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A MANAGER OF MEN

The pages of this book about our Founder have already extended beyond the space I had
planned, but I cannot refrain from a reference to what was, after all, more outstanding and
significant in him than his oratory, or his business genius, or his diplomatic skill — I mean his
excellence in the management of men.
Early in the history of our work he became convinced, as he said, that the best way of reaching
the large class of the population lying at that time outside religious and moral influences, was by
means of those who were of the same stock, who had its roughnesses still upon them, but who
had passed through the saving fires and had become new men. In setting these men to work,
he asked little more than that they were one with him in love for God, in zeal for the Salvation of
men, and in willingness to obey orders received; he took no account of birth, education, social
position; indeed, he felt that what the world calls advantages might easily prove encumbrances
in the work we have to do.
It was strange and often very difficult material that came to his hand in this way. He had, perhaps,
a natural love for rough and original characters. He liked to have some angles about a man, upon
which he could generally manage to hang something. Moreover, a fighting organization called
for the spirit of enterprise, adventure, audacity, rather than for judgment or reflection. Among
the men who stood close around William Booth in those early days were many bold,
buccaneering spirits who quite as often needed the bridle as the spur. They were splendid
material in many respects, but not easily manageable, not taking kindly to any yoke, men not
easily to be told the day and the hour what they were to do. The Founder, whatever gifts of
management he may have had previously, had his powers wonderfully sharpened through having
to deal with these devoted but singular co-operators. It was partly, no doubt, owing to his
habitual contact with these men during the early years of The Salvation Army that he became
eventually one of the most successful managers of men the world has ever seen one who must
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be placed very high in the ranks of commanders, no matter how illustrious, in war, in politics, or
in industry are the names of the others.
It is worth while to inquire a little into the secret of his managing quality.
In the first place, he had the invaluable gift of discerning the good and useful qualities in every
type of man, and this faculty became more sure and unerring as time went on. Some men have
an instinct for detecting base metal in those who carry the appearance of honesty; William Booth
had rather the gift for discovering fine, even heroic qualities beneath exteriors which suggested
the very opposite. Men who were to all appearance the most unlikely to be of any use to his
organization — men whose participation in it might even be expected to create prejudice —
were found by him to possess some unsuspected grace or ability or energy which fitted them to
occupy a particular niche. Again and again I have known him seize hold of apparently hopeless
material, give it a shake or two, invoke upon it the blessing of God, and put it to most excellent
service.
Not that he was invariably right in his judgments. He made mistakes, especially in the earlier
years. But they were the mistakes of optimism. If he was at fault it was in action taken because
he was too sanguine. If there was blindness in him it was blindness to the shadow, not to the
light. He saw men's weaknesses, and he knew and studied the peculiar dangers of every type of
character ; but, on the other hand, he had a vivid realization of the possible good in every man,
and was so hopeful about it that sometimes he did not allow enough for the downward drag of
old habit and antecedents. At the same time, the men who proved altogether unworthy of his
trust were singularly few.
Allied with his discernment went his power of command. He was accustomed to call men and
women to his side by vigorous methods, and once there he disciplined them into orderly legions.
This power of command grew as the years went on, as he became not only more wise but also
more confident. During the last twenty-five or thirty years of his life he was the ideal commander.
His authority extended, not only to men's hands and feet, but to their spirits, to the motives
which governed them.
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Like all great leaders of men, he made great demands on his followers. The spirit of Cromwell,
who rallied his men at Naseby by saying, 'Gentlemen, we are upon an engagement very difficult,'
is the spirit of the true leader. William Booth had that spirit in full measure. He never scrupled to
ask hard things of those who fell in behind The Army Flag. He never tried to conceal the fact that
he had called them to what many would regard as a desperate adventure. He knew that the
hearts of all true men are won for a cause and a leader, not by what is promised to them, but by
what is exacted from them. And they for their part recognized the voice of authority. Here was
one of the men who are obviously made to be obeyed, a man who said to one, ‘Go!' and he
went, and to another, 'Come!' and he came.
Many men he sent on what might well appear to be forlorn hopes. Some he called to endure
exile, to lead The Army in new lands, to face physical peril. To some he gave the charge of quite
small spheres of service — humdrum service — where, however, faithfulness was as important
as in any other part of the field. Few men in history have asked their fellows to do such difficult
and unusual things. But rarely had they any serious misgivings as to the rightness of their leader's
choice, rarely any feeling that he had asked too much of them, or too little. It was very far from
his ideal, of course, to get men working at top speed — the ideal that might content a factory
manager — but in the matter of sanctification, in the matter of being given up wholly to the will
of God, there was nothing which he did not require. When he was not satisfied with the answers
given to his solemn questions he would add, in tones and with authority not to be forgotten,
'Then to-day is the day. Let it be done to-day.'
