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XIII 
 

STORIES OF THE ARMY'S TREASURY 
 
 
MANY stories could be told of mysterious gifts received from strangers for The Army. Once a 
man, then quite unknown to us, called at Headquarters and said, 'I want to see Mr. Bramwell 
Booth. He was shown up to me, and he told me his name, and said: 
 
“I have been very much interested in the work you are doing, although I wish you were not so 
much mixed up with disturbances. I want to give you a thousand pounds.' 
 
He brought out his cheque, and after I had thanked him, I asked him how he had first come to 
be interested in us. 
 
"Well,' he said, “I will tell you. Some time ago I was walking down Aldersgate Street, and I 
noticed on the other side of the road a costermonger loading sacks of scrap iron on to a barrow. 
One of the sacks was apparently too heavy for him to lift, and a tall man wearing a silk hat 
stopped and put up the sack for the old costermonger and said a word to him. I was so much 
interested that I asked a policeman who was near by to tell me who it was that had assisted the 
costermonger. “Oh, don't you know?” said the policeman; "that's General Booth.” “Well,” I said 
to myself, “if that is the spirit of The Salvation Army, then I shall help it as I have opportunity.” 
 
The same benefactor gave us further help afterwards. He had a friend, a man nearly blind, who 
came to our Meetings occasionally, where he was deeply interested and blessed. One day this 
gentleman called at Headquarters, seeking me, and said: 
 
'Look here, I am going to give something to your work. How are you off for funds?' 
 
We are really very hard pressed just now,' I said. "I have been praying the Lord to send us along 
some help, and I have no doubt He has sent you.' 
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Then he took out of his pocket-book a cheque, and held it up close to his eyes. 
 
‘It is signed,' he said. “Fill it in and make it payable to The Army.' 
 
‘How much shall I make it payable for?' I asked him. 
 
‘Well,' he said, 'what do you think? '  
 
'I leave it to you.' 
 
‘Fill it up, then, for what you think the Lord would have me give you.' 
 
I remembered that he was a rather wealthy man, but, still, I did not know much about him, and I 
cast my mind upwards for help in this emergency. 
 
'Shall we say a thousand pounds?' I said at last. 
 
‘Well — yes,' he replied rather hesitatingly; ‘as you have only said one thousand pounds, we will 
make it one thousand.' 
 
I am afraid my pleasure in receiving the gift was dashed a little by regret that I had not said five! 
 
Wonderful indeed have been the answers to prayer in special predicaments. Sometimes in 
bygone days I have signed cheques, and stood them up against the inkpot, saying, “I cannot let 
them go until the Lord has sent along the wherewithal to meet them.' And even while I have 
been waiting at Headquarters casting up my heart to God for help, people have called and said, 
'I feel the Lord would have me come and give you a hundred pounds' — or two hundred pounds, 
or five hundred, as the case might be. That kind of thing has been repeated in practically every 
department of The Army, and in every land, and even in many a Corps. It ought to teach us to 
believe hard as well as work hard. 
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Once I remember our good friend T. A. Denny coming in when we were in a tight financial 
squeeze. The old General was just off on one of his long-distance tours, and I was terribly tried 
about getting in money. 
 
Now, Mr. Bramwell,' said Denny, 'I hear from Beard' — we had then a friend named Beard at 
Headquarters — that you are very hard up as usual.' ‘That is true. Mr. Denny,' I said; 'we are in a 
corner.' 
 
I have never known you far from that corner,' was his reply. How much do you want? Will a 
thousand pounds be of any use to you?' 
 
‘Of course it will be of use,' I said, but it will not get me over this special difficulty.' 
 
Then how much do you really want?' 'I want four thousand.' Denny took a cheque out of his 
pocket. 
 
‘Bramwell,' he said, 'I made it out for four thousand before I came along. I had an impression 
that that was what you wanted.' 
 
'Did Beard give you any idea of the sum? 'I asked in amazement. 
 
'No,' he said, 'nobody gave me any idea of it.' To put it mildly, a remarkable coincidence! 
 
