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CHAPTER XIV: CONVERSION OF GRUMBLETON'S WIFE 
  
At the first Soldiers' Meeting Captain Faithful held in our Corps, we sung over and 
over again — 

“The revolution now begins; 
Send the Fire." 

  
That prayer has been answered. If we haven't got the revolution exactly, we have 
surely got a wonderful alteration. 
  
It's what I'm always saying to Sarah. We've got all the machinery in this blessed Army 
to make things sit up, and the people to work it into the bargain; we only want some 
more steam turning on, and somebody to hold the handle that directs operations, and 
remarkable doings will follow. 
  
In the first talk I had with him, the Captain said that "the Soldiers seemed rather flat, 
and the books didn't show a very flourishing state of affairs." 
  
“No," says I, “Captain, I dare say things don't look very bright at first sight. There's no 
blinking the fact, and I'm the last man to do it; Darkington No. I Corps isn't what it 
ought to be, and isn't what it was when Captain Blazey was here. But have a little 
patience with us," says I; “a Salvation Army Corps is very like the sea at Whitesands, 
where Sarah and I goes now and then with the Junior Excursion — which I'm not sure 
whether it does them much good or no. The tides rise, and then they fall, and then 
they rise again. Only set us to work, Captain. Give every Soldier a chance. Make us 
understand our duty, and let us see something done, and you'll see what you'll see, 
Captain. The tide what now is down a little will rise again, and Darkington will be 
better than ever. That's my opinion, and that's my advice." 
  
Well, Captain Faithful took my advice, which, when a Captain does, it always works out 
proper — at least, it does so in general. Anyway, things is all of a bubble with us to-day, 
everybody is in high spirits, and everybody's expecting greater things. 
  



	  
	  

Conversion of Grumbleton’s Wife 
	  

2 

True, we haven't reached boiling point yet, which Sarah says she don't altogether 
desire that we should. She likes the steady way of going on, but that may be owing to 
her Sunday-school training. She says the “Smashem and Crashem style, and go to 
sleep again," isn't so much to her mind as keeping on at it, even though it be in a 
quieter way. Well, I don't care if we only keep going on as we are today; we shall be 
sure to land somewhere very near to the boiling-point, if we ain't exactly at it, and that 
will be all right. 
  
Now, what I've got to say I'm going to put up into divisions, like the writing people do; 
and so here goes. 
  
You see the first thing that has happened that I want to tell you about has been the 
wonderful conversion of Jim Grumbleton's wife. 
  
You will remember about her. She was a gay, proud, worldly woman. How Jim took up 
with her I never could imagine, because he was a red-hot lad when he was first 
converted, and was the most earnest and determined chap I had in my Public-House 
Brigade, until he fell in with this girl. However, they courted, and he married her, and 
went back in his soul, and was of no mortal use to the Corps, until that “Your-own-
flesh-and-blood Meeting," when he broke down, and vowed to God that he would 
have his young wife saved, or know the reason why. 
  
I told you in my last letter that she was sick, and had sent for Sarah. Why she wanted 
her, Sarah could not make out, for the last time they met at the Hall she had dealt very 
faithfully with her about her soul, and her responsibility to God and The Army as the 
wife of Sergeant Grumbleton. She told her straight and plain that she might be a 
blessing to him, and that if she did not mind she would be a curse to him and the 
children. 
  
But Mrs. Grumbleton only tossed her head, and said that she had been properly 
brought up, and knew all about religion, without being taught by the Salvationists. 
Indeed, she as good as told Sarah to mind her own business, and not interfere with 
her. 
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However, when Sarah got the invitation to go and see her, she quietly said: “This 
sickness spells salvation.” I could not help asking her what made her so confident as 
she tied her bonnet on. 
  
“Because of Jim's consecration," said she. “I believe he gave himself to God that night 
for her, and so did I. God heard us, and now He's going to answer." 
 
She found the poor thing in dreadful agony. She'd had the most violent spasms for 
forty-eight hours, and other things as well that I don't understand. Her mother sat 
weeping by the bed. The doctor came in, and looked at her, and asked a few 
questions, and shook his head, and told Mrs. Cossitem, who was doing the nursing, 
when he got into the next room, that he was afraid it was a gone case with the poor 
thing. 
  
Poor Jim, he went in and out like a ghost, which he nearly was, for he'd hardly eaten 
or drunk or slept forever so long. The whole party had all but given up hope, and it 
was in their despair they sent for Sarah. 
  
Now Sarah is a practical sort of a woman, and while she believes in prayer and faith — 
bless her! I wish I had only half her confidence in God — she believes in works as well. 
And in this case she went at the business with hot fomentations, and a heap of other 
contrivances, and like magic she relieved the poor creature's sufferings, got her to 
sleep, and a few hours later surprised the doctor and Jim and everybody concerned, 
by declaring that the danger was passed. 
  
A few days after this, Mrs. Grumbleton says to Sarah: “Mrs. Sergeant-Major, " says 
she,” I've been miserable ever since that ‘Your-own-flesh-and-blood Meeting.' Jim has 
been like an angel ever since that night [; but every word he has said, everything he 
has done, every look he has given me, has seemed to say: ‘Maria, I have given you to 
Jesus: you belong to Him. It is your turn now to give Him yourself.' And now," says 
she, “that I have done it — I did it in the agony of those two days — I feel that I must be 
true to Him. He has brought me back from the edge of the grave to live a new life — a 
life that will honour Him, and bless my husband, and save the children and the people 
about me. Help me, Mrs. Sergeant-Major. Show me how to begin, and I’ll do it." 
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She's pulled the staring flowers out of her hats, and given them to the baby to play 
with. She's ripped up her finery, and burnt all her novels, and ordered her uniform. 
Says she: “There, you see, Mrs. Sergeant-Major, it will be some time before I can wear 
it, although I'm mending fast; but I can have the S's on as I lie here, and I can have the 
Colours over my head, and my bonnet there in front of me, and I shall feel like a real 
Soldier right away." 
 
The Captain's been to see her. After he prayed with her, and was preparing to leave — 
for she is still very weak — she says: “Captain, I want a word with you. You see," she 
said, “with God's blessing I shall soon be about again, and I want you to give me a 
post. You know I am a Sergeant's wife and I mean soon to be a Sergeant on my own 
account; so I have been thinking that I would like to have a Junior Soldier Company. 
I'm a mother, you know, and I love the children. Let me begin my work for Jesus by 
leading the little ones to Him." 