With the extension of The Army to other races and nations the capacity for command grew upon
him. It did not depend upon his prestige as the head of a world-enveloping organization, it was
inherent in his personality. Men who came into contact with him, even when they could not speak
his language, nor he theirs, were conscious of his authority. Thousands could have echoed the
remark of the old Irish prize-fighter in the East End, when explaining how he came to surrender
to William Booth at the first encounter, ‘Sure, there was something strange about him that laid
hold of a man,' and, later, after he had been brought down before God, 'I got up from my knees
ready to die for that man.'
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Side by side with that humble tribute may be placed the remark of a distinguished American
describing the impression which the Founder made on a gathering — at Washington — of
senators and others, including some of the greatest in American politics: 'The Salvationist chief
took them captive without their knowing how'; one result in that case was that a series of afterdinner speeches became personal and very moving confessions. To me it was often a matter of
astonishment to observe how a man who had comparatively little acquaintance with him would
receive at his hands orders for the toughest of tough jobs, and would go out eager to do it and,
if need be, unhesitatingly to risk his life in the cause.
This power to command was not a mere inherited genius, not an arbitrary gift of nature, but in
the main something gradually and painfully acquired. It was something superimposed upon his
natural characteristics. It may have been there in embryo from the beginning, from the time when
he played soldiers in boyhood in the streets of Nottingham, and was usually captain, but it was
quickened and refined by the work of the Holy Spirit in him and by his own patient cultivation,
the result of self-discipline, of concentrated quest, and of reliance on the help of God.
But he did more than command his followers, he inspired them. He set to work to make them
believe in themselves. He would have no part or lot in the 'Oh, to be nothing, nothing,' theory.
He believed that all things were possible with the man who really gave himself up to God. He
was not surprised at anything which might happen to that man. In dealing with his Officers he
started out to make them believe that they could accomplish something greater than they had
ever anticipated, or than any one had ever anticipated for them. He believed that every man was
bigger than he thought himself to be that every man had, so to speak, the making of a greater
man in him, just as the bud enfolds the flower. He was always prepared to find the new man
emerging to surprise the old. His own expectations themselves helped to form and elicit that
which was expected. I have seen him a hundred times produce the most marvellous changes in
the whole outlook of a man, especially a young man. Such a one may have believed himself to
be nobody in particular, and perhaps was very nearly right in that respect, but he has come out
from William Booth's presence with his head erect, knowing Himself to be somebody, with a bit
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of work assigned to him which no one else could do, and for the time being he has regarded
himself as one of the spear-points of the whole Army.
To be able to inspire a man with confidence in himself is a great gift. It is a sort of miracle, the
extending of oneself upon another, making the listless eager, the sluggish quick, the timid
resolute. The Founder was never afraid of the clement of human worship in all this, because he
ever kept looking himself and pointing others to the divine life and energy as the source of it all.
Indeed, the fact that the Divine Spirit was all the time available for every man was the grand
support of his own heart and mind in all that he did to inspire his fellows.
Another characteristic which was largely contributory to his success in the management of men
was his capacity for detail. Some of those who saw him amid his various activities might have
supposed that his achievements cost him little or nothing, 'came natural' to him, in a word. That
would be a great mistake. Like other men, he toiled on step by step. When, for example, he has
been writing an article I have known him go over a passage many times, like a lapidary polishing
a precious stone, in order to bring it to his satisfaction. I have said to him, 'My dear General, you
have done enough at this. That will do.' His answer, in his playful, half-testy way, has been, ‘Chief,
I am not writing to please you.'
It was just the same with his dealings with individual men. In a letter written in his seventy-sixth
year he said, 'I am more than ever impressed by the idea that we must do more for the staff, and
I can see at present no better way of helping them than to go about amongst them and show
them how to meet their difficulties one by one. This master of assemblies was a one-by-one man.
It was not only in articles intended for the eyes of the thousand that he devoted scrupulous care
to his phrasing, but in a letter intended for just one individual he would often draft and re-draft
half-a-dozen times, usually with his own pen, so that the phrases would convey the exact shade
of meaning he wanted to convey and give rise to no misunderstanding.
No doubt the recipients of such letters regarded them as ordinary epistles, struck off at the first
attempt, simply because they fulfilled their purpose so well. But the truth was that — especially
if they had to do with difficult personal questions — they had often cost him immense labour.
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The late hours of the night and the early hours of the morning were his favourite times for
correspondence. He would often come home late from a Meeting, to all appearance tired out,
and, as his biographer says, 'would seek his writing-table as another man would seek his couch.'
Details which many men would call petty became to him of infinite importance because they
concerned the wellbeing of one particular individual under his command, for whom he felt a
responsibility. The care of military leaders has usually been for the regiment, rather than for the
individual, but The Salvation Army has not been built to that pattern.