When we were buying and altering the Congress Hall property at Clapton for our Training Work 
we had to raise some twenty-five thousand pounds, at that period of our history a very large 
sum. Sir William M'Arthur, who was Lord Mayor of London in 1880, and a zealous Methodist, 
signed a letter on our behalf, which was sent to a number of leading Methodists. A few of the 
recipients were asked to come together and hear about the General's scheme. One of them was 
Dr. James Wood, of Southport, a Methodist layman and a doctor of laws. The meeting was 
summoned for a Monday afternoon, and on the previous Saturday Dr. Wood came to see me 
and said that he was going to give us fifty pounds. After a little talk he decided, without any 
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suggestion of mine, to double the proposed donation. I asked him, and he agreed, to come to 
a Holiness Breakfast the following morning at our Whitechapel Hall. We met in the City and 
walked to the Hall. About two hundred of our people were present. The doctor would not come 
to the platform, as I wished; he insisted on sitting among the people. 
 
Next day, at the gathering at Headquarters, Dr. Wood set the ball rolling, after the General had 
outlined his scheme. Our Lancashire friend told how he had come up with his cheque already 
made out for fifty pounds. After hearing a little more of the work, he decided to make it a 
hundred pounds. But when he went on the previous day to one of the Meetings he found the 
enthusiasm and warmth of old fashioned Methodism at its best. He explained that he had sat 
among the people for two reasons. “I wanted, in the first place, to see whether they were genuine 
working people who got their living with their hands. After I had looked at them and spoken to 
several, I had no doubt at all on that score. So far from getting anything out of this work, they 
contribute to its support. The other reason I sat amongst them was to see whether they were 
clean, and I am satisfied that they were. I could see that they had all washed their necks and ears. 
General, yours is a work of practical godliness. I shall give you a thousand pounds.' 
 
M’Arthur gave a thousand guineas, and we got several thousand pounds as a result of that 
afternoon meeting. We put it down in no small measure to Dr. Wood's scrutiny of our people in 
Whitechapel, and his discovery that they washed their necks and ears! 
 
I have had quite as much satisfaction, however, in receiving small gifts from small people as in 
receiving bigger gifts from bigger people. I know that was true also of the Founder. It never 
ceased to be to him a source of pleasure that so large a proportion of The Army's income was 
drawn from the masses. When Officers reported to him that there was no gold in the collection, 
he would often say, Well, never mind! There is plenty of copper.' He did not disesteem the 
democratic coin. He knew that it often spoke of sacrifice as great as the more precious metal. 
 
And what the poor gave was not always 'copper.' 
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One day an elderly woman, a Soldier in one of our London Corps, wrote asking me for an 
interview. I was extremely busy at the time, and asked my secretary to write her and say that he 
would see her in my stead. She replied by return, saying that she must see me herself. 
Accordingly she was asked to come. I went into the room where she was waiting, and she opened 
the conversation by saying: 
 
‘General, I have come to give you £100.’ 
 
I replied that that was very interesting, and looking at her thin garments and work-worn hands, 
and guessing that she earned a precarious livelihood, I said: 
 
‘And how did you get it?’ 
 
Quick as thought she answered, 'General, excuse me. but I think that is my business!’ 
 
'Yes,' I said, 'but you are not in ordinary circumstances. I do not like the idea of taking such a 
sum from you without knowing more about you.' 
 
Then she told me. 
 
‘When my husband died he left me £40 — all his savings. We had both been brought to God in 
The Salvation Army, and the Lord has been good to us. Moreover, we had no one dependent 
on us. After he died, I began to go out cleaning, and I generally got one meal a day given me, 
so that I was able to put by sometimes a shilling and sometimes half a crown. Then, about two 
years ago, I thought I was living in too expensive a room. I paid six shillings a week for it. After 
praying about it, it came to me that by sharing my room with another lady, I might halve that 
rent. I did it. So, little by little, by the Lord's goodness, I have added to that £40 until it has 
become £100. And now He has told me to come and give it to you to help on the work of The 
Army. 
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'Well,' I said, “Mrs. this is very generous and good of you. But I do not feel quite happy about it. 
What is your age?! 
 
