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I 
 

FATHER AND SON 
 
ONE picture among the many that I cherish of my father I should like to place at the very 
beginning of what I have to say of him here. It explains a certain new development in the history 
of The Army, but it also gives a glimpse of the deep fires that burned in the personality of William 
Booth. One morning, away back in the eighties, I was an early caller at his house in Clapton. Here 
I found him in his dressing-room, completing his toilet with ferocious energy. The hair-brushes 
which he held in either hand were being wielded with quite eloquent vigour upon a mane that 
was more refractory than usual, and his braces were flying like the wings of Pegasus. No good-
morning-how-do-you-do here! 
 
'Bramwell,' he cried, when he caught sight of me, 'did you know that men slept out all night on 
the bridges?' 
 
He had arrived in London very late the night before from some town in the south of England, 
and had to cross the city to reach his home. What he had seen on that midnight return accounted 
for this morning tornado. Did I know that men slept out all night on the Bridges? 
 
'Well, yes,' I replied, 'a lot of poor fellows, I suppose, do that.' 
 
"Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself to have known it and to have done nothing for them,' 
he went on, vehemently. 
 
I began to speak of the difficulties, burdened as we were already, of taking up all sorts of Poor 
Law work, and so forth. My father stopped me with a peremptory wave of the brushes. 
 
‘Go and do something!' he said. ‘We must do something.' 
 
‘What can we do?'.  
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‘Get them a shelter!‘ 
 
‘That will cost money.' 
 
‘Well, that is your affair! Something must be done. Get hold of a warehouse and warm it, and 
find something to cover them. But mind, Bramwell, no coddling!' 
 
That was the beginning of The Salvation Army Shelters, the earliest and most typical institutions 
connected with our world-wide Social Work. But it also throws a ray of light on the characteristic 
benevolence of The Army's Founder. Benevolence, which is a languid quality in many men, with 
him was passionate. I should be disposed to place his benevolence first among his 
characteristics. I write of him here, as far as it is possible to do so, aside from what I humbly 
acknowledge to have been the great determining force of his life — namely, the uplifting and 
guiding influence of the Spirit of God. This apart, his benevolence was the first quality to light 
up. The governing influence of his life was good will to his fellows. I am not saying that he never 
thought of himself. His saintship was not after the pattern of Francis d'Assisi, at least as described 
by Paul Sabatier. Nor can I say that he was always at the same level of self-denial and self-
effacement in order to give practical expression to his benevolent impulse. But I do say, looking 
at his life as I saw it over a great span of years, not only in workday association as his comrade 
and principal helper, but in the still closer intimacy of a son, that his benevolence was the leading 
feature of his character. He really set out to do good to all men — an object which, no doubt, 
often seemed hopeless, but not on that account to be less sought after. The horizon of his soul 
was not limited by human hope — it reached out to Divine Power and Love. His heart was a 
bottomless well of compassion, and it was for this reason principally that, although perhaps more 
widely and persistently abused than any other figure of his time, he was even more widely and 
tenaciously loved. 
 
It would be easy to multiply evidences of his own unselfishness. The slander that he enriched 
himself was not merely untrue, it was ridiculously untrue. It was not merely a distortion of the 
facts, it was an inversion of them. Again and again he had legitimate opportunities to enrich 
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himself, and no one could have flung a stone at him had he accepted them, but he turned them 
down without hesitating a moment. Rich men even sent him blank cheques on condition that the 
amount which he filled in he should apply to his own personal use. The cheques were returned. 
For The Army he was ready to accept such gifts with both hands; for himself, not at all. 
 
Next to this, among his outstanding qualities — and, indeed, I am always in doubt whether it 
should not be placed first — was his temperamental simplicity. If his appearance, with his smooth 
and open forehead, his kindling and flashing eyes, his 'eminent' nose, his shaggy visage, his 
general expression of keenness and vivacity, suggested some ancient prophet, his heart was the 
heart of a little child. His guilelessness was one great secret of his strength. Many who came into 
his presence were so impressed by his openness and candour, the absence of all pretence and 
casuistry, that they went away feeling that if they had a thousand lives they could trust them into 
his hands. 
 
This simplicity of character, of course, had its apparent disadvantages. He would often say what 
everybody thought to be impolitic. The fear of his occasional imprudences gave me bad half-
hours! There were, for example, interviews of great importance, when it was certainly the part of 
worldly, if not of spiritual wisdom to refrain from entering upon certain subjects so long as silence 
could be maintained with honour. In such circumstances he was never to be trusted, however 
much he might have been entreated beforehand! The interview would be half through, when out 
would come the cat from the bag! It was delightful, and I am bound to say that I never — or very 
rarely — found anything but good come of his indiscretions, however much they might give me 
and others pins and needles at the time. 
 
