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CHAPTER XVIII: MAKING FAVOURITES 
  
We got round the fishing trouble that I was telling you about in my last chapter most 
delightfully. 
  
Indeed, it did us all good, and nobody benefited more by it than Sergeant 
Respectability herself. Since then she's gone in for uniform out-and-out; and, what's 
more curious still, she fishes in every meeting where there's any chance; and I firmly 
believe that she will get her husband saved before very long. He comes every night 
now, and, strange to say, his closest friend in the Corps is Boozham. He's never 
content unless he shakes hands with him before he leaves the Hall. 
  
But the mention of Boozham reminds me of another trouble — a great deal bigger 
than the fishing affair. Indeed, it has been the biggest trial I have had since I've been 
Sergeant-Major at Darkington — so big that it nearly ended my term of office, which I 
think would end me: for I don't think as how as J could live happy without it. 
  
How could I live and not be a Sergeant-Major of Darkington No. 1 Corps? — that's 
what I often asks myself; and yet I suppose I ought to be willing to give it up. I have 
now worn these blessed stripes for five long years, and they say that is contrary to rule. 
But the Divisional Officer, he don't raise any serious objections, which I think is on 
account of Sarah, whom he thinks is a model Sergeant-Major's wife, which I think so 
myself! And you see— good luck to him! — he can't part with me without losing her, 
although it is only fair to say that Sarah tells me that should the Divisional Officer see 
fit to give me a change it will be all right. 
  
Now, I'll tell you how it was that I came so near to losing my post. It is a very humbling 
story for me to tell about myself, but I feel I must out with it. Well, you see, after that to-
do with Deacon Highflyer's daughter, Boozham came very much to the front. For 
myself I took to him. I must confess that I had not taken very much notice of him 
before, but now I discovered that there was the making of a real useful fellow in him. 
So I gave him a fair chance and pushed him up to lay hold of it, which as Sarah says, is 
all that many of our Soldiers want to make them useful people. Specially is this the 
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case, she says, with the women. 
 
"Look," she says, "at Fat Sarah Jane, knocked about from pillar to post as she was 
once, a-living at one time or another in half the prisons of the country. Neither 
magistrates, nor policemen, nor parsons thought she was fit for anything but the 
grave, and now she's a real useful woman and no mistake, such as would be a credit 
to any Corps. Oh," Sarah says, “if they would only give the Sisters a chance, and make 
them take it, they would make something sit up!" 
  
But what I was saying was that Boozham rose every day in my opinion. I liked him, and 
he had a liking for me, or seemed to have, which, perhaps, had something to do with 
my having such a liking for him. But, however that may be, we had lots of talk 
together, and I took him with me to the Outpost, and had him with me at all my Open-
Airs, and he always was alongside me in the Prayer Meetings; in fact, I got to feel quite 
lost without him. 
  
Well, things went on like this, and then the Captain had the misfortune to go down 
with the rheumatic fever. That is a dreadful thing, which I can never forget when I had 
it, how it made me cry out until you could hear me right across the street, and how 
Sarah just boiled me in hot sulphur water until the house fairly stank again. Though, 
bless her! she brought me round with it,  and no mistake. 
  
But the Captain's rheumatic fever “go" was a bad job, not only for him — God bless 
him I for he's not strong — but for the whole Corps. However, he got better, praise the 
Lord I and many thanks to the same sort of doctoring which Sarah gave me so hot and 
strong, and which she made his wife give him; and then he had to go to the seaside to 
pick up the strength which he had lost. 
  
A few of us went down to the station to see him off. He looked very pale and thin, 
poor fellow, and when I had helped him into his carriage, he says to me: — 
  
“Sergeant-Major," says he, “I shall do the best I can to get better, and come back as 
soon as ever I can, and try and make up for lost time. The Lord has blessed us in the 
Corps, I think. Things seem to be in a pretty good way there, aren't they? There's only 
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one thing that I don't feel quite easy about, and you won't mind me speaking of it to 
you, will you? — because I don't want to hurt your feelings, you see." 
 
“Never mind my feelings, Captain," says I, “you can say what you like to me. Although 
I've lived a good few years the longest in the world, yet I feel as if you were a father to 
me. You can talk to me like one." 
  
“Well, then,” says he, “to be plain. Don't be having favourites while I'm away. I'm dead 
against favouritism. It'll wreck any concern; I don't care what it is.” 
  
“Captain," says I, “don't you never mind anything of the sort. I'm one with you there. 
I'm dead against favouritism myself. Sarah has put that into me strong, and you can 
make yourself quite easy on that score." 
  
“Well," he says, “a hint's enough for a wise man life you, Sergeant-Major; but there's a 
little danger, I fear, of your going down that street, and there's more that sees it than 
me, and——" 
  
I don't know what else he was a-going to say, for the guard blew his whistle, and we all 
fired a volley, and away the dear fellow went. 
  