Bridling a little, she said, ' I think that is my business, too, General.' 
 
'Yes,' I said, smiling at her bashful appearance, but you must tell me, because I am thinking of 
what the future may have for you.' 
 
'Well,' she said, 'I am sixty-six, and when I am seventy I shall be receiving the old age pension, 
so that you need not trouble about me.' 
 
After turning the matter over in my mind for a few moments, I said: 
 
‘Well, now, I don't quite feel as if I ought to take this money from you, but I will tell you what I 
will do. I will receive it and enter it in our books under your name. And I will make an entry to the 
effect that should you be sick or in any way in need of it, you can at any time withdraw what you 
require. Should you not require it, and be taken to Heaven, it will fall entirely into The Army's 
funds.' 
 
But my suggestion encountered unexpected obstinacy in her. She was evidently surprised that I 
should raise any objection. 
 
‘If your father, our dear old General what's in Heaven, had been here,' she said, almost severely, 
he would not have made all this fuss about taking my £100 for the work of The Army!' 
 
So, after all, I had to yield the point, and when I knelt down beside her, and thanked God for the 
spirit He had put in her poor old heart I could not help but praise Him. A lonely widow hidden 
away in the purlieus of the great city, toiling hard every day, adding slowly to her small store of 
savings, and then bringing them all into the treasury of her Lord. 
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Many people will hardly believe it, but the old General had an instinctive dread of money. The 
Army has from the very first been widely associated in people's minds with money-raising. Tens 
of thousands, especially in London, first heard of us through a queer music-hall chorus of the 
eighties: 

General Booth sends round the hat; 
Samson was a strong man, 
But he wasn't up to that! 

 
The Founder said more about money, probably, than any other leader in the religious world. He 
also instituted a system under which money has been raised in quite considerable sums. Yet, for 
all that, he had an instinctive dread of it. It was a sort of constitutional fear of its power and 
tyranny. After the first ten or twelve years of the life of the Movement he never himself touched 
the money. All his financial arrangements, though carried on, of course, in his name, were 
attended to by others. By 1878-9 I was already signing the cheques. He himself had nothing to 
do with them, although he insisted on exact returns and on knowing from time to time where we 
were financially, and he bore the heavy burden of money raising. 
 
This is not to say that he did not realize the necessity for exactness and economy in dealing with 
money, both private and public. He had great confidence in the public Auditors who have looked 
after our accounts. While he never took anything from the funds of The Army for himself, he was 
careful to have full accounts rendered to him by the publishers of his books. These works of his 
and of my mother's — and later on her 'Life' — for a number of years largely supported them. 
On the establishment of ‘The War Cry,' when some of our friends urged him to make that, at 
least, private property, and thus place himself and his family out of need, he declined the 
suggestion. I believe his will was worth a great deal to The Army funds. People woke up to the 
fact that this man, with legitimate opportunity to do so, had never enriched himself. 
 
He carried his financial diffidence to a point which many would regard as quixotic. Soon after the 
Mission started, in 1865, he had a Financial Guarantee Committee, of which Stephenson 
Blackwood and one or two other fairly well-known men were members. This Committee 
authorized the payment of his insurance premiums. When, later on, his books became a source 
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of income, he paid these premiums himself, and a few years afterwards he asked the Auditors to 
make an estimate of the total sum paid during the years that they had been met by the 
Committee. They did so, and determined the amount at five hundred pounds, and this sum he 
handed over to the funds of The Army. 
 
