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CHAPTER XIX: BAND AND OTHER TROUBLES  
  
I don't know whether it's the coming home of our Captain — which Sarah says was sure 
to have a good effect — or what it is, but we've got the steam up again wonderfully 
quick, and I think Darkington Corps has reached about as high a point of prosperity as 
it has ever known. 
  
Still, we're a long way from perfection — which Sarah says we always shall be in this 
world — anyhow, at Darkington No. 1. 
  
You see, there's one thing that's given us a great deal of trouble lately, one way or 
another, and that is the Band. 
  
Now, I should be sorry to say anything that would be likely to reflect on our Band, for it 
is a fine institution, and no mistake! You see, most of them Bandsmen they toil just like 
slaves, they do. I know some of them have a hard job at their daily work, and they are 
at the Corps almost every week-night, and all day on a Sunday, when they march 
about and blow their instruments, although they have mostly to be up and at work by 
six the next morning. It's no joke, I can tell you. 
  
And then, there's the music — why, it's proper! Did you ever hear 'em talk about the 
Royal Horse Guards' Band? I don't believe they can come up to the Band of 
Darkington No. 1. Why, many a time when I've been tired, and ready to give up my 
post for a younger man — which the Divisional Officer is always a-hinting at — that Band 
has carried me off to Heaven, and I've made up my mind to stick to my office whatever 
may happen, till I join in the music of the Celestial City. 
  
But, after all, mind, we've had a lot of trouble with the Band, and I was going to tell 
you a little about 'em. In fact, it has never been right since Captain Please-em-all was 
here. God bless him! He had his good points, and I hope I don't forget to pray for him. 
But, then, he let things go very much as they liked; and did not trouble himself so long 
as the money came in fairly well, and the numbers were not very much down, and 
other things were middling. And so he left a peck of troubles for other folks to deal 
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with after he was gone, and one of them had to do with the Band. 
 
You see. Bandmaster Sound-it-fine is a very nice man. He and I get on well together, 
and I believe he loves The Army with all his heart. And so he ought to do, for it did a 
good stroke for him and his missis and the children — and there is six or seven of them, 
bless ‘em! He was down low when Captain Drag-em-out found him, and now he has a 
fine berth up at the foundry, where he is a foreman, with good wages, and it's all 
come about through The Army. 
  
The manager told me himself the other day: “Do-your-best,” he says, “we like your 
chaps, and I always set them on when I have a chance. You can trust them to keep on 
a-hammering when your back's turned; and they are on hand when the hooter sounds 
on a Monday morning; and they do their week's work like men, instead of a-soaking 
half of it away at ‘The Pig and Whistle,' while their families is a-starving." 
  
Yes, Sound-it-fine is a good fellow and a true Salvationist; and yet, to tell the truth, I 
must confess that he has his failings, and the principal one is that he worships the 
Band. That’s his idol. I don't mean that he goes down on his knees and says his 
prayers to it; but I do mean that he makes far too much of it. 
  
The fact is, he would like it to be the crack Band of the Division; and although I've 
never heard him say it, and I don't know anyone else that has, yet it's my opinion that 
he would like the townsfolk to say: “It's all very well for people to run down The 
Salvation Army, but if they don't come up to the notion some folks have about taste, 
edication, and such things, they can make the best music in this part of the country.” 
The fact of the matter is that the Bandmaster puts the Band before The Army. 
  
Can I prove what I say, do you ask? Well, I think I can. Take it in this way. He's got a 
boy, and a good boy he is. He's clever, and sharp, and good-natured, and converted, I 
really believe. A little while ago this boy's heart was set on being an Officer. His 
mother told Sarah so. 
  
“Sarah," says she, "twelve months ago our Bob was just mad on being an Officer. He 
used to swallow ‘The War Cry ' every week, and every spare moment he had was 
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spent filling up his questions and reading the Bible; and all his talk by day, and his 
dreams by night, was about the Training Home, and what he should do when he was 
Captain of a Corps. 
  
