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XII 
 

SOME METHODS OF ARREST 
 
 
One night, after a meeting I had been holding in the West End of London, several members of 
The Army were personally introduced to me. Among them was a man of perhaps forty-eight or 
fifty; one, I think, of our Local Officers. I asked him how he came into The Army. 'I was in a 
miserable state,' he told me. 'I had wasted a great part of my life. And then a very unusual, even 
remarkable thing happened, which led to my conversion. One evening I was wandering aimlessly 
across Hyde Park when I was attracted by a crowd in the middle of which was a man shouting 
out something. It proved to be an Open-Air Meeting of The Salvation Army. I waited on the 
edge of the crowd for a little while, not paying much attention, and presently I turned away. As 
I did so, the speaker shouted out, “Now, remember what I said, quoting a passage, and then 
crying out, very loudly and emphatically, “JOHN, THREE AND SIXTEEN!” Those words, “JOHN, 
THREE AND SIXTEEN," electrified me. I went home, but not to rest. In fact, I knew no rest until 
I had come to God, and by His grace was a new man.' 'But,' I said, somewhat puzzled, "What 
was there about the words “John, Three and Sixteen” which had this effect on you? Did you turn 
to the passage?' 'Well, you see, Chief,' was his reply, 'my name is John; I have been married 
three times; and I have had sixteen children!' 
 
I met with a somewhat similar case, illustrating the extraordinary way in which souls may be 
roused from lethargy, some years ago in Leeds. A fully uniformed Salvationist came up to me 
and said, 'You don't remember me?' I had to say that I did not. 'I was converted,' he went on, 'at 
one of your meetings in London. It was an All-Night of Prayer at Stratford.' 'Yes,' I said, recalling 
some remarkable episodes of a night of prayer there, how did it come about?' 'Well,' he replied, 
‘I was saved really by a snore.' ‘Saved by a snore!' I repeated in astonishment. 'Yes,' he said, “by 
a man snoring. I went to the All-Night of Prayer out of curiosity, just to see what you did. I took 
a seat rather towards the back of the building. In the course of the night I fell asleep. I was roused 
out of my sleep by a violent snore in my neighbourhood. This I found to proceed from another 
man in the seat in front of mine. I woke up startled, not realizing where I was, and, jumping to 
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my feet, made my way to the aisle. At that moment the Officer who was leading the second 
meeting for you shouted at the top of his voice, “Here's another soul for Jesus!” Then a second 
Officer at the end of my row seized me, and led me almost dazed to the penitent-form. I was 
thoroughly aroused now by the extraordinary circumstances which had brought me to my knees, 
I reflected on what I had heard in the earlier part of the service, and I did honestly begin to search 
my heart and think of my life oi sin. In the end, I gave myself to God, He pardoned me, I became 
a Salvationist, and here I am.' 
 
The old General used to tell a story of a man in South Africa who was exceedingly successful in 
dealing with mule tams. Ask how he managed these stubborn creatures, he said, 'Well, when 
they stop and won't go on, I just pick up a handful of gravel or soil, put it to their mouths, and 
let then taste it. Of course, they spit it out again; but, as a rule, they begin to go on,' 'Why do 
you think it has that effect on them?' persisted his questioner. "Well, I don't know, was the reply, 
but I expect it changes the current of their thoughts!' 
 
There is a philosophy in this. Do some of our methods, which appear erratic and irrelevant, need 
any apology after all? Their connexion with spiritual things may not be immediately traceable, 
but if they shack and startle men, wake them up and turn them right about, have they not their 
purpose? The ordinary materialistic monotony of life induces such a stupor that the spirit has 
often to be stabbed awake. The thing which snaps the coiling thread of the humdrum has its 
justification in the result. It changes the current of their thoughts.' 
 
When people have told me that they have found Salvation or some other blessing on hearing 
my addresses, I have often discovered on further inquiry that what actually enlightened them or 
met their difficulty or turned them to Christ was not some great truth I had propounded, not 
some striking thought to which I had perhaps given a little extra emphasis, not a careful and 
arousing passage; but, on the contrary, some quite simple and detached circumstance, a 
forgotten phrase, a chance aside, a passing allusion. One woman, for example, came and told 
me that she had given herself to God through a quite incidental reference I had made in an 
address to the previous evening's sunset. It reminded her, she said, of the sunsets of long ago 
as she used to see them in her village home when she was a girl and went to Sunday school, and 
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thus her heart woke up to desire and seek after God. In such apparently casual ways the truth 
finds admission. Can it be doubted that this is the philosophy which underlies some of the 
extraordinary proceedings on the part of the ancient prophets and kings? The breaking of 
pitchers and other outlandish things which were done in the presence of the people were not 
mere symbolism. They were means of arrest. They were sudden diversions. Their purpose was 
to secure the attention of the thoughtless, the forgetful, the preposessed. To use a very modern 
figure, they were the last jerk of the crank handle which availed to start the engine. 
 