Mr. T. A. Denny, whom I have already mentioned, was one of several friends of like mind and 
heart. Henry Reed was perhaps the first on the list. Another was Samuel Morley, then head of 
the great Nottingham firm of I. & R. Morley, who loved to consider himself a 'sleeping partner’ 
in our work. He varied from time to time in his feelings but one of the last things he did before 
his death was to give a couple of thousand for the extension of the Women's Social Work in 
London. Then there were Mr. and Mrs. Billups, of Cardiff, and John and Richard Cory, of the 
same city, who knew and trusted the Booths' before as well as after The Salvation Army was 
born. There were the Armitages (Farnley), who not only gave nobly up to the limit of their means, 
but came to the Meetings, and marched with the processions. There was Mrs. Freeman, from 
whom came many a ray of light amid the financial anxiety of the earliest days. And there were 
the Misses Wells, who not only brought of their wealth, but joined The Army, donned its uniform, 
and gave up their luxurious home to live as simple Salvationists. John Newbury, of Purley, and 
William Johnson, of Cambridge, both Congregationalists, were also noble givers. Perhaps the 
most generous of all our helpers, though of a somewhat later period, was Frank Crossley, of 
Manchester, whose splendid gifts largely made possible the extension of The Army's work in 
other lands during the late eighties. I wish he could know now what harvests have been reaped 
from the seed he helped us to sow! 
 
With the development of The Army's philanthropic work we had frequently to do with a different 
kind of benefactor. Men came forward to help us because of the downright common sense of 
some of our efforts for social amelioration, although perhaps they had no sympathy with, often 
no understanding of, our presentation of the Gospel. The very daring of the Founder's schemes 
caught the interest of men who, in their own financial transactions, were accustomed to ‘think 
big.' One such man was the late George Herring. 
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George Herring began his career as a bookmaker. He was associated with that class of doubtful 
characters who frequent race meetings. To the end of his life, although probably one of the best-
dressed men in London, he always gave a certain impression of being 'horsy.' He made a large 
sum of money on a particular race, and on the same day he 'cut' the Turf. He came into the City, 
went on the Stock Exchange, and took up a branch of business connected with the floating of 
loans for foreign Governments. Of this, with a partner, he made a great success. Before he had 
reached middle life Herring was a wealthy man. 
 
We first came across him on the publication of 'In Darkest England and the Way Out,' in 1890. 
He came to see us, and at once said that he would put up £10,000 of the money required to 
purchase the proposed Land Colony. He made very many excursions with one of our Officers 
seeking land. We finally decided that Hadleigh, in Essex, was the right place for us. Herring did 
not like the land, however, and accordingly his ten thousand came to nothing. He then rather 
drew off from us for some time. He was chaffed a good deal by his friends about his Salvation 
Army experiences. In our later intimacy we learned that one of his chums who thought to make 
fun of him sent him as a Christmas box a Salvation Soldier's cap. This joke pleased him greatly, 
but in a different way from that which the sender anticipated. He had an elegant glass-case 
made, in which he placed this cap as one of the ornaments in the drawing-room at his beautiful 
hunting lodge near Luton. He often explained to his friends how the cap came into his 
possession, and how he only wished that he was worthy to wear it. 
 
Later on he became very much interested in our proposal for housing the people on a scheme 
of higher-class Shelters. He got much more intimate with us all, especially with the Founder and 
myself and the late Commissioner Sturgess. He went to our Shelters, attended Meetings, 
tramped about with us at midnight, and gave considerable sums towards new and enlarged 
premises. The General and the 'Bloater,' as his familiars called him, taking liberty with his name, 
became quite good friends, and he was probably the only Society person in London with whom 
the General ever 'dined out. This was at Herring's town house in Hamilton Place, Piccadilly. 
 
The last time Herring was at Headquarters he bade the old General a cheery good-bye, and was 
so delighted with his youthful optimism and plans that he called up the lift as it was carrying him 
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down, ‘Good-bye, I thought you were twenty-six, and I see you are only about nineteen!' Herring 
was at the foundation of a small-holding scheme which we inaugurated at his suggestion. He 
found about forty thousand pounds for it, but as the later developments of that scheme come 
within my own period of Generalship, the story must await another occasion. 
 
George Herring was a singularly unassuming man. In my own intercourse with him he never 
presumed to dictate or to instruct me even as to matters on which I wished to defer to him. I had 
more than one talk with him on spiritual things, though I fear I did not make very much progress. 
I remember well the occasion of our last meeting. We had been discussing at some length the 
plans for the small-holding settlement, and I passed to some very serious words about eternal 
things. He seemed touched, and as he left me, I said, 'Well, Mr. Herring, I shall pray for you.' He 
paused at the door, and came back to my table, and after a moment's hesitation said with great 
seriousness, 'No, don't bother about me. I'm not worth it.' I wonder whether I ought to have 
been more earnest that day! 
 
