describing The Army as a set 
of clowns, whose meeting places were being smashed with hatchets. On returning home, some 
months later, he offered a glass of drink to a former companion, who said, "I never go into public-
houses now," and induced him to go and hear the "clowns" for himself. So much was his 
conscience alarmed at the first meeting that he vowed never to go again; but, after days of 
agonising conviction, during which he could neither eat nor sleep, he was saved, and, after 
faithful service for some time, went to Paris as a Cadet. Here he showed the utmost devotion in 
every department of the work, and especially in night visits to the low cafes (visiting one hundred 
cafes in a day), holding in one evening as many as twenty short meetings between two o'clock 
and midnight. One Friday night he was placed at the door of the Hall to prevent anyone who 
had not the right from entering the Holiness meeting. Hearing a knock, he opened the door to 
see who was there, and immediately a rough fellow butted him with his head very violently on 
the right side. Louis was able, however, to close the door, when he and his comrades heard the 
ruffian say to an accomplice, "Pass me the knife, and if he opens again he won't hold another 
meeting." The next day Louis went out, as usual, selling ''En Avant" in the streets, but returned 
in the evening exhausted, and went to bed, to rise no more. After a night of dreadful suffering, 
the doctor, who was called in, declared the case to be one of pleuropneumonia, and, after 
lingering in agony till five o'clock on the following Thursday evening, Jeanmonod died. His was, 
indeed, a glorious death!  
 
"They told me," said he, 'You will do better to stay with your father and mother;' but no, it is the 
Lord who calls me to work for Him. I was going to be sent out on the field to-morrow or the day 
after, but the devil has hindered it. Now Lieutenant, I will sing something."  
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"And you will take a Hallelujah to all our comrades in Heaven?" asked the Maréchale. 
 
“Amen, we are arriving, it is good to sing –– sing 

‘Thou art love, my God.’” 
 
His face beamed with joy while they sang, and then he said, “I have had the victory, it is 
magnificent, beautiful,” and with the words “It is too beautiful” on his lips, the young saint of 
twenty went off to wear his crown. Was he a martyr? The doctors say "No." They say that there 
was disease on that right side; but neither in his Swiss mountain home, nor in connection with all 
his night winter work in the streets of Paris, had he ever complained of any pain there, until the 
day after he received that blow. But it is not worth while to argue the matter. He gave up his life 
to save others, and his life on earth is gone.  
 
When The Army's work began in Lawrence, Mass., U.S., Faith Jeffrey went "to see the funny 
folks," who soon led her to be a good Soldier, fighting in the open air and indoors at almost 
every meeting in all kinds of weather. When called out to become an Officer, her father, who 
was a drunkard, said he would shoot the Captain if she took his daughter away from home; but, 
instead of doing this, he came to his daughter's farewell service, when he was deeply convinced 
of sin, and knelt with her on the railway platform on the eve of her departure, while she pleaded 
with her arms round his neck that he would give his heart to Jesus, and the same night "drunken 
Charlie" was transformed into "Happy Charlie." After some months' glorious service at various 
stations, she was taken seriously ill at Newark, New Jersey. She asked to see one of the Divisional 
Officers, and upon her arrival at her bedside, she brushed away the tear she saw rolling down 
the Officer's face, saying, " Bless you! Go for the world! go for the world! Tell my comrades to 
be true," and then Sang –– 

"Fight and die, and never run away." 
 

She was constantly expressing herself satisfied with Jesus. Everybody being still in the room, she 
said –– "What are you so quiet for? You are too quiet. Pray! Pray!" Divisional Officer Shirley said, 
"Fire a volley! " and the dying girl joined heartily in the Amens of the rest. Her last words were 
–– "I fought –– fought –– fought, gained victory –– victory –– victory!" 


