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CHAPTER I: WHY I LIKE OUR CAPTAIN 
  
Now, you see, it is a fact, and there is no mistake about it, that I do really like our 
Captain, and I shall be downright sorry when the time comes for him to move off. 
  
I have been in this Corps ever since I was converted, which is just six years come next 
November. I can remember the time exactly, because our Jack, my eldest boy, went to 
America a week before, and I got so excited that I had a week's spree over it, and on 
the Sunday afternoon the Salvationists — God bless 'em! — picked me up, half boozed, 
just as I was coming out of “The Swan with Two Necks," and dragged me to the Hall in 
the procession, whether I would or not; and there they put it into me so hot about the 
fool I was making of myself in throwing my soul away, that I couldn't help feeling as 
though I was hearing my dear old father talking again to me as he used to do. He has 
been dead and gone these twenty years. I was a bad lad, but he was a good man — 
God bless him! 
  
I went straight home that afternoon, and had a cup of tea and a wash-up, and then I 
said to Sarah — that's my missis, and a good wife she's been to me — “Sarah," says I. 
  
“Well, what are you on with now?" says she.  
 
“Well," I says, “I'm going to The Salvation Army." 
 
And she says: “I don't believe you; but it's time you went somewhere.  Haven't you 
been spending the bit of money we had laid up for the funerals, and such things, and 
wasting your time and making me miserable long enough?" 
  
“Well," I says, “will you come with me?" 
  
And she says: “That I will, if you are going to them people." 
  
And away we went, and that very night we knelt at the penitent-form together, and I 
really believe we both got properly saved; and I chucked up the drink and the devil at 
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a go, and came over on to the Lord's side, which was a fine job for the missus and the 
youngsters. 
  
Well, as I was saying, I have been in this Corps ever since, and I've known every 
blessed Captain that we've had, and very good ones they've been. But you know as 
how that some must be better than others; though I always stand by our Officers, 
whether they come up to my mark or whether they don't; because, as I tells my 
comrades, if some of 'em arn't exactly what we would like 'em to be, it won't make 'em 
any better by pulling 'em to pieces. 
  
This Captain we have now is more to my fancy than any of the lot, and no disrespect to 
any of 'em. He's a real beauty, without any paint. God bless him, body and soul — 
that's what I've got to say! 
  
"Why do I fancy him?" you ask. Well, I think I can tell you; and to put it plain, there are 
several things that lift him up in my opinion. I won't “enlarge" upon them, as Captain 
Windy used to say about his last point, when he had been going on for three-quarters 
of an hour, and Jim Snorehard had woke  up, and was getting his hat ready to rush off; 
especially as what I'm about to say is going to the Officers; and I know some of them 
as are good talkers, but poor listeners. 
  
They'd like you to hear them forever, but when you get talking a bit yourself, they are 
soon on to you with “Amen, Amen!" like Captain Windy, who, whenever I was giving 
him a bit of my mind, always used to say, "Cut it short, Sergeant-Major, for you know 
what the song says, ‘Time is earnest, passing by.’“ 
  
But you must have patience with me if I am going to make things plain to you, or else I 
can't do it. And here goes; and what I have got to say is, that the reason why I like our 
Captain is: 
  
1. Because he is a good man. I don't exactly know how it's made up; but I always feel 
when I come alongside of him, whether it is in the Open-Air or in the Hall, or whether 
it's when we're having a fight to get some poor sinner into the fountain, or whether it's 
when we are reckoning up the money, or doing business together, that he is a 
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downright, good-hearted fellow. 
 
Then, you see, you can always believe what he says. You can't think of him doing “the 
big" about his relations, or his superior bringing up, and such things, like Captain 
Swellum used to do, bless him I And he had many good points, had Captain Swellum; 
but he used to come it a little too much about what he had given up to come into the 
work. When our Captain says “A spade's a spade," you can reckon on it being so: you 
can't think of him deceiving you about anything. If he says that he will meet you for 
visiting the pubs, or selling " The War Crys," or going to see anybody that is sick or 
dying, you can reckon that if so be as he's alive and able to crawl, he'll be there. 
  
Yes, our Captain's a good man, I consider him a real holy man. You can feel it when 
you are with him. The influence kind o' comes out of him, not only when he gives his 
experience in the Free and Easy, but all the time. He seems to live in prayer, and love 
to God and the poor sinners. 
  
When he tells us, in the Holiness Meeting, that he has got “the blessing," and loves 
God with all his heart, and his neighbour as himself, it all seems so natural that you 
feel it is true; and I always feel like getting up, and saying: “Yes, Captain, I believe you; 
I have never seen anything that contradicts that bit you have just been saying." No, he 
seems to live in prayer and love, and he is what I call a holy man. 
  
2. Then there is another thing about our Captain that I like, and that is, he works. My 
word, doesn't he tug at it! Summer and winter he's the same. He's never in bed after 
seven in the morning, and he trots about the town, after everybody that he can do any 
good to, all through the day; and he sweats away at the meetings at night, until, 
sometimes, I should not be surprised if he was to drop down where he stands. 
Whatever people may think about him, everybody knows that he works. 
  