The story of Army finance recalls our critics as well as our friends. One of these critics was Henry 
Labouchere, the editor of ‘Truth.’ Labouchere began by belabouring The Army, saying that we 
had no accounts to show, and so forth, and Charles Bradlaugh, his colleague in the 
representation of Northampton, dotted his 'i's' and crossed his 't's.' One morning there was 
brought to me a cutting from "Truth” which abused us with more definiteness than usual. 
Forthwith I put the cutting into the hands of one of our Staff, and the man himself into a hansom, 
and told him, in effect, that he was not to come back until he brought Labouchere with him. 
 
If his instructions did not go quite so far with regard to ‘knocking down or locking up' as those 
which were given to Sam Weller when he set out to secure Mr. Winkle, they were more effective. 
Labouchere came to Headquarters. In the meantime I had communicated with our auditors and 
one of the partners came over. Everything was in readiness for 'Labby's' inspection, and he spent 
a useful hour and a half going over the books, examining the vouchers, and talking to members 
of the Staff. 
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I do not pretend that Labouchere ever came to the penitent-form, but from that time onwards 
he was more or less a friend. He occasionally helped us in an appeal for money, signing one or 
two 'round robins' which we issued ; but the chief value of his countenance to us was in the fact 
that he was so great an authority on such matters that when he took a thing up and even faintly 
praised it people accepted its credentials right away. Bradlaugh we never succeeded in 
'converting. One of his exclamations on his death-bed was, 'Oh, General Booth's accounts!' 
 
The secret behind Army finance is not expressed in the word 'genius,' nor even in 'prevision'; it 
is the result of faith in God. Our Movement was born in absolute penury. Nobody connected 
with it at the start, from the Founder downwards, possessed a spare sovereign. Yet money was 
a necessity. Buildings must be erected or hired. The poor and neglected must be cared for. 
Evangelists or leaders must be provided with their daily bread. The work must be made known. 
Casual gifts, the result of occasional appeals, were forthcoming, but these meant only spasmodic 
and disconnected efforts. We could not make any great show with the scissors when we were so 
uncertain of the cloth. The Founder saw that the work must be made, so far as was possible, to 
be self-supporting. 
 
But ours was, and still is, a very poor community. The people lived from hand to mouth 
themselves. Few of the stations became self-maintaining in the first years. The money they raised 
had to be supplemented from the centre, By 1880, nevertheless, we had abundantly proved that 
the little communities in the different localities could, as a general rule, be supported by the 
people's own gifts and exertions. No doubt many of our Officers did suffer great privations in 
establishing this principle, often because they were so keen upon their work that they would not 
apply for the provision which was available for them. But the principle of self-support within each 
community once accepted has become widely adopted, and has answered beyond all 
expectations. 
 
We unite with this principle of self-support the further principle that the strong must help the 
weak, or, rather, that the strong and the weak must help each other. The earliest form by which 
we tried to raise money for work other than that carried on among the people from whom we 
begged it, was by what were called Quarterly Collections. The amount thus collected once in 
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three months at each Station was set apart for new work. Later came the Self-Denial Fund. That 
Fund came out of a remark of Major (now Commissioner) Carleton on the platform of the old 
Exeter Hall, to the effect that he proposed 'to give up his pudding' for a certain period in aid of 
the Funds. ‘Why not have an annual effort,' said the Founder, 'in which every one shall be invited 
to perform some act of self-denial?' But for this principle it would have been impossible either 
to begin or to carry on the missionary work of The Army. Every Territory contributes to the Fund, 
even those Territories which receive assistance from it towards their own missionary enterprise. 
 
Had it not been for this definite policy in connexion with our exchequer, The Army might never 
have broken its national boundaries, never have found opening before its tread the gates of the 
future. We have gone on the principle that if people have a religion worth having they will prove 
it by making some sacrifice to maintain it. And if it is the religion of Jesus Christ, they will want 
to extend it to their fellows, even to the uttermost parts of the earth. 
 