Another great quality which shone out in his leadership was his absolute justice. He knew no
favouritism. Some people, of course, commended themselves to him more than others, some
natures were more congenial. And, as it happened, not a few of those in whose company he
found the most pleasure tormented him by their carelessness and transgressions! But whatever
his personal liking or disliking, when it came to any question of privilege or honour, or anything
which affected a man's happiness or usefulness, his merely personal preferences became of no
account. It did not matter who the man was, nor how near he might be to the General's eye, his
case was dealt with, or the appointment filled, or the difference adjusted solely in the interests
of fair dealing and the advantage of The Army. He was out to do justice, to secure fairness, to
establish equity in his ranks. Possibly here, too, he may have made mistakes, but, if so, the
mistakes were not due to any conscious bias. In all my forty years' experience of his work at the
closest range I cannot charge my memory with a single case among the many thousands he dealt
with in which he acted with anything approaching injustice. And when mistakes were
subsequently seen to have been mistakes I think they generally caused him more suffering than
they had ever caused anybody else. No man was more generous in admission of a blunder, or
more unhappy until its consequences were repaired.
It must not be inferred from what has already been written — and indeed it cannot be inferred
by any one who has the smallest knowledge of the Founder's later life — that all his dealings
were with the rough and uncultured. He had to do with men who occupied very high positions
in many countries. And it is an astonishing circumstance that William Booth, of humble birth, with
very limited educational advantages, with no opportunity until he was well in middle-age of
coming into contact with the leisured or polite classes, should nevertheless have been able to
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make himself at home with men of the university, of Parliament, of the Court, of the City.' He
met them on common ground, he was not 'awkward' in their company; they found him
interesting, and very often, before they were aware, he had slipped the leading strings on them,
and was taking them whither he would.
But this rare gift of adaptability was exercised equally in his dealings with the poorest creature
of the street. He was more proud of the fact that he could, so to speak, break bread with the
poor than that he could sit as an honoured guest at a dinner table in Park Lane. He had the
infinite tact — if tact is the right word — which condescends to men of low estate, without letting
it appear to be condescension. In spite of many temptations, he always resisted, nay he hated,
what he called the 'Nabob' spirit. In this respect, no doubt, his kindly humour often came to his
help. The man who has real humour is sure to have a saving humility and to be, at least to some
extent, unspoiled. And his humour also often got him to the heart of a situation.
No matter whether he was dealing with the prodigal of the gutter or with a ruler who sought his
advice, he was the same man, adaptable, though never opportunist, brotherly, though still
careful of his position and authority, projecting himself by sympathy into the place of another,
but never surrendering a principle to please or conciliate anybody. Everywhere he went, up and
down the world, the people who faced him — their faces white, or brown, or black, or yellow,
the setting a convict prison, a great auditorium, a council chamber, or a throne-room — knew
that he belonged to them, was one of them —
Men felt
That in their midst a son of man there dwelt,
Like and unlike them, and their friend through all.
I want to make it plain that he laid himself out for this. He professed it. He was not concerned to
disavow the compliment that he was remarkable in these matters. It was his boast that he had
studied human nature, that he could read it like a book, that he could meet it on its own levels,
high or low. He was equally at home as the centre of an enthusiastic gathering of ten thousand
people, or presiding over the hard bargaining of a Finance Council. The world in general saw his
excellence in the one respect, it was given to only a few to see his excellence in the other. In
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later years, of course, much of the business side of Army work in every country was delegated to
others, but when it came to the final bargain and the finish up those others always wanted to
know that he was pleased.
In a word, William Booth was a man who never lost an opportunity of making contact with his
fellow-creatures. In a train he would have regarded it as shocking to ride hour after hour without
a word to the other passengers. He would speak to the platelayers on the line when the train
stopped at the signals, and to the inspectors and porters on the platform, and to the men on the
engine. He could mix also with those who were in despair or profligacy and talk with them —
real talk, not the asking of superior questions. His knowledge of the drunkard and the criminal
was obtained by first-hand acquaintance. Every creature was to him a rare book, occasionally
gilt-edged, but more often very rough-cut indeed, and loose in the binding, and sometimes very
difficult to decipher.
The greatest of all his qualities in the management of men has been implied all along in what I
have written, and yet I have not specifically named it. It was his love, his spirit of goodwill. In him
this was a constant fountain of benevolence, seldom a sudden gush of feeling. The Founder was
more benevolent than he was compassionate — I mean that his love went further back than the
immediate appeal to the feelings, although the feelings were there — and was therefore a more
dependable quality.
His love for his fellows seemed boundless. It was not to be put off by the extreme unloveliness
of some of those before whom it was poured out, nor by their ingratitude, nor their hardness of
heart. It was like strong, kindly hands searching for the worst. He plunged into the underworld
in quest of those whom others shunned or of whom they despaired. Here and there a great soul
has gone to sublime levels because of the God-given love that was in his heart for his fellows,
but William Booth went further than the sublime, he did not scruple to go to the verge of the
ridiculous if by any means he could save some. His wide-embracing and fervent 'charity' no
criticism could stay, no rebuffs diminish, no hatred quench. Because of the love that was in him
he dared, not only the anger of the world, but its laughter.
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I close this chapter — and my 'memories' of him in this book—with some words from an address
which he gave at one of the gatherings of Officers:
‘The secret of our success is often inquired for, and here it is: it is not in gifts, or human learning,
or exceptional opportunities, or in earthly advantages, but in a heart consumed with the flame
of ardent, holy, heavenly love.'
Thank God, that is still ‘the secret.'
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