In the same way, if, in urging any particular course upon others, he had any second intention, 
something at the back of his mind — any arrière-pensee, as the saying is — it was safe to make 
its appearance before the parley ended. He could not have kept it back. 
 
Anything 'put on' or 'made up' was anathema. His honesty was not based on the infamous copy-
book maxim. Had he been a thief — and he was in the habit of saying that by nature he was a 
grabber! — he would have been a shining example of the honour which is supposed to exist 
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among the fraternity! Nor was he honest only because his religion made him so, although, of 
course, his religion fortified him in his honesty. But sincerity was a native quality with him. It was 
in the mould from which he was taken. If it were possible to think of William Booth without his 
religion, such a William Booth would certainly have been a sincere and honest man. 
 
The third outstanding characteristic in him was his granite and superlative will. He was 
immovable, and therefore, in the passive sense, invincible. Anything like slackness or wobbling 
or unsteadiness in purpose was abhorred. When he had considered a matter, and made up his 
mind about it, not all the angels of Heaven could have shaken his determination. This led him at 
times upon a line of conduct which may have appeared pedantic to those who did not 
understand; yet one could never forget that it was this strength in him which enabled him to 
achieve so much. His determined and steadfast will was really the driving force of his other 
qualities. 
 
It was these three characteristics in combination which distinguished his personality and marked 
him out in his generation. Other men, no doubt, have had equal power of will, but without his 
genius for compassion; others, again, may have had a like simplicity, but without the indomitable 
will. It was his will power which directed his other qualities to practical ends. Without it he would 
still have been splendid and most lovable, but he would not have been the Founder of The 
Salvation Army. 
 
He had, I dare say, the faults of these qualities. His own benevolence made him impatient of the 
selfish and, perhaps, too swift in his judgment of those who only cared to gratify themselves. He 
was at times a hasty executioner, deaf to excuses until after the culprit's head was off! 
 
His sincerity, too, as I have already hinted, had its embarrassing side. In writing of W. E. 
Gladstone, Lord Morley said that ‘He had a marked habit of believing people; it was part of his 
simplicity.' Well, so with my father. He believed people. He was so utterly sincere himself that he 
could not credit that others could practise any deception. It was only with the greatest difficulty, 
and in face of the most unquestionable evidence, that he would accept the fact that he had been 
intentionally misled or treated unfairly. In the official life of The Army, long after he should have 
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let people go, in the interests of The Army itself, which does not want those who are not of it, 
he persisted in holding on to them. It was not a mere polite reluctance to believe that men were 
not honourable and straightforward; it was almost a constitutional inability. 
 
His great will power, again, at times made him difficult to deal with. His own determination 
clashed with the determination of others, and the sudden friction produced sparks; not often, 
fortunately, leading to conflagrations, though sometimes these did happen. No doubt, there was 
a vein of hardness in him. It ran side by side with a vein of exquisite tenderness. But the hardness 
was there. Had it not been there he could not have accomplished what he did. Weakness always 
fails. 
 
It is impossible to speak of my father in this intimate way without some estimate of the influence 
of my mother upon him. That influence was extraordinarily uplifting and encouraging, especially 
during the early years of the Movement, when he was liable to depression and to a sense of 
loneliness, both of which wore off, in some measure, as the success of the work became assured. 
Catherine Booth continually fed his enthusiasm with fresh fuel, strengthened his faith in God, 
and pointed him to the gleaming distance. She was the complement of him as he was of her. 
Marvellously did they fit into one another. Where his temperament made him unsure, she was 
buoyant; where she would waver, he was rock. Both of them, I dare say, had faults, his a certain 
superficial irritability, especially when worn and tried; hers the inclination to take the less hopeful 
view on certain matters. But the faults of each were wonderfully neutralized in the personality of 
the other. 
 
In some senses she was more combative than he. She was, for example, more inclined to resent 
the injustices to which, especially again in the early days, The Army was continually subject. He 
was rather content to let such opposition tire itself out, and to answer misrepresentation by 
silence, because he feared that to turn aside upon these guerilla engagements would be to 
weaken the arm for the real fight against the hosts of the Devil who held captive the souls of 
men. 'Better,' he used to say, 'better to suffer than contend.' But her counsel was ever, ‘Up, and 
at them, William!' She was a warrior; of compromise she would have none. 
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Their relations during all the thirty years that I had experience of them together were ideal. His 
love for her was entirely beautiful — something quite out of the ordinary, even in the happiest 
unions. Mingled with his love was an element of deep admiration for her uncommon ability. She 
was far more widely read than he. Certain circumstances of her youth had favoured what was 
naturally a studious temperament, and her spiritual influence, her devotion to Jesus Christ, her 
intense longings for the advance of His Kingdom on earth, her intellectual skill, her command of 
widely gathered information helped him in his hurried and stormy life to look beyond his own 
immediate interests and ideas, and to look on to that City which hath foundations. Speaking 
beside her open grave, he said: 
 
