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CHAPTER XI: ON SAVING YOUR OWN RELATIONS 
  
Captain Faithful — but, by the way, I don't know whether I have told you as how as that 
is our Captain's name, which I ought to have done; but if I didn't you'll excuse me, and 
put it down to my being no scholar, which Sarah is. You see, when I was a boy I was 
more used to playing truant, or wild games, or doing odd jobs about the house than 
learning lessons; so I grew up without much schooling. But that is a long time ago; 
and, after I got converted, I says to myself, “Do-your-best, there's no knowing what 
important things you'll be called to do now that you're a Soldier in The Salvation 
Army, and so you must learn something." 
  
So I set to work to teach myself, with Sarah's assistance, and now that I'm come to be 
Sergeant-Major of Darkington No. 1 Corps, I'm glad that I did, for how else could I 
have discharged my important duties if I had not? And I'm not too proud now, 
although I'm getting on in life, to keep on learning a little whenever there's a chance. 
  
Well, Captain Faithful — for that's his name, as I say, and a proper name it is, for it 
matches the man — he's just won the hearts of our Soldiers right off; although how he 
came to do it so sudden, it would puzzle me to tell. You see, he made a good start by 
attacking the devil on his own ground as he did that night at the fair; and then the 
Confessional Meeting, which I told you of in last chapter, made a great impression. It 
did on Sarah, anyway, for she's been quite a different woman ever since. But it is not 
these things only that has set us up with him. 
  
So far as I can make out, it has come about very much through his straight dealing 
with us all; for he is a faithful Captain, and no mistake. When he talks, he don't stop to 
ask whether it will please or displease anybody. He just seems to be trying to show us 
where we are weak or wrong, or where we come short of our duty, and that not merely 
to find fault so as to make us wretched, and nothing more — like Captain Searchem, 
God bless him! — seemed to be always after; but he just wants to point out where we 
are wrong, in order that he may help us to get right, and to keep right. Long life to 
him! 
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When I hear our Captain, I never think about his abilities, nor his looks, nor his voice, 
nor his fine talk, nor his Bible knowledge, nor anything else about him; but my 
thoughts always go to where I come short, and what I ought to feel and do, and how I 
ought to pray for the poor sinners round about me, and such-like things. 
  
Still, after all, that Confessional Meeting was a wonderful affair, and no mistake; and 
there was a rare lot of talk about it in the Corps afterwards. The old folks said it was 
the very best meeting they had ever been in, in all their lives. But there, that is what 
they always say about the last good meeting. Anyway, it was a precious time; but I 
think the Friday night's Holiness Meeting that followed was more useful still. I only 
wish I could describe it; but I reckon that nobody can put a good Salvation Army 
Meeting down on paper. You have to be there, and take part in it yourself, to know 
what it is like. Still, let me try. 
  
To begin, I think, if I had to give it a name, I should call it a meeting for your own flesh 
and blood. 
  
I suppose there were half as many again present as at regular times. That's what I am 
always a-telling of our Officers. "Captain,” I say, “the way to increase our attendances 
is to make the meetings more interesting. Nothing draws like hot and happy 
meetings; they fetch the people.” 
  
Well, as I have said, we had a nice little crowd, and there was a lively beginning; and 
then the Captain, he set the ball a-rolling. 
  
“Comrades," he said, “last week we had a Confessional Meeting, and a blessed time it 
was. I got a great lift myself. I have been walking closer to God, and feeling more 
about eternal things all the past week than I think I have ever done before. God 
helped me that night to acknowledge where I saw that I had come short, and to give 
myself up afresh for the doing of His blessed will, and — to His honour and glory I say it 
— He has kept me faithful to my promise.” 
  
And then he went on: "Comrades,” says he, “how has it been with you? Last Sunday, 
you, too, confessed your shortcomings and neglects, and the different ways in which 
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you had grieved the Holy Spirit. But you will be no forwarder for that unless you do 
different in the future. Indeed,” says he, “that meeting will rise against you in black 
condemnation at the Judgment Day unless you do better. 
  
