XI
SWEDEN AND ALL THE WORLD

The year 1878, in which our Movement took the name of The Salvation Army, was a year of great
strain, upon me in particular. I was then twenty-two, and although I had recovered in a great
measure from the weakness of my early teens, I was again physically in a thoroughly limp and
shaken condition. Our friend Mr. Billups, of Cardiff, with whom and his wife my people had
formed a friendship several years earlier, was then building a railway between the Swedish port
of Halmstad, in the Cattegat, and Jönkoping, the great centre of the match industry of Sweden,
a hundred miles from the coast. On this business he was going to stay there for a month or two
with Mrs. Billups, and, seeing my run-down condition, they very kindly asked me to join them for
a few weeks' holiday, and not only received me as their guest in Sweden, but paid my travelling
expenses. Accordingly I journeyed with them, via Dover and Ostend, my first Channel trip, and
then — that Mrs. Billups should not be over-fatigued — by easy stages to Copenhagen and
Malmö.
At Hamburg a trifling circumstance occurred, which, however, had its significance in view of what
was to happen later. After dinner at the hotel on the evening of our arrival Mr. Billups invited me
to go with him to a small Mission Hall, carried on, if I remember correctly, by a joint committee
of English and German residents of Hamburg for the benefit of English sailors entering that port.
We found the little place without much difficulty. Once there I became greatly interested in a
group of German sailors who were watching with more or less attention the service conducted
on behalf of their English mates. After saying a few words to the English part of the audience. it
occurred to me that I might also speak to the Germans if I could get any one to translate my
words. Turning to I think it was the English Missionary in charge, I asked him if he could speak
German, and learning that he could, I then addressed myself to the Germans present, giving my
message sentence by sentence through my missionary friend.
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The meeting and all concerned with it soon passed from my thoughts in the experience of further
travel, but I realized in a sort of presentiment that I had stumbled upon a method in which, by
the use of interpreters, in a certain way, we might largely overcome our own limitations in the
matter of speech, and address ourselves to any people in their own tongue.
Our journey proceeded, the last lap being by road, and a day or two later I found myself with
my kind hosts established in a roomy farmhouse on the outskirts of a village on the lakeside at
Wernamo, some fifteen miles from Jönkoping, and on the railway line which Mr. Billups was
constructing. After a few days I began to feel uncomfortable because the farmer's wife and the
servants could take no part in the English family prayers, which I was in the habit of conducting
at the suggestion of my good host. On thinking the matter over, it occurred to me that, in spite
of the language difficulty, it might be well if they were invited to be present. This was arranged,
and the servants at once began to show interest. They used Swedish Bibles, though, of course,
our reading and prayer were in English, which they did not understand.
On the second or third morning one of the maids asked permission for her father, who was
working on the farm, to come in, and this was granted, and on the following morning another of
the servants was particularly impressed, even to distress of mind. We learned after some trouble
that this young woman had been moved by the realization of her sins.
These circumstances encouraged me, much to the delight of Mrs. Billups, to persevere in our
little effort: and obtaining the assistance of Mr. Billups's manager — a rough Englishman of the
navvy type, who showed little or no sympathy with religion — I started out to discover whether
some one could be found in the neighbourhood who spoke both English and Swedish. We made
our way to the bank where Mr. Billups transacted his business, and here, to my great satisfaction,
we found a Scotsman, named Duncan, who could speak both languages. I introduced myself,
and asked him if he would be so very kind as to come to the farm house for two or three mornings
to read to us in Swedish from the Bible, and to translate for me sentence by sentence anything
that I might wish to say in prayer. After a little persuasion, he gave a reluctant consent, and on
the following morning we made a start.
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It was in that room, where the small company included Mr. and Mrs. Billups, the latter's attendant,
the farmer's wife, the three maids, the father of one of them, and Duncan the Scotsman, that was
begun that method of testimony and appeal and instruction which has since been carried all over
the world by The Salvation Army, and which has given us the ear of multitudes in many lands,
both East and West, even though the speakers knew no language except their own. Had we all
been accomplished linguists, with half the languages of the world at our command, we should
still have had a stammering tongue compared with the direct and open speech whereby, through
this method, Salvation truths have been proclaimed around the globe.