For ever so long I couldn't get what the Captain said out of my mind. I felt he was real 
serious about it, and I turned it over and over again. But I thought there was reason for 
his fears. I didn't tell Sarah what he said, because, you see, she had been saying 
something of the same sort herself, and it all seemed to be so unnecessary that I went 
on as if the Captain had been dumb on the question. I can see now that I was blind 
then. My conceit threw dust in my eyes. 
  
Well, things continued at the Corps much as usual, so far as my work went. I admired 
Boozham more and more. He seemed to do better and better. He improved in his 
language; he began to bring in some real fine words, and he got more courage. 
Indeed, he grew quite clever. I put him up to speak every Sunday night, and generally 
took him home after the meeting to have a bit of supper. In fact, to put it in a nutshell, I 
began to think that I and Boozham could do all the work and manage the Corps 
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ourselves — always supposing, mind you, that the Captain came back again, and that 
the sooner the better. 
  
But, somehow or other, things dropped with us. There was a falling off in the 
congregations, and in the Prayer Meetings. In the Open-Airs the Soldiers did not 
come up anything like what they did, and the crowds grew less and less. Then the 
collections went down, and as to the Knee-Drill, why, it looked as though it was going 
to come to Boozham and myself; and, worst of all, I could not help feeling that the 
spirit had gone very much out of the Soldiers — the happy, blazing, fire-away spirit 
which was so grand a little time ago. 
  
Well, things went on in this way until they came to a head, and a pretty head it was. I 
never expected to live to hear what I've been forced to hear this very night. The 
weather has been broiling hot all day, and I was awfully tired when I got home. You 
see, I am not so young as I was, and a hard day's work, with the thermometer at eighty 
in the shade, as the scientific people call it, has a different effect on you to what it had 
when you were a young man. 
  
Well, this had been the night for making up the accounts at the Corps, and everything 
had dropped since the Captain went away, except the money, and I was broken-
hearted. So when I got in, I was just about ready to give up the ghost. Sarah's eyes are 
like needles. She sees into you before you know where you are — at least she does into 
me. 
  
“Sergeant-Major," she says, “what's the matter with you? You look real bad. Here, 
come along, you want something to eat?” That is one of Sarah's weaknesses. When 
anybody is bad she always thinks it is the want of something to eat. “Here," she says, 
“come along, your supper is ready." 
  
"No," says I, "it's not the food that's my difficulty. I cannot eat." 
  
“Well," she says, "what is it?” And then I up and told her about the state of things; and, 
more than that, how I had come along with Jim Grumbleton, and how he had been 
telling me that there was a general dissatisfaction among the Soldiers with the way I 
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looked after the Corps, and that they would not stand it any longer, and talked about 
writing to the Divisional Officer if the Captain did not come back soon. 
  
“Only think of this,'' I said; “after all my toiling for them night and day in all weathers, 
and without getting a farthing for it I Isn't it just enough to break anybody's heart? And 
what it's about I cannot make out. If I only knew what it all meant, I should know what 
to do." 
 
"Sergeant-Major," Sarah said, appearing a bit unconcerned, “your first duty is to eat. 
So come along and sit down here " — pointing to a chair at the table — “and have your 
supper, and I'll tell you how it has all come about." 
  
So, to oblige her — bless her! she's the best creature in the world! — I drew up to the 
table, and shaped myself for the business; and she sat herself opposite me, and 
began a speech that soon made me forget my supper. 
  
“Sergeant-Major," said she, starting right away, “we've been married all these years, 
and since the blessed night when we knelt side by side at the mercy-seat, there has 
never been anything serious between us; but now I am going to tell you of something 
that is on my mind which I know won't be very agreeable, but which, painful or not, I 
think you ought to know. If you are angry with me, it'll break my heart; but I must open 
my mind, come what may.” And then she went on: — 
  
“Sergeant-Major,” she says, “I can tell you what it is that the Soldiers and the Locals of 
Darkington Corps are dissatisfied about." And here the tears came into her eyes, and 
she was so overcome that she could hardly speak. 
  
“Sarah," says I, “there is nothing so much the matter as to make you take on like this. 
Leave the subject for tonight." 
  
But she didn't take any notice of me, but just calmed herself and went on. “Sergeant-
Major," she said, "it's quite true what you say. You did well for this Corps. I'm a witness 
to it. You spared neither pains, nor money, nor prayers, nor anything else you could 
give to it. In the dark days of long ago you stood by it like a man of God, as I know you 
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are; and now I believe — and, as your wife, I reckon I ought to know — that you would 
sooner die than do anything that you thought would injure Darkington. And yet all 
these last two months you've been taking the life out of it.'' 
  
“Sarah, Sarah!" I cried out; “you are stabbing me. Let me alone, Sarah." 
  
“It hurts me more than it can hurt you, to say these things," she said; "but they must be 
spoken. Sergeant-Major, you've been destroying Darkington! I’ve had my suspicions 
about it for a long time, but I've only had my eyes opened to the fact this afternoon, 
and I got it done by the bedside of that dear afflicted saint and Soldier, Mary Ann. The 
Bible says: ‘The secrets of the Lord are with them that fear Him.' And the secrets of 
Darkington Corps are with that dear, suffering soul. 
  