“You complain of the Catholics confessing their sins, and then going and doing the 
same again, just as if nothing had happened. Now, aren't you in danger of acting very 
much after the same fashion? And if you do, what better will you be for it all? Think a 
bit," says he: "it's not only confession of sin that you want; it's salvation from sinning. 
  
"And then," he went on, growing more solemn every moment, “some of you," he said, 
“confessed last Sunday morning that you hadn’t done your duty by the souls of your 
relations — and well you might. I have been reckoning with my own heart on that very 
score myself. But I'm going to do better, God helping me, and I want you to do the 
same. 
  
“I am ashamed to know that there are Salvation Soldiers who have fathers and 
mothers who are unsaved — fathers and mothers who nursed them in infancy, and fed 
and cared for them in after years — fathers and mothers who are not far from the 
grave, not far from Hell." 
  
As the Captain said these words, a shudder went through the meeting. “Oh!” he went 
on, “think of having a father or a mother wandering about the caverns of despair — a 
father or mother who is a lost soul! 
  
“There are Salvationist parents who have sons and daughters living in open rebellion 
against God, despisers of His mercy, and tramplers on the blood of His Son. 
  
"There are Salvationists who have sons and daughters living in sin, under its mastery, 
in ignorance of the fact that it may carry them to lives of shame in the streets, to lives 
of ignominy in prison, to fill a drunkard's grave in a cemetery, or — lower still — to lie 
down among the damned in Hell. 
  
“There are Salvationists — alas! alas! where are they not? — who have brothers and 
sisters, or other relations, who are travelling to destruction. What is to be done for 
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them? 
 
“Now,” said the Captain, “I don't know you nor your families as I hope to do — I have 
only just come among you; but I have no doubt that what I have said applies to some 
— perhaps a great many— who are here. There is someone in your home circle for 
whose salvation God has in some special manner made you responsible, and I want to 
ask you a question about them." Here the Captain made quite a long pause, and then 
he asked his question: 
  
“If your father, mother, wife, or children were in a house on fire, would you not feel a 
special responsibility to get them out? If they were sick and ready to die, would you let 
them go to the grave without having done what you could to save them? 
  
“Now, is it not true that some of your relations are in their sins, going down to 
destruction, and will be cast into the fires of Hell before many years, months, perhaps 
days, are gone, unless they are got to the Saviour's feet? Have you done what in you 
lies to save them? 
  
“Have you done what you could by your entreaties and your example?" 
  
Then the Captain, in a most serious manner, said, “Let those who have discharged this 
responsibility to the satisfaction of their own consciences, stand up on their feet 
before us all." 
  
Then came another pause — a long pause; the Captain waited, but nobody stood; no, 
not a soul. I looked at Sarah, and Sarah looked back at me; it was an awful look that 
she gave me. Sarah has wonderful eyes, and she can make them say anything she 
likes when she chooses; and sometimes they do talk, I can tell you; and this time they 
said, almost as plain as words could have expressed it: “You sit still, Sergeant-Major; 
you cannot stand, and no more can I." and so we all sat there in dead silence for I 
don't know how long. 
  
And then the Captain said, “Now, what are we to do? There are two courses open to 
us: — 
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"First, we can go on just as we have been going, in which case we cannot expect 
anything different in the future from what we have had in the past, and can therefore 
reckon on the members of our own families, our own flesh and blood, going on in 
their sins and being lost. 
  
“The second course for us to take is, to set to work with all our might to get them 
saved. So I want you to go down before God and tell Him — 
  
“1. That you will start afresh from tonight to pray for them. 
  
"2. That you will make desperate efforts to get them to the meetings.  
 
“3. That you will begin anew to plead with them personally.” 
 
We spent a few minutes on our knees in silence, broken only by sobs and groans, and 
then the meeting closed. 
  