“But all that is changed," says she, “since he got on to the cornet. His father would 
have him go into the Band; and I do believe that it's not only robbed him of his desire 
to be an Officer, but it's cooled down his religion as well. He isn't half as anxious to get 
to the Open-Air as he was. 
  
“His father declares that he never said a word to persuade him off going to the 
Training Home, and I believe him, for his father is a good man, as prays and reads his 
Bible regularly. But he doesn't want to part with Bob out of the Band." That's what the 
boy's mother said to Sarah, and she told me all about it when I got home the same 
night. 
  
Then, there's another awkward thing as has happened with the Band, which has 
grieved Sarah very much, and I must confess I don't like it myself a bit; and that is, 
about Sam Boozham, which is Will Boozham's eldest boy. 
  
You see, Sam was a promising lad and a great favourite with Sarah. He was only 
seventeen last birthday, and was the most likely Corps Cadet we had. The Captain was 
at a lot of trouble with him. Well, the Bandmaster persuaded him to join the Band. 
Sam did not want to go in himself, and his mother, she was down on it with all her 
might. But the Bandmaster told him that it would be all right, and that he would soon 
make a good player, and if he did go for an Officer afterwards, which he hoped he 
would, a knowledge of the cornet would be useful to him. So his mother gave way, 
and Sam joined the Band. 
  
But, lo and behold I he had no sooner got enrolled than Jack Bangem, the drummer, 
who was courting hard himself, got Sam engaged to his sister, what plays the second 
cornet. 
  
Boozham's mother was real vexed about it, and so was Sarah. “Sergeant-Major," says 
she, “you see how it all comes about. The boy was shy enough, and did not want such 
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things — he wanted a Captain's commission and not a wife — but it's all along with the 
Band and the force of example." For my part, I can hardly see how the Band's to 
blame for the like of that. But I suppose Sarah can see further than me. 
 
Colonel Scour-the-land had been spending a special weekend at Darkington, seeking 
Candidates, and on the Monday night he had a meeting of Young People, and a real 
good meeting it was. If I'd been a young man, it would have taken hold of me, and no 
mistake, I can tell you; and if they'd had me then — which I think they would — I should 
have gone off sharp. 
  
Well, the Colonel laid it down so clear, and straight, and interesting, as I don't think 
the Chief of the Staff — God bless him! — could do much better. They say he's a chip 
off the old block, although I've never seen him. I mean to do, if I have to go to London 
on purpose for, from what I've heard, he is always a-moving about doing something 
for us Locals — and that pleases me! 
  
Well, I was saying as how the Chief could not have made a better talk than Scour-the-
land did about our young people being Officers. And so strong did he put it in that six 
of our younger Bandsmen laid their heads together, and resolved to offer at once. But 
when they told the Bandmaster what they had made up their minds for, what should 
he do but go and persuade them of it! 
  
Says he: “Look here, boys, it's all true what Colonel Scour-the-land says — every word 
of it. I agree with him down to the ground. I hope he will succeed. He ought to, and 
it'll please the General if he does, because I know he's set his heart on pushing this 
glorious War to the utmost; and he cannot do it without more Officers, as anybody 
can see. 
  
“But," says he, “I don't think it will be wise for you to go. Look at the trouble I've been 
at with teaching you your instruments. See what progress you've made, what beautiful 
players you'll soon be, and see what a loss you'll be to our Band! Why, it will hardly be 
worth listening to if you desert it; and then, if you do go, I think you should postpone it 
until we get someone to take your places; and if you don't go, you can settle down in 
Darkington, and do an immense amount of good to the town and The Army. Think 
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about it, but don't do anything rash." 
  
They did think about it, and gave up all thoughts of being Candidates — at least, for a 
time. 
  
“Sergeant-Major,“ says Sarah to me at breakfast a day or two after the visit of Colonel 
Scour-the-land, “be sure and bring the Band-master in to have a bit of supper to-night. 
I want to have a crack with him about those Band lads.'' 
  
''All right," says I; “I’ll bring him along." 
  
