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CHAPTER XV: PAYING ONE’S DEBTS 
  
Well, again, I told you how we agreed at that celebrated Local Officers' Meeting to 
clear off the Corps debt of £17 one way or another; it was such a burden on the 
Captain's mind. But I must confess that when I came to look at the business the day 
after, that the task did not appear to be such an easy one as it seemed when we were 
all excited together at the meeting. 
  
However, I have always believed that “Where there's a will, there's a way"; and so the 
night after, I invited Treasurer Hold-it-tight to come down to our place to talk the 
matter over; and after laying our heads together, we agreed on a plan of campaign. 
We said to the Captain, “Now, Captain, you must call a Soldiers' Meeting, and say that 
it is special and important, without telling anybody what it is about; nobody but 
Soldiers to be admitted." 
  
Well, the meeting came round, and the Captain set it going with singing and prayer, 
and made his announcements about the coming meetings, and then sat down; but no 
sooner was he down than up jumped the Treasurer, and told the story of the debt in 
almost the same words that the Captain had used in bringing it before us Locals. He 
did it real clever. 
  
Then, somehow or other, he goes off into a prayer for the Corps, and the poor sinners, 
and the backsliders, and I know not who else, begging the dear Lord to take this debt 
out of the road, which was such a trouble to the Captain, and such a hindrance to the 
Corps. I never heard him pray like it. He got regular excited, which was wonderful in a 
Treasurer; and I'm blest if he didn't break out a-crying right in the middle! 
  
It was quite a time before he came to himself, and then he says: “Captain, things aren't 
very smiling at our house just now. The strike hit the tailoring business rather hard; 
and then my wife's sickness came along; but I'm going to give a sovereign to get rid 
of this debt, though it takes a bit of a squeeze." And down he sat once more. 
  
Then Sarah, she gave me such a shove that nearly landed me on the top of Mrs. 
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Never-grow-old, who is somewhere over eighty, and who reckons, on account of her 
being such a female Methusala, that she has the undisputed right to the front seat at 
every kind of a meeting. 
 
“Sergeant-Major." says Sarah, loud enough to be heard across the place, “you've got 
to do the same!" 
  
“Sarah!” Says I, in a whisper, “look at my coat. This is my Sunday best," and I showed 
her a patch on the sleeve. 
  
But she simply says back: “Trust in God for a new coat, and you shall have it. But 
you've got to follow the example of the Treasurer." That settled it; so my twenty 
shillings was booked. 
  
Then Grumbleton came with a thank-offering for having his wife spared to him; and, I 
tell you, his words had a wonderful effect; and then almost everybody else in the place 
followed on, some with bigger and some with lesser sums. 
  
Then, to the surprise of us all, Will Boozham got up, and with tears in his voice, said: “I 
want to give a thank-offering of a sovereign." On this we all looked at one another; but 
before a whisper was heard. Jack Take-care-of-yourself was on his feet making a 
speech about what he would like to do himself, but that he thought people should be 
“just before they were generous, and pay their debts, and put some clothes on the 
backs of their children, and see to the wants of their own household." 
  
Now, Jack is the son of a grocer, and we felt that he was not so much excusing 
himself, because he has no household to provide for, and no children to clothe, as he 
was hitting at Will Boozham; and two or three were ready enough to answer. But there 
was no need, for Boozham was on his feet as soon as he had a chance, to answer for 
himself. 
  
“Comrades," he says, “ Brother Take-care-of-yourself says that I ought to be just before 
I'm generous, and to pay my debts, and clothe my children, and other things, before I 
give my money away to the Corps — because I suppose he means me. 
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“Well, I want to tell him that I'm trying to do something in that way. Among other 
things, I'm hard on at paying my debts, and I shall soon have rubbed off the publican's 
score, and my debts at the grocery, and the butcher's bill will soon be gone, besides a 
lot of other things of the same sort. 
 
“But there is another debt that lies heavy on my conscience, and which I think calls for 
my attention, and that is the debt I owe the Captain here, and the Sergeant-Major, and 
my comrades all about me. 
  
“Two years ago my little Bob had the typhus fever, and, although I was only a poor 
character at the time, I loved that boy, and I kept sober for a whole month while I 
thought he was going to die; and when the doctor pulled him through, I was very 
grateful to him, and paid him his bill with real pleasure. 
  
“Now, you all know that, a little time ago, I was a poor helpless drunkard. Nobody 
except my poor starved wife and children cared a button about me. You saved me. 
You came after me, and rescued me from the lions' den. It was the luckiest day of my 
life for me, and it was a grand day for my family. I shall never stop praising God for it. 
  
“You saved my soul and the souls of my wife and my children for the next world. But 
you saved me for this life as well. I reckoned up one day that, in wasted time, money 
spent, and things destroyed, I am fifteen shillings a week in pocket in money alone. 
Let Brother Take-care-of-yourself reckon up how much that comes to for the weeks I 
have been in this blessed Corps, and the weeks I am going to stay in it, and then say if 
he don't think it high time I set about paying some of the debt I owe it." 
  
Then, turning to the Captain, he says: “Captain, there's nothing worth calling 
generous in the promise I've just made: it is only a small installment of justice; and, if 
you'll wait a few weeks for payment, I think I'll make it thirty shillings, and you can 
reckon that there's more to follow on the same line, for my debt will never be paid." 
  
When Boozham finished, those of us who weren't crying were shouting, and, before 
the meeting closed, fifteen out of the seventeen wanted was promised, and we all got 
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our souls blessed into the bargain. 
  
The next day. Deacon Propriety, going round the mill, fell on Boozham, and asked him 
— as he always does — how they were getting on at the Hall. Whereon Boozham, with 
his eye on the main chance, told him about the previous night's meeting, saying 
nothing about the part he took in it himself. 
 
The Deacon was so pleased that he put his hand in his pocket at once, and pulled out 
the seven sovereigns wanted to make up the balance, saying that their people were 
having a meeting at the church that very night to get an old debt off the organ, and 
that the beautiful generosity of these poor Salvationists would make him a good 
illustration for his speech. The Deacon loves The Salvation Army — and so ought every 
other Deacon! 