On this first morning Duncan read verse by verse with me. I then made a few remarks, specially
directed, I must say, to the maid who had appeared in distress of mind on the previous occasion,
and he translated them, though very nervously, sentence by sentence. At the conclusion of
prayers we found the young woman really broken down in a spirit of repentance towards God.
We sent away the others, and Mrs. Billups and I and the translator remained and tried to point
her to the Atonement and the promise of sins forgiven. We did not succeed that day, but shortly
afterwards she and others were wonderfully delivered from condemnation and fear, and, in what
we now recognize as Salvation Army fashion, began to speak to those around of what God had
done.
This new development was altogether so unexpected that, small though it was, we could not but
be impressed by the thought that the hand of God was in it. I was at once asked to conduct
evening prayers at an hour when other workers also could attend, and after only one or two days
we had an evening attendance of, perhaps, thirty people, some of whom began to seek after
God. The room available was too small, and we obtained permission to use a large room at the
post office once or twice, which also was quickly crowded.
Among others who received a revelation from on high which changed the character of their
future was the postmistress herself. Her name — one which has come to be revered in Army
annals — was Hanna Ouchterlony, a remarkable woman, who came of one of the old Swedish
military families. Of striking personality and courageous spirit, she had already proved her mettle
in connexion with the Woman's Movement in Sweden, and she afterwards became the first
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Officer of The Salvation Army in that country, and its pioneer leader for nine or ten years, during
which time she was instrumental in accomplishing a really national work for God and
righteousness.
The room at the post office being too small, Mr. Billups fitted up the unfinished booking office
of the new railway station with a platform and rough seating, and here I spoke twice daily for
about a fortnight, still with the aid of my interpreter, the Scotsman. Among others to be greatly
blessed in the meetings was the Scotsman's wife, a Swedish lady, a daughter of one of the
leading families. Several other people of importance in the locality were influenced, as well as
many of humbler station.
Once again we outgrew our accommodation, and at last a Mission House, seating about five
hundred people, was placed at my disposal. Here for some ten days I conducted one of two
meetings a day. There would have been no difficulty, so far as attendances were concerned,
about holding an even larger number of services, but I was supposed to be on furlough,
recruiting my overworked nervous system! Nevertheless, I thoroughly enjoyed this
unpremeditated campaign, including the small day meetings, which were held in the homes of
several of the converts who lived at a distance from the little town, and who liked me to go to
their homes in order that I might speak at, close quarters with their neighbours. On its small
scale, it was quite an important awakening, and out of it came not only Commissioner
Ouchterlony's dedication to our service, but other important influences which to this day are
traceable in our Scandinavian ranks.
I was happy in this unlooked-for effort, and greatly interested in the people — especially in those
who had been blessed in the way I have described. In a letter, written to Mrs. Billups, from
Malmö, the day after I left Wernamo on my return to London, and which I found among the
correspondence she sent me shortly before her death, I see that I thus described my feelings:
I could not tell you, if I tried to do so, how much I have felt leaving the Wernamo friends. I felt
on Sunday afternoon in that Mission House as though my inmost soul was knit with theirs. I do
not think I have ever felt drawn out to yearn over people more, and seldom so much, and doubly
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so, of course, for those who have taken Jesus Christ. I was unduly anxious about them in the
night and this morning, and could not help feeling (realizing) what trials of faith and courage are
before them all, and there is no one strong to fall back upon. I asked the Lord to speak a word
of quietness to me, and, opening my Bible, my eyes rested on, “And they shall be Mine, saith
the Lord of Hosts, in that day when I make up My jewels, and I will spare them as a man spareth
his own son that serveth him. ..."
How slow we are to confide in God, and how slow of heart still are even we to believe all that
the prophets have spoken! ...
The Lord give you, dear Mrs. Billups, more and more of the pertinacity and violence of faith...