That night we found Sarah ready with her home-baked bread and a piece of good, 
sound cheese — none of your rotten stuff for Sarah. Then, she knew the Bandmaster 
liked a cup of good hot cocoa, so that was there as well. When we had talked a bit, 
Sarah opened up by saying: 
  
“Bandmaster, you look well. That's a nice new uniform you've got on. I hear you have 
moved into a bigger house, and all seems going well at home." 
  
“Yes," said he, “things are doing nicely up there just now. Praise the Lord!" 
  
“The Salvation Army has done something to help you on better for this world as well 
as the next," she said. 
  
“Yes, it has, and I hope I am thankful for it." 
  
“That Captain Drag-em-out, who got you saved, was a noble Officer, was he not? I 
hear he's gone Home. They say he has killed himself with his efforts to save souls. He 
has left a widow and some little children, I understand." 
  
“Yes, I’ve heard so. God help the widow!" 
  
“Amen!” said Sarah. And then she went on: “You love The Army, and you would like to 
help it?” 
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''I love it; indeed I do, and want to help it with all my might.” 
  
“That’s what you were made Bandmaster of Darkington Band for, wasn't it?” 
  
He did not answer right off. So Sarah went on: “Yes, that's your business with that 
Band — not merely to make a Band as will please you, or please Darkington, but to 
make a Band as will help The General to bless and save the world — that means not 
only making good music, but making Bandsmen as will help him. 
 
“Then," she says, “read this. Bandmaster," and she handed him a letter that she had 
just received from our Jack, who is doing his first Corps. “Read it up," said Sarah. 
“Bless the lad! — I like to hear what he has to say. He always writes sensibly." And the 
Bandmaster read as follows: — 
  
“My Dear Mother, — I hope you are all well and praising God, which, I am thankful to 
say, is my experience, although things are rather hard this hot weather, being without 
a Lieutenant as I am. But, then, you see, I am well and strong; but I do feel for some of 
my comrades who are in the same fix in this Division. There's Captain Weakness and 
Captain Shortbreath: they are both beautiful spirits, and, being young, they have not 
got hardened, and I am really afraid they'll be knocked out, and have to give up 
altogether, through not having anyone to help them — which, I hear, they have been 
promised ever since they were appointed. But I suppose the Commissioner can't send 
Lieutenants when he hasn't got them to send. 
  
"Now, couldn't you see the Bandmaster, and ask him about his Bob and five or six 
more of those young chaps in our old Band, and get them sent off quick? They would 
make fine Officers. Tell him how short-handed we are, and ask him to have pity on us. 
  
“P.S. — Tell the Bandmaster that I think I have a claim upon Bob for it cost me a good 
many tears and a good deal of hard work to get him saved." 
  
“Sarah,” says I, the next morning — for I was so touched that I left them going at it 
hammer and tongs, but all in good humour, for Sarah she was positively crying when 
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Jack's letter was read — “Sarah," says I, “how did you finish last night with the 
Bandmaster?" 
  
“How did we finish?” said she. “Why, there was no finish at all: we left off just where we 
began. You see, the Bandmaster he says he's all for God Almighty, and the Captain, 
and the Corps, and the Training Home, and the Sergeant-Major, and every other 
blessed thing in the blessed Army. But first and last, and before all else, he is for the 
Darkington No. 1 Band! 
  
“He says we must keep up the character of our Band for good music; and you can't do 
that without proper Bandsmen; and you can't make proper Bandsmen under so many 
years' practice; and when you have made good players you can't afford to lose them, 
or else you have got all your work to do over again. So, whatever other people do or 
don't do, or however The Army suffers for want of Officers, he's going to look after the 
Band." 
  
Here's an awful affair which has happened. You see, Bob, the Bandmaster's son, has 
got to feeling quite proud and independent lately, and something that his father said 
to him the other day did not please him; so what does he do but tear his uniform to 
pieces, in a dreadful passion, and go off and join the Town Band, which was mighty 
glad to have him, I can tell you. Then he hunted up his pipe — for he was a big smoker, 
before he was converted, for a lad — and now he can be seen blowing a cloud with the 
rest; while his father is frightened to death for fear that he should break his pledge, 
and go straight to ruin with the drink and all the dreadful things the drink leads to. 
  