We walked a good part of the way home that night — that is, Sarah and I — before a 
word was spoken; and then I said, "Well, wife, what do you think of that for a Holiness 
Meeting?” 
  
“What do I think about that meeting, Sergeant-Major?” said she. "I will tell you what I 
think about that meeting. I think that that man has been sent by God to show me my 
sins, in neglecting to seek the salvation of my own flesh and blood; and when I looked 
at them to-night as I sat in that Hall, I felt condemned for my neglect, and that I 
deserved to be sent to Hell right away.” 
  
Now, this was awful, was it not? — and I said: 
  
“Sarah, Sarah, you always was too hard on yourself; and what you're saying now is too 
dreadful to think about; for," says I, “aren't you my wife? And aren't you a good 
woman? And aren't you converted? Yes, Sarah, you are. I never shall forget the night 
when we knelt together at that blessed penitent-form. And then, Sarah," I says, “I 
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believe you are sanctified as well." 
  
To this she answered rather sharp. “Sergeant-Major," says she, ''don't talk like that. 
How can I be a good woman, and sanctified, and all the rest of it, while I am content to 
be going to Heaven knowing all the time that my poor old father, who is nearly eighty 
years old, is going" And then she burst into a fit of weeping, and her sobs were so 
loud, that I thought that a policeman, who just happened to be passing, would think 
that we were having words. 
  
“No," she said, as soon as she could speak. “Tonight I have seen what real religion is 
as I have never seen it before. It is not only singing, and talking, and praying, and 
giving, although that is very important on Self-Denial Week, but it is love. But if so be 
as we don't love the souls of our own flesh and blood, and care for them as well, how 
can we pretend to have the love of Christ in us? 
  
"But, bless the dear Lord, I have got a little love for my dear old father, and I mean to 
have him saved, if I can manage it; and, to get it done, I shall give him no rest, and I 
shall give myself no rest, and — I say it with all the respect which a poor woman like me 
should feel — I shall give my Heavenly Father no rest until the work is done” 
  
When we got into the house, she poked up the fire, and got me out  the bread, and 
then she says: “Sergeant-Major, you can just boil the milk  yourself, and when you’ve 
had your supper I recommend you to kneel down there,” pointing to my chair in the 
corner, "and pray for your poor backslidden brother, who'll be at the left hand of the 
Judgment bar soon if somebody don't care about him; and who should that 
somebody be but his own brother?" 
  
Then I says, "Sarah, what are you going to do? It is past ten o'clock, and you must be 
faint." 
  
“Yes," she says, “I know the time, but I feel that I can't either eat or sleep until I have 
done something for my poor father's soul; and I am going to write him a letter this 
very night before I see my bed." And then she broke out weeping again, and as she 
left me I could hear her saying, “O God, spare my poor father until I get him into the 
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fountain!" 
  
I can tell you I did not want any supper after this. I just went down alongside my old 
chair, as Sarah had recommended me to do, and began to cry to God to save my 
brother Jim. But I had hardly got my heart settled to my work before a gentle tap 
came at the door. As I opened it a poor crippled old woman pushed her way inside. It 
was Will Boozham’s mother. She dropped down on the first seat she came to, quite 
exhausted; but as soon as she recovered her breath, she stammered out, “I thought 
you would not be gone to bed. I've been at the meeting; I see it all; my heart is fair 
broken about my Tom.” 
  
I knew something about Tom. He was the wildest rake of a wild family, and had got, 
somehow or other, into Portland Prison. “Oh," cried the poor old creature, “now that 
Bill has got so beautifully saved, if I could only get Tom converted I could die in 
peace! Oh, it's all through my neglect! What can I do? What can I do for my poor 
prodigal boy? Can you help me? I thought perhaps you would write to the Prison-Gate 
Department in London. I felt sure you would. What can I do? O Lord, save my Tom!" 