Yours by His mercy,
W. BRAMWELL Booth,

The Swedes attracted me greatly. Young as I was, and entirely without experience of other
nationalities which could serve me as a basis for comparison, I began to see in them at that time
what I have since proved to be their distinguishing qualities, both the very good and the less
good. I discovered at once in them what I can only describe as a certain intellectual clarity — a
resilience of mind — which enabled them to apprehend spiritual things in a way that is not the
case with all peoples. There seemed to me to be fewer twists and turns and tergiversations in
the Scandinavian mentality, and especially the Swedish, than in that of some other nationalities.
I have noticed a similar thing in parts of Scotland. I know no audience to whom it is a greater
intellectual pleasure to speak than an audience of northern Scotch — say in Aberdeen, Inverness,
or Dingwall; not because they are demonstrative or even very responsive to personal appeal, but
because the speaker is sure that there is at least intellectual sympathy between himself and his
listeners ; that their thoughts are not constantly running off at tangents, but that they open their
minds and weigh his words from start to finish.
All this I discerned in the Swede. Inexperienced as I was, and in spite of the fact that the work
with which I was connected had not up to that time gone beyond the limits of the Old Country,
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I at once saw Sweden as a new field. I was taken also with the Swedish combination of spiritual
insight with genuine emotion. Their nature had both substance and warmth. No doubt, then as
now, they were not free from some drawbacks attaching to emotionalism, but they certainly gave
promise — a promise which has been abundantly fulfilled in our subsequent experience of them
of doing a great work as the result of a sanctified emotion.
Much is written and said in deprecation of feeling in region; but, when all is said and done, the
emotions do spring from the depths of our nature, and the attempt to divorce religion from them
is really absurd. The idea that the sets must for ever be mistrusted and denied has probably be
more to do with the production of frigidness ad formality in religion than any other single thing.
I defy any man to read the Bible with an open mind, especially the Old Testament with its psalms
and prophecies, without realizing that God intended the emotions to play a great part in action
and experience, not only in our personal communion with Him, but in the practical carrying out
of His word of love and righteousness in daily life. ‘O taste and see,' said the Psalmist, ‘that the
Lord is good.' How absurd to deny the precious feelings and affections of which Jesus Christ
Himself was so manifestly an example. We know better than to flee from knowledge, but it has
been well said, 'Christianity consists far more in having a full heart than in having a crowded
head.’
A heart right in the sight of God is, in fact, the prime necessity of religion as revealed in the New
Testament. ‘As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he.' 'The hidden man of the heart 'is the real
man.’ Especially and constantly is the word heart used in the Bible of the emotion of affection
both towards man and towards God. It is there that the Kingdom of God is to be set up; that the
life of Christ is to be seen in us; that the Fire of the Holy Ghost is to come, and enthroned there
the love of God and man is to govern our lives. As well might one seek to live without life and
spirit as to love without feeling!
The work of The Army in Scandinavia sprang from that little effort by the lakeside of Wernamo,
and Scandinavia — in which term I here include Finland — has proved one of The Army's very
fruitful fields. Not only has that work been of immense service among the Scandinavian nations
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themselves, and brought blessing to the lives of multitudes in those northern lands, including
the Lapps, but it has spread amongst the Scandinavian populations of the United States. And,
thank God! it has been the means of raising up from those various peoples hundreds of valiant
souls who have gone forth into the dangers and difficulties of the dark lands — some to lay down
their lives without question for the lost. Few things give me greater satisfaction about the work
of The Army in any country than the missionary effort which it produces and the blessings which
it disperses into the heathen world. And next to England — which, of course, has had special
advantages in the fact that it was the land of The Army's original foundation, and that it has had
a longer time in which to prepare and develop its missionary enterprise — Sweden, Norway,
Denmark, and Finland have, in the experience of The Army, produced the greatest results along
this particular line.
When some time ago I was leaving the King of Sweden, at the termination of an interview with
him in Stockholm, he said to me with great earnestness that he wanted to thank me for the work
The Salvation Army had accomplished amongst his people, and to express his desire that that
work should make still further progress. It was with serious purpose and also with great
satisfaction that I was able to answer him, ‘And I thank you, Sir, and through you the Swedish
people, for the noble and splendid spirits Sweden has given to aid us in the extension of the
work of God among the non-Christian peoples.’
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