His mother, poor thing, is distracted. She is terribly down on her husband, and says it's 
all his fault, as he did not let Bob go to the Training Home when he wanted to go. 
  
The Bandmaster's been to ask Sarah if she can't help him. He is in despair. He sees 
one thing in its true light now, anyway, and says the trouble is a punishment on him for 
not making soul-saving the first thing. He don't know what to do, and talks about 
giving up the Band altogether. 
  
“I don't care now," said he, in great bitterness, “if it goes to smash altogether." 
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“No," said Sarah, "we don't want it to be smashed; we want it to be consecrated, and 
the narrow, selfish spirit in it taken out and destroyed." 
  
And now here's another trouble come on. Mrs. Boozham has been telling Sarah about 
her boy Sam. (All the women folk come to Sarah for comfort and advice in their 
troubles.) 
  
Well, here it is. To please his girl, Sam has made up his mind to leave The Army and 
join the High Corner Church, where she went to Sunday-school; and nothing that 
either mother, father, or Captain can say will turn him aside. He’s rather an obstinate 
lad, when he takes a thing in his head; and, you see, he's got quite cold since he gave 
up the thought of going to the Training Home, and got took up with this girl. 
  
They say troubles never come alone; and so it is; for there is another trial, which has 
been a great surprise for us all. The Captain has got orders to farewell. They say 
Headquarters is going to make a Staff Officer of him. Well, a man who has made such 
a good Field Officer is bound to make a good Divisional Officer, which I hope they'll 
make him, and send him back into these parts. (No disrespect to our Major, for, bless 
him! he is an excellent Officer.) 
  
Everything is arranged for the Captain's farewell. Everybody is awfully put out. The 
Soldiers are truly distressed, and the outsiders are sorry, indeed. It is not telling a story 
to say that everybody loved him — and so they ought, for he has worked hard for 
them. 
  
Sarah is in dreadful trouble; she can neither eat nor sleep without it. She thinks it's a 
real trial for Darkington. But to comfort her, I says: “Sarah," says I, “there's as good fish 
in the sea as has ever been caught, and although our Captain — God bless him! — is a 
wonderful good fish, there's many hundreds more good and faithful Officers who'll do 
their best for Darkington.” But this little speech did not comfort her a bit. 
  
The Captain is very sad himself. He says he has never been happier or more at home 
in any Corps before, and he's real grieved to go away. I believe he's no little sorry to 



	  
	  

Band and Other Troubles 
	  

9 

leave the Sergeant-Major and the Locals — especially Sarah, God bless her! However, 
he's planning for a great farewell, and hopes to have a lot of souls. His eye is specially 
on the backsliders. Some that have been lost while he has been with us have been a 
great grief to him, and he would very much like to have them all back again before he 
says good-bye. 
  
The farewell is over, and it was a wonderful time. Everybody was broken up, and when 
the penitent form was brought out there was a blessed smash. 
  
Both Bob and Sam were there. One sat on one side of the Hall, and the other on the 
other. When the Bandmaster said good-bye to the Captain, in the name of the Band, 
and promised that they would meet him in Heaven, he fairly broke down and sobbed 
right out. Bob could hold out no longer, but put his head on the seat before him, and 
wept, as well as his father — and we all did a bit of weeping as well. 
  
A few minutes after, Bob rushed up the aisle. But before he could get down  at the 
mercy-seat another young fellow flung his arm around him, and down they went side 
by side. It was Sam Boozham. 
  
Bob and Sam are both accepted for the Training Home this week, and the Bandmaster 
has written to the Commissioner to say that he is getting four more ready to follow, 
and that Headquarters can look upon his Band in the future as a Training School for 
the Training Home. He hopes to supply him with six Candidates per annum. 