“Well," Sarah went on, "I called to see Mary to-day, as I do every Tuesday afternoon 
when I can; and after we had talked a little, she said to me in her own quiet way: 
‘Sarah,’ says she, ‘I want to have a few private words with you.' I said: ‘All right, my 
dear, say on. I shall be glad to hear you.' And then she said: ‘Sarah, your husband, the 
dear Sergeant-Major, is ruining our Corps, and he don't know it.’ I says: ‘In what way, 
Mary?' And she said: ‘By making favourites.' And then I saw it all in a moment, 
Sergeant-Major — I saw it all!" 
  
“Well," I said, "what else did she say?”  
 
“Well, she said; ‘There's Mrs. Sergeant Grumbleton; why, the Sergeant-Major has put 
her to the front before all the other women, ever since she came off what we thought 
was her dying bed. 
  
“’And then there's Will Boozham. You know I cannot get off my bed, but I know all that 
goes on in the Corps. Every meeting is prayed over in this room beforehand, and I 
hear all about it directly after it's been held. And they tell me that it is “Boozham, 
pray," and “Boozham, lead the meetings," and “Boozham, make the announcements," 
and “Boozham, do the Open-Air," until everybody is sick of Boozham, and the Soldiers 
say, “Let Boozham do it all. There's nobody now but Boozham."' 
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“But this is not all the damage that is being done," says Sarah. (Here I fancy I laid my 
head upon the table, and fairly groaned again.) But Sarah went on: — 
  
“Well, Mary Ann said that Mrs. Boozham had been to see her in great trouble about 
her husband. She says Will is quite changed. She's afraid of him leaving The Army. 
That Mr. Respectability has been filling him up with notions about his wonderful 
abilities, and how he could improve his position, or get to be a Town Missionary or 
something else that would make him better off, and enable him to do better for his 
family, if he was to join the High Corner Church. 
  
“Now, his wife is broken-hearted at the prospect of Will's getting led off from the 
Corps, for she says she does not know what might happen. ‘Only think,' she says, ‘if 
after all this he was to fall back again!' And she says that she thinks it is all because 
he's been made so much of since the Captain went away. She loves the Sergeant-
Major very much; but she cannot help feeling sorry that he has made such a favourite 
of Will." 
  
Sarah says she got her eyes opened that afternoon. Surely the Lord opened my eyes 
that night, and on my knees I cried out to Him to show me what to do. I believe He 
showed me, before I slept, what was my duty; and before we went to bed that night, I 
had made up my mind what I would do. It was a painful task; but I saw it was the right 
thing, and Sarah strengthened my resolution to go through with it; cost me what it 
might. 
  
The next morning brought a letter from the Captain. It was not a very long one. It 
simply said: — 
  
“Dear Sergeant-Major, — I am wonderfully better, and shall be, God willing, with you in 
time for the Soldiers' Meeting on Tuesday night. Get all my blessed comrades 
together. I hope to find you all united as one man, and full of courage and faith for a 
mighty campaign. Hallelujah! 
      "Your affectionate Captain,  

“FAITHFUL. 
"P.S. — Love to Sarah and the children." 
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That Soldiers' Meeting was the biggest that had been held in Darkington for many a 
year. No matter whether they were hot or cold, the Soldiers loved their Captain, and 
were right glad to see him again. He came straight from the train to the Hall, and I had 
no chance of having a talk with him before the meeting — which I very much wanted. 
  
After the preliminaries had been gone through, he spoke a few words, saying how 
glad he was to get home again and see all our happy faces once more. Then I made a 
sign to him that I wanted to have a word, and got up and said: “Captain and 
comrades, I have a confession that I want to make before you all;” and then my heart 
came up into my mouth, and there was an   awkward bit of silence. Everybody looked 
at everybody else, as much as to say:  “What's up with the Sergeant-Major?" 
  
But after a minute I got away again, and I says: “Captain, I have to confess to you that I 
have not been faithful to my office during your absence." (And there was more 
looking at each other by the Soldiers. But I felt the Lord helping me.) “I have not been 
fair to the Corps. I've had my favourites. I'm not worthy of being Sergeant-Major of 
Darkington No. 1 Corps, and so I place my resignation in your hands." 
  
And here I broke down, and cried like a child; and what must Sarah do but get up and 
stand by my side, and stammer out: “Captain, I'm as much to blame as the Sergeant-
Major." 
  
Whereupon every blessed Soldier in the Corps got up, and, led by the Captain, 
declared that the meeting shouldn't go on till I had taken my resignation back, and 
promised I would stand to my post. 
  
Will Boozham is better than ever. He's not joined the High Corner Church, and it's not 
likely that there'll be any more favouritism at Darkington for some time to come. Oh! if 
I had only obeyed the Captain, told Sarah what he said in the train, and given 
everybody a chance! 
  
Since then Sarah and I have been to see Mary Ann. We all praised the Lord together. 