No doubt this explains some of our success. We had one man, for example, who, despairing of 
getting the people otherwise to hear him, went every night during a week in winter and lay down 
in the market-place in the snow, remaining there for three-quarters of an hour without saying a 
word. By the end of the week half the population had gone out to see him, and then he got up 
and talked to them, and talked with effect. We had another man who even went so far as to 'play 
ghost' in order to get the people within sound of the Gospel. The Army records to this very day 
are rich with the stories of men who did strange things, things which others could not have done 
because of their timidity of spirit or their sense of propriety. It is easy to scoff at what they did; 
often it has been difficult to defend, sometimes we have had to disapprove and restrain, but 
there is a true psychology behind it. It is another instance of the foolish things of the world 
confounding the wise. The trouble with conventional religion is that it is not foolish 'enough. It 
is too dainty in its choice of weapons to get to the heart of the ungodly. It thinks that everything 
must be solemn and proper and in good taste if it is to be effective. It forgets that in almost the 
literal sense people have to be wakened before their souls can be won. The Salvation Army might 
itself have been stiffened by the starch of respectability had it not been for some enthusiasts who 
have not hesitated to strike away from the beaten track, and counted it a light thing to suffer 
ridicule. I think of many a man who helped to set us loose, Dowdle and his fiddle, the Neals and 
their preaching and song, Cadman and his amazing displays, Corbridge and his announcements. 
One of Corbridge's little railway tickets: 
 

HALLELUJAH RAILWAY 
LEICESTER TO HEAVEN 

FIRST CLASS 1877 
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is before me now. On the back of it are the words: 'Conditions fully explained at every service 
by Corbridge, the real old Hallelujah Man, and crowds of Blood-washed passengers.' Another 
handbill of a later period announces a 'Great Fair at the Salvation Market,' and among those 
billed to appear are Moorhouse and Bricky, Skelton the Thrasher, Wells the Converted Thief, and 
a score of others described with similar force and freedom. 
 
We in The Army have learned to thank God for eccentricity and extravagance, and to consecrate 
them to His service. We have men in our ranks who can rollick for the Lord. Often they have 
blundered, and occasionally they land us in awkward places. Some of them have been very rough 
and uncouth, and all that. I have never wanted to imitate what they did. I could not have done 
so. But they have enlarged my conception of the power of God and the mysteriousness of His 
ways. And I have felt less inclined to shrink from doing some unusual thing myself because they 
on their part did not shrink from doing things far more unusual. Thank God for the dare-devils! 
They led us on the forward march. Their freedom of attack has brought, and still brings, within 
our reach the very people we most want. They have helped to keep us free from the shackles of 
respectability. They keep us passionate. So that even such a writer as H. G. Wells, after saying 
that our ‘shouts, clangour, trumpeting, gesticulations, and rhythmic pacings stun and dismay my 
nerves,' can add, 'I see God indubitably present in these excitements.’ 
 
I know, of course, what some of my scientific friends will say to this. But I may be permitted to 
reply to their views in the words of a great student of human life: 
 
... however convincingly it [science] may show us that religion is a clumsy term for describing 
emotional excitement, science itself cannot and does not save the lost and rescue the 
abandoned. Science cannot do this; it knows how it is done, and yet cannot itself do the thing 
which it assures us is not a miracle; and science does not do it, does not desire to do it, for the 
very reason that it lacks the religious impulse which alone can accomplish the miracle, the miracle 
not only of converting the people, but of making the conversion of the evil and the bad a passion 
of the life of the good and the virtuous. 
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A method I have sometimes adopted in conducting an Army meeting is to be frankly emotional 
up to a certain point. I set out deliberately to create a certain impression upon the hearts of the 
people to whom I am speaking. I use various means to that end, some in one place, some in 
another, according to the audience and my own state of mind. I desire to produce that heart 
opening without which I believe it to be of little use making an appeal either to the intellect or 
the conscience. Then, when I have come to that point, I begin to produce the harder facts of my 
message. Having softened the wax, I press the die. Then can come a definite invitation to resolve, 
to act, and an opportunity to do it then and there. For myself, I do not even then, in this sternest 
phase of the battle, rigidly exclude the relation of a fact or incident which may have an emotional 
bearing. But this is not done with the same object as at the opening. The object now is to fortify 
the people so that they may overcome the immediate difficulties and hesitancies which are the 
impeding work of the enemy of souls. Therefore I tell of the power of Christ's love to change. I 
use whatever comes handiest to urge them to the final step. I bid them with all the tenderness I 
can muster come and make the great surrender, come and find the great Salvation. And, thank 
God, they come! 
 