I have never turned from her these forty years for any journeyings on my mission of mercy, but I 
longed to get back, and have counted the weeks, days, and hours which should take me again 
to her side. When she has gone away from me it has been just the same. And now she has gone 
away for the last time. What then is there left for me to do? Not to count the weeks, the days, 
and the hours which shall bring me again into her sweet company, seeing that I know not what 
will be on the morrow, nor what an hour may bring forth. My work plainly is to fill up the weeks, 
the days, the hours, and cheer my poor heart as I go along with the thought that when I have 
served my Christ and my generation according to the will of God, which I vow this afternoon I 
will to the last drop of my blood — then I trust that she will bid me welcome to the Skies as He 
bade her. 
 
Her delicacy of health, which was the heritage of spinal trouble in her girlhood, unfitted her in 
some respects to be the wife of a poor minister, whose income was scarcely sufficient to cover 
the domestic needs. There is an undertone in some of her letters to him before their marriage 
which suggests that she could see him occupying a very different station, and one worthier of 
the powers she already knew him to possess. In my boyhood I have sometimes known her 
exceedingly harassed by the cares of a house full of children, and tried, no doubt, by straitened 
circumstances, and by her own bodily weakness. I have seen him come into the house, put his 
hat down in the hall, and, entering the room, find it all out in a moment. Taking her hand, he 
would say, 'Kate, let me pray with you,' and he would turn us out while they knelt together. Then 
a little while after it was evident that the skies were blue again. 
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Although he was at times irascible, and, when displeased, had great liberty of speech, I never 
heard him in all those long years — many of them years of intense strain upon them both, with 
all the demands which poverty and sickness make upon patience and kindness in the home — 
say one harsh word to her. There were times when he would arrive at the house like a hurricane, 
blowing, as it were, the children right and left — we used to call him the 'Bishop' in those early 
days, and sometimes, although we loved the very ground he trod upon, we were unanimously 
agreed on the advisability of keeping out of the way of his 'visitations' — but to her he would be 
like a lover of twenty come to visit his girl! 
 
I touch with hesitation the subject of my father's religion. How, indeed, can it be dealt with in a 
page of reminiscence! But, at least, this may be said: that it was never a platform pose. The 
religion he commended to his fellows with such directness and sincerity was the religion which 
he himself accepted with all his heart and lived with all his might. And it was a success. It 
sustained him especially in those later years when he was sorrow-stricken and really heartbroken 
by the loss of those he loved. I do not suggest that he was always shouting the praises of God 
at the top of his voice to his housekeeper, but I do say that amid all the innumerable affairs of 
his crowded life the vision of a Mighty God, and of a present Saviour, was ever before him — 
was ever the great possession of his soul — that he had a fine consciousness of responsibility to 
God for every gift he possessed and a profound sense of Eternal Things. 
 
Despite his wonderful capacity for eliciting the emotions of others, often playing upon them as 
a harper upon the strings, he was singularly reticent about his own inner life. He was totally 
innocent of gush. Yet who that knew him could doubt the reality of his spiritual experience? It 
sustained him amid persecutions, slanders, and conflicts, and under the burden of a world of 
cares such as few men have been called to endure. It did more than sustain him in the stoic 
sense; it kept his spirit sweet. When I have gone to him, perhaps with some infamous newspaper 
attack, and in my indignation have said, ‘This is really more than we can stand,' he has replied, 
‘Bramwell, fifty years hence it will matter very little indeed how these people treated us; it will 
matter a great deal how we dealt with the work of God.' He would not accuse those who accused 
him. He would not impugn motives or imply evil. He could speak out when duty demanded. But 
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he did not wish to speak. He would never take unfair advantage in argument or treat personalities 
as reasons. He rather strove to account for the mistakes of his opponents, and to hope all things. 
It was his rule not to retaliate, scarcely to explain, and it was perfectly delightful to see how many 
cursings and railings turned out in the end to be blessings. There is a story of one of our Canadian 
Officers who, on being pelted with eggs, found that by some mistake of the mob the eggs were 
quite good, and, deftly catching them, she presently turned them into omelettes! 
 
That was William Booth all over! 
 
 