We had Captain Gentleton here last year, and he was a very good man, I believe. The 
Divisional Officer said he was, when he introduced him. But, then, he wasn't strong, 
and his wife wasn't strong, and his children wasn't strong either, and the poor fellow 
had always to be taking care of himself, or nursing the family, or doing it for them, so 
that people somehow got the notion that he took things a little easy — which I never 
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believed, because I make it a part of my religion not to think evil things of our Officers. 
 
But the roughs never shout after our Captain, as they did after Captain Gentleton, “Go 
and work!" which used to hurt his feelings very much, and made me very sorry for him; 
besides, it was a kind of reflection on the Corps.  I hope he is in better health now, 
wherever he is, although I think as how he was having a furlough somewhere the last 
time I heard about him. 
  
But I was saying that our Captain works; and I do think myself, sometimes, that he 
goes rather too far for his strength; because, as our Sarah puts it, he's not strong; and 
she's a knowing little woman; although she's not so little either, as she tells me 
sometimes. 
  
“Steve," she says, "what good should it have been to tug after thee and thy nine 
children, if I’d been little?" 
  
But then, you know, it is only a way I have of talking about her. 
  
Well, Sarah says that the Captain's wife told her the other day, when she was trying to 
get Sarah to persuade the Captain to have a furlough, "Yes, I do think," she said, "that 
John goes to extremes, for he works all through the day as hard as he can, and he 
never turns in at night while he can sit up any longer; and I say to him sometimes: ‘Do 
you want to leave me a widow, and the three children, the eldest of whom is only five 
years, all alone in the world?' But he answers nothing, except it is that he must do his 
duty. Well, I suppose the Captain's right, as he mostly is, in my way of thinking. You 
can't do your duty without work, and a good deal of it." 
  
Now, I don't want to make any reflections, especially upon Officers, because it is my 
solemn duty, as Sergeant-Major of this Corps, to protect their character again all 
comers, which I mean to do, as long as I am in this important office. But, as I say, 
there's a difference between one and another — at least, I've always found it so. 
  
There was Captain Slowman, for one. He was here for six months, and the Corps 
didn't get on very well either; but he was a very nice man, and I never had a wry word 
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with him. But, bless you, when it come to work, he was quite different to the Captain 
we have got now. I never could get him to visit anybody that was sick, that lived any 
distance out, or go after any backsliders, or do anything extra like; and when I talked 
to him about it he would say: 
  
“You don't know what a great deal of literary work a Captain has to do. It takes me till 
dinner-time, every day, to fill up my forms, and keep a journal of my work, and write 
letters to comrades, and make articles for ‘The War Cry'" — which, as how as I never 
could find any of 'em in the dear old paper; but I suppose they didn't put his name to 
them. And then, when I said, “Captain, couldn't you turn out sooner in the afternoon?" 
he said he had to prepare his discourses, which was very important. 
  
Well, I asked our Captain the other day how it was he managed to get all his reports 
filled up, and all the literary stuff done, and yet be out all hours of the day, and night 
into the bargain? 
  
“Well” says he, “Sergeant-Major “— he always gives me my title, and that's one reason 
why I believe that our Sarah is so partial to him — “Sergeant-Major," says he, “my wife 
has not been quite as spry since our last baby was born, and so I turn out first of a 
morning, and makes a downright good cup of that ‘Triumph' tea in that little old 
brown teapot, and I takes it up to her; and then I gets one for myself; and then I go for 
the reports, and gets them all done and squared up by the time the missus has the 
breakfast ready." 
  
But I won't say any more. I reckon I've proved that our Captain is a real hard-working 
man. 
  
3. The third reason why I fancy our Captain is that he is so kind. You can see his love 
for you in his very face, and hear it in his talk; and, best of all, it comes out in such a 
many little ways in his life. 
  
He's not proud, nor uppish, nor above anybody. The roughs in the street speak to him 
as if he belonged to them — which he always reckons he does. They say: “Good 
morning. Captain; how are yer to-day? Keep yer pecker Up!" and he always answers 
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them back with a kind word. 
  
And then he's always ready to help anybody about the place, and does lots of things 
that some people don't reckon to be in the regular work of a Captain. 
 
You should see how he visits the Soldiers, and anybody else that's sick; and how kind 
he is to the old folks, and how he pats the children on the head, and speaks to them 
just as if they were his own relations. And I believe he drags miles every week to visit 
poor old cripples that can't get to the Citadel at all. And then he thinks nothing of 
helping anybody with their work. Why, I've known him carry an old woman's bundle to 
the station, and wheel an old man's barrow up the hill. 
  
And isn't he just at home advising people on their troubles. He has such a kind way 
about it that our poor Soldiers go and tell him when they're stuck fast as would not get 
up courage to go and talk to many Captains. 
  
He is what I call regular kind, and you can't help but love him — at least, I can't; and, if I 
was a Captain, I would try and do just that sort of thing myself, because I know that it 
makes people pray for you, and work in the meetings, and sell “Crys," and do 
something in the Harvest Festivals, and put something into the box at the collection, 
and all that kind of thing. He's not grand enough for some folks that I know of, but he 
is just my sort. Three cheers for our Captain! 


